
    
      DevlinMea

      
        	
          Halloween Blackmail
        

        	
          The Challenge
        

        	
          Uncontrollable Urges Pt. 01
        

        	
          Blue Diamond
        

        	
          Cupid's Masquerade
        

        	
          In Defense of Another
        

        	
          Gotta Be Somebody Pt. 01
        

        	
          Backpacking with Dani Pt. 01
        

        	
          Backpacking with Dani Pt. 02
        

        	
          Backpacking with Dani Pt. 03
        

        	
          Big Daddy Pt. 01
        

        	
          Busted
        

        	
          Gotta Be Somebody Pt. 02
        

        	
          Big Daddy Pt. 02
        

        	
          Gotta Be Somebody Pt. 03
        

        	
          Big Daddy Pt. 03
        

        	
          Big Daddy Pt. 04
        

        	
          Uncontrollable Urges Pt. 02
        

        	
          Uncontrollable Urges Pt. 03
        

        	
          Glamour Mix-Up
        

        	
          MamaBear Club: NYE Pt. 01
        

        	
          MamaBear Club: NYE Pt. 02
        

        	
          MamaBear Club: NYE Pt. 03
        

        	
          The Seduction Trap Pt. 01
        

        	
          The Seduction Trap Pt. 02
        

        	
          Guest of Fire Pt. 01
        

        	
          Tit Lover
        

        	
          Guest of Fire Pt. 02
        

        	
          Guest of Fire Pt. 03
        

        	
          Guest of Fire Pt. 04
        

        	
          Guest of Fire Pt. 05
        

        	
          Guest of Fire Pt. 06
        

        	
          A Seduction that Backfired
        

        	
          Satisfaction
        

        	
          After Midnight Surprise Pt. 01
        

        	
          After Midnight Surprise Pt. 02
        

        	
          After Midnight Surprise Pt. 03
        

        	
          Fantasy Island Pt. 01
        

        	
          Fantasy Island Pt. 02
        

        	
          Fantasy Island Pt. 03
        

        	
          Fantasy Island Pt. 04
        

        	
          Fantasy Island Pt. 05
        

        	
          The Slut Rose - Origins
        

        	
          CC - Universal Remote Pt. 01
        

        	
          CC - Universal Remote Pt. 02
        

        	
          CC - Universal Remote Pt. 04
        

        	
          CC - Universal Remote Pt. 03
        

        	
          War and Pleasure Pt. 01
        

        	
          War and Pleasure Pt. 02
        

        	
          The Bet
        

        	
          Siren
        

        	
          SR: Hammer Pt. 01
        

        	
          Glamour Mix-Up Pt. 02
        

        	
          The Mermaid's Stud
        

        	
          Glamour Mix-Up Pt. 03
        

        	
          City of Temptation
        

        	
          Kickboxing with His Mother-in-Law
        

        	
          Time is on My Side Pt. 01
        

        	
          Time Is On My Side Pt. 02
        

        	
          Time Is On My Side Pt. 03
        

        	
          Time Is On My Side Pt. 04
        

        	
          Hitchhiker Pt. 01
        

        	
          Hitchhiker Pt. 02
        

        	
          Hitchhiker Pt. 03
        

        	
          Numbers Pt. 01
        

        	
          Good Vibrations
        

        	
          The Proposition Pt. 01
        

        	
          SR: Hammer Pt. 02
        

        	
          Numbers Pt. 02
        

        	
          SR: Hammer Pt. 03
        

        	
          The Proposition Pt. 02
        

        	
          The Proposition Pt. 03
        

        	
          Birthday Surprise Pt. 01
        

        	
          Birthday Surprise Pt. 02
        

        	
          The Proposition Pt. 04
        

        	
          Birthday Surprise Pt. 03
        

        	
          Experimental
        

        	
          Pantyhose Teasing
        

        	
          Massaging the Teacher
        

        	
          SR: Hammer Pt. 04
        

        	
          SR: Hammer Pt. 05
        

        	
          Dear Diary
        

        	
          My Mother, My Whore
        

        	
          Someone to Watch Over Me Pt. 01
        

        	
          Someone to Watch Over Me Pt. 02
        

        	
          Hannah's in Control Pt. 01
        

        	
          Someone to Watch Over Me Pt. 03
        

        	
          Hannah's in Control Pt. 02
        

        	
          SR: Hammer Pt. 06
        

        	
          Crazy Ex Pt. 01
        

        	
          Crazy Ex Pt. 02
        

        	
          Crazy Ex Pt. 03
        

        	
          Mom's Injured Friend
        

        	
          The Love Spell
        

        	
          Our Little Secret
        

        	
          SR: Just One Drop Pt. 01
        

        	
          SR: Just One Drop Pt. 02
        

        	
          SR: Just One Drop Pt. 03
        

        	
          SR: Just One Drop Pt. 04
        

        	
          Seducing the MILF Pt. 01
        

        	
          Seducing the MILF Pt. 02
        

        	
          Halloween Blackmail Pt. 02
        

        	
          The Ghost Inside Pt. 01
        

        	
          The Ghost Inside Pt. 02
        

        	
          The Ghost Inside Pt. 03
        

        	
          The Ghost Inside Pt. 04
        

        	
          The Ghost Inside Pt. 05
        

        	
          A Little Mistaken Identity
        

        	
          Alone with Teacher
        

        	
          The Expert
        

        	
          Lick
        

        	
          We Rob Banks Pt. 01
        

        	
          We Rob Banks Pt. 02
        

        	
          We Rob Banks Pt. 03
        

        	
          It's All About Us
        

        	
          We Rob Banks Pt. 04
        

        	
          Black Widow Pt. 01
        

        	
          Black Widow Pt. 02
        

        	
          SR: Clever Girl
        

        	
          Lick - Vince
        

        	
          Mom's Friend Sarah
        

        	
          Tired of Being Sorry
        

        	
          Her Domineering Mother
        

        	
          CC - Magic 8-Ball Pt. 01
        

        	
          CC - Magic 8-Ball Pt. 02
        

        	
          CC - Magic 8-Ball Pt. 03
        

        	
          CC - Magic 8-Ball Pt. 04
        

        	
          CC - Magic 8-Ball Pt. 05
        

        	
          CC - Daddy Buddy Bear Pt. 01
        

        	
          CC - Daddy Buddy Bear Pt. 02
        

        	
          CC - Daddy Buddy Bear Pt. 03
        

        	
          Memories and Fantasies
        

        	
          My Competitive Sister
        

        	
          The Favor
        

        	
          My Sex Education Pt. 01
        

        	
          My Sex Education Pt. 02
        

        	
          My Sex Education Pt. 03
        

        	
          The Games We Play
        

        	
          My Sex Education Pt. 04
        

        	
          My Sex Education Pt. 05
        

        	
          My Sex Education Pt. 06
        

        	
          My Sex Education Pt. 07
        

        	
          My Sex Education Pt. 08
        

        	
          Gift on His Doorstep Pt. 01
        

        	
          Gift on His Doorstep Pt. 02
        

        	
          Gift On His Doorstep Pt. 03
        

        	
          Satisfaction Pt. 02
        

        	
          Taking the Neighbor
        

        	
          My Sex Education Pt. 09
        

        	
          Fucked for the Cure
        

        	
          My Sex Education Pt. 10
        

        	
          Encouraging the Voyeur Pt. 01
        

        	
          Encouraging the Voyeur Pt. 02
        

        	
          Encouraging the Voyeur Pt. 03
        

        	
          Encouraging the Voyeur Pt. 04
        

        	
          Fantasy Board
        

        	
          Big Daddy Pt. 05
        

        	
          High Heeled Shoes
        

        	
          Almost Caught Pt. 01
        

        	
          Winning By Losing
        

        	
          Almost Caught Pt. 02
        

        	
          Almost Caught Pt. 03
        

        	
          Almost Caught Pt. 04
        

        	
          Pantyhose Teasing Pt. 02
        

        	
          My Wife's Birthday
        

        	
          CC: Daddy Buddy Bear Pt. 04
        

        	
          Infection: The Beginning
        

        	
          SR: Stacey's Mom
        

        	
          Single Life After Divorce Pt. 01
        

        	
          Single Life After Divorce Pt. 02
        

        	
          Single Life After Divorce Pt. 03
        

        	
          Single Life After Divorce Pt. 04
        

        	
          Pantyhose Teasing Pt. 03
        

        	
          Pushed
        

        	
          Naughty Little Things Pt. 01
        

        	
          Naughty Little Things Pt. 02
        

        	
          Naughty Little Things Pt. 03
        

        	
          Naughty Little Things Pt. 04
        

        	
          Naughty Little Things Pt. 05
        

        	
          Naughty Little Things Pt. 06
        

        	
          Naughty Little Things Pt. 07
        

        	
          Nurse Emily Pt. 01
        

        	
          Nurse Emily Pt. 02
        

        	
          Nurse Emily Pt. 03
        

        	
          Nurse Emily Pt. 04
        

        	
          Nurse Emily Pt. 05
        

        	
          Nurse Emily Pt. 06
        

        	
          Unethical
        

        	
          I Wanna Do Bad Things with You
        

        	
          Could I Have This Kiss Forever
        

        	
          Harem
        

        	
          CC - Daddy Buddy Bear Pt. 04
        

        	
          SR: It's Out of Hand Pt. 01
        

        	
          CC - Daddy Buddy Bear Pt. 05
        

        	
          SR: It's Out of Hand Pt. 02
        

        	
          SR: It's Out of Hand Pt. 03
        

        	
          SR: It's Out of Hand Pt. 04
        

        	
          SR: It's Out of Hand Pt. 05
        

        	
          SR: It's Out of Hand Pt. 06
        

        	
          The Halloween Party
        

        	
          CC - Daddy Buddy Bear Pt. 06
        

        	
          Masquerade Surprise Pt. 01
        

        	
          Masquerade Surprise Pt. 02
        

        	
          Halloween Party Quickie
        

        	
          The House in the Woods Pt. 01
        

        	
          The House in the Woods Pt. 02
        

        	
          The House in the Woods Pt. 03
        

        	
          Who's Your Daddy
        

        	
          Burning Temptation
        

        	
          Mom's Halloween Party Pt. 01
        

        	
          Mom's Halloween Party Pt. 02
        

        	
          Behind Blue Eyes
        

        	
          Beach Vacation Pt. 01
        

        	
          Beach Vacation Pt. 02
        

        	
          Her Trick, Nanna's Treat
        

        	
          Beach Vacation Pt. 03
        

        	
          Beach Vacation Pt. 04
        

        	
          Seductive Brat Pt. 01
        

        	
          Seductive Brat Pt. 02
        

        	
          Delta Delta Sigma Pt. 01
        

        	
          Delta Delta Sigma Pt. 02
        

        	
          SR: The Masseuse's Mistake Pt. 01
        

        	
          SR: The Masseuse's Mistake Pt. 02
        

        	
          SR: The Masseuse's Mistake Pt. 03
        

        	
          Love Me Like You Do Pt. 01
        

        	
          Love Me Like You Do Pt. 02
        

        	
          Wedding Friends
        

        	
          Forbidden Lover
        

        	
          Naughty Neighbors
        

        	
          Doppelganger
        

        	
          Forbidden Lover Pt. 02
        

        	
          Movie Night with Mom
        

        	
          Catfished Pt. 01
        

        	
          Catfished Pt. 02
        

        	
          Catfished Pt. 03
        

        	
          Mom's Friend Amy
        

        	
          Fish in a Barrel Pt 01
        

        	
          Fish in a Barrel Pt. 02
        

        	
          Fish in a Barrel Pt. 03
        

        	
          My Sex Education Pt. 11
        

        	
          The Crystal Connection Pt. 01
        

        	
          The Crystal Connection Pt. 02
        

        	
          Welcome Home
        

        	
          Matchmaker
        

        	
          Christmas Eve for Tyler
        

        	
          Alyssa's First Operation
        

        	
          SR: Her Best Birthday Ever
        

        	
          HR: Secretarial Duties
        

        	
          Summer Break Submission
        

        	
          CC - Anonymous
        

        	
          HR: Caught with Porn Pt. 01
        

        	
          HR: Caught with Porn Pt. 02
        

        	
          New Year's Eve for Tyler Pt. 01
        

        	
          New Year's Eve for Tyler Pt. 02
        

        	
          To Serve and Pleasure
        

        	
          PAS: Taking Care of Nana Pt. 01
        

        	
          PAS: Taking Care of Nana Pt. 02
        

        	
          CC: The Ring
        

        	
          Become the Woman
        

        	
          Remembering Valentine's Day
        

        	
          Shorts: Bliss, Can't Be Done, Savor
        

        	
          PAS: Her New Job Pt. 01
        

        	
          PAS: Her New Job Pt. 02
        

        	
          Photography Assignment Pt. 01
        

        	
          Photography Assignment Pt. 02
        

        	
          Her Boyfriend's Son
        

        	
          Photography Assignment Pt. 03
        

        	
          CC - Daddy Buddy Bear Pt. 07
        

        	
          Therapist: Memory Maker Pt. 01
        

        	
          Therapist: Memory Maker Pt. 02
        

        	
          Therapist: Memory Maker Pt. 03
        

        	
          Therapist: Memory Maker Pt. 04
        

        	
          Therapist: Memory Maker Pt. 05
        

        	
          Pool Bet
        

        	
          I'm Yours
        

        	
          Compliant Dating Services
        

        	
          HR: The Intern Pt. 01
        

        	
          HR: The Intern Pt. 02
        

        	
          I Can be Your Hero
        

        	
          Bait
        

        	
          The Volcano Game Pt. 01
        

        	
          The Volcano Game Pt. 02
        

        	
          The Volcano Game Pt. 03
        

        	
          Shorts: Moving, Retail, Smokey
        

        	
          SR: Losing Control
        

        	
          One Stressed Out Pussy Pt. 01
        

        	
          One Stressed Out Pussy Pt. 02
        

        	
          HR: The Intern, Kaylee Pt. 01
        

        	
          HR: The Intern, Kaylee, Pt. 02
        

        	
          HR: The Intern, Kaylee, Pt. 03
        

        	
          HR: The Intern, Kaylee, Pt. 04
        

        	
          Free-Use: Hospitality Pt. 01
        

        	
          Free-Use: Hospitality Pt. 02
        

        	
          Free Use: Hospitality Pt 03
        

        	
          Free-Use: Hospitality Pt. 04
        

        	
          Free-Use: Hospitality Pt. 05
        

        	
          Babysitter Club Pt. 01
        

        	
          Babysitter Club Pt. 02
        

        	
          Babysitter Club Pt. 03
        

        	
          The Birthday Present
        

        	
          Babysitter Club Pt. 04
        

        	
          SR: Grandma's Test Pt. 01
        

        	
          SR: Grandma's Test Pt. 02
        

        	
          SR: Grandma's Test Pt. 03
        

        	
          The Fiery, Unpredictable Wife
        

        	
          SR: Grandma's Test Pt. 04
        

        	
          Daddy's Sex Toy Pt. 01
        

        	
          Daddy's Sex Toy Pt. 02
        

        	
          Daddy's Sex Toy Pt. 03
        

        	
          Daddy's Sex Toy Pt. 04
        

        	
          The Real Thing Pt. 01
        

        	
          Little Brianna, the Flirt
        

        	
          The Real Thing Pt. 02
        

        	
          Loan Shark
        

        	
          My Competitive Sister Pt. 02
        

        	
          Daddy's Sex Toy Pt. 05
        

        	
          Daddy's Sex Toy Pt. 06
        

        	
          My Competitive Sister Pt. 03
        

        	
          Little Riley, Pool Time
        

        	
          The Warrior's Lust
        

        	
          My Competitive Sister Pt. 04
        

        	
          NaughtyDawn.com
        

        	
          HW: A Gift for His Father Pt. 01
        

        	
          HW: A Gift for His Father Pt. 02
        

        	
          Therapist: Timid Seductress
        

        	
          HW: A Gift for His Father Pt. 03
        

        	
          Mistress Emmanuelle Pt. 01
        

        	
          HW: A Gift for His Father Pt. 04
        

        	
          Blackmail to Desire Pt. 01
        

        	
          Mistress Emmanuelle Pt. 02
        

        	
          Blackmail to Desire Pt. 02
        

        	
          Mistress Emmanuelle Pt. 03
        

        	
          Blackmail to Desire Pt. 03
        

        	
          Mistress Emmanuelle Pt. 04
        

        	
          Blackmail to Desire Pt. 04
        

        	
          Little Brooke, His Magical Touch
        

        	
          Hard Future
        

        	
          Third Time's the Charm
        

        	
          Christmas Traditions
        

        	
          Little Christmas Joy
        

        	
          Christmas Vixen, Pt. 01
        

        	
          Blackmail to Desire Pt. 05
        

        	
          Christmas Vixen, Pt. 02
        

        	
          Blackmail to Desire Pt. 06
        

        	
          Christmas Vixen, Pt. 03
        

        	
          She Kissed a Girl
        

        	
          Blackmail to Desire Pt. 07
        

        	
          Christmas Vixen, Pt. 04
        

        	
          Thanking the Nice, Young Man
        

        	
          HR: The IT Boy
        

        	
          Blackmail to Desire Pt. 08
        

        	
          Therapist: Help My Son Pt. 01
        

        	
          iXP: Origins
        

        	
          Therapist: Help My Son Pt. 02
        

        	
          Therapist: Help My Son Pt. 03
        

        	
          iXP: The Bride's Memories Pt. 01
        

        	
          Therapist: Help My Son Pt. 04
        

        	
          iXP: The Bride's Memories Pt. 02
        

        	
          Therapist: Help My Son Pt. 05
        

        	
          iXP: The Bride's Memories Pt. 03
        

        	
          Therapist: Help My Son Pt. 06
        

        	
          iXP: The Bride's Memories Pt. 04
        

        	
          Therapist: Help My Son Pt. 07
        

        	
          His Gift For The Tutor Pt. 01
        

        	
          Therapist: Help My Son Pt. 08
        

        	
          His Gift For The Tutor Pt. 02
        

        	
          Therapist: Help My Son Pt. 09
        

        	
          His Gift For The Tutor Pt. 03
        

        	
          Not Such Stranger Pt. 01
        

        	
          His Gift For The Tutor Pt. 04
        

        	
          Not Such Stranger Pt. 02
        

        	
          His Gift For The Tutor Pt. 05
        

      

    
  Halloween Blackmail

        Teen uses her neighbor for a treat.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/halloween-blackmail

Title: Halloween Blackmail

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Lesbian Sex

Description: Teen uses her neighbor for a treat.

Tags: first time, halloween, photography, lezdom, blackmail, party, drone, older/younger




Emmanuelle absolutely loved photography. She got her first camera as a part of her first smart phone when she turned 11 and had been addicted ever since. She took her phone with her everywhere she went and took pictures all the time, pictures of where she was and pictures of herself and her friends. Over the years she got better cameras, lenses, and mounts. For Christmas in her senior year of high school she even got a drone.
Now she was nineteen and just entering her second year of college to get a degree in photography. And this summer... her photography changed her life forever.
Today was October 28th, the night of her neighbor's annual Halloween party. Her neighbors, the Curtis family, adored Halloween, especially Anne. She was addicted to it. Every year she spent a thousand dollars in new decorations. Every year she spent the entire month of October decorating her house and yard for the season, then spent the month of November tearing it down and packing everything up.
She had everything... animatronics, decorations, lighting, fog machines, sound machines... everything an entusiast could want. And with her husband's obviously good salary, she could afford it.
Also, with Ben's good salary, they had a really nice house and yard. The house was easily 5000 square feet and they had 2 acres of land in the suburbs, with a beautiful patio, grilling area, seating area, and in-ground swimming pool behind a privacy fence in the back yard.
The weather was nice this year, with the night-time low only in the 60s, so Emmanuelle expected the guests to be spread out, with most of them being outside to be under the light of the full moon. Like they did every year, her parents, Seth and Ruth Hatfield, were getting their costumes on ready to walk over and join the party.
Emmanuelle walked down the stairs wearing her Harry Potter costume, complete with a t-shirt painted to look like a white, button-down shirt, with tie and sweater, black pants, a black Gryffindor robe, and complete with glasses and a fake forhead scar.
"You look good, honey," Ruth told her.
"Thanks mom," Emmanuelle said, carrying her phone in her hand as she always did. She was always prepared to take a picture.
The trio walked to the neighbors and saw themselves in the front door where several others entered with them. The party was in full swing when they arrived. There was snack food, alcoholic and non-alcoholic drinks, and even regular food spread around. Guests were everywhere... but as expected, most congregated on the patio outside, standing and seated, some with food, most with drinks, all talking and having a good time.
As soon as they entered the house, Emmanuelle split from her parents and immediately began taking pictures of the decorations and the guests. She loved the variety and the atmosphere. It was perfect for her photography scrapbook!
It was an hour into the party when she finally found Anne Curtis alone. She took a deep breath, steeling her confidence. She really wanted this... and now was her chance. She boldly walked forward and tapped Anne on the shoulder. She smiled as the older woman turned and faced her.
"Oh... hi Emmanuelle," she said, sounding pleasant, but not too excited to see the young woman.
"Hi Mrs. Curtis," Emmanuelle replied, smiling. "Great party again this year! I really like your decorations."
"Thank you," Anne smiled, always enjoying a compliment. "It's a lot of work, but I do enjoy Halloween."
Emmanuelle was enjoying this close-up look at Anne's costume. She'd dressed as a witch this year, with the high-peaked black hat, a low-cut, form-fitting, black top with half-lace sleeves, thigh-high black boots with fishnet stockings, and black, form-fitting satin shorts. She was... sexy! And Emmanuelle had a huge crush on her.
"I can tell," Emmanuelle smiled. "And I've been taking a lot of pictures."
"Have you now?" Anne said, looking around as if she hoped to talk to someone else... anyone else.
Emmanuelle brought her phone up to show it to Anne. "I can, you know, send them to you later. If you'd like some." Emmanuelle was a little annoyed that Anne wasn't paying much attention to her, but kept up the conversation. "Yeah, I've started my second year at college. I'm getting a degree in photography. It's been a really big part of my life and I hope to get a job taking pictures one day."
"Mmhmm," Anne nodded, not paying much attention.
Emmanuelle brought up her pictures on her phone and scrolled back to the first pictures she ever took. "As soon as I got my phone, I started taking them. You can see here that I started with a lot of nature stuff... trees, flowers. Here's one of the pond at the park. I really like that spot."
"Mmm, yes. Very nice," Anne nodded, barely looking down.
"And then I found some old buildings downtown, you know the historical-like ones, and took pictures of them," she said, paging through them to show Anne. "Then pictures of people even. I love taking pictures of people acting naturally... as if I'm not even there."
"Yes, I see. You're pretty good," Anne said again, barely looking down. She started walking away, but Emmanuelle followed her, continuing to talk to her. Anne tried to look annoyed, tried to break off the conversation, but Emmanuelle just wouldn't stop. Finally, she started going up the stairs, away from the guests, away from the party, hoping that Emmanuelle would realize she wasn't where she was supposed to be. But Emmanuelle didn't stop.
"And then when I was a senior in High School, I got a drone for Christmas," she said, bringing up a new set of pictures. "Now that's awesome. I can take that up pretty high and see all sorts of things that I can't see from the ground. It's a completely different perspective. I got this one here of the little waterfall by hovering over the lake. I can move it around and get angles I can't get normally."
"Mmm... yeah... nice," Anne said, sounding bored and annoyed.
"I've been using the drone a lot lately, especially over the summer," Emmanuelle said. "I get some pretty interesting pictures and videos from up there. And the new camera I got lets me zoom in really close."
Anne opened the door to the master bedroom and turned to face Emmanuelle. "Look, can I help you with something? I would like some privacy in here."
"Well, now that we're alone, I've been wanting to talk about your marriage with Mr. Curtis," Emmanuelle said.
"Yeah, we're married, big fucking deal."
"I just thought you might like to see some of the pictures and videos I've been taking," Emmanuelle said, lifting her phone up again.
But Anne didn't even look down at it. "Whatever! You know I don't like you, so why are you bothering me?"
Emmanuelle smiled. "Well, you're going to like me because I know what you're doing behind Mr. Curtis' back."
"Oh my God! What are you talking about now?" Anne asked, extremely annoyed now.
"You're not even faithful to your own husband," Emmanuelle said, smiling smugly. "You know you're a cheating slut."
"What? What are you... what are you talking about?" Anne said, clearly confused and upset. "I'm not cheating on him."
"Well," Emmanuelle said, swiping through pictures on her phone until she found the right one. "Here... what's that then?" She pointed the screen at Anne.
"What is that?" Anne said, looking at the picture.
"Hello! Have you not been listening to a word I've been saying?" Emmanuelle said. "Drone... candid pictures..."
"Like, you think that's me?" Anne asked, shaking her head as if Emmanuelle was crazy.
"Oh... really. Your defense is 'it wasn't me?'" Emmanuelle asked.
"Seriously, just shut the fuck up," Anne said, now getting angry... with a tinge of scared now coming through. She grabbed Emmanuelle's arm and pulled her into the master bedroom and shut the door behind her.
"You might want to start being more polite to me, you know," Emmanuelle said, rubbing her arm where Anne had grabbed her.
"Or what?"
"Well... he pays all your bills and shit because your ass doesn't work," Emmanuelle said. "Now does it?"
"Um... believe me, it works pretty good for him... and..." Anne started to say before Emmanuelle interrupted her.
"Works pretty good for other people, too, from what I have on my phone. I have pictures and videos from 5 different days over the summer. I have photos and videos of someone other than Mr. Curtis with you, in your backyard, having... sexual... relations. Here's one of you giving him a blowjob... one of him eating you out... one of him fucking you... some pictures of his car... and his license plate. You two are quite interesting to photograph."
Anne just shook her head. She didn't know what to do or say. This girl obviously had some serious dirt on her that would get her into a whirlwind of trouble if her husband found out.
"So... I'm just giving you a heads up, so you can go get a job or something," Emmanuelle said, locking her phone again. "Look, I don't want to break his heart or anything."
"And if I just decide to break your phone into a million pieces?" Anne threatened.
"Um... ever heard of back ups?" Emmanuelle said, shaking her head, almost laughing. "All this is up on the cloud just waiting for me to send it out."
Anne turned around and walked away from Emmanuelle for a second, her hands to her head as she tried to think. Then she turned back around and smiled. "Wait... wait... I get it," Anne said. "I get it now. What do you want? Let's just get to the point of what the fuck do you want."
"Well, you are, like, seriously a bitch, but you are, like, really fucking hot," Emmanuelle said, smiling. "I mean... I can see why he puts up with your shit." She stopped for a moment and thought again about what she really wanted. "Why don't you just do... that," she indicated her phone, "to me... and maybe these pictures and videos just go away."
"You're so fucking ridiculous. You're kidding... right?" Anne asked. Emmanuelle just looked at her, obviously not kidding. "Listen, let's just forget about this. We can forget it all ever happened, right? I won't see the guy again and we can just go on with our lives."
"I don't know," Emmanuelle said. "I think I should tell, Mr. Curtis."
"Please, please... please don't tell him," Anne said. She looked so scared and defenseless and Emmanuelle almost felt sorry for her.
But then she thought about Mr. Curtis and how she betrayed him so easily. "I really think I should."
"I... I don't... ok... ok... I'll do anything," Anne said, obviously defeated.
"Anything?"
"I... anything," Anne said. "Please... you want a new pair of shoes? Whatever. I'll take you shopping."
"Mmm... ok," Emmanuelle said, smiling and nodding. "I guess I can be convinced."
Anne exhaled in relief. "Ok... let me just go back to the party and we can set up a time for this weekend..."
"No... we don't need to set up a time," Emmanuelle said, stepping forward. "I think you can convince me a different way." She reached out and cupped Anne's breast, squeezing it.
Anne grabbed her wrist and pushed her hand away. "I don't think that's appropriate."
"I think it's very appropriate considering the circumstances," Emmanuelle smiled, cupping Anne's breast again. The older woman didn't move it this time. "So funny," she said.
"This is funny, 'cause this is inappropriate," Anne replied, obviously not happy with the way things were turning out.
"So is cheating on your husband," Emmanuelle smiled smugly. "So... I guess we'll have two wrongs make it right. Otherwise, he's going to be really unhappy when he sees these pictures."
"Ok... ok... Then when I'm done, I want to delete the pictures," Anne said.
"Oh yeah, absolutely," Emmanuelle said, squeezing both breasts now, feeling just how soft and supple they were. She could feel the hard points of her nipples against her palms. "Unlike some people, I'm kinda honest."
"Oh, whatever," Anne spat. "Honest? You're blackmailing me."
"I just want to use you like the slut that you are," Emmanuelle said, smiling. She lifted her breasts, feeling their size and weight. "Didn't Mr. Curtis pay for these, too? And you're just giving them away all willy nilly?"
"Ok... what... what do you want?" Anne said, frustrated, and, Emmanuelle could tell, excited. "You want money?"
"You don't get it, do you?" Emmanuelle said. "I want what you did with that guy." Emmanuelle reached up and took Anne's hat off and tossed it aside. Then she grabbed the bottom of Anne's form-fitting shirt and lifted it to take it off. As she tossed it to the floor, Anne looked at her and covered her bra-covered breasts, crossing her arms in front of her.
"What's the matter?" she asked. "It's not as bad because I'm a woman. I don't have a dick, so it's not really cheating then, right?"
Anne laughed nervously. "This is ridiculous. You're... you're not acting right."
"I'm not acting right?" Emmanuelle echoed, reaching behind Anne and unfastening her bra. Anne's hands still held her bra to her breasts, hiding them.
"No," Anne said, desperate for something to stop this.
"Today is about having fun, right? Dressing up... having friends over," Emmanuelle said.
"Yeah." Anne seemed sullen, backed into a corner.
"Well, that's what I want to do. Have fun," Emmanuelle said, sounding chipper. "Come on. You have to know I've been checking you out for a long time." Anne didn't respond and just looked at her. "I think we're going to be best friends from now on. Look, you don't have to like me. You just have to fuck me."
"It's... not... right," Anne said, shaking her head slowly.
Emmanuelle grabbed her wrists and pulled her hands away from her breasts, forcefully, letting her bra slide down her arms. She tossed it aside as well. Her hands immediately cupped and squeezed her bare, beautiful breasts, enjoying them. "And that's coming from a woman who's been cheating on her husband for who knows how long. I feel like this is definitely right."
Emmanuelle grabbed her nipples and pinched them, pulling Anne towards her at the same time, and kissed her, hard.
"Ok... ok, no," Anne said, trying to pull away from the young woman, and putting her hands up in rejection.
"What's wrong?" Emmanuelle asked. "Kiss me like you kissed him."
"Ok... ok," Anne said shaking her head to show her displeasure and let Emmanuelle kiss her again.
"Honestly I don't think you have a choice in the matter," Emmanuelle said smugly. "I really can just send all the pictures and videos to your husband. Then he'll know every little... naughty... dirty... thing that you did with that man while your husband was slaving away at work. And I have to admit, I have some really naughty pictures... some nice close-ups even of his dick in your slutty mouth. So you might as well just do everything I ask."
"If I do this, then you won't tell him?" Anna asked, hoping to end this.
"Of course I won't," Emmanuelle said smiling. "It can be our dirty little secret. I know you don't want your husband to know."
"I don't. But this... this is just so wrong," Anne said, looking down at Emmanuelle's hands squeezing her breasts and teasing her hard nipples.
"Wrong?" Emmanuelle asked. "Isn't adultery wrong, too?"
Anne looked at her, defeated. She could see no way out of this other than to do what Emmanuelle wanted. "You have to promise," she said.
Emmanuelle smiled. "I swear." She cupped and caressed Anne's breasts again, squeezing them and teasing her nipples until they were hard, little points. "Oh my goodness. They look way better up close and personal." She bent over and lifted one of the nipples, sucking and licking it. Then moved to the other, enjoying herself completely.
Anne shuddered as Emmanuelle's hand slid over her bare abdomen and slid over her satin shorts, teasing her pussy and clit over the clothing.
"Gosh... being bad is really turning you on," Emmanuelle said, looking up from Anne's nipple, licking it teasingly. "'Cause you're really wet. Is that from little ol' me?"
"Oh my God," Anne said sarcastically, shaking her head in defiance. She wanted no part in this. She didn't want to be excited and certainly didn't want Emmanuelle to know she was excited.
"Don't be so shy," Emmanuelle smiled. "Don't lie. It feels good, doesn't it?" She swirled her fingers right over her clit as she lightly bit Anne's nipple. She felt the older woman shiver. "You like that?"
"Mmhmm," Anne said softly, looking down at her as her nipple sucked into Emmanuelle's mouth once again.
Emmanuelle giggled as she stood up again. "Kiss me. Like you mean it."
She tipped her head up, moving closer to Anne, but obviously forcing Anne to move towards her, too. They kissed, softly at first, but Emmanuelle kissed her back passionately, while still playing with her pussy. While the kiss progressed, Emmanuelle slid her hand inside Anne's satin shorts and touched her bare pussy for the first time.
Emmanuelle suddenly giggled when she realized what Anne had failed to wear. "Oh my gosh! You're not even wearing panties! You fucking slut! Are you going out after this? Are you going to see... him?"
"No... no!" Anne said, completely embarrassed. "I just... didn't think..."
Emmanuelle slipped two fingers inside her wetness and stroked her pussy and clit. She could feel Anne getting more and more excited the more she played with her. Anne couldn't look at her, and, at the moment, had her eyes closed as if either trying to deny what was happening or wanting to feel it fully.
Emmanuelle slid her hand free of Anne's shorts and licked her wet fingers as Anne watched, helpless. "Now... what's first for the little cheater?" she giggled. "I guess... you know... if everyone else has got a taste then I should too, right?"
"Listen... I don't know... I," Anne tried to backpeddle. Her body was flushed and she was breathing harder, obviously sexually excited. She'd never been with a woman before and this was starting to go way too far. It felt strange to feel so excited because of a woman.
"But you promised... don't you remember?" Emmanuelle said, holding her hips and slowly walking her backwards towards the bed.
"Yeah," Anne said, knowing she was backed into a corner with no options. She felt uncomfortable walking backwards, being led by this teenage girl.
When they reached the bed, Emmanuelle pushed her, making her fall back on the bed. They she started taking her own clothes off, tossing each piece into a pile nearby. "You really shouldn't break your promise... or I might have to break mine. And Mr. Curtis really won't like seeing those pictures." It didn't take long before Emmanuelle stood in just her bra and panties.
"No... he wouldn't," Anne said softly as she watched the young woman drop to her knees between Anne's legs. Emmanuelle grabbed her feet and put them on the edge of the bed and pushed her thighs wide apart.
Emmanuelle licked her lips as she looked at Anne's pussy behind those satin shorts. The material was so thin and tight that she could easily see the outline of her labia. She slid her fingertips around her obvious slit, teasing her labia and her swollen clit at the top. She could hear Anne gasp in pleasure, even though she was trying not to react.
Emmanuelle looked up and met Anne's eyes as she kissed right on her clit and blew hot air onto it. She felt Anne shiver and sat up and smiled at her. "I want a look at your pussy." She grabbed the waistband of Anne's shorts with both hands and pulled and tugged them down her long legs, tossing them aside with the rest of her clothing. Anne didn't even protest. She held her leg and kissed her calf as she looked down at Anne's wet, swollen pussy.
"Mmm... I can see why Mr. Curtis keeps you around," she said. "Your pussy looks... delicious." She slowly kissed her way down Anne's leg, teasingly, all the way down to her overheated slit. "And the closer I get... the better it looks... and I'm sure the wetter it gets. Why don't you play with it first. I want to watch you. Make it all nice and wet for me."



Anne slid her hand down between her legs and cupped her pussy. Emmanuelle smiled when she moved it, slightly at first, but pressed first her palm and then her fingertips against her pussy, masturbating. Her fingers looked knowledgable... she'd masturbated many, many times before. Her fingertips circled her clit, pressing against it and she began to breathe more heavily.
"Have you ever had a woman lick your pussy?" Emmanuelle asked her.
"No," Anne said quickly, as if that was a stupid question.
"Do you want my tongue on your pussy?"
"I... I don't know," Anne said. She was too nervous about saying or doing anything that would make Emmanuelle mad. She definitely didn't want her husband to see those pictures. But she wasn't sure she could do this.
"Beg for it. I want to hear you say 'please'," Emmanuelle said, kissing her thigh.
"Please?" Anne said, half-heartedly.
"Say 'please Emmanuelle eat my pussy,'" Emmanuelle said. "This... pretty... little... pussy?"
Anne swallowed hard, almost unwilling to do what this girl wanted. But she really had no choice in the matter. She was caught. "Please Emmanuelle eat my pussy." Her voice was monotone and uninspired.
Emmanuelle smiled. "You really like your little pussy played with, don't you?" She reached down and touched her pussy, making Anne remove her own hand. "Oh... you were a good girl. Your pussy is so wet. It's really opening for me. It must like me a lot."
"No... uh, I..." Anne tried to say, tried to deny that she was enjoying this. But then moaned loudly as the young woman slid her tongue inside her wetness and began licking her earnestly. She couldn't deny it to herself, though. Emmanuelle was really good at what she did with her pussy. It had been a long time since she felt this good.
Emmanuelle licked two finger and held them at the entrance of Anne's pussy, sliding them around her, teasing her clit and hole with them as she got them soaked with Anne's juices. Then, slowly, she pushed them inside as Anne moaned in pleasure. Slowly, teasingly, she pushed them deep inside her and then began moving them in and out, fingering her.
"Oh my God," Anne moaned when Emmanuelle simultaneously licked her clit and fingered her. The double pleasure was nearly overwhelming and she was so close to cumming. Emmanuelle's tongue felt so good as she swiped it over her clit and then gently sucked it between her lips. She wasn't fumbling around at all. She knew exactly what to do to get her off. "Oh... fuck!" she moaned loudly.
Suddenly they heard the door being opened and Emmanuelle dove beside the bed so she wouldn't be seen. Anne sat up on the edge of the bed and quickly put her hands over her body to hide her nakedness.
Ben walked in, looking outside the door as if something down the hall had distracted him. When he turned his head back and saw his wife naked on the bed, he was surprised.
"Anne! What... what's wrong?" he said, concerned. "Are you... are you ok?"
"Yeah... um... I'm feeling a little sick and I thought I'd lay down for a while," she said, trying to think up the best lie she could.
"Oh, I'm sorry. But... but where are your clothes?" he asked.
"Oh... um... I... uh... I threw up on them and just... um... took them off to clean them." Emmanuelle chuckled to herself. Anne was certainly thinking on her feet and was obviously good at lying.
"Oh... is there anything I can get you?"
"No, no. I'll be ok. I just need to lay down for a while," she said. "Give me 30 minutes or so. I'll be down."
"Ok... just... I'll go get Ruth. Feel better ok?" Ben said, sounding very concerned and quickly turned and left.
"No... wait...," she said, trying to stop him from getting Emmanuelle's mom.
But it was too late. Ben had turned around and walked out the door, closing it behind him. Just as it closed, Anne rushed over to it and locked it. When she turned around, Emmanuelle was standing with a huge smile.
"That was close," Emmanuelle giggled.
"I'm glad you're amused by that." Anne was annoyed.
"I am." Emmanuelle put her hand out, pointing to the bed, indicating she wanted Anne to return to the bed.
"Are you kidding me?" Anne asked. "We almost got caught? Don't you understand that?"
"And I'm sure that gets you even more excited, doesn't it? The thrill of being caught fucking someone else. I bet your pussy is throbbing right now."
"No," Anne said, but it was undeniable. It did excite her.
"Well, unless you want me to show these pictures to your husband, I think you should come back to bed."
Anne shook her head and walked forward, obviously annoyed. She moved to where she was and lay back on the bed. Emmanuelle pushed her legs apart and she knelt back on the floor. Immediately, she bent forward and licked her pussy, making Anne moan by the sudden pleasure.
Emmanuelle seemed to start right where she left off, her tongue rapidly stroking Anne's clit as her fingers started to penetrate her again.
"Oh fuck!" Anne said, her body quickly ramping back up. "How in the hell...?"
"Ooh, yeah. You do like the thrill of being caught. The cheater is so hot she's going to cum for me," Emmanuelle laughed. Anne's legs were trembling she was so close to her orgasm. "Oh, you're so wet for me. Mmmmm."
"Yes, yes, yes! Fuuuuuuck!" Anne moaned loudly when she finally came, her legs quivering violently. She wasn't even thinking about the guests downstairs. All she was thinking about was how wonderful her pussy was feeling and how the sudden rush of her orgasm overwhelmed her.
Emmanuelle sat back, wiping her face and licking Anne's juices from her lips and the back of her hand.
"Oh my God that felt good," Anne said, breathing hard, unguarded after having an unexpectedly wonderful orgasm.
"That feel good?" Emmanuelle asked, smiling. "That was your first orgasm from a woman. Did your boyfriend ever make you cum like that?".
"Can we... can we just forget about him?" Anne said, sitting up. "Ok... that was nice. Thank you. Now you need to delete those pictures and we need to get back to the party."
"Not so fast," Emmanuelle said, shaking her head.
"Don't you... don't you think that's enough?" Anne asked, obviously wanting this torture to end now.
Emmanuelle shook her head, smiling. "Oh no, absolutely not."
"What?"
"You still haven't done anything to me," Emmanuelle said.
"I have to do stuff to you?" Anne asked.
"Of course you do," Emmanuelle laughed. "What do you mean? You thought I was just going to play with you this whole time? You're so silly to think such a thing. It's so good to get off. And now it's time for me to get off, too."
"Ok... so... what do you want me to do?" Anne said, still panting, concerned that Emmanuelle's mom was going to show up at any minute.
"Mmm, we can start by switching places." Emmanuelle moved in to lay on the bed while Anne got on her hands and knees and crawled to where Emmanuelle was.
"Ok." Anne looked scared and embarrassed. She had no idea how to please a woman. All her life, she'd spent her time teasing and pleasing boys, never even giving a thought to a woman.
"Aw, don't look so shy," Emmanuelle said, giggling. "It's not that bad. God, you act like it's the end of the world. Is sleeping with a woman so bad? It's saving your marriage anyway." Emmanuelle reached down and pushed her panties off her legs. She giggled again. "Besides... I'm so friendly."
"Yeah... you're very friendly," Anne said sarcastically. "Ok."
Emmanuelle opened her legs, her wet pussy opening before Anne's eyes. She didn't want to even look at it and tried to look at her bellybutton instead.
"No use hesitating," Emmanuelle giggled, sliding her fingers around her wetness. "I'm going to show you how to make me cum. You've never seen a pussy up close before, have you?"
She was so right, Anne thought. She'd never seen a pussy up close before. And, after this, she never wanted to again.
"I want you to use that pretty little tongue all over my pussy," Emmanuelle said.
Anne took a deep breath and exhaled as if she just had to get this over with. She hesitated, hoping something would happen to keep her from having to go through with it. "So I just lick it... right?" she asked, bending closer to Emmanuelle's pussy.
"Uh huh... just like I did to you." Emmanuelle watched her closely, smiling smugly.
"Ok...," Anne said and hesitantly extended her tongue and licked the pungeant flesh.
"Mmm," Emmanuelle moaned softly, encouraging her. "Yeah... not bad... just like that."
Anne licked more, lightly at first, sliding up and down her inner labia. Then slightly between, sliding deeper into her wet, pink flesh. She was nervous, wondering how badly it would taste.
"Does my little pussy taste good?" Emmanuelle asked. When Anne looked up at her, she smiled. "God I like the way you look at me while your tongue is on my clit like that. Makes me want to cum right now."
Anne shook her head, not liking this one bit. But she kept licking. And when she hit sensitive spots and felt Emmanuelle react to them, she returned to them again and again. In a way, she felt powerful being able to control Emmanuelle.
"Oh yeah," Emmanuelle moaned. "Keep licking my pussy just like that. Oh yes... just like that. Oh my God you make my pussy so fucking wet."
Anne slid a finger into her wetness, twisting it as she moved it in and out slowly. She'd never had a finger inside a vagina before, except her own. But even then it wasn't very far. It felt... a little odd. Wet... squishy... very warm.
"Yeah... just like that... fuck! You like licking my pussy, don't you?" Emmanuelle asked. Without even waiting for an answer, she spoke to the eyes looking up at her. "I knew you would."
There was a soft knock at the bedroom door, followed by another when no one said a thing.
"Anne? Are you doing ok, honey? Ben said you weren't feeling well." It was Ruth.
Emmanuelle giggled. "It's my mom!" she whispered.
"Oh my God! She can't find you in here... like this... with me," Anne said nervously. "We gotta stop this!"
"Huh uh... you just find a way to send her away," Emmanuelle giggled. "Convince her you're ok. Then you can come right back to my pussy. We're not done yet."
"You're going to be the death of me," Anne said, standing up and wiping her mouth. She walked to the door naked. "Hi Ruth... yeah I'm ok. Just a second." She came back to the bed quickly and grabbed her robe, then opened the door slightly.
"I'm sorry," Ruth apologized. "I didn't mean to bother you. I just wanted to see if there was anything I could do to help."
Anne knew she probably looked horrible. Her hair was probably a mess. Her makeup was surely a mess. But there wasn't anything she could do about it. "No... I appreciate it. But I'm ok."
"Good. You didn't see where Emmanuelle went, did you?" she asked. "Someone said they saw her come upstairs with you, but I haven't seen her in a little while."
"Emmanuelle? No... no, I don't know where she is," Anne said, a little frightened. If Ruth found Emmanuelle naked in her bed, her life would be ruined.
"Ok... just thought I'd check," Ruth said softly. "Forgive me for saying, but you really don't look too good. Maybe I can..." Ruth walked forward and pushed at the door as she walked in past Anne, then stopped cold. Emmanuelle was on the bed, naked, looking right at her. "Oh... um..." she stuttered.
"It's... it's not what it looks like," Anne said quickly.
"No... no need to explain," Ruth said nervously. She looked down, no knowing where else she could look. She definitely couldn't unsee this. "You're... you're... it's your life... and you can be with whomever you want."
"Please, Ruth, just listen," Anne pleaded.
Ruth backed up and went out the door, still stunned. "I'll... um... just go join the party downstairs."
"Yeah... um... ok," Anne said, knowing that she was never going to live this down.
Anne closed the door softly and walked back over to Emmanuelle, holding her robe closed with her arms. Emmanuelle was fingering herself, looking at her and smiling the whole time. Anne shook her head. "We have to stop this, now."
"We'll stop this. As soon as you make me cum," Emmanuelle smirked. "The sooner you take off the robe and start licking my pussy, the sooner that'll happen."
"What about your mom?"
"You'll just have to make something up," Emmanuelle smiled. "She'll keep it to herself."
Anne looked disgusted, knowing she had no choice. She took the robe off and tossed it aside, then knelt on the side of the bed again, right between Emmanuelle's thighs. Emmanuelle used both of her hands to pull her labia apart, showing her pink interior.
Anne leaned forward and started licking her again. She would just have to redouble her effort and get Emmanuelle to cum fast. Maybe that would end all this.
"Yeah... just like that," Emmanuelle moaned. "Your tongue is awesome, Mrs. Curtis. Keep it right there... right on my clit."
Emmanuelle sat up on her elbows so she could more easily watch Anne. She could feel goosebumps every time Anne looked up at her and met her gaze. It wasn't going to take long at this rate.
"Mmm... my hot neigher's eating me out. God, I should have blackmailed you sooner. You eat my pussy so fucking good. Fuck yes, just like that. Yeah... just like that." Anne drove her closer and closer to her orgasm and Emmanuelle's body was trembling.
Emmanuelle reached down and cupped Anne's head, trying to hold her in place. Anne's tongue was thrumming over her clit just perfectly. "I'm gonna cum in your mouth. Fuck yeah. Oh... make me cum. Oh my God yes! Oh fuck! Fuck... fuck!"
As she came, Emmanuelle reached down with her other hand, and grabbed Anne's head firmly, holding her in place. Her thighs closed tighter, squeezing her head, too. When she came, her juices splashed out over Anne's face as Anne moaned in protest into her wetness, helplessly.
Emmanuelle's body was still quivering when she let Anne go. The older woman wiped her face with her arm, then ran to the bathroom to quickly get cleaned up. Emmanuelle lay on her back, trembling and moaning softly, smiling in her pleasure.
"Did I do it right?" Anne asked as she walked back into the bedroom with a towel, drying her face.
"Mmhmm," was all Emmanuelle could say as she tried to calm her breathing.
"Then that was ok?" Anne asked.
Emmanuelle sat up on her elbows again and looked at Anne. "That was perfect," she said smiling excitedly. "Oh, shit! Are you sure you've never done something like this before?"
Anne shook her head, looking disgusted. "No... never. And never will again."
"Well... tell me," she said, smiling. "How does it feel to eat out a woman for the first time? It felt pretty fucking good to me."
"It was the worst thing in my life," Anne answered. But Emmanuelle didn't really care. "So... we're all good now?"
"Oh... yes," Emmanuelle said, grabbing her clothes and starting to get dressed. "That was good. I promise I won't tell your husband, and I'll delete one of the five days I caught you cheating on him."
"One? There's five. But..." Anne protested.
"And I can promise you that I'll be back tomorrow. You have 4 more days to pay me for."
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The Challenge
I was enjoying the last month of my summer vacation from college with my friends as we sat in the basement of my parent's house playing video games. Rob and Johnny were currently playing a video soccer game while Sammy and I watched, chowing down on pizza. I was distracted when my phone dinged, indicated I'd received a text message.
I looked at the message. It was from Vicky Carmichael, the girl I went out with last weekend. We did have a great time together... and she was easy enough to put out on the first date. She was beautiful and a great student and athlete... but she was one of a string of dates I'd been on over the past year. They all just seemed the same. The message said:
>Wanna hang out tonight?
I quickly typed a response.
>No... with my boys tonight.
She came back quickly.
>You know I can be a lot more fun than they can!
Before I could type a reply, she sent another text, this time a picture of her bra-covered breasts. Then another with her wearing sexy panties. While the pictures were sexy, I wasn't swayed. I was actually getting a little bored with college girls.
>Nah... sorry... really... I'm busy.
My text was followed by three more from her. The first was text
>I dunno... I'm really *REALLY* wanting you tonight.
And the other two were pictures... of her pushing her bra down and baring her breast, showing her tight, little nipple. And the other of her pulling her panties aside and separating her labia to show her wet, pink pussy. It almost made me give in... but this was so predictable. Pretty much every girl I dated followed the exact same formula. I went out with them and had a great time. Then we had sex and I'd blow their mind. Then they spent the next month or two trying to convince me to go out again, always... ALWAYS... sending sexy pictures to convince me. It was like clockwork.
"Damn, bro, who in the hell is texting you so much?" Sammy asked.
I was typing a response as I answered him. "It's that girl Vicky," I said. "I went out with her last weekend and she wants to go out again."
>Sorry, babe... maybe next weekend.
"Vicky Carmichael?" Rob asked.
"Yeah."
"Oh my God, dude! She's hot as fuck!" Rob practically drooled, grabbing my phone and thumbing through the pictures Vicky sent. "Holy fuck! Look at this one." Rob showed the pussy picture to Johnny.
"Damn! She's in my psych class," Johnny said. "I would kill to go out with her. I'll never look at her the same way again."
"Hello? And... you're here with us instead of hitting that?" Sammy asked, rightly questioning my sanity.
"Yeah... I'm just tired of these girls," I said. "They're just too easy. You know?"
"Oh... so now you've conquered girls?" Johnny laughed. "How many girls have you been with over the last year?"
"I don't know," I said, kind of counting in my head. "Maybe 25. Enough of them at least. I think what I need is a challenge."
"What kind of challenge?" Sammy asked.
"Girls are just too easy," I said. "It's like, you tell them you like their hair and you're set."
"I think you underestimate women, my man," Johnny laughed.
"That's the thing," I said. "I think what I need is a woman. Someone older."
"Ok... where are you going to find said woman?" Johnny asked.
"Well... it can't be that difficult," I said.
"I guess, older women... in their thirties... can be a little lonely and like it if a good looking guy takes an interest in them," Johnny said. "It's probably not even that much of a challenge."
"I think you watch way too much porn, Johnny," Sammy laughed.
"No, really," he replied.
"I suppose," I said. "It's probably more of a challenge to impress them... get your foot in the door. They know what they like and they're not fake."
"Well... I for one have seen way too many women online that would challenge that description," Rob said. "I'm just saying."
"So... just to make it interesting, she should be married," Sammy said.
"Seriously?" I asked, surprised that any of them would suggest that.
"Why not?" he said. "That's more of a challenge, isn't it? But she shouldn't be old and settled. Maybe one that's just... bored."
"A family member would be an extra challenge, you know," Johnny suggested. "Your sister is older and so very hot."
"Again, dude, you watch way too much porn," Sammy laughed and slapped Johnny's arm.
"No dude," I said. "That's not going to happen."
"What about.... your aunt?" Johnny smiled, deviously. "She's married... she's in the right age range... she's obvioiusly not happy in her marriage...."
"Dude! That so wrong! I mean... she's family," I said, shaking my head.
"Step-family," he said. "Step... not a blood relation. Besides you said you barely even know her."
I shook my head. "Let's just play, ok?" And we went back to our games and pizza. But my mind was elsewhere. My mind was contemplating the "what ifs".
My stepmom's sister, Emmanuelle, came to live with us about a month ago. Her husband, Stuart, had surprised her one day and told her that he thought he was gay. They were now contemplating divorce and she was living apart from him in order to think and consider her options. Obviously, living with a gay husband would put a big crimp in their marriage.
I hadn't even met Aunt Emmanuelle until she moved in. She was hot... with a killer body... and was a couple years younger than my step-mom. She worked during the day and then after dinner watched movies most of the night with a glass of wine. Every night before bed, I saw her come out of her bedroom in a silky robe, with little to nothing on underneath. She'd pour herself glass of wine and then head into the family room, which was set apart from the bedrooms in our little split-level house.
I usually had no idea how late she stayed up or what she watched, but my imagination was rampant as you can imagine, and I had many orgasms to my sexual fantasies involving her. So when Johnny brought her up I was... almost... committed to the challenge outright. It wouldn't take much to make me fully committed.
*****
I spent the next week open to the idea of fucking Emmanuelle and flirted with her. At first I just simply complimented her... the way she dressed for work... her hair... how she looked in her robe at night. I spent a lot of time just trying to be near her and talk to her... and I made sure she saw me looking at her... as a sexual woman.
While she was at work, I occasionally texted her, sometime complimentary messages, sometimes flirty messages. And she responded favorably to them, sometimes even flirting back.
Stuart must have really ignored her, because she ate up my compliments and loved how I showed my appreciation. She blushed... played with her hair... played with her clothes... touched my arm and shoulder... did everything that told me she loved being complimented.
Late in the week, I texted her and asked her about her outfit and she sent me a picture of herself. When I responded complimenting her sexy hose-covered legs, she sent me an even racier picture, seated in her chair, looking down as if I was kneeling before her, with her holding her skirt up a little, giving me a nice shot of her legs and a little glimpse of her pale blue panties.
When I complimented her one night while she was wearing her robe and pouring a glass of wine, she really blushed. "Even late at night just wearing a robe," I said, "you look amazing."
"Oh, stop," she said. "But thank you," she smiled and looked down, embarrassed. "I probably look fat in this robe. But it's comfortable." She adjusted the robe tighter around her body, emphasizing her cleavage even more.
"No... I really mean it," I said. I was probably looking at her rather lewdly, although that wasn't my intent. "You don't look fat at all. You're very beautiful... and... damn sexy, if I can say that. Stuart's definitely an idiot. I can't believe anyone would leave you. I know I couldn't even let you out of my sight if I was with you."
As the week wore on, I started waking up and using the shower while she was getting ready for work. The house only had 2 showers, one in my parent's bathroom, and one in the hallway for the other 3 bedrooms. So, while she was getting out of the bathroom, I was waiting to go in, wearing my own robe. We would run into each other in the hallway, and usually have a laugh as we tried to get past each other.
As the week wore on, I started tying my robe looser and looser, until I didn't even tie it at all... and I was naked underneath. I didn't exactly know if the robe would open much, if she'd see anything, or if she'd even want to. But I was hoping she'd see me in a more sexual light. Could I ever convince her to want me... sexually?
And then on Saturday night, she was kind of depressed as we talked in the kitchen.
"You know, just when you think things are perfect, something like this happens," she said, taking a drink of wine. She shook her head and looked down as she set the glass on the counter as if she were reliving her last conversation with Stuart. "I just feel so... unattractive. I mean, what do you think?"
"You're... beautiful. And smoking hot!" I said, laughing a little to lighten the mood.
She smiled at me. "Thank you. You shouldn't be looking at me like that, though." She tightened her robe around her. "But I mean... it's just the two of us... so... hypothetically... would I turn you on? My ass is firm... I work out... What do you think?"
She turned away from me and raised the back of her robe up to expose her ass.
"I mean, I'm sure you've seen the rear ends of women your age. It's not that bad, is it?"
Her ass looked incredible. Her G-string panties left so much flesh available to my eyes and the little string that delved between her cheeks led my eyes towards her pussy. "No! No, not at all!" I said. "You seriously look incredible."
She dropped her robe to cover her ass and then faced me again. "Am I just old and used up, then? What would make a man turn gay by being with me?"
Damn... Stuart really messed with her head. "You're not old and used up! Stuart's a complete idiot! I say you're better off without him if he can't appreciate you."
She smiled. "You're such a good boy... you're just saying that..."
"No... I mean it," I said sincerely.
"Ok, listen," she said, grabbing the knot of the belt around her waist, and looking a little unsure of what she was going to do. "I need an honest opinion. So... just for a minute, be a man. Not my nephew. Just a man. Alright? Are you going to give me an honest opinion?"
I nodded. "Of course."
She untied the knot and opened her robe, showing me her body. Her breasts were even better than I ever hoped, nicely proportioned with hard nipples and very large areola. Her abdomen held a little fat, but it only made her more attractive to me. Her hips curved nicely, flowing into her long legs. Her panties were blue with a little silver pattern in them and the small patch made you want to see what it held in secret.
"Do I look... ok? I mean, for my age," she asked.
I couldn't look her in the eye. And it seemed like I took a long time to answer as I tried to memorize everything I could see. I nodded. "You're... you look amazing," I whispered.
"Really?" she smiled, obviously loving my response. "Does my body look... firm?" She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them for a moment, then slid them down to her stomach, pinching flesh there, too. "I mean, I know I'm not your age, but I think I can still hold my own. What do you think?"
"I... I think... you're incredible. Really."
"I like the way you're looking at me," she said softly. "And I like that you're hard," she giggled, looking down at the erection poking out from my robe. "Almost like you... I mean... it makes me feel... like a sexual... woman. You know what I mean, right?"
"Yeah... I know what you mean," I said, licking my lips. "And you're not wrong."
She tied her robe closed again, breaking the spell. "I just really... want something. I really... need something. But I'm like... held hostage." She walked over to me and kissed me on the forehead. "Thanks for listening to my rants. Sleep well. Love you." Then she grabbed her wine glass and headed towards the family room, leaving me dumbfounded... with an extreme hardon.
"Love you, too," I said softly and turned towards my bedroom on the other side of the house.
*****
The first chance I had to try things out was the Thursday after the week of flirting. As was normal, Aunt Emmanuelle moved into the family room in her little robe and full wine glass and I disappeared into my bedroom. After about an hour, I came back out and made my way to the staircase that led from the bedrooms to the family room.
I heard moaning at first and quickly realized it was coming from the TV. Aunt Emmanuelle was laying on the couch, which offered a view of the staircase and the TV. Her robe was opened and her legs were spread lewdly. One hand was between her legs, touching her pussy, the other at her breasts, teasing her nipples. I was frozen in place, just watching her slowly masturbate while the movie played. She wasn't in a rush and seemed to be just keeping herself excited.
I glanced at the TV and there was a man and woman having sex, the woman bent over the side of a bed, the man entering her from behind. The video cut from his cock slamming into her pussy, his hips slapping her ass, to her face contorting in pleasure as she moaned with every thrust. The music added an artsy feel to the whole scene.
The woman in the movie was definitely enjoying getting fucked. And Aunt Emmanuelle seemed to be enjoying watching it. Her fingers danced quickly and her body gyrated as pleasure flowed through her.
"Holy shit!" I whispered, barely loud enough that I even heard myself. I knew I could passively sit and watch her play with herself or I could be confident and daring enough to just walk in to the middle of her masturbation time. I chose the latter.
"Hey Aunt Emmanuelle!" I said as I finished walking down the stairs.
She jumped to cover herself up, pulling her robe tightly around her as she sat up, but neglected to turn off the movie. "Oh... wha... what are you doing here?"
Sounds from the movie, grunting and moaning as music played, played on as I walked into the middle of the room. "I saw you were up watching a movie and you said you wanted to get to know me better. I figured we could maybe watch a movie together."
"Um... I... I don't know, Vince," she said, obviously scared that she was caught.
I sat on the edge of the couch and turned my attention to the action on-screen. "What are you watching?"
"Oh my God... it's um... it's called 'Delta of Venus'," she said, grabbing the blanket from the back of the couch and pulling it over herself.
"Isn't that like... porn or something?" I asked, not taking my eyes off the screen. The duo on the screen had just finished the sex scene and the movie played on with them waking up the next morning.
"I like to think of it more as... um... as a romance story," she said.
"Ok. Well... we can watch this if you want," I said, sitting back on the couch and making myself more comfortable. I was wearing a t-shirt and a thin pair of pajama shorts. The action I'd seen on the couch got me far more excited than the action on the TV, so I was a little hard. "I don't think I've seen this one."
"Are you sure you want to watch this?" she asked. She was hoping I'd just leave her alone again. "I mean... this isn't a movie you'd probably ever watch. And... this is kind of... weird. It'll probably make us both uncomfortable. And it's pretty far along."
"Nah... it'll be fine. How bad could it be?" I asked, confidently.
"Ok... suit yourself," she said hesitantly.
We sat and watched the movie, and it didn't take long for another sex scene to start. I could feel myself getting harder and had to adjust my cock a little.
She must have seen me. "I uh... hope you don't get any ideas," she said.
"What do you mean?" I asked, feigning innocence.
"You know... the movie... me." I looked at her and tried to look innocent. I was just a guy watching a movie with his aunt, right?
I turned my attention back to the movie and we watched for several minutes more before the action got pretty heavy.
"Have you ever... you know... watched porn?" she asked. "I mean... you are a guy so I suppose you have."
"Yeah... I do sometimes. You?"
"Sometimes," she said. "Especially after Stuart, you know, came out. I just... you know... sometimes need... something... and I can't with my husband and can't with someone else because I'm married. It's hard. I'm kinda trapped."
"I can imagine. You know... you look like that woman," I said, changing the subject and indicating the actress in the show.
"No... you think so?" she asked, surprised that I'd compared her to someone like that.
"Yeah... I mean, she's beautiful," I said. "Older women are sexy."
"Wow... I never thought I'd hear someone your age say something like that," she said, genuinely surprised. "You really think so or are you just saying that?"
"Yeah, I really think so. An older woman that is smart and sophistocated and knows what she wants," I said. "There's nothing more sexy."
"Uh huh... come on," she doubted.
"No, I'm serious," I said. "You're beautiful. The most beautiful woman I know at least."
"Come on."
"I'm sorry... but that's what I think," I said, almost apologizing for my opinion.
She looked at me a moment with a little smirk on her face. It was like she thought she knew what I was doing. "This isn't funny, Vince."
"I'm not trying to be funny," I said, trying to sound innocent again.
"Vince... I'm flattered and all... but it's never going to happen," she said. "I'm married."
"I know," I said. "I just... I hate to see you so... needy."
"Ok," she said, putting her hands up in front of her. "I dunno... I don't know if we should be watching this. It feels kinda wrong. I shouldn't be watching this with my nephew. Especially this kind of movie."
"It's ok... really," I said. "It's just a movie and it's nice to... to spend time with you."
"I like spending time with you, too," she said. "I'm having a great time. You're absolutely certain you're ok with this?"
"Yeah, of course," I said.
"I just feels so... dirty," she said, putting her hands under the covers again and pulling them up to her shoulders.
I smiled. "I think that sometimes feeling dirty is fun."
"Alright," she said, sitting back into the couch again. "We'll just watch it."
The movie changed into yet another sex scene. This time, the man came up to her in public, grabbed her and kissed her, as if she were exactly what he need to live.
"Oh my! That's uh..." she said, sounding a little stunned.
"It is pretty hot," I agreed.
"Wow... she is really into that guy," she said, her voice sounding a little far off like it was really affecting her. "Look how forward he is. He just... assumes."
"Is that something women like?" I asked.
"Yeah... very," she said, almost breathlessly. "Just watching them... kiss... it's so..."
"Passionate and raw," I said. I could feel my cock getting harder, tenting my shorts.
"Yeah... and she actually looks like she's turned on," she said. "That's good acting."
"Have you... ever been kissed like that before?" I asked her. I felt movement on the couch from her, but couldn't quite tell what it was.
"Well... maybe... but it's been a long time," she said sounding sad. "I mean... I should have seen it coming. Stuart hasn't touched me in a long time."
I nodded. "Yeah. That's too bad. I mean... everyone needs intimacy. At least I think so." I grabbed the edge of the blanket and slid underneath it, covering my body with it similar to her.
"Make yourself comfortable I guess," she said. She didn't sound mad, just... surprised.



"Is this ok?" I asked. "It's kind of cold in here. Dad turns the heat down pretty low at night."
"Yeah... it's ok," she said.
I moved closer to her and put my arm around her shoulders. She seemed a little nervous at first, but soon laid her head on my shoulder as we continued to watch the final scenes unfold. My hand rested on her arm for a moment, then moved to her side as she freed her arm.
"I know I missed a good portion of the story, but it looks like she really wanted to be with that guy for a really long time," I said.
"Yeah," Emmanuelle almost whispered.
"And she's older than him, too," I said, as if commenting on our similarities... a young man... an older lady... hooking up. The only thing missing was... we hadn't hooked up yet.
"Yeah," she whispered again, almost breathlessly, transfixed with what was happening on the screen.
I could tell she was controlling her breathing, trying not to breathe hard even though she needed to, trying to breathe as quietly as she could. I could feel her left arm moving slightly as it was doing things hidden under the covers. With my right hand, I opened the fly of my shorts, sending my hard cock through it and started stroking myself. God it felt good.
The scene changed as the man urgently pulled the woman by the hand behind him into an abandoned room. He grabbed her head with both hands as they passionately kissed. Then his hand moved from her neck as they continued kissing and slid down to cup her breast. The woman set her hand on his, helping him squeeze and tease her breast through her clothing. Then she helped him unbutton her shirt, bare her nipple, and guided his head down until he trapped it with his mouth.
"I like how she's kind of helping him, you know? Showing him what she likes," I said.
"It's almost like he's been kind of aching for her for so long," she said, almost whispering. "Up 'til now, she's stopped herself from doing anything about it. But now... she's... free."
I looked at her and she closed her eyes, obviously concentrating on something. She opened them halfway and licked her lips.
"Are you... are you masturbating?" I asked.
"Yeah," she admitted after a moment's embarrassing pause, and licked her lips nervously. "Are... are you?"
"Yeah," I said. I pushed the blanket away and bared my cock so she could see it. My hand was stroking up and down, paying a lot of attention at the head occasionally.
"Oh my God," she whispered. Her eyes seem to be glued to my crotch, watching me stroke my shaft. Her eyes glazed and she started breathing heavier and moaning. "Oh fuck... oh fuck...". Her head fell back on the couch and I could feel her arm and hand moving very fast. Her body was shaking as she writhed on the couch next to me.
My hand around her shoulders accidentally bumped against her breast and I immediatly closed on it. I could feel her nipple poke against my palm and squeezed it a little. This seemed to send her over the edge as her body clenched then sagged into the couch. "Fuck!" she hissed. Then she just lay there, panting.
Her actions excited me even more and my hand stroked faster. I was getting close. "Did you just orgasm?"
"Yeah... I did," she panted.
I was breathing heavy, too. "I think... I think I'm close." I moved my hand from her shoulders and squeezed my balls with it.
"What? Um... you... you can't," she said, scared, sitting up. "You're gonna make a mess. You're going to get it everywhere." She looked around for something... but her eyes kept coming back to my cock. The head was swollen and red. I was ready to explode.
"I can't help it," I gasped. "It's coming... it's coming fast. Oh fuck!"
She moved quickly, dropping her head into my lap and sliding my cock into her mouth. I felt the warm, wet suction and immediately started cumming. Her hand replaced mine, stroking me as jet after jet of cum sprayed into her mouth. I could hear her swallowing, gulping, eagerly taking every drop. When I nearly finished, she still stroked me, slower and with far more of a grip, trying to squeeze every drop out of me.
When she rose again, she wiped her mouth with her fingers and was licking her lips.
"Oh my God... oh my God... I can't believe you just did that," I said, happily surprised. I was smiling from ear to ear. "Did you swallow that?"
"Duh!" she said, giving me that look that told me it was a stupid question. "I don't want you to make a huge mess and get us both in trouble. I just... did what I needed to do. Ok?"
"Yeah," I said, panting. I fell back into the couch, smiling. "That felt great."
"Yeah?" she said, smiling back at me. Her robe was mostly undone and I could see a fair amount of skin beneath it. She wasn't wearing a bra, but she was wearing panties. Her robe moved when she did, giving me glimpses of her hard nipples.
"Hell yeah!" I smiled.
"Well... good," she said, nodding. She seemed to be happy that she could please me. I imagine that her thoughts about herself, her womanhood, her ability to please a guy were in question. Her husband really screwed her up. "But you can't say a word about this. Ok?"
"Ok," I panted. "I won't. I swear."
She adjusted her robe again, pulling it tightly around her body again and tied it closed. "Just... go to bed. Ok?"
"Ok," I said, tucking my cock into my shorts again and standing. "I love you Aunt Emmanuelle."
"Love you, too," she said back as I ascended the stairs.
*****
I was on a high all the next day, but, true to my word, I didn't say anything about what had happened to anybody. My Aunt was at work all day long, along with my parents, so I just sat around playing video games and surfing the net a little. It was all just another, normal day. I couldn't help but replay what had happened in my head over and over again. My step-aunt had literally had my cock in her mouth... and swallowed my cum. I was just amazed! Never in a million years had I ever expected something like that.
I wanted to masturbate to my memory, but fought very hard not to. I really wanted to see if I could do more... and I wanted my sexual desire to be at its peak.
It was about 10:00pm when my parents said their good-nights and I wandered down to the kitchen to get a drink. As I was grabbing a can of soda from the fridge, my step-aunt walked in to grab a glass of wine.
"Hey Aunt Emmanuelle," I said. It was the first time I'd really been able to talk to her all day.
"Hey Vince," she said, pouring a glass of wine. "I'm... uh... I'm going to watch a movie again tonight."
"Like yesterday's movie?" I asked, popping open the can.
She nodded. "Maybe... like... if you want to watch it with me."
I couldn't believe it! I had thought she'd avoid me after last night. But... I was wrong. She was inviting me to be with her again! Was she inviting me just to watch a movie... or more?
"Oh... yeah.... I do," I said.
"I'm not making you miss out on a date or anything am I?" she asked.
It was obvious that I wasn't dressed to go out, so I figured she was just fishing to see what my dating status was. "No... no... I'm kind of taking a break. The last girl I went out with is being really clingy."
"Yeah? What's she doing?" she asked, leaning against the island in the middle of the kitchen.
"She keeps texting me... sending me, you know, naked pictures and stuff," I said.
Her face lit up in surprise. "Wow... you must have impressed her," she giggled. "I can see why, though. You're funny and charming. I don't know, there just something about that's hard to pin down. Like... anything can happen."
"Really?" I asked.
"I mean... it's nothing conscious," she said. "It's more intuitive... and intriguing."
I laughed a little. "Intriguing eh? I guess... I mean, every girl I've gone out with has been... you know... satisfied."
She nodded in understanding. "I bet... you're a big man... you know... down there."
"I guess... I didn't realize that," I lied. I knew I was bigger than average. But I felt it was better to act more innocent. "But they seem to really like when I... you know... go down on them, too."
"Oh!" she said, her eyes lighting up and looking a little embarrassed. She giggled nervously. The conversation obviously went further than she expected. "Ok then. I don't know what to say to that so let's just go watch the movie." She picked up her wine glass and started walking towards the door. She was wearing her robe again, loosely tied closed, hiding whatever she might be wearing underneath.
I laughed... a little embarrassed myself. "What's on tonight?"
"It's called... um... 'Deep Throat'," she said, as I followed her down the steps and into the family room. She sat on the couch and grabbed the remote.
"I think I've heard something about that," I said.
"It's a bit campy," she said. "It's kind of a comedy, too."
I settled onto the couch, too, and then grabbed the blanket to share with her. We huddled together underneath it. She pulled my arm over her shoulder again and lay her head on my chest, just like last night. But this time my hand was on her chest... right on her breast. I could feel her soft flesh move beneath me as I moved my fingers, and felt her nipple getting hard as we started to watch the movie.
The movie moved along, and I was half paying attention to it. I couldn't help but be distracted by her breast in my one hand and my other hand slowly stroked my very hard cock. "This is... interesting," I said as the thin, very sexual plot unfolded.
"It's old. It's from the 70s," she said. "I don't think they had elaborate plots back then."
She tried far less to hide her breathing this time and I could tell she was getting excited. Her nipple was hard and she put one of her hands on my thigh, squeezing it. The cushion on the couch moved as she shifted in her seat, too.
"Are you... um... masturbating?" I asked.
"Yeah," she gasped after a moments hesitation. I could imagine it was embarrassing to admit it. "These movies just... you know... get to me. You can, too... if you want. I... I don't mind."
"I don't want to make a mess," I said.
"I'll... I'll make sure you don't," she replied.
I knew exactly what she was saying. She'd take it in her mouth again. I slid off my pajama shorts and underwear and let them drop to the floor. Pushing the blanket aside, I started stroking it as she watched and masturbated. I couldn't see her face, but I could tell she enjoyed what she was seeing.
A deep-throat scene was on the movie with the lead actress gurgling with a huge shaft deep in her mouth. The glug, glug, glug caught my attention at least. I could only pray that my cock ended up that deep in my aunt's mouth some day. The scene quickly changed then with the woman kneeling below him, stroking him with her hand, her face ready to accept his load as she held her mouth closed. Suddenly he erupted thick ropes of white cum shooting out onto her face, covering it. She kept stroking him, trying to get every drop.
"OhmyGod... ohmyGod," I heard my aunt gasp, her body was shaking and undulating as she gave in to her orgasm. Her hand on my thigh moved to my hand on her breast, encouraging me to squeeze it and pinch her nipple again. "Yes! Fuck!" she hissed and then finally stopped moving.
I giggled. "I guess you liked that scene," I said after a moment.
She giggled in return. "Yeah, it, uh... it definitely did something for me. Are you...?" she asked, hoping that I was going to cum soon myself.
"No," I said. "I'm sorry... I'm not even close yet." My cock was hard, but I think I was too distracted with her and with the movie.
"I... I can help," she whispered as if embarrassed, scared of my response. "If you want."
"Help?" I asked. "Yeah... um... I guess... how ever you want to help, I'll take it."
She moved to kneel on the floor, moving between my thighs and pulled a bottle of lube from her robe pocket. She had anticipated this.
"Oh! You mean help-help," I said. "Ok."
She squirted some of the lube in her hands and then slid them together to spread it around. Then she grabbed my shaft, replacing my hand. "Yeah. Since I'm de-stressed, I thought I could help de-stress you."
Her hands felt so good sliding up and down my shaft. The lube was strawberry scented and provided a little different sensory experience as I watched her.
"Oh yeah," she whispered. "It feels so good in my hands."
"Oh my God it feels so good to me," I moaned.
"You're so big!" she gasped, smiling. "No wonder all the girls want you so badly."
"Oh shit," I moaned again as she used one hand to squeeze and torture the head as the other slid up and down the shaft beneath it.
"Oh, look at that," she said softly. "Such a big, big boy. We're not telling anybody about this, right?"
"No... I wouldn't dream of it," I said. My eyes were distracted by the movie ending and the corny music getting a little louder with the credits rolling. "I can't believe you like watching movies like this, too."
"I guess when you're alone and need some stimulation..." she explained. "I've learned some new things from the movies. Wanna see?" She was smiling deviously, wanting to showcase her new-found skills and see how I react.
"Oh my gosh... God yeah," I said, excited.
She held my shaft still with one hand while she licked from the bottom to the tip a few times, then sucked the head into her mouth, her hand stroking beneath.
"That feels so good. It's amazing," I panted. I was getting close.
"I wish my husband would think so," she said whistfully, watching her hand move up and down. My cock was so swollen. "But I guess I have you. I can have fun with a big dick at least."
She took me into her mouth again, going deep to the back of her throat and then slowly sliding it out. Her hands taking every opportunity to stroke me and tease my balls.
"God that feels so good," I gasped. "Fuck."
"So... how many blowjobs have you've received?" she asked, smiling up at me while lightly licking the head.
"I dunno... I've never counted," I admitted.
"Well," she smiled, then bit her lip. "You're gonna remember this one."
She used one hand to push her robe off her shoulders, exposing her bare breasts to me, as she stared at me, gauging my reaction. I smiled broadly in surprise. I was in heaven! I couldn't take my eyes off them. They were so perfect... large... with very large areola and nipples. I'd never seen areola that large before.
She suddenly changed tactics a little and committed herself to making me cum. Her hands stroked with a twisting motion as her mouth moved up and down, sometimes going deep and sometimes just suckling on the head. All in all, it felt incredible and she was getting me close fast.
"Oh yes... fuck!" I moaned, her slurping noises sounding so erotic.
"The head is so swollen," she said, sliding my cock from her mouth for a second, but never letting her hands stop. "Oh, look at that... it's so pretty. It's so long and thick. Fuck I'm gonna make you explode."
"Oh fuck!" I groaned loudly... probably louder than I should. I prayed my parents and sister were deep asleep. "I'm gonna cum. You better grab a towel."
"No," she said, shaking her head. She looked determined. "No towel... right in my mouth again. Cum right in my mouth." She sucked on the head, letting her tongue stroke just beneath it as her hands expertly milked my cock. I'd never had it so good before.
"Oh God," I moaned. "Oh God... yeah! Fuck!" I held my breath as my cum jetted from my cock and into her waiting mouth. I could hear her sucking and swallowing, trying to keep up with it. It felt like every muscle in my body tensed up, wanting to release everything I had.
When I finally relaxed again, I felt her squeezing my cock up from the bottom, trying to get every drop like she did before, licking the tip to clean it off.
"You taste pretty good," she smiled, licking her lips. She sat back and squeezed her tits, displaying them for me as she watched my appreciative smile. "You like these?"
"Yeah... they're incredible," I said.
She smiled and blushed at my compliment. I guessed it had been a long time since she felt so appreciated.
It looked like she wanted to say something, maybe even wanted to do more with me, but, in the end, decided against it.
"Time for bed, Vince," she said, winking at me, and sliding her robe back over her shoulders again.
"Love you Aunt Em," I said, standing up and pulling my shorts on.
"Love you, too... my big boy," she giggled.
*****
I had a very hard time sleeping that night. I couldn't get my aunt out of my head. I couldn't get what we'd done out of my head. And I wanted so much more. The past two nights, she gave me pleasure without me giving any in return. And I wanted to change that. I really wanted to fuck her. And I was sure she wanted that, too.
At about 2am I just couldn't take any more. I got out of my bed and went to her bedroom. The light was out and I walked in as quietly as I could. When I got to the side of the bed, I slid all my clothes off and slipped into bed and under the covers.
It was cold, at first, and as I slid closer to her body, I could feel her body heat calling me. I was shaking a little as I snuggled up behind her and wrapped my arms around her. She was wearing a long night shirt that covered her, but it was thin. My hand found her breast and I teased her nipple until it was rock hard.
She moved a little and I knew she was awake. She brought her hand up to mine, stroking it, encouraging me to continue.
"Hey. I thought you were going to bed," she said.
"Oh, I did... I'm in bed... just not my own," I said.
"Mmmm," she moaned softly as I pinched her nipple. I felt her move her ass, grinding backwards against my cock. I was so hard.
I slid my other arm underneath her head and hugged her against me, now grabbing and teasing her breasts with both hands. "Wow... these are so nice," I whispered in her ear.
"Thanks," she said.
I continued to play with them, squeezing them and then stroking, pinching her nipples and then teasingly circling them. She was breathing harder, getting more and more excited. She lowered her hand and brought it behind her, grabbing my shaft with it. Slowly she stroked it and I moved my hips as if fucking her hand.
"I love your nipples," I whispered. "I love making them hard, begging to be licked. Begging to be sucked."
"Oh my God that feels good... fuck," she hissed, squeezing my cock.
"God damn, your tits are so nice. And you're so sexy." I slid my cock closer, sliding it against her ass. Then I grabbed her leg so I could fuck her from behind.
But she pushed me back. "No... we can't do that," she said. "I'm... I'm married and you're... you're my nephew."
"I'm going to fuck you soon," I groaned. "And you won't stop me."
"I know... I want it, too," she apologized. "It's just... I... I can't. What else can I do for you... to make you feel good?"
"Do you like having your pussy licked?" I asked.
She paused, wondering if I was serious. "Yeah? Are you serious? It's been so long... since anyone's..." she whispered excitedly. "Stuart thought it was too dirty."
"Let me show you how much I love it," I whispered in her ear, then licked it. I got up on my knees and pulled the blankets down, moving down between her legs. I raised one leg up and kissed her calf, feeling her tremble beneath me. "God, you're so hot," I hissed excitedly.
I started kissing down her leg, hearing her gasps and feeling her body tremble when I hit spots that were particularly pleasurable to her... especially behind her knee. Then I kissed down her inner thigh, moving closer and closer to her pussy.
I took a moment to smell her and licked her through her panties. "Mmm... you're so wet," I said softly.
I grabbed the waist band of her panties and pulled them down and she lifted her lips to help. Her excitement was so raw. I touched her with my fingertips, sliding them along her labia. I pulled her lips apart and then pinched them together, creating different sensations to drive her crazy.



I lay down between her thighs, then, and gently licked her pussy for the first time.
"Oh... Fuck!" she gasped in excitement.
Her reaction made me smile. "Is that good?"
"Oh... yes... very," she moaned. "It's been so long..."
"You taste so good," I whispered as I let my tongue tease over, around, and through her labia. Then I slid it straight up her slit and flicked her clit.
"There you go," she practically yelled, bucking her hips. That was a particulary good spot for her. "Oh my fucking God, yes!"
"Yeah?" I laughed softly and flicked my tongue over her clit.
"God yeah," she hissed, clenching her teeth. "It feels so good. You're such a good boy."
"I love making you feel good," I whispered. I licked two fingers and then pressed them at the entrance to her vagina, pushing slowly. She was so wet and they went in easily. I fingered her for a moment, just judging her reactions.
"Oh my God... yes!" she moaned. Her body was moving, helping me thrust deeper, begging for even more pleasure.
I bent down again and started licking her clit again as I fingered her. The dual sensations drove her rapidly towards her orgasm.
"Fuck!" she groaned, almost loud enough for the whole house to hear. She then put her palm over her mouth to control her voice. "Oh, honey, you're really good at that. You're doing such a good job. That feels... amazing... oh yes... you're... you're gonna make me cum."
I grabbed her clit with my lips and started sucking and slurping on it, stopping to swirl my tongue over her clit occasionally. She pressed her hips up into my mouth, encouraging me.
"You are such a good pussy eater," she moaned. "Right there, right there, right there. Oh your tongue feels so good. Yes... suck on my clit."
I kept pushing forward, never letting up. I could tell she was almost ready to burst. She grabbed my head with both hands, holding me in place, pulling me into her pussy as she pressed up into my mouth again and again.
"Oh fuck, baby!" she moaned loudly again, forgetting to cover her mouth to muffle the sound. "Oh yeah... mmhmm... mmhmm! I'm cumming! Oh... fuck! Oh fuck!"
She moaned loudly and made a high-pitched sound as she came in my mouth. Her pussy contracted and clenched at my fingers as I sucked hard on her clit once again. In seconds, she pushed me away, the sensations becoming too much to bear.
"You taste so good," I whispered as I pulled my fingers from her pussy and sucked them clean. "Did I make you cum good?"
"God yes!" she whispered excitedly. I could tell she loved it, just from the tone of her voice. "That was... amazing. You're so fucking... good at that."
I moved up beside her and hugged her against me, facing me. We kissed softly at first and then more and more passionately. She was truly a special woman.
"You better head to your own bed," she whispered, finally. "I don't want anyone to find you here.
"Ok," I said, kissing her on the shoulder one more time. I grabbed my clothes and waited a second before opening the door. "I love you Aunt Emmanuelle."
"I love you, too, Vince," she said softly.
*****
As you could imagine, I slept in late on Saturday. Then I had some running around to do with Sammy and Johnny. I made sure to still keep my word and not say anything to them. My silence was a bit suspicious, however, and they got the impression something had happened even without me saying anything. But I didn't really care. I kinda liked how it elevated me in their eyes.
The boys all came over for some more video games for a while and then pressed me on it.
"So... meet your challenge yet?" Johnny asked.
I smiled. "Let's just say I did find an older woman... and we've played around a little bit."
"Oh!" all of them cheered in concert.
"You are a fucking rock star!" Johnny said, fist bumping me.
"Is she over 30?" Sammy asked.
"Better yet... is it your aunt?" Johnny trumped him.
"All I'm going to say is that she is over 30," I said. "I'll give you more details on my success when it happens."
"Fuck dude! That is so rude," Johnny said smiling. He really wanted to know that I fucked my aunt.
At 6:00pm first my mom popped in to tell me they were going out, then my aunt came in to ask me about my dinner plans. When she left, I feigned to the boys that I had things I had to do and told them that I was going to have to wrap this up. They weren't too happy when they left, but I was... I had a pretty good feeling my aunt was waiting for them to leave.
As soon as I closed the door and the last car pulled out of the driveway, my aunt passed me on the way to the kitchen. She was wearing her robe again, far earlier than normal. And this time, it wasn't tied shut and I could see she was wearing a sexy black bra and panty set underneath it along with thigh-high black stockings. God I love a woman in stockings!
"Hi Aunt Emmanuelle. Are you enjoying your week?" I asked when I walked into the kitchen and leaned against the island in the middle. She was leaning back against the sink, drinking from a water bottle. I couldn't help but look over her beautiful body as she stood there. Damn she was sexy! And having her naked beauty teasinly hidden behind the robe was torture.
"Yeah. It has been really nice," she said, smiling. She looked at me deviously as she pushed away from the sink and walked around the island to stand by me. She had something up her sleeve. Something I had a feeling I was going to like. "So... your parents went out to dinner and a movie or something... gone for several hours at least... So... I was thinking..." I stood up to face her and her hand immediately reached out and began stroking my cock through my pants. "That maybe we could have some fun a little early tonight."
My erection grew quickly as her and stroked up and down my length. "A whole night of fun?" I asked, reaching out, cupping and squeezing her breasts through her bra, my thumbs strumming over her nipples.
"Yeah," she smiled.
"Um... yeah... how can I say no to that?"
She grabbed my hand and led me to her bedroom and to her bed. "Sit up there... and get comfortable."
I moved onto the bed, propped a pillow behind me, and sat against the headboard. I watched her as she stood at the end of the bed, facing away from me, and began to slowly take off her robe, swaying her hips so seductively.
"Are you comfortable?" she asked, looking over her shoulder as she tossed it aside. Her bra, panties, and hose were sexy as hell and really made me love her ass.
"Oh yeah," I said. I felt my cock surge and grabbed it, stroking it a little.
She reached behind herself and unfastened her bra. Sliding it down her arms, she tossed it aside as well, then turned towards me, squeezing her naked tits.
"Oh my God... you're so sexy," I gushed. "God I love your tits."
"Thank you, baby," she smiled as she reached down and grabbed her panties, pushing them to the ground. She then stood there, her hands sliding over her naked body, as she watched me. "I want to try something a little different today," she said.
"Oh?" I asked, very interested in hearing more. "That sounds interesting."
"So... did you like the blowjob I gave you?" She pinched her nipples, pulling them and moaning as she turned herself on.
"Hell yeah... it was awesome!"
"Ok... let's start with that." She slid onto the bed while I adjusted my position and laid down. She moved between my legs and started unfastening my pants. "Does your cock want to be inside my mouth?" she asked, kissing along the fly of my jeans.
"Mmhmm!" I said emphatically. She yanked my jeans down and threw them aside, giggling.
Her hands slid over my cock, feeling it through my boxers as it grew even harder. "Oh, yes it does. It's so hard for me... Mmmm."
"That's all for you Aunt Emmanuelle," I said. I was so fucking horny. I couldn't believe I needed anyone this badly.
She yanked my boxers down, too, letting my cock spring free, and giggled as she tossed them aside as well. "God I love sucking on your cock," she said, suddenly sliding me into her mouth.
"Oh God," I moaned as her head bobbed up and down my length, her hand stroking just beneath her lips. She was really working me over, making my cock so hard. The sounds of her slurping and gagging on me was driving me crazy.
"Have you ever fucked anyone?" she purred, giving her mouth a break for a moment.
"Um... yeah... a couple times... why do you ask?" After being rejected last night, I wasn't sure what she was thinking.
I watched her rise to her knees as she continued stroking me and kicked first one leg over mine, then the other, and she straddled me. Her legs were spread and her wet, swollen pussy was hovering right over my cock.
"My pussy wants your cock, too," she said as she slid the head of my cock along her slit and circled it around her clit, teasingly. "Don't tell anybody."
"Oh... this secret is safe with me," I smiled.
Suddenly, she slid my cock inside herself and pushed down until I was completely embedded in her moist flesh. She sat still for a moment, her body shaking a little as she got used to my size. I think it had been a long time since she had a cock inside her anyway. It almost looked like she was close to having an orgasm.
"Oh... fuck!" she groaned. "We're going to de-stress at the same time." She started moving her hips, sliding my cock in and out of her pussy, moving slow and deliberate at first, but gaining speed.
"How's that feel?" I asked, moaning and starting to move my hips a little, bucking up into her to try to act with her movements to slide in deeper and harder
"Oh God, it feels so good," she said, breathing hard.
"Oh yeah?" I smiled and closed my eyes for a moment, enjoying the sensations as her pussy squeezed my cock with every thrust of her hips.
"It feels so good with you inside of me. God this is so fucking dirty." She leaned forward, putting her hands on my chest for balance and kept her hips moving up and down. Her breasts swayed and jiggled with her every move and were so enticing.
"Look at those beautiful tits," I said as I reached up and palmed them, squeezed them, then move to squeeze her nipples themselves, making her shiver and gasp.
"Fuck! It makes my clit throb every time you do that," she moaned. "God I can feel you so... deep... inside me." She was looking down at me with so much lust and need on her face. I knew that she wanted to cum badly with my cock deep inside her. Suddenly she stopped, slid me out of her pussy, and kicked her leg off me so that she was no longer sitting on me. "Fuck me, baby. You fuck me now."
She layed on her back as I got to my knees and moved between her legs. I slid my hips forward and pushed my cock first along her slit and over her clit, then down lower. Smiling smugly down at her I pushed forward, slowly easing my cock between her lips and back into her wetness.
"God... you're such a good boy," she hissed as I pushed all the way inside her.
I pulled back until the tip was almost out, then thrust back in as deep as I could. I started with a slow rhythm, in and out, in and out, making sure she felt every inch of me.
"I don't know what you're hitting inside there but... damn!", she moaned. Her hands grabbed the bedspread in her fists as the pleasure was beginning to overwhelm her. I moved faster... and faster... working up a hard thrust, slapping my hips into her mound and then pulling back out again as her body writhed below me.
Her eyes rolled back into her head as she looked back towards the headboard, the pleasure almost peaking.
"Oh God... oh God!" she hissed and I could feel her pussy clenching at my cock. Her legs were shaking, the pleasure overwhelming her. "God! You're... way... too fucking... good at this!" she said, trying to be able to speak as she rapidly breathed. "I am so ready to burst... fuck!"
Her body clenched, her hips rose to try to press into mine, as she held her breath. With a final "Fuck!", she came hard, her stiff body shaking uncontrollably. A tried to move, but she reached her shaking hand toward me, begging me to hold still for a moment. She was having a full-body orgasm and it was so beautiful to see.
Then her body relaxed again and she started breathing, looking at me with wide-open, wild eyes in wonder, with a huge smile on her face. She was so surprised that her orgasm was that strong. I wasn't even sure she ever had one like that before.
"Did Stuart ever make you cum that fast... or that hard?" I said, smiling back at her.
She shook her head, answering quickly. "No... never... not Stuart nor anyone before him." She took a deep breath and exhaled. "God... I want to do this every day."
I smiled even more. "Yes ma'am." I would definitely agree to those terms. Fucking her was pure pleasure.
"Go ahead," she said, moving her hips a little to encourage me to continue. "Keep going... fuck me... harder."
I started thrusting again, slowly at first because she was still so sensitive. I could see the pleasure move through her body, her eyes closing for a moment. Then she opened them and looked at me, a little serious. "You better not make a mess," she said. "You better cum inside of me."
"Cum inside of you?" I asked. I'd never done that before. The girls I fucked before were very adamant that I not cum inside them in fact. They wanted to make sure they didn't get pregnant.
"Yes... I'm sure," she said. "I won't get pregnant. Do it."
I started fucking her faster and felt my own orgasm coming fast. She could tell by the way my body moved that it was going to happen soon.
"Here it comes... Oh my God, it's coming fast," I moaned, trying to give her every opportunity to change her mind. Although, at this point, I doubt I would have pulled out anyway. It just felt too good.
"Oh my God... oh my God... Fuck! Uh! Uh! Uh!" I grunted with every spray of cum as my orgasm started, filling her pussy. I slammed into her again and again, letting her pussy milk me dry. Finally, feeling drained, I laid down on her, and felt her warm, soft body against my own, keeping my cock still buried inside her. I rest my head on her breasts and she caressed my head.
"What a good boy," she whispered. "Fuck that was good."
We fucked and sucked a few more times that night, in different positions and different rooms of the house until my parents came home at midnight or so. The sound of the garage door opening and the lights from the car made me jump. And just before they came in the door, I went back to my room. I listened to them come in and go to their bedroom and before I knew it, I was asleep and slept hard.
*****
On Sunday, I spent all afternoon out with my friends playing soccer. I didn't even come home until 7:00pm. As soon as I walked in the front door, I knew something was different. My mom was sitting in the living room, her eyes wet with tears, and she was drinking some wine.
"Mom?" I asked, concerned. "What's wrong? Where's dad? Where's Aunt Emmanuelle?" I thought that if anyone in the house knew she was crying in here, that they'd be here consoling her.
"They're not here," she said, looking up at me. There was so much concern and despair written on her face. "Vince..."
"Where'd they go? Are you ok?" Did they hurt her somehow?
"Your dad went to help your aunt move," she said, looking down at her glass.
"Move? What? Why is she moving?"
She wouldn't even look at me. "We... we think it's best if she lives... somewhere else."
I was dumbfounded. "Why? There's plenty of room here."
"Because... we... know," she said slowly. "And she admitted to it."
I felt a chill run up my spine. They know. My mom and dad know. I wasn't sure exactly what they knew, but if Aunt Emmanuelle admitted to something... then they knew about... us. They knew I was having sexual relations with her.
"I don't even know if I want you to admit to anything," she said. "I'm not sure I want to even think about it any more."
I still couldn't say a word. I was dumbfounded.
"Just... just to tell you... I... I can understand why it happened," she continued, "and I'm sorry we put you in this position. She was very needy and concerned on whether she was even a desireable woman. And you're a young man full of hormones. And... you were both brought together with a lot of time alone. But..." She stood and briefly looked at me as she started walking past me towards the kitchen. "Both of you need to take time and think about how wrong this was."
She walked out of the room and left me to myself.
We never spoke of it again. The last few years at home with my mom and dad were a bit... difficult. It did take some time for them to let it all go. And I really did miss my times with my aunt. But that was the last time I saw her... until...
But that's a different story...
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"Hello? Doctor!" my wife Beck said as she put her suitcase down in the foyer. Her cab was coming any minute now to take her to the airport for her weeklong business trip in Chicago. "Hi. Yes, this is she. Is everything alright?" She paused a moment, looking at me, concerned. She'd taken our daughter to see a therapist earlier in the day for some kind of extreme depression... and now his office was calling her.
"No she's... she's acting normal," she said, looking at me. "What's going on? Is......" She paused as the doctor said something I couldn't hear. "The side effects?...... To the medication you just prescribed? I wish I had known there were side effects before I agreed...... Well...... No, I haven't noticed any changes in her, but... um... what should we be expecting exactly?"
I was going to ask questions, but it looked like she was getting enough of an earful of information from the doctor.
"She already had her first dose...... I dunno, maybe 10 minutes ago. Can you just tell me exactly what the side effects are?" The doctor ticked off several, to which my wife nodded. Until the last one. "A change in behavior? How?...... appetite...... a loss of inhibition...... confusion...... What does that mean exactly?"
The doctor seemed to describe the symptoms, but it seemed too general for Beck to fully comprehend. "Can you give me an example of what your patients have done while using this medication?... She's not going to do anything inappropriate is she?...... Ok...... Can you just tell me what I need to do to best... help her... when she gets like this? When she changes." Beck nodded uncomfortably. "Just go along with it?...... You're telling me that we should just let her do what she wants to do while she's on this?...... There's got to be something......"
Now that sounded like trouble to me. Beck looked at me, concerned, shaking her head.
"Ok... ok... I got it." She sighed heavily, as if she wasn't sure this was going to work. "I'm sure we can figure this out...... Ok. Thank you doctor." She pulled the phone from her ear and hung up.
"What was that all about?" I asked.
"Well, it seems that the medication she's on has some side effects."
"That I got," I said. "What kind of side effects?"
"Increased appetite... increased energy... a loss of impulse control and inhibitions."
"What's that supposed to mean for a teenage girl exactly?" I asked.
"I think our little 19-year-old is going to act like a bratty 13-year-old for a while," Beck smiled at me. "She should be less moody, though. So this should get her out of her shell. And he said that she should get used to it and be better at handling it after a month or so."
"Lovely," I said sarcastically.
"Until then, he said it was important not to argue with her when she wants something. He said it would only make her more upset... and potentially violent or even self-destructive."
"But... we can't just let her do what she wants." I said.
"He suggested that we try to keep her away from things that will get her into trouble, first of all. No going to restaurants or shopping. And keep her away from her friends for now. Otherwise, he said to just steer her in the right direction. Maybe show her something else that she might like better," Beck said.
I shook my head, wondering how I could do something like that. I could imagine this was going to be pretty frustrating until we get the whole dosage right.
"I have her phone, so you won't have to fight her over that." She put her hand on my shoulder. "You can do this, right hon?" she asked.
I knew she had to get to the airport if she was going to make her flight. This was an important work conference for her. She couldn't miss it. I knew she'd be worried about both Emmanuelle and me, so I had to show some confidence. "Of course I can," I said with all the confidence I could muster. "It'll be just fine." I took her in my arms and gave her a big hug, then kissed her. "You have a good trip."
"I'll call you when I get to the hotel, ok?"
"That'll work. I'll talk to you in a few hours,I said kissing her again. "I love you."
"I love you, too!"
Beck opened the door and rolled her suitcase behind her to the taxi waiting in the driveway. I stood in the doorway, watching as the driver helped her into the back seat and put her suitcase in the trunk. I waved as they backed away and then drove down the street.
And then, I was alone with my deeply depressed stepdaughter. For a whole week.
The day passed uneventfully and after dinner, I had arranged to watch Em's favorite movie, Aladdin. The new live-action one from just a few years ago with Will Smith, Mena Massoud, and Naomi Scott. I enjoyed it, too, but when it came out, Em was infatuated with it. I just knew it would make her happy.
I changed into a pair of loose shorts and a t-shirt that I normally slept in, popped some popcorn, and slid onto the couch. I located the movie on the streaming service and called out to Em.
"Hey pumpkin! You ready to watch the movie?" I yelled.
"Coming!" she called back.
So far, she hadn't shown a hint of the side effects the doctor had warned us about. She came bounding down the stairs and jumped onto the couch beside me, cuddling up next to me with her head on my shoulder. She was wearing her long t-shirt she slept in, one with her favorite boy band from when she was 16.
"Ready!" she said and I pressed the play button and the movie started.
It wasn't 20 minutes into the movie when I could feel her squirming next to me.
"God he's so hot!" she whispered, absently. "I want him. He's so fucking sexy."
Her left hand was under the covers where I watched it moving and I felt her legs and hips moving slightly. She was acting very brazenly, as if I wasn't even there. In one sense it was a bit disturbing, but on the other hand, it was rather erotic. Either way, it made me uncomfortable.
"Oh my God... he makes me sooo wet," she moaned softly.
I could tell that her legs were spread and I was almost certain that she was masturbating under the covers. I pretended to ignore her and just watch the movie, but it became more and more difficult to do. I felt my cock responding, although that was not something I wanted to happen in response to my stepdaughter.
"Fuck! I bet he eats pussy so good. And I bet his cock is huge. Not like any of the boys at school," she whispered to herself.
"Em," I said softly. "Please... stop that and just watch the movie. You're making me uncomfortable."
She stopped, thank God, but unfortunately, it only lasted a minute or two. Then she resumed writhing on the couch beside me.
"Fuck I'm too hot!" she said more loudly and kicked the blanket off both of us, kicking it to the floor. I was embarrassed at first because I had an erection that was difficult to hide with the thin material of my shorts, but she wasn't even paying attention. I was most embarrassed by her. Her legs were spread wide and both hands were digging at her pussy. All she had on under the long t-shirt were her panties, and they were roughly pulled aside, giving her hands free reign.
"Yeah... oh, yeah... God yes," she moaned, throwing her head back and closing her eyes. She was definitely into her masturbation and didn't care that I was watching her. She pulled the bottom of her shirt up and bared her breasts. They were small, but her nipples were big and rock hard. "Ooooh," she moaned as she started playing with both breasts, leaving her pussy wet and uncovered.
"God, I bet he'd suck on my titties so good," she whispered. "I'd love that!"
While her excitement and masturbation more than excited me, I had to make her stop. "Em," I said more loudly. "Please... stop that... and just watch the movie. You're making me really uncomfortable." I sat up and grabbed the blanket off the floor as she stopped and looked at me, a bit surprised. I adjusted the blanket and threw it over the both of us once again and she put her legs together. As I settled in, she leaned against my arm once more, wrapping one arm around mine to hug it. Her other hand stroked my forearm. Her fingers were still wet and she used that to play with my skin. I could smell her... and it aroused me.
I touched myself with my free hand, slowly stroking my hardness with my fingertips through my shorts. God, she made me so hard! I knew this moment was going to be burned into my memory forever. I knew I'd masturbate to it time and time again for the rest of my life. But still... it was wrong.
Once again, in just a minute or two, I felt her moving and squeezing my arm even tighter. She used the hand stroking my forearm to direct my arm between her thighs and I felt them clasp together on it. Her wet pussy was rubbing against my wrist as she ground her hips against me.
"Feels so good, daddy," she whispered, kissing my upper arm. She was breathing hard, definitely enjoying the feeling.
I felt her hot breath against my skin and felt her very wet pussy slide against my wrist. I tried to pull my arm free, but with both of her arms holding me, it was going to take a lot of work to break free... work that would likely trigger her... and work that I wasn't wanting to do. I had to admit that I actually enjoyed her stealing pleasure from me like this.
Within a minute, her hand had slid down to mine, grabbing it, and slowly turning it, so that my palm was now rubbing over her bare, wet pussy and her hips were moving even faster.
"Oh God... your... hands are so big... so strong, daddy. Yes... that feels... so good," she panted.
I shook my head. I couldn't believe this was happening. In no way had I ever planned this to happen. I couldn't even wrap my head around it. This was... was so wrong!
"Touch my pussy, daddy.... just like... just like that," she said as her fingers curled into mine, sliding my fingers into her pussy so that now I was actually fingering her. Her hips were moving faster than I'd ever experienced with a woman as her excitement got the better of her. Each move of her hips slid my palm against her clit and two fingers into her pussy.
I knew I could have stopped this, I really did. I knew it was wrong and that I should never touch my stepdaughter in this way. But she was so insistant, holding my arm and hand so tight that I knew I'd have a fight on my hands to dislodge her. Under normal conditions, maybe I would have done that... hell, under normal conditions she would know that this was wrong and would stop on her own even. But... that medication had made that all disappear. As far as she was concerned, everything was ok.
"Yes! Fuck yes!" she moaned loudly, grinding into my palm, making me finger her rapidly. "Oh fuck... oh fuck... yessssss!" She nearly screamed as she came, flooding my hand with her juices.
I pulled my hand from her pussy and firmly gripped the side of my leg with it to keep her from using it again. She still hugged my arm and now her hand was slowly and softly stroking her very wet pussy as I watched. The blanket had falled from us so I sat up and grabbed it, once again laying it over us.
"We um... we need to just watch the movie," I said. But I had a hard time watching the movie as my mind was definitely elsewhere. I replayed this whole thing in my head over and over, trying to figure out what I did wrong and how I could have stopped it. But, of course, I had to admit to myself that I didn't really want to stop it. I was just going to have to face reality.
The movie ended around 10:00pm and I knew Beck would be getting to the hotel soon. "Time to go to bed, pumpkin," I said, tapping her leg and starting to stand.
"Aw, daddy. One more movie! Please?" she begged, trying to hold onto my arm, eagerly wanting to stay up. Of course that damn medication gave her more energy. I would have preferred if she were completely wiped out from her orgasm. But, it was almost like it never even happened. In fact, I had the feeling she was just getting warmed up.
"Well, you're not going to your classes until we figure out the dosage on your medication. So, you can stay up, but daddy's got to go to bed. I'm tired," I said. "I'm going to jump in the shower before your mom calls. Ok?" I needed a shower. I felt very dirty. And not the external kind of dirty. I was a dirty old man. I'd fingered my stepdaughter to an orgasm.
"Why? Daddy! Stay up with me," she begged. "Pleeeeeeeeease!"
"Come on, pumpkin. Daddy's really tired. I need to go to bed," I said, prying my arm and hand out of her firm grasp.
"Oh... ok, daddy," she said, pouting, her lower lip sticking way out, her arms crossing. She looked like she was 5 years old.
"Good night, pumpkin," I said, leaning forward and kissing the top of her head.
"Oh, daddy!" she squealed and I felt her fingers lightly stroke my hard cock through my shorts.
"Baby! Don't do that!" I scolded her, backing away, looking at her sternly. But she was looking right at it, smiling, licking her lips. There was nothing off limits or wrong in her world. She took what she wanted. And seeing that look of desire on her face made me even harder. I could feel my cock twitch a little.
She bit her lower lip and moved to the edge of the couch, hoping she'd be able to reach me.
"I'm going to take a shower. You just stay here and watch another movie." I turned and walked up the stairs. My cock was throbbing and bouncing with each step I took. I was going to be happy for some alone time to get rid of that damn erection. With the memory of fingering Em still active in my mind, I knew that's what I'd masturbate to.
There was a bathroom just off the master bedroom and I slipped inside, not even bothering to close the door. I never did. I took my shorts and t-shirt off and slipped into the shower, sliding the glass door closed behind me. The water felt so good as it cascaded over my body and I used the soap to get a good lather up. I closed my eyes as my hands caressed my body and slowly moved down to my throbbing erection.
God, it felt so good to slide my hand up and down my shaft. I put my other hand on the wall in front of me and leaned against it and took my mind back to what happened on the couch. God, I played with myself as I remembered watching my stepdaughter fingering her hot pussy. I imagined her telling me how she was feeling, how badly she needed me to make her cum, and I felt my cock lurch in my hand. God, that was so hot! I could never have imagined anything more erotic than that. First having her fingering herself... and then forcing me to finger her. Oh my God!
"Fuck," I moaned, feeling the pleasure my cock was giving me as my hand moved up and down it's length. Then I paid a little extra attention to the tip, squeezing it and sliding over the extra-sensitive head. God knows I needed this. With Beck gone all week and my daughter acting the way she was, I needed some relief. And it looked like this was going to be how I got it for the next week, masturbating in the warmth and privacy of my own bath.
"Oh yeah," I moaned again, moving my hand more rapidly. I knew I was going to orgasm quickly. I didn't want to, I wanted this wonderful feeling to last. But, damn, I was just so excited. "Oh... fuck..."
And then I heard a familiar giggle and a shiver went down my spine. I immediately let go of my cock, covered myself with both hands, and turned away from the glass shower doors. I looked back over my shoulder and saw Emmanuelle standing just outside the shower door.
"Oh my gosh! Pumpkin! What are you doing in the bathroom? I'm taking a shower!" I said, trying not to sound too scolding. You're not supposed to come in here while I'm taking a shower." I turned the knob, turning the water off.
"I wanted to see you, daddy," she said, her hand sliding between her thighs, obviously touching herself. As soon as I saw that, I felt my cock surge against my hands. I definitely knew where it stood in all this.
"Oh... um... of course," I said, trying to sound reasonable. I knew the drug was doing things to her head and I really didn't want to set her off. "But, honey? Honey, do you mind waiting until I'm done taking a shower and then I'll come see you? You know how much I like my privacy."
"Daddy," she whined a little.
"Honey, what are you doing in here?" I asked. "Do you need something? Are you feeling ok?"
"I don't know, daddy. I do feel a little funny," she said, still playing with herself.
"Oh... ok... um, sweetheart... I... I need to tell you something," I said. I was hoping she could be reasonable. "You know that medication you took earlier? Well, it might make you want to do things that... well, you might not... or shouldn't... want to do normally. But... um... you probably should just listen to your father and... uh... everything will be ok. Alright?"
"Yes, daddy," she agreed.
"Do you mind leaving the bathroom until I'm done taking my shower?"
"No, daddy. I want to see your... thing," she admitted.
"Oh... well, honey... that's very inappropriate," I said. I wasn't winning the battle of reason. "I'm your... I'm naked. You can't see your daddy naked like this. You're a grown woman."
"I want to see it, daddy," she said, almost whispering it.
"Alright... alright, honey, you can stay in the bathroom. Just, um, would you mind turning around? Can I have at least a little privacy please? I just... don't know what to do."
As I helplessly watched, Em started sliding her night shirt up and over her head. And then quickly peeled her panties off and stepped out of them, leaving them both on the bathroom floor.
"Honey!" I said in shock as her naked body was revealed. She was far enough away from the glass door that I couldn't get a good look at her, but I for sure knew she was completely naked. "Honey... leave your clothes on, please! Pumpkin, why are you taking your clothes off? Remember what I said... just do as I say and we'll be alright. You shouldn't do this."
Em moved over to the shower and pulled at the door, sliding it open. She stood there completely naked, exposed to me... her stepfather.
"Oh jeez!" I said in shock, covering my eyes with one of my hands. "I shouldn't be seeing those." I shook my head, not knowing what to do or say. "Sweetheart, do you want to take a shower?" I asked. She just looked at me as she stepped in and closed the door behind her. She was only two feet away now. I tried to back away as far as I could, but the shower wasn't that large. "Ok, if you want to take a shower, just let daddy get out first."
"But I want to you to be here, too, daddy," she said.
"Oh, no, honey, we can't take one together," I gently protested, once again hoping to reason with her. "Sweetheart, you can't take a shower with your father. No matter how much you think you want to. It's just not right. Honey, do you understand?"
She looked like she didn't even care. The morality of the situation, my reasoning with her, was having no effect.
"Ok, you can take a shower, just let me get out and get my towel," I said, trying to maneuver around her, unsuccessfully. All I did do was manage to get close enough to her that she put her hands on me. But I did manage to grab my washcloth and used that to cover myself... as much as I could anyway.
"Honey... I'm trying to get out so you can shower," I said.
"No daddy... I want to be in here with you."
"No... no, we were not going to take a shower together." She grabbed my washcloth and pulled it out of my hand forcing me to cover myself with both hands once more. "Oh... um... that was my washcloth honey." I then realized that I was either going to give in, or there was going to be a huge blow-up. I decided to give in. "Ok... ok... we can take a shower together. Do you want me to turn the water on? Just... try not to look at daddy ok?"
I grabbed the knob and turned the water on again, on hot. The water felt good as I took the brunt of the spray.



"There... that's better," I said. "Why don't you get wet." I backed out of the spray, letting her move underneath the water. I tried to look up, trying not to see anything below her face. She tilted her head back and... well... I lost my focus for a moment and found myself admiring her beautiful breasts. When I looked up, I was surprised that she was staring right at me. She caught me ogling her.
I poured some of the liquid soap into my hand and used it to wash my body, one handed, while I kept the other covering my privates.
"Are you all ready?" I asked as she stepped forward, turning off the water and walking towards me. She grabbed my hand and put it on her chest, rubbing the soap on her own body. "Oh, honey, you can do the soap yourself I think." When I tried to pull away, she protested, holding my hand even tighter as she slid it over her chest. "Ok... ok... I can do it."
She grab the liquid soap, squirted it on her chest, and began washing herself with my hand as I tried not to look at her. She held my hand with both of her's directing it over her skin. I could feel her breasts giving way under my touch, feel the hardness of her nipples slid over my palm and between my fingers as she squeezed her breast using my hand. My other was still covering my groin, but I found it harder and harder to conceal my ever-growing erection.
"Use both hands, daddy," she said, pulling at my other arm.
I resisted her tugging. "Oh... I think I can do it with one hand, it's ok." I managed to keep myself covered, at least, but she was directing my hand toward places I didn't want to go again as she moved it onto her stomach. "I... I know where to wash you. You don't have to guide my hand like that." Finally, I felt my hand moving to her lower abdomen, as she was trying to move it between her legs. "Not down there, honey. Not down there."
"Oh, daddy... it feels so good," she moaned softly.
"Oh... um... I know it feels good, sweetheart," I said. "It's just... not something you're supposed to be doing... with me. Ok? You can wash... that part... and I'll do... your shoulders and back."
I grabbed the bottle of liquid soap and held it out for her hands. "Here... here's the soap. Take it in your hand honey."
But it was no use. She slid my hand between her thighs and I felt her young, hot, wet pussy. I shuddered. I knew I had touched her there not too long ago, but... I just couldn't.
"Sweetheart, take my hand off of your... your vagina," I plead, but she just closed her eyes and smiled a little, enjoying the sensation as she humped against my hand. "Honey... listen to me."
But she didn't listen. She didn't want to listen. She was going to jack off with my hand no matter what. She held my hand tightly with both of her's as her hips moved up and back, grinding into it.
"Yes, daddy," she moaned. "Yes... touch my pussy."
"Honey, I think your... vagina... is clean enough. You have to let go of daddy's hand. Honey please. Honey, I think it's clean." With a sudden pull, I pulled my hand free from her grasp and backed away from her again. She stood there, panting. I suspected she had been close to an orgasm and I denied it, leaving her rather frustrated. I wasn't sure how she was going to take it.
"Ok... let's rinse you off and be off to bed. Does that sound good?" I asked, hoping this whole episode was over.
"Give me the soap," she said, holding her hand out.
"You're gonna wash yourself? That's good. Ok." I handed her the bottle of soap. "I'm going to turn on the water and start rinsing off. You should finish up and do the same." I slid by her and turned the water on, then turned around to face her. I felt the water flowing down my back, rinsing me off, but then she stepped towards me and squirted soap onto my chest. Her hands glided over my chest, cleaning me.
"Oh!" I said, surprised. "Honey... you don't need to wash me. I've already washed myself. I'm... I'm rinsing off. I don't need any more scrubbing ok? I'm clean."
"But I want to be your good little girl, daddy," she said, ignoring me, rubbing the soap all over my body.
"Ok... ok... just a little bit," I relented, still trying to cover myself as much as I could. Her hands covered my chest and arms and were starting to work down to my abdomen. She smiled up at me, then looked down as her hands moved even lower.
"Honey, please, not that low," I protested, trying my best to keep my hands covering myself. I couldn't grab her hands to move them without uncovering myself. But it didn't take long before she moved my hands out of the way. I could only protest for so long it seemed. My willpower was shit it seemed.
Her fingers wrapped around my shaft as she slid up and down it's length, the soap being a good lubricant. "Oh my God, daddy! You're bigger than I ever thought."
Fuck! Her hands felt so good as she stroked my shaft and cupped my balls, cleaning them, too. I put my hands on the shower walls, trying to steady myself as my legs became weak. I looked up, not wanting to see her standing naked in front of me. My cock was throbbing, getting harder and harder in her little hands, and I was quickly getting close to my orgasm.
"So big, daddy," she moaned, holding me tight at the base with one hand, while the other stroked me fast. "Make it bigger!"
"Oh my God, baby... it's... I'm gonna..." I was overwhelmed with pleasure and knew my orgasm was right around the corner, so I quickly dropped my hands, grabbing her wrists to pull them from me as I backed away.
"Daddy!" she said, frustrated that I stopped her.
"I think... I think I'm clean," I said, panting. "Ok, honey... that's good I think. I think we're done now. Time for bed."
I opened the shower door and stepped out, feeling little rivulets of suds running down my legs. I grabbed my towel and quickly dried off a little before wrapping it around my waist. My cock was throbbing. I'd stopped her moments from my own orgasm so now I'd been edged and left hanging, too. I was panting, blinking a little too much. My heart was racing and my legs felt like jello.
"You ok, daddy?" she smiled coyly, still standing in the shower.
"Yeah honey," I said, trying to act like it was just lightheadedness and not... well not the fact that I was so close to cumming I could barely stand. "It's just... I feel a little light headed. Whew! It's like a sauna in there. Just... dry off please. Promise me you'll go right to bed after this ok? No staying up until the middle of the night. Promise?"
"I promise, daddy," she whined, again poking out her lower lip like a little girl that was refused her candy.
"Ok, then. Goodnight."
I walked out of the bathroom and into my bedroom. I was hoping she'd just leave and go to her own room. I quickly pulled the covers up, climbed into bed, and threw my towel aside. My body was still tingling as I lay there, hoping to fall asleep. Ok... I was hoping she'd just go to her room so I could masturbate. I needed to cum badly!
The phone rang within 5 minutes and Em was still in the bathroom. I had no idea what she was doing, but my imagination was running wild, especially when I heard her moaning.
"Hey Beck!" I said, happy to hear her voice.
"Hi honey! We made it to the hotel," she said. "Although the flight wasn't fun, it's nice here. We should think about coming here on a vacation."
"Yeah?" I asked. "Are you going to have time to look around?"
"No," she said almost sadly. "I think it's going to be a pretty busy week. I'm sure I'll be happy to be back home soon to actually get some rest."
"Well, just to let you know, I'm really going to miss you."
"Aw... I'm going to miss you, too. How's Emmanuelle? She doing ok?" she asked.
"Oh, uh, yeah, she's doing ok," I said. "We watched Aladdin together and now we're just getting ready for bed." I felt a little guilty for not telling her what was going on, but I knew that wouldn't go over well. She'd probably accuse me of coming on to my stepdaughter more than blame Emmanuelle.
"Good. Then no real side-effects yet?" she asked.
"Uh, no... all's good," I said, surprised to see a shadow form in the bathroom doorway, just before the light turned off. Emmanuelle walked out of the bathroom in all her naked glory and walked over to the side of the bed opposite me.
"Hopefully that means she won't have any. Well, I'm sure you'll be fine," she said and then yawned. "Oh... I'm sorry. I'm feeling really tired."
I held the phone away from my mouth for a moment and asked as quietly as I could "What do you need honey? You feeling ok?"
To my surprise, Emmanuelle pulled the sheet and blankets down and slid into bed. She slid over to me and hugged me, curling her body against mine.
"Yeah, uh, I know it's late. I'm getting tired here, too," I said uncomfortably. Em's body felt so soft and warm against mine. I pulled the phone away and whispered to Emmanuelle again. "God, pumpkin. You should put your pajamas on."
"But I'm too hot," she whined. "And you don't have your's on."
"Is that Emmanuelle?" Beck asked throught the phone.
"Yeah... um, yeah... she's right here," I said.
"Hi mommy!" Em said, her hand starting to move over my body, starting at my chest, then my abdomen. She circled her fingers over and around my belly button making me feel extremely uncomfortable.
"Hi baby!" Beck said back. "You feeling ok?"
"Yes mommy. I'm feeling really, really good!" Em said excitedly. Her hand moved to my cock, making me jump and grab her wrist. I pulled the phone from my face for a moment.
"No! What are you doing?" I asked as quietly, but forcefully as I could. "Baby, you can't do that. You're my stepdaughter."
"That's good, baby," Beck continued, totally unaware of what deviant things were happening in her own bed. "The doctor said the prescription would be a mood-lifter. We just have to figure out the right dosage for you."
Em smiled at me, pulling her hand free of mine and putting it back on my cock. "I like feeling like this," she said. "A lot!" She started stroking me, tightening her grip and moving a little faster. "So big..."
We heard Beck laughing a little over the phone. "I bet you do, baby. I bet you do. Are you going to be ok working from home this week hun?"
I exhaled sharply as the pleasure built up inside me. My cock was back to full hardness and Em wasn't wasting a moment. "Um... yeah... it should be ok. Tom said he'd... cover... if something came up that needed me to be in the office."
"I couldn't stop thinking about your dick, daddy," Em whispered, making me shiver. "I just want to kiss it all over."
"That was nice of him," Beck said. "I'm just concerned about leaving Em alone this week."
"Yeah... I... I understand," I said, trying so hard to control my breathing. It was so hard talking to my wife while my stepdaughter gave me a handjob. I never thought I'd ever be in a situation like this and I didn't have a clue what to do. And the doctor practically said to let her do what she wants, but just steer her in the right direction. I'll bet he never thought this would happen! How the hell am I supposed to steer her away? "I'll try not to leave her alone."
I pulled the phone away from my mouth again and again, tried to get Em to stop. "Sweetheart! What would your mother think?"
"I won't tell if you won't," she said, sitting up on her elbow now so she got a better angle. She pulled the blankets and sheet away so that I was fully exposed to her. And sitting up, she definitely got a better view. "I've never seen a dick like this! It's so big!"
"You there?" Beck asked.
I quickly put the phone back up to my ear. "Yeah... uh... yeah, sorry. Just working with Em, here. You said the flight was bad?"
"Oh my gosh... it was..." Beck started to tell me all about the flight, but my mind was elsewhere. Em was definitely making it difficult to think.
"My hand barely fits around it, daddy!" she whispered in awe. "It's so long, too!" She slid her fingertips over and around it, testing it's sensitivity.
I pulled the phone away again. "Pumpkin, you have to stop touching daddy like that."
"But I like touching daddy like this," she said excitedly. "I like making your cock so big."
"Oh, God. We can't do this baby girl."
"Yes we can, daddy."
I brought the phone back up to my ear. "... and then Dan took us to the wrong hotel. We sat there and argued for like 30 minutes trying to convince them we had a reservation."
"Oh," I moaned as Em hit a particularly sensitive spot.
"I know," Beck said, thinking I was making a comment about her hotel problem. "When he finally realized it was the wrong hotel, it took us another 30 minute drive to get to the right one."
"Oh fuck," I moaned as softly as I could. I didn't think I could take much more of this. "No... honey... stop."
"I can't tell you how frustrated and tiring it all was. It shouldn't have taken this long."
"I wanna taste it, daddy," Em said, moving to sit up completely, her mouth quickly moving to slide over my cock and she started sucking on me. I tried to pull her off... but there was nothing to grab except her hair and I sure as hell wasn't going to do that.
"No... uh... it shouldn't. I'm... uh... sorry it was such... a bad trip, hun," I said, trying to complete sentences while pleasure was coursing through my veins. All the blood that I needed it my head to think clearly was now filling my shaft.
"Mmmm... glug... glug." She sounds coming from Em as she sucked and slurped on my cock were definitely too loud.
"What is that sound in the background?" Beck asked.
"Oh, uh... it's just a commercial on the TV," I said, trying to think on my feet as Em deepthroated me. As the pleasure drove me nearly over the edge again all I could think about was to ask how she learned to do that.
"Your dick is so good! Oh yes!" she said, smiling, saliva dripping from her chin.
"Well... I should let you go so I can get some sleep," Beck said. "We have to be at the convention center by 8:00."
"Oh... uh... ok. I'll talk to you tomorrow then. Call... call me when you can," I said.
"I will. Love you! And give my love to Emmanuelle."
"Ok, I will. Love you, too," I said and quickly disconnected the call and set my phone on the nightstand. "Sweetheart! You can't...!"
"I love your cock, daddy. It's so perfect. I love sucking on it, too. Does that feel good daddy?" she asked as she sucked on the head, swirling her tongue over and around it while her hand stroked up and down my shaft.
"It... it doesn't matter if it feels good or not... honey... we... we shouldn't be doing this," I panted. The fact was, I completely enjoyed what she was doing to me. But I still knew how wrong it was and still had enough piece of mind to stop it. "Please, let's just go to sleep, ok?"
Suddenly, Em kicked a leg over me, mounted me, and started grinding her pussy into my stomach. She rested her hands on my chest for a moment, then sat up, showing off her beatiful tits again. Her hips moved up and back and I could feel her hot, wet pussy against my abdomen.
"No... no... sweetheart. Don't do that," I said, knowing just where this was going.
"My pussy is so hot... do you feel it? You made me so wet," she said as she slid lower down my body until her pussy settled onto my shaft and she started grinding on it, sliding it between her pussy lips. "Mmmm... this is how I want to feel you daddy." It didn't take long before her hips started moving faster. Her breathing increased and I could tell she was really getting excited. "Oh fuck! God yes!" she said loudly.
I was so happy I'd hung up with Beck before this happened. All I felt I could do was watch her helplessly from below. She looked like a wild woman... almost animalistic, with her wet hair sticking to her skin, her body flushed and quivering while her pussy slid back and forth against my shaft.
Then she sat up, slightly lifted her hips, and guided my cock into her pussy. She exhaled sharply as she pushed me to the hilt in one push.
I reacted far too slow to stop her. "No, baby! No!" I said loudly, trying to dislodge her as she rode me like a cowboy riding a bucking bronco.
"Fuck me daddy!" she said loudly. "You know you want to."
Yes... yes I wanted to. But... I just couldn't. I shouldn't want to. This was my stepdaughter. I was supposed to take care of her, cherish her... save her for her husband. "Baby, we can't... this is wrong!"
"Fuck! It's so fucking big!" she moaned, closing her eyes and not missing a beat, no matter what I did to try and get her off me.
"Honey, no... we can't," I said, finally giving up... finally just letting her have her way with me.
"Fuck yes!" she said excitedly. "Oh yes, daddy! My little pussy feels so good with you inside!"
My cock was wrapped in her warm, tight, wet pussy and I could feel it milking my cock. And after all this time teasing me over and over again, I just needed to cum. "Baby... you may want to do this now... but you're... oh fuck... you're going to regret it."
"Oh my God! Oh fuck, it feels so good!" she yelled, her ass slamming down on me again and again as she thrust hard and fast.
"This is just the medication..."
"Oh... yes... I love sitting on your fat fucking cock! Fuck me, daddy. Fuck me!" Her body tighted up and trembled, her eyes screwing shut as she let out a loud hiss and came all over my cock. I felt her white-hot juices running down over my balls and dripping onto the bed. And, even then, she didn't stop fucking me, only more slowly again.
I was breathing harder, getting closer and closer to my boiling point. I had no idea how many times she'd cum tonight, how many times she let it all go. But I hadn't... and I'd been so close time and time again. "It's just a lack... of... of impulse control, baby. Oh God... it's the medicine.... You want something you know you shouldn't... but... but the medicine makes you do it anyways."
"So good... so good... my pussy's on fire for you, daddy."
Was that what this was? Was this something she'd wanted to do but didn't because she knew she shouldn't? Is this what she'd been wanting to do with me? The doctor said to let her do whatever she wanted... oh God... But this? Is it true? She's wanted to fuck me all this time?
She leaned down, her body lying fully on mine, while keeping me still embedded inside her, and began kissing me. "I love my daddy!" she moaned softly over and over between kisses. Then she sat up with her hands on my shoulders, hovering over me, with a huge smile on her face. "And now I love my daddy's big fucking dick."
She rested on one hand and used the other to grab her breast and lead the nipple to my mouth. I took it in lovingly, sucking on it, trying to give her so much pleasure while enjoying her body myself. She was barely moving on my cock at this point, but kept me inside. I could feel her pussy squeezing it occasionally as she moved the other breast to my hungry mouth.
She leaned down and kissed me again, her tongue thrusting into my mouth like only an extremely intimate lover would. I sucked on her tongue, enjoying every sensation that she gave me.
"You like fucking my tight, little pussy?" she asked teasingly as she pulled back slightly.
I nodded, slowly, admitting to her that I actually enjoyed fucking my own stepdaughter. "Oh my God why does it have to feel so good?"
She giggled and sat up, ready for another round. "Because you love my pussy, that's why!" I wondered if she'd ever get tired or if this medication would keep her going forever. "You spoil me. Now I'm going to want daddy's cock all the time," she said, giggling. "Daddy-daughter time is the best. Little girls need their daddy."
All the time? Oh my God, this was so wrong.
"Oh God, daddy, I need more. You make my little pussy so needy." She started moving faster again, hell-bent on getting to another orgasm quickly. "Ah yeah, daddy. Yes!" she said, getting into a good rhythm again, her hands on my shoulders, her breasts swaying over my face.



"God that feels so freaking good!" I growled, my hands cupping her breasts, sliding her nipples between my fingers and squeezing them.
"I like when my daddy growls at me like that. Oh... oh... oh fuck, daaaaddyyyyyyy!" she yelled, getting to her orgasm more quickly than I'd ever imagined. Not only was she getting a ton of orgasms tonight, it seemed like it never slowed her down. "I love your cock, daddy! Yes, daddy! Yes, yes, yes! Fuck me! Make me cum! Make me cum! Don't stop! Ohhhh God... I'm cumming!" Her body tighted once again, her head falling back as she giggled all through her orgasm, her juices once again coating my groin.
When she was done trembling this time, she slipped off my cock and slipped off me. She giggled like a mad woman as she moved between my legs and grabbed my cock again. "You wanna cum on your baby girl, daddy?" she asked as she started stroking me slowly and licking my shaft.
"Oh my God... baby... you're going to make me cum," I moaned.
"Yes I am," she said firmly, sucking on the head a moment as her hands moved faster on my shaft. "I want to make my daddy feel really good and make a mess all over me. Yeah, daddy, I need your cum. I've been a good little girl. Don't I deserve my reward?"
"Oh fuck," I moaned, getting so close.
"I love to feel you shake and get all gaspy for me, daddy. Mmmmm, yes, daddy. Please? Please? I want to be your good little girl and make you feel so good. I want to make you cum. I need your cum, daddy. I need your cum."
It didn't take long for her to get her wish. She was stroking me so well while licking the head that she pushed me over the edge easily and quickly. I grabbed at the bed beneath me, holding the fitted sheet tight as my hips thrust into the air.
"Oh God," I moaned. "Don't stop, baby... don't stop. Oooh... oh shit... oh fuck!" I cried out as I came, my load spraying out over and around her face and into her waiting mouth.
She was smiling so broadly as my cum sprayed all over her as if that was her most cherished gift ever. "So good! God your cum tastes so good," she said as she scooped the gobs of white hot spunk into her mouth and swallowed. She licked her hand and fingers clean, then licked my sensitive cock, cleaning me off.
We were both breathing hard and a bit spent as she crawled back on top of me and layed her head on my chest. I wrapped my arms around her and felt her warm body against me. I stroked her head and back, just enjoying her presence.
"I can't believe we just did that," I whispered, trying to control my breathing. My heart was still beating a million times a minute.
"I loved it, daddy," she said, sounding tired at last. "I can hear your heart beating."
"You feel better now, baby?"
"Oh yes, daddy, much better."
We sat like that for several long minutes, until both of us were breathing much slower.
"Oh my God," I whispered. "I haven't felt this good in... in years!" It was hard to tell, but she wasn't stirring or talking to me, so I had the impression she had fallen asleep.
"Honey... honey?" I whispered gently, trying to determine if she was awake or not. "Already asleep?" I had to laugh. The girl with all the energy before was now wiped out. And the man with much less energy was still awake. But my mind was still racing, trying to come to terms of what had happened in just a few short hours this evening.
"Oh my God," I whispered, mostly talking to myself. "Impulse control, huh? I never thought you had it in you. Hell, I never thought I had it in me either. You know I'd never say this if you were awake. But I like what you did to me, honey. I like the way it feels to fuck you. Goodnight, sweet baby girl."
I reached up and turned off the little bedside light, then wrapped my arms around Emmanuelle, holding her tight. I closed my eyes, thinking about what might happen the rest of the week... and then when Beck returns... and then... when the dosage was correctly adjusted. Only time would tell.
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I sat in my semi-private seat high up on the side of the theater watching, what I thought at least, was a boring opera. The Barber of Seville. I was just not into opera. But it was something I had to do... for appearances. My mother of all people, known as Mrs. Baxter to practically everyone... almost even me... declared that it was my duty to keep up appearances.
The opera house had previously been a recipient of a large sum of money from my late father. And in his honor, they reserved this booth. Being the man of the house, it was my duty to keep up the family name. My mother mentioned that I couldn't live off the Blue Diamond forever, that I would have to marry into wealth and would have to learn to fend for myself.
Ah, the famous Blue Diamond. She brought that up a lot. Well, the whole town brought that up a lot. So many stories had been generated about it... well, so many fantasies, really. It wasn't as big a deal as people believed, but it brought my family prestige in town, so who was I to rock the boat.
So here I was. Not exactly dating wealth at the moment. In fact, I didn't even have a real date for this. My mom had encouraged me to find *someone* to take. She didn't want me to be seen alone. It was purely image to her. She felt that an attractive woman on my arm would help attract a *real* woman, one that I would marry.
My date was very attractive, I must say. She was a buxom blond with a slinky, shimmering, platinum dress. She worked for a local escort service and was helpful in these matters. She fawned over me as if she were truly in love with me.
She was sitting beside me in the box, her arm draped through mine, holding my hand. She glanced up at me and we shared a brief smile. I think she knew that I wasn't into opera, but we put up a good appearance. She suddenly let go of my hand and put her's on my leg. It was a subtle move, but it sent a shock through my body. Slowly her hand stroked a few inches up and down my thigh, slowly moving to the inside of my leg, slowly moving closer to my cock.
The booth was semi private, but I know we were visible if someone truly wanted to see us. Her actions were very discreet, though, undetectable by nearly everyone unless they were right in front of us. I felt my cock harden instantly as her pinky grazed it.
She leaned in, whispering in my ear. "Maybe we can have more fun *after* the performance."
That little finger slipped back and forth, stroking my hardness, causing me great distress. I needed to adjust myself since my erection grew to be a distraction, but I didn't want to be obvious. She giggled a little at my discomfort, knowing exactly what she was doing to me, and loving every minute of it.
*****
The house was dark as the intruder opened the back window, a window just big enough to accomodate her lithe form. The owner hadn't thought the window large enough to worry about, that's probably why it wasn't fully secured. The house was large but she had a firm grasp of the layout. She'd been planning this for months now and this opportunity just fell into her lap.
Her body was draped in form-fitting black, as she often wore. She felt very sexy wearing it. Under other conditions, she knew she'd attract a lot of male attention, and not because of her thieving abilities. The outfit was tight in all the right places and accentuated her high, firm breasts, her tight, toned ass and her long legs. She was in great shape and she knew it. Even beneath the outter clothing she wore sexy items. She was a woman more than a thief and loved feeling sexy.
She knew there were no alarms in the house, yet moved silently through the room, heading first for the study. She scoured the place, looking behind pictures, in the bookshelves, in the desk. She knew there was a safe around here somewhere.... but where? She wasn't in a hurry because she knew the owner would be gone for a long time... probably overnight. Her friend would make sure of that.
She opened one of the desk drawers and found a few DVDs in the back. 'Huh, his own private stash of porn,' she thought. 'Oooh, some hot stuff, too.' She laughed imagining the bachelor sitting at his desk, masturbating while watching porn on his computer. 'Typical geek. Probably wouldn't know how to handle a real woman.'
She felt her nipples harden beneath her clothing. She knew she could use a real handling right now.
*****
I lifted my hips a little, allowing my erection to adjust with a little help from my date's hand. The opera was coming to an end, thankfully, but she made sure we were just starting up. Touching with her little finger turned into touching with her whole hand, which turned into full stroking. Her palm pushed into my straining member and I was breathing heavily, enjoying the sensation.
My hand moved down to her thigh and I stroked it and gripped it tightly each time a bolt of pleasure pulsed through me. She wore soft hose that was absolutely lovely to touch. And I have a thing for hosiery.
The opera ended and the crowd stood in applause. We felt a little compelled to do the same, although it was a little difficult for me. The front of my pants was severly tented. I tried my best to think of other things in order to relieve the tension and was fairly successful by the time the lights came back up. We grabbed our coats and things, I holding mine in front of me to shield myself from view, and headed out to the waiting limo.
"Hey Lawrence, it's good to see you," a voice called from behind me. I turned to see the police commissioner extending his hand in greeting.
"You, too, Stan," I replied, taking his hand in a firm grip.
"Out for some night life, eh?" He smiled at us, letting his gaze linger on my date.
"Yeah... oh, I'm sorry. Leila, this is Stan. Stan, Leila." They shook hands.
"Delighted to meet you, my dear. You look ravashing," he said, always the gentleman. "How's your mom doing?"
"She's doing well, thanks for asking. We just talked this afternoon. Your family good?"
"Yeah, yeah. Susan's getting ready to go to college in a couple weeks. That's always a fun thing to worry about." He chuckled a little. Being without kids, I didn't exactly know what he meant, but I could imagine.
The driver held the door open. "It was good to see you again, Stan."
"You, too, Lawrence."
Leila was a little nervous shaking the police commissioners hand, but also amused as to just how ironic it was. She slipped into the car followed quickly by me.
"Let's take the lady back to the hotel, Bobby," I said to the driver as soon as he sat in the driver's seat.
"Sure thing, Mr. Baxter."
I closed the partition between us, giving us some privacy.
Leila snuggled up to me, her hand going right for my thigh. "Maybe you can join me for some coffee?" she asked coyly. My erection had subsided but was starting to rise again when her fingers grazed it. "I was thinking you could be my dessert." She grabbed the zipper of my slacks and slowly pulled it down. Her hand then dipped inside and grasped my cock through the thinner material of my boxers.
I groaned. "I don't think I can tonight. I have an early meeting tomorrow."
"But you know I'll make it worth your while," she said slipping to the floor in front of me. She moved between my knees, gently pushing them apart. Her hands moved to the belt and pulled my slacks open wide, all the while staring at me with a small smile. She pulled down the front of my boxers with her left hand while her right reached in and grabbed my slightly hardened cock. Her eyes lit up again. "Damn that's nice."
She started stroking me, her hand sliding up and down my length, slowly making it harder and harder. She seemed very pleased that it was growing to such lovely proportions just for her. Suddenly she bent forward and engulfed my member with her mouth, moving deep in one move.
"Oh god," I groaned loudly.
"I dunno, baby. I could please you all night long," she teased, pulling away. Her hand continued to stroke me as she occasionally kissed and licked me. I was certainly hard now. God she was good. This wasn't exactly what I thought I would be doing tonight, but I wasn't going to complain. She slipped her arms out of the shoulder straps of her dress and pulled down the top to reveal her luscious breasts. All the while she made sure to keep stroking me. When it was down, she pushed my engorged rod between her breasts, stroking it against her soft skin.
"I know I'd make it worth the time," she said seductively. "You can do anything you want to me."
My body was fighting against my brain for dominance and unfortunately the body was currently winning. She engulfed me again, making slurping and sucking noises that filled the small cabin. She was getting me close and I was just about to relent when Bobby spoke over the intercom.
"We're here sir."
DAMN!! I really, really wanted to experience this young, hot woman, but I really did have to be at a meeting early in the morning. And with the amount of money at stake, I knew I had to be at my best, mentally.
"I'm sorry dear, but I really can't tonight. You have no idea how much I want to..."
She sat up, stroking me faster, using both hands this time. "You sure? I really want you to fuck me in the ass."
She had me... she really did... but something made me stop. I reached down and held her hands steady. "Oh god, I really am sorry. Maybe tomorrow night," I suggested.
She quickly released me, sat back, and slipped her top back up. "That would be nice," she said. I could tell she was pissed, but there wasn't much I could do about it. I knew I'd regret this decision.
I opened the door and helped her out, seeing her to the door. "I had a great night, Leila," I said. "Thank you." I kissed her and hugged her to me for a moment. She pushed your crotch into me, trying one more time to entice me.
"I can call a girlfriend, too," she whispered in my ear. "You can fuck me and watch me eat her pussy."
"Oh god, how I wish I could. We REALLY have to do this again soon." Then I stepped back and turned to get back in the car. "Let's go home, Bobby," I said, closing the door.
*****
You were jumping on the bed now, bored with looking for a safe that was so well concealed. You figured you had all the time in the world, why not have a little fun. "Damn, this bed is huge," you laughed. "This fucker has some big bucks. But he hides that damn diamond too well." You gracefully flipped backwards, falling onto your back on the bed. "If I were a big diamond, where would I hide?" you laughed.
Your glance suddenly stole to the corner of the bedroom, where a large vase held dried, decorative branches and feathers. "Hmmm.... you look interesting," you mused, slowly walking over to them. You picked up one of the large feathers and fanned yourself with it. "Oooh, ticklish."
Suddenly your cell phone vibrated in your pocket. You checked it, noting it was Leila. "Hello?"
"He's on his way," she said abruptly.
"What?" you hissed. "I'm not even close. Stall him."
"I tried. He's gone."
"Shit!" you yelled, closing the phone and putting it away. You knew you only had a little time left to find it.
*****
The limo pulled up to the front door and I leaned up to the driver. "Thanks Bobby. I need to be at the office by 7:00 tomorrow. Be here at 6:30, ok?"
"Yup, sure thing, boss."
I got out of the car and shut the door as the passenger-side window opened. "Hey boss? I'm surprised you came home. She was a hot one."
"Yeah she was Bobby. Some other time, I guess."
He rolled the window back up and the car pulled away.
I walked up to the front door, unlocked it, and moved inside. It was dark, as expected, but something didn't quite feel right. I stopped in the doorway, wondering what it was I felt. A hand suddenly grabbed my arm and twisted it. A leg blocked my path making me flip over, landing on my back. Having plenty of training, I executed a smooth breakfall and immediately pulled my assailant over me, causing you to flip over. You executed a beautiful walk-over landing on your feet. You turned to face me, in a crouch, ready to fight. Your face was obscured behind a mask, but I could tell I was facing a woman.
I stood quickly, moving into a defensive position. I barely had time to set when you came in with an attack. I blocked the punches easily, but the roundhouse kick slammed into my gut, almost knocking the wind out of me. Instinctively, I struck out with a backfist, smacking you firmly on the face and knocking you backwards.
We both stood for a moment, recovering. You put your hands to your face and I took that as a signal to launch my own attack. I threw two punches at your face and spun into a spinning hook kick, hoping for a knockout. But my foot saw only air, spinning me right back into my starting location. My hands were up ready for a second attack, but you'd disappeared.
I dropped my hands for a moment, wondering where you went, when I suddenly felt you jump on my back, wrapping your legs around my waist tightly. Your arms wrapped around my throat in a sleeper choke. I knew that I had only a dozen seconds in which to act. I grabbed your arm, trying to wrench enough room around my neck to provide blood to my brain. I tried to flip you over my back. But you were too good and within 15 seconds I was passed out on the floor.
*****
I'm not sure how long I was unconscious, but I awoke, still in the dark of the evening, sitting in a chair. I was naked with my hands tied behind my back and my feet tied to the crossbar below the chair, so that my feet weren't on the ground. I felt a little groggy, but having your brain deprived of oxygen can do that to you.
We were in my bedroom, upstairs and the lamps were on beside the bed providing a little light. The drapes were closed, although there was no chance anyone could look in anyways. You were sitting on the bed patiently waiting for me to awaken.
"Well, it's about time," you said. "I didn't think I kicked your ass that well."
I grunted, not willing to admit defeat so easily. "What do you want?" I asked, defiant to the end.
"I would think that would be pretty easy. I'm looking for an itty bitty expensive diamond," you said standing and coming closer. Your face was hidden behind a mask. Your movements were so cat-like, smooth and sexy. I couldn't help but be attracted. I felt a twinge in my groin. "Mind telling me where it is?"
I laughed, not believing that diamond would have led me to this predicament. "You're kidding me. The diamond? That's what this is all about?"
"Uh.... yeah!" you said mockingly. "Duh!"
"What if I decide it's not worth telling you?"
"Then I suppose things will get rather difficult for you. You tell me and we might find something more fun to do."
I feigned thinking it over for a few moments. "No, I'll take difficult. But thanks."
"Somehow I thought you might. You just have to make things difficult." You walked over to the bed and picked up the feather. Turning back towards me, you ran it over your face and chest. "I must say this thing feels wonderful. Tell me what you think." You then did what I would never have expected... never in a million years.
You started tickling me with the feather.
At first, it was easy to resist. Then for some reason, I seemed to get extra sensitive and started squirming this way and that, anything to avoid the ticklish sensation. But you persisted. I was breathing heavily and screamed as the pleasure became too intense. But there was little more else I could do. I was bound tightly with little room to even move.
Then you suddenly stopped. I was still laughing as you stood there gazing at me. After a moment, I realized why you were looking at me like that. My cock was very erect. For some reason, that tickling turned me on.
"Hmmm.... someone likes that, huh?" you said smiling. "I'm liking it too. Let's see what surprises round two brings, shall we?"
You stepped towards me playfully menacing, weilding the feather before you like a sword. I was practically pleading for you not to do it, but you struck anyways. And this time you meant business. I reacted a lot faster to it this time, squirming, laughing and yelling. It was pure torture. And this time you took even more time with it. You kept at it until my body hurt from laughing and squirming. You hit every sensitive part of my body, even using your hands at one point.
When you finally stopped, you were kneeling next to me, your left hand draped across my abdomen from tickling my right side. I was breathing hard trying to calm down. Your arm moved a little and bumped my erection. Precum had oozed at the top and now streaked your arm.
"Damn, that's nice," you said, sliding the back of your hand against my manhood. "It would be a shame if we had to waste our fun because you wouldn't tell me what I wanted to know."
I hesitated... strangely considering giving in. I mean, did I really have that much to lose? But would you believe me? My body was so thoroughly excited, from Leila earlier and now you. Damn...
"Ok," I gulped, knowing I'd probably regret this. "I'll tell you. But you won't believe me."
You moved between my knees and wrapped your fingers around my cock. "Ok, try me," you said, stroking slowly.
This was going to be difficult. I wasn't sure much blood would be left in my brain enough to concentrate on the story.
"Well... it all started about 80 years ago when my great-grandfather wanted to propose to his new wife."
You bent down and licked the head making me groan.
"Oh, god... he bought this engagement ring... it was nice for the times... expensive and all. And when she died it became kind of a family heirloom. And since his money passed with it, it became something of a status symbol in the family."
I wasn't sure you were paying much attention at this point. You were stroking me with one hand while your mouth slide up and down my erection. I guess you wanted to make sure I was too distracted to lie to you. Although you did seem to be enjoying yourself.
You sat up, but continued to stroke me with fervor. "So, the Blue Diamond is an engagement ring? How sweet. Keep going, baby, tell me more." You stood and removed your coveralls, unzipping the front and pulling it off your shoulders. I gulped as your breasts were revealed, encased in a black lace, pushup bra. You pushed the coveralls down your legs and off. I was shocked to see your complete sexy attire underneath... I was absolutely stunned.
You wore black lace g-string panties and had on black, thigh-high hose. Damn... a huge weakness!
You moved towards me and sat on my legs as high up as you could go. My cock was pressed against your panties. One hand grabbed the back of my neck to steady you while the other stroked me, moving my cock against you like a dildo.
I licked my lips in excitement and moaned. "I... I don't know what else to tell you," I said. "It's the truth. The rest is just made-up stories."
You looked down at me, wondering if I was really telling you the truth. You never had anyone able to lie to you when you put them in this position before. So you really had to believe me. "Where is it?" you demand pulling back from me.
"It's in the desk drawer... Please, it's not worth much. Just sentimental value."
You move quickly to the desk and pull a small box from the center drawer. The cover of the box is faint, but the writing on it is unmistakable -- Blue Diamond Jewelry Company. You shake your head laughing to yourself. Opening the box you see the tiny diamond in the beautiful mounting. For some reason you wish you could find a man that would put even a ring like that on your finger.
"Yeah, I'd be lucky to get a couple hundred of that thing," you say putting the box back into the drawer. "What ever happened to honest rich people?" you mused.



"The Dot Com bubble cleaned us out," I laugh.
You smile as you move back to me. "Well," you whisper... "I suppose I did make a promise to you if you told me." You slid back onto my lap and pulling your g-string aside, pushed my cock into you. "I'd hate for you to think I was a liar."
Slowly you moved down it's length, feeling it pulse inside you, filling you up. "Oh god," you moaned sharply. Your hips then started a rocking motion, fucking me as I sat stunned by my bad fortune turned so good.
Six years later and I don't know many people that are on good terms with the thief that tried to rob them blind... let alone marry them...
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I winked and smiled at the cute blond standing just 10 feet away from me in the packed subway train. I'd seen her almost every workday for the past month and never made more than eye contact with her. Even though she was so close, with the droves of people pouring in and out of the train during this rush-hour time, she might have been across the Atlantic Ocean from me. There was no way I'd get close enough to talk to her.
I never expected to get to know her, never expected to know her name, but it was nice to make some kind of contact. And a flirty gesture always seemed to make people smile. She was no exception to the rule, smiling and blushing a little. The train lurched a little, causing us all to hang on to the bars even tighter. We pulled into the next station and a great majority of us got off the train, including me, leaving my fantasy girl behind.
I walked the 4 blocks to the office building and made my way to my little office, pondering my lack of dating recently. Ok, more than recently. I hadn't dated anyone for about 8 months now. Ever since my last girlfriend broke up with me. She was certainly no prize, having all sorts of emotional issues to deal with. But something just kept me from even trying.
I set my briefcase aside and noticed an invitation of some sort sitting on my desk. I pulled the chair out and fell into it, and clicked on my computer monitor, just staring at the invitation. I couldn't imagine what it was for... some kind of company Fall party or something most likely. Halloween was getting closer, but it was still a month away.
I tossed the invitation aside and got right to work. Not far into the morning, one of my best friends came in to talk for a while. I mentioned the invitation and showed it to him in order to find out if he'd seen it. He told me he didn't know of anyone else that got one of them, which piqued my interest.
How was it that I got an invitation, hand delivered to my office, and no one else got one nor saw who delivered it? And why me?
I thought about it for a little while and then my curiosity got the better of me and I opened it. It was a very nice invitation, written in a beautifully flowing script and directly addressed to me by name. It was an invitation to a costume party on Saturday night at one of the nicest downtown hotels. As a point of mystery there were a list of rules regarding the costume and the nature of the party.
It seemed it was to be an anonymous party, where each attendee wore a mask and didn't reveal their identity until the end of the night. It seemed like something from a movie. It certainly didn't answer many of my questions, but did build my curiosity.
I wasn't a party-person normally, especially when I didn't know anyone there, so I just set it aside in my in-box and delved back into my work.
I saw the invitation again when I returned from an afternoon meeting, sitting in the middle of my desk. Whoever it was that gave it to me definitely wanted me to go. And it had to be an employee nearby. But I had no idea who.
At this point, I decided I just had to go. I had to figure out who sent me the invite if nothing else. That night after work, I went downtown and checked out a few of the costume shops, trying to find the right one for me. I saw all sorts of costumes from Star Wars, Gone With the Wind, and tons of different movie characters. I finally found one that was simple and me... a pirate. There was no mask for it, unfortunately, but I did find one separately, a simple black mask that covered a good portion of my face. I paid for the costume and then took the subway home.
The rest of the week seemed to be a bit of a blur. I kept talking to other people around the office, trying to figure out who else got an invitation or who passed me my invitation, but found no one admitting it.
Saturday came and I anxiously dressed. My costume fit me perfectly, with a very comfortable, light-weight, white shirt and loose black pants. I fastened the belt around me with the flimsy sword and knife at my hip. The boots fit me perfectly, too, coming up to my knee. The large hat with it's peacock feather would dominate my head and definitely distinguish me from a distance. I held my hat and mask in my hands and went out to hail a taxi.
I was picked up and transported quickly to the hotel, having, of course, to explain my costume, but the driver seemed jovial enough. I'm sure he'd seen a lot stranger things than some guy dressed as a pirate.
I decided to splurge a little and figured I'd probably drink a lot anyways, so I went to the front desk and got a room for the night. The three women behind the counter gave me a second look. I guess they liked the costume on me, too. I just smiled and flirted with them, telling them they should join the party, too, that hotel clerk costumes were hot this year. They laughed and I made a mental note to visit them again later.
When everything was set, I walked into the ballroom seeing dozens of people milling about, all wearing elaborate costumes and masks. It certainly had the look of a party for the wealthy. Some of these costumes had to have cost a fortune. But with everyone masked, no one had any idea who anyone else even was. There was an air of surprise, mystery, and discovery about the room. People didn't seem to care who the other person was, but just enjoyed the chance for anonymous flirting and playing.
I went to the bar and grabbed a drink, then moved back to the wall to wait. My eyes scanned the crowd, seeing people talking in groups and dancing. The music was very upbeat and definitely invited people to the dance floor. My foot was tapping when I saw the blond from the subway across the floor. I was absolutely shocked that I saw her... but even more shocked by her outfit. She, of course, broke the rule about not taking her mask off, because as soon as I saw her she pulled it over her head. That was the only way I would have ever recognized her.
I felt my pulse race a little, felt my excitement grow. I not only knew someone here, it was a woman that I wanted to get to know anyways.
She was smiling at me, just standing there. She wore a very erotic outfit, full of lace and leather. The red fabric across her breasts was open, exposing her ample breasts and large, rosey nipples to everyone in the room, although no one around her seemed to notice. Small, white wings jutted from her back. She had a small bow and a quiver of arrows in her hand, which probably meant her costume was a female Cupid or something. She was one hell of a sexy Cupid!
We smiled at each other, recognizing the other instantly, although with my mask still on, I figured she was simply flirting with a pirate. I smiled and laughed as she played picking up her bow and stringing an arrow on it as if to fire. I'm not sure I would've minded a shot from a cupid like that, I joked to myself, laughing.
Her face suddenly got serious though, worrying me, and she pulled back on the bowstring. The arrow was aimed right at me, scaring me. And then with a quick release,it flew. I watched it soaring towards me, as if in slow motion, as it arced through the hall and pierced right into my chest. I felt the thud hit me and stumbled back against the wall... scared... helpless... wondering why.
I stood stunned for a moment, wondering why no one had yet moved to help me or to apprehend the bitch that just tried to kill me. I waited for a moment, wondering how much I could move, when I noticed that the arrow was gone. I looked beneath my shirt and found no wound. Quickly I looked up and scanned the crowd, unable to see her at all. Everyone was still standing around talking and dancing.
I wondered if it was some sort of hallucination or dream. Maybe I was just going crazy. I stepped away from the wall, looking around me, still wondering what had happened when I suddenly bumped into someone. I backed up hastily and turned to apologize, and saw... you.
You were dressed as a genie, with brightly colored silk draped over your body, teasingly showing skin in just the right places. Your hair was wrapped and held back in a long braid, your face hidden behind a mask covering the top and a draped piece of silk swept across your mouth. Beautiful jewelry adorned your neck, wrists, and fingers. I was absolutely stunned by your beauty. I'd never felt so attracted to someone like you before. It all took me by surprise.
You returned my stunned gaze, too. I could see by your eyes that you were smiling behind your mask and it melted me.
"I'm sorry," I said softly, holding my hand out to grasp your's. I took your hand in both of mine, feeling your soft skin. "I didn't mean to ram into you like that."
"It's ok. I'm not mortally wounded," you said laughing.
"Well, maybe I should make sure. Care to dance?" You nodded your head and I led you to the dance floor where we moved easily among the other guests, gyrating and having a fun time. A slow song came on and we held each other close. You were several inches shorter than me, so your head lay perfectly on my chest. I could smell your perfume and felt your body against me, making me excited and happy. My arms wrapped around you, feeling the silkiness of the material and of your skin.
I looked up casually and saw the blond, red-dressed Cupid behind you just off the side of the dance floor, arrow notched and ready to fire. I grabbed you tightly, trying to pull you to safety when it was set free and pierced you. You shuddered and I looked down, waiting to see the blood stain spread across your back, but the arrow was again gone. I looked up in shock, and saw the blond standing there, smiling. She blew me a kiss and turned away from the floor, disappearing into the crowd.
I felt you push harder into me, your arms holding me tighter, as if wanting much more than a dance. You shivered and I was sure you felt my erection pulsing, pushing against its confinement. I was sure you could tell how much I wanted you.
You looked up at me and we kissed, at first through your veil, but then you pulled it away and our lips touched. It was a very passionate kiss, with the whole world seemingly disappearing around us.
The song ended and we stood still, stunned that we'd kissed for almost the entire song. I smiled and pulled you off the dance floor, moving to the side wall, away from all the people. I moved you between me and the wall and leaned into you, holding you tight, pinning you against the wall.
"I don't know what's happening, but..." I bent down and kissed you again, then pulled back. "I've never felt like this before."
"Me neither," you whispered and reached up with one hand and pulled me down into another kiss. We just stood there, kissing, for song after song, like it was the most natural thing to do.
My hands were on your hips, stroking your skin there and then moved upwards, grazing your breasts teasingly. You moaned into my mouth, wanting more. My hands slid over your breasts, cupping them through the silk. I could feel your taut nipples and lightly pinched them with my fingers. You pushed your tongue deep into my mouth, lustfully wanting to taste me. I felt your hips push forward, grinding your pussy against my leg.
I pulled back breathing heavily. You were such a sexy sight, standing there, panting, wanting me. I grabbed your hand and led you to the bank of elevators, moving quickly up to my room. We held hands and kissed the entire way there and I was so happy to finally arrive and lead you inside.
I was shaking a little as I closed the door behind us and moved to you, standing in the middle of the floor. I pulled you to me and, putting my arms around you, began dancing again, swaying softly to the unheard music. I bent down and kissed you, my hands continuing to stroke your hips. We were breathing hard, both of us getting very excited. My lips fell to your neck and collar-bone, kissing, licking and biting you.
"Yes," you moaned softly as your hand felt between us, caressing and stroking my erection. The pants I wore were of lightweight material and I knew you could feel every ridge of my cock. You stroked with the tips of your fingers, driving me crazy with the sensation.
I pulled down on the elastic that held the silk across your breasts, pulling it beneath them. I stared at the beauty of your breasts and nipples for a second before I bent over and encased the nearest nipple between my lips, sucking lightly. I made long, slow licks across them both, feeling the hardness on my tongue.
My hands cupped both your breasts and held them up to my mouth as I slid between them, licking and sucking. I could feel you watching me, moaning as your hand continued to stroke me. I was breathing hard, not believing just how excited you were making me.
I looked up at you as I fell to my knees in front of you. We locked eyes as my hands fell to your hips, my fingertips hooking into the waistband of your silk bottoms. The material was very lightweight, held to your body by elastic around your waist and ankles. The billowy pants felt incredible to my touch. I leaned forward and kissed your stomach, letting my tongue play in your bellybutton as my hands pulled the elastic down. It lowered easily below your hips and down your legs as I tongue-fucked your stomach. You put one hand on the top of my head for balance as I pulled each leg free.
Then I sat there for a moment, completely amazed and distracted by your pussy. Your bush was trimmed close with it shaved around your clit and labia, which protruded so erotically. I swallowed hard wanting to taste you so badly. I leaned forward slowly, opening my mouth and extending my tongue until it just barely touched your labia. I slowly moved it up and down, gently caressing you.
You were moaning above me, breathing hard. Your hand grabbed my head harder, your fingers entwining in my hair. I licked along your clit, sliding up and down it several times and felt your body shudder. I moved it side-to-side, swiping across your clit lightly making you gasp.
You moaned, trying to press your hips forward, begging me for more contact. I opened my mouth further, extended my tongue, pushing it between your lips, and let my lips close on your clit as my tongue swiped up and retreated into my mouth. I sucked and kissed your clit adoringly as my hands caressed up your legs, moving back to cradle your ass. I pushed in and let my tongue lick you deeply again, tasting every crevice in your pussy as I began to ravage it.
Your legs were shaking, your moaning getting louder as your orgasm neared. I felt your other hand holding my head, pulling me into you. You hips moved up and back as you humped against me, helping my tongue rake against your clit.
Your legs were shaking and nearly buckled when you finally came. Your wail was loud and you tried, unsuccessfully, to stiffle it with your hand in your mouth. I briefly wondered what the neighbors would think, but didn't care. It was a lovely sound, one I wanted to hear more of.
I pulled away, smiling, and stood. Your hands wrapped around me, holding me tight as your lips locked against mine, your tongue ravaging my mouth as you kissed me passionately. Your body pressed against me as we kissed for what felt like ages.
You started kissing my neck, unbuttoning my shirt as you kissed lower, moving to my chest and then stomach. You pulled my shirt open and I let it slide off my arms to the floor behind me. You dropped to your knees and started licking my erection through my pants as your hands started unfastening them. You opened the front clasp and pulled the zipper down, quickly pulling the material of my pants and boxers away, exposing me. You leaned in and let your lips wrap around my shaft as your hands pulled my pants down my legs. Without letting me out of your mouth, you helped me step out of them and tossed them aside.
You grabbed my saliva-coated shaft and started stroking me as you looked my body over approvingly. I could see the excitement and desire written all over your face as you kissed and licked the head of my cock adoringly.
"God," I moaned, amazed how good it felt when you did just that.
Your mouth descended my length again, pulling me deep and sucking on me. Your tongue swirled over my shaft as the little swallowing motion of your throat sent waves of pleasure through me. I looked up when I saw movement in the mirror and saw the blond, sitting back on the bed, masturbating furiously as she watched you go down on me. Her hand circled her clit rapidly, her mouth open in a gasp of pleasure.
I turned quickly towards the bed, wondering how she got in the room, only to find she wasn't really there. She only appeared in the mirror. Looking at the reflection again, I saw her smile at me as her fingers slid deep inside her, plunging in and out.
Your mouth and hands stroked my hardness, making me quickly near my peak.
"I'm gonna cum," I moaned, pushing your head back. "I need to fuck you."
You stood and I helped you over to the bed, pushing you onto your back. You laughed, a little nervously, as I knelt on the bed between your legs and guided my cock into your pussy. Your legs wrapped around my hips, urging me to slide deep into you. I pushed slowly, floating above you, resting on my hands. I looked down at you, gasping, when I finally hit bottom.
"Oh god you feel so good," I whispered throatily.
"Yes. Fuck me. Oh god, please... just fuck me."
I slowly retreated and then thrust into you again, driving deep. I felt my control, though, slipping fast and started moving at an increased speed. My ass was contracting hard with each thrust, my hips pushing deeper and harder every time I moved. I felt your hands slide to my back, felt your fingers clench me, felt your fingernails scratch my skin as I fucked you harder.
I saw red-laced hands encircle my body and tease my nipples, felt a woman's body behind me, thrusting against me, encouraging me to fuck faster and deeper. Her head was near mine and I heard her panting, encouraging me to help you both cum.
"Yes... yes... yes," I moaned with each thrust. You both gasped every time my cock plunged into you, thrusting so deep it pushed the air right out of you. I could hear the bed banging against the wall, but I couldn't have stopped if I wanted to. I was on a one-way street to an orgasm, with no exits.
I vaguely heard you wailing as your fingers clenched into my side again. I heard a ringing in my ears as my orgasm started. It was like a freight train roaring in my head. I felt the heat of my body pooling at my groin and then suddenly get released into you. My thrusts were haphazard then, as I lost a little control of my body. My orgasm was so strong, so complete, that I kept thrusting and pushing, doing anything to be inside you.
I felt your pussy contract around me as your own orgasm overtook you and then I fell onto you, tired and panting.
We finally took off our masks and spent the night together, cuddling, and in the days afterwards began dating.
That Monday, I boarded the subway again, going to work with thoughts of you on my mind. We had an early morning love-making session that I kept playing in my head over and over again. Almost at my stop, I looked down the car and saw the blond again, staring at me and smiling. She blew me a kiss, mouthed good luck, and got lost in the hustle and bustle of the morning commuters, never to be seen again.
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My heart was pounding in my chest as I ran to the source of the screaming. It was late... real late... and I should have known not to be out on the streets of the city at this time of night. But the screaming woman should have known better too. I got out of a late movie and then just decided to walk the streets for a little bit to clear my head. Having a friend get raped and you can't talk about it with anyone has a way of doing that to you. I dunno why, but I guess I felt like getting even with someone. So hearing a crying plea for help caught my immediate attention.
I was trained better than to go rushing into the unknown, but all that seemed to go out the window. I wanted a piece of the little shits.
I broke out of the alley and saw the three youths holding you down, sneering at you, ripping your clothes away. It was obvious what they wanted. And it was equally obvious what I was going to do about it.
I moved quickly behind the nearest one and threw a powerful elbow into his ribs from behind, breaking them. His head shot up in a painful growl and I grabbed it and pulled him backwards, throwing him to the ground. He lay there gasping, trying to catch his breath as his comrads looked at me, surprised. I knew he wouldn't be any more trouble. He'd be lucky if his lung wasn't punctured.
I crouched, ready to attack the next guy. He moved towards me quickly, throwing rapid, swinging punches. I blocked them easily before smashing a heel-palm into his nose and then rapidly grabbing his arm, I swiveled into him and threw him over my back in a hip throw. He smashed hard onto the blacktop, dazed and hurting, but probably not out of the fight. I twisted his arm painfully in an armlock, thinking of breaking it. He was moaning loudly. My anger was welling up inside me making me want to hurt him badly.
"I'm gonna cut you, man," said the third. "You're gonna die, mutha fucka."
I spun to face him, releasing his friend, and noticed that you were crawling away from us, towards the wall of the building that framed the alley. You weren't too badly hurt, but were definitely shaken up.
The guy pulled a large knife from his belt and twisted and turned it in front of me, menacingly. He stabbed and swung it a few times. It missed me, but narrowly. This guy had a little more skill than the others. Another sweep and I trapped his arm, following it with a knee to his gut. He staggered backwards, breaking my grip, but caught his balance quickly. He moved into a ready stance as I moved towards him once more. I knew that I had to get this over with quickly, before something stupid happened and I got stabbed.
He came in with a low stabbing fake, followed by an upward slash. He was hoping to catch me attempting to grab his arm again, but I didn't fall for it. I leaned my head back out of range and let my leg come up into a groin kick. He groaned loudly after the thud but brought the knife right back down again. I circled outside of his arm and maintained the downward arc, just slightly redirecting it until it stabbed into his thigh. He howled in pain as the knife bit deep, stumbling back from me. I spun and struck him with a spinning hook kick in the face with the heel of my boot sending him flying to the ground, unconcious before he even hit it.
I looked at his buddies and saw one of them scrambling from the scene. I would have probably given chase, but I knew you needed attending to. I walked slowly over to you and found you whimpering and scared. Your clothing was torn, your arms marked with red spots and scrapes.
"Come on. Let's get you out of here," I said calmly, holding your arm to help you up. You tried to wrap the shards of your blouse around yourself, to hide your nakedness, to no avail. I led you out of the alley and to my car where we drove to the hospital to have you checked out. From the moment I picked you up, you clung to me tightly as if needing me to care for you. You were scared, shaking in my arms. The shock was evident, even without my training. It was difficult to drive with you clinging to me, but I managed to make it to the hospital ok. They had to pry you away from me and, eventually, they had to give you a sedative to calm you down before ushering you away.
There was a lot of paperwork and a lot of questions. I didn't know who you were or what you had as far as insurance, so I put it all in my name for now. I figure we'd sort it out later. After 5 hours, you were finally released. I was there to help you get home if needed. I wasn't sure if you had friends or family in the area that could help you. You were still groggy, so I figured I'd take you to my home, help you rest, and then take you home to your family tomorrow.
We finally arrived at the house and I moved you into the bedroom, removed the stupid cloth gown the hospital had given you, and tucked you into bed. You quickly snuggled deep into the comfortable bed and were fast asleep. I moved into the living room, stripped down to my boxers, and crashed on the couch with a blanket. It was a long day for me as well, so I fell asleep quickly.
I didn't sleep so well and in just a couple of hours I heard you making noise from a bad dream or something. I tossed the blanket aside and went into the bedroom. You were tossing and turning, calling out. It was a really bad nightmare, for sure. I figured that would happen. I lay on the bed behind you holding you tight, feeling you shivering. I held you tight against me, wrapping my arms around you, and you calmed down. Your hands grabbed my arms, holding me in place. You sensed the protection and were visibly calmed. You relaxed and snuggled more firmly against me. You needed the feeling of utter security at this point... a warm, strong body to hold and protect you against the demons in the world.
I had forgotten I was only in my boxers and as you moved back against me, your ass pushed into my cock and it began to harden. It was completly involuntary and I didn't want to scare you, so I pulled away a bit. But you would have none of that and pushed back even more, forcing my hardness up against you until it rest in the the crack of your ass. I felt your hips gyrate a little making me even harder. I wasn't sure if it was involuntary or on purpose, but it was definitely exciting me.
Your hand moved off my arm and I felt it slide against my outter thigh. You stroked it for a moment before grabbing behind my leg and pulling me into you. No, you weren't asleep. I buried my face into your hair and breathed deeply. Your smell was intoxicating. I gasped as your hand moved slightly between us and grazed my cock. I was breathing deeply now, practically panting in your ear. I wasn't sure this was a good idea, but my body had taken control now.
My hips pressed into you, letting your hand grip my hardness. You deftly slid my cock out of my boxers, putting us skin to skin. My precum wiped onto your ass, lubricating it a little. You shifted further still, opening your legs a little and slid my cock into your pussy. You pushed back slowly and firmly, moaning softly as I filled you, until I was deeply embedded. Then you lay still for a moment, enjoying the feeling.
I felt your pussy contract, almost milking me. I groaned and pulled away a few inches before sliding back in. I started a slow fucking motion, moving in and out of you. Your hand was back on my ass, pulling me in harder and deeper as you gripped me tightly.
"Oh gawd, yes," you moaned.
You were so warm and wet, exciting me, making it so easy for me to make love to you. You turned onto your stomach, encouraging me to follow you. My groin pushed into your ass as I balanced on my hands to keep my weight mostly off of you. You seemed to want me to bear down on you. You wanted me to be strong and take you. I sat back and grabbed your hips, pulling you up to your hands and knees, never letting my cock slide from you. From this position I could fuck you with more strength, power, and speed.
I pushed in deeper and deeper with each thrust, building speed, driving my hips into your ass. Every thrust elicited another moan from you. You pushed back into me, wanting me to go harder and faster and I obliged. You came with a wail, pushing your face into the pillow for stiffle your screaming. Your hands clenched the pillow tightly.
I slowed my thrusting, just moving in and out of you. I felt your body quivering below me. I hadn't cum yet and you certainly didn't seem to be done. We were both panting and sweating from our exertion.
You moved and I pulled out of you. I thought for a moment we were done, but you just turned over onto your back and spread your legs, moving so that I was between them. I fell into you, laying on you, merging into a deep, passionate kiss. It was a kiss of desire, a kiss of forever. I had a feeling we would forever be together, even though I knew nothing about you. We felt so right together.
My hands stroked your sides, your ass and your thighs. Your skin was so soft and inviting. When I lifted off you, my hands found your breasts. Your nipples were hard and pressed back into my hands. They were sensitive, too, and you moaned softly as I pinched and rubbed them. I dropped onto them, letting my tongue slither around each nipple before my lips encased it and I suckled forcefully. I used my teeth a little, lightly biting them as my hand gathered the lovely flesh. Then I kissed your neck and chest, slowly moving down your body. Your hips moved slowly, anticipating my final destination.
My tongue slithered around your belly button, tickling you. You giggled a little as you squirmed beneath me. Then I pulled away, obviously surprising you. I sat between your legs and moved my hands below your hips, gripping them tightly. You whelped a little in surprise as I hoisted your hips up to my waiting mouth, lifting you into an arch. Your legs dangled a little in the air and your hands gripped the headboard for some support.
My tongue traced circles around your pussy, loving the taste and texture. You smelled wonderful and it made me want you even more. Your lips were so soft and pliable and my tongue played with them, sliding through and around them. I felt your hips move a little as your pleasure rose and fell. I licked you with long, strong strokes, pushing between your lips and terminating at your clit, which I slithered around. You moaned in heat begging for me to make you cum again. Blood was rushing to your head, making you dizzy as the pleasure I granted rose higher and higher.
My mouth formed over your pussy, making a seal as I sucked hard. The area engorged with blood and your clit tingled in delight. I then pushed my tongue in deep again, driving further and further into you, drinking your essence, trying to reach every delightful spot, probing in and out, fucking you with it.
You grunted loudly, unable to form coherent words at the moment. Your body was quivering and I wasn't sure how long I could support you. One hand came up and grabbed my hair tightly, pulling me into you. I was smothering in your wetness, but I kept licking and sucking on you. I wanted you to cum badly. I sucked your clit between my lips and lightly pinched it while sucking and rolling it between my lips.
"Fuuuuuuuuck," you moaned, and your hips suddenly bucked me away from you.
I lowered your hips back to the bed and watched as you panted before me. The bed was a wreck but you looked ravishing on it. You slowly got to your knees and moved towards me. You looked like a tigress in heat. Your hair was disheveled and fell around your face, partially hiding it. The sun was coming in the windows now, making the scene more exciting, adding an additional sense to the mix.
You grabbed the back of my neck with both hands and forced your lips onto mine. It was a searing kiss with your tongue pushing deep into my mouth. I felt your body heat above me as you settled into my lap, wrapping your legs around me. My cock pressed up against your clit and abdomen, it's hardness obviously exciting you, as you slid up and down it, pressing it against your pussy and your clit. I moaned into your mouth, barely able to breath between kisses.
I held you tight against me, crushing your breasts into my chest, your nipples jabbing me. I leaned forward, rolling you onto your back. Your legs were still wrapped around me, and our lips were locked passionately. I moved my hips slightly and entered your pussy once again, feeling the excited heat beconing me in deeper and deeper. As we continued kissing, I rocked my hips in and out, gently fucking you. My body was pressed down onto you, our kiss never ending.
We moaned into each other's mouth as our heat and passion steadily built. My fucking became more insistent, my cock driving deeper and faster. Your legs gave me a little more freedom to move, but kept pulling me back in, always helping my thrusts as my hips jammed into your mound. It didn't take long for our breathing to become too labored, our pleasure to become too distracting to continue kissing. But we held our faces close, our lips sometimes touching, our teeth sometimes biting.
I grabbed a fistfull of your hair and pulled it a little and you moaned out as your orgasm hit once again. Your hands dug into my back, scratching me with your nails. I was so close to my climax... just a little bit more.
"I'm gonna cum," I moaned.
Your hands then flew to my ass and pulled me into you, helping drive me deeper with each thrust. You clenched your pussy onto me. You grabbed onto my nipples and twisted just to the point of pain. You were using every trick in the book to get me off. Within moments it worked. My hips were thrusting in overdrive as I felt my body surging with need. In just a few more thrusts, I was cumming in you. It felt so fucking good. We were so close at that moment. It was as if we were truly married and deeply in love.
I crashed onto the bed next to you, panting. We both were. I draped an arm under you and pulled you to me. You draped an arm over my chest and snuggled into me.
The sun was rising... the birds chirping... and we were falling asleep.
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Gotta Be Somebody, Part 1
*Listen to "Gotta Be Somebody", by Nickelback. In the original story, I put the song lyrics into the text following along. But, since they're copyrighted, I felt I should remove them. But the song was definitely a part of my writing this.
I moved slowly, gracefully, completing every move with precision. My muscles were relaxed, iron covered in silk, a sheen of sweat making me shine under the outdoor lights. I had learned an ancient art, one that was similar to Tai Chi Chuan, but was much, much older. My teacher had passed away many years ago, but taught me everything he knew. I had a finely developed sense of energy in and around myself. I could feel the earth pulsing with it, feel the people moving, walking, making love. It was... powerful.
I could feel the burning of the tattoos on my arms, making my body tingle. They gave me my energy, they gave me my power. For some people, their tattoos are an extension of themselves. Their bodies are canvases where they showcase their wants, needs, and desires in pictorial form.
But my tattoos created me. They were the words that gave me form and substance. It was an ancient language that was placed on me by my master. It was of the power and energy that was created with the universe itself and helped sustain it.
My movements were smooth as I felt my energy widen and felt the tingling of another. It was my assistant, Rebecca, entrapped once again by my aura. She sat on the back steps of the shop, writhing as my energy mingled with her's, dominated it, overcame it. Her hands slid up and down her body, enjoying the tingling sensation that permeated to her core. I knew she'd never felt anything so powerful before she met me. Most people have no idea of the power within themselves until it is shown to them.
One hand slid into the waist of her pants and she masturbated, driving herself towards a wonderful orgasm. She wanted to give herself to me fully. She wanted desperately to feel everything, to know what it was like.
It was the height of existence to feel the energy overwhelm you to sexual bliss. At least that's what my master had taught me. I had yet to feel the rapture. I wondered where the Yin was to my Yang.
Rebecca was shivering with need, moaning loudly as my power surged through and around her, driving her higher and higher. This wasn't the first time she'd felt this from me and I knew how much she loved it. I maintained my form regardless, needing to finish this most ancient of dances. She pulled her shirt up high on her chest, exposing her breasts to the night air. Her own tattoos shimmered in the lights. She had many, as well as several piercings, all done by me. But only one possessed the power. The others were merely decorations adorning her lovely form.
I finished the set and pulled my power back slowly. I could feel Rebecca's heat and passion peaking again and again, but still I withdrew, removing it from her. As I stood in silent meditation, she lay panting on the steps, barely able to think, barely able to move.
"Oh my god. How in the hell do you do that?" she asked incredulously.
"Oh, sweet Rebecca, if you only knew." I had been tempted to trace the power designs on her, tempted to make her mine. But my master's teaching told me that she wasn't the One. The One had yet to enter into my life. I would know her when I saw her.
I had made a mistake with her though. I had thought she might be the One and wasn't thinking clearly when I traced one of the power symbols on her. Pleasure. I wanted her to feel what the power was like, to entice her to share it with me. But she wanted to be Yang. She wanted to dominate and control the energy and wouldn't make a match for me. Our energies would have clashed with terrible results for us both.
But it was too late. With the one tattoo, she was forever drawn to me and the energy I emanated. She would adore it and long for it. It would forever provide her great pleasure.
We retreated back into the shop as Rebecca straightened her outfit. She draped her arms over my body, sliding against me enticingly. She wanted more from me, wanted me to close early and retreat to the back of the shop with her. She would feed the need of my body, although not my soul. I was very tempted to give myself to her tonight. It would feel right. It might temporarily satiate me.
But the bell at the door tinkled and in you walked. I sensed you before I saw you. Your power was evident to me, although you didn't know about it. You didn't know how to control it or feel it. I licked my lips in anticipation. You were... different.
"Can I help you," Rebecca asked as if annoyed by the intrusion. She moved to the front desk to greet you.
"Yeah... uh...," you looked nervous and unsure of yourself. I stood calmly, letting my power test your's, seeing how yours would react. I was amazed how it mingled with mine at the slightest touch. I could tell you felt it, but you didn't know what you were feeling. "I want to get a tattoo."
"Ok, do you know what you're looking for?"
You pulled a picture out of your purse. "This." It was the picture of a crescent moon with a sprite sitting on the curve like a swing. It was a beautiful picture and would look lovely on you.
"Where do you want it?" Rebecca asked, eyeing the piece.
"I think on my back... uh... between my shoulder blades."
Rebecca looked at me for approval and I nodded, smiling. "That would be a terrific place," I said.
Rebecca moved you into the booth and encouraged you to remove your shirt and bra. This piece would require some space in which to work and I didn't want to get any ink on your clothing. Shy, you held your clothing to your chest, not wanting prying eyes to see you naked. Rebecca finished prepping you as I got the needle and ink ready.
I retrieved my special needle and ink as well. You might be... I wasn't sure... but I hoped.
I started on the design, outlining it easily enough. You writhed under me, the pain a little more than you thought, but not completely unbearable. Rebecca watched from the front, sometimes engaging you in conversation, trying to pass the time. At the second hour mark, I had finished your design, but had yet to start my slight alteration. Rebecca seemed to notice the change but didn't say anything.
"I'm almost done," I said reassuringly. I placed the needle on your back below your design. To the casual observer it would look like an artists signature. But to me, it was the first mark in your conversion. You writhed a little as it was imprinted, feeling the power move into you. You didn't understand what you were feeling, but accepted it. This was the most important mark. The one that would ensure the others would take. It was a simple character. Return.
*****
I was patient through the first two months afterwards. I didn't know what would happen in the future, but was hopeful. I went about my daily routine, practicing my art, studying my Kanji. I was sitting at my desk in the shop, studying the characters when you came in again.
Your aura seemed more prominent now, as if searching. I could feel it engage mine lightly, but I kept mine back for fear of losing you so soon. I couldn't do that.
I welcomed you back.
"I... I was hoping to finish this soon, if possible. I couldn't help coming back tonight, I hope it's ok."
"Yes, yes, it's perfect," I smiled, closing my book. "We're slow enough I can definitely fit you in."
You smiled. "I don't know why, but I just felt the need to stop in again."
"It's ok," I said. "People really like tattoos, so it's not strange at all."
Rebecca again asked you to remove your shirt. You were better prepared and hadn't worn a bra tonight, but still held your shirt tightly to you.
I felt my energy pulse with enthusiasm and desire for you. I could tell this was going to lead somewhere. I made sure not to be too hasty... not to risk losing you now that I had found you. I started with your second symbol, the one leading you to me. This was a beautiful one, with long, flowing lines. It was Desire, binding you to me. I could see the power slipping into you through the symbol. I could feel your heart beating faster, your breathing increase as it touched you and coursed through you. I could feel your aura igniting, searching, finding mine and mingling with it longingly.
Then I began on your tattoo once again, coloring and shading it just right. I knew this wouldn't be finished in one sitting, but I had no worries. You would return. You needed to.
You were sweating a little when we finally finished, your skin a little flushed. You felt it. You knew you needed something here. I saw you swallow hard, your mouth dry. You looked at me as you slipped your shirt back on over your head. You seemed a lot less self-conscious now, not caring if I saw your naked breasts or not. Your eyes never left mine as you moved towards the front door.
"When can I... when... come back for the rest of it," you stammered uneasily. I was affecting you and you didn't know how to respond quite yet.
"A month should be good enough," I smiled. I felt my erection shudder as your aura started to leave mine, leaving a hole.
We maintained eye contact as you left the store, walking to your car, until you could no longer see inside.
My heart was beating rapidly and my breathing quick. I felt a need that had to be quenched. My aura was wild with thirst and desire. And it latched onto the nearest person. I looked over and saw Rebecca standing there with her mouth open, panting, her eyes half closed. My power was surging around her, testing and teasing her. I moved to the door, locking it and setting the 'closed' sign. Then I rushed to her and grabbed her arm, pulling her into the back room.
The room held a chair and desk and had a simple bed where I sometimes slept. I stood before her and grabbed her head, pulling her into a searing kiss... a kiss of pure need and desire. Our bodies collided and I pulled her shirt up roughly, grabbing her nipple between my teeth. She was still panting, swooning as her hands rested on my shoulders. My energy was piercing her body again and again, driving her to the ultimate experience.
*****
It was only three weeks before you came back this time. I wasn't prepared for the searing look you gave me when you entered the shop. But I could read your aura. Your energy immediately lashed out at me, demandingly. You were a bundle of nerves and were definitely feeling something wonderful. Our energies merged, swirled, moving in and out of our bodies. It was heat and passion, rapidly building.
"Back again, eh?" I asked, smiling.
"I couldn't stay away. Can we, uh, finish it tonight?" You looked at me excitedly, as if hoping against hope that I would say yes. Your nipples were hard beneath your t-shirt, telling the world what you were feeling right now. Your thighs squeezed a little as if trying to quench the heat between them.
Rebecca could feel the energy in the air, too, and turned to me, excitedly. It was 9:00 already and the shop was supposed to be closing. But I couldn't keep you waiting any longer. I couldn't keep *me* waiting any longer. My frustrations and insatiable desires had been steadily building since I last saw you and Rebecca was definitely feeling the effects. Even when I wasn't making her cum, my aura drove her to masturbate furiously. She'd never had a higher sex drive.
"Of course. Come on back."
Rebecca helped you back to the station. You knew the drill and were already taking your t-shirt off when I turned around. You were previously so demure and shy, but today you were open and willing. You looked me straight in the eye as your shirt cleared your lovely breasts and lifted overhead. I gazed at them longingly. My energy was searing at your hardened nipples, making them tingle, making you moan in excitement.
Rebecca locked the door and rotated the 'closed' sign and came back to join us. She was breathing heavily as she entered the booth and pulled the privacy curtain closed. No need for outside eyes to see anything unwanted. Her eyes met yours in a searing gaze, too, as our energies enveloped her and pulled her into our intimate moment.
You laid down and I began my work, seated behind you. I immediately put down the next symbol, the one that would drown us in each other. Pleasure.
You were breathing heavily when I finished, your body reacting quickly to it. You writhed slightly as I returned to the coloring and shading of the tattoo. You were moaning when Rebecca reached out and held your hand, your body tensing in an orgasm. We all felt your need radiate from you, tying us together. Rebecca's free hand slid to her pussy, rubbing over her shorts as she sat there squeezing your hand.
You simply lay there with your eyes closed, totally enraptured by the energy surrounding me. It was searing between your legs, making your clit so sensitive and tingling. Your moaning was getting louder, mingling with Rebecca's in a chorus. It took an hour to finish and by that time the scent of sex was rampant in the air. You stood up, not in the least hesitant about being so exposed and moved to the mirror to see my work.
Your skin was flushed and your pupils were dilated with desire. I saw Rebecca from the corner of my eye, sliding a hand down into her pants where she immediately began stroking. You looked at her reflection in the mirror, your mouth slightly moving into a smile. You loved how she was so desiring of you, so wanting. And you could feel that I was the same way. It was a strange feeling to you. I knew you could now sense the energy surrounding us. You could feel my presence and my desire. You could feel my body without touching me, move around it, tease it and caress it.
You turned towards me and began unfastening your pants.
"I need you," you whispered. "Please..."
I rushed to you and held you in a searing, passionate kiss. our bodies pressed together, hands sliding, searching. I pushed you back towards the chair, sitting you on the edge. Your hands were fumbling to remove my pants, pushing them down to find my hard cock inside, pulsing for you. You stroked it slowly as I stepped out of my pants and then moved forward, sliding into you.
Your legs draped over my back, pulling me in, holding me. Your hands gripped at my neck. We were looking at each other longingly, our carnal desires bare as I thrust into you again and again. I felt Rebecca's hands on my back, caressing me, stroking my tattoos lovingly. Her hand slid to my ass, feeling it tremble as it moved from contraction to release. Her hand slid around me, holding my chest as she rocked with me. The energy was so insistent. She couldn't deny it.
*****
Only a week passed this time before you returned. You were dressed casually again and came inside as if you'd known us your entire life. I hadn't seen you since the last time you came in, but our passion was as high as it ever was.
"I just wanted to come in and see you. I think I want another tattoo, but I don't know what. Any ideas?"
Rebecca was at the front desk again. "Sure. I thought some ivy draping down around your other tattoo would be awesome."
"Sounds like a plan," you said moving back to the booth again, removing your shirt even as you went. You no longer cared who saw your body. You knew you were beautiful and that was all that mattered. Besides, who'd see your incredible tattoo if you didn't show it every now and then.
You came over to me and kissed me, one hand going behind my head to hold me to you. "Mmm, that's what I needed," you moaned.
You sat in the chair again and leaned forward, giving me room to move. I drew the ivy on your back, letting some of it drape down your shoulder, a strand or two moving just a little down your arms. I was glad this particular piece was chosen. It fit in well with the remaining characters. Tonight was the last night of the binding. And it excited me.
When the ivy was drawn, I used the special ink to place the final two Kanji onto your back. You shivered when the first was completed, knowing that you would be changed forever. You were no longer the calm, cool, dominant figure, taking control in your relationships, the one's that bored you and made you abandon them. Submission.
When I started the final one, you were moaning, your orgasm slowly building up within you. You held Rebecca's hands again tightly. You watched her as you felt it wash over you, just as the final stroke was made. You were now sure of your life. You were now exactly where you wanted to be.
Our energies now completely swarmed the other, binding us together for eternity. Where your energy was weak, mine was strong. Where mine was weak, yours was strong. We were inseparable. You were... Property.
I finished the work, wiping off the excess ink as you writhed excitedly below me. I peeled off my gloves and put the needle gun aside. When I turned, you were standing naked, your arms at your sides. Your breasts rose and fell with your excited breathing, your body shaking with desire. Rebecca was sitting behind you, her hands busy on her own naked body, teasing herself, fingers rapidly driving deep into her pussy. Her gasps of pleasure filled the air.
I moved towards you, feeling our aura's pulse together. My hand moved up your arm to your shoulder and then traced a line back down. Rebecca was amazed to see the ivy move... winding down your arms... gliding down to your wrists as if they had their own mind. You felt your body tingling but didn't move, didn't fight the feelings swirling inside and around you.
The ivy pulled your arms behind your back, entwining together, locking your arms in place. You gasped, a little surprised by what was happening, but not at all concerned.
I knelt before you, kissing my way down your body. Swirling my tongue over each nipple until you were moaning in ecstasy. I couldn't believe you were finally mine. When I reached the floor, I moved forward, my tongue finding your clit as I gently stroked it, my mouth moving beneath you to fully taste you. I pushed your knees wider apart and moved between them, looking up at you. Your eyes locked with mine in love, deference, passion, and desire. My lips clenched on your labia and I sucked them, making your knees grow weak. My tongue then slithered deep between them, feeling as if it had pierced your very soul as pleasure soared up through you.
We reached rapture that day... and every day afterwards. We were not alone anymore. We were meant for each other.
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Backpacking with Dani, Part 1
The sun was moving higher and higher in the bright blue, morning sky as Dani, my step-daughter, and I rode through the countryside. It was wide open space, just like I liked it. I loved going camping and we were celebrating Dani's graduation from High School and acceptance into a prestigious local college.
I married her mother, Jessica, only three years ago and Dani and I had a challenging relationship since. We started getting along fine for the 2 years before the marriage, but afterwards it was like a knob had been turned. Suddenly, the young beauty had turned into a witch, always on our case about something... always angry or moody about something.
She was a good girl, don't get me wrong. She was short, just over 5 feet tall, blond with a slim build, and got great grades. She didn't hang out with a lot of kids from school, so she wasn't a troublemaker in general. And she studied all the time, earning her the nickname "Brainiac" from the few friends and family that she had.
So with my love of the outdoors and our somewhat strained relationship, I arranged for a backpacking trip for the 3 of us. Unfortunately, just 2 days ago, Jessica had to back out due to work. We'd thought about canceling the trip, but Jessica suggested I go ahead and do some step-fatherly bonding with Dani. We could at least be friends, learn more about each other, and learn to get along.
We packed up the sedan and left Friday morning at 6:00am. It was about a 2 hour drive to the middle of nowhere, where we parked and unloaded the backpacks. There were only 2 other cars in the small, trailhead lot.
"I can't believe we're still going to do this," Dani said sarcastically.
"Yep! We're going to hike, make the most of it, and learn more about each other in the process," I said, lightly punching her in the arm and sounding like a psychologist.
She grumbled, but slid the backpack over her shoulders and fastened it around her waist. The backpack seemed so big on her small frame, but she handled it well. The heat was just starting to build as we started off down the trail and into the woods. It wasn't an especially difficult hike, but it was a long one.
We saw several animals along the way and had a good conversation several times throughout the hike, talking about her dad, her mom, and her own life. I even gave her a glimpse into my life. I wasn't that much older than her, really. Only about 15 years or so. Her mom was 10 years older than me.
After hiking for about 4 hours, we came to a nice clearing and decided to take a lunch break. We sat the backpacks down and I broke out a little food. Our lunch was simple coldcut sandwiches and chips, but it was enough, as we sat on a nearby fallen tree.
The sky was gorgeous with a few drifting clouds and a bright sun. There was a small breeze that moved through the air, helping to keep us from overheating.
"How much further are we going?" Danni asked between bites.
"It's about another 4 hours or so, but it's worth it. There's a lot of trees and a beautiful lake. It is so perfect there... no one around... just beautiful nature. We're going to have a great time." I checked my cell phone, verified we still had coverage, and sent a text to her mom, telling her we'd stopped for lunch. It was only a few minutes later that she replied that she was sad that she wasn't there, but happy that we still went. She hoped we were getting along and I assured her we were.
In fact, we were getting along a lot better than I thought we would. Something about being out in the wild, dependent on each other, made our bond stronger, and brought back the happier girl I once knew.
We packed up lunch a little while later and slipped on our backpacks again.
"Well, ready for the last leg?" I asked, buckling it around my waist.
"Aye, aye captain," she laughed, saluting me halfheartedly.
Her half smile was just like her mother's. She was just like her in so many ways. I slid an arm around her and hugged her to me. It made me really happy that we were bonding so well. We slipped into the forest again, walking down the slightly worn trail. I knew that not too many people walked this far in, which was why I chose it.
We kept a small stream to the right of us as we hiked, passing a small waterfall as we climbed down a rocky slope. The birds were singing and a light breeze was blowing directly into our faces. Dani was in the lead and for some reason, my thoughts turned... naughty.
She was the spitting image of her mother, although much younger. But seeing her from behind... seeing her tanned, muscular legs moving... her ass swaying side to side in her jean shorts... seeing how the shoulder straps from the backpack accentuated her small, pert breasts, just excited me. I could feel my cock hardening and had to adjust myself several times. I wished Jessica were with us. I really felt a strong desire to hold her, taste her, and fuck her under the stars.
I shook my head, trying to remind myself that this was my step-daughter, but the naughtier side of me said that it wasn't bad, it was just a fantasy... nothing would come of it. So I relented and let my fantasies flow through my brain as we walked.
It was about dinner time when we finally decided to make camp. We moved off the nearly vanished trail, behind a ridge and in some trees in order to be more secluded. We set up the two tents together and piled some wood up to make a fire. I grabbed some stones and made a makeshift fire ring while Dani set up our portable chairs around it. We were hot and sweaty from the day and I suggested we take a walk to the lake and take a dip.
Dani slipped into her tent and changed into her pink one-piece bathing suit, while I slipped into mine and changed into trunks. We pulled our hiking boots back on and made our way down to the lake, towels in hand. We were only a couple dozen feet from the lake when Dani had to sit down to remove a rock from her boots. I chided her on not lacing them up, and walked forward several paces, within sight of the water, and then stood, stunned. There in front of me, not more than 20 feet away was a beautiful blond woman, standing in the water completely naked, washing. I could just barely hear her humming some song, transfixed by her sexy body. She had to be in her early 20s and her breasts were... incredible. I watched helplessly as her hands moved over her breasts, lifting them as she washed.
"Why'd you stop?" Dani suddenly asked behind me. She peered around me and saw the woman herself. "Oh my gosh!" she said a little too loudly and tried to pull me away.
I saw the woman turn towards us, not even trying to hide her naked flesh. "Is someone there?" she asked.
"Yes. Sorry," Dani yelled back. "We were just coming to swim."
"Oh my God! Thank God," the woman declared excitedly, starting to come towards us, her naked body quickly rising out of the water showing that she was indeed completely naked.
I took a quick peek at her before I turned away to respect her modesty. "Could you put some clothes on please?" I asked.
"Yeah... yeah, sure," she said and moved to the shore. I could barely see her moving to put her clothes on, but she called out as she was finishing. "You can come down now."
We moved hesitantly towards her, faster once we realized she was fully dressed. Her t-shirt and shorts clung to her wet, naked body underneath, so the clothing didn't hide much, regardless.
"Thank God you're here!" she said excitedly. "I've been out here for days."
Dani and I looked at each other, shocked. "Days?" I asked. "What happened?"
She walked over to us and grabbed my hand in both of her's. "My boyfriend just... just left me. We got into a huge fight while we were out here and he just... left. I'm so lost."
"Oh my gosh!" Dani said, looking up at me as if expecting me to fix it.
"Can we... what can we do for you?" I asked. I pulled out my phone and saw that there was no service out here. There was nothing anyone else could do. It was all up to us.
"Yeah, since you asked, I'm like starving. Do you have anything I can eat, or...?" she asked.
"Sure," Dani answered quickly. "It's just me and Vince and we have plenty of food."
The woman smiled. "Ok, that would be awesome! I'm Emmanuelle by the way."
She stuck out her hand towards Dani first. "I'm Danni, but my friends just call me Brainiac."
"That's an interesting nickname," she said before turning towards me and lightly shaking my hand.
"I'm Vince. Dani's... uh... step-dad." I stammered, a little embarrassed and confused by finding her.
Emmanuelle smiled. She was a gorgeous blond, with purple streaks in her hair. She was taller than Dani, about 5 inches taller. Her t-shirt was wet from the water on her skin and was plastered to her body. I couldn't help but notice her hard nipples underneath, pushing into the material, trying to pierce through it.
"Nice to meet you... dad," she smiled. I don't know if she saw me checking out her breasts or not, but I blushed in embarrassment.
We led her back up to the camp and slipped into our tents to change back into our clothing while Emmanuelle ate a sandwich and some chips.
"Sorry we don't have anything more substantial," I apologized, but Emmanuelle just dismissed it. She'd nearly stuffed the entire sandwich into her mouth, devouring it quickly.
I built a fire and we sat out under the stars, talking about her and what had happened to her. She and her boyfriend had gotten into a big fight about some guy she'd been talking to at a bar a few nights before. Things turned heated and the next thing she knew, he threw his stuff in his bag and just walked away, leaving her. She tried following him, but he lost her quickly. She wandered a bit, trying to find some hint of him, a trail, or another hiker, but just got more lost.
At one point, Dani got up to go pee and Emmanuelle leaned closer to me, the fire reflecting off her beautiful smile. "Thank you, by the way."
"You're welcome. I'm sorry this happened to you."
"Shit happens some times. Then something good comes next."
I nodded my head.
"Step-daughter, huh?" she asked, cocking her head to indicate Dani. "If I didn't know better I would have thought you were cradle robbing for some quick pussy."
She smiled when I looked up, shocked that she would even say such a thing.
"I'm not judging!" she said, putting her hands up in supplication. "Sorry... but she's hot... and obviously young. Let's just say that's the world I live in... young girls shacking up with older guys. I dunno... they just seem to have more going on than guys my own age. I'd go for it."
I looked at the fire, trying not to let the thoughts and fantasies that were running through my head take over. When Dani got back, she said she was going to turn in, and Emmanuelle joined her. Dani's tent was just big enough for the two girls, but there was no way she'd stay in my tent. I didn't trust her... or myself. I stayed out at the fire, just staring into it, letting my thoughts wander and fantasies spring up for a couple more hours before I decided to turn in.
I got undressed, putting on some shorts to sleep in, slipped into my sleeping bag and just lay there a moment. It was a pretty quiet night, with the nighttime animals making their sounds. I was listening to the crickets and distant owl, falling asleep, when I heard voices from the girl's tent. I was surprised they were still awake and tried to ignore them, but it was difficult.
"I bet you've never done a single bad thing in your life," Emmanuelle said.
"Well... probably not..." Dani answered, her uncertainty and low-self-confidence clear in her voice.
"Besides, it looks like you could use a little bit of fun. If there's one thing I know about it's how to have a good time."
"Yeah?"
"Your dad... well, step-dad... he's really hot."
"Ummm... I guess."
"Have you ever seen him?"
"Seen him?"
"Like... naked. Like just getting out of the shower, towel falling off him? Or getting dressed? Maybe seen him tugging one off."
"No!" Dani said, obviously embarrassed.
"Huh... too bad. How old are you?"
"18."
"Wow... you look even younger. Have you ever kissed anybody?"
I waited, wondering myself. Dani obviously shook her head no.
"Come on. I saw how you were checking me out down at the lake."
Dani became obviously very embarrassed and could barely even reply. "No... I... uh..."
"It's ok. I've been with girls before," Emmanuelle said.
All I could do was listen to them and I tried to block out all other sounds so I could hear everything that was happening.
Dani's voice said almost in a whisper. "I don't think my dad would like this."
"He doesn't need to know." I could hear the eagerness in Emmanuelle's voice. I felt her seductive pull when we first met but had no idea she'd be seducing my step-daughter. I could hear them kissing, the tell-tale smack of lips on lips.
"Um... I... I don't think we should do this...," Dani said softly, between kisses. It seemed to go on a long time and I could feel myself getting excited by the idea. It was sick... to get excited hearing my step-daughter kissing a woman. But I couldn't help myself. I secretly wished I could see it, but had to settle for listening in.
"I've never felt a pair of breasts before," Dani whispered, almost too low for me to hear, but shocking me that things were escalating so quickly.
"There's a first time for everything, Brain."
"They're so soft!"
I could hear Emmanuelle's breathing change as she became more excited, too. "Don't be shy," she said.
"Uh... can... can I touch them?"
"Mm hmm."
I could hear Emmanuelle's moaning and their mutual gasps of pleasure as they kissed more, and Dani giggled, embarrassed.
"Let's get this off you," Emmanuelle said, obviously taking Dani's shirt off. "Do you even know what to do with these? I'm going to show you," she said.
Dani started moaning softly as I listened to Emmanuelle's kissing and licking. I envisioned she was licking and sucking on Dani's breasts, the same small breasts with hard, pointed nipples that her mom had. I'd grown to love how sensitive Jessica's nipples were to every touch, lick, suckle, and pinch. Jessica moaned the same way, too, and was easily excited when I played with her breasts.
Dani suddenly gasped. "It kinda tingles..." she giggled, embarrassed still.
"Feels good doesn't it?" Emmanuelle asked and I could hear her continue to lick and suck.
"Uh huh."
"Oh!" Dani suddenly said, louder than I'm sure she intended.
"Like that?"
"Mm hmm! Mmmm..."
"Here... you try."
I couldn't hear any of Dani's sucking, but definitely heard Emmanuelle's pleasurable moaning. My hand crept to my cock. It was so hard and sensitive. I slipped my shorts and underwear down and began stroking it.
"I love looking at those pretty eyes when you do that," Emmanuelle said, praising Dani. "Oh fuck! Mmmm..." she moaned in pleasure. "Is this getting your little pussy wet? Yeah?"
I heard a sharp intake of breath from Dani as Emmanuelle must have touched her pussy.
"Mm hmm," Dani replied, barely able to speak. I could hear them kissing, everything becoming more passionate.
"Does my tongue feel good all over your body? Yeah? You like that don't you?" Emmanuelle asked, seductively.
Dani responded with a whimper. "Yeah."
"Ever have anybody play with your little pussy?"
My hand was moving faster now, up and down my hard shaft. My right hand cradled my balls, loving the feeling. I didn't know how much more of this I could take. I knew I'd explode soon.
"No," Dani whimpered.
I heard movement on the blow-up bed and envisioned it was clothes being removed. They were kissing again, their breathing getting heavier, their moaning becoming louder and more excited.
"You want my tongue on that little pussy?" Emmanuelle asked seductively. Her voice sent shivers through my body. I could feel goosebumps all over my skin.
"Yeah," was Dani's quiet, excited response.
"I want you to say please."
"Please?"
"Mmmm... I like hearing you beg. I want you to say 'please Emmanuelle lick my pussy'."
I heard Dani's quiet voice, but couldn't make out what she said. She obviously pleased Emmanuelle with her response, though.
"I'd love to Brain. Here, let me see this pretty little pussy."
I could hear the sharp intake of breath from Dani and envisioned Emmanuelle licking her pussy, her long, dexterous tongue searching out every nook and cranny, sliding back and forth over her clit.
"Mmm... Oh yeah..." Dani giggled excitedly, obviously awash with pleasure.
"You like having your little pussy played with?"
"Yeah," Dani moaned.
"Ooh, you do like having your little pussy played with, don't you?"
"I... I didn't know it would feel like this."
Emmanuelle giggled. "This will make your whole body feel good."
My hand was sliding up and down my cock faster now as I listened to the licking and sucking sounds that emanated from less than 10 feet away. The moon was full tonight, casting a dim light all over the camp. I could see everything in my tent in the dim light and watched just how hard my throbbing cock was.
"Oooh, you're so tight. Nothing better than eating a tight little virgin pussy," Emmanuelle said. "You like it when I rub your little clit like that?"
Dani moaned, breathing very heavily, barely able to speak. "Yeah."
"I like to watch that little pussy stretching open for me."
Dani was breathing harder, moaning softly with every breath.
"Oh my gosh! Oh it feels so good! Oh my gosh! Oh yes! I feel kinda funny," Dani said excitedly.
"Want me to keep going?"
"Yes!"
"Mmmm... I want you to cum for me. Come on, Brain, cum for me."
"Oh! Fuck!" Dani yelled excitedly, unable to contain herself any longer.
"Yes... yes... yes... let it go... just like that....," Emmanuelle encouraged her, driving her closer and closer to orgasm, until she was pushed over the edge.
I was cumming as I listened to Dani cum. I envisioned Emmanuelle between her legs, licking furiously, her fingers deep in her pussy, as Dani's hips launched off the makeshift bed. I imagined her whole body was flushed as her orgasm washed over her, just like her mom.
"That feel good?" Emmanuelle asked moments later as Dani came back down.
Dani's voice sounded almost childlike in her surprise. "I've... I've never felt that way before. What was that?"
"That was your first orgasm," Emmanuelle said kissing her loudly. "I'm going to teach you how to give one to somebody else."
"Me? I don't think I'll ever be as good as you though," Dani said. She sounded worried that she might fail.
"Oh I think you will." There was a rustling sound and the tell-tale sound of the rubber bed squeaking as they changed position. I wasn't at all sure what was happening, but my cock didn't care. I was growing hard once again. I couldn't believe how excited they were making me.
"You've never seen another pussy before have you?" Emmanuelle asked. I wasn't able to hear Dani's response. "I want you to use that pretty little tongue all over my pussy until I cum."
"So, I just lick it right?" Dani asked, obviously shy and embarrassed.
"Mm hmm, just like I did." I listened to the licking and sucking sounds as seconds passed. Emmanuelle moaned softly. "Does my pussy taste good, baby?"
"Yes," Dani said between licks
"Fuck, oh my god I love the way you look at me when I ride that pretty mouth." My God... she was... she was sitting on her face! I started running my hand up and down my hardening cock once again as I envisioned Emmanuelle sitting on Dani's face, her hips sliding up and back, her hands mauling her own beautiful tits.
"Fuck! Oh yes, just like that. Oh fuck! Oh my god you make my pussy so fucking wet. Make me cum in your dirty little mouth."



I couldn't take any more. I had to see what they were doing. I had to. I slid my shorts back on, a little difficult over my very stiff cock, and crawled out of my tent. I moved as quietly as I could, slowly moving towards their tent and their zipped-open window. I just wanted to peek in. I just wanted to see it. I knew it was stupid, I knew it was perverse, I knew it was wrong. But I still had to do it.
The closer I got to their tent, the more clear their voices became, the more I heard every little subtle sound of licking, the near silent panting breath.
"You want me to cum in that dirty little mouth of your's? Huh?" Emmanuelle continued. "Look at you, turning into a dirty little slut for me. Oh, fuck yes! You like me riding your little face?"
I slowly and silently walked to the side of their tent and peered inside. Just as I suspected, Emmanuelle was sitting on top of Dani, facing towards Dani's feet. She was sitting up high, grabbing her heavy tits, her hips moving up and back. I don't know if her eyes were open or not, if she saw me or not. But she was facing me.
I suddenly saw her smile and look right at me.
"Oh yeah, baby just like that," she continued talking, now for my benefit. "Fuck, your tongue feels so fucking good on my little clit. I want you to make me cum in that pretty little mouth of your's."
She bent down and used her hands to open Dani's legs, showing me her beautiful pussy. She slid her fingers through her folds and kissed and licked her thigh so close to her pussy. She used her fingers to hold her pussy open, then she looked up at me, almost as if inviting me to join them, inviting me to lick Dani's pussy.
"What would you do if your daddy could see you right now, Brain? Would you tell him what a dirty little slut you've been? Hmm?" She smiled at me and licked her lips teasingly.
Her hips were moving faster, sliding her pussy over and around Dani's face. I could tell she was getting more and more excited, especially now that she had an audience.
"Oh my god, right there, right there! I'm so close baby," she groaned loudly. "Don't stop licking my pussy. Fuck yes, just like that! Your tongue feels so fucking good."
My cock was pulsing and throbbing with need. I grabbed it tightly though my shorts, willing it to go away. I was a sick fucker standing here watching my little girl, my own step-daughter, fucking someone and... and enjoying it! Emmanuelle knew my dilemma. She enjoyed teasing me with this. She enjoyed driving me insane with... with this perverse desire.
"You like the way that pussy tastes baby? You like fucking that little pussy with your tongue? Oh I bet you want to just fuck my little pussy all day long. Mmm hmm. You wanna make that dirty little pussy explode all over your face like a dirty little whore? You like your tongue on that little pussy?"
Emmanuelle wasn't going to stop until she got everything she wanted. And right now she seemed to want our very souls, driving us closer and closer towards damnation. And I stood helplessly watching her do it.
"You know this pussy can be your's any day you want it," she said to both Dani and me. "Oh, you could fuck this pussy at any time. Is that what you want? You want this pussy to be all your's?"
I started stroking my cock, unable to stop myself. I needed to cum yet again.
"You better make this pussy cum, Brain. Oh baby, I want you to make me cum so fucking hard."
Emmanuelle sat up, closing her eyes as Dani drove her very close to her orgasm, and breaking the spell she had on me. I backed away, still listening to what they said, but not seeing it any more. God... I don't know if I could have stopped myself from joining them if I watched much more.
"Oh fuck! I'm gonna cum!", Emmanuelle was nearly screaming now. "God I'm gonna cum for you!" She started grunting, obviously cumming very, very hard. I entered the woods towards the lake, trying to just get away for a second. I could hear their panting breaths slowing. I dropped my shorts and underwear, freeing my raging cock as I leaned against a tree. I was so close to cumming. My hand was stroking, hard and fast, squeezing my cock until I thought it was going to burst.
"Was that ok?" I heard Dani ask in the distance, shy, wanting reassurance, wanting to be wanted.
"Mmm, baby, that was like the greatest thing ever," Emmanuelle said, praising her. "You know what, I'm going to go use the bathroom," she said. I could hear the zipper to the tent door open, heard her moving for a second, putting on shoes, and then lost her.
I was breathing hard now, one arm against the tree, the other jerking my cock madly. Suddenly hands spun me around, forcing me back against the trunk. Emmanuelle's hand slid behind my neck, forcing me to bend down, and she kissed me, hard. She drove her tongue deep into my mouth, her hand grabbing my cock and stroking it. I shivered with excitement and need, kissing her back.
She finally broke the kiss and looked up at me as she slid several wet, fragrant fingers into my mouth. My lips instinctively closed on them, sucking on them for a moment. The taste was heavenly and sweet.
"Did you enjoy the show daddy?" she said, smiling deviously up at me, still stroking my shaft teasingly. "Mmmmm... I thought you might like to see what her pussy tasted like."
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I was absolutely stunned when I realized that the juicy, cum-covered fingers I was sucking on had been inside my own step-daughter, Dani, just moments before. Emmanuelle stood in front of me in the dark, moon-lit woods. She was completely naked, stroking my cock as I leaned back against the tree.
"Did you like watching me fuck your pretty little girl?" she said, smiling up at me deviously as she knelt on the ground in front of me. Her hands cradled my cock, holding it right in front of her face. "I'm going to give you the best cock sucking you've ever had. You've been so good to me, I want to pay you back." She leaned forward and kissed the tip.
Embarrassed and angry, I pushed her back, forcing her hands off my cock, and trudged back to my tent. I couldn't believe she'd done this to me... to Dani. I was angry at everything, but deep down I knew what this was really about. I didn't want to admit it, but I was angry because I did enjoy watching them. I did enjoy listening in while they fucked. I masturbated to it and I came. Hard.
I was mad because I knew I was a dirty pervert.
I made too much noise as I got back to my tent and Dani called out.
"Emmanuelle?"
"It's just me, Brain. Go back to sleep." I tried to sound calm and not angry.
"Oh... ok. Goodnight."
"Goodnight," I said, zipping my door shut and slipping into my sleeping bag. I heard Emmanuelle slip back into the tent with Dani a few minutes later, and I did my best to fall asleep before I could listen in on anything else.
Sleep was fitful that night. I had a nightmare that just wouldn't go away.
I was sitting in a sauna, naked except for a towel wrapped around my waist. I was leaning back against the wall, just relaxing, as the heat and humidity worked it's way through me. My eyes were closed and I was almost asleep when I heard the door open and felt the cool rush of air. I looked up just as 3 young girls came in, each wearing a towel around them, and sat down on the bench nearby.
I didn't recognize them at all at first, but the longer I watched, the more I recognized that one was Dani. She didn't seem to recognized me at all. I watched them sit on the bench and soon begin kissing. Dani, the one closest to me, kissed the girl in the middle, then the other two would kiss. I felt my body responding, my cock getting harder, even though I knew it shouldn't. I shouldn't get excited watching my step-daughter kiss another woman. I shouldn't.
Then they removed their towels and sat back. They raised their feet to the edge of the bench and spread their knees apart, touching themselves.
I could feel my cock harden and tried to hide it, but it seemed like everything I did only emphasized it more. I suddenly felt a presence beside me and turned my head. Jessica, my wife, was sitting next to me, with a towel securely wrapped around her. She was leaning her head back into the wall, her eyes closed. I started to feel embarrassed and self conscious. What if she opened her eyes to see this?
I noticed the girls glancing at me, touching their breasts and pussies, licking their lips like they were getting excited by me watching them... like they wanted an audience.
"This heat makes me so horny," one of them said, looking at me, sliding fingers inside her pussy as the other two kissed.
"Yeah, I know what you mean," another replied.
I could feel my cock poking out, the towel not letting me cover it up for some reason.
"Stop that! This is a public place!" I said, reprimanding them as I tried to cover myself up. The towel seemed to be stuck underneath me, no longer able to wrap around me.
Dani looked at me, smiling. "We always do this."
"Yeah, this is how we relax," another said. Suddenly I recognized her. It was Stephanie from down the street, one of Dani's friends. I remember seeing her at Dani's 16th birthday party several years ago. I remember thinking how hot she looked even then.
All three were looking at me now, touching themselves and each other while looking at my raging cock. Their bodies were small, their tits tiny with hard, pointed nipples. My mouth watered as I longed to have a nipple in it.
"Maybe you should come join us," Stephanie said. She started kissing Dani on the neck as her hands snuck around her body and began playing with her pussy. Dani willingly opened her legs wide, closing her eyes in pleasure as the girl's fingers circled teasingly.
"Well I don't think my wife would like that. So, no thanks," I said, trying my best to stand my ground. Trying my best not to look at Dani's pussy.
"Come on, why don't you let us play with that big cock," Dani said, stunning me. My cock throbbed with need.
"I think he's just shy," the third girl said as she got up and started walking towards me. Her body was a lot like Dani's at first, but somehow when she finally reached me, I recognized that it was Emmanuelle. "Don't be scared, we don't bite," she said as she opened my towel all the way. I felt absolutely paralyzed, unable to move to stop her or do anything to keep her away from me. She pushed me to make me lie on my back, as she grabbed my shaft in her tiny little hand.
She knelt on the bench between my legs as her lips wrapped the tip of my cock, pushing it slightly inside her mouth while her hand stroked me. I looked behind myself and saw Jessica, still with her eyes closed, just inches from my head. I had no idea how she couldn't hear what was going on and felt so scared at what she'd see if she opened her eyes.
"I think it's time for us to get a little of that action," Stephanie said as she and Dani came over and moved between my legs next to Emmanuelle. Emmanuelle was still sucking on my cock while the other two used their hands to help jerk me off.
Emmanuelle removed me from her mouth and handed me off to Stephanie who quickly slid her lips around it. God it felt like Heaven having them playing with my cock.
"Oh, it's so big," Stephanie gasped. "It barely fits in my mouth."
"How much of it can you fit in your mouth?" Emmanuelle asked, smirking in her challenge.
The girl opened her mouth wide and pushed down, pushing me deeper and deeper until she was gagging. I thought she was going to pass out I was so deep in her throat. "Oh wow!" Dani said, astonished.
The girl pulled off, gasping for air, drool cascading out of her mouth and over her chin, dripping on my leg.
"What about you?" Emmanuelle asked Dani. My step-daughter looked at me and then down at my shaft, her tiny hand wrapping around my cock. "I dunno," she said shyly, moving forward slightly as if she might try.
"No!" I said quickly. "No!"
Emmanuelle laughed and Dani sat back with a frown on her face, like she was being punished.
Stephanie took me in her mouth again and Emmanuelle grabbed her head, forcing her even lower. I had no idea how the woman could breath but her mouth felt incredible around my cock. She let her up a minute later, gasping and moaning, more saliva dripping on me. But she was growling like a mad-woman, hungry for more and more.
"Don't they look so pretty sucking on your cock?" Emmanuelle asked, looking at me as she licked the tip of my cock. "I bet your wife never did anything like this for you." They were all stroking my cock again, three little hands on my long shaft.
"I bet she doesn't suck it as good as us," Stephanie said.
Emmanuelle and Stephanie moved in closer, almost forcing Dani away as they both began sucking on my cock. Four hands and two mouths, stroking, licking, and sucking at the same time, up and down my shaft.
"I can't see!" Dani complained in a whiny voice, trying to push her way in between them and failing.
"Sit on this side," Emmanuelle said, motioning towards my face, and looking right at me as if she had something up her sleeve.
I was shocked when Dani stood up and moved around the bench towards my head and with Emmanuelle's instruction, kicked a leg over until she was sitting on my chest facing my feet. I could feel her hot, wet pussy against my skin, exciting me even more. "Wow, your cock is so hard," she said. "I can't believe it's so big!"
I stared at her back and ass as the two girls still mauled my cock together. Dani seemed uncomfortable or that she needed to reposition for a better view. She moved her ass backwards, towards my face, getting uncomfortably closer and closer. I felt completely helpless. I could see Jessica moving behind me, as if she might open her eyes at any minute.
"There, that's better," she said finally. She was leaning down, supposedly watching the two suck on me and stroke me. I saw her arm move as she joined in. She bent over more, pushing her hips back even further until her pussy was an inch above my mouth. I was staring at my own step-daughter's bare naked pussy. It was so wet, so hot and swollen.
Emmanuelle's face appeared over her ass, just within my vision, her hands prying Dani's ass cheeks apart, exposing her pussy and tiny asshole to my complete view. I felt my mouth watering, my tongue swelling as the desire to lick her became more and more unbearable. I wanted to look away, but I couldn't.
"When was the last time you had tight, teenage pussy?" Emmanuelle asked as she pushed Dani back until her pussy touched my lips. I heard Dani gasp in pleasure, felt her legs widen, giving me more access as her pussy lips covered my mouth and my tongue...
I woke with a start, almost rolling off the air mattress. I was sweating profusely, hot inside my sleeping bag. The air outside wasn't hot, though, and the cool breeze helped calm me down as I walked out. It was early in the morning, about 7:00am, and the girls were still asleep. I walked down to the lake to get away and think and circled around the edge of the rippling water.
Frogs splashed in the water ahead of me as I pondered what to do. For one I was trying to figure what to do about Emmanuelle. I mean, I didn't know if I could trust her around us any more. I wanted to help her, but at what cost? And then there was what to do about my own perverted feelings towards Dani. Could I trust myself around her? What did this mean for my future with her?
I looked around and no one was near, so I kicked off my shoes and slid my shorts and underwear off, tossing them aside. Then I walked into the cool water. It felt good on my overheated skin, and my hard cock. I couldn't believe I still had a hardon. I walked deeper into the water until it was up to my chest, then went under water to get my whole body wet.
My head felt a lot better with the cool water all over it and I began to swim a little, just enjoying nature, and clearing my head. I lay on my back and looked up at the blue sky and the sun that was still low on the horizon. The world was so much simpler like this. I must've been floating for several long minutes before I put my feet down again.
As I was wiping the water from my eyes, I saw movement on the shore and looked over to see Emmanuelle standing there. I watched helplessly as she bent down and picked up my clothes, moving them from one hand to another. Then she put a finger to her cheek and looked up, as if thinking about what she was going to do with them.
I didn't want to yell out, because I didn't want to involve Dani in this, so I motioned for her to put my clothes down. But she just laughed at me. I watched as she spread her legs a little, pulled her shorts down, and wiped both my shorts and my underwear over her pussy, getting her smell all over them. I was going to be busted for sure, no matter what I did. All Dani or even Jessica had to do was smell them... then put 2 and 2 together.
I walked towards Emmanuelle, slowly emerging from the water, putting my hands down to cover my genitals as the water moved down my legs. She watched me intently, smiling deviously and licking her lips. As I got closer, she pulled her t-shirt over her head and off, holding it behind her back with the rest of my clothes. She was breathing hard, her breasts rising and falling enticingly with each breath.
My cock was throbbing with need as I got closer and closer. My dream last night and my morning wood were just too much for me. Even the cool water hadn't dimished it. When I got two steps away from her, I moved my hands to my sides, exposing myself to her. My cock was throbbing with my heartbeat. She dropped to her knees, licking her lips, and shaking her head.
"Come on, daddy, bring me that big, hard cock. Put it in my mouth," she said.
I was almost on autopilot as I took the two steps, my cock leading the way. Her hands wrapped around the base of my shaft as her lips slowly engulfed me.
"Oh," I moaned. Her mouth felt as incredible as in my dream.
I let her do all the work, her head bobbing up and down, her hands stroking my length right beneath her lips. The sounds she was making on my cock only made me harder. Her question in my dream came into my mind. "I bet your wife never did anything like this for you." She was right. Jessica never did anything like this for me. Emmanuelle seemed to enjoy sucking on my cock more than anything in the world.
I looked down at her, transfixed by her sexual beauty, her mouth opened wide to accept my cock. She slid my cock out, leaving it dripping with spit, and started stroking it. Then she moved forward and rose higher, pulling my cock to her chest. She used her hands to squeeze her breasts around my shaft, sliding up and down, making me tit-fuck her.
"Yeah, you like that?" she asked when I groaned a little. "Are you going to cum all over my face? Make me a happy little slut. Your little dirty cum whore?"
"Oh my God," I whispered excitedly. She truly knew how to press my buttons. "You really need to get fucked."
"Mmmm," she said, holding my cock in one hand. "Watch me wrap my big tits around your cock. You like my tits, don't you? I know you wanna fuck them." She looked down to watch the tip of my cock emerge time and time again through the top of her cleavage and extended her tongue to lick it. "Oh, I see a little pre-cum... I wanna taste it."
She held my cock with both hands as the tip of her tongue slid along the little slit at the tip of my cock. I groaned again, which made her giggle and start circling the head with her tongue.
"I certainly don't want to waste any," she said, giggling. Then her hands continued to stroke me, squeezing my cock each time. "Come on, baby. You going to cum all over my pretty, slut face? Cover it? Yeah, you know I love it. You know I love it when you cum all over my face and give me a big load like that. I wanna drain those fucking balls all over my face... milk your cock until you cum and then keep going until you can't give me any more."
A tingling was racing through my body and I knew I was going to cum soon. I hadn't felt this excited in years. I kept going back to the memory of last night, of her fucking Dani, of her showing me Dani's pussy, of her sitting on Dani's face. And then going back to the images of my dream, of all those girls sucking on me, their hands stroking me.
"Oh, it's so hard," Emmanuelle said excitedly, bringing me back to reality. "I know you want to cum all over my face, don't you? Come on, let me taste you. Cum all over me. Give it to me, please!"
Her hands stroked faster and faster, her mouth sucking me back deep inside. I grabbed her head with both hands, trying to keep her from sucking my cock right off my body, at least that was what I told myself at first. But it didn't take long for me to wrap my fingers in her hair, holding her head still and driving deep into her mouth again and again, fucking it. That's what I really wanted to do... I wanted to fuck her face. I wanted to fuck the smug smile off of it. I wanted to show her that she wasn't going to manipulate me or Dani any more.
I drove in again and again. I stepped forward slightly, forcing her closer, forcing my cock to go deeper into her throat. Her hands grabbed my ass, helping to hold my cock deep inside her slutty little mouth.
She pulled back, gasping for air, and I let her, my cock plopping out of her mouth, her hands then continuing their stroking and twisting.
"I wanna be your good little slut," she said, looking up at me again, smiling, her saliva running over her chin. "You know you want to cum. You know you want me to get it all. Last night wasn't enough. I loved that you watched me taking Dani's cum. Now I need you to give me more. More and more and more."
"Fuck!" I yelled. I tried to keep my voice down, but it was very difficult. At her mention of Dani, I started cumming. I felt spray after spray ejecting from my cock splashing and roping all over her face until it was practically covered in cum.
"That's it, baby. That's it," she said, her mouth opening, her tongue licking the head of my cock. "I love it!" She sealed her lips around the head, sucking hard to get everything I had to give, squeezing from the base to the tip to force every drop out.
"Ah, yes!" she said when I finally released her head and she sat back on her heels. She was smiling up at me, her face an absolute mess.
I was still standing there, panting, trying to regain some composure, when she reached down and grabbed her shirt and started running back to camp, giggling. As she got to the other side, she ran into the water, shoes and all, washed off her face and got herself completely wet. Then she dashed back out, towards camp. She was slipping her shirt on just as she rounded out of view into the trees. I shook my head, dumbfounded, slid my underwear and shorts on again, and walked up to the campsite.
It felt like the longest walk I'd ever taken. It was a walk of shame. I couldn't believe I'd just done what I did. She had turned me into a complete animal. All I could think about was fucking her... punishing her with my cock down her throat. I'd never felt so dominant before... with such a strong combination of anger and desire.
Neither Dani nor Emmanuelle were around when I walked into camp. I assumed they were in their tent. I moved to my tent, went inside and dressed, then came out and started making breakfast. I saw Dani emerging from the woods behind me after a while, walking towards me.
"Good morning, Brainiac," I said as she got close, trying to sound happy, fatherly, stirring the bacon in the pan.
"Vince, what the hell is going on?" she asked, angry at me.
I looked up at her and turned. "What?" I asked, completely confused.
"Why did you hurt Emmanuelle?" she asked. "Who cares what you saw. She's my friend!"
"Baby, wait," I said, trying to calm her down. "I didn't..."
"Don't lie to me, Vince!"
"Sweetie, I'm not lying... Listen, we need to leave camp and head back so we can get Emmanuelle back to where she needs to go. We can be back to the car by 6, then on the road."
"You're lying! Emmanuelle told me everything! How you got angry because you saw us... how you came on to her then pushed her into the lake! What the hell!"
"Listen, baby... that's... that's not what happened..."
"You didn't see us last night?" She stood there in her t-shirt and shorts, glaring at me, her hands on her hips. She was so angry, but looked so... sexy.
I was so lost and confused. There was so much swirling in my head. I didn't know what to say anymore. Emmanuelle had us so wrapped up in deceit and manipulation that there was nothing I could do.
"Well... yeah... I did... I did see you last night. But only for a moment." I wasn't sure what else to say. I didn't want to lie.
She looked so embarrassed again, blushing deep red, but her anger was still there. "Oh my God!"
"It's... it's ok, baby. We can get passed this."
"Promise me you're not going to hurt Emmanuelle again. She's my friend! Promise!"
"I... I promise baby. I'm not going to hurt her. I promise you I didn't attack her. I just..."
Dani turned around and ran back into the woods, in the direction she'd come from, as I stood there just as confused as ever. The bacon started sizzling so I bent down and removed it from the fire before it burned. A few minutes later, Dani and Emmanuelle came back into the camp holding hands. Dani was looking at me to make sure I wasn't going to do anything.



"Let's... let's have some breakfast," I suggested. "Then we can head out for home."
"No, Brain," Emmanuelle protested, turning Dani towards her. "I don't want to cut your time short. We can spend at least one more day together, can't we?"
"Well, I..." Dani started. "I guess we can just leave tomorrow like we planned. We have enough food and everything."
"I just... I just don't want to leave you yet," Emmanuelle said, with all the emotion she could muster. She lay her forehead against Dani's and grabbed her other hand. She was laying it on thick as far as I was concerned. I could see right through it. But Dani was much easier to manipulate. She didn't have much experience with people. And layering the sexual factor made it even more intense and difficult.
"Dani... we really... really... should be getting Emmanuelle back to her family," I said softly.
"Tomorrow, Vince. And that's final." Dani was so determined that it wasn't worth arguing with her any more.
I relented and we all grabbed some breakfast together. We didn't talk much, but I cleaned up afterwards as the girls discussed what they were going to do. They decided on going swimming because a storm was expected later in the evening. Dani slipped into her tent so she could change into her swimsuit, while Emmanuelle came over to me.
"You bitch," I mouthed to her, which only made her smile.
She got close and whispered into my ear. "If you want another show, maybe you should come down to the lake in a little while. I know you'll enjoy it."
"Emmanuelle?" Dani called. "Is there something you can wear? I don't think you'll fit into anything of mine," she said.
Emmanuelle smiled at me, biting her lip. "Yeah, your clothes would be far too... tight." She circled her hands over her breasts, indicating just how pronounced they'd be if she wore Dani's clothes. "I'll just go without," she said.
"Without?" Dani unzipped her tent and came back out. "Like... naked?"
"No one else is here, Brain," Emmanuelle said, holding her arms out. "Just... daddy." She smiled at me.
Dani looked from Emmanuelle to me and then back. She didn't know what to make of this situation. "Um... ok," she said timidly. "But just us girls, right?"
"Oh yeah," Emmanuelle agreed. "Just us girls. We'll go have some fun all by ourselves."
"Ok," Dani smiled again. Emmanuelle took her hand and the two headed down to the lake.
I cleaned up the dishes from breakfast and put everything away. The sky was looking incredibly cloud-free and blue as I sat down and started to read my book. Unfortunately, I couldn't concentrate. My mind kept wandering to what Dani and Emmanuelle were doing. After having to reread the same page the third time, I decided I needed to go for a hike to clear my head.
I had intended to keep away from the lake, keep away from my new obsession, by hiking further down the trail. After only about 15 minutes, I noticed water on the right of me... the lake. The trail moved alongside the lake. I shook my head. I should've known. And before I could even think about it, my legs had already carried me through the trees and down to the edge, overlooking the water.
I could see the girls a little way off to my right and stood there, frozen. Both the girls were in the water, naked, and kissing. I watched their hands move over each other, touching and caressing every erogenous zone they could. My little Dani was turning into a very grown woman. I watched as she bent down and began licking Emmanuelle's nipples, the older woman cradling her head.
My cock was once again throbbing in my pants. I was actually getting excited watching them. I felt so uneasy, so... perverted. I don't know how long I stood there, but every second was making me more and more excited. I longed to drop my pants and masturbate. I longed for them to know I was watching them. I longed for them to perform for me... and enjoy being watched by me.
I turned back and walked back to the camp, feeling contemptible. If they knew about me... If Jessica ever found out about me...
I slumped in my chair when I got back and picked up my book but I wasn't able to read. Thoughts of the two women were continually plaguing me. I couldn't read a single page without having to re-read it. I thought that maybe I could steal away and masturbate, but not knowing how soon they were going to be back, I didn't want to tempt getting caught. So I just sat there, helplessly hoping my hard-on would go away.
It wasn't long before Dani and Emmanuelle came strolling back, completely naked, holding hands, giggling and laughing. I couldn't stop looking at them as they brazenly bared all, walking into camp.
"Hi daddy," Dani said giggling. It was the first time I'd ever heard her call me daddy.
"Dani.... what? You can't walk around like that," I said, trying to sound like a dad. But I couldn't stop staring at them. Their bodies were very different and offered a tantalizing spectacle.
"Yes I can," she said defiantly, walking up to where I was sitting.
"No... no, babe, that's not ok." I tried to avert my eyes, but it was impossible.
Emmanuelle was hugging her from behind, her arms wrapped around her, so close to touching her and teasing her. "No one's here. Why can't we walk around like this all we want?"
I shook my head. Fighting both of them, fighting my own perversions with them standing there, naked, was so very difficult. "Look... you gotta listen to me... You're pretty and I can't... You're too pretty to just go around naked. I'm your step-dad and you just can't do that."
Emmanuelle kissed Dani's shoulder. "Well, I'm going to keep doing it, no matter what you say," Dani answered, putting her hand up and hugging Emmanuelle's head to her.
"Come on, Dani... You gotta listen to me, I'm your step-dad. Your mother would have a fit if she saw you like this."
"See baby? Just like I said. He loves seeing you naked. See? He can barely even look at you. Don't you daddy? Don't you love seeing her naked?" Emmanuelle asked, running a hand over Dani's breast.
"I like showing off my body. I have a nice body, right?" Dani asked.
"Yeah... yeah, you're very pretty... but you can't..." I struggled on how to fight this. My own body was betraying me. My cock was throbbing and felt so uncomfortable in my shorts. But I dared not to touch it... not now...
"I like showing off how good I look. You said I was pretty," Dani continued, defiantly. She was definitely being urged to do this by Emmanuelle. That woman was going to seriously be the end of me.
"You... yes, you are pretty..."
Emmanuelle bent her head down and kissed and nibbled on Dani's neck while her hands caressed her small breasts and overly sensitive nipples. Her nipples were as hard as rocks!
"I like how you look at us," Emmanuelle said. "I see the fire in your eyes. I know you want to touch..."
"Stop," I begged, standing up.
"You don't want this?" Emmanuelle asked.
"No...," I answered, unsteady. I couldn't even trust my words any more. I knew if I didn't get out of there it wouldn't take long before I fell completely under their spell.
Emmanuelle laughed, making Dani laugh along with her. "Come on, let's go get dressed," she whispered in Dani's ear before kissing it. They turned towards the tent and started moving towards it.
Emmanuelle turned back to me as Dani was crawling into the tent. "We both know you're lying. You're hard just thinking about it," she giggled. "So... very... hard."
I stood dumbfounded as she smiled, then she turned and crawled into the tent, closing it behind her.
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The afternoon zipped by in a haze. I thought I was reading my book, but truth be told, I don't remember a single thing I read. My mind just wouldn't let go of the fact that my little step-daughter had changed. The image of her standing in front of me, completely naked, while Emmanuelle toyed with her breasts was burned into my brain.
It was after dinner, about 7:00, when the storm front started moving through. We noticed the black clouds rolling in, making it a bit cooler out as it blotted out the sun, then it started sprinkling big drops. I picked up the stuff around the fire that I didn't want to get wet as we all ran to our respective tents. Within seconds it was practically a downpour.
I lay back on my makeshift bed and took a deep breath. It was the first time I'd been alone since the girls had come back from the lake, completely naked. The first time I'd been alone since my step-daughter openly challenged and confronted me about her sexuality.
My cock was growing anew. I could feel it swelling in my shorts and had to adjust my position. Just touching it caused it to jump and become even more uncomfortable. My mind kept going back to what I saw earlier. I kept seeing that young girl's body, so open for me. I listened for a second, straining to hear what was going on in the other tent, but the rain was striking my tent too loudly, drowning out all other sounds.
I shook my head to clear it. No, I told myself. I'm not going there. I'm not going to masturbate while thinking about my step-daughter. I'm not going to try and listen to them having sex or try to see it. It wasn't going to happen. I pulled out my book and started to read, forcing myself to engage every word and get myself out of my head.
Thirty minutes after crawling into our tents, there was loud noise from the girls' tent. They were yelling about something and minutes later they were opening my tent and pushing themselves inside. They were absolutely drenched from the rain, wearing only their long t-shirts for sleeping. They were excited and animated, complaining about something in their tent. It took me a minute to find out Emmanuelle had seen a snake in their tent and they freaked out.
There wasn't much room in my tent, since it was at most a 2-sleeper, but we didn't have much choice. We were just going to have to make the best of it until either the rain stopped or morning came. They said they were scared and wanted to sleep in my tent, begging for me to say 'yes'. What choice did I have? Of course I agreed, even though their wet shirts were clinging to their bodies, sending me back into my fantasy.
I rearranged the blankets and what pillows I had to make room for all of us to sleep. It was definitely going to be tight. I then lay back down and started reading again, letting the girls continue talking. I could hear them giggling, but I turned away from them, trying to ignore them. The rain was loud, as thuds hit the tent canvass again and again. Even the rumbles of thunder were helping me.
I just barely heard Emmanuelle's voice above the patter. But just hearing what she said made me shiver. "Make it wet for me," she said. I wasn't watching them, but I knew what they were up to.
"Feels kinda good, doesn't it," she said a few seconds later. I couldn't hear Dani, either she wasn't saying anything or she was just too quiet to hear. But Emmanuelle's voice was unmistakable now.
"Yeah, be a good little girl for me and make that pussy nice and wet," she said.
I heard a little squeak a minute later but could only assume that was Dani cumming. I made sure not to turn around. I shuddered for a moment in my excitement and played it off as being a little chilled. But I had a raging hard-on and the girls were not going to let it dissipate.
"I'm bored," Emmanuelle suddenly said. "Let's play a game or something."
"Ok," Dani agreed, excitedly. "What?"
"Can't we just read or something?" I asked, trying not to engage them, lest things spin out of control.
"We didn't bring anything with us," Emmanuelle protested. "And it's too early to go to sleep. I mean... I guess Dani and I could just play our own game while you read..."
"Ok, ok," I said, turning over and putting my book aside. "What game?"
"I dunno," Emmanuelle admitted, looking at Dani for suggestions.
Dani shrugged, not knowing what either.
"How about truth or dare?", Emmanuelle smiled deviously.
I shook my head. "No," I said.
"Yes!" Dani clapped.
"Come on, really?" I asked.
Emmanuelle clapped along with Dani. "Yes, really. I'll go first."
I sighed, knowing I was outnumbered. I had a good idea where this was going to go... especially knowing Emmanuelle.
"Daddy," she started smiling at me. She and Dani were sitting cross-legged in front of me. Their shirts were damp, their hard nipples visible beneath the thin, wet material... to say nothing about them wearing only panties underneath. "Truth or dare?"
"Truth," I said, without hesitation. There was no way I was going to take a dare from her.
"Do you think Dani is sexy?" she asked.
I looked at Dani. She was just sitting there in her wet t-shirt, staring at me, looking so shy and innocent. "Yes," I said softly. "I do."
Dani's entire face lit up in a smile. I loved that I could make her smile.
"Your turn, daddy," Emmanuelle said.
"Ok... um...," I said, wondering what in the world I was going to ask. "Dani... truth or dare."
"Truth," she smiled.
"You've been so angry lately," I started. "Do you hate me?"
Dani stopped smiling and looked very serious. I really wondered how she'd respond. I really wanted to know.
Slowly, she shook her head. "No, I don't hate you at all daddy," she said. "I... I..."
"Go ahead, tell him what you told me," Emmanuelle said.
Dani looked at her and blushed, then looked down. Whatever it was, she couldn't even look at me. I was confused. What was it? What was wrong?
Dani shook her head, unable to tell me.
"She's jealous of your wife," Emmanuelle said. Dani looked at her, shocked that she'd say anything. "She wants you for herself. She thinks you're hot."
I watched Dani turn so red in embarrassment.
"Your turn," Emmanuelle told her, but Dani wasn't up for talking quite yet. "No? Ok, I'll go," she said. "Daddy... truth or dare?"
"Truth," I said once again.
Emmanuelle smiled as her question came into mind. "How often do you have sex with your wife?" she asked, licking her lips and sliding her hand over her inner thigh.
I looked at her, on one hand wanting to end this game and on the other, wondering where it would lead. Dani was jealous of her mom. Dani was attracted to me... more than just her step-father. I thought about lying, but what was the point.
"Maybe once a month," I said.
Emmanuelle smiled. "That's all? Oh my God! I bet you want more... much more. You need more, don't you daddy?"
"It is what it is," I answered before quickly continuing the game to get the focus off my sex life. "My turn... Dani, truth or dare?"
"Truth," she said softly, still embarrassed.
"Have you had a boyfriend?"
She shook her head. "No."
"Why?"
"I just... I just didn't... want one," she said softly. "I thought you... you know... might be my boyfriend."
I looked at her, a little shocked. "I'd like that... but... I'm your step-dad."
"I know," she said, looking down again. "I just wished..."
The tent got uncomfortably silent. The only sound was the rain loudly hitting the tent, thunder occasionally rumbling overhead.
"Dani's turn," Emmanuelle said, breaking the ice.
"Ok," Dani started, turning towards Emmanuelle. "Truth or dare?"
"Dare!"
"I... I dare you to run around the other tent and back."
Emmanuelle smiled. "In this rain? Seriously?"
"Yep!" Dani giggled.
"Fine! But you're in for it." Emmanuelle moved to the door and unzipped it, trying not to let the rain inside. She got up and dashed into the downpour, screaming as she went. By the time she came back into the dry tent, she was completely soaked again. Her hair was plastered on her head, her soaked t-shirt plastered to her skin beneath, showing every curve of her body. She crossed her legs and sat down, water dripping down her body.
Dani and I both looked at her, just sitting there, soaking wet.
She smiled. "That wasn't so bad." She leaned back on her arms, thrusting her chest out. She looked down at her own breasts, her nipples sticking out profoundly. "A little cold." She smiled and looked up at me. "Like what you see?" Her shirt was tight on her skin, her nipples very hard and pointed. Her breasts were rising and falling with each breath she took.
I started coughing in embarrassment, barely able to control my breathing. Dani smiled, almost giggling at my reaction.
"Now it's my turn," Emmanuelle said. "Truth or dare, daddy?"
"Truth," I whispered, my heart racing as I looked at her near-naked body.
"I know you masturbated after watching Dani licking my pussy... but were you thinking about me... or her... while your hand was stroking your cock?"
I brought my hands up to my face, realizing that this was getting very personal. I knew I didn't have to answer it, I could have just left the game... I could have lied that I didn't masturbate... or I could have lied and said I was thinking about Jessica. But when my eyes met Dani's, I knew I'd have to tell the truth.
"Dani," I whispered. "I was thinking about Dani."
Dani looked at me, surprised at first, but then she smiled. She was happy that I thought about her sexually. That was what she'd wanted all along. That was why she was angry all along.
"Truth or dare, Emmanuelle?" I asked quickly.
"Definitely dare," she said, smiling.
I looked right at her, locking eyes with her. She was smiling, smug, knowing that she was getting exactly what she'd wanted. "I dare you to take off your shirt."
"I thought you'd never ask," she said, sitting up and pulling her wet shirt over her head. She laid it aside and grabbed her breasts in her hands, squeezing her own nipples, before dropping them behind her again. Now she was only wearing g-string panties that left little to the imagination. "Now... like what you see?" she asked me and then turned to Dani.
Dani was looking at her as longingly as I was and was only broken from her spell when Emmanuelle asked her "Truth or dare?"
"Dare."
"I dare you to kiss daddy for 5 full minutes."
Dani looked at me and swallowed hard. I could tell she really wanted to, but was shy. She knew our relationship would forever be different. She got up on her hands and knees and crawled over to me until she was nose to nose with me. I turned my face up and kissed her. It was a chaste kiss, at first, little pecks. But we both got more and more turned on, more and more excited, more and more daring, and the kiss became... more.
My tongue slithered out, licking her lips, and then forcing it's way inside her mouth. Her hands came up to my shoulders as her body came in contact with mine. She moved into my lap, moving her legs around my waist, her hands holding my head, our lips never breaking contact. We were both breathing hard, panting in our excitement, our open mouths grinding together, our tongues interwining, driving deep into the other.
"Wow!" Emmanuelle said, making me realize that this was going really far, and forcing me to stop. I pushed away from Dani and looked at her. She had her eyes closed and a dreamy expression on her face. She looked so incredibly beautiful.
Emanuelle was shaking her head and smiling as Dani lifted off me and crawled back to her seat. "Now that was hot! You like that?" Dani was still breathing hard, but smiled, and nodded.
"So did I," Emmanuelle admitted. "Your turn now, Brain."
Dani caught her breath and looked at me. She still looked a little embarrassed, but much less than before. She could at least meet my gaze now.
"Daddy, truth or dare?"
I had no idea what to expect, but I didn't trust myself if there was another physical dare. "Truth," I said.
"Do you... do you have a hard-on?"
Once again, I was faced with a dilemma. Lie or tell the truth. "Yes," I said, telling the truth. I was very hard. Throbbing hard. And I knew she could tell. I was sure she felt it when she was sitting on my lap. I'm sure she could feel it stabbing her, trying to gain entry into her body.
"Mmm, oh daddy! That's hot!" Emmanuelle whispered. "You really want your sexy little girl, don't you?"
I looked down, embarrassed to admit it. But my body wasn't denying it.
"Truth or dare, Emmanuelle," I said, trying to move on from my discomfort.
"Oh, I'm done with talking. Dare... all the way," she smiled and then licked her lips, obviously hoping for something good.
I swallowed hard. I knew what I wanted... but to say it... to admit my perversion... There would be no going back. "I dare you to kiss Dani."
Emmanuelle smiled. "It's about time," she said, lustfully, crawling over to my lithe step-daughter. I watched as she immediately locked her lips with Dani, their tongues immediately dueling. Emmanuelle pushed Dani to her back and let her hands explore the smaller woman's body.
I watched from just a few feet away as Emmanuelle's hands slid beneath her t-shirt and palmed her breasts, tweaking her nipples. Dani moaned as Emmanuelle's hands slowly moved lower, stroking over Dani's abs and then panties, touching her clit so expertly until Dani was grinding against her hand.
Dani wanted to play with her, too, but Emmanuelle wouldn't let her. She kept her hands trapped while she expertly played with her body, without ever disrupting her kiss.
They finally broke apart, giggling, gasping for breath. Dani looked confused, excited beyond belief, wondering why she stopped. But Emmanuelle wiped her mouth on the back of her arm and moved back to her seat, smiling.
I felt myself breathing hard, my cock throbbing in my shorts harder than ever. I enjoyed watching them. I enjoyed watching Dani get touched, caressed, and aroused by a woman.
Emmanuelle immediately went back to the game, completely skipping the traditional truth or dare choice. "Dani, I dare you to take your shirt off." Dani looked at her, shocked, but so excited she wouldn't dream of saying no. She looked at me and slowly, shyly, pulled her shirt over her head, tossing it aside. Her nipples were rock hard, her chest heaving with her heavy, excited breathing.
I was looking all over Dani's body, excited to see her naked and so close. This time, her skin was flushed with her excitement and the look on her face was incredibly sexy. She was aroused... very aroused.
"Daddy," Dani said slowly. "Take off your shorts."
This was the moment I was scared of. This was the absolute point of no return. Both of these young women were nearly naked, watching me. I lay back and slowly pushed my shorts down, arching my hips up to help. My cock was so hard, so big, and moving with every heartbeat. Both of the women stared at it causing it to get even harder.
"That looks so yummy," Emmanuelle said, smiling, as I sat up, crossing my legs again.
Dani looked especially captivated and surprised. "It's so big daddy," she whispered.
Emmanuelle crawled over and pushed Dani to her back. "Give me your pussy, baby," she said, pulling her panties off and tossing them at me. I caught them and couldn't help but smell Dani's unmistakable arousal. Her panties were so wet! Emmanuelle slid down between Dani's legs and while Dani watched, I swiped her panties under my nose, smelling them.
Dani moaned and grabbed Emmanuelle's head, pulling her harder into her pussy. "Oh my gosh!" she whimpered.
"Tell daddy about your fantasy, baby, the one you told me," Emmanuelle said, stopping for only a second.
Dani looked at me, her face and chest blushing a deep read. "I... I think about you at night," she said. When I heard that, my fingers wrapped around my cock, unconsciously. I was so horny. "Just knowing you're in the other room makes me feel so much better. I think about you all the time."
I was stroking my cock, looking at her while Emmanuelle licked her pussy. Dani was pinching her nipples as she talked to me, telling me what she was thinking and feeling.
"Your cock looks so good, daddy. It's so big and fat. I love watching you stroke it... up and down..."
I licked my lips, Dani's voice was driving me insane. And watching Emmanuelle lick her was so intoxicating.
"I thinking about you running your tongue over my titties. Do you want to play with my titties, daddy?"
"God, baby... I do...," I admitted. My hand squeezed my shaft as I felt my orgasm bubbling up to try to delay cumming too soon. It worked, but I knew I wouldn't last forever.
"I lay in bed every night, my pussy so ready for you, daddy, whatever you want to do with it," Dani continued. "I'd love to have your big hands on me... everywhere... touching me... taking me. I like knowing that you masturbate while thinking about me. I'd do anything to please my daddy."
I groaned. Seeing Dani like this, hearing her voice talk to me like this... it was so sexy and got me so excited.
"You have such a nice hard cock, daddy. I know how much you love my little hands on your big cock. I could jerk you off all day long, if you let me. I'll be a good little girl if you let me."
Emmanuelle suddenly pulled away from Dani's pussy. "Fuck! You both make my pussy so fucking wet!" She crawled over to me and pulled my hand away from my cock, grabbing it with her own. "Mmmm, I love your big cock. Let's get it all nice and wet, shall we?" She slid me deep into her mouth.
"Oh my God," I moaned loudly. The vibrations of her humming made me shiver all the way up my spine. God, she was good!
She pulled off my cock, leaving it dripping wet, and slowly stroked it up and down. "Mmmm, I love that sound," she whispered, appreciative of my moaning. "Look how hard he is, Dani. His cock is so fat. I love it! I wish it was inside me right now."
I wanted that too. Once again, I wanted to fuck that smug look off her face. I could imagine bending her over and pounding into her, hard!
"I can feel it throbbing, Dani... his big, strong cock in my tiny little hand. Come over here."
Dani slid over beside me and lay her head on my chest to watch. Her warm, smooth, soft body felt so good against me. I stroked her back, sliding my fingers down her spine to the top of her ass and back. I wanted to touch more... I truly did. But that was another boundry that I didn't think I should cross.
I could hear Emmanuelle talking to Dani while she stroked me. "I love sucking this cock. It tastes so good." She swirled her tongue around the head, making me moan and lift my hips. The girls giggled and Emmanuelle slid me deep into her mouth again.
I closed my eyes a moment, feeling that magic mouth on my shaft, and then felt Dani's hand on the back of my own, moving me to her ass and making me stroke there. I felt my cock throb and heard Emmanuelle giggle.
"Oh fuck! Yes!," she said loudly, sitting up and moving her body up until she was straddling me, pushing my cock into her pussy. "You've got me so fucking worked up. I'm so fucking wet!" She pushed her hips down, taking my entire shaft into her pussy in one shove. "Oh yes!" she yelled, and started fucking me. "So good! Oh it feels so good! Watch me fuck daddy, Brain."
She started moving faster, harder, fucking me like her life depended on it all while Dani watched. My hand moved down to the crack of Dani's ass and I could feel her moving back, helping me, encouraging me to touch her more.
Emmanuelle was becoming more and more frantic. "Fuck! I love the way you fuck me, daddy. Bouncing up and down on your fucking cock! Come up here and kiss me, Brain," she demanded.
It felt like I was living my dream as Dani sat up and threw her leg over me to sit on my chest. All I could do was stare at her beautiful ass as she leaned in and the two kissed. I could barely hear the two talking together as Emmanuelle continued fucking me. I was getting so close to cumming.



"Yeah, you want it," Emmanuelle said softly. "You know you do."
I couldn't hear Dani's response, but it sounded like she was protesting. She was moving her hips on my chest just a little bit and I could feel the heat and wetness from her pussy against my skin. God... she was so hot.
Emmanuelle giggled. "Do it, baby!"
I had no clue what they were talking about... what they were planning, but Dani's ass had captured my complete attention. I was amazed how incredibly sexy it looked. Her legs were spread wide in order to sit on me and I could see the star of her asshole and just a little bit of her pussy. I couldn't believe what I was looking at. I couldn't believe that this was real.
I could feel Dani shivering a little bit as her ass came closer and closer to my face.
"He wants it Brain. He wants to lick your pussy so bad... give it to him. Let him slide his tongue all over your little clitty. Give him what he wants and cum all over his face."
I felt Emmanuelle pushing Dani backwards, towards my face. I wanted to protest, I really did. I wanted to stop this. But I was frozen. My body wouldn't obey a single thought. All I could do was watch as her perfect pussy slid backwards until it suddenly covered my mouth. My mouth was covered with her wetness and her scent and taste were all I could focus on as I began licking and sucking like my life depended on it. My arms gripped her hips, pulling her into me tighter.
I couldn't concentrate on anything but her pussy. I know Emmanuelle kept fucking me, harder and harder, but my concentration was all on Dani. It didn't take long for her to cum, for her juices to spill into my mouth and soak my face, but I didn't stop. Soon she was cumming again... and again. She was so perfect! I held her body in place, feeling it quiver and shake with every orgasm.
She bent forward, her hard nipples pressing into my abdomen as I felt Emmanuelle's hand start stroking me faster and faster. I lost focus on Dani's pussy as my orgasm came crashing down on me. It felt like my entire essence, my soul, was poured out of my dick in huge, hot jets, firing again and again.
I suddenly felt so complete, so satisfied, and relaxed my body as I breathed heavily, panting. Dani's body was quivering as she pushed herself off me and turned to lay beside me. My cum was splashed on her face and neck and she used her fingers to scoop it into her mouth as we watched. Emmanuelle bent forward, licking her face to get her own taste, giggling.
Then Emmanuelle lay on the other side of me, putting me in between these two, beautiful, naked women. We fell asleep just like that.
When morning came, I woke with my arms wrapped tightly around my step-daughter. She was still sleeping soundly as I turned to find Emmanuelle, but she was gone. She must have left some time in the night. I lifted away from Dani and went outside to look around, but she was long gone.
I didn't know what had possessed her to come into our lives and interfere so much with our relationship, but now she was gone and we were going to have to pick up the pieces ourselves. I sat in the chair by the soaked fire and put my head in my hands.
"Daddy?" Dani called softly as she approached me a few minutes later.
I sat up and looked at her beautiful, naked body. Lust swelled within me again and I could feel my cock start to rise. "Yeah, baby. She's gone."
*****
Our lives had gotten back to normal once we returned from the trip, with the exception that Dani's attitude towards me and her mother had improved considerably. We seemed to be a happy family again. And I wondered if everything had been forgotten until 6 months later, when Dani came back from her first semester at college for her Winter break. Her friend, April, was with her. Her parents went on a vacation to Australia for a month and she had no where else to go.
I was sitting in the livingroom reading my newspaper on the morning of Black Friday when Dani came downstairs.
"Hi daddy," she said, taken to calling me daddy more often now, especially when we were alone together.
"Good morning, Brain," I said, looking up as she bound over to me wearing a long t-shirt she slept in.
"Is mommy here?"
"No, she's out shopping with your aunt. I bet they won't be back for a loooong time," I said, rolling my eyes. I was glad Jessica had someone else to go shopping with on this crazy day.
Dani slid into my lap, pushing my paper aside and leaning in to kiss me, hard. "Good," she whispered. "I have something fun for you."
My cock grew hard as she pressed her panty covered pussy against my thin pajama bottoms and slid forward and back, grinding into me. Her tongue felt so good in my mouth, her body felt so good against me. I'd almost forgotten how good. My hands grabbed her ass to help pull her against me.
Dani was smiling down at me like a cat anticipating it's milk. "I'm going to wake April... if you want to watch. She's very wet when she cums... and... she brought a strap-on! And... I already made room in the closet just for you."
My head was spinning, thinking about those two on the bed... my little step-daughter eating her friend's pussy and then getting fucked by her.
"Please daddy? I like knowing you're watching."
As I stood, my hand in her's as she led me up the stairs, I realized that from now on... our lives were going to be far, far from normal.
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I married Emmanuelle's mom about 3 years ago. She was a lot like her mom, Julia, a lot younger, but they had a lot of the same look and the same mannerisms. I was really taken by Julia.
When Julia and I were dating, we had a lot of fun together and she was a bit of a wild woman. We were careful not to let Emmanuelle see us, but she was into some really kinky stuff and I was in heaven! But for some reason, after we got married, things changed. She became a lot less adventurous and our sex-four-times-a-week turned into one-time-a-week, if I was lucky.
I guess that's what made me recognize Emmanuelle more. My horniness and lack of outlet led me to see her in a more sexual light. Even then she was a beautiful, young woman, just getting ready for college and just coming into being an independent woman. I can't tell you how many times I masturbated with her in my mind. At first it felt creepy, but then I came to just expect it as natural... she was like her mom and I was horny as hell.
I remember that first day I kind of crossed the line, though, several months after her 18th birthday, the summer before her first semester of college. Emmanuelle had undressed, as she normally did, in her bedroom and made her way across the hall to the bathroom to take a shower. I was trying not to think about it, trying not to do what I had thought about so many times, but I couldn't help myself. As soon as the water started and she stepped into the shower, I quickly and quietly opened her bedroom door and moved to her clothes hamper. Right on top were her panties.
Like a pervert, I touched them, and lifted them up to my face. They were so soft and silky and I saw that the crotch was slightly damp. I lifted them to my nose and sniffed... and they were heavenly. My cock was so hard. I took them back to my room and immediately laid on my bed... my marriage bed... and masturbated with her panties to my nose.
Oh when I came it felt so good. It felt like it had been such a long time since I'd cum like that. When I heard the shower stop, I hid her panties in one of the dresser drawers and went back downstairs again. Later, I'd put them back in her laundry.
This went on for some time. Every time I could, I'd steal her panties for the day and return them later. It was the perfect scheme... I had incredible orgasms and incredible fantasies... and no one was the wiser. At least that's what I thought.
On a particularly hot July day in the summber before Emmanuelle's last year of college, Emmanuelle had 3 of her friends over. She'd known them since middle school and I'd met them, but only briefly. I was watching TV in the family room when I heard them, giggling and splashing out at the pool. My cock stiffened quickly, thinking about that hot flesh of young women. I dashed up to my bedroom and looked out the window. The girls were in bikinis, one sitting in a lounge chair, one on the edge of the pool, and two, including Emmanuelle, were in the pool.
I licked my lips as I touched myself and couldn't help but feel that I needed... something... something more. I had intended to do as I always had done, sneak into Emmanuelle's room and steal a pair of panties from her laundry. I knew they'd be outside for a while so I could steal them, masturbate, then put them back long before anyone was the wiser. I'd done it before, so this was no different.
Except... when I went into her room, I saw the piles of clothes from all the girls. And all had their panties right there. My hands were shaking at the thought. I moved to one, then another, smelling their beautiful scent, and it made me even hornier. I felt so depraved and yet so desperately needy. I found one pair I associated with Abby, Emmanuelle's most erotic friend. She was very well built, with a nice, large chest and a trim waist to make it stand out so much more.
I took the teal lacy thong into my hands and lifted it again to my nose. It smelled so very good, so sweet, so fresh. I took them and dashed back to my room and looked out the window. The girls were still around the pool, so I unfastened my pants and began masturbating. I held her frilly panties to my nose, envisioning that her pussy was right in front of my eyes as I stroked my very hard cock.
"Oh, God, Abby... your pussy smells so good," I whispered, envisioning she was laying on the bed with me between her spread legs. "I have to taste you."
I heard a sound and quickly opened my eyes. Was someone in the house? I glanced at the door and it was open... but... everyone was outside. I looked out the window and saw the girls still at the pool, having fun. It was definitely not my wife. She'd be at work until 9:00pm tonight. I shook my head. I was just hearing things and spooked because I was being such a pervert.
I jerked my cock a little longer until I came and cleaned up with tissues. Then I put the panties back, just as I had found them. No one would ever know.
I whipped up some dinner at 6:00 and Emmanuelle and I sat down and ate in front of the TV. When we were done, I cleaned up the kitchen and was resting while watching the TV, waiting for Julia to come home.
"Daddy?" Emmanuelle asked, coming down the stairs from her bedroom. She rarely called me that unless she wanted something. She had a sucker in her mouth which drove me nuts the minute I saw it.
"Hmm... what can I do for you?" I asked, bemused, and feeling my cock twitch as she pulled the sucker from her mouth and licked her lips. I was going to have a really good fantasy about this later.
She was holding her phone in her hand, and was playfully twisting on one foot as she stood there, acting like a little girl. "Since mommy's going out of town for a week, I was wondering... can I have a party on Saturday?"
"A party? No, the last thing I need is a million kids running around here destroying the place."
"I was just thinking of inviting Hannah, Lilly, and... Abby... over." She smiled strangely when she said Abby. "We'll just be in the basement."
I nodded, but wondered why she emphasized Abby's name. "Yeah, that'll be ok. Just don't be too loud, ok?"
Emmanuelle mocked clapped and smiled. "Thanks daddy. But, uh, I was wondering if you could help, too."
"Me help? How?" I was starting to not like that I approved of the party. Now she was roping me into it somehow?
Emmanuelle moved towards me and sat sideways in my lap, facing towards me with that damn sucker still in her mouth. I watched it slide between her plump lips, watched her tongue glide over its surface and inwardly groaned. If only she knew what was in my head.
"Maybe buy us some liquor and... help with the... entertainment." She smiled, wickedly yet innocently.
"Honey, you guys are still too young to drink. You know that. Why would you even ask me that?"
Emmanuelle lifted her phone and began pushing a few buttons.
"I was just thinking... maybe I can convince you." She turned the phone around and a video was playing. It was a little hard to see it at first, but then it became very clear what I was watching. It was a video of me... in her room... picking up and sniffing the girls' panties. Then it shifted to my bedroom... with me masturbating with the panties to my face, looking out the window. The sound I'd heard! I must have been Emmanuelle recording me from the doorway.
Shit! I was busted! Fuck! Julia's angry face, screaming at me flashed in my mind.
"Honey... um... I don't think you should have that on your phone. It's... um... it's not what you think. I was just..." There was no excuse that would get me out of this one.
"Hmmm... it looks exactly like what I think it is. You're a panty-sniffing pervert, daddy. You like jacking off while looking at my friends and you like smelling their panties. And I think my mom needs to see these videos right away." She started clicking buttons on her phone again. "At... google... dot... com," she continued.
"What? No, honey. I think I can help out at the party. Anything you want. Just... just don't send that to your mom, ok?" I was begging, pleading her not to ruin me and my marriage. "Please. I'll do anything you want."
"Ok, if you insist daddy," she said, smiling. "I'll let you know what to buy for us. And we'll talk more about the entertainment, too." She stood and started walking towards the stairs when she stopped. She turned around and put the sucker into her mouth then did the unthinkable. She hooked her fingers into her shorts and pulled them down a little. "Maybe you want to...," she teased, touching her panties.
"No, honey. That's... that's ok," I stammered, shaking my head.
"Oh, but I think you do." She pulled her shorts down and off and then her frilly, black lace underwear. I could see her shaved pussy, clear as day, as she walked over to me with her panties held out. I could feel my pulse racing, my cock moving to full hardness in the pace of a few seconds. "Here... a present for you for saying yes."
I took the panties from her hand, reluctantly, and held them while she giggled, turned and walked away, her bare ass swaying. She watched me, sitting there, just holding the warm, silky material as she ascended the stairs.
"Bye daddy," she giggled as she turned down the hall, leaving me alone again.
I let out the breath I didn't know I was holding and noticed my hand was shaking. Shaking because I really did want to smell her. And shaking because she knew it. She knew the truth about me. And what she knew could end my marriage... my job... my happy life even. I was completely at her mercy.
When I knew she was gone, I looked at her panties and just that one look ignited my desire. My pulse was racing and I was breathing hard. I slowly lifted her panties to my nose and smelled them, closing my eyes as her scent hit me. Oh, god, I'm so screwed.
*****
Julia left early on Wednesday morning. I drove her to the airport for her flight to Nashville. It was difficult to see her leave, although she had no idea why I felt that way. This wasn't the first business trip she'd been on. But I held her tight after I dropped her off at the curb and gave her a kiss. She just looked dumbfounded and told me I was acting strange. After she walked into the terminal, I drove back home, thinking that this was going to be a long week and a half.
When I got home, Emanuelle announced that she was going to go take a shower and giggled. It's like she wanted me to be perverted. She actually seemed to enjoy teasing me, controlling me. I was strong, however, and didn't grab her underwear... this time.
But I did have to rush into my bedroom and masturbate. I barely got to my bed before my pants were down and my hard dick was in my hand. God! This is ridiculous! I couldn't keep living like this.
There was a soft knock on my door, interrupting me mid stroke. Then the door suddenly opened and Emmanuelle came in wearing only a towel.
"Daddy!" she said holding her phone up as she recorded me. "You are so bad!"
I threw the covers over me, hiding myself from her.
But she just laughed. She turned her phone and tapped a few buttons. "I have something for you... from the other day."
My phone dinged as I received her text message. I didn't move, didn't even breath. My hand still held my throbbing erection under the covers, just waiting for her to leave.
"There," she said. "Have fun!" She giggled again as she turned and walked out of the room. She turned in the doorway, holding the door open still, like she was waiting for something. "Go on. Take a look."
I grabbed my phone from the night stand and opened the texting app. She'd sent me a video. My heart was starting to race again as I opened it and it started playing. It was a video of the girls undressing in her bedroom from the other day, taking off their clothes and putting on their bathing suits.
I closed my eyes, trying to deny how excited it made me. My cock started throbbing and my hands were shaking again. Emmanuelle just giggled and shut the door saying "You're welcome" from the hallway. I threw the covers off and started beating off again, this time to the video.
All of the girls were incredibly good looking. And each one of them had a sexy body. But for some reason, my attention was focused on Abby. Her breasts swung heavily as she bent over and hung well against her body when she put on her bikini top, tucking them in to adjust the fit. Fuck! I can't even remember how many times I came watching that video over and over.
When Saturday finally arrived, Emmanuelle came into the living room in the middle of the afternoon to tell me to go buy them some vodka, and peach schnappes. I shook my head, but agreed to do it. When I got back from the store, Emmanuelle came up from the basement and took them from me before disappearing back downstairs.
It was 6:00pm when I saw her again. "Daddy? Are you ready to be our entertainment for tonight?" she asked.
"Listen... This is going too far..."
"But daddy, you promised," she pouted. "And I know that mommy will be very, very mad if she sees that video."
I sat up, holding my hands out in protest. I closed my eyes and shook my head in defeat. She had me. I was completely trapped. "No... no... that's ok. You're right. I did promise. What do you want me to do?"
"Thank you daddy!" she beamed in a little girl voice. "I want you to wear something that you don't mind getting ruined. Like some old shorts and t-shirt. You never know how things will turn out. And I want you to disappear until 8:00 and then be in the basement waiting for us. I'll tell you the rest then."
"Disappear?"
"Just go into your room or something. I don't want you bothering my friends."
I nodded, not wanting to do this, but not having much choice. I turned and started to go upstairs to my bedroom.
"And no jacking off. There'll be plenty of time for that later," she giggled, yelling up to me.
I just looked at her, bewildered. None of this was making any sense to me. I walked up to my room to let her get on with setting up the party and changed my clothes. I found an old pair of cotton shorts that I used to sleep in and an old concert t-shirt. What in the hell was she planning?
Then I just lay on my bed and turned on the TV. But my mind wouldn't let go of what tonight might bring.
I heard the girls arrive, with a lot of laughing and giggling. They were not the quietest of girls. And then I heard them out back at the pool, with loud music and splashing. I got up and glanced out the window at them. They were in their bikinis again but this time they were drinking and dancing as well as jumping in the pool. I could feel my body getting excited as I wondered what was going to happen tonight. What in the hell was Emmanuelle planning?
The sun was getting lower when my alarm indicated it was 8:00. Nervously I made my way down to the basement, making sure I wasn't seen. I was surprised when I entered. The chairs around the TV were moved around a little, moving them away from the center of the floor and separating the couch from them.
Two sheets were set up along a diagonal between two walls, blocking the corner from sight, the corner that housed the couch. And in the center of the room, the coffee table sat with a deck of cards, a pack of condoms, lube, wipes, and shot glasses. I guessed the liquor was outside with them.
I was still wondering what the hell this set up was when Emmanuelle came down still wearing her tiny bikini.
"Hiya Big Daddy," she giggled.
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It was a beautiful spring day as school, my first year of college, and I sat in Ms. Myers English class. Everyone had left for the day, but here I sat, in detention. My crime? I was caught looking at porn on my phone during class. I didn't break school policy and get on the internet or anything... I was just looking at pictures and videos on my phone itself. Why is that a crime? Besides... I'm an adult now.
Now I was sitting in the front row and I occasionally glanced up at Ms. Myers. She sat behind her desk and was glancing at my phone... the phone she confiscated... the phone with all the nasty pictures on it. It was obvious she didn't want me to see her doing it, but I could tell. She paged through them, slowly checking it all out.
Before everyone had left for the day, she called my step-mom and told her to come to the school for a meeting. Great. I was so in trouble. By this time, the school was nearly empty and I guessed it would be a couple hours before the cleaning crew came in. So we just sat there, with the sun dropping in the blue sky... waiting.
My step-mom, Emmanuelle, arrived at about 3:30, 45 minutes after classes let out. She came to the closed door to the room and knocked. Both Ms. Myers and I looked up and Ms. Myers got up and opened the door for her, urging her to come in before closing the door behind her.
Emmanuelle was wearing a spring dress with very high heels, something she did a lot. She liked what it did to people. She liked how they looked at her... especially men.
"Ms. Germaine, good to see you. I'm Veronica Myers. Glad you could make it," Ms. Myers said, taking Emmanuelle's hand. Ms. Myers was a younger woman, probably in her early 40s. I had no idea if she was married or not. Every day she wore dress slacks and a nice blouse with flats. While Emmanuelle dressed for flash and looks, Ms. Myers dressed for comfort.
Emmanuelle shook her hand quickly. "It sounded urgent. Is everything ok?"
The two walked over to Ms. Myers desk and stood in front of it... right in front of me.
"Well... It kind of is," Ms. Myers said, grabbing my phone from her desk. "I caught Vince on his phone in class today, looking at... well... porn." Both of the women looked at me sternly.
"Porn?" Emmanuelle said scathingly. "You're looking at porn at school? What has gotten into you?"
I bowed my head in shame. What could I say?
"I saw a couple videos and pictures on it... pornographic... and... and you seem to be in at least some of them," Ms. Myers said, embarrassed.
Emmanuelle's gaze moved from Ms. Myers back to me again. Shock was all over her face. "I've told you a million times, son," she said sternly.
"Yes, mommy," I whispered, bowing my head even lower.
She moved over to me, her anger very obvious as she grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet. "You know what's going to happen now, don't you? Don't you?" she asked loudly.
"You're going to spank me," I murmured. I was sorry... not that I looked at porn... and not that the porn on my phone involved my step-mom. I was sorry I got caught by Ms. Myers. I should have known better.
Emmanuelle led me over to Ms. Myers desk and told me to drop my pants. I unfastened them while they watched, with Ms. Myers watching in shock.
"I'm sure you'd rather punish him at home, Ms. Germaine," she said quickly.
"No, no. Just like a dog, you have to punish boys with their infraction very fresh in their minds." My pants were unfastened but still around my hips when she pushed my shoulders, telling me to bend over Ms. Myers' desk. I felt humiliated, but it wasn't the first time she'd done this.
"But this is..." Ms. Myers continued. "This is rather irregular."
Emmanuelle grabbed my jeans from the rear and pulled them down, letting them fall below my knees. She did the same with my boxers. My bare ass was now exposed for all to see. She smacked it with her palm, hard, and I grunted but kept silent otherwise.
"Normally he's such a good boy," Emmanuelle said while spanking me.
"He is," Ms. Myers agreed. She sounded both shocked that this was happening and... excited. She was doing nothing to stop my step-mom. "He's very polite and generally does what I tell him. It's just... pornography isn't appropriate. Especially at this college."
"Oh, I understand completely," Emmanuelle said, swatting me a few more times. My ass was starting to get warm and tender. Between swats she caressed it, sending shivers all over my body. She knew exactly what this was doing to me. She wanted to do that to me. This wasn't to punish me. "You know you're not supposed to do that, don't you boy?" she asked.
"Yes... yes mother," I said softly. But I knew the truth. I knew that that was exactly why they were on my phone. Emmanuelle made sure they were there. She wanted me to look at them, over and over, all day long.
My cock was getting so hard from having my ass spanked and stroked. Every now and then her fingers strayed to play with my asshole or even touch my balls and I couldn't help but grunt or whine.
"Why were you looking at porn, boy?" Emmanuelle asked.
I licked my lips. My mouth felt so dry. "I'm sorry mother. I was... I was feeling horny mother," I admitted.
"Oh my," Ms. Myers whispered.
"Well, you know how young boys are, Ms. Myers. Young, dumb, and full of cum. Right?" Ms. Myers was flabbergasted, stunned into silence for a moment. "They need to have their... energies... directed and controlled. It takes a strong hand and a strong woman to do that. Don't you think?"
"I... I suppose..."
Emmanuelle smacked my ass again making me grunt once more. "Isn't that right, Vince. You need mommy's firm hand to control you, don't you? Control that horniness. Otherwise you'd just keep getting into trouble."
"Yes mother," I whispered. God, my cock was so hard and long the head was bumping into the side of the desk every time I moved.
"My partner and I work with him all the time on this," Emmanuelle admitted, smacking my ass again. "He seems to be horny all the time."
"Your partner?" Ms. Myers asked. "Is his father..."
"Oh, his father passed away a few years ago. I've been pretty serious with a woman and she's moved in recently... well a few months ago at least."
"I guess maybe that was the other woman in the... pictures and videos."
I could only guess, but Emmanuelle seemed to smile at her. "Isn't she gorgeous? She's the sexiest woman I've ever met. And let me tell you, she knows how to lick pussy, if you know what I mean."
"Ms. Germaine!" Ms. Myers gasped, obviously embarrassed and shocked.
"She's training Vince, here, too. Isn't she Vince?"
"Yes mother," I whined.
"Your... your son?"
"My step-son really, but yes. He helps us sometimes, too... make videos, take pictures. It's fun to watch them again later, too. And... we like keeping him excited." Emmanuelle grabbed my shaft from behind and stroked it. "Oh, he's so excited now."
Ms. Myers seemed to be having a hard time taking all this in. "He... he helps you make videos?"
"He's really good at it. I think he might do that for a living some day. He's good at picking out good story lines and situations. Finding the right angle for a good cum shot. But, more than that, to tell you the truth. It's his cock you see in the videos, too. But we didn't want anyone to see his face."
"Oh my god... you're... you're fucking your son?"
"Hell yes I am!" Emmanuelle answered matter-of-factly. "Have you seen his cock? It's fucking huge!" She let go of my shaft and grabbed the back of my shirt. "Here baby, turn around. Show this nice lady your cock."
"I... I understand but... oh my..." Ms. Myers was definitely excited now. I could definitely tell by her voice and her breathing, let alone how she stood there staring.
My cock was throbbing as Emmanuelle grabbed it and stroked it, showing it to Ms. Myers.
"If I'm not giving him a handjob, I try to fuck him a couple times a week, if I can," Emmanuelle said. "Oh my god it feels so good." Emmanuelle was stroking me harder and faster now, making my cock rage with need.
"What?"
"That's nothing... my partner tries to do it even more. I swear she's addicted to his cock. I try to curb her enthusiasm, but you know how it can be."
"I... I don't know what to say," Ms. Myers admitted.
"Here, touch it," Emmanuelle suggested, taking her arm and leading her closer to me.
"I don't know... this is not right..."
"I'm his mother, don't worry. Be honest, have you ever seen such a beautiful cock in your life?" Emmanuelle lifted my shaft and moved it this way and that, giving Ms. Myers a really good look at it.
"No... It is big..." Ms. Myers hand moved forward as if she wanted to touch it, but was afraid.
"Right!" Emmanuelle said excitedly. "That exactly what I said." Emmanuelle went back to stroking me, encouraging Ms. Myers to lay her hand on my shaft herself, too. "About six months ago I was working late and Vince was at home with my girlfriend, Andrea. Well, she was drunk, of course, and ended up spilling her drink all over his crotch. She said it was an accident, but I know she did it on purpose. Well, she made him take off his pants and boxers right then and there. Right in the living room, mind you! She grabbed a towel to help clean him off and then before you know it she's giving him head."
"Oh my gosh!"
"And then she fucked him of all things! In the living room, on the couch, her big tits flopping everywhere. And to top it all off, they made a fucking video of it and she made sure to send it to me while I'm at work, sitting at my desk, trying to meet a deadline."
"Oh my god," Ms. Myers gasped. "I can't believe she did that! What did you do?"
"I can't believe she did it either," Emmanuelle said, helping Ms. Myers' hand slide up and down my shaft. "Yeah, just like that, Veronica. Slow and easy, but a firm grip. God, he's hard, isn't he? Here, put this one on his balls." I groaned. I was turning to mush as I often did around Emmanuelle. She loved teasing me like this. But to get Ms. Myers in on it, too!
"At first I was angry as fuck! I mean, who wouldn't be? My girlfriend was fucking my step-son, right? But then when I focused on his cock... God! It was... it was to die for. The first time I saw it, Andrea could barely fit it into her mouth. She was trying so hard, but she was gagging before she got very much in. And then watching it destroy her pussy, oh my god, that made me so wet. She was screaming it was stretching her so much. I could've swore it was going to rip her in half. I had to masturbate right there in my office while I watched it."
"Oh my god," Ms. Myers said again. She couldn't believe what she was hearing... and seeing. "At your desk?"
Emmanuelle was nodding and smiling conspiratorily. "I had my feet up on my desk and three fingers slamming into my cunt. I almost fell out of my chair. I was lucky I wasn't caught!" she giggled. "When I got home, I just had to see for myself! Here, Veronica, why don't you get down on your knees. Yeah, like that," Emmanuelle said, both of them getting down on their knees in front of me. My cock was rock hard and was right in front of their faces.
"What did you do?"
"I got there late, so they were done by then. They were sitting in the living room watching TV as if nothing had happened. When I asked about it, they just giggled. But I was so fucking hot I demanded to see it for myself."
Emmanuelle stopped, her focus directed at helping Ms. Myers give me a better handjob. By this time, Ms. Myers was the only one stroking my cock. Emmanuelle was moving behind her.
"And?" Ms. Myers asked.
Emmanuelle broke into a huge smile and giggled. "All three of us fucked for hours." She rested her chin on Ms. Myers' shoulder while her hands moved around her body. I couldn't really tell, but I knew she was teasing her breasts and opening her blouse and pants. "After that night we just couldn't help ourselves," Emmanuelle continued, nuzzling into her neck and kissing her there. "We did anything and everything we could to make sure he was hard all the time... flashing him," she said opening Ms. Myers' blouse and bra. "... touching him," she said cupping her breasts and pinching her nipples. "... masturbating in front of him," as she slid one hand lower and obviously played with Ms. Myers' pussy. "We've been able to keep him hard like this for hours."
Ms. Myers was moaning, her eyes closed from the pleasure Emmanuelle was giving her, but never stopped stroking my cock. Emmanuelle looked up at me. "Do you like how hot and wet your teacher is for you baby? Her pussy is heavenly... so wet and soft. And I bet her mouth would look so good stretched around your fat cock. What do you think?"
"Yes, mommy," I whispered and groaned. "She is very sexy, mommy. I'm... I'm going to cum soon. I need to fuck her mommy. Please?"
"No, baby. I have something even better in mind for right now." Emmanuelle returned to whispering in Ms. Myers' ear as she played with her breasts and pussy, just loud enough that I could hear. "Look at how big he is. Doesn't that dick look delicious? You should taste him, Veronica. Having that much man-meat in your mouth is heavenly." Ms. Myers looked at my cock as if it might be her last meal. I knew she wanted to suck on me, but her brain was keeping her from doing it. She was having trouble getting past that I was her student.
"He's getting close," she whispered as Ms. Myers moaned softly. "You know you want to. You know he wants you to. And I'm his mommy and I say I want you to suck... his... cock."
"Oh fuck," Ms. Myers moaned again. She was breathing hard, her level of excitement extremely obvious. She slid forward the few inches and engulfed the head of my cock into her mouth. I groaned as the wet heat enveloped the crown and her tongue swirled over it. It was... fuck!
"There you go! That's a good girl," Emmanuelle praised her, her hands working harder now on Ms. Myers body. As Ms. Myers got closer and closer to her own orgasm, her groans and moans vibrated in my cock sending me closer and closer to my own.
I couldn't believe this was actually happening! My step-mom was playing with and encouraging my English teacher to suck on my cock! It was a fantasy come true! I could feel her mouth and lips and tongue all over my cock. And then her hands continued to play as well, driving me absolutely insane.
"Put your finger right... here," Emmanuelle told Ms. Myers, guiding her hand between my legs. Oh, god, I knew what she was up to. "There you go, circle his little asshole, just like that. Just like I'm doing to you."
"Oh my god," I whispered, so close to my orgasm now.
"Oh, he's ready," Emmanuelle moaned. "Slide it in, Veronica. Finger his ass."
Ms. Myers moaned herself as Emmanuelle pushed her finger into her ass. And my moan quickly followed as her finger pushed into mine. God, she was driving me crazy! I couldn't help myself and I came, hard, spraying my load into her mouth. She had a hard time keeping it all in and was practically gagging as it oozed out the sides of her mouth and dripped from her chin. At one point she could take no more and pulled back, only to have two sprays land on her face and neck.
"Oh, yes, that's a good girl, Veronica," Emmanuelle whispered approvingly. "Taste all that yummy cum of his. Isn't it delicious? Now you know why I fuck my own step-son. And now that you're in our little game, you can have him at school any time you want, any way you want." She put one hand on Ms. Myers throat while the other grabbed her hair from the back and tilted Ms. Myers head back. She began kissing her, hard and deep, thrusting her tongue inside her mouth as they both tasted and played with my cum.
Emmanuelle and I got dressed after that and quickly left the school and drove home. She made sure to tell Andrea what happened and made sure I knew that whatever Ms. Myers wanted from me, I was to give her, too.
It was embarrassing going to class every day and seeing Ms. Myers. I could see the mix of shame and desire in her face every time I looked at her. I tried to keep a low profile in class, tried not to bring any attention to myself. And it worked... at least for a few days. But I could tell she was looking at me a lot. I could tell she was thinking...
A week later at the end of class, she called my name. I walked over to her as all the other students practically ran out the door. I was nervous, wondering where this conversation would go.
"Listen, I know that what happened... complicates things."
I shook my head. It did complicate things. Especially when I wasn't sure what was going to happen now.
She bent forward, whispering. "I have to tell you, though, that I... I can't get what happened out of my head," she said softly. "I've actually had a couple dreams about it and... well... it excites me."
I didn't know what to say, so I just stood there and nodded.
"I can imagine that someone your age has a lot of girls in his life," she continued. "And with your mom and her girlfriend at home teasing you constantly... I can imagine you go through a lot every day... thinking about all that... sex." She looked nervous, as if she had no clue what to say. I was nervous myself, but I kept quiet.
"I know I'm babbling," she laughed. "An English teacher at a loss for words. I guess what I'm trying to say is... that... I liked what happened... and I want to do it again." She smiled shyly as if she'd made a decision to be bold and wondering if it was going to work out. "I was wondering if you could stay late again... and... maybe... show me what Andrea's been teaching you."
I smiled softly. It was going to work out just fine.
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Charles smiled deviously as he hovered over Rebecca. It had been just too easy to capture her and have her transported to him. The Alliance was pleased with his work and this obviously helped his specific goals. She lay on the bed, stomach down, her hands resting under the small pillow holding her head. She had been drugged, so wasn't very responsive to him, but he wasn't here for her pleasure.
He lifted her hips until she was just barely resting on her knees and then grabbed beneath one leg, lifting it into the air. She slightly grunted as he pushed himself into her, feeling her warm wetness engulf him. He thrust into her again and again, pulling her leg a little higher to open her up wide. She moaned beneath him with each thrust.
He couldn't resist taking her and knew that she wouldn't remember this anyways. Her body was certainly made for this. He looked over her tattoos, guessing that it was my work. His hand traced the lines until he found the power. He wasn't experienced enough to know what it was, but he could feel it. He was jealous of my skills and it frightened him. His jealousy had turned to anger and then a desire for revenge when he saw me with Alison. It seethed inside him when he saw me work with her and start to teach her about the power.
He would do anything to destroy me. And the Alliance was happy to help him. They feared everything they didn't understand. They feared everything they couldn't control.
*****
I sat outside in the rain, head in my hands, tears streaming down my face. How could I have come to this? How could my life have turned from being so complete, so incredible, to being so torn apart so quickly. I attempted to feel the power of the earth, to use it to help guide and heal me. But it was like grasping a shadow. I could sense its presence, but I couldn't connect with it.
It was nothing like before, when the power surged through me and was moved by me.
I looked up as a car drove by, seeing the dreary grey that was the city on this Spring day. I wondered if I'd ever be able to find you again, if I'd ever be able to make up for what I'd done to you.
I remember watching you throw your clothes into the suitcase. You were crying, not understanding what had happened to me. I was just so angry at everything. And my anger made me do terrible things, to you and everyone else around me. I had somehow enjoyed causing you pain. While you writhed on the bed beneath me, my power torturing your once pleasurable spots, I was... laughing... enjoying it. You screamed for me to stop, unable to make me, as the pain suddenly flared again and again, in one spot and then another. The pleasure we had together was slowly disappearing, slowly being replaced by pain.
*****
Charles thrust harder and harder, holding hard onto Rebecca's hips. Her face was pushed into the pillow again and again. She had such a nice pussy, so wet and inviting. He grabbed her hair, pulled her head back. She moaned in her near-unconscious state.
"This is what a real man feels like, baby," he whispered forcefully. "Take it all bitch."
He came with a grunt, one last, deep thrust into her. He pulled out and dropped her leg, making her hips fall to the bed. She groaned, letting out a gasp of air.
"Now to business, my dear," he said straddling her back, sitting on her ass. His wet cock fell onto her lower back as he lost hardness. He reached to the night stand and grabbed a small bottle. He opened it slowly, smiling as he thought about the pattern he was going to draw. This was going to be so much fun. He was sorry he couldn't be closer to witness the outcome, really. But in the end, he'd watch the Alliance take me and torture me to make sure I couldn't use the power ever again. Then his revenge would be complete.
He opened the bottle and pushed a finger into the slimy salve. His hands moved across her back, trying to find the best spot. "Mmmmm," he moaned when he found it and began tracing the character. My power might be complete and a lot stronger, but he still had knowledge. He could still be dangerous.
Rebecca winced in pain as the character seethed, searing her skin. He smiled and felt his lust surge, felt his cock go hard again. He enjoyed seeing the pain, hearing the moans of agony. He enjoyed knowing that his victims would forever be influenced by his ability.
He finished the character and watched as her skin burned with it almost like an open wound. This was going to be so much fun. It was hard to believe that one character could start my ruin. But that one character held the most powerful emotion of any. Jealousy.
*****
Thunder pealed overhead, making me smile as a strong, beautiful memory swirled through my mind.
We were sitting on the floor in the back of the shop, barely clothed, facing each other. We'd already been together for many months, enjoying each other's company, knowing that we were meant to be. The rapture that my Master had promised was coming to fruition. I would have thought it was already there, except every day was better than the last. I dared to even think how incredible we would be in 10 years... or a lifetime.
Our arms were outstretched towards the other, our palms almost touching. Our auras were just touching, sliding along the other's. A faint cackle of energy could be heard as we watched the shimmering between us. It was... magical... and we smiled and laughed as it tingled. I could sense your body responding to me as my energy enveloped and swirled, penetrated and teased.
You moaned and then giggled as it swirled near your nipples, causing them to instantly harden. It felt like my tongue, tracing around them, my lips caressing them with a kiss and a suckle.
"Damn you," you said panting and smiling.
"Oops," I laughed back. "My bad."
I showed you how to help direct the energy around you, how to feel it, how to move with it. You learned to feel others around you. Learned to trace their energy with your own. I felt your energy slide into mine and stroke my cock, making it begin to harden. I imagined your lips caressing it as it moved into the depths of your mouth, your tongue tracing lines up and down it.
"Payback's a bitch," you giggled.
I wasn't sure how much more I could take. We were both so hot, so excited, and it was building rapidly. I knew you wanted it. You were mine, to do with as I pleased. You were my Yin. My smile ceased and I looked at you with pure desire. I wanted you. I came up to my knees and pushed you, encouraging you to lay back.
You could feel my energy become more forceful, more demanding. I lifted your knees into the air and let my hands slide down your inner thighs, stroking them. Your pussy was hidden behind the thin material of your thong, but I could tell you were as excited as I was. Even without reading your energy, I knew what you wanted, what you needed. I closed my eyes and felt your aura, exciting me. We were so good together. When I felt strong, you became weak. When I was weak, you became strong. Our energies were so complimentary.
My hands met at your sex, framing and cradling it. I pulled the thong aside, exposing you. I licked my lips, desire completely evident on my face. I leaned down and bit your thigh lightly, making you moan. Your hands grabbed behind your knees, holding your legs apart, leaving me to my task, knowing what I wanted. I licked down your thigh, coming close to your damp pussy, barely touching it. You writhed, lifting your hips, wanting me, needing me. You were breathing heavily and wanted to cum so badly.
"I love you," I whispered.
"And I love you."
My hand squeezed, gathering the flesh of your mound between my thumb and fingers, and stroked your clit as if jerking a cock. Your hips rocked beneath me, enjoying the feeling. The fingers of my free hand parted your labia as I slid my tongue between them, licking slowly and deeply. I loved tasting you. I loved feeling you trembling beneath me when I pleased you like this. I took my time, teasing and touching you, feeling this was such a wonderful moment in time. Loving you was incredibly erotic and fulfilling.
You loved watching me as I became so absorbed in my task. I longed for you deeply and it showed. You knew I would do anything to give you pleasure. You only had to ask.
My left hand cradled and slid up and down the shaft of your clit as I licked it tenderly. I pushed fingers from my right hand into you, watching as every wonderful inch slid between your tight labia. It was so erotic watching your pussy envelop my fingers and I moaned at the sight. I slowly fucked you, pushing up against your g-spot, driving in deep.
"Fuck yeah," you moaned loudly. "Fuck me just like that." I loved it when you talked dirty to me, when you expressed exactly what you were feeling. We were open books to each other, knowing exactly what the other needed and desired.
Little did I know we were being watched by outsiders. Little did I know that this was the last good memory I would have of you.
*****
Rebecca came home that night, complaining of a headache. We never suspected anything and let her prepare dinner as usual. I wish I would have thought betrayal was even possible, but my history with Rebecca was long and pleasant. Without the sigil, this would never had happened, and I was so wrapped up in you after our afternoon of loving, that I didn't feel the evil in her aura.
She slipped the sleeping potion into our drinks and served us as always. We sat down and ate, talking and laughing about the day's events. When the sleepiness hit, we thought it was just natural and went to bed.
Rebecca was watching us all through dinner, her anger at both of us growing. She hated that I met you. She hated how she wasn't given the power or taught to access it like you were. When we went to bed, she gave it an hour before she snuck in. We both were laying there, almost too passed out to even finish getting undressed.
She laughed to herself as she walked over to your side of the bed. She slapped your ass several times, making it pink, calling you all sorts of names. Tonight was the night she would take her anger out on us. She undressed and slipped onto the bed, straddling your back, sitting on your ass. She scratched your back with her nails, carving lines into your skin as you winced beneath her. She wanted to make you pay so badly. Wanted to make you suffer as she had.
She reached down and retrieved the salve from the bed where she had set it and dipped her finger into it. Very deliberately, she traced the pattern taught to her, using her fingernail to etch it into your skin. She wanted the pain to be deep and lingering. She felt the heat on her own back as her sigil flared, although she felt it was simply her own emotions, her anger, her jealousy.
She laughed when she finished and saw the wound on your back pulse, the flesh turn dark red and blister. This was your just desserts, she thought. This would haunt you for a long time. This would make you weak, make you regret being with me, make you regret even living. It would be half of the wedge that was driven between us, making room for her. It was... Sadness.
When she finished, she moved to my back and sat on me the same way. Laughing she traced the sigil on my back the same way, dragging her nails in the new pattern, making me bleed so that the salve entered deep into my flesh.
She wasn't as angry at me, blaming most of her misfortune on you, but I was still partly to blame. So I had to be punished, if only a little. She had been told that this would only be temporary, that it would be reversable. She was told that she would be the one to save me and that I would cling to her out of gratefulness. They were so good at lying and in her jealous state, she believed every word.
This sigil was more intricate than the other, so it took a little longer. My power tried to rouse me from my sleep, but couldn't fight the potion. It tried to keep the salve away, but was too weak. When she finished, she bent over and kissed it, hoping it would help bind me to you. But this was a very wicked sigil, a very evil one. It was... Sadistic.
She moved beside the bed and turned me over. Her hand went to my cock and stroked it. Even in my sleep she was able to make it harden, at least enough. She straddled me and pushed it into her, pushing down hard to embed me fully. She rocked forward and back, fucking me, her hands cradled her breasts and teased her nipples hard as she told me how much she loved me, how much she wanted to fuck me like this forever.
*****
I walked down the street, searching for you. I had hoped I would sense you, would be able to find you somewhere nearby. I had no idea you were 800 miles away, trying your best to hide. You didn't want me near you. Being bound to me by my own tattooing made it difficult to do. But you could feel my power over you weaken every hour. You knew you'd be able to resist this.
You cried relentlessly, not knowing what to do about it. It was hard enough to figure out the cause, let alone the cure. You thought it was just because of leaving me or because of what I'd done to you. Luckily a stranger was kind enough to help. He was an Indian Healer and was familiar with the energy. He could read that your aura was terribly unbalanced. He wanted to help you. He had no idea how, but thought he should try. You were desperate and accepted.
He went to your hotel room, needing some privacy in which to work. He felt it for the first time when you turned away from him. It pushed at him, wanting him to go away and not interfere. You could feel is seething on your back, almost hissing at him like a snake. The sadness struck again and you began to cry, suggesting he leave. When he didn't you were more insistant, telling him to leave. But still he didn't. You turned towards him, yelling when he struck you, hard, knocking you to the floor unconscious.
*****
I sat outside the shop, moving through the ancient form my Master taught me. It was the same as when he'd first taught it to me, when it was just movements of the arms and stances with the legs. There was no real meaning to the form, no energy, no meditation, no breathing. It was simply movement. My movement wasn't as relaxed as it used to be, the postures more difficult to maintain. Where it used to energize me, now it made me tired.
I felt lost. I felt abandoned.
I looked at my shoulders and noticed my tattoos were beginning to fade and it saddened me. My Master never spoke of a time when my power might fade. I had believed I would have it forever, that I would teach others to follow in my path as he taught me.
Rebecca sat on the stoop watching me, smiling encouragingly. She had been there for me ever since you left. We had a long history together and I knew she wanted to be with me. It was a shame it wasn't meant to be between us, at least not completely. Her power didn't compliment mine, but contradicted it. But now, without the power, without the very thing that made you and I complete, there was nothing keeping me from her.
I finished, sweat sliding down my body. My shirt was off and I glistened in the lamplight of the night. My head downcast, I was breathing hard from my exertions, another thing that had not happened to me in a long time. Rebecca came to me, took my hand and led me into the shop, locking the door behind her. The shop was already closed for customers, so we moved to the backroom, where there was a small bed.
It saddened me to look at it since it reminded me of you. I remembered the many nights we had making love on and around that bed.
She moved us to it and kissed me before sitting down on the edge of the bed. Her hands grabbed the waistband of my pants and began unfastening them. She smiled up at me longingly, teasingly, as she pushed them down, exposing me. Her hands grasped my hardening cock and began stroking it, wanting it to become even harder. Her lips covered the tip in a small kiss, her tongue stroking the head.
I groaned as I felt her pleasure me, felt her lips envelop my cock and suck on it. The stud piercing her tongue pressed against the underside of my hardness, wonderfully teasing me. I remembered how much more exciting and fulfilling our lovemaking was, how you could make me nearly climax in seconds from just touching me... especially once you learned to control the power. I was so lucky that you had entered my life... so saddened that you were no longer there.
I felt the anger welling up inside me, the perverse sexual delight. I grabbed Rebecca's hair tightly and forced my cock further into her mouth until she was choking and gagging. I pushed deeply time and time again, forcing her to gag on me, keeping her from breathing. When I finally pulled back out, I watched as every inch slid from her mouth. When her lips merely encased the tip, I struck her cheek with my free hand, delighting in the pain she was feeling. She whimpered and moaned, but didn't release me.
*****
You became aware of lying on the bed, of feeling the cool comforter against your naked skin. You started to struggle, but couldn't move, the bindings were too tight.
"Let me go you fucker," you seethed in anger.
But he ignored you. His hands hovered over your back. He could feel the wretched sore etched into you. He wondered briefly who would do such a thing to you. He saw the tattoos and knew they weren't causing you suffering and pain, not like this invisible sigil was causing.
"I said let me go!" You pulled at the bonds, desperate to escape.
"It'll be done in a minute. Be still."
He began chanting, his hands stroking your back. At first it was excruciatingly painful, as if your skin was burning. Then you felt your skin crawl, felt it move on your back. It was trying to fight him off, trying to lash out at him. You wished it would succeed.
You felt him grab it, felt him pull it away from you, ripping it off your skin. It was painful as it ripped away from you, but every inch became much less so. Every inch left you stronger.
It finally pulled completely away, leaving you stunned. Everything seemed... different. He was still sitting beside you when you felt your power surge in you, stronger than ever before. You felt it shove him back, throwing him to the floor. You felt it loosen the ropes holding you, as if invisible hands were at work untying them.
You sat up, smiling, refreshed, freed. You didn't bother covering yourself up as you helped the old Indian to his feet, thanking him for his help. He was kind and wouldn't take money. He kissed you on the forehead and saw himself out.
You quickly packed your bags and ran into the street towards the bus station. You had to get back to me.
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"Ok, I'm here. What in the hell am I supposed to do? Serve you drinks?" I asked. I wasn't being too nice about it, either.
"Daddy... you're going to have to change your attitude. When this is over, you're going to be thanking me."
"Somehow I doubt that," I said.
"Trust me," she giggled. "Tonight is a dream come true." She took my hand and led me over to the corner, split the curtain and urged me to sit on the couch. "This will be much better than any video. And just so you know, I'm taping the entire thing so we can watch it later."
She pointed to the small, hidden camera set at the top of the curtain, where it was anchored to the wall. I never would have seen it if she hadn't pointed it out. Was she trying to get more blackmail material? I was getting in way over my head.
As I sat there she pulled a pair of handcuffs out from under the couch. "Turn around," she said, taking one wrist in hand and wrapping the cold metal around it.
"What the hell?" I asked.
"Just give me your other wrist," she said, pulling it behind me and cuffing it too. Now my hands were trapped behind my back.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
She giggled. "Silly question, daddy." She grabbed a bundle of rope from beneath the couch, too, and began wrapping it around my left ankle and then tying it to the leg of the couch. "I'm making sure... that my friends... have every opportunity... to do whatever... they... like... to you." And with those final words, my right ankle was tied securely to the leg of the couch, making me completely helpless. I couldn't move.
She stood and grabbed a scarf that was tossed on the back of the couch. "And just so they think you won't be able to recognize who they are... and they won't be able to see who you are..." She tied the scarf around the top half of my face as a blindfold. But I was able to see, a little, through the thin material. "Can you see?" she asked.
"No," I lied.
"Daddy... you're supposed to be able to see. I want you to. I want you to be able to see *everything*," she giggled. Emmanuelle began sliding her hands over her body, sliding one inside her bikini bottoms and obviously touching herself.
"Em... what the hell are you doing?" I asked, just looking at her, my cock throbbing from watching her masturbate.
She pulled her damp fingers free and licked them clean, while I helplessly watched. "I'm giving you a really big gift. I know you want to fuck my friends, daddy. I've watched you masturbate while you watch them. Tonight's your chance."
I was... dumbfounded... to put it mildly. Her stating that left me in complete shock and all I could do was just sit there. I could feel the cool metal of scissors on my stomach and watched helplessly as she cut up the middle and on both arms, until my t-shirt was dangling and she pulled it free. Then she sliced through my shorts and underwear on either side of my hips and pulled that useless cloth away. And within the space of a few minutes, I was completely helpless and completely naked, my cock pointing skyward at full mast.
"Mmmm," Emmanuelle said appreciatively, sliding the tip of her finger on my leg, moving so close to my cock. "Very nice, daddy." My cock was starting to swell under her gaze, moving towards my full erection.
"Baby, we can't," I practically moaned. I wanted her touch so badly, but I wasn't sure it was right. "I'm your dad."
She licked her lips almost longingly and then slid her hand into her bikini bottoms again. "*Step* daddy," she said softly, her eyes never leaving my cock. I watched her close her eyes in pleasure before she pulled her damp fingers free again. "I'm sorry I don't have panties for you this time, daddy," she whispered moving her hand towards my face and swiping her wet fingers over and around my lips. "Hopefully this makes up for it."
She giggled and turned away, closing the curtain behind her. I heard her dash up the stairs to go back to her friends. I could smell the fresh scent of her cunt on my lips and tentatively licked it. God I felt like such a horrible person for enjoying her taste. I wanted this. I wanted all of this!
It was really quiet as I sat there, waiting. I could hear faint laughing and joking, but couldn't tell if it was the girls or if I was just imagining things. I have no idea how long I waited, but it seemed like hours. I finally heard them coming into the house, still giggling, and then coming down the stairs. I started to feel scared, wondering if they'd recognize me... wondering if they would be upset that I was there.
Then they were in the room, hidden from view by the sheet, but I could hear their low voices.
"Is that where he is?" one asked.
"Mmm hmm," I heard Emmanuelle respond. "Ready and waiting for us."
"Oh my gosh, I can't believe you did this!" exclaimed another.
"My present," Emmanuelle giggled. "Wanna see?"
A chorus of yes broke out among the girls and they giggled. I could hear them come closer and I heard the gasps as Emmanuelle parted the curtain to let them see. I could barely see them through the thin material of the scarf, but I didn't let them know that. They were all in bikini tops, but most of them were wearing shorts below.
"And all tied up for our pleasure I see," Hannah commented. She was the most flirtatious of Emmanuelle's friends. While she was a little on the chubby side, she had a good body. And her personality meant she'd be an adventurous fuck.
"Why is he blindfolded?" asked Lilly. She was a small woman, shy, with a bit of a bookworm appearance. Her bikini was the least racy.
"So he won't know who you are and he's forced to feel everything you do to him. You can do anything... and I mean anything you want with him. Feel free to explore your naughty side." Emmanuelle giggled. "He calls himself Big Daddy... for a pretty good reason... and is waiting for you to use him in any way you like."
"Ooh... just seeing a cock like that gives me ideas," Hannah said.
"Mm hmm!" Abby added. "I'm first!"
"Huh uh," Emmanuelle said, shaking her head. "We play a game to determine who gets to play with him."
Lilly asked "What game?"
Emmanuelle smiled. "I call it Predator and Prey." She backed up and started to close the sheet. "We'll be back, Big Daddy. Don't you go anywhere..." She giggled.
I could hear the girls make their way over to the table while Emmanuelle explained the game. "We're going to play War. Every time there's a war, the winner gets a point. When you get 5 points you get to have 10 full minutes with our lucky man-slave. After 10 minutes, we set for the next 5 point line, reset the deck, and start all over again. Aces are low and kings are high. Every ace laid down earns everyone a shot. Any questions?"
"Anything we want, right?" asked Hannah. I got a little nervous by that question. What in the hell was she thinking about?
"He's all tied up... so... yes, anything you want," Emmanuelle said, matter-of-factly. "Anything else?"
"What do we do while someone is playing with him?" Abby asked.
"Anything you want. You can just watch the movie... or even sit and listen. If the person agrees, you can even go in and watch them."
"Oooh!" one of the girls said. "Yum!"
There was a period of silence where I figured all of the girls were just thinking about what they wanted to do to me and what questions they might have for Emmanuelle.
"No? Then lets get this party started!"
The girls hooted as they supposedly sat down around the coffee table. I could hear the cards being shuffled and some small talk start up as the movie started on the TV. From the sounds of the opening, it sounded like the first scene was in a strip club... but it seemed male-oriented. The girls commented on how hot the actors were and what they'd like to do to them as I heard them start the game, slapping cards down on the table.
"You're going down!" one of them said.
"Uh oh," one said.
"WAR!" they all chorused together.
Cards were slapped down until there was a winner, Abby, and after she took a shot, they were playing again.
I was in total suspense, completely helpless, and I wondered what in the hell this evening was going to be like.
"And... that's mine!" Hannah yelled at last. "That's five bitches!" I could hear her excitement as she stood and made her way to the curtain while the other girls hooted and hollered. "There you are," she said just loud enough so the other girls could hear her. "I've been waiting for this!"
I watched her make sure the curtain was closed behind her before she moved closer to me. I could hear her excited breathing as she knelt on the floor between my spread knees.
"Mmmm... look at that cock!" she said approvingly as she wrapped her fingers around it and began stroking it. "Definitely bigger than any of the other's I've seen." I watched her, pretending not to be able to see at the same time and saw her put some lube in her hand, helping her slide even better up and down my long pole. God it felt so good and I was so damn hard already.
It felt so good I grunted, making her giggle and moan softly.
"I love feeling your hard cock sliding through my fingers. It's so fucking hot," she said, her hand continually sliding up and down my shaft and twisting over the crown. "I love it when I can jerk a big cock. My pussy is just dripping wet right now."
My cock was throbbing hard as I watched her one hand sliding up and down my shaft while the other slid below and was moving over her unseen pussy. God this girl was going to make me cum!
"You know where my other hand is Big Daddy? In my wet pussy! I bet you'd like to watch me playing with my little hole, huh daddy?" she said softly.
I could imagine just that... just watching her play with her pussy, watch her slide her fingers deep inside and then strum over her clit over and over.
"Fuck!" I grunted and squirmed a little, as much as I could at least. I tried not to let my voice give me away and it seemed to work. She didn't stop doing a thing.
"I'm a horny little cock slut," she whispered, bending down and licking my cock from my balls all the way up to the crown, then swirled it around the crown making me groan. "You like it when I lick your cock, don't you? Like a naughty little slut should?"
"Mm hmm," I quickly groaned as I felt my cock jumping excitedly. I was so happy that Emmanuelle let me surreptitiously watch this!
"I can tell," she said, her hand continuing to stroke my shaft as she suckled on the head. Her spittle overflowed, dripping over my shaft.
"Fuck!" I whispered as the feelings closed on being overwhelming.
It only made her giggle and back down on her stimulation. She wanted to make this last. "Mmm... I like to play with your wet, sloppy cock."
My brain was near shutting down as the pleasure just overwhelmed me. My body was shaking, but somehow I wasn't cumming. She was so good at keeping me right on the edge.
I watched helplessly as she squeezed my cock with one hand, while with the other, she torturously swirled her fingertips lightly around the crown.
"Two more minutes!" I heard Emmanuelle yell from the other side of the curtain.
"Ok!", Hannah called back. Then she lowered her voice. "Mmmmm... It's time Big Daddy."
Fuck it was about time!
I grunted and closed my eyes, loving the feelings that were flowing all over my body. Then I felt something different... and immediately opened my eyes. Hannah moved her free hand down to first my balls, cupping and stroking them, and then lower. I felt her fingertip circle my asshole and it made my body clench.
She giggled and pushed harder, forcing her finger inside me. I was completely helpless and I couldn't stop her. I wanted to tell her to stop, but I couldn't risk giving away who I was. All I could do was grunt, which only made her giggle and go even deeper into my ass, while her other hand stroked my cock harder and faster.
"Mmmm... I think that turns you on," she whispered. "I like to play with your wet, sloppy cock. I like to jerk it... and rub it... and finger your little asshole."
I was moaning with every breath now. I couldn't believe how good this felt. I pulled at my bonds of both my hands and feet, straining my muscles until I thought I was going to break something.
"Oh, fuck!" I moaned loudly.
I could hear the girls on the other side of the curtain giggling at my predicament and Hannah's skill.
"Oh my god, Hannah! What are you doing to that poor man?" one of them yelled loudly.
"Leave some for the rest of us!" another chimed in.
"Oh, don't you worry," Hannah yelled back. "There will be plenty more left even after I'm done with him. I know this bad boy will be able to go all night long if needed. He's got a nice cock."
"One minute!" Emmanuelle yelled. I could tell her melodious voice from the others and wondered what she was thinking about right now. Was she wishing it was her doing this to me? Was she even wanting to do this to me? Was she fingering herself envisioning her own hand stroking my cock like Hannah was?
"You hear that? Not much time left now," Hannah whispered.
I was so damn happy to hear that. She'd taken me to the edge over and over again and I really needed to cum. I was panting and moaning, every muscle in my body tensed and ready for a huge release.
"I'm ready for it... are you?"
I could feel her finger swirling inside me, playing against my prostate, sending strong waves of pleasure all through my body even as she tortured my cock. My butt lifted off the couch as I tried and tried to make myself cum. But she was so good at keeping me right on the edge.
"Cum for me!" she said. Suddenly her hand moved faster up and down my shaft, twisting at the head, and it was going to be enough to make me explode.
I could barely hear anything. It was like a train was running through my head, but I knew I was grunting loudly as I came hard sending ropes of cum into the air. My eyes were twisted shut hard and every muscle in my body was tense, contracted hard.
I felt her hands leave my cock and ass and opened my eyes a little to see her wiping my cum off. It was splattered all over her chest and face and she slid her hands over her body to scoop it into her mouth.
"Wow..." she smiled. "That was fun!"
I let air out in a little laugh and let my body relax into the couch. I could barely keep my eyes open long enough to watch her stand, straighten her bathing suit, and open the curtain to join her friends to their hoots and hollers.
I laid my head back on the couch and breathed. God, I'd never cum so hard before and have never felt to drained before. I could hear the girls shuffling the deck of cards as they settled back in for the next round.
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*Listen to "I'd Come for You", by Nickelback. In the original story, I put the song lyrics into the text following along. But, since they're copyrighted, I felt I should remove them. But the song was definitely a part of my writing this.
I stared at the ring in my hand, not believing I'd come this far, this fast. The small diamond glistened in the sun. I'd known Rebecca for several years and at one time had actually thought that she was the one. I thought I'd be happy with her for the rest of my life. It took me some time, but I realized it was not my soul saying that. Now time has come back, full circle. I could no longer say for sure if she was or wasn't the one. She'd convinced me that she was, that there was no one that would love me more. She convinced me that we were destined for each other.
All because I pushed you away.
I remember when I first met her. My martial arts Master had recently passed away and I was distraught. The police said it was a random shooting, one of many that have plagued the city as of late. I was completely heartbroken. But the power within me, the power that he showed that existed in me and helped me control, helped me cope. I would practice my form almost endlessly, letting the power flow around and through me, feeling it surge as I moved it. The power was my life.
I had opened a tattoo parlor just a few months ago, something to have a little money coming in. I remember being behind the store practicing when she walked by and saw me. She was a teen at the time, no more than 18. She was so innocent looking and so curious about life. I felt something for her as she stood there, watching me. My movements were easy, powerful, and almost hypnotic, and they drew her to me.
*****
You were writhing below me, loving every touch, every whisper as I made love to you. You rolled us over so you were on top, looking down. Your hair cascaded into your face, partially obscuring me from your sight. You could see the rapture and desire flowing through me shine in my face. My eyes were wide, looking up at you, my pupils dilated and black. You could feel my body moving beneath you, complimenting your movements, driving up into you, wanting to feel you. My cock pulsed with life deep inside you sending shivers through your body.
You could feel the power surging around us, mingling and swirling. It bound us together closer than anyone else. It was more than sex, more than love, it was... destiny.
We clasped hands, our fingers interlacing as your hips moved forward and back, pulling me deeper into you. You felt my cock twinge, exciting you, making you smile and laugh as the pleasure swept over you again. You moved my hands to your breasts, begging me to caress and stroke them as you leaned forward, trying to push your clit into me. You could feel my hands pinch the flesh of your breasts between them, massaging them. You could feel your nipples jab into my palms and be hardened even more from it.
We were panting in synch, our bodies moving together so naturally. Your eyes met mine and our desire, our love, was instantly and intensly shared once again. We were both nearing our orgasms, the heat building up, your skin flushing. You felt it welling up from deep inside, ready to cascade over you.
A jolt woke you from your dream. 'Damn it,' you muttered. You could feel your body reacting to your dream and squeezed your thighs together to feel the pleasure once more. You were breathing hard and your nipples were hard beneath your t-shirt and bra and you vaguely wondered if anyone noticed.
It was going to be a long ride back home. But you needed to do it. You needed to find me. You needed to save me.
*****
I could see Rebecca's aura as she stood there watching me. It was so simple to read and I let my energy play with it for a moment, drawing her to me. There was something about the teen that attracted me instantly. She walk slowly, as if a little scared and excited all at once. She walked right up to me and stood in front of me. We were silently staring at each other. No words were necessary for how we felt. My energy had encased hers and was teasing her all over. She was breathing heavily, just enjoying my presence.
I held both of her hands when I asked her what her name was.
"Rebecca," she replied.
"Come with me," I told her and led her into the shop. We went into the back room where I pushed her up against the wall, our faces inches apart. My energy was teasing her body, making her so excited. Her eyes were wild with passion, not understanding the feelings that were going through her. They were so strong, stronger than anything she'd felt before. And I was so insistent on making her feel them that I didn't pay attention to my teachings.
I leaned forward and we kissed. It was a soft, slow kiss, and when we broke apart we both felt the loss of the other. I fell into her again and our kisses became more passionate. My body responded, pushing against her, wanting to feel her against me. My hands touched her in ways she'd never felt before and she became infatuated with me.
I didn't know if she was the one for me, but I had hoped so. I longed for the touch of another to help comfort me. She was incredible and I thought we could be good together. It was only a matter of time before I gave her a tattoo... before I changed her life forever.
*****
You could feel me, even at this distance. I was faint and far away, but I was still there, attached to you. You could almost see the energy cord that bound us together. You could tell that I hadn't created that cord. It had always existed. It was timeless. My tattoos and my power only enhanced it and helped our souls to see and feel it. We were destined for each other.
The bus pulled away from the terminal again and you lay back in your seat. You had hoped to fall asleep to your dream again. You wanted to pick up from where you left off. You wanted to feel me and feel the love that we shared. You closed your eyes and let your mind wander, the thumping of the road noise helping you relax.
We were driving down the coast, the ocean seemingly endless on the horizon through your window. The sun was shining down on us, warming us through the windows, but the breeze was keeping us cool. You lay your head back on the headrest and gazed out at the open water longingly. You always did love the water.
"So beautiful," you heard me mumble over the roar of the wind and turned your head to see me looking at you. You smiled, knowing I was talking about you and not the scenery. Your hand slid over and took mine and you squeezed it.
"Let's park somewhere," you suggested, smiling deviously.
I found a spot along the road and pulled over. You unfastened your seatbelt and moved over to me, your hand sliding beneath the seat, finding the seat lever and pulling it, pushing the seat back from the steering wheel. Then you unfastened my seatbelt and put your hands on my thigh.
"I've always wanted to do this," you smiled stroking me through my shorts. You leaned in and kissed me as your fingers unfastened the catch and pulled down the zipper, freeing me. Your hand pulled my growing erection free of my boxers and stroked me lovingly. I moaned into your mouth grabbing the back of your head, my fingers entwining in your hair.
I pulled you away from me, my control exciting you, and pushed you down until your mouth was just over my cock. Your tongue flicked out, stroking the head lightly, making me shiver. You loved pleasing me, making me so damn excited. Your hand continued to pump me as your tongue stroked against the head and then the shaft. You squeezed at the base and stroked up as I gasped in pleasure.
"Oh god," I moaned.
Your mouth covered the head and you sucked lightly, letting the warm wetness engulf me, and draw me in. Slowly you pushed my cock in deeper, my hand pushing on your head to make you hurry as my hips pushed up into you. I needed to cum so badly. Your head moved up and down as you sucked on me. You knew just what you were doing to me and loved making me so crazy with desire for you.
I grunted loudly and you felt my spray fill your mouth. You swallowed it, loving the taste, loving the fact that you could please me so much. Your hand stroked me, urging more from me, enjoying the feeling of my hardness.
*****
I didn't follow my teachers commands, deciding I knew well enough what was necessary. Rebecca and I had been together for two months now and it was time to make my mark on her. My Master had mentioned that this was the way we would be bound together, the One and I. This was how we would forever be linked in time and space, as it had always been done.
I laughed when I read about the necessary steps, knowing that they couldn't be necessary. Surely steps could be done differently. Why would I have to have Rebecca return to me? She was already here. I knew that step, at least, was a waste of time. I knew exactly which tattoo, which energy to provide her. It would be the one that both of us would benefit from the most. Pleasure.
It felt incredible to inscribe her with it and then to feel her reaction afterwards. She was delicious and insatiable as we fucked long into the night. And the next.
I felt the spray of the ocean hit me, startling me from my daydream, as I stood on the deck of the cruise ship. The large vessel was just barely rocking up and back in the waves. I had left Rebecca sleeping in the cabin so I could gather my thoughts. We had had a long morning together and I had been rough on her. I don't know why I enjoyed it so much and it bothered me. When I first met her she was so innocent and full of hope. I had perverted her life, created a monster, and was making it worse and worse.
I didn't like my life the way it stood. I longed for it to return to the way it was before... before you left... before the arguments and fighting and pain. The ocean looked so deep and inviting.... almost freeing.
*****
Charles watched from the upper deck, wondering if I would attempt suicide or not. It would be a fitting end, he figured, but it would be much more fun to torture and kill me himself. He was excited to see that I held no more power, that I was a puny man now. It was easy to convince Rebecca to go on the cruise, courtesy of the Alliance. So easy to make her believe she would marry me and then everything would be back the way it was.
But neither one of us would be returning from this cruise. The plan was already in motion. During the next port call, it would all be over. He returned to his cabin to prepare the rifle.
*****
You peered in the window of the shop, seeing only darkness inside. You were too late. I'd already left and you had no idea where to turn to next.
"Now what?" you asked, sitting with a huff on the stoop, exasperated. You put your head in your hands and shook it, slowly. This wasn't working out anything like you had hoped. You had expected to come back in the shop, to find me and somehow make things right again. You could feel the power surging in you and knew you could do it.
You took a deep breath and then suddenly felt the pull. It was like a single thread pulling on your shirt... lightly but incessantly, and urgently. You tried to center and calm yourself as we had done in our meditation sessions. You hadn't been able to practice much, but still remembered what to do. You felt your heart beat and breathing stabilize as each breath came in and out of your lungs.
Yes. There it was. You connected to it, felt it surround you and emanate from you. You felt it pulse with life, stronger than you'd ever felt it before. And you could feel me again... stronger than before, but still a distance away.
You flagged down a taxi and quickly pointed out the direction, speeding off.
*****
The boat eased into the dock with the help of two tugboats. Rebecca and I were on the upper deck watching as the passenger ramp was lowered. Scores of people both left and got on the boat. This was one of the last ports before we headed out for the Carribean for the next two weeks.
The sun was beating down on us, but the warmth felt wonderful. I felt very tired and leaned on the rail heavily.
"Hey!," Rebecca called cheerfully. "Want to play some shuffleboard or something?"
"A little later, ok hun?" I just need to rest for a while longer. It wasn't that I was really tired. I knew that if she wanted to go back to our room that I would find plenty of energy to give her. And I knew that she would very thoroughly enjoy it. But I was tired with how I acted and how I felt. I was tired with feeling empty and angry.
I was lightly scanning the crowd below when one figure caught my attention completely. It was strange and unbelievable. But it was almost unmistakeable. You! I felt my heart leap in my chest, my spirit soar with anticipation. And then it was dashed instantaneously when I spotted a man on the deck below carrying a rifle. He was watching you, too. Charles!
I don't know what came over me, but I started running. There was no way I was going to let you get away from me again. I forgot about Rebecca, I forgot about my aura, I forgot about everything... except you. All I wanted was to see you again. All I wanted was to keep that man from harming you.
*****
Charles looked over the edge, first scanning for me. Then he saw you. How could it be? You weren't supposed to be here. He could sense the power in you, stronger than I ever had it. His anger and hatred flared. You needed to die! He placed the rifle on the rail, steadying it.
*****
I rounded the corner on the lower deck and saw you standing next to a crew member, asking questions. Glancing above, I saw the slim nuzzle of the rifle sliding over the railing, pointed right at you. I ran, screaming, shoving people and baggage out of my way. Nothing was going to stop me. I grabbed you in a huge hug, practically tackling you when I heard the peal of the shot. Screaming erupted all around me as I set you down, pulling back as my arms released you.
I gazed at you... so happy to see you. My face beaming with joy. But I could tell you didn't feel the same. You looked surprised... sad. I sank to my knees dejected, sorrow filling me as you looked at me with pity... with revulsion. I felt my legs give way, with no reason to live any longer I collapsed to the deck. I felt I would just lie there forever.
I faintly heard other guns firing... of people dying. My head was spinning as a warmth spread along my back. I wondered what I had spilled that I was lying in, vaguely remembering the fruity drinks from the night before. I was so very weak and tired and didn't want to move. And even with the hot sun beating down on me, I felt cold.
Your face appeared above me in front of the sun, casting a glowing halo around you. I could tell you were sad and I so desperately wanted to bring back your smile again. You cradled my head in your arm, your hands stroking my face, pushing my hair away from my eyes. I smiled up at you, so happy to be near you again.
"I'm so sorry," I whispered, barely able to speak, my own tears of joy, sadness, and pain welling up in my eyes.
A tear drop fell on my forehead as you bent over and kissed me. I felt an electric surge shoot through me. It was an amazing feeling of heat, searing me from the inside out. I was numb so I couldn't feel the sigil being burned from my body, curing me of it's evil curse.
But I finally felt a closeness to you I hadn't felt for a long time. It was as if we were one again. I smiled, so happy. And then blackness.
*****
I woke up back at the shop spooning you, my arm wrapped around your body. Your skin felt so good against me. I could feel our power again, surging around us and through us. It was no longer separate, yin and yang. It was combined and powerful. I sensed your dreams and used the power to direct it to a happy place. You pushed back into me and I felt my cock harden against your leg.
It seemed like such a long time ago since I was lying in the hospital, just out of surgery to remove the bullet. You were there with Rebecca, waiting for me while I slept for days recovering. I was finally allowed to come back home and then was finally able to move around as myself again. As soon as I could move, I started practicing my form again, loving the feeling of the power surging around me. It felt so different from before, so much more wonderful.
Your body was warm against me and I remembered loving you the night before, tenderly... lovingly. You were on top, grinding into me. And it excited me. I remember my hand pulling your hair aside, cupping your cheek. My thumb pushed between your lips and you sucked on it, just like you suck on my cock, driving me to orgasm.
"Mmmm," you moaned, bringing me back to the here and now.
"I think someone's awake," I smiled.
"Awake enough to feel you."
"Good. Then perhaps you can feel more of me." I pushed into you, pushing my cock between your legs, forcing it inside you. You spread your legs for me, your hand moving down to help me move into you and to stroke my shaft. I kissed your neck from behind, panting in your ear as I moved in and out of you.
"I want to fuck you all day long," I moaned. "I don't ever want to stop." My cock pulsed inside you and you groaned in response, your hips pushing back against me.
"Yesss, do that to me," you whispered. I could feel your excitement growing fast.
I smiled as I watched your ivy tattoo begin to sliver down your body. But I kept pushing into you. Your pussy was so wet, so warm and inviting. As the tattoo wrapped around your ankle, binding your hands and ankles together you, you finally spoke.
"You're a bad, bad man," you giggled.
I laughed back as I pushed you to your knees. "Yes I am." Your face was resting on the pillow, your arms extended back between your legs bound tightly. You couldn't move at all. I moved behind you and lay beneath you, pulling your pussy down to my waiting tongue. You were so exposed and so open. There was nothing I couldn't do to you, and I planned on taking full advantage of it. I extended my tongue as long as I could and pushed it up into you, slightly wiggling it.
"Oh, fuck," you gasped.
"Mmmm, it's been way too long, my love."
Your pussy was so wonderful tasting and I couldn't help but bring you to several orgasms. Your voice was nearly hoarse from screaming again and again. I released your bonds and lay you down to rest some more.
I heard a grunt and an orgasmic wail from the other side of the door and slipped on my robe to investigate. I opened the door somewhat surprised by the sight greeting me. Rebecca was sitting on a stool, the piercing gun laying just off to the side. A young woman was sitting in front of her, one leg draped over Rebecca's back as Rebecca serviced her pussy. I vaguely remember the woman coming in to have her nipples pierced, but that was hours ago. I smiled, shaking my head.
I could see Rebecca's aura caressing the woman's, could see how much pleasure she took in treating her well. There was heat and passion between them, something that was going to build over time. I had already destroyed Rebecca's sigil, the one that had caused everything to happen. It was difficult to blame her because of it. But I knew she wasn't supposed to be with me. I knew that I had made a mistake and created something that was wrong.
I closed my eyes, seeing the power all around me, seeing the thin bond between Rebecca and I. I knew I couldn't destroy it, but very gently, I removed it from me and placed it on the woman. When I opened my eyes again, they were in each other's arms, embracing.
I turned and closed the door, returning to bed, and you.
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"Ok, Hannah starts back over at 0. Abby has 4 points, Lilly and I both have 3. We're going to 10 points this time. Ready?"
"After listening to that? You bet I'm ready!" one of the girls said, giggling.
I just rested, barely listening to the girls playing as I replayed what had just happened over and over in my mind. At one point I felt completely ashamed at what I'd done. But that quickly faded again when I remembered how hard I'd just cum and how excited Hannah had just made me. God I was a mess.
I don't know how long they played, but it didn't feel that long to me. I was dozing in and out and could hear the girls talking, calling out to each other, taunting each other. And finally Emmanuelle announced the winner. Lilly. They shyest girl in the group.
I barely knew anything about her. And barely even thought about what she'd look like naked. She had never been on my radar. Especially with the other girls around.
The girls were hooting and hollering again, egging Lilly on. When she opened the curtain, she looked so shy and embarrassed. She came in, closed the curtain behind her, and moved closer to me. She was looking down at my cock with her hand over her mouth in shock. She was close to giggling she was so embarrassed.
"I've never done this before," she admitted as she stood there.
"Well," I said softly. "It's not like I can stop you from doing anything you want."
She giggled. "I don't even know what I want."
I felt my cock twitch as I thought about her being a virgin, of me being her first. God, the things I could teach her!
"Maybe... just touching me."
She licked her lips as she reached down, closer and closer to my cock. It was getting so hard now, starting to stand proudly. I felt it pulse when her fingertips grazed it and I let out a little moan. She smiled at me, still embarrassed, but emboldened that she could pleasure me.
Her fingers slid down my length, feeling the ridges and bumps, the soft skin over the very hard interior.
"I don't hear any fucking in there!" one of her friends yelled.
Lilly moved her hand away. "I'm... I'm getting there!" she yelled back.
"Oh hell you're not going to waste this opportunity," her friend said back. Seconds later, Abby opened the sheet and looked inside.
"Hey!" Lilly yelled.
"Hey yourself," Abby said, moving inside. "I'm not going to let you waste... this... whoa," she said, looking down appreciatively at my erection. "That's a nice cock! You need to ride that thing like it's your last chance to ever fuck 'cause you won't see many cocks like that!"
"But... I don't want to... you know... fuck him..." Abby looked at her, a little shocked. "I'm sorry."
Abby waived off her objection. "No matter. We'll do something else, then. Put your foot up," she instructed her. She had to help Lilly move up onto the couch, one foot on either side of me, as she stood towering above me. I watched her body, her bikini-covered pussy so close to me.
"Move forward," Abby told her, holding her hips. Lilly was so close to me I could almost smell her. She could surely feel my excited breath on her thighs and I leaned my head back on the couch. When Abby pulled her hands away, she pulled the strings on her hips, pulling her bikini bottoms from her.
"Abby!" Lilly squealed.
"Oh hush. You won't have to do anything but stand there," Abby said.
Lilly's pussy was so beautiful. Even through the haze of the blindfold I could tell and I felt my mouth already watering at the sight of it.
Abby suddenly moved forward, probably pushed by Abby, and slid over my face. "There!" Abby said. "Lick her."
Lilly tried to move away, but couldn't. I assumed Abby was holding her in place. Lilly's pussy was right there, so I extended my tongue and began licking her. I wished I had my hands to help, but I was going to have to do what I could.
I could hear Lilly's breathing get faster as I licked deep inside her pussy, sliding my tongue up and slowly fucking her with it before sliding back and flicking over her clit.
"Oh... Oh yeah," Lilly moaned.
"Put more weight on his face," Abby said. "Fuck his face."
Lilly started moving her hips up and back and put more weight on my mouth, helping me lick and suck even better. She put one hand lightly on my head and I looked up and saw her other hand resting on the wall for balance. Her head was lowered, looking down at me between her covered breasts as I sucked on her clit. She tasted so good. I could eat her like this for hours.
I felt Abby's hand on my cock, stroking it and at one point sliding it into her mouth and groaned. She giggled, stroking me for another few seconds before standing again. Lilly started cumming on my mouth and I felt her body trembling. It was surprising she was able to stand still, but I assumed Abby was helping to hold her up.
"There you go... there you go. That was a nice orgasm! Wait now..." Abby said. "Take a second." Lilly pulled back off my tongue, only an inch away. "Enjoy it... enjoy how it feels. You did that. You used him to feel like that. You used his mouth and tongue to make your pussy tingle just like that. You liked that, didn't you?"
"Yes," Lilly whispered, licking her lips, her eyes closed.
I felt her pussy juices running down my chin and neck and took a second to taste her. God she tasted good! And her pussy was right there... just an inch away. I moved my head forward and extended my tongue to lightly slide over her sensitive clit.
"Ooh... look how eager he is for you, Lilly! Look at that tongue. Just searching for you... looking for your pussy again. He wants more. Are we going to give him your pussy again?"
Lilly hesitated but her body suddenly fell forward again, settling on my face once more. Without even a second thought I began licking her again. I did want more. I wanted a lot more.
"Until your time is up, just do that a couple more times. Cum and then rest, then do it all over again. You know he wants it. You know he likes it. So go for it. Ok? Do what feels good. Do what you want. Use him to get what you want."
I couldn't see or hear Lilly's reaction, but the remainder of her time was spent just like that. She'd cum all over my face and then she'd pull back. She'd tease me, making me lean forward to find her pussy again, then she'd sit on my face even harder.
When her time finally came, she got off the couch on shakey legs, got redressed, and then walked out to the cheers of her friends. I lay back, panting, tasting her on my lips and tongue as I wondered if I'd ever get the chance to do that again. And then the thought hit me... what if they found out who I was? Would I be sent to prison? Would I be completly ostracized?
This was getting out of hand... wasn't it? I was doubting everything that was going on, everything that was happening to me. I struggled with th handcuffs around my wrists and knew I'd never get out of them. Then I pulled at the rope at my ankles, trying to break that free. But it was no use. Emmanuelle had tied me up well.
I could call out... but then everyone would know it was me for sure. I was truly trapped... truly at their mercy.
As I sat there, the girls started the game once again.
"Ok, Lilly now has 0. Hannah has 3, Abby has 9, and I have 8. This time we're playing to 15," Emmanuelle said.
Emmanuelle and Abby were in the running for the next round. I started getting scared. What if Emmanuelle wins? What in the hell would I do then? And the more I thought about it, the more I pictured us in different possitions. I pictured her doing things to me step-daughters shouldn't be doing. And the harder my cock got.
"Yay!" the girls finally yelled again.
"Finally!" said Abby. "I've been waiting all night for this."
The others laughed and seconds later, she pulled the sheet open and came inside. Without wasting a second, she pulled offer her bikini top and bottoms, getting herself completely naked. And her body was exquisite! Her breasts were everything I'd hoped for and her pussy already looked wet and ready.
"My turn," she said as she stepped towards me. "I'll have you know that my nipples are already so fucking hard for you." She moved onto my lap, her knees on either side of my thighs, and massaged her breasts as I helplessly watched from behind my see-through blindfold. I could feel the heat from her pussy just an inch from my cock.
"Don't be shy... why don't you taste these perky nipples. I know you want to." She leaned forward and held her breast, directing her nipple right to my waiting lips. I licked and sucked on one, then the other, under her complete direction. "There you go," she moaned encouragingly. "Bite them a little... yeah... mmmm... just like that." I nibbled on her nipples, loving how hard and responsive they were... and how responsive she was. I could tell she really loved teasing me like this. It excited her just as much as it did me.
"You're so fucking greedy," she said, watching me suck on her nipples. "I love how fucking wet your tongue is and love watching it on my body. You know what else is wet? Another part of the female anatomy." She pulled her breasts away from me and moved to stand above me, just like Lilly did.
"Oh my God, I'm so fucking horny," she whispered, her hand stroking her pussy just inches from my face. "Do you see how fucking wet I am for you, Big Daddy?" she said, smiling down at me, almost... knowingly. "God my pussy is tingling." Her fingers were swirling around her clit and then sliding deep inside her pussy before emerging shiny and wet.
"Oh, fuck... suck my pussy, daddy. Eat my pretty little pussy," she commanded as she moved her hips forward and pushed her pussy right onto my mouth. "Oh fuck that feels good."
God, she was a horny bitch. She ground her pussy into my mouth, sliding it all over my face. I didn't have to move at all as she would move her clit into my mouth for me to suck, then slide forward until my tongue slid deep inside her vagina, then even more until my tongue pressed against the tight sphincter of her ass.
"Fuck, daddy!" she said loudly. She grabbed my head and looked down at me while she kept her clit on my tongue, watching my tongue circle and caress it. "That's it, daddy... right there... right on my clit. Oh, daddy, I'm going to cum all over your fucking face. Ooooh fuck... suck my clit... yeah... just like that."
I watched her eyes close tightly, her face contort in pleasure, and felt her body tighten above me as she squeezed my face tighter against her pussy. It only took a few more seconds before she came right in my mouth. God, she was sweet too! I couldn't believe this was happening to me.
"Holy shit!... Oh God... oh yeah... Fuck that felt good!" she said patting my head. She leaned over and kissed me, hungrilly licking her own juices from my face and driving her tongue deep into my mouth. She sat on my lap and her hot pussy rested right against my cock. It wanted to be deep inside her. I wanted to fuck her so badly right now, but she had other plans still.
"A good kisser, too. Hmmmm... I'm liking this. I like having you as my little toy. Let me get down on my knees and put that big dick in my mouth." She slid off my lap and slid to the floor between my legs, her hands sliding around my hard shaft. She licked the tip slowly and seductively, looking up at me the whole time. "Mmmm... damn, you're so hard for me. Let me stroke you a little."
I groaned as her hands slid up and down my length, making me groan. She giggled and licked me again, swirling her tongue over the crown of my cock. I was getting so close to my own orgasm.
"Can I taste a little? Hmmm? Cause you know I really want to." Without waiting for an answer, she drove my cock deep into her mouth, almost gagging on it as she tried to take it all inside. Her mouth was so warm and wet and was really exciting me. Every time she pulled her mouth away, her hands would take over again, continuing to stroke me. "Oh yeah... so fucking big... I like sucking dick, daddy. I like sucking your big dick. Do you like watching me? You like watching my mouth on your big dick?"
I couldn't help but answer her. It was so true... I loved watching her suck on my cock. "Yes," I grunted, forgetting all about my blindfold.
She giggled. "I bet you do. I bet you've dreamed about this, haven't you? I bet you've fantasized about my mouth... my lips and tongue all over your cock, while you masturbated... just like this" She kissed my shaft and licked it, sucking on the crown to emphasize her point, all the while watching me. "And I bet you've fantasized about your cock being squeezed by my pussy... while you're fucking me. Haven't you?"
I licked my lips, so close to my orgasm that my cock was pulsing and swollen. "Yes," I whimpered. I hoped she could hear the urgency in my voice. I hoped that she'd let me cum.
"Mmmm... you're a dirty old man. I like that," she smiled seductively. "I like that you think about me like that. I like the thought of you stroking your cock while thinking about me. Do you know how wet that makes me?" She slid a hand down, out of sight, for a moment. When she brought it back up, she raised it high for me to see. Her fingers were glistening wet, her juices making sticky strings between them. "Very wet. God I need to fuck you... right now."
She stood up and moved onto her knees on the couch, straddling my legs.
"5 minutes," her friends called out.
"Plenty of time to fuck your brains out," she whispered, grabbing my cock and sliding it back and forth against her wetness. She eased it inside her and slowly pressed down, encasing my cock until it was buried deep inside her. "Oh fuck you're so big!"
Faster than I would have expected, she wrapped her hands around my neck to steady herself and began to move her hips forward and back, sliding my cock in and out of her pussy, fucking me. God she was so wet and so tight! She was everything I'd fantasized about!
"I know who you are," she leaned forward and whispered in my ear. "Mr. Tanner."
"Oh my god?" I whispered back, knowing how much trouble I was now in. How in the hell did she know it was me? "You... you can't say anything. Please!"
"Oh, I won't. Not as long as I get to do this. I've always had a little crush on you, you know. You're really cute and sexy. And I'm not just saying that because I know you have a crush on me. I wanted to fuck you long before Emmanuelle told me you wanted to fuck me, too. Long before she caught you masturbating with my panties... watching me."
I was so embarrassed as I pondered my fate. She knew it was me... she knew and was fucking me. It didn't take long before she was practically bouncing on my lap, pounding my cock into her pussy, our bodies slapping together. And my mind shut down. All I could think about was her pussy wrapped around my cock, her breasts bouncing in front of my face as she leaned in and forced me to suck on her tits.
"Oh shit!" she said loudly. "Fuck! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna fucking cum all over your big fucking dick... oh fuck... oh yes! You like my pussy all over your big fucking dick don't you? Ooh! Ooh fuck, daddy!"
She was a loud fuck. She wasn't constrained at all and let the world know her orgasm was happening, screaming and fucking me harder and faster. Until she fell against me, her body convulsing in orgasm again. I tried to continue thrusting inside her, but it wasn't possible with my bindings. So I just sat there, feeling her hot body against mine, feeling her pussy convulsing on my still-rock-hard cock.
I heard the other girls laughing and cheering her on, telling her how hot that sounded to them. Then she sat up and smiled at me and kissed me, hard. She forced her tongue deep into my mouth until I couldn't breath. When she finally pulled away, we were both panting.
She slid off my cock and giggled as she looked at it because it was still so hard and so wet.
"Two minutes!" the girls yelled again.
"Only two minutes left. What are we to do? Hmmm?" she teased. I just swallowed hard, hoping I was going to get to cum. But in the end, it didn't matter. She was completely in control. But I perked up when she smiled and said "How about now it's your turn."
She slid off my lap and dropped to the floor between my legs, taking my wet cock into her hands. She started stroking me, very deliberately trying to make me cum.
"I want you to cum... all over my big tits and face," she said erotically. "I want to feel it on my skin."
I groaned, my orgasm so close now. She'd teased me for so long that I knew I was going to blow another load. I wasn't sure I'd have anything left after that, though.
She worked my cock, not even looking up at me again, keeping her hands constantly stroking my shaft and swirling over the head. I was continually moaning now, so close to the edge.
"Yeah... oh yeah... that's it daddy. Oh God I feel your cock twitching in my hands. You're so close... That's it, that's it. I want you to cum for me."
"Oh god," I moaned. And then I started cumming. Ropes of hot semen sprayed from my cock as she pumped it with her hand, forcing more and more out of me and I groaned loudly with each one.
"Ooh yeah... that's it daddy, cum for me! Cum all over my tits," she said, directing the spray onto her neck, chest, and face. "There you go... ooh yes... God your cum is so hot!" My body was incredibly tense as she drained me completely. Between Hannah and Abby I was certainly going to sleep well tonight.
"Oh yeah!" Abby said. "Wipe that cum all over my tits." She used one hand to smear my cum all over her chest and even licked some from her fingers. "Mmmm... that was so good. How'd that feel?" she asked, giggling.
"Oh my god... I'm worn out," I whispered, laughing, trying to get my breath back. My heart was pounding in my chest.
Abby stood and put her bathing suite bottoms back on, holding her top in her hand, then she leaned over and kissed me, sliding her tongue deep into my mouth again. "Thanks daddy," she whispered. "I love fucking you." Then she stood, slipped out, and stood there while holding the sheet open, standing aside to show the girls what I looked like.
I could imagine what they saw... me, covered in sweat, breathing heavily, collapsed into the couch drained of all energy. They could see my hard cock slowly deflating, shining with her pussy juices soaked all over it. And her, with her chest and neck covered in cum. They laughed and clapped at what she'd done to me. She turned towards me making a kissing face, then closed the sheet behind her. The other girls continued cheering her on, giggling about the noises they heard and talking about what she'd done to me.
Blocked from view once again, I sat thinking about what had happened to me and tried to again break free of my bonds. But my muscles were even weaker this time. There was no hope of breaking free. How long was this going to go on? How many times were they going to fuck me? Was this going to go on all night?
I was down on myself for a long time, only barely listening to the girls talk and watch a movie. I had no idea what they were watching, but I could hear the unmistakable sounds of sex. How long had it been already? How long had this party lasted? I had no idea. With no watch and no clock on the wall to see, it could have been 2 hours or 10.
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Then the girls started cheering and clapping again. And one name being mentioned gave me a cold shiver. Emmanuelle. They were cheering on my own step-daughter. This wasn't going to happen, was it? I didn't know if I really wanted it to or not. My cock did, though. I could feel it growing in anticipation.
And then to my horror... or was it my fantasy?... Emmanuelle came through the curtain and closed it behind her. I watched her silently take in my body, my cock, for a minute before she slid forward onto my lap. Looking into her eyes I could see that the alcohol was getting her. She was drunk.
She leaned forward and hugged me, whispering in my ear. "Are you having fun daddy?" she slurred. I could feel the heat from her pussy against my ever hardening cock.
"Yeah baby... but..."
I felt her kiss my neck. "Me, too, daddy," she giggled. "This was a great idea, wasn't it? Everybody wins... my friends get to have great sex... on a really big cock... and you get to fuck all my friends... just like in your fantasies. Huh daddy?" She pressed her pussy down harder into my cock and began rocking forward and back, humping against me.
"Wanna know a secret, daddy?" she asked as she moved back to be face to face with me. Her mouth was an inch from mine, her hands around my neck as she continued her rocking movements. I could smell the alcohol on her breath and see her glazed eyes.
"What, baby?" I whispered.
She giggled and almost blushed. "I can feel your cock. I can feel my daddy's big, fucking cock." Her smile beamed and I felt my cock twitch at her words. God! Did she know what she was doing to me?
"I'm... I..." I stammered, trying to figure a way out of this.
"Wanna know another secret?" she slurred, giggling. She leaned against me again, holding me tightly, and whispered in my ear. "I've been wanting to see it for a long time now."
"Baby... I..."
"I loved watching you jerk off, daddy. It made my pussy so fucking wet. I loved watching your hard cock sliding through your fingers. Your cock was getting bigger and bigger... Almost every night I watch the videos I took and I get so fucking horny thinking about you rubbing your cock for me, sniffing my panties, thinking about me. You're so naughty daddy," she giggled.
"I know baby. I know it's wrong. I was wrong to do that. So wrong," I admitted shaking my head and lowering my eyes. "And this... this is wrong, too."
She slowly shook her head. "But your cock feels so good against me, daddy. Doesn't it?" she asked, sliding against my swollen shaft even harder. It slid into the space between her engorged pussy lips. Only the thin material of her bikini bottoms kept it out of her. "It doesn't feel wrong at all. It feels very... very... good. God, my pussy is so wet."
She pulled her hips away a little and reached down between us. Her eyes looked down at my erection as her fingers slid into her bikini bottoms. She swayed for a second and I wondered if she was going to fall off my lap. She giggled and caught her balance.
"I'm so horny, daddy. And... oh my god... you're so fucking hard." I could feel her hand bump against my erection as she obviously fingered herself. "Ooh, I've... I've fantasized about touching myself while you watch. While you watch and jerk your hard dick for me. So fucking hot," she whispered. "Would you like to watch me daddy?"
I watched her, helpless, as she writhed in my lap, fingering her pussy, getting so close to her orgasm. My cock was throbbing knowing her pussy was so close to me and I could smell her womanly scent. I watched through the sheer material over my eyes as she slowly raised her wet fingers between us and slid them over my lips and then pushed them inside. Instinctively, my lips closed on them, sucking them clean.
"I want you to fuck me... so bad, daddy. I want you to make me your naughty girl. I want to be your dirty fucking girl," she said, sliding her fingers in and out of my mouth as if fucking it. While I was still sucking on her delicious fingers, she slid her bikini bottoms to one side and slid my cock inside her. She stopped when the crown popped inside, trying to relax to get used to my size. She was so tight and it took a few moments of her slow pushing before I was fully inside her. Both of us were panting, wantonly, as she waited there a moment, just staring at me. Her mouth was slightly open in pleasure and I could feel her pussy squeezing me.
"Oh god, I need your dick so bad. Oh god," she moaned feeling me inside her, filling her up so completely. "Oh god yes!" She threw her head back and let out a deep breath. "Oh, it feels so good inside me."
Then she put her hands behind my neck and began sliding up and down, slowly. Almost excruciatingly slow. "Fuck me," she whispered. I wanted to just ram into her, to throw her down and fuck her like she'd never been fucked before.
"Oh my god you're so deep inside of me. Do you like it when I'm naughty and fuck you daddy? Like a naughty little girl should?" She was moving faster now, pushing me deeper and deeper inside her. "I want you to make me your dirty fucking girl, daddy. Don't stop fucking me.... don't stop... never... ever... fucking... stop." She was moaning, almost incoherently as she rose and fell on my cock. God, she was a wild woman!
She moved up and down, up and down, driving us both closer and closer to orgasm. I didn't think I'd have anything left to give, but she was going to make sure and milk me dry. A minute later, she stopped, mid-thrust, and I felt her pussy spasming. It was milking my cock as she came, dripping down onto me, her body trembling with delight. Her hands gripped my hair tightly on the back of my head, almost like she was going to rip it out.
Then, she relaxed. She was smiling. A naughty, knowing smile, as she panted and just sat there, staring at me.
"Thank you daddy. Fuck that was nice," she whispered and fell forward kissing me like the she wanted to suck out my soul. Her lips were firmly against mine and her tongue searched out mine, diving deep into my mouth. I almost couldn't breath she kissed me so furiously. I gasped for breath when she finally pulled away.
She sat back and began removing her bikini top. She tossed it aside and cupped her smallish breasts in her hands, squeezing them and pinching her nipples. "You like my boobs?"
I shook my head in amazement. "They're incredibly beautiful," I said honestly. She beamed in pride and leaned in, offering me first one nipple and then the other. I sucked the hard little nubs and nibbled on them, making her moan softly.
"I've fantasized about you doing this to me, daddy. After I caught you masturbating, I left my door open a little bit every night, hoping you'd come in." I groaned, her nipple still sucked into my mouth. "Hoping you'd come in and fuck me... any way you wanted. You can have me any way you want, daddy. My pussy... my ass... I've even fantasized about you jamming it down my fucking throat, daddy."
"Fuck baby," I whispered. I didn't know how to take this all in. I mean... it was a fantasy before. And now...
"I want you to fuck my mouth. Any time. I'll be your dirty little girl. Just for you."
She bent down and kissed me, this time more tenderly.
"Oh my god, I'm still so horny!" she whispered, sitting back. "Again daddy. Fuck me again," she whispered louder and started moving her hips all over again.
It took her longer to reach her second orgasm. And then even longer for her third and fourth, each time pounding down onto my cock moaning loudly until her body tensed and shook, her cream pouring out all over my groin. I finally came after her third orgasm, although I don't think I had any cum left to give her.
I didn't hear the girls call out the time limit and wasn't sure if we exceeded it or not. But Emmanuelle finally got off my lap and put her bathing suit back on. She unfastened my arms and legs giving me back my control again. She held both my hands for a moment, then turning with a satisfied smirk, she rejoined her friends.
****
It was only a week later that Julia had to leave for a quick trip to Chicago over the weekend. I hadn't seen much of Emmanuelle during the week, with me working and her running around with her friends. The few times we interacted it was with Julia present, so were like any other father and step-daughter.
Julia had left Friday night and Emmanulle wasn't around, so I spent the night watching TV and then went to bed. All night long my thoughts were of last weekend... of being pleasantly tortured by those girls for hours on end. And I could feel my cock harden at the thought. Even my dreams were affected... swirling with images of Emmanuelle and of us having illicit sexual encounters... even with Julia in the same room, seemingly unaware!
I woke up on Saturday morning with a really strong hard on and stroked it a few times. I knew it was wrong, but my needs got the better of me. I slipped out of bed and down the hall. Emmanuelle's door was closed and I watched in slow motion as my hand grabbed the handle and opened it. I felt almost on autopilot as I stepped inside her bedroom.
She lay on the bed, on her back, sleeping gently with only a sheet over her. She was wearing light green satin pajamas that she normally wore. I knew she wore loose shorts hidden underneath the sheet. My heart was thumping loudly in my chest.
Did she really mean what she said last week? Or was it just the alcohol talking? How huge of a mistake was I willing to make? Enough to lose my step-daughter? My wife? Everything?
I moved near her, just looking down at her peaceful face. Her lips looked soft and inviting and I felt my cock pulse in response. The desire I felt was overwhelming. I pushed a strand of her hair aside and stroked her face. Her head turned, her eyes opened, and she smiled at me.
"Hi daddy," she beamed.
My hand was just resting there on her cheek. I didn't know what to do. "Good morning baby."
She turned her head to snuggle her face more into my hand and then opened her lips, slipping them around my thumb, and sucking it into her mouth as her eyes closed. It felt like she was actually sucking on my cock and my body shook in pleasure.
After a minute, she opened her eyes and released my thumb from it. She licked it from my palm to the tip and smiled up at me.
Her hand slipped out from underneath the sheet and her fingertips slid along my hard shaft over my shorts. "Daddy? I want you to fuck my mouth. Please make me your dirty girl, daddy."
I grabbed the waistband of my shorts and slid them down and off my legs as she slid to the side of the bed and then fell to her knees on the floor. My cock was bobbing right in front of her face, pulsing with every heartbeat.
My lips felt dry and I licked them. "Baby, call Abby," I heard my own voice whispering. "See if she can come over soon."
Emmanuelle grabbed her phone off the nightstand and pressed the button to dial Abby's number with Facetime as her lips slipped over the head of my cock. I groaned at the heat and wetness of her sexy mouth as it slid down the length of my shaft. Abby's face appeared on the screen and she giggled at the sight of Emmanuelle's mouth stretched wide.
"Whatcha doing?" Abby asked, giggling.
Emmanuelle made a big show of sliding her lips up and down my cock before she finally released it, smacking her lips. "I'm sucking my daddy's cock. And we want to know how soon you can join us."
"Fuck! I'll be there as soon as I can. Don't you dare make him cum without me, bitch," she warned playfully.
Emmanuelle moaned and flicked the tip with her tongue. "Mmmm... we'll see."
Something told me this was going to be another long night.
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It was a difficult night. Even after she fell asleep cuddling me, worn out from our nearly 2 hour-long marathon sex session, she woke up later wanting even more from me. I was so tired and wanted to sleep so badly, but she was... insistent. And I dared not deny her in case she got angry with me. So, she didn't give me a choice.
I had my arms wrapped around her, holding her to me as we slept. In my twilight sleep, I heard the sounds of sex and then saw that at some point, Emmanuelle had retrieved my phone and she was watching a porn video. The light from the screen was bright, illuminating the room. The couple in the video were having what looked like to be a pretty good time, his vigorous fucking made her whimper loudly with every thrust. But my eyes closed and I dozed off again before I could really see much.
I don't know how long I slept before she woke me. I felt her body moving against me at first, as if she was restless. She was turned towards me now, her head was on my chest, as her fingers played in my chest hair. I heard her little voice whisper "Daddy, are you awake?"
Her voice roused me fully from my sleep, thinking that something was wrong. "Huh? What's wrong, pumpkin?" I asked. I suddenly felt a rush of guilt wash over me as I felt my stepdaughter's naked body move against my own. The memory of what we did just hours ago came flooding back to me. I pulled my arms from around her, trying to create distance between us.
"I feel funny again, daddy," she whispered in the low light.
"What... what do you mean funny, pumpkin?" I asked, turning onto my back and trying to rub the sleep out of my eyes.
"I just feel... kind of... I don't know... itchy and tingly again. All over," she said. She kicked a leg over mine, trapping my thigh between hers. I could feel her pussy grinding against my thigh. "My pussy especially."
"Pumpkin," I said, trying to pull my leg free. "Don't. You shouldn't do that."
"I need to, daddy," she said, moving her body so that now she was on her knees on top of me, grinding into my thigh. "It makes it feel so much better." I could see her naked silhouette in the light from my phone, which must have been lying on the bed. She rested her hands on my chest as her pussy moved up and back against my thigh. My cock started growing again, embarrassing me.
"But... pumpkin..."
"Can you help make it go away?" she asked. "I think if I keep rubbing it it'll go away." I felt my cock moving with her rocking motion, felt it bump against her. And she noticed. "Ooh, daddy! Can I ride it again? Please?"
She grabbed my shaft, her fingers curling around it and she stroked it a few times. "Oooh... it's so big..."
I wanted to make her stop, I really did. But her touch felt so electric. I gasped when I should have stopped her and before I knew it she was pushing me into her pussy. "Oh, God... baby... no..."
"Oh my God that feels so good," she hissed, barely phased by my attempt to deny her. I could feel her insides squeezing me tightly, adjusting to my size for a moment before she started moving again.
"Oh fuck," I whispered.
"Mmm, that feels so good." In the dim lighting, I could see her grab her own breasts, squeezing and teasing them. Her nipples slid between her fingers and she pinched and pulled them. "Ooh, yes!" she moaned. "That feels as good as it looked."
And then suddenly, she grabbed my hands and held them to her breasts. Her hands covered mine, forcing my hands to squeeze and maul her breasts. Her breasts were small and soft, her nipples hard and pointed on the tips. I was under her control, I reasoned, as I firmly gripped them.
"Oh fuck... yeah. Yes daddy!" she moaned, moving her hips faster and faster, sliding forward and back again and again. I didn't think I had another orgasm in me, but she didn't seem to even care. "Mmmmm... Oh, yes!"
The bed was squeaking with every move of her hips and I silently wished this wasn't happening. This was never supposed to happen. She was my step-daughter for God's sake. Even I know you don't fuck your step-daughter. But those damn chemicals! Yeah, they took away her depression... but they went too far. They made her into some kind of sex addict or something. I know they lowered her inhibitions, but mixed with her hormones and desire for sex, it made her insatiable.
"Fuck daddy! Fuuuuck!" she moaned throatily. I felt her body shiver, her pussy clench again and again, trying to milk me as she came.
She was smiling and laughing and kept my cock embedded in her as she bent down and kissed me as only a lover would kiss. It was surreal. Then she kissed me and tickled me like a little girl being so playful.
"Daddy... I... I saw something on a video. Will you lick my pussy?" I was stunned, uncertain how to respond. She moved her hips forward onto my stomach, releasing my still-hard cock as she slowly crawled up my body. Then she grabbed my wrists and put my hands above my head. She was giggling like a school girl.
"Baby... maybe we shouldn't do this," I said. "We've done enough tonight."
"But it's working, daddy. I'm feeling so much better."
"No," I said, shaking my head. I easily wrenched my arms from her and grabbed her hips, trying to dislodge her. I was easily strong enough, but she surprised me.
"Daddy! No!" she yelled loudly, striking me with her open hands on the head and face. "I want to!" She was suddenly turning violent.
"Baby! Stop!" I said, moving my hands to protect my face and then to grab her wrists. We struggled for a moment as she continued to strike me, but, in the end, she'd push my hands over my head and had moved her body up far enough that now her knees had my arms trapped. And her pussy was right over my mouth. I was suddenly scared. I could smell her wetness and her pussy was so close to me now, her labia swollen and flared open.
"I want to do it!" she said again, her anger subsiding, but still present. And now, in the position I was in, I would have a very difficult time stopping her. I couldn't use my arms at all.
And suddenly, she dropped her pussy right onto my face. Her wetness hit right on my mouth and nose, drenching me in her juices and scent. Then she started moving, rocking her hips forward and back, grinding into my mouth.
"Do it daddy," she moaned as she looked down into my surprised eyes and ground her pussy into me.
I felt like I was going to suffocate and ended up opening my mouth. I was encouraged when she gave me a little room to breathe but she closed it down again because I wasn't doing anything to satisfy her.
"Daddy!" she yelled. "No! You need to use your tongue!"
So... I licked her. I opened my mouth, stuck out my tongue and swirled it over her clit and even pushed it as deep as I could into her pussy. I felt her body tremble and heard her moan above me as she felt the pleasure.
"Yeah, daddy. Oh God, yeah! It's working!" she moaned as her hips thrust up and back again. My face was covered with her juices and all I could do was let her continue. I knew the only way to stop her was to give her an orgasm. "Daddy... yeah... oh my God. It feels so good daddy."
Her breathing became faster and her movements became more uncontrolled as the pleasure poured over her body. And in the next moment she came, her juices flooding my mouth.
After a moment's pause, she moved off my face and lay on my chest and stomach again, kissing me.
"It's feeling so much better now, daddy," she whispered as she lay her head on my shoulder. Then she fell asleep again.
I knew I should have felt so bad... what I'd done to my step-daughter was... unforgivable. But I was so tired that I just fell asleep.
*****
The alarm on my phone went off at 4am, waking me from a deep sleep. Emmanuelle was now lying beside me, facing away from me. I had my arm draped over her, hugging her. I grabbed my phone and turned the alarm off before I got out of bed. I went into the bathroom and cleaned my face and cock, trying to wash the dirt off me. As if I could. It really was no use. I was dirty to the core now.
I grabbed her prescription bottle from the medicine cabinate and grabbed another pill and some water in a cup. I helped her take her pill and then she went back to sleep. I went downstairs and fell asleep on the couch.
The alarm on my phone went off at 7am, so I got up, showered, got dressed, and had breakfast. I knew that around 8am, 4 hours after taking her pill, that things were going to start getting bad again. So I went into my home office in the basement, closed and locked the door. I needed some space.
I heard movement in the house above me around 8am. Emmanuelle was awake and starting to move about. I heard her moving in the kitchen, making and eating some food and then by 9am, she was knocking at my door.
"Daddy?" she called.
"Yeah, pumpkin," I yelled from behind the door. "I'm working."
"Can I come in?" There was a little pleading in her voice. I could tell she was getting a little desperate for attention.
"No, baby. Go upstairs and watch some TV," I said. "I have to get some work done."
"But daddy!"
"No, pumpkin. I have to get some work done," I said sternly.
"Ok," she said in a sad, mopey voice, and I heard her stomping back up the stairs.
It was less than an hour later that I heard moaning coming through the ceiling of my office. It sounded like she was masturbating and was being extremely loud about it. I don't know how she had the energy to keep doing it, over and over again.
I stood my ground though and stayed in my office. I was just going to have to ride this out and wait for her drug-driven spell to subside. I tried to work, but I found myself revisiting the same section of the document I was reading and editing over and over again. My mind was just not in it.
It was noon before I noticed anything really change upstairs. I was shocked at first when I heard a male voice. At first I just thought it was someone on the TV... but it sounded too... real. And then I heard grunting... and that scared me.
I opened the door and quietly walked up the stairs, the sounds of moaning and sex were getting louder and clearer with every footstep. When I came into the kitchen through the basement door, what I saw completely shocked me. A young man, barely 18 himself, wearing some sort of pizza uniform was leaning back against the kitchen counter with his pants down around his ankles. Emmanuelle was on her knees in front of him, giving him what I expect was the best blowjob of his life.
When he saw me, the boy tried to get her to stop, but she held on to his legs and ass tightly, not letting up at all. He looked so scared, like a trapped animal.
"What the fuck!" I yelled loudly as I came through the door, but still Emmanuelle continued. I quickly moved over and pushed her away from him, making her fall backwards for a moment. I grabbed the front of the boy's shirt and hauled him to the front door and ushered him out. He fell in the grass, tripped by his pants around his ankles and then fought to pull them up. "Get the fuck out of here!" I yelled. "Now!"
I closed and locked the front door before turning back. Emmanuelle was on her knees again, looking hungry, almost like a feral animal. And, unfortunately, I was now her only target. She came at me, crawling across the floor hard and fast, yanking down my pants, and going down on me like it was her last meal. All the while she was giggling.
God, her mouth... she was so good and sucked my cock like it was the last cock in the world. She deep-throated it, gurgling, before rising back to the tip and sucking on just the head. Her needs and desires made it the best cock-sucking I'd ever received. And it took me by surprise so much, that all I could do was let her as I tried to keep from falling over.
After a few minutes she stood and pulled me towards the dining room table, her hands grabbing the front of my shirt, much like I grabbed the pizza boy's. I struggled, like the boy, walking with my pants around my ankles. Luckily it was only a few steps. She eased up on the edge of the table and grabbed my cock with one hand, the other still holding my shirt. "Fuck me!" she groaned.
I didn't have a choice. She wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me towards her, using her hand to guide my erection right into her wet pussy. At first she used her legs and hands to force me to fuck her, pulling and pushing me for every thrust, but after a minute I just did it on my own. I... I wanted to. I admit it. I still knew it was wrong, but it felt so good. And I rationalized it by telling myself that the doctor did say to give her what she wanted.
For the next hour, she was completely uncontrollable and demanding. Every time I thought she was done and moved even slightly away, she attacked me again and made me fuck her all over again. We fucked more times than I could count and ended up leaving us both worn-out and soaked from our sweat and bodily fluids.
It was 2pm and she was finally so worn out that she fell asleep on the couch. I was worn out, too, but I had to call the doctor. I had to fix this. I punched the number to the doctor's office into the phone and waited. The phone rang several times before it connected.
"Dr. Terrel's office," a woman's voice said.
"Hi, this is... um... Vince Anderson," I said. "Can I speak with Dr. Terrel?"
"He's in with a client right now. But I can have him call you when he gets done, if that's ok."
"Yeah... yeah, that'll be ok," I said. I really wished he could talk to me now, but an hour wouldn't make a big difference.
"May I ask what it's in reference to?" she asked me.
"It's about the side effects to my daughter's medication."
"Ok. He should be calling in about 20 minutes."
"That'll be fine," I said. "Thank you." I hung up the phone and waited. It seemed like forever. And I was just getting ready to call back when my phone rang.
"Hello?"
"Hi. Is this Mr. Anderson?" a man asked.
"Yes. This is he."
"Hi Mr. Anderson. This is Dr. Terrel. My receptionist said you wanted to talk to me... something about your daughter's prescription."
"Yes... well, uh... we've been giving her the medicine on schedule for the past few days and I have definitely noted the side-effects that you mentioned." I said. "In fact... the side effects have been... well, they're a lot worse than I expected."
"Worse?" he asked.
"She's just been very... demanding... even getting to the point of violence... to, uh... to get what she wants," I said. "Is there any way we can change to a different medicine or... reduce the dosage or something?"
"I see... well, as I told your wife, I was concerned that the medication would need adjustments," he said. "We can't really reduce the dosage of what you have, but I'll put in a different prescription. We'll have to submit it through insurance, though, so it might take some time."
"Time?" I asked. I needed this now! "If I remember, her current medication took a month for insurance to approve it," I said, suddenly worried.
"Yeah... I understand," he said. "But this one should be less severe and should take much less time to get approved."
I sat there, stunned. We were going to have to deal with this for a lot longer than I wanted. "Is... is there anything else I can do? I mean, can I give her the current medication less often or something... cut the dosage down?"
"No, I'm afraid not," the doctor warned. "Any change in her current dosage without another medication to help wean her off could make things much worse. I'm sorry, but we'll have to wait for the other medication. But I'll put it in right now."
Great. Now I had to put up with her antics for a while longer. I was not happy. "Yeah... please do," I said. "Thanks doctor."
"Sure thing, Mr. Anderson. Is there anything else?"
"No... nothing you can help with at least. Good bye." I hung up the phone. What in the hell was I going to do with Emmanuelle. I gave in to her and she just demanded more and more from me. I tried ignoring her and she actually found a way to have someone come to the house. I was lucky she didn't leave the house and somehow attack a neighbor or something.
She was sound asleep now, but I knew I was going to have to give her another dose and the whole cycle was just going to start all over again. And I couldn't keep doing this. I had to find another way.
And then it hit me. My wife and I had engaged in a little light bondage play in the past and I did have some rope upstairs. It had been a while, but... I knew where it was. What if I tied her up during her episodes? Would that work? If nothing else, at least I wouldn't have to be involved with her like that again.
I went upstairs and opened the bottom drawer of my nightstand, the location of my little toys. I pulled out all the rope I had and went back downstairs, feeling very unsure of myself. This just seemed wrong... but I didn't know what other choice I had.
I crept to the couch and gently grabbed her wrists, bringing them close together. Slowly and carefully, I wrapped the rope around her wrists, binding them with a tie that kept the rope from tightening on her wrists. I knew when she woke she was going to pull on the bindings and I didn't want to hurt her. My whole goal was just to keep her safe. I tied the other end of the rope to the couch legs, to keep her from being able to move far.
When I finished, I grabbed my laptop from my office and set up shop temporarily in the dining room, so I could watch her and keep her safe. At 4pm, I woke her and gave her another dose. She seemed a little confused about why her arms were bound, but didn't fight me much. I tried to talk to her calmly and explain that this would be best for us both. And she seemed to be ok with it.
I gave her some food and water and turned on the TV for some entertainment. And she was quiet and seemed comfortable... at least for now. I wasn't a big fan of old soap operas, but she wanted to watch them and I was willing to let her if it kept her quiet.
Dinner was a little challenging, but I found that I could just feed her and she let me. In her calm state, she was willing to listen to me.
It was almost 8pm when she started getting antsy. And now she was no longer calm and quiet. It started slowly, she became more antsy and was suddenly more concerned that her hands were tied and she couldn't move and do what she wanted. She asked me to untie her... and I calmly refused. I tried to direct her attention to the television, so she could just watch a movie or something. But she became more and more upset. The TV was no longer distracting her.
"Let me fucking go!" she yelled, pulling at the ropes. I refused again and then watched her hands go to her pussy, her legs splayed in the air, as she began playing with herself. "Fuck it itches so much."
"Emmanuelle, please stop playing with yourself," I said calmly. "You know I don't like it when you do that."
"But daddy, I'm so itchy," she whined. "I need it!"
I tried to distract her. I tried to comfort her. But nothing was working. She totally lost interest in the movie that was on TV.
Then she got up and pulled the rope, moving the couch. She pulled it so hard that she bumped the end tables and spilled the contents, shattering the lamps. I got up and tried to calm her down, but when I again refused to release her, she lashed out at me, trying to hit me and kick me. And she was yelling the most vile of things.
"I need to be fucked! Now, daddy! Fuck me!" she yelled at the top of her lungs.
I was scared the neighbors would hear her and call the police or something.
I ran upstairs and grabbed a vibrator from my drawer of toys and ran back downstairs again. She'd managed to drag the couch into the middle of the room, now, working her way towards the front door. It took all my strength to grab her and hold her down on the couch. She kept striking me with her bound hands and trying to kick me. I was lucky I was able to get her down.



I held her down with my body while I switched on the cock-shaped vibrator. The sound was loud and it shocked her for a moment. Then I put it between her legs, right on her pussy. She stopped yelling immediately and started moaning instead.
"Oh my God," she whispered. "Oh God, daddy... yes! That feels amazing!" she panted as it made her even more excited.
I held the vibrator to her pussy, just like I did for Beck, when we played our bondage games. I knew the pleasure was welling up in her quickly, Emmanuelle was already on the edge. It wouldn't take long for her to orgasm so I had to take steps to prolong it.
I teased her with it at first, moving it around her pussy, avoiding her clit as much as possible. Both her clit and labia were red and swollen, engorged with blood. Her pussy was absolutely dripping wet. She was definitely excited. I used the vibrator against her clit to take her to the edge of her orgasm, then moved it away. She panted and moaned, laughing almost hysterically when I wouldn't let her orgasm.
When she finally came, it was a big orgasm, and she yelled very loudly again. She was the least inhibited person I'd ever met. And in a minute, she was ready to go again. "Again daddy!" she yelled. "Do it again!" She was insatiable!
After giving her her second orgasm I started growing tired. And I knew she was just warming up. I gave her the vibrator and let her use it on herself while I grabbed more of the rope.
Since she was able to get up and move the couch, I knew I was going to have to do more to keep her down. And the only way I was going to be able to tie her legs was if she were distracted or asleep. With her giving herself orgasm after orgasm, I knew this was my moment.
Using the same knot that I used on her wrists, I quickly tied her ankles together and then slid the remainder of the rope over the arm of the couch and tied it to the couch legs. I also tied her wrist bindings to her ankle bindings, giving her about a foot of rope between them. She didn't even notice or care and I let her play with herself to her hearts content, occasionally trying to muffle her cries by covering her mouth.
It was surreal watching my bound step-daughter lying on the couch toying her pussy to orgasm again and again. The sight, the sounds, the smells were... overpowering. I prayed the neighbors didn't hear a thing because this was not something I could easily explain.
As it got closer to 11pm, closer to the time that Beck would call from Chicago, I became more and more concerned that Emmanuelle's near constant stream of obscenities would be heard by her as soon as I answered the phone.
"Daddy... this isn't working enough any more. Please... I need you..." she gasped.
The phone rang.
"Daddy, fuck me!" Emmanuelle said loudly.
"Honey, it's your mom. You're going to have to keep quiet, ok?" I asked her. I was extremely nervous now. What in the hell was I going to do?
The phone rang again.
"Cock, daddy! I want cock and I want it now!" she yelled.
"Honey... please! I'm begging you!" I said, picking up the phone and seeing Beck's name on the caller ID.
"I need cock! I need cock! I need cock!" she yelled over an over again.
The phone rang a third time and I realized it was going to go to voicemail if I didn't pick it up soon. I saw my step-daughter looking up at me... completely naked... bound hand and foot... so sexually charged and excited. And I couldn't think of anything else that would shut her up.
"Beck, hi!" I said, answering the phone as I slid my cock into Emmanuelle's hungry mouth. Her lips immediately and lovingly encircled and pulled my shaft deep into her mouth as she sucked and licked it as best she could.
"Hi honey, how are you two doing?" Beck asked.
I pushed my hips forward and back, sliding in and out of Emmanuelle's mouth. "Oh.... um... we're uh... we're doing ok," I said. God she looked so good with my cock in her mouth. It was stretched open so perfectly and her lips slid right along the edge creating a perfect seal.
"I'm glad to hear it. How's Emmanuelle? Are her symptoms still manageable?"
"Well... yeah... I mean... I guess... and I called the doctor to see about getting something else," I said as I looked down at Emmanuelle's face. Her eyes were closed and she sucked on the head of my cock like it was the best thing in the world to her.
"A different medication? Then... the symptoms are too much?" Beck asked.
"Yeah... they're... too much... but I'm... I'm handling it... I'm handling it right now. I just want what's best for her," I said, moaning a little as I tried to control my breathing. Emmanuelle's tongue was doing wonders to the head of my cock. Her mouth felt incredible! "We can... uh... talk about it more... you know... when you get home."
"Hmm... ok... I'm sorry I left you to deal with this. What is she doing now?"
"She's um... she's just lying on the couch... you know... watching TV. I'm just trying to keep her... um... distracted," I said.
"Ok... that's good. Hopefully that'll keep her settled down."
"I think... sooooo," I moaned as Emmanuelle sucked at a particularly sensitive time.
"Are you ok?" Beck asked.
"Yeah, um... I'm sorry. The TV just distracted me for a minute," I lied. Emmanuelle's incredible cock-sucking mouth distracted me. God! Even without the use of her hands she was really talented at cock-sucking. I knew that I wasn't going to be able to last very long and wasn't sure I wanted Beck to hear me have an orgasm. "Is your trip going ok?" I asked, trying to get her to talk more.
"Oh... yeah. Just long days. You know how these things are," Beck said. "I'm on my feet all day talking to people... and I just miss being home."
"I... I miss you, too," I said. "Um... sorry... but I need to... um... work with Emmnauelle for a moment and... um... have to let you go. Ok? Talk to you tomorrow?" I was so close to cumming. It was taking all my willpower not to right now. And Emmanuelle wasn't helping. She was trying her best to make me cum, giggling with my cock in her mouth as she looked up at me.
"Oh, ok. Can I talk to Emmanuelle?"
I suddenly was terrified. "Oh, uh... no... she's just so involved with the TV right now. I don't want... I don't want to distract her from that right now."
"Ok. Well, tell her I love her, ok? And I love you, too," she said.
"I love you," I said, clenching my teeth, fighting back my orgasm. "Bye."
Just as I disconnected the phone I started cumming. I had a hard time standing as my cock erupted into Emmanuelle's little mouth. It felt like I ejected a gallon of cum, but Emmanuelle kept up with it like a pro, swallowing it with ease.
When I pulled my cock free, Emmanuelle started giggling, almost maniacally.
"Yummy, yummy daddy!"
I just shook my head. I didn't know how much more of this I could take.
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Uncontrollable Urges, Part 3
Emmanuelle and I had a rhythm that we followed over the course of the next few days. Luckily, I didn't have to keep her tied up the entire time. In fact she was calm from about 2am to 8am where she was free, able to sleep in peace, eat, shower... whatever. But at 8am, I tied her down on the couch, just like before. She resisted at first, but when I agreed to use the vibrator on her for 2 hours of constant teasing and orgasms, she was very good with it. Then she masturbated until 2pm or so and the cycle started all over again.
When Beck called at night, every night, Emmanuelle sucked on my cock to keep her quiet. That should have been the hardest part of all. But... we both quickly developed a fondness for it. And she giggled when she knew the time was coming.
I have to admit as well, that there were a few times, moments of deep personal weakness, where all the sexual tension got to me and I... I... I fucked my step-daughter. I didn't force it on her, of course. I didn't have to. She definitely asked for it all the time. It's just... it was hard to resist.
I didn't see her as a maniacal sexual predator. I saw her as my baby girl with issues part of the time. During the 12 hours every day where she was lucid and calm, she was as fun-loving and amiable as ever. It was only in the clutches of the medicine where there were issues.
And we were working through them.
Dr. Terrel called on Friday afternoon to tell me that the new medication was approved and that it would be in the pharmacy on Monday. There was a light at the end of the tunnel. I had very high hopes that the new medication would work better.
My biggest concern now was with Beck. She was coming home... today... in an hour.
She was coming home to Emmanuelle's condition that I had so far not really spelled out for her. She knew what the doctor had said about the possible side-effects and I had told her that the side-effects were a bit unbearable. But not once did I elaborate on what was going on between Emmanuelle and I.
How could I? How could I tell her that Emmanuelle spent a great part of each day as a raving sexual maniac? How could I tell her that I'd been forced to fuck my step-daughter... and not just once?
And to top it all off, she was going to come home just as an episode was going to start.
*****
I gave Emmanuelle her 4pm dose of medicine and let her shower and dress. As it grew closer to 8pm, I tied Emmanuelle's hands and feet just as we'd done time and time again. Emmanuelle was starting to get agitated and started using the vibrator on herself just as Beck came in the front door.
You can imagine how she took it.
She came in the door seeing her own daughter, tied up with rope, lying on the couch. And she was pissed as hell. I tried to explain why I'd done it, but she wouldn't listen to a word. She was yelling, very loudly, talking about calling the police, talking about divorce... even talking about castrating me.
From her viewpoint, I was an evil, sexually deviant son-of-a-bitch who was preying on her daughter. I'd held her captive for a week for my own perverse sexual pleasure.
Of course, nothing could be further from the truth, but that's how she saw it and I couldn't convince her otherwise.
Emmanuelle was reasonably calm during this exchange and was even delighted that her mom was removing the rope bindings. She was going to be free during her episode. Beck even told her that she was going to sleep in bed with her tonight and that I was going to sleep on the couch. She told me that I was lucky she didn't tie me up.
Her last warning to me, as they ascended the stairs to the bedroom, was that I needed to be ready to move out tomorrow morning.
I took a deep breath and sighed. My world was crashing down on me. I laid down on the couch, threw a blanket over myself, and turned off the lights. I wasn't going to be able to sleep, though.
*****
It was just after 10pm when the silence in the house was broken.
"Thank you, baby," I could hear Beck say. "Thanks for the kisses, but that's enough. Go to sleep."
Having lived through that myself earlier in the week, I could imagine what was happening. Emmanuelle was entering the most difficult stage of her medication cycle. In this stage, she was extremely amourous and wouldn't take no for an answer.
"Baby, that's... that's not appropriate. Ok? No... you're not supposed to touch mommy there," Beck said more loudly, her voice easily carrying through the quiet house.
"Your tits are so soft mommy," Emmanuelle's little voice cut in.
"No, baby. No!" Beck said, denying whatever Emmanuelle was attempting to do.
I could hear some sort of scuffle and knew that Emmanuelle was getting more violent, trying to force Beck to let her do what she wanted. But it didn't sound so bad that I had to intervene... yet. On one hand, I wanted to stop Emmanuelle from doing this. I knew what was going to happen and I knew how badly it impacted me. But... on the other hand... I thought this was the only way Beck might understand what I'd been going through.
"Ok, ok," Beck said, giving in. "Go... go ahead... just... we have to go to sleep, ok?"
It got quiet for a few minutes. Whatever it was that Emmanuelle wanted to do, she was happily doing it and nobody was complaining. And, as I expected, things escalated yet again.
"No, baby... that's... that's not... not appropriate. You don't touch mommy there," Beck said again. I could hear the frustration in her voice as Emmanuelle kept doing things that Beck didn't like... but she couldn't stop her.
"Let me take these off," Emmanuelle said.
"No!"
I was getting nervous and decided to go upstairs and just wait outside the door. If things got too much for Beck, I could then more easily intervene.
Just as I reached the doorway, Emmanuelle said, "Touch me mommy."
The bedside light was on and I could see that both Emmanuelle and Beck were at least partially under the covers. Emmanuelle was turned towards Beck, touching her body. She grabbed Beck's hand and pulled it towards her.
"Whoa... now baby. Let go of my hand," Beck said, trying to reason with Emmanuelle. "I'm not supposed to touch you there. Why don't you touch yourself there instead, ok?"
I could tell that she wanted to pull her hand back and that she tried, but Emmanuelle wouldn't let her.
"Ok... ok... alright baby."
Emmanuelle giggled and then kicked the blankets off them both. She then moved to her knees, towering over Beck. She pried Beck's legs apart and lay between them.
"No... baby... what? What are you doing?"
Emmanuelle wrapped her arms around Beck's thighs, holding her tightly. Beck was unable to dislodge her as she struggled to try to get away.
"Whoa! You are definitely not supposed to be kissing me down there," Beck said nervously as Emmanuelle bent down and kissed her pussy and inner thighs.
"But I want to, mommy," Emmanuelle said, continuing to kiss her pussy.
"This is... this is really wrong, baby," Beck said, again, trying to reason with her. She was learning, as I had early on, that there was no reasoning with her in this state. Emmanuelle wanted what she wanted. And it was almost impossible to dissuade her.
"I like it," Emmanuelle purred between kisses. I could hear kissing noises as she moved all around Beck's pussy.
"Oh God... that's really... no... that's not appropriate," Beck's voice quivered. I could tell that Beck was getting aroused by what was happening, but her brain was still trying to maintain control.
"Doesn't it feel good mommy?" Emmanuelle asked.
"Yes it feels good, baby," Beck admitted. "But that's not the point. You shouldn't... you shouldn't kiss mommy there.
And then suddenly Emmanuelle started licking her pussy instead. Beck instantly tried to push her away, but Emmanuelle's hold on her thighs was too strong.
"No! Don't lick it!" she tried to say sternly, but her voice quivered. "No!"
"You're so wet, mommy," Emmanuelle giggled. "I know you like this."
"God baby, it doesn't matter if I'm wet... I don't want you to do this, ok?"
"But I want to," Emmanuelle said softly. "I like this."
"Oh... oh God, baby... you can't... you're gonna make me cum," Beck said softly, her body twisting a little as she arched her back. She was trying her hardnest not to even get excited by what Emmanuelle was doing to her, but it was no use. And now, she was going to have an orgasm... an orgasm that she definitely didn't want to have. "No... you... can't... do... that."
Beck was breathing hard and moaning now, her legs shaking, her body arching up. It was going to be a big orgasm.
"Oh fuck... oh fuck!" Beck yelled as her body completely tighted up, shaking violently, and then suddenly went slack. I could hear Emmanuelle licking her juices and giggling. "Oh my fucking God... baby... that was... you shouldn't have..." Beck was feeling good after her orgasm and her body was just too tired and sensitive to move. Emmanuelle rose to her knees and started crawling up her body, straddling it.
"Mommy had a cummy," Emmanuelle chanted cheerfully as her face rose over Beck's.
"What are you doing, baby?"
Emmanuelle leaned down and began kissing Beck. With her dominant position, Beck couldn't stop her and the kiss became more and more passionate.
"Thank you... thanks... thanks for the kisses baby," Beck said when she was finally given room to speak. "That's nice."
"I love you mommy!" Emmanuelle said, smiling down at her.
"I love you, too, baby. But it's time to go to sleep." Beck moved her body, trying to dislodge Emmanuelle so that the young woman would just lay down.
But she was going to learn quickly that Emmanuelle was far from done.
"Now... lick me mommy!" Emmanuelle said excitedly.
Beck looked so surprised that Emmanuelle would even suggest such a thing. "Oh my God, baby... mommy's so tired. Can we just..."
Emmanuelle crawled up high, moving over Beck's torso and trapping her arms overhead just like mine had been. I knew just how Beck was feeling... trapped... helpless. With Emmanuelle's pussy right over her face. There was nothing she could do to stop what she knew was going to happen.
"Baby, no... what are you...? Let me get my arms out... Baby! No!" Beck's protests fell on deaf ears as Emmanuelle lowered her pussy right onto Beck's mouth and began grinding into her.
"Lick me mommy!" she said. "Oh... oh yeah." I didn't know if Beck gave in like I did, or if she was refusing to cooperate and Emmanuelle was just getting off by grinding into her face. "Oh God, that feels so good mommy! Your face feels so good there... keep licking me."
Emmanuelle pushed her hips up and back, grinding her pussy into Beck's helpless face. I knew all too well how Beck felt right now. She knew that there was no stopping this girl. She only had one choice. She was going to have to make her cum.
"Mmmm... make me cum, mommy," Emmanuelle panted. "Make me cum! Makemecum, makemecum, makemecum." Suddenly Emmanuelle's body twisted differently, her hips shaking differently, and I could tell she was cumming. "Yes, mommy! Yessssss..."
Seemingly sated at last, Emmanuelle rose off Beck's face and crawled back down her body until she was able to kiss her again. Beck looked mortified, her face drenched with Emmanuelle's fluids. Emmanuelle kissed her, and she kissed back although with far, far less enthusiasm.
"Thank you, mommy. That felt so good," Emmanuelle smiled.
"Ok... ok... you're welcome baby," Beck said, obviously not happy with how things had progressed. "Just lay down ok? Please, baby, go to sleep now?"
Emmanuelle slid to the bed beside her, still kneeling. "But mommy... I'm still so tingly." Emmanuelle was bouncing on the bed like an excited little girl, her fingers playing in her pussy.
"Still tingly," Beck said, her voice low and soft. She sounded defeated and completely out of options. And she sounded scared... scared of what she might be required to do next. She was finally coming to terms with what I'd been through all week long.
"Can I help?" I asked as I stepped into the room.
Emmanuelle was the first to respond. "Daddy! Daddy! Please come here," she said excitedly. "I'm still so tingly. I need you!"
Beck seemed to brighten a little as she realized she wasn't in this alone. "This is what happened to you, too?" she asked me, sitting up and wiping her hands over her face.
I nodded as I approached the bed. "Yeah... all week."
"Daddy!" Emmanuelle giggled. "Please!"
"Turn around, pumpkin," I said quietly as I got to the edge of the bed. Excited, she did exactly as I asked. She turned around and got down onto all fours, sliding back until she was at the edge of the bed, as close to me as she could get. "Bend down. Get your ass up. That's right." Emmanuelle followed every quiet command.
I stepped forward, my cock in my hand as I aimed it at her swollen pussy. I set the head at her entrance and pushed.
"Oh yeah... mmmm... fuck, daddy," Emmanuelle moaned.
"And the whole business of tying her up?" Beck asked.
"Was to keep me from having to do things like this," I said, rapidly sliding my cock in and out of my stepdaughter.
"I love feeling you go in and out like that," Emmanuelle moaned. "Oh daddy! I love when you fuck me!" She started grunting, punctuating every hard thrust with an exhallation.
"What do we do now?" Beck asked.
I was slapping my hips into Emmanuelle's ass hard with each thrust and felt her push back into me. She'd closed her eyes and was grunting like an animal. It was so surreal fucking Emmanuelle with Beck on the other side of the bed trying to have a conversation with me.
I could feel Emmanuelle's body quivering below me as her orgasm took over. I felt her hand between her legs, her fingers bumping into my cock occasionally as she fingered her clit to help herself cum even harder. "Ohhhh.... fuuuuuuuck," she moaned.
I didn't stop thrusting, though. I was too far gone, too close to my own orgasm. "Oh, yeah... yeah... here we go... here we go... yeah!" I groaned as I came, exploding inside her pussy until cum leaked out around my cock. I prayed that we finally wore her out for the evening.
"Daddy likes my pussy," Emmanuelle said softly, sounding tired at last. She turned on the bed until her face was by my cock. "I want it in my mouth. Let me clean you off," she said, taking my cock into her mouth. "You've got such a nice tasting dick, daddy," she said as she licked and sucked the cum off it.
Beck was shaking her head, not understanding how things got this bad. "What do we do now?" I asked, repeating her question. "We go back to the rope."
"I love you daddy!" Emmanuelle said softly, sounding very tired at last. She was falling asleep with my cock in her mouth.
"I love you, too, pumpkin."
I carried a sleeping Emmanuelle back downstairs and laid her on the couch. She'd be asleep for a while, I knew, and the next dose of her medication would be in just a couple hours. Then the cycle would start again.
When I came back upstairs, Beck was coming out of the bathroom, after she took a quick shower. I sat on the end of the bed and she came over and hugged me to her. My face was on her abdomen, my arms wrapped around her, as she lovingly stroked my head. And I cried.
"I'm so sorry," she said. "I had no idea."
We didn't talk much more about it after that. She let me tie Emmanuelle up and continue the routine I had set before she arrived back home. It was a little easier with both of us being able to care for her. And it would only be a few more days before we got the new medication.
This medication would finally put this family right again!
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Glamour Mix-Up
"Ok, so that's for a full glamour shoot, with two different outfits, for $150?" he asked the busy photographer. Another client was already waiting for her in the studio and this man was asking so many questions, keeping her away, and time was ticking. She wondered why she even picked it up this time instead of sending it to the voice mail and picking it up later.
"Yes," she said exasperated. She'd already been on the phone for 15 minutes with him. "On April 3rd at 7:00, ok?" He hesitated not answering. "Listen, I'm sorry, but I've gotta get to my next shoot. Maybe you should think about this and call me back later." She'd been so busy lately, so harried between her business and personal life and she'd barely gotten any sleep. She wanted to just hang up on him, but knew it wouldn't be good for business to turn people away.
"No, no..." he said, finally. "I'll do it... it's for her birthday." He gave her his credit card information and she hurridly hung up, shaking her head as she walked into the studio.
"Sorry about that," she said to the waiting, latex-clad model as she picked up her camera. "Now, let's get started."
*****
"Oh, honey! You shouldn't have," Angie said, hugging her husband of 10 years, David, tightly after hearing the news. "A glamour photoshoot? Really?"
"Yep. Friday night at 7:00. I just want you to see just how sexy you are." He smiled, knowing that this was indeed going to be the perfect gift. He imagined seeing the final pictures, seeing just how beautiful she'd look, how happy she'd be that she really was worthy of being called gorgeous.
"Aww," she cooed, kissing him. "I love you, you know that?"
He smiled broadly as he pulled her into his arms. This was the woman of his dreams, the one he wanted to be with forever. She deserved to be so happy and to see herself through his eyes. It saddened him to hear that she didn't feel sexy or beautiful any more. Coming closer to her 40th birthday was getting to be difficult.
*****
Angie walked into the small studio on Friday night, a few minutes ahead of her appointment. She didn't feel too sexy in her jeans and t-shirt, but hoped this woman photographer could work some magic, could bring out something that at least David saw. She never felt attractive any more.
"You're here for your shoot?" the photographer asked from behind the counter, looking at her appointment book. The spiral-bound pages seemed awefully full of appointments.
"Yeah, I'm Angie... my husband set up the shoot..."
"Yeah, yeah, it's right here," she said, making a checkmark next to the appointment, noting the X-shoot indicator. These were always her most favorite shoots. "I've got everything ready," she said locking the front door and turning the sign to "in session" and have outsiders call for an appointment.
Angie shivered as the young woman looked her up and down approvingly. The girl looked talented, so just maybe... maybe she could make her beautiful.
"I'm Diane, by the way." She held her hand out and gave Angie a soft handshake. She could feel the woman's nervousness. "Is this your first time?"
"Yeah... my husband wants to see me looking sexy," she smiled.
"That he will, my dear." Diane laughed to herself. It wasn't the first time she'd done this before... and certainly wouldn't be her last. She led Angie back into the studio and off to one side where there was a dressing room, ushering her inside. "There'll be two outfits for two photoshoots and a video."
Angie looked puzzled. "My husband didn't mention a video..."
"Please," Diane cut her off. "It's what he asked for and it's all part of the package. He told me everything he wanted done... and actually in some detail. Just get into the clothes, ok? We need to get started." She turned towards the dressing room door and started leaving. "Just come out when you're changed." She closed the door behind her, leaving Angie alone.
Angie saw two clothing bags hanging on a rack and picked up the one marked as the first session. She eased down the zipper while it was still on the hanger and saw the clothes inside, giving her a chill. It was a short black skirt, white, low-cut blouse, thigh-high stockings with seams up the back, and high, high heels. It was very different than she expected. She was about to say something but knew the short-fused photographer would simply take offense. She knew it wasn't a good idea. Besides, maybe her David wanted to see her acting a bit naughty. Maybe it was a little side of him that she hadn't seen before.
She slipped her t-shirt over her head and her jeans down her long legs. She looked at her body in the mirror and noted that she wasn't bad looking, really. She maybe gained a few pounds here and there, but her overall body looked good for her age. And her breasts were nice and perky still. David sure seemed to enjoy looking at her.
Angie sat on the chair and slowly pulled the stockings up her long legs, continually adjusting them to keep the seam straight. She felt a sense of naughty excitement from it, knowing that this outfit was what turned David on. She'd have to go buy her own when she got done with the shoot, so she could tease him fully later.
She slipped the blouse onto her shoulders and noted just how much cleavage she was displaying even if the top button was fastened. Lastly, she put on the skirt. It felt so short to her, barely coming down to mid-thigh. She hadn't dressed like this in many, many years. Even then it felt uncomfortably naughty. The heels were last and they were very high for her. It would take a little getting used to so she wouldn't fall over.
With a last approving look in the mirror, she walked unsteadily out the door and found Diane nearby, setting up the camera.
"Now that looks hot on you," she said, looking Angie up and down for a moment. She took Angie's hand and escorted her onto the set, which was arranged to look like an empty gradeschool classroom. "Now," Diane directed, taking hold of her camera. "You're a naughty teacher, so move around, show me whatcha got." Diane started snapping pictures as Angie moved. "Show me some more leg... yeah... that's it. Pull up the skirt some more."
Angie felt a little out of place, but was definitely getting into her role, slowly revealing more and more skin as Diane prompted her. She couldn't believe it when Diane had her unbutton her blouse more and more, at first exposing just more cleavage, then totally exposing her breasts to the camera. And then Diane moved in close, getting very close pictures of her nipples. Then, without warning, Diane pinched them, instantly hardening them and taking more pictures of Angie's response.
Angie gasped and blushed, she felt insulted and violated, but her body was so excited by the contact. Diane got bolder with her, stroking her as she moved the camera about. She got more and more excited as Diane took pictures of her bent over, exposing her ass. Then Diane had her hold up her skirt, showing all of her most private places. She shivered at the thought. She shivered wondering what David would do when he got these pictures, wondered if he'd be a total animal and fuck her all night long.
Diane's fingers stroked her ass, making her shiver with desire and when she actually touched Angie's pussy Angie almost groaned with exquisite desire. That was when her mind went blank from the stimulus and her body took over. The last thing she remembered was sitting on the desk, legs spread wide with her pussy very open and exposed, one hand holding a paddle to her inner thigh, while the other was plunging into her wet pussy. Diane took her time snapping picture after picture of this pose before telling her she was done with this shoot and to get into the other costume.
She felt a little ashamed as she got off the desk and straightened her clothes. She walked quietly back to the dressing room in search of her next outfit. As she turned to close the door, she saw Diane watching her, as if the woman was evaluating her. It was a glance of desire, as if she knew Angie better than the woman knew herself. She looked down, embarassed, and closed the door.
Hanging on the rack in a clothing bag was Angie's next costume. She laid the bag on the table, noting just how empty it seemed and pulled the zipper down. She pulled the sides back, almost surprised by the lack of clothing that was on display. On the hanger was a leather g-string, a leather halter top, a ball on a leather strap, four cuffs, and a collar.
She stared it it for several minutes, wondering if she really knew the man she married. She had no idea he liked this kind of thing. She wondered what it meant, but had to admit, it kind of aroused her. She kept staring at the bag's contents as she removed the new costume a piece at a time, almost throwing aside the more covering material she was currently wearing in a desire to quickly don the new outfit.
She eased the leather halter top over her shoulders, feeling the smooth coolness against her bare breasts. She zipped up the front, feeling it squeeze and encase her breasts firmly. The leather ran low on each breast, barely covering her nipples, which prominently poked out the thin material. She then pulled up the g-string, feeling the little nothingness move snugly into place, almost making her feel more naked wearing it. She adjusted the string and the material for the best fit, very conscious of it as she moved around.
She gulped as she picked up the collar, shivering as she put it around her throat. Several rings dotted the surface, as if she could be attached to something. She fastened each cuff on her limbs, one on each ankle and one on each wrist, letting her fingers run over them, feeling just how sung they were. She wondered what this shoot would be like, knowing that the last one got her excited enough as it was. Could she actually get through this one?
She held the ball in her hand, looking at the strap and wondering how it attached. She couldn't figure it out and walked out the door as she eyed it. Diane was talking to two other people outside, both somewhat dressed like her, wearing leather outfits that seemed to show more skin than hide. She stood there with the strap in her hand, her embarassed blush spreading across her face as Diane came up to her.
"Oh... yeah... I didn't know if you could put that on or not. Here, let me help you," she said, pushing the ball into Angie's mouth and then wrapping the strap around her head, fastening it in back. Angie's mouth was trapped wide open, the ball keeping her from saying anything.
"Ok, let's get this show on the road," Diane said, leading Angie into the set where the other two stood, one a man and the other a woman. They looked her up and down approvingly, and smiled at her. Normally that would have eased her fears, but she felt so self conscious from their leering stare. "And... action," Diane yelled.
The man and woman walked up to her, each grabbing a wrist and lead her over to a contraption sitting in the middle of the floor. It was like a table... maybe like a massage table... Angie didn't know. She followed them hesitatingly, but they suddenly pulled forcefully, aggressively. She was led without a choice, totally controlled as they pushed her down onto the table, the woman holding her arms out over her head. She squirmed a little, trying to break free of their grasps, but they held her firm.
She grunted loudly, but they paid her no attention, quickly and efficiently binding her hands and feet to the legs of the table. Her hands were over her head, her elbows by her ears. Her knees were bent, her ankles fastened down so she couldn't move. She could see a young man behind these two, holding a small video camera as he moved around. She could see Diane moving, too, taking pictures from every angle possible.
Her mind was brought back to her two captors as they stroked their hands over her body, trading positions, with the woman moving between her legs and the man moving above her head. His hands cupped her breasts over her leather halter and gently squeezed making her nipples even harder. His fingers trapped her nipple, squeezing it even more until it hurt before he let go again. Her body arched upwards from the pain and pleasure.
"Yeah, bitch, you like that, huh," the woman said slapping her thigh, making it sting. Angie shook her head no, trying to speak, trying to tell them that this was all a mistake and they needed to let her go. But the gag muffled everything but the moaning making her two captors smile even more deviously. The woman continued to smack her thighs making them sting and ache as the man coerced pleasure from her nipples. Her body was so conflicted by the signals she had no choice but to keep moaning and twisting in their grasp.
She watched as the man's hands grabbed the leather halter and eased the zipper down slowly, her breasts bulging out and pushing the material apart. He laughed so laciviously that it gave her goosebumps. She twisted a little, trying to worm away from him, but it was no use.
And then another stinging smack on her thighs forced her gaze downward. The woman started stroking her legs with her long nails, lightly scratching her as they moved up towards her center. She felt her juices gushing when she realized what this woman was going to do to her. She'd never been with a woman before and now, for some reason, it excited her that it was going to happen. She felt her body flush, heard the chains binding her clink as she moved, but nothing stopped her captors.
The woman was intently concentrating on her pussy and she felt her nails press against the thin material of the g-string, felt it caress against her swollen labia and circle her clit. She moaned loudly, making her captors laugh with glee.
"I think she likes being abused," the man said, pulling her halter wide open and letting his fingers play with her naked breasts. Angie thought about David, wondered how he could have planned this... how he could like this... She felt a little pain at her chest and raised her head to see the man putting a clothespin on her breast, pinching the skin close to the nipple. The pain was so distracting and seemed to distance her from the pleasure the woman was providing below.
"She's so juicy," she said, giggling. Angie felt her fingers pull the leather away, exposing her sodden flesh to the cool air. She watched as both Diane and the videographer got close-ups of her bare pussy. "Just perfect," the woman said, swirling her finger against her pussy, getting it soaked with her juices before bringing it to her lips for a taste as Angie watched, helpless.
She felt the woman push her fingers deep inside her a few times, swirling them around as Angie grunted from the pleasure and watched as she brought her fingers to her mouth, licking them slowly.
"Damn, she tastes good," she said, quickly bending over and beginning to lick her aggressively. Angie had no time to form a protest before being assaulted by the extreme pleasures of this woman's tongue. It swirled and plunged, touching every part of her pussy, eliciting more pleasure than she'd ever felt before. She had no idea how many times she came, but knew she was going to be hoarse from the moaning. When the woman finally stopped and she was brought back to her senses, the pain from her breasts flooded over her. During that little distraction, the man had attached a dozen more clothespins to her breasts, decorating both of them, and was now teasing her nipples with his fingertips.
"My turn," he said, pinching her nipple once more.
The woman wiped her face with the back of her hand. Obviously Angie's pussy was wetter than she could ever believe. The woman's hands stroked her torso as she moved up one side and the man moved down the other, trading places. Angie could hear him removing his leather chaps and groaned when she saw his bare cock. He was going to fuck her! And there was nothing she could do about it.
Her eyes went wide with the realization. There was no way David would have signed up for this. She just knew it. She felt the man's hands on her thighs as he moved between them, and felt the head of his cock slide up and down her damp slit.
"Fuck! You got her so ready, babe," he moaned as he pushed his huge member into her.
Angie held still, the feeling of his cock invading her, keeping her from being able to even think any more. It was far larger than she'd ever experienced in the past and it was filling her up rapidly. She couldn't believe how incredible it felt to have him finally start to thrust into her, slowly sliding in and out... in and out... testing her limits, teasing her.
"Damn, she feels good," he moaned as he picked up the pace, thrusting hard and fast in between several slow thrusts. She twisted when she suddenly felt the woman tease her breasts again, twisting, pulling, and squeezing her nipples. Everything was overloading her brain and she couldn't do anything but feel pleasure and pain now. Her pussy was quivering, her breasts aching, and she came again and again.
The man suddenly stopped and pulled out of her, leaving her feeling so empty and void. "I want her mouth," he moaned as he and the woman traded places again.
"Good, 'cause I want that ass!" the woman drooled.
Through half lidded, hazy eyes she felt the man lift her head up and remove the gag from her mouth. She moved her tongue and jaw around, wondering if she should say something when he suddenly grabbed her face, turning it to the side, and pushed his cock inside her mouth. She gagged as he pushed it as deep as he could in one thrust.
"Oh, yeah, babe, fuck her mouth," the woman yelled. Angie was so distracted by him, she failed to realize what was happening with the woman. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the woman move between her legs and felt something pressing into her ass. She grabbed Angie's hips hard and pushed, sending some sort of cock deep inside her. It wasn't as large as the man, but it was still larger than her husband's cock... and she'd never been fucked in the ass before!
Suddenly, like a banshee, the woman wailed, fucking her hard and fast as the man continued to assault her mouth and throat. Angie could feel her drool running down her cheek, felt her throat relax more and more. She heard the man grunting and knew that he was going to cum soon. She was entirely helpless to either help or hinder, but strangely felt a desire for him to cum... and hard.
His hand covered the side of her head and he pushed down, holding her tightly to the table as the thrust harder and faster. She swirled her tongue inside her mouth, giving him extra sensations, wanting him to cum. Her own orgasm, though, came too quickly and she moaned loudly into his cock. And that must have done the trick because he came suddenly, forcing himself as deep as he could. She felt it spurting in her mouth, felt it pooling as she pursed her lips to make sure she captured everything. Slowly he pulled out, her lips cleaning him off.
The woman screamed seconds later, thrusting one last time, burying the fake cock deep in Angie's virgin ass and grinding against it. She slowly pulled out as well, leaving Angie feeling so empty and lost.
"Good girl," the man said, bending over and unfastening her arms from the table. She felt her feet being freed from the table as well and was helped to a standing position. Her legs were shaky as she leaned back against the table. She felt her halter top fall off her shoulders onto the floor and heard the woman giggle.
Both the man and the woman leaned in, hugging her tightly as they kissed her, their tongues probing deep into her mouth as she fought to breath.
"Ok," Diane said walking into the group. "That was fucking awesome and I know your husband is going to love what we have. I should have the pictures and video ready in a day or two and he already scheduled another session next week at the same time. Ok?"



Angie looked at her, panting, and nodded her head. "Ok... next week... same time," she said softly. She licked her lips, tasting the remnants of the man's cum. She shivered with anticipation at next week, too.
She changed and left the studio, thanking Diane. Surprisingly, she was flushed with excitement, never before feeling so satisfied and so hungry for more. She only hoped that David would dominate her like that... would chain her and fuck her senseless.
*****
Saturday was a little more dull as Diane waited for her next appointment. The door chimed and a dirty blond entered, easily moving towards her.
"Hi," she said. "I'm Chastity. My manager set up a triple bondage shoot for me tonight."
Diane looked at the appointment book, seeing the indicator for a glamour shoot instead. It took only a second to realize she mixed up the appointment with Angie and smiled as she wondered what next week would bring.
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MamaBear Club: NYE with Stepmom, Part 1
"Ok ladies. I think it's time to get started now," a beautiful woman said as she stood up from the comfortable chair nearby. My stepmom, Sara, and I were attending a New Year's Eve party together. I'd known her for about 10 years now and we'd been living alone together for the past 5, after my dad had his fatal heart attack. She was a good stepmom, always doting over me, giving me everything I needed.
Even at 19, I was very shy. I'd grown up being homeschooled and now I was even attending college remotely. The only real interaction I had with people were my stepmom and those friends and their sons she chose us to do things with.
So I was a little surprised when she said we were going to a party this year for New Year's Eve. It was going to be the first real party I'd ever been to in my life. This party wasn't too large, with three other moms attending, each with one of their sons, too. So really, eight people in total.
"I'm Amy and thank you all for coming tonight to our MamaBear Club's New Year's Eve Party!" Everyone clapped in excitement, knowing this was going to be a fun night. "I believe two of you are new to the club and this is your first event, right?" she asked, nodding her head to get agreement.
Two of the women, my mom and another half raised their hands while the others clapped for them.
"Welcome, wecome," Amy said. "We're not a big club, only a half-dozen members or so in our little branch here in town. But there are other branches across the state and country, as well, that you can spend time with, now that you're members."
It was all really just going over my head at the moment. I didn't know my mom had joined a club... nor did I know this was some sort of club event. And I certainly didn't have a clue what this club was all about. What I thought was just a simple party was becoming more and more complicated.
"As I'm sure you're aware," she said, sounding just like any club president, "our goal in MamaBear is to cater to and help enhance the relationship between you and your son... who we call our cubs. We know it's difficult raising cubs. They offer special challenges and delightful... benefits... to those who want to explore them. We have the information online, but we have monthly meetings you can attend and we host these special parties 4 or 5 times a year to offer you a chance to learn more about your cub and about other cubs his age."
There was a murmer between the women as they started getting excited about the meeting opportunities.
"I do have to make it clear, though, that this is not a club for your cubs. It's a club for you, the mother... the mamabear. It is not expected nor desired that your cub makes friends at these events, other than friends with other mamabears. So please do not encourage him to."
"And so, with that all out of the way, lets start our New Year's Eve party!" Everyone clapped with excitement, ready to get things started.
"Just to be clear with everyone, I have verified all age and health documents, so we can have a carefree time," she said. "It's a closed party, so if your mom agrees, the cubs can even drink a little. But we will not tolerate drunkeness. That will get you ejected. As will any fighting. Ok?"
"Yes ma'am," all the boys murmured and nodded.
"So, what I'd like to do then is have each cub introduce himself and his mamabear to the group," the woman continued. "You might have already introduced yourself to some, but this will be good for the whole group. And then maybe have each cub thank and kiss each of the mommabears for allowing us to be here tonight. Sound ok?"
"Yeah," all the women agreed, nodding and clapping, two a little more excitedly than the others. They seemed to really want those kisses.
"Ok then. We can start right here... right with my little cub," she said, indicating the young man sitting beside her.
The woman sat down as her son stood. All the guys were wearing nice, button-down shirts and dress slacks, a look that I was used to wearing. My mom was pretty particular in how I looked when we went out.
"Hi," he said, looking shy. "Um... my beautiful mamabear is Amy and my name is Jay." He looked at his mom who blew him a kiss.
"Hi Amy. Hi Jay," everyone said, welcoming them both to the party.
"Ok, then. Go, go, go," Amy told him. Slowly, he moved to each mom in turn, thanked them for having the party, and then kissed them. The kisses were far more intimate than I'd expected and I even felt myself get a little jealous as he kissed my mom.
"Nice!" Amy said when he finally sat down again. "Ok, how about you," she said indicating me.
"Um... ok... well, my name is..."
"No, no. Please... start by introducing your mamabear," Amy interrupted me.
"Sorry... um... my, um, mamabear is Sara and my name is Vincent... well, um, Vince I guess." I heard the crowd saying hi to both of us and blushed because of all the attention that was now being directed towards me. I was never comfortable being the center of attention.
I looked at my mom as she smiled at me. "Ok... go," she mouthed, telling me to make the rounds to the other moms. I went to each one, thanked them for the party just as Jay had, and then leaned in for a kiss. I could feel myself getting more and more excited with each kiss, as each woman kissed me differently but... sensually.
As I completed the circle, kissing my mom last of all, I sat down and watched the last two young men introduce themselves and their moms. I could tell that all but one of the boys were probably in the same position I was... socially awkward, likely from being home schooled and a remote college life.
Jay was probably the least scared of us all. I had the feeling he'd been to parties like this before.
We were all sitting in the penthouse of the hotel, rented out just for this party. Each mom and son had their own hotel room as well, so the penthouse was just for the party.
"Be a doll and get me a glass of red wine, will you?" my mom asked. I nodded and moved to the bar area where several bottles of wine and liquor were set. Amy continued describing how the party was going to proceed as I poured a glass of red wine and brought it back to my mom.
"So each of the boys will get a hat to wear," she said, holding one up as an example. "As you see, each hat is decorated with a card suit: heart, club, spade, or diamond." She passed out the hats one at a time to Emmanuelle, who was sitting beside her, and the group kept them moving to the next couple until they were all distribued. I had the one with the heart on it.
"Our opening entertainment for the night will be a simple game of cards," Amy continued. "Over at the table here, we're just going to play a simple game called War. Hopefully you've played it before, but if not, it's extremely easy.
"As you'll see, the high card wins each hand, but occasionally there's a tie. A tie causes a 'War' so to speak. Each time there's a war, everyone drinks a shot. The winner of the 'war' then gets to have the handsome young cub with that card suit on his hat then stand with her. The cub that was behind her swaps to the other spot.
"The game will continue, no matter what happens, until 9:00 when the game will end. At that point, you get to have the cub at your side for a full 45 minutes to have any fun you would like. Please take no longer than 45 minutes. We'll then restart the game at 10:00 and then stop again at 11:00 for another round of fun.
"Everyone is expected back here by 11:45 to celebrate the ball drop. Then you are free to do whatever you'd like for the rest of the evening."
She paused for a moment and the whole thing started sinking in as the women started talking excitedly amoung themselves. Us boys were... prizes... in this card game, given away to any of the 4 women. I started getting a little nervous, and my hands were shaking. I'd never really been with a stranger before.
"Are there any questions or comments?" Amy asked.
"Any fun we want for 45 minutes?" Becky, the blonde stepmom of Simon asked.
Amy laughed. "As long as you don't break anything." The room erupted with laughter with her.
"I have a question," Emmanuelle asked. She was Carter's stepmom and she looked incredible with dark hair and dark eye-liner to make her look sultry and mysterious. "What happens if our own cub is behind us at 9:00 or 11:00 when the card game ends?"
"Good question," Amy said. "That will be for the group to decide when that happens. Our goal is to have someone... different... at those times. So I'm sure we'll swap as desired."
All the women made comments to each other, causing the room to get loud for a moment.
"Anything else?" Amy asked and everyone settled down again. She looked around but no one had any other questions or comments. "Ok... it's about 8:00... so let's get started."
Everyone slowly rose and walked over to a simple card table that had 4 dining room chairs around it. Each of the moms sat in a chair with her own son behind her or kneeling on the floor beside her. Amy took the deck of cards and shuffled it several times. Then she dealt the hands, one card at a time, moving around the table. Each of the women collected the cards and stored them in a pile in their hands.
"Ready?" Amy asked. "Let's go!"
At that command, all of the women turned over their top card with the high-card winner taking all of the cards and putting them on the bottom of her deck. They boys just watched as the cards moved around from one woman to another as each hand was won. This, then, continued over and over until, after several minutes, there was a tie.
"WAR!" one of the women said.
"Get the shots," Amy said, and each of the boys went and got two shots, one for their moms and one for them. We brought them back to the table and on cue, everyone drank. I didn't know what kind of liquor it was, but it almost tasted like cough syrup. It looked like water, but felt thick as it went down my throat. That was my first taste of liquor ever.
After we drank, I watched the two women lay down 3 more cards, face down, and then flip over the fouth to determine the winner. Since the winner was a 10 of hearts, I was directed to stand behind her and her son was moved to my spot.
The game then continued on and on. As one woman lost all her cards, the deck was re-shuffled and re-dealt, and the game continued. No one cared who won the game of War. All they cared about was which young man would be standing behind her at 9:00. The excitement was with which card suit the war was won... which young man would now stand behind the winner.
I don't know how many Wars there were, how many shots were drank, over that hour. But I do know that I was moved several times and just a little before 9:00 I was standing behind the sultry and mysterious Emmanuelle.
Amy's alarm rang on her phone at promptly 9:00 and all the women were smiling. Simon was standing behind my mom and she took his hand in both of hers as she smiled up at him. I felt nervous as Emmanuelle stood and took my hands, then leaned forward and kissed me.
"It's time," she whispered excitedly, smiling broadly. "Are you ready?" She held my hand possessively as she led me to the door to the penthouse and then down the elevator to another floor where her room was located. All the other women led their young man the same way, each going to their respective rooms.
Emmanuelle led me inside the room and let the door close on its own behind us. At the foot of the bed, she turned towards me and pulled me into her arms, hugging me lightly. Then she kissed me again, her tongue even sliding a little between my lips.
I was so nervous. I was trembling and was barely able to kiss her back. I'd kissed so very few women before and none how she was wanting to kiss. I was in over my head and I didn't know what to do.
"Are you nervous?" she asked, point blank.
"Yes... very."
"Have you ever kissed a woman before?"
I shook my head and looked down in embarrassment. "I mean, my mom... a little."
"Mmm... never, huh? I like that," she said. She put a finger under my chin and made me look at her. "Come on, talk to me. I'm a stranger, you can talk to me about things like this."
"I... I just... I just don't know what to do," I admitted.
"That's ok," she said gently. "These kinds of things do take introductions and practice. You need to find out what you like and what you don't like. Right? I'd love to explore that a little with you."
I looked down again. I didn't even know how to answer her.
"Tell me Vince," she said. "When you look at me... do you get aroused?"
"Oh... uh..." this was far more embarrassing of a question than the kiss one.
"You can look, you know," she said, smiling softly. "I like when you look at me. I want you to get aroused by looking at me." She reached to her side and grabbed the zipper tab, pulling it down to take off her dress. She lowered her dress to the floor and stepped out of it, leaving her only in a black bra and panty set. Her breasts barely captured by the bra. I had a hard time looking at her, but her hand under my chin directed my gaze back to her. She was encouraging me to look at her.
"Look at me. Have you seen a woman in lingerie before?" she asked.
"Yeah... my stepmom... sometimes," I said. My stepmom wasn't shy about me seeing her in her bra and panties. She sometimes relaxed that way on the couch, even, with a light robe over top. I thought it was normal.
I watched, feeling helpless as Emmanuelle reached behind herself and unfastened her bra. She covered her breasts with one hand and let the shoulder straps fall, then pulled her bra away in one sweep. I was now looking at her large, bare breasts. Her nipples were hard and pointed.
I felt my face flush in embarrassment but her hand on my chin redirected my gaze to make sure I was looking at her.
"Does seeing my breasts make you hard?" she asked.
"Yes," I whispered.
She reached down and grabbed one of my hands, setting it on her breast, her hand covering it. She pressed in, making my hand squeeze her breast. It was so soft and nice. I couldn't believe how good it felt. And her hard nipple was pressed into my palm, and then slid between my fingers.
"You like that?" She removed her hand, leaving mine on her breast.
"Yes."
"Good... I like your hands on them, too," she said.
I grabbed her other breast with my other hand and massaged both, squeezing and playing with them. Then I suddenly felt her hand touching me... touching my cock... and I jumped a little.
"It's ok," she said. "You touch me and I touch you." Her hand moved around the front of my slacks, her fingers finding my erection, measuring its length and girth. Then her hands started unfastening my pants and I felt them fall to my knees. Suddenly, she was tugging my boxers down, too, and they fell to my knees as well, leaving my hard shaft exposed.
I felt her hand wrap around my shaft and start sliding up and down, stroking it. "This is a nice cock. Do you masturbate?" she asked.
"Yeah," I whispered.
"How often? How often do you play with this lovely cock?"
"I don't know," I said, blushing in embarrassment again. "A couple times a day, maybe. There's probably something wrong with me."
"Oh, no, Vince. That's exactly what these kinds of events are for... letting you know there's nothing wrong with you. Just because you haven't had sex yet doesn't mean there's something wrong with you. Just because you masturbate doesn't mean there's something wrong with you. I think it's... delicious... that you're still a virgin."
We stood there for a second, barely a foot apart, with my hands massaging her breasts and hers stroking my cock.
"We'll go soft and slow," she said. "Tonight we'll start with soft touching. Just like this."
"Like this," I asked, squeezing her breasts a little.
"Mmhmm... that's great," she said softly. "It's ok to just caress. That feels good. You're making my nipples very hard right now. Does my touch feel good to you?"
"Yes," I whispered. "I'm really excited right now. I um... shit." Unfortunately, everything was throwing me into an orgasm and I got scared.
"What?" she asked, smiling as if she knew what was going on.
"I'm... um... I'm getting close."
"Yeah? Well, that's good," she giggled. "I want you to cum for me."
Suddenly I was overtaken by my excitement and I came, grunting. I felt it erupting again and again and seemed to be so much. I was barely able to remain standing.
"Mmmm... that's nice... very nice," she whispered as it pumped all over her hand, forearm, and stomach, with a good amount dribbling onto the floor.
It took me a minute to realize what I'd done. "I'm sorry," I said. I couldn't believe that I'd made such a mess.
She giggled. "Nothing at all to apologize about." She lifted one hand to her mouth and licked my cum from it, tasting me for the first time. "Mmm... you're delicious. And you're still so hard. Let's come to bed." She pulled my cock, using it as a leash to pull me up and onto the bed. I lay on my back and took my pants and underwear off. She took off her panties and lay beside me.
"And you shouldn't feel guilty that we're doing any of this," she said softly, stroking my cock yet again. "I want to do this with you."
She grabbed my hand and set it first on her abdomen, then slid it lower and lower until I felt the soft downy fur of her trimmed bush and her very wet folds. She spread her legs wider, giving me ample room to touch her. "You're not the only one that's excited." Her hand was on the back of mine still and I could feel her pushing a single finger harder, so that it slid into her wetness.
I'd never felt anything like it before. "Oh, that's really wet," I whispered.
"Mmm... and that feels really good," she moaned softly.
"I don't know what to do," I said, concerned that I was going to do something wrong.
"Oh... I'll help you... don't you worry," she said, grabbing my hand more firmly and using it, sliding my fingers in and out of her pussy and sliding my fingers over her clit.
I watched her close her eyes as the pleasure washed over her and felt so happy that I could make her feel this good. Then suddenly, she grunted, and pulled my hand away as she changed position. She bent over and held my cock with one hand as she leaned in and started licking it.
The pleasure was incredible... far better than her hand even felt. In seconds she had slid me into her mouth, sucking and licking on it. I watched as she used both her hand and her mouth on my cock stroking and sucking as she stared at me.
"Oh... oh my God," I whispered.
"Do you like it when I suck you slow like this?" she asked, sliding the head across her lips for a moment, then sliding it back between her luscious lips.
"Oh God... yes!" I answered more loudly. Fuck! I loved it!
"You seem to be pretty hard again," she whispered. "I like making you hard. You get so big. Can I see what it feels like... in my pussy?"
"Ok..."
She rose to her knees and kicked a leg over my body until she was straddling me. Her pussy looked so incredibly sexy sitting right over my cock.
"I'm going to show you how to fuck." She held my cock against her pussy as she moved her hips forward and back, sliding my shaft against her clit. "Fuck, you've got a very nice-sized cock."
I felt like she was teasing me, sliding the tip of my cock over her pussy lips and swirling it around her clit again and again. And I knew there was more... "Oh my God... can I put it in?"
She slightly changed the angle of my cock and the angle of her hips and let my cock slide right inside her pussy.
"Oh my God!" I was in heaven! Her pussy was so hot and wet, and it squeezed my cock so perfectly. I'd never felt anything like it before!
Emmanuelle moved her hips up and back, sliding my cock in and out of her pussy, fucking me so perfectly. She closed her eyes several times and smiled, feeling my cock inside her. Then she pushed me all the way inside her and ground her clit into my abdomen, slow and deliberate.



"Oh fuck this is good," she groaned.
"I'm so hard," I panted, knowing that I was going to cum soon.
"Yeah you are! I like that... so good... such a nice hard dick." She started bouncing on my cock, sliding me in and out a little faster and I saw a flush spread over her body. Her body quivered a little and she closed her eyes, then stopped as her orgasm overwhelmed her, her pussy squeezing and drenching my cock.
I was on the edge, too, but she stopped and pulled off me. My entire shaft was dripping wet with her juices as she took it in her hand again.
"Mmm... staying hard and not cumming," she said, smiling. "Such a perfect, perfect boy for mommy." She started stroking my cock again, pushing me towards an orgasm once again. "Do you want to try fucking me?"
"Yeah... can I?" I asked. I'd fantasized about something like this so many times. There was one thing my stepmom and I did together often was watch porn. She loved getting me aroused and making me want to do things... then not giving me an outlet to actually do them.
I loved watching the men in these videos take care of their women, fucking them, giving them glorious orgasms. I remember seeing them lick them, too, and briefly wondered what that was like as Emmanuelle lay on her back and spread her legs in front of me, showing me her beautifully pink, swollen pussy.
"Do you want to lay on top of mommy? Hmm? You don't have to pound me hard... but you can if you want to." Emmanuelle positioned herself so that I was between her legs and I moved forward. I held my erection in my hand as I got it closer and closer to her pussy. And then it was inside her.
"Oooh, good boy, you're still so fucking hard," she moaned as I looked down on her. I started slowly, sliding my cock in and out of her, going as deep as possible with each stroke before nearly taking it out of her. I didn't really know what I was doing, but it felt so right. My cock was throbbing hard!
Emmanuelle moaned. "I can feel every inch of you when we're doing it slow." She looked so incredibly beautiful and her breasts looked so yummy jiggling a little.
As I became more and more excited it felt even better to move my hips faster, to slide my cock in and out of her pussy more and more rapidly. I felt my hips slap against her a few times, making her moan a little.
"Oh God... yes," she moaned.
"It... it feels so good," I said, panting.
She smiled up at me. "So good to me too, baby. Fuck me! Just how you want. You're making mommy feel really good."
"Yeah?" I said, still unsure I was doing it right.
"Yeah... just like that. You're staying so hard... and you're really turned on. I could fuck you like this every single day. Your mommy is so lucky."
"I'm feeling really good too, mommy. I... I think I'm gonna cum again," I moaned, breathing heavier now.
"Yeah? Are you getting close to cumming?" she said, smiling up at me.
"Yeah... I'm getting close."
"Good. I want you to," she panted. "I want you to make a mess all over mommy's mouth. I want your cum in mommy's mouth."
"Ok mommy," I said and with an extreme amount of willpower, I pulled out and slid forward a little. My hand was stroking my cock when I started cumming again, with jet after jet shooting forward and landing all over her face, mouth, and chest. It felt so good that I was grunting with every release.
When I finally stopped, I looked down and saw the mess I'd created all over her beautiful face. "Oh my God I got it all over you."
She giggled. "Just what I wanted baby." Emmanuelle moved slightly and grabbed my shaft again, stroking and squeezing it, trying to get out every last drop.
I was panting when she finally finished and looked at the clock. We had only a few minutes to spare.
"Wow you're really good at sex," I said as I crawled back a little to let her up.
She giggled again. "Thank you."
We both got off the bed, cleaned up a little in the bathroom and redressed. We got back up to the penthouse just before the 45-minute mark, not arriving first nor last. I watched as each couple came back into the room, and watched their flushed, smiling faces, and the way the held hands and kissed. I knew that they'd each enjoyed the same kind of pleasure I had.
My mom arrived last, holding Simon's hand. I felt a pang of jealousy, but realized it wasn't personal. She had fun just like I did.
I could hear the shuffling of cards again and saw that Amy had moved to the card table.
"Are we ready for another round?" she asked.



        MamaBear Club: NYE Pt. 02

        Round two and another mommabear to please...

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mamabear-club-nye-pt-02

Title: MamaBear Club: NYE Pt. 02

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Round two and another mommabear to please...

Tags: nye, party, cardgame




MamaBear Club: NYE with Stepmom, Part 2
"Ladies, are we ready for round two?" Amy asked, shuffling the cards. All the women and the boys they had just been with grabbed their drinks and started to gather around the card table. "I hope you're all having fun so far," she giggled as the women all sat down and their cubs stood behind them. All the women were talking at once about how much fun this party was.
I stood behind Emmanuelle, my hands on her shoulders, looking at my mom across the table. She didn't say anything to me when our eyes met, but she was smiling broadly. I knew she was having as good a time as I was. Emmanuelle tapped my hand on her shoulder and held it for a moment, almost possessively. I felt so attracted to her after what had happened. She was the first person I'd ever had sex with.
Amy once again finished shuffling the cards and then dealt them all out. The women stacked their cards and held them in their hands. It seemed like there was anticipation in the air that you could cut with a knife as play began. They each threw down their top card and the one with the highest took all the cards and put them at the bottom of her deck. Round and around it went, the women occasionally stopping for drinks.
Then another War happened, this time between my mom and Amy. Everyone took a shot, giggling. I think the alcohol was starting to affect them. My mom and Amy each threw down 3 cards, face down, then the final card face up. My mom won with a seven of spades and there was a shuffling of the cubs once again.
The game seemed to move a little faster this time, since everyone knew what they were doing and knew how enjoyable the stakes were when they finished. Wars happened several times over the next hour, again, and the cubs shuffled around the table. Twice, I was rotated back to stand with my mother, and both times she greeted me with a loving, sensual kiss.
Just before the hour closed, though, I was standing behind Becky. She seemed very different than the other women, even my mom. Where they were dressed in flashy dresses and makeup, she was not. She was simply dressed in a white, button-down blouse, with grey dress slacks. And her makeup was... well... barely there. She looked very much like a midwestern, middle-aged woman going to a office job. And she seemed to act the part, too. She wasn't drinking much and wasn't overly rowdy with the party atmosphere. She was very even keeled. I was very unsure what to expected from her.
Amy's alarm went off once again and she ended the game. Looking up, though, she realized that her son, Jay, was standing behind her. So she asked to negotiate with the other women in order to mix it up.
"It looks like I'm have my own cub behind me. Would one of you lovely ladies like a simple trade between cubs?" Amy asked. "Or... I'd like to entertain how we can... sweeten the pot a bit..."
The women talked among themselves for a second, excitedly trying to guess what she meant.
"I'm interested in the sweetening the pot idea," Emmanuelled giggled.
"What do you have in mind?" my mom asked.
Amy smiled a bit deviously. "I was thinking... what if I gave you my cub for the next 45 minutes... so that one of you has two cubs to enjoy... simultaneously." There were excited murmers and giggles among the other three women about the prospect. "And in return... and in return, I get your cub to enjoy after midnight for 45 minutes. You get two now... and I get two later."
I just stood there a bit stunned as these women... these mothers... debated the prospect of giving their own son away for sexual favors... so that they could have a sexual experience with two young men.
"Oh, I'm definitely going for that," Emmanuelle said, standing.
My mom and Becky stood as well, laughing at Emmanuelle's exuberance. Emmanuelle had Simon behind her already and took his hand. Then she reached out and took Jay's hand as well. She turned and kissed one, then the other, her face flushing with her excitement.
"Forty-five minutes ladies! Don't forget," Amy said. "Everybody needs to be back for the ball drop." She moved to sit on the couch as the other women led their cubs out the door. We walked behind my mom and Emmanuelle to the elevators and rode the car down. Becky stood beside me the whole time, leaning against the wall, almost ignoring me as the other women hugged kissed their cubs.
My mom surprised me as I watched her holding Carter against her body, kissing him. I could see her tongue working in his mouth as their kiss became extremely possessive and passionate. He had his hands on her waist as she pressed her body against him, rubbing.
On the first stop, Emmanuelle got off with her two men. On the second stop, my mom got off with Carter, pulling him as she moved quickly towards our hotel room. That left Becky and I alone at last.
As soon as the door closed, she turned towards me and pinned me against the wall. "Mmm... I couldn't wait to get you alone," she said as she leaned in and kissed me. It didn't matter if I knew what I was doing or not, I just had to follow her lead.
Then I felt her hands unfastening my pants and fishing her hand inside, her fingers wrapping around my shaft. Her hand slowly jerked me in the elevator while I was busy trying to keep my pants from falling down.
"This is nice," she panted into my mouth. "You're going to do just fine."
The elevator suddenly stopped and she turned, her hand still on my cock. The door opened and we walked out, her hand holding my cock, my hands holding my pants. I was so thankful that there wasn't anybody in the hall this time of night.
"Follow me, cubby," she giggled as she led me down the hall. We stopped at her door and she took just a moment to swipe her card and lead me inside.
She walked to the little office chair that was by the desk and turned it before sitting down. I was left standing at the foot of the bed.
She started unfastening her blouse, slowly exposing more and more of her skin and lingerie. "You want to see?" she asked, teasingly pulling it all the way open.
"Um... yeah," I whispered, captivated by her sudden change.
She pulled her blouse off and then laid it aside on the desk. Her bra was nice, covering her beautifully sized breasts. She was a little more shapely than Emmanuelle or my mom, but that only made her more curvy and more desireable.
"Pretty... pink... nice and lacy," she said, running her fingertips over her breasts to tease me. "All for you.
You know why? Because you turn me on so much. You make me so nice and horny... and so wet."
She unfastened her pants and slid her hand inside the front of them. "Oh my God, you're making me so wet. You look so... nervous... innocent and shy. Mmm... so delicious. You like this? Mmm... you like the way I look, don't you? Well, I have to say, I really love the way you look." She grabbed her breasts in her hands, squeezing them and massaging them, lifting them up to show me.
"Do you like big titties? Hmm?" she asked and all I could do was stare at her. I'd never seen women play with themselves like this before... and for me. God, she was so sexy. "Do you like my big titties? Nice, big, perky."
"You like my pink bra? Or do you like it... off?" she asked, smiling as she reached behind herself, unfastening it. "So you can see my big titties." She slid her bra off and laid it on the desk. "Is this what you like?" Her hands cupped her breasts again, holding and squeezing them, pinching her nipples as she judged my reaction.
"Oh... my... God," I whispered, standing there, just amazed by what she was doing right in front of me.
"Oh, you're so nervous... that's so cute," she giggled. "Do you like watching me squeeze my tits?" she asked. Licking her lips excitedly as she gauged that I was really enjoying it. "It feels really good."
I swallowed hard, barely able to speak. My cock was rock hard, tenting the front of my pants, stealing all the blood from my brain. "Yes... very," I whispered.
"See how nice and hard you make my nipples?" she asked as she pinched and pulled them with both hands. "They get nice and hard as I think about the naughty, naughty things you're going to do to me. Yeah, look at that."
My eyes were transfixed on her breasts and the way her hands and fingers were treating them. They looked so soft and pillowy and her nipples so hard and swollen.
"Come here... touch them... you can feel them," she said, reaching out and grabbing one of my hands, pulling me towards her and placing it on her tit.
"Yeah? Oh... they're perfect," I said softly as I repeatedly squeezed her breast.
"You have nice, strong hands," she said.
I brought up my other hand and felt both of her breasts simultaneously, lifting and squeezing them. "Fuck... they're amazing... how does that feel?"
"That feels very, very good. Kiss them," she commanded and I bent down and started kissing each one. "Yeah... the nipples, too," she whispered. I lifted and kissed each hard, pointed nipple, too, which seemed to turn her on more.
"Oh, that's so good," she whispered. "Suck on the nipple."
When I finished a kiss on one of her nipples, I sucked it between my lips and licked it a little. I looked up and our eyes met, which seemed to really excite her. She watched me and used one hand to stroke my head, encouraging me.
"Yes... that's so good... now this one... oh my God, yes." I moved from one breast to another, covering it with kisses and licks and sucking on her nipple. She giggled at my new found excitement. "You're such a horny young man, aren't you? Oh, the things I want you to do to me."
She lifted her hips and pushed her pants and panties off, setting them on the desk with the rest of her clothes. Then she sat back and put her legs up on the arms of the chair, spreading them for me. Her hands quickly went there, sliding over and teasing her clit and pussy.
"I like to touch myself... and rub my clittie. See this?" she asked, spreading her pussy open and baring her clit to me. "She's so swollen and ready."
I couldn't believe how excited she looked. Her clit looked so red and ready, her lips so puffy. And her pussy itself was dripping wet.
"Is this making you horny for me?" she asked, licking her lips.
"Yes... you have the perfect pussy," I said, as if I had a lot of prior experience in which to base that judgement.
"She's a happy pussy," Becky giggled. "Does watching me play make you hard?"
"Yes," I whispered excitedly.
"I like playing with myself while you watch me. Making my pussy all nice and wet."
I stood there, dumbfounded. I had no idea what to do next. I wanted to just fuck her, but how in the hell could I do that if she were in the chair?
"I showed you mine... now... show me yours," she said, putting her foot on my stomach and sliding it down to tease my cock. "I want you to take your clothes off and show me your cock."
I hesitated for a moment, scared to actually do this. But I pushed my pants and boxers off and kicked them aside, then I unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it aside as well. Then I just stood there, hands at my sides, looking down at the floor while Becky took a good long look at me. She slid her foot along my stomach, then used it against my cock, lifting it and letting it fall.
"Mmm... yes... you have a huge dick... oh, look at you... you should be very proud of this."
It felt so strange to have her feet touching my dick, sliding against it, teasing it, sliding up against my balls. This was definitely a new experience and all I could do was stand there and take it. I couldn't even look at her but out of the corner of my eye I could see that she was playing with her pussy all the while.
"Look at how big you are... a nice big, hot cock... all for me," she said, smiling up at me. "Look at me," she commanded, directing my attention to her face. I could barely stand to look her in the eye, but the force of her command was so strong. "Stand there... and jerk off for me. I want you to stroke your cock for me."
I didn't understand for a moment, but then moved my hand to my shaft and grabbed it. It felt so hard and full, definitely ready to explode.
"That's my thing... I really like to watch my men stroke their dicks for me," she said, settling into the chair again, her legs falling over the arms, one hand teasing her pussy, the other her breast. "Go ahead... start stroking it. Nice and slow. Up and down that shaft."
I started stroking my cock, my hand gliding just as it always did when I masturbated. I watched her getting more and more excited as she watched me.
"Slower than you normally would," she said. "Tease yourself a little bit for me. Yeah... that's right. Stroke it and stare at my pussy. Feels good, doesn't it? Oh, yes, I know it does."
I watched her squirming a little as she intensly watched my cock getting stroked. It was so hard and the head was getting so swollen and ready to burst.
"Mmm... I love watching your cock get nice and hard... as you watch me play with my pussy," she whispered. She was almost as mesmerized with me as I was with her. "Tell me, cubby, do you like watching me play with my pussy?"
"Yes," I moaned softly. I did love that. I'd never been so close to a woman masturbating before... and masturbating to brazenly.
"Good," she said, smiling. She loved keeping me just like this... just a toy for her pleasure. "Stroke a little faster... just a little... up and down... and up and down. Wow... your cock is throbbing!"
I kept stroking, faster now with her command, and could feel my orgasm getting closer. God, I wasn't sure how long I was going to be able to keep standing.
"Yeah," she giggled, loving the control she had over me. "Stroke your fucking cock... and take your other hand and cup your balls. Yeah, squeeze them. I want both hands working for me. I want you to make it feel so good."
Her hand was sliding rapidly in circles over her clit now and her nipples were hard and red from her pinching and pulling. I could tell she was getting close to her own orgasm, too.
"God, yes... you look so good stroking your cock for me," she panted. "You're so good at following directions. Mmm... ok... even faster now."
She smiled, devilishly, loving that my cock was flying up and down my shaft, loving that my cock was so hard and ready to burst.
"Look at you... stroking that hard cock for me," she panted. "Come on, stroke it as fast as you can. Show me how much you want me. Show me how badly you want to fuck me. Don't stop fucking watching me. God, my pussy is so fucking wet."
I closed my eyes, trying not to let myself cum, trying not to embarrass myself. When I opened them again, she was smiling up at me, both of her hands now on her pussy, trying to keep from taking herself over the edge too early.
"Oh, you're so fucking hard for me. Cum for me... yeah," she smiled. "Cum for me! Cum for me, baby... do it. Will you do that for mommy? Will you cum for mommy?"
I could tell she was right on the edge, the same as I was. It wouldn't take much for either of us to just fall off it... and I was first. I groaned loudly as my first load shot out and fell to the carpet. I slightly turned and the rest sprayed on her body.
She closed her eyes as well, her body shaking as she came along with me.
"Yes.... oh yeah... mmmm.... that's nice," she said as she finally started calming down from her orgasm. I was standing there, holding my cock, cum still dripping from the tip, unsure what to do next.
"Mmm... look at that mess you made," she said, sliding her fingers through my cum and tasting it from her fingers.
"Now, we have about 20 minutes left," she said, looking at the clock beside the bed. "You know you're here to give me pleasure, right?" she asked, sitting up. She reached out and touched my cock, sliding her finger along it's length and letting the cum drip from the tip. She seemed to enjoy that she had so much control over my cock.
"What... what would you like me to do?" I asked softly, uncertain. What else could she ask for?
She smiled, deviously. Then pointed to the spot right in front of the chair. "You're going to please me... First, get down on the floor."
"Yes ma'am," I said, dropping to my knees.
"Go ahead, slide closer."
I crawled even closer to her until I was practically touching the chair.
She lay back in the chair again, as much as she could, spreading her legs wide and opening her juicy, swollen pussy to me. "You like the way that looks? You like my pussy?"
"Yes... it's... it's beautiful."
She smiled. "Mmm... thank you baby. And it's very wet for you. So... now... you're going to lick my pussy until I cum." She hooked one leg behind my head and pulled my face towards her crotch. "Get down there. Come here... lick my pussy."
I hesitated as she pulled my face closer and closer to her wetness. Her hands pulled her lips apart, baring the pink insides to me. Then she let them go and slid them up to frame her clit, flicking her fingers over it.
"Come on... get to work," she said seductively. "I want to see those pretty eyes of yours between my thighs. Come on. Yeah... just lick it," she whispered.
I leaned forward and slid my tongue along her pussy, sliding right between her fingers, over her clit, and felt her body shake.
"Oh yeah... just like that," she moaned. "Yeah... slide your tongue right there, right in my pussy."
"That tastes really good," I said softly, licking more bodly now.
"See?" she smiled. "I knew you'd like it. Just keep licking baby."
"Like that?" I asked, trying to determine if the way I was licking her was pleasing her or not. I really wanted to please her.
"Yes, yes! Oh yeah... right there... give me your fucking tongue," she panted excitedly. "Drool all over that pussy. That is so fucking hot. Oh shit! Yes!"
I licked faster, sliding my tongue over her clit for a moment and then sliding it down and circling her entrance. Her lips were so swollen and meaty, begging for attention so I sucked them into my mouth, which she seemed to really enjoy.
"Oh, yes, that feels so fucking good," she panted. "You're a natural! Mmhmm, that feels really good."
I didn't really know what to do, but she grabbed my head and helped guide me, moving my tongue just where she wanted it. She used her thighs and legs to hold me or pull me in tighter, too, if I was too soft.
"Mmm... you're getting the hang of this," she giggled. "And you look so pretty there with your tongue in my little pussy. Oh yes," she giggled, excitedly, "that feels so good. Look up at me with those pretty eyes while you worship my pussy."
I looked up at her and we locked eyes while I licked and gently sucked on her clit. She smiled down at me, loving how I was making her feel.
"Yes... you're a fucking natural at this... Oh fuck!" she yelled suddenly, when my tongue flicked over her clit just right. "That's a good boy. That feels really fucking good on my clit. Yes, yes, yes... that feels so good. Fuck! Oh yes!"
She acted so excited that I thought she might have cum and thought that maybe I was done. "Is that enough? Can I...?"
"No that's not enough!" she said sternly. "I want more. You're gonna make me cum." She pulled me in again, her hands grabbing my hair firmly and holding me just where she wanted me.
"Right there... right there... Oh God, yes... Oh, I'm gonna cum." I could feel her body trembling beneath me and could hear her excited breaths. "I'm cumming... I'm cumming... oh my goodness... wow," she panted as she pulled me tight against her pussy, smothering me. I was having a difficult time breathing, but I didn't have a choice. Her legs and arms held me tightly against her and I had no choice but to keep licking her.
Finally, she released me and I fell back on my heels, panting, trying to catch my own breath. I could feel her wetness all over my face and in my mouth. When I looked up at her, she was smiling down at me, looking very satisfied.



"Fuck yeah," she panted. "That's a good boy... You are so good at that."
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MamaBear Club: NYE with Stepmom, Part 3
Becky and I arrived at the penthouse first, this time, and Amy was there to greet us. She'd already turned on the TV to watch the ball drop and a band was playing. My mom and Carter came in next.
Five minutes late, Emmanuelle walked in, acting like she was practically dead. "Oh my fucking God!" she said loudly as the doors opened. Jay and Simon were on either side of her, helping her walk.
"Was that fun?" Amy asked as she grabbed the champagne flutes from the counter and opened two bottles.
"Fun would be an understatment," Emmanuelle said, acting flamboyantly worn out, as the boys let her plop onto the couch. They then went to get her, and themselves, something to drink. "I'm glad I'm a healthy middle-aged woman, because two strapping young boys like that can really take it out of you," she said, giggling. "You never get a moment's rest."
All the women giggled. I had a feeling they were all wondering what it would feel like.
On the TV, the bands played and the commentators talked all the way up to midnight. We boys handed out the champagne flutes right as the ball was coming down and all went to be at our mother's side.
"10, 9, 8, 7, 6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1, Happy New Year!!" we all cheered, along with everyone in Times Square in New York City on the television. I kissed my mom, who was definitely feeling the effects of the alcohol tonight. She was frisky with minimal inhibitions. She grabbed my head and stuck her tongue deep in my mouth as we kissed and I could feel her hand grab my cock through my slacks.
Then the boys moved around, kissing each mom in turn, basically with the same outcome. The women might be a little worn down and a little drunk, but they were still horny. All the boys seemed to still have energy, too.
It was about twenty minutes after midnight that the mom's and their cubs started leaving the penthouse and going back to their respective rooms. I held my mom's hand as we went down the hall and into the elevator. Emmanuelle was the only one going to her room alone. Her son Carter was walking with Amy and her son Jay, one on either arm. She was going to get her 45 minutes of extra fun.
My mom used her keycard to open our door and we went inside. The room still reeked of sex, but I guess they all did. The bedspread was a little rumpled, but the bed itself seemed ok. I had no idea what my mom did during her two sessions, but at least she seemed happy.
We both took our time, taking showers and getting dressed for bed. She went first and came out of the bathroom wearing very frilly, thin shorts, and a top that matched with spaghetti straps. It barely held her breasts behind it and showed A LOT of cleavage.
When I finished showering, I dressed just in the shorts I normally slept in. I didn't even feel like wearing a shirt. I crawled into bed, at last, at about 1:00am. My mom was already there, lying next to me. She turned to face me, her bedside light still on, as I got under the covers.
I could still hear the occassionaly pop of firecrackers or bottle rockets as the parties outside wound down.
"Did you have fun tonight?" she asked, sitting up on her elbow so that she was a little higher than me. She didn't look the least bit tired and seemed very anxious to talk.
"Yeah," I said, smiling. "I didn't know what to expect, but it was... fun."
"I wasn't exactly sure what to expect either, but I thought Amy did really well in setting it up."
"Yeah, it was good."
"Who did you get to spend time with?" she asked, smiling at me, obviously very interested in my night. She knew this was my first experience with a woman.
"Um... Emmanuelle first and then Becky," I said.
"Ooh, how was your time with Emmanuelle?" she asked, her eyes flashing with interest. "She seemed like she'd be really exciting."
"It was nice," I said softly.
"So?" she asked, impatiently. "Give me some details! What did you guys do first?"
"We kissed," I said.
"And? Did you like kissing her?"
"Come on mom... yes," I said, embarrassed.
"Oh like there's something to be embarrassed about kissing. Come on," she said. "You don't mind talking to me about this do you?"
"Yeah, I guess it's ok... I just feel kinda..."
"Like naughty maybe?" she asked. "Like you're doing something you shouldn't? Or maybe thinking something you shouldn't?"
"Yeah..."
"That's ok. Those kind of thoughts are normal. You know you can tell me anything." I nodded. It didn't feel like I should be telling my own mother details about my sexual encounter with Emmanuelle. But maybe that was normal for boys to do. I didn't know.
"So... you kissed. How'd that make you feel? Good?" she smiled.
"Yeah," I smiled back. It made me feel real good, I had to admit it.
"And did kissing lead to other things?" she said, expectantly.
"Yeah... kinda," I said, hesitating.
"Yeah, kinda," she mocked my voice. "Look at you beating around the bush. You know we've known each other for a while now. We can talk, right?"
"I... I just feel like you'll get mad at me or something," I said. I knew we were close and I wasn't sure if talking about another woman would make her mad or not... especially telling her what happened.
"No... I won't. I'm happy for you. It's why we came here," she said.
"Ok... well... after we kissed we just... you know... touched each other some," I said.
"You did?" she asked. Her hand started stroking her neck and slid down inside her nightshirt to play with her breast, specifically to pinch her own nipple a little. "Some? So what does that mean?"
"Like... I... I touched her breast. And she touched me... down there," I said, still a little too shy to tell her what happened.
"Your cock?"
"Yeah... And I touched her... like... down there," I admitted, watching my mom tease her breast even more. Her nipple was almost visible now as her hand had pulled down the material a bit. Her finger swirled around it and occasionally pinched and pulled it.
"You touched her down there?" she asked. "What did you think?" She smiled as if knowing exactly what I thought. She adjusted her position, moving closer to me and suddenly her hand slid under the covers and she started touching my inner thigh that was closest to her. Her touch sent shivers through my body as her fingertips stroked up from my knee getting awfully close to my cock.
"God it was... so warm... and wet," I said as I remembered it. It was the first time I ever touched a woman's pussy. "I... I liked it."
"Did she taste you?" she asked. She smiled at me like she really wanted to taste me herself.
"Yeah," I admitted.
"Really? She sucked on your cock?" Her fingers were now dancing at the leg band of the shorts I slept in and it was giving me a hardon.
"Yeah."
Her hand went over the shorts and touched my cock through the material. Her fingers curled over it as best they could and she slowly stroked me over the thin material.
"Ooh, I see you're excited just thinking about it," she smiled. "You're very hard."
"I'm... I'm sorry mom," I said, blushing I was so embarrassed. I couldn't believe I was getting hard next to my mommy.
"No... It's ok. You're young," she said giggling. "Young men tend to get excited easily. I happen to like that." She looked at me for a moment, still stroking me, then pulled the blanket down off me so she could see what her hand was doing. "You know... I can help you with these things, too," she said. "I mean I used to do stuff with guys... maybe things you've never thought about."
I moaned softly, unable to answer her about that. I mean, I thought about it all the time. I fantasized about my stepmom all the time.
"So... what did you do next?" she asked, sliding even closer to me. Her body was so close I could feel the heat from it. She kicked a leg over mine, both holding me in place and keeping my legs apart a little. "Did you get naked? Did you get her naked?"
"Yeah... She took off her dress and was wearing really sexy bra and panties underneath," I said. I was starting to breath harder, my erection growing to full mast. "And she took those off, too."
"I assume she was a little... aggressive. Did she get on top of you?"
"Yeah."
"Mmm... Did she grind her pussy against your cock?" she asked. I could feel her leg sliding up and down mine. Her skin was so smooth and soft... and warm.
"Yeah. And her pussy was like really wet and she just slipped it inside her. And then we... had sex," I whispered.
"That's really exciting! Did you fuck her really good or did she fuck you?"
"I... I think I fucked her really good," I said softly.
"Did she cum?" she whispered back, her hand still stroking my shaft. The head was starting to peek out from the top now.
"Yeah... a couple times I think," I said. I didn't know for sure, but it seemed like she had a couple orgasms to me.
"See, you do like our conversations. You are so hard," she whispered, sliding her hand inside the waistband of my shorts and stroking my cock directly now. Her hand was warm and insistent.
"I... uh..." I was so embarrassed and excited that I could barely speak.
"It's ok," she said, sliding her hand up and down my long shaft. "It was fun, right?"
"Yeah... sex is pretty cool," I whispered.
She let go of my shaft for a moment and started pulling my shorts down. She got up on her knees and used both hands to pull them off my legs, tossing them to the floor of the hotel room. I was now completely naked. Then she slid between my spread legs and lay down, her face so close to my crotch. Her hand grabbed my shaft again, stroking it slowly, with a new closeup view.
"You don't mind, do you?" she asked as she licked up the side of my shaft and then nuzzled her face into my balls. "Do you like when I do this?"
"Yeah," I moaned. God... I loved it!
"Tell me... how did it feel when you were inside of her?" she asked, letting her tongue flutter around the head.
"Oh my God," I groaned, barely able to even think to answer her.
"Nice... and... wet?" she said as she took the head into her mouth, sucking in it.
"Yeah." Her mouth was so perfect and drove me insane with pleasure.
"Was her pussy nice and tight? Like this?" she asked as her hand squeezed my shaft as she stroked it, her mouth and tongue still working on the head.
"Yes," I moaned.
She slid my cock from her mouth and then sat up on her knees. She kicked a leg over one of mine and sat with her pussy grinding into my thigh as she stroked me.
"Do you like my boobs?" she asked and I nodded dumbly. She grabbed the bottom of her top and pulled it over her head, exposing her breasts to my feasting eyes. The were so perfect. "Do you want to touch them?"
I nodded and reached up with both hands and grabbed her breasts, squeezing and lifting them, playing with the nipples a little. "They feel so good mommy."
She moved again, sliding her pussy over to my cock, and then rubbing against the hard shaft. Her pussy was so wet and warm, very much like Emmanuelle's, and she used my hard cock to tease herself. She circled the head over her clit and moaned softly.
"Mommy?" I said as I looked up at her. I couldn't believe we were doing this. I must have had a strange look on my face, because she thought I wanted her to stop.
"Do you want me to stop, baby?" she asked.
"No... I... I don't want to stop," I moaned. Hell no I didn't want her to stop!
"Tell me what you want, baby," she said. She looked down and watched as she moved my cock around her pussy.
"Mommy please... please," I begged, panting, barely able to speak.
"What? Tell mommy what you want."
"I... I want to put my cock... inside you," I said. "I want to... to... to fuck you."
"You do?" she said, smiling down at me. "Watch baby... look down here," she said, telling me to watch where my cock and her pussy met. Slowly... teasingly... she guided the head to her hole... then dropped her hips... slowly... sliding me inside.
"Oh my God," I panted as I watched my cock disappear inside her, inch by inch.
"Is that what you wanted, baby?" she asked as she started grinding on my cock, sliding me in and out of her wetness.
"Yes mommy!" I moaned loudly. God it felt so good to have her pussy squeezing my cock like that.
As she pushed down onto me, I arched my hips up repeatedly, slightly fucking her. She pressed down on me when I was fully inserted, as if trying to push even that last millimeter inside. She then moved her hips forward and back, sliding me in and out of her wetness.
"That's the way... yeah... Did she ride you like this, baby?" she asked, looking down at me with half-closed eyes. She was feeling really good.
"Yeah, but... this feels so much better mommy," I moaned.
"Oh... fuck," she hissed as my cock filled her. "You like it when mommy does this to you?"
"Yeah... yeah mommy. But I... I think I'm gonna cum," I moaned again, breathing harder. The way she looked and the way her pussy was practically milking my cock made me so damn excited. I was far more excited than I'd ever been before.
"Yeah?" she asked, smiling brightyly in surprise. She was definitely going to love this... a young man that cums and is ready to start again. "Are you gonna cum already baby?"
She slid off my cock, and instantly grabbed it, stroking it, then bent down and began licking it.
"Mmm... baby... let mommy have it," she moaned.
"Oh God," I said, barely able to even talk. "I'm... Oh God... I'm cumming." Instantly I felt the cum jet from my shaft as her mouth sealed itself around the head. She moaned softly, obviously loving that I was cumming for her, and she swallowed every drop. It was the most amazing sight that I never, ever expected to see.
We locked eyes as she kept sucking, getting every drop from me, her hand stroking up and down with a firm grip.
"So much cum!" she whispered as if amazed.
"I'm... I'm sorry mom... I lasted longer with her. I'm sorry," I apologized over and over. I was so embarrassed.
"It's alright," she smiled, still stroking my shaft and kissing the head, her tongue flicking over it occassionally. "It's ok baby. I love to make you cum. And I love that mommy could make you cum so quickly. That's nice sometimes, too. You taste so good."
She took her time cleaning off my cock and making sure to get every drop of my cum. It felt so... motherly.
"Baby, did you taste them tonight?" she asked as she lay back on the bed.
"Down... down there?" I asked.
"Yeah."
"Becky... but not Emmanuelle," I said.
"Yeah? You licked her pussy?" she smiled as if that was important to her.
"Yeah," I said. "She showed me what to do."
"Mmm... well, since you got a nice cummy," she said, smiling and spreading her legs. "Then maybe I can have one now. I think we need to do that. Come over here."
"You... you want me to lick you?" I asked, a little embarrassed to see her laying back and so lewdly playing with her pussy.
"Yeah," she said as I got on my knees and moved between her legs. "Start up here," she said, indicating her lips for me to kiss. I was on all fours and leaned into her. She put her fingers on my chin and I followed her her into a deep kiss. She used her tongue to play with my lips and encouraged me to do the same, before sliding it into my mouth.
"Mmm... good boy... I love kissing you," she said. "It's all about enjoying the experience. Just take your time... and make it sensual. Every time you touch, every time you kiss... just take your time."
She used her hand to guide my mouth to her breast and led me to lick her nipple, circling it and then making long swipes over it.
"Yeah, that's nice," she said and then pushed my head lower.
I slowly kissed and licked down her body, stopping to flick my tongue over her bellybutton for a moment.
"Oh, that feels so good," she moaned, "watching you kiss my body like that. God I can't wait to feel your mouth on my pussy."
She spread her legs a little wider as I moved down between them and lay on my stomach. "Yeah... start licking... right there," she said, indicating a spot midway up her thigh. "And get closer... and closer. Tease me a little. Yeah... just like that."
I licked closer and closer to her pussy, my tongue finally sliding over the outside of her swollen labia. She was moaning softly as she watched me.
"Mmm... that's it... mommy likes long licks," she said excitedly. I started licking between her labia, delving into the wetness within, tasting her for the first time. My long licks ended with a flick over her clit and that definitely excited her.
"That's perfect," she moaned. "We'll keep working on this... maybe every day even. You'll be a master."
I licked and sucked a little, tasting her and doing everything that seemed to drive her crazy. Her clit was definitely a good spot to both lick and suck and I spent a bit of time teasing it.
"Mmm... you're getting so good at that... Oh, baby boy... mommy likes that... Mmhmm... yeah... right there... That's so good... Oh, my baby boy... I really like your tongue right there... just spread that pussy wide open."
She used her fingers to pull her lips open, exposing more of her wetness to my mouth, and I slid my tongue in as far as I could. She used her hands on my head to encourage me to tongue-fuck her a little bit before guiding me back up to her clit.
"Your mouth feels so good on mommy's pussy," she whispered, panting. "It's such a turn on to watch you do that... Right there... you got that... yes... I'm cumming... I'm cumming."
She grabbed and held my head still as I alternately sucked and licked her clit. It was just the right combination for her and I felt her body shake. Her legs clamped onto my head, holding me in place as she moaned more loudly, her pussy gushing over my face. And then she relaxed and released me.
"You did great, baby," she praised me, smiling as I kept licking. "Yep, yep, you got it baby," she said, grabbing my head suddenly. "Easy... go slow... My pussy's so sensitive."
In just a minute, she pulled me from between her legs and brought me up to lay beside her.
"I... um... I have a gift for you," she said.
"A gift for me?"
"A New Year's present," she said, handing me a small box.
"What is it?"
"Open it, silly boy. It's something to help us start the new year right."
I peeled the wrapping paper off and opened the box. Inside was a metal contraption that I could make nothing of. I held it up, turning it this way and that trying to figure it out.
"What is it?" I asked.
"It's a little... something... that the club recommends to keep us together." She took it from me and used a little key to unlock it, separating it into two pieces. "It's something to make sure that I'm the only woman you love. This part goes on like this..." She pushed one part onto my cock, sliding my balls through it. "Then this slides on like this." Then she put it back together, sliding my cock into a little cage. I heard the click of the lock before she let me go.
She held the key up. "I hold the key now... your cock is mommy's baby," she smiled. "You're my baby boy."
I looked at my cock, all caged and trapped. There was no way I could have sex with that thing on. I couldn't even masturbate. And she held the key. She was making sure that I could only fuck on her terms.
"Come on. Let's sleep for a while now," she said. "I'm sure I'll wake up in a couple hours wanting you some more." She grabbed my cage and I felt her fingers slide between the openings to touch my cock. "Mommy needs to use your nice, big cock."
"Ok mommy," I said, laying my head on the pillow next to her, facing her, hugging my arms around her.
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The Seduction Trap, Part 1
Tammy had worked hard all afternoon, decorating, shopping for food, cleaning. Now she was having a drink, spending time with a dozen or more of her and her husband's friends, waiting for him. His birthday was never a fun time for him, but she was going to go all out for James' 40th. It was time he had something special like this. At 35 herself, she secretly hoped he'd do something similar for her.
Especially now. He was working so hard, leaving early in the morning and coming home late at night. He worked at a publishing house downtown, proofreading texts and trying to attract new authors. For some reason, his boss had given him extra special responsibilities and that gave him a ton of extra work. At least that's what he told her.
The crowd in the room was boisterous when the phone rang. She just knew it was him. Every time something like this came up, he somehow managed to be too busy... some emergency... something.
"Shhhh, everybody. Wait, wait, wait... it might be him," she told the crowd, turning down the music. She waited a moment for all the sound to disappear. "Hello," she said, picking up the receiver.
"Hi honey... I'm running late again... I'm sorry."
"Oh, James... damn it... not tonight." She looked around at all the eyes focused on her and her conversation and felt her face flush with embarassment.
"I'm sorry Tammy, but Phil has me working on this text that needs to be done by tomorrow morning. I can't leave for at least another 3 hours."
Tammy heard a sound in the background. It sounded like the laugh of a woman... or two.
"I'm sorry, too. Is... is someone else there?"
"Well... yeah... there's a couple interns here, helping me through this. Hopefully they'll help me get it done faster."
Was that the clink of a wine glass she heard? A moan?
"I'm sorry I'm disappointing you again, honey. I really am. But I'll be home just as soon as I can."
"Ok," she said, dejectedly. "I just was hoping to spend time with you on your birthday."
"I know... and I'm sorry. I'll make it up to you. I promise. I'll wake you when I come in, ok?"
"Ok... I'll see you soon. I love you..." and the phone line went dead.
Tammy closed her eyes, wondering if she actually heard what she thought she heard. She imagined James in a hotel room, drinking wine with a beautiful young woman... sliding his hand up her leg, beneath her dress... She shook her head to clear it. While it all might be true, she still had guests to take care of.
She set the phone down and looked up, the crowd of her friends watching her intently.
"I'm sorry everybody.... work has called him away again. But enjoy the party anyways." She turned the music back up and moved through the crowd to the back bedroom, talking, laughing, smiling the entire trip. As soon as she was out of sight, she lost her smile and started crying. He was cheating on her... she just knew it.
It took two more hours for the party to finally wind down. At 1:00am, she was alone with the last of her guests, her best friend Jordan, and the two sat in the living room as they had for the last hour.
Jordan looked up over her drink. "You won't be able to do anything about it until you get some kind of proof, you know."
Tammy looked down, shaking her head. "I know. I just don't know how."
"Maybe you can hire a private detective... somebody to follow him around."
"It just sounds so stupid to have to go to all that trouble, you know?"
"I know... I just don't know what else to tell you. As you said, his phone records are clean, his bank records are clean. He's hiding his tracks well if he is up to something."
She put a hand on Tammy's shoulder. "You'll get through this."
"I know." Tammy pulled her friend into a hug. She wondered where she'd find a private detective and wondered what it would cost. Then suddenly an idea came to her. She didn't have to prove who he's cheating with now. All she had to do was convince him to cheat with someone she knew... someone she could trust... someone paid to do it.
*****
Tammy woke to the sound of an electric shaver. She put a hand out to where her husband should be laying, but it was empty and cold. She opened her eyes and turned towards the sound. James saw her through the open bathroom door and turned off the shaver.
"Sorry, hun... I didn't mean to wake you. Did you have a good night?"
"Yeah... well, no, actually. We waited for you. I wanted to surprise you for your birthday, so I had friends over... and cake."
"Now I feel like a real idiot. I'm sorry. Maybe we can do something fun this weekend... to make up for me being such an ass."
"Yeah... that sounds good." Tammy lay back in the bed and realized that he hadn't even come to bed last night. He just got home and he was going back out to work. She closed her eyes and shook her head. She knew what she was going to have to do.
*****
Tammy entered the front doors of the expensive hotel lobby downtown and moved directly towards the bar. She could feel the eyes of the clerk watching her from behind his desk and wondered if he'd seen her husband before. She wondered if he knew why she was here and wondered if other wives came in here, trying to trap their husbands.
She walked into the archway separating the bar from the hotel lobby and quickly scanned the room. There were a few people about, some couples, some solitary, but nothing out of the ordinary. She wondered if she had the right place. She thought this was considered a pick up bar, where high-paid call girls plied their trade, and wondered if her information was wrong.
Wondering what to do next, she moved to the bar and ordered a gin and tonic, something to calm her nerves. Music was playing from the jukebox and some conversation filtered through the crowed along with the TV behind the bar, but all in all, the place seemed quiet and tame. She sipped her drink.
"It's kind of quiet in here tonight," a beautiful voice said from nearby.
Tammy looked up at the sound and saw a young, beautiful woman, maybe 21. She was dressed in a long, black dress, emphasizing her breasts, long legs, and long blond hair. The woman smiled, eliciting a smile back.
"It's my first time in here... but it does seem quiet," she said, taking another sip of her drink.
"Here on business or meeting someone?" ask the girl.
"Kind of meeting someone, I guess," Tammy laughed nervously.
The girl extended her hand. "I'm Emmanuelle by the way."
Tammy took her delicate, soft hand in her's, noting how beautifully painted her nails were, and shook her hand. "Tammy."
"Oh, you're married," Emmanuelle said, sliding into the stool next to Tammy.
Tammy immediately covered up her ring, as if embarassed. "Yeah... I am."
"Nothing to be embarassed about. Married people come in here a lot... Just like everyone else, some come in just to drink and talk, some to flirt, and some... well, to find someone to hang with for a while."
Emmanuelle turned towards her, crossing her legs as Tammy asked, "Which are you in here for?"
The girl laughed. "Well, to be honest, I'm here to find someone to hang with for a while."
Tammy looked down, embarassed. She'd never met a hooker before and this girl certainly didn't fit the stereotype.
"You know, I'm very good at reading people," Emmanuelle said. "And I think that's what you're here for too. Only... you didn't expect me."
Now Tammy had to laugh and shake her head. "No, I didn't expect you."
"I like that. I like that I surprise you. Maybe you can buy me a drink and we can talk about it."
Tammy smiled and nodded, obviously still very embarassed, shy, and nervous. The bartender obviously knew what this girl was, so... was he judging her? Was she being identified as some kind of lesbian that picked up hookers? Some kind of lesbian cougar that went after young girls?
"Mitch, another please," Emmanuelle told the bartender. She took a sip when it arrived and Tammy handed him money.
"So..." Emmanuelle started, leaning in so Tammy could smell her expensive perfume. She ran the back of a solitary finger down Tammy's upper arm. "I almost always have guys come in here so this is a nice surprise. I have a suite upstairs if you'd like to join me for drinks up there."
"Actually, I have another proposition for you. I..." she hesitated, taking another sip of her drink for courage. "I think my husband is cheating on me."
Emmanuelle smiled. "With me?"
"No... no, not with you. I don't know who, frankly. That's where I need help." Tammy took another drink, wondering if she could go through with it. It took her a moment to build up the courage again. "I want you to meet my husband and... and come onto him. Not outright seduce him... I want you to make him think the whole thing is his idea. I want to see if he seduces you."
"You want to set up a trap and see if he falls for it..." Emmanuelle said.
"Exactly. I... I don't want you to sleep with him or anything... just see what he does."
Emmanuelle shook her head slowly. "I don't know... it doesn't sound like something I want to get involved in."
"Please," Tammy said, leaning forward and putting her hand over Emmanuelle's. "I need to find out."
Emmanuelle paused a moment, looking into Tammy's eyes and running through the request in her mind. "Ok... $100 plus expenses," she said softly. "Describe him to me and tell me where I can meet him... and make it look accidental. Then, after we meet, I'll send you a text and we can meet here again."
"Thank you," Tammy said softly, slipping $100 into Emmanuelle's hand, before going into a description of James and his habits.
*****
Three days later and Tammy had still barely even seen James, let alone talked to him. His work was keeping him away. Even when he was at home, he was busy on the computer or his phone. He hadn't touched her in over a week now and it was driving her crazy. She thought of James undressing Emmanuelle, laying her back in the hotel bed, the same way he treated her. She imagined him thrusting into her, her legs up on his shoulders. She shivered, realizing how aroused it was getting her. She got dressed up and slipped out of the house, driving down to the hotel again and slipped into the bar. She sat at the bar and waited for Emmanuelle.
"I was hoping to see you again," the soft voice came from behind her just as she pulled the glass from her lips. She turned to see Emmanuelle slide into the seat beside her. "How are you doing tonight?"
Tammy gulped, now knowing how to proceed and wondering if she really wanted to know what the girl was going to tell her.
"I'm... uh... fine. How are you?"
She almost couldn't bear to find out what happened... but Emmanuelle was acting so pleasantly.
Emmanuelle smiled, catching Tammy's breath at the beauty she just seemed to notice. "I'm wonderful tonight... especially now."
Tammy smiled back, suddenly more at ease. She took a deep breath to relax.
"Well?" Tammy asked, hoping for painless information.
"Let's go to the booth if you don't mind. I'm supposed to be working." The two stood, grabbed their drinks and moved to a nearby booth, sitting directly across from each other.
Tammy looked up, barely able to contain herself. "Did you meet him?"
"Yes... yes I did. Just like you suggested. I went into the cafe and waited for him. He came in about noon like you said. I kind of flirted with him from across the room, you know, just looking at him. Then I went over and asked for some sugar for my iced tea. It was stupid, but I didn't know what else to say."
Emmanuelle paused for a moment, looking at Tammy. The woman was so expectant and eager for information.
"And?"
"We talked... innocently... flirting a little... I smiled and joked with him. Then I went back to my table. He left a little while later."
"So... he didn't... he didn't get your phone number or anything or set anything up?"
Tammy took a drink, her shaking hands made it difficult.
"He... uh... he slipped me his number on a piece of paper on the way out. He bent down and kissed me on the cheek and neck, his hand rubbed my thigh. He told me to call him. He said we'd have fun."
Tammy sat looking at her, almost stunned, not really surprised, but not happy either. She'd hoped she was wrong. She'd hoped that everything would have just been a misunderstanding. But here was some evidence that things weren't good. Her husband was flirting with a woman and gave her his phone number. He expected them to go out again. He expected to fuck this girl.
"I won't call him, of course," Emmanuelle said.
Tammy licked her lips, looking at Emmanuelle, trying to determine if she should indeed take the next step. The girl was calmly looking back at her as if studying everything about her face. "I... I want you to. I want you to call him up and arrange to see him again. I need to know."
"Are you sure that's what you want? You want to let your husband seduce me?"
Tammy sat back and exhaled from all the excitement and stress. She hadn't even realized she was holding her breath. "Yes."
*****
Three tense days passed again. James and Tammy did have sex the previous night, but it was different for some reason. Tammy was trying to find signs that he was having sex with someone else, maybe even Emmanuelle. Unfortunately, it was the image of Emmanuelle, the beautiful blond in the black dress... her hair up and braided... looking so elegant and sexy... that image was what took Tammy over the edge. She imagined Emmanuelle sliding her dress off her shoulders, her blue, piercing eyes looking directly at her. Pulling her dress down to expose her breasts... pulling it down and off her legs exposing her pussy. She imagined Emmanuelle was stripping for her, wanting her, wanting to fuck her... and it made her cum.
The intensity of the orgasm from the image surprised her. She'd never thought about women before, but there was something about Emmanuelle that intrigued and excited her. The girl has been with many men... she was good at seducing them. And she was good at seducing her.
James had seemed pleased that he'd made her orgasm so strongly, not knowing what really did it. He kissed her and then just rolled over and went to sleep. She wondered if he did that with Emmanuelle, too, or if he'd been aroused quickly again... and if he fucked her again and again.
She walked into the hotel bar again, wondering if the staff would recognize her coming in all the time. She knew this was all just some crazy misunderstanding. She was turning every little thing into some big deal. She had to just stop it before she embarassed herself.
Emmanuelle was sitting at the bar, facing away from her as she approached. She slid onto the stool next to her, sliding her purse on top of the bar. Emmanuelle was sipping a drink and set it down. She turned towards Tammy and smiled.
"Hi," Tammy said, smiling back. Emmanuelle put her such at ease with her beautiful smile and sparkling eyes. She seemed so youthful, so innocent, but so erotic at the same time.
"Hi. I'm happy to see you." She turned and hugged the older woman tightly, as if they were old friends.
Tammy ordered a drink and as she sipped it, Emmanuelle took her hand and led her to a nearby booth.
"Look, Emmanuelle, I think this was a bad idea." She pulled her checkbook from her purse and began making out a check. "Why don't I pay you what I owe you and we just forget the whole..."
"We met already..."
"You called him?" Tammy asked, obviously impatient.
Emmanuelle took a moment, looked down at her drink, obviously disappointed. But then a moment later looked back up. "Yes, I called him. We agreed to meet at the Metro Park two days ago."
Tammy was leaning forward, her arms resting on the table, wanting more and more information.
"I was sitting on a bench waiting for him. He came up to me and took my hand, hugging and kissing me as he met me."
Tammy was shocked. "I didn't tell you to do that..."
Emmanuelle looked equally pained, especially by Tammy's reaction. She interrupted her before she could even finish her sentence. "I didn't have a choice. He grabbed my hair in the back and pushed into me. He was very... forceful." She laughed softly as if describing it as forceful was exciting.
Tammy gulped, excited by the imagery Emmanuelle painted.
Emmanuelle could see Tammy's reaction, could practically hear her whimper of need. She smiled knowingly, and continued.
"He had a tight hold on my hand and led me into the park. We moved towards the back, where there were a lot of trees and not a lot of people. There were people scattered around the park, but no one was near us. He led me to a bench and sat on it, pulling me onto his lap."
Tammy could feel her body heating up as she imagined the encounter Emmanuelle described. She envisioned James pulling the girl to him, so dominantly, preparing to violate her.
"He had one hand behind me, on my waist," Emmanuelle said, her hands touching her waist where he held her. "Then his hand moved up and he grabbed my hair from behind, pulling my head back." Emmanuelle looked up, getting into the position Tammy knew James put her in. She could almost see James sitting there, holding the girl as she watched.
"He pulled me into another kiss while his other hand started stroking my leg, sliding my skirt up my thigh. I tried to protest. I grabbed his wrist and told him that this wasn't the right time or place, but it was useless. He held me tight and told me he was going to have me any time and any way he pleased."
Tammy groaned softly, excited by her description of James' domination of the young girl. She wanted him to do that with her, now. She wanted to feel so helpless and needy, even if it was just for sexual gratification.
Emmanuelle closed her eyes, one hand sliding along her exposed neck, caressing her lips, while the other moved below the table to obviously stroke her own thigh. Tammy used the moment to drop her own hand into her lap, sliding it along her own thigh as she felt her pussy clench in need. She almost instinctively moved to her pussy, but at the last moment, clenched her inner thigh instead. She looked around nervously, wondering if anyone was watching them, watching her... but everyone was lost in their own drinks and conversations.
"He... he slid his hand under my skirt until he touched my panties. I know he could feel how wet I was. I was so fucking soaked by now. He groaned a little and I know he was happy that I was so excited for him. I know you didn't want me to do it, but I wanted to fuck him, right then and there. I didn't care who saw us... I just had to have his cock."
Emmanuelle opened her eyes and looked at Tammy, her hand on her neck, almost choking herself as Tammy watched, her eyes wide open, pupils dilated.
"He grabbed my panties and pulled them, ripping them off me. Then he slid his fingers between my legs and onto my pussy. I fought him again, squeezing my thighs together to stop him, but he just smacked them and pulled my hair to force me to open them. He loved dominating me. He loved that I wasn't too easy for him. Then... surprisingly... he was almost gentle at first, his fingers sliding along my pussy as I looked up at the sky. They flicked over my clit and my body shivered... I almost came."
Tammy couldn't help herself any longer. She slid her hand between her legs, onto her pussy through the material of her skirt, opening her legs just a little. She pushed against her clit, stroking it as she listened and watched the young girl relive the encounter.
Emmanuelle knew what Tammy was doing and slid closer to her in the booth, leaning towards her on the table.
"He pushed a finger inside me and I could hear myself almost begging for more. I love being dominated like that and loved that he wasn't too shy to do it. He knew what he wanted and he was going to get it, no matter what. His finger felt so big inside me and he pushed it as deep as he could, then slid back out. He was toying with me, keeping me right on the edge of a huge orgasm. But there wasn't anything I could do about it. He was completely in control of me."



Emmanuelle lightly grabbed Tammy's arm and leaned in even closer. She could feel the older woman shiver excitedly at her touch and she knew she had the woman right where she wanted her. She could see Tammy's arm move and knew she was masturbating under the table. She could almost smell her excitement.
"He was fucking me with his finger like there was nobody else around. He pushed in two, then three, sliding in deep for a few strokes and then pulling out and sliding over my clit. All I could do was look up at the sky and feel every ounce of pleasure he generated. He... he made me cum so hard. I could hear myself practically screaming as it gushed out of me."
Tammy's eyes were blinking almost uncontrollably as she neared the peak of her orgasm. Her mouth was open and she licked her lips rapidly. Emmanuelle knew just another minute more and the middle-aged mother was going to cum.
"I could feel his cock pressing against my legs from beneath. He was so hard and I wanted it so badly. I wanted him to fuck me... hard and fast. I wanted him to treat me like some wanton whore. I wanted him to fuck me... my pussy... my ass... my mouth. I really didn't care how he fucked me, I just needed it."
Tammy closed her eyes, the feelings at her pussy almost taking her over the edge of sanity. She didn't want to cum, not here, not now, but this was almost too much.
"When he finished, he stuck his fingers in my mouth, telling me to suck my own pussy juices. He told me he wanted to take me home, he wanted to make me fuck his wife and suck on her pussy. He said he couldn't wait to fuck me while watching me eat her pussy."
Suddenly Tammy came, her hand pressed hard against her clit, trying not to thrust her hips into the air, trying not to scream. She tightly gripped her mouth closed and squeezed her thighs together, but it didn't matter. Emmanuelle definitely knew she was coming, even if the rest of the bar didn't.
A man's voice suddenly brought her back to reality. "Excuse me ladies, but the lady in the red dress in the booth bought this for you. She told me to tell you you look amazing and to stop by when you're free." The bartender set two full glasses on the table and made his exit. Tammy didn't look up, but noticed Emmanuelle lift her glass, turn, and offer a silent toast of thanks to the woman before downing it.
"Well, I'm very sorry to cut this short, but I think I have a date for the evening... unless you want to talk some more..."
It took a moment for Tammy to recover and to realize that Emmanuelle was offering to be with her for the night.
"No... I... I have to go..."
"Do you want me to call him again and set up another rendezvous?" Emmanuelle asked, hoping to see Tammy again.
Tammy felt jealous that this girl was getting the attention she so desperately wanted. Her anger at James subsided a little and was replaced with... jealousy? Was she getting angry at him now because he was going to fuck Emmanuelle, not some nameless face, not some cheating whore... but Emmanuelle? Did she really feel like she wanted this girl instead of James? Did she really want this girl dominating her like she described, pulling her hair... choking her... forcing her to... to... cum?
"Yes," she answered barely above a whisper, her eyes downcast.
"Meet here again?" Emmanuelle touched Tammy's arm again and Tammy felt a jolt of electricity pass between them.
"Yes," Tammy whispered again, grabbing her purse and pulling away from her, embarrassed. She couldn't think. She just had to leave.
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The Seduction Trap, Part 2
Tammy walked into the hotel bar once again. She'd barely even seen James the past couple of days, he was so busy with work. Now, of course, she knew the truth, that he wasn't working at all. He was out fucking. She was so close to proving it, of shoving it into his face and humiliating him like he did to her. It had only been a little over a week since she first met Emmanuelle and recruited her help... paid her to allow her husband to seduce her... paid her to allow her husband to fuck her.
She shivered at the thought of them fucking. She lay in bed just last night envisioning Emmanuelle laying on the bed, face down, with James behind her, sliding in and out of her pussy... holding her hair like reigns. She imagined Emmanuelle's panting breaths, her moans of pleasure mixed with James' grunts. She imagined Emmanuelle's wrists bound with leather straps, tied to the bed, holding her in place. She came hard again last night, her fingers getting tired from all the orgasms.
She slid onto the bar stool at the end and ordered a quick drink. She scanned the room quickly and saw Emmanuelle sitting with a guy across the room. She was laughing, touching his cheek and chest. She seemed to be having so much fun... but that was her charm. She was always having fun.
Their eyes met and Emmanuelle smiled at her. She leaned forward and whispered something in the guy's ear. He looked up at her, questioningly, begging her to stay and be with him, but she stood and peeled away from him, kissing him on the way.
She walked to Tammy and slid an arm around her shoulders as she sat on the bar stool. It was so smooth and practiced. She leaned forward, giving them privacy for a moment.
"Hi," she whispered, looking Tammy in the eye... confident... cool... dominant.
Tammy looked subservient, eyes downcast, huddled. She shivered when she felt Emmanuelle's arm slide around her and knew the girl had full control.
"Hi."
"I just had to leave a very promising client to come talk to you. So, in order to make this look on the up and up and keep me out of trouble, we have to go up to my room to talk. Ok?"
Tammy didn't know what to do or say any more. Her whole world was like shifting sand, sliding and disappearing, making it hard for her to move.
Emmanuelle wrapped her hand inside Tammy's and turned her around, pulling her to follow. Tammy slid off the stool and moved very compliantly. She almost wanted someone to do this with her, control her, tell her what she was supposed to do. She looked at the man across the bar and saw him watching them, smiling. He gave her the thumbs up, obviously wishing her luck.
Emmanuelle led her to the elevator and then into her room without ever saying a word. She led Tammy to the sitting area and onto a small couch, letting her sit.
"Let me get more comfortable and I'll tell you what you want to know," she said, reaching behind herself and pulling down the zipper to her dress as she turned and walked away. She let the dress fall to the floor and picked it up to lay it on the bed. Tammy got her first look at the girl. She was only wearing heels, stockings, thong panties and a corset as she disappeared into the bathroom. Her ass was the most perfect specimen Tammy had ever seen and it shocked her that she noticed.
When Emmanuelle came out of the bathroom, she was loosely tying a short, silken, black robe around her waist.
"Now... we can talk," she said, sliding into one of the chairs beside the couch.
"Ok," Tammy said, almost shyly.
"Well, we met again... this time we went to his office."
"Oh my God, at the publishing house?" Tammy perked up, looking surprised.
"It was just after hours... everyone had already left for the day. He led me into his office and locked the door, then turned and told me to strip. He barely even kissed me before that... just strip. I slipped off my dress but left my stockings and heels on. He seemed pleased with what he saw. I could see his pants tenting, so I knew he was hard. I was dripping wet and could feel my clit pulsing with need. You know what I mean? That point where you know you're going to get fucked and just can't wait?"
Tammy put her hands in her lap, wringing them as she listened, barely able to even look Emmanuelle in the eye. She nodded.
"He moved to his desk and pulled something from the drawer. As he walked over to me, I realized what it was..." Tammy looked up, wondering what it was, shaking a little as she tried to think of what it could have been. "... a collar. He fastened it around my neck and tightened it. It was a constant reminder of his domination over me. He put cuffs on my wrists and ankles, too, then stood back and admired me. He had me turn around and show him my body, since it was the first time he'd ever really looked at me. It was the first time he'd seen me naked. I was shivering, I was so fucking excited."
Emmanuelle watched as Tammy licked her lips, trying to be casual, but betraying her extreme excitement. She saw the almost imperceptible shake of her legs as the desire fought to overwhelm her body.
"My pussy was wet when he attached chains to my collar and wrists. He kissed me hard, forcing his tongue down my throat for a long moment, almost smothering me with his desire for me. He led me over to the desk and lay me against it, bending me over it. He attached the chains to the legs of the desk, forcing my legs wide apart, holding my hands down. I was so excited I could feel my juices running down my legs."
Emmanuelle leaned forward, her robe loosening and almost opening.
"He moved beside me and told me not to scream. He said if I screamed it would be worse for me. All he wanted me to do was count... count every swat on my ass. I'd never been dominated so roughly before and when he started spanking me, I wasn't sure why I hadn't started sooner. It was so liberating to just... let go... to just let him do as he pleased with me. I knew he'd give me all the pleasure I wanted."
Tammy changed her position, obviously uncomfortable, obviously very turned on. She squeezed her legs together and felt the squish of her pussy and relished the feeling. But she needed something more... she needed something to touch it... something pounding in it.
"But you must know that... you must know how dominating he can be."
Emmanuelle stood, her robe, fully untied now, draped open to show her corset and how it pushed her breasts up, magnifying her already impressive cleavage. She moved to stand in front of the couch, in front of Tammy.
"You must have felt his dominance before. You must have felt the sting of his hand on your ass, the grip of his fist in your hair, pulling your head just where he wanted it to be..."
Tammy couldn't look up, but saw Emmanuelle's stocking-covered legs, saw where the stocking tops ended on her lovely, soft thighs and where her corset ended on her torso, just below her belly button. She saw the naked flesh in between, so wet... her labia were swollen and extended.
"I felt him explore my ass. I felt his hand gently caress and squeeze it. I felt his fingers trace lazy circles around it before sliding between my cheeks. I shivered as it grazed my asshole, threatening to penetrate me there. But it continued lower, lower, down to my very wet pussy."
Tammy openly shivered now as Emmanuelle's hand gently caressed her head, her fingers running through her hair, her palm sliding down to caress her cheek, to slide beneath her chin and raise it up until she was looking into the girl's eyes.
"He was soft at first again, sliding his fingertips between my labia, getting them all wet. He seemed to be testing me, determining just how much I wanted him before he took me. I couldn't see a thing, of course. All I could do was stare at the wall and the window... all I could do was feel how much he was turning me on.
"I heard him kneel and felt his hands pull my ass apart, exposing me completely to him. Then I felt him kiss my ass... gently... then more roughly... then he was biting it, spanking it with his hand. Every blow hurt, but it was a good hurt, you know? The sting of every blow sent a surge to my pussy, making me wetter and wetter."
Emmanuelle's fingers slid into Tammy's hair, gripping it into a fist as she pulled the older woman towards her. Tammy was looking up but she could feel the heat from Emmanuelle's pussy, she could smell her exotic perfume mixed with her womanly scent.
"I felt his tongue slide against my pussy, slithering, and probing every recess and I know I was moaning and begging for him to lick me."
Tammy felt jealous again. James hadn't gone down on her in years. She'd missed that... their once extremely hot, overpowering, non-stop sex life had turned mundane, normal, boring, and infrequent.
"His tongue felt so wonderful in me and against my clit. I wanted to cum again and again, but he wouldn't let me. My body was on fire I was so hot for him."
Emmanuelle turned Tammy's head down until the woman was looking directly at her pussy. She lifted a high-heeled foot and placed it on the couch beside Tammy, exposing herself to the woman, then slowly pulled her closer and closer.
Emmanuelle slid a finger over her abdomen and watched Tammy's eyes follow it. She smiled at how much control she had over the woman. Her fingers slowly slid lower, onto her thigh, sliding between her legs.
"His tongue was amazing. He licked my pussy and clit like a pro, playing with me and torturing me."
Her fingers slid onto her own clit, circling it slowly for a moment, before surrounding it and pulling her labia away to expose it. She pulled Tammy's face towards her until Tammy's nose just touched the back of her hand. From that position, she knew Tammy's mouth was right over her clit. Tammy seemed frozen, unable to respond, but Emmanuelle didn't care.
"He told me he loved my pussy and told me that he was going to fuck me soon. He said it so sternly, so authoritatively that I knew it was going to be a brutal fuck. My pussy was drenched, very much like it is now, but he didn't do anything to quench the fire, only make it hotter."
She pulled Tammy away from her pussy and held her in place as her fingers slid into her pussy, coating them with her juices. She slid them out and showed them to Tammy for a moment, showing her just how wet she was, before sliding them across Tammy's lips and into her mouth. Tammy's lips closed on them and gently suckled. Emmanuelle pushed Tammy away, back into the couch and reached towards a drawer in the stand beside the couch. She opened it and pulled out a black dangly contraption, twisted with straps.
Tammy stared at it, never seeing such a contraption before. Emmanuelle held it in front of her, pulling back the straps and exposing a black, fleshy pole standing firm.
"Well?" Emmanuelle asked. Tammy looked so enthralled by it, Emmanuelle wanted to laugh. "Are you just going to stare at it?
"What are you going to do with it?"
"You don't know what it's for?" Emmanuelle did laugh. "I'm going to shove it up your wet cunt."
"My wha...?" Tammy didn't move at all, except to blink rapidly and shiver even more.
"I said," Emmanuelle stepped even closer, "I'm going to shove it up your wet cunt." Tammy leaned back in the couch. Emmanuelle thought she was going to run away. Instead, she lifted her hips and let Emmanuelle pull her panties down to her ankles and off. She then held her legs apart and watched as Emmanuelle pushed the head of the dildo into her pussy. As Tammy watched, Emmanuelle grabbed her neck, choking her and pushing her helplessly into the cushions. One of Tammy's hands grabbed her thigh tightly, trying to fight her urges to be fucked, the other grabbed Emmanuelle's wrist at her throat.
"How does it feel inside you?" Emmanuelle asked.
"Oh God... tight. I... I can't fit all of it."
"Yes you can," Emmanuelle said. "You'll feel every inch of it. It's bigger than your husband's, isn't it? He fucked me so hard... but first, he gave me a good spanking..."
Emmanuelle pulled the dildo out of Tammy's pussy.
"Get on your knees... over the back of the couch," she ordered sternly. Tammy complied and Emmanuelle flipped her skirt up, displaying her ass. "I was tied up, my legs spread wide, my arms forced out to the side. My tits were against the cold wood of his desk, pressed down. I could feel my nipples digging into the hard surface. He held my hair tightly from behind, like reigns, forcing my head up to look at the wall behind his desk."
Emmanuelle forced Tammy into nearly the same position, pushing her knees wider on the couch, pushing her hands over to back of the couch. Then grabbed her hair from behind, forcing the woman to groan and arch her back.
Emmanuelle caressed Tammy's ass for a moment. "He touched my ass at first, feeling it tremble, feeling the smooth skin. Then he told me to count... told me not to miss a count or I'd be punished. He told me he was going to hit me and that it would hurt, but that I must always count."
Emmanuelle raised her hand. For a split second, Tammy braced for what she knew was coming. Time seemed to be at a standstill as she waited... and waited... for what seemed like an eternity. Then Emmanuelle's hand hit Tammy's ass, the loud smack echoing off the walls. Tammy wanted to scream but she held her voice, unable to do anything but exhale loudly. Time halted again afterwards as she waited for the next strike.
"One, I said. I didn't fail at counting... I wanted to count, I wanted to feel his power."
"One!" Tammy nearly screamed, not wanting any more punishment than was necessary. "One... Please..."
Emmanuelle pulled her hair tightly. "Please? Please what? I endured everything your husband dished out to me. I endured all the pain and pleasure he gave me. I begged, too, but I begged for more."
She leaned down by Tammy's ear as her hand caressed the ass cheek she just struck. "What are you begging for?"
Tammy shivered and let out a little moan as Emmanuelle's breath tickled her ear. She closed her eyes, knowing that she was enjoying this too much to stop. She wondered how much she could endure... wondered what pleasures lay beyond if she only kept going. She imagined James asking the same question of Emmanuelle as she was tied to his desk. The image made her pussy even wetter as Emmanuelle's exploring fingers found out.
"Are you begging me to continue?" Emmanuelle asked, her fingers swirling through the older woman's soaked pussy, pinching her clit between them.
Tammy could barely speak the words she wanted to. She mouthed them, but only felt Emmanuelle's hold on her hair grow stronger. She knew she'd have to voice her decision.
"Please... more!" she breathed loudly.
Emmanuelle smiled. "Of course," she said simply and began spanking Tammy's ass again, blows raining down like clockwork, first on one ass cheek then the other, onto the back of her thighs even. And through it all, Tammy counted. Her ass was red, sore, and hot, but still she counted. Her hands and feet were loose, but she held them in place as if she were bound there... and she counted.
"Fifty," she finally said, panting and groaning, and Emmanuelle stopped. Her hand gently, lovingly stroked each reddened globe. Her fingers slid down and tested Tammy's pussy, finding it wetter than even she anticipated. Two, then three fingers slid inside easily and Tammy groaned in pleasure.
"When he was done spanking me, I knew he wasn't even close to being done with me. I was so hot I was willing to do anything he told me to. I was his slave, his play toy for the day. He released my hair and walked around the desk. I was sweating, panting from the pain. I looked a wreck, but I wanted him to fuck everything out of me."
Emmanuelle released Tammy and slid the strap-on up her legs, fastening the straps tightly. She grabbed the black cock and stroked it, wishing she could feel the pleasure she knew a man felt from it. She walked around the couch, and stood in front of the kneeling Tammy.
"His cock was so big and hard. I wanted it so badly I was drooling. I could feel my spit dripping from my chin as I stared at it, watching it bob as he moved closer."
She moved until the fake cock was inches from Tammy's face.
"He told me to kiss it. He told me to love it. And I wanted nothing else."
She moved forward until it touched Tammy's lips and she kissed it, tentatively at first, but then move forcefully. Emmanuelle watched from above as she slid the cock all over Tammy's face, the woman chasing it with her lips and tongue. Then she lowered the tip to Tammy's lips and pushed it between them. Tammy hadn't had a lot of experience with a cock in her mouth, but it wasn't her first time. She had loved doing it to the guys in her past, mostly to control them. Now she just wanted to please. She didn't move her arms and held her place as if she were bound there as Emmanuelle grabbed her hair again and gently began fucking her face.
"I loved it when he just grabbed my head and fucked my mouth. It was just another slutty whore hole for his pleasure to fuck. I didn't care; I wanted him to use it."
Emmanuelle shoved deep into Tammy's mouth, making the woman almost gag on it before releasing her again. Again and again she pushed it down into her throat and again and again Tammy let her. She was moaning, gagging, slobbering over the fake cock and loving every minute of it.
Emmanuelle pulled free from her mouth and walked around the couch. She put her hands on Tammy's hips and rest the cock on her ass. She slowly slid forward and back, letting it slide over Tammy's skin, letting her feel its hardness, letting her feel every ridge and bump on its surface.
"Then when he was hard as a rock, he pulled out of my mouth and walked back around his desk. I knew what he was going to do now, and I begged him to do it. I begged him to fuck me like a slutty whore. I begged him to use my pussy and make me cum over and over. I begged him to cum in my pussy and all over my body."
Emmanuelle grabbed Tammy's hair again, pulling her head back, making her back arch.
"I wanted him to fuck me, Tammy. I wanted his cock to just slam into my pussy again and again. He just held it there, on my ass, making me beg, making me plead with him."
"Please... please fuck me," Tammy panted.
"I wanted him to ride me all night long. I wanted him to never stop fucking me," she said, slowly pushing the fake cock into Tammy's wet and willing pussy. Tammy groaned at the size of the monster as it pushed deeper and deeper. Emmanuelle's hands held her hips tightly, her fingertips gripping the flesh and bone for maximum leverage, the cock sliding in and out, moving deeper and deeper with each anguishly slow thrust.
"I wanted him to split me in two with his cock. He was fucking me like an animal, not caring about anything else but to cum inside me."
Emmanuelle suddenly thrust hard, slapping against Tammy's ass and then retreated slowly, until just the head was buried in the older woman. Then she thrust hard again, pushing the air from Tammy's lungs, making her grunt each time. Tammy's body was quivering, but still she held her position. Her hands grabbed the couch hard, her hands getting almost white from the exertion. And still Emmanuelle kept thrusting into her.
"I came hard... so very hard... and it felt like my soul was pouring out of my pussy, dripping down my thighs," she said as Tammy started to cum. "And he didn't stop... no... he didn't... He didn't wait for me to recover. He just kept fucking me, not caring if I even passed out or not. He fucked me and fucked me right through one orgasm and into the next. It was so wonderful..."
Tammy rapidly came again, collapsing against the back of the couch, helpless in Emmanuelle's grip.
Emmanuelle pulled free from the quivering woman and silently unfastened the harness, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped out of it and grabbed Tammy's hair again, pulling the woman to her feet and guiding her the dozen steps to the bed. Tammy moved as directed, helpless to stop her dominatrix as she fell onto the bed. Emmanuelle crawled up onto it, turned Tammy onto her back and kicked a leg over her body until she was sitting on her stomach. She looked down at her helpless victim, her face expressing her sheer desire and need, and slowly inched up her body as her hands stroked Tammy's face.



When her knees were above Tammy's shoulders, she felt Tammy's hands cradle her ass and begin stroking it. She raised her hips up until her pussy was above Tammy's face, all the while watching her, commanding her, telling her what was going to happen by simply looking into her eyes and soul.
Tammy was so swept up into submission, she didn't move or protest when Emmanuelle settled her pussy right onto her face. She willingly opened her mouth and accepted her wetness as it settled onto her lips and tongue, slithering her tongue over the succulent flesh to return the pleasure she was given. She'd never been with a woman and didn't have a clue what she was expected to do, but moved with her intuition and reflex, going by the movement of Emmanuelle's hips and her gasps of pleasure to know what felt good to the young woman.
Emmanuelle didn't care that the woman was inexperienced. She knew the domination alone would be enough to make her cum. She moved her hips forward and back, fucking Tammy's mouth. Then she reached down and grabbed Tammy's head with both hands, pulling her tighter against her overheated pussy, grinding her pussy down harder and harder, until her orgasm overtook her, flooding Tammy's mouth and covering her face.
She suddenly let go of Tammy's head but kept idly sliding her pussy up and down Tammy's face. Tammy coughed after receiving her copious juices unexpectedly, and thought the ordeal was over. But Emmanuelle was relentless and kept her face well trapped between her thighs.
Tammy looked up between Emmanuelle's breasts and watched her a moment. Emmanuelle had her eyes closed, her mouth open and smiling as she panted in pleasure. It gave the Tammy a rush to know she pleased the girl so well.
When Emmanuelle opened her eyes a few minutes later, she looked down at Tammy, once again looking needful and submissive. She again grabbed Tammy's helpless head and ground her pussy into her face until she came again. Tammy could barely breath as Emmanuelle's wet fuck flesh covered her nose and mouth, but she didn't care... she would have enjoyed dying giving that much pleasure to her.
When Emmanuelle was finally satiated, she dismounted Tammy and lay down beside her, hugging her tightly and kissing her. Tammy hadn't felt so much love in such a long time. She finally fell asleep in Emmanuelle's arms.
Tammy woke several hours later, the room dark, the lights from the city barely streaming in through the window. She slipped out of bed, the room, and she, smelling of sex. Her body felt a little sore, a little worn, but still excited. She was so embarrassed by the evening's events she blushed when she thought about them. She slid as little of her clothes on as she could get away with, then moved towards the door. She looked back and saw Emmanuelle's eyes staring at her from the bed, a smile on her beautiful lips. Neither said a word as she opened the door and disappeared for home.
She was relieved when she got home and James was still out. She looked at the clock and wondered why he still wasn't home at 3:00am, but was a little grateful. She slipped into the shower to clean up and then slipped into bed, sleeping long into the next morning.
*****
Tammy woke and turned to her side, the light of the mid-day sun streaming in the windows of her spacious bedroom. She looked at the clock and groaned. She hadn't slept so late in a long, long time. She fell back into her pillow, the comforting sheets reminding her of last night.
Was it all just a dream? Had she really had sex with Emmanuelle? Had she really enjoyed it that much?
She closed her eyes, remembering just what Emmanuelle looked like in the throes of passion. She remembered Emmanuelle's face, contorted in pleasure, whimpering and panting as she came. She remembered the feel of Emmanuelle's hands holding her hips tightly as she fucked her from behind. She remembered how much she was panting, how badly she herself wanted more and more.
She felt her pussy gush excitedly and knew it was all real. It had all happened and she knew she wanted it to happen again. She couldn't bring herself to do it, though. She had to confront James. She had to show him that she knew about his infidelity. She had to show him that she knew about he and Emmanuelle. She had to show him that she knew he seduced another woman... fucked her... dominated her...
She shivered remembering how Emmanuelle had dominated her the same way and in seconds realized that her fingers were stroking her pussy. She felt the flash of pleasure course through her and tried to pull her fingers free, but just couldn't stop.
She pinched her nipples with her free hand as her fingers plunged inside her pussy, slapping her palm against her clit. 'Yes!' she thought. 'Just how Emmanuelle would be doing it to her.'
She didn't get out of bed until several hours later.
*****
Two days later, Tammy showed up a little early at the restaurant and called James to let him know that she was there. She took a seat at the small table that faced the door, which would force James to sit with his back to the door. She was nervous, wondering how this would all turn out in the end.
She got her phone out and sent a text... and the trap was set.
"Hi hun," James said as he stood by the table and leaned down to kiss his wife. "I'm surprised you called, but grateful for the little respite. Work is really killing me today and I could really use the break."
"I'm glad, James," Tammy smiled. "I miss doing things like this."
James sat in the chair across from her and picked up the menu, scanning the offerings. Tammy's phone vibrated and he was surprised when she started texting. He was a little worried because she wasn't normally a texter. "Everything ok?"
"Yeah... yeah," Tammy smiled. "Everything's fine. Just a friend."
The happy couple talked for a few minutes before the waitress came over and took their order. Tammy was practically shaking, she was so scared. She knew she couldn't turn back, though. No matter what happened, this had to get out into the open.
The waitress had just brought their salads and walked away when Tammy saw Emmanuelle entering the cafe. She raised her hand, signalling the girl to come over, and almost felt regret when she saw her bright smile. Emmanuelle came over quickly and only realized there was someone else at the table when she arrived. Her smile faded when she saw the man... the man matching Tammy's description.
James looked up, confused, as Tammy stood and looked down at him, her face showing a pure victorious smile. Her smile faded quickly when the two looked at each other, then at her. James still looked confused, rather than the guilty, scared look she'd envisioned. She envisioned this moment many times and each time, James looked guilty, caught, saddened... every look that would give Tammy victory.
But... a look of utter innocent confusion took her by surprise.
"Tammy? Are you ok?" He looked at Emmanuelle and then back. "Is this your friend?"
"Why did you...?" Emmanuelle suddenly started crying, her eyes quickly falling to the floor before she ran out of the cafe. Tammy started to call after her, but remained motionless, completely confused at what happened.
James looked back to watch the girl running out the door, then turned back to his wife. "Honey, who was that?"
*****
Tammy tried texting Emmanuelle for 3 days, but the girl wouldn't answer. She got out of her car in the hotel parking garage and closed the door, exhaling sharply, trying to expell her fear with it. If only Emmanuelle hadn't lied to her about the whole thing... maybe things would have turned out better. But she knew better. She knew that if Emmanuelle had told her the truth, had told her that James hadn't tried to come onto her... if she'd found out that James hadn't really been cheating on her at all but had really been just working a lot... then she wouldn't have seen Emmanuelle again. Emmanuelle wouldn't have come onto her, wouldn't have fucked her, wouldn't have totally changed her world.
She nervously walked into the lobby and into the bar. She quickly scanned the room and saw Emmanuelle sitting in a booth, talking intimately to a man. She took a seat at the bar, ordered a drink, and waited. Emmanuelle glanced at her, but quickly went back to her conversation and was touching the man more and more, and allowing him to touch her, as if trying to provoke Tammy.
Tammy was shaking, partly in fear, partly in desire, and partly in jealousy. In minutes she stood and walked over to the couple, who were huddled close, the man kissing Emmanuelle's neck.
Emmanuelle saw Tammy approach and then stand beside them. "Can I help you?" she asked.
"Can I speak with you a moment, please?" Tammy asked as the man continued kissing her. He tried to stop and raise his head, but Emmanuelle cradled his head, holding him in place.
"I'm a little busy at the moment, why don't you come back tomorrow." Emmanuelle smiled, knowing just how angry she was making Tammy.
"Emmanuelle.... please."
Emmanuelle released the man's head and it rose. He looked at Tammy, angered to be disturbed.
"Jack... be a dear and wait for me for a moment. I'll be right back and we can move our party elsewhere, ok?"
"Ok. But don't be long."
Emmanuelle smiled at him and blew him a kiss. "I wouldn't do that, love." She stood and walked towards a corner of the bar, as Tammy followed like a little puppy. Tammy felt so controlled by this beautiful woman she didn't know what else to do. Emmanuelle slid onto a bar stool and motioned Tammy to stay standing. She folded her legs, her hands in her lap, looking so regal and dominating.
"So... what do you want?" Emmanuelle finally asked, taking an ice cube from a drink on the bar between her fingers. As Tammy watched, the girl slid the ice cube over her chest, letting the rivulets of water slip down into her cleavage.
Tammy couldn't help but look and catch her breath. The erotic woman was driving her crazy.
"I... I wanted to apologize."
"Go on..."
"I thought... I thought I'd show James that I caught him. I... I didn't know that you..."
"That I what?"
Tammy looked down, unable to look her in the eye. "I didn't know that he didn't really seduce you and sleep with you."
"But now you know..."
Tammy looked up a little as Emmanuelle's hand moved the ice cube again, sliding it over and around her neck before sliding it between her breasts. She shivered with desire.
"Yes."
"So I lied to you about fucking your husband... and yet... you're here again. What do you want, Tammy?" Emmanuelle asked challenging the older woman.
Tammy licked her lips, barely able to form the words she wanted to say.
"I... I want you."
Emmanuelle smiled, and lifted Tammy's face with a finger underneath her chin. "You want me? As if I'm your's to take?"
Tammy shook her head, as her mind reeled with depraved images. "No... I want you to take me."
"Ah... that is so much better." Emmanuelle uncrossed her legs and opened her knees wider, pulling her dress up to reveal her nakedness. "I want to take you. But I want you to utterly and completely give yourself to me. I want to know just how much you want this."
Tammy looked around the bar. Most of the patrons were lost in their own conversations, but a few of them were looking at her. She blushed in embarrassment and looked down at Emmanuelle's beautifully bare sex. Wordlessly, she knelt on the floor of the bar and slid between Emmanuelle's thighs, burying her tongue into the only pussy she'd ever tasted.
Emmanuelle simply looked down and smiled, watching the older woman debase herself to please her.
"You'll need a lot of practice," Emmanuelle said a moment later, grabbing a handful of Tammy's hair and pulling her to her feet. Tammy wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, panting, and helplessly standing there as everyone seemed to stare. Emmanuelle turned Tammy around to face the rest of the patrons and knocked on the bar. Tammy could hear the bartender lift a few items from behind and set them on top.
Emmanuelle pulled Tammy closer and slid a collar around her neck, fastening the wide strap tightly. She then took a leash and fastened it to the D-ring in the front of the collar.
Emmanuelle stood amid the clapping of a few of the patrons.
"Now... let's go upstairs and I'll show you your new duties... and we'll give you ample time to practice worshiping my body."
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Guest of Fire - Part 1
"Sam! Hey!" I said picking up my phone. On the other end was Sam, one of my best friends from college. For the past 5 years, he and his family came to visit for 2 weeks in July. My house was good sized, with a beautiful, private pool in the back. And located only an hour from the ocean, it was a really good place to get away to for vacation.
"It's been a long time, Vince. How are you doing?" he asked.
"I'm doing great!" I said. "My business is going well and Beck is debating if she wants to work again. And, of course, Sarah's just being lazy, getting ready for college to start."
"Dad!" Sarah said from the couch, looking at her phone. "I'm not being lazy. I'm relaxing!"
"Sorry," I said, "she's... relaxing." Sarah stuck her tongue out at me from my tone, but I just smiled back.
Sam laughed. "I know what you mean. Em's... relaxing... like that, too." Em, Emmanuelle, was Sam's 19 year old daughter who was the same age as my Sarah. It was a welcome surprise that we both had our first and only child the same year.
"How are you doing?" I asked. "Still expecting to come down on the 18th?"
"Well... that's why I'm calling," he said, sounding a little tired. "We had some change in plans. I think I told you I was having surgery a couple weeks ago."
"Yeah. Something about your heart."
"Well, they ended up putting in some stents and sent me home," he said. "But there have been some complications. I have another surgery scheduled next month, but until then, I'm really low on energy. They want me to be on bed rest until the surgery."
"Oh, gosh, I'm sorry to hear that, Sam," I said. "Is there anything that Beck and I can do?"
"No... not really," he said. "We're just taking it day by day. Em still wants to come down, if that's ok."
"Just Em, then?"
"Yeah... we'll all come down next year," he said. "I guess we'll be less of a burden on you this year," he laughed.
"Well, since the girls are the biggest burdens, you're not saving us much," I laughed back.
"I'll tell her you said that," he laughed. "I'll send you the flight information."
"Sounds good. Take care of that heart, dude," I said.
"I will."
"And send Jess our love."
"Will do," he said. "I'll talk to you later, Vince."
"Take care." I hung up the phone and addressed Sarah. "It looks like only Em's coming down on the 18th," I told her. "Sam had some health issues and is staying put this year."
"Ok," Sarah said. Believe it or not, I could tell she was a little excited to see her friend. She hadn't seen her in a year. It was nice to see them get along so well.
Later that night I told Beck, who was also disappointed and concerned. But we'd make the best of it.
As the 18th drew closer, Sam sent me Em's flight information and we prepared to host my best friend's daughter for 2 weeks.
*****
It was Sunday afternoon on the 18th and Beck and Sarah joined me in going to go pick up Em. It was an hour-long drive, so I was grateful for the company. We got to the airport a little after 3:00pm and her flight was supposed to have arrived at 2:30pm, so she was pretty much waiting at the doors for us.
I pulled up to the edge of the sidewalk and put it in park. "Hi Em!" I yelled as I got out. Beck and Sarah popped out with me. Em had turned into a spectacularly beautiful young woman. She had a darker complexion, thanks to her mom, long, black, hair, and stunningly blue eyes. She was average height for a woman, but her proportions were exceptional... with nice sized and shaped breasts, a small waist, and hips that gave her that perfect hourglass figure. She was, to put it in a phrase, built for porn.
I'd masturbated to fantasies after seeing her last year, but this year she was even more stunning. I was going to rub my cock raw!
"Hi," Em said as she moved from hugging me, to Beck, and finally to Sarah. She felt wonderful as she pressed her body up against me. It felt more than just a friendly hug. I grabbed her luggage and put it in the trunk.
"Did you have a good flight?" Beck asked as she hugged Em. I don't know what it was, but I saw something in her eyes, in her expression. It was unexpected and seemed to hit hard and fast. Was it attraction? Lust? Desire?
"Yeah, it was good," Em said. "Kinda long and boring, but it was ok."
I saw something similar in Sarah's expression as the two teens hugged each other tightly. Em's hugs were full body, and watching their young bodies crush together was almost... erotic.
I walked back to the front of the car and helped them get in. Em and Sarah slid into the back seat, and Beck sat in the front. "How's your dad?" I asked as I got in the driver's seat.
"He's ok," she said, "it's just taking a while to recover from his surgery. But he's doing ok."
I put the car in gear and started driving. "Good to hear."
"How is your summer going?" Beck asked. "Have you picked a college yet for the fall?"
"Yeah... I thought I'd just go to Tri-State," she said. She didn't sound very excited about it all.
"Right here?" I asked. "Jeez, that's like an hour away."
"Yeah... I like their business program," she said. "I'm really nervous about it, though."
"Nervous?" I asked.
"Just something... new," she said. "I don't think I handle change well," she giggled.
"Well, you know you can come here any time you need to," Beck said. "Sarah's going to Evan's." Beck wasn't too excited about her choice, being 8 hours away, and without family or friends nearby to help in case of a problem.
"Yeah?" Em replied excitedly. "What are you studying?"
"Fashion Design," Sarah replied with a dramatic flair.
"Wow... that's awesome!" Em said.
"What are you going to study, Em?" Beck asked.
"I was thinking Business Administration for now," she said. "We'll see... I want to create my own business like Uncle Vince."
"Sounds like a great goal to me," I smiled, looking at her in the rear-view mirror. "It's a lot of hard work, but really rewarding."
After a few more questions about college and the future, the car settled for the long drive home, just listening to the music. I was enamored by Em and couldn't help glancing back in the rear-view mirror at her.
"I haven't seen you in forever," Sarah said as the two sat close and played with each other's hands. "I've missed you. How long are you here for?"
"I fly back next week," Em said, looking a little sad about that.
"That's not long."
"I know."
The two shuffled and sat even closer and Em traced her fingers over Sarah's bare thigh. "I just missed you," she said, leaning her head on Sarah's shoulder.
"Me too," Sarah said softly.
"Sorry you're stressed out about school, too," Em said as the two held hands for a moment. Even though they saw each other only once a year, they seemed to be very close friends. That thought made me smile.
"God, yeah, you have no idea," Sarah said. "It's pretty far away."
"Yeah," Em said softly. "I know what you mean. But I think I can help relax you a little. Make the most of my time here." She brushed a strand of hair away that had fallen into Sarah's face, then put her hand back on Sarah's thigh.
"Mmhmm! That would be nice," Sarah practically whispered.
"You look really pretty," Em said as her fingers stroked the top of Sarah's thigh again.
Sarah had closed her eyes and was breathing heavily. I could see her nipples tenting the front of her t-shirt and wondered if she even wore a bra. "Thank you. So do you."
I knew that girls were far more comfortable being close like that, even as just friends. But porn had scarred me... and my mind went into a totally different direction. Was I just being perverted?
I glanced at Beck when I felt embarrassed about watching the girls too closely. I was supposed to be paying attention to the road for heaven's sake. Beck was looking out her window, seemingly lost in her own thoughts.
In 2021 there were an estimated 353,500 fires in the United States. On average, seven people die in a house fire each day. Experts say that it only takes about 30 seconds for a small flame to turn into a major fire. In two minutes it can become life-threatening. And in just 5 minutes a residence can be fully engulfed in flames.
Seeing how my family reacted to Emmanuelle's presence, I could tell the tinder was dry... and a flame was starting. I knew it wouldn't take long for our house to be engulfed.
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"Emmy!" my wife Gabrielle called as she opened the door wide to see her sister, her husband Jacob, and their 2-month-old daughter Susanna. Susanna was nestled in Emmanuelle's arms, pressed against her large breasts. Emmanuelle had always had large breasts, but it seemed that child birth had taken them up to the next level. I was sure she was wearing a bra, but it didn't seem to keep them from bouncing wonderfully with every step she took.
"Hi Gabs!" Emmanuelle said, hugging and kissing her sister. She shuffled the few steps to me and I hugged her, too. "Hi Vince!" she said as we kissed each other on the cheek.
"Oh my God! She's so beautiful!" Gabrielle cooed over the baby, lightly touching her face and head while I shook Jacob's hand.
"How's life treating you?" I asked, leading everyone into the living room.
Jacob smiled. "I'm getting by... beautiful baby, beautiful wife, and a great job. What could be better?"
Gabby took Susanna from Emmanuelle and held her while everyone was sitting down. All attention was on the baby, but I couldn't help but glance at Emmanuelle's breasts again and again. They were incredible! She was an incredibly sexy woman! I remembered the many times I watched her in a bathing suit when I was just dating my wife. I remembered masturbating to that image time and time again, thinking about pulling her bikini top off and rubbing suntan lotion into those marvelous globes. As I was imagining what she looked like naked, I shrunk back a bit in shame when I realized that Emmanuelle saw me. And she giggled a little that she caught me. She obviously loved that she caught me.
"So, how long are you guys staying?" Gabrielle asked, still rocking Susanna.
"A week, if that's ok. Jacob has to be back to work next Monday."
A week! A week of pure torture for me!
"That'll work out just perfect. We both took off a few days this week, so we'll get to visit a lot. And you get to rest and relax too. Of course," Gabrielle said, smiling at Jacob, "that means you have to help me with my flower garden."
Jacob laughed. "I figured. I saw some of it when we pulled in. I think I can help a little."
He could afford to laugh. Working on landscaping was his job. And I'm sure he didn't get the chance to do it as much as he liked being the owner of his own company and all. He had an incredible talent for finding the right flowers to plant and making every plant healthy. I'm sure his own lawn looked impeccable.
"Maybe after dinner you can take a look and we can figure out how to fix it," Gabrielle laughed. "But I gotta warn you, it's a mess this year."
"Not that it's perfect every other year," I snickered, earning me a punch in the arm from Gabby.
"I don't hear you offering any suggestions," she scolded.
"I suggested that you shouldn't listen to me, didn't I! At least there's something green in there still," I laughed.
Susanna started stirring and then fussing.
"Oh, she's getting hungry," Gabrielle said, taking Susanna back into her arms. "I better feed her."
"Let's take your stuff up to the room and you can relax in there," Gabrielle offered. We all stood and I helped Jacob with the luggage, pulling it up the stairs to the spare bedroom. We set the suitcases aside while Emmanuelle got comfortable on the bed, sitting back against pillows she propped against the headboard and holding Susanna in her arms.
We walked out the door, leaving Emmanuelle to feed Susanna, and being the last person leaving, I couldn't help but steal a glance back. Emmanuelle was lifting her shirt up and releasing the cup of her bra. I could just see her bare breast, her huge nipple protruding, before Susanna took it into her mouth.
Embarrassed, I ducked out the doorway and went downstairs to join Gabby and Jacob. They had already started talking about the garden and before I knew it, they were going out the back door so that Jacob could look at the state of the flower garden.
I stood in the kitchen, just thinking about Emmanuelle and Susanna. I couldn't get the image out of my mind of Emmanuelle holding her breast for Susanna to take... of her little mouth latching onto that huge, protruding nipple and sucking on it. I shook my head to clear it, to try to stop having these ridiculous thoughts about my own sister-in-law, but I couldn't deny how much it turned me on. My cock was very hard in my shorts.
I somehow convinced myself that I had to go make sure that everything was ok with Emmanuelle and somehow found myself walking up the stairs. What surprised me the most, though, was how quietly I was doing it. I was walking on tip-toes, trying not to make any sound at all. I looked down at my hand on the railing and realized I was shaking. I was so excited, so scared, so exhilarated! I couldn't wait to steal another look!
I slowly crept to the door of the spare bedroom and peaked in, trying to keep myself concealed as much as I could. Inside, Emmanuelle was holding Susanna to her breast and her eyes were closed. She was panting and licking her lips, obviously turned on by Susanna sucking on her nipple. She adjusted a little, making Susanna fuss for a moment and then I saw her hand slide underneath her daughter, between her thighs as they parted slowly. Emmanuelle was masturbating!
My cock was throbbing so hard at this point. I thought for sure it was going to burst right through my shorts and I just stood there, staring, my mouth watering, wanting to taste her myself, wanting to feel those wonderful breasts in my face.
I don't know how long we were like that, but suddenly I heard Emmanuelle's sweet voice. "Mmmm," she moaned. She didn't move her hand from between her legs and, incredibly, I think her fingers were moving faster. My eyes locked with her's and I knew I was busted. Her eyes were half closed and by the little smirk on her face, I knew she liked that I was watching her.
I tried to recover, stepping fully into the doorway and mumbling. "Oh... I... I was... um... I was just making sure you were ok. Seeing if you needed anything."
Emmanuelle smiled and then bit her lower lip. "There are certain things I need," she whispered. "And the way you're looking at me helps. It's been a long time since anyone's looked at me like that."
I swallowed hard. I didn't know what to say.
"Jacob and Gabs outside?" she asked.
I nodded. "Yeah, checking out the flower gardens."
Emmanuelle lifted the sleeping Susanna away from her and slid to the side of the bed. Her top was still lifted above her breast and I got a really good view of it this time. It was so incredible the way it bounced as she moved. She moved to the travelling crib they brought, leaned over, and lay Susanna inside. When she stood, she smiled at me, grabbed the bottom of her shirt and lifted it completely off.
I turned my head, embarrassed. I knew I wasn't supposed to be looking at her, especially given the thoughts that I had. "Sorry," I mumbled.
"You can look," she said softly. "I like it when you look at me like that. Like I said, Jacob hasn't looked at me like that in a long time... nor even touched me." I turned back as she removed her bra, letting her large breasts free. I watched as her hands cradled and stroked them from underneath, lightly caressing her nipples.
I swallowed, the desire to be with her so strong right now. I knew it was wrong, but it was an overwhelming desire.
Emmanuelle moved back onto the side of the bed and continued to play with her breasts. "Mmmm... when you watch me like that I feel wanted... desired... and it makes me so hot."
I just stood there, my cock throbbing as I stared at her, transfixed on her breasts.
"You want me, don't you?" she asked. "You like looking at my tits."
I was dumbfounded, all the blood seemingly rushing out of my head and into my cock. I nervously nodded, not daring to voice my desire, even now.
"I don't know what it is about breastfeeding, but it feels so good. My nipples were sensitive before I had her, but now it's even worse. I get wet just walking around. Every move seems to make them move in my bra, teasing me. And when Susanna sucks on them... oh my God! My pussy gets so wet. Sometimes..." she said teasingly, letting her legs open again as her hand slid between her thighs. "Sometimes I just have to masturbate. But you know that. You watched me."
I was sure I was going to feint. My own sister-in-law was masturbating in front of me, almost completely naked. All I could do was just stand there and watch her, but that just seemed to turn her on more.
"Do you like watching me play with my pussy, Vince?" she asked. "Is your cock getting hard?"
I swallowed again, barely able to breathe and barely able to move. All I could do is feel how hard my cock was, how needy it was. I wanted to free it, to stroke it, to cum... but I couldn't.
I could hear Gabby and Jacob coming back into the house downstairs, talking about the flower gardens.
Emmanuelle's fingers moved faster and then she stopped, right on the edge of her orgasm, shaking a little. She stood and moved in front of me, holding her fingers up to my lips and nose. I could smell her scent, musky, and sweet. She twisted them in front of my face as she moved in very close to me. Her other hand grazed the front of my shorts, her fingertips sliding along the length of my erection.
I groaned, looking at her fingers shining in the light just an inch in front of my mouth, feeling her light touches on my cock.
"You want to taste me," she whispered. It wasn't a question... it was a statement that we both knew was true. "Open your mouth."
My mouth was actually watering as I slowly opened it for her, obeying her.
"Stick out your tongue," she ordered, smiling as I followed her every command. "Mmmm... taste me, Vince. Taste my wet pussy," she whispered, sliding her fingers along my tongue and then pushing them into my mouth to let me suck on them. She tasted so heavenly, sweet and tangy all at once.
Then she pulled them from me and sucked on them herself as she giggled a little bit. She moved to the bed and started dressing again as I, embarrassed and turned on as hell, turned and practically ran out of the room. So much for a guy in his 30's, right?
I slowed my dash as I reached the bottom of the stairs and heard Gabby and Jacob in the kitchen, talking about the garden.
"One of the flowers I've been looking at a lot lately," Jacob was saying, "are called PowWow Wild Berries. They're berry colored and are long stemmed. You can put them in the back of the garden to provide some depth and different levels, drawing the eye up to the front window. And they grow like 2 feet tall so they're ideal to cut for bouquets if you want."
Gabby was looking at Jacob's phone, looking at a picture of the flower he was talking about. "Wow... that's pretty," she said.
I was standing just outside the kitchen getting my breathing... and my erection... in order before I entered. "Oh, hi hun!" she smiled at me as I walked into the room.
"You guys find something to do?" I asked.
"Yeah! Jacob has some really great ideas. I think we're going to go to the nursery tonight after dinner and see if they have what we're looking for."
"Bishop's is more likely to have it, though," Jacob interrupted. "A little more expensive, but they have a larger selection."
"But they're on the other side of town," I said, hoping not to be left alone with Emmanuelle so soon.
"We'll see if Hannibal's has it first. If not, then we'll go to Bishop's." Gabby settled it by opening one of the kitchen cabinets and removing the pots.
I walked out of the kitchen as Jacob and Gabby continued their conversation and Gabby started cooking dinner. I sat in the living room thinking about what had happened and about where this was going to go. I mean, this was my sister-in-law. And she's staying the entire week.
My mind kept flashing to her looking at me, playing with herself. She was getting off on me watching her... on teasing me.
Dinner took about an hour to make and we all sat down comfortably in the dining room. I sat at the head of the table, with Gabby on one side and Emmanuelle and Jacob on the other side. Gabby had cooked up a wonderful chicken Parmesan dinner with spaghetti and had whipped up a salad. She was a really good cook.
I sat quiet during most of the dinner, lost in my own thoughts. I caught myself glancing at Emmanuelle several times and I had to remind myself to keep my eyes up. God, even covered her breasts were so tempting! I had a very difficult time looking her in the eye, though. Every time our eyes met, I was forced to look away. They were such a striking blue color, especially with her dark eye lashes and eye liner. Her look just screamed sex at me now.
After dinner, I moved into the living room and turned on the news. Gabby and Jacob left for the nursery and Emmanuelle went up to check on Susanna. Ten minutes after they left, I was idly listening to the latest political news when I Emmanuelle came downstairs again. At first, she sat on the edge of the couch, closest to me. Then after a few minutes, she sat back in the couch normally, just watching the TV with me.
I couldn't help but to keep glancing at her, though. I swear it was some sort of magnetism. I was shocked and instantly hard when I saw her hand idly playing with her breast moaning softly as if in pain. A few minutes later she finally spoke up.
"Vince... can you help me?"
"Yeah, what's up?" I asked... partly wanting to help, but partly scared what she had in mind after earlier today.
"I don't think Susanna is eating enough. My breasts are really achy and full." She was massaging her breasts, first over her t-shirt and then moved her hands under it as I watched, helplessly. "I was wondering if you'd... help," she said, with a naughty smile on her face, pulling her t-shirt up and over her bare tits. Her nipples were still hard and pointed, extending an inch from her breast.
"Wha... what do you want me to do? I can... uh... I can get your breast pump for you..." I stammered, standing.
She smiled at me. "I was hoping..." she said, taking her t-shirt off completely, "you'd suck on them."
I closed my eyes, blood leaving my brain again and flooding directly into my cock. "Suck... on them?"
"Mmm hmm," she said softly. "Just like a little baby. Just like the little, titty-licking baby you want to be for me." She stood and moved in front of my chair, extending her hands and taking mine. She pulled me until I was standing, right in front of her. So close her breasts were almost touching me already. "Come on... come over here..." she said, guiding me back to the couch. She turned me around and gently pushed, making me sit on one end of the couch, then she sat on the other end.
She grabbed the back of my head and pulled me towards her, moving my entire body with it. "Come over here... just like that... perfect!" I was laying on my back, now, my head and shoulders in her lap. Her breasts were right above me, looming very large with her face right behind them. She grabbed her breast and angled it towards my lips and I instinctively clung to it and began sucking.
She sighed above me, releasing her breast to me and stroking my hair. The most wonderful and comforting sensation flooded my mouth with every suck... her warm milk. Along with her stroking my hair, I felt like a child again.
"That's right baby... that feels so good... so fucking good," she whispered. I felt her other hand on my stomach, making small circles, then slide even lower until it was on my erection. I felt her hand palm it inside my shorts and felt a surge of pleasure overwhelm me as my hips arched up into her palm.
I groaned but continued sucking as she teased me wonderfully. Then I felt her hand opening my pants, pulling the button and then pulling down the zipper. She fished my cock out from inside my underwear and began stroking it.
"Oooh, you're so hard," she moaned. "And so big."
I felt her hand sliding up and down my very hard shaft. God, I needed to cum! But all I could do was continue sucking, continue drinking all that she was offering me. She pulled her nipple away from me for a second, teasing me with it and then using her hand she squeezed it. I could feel her milk spraying my face and shirt haphazardly as she giggled. She was marking me as her's. Then she squirted milk into her hand and used that as lubricant on my cock.
I wanted her tit back in my mouth so badly. I lifted my head to try and grab it, but she pushed my head away.
"Uh uh, you're going to have to beg me for it." She held her nipple just an inch from my lips. "Just your tongue now... reach for it... that's it... reach for it... just a little bit more." I extended my tongue as far as I could, just trying to touch her nipple, but she held it just out of reach.
Then, giggling, she grabbed my head and smashed her tit into my face. Her nipple went into my mouth and I sucked it as the rest of her breast smashed into my nose, cheeks, and eyes and I couldn't breath. But I didn't care to... her nipple was more important to me than breathing.
I held on as long as I could before she pulled back again and let me breath. I must have looked a mess, because she just laughed at me, embarrassing me.
"You'd do anything for my tits, wouldn't you?", she laughed.
I moaned in approval, sucking even more and harder as she changed to her other breast. I felt the pleasure welling up inside me as her hand continued moving up and down my cock.
"Mmmm," she moaned, sensing my impending orgasm as my body twitched and turned. "Cum for me my little titty lover. That's right... cum for me... that's your reward for sucking on mommy's titties."
I couldn't hold back. I came. And I came hard. I could feel it exploding out of my body and could feel it landing on my shirt. I moaned loudly, losing her nipple from my mouth, as she kept stroking and stroking, forcing every drop of cum out of my body. She was laughing at me, at my total submission to her.
I couldn't believe how embarrassed I felt as she finally stopped and let me go. I stood, struggling to grab my pants that fell to my knees. My face and hair was wet with her milk and my shirt was a mess with both her milk and my cum. God, how was I ever going to explain this?
While she continued giggling, I ran upstairs, showered, and changed into fresh clothes. I had to be done before Gabrielle and Jacob got back. I ran my dirty clothes down to the wash room and threw them into the washer with other laundry that was laying in a pile nearby. As the machine started filling, I leaned down, my head in my hands, and began wondering how I was going to deal with this.
It was after 9:00 when Gabrielle and Jacob finally got back. They were talking about the new flowers and how the whole bed was going to be rearranged as they walked into the door. I finally came out of hiding... in my bedroom... and quickly moved downstairs to see them. Unfortunately, Emmanuelle was already in the kitchen, leaning against the counter with Jacob by her side.
"Hi hunny," Gabrielle said, giving me a quick kiss. She looked strangely at me for a moment. "Were you wearing another shirt before?"
I could almost hear Emmanuelle laughing at the question, wondering how I was going to get out of this one.
"I spilled stuff all over it and thought I'd just throw it in the wash," I said.
Gabrielle shook her head. "What did you spill now?"
I was nervous... I was caught red-handed and I was not very good at lying. "Uh... well... just a pop I was drinking. I got all sticky and stuff. Hey, did you guys find the flowers you were looking for?" I did my best to change the conversation. I had started sweating, hoping that Gabrielle wouldn't pry more.
Luckily Gabrielle took my bait and, along with Jacob, told us what they'd seen, what they'd purchased and how they were going to arrange the garden. I sighed in relief and started relaxing again. And it wasn't long before Emmanuelle excused herself to go to bed, then the rest of us.



Both Gabrielle and I got cleaned up and dressed for bed and turned off the light. I gave her a kiss before she turned onto her side, facing away from me. She told me she was extremely tired and wanted to be good for working on the flower bed the next day.
I lay in bed, just thinking about Emmanuelle for a while. I could picture her perfect tits in my mind and felt myself getting hard because of it. I couldn't believe what she'd turned me into. I was definitely addicted to her breasts. And I was going to have a lot of masturbatory fantasies for years to come.
I don't remember falling asleep, but I do remember feeling a hand on my body, sliding over my abs and into my shorts. Fingers wrapped around my cock and I felt them sliding up and down it's growning length. I opened my eyes in surprise and was going to say something, but I felt a hand cover my mouth and push me back onto the bed as a body slid up and onto my legs, pinning me. It took a second for my mind to fully assess the situation and it was then that I realized it was Emmanuelle... a completely naked Emmanuelle.
She smiled down at me with her hand covering my mouth as her other hand continued stroking my cock. God, even in this low light, her breasts were incredible! They bounced with every move she made, making my mouth water in anticipation.
I could hear the bedsprings every time she moved even just a little and could hear her hand moving on my cock. I prayed that Gabrielle wouldn't wake up! But Emmanuelle didn't seem to care. She removed her hand from my mouth and started playing with her breasts, squeezing them and pinching her nipples. I could tell she was getting herself all worked up.
She licked her lips and giggled as she moved up my body, straddling my torso. She bent over and held her breast, pushing it down to my mouth. Without even thinking, my lips opened and accepted her nipple, sucking on it like a baby. I could hear her soft mewling above me and felt her body grinding, trying to find a way to stimulate her overheated clit. Her pussy was so hot it was dripping onto my stomach.
Leaning over, she passed first one breast to my mouth and then the other, alternating as she pleased. "My titty slut," she whispered as she looked down at me.
I don't know how long it lasted, I was completely oblivious to anything but her breasts, her large, hard nipples, and the milk that was constantly dripping into my mouth. I was in heaven. Then she suddenly lifted up and started moving her body higher and higher. I knew where she was going and... and I didn't think I could do it. I mean, licking and sucking her nipples was one thing, but... licking her... pussy? That seemed so much worse.
But I wasn't given a choice. She put her knees on either side of my head and put her shins over my arms to trap them. Then before I could utter even a grunt in protest, she pressed her pussy onto my mouth. God she was wet! I felt her juices dripping, just like her milk, but this time I didn't have to suck. I felt her hips begin to move as she rocked up and back, fucking my mouth. Her clit slid over my chin, lips, and nose, and up onto my forehead before coming back down again.
One of her hands grabbed the back of my head, pulling my face up into her, even as she pressed down harder. She moved faster and when my tongue slid out, scraping against her clit and asshole, she shivered in delight. My face was covered in her juices and I thought I was going to drown or smother... but I didn't care. I loved being used by her. I needed it.
In just a few moments I felt her body shaking more violently and her hips slowed even as she pressed her pussy harder against my face. I could hear her stiffled exhale and felt her juices gush out into my mouth and over my face. I prayed that none got on my pillow or the bed. I had no idea how I could ever explain that smell.
I licked her slowly, occasionally striking against her over-sensitive clit, as she just sat above me, breathing hard. Then, without even a whisper, she swung her leg over, got off of me, and got off the bed. I watched in silent dismay as she simply exited my bedroom without even looking back.
As I lay on my back, I felt multiple emotions running through me at the same time that I couldn't explain. Lust, desire, need... fear, guilt, shame. I wanted her to abuse me, to do whatever she wanted to me, but that just felt so wrong.
I got out of bed and washed up in the bathroom before returning back to bed. And in within 20 minutes I was asleep again, dreaming of Emmanuelle's tits.
I wasn't sure I was going to last a week like this. But on the other hand... I couldn't wait until tomorrow.
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Guest of Fire - Part 2
It wasn't until Wednesday where I found that my suspicions were right... that a fire had indeed started. I'd been pretty busy with work the early part of the week. I had started discussions with a new client and we were getting ready to submit out proposal to them.
It was late Wednesday night and Beck and I were in bed. She was sound asleep and I was just reading a few more chapters in my book. When we went to bed, the girls had been watching a movie downstairs in the living room. Normally, you couldn't hear much, but there was some sound, something, that just made me think I needed to check on them and make sure they were ok.
And for some reason, checking on them required that I be as quiet as a ninja, as I opened the bedroom door and walked slowly and quietly down the hall to the landing at the top of the stairs. From the landing, you could see into the living room. I moved just out enough to see them as they faced away from me. The movie had ended and was scrolling credits and the girls were sitting on the floor, their back against the couch.
"That was so good," Sarah said.
"You seriously think so?" Em said, sounding like she was not as impressed.
Sarah looked at her. She was so bubbly. "That's like the best romantic comedy I've seen."
"Oh God!" Em said. I could feel her eye-roll from upstairs.
"They're so cute!" Sarah said, defensively, sounding like she's taling about a puppy.
"Are you kidding me? He's a complete fucking meat-head," she said. "That guy's a total loser. He only bought her those flowers so he could go on a date with her and get laid at the end of it."
"No, they got married," Sarah protested. "What are you talking about?"
"Oh, come on," Em said, pointing at the TV. "He's such a loser. You can totally tell. I just don't get it. Honestly, like most guys are fucking losers. What about that guy you dated last year?"
"Don't even go there," Sarah said, suggesting that she not even talk about that guy. "But Thomas was so nice, and so handsome, and so romantic."
"God... girls are so much better," Em said, shaking her head. "Both at romance and sex."
"I can't believe that," Sarah said. "Why? Why do you think girls are better?"
Girls are better at sex? Then my suspicions were true... and on one hand that made me a little sad, but on the other, it turned me on so very much. Emmanuelle was very into girls. My cock twinged at the thought. Fantasies that started when I saw then in the rear-view mirror on the drive from the airport worked their way back into my mind. Thoughts of Em having sex with Sarah...
"Why aren't girls better?" Em said, sitting up on her knees. "I mean, first of all they're beautiful, like, to look at. It's not like some grotesque, protein-shake-chugging, partying, frat boy. It's like this beautiful, exotic creature. And they smell nice and they have soft skin." Em was close to Sarah and touched her bare thigh, slowly stroking it with her fingertips.
"Stop looking at me like that," Sarah giggled. "And I'm not... I know you're a lesbian and that's totally fine..."
"Bi, actually," Em interrupted her. "Just because I like girls, doesn't mean I don't enjoy a man from time to time."
My ears picked that up. She liked men and women! I could feel my cock surge anew and squeezed it through my shorts. Holy fuck I was hard! And watching Em touch Sarah so intimately again made me wonder if she was going to seduce her.
"Ok... well... that's your thing..." Sarah said, looking uncomfortable.
"My thing...?" Em said, looking shocked and playing hurt.
"Well, no, I'm... I'm not trying to offend you, but it's just not for me," Sarah said. "I like guys and I'm going to find myself a prince charming, like that guy."
Em leaned in towards her, bracing herself with her hand on Sarah's thigh. "Have you ever even watched two girls, like, passionately kissing or, even like, lesbian porn?"
Sarah hesitated a moment. "Mmhmm.... yeah, I have," she said unconvincingly.
"Have you now?" Em asked, sounding like she doubted her. Em started stroking Sarah's hair.
"Um... maybe... just once," Sarah said, sounding breathless. I could tell Em's closeness was starting to affect her.
Em leaned in even closer until their noses were practically touching. "Have you ever even tried kissing a girl?"
Sarah looked physically uncomfortable, as if Em's mere presence was causing her to be caught in place, unable to flee and unable to do what she really wanted to do. "Well... no... I mean..."
"How are you going to write them off if you've never even tried it?" Em asked her quietly. I could barely hear them and if the TV had still been on, I doubt I would have. But at the moment, it just sat there, prompting them to watch another movie.
"I don't know," Sarah said. "I just don't think it's for me."
Em smiled and giggled. "At least with me here, you know you have options. If you want them." Em started playing with her hair, sliding strands between her fingertips. And then stroking on Sarah's cheek and neck with her fingertips.
"I... I guess..." Sarah mumbled.
"It's ok," Em teased her. "We don't have to do anything. I could just... stop touching you... give you a goodnight kiss... go to sleep." Em backed away a few inches and took her hands off of Sarah.
"No," Sarah said quickly, missing Em's touch. Em smiled and moved towards her again, touching her again. One hand stroked her thigh while the other played with her hair and stroked her check and neck.
"Then... do you want to try it?" Em asked, licking her lips. She bent over and playfully kissed Sarah's neck a few times. She was such as tease and I could tell Sarah was losing her willpower badly.
"I've... um... definitely been curious," Sarah said softly, feeling Em's body so close to her now.
"Mmm... that sounds delicious. How curious?"
"Um... a little curious."
"But you've never even kissed a girl? Not even once?" Em asked.
"No," Sarah responded as if it was a bad thing.
"Oh my gosh... you are such a pussy," Em said playfully, smiling.
"I'm not a pussy!" Sarah protested. "I'm anything but a pussy. I'm like the bravest girl ever."
"Oh yeah?" Em asked, as if wondering how serious she might be.
"I am!" Sarah protested.
"Then... kiss me," Em challenged her, sitting so close to her, smiling. "If you're so brave, do it. I dare you."
"I hate when you dare me," Sarah said. "I hate it."
"Come on...," Em taunted her.
I slid my cock out of my shorts and began stroking it. Emmanuelle's seduction was so compelling... so erotic. My cock was throbbing in my hand as I watched them.
Sarah suddenly leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. It was more than just a peck, but it wasn't very passionate, either. Then she sat back and licked her lips.
"Well," Sarah said, "you have soft lips."
Em smiled. "Most girls do."
"That's one thing that's different from men," Sarah said.
"Yes... and?" Em asked.
Sarah smiled. "It was nice. That's all I'm going to say, it was... nice."
"It was nice, wasn't it?" Em agreed. "Do it again?"
"Oh... I dunno, Em..." Sarah protested. I knew she was so close to giving in. And so did Emmanuelle.
"I dare you to do it again," Em said, taunting her.
Sarah leaned forward more slowly this time and Em slid a hand behind her head as the two kissed. This time, the kiss lasted a lot longer and was far more passionate. As they broke their kiss, Sarah giggled as Em slid down and started kissing her neck again.
"You're so cute," Em said softly. "You're so nervous you're shaking. Does that tickle?"
"You're giving me goosebumps," Sarah giggled, showing her arm to Em.
Em slowly traced her fingertips down Sarah's neck, around the top of her chest and then across her breast.
"Your body is so beautiful," Em said. "What if I... put my hand here?" She slid her hand over Sarah's breast and squeezed it.
Sarah giggled and then closed her eyes as Em covered her other breast with her other hand and squeezed and lifted them both simultaneously. Then she teased her nipples by pinching and pulling them gently through the very thin material of her pajama top.
I moved a little closer to the railing around the landing to get a better look. I was much closer to getting caught, either by the girls below or by my wife upstairs with me. But I had to see more. My cock was so swollen and needy.
Sarah giggled even more as Em pulled her top up, exposing her breasts and begain teasing her now-bare nipples.
"Look at you," Em said softly, giggling. "Somebody's a little scared. Oh, I'm sorry, I guess it's just cold on the floor."
"I'm just nervous," Sarah giggle back, still keeping her eyes closed. "I'm not scared, just nervous."
Em grabbed the bottom of Sarah's shirt with both hands and slowly eased it over her head and off, tossing it aside. She then returned her hands to Sarah's bare breasts, teashing and massaging them. She then bent forward and licked her breast and then swirled her tongue around Sarah's nipple causing her to gasp. Em giggled at the reaction.
"You ok?" she whispered.
"Oh my God," Sarah panted. "Your tongue is so soft. And that... that feels so good."
"Mmmm," Em moaned as she continued licking and then sucking on Sarah's nipples, gently working them until they were hard and ached. Even I could almost sense Sarah's desperation for more.
"It's nice how you worship my breasts," Sarah said softly. "Guys don't do that. But it... it doesn't change anything."
"Baby, no guy is ever going to worship you like a woman can," Em said, kissing up from her nipple to her mouth, then kissing her deeply. After what felt like an eternity, Em broke the kiss and asked. "Do you want to see what's underneath mine?" She grabbed the hem of her own shirt and lifted it slightly, teasingly.
I was about ready to scream YES as Sarah seemed to ponder the implications of her decision. It was as if she wondered what Em would think of her if she gave in. But I wanted to see her tits! I had fantasized about them for years and now was my chance, albeit from 20 feet away. Thank God, in the end, Sarah's desire to see her friend's body prevailed. "Yes... please," she whispered. I wished I could see the look on her face, but all I could see was the top of her head.
"No... I don't know if you want it bad enough," Em teased, lifting one side, then the other, almost threatening to expose her boob before hiding it again.
"Oh, I do... I do. I do," Sarah protested, trying to calm her breathing, sounding desperate to see Em's naked body.
"More than just see. You really want to worship my breasts?" Em asked, pulling her shirt up a little more. Sarah must have been able to just barely see her nipples now.
"Yes," Sarah whispered.
"Say please..."
"God you're such a tease. Please!" Sarah said more loudly.
Em giggled and pulled shirt off. In the act, she had lifted her arms and now kept them lifted, arching her back to stick her large breasts out towards Sarah.
"Wow," Sarah whispered, obviously excited. "Oh my God."
I knew it couldn't have been the first time she'd ever seen naked breasts, but maybe this was the first time she'd seen them in a different light. Sexually, rather than just glancing.
Em reached down and grabbed Sarah's hands, lifting them to hold her breasts. Sarah began caressing them as Em removed her own hands to give Sarah room to explore. Em smiled, so pleased that her seduction was working.
"No guy can give you tits like this to worship and tease and love," Em said.
"That's for sure," Sarah whispered, obviously amazed by how they felt in her hands.
"Tits to lick and suck..." Em reached forward and hooked her hand behind Sarah's head. She pulled her forward, directing her mouth towards Em's nipple. Sarah held her breast and began licking and sucking on her friend.
My hand was moving faster now as I watched my own daughter having lesbian sex with this family friend. I watched her tongue slide over and around Em's stiff nipple... watched her lips encase and suck it into her mouth again and again. It was the most erotic sight I'd ever seen.
Em giggled. "You're like a kid in a candy store with that first-time taste." Em gently cradled her head and kissed the top of it as Sarah kept up her licking. "That feels so good," Em told her, giving Sarah an obvious boost of confidence. Em then hugged her tightly and pulled her into a deep kiss, their tongues swirled between them.
Sarah hugged her back, pulling their bodies tightly together, pressing their breasts together. Their heads turned to and fro as they kissed deeply. I could hear their breathing get heavier and faster as their excitement quickly grew.
When they finally broke the kiss, Em bent forward and kissed Sarah's neck as she pushed her to her back. Then she moved lower, kissing over her breasts and down to her stomach. She teased Sarah by circling her tongue around her belly-button before finally moving lower.
With Sarah laying on her back, it would be far too easy for her to see me up on the landing, so I moved back from the edge until they were just barely visible. I still couldn't stop watching. And... and I was so close. My hand was moving faster and my legs felt like they were going to give way. I was going to cum hard.
Em kept her eyes locked with Sarah's as she suddenly kissed her pussy through her pajama shorts. Sarah's hands moved around erratically as if she didn't know what to do with them.
"Maybe... we get all the way naked," Em said softly, kissing Sarah's pussy again and licking the thin material, teasing her.
Sarah was panting, practically breathless. "We could. Yeah... maybe."
Em sat up and hooked her thumbs into her own pajama bottoms, sliding them off her legs. She was left wearing only her black, thong panties. Then she grabbed Sarah's pajama bottoms and pulled them off, along with her panties, raising Sarah's legs into the air, so that Sarah was now completely naked.
"Wow, you're, like... going all the way," Sarah said, giggling nervously.
I'd never seen my daughter naked... and even that was erotic to me. I felt so perverted. My cock was throbbing, threatening to release a torrent of cum at any minute. But I couldn't stop. I had to see what was next and I had to masturbate to what I was seeing.
Em moved up on all fours between Sarah's legs and kissed her on the lips once again, before moving down to kiss her chest and breasts. "You want to try something else?" she asked.
"What?" Sarah asked so innocently... so nervously.
"Just... lay back," Em said as she positioned herself lower, "and make yourself comfy." Em lay on her stomach, her face level with Sarah's pussy. "Don't be scared. Just... feel."
"Alright," Sarah said, breathlessly, and then moaned as Em started licking her pussy. "Oh God," Sarah groaned in pleasure.
My cock suddenly burst, spraying cum as I frantically tried to control where it went while still stroking it. It felt incredible! I don't think I'd ever cum this hard in my life before. I had to fight hard to control my breathing and my grunting as my hand slowed. I looked at the floor in front of me to see the streaks of cum splattered on the carpet and shook my head. I slipped into the hall bathroom and grabbed a wet washcloth and knelt down to quietly clean up my mess.
As I cleaned, I could still hear the girls below me... their moans... their breathless whimpers... as Em continued to orally pleasure my daughter.
"I love how you fucking taste?" was the last thing I heard before slipping back into my bedroom and into bed. Luckily Beck was still asleep. I turned off the light and had a fitful night of sleep of my own... full of wild, erotic dreams.
The sparks were beginning to fly. How long before the house is enflamed?
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Guest of Fire - Part 3
Even though I was pretty busy working on the proposal for the new client, I kept my eyes open now for the interactions between Sarah and Emmanuelle. Nothing again was singled out as significant in their budding sexual relationship until Saturday, the midway point in Em's visit.
It was early Saturday afternoon and I was up in my second-floor office working on the proposal. I was going to meet with the client this week and was struggling to get it all done. I heard a commotion outside, some kind of sharp squeals and loud giggling that caught my attention. I went to the window and looked out to see Sarah and Em at the pool. Sounds from the pool area easily magnified and echoed up to the upstairs windows from the concrete, so I wasn't surprised I could hear so much of what was going on.
From my office window, I had a full view of the swimming pool and most of the patio, which was close by the house. Sarah and Em were in the water, giggling and splashing each other.
"Oh! You are so going to get it!" Em said after Sarah splashed water from close range. Em approached her in the water, her hands out in front of her as if threatening to splash her. "I'm gonna..." she threatened.
"No you're not!" Sarah replied defensively.
"Yes I am," Em said as she backed Sarah against the side of the pool so that she was able to get very close. Both giggled and squealed as Em got her hands past Sarah's defenses and was able to untie her bikini top and pull it away from her. Em immediately swam away, laughing.
"Oh no! You didn't just do that!" Sarah laughed, covering her breasts with her arms.
"Yes I diiiiiid," Emmanuelle giggled, dangling the top above the water.
"Give it back," Sarah said, extending her hand so Em would throw it to her. "Mom!"
"No," Em said, giggling.
"Shhh... don't be so loud," I heard Beck say. "You two are just too much." Beck was sitting more on the patio in one of the lounge chairs tanning. I could just see her legs and part of her stomach. It shocked me that she wasn't more upset that Sarah was now topless... but I suppose she couldn't really see... maybe...
There was more splashing and giggling as Sarah lunged towards Em in an effort to get it back and Em swam away. When Sarah just got into arms reach, Em threw it out of the water and out of reach from the pool. To get it, Sarah would have to get out of the water.
Suddenly, Em launched another offensive, splashing and dunking Sarah some more.
"Stop! Stop!" Sarah giggled. When Em stopped, Sarah launched her own sneaky attack, dunking Em before swimming away giggling. "I got you!" she said loudly from across the pool.
"Oh, you're in so much trouble now," Em said as she began her chase. Sarah fled, trying to swim away, but Em was too good at cornering her. She quickly trapped her and put one hand on either side of her to keep her in place. "You're trapped now," Em said, then she surprised Sarah by sliding in close and kissing her.
As Em backed away slightly, Sarah said softly. "Wow, that was... unexpected." She looked towards Beck, but there was no indication by her expression that she felt she was in trouble.
Then, suddenly, Em pushed away while giggling. She swam away from Sarah and then held another piece of material above the water... Sarah's bikini bottoms.
"You are a bad, bad girl!" Sarah said, giggling. "You should be spanked for that!"
Em tossed the bottoms out of the pool and they landed near her bikini top. "Any time you want, baby!"
"I am going to get my revenge!" Sarah said, swimming towards her slowly. When she got close, Em dashed away and the chase began. It didn't take long for Sarah to trap her in one corner of the pool, amid a lot more giggling and squealing. Without resistance, Sarah untied Em's top and backed away, holding her trophy above the water.
"So what? What are you going to do about it?" Em challenged her, not even caring that she was topless.
Sarah threw her bikini top out of the pool and closed the gap between them again. Em looked like she wasn't going to fight her, but Sarah approached as if waiting for a sneak attack back at her. Without resistance, though, she reached down and untied and pulled Em's bottoms off as well.
"How about that!" Sarah giggled, swimming away. She tossed the bottoms out of the pool as well.
I couldn't believe that Beck hadn't even said a word. Both girls were now swimming completely naked in the middle of the day. Was she blind? While our back yard was pretty private, this was still happening right in front of my wife.
"Oh! Now who's the bad girl?" Em asked. "Now who should be spanked?
"You!" Sarah said, laughing.
"Wait 'til I get my hands on you," Em teased, swimming towards Sarah.
I could feel my cock throbbing, tenting my shorts, so I unbuttoned the front and set it free. I slowly stroked it while watching these two nubile young women frolic in the water. I secretly wished I was in the pool with them, watching them from a closer distance.
Giggling, Sarah quickly climbed the ladder out of the pool and ran around on the concrete. Emmanuelle followed close behind and chased her, both completely naked. In a minute, Em caught up with Sarah and pulled her into her arms, hugging her, their naked bodies pressing together. She kissed Sarah and slowly walked her backwards towards the water. When they got to the edge, Em pushed her, making Sarah fall into the water with a splash, squealing.
Sarah came up sputtering and giggling. "Oh now that was just wrong!"
Emmanuelle dove into the water, coming up in front of her. "I guess I owe you some kind of apology then," she said.
Sarah backed away from her, giggling. "Apology yes... nothing more... I don't have anything left for you to take."
"Oh... but you still have something I want," Em said, teasingly.
"What?" Sarah giggled as Em got closer and closer. "What could I have that you could possibly want? I got nothin'."
When Em got close again, she grabbed her wrist and pulled her to the side of the pool.
"Your body," Em said, taking Sarah's breasts in her hands and playing with them.
"Ohhhh," Sarah giggled as Em kissed her and then started kissing her neck, moving down to her chest.
"Your lips are so good. I want to see if your titties are too," Em said.
Sarah moaned as Em licked and sucked on her nipples for a moment, then began kissing down her body again. Slowly she disappeared underwater as Sarah watched her, wondering what she was doing. Then Sarah suddenly squealed and moaned a little. From my vantage point, and from Sarah's expression, it looked like Em licked her pussy while she was underwater.
When Em resurfaced, Sarah giggled. "Oh my... so that's what you want."
"You know it," Em said, kissing her again. "You taste so sweet." I could see Sarah move her legs apart under the water and, from Sarah's moaning, it looked like Em was fingering her. They sat like that for several minutes, the two of them kissing while Em teased her pussy. Then Em pulled back. "I want to taste your pussy baby. Can I taste your pussy?"
I could not believe my ears. If I heard it, Beck certainly had to hear it. But still, she did nothing to stop them. I watched as Em led Sarah to shallower water, closer to Beck, and blatantlty begin sucking on her nipples. They didn't seem to even care that Beck was right there... that Beck could see and hear everything that was going on.
In the shallow water, close to wife, Sarah sat on the edge of the pool, her naked body on display once again, and they kissed. Then, at Em's direction, she leaned back and put her feet on the edge of the pool as Emmanuelle slid between her thighs and began to lick her pussy.
I was completely shocked. Yes, my cock was hard and, yes, I was stroking myself. But I couldn't believe that Beck wasn't saying anything to stop them. Was she even awake? I could see her legs and knew she was still there. Then I saw it... her hand moved to her thigh... her fingers touching between her legs. Was she... mastubating?
"Look at that! Such a perfect, pink pussy," Em said between kisses and licks.
Sarah was giggling nervously. "Oh, that feels really good. Oh my God... just like that... you're so good at that."
"Told you guys will never worship your pussy like girls do," Em said. "You're so wet! I think you were wet for me as soon as I got your suit off. You wanted me to lick your pussy, didn't you?"
"You're such a dirty girl!" Sarah giggled a little too loudly.
"Only because your pussy tastes so good," Em said.
I was startled by movement by Beck. I noticed her legs had moved, the knee bent on one as the other moved to put her foot on the ground. Her knees spread a little farther apart and her hand was moving a little between her thighs... surreptitiously. Her fingertips were teasing her clit!
I groaned as pleasure shot through me, my knees buckling a little. My sex life with Beck had been... typical... I suppose. It was nothing too freaky or anything. I'd never imagined that she would be turned on by watching women have sex. It was... mind boggling... frankly. She saw everything that was going on and didn't stop it because she wanted to watch it. The same as me.
I could hear Em's fervent licking and grunting, sounding like a wild, hungry beast amid Sarah's moans. Sarah was holding her knees up now as she lay flat on her back.
"Oh my God," Sarah panted, "you're going to make me cum... don't stop, don't stop."
In seconds, she moaned again and exhaled loudly as she came in Em's mouth. Her legs were twitching, her eyes closed tightly, and her face showed her strain as the orgasm washed over her.
Then Sarah sat up and they kissed. Sarah licked her face a little, licking her own juices from her friend's face. She slid into the water and grabbed Em in a hug while she continued kissing her, turning to switch places.
"Oh my God that felt so good," Sarah gasped. "I want to taste you again."
Em seemed to smile. "My pleasure." Em jumped up and sat on the edge of the pool where Sarah was and spread her own legs. Sarah moved between her thighs, her face inches from her pussy. And I watched as my own daughter started licking her.
My legs couldn't take any more, so I moved back to my chair, and rolled it close to the window. Seated in the chair, I couldn't see them, but I could certainly hear them. And they weren't too quiet.
I grabbed some lube from the drawer and a box of tissues and sat back again. Squirting a little of the lube on my shaft, I started stroking again, feeling it pulse in my hand. God I was hard.
"I like the way you taste," Sarah said.
"Oh my God, for someone who doesn't like girls, you're pretty good at that," Em said. Obviously Sarah was doing a good job.
"You have such a beautiful pussy."
"It certainly loves you. Fuck yes! Just like that," Em gasped.
I didn't know what Sarah was doing to her, but it was sending Em through the roof. My hand was moving faster and my other hand began playing with my balls. The sounds Em was making was driving me crazy with lust and I knew I was going to cum any minute now.
"Oh yes... fucking lick that clit... keep that fucking tongue busy... Oh God, just like that... Put some fingers in me... I want you to finger me, too."
"Is this ok?" Sarah asked. I assumed she was fingering and licking Em now.
"Yes, yes, yes," Em panted. She was so turned on. "Please do it... you can fucking experiment with me any time you want. Oh my fuck!! Oh God that's good... Right there! Right there!"
From Emmanuelle's moaning and grunting I could tell she had an orgasm. I grunted as my own cum sprayed from my cock, splashing onto my chest and abdomen. Fuck it felt so good to squeeze and stroke my shaft, squeezing all the cum out as my hand continued its piston action.
Then, after a minute of no sound, I heard the two giggling again. I heard some splashing and it sounded like Em got back into the water again.
"Oh my gosh you taste like my pussy," I heard Em say. "I want to kiss this cum off your face."
I cleaned myself up as best I could with the tissues and went back to work. I never said anything to Beck or the girls... but in the back of my mind I was thinking about what Beck did. I wondered if she came... if she came more than once. I wondered if the girls ever knew she was watching them. I wondered if they ever said or did anything about it.
Of course... in my fantasies... Beck was then seduced and joined them in a lurid lesbian threesome.
We had probably the best sex since we got married that very night. I can't say that I was fully engaged, though. I found myself imagining I was with Em most of the time... which was likely the main reason I was so passionate and fucked her senseless. And, given that I saw Beck's eyes closed a lot, I would bet that Beck was doing the exact same thing. She was especially vocal and passionate when I ate her pussy... cumming harder than I think I've ever seen her.
The fire was spreading rapidly.
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Guest of Fire - Part 4
Oftentimes, when fires start in the home, those seeing the flames think it's too small to be a problem... that it's controllable... and they don't put much effort into fighting it. It's like a small oil fire starting in the kitchen. The wife believes she can take care of it herself. She tries to put water on it, making it worse, making it quickly expand. And then... it quickly grows too large to control... and it consumes them first.
Beck should have seen the signs, should have reacted to them and stopped the fire before it grew too big. But she thought it was small. She thought she could control it. And it overwhelmed her before she knew it.
I didn't find out until months later, but during Em's stay, my wife was seduced during the second week of Em's visit. It was Wednesday. I had gone to the city to meet with my clients to go over the proposal. It was a long day, as I expected, and I wasn't going to return until after midnight.
Beck was sitting up in bed, reading, trying to wait up for me, when Em softly knocked and came into the room wearing her simple nightshirt and panties.
"Aunt Beck?" Em said, slowly opening the bedroom door.
"Hey! What's wrong?" Beck asked.
Emmanuelle came into the room and sat on the side of the bed. "Well... you know how you said I could stay in here if I got too scared or something."
"Yeah, of course," Beck said, wondering what could be bothering the young woman.
"Thanks!" Em said softly, sliding under the sheet and moving close to Beck. "Wow! Your eyes are so beautiful." Em was looking at her so curiously, almost as if seeing her for the first time.
Beck smiled, surprised by the sudden compliment. "Thanks."
"I guess I've never seen them in this light before," Em said, smiling coyly.
"Thanks," Beck said. "I love your eyes, too." Em had the most beautiful eyes I'd ever seen and I could imagine my wife felt the same way.
"And such beautiful hands," Em said, stroking Beck's hand that was holding the book.
"Thank you." Beck held the book with her other hand and extended the hand that Em had touched, looking at it.
"You and Sarah must go to the nail salon all the time, right?" Em asked, sitting up on her elbow facing Beck, so close to Beck that Beck felt the warmth of the younger woman's body.
Both women looked at Beck's nails. "Well, we do do our mother and daughter get-aways sometimes. We're very close."
"Are you?" Em asked, almost challenging her.
"Yeah," Beck said. "Of course. I love her so much."
Em idly stroked Beck's cheek and played with her hair. "She's just a step-daughter, though, right?"
"Yeah," Beck said, "but we're still really close. We love spending time together."
Em smiled. "I know you've seen us together... I mean... having sex," she said, idly playing with her fingers. "And... you haven't stopped us. That has me wondering... if you enjoy watching us... or maybe... you want to try it yourself."
"Wow... um... yeah... it, uh... it just reminded me of a long time ago," Beck said. Em noticed an embarrassed blush flow over her.
"Yeah?" Em asked, gently tugging on a strand of Beck's hair. "Watching or... participating? Are you... maybe... interested in experiencing it again?"
Beck could feel the girl lean closer to her, feeling her body heat wash over her. "Oh, um... I... uh... I haven't even thought about it," Beck said unconvincingly, clutching the book tightly.
"No?" Em smiled, knowing she was lying.
"I just... Vince keeps me happy."
Em smiled down at her, stroking her cheek. "Well, you'll keep it a secret, right?"
"Sure... sure, honey," Beck said.
"You can't tell anyone," Em said seriously. "My mom would kill me. You promise you won't tell anyone?"
"Of course... I promise. It'll... it'll be our secret," Beck said, smiling.
"It's just that, I've just been having a lot of these feelings and..."
"What kind of feelings?" Beck interrupted.
"Really good feelings," Em said, "but... only when I'm around women. Beautiful women." Em giggled. "Kinda the same feelings I get when I'm around you."
"Oh... uh," Beck said, embarrassed again. Em started playing with the shoulder straps of the lingerie Beck was wearing. She had hoped to surprise me when I got home so she'd put on the yellow, lacy lingerie that I'd bought for her last Valentine's Day. Her breasts were barely covered and the lace didn't hide her nipples well at all. Simple shoulder straps held the top up. And that led down to a simple snap closure at her crotch for my easy access. She looked incredible in it. It really accentuated her beautiful body. "Like, what kind of feelings?
"Intimate feelings," Em leaned down and whispered.
Beck shivered. She felt Em's breath on her ear and it sent tingles all through her body. Em's fingers were idly playing with the thin shoulder strap, sliding it off and then back on her shoulder as if she was threatening to remove her top. "Oh... um... you know... I'm sure your mom would understand."
"Maybe but," Em whispered again, not backing away this time. Her mouth was an inch from Beck's ear. "There's just something about the connection that we have. It's just... it's different. And I don't want to jeopardize that."
Em stroked Beck's hand that was now sitting on her stomach and Beck shivered again.
"Well, I appreciate that," Beck said. "That's very nice of you. Um... you know I think you're really nice, and I think you're really beautiful, too."
"You know," Em said, kissing her ear lightly, "I've been thinking that we've been building this amazing connection and... well... you like girls and... I like girls... and we can keep it a secret." Em slid her hand from the Beck's hand and started playing with the neckline of Beck's lingerie, her fingers just above Beck's breast. "And we can share these intimate moments. We wouldn't have to tell a soul. It's just..."
"Honey... I don't know," Beck said, suddenly nervous.
"I mean... Sarah and Vince would never have to find out," Em said, "and... you know, you wouldn't have to worry about that. And you can be intimate with a girl again."
"I mean... it's true," Beck stuttered, "I... I definitely have feelings for you... but... I don't know. It's just very awkward for me. I was so young back then. Now I have a family... commitments... responsibilities..."
"It's just... there's something about being with you that just... it just feels so right," Em said, sliding her fingers along Beck's flesh, right at the boundary of her lingerie. "And every woman I'm with just raves about how good I make them feel. I want to make you feel good, too."
Beck shivered. Em's touch was so... erotic. It had been so long since she felt anything like it. "I mean... I don't know what to say to that." She had dressed in her favorite lingerie for Vince, but... she was a little excited that Em was enjoying it as well. The way Em was looking at her... the way she was touching her... God! It turned her on so much!
"I think I have an idea," Em said softly. "Why don't you just close your eyes and just feel my touch?"
The thought turned Beck on... but... she couldn't. "Emmanuelle..." she protested.
"Please... just try it," Em said, sliding her fingertips across the top of Beck's breast, tracing a delicate pattern which circled her nipple.
"No... no," Beck continued to protest, but didn't physically stop the young woman from touching her. Em's touch on her nipple caused her to moan suddenly, caused her body to shiver.
Em giggled at Beck's reaction. "But I want to."
Beck was so confused. Her mind was telling her not to do this, but her body wanted it so badly. She wished Vince was there to help her make this decision, help her fend off Em's advances. She wished Vince was there to attend to her sudden sexual needs. God, she needed to cum so bad! "You need to go to bed," she said, trying to disuade Em. "Look, you're... you're being silly right now."
Em kissed her neck as her fingers continued to trace lines across her breasts and continued to circle and tease her nipples.
Beck giggled. "Stop... you're giving me goosebumps." She lifted her arm to show Em the pebbling on her skin. "Look what you've done. Stop being silly."
"No," Em said, continuing. "You know you want it."
"Oh my gosh," Beck said. "Yes, you're a beautiful woman. And yes, I... admit... you're probably great at sex."
Em kissed up her neck to her cheek, moving towards Beck's lips, but Beck turned her head, resisting her advances.
"Sweetie, stop," Beck protested. "I'm not going to do this. No."
"Kiss me," Em said softly.
"Are you out of your mind?" Beck asked.
"Just... let me just show you once," Em said.
"Show me what?"
"I want to show you the way I kiss."
"The way you kiss...?" Beck asked.
"Just once," Em said, her lips so close to Beck's. "Come on. I know you want it."
Beck turned her head, thinking that she could appease Em with just a simple kiss. Then, maybe the girl would leave... or at least stop this silliness that was turning her on so incredibly. "Ok... ok."
Em leaned in and the two kissed for several long seconds.
Em pulled back a few inches. "Wasn't that good?"
"Mmhmm... so good," Beck said, almost mockingly.
"Come on..." Em leaned forward to kiss her again, but Beck turned her face away. Em then resumed kissing and licking her neck and ear.
"You're so silly," Beck said, closing her eyes. Em's kisses were really starting to get to her. The girl certainly knew what she was doing.
"I've been wanting to do that for a while," Em said softly.
"Oh my gosh, you're being crazy," Beck said, trying to play this off as just some sort of game. But Em's touch on her chest was anything but a game.
Em continued kissing and licking her neck, her thumb and forefinger now lightly pinching and pulling her nipple through the lacy material. "Just don't think about it."
"Don't think about it?" Beck moaned softly.
"Kiss me."
"Emmanuelle!" Beck protested as the youth again attempted to kiss her making Beck turn her face away.
"What? You're so hot," Em said softly. Em bent over further and began to kiss Beck's chest, her mouth moving towards her fingers that teased Beck's nipple so well. "Oh my gosh. I've been wanting to do this for so long. And I think you're going to let me."
"I don't think so," Beck protested, but strangely, didn't try to push Em away as the teen continued her relentless kissing and licking. Her tongue and lips were starting to move underneath the lace of her lingerie, getting so close to the hard nub of her nipple. It was aching for more attention.
"I think so," Em whispered. "Just look at what you have on. I mean, who puts this on to go to sleep?" Em leaned over and lay on her, kissing Beck's chest
"I'm wearing it for Vince," Beck said softly.
"Uh huh," Em said, unconvinced. "He's going to be a while. I think you're wearing it for me. You were hoping I'd come in."
"Uh huh," Beck said, sarcastically, giggling. "Right."
Em grabbed and squeezed Beck's breast with her full hand.
"Sweetie," Beck whispered uncomfortably.
"Your boobs are really nice," Em whispered as she squeezed and teased them. "I've been wanting to get my hands on these... I bet Vince really likes them."
"Oh, well, thank you." Beck didn't know what to say. Her body was so needy and Em's body felt so good against her. "Stop.... You're... you're being crazy."
"I know you like it," Em whispered, moving back up so that her face was now an inch from Beck's.
"Emmanuelle... you need to go to bed," the older woman said more sternly.
But Em grabbed her face, held it in place, and kissed her. It only took a moment for Beck to begin kissing her back. It only took another moment for Em's tongue to play with Beck's as the two kissed passionately. Beck's arms encircled Em, holding her tightly as Beck warmed to her kisses.
Then Em sat up, smiling smugly. She knew she had her.
"Oh my gosh," Beck whispered, breathing more heavily, holding her hand to her lips as if they tingled from the kiss. She realized that the kiss had removed all her inhibitions. She forgoat all about Vince... all about Sarah. She wanted to fuck this young woman. She needed to fuck this young, vibrant, sensual woman with every fiber of her being.
Em pulled at the straps at Beck's shoulders, pulling them down her arm until her top pulled down from her breasts, exposing them. Without hesitating, she then bent over and began kissing and licking Beck's nipples, lightly sucking on them as Beck writhed beneath her.
Beck reached down and grabbed Em's ass, squeezing it, pulling her body tightly against her. She wanted the young girl and almost all of her barriers had been blown away. "Oh my God... yes," she whispered.
"Mmmm... those are so sensitive," Em whispered, kissing her ear as she teased Beck's nipples. Then she kissed Beck again, passionately thrusting her tongue deep inside her mouth. "You like that?" she whispered.
"I don't know... I think... it definitely feels nice," Beck writhed on the bed beneath her, her body responding quickly to Em's touch.
Em bent down and sucked Beck's nipple into her mouth and then lightly bit it. "How does that feel?" Em asked, pulling away, giggling, and licking Beck's lips.
"That feels wonderful." Beck was lost in the pleasure Em was generating on her breasts and felt her pussy getting so wet and needy. She felt Em's hand slide down her body, over her stomach and then teasing her pussy through her lingerie. Her fingertips were so insistant, gliding over and around her so-sensitive clit. She exhaled sharply as Em deftly unfashed the snaps holding her bottoms on and touched her very wet pussy for the first time. "Oh my gosh... that feels so good," she whimpered.
"How long has it been since you've felt a woman's touch... too long?" Em teased, slowly sliding a finger in and out of her wetness and then swirling her fingertips over the clit.
"Mmhmm... oh my gosh," Beck moaned. "Oh gosh... yes... that feels so good."
Em grabbed Beck's leg at the knee with her foot and pulled her legs apart, sliding her own leg between them to keep them open. Beck could feel the heat from the girl's pussy against her knee as Em started fingering her with two fingers. Her thumb strummed over her clit with each thrust sending pleasure through Beck... pleasures the likes of which she hadn't felt since she was a young woman in college.
"Oh gosh," Beck panted as Em kissed her and then began sucking on her nipples again, her insistant fingers continuing to tease her clit.
"You like that clit played with? Is it sensitive?" Em teased.
"Oh... yeah... you do that so good," Beck moaned.
"Yeah?" Em whispered. "I'm going to make you cum so good... make those legs shake. Have you begging me for more."
"That really feels good," Beck moaned, breathing heavy. "Oh my God that feels so good. Oh my God... Fuck... Oh gosh... what are you doing to me?
Suddenly Em stopped her fingers for a moment and ducked under Beck's leg so that she was laying between them. She slid up until her face was right over her wetness. "Your pussy feels so nice... I want to taste you," she said, giggling.
"You want to what?" Beck asked, seconds before she watched Em flick her tongue over Beck's overheated clit. "Oh my God!" she moaned loudly.
"Want me to stop?" Em giggled.
"Oh no, don't stop," Beck begged. "Keep going... keep going... oh... what a nice, soft tongue. Oh... oh God yeah... God, that's amazing... yeah, tease my clit. That's it sweetie... get a finger in there. I love feeling you inside me. Oh my God don't stop... I want to see your pretty face... I want to see your pretty face when I cum. Oh fuck! Yes!"
Em sucked on her clit as she curled her fingers up into Beck's G-spot, making her tremble as Beck watched her every move.
"Oh... God," Beck moaned loudly, barely able to form words. "That's it... yes... that's so good... can you feel how wet you've made me?"
"Mmhmm... and you taste delicious," Em said softly. "Even better than Sarah."
"Yeah... yeah... you're doing so good... right on my clit... yes!" Beck said, so close to her orgasm now. And in seconds her body drove over the edge, her body trembling and bucking. "You're gonna make me cum! Oh God! Yessssss!"
Slowly, Em withdrew to avoid Beck's very sensitive clit and kissed her thigh. "Did you like that?" she said.
"That was so nice... So nice!" Beck said, sitting up, obviously excited. She suddenly had energy... and a desire for Em. "I want to see you," she said as they kissed fiercely. She grabbed the bottom of Em's shirt and quickly pulled it up and off her arms, exposing the young woman's breasts. "Let me see these. I've been staring at them for so long now. Oh, they're beautiful," she said as she cupped them in her hands. "Cute little nipples." She bent down and began sucking on Em's nipples. Em crawled closer, wrapping her arm around Beck's head to hold her at her breast.
"Your breasts are so soft," Beck said, lovingly kissing and licking them.
"God your mouth feels so good," Em whispered. "Play with my pussy... please."
Beck sat up and pushed Em to her back as Em giggled. She started a fire in Beck and now it was flaring to an uncontrollable blaze.
"I want you... I need you," she said, laying over Em and kissing her passionately. Then she kissed down her body to her abdomen. She looked up, locking eyes with Em as she hooked her fingers into the young woman's panties and pulled them off her legs.
Em smiled. She loved that she excited Beck so much.
"Such a beautiful pussy," Beck said as she slid between Em's spread legs and let her fingers slide along the teen's labia. Beck moved her face closer and Em sat up on her elbows. She couldn't wait to see this. "What a sweet pink pussy," Beck whispered as she pulled at her flesh, opening her pussy. "I love it." She moved closer and licked it tenderly.
"Oh... fuck...," Em whispered.
"Such a tasty pussy," Beck whispered. "Nice and wet." She started licking her prize, flattening her tongue to slide up through Em's pussy, then using just the tip to flick and tease her clit.
"Oh just like that... just like that... yes," Em hissed. "Yeah... so good... Oh yes. Oh, that feels so good." Beck sucked her clit for a moment, causing Em to hiss in delight. "Yes... right there... right there."
"God yes," Beck whispered. "Tastes so good." She pushed her tongue into Em's slit, sliding as deep as she could.
"Oh my God yes! Bury your tongue in my pussy," Em begged her. "Fuck me with it." She laughed as Beck growled, sucking and licking, nibbling on her swollen labia. "Fuck yes, you're gonna make me cum!"
"Mommy wants to make you cum," Beck said softly, pausing only briefly. She then centered her tongue on the girl's clit, teasing it mercilessly, knowing that it would quickly drive her to her orgasm.
"God that feels so good," Em panted. "Fuck! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!"
"Uh huh.... uh huh," Beck whispered encouragingly.
Then suddenly, Em arched her hips into the air and Beck followed, her mouth locked against her pussy. And she came, gushing her fluids into Beck's face, mouth, and chin.
"Oh! Wow!!" Beck said as she pulled away from the dripping wet pussy. Em sat up and reached down, pulling Beck into her excitedly, kissing and licking her lips and chin, while Beck giggled.
Em smiled and pushed Beck to her back. "I need more... Come over here." She kicked one leg over Beck's leg and pushed their pussies together, surprising Beck. As Em began grinding against her, she understood what was happening.
"Oh, wow, that feels so good!" she said, looking up at Em's smiling, sweaty face. "I've never done this... Oh my God!"
Em grabbed Beck's leg and held it straight in the air, holding it to her chest for better leverage against Beck's open pussy.



"Oh... there you go," Beck panted. "There you go... rub that pussy on me... your pussy's so soft... and so fucking wet!"
"Fuck!" Em panted, her hips moving faster now. "Oh my! Oh that feels so good. Right there... right on my clit... right there. I just want to see those eyes roll back as you cum so hard. As you cum for me again."
"I can't believe how good that feels," Beck said, grabbbing the sheet on the bed as she felt her orgasm coming quickly.
"Oh, yeah, that's good," Em said. "I love fucking you."
"That's right... Yes!" Beck felt her body overheating once again, her orgasm washing over her as her body tensed. "Oh my God I'm cumming! Oh fuck!"
"Oh, there we go," Em said, slowing a little, smiling down at Beck as she came, her hot juices splashing against Em's pussy.
"Oh fuck!" Beck whispered, her face a sweaty mess. "I've never done that before."
Em still slid her hips forward and back against Beck's sensitive wetness, having seemingly endless energy. Beck seemed almost spent as she lay back on the bed, panting. Em shook her head. "I don't want to stop," she said. "Keep going... Go slow. Your pussy is so fucking wet."
"God, that feels so fucking good," Beck panted. "I don't know if I can keep this up."
Em just smiled down at her and nodded as she started grinding faster again. "Yeah... right there... yes... Oh fuck! Fuck!" She came in seconds herself and then slowed down for a moment.
"Oh my God! How can you keep this up?" Beck asked.
Em smiled down again, and held Beck's leg tight once more. "Again... again... I don't want to stop... I wanna cum again... again," she said, grinding into Beck's worn-out pussy. Her hips were moving quickly and in a minute she came again.
"Yeah... right there... yes! Oh fuck!" Em said, finally releasing Beck's leg and moving to lay beside her. "Oh my God..." she whispered.
The two hugged tightly, kissing each other tenderly.
Beck smiled. "You're so pretty when you cum," she said.
"You're always pretty," Em responded, giggling a little.
"Right now I'm a sweaty mess," Beck giggled.
They kissed passionately for a while, cooling down and relaxing until they were so worn out they were falling asleep.
I arrived shortly after 1:00am, to Beck who was sleeping alone, naked, in a bed made with fresh linens. I had no idea what had happened. Beck was sound asleep, so I kissed her and fell asleep beside her.
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Sometimes when fires start in a house, they begin burning in concealment. They might start as an electrical fire in the wall... slowly spreading... slowly growing out of control long before anyone sees the flames or smells the smoke. By the time the fire is discovered, there's no extinguishing it. There's no controlling it. You flee... or you get burned.
In my case, the fire that spread through my house that year was mostly concealed from me. I didn't find out until months later that my wife had been seduced. And before Emmanuelle's fire reached me at the end of her stay, it had already become a uncontrollable blaze.
*****
On Friday night, the night before Em was to leave, I walked into the laundry room at about 10:00pm with a basket full of clothes. I opened the washer and found it was full of towels. When I opened the dryer to transfer them there, I found that it had some clothes in it waiting to be folded.
I set a fresh basket down, pulled the items from the dryer, and noticed right away that they were Em's. She'd washed clothes before heading back home. And as I rifled through them, I felt several pair of her silky, lacy, thong panties. I picked up several of them, feeling the soft material in my hand.
I looked back at the door for a second, and, realizing I was alone, brought them to my nose and smelled them. I stroked them across my face, feeling the silky material against my skin. It was... heavenly. It reminded me of her and I could envision her wearing them, looking so incredibly sexy. Damn! She was so hot!
"Um..." I heard Em from the doorway.
"Oh... uh... I was... um... just taking your clothes out of the dryer," I stammered, knowing I was completely busted.
"I can see that," she said smugly.
I put the handful of panties back into the basket and finished with the few items remaining in the dryer. Then I turned and handed her the basket. She was smiling at me as if she knew exactly what I was doing and thinking.
"Here... uh... take... um... take the basket," I said. My hands were shaking. If she mentioned anything to Beck, I'd be a dead man. I just knew it. I suddenly felt so guilty for perving on my friend's daughter like that.
Beck was wearing the long t-shirt that she slept in, obviously getting ready for bed, and I suddenly wondered if she were wearing panties now. And, if so, would they be wet? Would I ever get the chance to smell them?
"Thanks, Uncle Vince," she smirked. "I appreciate your... help. Do you like my... clothes?"
"Oh, uh, yeah," I stammered. "They're nice. You have good taste."
"Good taste... yeah," she giggled. "Thanks. Maybe we can talk about my... good taste... sometime."
"Yeah... uh... yeah," I stammered. God I was so flustered.
"Good night," she said, giggling, and turned and went back upstairs.
I put both hands on the dryer to steady myself, shaking my head.
*****
On Saturday, the end of her stay, Em and Sarah were downstairs, while I was still upstairs. Em had packed her bags, lugged them down the steps, and was waiting for the time for them to leave. Sarah had originally planned to take Em to the airport, but I had noticed that Sarah seemed upset with Em for some unknown reason. I assumed that maybe she was sad or mad that she was leaving... maybe she was jealous because Em was going back to someone else. I really didn't know.
I was up in my bedroom getting dressed to go in to work for a few hours. We'd won our proposal and we had started to ramp up on the work creating print and video content. At the moment, the bedroom door was open and I could hear everything going on in the foyer area.
"Have all your stuff?" I heard Sarah ask, sounding a bit disinterested.
"Um... yeah... I just need to text my mom about my flight," Em replied.
"Ok," Beck said. "I think it's a good idea to leave early in case there's traffic."
"Uh... where's Uncle Vince?" Em asked as I was just putting the last of my notes into my briefcase.
"Oh, in his room, I guess... Why?" Beck asked.
"I'd just like to see him before I leave," I heard Em say.
"Of course you would," Sarah said. "I'll go get him."
"Thank you," Em said.
I heard Sarah start up the stairs. "Dad... dad," she yelled. I was just slipping my shoes on and came out of the bedroom door, meeting her at the top of the stairs.
"Sorry about that," I said, meeting her just outside my bedroom door. "I was just getting ready." Sarah started descending and I was right behind her.
"Oh, it's ok. I'm about ready to leave," Em said, smiling at me as I descended.
"I know."
She came towards me, her arms open wide. "I would like to say good-bye and thank you." She slid right into my arms and we hugged. Her body felt so good against me, so soft and warm. Damn, she was truly a beautiful young woman. "I had such a fun time."
"Well you were such a big help," I said, smiling as she backed away again. She grabbed my hand and held it in both of hers.
"Really? You think so?"
"Yes, yes... you were really helpful helping me move all that stuff to the office," I said. "Just... really, really, it was great to have you here."
"I'd love to come back," she said. For some reason, I got the impression she was flirting with me.
"Well, you know, any time, please," I said. She was going to be pretty close by once she moved into college, so she really could pop in pretty much any time she wanted. "You know our home is your home. Right Sarah?"
"What? Yeah, yeah... sure..." she said. She was busy on her phone, not even paying attention to us.
"Sarah, Rebecca, and I are going to miss you so much," I said.
"Yeah, I'm going to miss you, too," Em said with a smiling but sad face. "Like we all have this... you know... connection... I mean like, I would love to... I've never met anyone who..."
"Anyway," Sarah interrupted us. "Dad, what are you doing today?"
"Oh... um... I have a meeting at the office," I said, refocusing my thoughts on Sarah. "I have to start working on those ad designs."
"Ad designs?" Em said excitedly. "I'd love to see them!"
"Really?" I said, sounding a little sad. "Oh, it's too bad that you're leaving."
"Dad, maybe you should take her to the airport," Sarah recommended.
That really got Em jumping up and down... and making her breasts bounce along with her, totally making me think bad thoughts. The way they moved it was very obvious she wasn't wearing a bra. I really wished I could see them bounce like that without her shirt on.
"Oh my God, could you?" she asked, looking very hopeful, holding my hand even more possessively, squeezing it with both of hers.
"Well... I just... I don't," I mumbled, for one, I was still in shock by her bouncing young breasts, and two, because I had things I had to get done. I didn't know if I could spend time giving her a little tour like that.
"Please?" she said with those big, beautiful eyes.
"You want me to take you to the airport?" I asked. I would have thought she'd want Sarah to do it, so they could spend their last few hours together. I imagined that they had gotten pretty close these last two weeks. It could be another year before they were able to get together again since their schools were so far apart.
"Oh my God if you have time, yeah, I would," Em said excitedly. "I would totally love that."
"Well," I said, surprised that she wanted me to take her. "My office is on that side of town," I reasoned, thinking that it would be a waste of gas to take both cars that far. "So that works out actually really well. And since I haven't been around much these last two weeks, we can talk... and catch up."
"Yeah we can talk and share..." Em said smiling.
"I have some recommendations for you, too... some books you can look at if you're interested," I said.
"That would be awesome!"
"Well... ok... are you ready to go now?" I asked.
"Yeah... totally!" Em pulled her suitcase closer to the door and then went over to hug Sarah as I started walking out to the car. "I'll talk to you later, Sarah!" I heard Em say.
"Bye." Sarah sounded completed depressed. I guess that's just what young love is. Sometimes it's joy and sometimes disappointment.
I didn't hear her goodbyes with Beck since I'd walked out the door by then. I opened the trunk to make room for her suitcase and just finished arranging the items in the trunk as she walked around the corner. I picked it up and slid it in. Then we both got into the car and headed out as Beck and Sarah stood in the doorway, waving.
"Thank you for taking me to the airport," Em said as I started down the road. I looked over at her and was immediately aroused. The seatbelt cut right between her breasts, emphasizing them. And with her obvious lack of a bra, her nipples pressing into the thin t-shirt material, I looked at her in a way I knew I shouldn't. Images from last weekend came to mind where she was at the pool, completely naked.
"Oh, yeah! No problem!" I said back, breaking out of my stupor. It really wasn't too big of a deal. I'd just have to stay at the office a little later. It was nice to finally spend a little quality time with her anyway.
"It's very nice of you," she said, sounding a little sad. "I have to say, I don't want to leave."
"I can understand," I said, nodding. She was going to miss Sarah. I understood that. I had young love in my day, too. "It's been an absolute pleasure having you. It always is. You've been really helpful. Just..."
"I'm glad you think so," she interruped me, turning towards me a little in her seat and smiling at me.
"Yeah, really, the way you made that trip to the office and helped me print those..."
"It was so awesome!" she interrupted again, excitedly. She seemed to really enjoy the advertising business and seemed to be anxious to learn a whole lot more about it. "I think it's exciting to own your own business and work like you do. I'd like to do that in the future."
"Well, you know... it is very difficult to have your own business," I said, hoping to convey that it does take work without bursting her excitment. "It's taken up a lot of my time. But... it has been really rewarding."
"I have to say that you're like my role model," she said. The way she looked at me sent shivers through me. Her youth and beauty and sexuality just combined to drive me crazy. I briefly wondered if I'd made a mistake being alone with her like this.
"Oh, well thank you!" I said, flattered. "Thank you Emmanuelle! I'm touched. I'm really touched." It was nice to hear that I was admired.
"I would like to come back and hang out with you more," she said. Her hand sneaked across the center console and she rested it on my thigh. I felt her stroking my leg just above my knee. It sent shivers through me and made me lose my train of thought.
"Well... it... um... I... um... I'm sure it's hard on Sarah, too, that... that you're leaving," I said, the effects of her touch making it difficult for me to think. My cock grew quickly. It was already getting uncomfortable, but I dared not shift in my seat to alert her.
"Yeah, but... actually, I want to come back to see... you," she said softly, leaning towards me more, laying her head against my upper arm.
"Oh... I... I was under the impression that you and Sarah were getting really... close," I said. She was a lesbian, right?
"Yeah... but I'd like to be with you... be a bit... closer," she said, looking up at me. Her eyes were so beautiful, so seductive. And her lips were so full and kissable.
I was starting to get really uncomfortable. My cock was really getting hard. Her hand on my thigh, slowly stroking it, was really affecting me. "Um... Emmanuelle... are you... are..."
"Is that ok?" she asked innocently.
My mouth felt so dry. "Are you trying to seduce me?" I asked quickly, scared of the answer she might give..
"Yeah," she admitted.
"Um... this is awkward," I whispered as I felt her hand slide higher up my thigh, stroking mid-thigh, her hand now just below my hard cock, her pinky occasionally sliding along my shaft.
"I feel like... there's a connection between us," she said.
"This is awkward," I said again. "This is very awkward. Um... I'm... I'm flattered... but," I was also very flustered. I could barely think right now.
She moved her hand even higher, her palm now stroking directly on my cock, her fingers curling around my shaft as much as she could through my pants. "Can you pull over?" "Um..." My heart was racing and all of the blood was now rushing to my cock making it so very hard. Her hand slid up and down my length. I was afraid I was going to cum in my pants. "I don't want to leave without..."
"Wait," I interrupted her, barely able to think. "Um... let's... let's talk about this for a second." On one hand, I was trying to think about a way to stop this. This was wrong. I would be cheating on my wife and family. I also started to think about where we could go, a place where no one would see us. Talk about a mental dichotomy.
"I didn't mean to make it awkward," she said, her hand jerking my cock as best she could through my pants. "I don't want to marry you or anything, just fuck you."
"Wow... um," I said, completely flustered. I was very aroused and started breathing heavily. "I don't... I mean... I would by lying if I didn't say that I find you to be... be.. stunningly beautiful... because like... you are. Really beautiful... um... but... also, like, I thought... um... I thought you were into girls."
"Yeah, sometimes," she smiled. "But I like you, so... I thought we could... I dunno, be like..."
"Oh," I said softly, realizing that she wasn't a lesbian... she was into guys, too.
"I feel like we have so much in common. You know?" she said. "There's something between us."
"Wow... I'm sorry," my head spinning. I wanted her. I really wanted her. But there was this little voice in my head that was yelling at me that I shouldn't do this. "I'm a little excited. Are... are you sure?"
She smiled. "I've still got some time," she said, "before I have to be at the airport. So... yeah..."
She pushed her hand harder into my crotch, rubbing it harder. God damn! She was so brazen and so... sexy!
"Oh, my God," I whispered excitedly. "Yeah... God I'm so hard."
"Yeah?" she asked. I could tell that she was enjoying how much she was teasing me.
"I almost think that uh... ok... fuck... alright," I said. While she continued stroking me, I started looking around, trying to find a secluded place for us to go. We were passing through the industrial area of town which was full of warehouses and factories... places that were mostly empty on the weekends. I pulled off the highway and drove into the parking lot of the first warehouse I saw. There were a few trucks around but not much else.
I drove around to the back side of the building, constantly searching for other people, cars, anything, and found a spot that was as out of sight as I could. Then, excited, I threw the car in park and turned off the engine. We both quickly pulled off our seatbelts and with a quick look around to make sure no one could see us, I grabbed her and pulled her into a kiss.
Her mouth was scorching hot and she thrust her tongue into my mouth so that I sucked on it. I felt like a teenager again. I reached down and felt her thigh below her skirt, her soft, warm flesh feeling good in my hand. With my other hand I pulled her shirt up, with her help, exposing her bare breasts to my hungry mouth. She whimpered as my lips sucked on her nipple, my tongue lashing it.
I moved my hand from her thigh up under her skirt to her panties and pressed it against her scorching hot pussy. Fuck! She was so hot and so wet! I slid my fingers along her slit and clit for a moment, making her whimper above me, making her lift her hips into my hand, pressing against it for more.
Emboldened, I slid my hand into her panties and touched her bare, soaking wet pussy for the first time. I easily slid my fingers over and around her swollen clit.
"Yes... ohhhhhh fuck," she moaned, smiling and moving her hips in concert with my hand. "Ohhhh... that's very good... yeah... Oh god... yeah... fuck, fuck, fuck."
I slid up from her breast and kissed her hard, pressing my tongue into her mouth. It was a more passionate kiss than I think I'd ever given anyone, including my wife. When I pulled back and looked at her, she smiled at me, her breathing ragged as I continued fingering her.
"Oh... you love my pussy... don't you?" she asked, smiling deviously.
I nodded. "Yes... I love your pussy."
I watched as her eyes rolled back in her head and then her head tilted up towards the roof of the car. "Oh yes... oh yes that's so good... oh my God." When she looked back down, my mouth met hers in a scorching kiss again. She was so responsive to my touch and it made me even hotter.
"Oh, yes, finger me... you make my pussy feel so good... Yes... oh God," she panted. She reached down and grabbed my hand, pushing it against her pussy as she ground her hips into it. "You're so good to me... Yes... yes... just like that."
"Stick your tongue out," I told her. "Farther." As her tongue slid out from her mouth, I grabbed it with my lips and sucked on it. She tasted so incredible, so young and fresh. We were both panting, getting more and more aroused every second.
Em then started to move and I removed my hand from her as she turned and knelt on the seat, facing towards the back. She looked back over her shoulder, smiling invitingly. Her ass looked so incredible like that that I just had to do it. I slapped my hand into her ass cheek, spanking her.
That seemed to excite her more. "Oh, yes! Do it again!" she said, smiling back at me. I spanked her several more times as she wiggled her butt in front of me. "Yeah, I'm so into that... Yeah... I'm being a very, very bad girl... fucking my dad's friend."
I grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed them, pulling them apart a little as she moaned. Her pussy looked so incredible beneath the lovely rosebud of her ass. Licking my lips, I slid my finger into her pussy, slowly.
"Oh, don't stop, don't stop," she begged me with a throaty moan. "That feels so good."
I slid one finger in and out several times before adding a second, sliding in and then twisting as I pulled them back out. I repeated this several times, driving her closer and closer to her orgasm. With my other hand, I squeezed her ass cheek and spanked it.
"Just like that... don't stop," she said. "Oh fuck... oh fuck!" She was breathing hard, but I could tell she wasn't ready to cum just yet. "Wait. Wait," she panted and I pulled my fingers free, licking them clean. She kicked a leg up and put her foot on the headrest of my seat, opening her legs wider... and opening her pussy wider. Her pussy was so inviting, so wet and swollen.
"I need a piece of that," I said as I bent forward and sucked on her, sucking her labia into my mouth and nibbling on them.
"Ahhh... Oh yeah... oh yeah!" she moaned.
"Uh huh!" I said, bending over the center console as best I could in this difficult position. She was grinding her pussy against my mouth and reached back to grab my head and pull me in even harder.
"More... yeah, yeah, yeah... more," she hissed excitedly. "My God... I'm so wet."
"Yes," I mumbled as I slid my tongue in circles over her swollen clit.
"I love what you're doing to me," she panted.
"Such a yummy pussy," I said. I couldn't believe I was doing this to her, but it just felt so right.
"Oh God, you make me so horny... yes," she panted. "Your dirty little cheating mouth with your lips wrapped around my perfect pussy. Mmmmm! I want Beck to taste me when you kiss her later."
"What?" I asked, barely understanding what she was saying.
"Mmhmm... I want her to taste my fucking pussy on your mouth," she giggled.
"No," I said. "I can't do that."



"Maybe I should call her while you lick my pussy," she smiled.
"That's so fucked up," I said, nibbling on her clit with my lips.
"Yes... oh my God! Right there," she panted. "Tell me that my pussy tastes better than hers."
"Yeah," I agree. "It tastes so good."
"Do you love my pussy?"
"Oh God yes... it's so good," I told her.
Em turned again, and knelt in her seat facing me as I sat back in the driver's seat. She then leaned over the center console and started unfastening my pants.
"You seem a little too hot," she said. "You need to take something off."
She pulled out my cock, pushing my pants down below my knees as I looked around again, nervously, verifying no one was watching.
"Ok... uh... oh my God," I hissed as she began stroking it then bent forward and slid me into her mouth for the first time. "Oh my God that feels so good. But, really, this is so... open."
She looked up at me with a devious smile. "If someone walked up to the window right now, would you be able to take it out of my mouth?" Without waiting for an answer, she giggled as she went back down to suck on my cock again.
I was looking around almost constantly, always scared about being caught. All it would take would be one call to the police and he'd be in so much trouble.
"Don't look away, look at me," Em told me, directing my attention back to her wonderful mouth. "What do you think Beck would say if she found out?"
"You know... um... please don't mention her," I said. "I really, really want this. Oh... God."
"Tell me how bad you want me," she said as her hand stroked up and down faster.
"Really bad," I said. And that was the God's honest truth.
"Does she do this for you?" she asked as she stroked my cock. I was so hard and my cock was so wet with her spit. "Does she make it all nice and wet and sloppy like a good little whore? Does she deepthroat your cock the way I do?"
"Oh my God," I moaned as my cock slid deep into her throat, making her gag on it.
"Mmmm," she said. She sat up and slid her t-shirt over her head. "Tell me how bad you want me," she said, leaning forward and kissing me as she stroked my dick.
"Really, really badly," I said, almost sounding desperate.
"You're such a naughty, naughty boy giving in to me like this... what would Beck say?"
"God... she'd think I was insane."
"Doesn't that make it so exciting?" she asked.
"Makes me fucking scared," I admitted.
"I bet Beck doesn't suck your cock as well as I do," she said. She was right. "Does she even suck your cock any more?"
"Well, uh..." I stammered, unable to say anything.
Her hand was stroking me faster. "I want you to tell me that I do it better than she does. Tell me."
"Yeah," I panted. "That feels really good... much better than when Beck does it."
"Mmmm... oh fuck... your cock is so fucking hard for me," she said as she slid it all the way to the back of her throat once more. "I bet it doesn't get this hard for her. I bet you've been just aching to fuck, huh?"
"I'm fucking frustrated a lot," I admitted. My body was boiling with need.
"Mmm," she smiled. "My pussy is getting so wet thinking about your cock buried deep inside me. Push your seat farther back."
I reached down, pulled the lever, and pushed the seat as far back as it would go. While I was doing that, Em was performing effortless acrobatics to take her shorts and panties completely off.
"I really need to fuck you," she said, sounding a bit desperate herself.
"Really?" I asked, dumbfounded. I had no idea why such a beautiful, sexy, young woman would want a man my age. She could have any guy she wanted... and obviously any girl. Her tits were so close, perfectly shaped, perfectly sized. Damn I wanted them in my mouth.
"Oh yeah, I do," she said, giggling.
"Wow," I mumbled and looked at my phone to check the time. "Ok... I think we have time."
"You didn't think I was just going to stop at a blowjob did you?" she asked as she kicked a leg over the center console and moved into my lap, facing me. She put her hands on my shoulders to steady herself as her pussy slid against my cock, keeping it on the outside of her pussy. I could feel how incredibly hot and wet she was right now.
"Oh my gosh, what if someone..." I started to protest before she brought her panties up and pushed them into my mouth.
"Shhh... I know you want these. Keep them to remember me," she whispered. I felt her hand move between our bodies, sliding between her legs and rhythmically move. "God my pussy is so fucking wet," she said. Then she grabbed my cock and pressed it into her pussy.
"Oh, God," I whispered.
"Yeah, give it to me. Oh my God, I love your cock," she groaned as she pushed me deep inside her. Her pussy was tight and squeezed my pussy delightfully.
"Yeah?" I asked, not sure why. I knew she had so many choices in boys and girls.
"Oh, fuck... yes!" She started moving her hips, sliding me in and out of her tight, wet pussy as she leaned down and kissed me. "Oh my God you feel so good."
She moved up and down on my shaft, sliding me in and out, slow and deep. Then she moved faster, almost slapping her hips into me with each thrust. I grabbed her ass, squeezing her cheeks and helped pull her into me harder and faster.
"Oh my God, baby, yes, grab my ass just like that. Mmm... Fuck!" She held my face so that we were looking at each other. "A married man's cock feels so much better." She smiled, devilishly. Her eyes were sparkling with fire and she licked her lips, making me want them against mine again. Had she planned this from the beginning? Had she truly been wanting to fuck me for a long time?
She fed her breast to my waiting mouth and slid her nipple back and forth against my lips teasingly. I captured it and sucked, lightly at first, but then stronger. I wanted her so badly.
"Yes! It feels so good." Her hips continued to move up and down, sliding me in and out of her tight wetness. "Oh fuck! I just want to cum all over that fucking cock. I want to use your cock like the little toy that it is. My toy. My big fuck-stick."
"Oh!" I groaned, as I felt her pussy squeeze my cock as she pressed down on it once again.
"Oh fuck, baby! Yes! My married fuck stick," she said, looking down at me as her hips moved faster.
I knew the car was rocking and I knew that if there were anyone looking, they would know exactly what we were doing.
"Oh yes... fuck... God I'm gonna cum soon!" I said as I felt my body boiling over.
She quickly slowed her grinding. "I want you to cum inside me," she said, looking right at me.
"What?" I asked. Was she insane? I could get her pregnant!
"Yes! Cum inside me," she said again. She wasn't kidding. She had a choice and she wanted my cum inside her pussy.
"You... you sure?" I asked again. Her slow rocking was driving me slowly to the edge and I was going to crash hard when I hit it. "I mean... what if..."
"Fill my hole up with that fucking cum, fuck stick," she commanded, then she kissed me hard, driving her tongue deep into my mouth.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned as I felt her pussy squeeze my cock once again before she started moving faster again. "Fuck, fill me up! Fill me up! Now! Cum now!"
And suddenly I came, pulsing my seed deep inside her and grunting with every squirt. She giggled as she felt it and kept her hips moving, kept her pussy squeezing, milking me until I was empty. Then she stopped and just held me inside her as she kissed me.
"Oh my gosh... oh yeah," she panted between kisses, smiling at me contentedly. "Oh my gosh."
"That was amazing," I whispered, trying to get control of my breathing again. The light breeze felt good on my sweaty skin.
"Yeah," she said, smiling. "That was."
"I'm going to miss you. You'll come back... right?" I asked. I know I sounded desperate, but she was so hot.
She kissed me again. "I'm sure I'll be back." She looked at the center console. "Is that your phone?" she asked.
"Uh... yeah," I said, confused at the drastic change of conversation.
She grabbed it and lifted it up. "I want to take some pictures... to remember me by."
"Ok... but..." I couldn't do anything but watch her as she took picture after picture. Pictures of her making a kissing face, showing her bare breasts. A down-angle picture of both of us, naked and joined. She slid back into the passenger seat and took pictures of her spread pussy while my cum leaked out. Then with a few button presses, I heard the telltale sound as she sent them to herself. Then she casually handed me back my phone.
She smiled at me, deviously. "Don't wash me off of you. I want you to smell like me when you're sleeping next to her tonight," she said.
"Oh... wow," I said, wondering if Beck would notice and if she'd say anything. "Alright, I, um... I gotta get you to the airport."
"Yeah, I don't want to miss my flight," she said as she started putting her clothes back on.
I followed suit. "We're, um... we're not going to talk to Sarah or Beck about this, ok?"
She smiled. "No," she giggled.
"Good," I said, a little relieved. "I, uh, I don't think that's a good idea. They don't need to know. This is too difficult to explain."
"It's just between us," she giggled.
"I'll give you my email," I said, grabbing my phone and texting her my email address. "You can contact me directly, ok?"
"Yeah," she said softly, settling back into her seat. She was fully dressed again and there was nothing that would make someone suspect she'd just had sex.
"Ok," I said, starting the car. I looked around again. "Here we go... everything's together. Nobody saw us... no police." I breathed a sigh of relief. "Ok, here we go."
We pulled out of the parking lot and drove to the airport where I dropped her off at the curb. I was too uncomfortable and nervous to hug her goodbye, thinking that someone would suspect there was something more there. So I just nervously waved and wished her a good flight, got back in the car, and drove off.
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My house was fully consumed. But I didn't know it, unfortunately. I knew that Em had a sexual relationship with my daughter, Sarah. And I knew that we had a quick sexual encounter on the way to the airport. I didn't realize the magnitude of the impact she had on my entire family, though.
It was 4:00pm on a Friday night, the Friday of a 3-day weekend because Monday was a holiday. It was in the middle of the school semester. Unbeknownst to me, Em had contacted Beck and asked if she could visit for the weekend. Sarah couldn't come home for such a short stay, but Beck thought it would be good to see Em again.
The doorbell rang and I got up from the couch and answered it. Em was standing there with a small suitcase, completely surprising me.
"Hey!" she said cheerfully. It seemed like forever since I'd seen her.
"Em! Wow! Come on in! It's good to see you!" I had to admit, I'd been thinking about her a lot. I had to have looked at those pictures she took from the car that day a million times already... usually when masturbating. "So, so good to see you." I let her in and gave her a big hug, probably holding her a little too closely.
"Stop it... thank you so much," she said, seemingly embarrassed by my gushing.
I led her into the living room and we sat on the couch.
"Tell me, how's college?" I asked, sitting up, anxious to hear all about her experiences.
"Um... college is... you know it's really fun," she said, searching for the right words to say. "You know I'm pretty social... and... it's good."
"Are you the prettiest girl?" I asked. I don't even know why, but it was a way to give her a compliment.
"Oh stop it," she said, lightly smacking me on the shoulder. "You're sweet."
"Boyfriend... girlfriend...?" I was hoping not, but I had to know where she stood relationship-wise. I guess I could say that maybe I was feeling a little jealous.
"Um... well, I like to have someone for every day of the week," she giggled.
"Oh... you're so bad," I said, half wondering if she was just teasing me.
"You know you need one for everything," she smiled. "So there's a really good kisser... and there's one just for lots of cuddling... and the one you just want to blow all night. And well... there's one for every one of my needs," she giggled again.
"You're terrible," I said, shaking my head. I still didn't know if she was serious or joking.
"And you're so hot," she smiled and moved closer to me. She kicked her leg out and moved right into my lap, facing me, pushing me back into the couch.
"No... me?"
"Mmhmm," she said.
It surprised me that she would think an old guy like me, a man old enough to be her father, would be attractive in any way. "What do you like about me?"
"Well, first, your brown eyes... they're so dreamy... and of course your perfectly chisled face. And then... well, I haven't seen it in a while... but... you have the best body ever... so strong," she giggled as she ran her hands over my shoulders and chest, sliding them down to my stomach. My cock was growing hard quickly, anticipating her touch. "You make me drool you're so dreamy."
"Well... um... I'm so glad you stopped by for the weekend," I said. I didn't know what else to do or say. Her hands were roving my body, driving me insane.
"I just wanted to see you." She leaned forward, her face so close to mine. "I had to... kiss you," she said, and did just that.
"Um... yeah... Beck's here, too," I said, growing very uncomfortable. Beck was right upstairs, working on something in the bedroom. I had no idea when she'd be done.
"Yeah? Upstairs?" Em asked.
"Yeah," I nodded, trying to explain how risky this was in not so many words.
"Hmm... did you miss me at all?" she asked.
"Yeah, of course," I said. I truly did miss her. She had only been in town for two weeks this year, but it held an incredible memory for me.
"Mmm... What did you miss about me?" she asked as she started grinding her hips into me. I could feel her heat against my shaft as it grew harder and harder.
"You're... you're just such a wonderful person," I said, trying to keep it very... friendly... in case Beck could hear us.
"Just... wonderful?" she asked.
I looked up the stairs for a second. "Well," I said with a lowered voice, "you are so damn sexy. I mean... wow!"
"That's what I want to hear," she said, smiling seductively. "Maybe you can... give me just a little lick then?" She sat back a second and began unfastening her shorts as I watched, helplessly. She stood in front of me a moment and let them fall to the ground. She slid her finger over her pussy showing me how wet and swollen it was.
"But... um..." I protested, weakly.
"You know how much I love your tongue... and my pussy is sooo needy." She set her foot on the couch and stood on it, sliding one knee to the back as she pushed her hips forward, pushing her pussy so close to my mouth.
"Em? We, we, we... we can't... Beck is right there," I said. I could smell her scent and it was intoxicating. I truly did want to lick her. I think I needed it as badly as she did.
"The faster you lick my pussy, the less likely we'll be caught," she said, presssing her pussy into my mouth and without hesitation I began licking her. God she tasted so good! And, as she said, her pussy was very needy. She came on my face within a minute or two.
After our tryst, she kissed me deeply, got dressed, and then went upstairs, leaving me hot, horny, and extremely hard on the couch. I could hear her meeting with Beck upstairs and then Beck showed her to her room. Em wanted to rest a little before dinner.
I disappeared into the downstairs bathroom for another masturbation session to get rid of this amazing hardon.
*****
We ate dinner together at 6:00pm, with Beck serving some pasta, salad, and wine. It was one of my favorite meals and was pretty easy for Beck to whip up on short notice.
"So, Em," Beck said before taking a bite of her salad. "It's so good to see you. I feel like it's been forever."
"It has!" she said. "Thank you guys for having me over. It's so good to see you again."
"It's so good to see you," Beck said, taking Em's hand in hers and squeezing it. "We love having you over. Any time!"
Em smiled at her. "I missed you."
I could see Beck hesitate, but I wasn't sure why. She seemed to blush a little, embarrassed, as if there was something unsaid between them. "We missed you, too," she said finally.
"It's too bad Sarah couldn't come home," Em said softly, obviously missing her very close friend.
"She's just so far away," I said. "She'll be back for Thanksgiving."
"Yeah... it would have been nice to see her, too, though," Em said. "But... I have you!"
"How's school going?" Beck asked her. "Any hot professors?"
"Yeah... I mean... it's school," she said. "I have a class I think you'd really like, Uncle Vince. It's an art class."
"Oh?" I asked, intrigued.
"Yeah, it's computer art, learning about editing pictures and stuff," she said. "For like ads and stuff."
"Yeah, that sounds really fun," I said. "That's a lot of what we do."
*****
We talked more at dinner and, after picking up the dishes, decided to spend the rest of the night watching a movie. We slid into the living room, Beck and Em sitting on the couch together and I sat in my chair. Em picked the movie, some sort of romantic comedy that seemed to have a few too many sex scenes in it for my comfort.
After having tasted Em, seeing her so close by, and seeing her snuggling next to my wife, pretty much excited me. Part way into the movie, Beck pulled a blanket over the two of them, snuggling even closer. My mind was playing tricks on me as I envisioned what they were doing. Were their hands touching breasts? Was that a moan? Was that bump in the blanket, that movement of Beck's leg, an indication Em was touching her pussy?
God, my cock was so swollen as my mind jumped further and further into the gutter. I tried to keep my hand hidden, tried to keep my breathing controlled, as I slowly stroked my shaft. I was almost begging Em would throw the blanket off of them and throw us into a full blown threeway, but that was just being silly... and horny.
Unfortunately, at 9:00pm, I had some work I had to get done before the morning. It was halfway through the movie and I excused myself and left the women to finish the movie alone. I went upstairs to my office and worked until about 11:00pm when I finally finished. I slipped out of my office and into my bedroom. The house was dark and quiet and I realized that Beck and Em had gone to bed.
I slipped off my clothes and into bed. Beck was already sleeping. I was pretty tired and I think I fell asleep pretty quickly. At some point in the night, I felt movement on the bed that was different and realized that Em was crawling up between Beck and me. She layed between us and then, propped up on one elbow, bent over and kissed me. I felt her hand snake around my body and she started playing with my cock through my underwear.
Her kissing quickly became very passionate. I felt uncomfortable, being in bed right beside Beck, but Em's passion overwhelmed me. I helped her take my underwear off and she pulled the blanket down, exposing me.
"Wait... we can't do this with Beck right there," I whispered as softly as I could. I didn't want Beck to wake up and see us together... not like this!
"We most certainly can," she said, squeezing my shaft.
"No... just..." I protested weakly.
"Uncle Vince, don't be a chicken shit," she said assertively. She was going to get what she wanted one way or another.
"What?" I asked, totally scared and confused. Did she want Beck to catch us or something?
"I need to fuck you," she said. "Come on... just... enjoy." Her hand slid up and down my shaft, masterfully. She knew exactly what she was doing and she loved it.
"This is so wrong," I whispered, but couldn't bring myself to stop her. I couldn't tell how much noise we were making and couldn't look over to see if Beck was stirring.
As Em stroked me, she kissed me, turning me on so much.
"Yes... such a nice, hard cock," she said. She kept stroking, making me harder and harder. "Touch me," she breathed into my mouth between kisses. "Put your fingers in my pussy."
I felt uncomfortable with Beck so close, but I reached down her naked body and slid my hand between her soft thighs. My fingers were bathed in her heat and wetness as soon as I touched her pussy and let my fingers slowly and teasingly swirl around her clit and labia. She was breathing heavier as I fingered her and I could feel her stroking become a little erratic as pleasure hit her over and over.
Suddenly I felt Beck move and make a little sound... disturbed by us maybe. I covered Em's mouth to try to keep her quiet, but she continued jerking me off. She giggled behind my hand as if this was some game or something. Only, it scared me. If Beck saw us, I'd be so dead!
She wiggled her hips, silently encouraging me to finger her again and I slid two fingers deep inside her, curling them to tease her G-spot. She panted and moaned a little louder, more excited than ever. This was going so wrong... but I couldn't stop!
Suddenly, Beck woke up, and she was not happy. "What are you doing?" she yelled. She reached over and turned on her bedside light, exposing our naked bodies with our hands pleasuring the other.
"Um..." I said, completely scared. I couldn't even form an answer. I wanted to lie, I really did, but... we were caught red handed, so to speak.
Em just giggled. "We're fucking and waiting for you to wake up," she said, surprising me.
"I can't believe you're doing this," Beck said, sitting up. "And right in front of me. Vince!"
"Come on, you know you want this, too, Aunt Beck," she said. "It feels good, right Uncle Vince? I mean, you are so hard." Em bent down and sucked on the head of my cock for a second.
"Oh my God! I can't believe this," Beck said, getting out of bed to stand beside it.
"Come on," Em said, as if this wasn't a big deal at all. "We're just spending some quality time together. You should join us." She kept stroking me like this entire discussion wasn't even worth having.
"What?" Beck asked, as surprised by the suggestion as I was. "Me? Em! I can't believe you'd even suggest that. This is just... wrong."
"As if eating my pussy during the movie makes you innocent?" Em said, looking at her smugly. "Remember that? You know you loved doing that as much as I do. And I know you want me to lick you. Well, now's your chance."
Em held a hand out for Beck to take. "I... I don't know if I can do... this," Beck said, taking her hand and crawling back into bed.
"It's easy... I'll show you how," Em said before leaning forward and kissing her while still stroking me. My cock pulsed as I watched my own wife kiss another woman for the first time ever. I had to admit, it excited me. As I watched, Em used one hand to help Beck take off her nightie, slipping it over her head.
Em kept kissing her, more passionately every second, her hand never stopping on my shaft. Then she bent down and took one of Beck's nipples in her mouth and sucked on it. Beck looked down at first, watching Em, then looked over at me, her eyes watching Em's hand gliding up and down my shaft. I could see the desire in her eyes growing rapidly.
"Fuck!" Em said, sitting up again. She kissed Beck once again. "Your tits taste so good, Aunt Beck. And Uncle Vince is so hard right now. We're going to have to do something about that soon." Em turned around and laid beside me, changing hands on my shaft. "Here," she said, opening her thighs. "Both of you finger me."
Beck laid beside Em, turned towards her, and stroked her body with her hand. I moved my hand between Em's legs as well and felt Beck's hand next to mine as we both tentatively played with Em's pussy. As one stroked her clit, the other slid fingers inside her. Em turned from one of us to the other, kissing us.
"Oh God, yes... just like that. That is so good," Em moaned.
Beck leaned down and sucked on Em's tit while I kissed the young woman. As I pulled back and let Beck kiss her, I realized just how consumed this family was. Em had seduced Sarah, Beck, and me in a very short period of time. I wondered what would have happened if Sarah had come home, which led me to wonder about Thanksgiving week ahead... when she does come home... for an entire week.
I watched Beck move, guided by Em, until she was positioned over my cock and slid it into her mouth. Her gasping and moaning as Em knelt behind her, obviously fingering, her was generating some incredible pleasure on my shaft.
I wasn't sure how we'd survive this... but knew that getting burned felt like this felt so good.
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It was one of the happiest days of my life when my son, Rob, called and told me that he'd proposed to his girlfriend. I'd never met her, since they lived 3 states away from me, but he'd told me a lot about her over the past 6 months that they'd been dating.
He told me how amazing she was and how beautiful she was, and I was left to only imagine it. I have to admit, I did. I'd been alone for a while now after divorcing my wife. It was an ugly breakup and I was left not really wanting to date. Oh, I spent time with the occasional woman, but not really dating. So I spent a lot of time in my imagination and my imagination typically involved her, at least my vision of her. Although I had no idea what she looked like, my imagination could fill in the details.
My son mentioned that they were going to be in town for a couple of days and wanted to invite me to dinner to meet her. I agreed whole-heartedly and we agreed to meet that coming Friday. The restaurant was a pretty expensive place, one of the most expensive restaurants in the city. But I figured he must be able to afford it somehow.
We were a pretty wealthy family. My business was good and growing, we lived in a really nice house in a nice neighborhood. And my son had gone to a good ivy-league school. But I had decided long ago that I wouldn't subsidize his life. He was going to have to earn it himself.
I took a little more time than normal getting dressed for the dinner, wanting to make a good impression and... well... secretly hoping to find her as I imagined. I wore a crisp, white shirt with a solid, charcoal grey tie. I slipped on my suit jacket and looked in the mirror, liking what I saw.
I kept myself in pretty good shape, with a small gym in the basement and a membership at one of the local gyms as well. I worked out almost every single day. I thought I was in pretty good shape for an old guy.
We met at the restaurant and I was taken aback the moment I entered and spotted them across the floor. She was far more gorgeous than my son described... and dressed to show off her incredible body. I smiled at my son as they stood to greet me, and gave him a big hug.
"Dad, this is Emmanuelle," my son said, introducing me to his fiance. I turned and held out my hand to shake her's. She was a petite woman with a radiant smile. Her hand was soft and her posture was very feminine. Yet she acted so confident and sure of herself. I sat in the booth across from her, with my son between us.
I couldn't help watching her as we sat talking, my son and her playing at the table, kissing, obviously touching under the table. I found myself a little jealous and a little... turned on. She was wearing a red dress that slid over her breasts and met low, inches above her belly-button, emphasizing her deep cleavage and lack of bra. It attached with a loop behind her head. Her dress accentuated her blond hair, but most of all her large breasts, which I couldn't help but notice. I was drawn to them over and over again. They almost spilled out with every move she made. She looked too young and innocent to have such an incredible body.
We talked about how they met at a college bar, how she came up to him and how he eventually asked her out. We talked about how he selected and bought the perfect ring and how he proposed to her while out to dinner. It was odd to me that she directed most of the conversation, letting Rob fill in details now and then. She was definitely a person that was in control at all times.
We'd been talking for about an hour, receiving and finishing our drinks and our dinners, when Rob asked Emmanuelle if he could get out and use the restroom. She smiled, slid out of the booth, and stood to give him room to exit. I couldn't help but glance at her breasts as they bobbed every time she moved. I was almost hoping that they'd spill out on accident. God, she was incredibly sexy!
But when Rob slipped out and stood, my eyes met her's and I realized I was busted. She just smiled as Rob kissed her cheek and left the table. She slid back into place with a knowing smile on her face, her eyes not leaving mine. Even though I was so much older than her, I barely had the guts to look her in the face. That smirk was so condemning.
So casually it was almost natural, she brought her hand up in front of her chest and began playing with the material of her dress. My eyes couldn't look anywhere else. I was captivated.
"You see something you like," she said softly. A statement, not a question. She teased, pulling at the material as if going to expose her breast before replacing it. "Watch this," she whispered and pulled one side of her dress aside, exposing her wonderous breast. Although it was firm, her hand cupped and lifted it a little. "Like them?" she asked, smirking.
I must have looked surprised by her brazen move.
She giggled. "Oh, you're so cute when you blush." She slid her fingertip around her nipple and pinched, moaning softly. My eyes couldn't look away. "Tell me you like my boobs."
My mouth felt dry and I licked my lips. "I like your boobs," I whispered meeting her eyes for a second before dropping back to her breast.
"I could tell. You haven't been able to keep your eyes off them all night." She moaned softly as she pinched and pulled at her exposed nipple. "You know, I'd love to show you them more often," she whispered. "More... intimately. I can imagine your lips on them... your tongue swirling around and around... making them so hard and sensitive."
I was imaging the same thing myself. I was imagining her finger was my tongue... her pinching was my lips sucking hard, my teeth nibbling softly.
"That would feel so amazing," she said, dipping her finger in her water glass and swirling the cold water droplets around her nipple. It made it even harder and more prominant. "And I bet you're probably thinking about more than just my boobs. I think you're imagining my pussy, too. I think you're imagining me masturbating for you, right here, under the table. Maybe you're thinking about my hand sliding into my lap." I watched as she slid her hand from her breast and dropped it into her lap, hidden from view. "Maybe you're thinking about my hand pulling my dress up, slowly, inching it higher and higher until it's above my knees, then sliding underneath it. Maybe you're thinking about my fingers sliding inside my panties, sliding along my wet pussy and teasing my clit with just the tip of my fingers."
I watched her arm move, showing me that she was doing exactly what she was talking about. She licked her lips as she seemed to get more and more excited.
"You know what I'm thinking about?" she asked.
I could only look at her, practically dumbfounded that she was doing this.
"I'm thinking about how hard your cock must be getting. I bet it's getting really, really big, isn't it?" She smiled, devilishly, and bit her lower lip seductively. "So very hard."
I felt my cock throbbing in my dress slacks, as if on cue. Yeah, she was exciting me. But I'd seen this kind of acting before. And I wasn't fooled. She was a cock tease, and probably used it to get guys to buy her things. Unlucky for her, once I figured her out, I was immune to her ploy. Mostly.
"You're thinking about my pussy getting all wet and juicy, aren't you? You're thinking about my fingers... mmmm... sliding inside... oh yeah... inside my pussy, as I finger myself." I watched as her arm moved, very obviously doing exactly what she was talking about. She was really masturbating in the restaurant. "Oh god that feels so good."
We sat at the table, staring at each other, our eyes locked as she continued masturbating. She alternated closing her eyes, scrunching her face, and then opening them wide and smiling. She licked her lips as she neared what I thought was her impending orgasm.
"Mmmm," she moaned softly, breathing heavily. "That felt so good." She moved, adjusting her dress and re-covering her breast. She pulled her wet fingers above the table and held them in front of her face. "I bet you're wondering how yummy my pussy soaked fingers are going to taste. She held her hand out, towards me, as if offering me a taste, but pulled it back when I didn't move. I could smell her scent... and wanted her.
"You know Rob is a bit... cash strapped. And this," she said, looking around us, "is a really expensive restaurant. I can't tell you how much I'd appreciate it if you picked up the tab." I sat watching her as she slowly licked her fingers, sliding each one individually into her mouth to clean every drop from them. "It wouldn't cost too much for someone like you. And I might be more... willing..."
My cock pulsed in my lap and I was getting so close to the edge myself. An edge I wasn't sure I should cross. She was my son's fiance, for heaven's sake. I grabbed my wallet and opened it. I pulled my credit card free and dropped it on the table on top of the check.
"Mmmm... thank you. That makes me... very... happy. By the way, I am... delicious... if I do say so myself. I'd love for you to have a taste. I do that for people who make me very... happy."
The waiter came by and, without saying a word, grabbed the check and my card and carried it away. I wasn't sure how much anyone else had witnessed of our... fun. She was still licking her fingertips, staring at me.
"Sorry, hun," Rob said, suddenly appearing beside the table. Emmanuelle smiled at me then looked up at her fiance. She slid out from the booth to let Rob in.
"If you'll excuse me, I have to go to the little girl's room," she said, smiling shyly. Her shyness looked so in place with her face, but not her body. And definitely not with what had just happened. She was a... mystery.
"Well... what do you think?" Rob asked, shocking me from my fantasy.
"Wh... what?" I asked, caught up in thinking about what had just happened.
Rob seemed to laugh. "What to you think about Emmanuelle? Isn't she great?"
"Oh... sorry. She's... she's incredible son. You're a very lucky man. Seriously."
"Don't I know it," he said, smiling. "I'm completely taken by her."
Rob started rambling about Emmanuelle and about their wedding plans, but I was lost in my own thoughts... thoughts about her... naked and in front of me... ready to do my bidding.
A few minutes passed before I pushed myself out from the table and excused myself as well. "I'm sorry to interrupt you, Rob, but I gotta take a piss, too. I'll be right back."
I walked to the back of the restaurant where there was a short hallway back to the restrooms and, just as I entered, Emmanuelle came out from the women's restroom. I tried to pass by her, smiling, but she stepped in front of me, stopping me cold. And then advanced, pushing me back against the wall. She stood so close to me that her body was almost touching mine. And she was so short, she barely even came up to my chest. But she looked up at me and smiled, an innocent, but devious smile.
"You know Mr. Wilson, your son looks a lot like you. He's very attractive. But... you're even more attractive." She seemed to move even closer to me and I could smell her perfume. God I wanted her. "I like older men." She ran her hand over my chest as she looked up at me. My gaze caught a glimpse of her breasts again, and the cavern between them. "I like how they make me feel... how they want me and can't get enough of me... how they take care of me. Do you find me attractive, Mr. Wilson?"
I nodded. "You're a very beautiful woman," I said. "Rob is..."
"Do you think I'm... sexy?," she interrupted me. "Ok... more to the point. Do you want to... fuck me?"
I could feel my cock pressing hard against my slacks, yearning to be free.
She smiled again, so deviously, and never breaking eye contact, reached down and somehow managed to slide her panties off. She held the frilly things in her hand... small... black... lace. She lifted them up to my nose, giving me a whiff of her wetness.
"Rob and I were hoping you could help us with the wedding... and the honeymoon. And I would be so... appreciative...".
I licked my lips and grabbed the panties from her as she laughed at me.
"Just what I thought. I want you to go into the restroom... and beat off thinking about me. I want you to smell my pussy on my panties and make your big, hard cock cum all over your hand. And I want you to keep them as a souvenir so you can do it again and again until I give you a fresh pair."
Her arrogant, angelic smile drove me to the edge. She thought she had me. She thought I would just bow down to her whims. I shook my head. I just couldn't take her attempt to control me any more. My hand moved to her neck, grabbing her and lightly choking her. I pushed her backwards and walked her into the men's bathroom, closing and locking the door behind us.
She started to speak, started to protest, but I pushed her balled-up panties into her mouth as she looked at me with complete surprise.
I shook my head in frustration. "I know all about women like you. You think that just because you have this," I said sliding my hand underneath her dress and cupping her wet pussy, "that I'll do whatever you want. Well, you're wrong."
She grunted as I slowly rubbed her pussy and slid my fingers along her slit. God she was so wet! Her breathing changed as she became more excited. As I suspected, she loved being controlled. As much as I loved controlling.
"I will pay for the wedding and the honeymoon. But you better know this... if I get my hands on you again, I'm going to tie you up and fuck you any way I want as payment. Over and over again. You won't be able to walk for a month." I pushed my middle and ring finger into her and let my palm rest against her clit. I could see the dreamy expression of desire in her eyes as the digits pierced her, pushed deep inside, and curled against her G-spot. "Your body will be mine to thoroughly enjoy, along with that pretty little mouth of your's."
I felt her hips move a little as she pushed against my hand. I smiled. She was a horny little slut after all. She didn't want to control men, she just didn't know how to get a man to control her.
"For now, you're going to grind against my hand and cum all over my fingers." I squeezed her neck a little tighter. "Do it now."
I felt her hips move, very deliberately, back and forth as I held my hand still. Her breathing was ragged, but she was definitely getting more and more into it as my fingers fucked her faster and faster and my palm slapped against her clit. She tried to close her eyes after a few moments, trying to enjoy the feeling. But I robbed her of that choice.
"Open your fucking eyes," I hissed softly. "I want you to see me. I want you to know that I'm doing this to you. I want you to know that you're fucking mine... you're at my bidding. Your slut pussy is mine. Remember that."
She nodded but never stopped fucking my hand. Her groans and moans were increasing as she neared her orgasm.
"Now... show me how much you love this. Cum all over my fucking hand," I commanded her as I looked down at her. Her forhead crinkled as her eyes opened wide, her body almost moving out of control. Then her body suddenly shook as she pushed over the edge and came. Her juices poured out over my hand and dripped off the back of it to the floor. I was sure it was running down her legs as well. The smell of her pussy permeated the bathroom as she kept grinding against my hand, panting with every thrust.
Finally, she slowed and then stopped as I pulled my fingers free. My hand was covered with her juices as I brought it to my lips and tasted her. She was right about one thing. She was delicious. She watched me, breathing heavily, as I licked her juices.
"Open," I commanded her as I let go of her neck and grabbed the edge of her panties. When she opened her mouth, I pulled them free and stuffed them into my pants pocket. "Good girl," I said as I unlocked and opened the door, pushing her into the hallway. I let it shut behind her as I stood in the restroom to collect myself.
I looked into the mirror. Did I just do that? Did I really just finger my son's fiance? I shook my head. All I could say was that, hopefully, it taught her not to mess with me any more. She needed to know that I wasn't going to let her control me like that.
I washed my hands and splashed water on my face. I could feel how hard my cock still was in my pants. I'd definitely have to take care of that later.
Knowing I'd have to face them both eventually, I opened the door and walked back to the table. They were sitting there, with Rob holding and kissing her hand as if nothing had changed. I noticed that she couldn't meet my eyes as I sat down at the table and signed the bill.
My son thanked me over and over again for helping to pay for their wedding and honeymoon. He was practically gushing. I had to admit, it made me feel good to see him so happy. He kept telling me how in love they were and that she was going to make him the happiest man alive. He said I was the best dad ever... if he only knew.
As we were leaving, I hugged Rob and told him how proud I was of him and that he was a lucky man. I shook Emmanuelle's hand and said how happy I was for her, too. Her hand was shaking in mine and she still could barely meet my gaze. It was like she was a different person now, less sure of herself, less cocky and flirtatious. Exactly they way I wanted it.
I drove home, thinking about who I was going to call to remedy my erection. I truly needed a long, hard fuck tonight.
*****
I heard from my son a few times over the next few months and had mailed out several checks to cover various down-payments toward the wedding and honeymoon. I tried hard... very hard... not to think of Emmanuelle. At least not to think of her... that way. But, at times, I have to admit my mind wandered. And I have to admit I masturbated while thinking about what happened and how she made me feel... and thinking about it happening again. But... I couldn't do that. Could I?
Then a little over 3 months before the wedding, I got a call from my son that started things in motion that I was trying to avoid.
"The pastor said that he wants us to be apart for 3 months before the wedding. I guess to make sure we're not having sex," Rob said. "We can see each other during the day. But he wants to make sure we're trying to stay apart at night."
"Ok," I said, unsure where this was going. "I'm not sure what that has to do with me."
"We were wondering... since Emmanuelle is not from this area and has nowhere to really stay... could she... maybe... stay at the house with you? I'll stay with Joe until the wedding." Joe was a friend of his from high school.
I was stunned. "Stay... here?," I asked.
"Only for the three months. I figured the house was big enough that you'd probably not even see each other much."
The house was definitely as big as he mentioned. My ex and I had bought a large place so she could brag a bit among her circle of friends. We really *could* avoid each other if we desired. If...
"Yeah," I said. "Sure, she can stay here." I wondered what Emmanuelle thought... after the dinner and all. Was she really ok with this? Was she scared of me? She obviously didn't tell Rob what happened. Did that mean anything?
"Cool! Thanks dad! She'll move in this weekend, if that's ok," Rob said excitedly.
"Yeah, that'll work," I said. My head was just spinning.
We finished with some small talk as I thought about what room to put her in. I figured the spare room, where none of the family members had stayed, would be the best. There was less stuff in there.
When Saturday morning came, I saw a small moving truck and car pull into the driveway. Emmanuelle and one of her friends got out and began walking towards the door. I met them at the door, opening it before they could ring the bell.



"Hi Vince," Emmanuelle said, smiling almost shyly.
I held her hand in my own as she offered it. "Please... call me dad. The wedding is almost here anyways. You might as well get used to it."
"Ok... dad... this is Vicki. She's going to be my maid of honor and came all the way from California to help me move in with you."
Vicki extended her hand and I shook it. "Nice to meet you Vicki," I said, smiling. She smiled back and I could almost swear she knew something. She almost blushed. It was a weird feeling.
We spent the next hour pulling boxes out of the truck and hauling them up to both her new bedroom and another spare room for storage. It was long and tiring work. When the boxes were unloaded, I gave them a quick tour of the house and then left them to work on their own to unpack and put things away.
A little after 6pm I went up to her room to ask about dinner. Even coming down the hall I could hear giggling and such coming from the room. I just figured it was just two good friends catching up and walked into the room unannounced. And walked into a surprise.
The girls were against one of the walls with Emmanuelle holding her body seductively against Vicki. Emmanuelle held Vicki's arms above her head by holding both wrists in one hand, while the other was under her shirt, on her chest. And they were kissing... passionately.
"Oh, wow..." I said as I turned sideways and averted my eyes. "I'm sorry. I guess I should have knocked or something."
"It's ok, daddy," Emmanuelle said, giggling. "Vicki and I are very close friends. And Rob knows about us."
I still kept my eyes mostly averted, my hand held up as a shield, and heard them giggling again. "I just... just wanted to know what you girls wanted to do for dinner. I thought we might go out or something."
"I'm kinda tired," Emmanuelle said.
"Yeah, me too," Vicki followed.
"How about we... eat in... and just get some pizza delivered?" Emmanuelle suggested, both girls giggling at her suggestive phrase.
"Yeah. Yeah, ok, that sounds good. I'll do that." I couldn't believe how badly I sounded... how embarrassed I sounded. "I'll let you know when it comes... I mean arrives," I groaned as the girls giggled at my mistake.
I shook my head. "I'll leave you two alone."
"You don't have to, you know," Emmanuelle said, grabbing my wrist and pulling it from my eyes. She put her hand in mine as Vicki put her hand on my other arm, sandwiching me between them. "You can stay. We don't mind." Vicki nodded her head, indicating she'd be ok with it, too. I could feel Emmanuelle's other hand on my abdomen, moving along my belt line, threatening to touch my growing erection.
I could feel my body responding to their touch. I could feel my cock rising and my skin flushing. I was fantasizing about what it would be like with these two, young, hot, sensual women. I was fantasizing about what I could... what I would do to them. I wanted to. I really did. But I knew I shouldn't. I knew that this was just another way that Emmanuelle was trying to control me.
I stepped towards the door, pulling away from their grip. "No. You two... do whatever. I'll let you know when it's time for dinner." When I got out into the hallway I leaned back against the wall, trying to clear my mind. I could hear them pouting a little, trying to get me to come back.
"Too bad for him," Emmanuelle said. "But I'm not done with you, slut."
Vicki purred. "Oh yeah?"
I almost changed my mind. Almost. But then turned and walked back downstairs. I had to get away from them. I called and ordered the pizza and just sat at the kitchen table, thinking. My thoughts kept returning to them, no matter what I did. And it made me angrier the longer it went on.
I totally lost track of time and about 45 minutes later, the doorbell rang with the pizza delivery. I paid for it and set the box on the kitchen table. I grabbed some plates and napkins and set the table. In fact I did everything I could to drag the next part out. God, I knew this was going to be difficult.
I went to the bottom of the stairwell and called up to Emmanuelle, telling her the pizza was here. But there was no response. I tried again, but again, there was no response. So I started up the stairs.
As I neared the bedroom, I could hear them inside. The sounds of sex were unmistakable. "Yesss", I heard one of them moan. "Mmm hmm", the other seemingly agreed.
I stopped outside the door for a moment and then peered inside. Both girls were on the bed, totally naked. Emmanuelle was laying back, propped up on her elbows and watching while Vicki was between her spread legs. Emmanuelle was holding and squeezing her beautiful breasts with one hand.
"Yeah, mmm... that's so fucking good," Emmanuelle moaned again. "I've missed your tongue so much."
"Yeah? You like when I lick you huh? Run my tongue all over your clit and tease you?"
"Yeah, oh god, you know I do. It feels so fucking good," Emmanuelle moaned again.
"You have such a beautiful pussy. Look how good that looks," Vicki said, admiring Emmanuelle's pussy for a moment before beginning to lick again.
Once again, the temptation almost overtook me. I could see myself storming in there, tying them up, and fucking them both over and over again. I could see myself grabbing Emmanuelle's head and holding it in place while I fucked her mouth until she gagged. Her pretty body would be all wrapped up with rope, making her so helpless and beautiful. And Vicki's perfect ass... it would bounce beautifully with my cock pounding into it... with her body unable to move an inch, her arms tightly bound behind her back, her legs tied in place... maybe her face tied between Emmanuelle's naked thighs.
"The, uh, pizza's here girls," I said softly, standing in the doorway, just watching them, my hands on the doorframe.
Emmanuelle looked over and we met eyes. Could she see the outright desire and need in me? Could she tell what I was thinking?
Vicki raised her head from licking Emmanuelle and smiled at me. "Yay, dinner!" she cheered softly and started to get up. But Emmanuelle had other plans.
"Oh no... not so fast. Not until I cum again," she said. She pushed Vicki onto her back and threw her leg over, straddling her stomach. She inched up higher and higher as Vicki adjusted her hair and her position under her, moving until Emmanuelle was right over Vicki's face. Vicki's hands cupped Emmanuelle's beautiful ass as Emmanuelle lowered herself onto Vicki's waiting mouth.
I watched spellbound as Emmanuelle moved her hips forward and back, fucking Vicki's face. Vicki seemed to have no choice but to lay there and let Emmanuelle do whatever she wanted.
"Make me fucking cum," Emmanuelle moaned softly, over and over again while I watched from the doorway. I could feel my cock pressing against my slacks, fighting to get free. "Show daddy just what kind of fucking slut you are for me." She looked up at me with a look of pure lust. "I'll bet he's just like his son. He loves watching you lick my pussy while his cock is all caged up and helpless. I'll bet he loves being just as subby and used as Rob. Isn't that right... daddy?"
I had to admit, being controlled by this young, erotic woman was appealing. Being forced to give her whatever sexual satisfaction she desired. Being told when I could cum and when I could not. Being used as an object of her pleasure and desire.
But that was not who I was. I was the one that wanted to control, that needed to control. I learned that over time. It excited me and made me feel complete. But that was what drove my ex-wife away. I wanted to tie her up and dominate her. I wanted to give her pleasure, in fact I wanted to force pleasure upon her and I wanted her to enjoy it. It was an urge that developed over the life of our marriage and emerged at the end. And led to it's demise.
I tried pinning her arms with mine. I tried blindfolding her. I tried handcuffing her. I thought she would enjoy it. I thought it would spark a new phase in our marriage, that it would end the staleness and uninspired sex that had developed. But I was wrong. She went along with it for a while, enough for me to try several things and enough to try to please me. But in the end, she said she just felt dirty and cheap. She just felt used, not loved.
But, to me, that was me showing my love and devotion to her and my desire for her.
Feelings of anger and hurt surfaced once more as I heard Emmanuelle's words. She was pushing buttons that hadn't been pushed in a long time now. And it was drawing out the animal once more, the animal I had tried to supress.
"That's what I did, daddy. I caged Rob's cock and I use him for all my pleasure. He watches Vicki and I fuck as he whines on the bed beside us, desperate to be allowed to cum. If he's lucky, we'll use his mouth to get off. That's what you want, isn't it?"
I banged on the doorframe with my fists and turned and left them. I went to my room to think... 3 more months. Could I take 3 more months of this? What was I going to do? Could I do what I wanted? Was that going too far?
As I sat on the edge of my bed, I could hear Emmanuelle finally scream as she orgasmed. Then it was quiet again. I figured they went and ate pizza and then... did whatever. I couldn't see them right now. I stayed in my room until morning, my head swimming with ideas and potential responses. I knew I'd have to see Emmanuelle eventually. I had to be ready.
The next morning I was in the kitchen making breakfast when Vicki came in, followed a minute later by Emmanuelle.
"Good morning," I said softly, finishing the scrambled eggs and putting them on a plate. "What can I make you?"
Emmanuelle reached over and grabbed two bananas from the counter and handed one to Vicki. "We're good," she said, peeling the skin off. As I watched, Emmanuelle treated it like a cock, licking up the sides, then sliding the whole thing into her mouth and back out, constantly watching me. "This is a good start at least. I can think of something else I could have for breakfast," she giggled. "How about it, daddy? We have a little time before we have to leave for the airport."
I shook my head. "You're incorrigible."
Emmanuelle giggled. "Well I don't know what that means, but if it means I'm horny then... I absolutely am."
"Ugh!" I groaned in exasperation, putting my hands in the air. "No. Just no." I turned and walked out of the kitchen and left them alone. I moved to the living room, grabbed the remote, and turned on the TV. The news came on and I turned up the volume to help hide their voices and to try to get them out of my head. I couldn't believe how turned on I was. It was impossible not to think of their hot, tight bodies.
It was about 30 minutes later that the two came down the stairs to the front door, rolling Vicki's suitcase behind them.
"It was nice to meet you, Mr. Wilson," Vicki said.
"You, too, Vicki. Thanks for coming," I replied, waving from the couch. I couldn't bring myself to come over to them. I didn't trust myself around them.
"I'll be back in just a couple hours, daddy," Emmanuelle said. "We're going to take the moving van back before we go to the airport."
"Ok, drive safe." What else could I say? She was wearing short cut-offs and a t-shirt. And obviously wasn't wearing a bra. I was worried. When she came back, we were going to have to have a talk. And I wasn't sure that was going to go well at all. My cock was throbbing, trying to get me to take her. I really wanted her... but... it was wrong. Wasn't it?
As soon as they pulled out, however, my jeans were unfastened and my cock was in my hand as I stroked it. God, it felt so good! I tried to think of someone else... anyone else... but all I could think about was Emmanuelle's small, tight, young body. I remember what her breasts looked like, what her pussy felt like, and what she tasted like all those months ago. Fuck! And it didn't take long before I came all over my hand.
I got cleaned up and refastened my pants, shaking my head at my depravity. At least it was only in my head, I reasoned. Then I turned the TV on and began watching any show I could think of to take my mind off of her.
It felt like no time at all passed before Emmanuelle came back in the front door. I heard it close with a soft thump and heard her walking over to me. She leaned over the back of the couch right next to me.
"Hi daddy. I'm back," she said giggling. "Whatcha doing?"
I swallowed hard, knowing this was not going to be an easy night. Hell, it was going to be a very difficult 3 months. "I'm just watching TV. Did Vicki get to the airport ok?"
"Mm hmm... and we even had a little time for me to finger her before she left. Here, smell," she said, sticking her fingers underneath my nose.
I grabbed her wrist firmly, but didn't move her hand away. My normal inhale brought the musky scent into my nose. It did smell inviting.
"Or maybe that's my pussy, I dunno. I fingered myself all the way home, just so I'd be wet and juicy for you," she giggled right beside my ear. "Whatdya think?"
I pushed her hand away. "I think you have me confused with someone else," I said, standing my ground.
She walked around to the front of the couch. "I don't think so, daddy. I remember you telling me how you'd fuck the shit out of me the next time you got your hands on me."
I stood up. "Look, Emmanuelle... that didn't happen. Maybe you misheard me or something. There's no way I can ever have sex with you. You're my son's fiance..."
She stood right in front of me. Her young, tight, short body standing defiant as she looked up at me. "You want me. And we both know it."
I started moving, started walking around her so I could retreat to my bedroom. I wasn't sure how much longer I could control myself. "You're just wrong." She moved to block me and I put my hands on her shoulders. "Excuse me."
Her hand grabbed my cock through my shorts and slightly stroked it. "Oh, you're not going anywhere, daddy."
"Get your filthy, ratty hand off of my dick right now," I said angrily.
"Make me," she smiled, defiantly, her grip firm against my shaft.
I grabbed her wrist and turned her, twisting her arm behind her back. She didn't stop with that ridiculous, defiant smile and it aggravated me. I sat back down on the couch and pulled her over my lap until her ass was perfectly positioned. I stroked it with my other hand, grabbing one cheek firmly, before smacking it. "You want me to punish you, is that it?"
"What are you going to do, fuck me to shut me up?" she giggled.
"I'll fuck you just because you're annoying. Is that what you want?"
"Mmmm... Yes, daddy... I want you to fuck me."
I smacked her ass again. "Like I said, you're incorrigible."
"Mmmm... I can feel your cock under me. I know you want me," she said, moaning and giggling, wiggling a little in my lap.
"You think? You do have a nice ass, though" I said. I ran my hand over and around each cheek, squeezing each in my palm. God she had an incredible body... just built for sex.
"I love getting fucked in the ass," she said softly, as if hoping I would.
I grabbed the top of her shorts with my hand and forced them and her underwear down her legs. She helped a little, lifting her hips and then knees to let them slide down and off her legs. Her bare, perfect ass greeted me, her pronounced tan lines making a perfect V shape which pointed, invitingly, right between her thighs.
"I like this side of you, daddy," she moaned, as I grabbed her bare cheeks in my hand, squeezing them once more.
Just hearing her say that bothered me. It's as if even punishing her turned her on. No matter what I did, she was turned on, and it drove me crazy. I started spanking her, making her ass red, first one cheek, then the other. She writhed on my lap as if on one hand she wanted it to stop, but on the other, she seemed to want it to continue. With my free hand, I grabbed her hair, holding her in place as much as I could. She wasn't going to escape this punishment. After 20 or so, I stopped, and softly stroked her red ass and thighs. She parted her legs, inviting me between them.
She was panting and moaning softly with her head pulled back sharply. "Is that the best you got? Come on future daddy. Do anything you want to me."
"You'd deserve it. Why don't you just leave me alone?" I hissed pulling her head back more sharply.
"Huh uh", she said looking up at me smiling deviantly. "And it'll be impossible to avoid me when I marry your son."
"You're an over-priviledged, spoiled brat that needs to be taught a lesson." I slid my hand between her thighs and pulled, forcing them further apart, then slid my fingers up until I felt the heat and wetness of her pussy. She was absolutely soaked! I slid my fingers up and down her slit as she squirmed in my lap. Damn she felt so good... and her scent was intoxicating.
I slid first one, then two fingers into her sopping pussy and stroked in and out as she moaned. "Yes, daddy, yes!" she moaned softly, over and over. Then another finger circled her puckered little asshole and she became even more excited. I had to grab her hair very firmly to keep her in place as her ass rose to meet my fingers.
"Oh fuck! Oh my gosh! Your hand feels so amazing, daddy," she whispered and moaned.
Feeling her need, I pushed my wet index finger into her asshole slowly as two other fingers toyed with her pussy. She was a little firecracker of sex, moaning her desire and need with everything I did to her. I shoved my fingers deep inside both her pussy and her ass, wriggling them so she knew just how deep I was. It was rewarding to feel her body shaking uncontrollably and to hear her mewling, unable to speak.
I jammed my fingers in and out of her pussy and ass several times, quickly, fucking her with them ferociously before finally pulling them free. I pushed her off my lap and with my hand still holding her hair firmly, I led her into the kitchen towards one of the stools. I kicked the stool from under the breakfast bar and slid it more into the center of the room.
Then I grabbed her shirt and pulled it up and off her head and arms as she looked at me with that uncertain smile. I tossed it aside, leaving her completely naked. Then I led her to the stool and forced her to bend over it, resting her stomach on the rectangular seat so that her ass and chest were on both sides, her arms and legs draped down with the legs of the stool.
Her breasts swung freely and I longed to palm and squeeze them remembering what they were like in the restaurant. Letting go of her hair, I moved behind her and put my hand on her back. "Stay right there," I commanded her. I opened the utility drawer in the kitchen and grabbed the bundles of rope that I had there.
I could hear heavy breathing in the quiet of the house, but didn't know if it was hers or mine. I knew I wanted this as much as she did, no matter how much I denied it. This was crossing a line that I couldn't return from. No matter what happened, I either helped or ruined my son's marriage to this woman. I either helped or ruined my son's relationship with me.
I knelt on one knee, took one end of the rope, and tied her ankle to the leg of the stool. I then moved to her other leg and did the same thing before moving and tying her arms the same way. She was then completely helpless and exposed. And I knew from previous sexual encounters that these stools were the perfect height for me.
I stood and undressed, tossing my clothes in a heap on the kitchen table. My cock was long and hard right then as I stared down at her bound form. She didn't seem so cocky now. She seemed to be the perfectly tame fuck toy that I wanted her to be.
"Please fuck me, daddy," she whispered as I approached her face. My cock was perfectly lined up, so she knew exactly what was in store for her.



I grabbed her hair and held her head in place as my cock bounced in front of her face. "You know, your pretty little mouth needs something in it." Without hesitation, I pushed my shaft into her waiting mouth and proceeded to fuck her face. She might have wanted to give me pleasure her way, but this was all for me. I pushed in deep, until she gargled on the head and then retracted all the way to the tip before plunging in again. Her mouth was hot and wet and I could feel her saliva dripping down my shaft and off my balls. This was one sloppy facefuck.
I pulled out and, holding her head in place, I slid my wet cock all over her face, smearing her saliva there. She kept trying to get my cock back into her mouth, but I wouldn't let her quite yet. It didn't take long before her face was an absolute mess.
"Tell me you love my cock in your throat," I commanded her.
"I love your..." she started to say, and as she started saying it, I pushed in again, deep into her waiting throat. Fuck she felt to good!
"Gluck, gluck, gluck," was the only sound in the room as my cock rammed in and out of her mouth. I fucked her mouth for several minutes, until I could feel myself getting close to orgasm, then I pulled out. She gasped for air as I moved around behind her, my cock dripping with her spit.
"I do have to admit you have a beautiful ass," I said as my fingers slid over her cheeks. "It looks even better from this angle." My fingers slid between her cheeks, spreading them, and probing at her ass and pussy. I pushed my middle finger into her asshole, sliding it as deep as I could and twisting. "Damn you're tight. I'm not sure your ass is going to be able to take me. I may stretch it beyond recognition by the time I'm done with it. Your pretty pussy, too. You're going to be ruined."
I reached up and grabbed her hair, forcing her head up to look straight ahead. "But still," I said, sliding two fingers into her pussy teasing her mercilessly. "You're dripping wet hoping I'll fuck you like that, aren't you? You're hoping I fuck you so hard you can't walk for a week. You still want me to fuck you, little girl? Or did you change your mind?"
"Fuck me," she whispered. "Please... please fuck me daddy..."
"Any hole I want?" I asked, slapping her ass again.
She responded quickly, almost in desperation, "Yes... any... anywhere you want, daddy."
"It's going to be hard to decide," I said, taking my time as my fingers drove in and out of her, slow but deep. I pulled my fingers out and wiped her juices all over my shaft. "I guess I'll just have to take them both." I grabbed her hips, placed the head of my cock against her pussy, and slowly pushed.
She grunted as if the air was being pushed out of her lungs as I pushed it all the way in. She felt silky soft, warm, and tight, even better than her mouth. I held it for a long time, just letting her feel me deep inside her. She was making cute mewling noises, as if her brain were shutting down from the sensations. But I was far from finished with her.
I started fucking her... slowly at first... but then building my pace. She grunted and cursed with every thrust as I drove in deep and fast again and again. I could feel the sweat building on my skin as I kept up my pace. I could hear the scuffling of the chair legs against the floor as the chair moved slightly with every thrust. I could hear her mewling grunts. And I could hear the slapping of our skin as my hips slammed into her ass with every thrust.
I felt her body tighten beneath me and felt her pussy squeeze my cock as she orgasmed, but I didn't stop thrusting. "Oh yeah!" I said. "That's what I want. Squeeze my cock as you cum!" She was going to have several before I was through with her.
Time escaped me, but I kept thrusting until I neared my own orgasm again and then pulled out. My cock was so hard and throbbing. I was ready to unleash my load, but I still had one final hole. Her pussy juices were dripping down her legs and I scooped up some to use as lubricant as I coated her sphincter.
"Oh... I have so been waiting for this," I moaned as I pushed myself inside her. "Fuck!" God she was tight. She relaxed her muscles, allowing me to push all the way to the hilt before I started thrusting again. I thought I was going to tip the stool over I was thrusting so hard, but it felt so good to me. I could barely hear her wails of pleasure over the roaring in my own head.
I was fucking her with all the pent-up frustrations she caused. I was fucking her with the overwhelming need to punish her. I was fucking her with my own need to cum at the moment and she was simply my sex toy. I had no idea how long I lasted, but I could feel my balls tightening as I neared my orgasm. Fuck, I was going to cum deep in her ass!
My hands gripped her hips hard, so hard I was probably going to leave bruises. But I didn't care. All I cared about was cumming right now. Her ass was bouncing beneath me, every thrust sliding deep into her bowels when it finally hit me. I grunted loudly with each gushing spray filling her.
When I finally felt my orgasm subside and I regained control, I pulled from her ass and looked down at her. Her body was limp and covered in sweat. My cum was leaking from her ass and I could hear her panting breaths at last. I bent over and untied her arms and legs, tossing the rope onto the table. Then I grabbed my clothes and headed up to the bathroom to get cleaned up.
*****
Fuck! What have I done? I thought as I jumped into the shower and washed off the sweat and grime, then got dressed again. By the time I came downstairs she wasn't there. But the evidence of my... domination... was still there. The stool sat in the middle of the room, fluids lying in puddles on the floor. The ropes were sitting in heaps on the kitchen table.
I picked up the ropes first, tying them in bundles again and putting them back in the drawer. I couldn't help but think of what my son might think of all this. Would he ever speak to me again? Was our relationship ruined forever?
I grabbed a cloth from another kitchen drawer and began wiping up the juices and wondered what was going through Emmanuelle's mind. Was she going to call the police? Was I going to go to prison for rape? My life would be completely ruined.
As I pushed the stool back into place I wondered if I should go up to see if she was ok. To see if she needed any medical attention. But thought better of it.
God, this had gone too far.
I shook my head as I went into the living room and sat, idly turning on the TV and running through the channels. I wasn't watching anything in particular, I just needed noise.
The night came and went with still no Emmanuelle. When I went upstairs to bed, her bedroom door was still open. I silently peered inside and found her sleeping, soundly, on top of her covers as if she had crashed as soon as she hit the bed. She was going to need a lot of rest. I closed her door and went to bed.
*****
I didn't know what time of the night it was, but I was awakened when I heard my bedroom door open and had the feeling there was someone in the room. I reached up, turned on my bedside lamp, and there was Emmanuelle, naked, moving to the other side of my bed.
"Emmanuelle?" I said softly. She didn't say anything, but knelt on the bed and crawled toward me, pulling the blanket from me. My cock wasn't hard yet, but was starting to stir, and it was obvious that's what she was after.
"Wait..." I said, holding my hand out to stop her. "We can't. This... this is wrong," I said, apologetically.
"Oh, daddy," she said moving forward despite my objections, her fingers wrapping around my cock and beginning to stroke it. It was quickly hardening, coming alive whether I wanted it to or not. "Tell me it's wrong again with your cock in my mouth."
*****
That day was the first of many. For the next 3 months we fucked all the time. Usually she teased me into it, but every now and then I just decided to take and fuck her.
I paid for their wedding and honeymoon and, not surprisingly, they came home and asked to stay in the house longer so that they could save enough money to buy their own place. And to help with expenses, I hired Emmanuelle as my personal assistant, and while she wasn't that good with the business part, she was great with the "personal" part.
I wasn't sure how long this would last. All I knew was that I was going to enjoy it while it did.
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Satisfaction
God help me I feel like such a pervert. I'm laying in bed and it's midnight. My girlfriend is away on a business trip and her 19-year-old daughter is in the next room. Her bedroom shares a wall with mine. I can tell she's awake because I can hear her bed creaking, I can hear her moans of pleasure. I can tell she's masturbating and it's driving me crazy. My cock is so hard right now but... I don't want to stroke it. I don't want to even touch it. I don't want to be the horrible boyfriend, the one that has sex with his girlfriend's daughter. I can't! I really like Gabrielle and I'd really like to marry her.
I started dating Gabrielle just 2 short years ago and they moved in with me, into my 3 bedroom, bath-and-a-half, a year later because it was close to the university. My girlfriend is divorced, for 5 years now. She tells me that her ex left her for this young secretary at his work. He claimed that Gabrielle just didn't have sex with him enough.
I mean, we started out having sex regularly, but then life got in the way. Now it's down to just a couple days a month. I haven't complained at all, but Gabrielle has brought it up a few times, apologizing. It's just that her work is so demanding... and she gets too tired... and...
And young, beautiful Emmanuelle is always there. I mean, it seems like she's always around.
And...
It's so difficult. I'm so hard right now and she's making it more difficult each and every day. She openly flirts we me every single day when her mother isn't around. She wears those tight cotton shorts and low cut shirts with no bra. Sometimes I can even see her camel-toe. And her pointed nipples are readily apparent. At first I tried to mention it to her, but she only joked about it, pinching them right in front of me, teasingly, and laughing at my shy response. She said her breasts weren't big enough for a bra. Then she pulled up her shirt to show me... I couldn't look away fast enough as she giggled and teased me.
Every day when she gets home from her college classes, she gives me a big hug. It used to be cute, but now she's pressing harder into me, into a full blown body hug, pressing her pussy into my groin. I'm sure she feels my hardness. She moves against it, making it harder even, before I have to push her away.
I've been able to fight off these feelings for a long time, but it's getting more and more difficult. And she's only making it worse.
Recently she's begun leaving her door cracked open at night. Her mom works very late sometimes and as I go to bed I can hear her whispering things.. bad things... things a daughter should never say... things like "fuck me daddy" and "cum inside me daddy." It's made me do bad things... it's made me go to the door and look inside. God help me, I couldn't stop myself! My body just took me there. And I watched. I watched that little girl... who's not so little any more... lying back on her bed, her legs spread wide. She'd found a vibrator somewhere, maybe her mother's, and was teasing her pussy with it. She was moaning softly, the buzzing teasing her clit so well.
"Oh daddy, stop teasing me," she hissed, obviously close to her orgasm. "Just fuck me!" But before she could push it into herself, she was arching her hips up in orgasm, her groans so loud. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen.
She caught me once and I was frozen in place. I watched her stand, naked, and walk to the door with a quirky, knowing smile on her face. I couldn't move away, I couldn't speak a word. I just watched her come to the door, sucking on her finger, then slowly close the door, giggling. As soon as it was closed, the spell was broken and I fled to my bed, embarrassed, but very excited. I came so hard thinking about what I'd seen. I came hard thinking about that baby girl.
I think about doing it again tonight, about getting up and watching her through her partially open door. But I have to resist. I have to. I close my eyes, hoping I can just fall asleep and not think about this any more. And then some time later, I awaken and feel the bed move as a person gets on it. I open my eyes, thinking I must be going crazy, but there she is. She's completely naked and kneeling beside me on the bed, looking down at me... looking down at the very pronounced bulge in my boxers.
"It's ok, daddy, go ahead, slide your hand into your shorts," she whispered. I think maybe it's a dream, some fantasy playing out it my sleepy mind. My hand moves of it's own accord, sliding in the waist band of my boxers and gripping my shaft. Oh how good that feels! "Close your eyes as you touch your penis very lightly. Imagine it's my hand, daddy. Your little girl." I slide my hand up and down my shaft, hidden behind the thin material. "Can you do that, daddy? Can you imagine my hand stroking your big, hard dick?"
Unfortunately I could imagine it. I'd imagined it many, many times already. My mouth felt dry and I licked my lips. I watched helplessly as my little girl grabbed the waistband of my boxers and began pulling them down.
"I wanna see it, daddy," she whispered as she pulled them off my legs and tossed them aside. To my shame, I even had to help her by lifting my hips up and bending my knees. My cock was in it's full glory now, as big and as hard as it's ever been and my hand was stroking it. "Oh my god, it's so big, daddy!" Her whispered gasp, her joyous exclamation excited me. She wanted this... badly.
Then she grabbed my wrist and pulled my hand off, replacing it with her own, while seductively biting her lip. "You don't have to imagine, daddy. Let me stroke your big daddy dick for you." She opened a bottle of lube, which she must have already got from my night stand, and put a glob on her hand. "There, my hand is covered in lube so it will glide so smoothly up and down and up and down your big, fat, bulging cock. Mmhmmm...daddy. You're so hard already!"
I definitely was. And watching her hand slide up and down, watching her face as she looked at it with such lust, was making it harder.
"I like your big hard cock, daddy. Did listening to me masturbate do this to you?"
"Yeah baby," I said before I could even think. "It got me very excited. But we can't..."
"Do you like when I touch myself and moan for you?" she asked, interrupting me. "You know I fantasize about you..."
What was I going to say? "Yes," I whispered.
"I think about you all the time when my finger is inside my warm, wet pussy, daddy. I think about how I'm still a virgin and what it would be like to have you pull my knees apart and spread my legs." She sat up on her knees and pushed her hips forward to emphasize her little cunny. "Do you like the way I look down there, daddy?"
She had wisps of brown hair above her very pretty pussy, shaved very short in a small triangle. Her labia were shaved bare. Her inner labia barely protruded beyond her outer labia, but she looked swollen and excited. And God help me, delectable.
I nodded, barely able to speak, but I'm sure the look on my face told her everything I was thinking.
"Mommy told me what you'd like," she said softly, sliding her fingers over her pussy. "She said you'd like it like this."
My mind was reeling with the implications, wondering what she was talking about, when she reached down with her left hand and grabbed my wrist, pulling it to her crotch. "I want you to touch me, daddy. I want you to put your finger inside me and watch as I squirm and moan."
Her hand was still sliding up and down my shaft, driving me insane with pleasure. And now my hand was right by her pussy... so very close... and then she put it against her body. God, it was so hot and wet and soft! It was like nothing I'd ever felt before!
She used her own hand to hook my middle finger inside of her. Her pussy was wet and so tight. But she was able to coax my finger just inside her.
"Fuck me with your finger. No other man has ever touched me there, only you, daddy." She moved her hips and guided my hand with her own to help me finger her tight little pussy. My mouth was watering as I watched my finger disappear inside and slide back out all shiny with her juices, over and over. Her hips slid forward and back, helping to hump my hand. My thumb found her clit and rubbed against it too, making her body shake even more. "Mmmmm... oh daddy... yes... you're going to make me cum all over your finger."
Her face and chest flushed crimson and her nipples grew to tight little points. I knew her orgasm was close. Her strokes on my cock became more erratic and she closed her eyes to feel everything. Her hand left mine and she grabbed her breasts, pinching and pulling her nipples. God it was such a turn-on to see how excited she was.
Her body then jerked more erratically and her face scrunched up as she let out a growl, her muscles tensing hard. Then her mouth opened wide and she panted as she came. I could feel her pussy squeezing my finger over and over as her juices dripped down my arm. She was trembling and I pulled my hand free as she tried to control her breathing.
She was smiling, beaming down at me, radiant in her post-orgasmic glow. "Thank you, daddy! No other man has ever made me cum. Only you, daddy!" she giggled.
I smiled back at her, weakly. I was still a little embarrassed to be in this situation. She went back to stroking my cock with vigor as I looked at my wet hand.
"You want to lick my juices off of your finger?" I closed my eyes for a moment and nodded. "Do it, daddy!"
And I did. I brought my hand to my mouth and licked it. I licked my girlfriend's daughter's juices... this sweet, innocent 20-year-old woman's juices... right off my hand and finger. I sucked my finger into my mouth and tasted her pussy juices like a man dying for a drink of water. She tasted so sweet and fresh. It was... addictive. When I looked up, she was smiling so excitedly. I'd never seen such youthful exuberance before.
"How do I taste?"
"God, baby... you taste so sweet," I whispered, honestly.
She smiled. "I'm glad you like it!"
She moved on her knees and straddled one of my legs. As she sat, her pussy was nestled against my flesh. It was so hot and wet and I could feel her slide up and back slightly, grinding into me as she worked my cock now with both hands.
"Do you like it when I do long, slow strokes or short, fast strokes, daddy?" she asked, demonstrating each. "Mmmmm... how about I massage your balls while I jerk your cock?"
She could do anything she wanted at this point. I was putty in her hands. God I was so hard and her hands felt so good on my body.
"Wow, daddy, your cock is so big and it's throbbing in my little hand. It's so hard and look, it's leaking clear fluid." I was getting closer and closer to cumming. My cock was starting to drool a little pre-cum. "Mmmmmmm... I'd like to rub that fluid on my clit, daddy. Would that be ok with you?"
Without even waiting for an answer, she moved her knees again until she was straddling both of my legs and sitting on my upper thighs. My cock was inches away from her pussy. I blinked, completely astonished that this had gone this far. How low would I go?
She used both hands to hold and press my cock against her wet pussy as she moved her hips forward and back, grinding against it. She licked her lips as she watched it moving beneath her, the head peeking out each time.
My cock was absolutely throbbing as I felt the heat of her pussy against it. I'd never thought I'd see my cock nestled between her legs like that. If her mother ever found out... I'd be castrated for sure.
Emmanuelle's moans brought me back to the present and we made eye contact.
"Do you know what I really want, daddy? I want to know what it would feel like to have your cock inside my pussy." Oh God she didn't just say that! Did she? "I don't want to be a virgin anymore. Please daddy, can I put your big, daddy dick inside my tight, virgin pussy?"
"Oh God," I whispered. "We can't do that, baby. What about..."
"But I want it, daddy," she interrupted me and I could feel the head of my cock right at her entrance, slowly being pushed inside. I was so close to actually fucking her. "I want your cock to stretch my tiny little hole."
She made a face of pain. She was so tight and a virgin that this was going to hurt. I was a fairly big man.
"No baby... this is hurting you." I grabbed her hips to move her off me. I tried to use her pain to get her to stop. Maybe she'd agree that the pain wasn't worth it and save us both.
She grabbed my hands and led them up to her breasts, making me hold and squeeze them. "It's ok if it hurts, daddy. Sometimes I imagine that you have to paddle me because I've been a bad girl. I like thinking about the pain of the paddle or your belt... or your hand against my ass and it makes me so wet. Mommy said you like to spank bad girls. Is that true? I can be a really bad girl sometimes daddy. You're going to have to spank me... a lot."
I groaned. Oh my god she was turning me on! With her and Gabrielle in the house with me, I was going to have raging hardons all the time! My cock was going to be torn to shreds from all the masturbating I'd be doing.
She looked down at my cock pointing right at her pussy, the head just inside her. "Mmmmmm... look how big your cock is next to my tiny little pussy. You're going to have to push hard to make it fit inside me, daddy! But it's ok. I want you to." She started pushing down on me, forcing my cock inside her, groaning and moaning as it stretched her out. With one shaking last push, I was half-way buried into her and she started fucking me.
Our bed wasn't creaky at all, but her moans and groans every time my cock drove into her echoed off the walls. It would be a wonder if the neighbors didn't hear her. Pretty soon she found a good, fast-paced rhythm, her hips moving forward and back. She squeezed my hands into her tits and taught me how she liked to have her breasts teased... how she liked her nipples pinched and pulled.
She leaned her weight forward so that her face was nearly over my own. "Please, daddy, fuck your little girl," she hissed, her hips moving fast. "Oh my God, daddy your cock feels so good inside me. Now I'm yours. Fuck me harder, daddy. Hurt me. I love you, daddy."
I growled and grabbed her hips, holding her in place as I moved my hips up and down. I was bound and determined to fuck her right... hard and fast. I flipped her over so that I was on top and grabbed her long legs. I wrapped my arms around them and held them against my chest as I drove into her again and again, working up a really fast and hard rhythm.
"Fuckkk daddy... you're going to make me cum!" she moaned loudly, looking up at me. I'd never seen a more beautiful woman with a look of pure pleasure on her face. She was so angelic and so beautiful. I could tell she was cumming again and I reached down and wiped a strand of hair from her face and cupped her cheek. She took my thumb into her mouth and sucked on it while I slowed my movements to give her a moment to recover. God, what was I going to do? I was so damn horny now. I had to cum, I just had to!
In just a minute she'd recovered enough that I could stroke a little faster again. She was smiling broadly now, encouraging me to cum all over... encouraging me to do anything I wanted to do to her. I closed my eyes and could feel my balls tightening. I could feel my desire growing fast.
"Daddy! Daddy! Please fill me up with your cum daddy. I want to have you inside me for the rest of the day and... and I want to feel your cum running down my leg so i can wipe it off with my finger and then lick my finger clean."
God this girl was going to be the death of me. How in the hell did she think of this stuff?
"Mommy told me how good your cum was. She let me taste it, too, dripping right out of her cunny. It's sooo good daddy. I want it, daddy. I want it!"
What? My girlfriend did what? It was so difficult to think. Everything seemed to be centered in my cock now. I was so close... so close to cumming. Our eyes met and she had such a hunger for me, such devotion and desire and need all reflected on her face.
"Cum daddy!" she hissed, grabbing and squeezing her tits as I pounded into her, my hands locked around her legs. My eyes trailed down her body and looked at our joining... at my long, swollen shaft stabbing into her dripping wet pussy. It was... it was a fantasy come true.
And I started cumming and grunting loudly. She could feel it. She could feel the erratic twitch of my muscles as I started spraying inside her.
"Cum, daddy! Give me your cum!" she demanded, still riding my cock and squeezing it with her pussy.
Then Gabrielle appeared, half naked, her arm wrapping around Emmanuelle as she locked their lips together in a kiss. Her hand moved to Emmanuelle's little clit, swiping over it rapidly, making the little girl cum so hard. She moved and my cock fell out of her, but her pussy sprayed over my stomach.
In seconds, Emmanuelle was sprawled back on the bed, spent. I lay on my back, mostly spent, looking up at Gabrielle. Her blouse was half off, her dress slacks unfastened and pulled open. I could see her red, lace panties beneath. She was looking at me with a weird expression on her face. It was like she was scared... excited... hopeful... all in one look.
But I was just scared. How in the hell was I going to explain this, I wondered. We were caught completely red-handed.
"Daddy is so yummy, mommy," I could hear Emmanuelle whispering.
"I know baby, I know." Gabrielle came up on the bed and moved in to lay beside me and, surprisingly, kissed me.
"What?" I said, shaking my head. "What is going on?"
"I never want you to feel deprived," Gabrielle whispered, her hand moving down over my stomach. She bit her lower lip. "I never want you to go without the sex you want. With both of us... Emmanuelle and me... you can always find satisfaction right here... in your own family. You'll never need to go anywhere else. You can have anything you want, any time you want... right here."
I shook my head in disbelief. Was this a dream?
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After Midnight Surprise - Part 1
My son, Aaron, is 20 years old and attends the local college studying to be an electrical engineer. In his junior year of high school he started dating one of the cheerleaders, a girl named Emmanuelle. She seemed to be a wholesome, good-looking girl and they looked really good together. They both started at the same college together, even, just to be with each other. As most kids that age do, they thought they'd get married some day.
But, as fate would have it, Emmanuelle changed. At least that was Aaron's side of the story. As she became more free from her parents' control, and she became more sexually aware, she became much more of a slut. She became a huge flirt and dressed the part, dressing to enhance her body. Even between high school and college, she started to even flirt with me. It was as if any man would do. She became hungry for sex. Aaron even described it as her being addicted to it.
He never complained of their sexual exploits, per se... but... he said she was far more aggressive than he ever thought she would be. He said that he almost felt used at times... like he was just there for her pleasure.
I could even see her sexual aggression when she flirted with me. One day in the summer between high school and college, Aaron invited her and a couple other friends over to the house to swim in the pool. At the time I was just sitting on the deck, catching some rays and just watching them. I couldn't help but watch her. She filled out that bikini so well... it could have been painted on for all I knew. She far outshined the other two young women there. And my imagination certainly got the better of me. How could it not? I'd been divorced for almost 10 years now and still hadn't started dating anyone. And my body constantly reminded me that I was truly in need of some serious female company.
At one point Emmanuelle got out of the water and walked by me to get her towel and her comment surprised me. "Mr. Becket!" she said, playfully sounding shocked. She was looking down at my crotch, making me feel extremely uncomfortable. When I looked down, I could see why... my swim trunks were tented by my erection. "I think you have a hardon... you like what you see?" She smiled at me as if she wanted me to like it... as if she wanted to show me even more. She intentionally dressed and walked and talked the way she did just so that men would notice her... would like what they saw. "You know," she said softly, almost conspiratorially, "I'm DTF... any time."
I was absolutely stunned and my mouth was dry. "DTF?" I asked. I didn't understand half of what the youth said today in their little code language.
"Down... to... FUCK," she said slowly as she grabbed her towel and started drying off. "Any time... any way you want."
I stared at her for a moment and then looked away. I had no idea what to say or do. This was far beyond anything I'd ever experienced before with a woman. She just giggled and sat down closing her eyes for a moment. She loved being the one in control.
"Can I ask you a question, Mr. Becket?" she asked with her eyes still closed.
"Yeah, sure," I said, unsure that I really wanted to hear her question.
"What kind of guy are you?" she asked.
"Uh... what do you mean?"
"Well," she said, sitting up on her elbows to look at me. "I've met two kinds of guys... alphas and betas. Your son is... well... a beta boi. On our date last night he asked to hold my hand... asked to kiss me... asked where I wanted to go and what I wanted to do. I had to decide everything. God! I get so tired of little beta-bois... always asking for permission... always making me take the lead. I can't tell you how tiring it is to fuck your son... to just take him, you know... fuck him... sit on his face. It just gets so... boring... sometimes." She paused a moment and I looked at her. I couldn't help but imagine her dominating me like that... and, I had to admit, thinking about her pussy on my face made me even more excited.
"Don't get me wrong," she continued, "I like being in charge most of the time. I usually like making him my bitch. But... every now and then, every woman just wants an alpha man to take her... and fuck the shit out of her. A man who knows what he wants and just goes for it, no matter what she might think about it. A man who fucks my mouth... my pussy... and my ass so much that I ache for days afterwards. A man that I can't stop thinking about... who makes my pussy drip for him."
She paused a moment and my mind was reeling. She certainly had the gold medal in flirting.
"I've never been with a man your age before. Are you an alpha man Mr. Becket?" she asked.
I don't even remember how I answered her question, but I didn't have sex with her. I was proud of myself. I was able to withstand her flirting. I imagined what my son was going through, though, being with a woman like that. A woman who treated you like dirt but kept you so sexually satisfied that you put up with it.
Then there was the last time she flirted with me... just a month ago... when she spent the night on a Sunday night because they both had an early class on Monday. I had gotten up at 6:00am to get ready for work and was in the bathroom still getting ready. I was out of the shower now and had just finished shaving when the door opened and in walked Emmanuelle in a simple long t-shirt... obviously with no bra on underneath.
"Hello?" I said, shocked that someone had just walked in to this little, occupied bathroom. "Oh... Emmanuelle."
"Hello, Mr. Becket", she said, entering the small room and closing the door behind her.
"Oh... hi... I'm... I'm almost done, just a few more minutes. Ok?" I asked, expecting that she'd exit and wait for me to finish up. But, she just stood there.
"Yeah, that's ok. I'll just wait," she said and sat on the edge of the bathtub, pushing the shower curtain aside.
"Um... Ok." I felt the slow rise of my cock from underneath the towel I had luckily wrapped around my waist.
"Aaron is still asleep," she explained. "He wants up in an hour or something. I got bored just laying there, waiting."
I nodded. "I can understand that."
"Yeah." She looked around the small room as if noticing it for the first time. I guess it never really hit her how small our single, full bathroom was in this house. "Hmmm... I guess you kind of get used to having one bathroom like this, huh?"
"Yeah," I said, looking at her reflection in the mirror. "Two guys, though, aren't a problem at all."
She nodded in understanding. "I... uh... I wanted to tell you something."
"What's up?" I asked, taking the bait. I never learned how to really talk to this young woman.
"I wanted to tell you about a dream that I had... about you," she said, sounding almost innocent.
"A... dream?" I asked, turning towards her as I dried my face, and leaning back against the sink.
"Yeah. You want to hear it?"
"Ok... sure," I said, again, falling for the bait.
"Well... it was my wedding day, and you were walking me down the aisle and you told me that you were so, so proud of me. And... as we were walking down the aisle I noticed that there was no groom waiting at the front. And when we got to the alter, the priest asks if we're ready to give our vows and he's talking to you and me."
"Uh... ok," I said, a little surprised by all this.
"Yeah... kinda weird right?" she asked, adjusting her shirt a little on her chest.
"Yeah, that's kinda weird." Her nipples were so hard, poking at the thin shirt. I could imagine that moving the material over them was making them even harder.
"Well... I guess it was you and me getting married."
"Emmanuelle," I said, swallowing hard. "Come on."
"And, so he said you may kiss the bride." She looked up at me with such innocent doe eyes. "Do you want to know what happened next?"
"I dunno... Emmanuelle..." I started to say in protest. It felt like this was getting out of hand... rapidly.
But she interrupted me. "Well you leaned in... grabbed my hair and pulled my head back... I gasped a little... loving it... then you put your mouth against mine... and you stuck your tongue right in my mouth." She mimicked the behavior, grabbed her own head, and pulled it back. She looked so... seductive.
"Yeah... I don't think this story is very appropriate and... uh..." I could tell my cock was getting so hard. I hoped it wasn't showing too much through the towel, but I had to imagine it was. I knew I was blushing in embarrassment.
"Inappropriate? It's just a dream that I had," she said innocently. "It's no big deal."
"Just a young woman's imagination?" I asked, providing her an out.
"Uh huh. After we kissed, all the sudden we're back in my bedroom and it looks like it did when I was a little girl," she said, one hand now teasing her nipple through her shirt. It was so hard, almost threatening to tear a hole through her shirt as she lightly pinched it and circled it with her fingertips. "There were all my stuffed animals... and all my toys and everything. And then you were there... and you were laying on top of me..."
I could sense that this was again going too far. "Ok... Emmanuelle... you can stop."
She started sliding one hand on her thigh as she spread her legs apart. "And... I can feel your cock and it's hard against me." I could just see her panties underneath her shirt... the thin material having a hard time hiding the pussy behind it. I watched helplessly as her hand stroked over her panties, obviously sliding over her clit, making her let out a little moan. "Do you want me to keep telling you about my dream daddy?" she asked, licking her lips, looking so lascivious but sounding so innocent.
"I... I don't know... this is... wrong, Emmanuelle," I said. I tried to end it there. How could I do this to my son? He'd be devastated if I fucked her.
"You slid down my panties and you whipped out your dick and it's so hard, daddy... And you just slid it right inside of me," she said as she slid two fingers inside herself and slowly fingered herself. "And you say 'Daddy loves his little girl' as you do it." She giggled... still sounding so innocent. Yet the way she was acting was far, far from innocent. She was brazenly masturbating right there in front of me. "I just like the dream so much daddy. It just felt so, so nice, you know? You on top of me... your cock in my tight, little pussy. So.... I think we should do something about it."
With her free hand she reached out towards my erection. "Daddy, your cock is hard."
I grabbed her wrist and forced it away so she couldn't touch me. "Emmanuelle... no... you can't."
"I've seen the way you look at me," she protested, still masturbating. "You want me." She grabbed her shirt and pulled it off, over her head, and now sat on the edge of the bathtub only wearing her panties. She put one leg up on the bathtub with the other on the ground, opening her legs wide. "Admit it, you want to fuck me."
"Enough! It's not about me looking at you," I said, trying to talk some sense into her while I tried desperately not to fall into her trap. She looked so... so gorgeous... and so incredibly sexy. She was throwing herself at me... and I was turning her down??? "It's not about what I want or not. You're my son's girlfriend and it's just not... whatever," I finally mumbled.
"Loss for words, huh?" she smiled and licked her lips again. "Why don't we go to your bedroom, daddy?" She grabbed her panties with both hands and pulled them down and off her legs. Her hand was free on her pussy now, sliding over and around it, pulling her lips wide so I got a very good look at it.
Her labia were large and her pussy was so pink on the inside. I could tell how wet she was and it was so very inviting.
"No!" I said, shaking my head. "You're not going to get into my head like I'm sure you do with all the other guys. Just keep your... your pussy... covered." I averted my eyes, but still had to keep an eye on her. There was no telling what she'd do if I wasn't watching.
"I'm just showing you what you want to see," she giggled.
"That is just... wrong," I tried to explain. She had to understand that, didn't she? She had to know that you don't just sleep around.
"It's wrong?" she asked, almost innocently. "Oh, daddy, tell me you don't want it."
"I'm not your daddy," I said forcefully, "and I won't lay a hand on... my son's girlfriend."
"You won't lay a hand on my little wet pussy? Mmm, it's so wet," she said, lewdly showing me her pussy as her hand stroked it and teased her clit.
"You love this, don't you?" I asked, shaking my head. She was so... manipulative. "You love getting into guys' heads and driving them crazy."
"Don't act like you don't want to play with me, daddy," she said. "I've seen how you look at me. And I see how you're looking at me now. I can see your cock throbbing for me. I know you want to bend me over the sink and fuck me."
"No. You're not going to make me fall for that," I said, holding my hand out as a barrier between us, trying to stay firm, even if I felt myself faltering rapidly. I wasn't sure I could resist her much longer.
"Just for a minute?" she asked, standing up. She moved a step towards me, and put my outstretched hand right on her breast, holding it there. I could feel her hard nipple jabbing into my palm, begging me to squeeze it. "Just a little feel. My pussy is so tight and so wet and really needs your tongue." She licked her lips and slid the wet fingers of her other hand up to my lips... touching them... sliding her wetness along them. She smiled. "Do you like the taste of that?"
I have to say that that was so difficult to get out of... but I did. I know that some alpha men would have folded, would have bent her over and fucked her good and proper as she deserved and wanted. Some beta men may have folded and dropped to their knees to worship her pussy.
But I prided myself on being neither one of them. I promptly ushered her out the bathroom door as she giggled and closed it behind her, leaving her in the hallway all naked and alone. I don't know what happened after that, specifically, but I know that within just a few weeks my son came home partly angry and partly broken-hearted. When I asked what was up, he admitted that he had broken up with Emmanuelle. He caught her cheating on him, again, and just couldn't take any more.
I was pretty proud that he finally did it. Especially knowing that she would have worked her charms on him to stay with him. She had a very powerful way of keeping men under her heel. I knew that she wasn't good for him.
So, that brings me to last night. Aaron and his friends decided to go on a fishing trip up to Michigan for an extended weekend. They saw that he needed to get away from Emmanuelle, too. So, with the house empty, I sat in my bed at 11:30pm with my laptop in hand. With just a few clicks, I was able to bring up one of my favorite porn sites and started watching a movie.
I don't know what it was, but there was something now in my psyche that made me enjoy watching porn with older men and younger women... porn specifically with a male domination theme. I guess I was playing into my pent-up desire to dominate Emmanuelle that way.
I was simply wearing shorts that I slept in with no underwear and they were down around my knees as the movie started. The scene had a common horror-story theme where the housesitter was alone in the big house, late at night, and got a strange phone call that scared her.
The brunette was on the phone, having answered it a couple times already to heavy breathing, and was now getting angry.
"Listen you fucking asshole," she yelled into the house phone as she walked back from turning the deadbolt, locking the front door. "Leave me the fuck alone. There's no way that you can fucking get in. Ok? I locked all the fucking windows. I locked all the fucking doors."
"And it won't stop me at all," the man said, slow and deep. He sounded very serious and very scary. "Nothing will get between us."
She shook her head in disbelief. He had to be stupid or something to think he could get in. "You know what? I fucking dare you to try to get in. In fact, I'll GIVE you my fucking pussy if you can get in. Ok? Leave me alone you fucking loser."
The camera angle changed to show a man looking at her from the hallway, a stocking over his head. He was watching her disconnect the call and set the phone down. He was watching her pace around in anxious anger. I knew it was gonna happen soon.
The camera angle changed again and showed the man rushing at her from behind, one arm wrapped around her upper body, the other around her neck, his hand covering her mouth. She struggled, helplessly, as he dragged her over to the couch. My cock was getting hard as I squirted a little lube on it and began stroking it. Things were heating up nicely both on and off the screen.
The woman wasn't wearing much, a crop-top that showed her tight abs and barely encased her bulging breasts. The arm around her upper body was just underneath her tits, pushing them upwards. Below she wore thin, tight shorts that almost looked painted on.
"What was it that you were saying, huh?" the man asked threateningly, his mouth by her ear. "You said if I could get in you were going to fuck me, right?"
"Mmhmm," she said through the hand covering her mouth. Her acting was wonderful. She looked so scared.
"Huh? Huh?" he asked. He took his hand off her mouth and grabbed her throat, choking her.
"Yeah," she whispered.
"Say it!" he said.
"Yes, yes!" she begged, obviously scared.
"Come on baby, what are you gonna do?" the man asked again. My hand was stroking at the tip, feeling the tingling pleasure surge through me as I watched that once powerful-acting woman now bowing to his wants and needs.
"Anything... just... I'll do whatever you want... just," she said, begging. The hand around her upper body was now grabbing and squeezing her breasts and she was helpless to stop him.
"Whatever I want... I like the sound of that," he said, pulling her shirt up to expose her breast and squeezed her bare flesh.
"Just don't hurt me... please..." she begged.
He turned her around and pushed her down to her knees, holding her head tightly, his hands fisting her hair. "You know what to do with this, right? Right?" he asked, holding her face in front of his crotch.
"Yeah," she whispered.
He pulled her face in and rubbed it all over his jean-covered crotch. "Put your face all over it... yeah." Then he pushed her away and slapped her face. "Take it out. You know what the fuck to do with it?"
"Yeah," she whispered and started unfastening his pants, pulling them down, exposing his cock.
He stepped out of his pants, and grabbed her head forcefully again. "Good girl," he said more softly.
The girl grabbed his shaft with one hand and stroked it a few times before leaning forward and taking it into her mouth, at first just taking the head inside, and with a few seconds, sliding it deep into her mouth.
"Put your fucking mouth on it... yeah," he said, holding her head tightly. There was no way she could do anything but get her mouth fucked.
I squeezed my cock a little as I stroked it, pretending that Emmanuelle's mouth was sliding down my dick like that. God it would feel so awesome to have her down like that, sucking me off. And not because she wanted it... but because I did.
"Oh... shit.... oh... fuck," the man moaned, loving the heat and wetness of her mouth as his cock slid in and out. She pulled off, gasping for air, as her hands stroked him. She looked up at him, pleading for mercy, but he didn't have any. He pulled her into him, driving his cock deep inside. "You can't talk shit now, can you, with a mouth full of my dick."
My hand was sliding up and down my shaft faster now. I was really getting close. "Oh God, yes. This is just what I... needed. It's been so long. Oh my God, fuck her mouth... yeah... yeah... just like that... right there... right there..."



Suddenly the doorbell rang, forcing me to stop.
"Who in the hell is at my door at this hour?" I looked at the clock on my night stand. A quarter after twelve? "What the fuck?" I asked as I stopped the video and slid out of bed. I pulled my shorts up and stumbled down the stairs to the front door. It was dark and rainy outside. I turned on the front porch light and then looked out of the little window beside the door. "I can't believe this shit."
It was a woman... an absolutely drenched woman. Her long, dark hair was in her face and she had covered her eyes against the blinding light. Her white blouse was nearly see-through as soaked as it was and I could see she wasn't wearing a bra. I opened the door a little.
"Can I help you?" I asked, not at all sounding friendly.
The woman put her hand on the doorframe to steady herself. She seemed very unstable. "Is... um... is Aaron here?" she asked.
"Aaron?" I asked. "No... he's not. He's out of town. Who are you?"
"Hi Mr... Mr. Becket," she said, having trouble forming words. "It's me... I'm... me... Emmanuelle. Your son and I are..."
Emmanuelle? On my doorstep at midnight? Drunk off her ass?
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After Midnight Surprise - Part 2
"Honey... are you ok?" I asked, grabbing her upper arm with one hand to help keep her on her feet. I looked around. "How did you get here? Where's your car?"
"It's... it's out there... in a ditch," she said, aimlessly waving one of her hands nearly causing her to fall again.
I wrapped my arms around her to keep her from falling and brought her in the door. "Oh my gosh. You're soaked to the bone!" I could smell the alcohol on her breath. "Have you been drinking?"
"You're so big and strong, Mr. Becket," she whispered, looking up and smiling at me. "Are you big somewhere... else?"
"Heyyyy!" I said. "You can't say that kind of thing!" Even completely drunk she was the biggest flirst I'd ever known. "I can't believe you've been drinking. You're not old enough to be drinking!"
"I'm old enough... for all sorts of things... daddy," she giggled, all her weight falling on me.
"No, you're not. You clearly can't handle it. You're drunk."
She giggled. "I need to sleep it off with someone."
"You can't talk like that," I admonished her. "I'm glad you're at least not out on the road any more." I pulled her further into the room and kicked the door to close it. "You'll just have to sleep it off."
"Yeah... that's what I'm talkin' about," she giggled.
I didn't know how stable she was and I was hoping that I wouldn't have her near-naked body against me. "Um... can you walk on your own or do I have to carry you?" I started to release her, but she immediately almost fell. "Ok, ok... come here." I wrapped my arms around her and helped her to stand once again. She pressed into me, almost giving me her full body weight, but was bent over a bit too much. "Gosh... can you... can you stand up a little bit more? Ok... put your arm here. Honey, please make this easier for me. Can you just stand up straighter please." Suddenly I felt her hand palming my cock through my thin shorts. "Can you grab on to me somewhere else?" My arms were busy holding her, so I couldn't really stop her from touching me like that. I could feel her stroke me a little, just getting the feel for my erection. "Honey... Not there... Not there... no."
"Why not daddy," she asked, giggling. "It feels so good."
"Because that's not appropriate and it's not helping you stand up straight, ok? Take your hand off there." Finally, she relented and stopped touching me. "Um... just put your arm over my shoulder, ok?"
We started towards the stairwell, to walk up to the spare bedroom. "Oh... the things I do."
"You're such a... goody guy, daddy," she said, bending in and haphazardly kissing my shoulder.
"I know... I just had things I was going to do this weekend."
"Wha things?" she asked, her head slightly flopping to one side. She was having trouble even holding her head up now.
"Things... Just grown-up things," I said, not wanting to go into the details of my plans. I had hoped to try my hand at getting on a dating app, maybe having a date. Or... maybe going out to a bar and just get out into the world again. "I was... I was actually doing one of things when you interrupted me."
"I'm sorry I ruined your day," she mumbled, making a sad face.
"No, you didn't ruin my day... it's just..."
"Were you masturbating, daddy?" she asked, giggling as she slid a finger along my shaft once again. Fuck, that sent pleasure all over my body!
"No! I was not... masturbating. What would make you think that? Geez, you... you don't know what you're saying. You just... come on... help me get you upstairs and we'll put you to bed."
"Can I tell you some'ing daddy?" she asked, slurring a little. "You've got a big dick," she said so matter-of-factly, lifting her face up to look at me with a drunken smile on her face as she stiffly punctuated each word.
"Oh my gosh... what?" I said, completely shocked. "Honey, you can't say that about me. Alright?"
"But it's a com-pli-ment. A big... hard... com-pli-ment, daddy," she said, still sliding her finger along my hardness, making it pulse. God my cock was so hard!
"It doesn't matter if it's a compliment or not. You shouldn't say that about my..." I paused, unsure I could even use the words I was wanting to use. Suddenly it dawned on me that I was... flopping... more that I should be. I looked down, trying not to let us both topple over, and saw that my cock had fallen out the hole in the front of my pajama shorts. "What? Oh my gosh... oh... you should've told me earlier. You weren't supposed to see that. Sorry, honey. It... it just popped out. Jeez, these pants are just so loose."
She just giggled as I tried to both hold her and push my cock back into my shorts at the same time.
"Ok... we have to go down the hall and we can put you in the bed," I said, adjusting my hold on her once I got my cock settled. But you probably shouldn't look... you know... down... 'cause it'll probably pop out again. Ok?"
"Mmm... I hope so," she giggled. "Dicky, dicky... come out and play," she said with a sing-song voice, her fingers at the hole in my shorts, trying to open it enough for my cock to fall out.
"Wha...? Honey! God, if you weren't drunk," I said. "You can't say those things ok?"
"Why daddy?"
"It's... it's just inappropriate," I explained to her, "to want to see my cock. Ok? Let's just... let's keep going." We continued up the stairs until we got to the landing at the top and it felt like her footing missed the last step, making her fall. It was a bit difficult to hold her up, to keep her from falling, but I managed without falling, myself.
"Honey, are you ok?" I said, concerned she twisted her ankle or something. "You need to stop for a second?"
"Yesssh... I'm good... good, good," she slurred, giggling.
"Ok... scared me for a moment." All of the sudden I felt her thighs wrap around mine as she turned towards me. Her hips started moving, grinding her pussy against my thigh.
"Soooo... soooo... gooooood," she whispered, grunting as she pushed against me.
"Honey... what are you?... stop rubbing against me, ok? I've got an erection. It's only going to make things worse," I said, struggling to hold her up and stop her from grinding against me. "You've had so much to drink. Just... we just need to get you to the bedroom."
"I... I'm so... hot... for you," she moaned as she pushed her pussy against my thigh. "God, I want to fuck you, daddy."
"What? No! You can't be attracted to me."
We started moving again and she groaned at the loss of contact with her pussy.
I felt her hand slide down my abdomen again. "I wanchur cock, daddy... I wanna feel it..."
"No, you can't touch my cock. What did we just talk about?" I said, exasperated. She was impossible to deal with. She had a one track mind. I had to stop to fight her hand off, to keep her from touching me. She treated it like a game, giggling as each attempt was blocked. I knew I couldn't keep this up for very long, though. "If... if I let you touch my cock, would you... help me get you to the bedroom? You probably won't remember this anyways."
"Yesh, daddy," she slurred. "I'll let you do whachu want if I can touch it. I wanna, wanna, wanna toucha big cock."
"Ok... go ahead." I looked ahead and at the ceiling, trying my best not to look at her or not to show any pleasure or enjoyment. In fact, I tried to look annoyed so that we could stop this and move on.
Her hand slid down the front of my shorts and slid over my erection. She wrapped her fingers around it as much as she could and stroked it. Then, finding the hole, she slid her hand in and wrapped around the bare flesh.
While I tried not to change my expression, her hand felt so incredibly good on my cock. And, damn, how I wanted and needed to have my cock get attention like this. But... she was young, she could be my daughter... she was my son's ex... and she was drunk as shit.
"Ok? Are you happy?" I said after a minute. "Can we go? Sweetie? Honey... I... I don't think this is right."
"You want me, daddy. You liiiiiiike it," she said, looking up at me again, stroking my very hard cock, her eyes having a little trouble focusing.
"Wha? No... no, I don't like it," I protested, lying through my teeth.
"But daddy's dick likeshit very muuuuuuch," she said, almost moaning.
"Honey I don't think you know what you're talking about. It's.... it's just been a long time..."
"And I like daddy's dick big... and hard..." she continued. "You know... I went out to get fucked... absofuckinglutely fucked raw... but I just couldn't do it. Nope... couldn't. Aaron hurt me. I've never been... rejected... before, daddy. Guys want me... don't they?" She was definitely a flirt through and through. And being drunk really intensified it.
"Honey, stop. Stop!" I said, grabbing her wrist and pulling her hand off me. "You promised that you'd help me get you to bed. Let's go... come on. Ok? Now, lean into me." She adjusted her position as I helped hold her again and we moved down the hall, finally entering the spare bedroom. There wasn't much in here, an empty dressor, a night-stand, and a full-size bed. But it would do for her very short stay.
I moved her to the bed and helped her lay down in it.
"Daddy wants me in bed," she whispered, giggling, putting far more meaning to it than I did.
"Oh my gosh, do you have any idea how much trouble you are?" I asked when I finally got her weight off of me and lay her down. "A lot. This is the last time I'm doing this. Are you thirsty?"
"Yes... thirsty..." she moaned, licking her lips.
"Ok... I'll get you a glass of water. Just let me get you out of these wet clothes first," I said, starting to unbutton her blouse. She just giggled, helping me in her drunken way. "Arms up... all the way," I said, trying to pull it off her. "Oh jeez... alright, lean up, lean up." I put the blouse aside, thinking I could either let it air-dry or put it in the dryer so she had something to wear home in the morning. When she lay back again, her breasts jiggled beautifully, her nipples hard. Damn she had some nice tits! They were far better than I'd even imagined. "Wow," I whispered, slightly shaking my head.
"Ok, now for the skirt," I turned her slightly on her side and unzipped it. "Alright... lift up... come on." I grabbed it and pulled at it, but she didn't move to help.
"So tired," she protested.
"You're tired? Come on, we just have to get these off, ok? Oh, my gosh. I know you're sleepy." It was a small battle, but she finally helped, lifing her hips up at the right times so I could work it down and off her legs. She was now wearing only a very small, thin pair of transparent panties that told me she was definitely shaved.
I looked down at her. She had her eyes closed and was close to falling asleep. I looked over her incredible body, just laying there, so open and available to me... all but that one little patch that I was sooo interested in.
"We should also take off your underwear," I said, grabbing the material at her hips and pulling a little. She groaned in protest, as if she was too tired to help any more. "Honey... I know you're tired but I need to take off your underwear ok? Just lift up one last time. She was about done, so I moved down, pushed both her legs into the air, rounding her hips up and off the bed just enough that I could get her panties off. After I pulled them from her feet, I helped her put her legs down, and they fell slightly spread.
Her pussy was so bare... so perfect... swollen and wet as I looked down at it. My cock was still hanging out and I grabbed it and lightly stroked it a few times.
"Honey... are you awake? No? I had no idea how incredible you looked." I licked my lips as my hand gently stroked my growing erection. "Fuck you're hot! Are you wet for me?" I asked reaching forward towards her pussy. I could feel it's heat as I got close to it, but paused before touching it. "I probably shouldn't... touch it," I said, not sure if I had the strength to resist doing just that.
"Are... are you awake?" I asked, looking to her face once again. But her head was turned to the side and her eyes were closed. I looked down between her legs once again. "You're... you're so wet. I should probably help you with that." I touched her thigh near her pussy, feeling the smooth, soft skin there. I squeezed and stroked it watching for any reaction from her.
Nothing. She didn't move. Bolder now, I slid my fingertips to the edge of her pussy and traced her labia. She had a very pretty pussy, with her outer lips looking just like an opening flower. I could smell her excitement and see her wetness. I slid my fingertip just slightly between her lips, getting the tip wet. She moaned softly.
"Does this feel ok? Honey? Honey?" I smiled and laughed a little. "I'm sure if you were awake that you would say that this feels good... that my finger feels really good on your pussy." I slid my finger around her clit, feeling that little nub move and swell. She moaned in her sleep and I could tell she was enjoying the sensation.
"Now you need to know a secret," I said as I slid my finger inside her wetness. Her pussy felt so warm and inviting. I slid it in and out a few times, then slid in a second. Her pussy seemed to clamp down on it, wanting more inside. "That I've seriously wanted to fuck you all this time. I just couldn't admit it. You were my son's girlfriend. I couldn't betray him like that."
I pulled my fingers free and swiped a few times over her clit once again, getting it wet and slick. Then I brought them to my lips and tasted her.
"Mmm... you do taste good." I reached down and stroked my cock again. "You like my cock?" I asked her still form as I moved up the side of the bed towards her face. I turned her head towards me and moved her hair out of her eyes. "Does it make you wet? Yeah," I said shaking my head as if she'd responded. "I'm big... and hard... for you." I slid my shorts down and kicked them aside and began stroking myself. God it felt so good to stroke it. "You like this don't you?"
I rested my cock on her cheek and slid it around her face, as I became more and more aroused. "You've been wanting it for so long. Are you still asleep?" I slid the tip along her lips, teasing entrance into her mouth. She seemed to kiss it and lick it a little, opening her mouth slightly to let her lips rub against it. "Oh God. Put it in your mouth. Come on," I said as I used my fingers to pry her mouth open a little more and slide my cock inside. "That's it... put it right there... right in your mouth. Mmmm." I moaned softly as her lips closed on it and she started sucking a little as if on instinct. She was born to suck cock. Truly. "Suck on it. Oh yeah... Oh, you love that cock, don't you? Fuck yes. God, I'm going to cum so hard inside you... so fucking hard."
I started sliding in and out, fucking her mouth as my hand helped hold her head in place. I felt her mouth gripping my cock, sucking on it as I withdrew, and then opening to allow me entrance again. I could hear her moaning softly as if she really enjoyed sucking on my cock. She moved her body a little, but made no attempt to stop me.
I reached down and started squeezing her tits, feeling how big and soft they were, feeling her nipples stiffen as I pinched and pulled them. Then I slid my hand down her abdomen and teased her clit more, all the while sliding my cock in and out of her mouth.
"You love me doing this, don't you?" I asked softly. "You'd do anything to have me fuck you. You're just so fucking sexy. And your pussy feels like it's going to be so fucking tight."
I pulled out of her mouth completely and she groaned in protest. Her mouth missed me, but I had another orifice I wanted to fill. I moved down to the end of the bed, kneeling, and moving between her spread legs. I crawled in closer, getting a good look at my goal... her open, wet pussy. I inched in, letting her legs bend and settle over my thighs as I held my cock in hand and started sliding it up and down her slit. My cock was shiny from her saliva and I knew I'd go in easily.
"Oh God... I know I shouldn't be doing this," I said, as the last vestiges of my guilt hit me. "But I can't help myself. You've truly asked for it this time, sweetheart. I'd be crazy if I didn't take you when I have the chance. I probably won't get another chance now. And you're the hottest fuck I've ever seen. I can't tell you how hard it was to not fuck you before today."
She was moaning softly as I slid up and down her pussy, threatening entrance at any second. "Oh, God this feels so good," I whispered. "You've been such a bad girl, haven't you. You've been a really bad girl, doing things you're not supposed to. But you like being my bad girl, don't you?"
I flicked my thumb over her clit, making her moan louder. She moved her head, but still didn't awaken.
"Oh, if you only knew what I wanted to do to you," I said looking down at her sexy body. She was definitely built for sex. "If only you could see this hard cock at your pussy right now. You've wanted it so much. You've practically begged me for it. And now, here you are. I should punish you for being such a bad girl, shouldn't I? I should slide this big cock into your pussy and fuck the shit out of you... and make you cum over and over until you can't walk. Yeah... you're my bad little girl."
I pushed forward a little further and the head popped into her pussy. It was so wet and warm, and it squeezed my cock perfectly and expanded just enough to give it entrance. It was going to feel really good to be inside her.
"Yeah... I'm going to punish you. Oh... fuck..." I moaned softly as I slid just an inch or two in and out of her hole. Just that would be enough to make me cum, but I wanted to be balls deep.
"Wha... are you...?" she mumbled, bringing one hand to her face. Her eyes opened slightly, but were unfocused.
"What honey? Are you awake?" I asked, continuing to move my hips forward and back, fucking her, moving deeper and deeper with each slow thrust.
"Are you...? What...? What are you doing?" she asked, barely able to form a sentence.
"Are you feeling ok?" I asked. I was a little worried about her. I didn't want her to get sick or anything.
"Yeah... I think," she said, sounding more clear. Her eyes were still having a hard time focusing, though. She tried to use her hand to clear her eyes.
"Is this making you feel good, honey? Do you like this?" I asked as I moved faster now, sliding my cock all the way in and out with every thrust.
"I feel good... but... I... um... I don't know..."
"Just lie there... don't worry about anything baby. I need my cock in your pussy right now." God, it felt so good. I could feel her pussy clench on me, holding me in and pulling me in deeper. "Oh God, you're so fucking wet... I want you to always be wet for me. I want you wet just thinking about my cock."
"Ohhh... ohhh.... Are we fucking?" she asked, breathing harder, finally realizing what was happening.
"Shh... yes... it's ok," I said, trying to confort her. "Just let me do what I need to do. I'm going to make you feel really good. You want to feel good, right?"
"Oh God... you're so big.... Is... is this real?"
"Yes, baby," I smiled. "This is definitely real."
"But... I want... I want... to be..."
"Shh," I said, putting a finger in her mouth to suck on. "I'm fucking you... you don't have to say a thing."
"What? Why? What happened to me?" she asked, confused. "Why am I so... out of it?"
"Oh... because you've been a bad girl... you've been a very bad girl. Getting all drunk. I took care of you. Now you're going to take care of me."
"Take care of you?" she asked. "Oh fuck that's... that's so good... What can I do... for you?"
"You... you stay right there," I said. "Just like that." I grabbed underneath one knee and then the other, tucking her knees into her chin, letting my chest rest on her shins. Now I could really bear down on her. "Oh, your pussy feels so good squeezing my cock. I'm gonna cum inside you... deep inside your fucking pussy."



"No... don't..."
"Oh... yes I am..."
"But... why?" she whimpered.
"Because I want to." I put my hands on the bed beside her shoulders, leaned in so that my head was so close to hers, and started fucking harder and faster. I looked down at her and watched every expression as it crossed her face. She flushed and I could tell her orgasm was coming hard and fast, which only made me want to cum more.
"Fuck... fuck... such a good pussy," I said, looking into her eyes as I got closer and closer to my orgasm.
She was moaning, practically wailing, as her first orgasm on my cock overwhelmed her. The weight of my body held her in place, allowing me to continue fucking as if nothing had happened.
After her third orgasm, she was grabbing and pulling hard on the comforter. I had denied myself for long enough and was finally ready for my own. "Oh yeah... oh yeah," I said, my body clenching. I held my cock still, deep in her pussy, and could feel each spray gush into her. "Oh fuck! I'm cumming! Oh fuck!" I moaned.
I withdrew my cock and watched as my cum slowly oozed from inside her and smiled. I was panting hard as my eyes scanned her sweat-drenched body. She was so perfect.
"Is this... real?" she panted, obviously still not mentally clear yet, her fingers sliding through her cum-drenched pussy lips, feeling my cum.
"Mmhmm... this is real... this is real alright. I just don't think you're gonna remember it in the morning." I laughed. "I don't know if you should remember this. But I know I will."
I left the bedroom and went to my own, falling asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow. By the time I got up in the morning, she was gone.
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After Midnight Surprise - Part 3
The next time I saw Emmanuelle was about a year later. I had heard from Aaron that she'd dropped out of college and got a job. I was at the local grocery store picking up some items for home, and noticed she was working as a cashier. Every time I went to that end of the aisle, we met eyes. I wasn't sure what hers told me... but it looked like she wanted me to come over.
It took another 20 minutes for me to finish my shopping and then I got into her line. Slowly, the line inched up, getting me closer and closer to her. I loaded my items onto the conveyor belt as the customer in front of me was just paying for her groceries.
"Hi Emmanuelle," I said as I handed her my store rewards card.
"Hi Mr. Becket." She smiled and I swear I could see her blush a little.
"How are you doing?" I asked, trying to make small talk as she rang up the items.
"I'm doing alright," she said, blushing and smiling as we made eye contact. I could tell from that look that she wasn't mad at me. In fact, it felt like she wanted me.
After she bagged everything and I paid for it, she handed me my receipt. "So... do you have a break coming up?" I asked, holding her hand in mine.
She was trembling. "I... um... still have a 15 minute break."
"Good. I'm in my truck... on the south side of the lot," I said. "I'll be there for another 20 minutes or so."
"Um... ok," she said as I let go of her hand.
I pushed my cart away, leaving her. I unloaded the groceries into the back of my truck and then got in the cab, turning the radio on to my favorite station. It was late in the Fall and the sun had already set, leaving my truck parked in the shadows, away from the large lights and other cars in the parking lot.
About 10 minutes later, I heard a knock on the passenger door. I unlocked it and she opened the door, slid inside, and closed it again. She sat close to the door with her hands in her lap, looking scared or unsure of herself. It was such a different look for her than I'd ever seen before.
"Come closer," I said softly, patting the seat beside me. Shyly, she slid closer to me and I put one arm around her shoulders. I stroked her hair and shoulder with my other hand.
"What... what are you doing?" she asked, nervously licking her lips.
"I'm just touching you," I said. "You're so beautiful." I touched her breast, squeezing it though her shirt and bra, feeling for and lightly pinching her nipple.
"Um... we... we can't... we can't do this," she said, but made no move to stop me.
"We can't?" With my left hand, I unfastened my pants and pulled the fly wide open, pulling out my cock, and slowly stroked it. I was already hard.
"Oh my God, what are you doing?" she asked, looking down at it.
"I thought maybe... you might want this," I said. "And... I don't know... I thought maybe it's what you need."
"What? Fuck!" she said, feigning shock, even as her hand touched my thigh and moved close to my erection.
"Was I right? Do you want this?" I asked, hugging her tighter into me.
"Why... why are we doing this right now?"
I grabbed her hand and put it right on my cock. She wrapped her fingers around it and started stroking me. I was right... this is exactly what she wanted.
"Isn't this what you want?" I asked.
"Wha...?" she said, but then whispered a distinct, breathy "Yes."
I pulled her shirt up and with the hand around her shoulders starting teasing and squeezing her breasts and nipples. "It's ok," I said softly, feeling her hand move up and down my long, hard shaft.
"Oh my God," she whispered, unable to take her eyes off it. She slid her hand up and down, stroking my full length, watching the head getting so swollen.
"Yeah? You like that?" I asked sliding my hand from her tit up to her head. I gently pushed her head down, encouraging her. And it didn't take much to convince her as she adjusted in her seat and leaned down to my crotch. "It's ok... just put it in your mouth."
"Oh my God," she whispered again.
I could feel her hot breath on the head. "Are you sure you want this?" I asked. I wasn't going to force her into anything. Just make sure that what I wanted from her was very clear and give her the choice I knew she wanted.
"Yes!" she said and instantly swallowed me whole. She moved until she was kneeling in the seat, up on all fours. It afforded me a great view of my cock in her mouth.
"Ohhh, yeah," I moaned as her head moved up and down, sliding my cock in and out of her mouth, her hand continuing to stroke below it. "That feels so good."
"Your cock tastes as good as I thought it would," she whispered, panting. "It's so big..."
I let her continue for several minutes, listening to her deepthroat me several times, practically gagging on it, and then just sucking on the tip. Then I grabbed her shoulders to lift her up, stopping her.
"Let me see you," I said. I pulled her onto my lap facing me. We struggled a bit, making sure she had enough room. But with the seat pulled all the way back, she fit perfectly on me. "Let me see more," I said, and lifted her shirt up. With another swipe of my hands, I lifted her bra above her tits, exposing them completely. I grabbed them, palmed them, and teased her nipples. "Oh my God those are nice." I leaned forward and started sucking and nibbling on them.
My hands, never idle, moved between her thighs, sliding under her skirt and over her hot and wet panties. She moaned as I teased her clit first through her panties, but then slid them aside so I could touch her bare flesh. I slid a finger inside her as my thumb teased her clit.
Her hands were on my shoulders and I could feel her grab my shirt in her excitement. With every gasp and moan, she grabbed and pulled at the material.
"Fuck! Oh my God... oh my God yes!" she moaned as her pussy got so fucking wet.
"I want to be inside you," I whispered harshly, through clenched teeth. I was so hard, feeling her body move against me and listening to her moans of pleasure.
"Oh God yes! Fuck me!"
Lifting her up and making a slight adjustment, my cock was at her entrance one second and inside her the next, slowly sliding deeper and deeper as she settled back into my lap.
"Yessss," I moaned as she pushed her hips down onto me.
"Ah... oh God... oh God," she gasped, closing her eyes as she was filled with more and more cock.
I brought my hands up to her tits again, squeezing and playing with them. They were so absolutly luscious... just the right size, perfect in my hands, tipped with hard as rock nipples that seemed to be extra sensitive. Before I was even fully buried inside her, she started rocking against me, starting fucking me. Her face was nearly even with mine now as she bounced in my lap and she rested her hands on my shoulders for leverage.
"I saw you watching me," she said, "in the store... and I remembered, you know... from before. I remembered that your cock felt so nice. I couldn't help it... I just... I just wanted you to take me again. You know?"
"God, you make me so hard," I groaned, smiling.
"I love making you hard," she smiled. "Ever since... that last time... I've been fantasizing about this. Just... you know... hoping."
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Fantasizing about... what it would feel like... with you inside me. What you would taste like. What you'd do to me. I don't remember much from last time... and... I wanted... I wanted to know. God, it's better than I thought it would be! Oh fuck... you're going to make me cum."
I growled at her as she bounced in my lap. I squeezed her tits and she reacted so wonderfully. She was gasping and panting and I knew she was close. "Yes... cum... cum for me."
"Ahhh," she screamed quietly as her body froze in place. I could feel her cum pour out over my cock and balls, drenching them. She closed her eyes, relaxed, panting.
"Oh yeah... oh yeah," I said, feeling her body relax a little. "I felt that one! You like my cock?" I smiled as she looked up at me, as if all her energy was spent.
"I love it... God, I love it," she smiled. "You're... you're bigger than your son."
"His loss..."
"Yes it is. If he would've just fucked me like this I would have done anything for him... to him... with him."
"He's a fool," I said as I began rocking my hips into her, lightly fucking her.
"Yes... yes... oh yes," she panted as she started riding me again, bouncing on my shaft.
"Yeah!" I smiled. "Now we're fucking that pussy good." I grabbed her hips and helped her bounce, thrusting up and meeting her on the way down. It was a good, hard fuck, with the cab filled with the sounds to moaning, panting, and slapping flesh.
Less than a minute later she was shaking again. "Oh my God... I'm gonna cum again!"
"Yeah?" I asked. I wasn't surprised to hear it. Her body was absolutely shaking. "Cum again, baby, cum on my big cock."
"Oh," she looked at me, her face straining with her need. "I don't know how much I can take."
"Then you fucking better cum hard," I said.
"Oh fuck... oh my God... yes!" She was panting and moaning, but couldn't stop fucking me.
"Oh, yeah, your pussy is so fucking tight. I'm gonna fuck you like this. Every time I see you, I'm gonna drag you off and fuck the shit outta you."
"Oh my God!" she panted, barely able to speak. "Please!" Her eyes were closed and her head rolled back. "You can... do whatever you want... to me... whenever you want... I'm your's. Oh God... I forgot what it was like to be fucked like this... ohhhhhhh... Oh my God... I need it... I need it... Oh, I'm cumming again... Oh God... Oh..."
"Yes," I growled, using my hands to drive her down even harder into me. "Cum on my cock... cum!"
And she did. Another blast from her pussy soaked my cock yet again as she relaxed, keeping me inside her as she fell against me, hugging me.
"You're doing so well," I whispered, kissing her shoulder. "But I'm not done yet."
"Oh fuck!" she whispered back, wondering what it was going to take to make me cum.
"Yeah," I said, grabbing her hips and lifting her off my cock. It was shining in the low light from her juices. "Here... come 'ere," I said, grabbing her head in my hand and pulling it towards my shaft. "Taste it... taste your pussy off me. Put it in your mouth. Come on. Put it in your mouth and suck on it." She moved to her hands and knees and slid her mouth onto my cock again. "Oh yeah. Oh, you love that. Fuck yes!"
Her tongue was sliding all over and around my shaft as she stroked me and sucked on just the head. She was hitting all my pleasure spots perfectly.
"If you keep doing that, I'm gonna cum soon," I warned her.
"I want your cum," she smiled up at me, almost as if desperate for my load. "I want it in me... and on me... I want your cum. Where do you want to finish? I'll do anything you want."
"I came in your pussy last time," I said.
"Oh my God... you filled me up so much," she said, smiling. "You must have been saving that up for weeks."
"But tonight... I want it all over your face."
"Yeah?" she smiled, ready and willing. "Then cum for me. Yes... yes." Her hand moved up and down my shaft faster, paying more attention at the top, where I was most sensitive.
When it finally hit me, it hit me fast and there was nothing that was going to stop it. "Ah... yes... yes... I'm cumming... ahhh... I'm cumming!"
She moved my cock over her face, laying her head on my leg, as she looked up at me. Her hand was moving faster on my cock, trying to squeeze every drop out of me. "Come on... cum on my face... cum on my face."
And I did. It felt like gallons again and her face was covered with white lines of cum. She was smiling and continued to slowly stroke my cock, squeezing out every drop. Some she let drip on her face and some she licked off the tip.
"Whew!" I said, finally spent.
She sat up, laughing and smiling, wiping my spunk off with her hands and licking it up. "I can't believe we just did that," she said. "I don't know if I can walk out of here."
I zipped my pants up, putting everything back in place. Then I started up the truck. "I guess you better get back to work."
"Shit, I'm late," she said, looking at her watch as she finished putting her clothes in order. She got out of the truck and turned back. "Please... don't forget about me."
"I'm sure I'll run into you again," I said.
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Fantasy Island - Part 1
"You know this is a disaster waiting to happen," I said as my wife told me her plan.
"No... it's gonna work perfectly. They just need to see the real you," she said, kissing my shoulder. I was sitting next to her while she was on the computer looking at a vacation rental site. "It's absolutely beautiful. Look at these little villas and the beaches. Even the trails through the woods look like they came from a fairy tale."
"That's the problem. It's all just a fairy tale. And it's not going to end happily ever after."
"Oh hush. You just don't want to spend the money." She looked at me for a second and then flipped through other pictures. Even I had to admit that the location looked incredibly beautiful. It would be a relaxing vacation... for us... but not with her mother and sister along.
"They hate me," I said. "Why should I pay for them to go on a beautiful vacation with me?"
"Because, on this vacation, they're going to get to know you," she said. "And they're going to love you as much as I do."
"At $50K per person, they better love me."
"Will you stop it. You have the money. Why not put it to good use?"
"Alright, alright. We'll go," I relented. "Even if you can't convince them." I hoped she couldn't at least.
She kissed me. "Oh, I'll convince them. And you won't regret it. In fact, I think you'll thank me for it."
"Uh huh... the I-told-you-so-moment." I smiled.
I looked at her smiling face and remembered again why I fell in love with her. She was 15 years younger than me and still had a bright outlook on life. That made her so incredibly beautiful to me because, at 40, I'd lost that spark a bit. But our age difference was a stumbling block for her family. They wondered why I didn't marry someone my own age. They wondered why I got divorced from my first wife. They thought I was just some rich playboy that wanted a little eye candy.
But that couldn't be further from the truth. I loved her with all my heart. I only wished they could see that.
She smiled deviously as she stood, pushed me back a little, and slid into my lap facing me. She reached down and grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt and removed it, giving me a nice view of her small, firm breasts. Her nipples were hard and pointed, begging to be sucked.
"Yeah, you'll thank me for it," she said, grabbing my wrists and putting my hands on her breast. "All those women... almost naked... walking around all the time... teasing you with their big tits and tight asses." I squeezed her breasts and gently pinched her nipples. "Mmm... yeah... give them a squeeze for me. Jiggle them a little... I love that."
I leaned forward and, lifting her breast slightly, began licking it. "Ooh, that's nice... suck on my titties." I buried my face between them and squeezed her tits against the sides of my face, smothering myself. "Come on, get your face right in there. Oh, yeah... push them right into your mouth. God! I love how you tease my nipples. It goes right to my clit. Oh fuck! Suck on them... just like that."
I loved her nipples. They were always so hard, sensitive, and ready for my tongue.
"Maybe when we get back we can look into enhancing these babies," she said softly. "I know you'd like them bigger." She put one of her hands on my head and the other on my shoulder as she ground her pussy into my erection like a professional lap-dancer.
"God you're incredible. I can't deny you anything."
"Mmmm... I know," she giggled.
*****
It seemed my mother-in-law was as skeptical as I was. Gabby had just as much difficulty convincing her as me. But, in the end, Emmanuelle relented just as I did, through very different means, of course. Gabby also just had that kind of bubbling personality that just wore you down.
And a month later, we all flew down to Florida where we would take a 2-hour seaplane flight that would take us to the island resort. Unfortunately, though, while we were waiting at the small seaport, we found out that the seaplane could only take 3 passengers; the plane was also loaded with supplies bound for the island.
"I'll just take another plane," Gabby said. "You, mom, and Helena take this one. You'll start bonding sooner."
I took out my lucky lighter and nervously flipped the lid open and shut, open and shut. Gabby hated it when I did that, because she knew why I did it. "That's a terrible idea."
"Why did you bring that thing?" she asked.
"It brings me luck," I said. And that was partially true. I'd had it for the past 10 years. It was the last lighter I had when I stopped smoking. I pretty much took it with me everywhere I went.
"Uh huh," she said skeptically.
"You couldn't buy us a bigger plane?" Emmanuelle asked sarcastically when Gabby told her the news.
"Mother!" Gabby admonished her.
Gabby's flight left an hour before our's did, with 3 other passengers on board with her. I sat nervously in the airport in chairs opposite of, and facing, Emmanuelle, her mom, and Helena, her sister. You could cut the tension with a knife. And my lighter was out again, flicking open and closed, open and closed.
Finally, our flight was ready to board and we all got in. I got in first, to sit in the back beside the stowed supplies, while Emmanuelle and Helena sat in the middle row. It was a little scary to step on the float and feel the plane move beneath you in the water. I grabbed one of the support beams to catch myself.
"Seat belts fastened?" the pilot asked once we were all seated. He held his headphones in his hands waiting for our response.
"All fastened and ready to go," Emmanuelle said.
"It's looking like a clear flight, with beautiful, blue, sunny skies, with a flight time of one hour and fifty minutes. So sit back, put on some headphones, listen to some music, and enjoy the ride.
I pulled out my phone and put in my earbuds so I could listen to music. The plane pulled out and glided across to top of the water, taking off at a steep climb. The pilot was right, too. The skies were indeed beautifully blue and sunny. The water below us looked incredible, too, as we flew overhead at 14000 feet.
About an hour and a half into our flight, though, the skies ahead looked very dark.
"Looks like we're in for some surprise choppy weather ahead," the pilot yelled back to us. "I don't know where it came from, but we don't have the fuel to go around it. I'm going to take it in unless something else looks bad. I think we can punch through ok."
I heard the pilot radio in about the storm to get more information, and then the plane started rocking and rolling a bit as we got closer. And then it grew really dark and suddenly a light flashed in front of us.
"Ok, that's the something that looks bad. I'm going to turn us around," the pilot yelled back. The plan banked to the left in a long arc to turn us around, when suddenly lightning flashed and struck the left engine. Sparks flew as the engine blew and suddenly caught on fire.
"Mayday, mayday. This is seaplane Nancy Sierra One Niner Niner with an emergency.... One engine out and we're going to have to land in the water... I repeat, this is an emergency landing."
The pilot, to his credit, took us downward at a reasonably comfortable angle, and we could see the dark waters approaching. But then another bolt of lightning struck and the plane went completely dead. Suddenly, we dropped hard.
"We're going down hard," the pilot yelled.
And then we hit the water and the plane stopped cold. The bite of the seatbelt took my breath away for a moment as I was pushed forward, but it held. When I snapped back, something happened and I blacked out for a moment.
I don't know how long I was out, but I didn't think it was that long. When I awoke, the plane was dead in the water and appeared to be slowly sinking, nose first. The pilot's seat was empty and his door open so somehow he got ejected, but Emmanuelle and Helena were still firmly strapped into their seats. I unfastend my seatbelt and fell forward into the back of Helena's seat. She was unconscious with a little bleeding from her forehead. I got in front of Emmanuelle and Helena.
"Are you ok?" I asked Emmanuelle.
She was holding her head, like she was hit by something. "Yeah," she said softly.
"We have to get out of the plane," I said. "I think it's sinking."
"Where's the pilot?" she asked a little dazed, looking up front for the first time.
"He must've been ejected," I said. I helped her unfasten her seatbelt and then helped Helena. She was limp and I held her against me, carrying her, as I opened the cabin door. The wind, rain, and waves hit me hard, almost forcing me back into the cabin. But I pressed forward. I helped Emmanuelle out as well, helping her stand on the float, and helping her hold Helena for a moment.
Knowing we were going to need more to survive than just ourselves, I went back into the plane and grabbed life jackets from the back. Then I quickly released several of the supply containers and grabbed as many as I could, too. I tossed the supply containers out the door and held the life jackets as I got back out onto the float.
"We have to get into the water and get away from the plane," I said. I helped Emmanuelle put her life jacket on and then she helped me put one on Helena. They both walked off the float and into the open sea. I followed quickly, just barely putting my life jacket on myself.
The water was warmer than the air above but was choppy. I moved around us and gathered up the supply containers that I threw out, trying to keep it all with us. Luckily it all floated, so it all helped us stay on top of the water.
We weren't in the water more than 15 minutes with the waves and rain pounding us, when we all started to get tired. And getting tired was making it harder and harder to stay afloat.
"We're going to have to take off our clothes," I told Emmanuelle. "It's weighing us down." I stripped off my shoes and socks and slipped my pants down and off, letting it go completely. I was down to just my boxers.
I watched Emmanuelle carefully take off her dress. "I'm not wearing much underneath," she said.
I shook my head. "No choice. You have to do it if you're going to survive," I said.
And she let it go. She then helped me take off Helena's shirt and jeans as well. Emmanuelle and I grabbed the life vests and the supplies as best we could to hold us and Helena afloat.
About an hour after we left the plane, the storm started to subside. I couldn't see the plane any more. I had no idea how far we had drifted from where we went down. The currents could have taken us anywhere. Not too far in the distance, though, I saw a darkness coming out of the water. And then, as the light grew brighter, I could tell it was an island of some sort.
"Kick your feet, Emmanuelle. We need to make it to that island."
"Ok," she whispered and started kicking with me.
I could tell she was growing more and more tired as time wore on. And eventually, she passed out, so I held her and Helena above the water and kicked as fast as I could. We had to make land.
It seemed to take forever to get there and I was extremely tired when we got close. I used all of my remaining energy to drag us all onto the shore along with the supplies. At that point, I collapsed and blacked out.
*****
I woke up when water hit my nose, causing me to sputter. I opened my eyes and looked around. We were on a sandy beach and the waves were slowly lapping at us as the tide came in. I could tell from the debris field on the sand that high tide was a little higher than where we lay. And when I looked out, I could see our supplies were starting to float out to sea as the tide grabbed them.
I got up and rushed into the water, gathering the supplies as best I could as I fought the waves crashing into me. When I grabbed them all, I dragged them up onto the sand and put them above the high-water mark.
Then I shook Emmanuelle to see if she was awake. I had dragged her higher on the beach than I was, so half of her body was still out of water, as was Helena's. She opened her eyes and sat up.
"Where are we?" she asked.
"No idea," I said. "But we're alive." I moved over to Helena and checked on her. The bleeding on her forehead had stopped, so I figured that she was going to be ok... just a little knock on the head.
The sun was low on the horizon and rising quickly so I assumed we'd slept for a pretty long time. And as it did, the temperature grew.
"We're going to have to get out of the sun," I said and looked around to survey the situation. The beach we were on went a ways in both directions. Only about 10 yards from the high-water mark, the woods started. Behind them, it appeared there was a pretty good sized mountain.
"I'll grab some wood and make a shelter. At least something to create some shade."
"Ok," Emmanuelle said. "Please be careful."
I nodded and then walked a little into the woods. I found as many long branches and leaf fronds as I could and carried them back to build a quick lean-to above the high water mark. It took a couple hours to get it all put together, but when I was done, it comfortably held all three of us in shade.
I helped Emmanuelle and Helena into it and let them lie down. I then opened some of the supply bags and boxes and found bottled water. I grabbed a couple and brought them to the women. Emmanuelle thanked me. None of us were hungry for food quite yet.
I got up and started gathering wood. We were going to need wood to build a cooking fire and wood for a signal fire if we were going to survive this. It took me most of the day to gather both and pile it in the sand. But I had no idea how I was going to light it.
Helena was awake and sitting up when I finally finished.
I have to admit that even though our situation was dire, likely even life and death, that seeing those two women sitting there wearing nearly nothing was kind of a turn on. Emmanuelle, though 10 years older than me or so, had a pretty large chest and a pretty nice looking body in all. Her breasts captured my attention the most, though, sitting high and firm. I knew they had to be enhanced, which surprised me.
Helena still was in bra and panties, but looked like she rivaled Emmanuelle in the chest category. My wife apparantely took more from her dad and had less of a chest.
So, wearing only boxers, I was pretty embarrassed to be sporting a little bit of an erection, one that I'm sure both women could easily see. Likely very red-faced, I walked back over to the wood piles ostensibly to figure out how to light a fire. But I was trying every trick in the book, thought every non-sexual or anti-sexual thought I could think of to get rid of my erection. It worked... but it wasn't going to last.
A glint of light shining off metal hit my eyes suddenly. When I looked to find the source, it was something in the surf, just at the water's edge. I walked towards it and of all the luck... it was my lucky lighter. My wife would have to believe me now! There was no way she could deny how lucky this was. Now I just had to hope it still worked.
"What's wrong?" Emmanuelle asked. "What is it?"
I walked back to the shelter to show them. "Of all things to run into, it's my lucky lighter," I said.
"And that's lucky why?" Helena asked sarcastically.
Instinctually, I flipped the lid and hit the roller causing it to light. "Fire!" I said, smiling broadly.
I stacked the wood for the two fires, the cooking fire closer to the shelter and the signal fire a little up the beach, and lit them. The wood seemed pretty dry and lit easily, so both fires were going well in no time. I stacked the excess wood nearby each and made sure there was plenty of very green stuff near the signal fire, too. If the time came, I wanted to make as much smoke as I could.
It was getting late in the afternoon when I finally finished everything and I was getting very hungry. I fished through the supplies again and found some easy food, sandwiches and chips, and carried them back to the girls. They took them from my hands thankful and ate them as if they were starving.
As we sat in the lean-to, I started to think about sleeping and got down on my hands and knees in the sand. I used my hands to dig a shallow pit in the sand, big enough for all of us to lay in as a little bed. I could already feel the night coolness creeping in and knew the night was going to be cool for sleeping, maybe even uncomfortable.
None of us talked as the darkness crept in and the moon rose. I had suggested that the girls sleep first and that I would keep watch, but they shot down that idea, knowing that I needed more sleep than they did.
Agreeing, I lay in the little hole to sleep and both of them joined me, Emmanuelle on one side, Helena on the other. It didn't take long for us to fall asleep.
I awoke a few hours later and felt them against me, spooning with me. Their bodies were soft and warm and I felt their nakedness, exciting me. I had put my arm around Helena, as I often did with my wife. Embarrassed, I wanted to pull it back, but she held on to it for comfort. My hand was on the cup of her bra, cupping her left tit.
I fell back asleep and dreamed dreams I shouldn't be having.
*****
I woke first the next morning and pulled myself away from the women. My cock was raging hard already because I was between them. I walked over to the woods and gathered more wood for the fires, stoking them back to life. And all the while I used my little mental tricks to get rid of my erection. This was not the time or place.
Emmanuelle and Helena came out of the lean-to after a half-hour or so. They seemed to be talking low and giggling when they first saw me, but Emmanuelle shushed Helena about whatever it was they were talking about. They sat near the fire with me. Emmanuelle looked into the supplies again and pulled out a couple more sandwiches and chips and brought them back for us to share.
"We probably have enough ready-made food for a week, two if we really cut back. The same for the bottled water. I figure all the vegetables, fruit, and frozen items will go bad long before then. So, what are we going to do?" Emmanuelle asked.
I had to avert my eyes as much as possible. Seeing them naked again was again starting to cause a reaction. Helena giggled a little and looked away from me. "I was thinking we go find more food and fresh water sources today," I said. "And we need to figure out how big the island is and see if there are other people here. I'll take the woods and look for food and water."
"I'll go walk down the beach and see what I can find," Emmanuelle said.
"Can you man the signal fire?" I asked Helena. "We're not going to have a lot of second chances if a search plane gets close."
"Yeah, I can do that," she said. She seemed to have a hard time looking at me. Not unexpectedly, I guess. I didn't know if she still hated me or what. But I had a feeling it was something else.
With plans settled, I hiked back into the woods. It grew more and more dense the further back I went and at about 100 yards from the beach it sloped sharply up, going towards the top of the mountain. All around me there were coconut trees filled with the hard fruit as well as some bushes filled with berries. At least there was some food to be found.
After several tries, I found a way to climb the palm trees enough to knock several coconuts to the ground, then gathered them up to bring them back to camp. I didn't have enough hands to carry them, so I had to make several trips to carry them all. The next step would be to figure out how to open them.
When I reached the forest edge, I noticed Helena was walking down by the water's edge. She'd taken her bra off and was just letting the sun tan her body. I was captivated by her youthful beauty. At 22, she was 3 years younger than my wife, and had just graduated college with a degree in art history.



Her body was more shapely than my wife's. She weighed several more pounds than Gabby and the extra weight was definitely put in the right spots, giving her body more curves and making her breasts fuller. I couldn't get a good view because of the distance I was from her, but they looked... in a word... incredible. They were very natural, as opposed to Emmanuelle's breasts, and jiggled and moved with her every step. Her nipples looked far larger than Emmanuelle's, too, forming lovely dark tips that capped and protruded from the rest of her breast, making them look more conical.
She idly walked 20 feet up and back, ankle deep in the water, looking around. I came out of the forest, finally, and dumped my first batch of coconuts by the lean-to. Startled by my sudden entrance, Helena turned away from me and put her bra back on. The she turned and walked towards me.
"Looks like you found some good stuff," she said, eyeing the coconuts.
"Yeah," I said excitedly. "We'll have to figure out how to open them, but there's a lot in the forest. I also found berries, but I couldn't carry them back on this trip."
"They're almost as big as mine," she giggled as she looked at how some of the coconuts sat in my arms at my chest. Embarrassed, I just looked away and dumped the load.
She helped me carry the rest of the coconuts from the forest to the lean-to and then we started looking around for some way of opening them. About a half hour later, Emmanuelle came up from walking the beach.
"The beach goes about a mile each way and both end in cliffs that jut into the water," she said. "I couldn't get around them, so I have no idea how big the island is or what's on the other side. There were some waterfalls with fresh-water pools at the base of the cliffs, too. Looks like we have water to drink at least."
That, along with knowing that the forest had at least some food for us, was pretty good information. We broke out more of the supplies, eating some of the fruits and vegetables that we could break into so that we could get to them before they went bad.
We sat in the sand around our little fire eating and talking about the island. Our next priority seemed to be to somehow climb the mountain and see what we could see from the top.
As the sun dropped to the horizon I was having a very hard time. Both of the women had leaned back on their hands after dinner, letting the setting sun warm them, but exposing their luscious bodies to my view. And my erection was growing rapidly again. I was going to have to do something about it. I knew it was going to be impossible to wish it away this time.
"Excuse me for a moment. I... uh... I need to check the forest for something really quick," I said. The women looked at me like I was crazy, but didn't try to stop me. I knew their eyes drifted south and saw my hardness. There was no way my boxers could keep it in check. Helena quickly looked away, giggling, and Emmanuelle quietly chastised her.
"Helena!"
"I'm sorry," Helena giggled.
I quickly walked to the forest alone and walked back only about 30 feet to a small clearing that I'd been to earlier. I looked back to make sure they couldn't see me and then dropped my boxers. My cock was stiff as a board and was almost throbbing hard. I wrapped my hand around it and started sliding it up and down with images of their bodies dominated my fantasy. Damn it felt good! I knew it wasn't going to take me long either.
I licked my dry lips and stroked as I imagined Emmanuelle in front of me, holding her perfect tits for me, begging for me to cover them with cum. I imagined Helena lying back, playing with her pussy as she begged me to come and fuck her. God, the images were just too good and in just a minute or two I started cumming. I heard a sound off to the side just as ropes of cum erupted from my cock, spraying the leaves and forest floor, and I grunted as quietly as I could with each one.
When I finished, I quickly looked around me, expected to be very embarrassed yet again. I expected to see one of the women there, if not both, ready to chastise me about this not being right. I mean... here we were in a life or death situation and I was jerking off. But, thank God, no one was there.
Calming my breathing, I made my way out of the forest, realizing just how dark it got in there at night, and made my way back to the beach. The women were talking around the fire when I arrived and quickly got quiet as I approached.
"Everything ok?" Emmanuelle asked, looking up at me a little smugly. Helena looked away, giggling.
"Yeah... everything's fine," I said. "I'm... uh... I think I'm going to turn in." I walked over to the lean-to and lay in the little depression. I watched the two talking around the fire as I fell asleep. I felt them moving into place a couple hours later, Helena in front of me, Emmanuelle behind me, pushing their bodies against me, like the previous night, to keep warm. Helena grabbed my arm and put it around her, holding it against her, my palm resting just below her boobs. I was partially asleep, but I could feel her body press back in to me, her ass pressing against my dick.
Emmanuelle's arm moved over my body, hugging me as she pressed into me from behind. Her hard nipples jabbed into my back as her hand stroked my stomach, inches from my growing erection, exciting me.
And then I passed out again, dreaming naughty dreams yet again.
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I woke the next morning as I felt Emmanuelle pull away from me, letting the cooler air hit my back. She quietly moved out of the lean-to and headed towards the forest. I watched her without moving but then got a little concerned about where she was going. It was dangerous to go out alone, especially into the woods. I hadn't run into any animals, but who knows what was in there. Wild boars or poisonous spiders could be extremely dangerous and both were possible.
I slowly extracted myself from Helena. My hand had again found its way to her cup her breast and she held me to it, obviously wanting my hand there. She luckily loosened her grip as I pulled away. Then I got up and followed Emmanuelle.
She made her way into the forest, looking around carefully, moving deeper and deeper until she found the small clearing that I had been in just last night. I had the feeling that it was her that saw me masturbating and that was how she knew where to find the clearing now.
She moved over to where I had stood masturbating and seemed to be looking around. She touched some of the leaves and tree trunks and pulled her hand back, smelling her fingertips. Her eyes closed showing that she clearly liked what she found.
I knelt down to make sure I wasn't seen as I watched her lean back against a tree and slide her hand into the front of her panties. She kept smelling her finger as her hand moved between her legs, obviously playing with her pussy. "Oh, fuck!" I heard her moan, just above the sounds of nature. "Yes, right there." I could feel my erection growing by leaps and bounds as I watched.
Her hand moved to her breast, squeezing it, pinching and pulling her nipples. She was softly moaning as the forest's morning sounds echoed around us.
"Oh, that's so fucking good," she whispered.
I then saw movement on the ground to the left, just entering the clearing. With the higher grass here, it was hard to tell what it was, but it seemed big. And it was moving towards Emmanuelle.
Emmanuelle suddenly stopped and looked down in abject fear. She tried to back away from it, but was held by the trees behind her. Slowly the head of a very large snake rose up from the grass. I'd never seen anything that size before. It's body had to be 4 inches in diameter. It's tongue was flicking out, tasting the air.
I have no idea what I was doing or thinking, but I rushed out of the woods towards them, yelling, somehow with a tree branch in my hand, and I struck at the snake. It quickly turned towards me and struck out at me, but missed. Not thinking, I'd rushed in too close and the snake coiled around my leg, holding me in place. I swung at the head repeatedly, but it was keeping just out of range as it's body continued to coil around me.
It opened it's mouth, showing it's long 3-inch fangs, but I swung the tree branch, keeping it back.
It's coils trapped my other leg, tripping me. I could feel the hard squeeze of its body, threatening to break bones. In pain, I struck at the body, a pointed piece of the tree branch piercing its skin. The snake moved its head closer, wanting to end this, but that only gave me an opening.
I hit it's body again and again and then suddenly swung, hitting its head. It was dazed as I hit it repeatedly. I had no idea what I was doing, I only knew I had to keep hitting it. The coils had moved all the way up to my stomach at this point and I knew that if they got any higher that I'd be a dead man. I knew it would crush my ribs and keep me from being able to breathe.
Time and again I hit it until I felt its coils finally loosen their hold on me. I moved closer to the head, hitting it again and again, too, until I was finally free of the coils. When I realized it wasn't moving any more, I was breathing hard, and looked down at the smashed head of the deadly creature. I'd killed it.
I stepped back and dropped the club and then felt Emmanuelle's body against mine as she hugged me tightly.
"Oh my God!" she said over and over as she kissed all over my face, holding her body against me in a tight hug. "I can't believe you did that! You saved me again."
After what seemed like forever, both of our hearts stopped racing and our breathing became normal, I was holding her in my arms, passionately kissing her.
"You know Helena and I would be dead by now if you weren't here," she whispered. "You've saved us so many times now."
"I'm gonna get us all out of this," I whispered back. "I promise you."
"I know you are." She stopped for a moment as if thinking about something, then looked at me a little embarrassed. "How... how did you know I was here?" she asked. "Did you follow me?"
"I... uh... I did," I said, a little embarrassed that I was caught. "I was worried about you going off by yourself." I thought she was going to be angry at me.
"How long were you watching me?" Surprisingly, she looked almost amused.
"Well... I... uh... it was just a minute or two..."
"Did you see me... you know... masturbating?" She smiled as if she knew I had.
"Well... yeah... I, uh..."
"That's ok," she said. "That's ok. I guess I don't mind. I mean... you watching me saved my life. Did you... you know... like what you saw?" I felt her abdomen press forward into my erection, making her smile. "I know this part of you did at least."
"It's a little hard to hide it, I guess," I admitted.
"We've noticed," she giggled. "I guess you like seeing us practically naked."
"You both have amazing bodies," I said. "Your tits are... especially nice."
She leaned back to show them. "You like? I got them in my younger years, when I was Gabby's age. My husband liked them a lot, too."
"I guess I just never expected you to have implants."
"Oh... kind of surprising for a 50-year-old, huh?" she giggled. "Well I wasn't always 50 you know. And I was never a prude. I used to be a stripper, which is how I met my husband. And big tits always mean big tips."
"Yeah... I can understand that," I smiled.
"I bet you can. You've been having these... problems... a lot lately," she smiled.
"Sorry... I really can't help it."
"It's natural, I know." She took a moment to see how close she was to me and slowly moved her hips so that she was grinding into me a little. "You know, it's been so long since I've felt something... a long time since I've even been kissed. After my husband died, I decided not to even date until the girls were grown and out of the house. That was 10 years ago."
"It had to be difficult."
She was breathing heavier now, pushing her hips into me, grinding into my erection. "It was."
I bent forward and kissed her again, sliding my tongue between her lips to play with her own all the while my hard cock slid against her belly and panties. She brought a leg up and hooked it behind me, opening her legs to better feel my erection.
"God, you're turning me on," she panted between kisses.
"You're turning me on!" I panted back, reaching down and grabbing her ass, squeezing it, pulling her against me, thrusting my cock forward.
"This is crazy," she said. "I mean, you're my son-in-law."
"Do you want to stop?" I asked, confused for a moment.
"No. But... what do you want?"
I smiled. "Good." I looked at her, thinking about what I wanted from her. "I want you to kiss me here," I said, touching the side of my neck.
She smiled at me and then leaned forward to kiss and bite my neck. It felt so good to feel her kisses on my skin.
When she pulled back a second I said "Kiss me here," and touched my chest.
The leaned forward and kissed and licked my chest, moving over my sensitive nipples as well.
Then she pulled back and looked up at me excitedly. "Where else? Where else should I kiss you?"
I licked my lips. "Here," I said and touched my stomach.
She smiled, slowly slid down my body and bent over, kissing and licking my abdomen. Her tongue circled and dipped into my bellybutton. My cock was peeking out of my boxers now, hard and swollen.
"Yeah... oh my God," I whispered.
"Where else?" she asked, smiling up at me as if she knew this was going to get dirty soon.
I knew what she wanted me to say, but I couldn't bring myself to say it just yet. "Everywhere," I simply said. She kissed my abdomen as she knelt on the ground in front of me. "I can't believe we're doing this."
"Shhh," she said as she grabbed the waist band of my boxers and pulled them down to expose me completely. "I just want to thank you for saving our lives." Her eyes brightened when she looked at my cock, fully erect and begging for attention. "Ohh... look at you," she whispered excitedly. She grabbed my shaft in her hands, slowly stroking and squeezing it.
"I like it when you touch me," I whispered.
"Ohh... it's even bigger than I thought it would be," she moaned softly. She licked the head for a moment, tasting me.
"Yeah... that's it," I groaned. It felt like I hadn't had sex in years. Her tongue was giving me such glorious pleasure.
She sucked on just the head for a moment. "Like that?"
"God... Yes please," I groaned. I had no idea how long I was going to be able to keep standing. The pleasure she gave me was making me weak.
"It's been so long since I've had a cock," she whispered as she sucked me in deep and stroked me with her hand. "Do you know how lonely my mouth was?"
"God... so perfect... your mouth feels so good on my cock," I whispered.
"Mmm, you taste good," she said, then slid her mouth all the way down to my pubes, burying my cock all the way into her throat, gagging herself. I'd never felt anything like it. No one had ever taken me that deeply before.
"Fuck yeah," I growled at the wonderful sensation. "Oh shit, that's so good."
She pulled her mouth off me for a moment, and just stroked my shaft with both hands. "Such a good boy... taking care of us like you are. I'm so grateful. And now... you know I'll show my appreciation whenever you want. A beautiful cock like this should be taken care of daily." She slid her hands up and down my shaft, squeezing and twisting with every stroke, then sucking just on the head. "God your cock feels so good in my hands. You're so hard for mommy. I can't wait to feel you inside of me."
"I want to taste you first," I said, reaching down and grabbing her arms to lift her to her feet. I walked her over to the trees and leaned her against one, then took her tits in my hands. "God your tits are amazing," I said, lightly pinching her rock-hard nipples.
"Mmmm... and what you're doing to them feels wonderful. I love when you grab them and squeeze them like that."
I licked and sucked one nipple for a moment then moved to the other, making her moan softly.
"Yeah... suck on mommy's big tits," she groaned, encouraging me. "Oh... yeah... that's good. That's it baby... It's been so long. God, you're making my pussy so wet."
I kissed, licked and nibbled on the underside of her breasts as I dropped to my knees in front of her, then kissed lower, over her stomach. I could already smell her excitement and feel the heat from her pussy. I hooked my fingers in the waistband of her panties and pulled them down, exposing her to me. Her pussy was bare, probably from a recent waxing, with just a little tuft of hair above her clit. Her lips were so swollen and wet, ready to be sucked.
I kissed that patch and then let my lips slide over her swollen clit, making her shiver.
"It's been a long time since anyone's even touched me there," she whispered excitedly. "Ohh... that kinda tickles!" She giggled as my hands moved up her legs, to her inner thighs, spreading her legs wider.
"Oh my God you look so sexy," I whispered as I slid my tongue against her labia. I licked around her pussy with teasing circles and then slid once right up the middle, flicking the tip of my tongue over her clit at the top.
"Fuck!" she moaned. "I love what you're doing to me... yes please... please... oh it feels so good... don't stop."
I licked over her pussy lips and clit for a moment, then moved my hands up, pulling her lips open to expose more of her inner pink flesh to my tongue. Her body was shaking as I sat back and swiped my thumb across her clit, back and forth.
"Oh.... you're teasing me now," she moaned, desperate to cum.
"I just want to know what you like." I pushed first one finger inside her, keeping my thumb strumming her clit, then added another finger, sliding them in and out of her wetness. She felt so incredibly hot and wet.
"I like that... oh my God!" she hissed.
I removed my thumb from her clit and as I continued fingering her, I bent forward and flicked my tongue over her clit.
"Yes... yes," she hissed as her breathing got faster and faster. "Oh... don't stop... don't stop... please... don't stop. Fuck! I'm cumming!" Her entire body was shaking as she came. I continued licking and fingering as much as possible, but her gyrations made it difficult.
I sat back a moment, putting my hands on her hips and looking up at her. Her eyes were closed, mouth open as she panted. Her skin was glistening and her body still trembled from her orgasm. "You are so beautiful when you cum," I whispered, standing and kissing her again.
She threw her arms around my neck and kissed me back, hard and passionate. We kissed like that for a long time, her body pressing against me, her hips grinding against my cock. With just a little movement of her leg, she was able to worm it between her legs so that it scraped across her pussy.
"I need you inside of me so bad," she whispered, hastily breaking her grasp and backing into the tree. "Please fuck me. I want to feel every inch of you inside of me."
I grabbed her shoulders and turned her around. She grabbed the tree as I pulled at her hips to bend her over slightly. She then put one foot up on a nearby tree, spreading her legs for me.
I held my cock in hand and slipped the head over her pussy, pushing it against her clit, and teased her.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" she hissed, her body shaking with need.
Then I set the head of my cock at the entrance of her pussy and slowly pushed, gaining entrance for the first time. I could feel her push back into me, trying to get it in deeper and faster, but she couldn't take it all at once and stopped.
"Oh fuck... wait a minute... wait a minute... it's so big," she whispered, closing her eyes as the pleasure overwhelmed her. "Can you feel how wet you made mommy?" she asked. "Does it feel good to fuck mommy's pussy?"
"Fuck, your pussy feels so good," I groaned. Her pussy was tighter than I expected, after having two kids. But it gripped my cock and held me inside her wonderfully as I started stroking in and out. My brain was so locked on the pleasure that I was feeling, it was hard to form words. "Uh huh... yeah... oh fuck," I panted.
"It's so big," she whimpered. "I don't know... I don't know... Oooh... gawd... so fucking deep."
I was stroking slowly, in and out, making her feel every inch of my big shaft. Bent over, her ass looked too good to forget about as well. I smacked first one cheek and then the other, making her moan.
"Oh my God... I've never," she said, sounding very surprised. "That feels so good... yeah, smack mommy's ass."
"Fucking big, tight ass," I groaned, continuing to spank her as I fucked her.
"Yes! Oh my God, that feels so good, sliding in and out of my pussy like that," she said.
"Oh... fuck," I moaned, enjoying the pleasure she was giving me. It felt so good that I started moving faster... and harder... driving into her deeper with each stroke. I had to grab her hips to keep her from falling over.
"Uh huh... uh huh," she whimpered, trying to form words while the pleasure overwhelmed her. "Fuck... yeah... like that. Oh my God! Pound my pussy! Yeah... like... that... fuck... yes... I'm gonna cum all over your big fucking cock."
I felt her hand between her legs bump against my balls as she toyed with her clit. She was definitely going to have an orgasm and it was definitely me that was going to give it to her. "Don't stop... don't stop. Keep fucking mommy. Just like that. Yes, yes, yes... I'm cumming again!" she nearly screamed. Her body tightened and quivered as I felt her gush out all over my cock and balls. We sat still for a moment, panting, trying to catch our breaths. My cock was still buried inside her, getting squeezed by the convulsions inside her pussy. She looked back over her shoulder at me. "Yeah... you make mommy cum so fucking good. Your cock is so good."
I felt her adjust her position a little more and then felt her push back into me and then away, fucking me back. "Mommy wants to make you cum now. Are you gonna be a good boy and cum for mommy? Hmm? I'll let you put it all inside of mommy's pussy. Would you like that? You can cum inside of me... drain those balls in there. Give me all of your cum. Yeah... Keep stroking that cock in there."
"Oh fuck... I'm close," I moaned.
That seemed to inspire her and give her newfound energy. "You're gonna give me all that cum, aren't you?" It was less of a question and more of a command. I felt her hand between her legs, lightly grabbing and caressing my balls. "Oh God... those balls are so full. I want you to fill my pussy up."
I wanted the same thing. I wanted to cum so hard. I wanted it. I needed it. And her pussy felt so incredible. Yeah, she was going to get everything I had. I pounded into her again and again, renewed, invigorated, wanting to cum. Wanting to cum in my mother-in-law's pussy.
"Yes! Yes, yes, yes," she cried as I pounded into her, my hips hitting her ass again and again. "Just like that... cum for me... cum for me!"
And as if on command, I felt my balls let loose and felt the spray pour inside her again and again, pumping everything I had deep into her body. "Oh... fuck," I moaned again and again as I felt my body tense and then let loose with another gusher.
When I finally slipped free, I could see that some of my cum had pushed out and was dripping down her legs.
"So much fucking cum in there," Emmanuelle said, playing with the cum dripping down her legs, scooping it up. "Mommy likes that!"
She stood and kissed me, a deep, passionate kiss. Her arms wrapped around me so lovingly that it felt like we were one being.
"God that was incredible," she whispered. "But we gotta get back quick, before Helena wakes up."
We gathered what little clothing we had and redressed. I grabbed the snake carcass thinking that maybe we could eat it and we walked back to the lean-to.
Helena was near the fire, using a jagged rock, striking a coconut to create a hole or crack it open. With one broken open, lying at her feet, it looked like it was working.
"I was wondering where you went," she said. "I was getting worried."
"Sorry, honey. We had a little... issue," Emmanuelle said, pointing to the large snake carcass.
"Oh my God," Helena whispered, bringing her hands to her mouth in astonishment. "How in the hell did you kill that thing?"
"It wasn't easy. I never expected to encounter something like this. But it looks like we'll have some fresh meat tonight," I said and tossed it over by the fire.
"When I went looking for a sharp rock to open the coconuts, I found some shallow pools in the reefs where there are some good-sized fish we can eat if we can catch them," Helena said. "I think they get trapped there at low tide."
"Nice job, Helena!" I cheered, giving her a high-five. For the first time, I was gaining confidence that even if the search party took a while to find us, we were going to be ok. And even better, we were working well together.
The rest of the day I spent with two activities. In the first, I helped Helena gather a few good branches and vines from which we could make fishing spears. We had little idea of what we were doing, so it was going to take a while. And indeed it did. We had a lot of trial and error. We'd make a spear and test it and find that it didn't work, either not allowing the spear to go straight, not floating so we lost it, or, if we caught a fish, it wiggled off the end. Then we'd go back to the drawing board and try, try again. In the end, we made two identical spears that seemed to work pretty well, and ended up with 3 fish.



All the while, it was tantalizing watching Helena fish. She removed her bra to keep it dry and with every move, every thrust, every throw, her breasts jiggled. I felt my erection grow and grow as I continued to watch her. She, in turn, kept glancing at me, looking at my erection and blushing as she turned away. Incredibly, we were teasing each other all afternoon long just by fishing.
The second activity was to use the leftover plastic wrap that we had to strengthen the lean-to and give us more protection against rain. I wrapped it around the branches that made up the roof and side walls as much as possible. We wouldn't survive any kind of major storm, but a normal thunderstorm would work fine. We'd stay safe and dry.
While I was working on the lean-to, I noticed that Emmanuelle and Helena had walked off and were walking ankle-deep in the surf, talking. I didn't have a clue what they were talking about, though, and didn't think much of it.
As the day wore on and the sun started to fall below the horizon, our bellies full of snake meat, fish, and fruit, we sat around the fire in silence. After another hour or so, Helena and Emmanuelle decided to turn in, which gave me a little time to process what had happened today.
It was hard to believe. I had sex with my mother-in-law. I had sex with a woman that only a few days ago didn't even want me in her life. And not just... sex... but... SEX. It was incredible! And she was 100% into it. I could feel my erection growing again as I remembered what had happened. About 30 minutes after the girls left, I walked back to the lean-to as well. As I crawled into the hole, they both separated, encouraging me to sleep between them again.
As I lay down, Emmanuelle pushed her body into my back and hugged me with an arm draped over me. I in turn draped an arm over Helena, which she grabbed and held tightly to her body. As Helena was settling in against me, she moved her ass, which rubbed against my erection, teasing it very stiff. Emmanuelle, for her part, had her fingers on my stomach, teasing lower and lower until her fingertips touched the head of my cock.
My breath caught as the two teased me. Helena moved my hand and held it tighter to her body, pressing it just below her breasts as usual. Emmanuelle moved her hand so that her fingers wrapped around my shaft and slowly stroked me. I was having a hard time keeping my breathing quiet. I moved my thumb a little against the bottom of Helena's breast, teasingly. Then, bolder and bolder, I moved it until it stroked across her nipple. She was still wearing her bra, but even with it on, I could feel the very hard nub beneath. Combined with my first finger, I stroked and lightly pinched it.
I felt her moving slightly in front of me and heard her breathing become a little louder as I toyed with her breast. Her right arm, which was above mine, moved rhythmically, so I could tell just by the feel that she had reached down between her legs and was masturbating.
"Mmm," she moaned softly, which made my breath hitch, and Emmanuelle giggled softly behind me. I had a feeling she knew what was going on.
It didn't take long for, first, Helena to have an orgasm and I felt her body stiffen and shake against me as she made sexy little high-pitched mewling sounds. Then, with Emmanuelle's hand moving even faster up and down my shaft, my own orgasm erupted. I had no idea where all my cum went, but it felt so good to have it.
"Fuck!" I hissed softly.
After that, Emmanuelle moved her hand up to my chest, hugging me tightly, and kissing the back of my shoulder. I moved my hand off Helena's breast to hug her and we all fell asleep.
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I woke the next morning, first feeling Helena move, and then feeling her lips on mine as she kissed me. She moved away before I even opened my eyes. My stirring then woke Emmanuelle.
"Good morning," she said, kissing my shoulder. "Did you sleep well?"
"Yeah... really good," I said, sitting up. "You?" I watched Helena move to the fire, stoking and adding wood to it until it was lit once again. Her moving and bending showed a lot of her body. And then with her kiss... my body was starting to rev up again.
"I slept wonderfully," she smiled. "Sleeping next to the warm body of a wonderful man is certainly something I've missed all these years." Emmanuelle reached in between my legs and cupped my growing erection. "You're certainly ready to go a lot," she giggled.
"Yeah, well, like I said... with two sexy, half-naked women around, my body doesn't know what to do with itself."
"I'm not complaining," she giggled. She noticed where I was looking. "I think Helena might like a little attention, though, too."
"And dig myself a deeper grave?" I said. "You're my wife's family for heaven's sake."
"Think about it from her perspective, though," she whispered. "Twenty-two years old, lost at sea for who knows how long, with raging hormones and only one person in the world who can satisfy them. She already had a major crush on you, even before all this."
I shook my head, wanting to avoid the whole subject. I took a deep breath. I didn't want to have a conversation about fucking my wife's family. "I want to see if there's a way up the mountain today and try to get higher up. I better get going." I stood, dusting the sand off my body.
Emmanuelle reached out and took my cock in her hands. "You can avoid it, but it's not going away." She smiled up at me, deviously. "Before we get going, I want to suck your cock," she said. "Put it in my mouth... make it explode..." She crawled over to be in front of me again, one hand on my cock, holding it as she sucked lightly on the tip, her other hand squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples.
"I um... we shouldn't do this..." I protested weakly.
"Mmmm.... it's so nice and hard. You can't climb around with it like this." She slid it into her mouth to coat it with her saliva and then stroked it. "It'll get in the way. And I certainly don't want you to fall." She giggled as if this was simply a service she was performing. "Mmmm... and it would be horrible to waste such a nice cock."
She licked and stroked it, driving me crazy. "What if... if Helena sees us?" I said, nervous.
"She can join us or get her taste another time," Emmanuelle giggled before sucking the shaft deep into her mouth again. "Mmmm... yeah... look at that. I'm going to bury that monster in the back of my throat."
I groaned knowing how good that would feel.
"You like that, don't you?" She slid her mouth down my length, trying to get her nose to touch my stomach. Her eyes were watering as she looked up at me and she gagged a little as it hit her throat, still a little short of her goal. She pulled back and then tried it again. "Mmmm," she said, shaking her head in disappointment, breathing again as she stroked me. "I'll get there," she giggled.
She put my shaft against her face and slid it all over, feeling the hardness against her skin, her cheeks, nose, eyes, and forhead, finishing with the tip back at her lips.
"God, you drive me crazy," I moaned.
She smiled up at me. "Good, because that is a fucking beautiful cock. Fuck it's so hard." She slid it back into her mouth. "I want you to cum all over my tits and face. I want you to make a mess all over me."
"Fuck! Really?" I asked, surprised.
"Oh baby," she smiled, looking up at me. "I want nothing more. Look at that beautiful cock. Make me happy. Shoot your load all over me."
She'd brought me to the point that I needed to cum hard, now. I grabbed my shaft with one hand and stroked it as I pulled her hands off with the other. Then I held it in place as she sucked just the tip into her mouth, sliding her tongue underneath as I slowly pushed deeper. When it was just deep enough, I grabbed her head with both hands, holding it firmly, and started fucking her mouth.
Her moans and slurps excited me even more as I drove deep to the back of her throat. Her hands started to move up to protest and help free her, but then stayed away to let me do what I wanted. She put her all into sucking on me, sliding her tongue all over my length, and making a mess with her spittle so that it dripped off her chin.
The "gluck, gluck, gluck" sucking sounds rose to my ears with each thrust into her mouth, telling me I was definitely hitting bottom. Satisfied for now, I finally freed her and withdrew to give her a chance to breathe.
"Fuck yeah," she sputtered, taking a breath and letting the drool drip from her mouth onto her chest. "Just like that... God I miss that!"
"You like that?" I asked, smiling down at her. God she was more sexually depraved that I ever expected. She'd definitely been away from men for far too long.
"Oh yeah," she said. "I love it!"
I pulled free from her mouth and slid the head under her chin and then onto her chest. She sat up straighter, letting my cock slide right between her bulbous breasts. She grabbed them, and squeezed them against my shaft, forming a nice cavern.
"Yes... oh fuck... yeah, there you go," she said as I started fucking her tits. "Right there. Let me squeeze my fucking tits around it. Cum right there... all over me... yeah, baby. You want to cum for me? Yeah? Fucking cum on my tits... God, your cock is so hard."
"Mmm... God that feels good," I moaned.
"Yeah it does," she said. "I love it! That's it, fucking cum on me... on my face and tits... oh yeah, right there. Give me that fucking cum."
"Oh... oh God... I'm cumming," I moaned, feeling my balls tighten and a fire in my gut. "Yeah!" I said as the first spray splashed onto her neck under her chin. With every thrust, more and more sprayed forth, covering her chest.
"Mmm... yeah... look at all that creamy goodness," she said, smiling. "It's so warm." I pulled my cock free when she released her tits, breathing heavily, and took a step back. "Thank you baby," she said, playing with my cum with her fingertips by swirling over her skin. "Let me go get cleaned up, then I'll go with you. Helena can gather some fresh water using the empty bottles."
"Ok," I said, trying to catch my breath.
Emmanuelle stood, kissed me, and then moved out of the lean-to and down to the water. I watched her splash water onto herself, cleaning her chest, and then came back.
We met Helena by the fire and went over our morning plans, then Emmanuelle and I grabbed a spear and a branch to use as a club and headed into the forest. I led the way through the branches and finally stopped in the clearing at the foot of a rock face. I looked up trying to figure out how to get up there. I certainly couldn't climb it here. It was too steep and there were very few hand-holds.
We moved a little to the right, carefully moving through the trees and bushes, trying to find a spot where we could climb up. After maybe 30 minutes of searching, we finally found a spot to at least try.
"You think you can do it?" Emmanuelle asked me.
"Yeah... I think so. I wish I had shoes on, though." I grabbed a handful of rock and put my foot on an outcropping, taking my first step upwards. Slowly I made my way higher and higher. I wasn't trying to take an extremely difficult path, but it was difficult for me at least. There were a few places that had a flat portion where I could rest for a minute.
As I climbed, Emmanuelle was below, calling up to make sure everything was still ok. At each rest point, I looked to see what I could. As I rose, I could see more and more of the ocean and island around us. I also looked up to see if the path was still accessible or if another way would be better... and how much further I had to go.
After about an hour of meticulous, slow climbing, I spent some time looking out at the ocean. All I could see was water... there weren't even other islands in sight. It was disappointing.
I climbed for another 30 minutes and decided that was enough for the day. I looked out and surveyed a little bit more again. This time, I noticed something big and white stuck out on some rocks. I brought my hands to my face to block some of the sun and saw it more clearly: the plane! The tides must have washed it ashore and it got hung up on some of the rocks.
My heart was a little lifted when I thought about what might still be on the plane that could be of use.
The path back down was a little faster, but I had to be extra careful not to go too fast or take chances. The last thing I needed was to fall at this point. As I got closer to the ground, I reestablished contact with Emmanuelle, who was a little worried about me.
I finally reached the ground again after a total of about 2 and a half hours. Needless to say, I was pretty worn out. We slowly made our way back through the woods and to the beach. Helena was there, tending the fire and cooking something for lunch. She had put the water bottles in the sand to help keep them cool and was otherwise just waiting for us to return.
"How'd it go?" Helena asked.
"Did I mention I hate rock climbing?" I laughed. "It was ok, it's just hard being barefoot. I wasn't able to see much, but I did manage to see the plane. It got washed up and caught up on some rocks."
"The plane? What good is that at this point?" she asked.
"Well... maybe there's a flare gun to help signal when a search plane comes by," I said. "Maybe a medical kit. Or," I smiled, perking up, "maybe the radio still works."
Emanuelle looked excited. "Can we get to it?" she asked.
"I don't know," I said, running a hand over the back of my neck. My muscles were a little tired after being put to work more than they were used to. "We'll have to go up the beach to see."
"Can't we just build a raft and get out of here?" Helena asked.
"And go where?" I asked. "We don't even know where we are much less where to go. No, we're better off waiting here. At least we have everything we need... food, water, and shelter."
"That's not everything we need..." Helena pouted and stomped away from the fire to go to the water.
"What was that all about?" I asked Emmanuelle, caught off guard by Helena's behavior.
"The hormones of youth," she said.
"Seriously!" I said, a bit puzzled.
"It's no different than your perpetual hard on. If and when you and Gabby have girls, you'll see what I mean."
"Well, I just don't know what else we can do right now," I said.
"Yeah you do," Emmanuelle said. "You're just resisting it."
I shook my head, not ready for all this. I'd already fucked my mother-in-law. Now I'm supposed to fuck my sister-in-law too? Could I? Should I?
"You want me to have sex with her?" I asked, surprised by her attitude.
"Look... there's no one else that can," she said. "She needs to know you love her and she needs to show you how much she appreciates everything you've done for her. I mean, you've saved our lives several times over. And the only way she thinks she can do that is to have sex with you. I don't mean to make it sound bad like that. I mean... she wants to have sex with you. I think she's in love with you. And in her eyes, you rejecting sex is the same as rejecting her. It's the same as telling her you don't love her."
I shook my head and looked down at the sand, trying to wrap my head around this. "I gotta try to get out to the plane before it gets too late," I said.
"Again, you can't avoid this forever," she said.
I stood and walked to the water's edge with the women behind me, walking and talking. We walked down the beach, about a mile, before the rock face jutted into the water. The water was moving toward low-tide as I walked deeper into it, the waves battering me, threatening to toss me into the rocks, likely hurting me badly.
As I moved out further, I could see the plane on the other side, gleaming white in the sun.
"I think I can get there, if the waves and rocks don't kill me," I yelled back at them.
"Be careful Vince!" Emmanuelle yelled back.
I climbed over the rocks, trying hard to be braced every time a wave came in. I slipped a few times, banging up my shins and arms, but nothing too bad. When I finally reached the plane, I could tell that the waves had battered it hard. It was hung up on the rocks pretty good, so much that it would take high-tide to dislodge it.
The plane was lying on its side, one wing completely broken off, the other thrusting into the sky at about a 45-degree angle. I worked my way to the pilot's door and found that it had been completely broken off. I climbed up into the plane, being careful with every step. The plane wasn't fully stable on the rocks, so I knew that one of the waves at high tide was likely to dislodge it again, maybe never to be found. Sea water had started to accumulate in the plane, forming a pool at the bottom.
I looked at the panel, first, and found that it was pretty damaged by the rocks and water. I flipped a few switches, hoping something would at least light up, but it was completely dead. The radio, my main hope, wasn't functional.
Then I started looking around the cabin and found a panel near the plane's ceiling that was marked with a big red cross, identifying it for emergencies. Opening it, I found a medical kit and an orange plastic container with the words "For Emergency Use Only" written on it. I flipped open the lid to look inside and, sure enough, there was a flare gun inside with 4 flares. "This will come in handy!" I said to myself.
I couldn't think of anything else to look for in the plane, so I climbed back out again, and slowly climbed over the rocks back towards the beach. Once again, I tried to brace myself whenever a wave came in to keep from being knocked down. And I fell a couple more times going back. The falls bruised me up a little more going back, since I didn't have the use of my hands to brace myself very much. I had to make sure nothing broke and nothing fell into the water and got washed away.
I finally made it back to the beach and the women were still there waiting for me. They were sitting on the sand, just worried and waiting until they saw me, then ran into the surf to greet me. I told them what I found and with renewed energy we went back to the lean-to to start working on dinner.
Our spirits were high as the girls cleaned and bandaged my scrapes and cuts, both with the renewed prospect of being rescued and with the knowledge that we could survive until then.
We ate some fish that Helena caught, coconut, berries, and some potato chips still left in the supplies. As the sun slowly set on the horizon, I was getting very tired, so I bid the girls goodnight and went to the lean-to. I fell asleep quickly, but felt them move into place against me at some point.
It was dark when I awoke to the feeling of Helena grinding her ass into me. My cock was hard, and slid against her skin. My arm was draped around her, as usual, but this time, she held my hand against her breast, her nipple jabbing into my palm. Her hand covered mine and she was using my hand to squeeze it.
I felt Emmanuelle pushing against me from behind, her hand wrapped around me again, holding my cock and helping to slide it against Helena's ass.
"Yeah, baby, I can tell he wants you," Emmanuelle whispered over me.
"It feels... so good," Helena moaned.
"What are you doing?" I asked softly, grabbing Emmanuelle's hand to stop her.
"I want you to be inside her," Emmanuelle whispered. "God, you're so hard. It can't be comfortable. Go ahead... take care of it. You can't go to sleep like this and I know you want it."
"I don't know... Are you sure?" I protested, weakly.
"If you're not going to do it... then I'll make sure you do," Emmanuelle said, squeezing my cock. I let go of her wrist and she started stroking me, making me even harder.
"God, this is so weird," I said.
"We're in a weird situation... just do it. It's just us... here... stranded. We gotta do it. And I know you want to fuck her. We both want you to fuck us both." Emmanuelle released my cock, reached over me, and touched her daughter. Helena backed up into me even more so that my cock rested against her ass. She reached behind herself and gripped my cock, sliding it up and down, pressing it against her ass.
"I can feel you getting hard against me," she whispered.
"Do you like playing with her big tits?" Emmanuelle asked.
"God, yes! They're so sensitive." I squeezed them on my own, tweaking her nipples with my fingertips making Helena moaned.
Helena turned towards me, facing me, and started kissing my chest, then abdomen, moving down my body. Suddenly I felt her lips sliding up and down the length of my cock.
"Oh my God," I whispered, letting out a breath I didn't even know I was holding.
"Just do it... just for now... until things get back to normal," Emmanuelle whispered, pulling me so that I lay on my back.
Helena sucked me into her mouth and it felt incredible. Her technique was different, inexperienced, but so needy. I was surprised I could see so much in the night, but the full moon was near, casting a bright light about us.
"God your cock is so beautiful," she whispered, licking around the head.
Emmanuelle's hand slid over my chest and abs as she watched her daughter as well. She moved up and kissed me, deeply and passionately.
"Mmm," Helena moaned with the head of my cock in her mouth. "It tastes really good."
Emmanuelle moved down my body, too, leaning over my stomach and grabbed hold of my shaft. "Let me have a taste," she said. "Mmm, yes it is. Sit up here, baby, so he can be inside you."
Helena sat up and kicked her leg over me, sitting on me. She and Emmanuelle positioned her just right, and Helena held my cock against her pussy, grinding into it.
Emmanuelle giggled. "You weren't ready to go to sleep yet were you?" she asked me, kissing my stomach.
"I guess not," I moaned softly. Her pussy was so warm and wet and grinding against it was making me very hard.
"You're excited for that cock, aren't you baby?" she asked her daughter sitting up.
"Yes! I want it inside me.... please," Helena moaned in desperation.
"Ok," I said, submitting to them. As far as I was concerned right now, they could have or do anything they wanted with me. I just needed to cum. "Do it."
Helena moved her hips forward, sliding my cock lower, and then pushed it so that the head slid inside her. "Oh, fuck!" she hissed.
Emmanuelle reached over and squeezed Helena's breasts, pinching her nipples to stimulate her even more.
"Oh God... yes... I'm inside... and... God, it feels really good," I moaned. "Your pussy's so wet... and so fucking tight."
Emmanuelle kept her hand on Helena's breasts, fondling them. "Oh baby, your breasts are so soft. With your big nipples."
"Oh... oh my God... oh fuck... he's so big, mommy," Helena hissed, her pussy fully embedded now, and she started grinding into me, sliding me in and out at her own speed.
Emmanuelle lay down beside me as Helena bounced on my cock, watching and masturbating, periodically leaning over and kissing me.
"That feels so good Helena," I moaned. "Your pussy is so fucking good." I thrust up as best I could with every one of her downward thrust, pounding more into her.
Emmanuelle sat up and moved beside her, then bent forward and kissed her. It wasn't a motherly kiss, but the kiss of a lover.
"He feels so good in you, doesn't he baby?" she asked, pinching her nipples again.
I could feel Helena shudder with the pleasure. "Oh... fuck yes... he's so big. It feels incredible!"
Emmanuelle turned towards me. "Don't cum inside her. Cum in me all you want... but not her."



"Oh fuck, I'm so close," I warned her. She made Helena stop and pull me out of her. Then both women bent down and began licking and sucking on my shaft in unison. I felt two tongues, two hot mouths, and two hands kissing, licking, and fondling my shaft excitedly. Each woman worked where ever the other wasn't and then switched places.
"I can't believe how big it is," Helena said as the women passed my cock back and forth between them, taking turns to lick and suck on it.
"Mmhmm... this is a very nice cock," Emmanuelle said. "You'll never forget this one."
"Oh, that feels so good," I whispered as Emmanuelle slid my cock deep into her mouth and gagged on it for a second, making those gurgling noises again.
"Holy fuck that looks so hot," Helena said, watching her intently.
Emmanuelle passed it to her. "You try it. Yeah, that's it," she said as Helena slid it into her mouth. "Suck it... suck it... nice and sloppy. Now, deeper." Helena slid the head to the back of her throat and started to gag. "Relax your throat... stay with it... Oh, you're such a dirty little girl."
Helena pulled off me and coughed. Her spit coated my cock and dripped from her chin. Emmanuelle looked up at me. "You like fucking her throat Vince?"
"Fuck it felt so good," I moaned, wishing I was deep in her mouth again.
Emmanuelle smiled deviously. "You want to taste her pussy?"
"God yes!" I said eagerly.
"Baby, come here... sit on his face," she said, encouraging Helena to come closer. Helena moved up beside us and kicked her leg over me.
"I've never done this before," she said, shyly.
Emmanuelle helped get her in the right position. "Just move up here... like that." I helped by sliding my mouth right below her pussy, my hands moving up her body to grab her tits as I started licking her.
"Oh fuck!" Helena moaned, her hips shaking as the pleasure spiked quickly.
"That's it, Vince," Emmanuelle said. "Lick her pussy good."
Helena was moaning, her hands grabbed my head, holding it in place, as I slid my tongue up and down her length, flicking it underneath her clit. "Oh God, lick my pussy... oh yeah... nice and slow... Fuck! Just like that."
And then I felt Emmanuelle suck me into her mouth once more. "God, your cock feels so good in my mouth. What a big, beautiful dick." Her hand was sliding up and down my shaft as her lips wrapped around the head, sucking.
"Oh my God, mom, his mouth is fucking amazing," Helena moaned loudly. "God Vince! Yes! Just like that... just like that... So fucking hot... his tongue is so deep in me. Yes... right there on my fucking clit. Oh my God you're so fucking good at that."
I sucked her clit hard for a moment, then stopped and strummed my tongue over it. "Your pussy is so wet. I love it. I want you to cum in my mouth."
"Not yet... oh fuck," Helena whimpered. "I need you inside me again."
"Ok... oh God," I moaned as she moved off my mouth. Emmanuelle was stroking my cock as she watched us and handed my shaft off to Helena. She moved towards my face as we both watched Helena kick her leg over me and guide me inside her.
Emmanuelle leaned over and kissed me. "My pussy is so wet... and your tongue is going to feel so good," she giggled. "I'm gonna love riding your face." Then, smiling, she kicked her leg over my head and settled her beautiful pussy onto my mouth facing towards Helena.
I slid my tongue as deep into her as I could and then slid it over her clit. "Mmm, you've got such a sweet pussy."
Helena started riding me, rocking her hips and sliding me in and out of her tight, wet, pussy. I tried to concentrate on licking Emmanuelle, but Helena's pussy was just too much for me, distracting me, and made me stop and restart several times.
"God! I love the way you fuck me," I moaned, and tried concentrating on Emmanuelle's pussy again.
"Oh... fuck!" Helena groaned. "Your cock feels sooo fucking good in my tight little pussy. I needed this so badly." Emmanuelle must have reached forward and pinched Helena's nipples again. I felt her pussy clench me then she groaned. "Yes... yes... play with my nipples. Fuck! Ride his mouth... cum all over his fucking face. Oh my God, oh my God, I'm gonna cum! Yes... I'm cumming!! Oh fuck!"
I felt Helena's pussy contract forcefully on my cock, felt her body shaking against me, her legs quivering so badly I thought she was going to fall. Her juices were hot and poured over my cock and balls, drenching me with its sweetness.
Helena's pussy slid off me as she rose and kicked her leg over so that she was beside me again. Her hand then stroked up and down my length. "God, mom, watching him lick your pussy is so hot," she said. I felt her move and then felt Emmanuelle moan.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" Emmanuelle moaned as she came, drenching my face with her juices. Then she sat up and moved beside me, opposite Helena, and joined her in playing with my hardness. Both girls licked and sucked on my cock again, stroking it when they rested their mouths.
"Yes... mmmm," I groaned as I felt my orgasm welling up inside me. I was going to cum soon... and hard.
"Yeah... cum for us baby... come on," Emmanuelle encouraged me. "Yeah baby, that's it... that's it... there you go." Emmanuelle was stroking me fast as Helena licked the head and played with my balls. My breathing hitched and just as Helena moved back to give room for Emmanuelle, I came. Jets of cum flew through the air and landed on both of the women's faces and chests as they giggled. Emmanuelle moved the tip between them, trying to equally coat them in cum.
"That's it... that's it!" Emmanuelle giggled.
"Oh fuck!" Helena said as my cum sprayed across her face.
After I'd finished, the two girls licked and sucked my cock to clean me up. It took a little while for my breathing to finally come back down again.
"I think you two girls are going to be trouble," I whispered as I kissed them both.
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I don't know why, but I woke up early the next morning. I slid out from between the two women and walked out of the lean-to. I grabbed a large handful of the berries and walked down to the water's edge. The sun had just lifted over the horizon, casting beautiful colors across the sky.
I couldn't believe how much had happened in the past week. In just 6 days, I'd gone from being hated by these two women to having sex with them all the time. And, I had to admit, I was enjoying it. I felt like the lone rooster in the hen house.
And while I was enjoying it, I was worried about being rescued. Don't get me wrong, I wanted to be rescued. I wanted to get back to my life and my beautiful wife. I wanted to get back to the comfort of my home and my bed. I wanted to have real food again.
But... if I went back to my normal life, what would happen between me, Emmanuelle and Helena? I wasn't sure I wanted to stop having sex with them. But then there was Gabby. Such a tangled web!
I grabbed more wood for the fires and then stoked them, to make sure they were kept burning. As I sat, stoking the cooking fire, Emmanuelle walked out of the lean-to to join me. I felt my cock pulse as I saw her naked body in the light again. God her tits were incredible! And now, she wasn't even wearing panties any longer.
I quickly looked back to the fire as she sat down. "You look... embarrassed," she said.
"Well, you know, what happened last night," I said. "The last couple of days... is... uh."
Emmanuelle nodded. "It is what it is," she said matter-of-factly. "We're in a difficult situation so we're making the best of it. And sometimes that means society's rules don't apply."
"I just... I just don't want to cause trouble for your family," I said, thinking of how Gabby would react if she knew what was happening.
Emmanuelle laughed a little, then stood and moved towards me. She sat on my lap and lovingly kissed me. "Believe me... you are absolutely NOT causing trouble. You've saved our lives several times over and we appreciate it. We love you. We love that you're a part of our family. Helena and I love you. We love you as deeply as if you were our husband. And we're never going to lose that."
She kissed me again, deeply, lovingly. I wondered if I loved her more than I loved my own wife right now.
She put her forehead against mine and we both just closed our eyes. There was a long silence between us as I thought about everything again.
I opened my eyes and sighed... I was so content right then with her in my arms. "I need to go gather some more coconuts and berries," I said. "And maybe get more wood..."
Emmanuelle giggled. "Speaking of wood, not like that you can't." She slid her hand between us, sliding her fingertips over my growing erection.
"Well, I uh..."
"Helena's still sleeping. We have a few minutes. And you have nothing pressing to do." She slid to the ground in front of me, kneeling in the sand and started stroking my shaft. She licked the tip teasingly, making me groan. "You have such a big, beautiful hard dick. I can help you get rid of this erection for a while. You want that, don't you?"
"You know I do," I whispered. "I love your mouth on my cock. I get hard every time I even think about it."
She giggled and smiled up at me as she licked the tip again. "You want me to suck on it? I just love to feel it in my mouth. I want to get your cock so fucking hard and I want you to cum down my throat."
She slid her hand up and down my length as she looked at me lovingly. The heated desire in her mouth was so erotic. "I want to tease you so bad that you to put a big fat load in my mouth." She slid the head between her lips, sucking on just the head for a moment.
"Oh God, we shouldn't be doing this," I whispered as the last vestiges of my conscience burned away.
"Listen to mommy now," she giggled. "Do as I say." She stroked my shaft with both hands, squeezing and twisting them in opposite directions as she used ever skill she possessed to make me as hard as possible. "Mommy wants your cock in her mouth."
"Oh God," I whimpered.
She slid me into her warm, wet mouth, and suckled for a moment. Then she slid up and down it's length, licking and sucking, teasing the head with swirls of her tongue, driving me absolutely insane with pleasure.
"You want to know a secret?" she asked.
"What?" I hissed, my breath coming in gasps now.
"While we were waiting for you on the beach... when you were out at the plane... Helena and I talked about this new life and how much we both never want it to end. Even when we go back... we don't want it to end."
She paused a moment as she sucked on the head again, just looking up at me.
"Helena hasn't been with many men and it scared her a little thinking about having sex with you. She was worried because... well because you have such a nice, big cock... but also because she's... inexperienced."
Once again, she paused to suck on the head. Her tongue swirled underneath, driving me insane again. God she was an incredible cock-sucker.
"And the best part for you is," she said, adding dramatic pauses as she spoke. "I took the time to teach her a little. I taught her about sucking cock... about what it feels like to be fingered and fucked... and... what it feels like to have her pussy licked."
I looked down at her as a teasing glimmer moved over her face. I couldn't believe what she was telling me.
"We had a lot of time to practice," she giggled, then sucked on the head of my cock once again. "The best part about it is... we can please you even more now."
"Oh my God," I whispered, closing my eyes. More than just the threesome from last night, she was offering sex between them, too, to stimulate me. I was imagining Emmanuelle licking Helena's pussy and it made my cock throb with desire.
Emmanuelle giggled again as she felt my cock react to what she'd admitted. "Now... do you want to see how far I can shove your cock down my throat? Is that what you want?"
"Yes... God I love that," I groaned.
"You want to know what my favorite thing is? When I suck on your cock and it makes my eyes water." She slid my shaft deep into her mouth, her lips almost touching my pubes. I could feel her gagging, her throat catching on the head. She pulled off of me, her eyes watering, her mouth dripping spit all over my cock, her chin, and her chest.
She smiled as she stroked me, the saliva acting as a lubricant. "Am I doing a good job? Is this what you like to see?"
"Oh my God," I said, shaking my head. "You are so good at that. I love it."
"Mmm... good. 'Cause, baby, your cock is so fucking hard." She slid her hand and mouth up and down my shaft faster now, fucking her own mouth and driving me towards my orgasm. "I like being a dirty little whore for you. You like that? You like being able to do whatever you want to me? And know that I'll do anything for you... anything... any time... anywhere."
"Yes," I hissed, feeling my cum boiling inside me, ready to explode. "God I love that."
She slid a hand down between her legs and I watched her masturbate a moment. "I'm so wet for you right now. I get really excited when I suck your cock and feel how hard it gets."
She lifted her pussy-juice-covered hand and let me lick her fingers, one by one. "God, you're so fucking sexy."
"My pussy is so fucking wet for you. I want your cum so bad... give it to me." She stroked my shaft rapidly. She held her mouth open, tongue extended right at the tip, just waiting for my cum to spew. "Yeah... give me that hot sticky load."
"Oh fuck!" I groaned loudly as I came, my cum shooting a line across her face first, and then pumping into her mouth again and again.
She giggled as she kept pumping my cock, forcing every drop into her waiting mouth. Just like a porn pro, she then showed me her full mouth before swallowing.
"Breakfast of champions," she giggled.
A familiar sound caught my attention. It wasn't loud... but I knew I heard it. I just knew it. "Wait a second... did you... did you hear that?" I stood and looked up.
"Your orgasm making you hear things now?" she giggled.
"No... really. I heard something," I said, seriously.
"What?" she asked standing up beside me. "I didn't hear anything."
"I know I heard... something," I said. I moved towards the beach, scanning the sky for any sign of movement. "It sounded like... like an engine."
Emmanuelle stood beside me, looking up, scanning the sky with me. Suddenly a plane flew from behind us, from behind the mountain and directly over us before heading out to sea.
"Quick," I yelled, pointing to the fire. "Load up the signal fire. Put everything on it!"
Emmanuelle rushed over and put more wood on the fire, along with the wet branches and leaves, making it burn and smoke heavily.
I ran to the lean-to and grabed the flare gun case, quickly opening it. I grabbed the gun and loaded one of the flares as best I could. Grabbing two other flares, I ran to the beach, lifted my hand high, and fired a shot.
Emmanuelle and I were both jumping and yelling in the sand, waving our arms wildly. At some point, Helena rushed out and joined us. I thought I saw the plane circling back, so I loaded up another flare and shot it into the sky.
We then watched excited as the plane circled back and dipped a wing to indicate it saw us. We were going to be rescued! We fell into each others arms crying and hugging and kissing, knowing that we were now found at last!
*****
It was only 6 days ago, when Mr. Roarke, our host on Fantasy Island, came to Gabby to bring her the bad news. He had brought with him a dark-skinned, thin, beautiful woman.
"Gabby, this is Dr. Shreya Yadav," Mr. Roarke said, addressing the woman beside him as they stood at the door of the bungalow. It was almost dinner time and Gabby was starting to wonder what was keeping Vince. "She's a psychologist working on the island. We need to talk. Can we come in?"
"Doctor," Gabby said, extending her hand to shake the woman's hand. Her hand felt so soft, so warm. And was so small.
"Please, call me Shreya," she said, with the hint of an Indian accent.
Gabby led them to the sitting area and offered them a seat. "Can I get either of you something to drink? Water?"
"No, no... please, we're fine," Mr. Roarke said.
Shreya took her hand. "Gabby, please sit. This is going to be difficult."
Gabby looked at them both, wondering what they were talking about. "Don't tell me my husband backed out of this. Not after spending all that money..."
"I'm afraid your family's plane got into some trouble," Mr. Roarke said quickly. "It appears that it's gone down into the ocean."
"Gone... down?" Gabby asked, shocked. This had to be some kind of joke. "I... I don't understand."
"They had to make an emergency landing in the water due to a sudden storm."
"But... that's ok, right?" Gabby said, remember that they flew with seaplanes. "I mean it's... it's meant to land in the water."
"Yes... it is... but I'm afraid it didn't land successfully," Mr. Roarke said. "We lost all communications with them. We believe they crashed."
"Crashed?" Gabby was starting to get a little hysterical. "But... I mean... are there any survivors? I mean, there have to be survivors, right... there has to be."
"We don't know Gabby," Shreya said calmly. Her voice was very soothing and comforting. "But we're hopeful they all survived. There's a rescue operation that is just getting under way."
"Dr. Yadav will be with you every step of the way through this, Gabby," Mr. Roarke said. "We'll find them and we'll bring them back."
Gabby was so distraught, so confused and agitated that Shreya decided to stay with her. She stood and talked to Mr. Roarke briefly as he left. Then she came back and sat with her. They talked long into the night before Gabby finally fell asleep on the couch and Shreya saw herself out.
Shreya visited her every single day, from first thing in the morning to the last thing at night, talking to her, going on walks, making sure she was eating properly, helping her through the depression and doubts, and keeping her informed on the search. Shreya even gave her some anti-depressants to help her sleep.
The night before the rescue, Shreya was again in Gabby's bungalow, talking. She had brought over a pitcher of some tropical drink, a fruity beverage with rum, thinking that the alcohol might help her relax. Gabby was wearing her brightly-colored, tropical print robe, getting ready for bed. Shreya was professionally dressed with an off-white, silk, button-down blouse, and a navy blue, knee-length skirt.
Gabby, although excited about the new drink, was not much of a drinker, and after quickly downing her first two drinks, started getting drunk quickly.
"I need a refill," she said, extending her glass to Shreya, her eyes having a little trouble focusing.
"You probably shouldn't have too many of these," Shreya advised, smiling, but looking a little worried about her.
"I know... but they taste so good," she said, a little too bubbly. "And... and I just... I just don't want to worry right now. I need a break from worrying. Tonight... I wanna... be free."
Shreya nodded and smiled. "You do look tense."
Gabby let out a big breath. "I am very tense... I can't seem to relax at all."
"Here," Shreya said, moving behind her, "let me help. Let me give you a little shoulder massage." Shreya knelt behind her on the couch and began digging her hands into her shoulder muscles, squeezing them, lengthening them.
"Oh... that's just what I need," Gabby moaned softly. "That feels so good."
"I was a masseuse at one time," Shreya said. "While at university."
"Yeah? You're very good at it."
"We're gonna get you through this, don't worry," Shreya said. "These knots! My God! So sorry."
Gabby felt every tension getting rubbed away, making her feel like putty. Shreya was so good at making Gabby feel good. She looked back at the dark-skinned woman and smiled at her.
Shreya leaned in as if to kiss her, but Gabby turned her head away, shy.
"I'm sorry," Shreya said, sitting back and beginning to work her muscles again. "You looked like you needed a kiss."
"I just... I've never... I'm straight," Gabby said, her face flushing crimson.
"I know. It's ok," Shreya said, conforting her. "We don't have to do a thing. I just want to make you feel better."
"I don't know," Gabby mumbled.
"It's going to be ok."
"How do you know?" Gabby asked, looking back at her again.
"I just know," Shreya said. "Look, it's just a kiss. If you don't like it, we'll stop. I promise... I'll be gentle... and soft."
Gabby turned her head again and nodded. Shreya leaned forward and kissed her lightly on the lips. She pulled back a little and when Gabby didn't move, she leaned in and kissed her again.
"See?" she said, smiling. "That wasn't so bad, was it?"
"No," Gabby smiled back at her. "It was nice."
Shreya moved closer, getting ready to kiss her again. "Is this ok?" she whispered.
"Yes," Gabby whispered back.
The two kissed lightly, then Shreya opened her lips and lightly touched Gabby's lips with her tongue. Excited, Gabby opened her lips and returned the favor, letting their tongues play and move together between kisses.
As they kissed more and more, Gabby felt every muscle in her body relaxing as she fell back into Shreya's arms. And their kissing became more and more passionate.
After what felt like an eternity, when all of Gabby's muscles felt like jello, Shreya took her hand and stood, pulling Gabby to stand with her. The doctor then led her into the bedroom and helped her onto the bed. Shreya slid on as well, and lay beside Gabby, leaning on her elbow so she was above the younger woman.
"Are you comfortable?" Shreya asked her.
"Yeah," Gabby moaned softly.
Shreya kissed her again, and slowly moved down to begin kissing her neck, her hand starting to stroke her upper chest. "You're so beautiful," Shreya whispered between kisses and Gabby giggled.
"That tickles."
"A little tingling sensation?" Shreya asked.
"Yeah," Gabby whispered.
"It's kind of exciting, right?"
"I... I still don't know," Gabby said softly.
"I know it's kind of scary."
"I just... I've never been with a girl before," Gabby said, sounding embarrassed. "Like, I don't even know what to do."
"That's why I'm here," Shreya said softly, "to show you. I promise, just trust me, everything will be ok. Do you trust me?"
"I trust you."
"Then kiss me." Shreya kissed Gabby again, their lips moving together in perfect unison, their tongues sliding against each other. Then Shreya kissed down her cheek and neck, moving onto her chest as her hand slid lower, exposing her breast. "Are you comfortable?"
"Yes," Gabby said, letting out an excited breath.
Shreya watched Gabby's expression as she caressed her breast and teased her nipple until Gabby was moaning softly.
"Can I do something?" Shreya asked.
"Mmhmm," Gabby moaned nervously.
"Just breathe and relax," Shreya said and leaned forward, kissing Gabby's nipple. Her tongue then swirled over it several times before she slid her lips around it and gently sucked on it. "It's ok, right?"
"Yes," Gabby said, breathing rapidly. Her heart was pounding in her chest. "It feels really good. Oh my God."
"See? Can I do something else?" Shreya asked, her fingers continuing to tease Gabby's nipples, until they ached with need. "Do you trust me?"
"Of course."
Gabby was a little surprised when Shreya rose to her knees and lifted Gabby's leg into the air. She moved beneath it, held it and stroked it softly with her hands, and began kissing her heel, then ankle, then calf... moving up to her thigh with little kisses and swirls of her tongue on the young woman's skin. Gabby was shivering with need, watching and feeling the dark-skinned woman tease her so skillfully.
"Just stay there," Shreya said and lay on her stomach between Gabby's legs, her face so close to Gabby's pussy. Shreya slid her finger beneath the thin material of her panties and pulled them aside, exposing Gabby's wetness. Gabby couldn't take her eyes off her and watched, in total rapture and excitement as Shreya kissed her pussy, once... twice... then three times. The third was right on her clit, making Gabby moan.
"Is this ok? Does it feel good?" Shreya asked.
"Mmhmm... it feels amazing," Gabby gasped excitedly. This was far better than she ever expected. Vince had licked her pussy before, many times, but this woman was so different... so soft and teasing... and then so direct.
"God, your tongue is so soft," Gabby whispered, laying her head back on the bed. "It feels so good."
"Mmhmm?" Shreya licked and sucked on her labia then slid her tongue deep between them tasting Gabby's juices.
"Oh... yeah... oh my God... oh... you're so good at that," Gabby moaned. She grabbed the bedspread with both hands, pulling on it as pleasure grew quickly. She couldn't believe how good it felt. "You're gonna make me cum aren't you?" she panted as she felt her orgasm fast approaching. Shreya's tongue seemed to move faster, seemed to find exactly the spots Gabby needed to be stroked. And then the little sucking on her clit drove her over the edge. "Oh... yes... oh... I'm cumming!"
Gabby's body trembled as she came, her legs shaking violently as her cum poured from her. Shreya licked and sucked, then slowly and softly licked around her pussy, cleaning her up.
Shreya then moved up beside Gabby and began kissing her again. Gabby grabbed her head and pulled her into a very deep, passionate kiss.
Gabby then pushed Shreya back until she was laying on her back, and rose to her knees. "I, um... can I try? I want to taste you, too," she smiled excitedly. She wanted this... she needed this. "You need to be naked, too," she said as she grabbed at her blouse and began unbuttoning it.



*****
Gabby woke the next morning, naked beneath the sheet. She first felt for Shreya beside her and then sat up, wondering if she were there. "Shreya?" she called, but there wasn't an answer. She lay back again, remembering what had happened... about her tasting Shreya's hard, little nipples... the one's so sensitive that Shreya almost came just by Gabby sucking on them. About her licking Shreya's pussy... the first pussy she'd ever even seen so up close. About how she loved her taste and the way her body undulated when she was excited... and when she came.
And she remembered how Shreya sat up, scissored their legs, and pushed their pussy's together, grinding into her... fucking her... until they both came hard.
When Gabby got up, she found a note from Shreya saying how much she enjoyed being with Gabby, but had to leave to go back to India... her tour at Fantasy Island had ended today.
And now... Gabby couldn't believe her ears. Just six days after Mr. Roarke announced that the plane had crashed, he was back at her bungalow door in the late morning telling her that they had been found!
"I... I can't believe it," Gabby said, her eyes starting to water with joy.
"They should be here in five or six hours," he said. "I'll update you when we have a more exact time. Until then, I just want to thank you for your patience and perseverance through this. I'm sure it was a very difficult ordeal."
Gabby screamed in joy as soon as she closed the door and began dancing around the bungalow. They were all safe!
And then... she remembered last night. How could she have done that? How could she have betrayed him like that? She shook her head wondering how she could ever tell Vince what happened. She wondered what he'd think of her.
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Fantasy Island - Part 5
The ship arrived off shore two hours later and a dingy was launched with three men on board to pick us up from the beach. They brought clothes for us. Of course they were uni-sex, one-size-fits-all, but it worked. One of the sailors was a paramedic and looked us over. The worst, he said, was that we were a little malnourished and dehydrated.
We arrived on the ship an hour later and got checked again by the ship's doctor. He agreed with the paramedic and they gave us food, vitamins, and water.
We spent a long time together on that boat as it sailed towards Fantasy Island, time to determine what we wanted for our future. And time to figure out how to tell Gabby.
Two hours later we arrived at Fantasy Island, where the dingy brought us to shore.
Gabby and several island workers dressed in white shirts and pants were there to greet us as we walk onto land once again. Gabby immediately ran into my arms and kissed me, holding me so tightly I thought she'd break something.
"Oh my God," she said between kisses. "I can't believe they found you! Are you ok?" She looked at each of us and then released me and ran to hug her mother and sister, crying. "I thought I'd lost you," she sniffled.
"We're fine... we're all fine," Emmanuelle said, hugging and kissing Gabby's forehead. "Vince took very good care of us."
After several minutes of hugging and crying, an elderly man in an impeccable white suit and tie joined us. "Please... I want to welcome you all to Fantasy Island," he said and then slightly tilted his head and nodded, "finally. I can only imagine the ordeal you've been through. As the rescue team has told me, it must have been an extremely difficult ordeal. My name is Mr. Roarke and I am your host."
He came and shook all of our hands, calling us by name, taking our hand into both of his in a warm gesture of greeting. "Gabby has told me that the reason you came to Fantasy Island was to learn how to bond as a family. I hope that even through your ordeal, you were able to do that."
"Yes," I laughed softly. "We definitely bonded."
"Indeed," Mr. Roarke said, nodding in agreement. "Indeed... I believe you did."
I could have sworn there was a glint in his eyes while he said that... as if he knew what we did on the island. But... how could he possibly know?
"And we are so glad that Vince is a part of our family now," Emmanuelle gushed. "We are so indebted to him. He saved our lives so many times over during the past week."
"A very fine man indeed. Hats off to you, sir," Mr. Roarke said warmly. "Now, we have closed the island for visitors for a week, so you have the island all to yourselves to enjoy. My staff will see that your every desire is fulfilled. Gabby is already in a bungalow that you two can share. And we have bungalows, one for Emmanuelle and one for Helena." He held the keys in his hands for two bungalows.
"If it's all the same to you," Emmanuelle said, grabbing one of the keys, "I think Helena and I will share a bungalow. I don't think any one of us wants to be alone right now."
"A fine idea," Mr. Roarke agreed. "Please... rest and enjoy our island. Your suites are already prepared for you. Dinner will be served at 7:00pm in the dining hall."
We thanked him and walked towards the bungalows at Gabby's lead. She held my arm tightly, as if she was never going to let me go again. Emmanuelle and Helena's bungalow was conveniently next door and I caught their eyes as we each disappeared into our separate buildings. I'm sure they were feeling what I was feeling... a nervous desire.
The suite was large and impressive. Just inside the building was a sitting room with a comfortable couch and several chairs. Off this room was a door which led to the bedroom, which was dominated by a large, king-sized bed. Windows in the bedroom and the back of the sitting room had a beautiful view of the ocean. A walk-out deck held a private jacuzzi.
The bathroom contained both a relaxing tub and a large shower and was open and decorated such that it looked like it was a part of nature.
Inside the bedroom, the closet contained an array of island clothes, plain and in brightly colored prints, for both Gabby and myself, exactly in our sizes.
I kissed Gabby. "I badly need a shower," I said and started removing my clothing. The water in the shower felt incredible... perfectly warm... perfectly powerful spray. It had been so long since I'd been able to clean up. As I dried off, Gabby opened the door and stood in the doorway, completely naked.
"That looks like a nice welcome home present," I said, smiling, my eyes scanning up and down her gorgeous body. She looked incredible. I tossed the towel aside and pulled her into my arms, kissing her fiercly.
Our kiss was intense, full of passion and desire. It felt like we hadn't been together in forever. Gabby slowly pulled me towards the bed. As we got close, she crawled up onto it and pulled me to the edge, taking my cock in her hand.
I watched her eyes look at my hardness with desire and need as she stroked up and down it's length. She was never one to enjoy oral sex, but she did enjoy jerking me off. Her hand slid to the tip of my shaft and then the other joined in, both hands working in unison to stroke me.
"God I am so hard for you," I moaned.
She smiled at me. "Good... because I want you so bad."
I pushed her so that she fell back on the bed and hooked my arms underneath her legs. With a strength I didn't realize I had, I lifted her ass off the bed, bringing her pussy up to my waiting lips. And I zeroed in on her clit.
"Oh my God... Vince," she panted excitedly. She'd never seen me act this forceful before. I had to admit, that time on the island brought something out of me... something... primal.
"Oh, fuck," she panted as I licked and sucked at her pussy like I was starving. I took her labia into my mouth and sucked on them, pulling them, and nibbling on them. Then I jammed my tongue as deep inside her as I could, drinking from her as she writhed and panted helplessly beneath me.
I dropped her back to the bed and crawled onto it as she backed up. The look in her eyes was so fucking sexy... a mix of pleasure, desire, and fear. She wanted me so badly, but seemed scared at what she was releasing in the process.
I grabbed her legs and slid between them, bending forward and kissing her hard, passionately, consuming her. I pushed my hips forward and the head of my cock rested against her wetness, teasingly. Slowly I moved my hips forward and back, working my cock over her pussy and clit, making her feel every inch of it.
Slowly, I let the head fall to her opening and pushed, just letting the very tip inside.
"Oh fuck," she panted, desperate for more. "Please!"
I looked into her eyes, my face an inch from her's as I pushed forward, driving my cock into her. I had to stop a few times to let her get used to it again, but slowly I buried it until I was completely inside her.
She moaned, closing her eyes. Her pussy was so wet and hot and clung to my shaft tightly as if it wanted to possess it... all for itself. I loved that about her... even her body wanted me. No other woman was even close. I put my hands on the bed beside her shoulders and began moving my hips, slowly moving in and out of her, from the base to the tip.
"Oh my God!" she moaned as I buried myself deep inside her in one, big thrust, pulled out, and did it again. And again. And again. All of me was inside her, taking her, feeling her pussy give me such great pleasure with each thrust.
Gabby was a very conservative girl and we always made love in the missionary position. But, for me, it was time to change that. I pulled out of her and she looked up at me, feeling such a loss in her pussy, wondering what I was doing. I hooked my arm under one leg and lifted, flipping her over onto her stomach. Then I fell forward, pinning her to the bed with my body weight.
"Ooh!" she squeeled. "What are you...?"
My cock found the crack of her ass and I slid along it, teasingly. "Hush," I growled. "You're mine to fuck as I wish." With a slight change in position, my cockhead moved lower again and slid right into her pussy from behind. I spread my legs wide, resting them on the outside of her legs and pushed forward and down, pushing my hips into her ass as my cock slid all the way into her pussy.
"Oh my God," Gabby grunted beneath me, accepting my weight, and accepting that she had no choice but to do what I made her do. It was going to make a change in our relationship. "Oh my God that's so... big. I don't know... I don't know..." She groaned as my cock stretched her pussy once again and grunted with each thrust as I slowly built up speed, my hips smacking against her ass.
"Oh my God! Oh my God!" she panted, and then she came, her body shaking wildly, but held in place by my body weight. Her pussy quivered and spasmed, grabbing my cock and pulling it deeper. It milked it, wanting me to cum, too.
But I wasn't quite ready yet. I rested inside her for a few moments, just feeling her quivering beneath me. She was usually good after one orgasm and we normally rolled over and went to sleep. But not today. Today I was too hungry to stop.
I started thrusting again, surprising her. "Wha...? Wait! Baby... oh... oh fuck!" she moaned, feeling her pleasure quickly ramp up once again. I thrust slowly at first, just an inch or two forward and back, but quickly moved to thrusting my entire length into her once again.
I drove her to three orgasms and ended with my own that way, spraying my cum inside her, as well as on her ass and back. Then, satisfied at last, we lay down in each others' arms and slept for a few hours.
*****
We woke up a couple of hours later. It felt so good to be lying on a real bed again that I didn't want to get up. Gabby had her arm over my chest, hugging me and when she knew I was awake, she kissed me, acting a bit giggly.
"I didn't realize being away from me that long would make you be so... aggressive," she said.
"Too much?" I asked, kissing her arm.
"Not at all. I loved it!" she giggled. "We need more of that from now on."
We both got out of bed and got dressed for dinner. In 30 minutes, we walked across the compound to the dining hall where everyone was waiting for us.
Dinner with Mr. Roarke started at 7:00pm and we all met in the dining hall dressed in the clothes provided by the resort. A table was set with a white tablecloth and fine dinnerware. Dishes on the serving table nearby had roast pork, potatoes, rice, vegetables, fruit, and salad. Two waiters were asking each of us what we desired, filling our plates, and giving them to us.
When everyone had their food, Mr. Roarke stood and raised his glass. "A toast. May you always have love to share, health to spare, and family that care."
"Amen to that," everyone said, clinking their glasses together.
"Please... eat!" he said, sitting down and starting to eat his own food slowly. "I must say that the story of your survival intrigues me greatly," Mr. Roarke said. "Do you mind if we talk about it?"
"Sure," I said. "But I don't think there's that much to say, really."
"Oh, you're being too modest Mr. Campbell," Mr. Roarke said. "Mrs. Vega has already told me how you valiantly saved their lives many times. I'm very intrigued to hear what happened from the beginning. Your heroism is to be applauded."
"I wouldn't even know where to start," Emmanuelle said.
"I suppose the beginning. What made the plane go down in the first place?" asked Mr. Roarke.
"That was the weirdest part," I said. "It's like a huge storm came out of nowhere. The pilot thought he could go through it, but we ended up getting struck by lightning I think."
"So it went down pretty hard, then?" Mr. Roarke asked.
"Yeah... I thought we were going to be ok at first. It looked like the pilot had it under control, but then we hit the water hard," I said. "I blacked out for a little bit from the impact. I think we all did."
"I know I did," Emmanuelle agreed. "And Helena was knocked unconscious for a lot longer. She really hit her head on something. Vince had to help us even get out the plane before it sank. I don't know how he did it. Frankly we would have died right there without Vince. And then somehow he even got supplies for us. That's the only way we had our initial water and food."
"You truly kept your wits about you to get them out of the plane so quickly, Mr. Campbell," Mr. Roarke said, obviously impressed. "And then to even think about gathering up some of the supplies. You said, at this point, that Helena was unconscious?"
"Yes," Emmanuelle said, excited to be able to talk about their ordeal. "She was like a rag doll. Vince helped us put on our life vests and then we used them and the supply bags to stay afloat."
Mr. Roarke nodded, impressed. "I can't imagine how hard that would be to be out in the open ocean like that. How did you ever find the island?"
"We were just floating there for what seemed like forever," Emmanuelle said. "I just remember Vince telling me to kick." She looked at me to supply the details.
"As the storm was clearing, I could see it in the darkness," I said. "I knew that we'd have to make it if we were going to survive. So we just kicked towards it as best we could. Emmanuelle passed out from exhaustion before we got there, and I kind of remember dragging us all up on to the beach. Then I was out cold myself."
As the conversation seemed to drone on, I felt a bare foot stroking my leg underneath the table, distracting me. When I looked across the table, Helena was surreptitiously glancing at me. To the others, she was appearing to be interested in the conversation, but with her foot rubbing my leg, I knew her interest lie elsewhere.
I was so distracted by her touch that I could hear people talking, but I couldn't hear what they were saying. When I suddenly looked around, everyone was looking at me. "I'm sorry... what?"
"I just asked if you ever had any idea what happened to the pilot," Mr. Roarke said.
"No, no idea. It was like he was there one minute and gone the next," I said. "He wasn't found at all?"
"No, I'm afraid not..." Mr. Roarke was saying, his voice fading into the background like it was being muted. Helena's foot continued to rub my leg, exciting and distracting me. My cock was getting hard fast. I was dimly aware of more questions and comments from Mr. Roarke and Emmanuelle and then suddenly Helena's voice cut in awakening me again.
"Excuse me, I'm sorry. Where's the ladies room?" she asked.
"Oh, it's... uh... in the entryway, by the door you came in," Mr. Roarke said. "Please, continue Mrs. Vega," he said to Emmanuelle.
The conversation droned on as Helena pushed her chair out and stood and I did the same. "I need to use the men's room, too," I said, although no one was paying attention to me at this point. Helena walked around the table, met me, and we walked towards the restrooms together. I could feel the tension between us as we walked. It was a strong need felt by both of us.
As soon as we were out of sight, walking down the hallway to the restrooms, I grabbed her and pushed her into the women's restroom. She was giggling as I pushed her against the counter, kissing her furiously, ravenously.
"I can't believe it... it feels like forever since I've been able to hold you," Helena said as I kissed her neck. "I'm so fucking horny. I just want your fat cock inside me."
"You're so fucking sexy, I moaned. I kept kissing her, moving down her body as I grabbed her ass firmly, squeezing her cheeks. As my kisses moved onto her chest, she pulled the dress aside and pulled her tits out so I could suckle them. I grabbed them firmly, my hunger for her roaring out of me.
"Oh," she gasped. "Yeah, grab my titties. Oh God, suck on 'em."
"God I love your tits," I moaned before sliding her nipple between my lips again, sucking hard.
"You can have them any time you want," she whispered, giggling.
"I need you so bad," I said.
"Ooh," she giggled as I kissed between her breasts. "Are you going to work your way down my body with that tongue? I'm hoping..."
She reached down and unfastened my pants. They had a very loose cut and it was easy for her to work her hand inside and grab my dick.
"Oh my God you're so hard," she panted, squeezing me.
"We don't have much time," I moaned as I felt her hand sliding up and down my shaft.
Helena giggled. "I don't need much time, but I'm going to take as much as I can."
I kissed her again and slid my hand underneath her dress to find her sopping pussy waiting for me. My fingers slid inside easily, making her moan.
"Oh God yes," she whispered between kisses, spreading her legs to give me more room.
"It's kind of wet in there," I said softly, smiling.
"That's what you do to me," she gasped as my fingers slid over her clit. "You make me so fucking horny. God yes... finger my fucking pussy like that."
I kissed her hungrily, my fingers buried inside her, thrusting as deep as I could. I curled them, strumming against her G-spot. Her warm wetness seemed to pour out into my hand she was so wet.
"Wait a second. I feel like you're doing all the work here," she panted as she pushed me to make me take a step back.
"I just know what I want," I said.
"Well, I want to taste your fucking cock," she said. "Give it to me. I'm not going to tease it like you teased my fucking pussy, though." She knelt on the ground and forcefully pulled my pants down to my knees, exposing me completely. Her hand stroked me for a moment as her eyes lingered on my hard shaft. "Yeah, that's what I want." Then she buried me in her mouth.
"Holy shit," I groaned. Her hunger for my cock was incredible. She sucked on it and stroked it like her life depended on it. "Fuck..." I said, knowing she was going to make me cum quick if I let her.
"Mmm," she said as her other hand cupped and squeezed my balls. "Maybe play with your balls while I suck on you."
I moaned much louder than I wanted, and was nervous that someone would hear us, but the pleasure was just so intense. She giggled but kept right on sucking and stroking, making me harder and harder. She was making me desperate to be inside her again.
"Wait... wait a second," I groaned, urging her to stand. When she did, I pushed her against the counter and helped her sit up on the edge. I hooked my arms behind her knees and lifted her legs high, forcing her to lean back against the mirror, and exposing her pussy.
"Yeah... give it to me... give it to me," she panted. "I need your cock in my fucking pussy."
I stepped forward and slid my cock up and down her slit, getting it wet with her juices and circling it over her clit.
"Oh, you're such a fucking tease. Please put it in me... please... put your dick in me!"
Her desperation made my cock even harder. Slowly, I pushed forward, letting the head pierce her labia and, inch by inch, slowly inserted myself deep inside her.
"Oh yeah," she hissed, watching me go deeper and deeper. "Just like that. Oh that feels so fucking good. Promise you'll make me cum over and over on that fat dick."
"That's just what I need, too," I moaned as I felt her hot, wet pussy squeezing my shaft, pulling me deeper. I started fucking her slowly, sliding until the tip was almost out and then pushing in deep again, making her feel every inch of my dick.
"God I love watching you fuck me," she panted, her eyes focused on our joining. "I love watching every inch slide into my fucking pussy."
I moaned as the pleasure was overtaking me, too. "Yeah... oh my God that feels so fucking good." I started to speed up, sliding in and out of her faster.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm... right there... right there," she moaned a little too loud, closing her eyes. "Ooh that's so good... Fuck yes, just like that."



"Shhh," I said, giggling. "We're going to get into so much trouble."
"I'm trying to be quiet," she said. "But I just want to scream while you fuck me and not care who hears. It feels so good. You're so fucking deep in my pussy."
"Fuck! Your pussy feels so goddamned good... so perfect," I hissed. God I was getting close.
"Yes, make me take it," she panted. "Show me how to be your fucking little whore. That's what I want, that fucking cock deep inside of me. Oh God... oh God... Make me cum! Make me cum! God I'm gonna fucking cum!" And in seconds her body was shaking as she had her orgasm. I grabbed her legs hard to keep her from falling off the counter. "Yes! Like that! So fucking good!" she panted.
I gave her a moment to calm down as I slowly stroked in and out of her. I could feel her pussy quivering on my cock, trying to milk it. I was close, too, but I didn't want to cum inside her.
Suddenly she sat up and pushed me so that she could drop to her knees. She quickly grabbed my shaft, rapidly stroking it.
"Give it to me in my mouth. I want to taste you again," she said, stroking the shaft. She held my cock up, inspecting it. "Look at that. God that's so hot. All my cum dripping down your dick." She started licking and sucking on it, all the while stroking, too.
"Oh," I groaned when she hit a particularly sensitive spot.
"You love it when it's sloppy, don't you?" she asked. My cock was coated with her cum and spit, helping lubricate her hand. "God I love getting so dirty with you. I love tasting my pussy on your fucking cock."
She slid her mouth all the way down, pushing me deeper into her mouth that I'd ever been. She gagged a little, coughing as she released me again.
"You like that?" she asked. "Or do you prefer when I just tease the tip?" She slid her lips just around the head, sucking and licking that sensitive area as she stroked the rest of the shaft beneath her mouth.
I groaned. "That... that feels amazing."
"I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you for the rest of the night. My little cum dessert." She stroked me perfectly and as I neared my orgasm, she felt it. "Like that... like that... you're so hard... I want you to cum so fucking bad."
"Oh... I'm coming," I groaned and then felt the first gush erupt into her mouth. Then another and a third. Fuck! It felt like I hadn't cum in years! There was so much.
"Yeah... give it to me... oh, fuck yes... every fucking drop," she said, making sure she sucked me completely dry.
She stood and we laughed and kissed, enjoying our time together.
"I don't want to stop fucking you," she said, sounding a little sad.
"Me, too," I admitted. "But I don't know how we can. If Gabby ever found out..." I said, leaving the end open. She knew what a nightmare that would be... for both of us.
"Yeah..." she said, agreeing but not too happy about it.
We got dressed and a little cleaned up. Then we agreed that I would go out first and she would follow a minute later. We kissed one more time and then I snuck out, making sure no one saw, and walked back into the dining room.
Emmanuelle was talking about her attempt to load up the signal fire to get the search plane's attention. "I threw everything on it, but I think I smothered it or something. It wasn't burning and smoking right."
"The pilot did say that the flare is what caught his attention first," Mr. Roarke said. "I don't even want to hazard as guess as to what would have happened had he not seen it."
Everyone watched me as I slid into my chair. I almost felt like they knew what I'd just done.
"I have the impression that you were not at all close before this trip," Mr. Roarke said. "Mrs. Campbell had said that she wanted this trip to help you bond as a family. She mentioned there was some discord between you and the rest of her family. How did you manage on the island?"
Emmanuelle and I looked at each other and smiled. Helena joined us a moment later and we watched her sit before Emmanuelle answered him.
"We managed very well and got very close," she said softly. "Very quickly I realized that he's the perfect man to take care of my daughter. He's loving, very protective, and very loyal. And I... we... are very happy to have him as a part of our family."
"A wonderful tale," Mr. Roarke said, smiling, and raising his glass as if toasting us. "Very impressive indeed. You are truly one incredible family."
*****
We left the dining hall as a family, leaving Mr. Roarke and the staff behind as we walked towards the beach. Emmanuelle stopped us and faced me, placing her hand on my chest.
"Vince, Helena and I want to talk with Gabby," she said. "Alone, if you don't mind."
"Yeah, sure," I said wondering what was up.
"Helena will come and get you when we're done."
I looked at Gabby and she appeared to be as clueless as I was. Emmanuelle took her daughters hands and led them back to the bungalow. I was nervous and paced the beach for what seemed like an eternity. But an hour or so later, Helena came down, took my hand, and led me back to the bungalow.
We walked inside and Emmanuelle and Gabby were sitting on the bed together.
"Come on in," Emmanuelle said, as Helena released my hand. "Come over here."
I walked to the end of the bed, confused. I couldn't tell anything from the look on their faces. It appeared that there had been some crying, but they weren't sad any longer.
"Uh... what's up?" I asked.
Helena stood behind me as Emmanuelle began to explain. "We talked... a lot... about what happened on the island." I got very nervous, wondering how much she said. My marriage could have been hanging in the balance. "I told her about all the times that you saved me... us... and how much you sacrificed to keep us from harm. I told her that we have grown very close to you... that we love you... truly... and that we don't want to live without you."
I nodded a little... not really understanding where this was going.
She continued, looking at Gabby occasionally. "I told her that we shared our love for you... physically... and that both Helena and I... we feel we need to continue doing that."
Oh God! I was waiting for the shoe to drop. This was going to end badly.
"After some... explaining... some hugging... some tears... and... other things," she said, pulling Gabby in for a quick hug, "I think she understands. I explained that it would benefit us all."
Emmanuelle moved toward the end of the bed and, holding Gabby's hand, pulled her along with her. They sat on the end of the bed right in front of me.
"It's going to be... different," Emmanuelle said, "but, we all love each other, right?"
Gabby nodded, not exactly sure what all this meant. "Right," Helena said behind me.
"And isn't that what's important?" Emmanuelle asked. "This arrangement will make all of us happier. What do you think, Vince?"
"Um... I... I like it... I just don't know what you're really saying," I said.
"Emmanuelle and Helena are going to move in with us," Gabby said. "There's plenty of room for all of us. And that way... we can all... share... you."
"Um... honey, are you sure you want to do that?" I asked. It was blowing my mind how calm she was about all this. I mean, Emmanuelle all but said that we get to fuck each other.
"Yes," Gabby nodded. "I'm sure... we're a real family now. One, big, happy family. And if that means that others get to be with you sometimes, then so be it."
Emmanuelle squeezed Gabby's hand and looked at her, smiling broadly. "Are you ready?" she asked.
Gabby nodded and smiled back as the two of them moved to the floor, kneeling in front of me and both started unfastening my pants. Helena moved around me and started unbuttoning my shirt.
"I... uh... I don't know if we should," I said, nervous about this drastic change.
"Aw... don't be shy. You should get more... comfortable," Emmanuelle giggled, pulling my pants and underwear down. My cock was growing rapidly exposed to all three ladies at once.
"Ok... I can see that this is going to happen. Gabby? Is this... ok?" I asked.
Emmanuelle, Gabby, and Helena were all slipping out of their dresses until all three were fully naked as well.
"Gabby has agreed that we can join you both or be with you ourselves," Emmanuelle said, "any time we want. I'm sure that'll be adjusted as time goes on... but for now..." She grabbed my erection and lifted it, pointing it at Gabby. Gabby gasped, never really seeing it from this angle before.
"Mmmm... such a nice cock," Emmanuelle moaned. "You first," she said to Gabby. "You should always have the first lick."
Gabby smiled and, looking up at me, took me into her mouth and suckled on the head. She wasn't one to enjoy cocksucking, but, damn! It felt incredible to be in her mouth.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned.
"Tell your wife how hot she is," Emmanuelle said.
"You're so fucking hot," I said, looking at my wife in the eyes and feeling her sucking on the head while Emmanuelle slowly stroked it. "I love you so much."
"And your cock fits so nicely in her mouth," Emmanuelle said, leaning forward to kiss her daughter on the cheek.
Helena grabbed the back of my head and pulled me into a very passionate kiss while the other two continued to work my cock. Then Gabby stood and joined Helena, alternating between kissing me and each other. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen.
I could feel Emmanuelle begin to suck on my cock, deepthroating it while stroking it.
"Oh my God!" I moaned. The pleasure all three were giving me was incredible.
"Helena," Emmanuelle said, stopping for a moment. "Get your sister ready. He's going to be really big and ready to fuck her soon."
Helena slid behind Gabby and ran her hands over Gabby's body, kissing her neck and shoulders as Gabby kissed me. Her hands played with Gabby's breasts and nipples and then moved lower. I felt Gabby shudder and breathe heavy into my kisses as Helena's fingers slid over her clit and then again into her wetness to start fingering her.
I broke the kiss and kissed down Gabby's neck, chest, and abdomen as I slowly slid to the floorin front of her. Emmanuelle followed, never letting my cock go untouched. I lifted Gabby's leg to the side and helped her put it on the footboard.
"Oh, it feels like it's been forever," Gabby said. "I love how you eat my pussy."
"Mmmm... nothing better than a wet pussy in my face," I said looking up at her. Helena was teasing her nipples as she watched me, too.
"Show her what you do with that tongue," Emmanuelle said and I leaned forward and began licking Gabby's pussy. "Oh... yeah... play with her clit. You're so fucking good at that."
Helena slid a finger inside her from behind and began fingering her while I licked.
"God... yeah... just like that... fuck that feels so good," Gabby moaned.
Emmanuelle left my cock, stood, and began sucking on Gabby's nipple.
"Oh... oh my God," Gabby moaned. "Right there... right there. Like that. Like that. Oh fuck, just like that. That's just what I fucking want. Oh God!"
"You're so wet!" I said, sucking on her clit for a moment before slithering my tongue over and around it.
"I love how you tease my pussy," she whispered.
"Mmm... you taste delicious," I said.
"I can't wait to watch you fuck my sister," Helena said, making me shudder with excitement. "Her pussy is definitely ready."
I stood as the three women backed up onto the bed and lay Gabby down between them. All looked at me as I held my very hard cock, ready for more.
I shook my head, thinking about how we all were acting just over a week ago. What a difference, I thought as I climbed onto the bed between Gabby's legs, watching Emmanuelle and Helena lick and suck on her breasts. Now this is family bonding!
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"Come on Mariana, don't be like that," Andres said. He was driving a small truck through the jungles of Colombia with four large chemical tanks in the back. A rainstorm made it difficult to see and the road was practically non-existent. Just two small dirt tracks that were worn from the few trucks ahead of him.
"No! I'm not working for drug lords!" he said loudly. "Dios mio! You gotta believe me!"
His job was to drive from a small compound in the jungle to an obscure factory in town. He'd done this run a few times before, all without a hitch. And each run earned him plenty of money. But the road through the jungle was treacherous.
The rain was getting heavier and his windshield wipers were having a hard time keeping up with it. It made the drive that much more difficult. His right front tire nearly slid off the edge of the road, an edge that fell into a deep ravine, but he corrected it and, with a jolt, the truck was back on the road.
"I heard it's something for the US Government," he said, hoping that would convince her that he wasn't doing anything illegal. "Well, that's what I heard!... Mariana! No!... You can't just leave me... I'm doing this for us. I'm doing this so we have enough money to get away from here."
"Fuck!" he yelled as the phone disconnected. Angry, he threw his cellular phone onto the floorboards of the passenger seat, taking his eyes off the road for just a second, and then, the front tire slid off the road. Panicking, he tried to correct it, he tried to turn the wheel, but it was too late. The back tire also slid off the road and the truck started sliding and leaning towards the ravine.
There was nothing he could do as the truck rolled down the ravine, the tanks in the back cracking open, spilling the contents as it rolled over and over down to the bottom.
*****
It took three hours for the guards in the compound to determine he was missing and to find the crash site.
"Burn it all," said the man in the khaki shorts. He was in charge of security and wasn't going to leave any evidence.
Several men used gasoline and flamethrowers to burn as much of the side of the ravine as they could, taking out all of the vegetation, burning all the spilled chemicals and leaving the truck as an iron shell and the driver an unrecognizable corpse.
*****
Unseen, beneath the burning vegetation, the chemicals slowly seeped into the seeds of the plants above, altering its genetic make-up, creating a new variety of fragrant, flowery plant. The Slut Rose.
*****
Ten years later...
Audrey looked down at the phone in disbelief. Being a reporter for the Daily Enquirer she was used to getting a lot of strange phone calls, each leading to far-out stories, but this one was from a respected doctor, a coroner.
"Can you say that again, doctor?" she asked, wondering if she had actually heard him correctly.
"I know it's hard to believe, but I did the autopsy myself. These people have literally fucked themselves to death." An eerie silence followed.
Audrey's mind reeled from the implications. Not only was this an enticing story about plane crashes and sex, but it might all be true. This could take her from this rag into the big time. No more Elvis sightings. She could be tackling big issues, interviewing key political figures.
"Where did the bodies come from?" she asked him, beginning to take notes.
"There was a small plane crash in Colombia. Eight people were on board and these three were the only survivors of the crash. They were found a week later. Since their deaths were so mysterious, I was called in to provide some answers. This is what I found... God I can't believe I'm telling you this. If the government finds out I talked..."
"Don't worry," she spoke quickly, "I'll keep you out of it as much as I can. What did you find?"
"The bodies were well nourished and hydrated, but they were just... dead. From the state of their genitalia, I deduced that they were, shall we say, very intimate up to the moment of death. The government wants to keep this secret, in case it was some sort of toxin, but I can't bottle this up any longer."
"Good, doctor." She didn't ask why in the world he called her. "Can you give me the location of the crash. I'll do some investigation on this and then we'll blow it wide open. They won't know what hit them."
Doctor Juliard gave the approximate location of the crash as Audrey jotted it in her notebook. Hanging up the phone, she quickly stormed into her editor's office and told him the basic facts of the story. She was quickly ushered home, to the airport, and was on an international flight before lunch.
"I'll be home in a few days, honey," Audrey told her husband after landing in Colombia. "I'm on a big story and had to rush out. I'm sorry but I can't tell you how important this is... Okay... Love you, too. I might not be able to call for a few days, but I will as soon as I can... No, I'm not in any danger. It's just that I'll be out in the jungle... Thanks, hon, I'll make it up to you."
She placed the phone back on the cradle as she gazed about the Colombian airport. 'I guess I need to find a guide and some transportation,' she thought to herself. Within two hours, she had a jeep, a driver, and a young village woman as a guide. She was given a handsome expense account and would be able to pay them well for their services, especially if this panned out.
She booked a hotel room for the night and the small party met at the entrance just after dawn, ready to strike out into the jungle.
*****
The drive was treacherous, with a lot of hazards along the way. The jungle in this part of the world was thick, rich with vegetation, which made travel slow. Add to that the mountains, cliffs, and raging white-water rivers and Audrey knew this wasn't going to be as easy as she had hoped.
The weather held, although it was terribly hot and humid, making all of their outfits wet with their sweat. Her native guides seemed more comfortable, being used to the hot weather, but Audrey's head swooned from their exertions. When night fell, they camped feeling the chill after the sun went down, but it wasn't much cooler. She didn't get much sleep, always tossing and turning her sweaty body.
After three days of travel, they finally arrived. The young woman, Serena, who was barely twenty, pointed excitedly while speaking Spanish. Audrey cursed that she hadn't studied the language hard enough in school, but understood from her hand motions that the crash site was just over the hill.
They decided to camp here, but Audrey wanted a quick look at the site. While their driver, Jose, set up the camp, Audrey and Serena pushed through the underbrush. The thick growth suddenly gave way to a blackened, burned path that cut through it. It was fairly wide and Audrey surmised that this was where the plane crashed, forcing its way through the jungle, spraying flaming fuel until it finally stopped.
The women followed the blackened trail carefully, until they came upon the broken and burnt fuselage. There was no smoke and the twisted metal wasn't hot to the touch as Audrey explored in and around the wreckage. The crash was obviously several weeks old. Nothing, though, caught her attention, except the pungent smell of the jungle. It was sweet, almost sickly, but she breathed deeply, loving its intoxicating fragrance.
Within twenty minutes they found the survivors' campsite. It was just a few hundred feet from the plane, probably to keep away from any explosion. A lot of the site had already been disturbed by the rescue crews, but the tent and makeshift sleeping gear was still there. She brought it to her nose and even with a quick sniff she could tell it was soaked with bodily fluids.
She suddenly felt her body tingle, as if excited from the revelation the survivors had fucked. Her nipples hardened, pressing against the fabric of her damp shirt and she felt a dull pulse in her sex. She was surprised that she felt so horny, her juices flowing freely, practically trickling down her legs. The air was again filled with that fragrance and she unconsciously breathed deeply enjoying the tingling sensation all over her body.
Serena called over to her, breaking the spell and she stood once more. She walked towards the young woman and found herself examining her body; the curves of her hips under her long skirt, her firm, young breasts that bobbed beneath her loose top. She felt an overwhelming urge to be close to her for some reason and it scared her.
She approached Serena and saw the flowery growth that the young woman was pointing at. She was saying something in Spanish, but Audrey couldn't understand a word. All she could do was watch her luscious lips opening and closing as if in slow motion.
She felt the sudden urge to kiss her, to possess her lips and body. Scared, she backed away and started walking back to their camp, shaking her head to clear it. She heard Serena walking behind her, calling to her, but didn't dare turn around. She didn't know if she could control her urges again.
She immediately went to her tent when she entered camp and lay back with a huff. Her body was still tingling and she felt an overwhelming urge to touch herself, to let herself cum and release her body's tensions.
Shaking, she pulled out her journal and began making her daily entry.
=======================================================================================
Tuesday, May 14
We found the crash site today. The blackened vegetation demonstrated how lucky
the survivors were to have even gotten out of the plane alive after the initial
crash. No bodies were seen, but we found the survivor's camp. I'll have more
information tomorrow.
On a personal note, I think I've been away from Tom too long already. I'm
thinking about him constantly now. Well, ok, I'm thinking of Serena now, too.
She's one of my guides and I can't stop thinking about how beautiful she is.
The jungle seems to have brought out an animal instinct in me and I can't help
but want to be with her... sexually. I've never had feelings like this before
and it scares me. I almost attacked her out in the jungle today. I hope we
get back soon so I can see Tom again.
=======================================================================================
"Gawd I need his cock so badly...", she whispered to herself.
Audrey lay back and found that the fingers of her left hand were rubbing against her moist mound. She had unconsciously unfastened her shorts and she moaned softly as her fingers circled her clit sending tingles up and down her spine. It was almost as if they had a mind of their own. She pushed her shorts and panties down and off, pushing her knees wide. Her right hand replaced her left as a finger slipped into her moist channel.
Her fingers felt so good, sending ripples of pleasure over her body. She thrust her hips up into the air, digging her fingers into her sensitive flesh. Her moans became louder and she pulled the pillow over her mouth to silence them. Within a few minutes, amid muffled pants of pleasure, she came, her juices practically squirting from her hot hole.
As she came down from her orgasmic high, her body still felt ready for more. She giggled to herself as she pulled her shorts back up and straightened her clothes. 'Gawd, I wish I knew what's gotten into me,' she thought. 'I can't believe I'm still so fucking horny.'
She lay back, allowing her breathing to return to normal before leaving the tent. For the rest of the evening, the three adventurers sat around the fire, listening to the jungle sounds. Jose could speak broken English, but Serena only spoke Spanish. Serena and Jose spoke together with hushed tones until Jose finally spoke up.
"Serena and me think we go soon."
"We still have to investigate the crash site some more. We haven't even figured out what happened to the survivors."
"Something bad here. We should go."
"Don't get superstitious on me now. We'll leave in a day or so." Audrey could see the doubt in his eyes. "Look, I'm paying you mucho dinero to help me. We'll leave when I say so." She felt a pang of desire hit her at that moment. She wanted to climb on top of Jose and fuck him silly, dominate him, forcing his tongue and cock into her hot box until she came again and again. She wanted to hump on top of him all night long. She found that she had stood as if ready to pounce on him and pulled back in embarrassment, wondering if Jose saw the desire flare in her eyes.
As she sat down again, she glanced at Jose to see if he had recognized her passion. He sat stoically for a moment and then stood, retreating to his tent. Audrey could see his straining erection tenting his pants as he stood. She felt a twinge of excitement flow over her as her physical attraction for him heightened. Serena and Audrey sat for several more hours by the fire before retiring to their own tents. With each passing moment, Audrey could feel her desire grow and she found herself glancing at Serena again and again. She was breathing deeper as time ticked on, and noticed that Serena looked overheated as well. It was as if the heat of the jungle was being absorbed into their bodies.
Audrey felt guilty about how she looked at Serena and decided to call it a night. "Buenos noches," she said as she turned away from the fire. As Audrey entered her tent, she felt her breath coming in pants, her body yearning for another release. The floral scent tingled her senses, sending primal urges surging through her loins.
She lay back on her makeshift bed, her hands sliding over her sensitive flesh. Her skin oozed with passion, tingled, wanting release. She slipped out of her shorts and listened to the jungle sounds as her fingers slid through her moist pussy lips. She purred softly as her heat grew. Her fingers found familiar ground as they circled her clit sending bolts of pleasure radiating through her body, her other hand kneading and pinching her swollen breasts.
After several hours, Audrey still hadn't fallen asleep and even after many climaxes wasn't sated. Her fingers still silently strummed over her swollen clit and pounded deeply into her dripping hole. Suddenly she heard a grunt and she paused, listening intently. She waited for several seconds and just as she thought she had imagined the sound, she heard it again, followed quickly by another. They were slightly muffled as if the person didn't want to be heard but couldn't seem to help it.
She slowly got up on her knees and crawled to the tent flap. She opened it silently and peered out into the dark. Her eyes caught movement by the fire. Jose was sitting on a fallen tree with Serena kneeling before him, her head buried in his lap. He was stroking her head with both hands as it rose and dropped again and again. She could just make out the strain in his face.
She was startled when he moaned out again, his hands flailing slightly into the air. 'She's sucking his cock,' she thought. Jose mumbled something in Spanish just before giving several quick grunts and grabbing Serena's head tightly. Serena struggled in his lap, her head never leaving it as Jose seemed to pound his hips into her face.
Slowly, Serena sat back as Jose released her and his panting breaths slowed. Her hands gently caressed his tool, just out of Audrey's sight. Audrey noticed that she was clawing at her own cunt, pushing her fingers deep inside as she watched the two lovers. It was as if Audrey was outside her own body, as if something else had taken control of her. She grunted softly as she felt her fingers pushing deeper. She thought of what it would be like to have that huge tool pounding into her, bringing her to climax after wonderful climax, and her body shuddered.
Serena slowly stood and bent forward to kiss Jose. It was a rough, lustful kiss and they broke after a few seconds, both panting wildly. Jose's hands slid around the young woman's body, feeling every curve and crevice through her thin dress. He roughly pulled the shoulder straps of her dress down, exposing her breasts, and quickly devoured her nipples as he knelt in front of her.
Serena panted loudly, not caring who heard her. She spoke encouraging words to Jose in Spanish as he sucked and nibbled on each nipple in turn, squeezing her young breasts with his hands. Serena stroked his dark hair as her body undulated above him. She pushed her hips forward as if urging him to touch her. Jose lifted his hand between her legs as he continued to assault her nipples.
Audrey watched as Serena's head fell back, her eyes closed, her mouth wide open in a silent scream. Jose fingered her for a few moments before standing. He turned Serena around and pushed her roughly over towards a fallen tree. He bent her over and flipped up her skirt, exposing her exquisite butt to him. Audrey watched, panting, as Jose pushed his pants to the ground and brought his thick erection to Serena's cunt. She heard Serena whimper in pain and pleasure as he pierced her roughly and then began quick rocking motions.
Audrey couldn't believe her eyes. This man was man-handling this beautiful woman before her eyes, and she was getting excited by it. She watched for the few moments it took for Jose to wildly plunge in and out of the young woman before he threw his head back and came.
At that point, he strangely seemed to regain his senses. He backed away from Serena and quickly pulled his pants up before jogging back to his tent. Audrey watched as Serena stood and pulled her skirt back down and made her way slowly to her own tent.
Audrey pulled her tent closed and lay back on her bed. Her feelings were running wild within her and she fought to sort them out. She felt as if Jose was attacking one of her own and she needed to protect her. Well, that was almost true. But was she just jealous? She felt enraged and wanted to see revenge.
Her mind and emotions fought for hours between staying put, confronting Jose, and soothing Serena. But what was happening to her? She barely knew either of them...
Everyone was slower getting out of their tents the next morning. Each member of the team was quiet this morning, as if all were guilty of some sin they didn't want the others to know about. After breakfast, Audrey could see Jose's furtive glances towards Serena, his face showing his lustful intentions once again.
Audrey felt different this morning. The air felt fresher, as if it tingled within her lungs. She was very aware today, every sense was on edge as if she didn't want to miss a thing. Her skin tingled with an insatiable desire for something unknown.
*****
"Holy fucking shit," the General spat, reading the report just handed to him. "That cocksucker called a *reporter*??? What in the hell does he think he's doing? We have to clamp this down and fast."
"Yes, sir," the Sergeant replied crisply.
"Send some MPs over and arrest the doctor... and get some men down to the crash site now and get those people the hell outta there. My god, we had a hard enough time when we dealt with the original crash." He shook his head, looking down at a map of the area. Turning briskly, he threw the report onto the table and walked away. "Fuck! We shoulda just napalmed the whole goddamned area."
*****
After breakfast, all three campers made their way back over to the crash site. Audrey let Serena lead, keeping herself between the lecherous stares of Jose and his intended prey. At one point, she helped hold a branch aside for Jose to catch and she could see the uncertain arousal in his face. It was as if he were fighting a great battle within himself, and with each step was losing.



When they reached the site, they spread out looking for more clues, but within ten minutes Audrey heard the deep moans of Serena. She rushed towards the sound and found Jose over the prone woman, helping her rip her dress off. Serena was frantic, almost as if she craved for him to fuck her. Audrey felt the wild, lust-filled rage fill her. She picked up a tree branch and rushed forward swinging wildly at Jose. She barely felt the first thud hit its mark on his back and then swung wildly as he backed away, his cock standing firm.
Serena rolled to the side and lay breathing heavily. She didn't even seem to care that her dress was barely covering her body and looked like a cat in heat. Audrey returned to her senses after a moment and saw Jose run into the woods. She tossed the branch to the side and knelt down beside Serena, wrapping her arms around her and holding her close.
Slowly, they both stood and made their way back to camp. Audrey could feel the adrenaline still rushing through her as if there was still danger all around. She could feel every breeze caress her skin, every insect flittering about. She felt so incredibly alive with feeling. And it only made her more aroused.
She finally realized how tightly she was holding Serena's hand as they entered their camp again. She turned towards the young woman and let go, seeing her panting and looking back at her. Audrey felt a ravenous hunger for the woman well up inside her and she found it nearly impossible to stop it. She turned and quickly walked away from her and into her tent. She knew that if she even looked back she'd ravish her. She knew she had to find a way to get away from her, had to find a way to stop this... whatever it was.
She sat in her tent panting, her head in her hands when she heard the flap open and was quickly pushed down onto the ground. She could see Serena's tattered dress falling onto her, baring the woman's body as she fell on top of Audrey. Her mouth found Audrey's and they kissed urgently, deeply and passionately, their bodies molding together. She felt Serena press her hips into the older woman, thrusting madly in her heat.
Audrey's hands gripping Serena's head tightly, her lips and tongue wrenching against Serena's mouth. She tasted her sweetness and felt her body quiver in delight. As if in a dream, she watched Serena's hands pull roughly at her loose blouse, forcing it open, exposing her pert breasts and hard nipples. She heard Serena moan loudly as her mouth descended down her neck, lightly kissing and licking the exposed flesh as she pushed her body into the older woman's, her hips grinding hard.
Audrey's hands grabbed Serena's breasts and pulled a taut nipple between her fingers. She pushed Serena back and locked her lips onto the nearest breast. Serena moaned something in Spanish as her younger hands gripped Audrey's head, holding her tightly.
*****
Time seemed to have no meaning to either Audrey or Serena. They had no idea how many orgasms they had or how long they'd even been at it.
The rotors of the helicopter roared overhead and the landing in a nearby field made the tent flap in the high wind. Undeterred, Audrey kept licking at the woman's sex, holding her legs tightly even as the men in protective white suits pulled at her. The two were eventually separated by the strong hands and pulled to the helicopter. Audrey's backpack was thrown onto the floor of the noisy aircraft as the last member jumped inside, slamming the door shut behind him.
The strong hands held her down until they could bind her to keep her away from Serena, with the young woman similarly treated. Both of the women were panting madly, writhing on the floor, their bodies flushed and sweaty from the exertions.
*****
The women were loaded onto gurney's when they finally landed at the base, and the backpack unloaded.
"What's this all about Sarge?" asked the enlisted man.
"I don't know... but it's too weird for me. Whatcha got there?" he asked eyeing the backpack.
"It's the reporter's pack. I guess they wanted to make sure they got all the intel she might have collected." He saw a flower peeking out one of the pockets and grabbed it, pulling it free. The sergeant grabbed the pack from him, shaking his head as the young man smelled the flower.
"Johnson, you're such a pansy."
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Custom Curios: Universal Remote - Part 1
Emmanuelle walked into the dimly-lit, hazy aired store. A little bell rang as the door opened and then again as it closed behind her. She noticed the musky, old smell of the place. Not that it was dirty, but it smelled... old... something very different than the stores around it.
She'd never noticed this place before. But in looking for a unique gift for her stepson, she was driving by and the sign caught her attention... "Custom Curios: The place for unique and unusual gifts.". She actually chuckled when she saw it. Even the sign looked old, but it was spot on what she was looking for.
"Can I help you find something?", a young man behind the counter asked. She glanced at him and smiled. He looked like a typical young college student, probably a senior, with his sparse facial hair and his long hair tied back.
She walked along the aisles looking at the items on the shelves around her. She could see strange-looking dice, some old board games, a couple old camers, an ouiji board. Nothing that Vince would be interested in, she thought. "Well... I don't know. I'm looking for something for my stepson. Maybe some electronic something or other or video game. Do you have anything like that?"
He smiled and pointed to the next aisle over. "There are a few things in the next aisle over you might find. I think the Universal Remote there is really one of a kind. I think he'd absolutely love it. It works on so many... things... and is programmable."
She walked into the next aisle and easily found what he was referring to. A Universal Remote... something that controls multiple devices. It wasn't expensive, definitely what she was thinking about spending on him. She picked it up and looked it over. It looked a little dated, compared to the latest gadgets on the market, but maybe that was the charm of it. Maybe that was something Vince would find even more interesting about it.
She picked it up and took it to the counter.
"Yeah, that's the one I would get for him," the young man said, smiling. Something about his smile, his face, disturbed her though. It was devious... almost as if there was more to this than met the eye. As he rang it up in the register, he licked his lips and his tongue seemed much longer than a normal tongue would be and it made her shiver. She had a sudden thought of watching... of feeling... that tongue on her pussy, plunging inside her.
The young man put the device into a bag and laid it on the counter. "Anything else? For yourself maybe?" he asked her, looking her in the eye once again. "I'm sure there are other... electronic devices that would... tittilate. Or maybe some special jewelry."
His gaze and questions made goosebumps form all over her body. His words made her mind form images as he said them... of her using an electronic device to masturbate with... of her putting decorative clamps and clips on parts of her body that no one but her husband should ever see. She could almost feel the pleasure both of these would bring her.
"No..." she said, unsure of herself for a moment. Maybe she should, she thought, before shaking that thought away. She grabbed the bag. "No, this will be enough. Thank you." She turned and as her hand reached the door, she could hear the young man's voice behind her.
"Come back soon," he said. "We're here to... please."
Emmanuelle opened the door and walked out into the bright sunshine, her body shaking a little from the experience in the store. All the way home, all she could think about were the last images planted by the young man's comments. She was really going to need her husband, Joseph, tonight, to get those feelings resolved. Her horniness level had skyrocketed. She might need him before bedtime even.
*****
"Happy birthday!" the family cried in near unison as Emmanuelle carried the candle-lit cake into the dining room and set it on the table in front of Vince.
"Happy birthday, kiddo," Joseph said as he squeezed Vince's shoulder.
Vince smiled. This year he turned 20. Just getting closer and closer to actual adulthood, where he could go to bars with his friends and have a good time. Of course, the whole job thing and finding his own place wasn't the most exciting part of getting older. But he'd make the best of it when the time came.
His slightly younger stepsister, Gabrielle, was sitting on her legs across the table from him, looking a little anxious, her forearms flat on the table as she leaned forward. She was wearing too tight of a t-shirt that really accentuated her breasts. He wished she wasn't his stepsister. He wished he didn't have these thoughts about her. But she was very much in his thoughts often, as was his stepmom, who was even more endowed than her daughter. Those times when he was alone. Those times when he could touch himself and imagine all sorts of things he shouldn't be imagining about them.
"Come on, make a wish and blow them out already. We don't have all night," Gabrielle said eagerly.
He closed his eyes and envisioned a great wish, one that would never be fulfilled, but a great one nonetheless. He truly wished for sex with either one of these two women. When he opened his eyes again, he blew out the candles, and the party continued.
When they each finished their pieces of cake with chocolate frosting and ice-cream, Emmanuelle pushed his small pile of presents from the end of the table and left it in front of him. Two boxes and three cards. He opened the card from Gabrielle first and found a sweet, innocent stepsister message inside along with a gift card to a big online retailer. He knew he'd find something he'd like there.
The next card was the card from his stepmom and then his dad, both offering their love and respect for him.
Next came the presents. The first was from his dad and contained a jersey from his favorite football team, with the number of the quarterback. He smiled as he held it up. That was something he'd wear a lot. That was comfortable and showed his local team spirit. He loved the team, although they weren't always the easiest to root for.
"Ooh," his stepmom said anxiously. "I hope you like this one." She obviously was a little uneasy about it as she tapped it quickly.
He pulled the box closer to himself and smile. "I'm sure I will." He opened it and pulled out the carefully wrapped remote control. It took him by surprise at first, especially since it looked a bit dated.
"It's a Universal Remote," Emmanuelle said excitedly. "Both the salesman and I thought some kind of electronic gadget like this would be perfect. Something you can tinker with maybe."
Vince turned it over in his hands. There were several pieces of paper taped to it, held to the controller with rubber bands. He guessed that was the user's manual or something. He smiled up at her. "It looks cool! I can't wait to check it out."
"Really?" Emmanuelle said, obviously happy that he liked it. She leaned in and hugged him, her chin resting on the top of his head, forcing his cheek against her breasts. He could smell her very wonderful perfume and could stay there forever. But she quickly released him and got up to collect the dishes.
The family quickly dispersed, with Joseph going into the living room to watch TV, Gabrielle going up to her room, Emmanuelle into the kitchen to finish cleaning up, and Vince going up to his bedroom, gifts in hand.
He laid back on his bed, the remote control in his hands. He pulled the old rubber bands off the device and they immediately broke, showing just how old they were. There were several pages of paperwork attached to the remote that he carefully unfolded. They appeared to be handwritten instructions, which seemed even more odd to him.
The opening paragraphs were beaming about the device, excited about some new discovery, and proud that the developer could share this fun with a few, select individuals. The next 8 or 9 pages were discussing the discovery and went into way more scientific depth than Vince cared to even explore, even if he could understand a word. All he could garner from the first couple paragraphs he read was that there was something about specific sound frequencies that the developer discovered that did things. Apparently things that people didn't know about before.
The last 2 to 3 pages discussed the buttons on the unit and its general functionality. He started reading them, eager to figure out how to use the unit. The first section dealt with tuning the device for a particular "subject". That was a weird term to use for a TV being controlled, but maybe that was just the way the author thought.
To tune the Universal Remote to a given subject, be within 10 feet of the subject,
press 000 and the play button. The remote will automatically go into scan mode
to determine the frequencies needed for that subject, trying a new frequency set
every 5 seconds. When the correct setting is found, the subject will unknowingly
cluck like a chicken 3 times. At that point, press the play button once more to
lock in that selection. All options will then be tuned to that particular set
of frequencies for that subject.
"Cluck like a chicken," Vince said. "What the hell does that mean?" He pressed 000 and the play button as he pointed the remote at his TV. He waited patiently and just about a minute later, just when he was about to give up completely, thinking this whole device was some sick joke, he could hear Gabrielle cluck like a chicken three times through the wall that separated their bedrooms. Without thinking, he pressed the play button again as instructed.
This was... too weird. But it couldn't be a coincidence. There's no way Gabrielle would just cluck like a chicken like that. As his mind worked on what he might do with this information, he read more about the uses of the remote.
This unit can store the patterns for up to 10 different subjects. It can store up to
4 different pre-programmed steps, accessed with the A, B, C, and D buttons. Each
button contains a default program that can be edited. See the back for the default
programs for each button.
The M- button turns off memory storage in the subject and while the subject will act
as if everything is normal, none of what happens will be remembered. It is preferred
to turn memory off while controlling a subject to allow you the maximum freedom for
re-use. The M+ button turns memory storage back on and should be done when control
is complete. The Ms button turns on memory storage as if it was a hazy dream. This
would be useful if you want the subject to somewhat remember what occurs but to make
them believe it was all just a dream or fantasy.
Dream or fantasy? What the hell? This isn't about controlling televisions. It's about controlling... people! As the realization hit him, his imagination was definitely piqued. And he knew his stepsister had been located and programmed into the remote, at least that's what the papers said. And that was... exciting.
He couldn't wait to see what this thing could do.
The numeric keys signify specific actions that can be performed by the subject. The
list of potential actions is provided within the document and are divided by
gender-non-specific and gender-specific functions. Each action has a 3-digit code
that is executed when the play button is pressed.
The pause button pressed once freezes the subject's body, but not their mind. They
are unfrozen when pressed a second time. The stop button pressed once freeses the
subject's body and their mind. Pressing it a second time unfreezes them. Mute makes
the subject unable to make a vocal sound.
Vince turned to the command listing and was surprised to see the commands at the beginning of the list, such as stand, bend over, sit, lay down on back, lay down on stomach, spread eagle, kneel, and kneel all-fours. He scrolled through the other commands, all the way back to the commands specifically for women. It was... incredible. It was... impossible. Right?
He was overwhelmed with the possibilities and options. Where in the hell would he even start. And then he remembered there were 4 pre-programmed buttons. He quickly turned the pages to see what those programs were. It seemed that the first button, A, was a kind of basic program. It was almost set up as a test. Maybe something to make the operator more convinced that the device even worked.
MEMORY OFF
INVISIBLE
LAY ON BACK
MASTURBATE
DELAY FOR 5 MINUTES
HANDS AND KNEES
DELAY FOR 1 MINUTE
TALK DIRTY
DELAY FOR 1 MINUTE
FINGER ASS
DELAY FOR 5 MINUTES
ORGASM
DELAY FOR 1 MINUTE
LAY ON BACK
MEMORY ON
Maybe that was what he needed. He certainly didn't want to go in front of her thinking this would work and have her remember it or have it totally fail. God that would be so embarrassing. But this... if it was a minor failure maybe she would just think it was natural. She was just masturbating. And... it was night time... and she was already alone in her bedroom. Their parents were downstairs still, far enough away that they wouldn't see a thing. And even when they finished cleaning up, their bedroom was downstairs, too. It was the perfect test and the perfect time.
He slipped out of his room and as silently as he could walked over to Gabrielle's door. He pressed his ear to the cold wood for a moment, trying to see if she was still awake or not. It was after midnight now, so it was more than likely she was asleep. He didn't hear anything, so he quietly turned the knob on the door and opened it, slowly. It was dark inside, except for a night-light that she kept on even to this day. It offered some light, once his eyes adjusted enough. He slid into her room, closed the door, and pushed himself back against the wall to be as invisible as possible.
"Here goes nothing," he said to himself and pressed the A button to start the program.
He heard her begin to move soon afterwards as she turned to her back. Well, he thought, that might have just been a coincidence. He couldn't tell if she was masturbating or not, since she wasn't making much noise, until about a minute later he could hear a little raspy breath. She was trying to stay quiet, but was getting very excited by her own masturbation.
Ok, again, while it seemed more farfetched, this could have been a simple coincidence. But then after what was about 5 minutes, she got up onto her hands and knees and continued masturbating. Now he could see her better. The light was dim, but the movement and sound was unmistakeable. Her hand was slid between her legs, her fingers swirling over her clit and delving inside every now and then. She was breathing harder now.
And a minute later he could hear her talking, plain and clear.
"Oh, make me your naughty little cum slut," she said. "I love being a dirty little fucking whore, getting to play with a nice hard cock. God, I'm fucking horny. Jerk that hard dick for me. It makes my little pussy so fucking wet. Oh, it's so fucking hard. God I want you to shove it down my throat. I want you to fuck my mouth and then pull it out and shove it straight into my wet little pussy."
Vince could feel his cock getting so hard. This was more than a dream come true. He was sure his stepmom had no idea what she had bought for him. This was a very powerful item... and in his hands, it was a game-changer. This was the best birthday present ever!!
"I'll be your slutty, dirty whore and take your cock in all my fucking holes," she continued, her other hand sliding behind her and beginning to tease her asshole. Her face was resting on the bed now, with both hands occupied between her legs. "I love touching myself while you jerk your hard dick for me. Your hard dick makes me so horny. Oh, I'm your horny little cum slut. My pussy is just dripping right now! God, I love being a fucking little slut for you."
Vince unzipped his pants and slid his cock free so he could stroke it. God he was so hard. His shaft was throbbing and it felt incredible to slide his hand up and down it's length.
"Oh, yeah... I'll play with my little holes while you watch," Gabrielle said, as if speaking right to him. Did she know he was there? Was she aware this was happening?
"You like it when I slide my fingers in my ass? I'll slide them deep inside while you play with your cock. Yeah... jerk that hard dick for me. I love watching you. Oh, make me your dirty fucking slut. Do you like watching me play with my tight asshole? Yeah?"
Her fingers teased both her pussy and her ass at the same time as Vince watched in the dim lighting. He couldn't believe this was happening. He couldn't believe he had this much control at his fingertips.
Fuck!" she said a little louder than he expected and he took a moment to try and listen for his mom and dad. He prayed they couldn't hear her. "I'll be your naughty little slut if you want," she said a little softer and sultrier. "Your dirty fucking slut. Shove your cock straight into my mouth, turn me over, and fuck my little asshole. I wanna be your little anal slut. You can have whatever hole you want any time you want, you know. Shove it into my pussy and then my ass. I want you to fuck all my holes until you cum all over me. I love your cum... I want to be covered in it... filled with it until I'm fucking dripping."
He started cumming then, his hand stroking so hard and fast on his shaft. He'd never in his life heard anyone talk like this, especially not his stepsister. He could feel his cum spraying out of his body, lauching through the air, and landing who-knows-where. He knew he was going to have a hard time cleaning that up, but this was definitely worth it.
"I'm your bad little fucking slut cum whore. I can't wait to taste your fucking cum. Give it to me!"
He wondered for a moment if she somehow knew he'd cum and it scared him. Maybe... maybe she heard him... maybe she smelled it. But, he was invisible to her, right? Oh God, if she somehow knew he was there, he'd be dead.
"Please make me your little cum slut. Oh God... I'm so close... I can't wait to be covered in your hot fucking cum. I want you to cum all over my fucking face. Oh God... Oh God... Cum right in my mouth, shoot it straight into my dirty fucking slut hole
Then she started moaning louder. Her body was shaking so I knew she was having an orgasm. "Oh my fucking God I'm cumming. You're making me cum so hard! Fuck!"
She grunted again and again as her fingers slammed into her holes, her body shaking and twisting, but she never left her kneeling posture. Damn! This remote was incredible!
She was breathing so hard as she turned and lay on her back and then, somehow, just resumed sleeping.
Vince grabbed the doorknob and quietly exited her room and walked back to his own. His heart was racing at the possibilities in store for him. He lay on the bed imagining different scenarios and jerked his cock more. He had 2 more orgasms before he finally ran out of ideas he wanted to try.
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The next day was Thursday and he had 2 classes he had to attend. All day long, all he could think about were the possibilities with the remote. The distraction was evident because he barely remembered either of the lectures. He rushed home after classes were done and dashed into his room. His stepsister was likely in the back yard, laying out in the sun. She wasn't going to college until the fall, another 3 months away.
He rushed over to his dresser and opened his underwear drawer, his typical hiding place for all those things he never wanted found. He pulled the remote free and jumped into his bed, just looking at it. There were just so many things he could do. He turned it over in his hands, thinking about the different codes that could be used. For some reason, while there were quite a few of them, they were very easy to remember.
Suddenly, his stepsister appeared in the doorway, wearing a bikini top and jean shorts. "Hey dork."
"What's up Dweeb!" he said back.
"Are you going anywhere tonight?" she asked.
"No, no plans. Why?"
"I was wondering if you'd drive me over to the mall. Krissy and I are going shopping for a while."
"Why don't you just get your license? We wouldn't have to go through this every time."
"Come on. You know I'll do you a favor, too."
He thought about that for a moment, with a quirky smile on his face. She'd definitely be doing him favors.
"What time do you need to leave?" he asked, plotting some kind of favor in particular as he readied to press the STOP button, the command to completely freeze her and her brain.
"Not until after dinner."
He looked at the clock on his nightstand. It was only 3:00pm and their parents wouldn't be back until 5:00.
"Hey, have you tried using that..." she started to ask about the remote and then paused midsentence when he pressed the button and activated the command. Well, stopped, really. Her brain was shut off, too, Vince mused.
"Why yes, I have tried using this lovely remote, he said, setting the remote on his nightstand and standing up. He walked over to her and pulled her into the room. He licked his lips as he looked over her body. She was definitely a beautiful, young woman. Looking behind her, he grabbed the two strings holding her bikini and tugged them, letting the material fall to the floor.
His hands palmed her breasts, feeling their softness, their suppleness, and their weight. He lifted and squeezed them, enjoying the feeling of them. He bent over and licked her nipple and sucked on it before moving to the other. She tasted a little like suntan oil, but it wasn't unpleasant.
Reaching to her hips he grabbed the front of her shorts and began unfastening them. "Oh, you want me to take these off for you, too? My pleasure, Gabby." He let them drop to the ground after he pulled them from her hips. And then with two more strings to pull, her bikini bottoms were laying on the floor as well.
He took a step back for a moment, admiring his naked stepsister for the very first time. Not even the darkness of night could hide this lovely body now. She was all his, now. From her beautiful, full breasts, down to her downy bush.
He moved her closer to the bed, moving her arms and legs as if she were simply a living doll, and they stayed in the last position in which he place them. She was standing beside the bed now, her legs slightly apart. Then he bent her forward. Her breasts sagged beneath her, slightly swaying.
"One day," he said softly. "You're going to beg me to do this without the remote."
He pulled his own shirt and pants off, tossing them aside. His cock was so hard in anticipation. He walked behind her and grabbed her hips thinking about just what he was going to do. "Let's see that lovely pussy, sis," he said, dropping to his knees behind her. Her pussy and ass were perfectly level with his face as he looked at her. His hands traced her hips and ass, sliding between her cheeks and lightly circling her asshole and pussy lips.
"Yeah? You like how that feels?" he asked his non-responsive stepsister. "What was that sis? What? You can't wait for my tongue on your pussy... you're so fucking hot for it you might just cum now?" He smiled and moved his mouth closer to her pussy. "I know just what you mean. But, you don't have to wait any more."
He slid his tongue out and licked her pussy lightly, tasting it for the very first time. She tasted so good. A nice, sweet peach came to mind. He pushed in further, licking harder and deeper with every lick. Damn, he wished he could hear her squealing on his tongue. But that would have to wait. He didn't want to rush things and cause a problem. He pulled back after a few minutes, her pussy wet with his saliva.
He wanted more. He reached for the remote and dialed in the code for orgasm, then leaned forward again and licked her pussy. In the middle of his lick, he pressed the play button, locking in the code, and within seconds her body was slightly shaking, her pussy gushing with her juices as she orgasmed.
"I knew you'd enjoy that, sis. You always enjoy my pussy licking." He stood, wiping his lips with the back of his hand. "What? You want more? I knew you would. You're never satisfied with just one orgasm, are you? You are such a slut when you're in my hands."
He grabbed his cock and stroked it, making it harder. Then he walked up behind her and lined up with her pussy, the head of his cock right at her entrance. And then he pushed inside, grabbing her hips for additional leverage. God, she felt incredible! He'd never fucked anyone in his entire life... and here he was with his dick in his younger stepsister's pussy. He didn't even know if she'd had sex before or not.
He pulled back, nearly pulling his dick out before pushing right back in again. The sensations running over his body was almost unbearable. He wasn't going to last long. Slowly he moved his cock in and out of her wetness, feeling her muscles hold him tightly, squeezing him.
"Oh fuck, you feel so fucking good Gabby," he said, starting to get carried away with his thrusting. He punched in the code to have her orgasm once more but started cumming before he could hit the play button. His cock was pulsing, spewing his seed deep inside her. If he was thinking, he would be praying that she was on the pill, but his mind was completely oblivious to anything but his orgasm right now. He hit the play button as an afterthought and felt her pussy squeezing and convulsing on his cock again and again as her fluids poured down his balls and legs.
When he could think again, he was sitting on the floor by the door, just looking at his beautiful stepsister, bent over by the bed. He was still breathing heavily as he got a washcloth and towel and cleaned her up. Then he stood her up, redressed her, and moved her by the door once more, trying his best to replicate the position she was in when this all started.
He dressed himself and hopped back onto the bed and then hit the stop button once again, unfreezing her.
"... the remote yet? Does it work on your TV?" she asked, starting exactly where she left off.
"No, I haven't tried it on my TV yet. I think it was meant for something else," he said, snickering to himself.
She brought her hand to her head, closed her eyes for a moment, and licked her lips. "Wow... I feel... funny all of the sudden. Good, but... funny."
"I hope you're not getting sick or... something," he said, still with a cheesy grin on his face.
"What's so funny?" she asked. He just looked at her and raised his eyebrows as if saying she should know. "You're seriously weird," she said, shaking her head and walking away.
*****
Vince was obsessed with using the remote on his stepsister over the next 2 weeks, using just about every opportunity to freeze her, put her in one of many positions, and then fucking her. Sometimes up to three times a day. She always felt so good, her pussy and her ass squeezing his cock as he pumped load after load into her, and he always seemed to be so horny.
But he also started getting a little bored. She was always the perfect fuck doll... but he wanted more. He was tired of a doll. He wanted someone more... interactive.
*****
The dream felt so real as Vince sat holding a drink in his best-friend's basement. Only, the room didn't look familiar, exactly, but felt right. It was if he'd never seen it before, but felt like he'd been there many, many times. Benny was sitting beside him on the couch as they watched a football game on TV. He looked at Benny more closely for a second. He did and didn't recognize him. He had scrawny facial hair that really should be shaved off and long hair tied back behind his head. He didn't remember knowing anyone that looked like him, but felt like he'd known him almost all his life.
"How's it going with your remote?" Vince asked. He surprised himself, though. There was more than one of these remotes in the world?
"Oh, dude, it's going really well," Benny said, looking more excited than Vince had seen in a long time. "I've fucked my sister more times than I can count. But man... I got bored with that. It's like... nothing new. So I moved on to phase two."
"Phase two?" Vince asked.
"Fuck, dude! Come on! You gotta know how to tackle better than that!" Benny yelled. "Sorry man. What was that?"
"No, man, I was just wondering what phase two is?"
"Oh, man! Check this out. Instead of fucking her like some stupid blow-up doll, I make her do things... fully aware and live. With no memory, of course. But I fuck her as if it's all real." Benny was smiling, but it made Vince shiver. It didn't look like a fun smile, but the controlling, manipulating smile of a psychopath. "I make it so she's a fucking slut when I run the program. She has no clue why she's doing the things she's doing or why she feels so horny doing it."
Vince thought for a moment, going over the features of the remote control in his mind. He started going through the command list, thinking about everything he could make his own stepsister do.
"You gotta try it, dude," Benny said, turning back to the TV to yell at the players for another botched play.
Then he looked at Vince again, with a devious grin. "Wanna see a demo?" he asked.
Vince hesitated a moment, but nodded.
"Just watch this." Benny pulled out a remote control that looked exactly like Vince's. He raised his eyebrows playfully as he pressed a button on the remote to run the program. In just a few seconds, Benny's sister came down the stairs and looked at them as if wondering why she came in at all.
"Need something?" Benny asked.
"No," she said, moving over and sitting on the arm of the chair beside Benny. Her gaze was trapped on him, as if Vince didn't even exist.
"Uh... it sure seems like you want something."
"I dunno... I just...," she said absently, sliding to the floor, kneeling in front of Benny with her hands on his knees. She was licking her lips as she stared at Benny's crotch but looked completely confused as to why she was. "I dunno what I'm doing," she admitted, sounding scared.
Benny leaned back and widened his knees to let her move between them. "You don't? It sure seems like you know what you're doing. Looks to me like you're trying to get to my cock or something." He looked so smug.
"But I don't..." she started to say, but stopped when her hands reached up and began unfastening his shorts and pulling them down. His cock looked impossibly large and Benny's sister looked absolutely astonished as she wrapped her hands around it and began stroking it. "I don't understand," she said. "But... but I need it, Benny."
She began taking that impossibly long cock into her mouth, deeper... and deeper... and deeper....
Vince woke with a start. There was a sound from downstairs as his mom closed the door, heading out to her car for her errands.
*****
Maybe it was time for phase 2, he reasoned. Maybe it was time to test if the memory control was really going to work or not. But it scared him. If she remembered what happened... he'd be totally ruined.
As he lay back in his bed. He decided that creating a program would be the safest thing to do, just to make sure he didn't miss a step. He planned out the steps he needed for the program, jotting them down on a piece of paper. First, he'd need to make sure she didn't remember a thing. Then, he wanted to make sure she was excited and ready for him, maybe even to the point of fucking him without being forced to, so she'd have to be made very horny. And then, in case things went very wrong, she could give him a blowjob... so if she remembered anything, she was the one making the move on him.
Yeah... this could work... Now, he just needed to put the program into the remote and he needed to find the right time to run it.
*****
He was happy with the program he came up with. He wrote it down and reviewed it again and again, just to make sure everything was right. He didn't want any slip-ups to derail his future plans with the remote. This was a gold mine!
It happened on a Saturday afternoon when his mom was going grocery shopping and his dad had gone out of town for work. It was he and his stepsister alone in the house for the next few hours.
Gabrielle had just run into her room to put on her bikini and go out sunbathing in the back yard when Vince grabbed his remote. He met her in the living room as she grabbed a towel.
"Going out sunbathing?" he asked, plopping down on the couch.
"That's what people usually do wearing their bathing suits with no pool around."
He smiled as he pressed the sequence to start the recording. "Well, you look amazing in that suit. And... well... I was hoping you'd stay and talk to me for a minute."
She was taken aback by the compliment... he never complimented her... and was wondering about this talk thing. "Talk to you? And why would I do that?" she asked, obviously starting to squirm as her libido was being cranked extremely high. He could see her looking at him differently now. Her face had an excited, interested look on it as she licked her lips. Her gaze quickly fell to his crotch.
"On the other hand," she said as she walked slowly towards him, "we don't get to be together... alone... very often." She sat down on the couch next to him, so close that their thighs were touching, and put her hand on his leg.
"Yeah, mom and dad are gone. So..."
"I'll start," she said, sliding her hand over his thigh. "Are you dating anyone right now? Girlfriend?"
He shook his head, smiling a little at how forward she was acting towards him. She'd never touched him before, let alone on his bare thigh. "No... I'm kinda playing the field at the moment."
"Really?" she asked, her fingers gently stroking his skin. Knowing what he knew was going to happen and how it was really playing out was making him very hard. She kept glancing down at his erection that was tenting his shorts. "It's... hard...." she said and stopped.
"What's that?" he asked, wondering if that was the end of the sentence.
"Oh, it's hard... to imagine that you wouldn't have a girlfriend. I mean, I think any girl would kill to be with you." Her fingertips pushed up the bottom of his shorts, getting closer and closer to his ever-growing cock.
"Well, I... uh... I just haven't asked anyone out lately I guess."
"So you're not fucking anyone?" she asked, brazenly. She kicked her leg over and moved to sit on his legs, facing him. "That's gotta be... hard... on you." Her hands moved to his chest and shoulders, sliding over his body as if she couldn't help but touch him.
"What are you doing?" he asked softly, actually feeling a little embarrassed to be in this position.
"I'm just trying to talk to you," she said, unconvincingly.
"Alright." He knew it was more than that.
She picked up his hand and held it between her own.
"What are you doing?"
"I want to see your hands. They're so rough. You touch women with these?"
"I haven't had any complaints," he said, smiling, and then watched her put his middle finger in her mouth and begin sucking on it just as if she were giving him a blowjob, deepthroating it, sucking it, and licking it. All the while her eyes were locked on his.
He felt his cock throbbing in his shorts. "Oh," he whimpered, loving the feeling. She finally pulled it out, slid to the floor between his knees, and began unfastening his pants.
"What are you doing?" he asked, smirking. He knew exactly what she was doing. Of course, he planned it.
"I just want to see what all those women are missing," she said. "Let's see," she giggled. She pulled his shorts open and his boxers down, freeing his rock-hard cock. "Oh, now I see what they're missing." She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and began stroking him, her face inches from it as if she couldn't get enough of it.
"Mmmm," she moaned. "Wow... what a nice, thick cock you have. You really grew a big dick didn't you? I've never seen one this big before."
He sat there moaning as he watched her. She looked incredibly sexy kneeling like that, lovingly stroking his cock as if it meant everything to her.
"You want to see my tits?" she asked. She excitedly reached behind herself and unfastened her bikini top and threw it aside, exposing her tits to him. And they were lovely to behold. They were well formed, perfect for her body size, her nipples hard points at the tips, begging to be sucked. "You like? I always wondered if you'd like them. I hope you do."
"God... I definitely do," he moaned softly.
She quickly went back to stroking his shaft, occasionally lubricated it with her spittle. His hips started moving into her, lifting into each stroke. God she was going to make him cum so hard!
"You're so hard! How did I get so lucky?" she asked and licked the head to provide more lubrication. He shuddered by the feel and sight of her tongue on him. She looked up at him and smiled, deviously. "Am I making you... uncomfortable? It's alright. It feels good, doesn't it? Even though I am your stepsister?" she asked.
He had to admit, it was even hotter because she was his stepsister. God, she was driving him insane with pleasure! He prayed she wouldn't remember a thing because he was definitely going to do this again.
"It feels really good in my hand," she said leaning so close to it. "I want to suck on it a little bit. Okay?" she asked looking up at him. Without him even saying a word, she lowered her mouth and slid his cock deep inside. She slid his cock in and out of her mouth again and again, sucking and licking it lovingly.
"Mmm... you taste really good," she said as she lifted her mouth off for a moment and stroked him with her hand instead. She moved closer and rubbed his cock over her tits and nipples and slid it between her tits. She grabbed her tits in both hands, forming them around his cock and slid up and down, letting his cock slide between them.
"How does that feel? You like that? You like titty fucking your stepsister?"
"Oh, fuck, yes. Your tits feel so good, Gabby," he moaned.
She moved back and stroked his shaft as she sucked on just the head. "You have such a nice dick," she said, smiling mischievously. "If I told my friends how big this was you'd get lots of pussy, you know that? But I don't know if I want you to fuck my girlfriends, though. I don't want to hear about how good it was. I'd be too... jealous."
"You would?" he asked.
"Yeah. I'd rather fuck you myself." She stood and pulled the strings at her hips that held her bikini bottoms on and let them fall to the floor. Her pussy was so beautiful, with just a little bit of blonde hair over it, her lips engorged and ready. He'd seen it before enough times, but never like this... never when she was excited to give it to him freely.
"God, I need it," she said as she moved onto his lap, directing his cock between her legs. "I need you inside me, bad."



He didn't have to move a muscle as she pushed his cock inside her and slid firmly onto his lap. She started grinding against him immediately and put her hands on his shoulders to support herself. While he'd felt her pussy many, many times before, it felt even better with her driving. She alternated between grinding on him and bouncing, forcing his cock in and out, plunging it deep inside her.
"Yes, yes! Oh, fuck!" She was going wild on his cock, more than he ever expected. He felt so happy that he moved his experiment up to this level. He thought he'd never be fucked better than this.
"Oh my God! Oh my God it feels so good!" she whimpered as she pushed her hips into him again and again.
"That's... that's so fucking hot!" he moaned, putting his hands on her naked hips. He couldn't believe he was touching his naked stepsister. He couldn't believe that her tits were bouncing right in front of his face and that he could just open his mouth to suck on them. He couldn't believe that his cock was deep in her pussy and that she was fucking him like he was the last man on earth.
Granted, a lot of this was from the program and the remote control. But it felt so real... so intensely real... so perfectly real.
He could tell when the program changed to the next item... her orgasm. When she came, it felt like the floodgates let loose. She closed her eyes and seemed to move on auto-pilot, letting her body get as much pleasure from him as she could. Her pussy was squeezing him again and again as she ground her pussy into him. Her juices poured from her body and onto his lap, running down onto the couch beneath them.
"Fuuuuuuck!" she half screamed as her orgasm overwhelmed her. Her skin was damp and flushed pink, her nipples very hard points, when she finally stopped. She was panting heavily and looking at him with half-lidded eyes. She bent forward and kissed him hard and deep, her tongue driving deep into his mouth.
"Oh my God! I've never cum so hard in my life! How did you do that? Your cock is amazing, Vince." Instead of being tired after such a powerful orgasm, she seemed almost... re-energized. "But... you gotta cum. You gotta cum for me. I... I gotta make you cum too." She slid off his lap to the floor and quickly moved between his knees. Her hands gripped his cock and began stroking it.
"God, you're such a slut, Gabby," he said, degrading her. "I had no idea you were like that."
"Yeah?" she giggled. "I don't know what's come over me, but I fucking love it." She was really stroking his cock, occasionally sliding her mouth over his shaft, driving it deep into her mouth before pulling it back out.
"Fuck!", he moaned loudly. "You're gonna make me cum hard. I'm not going to be able to control it," he warned her.
She smiled deviously. "Yeah, then just fucking cum all over me." She deepthroated him again, gagging on his cock before pulling out and spitting on it. Extra spittle dripped from her chin onto her tits making her look very sloppy wet.
"Oh, look at it. Look at that beautiful fucking cock," she moaned, her hands stroking him and looking closely at it. She was seriously looking to make him cum. She licked his shaft from the base to the tip before sliding it into her mouth yet again, and then dripped her spit onto it. "Mmm... my mouth is wet just like my pussy. Yeah?"
"Your pussy was very wet," he agreed, feeling his orgasm building. "I'm not sure which I like better, though."
"I don't know either. Your cock feels amazing in both." She sensed he was getting closer and started stroking faster. "Ooh, I want it in my mouth," she said, sucking the head between her lips, her tongue stroking the underside of his cock. "Mmmm..." she moaned before deepthroating him once again, this time to the point of choaking on him. She sputtered when she finally removed his shaft, her spittle pouring out of her mouth onto him. "Ah... God I love gasping for air with your cock in my mouth," she said, barely able to breath.
She smiled as she rubbed his very wet cock over her face and lips, loving the feel of his hardness against her skin until her face was a mess with her saliva. "Make me your little cum slut today."
Her immediate stroking then sent him over the edge as every muscle in his body tensed. His cock started spewing his wet, sticky seed. It sprayed onto her face once, before she put it over her open mouth. She let it both spray into her mouth and onto her face and neck as she continued to pump him.
"Oh fuck!" he yelled loudly as he let it all go. He watched his younger stepsister absolutely showing her slutiness by wantonly directing his cum all over her face and into her mouth, leaving her face a mess. All the while she was smiling, loving it.
He was still panting when she kissed the head of his cock and sucked the tip to get the last remaining drops. Then she stood. "Mmm... thank you Vince. We'll have to do this again."
"Yeah... I agree," he said, huffing. "But you need to go get cleaned up before mom comes home."
She giggled. "You think? Maybe she'd like some of this too," she said, scooping his cum from her face and sucking it off her finger. "Don't you think?"
He shook his head. Yeah, he'd make sure she got some of this, too. But his stepsister didn't have to announce it. "Go! Clean up!" he commanded.
She grabbed her bathing suit and disappeared into the bathroom, giggling still. When she finally came out, the program was starting to wind down, setting her libido low. Then, with a touch of a command button, he turned her memory back on.
She just stood there, holding her towel, as if waiting for him to respond. "Hello...," she said, finally. "Yes I'm going sunbathing. Is that ok with you?"
It took him a second to remember what she was saying. After everything that had happened, it was a little difficult to remember that she had no memory of any of it.
"Yeah... sorry. I was just asking."
He watched her walk out the sliding glass doors onto the back deck, watching her ass sway slightly.
"God. It's too bad you don't remember that," he whispered to himself.
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Vince looked around his bedroom one more time, wondering where the remote could have gone. It'd been missing for over a day now and he had no idea where it could be. He'd opened every drawer, pulling them out and emptying them on the floor even. He'd torn the blankets off his bed. He'd moved the bed to make sure it hadn't fallen beneath it. He'd looked everywhere and still... there was no remote.
"Shit!" he yelled loudly again. He'd yelled it several times since he realized the best thing ever in his life was now missing. "Where the fuck did I put it?"
"Vince! Watch your language!" Emmanuelle stepped into the room in surprise. "What are you doing?" she asked, distressed as she stood in the doorway and looked at his disheveled bedroom.
"I'm looking for something!" he said, a little louder and more forceful than he'd intended. He was getting anxious, nervous, and scared. And, suddenly, with his stepmom present, he was getting horny. Seeing his stepmom come into the room had done something to him. His cock was growing, threatening to burst his pants. He looked at her lustfully.
"What in the world would make you destroy your room looking for it?" she asked, bending over, picking a shirt up from the floor and folding it. She didn't even realize that he was looking at her ass with such desire.
Vince forced himself to look her in the eyes. On one hand he wanted her to stay... to help him relieve this pressure. He wanted to feel that ass... and more. But on the other hand, he wanted her to get out and close the door so he could masturbate and take more time to find the remote. "It's... it's that remote you got me for my birthday, ok? I put it down and now I can't find it."
"Oh my gosh," she said, exasperated. "We can get you another remote. It's not worth all this."
"You can't get me another remote like that, ok?" he said, a lot louder and angrier than he intended. He was starting to feel extremely stressed in so many ways. "It's special! Have you seen it? Anywhere at all? I gotta find it!"
"No, son. I haven't seen it. But I'm sure it'll turn up," she said. She threw up her hands at the frustrating state of his room. "Clean this up, ok?"
He raised his hands in surrender, mocking her action. "Yeah, whatever."
Emmanuelle shook her head and turned, walking out of his bedroom. Vince rushed over and closed the door then started unfastening his pants as he walked to his bed. In frustration he pushed his pants and underwear down, freeing his hard shaft at last.
"Oh my God, what the fuck..." he whispered as he lay back on the bed and wrapped his fingers around his shaft. His hand started moving up and down, the pleasure radiating through his body. "So good." His hand moved faster, moving as he normally did, expertly bringing him closer and closer to climax.
But something was wrong. He didn't know why, but he just couldn't go over the edge. He couldn't climax. It was frustrating, but he kept stroking, kept trying. He thought about what he did to his stepsister, how he'd fucked her again and again. He thought about how his stepmom looked at him while she was masturbating... and then cumming only for his pleasure. All those memories were enough to make him cum again and again just yesterday. But for some reason... nothing seemed enough.
"Fuck!" he growled, so frustrated. His cock hadn't been this hard in a long time and he couldn't figure out why he couldn't cum. But he kept trying. He was sweating now and pulled his shirt off, throwing it aside.
He stopped suddenly, and almost fell to the floor trying to grab a pillow to cover himself, as his bedroom door opened. If his stepmom came back and saw him now he'd be mortified! He watched as his stepsister and her best friend walked in the door. Gabby was smiling, holding the remote and Lindsey looked at him like she was embarrassed but excited. Gabby closed the door behind them and just stood there, watching him.
"Go ahead... continue," she said, both of them giggling. "Don't let us stop you. I know you can't help it, you pervert."
Vince's gaze focused on the remote. "Gabby! Where did you find that?" he growled at her, sitting up and moving to grab it from her.
"What? This little thing?" she asked, holding it up and then suddenly disappearing right in front of his eyes. He blinked, staring at the door. "What the...?"
"We're over here," she giggled. He turned and Gabby was sitting in his desk chair, idly watching him, holding the remote in her lap while Lindsey stood beside her, smiling and licking her lips anxiously. "I must say you have a nice ass, bro."
"This is so cool," Lindsey said softly to Gabby, smiling broadly.
"What the fuck?" he asked, turning towards them. "How in the hell...?" He went to take a step towards her, but couldn't. Shocked, he couldn't make his legs move at all. "What...?"
Gabby lifted up the remote again, showing it to him as if in answer to his question. "What's wrong big brother? Can't move your legs?" She giggled again, sending a shiver down his spine.
"What are you doing with that remote?" he asked. "Stop it! That's mine."
"Really? Finder's keepers I guess," she smirked.
He held his hand out. "Give it back, Gabby," he said sternly. "It's not yours."
"It's mine now." She pressed a couple buttons and Vince felt startled, his cock throbbing even more. His hand moved to it from behind the pillow grabbing it, but he felt his knees almost buckling from the pleasure.
"What's wrong, Vince? Feeling a little... strange?" she asked, giggling again. She stood and walked over to him until she was standing right in front of him. She grabbed the pillow and pulled, taking it from his hand and dropping it to the floor, exposing him. "Hmmm... pretty impressive," she said, looking down at his cock.
Vince wanted to grab her and take back the remote, but now his arms wouldn't move. He was paralyzed as he stood there, naked, his erection pulsing.
"What are you do...?" he started to ask before his hand moved to his erection and started stroking it, unbidden by him.
"I'm doing whatever I want," she said. "I read your notes. I know what you did to me. You raped me, repeatedly, for weeks. You used me without my permission. Now... it's payback time." She slid her fingertips over his chest, sliding around his nipple as he continued masturbating for them.
"Oh fuck!" he moaned, closing his eyes, squeezing his ass as his hand moved up and down his shaft, then slipped over the head. The pleasure was so strong. If he hadn't been frozen in place he doubted his legs would be supporting him right now. "Give me the remote, Gabby. This isn't funny."
"I think it's very funny," Gabby said. "And I spent a lot of time working on creating the perfect program for you, too. I wasn't sure how good it would work, but, I have to say, so far so good."
Vince was sweating. He could smell her as she stood there so close to him. He wanted her more than he wanted anything in his entire life. He needed her. So much so that his body was responding to her just being close. The curve of her breasts... and hips... the little gap between her thighs...
"Listen to me," he said, scared about what he was thinking. "I know you think this is really funny, but it's not. Ok? It's doing something to my brain and body and I... I can't control what I'm doing. Just hand me the remote."
"What do you think we should do with him now?" Gabby asked Lindsey. "See anything you like? Is there anything you want him to do for you?"
"I can think of several things," Lindsey said, sucking on the end of her finger.
"Like?"
"My pussy is so wet right now. Maybe he could do something about that," Lindsey smiled devilishly.
"Oh my God!" Vince said, astonished that that was even being discussed. "Ok... I'm going to tell mom, how's that? Give me that fucking remote before I tell mom and dad."
Gabby laughed loudly. "Tell mom and dad? Tell them what? And if you did, what makes you think I won't program something to make you regret it for the rest of your life? Don't you fucking threaten me!" Gabby lifted the remote while Vince watched, helplessly. "Just for that, I think I need to up the stakes a bit." She hit several buttons and Vince felt the effects. His mouth became dry as he felt an overwhelming desire to lick her pussy. It was so strong!
"Oh my God," he moaned, his fist squeezing his shaft in desperation. "I want to play with your pussy... with my mouth. I need to taste you. Oh my God... please... I'm begging you! Let me lick you."
"That's better," Gabby said, smiling. She turned to Lindsey. "Now you can get what you want."
Vince felt his legs come back under his control and dropped to his knees. He looked up at Gabby, desperately wanting to lick her. He scooted forward, grabbed her hips, and started kissing her jean-covered thigh.
But Gabby pushed him away as she stepped back. "Not me, silly. Lindsey's first," she said. She knew Lindsey had such a crush on him for years. But Vince rebuffed her, thinking she was a little girl, not good enough to even date. But now... now that he'd do anything she asked...
"Lindsey?" Vince asked, sounding desperate and confused. "But..."
"Yes, Lindsey," she said, turning towards her friend. "You're going to make her cum... several times. Then maybe you can make me cum."
Vince looked around wondering what he could do to satisfy his extreme need. When he couldn't come up with any other solution, he looked up at Gabby and nodded.
"Good boy," she said.
Vince crawled over to Lindsey and looked up at her. He grabbed the waistline of her shorts as if going to unfasten them, but Gabby stopped him.
"What are you doing?" she asked. He looked at her nervously, wondering what he did wrong. "You perv. You don't just tear off her clothes. You ask her first. Nicely."
He licked his lips and looked up at Lindsey. "M... may I take your shorts off?"
"What kind of question is that?" Gabby asked again, smacking the back of his head. "All you want to do is take her shorts off? No! Ask her to do what you really want to do."
He looked up at Lindsey again, nervous, afraid that he was going to be denied what he needed more than anything in the world. "Lindsey, may I lick your pussy and make you cum?"
Lindsey looked over at Gabby, a huge smile on her face. She'd wanted to hear something like that from Vince for a long, long time. Gabby nodded back, agreeing that his question was good enough. Then Lindsey looked down at him and nodded.
Quickly, Vince unfastened her shorts and began pulling them down her legs.
"Slow, you moron," Gabby said, chastising him again. "Don't you know anything about seduction? Sheesh!"
Vince moved more slowly now, helping her take first one leg out and then the other and setting her shorts aside. He then began kissing her thigh, moving slowly up towards her pussy as his fingers hooked her panties. As his mouth neared her wetness, he pulled her panties down and helped her step out of them.
"Oh my God," Lindsey squealed. "I'm gonna cum before he even touches me."
Gabby giggled. "Now that would ruin all our fun."
Vince kept kissing, letting his tongue slide out and lightly lick her. He wrapped his arms around her and grabbed her ass as his tongue lightly touched her labia. Lindsey moaned loudly, enjoying the pleasure. "Fuck!" she said softly.
Vince kept licking while Gabby and Lindsey watched him. Gabby giggled at the pure joy of what she created in him. This was going to be the best revenge program ever!
Lindsey's hands moved to the top of her head and face, sucking a finger into her mouth, as she started breathing heavily, moaning more continually. Gabby wondered if her friend was going to fall over, so she reached out to help support her. Lindsey looked at her, her eyes lidded with pleasure, her mouth opening in a silent scream, her face contorting as she came.
"You're gonna make me cum!" she said, barely able to speak. Then she looked right at Gabby. "Oh my God, Gabby, he's gonna make me cum!"
"He's going to make you cum with his tongue in your pussy," Gabby said. "Isn't that what you've wanted for so long?"
"Yes," Lindsay panted out. "Fuck! It feels so good!" She moaned loudly, grabbing Vince's head in her hands and pushing her hips forward into his face as she came hard.
Lindsey kept breathing heavily as Vince slowed his licking, softly tonguing her. "Oh my gosh that was so awesome!" she said, smiling. "I'm shaking all over!"
"And that was only the first," Gabby said smiling. "We have a long day ahead. Sit on the bed." Gabby put her hand on Lindsey's shoulder and turned her towards the bed. "Now you can try something else new." She led Lindsey to the bed and helped her sit on the side. Lindsey's hand was between her legs, both hiding her pussy from view, but also touching it to try to calm it down as the pleasure radiated from it.
Gabby crooked her finger at Vince, encouraging him to come to the bed. He crawled to the bed, sliding in and kneeling between Lindsey's legs.
"I think her breasts need a little loving," Gabby said.
"But I thought..." Vince started to say.
"You thought...?" Gabby chastised him, looking at him sternly. "It's not your place to think. It's your place to do as you're told. Then your cock might get some relief. That's your life from now on. Do I make myself clear? Or do you want to feel like this forever?"
"No, no," he said quickly. "I'll do whatever you want."
"That's better. Now... make her feel really special."
Vince grabbed the hem of Lindsey's t-shirt. "Can I suck on your nipples?" he asked softly, licking his lips. Her pussy juices still covered his lips, chin, and cheeks, shining in the light.
"Please do," Lindsey said, raising her arms as he lifted her shirt off her. Then he leaned in and began licking and sucking on her nipples.
*****
It was 4 hours later when they finally finished with Vince. And it was only in the last 10 minutes that he was given relief. After letting Gabby fuck him for her fourth orgasm, both she and Lindsey lay on the bed beside him as he panted with need, whimpering pathetically.
"Please," he begged Gabby. "You can't leave me like this."
"No... you're right. And you've been a good boy today. So... cum for me." As she said the magic word, Vince's body tensed, his hips rising in the air as cum exploded from his cock. He'd never cum without his cock being touched before. But here he was now, cumming harder than he ever had, simply from her command. His hands grabbed the sheet beneath him, gripping it tightly.
Then she said it again, both girls laughing wildly at the show. "Cum again." And he did, his body writhing on the bed as he orgasmed hard again, seconds after the first time. His cum sprayed and spattered all over his chest and abdomen, the hot sticky fluid dripped down his sides onto the bed.
"Oh, wow. I'll never get tired of this," Gabby said. "Cum again!" His cock erupted a third time, his body shaking uncontrollably as the girls giggled, watching him.
"Ok," Gabby said, sitting up and tapping him on the leg. "It's time for us to go." She got out of the bed and got dressed, with Lindsey following her. "Thanks Vince," she said as they moved towards the door. "You were great."
"Gabby?" Vince asked when the girls reached the door. Lindsey walked through the door as Gabby stopped and looked back. "Can I... can I have the remote back now?"
Gabby laughed, holding the remote up to look at it. "You know what? No," she said. She pressed a few keys on it and then threw it, hard, against the far wall, shattering it into several pieces.
"No!" Vince yelled sitting up and moving to pick up the pieces.
Gabby was laughing, knowing that she had screwed him good this time. She knew that the program she'd locked in would be forever active. The program that made him obsess to be near her or their mom. The program that made him so hard and horny every time he was near them or even thought about them. The program that made it so that no matter what he did, he couldn't cum without their permission... ever. She laughed because her revenge was so very complete.
"Vince... cum," she said before turning and closing the door. She could hear Vince groan loudly as he came, falling to his knees as his legs buckled. Lindsey was standing a few steps down the hallway, looking at her, confused.
"Gabby? What are we doing here?" Lindsey asked. "Weren't we... weren't we downstairs... watching a movie? How did...?"
Gabby giggled and grabbed her arm, leading her back downstairs. She was glad she could give her friend an experience to remember forever, even though she used the remote to make her remember it only as an erotic dream. Maybe someday, she'll help them get together again. This time she'll know it's real.
As they entered the living room, Emmanuelle came out of the kitchen. "Hi girls. Back to the movie?"
"Yep," Gabby said, grabbing the DVD remote and starting the movie up again. The screen came to life with the woman centered in it beginning to pine for the man that she'd met the night before but couldn't find again. She looked from the remote to her stepmom and remembered the programming she'd implemented there, too. A program to turn off her memory when Vince came on to her. A program to make her tease him mercilessly, receiving no less than 3 orgasms, any way she wanted, before she maybe released him to his own orgasm. Their stepmom would have her own revenge on him, revenge for all the sexual deviancy he foisted upon her, without any of the guilt for doing it.
Gabby smiled as she settled into couch beside her friend and mom. Keeping the remote might have been fun. But this would be good enough.
*****
Vince lay back in his bed after taking 3 hours to put his room back in order. He was scared to leave his bedroom with his stepmom and sister just downstairs. But his hard on was raging and he was increasingly finding it difficult not to go out and see them. He couldn't hide forever, he told himself. But what was going to happen?
He had dressed as best he could, even though his very hard shaft made it difficult to fasten his pants. Then he put his hand on the doorknob. He took a deep breath before opening it and then slowly walked down the hallway towards the steps, almost running into Emmanuelle as she came up the stairs.
"Oh my God," he whimpered as his cock lurched from being so close to her. "Sorry... I, uh..."
Emmanuelle's smile disappeared and she looked at him with a vacant expression for a moment. Then her features softened, then became... lecherous. She looked at him like a piece of meat and it sent shivers through his body. "Mmmmm... time for mommy to play," she said, putting her hand on his chest and pushing him back towards his bedroom. He grabbed his cock through his jeans, backing up every time Emmanuelle gently pushed. It was going to be a long night. It was going to be a long life.
*****
The young, college-aged man moved about the shelves in the old-smelling store, his long hair tied behind his head. It was so comforting to him that all these items would one day find another owner... someone with whom they would make a custom fit... a camera to help a budding photographer find his special subjects... a Magic 8-Ball that might make a fun playtime... a large Teddy bear with which to cuddle and play. So many items from which to choose!
He lovingly and softly touched each object he passed, smiling as he saw their future owners in his mind.
He walked back to the front desk where a Universal Remote sat. "Oh, hello there!" he said, picking it up. "Back so soon? I was hoping you'd be very useful to that nice, young man... You were? Oh goody!" He moved back to the shelves, back where it belonged and set it down, carefully adjusting it's position. "Don't worry, I'm sure someone else will find you soon."



The little bell on the door rang as someone walked into the musty store. He smiled, feeling a sense of what they most desired. Within seconds, his appearance changed until an older, grandmotherly figure stood where he was. She walked to the end of the aisle and looked at the newcomers, a young man and his girlfriend.
"Welcome, welcome," she said, smiling cheerfully. "What can I help you two love birds find today?"
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Over the next two weeks, Vince used the same program on his stepsister Gabby, again and again. He found that when the conditions were right and she was sufficiently aroused and directed, she was very easy to seduce. Almost any time they were alone, he would start it... when they were home during the day... at night after their parents had gone to bed... when he drove her to a friends house.
Having her act normally, as if this was all perfectly natural, was far better than freezing her and then fucking her. And every time there was something different that made it perfect. Like that time he was driving her over to her friends house to spend the night and he had her masturbating in the car before she fucked him on the hood of the car on a dimly lit side street. Or that time in the middle of the night when he walked into her bedroom and she fucked him doggy style while she had her panties in her mouth to keep from screaming.
But, once again, he was starting to get bored. It was the same program... and he knew she was being told what to do. He knew exactly what was coming next. What he wanted was some sort of spontenaity. He wanted more true seduction, where she came to him wanting sex... where she gave him a blowjob without him ever asking for it.
*****
Vince was dreaming he was sitting at the movies with Benny to see one of the latest action flicks. They grabbed their popcorn and walked down the aisle of the fairly empty room, laughing and joking. They were still a few minutes early. Music was playing over the speakers and the screen was rotating through various ads of local businesses and they found their seats about midway back in the theater.
One slide on the screen in particular caught their attention. It was for an electronics business that sells televisions and computers, with the picture showing a mom and dad watching the TV, the dad holding the remote control.
Both Benny and Vince looked at the other and began snickering. Both wondered aloud what the remote could do in a family like that.
"I'd use the remote to bang the fuck out of that babe," Benny said, a little too loud. He mimicked holding her hips as he thrust up into her. "Oh... oh... oh...", he moaned, mimicking himself getting close to orgasm. "Fucking cum all over her ass!"
Vince heard a noise and looked two rows behind them where a woman and two of her friends were seated. The woman looked questioningly at them, as if disapproving of Benny's words and actions.
"I gotta tell ya," Benny said, leaning a little closer to Vince's ear. "I have found the ultimate program... I call it phase three."
"Yeah? What's so special about phase three?" Vince asked quietly.
"Phase three is where you no longer even have to use the remote. It's where you've trained the bitch so well that she'll think that's just what she is... a bitch in heat for your cock."
Vince could hear the woman behind them again, tsking them. He was a little uncomfortable talking like this around so many other people, but Benny was undeterred. He didn't seem to even noticed the disapproval.
"Check this out... I made my mom masturbate for over a week. And get this, I used the edge command to keep her from cumming. And I set her libido to fucking 10. Ah fuck! It was beautiful! She was seriously horny! All... the... fucking... time! She was grinding against everything... even the fucking dining room table. I swear every room in the fucking house reeked of her pussy juices."
Another sound from the woman behind them made Vince motion to Benny to keep his voice down.
"And then I walked through the house in a towel or slightly flashed her... you know... accidentally," he giggled deviously. "And right then I made her orgasm. Fucking hell it was so hot! After a week she put the two together so that even without the program she masturbated thinking about me. It got to the fucking point where she wasn't even hiding it... she'd do it right with me there in front of her. After just a week and a half she was begging to ride my fucking cock," Benny grinned. It was such an evil looking grin that it made Vince shiver.
"Please!" the woman behind them said. "Can you talk about something else? We really don't appreciate your language and what you're talking about."
"Sorry, Ma'am," Vince said, slightly waving his hand, apologizing for his part.
"Yeah... sorry," Benny added, pulling his remote from his back pocket. Vince had no idea how he could have put it in his pocket in the first place, especially without it being seen. Then Benny started pressing buttons.
"What are you doing?" Vince asked, whispering, knowing that this couldn't be good.
Benny giggled. "I'm going to play with that bitch. By the end of the movie, she'll want to drop to her knees and suck on the first cock in sight." Seconds later Vince could hear the "cluck, cluck, cluck" from behind them indicating that she was now programmed into the remote.
"Don't man!" Vince said, trying to stop him, trying to grab the remote from his hand. But he couldn't move a muscle. All he could do was watch while Benny entered and activated the commands to turn her libido to 10 and to start masturbating. He could only imagine what was happening two rows back as the lights dimmed and the trailers started for upcoming movies.
"Oh, this is gonna be so good," Benny said.
Vince woke with a start.
*****
For the next few days, all he could do was think about phase three... and his stepmom. She was so attractive... forty years old and a bank manager. She dressed very conservatively for work but at home she dressed far more casually. It's what probably attracted his dad to her. She had a slim waist, large breasts with very pointed nipples that always seemed hard, and nicely rounded hips. Her ass held a little extra fat, but it was still good to look at... she looked good in her tight little jeans.
Ever since he met Emmanuelle as a kid ten years ago he was very attracted to her. And then, as a horny 18 year old, he found many ways of taking peeks at her, finding moments where the door was slightly ajar in the bathroom or her bedroom and she was barely dressed. Or when she put on her bikini on vacation or to just lay out in the sun with Gabby. He got really good at spying on them laying in the sun without being seen, stroking himself as he watched them put on tanning lotion. When they untied the strings of their bikinis to try minimize tanlines, he begged for them to sit up, just to he could have a peek at their naked bodies.
She was definitely the central part of all his masturbatory fantasies. Then he found porn on the internet and was always looking at mom-son porn movies, both where the mom initiated and where the son did.
This was the first time he ever felt he could actually make these fantasies a reality. And this whole phase 3 dream drove him to take action.
His first goal was to seduce her and tease her so that she would think about him sexually. He created a quick program which turned her libido high and had her masturbate. But he also found the edge command which kept her from being able to orgasm. A second program he could activate easily had her orgasm... hard. Now that he had his weapons of seduction it was time to begin.
All throughout the next week, whenever his dad was home, he set Emmanuelle's libido to one... the very bottom. That would keep her from ever thinking about wanting sex with his dad. And then, when his dad wasn't home, he activated the program. He laughed to himself when she'd disappear for long stretches of time and always seemed more distracted. She seemed nervous and touchy, always on edge, and took every opportunity she could to touch herself. Of course, she hoped no one would notice.
Then, for the coup de grace, he would be more open to her, wearing less clothing... keeping his bedroom and bathroom door open more when he was changing or showering... wearing a towel more after showering. And every time she saw him partially or completely undressed he made her orgasm.
It was a very fun week for Vince, teasing her like that. He activated the program at so many inappropriate times, too, that made it difficult for her to avoid being seen. Like in the car and driving with Vince when she needed him to pick up some wood from the hardware store. She tried so hard to masturbate behind the wheel all the while trying to avoid being seen by him.
Or in the kitchen while cooking or even eating dinner. Her hand was beneath her apron or under the table to let her touch herself as inconspicuously as possible. She'd stopped wearing pants now, often wearing sundresses instead to give herself freer access.
And after such teasing to allow her to finally cum was absolutely explosive. Vince laughed every time she tried to cover that one up. She became quite good at holding her free hand to her mouth, covering it, trying to be as quiet as possible, but it was more than obvious what was happening as her eyes closed and body stiffened and shook.
In the next step of his plan, Vince set her memory to dream-like and started the program in the middle of the night. As she was furiously masturbating, he'd walk into her room and slowly take out his cock, stroking it as she watched and masturbated right along with him. And then, when the time was right, he used the remote to trigger the best orgasms of her life... while she watched him orgasm. After a few nights of this torture, he found her already awake and masturbating, waiting for him to enter the room to play his dream game.
In just two weeks she was becoming very sexually attuned to him. Even without the program running, Vince could feel her excitement when he was close to her. Where there was nothing but motherly love before, he could now feel her sexual desire for him. She touched and hugged him a lot more. She stayed with him longer, lingering around him as much as possible.
Finally, after three, full, torturous weeks on the program, he was walking near her room and caught her talking on the phone. He stood outside her slightly open door to listen for a moment. But what he heard made him stay a lot longer.
"I dunno," she said, sounding at the end of her rope. "I went to the doctor and he explained what might be going on. He insisted that I take this new medication and now? It's just like some game... like let's roll a dice and see what other symptom I can have."
She listened for a moment. Vince realized that she was probably talking to her best friend and pulled out the remote. He punched in a few keys and started to inch up her libido.
"I dunno. It's... yeah Domino effect, same thing... whatever," she said. "All I know is that I take care of one problem and another one surfaces... No, this one's making me super, super, fucking horny. I mean, literally, I find myself just randomly masturbating. I was sitting on the couch watching TV with Vince... masturbating. In the shower, masturbating. I drive the fucking car and masturbate! It's like I literally can't do anything without my hand somehow finding its way down there."
Vince smiled as he dialed her libido up to eight.
"Look, just like right now, talking to you... not to be perverted or whatever, but I... I don't know. I just can't help it. It's just that there's this sensation down there.... Obviously I've tried.... No, it's just not enough. Nothing even comes close to satisfying me once it starts. I mean, I've tried toys. I even went to a sex shop. And nothing's working. I mean... except..."
Vince leaned closer to the door. He thought he could hear her fingers working her wet pussy, making sloshing sounds.
"No, I don't want to talk about that. But then, like all of the sudden I just cum and cum and cum. I'm getting dehydrated from cumming so much.... Look, let me let you go... Yes, if you must know... I told you!... Ok, I'll call you a little later.... Ha, ha, ha... bye."
Vince heard her lay back on the bed and could hear her erratic breathing as she continued her masturbation. He opened her door and entered as quietly as he could.
"Fuck... God I just love that feeling..." she said, her eyes closed. "Take that cock out for me... stroke it while I rub my pussy." She slid two fingers deep into her pussy as Vince watched. "Oh, like that... get my nice little cunt hole warmed up just for you. Oh, fuck, I want to taste it," she said, pulling her fingers out and sucking on them. "And imagine I'm licking my pussy juice off your cock. God it feels so good, watching you touch yourself, knowing how turned on you are watching me. Oh... show me... show me how bad you want to fuck me with that big cock," she whispered.
Suddenly she felt someone was in the room and her eyes flew open. She yanked her hand from between her legs as fast as she could and tried to re-arrange her clothes.
"Oh! Fucking shit!" she yelled, frightened. "Announce yourself! You scared the shit out of me!"
"Sorry, mom. I didn't mean to scare you," Vince appologized, getting a good look at her breasts and pussy.
"Oh my God, you almost gave me a heart attack. Oh, shit! My heart's pounding in my chest."
Vince looked at her and she realized how disheveled her clothes were, realized just how much he must have seen.
"Oh my God! Um... I'm sorry you had to see that. This is... this is... really... embarrassing," she said, turning deep red as she adjusted her clothes until everything was in place again.
"It definitely surprised me," Vince laughed softly. "It's not something you see your mom doing every day."
"Alright. Look. Let me explain. So you know how I went to the doctor's to change my medication because all of the stress and the anxiety... Well, there's this new drug out in the pharmaceutical world... whatever. The point is, they gave it to me. And there's side effects but I happen to get some kind of very rare side effect which... increases your libido. Times 100. So... in layman's terms it makes me really... really... horny. And I know it's inappropriate and I shouldn't be telling you this, but I can't help it. I don't know what to do."
"You have seemed a little off lately... not exactly yourself."
"It's so distracting. And everything's piling up and it's just stressing me out even more. I don't mean to be all gross and stuff, but... I can't stop getting wet. And... aroused... and you know. I tried using toys and just other things but nothing's taking that sensation away. Nothings fulfilling that need... that urge... void. Nothing but... well, I dunno. I don't even know what to call it."
"I'm sorry mom," Vince said, starting to turn around and leave. "I'll let you... you know... get back to... it."
"Sorry you had to walk into that," she said, extending her hand to touch his arm. "Hopefully it doesn't traumatize you. But... you know... I think... I think that maybe... if I just get the real thing that I won't have this urge all the time. I think it'll eventually decrease and eventually go away the longer I'm on the medication. But... it never seems to flare when your father's home. And Lord knows I'm not going to go cheat on him."
She stopped for a moment as if contemplating where she was going, determining if she really wanted to do this.
"Here... sit down for a sec," she said, patting the bed. Vince sat on the edge, patiently waiting for her to get this off her chest. He wasn't sure what she was going to do or say, which made this phase of using the remote so incredible. Nothing was planned at this point. Nothing was programmed. Everything that happened was real... all he did was program her need.
"So... you know... maybe... I was thinking... you can help me out. If that's ok. It's... it's just this one time. I just want to see if it works. And if it works, then great, I know how to resolve it. But... baby I can't focus. I can't go to work. I had to call off. I can't even do things for more than a minute or two without wanting to fuck myself."
She looked at him for a moment looking desperate and scared. This would forever change their relationship.
"So... are you willing to help me?"
"Yeah, mom. I'll... I'll help any way I can," he said.
"You will? Really?" Emmanuelle was beaming with happiness. Maybe... just maybe this would stop this madness and they could all get back to their regular life together. "I know this is the strangest request, especially coming from your stepmom, but I promise it'll be just be this one time and... and... think of it as a science experiment. You know? Trial and error."
She stood and moved in front of him. Vince could feel the heat and excitement radiating from her as she put her hands on his shoulders. "So, um... you know... here. Why don't I help you out. Alright?" She knelt down in front of him and began opening his fly. He moved to help her slide his shorts down and off his legs, tossing them aside. She was practically salivating as she brought her attention back to his cock which was severely tenting his thin boxers.
"Oh my God," she whispered. "That's... so nice..." She grabbed the waistband of his boxers and slid them down and off as well, leaving his hard cock pointing right at her. "Oh... fuck... that's just how I envisioned it," she whispered, panting. In seconds her hands were wrapped around his shaft, her mouth sliding down it.
Vince couldn't believe this was actually happening. He never thought he'd live to see this day. But here he was, sitting on her bed, half dressed, with his stepmom giving him the best blowjob of his life.
"See?" she asked, lifting her mouth from him for a moment. "That's helping me so far."
It was helping him, too, he admitted. He bet she never thought that buying him the strange remote control would have brought her to this point... this debauchery... this incestual relationship with her own stepson.
After sucking him for several long, perfect minutes, Emmanuelle released him from her warm sucking mouth and slowly stroked him. "Ok... I can't take it." She stood and slipped her sundress up and over her head, throwing it aside. She lay back on the bed and pushed her panties down and off her legs before spreading them. "Here... why don't you touch mommy first, huh? Maybe... maybe it'll help if, you know, you tease me a little bit. Yeah... why don't you do that? Tease me. Maybe that's what it is. Maybe I've just been going straight for the good stuff. And what I need is a good build up to just fill it all up."
Vince lay on the bed between her spread legs, moving up so that his face was so close to her pussy. Emmanuelle could feel his hot breath on her flesh, exciting her even more. He reached up, almost hesitantly, and lightly touched her inner thigh, making her shiver.
"Come on. Just put your fingers right... there," she said, pointing to her clit. "Come on." Vince moved his hand so that his fingertips lightly grazed her labia and clit and began circling it. "That's it. Oh... mmm... you see how wet mommy is? Mmmm... you're going to slip right in."
"Oh, God... oh you are so wet." Vince circled her clit with his fingertips, his mouth hovering so close that with just a slight move he was able to lightly lick her, making her moan softly. He slid his finger inside her, feeling her warm, tight wetness envelop him. He licked and fingered her slowly, feeling every quiver as he slid over her more sensitive spots.
"Oh baby, I shouldn't like it... but... fuck!" she moaned, looking down at him.
Without missing a beat, he slid a second finger inside her wetness and continued licking her clit, circling with the tip of his tongue before bathing it with the flat. All the practice he had with Gabby made him confident that he was definitely pleasing his stepmom.
"Oh, God, yes..." she moaned.
"I love licking you," Vince said before sucking on her clit and making her yelp with pleasure.
Suddenly, Emmanuelle pushed him away and sat up. "I want more. I... I need more. I want you inside me."



"Really?" Vince asked, almost startled to hear her come out and say it.
"Yeah. Is that ok?" Emmanuelle was panting excitedly. "I'll turn around and... and I won't look. It's just... maybe if you closed your eyes," she said, turning onto her hands and knees.
Vince enjoyed a lovely view of the ass that had so enthralled him in her bikini. And now it was completely exposed to him. "I like looking at you."
"I like looking at you, too, baby," she said. "Ok now, put it in."
Vince moved into position behind her, his cock hard and pulsing with need. He was so ready for this.
"Come on. Don't be scared," she said, thinking his slowness was his fear.
"Are you sure?" he asked, smiling. This was far better than anything he'd ever hoped for. He knew the remote could force certain behaviors, but to have them come out naturally like this was incredible.
"Mmm hmm!"
"Ok mom. Ok." Vince grabbed her hips and slid his cock between her legs and right into her wetness. She was right about one thing, he was going to slip right in. He pushed in a little, then a little more.
"Oh... yes... that's it. That feels so good, baby," she moaned.
And then he started fucking her properly, sliding in until his hips pushed against her ass and then back out until just the tip remained. Over and over, he slid the full length of his shaft in and out, driving her crazy. Emmanuelle was panting and moaning, loving how it felt. He was definitely a well-built young man, she had to admit. And his cock was so very nice!
"That's what I needed. That's what a good... slutty... mommy needs is a good hard cock," she said, moving with him, helping him thrust even deeper. He moved faster, getting into a good rhythm that made her ass shake every time he bounced into it.
"Oh my God... oh yeah!" he moaned, enjoying himself. He could only hope that they'd do this again and again.
"Oh, baby. You have no idea how much this means to me. Or how good it feels. Oh my pussy is dripping wet." He knew that at least. Her pussy was dripping onto his cock and balls and running down his own thighs. She was extremely desperate for a good fucking. "Your cock is sliding in so deep and so good. You like mommy's slutty pussy?" she asked.
"Oh, fuck yes!" he moaned thrusting even faster now.
"Yeah? Oh, I'm going to cum all over your big fucking cock," she said, pushing her face and shoulders down and arching her back to give him even better access to her pussy. "Oh fuck yes! That's what I needed! Some good hard dick! You like fucking mommy? Huh?"
He grabbed her hips hard, giving him even more leverage to slam into her ass, to drive his cock harder and deeper into her wet pussy. And she loved it.
"Oh, that's it. Oh baby yes! Fuck mommy's wet cunt! Oh fuck!"
Emboldened, he reached down and grabbed her hair from the back, pulling her head back and making her back arch even more into him. He could see her tits bouncing with every thrust and heard her groaning and moaning in ecstacy.
"Oh God, baby! Oh... I want to be a dirty little slut for you. Mommy wants to be a little whore for you. I want you to cum all over my fucking ass. I want to feel all that nice hot cum all over my ass... that thick load from my son smeared all over my ass like a whore."
Vince groaned. He never thought he'd hear his stepmom talking like that. She was always so... conservative. And here she was, acting like a depraved slut. And it excited him even more.
"Oh my God... you're getting even harder inside me," Emmanuelle moaned. "Fuck! Fuck yeah! That's it baby! That's it! Cum on your slutty mom."
Vince was thrusting hard and fast now. Sweat was pouring off both of their bodies as they both neared their peak. He slapped her ass cheek with his free hand, driving his stepmom even more insane... driving her over the edge.
"Oh... I love it... oh God... I'm... I'm... I'm cummingggggggg! Oh FUUUUCK!" she said loudly. It was a good thing that both Gabby and his dad weren't around. Vince even wondered if the neighbors could hear how loud she was. But still he kept thrusting, fucking her through her orgasm as her body tensed and shook uncontrollably.
"Oh... so tight... so tight," he moaned, as her pussy gripped him hard, trying to milk him. "I'm gonna cum... I'm gonna cum!" he moaned loudly.
"Ok baby. Keep going," she encouraged him. "Cum all over my fucking ass." He pulled out just as his cock started shooting his cum. It splashed onto her ass and back as it jet out again and again, covering her. "Oh yeah!" she moaned, feeling the wet liquid heat hit her.
Vince stopped for a moment, trying to catch his breath.
"Mmm," Emmanuelle moaned as she reached back and grabbed some of the hot, sticky, fluid. "Quite the load huh? I love that nice big load all over me." She licked his cum from her fingers and turned around. "See baby? I think it worked. That satisfied me." Vince had his eyes still closed as his orgasm finally waned. "Thanks baby," she kissed him quickly. "Now mommy needs to shower."
Vince grabbed his clothes and went back to his room. He glanced at the clock before he went into the bathroom to get cleaned up himself. He knew his sister and dad would be home before long.
*****
Gabrielle was furious as she put down the worn notebook. Along with the well worn, handwritten user's manual, the notebook was littered with ideas, thoughts, and programming steps. She might not have thought anything of it when she first walked into his room to drop off a shirt she found in the dryer. But the notebook was open on the top of his desk and her name was on the page... circled three times. That alone piqued her interest, and the notes around her name, the ideas and thoughts, made her need to take it to study it more fully.
What she read that night both intrigued and frightened her. Some how, some way, she was Vince's little lab rat. For the past several weeks she felt off. She was missing chunks of time and too often felt sore in places that shouldn't feel sore. She couldn't remember doing anything that would warrant that feeling. But finding the notebook and the remote control gave her the answers she was looking for.
"That little shit," she spat. She picked up the remote and considered smashing it into pieces, but then... then she had a different thought.
"If that little shit can use this on me to get his jollies off, then I can do the same right back."



        War and Pleasure Pt. 01

        A man and his GF enjoy their bondage games at a cabin.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/war-and-pleasure-pt-01

Title: War and Pleasure Pt. 01

Author: DevlinMea

Category: BDSM

Description: A man and his GF enjoy their bondage games at a cabin.

Tags: thunderstorm, hottub, woods, power-outage, cabin

Series: War and Pleasure


It was our first vacation in 2 years and we wanted to get away somewhere quiet, somewhere private, even for just a short period of time. Searching the internet, I found a cabin a few miles away from home. We rented it for 4 days, leaving Thursday night and returning on Sunday. I was really looking forward to time alone with you. I didn't know what to expect for the weekend, but I knew I at least wanted a very sexual and sensual weekend. We deserved it.
After renting the cabin, we received an email from the owner detailing the location, information about the area, and where to find the keys to get inside. There was a grocery store just a few miles away, along with a state park with caves. It was going to be an ideal, short vacation.
We left late in the afternoon on Thursday, driving down in bright sunshine. We both were wearing sunglasses, holding hands, and singing songs from the iPod you connected to the car stereo. We had songs of all types, pop, country, dance music, everything needed to keep us bouncing and dancing to the music. And the shuffle that played covered the whole range.
It took us about 3 hours to finally get to the cabin. There was a gate right at the road, closed of course, so I got out of the car to open it up, drive through and then close it again. It looked like they probably had cows grazing on the property, we figured, as we drove up the winding rock driveway. A trough sat on the right-hand side of the drive confirming our suspicions and rolled up bundles of hay dotted the large yard.
The driveway itself was probably a half-mile long, winding through trees, before we finally got to the cabin at the top of the hill. It was hidden from view, buried within the forest of trees around it, but there were a few spots in the yard and driveway where you could look down on the surrounding countryside. It was a very private location... no one was even close. Even the sky overhead was hidden by the green leafy ceiling above us.
We parked next to the two-story log cabin, with the wood beams stacked one on top the other, the ends sticking out at the corners. There was a small porch by the front door, with two rocking chairs on it. It had an incredible view of the area below us, and we could see cars passing by on the road in the distance.
I stood and stretched my arms overhead, my muslces a little sore from sitting so long. We walked around to the back, onto the covered porch and found the door key underneath the coffee pot that sat outside on a little table between two rocking chairs, just as the owner told us. The porch looked out into the woods, where a few bird houses and feeders were situated. It would be a great spot to sit and just watch wildlife.
A stack of firewood stood along the wall at the end nearest the car. At the far end of the porch was a hot tub.
You looked at me and smiled, probably imagining the same things I was. I unlocked the door and we dragged our luggage and food into the cabin, stocking the kitchen cabinets and throwing suitcases on the dresser. I set our special suitcase aside, hoping it would be opened tonight!
We stood in the middle of the cabin and I pulled you into my arms and held you tightly. "We're going to have fun this weekend," I whispered. You shivered as I kissed your neck and then bit it. "Aren't we?"
"Yes," you moaned, obviously aroused. "We are."
I lifted my hand in the air, holding a collar and wrist shackles. The metal rings dangled from my hand, clinking against each other. You stared at them, knowing exactly what it meant. Excited, you knelt on the floor in front of me, slowly, and turned your head to the side, moving your hair out of the way as I walked behind you. I slipped the collar around your neck, under your hair, and fastened it closed. With the locking feature, you couldn't get out of it without me. It was going to be on for the entire weekend.
"Hands," I said softly and you raised your hands in the air, allowing me to put the shackles around your wrists, locking them in place as well. You moved them around your wrists like bracelets, excited by their feel.
I made you stand and then kissed you hard, grabbing your head from behind and crushing my lips into your's. When I released you, your eyes were closed, your lips trembling. You were ready for the evening.
You started cooking some dinner for us, some easy pasta and salads as I checked out the rest of the cabin. There was a master bedroom downstairs with a loft bedroom up the steep stairs. The whole cabin was decorated with heavy natural wood accents and decorations, giving it a real country feel.
Just inside the front door was a stairwell leading upstairs to a balcony. The railing along the stairwell and across the loft at the top was strong and I just knew it would be fun to use in our play. The loft held two single beds and a another rocking chair.
The living room was at the bottom of the stairs and had a big-screen TV and a soft leather couch. A fireplace stood along the long wall of the room, with some wood stacked beside it.
The downstairs, other than the bedroom and bathroom, was one large room, with the kitchen, dining room and living room all open under a cathedral ceiling.
We ate dinner at the diningroom table as clouds were just starting to roll in. We knew a storm was brewing, I just hoped it wouldn't stick around and ruin our weekend.
After dinner, the rain started. It was a nice spring shower with a little rolling thunder in the distance.
"Well, I guess we're in for the evening," I said. "Hot tub?"
You smiled. "Sure! I mean, yes Sir!"
I went out, took the cover off the hot tub and started it. The bubbling looked refreshing and it didn't take long for the water to reach temperature.
I slipped out of my clothes and into the hot water, sitting in a plastic molded seat. The hot water felt wonderful and the bubbling was invigorating. "Babe," I yelled. "The water's ready."
You emerged out the back door, the screen door slamming behind you with a distinctive clap. "I'm coming, Sir. I'm coming," you giggled. You were dressed in shorts and a white t-shirt and carried two large towels. You put the towels down beside the hot tub and grabbed the bottom of your shirt.
I was watching you closely, watching every sexy move you made. You saw me watching and stood up straight, stepping back a step and turning towards me. Smiling at me, you lifted the t-shirt over your head and set it on the chair beside you. Beneath, you were wearing a nude-colored bra that highlighted your breasts well.
You slowly unfastened your shorts and slid them down your legs, stepping out of them and putting them on the chair as well, your eyes never leaving mine. You were so incredibly sexy as you stood there. You reached behind yourself and unfastened your bra, holding it to your breasts as you slid your arms from it, hiding your naked breasts for as long as possible.
I smiled as you dropped your bra, tossing it aside, baring yourself to me. I loved your breasts, so full and inviting. The collar around your neck hung down, the D-ring dangling from the front. You lifted her breasts for a moment, stroking your hands over them as I watched, teasing your already-hard nipples. Then you licked her lips slowly and moved your hands down your abdomen and legs as I watched them intently.
I shivered as your hands slid back up your legs and playfully slid over the front of your panties, teasing yourself and me. I couldn't take my eyes from your teasing hands as your thumbs hooked into the waist and pulled them down and off as you stepped out of them. Your pussy was so beautiful, topped with downy fur and nicely groomed close.
You giggled a little as I licked my lips and shook my head as if in disbelief. When my eyes finally met yours again, I was shaking with need. I couldn't tell if the water was making me hot or the other way around. You stepped into the hot tub, lifting first one leg high over the lip and then the other, and was soon standing in the thigh-deep water. It bubbled around your legs as you stood just a foot in front of me. I took both of your hands and you smiled, kneeling in front of me, the water going up to your chest now. I pulled you towards me and you wrapped your arms around my neck and fell against me into a deep kiss.
Your breasts pressed against my chest, your abdomen rested against my ever-hard cock as I held you tightly, gently kissing your soft, sweet lips. You pulled back after a minute and moved to sit in your own seat, leaning your head back and enjoying the hot, bubbling water. Your breasts broke the surface of the water, bubbles swirling around them as I watched excitedly. I wanted my hands on them, my lips sucking on them.
I closed my own eyes for a moment, letting the hot water and cooler air excite my skin as I sank my arms in the water and then raised them into the air, over and over. I could hear the rain falling through the leaves and striking the cabin's roof and the bubbling of the hot tub. I could smell the woods and the clean freshness the rain offered.
"I'm going to get addicted to this place, Sir," you said softly.
"Yeah," I answered. "Me too."
We lay in the hot tub for about 10 minutes before the power to the cabin suddenly went out. The hot tub turned off and all the lights inside went dark casting the entire area in blackness.
"Uh oh," you whispered.
"Looks like we're not going to be doing anything tonight that requires electricity." It took a few seconds for my eyes to adjust. We carefully got out of the tub and toweled off. You gathered your clothes and moved inside as I put the cover back on the hot tub. I knew we'd use it a lot this weekend. I moved inside and saw a beam of light cast out from the flashlight you held in your hand.
"It was on the side of the refrigerator. Maybe there's some candles here or something." You started rummaging around through the drawers and cabinets and found several candles, a lighter, and a deck of cards. "At least that's something to do," you giggled.
I laughed. "I had other thoughts on that subject... but we'll see what we can come up with."
I moved into the kitchen as you set the candles around and lit them, providing at least a little dim lighting. I grabbed some wine glasses from a cupboard and one of the bottles of wine we'd brought. I poured two glasses and moved them and the half-empty bottle into the dining room. We sat at the table and picking up our glasses, I proposed a toast.
"Thou hast no faults, or no faults I can spy; thou art all beauty, or all blindness I," I said softly. We clinked our glasses, took sips, and kissed.
I picked up the deck of cards and did a quick inventory to find it was at least mostly complete, even with 2 jokers. "What would you like to play? Rummy? Crazy 8's?" I set the jokers aside and shuffled the pack.
"I don't know. Something simple."
I sat shuffling, thinking of a simple game to play and suddenly got an idea. "How about we just play 'war'."
I dealt the deck out evenly between us, including the jokers. "Ok, so any matching card triggers a war and the jokers trigger an automatic war. In war, we put down 3 cards each, face down, and then compare the fourth. Every time one card played is higher, that person gains all the cards. Ok?"
You nodded not sounding too excited yet. "Ok."
We played for about 30 minutes and even then still had an even amount of cards between us. The first bottle of wine was empty and I opened a fresh bottle, pouring you another glass. I could tell it was starting to affect you as you laughed a little more at my stupid jokes. I figured it was time to up the ante a bit.
"Why don't we change the rules a little?" I asked, staring into your eyes. You smiled and licked your lips, knowing just how my devious little mind worked.
"Ok. What do you have in mind?"
"It looks like we have a pretty even number of cards still, so why don't we add to the winnings when a war is played." I smiled, thinking for a moment. "Let's say the first war is a sensual touch war... the winner tells the loser where and how to touch them for five full minutes." You smiled at my deviously sexy rules. "The second war is the self-pleasure war... the winner tells the loser where and how to touch themselves for five full minutes."
"I'm liking where this is going," you said, licking your lips and sliding your fingers up and down the stem of the wineglass seductively, simulating the lovely handjob I would soon be enjoying.
"The third war is the oral war... the winner receives oral sex from the loser for five full minutes."
You squirmed in your seat, obviously aroused. "I don't care who wins that one. Only for five minutes, huh? I'll have to see what can be done quickly. Is there another round after that?"
I nodded, leaning closer to you, laying my elbows on the table. "The last war I win automatically... it's just a matter of how long it takes to get there."
You swallowed excitedly. "And that war is?" you whispered, desperately wanting to know.
"Pain..." I said licking my lips. "And pleasure." I smiled, speaking slowly, sitting back in my chair again. "You agree to the terms?"
You shook your head slowly. I could tell you were excited. The candlelight cast shadows across your face increasing the seductiveness of your glare.
"We'll need the timer," I said, indicating the egg timer was saw in the kitchen. You retrieved it and set it on the table between us.
"Ready?" I asked, grabbing the top card from my pile. We flipped cards over again and again, with neither one of us gaining any true advantage over the other. Under the normal rules, this game could take a long time. But with the modified rules, we both were simply waiting for the tie.
And just when we least expected it, it happened. This time triggered by a joker that you played. You smiled until I reminded you that you hadn't won quite yet. We each dropped three cards slowly, face down, and held the fourth card ready to flip over.
"The first war... sensual touch." I nodded and flipped over my ten of clubs, a good card for a start, and thought I had a good chance to win this one until I saw the queen of diamonds hit the table on your side.
You smiled big, now, and started thinking about what you wanted. You grabbed the timer and a candle and walked over to the couch. You sat in it slowly, looking at me.
I stood, wondering what you were going to choose, and knelt in front of you.
"I want you," you started slowly. "To lick and suck my toes." You smiled and lifted your feet.
"I thought you didn't like anyone touching your feet?"
You cocked your head to one side. "We'll see if that was too hasty a decision." You twisted the knob of the timer to five minutes.
I took your beautiful leg in my hands and kissed your calf, slowly moving towards your ankle, and nibbled at your heel. Slowly, my tongue slipped up the arch of your foot and under your big toe. You squirmed beneath me as my tongue played around your big toe for a moment before I slipped it between my lips. I slowly sucked on it, letting my tongue play around it as I watched you. My eyes were half-closed as I was enjoying giving you this pleasure.
I moved from toe to toe, letting my tongue slither between them, sucking each one into my mouth individually and with their neighbors. I watched you squirming beneath me and you slid your hand into your shorts to play with your pussy. I could see the bumps move beneath the thin material and could tell that your fingers were sliding over your clit and pushing into your wet depths.
You groaned almost angrily when the timer went off and I let your toe slide from my mouth.
"Ok... oh my God," you whispered excitedly. "That is so fucking hot."
"Hasty decision?" I asked playfully.
"God yes!"
"Good... maybe you'll get more later then. Ready for round two? The self-pleasure round."
"I may not be able to walk to the table I'm shaking so much, but I'm ready for more... God please..." You giggled softly as we walked back to the dining room table and sat down. You gathered the new cards together and slapped them on the bottom of your deck. You closed your eyes for a few seconds, trying to get your breathing back. "I'm so fucking wet right now," you whispered.
"Ready?" I asked and then turned over my card to begin round two. We seemed to go through more cards more quickly this time, both of us eager to get to round two. We finally matched nines and stared at each other smiling.
We laid down our three cards, face down and then got ready to flip over the final one. I flipped a five of clubs, and expected to lose. You moaned softly as you threw down a Jack of spades, crushing me.
"Oh my!" you moaned excitedly. "I'm going to love this."
"Ok. What do you want and where do you want me?" I asked.
You stood and held out your hand. "On the couch," you said softly. You held my hand and guided me to the couch and turned me around. You knelt in front of me and unfastened my shorts, pulling them down. I was already hard, my cock bobbing in the cool air as I stepped out of my shorts. "Have a seat," you said, standing up and disappearing into the bedroom with the flashlight. You came back into the room and set the flashlight aside, giving me a small bottle of lube. "I want to watch you masturbate. Something to help you," you smiled. You grabbed the timer and prepared to turn the dial. "Well?"
"What?" I asked, laughing.
"I'm not paying for the warm-up mister," you giggled, indicating the lube with a nod of your head.
"Ah... gotcha." I opened the bottle and squirted a little of the fluid directly onto my cock. You moaned as you watched it dribble down the length. My hand stroked my shaft, spreading the fluid all over it as you turned the dial on the timer and sat back on your ankles between my legs for a front-row view.
I watched you as my hand stroked up and down my shaft, gliding easily due to the lubrication, my cock getting harder and harder with each stroke. Seeing you watching me so intently, so excitedly, only made me more excited and hard. I wondered if I'd be able to even last two minutes. My cock seemed so engorged, so hard. And it was very sensitive. You leaned forward until I could feel your breathing on my skin and I grunted in excitement.
"Oh, God," I moaned, knowing I was close.
You moved even closer and I could feel your breasts press against my inner thighs through your thin t-shirt. "Cum for me... that's right..." you whispered over and over, opening your mouth and hoping for a taste.
I was trembling with desire, ready to blow so hard, when the damn alarm went off. I wanted to keep going, but you pulled my hand away, startling me. "If I'm going to be fucking crazy with a need to be fucked then so are you," you laughed.
My cock was throbbing, so close to cumming. I knew if I even touched myself I'd blow a hole in the far wall. I closed my eyes and breathed deeply, slowly, trying to regain some semblance of composure. We walked back to the diningroom table together and sat down. I was still shaking, my cock still hard as hell as I picked up my hand.
"Round three," I said smiling. "Oral pleasure."
We seemed to play even faster this round, throwing card after card on the table, the winner picking them up and putting them at the bottom of the pile. Both of us seemed to really want to win this round. It only took a dozen or so cards before we tied with kings. We quickly slapped the three cards face down on the table and you slapped the fourth, face up. The four of hearts.
I took a quick break and poured the rest of our second bottle of wine into our glasses and clinked them again. I downed half the glass in one sip, then threw down my card, the ace of diamonds. I looked at you and smiled as I stood up.
"Where do you want...," you started to say, but I cut you off by stepping forward and grabbing your head with both hands. I was so turned on, my cock so hard, that I needed it now. I didn't even think about the timer since I knew I wouldn't last five minutes anyways.



My cock slid into your mouth and I fucked it, sliding deep and then shallow, deep and then shallow, always with it between your lips. I held your head, my fingers entwined in your hair. I felt your hands grab my ass tightly, heard your stifled, excited breathing.
"Fuck..." I said excitedly as I felt my balls boiling, ready to explode. I could barely hear anything now, my own blood pounding in my head like a freight train. I was going to tell you I was cumming, but before I could even think about saying the words, I came hard, exploding into your mouth. Your throat worked hard to keep up but some spilled out of your mouth and dribbled to your chin.
I slid out of you as my cock began softening a little, although I knew it was going to stay hard for quite a while. We were both breathing hard, as I sat down again. Your finger slid across your chin, cleaning it, and licking it off. You looked at me and smile, obviously enjoying what I did to you.
I drank the rest of the wine in my glass and set it back down. "The final round," I said. "Ready for it? Pain and pleasure?"
You shivered noticeably. I could see your nipples hard behind your t-shirt, pointed and begging to be sucked. I was going to enjoy teasing them even more.
"Yes, Sir," you said shakily, knowing what was likely in store for you.
I nodded to you, indicating for you to pick up your cards. We played more slowly now, knowing what the outcome was going to be, just not knowing how long until it came. We paused for a moment, letting you drink your wine, then continued again. It took a little while, but I finally threw down a joker.
You gasped excitedly, and sat back in your chair, drinking the last of your wine. I stood and retrieved the suitcase from the bedroom, setting it on the dining room table. I then slid one of the rocking chairs into the middle of the room. You sat in the diningroom chair, excitedly. Wondering what I was going to do to you.
I held out my hand to you and helped you stand. I slowly walked you to the rocking chair and grabbed the bottom of your t-shirt, sliding it over your head. I then unfastened your shorts and slid them off your legs, making you completely naked.
"Sit," I commanded and you sat in the rocking chair. I grabbed several bundles of soft bondage rope from the suitcase and brought them back, dropping them on the floor as you watched. I grabbed one wrist, set your arm along the back leg and ever so slowly wrapped the rope around it, starting from your wrist. Each winding was laid next to the last making a perfect, artistic fit. At your elbow, I crossed to the other side, behind you, and bound your other wrist the same way.
You were shivering in anticipation, squirming in your seat. I could tell you were squeezing your thighs together, your clit tingling. I could smell how excited and wet you were. I moved to the front of the chair and placed one of your feet on the seat, where the arm met the seat. I slowly wrapped rope around your ankle, binding it to the arm of the chair, slowly circling again and again. I stole glances at you as you watch me, entranced by how slowly I was working. Your pussy was so wet, so swollen. I took the rope and wrapped it around your knee, tying your knee to the back leg of the chair, forcing it open. I wanted you so very exposed to me.
I duplicated my efforts on the other ankle and knee and after about 20 minutes had your limbs completely bound. I sat back and admired my handiwork, admired how sexy you looked so naked and so helpless.
I walked back to the suitcase and pulled out my most favorite wand vibrator and a ball gag. I turned the battery-operated vibe on high, holding it in front of you. You were shivering excitedly, on one hand wanting to tell me you didn't want this, on the other wanting to tell me that you needed more. I set the vibrator on the chair between your thighs and let it vibrate wildly against the wood as I moved behind you, setting the ball gag in between your lips. You opened your mouth willingly, accepting it. I fastened it tight behind your head.
I moved back in front of the chair and knelt down. "I love holding you like this," I said softly, letting my hands slide over your chest. My fingers wrapped around your nipples, pinching and pulling them, making them harder and harder. I felt you trying to squirm, but totally unable to move. "I love being able to play with you and give you so much pleasure."
My hands moved down your body, my fingers playing with your pubic hair. "I love touching your body, watching you squirm helplessly." My fingers traced circles through your pubic hair, coming closer and closer to your clit. Your pussy was spread open and exposed. It was so beautiful and wet. It could see your juices leaking out, dripping off your ass. The vibrator was still buzzing loudly so I picked it up and turned it down to the lower setting and slid it into your pussy. You let out a loud and long breath of air before starting to breath faster.
My right hand held the vibrator while my left slid back up your body to pinch your nipples. The combination of pain and pleasure was driving you crazy. You were so close to cumming.
I removed the vibrator and retrieved a clothespins from the suitcase. I knelt back in front of you and, one by one, placed them on your breasts. I set them on the sides of your breasts, and across the bottom, leaving one last one to actually pinch the nipple itself. You were writhing, breathing harder from the pain but so damn excited.
When I finished, I looked into your eyes and saw a lust I hadn't seen before. You wanted to cum so badly and were so very close to it. You'd do anything to cum right then.
"I love you," I said, turning the vibrator on it's highest setting and sliding it into your pussy and against your clit. You screamed into your gag, your body trying to repel the very exciting toy. But you couldn't move at all. "I love you," I said as I swirled it over your clit again and again, before pushing it back down to cover your entire pussy.
"I love you," I said as you came for the first time, screaming as your juices poured from your body. I pulled the vibrator away and licked your pussy gently, loving your taste, loving your sensitivity.
"I love you," I said as I slid a finger into your pussy. It slid in very easily and gathered up your wetness as I slid it in circles and massaged inside you. Then I pulled it out and inspected it as you watched.
I smiled and held the vibrator in my left hand as my finger circled your asshole.
"I love you," I said again as my finger slid in and out of your ass, fingering you so well as the vibrator returned to your clit. I felt your body first trying to reject my finger, then accept it and try grip it tightly as you came a second and third time.
It was an hour later when I finally untied you. You were so tired you could barely stand, barely make it to the bedroom where I helped you collapse for the night.
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I got up early the next morning, Friday, not long after the sun came up. I turned towards you but you were sleeping very soundly. I decided not to wake you, since you had a pretty intense night last night. I kissed your forehead and slipped out of bed. I put on some light clothes and walked out into the bright sunshine. The morning after the rainstorm felt so very fresh, very renewed. I did a few warm-up stretches and started my Tai Chi routine. The form itself was the 108-move Long Form that takes anywhere from 20 minutes to an hour to complete. I was working at a slow enough pace that I knew it would take me about 40 minutes to complete it.
It felt so good to move between the postures, rising up on one leg and slowly kicking, and dropping down almost to the ground snake-like. It was moving my muscles in very familiar and comfortable ways as I moved slowly and breathed deeply
When I completed the form, I felt rejuvenated and sat in the sun and meditated. The warm sunlight felt good on my skin, only to then be cooled by the small breeze filtering through the trees. I sat for only a few minutes, listening to the birds and the wind, when I heard the hot tub turn on. Curious, I stood and moved around to the back of the house. I was stunned to see you in the hot tub, naked, and masturbating.
It was very erotic watching you with your eyes closed, your mouth open in pleasure. I watched you licking your lips, your shoulders and arms moving, obviously pleasuring yourself. I smiled and just stood there, feeling my cock hardening. I heard the toy break the surface of the water, the sound of low rumbling of the vibrator reaching my ears before disappearing below the water's surface again.
"Fuck," you whispered as your orgasm hit. Your head leaned back and you thrust your hips up into your toy and fingers as you came so sweetly, splashing water out of the hot tub and onto the porch. I watched your body convulse several times, your hands moving rapidly, your moans getting louder as you lost control for a moment.
As you relaxed a moment later, exhaling and letting the water relax you again, I came on the deck. You were startled a little when you heard me and obviously tried to hide your vibrator behind you under the water. I just shook my head, feigning anger.
It was only later that you told me what you'd been up to before this.
You said you woke a little when I kissed you, but quickly fell back asleep. You stayed in bed for another half hour or so before finally getting up. When you did, you remembered last night along with the sexy dream you had, and felt very horny. You were very wet and your clit was ready and throbbing, begging for attention. You needed to cum bad. You saw me outside, going through my Tai Chi form and knew I'd be a while, so you came up with a devious little plan. You knew it was against the submissive rules you were under when your collar was on, but you just had to do it, you had to test me. You wanted to see if you'd get away with masturbating and if you did get caught, you wanted to see what I'd do about it.
You weren't going to slip into the shower and do it out of sight. No, you were going to do it where you'd likely get caught.
So you slipped your vibrator out of the suitcase, undressed, and slipped into the hot tub to masturbate. The whole idea of being outside, being visible, possibly being caught by me, and then the thought of being punished for what you were doing excited you. You couldn't describe how excited it all made you feel as you slipped your fingers along your pussy and slid one inside, tentatively. The buzzing of the vibrator was almost too loud as you turned it on and then dropped it below the water, pressing it first against your clit.
The tingling sensations were just as bad as the rutting you were doing against it, pushing your pussy against it, sliding up and down its vibrating length. When you finally pushed it into yourself, it was incredibly exciting. The vibrations inside and outside your pussy made your clit tingle to its very core, making pleasure radiate all over your body.
You told me your body was covered in goosebumps, the cool morning air contrasting with the hot water in the tub, giving your body even more sensations to process. Your nipples were so hard and you pinched them to feel the pain you enjoyed so much.
You were getting so close, so quickly. You told me you felt me watching you, but wanted to see what would happen next. Besides, it felt too good to stop at that point.
When I came on the porch, you started to wonder if you'd made the right decision or not. You knew I wasn't really angry at you, that I was just playing the game, but you were now worried a little about what I'd do. You knew I wasn't shy about spanking you and it could actually hurt.
I walked all the way up to the tub and looked down at you. My erection was obvious underneath my sweatpants, the front tenting. You moved a hand towards it, wanting to touch it, wanting to feel it cumming all over you, but stopped at one look from me. I held out my hand for your vibrator and you reluctantly sat forward, retrieved it from behind you, and gave it to me.
I shook my head as I looked at it and then you. "If you just would have waited a few more minutes," I said sternly. "Now I have to punish you for being such a bad girl."
You swallowed hard, not knowing what that meant. I'd punished you different ways since we've been together.
I held my hand out for you, indicating it was time to get out of the hot tub. You took it and stepped over the edge and onto the deck. I gave you your towel and watched you dry off, then led you into the cabin and over to the dining room table.
"Forearms on the table," I ordered and you complied, leaning down until your forearms rested on the tabletop. You were shivering from the combination of the air temperature and anticipation as I walked into the bedroom behind you. You thought about turning your head, but thought better of it. It wasn't worth getting a worse punishment.
I came back out and stood behind you, grabbing your hair and pulling your head back. "Legs wider," I commanded as my hand trailed over your ass and onto your thigh. My fingers slid between the beautiful globes, teasing both your asshole and your pussy. You spread your legs giving my fingers even better access as I slid a finger into you, testing your wetness and coming away very pleased.
"You are so fucking wet," I said, fingering your pussy for a moment. You licked your lips excitedly, hoping I'd just take you right there and fuck you senseless.
My hand moved away from you and I saw you close your eyes, expecting a spanking. You were shaking with excitement as my fingers came back to your pussy and pushed a still vibrating egg into you. I slowly pushed past your entrance and deep into you. I brought my fingers up to your lips and slid your own wetness across your lips.
"Your punishment is going to last all day long," I said, pulling your hair firmly. "Since you just had to cum without me and without even asking for my permission, I'm the next one to cum. But it's not going happen until I say so." I flipped the remote switch on the vibrating egg and you felt it deep inside you. It's power was more than you anticipated and it quickly brought you to full excitement. Your hips twisted and turned, enjoying the sensations and knowing you could cum soon from this, especially if I'd just touch your tingling clit.
"Does that feel good?" I whispered by your ear, my hand stroking your ass.
"Yes, Sir," you moaned, moving your ass, trying to get my hand to touch you more.
My hand suddenly swatted your ass twice, once on each cheek, making you squeal, and suddenly the vibrations disappeared. You squeezed your pussy on the egg inside, trying to feel it again, trying to orgasm.
"Please, Sir...?" you asked, begging for more.
I laughed. "And when I finally do cum... I am going to punish that ass so well... you're going to know it's not good to break my rules." I released your hair and stepped back. "Now get showered and dressed. We have things to do today," I said smiling. "Remember your rules. Don't make me punish you worse."
"Yes, Sir," you said softly and walked into the bathroom.
I smiled as I moved into the bedroom, getting my clothes ready for the day. I stepped into the shower with you, the hot water feeling incredible on my body. I let you wash me, your hands gliding the washcloth all over my body. Your naked hands paid particular attention to my hardness, your fingers encircling it stroking it's length.
Your body looked incredible with the water shining all over it, running down it in little streams, your breasts looking so tantalizing. You smiled up at me, a naughty, desiring look on your face, your tongue slowly licking your lips. I smiled and turned my back so you could wash it, too. It took a lot of will power to not let you suck on me and make me cum, but I had to do it.
I washed my hair while you finished cleaning your own. Then, while I was rinsing off, you stepped out of the shower and began toweling off.
We dressed in simple shorts and t-shirts and grabbed some food for a picnic lunch, packing it all away in a cooler. You didn't know exactly what I had planned, but you knew a little hike in the fresh air and sunshine would do wonders. We jumped into the car and I pressed the low setting on the remote vibrator, ensuring that your day would be tantalizing. You buckled your seat belt and sat back, putting your right foot on the seat, your right hand on your inner thigh.
I drove down the long driveway and, after opening and closing the gate, we got on the road. It was about a 30-minute drive to the hiking trail, a state park trail and you were squirming most of the way there. The vibrating egg was having the desired effect of keeping you on edge the entire time. About half way there, you put your hand on my thigh. You stroked so close to it and my erection soared beneath my shorts.
"I want your cock in my mouth," you whispered huskily. "I want to lick your shaft from your balls to the head, and wrap my lips around you. I want to slide it deep into my mouth until I choke on you and make you cum down my throat. God... please..."
I was so very tempted to give in to you, but I saw through your ploy. It was simply a way to get out of your punishment, but I wasn't biting. I took your hand away and put my hand on your thigh instead. It was so very warm and shaking a little. I moved my hand up your leg, to the point where it touched your torso. You spread your legs wide for me invitingly. You were moaning softly, enjoying my touch and wanting me to make you cum. My fingers slid to your panties and felt how hot and wet you were.
"Mmmm, you're so hot," I whispered. "I bet you want my cock inside you, too, don't you. Pounding into you, hard and fast, slamming against you, driving your head into the headboard..."
"Yes... God yes, Sir," you moaned again.
You swiveled your hips, trying to guide my finger against your pussy, but I intentionally diverted around it, staying away from your clit.
"Is your clit swollen and hot?" I asked, sliding my finger so close to it.
You closed your eyes, silently begging me to just touch you. "Yes, Sir. It's so swollen."
"Good... keep going, my little girl. You're still in time-out."
You pouted, puffing out your lower lip, folding your hands across your chest and turning slightly away from me.
I laughed at your blatant attempt to force my hand. "Not this time, doll," I laughed.
We drove on and finally pulled into the park's parking lot. The place was fairly full. You'd never been here before, but it was basically a long gorge formed in the rock. There were hiking trials along the top lip and along the bed, with a waterfall at one end. About in the middle of the gorge was a whirling pool of water that went from an above-ground stream and fell underground. I parked the car and we started hiking. You were having a little trouble walking, with the vibrator driving you crazy, always on the edge of an orgasm but never enough to take you over the edge. We stopped several times allowing you to rest and get over the intense feelings.
It took about an hour and a half to hike the entire bottom of the cave. We spent a few extra minutes at the waterfall and pool below. The water was cool and felt good on our bare feet. When I dried your feet afterwards, I slid my hands up your leg teasingly. You were sitting on a large boulder and I could see the flush in your skin.
"You look aroused," I said soft enough for only you to hear as my hand slid onto your inner thigh.
"Sir," you whispered back, "if we were alone, I'd rip your clothes off you and fuck you right here and now. I want you so fucking bad, Sir."
I smiled at your brazenness. "I'd love that. Soon, doll, my little slut. You will learn to obey me first."
You leaned forward, anxiously. "I've learned my lesson, Sir. I have!"
"Then your punishment will be over soon. Let's go eat lunch."
We walked hand in hand back to the car and pulled the cooler from the back seat and moved to the picnic tables, finding one nestled in the shade of several trees. We pulled the sandwiches, fruit, and drinks and set our places, side by side on the bench. I intentionally sat facing the rest of the crowd, so I was able to see if anyone was coming close to us.
We ate our lunch, side by side, laughing at jokes and having a great time together. I had turned off the vibrator, so while you were excited, you had a little more control. When we finished eating, we just sat there a moment, relaxing. Suddenly you slid your hand onto my thigh and smiled at me as it stroked over my hardening cock.
"Did you learn your lesson yet?" I asked, my left hand moving behind your head, stroking your hair.
Your fingers curled around my cock as much as they could in my shorts and you stroked me. You bit your lower lip. "Yes, Sir. I really did."
I smiled back and pushed your head down towards my crotch. You took the hint, pulled down my zipper and fished my cock out. With my hand on your head, you slipped my cock into your mouth, sliding in deep, sucking and licking it. I kept an eye out, watching to make sure no one came near. Your mouth felt so damn good on me. It had been so long. And watching you masturbating this morning has made me so horny all day long.
I was getting close. You were enthusiastically sucking on me now, and using your hands to take me over the top. It took all my will power to grab your hair and pull, pulling you off me.
"No...", I moaned, so close. "I don't want to cum like this."
You looked at me, delirious, not understanding why I stopped you. You wanted to make me cum so badly. You wanted to cum so badly.
I was breathing hard as I held your head up, and kissed you, furiously. Your hand was still slowly stroking me until I finally told you to stop. "I want you, Jenn. You are damn sexy and you've got me so damn hard. I really need to fuck you." You smiled, proud that you made me lose my control. "Let's go," I said urgently.
We quickly packed up our picnic. Where you were normally cool and collected, you moved very fast, just shoving everything into the cooler. I laughed at your hurry. I knew you wanted it just as much as I did, if not more. When you received your orgasm was directly related to how soon I received mine. We jumped into the car and pulled out of the lot. Your hand quickly moved to my cock, stroking me through my shorts as I drove. All along the way you were telling me how much you wanted me to fuck you, how you wanted it, details of how fast and how hard, how you wanted fucked in every hole and you wanted my cum all over you.
"You know what happens after I cum, right?" I asked.
You swallowed hard and your hand stopped moving for a moment. "Yes, Sir," you said softly.
"What's that?"
"You're going to... spank me," you said, shaking a little.
"That's putting it mildly... does that frighten you or excite you?" I looked at you, smiling. I knew the answer to that before I even asked it.
You licked your lips and squirmed in your seat. "It... excites me, Sir."
"I know it does. I know you like being spanked. And I know I like spanking you."
You unfastened your seatbelt and leaned over, putting your face in my lap kissing my cock through my shorts. Your fingers started teasing my zipper down, threatening to expose me to your waiting mouth.
"Damn it!" I groaned. "I can't make it back to the cabin." I turned off the main road and slipped down country side roads looking for somewhere, anywhere that was private. I found a small drive that led back into some trees and stopped the car. You looked around, uncertain where we were.
I opened my car door and quickly walked around to your door, opening it abruptly. You sat up in your seat and turned towards me as I grabbed your hair with one hand. With the other, I unfastened my shorts and let them slide down my legs. My cock jutted out sharply, very hard already. I pulled your head towards my cock, pushing your face against my hardness, rubbing myself over your cheeks and forehead, sliding the head over your lips.
"You wanted it so bad, now suck it, god damn it." You opened your mouth and slid your lips over my cock, sliding it deep between them. I was so damn hard and needed you so damn much. I fucked your mouth, forcing it deep inside, chocking you, before pulling out again. You gagged a little, not used to it being so far in the back of your throat and were relieved when I pulled back out again.
I looked down, watching as the head teased out of your mouth, sliding out between your lips. You were so beautiful looking up at me, with my cock less than an inch from your lips. I sat there for just a moment, watching you, teasing you. Your tongue emerged slowly, touching the tip of my cock, sliding beneath the head teasingly, driving me crazy. I watched you licking the head, your eyes half closed, showing me you were enjoying it as well.
"Damn it," I groaned, forcing you to stand and turn around. I forced your shorts down and off your legs. I just couldn't take any more. Your hands were on the roof of the car as I moved behind you, my fingers probed at your pussy and pulled the vibrating egg from inside you, tossing it on the seat. Then I grabbed your hips forcefully, lined my cock up with your pussy, and thrust into you. You were so wet and I sank my entire shaft into you in one forceful thrust making you grunt and moan in response.
"Oh my god," you moaned loudly.
You gyrated your hips a little, encouraging me to give you more. I pulled back and thrust in again, slamming my hips into the cheeks of your ass again and again. You were grunting with each thrust, each exhale, as I thrust hard and fast, again and again.
I was so hot, so excited, that I didn't last long at all. Before I knew it, I felt my entire body pouring into you through my cock. My body was shaking as I stood there cumming inside you, my tense muscles fighting against each other. I thought I was going to fall down before I finally fell into you, slumping onto your back, spent.
We were both breathing hard, the difference being that I had an orgasm and you hadn't. To your credit, though, you didn't complain and you didn't try to masturbate. You leaned on your hands, against the car roof, breathing hard, and feeling my cock pulsing inside you and then finally slowly withdraw leaving you feeling empty.
I slid my shorts on again, walked over and slipped into the driver's seat. I watched as you put your shorts back on and fastened them closed. You slid into your seat and grabbed the vibrating egg to keep it safe. We finished the ride back to the cabin in silence, holding hands, as we both knew what was going to happen next.
I could feel your hand shaking a little as we drove up the long driveway to the cabin. When we got to the top, we sat for a moment in the car, looking at each other. You seemed a little scared and a lot excited. You looked adorable, your face flushed as you licked your lips.



"Time to get your punishment over with," I said softly, squeezing your hand. I got out of the car and opened your door for you, taking your hand and helping you up. I walked you into the cabin and stood you in the middle of the downstairs while I went into the bedroom. I brought back several bundles of rope and went about my work.
I removed your clothes, slowly, leaving you completely naked. I had you hold your arms in front of you as I wrapped the rope around your shackles in a delicately beautiful tie. I looped another long piece of rope through them and walked the other end of the rope up the stairs, looping it through the sturdy railing. I pulled, lifting your arms over your head and tied it down. You squealed a little as you became more and more trapped.
I moved in front of you as you stood there, leaned over and licked your exposed nipple, laughing a little at your moans. I knelt on the floor, and breathed in your scent. Your pussy was dripping with your excitement at what was happening. I wrapped rope around each of your ankles several times in decorative ties and tossed the ends to my left and right as I stood. I kissed you softly, letting my fingers slide through your wetness, testing you. You pushed your pussy into my hand, begging for more as you whimpered into my mouth.
I moved away and grabbed one of the ropes attached to your ankle, pulling your legs wider apart and attaching the rope to the couch. I then moved to the other and attached the other rope to the kitchen table, spreading your legs wide apart and making sure you didn't turn in your bonds.
Now you were trapped. Now you were so open and exposed to any whim I had. And you were dripping wet with excitement.
I moved unseen behind you, appearing a moment later and let the strands of my new toy slide along your ass. You recognized it quickly... my flogger. The lightweight fronds attached to the end were meant to sting your flesh, but you knew that with this one, the strands were light enough that it would be far more exciting than painful.
I slid my body against you, wrapping my arms around you so you could see the flogger for yourself. My other hand slid over your ass, my fingers easily sliding inside your pussy.
"You always get so wet," I said softly.
"Only for you," you answered, shivering.
My fingers slid in and out of your pussy, fingering you until you were moaning in pleasure. They slid out and flicked over your clit, making your body tremble, driving you closer and closer to your orgasm.
"God, yes... please Sir," you begged, closing your eyes.
My fingers disappeared as quickly as they came. "Not yet," I whispered moving back behind you. You knew I was going to drag this out and make you earn every mind-blowing orgasm of the night.
With a flick of my wrist, I struck across your ass, eliciting a grunting yelp from you. Air hissed through your teeth at the warm-up strikes as they crisscrossed your naked skin. You arched into the flicks, loving the sensations, loving the arousal that was blossoming inside you. Heat rapidly spread across your body.
Then they became more painful. At first, your first instinct was to shout out your safe word, but you shoved away the urge, deciding to conquer this new and frightening sensation. You panted, tensing before each strike of the flogger, the whap of the fronds on your tender flesh. Your hips shifted, in a desperate attempt to escape the next swat.
And then, suddenly, you felt it. Behind every stinging kiss there was the most delicious ripple vibrating your clit. You concentrated on that electrifying sensation and in no time at all, you welcomed it. The sweet agony of pleasure and pain threw your senses into overdrive. Every nerve flared as you hovered on the brink of your orgasm.
I flogged your entire body, making it rosy red, hot, and tender. I knew you'd had several small orgasms, but the big one was still eluding you. The smell of you saturated the air and drove me crazy with lust.
When I finally stopped, you were panting, moaning, and leaning into the rope attached above you, barely able to even stand any more. I set the flogger aside and moved in front of you again, raising your head to look into your half-closed, pleasure-filled eyes.
I slipped my fingers into your cunt and fingered you, slapping my palm against your engorged clit rapidly. Harder and faster I fingered you as you wailed into my chest.
"Fuck," you yelled. I growled with appreciation as you skyrocketed to a new place, a place of such intense ecstasy you couldn't think, could barely breathe. You were simply a vessel for the most pleasurable sensations imaginable. You squirted all over my hand, your juices running down your legs and over my wrist and forearm. You practically fell into me, almost passing out from the overwhelming explosion of your orgasm.
You were wailing with every breath, still lost in your ecstasy as I untied your arms and legs. Your entire body was one big erogenous zone as every touch elicited yet another orgasm from you. They were almost constant now. I laid you in the bed and gently licked your hard nipples and then slid down your body to taste your sopping wet pussy, letting you finally relax.
When you finally were able to think again, I felt your fingers run through my hair. It was in these gentle moments that you realized just how much I loved you, every one of your faults, every one of your exotic, dirty desires.
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It was the winter of last year that Vince finally got his wish. He was standing in the small lobby of his apartment complex, grabbing his mail, when his neighbor, Emmanuelle, came in the front door with a huff. She did not look too happy. She stomped her feet to get the snow off her boots and took her gloves off.
"Hey Vince," she said, sounding tired. "How are you?"
"Pretty good, just looking at what I want to buy my sister for Christmas," he replied, looking up from the Christmas catalog in his hands. "How are you?"
"I'm bummed." She opened her own mailbox and pulled out several pieces of mail. Without even bothering to look at them, she turned towards the door to go inside.
He held the door open for her, letting her go first. "What's the problem?" he asked as he pressed the button for the elevator.
"So, you know I was dating that douche-bag and you won't believe it. I caught him cheating on me. On me! That asshole cheated on me!" She was fuming mad.
"Cheating on you?" he asked. But he wasn't sure he really wanted to know. The elevator door opened and they both got in. She pressed the button for their floor.
As the door closed, she continued. "Yeah, I'm so done. I never want to see another man again in my life. You know what? If another man doesn't look in my direction I will die a happy woman. I'm so done." She started unwrapping the scarf around her neck and removed her hat. She was a good looking young woman, about 25, with long black hair that she kept swept back from her face. She always looked great, wearing light make-up that accentuated her long dark lashes and eyebrows that surrounded her crystal blue eyes.
He smiled at her. "That's kind of hard to believe, coming from you. It seems you have a new boyfriend every month."
She looked at him as if he had just called her a whore. "Seriously?" She was shocked he would say something like that.
"Yeah!" he said, somewhat defiantly. He was pretty sure she wouldn't go postal on him.
"I can't believe you just said that!" she replied. "I'm serious. I'm done. I've been cheated on left and right. I've been lied to. I'm too fucking pretty for this shit."
"Well you know what? You're young and I just don't believe you. I think one day you're going to be begging for a guy..."
She quickly interrupted him. "No! Nope! Never! Ever, ever, ever!"
He waited for her little tirade to end. "You know, I bet you you'll be begging for a guy by the end of the week."
"Oh yeah?" she said, challengingly. She seemed pretty sure of herself, but he knew her type well.
The elevator door opened to their floor and they got out. The floor was empty and they strolled down the hallway toward their respective doors.
"Better yet," he said, laughing a little, "I'll bet you'll be begging for a guy by the end of the day."
"Oh... How much are you willing to bet hot shot?" she asked, so sure of herself.
"You know what, even better, I'm even willing to bet that I can have you begging for a guy in an hour." They reached their doors and he slid the key into his, opening the door slightly. She was standing in front of hers just looking at him.
She looked at him with her mouth open, smiling at the same time... shocked and amused. "Begging? In an hour? Put your money where your mouth is! How much are you looking to bet?"
"Oh I dunno... uh... what do you want?"
She thought for a moment. "You know my new ride? How 'bout you pay my car payment for the rest of the year?"
"That's two months!" he said, making a face to show her how crazy that idea was to him. "And what do I get?"
She looked down her body as if anything to do with it would be pleasing. "Well... if you're the one making me beg, you might as well just take it if you get it."
"I don't know if that's worth two car payments," he said, shaking his head.
She opened her coat, showing him her thin, muscular, t-shirt and jean-clad body. "Are you trying to tell me this sweetness is not worth $800?" The t-shirt seemed to strain to hold her breasts and her jeans had to have been painted on her. Vince had no idea how she could get in them otherwise.
He laughed. She was right. She would definitely be worth it. "Alright, you've got a bet," he said extending his hand across the hall. He felt a little scared that this was going to be a mistake, however. They were neighbors. What if things got out of hand? What if she accused him of rape?
She grabbed his hand in her's, pumping it. "Deal!" she said confidently.
"Come over in 15 minutes," he said, opening his door and entering. He had to get some stuff set up first.
She smiled as if there was no way she was going to lose. "Oh, for $800 I'll be there!"
Vince closed his apartment door and then went into his bedroom and sat down for a minute on the side of the bed. He had to compose myself. This had moved very fast and he suddenly became unsure of himself. He pulled his little box of goodies from his closet and set it on his bed. He could see everything he was going to use to make her submit to him... it would be far more than he needed!
That thought made him chuckle. He walked into the bathroom and splashed cold water onto his face. While he looked at himself in the mirror he realized he was being silly. This wasn't new. He'd done this many times before. He knew exactly what he was doing. He had absolutely nothing to worry about.
He pulled rope from the box and moved into the livingroom. He set the box aside then took a chair from the dining room and put it dead center in the room, with the comfortable couch and chairs all around it. She was going to be the center of his attentions. He put one of the small vibrators on the floor beside the chair along with a couple... fun... items. He wanted her to see these. He wanted her to think that was it.
Then he waited.
Sure enough, 15 minutes later, Emmanuelle knocked on his door. When he opened it, she was leaning against the frame, without her coat. Her breasts looked great underneath the thin t-shirt. He could see the outline of her bra, but even that couldn't contain the press of her nipples. Was she cold? Excited?
He stepped aside, inviting her in and closed the door. She laughed when she saw what he'd layed out.
"What the hell is all this? You think you're going to tie me up, get me all hot and bothered, and you're going to win?"
Vince smiled. "I have my ways."
She shook her head, laughing. "I might as well just think about how I'm going to spend that $800 dollars... because I'm totally winning." She bent down and picked up the rope, testing how it felt and it's strength. "You know, I'm not into this kinky shit. This doesn't do it for me."
"Really?" he said, amused.
"Uh huh..."
He took the rope from her hands and turned her around until she was facing away from the chair. "We'll see about that," he said.
"We will see about that. When I'm happily buying new shoes next month... and a brand new purse..."
"Take off your pants," he ordered her. She seemed to be taken aback by his sudden dominating tone, but shut her mouth and unfastened her pants. She took several minutes to slide them down and off her legs, likely hoping to eat up time.
He lowered her into the chair, spreading her legs wide so that her feet moved towards the back legs. This forced her knees on either side of the seat, keeping her from closing her legs. Then he knelt behind her and began fastening a quick, but intricate tie around both her ankle and the chair leg. In less than a minute, both legs were secured in place.
"I always knew there was something odd about you," she snickered as he took her arms behind the back of the chair. She laughed again. "Victory smells so sweet. Like expensive perfume."
He bound her hands and her elbows together with an intricate sleeve of rope all the way up her forarms, from wrist to elbow. The tie kept her shoulders back, accentuating her breasts nicely.
"Does it have to be this tight?" she complained. She tried to move, but was held fast.
"Yeah," he said, smiling as he moved around in front of her. "It does."
She still had the haughty attitude... like there was no way she was going to lose. Oh, if she only knew!
"How's this supposed to make me all hot and bothered?" She tested her bonds, trying to move, trying to escape, trying to even stand. But nothing budged. "How's this shit going to work? You've got my hands behind my back and my legs tied. This is not at all comfortable."
He grabbed a small vibrator and some bondage tape. He flipped it on a low setting, enough to warm her up without getting her off, and then taped it over her clit. She just watched him, amazed that he was doing exactly what she said wouldn't work.
"Oh, you're going to be begging," he said. "I've still got, what, 50 minutes?"
"Tick tock mister, tick tock. And I'm the farthest thing from hot right now." She squirmed a little as the vibrations were starting to have their desired effect. "Nope... this doesn't feel good."
"Oh, it will. Pretty soon you'll be begging," he smiled bending down beside her to pick up something else.
"Yeah, I'm going to be begging you to let me out of this fucking crap." Vince could see a little quiver in her lips as she started doubting her own resolve.
When he stood again, he was holding a leather strap and ball contraption. She'd obviously not seen one before.
"What's that for?" she asked, trying her best to look defiant.
"Well, pretty soon you're going to be screaming like a cat in heat," he said, moving behind her and setting the ball near her mouth, adjusting the straps.
"A cat in heat doesn't sound sexy to me..." she said just as he plopped the ball into her mouth and tightly bound the straps around her head. She looked so incredibly sexy like that! So submissive! So quiet! He liked how she looked with her mouth stretched wide and couldn't wait to see those lips wrapped around his cock.
He moved in front of her and knelt on the floor between her legs. "Look at me," he softly commanded her. She obeyed easily, looking at him with a little concern in her eyes. He slowly slid his hand up her thigh and pulling her panties aside a little, felt inside. She was getting aroused... and wet. She couldn't deny it now.
"I think this vibrator is making your pussy wet," he smiled. She shook her head, still defiant. He lightly slid his fingertips up and down her labia, feeling her twitch beneath him. "I have a very powerful vibrator with your name on it. I'll make this pussy feel very good."
She looked at the clock on the wall and then at him, a little more concerned now. She was definitely getting excited and they still had 45 minutes to go. She tried to talk but only a babbling sound came out.
"You know I can," he said, smiling. "I'm going to get that pussy so, so wet... but you'll only cum on my cock. You'll have to beg for my cock in order to cum. Do you understand?"
She nodded as his fingertips pulled her panties farther away so he could see her pussy. "Ooh, look at that big clit of yours. We're gonna have a lot of fun with that. It's gonna cause you to scream a lot today... either in pleasure or in frustration." He stood and retrieved scissors from the kitchen and knelt in front of her again.
He opened and closed them a few times while she watched, helplessly, then cut her panties and pulled them off her body.
"Oops, there it is!" he giggled as he lifted them. He pulled them to his nose and smelled the crotch for a moment. "I must say, your pussy smells delightful." She answered him, but he couldn't understand a word. He removed the vibrator from the cloth and reattached it to her skin, over her clit. She groaned beautifully as it touched her sensitive, bare flesh once again.
His bare hand slid over her covered breasts for a moment, testing their size and feel, then he held the material of her t-shirt tight and began cutting up the center. She grunted, likely in protest, but he didn't really care. He cut through her collar and then one cut over each shoulder and down the short sleeves to totally open it. He pulled it off her body and tossed it aside.
He whistled a moment, admiring her bra and the lovely breasts that were held by it. "Very nice," he said. Then he opened the back hooks and cut through each shoulder strap, cutting it free of her body as well. Her breasts spilled free of their confines. He put the scissors aside and stood behind her, his chin on her shoulder.
"Those are some nice, fucking titties you have there. I had no idea they were this nice," he said, sliding his hand over and around them both. They were soft and definitely more than a handfull. "Those nipples are simply beautiful!" He rolled her nipples between his fingers and lightly pinched them. She was groaning into the gag as he played with her.
"Why don't you beg? Why don't you beg to cum while you're all tied up?" he asked softly. "Oh... my bad," he laughed. "You can't! But you know, that's what it's going to take to get out of this. You're going to have to beg me to fuck you. You're going to have to beg me to slam my cock into your pussy and make you cum."
She made a lot of noise behind her gag, likely cussing Vince out, but he couldn't understand a word she was saying.
"Don't worry, you'll have plenty of time to beg later. Right now, this is for my entertainment, just as much as your's." He kissed her cheek quickly as she tried to pull away. "Now let's see what we can do about those nipples..."
She babbled more into her gag as he grabbed nipple clamps from the box, ones that had little bells on them. He stood behind her again, with his chin on her shoulder, and held the one of the clamps in front of her face.
"See this little beauty?" he asked. "It has a beautiful ring to it." He demonstrated the little tinkling it made when it moved. "I'm sure it'll amuse us both as it makes your nipples hard."
She was breathing hard out of her nose as he pinched her nipple with one hand and applied the clamp with the other. It slid on easily, pinching her flesh beautifully and he loved the tinkling sound it made as he released it. He repeated the process with her other nipple as she squirmed and babbled behind the gag. Her saliva was dripping out of her mouth and off her chin as she shook her head.
Her skin was flushed and he could see beads of sweat gathering on her forhead. She was definitely getting excited now.
He moved in front of her again and knelt down. "Let's see how we're doing here, shall we? If your pussy is wet, then you might deserve an orgasm. There's nothing more boring than a dry pussy. Don't you agree?"
He slid his finger up and down her engorged labia and then slid slightly inside her. "Oh, yeah, we have some moisture down here. I wouldn't say you're dripping wet, but you're definitely moist. You're definitely a little bit aroused aren't you? I bet you want something big and hard inside you."
He reached into the box and pulled out a large white Hitachi wand vibrator. "Well, I guess you don't get that quite yet. You're gonna have to beg first." He plugged it in and tested it against her thigh to show her just how powerful the vibrations were.
She squirmed in the chair, as much as she could, and babbled something behind the gag again. She smiled, knowing that it was starting to dawn on her just how much control Vince had over her and how much delicious torture he could give her.
He removed the old vibrator from her clit and taped the Hitachi over it instead. He turned it on low, but it's low setting was still significantly more powerful than the previous vibrator. Her body was shaking more now, the tinkling of the nipple clamps was loud and prominent.
Vince stood, smiling. "You know, I don't have a steady girlfriend right now. But I do have a lot of... female friends... that visit pretty regularly." He pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it aside as she watched, helplessly. Her eyes were half closed as she fought the urge to cum. He knew soon enough she'd be begging to cum... eagerly racing for it.
"As I see it, there's three things that keep these women coming back to me. One... I have delightful fun tying them up and making them cum... again and again.... for hours. I've even had one pass out on me from too many orgasms." Emmanuelle opened her eyes wide, wondering if he was going to torture her that much.
"Two," he said as he unfastened his pants and pushed them off his hips and down his legs, "is my tongue. I have some pretty damn good oral skills... as you'll see in a moment." Vince loved to hear her breathing heavily through her nose. She was getting so close to an orgasm... but it was just out of reach.
"Three is, if I may say so myself, I have a great dick," he said, proudly removing his boxers and standing tall. She seemed to stare at it, almost mesmerized by it. He was semi-erect and moved it a little, making it bob up and down as she watched.
"You're getting my cock nice and hard, you know," he said wrapping his fingers around it and stroking it for a second. "You know what that means..." He moved beside the chair and laid his cock against her face. She closed her eyes, trying to deny that she wanted it, tried to deny how much she craved it. But he could see right through her.
They were about 30 minutes into the bet now. He reached behind her head and unfastened the straps and removed the ball gag from her mouth. She opened and closed her mouth a few times to stretch it, and then mumbled something.
"It's proper to thank me," he said. "Or maybe you want it back on?"
She shook her head. "Thank you."
"Good. Now," he said, dropping the gag to the floor and putting his cock onto her cheek once again. "What are you going to do for me?" She looked up at him, defiant still. "Come on baby, I want to see if you can suck cock and this is what you get right now. So you're going to have to show me some skill." He bent over and turned the vibrator up a notch, making her whimper.
"Fuck that feels good," she whispered, closing her eyes for a second. Then she turned her head and let his cock slide between her lips. The suction was lovely, but not quite enough.
"You like cocks in your mouth don't you? There you go baby. Good girl." He moved his hips in and out, slowly fucking her mouth as she continued to suck on it. She moaned as the vibrator was taking it's toll on her clit but he was relentless. "Is that all you can do with your mouth?" he asked when she stopped sucking at one point, the vibrator distracting her. "Come on, get me all nice and hard." He slid inside again, but she barely took more than the head.
"Did I say to take part of the cock. No, take the whole cock." He pushed forward more, forcing more of his shaft into her mouth. "Your mouth will take the whole cock... then your pussy will take it... maybe even your ass." He could feel her mouth making more room, loosening up, allowing more and more of his cock inside her. "There's just that one inch... one inch right here... that your mouth just doesn't seem to be getting to."
He pulled back again, giving her a chance to breath. She was huffing, spit running over her lips, dripping down to her chest and shoulder. She was incredibly beautiful.
"Let's try again," he said, pushing between her lips once more. She eagerly took him, wanting him to make her gag... wanting to please him so much. "Good girl! I think you're going to enjoy getting fucked soon."
He fucked her mouth for a little while longer and then looked at the clock. Twenty minutes left to go. It was time to really have fun with her pussy. He pulled his cock free and stepped back. She was gasping for breath, a sheen of sweat covering her very flushed, trembling body.
He grabbed another favorite toy and moved to the floor in front of her again. He bent forward as she watched and they locked eyes as he extended his tongue and gently touched her very engorged clit. It was huge! And... as expected... it was so perfectly sensitive! She moaned loudly as he slid the tip of his tongue up and down the length of her clit and labia.



"Fuck!" she practically screamed in pleasure.
"Look who's getting really wet," he said, smugly. "I like the look... and taste... of that." His tongue went to work more forcefully then, sliding around her clit in tight circles, pressing into it teasingly hard.
"Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god!" she said over and over, obviously overcome with the pleasurable feelings. He could feel her hips pushing up against him, trying to grind against his mouth, trying to push his long tongue inside her pussy.
"I like to feel you grinding on my face," he said softly, sucking on her clit. She moaned loudly, shaking her head and making her hair flip around. "I like those sounds. That's the sound of someone that wants to cum. But... you may not."
And he stopped before she could cum, smugly smiling up at her.
"Fuck!" she yelled. "Please? I need to cum! Can I cum? Oh my god, please!"
"You can cum any time you want, you know what you have to do to earn it," he smiled.
She smiled, too, shaking her head. She wanted to win. She wanted to defeat him and saw that it might actually be possible.
Vince lifted his new, little toy, a very slim vibrator, and slid it in his mouth to get it very wet. She watched him, wondering what he was going to do next. It was far too thin for her to really feel it... or so she thought. He turned it on and slid it across each of her nipples, touching the clamps and making the bells ring. Then he slowly moved it down, over her stomach and belly-button, and across her clit.
He felt her shudder as he made her clit tingle with it, but he simply smiled, delighted that he could tease her so wonderfully, and moved lower. She looked at him, then down at the vibrator and back up again, wondering what he was doing... what he was going to do.
He slid the tip of the vibrator past her vagina and onto her perineum. She was visibly trembling with pleasure as he made a small circle there then moved it slightly lower, circling her asshole.
"What are you...?" she asked, without being able to even finish the sentence.
He pushed the vibrator against her tight sphincter and slowly began inserting it.
"What the fuck?" she groaned, closing her eyes.
"Look at that. That is hot!" he said, pushing it deeper and deeper inside her. "I think I wanna give you more torture. Stay with me now... like a good tied up slut. I know exactly what you fucking need."
She opened her eyes, trying to look defiant, trying to look determined not to break. Her lips were quivering with a need stronger than she'd ever felt before. Vince could tell that even she wondered if she could do it.
"I see that look of determination," he said knowing he was winning. "You'll beg me to fuck you soon. Then you can cum and cum and cum." He slid the vibrator in and out of her ass, fucking her with it. It was so slim it moved in easily. "Or, I could just keep going, teasing you for hours."
"No!" she said quickly. "Please let me cum!"
"You're not going to cum like this, slut... you know what you have to do."
She closed her eyes tightly as she smiled. This was a game of wills. She was trying so hard to win.
"That's right. Show me you love my vibrator," he whispered. "I'm not quite sure... do you want my cock? I'm not going to wait down here forever."
"Fucking hell!" she screamed. "Shit, shit, shit!"
He laughed and then bent down to continue licking her pussy. He wrapped his lips around her clit and suckled on it while she continued to scream and gasp in pleasure. She was right on the edge... so close!
"Look at this fucking wet pussy. That is definitely wet. A nice, wet pussy deserves a nice, big cock. Don't you think?" He was laughing at her now. She was squirming, trying to cum, trying to get more pleasure, but it was just out of reach.
"No... you're not going to cum. You know how to make this stop..." he said softly, knowing they had only a few minutes left.
"Oh my god... oh my god... oh my god..." she said over and over. "Fuck me!" she screamed. "Just fuck me already!"
"You know what you have to say. That isn't it, slut."
She looked at him, grinning in determination. Her teeth clenched tightly, her lips curled back in a sneer.
"Beg me..." he whispered as he turned the vibrator to it's highest setting and licked her clit hard, swatting it with his tongue.
"Please fuck me! Please slam your cock inside me and make me cum! Please! Please! Please!" she screamed, over and over. "You win! You win!"
He pulled the vibrator from her ass and stood, moving behind her. She kept babbling as he untied her legs and arms. When she was finally free, he gingerly removed the nipple clamps and helped her stand.
"Go to the couch and bend over. I'm going to fuck the shit outta you," he said, slapping her ass as she moved past.
"You can do anything you fucking want to me if you just let me cum!"
She bent over, putting her hands on the couch and looked back, enticingly.
He stroked his cock, getting it hard and ready as he walked over to her. He looked at the clock as he grabbed her hips and slid the crown of his cock against her very wet and ready pussy. There was just five minutes left.
She screamed, her body letting loose a torrent of cum as Vince thrust into her, hard and fast.
Bet won and another satisfied friend.
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Siren
"Aaron, my man!" Vince said heartily as he held the door open for one of his closest friends. He took Aaron's hand in his in a handshake, the other wrapped around to smack him on the back. "Come on in!" Vince pulled back and smiled at Aaron's wife, Chloe. "Chloe, good to see you, too." They came in the door carrying a platter of some incredibly good smelling baked beans.
"I thought you were the king of potato chips," Vince said jokingly.
"Nah, man, not since Chloe came into my life."
They smiled. Vince knew he was right. Chloe had had a great affect on his life. He became a very different person since he met her 5 years ago, at least from what he'd told Vince about his early adult life. He had been a complete horn-dog, sleeping his way through half the women in the city. Now, with Chloe in his life, he was a dedicated and devoted man. We walked into the living room where Emmanuelle, Vince's fiancé of 3 months, sat with their other friends.
"Aaron, Chloe, this is Nathan and his wife Layla," Vince said, introducing them all.
Aaron and Chloe said their hi's and shaking hands.
"And this beautiful woman is my fiancé Emmanuelle." Emmanuelle smiled as they came over and said hi to her, Chloe hugging her.
"Anyone who's willing to put up with this asshole gets my adoration," Aaron said.
Everyone laughed. Emmanuelle stood and offered to get drinks, disappearing into the kitchen to grab them.
"Can I help you?" Chloe asked as she went in behind her.
The guys talked in the living room for a while, the women coming and going, setting the table, putting the food out, before Emmanuelle announced the lasagna was ready and moved into the dining room. They all took their seats and began eating, drinking, and joking as only friends can do.
When the meal was finally over, they were sipping their wine, laughing and sharing funny jokes. Then the question Vince dreaded finally was raised.
"So, Vince, how did you meet Emmanuelle?"
Vince looked at Layla and smiled, almost nervously, then looked down, wondering how he was going to respond. To most people that was a simple question. But Vince never answered a question with a simple answer.
Vince saw Emmanuelle take a sip of wine, looking at him over her glass. The flare in her eyes and the seriousness of her gaze made him shiver.
"You're not going to believe me," Vince said, looking down at his drink, wondering if he should even say a word. What would the consequences be?
"Come on," Aaron said. "Spill it." The others laughed at his stalling.
He took a deep breath, knowing just how much trouble he was about to get himself into. Would he live through it, though?
"Well, I don't know if I ever told you or not, but before I met you guys, I was engaged... to Natalie. We were expecting to get married in November, what, two years ago now? But in June, she just decided she didn't want to marry me. I begged her to stay with me. I gave her everything and it just devastated me."
He took a sip of wine, remembering the day like it was yesterday. "I was depressed as hell. A friend of mine from work, Evan, and his girlfriend asked me to sail down the coast with them in his sailboat for two weeks, just to get away. I didn't have anything to do and figured I had vacation time to burn. I really needed to get away, you know?"
"I bet," Chloe said softly, empathizing with me.
He looked down and took a deep breath to compose himself, knowing he was connecting with his audience. He didn't know if he had the guts to tell the story... the real story. He poured himself another glass of wine, emptying the bottle. Emmanuelle stood to get another bottle from the kitchen.
"Well, we went out on Sunday morning. The sky was a beautiful blue and the wind was just perfect for sailing. We got out into the ocean and started sailing down the coast. We were completely out of sight of land and I had no idea where we were or where we were going. All I knew was that the sun was beating down on us.
"Audrey, his girlfriend, asked Evan to drop anchor so we could swim for a bit. It was mid-afternoon by the time we stopped, so it was pretty warm out. She slipped downstairs to the cabin to change and came out in a gorgeous white bikini a few minutes later. Evan looked at me and smiled, obviously aroused and proud of his girlfriend's sexy body.
"I slipped into the cabin next and slid on my swim trunks. I was already excited, sporting a growing hard-on from the image of Audrey in my mind. When I came out, Evan and Audrey were kissing. Evan had untied her bikini top and was fondling her breasts while her hand was stroking his obvious erection through his shorts. She giggled and covered herself slightly when they noticed me.
"Evan apologized weakly, saying he couldn't help but get turned on by her, as he moved down the short steps into the cabin to change.
"I stood on the deck uncomfortably as Audrey untied her top completely and tossed it aside. I tried not to look at her, a little embarrassed, but she just giggled and asked me if I like what I saw. I muddled through a 'yes' and told her she was an extremely attractive woman.
"I watched her sliding her hands over her tits as she smiled at my compliment. Her fingertips tweaked her nipples hard as she looked up and down my body, obviously liking what she saw. Before anything happened, though, Evan came onto the deck and told me how lucky he was to have such a sexy girlfriend. A moment later and we were in the water, swimming, joking, and loving how cool it felt.
"Audrey was in his arms most of the time we were in the water. They were obviously kissing and fondling each other. I felt a little like a third wheel, but it was nice to be away from home regardless.
"An hour or so later, we got back on the boat and resumed sailing, watching the sun set on the horizon. As it got dark, Evan threw down the anchor and we buttoned down for the night. The sky was so beautiful, dark and filled with more stars than I'd ever seen in my entire life. There wasn't a cloud in the sky and even the moon seemed afraid to block our view of the heavens."
Emmanuelle opened the new bottle of wine and poured all around before sitting at the table again, looking directly at Vince. He couldn't tell if she was upset or amused. He knew he'd find out later. Would anyone believe him anyways?
"We sat on the deck, drinking and joking long into the night. Evan and Audrey disappeared into the cabin to sleep while I was to sleep on the deck, only coming down if the weather required it. I lay there for a while, listening to the wind and the water lapping at the boat when I heard Audrey moaning from below. I knew they were fucking. I don't know what came over me, but the cabin door was open. They weren't trying to hide their actions in the least.
"I crept to the top of the stairs and started down. I was wearing shorts with no shirt on and the more I heard Audrey's moaning, the more excited I got, the harder my cock became. I couldn't see them until I got to the bottom step.
"They'd left the light on, probably just for me, and I could see Audrey sitting on top, fucking him. Her hands covered his, holding them to her breasts as she rocked up and back, moaning almost continually.
"I was mesmerized, unable to even move as I just watched her. I don't even know how it happened, but suddenly she'd flipped around and was facing me, still fucking him. She opened her eyes, watching me the whole time. Her breasts were bouncing enticingly as she rest her hands on Evan's thighs. She licked her lips in her excitement. I could tell she wanted me to join them. Hell, I knew Evan probably wouldn't have cared, either, but I wasn't ready for it yet.
"I sat and watched her fuck him, completely intoxicated by her. Her hips moved rapidly up and down and it wasn't long before I heard Evan groaning behind her. She didn't let him cum yet, though. She slid him out of her and slid her hips back, pressing her pussy to his face as her mouth descended his cock, sucking on it lovingly.
"She watched me, trying to turn me on with her cocksucking ability. Much to her obvious dismay, though, I turned and went back up on deck and masturbated, picturing what could have happened between all three of us."
Vince heard Aaron and Nathan groan and tell him he was stupid. Chloe and Layla reacted with shock, smacking their respective mates.
"I know, I know. I was stupid," he laughed.
"The next morning, we continued sailing south. The sun was so bright again in the blue sky and the ocean breeze was incredible. About mid-morning, Audrey sat beside me. We were close to the bow, so pretty far away from Evan. She mentioned that I could have joined them. She said it would have been fun and invited me to join them again some other time. I told her it was just hard right now, but maybe some time soon. She smiled and put her hand on my back to comfort me.
"Then she stood and put her hand to her eyes, shielding the sun. We were passing by one of a dozen little uninhabited islands in the area. They weren't much more than small rocky outcroppings, although this one was a little larger.
"'I think I see someone up there', she said, pointing to the top of a cliff. We looked and sure enough there was someone there. It looked like a woman, but at the time we couldn't be sure. She didn't wave her hands for help or anything, but just stood there watching us.
"'Do you think we should stop and see if she needs help?' Evan asked, turning the boat around to see if we can see any other sailboat nearby. We scanned the shoreline, looking for any sign of a boat anywhere, but found nothing.
"I heard a song in the air, you know... like a radio playing in the distance. It was... almost calling me.
"'Yeah, we better stop. She might be stranded,' I said. I looked back to the top of the cliff and she was gone. I expected she was going to come down to the beach, hoping to be rescued. Evan pulled close to the shore and dropped anchor. We dropped a dinghy off the back and went to shore, pulling it up onto the white sand."
Everyone was raptly listening to his story at this point. When someone's life is at stake, you tend to wonder how it turned out. He looked at each one of them, measuring how much they understood and believed. Was this too wild to be believable?
"The beach there was incredible and under other circumstances it would have been a great place to have a little vacation for a couple of days. I couldn't fathom being stranded here, though. There wasn't any food or water, really. And your hope of a ship seeing you was remote.
"We walked up the beach a ways, trying to find a way into the center of the island and up to the cliff. Evan found a little path and called to us. We went up, single file, up the side of the cliff, through some scrub trees, all the way to the top.
"We found her when we got to the top. She was sitting on a rock, obviously scared and in shock. She didn't move, didn't speak as we approached her asking if she was ok. Her face was dirty and her hands and legs were covered with scrapes. Audrey immediately moved to comfort her and tell her she was going to be ok. She gave her a bottle of water to drink, which she did, slowly.
"She didn't answer any of our questions and didn't speak at all, really. She just sat there in silence, obviously very much in shock. It was starting to get late again, the sun getting close to the horizon, and Evan said we should take her out to the sailboat and get her back to the mainland.
"We agreed and helped her to her feet. I took her arm around my neck and helped her down the path and back to the beach. When we got there, Evan looked angry. I didn't realize what was wrong as he ran onto the beach toward the water, looking everywhere. When the rest of us got closer to the water's edge, Evan was saying over and over, 'This is the beach. It should be right here.'
"I finally realized what he was talking about... the dinghy was missing. We scanned up and down the beach but didn't see a thing. We all knew this was the right beach. Evan also distinctly remembered pulling the dinghy up onto the sand. He kept insisting there was no way it could have gone into the water.
"We saw the sailboat bobbing in the water just a couple hundred yards off shore. It wouldn't be too difficult of a swim, but it was going to be dark soon. And we weren't sure the woman could handle it quite yet. We didn't want to be caught in the water in the dark. So we decided to stay on the beach for the night and swim out to the boat tomorrow morning.
"Audrey, Evan, and I gathered wood to build a fire and Evan got it started while we gathered everything else we could find that might burn. There wasn't a lot, but enough to have a small fire going. The only food we had were a couple protein bars, too, that Evan had stashed in the dinghy a while ago, in a little safety pouch, along with matches and a knife. But we shared them as we sat around watching the sun set.
"It was a dark night, with the stars all lighting up the sky again. As I lay on my back late in the evening, I heard giggling. I turned over and saw the dim image of the woman as she sat up. Hands from below reached up and began removing her blouse. I couldn't see much, but when her blouse was tossed away, I saw two bodies rise up and begin sucking on her breasts, a mouth on each one.
"I heard them moaning excitedly and from the sound of it, Evan, Audrey, and the woman were all having a great time together. I felt the bulge in my shorts as my cock rose to its full hardness. The whimpered moans were exciting to hear and my hand touched my erection through my clothes.
"It was strange, though. Over the sounds of their fucking, I could hear this... music... singing... again. It sounded like a woman was singing... but it was like several voices, singing in harmony...
You said you're lonely, you said you're blue
You lost your lover, let me console you
If you surrender, you'll feel no pain
'Cause I'm the master at this game
"I was thinking about the words when I saw movement coming towards me.
"'Oh, God,' I heard Audrey say and in moments she was laying on me, tugging at my clothes while she kissed me. 'I need you,' she moaned. She was overcome with excitement and all I could do was go along with her. My hands fell around her, touching the bare flesh of her back. I could feel her shivering with lust, and in moments she had my clothes mostly off and my cock in her mouth.
"I groaned as she sucked on me, her hand continually stroking me below her mouth. She'd moved to her knees beside me and my hand slid to caress her naked ass. I was quickly overcome as well and lost all thought. All I could do was join her.
"I felt her mouth pull away, my cock so hard it hurt. She threw her leg over me, straddling me, and suddenly plunged herself down onto me. He pussy was so hot and wet, I sank all the way to my root in one thrust. She rode me like I was some unbroken horse. Driving down on me like she was crazy.
"I felt her cum hard, felt her pour out all over me. She was a quivering mass of sex-induced flesh, and there was no stopping her. She fell on me, kissing me as she kept on fucking me. In the end, I had no idea how many times either one of us came. All I remember is that I felt her slide off me and fall to the sand beside me, throwing her arm over me.
"I fell asleep very quickly and didn't wake up until later in the morning the next day. I thought I was the first one awake and Audrey's arm was still draped over me. I heard the water lapping on the sand and looked up at the same blue sky that always seemed to be there. I pulled her arm off me and sat up. Both Audrey and I were still naked, our clothes missing. They were probably taken out to sea by the wind or the water itself.
"I looked beside us and saw the woman lying alone, on her side, facing away from us. I didn't see Evan but figured he'd walked away, maybe looking for clothes or to use the restroom. I stood and looked out at the sailboat, mildly wondering if he'd tried to swim out there.
"It wasn't long before Audrey woke. I heard her rustling on the sand behind me.
"'Where are our clothes?' she asked. I told her I didn't know. A few seconds later, she saw that Evan was missing and asked about him. I told her that I just woke up a few seconds ago myself.
"The woman finally sat up, crossing her arms over her naked body. She was an extremely beautiful woman, with voluptuous breasts and long legs. I don't know how I didn't see it the night before. She looked at us, a lot less in shock now.
"'Where's your friend?' she asked, surprising both of us. Even her voice was incredibly beautiful.
"Audrey moved to her, kneeling on the sand beside her. 'You're talking? What's your name?'
"'Emmanuelle,' she said softly." Everyone in the room looked at Emmanuelle and everyone met her undecipherable gaze. Then they looked back at Vince. "Audrey started asking her all sorts of questions about where she came from and how she got stranded, but Emmanuelle claimed to not remember anything. She knew she'd been here for several days at least.
"Eventually the questions came about Evan, wondering where he was and if she saw him. Getting nothing in reply, Audrey seemed to get upset and started calling out for him. She started becoming more and more frantic and at one point, Emmanuelle stood and hugged her to calm her down.
"'Maybe he went out to the boat,' I said. 'He might not be able to hear you over the waves.' I told them to look around the island and that I'd swim out to the boat to see and to radio for help. They nodded agreement and started walking down the beach, calling out to Evan. I ran into the waves and swam out to the boat.
"The swim was farther than I realized and took a good bit of my strength to get to the boat, but I made it ok. I climbed up the ladder and didn't see Evan. I called to him with no answer and went down into the cabin looking for him. Not a sign at all. Eventually I came back to the helm and checked the radio. I could only hope it was set for a good channel because I was clueless about how to use it.
"I lifted the microphone and keyed it, calling out for help. I didn't hear a thing. I checked and tried to turn it on... nothing. I tried everything I could think of and when I crawled beneath it to look at the back, I could see wires torn and broken. It was obviously sabotaged. I was freaking out and looked out at the beach, wondering if I was going to see some madman killing Emmanuelle and Audrey. I didn't see them at all, but figured they'd just moved to the other side of the island by now.
"I didn't know what else to do, so I grabbed some life vests and swam back to shore. I figured we had to leave then and there. When I finally got to the shore, the women were there, Audrey hysterically telling me that they couldn't find Evan anywhere.
"Both Emmanuelle and I tried to calm Audrey down and told her we needed to get to the boat. Then we could get help and figure this out. We strapped the life vests to us and I led the way to make the long trek back out to the boat.
"I gotta tell ya, I was so damn tired after swimming that 3 times. About halfway out I realized that Audrey was now missing. I stopped and tread water looking all around, but it was only Emmanuelle and I. Her life jacket was floating nearby, tossed in the waves. I was completely dumbstruck.
"We got to the boat and I helped Emmanuelle get on board. Then I ran around the boat with the little lifesaver and rope, trying to find any sign of Audrey, but there was nothing. I collapsed on the deck, crying. I'd lost my friends and didn't know what to do. I didn't even know how to sail the God damned boat.
"Emmanuelle slid to the deck next to me, and put her arms around me as I cried in frustration and fear. Her lips caressed my forehead, kissing me, then moving down to my cheeks. Her mouth moved next to my ear as my hands hugged her to me, our naked bodies fitting together completely. I heard her lovely voice humming a tune... and then singing softly as I kissed her neck. It sounded so... inhuman... like several voices singing in harmony. I don't know why, but everything was forgotten. All I could think about was loving her.



"The tune seductively called to me... exciting me...
Let me kiss it and make it better
And then tonight, you will forget her
Let me kiss it and make it better
And then tonight, you will forget her
"I fell upon her, pushing her to her back as my mouth descended, taking her nipple between my lips. I suckled her, teasing her nipple harder as her hand gently cradled my head. I moved between her legs... or maybe she moved her legs around me... I don't remember which. But I found myself over her, my cock at her pussy, sliding against her clit. My mouth moved to her other breast as she lifted her hips, pushing me inside her.
"She was so ready for me and it felt so good to be inside her. I settled my hands on the deck beside her, raising my body up so that I could look at her. My face was inches above hers, our eyes locked as she continued to sing to me.
"My hips thrust into her again and again, driving me insane with pleasure. It was like her pussy was milking me, fondling me... controlling me. You know what I mean?"
"Yeah," Nathan said softly.
Aaron and Nathan were looking at Vince intently, excited by his story. Even the women seemed to be on the edge of their seats, panting. Emmanuelle looked part amused and part angry. Vince wondered if he'd went too far.
"I don't know how we got the boat moving... I don't even know how long we were out at sea. I just remember the endless fucking. It was... incredible. She was incredible.
"I remember docking at some point and then making my way back home with Emmanuelle by my side. We got engaged a year later and now... we're getting ready for our wedding."
Vince sat back and gave a sigh, folding his his hands on the table in front of him. He couldn't lift his eyes to anyone. He finally got it out. He finally got it all out of him... the strange meeting, the deaths, the strange song... everything.
"Oh you bastard," Aaron said, sitting back and laughing, pointing his finger at Vince. "You know how to tell a tale. You had me going there."
"Seriously," Chloe said, letting out a breath of her own.
"Well..." Emmanuelle said finally. All heads turned towards her. "Interesting... Except the part where Evan and Audrey moved to New Jersey and we're going to visit them this fall. And then there's how we met online a long time ago. All of which somehow got completely lost in the story."
"Damn, dude... you should write a book or something!" Nathan said. "What a fucking story!"
It was getting late and everyone stood from the table, saying their goodbyes. Emmanuelle and Vince walked everyone to the door and watched as they left, their empty serving dishes in their hands. When we closed the door, Vince felt a strong hand on his shoulder... with a grip stronger than a woman her size should have. Sharp claws closed on the front of his throat, scratching him a little.
"Killed your friends, eh?" Emmanuelle said, sounding angry.
He swallowed hard and took a deep breath, shaking a little. "Well... I couldn't help myself. I don't... I don't think they believed a word of it, though."
"You're lucky I don't kill you!" she laughed, her voice sounding so different than a human's... like a cat purring.
He turned towards her, her arms wrapping around his neck, his hands wrapping around her waist, pulling her against him.
"Yes I am! So... what can I do to make it up to you?"
"You know you can never leave me, right?" she asked.
He swallowed, scared of her. "Yes."
"I own you... I control you," she said. She smiled and took a step back, unfastening her shorts, letting them fall to the floor. She slowly walked out of them, turned, and started walking back to the dining room. She looked over her shoulder, smiling enticingly. When she reached the table, she turned and sat on the edge. She put one leg up on the closest chair and pulled her panties aside with her finger, exposing her wet pussy to him.
"I think," she said, "I want you to start by licking my pussy."
He walked towards her, uncontrollably drawn, his mouth watering. He wanted to lick her so badly. He dropped to his knees in front of her just as she started singing notes that were so beautiful, yet so inhuman.
Let me kiss it and make it better
And then tonight you will forget her
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The Slut Rose: Hammer, Part 1
** For background, read "The Slut Rose: Origins" before this.
Dr. Jason Barber nervously looked around as he slipped the vial of clear liquid into the pocket of his lab coat. Not one of the other two lab personnel were paying attention to him as they gathered their notebooks and left the lab.
It had been a late night, now 11:08pm he noticed, as he made his way to the door and placed his badge on the locking sensor. The sensor light turned green and he pushed the door open, the hissing air indicated the lab had a low pressure, making air rush into it. The lab technicians were taking off their lab coats and hanging them in the closet as he started to unzip his, trying to be slower than them.
"You ok, Dr. Barber?" Bob asked as he turned towards him.
Jason realized he was sweating. He wiped his forehead with his sleeve. "Yeah, yeah, just a little warm is all."
"Ok... have a good night," Bob said walking out of the small room behind the other technician. He quickly pulled the vial from his lab coat and slipped it into the front pocket of his pants. While it wouldn't be very comfortable, he'd be able to get out of the building with it.
He slid his lab coat into the closet and closed the doors. He took a deep breath and closed his eyes for a minute, wondering if he was really going to be able to do this. He told himself again why he was doing this.
Fluid X-271 was the most addictive, mind-altering substance he'd ever worked with. It was harvested from the oils of the so-called Slut Rose, a plant found in the Colombian rain forest. Rumor had it that it had grown from a toxic chemical spill when a truck crashed. Once the effects of the rose were discovered, samples were taken and the area was cordoned off and all the vegetation burned by government agents.
His company, ChemTech Industries, was recruited by the government to perform top-secret research on it. He reminded himself how harmful this research was and that anyone could use it for some seriously devious and controlling schemes. No one can ever be subjected to this kind of control. And he knew that's exactly what this company was going to do... what the government was going to do.
He knew they'd create a weapon... they'd subjugate people... control the population.
He had the only vial remaining and had already destroyed the research he used to create it. Those papers he'd slipped out yesterday and burned at home. All he had to do was make sure the vial was never found. It was the last of it... at least, he hoped so. He knew he should have just destroyed it. But if they had any ability to make more, he had to be sure at least someone had the ability to develop a counter to it.
He was shaking nervously as he approached the guard near the front entrance and willed himself to relax. He was almost out. He nodded to the guard as he always did and walked out the front door.
There were no alarms, no dogs, no running guards with guns yelling at him. He was home free!
He walked to the parking lot and slipped into the front seat of his Prius, starting it. He breathed a sigh of relief, finally, as he pulled out of his space and began driving out of the lot.
Two sets of twin lights suddenly appeared behind him, startling him as they obviously roared closer.
In a fit of panic, he hit the gas and sped down the road. But his 1.8 liter, 80 horsepower, 4-cylinder engine was no match for the two Humvees, with their 6.2 liter, 393 horsepower, 8-cylinder engines.
They closed the gap quickly.
Jason was looking in his rear-view mirror as the headlights closed on him, spotlights from the driver's side of the Humvees shown on the back of his car, illuminating the interior and almost blinding him. He drove through an intersection without even noticing, barely seeing the oncoming car as it just missed him and slammed into the Humvee behind him.
His hands were shaking as he gained distance once again, racing into the parking lot of a nearby strip mall. He pulled the car around the back side, trying to hide the small car behind a dumpster and moved cautiously back to the front of the closest store. He bent down and used a rock to break the lower window in the glass door and crawled inside.
He noticed it was a small pharmacy and he moved back into the aisles, trying to hide among the shelves. He leaned back against a shelf, breathing heavily as his hand toyed with the small vial. He wondered if he could hide the vial somewhere, spill the contents maybe... he had no idea. Even a single drop, if found, could be used to reconstitute the formula and he couldn't take that chance.
Flashlights shone in through the pharmacy's front window, the beams striking the walls, ceiling, and shelves near him. They were so close now. He heard the cackle of a radio, the voice echoing through the silent store.
"Front door's broken open. Subject likely inside," said the man. "Fan out."
He could tell by the multiple flashlights that there had to be two or three security agents here. They were going to find him and quickly.
"Dr. Barber," the man called out. "We don't want to hurt you. We just want to ask you some questions."
Jason peered uneasily around his shelving unit and watched two of the men placing silencers on the ends of their guns. He was scared. He reached onto the shelf and grabbed one of the plastic bottles and opened the top, slipping the vial inside. He carefully set the bottle back on the shelf, trying to remember where it was so he could retrieve it later. As quietly as he could he crawled away from that shelving unit and made a turn around another to head back to the door, trying to avoid the security guards.
"There he is!" a guard yelled as a bullet hit the shelving above him.
Jason shook so hard he couldn't move. "Oh my God," he moaned, his voice barely audible. He watched feet approaching him and looked up as the lights shone in his face, blinding him completely.
"Dr. Barber... you shouldn't steal," he said softly as three bullets fired from his gun.
Dr. Jason Barber fell the foot to the floor, dead before his head even hit it. Blood poured from the wounds in his chest, as the three men searched his clothes.
"It's not here!" one man hissed to the other. "Why the fuck did you shoot him before we found it?"
The shooter shook his head, knowing he made a mistake. "It's gotta be close by. Search the place."
The three guards began looking through the items on the shelves near his body, knocking cleaning products on the floor.
"Police on route," a voice said in their radio. "Silent alarm. Contact sixty seconds."
"Shit!" the shooter grunted angrily. "Back to the cars. We're outta here. We'll search again tomorrow."
*****
Vincent Bartholomew Collins saw the plywood covering over the lower part of the door, reached for the handle and pulled it open. The young man behind the counter said a terse 'hi' as he walked by the register and moved to the back of the store.
He glanced at the ceiling, looking at the signs for the bath products and moved around the shelving units and down the aisle until he stood looking at the myriad of options. It was almost overwhelming.
He shoved his hands into the pockets of his faded army jacket and abruptly twisted his head to swish the long bangs out of his eyes.
"What to get? What to get?" he asked himself, looking for just the right products to become the ladies man he always wanted to be. "So many kinds," he mumbled before his eyes fell on the Hammer brand. He nodded his head as he remembered the commercials. The Hammer brand of products had the woman fawning all over the man, falling all over themselves just to be with him. "Yeah," he said softly. "That's what I need."
He went to pick up the shampoo but a bump against him made him fall forward into the shelf, his hand pushing the bottles and knocking several to the floor.
"Clumsy there Bartholomew?" Greg Anderson snickered. He was the bully Vince faced in high school all those years ago, and now he continued to haunt him. "You need to watch where you're standing. You might bump into someone."
Vince stood, looking at the ground as Greg walked away whistling. Angrily he grabbed the bottles that he knocked to the floor and neatly put them back on the shelf. He grabbed the last one and slipped it into his shopping basket along with a few of the other products in the Hammer line.
Finally satisfied, he paid for everything and excitedly skipped home. Tonight was going to be HIS night at last, he thought to himself as he pulled everything out of the plastic bag and set it on the bathroom counter. He quickly disrobed and stepped into the shower, ready to make all the Hammer products work for HIM.
He smelled each product before he used it on himself, sensing each smell playing upon the last. The body wash, shampoo, and conditioner, left a lasting smell, then the deodorant and body spray wrapped up the entire package. He slipped on a fresh t-shirt and jeans, sliding into his combat boots and army jacket and gave himself a wolf-whistle as he looked in the mirror.
"Oh yeah," he said, trying to look suave. "You are going get some tonight!"
He walked out the front door of his apartment, making sure it was locked, then strolled down the hall to the elevator. The bowling alley was on his mind, all the women just waiting for his arrival.
Within moments he was on the ground floor and walked into the lobby.
And he suddenly froze, as the most beautiful woman he'd ever met was standing at the door carrying a box, trying to manage it while opening the door. She almost dropped the box forcing her to let go of the door again and it closed on her. He could see her cursing at the door.
He ran to the door and opened it, holding it for her.
"Thanks," she smiled. "That is a huge help. Can you grab the other box?"
"Yeah... sure," he said, moving to the door and grabbing the other box. It was heavy, but he lifted it high, trying not to show his strain. He struggled with it to the elevator, where she was waiting, holding the door open.
"I'm...," she smiled as if attracted to him. "I'm on the fourth floor... in 407... if you wouldn't mind carrying that up for me."
He smiled back, uncomfortably. He'd never been in a situation like this, except in his dreams. She held the door open for him and he stepped into the elevator. As the door closed, she moved closer to him, smelling the air as if she was addicted to the scent of him.
She moved in front of him, smelling his hair, and starting to breath heavily. Her jacket slid down her arms and fell to the floor. Her hands moved to the front of her black dress, sliding over her stomach and starting to fondle her breasts through the cloth.
"Oh my God," she moaned softly. "I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me so fucking bad."
The elevator dinged and the door opened. "Uh... I... uh, think we should..."
"Mmmm hmmm," she moaned. "We should take this into my bed..." She grabbed him by the hand, leading him out. "Come on... Let's go."
Vince followed her into her apartment, not even caring about the boxes left in the elevator.
*****
Jennifer was up on her hands and knees. She couldn't believe it but she loved the way the guy was fucking her from behind.
She moaned again. It wasn't like she didn't like being fucked from behind. She loved it. She loved being up on her hands and knees. She loved having her pussy exposed. She loved the feeling of being there ready to be fucked.
She moaned again. Damn, she loved getting her pussy fucked.
For all she knew, the guy was just a nobody. She remembered meeting him coming by her apartment building after work. She'd been walking in with boxes and he'd just been leaving the apartment complex. Jennifer had seen the man and for just a moment, she'd thought he was nothing special. He was too young for her and, to be honest, very geeky. She was a successful woman, owning her own art gallery. She was on her way to being somebody.
That was only for a moment though because in the next moment, she caught a whiff of him... something about him... and took a second look and that's when she knew just how hot he was. While she was in a sharp, black dress with very well manicured fingernails and salon-perfect hair, he was wearing an old army jacket and his hair was kind of unkempt. The jacket was kind of faded and yet Jennifer could tell the guy totally pulled the look off. He was so hot and she could tell she was getting hotter the closer she got to him, the more she smelled... something.
The ride up the elevator was a short one and yet for Jennifer, it seemed as if it took forever. She kept finding herself stealing glances at the man standing next to her. She was trying not to let him know it and yet she had the feeling that she wasn't fooling the man. She had the feeling that he knew every time she was looking at him, smelling his incredible scent.
She turned her attention towards him, walking up to him excitedly. The guy was hot. He was so fucking hot. God damn, just looking at him made her pussy wet. Oh God, she wanted him. She wanted him so fucking bad.
Normally, she wouldn't have been so forward. Normally, she let the guys come to her but this time, she knew she couldn't wait. She walked up to the guy and the first words out of her mouth were, "I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me so fucking bad."
The guy just looked at her and raised an eyebrow as if this had never happened to him before.
He shouldn't be, Jennifer thought. The guy was just so totally hot. He must have women coming up to him all the time and telling him how hot he was. He must have women lining up to get his cock inside them. She just knew she was lucky to have a chance to get his cock inside her.
"So you want me to... fuck you," he said with a smile, his voice creaking a little with uncertainty.
God, his voice. It was just so fucking hot. "Yeah," Jennifer said. "Yeah. I want you to fuck me."
He stroked his fingers over her arm and Jennifer's skin jumped. God damn. Even his touch was making her hot. "Well now," the guy said, "I think that's an offer I just can't refuse. Now if only we had a place where we could go." He knew he wouldn't be taking her back to his apartment.
"We could go up to my place," Jennifer gushed. She wasn't even sure why she said it. She just did.
"That sounds great," the guy had said.
The need to get her pussy fucked had gotten even greater by the time the elevator arrived at her floor. She barely managed to let the doors open before she was pushing between them. "Come on," she said. "Let's go."
Vince was more leisurely about getting out of the elevator.
Jennifer had to grab him by the hand and even that much contact was enough to make her even hotter. "Come on," she pleaded. "Let's go."
Vince just laughed, almost nervously, but he let the woman pull him along behind her and Jennifer had the feeling that he enjoyed watching her be as anxious as she was but it didn't really matter whether he enjoyed it or not. She needed to get fucked and that's all there was to it.
She dug her keys out of her purse but her hands were shaking by the time she reached her door. She fumbled once with the key but on the second try, she got it in the lock. She yanked the key around and then she tried to pull it free, but it wouldn't come. "Shit," she cried. "Fuck it." She turned the knob and pushed the door open. "Come on," she said as she pulled the man behind her.
Vince grinned. "Whatever you say." This was going far better than any Hammer commercial he'd ever seen.
The woman shoved the door closed behind her with the keys still in the lock. "Come on," she said. "My bedroom's right down the hall."
The guy in the camouflage jacket just grinned anew. "Whatever you say," he said again even as he let the woman lead him down the hall.
God damn, Jennifer thought. She was being such a horny, little slut, but she just couldn't help herself. She needed to feel that cock inside her. She slipped her jacket off and she let it drop. She unzipped the back of her dress and loosened her bra. Oh my God, it felt so good to do this, but she needed more. She needed to fuck.
She opened her designer dress all the way and pushed it down past her hips. She couldn't help but notice that the guy wasn't taking his clothes off but if he didn't do it, she knew she'd be handling it soon enough. She needed to fuck.
That left her in just her panties but they wouldn't be there for long. She slipped her panties down and she tossed them aside and she looked at the man. "I need you to fuck me," she pleaded. "I need you to fuck me hard." The scent was strong now. It was almost overpowering.
Jennifer wasn't waiting. When the man didn't move fast enough, she was sliding his jacket off his shoulders. She knew where she wanted her hands to go but somehow she couldn't get her hands to drop down below his waist. Instead, they worked the buttons on his shirt and then they pushed the shirt off his shoulders.
Her hands stroked his chest and she looked up at him. She wanted to feel his cock and yet, for some reason, she couldn't get her hands to move on down.
"So you want to get fucked, do you," the man asked.
"Yes," the girl gushed, incredibly turned on.
And suddenly, she could move her hands where she wanted them to go. She undid the man's belt and then she opened his jeans. She pushed the jeans down, pushed down his underwear and when she did, out popped his cock.
"What you going to do with that?" the man asked.
Jennifer let her hand slide down and wrap itself around the man's cock. "It's not what I'm going to do with it," she said even as her hand squeezed and stroked. "It's more what you're going to do with it."
The man grinned. "So what do you want me to do with it?"
Jennifer wasn't sure why but she had the feeling the guy knew what she was going to say even before she knew what she was going to say. She knelt on the bed, leaned forward onto her hands and knees and looked back at the man standing behind her. "I want you to fuck me," she said. "I want you to fuck me hard."
"You do, huh?"
"Come on," the woman moaned. "Don't make me beg. I need you to fuck me. I need you to fuck me hard." Her pussy was on fire. She needed to get fucked. She needed it bad.
"You want this?" the guy taunted her.
"Fuck me," the girl begged. "Fuck me. Come on. Fuck me hard."
The man seemed to hesitate and then Jennifer could feel his weight on the bed. She could feel his hand on her bottom. She could feel his cock pressing up against her and finally, she could feel his cock pushing its way inside and Jennifer sighed. She couldn't believe it but she loved the way the guy was fucking her from behind. She moaned again. It wasn't like she didn't like being fucked from behind. She loved it. She loved being up on her hands and knees. She loved having her pussy exposed. She loved the feeling of being there ready to be fucked but more than that, she loved the feel when she finally got a cock inside her. Damn, that felt good.
Damn, that felt so good! She moaned again. She could feel it. She just didn't want to make her pussy cum. She wanted to make the man cum. She wanted to use her body to do it. She wanted to make herself available to him. She wanted to give him what he needed. She wanted him to use her body for his pleasure.
Jennifer groaned. She liked it when she took that cock deep inside her. She liked the feel of it when it really filled her up. Fuck, that felt good.
She suddenly realized something. She loved having her pussy used. It just made her so hot. Her pussy was getting hotter and hotter. Getting used was a total turn-on. She wondered why she hadn't realized that before.
She was moaning almost constantly now. She knew what was going to happen. She was going to cum.



She gasped as she felt her pussy respond to the cock inside her. She could feel herself tightening around the man's cock. Fuck, that felt good. That felt so fucking good and the best part was he was still hard.
Jennifer moaned happily. That meant he could use her pussy again.
Did it get any better than that?
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Glamour Mix-Up, Part 2
Angie sat in the small waiting room, feeling a little uncomfortable. This was the first time she'd ever seen a therapist. The young secretary sat behind her desk, working on her computer. It made Angie even more uncomfortable because, being a therapist dealing with sexuality, she had a feeling the secretary knew how deviant she was.
"Hi... come one in," the therapist said as he opened his door and peeked his head out.
Angie rose, collected her purse, and walked into the office as he stood by the door. He extended his hand to guide her inside. "Go ahead and have a seat," he said, pointing to the couch. "I'll be with you in one second."
Angie sat on the couch as the doctor moved to a tripod that was standing across the room. He adjusted the camera a bit and Angie realized it was pointing towards her.
"Ok... this is a recording for Angie Burger," he said, checking his clipboard and then rising. He walked back to the chair and took a seat. "Alright... sorry about that."
"Ok," he said, letting out a deep breath. "My name is Dr. Vince Bartlet and I'm a therapist specializing in the realm of sexuality... sexual deviancy... dysfunction... hang-ups... obsessions... that sort of thing. I've been practicing for... oh... the last twelve years now. and it's what I'm most passionate about. I don't have a huge practice, but, uh, I find that actually benefits my clients. Our sessions can usually take a little longer if necessary since I make sure not to stack appointments too close together."
He pointed to the video recorder. "I hope you don't mind, but I like to keep digital files of my sessions so I can look back at everything that happened during our session and... well my short hand isn't what it needs to be and I want to take good notes."
He smiled at her, warmly, and it made her feel a lot more comfortable. Angie guess he was in his late 50s, with his firm jaw, shining hazel eyes, and short, salt and pepper hair. He had reading glasses in his hands, but only put them on when he needed them.
"Ok," Angie said. "Yeah, I'm ok with that."
Vince smiled. "Ok, it is private, only for my records."
Angie hadn't thought about that. Of course, she'd be mortified if what she wanted to talk about was seen by anybody. Knowing it was private was comforting.
"So, that's a little bit about me," Vince said. "Can you introduce yourself and tell me a little about yourself?"
Angie straightened herself in her seat. "Well, I'm Angie Burger. I'm um... ooh... 34 years old... I'm a housewife... and I'm married to David for ten years now. Um... I'm not sure what else I can say."
No, no... that's ok," Vince said. I'm sure I'll get to know you as we go along. How can I help you today?"
"Well, I... um... I have a problem," Angie said, nervously. Would the doctor think she was a freak if she admitted this? "I guess you could call it an obsession of sorts."
"Ok, so what are you obsessed with?"
Angie hesitated. She was so scared to admit this. "Oh... um..."
"Listen Angie, you don't have to be shy here, ok?" Vince said. "It's my job to help you and I can't help you if you don't tell me what's wrong, so... Please understand that this is a safe space and everything said is just between you and I."
"I... I have an obsession with... sex." Angie exhaled, glad she finally got it out.
"Oh... ok... that's perfectly normal," Vince nodded. "Lot's of people want sex and really enjoy it. In what way do you feel obsessed?"
"Oh... uh... it's just a little... embarrassing."
"Go on," he prompted her.
"Well... I... I've found myself... you know... looking for someone to... to take me. Forcefully," Angie admitted, looking down.
"Ok... as in... rape you... or just very forceful sex?" he asked, almost clinically. Angie was shocked by his terminology, but guessed he'd heard things like this all the time.
"No... not rape... I mean, not really," she said. "I mean, I consent to it... but... it's very forceful sex."
Vince nodded slowly. "Ok... when do you think this started? Recently?"
"Yeah... well, um... my husband paid for a glamour shoot... to... you know... help me feel better about myself. And I went in. The photographer was female and she gathered some outfits for me to wear.
"I went to the dressing room to change and was... surprised... by the first outfit. It was a very short skirt... a low-cut blouse... some stockings that only came up to my thigh," she said, indicating where with her hands. "And high-heeled shoes. I'd... um... never worn anything like that in my life, you see.
"Then she started taking pictures and such and told me this was a... a naughty teacher shoot. She... um... was constantly taking pictures, moving me to the poses she wanted... and... um... touching me." Vince nodded his head in understanding. His face didn't give away any emotion. He just listened attentively. "She... um... exposed me... up here," she pointed, indicating her breasts, "and... down there," she pointed between her legs, "and took very up-close pictures."
"Hmmm," Vince said. "That was a little more than a glamour shoot... sounds more X-rated than any I'd heard of before. How did that make you feel?"
"I was... you know... scared at first. But then, the more I got into it... I actually felt... I don't know... excited, I guess."
"I assume you mean sexually excited," Vince said.
"Yes... I felt... wet... you know?"
"Yeah, yeah... and then what happened?"
"Well, she had me change into another outfit for another scene... and this one was... even skimpier. It was a leather halter top with a G-string... and then there were... cuffs and a collar... and... um... a gag."
"Oh," Vince said, his eyes opening wider in surprise.
"Then there was this man... and woman... and they... they tied me down on a... a table. And they... they touched me. The woman touched me... down there and... Diane took pictures of it. Of it all, really. She never stopped taking pictures.
"They put clothespins on me... on my breasts... all over... pinching my skin with them. And, at first, they hurt... but then the pain just... I don't know... it just felt good at one point."
Angie licked her lips, feeling her body get excited again as she reviewed what happened to her. She couldn't believe how excited it made her, even just thinking about it.
"The man, he... he put his... his penis in me... in my vagina first. And he... he, you know... fucked me. Then... I don't know what happened, but they moved around... and he... he put his... his penis in my mouth. And the woman... she put something... she was wearing some kind of harness or something... and put something in my rear end. And she... she fucked me there, too... both at the same time. I'd never... had anything... back there before."
"Oh... wow", Vince said, sitting up in his chair. He looked at her firmly, capturing her attention. "First of all, what you experienced was definitely not... I repeat... not... a glamour shoot. I don't know what the photographer was doing, but that wasn't a glamour shoot.
"Second, did you want them to do that to you?" he asked. "Did you sign any kind of consent form?"
"I did sign something online," Angie admitted. "I thought it was just a standard thing. I barely even read it."
Vince nodded, looking concerned. "Do you feel like they took advantage of you?" he asked, leaning forward, his elbows on his knees. "Do you think they raped you? Do you want to file a police report?"
Angie licked her lips nervously. "They did take advantage of me... but... I enjoyed it. I definitely don't want to file a police report or anything."
"Ok," Vince said, sitting back again. "Let me know immediately if that changes. What they did was not right unless that was what you wanted."
"In the end... afterwards... I realized that that was what I wanted," she admitted. "And I got the pictures and videos back several days later. I couldn't believe what I saw... I couldn't believe how they made me feel as I looked through them. All the emotions and feelings from that night came rushing back to me. I had to... masturbate... while I looked at them. It felt so... raw... so... exciting."
Vince nodded in understanding. "Did you show them to your husband?"
"No... I don't know if I can," she said, looking scared. "I don't think he'd understand. He's too... conservative about things like that. I'm afraid of what would happen to my marriage. But... I find myself... I want to experience that again."
"With the photographer?" Vince asked.
"No... not necessarily there," Angie said, wringing her hands in her lap. "Just... somewhere."
"What are you feeling, Angie?" Vince asked, trying to get to the bottom of why she was here. "What is it you're... really... looking for?"
"I... I don't know," Angie said softly. "The next night after looking at the pictures, I went out driving, looking... I have no idea for what. But I ended up in a part of town I'd never been to before. It was dark... and not many people were around. As I drove, I saw prostitutes standing on the street. I don't know what came over me, but I thought I'd maybe ask one of them where to find somewhere... somewhere that... might do that to me again. I stopped... and one came to the window. She was wearing practically nothing... a very short skirt, high heels... and a shirt that practically showed me her breasts. We talked for a second through the window, but she wouldn't talk without me giving her money. So... I had her get in the car. She directed me to park around the corner."
Angie squirmed in her seat while she recalled her memory. "She moved close to me and leaned in to me. She... she wanted to kiss me as I asked her about a place. She told me about a club... Inferno. She called it a... a B... D..."
"A BDSM club. I know of it," Vince said.
"Yeah, that was it. She asked if I was into that kind of thing... if I was dominant or submissive. I... I didn't know what she meant. And she... she caressed my breasts and pulled my shirt up... she pulled my breasts out of my bra. I didn't know what to do. I just... just let her. She squeezed my breasts... kissed them... licked them. It felt... so good."
Vince nodded in understanding.
"She made me take off my pants... made me play with myself while she watched. Then she sat in my lap, made me suck on her breasts... and laid back in the passenger seat and... made me lick... her... you know... until she came. She told me it was $100... and I paid her. Then I just... went home."
Angie took a deep breath. She finally got it all out... she finally told someone what she was going through.
"I can't stop thinking about this. I can't stop wanting... this. Is something wrong with me?"
Vince shook his head slowly and moved to sit beside Angie on the couch, laying his hand on her shoulder to console her. "Now, Angie, from what you're describing, there's nothing wrong with you at all. These are relatively common fantasies that a lot of people have, that a lot of my clients have in fact. What you experienced was what is commonly referred to as BDSM."
"I've heard the expression, but I don't know what it means," Angie admitted.
"Ok, so, BDSM stands for a couple of different things. B and D... bondage and discipline. D and S... dominance and submission.
"Ok," Angie nodded in understanding.
"And then S and M... sadism and masochism."
Angie looked surprised. "Wow... ok."
"And so, BDSM is a large umbrella that covers many different sexual activities and sexual experiences."
"Ok," Angie nodded. "Got it."
"It's something that a lot of people do. Something that a lot of people play with. In BDSM, we like to use the word play to describe what we're doing. It's fun. We're playing."
Vince looked at Angie as she looked down at the floor. She was processing everything he was saying and trying to figure out what it all meant. She was trying to figure out how this helped her.
"Listen, I understand how this started... and, from what I'm hearing, you're saying that you don't have an outlet in which to... play."
"No, I... don't," she said, looking up at him. "And it's frustrating."
"And obviously it's something you're deeply interested in."
"Yes," she whispered.
"Ok," he nodded. "Well, I have a way to maybe not cure but maybe alleviate your obsession a little bit."
"Ok," Angie said, nervously. "How?"
"Well... you just don't have an outlet to express your frustrations. And I would like to offer you something."
"What?"
"Well, as you know I'm a licensed therapist, that's why you're here..."
"Yes."
"But I'm also a sex surrogate and one of the services I offer is BDSM," he said. "I help people explore these kinks and these fantasies."
"Oh wow... I had no idea that was an option. I thought we'd just... you know... talk."
"Well, sex therapists do all kinds of exercises," he said. "Like I said, there's nothing wrong with you. You just need a healthy way to express your desires."
"Ok... um... so does that mean... that we... we would explore them? You and I?"
"If you'd like to," Vince nodded slowly.
Angie hesitated a moment as she thought about what that would me. "Yes... I think I'd like to."
Vince looked at her very calmly. "Would you like to right now?"
"Yes," Angie smiled shyly.
"Ok," Vince said, sitting back a moment. "So, here's what we're going to do. I'll start. Ok?
I'm in charge and you're just going to do what I say. You will address me as Sir. If I ask for anything or do anything that you don't like, you're going to let me know. Ok?"
"Ok." Angie licked her hips and felt her body shiver with excitement.
"Stand up," Vince ordered. "Take off your clothes."
Angie stood, looking very nervous and started unbuttoning her blouse.
"Slower... take your time," Vince said. "I want you to tease me. I want you to arouse me. When I give you an instruction, I want you to do it slowly and I want you to do it sexy. Do you understand?"
"Yes Sir."
Angie slowed her fingers, removing button after button, her blouse slowly opening to show him her bra. Then she pulled it off her shoulders, folded it, and set it on the arm of the couch. She could feel his eyes on her as she unfastened her skirt in the back and pulled in down and over her hips. She was then standing in just her bra and panties and felt so... naked.
"That's better," he said. "Continue."
Angie licked her lips nervously, reached behind herself, and unfastened her bra. Slowly, she let the shoulder straps slide down her arms and then removed it, putting it with her blouse. She could feel how tight her nipples were, hard and pointed with excitement and the coolness of the air. She wasn't used to having them exposed to anyone other than her husband and her doctor.
She was proud of her C-cup breasts, thinking they were one of her better features and glanced at Vince, to see his opinion. But his face showed no emotion, just calm dominance.
She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slowly pulled them down and off her legs. Then she stood, completely naked. With one hand, she covered both breasts and with the other, her pussy.
"Hands at your sides," Vince commanded, looking unhappy that she had covered up. "Don't ever cover your body unless I specifically direct you to." He moved to the center of the couch, sat back, and tapped his thigh. "Now I want you lay over my lap."
"Yes Sir," she whispered. She put one knee on the couch and then lay across his lap until her abdomen and thighs felt his thighs. Her ass was directly in his lap, directly in his view.
She shivered as his fingers caressed the back of her legs from her knees up to her ass and felt goose bumps form all over her body. His fingertips continued to stroke her, up and down her thighs and around her ass, tenderly, lovingly.
"I want you to relax, Angie," he said softly. "I want you to feel how your skin feels right now. I want you to feel my fingertips as they glide over your skin."
Suddenly one hand moved swiftly and came crashing down on her ass cheek with a loud crack.
She gasped as the pain hit her suddenly and she exhaled sharply. She felt the sting, the pain, and then... the pleasure. It confused her. She thought spanking was just going to hurt... she never thought that it might feel... good.
"Do you like that?" Vince asked. "Do you like when I spank your ass like that?"
"Yes Sir," she smiled, still confused as to why she did.
He spanked her ass again, on the other cheek this time.
"I love it," she whispered, feeling the pleasure course through her body.
"Do you want more?"
"Yes Sir, please."
Suddenly, he rained his hand down on her ass, spanking one cheek then the other, again and again until he saw how rosy red it was.
Angie caught her breath and felt how excited her body was. She briefly wondered if she'd had an orgasm her pussy was so wet. "Thank you," she whispered.
She felt his hands on her ass, spreading her cheeks apart to inspect her pussy and asshole, places that were so very private to her that her husband had barely seen them this close. She felt his fingers probe those secret places, probe her pussy, feeling her wetness, and then spreading that wetness around her asshole. She shivered. No one had ever showed such adoration to her private places before and it excited her.
He grabbed on cheek firmly and squeezed it, as if massaging it.
"That feels good, Sir," she moaned softly.
"You like when I grab it like that?" Vince looked down at her rosy ass cheeks. She had a delicious ass that he would love to spend more time with.
"Yes, Sir."
Vince squeezed one cheek then the other, observing and listening to her mewling below him. She was loving being manhandled this way. He slid his hand between her cheeks again, down across her asshole and straight into her pussy. She was extremely wet.
"You are dripping wet," he commented. "From the spanking?"
"Some of it," Angie whispered, breathing harder with his fingers probing her pussy so wonderfully. "But I was already wet after describing what the photographer did to me."
"I see... you really enjoyed being taken, both by the photographer's friends and by the prostitute, didn't you?" he asked, a second finger sliding into her wet hole, plunging deep inside and twisting slightly.
"Oh my God... yes... I did..." Angie panted.
Vince slid his fingers out and circled her clit with them, making her moan loudly. "I have a question for you Angie," he said.
"Yes... Sir," she panted, barely able to think through the pleasure.
"Would you like to receive more pain?" he asked. "Or would you like to provide some... service... to me, to feel more submissive?
Angie thought for just a second. "I would like to... provide a service to you, Sir," she said softly. The spanking felt good, but to be made to perform sexual acts was exciting her even more.
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Joe couldn't believe his eyes as he opened his mail. The envelope looked typical, some sort of announcement of a prize winner. "You're a Winner." It was one of those things he typically threw away without even opening it. But this time was different. And when he started reading the letter it seemed to be announcing the same thing they all do... you're a winner... blah, blah, blah. But... something attracted him to read more.
And as he read, Joe realized this wasn't a typical letter. This was truly announcing him as a winner! He won an all-expense paid trip to the Bahamas! He didn't remember buying a ticket or sending information to some web site to enter a contest for a trip to the Bahamas, but he entered so many contests. Maybe he just didn't remember.
They knew his name, his email, his phone number, and his address. It just had to be legit. All he had to do now was call the number and arrange for his trip dates. He looked up the phone number on the Internet and everything said it was legit, so he called it. Some man with a gruffy voice answered and Joe arranged for two weeks at the end of May. The guy would arrange the round-trip flight and everything. And one of the best things about the trip was a 3-day, island-hopping tour by boat.
Joe really needed this. His girlfriend broke up with him last month and he needed a pick-me-up. This would certainly help with that. Fun in the sun and sand was exactly what he needed.
It was two weeks later that he received another mailing from the company, this time in a more non-descript envelope. Inside were his itinerary and airline tickets. Joe was getting more and more excited for the trip! It was only a few weeks away!
The middle of May came and he packed a bag for the trip. He was going to be wearing a lot of shorts and t-shirts, so it didn't take up much room. He got a ride to the airport and took the flight down. It went very smoothly. The weather there was incredible when he finally arrived, sunny, upper eighties with white, fluffy clouds dotting the sky. Joe took a deep breath of the warm, salty air, and took a moment to feel the warm sun on his skin. Yes! This was the perfect getaway!
He got there early enough that after he checked into his hotel, he was able to go to the white, sandy beach and get into that beautiful blue-green water. His boat tour started tomorrow, so he took the time to enjoy the rest of today. There were a lot of vacationers around him, but he was left on his own. When he sat in the lounge chair on the beach he let his eyes wander behind his sunglasses to watch the beautiful women walking around in their very small bikinis. There were very few families this time of year... which made his people-watching all the more delicious.
He ate a late dinner in the hotel and then went to bed early. He wasn't going to miss his boat trip for anything!
He got up early the next morning since his itinerary wanted him at the docks by 10:00am. He took a cab and made it with plenty of time to spare and at 9:45am he and the other passengers were all finally able to get onboard. There were five other passengers waiting, two men with their wives or girlfriends, and another middle-aged guy. They talked a little on the boat and introduced themselves before they set sail.
First there was the single guy, Jonathan. He was thirty three and worked at a software firm. He had been divorced for the past five years, was currently single and, like Joe, just wanted to get away for a while.
Then there were Joshua and Megan. They were about thirty and engaged to get married at the end of the summer. They were taking this trip because the wedding plans and family members were stressing them out.
Finally, there was Tyler and Jessica. They were in their mid-thirties, had been dating for a long time, and weren't even looking to get married. This was going to be their vacation for the year.
All of them talked about how surprised they were to win this as a prize. None of them remembered how they even entered the contest and really didn't even know the company that had sponsored the drawing. They all laughed it off, because it was certainly real. They were here in the Bahamas and on the boat, right?
"Hi folks, I'm Captain Thomas, and this is my boat, Mermaid Love," the burly, silver haired, gruffy-voiced captain said. "I hope you enjoy her for the next three days. We're going to visit five different islands on our tour and stop at each one for the night. All of them are uninhabited islands, although they are visited by tourists and locals and are zoned for tourist and recreational use. You'll find the beaches there absolutely incredible! I doubt there are finer beaches in the whole world. And I've packed tents and hammocks below for your use to stay the night, whichever you choose to use."
"Our first stop," he continued, "is about three hours away. I'm sure you'll find plenty of sea life to watch if you choose and you'll definitely get a lot of sun. The weather forecast for this whole week is for lots of sunshine."
The couples were talking excitedly between themselves. Obviously they were all pumped!
As the boat backed into the water, Joe started thinking about an old 70s TV show... Gilligan's Island. And suddenly, Jonathan started singing the song to himself.
"Just sit right back and you'll hear a tale..."
They all looked at him and smiled. All of them remembered the song and quickly joined in.
"A tale of a fateful trip
That started from this tropic port
Aboard this tiny ship.
"The mate was a mighty sailing man,
The skipper brave and sure.
Five passengers set sail that day
For a three-hour tour, a three-hour tour.
"The weather started getting rough,
The tiny ship was tossed,
If not for the courage of the fearless crew
The Minnow would be lost, the Minnow would be lost.
"The ship set ground on the shore of this uncharted desert isle
With Gilligan,
The Skipper too,
The millionaire and his wife,
The movie star
The Professor and Mary Ann,
Here on Gilligan's Isle."
From the deck, Joe saw Captain Thomas smiling and shaking his head. He was pretty sure this wasn't the first time his passengers had done that.
The trip was going well and Captain Thomas had plenty of food and drink in the cabin that they ate all they desired as they watched dolphins playing in the ocean waves all around them. Some got really close to the boat, much to their excitement, and they got plenty of pictures on their cellphones.
It was about two hours into their trip when they noticed that black clouds were forming on the horizon and were coming in quickly.
"Don't worry. It's surprising, but we'll make port before it hits and we'll just wait it out on the boat," the captain told them.
They nervously watched the dark clouds getting closer and closer as if they were racing them to the island to see which of them would get there first. Joe was so thankful to see the island and then the cove where they were going to anchor. The waves were getting higher and the boat was rocking. They had to hang on to the railings to keep from falling over.
The storm hit just after they dropped anchor, as if it were waiting for them, the warm rain pelting the water and boat alike. The sun was totally blotted out and it got very dark. Joe didn't know if it was seasickness or what, but he didn't feel well all of the sudden. He felt a little woozy. His head was spinning and he was having a lot of trouble standing up. He briefly wondered if there was something in the food...
He heard splashing water around him, like things diving into it, but could barely keep his eyes open. Then he felt strong hands grab his arms and haul him to his feet. He opened his eyes to see it was Captain Thomas. He was leading Joe out into the rain. Joe tried to complain and tried to let him know that he just needed to sit down and rest, but Joe was helpless to do anything to stop the Captain. His body felt like Jello.
And then the world around him was spinning and Joe felt himself hitting the warm water. He'd fallen overboard! The sea water felt good, but with his body being tired, there was no way he could swim. He looked up and briefly saw Captain Thomas on the deck, looking down at him for a moment, but doing nothing to save him. Water poured into his mouth and Joe couldn't even scream for help.
Then Joe saw large, heavy sacks arcing into the air and crashing onto the deck. Six large bags thudding with the sound of a lot of coins. But it didn't make any sense and Joe couldn't figure out where they might have come from. And then he sank into the ocean water and lost consciousness.
When Joe woke again, he was lying on the beach, on his back, with water lapping at his legs. The sun was shining above him, almost blinding him with its brilliant radiance. He turned his head to the side, wondering where he was, and saw the others lying on the beach, too. In seconds he was unconscious again.
The next time he woke up, he turned his head again and saw... something... something over one of them... something colorful... he was so confused. Was this some kind of animal? Was it... killing them? Eating them? And soon... him? And then he fell unconscious again.
When he woke up again, he could see one of the others being dragged into the water, a seaweed rope attached around their torso being used to pull them. Who was it? One of the guys? Women? What was happening to them? Was anyone else left alive? His head was still spinning. Joe was hungry and thirsty and so hot from the sun that he had little to no energy. And he passed out once again praying that whatever animal it was, it wouldn't find him.
Joe woke the last time feeling something pressing down on his legs. He could still feel the water lapping at his feet, could still feel the sun beating down on him. He barely had the strength to open his eyes but when he did, he saw a woman hovering over him. She was laying on his legs and just lay there, staring at him, concerned.
"Are you still alive?" she asked him. "You are, aren't you!" She smiled so beautifully.
Joe looked at her and noticed that she was... different. She was so beautiful, her face shimmering in the sunlight. Her face looked like there were some sort of scales on it and those are what glimmered. And there was a pinkish hue around her eyes, almost like eyeshadow, but he realized it was her skin itself. Her hair was brown and long with coral and seashells entwined in it as decoration.
"Oh, I feel your... your warmth... oh, you're so warm," she moaned. "I love my men... warm." Joe could barely think but that sounded strange. It was such a weird thing to say to someone. "It's so rare that I find men like you available."
"Where... where am I?" Joe asked, barely able to speak, barely able to focus. He glanced down the beach and saw no one else there. He must have looked agitated.
"It's ok. Oh, it's ok. You can relax. Oh, yeah, just relax," she said soothingly.
Something felt... different. Joe wondered if he'd lost his shorts or something for a moment because he felt her hand stroking his cock. And he was hard. Very hard. 'What in the hell?' he thought
He tried to move, tried to sit up and see what was going on, but it felt like he was held down by something. She put her hand on his chest, trying to calm him down.
"Everything's going to be ok... Everything's going to be ok," she said soothingly, and Joe relaxed a bit. "Oh, I know you must be in so much pain... so much... despair. But it's ok. I'm here now. All you need to do is relax. You know, I found all your friends. I know you were in that little boat caught in my storm. I didn't know if you'd all survive the sea. But here you are... along with all your friends... I brought you to his little island."
"My friends... what... where..." Joe tried to talk, but it was difficult, his mouth and throat were so dry.
"I've checked on them already, so you can relax. Just... relax."
When Joe looked down at her again, he saw that she was naked from the waist up. Her breasts were large and absolutely beautiful, proudly standing on her chest. Her nipples were dark and large, very pointed and hard. And then Joe looked lower and could see that, instead of legs, she had a brightly colored tail... shimmering with reds, yellows, greens, and blues. The colors were absolutely beautiful! But... this wasn't right. Women have legs... right?
"Didn't I tell you? I want to take care of you," she said as Joe watched her beautiful hand stroke his shaft. God he was so hard and her hand felt incredible. "I can imagine that being in your position, so helpless, not knowing where you are, must be so... awful," she said and then looked down at his cock. She looked at it with such hunger and need that Joe felt it surge again in size. "But... look at you. You're such a beautiful human specimen." She smiled broadly.
Her other hand came up and she swirled around the head of his cock with her fingertip, driving him mad with pleasure. But he couldn't move a muscle. "And what a human you are!" she said adoringly.
"My... friends," Joe said through a parched mouth and chapped lips.
"Oh, don't worry," she said softly, never stopping her stroking or her circling fingertip. "I took care of your friends. You don't have to worry at all. In fact, they're waiting for us. You can trust me. I found you all helpless in the ocean and you were in such need. They are ok now. I took care of them, you don't have to worry. It's sweet that they are your primary concern. What a good, strong, protective man you are!"
Her circling fingertip stopped, thank God, but her stroking still continued. She leaned forward and let spittle drip from her mouth onto his shaft, providing lubricant to her stroking. And it felt better than anything he'd ever experienced before! She was stroking it... up and down... up and down... in such a wonderful rhythm that he felt ready to blow his load.
But he fought it. He tried to think of something else. He tried to think of his friends... of them being dragged into the sea. Were they really ok or did she kill them? What were her plans for him?
His agitation was evident to her. "What? What do you want? Water? Food? Shelter? I don't think I have any of those things to give you at the moment. But I do have one thing," she smiled before licking his cock just under the head. Holy fucking shit! That was the most incredible feeling ever! Joe groaned loudly from the intense pleasure.
"So, don't you worry," she giggled. "I'll take very good care of you. I need you as much as you need me."
Her tongue swirled around and lavished the head of his cock. It was wet and shiny from her saliva and her ever-stroking hand swirled over it, squeezing, and replenished the lubrication on his shaft.
Joe moaned. He didn't want to, but he couldn't help it. She was so good at what she was doing to him.
"Doesn't that feel good?" she asked before sliding the head into her mouth to be sucked. "Mmmmm," she moaned, enjoying the taste as she watched him.
Oh God she was so good at that, too! He'd never had a better blowjob in his life! His cock was... tingling... almost like electricity was flowing through it!
"Oh, I know how you human males are," she giggled. "You're so desperate... for release. What do you call it? Horny? I like horny."
Joe saw her tail move and looked down at it again. What in the hell was she? This couldn't be happening, could it? Was this just some fucked up dream?
"What... what are you?" Joe whispered, moaning softly.
"Oh, I know you've probably heard the fables... the dreaded mermaid." She giggled. "God forbid she finds you... deserted... alone... in need of rescuing. Do you think you need rescuing? Because I'm here for you. I'm rescuing you. There's no one else around. It is just you and me. Together. Are you going to say no?"
"Oh my God!" Joe groaned, feeling the pleasure starting to spike again and again without letting him go over the edge. "But... where are the others?"
"I told you, don't worry about the others. It's just you and me right now." She sucked on the head again, sending pleasure spikes all over his body. Damn! "So why resist?"
She slid her mouth down onto his cock, sending it deep into her mouth before sucking on it and sliding back up. Up and down her mouth moved, sucking on his shaft, hitting all his sensitive spots as she moaned softly in appreciation.
"You like it just as much as I do. Admit it. You can't resist. But look at you, trying so hard to resist me. You are so strong. But you don't need to be strong for anyone else now. It's just you and me. Give yourself over to me. I need you... to cum... for me. Right now."
"What?" Joe protested, trying to hold back, trying to think of his grandma, of that old lady up the street that he used to help with her trash and groceries. Joe was trying to think of the most unsexy things he could in order to keep from cumming. "What the fuck do you want with me?"
"That's all I want," she said and Joe groaned. All she wanted was for him to cum. Oh God! And Joe didn't think he could stop her. "Oh yes... all I want is your sweet seed... in my mouth. Are you going to tell me no? It's all I want. And I'm a mermaid with needs. A mermaid that helps others with their needs, too."
She dropped her mouth to his shaft again, stroking beneath it with her other hand and playing with her nipple with her free hand. She was enjoying what she was doing... maybe even more than Joe was. But she was damn good at it! Her blowjob skills were top notch. She was better than his own masturbating hand at hitting every sensitive spot. God, Joe didn't think he could hold out much longer.
"Why?" Joe asked, almost crying because of how impossible all this was.
"Why, you ask? Why? Because, mermaids are all female. Can you figure out what that means? It means... we need human males to reproduce. We need your cum. And it's so hard to find a human male... a willing male... to give us your seed. So we hunt... we take... and we keep. That is my job. I'm a hunter, a keeper, and a breeder for my tribe."
She slid his cock into her mouth again, sucking and licking all up and down his shaft. His cock was throbbing it was so hard. It was almost painful at this point. Joe moved the only way he could, by lifting his hips slightly, pushing his cock deeper into her mouth.
"Oh my! You are eager, aren't you? Oh, I know you can't help yourself. Mmmmm. You have such a lovely cock... so hard... so big. I'll bet you hold so much cum for me, just ready and waiting to be drained."
"But... I want my friends," Joe whined, nearly in tears as the pleasure was becoming so intense. "I just want to go home."
"Well you don't have to worry about that. All you have to worry about is cumming for me right now."
Joe tried to move, but it was like he was tied down to the sand. He looked down his arms and saw a rope of seaweed draped over each. If felt so... heavy... holding his arms in place.
"Oh, you're immobile," she said. "Trapped by my seabinders. You're at my disposal. It's not like you have a choice in this. Oh... you're so concerned for your friends. You don't have to worry about them. I took care of them. I will admit that they were a little bit... well, their seed wasn't really as strong as I was hoping for. I was hoping a man of your... strength... would be able to make up for their... shortcomings."
"Mmmmm," she moaned as she slide him inside her mouth again and started sucking on him. Her head moved slightly, letting her mouth move up and down on his shaft. Then she released it and began licking up and down his length.
"What a good human you are. Don't worry, your friends are waiting for you. After I'm done with you, I'll take you to them."
She was trying to help him relax. But Joe struggled with it. He didn't want to relax. He didn't want a blowjob. He didn't want to cum. He wanted his friends and he wanted to go home.



"Come, come now... I love playing with my property."
She giggled as Joe looked down at her in shock.
"Well you are," she smiled deviously. "Look at you, you're not even moving. You're totally intoxicated by me. You think that's free will? You have no ability to choose for yourself right now. As soon as I touched you my oils permeated your skin and gave you to me. As soon as I tasted you... you got so very hard for me. You can't help yourself. It's ok. No need to be ashamed. You're meant to cum for me. That is what we mermaids were designed for... to make... men... cum."
She slid her mouth on just the head, her hand stroking beneath it, as she moaned softly. "Mmmm." She was enjoying the torture she was inflicting on him. But Joe had to admit, he was getting so much pleasure from it, too, even if he didn't want to.
"I know you feel like you're being taken against your will, but please don't," she said softly, licking just below the head. "Not that it's going to make a difference, but it might ease your conscience and make your orgasm all the more pleasurable. Which might give me a little bit more seed to work with. So don't worry. Just feel me... sucking your cock. Feel my warm, wet mouth inviting you inside. Feel my tongue sliding over you."
She pushed her mouth down onto his shaft, burying it deep inside before coming back up to the tip again.
"Fuck!" Joe moaned. "What do you want?" He had to know what was going on.
"Hmmm?" she asked, sliding his cock free with a plop. "What do I want with you? Well, I want you. I want your cum. And I need it. I need your seed... in my mouth. I need to swallow it down to impregnate me. And that's all. I need you to cum in my mouth. I need you to.... fill me up."
She slid her hand over the head of his cock sending shivers down his spine and making his hips lurch into the air again. Ever since she knew Joe could move like that, she'd done just about everything in her power to make him do it again.
"Mmmm... You're so desperate aren't you? You need to cum, don't you? Cum in my mouth. I need to taste it... I need to feel it... I need to swallow it down... I need you to impregnate me. And I won't let you go until you do."
Joe couldn't stop feeling how excited he was. He couldn't stop the pleasure from driving him so close to the edge of cumming. She was so good at what she was doing and nothing he did stopped it.
"I know the oils on my skin call you to me... make you addicted to me. I know the oils in my mouth excite you, make you so... hard, make you need to cum. So... cum for me," she commanded.
And then something in his head switched on and Joe started cumming. It felt like a freight train was running through his head and body as his cock spasmed again and again. He'd never cum so much in his life and it made her giggle with every spurt. A little cum spilled from her lips but was quickly taken up again by a finger and her tongue.
"Oh my!" she giggled happily when he finally finished, swallowing his load. She closed her eyes and moaned softly as if nearing her own orgasm. "Mmmmmm... my, my human... that was a very potent load! Oh... I feel it!"
She gyrated on his legs, her body spasming as she squeezed her breasts hard, pinching and pulling her nipples. Joe had the impression she was cumming. Was that how a mermaid came?
"That was so much better than your friends!" She smiled and noticed some cum had dribbled out of the head of his cock. She leaned down and captured it before it dribbled down onto the sand. "Oh, I better not miss a drop." She licked and sucked on his shaft, making sure there was no more cum there at all. "What a find you are! I'm so glad I didn't give up hope. I was so desperate. After your friends I knew I had to find another prize. And here you are and oh how lucky I am to have you as mine! You are a wonderful find and I'm sure my tribe will adore you."
"What? Tribe? Aren't you going to set me free?" Joe asked, suddenly feeling scared.
She looped seaweed under his torso and tied it around his chest, humming softly.
"I will never set you free, silly human." She bent down and gave him a deep kiss. When she pulled away, she slipped some kind of seaweed or something into his mouth. Joe tried to spit it out, twisting and turning his head and coughing, but there seemed to be nothing he could do to dislodge it. He was almost choking as it slipped down his throat and it felt so hard to breathe.
Joe knew his eyes went wide as he realized he was choking and that he was going to die. She lifted seaweed from his arms and legs, allowing them to move again. Joe grabbed his throat, clawing at it, trying to get that damn seaweed out. And then he found himself being pulled toward the water. He tried to cling to the sand, but there was nothing there that gave him any grip. There was nothing he could do to stop it.
He felt the water come up to his chest and then suddenly he was under. He tried to hold his breath, but from his previous choking, his body wouldn't stand for it. It forced him to take a breath. And... for some reason... he finally got air into his lungs! He felt comfortable, even as he was dragged deeper and deeper under the water. He looked up and saw the surface getting farther and farther away.
He was being pulled deeper and deeper into the water and there was nothing he could do to stop it. She was such a strong swimmer. He looked ahead and saw his friends floating in the water as if waiting for them, each with a seaweed leash looped around their chests. The mermaid grabbed each one and swam away, pulling all of them behind her.
Joe don't know how any of them could take the water pressure at this depth, let alone how they were able to breath, but they could. She pulled them until the water was getting dark around them and he could barely see any sun above.
Then, far below, he saw lights... a lot of lights. It looked like a city or something. And as they got closer, he could see other mermaids swimming around. Joe saw some were armed, as if they were guards, while others were carrying things... food maybe, maybe something they mined, moving from here to there.
While they could breath, they couldn't speak. Their vocal chords just wouldn't work under water. They just looked at each other in wonder, amazement, and definitely fear. They were all there. They were all alive. But for how long? This couldn't be real! This couldn't be happening to them!
She led them to a coral outcropping and moved them beneath an overhang. Joe could see a few humans there, tied to the outcropping. They looked depressed and beaten down and they barely even acknowledged the new group. He wondered how long they'd been there. Definitely for too long. Within minutes, Joe and his new friends were joining them, their own seaweed ropes somehow tied to the outcropping, and they just floated in the water.
A small crowd of mermaids formed around them, watching them as if in anticipation. Most of them seemed older, but a few were young.
"Your purpose in life is now to please," their mermaid said, ripping the clothes from Joe's body, a shred at a time, leaving him bare naked. "To please those I tell you to please. The more you please them, the more you please me, the longer you will live and the more pleasure you yourself will receive."
It felt so weird being in the water naked. Joe had never been like that before. In a few minutes, he watched one of the mermaids get into a discussion with theirs. It appeared that they were bartering. He couldn't hear the conversation but it looked to be about his group. He saw her hand something to their mermaid and then glide over to him, smiling.
"I do think I like this one," she said. She looked older, more seasoned. She smiled at him and dropped her hand to touch and stroke his cock. She wasn't gentle, but she knew exactly what it would take to make him hard. Joe reached down to stop her, but then felt an extremely quick spike of pain in his side, like an electric shock, as his mermaid struck him with the tip of some kind of rod. Both of them looked extremely angry at him.
"Do not do that again," his mermaid scolded him. "She paid handsomely for you. You will not disrespect me."
The new mermaid grabbed him again, fondling him, and easily made him so hard. Her gaze was completely on his cock, not even caring to look him in the face to see if that's what he wanted. She seemed happy that Joe was as well endowed as he was and floated down to get a closer look as she stroked him. She pried his legs apart and inspected his balls. Her mouth was so close to his cock he thought for sure she was going to swallow him.
"Be careful. He is close. Do not spill his seed," his mermaid cautioned the newcomer.
"Oh, I am careful about that. I am pleased. This one is potent?" she asked loudly.
"He's very potent indeed. You'll have many younglings for sure. And he recovers quickly for fresh loads," his mermaid said. She seemed to have a high opinion of him. "You will have 5 or 6 loads in a cycle."
"I will take this one for one cycle," she said, letting his cock go. She floated up and looked him in the face, her face just inches away. "You will please me greatly human," she told him.
"One cycle it is. Don't break him. I have many who will want their turn," his mermaid said.
His mermaid handed his leash to the buyer and she quickly swam away towards the city, pulling him helplessly behind her. Joe struggled to swim against her, struggled in vain to stop her from doing anything. But he couldn't. She did everything she wanted to him.
Joe had never thought about life as a prostitute... just a piece of meat... a dick and a sack full of cum... until today... when it became his new life as the mermaid's stud.
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"Would you like to receive more pain?" he asked. "Or would you like to provide some... service... to me, to feel more submissive?
Angie thought for just a second. "I would like to provide a service to you, Sir," she said softly. The spanking felt good, but to be made to perform sexual acts was exciting her even more.
"Ok," Vince said. "Get down on your knees." Angie slowly slid off his lap and moved to the floor, sitting on her knees. "Look at how beautiful you look submitting to me." Vince stood and slowly unfastened his belt, pulling it from it's loops. Angie gulped as she watched him, excited that his cock was going to be visible soon. And then... the things he would make her do...
Vince began unfastening his pants, slowly pulling down the zipper and then pushing his pants down his legs. He stepped out of them, bent over, then lifted them to fold them and set them aside. His hard cock was pressing out against his boxers, tenting them as Angie's eyes fixated on it.
Vince then slid his boxers down, stepped out of them and set them aside with his pants. His cock was even better than Angie imagined, standing long and proud. It was the most beautiful cocks she'd ever seen!
"Oh my gosh, Sir," she whispered, smiling at the gift he was giving her.
"Put your hands behind your back," he said and Angie did exactly as ordered. She looked up and met his lust-filled eyes. He was enjoying this, too. "Stay like that for me." Vince stepped forward and pushed his cock against her face. She wanted to take it into her mouth so badly, but she hadn't been told to yet.
"Lick it," he said. "Show me with your tongue just how much you enjoy serving me."
Vince started pulling his tie off and unbuttoning his shirt as Angie started licking his hard shaft. She licked from the bottom to the top, allowing the weight of it to rest on her tongue and lips. It tasted delicious, so manly, so soft and yet so hard as steel.
"Yes," he moaned softly as he wrapped his leather belt around her throat, lightly choking her as he pulled it upward. He put his hand on her cheek and jaw and used his thumb to open her mouth, then pushed his cock between her lips. She took it all in, greedily, as he slowly slid in and out of her mouth. Her lips closed, sucking every time he withdrew and opening wide with ever thrust, letting him push in deeper and deeper.
Suddenly he grabbed her head with both hands and held it in place as he fucked her faster, his cock jabbing all the way back to her throat again and again.
"Yes... fuck your slutty little mouth," he said as his heavy balls slammed into her chin again and again.
"Glug, glug, glug," was all Angie could say as his cock slammed into her mouth. She was having trouble breathing and wasn't sure how much of this she could take.
Then, as suddenly as he started, he stopped, and pulled his cock out of her mouth. She was panting hard, her mouth open, drool sliding over her lips and dripping from her chin onto her chest.
"Is that what you want?" he asked, meeting her gaze.
"Yes," she moaned, panting.
He pushed his cock forward again, sliding between her lips, then started fucking her face fast once again. It was easier for Angie this time, she knew what to expect, so she just let him do whatever he wanted to do.
"Glug, glug, glug," she said with every thrust. She felt a little lightheaded from the belt around her neck, but it was not tight enough to constrict her breathing.
Then he stopped again and pulled his cock free from her mouth. She swallowed, trying not to let so much spittle fall from her mouth, but it was useless. Her chin and chest were covered with her spit.
"That feels really good Angie," he said, removing the belt. "I have a question for you."
"Yes Sir," she whispered.
"Now that you've experienced submission, is there a word, a name that I should call you to help you feel more submissive?"
Angie thought for a moment, then smiled. "I... I would like to be called... slut... Sir."
Vince smiled. "That sounds good slut, kiss my cock... lick it." Angie did as he commanded, leaning forward slightly and kissed and licked his cock, up and down its entire length. "Such a good slut licking me. That's what you needed... just a little bit of humiliation."
"Yes, Sir," she agree.
"Don't forget about my balls," he said.
She let his cock rest on her face as she slid lower and started licking his scrotum and sucking on each individual teste. The seemed so large in her mouth and she hoped that he'd give her his cum.
"Now... come up on the couch... lay back," he commanded. She moved onto the end of the couch facing him. "Spread your legs. Touch yourself slut. Show me how you like it."
Angie opened her legs and started stroking her pussy, her fingertips sliding over her wetness and circling her clit. She was comfortable masturbating, but had never done it in front of anyone before. It was... embarrassing... but felt so natural with Vince.
"Don't stop," he said, sitting on the couch between her legs.
"Yes Sir."
Vince slapped her inner thighs, leaving a pink mark there, then scratched up and down, from her pussy to her knees. The pain only enhanced the pleasure that she was giving herself and her fingers moved even faster.
"Let me make this clear," he said, slapping each inner thigh again. "From now on, you are not allowed to cum without my permission. Move your hand." Angie moved her hand from her pussy, giving him a very good look at her wetness.
Angie was shocked when Vince slapped right on her pussy, sending a fire through her clit. Her whole body was rocked with pleasure.
"Understand?"
"Yes... yes, Sir."
"Touch yourself," he said again and her fingers immediately moved back to her clit, circling, hoping she'd be allowed to cum soon. She was so ready to cum.
"Move your hand," he said again, and she complied, although more slowly this time. She knew it was coming and thought about putting her hand out to stop him, but his hand moved quickly, slapping her pussy again and again sending a fire through her body.
"Oh my God!" she groaned loudly. Never before had anyone treated her like this. Never before had her body and mind been so completely overwhelmed with pleasure.
"Touch yourself again," he said and without thinking her fingers moved right to her clit. She circled it quickly, sliding her fingertips back and forth over the swollen nub. She needed to cum so badly.
Vince slid three fingers to her lips and pushed them into her mouth. She sucked on them hungrily.
"Get them wet... get them wet... just like that," he said, sliding his fingers in and out of her mouth as if fucking it, and letting all her drool collect on them. "Move your hand," he said again and, trembling, she obeyed.
Instead of slapping her clit, this time Vince pressed his fingers at her pussy and slid them inside. He slowly thrust them in and out, twisting slightly with each stroke.
"Feel good?" he asked.
"Yes," she panted, her hands grabbing her knees to pull them wider apart. For the first time in her life, she watched her lover playing with her pussy, watched her pussy lips, swollen and red, part so easily for his fingers. It was so erotic.
"Do you like being my little plaything?" Vince asked.
"Yes Sir," she answered quickly. She definitely did.
"Do you like being my little fucktoy?"
"Yes Sir," she said, smiling. This was her fantasy, her dream come true. She wanted to be a fucktoy... she wanted to be used... she wanted to be taken.
"That's all you deserve, isn't it? Belonging to me? Being my little slut?" he asked.
"Yes," she moaned softly.
"Now I want you to beg for me. Beg for what you want right now. Tell me."
"Please Sir... I want to cum," she begged.
"No... no you... slut wants to cum," he corrected her.
She was breathing hard, her body so completely wracked with pleasure. She corrected herself. "Please... Sir... slut wants to cum," she begged.
"That's right. You wanna cum slut? Beg for it. Beg for it." His fingers moved faster, the fingers of his other hand swiping back and forth across her clit.
"Please... please let slut cum. Please! Please!" she begged fervently. She was so close, right on the edge. She wasn't sure she could even hold back much longer.
"Look at me slut... See? You know what to do," he said, praising her. She was so ready for his command, his approval. Just one more word... and then suddenly, he pulled both hands back and he was no longer touching her.
Her pussy was pulsing, throbbing, so ready to orgasm. "Oh my God I'm so close," she whined.
"I don't care, slut," he said smugly. "Denying you gives me pleasure."
Her body was shaking as she came away from the edge. It felt so... different. Her body was flushed with pleasure and all she could think about was cumming.
"What else do you want right now, Slut?" he asked.
"Slut will do whatever you want," she said, hoping that whatever he wanted included her having an orgasm. God, please! "Slut wants to be your obedient fucktoy, sir."
Vince knelt on the couch and guided his still erect cock towards her pussy. She smiled, anticipating how it would feel to be fucked after all that had happened. He put the head of his cock on her pussy, her labia laying open like a flower, ready to take him in. Then he pushed, slowly forcing his cock inside her.
"Oh my God! Yes, yes, yes!" Angie panted.
"Yeah... take my fucking cock slut."
"Please, God! Yes!" Angie panted hard... constantly moaning. "I love it... I love it."
"Look at me... look at me, slut... tell me you love my cock," Vince said as he bottomed out and started to withdraw his shaft.
"I love your cock, Sir," she panted.
"Yeah... you love my cock," he said as he started moving his hips forward and back, sliding in and out of her wetness, sending pleasure soaring through her body.
"I love it, I love it," she said, practically crying as all her pent up frustrations and needs were being expressed. "I love it so fucking much! Oh my God... fuck... fuck." Her eyes were half closed, her mouth opened in a silent scream it felt so good.
"What do you say?" he said, his face only a few inches above hers.
"Thank you... thank you," she moaned. "Oh... fuck! Your cock feels so good in slut's pussy, sir! I love this so fucking much."
Vince kept moving faster, building up speed and power, his hips starting to slam into hers with every thrust.
"Fuck! Just like that... just like that!" Angie was panting with every thrust. She was so close to an orgasm her body was shaking uncontrollably. "Please sir... slut... slut needs to cum... please!"
"Don't cum without my permission," he commanded.
"Please... please sir... slut... slut doesn't know... slut can't... stop," she was breathing so hard now, trying to hold back her orgasm but failing miserably.
Vince finally relented. "Cum on my cock, slut. Go on... cum all over my cock."
Angie closed her eyes, her face wrenching in pure pleasure as her body shook violently with her orgasm. She grunted loudly, not caring if anyone could hear her was each wave of her orgasm overwhelmed her again and again. It felt like her entire body was pouring out of her pussy and her brain was exploding.
Vince pulled his cock free, dripping with her wetness, and sat back on the couch. Angie could barely open her eyes she was so overwhelmed by her orgasm. She was breathing so hard, moaning softly.
Any other time, Angie would have just rolled over and gone to sleep. But Vince had other ideas for her.
"On your knees, slut. Down on the floor."
Angie was confused, but she slowly complied. He couldn't want more, could he?
"Come here... get your slutty mouth on my cock," he ordered her, grabbing her hair and pulling her towards his cock.
She leaned forward, and slid her lips around his cock, tasting herself for the first time. She'd made him so wet... it was her duty to clean it off him. She loving kissed, licked, and sucked the cock that had given her so much pleasure.
"Go ahead... touch yourself again," he said and she complied. Her pussy was still so sensitive, but her fingers pushed her to the edge of another orgasm quickly. "I love how greedy you are slut. I want you to make me cum."
"Please sir... slut wants your cum... slut wants all of it," she said, panting, stroking him with one hand while the other pushed a finger inside her pussy.
"Do as I say now. Suck it... suck it," he said as she slid his cock into her mouth. "You're pretty good at multitasking, slut. I like when you do what I say. Make me cum."
After a minute, Vince first put one hand on her head and then the other, keeping her from moving away. He applied more and more pressure, pushing her face down onto his cock, forcing his shaft deeper and deeper into her mouth.
"Deeper... take more of it. That's it... down in your throat." She sputtered, her eyes tearing up as she looked at him... pleaded with him, her hands on his knees, trying to push away. "I don't care if you can fucking breathe. Do as I say."
He suddenly released his pressure and she pulled back, panting and coughing, spittle running all over her chin and dripping down to the floor.
"That's good slut... but you need to do better." He grabbed her head and forced her forward again, pushing his hard, long cock into her mouth once again and immediately forcing it deep. "Yeah... deeper... go deeper... you know you want to," he said as she sputtered and thought she was going to pass out. But just before she did, he pulled her off again, leaving her panting, coughing, and slobbering once more.
"Very nice, slut," he praised her, stroking her hair almost lovingly. "Worship my cock... go on, worship it."
Angie leaned forward, quickly taking him in her mouth again and sucking on it, using her hand to stroke him. She smiled when she met his approving gaze and pulled his cock free for a moment to kiss it and slide it over her face, lovingly.
"Keep touching yourself, slut," he said softly. She slid him into her mouth again while she started stroking her pussy with one hand. The other hand held his cock, stroking it underneath her sucking mouth.
Angie moaned with his cock in her mouth, the fingers on her pussy starting to drive her to yet another orgasm.
"Yeah... make your pussy sing," he said. "But don't you fucking cum yet. Don't you fucking cum."
She obeyed him, keeping herself on the edge of an orgasm as best she could without crashing over. It was so hard for her. She'd never done that before.
"Oh God," he grunted and she could tell from his expression that he was about to cum. She redoubled her efforts, wanting him to cum in her mouth so badly. "There you go," he grunted as the first spray hit the back of her throat. Several more followed and she greedily filled her mouth with it, reveling in its taste. Then she pulled his cock free, stroking it slowly and softly, while she swallowed his creamy load.
"Very nice, slut. That felt wonderful," he praised her. "Now... make yourself cum. Cum for me... cum for me Slut," he commanded, holding her head with both hands and watching her expression.
Angie met his gaze and moved her fingers faster, flicking over her swollen clit and driving deep inside herself again and again. It only took seconds for her to reach her peak again... one of the first times she'd ever had multiple orgasms in one session.
"Ohhhh! Uh," she grunted, her body shaking uncontrollably, her eyes closing, mouth opening to let her breath.
"You were a good little slut," Vince praised her again as she came down from her orgasmic high.
She smiled, her face beaming with pride, affection, and love. "Oh, thank you... thank you."
He leaned forward, cradling her head tenderly as he kissed her. "You did so good for your first session, slut."
"Thank you sir," she whispered, so happy to hear his praise.
"Come up here... put your head in my lap," he said, tapping the cushion beside him. Angie got up onto the couch and lay down, putting her head in his lap. She could feel his cock on the back of her head and wished she could suck it again.
Vince stroked her head and arm, lovingly, helping to relax her and let her know the session was at its end.
"I want you to go home to David," he said. "And I want you to be naked and get down on your knees tonight. I want you to take him into your mouth. I want you suck on him until you give him an orgasm. If he tries to stop you, you will tell him how badly you need him. You won't let him stop you. After he cums in your mouth, I want you to tell him how much you enjoy it and want to do it again and again. Do you understand?"
"Yes sir," she said softly. She wondered how David would react to that. She'd never done anything like it before. Would he accept it? Would he rebel? Would he think she was being a slut or something? The bottom line... would it hurt their marriage?
"Then I want you to do it every single day until our next appointment. Every day. If he wants to fuck you, he can do that, too. But I want you to suck on his cock every single day."
"Yes sir." Every day. How would David react to that? This was going to be a huge change in their relationship.
"Now... get dressed and go home," Vince said, tapping her arm to let her know that their session was over. "I'll see you in two weeks."
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City of Temptation
"Ok, hun, I'm all set," Kelly said, setting her bags down by the front door. She knew the taxi would be coming any minute now.
"You got everything?" Tom asked, walking towards her, looking down at the pile of suitcases, laptop bag, and briefcase.
"I hope so," she said. "I really have to nail these presentations. Mr. McCord really wants at least three new clients out of this." It was going to be a seven city, whirlwind tour, starting on the east coast and then jumping to the west. Three weeks of presentations during the day and lonely hotel stays at night.
Tom wrapped his arms around her and held her close. "I'm sure you'll do better than that." He kissed her forehead, the tip of her nose, and then her lips.
There was a sudden car horn from the driveway. Tom let her go as she moved to grab her bags.
"Ok, I'll be back in a couple weeks... and I'll call you every night I can." She opened the door and held one suitcase while Tom carried the rest to the car. The taxi driver helped them load it all into his trunk. Kelly got into the back seat and smiled, waving at Tom.
The taxi backed out of their driveway and started down the road towards the expressway. Her first city was an hour drive away, giving her plenty of time to reflect. Her small town was very different than the city. There were medium-sized houses on large plots of land, some up to an acre or two. Lots of trees were in the yards. Kids were out playing. Adults washing their cars. It was a nice, family atmosphere that she was very comfortable in.
The city was different for her, though. And it always made her nervous to go there, especially at night. There was just something about it... the prostitutes... the sexual advertisements... the strip clubs and bars. It was just far more overtly sexual than her suburban life. And for some reason it enticed her. The city was large, with so many people you could get lost in it... you could be... anonymous.
When she arrived at the hotel, she checked in and went up to her room. She looked out the window, briefly, ten stories up, looking down at all the flashing lights as the sun started setting. She went down to the front desk and asked for restaurant suggestions. The young man suggested a few within walking distance and she walked to what he said would be his personal suggestion.
After dinner, the city nightlife had completely come alive, and Kelly experienced it fully on her walk back to the hotel. Scantily clad women stood on the street corners tempting the young pedestrians and drivers. Dance clubs had scantily-dressed girls outside handing out flyers. Both men and women were on the sidewalks, moving about... some dressed to entice... some dressed to be enticed. All were... anonymous.
She avoided it all as best she could and went back up to her room to watch some TV. As it got even later, she checked for the movies they had available, somehow ending up on the adult channels without even realizing it. And she watched. She watched movies that she rarely ever watched... movies that she couldn't watch at home... touching herself.
Every city was the same and for the next two weeks her routine seemed to be the same. And she grew more and more anxious when she was alone... more and more tempted.
And then one night, she couldn't resist any longer. After seeing an advertisement on the TV for an escort service, she couldn't stop herself. That ad made it seem innocent enough... "a night out with the woman of your dreams" it said... but she knew what it really was.
"Hello, Casual Connections?" the sexy, young female voice answered the phone. A pause. "Hello?"
Nervous already, Kelly quickly pulled the phone from her ear and placed it back on the cradle. This was all just too crazy for her. She was on a business trip away from her family for chrissake. It shouldn't matter that she'd already been gone for two weeks and she was extremely horny. She lay back on the hotel bed and let out her breath in a long gasp. She hadn't even realized she had been holding it.
It both excited and scared her that she was that close to actually making a "date" with an escort service. What would they have thought of her anyways? She leaned back on the stack of pillows and casually ran her hands over her body. She was wearing a black negligee which was tied just at the breast, but opened like a curtain exposing her taught stomach. The black lace panties did little to really cover her and the G-string back felt so erotically naughty. The TV caught her attention again as a man plowed his large member into a blond woman's ass. His large hands pulled under her chin, lifting her gaze and making her back arch more. Her mouth was opened wide and she was moaning in pure ecstasy.
Kelly loved the openness that was shown on Adult TV Channels. It was as if everyone was having sex but her. They were so open and willing to try new things. Much more than she ever could.
Another ad was far more obvious. "Call us now for some hot action," the sultry female voice said. "Visa and Mastercard accepted. First served is the first to cum." A large cock erupted, spurting a copious amount of sperm onto the face of a blond girl. The screen then changed to a new commercial for a strip club on the other side of town.
"First to cum," Kelly moaned. "That's what I need. Where's Tom when I need him most."
Kelly's hand pushed beneath the thin material of her panties and danced through her short, curly mane of pubic hair. She could feel the heat radiating from within her hot box and knew she would have to cum soon or go nuts. The TV commercial showed a lesbian couple in a heated 69 as it advertised for an upcoming movie. Kelly's eyes focused on those two as her hand slipped lower and slowly circled her clit, gently pressing on it.
The advertising had increased, too, as the hour had turned later. It was already 2:00am and she was too wound up to sleep. She closed her eyes slightly and imagined that the girl on the TV was eating out her snatch; running her tongue through her pussy lips.

She was shocked out of her daydream and she reached to answer the phone. She hoped it was Tom, but doubted it since he was supposed to be staying out late with the guys tonight.
"Hello?" she said.
"Hi. We got disconnected so I thought I'd call you back." It was the same sultry female voice as before. Kelly was shocked and sat for a moment wondering what to do or say. She sounded so young.
"I'm sorry, you... you must have the wrong number."
"Oh, I have the right number all right. Don't you want to talk?" Kelly sat stunned, unable to form a reply. "Are you shy, baby? I like shy girls."
"N...no, I just don't remember making any calls." A loud female moan pierced the silence of the room from the TV. Kelly quickly looked up to see one of the lesbians screaming out her orgasm, her face tightly scrunched up in pleasure.
"Well, even if you didn't call me, I'm calling you now. I was hoping we could talk for a little bit. I'm feeling sooo lonely. You're up kind'a late too, aren't you?"
"I guess so. I was just watching some TV before bed."
"Sounds like it's kind of a hot show too, huh? Nothing gives sweet dreams like watching a good fucking, right? Or maybe a little pussy sucking."
"I... well... I guess." Kelly was stunned by this woman's forthright conversation. She didn't know how to reply. It was like some weird conversation with her own teenage daughter.
"What'cha doing at the hotel? Business? Or are you meeting a friend for a quickie?"
Kelly was shocked. This woman knew exactly where she was calling from. She never even considered the possibility. "Yes. I'm in town for a few weeks on business."
"A few weeks... that's a long time. You sound very pretty. I'll bet you make all the guys hot. And the girls, too." Kelly could hear the woman's sultry voice radiate through her, tickling up and down her spine.
"I... well, I guess I'm pretty. I'm married."
"Mmmmmmmmm I love your voice. It's so sexy. Are you feeling sexy tonight?"
"I guess."
"Very good. A married woman, huh? Is this your first time?"
Kelly paused. "Yeah, I guess," she said softly, wondering what the other woman meant exactly.
"Mmm, don't worry, I won't bite. Lesbian virgins make me fucking hot though. I'm only 19, but I have lot's of experience. I started sucking pussy when I was... well... younger. Does that make your pussy wet?"
Kelly sat stunned... excited, but stunned.
"It was my neighbor. She was sooo hot. I came on to her one day and just ravaged her pussy. After that, we had sex almost every day. You can't believe how much I love the taste of a sweet pussy. Me and my friends eat each other out all the time. We just can't get enough. I'll bet yours tastes really good. Unfortunately, tonight I'm sad 'cause I'm sitting at home, all by myself. Just sitting back in bed, wearing nothing, of course. I just love the feeling of silky sheets against my skin. Want to know what I'm doing?" She giggled playfully. "I'm playing with my own pussy. That's right, my fingers are sliding up and down my pussy lips. Getting them all wet and juicy." Kelly was breathing heavily as she heard the girl's voice in her ear. She felt her heart pounding and breathing quickening. Her finger unconsciously pushed into her hole and she let out a little moan. "I love it when my lovers do that to me, don't you? Just teasing me. I've been playing with myself for a long time now, just waiting for the right girl to call. Are you the right girl?"
Kelly gulped loudly. She couldn't speak as her finger continued to assault her hot box. She pushed another in and placing the phone on her shoulder, used her free hand to circle her clit once again. She moaned softly.
"Are you touching yourself? I can hear you breathing harder now. I bet you're playing with your hot little clitty, aren't you?"
Kelly paused for a moment, wondering if she could find the strength to answer her tormentor. "Yessss...," she said softly, almost a whisper.
"Mmmmm, so nasty. You really did want to talk to me didn't you. You wanted me to make you cum all over your nasty little fingers. Pinch your nipples with your other hand. I want them nice and hard when I'm ready to suck on them."
Kelly's right hand moved to obey her phone lover. She gently pinched her nipples, rolling them both between her fingers in a way only she would know. Her two fingers continued to push in and out of her moist box. Her juices were flowing down over her ass, dripping onto the sheets.
"That's right, make them nice and hard. Mmmm, your body is so tasty. I can't wait to lick you all over. Wouldn't you like that?"
Kelly's fingers were rapidly circling her clit as she neared her orgasm. "Yessss," she moaned.
"Good. Why don't you tell me what you want me to lick first?" The woman on the phone was so sexy sounding. Kelly was lost in a sea of erotic pleasure, just what she wanted, just what she needed.
"I... oh gawd... I don't know," she panted, barely able to think.
"Yes you do baby. Just tell me what to lick with my long, wet tongue. I'll put it just where you want it. *Anywhere* you want it. I love the taste of a woman. They're so sweet. Mmmm, is your pussy sweet?"
"I... I guess so."
"Yeah, I bet it is. But I'll save that dessert for last. First I want to suck on your nipples. I'll bet they're hard now, huh? Pinch them for me." Kelly moaned a little. "Now harder... harder. Pinch them and don't let go until I tell you." Kelly pinched both of her nipples between her fingers, pulling them away from her body. The pain was exquisite and she was writhing on the bed. She held her breath, with little squeaks coming from her throat. "There you go baby, let go and just relax. Stroke just the tips of your nipples with your fingers. That's right."
Kelly's nipples were throbbing, but it felt so good to just barely touch them.
"Gawd I'm so wet thinking about you. Can I come over there and play? We'll have lots of fun together. Maybe I can bring a friend, too."
Kelly was writhing on the bed, thinking about two young girls pleasuring her in so many nasty ways. She'd thought about having sex with a woman before, but never really thought about younger women. What would they be like? What would they taste like? And then to have a *very experienced* girl making love to her... it made her head swim.
"Does that sound like fun?" the girl asked with an innocent, seductive voice.
Kelly's fingers were still circling her clit, even faster now. She couldn't get the image of the girls out of her mind... one eating out her pussy while the other sat on her face, humping her pussy against Kelly's mouth.
"How much?" she asked gasping, barely able to speak.
"Not much. Two hundred for each of us. And I promise... it'll be worth it. Gawd I can't stop thinking about your pussy... my mouth is watering."
"Ok," Kelly relented. "Both of you is ok."
"Mmmmm," the girl moaned. "We'll be over soon. Don't cum too much, baby. Save that cream for me. Which hotel are you staying in?"
"It's... it's the Embassy... on Ninth. Room 1003."
"We'll see you soon."
Kelly hung up the phone and wanted desperately to masturbated herself to a quick orgasm, but knew she didn't have time. She threw some pants and a t-shirt over her lingerie, slipped on some shoes and dashed downstairs to the lobby. She had to get to an ATM and be back before the girls showed up. She went to the front desk where a pretty brunette was working the late shift.
She suddenly became very nervous. It was 2am and she was running out to get cash. That was pretty damn suspicious. But she had no choice. "Excuse me," she said grabbing the girl's attention. "Can you tell me where the closest ATM is?"
"Sure, it's just around the corner," she said, pointing the way with her outstretched arm. Kelly was shocked at how she now saw the girl... as a sex object. She felt excited to see the swell of her breasts, the bare flesh exposed from the first few buttons of her blouse being open, her trim hips, and manicured nails. Her breath caught in her throat momentarily.
"Oh... ok... thanks." Kelly walked quickly out the door, down the street and around the corner. She was nervous getting cash this late at night... at least that's what she told herself was the reason she was shaking so much. She pulled the cash from the machine and moved quickly back to the hotel. As she walked in the door, two girls were at the desk talking with the girl at the counter. They were talking like old friends, chatting amiably, laughing at jokes. As she passed, the trio looked at her... almost admiringly she thought.
She slipped down the hall and pressed the elevator button. It seemed to take an eternity for the elevator to actually arrive. The bell dinged and she entered just as the two girls walked up and entered behind her. They moved to the back of the elevator holding hands and snuggled against the back wall. Both of the girls looked to be about 20. The long-haired blond was the shorter of the two. She wore jean shorts and a midriff-baring t-shirt, while the taller, short-haired brunette wore jean shorts and a frilly top with spaghetti straps. Kelly couldn't help but stare at them in the reflection of the elevator doors as they closed.
The blond moved into the arms of the brunette and began kissing her neck. Her hand first grabbed the back of her neck to pull her in and then drifted down her collar bone and chest, stopping to caress her breast. Her fingers traced circles around the taught nipple that was obvious through the thin material. Kelly uneasily shifted weight between her feet. She could feel the heat turning up in the elevator and then noticed that the brunette was looking right at her through the reflective metal.
"Gotta love a bitch in heat," the girl said to her. "Her engine is definitely purring."
"Mmmm hmmm," cooed the blond. "I sooo hungry, baby."
Kelly gulped, her mouth feeling suddenly dry. She watched the blonde's hand slide down across her stomach, her fingers sliding into her shorts when the elevator stopped and the doors opened.
"Awww," the blond pouted. "It was just starting to get fun."
"Don't worry baby girl, it'll get fun again in a minute," the brunette consoled her.
Without looking back, Kelly walked down the hall towards her room. She shook her head trying to clear the extreme sexual thoughts that were pounding there. She didn't know how much more of that lusty show she could have taken. Reaching her door, she produced the keycard from her pocket and inserted it into the lock. Just as she opened the door, she noticed that the two girls were behind her.
"I guess I know where the party is," the blond smiled at her, laying her head on the brunette's shoulder.
"Are you....?" Kelly paused.
"Your teenage pussy dessert," finished the blond.
They walked past her and into the room, their hands lazily grazing her breasts as they walked by. Kelly quickly looked up and down the halls to make sure no one was watching. She paused a second wondering if she could really do this or not, and then stepped inside, closing and locking the door behind her. As she stepped into the room, the brunette was seated on the bed with the blond kneeling on the floor, her hands caressing the brunette's thighs. The brunette's legs were spread wide open and the blonde's fingers were sliding into the leg holes, gently probing her pussy.
"We can get the gift out of the way first," the brunette suggested. "As I said on the phone, I'm just dying to taste you."
Kelly pulled the bills from her pocket and walked towards the two. "How... how long is this for?" she asked, her voice quaking.
"You've got us for two hours," the brunette said as the blond licked her own juice soaked fingers.
The brunette took the bills and stood, moving towards the backpack that lay on the other side of the bed. Kelly had been so absorbed in their behavior that she didn't even see it. Then she felt the blond slip underneath her arm, so that it draped across the girl's shoulders. One of the girl's arms slipped around her back, hugging their hips together, while the other stroked her stomach. Her head rested on Kelly's shoulder, along the side of her breast. The girl was staring intently at her breast and nuzzled her mouth into it, kissing it over her clothes. The hand on her stomach moved higher, sliding up to cradle and squeeze her other breast.
"I'm Rachel and the little pussy licker here is Annie," said the brunette, coming back towards the two. She snuggled into Kelly's other side, her left hand wrapping around her torso, her right grabbing the back of Kelly's neck. "There, we've been introduced." She pulled Kelly towards her into a deep, passionate kiss.
Rachel pushed her body into Kelly, her crotch grinding on Kelly's thigh. Meanwhile, Annie continued stroking, kissing, and licking Kelly's nipple through her shirt, forming a prominent wet spot with a hardened protrusion beneath. Rachel's tongue probed deep into Kelly's mouth and the two were breathing heavily. Kelly didn't even feel Annie unfasten her pants and pull them down a little until she felt her fingers probing inside, curling, caressing, stroking her wet pussy.
Rachel felt Kelly shudder and when she failed to react to her kisses, pulled back. Both looked down as Annie pulled Kelly's pants and panties down and began lightly tonguing her clit. Rachel held Kelly tight to keep the older woman from tripping on her own pants and falling over. Annie's hands reached around and grabbed Kelly's ass tightly, enjoying the feeling of the muscles contracting and loosening in her hands as the older woman reacted to her teasing.
Rachel's hand slid underneath Kelly's shirt and slipped over her breast, caressing it beneath both the shirt and her lingerie. She tortured her hard nipple as she kissed Kelly's neck and sucked on her earlobe. "How does that little girl's tongue on your clit feel? Hmmm? You like that?"



Kelly groaned a quick "Yes" before going quiet again. It was as if she was going to scream out but was trying her best not to be loud. She could hear the panting of Rachel in her ear and the sucking sounds of Annie below making her pant in pleasure. She couldn't believe how good it felt. Her husband went down on her occasionally, but he never made her feel this good. Annie was incredibly good at eating pussy. Kelly could feel her tongue dig into her labia and curl into her pussy. She then quickly locked her mouth hard against the older woman's cunt and sucked, driving Kelly mad as the pleasure shot all over her body. At the same time, Rachel lifted Kelly's shirt over her head and quickly dove into her nipples, licking and sucking them furiously.
Suddenly Rachel pulled away and urged Annie to do the same. Kelly was shaking in heat, her eyes shut tightly, her mouth opened slightly when she felt the cool air replace where the girls' warmth had been. She opened her eyes, taking a moment to refocus them, and saw the girls standing in front of her, kissing. Rachel pulled Annie's t-shirt over her head, tossing it aside. Her pert, firm breasts were lovely, her nipples small, diamond points. Annie unfastened her shorts and pulled them down, leaving her small G-string on underneath.
The two moved over to the bed, Annie sat on the edge and lay back, Rachel knelt on the floor. Her hands stroked Annie's thighs sliding up and over her mound. Kelly looked at the two and couldn't believe her eyes. Annie lying there with her legs open, Rachel stroking her... and both looking right at her was such an incredible turn on.
"I think you need a little taste," Rachel said. "Come over here."
Kelly took the four steps over to the bed and, grabbing Rachel's outstretched hand, knelt on the floor. Rachel's right hand was stroking up and down Annie's inner thigh as Kelly continued to stare, her mouth suddenly becoming very dry.
"Here's your candy," Rachel whispered as her fingers pushed aside Annie's damp panty. Annie's pussy was shaven and pink, her lips very moist and engorged. Rachel used her fingers to spread her labia wide open, baring the pinkness for the older woman. "Isn't it juicy? You can have all you can eat." Kelly sat there watching for a moment before raising one hand and laying it on Annie's leg. "See how soft and smooth her legs are?" Rachel asked. She stroked Annie's thigh, encouraging Kelly to do the same.
Kelly's hand slid up and down along her smooth legs. She couldn't believe she was actually doing it... she was actually this close to another woman's pussy. Her fingers were inches away from that juicy, aromatic juncture. She gulped, her throat and mouth feeling dry.
Rachel pulled the material back over Annie's mound, covering it once again. "I'll let you unwrap it when you're ready," she said. "Whatever you wanna do, baby, she's all yours." She moved behind Kelly and stroked her back for a moment, letting the older woman think about it.
Kelly was fixated on the young girl in front of her. Her body was so hot, her skin so smooth and soft. Her hands stroked her legs and thighs, slowly moving across her abdomen. She leaned down and kissed her stomach and heard Annie moan in satisfaction. Her tongue slid out and she gently licked her skin, loving the sweet taste. She moved to her belly button and let her tongue slither and slide inside it. She felt Annie push her mound up into her chest, her moist panties making a damp spot on Kelly's chest.
She knew what Annie wanted. She moved lower, softly kissing and licking her lower abdomen until her panties rubbed against her chin. She licked along the waistband, her tongue just barely penetrating beneath it.
"Yeah," Annie moaned. Kelly looked up and saw the young girl looking down at her, a very excited, seductive look on her face. Kelly felt her own pussy spasm at the sight.
With one hand she pulled the waistband down a little and licked lower... so close to her clit now.
"Oh gawd yes." She was driving Annie wild. "I want your tongue on me."
Kelly smiled, her tongue making lazy circles and lines on the youth's lower abdomen. Kelly grabbed her G-string and pulled it to the side, exposing her damp mound. She studied it for a moment, wondering if this was a dream, wondering momentarily if she could go through with it. She ran a finger along her labia, feeling it's texture, seeing how it moved as her finger passed, feeling Annie move beneath her in excitement. She bent forward and slowly ran the very tip of her tongue along her labia, where her finger had just been. It slid up and down her lips, just gliding over them.
"Oh," Annie gasped, breathing heavily.
Kelly felt more and more empowered as Annie responded to her touch. Her tongue pressed harder into her tasty flesh as she took long licks up and down her slit. At the top, she twirled her tongue around, just like her husband had done to her before, making Annie groan in pleasure. Rachel gathered up her hair from behind, keeping it away from her mouth as she opened wider to let her tongue drive deeper.
There was no rush, no time limits, nothing to keep Kelly from enjoying Annie's pussy. The youth continually gyrated her cunt on Kelly's face enjoying every sensation that Kelly gave her. Kelly was so amazed how responsive and vocal she was, her little whimpers and moans exciting her. Kelly licked and sucked, tasting her, flicking her tongue rapidly over her clit until the young thing came. She was so excited that she made her cum. She felt her own pussy twinge with need as those soft, sleek thighs clamped around her ears and that fresh pussy pushed up into her face.
Annie sat up and the two kissed passionately, mouths open, tongues battling, pressing into each other. Annie then pulled on the older woman, encouraging her to get up onto the bed. Kelly crawled up onto her knees when suddenly Annie moved behind her, flipped onto her back and slipped her head between her thighs. Her arms wrapped around Kelly's legs and gripped around her hips, pulling her down.
Kelly was surprised by Annie's actions but allowed her hips to lower down until she felt the youngster's tongue slide along her cunt. She looked down and saw Annie's blond hair laying out like a halo around her head, her blue eyes staring up at Kelly hungrily. Kelly was so turned on by her and this girl was definitely an expert. Her tongue and mouth strummed against Kelly's pussy just right giving her a rollercoaster ride of pleasure.
It didn't take long for Kelly's first orgasm and she started to lift up and away, but Annie gripped harder, keeping her down on her face. Kelly was so used to having one orgasm with her husband that she never even realized her potential for many. And Annie knew just what she was doing. As Kelly came down from her first orgasm, Annie was softly licking her, letting her relax. Kelly reached down and cradled her head with one hand, helping to hold it to her hot cunt.
She was rocking her hips when she felt Rachel push her from behind. She fell forward on all fours, her hair cascading onto the bed in front of her. She looked back just in time to see Rachel grab her hips with one hand, while manipulating something into her open pussy with the other. She'd fucked doggie style before with Tom, but never while her clit was being so lavishly and expertly manipulated by a hot tongue.
Rachel pushed into her and then grabbed her hips with both hands, using the extra leverage to start fucking her properly, with quick, shallow strokes punctuated by long, deep ones. Kelly hadn't had something this big inside her in a long, long time. She closed her eyes and let the feelings sweep over her body. She felt her skin flush and her body warm wonderfully. She let her head and shoulders drop onto the bedsheet and felt Rachels thrusts push her into the bed. Oh gawd she was loving this. She felt like she was moaning so loud, groaning as the dildo was pounded into her. She wondered for a moment what the neighbors thought. But right now, she didn't give a fuck.
Rachel leaned over her back and she could feel her nipples press into her lower back. Her fingers intertwined in Kelly's hair and pulled her head back hard while pushing her hips in extra fast, extra deep. Kelly let out a loud grunt, the dildo jammed so far into her. The young girl continued her thrusting, her other hand leaving Kelly's hip as well. She briefly licked the tip of her thumb before she slid it around Kelly's asshole, slightly piercing it. She'd never had her ass played with before and it felt so dirty... and so erotic. She was going to cum... and soon.
Annie slid up beneath her and started licking her nipples, sucking on them, biting them. Kelly wanted to kiss her but Rachel had too firm a hold on her hair, holding it like the reigns on a horse.
Kelly came hard, her entire body quivering, her hands shaking. She grunted and groaned as Rachel pushed deep into her and held her there tightly.
After a few moment, Rachel released her and pulled out. Kelly laid forward onto Annie, panting. Her heart was racing and she was sweating from her exertion. Annie kissed her all over her face and neck, cuddling close. Rachel soon joined them, spooning Kelly from behind so that she was in the middle of the two teen sexpots, both of them kissing and fondling her.
She didn't remember falling asleep and didn't know how long she was out, but she awoke with the feel of renewed kisses on her neck, fingers dancing across her nipples, hardening them.
"Wake up sleepy head," said Rachel. "We're not done yet."
"Oh gawd," Kelly groaned. "You want more?"
"Mmm hmmm. I want you to fuck me," Rachel panted in her ear.
"Ok," Kelly agreed, sitting up. Rachel stacked pillows behind her and placed one under her hips. She leaned back against the headboard of the bed, spreading her knees wide. Kelly lay between her knees, up next to her luscious pussy. She used her fingers to start stroking the sexy, smooth-shaven flesh. It was definitely different than Annie's pussy... her lips were more hidden. She pulled the skin aside exposing the pink beauty inside.
Rachel reached down and grabbing her wrist, pulled it up to her face and started sucking on her fingers. It was such an erotic sight that Kelly thought she could cum right there. Her mind was still sleep riddled, but she was certainly waking up fast.
Annie leaned over Rachel and was gently stroking and licking her skin, moving closer and closer to her breasts and wonderfully hard nipples. Kelly had seen lesbian displays in porno flicks before, but until tonight had never thought she'd actually be in one... and a threesome at that. This was certainly going to be a night to remember.
Rachel released her wet fingers from her mouth and moved her hand back to her pussy. She urged Kelly to slide them into her vagina, putting two in first. She moved Kelly's hand in and out, fucking herself with them. After a moment, she let go and left it to Kelly to continue. The older woman slid her fingers in and out, feeling the wetness and heat engulf her. Rachel used one hand to masturbate, running her fingers around and around her clit. One of Annie's hands would occasionally join in, too. It didn't take long for Rachel to start breathing heavily.
Kelly turned her hand over and rubbed the top of Rachels vagina with her finger tips, looking for her g-spot. Rachel grunted and moaned in appreciation, encouraging Kelly to fuck her faster and harder. Kelly introduced a third finger.... and then a fourth, driving them deep into Rachel's cunt. Rachel's mouth opened in a silent scream, her face twisting in a mixture of pain and pleasure by the onslaught. Her eyes rolled up and her head lolled to the side.
Kelly was hoping to make her cum quickly, but Annie seemed to have other ideas. She got off the bed and pulled Kelly with her, leaving Rachel laying there alone. Annie grabbed the strap-on and helped Kelly slip it up her long legs and lock it around her hips. Rachel flipped to her knees and backed towards the edge of the bed.
Annie dropped to her knees and started sucking on the fake cock, covering it with her saliva. Kelly could see one of the reasons guys enjoyed blowjobs, it was damn sexy to see it disappear into her mouth like that. If she could have felt her mouth on her, she would have blown her load right then and there. It only took a few minutes for Annie to finish her task of lubricating the latex monster.
Kelly walked to the edge of the bed and held the dildo out, wondering what to do. She was on totally unfamiliar ground being on this end of fucking. She pushed her hips forward, lining the dildo up with Rachel's pussy. It was just touching her, but wasn't going to push it before it bent aside. Rachel reached back between her legs and guided the big tool into her. She pushed back as Kelly pushed forward, sliding it deep inside.
Rachel helped with the initial fucking motions, rocking her hips forward and back as Kelly fucked her. The older woman grabbed the teen's hips and used them as leverage.
"Oh, yeah, faster," Rachel moaned. "Fuck me hard."
Kelly picked up her pace, pushing her hips in harder and faster so that her pelvis struck the teens ass with every stroke.
Annie moved beside the two and smacked Rachel on each ass cheek several times to Rachels moans of pleasure. She lifted her finger up to Kelly's lips and let her suck on it for a moment, getting it all wet. Then Kelly watched as she first played with Rachel's asshole, then pushed her finger slowly into her. Rachel held herself in place when the new intrusion started, willing herself to relax. Kelly kept slapping into her, listening to the smack of bodies with every hard thrust.
Kelly was wondering how long she could keep this up when Rachel started moaning louder. Annie pushed yet another finger into her ass, sliding them in and out through the tight sphincter. Rachel's eyes and mouth were wide open in pain and pleasure and her moans were nearly constant now. Her own hand had slid down her body and was rapidly stroking her clit. Suddenly she pushed away from the two, flattening out on the bed, her hand caught between her legs and convulsing hips. Kelly watched in stunned amazement as the teen orgasmed as if she were having a seizure. The girl's fingers were pinching and stroking her clit.
As Rachel relaxed on the bed, Annie and Kelly joined her, sandwiching her between them, and kissed and hugged her tight. Within minutes, all three were again asleep.
Kelly awoke a few hours later to an empty bed. She looked over at the clock and saw that it was 8am, time to get moving for her next meeting. She was still tired, her body sore. But she felt so satisfied, perhaps more so than she'd ever been before. She knew that with another two weeks of meetings yet to occur, she'd have to have the girls over for more.
*****
The taxi driver opened her door again and she stepped out into her familiar suburban neighborhood. Tom came walking out the door, smiling, arms open wide.
"Hi!" he said softly, taking her into his arms for a big hug and kissed her quickly. "I missed you."
She could hear the taxi driver putting her suitcases and bags to the side, the plastic feet hitting the concrete of the driveway. "I missed you, too. Very much." She was tired and it showed in her face and voice.
"Let's get these inside and you can tell me all about it," Tom said, grabbing his wallet to pay for the taxi. He grabbed several of the bags and hauled them in as she grabbed the remaining.
As she walked up the sidewalk towards the door, she watched him from behind. She loved him, she really did. And he was a great guy, a great provider, a great friend. But... she was missing something in her life. She knew she was going to have to go on a business trip to the city again. She could feel her need and desire beginning to spark anew even now.
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Kickboxing with His Mother-in-Law
"Thank you, ma'am," Vince said, giving Angie a high five. The kickboxing class was over and the dozen students milled about the room as he congratulated each one. After all the punching and kicking on the heavy bag, all the crunches and pushups, followed by the slow, deep stretching, it was the typical way he ended classes. They were all pretty sweaty, but most of them weren't worn out. Some of them were actually rejuvenated. Sometimes exercise does that to you, revs up your metabolism and your hormones giving you a kind of high.
Vince stepped aside and began packing up his gear. Being a travelling kickboxing instructor meant he had to carry everything he needed in his car. It was so much simpler renting his own place and keeping everything there, but that hadn't lasted too long. It just became too expensive. But he was glad to still be teaching the class. It was such a fun time for him, getting people pumped up and excited. Sometimes he got the wonderful reward of a beautiful woman in the class. Someone for him to fantasize about at least.
Angie happened to meet that criteria. She was his wife's, Jamie's, forty-year-old, single mom. She'd been in the class for three months now and ever since he met her, Vince had been mesmerized by her. At the school, he always tried to greet her, always tried to talk with her. He was almost always on her heavy bag just to be around her.
Vince met Jamie in the kickboxing class several years ago and they'd been married for a year. Angie had expressed interest in the class and joined more recently, usually attending the same classes as Jamie.
At first, he was very attracted to her figure. What red-blooded male wouldn't be. She had a terrific body, was in really good shape, with a slightly fatty waist, wide hips, and nice, D-cup breasts. He enjoyed watching them jiggle as she punched and kicked. She said she was fat, but he thought she had some absolutely fantastic proportions. She seemed to have energy that just never died. And then after talking with her, Vince found that she had a very wonderful personality, too. She was funny, intelligent, and so full of life. It was a joy just to be around her.
Of course she had a boyfriend, she was a student, and... his mother-in-law, so he laid low. Vince didn't want to make her uncomfortable by seeming to coming on to her. He figured he'd be happy just to see her a few times a week in class.
While Vince was gathering his gear together everyone began filing out of the room. He was just getting ready to turn out the lights when Angie walked out of the bathroom. She had changed a little... she actually seemed to undress a little, to his surprise. In class she was wearing long workout pants and a t-shirt. Now she had on nothing more than a sports bra and some loose, short shorts. Her breasts seemed to be straining at her top and her nipples were very prominently erect.
Vince forced myself to look away so that he wouldn't totally embarrass himself. She was his mother-in-law for chrissake.
"Everyone else is gone?" she asked, as if trying to sound surprised without really being that way.
"Yep. We're the last ones."
She started gathering her gear while Vince went in the back and turned out the lights.
"Oh, crap," she exclaimed loudly.
"What's wrong?" Vince yelled from the back room, emerging through the door seconds later.
"I forgot about getting a ride back home," she said. "My car's in the shop and I had a friend drop me off. Jamie's usually here and I was going to ask her. But..."
She looked pretty upset, so he figured he'd of course help. "Yeah... Jamie had to work late. But I'll give you a ride home."
"It's not too much trouble?" Her eyes had his insides locked up tight. She was so incredibly sexy. How could he ever say no?
"Of course. No trouble at all," he smiled.
She helped him haul his stuff to his car and stash it away in the trunk. He had to move a couple things out of the passenger seat, yet another problem with his "roaming" school, but they were seated soon. He put on his seatbelt and almost openly drooled as she turned and reached for hers. He could see her breasts very clearly now and it had an immediate effect on him. As she turned back around he turned forward and started the car.
They pulled out of the parking lot and Vince followed the roads to her house. It was growing dark outside, but was still pretty warm on this early Summer night. The windows were down a little to give them some fresh air and he had some rock music playing on the radio.
Suddenly she started to cry. Vince was shocked at the sudden emotional change and was devastated that she was so upset. He'd never seen her so distraught.
"What's wrong?" he asked, putting his hand on her forearm. Her hand was resting on her thigh so his hand was awfully close to her pussy. But he entered the "son-in-law" mode and tried to just be consoling.
She wiped the tears from her eyes and told him that she just broke up with her boyfriend last night. She told him how much of a jerk he was, how he had mistreated her. Vince was happy that she thought she could confide in him, but saddened that she was going through this.
Vince told her how wonderful of a person she was and found a joke or two to make her smile a little. He liked to see her smile.
"Can I ask you a question?" she said almost shyly, looking straight at him.
"Yeah, go ahead."
"How come you never hit on me?"
Vince felt shocked and a little light headed at this point. He wasn't sure what to do or say. He had all sorts of good reasons for not hitting on her, but he couldn't think of them at the moment. And he didn't answer fast enough.
"Do you find me attractive?"
His mouth felt dry and his heart was pounding in his chest. "Yes, Angie, I find you very attractive. I... I guess I never hit on you because... well... you're my mother-in-law."
"Thanks," she replied. "You know I find you very attractive, too. To tell you the truth, I'm kind of jealous of Jamie."
And there went his heart again. It was pounding and pounding in his chest and his hands felt a little sweaty.
"Um... thank you," he laughed softly, embarrassed.
They sat in silence for a moment and were starting to pass by one of the larger parks in the area.
"Can we go in there for a little bit... to talk?" she asked him.
Vince could tell she really wanted to vent a little and needed someone to vent to. He was still impressed that she wanted to talk to him... and he didn't have anything to do... so he said sure and they went into the park. It was about 9:15 and was starting to get dark. The park officially closed at 11:00 so they had plenty of time. He made his way to one of the lots, pulled into the space, and turned off the ignition. The park was empty at this time of night.
Angie pulled off her seat belt and sat there in silence for a moment. "Thank you for talking with me," she finally said.
"Sure. You sound like you need to."
"I do," she said. "You know, it's just... Tom and I were together for about a year and then he just stopped paying attention to me. We hadn't even had sex in two months."
Vince sat silent, not knowing what to say or even where to look. Talking about sex with your mother-in-law was not something he was prepared to do.
"It's so frustrating. Before Angie's dad, I used to work in a country club," she said. "I used to be a cute little waitress. The number of rich, handsome men that hit on me would blow your freaking mind. Angie's dad was great... but his health wasn't so good. And then I got stuck with that loser Tom who hadn't made me cum in two months."
Angie looked right at him. "I used to get fucked, you know... by multiple guys at one time even. I used to do all sorts of freaky shit. And then I got married... and my whole life changed."
"Now look at me," she said, running her hands down over her tits and abdomen. "I mean... I think I'm hot. I'm all freaky in the sheets and everything, but I think I'm still wifey material. My tits used to be the talk of the town. Why can't I find a guy that takes care of me and just... satisfies me. It's ridiculous."
Vince nodded, not knowing what else to do. "Guys can be jerks sometimes."
"So why shouldn't I just go out and get what I want, right?"
He nodded again. Images of Angie getting fucked danced in his head, giving him an incredible hardon.
"Do you think I have nice tits?" she asked, holding them in her hands and squeezing them.
"Um... yeah... of course... um... you do," Vince stammered. This was not something he ever expected to see.
"You are so sweet... I appreciate you listening to me," she said. She smiled at him and touched his shoulder with her finger, running it down his arm. "You're so tall... and handsome. Oh God... you're just so... strong. Jamie is so fucking lucky. Sometimes I wonder how pissed off she'd be if I just fucked you."
Vince's mouth was dry and he nervously licked his lips.
Another uncomfortable moment passed. Then suddenly Angie cried out in pain. "Oh, that hurts! Owwww!" Her hands went to her thigh and she gripped it tightly, massaging it as best she could.
"What's wrong?" he asked, taking his seatbelt off quickly. He put his hands on hers, a reflex action.
"I've got a... oh shit... I've got a cramp in my leg," she moaned in pain.
Vince moved her hands away and began massaging her thigh, trying to relax the muscle. She seemed to feel relief pretty quickly but he kept going. It took him a moment, but very soon he was conscious to the softness of her skin. And it was warm. It was an incredible turn on. His erection grew and wasn't well hidden beneath his lightweight exercise pants.
She turned a little towards him, lifting her leg, giving him more access to it.
"That feels nice. Thanks," Angie whispered.
"Does it feel better?" Vince looked up into her eyes and saw a smoldering hunger. She had very seductive eyes normally and at the moment they were incredibly attractive.
"Much better, but... don't stop... I like the way you touch me."
Vince groaned, knowing just how trapped she made him feel. He took the bait hook, line, and sinker. Not that he really minded, but it was funny how easily he fell for her.
"It's very... mmmm... nice," she whispered softly. Vince could see she was breathing more heavily and her nipples were even more prominently erect.
His hands were gliding up and down her thigh, his left hand on her very warm and soft inner thigh. He was totally enraptured by the feel and couldn't take his eyes off of her. Angie's hand covered his, pulling it higher up her leg, sliding it between her legs and pressing it against her pussy.
"Touch me... here," Angie whispered, leaning towards him. "That makes me feel much better."
She guided his hand up and down her pussy and Vince could feel the naked flesh move beneath the very thin material of her shorts. She moaned softly as her hand snaked around his neck and pulled him into a deep kiss. Her lips were wonderful as his danced against them. It was the most passionate kiss he had ever received. Angie's hips ground slowly against his hand and Vince could tell she was extremely excited.
His fingers slid along the length of her pussy and she moaned into his mouth. Angie moved to his shoulder and started kissing his neck, licking his ear. Vince loved to hear her whimpers and gasps in his ear as his fingertips teased her clit.
"Oh fuck, yes," Angie moaned. Her right hand slipped down to his erection and slid up and down it's length. Vince could tell she longed for it. His workout pants were very loose and his cock easily tented them. They were also very thin, so she felt every ridge, every vein along his growing length.
"Please," she whispered before her tongue slipped around his ear. "Touch me."
Vince knew what she wanted and his hand slid underneath the waist band of her shorts. She was so hot and wet. He didn't know how Angie could control herself at all. He could feel her pubic hair, neatly trimmed, and his fingers curled in it, teasing her. Angie was grinding her hips into his hand, desiring more contact, desiring his touch on her clit.
After a moment, he slid his hand lower, guiding his fingers down both sides of her clit so that it was trapped and squeezed between them. Her moan was exquisite and her body shook deliciously. Vince could tell how much she loved that and repeated it a few times as she pushed her hips hard into his hand.
"Oh, God... yes...", she groaned loudly.
Vince was so enraptured by her. Here he was, many years younger than her and not the best looking guy on the block. Angie was one of the hottest women around, with a body to absolutely die for, and a terrific personality to go along with it, and she was putty in his hands. She wanted him with every fiber of her being right now. She wanted him to make her cum so very hard. Wanted him to make her feel sexy and alive.
Vince's fingers curled lower and pushed against her labia. He wanted desperately to feel inside her cunt, to feel her heat and wetness engulf him. He wanted to taste her and drown in her juices as he made her explode again and again. His right hand wrapped around her shoulders, holding her close to him. She spread her knees wider, putting her right foot up on the edge of the seat, giving him much better access to her aching pussy.
His lips moved down, kissing along her neck, moving to the top of her chest. His lips and tongue traced lines along her collar bone, eliciting mewling noises from her. His fingers were sliding along your labia and he was enjoying her reaction to his teasing. She was making him so damn hot.
She suddenly pushed away from him in a huff. He thought she had an abrupt change of mind, but then noticed her wicked little smile. "Come outside," she said seductively.
Angie opened the door and slipped out before Vince could even respond. The light inside the car was so bright in his eyes it shocked him for a moment. Here was his turning point... to just abandon all reason and go outside with her, or abandon his emotions, his passion, his desire, and try to stay professional.
In seconds, his lust won out and he opened his own door and followed her. They could barely see in the darkness, but Angie was able to make her way to a nearby picnic table. She sat on the bench, sideways, waiting for him. When he got there, she moved up to sit on the table and encouraged him to have a seat on the bench.
As Vince started to sit, Angie giggled softly and in one motion, slipped her top over her head exposing her magnificent breasts to the night air. She massaged and squeezed them for a moment, making sure she had his full attention, and then she leaned into him, guiding her engorged nipple to his mouth. Her hands gently cradled his head as she felt his lips entrap her nipple and begin sucking on it. He felt her legs against his sides as he let his tongue dance across her sensitive breasts. He adored feeling her thighs grip him, pull him closer to her, as she mewed above him.
Angie pulled him into her sharply, as if trying to smother him in her chest. He was in heaven feeling the soft meaty globes surround his face. His tongue licked her skin and he placed small kisses on her chest. When she pulled away, his mouth attacked the other nipple with a fervor. Her breasts were magnificent and he longed to suck on them for hours.
Angie lifted one leg into the air and placed her knee on his shoulder. Vince knew what she wanted now. She pushed his head away and looked down at him with a sultry, desiring smile. Then she sat back, leaning back on her arms. His mouth trailed kisses down her body until he reached her belly button. His tongue snaked around it, delved into it as she whimpered. Her hips were rising and falling, trying to encourage him to continue his journey.
Vince's kisses reached the waistband of her shorts and he licked along it teasingly. "Please," she begged. "It's been so long. I really need it."
He grabbed the waistline of her shorts and tugged, indicating that he wanted to pull them off. Angie lifted her hips allowing him to lower them and he gently pulled them down her legs. Vince set them aside and her legs moved back to his shoulders. He looked down at her lovely pussy, barely visible in the fading light, and saw her stroking herself.
"That's my job," he said leaning down. His tongue flicked the back of her hand and she moved it away. Laughing softly, he turned his head to the side and softly nibbled and licked her inner thigh.
"Mmm," she moaned.
"You taste so good. You sure you want this?" Even though she started this, Vince wanted to give her one more chance to back away.
"Fuck yes. Make me cum," she moaned.
Vince bent lower and let his tongue glide through her pubic hair, let his nose take in her scent. He kissed her there, gently, and continually flicked his tongue against her flesh. He heard her breath catch in her throat as he licked a little lower, letting his tongue glide along the side of her clit. He applied a little pressure to it, but it was just like a whisper. He could tell she loved it. Her body was quivering, her breathing was raspy. His tongue danced lower, stroking through her labia, stabbing just into her vagina. He made long licks, relishing her taste and the softness of her pussy.
He extended his tongue into her vagina and wiggled it a little causing her to groan. Her hips were rotating on his face as his tongue slowly slid in and out, fucking her.
"Mmhmm, that feels good," she whispered, barely able to speak.
His arms circled her thighs, meeting just above her pussy. He let his fingers play in her pubic hair and across her clit as his tongue assaulted her vagina. She was gasping now, enjoying all the pleasure he was giving her, enjoying all the frustration he was releasing from her.
Angie was cumming soon afterwards. She was a moaner and was fairly loud as she came on his face. Vince loved hearing her but wondered just how far the sound would travel. The last thing he wanted to do was get busted in this position.
After Angie came, she hurriedly moved off the top of the table. She moved in quickly and kissed him roughly and passionately. She moved her lips down his neck, sliding her tongue along his collar bone. Her hands were busy, too, sliding his workout pants to the ground, letting his erection lose.
Angie's hand stroked him urgently as she continued to kiss him. Vince felt so wonderful, so attractive, so sexy and desirable. Her fingers wrapped around his hard shaft and stroked him to full hardness. His cock was so sensitive at this point, so engorged with blood. After a few minutes she pushed him to make him sit once again. When he was seated, she moved onto his lap putting her legs around him. Somehow she was able to lift her hips into the air, position him at the entrance of her vagina, and slide down his length.
Her pussy was so incredibly hot and wet. Vince could feel it being stretched by his thick cock. She was gurgling above him as he slid deeper and deeper. Almost penetrating to the very core of her being. When he was fully embedded, she smiled down at him and kissed him softly.
"Oh, very... very... nice...," Angie whispered.
Her breasts were right at eye level and as she began to fuck him, raising and lowering her hips, they bobbed in front of him enticingly. He wrapped his arms around her, pushing as much of her breast into his mouth as he could and sucked hard. She grunted and ground her hips into him. They rocked their hips back and forth, moving his long hard shaft in and out of her pussy.
Angie were so excited with so many sensations invading her mind at one time. Her body was completely enflamed with desire, with an almost unquenchable need. She leaned back, putting her hands on his knees for support, putting her feet on the bench beside him. In this new position, she was able to grind her hips even harder into him, driving his cock so deep into her pussy. She was moving quickly within seconds.



Vince moved his hand down to Angie's pubic bone and used his thumb to play with her clit. He loved how she shuddered and groaned every time his thumb passed over it. She was practically a wild woman, trying to slam him into her again and again and again. He circled her clit with his thumb, maintaining constant contact.
"Oh... yeah... yesyesyesyes," she moaned. "Oh my... God... yes! Give it to me! Oh my God yes!"
Within seconds she was cumming at last, cumming like she'd never cum before. It felt so incredible, so overwhelming. Every nerve in her body was tingling in delight. It seemed to last for hours as it peaked and fell and peaked again, her hips never stopped slamming into him. She vaguely wondered how long her orgasm could last. She let out high pitched little squeals with every tremor. Finally it ended and she slid off his cock and lay back on the table top, panting. Vince stroked her thighs tenderly and felt her body trembling.
"Oh my gosh," she said breathlessly. "That was so incredible."
He laughed. "I could tell."
"I've never... ever, cum so hard. You made me feel so fucking good."
Vince was smiling, looking down at her beautiful body. He only wished it was light out, so he could really see it. Her hands were stroking her thighs as she relished how sensitive her body still was. Her skin was alive and her body was one big erogenous zone.
"Oh my God, I'm still so horny." Angie sat up, suddenly having energy again. She slipped to the ground in front of him. She felt the cool, damp grass on her knees as her hands slid over his thighs. She rubbed her face over his cock, letting her lips gently kiss it, letting her tongue lightly graze over it. It circled and circled around her face. She loved to feel how hard it was. She loved knowing that she caused it.
"And I'm hungry," she giggled. She kept both hands on his knees as she slowly licked up and down his long shaft. It felt so fucking good.
"Oh, God yes," Vince whispered. He had wanted this night to happen for a long time now.
Angie covered the length of his cock with her saliva, mixed with her own juices. She then wrapped her hand around it and began to stroke it, gently at first, and then building speed and force. Vince was already near cumming when she came moments ago, so he knew it wouldn't take long for her to make him blow his load now.
She relished teasing him, though. She licked the head of his cock, tasting his precum with the tip of her tongue. He was in heaven. As she stroked him, she watched every reaction that he made, so she could find every electric button on his cock.
Every sensation roared through his body causing his hips to jump and tremors to rumble through him. Angie was so intent on giving him pleasure and it excited him. She drew his cock deep into her mouth and then sucked strongly as she pulled it free. Her tongue lathered spit all over it giving plenty of lubrication for her hands.
Angie worked his cock so well that he was at the peak very quickly. She stroked his length with both hands, moving faster and faster. Her mouth covered the head of his cock, waiting for his load to enter it. In seconds Vince felt it boiling over and relief washed over him as his cum slammed into the back of her waiting throat. She moaned in joy as he came again and again.
Then she released him and leaned in to hug him. Vince could feel his deflating cock rubbing against her stomach, but knew he was spent for a while. After several minutes they stood and got dressed. It felt awkward to Vince, but as they were walking back to the car, Angie asked if they could meet back here after class next week.
Vince didn't think the week could pass by fast enough!
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"Hi," the well-dressed woman said approaching the badge office at the police station. "I'm here to see Detective Williams."
"ID please," the young female officer behind the glass asked. She looked like she could be fresh from the academy.
Jessica pulled her driver's license and psychiatry ID card from her purse and slid them into the metal tray. After a quick call to the Detective, the woman gave her a temporary badge which she attached to the collar of her off-white blouse. Her favorite blouse.
"Doctor Flemming?" a voice said from behind her. She turned and faced the gruff Detective. "Detective Williams. Thanks for coming down. This way, please."
The detective was older, probably in his late 50's and nearing retirement. She'd never met him before, although she had been called to the station occasionally. He led her through to a locked door that buzzed before he opened it and into the main area of police headquarters.
"What's the issue, Detective?" she asked as they walked.
"We caught a suspect last night for multiple rapes in the area and now he's acting funny." The detective held the door for her and she moved through into another hallway. "I'm told you've had some experience working down here and thought maybe you could help."
"Funny? How so?"
"Well... of course he claims he didn't do it. They all do that. But of all things he says there's a woman in his head that did all this." She was led into a darkened room with what appeared to be one-way glass on one wall. Inside the adjoining room was an older, somewhat frail gentleman, with his hands cuffed to the table top in front of him.
"Normally I'd just say bullshit and let it go, but..." He stopped mid-sentence, giving Jessica a slightly uneasy feeling.
"But?"
"Well... I've actually seen what appears to be two different personalities inside him. I've never seen anything like it in my life. One minute he's some hick, and the next, boom, he's all prim and proper like." They moved over to the glass and looked at him. "Meet Ham Estridge, doc. He's a janitor at a local high school. And wanted for 6 rapes over the past year. I gotta tell ya, the last was with one of the guidance counselors."
She looked at the man. He sat hunched in his chair, lightly sobbing. His body looking too frail to even move, let alone rape a bunch of women. "Multiple personalities are pretty rare in society at large," she said. "Even far rarer for men. Can I talk to him?"
"That's what I was hoping for," the detective smiled. He moved to the door and opened it again, leading her back out into the hall and to the next door down. The detective opened it and, this time, went in first.
"Mr. Estridge, this here is Doctor Flemming. She'd like to talk to you for a little bit." The officer patted the prisoner on the shoulder. Ham raised his head and looked first at the officer and then to her.
"I ain't need no doctor," he said.
"Well I think if you have a woman in your head making you do bad things, then you do," the detective smiled, looking rather amused at the story. He didn't really believe it was real.
"Hi Ham. I just want to talk, ok?" Jessica asked pulling the chair out and sitting down opposite him, the table between them.
"Not that I got no choice or nothin'."
Jessica got out a notebook and a pen, then looked at the detective, telling her with her eyes that he should leave.
"I'll leave you two alone then," he said and slipped out the door. Jessica figured he just moved into the office next door again to watch the proceedings. So much for private conversations, but at least he couldn't directly influence what Ham would tell her.
"Can you tell me what happened? What brought you here?"
Ham looked at her. He looked so tired, so frail. His eyes were red from crying and he played with his fingertips.
"They said I raped some woman."
"They said?"
"I... I didn't do it. It was... it was her. She did it."
"She? Who's she? The woman they say you raped?"
"The woman in my goddamned head, that's who," he said angrily, raising his voice.
"Ok... how did she do it if she's in your head?"
"I dunno... she... she used my body somehow. I was just along for the ride. Sometimes she'd do things while I was blacked out or sumthin'. Other times she let me watch, but I couldn't do nuthin' to stop her. Oh Lord Almighty, I saw her do so many things... so many bad things. But she did 'em... not me. I'd never hurt nobody."
"When did this all start? When did you first notice... her?"
Ham shook his head, obviously thinking about all the events that had happened. "I dunno... a year ago I guess. There was this voice... in my head. It was all sweet like at first. Talking things. Telling me to do things. But I wouldn't do 'em. Then... then I started blacking out like... and... and waking up like in weird places or doing weird... things. It scared the hell outta me."
"Weird things? What kind of weird things?"
Ham hung his head low and sobbed. Jessica felt so very sorry for him and what he was going through. She'd seen people break down like this, many times. Normally she was prepared to handle it. But something about Ham's story made her truly empathize with him.
"She... she made me... do things to myself... and do things to women... I didn't want to. I didn't mean to," he sobbed.
Jessica felt the need to touch him, to hold his hand, to comfort him. She shifted forward in her seat. Her hand slid across the table and the made contact with his fingers and then hand. It felt course in hers and she knew he was a man used to working with his hands day in and day out.
His hand lightly gripped hers as he continued sobbing, his head bowed down.
"Oh, please," he said suddenly, his voice changing to one of defiance and strength and he sat upright looking directly at her. His hands clasped hers firmly. "You're not going to buy this are you?" he asked. "I can't lie. I loved it. I loved every minute with every woman. I loved every delicious lick, every touch... And ummmm" His face contorted in pleasure as if he were in the midst of an orgasm. "I loved every time my dick went into their wet pussies."
Jessica was surprised by the sudden change in behavior. "Ham?" she asked.
"Well... I'm kinda Ham. But, then again, I'm kinda not," he said smiling. It was a cold, calculating smile. One that scared Jessica and she pulled her hands back.
"Aww... I liked holding your hand. It's so soft... so... welcoming," he smiled.
"And you are?" she asked, her heart beating rapidly in fear, disbelief, and fascination.
"My name is Emmanuelle," he said and extended his hand as if to shake hers. "Emmanuelle Brodheim, nice to meet you doctor."
Jessica looked at his hand, but didn't move to shake it. He pulled his hand back after a moment.
"Ham seems to blame you for all of his troubles. Is that true?"
"Troubles? There aren't any troubles, just... fun. I'm just helping him have a little fun in his life. Is that so wrong?" he said, smiling.
"That depends on the kind of fun you're having, I suppose," she answered. "What did you do?"
"Oh, the doctor wants to hear a story," he said giggling. "Well we had a little crush on a teacher at the school. A beautiful, innocent, and yummy young woman." He licked his lips eerily as he described her. "I could tell that he wanted her. His dick grew so hard every time she came by and said hi. An interesting sensation, that. I know you don't know the feeling. But let me tell you that guys get so horny over the simplest of things."
Jessica took some notes as she listened to him... her... speak. It was unnerving to hear such a strong feminine voice come from this broken man.
"He didn't want to do anything about it," she continued. "He was too... shy. But I wanted her... I wanted her my way. So I helped him. I helped him realize just how exciting a fuck she would be." He stopped for a moment until Jessica looked up and met his eyes. "Do you want the sordid details Doctor Flemming or just the Reader's Digest condensed version?"
Jessica sat back. "What ever you want to tell me."
"Mmmm... I went into her body... her deliciously innocent, sweet body. And I corrupted her. I helped her become so very naughty, Doctor Flemming. First I made her masturbate... all the time. She had the most deliciously sensitive pussy. And she'd rub it and rub it for orgasm after orgasm. Every chance she got. I bet her boyfriend got a little excited by her. I even made her play in front of him," he giggled.
"I made her say the most perverted things to boys... to men... and women. Telling them how juicy and ready her pussy was for them. Telling them how much she needed to be fucked. And, oh, they wanted her. I asked Ham to fuck her one day. I begged him to fuck her hard as I touched and stroked his big dick. And when he pushed her back and wouldn't give in, I made him do it. I made him strip off her clothes. I made him hold her down and lick her pussy until it was so wet and juicy. I made him fuck her tight virgin pussy... and ass... again and again... even as she cried for him to stop. Oh she made such a heavenly sound as she moaned for him to stop and then screamed in orgasm."
Jessica was held in rapt fascination. How in the hell was this possible? What in the hell created this personality in his psyche?
"Then I made her love it... I made her beg for more and more... I made her crave his cock. Her pussy squeezed my cock and it was like tight, buttery heaven." He closed his eyes as if remembering the feeling. "It took me a long time to appreciate a man's cock, Doctor Flemming. Especially the feeling of a cock being squeezed by a pussy as it's cumming... or the feeling when it pumps a gallon of cum inside. It's so different than being a woman."
He smiled at her and looked at her as if he wanted her, too. He was looking at her breasts, as if admiring them and wanting to see them. It took a moment before his eyes found hers again.
"Then the police barged in... and ruined the rest of our fun."
Jessica looked down at her notes, trying to find something to give her strength. She'd worked with some pretty messed up patients before, but nothing like this.
"I don't understand something. You say you made him... and you made her. How did you do that?" Jessica asked.
"That's for me to know..." he said, laughing.
"If you're a part of Ham, you couldn't make the girl do anything. Are you saying you're not a part of Ham?"
"Oh, doctor, I am so much bigger than Ham. And I come and go as I please. That's the beauty of being me."
"Where did you come from?" Jessica asked, wondering what in the hell she was dealing with.
"I came from my mother, of course," he laughed. "And then I was set free... free to do as I please."
"What set you free?"
He shook his head. "Do I really care, doctor? I get to live my life any way I please now. I live for my own pleasure."
"Isn't there more to life than just pleasure?"
"You tell me, doctor," he said. "I don't have to worry about confining rules or laws. If I want something or want to do something, I can. No one can stop me. And no one can control me. Isn't that the ultimate freedom? Isn't that the ultimate happiness?"
"You've controlled others... besides Ham and the girl?"
"If you'd only known all the people I've controlled, doctor. I had a lovely waitress get gang-banged by 5 guys. I made her get fucked over and over again... by one, two, and three at a time. Oh God, she felt so full! Then I made her get drenched in cum and thank each one of them personally, kissing the tip of each hard cock. I was both being raped repeatedly and raping her repeatedly." He smiled in satisfaction.
Jessica looked at him in surprise. This just isn't possible. It certainly wasn't multiple personalities.
"Does that shock you?" he asked.
"It bothers me, yes."
"I made a woman rape her sister's husband. Oh, it was fun making her dance for him... sit on his lap and grind into him, feeling his cock get harder and harder. Then making her tie him down and take so much pleasure from him. Over and over... God it felt so good. I rode his face until he was almost drowning in my cum. Then fucked his cock until it was raw. And it was all so much better with his whining and begging to be released. And even better when she came home and found us," he laughed.
"This isn't possible..." Jessica said out loud.
"I could go on and on... if you want to hear more..." he said and then broke into a song.
Time is on my side, yes it is
Time is on my side, yes it is
Now you all were saying that you want to be free
But you'll come runnin' back
You'll come runnin' back
You'll come runnin' back to me, yeah
Suddenly Ham's head slumped forward again and he began sobbing. "Oh God," he whispered. "Just kill me... make it all stop. She's... she's telling me everything she wants to do to you."
Jessica was silent for a moment, just taking it all in. She wasn't sure what to say or do. She wasn't sure what she was going to put in her report to the police department. None of this was possible. None of this made any sense. She looked at the mirrored wall, as if telling anyone there that she was done. In less than a minute, there was a short knock at the door and it opened.
"You all done, doc?" he asked.
Jessica licked her lips as she arranged her notes. Her mouth suddenly felt very dry. "Yeah... I'm... I'm all done." She pushed her chair back and stood. As she walked to the door, she lay a hand on his shoulder reassuringly. "I don't know what I can do for you, Ham. But I'll try," she whispered.
She stood there a moment, momentarily dizzy and confused. She swayed a little as if going to fall down any second.
"You ok doc?" Detective Williams asked, grabbing her upper arm to steady her.
She blinked a second and then felt better. "Yeah. I think I stood up too fast."
He led her out the door and down the hall. "Maybe you should wait for a little while until you feel well enough to drive," he suggested.
"Yeah, I'll do that."
They stopped for a moment at the water cooler and Jessica took a quick drink.
At the front door, Williams held it open for her. "Thanks for the help doc. I'm sure his lawyer will be in touch with you about the report. I'd like a copy as soon as possible too so we can figure out what to do with him here."
"I should have it in a week," she said.
"Good enough," he said. "Drive safe now."
She nodded, turned, and walked towards her car, her thoughts completely on Ham Estridge. Was this a demonic possession of some sort? Was this all just fake? What in the hell did she get herself into?
Her brain felt a little fuzzy as she started up the car and pulled out into the street. Everything that Ham had told her... all those... incidents. Could they be true? She was going to have to do a hell of a lot of research on this one. And now that stupid Rolling Stones song kept playing in her head, over and over.
Time is on my side, yes it is
Time is on my side, yes it is
Her drive home was more on instinct now, as her head became more fuzzy. She just needed to get home and have a nice, hot soak in the bathtub. That and a little wine would help her relax. And hopefully, all the thoughts about what Ham... and Emmanuelle... did would go away. Rape and gang rape was not something she needed to think about all night long.
She blinked for a moment and realized her car was parked... right in front of an adult store.
"What in the hell?" she said, looking around. "How in the hell did I get here? Where ever here is..."
She opened the car door and got out... all the while wondering why she did. She didn't want to get out. She wanted to leave. It felt like she wasn't really controlling her own body. She looked up and down the street and, turning back to the store, smiled. She walked into the store seemingly without a care in the world, all the while she was screaming to herself to get back in the car and go home.
Just inside the door, she scanned the shop for a moment. There was only one other customer there, a middle-aged man, obviously wanting to be left anonymous and alone. And a female clerk behind the counter. She was medium build and a little younger than Jessica herself, heavily tattooed and with multiple ear and facial piercings.
Jessica licked her lips and hummed her approval before turning towards the sex toys.
"I bet you don't have any of these," she whispered to herself. But... Jessica didn't say it. Somehow someone else did. In her own voice.
"What the hell?" she seemed to scream in her own head. Her hands picked through item after item, judging which one to buy. Then she began to sing... softly...
Time is on my side, yes it is
Time is on my side, yes it is
You're searching for good times but just wait and see
You'll come runnin' back
You'll come runnin back
You'll come runnin' back to me
And realization set in. Emmanuelle!
Emmanuelle picked up a large black dildo, that was advertised as very life-like and then a vibrator advertising its powerful, orgasm-inducing vibrations. Then she casually moved to the bondage gear and picked up some handcuffs, rope, and a large ball gag.
"I think this is a good start for the evening, don't you," she heard her own voice giggle. Her hand slid down her body and touched her pussy, stroking it through her dress slacks. "Mmmm... I think you really need this. You'll be thanking me later, doctor" she said.
Holding the items, she moved to the register and set them on the counter.
"Find everything?" the cashier asked.
"Everything but a beautiful pussy to try these with."
The cashier laughed. "I hear that!"
"You look like you could use some fun. Maybe you can come over to my place after your shift? And we can try these out together..."
"Oh my God! Are you fucking kidding me?" Jessica screamed in her head. "You're flirting with a girl and trying to get her to have sex with my body?"
"I don't think my girlfriend would like that too much," the girl said, smiling.
"Bring her, too. I'd enjoy being totally used by you both... I'm sure I can be your dream fuck," Emmanuelle smiled back, licking her lips. She pulled a business card out of Jessica's purse and wrote her address and cell phone number on the back. "Give me a call some time."
The woman looked at it, front and back, and tucked it into her bra-strap. She finished ringing up the purchase and took Jessica's credit card. Then she put the items in a bag and handed it to Emmanuelle.
"Have a nice day," she said, smiling, and Emmanuelle touched her hand briefly.
"I'm sure I'll have a very nice time. Hopefully with company." Emmanuelle turned and walked to the door and back onto the sunlit sidewalk.
Jessica was still screaming in her head. "No company! You goddamed better get the hell out of my body!"
Emmanuelle stopped in the middle of the sidewalk. "I'd say you have no choices here, babe. And if you don't shut the fuck up, I'll hire a whole fuck-ton of lesbians to fuck you all night long with dildoes twice as big as this. And that will be just the start!"
Jessica was stunned with what she knew Emmanuelle could do and stopped talking. She knew Emmanuelle was right. She had full control over her body, just like Ham's. She could make her do anything at any time... just like Ham... and knew she would regret it. She was just going to have to bide her time.
Emmanuelle laughed. "But who knows? I might just do it anyways. I'm feeling frisky!" Then she walked to the car, singing.
Time is on my side, yes it is
Time is on my side, yes it is
'Cause I got the real love, the kind that you need
You'll come runnin' back
You'll come runnin' back
You'll come runnin' back to me, yeah
Time, time, time is on my side, yes it is, I said
Time, time, time is on my side, yes it is, I said



Time, time, time is on my side
She opened the car door and tossed the package onto the passenger seat. After she closed the door, she looked at her reflection in the rear-view mirror. "Oh... what's that? Lovely! A killer body, money, and what's that? A private cabin in the woods? Oooh... and a little brother... and a week of private time together. Oh, we're going to have so much fun!"
"Damn it!" Jessica muttered as she realized Emmanuelle could read her thoughts. She had thought to warn her brother not to come to the cabin this weekend. He was hoping to spend the week with her there, before heading back to school. Now he could become a victim of Emmanuelle.
Emmanuelle was laughing and said softly "Ok, your turn. Let's see if you can have more fun than me."
And suddenly Jessica found she had control again. She was shaking with fear as she started the car, checked the mirror, and pulled out into the street to head home.
"Fuck!" she yelled.
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Her hands were shaking all the way home as she wondered what in the hell she was going to do. Emmanuelle was able to exert so much control over her she wasn't sure if she could do anything. She pulled into the parking garage beneath her building and parked. She looked at the package in the passenger seat and huffed her disgust. She decided to just leave it and throw it all away later and walked up to her apartment.
The keys jingled in her hands as she unlocked the door and went inside. She needed to relax. She couldn't think when she was like this. In the kitchen she poured herself a large glass of wine and moved into the living room. It was dark once she switched off the lights but the city lights streaming in through the window provided just enough to see by.
She picked up one remote control that was sitting on the stand beside her plush couch and with a click of a button the fireplace was lit up, providing flickering light into the room. Using another remote control and click of a button soft music began playing from her stereo.
She leaned back into the soft cushions and hugged a pillow to her body. A couple large sips of her wine had her finally relaxing. At least she wasn't shaking any more. Her thoughts slowly melted away and she found herself dozing a few times, only to jolt herself awake.
"Wakey wakey," a soft voice called her, waking her up suddenly. She was dazed and confused as she looked down at her own naked body. She was lying back on the couch, pillows propped behind her back to keep her somewhat upright. Her left leg was thrown over the back of the couch, her right foot on the floor. But her vision was right between her legs.
Her own hand was sliding a vibrator over her clit... and it felt... amazing! Fuck! She'd hadn't felt this good in years!
Her heart was racing and her body was so overheated as the powerful vibrations teased her again and again. And she had no control over it. She wasn't the type to masturbate... but she was obviously into it now.
"I know! Your body just loves this, doesn't it? It's so sensitive! You don't masturbate much, do you? Prepare to have that changed! Big time! I love to masturbate... especially at inopportune moments," she giggled.
The hard plastic moved in and out of her wet pussy while the fingers on her other hand strummed over her clit. Fuck that felt too good. She felt a need to cum so badly.
Emmanuelle sang softly, her breathing almost making it too hard to sing.
Go ahead baby, go ahead, go ahead and light up the town
And baby, do anything your heart desires
Remember, I'll always be around
Just before she orgasmed, Emmanuelle pulled the vibrator away, teasing her. Her body undulated on the couch, needing its release so badly.
And then the doorbell chimed. Jessica felt frightened as Emmanuelle stood and moved to the door, still singing that damned song. "Let's see who that could be, shall we?"
"Don't open it!" Jessica yelled in her head. But Emmanuelle just giggled.
Without even checking to see who it was, Emmanuelle opened the door. A tall black woman stood at the door wearing a tight, white dress that barely covered her ass. It was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra as her nipples tented the front, her large breasts pressed hard against the thin material.
"Come on in," Emmanuelle said sweetly.
"I see you started without me," the woman laughed as she walked past Emmanuelle.
"Well... I couldn't help myself," Emmanuelle laughed. Jessica felt horrified. She was naked and this woman, this stranger was in her house. "You know the deal, right?" Emmanuelle continued. "I'm really into this scene. No matter what I say or do, I don't want you to stop."
The woman smiled at her. "Ain't you a kinky bitch. Don't worry sweetness, for the right price you get anything you want."
"Good," Emmanuelle said leading her towards the bedroom. "Two hours... double the rate."
"Up front."
Emmanuelle moved to the night stand, lifted an envelope, and handed it to her. "Two thousand dollars."
"Where the hell did that come from?" Jessica yelled. "You can't do this!"
The woman opened the envelope and quickly leafed through the bills. She tucked it into her small purse and moved towards Emmanuelle. Emmanuelle stood defiantly, head high, staring right into the woman's eyes with her back towards the bed, her knees backed up to it.
"Get on the bed," the woman said softly.
"No," Emmanuelle said. "Make me."
The woman laughed. "Make you, huh." She grabbed Emmanuelle by the throat with one hand and squeezed. Her other hand grabbed her breast and squeezed her nipple, hard, twisting slightly. Both Emmanuelle and Jessica moaned and groaned at the pain. "How's this for make you, bitch!" she said, nose to nose with the defiant Emmanuelle. Emmanuelle's hand grabbed the woman's wrist, but to no avail. The woman was far too strong.
Emmanuelle fell back onto the bed as the woman pushed and let go of her. Then she started scooting away from her towards the far side of the bed, but the woman grabbed her foot and pulled her back. "You just won't sit still, will you."
"Uh huh," Emmanuelle smiled.
The woman looked about the bed for a moment. "I guess that's what the rope is for. Keep you from moving away from me."
Jessica hadn't noticed the ropes. Emmanuelle looked at them, letting Jessica have her glimpse. Jessica was getting really scared now.
The woman took one of the ropes and wrapped it around her ankle, binding her to the bedframe. Then she grabbed the other ankle and dragged it across to the other corner and tied her to that one. When she finished, Emmanuelle made a move to try to untie the first rope, sitting up a little and twisting her body, but the woman was fast and crawled onto the bed and pushed her to her back again. Her dress had moved up above her hips now and her thin, white panties showed underneath, against her dark skin.
She grabbed Emmanuelle's throat again. "You ain't gonna get loose. But I love it that you tried," she said. "It makes using you so much more rewarding." With one hand she grabbed Emmanuelle's wrist and pushed it to the bed towards the far corner, then grabbed the rope with the other and tied her wrist tightly. Emmanuelle used her free hand to grab at the woman's nipple through her dress, trying to pinch and pull it to cause her pain, but the woman swatted her check with the back of her hand. Emmanuelle dropped her hand away as the pain seared through her. Then, finally, the woman grabbed the last free limb and tied it, too. Jessica now found herself bound spread-eagle on her bed, completely naked, and completely helpless.
The woman sat up, her bare ass on Emmanuelle's stomach and grabbed the hem of her dress, pulling it up and over her head. Her breasts bounced free at last and Jessica could feel Emmanuelle's lustful gaze on them. She stood, carefully on the moving mattress beneath her feet, and slid her panties down and off before sitting back down on Emmanuelle's stomach.
She grabbed Emmanuelle's nipples again, both of them this time, and squeezed and pulled them sending ripples of pain through her body. Emmanuelle squirmed and twisted as best she could, enjoying the pain, enjoying the teasing domination.
"You like being used, don't you slut? You love trying to fight me and get free, but in the end, you just like being my little white bitch?"
"Oh... very much so," Emmanuelle said through gritted teeth. "I love being used. But you're going to have to do better than that."
The woman scooted forward, her pussy sliding along Emmanuelle's stomach and chest an inch at a time. "How about I put that mouth of yours to good use for a change," she said.
"Just remember what I said... no matter what I say or do, don't you dare stop abusing me."
"Oh, don't you worry, slut. I'm going to enjoy this thoroughly," she said as her pussy finally found it's way over Emmanuelle's mouth. Emmanuelle looked up to it, her mouth watering with desire to taste it. Jessica was completely horrified by the prospect but in seconds the woman's big pussy settled onto her mouth and Emmanuelle began licking in earnest.
Moments later, Emmanuelle laughed and said softly to Jessica "Ok, your turn, darling. Let's see if you can have more fun than me." And with that, she was gone and Jessica was in full control again, to be abused and sexually tortured for two full hours. She tried to get the woman to stop. She tried to plead and beg. She tried demanding her, tried bribing her to stop. But nothing worked. The woman only taunted her and abused her more.
She got lost in the number of orgasms the woman had at her expense... the number of orgasms she herself had... and the number of ways the woman used and abused her body, over and over again. They were both drenched with sweat and the room reeked of sex when the woman finally got off the bed and began dressing again, sliding her body back into that tight dress. She went into the bathroom and cleaned up a little as Jessica lay on the bed, still tied down and helpless, and totally defeated.
The woman moved to one side of the bed and unfastened Jessica's wrist, then grabbed her purse and walked to the bedroom door. "Just call me when you want to have more fun, sweetness. I enjoyed that."
Jessica wanted to tell her just how much she didn't enjoy that, but she was too broken to do so. She simply watched the woman turn and leave. She finished untying herself, fighting with the knots, and finally walked on shaky legs into the bathroom. She had to wash this stink off NOW!
In another hour, even though every inch of her body ached, she was in bed, fast asleep.
At 6:00am her alarm rang in her ear and she woke up. Her head felt clear, although her body felt sore, and took a moment to wonder if everything that had happened had been just a nightmare. But the ropes still attached to her bed reminded her that it definitely was not. She showered, somberly, and got dressed for work. She couldn't feel Emmanuelle's presence, but she knew she was likely still there inside her head.
She stared at herself in the mirror, wondering if she could see anything... any sign of Emmanuelle on her face. But after a minute, just shook her head at her own nonsense. No... it wasn't that easy.
She drove to the psychiatric clinic and as she opened the door she was greeted by the secretary.
"Hi Jessica! Good morning!"
Her voice was chipper and youthful. She always seemed to be in such a good mood. She was wearing a dress today, with a neckline that was high, but Jessica noted that nothing ever hid the woman's breasts.
"Good morning, Emily," she said softly, sullenly as she moved towards her office.
"You ok?" Emily perky voice asked.
"Mmmm," Emmanuelle moaned softly in her head. "She looks yummy, too."
Jessica froze. Not now... not today... but she found her body moving back towards the front desk. "Well... I'm having a rough week," Emmanuelle said, standing at the entrance leading behind the receptionist's desk.
Emily turned in her chair to face Jessica. Jessica could feel Emmanuelle looking over her body, could feel her desire for the young woman.
"No!", Jessica screamed in her head. "You can't keep doing this!"
Emmanuelle giggled and smiled. "You still need to see that I can do whatever I want."
"Rough week? Anything I can do to help? I can work your schedule a little if you need..."
Emily was cut off mid-sentence as Emmanuelle moved forward and slid her legs around her waist to sit in Emily's lap, facing her. Emmanuelle's arms draped over her shoulders.
"Oh... there does happen to be something you can do to help."
Emily moved her head back, self-consciously, unable to move otherwise. "Whoa, this is making me uncomfortable," she said quietly, shyly, obviously anxious.
Emmanuelle smiled down at her, her face inches above the younger woman's. One hand pushed a strand of hair away from her face. "Come on, I just want to make you feel good. When was the last time your boyfriend made you cum?"
Emily was extremely anxious, trying to wiggle free, trying to get Emmanuelle off her. "I don't think I want to talk about this with you, Jessica."
Emmanuelle's hand slid behind the woman's head grabbing a handful of her blond hair and pulling to upturn her face. "Because if he doesn't make you feel good... I can..." She leaned down and kissed her, hard, sliding her tongue forcefully into Emily's mouth.
Emmanuelle pulled back after a second, giving Emily a chance to finally speak. "I... I...", she said, unable to make a complete sentence, obviously uncomfortable with the whole situation.
Emmanuelle's hand moved to her neck, then slid down to cup one of Emily's breasts and squeeze it. "Don't worry. I'll be gentle. I promise," she said softly, giggling.
"Hey Emily, I was wondering if you could... whoa..." Dr. Matthew Spears rounded the corner of the reception desk, two manila folders in his hands, stopped when he saw the two. "Ummm, am I interrupting something?"
Emmanuelle looks up at him, her mouth still wet with saliva and she licked her lips. "Yes... yes you are. But I think I like your kind of interruption." She rose off of Emily's lap and held out a hand, touching Emily's wrist. Suddenly, Jessica stumbled backwards a step, her ass making contact with the desk, keeping her upright. She watched Emily stand, look at her briefly, then move to Matthew's side.
"I... I need to talk to you. Right away," she said, sounding a little scared. But to Jessica, it sounded very fake.
"Ok..." Matthew said, putting an arm around Emily.
Jessica watched dumbfounded as their expressions both changed. Emily's changed back to her innocent, scared self, while Matthew's changed from confused and comforting to... calculating.
"Let's go back to my office and talk, shall we?" he asked, pulling Emily with him and giving Jessica a wicked grin. As they turned to walk down the hall, Jessica moved to where they had been standing and watched them, helplessly. Slowly they moved along the hallway and into Matthew's office. He smiled at her as he closed the door behind them, a devilish smile. A smile that said he was going to do wicked things to Emily.
Jessica was conflicted and scared. Save Emily from Matthew, only to have Emmanuelle somehow trap them all? Or flee?
Shaking, Jessica fled the office, dashed to her car and drove away. She was scared. And she needed information. She needed to figure out some way to get rid of Emmanuelle... for good. Seeing what this... thing... did to people was frightening. But how in the hell do you get rid of something that has no physical form? How do you get rid of something that can take over your body and do whatever it pleases?
Turning down another street on the way back to her apartment, she saw a sign for the library and in a flash of inspiration, pulled into the parking deck. She went inside the quiet building and moved to the reception desk.
"Your computers?" she asked, and the receptionist pointed to a section to the left. She quickly walked towards them and sat at the nearest one. It was time to get some answers.
On the screen were a search bar with several options. She typed "Emmanuelle Brodheim" in the search bar and selected newspaper archives. A dozen results flashed on the page, all from 1985 and 1986.
"Resident Doctors at Mercy General Play Deadly Game" read the first headline. She clicked on the link. A couple pictures were displayed, one of the front of the hospital, and four pictures of two men and two women. One picture was labeled "Emmanuelle Brodheim".
She skimmed the article quickly. "Resident Doctors wanted to document near-death experiences," she whispered as she read. "Played game of intentionally killing each other and then resuscitated them... documented their experiences over a period of a week... tragic death of Doctor Emmanuelle Brodheim... were unable to resuscitate... funeral on Saturday..."
"Oh my God," she whispered, her hand coming to her mouth in realization.
She clicked the other headlines over the course of the next 30 minutes and found that one by one, each of the doctors involved were horribly killed... in the midst of unspeakable acts... over the next year.
"She... she killed them all," she whispered, shaking her head. "She used and killed them."
She sat at the computer, staring at the pictures of the dead doctors, her head in her hands. "What to do... what to do?" she whispered. Then she remembers her old college professor, Professor Hobbes. He had studied possession before, didn't he? She vaguely remembered a paper that he wrote, categorizing possessions in different forms and in different societies.
She quickly logged off the computer, grabbed her phone, and headed out of the library.
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"Hello?" an older gentleman's voice said over the phone.
"Professor Hobbes? Hi! It's Jessica, Jessica Flemming." Jessica was driving through the city streets, the phone line going through the car's speakers. She didn't know where she was going... she was just driving.
"Jessica? How are you doing? It's been a long time!"
"Yes it has Professor. I'm doing well, for the most part. But I really need to talk to you about something... something important."
"Sounds a little strange. Are you ok?"
"Frankly, Professor, I... I don't know."
As always, her old mentor and teacher, one of the most kind men in her life was willing to listen and help her. "What can I do to help?"
"I... I dunno Professor. What're we doing here? Why do we exist? Why does anything exist? Us, birds, trees, water..."
The Professor took a moment to ponder the question... and the reason for her asking it. "I don't know, could be God," he said.
"Yeah, could be. But we're like ants, Professor. Do we care what ants do... from a moral standpoint?"
"Ants? No," he said quickly.
"But... if there is no God, Professor, how'd we get here? See what I'm saying? Go back to the beginning, the very beginning of time, the Big Bang or whatever you want to call it. What came before?"
"Nothing, of course, it's the beginning."
"No, no, sorry," she said quickly, dismissing his answer. "Something as big as the universe doesn't just appear out of nowhere; somebody or some thing had to start it."
"Are we headed somewhere here, Jessica, or...?" Professor Hobbes asked.
"I... I've had a possession experience, Professor. And I'm scared. Really scared." There. She said it.
"What kind of possession?" he asked after a moment's pause.
"A spirit. I did some homework. It was a female doctor, killed in the mid-80s. And I've seen it's handiwork. She's... she's a monster."
"What happened?"
Jessica hesitated telling him all this. Would he think her crazy? She spent the next 20 minutes telling him what had happened to her over the past two days, about Ham, and Emily, and Matthew, and herself. In the end, he was silent.
"Professor?" she asked, wondering if he was still on the line.
He finally answered, sounding uncertain. "Yes... yes, I'm still here."
"I'm scared. I'm scared not only for myself, but for everyone she invades, Professor."
"Jessica," he said, sounding scared himself. "Walk away..."
"What?" she asked, not expecting that answer.
"If you enjoy your life, if there's even one human being you care about or who depends on you, just leave. Don't wait, just leave town and get away from this. You don't want to be a part of this. We're not supposed to know. We're not supposed to see. Like the mafia.. they don't even exist."
Jessica's hand was shaking. "Can she be killed?"
"Don't try it, ok?"
"Well... I'm scared. I'm scared she'll find me. I'm scared I'm her main target right now." A driver behind her honked his horn as she took too long to move from a red-light making her jump. She started driving, looking back to see what it was, wondering if they were following her. Wondering if Emmanuelle had found her.
No, can't be. It's too soon.
"Just be prepared, Jessica. We all face death every single day."
"Is that why you live alone?"
"There's a difference between risking yourself and someone else."
Jessica pondered that statement, thinking about her brother. "Go on."
"If I had someone, I'd want to share: my life, my thoughts, my work. But if I shared this, they'd be a target. Spirits target those who know who and what they are. Spirits delight in torturing those who know who and what they are. They live and delight in the total desecration of those they inhabit."
"Do they have to have a host body to survive?" she asked.
"From what we know, yes. We do not believe they can survive without a host body."
"Can we force them from a host body?"
"Yes... but it's very dangerous. The Catholics use exorcism, but you invite them into your body in the process. They move between bodies by touch."
Jessica was starting to put a plan together. But she was afraid. "But she can be killed?"
"Yes. And I think she must be..."
Jessica sat for a moment, thinking about what she was proposing to do, building her resolve. "Thanks, Professor," she said before hanging up. She had a lot of planning to do... and a lot of preparations to make.
Her phone rang suddenly, as if the call had been waiting all along. She didn't recognize the number, but answered it. "Hello?"
"Jessica," the man's voice said. "It's Detective Williams."
"Hi Detective. What can I do for you? The report is going to take a little more time..."
"It's not about the report," he said, suddenly sounding serious. "It's about Emily Jenkins and Matthew Spears. And I think you know why."
Jessica could not get sidetracked right now. "Listen, Detective, I'm not available right now. Maybe... later."
"I can't stress enough how important this is. You know that, right?" Another car honked its horn again nearby. "Where are you going Jessica?"
"Nowhere. Literally. I'm gonna take a long drive, go someplace no one'll find me. Sit by the water and think," she said. Jessica knew Emmanuelle would enter everyone she knows until she founds this out... until she found her. She had to be careful, but she had to leave a trail. "I'll call you... after," she said and hung up the phone.
She turned left up First Street and drove the four blocks to her old church and parked in the side lot. This church conjured up a lot of memories for her, when she was a child, then a teenager. She wondered why'd she left. It wasn't because of disbelief as much as... reordering priorities. She just didn't find the time.
The steps to the door were worn and the banister was smooth, but just the way she remembered them. She opened the door and stepped into the darker sanctuary. A few older men and women were seated in the pews, and off to the left was a table filled with candles, most lit. She crossed herself, as if by habit.
"Jessica?" a man's voice said from her right. "Jessica Flemming, it is you!" A priest came up and opened his arms to her, and she hugged him.
"Father Mansfield! I had no idea you'd still be here," she said.
He shook his head, smiling, as he held her upper arms. "Yes, yes. And I'm not going anywhere soon. I'm happy to see you," he said. "Happy but surprised."
"I... I need a favor..."
******
The road to her family cabin left a cloud of dust in her wake as she twisted and turned up the rugged incline. At about ten miles out of town and the nearest neighboring being a mile away, it was the most secluded place she could think of. And she needed seclusion.
As she rounded the last turn, she saw a car parked right beside the cabin. She wasn't even trying to be hidden, Jessica thought. "Must've been flying to get up here so fast," she said softly. "Well, here we go." She parked her car and got out, grabbing her bag from the passenger seat. She let out a long breath.
A woman was sitting in the rocking chair on the front porch. She stood as Jessica approached slowly, dressed in a simple blouse and slacks. A badge hung from her hip.
"Jessica Flemming?" she asked as she took the three steps down from the porch.
"Yes... I'm Jessica. What can I do for you?"
"I'm Detective Summers. Detective Williams asked me to come up here and talk to you," she said. She flashed her identification towards Jessica.
"About?" Jessica asked as she got within the last ten feet of the detective and stopped.
"It's about an incident between Emily Jenkins and Matthew Spears this morning. I'm told they work in your office. Did you go into work this morning, ma'am?" The detective slipped a pad of paper into her hand and readied herself to take notes.
"Yes, I was at work this morning. But I didn't stay long. How'd you find me?"
"All I know is Detective Williams gave me the address and said you might show up."
"Did he now."
"Can you tell me how long you stayed? What time you arrived and left?"
"Since I just got here and all, do you mind if we go inside first?" Jessica was shaking as she walked past the female detective and moved towards the cabin. Her back was to the woman. If she even just touched her, everything would be lost...
She felt a little more at ease as she took the stairs up. The cabin door was unlocked, but closed. She knew the detective had to have gone inside somehow. Summers followed behind her and she heard the door close as she laid her bag on the table. She removed a couple plastic bottles of water from her bag and set them on the table. Holding one, she opened it and handed it to the detective as they both sat down.
"Thanks," Summers said, taking it from her and taking a quick sip, then went back to her notepad. "What times were you at the office again?"
"Oh, I don't know. I arrived at about 9:00 and left before 10:00. Did something happen?" Jessica knew she had to buy time. She had to get the detective to drink more. And she had to not let Emmanuelle get inside her.
"Can you tell me about anything happening in the office while you were there? Anything odd or unusual happening? Was there anybody else in the office at that time?"
"Emily, Miss Jenkins, was behind the reception desk when I got there. I talked to her for a few minutes before I went back into my office. I think Doctor Spears was back in his office as well. I think I caught a glimpse of him coming out to talk to Emily about something."
The detective took another sip or two as they talked, but kept asking more questions. "What did you do in your office?"
"Can I ask what this is all about?" Jessica asked.
Summers looked up from her notes. "At about 11:15, Miss Jenkins called 911 and said she was raped. An ambulance transported her to Mercy General where Detective Williams met her. She's been beaten up pretty badly. But she claims you and Doctor Spears orchestrated the whole thing."
"I orchestrated her getting raped?" Jessica asked incredulously.
"You tell me," the detective replied, sitting back in her chair. She took another small sip, confident that she was getting somewhere, and then slowly she put her hand to her head and blinked, as if trying to clear her vision.
"I can assure you I didn't have anything to do with her rape," Jessica answered as she watched.
"What the..." was the last thing Summers said as she fell to the floor, knocking the chair over.
Jessica stood up for a moment, shaking with fear and excitement, and then moved to her bag, starting to fish items out of it. This was her moment. She would finally be free of Emmanuelle's reign of terror.
"J?" a male voice behind her surprised her, making her spin around defensively. She should have recognized the voice. But seeing her brother standing there in the doorway to the bedroom completely surprised her. Her brain worked overtime, trying to understand. She ran to him and jumped into his arms.
"David? What...? What the hell are you doing here?" she asked as she pulled back to verify it was indeed him.
"Well, finals are done and I just thought I'd head out here early... get some time alone and relax before you came up." He looked at the detective lying on the floor and started to move towards her, but Jessica wouldn't let him go. "What happened to her? Let me go, J! She needs help!"
"David, no!" she said sternly. "This isn't what you think."
He stood there, dumbfounded, his gaze moving from his sister to the body lying on the floor. "What did you do?" he asked. "Is she... dead? My God, J, she's a cop!"
Jessica released him from her arms and moved quickly back over to the detective. "She's fine... she's just drugged." She turned her onto her side and began wrapping rope around her wrists, trapping them behind her. "Just don't touch her, ok?"
"She... she came to the door asking about you," he said. "She was acting strange... said she wanted to ask you some questions. I told her you weren't here, but she said she'd wait. She refused to leave." David knelt on the other side of the detective and began helping to make the unconscious woman a little more comfortable. He took the gun and holster from her belt and lay it on the floor beside him, and then her cuffs.
"David, what are you doing?"
"I don't know... I don't know what you're doing," he said, sounding scared.
She used the remaining rope to wrap around the detective's ankles, binding her feet together as well. "I... I can't. There's just too much to explain right now. You should just leave," she said, shaking her head.
"Yeah, right. It looks like you need help right now."
She just finished tying the detective's legs together, when David uncharacteristically giggled, startling her. She looked up at him, but he was just staring down at the detective.
"Oh, wow," he said softly. She watched, helplessly as his hand moved down and squeezed the woman's breast. A cold shiver ran down her spine as his hands grabbed her blouse and ripped it open. "I just got a memory of walking in on you when you were in the bathroom, just getting out of the shower. You were dripping wet and all I could see were your tits. Her tits remind me of yours... Jessica." David looked up at her, leered, and licked his lips. "I think David's going to get to see a lot more of them now... isn't he?"
Jessica fell back, just staring at him in shock. David... her little brother. It couldn't be. It just couldn't be.
"So firm and full. She's got nice, suckable nipples, too," he said as he yanked her bra cups down, spilling her breasts over top of them, and then leaned down to lick her nipple.
Jessica's legs pumped, sliding her backwards across the floor. Then she turned over, moving to her knees and crawled faster towards the bedroom door. She spun around and saw that David hadn't even moved. He just kept licking and sucking on the detective's breasts as she closed and locked the door, then slid back as far from the door as she could get. She sat with her back against the wall, her head in her hands.
Emmanuelle was in her brother! This... this just can't be happening.
"Mmmm, Jessica," she could hear him in the other room. "They taste delicious, too! You should try them. I know how much you love fucking women. Maybe we can fuck her together. Whaddya say? Oh... oh my, Jessica... another lovely memory from David. You two... naked... together. Your hand on his cock... oh... and your lips. Do you remember that Jessica? Do you remember giving your own brother a blow job, your lips sliding up and down his hard shaft? He remembers it. He remembers it well. And he remembers your tits bouncing above while you rode his cock. Oh, that was so fucking wrong, Jessica! You fucked your little brother!"
She was too scared to even move. Her bag, her car keys, everything was out on the table. She thought about running... about getting away. She could hide in the woods. She could do it...
There was a soft knock on the bedroom door. "Jessica... why don't you open the door and make this easy? You wouldn't want poor David to get the death penalty for brutally raping and killing a cop now would you." He started to fake cry and pout. "I can imagine he'd be so upset that he'd even admit to it. Do you really want that, Jessica?"
Jessica shook her head. She was so trapped. Professor Hobbes was right. She should have just run away.
"Jessica..." David said from outside the door, and he began singing.
Time is on my side, yes it is
Time is on my side, yes it is
She was crying as she crawled back towards the door. "There has to be a way to end this," she mumbled to herself. But she couldn't sacrifice Dave. "Please, God." She unlocked the door and twisted the handle.
The door opened slowly, with Emmanuelle just outside. He held the detective's handcuffs in one hand while the other moved to Jessica and stroked her head. "That's a good girl," David said. He grabbed the hair on the back of her head and hauled her to her feet. He pushed her into the wall, her back towards him, and fastened the cuffs around first one wrist, then the other. Then he turned her around and pushed her back down to her knees.
"Now for the fun, Jessica. We have so much time to spend together." His hands... her brother's hands... stroked the side of her face, her neck, and then caressed her breast. She could feel her nipples harden as he squeezed her breast and teased her nipple. "You two are going to entertain me. You two can relive that night... and more."
"J?" his voice suddenly changed. Now it sounded weak and scared.
"David?" she asked looking up.
"What's happening J? What in the hell is going on? She's... she's telling me to do things. She says if I don't she'll make me... do things. She'll make me... hurt you... badly."
"I know, David. I know." She sat for a second, thinking, as David pulled his t-shirt over his head and tossed it aside. She didn't have a choice. She was going to have to play Emmanuelle's game for now. His hands moved to his belt and unfastened it, along with his jeans. He pushed them down and stepped out of them. His cock was so hard behind his boxers tenting them obscenely.
"I don't want to do this, J. Not like this." David's fingers grabbed the elastic band and slowly pushed his boxers down and off. Now his cock was pulsing in front of him, right in front of Jessica's face. Unwanted memories flashed in her head, unwanted desires flowed over her. She couldn't take her eyes off his shaft and the large mushroom head.
She did the only thing she could think to do to take him away from all this. She slid forward and sucked the head into her mouth, making him groan loudly.
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Detective Summers lay on the bed, sweaty, her clothes tattered, hanging in shards from her bound arms and legs. She was tired from being abused by both David and Jessica, all at David's whim... Emmanuelle's whim. After enduring all that she had, she was quiet, beaten down. She watched helplessly as Jessica lay on her stomach beside her, David fucking her ass from behind, his rhythmic thrusting making the bed squeak over and over. Her hands were cuffed behind her back.
Jessica was moaning again, obviously over-stimulated once more. From the sounds she was making the detective knew she was close to having yet another orgasm. She briefly wondered how many they had each had... how long had they been at this?
"I can't... take any more," David said softly, but never letting up. "But she won't let me stop, J."
Jessica could feel Emmanuelle come into her mind again and take over her body. "Oh, you love this... I know you do. I know you fantasized about David fucking you like this for a long time. You can't lie to me," she whispered into Jessica's brain. "You can't hide anything from me."
Jessica shuddered at this thought. She hoped she could... she hoped this would be enough of a distraction to hide her plan.
"Tell him to fuck your ass harder... like the big slut you are, Jessica," Emmanuelle whispered to her. "And you are a slut, no matter how much you try to hide it. I see your memories of him... your little brother. I see how much you loved sucking on his big cock... how much you fantasized about it afterwards, toying with your little pussy at night in bed."
"Don't stop, David," Jessica moaned, trying to sound as slutty as she could for Emmanuelle. She needed Emmanuelle to enjoy this, no matter how much it embarrassed herself. "Fuck me, little brother... fuck my ass harder and cum in me. Please! I need it!" Even though forced to say it and forced to do this, she knew she actually... in a way... enjoyed it. She suddenly felt Emmanuelle leave her again and breathed a quick sigh of relief.
"Oh God," David moaned, obviously getting very close to his orgasm. He pulled out of her ass and for a moment, and began jerking himself. "Turn over, J," he said, helping her flip over onto her back. She wiggled around and faced him, watching him stroking his hard shaft. She'd seen it a lot today, far more than she ever expected. He was her brother for God's sake.
"Aaaah," he moaned and began cumming. It wasn't nearly as much as the other times he came today, but it was still impressive that he had anything left inside him. His cum dribbled from the tip and spattered on her chest, neck, and face as she watched, helplessly. When he was done, he fell onto the bed, his energy spent. "No more... I can't," he panted. "I just can't."
Their eyes met and she felt sorry for him, sorry that Emmanuelle had gotten to him. She was sorry that Emmanuelle had reduced him to... this... this pawn. Emmanuelle was doing everything she could to ruin them both for her sick pleasure.
"I need to rest," David said to the entity in his head. "No! I can't! I can't go on. I need a drink at least."
Jessica watched him intently, loving him more than ever for what they were going through together. And seeing his eyes begin to change, to see his facial features change as Emmanuelle took over sent a shiver down her spine. He went from crying and panting in shame, to dominant and happy... and gloating.
"I'm glad I'm so young, Jessica," Emmanuelle said through David. "I'm glad I can just fuck for hours and hours. And I think you both love it, too. Didn't you?" Emmanuelle slid off the bed and stood, her hands sliding down David's body and holding his quickly deflating cock, bouncing it around obscenely. "You'll never know what it feels like to have a monster cock like this, ladies. Let me tell you... it's delightful!"
She turned and walked out into the kitchen area. "But, I think I'll have to have try something else," she said as if thinking. "Maybe go and buy some toys... a vibrator or two... to keep you ladies entertained." Jessica could see through the open door as Emmanuelle walked to the table and picked up one of the full bottles of water. She opened it and held it for a moment. "We do have all week, you know." Emmanuelle raised the bottle to her mouth and Jessica's heart beat faster.
"Just a couple sips", Jessica thought. "Maybe... just maybe this will work." She could feel the tension in her body as she craned her neck to watch, but tried not to bring attention to it.
Then Emmanuelle slowly looked at her and smiled. "Fooled you," she said, giggling. She turned the bottle over and let the contents spill all over the floor. "Did you really think I would drink something you drugged? How stupid do you think I am, Jessica?"
He laughed and Jessica's spirits fell. She had no idea how to get out of this now, short of the police coming to rescue them. And that wasn't likely to happen if Emmanuelle forced the detective to call in and tell them nothing's wrong. Her head fell back into the bed, defeated.
Emmanuelle began walking around the kitchen and dining room, sometimes seen, sometimes not. "Maybe I could tie you two together... with a vibrator between you... and watch you struggle not to cum on it. Oh, that would be fun!" She poked her head in the door to look at Jessica and Summers and laugh. "Or maybe I go back inside you, Jessica. I bet you'd just love to rape these two... wouldn't you? I could get a big strap-on so you can fuck them yourself." She laughed again. "And David's in here complaining. I guess he's never been fucked in the ass before, so that would be a treat for both of you."
Jessica shivered at the terrible sound of David's evil laugh. It sounded familiar, but oh so different.
Emmanuelle turned and walked back into the dining room, idly stroking her dick... David's dick... and looked at the table. A half empty bottle of water was sitting off to the side. It was Jessica's. She brought it in with her, from the drive. She'd been drinking it on the ride up. It had to be clean... right?
She opened the top and walked over to the door again. She lifted it to her lips and feigned danger. "Oh no... it's drugged..." she said mockingly as she took first a small drink, laughed, and then finished the bottle in the next, crushing it and tossing it behind her.
Jessica shook her head at Emmanuelle's mocking. She was going to get out of this They all were.
Emmanuelle turned to walk back into the dining room once again and stopped. Her hand went to her head and she looked at the water bottle, then back at Jessica, blinking unbelievingly.
And Jessica smiled. "Both bottles were drugged, bitch."
Emmanuelle collapsed to the floor with a thud and, with renewed energy, Jessica stood. "Where's the key to the cuffs?" she asked the detective.
"My pocket... pants pocket. Front right."
Jessica moved beside the detective's feet and sat down. Summers's pants were down around her knees, trapped by the ropes binding her ankles. Jessica inched her back towards them, so that her hands could reach the pocket. She struggled, trying to find and then get her hand into the pocket. It took a moment, but then she pulled a small key ring free. It took a lot longer for her to get the right key and then be able to insert it into the lock. She kept glancing at David, cursing when she failed to open the cuffs each time. She had no idea how long the drug would last. That bottle had less water in it, so it was far less diluted. She hoped it would be even more potent.
Finally the cuffs came off and she moved quickly. "Be right back," she told Summers as she dashed to David's side and turned him onto his stomach. She quickly put the cuffs around one wrist then the other, sliding them shut. "I'm going to get you free David. I promise."
She sat back and sighed. Finally... finally they have a chance to be free of this wicked spirit! She moved back into the bedroom and untied the detective's wrists. When freed, Summers started untying her own legs as Jessica moved back into the dining room with some of the rope. She quickly bound David's legs. He wasn't going anywhere now.
She stood, opened her bag, and pulled out another bottle, this one marked with a blackened cap, a small crucifix, and a small notepad.
"God I hope this works," she whispered, taking a quick look at Summers.
"What are you going to do?"
Jessica laughed a little. "Something I never thought I'd have to. Help me turn him over." They both struggled, but turned him onto his back once more. Jessica opened the notebook to the hastily written pages and followed the instructions as she read them.
She poured the bottle of water, holy water she retrieved from the church, over David's body, making sure to douse his face, then set the small crucifix on his forehead.
"In the Name of Jesus Christ, our God and Lord, strengthened by the intercession of the Immaculate Virgin Mary," she started reciting. Summers just sat there, watching as Jessica just read the words. Jessica silently prayed that the prayer Father Mansfield gave her would be enough. "We drive you from us, whoever you may be, unclean spirits, all satanic powers, all infernal invaders..."
It seemed to take forever to finish, but Jessica's confidence grew as she read, her voice grew in power and volume as she read. This was going to work. This had to work. The more she read, the more David's body began to move, to writhe beneath them, even though helplessly drugged and bound.
"God the Father commands you. God the Son commands you. God the Holy Ghost commands you. Begone, Satan, inventor and master of all deceit, enemy of man's salvation! Amen."
David's body shook in a mighty convulsion, his head repeatedly hitting the floor as his chest lept and fell. Summers started to move towards him, her training dictating to keep him from swallowing his tongue, but Jessica put her hand out. "No! Don't touch him! We can't give her anywhere to go."
And with a deep sigh, the convulsions stopped and David became still again. His face looked at peace again.
"Did it work?" Summers asked.
"I... I'm not sure," she said tentatively. Looking at David's relaxed body, she said confidently, "I think it did."
"Thank God!" Summers said, standing once more. She went back into the bedroom and moments later came out with a sheet wrapped around herself and held another for Jessica. "Our clothes are trashed."
Jessica wrapped herself in the offered sheet and tucked the end into place. "What now?"
"God if I know. No one's going to believe a word of this. But I know you didn't do anything. So that's what I'm going to take back to Detective Williams. As far as I'm concerned you're free to go." She looked down at David's helpless body. "You need help with him?"
"No," Jessica said looking down at her little brother. She saw him in a totally new light now. "I think we're going to be ok." She smiled.
*****
It was well into the week when Jessica and David sat on the couch by the fireplace. They hadn't talked much about what had happened. Both needed time to process it, really. They didn't have a choice in most of what had happened just days ago. It was thrust on them and completely changed their relationship.
They both held glasses of wine and Jessica took a sip as she stared at the fire. David sat on the other end of the couch, her feet in his lap. He idly massaged them and sometimes tickled them to tease her.
"David... I gotta ask. Was it all Emmanuelle?" she asked.
"What do you mean?" he said, looking at her, leaning his head on the back of the couch. He was feeling a little tipsy from this, his third glass of wine.
"Was any of that... you? Was what you said true?"
He sighed a moment and looked at the ceiling. "I guess it was all me, really. Emmanuelle was in the background, watching, telling me to do things. But she didn't force me to do everything." He rubbed her foot again, contemplating what he did to her. "I'm sorry I hurt you like that."
Jessica put her hand on his shoulder. "It's ok. She would have made everything much worse if she'd been doing it. Besides," she said somewhat timidly, "not all of it was bad." She was scared to admit that, even to herself. But it was true. A lot of what David had done to her was pleasurable, even if it was forced on them. And a lot of what she gave him in return was from her desire to pleasure him back.
He turned his head and looked at her again. The love for her in his eyes made her tingle. The bond that they had was special, even more so now. And Jessica didn't want it to end. She moved her foot slightly in his lap and felt his erection beneath it. She teased him slowly, stroking him with her foot.
"Was what she said true? About... about what happened three years ago?"
His hand moved to her thigh, stroking the soft, bare skin of her leg beneath her shorts. She felt his fingers move slowly higher as they both teased the other.
"Yeah," he said softly. "I do think about that night." His hand moved even higher, hitting the bottom of her shorts, and edging underneath.
"Was it good then, too? I mean... are you ok with what we did?"
He smiled as his fingers reached her pussy and his fingertip slowly circled her clit. She gasped.
He turned and slowly lay on top of her, sliding between her legs until they were face to face, and kissed her gently. It wasn't a brother's kiss. It was a lover's kiss. "It was very good," he whispered between kisses. "And I want more."
She slid her legs around his waist, urging more contact between them. She yearned to feel his cock pressing against her pussy as she kissed him back. She yearned to feel him inside her once more. "Good! 'Cause I do too," she whispered.
The fire crackled and sizzled as his hands lifted her shirt and he feasted on her breasts. In her mind she remembered the song...
Time is on my side, yes it is.
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It was a beautiful morning as I put my luggage in the trunk of my sedan and hung my suit in the back seat. It was going to be a long, eight hour drive especially for a two-day trip, but in the end, it would be worth it. My client was paying me a substantial amount of money to go onsite. I enjoyed driving, especially in early summer when the sky is blue, the sun is up, and there's only a few clouds in the sky. And St. Louis is a beautiful city to visit.
The road wasn't busy at all at this time of the morning as I merged onto I-76, heading towards Indianapolis, my first planned stop. I looped around Columbus after driving about two hours, hitting a little construction along the way, and then merged onto I-70 which would take me straight toward Indianapolis.
Just after four hours into the trip, I reached Indianapolis. I followed I-70 through the city and then stopped at Decatur on the other side, stopping at a fast-food burger joint to get some lunch and stretch my legs. I pulled out after I finished eating and headed to the highway. A red-light just before the highway entrance stopped me and I saw a woman walking up the on-ramp, looking to hitchhike.
I shook my head, knowing how dangerous it was in this day and age. When the light changed, I turned up onto the on-ramp and saw her standing at the top of the ramp, arm outstretched, thumb extended. She was a small, petite, slim woman... barely a woman... dressed in very short jean shorts and a tube top. Her midriff was was bare exposing her flat stomach.
I drove by, not intending to pick her up, but took a look at her. Her hair was blonde, streaked with pink coloring. I figured she was a teenager and wondered if she were even considered an adult yet. I drove another hundred yards up, just after merging with traffic when my conscience hit me. She was someone's daughter and she could be getting herself into some big trouble.
My hand hit the blinker and I steered onto the side of the road. I looked in my rear-view mirror at her and she wasn't even looking at me. I put the car in reverse and slowly backed towards her. As I got closer, I honked my horn and finally got her attention. She picked up a couple items from the ground beside her and jogged towards me.
I opened the passenger window as she walked up to it. She looked a little scared and shy and embarrassed, but determined.
"Thanks for stopping. Where are you going?" she asked.
"Saint Louis," I said. "Where are you headed?"
"L.A, but Saint Louis is good enough for me." I unlocked the doors and told her to put her things in the back seat. When she opened the door, I was shocked to see her put a small, pink suitcase... small like a carry-on case... in the back seat. Then she got into the front beside me, holding a fuzzy teddy bear. It seemed to be her security blanket.
"Finally got someone's attention," she smiled, settling in. She kept a small presence in the seat, not wanting to looking imposing in any way.
"Safety first," I said, indicating that I wanted her to buckle up.
"I live life on the edge. Cantcha tell?" she said, looking at me defiantly. I just sat, staring at her. Being more than twenty years older than her and hundred pounds larger, I could be pretty imposing. When I wouldn't budge, she put her seat belt on. "Thanks for picking me up," she said, hugging the bear.
I looked behind us and merged into traffic to get on our way. "Of course. So, what's with a pretty girl like you doing on the side of the road?"
"I'm running away from Indianapolis. I fucking hate that place," she said, resting her head on her knees, her hands holding the teddy bear's arms. "My mom and her boyfriend... they just... they're not accepting of me growing up. I'm a fucking grown ass woman. I can do what I want... even fuck who I want."
It shocked me to hear her. Had I acted like that towards my parents my ass would've hurt so much I wouldn't have sat down for a month.
"Uh, ok... How old are you?"
"A lady never tells!" she said, smiling.
"Well, I just want to make sure that neither one of us is going to have serious problems later," I said.
"I'm old enough to be out of that fucking house. Honestly!" Again, I just sat there glancing toward her every now and then as we drove down the highway, expecting an honest answer from her. "Ok, ok... I'm eighteen. I'll be nineteen next month."
"Happy early birthday. What's your name?"
"I'm Emmanuelle."
"Vince. Nice to meet you," I said, shaking her hand.
"Hi Vince," she smiled back.
I could tell that she was a bit intimidated by me, which I actually was ok with. But I felt like I should act like her father... be the real adult here.
"So... run away, get out of your house, to do what you want to do," I said.
"Yeah. But then I get stuck on the side of the road and, like, no one will pick me up. Glad you stopped," she smiled at me.
"You caught my attention, that's for sure," I said, looking forward.
She giggled. "I wonder how," she said seductively.
"Ok, ok... Calm down. I'm not a perv. I didn't pick you up to have sex with you. You just looked..."
"Looked...?" she interrupted.
"Looked like you needed someone to make sure you didn't get picked up by some serial killer."
"But how do you know I'm not some serial killer?" she challenged me.
I thought for a second and looked at her with a wry smile.. "Well, I figured, what are the odds to have two serial killers in the same car?"
She was caught off guard for a moment, looking like a deer trapped in headlights. But then she smiled, catching the joke. "Oh... that was good..." she said, giggling again.
"I thought so."
"So tell me about Vince." She turned towards me, backing as close to the door as the seatbelt would allow, her teddy bear between her legs.
"Well, I'm 41 and divorced. I'm a computer security consultant. I live in Ohio and I'm on my way to meet with a client in Saint Louis. And... I'm not sure what else to say," I said, looking mostly at the road ahead.
"Divorced for how long?" she asked.
"Uh... about ten years now. I was married for about five. Our breakup was mutual. She wanted out to be with her boyfriend and I agreed with her."
"Oh... I'm sorry," she said. "I didn't mean to pry."
"No... it's ok. It's old news now."
We drove for a little while in silence, just listening to the music. I had no idea if she liked modern country or not and didn't even bother to ask.
"So tell me about Emmanuelle," I said, breaking the silence after being in the car for almost two hours. We were about two hours outside of Saint Louis.
"Well... like I said, I'm eighteen... finished high school this past year."
"No college? You seem like a smart girl."
"My mom wants me to go away to college. I know she just wants me out of the house because Patrick wants me to stay so he can fuck me some more."
"Whoa... who's Patrick?" I asked. I was getting concerned for her and what she'd been through in her short life.
"My mom's boyfriend for the past three years. I really fucking hate him."
"I bet. And I'm sorry he abused you," I said, glancing over at her. She smiled at me, as if appreciating my concern. "Why LA? Family?"
"Just somewhere I can make a brand new start. Maybe make it into Hollywood. Maybe marry some big star."
"Sounds like you need it. Does your mom know where you are?"
"I am 18 you know!" she said, obviously upset. "But, yes, I told them both I was going to LA. They just didn't think I'd do it."
The car ride went quiet again and she was hugging her bear tightly. Before I realized it we arrived at the hotel. I parked the car and sat thinking for a moment.
"You're welcome to stay the night here, if you'd like. I have my appointment with my client tomorrow, so I'm not leaving until Friday morning. You can clean up and relax a bit, maybe think about what you want to do next. And, tell you what... I'll even throw in meals." I smiled at her. It was a big risk for both of us. I mean, being over twenty years younger than me people might assume I got a hooker or something. Or whatever other sexually deviant fantasy they could imagine.
For her, she might think this was just some sleazy ruse to rape her. I did my best to keep that thought far from her head.
"I can leave anytime I choose?" she asked, looking at her bear.
"Of course. Any time you want. Like I said, I check out on Friday."
"Ok... deal," she said, smiling.
I grabbed our suitcases and walked with Emmanuelle into the lobby to check in. It was about 5:00pm and the place was quiet. Obviously it wasn't common for people to be checking in on Wednesdays.
"May I help you?" the clerk asked, looking at us both.
"Yes. I have have a reservation for Peterson."
"Yes..." he said, typing information into the computer and looking at the screen. "I have it here. One king size, leaving on... Friday."
I thought for a moment, looked at Emmanuelle, and realized that one bed would not be such a good idea. "Do you have a room with two beds?" I asked.
The clerk checked the computer and shook his head. "No, I'm sorry, right now we only have the single room available. The reservation was just for one..."
"I know, I know... But, uh... my daughter here wanted to join me for this trip."
"I see," the clerk said, not even doubting me. "I'm sorry." He looked at me to determine what I wanted to do.
I figured, it is a king-size bed... and those things are huge... maybe it'd be ok for just the two nights. I looked at Emmanuelle to gauge her reaction and she nodded.
"Ok... that'll work." I signed a card for my car information and gave them my credit card for incidentals. I made sure to also get two keycards, one for both of us. After registering, we made our way to the elevator and hit the button to go up to the fifth floor.
"Daddy," Emmanuelle giggled.
"Stop it," I said softly.
"Stop what... daddy?" she giggled again.
I just closed my eyes and shook my head. This was going to be a long trip.
When we got to the room, I set the bags aside while she belly-flopped onto the bed, then stood and began jumping on it.
"Not too good a bed for jumping on," she said, a little disappointed. Then she saw the big screen TV. "But... we have CABLE!!" She grabbed the remote, turned the TV on, and scrolled through the channels until she found a music station. One playing the most recent pop trash.
"I'm going to get cleaned up. Don't trash the place, ok?" I asked before disappearing into the bathroom and closing the door. I put my hands on the countertop and looked at myself in the mirror. "Are you sure about this?" I asked myself. I couldn't believe that I had actually picked up some eighteen-year-old strange woman and drove her four hours away from her home. What in the hell was I thinking. I could be picked up by the police at any moment.
I splashed water on my face and then washed it more thoroughly. I toweled off and then went back out. She was sitting on the end of the bed with the remote in her hand. The music just seemed to come back on... like she was switching channels or something... which felt strange, but I didn't say anything.
"How about some dinner? You hungry?" I asked rubbing my hands together.
"Starved," she said, standing up and slightly adjusting her clothes.
We went back down to the lobby and walked into the restaurant. It was a really good dinner, too. The hotel had a nice, but not too expensive restaurant attached. While I had some baked chicken, she ordered one of the salads, and we both seemed to eat our fill. And, unlike in the car, our conversation was pleasant. It was as if we really were father and daughter enjoying a trip.
When dinner was over, we went back up to the hotel room just to relax for the rest of the evening. She didn't have anything to sleep in, so I loaned her one of my t-shirts. I myself only had my boxers to sleep in. So it felt a bit awkward when we finally went to bed, with me getting into bed with the lights off. I wasn't sure what I was going to do in the morning.
Since I had to be up early, we watched a little TV and turned in around 11:00. I must have been pretty tired, too, because I was out before I even knew it.
I woke up sometime during the night due to strange sounds. I was turned toward the center of the bed and opened my eyes just a little. The TV was on but she was looking at her phone on which some sort of porn was playing. I could barely see the screen, but from what I could tell, two women were in a hot tub, one sitting on the edge while the other went down on her. The sounds were unmistakeable.
I heard Emmanuelle's breath catch and glanced over at her. In the dim light from the TV I could see her sitting up against the headboard, her knees up and spread, one hand between them playing with her pussy while the other held the phone. My t-shirt was pushed up to her neck, exposing her entire front to me. I tried to keep my eyes open, just barely, and tried not to make a move so as to spook her. But I couldn't help but watch.
She was so damn sexy! She made little squeaking sounds as she swiped her fingertips over and around her clit again and again. Then she pushed a finger into her pussy and fingered herself, slowly at first but then faster and faster. Her breasts were small, but her nipples were very swollen and I could tell by the way she played with them that they were sensitive as hell.
"I love your pussy," a young woman's voice said on the phone, clear as day even with the volume low. "Mmmm... it's so delicious!"
"Oh, God, I love your tongue on it," an older woman replied. "You were born to lick my pussy, baby..."
Emmanuelle groaned a little and then reached beside her and grabbed a pink vibrator. She moved to glance over at me before putting it against her pussy, verifying I was fully asleep. I was quick and made sure to close my eyes, not moving a hair otherwise.
She rubbed it up and down her pussy, letting the vibrations tease her clit, while she closed her eyes and softly moaned. I could feel my cock throbbing as I watched her push it inside herself, fucking herself with it as the action on the video heated up even more. I didn't move my eyes from her for a moment, but I could tell there was some major sex going on. It was an orgy or something with several people grunting and moaning and telling their partner to fuck them.
"Oh, yeah, yeah... grab a hold of those big titties. Oh, I love watching your big cock go in and out of her tight, little pussy... all while she licks me," a woman said.
Whatever was going on in the video, Emmanuelle was definitely enjoying it.
It didn't seem to take too long for her to have an orgasm, which made her slow down her masturbation, but not stop. I was amazed that she just kept going, having two more orgasms before she finally turned off the TV and slipped under the covers to sleep. It was an amazing sight to see.
I had a much harder time falling back asleep at that point, the vision of her undulating body... her orgasms... and the sound of her moaning in pleasure as she came... was just too much for me. I wished desperately that I could jerk off and cum. But I resisted... at least for a while.
And then after about twenty minutes it just got to be too much. Without ever thinking about if she were asleep or not, I turned onto my back and began stroking myself. I was so hard already, just thinking about her and what she had just done, so I knew I was going to cum quick. My breathing changed and I was softly moaning, not caring if she heard me.
When I felt my orgasm coming, I pushed the sheet from me, exposing my cock, and kept stroking. The room had a dim light coming from outside and I was between Emmanuelle and the window, so I knew she could see me if she were awake. My cock was so swollen and hard. I stroked just at the head for a moment and felt my orgasm coming quickly.
I grunted, trying to be as quiet as I could as I came, my cum erupting from the tip and dripping onto my stomach. I stroked more slowly, squeezing out every drop of my cum that I could. When it finally finished, I kicked my legs over the edge of the bed and walked carefully to the bathroom, trying to make sure nothing dropped onto the carpet. I could hear a gasp in the darkness and I was sure Emmanuelle got an eye-full as I moved in front of the lighted window.
When I washed up, I came back to bed and fell asleep, dreaming of young, naked girls, and hot tubs...
*****
My alarm went off at 6:00am and I slid out of bed and into the bathroom to take a shower and get ready for work. When I came out again I dressed quickly. Emmanuelle seemed to still be sleeping as I slid into my dress slacks and white, button-down shirt. I went back into the bathroom to put on my tie.
She was awake, sitting up in the bed, when I came out and put on my suit jacket.
"Wow..." she said. "You clean up really nice."
"Thank you," I said, smiling at her.
"You remind me of Christian Grey."
"I have no idea who that is," I said, not understanding the reference at all.
"From the Fifty Shades of Grey trilogy..." She looked at me as if hoping that would ring a bell, but it didn't. I shook my head. "He's a dom and... it's a romance with him introducing this girl to bondage..."
"Hmm... not familiar with it at all. But," I smiled teasingly, "maybe I'm more like him than you know. I could be into bondage and you'd never know it." I looked directly in her eyes, as if challenging her, and I could see her breath catch for a moment, her body flush with excitement.
I smiled, knowing that would keep her thinking the rest of the day. "I have my meeting until about 4:00. So I should be back by 5:00," I said. "Will you still be here or are you heading out this morning?"
She smiled, trying to be crafty. "I haven't decided yet... daddy. But you'll find out soon enough."
I could feel my body respond when she called me daddy. It seemed so wrong, but... damn... I liked the way she said it for some reason.
I walked over to her side of the bed. "Well... I uh... I hope you stay a little longer. If not... it was definitely a pleasure." I leaned down and kissed her on the head and touched her cheek. She felt so warm and smelled so good.
"Wait a minute," she said. "Give me your phone."
"What do you need my phone for," I asked, pulling it out of my jacket pocket.
She quickly typed in a phone number and then hung up. Then began typing some information. In a minute she was handing it back to me. "There... now you have my phone number and I have yours."
I laughed a little. Smart girl.
I put three twenty dollar bills on the dresser. "In case you need anything or want to go buy something," I said. Then I left the hotel and drove to my meeting. The only thing on my mind, though, was her. I truly hoped that she would still be there when I got back. And that scared me a little. I was falling for her. And not in a fatherly sort of way. Was I really a pervert after all?
I walked to reception when I reached the office. "Vince Peterson here to see Paul... uh... Paul." I forgot the man's name. In all my years in business I never forgot a freaking client's name. This girl was getting to me big-time. "Paul Rutherford," I finally said.
The meeting went smoothly once I got my head in the game. Their issue wasn't as difficult as I had thought, but it would still mean a couple months of work to fix it. At the end of the day, I shook hands with Paul and drove back to the hotel. I couldn't believe how nervous I was, though. As I pulled into the hotel parking lot I realized that I was actually scared. I was scared that she wouldn't be there when I got to the room. I was scared that I'd never see her again. It was a strange feeling.
I had made a quick stop into a flower shop and bought a single red rose, just something to show her my appreciation for her. And something small... in case she was leaving. When I walked in the hotel room door, it was quiet and the lights were off. The beds were made and Emmanuelle wasn't there. And her stuff wasn't there. I put the car keys on the dresser, took my jacket off, and just sat down on the edge of the bed, shaking my head. I took a deep breath and sighed.



"I guess it wasn't meant to be," I said.
"What wasn't meant to be?" Emmanuelle asked from behind me followed by the sound of the door closing. I turned around quickly, surprised to hear her voice. She was standing there, in a bathing suit, still wet, wrapped in a big, white towel.
I smiled so big. Damn... I'd never been so happy in my life.
"Oh, uh... nothing. You're uh... you're still here?" I asked.
"No... I left hours ago. You're imagining things." She giggled and I laughed along with her.
"I like my imagination when it looks like this," I said, smiling, holding out the rose for her.
"I think I'd like it, too. You'll have to share some of that imagination with me. Especially the juicy parts," she teased. "Thank you, daddy!" she said, taking the rose and kissing me on the cheek over and over again before I kissed her on the lips. I felt my heart flutter a little bit as we stayed there, our lips locked together, softly touching. Then my tongue pressed between her lips, searching out her tongue.
It felt like it lasted forever, even though I knew it was only a minute. And we pulled apart. I shook my head, still smiling. Damn! She was still here. Could the day get any better?
"Daddy... can we go to dinner now?" she asked, looking like such a little girl.
"As soon as you change," I said, standing up and beginning to take off my tie.
She shook her head. "No, no. Don't you change, daddy. I want you just like that."
I cocked my head a little, looking at her. "Ok," I said. "So... dinner with daddy Grey tonight?" She smiled, blushing a little.
She grabbed her suitcase and bear out of the closet (the last place I would have expected them to be!), and put them on the bed. Then she grabbed some clothes to change into. I was still standing there, watching her, and she twirled a finger around, telling me to turn around.
I nodded and turned around, noticing that I could still see her in the wall mirror out of the corner of my eye. I stood there quietly as she took her bathing suit off and lay it on the back of the chair to let it dry.
Her body was small and lithe. She looked a lot younger than eighteen, but the way she moved and carried herself... it was so... sensual. "So... what were you up to all day?" I asked, enjoying the view.
"I watched TV a little... ordered a little room service... and then went to the pool. They have a pretty nice pool here."
"Good... good," I replied, watching her get dressed in a tight, little shirt and shorts once more.
"Ok," she said. "I'm ready."
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Just like the night before, we went down to the restaurant and ordered dinner together. What was different was what happened during the dinner. I had asked how she had slept and she said she had trouble sleeping. She said she watched some TV and only then was tired enough to sleep. The look in her eye, though, led me to believe she wanted to give me more details but decided to tease me instead.
"I have to admit... I, uh... I saw you last night," I said softly, looking her in the eye.
"You... you saw me? When?" she asked nervously, unable to match my gaze, looking very scared.
"When you were... uh... on your phone."
She had a surprised and shocked look on her face and she blushed a deep red. "Oh... I'm sorry... I... I thought you were... I thought you were sleeping. Oh my God, I'm so embarrassed," she whispered, hiding her face. She was visibly scared, her body shaking.
I tried to reassure her. "Don't be embarrassed and don't be scared. I kinda liked it. In fact, that's what... inspired me." I could see a little smile in her eyes, but she still hid her face. "I assume you saw me, too?"
"Yes..." she said softly, nodding a little.
"Good. So we're even."
"Not exactly even," she said, smiling subtly. "You were in the dark."
"True," I said, smiling.
Several minutes of silence passed as we ate. She appeared to be playing with her food more than eating, as if she were lost in thought. "Are you going to spank me?" she finally asked still looking little scared.
"For?"
She had trouble saying the words for a moment. "For... touching myself... Patrick said it was wrong and spanked me every time he caught me."
"Well... if you want to be spanked, then I'm happy to oblige. I think spanking can be fun to do and is sometimes required to punish bad girls. But I don't see the need to punish you for touching yourself. I don't think it's wrong to touch yourself.
We were silent for a while as we ate. And I felt her foot rubbing my leg.
"Daddy?" she asked.
"Yeah?"
"Did uh... did you like... you know... watching me?" Her hands were in her face again. She was embarrassed to ask the question but too excited not to know the answer. Her foot slid higher up my leg and moved to my knees. "Patrick really hated me doing it. He said good girls don't do that."
"He hated it?" I laughed. "Well, he's officially an idiot. It obviously had a positive affect on me. So... yeah. I liked watching you very much."
She smiled as her foot drifted on top of my thighs, resting there, her heel just against my swelling cock. She moved it around, trying to be innocent, but always rubbing against my hard shaft. I shook my head at her teasing, but didn't stop her.
"Do you think I'm pretty?" she asked softly.
I smiled at her. "Of course. I think you're beautiful," I said matter-of-factly. "Let me guess, Patrick never told you you were beautiful."
She looked down and shook her head.
"Well, I guess I'll have to tell you that a lot to make up for lost time."
She smiled, her face beaming at the compliment. Then she bit her lip. "Do you think I'm... sexy... daddy?"
I growled a little as her foot rubbed against my cock making it very uncomfortable to remain seated. "That's not a question to ask daddy right now," I said. I could feel my body heating up with desire. "But I think you know the answer to that," I said as I looked down into my lap.
She giggled, but didn't stop.
We finished dinner with Emmanuelle's foot in my lap, and finally got back to the room, Emmanuelle walking with her arm in mine. When we entered the room, she suggested we watch a movie together before bed. Of course I was envisioning so many things, especially since I caught her watching porn just the night before. But I figured I'd let her choose whatever she wanted.
She grabbed the remote and jumped on the bed, tapping the bed and urging me to sit beside her. I took my jacket off, but she insisted I didn't undress further. She flipped through the offered movies and found just what she was looking for... Fifty Shades Darker, the second movie in the Fifty Shades trilogy. Not that I knew much about the movies or the books.
"This one," she said happily.
"Ah," I said.
"Meet Mr. Grey," she giggled, starting it.
The movie was ok, it held my attention well enough with the teasing sexual tension throughout. I came into the middle of the trilogy so I didn't have a lot of the background of the characters, but I caught on quick. I was more captivated by the young woman next to me, who was definitely into it. She was leaning back against the headboard when the movie started, but not long after, her head was on my shoulder, her arm wrapped around mine. And then her head was on my chest, her hand resting on my stomach, as my arm hugged her, my hand resting on her bare stomach.
The elevator scene followed by the pool table scene really got me going... and obviously Emmanuelle, too. I could feel the little movements in her body as her excitement grew. Her fingertips lightly stroked my stomach. I liked how Christian was so... confident. He knew what he wanted from her and just took it. And he did it in a pretty damn sexy way.
"Maybe we should make a bet," Anastasia said. "If I win, you take me to the red room."
"And if I win?" Christian asked.
"Your choice."
Christian grabbed a pool cue. "Break," he said.
The game went well, with the sexual tension building between them... and between Emmanuelle and I. I could feel her fingertips swirling over my stomach, even though it was over my shirt and t-shirt. With her so close to my crotch, I was definitely getting hard.
When Anastasia missed the winning shot, Christian said "I hope you're not a sore loser." And when Anna replied "That depends on how hard you spank me," I could hear Emmanuelle softly moan, her ass moving a little. Her hand moved down my body to slide onto the top of my thigh.
My hand moved onto Emmanuelle's ass, gently stroking it and playfully tapping it. I watched as Christian walked around the pool table and stood right in front of Anastasia, pinning her against the pool table. "I want to be very rough with you," he said so confidently, so dominantly.
Anastasia replied "So be rough with me," making my cock twitch. And when Christian bent her over the pool table and began fucking her, I felt Emmanuelle's hand slide up my cock and pull my zipper down. Without a word, she freed my cock from my slacks and boxers and, holding it in her little hand, began sucking on me.
Her warm, wet mouth felt incredible. She was definitely experienced and not shy about taking a lot of me deep into her mouth. I moaned softly. "You don't have to do this, baby girl," I said.
Taking me out of her mouth for just a moment and replacing it with her stroking hand, she simply said "Please, daddy. I want to."
I squeezed her ass, and stroked it, as she sucked on me. Then she deftly moved away from my touch, kneeling between my legs and making sure I could see what she was doing. I looked down into her eyes looking up at me, as she slid my shaft back into her mouth and swirled her tongue just under the head. Her head moved up and down in a nice, slow rhythm designed to give me the most pleasure without letting me cum.
God that felt so good. I put my hands behind my head and just kept watching her. She seemed to really like that. She held my cock still and just licked around and around the head for a moment, her eyes locked on mine.
"Mmmm... your cock's throbbing, daddy," she said before taking me in her mouth again.
"Oh my God," I groaned, feeling the pleasure all throughout my body. "You're so good at that."
She was moaning as she sucked, obviously enjoying every minute of it. "I guess you could say I learned a few things."
"You definitely did... that's for sure," I moaned.
She slid her mouth off me and kissed down my shaft while stroking it with her hand. Her kisses and licks moved lower and lower until she was licking and sucking on my balls, giving me a whole new set of erotic sensations I'd never felt before. Fuck, I wish I didn't have my clothes on still!
She sat up a moment and pulled her shirt off, tossing it aside. She toyed with her nipples for a moment, just watching me and my reaction with a sexy smile, then bent forward and continued her sucking. I watched her hands fiddling with the button on the front of my pants and then lifted my hips as she pulled them down. She stopped sucking for just a moment to pull them off my legs and then do the same to my boxers and socks.
I unbuttoned my shirt and took my tie off as she thrust me deep into her throat and choked on it for a moment. God, the pleasures that generated! I don't think she had any gag reflex left!
"I'm going to cum soon, baby doll," I warned her, touching her head, hoping she'd stop and that I'd just finish off myself, like I'd done with so many women before. But my words just made her moan and redouble her efforts. Her sucking motions increased and she seemed determined to make me cum... and make me cum in her mouth.
And it didn't take long. I could feel it welling up from deep inside me. I was just watching her the whole time and we locked eyes. She knew it was going to happen, too, and still she kept going. Her moaning became excited whimpers as she sucked and stroked my cock faster and faster, making me cum so hard.
I felt each pulse jet from my cock and I could see it on her face as she tried to keep up with it and swallow it. Her hand just kept pumping, though, making me cum more and more right down her throat.
"Oh, that's so good, daddy," she whispered softly, slowly stroking my cock when I'd finished cumming. "That was a lot." She was smiling, obviously proud of herself.
"That's what you do to me, baby doll," I said. "Come 'ere." I reached my arms out, urging her to lay beside me, in my arms.
She stood and removed her shorts, then moved up into my arms, laying naked beside me. "I love doing that to you, daddy."
I kissed her on the forehead as I hugged her tightly to me. We lay like that, watching until the end of the movie. Emmanuelle's fingers lightly teased my chest as Christian proposed to Anastasia. I could tell how content it made her feel to be held like this. I wondered if anyone had ever held her like this before. Certainly not Patrick. And I could sense that she held the same fear of tomorrow morning as I did, when we would part, her going west and me going east.
And at that moment, I decided two things. "If you want," I whispered, kissing her forehead again, "I'd like to drive you further west, and take you to LA. The weekend is just starting... and I don't have anywhere else to be. I could use a little time off."
"Really?" she asked, smiling up at me, while squirming in a little dance on the bed beside me.
I nodded. "Yeah, really."
"Yay! Thank you, daddy!" she squealed.
"But, I do have one requirement," I said, pulling away from her and moving off the bed.
"Anything!"
I grabbed my tie and held it out to her. She smiled for a moment, knowing that this was a big move for her. This was one of the things she truly wanted, though, I could tell. It made her shiver with excitement and need. I knew that her pussy would be gushing at even the thought of being tied up.
I walked around to the other side of the bed where she was sitting. "Turn around and put your hands behind your back," I said softly. She complied, kneeling on the bed and placing both arms behind her back, grabbing her own elbows. I could feel her trembling as I looped the tie around both arms binding them tightly behind her. Kneeling like that she was closer to my height now, so I stood behind her and let my hands trail up both her arms to her shoulders, lightly touching her skin.
I leaned forward and put my head on her shoulder, breathing into her ear and listening to her own raspy breaths, as my hands slid onto her chest, my fingers circling her nipples. God, they were hard! And they really were sensitive. Just touching them made her entire body quake with pleasure. Just a light touch on them made obvious ripples of pleasure shoot through her. And pinching made her pussy quake and drool. I was intoxicated by the little moans and grunts she made as I teased her breasts.
"Now it's my turn," I growled softly. She nearly fell forward from the pleasure of just my voice as I grabbed her hips and flipped her around, laying her on her back and arms. I grabbed a pillow and lifted her hips, placing it underneath. Then I slid onto the bed, crawling between her knees and spread her legs wide, watching her the whole time.
She was trembling, partly in fear and partly in excitement. I kissed her knee and then a little lower on her inner thigh. Her mound was bare, either from not having any hair at all or from her shaving, I didn't know. But her pussy was extremely beautiful, her labia engorged and wet and open, her clit practically throbbing at the top, begging to be licked. And her scent was making my mouth water with desire.
"You're so beautiful," I whispered as I kissed down her inner thigh and then licked to the side of her entrance as I watched her. I loved the little squeaky moans she made and then licked up the other side. I hovered over her clit, my hot breath blowing across it as Emmanuelle groaned impatiently, wanting contact.
"Daddy!" she whined softly.
I ran the bottom of my tongue from the top of her clit down and then licked upwards once I reached the bottom, curling my tongue underneath and really teasing it. She practically jumped off the bed! I put my arms under her legs, so I could rest on my elbows and hold her hips down with my hands. Then I began licking her properly, covering all over her beautiful pussy, tasting every nook and cranny before pushing my tongue inside her.
She was a little firecracker, trying to move her hips, trying to escape the pleasure of my tongue and mouth one second, and then the next, trying to push even harder into me. I licked even lower, first teasing her perineum and then her asshole, licking, sucking, and stabbing as she writhed beneath me, squealing and moaning loudly.
She came hard in my mouth, gushing onto my face not long after I started. I knew that the movie and her cock-sucking had excited her. And I also remembered the night before. So I slowed my licking and sucking and stabbing without stopping.
She had four body-melting orgasms before I finally finished with her and she was a sweaty, wet mess, her body quivering uncontrollably. I untied her, got us both cleaned up with a warm washcloth, and slid into bed beside her, holding her tightly to me.
I woke in the middle of the night with Emmanuelle shaking against me. She was having a nightmare and seemed to be trying to get away from someone or some thing. "No! No! You can't!" she said several times. I hugged her more tightly and kissed her head. That touch seemed to comfort her and make her nightmare fade.
When I woke the next morning, Emmanuelle was still in my arms. She was turned away from me, and I had one arm underneath her, holding her, the other over top. I slowly and carefully disengaged from her and went into the bathroom. I started up the shower and then washed up. I was washing my hair when I felt cool air come into the shower. When I opened my eyes, Emmanuelle was standing naked in front of me.
I smiled at her as I rinsed off my hair. When I looked down again, she started squirting more body wash into her palm and wiping it over my front. I was getting hard as her hands moved lower and lower. Her small, soft hands slipped between my legs and moved over and around my cock and balls, washing them as she softly stroked me. My cock was so hard and her hands felt so wonderful as she lovingly cared for and fondled me.
I stopped her after a moment, knowing we didn't have a lot of time to play and then rinsed off. She was upset that I stopped her, but I took the washcloth and put more soap onto it, then began washing her. I wiped over her body as she watched me and let me do whatever I wanted. I paid a little extra attention between her legs, wiping first the washcloth over and around her pussy and ass, then used my hands. She held onto my arm as my fingers played with her pussy, circling her clit.
Before she could have an orgasm, I pulled away and she whimpered, looking up at me, begging for me to finish her off. But I just turned her around and put some shampoo in her hair and washed it. My hands massaged her scalp and made sure her hair was clean. I then put in some conditioner and rubbed that in as well. Finally, I rinsed her off and we both toweled off.
To my astonishment, while I was still toweling off, she dropped to her knees and waited for me to finish. I looked at her in surprise, but she just looked up at me, innocently, obviously in expectation.
"We don't have time, baby doll," I told her, helping her stand.
We finished dressing and went to the restaurant for some breakfast. Emmanuelle seemed sad for some reason.
The drive to our next stop, Oklahoma City, was going to be another eight-hour drive. It started off being a pain, too, as I had to navigate around several road-construction crews and detours. It was enough confusion and stress to put me in a bad mood as well. And then an hour into the drive Emmanuelle started getting upset about my music.
"What's up with this shitty music?" She asked, instantly reaching toward the radio and flipping through the channels. She found a station that she liked quickly and turned up the volume to the high-beat rap. "Oh my god I love this song!" she said loudly and started dancing in the seat.
I was in no mood for loud music and certainly not rap. I reached out and turned the station back and the volume down.
"Hey! This music is for old hillbillys!" she said reaching out and turning the knobs again.
"And this music is for twelve-year-olds," I countered, turning it back and turning the volume back down. "I'm not in the mood for this, so stop it!"
"I'm not twelve!" she yelled and then sat back in her seat, pouting, and covering her ears.
"Well you're acting like it! And I'm neither old nor a hillbilly. But I am driving here, so stop it! Quit acting like a two-year-old!" I knew I yelled too loud. And I knew that what I said struck a nerve.
She unfastened her seatbelt and climbed over the console between the two seats into the back seat. And there she sulked and pouted. I could see that she was crying when I glanced in the rear-view mirror.
At first I thought she deserved the smack-down, but over time, I grew more sorry that I said it. After about thirty minutes I was feeling really bad, so I pulled off the expressway and parked in the back of a parking lot of a big-box retail store. She was looking out the window when I turned off the engine and looked in the mirror again.
"Look, I'm sorry I yelled at you," I said turning to face her. "I... I guess I was just stressed out over the construction. What I said was wrong and I didn't mean it."
"Are you going to spank me?" she asked, simply, still looking out the window.
I was stunned by what she said, but I guess I wasn't surprised. Patrick really messed her up. "Do you think you should be spanked?" I asked.
"Um...," she looked down and started to answer but seemed unsure how to answer.
"Do you want to be spanked?" I asked.
"Maybe...," she said very quietly. It felt like she wanted it, felt that she needed to be disciplined, and maybe even enjoyed being spanked. That would explain her reactions during the Fifty Shades movie at least. But maybe she was worried about what I thought about it. Maybe she worried that I would spank her too hard, maybe like how Patrick treated her.
I got out of the car and moved into the back seat, closing the doors. Then I moved to the middle of the bench seat and tapped my lap. She looked at me and then slid over my lap, setting her ass in the perfect position. I lay my left hand on her back, holding her down, and then swatted her once with my right.



She moved a little under me, and I heard her gasp a little, but maintained her position. Then I swatted her other cheek, spanking her over her jean shorts. I could hear her breathing get a little louder and wondered if this got her excited. I spanked her again, giving her multiple strikes on both cheeks. She squirmed under me but didn't even try to reach back to stop me or get off my lap.
"Are you ok?" I asked.
It took a second for her to be able to speak, and when she did it was breathy, as if she were getting very turned on. "Yes," she whispered.
"Do you need more?"
"Yes," she answered, more quickly now.
"Take down your shorts and panties," I ordered and helped her unfasten and slide them down and off her legs, setting them on the seat beside me.
I really did like her bare ass that stared up at me. I took her right leg and let it fall off the seat to the floor, opening her legs slightly, and ran my hands up her leg, teasing her inner thigh. She gasped as I did, but still maintained her position.
I started spanking her again, swatting first one ass-check, then the other, over and over. Her flesh was getting rosy and she was whimpering and moaning... and crying... below me, but it sure felt like she was enjoying it. She was breathing hard now, sniffling, almost panting even. I moved my hand between her legs and lightly touched her pussy. She was drenched and moaned louder when my fingers touched her.
I slowly pushed my finger into her, feeling her pussy grip and squeeze my lone finger wantonly. Her breath caught in her throat and she moaned softly as my finger pushed deeper and deeper and squirmed inside her.
"Daddy... yes..." she hissed softly and I could feel her hips move to give me even more access. Slowly, I moved my finger in and out, gently fingering her as she continued to moan below me. I spanked her a few more times with my left hand, a little harder than before, keeping my right hand teasing her pussy. She responded by moaning even louder and lifting her ass up into my hands. Even though I know the swats stung, she was definitely loving this.
I had to admit, I was loving it, too. A lot. I loved teasing her and taking her to the edge. I loved to hear her moan and beg and get so excited that she could barely control herself. I slowly slid a second finger inside her and judging by how easily it went in, I knew for sure that she wasn't a virgin. It was highly likely that Patrick raped her. I felt the strange desire to both thank him and kill him for it.
She was panting that she enjoyed it and I spanked her ass again. I could feel her pussy pulse with it, squeezing my fingers, wanting more and more from me. I felt my cock hardening beneath her and felt my desire to fuck her beginning to boil.
Her ass looked so beautiful like that, pinkish and moving as she clenched and released. I noticed her asshole and it looked too much to pass up as well. I pulled my fingers from her, making her groan at the loss, and sucked on my index finger to get it very very wet. Then I put my index finger against her puckered hole and two other fingers at the entrance of her pussy and pushed, slow and steady. Every time they met some resistance, I stopped and squirmed them, causing her delight, at least by the sounds of her squeals.
When my fingers were fully embedded inside her, I began sliding them in and out, fingering her. Slow and easy, gentle at first, but then picked up some speed. I wanted to take her to the edge quickly at this point. And every so often, I spanked her ass, letting her know that I was fully in control of her pleasure.
She came hard with my fingers deep inside her. I made sure to spread my legs so that she didn't get her juices all over me. I loved feeling her cunt grab and squeeze my fingers tightly. I could only imagine how heavenly that would feel on my cock. And I knew it wouldn't be long before I found out.
When she finally calmed down, I let her sit in my lap and snuggle against me. She cried a little and apologized for being such a brat earlier. And I apologized again, too.
As I held her head to my chest, I knew I just had to ask the question. "Do you want me to spank you when you get out of line? Does that help you?"
"Mmhmm," she sniffled, nodding against my chest.
"Ok, baby."
I let her get fully dressed as I went and got myself cleaned up in the store's restroom. Then we pulled back out on the highway, once again listening to my music. We stopped for lunch at a fast-foot restaurant and she played footsie with me again under the little table, but otherwise we were just like a dad and his daughter traveling.
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After lunch we piled back into the car and started driving. I could tell that she really didn't like my musical choice, so I decided to throw her a bone and let her pick another station. I just allowed myself to have a little veto power if it was over the top bad.
She went through several stations on the satellite radio, going through a variety of musical styles and comedy channels. Just nothing seemed to be right to her. And then suddenly we ran into some sort of sex station. I didn't know what it was at first, but it appeared to be running some sort of single-person sex story. The woman's voice was deep and sultry as she described what was happening.
"Oh... daddy... please... please fuck me. Your tight little cunt is so ready to be fucked," the woman said over the speakers.
It kinda shocked Emmanuelle to hear someone talking like that... me, too, if I was to be completely honest. But I nodded, telling her that she could keep it there for the time being.
"It's your cunt, daddy. It belongs to you. You know how I need to be fucked. I love being your nasty little girl. Your obedient little slut. Oh, I love the nasty games we play. I love belonging to you. My cunt... my mouth... my ass... my tits. Oh, I belong to you," the woman said in a desperate voice.
I could tell Emmanuelle was enjoying the woman's story. She was paying attention, looking at the radio while we listened.
"Oh, fuck me... use me... please! Fuck me daddy! Fuck me daddy! Fuck me! Fuck! Your cock... oh, it's so big. Let me get on top of you. Let me straddle your cock. I love riding your cock. Rub it against my wet, nasty, fuck lips. Press it against my pussy. Yes! Oh, fuck!"
I was hoping that the cars we passed or that passed us couldn't hear the audio. But I did inch the volume down just in case.
I felt Emmanuelle's hand on my thigh and felt it quickly move to my cock through my shorts. Her other hand followed suit. She was trying, unsuccessfully, to unfasten my pants.
Afraid of either getting into an accident or being seen by the wrong person... a cop... I pulled her hands away. "Not now, baby girl." She sat back in her seat, not very happy that I denied her.
"You want me to beg for it daddy?" the woman continued. I had to admit, her voice, her language, and her desperation was starting to turn me on. I felt my cock twitch a little as I thought about Emmanuelle riding me like that, of her begging me to fuck her like that.
"I can beg like a good little slut," she said. "Please daddy! Let me slide my wet, nasty cunt onto your cock! Let me fuck you! Can I? Can I please fuck you? I need it. I need it. I need you, daddy!"
Then the woman started groaning and panting, obviously being penetrated by her man's big cock. I glanced over at Emmanuelle and she had one leg up, one hand surreptitiously toying with her nipples as the other stroked her inner thigh. Her eyes met mine and I could tell she was a little embarrassed. She was likely beaten a lot when she got caught touching herself, so I was sure she was trying to resist the urge.
The audio made my cock hard and I was beginning to get into an uncomfortable state, so I adjusted it, moving it to somewhere it could get as hard as it wanted. She noticed me moving and touching myself and gasped a little, her tongue swiping across her lips.
"Go ahead, baby doll," I told her. "You can play with yourself if you want to. I'll let you. As long as I can watch."
"I wanna play with you, daddy!" she whined.
"I'm driving, baby. Later, ok?" I asked. "For now, let daddy watch you touch yourself."
She didn't look too happy about not playing with me, but she slowly slid her shirt up and over her breasts. Her nipples were hard and swollen and I found it difficult to watch the road and watch her at the same time. But I would do my best.
"Oh! Your fucking cock is so big!" the woman on the radio continued. "Oh, daddy, it's stretching my tight, little cunt! Daddy! Daddy! I want you to cum inside me while I ride your big cock. Oh, I love being on top of you like this. Your cock goes so deep inside my cunt. That's it, daddy, fuck me!"
The squishing sounds on the radio sounded really close to what a real cock would sound like fucking the woman, so it was easy to imagine it. I wondered if she had a silent partner or if she used a dildo, but doubted that any partner could be silent with her riding them like this.
Emmanuelle slid her shorts down and off her legs again and put her feet up on the seat, spreading her knees wide. She had turned to lean back against the door and offered me a wonderful view of her pussy. She was still so wet and her fingers were circling her clit slowly, teasingly. I wondered if she was always wet and ready to be fucked. I'd have to test that theory some time.
"Fuck me! Fuck me!" the woman on the radio moaned loudly. "Daddy! Daddy! I need to cum! Can I? Can I cum all over your cock with my nasty cunt?" She started wailing as if her orgasm were so incredibly intense. It seemed to go on forever! I looked at Emmanuelle and watched her play for a moment, pinching and pulling her nipples and slowly sliding a finger inside herself. Her mouth was open in a silent moan.
"I can't... I can't... I can't stop!" the woman continued moaning loudly, having a very intense orgasm that obviously led into another and another. The man's cock must have really filled her full. "Ohhhhh! Daddy! Daddy!" she moaned, softer now as she came down from her orgasm. I imagined she was sitting on him still, letting his cock deflate inside her as she rested on him.
"Oh, fuck daddy. You take such good care of my cunt. Oh, fuck. I love cumming for you." The woman's moaned, breathy last words ended the segment with my cock hard. Emmanuelle was still slowly stroking herself, obviously turned on, but not quite enough to cum yet.
I turned down the radio as the next segment started. I reached over as best I could and touched Emmanuelle's inner thigh, sliding my fingertips over her labia as her own fingertips circled her clit.
"Come closer, baby doll," I told her. She quickly obliged, sliding as close to me as she could, keeping her thighs spread wide, and hugging my arm. Her own hand left her pussy as mine got a better angle and slid all over her mound. She felt so hot and wet, her skin so smooth and soft. I remembered how it felt against my lips and felt my mouth go dry in anticipation of tasting her again.
"Oh, daddy," Emmanuelle moaned, squeezing my arm as my finger slightly penetrated her hole. "That feels so good."
"You like it when daddy touches your pussy, don't you baby girl?"
"Oh, God, more than anything daddy. You make me feel so good when you touch my pussy," she said softly. "You make me feel so good all the time." In an even softer voice, she whispered "I love you daddy" and squeezed my arm hard.
I slid my finger in deep and rubbed her clit with the palm of my hand. I could feel her grinding into me, pushing against me as I moved my finger around and around and in and out of her tight wetness.
While touching her was foremost in my mind, in the back I was thinking about what she said and how it made me feel. My attraction to and affection for her was growing by leaps and bounds every minute I was with her. And while we were driving to LA so I could drop her off, to just leave her, I wasn't so sure I could easily do that. She seemed so... vulnerable.
But was what I was feeling enough to keep her? Was I in love with her? Was I just loving the sex? Or was I just trying to rescue her? If only I had the answers...
We finally arrived at a motel in El Reno, just west of Oklahoma City. It consisted of a gravel parking lot, dotted with a few buildings housing the rooms, two per one-story building. I went to check in and paid for the room overnight. When I came out, a couple young boys were milling around the car in their cowboy hats and boots, talking about Emmanuelle. When I approached, they moved away a little bit, but still watched her and talked about her. We grabbed our luggage and found our room. It was nice, with two queen-sized beds, a dresser, and a small TV. This was nothing like what we left in Saint Louis, but, any port in a storm.
She said she wanted to take a bath and I decided to go grab some dinner. Unfortunately, it didn't look like anything was close by. I spent about a half hour just finding a place, and then another fifteen minute drive back. When I pulled up in front of our room again, I could hear the boys' voices. I casually looked over as I closed my car door with the food in my hand and saw Emmanuelle in their midst.
They were taunting her and trying to take the towel that was wrapped around her. She fought back a little, but was no match for three young men. Her back was to the wall of the building, but they had her surrounded.
I dropped the bags of food, yelled at them and moved to her quickly. One of the boys turned and walked a few steps forward to meet me.
"Go back to your room, grandpa," he said. "She wants to party with us for a while."
"I don't think so," I said and kept moving forward. The man put his hand on my chest and tried to stop me, but I just turned my torso and first pushed his arm off me, unbalancing him, then pushed him to the ground.
One of the other two came over to me, while the last held onto Emmanuelle by the upper arm. "Hey, fucker," he said. "Get lost or get your ass kicked!" When he got close, he threw a looping right punch.
I had already anticipated his punch and easily blocked it, wrapping my blocking arm around his arm and holding it firmly. At the same time, I hit him in the face with my right elbow several times, knocking him out as he stood there, his nose starting to bleed. Then I tucked my shoulder underneath his arm and turned, flipping his limp body over mine, thudding it onto the ground.
I turned and, as I approached Emmanuelle, the last guy backed away, his hands up as if he didn't want trouble.
"Daddy!" Emmanuelle yelled and I instinctively ducked and moved to the side as the first guy tried to bull-rush me from behind. His legs caught mine and tripped, falling face first into the wall of the building.
I grabbed Emmanuelle and, keeping her in front of me, I guided her towards our room. The last boy standing grabbed his two friends and helped them back into their truck. I led Emmanuelle into the room and stood in the doorway, watching, as the boys drove off, looking a bit scared.
"Oh my God, daddy," she said, coming over and wrapping her arms around me.
I closed the door behind us. "What were you doing?" I asked, too loudly, and too much as an accusation, finally realizing that her hair was wet. I pulled her away with my hands holding her upper arms tightly.
"I... I just... I just wanted to check out the pool," she whimpered, starting to cry. "I'm sorry daddy. I'm sorry."
Adrenaline was pumping through my veins but I had enough control to know that she shouldn't be blaming herself. I grabbed her and hugged her to me, tightly, squeezing her as if I never wanted to let her go again. Her arms wrapped around me, too, and I could hear her sobbing.
"It's ok, baby," I said softly, kissing the top of her head. "It's ok. It's not your fault at all. I was just... very worried about you. I should never have left you like that."
"I'm sorry... I'm sorry," she whimpered over and over again, loosening her hands around me and dropping to her knees in front of me. Her arms wrapped around one of my legs. "I'll make it right, daddy. I'll make it right."
She used one hand to start unfastening my shorts, then quickly joined by the other as I just stood there watching helplessly. My shorts and underwear fell to the floor and my cock sprang free before being caught in her hands.
"I'll make it right," she said again, looking up at me, and sliding my cock into her waiting mouth. "Please, daddy, let me make it right."
She sucked me deep into her mouth and practically choked on my cock in her desperation to please me. And I just stood there. I could feel the adrenaline rush in me and the pleasure welling up in me and just couldn't control them both. I put one hand on her head, originally to try to calm her, but then my fingers curled, grabbing her hair. And the other joined it, holding her head tightly. And I began fucking her mouth.
I don't know what came over me, but I became so aggressive all of the sudden, so animalistic. I fucked her mouth with long, full strokes, letting my balls slap into her chin over and over again. Then I pulled her tightly into my groin, trying to push my dick all the way down to her stomach, taking away her breathing.
When I finally pulled my cock free from her mouth, she gagged and sputtered, but opened her mouth and took my cock into her mouth again. It was as if she loved being treated like this. She wanted to be treated like this. I didn't understand it, but I was going to go with it.
I fucked her mouth for a moment, watching her eyes water, watching her desire for me in them. Her hands were clasped behind her and she wasn't doing anything to stop me. She completely let me do whatever I wanted to her. When I pulled out again, I grabbed my shaft and rubbed my spit-covered cock all over her pretty face. She closed her eyes and welcomed it, loving the feel of my hard shaft all over her body as she smiled and licked my cock every time it passed.
Then she opened her eyes and looked up at me. "Do you like that daddy?" she asked, sounding desperate and needy. "Do you like sticking your cock down my sweet, innocent, little mouth? I love sucking on you, daddy. I love your big, fat cock in my mouth, choking me. I love hearing those moans you make. And feeling your hands on the back of my head as you fuck my mouth hard. I want you to fuck my pussy like that, too. Will you fuck me daddy? Please? That's what I need, daddy. That's exactly what I need!"
I grunted, my passion overwhelming me, and grabbed her arms, lifting her and pulling her over to the bed. I lifted her into my arms and she wrapped her legs around my body. My cock was so hard beneath her and I could feel the head teasing her pussy. With a little adjustment, I slid her pussy down onto my cock, and moved slightly, letting her bounce on me.
Her moans and grunts as her head rested on my chest were a tremendous turn-on and her pussy felt so incredible, squeezing my cock. I lowered my hands, gripped her ass, and helped her bounce on my cock as it thrust uncontrollably deep inside her.
"Fuck, you feel so good," I moaned as our bodies slapped together. "I want to fuck you hard, baby doll."
"Oh, my God! Oh my God, yes, yes, yes!" she cried out, letting her body bounce like a rag doll. I could feel her body shaking and her juices running down my legs as she came. Her eyes closed tightly, her face contorted in pleasure as I kept moving her up and down. Her pussy tried to squeeze me out of her, but gravity held me deep inside.
I pulled her off me and dropped her to her feet. Her legs were weak and nearly buckled, but I held her up, turned her around, and then pushed her onto the bed. I then grabbed both her thighs and lifted her ass into the air, her face, chest, and hands resting on the bed, as if she were a wheelbarrow, and slid into her again. Her hands grabbed the bedspread helplessly as I pushed and pulled her, slamming into her from behind.
Her tiny body was so light, she was like a rag doll to me. I could do anything I wanted to her... and did. Our bodies were slapping together as I thrust in again and again. Every breath she exhaled seemed to be squeezed out by my cock, as if it went all the way up into her chest and pushed it right out of her lungs.
God, I was getting so close! I dropped her onto the bed, onto all fours, and quickly moved in again, grabbing her hips and sliding into her in one, deep thrust.
"Yes, daddy! Yesssssssss!" she screamed.
I grabbed her hair from behind and pulled, arching her back, and pulling her back into my cock again and again as I pounded more and more. And I felt my balls tightening, squeezing, as I started cumming into her. I prayed that she was on the pill or something, but at that moment, I didn't have a choice. Her pussy was going to be filled to the brim.
All my adrenaline... all my anger... all my frustrations... all my desires... all the memories of our fight... all the memories of her face, of her moans, as she came... everything poured out of me in each pounding thrust I had left in me.
When I finally stopped, I moved onto the bed and fell into it, sweaty and panting. Emmanuelle moved up next to me and kissed me on the lips, cheek, neck, and chest. I closed my eyes but felt her move down my body and begin gently licking and sucking my cock clean. I was in and out of consciousness a few times, falling asleep, and then waking up to some sound or touch. And the last thing I remember feeling was her tucking in beside me, wrapping my arms around her as she whispered "I love you, daddy."
*****
I woke with a start in the middle of the night. I don't know why... if it was an unfamiliar sound or if I woke from my nightmare. I had dreamed that several guys came and took Emmanuelle back to Patrick. I tried and tried to stop them, but was powerless. And every chance they had, they sexually assaulted her, right in front of me, and there was nothing I could do about it. Everything I tried to do failed, every punch was powerless and easily knocked aside. And when Patrick finally got her, he physically hurt her right in front of me, as he sexually used her, and she seemed to love him for it. I was once again powerless to stop it, powerless to save her. It was disconcerting to say the least.
I felt Emmanuelle against me, her warm, soft skin felt incredible and comforting against me and I squeezed her to me harder and kissed the top of her head. Up to now, every time I saw her sleep, it was restless. But tonight, she was deep in sleep, snoring a little, even, if you could call it that.
I listened to her breathing as I stroked her hair. It was nice to see her at peace. But I was, once again, caught in a dilemma. We would be in Los Angeles in two days. And everything inside me told me I couldn't just walk away from her, especially if we spent another two days together. I was getting too close to her and I was going to have to decide what I was going to do now.
Do I just risk it and drive to LA and leave her there? Do I just help her find a ride to complete her trip and then head back home by myself? Or...? God, the thought came to me so quickly and clearly. Or do I want to spend the rest of my life with her? But what would my neighbors think... my friends? I couldn't see how that was even feasible.
Falling back asleep was difficult, with all these thoughts racing through my mind. But I finally did.
*****
I woke up the next morning feeling something heavenly. My mind was having a hard time processing it, but then I heard a sucking sound and a whimper and knew just what was happening. When I opened my eyes and looked down, Emmanuelle was sucking on my growing cock. She was going slow and sucking softly, not trying to make me cum but just... enjoying herself.
I grunted as I moved a little and she looked up at me, temporarily removing her mouth from me and just stroking me with her hands. "I'm sorry I woke you, daddy. I just woke up and needed to suck on this big dick. You don't mind, do you?"
"Oh, God," I moaned, closing my eyes for a moment and just enjoying the sensations. Her sucking was so perfect, soft at times and then hard. Her tongue went from absent to flicking over the head and swirling underneath it so perfectly. And then her hand was moving just below her mouth, squeezing and stroking my shaft, and playing with my balls.
"You were fast asleep. God, daddy, you looked so sexy lying there. Your arm draped over your eyes. Your chest just gently rising and falling. I couldn't help it, daddy, I just had to suck it." This woman was truly going to be the death of me. Her mouth felt so incredible as she sucked me. I was getting harder and harder. "I hope you're this hard every morning, daddy. I'm wanna suck on you every morning to get your day started right."



While I was enjoying what she was doing to me and enjoying the lovely view of her naked body, I was feeling guilty. We had to get our future straightened out.
"Baby doll," I said reaching down for her. "Come 'ere."
"But daddy!" she protested, wanting to keep sucking on me, but moved up to lay beside me, laying her head in my chest. Her fingers traced lazy circles over my abdomen.
"We need to talk," I said as I hugged her with one arm while the other stroked her hair.
"About what?"
"About... well... about driving you. You see, I don't want to drive you to LA."
"Daddy?" she said, as she started to curl into a ball, started to cry. "Why not? I'm sorry if I upset you, daddy. I'll do better..."
"No baby, it's not that at all. You didn't upset me at all." I tried to reassure her, but I could feel her sobbing and could feel her tears falling on my chest. "It's just... I don't think that I can just drop you off like that. I mean, I know you want to go to LA but I can't stay there. I have too much at stake in Ohio."
The silence was deafening. Neither one of us could talk for a moment.
"What I'm trying to say is... if you want to go to LA, I'll help you find another ride. Or... if you like... you can come back to Ohio with me."
She didn't move for a moment so I couldn't tell what she was thinking.
Her voice sounded sad and small when she finally did speak. "I don't know what I'll do in Ohio. I don't know where to go or where to stay."
"Baby doll... I want you to stay with me. We'll figure it out as we go otherwise. I just... I just don't want to be without you."
Emmanuelle looked up at me with those big, teary eyes, and tear-stained face, and the biggest smile. "I don't ever want to be without you, daddy!" She kicked her leg over me and lay on my chest, her face above mine and kissed me again and again.
*****
We took the couple days to come back to Ohio, stopping through Saint Louis again on the way back. And, once we arrived, I showed her all around town. Over the next year, we got her a license and a car and she got a part-time job. And we were truly living happily-ever-after.
Our sex life remained very strong, with Emmanuelle living up to her desire to pleasure me every morning. She was incredible in every way and made me a very happy man.
But my greatest joy came in the third year, when, two months after we got married, I came home from work to find out that she was pregnant with my baby. Now she was a wife and a mom... but will forever be my baby girl.
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Numbers, Part 1
Numbers.
They were my life.
A 3.98 in high school, a 4.0 in my undergraduate degree in computers, and a 4.0 in my masters degree in accounting.
Everything was numbers to me. And now my job as a CPA reflected that. I was a consultant to several large banking firms and traveled extensively throughout the world auditing books, making sure everything was accounted for... for particularly special clients that wanted to make sure their money was safe and make sure it was well hidden within the banks accounting. And I was good at my job.
Having only a few, close family contacts helped me get the job initially, giving my... employers... ample leverage to wield against me if I had any thoughts of double-crossing them. Just a word or two about how much harm they could do to my mom or dad was enough to ensure my loyalty and trustworthiness.
And now, after 15 years in the business, with all of my family members deceased, they thought my loyalty and trustworthiness was completely bought and paid for. And, for the most part, they were right. I was well paid and I had no thoughts of double-crossing anybody.
This particular day, I was sitting in an office at 10pm in Boston, working on an accounting issue for a very large, international bank there. I was busy tapping away on the computer, barely even recognizing the passage of time. If it hadn't been for the security guard coming in every now and then to check on me, I would have probably worked through the night without even eating.
"Still here," the guard said, peeking in through the door.
"Oh, hi... yeah." I looked at my watch. "I guess I should wrap this up. There's always tomorrow," I laughed.
"Well, let me know when you're ready to head out." And he was gone.
I made sure my program was still running on the server and logged out, disconnecting my PC. It was nice to have the computer degree... sometimes doing large comparison sets of data or looking through reams of database files required something a little faster than me, or I'd never get anything done. And having it run overnight would save me a ton of time in this damn desk chair.
I stretched my weary back, packed up, and left the building, preparing to come back in at 8:00am. After a quick taxi ride, I made it back to the hotel ready to settle in. I threw my stuff in my room and realized I still wasn't tired. I needed something to help me unwind. That's how I ended up in the hotel bar, late at night, with only one other patron. Lucky for me she was a looker. And... well... she was a *real* looker.
Of course, the thing that really attracted me to her were her legs. Specifically the damned hosiery she wore. It was like a drug to me. I couldn't help but want to see it and touch it. She sat a few seats down from me at the bar, turned towards me. Her legs were crossed, her shoe dangling and swinging from her foot. Her attention was on the TV news behind the bar, but my attention was definitely on her. Those black stockings were very erotic.
She glanced my way for a moment, smiled to acknowledge me, and then looked back to the TV.
I felt my heart racing when she switched the cross of her legs. I couldn't believe I was feeling this way. I quickly ordered a shot and brought it to my mouth. Unfortunately, my hand was shaking and the damn thing dribbled down my chin. I sputtered and mumbled in embarrassment of being such a klutz and she turned, smiling and laughing a little.
"I wondered who was going to get the dribble glass," she laughed.
I was stunned for a moment, trying to think of what to say. Talking to beautiful women wasn't a strong suit of mine. "It's usually me," I smiled.
"How about I get you another and make sure it's a good one." She motioned for the bartender, who poured a shot for both of us, while she moved to the bar stool next to me. "I'm Jennifer, by the way," she said, extending her delicate hand.
"Larry." I shook her hand, noting it's softness.
"You here on business, Larry?"
"Yeah, I'm consulting for Boston International Bank for a few weeks."
"Oooh, a big banker," she smiled leaning towards me, her leg brushing up against mine.
"Well," I started and stammered when I felt her leg. "I... I'm more of a... of a... glorified calculator."
"Still, sounds like a good job." Her hand slid down her leg, scratching at her ankle.
I couldn't help myself. I had to look. And I licked my lips excitedly. Her hand came back up and I noticed she was watching me intently, smiling. She leaned in close.
"Call me crazy, but I think you have a thing for legs," she whispered, then pulled back giggling. She slid her leg against mine again and I shuddered. She moved her hand to the hemline of her skirt and pulled it up a little, exposing more of her legs, then stroked the exposed area with her hand. "Silky smooth," she said softly. She grabbed my hand and pulled it onto her leg. "Here, feel it." My breathing was ragged as her hand guided mine to touching her hose-covered thigh and knee. "Feels nice, doesn't it."
"Yes," I mumbled, enraptured, shaking unsteadily.
Her hand pulled away and I started to do the same with mine, but she grabbed it and put it back on her leg. "No need to leave." I looked up at her, surprised, but she smiled and raised her eyebrows, then pulled her hand away again, leaving mine to stroke her leg alone. My fingers traced circles and lines by her knee and on her thigh. She lifted her leg, laying it across my lap and I stroked her calf and foot, utterly and completely enraptured.
"Let me see your phone." She held out her hand as I fished it out and gave it to her. She pressed several buttons in sequence. "So you'll know who I am," she smiled, handing it back, putting it on the bar. She moved her hands back to the hemline of her skirt and lifted it, flashing me, showing me that these were indeed panty hose and that she wasn't wearing any underwear. I could see the outline of her pussy pressed against the thin material, the small patch of hair above it. She giggled at my reaction and then dropped her skirt down again and pulled my hand away. "That should be enough to keep you going," she laughed leaning in to hug me. "Until tomorrow night at least," she whispered, kissing me on the cheek. "I'll be here."
She stood and walked out of the bar, disappearing down the hall of the hotel. I sat utterly stunned. I couldn't believe something like that happened to me. I left and quickly walked to my room where I disrobed and masturbated for the next hour, cumming three times to fantasies of her and her legs.
The next day seemed to last forever. I couldn't wait to get back to the bar that night. I was in town for another week yet and this was turning out to be an incredible trip. I checked my program periodically and saw it hadn't found anything odd yet. But it was only a fifth of the way into the data, so it was going to take some time still.
I didn't want to stay as long at the bank that night, but I knew I wouldn't find her at the bar until 10pm anyway. At about 6:00pm, I got a text message with a picture of some hose-covered legs and just about fell out of my seat. I was instantly hard and couldn't help but touch myself. Luckily I was alone in the office, except for the occasional security guard visit. I opened my pants and masturbated with that image in front of me. Oh god it was so hot. I finished quickly and got cleaned up before going back to work. I made sure to save that image, though.
I got another picture at 7:00, this one a little closer view of the thighs, with just a hint of the treasures above. She were going to absolutely kill me with these. I had to go and do it again. I was moaning as I slid my hand along my manhood envisioning her standing so close I could see what the photo saw. My spray was as bad as the first time. I just got cleaned up in time before the security guard came in.
She tortured me again at 8:00 and 9:00, with pictures that were more and more erotic. A different type of hose in each of them, making my mouth water and my hands shake. Then just after the 9:00 text she told me she'd be wearing the one's she wanted me to see most of all. I couldn't stand it any longer and had to leave work by 9:15, practically running. The cab didn't go fast enough for my tastes and I could imagine the driver was pretty upset with me. But I had to see her.
I slipped into the bar and found several patrons there, but not her. So I took up a booth along the wall and waited. I had a feeling she wasn't going to show, when at 10:00pm she sashayed in. Her smile was huge when she saw me waiting and moved right to me, taking a seat next to me, instead of across the booth.
"Yay, you did show," she said, as if I would have dreamed of standing her up.
"Yeah, I was... enticed." I smiled weakly, still seeing the pictures in my head. Her skirt was about the same length as yesterday but was more lightweight. She was looking ravishingly. Her sheer black hose almost completely dominated my attention, though, and I longed to touch her legs again.
Her hand took mine, set it on her thigh, then left it to move up to lightly play with my hair, leaving me to feel her silky, smooth leg.
"Like the feel?" she asked, giggling when I moaned a yes, my breathing getting more rapid. "I have more exciting things if you'd like. I was hoping we could go up to your room to finish our drinks."
I gulped, knowing that if she got me in private there was no telling what I would do to her. I doubted I could control myself. But my body completely overruled my head and I found myself moving out of the booth with her and going to the elevators, hand in hand. When we were alone in the elevator she moved my hand to her ass, telling me to stroke it. I definitely wanted to oblige and circled it slowly, enjoying the feeling of her firm roundness. I could tell she wasn't wearing panties again which excited me greatly. Her hand moved to stroke my already-prominent erection through my dress slacks. The thin material did nothing to hide the sensations she generated. I had a raging hardon when we left the elevator and made our way down the hall to my room.
We slipped inside quickly and she pulled me over to the bed. She sat down, taking both of my hands in hers. "Let's start with you taking off your clothes."
I hesitated for a moment, but she moved her hand to her mound and stroked it over her skirt. "Go ahead."
I tossed my tie aside and then unbuttoned my shirt and did the same to it. As I was taking off my shirt, she lay back on her elbows and I watched as she started to play with herself more forcefully. I unfastened my slacks and pulled them down and off, leaving my boxers the only clothing left. My erection was very evident behind them and I was embarrassed to be naked while she was still clothed. I wasn't sure if I should continue. She lifted her foot up to my leg and stroked it, letting her foot play with my hardness.
"Mmmm... I wanna see that," she said seductively.
Without thinking, I pulled my boxers down and was left standing there, completely naked and exposed. She raised her foot up again and caressed my cock and balls. The feeling of the nylons against me was exquisite. I was breathing hard now, not believing how excited she was making me.
"Why don't you kneel down here," she said, indicating at her feet. I quickly complied. She released my hands and put hers on her knees. "Now, you be a good boy and just do as I say."
She lifted her foot towards me. "You can start with my feet and we'll go from there."
I took her foot in my hands and began to massage it, feeling the silky material covering it, exciting me. She was looking down at me, watching me pleasure her and I could tell it was turning her on, too. I kissed her big toe and gently nibbled and sucked on it causing her to moan. I kissed each toe and sucked on them, eliciting even more moans from her. Then I moved up to her calf, caressing it, stroking it, and massaging the muscle. I put her leg against the side of my face and smiled.
She lifted her skirt up and out of the way and placed her hands on her thighs, stroking them and pulling them wider apart. "Mmmm, you're good at that," she moaned. My cock twitched at the compliment. Her hands slowly moved to her mound and she lightly touched it. I could see her pussy beneath, so lovingly constricted behind the translucent material. Her clit was pushing into it, as if trying to break free. She lightly circled it with her fingertips, breathing heavily.
I moved my hands up to her thigh and massaged and stroked her. Her leg rested on my shoulder curled gently down my back. She smiled as my hands came close to her sex and then retreated again and again.
"Mmmm, you're in for such a lovely treat for being such a good boy. Now the other leg."
She sat up as I sadly moved back to working on her other leg. She teasingly shed her blouse and bra, making a dramatic show of her breasts and nipples. I had to admit, they looked luscious and would have normally held my utmost attention, but her stockings were completely clouding my mind. I was drunk with her. She lay back again slightly and began toying with her breasts as I lovingly massaged her foot.
I kissed and licked each toe individually, sucking them lightly between my lips. Then moved to her calf again, letting my hands tease and stroke the muscle. As I moved higher up her leg her hands returned to her mound, circling it with her fingertips. I could see her clit being moved and teased, driving me crazy. When I reached her thigh, she had slipped a hand inside her hose and was directly playing with herself. She was audibly groaning now as if my touch was taking her over the edge.
"Yeah, baby, you're making me so wet," she said, sliding a finger inside her pussy. I could see her hand moving, teasing, driving her to an orgasm. I could see her juices collecting on the nylons, smearing it.
"Put your face on my thigh, baby. I want to see you so close to my pussy, watching me play with it. Oh god, this is so hot."
I slid my cheek against her thigh feeling the heat from her pussy beginning to radiate from her. She let her hands frame her pussy as she looked down at me. "It's all yours baby. You want it?"
I moaned, "Oh my God do I ever?" I was panting in heat. My cock was so hard now, bobbing with every heart beat.
She grabbed the top of my head with one hand and pulled me into her pussy. I licked and sucked, hungry to taste her. My tongue made the material wet and smeared her juices even more. She groaned, pulling me harder into her. One leg wrapped around my body, trapping me and pulling me. Her body was begging me to make her cum. Her hips lifted off the bed as she panted, sliding up and down, slowly fucking my face.
"Fuck you're so nasty," she panted. Suddenly she pushed me away from her. "This is just not working." She grabbed the material at her crotch and I watched as she tore the nylon right at her pussy, opening a hole just for me. She adjusted it to beautifully frame her lovely pussy then grabbed my head with both hands. "Eat me you fucker. Make me cum on your face."
I dove back in and began to please her in earnest. She couldn't believe how good I was at this. It was only a few weeks ago that she learned of who I was and what I did for a living. She thought I was just some geek that she could manipulate to her own ends. Little did she know how good I was at pleasing her. This was going to be one of the best orgasms ever.
Her thighs crushed my head, covering my ears. Her body tensed, her hands clawing at my head, pulling me tighter against her as she came with a grunt, screaming.
I felt her relax and backed off slightly, cleaning her and licking up all her tasty juices.
"Oh, my god," she panted. "That was... incredible, baby."
I smiled, my face dripping wet. I tried to clean off as best I could, wiping my face with my hands.
"Now for her next treat." She opened her purse and pulled out a small package containing more hose. She slid her hand down the leg and lightly brushed her face with it. "Stand up here." I did as told, my erection proudly pointing towards her as she slid to the edge of the bed. "What a nice, hard cock. I think we need to do something about that."
She wrapped her nylon covered hand around my shaft and began stroking it, up and down. I stood there in total ecstasy. The smooth, cool feel of the hose on my hot manhood was incredibly erotic, playing into my darkest fantasy. My hips rocked forward and back as if fucking her hand.
"Baby?" she said seductively, licking the head of my cock. "You can do whatever you want with me for the rest of our lives, but I want you to do something special for me tomorrow."
I was in no position to think straight and she knew it. She used her sexuality and my weakness to put me in a position where I'd agree to anything. Using her free hand, she took a memory stick from her purse and tossed it on the bed. Her hand continued to stroke me, getting me closer and closer.
"I have some account numbers on here... and I want you to transfer some money from them. Think you can do that?" her mouth engulfed me, her tongue sliding along the underside of my shaft as she slurped up it's length, driving me crazy.
"Oh, god," I moaned loudly. "Please don't stop."
She pulled away from my cock. "Think you can do that?" she asked again, stopping her hand momentarily.
My brain was overloaded... it needed the sensations she was producing. I started to panic, wondering what I was going to do. Then I blurted excitedly, "yes... please don't stop!"
Her hand resumed its stroking, more insistently now, taking me to the brink even faster. I groaned, my legs starting to shake.
"That's right, baby. You be good to me and I'll be soooo good to you." She leaned forward and sucked the head into her mouth, letting her tongue circle around it.
I grunted as she pulled away again, but the sensation was overwhelming and I came in her hand, stream after stream erupting from my cock. She kept pumping, milking everything she could from me. When I was finally done, she pulled her nylon-covered hand from me and removed cum-soaked nylon.
"That was so awesome baby. I sure hope you have more left in you, 'cause I'm not done yet." She stood and pushed me down onto the bed, lying on my back. Then she slowly crawled up on top of me, her hose sliding against my legs making me shiver. She moved higher and higher until she was sitting on my chest.
"These account numbers you want me to steal from... who are they?" I asked, gulping as I watched her spread her labia and slide a finger inside, slowly fingering herself.
"They're low-lifes. The accounts are for money laundering from some big drug and gun runners. They won't miss it... and besides... they're not going to call the cops." She moved higher, her pussy right above my mouth, and slowly settled down as I began to lick her. "All I want you to do... ummm... is move two million out of each of them, each day for rest of the week. Oh god, baby, you do that so well." Her hips pushed up and back, humping against my face again. "That'll leave us with a hefty sum and we can go disappear somewhere. Then we can fuck like rabbits for the rest of our lives."
My hands stroked her thighs, her stockings sending thrills through me once again, making me redouble my efforts to make her cum. She became incoherent at that point, my tongue and lips doing their job well. Her hips were rocking rapidly as she neared her orgasm. Suddenly she grunted loudly and pushed down hard, her juices pouring out onto my face.
"Fuck!" she yelled, pulling away from my mouth, her fingers filling the void. "So?" she panted. "You in?"
I lay still for a moment, pondering my life... pondering what the life ahead might be like and weighing my morals against what she was asking me to do. I licked my lips, tasting her, my eyes scanning up and down her body. My hands were still touching her thighs, feeling their heat.



"Yeah," I said nodding my head. "I'll do it."
She slid down my body and lay forward, her breasts pressing into my chest, her lips covering mine in a deep, passionate kiss. I could feel my cock at the entrance to her pussy, just begging to thrust inside.
"This is certainly going to be a fun life," she panted.
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Ever since they graduated high school, Vince and his stepsister, Heather, had been... well... fooling around. It had started innocently enough, underneath the mistletoe at their family Christmas party, with a kiss that went too far. All their parent's friends and neighbors were over, drinking, eating, and laughing long into the night.
Vince noticed she was accidentally standing in the archway where the mistletoe was hanging and jokingly mentioned it.
"Oh... I didn't notice," Heather laughed. She felt uncomfortable at the party, not knowing anyone and generally not good with groups of people.
"Well... you know you have to kiss me, right?" he asked, stepping forward until he was right in front of her.
"But... you're my stepbrother," she protested weakly.
He smiled. "So? It's just a little kiss. It's tradition."
"Um... ok," she said, a little embarrassed and shy.
Vince leaned forward and pressed his lips to hers. It was a chaste kiss, a kiss between siblings. But there was a spark. He moved back an inch for just a moment, but then pressed forward again, touching her lips again, this time for longer, his hand moving to hold her hip, moving to hold her to him. He felt her tongue caress his lips and opened his mouth to readily accept it, greeting her with his own.
The kiss took them somewhere else, somewhere that neither of them had ever expected. When they realized that the party was going on around them, they broke apart again, apologizing to the other, but both knew that kiss meant something. They were both embarrassed, but they both were excited.
Luckily, no one at the party saw them.
They both separated afterwards, meandering about the party, trying to process their emotions. After midnight, the night had proven too much for them and they disappeared into his room to talk. And, after a couple hours, they fell asleep.
Vince woke up first, and just looked at his stepsister, remembering their kiss. It surprised him how good it felt. She was his stepsister... he wasn't supposed to have these kinds of feelings for her. But he couldn't help it. She lay next to him, turned towards him, her body hidden underneath the covers.
"Oh... uh... good morning," she said, waking up at last. She looked around and realized where she was. "I guess I fell asleep in here." She yawned and stretched her arms over her head, her t-shirt tightening around her breasts. "Oh, excuse me," she said, covering them with her arm, embarrassed.
She lay back again, propping her head up on her hand. "It was uh... it was really good to talk to you last night. To... talk about how we're both feeling and about this new family situation."
"Yeah... we were kind of thrown together," he said. Their parents hadn't even been married for 6 months.
"It was nice to just kind of bond a little bit," she admitted. "I know our parents really wanted that for us and we really haven't taken the time to do it. Hopefully they'll be pleased that we got to talk... and laugh... and bond. It was pretty nice."
She ran her hand through his hair, playfully. "You're a good guy. I think I'll like being your stepsister. So... what do you say we wake mom and dad and go open presents. What do you think? Does that sound good?"
"It's not even Christmas day, yet," he said, laughing. "You're a little over eager aren't you?"
She sat up and threw the blankets off her, but off him as well. Vince was wearing a pair of pajama shorts and a t-shirt, but his erection was obvious, tenting his shorts. He tried to cover it up by pulling his t-shirt down, but she couldn't help but notice.
"What do you mean... whoa... what's going on down there?" Heather said, giggling, distracted suddenly by his erection.
"It's nothing," Vince said, embarrassed.
"Morning wood, huh?" she giggled. "Ok... that's awkward. I didn't really anticipate that happening. That's gotta be a little embarrassing for you... waking up next to your sister with morning wood."
She reached over and pulled the front of his shorts down a little, exposing his cock, and giggled. Vince moved her hand away and covered it up again. Back and forth they played the game, giggling and laughing.
"You keep trying to cover it up but it's not going to go away," she said. "It's not going to go away until you do something about it." She got out of the bed and stood beside it. "I guess I should leave and let you take care of it."
Vince, feeling a little playful and bold, left his shirt pulled away and grabbed his cock, stroking it slowly, right in front of her.
"Wow... uh... it's pretty big," Heather mumbled, staring at it. "How'd that happen, huh? Guess you lucked out and got some good genes."
"Yeah... I haven't had any complaints. But it tends to get hard at inappropriate moments," he said. "And that's a bit difficult to deal with."
"It's pretty embarrassing for you, huh?"
"You could say that."
"It's not going away, either. Do you like being embarrassed or something... or are you just turned on by me?" she asked, smirking.
"I admit it... it's you," he said. "It's your fault... and maybe you should help me get rid of it."
"I don't know... I don't really think I should be helping you with that," she said, climbing back onto the bed, on her knees. "I think that's beyond the scope of my responsibilities. I don't think mom and dad had this in mind when they wanted us to bond."
Vince slid his hand up and down his shaft more, jerking it, feeling it grow even bigger and harder.
"Oh my... getting a little aggressive about it, aren't you," Heather said. She moved closer to him and put her hand on his thigh. "I guess I could... touch it... a little. Maybe help out a little." She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, replacing his hand, and began stroking him.
"Oh... you really... that's a lot of precum," she said, sliding her finger over the head, swirling the oozing liquid over it. "You must be one horny boy, huh?"
Vince moaned. "I am a bit of a horny boy, I'll admit it. But you're too damn sexy."
"So... is this normal for you in the morning or are you just horny for me?" she asked. "I think this might be a little something extra, huh?"
"Well... I can't stop thinking about that kiss... and you are practically wearing nothing. I can see your nipples right through your t-shirt. And I can see your panties. That does tend to make me a little... excited."
She giggled. "Maybe I was... you know... hoping for a little more when I came in here last night."
"Yeah? I guess I'm an idiot. I didn't read that right," he admitted.
"Well, that's ok," she smiled. "You can make it up to me. Right now... I guess I could take care of this for you. We have to keep this a secret, though, ok?"
"Yeah... it's our secret."
"I like that you're so horny for me. It's a pretty big turn-on," she said. She grabbed the elastic waistband of his shorts and started tugging them down his legs. "Let's get these pajama bottoms off." She crawled down the bed, helping to pull them off his legs and then looked back at him. Vince's eyes were glued to her ass.
"I thought I noticed you spying on me before." She moved her t-shirt to make sure her ass was completely exposed to his sight. "Is this what you were looking at? Huh? Were you looking at my ass?"
"Whew," Vince breathed hard, getting a good look at her beautiful, hard ass. "Yeah... I was..." He squeezed his hand on his cock a little more, stroking a little slower. "You have a nice ass."
"You like my booty?" she giggled, bouncing it a little. "Wow... I never thought I'd be turned on by my stepbrother being turned on by me. But... it's kind of fun... and it's pretty naughty." She sat up on her knees and grabbed her panties at her hips, pulling them down and off.
She turned towards him again and crawled up beside him, taking her t-shirt off.
"Does this turn you on, stepbro? Are you getting really hard for me?"
Vince groaned as he looked at his naked stepsister. God, she was beautiful and sexy. Even her breasts were perfect, a B-cup with hard, little, pointed nipples. "Fuck," he whispered.
"I don't think it's working," she giggled, grabbing his hard shaft again and stroking it. "I think you're getting harder. I bet you want to cum... don't you?" She bent down and licked the head, then wrapped her lips around the head and sucked on it.
"Oh my God," Vince moaned. "That feels so good."
"Does it turn you on to think about fucking your sister?" she asked, sucking and stroking his cock at the same time.
Vince groaned. "You can't imagine. I want to so badly. You turn me on so much."
"Mmmm... such a yummy cock." Heather kicked a leg over his so that she was straddling it and pushed her hips down until her hot, wet pussy made contact with his flesh. Then she started sliding forward and back, grinding into his leg. "I bet you've been fantasizing about me since you met me. Huh?"
"God, yeah," he admitted, reaching out and taking hold of her breast, squeezing it. He pinched her nipple between his fingers and lightly pulled it, making her moan.
"Oh... fuck it," she said, moving again until she was sitting on his thighs. She pressed his cock against her pussy, and pushed against it, sliding it against her clit.
"Oh, fuck... that feels even better," Vince moaned.
"Is that where you want it?" she asked, panting. "You want that cock inside my pussy?"
"God yeah," he moaned, reaching out and grabbing her hips. He wanted to pull her onto his cock, so he could thrust so deep inside. But she resisted, only grinding against him instead.
"Oh that feels good... rubbing myself against you." She was so wet and warm.
She kept moving up and back, up and back, sliding his cock between her lips and over her clit again and again. It was driving them both crazy with lust.
"Maybe I'll just... maybe I'll just do this... rub on you until we cum," she said, panting. "Oh... yeah."
"God... please," Vince begged, grabbing her hips harder, trying to angle her body in just the right position.
She shook her head. "No, I gotta do it. It feels too good." With a little extra movement of her hips forward, Vince's cock was slid back to her entrance and with just a little movement, he was thrust inside.
"Oh yeah," she panted, holding still for a moment, feeling his cock fill her insides. "Does that feel good? Do you like that?"
Vince pushed his hips up and back, sliding in and out just a little, but trying to encourage her to move... trying to encourage her to fuck him. With one last moan... she did.
It was the first time they fucked... but not the last. Their parents never found out. They kept their secret and kept up their relationship, until they moved apart.
It was after he graduated college that Vince got a job in Virginia, leaving his family... and Heather... in Ohio, seven hours away. Then when Heather graduated, she moved out of the house, too, but stayed in the state, just two hours from home.
*****
It was a year later, when Vince decided to take some time off and visit Heather. He made arrangements and drove to her house, which she shared with a roommate. It was a long year apart, Vince thought. He didn't have a girlfriend yet and spent most of his time at work.
After he arrived in town, he arranged to pick her up and take her out for the evening. He picked her up, now his date for the evening, at 6:00. He was staying at a hotel downtown and her roommate was out with her boyfriend for the night. Of course, he was invited inside her home and had to spend the requisite thirty minutes waiting for her to finish getting ready, but the results were worth it. She was gorgeous, dressed in a flirty blouse and skirt. Her skirt was very light weight and seemed to move even with a non-existent breeze. She was a very flirtatious woman, especially around him, always living on the edge sex-wise. That was one of the things that attracted him to her.
They kissed briefly, her thanking him for waiting, and then they left for the restaurant. Unfortunately, a lot of other people were out on dates as well, so they had to wait for a table. It was one of those trendy kind of places that has a lot of booths and was nicely decorated. They were told they'd have to wait thirty minutes, so they hunkered down, leaning against the wall.
Of course with the number of people waiting for a table, there wasn't enough seating. So Vince leaned back against the wall and pulled her in front of him. To everyone in the restaurant, they were just a man and a woman out on a date. No one was aware of the incestual relationship they had cultivated. Heather was facing away from him and he had his arms wrapped around her. Her hair smelled so delicious and her perfume was intoxicating. Between that and the fact that she was so close to him, Vince had an immediate erection.
Vince thought he might as well tease her and pushed his hips into her a bit, rubbing his cock against her ass. It fit nicely between her ass cheeks. She seemed to giggle, recognizing what was happening, and pushed her ass back into him with a small grinding motion. His cock was sliding over her ass and it felt heavenly. They were off to the side, away from prying eyes and Vince suddenly felt her hand grab his thigh. She then ever-so-slowly moved it higher until her hand was right on his cock. Her arm was bent behind her back, but that didn't stop her from giving him a quick hand job through his dress slacks.
Vince moaned into her hair near her ear and she giggled. She knew exactly what she was doing to him. He was feeling really good when the hostess unfortunately called their name. They were ushered to one of the booths and given menus.
"I have a surprise for you," she said when the waiter left.
"What's that?" Vince asked, all ears at this point. He knew something interesting was up.
She quickly reached into her purse and handed him a small remote control, a little bigger than a key fob. It had a few buttons on it and the word 'Tantalizer' written on it. Vince was dumbfounded as to what it was for and it obviously showed on his face.
"Actually it's more for me," she smiled. "The buttons control a little... um... toy that I'm wearing."
"Hmmm, kinky," Vince smiled back. "And the buttons?"
"They control the intensity. I'll let you handle the reigns tonight." Vince loved seeing that little twinkle in her eye.
Vince pressed one of the buttons and she gave a little start and then smiled. He figured he'd just let her warm up a little bit and set the remote aside and started reading the menu.
They gave their order to the waiter a few minutes later and then were left alone. Vince looked over and saw that she was sitting there comfortably and pressed the button three more times. He could almost hear the little vibrator roaring against her clit. She gave a yelp and started shaking. Her breathing was a lot more labored and Vince could tell she was holding back as much as possible so she wouldn't just scream out.
Vince smiled at her and met her gaze. "You bastard," she smiled back contentedly, very obviously feeling the effects.
"Having a good time dear?" Vince asked.
"Just wait until I get you alone."
Vince turned it back down two notches, leaving it at two clicks higher than when he started.
"How many levels are there to this thing?" he asked.
"I'm not going to tell you," Heather giggled.
"You do know that I could just keep turning it up, higher and higher, until I find out on my own." He smiled smugly, ready to press the button again.
"Ok, ok... there are five. And five is... really good. I... don't last long at five."
She was getting a little flushed by the time their food came. Vince could tell she was extremely turned on. She kept looking at him, making sexual undertones while she ate her food. Her lips were incredible as she nibbled. He couldn't wait to feel them nibbling on him again. It had been too long.
About three quarters of the way through the meal, Vince upped the intensity to level four and she moaned with a start, covering it up with a cough for the sake of the other patrons. Her eyes closed and her hands disappeared beneath the table.
"Like that?" Vince asked smiling.
"Um hmm," she said, keeping her eyes closed, breathing hard. "Can't stay here long, though."
Vince couldn't see what she was doing with her hands, but he wanted to make sure she didn't get off yet. "No, no, no, hands above the table or this sucker goes right to five."
She brought her hands up and, opening her eyes, looked at him with a feral smile. Vince could tell exactly what she was thinking. He then backed it down a notch to three, but she was still writhing a little. He knew she was very hot and very anxious to do something about it. But he played it cool and made sure she was just kept on the edge.
They finished dinner and she slid closer to him in the booth, whispering in his ear just what she wanted to do to him. "Why don't we go to the car and I slide your cock into my mouth. I can't wait to taste you for dessert," she whispered. "My pussy is so wet for you."
Vince laughed at her play, her attempt to get him to let her cum. "I know what you're doing and you're just going to have to wait. We have a movie to go to."
Vince paid the bill and they drove to the theater. As soon as they got into the car, Vince put it up to level four again and let her writhe in her seat. He made sure she kept her hands away from her crotch. He could hear the little plastic thing buzzing away so furiously. Vince let her have an orgasm, to let her know he was in charge and knowing that he'd be able to do that as often as he wanted. It was a good thing they were driving at the time because her moaning and screaming was very loud.
"You fucker," she said smiling at him when she came down. "I'm so going to fuck you blind."
"Yeah, yeah, promises, promises," Vince teased her. They parked in the theater lot and she directed him to the back of the lot, away from the other cars. He had turned the vibrator down to level one again, not enough to get her off, but enough to keep her excited. As soon as Vince put the car in the space, her left hand shot over to his thigh and squeezed it.
"Tell me we're early," she said sliding close.
Vince looked at his watch and, yeah, the movie didn't start for another half hour. Vince knew what she wanted and decided to tease her a bit more.
"Why don't you show me your little friend," Vince suggested.
She smiled and slid away from him a little. "I'll show you mine if you show me yours," she teased with a flirty grin.
She pulled up the hem of her skirt. Vince instantly found out she wasn't wearing any panties. She also had this little butterfly-like toy attached to her labia, snuggled right up on her clit. Vince looked her right in the eyes and pressed the button rapidly four times, instantly taking the vibrator to level five. She was shaking her head, knowing exactly what Vince was going to do. When the vibrations hit, she squealed, her hips jumping off the seat. Vince could see the little guy moving rapidly against her clit. Her pussy was so beautiful, with just a little tuft of hair above her clit. Her lips were pouty and red, engorged with blood. She was so wet it was practically dripping onto the seat.
"Keep your skirt up and legs open," Vince ordered. "I wanna see this."
She closed her eyes, her head rolling side to side as the sensations washed over her. "Oooooooh.... you.... fucker.... mmmmmm... uh huh... I'm.... gonna.... fuck.... you.... forrrrr.... uuuuuuuhhh.... thissssss," she moaned as she came once again. She was writhing on the seat, both of her hands clawing at her own body, grabbing at her tits, rubbing over her abdomen, just over her pussy. He knew she was dying to get her fingers into her cunt, but he wasn't going to let her.
He turned it back down to one again and watched her recover. Her whole body was flushed and she was panting. She sat up, slid over to him, and instantly had her hands on his trousers. "You're a fucker, you know that." She opened his pants quickly and tugged at his boxers so that his erect prick pounced into the air. "I'm going to make you fucking cum so many times."



She dropped her mouth to his shaft and began sucking on it, her head bobbing up and down. Her warm, wet mouth felt heavenly wrapped around him. With one hand, she began jacking him off at the same time. She seemed insistent to make him blow into her mouth. Vince just sat back and enjoyed her play. When she started blowing him, he kept her vibrator going at level one. As time passed, however, he slowly inched it up a notch. As it got up to 3, she was gasping whenever his cock filled her mouth.
"Fucking shit," she moaned as she gave him a quick handjob. She was groaning, wanting for both of them to get off. Vince went right up to the edge.
"I'm... gonna... cum," Vince moaned and she quickly covered his cock with her mouth, without breaking the rhythm of her hand. He came within seconds, spurting furiously into her mouth. He could hear her hungry mouth sucking it up with gusto. She came right after that for the third time, cussing at him again and saying how much she wanted to fuck him. She sat up and smiled at him as she wiped some of his cum off her lips and then licking it off her finger.
Vince turned her vibrator down to one, fastened up his pants, and they got out of the car and walked to the theater. They were seeing a romantic comedy that had been out for a while and was getting very few viewers. So, they slipped into the theater and went up into the back, away from everyone else. They made some small talk before the movie began, but very soon after they sat down, the lights went down and the movie started.
Heather cuddled up next to him, hugging his arm that was draped so that his hand was on her knee. They sat and watched the movie for a while when she drew his attention to her left hand that was pulling her skirt up a bit. Vince got the hint and moved his hand up her thigh. It was silky smooth and he could feel the heat radiating from between her legs. His cock was instantly erect once again.
Her right hand came off his arm and started stroking his thigh, making its way up his leg to his crotch as well. When it got there, she stroked him over his pants for a moment, feeling the length and hardness of his cock increase dramatically. After only a minute of that, she unzipped his pants and fished his erection out through the opening. Slowly her hand started stroking him, making him harder than ever.
To fight back, Vince inched his hand up between her legs and felt her spread her thighs wider. His fingers brushed up against the vibrator and then moved lower until his fingers grazed against her wet labia. The vibrator made sure she was kept in a constantly horny state and he could tell she was soaking wet. He tickled her cunt lips with his fingers making her shudder. After a few moments of this lovely torture, he pushed two fingers into her sopping pussy and began fingering her slowly with them. She rotated her hips upwards to give him maximum access.
There they sat, watching the movie, masturbating each other. Vince knew she had him close to the edge, her hand felt so good on him, but she was definitely closer. He decided to up the stakes and with his free hand, turned up the intensity again, a little at a time. It took him nearly ten minutes to get it up to level five. At that point, she was shaking beneath him. Her hand on his prick had stopped the stroking and was just holding him tightly, stroking occasionally. Her left hand was in her mouth to help stifle her moaning, but Vince heard her gasping and moaning.
His fingers kept up their constant, quick penetration and she was over the edge. She brought her hips up with every thrust of his fingers, trying to coax them even deeper. Her body convulsed repeatedly and his hand was completely soaked with her juices. This time she couldn't take any more and she pulled his hand away and pulled the vibrator off her clit. Vince turned it off and she just sat there for a second breathing heavily. She pulled her hand away from his prick and dropped it to her pussy, coating her palm with her fluids. Then she brought it back over and began stroking him again in earnest.
Within a few moments, she lifted the seat arm and lay over his lap. His dick disappeared once again between her luscious lips and she gave him terrific head. Each time Vince neared the edge, she backed off, giggling, only to restart a moment later. She played tricks like that for nearly twenty minutes before she finally let him explode again into her mouth.
They were lucky that no one saw them or that an usher didn't kick them out. But after the blowjob, they watched the end of the movie, hugging each other tightly. they both knew what they really wanted to do, but at this point could wait a little longer for it. When the movie ended, they walked out, got into the car, and drove back to his hotel room.
He asked her to come in and Heather readily agreed. They sat on the couch for a while, talking, flirting, and watching some TV. When the show ended at midnight, she asked Vince if he wanted to go out on the balcony and fool around under the stars. Vince could tell with the twinkle in her eye that she *really* wanted to.
So they went on to the small balcony and laid a blanket and some pillows down to sit on. They lay back, side by side, looked up at the stars and just chatted softly. After about ten minutes, she got up onto her knees. "Fuck it, I'm horny," she said. Vince could tell in the dim lights from the room that she was pulling her skirt off along with the rest of her clothes. She knelt on the blanket beside him and began to silently tug at his belt and pull his pants off. Vince lifted his hips and helped her.
It was very weird... almost dreamlike. She wordlessly removed his clothes and then, wrapping her arms around his neck kissed him very passionately.
"Vince... I want you to eat my pussy and fuck me. It's been so fucking long," she whispered quietly.
"I've never wanted anything more," he said. He got up on his knees as she lay down, then moved between her legs. Slowly he kissed his way down her thighs until he finally reached her pussy.
He licked his lips. Her juices coated her entire mound from all of her previous climaxes tonight and they tasted heavenly. He licked at her clit and then flicked his tongue all around her pussy. She loved the way he teased her clit, sliding up each side slowly, before assaulting it. When he sucked on it, she let out a pleasurable groan that he bet all the neighbors heard.
He licked his fingers and slowly inserted one into her pussy, slowly penetrating her, while playing with her asshole. She was panting, grinding her hips up into him and her hands were mauling her tits. She kept talking to him, telling him all the dirty things she was thinking about.
"Oh God... I want you inside me, Vince. I want your mouth on my clit while you finger me hard. Please... please make me cum in your mouth. You have no idea how much I've missed this."
Vince took her to the edge of her climax and then she pushed his head away. "Just fuck me, damn it!" She flipped onto her knees and thrust her ass in the air, her head on the blanket. Vince moved behind her, grabbed her hips and eased his hardness into her, slowly, inch by inch. It was so exquisite. She was so wet he slid in easily and so tight her could feel her squeezing him.
He started fucking her slowly, getting the most out of every stroke as she moaned softly.
"Oh my God, your cock feels so amazing Vince. Don't stop... oh God... keep fucking me," she moaned softly.
"I'll fuck you forever," Vince whispered.
Every now and then he would grab her hips tightly and then fuck her in a frenzy, slamming his hips into her butt. She groaned louder whenever he did it and then, as suddenly as he started, he stopped and returned to the long, slow thrusting.
After several minutes, she was pleading with him to make her cum. Vince could feel her body shivering with need beneath him and he wasn't sure how long she would hold out. On his part, Vince was close to his climax, too. It took a huge force of will not to have busted a nut in her already.
When the time was right, Vince started with a fuck-frenzy again, but this time he didn't stop. He slammed into her again and again. She was wailing softly below him, unable to catch her breath. She was unable to make any coherent sounds, just grunts and moans. Vince pumped and pumped his cock hard and fast until he felt the burning sensation build up inside him, needing release. He groaned and felt his cock spasm again and again, shooting his cum deep into her pussy. Her hips quivered below him and Vince knew that she had cum as well.
When they finished, Heather lay down on the blanket and Vince lay right behind her, spooning her tight against him.
"I never want to stop," Vince whispered, squeezing her tighter.
They lay like that a little while, before the cool air forced them inside. They gathered their clothes and the blanket and moved to the bed, sleeping in well past dawn.
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Vince went to bed last night really confused. He'd spoken with his father, laying in bed as he discussed the... proposition. He didn't ask for a response and Vince didn't offer one... not yet. That would come today. Right now, as a matter of fact.
Vince had a restless night of sleep, not quite able to wrap his head around this. And then had a difficult morning of school. Luckily, he had classes all day today, since it was Friday, and didn't arrive back at home again until late afternoon.
His dad was already gone when Vince pulled in the driveway, parked, and then walked into the house. He would normally be home by 5:00pm for dinner, but Vince knew he wasn't coming home tonight. No one was home, as a matter of fact. Vince knew his stepmom was waiting for him at the downtown hotel restaurant, just like his dad said.
He changed into nicer clothes, a button-down, white shirt, navy dress slacks, and a dark blue tie. Vince put on a little cologne and drove downtown, parking in the deck. Then he walked into the restaurant portion of the hotel, just before 6pm, stopping at the hostess desk. A pretty young woman asked for his reservation just before Vince saw his stepmom in a both nearby.
"She's right there," he said, a little nervous and embarrassed. He walked into the restaurant and slid into the booth beside Emmanuelle. She already had a glass of wine in front of her, half empty. She must have gotten home from work a little early. When Vince slid into the booth, she turned and faced him.
"Good evening, baby!" she said cheerfully. She was wearing a beautiful, red dress that made it look like she was going out on a date. It was perfectly shaped to her body, accentuating her full, round, 42D breasts, and her trim waist. The neckline was low, with several cutouts showing her skin beneath. The hem fell to mid-thigh and below she was wearing black nylons and black, high-heeled pumps. She was so very sexy to look at.
Between Vince and her, there was a nervous excitement in the air as he set his hands on the table in front of him and rubbed them together. He didn't know what else to do with them. He didn't know where to look... and he certainly didn't know what to say to her.
She took another sip of her wine, and then, after setting it on the table, played with the stem with both hands. "Well... this is... awkward, isn't it?" she asked quietly, giggling a little.
"Yeah... did my dad make you do this?", Vince asked. "Was that talk I had with him last night some elaborate setup or something?" There had to be some sensible reason for all this. Vince couldn't believe it otherwise.
"No, honey, it's not a setup," she said. She sat thinking for a moment, the tension building once again. "He and I agreed that he'd talk to you first. Your father told me that he thought that you expressed interest in the proposition," she said. "Is that right?"
"Yeah, I guess," Vince said looking down at his hands. She seemed very aware of what the proposition entailed, but didn't seem the least bit bothered by it. "But, are you cool with it?"
"Well, yeah. I mean, your father cheated on your mother," she said, offering up the same explanation that his dad did. "That's why she left him. And I knew that before we were serious with our relationship. So, yeah, I'm cool with it. I expect it every year, I've just not taken advantage of it until today."
Emmanuelle and Vince's dad had been married for 5 years now, since Vince turned 17. And... this had been going on all that time?
"I guess you think we're both pretty ridiculous doing this," she said, looking down.
"No! No, of course not," Vince said. Vince wasn't blaming them for their choices. "It's just... different and I was totally caught off-guard. I just want you to know that you don't need to do anything that you don't... you know... you don't wanna do."
"No," she said quickly. "I want to. I chose you," she said, smiling at me as if saying that was the most natural thing in the world. "Your father asked if I knew who I wanted and I... you know... picked you."
"You did?" Vince was dumbfounded. Of all the men in the world that she could choose, she chose him.
"Of course!" she said as if Vince was the obvious choice. He had to admit, he was rather flattered that she chose him. "You're such a handsome young man, you know. And, you know, I always thought we flirted with each other... and your father kind of picked up on it... and it was very bold and everything and we even joked around about us having sex. And the more I thought about it, the more I really wanted to."
"Wow... I just... I just can't help but keep thinking about all the possible repercussions that could happen by me, you know, making love... with my stepmom," he said, trying very hard to keep his voice down. No one in the restaurant needed to hear that.
She giggled. "Oh, we wouldn't be making love, honey... we'd be fucking," she said, smiling and taking another sip of her wine. Her smile was incredible and her attitude so certain. Her comment was so... shocking... in its honesty and crudeness. "And you know, honey, this opportunity only comes once a year... six months opposite of our wedding anniversary. You know, he wouldn't get married to me without that agreement. So..."
"He wouldn't get married without the ability of having a day to cheat on you?" Vince asked.
"Yeah, exactly. Except... we'd be cheating on each other," she said, correcting me.
"So... you guys have agreed to have sex with someone else once a year, every year you're married?" Vince asked, trying to get his mind wrapped around this. He never expected that his parents would willingly cheat on each other, even if it was once a year.
"Mmhmm," she said, nodding slightly.
"And you believe dad is only doing it just the once a year?"
"Yeah! Of course!" She seemed so certain of it.
Vince doubted that. He knew his dad was a horn dog and likely had several women on the side. "How do you feel about him being with another woman?" he asked, still trying to understand the whole proposition.
"Oh, honey, it's absolutely fine as long as there's no romance. You know, no dinner date or anything like that. You know, it's just a physical connection... just sex. That's all."
"That's all?" Vince asked, still having a hard time believing it. A physical connection... fucking... was a hell of a lot to let someone do to your wife. He was letting this hot woman have sex with someone else every single year. "With anyone?"
"Yeah, of course," she said. "Your father is very handsome and is a great lover at his age. Any woman would be lucky to be with him. I certainly am."
"Have you... have you been with another man before?" Vince asked. He wasn't sure if he could even picture her with another guy. He wasn't sure he wanted to. He had a hard enough time picturing her fucking his dad.
"What, since the wedding? No... he's given me the opportunity every year, of course, but I just never took it. Sex is different for a woman. Women like to have a little emotional connection, you know, and... I didn't feel that with anyone. So, no, I haven't really taken the opportunity yet."
"I'm just really surprised about this," Vince said. "You know, you say you're ok with it. I just want to make sure. You're pretty much saying you've allowed my dad to cheat on you once a year since you got married. And, to be honest with you, if I were married to you I wouldn't even look at another girl. And I wouldn't feel comfortable with another guy looking at you. Especially not like... that. I probably wouldn't let you out of the house, as a matter of fact," he laughed. "The fact that you chose me... it's... I dunno... nice."
She giggled, leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. "You'll have me then for the night?" she asked softly.
"Are you kidding?" Vince smiled. "I've fantasized about having sex with you almost every day since before you two were even married."
She smiled, put her finger under his chin to turn his face fully toward her, and kissed him on the lips, softly... sensually. She touched his chest seductively as they kissed, her demeanor calm and collected. She didn't seem nervous at all.
She sat back, smiling, and grabbed her small purse from the seat beside her. She opened it, pulled out $40, and laid it on the table.
"Shall we?" she asked and slid out of the booth. She smiled and walked with him out of the restaurant and into the hotel. They walked straight past the front desk and moved to the elevator where she hit the button to go up. Vince stood waiting beside her, his heart racing with fear, excitement, and anticipation.
They moved into the car when the door opened and she punched the button for the sixth floor. When the doors fully closed, she turned towards Vince again and fell into his arms kissing him. Her hand started at his chest and then moved down his body until it rested on his cock, feeling how hard he already was... which was very hard.
He moaned softly and touched her breast through her dress. It felt so big... full... and soft. She moaned into his kiss, loving his touch as much as Vince was loving hers.
It seemed like the ride up was far too quick, and she pulled back as the car stopped and the door opened. She took his hand and they walked down the hallway to their door. Vince knew his hand was sweaty and shaking in excitement, but hers was calm. She squeezed his hand to try to help calm him.
She used a key card to unlock the door and then walked inside. Vince was right behind her and as soon as the door closed, she turned towards him and kissed him again, this time very sensually. Her lips were so soft and full, and the tip of her tongue slid first around the edge of his lips and then slid inside as Vince opened his.
She pressed her body against him, slightly grinding against his thigh as his leg slid between hers. Vince dropped his hand to her ass, pulling her against him. She was breathing faster, excited, as she continued kissing him.
And then suddenly, she pulled away slightly and turned away from him, panting excitedly. Lifting her hair out of the way, she invited Vince to help her unzip her dress. He grabbed the zipper and pulled it all the way down to the top of her ass, and saw the elastic band of her panties. Then she turned around and pulled the material off her shoulders as Vince helplessly watched. He drooled when her bra-covered breasts came into view. Her firm D-cups were far nicer than he ever imagined.
"Wow," Vince said without even thinking. He'd seen her in her sexy bikini before, but this was different. The material of her bra was black and see-through. Vince could see her very hard nipples encased within. And they looked... delicious.
She hooked her fingers into the material at her waist and took off her dress completely, sliding it down and off her legs, showing off her sexy bra, panties, and thigh-high stockings all together. Damn she was sexy!
"Oh my God," Vince whispered, feeling his cock instantly start throbbing.
"You like this outfit on me?" she asked, smiling. She cocked her hips a little to one side and posed for him.
"Oh my God you look incredible," Vince said quickly.
She smiled and reached down to her thighs and snapped the top of the elastic-top stockings on both legs at the same time. Then she held her hand out to him. Vince took her hand as she led him to the bed. After Vince sat down on the edge, she slid into his lap. Her breasts were right in front of his face, her face above his, almost dominating him.
"I want to hear that you want to be with me," she said. "I want to hear that you want to fuck me."
"Oh my God... yes," Vince answered quickly. "You're the first woman I was ever sexually attracted to."
She smiled coyly and kissed him. "No. Say the words," she whispered. "I want to hear you say them. I like hearing you say them."
"I want to fuck you, Emmanuelle," Vince said, slowly, looking her right in the eyes. "I want you so badly." The words alone seemed to take her desire up a notch and she was breathing heavier.
She leaned in, kissed him again, and Vince felt her hands tugging at his tie, loosening it. She released her kiss long enough to pull his tie off and throw it aside. Then her hands began unbuttoning his shirt. Vince helped by pulling it out of his pants, from where it was tucked in.
She kissed down his neck and shoulder, moving down his chest. She pushed him back as she went, making him lay on his back as her kisses moved down his abdomen to his bellybutton.
"I want to put you in my mouth," she whispered excitedly. "I want to put that dick deep in my fucking mouth."
"What? Really?" Vince asked, completely surprised. He never thought he'd hear his stepmom say something like that.
"Yes!" she whispered. She slid her cheek over his shaft through his slacks, licking and kissing the long, hard bulge there. Vince was so fucking hard it was almost painful. Her hands stroked along the edge as her lips licked and kissed the head. "You're already so hard for me. Just lay there. Mommy's gonna take good care of you."
She grabbed at his belt buckle in the front and unfastened it, then unfastened his pants, opening them. His cock pressed up against his boxers, tenting them now that there was only the very thin material holding it back.
"Someone's excited aren't we," she asked, smiling up at him. She seemed to enjoy the sight of his hardness and Vince felt helpless to do anything but lay there and watch her.
She pulled and slid his pants down his legs, then slid his boxers down as well. His cock was throbbing as she sat up to pull both off his legs.
"Stroke it for mommy," she said, encouraging him to touch himself. "I like seeing that." His hand quickly moved to his shaft, his fingers encircling it as he stroked it just the way he liked it. She watched every single moment. None of his fantasies were ever this erotic.
After she removed his pants and boxers, tossing them aside, she moved forward on the bed again, encouraging him to slide to the middle of the bed. Then she knelt over his legs, her face right over his throbbing erection.
"Now... feed it to mommy," she said softly as she licked her lips and opened her mouth. Vince lifted the head of his cock towards her waiting lips and held it there until she engulfed it and began sucking on him, looking at him the entire time.
"Your mommy is gonna make you feel real good," she said, sliding her mouth down and sucking and licking his balls. Then she made a long lick all the way up his shaft to the tip again.
"Oh my God," Vince moaned. She slid him deep into her mouth, practically gagging on him as she pushed it back into her throat. "God, that feels so good. Oh fuck!"
"Yeah?" she asked, sliding him out of her mouth for a moment and let her hands stroke him. "You like that?"
"Yeah... that feels so good," Vince admitted. It was better than he ever imagined it would be.
"Mmm... yeah," she said, licking and sucking on the head. "Oh God, you taste so sweet. I've never wanted a cock this badly before." She stroked him as she moved up to lay beside him. "Kiss me," she said.
Vince turned his head and kissed her back as her lips pressed against his. Her hand continued stroking him all through the kiss.
"I like touching you," she said. "I want to make you so hard for me." She moved and started kissing his chest and licking his nipples as she continued stroking him.
God, he thought she was going to drive him crazy!
"I want to make you so hard," she said between kisses. "I want to make you so hard, baby. I want to stroke this long, perfect cock. I wanna drain it. I want to get all the cum out and make you fucking scream."
Vince couldn't take any more and flipped over so that he was laying more on top of her, still kissing her hard. He grabbed her breast and squeezed it, massaging it, as he felt her hard nipple press into his palm. He started licking and sucking on her nipple, lightly biting it.
"Yes... suck on my nipples," she said, moaning. "Suck on them. Oh yes... yes." Vince loved that he could give her so much pleasure. Her nipples seemed to be so sensitive, every lick and suck eliciting a pleasurable response from her.
"Mmm, you taste so good," Vince whispered.
"Thank you. Oh my gosh you make me so wet for you, Vince," she admitted.
That made him want something more... something wet and wonderful smelling. "I want it," Vince said, kissing down her body. "I want it. Let me taste you." He sat up and moved her leg over him so that he was between her thighs. He kissed her inner thigh, lightly licking the soft sensitive flesh as he moved closer and closer to her center... his treasure.
Vince flicked his tongue lightly over her labia and felt her body lurch. "Oh, fuck!" she hissed. Then he plunged his tongue between them, sliding it over her sensitive pink inner flesh. She was wet and so tasty. He couldn't get enough!
"Eat me, Vince," she moaned. "Eat me... eat mommy's pussy... mmm... oh... oh yeah."
"I never thought I'd be doing this," Vince whispered, sliding his tongue up and back over her clit.
"Oh fuck! Keep doing what you're doing. Lick that pussy, mommy's sweet boy. You're making mommy so happy. Suck on that clit," she said excitedly. "Maybe... slide a finger in?" She smiled as their eyes met. Her hint didn't go unheeded.
Vince sucked on his finger for a moment, getting it nice and wet and then pushed at her entrance, sliding it inside her.
"Mmm, yeah," she moaned as he started sliding it in and out.
"Oh you feel so good," he said, going back to flicking his tongue over her clit.
"Is that tight enough for you?" she asked.
"Mmhmm," Vince moaned into her clit. "Your pussy feels so good." He looked up as he licked and fingered her, longing to see how much pleasure he was giving her. And their eyes met.
"Yeah, baby," she moaned. "I like watching you do that. Ah, fuck!"
Vince loved that he was pleasing her, loved that he could. He always feared he'd get in this position and let her down. But he seemed to be doing just fine. Then he thought he'd try something else. He grabbed both of her legs and lifted them, pushing them back towards her face to expose both her pussy and asshole to his waiting mouth. She was very responsive!
"Oh yes!" she said loudly. "Mmmm... I like that! Oh that's so good."
She was leaking so badly, her juices dripping from her pussy and into his mouth. Vince licked and sucked her, teasing her with the tip of his tongue at her asshole.
"Ah, yes... oh God... yeah baby!" she said loudly.
"You taste so good," Vince moaned, continuing to lick.
"Oh sweetheart, you take such good care of mommy," she moaned, closing her eyes. "Oh thank you... nice, long, wet strokes with your tongue. That's what mommy likes. Take care of my needy cunt. Take the cum out. I've never been so happy now that your mouth is on me. That generous tongue. I want you to eat my pussy all night long. Just take it... just lick it... make me cum, please. Make me cum in your mouth. Yes... don't stop... don't... don't... stop... you're turning me on so much baby."
She was moving her body, undulating her pussy against his face and Vince grabbed her hips harder, keeping his mouth against her. He sucked her labia into his mouth, nibbling on them, before sliding his tongue into her hole.
"Oh, baby, mommy wants your cock in her wet pussy. I want to be teased... and I want to be fucked... deep, hard, and slow. I want to feel your wet dick sliding against my pussy before you stick it in. Ok?"
"Yes ma'am," Vince replied, smiling down at her.
"That's a good boy," she said, returning his smile.
Vince sat up and grabbed his shaft as he shuffled forward. He placed his cock on her labia, sliding the head up and down, getting it so wet with her juices. "You like that? You like my big dick on your pussy?" Vince asked.



"Oh, God yes!" she said quickly.
He slid his cock over her clit a few times and felt her shiver below him.
"Oh, yeah," she moaned, pushing her hips harder against him. It wasn't long before she couldn't take any more teasing though. "God... push it inside me," she groaned loudly. "I want your long dick sliding into me, inch by inch. Then I want you to hold me down while you fuck me... hard... taking my pussy... fuck me like an animal."
Vince moved his cock to her hole and pushed... slowly... putting his shaft inside her inch by inch, just like she wanted, until he was buried inside her. He could feel her pussy squeeze him, milk him, as he split her open.
"God... you're so fucking big," she hissed, trying not to move for a moment.
Vince pulled out slowly, enjoying how her hot, wet pussy felt sucking at his shaft and then thrust in again. It felt so good to make long, slow strokes at first, but couldn't take that torture for long.
"Fuck me, Vince," she said, pleading him. He put his hands on the bed on either side of her and let his hips fly, quickly moving in and out of her. Driving in so hard that their bodies slapped together, driving his cock as deep as he could go.
Vince grunted. This was exactly what he needed. She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them, pinching her own nipples between her fingers as she writhed beneath him.
"God you're so hard," she moaned. "You're so big in my tight little pussy."
There was just one more thing Vince wanted. He grabbed underneath one of her legs and lifted it higher again, pulling it up onto his shoulder. Then he grabbed her throat with his other hand, squeezing softly. Her eyes opened wide, as her nostrils flared and a slight smile crossed her lips.
"Yes, oh God, yes," she said, looking so happy. "I like that. Just like that. Take me. Take my fucking pussy. Take anything you want."
Vince started fucking her harder now, taking her, taking her pussy just as she wanted... just as he always wanted. Her body felt so incredible beneath him.
"Don't stop," she moaned. "Oh my God. You're so good at that. You're so good at making mommy feel so good, baby. Yeah, give me that fucking cock."
As Vince was thrusting into her, sweat pouring from his body, she reached down and started playing with her clit.
"Yeah, yeah," she moaned. When he looked down again, she was watching his cock plunging into her. "I like watching," she said, smiling through the pleasure. "Yeah... fuck... fuck... oh yes. Mmmm... son yes... oh, son yes... fuck mommy just like that."
"Your pussy feels so good, mommy," Vince grunted. He was getting close to his own orgasm.
"That's it... oh yes... that feels so fucking good, baby," she whimpered, barely able to speak any more. "Mommy's pussy loves you. Just take me, baby.... take me... take me... God that feels... so fucking good."
Vince felt her hand move faster between them, circling her clit faster and faster, making that little nub so hard and sensitive.
"Just keep fucking me like that," she whimpered. She was so close to cumming. "Oh, just like that. Mommy's gonna cum on your dick so hard... Oh you're gonna make me cum."
Vince kept thrusting, hard and fast, trying to drive her over the edge. And he wasn't disappointed when he felt her body quiver below him. Her legs were shaking, her eyes closed, and her mouth open in a primal scream.
"Ohhhhhhh.... yessssssss... oh, fuck... oh fuck yes," she moaned as she came on his cock. Vince could feel her wetness drench him and drip from his balls.
She lay there for a second, basking in the pleasure that was captivating her entire body. Her legs were still shaking as Vince moved up, straddling her legs, and kissed her.
"Mmm," she moaned into his kiss. "I want to taste my pussy off your cock. Hmmm? Can I?"
"Yeah," Vince said, moving higher so that he was straddling her chest, his hard, wet dick over her lips. "Yeah, that looks so good. I want to taste my pussy juice off that fucking dick." Vince bent forward and slid his cock into her mouth, his hips now over her face. If he just pressed down... he'd slide his cock right into her throat and there would be nothing she could do to stop it. But Vince restrained his urge and let her lick and suck as much as she wanted. "Oh, that feels so good," Vince whispered as she licked the length of his shaft and suckled on the tip.
"Yeah? You want to give me that cum?" she asked.
"Oh, fuck yes," Vince groaned. He was so close now.
"Give me that cum baby. Make me take all of it." She slid him deep inside her mouth again, lifting her head to slide it to the back of her throat on her own terms.
"I'm gonna cum hard," Vince whispered, feeling so much pleasure on the head of his cock. "Oh God... God that feels so good, don't you fucking stop. I'm gonna cum... where do you want it?"
"All over me," she said, smiling, stroking his cock with her hands, aiming the head right at her face.
"All over you?"
"Yeah, I want to fucking drown in it."
She started stroking faster and faster and used one hand to swirl over the sensitive head, driving me insane.
"Fuck," Vince moaned as he felt his cum boiling inside him.
"Give it to me," she said, opening her mouth wide and sticking her tongue out. And then it burst forth, spraying her chest and face again and again, the long sticky ropes of cum striping her skin.
"Oh my goodness," she giggled. Then she lifted her mouth towards his cock once again. "Come here. Let me make sure I have all of it," she said, sliding it into her mouth to suck everything off his shaft.
*****
They fucked several more times that night, doing anything and everything that felt right in the moment, and ended the night late, laying in each others arms.
*****
The alarm rang late the next morning and they had to get ready before checking out of the hotel at 11:00am. They both took a shower, touching each other playfully, but nothing more serious. After they got dressed and started walking to the door, Vince asked her the question that had been nagging him all morning.
"So... when can we do this again?"
"Oh, baby, it's a one time thing," she said, smiling. "Until maybe next year."
"What?" Vince asked, not quite understanding this whole thing, especially after last night.
"Once a year. That's the rule," she said, closing the door behind them.
They started walking down the hallway toward the elevator.
"You know I don't play by the rules," Vince said.
She stopped, turned towards him, and kissed him.
She pressed the elevator button and they rode down and left the hotel in silence.
It was going to be a long, long year. He wasn't sure that was going to be a rule he could keep.
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It had been a long week for Jennifer. Ever since Vince came into her life, she couldn't think of anyone or anything else. And her life and her business was suffering for it. Every day Vince came over in the morning and every she caught one whiff of him and she was his sexual plaything. It was automatic... primal. It didn't seem like she could do anything about it.
Until...
One day, when he left, she locked the door behind him and promised... promised!... that she wouldn't let him in ever again. She had to break contact. She had to get away from him.
When he knocked on her door on Friday, she didn't answer and didn't even come close to the door. She didn't want that scent to take away her control. Not any more! And it seemed like she was winning in battling her instincts. Vince knocked for a while, calling for her... and then just left. He came back later in the day and knocked, tried to convince her to open the door... then just left again.
Jennifer lay on her bed, hoping and praying that she'd figure out what to do next. She wasn't sure he'd get the hint and just leave her alone. Her phone rang, but she ignored that, too. She was hoping that Vince would just think she wasn't even in the apartment.
On Saturday, there was another knock on her door. It was different, but she still wasn't going to take a chance. There was no way she was going to open it. Then she heard keys jiggling, the door open, and pull against the chain. How in the hell did he get her key? She got out of bed, prepared to run out of the apartment and never come back.
"Honey, are you in there?" She heard her stepmom, Roxanne's, voice.
She quickly ran out of her bedroom and to the door. "Just a second, mom," she said, closing the door and freeing the chain. Then she opened the door and quickly pulled her startled stepmom into the room, her suitcase banging into both of their legs, closing and chaining the door behind her once again.
"Honey!" Roxanne said, wondering why she was acting like this. "What is going on with you?"
"Nothing mom... it's just... it's complicated." Jennifer looked scared and frantic.
"I haven't heard from you all week long," Roxanne said. "Didn't you get any of my messages?"
"No... sorry. I've been... preoccupied."
"Preoccupied?" Roxanne said, not understanding. "What in the world would keep you from going to work or answering the phone? Your father and I have been worried sick about you."
"Like I said, it's complicated," Jennifer said. "I'm not even sure I understand it."
"Ok... I understand, I guess," Roxanne said, resigned to having to wait. "I can stay for the week, if you want. And maybe we can talk about it."
"I would love that," Jennifer said, hugging her tightly.
"You go get a shower and change," Roxanne said, wrinkling her nose, obviously not liking how she smelled. "I'll unpack." Roxanne kissed her forehead as they broke their embrace.
Jennifer was happy to at least have someone to watch over her, someone to protect her, to keep her from answering the door. The hot water felt amazing as it flowed over her body and she took her time. After her shower, she dressed and found her stepmom sitting in the living room with a large book of pictures in her lap.
"Hey, honey. Come here and look at some pictures with me," Roxanne said, tapping the sofa next to her to offer Jennifer a seat.
"I'd think I'd love that." Jennifer sat and put her feet up, curling into a ball, and resting her head on her stepmom's shoulder.
"They're from a long time ago," Roxanne said, reminiscing.
"Yeah... that picture," Jennifer giggled. "Remember that one?"
"That was after your graduation, right? You look so happy there. We all were."
"I miss those days," Jennifer said softly.
"Yeah, me too. It's been so hard lately, huh?" Roxanne looked at her with a look of concern. Something had been beating Jennifer up.
"Yeah."
"You can always talk to me... any time." Roxanne moved a strand of stray hair from Jennifer's face.
"I know I can," Jennifer said. But she wasn't sure she even knew why she did what she did.
"I promise... you can tell me anything," she said. "I just love the way we were able to get close. Like you were my own daughter. You're tough. You'll get through this."
"I know. It's just so hard," Jennifer said, hugging her arm. "But at least I have you."
"That's right."
"Oh my God, do you remember that?" Roxanne said. "It was miserable that day!"
"I remember," Jennifer smiled.
"It was so hard to get you to smile for a picture."
Jennifer giggled. "Geez."
"And then we went out and got ice cream."
"Oh my God. That was a good day afterwards."
"After we got ice cream, we were good," Roxanne smiled.
"Oh my God," Jennifer said, pointing to another picture. "That was my first boyfriend!"
"What was his name?"
"Kevin," she giggled. "We looked so bad together."
"He was your first boyfriend. It's ok." Roxanne closed the book. "Aw... so many good times in here. Speaking of boyfriends... tell me about this one."
"Oh... um... Vince? I don't know if he's really a boyfriend or not," Jennifer said.
Jennifer looked at the TV across the room from them, it's blank screen a little comforting. "I'm just... I'm scared of how I feel around him. Like... it's like I can't live without him or something."
"Yeah... that's just love honey," Roxanne said, sounding motherly.
"I... I don't think so... I think something else is going on," Jennifer said, sounding scared again. "He's kind of nerdy and..."
"Nerdy can be sexy," Roxanne interrupted her.
"But there's something... I can't put my finger on it," Jennifer said. "I can't help myself when I'm around him. He's just so... arousing."
"Like what?" Roxanne asked. "What does he do that's so amazing, that makes you feel like that? I understand sexual attraction and all... I mean, your dad and I had troubles keeping our hands off each other, too." She giggled. "I know, probably not what you want to hear. I'm sorry."
"That's ok," Jennifer said, looking confused. "But I can't explain it. I just fall under some kind of spell or something."
"What does he do? I mean... tell me... explain to me... I'd like to know what's got you so head over heals."
"I... I don't know."
"I mean, is it how he kisses you... touches you?" Roxanne asked. "Is it the sex?"
"It's... it's all that... but... just being near him, smelling him, makes me want him so badly."
"Go on... tell me more," Roxanne said, smiling, then giggling. "Tell me all the dirty, kinky things."
"I don't know," Jennifer said, as if she couldn't even remember what they'd done over the past week.
"I know you're having sex... so you're both touching... and... oral?" Roxanne asked. "Does he give you oral?"
"Yeah... I mean... I don't remember any details of anything," Jennifer said. "That's why I'm so scared."
"Oh... so caught up you don't even remember things. That's kinda hot," Roxanne giggled.
"But... I can't think of that right now," Jennifer said, sounding very serious again. "I have to... you know... not think about him. Ok?"
"Yeah... yeah... ok," Roxanne smiled. "I'm just so happy you found someone that you get lost in. I think you'll see it's a good thing."
Jennifer sat up. "Right now... I just need to sleep for a few hours. Ok?"
"Yeah, of course," Roxanne said. "You do that. And I'll just hang out and watch some TV until you wake up."
"Ok. Just... whatever you do, don't let anyone in. Ok?"
"Even Vince?"
"Especially Vince," Jennifer said emphatically. "Just ignore the door and my phone."
"Ok, ok, I'll keep the door closed." Roxanne kissed her stepdaughter on the forehead and hugged her. "Sleep well. I'll check on you in a bit."
"Ok. And mom... thanks for coming."
Roxanne smiled in reply and Jennifer walked into her bedroom and closed the door. Roxanne moved to the couch and used the remote to turn on the TV. She had to bring up the cable guide, but soon found something she could watch.
It was about an hour before there was a knocking at the door. She ignored it at first, being true to her word to Jennifer, but when Vince started talking, her resolve melted.
"Come on Jennifer," he said through the door, sounding really sad and desperate. "I just want to talk. Please! Please just open the door. Just give me two seconds. Ok?"
Roxanne sighed and stood, slowly walking to the door. He knocked once more and she put her hand on the doorknob and turned it, opening the door slowly. It was still chained so she felt safe enough if things went wrong.
"Jennifer?" he asked.
"No... I'm her mom, Roxanne," she said. "She doesn't want to see you... right... now." She didn't know what it was, but there was a scent in the air. A scent that was so lovely, so fragrant that she wanted to smell it more. And the way it made her feel... was so... arousing.
"Can I come in?" Vince asked.
Roxanne wanted to say no. She wanted to close the door. She'd promised Jennifer, right? But there was something about him... about that smell... that called to her. It seemed to just override what her brain was telling her.
"Um... just a sec," she said as she closed the door to remove the chain, then opened it again. Now she got a good look at Vince, in his army jacket and boots... his hair looking unkempt. But he was so... desirable. "Please... um... come in."
Vince smiled broadly as he walked through the door. He felt like he won the lottery. Roxanne closed the door behind him and then turned to face him, her eyes half closed as she breathed him in.
"Oh... I, um... Jennifer said you might come by."
"Is she here?" he asked, casually looking around.
"Um... yes," Roxanne was panting now, her body feeling the raging hormones building inside her. She wanted him. She wanted him badly. "She's in her... bedroom," she moaned softly.
Vince shook his head and just stood there, watching her demeanor change quickly.
Roxanne moved closer to him, panting, and put her hand on his chest. "Jennifer told me about you, but I had no idea you were so... irresistible. Sorry," she giggled, "I don't even know what I'm saying right now. I just have the overwhelming need to... see you. Can I...?" she asked, reaching for his cock, but keeping her hands from touching him, just in case.
"Yeah," he laughed. "Go for it."
"Let me see what Jennifer is so obsessed with. It's really affecting her," Roxanne said. Panting excitedly, she dropped to her knees in front of him, her hands moving to his belt. She unfastened it, quickly, desperately, then opened the button and zipper. She pushed down his pants and boxers and giggled as his hard cock fell free.
"Oh my... that's a nice dick," she whispered in amazement. "Here... let me just... let me... wow." She started stroking his cock, watching as it grew harder and harder in her hand. His scent was intoxicating and she felt so out of control. "Ok... I understand... why..." she started to say before sliding him deep into her mouth.
She slid up and down his length, tasting every glorious inch of him before finally sliding out for a moment to just stroke him. "I get it... I get it..." she almost laughed as she licked up from his balls to the tip again and again. His cock was so hard and ready.
"Oh God... It's... it's been a long time since I had something like this... I need to fuck you. I don't want to hurt your relationship with Jennifer... I just..." she plunged him into her mouth again, sucking the head while she stroked the shaft underneath. Her tongue slid over and around the head, teasing every sensitive spot she knew.
"Oh my God... you really enjoy this," Vince whispered. "You've got all the tricks. This certainly isn't your first blowjob."
"You've never been with a much older woman have you?" Roxanne asked, smiling up at him as she swirled her tongue over the head.
"Never."
"Yeah... just enjoy it. It's so... wonderful," she whispered plunging him in deep once again. She sucked on him for a while but her pussy was throbbing more the longer she did. She knew it was going to have to be taken care of soon.
Roxanne pulled away from him and stood. "I need to fuck you," she moaned in desperation. "Please... my pussy is throbbing... it's so ready for you."
"I can't fuck you," Vince said softly.
Roxanne looked even more desperate. "What? Why... why not?"
"I'm in love with Jennifer. I mean, maybe if she were involved too that might make a difference."
Roxanne looked down at his throbbing manhood and licked her lips. She really wanted to feel that inside of her. "What... um... what can I do?" she asked. "I really want you."
"I'll tell you what," Vince said, reaching into his jacket pocket. He pulled out a small, plastic squeeze bottle with a blue fluid inside it. Then he grabbed her hand, put the bottle by one finger, and squeezed out a little bit of the liquid onto it. "You just put this on her arm, then maybe... seduce her while I watch... then I'll join you."
"Then... then you'll fuck me, right?" she asked hopefully. "I mean... I need you to fuck me."
"Yes," Vince laughed softly. "Then I'll fuck you."
"Ok... ok," Roxanne said looking at the blue fluid. She walked to Jennifer's bedroom door and looked back at him, looking scared and desperate as she opened it. She left it open as she slipped inside.
Vince was a geek, that was a fact. He was studying engineering at the local college and one of his classes was chemistry where he learned about what different chemicals could do. He had a pretty good idea that the Hammer shampoo was causing this, although how he didn't know. And not hearing anything about this before, he had to conclude that it was only the bottle he bought that was... well... enhanced.
Vince went to Jennifer's open bedroom door and just listened, trying to stay out of sight for now. He imagined Roxanne taking off her clothes and sliding into the bed, under the covers, and cozying up next to Jennifer.
"Mom? What?" Jennifer said, sounding like she was awakened suddenly, as expected.
"Hi baby... relax... it's just me," Roxanne said, soothingly.
Vince imagined Roxanne stroking Jennifer's hair and stroking her arm, tenderly and lovingly.
"Mom, I'm really tired. I just need to sleep," Jennifer lightly protested.
"I know. I'm just relaxing you more. Everything's fine. Just... relax..."
Then there was a little silence and Vince could swear he heard a kissing noise.
"Um... can you just hold me mom?"
There was a little noise from movement in the bed. Vince imagined Roxanne had slid one arm under Jennifer's neck to help hug her. Then there were some more kissing noises.
"Ok... mom... what are you doing?" Jennifer sounded distrustful and scared. Vince wondered if she'd felt the effects of the shampoo yet.
"Shhh... what's wrong with me touching my beautiful stepdaughter? Hmm? Nothing wrong with what we're doing."
"What are we doing?" Jennifer asked, still sounding scared.
"I'm comforting you... and helping you relax."
Vince heard more kissing noises, like maybe she was kissing her shoulder or fingers. This was going even better than he'd planned.
"What did you do? What did you put on me?" Jennifer said, now obviously feeling the effects of whatever the drug was.
"It's nothing... really... just relax..."
"Mom! What did you do?" She was sounding less scared now... more like she was suspicious, but getting extremely turned on.
"It's ok baby. You have such nice, full breasts. You're such a beautiful woman."
Vince heard them move again and decided it was time for him. He walked quietly into the room, trying not to be seen. He could see Roxanne's naked body as she sat up on one elbow. Her other arm was stroking Jennifer's breast below her. Jennifer was laying on her back, all her attention on Roxanne. Fortunately, Jennifer was too focused on Roxanne to notice him.
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Numbers, Part 2
Boston seemed even more beautiful Wednesday than it did on Tuesday. The sun was bright and shining, the sky was blue with a few wisps of clouds floating by. And, the best part about the morning was that I didn't wake up alone. I was finishing getting dressed for work and glanced back to see Jennifer laying on the bed. Her body was just barely covered by the sheet, her tousled hair and the state of the blankets the only indication of the terrific night that we had.
I picked up the USB drive from the dresser and stared at it. I was probably not going to like the outcome of this, but I had decided to do it. Granted, my first promise to do it was under extreme duress. Jennifer hadn't known how bad my weakness was for nylons but she sure exploited it heavily once she found out. Using one to jack me off while she made me the offer was definitely an unfair advantage. I doubt I would have said no to anything at that point.
I looked over at the chair and saw several pair of discarded panty hose lying on it haphazardly, thrown there, discarded when they'd served their purpose. I slowly reached a hand out, running it over the silky material and picked one pair up, bringing it to my nose. It still had her smell, her perfume, her musk. It was very stimulating. I pushed it into a pocket, knowing I'd have to touch it again later.
I slipped the USB drive into my pocket, kissed Jennifer on the forehead and then headed down to the hotel lobby where I took a taxi to the bank. Boston International Bank. A large, international establishment that has billions in assets. And my job as a highly paid consultant was to find problems in the audit of the books before the shareholders... or federal agents... found out. I'd done it for many years making sure hundreds of billions of dollars were well hidden from prying eyes. I was known for my speed and my thoroughness.
I was let in the front of the building and brought up to my temporary office by a member of the security staff. Not being an actual bank employee, I wasn't given too much run of the place. It seemed rather ironic when I had access to all of their accounts, but who was I to argue.
I sat down, logged into my PC and noted that my audit program was still running. Nothing unusual was noted so far and over half the accounts had been processed. The program would be done by tomorrow and then Friday would be the wrap-up of my audit, writing the final report and submitting it. I felt uneasy when I pulled the USB drive out of my pocket and connected it to the PC. It was against bank policy to connect one, but everything I was about to do was against bank policy.
I opened the file listing the accounts I was to take data from. Jennifer had told me that these were some pretty bad people trying to launder their illegal money, and I verified that the accounts were indeed large. Each account held hundreds of millions of dollars with transactions hitting them all the time, moving money around to a huge number of accounts. It was a large network that was woven together. With that kind of activity, I knew my couple million wouldn't be noticed.
I checked the holding account that she provided and found it to be newly created and empty, just waiting for me. A few keystrokes later, I made myself a little insurance policy. I had a feeling this was a lot more complicated than she had led me to believe. And every advantage I could come up with would be best.
I moved two million from the first account into the account she provided for holding within a few minutes. Then, over the course of the next day, I moved two million from each of the other accounts until I had a grand total of sixteen million in the new account. Not too bad for one day's work. And my accounting program was still running.
At about 7:00 in the evening I received a picture mail from her on my phone wearing an incredible nylon body suit. I was absolutely drooling as I sat there stroking myself. Thirty minutes later and some incredibly revealing closeups of her outfit came in giving me even more reason to want her and need her. I called up the security guard and got my escort out of the building for the evening. I hopped into the cab and went straight to the hotel, going straight up to the room.
When I closed the door and slipped inside, Jennifer was sitting back on the bed wearing the body stocking, her hands caressing her body. Her legs were bent, knees spread apart, and her hands were busy stroking her overheated pussy.
"Sorry, I just couldn't wait," she moaned. She bit her lower lip as her finger slid into her pussy through the crotchless stocking. She slipped her fingers in and out of herself slowly, as she watched me move closer, undoing my own clothing.
As I crawled onto the bed, Jennifer straightened out her legs and I straddled one, letting my cock slide along their silky smoothness. My hands ran up and down her legs as I enjoyed the feel of the nylons. She smiled, knowing just how excited she made me with her simple little outfit. My cock was so hard as I rubbed it around her leg, and I started humping it, letting my body lie against it.
My head lay at her abdomen and I kissed her stomach lightly, letting my tongue play inside her bellybutton. Her hand was in my hair, caressing my head, coaxing me to enjoy myself. I watched she play with her pussy, her fingers swirling through her pubic hair and teasing her clit. It looked so swollen and excited and she moaned as her fingertips slid over and around it. She pulled her free leg wider, opening herself up as my left hand came up to join hers. My fingers swirled at her entrance becoming wet with her dew before sliding inside her.
I fingered her slowly, watching it disappear deep inside, feeling her muscles pull and tug at me. I slid a second inside, giving her even more feeling, and started moving them faster. Her hips started moving a bit, her fingers moving faster on her clit as she neared her first orgasm. My own hips moved up and back, too, rubbing my hardness against her nylon-covered shin. I was nearing my own orgasm.
It didn't take long for Jennifer to explode, her hips rising into the air as she gasped for air, moaning loudly. I smiled up at her, my hips continuing to hump against her. She licked her lips and moved her other foot towards me, using her foot to enclose my cock, to hold it tighter against her leg. The silky, tight sensation drove me over the edge and I felt myself cum on her foot and leg while she smiled above me.
It was the beginning of another long, lovely night.
The next morning I woke early to a delightful sensation. I have to admit that I'd never had a wake-up blowjob before and it was incredible. Before my eyes opened I felt her tongue sliding up and down my shaft. I could feel it growing larger and larger as the blood pooled within it. I moaned, turning to give her even more access. I could hear her giggle in approval as her tongue slid along the length once more, swirling over the head at the top.
One hand gently grasped me and held me upright while her mouth encased the head completely and let it slowly slide to the back of her throat. I groaned as the hot wetness engulfed me fully and I felt my shaft press against the back of her throat. I opened my eyes and saw her eyes were closed as she enjoyed what she was doing to me. Her fingers played along my balls, moving them and cradling them.
I was breathing heavily now as I watched her. I propped the pillows behind me for an even better look. When she felt me move, she opened her eyes and smiled around my shaft. She slid to the tip and let it leave her mouth where her tongue lightly circled the head. "Good morning, Sir," she whispered and then slid me deep into her mouth yet again.
This time, when her mouth disengaged my now completely erect pole, her fingers slid along my shaft. One hand held me upright giving the other the freedom to play. Her fingers stroked the super-sensitive underside of the shaft and then slowly and deliberately circled the head, driving me crazy. She had no need to stroke me this time, no need to even use her mouth. Her fingertips alone provided extreme pleasure. She was indeed very talented at giving pleasure.
Jennifer somehow knew exactly how and where to touch me. I was writhing on the bed enjoying what she was doing to me. I quickly lost all track of time and barely even knew or cared where I was. All I knew was the pleasure she gave me. All I knew was that I needed to cum. And a few minutes later I got my wish. She was cooing softly when she felt my cock pulsing, saw my cum start to shoot out of me. Her fingers kept their circling and touching, making me cum harder and longer than ever. My cock was very red at this point, so damn hard. Her fingers mixed through my cum, sliding it around my skin almost as a lubricant.
She seemed to enjoy playing with my cock and cum, enjoyed teasing me. My body jerked several times when she hit a particularly sensitive spot. After a minute I had to reach down and pull her up to me, giving her a huge thank-you kiss. We kissed like that for many minutes before I just had to pull away. I knew that if I didn't stop, I wouldn't want to go into the bank today at all.
With a heavy sigh, I pulled back from her. "I'm sorry, doll, but I really have to get to the bank."
She stuck her bottom lip out in an over-exaggerated pout. "Awww," she giggled softly.
"I know, I know. Someone's gotta go make some money."
She smiled and flipped up to the other side of the bed. "We're almost home free."
I moved into the bathroom and got cleaned up, dressed, and slipped back to the bank for one more day.
It seemed a little easier today but I took my time with the transfers, trying to make them look very similar to every other transaction going on. I was surprised and scared when a bank employee, one of the normal audit staff, came in to see how things were going. I tried my best to hide the USB drive, to hide the transaction window I was using. I thought for sure I was going to be caught. He nonchalantly sat at the desk nearby and engaged me in a little chit-chat as he watched my audit program output scroll by on the window.
I was sweating and starting to shake when he got up thirty minutes later and decided he needed to get back to work. When he left, I let out a loud sigh of relief. I immediately went back to complete the transfers for the day, before something else went wrong. By 4:00pm, I had transferred the next sixteen million into the account.
Jennifer greeted me just inside the hotel room when I finally arrived at 6:00pm. She kissed me and hugged me tightly as I wrapped my own arms around she. I picked her up and carried her to the bed. I was feeling pretty excited, energized by the robbery I was committing, the crime I'd never thought I'd commit. I worked with money all of my adult life. This was the first time in my life I actually was stealing it.
For some reason, that made me very horny. And her loose blouse and short skirt outfit wasn't helping.
I guess she could read me easily enough, because when we broke our kiss her mouth moved to my ear and whispered, "fuck me, bad boy."
And I did. I let her go and turned her around, pushing her face down onto the bed. She turned her head and watched me as I pulled my pants down and then grabbed her hips, lifting them into the air. Her face was still down on the bedspread, exposing her ass and pussy to me. My cock was extremely hard as I grabbed her hips and lined myself up with her pussy.
"Oh yeah," she moaned as I thrust into her slowly, pushing as deeply as I could before pulling back out.
"You like that, huh?" I asked, pushing in again.
"Yeah. I like it when you fuck me like a bad boy."
"Oh yeah? How about this?" I pulled out and lifted my cock, pressing against her ass.
"Oh god," she moaned. "Fuck yeah!" she reached back, squirted some lubricant on herself and pulled her cheeks apart, encouraging me to enter her. "Do it!" she demanded.
I held my cock in my hand, helping to feed it into her as I pushed forward. Jennifer held her body motionless, trying to relax her muscles, trying to let me in. She was so tight, but I kept pushing until I was halfway in. My hands then moved to her hips, holding her tight as I started fucking her. God it felt so incredible. She was moaning with every thrust, enjoying it. Every time I pushed into her I moved deeper and deeper until I was fully embedded.
Then I picked up steam, driving faster and harder into her, our bodies colliding, her ass being hit by my hips with every thrust. She was wailing, but I barely heard her over my own grunting. I never knew it could feel this good, and I didn't last long before I came.
She wasn't done for the night, then, either. Not by a longshot.
*****
I arrived at the bank on Friday morning, a bit tired and weary from the night's activities, and found my program had completed as expected, finding nothing out of the ordinary. I started my report and during small breaks transferred the rest of the money. When 3:00pm finally came around, the account held forty-eight million dollars. I stared at the screen for several long minutes, unable to believe what I'd done.
I wondered about how easily I'd done it, too. I barely even considered how wrong this was. It wasn't just a little stealing. And if these gangsters knew what I did, I'd definitely be in trouble. I could only hope that I hid my tracks well enough and that the number was small enough not to be noticed.
When 5:00pm rolled around, I packed up my stuff and was escorted down to the security station. The guard opened my PC, booted it, and started scanning through it. It was routine for me, so I wasn't the least concerned, until he found something.
"Hmm. Mr. Parker, we have a problem here."
I froze, my mind racing, wondering what I did wrong, what track I didn't cover.
"You know we don't allow computer games in here," he said, indicating the freeware card games I had installed last month.
I breathed a heavy sigh of relief, breaking into a little laugh before realizing he was serious. "Sorry," apologizing for my laughter. "I mean, sorry about the games. I forgot they were even on there."
He shook his head. "Be more careful and take them off first next time, ok?"
"Sure thing. It won't happen again." He handed me my laptop again and I left the building, taking a taxi back to the hotel. I had stopped shaking at this point and was now feeling ecstatic. I felt more like Robin Hood than a simple criminal. I mean I didn't rob the bank, I robbed some criminals that were simply using the bank.
When I got back to the hotel, she was gone and a simple note was on the bed. It was an invitation to a party at the docks at 9:00pm. I looked around the room and found she was indeed completely gone. I felt used and abandoned. But the note gave me a feeling that she was in some kind of trouble, too, maybe being held hostage against me or something. I didn't know.
I had to find out.
I waited around the hotel in case she came back and when 9:00pm rolled around, I took a taxi to the docks, to attend the party. When I arrived, it was in full swing with a couple dozen guests milling about on the yacht. There appeared to be plenty of drinks, music, and dancing going on, but I felt like an outsider. I kept looking around trying to make my presence known to whoever wrote the note and to try and locate Jennifer.
I accepted a drink from a bartender and before I knew it two girls were on my arms, begging me to dance with them. I tried to tell them I wasn't interested, but it fell on deaf ears. They danced around me, pulling me into their partying. Not being in the mood, I moved slowly with them, still keeping an eye open. Their bumping and grinding was intended to get me aroused and it was working. Under any other circumstances I would have enjoyed their company. But I was rather distracted.
After about thirty minutes I finally saw Jennifer emerge from below decks with a tanned gentleman. She didn't look too happy to be around him and but wasn't trying to get away. We locked eyes when she saw me and she quickly looked down. The gentleman, on the other hand, came towards me, pulling her in tow.
"Larry, my friend," he said loudly. "I'm so glad you could make it. Drink, dance, have fun... ladies," he said indicating my two new friends, "treat this man well. He's a good, good friend. We'll talk later." He smiled and pulled back, taking Jennifer with him. She mouthed a little 'I'm sorry' to me before turning away and going with him.
I tried not to drink too much or move around too much, mostly trying to figure out what was going on. This was, of course, about the money. I wasn't too surprised to find out there was someone else involved in it. I was trying to plan what to do about it, hoping my insurance policy would provide enough backup.
It didn't take long for the two ladies to get a lot friskier. The brunette was behind me, nibbling on my neck as her hands snaked around to my chest. The blonde was in front of me, pressing her body into me and kissing me, as her hands stroked my erection. They begged me to take them below deck. I could tell the alcohol was affecting them, making them more amorous.
I tried to dissuade them, but my own limited drinking was somehow making my decisions and control harder. For some reason, they were able to lead me below deck and into one of the staterooms where I fell onto the bed with them. I could faintly hear the party upstairs, but the moaning of the girls was far louder. I could feel them begin to undress me, removing my pants. Before I knew it, their mouths were on me, licking and sucking on my engorged rod. I couldn't deny that this was turning me on... that I wanted it. It was as if the entire situation in this room was pulled away from reality, giving me a chance to live a fantasy outside the real world.
The girls giggled as they themselves disrobed and were grinding against my legs. Their hands stroked me while their mouths and tongues ensured that I was constantly kept covered. My vision was hazy and my head a little woozy as I watched the brunette sit up and mount me, pushing me deep inside her. Her body was incredible and I brought my hands up to caress her breasts, pinch her nipples.
But the blond didn't give me much time to react. She moved over my head, covering my face, and I watched her pink slit slowly move down and over my mouth. Instinctively I licked and sucked on her. I heard them both moaning and giggling as they played on top of me. My cock felt so swollen and the heat from the brunette's pussy kept me driving it upwards, into her.
The pussy at my mouth was sweet and my tongue slid around it, searching for the clit. When I found it and swiped across it, I felt the girl's body convulse in pleasure, so I kept up my onslaught. My hands grabbed her hips, holding her on me.
I don't know how long it lasted before I blacked out.
*****
I awoke the next morning with a terrible headache. I was lying on the deck, the boat rolling softly in the waves as it traveled out at sea. I brought my hands to my head as I sat up, pulling my legs underneath me. 'Drugged,' I cursed to myself.
"Well, good morning Larry. Glad to see you're finally awake," a male voice said with a slight middle-Eastern accent.
I glanced over, cupping my hands over my eyes to protect them from the glare. He was casually sitting across the deck from me, a glass of some fruity drink in one hand, a gun in the other. Jennifer was standing a little to his left, looking rather anxious.
"I suspect you're the mastermind behind this whole money theft thing?" I asked closing my eyes again.
"Very good. You certainly are smart. I found a nice little way to get money from my competitors... without doing a thing. And thanks to Jennifer here, it wasn't too hard to pull off. And, I must say, you're a very lucky man. You'd both be very dead right now if I hadn't decided to check the account before I threw you overboard. And you'll never guess what I found."



"Hmmm... I wouldn't have a clue," I whispered. Every sound seemed to make my head throb. It was a bad, bad hangover, although without the alcoholic fun the night before.
"Sure..." he said, not believing me. "Well, it was empty. Magically transferred away to other accounts."
"Damn, I hate when that happens," I smirked. My sarcasm was not going to help my head, that was for sure. He got up quickly and smacked me with the butt of the gun causing another round of pain to seethe through me.
"I think you better get me my money before I start cutting off body parts," he yelled angrily, grabbing me by my neck and hauling me to my feet. He used one hand to pin me to the rail while the other held the gun pointed at me. "I imagine you'll talk a lot with a hand missing although your typing skills will be greatly diminished."
"Without me, the money is gone forever, so I suggest you put that thing away."
He smacked me in the head again. "I suggest you start caring more about your manhood than being funny." He pointed the gun down at my crotch, threateningly.
"Ok! Ok!" I yelled putting my hands up defensively. "Look. I'll get you the money, but we have to do it at the bank itself. In Boston. It's in several accounts that don't allow money to be electrically moved from," I lied. "A security feature."
As I had hoped, he brought his hand up to strike me again and I lashed out, grabbing his gun arm and the back of his neck, pulling him into a knee. He had a lot more experience fighting than I and was able to hit me back with his free hand. But the way I twisted made his arm crank awkwardly making him drop the gun. It fell with a thud on the deck.
We scuffled for several moments, moving about the deck and tripping over the different things there. He suddenly struck me square in the face and I reeled backwards, falling to the deck against the rail. He reached behind his back and brought forth a large knife, shining in the sun.
"You are gonna be in a hell of a lot of pain," he growled, walking towards me.
I knew there was no way I was going to survive this. Time seemed to slow down as I watched him approach. Suddenly there was a loud explosion and I felt a warm liquid splatter across me. I stood, dumbfounded, as I watched him stand there snarling at me, but not moving closer. I waited for the pain to begin to radiate through me, for the weakness to take over, for the darkness to blind me. But it never came. He grabbed his shoulder and turned away from me, the knife dropping to the deck.
He moved towards Jennifer quickly but she held the gun pointed right at his chest, forcing him to stop several feet from her.
"Bitch! You'll pay for that," he snarled.
Everything was hazy to me. I don't even remember moving. It was more like a movie was playing in my head. I saw my hand grab the knife. I saw it raise up behind him and then hit him in the back of the head, knocking him unconscious.
I don't remember what happened next, but I found myself on my knees. The next thing I knew, Jennifer was hugging me on the deck, screaming, crying, scared. I just sat stunned for several long minutes. My head started clearing when the sound of the ocean came back to me. I kissed her on the head, pushed away and stood.
We had to think quickly and I dragged his body over to a dinghy hanging by the back of the yacht. I yanked it down and pushed his body into it. Then, with a lot of help from Emmanuelle, we pushed the dinghy off the back of the yacht, setting it loose.
It would be a while before he was found and rescued, and by then, we'd be long gone.
*****
I stood there looking out over the water as the yacht moved up and down through the waves. In this age of GPS and radio technology, I knew I didn't have to worry about getting somewhere. The only question now was... where did I want to go to live out the rest of my life with Jennifer?
At that moment, a tropical beach sounded perfect. One with a bank.
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The Slut Rose: Hammer, Part 3
"Are you... um... are you sure this is ok?" Jennifer asked. She was definitely getting turned on now.
"Of course it's ok. Just... relax." Roxanne bent down and the two began kissing, lightly at first but them more fervently. He could see Jennifer's hand start stroking her stepmother's arm.
"Mom... something's wrong," Jennifer said. "I..."
"Shh... nothing's wrong at all, baby," Roxanne said soothingly. "I just love you and want to see you relaxed."
"This just doesn't feel right..."
"It feels good, though, doesn't it?" Roxanne said between kisses.
"Yeah."
Their kissing became even more passionate as Roxanne's hand began to move over Jennifer's torso.
"Mom, you know I'm... I'm not into girls," Jennifer said between kisses.
"I'm not either, baby," Roxanne said softly. "It's ok. I've... I've never been with a girl before either... but I... I can't help myself. I have to do this."
Vince could see Roxanne's hand move between her stepdaughter's legs and could see Jennifer willingly part them. No matter how suspicious her mind was, her body was on fire and wouldn't be denied.
"Mom... what do you mean you have to?" Jennifer asked, between kisses. "Why are you touching me there?"
"Shhh... I'm trying to help you relax," Roxanne said softly. "You can let your mom touch you. It's perfectly natural."
They kissed while Roxanne's hand moved between Jennifer's legs, caressing and stroking her there over her panties. Then she moved down and started kissing Jennifer's bare breast, her tongue gently flicking over her nipple.
Vince watched as her tongue circled around the hard nub again and again between sucks. "I just love how soft your skin is... how perky your nipples are," she whispered. "It feels so good to squeeze your breasts like this. You like it when I suck on your nipples like this?"
"Yeah... that feels so good. My... my head's spinning. I... I want to suck on yours, too," Jennifer admitted, panting. The drug was really affecting her.
Roxanne shifted up on the bed so that her breasts were level with Jennifer's head. She held her naked breast up, her fingers pinching her nipple a bit, showing it to Jennifer.
"Wow, I don't think I've ever seen them before."
"Here," Roxanne said. "Feel how soft they are. Here... put your hands on me." Roxanne grabbed Jennifer's wrist and brought her hand to her own breast. "Mmmm... I like that," she whispered.
"They are really soft," Jennifer admitted, squeezing the supple flesh.
"Now show me how good your tongue is, right there," Roxanne said, leaning forward and guiding her nipple to Jennifer's mouth.
Jennifer opened her mouth, putting her tongue right on her stepmom's breast and licked her nipple.
"Oh yes," Roxanne moaned softly.
"Does the feel ok?"
"Oh, you're so good at that," Roxanne moaned. "Mmhmm... just like that." She leaned forward, her hand sliding down Jennifer's abdomen and hooked her fingers in her panties. "Let me see how beautiful you are." She slid Jennifer's panties down and started stroking her thigh and abdomen with her fingers, avoiding her pussy.
"Oh... look at you," she whispered. She licked her fingers and touched her inner thigh, then slid her fingers lightly over Jennifer's labia. "Does that feel nice like that?"
Jennifer squirmed below her, her body shaking with desire. "Yes... it does," she panted. She watched as Roxanne sucked on her fingers again, getting them wet again and tasting her.
"You taste so good," Roxanne panted as she moved on the bed, sliding under Jennifer's leg until she was between them. Her face was inches from Jennifer's pussy and I could tell that Jennifer was so needy that she wanted it. They looked at each other, each with complete and utter lust.
Roxanne moved forward and started licking her inner thighs, moving closer and closer, until she slid her tongue up the side of her labia.
Vince slowly unfastened his pants, trying not to make a sound. When they were down, he pushed them and his boxers aside with his feet, then took his jacket and t-shirt off. His cock was so hard and he slowly stroked it as he watched the lust-filled scene unfold in front of him, waiting for his turn to enter.
"I want to take care of you... in every way, baby," Roxanne moaned, licking more fully now. She kissed her labia and clit, then made wide tongue strokes up her slit.
"Oh my God that's so good," Jennifer moaned, still not seeing me. "Oh, fuck... yes."
Roxanne sucked her labia between her lips and pulled on them. "Honey, you taste delicious."
Both women were getting totally lost in the pleasure of giving and receiving. Roxanne seemed to truly enjoy licking her stepdaughter's pussy and Jennifer moaned and twisted her body in pleasure. Vince moved around the bed, getting behind Roxanne.
"Oh... fuck... I'm gonna cum mom," Jennifer moaned loudly.
"Oh, yes, that feels good, doesn't it?" Roxanne moaned. "Just relax and let it happen, baby doll."
Vince crawled up on the bed behind Roxanne and grabbed her hips, pulling her up onto her knees. They were wide giving him a great view of her pussy and ass. He smiled as he met Jennifer's eyes. She looked up at him with a combination of fear and absolute desire.
Vince lined his cock up with Roxanne's pussy and pushed inside her.
"Oh fuck... yeah," Roxanne moaned loudly. "Oh my God! Oh that feels so good!"
"Mom!" Jennifer said, barely able to even talk she was breathing so hard. "What's he doing in here? No... he... he can't be here!"
Vince smiled down at her as he stroked his cock in and out of her stepmom's pussy. "Keep eating that pussy, stepmommy. I want you to make her cum."
"Mom... we can't... we..." Jennifer tried to protest, but it became weaker and weaker as her stepmom licked and sucked her pussy harder and faster driving her closer and closer to her orgasm.
Roxanne was very vocal in her licking, moaning into Jennifer's pussy with every stroke Vince made. And then she came. Her pussy was so overheated and so ready that it didn't take much for Vince to take her over the edge.
She was a noisy fuck, too, Vince realized. That made him feel very good indeed. She moaned and cried out loudly as he drove into her again and again, her juices pouring out of her pussy to cover his balls and soak the bed below.
And her cries of pleasure and moans were transferred right to Jennifer's clit, driving her over the edge as well, making her body quiver and shake as she mewled in pleasure herself.
Vince laughed softly as he watched the two hugging, overcome from their orgasms.
"Why did you...?" Jennifer whispered before being interrupted.
"I... I couldn't help myself, baby. I'm sorry," Roxanne said, kissing her. "But I want him so badly."
Vince was kneeling, stroking his cock as he watched the two of them. "It's time we changed things up a bit," he said and they both looked, hungry for him. They began to untangle themselves and both got up on their knees in front of him. Both of them felt an overwhelming desire to touch him and fondle his cock.
"Now... Jennifer, it's your turn," he said, smiling as he looked at her. "You're going to have fun on my cock."
"Please... no," Jennifer sobbed, reaching towards his cock, her hand shaking as she tried to will it to come back. Her mind was trying to win out, but her body's response to the drug was strong. "He's going to make us cum again and again mom... we're not going to be able to stop."
"God... he's so hot!" Roxanne said without thinking.
"You know I can give you both so much pleasure," Vince said directing their attention to the cock in his hand. They both exhaled sharply, both enraptured by him. "I'll fuck you, Jennifer... but I want you to lick your mom's pussy first. And to make it more fun... Roxanne... I want you to make her. I want you to dominate her."
Roxanne nodded her head as she laid her hands on Jennifer's shoulders. She laid back on the bed and pulled Jennifer so that her stepdaughter lay between her legs. "Make your mommy cum, honey. If... If you lick my pussy, he'll fuck us both so good. I need this baby. Please. I want you to lick my pussy."
Jennifer shivered, struggling, trying to fight the effects of the drug. "Mom... no..." she whined.
Vince shook his head, showing his disapproval. "What did I say, Roxanne?"
"I want you to get down there and lick my pussy," Roxanne said more forcefully, grabbing her head with both hands and pulling her face into her wet folds. "It'll feel good, baby. And... I insist. It's your turn, baby. Lick it... stick your pretty tongue out and lick it. You better lick it good and make me cum."
Vince smiled again as Jennifer started licking her pussy and Roxanne's eyes closed halfway, feeling the pleasure soar through her body. "That's it mommy... make her eat your pussy. I like hearing you talk like that."
Roxanne licked her lips. She shivered at his praise and knew she would do anything, absolutely anything she could, to get him to fuck her again. "Show me what a good little slut you are, baby. Is that how you do it? Yeah... kiss it... nice and slow. Ah, that's it... that feels so good. My pussy is so wet already. Yeah... circles with your tongue... oh that feels good. Eat that pussy. Taste me... you like the way it tastes? Oh, fuck yeah."
Vince grabbed Jennifer's hips and lined his cock up with her pussy. He teased the head over her clit for a moment and then slid it through her wetness, teasing her. Jennifer moaned, her body moving, trying to capture his cock. Then he pushed, slid it deep inside her, and started a slow, relentless fucking.
Mmm... God baby, it's so hot watching the two of you... watching him fuck you. I can't wait to cum on his cock again. His cock feels so good inside your pussy, doesn't it?"
"Yes," Jennifer panted before she was pushed back into her stepmom's wet pussy.
"Oh, her pussy feels really good," Vince moaned. Although Jennifer was he first woman he ever fucked, he knew she was perfect. "Fuck! Oh yeah... just like that... I love watching her lick you like that. I want you to make that pussy cum, Jennifer. You want mommy's pussy to cum in your mouth?"
"Yeah," Jennifer moaned between licks.
"I'll fuck you while you lick her pussy," Vince said. "Don't stop."
"Oh please... don't stop," Jennifer whined. "You're so fucking deep."
Roxanne stroked her hair. "Does his dick feel good in your pussy."
"Oh God, yes!" Jennifer responded, her voice quivering. Roxanne knew she was close now.
"Cum on his cock, baby. Cum all over his cock."
"Oh!... oh fuck!" Jennifer practically screamed.
"Keep fucking her!" Roxanne said, trying to be heard over Jennifer. "Fuck my little girl hard!"
"Tell me you want to cum, Jennifer," Vince said, clenching his jaw. He was getting close, too, and wasn't sure he could hold back much longer.
"I want to cum... I need to cum... please!!" Jennifer begged.
"Only if you make her cum first," Vince said.
"Yeah, baby girl... eat my fucking pussy and ride that fucking cock," Roxanne commanded her. "Fuck her, Vince... fuck her harder!"
"You hear that?" Vince said. He was really getting close now. He was sweating and breathing hard. "Make her cum... make her cum and then you can."
"Please... cum... in... my... pussy!" Jennifer moaned with every thrust.
"Yeah... right there, baby. Right there!" Roxanne moaned. Vince was glad she was going to cum. He didn't want to stop. "Lick my pussy. I'm cumming baby!" Roxanne arched her back, pushing her pussy into Jennifer's mouth as she came again. "God damn your tongue feels so good."
"Oh fuck!" Jennifer moaned. "God that's a big cock! I'm cumming... Fuck! Oh shit!" Then she too came hard.
Vince could feel her pussy quivering, trying to milk and squeeze his cum from his body. And then with just a few wild thrust, he came, his body trembling as spray after spray filled the inside of her pussy. Vince looked up, feeling every nerve in his body come alive, feeling every muscle help push his load into her.
Then he pulled free and fell to his back on the bed, breathing heavily.
Both of the women moved, Roxanne moving the fastest, so that they were on either side of him. His cock was slowly deflating, but it was still hard and still covered with the mix of his and Jennifer's cum.
"Are you thinking what I'm thinking," Roxanne asked Jennifer, giggling. She grabbed his shaft and held it high. "Well... hello there." Then she slid it into her mouth, gathering up all the cum that she could to clean him off.
A minute later, she slid her mouth off and offered it to Jennifer.
"Oh yeah... that's a nice cock," Roxanne said softly.
After they took the few minutes to clean him off, they both sucked on the head at the same time and kissed each other around it.
*****
It was a week later that Vince went to the grocery store and bought another bottle of the same type of Hammer shampoo. He needed what he thought would be a clean sample for comparison. Then he went to the university to see his chemistry professor, Dr. Charles Shamblin.
He knew he was going to run out in just a month or two and he didn't want this to end. He had two gorgeous women at his beck and call. Her stepmom left at the end of the week. Although she did everything she could to stay, Vince thought it best if she just came back another day.
Dr. Shamblin's office door was open, so he reached in and knocked as he entered just inside.
"Vince!" Dr. Shamblin said. "I have to say I'm a little surprised to see you. You don't normally come to my office hours."
Vince had found that only women had been affected by the drug, so he felt safe in the professor's office.
"Well, this isn't actually class related," Vince said. He opened the paper bag he was carrying and pulled out the two bottles of shampoo. "The used bottle contains some sort of extra chemical in it. I was hoping you could help me figure out what it is. And... maybe... replicate it."
"A bottle of shampoo?" Dr. Shamblin asked, picking up one of the bottles.
"Yeah."
"Why do you think there's some extra chemical in it?"
"Well... um... it's... it's made people act... strange," Vince said. He really didn't want to tell the professor the full story.
"How strange?"
"Well... I don't... I just don't want to go into all that," Vince said. "I just have a very good reason to believe that the shampoo has been tampered with. I just want your help to figure out how."
"Ok... I can help you with that. When would you like to start?"
Vince looked at him with all the seriousness he could muster. "Right now."
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The Proposition - 2
Vince woke up early on Sunday morning, in a very bright mood. He lay on his back and put his hands behind his head. His luck had changed dramatically this weekend. He had no idea how or why, but getting to fuck his sexy stepmother was the most incredible event in his life.
The rest of his Saturday was a blur, working on some homework, and going to see a movie with a couple of his friends. All the while, he couldn't get Friday night out of his mind. Hell, he thought, they last fucked just over twelve hours ago.
He got up, showered, then slipped down the stairs in his robe and boxers. Even as he descended the stairs, he could hear Emmanuelle in the kitchen.
"Good morning, mom," he said as he walked into the room, smiling. She was also wearing a robe and had knelt down to grab something from the lower cabinets.
"Good morning," she said cheerfully, smiling up at him. "How are you doing this morning?" She stood and set the waffle-maker on the counter and plugged it in.
"I'm hungry." Vince looked over her robe-covered body. She looked incredible clothed, but so much better naked.
"You are?" she asked. "Well I was going to start, um, making some breakfast."
"What were you going to make?" he asked.
"I was going to make some waffles and maybe some scrambled eggs." She opened another of the lower-cabinet doors and bent over, going through the pots and pans, looking for the frying pan.
"Is dad home?" he asked.
"No... not yet," she said, sounding a little depressed.
"Still out on his... once-a-year thingy?" Vince asked. He wouldn't be surprised if he was. He knew this one day out of the year thing was just a ruse for his dad to cheat.
"I guess," she said. "I don't know."
"Hmmm... well then I've got big plans for today and I'm going to need a lot of energy," Vince said, moving behind her as she stood with the pan in hand.
She set the frying pan on the counter as Vince moved closer. "Really? Big plans for what?"
He wrapped his arms around her in a tight hug as he ground his long, hard cock into her ass. His hands untied her robe, pulling it open, and flipping it to the side to expose her ass.
"What? What are you doing?" she protested weakly. "Get off of me! Vince! Vince... you're not supposed to be doing that. Get off of me." She pushed away from him, backing into the counter, and grabbed her robe and retied it.
"Let me just make these waffles," she said. She tried to move towards the waffle-maker, but Vince stepped in the way.
"No need to hurry with that." He spun her around and grabbed her hips again, then wrapped his arms around her as his cock ground against her ass.
"Stop," she protested again, weakly. It was obvious to him that she didn't really want him to stop. "What is... what is that sticking out of your boxers? Are you? Is that... is that your cock? Stop... we can't," she said, backing into the counter again.
"Why? Why can't I do this?" Vince asked. "We were just doing this Friday night."
"Vince, we talked about this," she said softly, trying to pry herself away from him. "I can only fuck you once a year. We can't do this. You need to go."
Vince untied her robe again and pulled it open, exposing her ass once more. "Vince! This just isn't right. You have to leave. Right now. Please."
"Once a year?" Vince said, sliding his hands up to cup her breasts from behind. She grabbed his wrists, trying to move them off her body, but was too weak. "I told you. I don't play by the rules. Obviously dad doesn't either. Besides, you know you want this, too."
"I don't want anything," she said, spinning around until she was facing him. "Don't... no...." She backed up further until she was in the corner of the kitchen cabinets and he followed closely. She put her hands on his chest. "I'm telling you right now that you need to leave."
Vince slid his hand inside her panties and slid his fingers across her overheated clit. She was so wet... he knew he was right. She did want this. Badly.
"I just need you to respect the..." she said, before her body bent forward from the pleasure his fingers were generating on her clit. She didn't even try to stop him. "resp... respect the rules."
Emmanuelle put her hand on his chest, but no longer had the desire to push him away.
"I say, there's a new rule," he said. "You can only fuck me once a year. But I can fuck you anytime I fucking want."
He leaned forward and kissed her neck, nibbling on her. She was breathing hard as his fingers slid into her wetness.
"No," she whispered, barely able to even talk. "You can't..."
Vince grabbed the front of her robe and opened it, pushed it down her arms, baring her body.
"No!" she moaned. "What the hell! Ok, this... this is not going to happen."
"Yes it is," he said. He grabbed her hips and lifted her up until she was sitting on the counter. Then he reached under her thighs and pulled her hips to the edge as he stood between them. She didn't even try to stop him.
"Oh my God! What do you think you're going to do?" she asked. "Your dad is going to ground you for the rest of your fucking life."
Vince knelt down as he reached underneath her hips, grabbing her panties and pulling them down her legs. Then he leaned forward and started licking her, his tongue tracing a line up the outside of her labia.
"Oh my God... what are you doing to me?"
"Whatever I want," he said, matter-of-factly, and went back to licking her pussy.
She no longer fought him, but put her hand on his head, grabbing his hair, and helping to direct his actions while she moaned loudly. His tongue felt incredible to Emmanuelle who had spent most of the night and morning upset that her husband still wasn't home. She felt betrayed as he broke the rules and spent too much time with his date. In the back of her mind she wondered if being with Vince for more than one night would be a fitting revenge.
"Oh my God," she moaned, Vince's tongue sliding over her clit so perfectly. When she married his father, she had fantasies of being with him, but never thought it would really happen. Now, she wasn't so sure she ever wanted to stop.
Vince moved his tongue more rapidly, sliding over her clit up and down, making the swollen nub generate so much pleasure for Emmanuelle that she was overwhelmed.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" she groaned and gripped his head tightly, holding his wonderful mouth in place as she came. Her body tightened and her hips pushed first into him and then away when it suddenly became too sensitive.
Vince calmly relaxed his licking, avoiding her clit and licking her juices from around her pussy as she relaxed for a moment.
"Ok... ok," she panted sliding off the counter and trying to tie her robe back around her again. "That's enough... you gotta go."
But Vince still had other plans. He grabbed the neckline of her robe and pulled it down, pulling it free of her arms and then tossing it aside.
"This can't be happening," she said. "Vince, what are you doing?"
Vince grabbed her arms and turned her around, then pushing on her upper back, to get her to bend forward over the counter. She put her forearms on the countertop, slightly bent forward. Vince then grabbed her leg and lifted it, until her foot rest on the countertop, too.
"No," she moaned, holding the position he put her in without trying to stop him.
Vince's hands held her hips as his cock pressed into the entrance of her pussy, then with one thrust pushed it inside, almost fully. Within seconds he was thrusting into her again and again, once again generating those wonderful feelings.
"Oh shit.... oh my God... that feels so good," she moaned.
"God, your pussy is so wet," he said. He reached around her and grabbed her hanging breasts, squeezing and fondling them.
Emmanuelle's brain didn't want this... she wanted to obey the specific rules set forth by his father. But her body definitely wanted it... and wanted even more!
Vince was thrusting rapidly into her now, feeling his cock get harder and harder, feeling his orgasm rapidly approaching. Then, suddenly, they heard a key in the door.
"Wait... fuck!" Emmanuelle said, making Vince stop. "Is that... is that your dad?"
Vince quickly pulled out and both rapidly dressed. Emmanuelle even went over and turned on the stovetop to cook the eggs when Robert walked into the kitchen.
"Good morning," he said calmly, standing in the archway as the two stared at him. He had the feeling he was interrupting something and it was likely something to do with him since they seemed to have stopped abruptly.
Emmanuelle barely even looked at him. "Good morning," she said, obviously upset, and started making scrambled eggs.
*****
Sunday was tense, with Emmanuelle and his father arguing all day long. At one point, Vince couldn't take any more and had to leave. He was scared of what might happen and what that would mean for him. That night, his father came to see him in his bedroom.
"Hey Vince," Robert said just after knocking on the door and opening it. "Can we talk for a sec?"
Vince lay in his bed, looking at his phone. He looked up when his dad came in. He wasn't sure how he felt about his dad right now. He had a feeling he was cheating on Emmanuelle, but it was never more than just a feeling. Now it was out in the open.
He felt jealous that such a jerk could actually have Emmanuelle's heart and body, when he didn't. He treated her right, all the time. Why shouldn't he have her?
"I, uh, know you heard your mom and I arguing," Robert said, taking a seat at the end of the bed.
"Yeah."
"Well, I just wanted to tell you that we talked... a lot... and decided something that might... uh... impact... you." His dad looked nervous, like he was having a hard time telling Vince this. Vince could tell he didn't want to.
"We decided that since I had an extra day and a half with my cheat day, she gets the same, plus a little more." He could barely even look Vince in the eye. He didn't want to imagine them together. He didn't want to imagine them fucking, although he knew they were.
"I don't know what that means for you, but I just wanted to let you know. Whatever your mom ends up doing, going out on dates or... whatever... it's... it's with my blessing and knowledge. Ok?"
"Until?" Vince asked.
"Tuesday midnight."
"Yeah... what about you?" Vince asked. "What's stopping you from going out while she's out?"
"We agreed that I'd be either at home or at work with both her and you making sure."
Vince just looked at him, wondering if that would even be enough. He couldn't even imagine going out with someone else with Emmanuelle willing and waiting in his bed. "You're an idiot, you know that?" he said. "She's the best you'll ever get and you're throwing it away. Not that I should care, but I do."
Robert nodded and stood. "Well, I just wanted you to know." He left the room, leaving Vince alone again.
*****
Vince was deep asleep when he was awakened by a light knocking on his door.
"Vince?" a feminine voice asked.
"Yeah... mom."
"Can I come in?"
"Yeah, sure," he said, wiping the sleep from his eyes.
Emmanuelle came into the room and closed the door behind her. It was dark and Vince could see that it was a little after 1:00am. He reached over and turned on the lamp sitting on his night stand.
Emmanuelle was wearing her robe loosely and walked up to the end of the bed. "Do you mind if I sleep in here tonight?"
"Why?" he asked, barely even registering that his parents had been fighting all day long. "What's wrong?"
"Well, you probably have guessed that your dad and I are having an argument right now," she said, looking down for a moment, obviously a little upset. "And I just don't really want to be around him at the moment."
"Yeah... ok," he said, moving more to one side of the bed to leave her the other. She walked around to the empty side and, standing beside it, removed her robe to reveal her sexy pajamas underneath. They were red, with spaghetti straps, cups that barely contained her breasts it seemed, and a light-weight body that fell to mid-thigh.
She slipped into bed and turned on her side to face him. Her breasts moved deliciously, and Vince could see her deep cleavage and the points where her nipples were digging into the thin fabric.
"Your father has been cheating on me... with a younger girl as a matter of fact. She's only a little older than you. That's who he was with all weekend long."
"Really?" Vince asked, not sounding very surprised.
"Yeah."
"I'm sorry," he said softly. "But I guess I have to say that I'm not shocked."
"I know," she said. "I just thought... you know... that this arrangement would fix that."
They sat in silence for a minute and Emmanuelle reached over and pushed a fallen lock of hair from his eyes. "I hate that I'm troubling you with all this."
"It's not trouble... you're my mom," Vince said. He wanted to say more, he wanted to tell her how much he loved her... how much he wanted her... but he couldn't bring himself to do it.
"I know," she said, sighing. "It's just something that you, me, and your father need to work out."
They sat in silence for another minute, Emmanuelle looking like she had more she wanted to say.
"You're not ready to go back to sleep yet, are you?" she finally asked. "I'm too wound up to sleep. I was actually... maybe... thinking... we could..." She licked her lips, and moved closer to him. "You know your father did give us more time to be together... all the way until Tuesday at midnight."
"Yeah, he told me," Vince said, feeling his body react to her nearness.
"And I want to get back at your dad, so badly." She smiled at him and cupped his cheek with her hand. "What better way to get back at him than to fuck the brains out of his own son."
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Vincent's father had been cheating on his mom... above and beyond the once-a-year cheat day that they put in their marriage from the beginning. He just couldn't believe that his dad would ever do that to Emmanuelle. She was... perfect. She was beautiful, smart, sexy, kind, and... damn good in bed.
Robert finally showed up a day after the agreed-upon cheat day was supposed to end, making Emmanuelle furious with him. They argued about it all day long forcing Vincent to leave the house until night time. They were quiet when he returned home and went to bed. His dad first came in and disturbed him, admitting that, yes, he cheated on Emmanuelle, and then telling Vince that he agreed to let Emmanuelle have a longer cheat day. She had Robert's permission to fuck anyone she wanted until Tuesday midnight and that Robert himself would stop cheating on her.
Vince wasn't sure what that meant, but was intrigued. After his one night with her, would she want to be with him again? He fell asleep after his dad left, only to be awakened by his stepmom. She wanted to sleep in his bed tonight, explaining that she was mad at his father still.
Then she dropped the bombshell.
"And I want to get back at your dad, so badly." She smiled at him and cupped his cheek with her hand. "What better way to get back at him than to fuck the brains out of his own son."
Vince smiled. "I kinda hoped something like this would happen."
Emmanuelle moved even closer and kissed him. "You look kind of excited about the prospect."
"Yeah," he nodded. He was definitely excited.
"Is it because of how I look?" she asked.
"Yeah, it is," he nodded. "You look really... really hot."
Emmanuelle moved to her knees and pulled up the bottom of her lingerie to expose her panty-less pussy.
"I mean, look at me," she said. "Look. This is what he's not getting tonight. Look at this nice, tight, shaved pussy. Don't you just want to stick your nice hard cock into it again?"
"God, yes, I do," Vince said, feeling his cock grow harder and harder under the covers. He started stroking it as he watched her.
She reached between her legs and swiped a finger over her pussy, then licked it. "You like that, don't you? You like how I taste.
"Yeah, I really do," he said excitedly.
Emmanuelle pulled her lingerie off over her head, tossing it aside, and now knelt on the bed beside him, completely naked. "And what about these big, gorgeous breasts? Don't you want to just fuck my boobies?" He nodded quickly as she turned slightly. "And my nice, tight, sexy ass," she said, smacking it.
Vince nodded and smiled. He loved having his step mom act like this.
"Yeah, you love your stepmommy. And I know you want to fuck me again." She looked at him more closely, her eyes scanning down his body and she saw the covers moving in a familiar motion. Are you touching yourself?"
"Yes," Vince said, a little nervously.
Emmanuelle grabbed the blankets. "Can I see it?" Vince nodded and she pulled them down, exposing his hand stroking his long, hard shaft. His boxers were pulled down slightly. "Oh, you're really hard. Can mommy take care of this for you?" She moved closer, grabbed his boxers with both hands, and began tugging them down his legs. "Let's take those boxers off."
With his boxers down, Vince was able to stroke his cock more freely and felt himself getting even harder with Emmanuelle watching him. She leaned forward as she watched from only inches away. She loved watching him stroke his cock and it was making her mouth water with desire.
"Maybe I should get this nice hard cock all wet," she said, unable to wait any longer, covering the last few inches and slid him into her mouth.
"Oh, fuck!" Vince groaned as her mouth moved up and down in concert with her stroking hand beneath. She was really good at sucking his cock and he rapidly grew even harder.
When his cock was wet with her spit, she pulled her mouth free and then, kicking a leg over him, mounted him, and slid his cock into her pussy. "Mmm... oh yeah... that feels so good. It feels like it's been forever since I've had a hard cock in my tight little pussy. Does that feel good to you?"
"Yeah... God yeah," he moaned, panting excitedly.
She leaned forward and let her swaying breasts slide across his face, her nipples tracing across his lips. "Here, have mommy's titties in your face while she fucks you. Oh yeah, while I ride that cock... all the way down." She pressed his cock deeper and deeper into her pussy with every stroke as Vince licked her nipples and trapped them between his lips to suck on them. "You like the way mommy's titties taste?"
"God, yes, they're so good," he said below her. "Oh God."
"Yeah... watch mommy ride your cock," she moaned, watching him suck on her nipples. "And feel my tight pussy squeeze it." The pleasure at her nipples was incredible, especially when he sucked hard and then released it suddenly, letting it pop out.
"I love watching you do that baby," she moaned, closing her eyes. "It feels so good. And, oh God, your cock feels so good inside me. Oh yeah... oh... faster." Her hips moved up and back faster, driving his cock in hard and deep with every thrust. Vince could tell she was so very close.
Suddenly she sat up, both hands squeezing her breasts, trapping and pinching her nipples again and again as she came, grinding her clit into his pelvis. "Oh fuck... I'm cumming baby... I'm cumming all fucking over your cock. Fuuuuuuuck!"
Vince could feel her juices soak him as her hips slowed, but didn't stop.
"Oh yeah," she panted, looking down at him as she continued to stroke her breasts. "I want to taste your cum, baby... so whenever you're ready... you just let me know. Mommy is so happy right now, baby. You feel so good."
She ground her hips into him, and squeezed his cock again and again. She knew just how to make him cum.
"I'm... I'm about to... cum mommy," Vince panted, looking up at her with so much lust in his eyes.
Emmanuelle smiled down at him. "Ok... let me swallow it, baby. I want all of that hot, sticky cum." She quickly released him from her pussy, kicked her leg off him, and started stroking and sucking on the head.
"Oh... oh... oh fuck," Vince panted as he watched her tongue slide in circles around the head of his cock, then slide down to lick just beneath the head. It was more than he could take.
"Oh God!" he hissed as he began cumming into her mouth. He felt his body contract again and again, spraying deep into her mouth as she sucked on just the head and continued stroking him.
Her stroking slowed as his orgasm subsided and she licked around his cock, making sure nothing was left behind. "Tastes so good. Thank you baby," she said as she moved up beside him and kissed him. "Now we can get a little sleep," she giggled.
*****
Vince's alarm went off far too early for his taste the next morning. His arm was draped over his stepmom, hugging her as she slept beside him, facing away from him. She was breathing deeply, still sound asleep. He briefly wondered if he should wake her, maybe by licking her pussy, but realized he just didn't have time. He had four classes today, spread throughout the day, and they started in an hour. It would be best just to let her have some sleep.
He quickly showered and dressed, grabbed a bagel to eat, then drove to the college.
It was a long day, and he drove home with a lot on his mind. He had a bunch of homework to do, a group project to work on, and he had a deadline with his stepmom. Tuesday midnight is what they agreed to and that seemed to be fast approaching. He wondered if he'd be able to play by the rules after that, but figured if his dad was held in check, then his stepmom would have to be, too.
He finally arrived at the house at dinner time and Emmanuelle was finishing up. His dad was in the living room watching a game on the big-screen TV. He set his backpack aside and greeted his dad.
"Hey."
"Hey son."
It was not an unusually short conversation, but Vince was still unhappy with him. He continued and walked into the kitchen. "Hi mom," he said.
"Hi baby," she said back. She stopped what she was doing and hugged and kissed him a lot more sensually than she ever had before. They were still on her cheat break, so he figured she was just taking advantage of it. And the more she could gush over him and show more affection to him while his dad was nearby, the more Robert was being punished. "Dinner's almost ready."
"Awesome," he said, looking over the lasagna she had cooked and the salads she was currently making.
"Get cleaned up. We'll be ready in about 5 minutes."
After he washed up, he sat at the table across from Emmanuelle's seat, his father to his right at the head of the table.
Emmanuelle served them and then sat. Both she and his dad asked about his day, and he told them how things went, but about halfway through dinner, he felt Emmanuelle's foot slide up his leg. He adjusted his position slightly to let her food slide into his lap, her toes teasing his cock.
They looked at each other suspiciously, Emmanuelle giggling a little, to the notice of his father.
"Really? At the dinner table?" he said, setting his fork down to look at Emmanuelle.
"Yes... at the dinner table!" Emmanuelle said angrily. "And anywhere else I fucking please. The rules, remember? You cheated... remember?" Her foot continued to play with Vince's erection through his pants.
Robert sighed in frustration as he picked up his fork and started eating again, trying not to look at either one of them.
After dinner, Emmanuelle passed her plate and bowl to Robert. "You'll do the dishes won't you?" she asked.
"Yeah, sure," he said, still upset, collecting and stacking them to bring them into the kitchen.
"Vince, want to watch a couple more episodes of 'The 100' with me?" Emmanuelle asked.
"Yeah, sure." Vince thought he could take a little time out from school work and be with her.
Emmanuelle clapped happily and kissed him.
They made their way into the living room, hand in hand, and both lay on the couch, Emmanuelle at one end and Vince on the other, their legs in the middle. Emmanuelle's legs were bent, her feet resting on the inside of Vince's inner thigh as they watched the show.
Several minutes later, Robert came into the room and sat in the recliner nearby. Emmanuelle powered on the TV, setting up to watch where they left off.
"I'm so glad I get to watch my show with you," Emmanuelle said, rubbing his inner thigh with her big toe. "Although I feel like I have to binge watch just to catch up. Did you watch the last episode?"
"Yeah, I think so," he said, uncertainly. "Didn't we watch that together like last week or something?"
"I don't know."
Vince couldn't help himself. Emmanuelle's feet were so close to his cock and were touching him... it gave him a huge erection. He rubbed it, trying to not be noticed, but Emmanuelle caught him out of the corner of her eye and used her foot to kick his hand away.
"Stop," she said giggling.
"Sorry mom." He moved his hand away, but his cock was extremely noticeable.
"Really?" she said, looking at his groin, smiling in delightful surprise. "You're hard again?"
"I'm sorry mom, I can't help it," Vince apologized.
"I would never have thought you would have to take care of it so soon. I mean... after this morning and all. It seems like it takes your father days to get hard again.
Are you still horny?"
"Well... just... I mean... yeah," Vince stammered, touching himself again and stroking his shaft lightly through his shorts. God, just talking about his erection was making it worse.
"You're not gonna stop touching it are you?"
"Probably not," he said.
"Can you guys just watch the show please?" Robert asked, irritated that they were talking like this in front of him.
Emmanuelle smiled, ignoring Robert. "Should we just take care of this now?"
"Yeah. I mean I need to do something about it."
"If we do, you have to promise to watch the the next episodes with me and rub my feet," she said, giggling.
Vince nodded. "Okay."
"And... you'll lick my pussy... and I get to cum twice this time," she said, giggling again.
"Okay," Vince laughed. He'd do anything if she'd help relieve him of his hardon.
Robert groaned in irritation again and shook his head. He couldn't believe they were doing this right in front of him. "For the love of God, just go to your bedroom already and take care of it. Geez!"
She moved her foot and pressed it against his erection, sliding up and down it's length. "God... you're unbelievable. The second time today. How many times do you get hard in a day?"
"A lot," he said, pushing his shorts down to expose his erection. Her foot quickly moved over his now-bare shaft, sliding up and down it's length. "It's your fault I'm hard," he said.
She smiled, feigning shock that he'd say such a thing. "How is it my fault?"
"Well... because..." he mumbled, unable to come up with a good reason.
She giggled. "No, it's not my fault that you're such a horn-dog all day long." She used one foot to lift his shaft, captured it between her feet, then started stroking it between them, sliding his shaft over her soles. Vince moaned and closed his eyes a moment, the pleasurable feelings, let alone the sexy sight, flooding his body.
"I think I'll enjoy taking care of it, though." Emmanuelle moved her feet and sat up, taking his cock in her hand.
Robert suddenly huffed and stood. "I guess if you two are going to just do it like animals in the middle of the living room, then I should just go to bed now."
"No you won't, you're gonna sit your ass down," Emmanuelle said angrily. "You're going to feel like I feel every time I think you're cheating on me. But... I don't want you to watch us."
"Hang on for a sec," she said, kissing the head of Vince's cock. She quickly dashed into the kitchen while Robert sat back down, averting his eyes from Vince's naked cock. When she came back, she was carrying a dish towel and a few safety pins. She moved behind her husband's chair and put the towel over his eyes, fastening it behind his head with the safety pins.
"Seriously?" Robert asked, obviously irritated.
"There... that's better," Emmanuelle said, tapping the top of his head. "You can hear us but not see us. You can hear all the nasty things I'm going to do with your son and his wonderfully hard cock, and know that it's because you cheated on me. Next time, you might think twice."
Emmanuelle then walked back to the couch and knelt on the floor between Vince's legs. She took his cock in her hand and started stroking him. "Making me miss my show isn't such a bad thing. Let me get this..." She ran her face up the length of Vince's throbbing shaft and then slipped the head between her lips. "... all taken care of." Her light sucking made Vince moan.
"I know how my baby likes it," Emmanuelle giggled, her hand sliding up and down, her tongue flicking over the crown. "You're so horny all the time, baby. Why? Hmm?"
"You're just really pretty mommy," Vince said.
"Hmm... does mommy make you horny?" she giggled.
"God yes. You make me so hard," he said, then groaned as she sent his cock deep into her mouth. She gagged herself with it again and again and felt Vince quiver and shake.
He couldn't take any more. She was taking him to the edge again and again with her wonderful mouth and he wanted... he needed... to be inside her.
He bent down and lifted her up, turning her to sit her on the couch while he knelt on the floor. He grabbed her shorts, pulled the drawstring to release them, and tugged them down and off her legs, along with her panties. Then he moved forward and set the head of his cock against her slit, slowly sliding it up and down it's length.
"Sorry," he said, breathing heavily and laughing softly. "I really need to fuck you."
"Tease me with it first, baby," she moaned, as his cock slid over her clit. "For just a minute."
He smiled as he teased her, sliding his cock up and down, then back and forth across her clit. He then slapped her clit with his shaft as she giggled excitedly and moaned.
"God that makes me so wet."
Then he put the head at her entrance and slid inside. "Fuck, mommy, that feels so good," he said as he slowly pushed it deeper and deeper, then started sliding in and out. Fucking her slowly, going deeper each time.
"Fuck! You're even harder than you were last night," she moaned.
Vince grabbed her breast over her shirt, squeezing it firmly. She put her hand on his, encouraging him as he steadily fucked her. When he removed his hand for a moment, she pulled her top up, exposing her breasts and began squeezing them and playing with her nipples.
"You're getting harder and harder inside me," she moaned.
"Yeah," Vince whispered, as he began panting excitedly.
"Since I already came once today, baby, does that mean I can't this time?" she asked, teasing him.
"I don't know mommy," he said as she giggled. "We'll see."
"You feel so good in mommy's pussy," she said, feeling his cock stretching her out so wonderfully. "Oh fuck baby. I love it. You make me so fucking wet."
Emmanuelle pushed his hips away, pulling his cock free, then slid to the floor. "Stand up," she told him. Vince stood, his rock-hard shaft sticking out towards her waiting mouth. "Baby, I want to taste my pussy on your cock," she said licking up it's length and then sliding it inside her mouth. "Mmm... mommy has a sweet pussy, baby. Do you like the way I swallow your cock." She slid it deep, gagging on it once again.
"Oh, God, yes mommy," he moaned.
"Let me stroke it for you and give you a little handjob for now. How's that sound?"
"It feels good... oh God..."
"I want you to give me all that cum," she said, stroking him with both hands now, sliding up and down his length. "Yes... you know you want to cum for me, don't you? Yeah... you want to cum for me... yes... oh yes."
Emmanuelle could feel his hips moving, trying to fuck her hands, and could see his ass and thigh muscles tensing. She knew he was close.
"Oh, I'm gonna cum," he said, his eyes wide as he looked down at his kneeling stepmom, her hand stroking quickly, her mouth opened right in front of the head of his cock. Her tongue extended as she waited in expectation.
"Oh... yeah," he hissed just as he came, sending ropes of cum into her mouth and all over her face. Giggling, she continued pumping him with her hands, sucking on the head, trying to milk him of every single drop.
"Oh, look at that, baby... you came all over me," she said, smiling, when he finished, wiping cum from her face and licking it off her fingers. "I made you cum hard, didn't I?"
"Yeah. Thank you," he said quickly, still panting.
"I love you baby," she said, smiling up at him as she moved back to the end of the couch and sat down. "Hopefully that'll take care of you for a while," she giggled.
They both straightened out their clothes and sat on the ends of the couch again to continue watching the show. Emmanuelle let Robert know that he was free to do whatever he wished now and he immediately pulled off the blindfold, stood, and walked off to his bedroom, in a huff.
Emmanuelle looked at Vince and smiled. It was a strange smile that seemed... forced. She knew she hurt Robert. And she was happy with that. But... she felt a pang of regret... knowing that what she had with Vince wasn't going to last much longer. It was going to have to end. And she wasn't sure how Vince was going to take it.
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Mrs. Montgomery. Emmanuelle. Her name alone gave me goosebumps. She was a forty-six-year-old wife and mother of two. She was a beautiful blonde bombshell, with a great body, a great mind, and a caring heart. I was infatuated with her from the first time I laid eyes on her even though I was just a kid at the time. All throughout my youth, I was really good friends with her son, Jacob, so she treated me just like I was her son, too.
But a lot changed after I reached puberty. I knew she was pretty but, as I grew older, I started seeing her in a sexual light. Her presence physically excited me. Her motherly attention was seen as something far more seductive. Too often I'd have a hardon that I needed to take care of immediately after seeing her, causing no end of embarrassment.
There were those days of coming over to swim with Jacob in their in-ground pool. Emmanuelle would sit out with us, laying out in her bikini both to get a tan and to keep an eye on us. It wasn't that her bikini was sexual or anything. It was that it showed a lot more skin than my mom's bathing suite showed, and they were about the same age. Emmanuelle was far more attractive than my mom, too. But the bathing suits I wore weren't very good at hiding erections. There were many times I had to stay in the water until it either subsided or she went inside. Talk about embarrassing.
Overall, what I remember most, what I'll never forget, were three birthday party surprises.
I was eighteen when I was surprised for the first time.
Not long after I turned eighteen and had developed extreme sexual desires for Mrs. Montgomery, I started gaining an interest in her underwear. The first time I succumb to my desires, we were in their backyard swimming in the pool. Emmanuelle was laying in out in a very sexy, black bikini, and I felt an extremely strong need to masturbate.
Using the excuse of having to use the bathroom, I went in to their house and stole up to her bedroom. When she had changed into her bathing suit, she'd laid her clothes on the bed to change back into... with her panties right on top. I was shaking that first time I picked them up... and got a whiff of her scent. I didn't know what it was at first... but quickly got the sense that it was how her pussy smelled.
As soon as I realized it, it was intoxicating to me, and I felt my cock hardening very rapidly. I slipped into her bathroom, slid my bathing suit down, and sat on her toilet. My hand quickly wrapped around my shaft as I smelled her. I was absolutely throbbing. I came very quickly... and then thinking I had to get back to the pool, slipped her panties into my pocket, stealing them.
I masturbated and came many, many times because of those panties. I had them stashed in my bedroom and was able to get to them every single day.
By the end of the summer, whenever I visited to swim and stole upstairs to her bedroom to masturbate, I started wrapping her panties around my cock and masturbated with them. The silky and lacy material felt so good on my hardness. Unfortunately, when I came, a lot of cum got on them. I was scared at first and stole those panties, too... but the next time I just tried cleaning them off in the sink. I didn't want to steal ALL her panties.
By the end of the summer there was a subtle change. It seemed like, no matter what, her panties were just laying on the bed. Even when no other clothes were there... her panties always were. Almost as if they were waiting for me.
I didn't catch on or care... all I knew was that I was able to masturbate with them... thinking of Emmanuelle... thinking about what was recently hidden right behind that flimsy, silky material. I could only imagine how sexy her pussy looked or felt.
Several months after I turned eighteen, Jacob had his eighteenth birthday party. As always, several of his friends came over for a sleep-over. We were in the basement, playing games on the brand new game system he got for his birthday and everyone was excited to play.
It was 9:00pm and Emmanuelle had to go out to the grocery store really quick to grab some breakfast items. As usual, Mr. Montgomery was away on a business trip, and Jacob's younger sister Amy was squirreled away in her bedroom, trying hard to avoid "the boys".
As soon as the front door closed, I dashed up to her bedroom for a quick masturbation session. For some reason, and as I'd come to expect, her panties were laying on the bed. I quickly grabbed them and dashed into her bathroom. I knew I'd only have fifteen minutes at most before she came back.
I slid my sweatpants and underwear down and started masturbating as I normally did, sitting on her toilet, just taking in her scent and the feel of her panties against my cock. I closed my eyes as the pleasure built, just thinking of what Emmanuelle would look naked... on the bed... masturbating with me... beckoning me to come join her.
"Exactly what I thought," I heard Emmanuelle say and immediately pulled my hand away from my cock, my eyes flying open in shock. I'd wanted to pull her panties off my cock, too, but somehow they were entangled with it and they caught.
So there I sat, on her toilet, pants around my ankles, panties wrapped around my very hard shaft... completely caught red-handed. I covered myself as best I could. Emmanuelle was standing just inside the doorway, leaning against the wall, arms crossed.
"I figured it was you stealing my panties," she giggled.
"I'm sorry. I'm sorry," I apologized again and again. "It's not what it looks like." I didn't know what else to say.
"Oh hush," she said, obviously not believing me. "I can understand how it would be hard for you to admit that you've been stealing my panties."
"Well," I stammered, trying, and failing, to think of what to say to get out of this. "I have these... but I just found them... and picked them up... I really... here." I lifted the panties up to her and she stepped forward and grabbed them from me.
"I know you just found them. I left them on the bed out for you."
Left them out for me to find? She's... she's been purposefully setting her panties out for me? She's known all this time and actually... helped me?
"I would let you keep these, but..." she started to say before I interrupted.
"What do you..."
"... they're one of my favorite pairs." She opened them for a quick inspection before putting them on the counter. "You know... you've practically been like a son to me... and you're a teenage boy with raging hormones. I totally understand where you're coming from."
"What are you talking about?" I protested, still not admitting what I was doing. "I mean..."
"It's ok. I'm actually flattered that you like my panties." Her voice was soothing, not accusing. It was weird still knowing that she actually wanted me to have her panties.
"No, seriously," I protested in vain. "I wasn't... I swear... I wasn't..."
"Just be honest with me, Vince," she said, obviously trying to reassure me that she wasn't mad. "Who are you fantasizing about when you're jerking off with my panties? Is it a girl at school?"
I slowly shook my head.
"One of the neighbors?"
Once again, I slowly shook my head.
"Me?" she finally asked, cocking her head a little as if knowing that was the answer all along.
Oh my God... I was so embarrassed... but I slowly nodded.
She smiled. "Are you thinking about my pussy right now?" she asked. Her sexual words really turned me on just hearing her say them. There'd never been a woman around me talking like that before. I'd never heard a grown woman say the word 'pussy' as seductively as she did.
I nodded again and swallowed hard. It was very hard for me to admit this stuff.
"You are? Wow," she smiled. "I see you checking me out all the time."
"This is so embarrassing," I whispered, looking down.
"Don't worry," she said, reassuring me once again. "It's ok. This will be our secret. It'll just be between you and me, ok?"
I nodded my assent. I'd love this to be kept a secret. I'd die if anyone found out.
She smiled as if thinking about all this. "You make me feel really... sexy. Maybe...," she said, lifting her skirt slightly, reaching up underneath it. "Maybe I can offer you a more fresh pair."
"I... are you serious?" I asked, whispering, completely dumbfounded as I watched her pull her panties down and off her legs, step forward, and hand them to me. Completely dumbfounded I took them from her.
"Let's see what you think of these ones."
"Oh... fuck," I whispered, getting a whiff of her fresh scent. Unable to help myself, I brought them even closer to my nose and closed my eyes for a moment enjoying the smell. When I opened them, she was smiling at me again.
"So... I'll let you get back to it," she said, smiling, knowing exactly what I was going to be getting back to, as she turned and walked towards the bathroom door.
"You're... you're serious? You don't care?" I asked.
"No... I think it's hot actually," she said, turning towards me as she reached the door. "But... maybe... before I go... can I see what you do with them? It's been so long since I've seen such a big, hard cock."
I sat there, scared. I held her panties in one hand and covered my shaft with the other.
"Come on, don't be shy. Please? Start touching it for me."
My mouth felt so dry and I licked my lips. This was almost too much for me to process. But I took my hand away from my cock and slowly wrapped her panties around it.
"Mmmm... there it is," she whispered, looking right at my cock, absently licking her lips.
I started stroking myself, long strokes, up and down my shaft. God it felt so good.
"Yeah... just like that," she whispered, sliding a hand over her breast. "Oh, I like that. Does that feel good?"
"Yeah," I whispered. "Really good."
"Oh, you're getting so hard," she whispered. "I like that. Such a big, hard cock."
I reached down with my free hand and started cupping and squeezing my balls.
She shook her head, showing me the significant affect I was having on her. "That looks so good. Oh my goodness... wow. Watching you do that makes my nipples hard and my pussy so wet." She pinched her nipples through her shirt and bra.
"Do you like thinking about my pussy while you masturbate?" she asked. Her other hand slid up her skirt so that she could play with herself.
"Oh God, yes," I whispered. I was getting so close to cumming. I was breathing so heavy now that it was getting harder to talk.
"Mmm... you're so close. Are you going to cum? Are you going to cum all over my panties?" she asked, obviously anxious to see my cock explode. "Tell me, Vince. If I asked you to, would you cum all over my face? Maybe all over my big tits? Or maybe on my bush?"
"God yes! I'll cum... anywhere... you want it," I said, breathing hard barely able to speak. My hand was sliding up and down my shaft faster now as I neared my orgasm.
"God, that's a big, hard, fucking cock you have," she said, panting. I could tell she was close to her own orgasm. "Such a young, fucking cock. So full of cum."
My hand was moving faster now and I watched the hand up her skirt moving faster, too. The hand at her breast had slid inside her shirt and inside her bra, letting her tweak and pull her nipple.
"Don't stop," she said, "I can see it throbbing." She was panting now, her body moving as she neared her orgasm. "Keep going, sweetheart, you're doing a good job."
"I'm gonna cum," I panted, feeling my cock starting to spasm.
"Oh God I wish you could cum on me. I like feeling warm cum on my skin. Fuck, you're getting me close. Yeah... right there... oh yeah." She panted several times and then her body shook, obviously in orgasm. "Yes! Yes! Yes!", she panted, letting out staccato breaths, trying to cum quietly.
I was so shocked watching her cum. I'd never seen anything like it in my entire life and it was so incredibly erotic. It was going to be burned into my brain forever.
When her orgasm finally subsided enough, she walked over to me and grabbed my face with her cum-soaked hand, sliding her fingers over and around my lips, covering them with her cum, then pressing them into my mouth so I would taste her. "Cum for me!" she demanded.
And I did. My cum jetted out harder than I'd ever seen. My hand was moving fast, so it was hard to control where it was flying. But I didn't care. I was just so happy to finally orgasm. Eventually, it merely rolled out of the tip of my cock and plunged down over my hand and her panties.
She pulled her hand away from my face and reached down to my cock. She wrapped her fingers around it for a moment, covering my own, and pumped up and down a few times, as if helping the last of my cum push out of my shaft.
"Mmmm... that's nice," she whispered. "You're a good, good boy." She took her panties from around my cock and brought them to her nose to smell my cum on them. She smiled and then turned and left the bathroom. Before I could get my pants up, she had left to go to the store. I washed up a little and then went down to the basement with my friends.
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I was twenty at the second birthday party surprise, a full two years since the last one. It was a party for Jacob again. He was having his twentieth birthday party at his house and had several of his friends over, including me. Monday was a holiday and we slept over after staying up late Sunday night playing video games. We didn't get to hang out as much any more, all of us spending a lot of time at college. Jacob's dad was away on a business trip so, besides us, it was just his younger sister and his mom.
Over the course of the night, Emmanuelle had come down several times, checking up on us, making sure we had plenty of food and drinks. And then later, she came down in her robe and made sure we had plenty of blankets and pillows. I couldn't take my eyes off her... eyes that tried to go through her clothes and see more... much more. Our eyes always seemed to meet and it always felt like there was something between us.
I had dreams of her in that robe looking at me like that. Very pleasant dreams.
For some reason, on Monday morning, I woke up really early. The rest of the guys were still sleeping pretty hard and I heard a noise that sounded like water running. I had a feeling it was the shower running upstairs and, on that hunch, decided to investigate.
I snuck up to the stairs, trying to be as quiet as I could, following the sound of the water. And I saw that Emmanuelle's bedroom door was slightly open. I pushed it slowly, quietly, hearing the sound of water and a beautiful voice humming. She was in the shower. Her clothes were laid out on the bed.
I knew that there was a mirror across from the door and that you could look in the mirror and see into the bedroom. So I quickly ducked by the bathroom door, praying to God that she wouldn't see me. Then I silently and slowly opened the closet door and slipped inside, closing the door behind me so that it was just open a crack as I lay on the floor. Just open enough so I could see out. And I waited.
It was only five minutes or so before the water turned off and the humming grew louder. She walked into the bedroom drying herself off as I watched, completely amazed. Her body was far better than I'd ever imagined. Her breasts were so big... her nipples hard in the cool air. And she had a really little bush over her pussy. She put her foot up on the bed, sliding the towel up her long legs and briefly exposing her ass and pussy to me. But I was really enjoying the sight of her bobbing breasts.
She picked up her panties from the bed, arranged them in her hands, and then slid them through one foot and then the next. The pale green color looked so beautiful against her skin. She adjusted them when they were on, making sure they slid just right through her crack and that the material was correctly placed over her pussy.
Then she grabbed her bra and slid it around her waist to fasten it, then rotated it around and slid it up her torso, putting her arms through the straps and adjusting over and around her massive breasts.
I was sad to see her body covered up like this, but... this was the first time I'd ever seen a naked woman. I'd take it!
She grabbed a navy blue skirt from the bed, stepped into it and slid it up her legs, fastening it closed and zipping it up in back. Then she reached down to grab her blouse. My cock was so hard and growing even harder at what I'd just seen. I had to move a little to relieve the pressure and somehow kicked something in the closet... something that then bumped into the wall!
The noise made her stop for a moment and look towards the closet. She put down her blouse and started walking towards my hiding spot.
"Shit," I cursed myself under my breath! I was so dead!
"Ok, who's hiding in the closet?" she asked, sounding more frustrated than scared. "Sweetheart, I'm trying to get ready for work."
She opened the closet door and saw me sitting right there. Busted!
"Vince! Come on. Get out of there. Seriously... what has gotten into you?"
I crawled out and stood, but the bulge in my pajama bottoms was so very obvious. I tried to cover it up, but that only highlighted the problem.
"Oh... I see," she said, giggling a little. "I see that bulge going on. Is that a hardon?"
I turned beet red I was so embarrassed.
"Mmmm, it's actually quite impressive," she said looking at it admiringly, pulling my hands away one at a time, to expose it fully. "You know... I can't help but kind of notice that, lately, every time I come around you, that... uh... you've been kind of looking at me in a little different way. It feels like you're hitting on me."
"Well... um... I'm sorry Mrs. Montgomery," I stammered, trying to recover from this whole mess. "I didn't mean to come off that way. I mean, I do think you're very beautiful and all..."
She turned and walked toward the bed. "Beautiful... hmmm... well, thank you." She turned around to face me and my eyes couldn't help but lock into her magnificent, bra-covered breasts and the wonderful cavern between them. I quickly looked up and she smiled... knowingly. "I adore you, too, Vince. You are such a sweetheart. You really are. But I kind of feel you're looking at me like that now, too."
My mouth was so dry. There was nothing I could say at this point. I only wished that she'd just punish me or something so I could go and die somewhere else.
"Vince, you find me attractive, don't you?" She waited for a moment, but I couldn't answer. I was completely stunned. "Do you have a thing for me? I know you're my son's friend and all and maybe that's why you're being a little shy and everything. But I have a little hunch that just maybe you kinda think of me more than I'm just... beautiful. As I recall, the last time we were together like this, you were masturbating to me."
"I... but..." I stammered. There was nothing that I could say in this moment.
"So... I can tell when someone's hitting on me. I can tell when someone's stripping me naked with their eyes. You can't take your eyes off my tits even now. So now I'm trying to get ready for work..." she giggled, looking down at my erection again, "and I see that you're getting ready for something, too."
"Come here." She walked over to me, took my hand, and led me to a nearby chair, turning it to face the bed, and pushing me to sit in it. "I have to say that I'm extremely flattered that you find me so hot that you... uh... that it... makes your dick hard. I know you've been watching me a lot lately. Do you still fantasize about me... you know... when you're home... in bed... touching your... cock? Are you still masturbating a lot thinking of me?"
Without even waiting for answers that weren't coming, she walked back towards the bed, only 3 steps from where I sat, and turned towards me again.
"I bet you've never seen big tits like this before, have you?" she asked, bending over slightly and moving side to side so that her tits bounced in her bra. "Well, you know what I think? I'm kind of flattered. I like the idea of you stroking that nice, big cock when you think about me. I remember a time not so long ago where I watched you do just that."
Her hands moved over and around her breasts, squeezing them, pinching her nipples through her bra and my eyes were glued on them.
"So... Vince... why don't you... let me... help you out with that. How about you just... enjoy... watching me for a little bit. We'll just go ahead and take care of that bulge for you. I mean, I would hate for you to go out in public like that and be all stressed out. I think I should help you release some of your... tensions."
She raised up and walked back and forth a little bit, turning around to show me her entire body.
"It's kind of exciting that you find me so attractive. I'm kind of turned on by it myself, actually. How about you just... enjoy... watching me take these clothes off."
She reached behind her back and unfastened her skirt, pushing it down and stepping out of it. She tossed it aside, leaving herself dressed in only her matching bra and panties. My cock was pulsing and I had to adjust it once again.
"It's ok, Vince... take your cock out. I can see you really want to. And I want to see it again."
I hesitated. Was this a joke? I mean... really? This was my friend's mom... a woman I'd known for years. And she's not only not mad at me... she wants to strip for me and see my cock?
"Yes, you have my permission to touch your dick. Absolutely. In fact, I really want you to."
I opened the fly of my pajama pants and pulled my cock through. It felt so good to relieve the pressure.
"Wow! That's such a nice hardon, honey," she said, genuinely appreciative, looking at it, licking her lips, and slightly sucking on the tip of her finger. God, she was so hot!
She turned towards the bed. "Let me crawl up here," she said, crawling up, turned away from me. She looked back. "Do you enjoy looking at my ass?" she asked. "Do you like that Vince? So big and firm... just waiting for you to grab it and bite it. Are you an ass man?"
"It's... it's really nice," I said. I really loved how her panties fit, showing off her ass. The material slid into her crack, highlighting her cheeks just right.
She turned and knelt on the bed facing me, her body undulating as if she were dancing to unheard music.
"Or is it my big titties that you enjoy so much?" she asked, grabbing them and squeezing them through her bra. "You like these, don't you? Would you like to see them?"
"Yes," I whispered, barely able to speak.
"Of course you do," she giggled as she reached behind herself, unfastened her bra, and slid it off. Her hands then moved to her bare breasts, squeezing and lifting them. "Mmmm... how's this? Does this help? You like that? I know you do... all young guys like big tits, don't they?"
She squeezed and twisted her hard, little nipples making them get even harder as her hips continued moving hypnotically. It was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen. My cock was throbbing as I slowly stroked it.
"Yeah?" she asked, smiling. "Take a nice, long look at these. They're so soft and sensitive." She giggled. "I can tell you like them. You're cock is getting so hard."
I groaned and closed my eyes for a second. I wanted to make sure this image of her would forever be burned into my memory.
"Mmmm," she moaned, making me open my eyes again. "I like watching you stroke your cock for me. Maybe... if you're a good boy for me... maybe... maybe you can put your cock between my titties. Would you like that?"
"Oh my God, yes!" I said... rather too excitedly.
She smiled, obviously enjoying my answer. "Mmmm... would you like to see more of me?"
"Yes," I said softly. "I do."
"Yeah? I figured you would," she giggled. "Go ahead... keep jerking that cock. I want to watch you so I have something to masturbate to later. So I can think about that hard cock while I'm playing with myself." She slid her panties down to her knees and spread her knees as wide as they would allow. "Let me take these down."
I watched, completely captivated as she slid her hand between her legs and played with her pussy. "Did you watch me in the shower? When I was scrubbing and rubbing my pussy, making it all nice and clean. Maybe you saw me touching myself... playing with my pussy."
"No... I didn't see that," I said. Unfortunately...
"No? Oh... we may have to remedy that some time," she said, smiling as if that would really excite her. She turned and bent over again, showing me her bare pussy and ass from behind. "How's that view again?" she asked, still watching me. She reached back with one hand and pulled her ass cheek to bare her ass and pussy even more. Then she slid her hand over her pussy, pushing one finger inside for a moment.
"Oh, God..." I moaned. I had to squeeze my cock and stop stroking for a moment or I was going to blow my load right then and there. And I never wanted this moment to end.
"Oooh... you really like that, don't you?" she smiled. She loved teasing me like this. She knew she had so much control over me. "Good... keep jerking." I started stroking again, on her command, and felt the pleasure just coursing through my body. She giggled. "Oooh... Vince," she moaned as she turned over, lay on her back, and removed her panties completely. Then she got back up on her knees, facing me. "Look how big you are! Oh, God... that looks so good. I think I am definitely going to have to take care of that rock hard cock of yours."
I moaned. I wished she would... I really, really did. I could imagine how it would feel to be touched by her... sucked by her... fucked by her.
""Yeah?" she smiled as if the came up with an idea. "How about if I put your cock in my mouth a little bit?"
My eyes went wide. Could she really be asking... could she really want to... to... suck my cock?
I didn't say a word, but she could tell from my expression that I definitely wanted that!
"Yeah? Well... not directly this time," she giggled. "Let me see what I have here." She reached under her pillow and pulled out a realistic, flesh-colored dildo, complete with balls, and a suction cup base. I never even wondered why it was so accessible. I never even considered that she used it on herself very regularly.
"This looks like a pretty good substitute for you," she said, looking up and down it's length. "You think? It might even be a little smaller than you." She set the suction cup end on the bed and stroked it a little, then laid down on her stomach and licked it from the base to the top. When she reached the top, she swirled her tongue over the head and sucked just the head between her lips.
"But it'll do for now." She looked directly at me as she seductively stroked and licked the dildo, sending shivers all over me. "Oh my God... your cock is so rock hard and big," she said, treating the dildo just like my cock, "I can barely wrap my lips around it."
Her lips wrapped around the head and she pushed down, sliding it deep into her mouth. "Mmmm... ah... look at that," she said. "That was really deep." She slid up to her knees and moved to the end of the bed, much closer to where I was sitting. "Keep jerking that dick... faster. Oh I love that! Fuck... it's so big. Don't tell anyone but your cock is much bigger than my husband's."
She knelt there, licking and sucking on the dildo while she watched me masturbate. "I bet your cock would feel really good in my pussy," she said softly. "Can you just put it in a little bit to tease me?"
She giggled when I groaned a low, excited "Yes!"
"What's your favorite position Vince? Huh?" She pulled out a bottle of lube and slid it over the entire length of the dildo as she gave it a handjob. "Do you want to bend me over and fuck me from behind? Do you want to try that way first? Don't tell anyone, but I'm tight... You'll love having your cock deep inside my tight, wet pussy."
She continued stroking the fake cock. Her hand teased my cock as much as the fake one. I easily imagined how it would feel on my shaft.
"Oh, it feels so good in my hands I can't wait to have it in my pussy." She turned around and moved to all fours, exposing her ass and pussy to me as she looked back at me. She slid the dildo up and down her slit and ass, teasing herself, applying the lube to her ass and pussy as well.
"I bet you've always fantasized about fucking me, haven't you Vince?" she asked, putting the head of the dildo at the entrance to her pussy. Keep jerking, Vince. I'm just going to fuck myself while you jerk. I'll pretend it's you... that it's your cock inside me." She slowly pushed it inside, moaning softly as it invaded her depths inch by inch. It seemed to take forever to get all the way inside, but once it was, she slowly fucked herself with it.
"Oh, fuck! Vince! Oh my God! You're so fucking big." I changed the tempo of the strokes on my cock to match the speed she fucked herself with and squeezed a little tighter to simulate the feel of her pussy.
I groaned and exhaled sharply as I watched her, feeling my orgasm building.
"Ohhh! Fuck yes!" she said loudly. "You fill me so good, Vince... Yes! You feel so good inside of me." She was pushing the entire length of the large dildo into her pussy, completely burying it inside before sliding it back out again and again. From my angle, it looked like it was too large to fit in the first place. God, I so wished it was my cock inside her.
She removed the dildo, turned around on the bed and set the base on the bedspread. It looked so long sticking up in the air like that as she stroked it with one hand. "You want me to face you so you can see my titties bounce all over you while I ride your dick?"
She lowered her pussy so that it pressed against the head and she slid up and back, teasing herself once again. "Yeah?"
"Yes," I hissed, barely able to speak again.
"Uh huh... Come on jerk that dick faster," she urged me, sliding the dildo up and back and then stopping to sit down on it, pushing it deep once again. "God you're so fucking big," she moaned, her eyes half closed.
She slid forward and back and moved up and down, forcing the dildo in and out of her wetness. Her entire body was glistening with sweat, her tits bouncing beautifully.
"Oh yes! You feel so good... your hard cock feels so fucking good," she moaned loudly. "Oh you're making me so happy Vince! Yes... oh fuck! I had no idea you were so rock hard and big. Look at that."
She watched me stroking my cock, licking her lips, pretending she was fucking me. I dropped my other hand to stroke and squeeze my balls.
"Yeah... think about my pussy fucking you, Oh fuck, you love that don't you? My tight pussy squeezing your shaft..."
"Oh my God," I panted.
She dropped one hand to her pussy to stroke her clit as she continued fucking the dildo. "Oh, fuck! Yes! I love riding you... oh yes! Fuck yes! Keep fucking me Vince! Oh God! I want to cum all over your big dick. Ohhhh.... ohhhh... ohhhh," she moaned as she came.
God! I was getting so close now. My hand was moving rapidly up and down my shaft and I was panting. I had no idea how I held it in this long.
She was smiling broadly after she came and watched me stroking my cock. "Yes! Oh, you're stroking so fast now. You gonna cum for me Vince? Are you gonna cum for me?" She got off the bed quickly and knelt on the floor in front of me, bending forward so that her breasts were so very close to my shaft.
"Yes," I whispered, barely able to talk. My eyes were fully of her tits behind my stroking hand. "I'm gonna... I'm gonna cum."
"Do it... make yourself cum," she said, excitedly. "That's it. Cum on my tits. I want to see you make that dick cum just for me. Right on my tits. There you go... cum for me. Yes, yes, cum!"
And that was all it took. My cock started spraying my cum into the air and while most of it it landed on the chest and abdomen of my t-shirt, some had landed on her chest. Then it slowed and just flowed over my hand, coating it with warm, white fluid.
When I opened my eyes, Emmanuelle was looking at my cock, licking her lips, and sliding her fingers through the cum on her chest. "Mmmm... you just came for me, baby," she smiled. "It's so exciting knowing that you came for me. While I'm at work, I'm going to be thinking about it, wishing it were dripping out of my pussy down my legs. It's so warm. That felt so good."
She stood and picked her panties off the floor. "I need to get ready for work. I need you to put on your clothes. Maybe if you're a good boy, we can do this again sometime. But you get outta here... I gotta get cleaned up and get moving. She slid her panties up her legs and adjusted them again.
I tucked my now-deflating cock back inside my pajamas and adjusted my clothes. I was going to have to clean off my t-shirt somehow, or change it. My hand was still very coated with cum, so it was of no use to help me or I'd get cum everywhere.



Emmanuelle walked over to me, grabbed my wrist, and brought it up to her face. She smelled it, closing her eyes and then licked it off my hand. "Mmmm... I love the taste of your cum, Vince. You definitely taste good."
I was shaking with excitement, just looking at my now mostly clean hand, as she wiped her chest off and put her bra on.
"Go. Get outta here. Go get cleaned up." She slid her skirt up and then put her blouse on, buttoning it up the front.
"Today's going to be a really good day I can tell." She looked in the mirror to verify that she looked ok, then came back over and gave me a light kiss. "Alright Vince, you have a good day."
That said, she walked out of the bedroom and moved down the stairs. I still sat in the chair wondering what just happened to me... wondering if this was just a dream.
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The Proposition - 4
On Monday night, Emmanuelle went to Vince's bed to sleep, hand in hand. Robert even watched them go, angrily shutting his door a little too loudly.
They slid into bed, Emmanuelle again wearing sexy lingerie, but they both went to sleep quickly. Vince slept hard, with strange dreams, and awoke when he felt something strange beneath the covers.
It was really dark out still, his clock showing that it was just after 5:00am. He reached over and turned on the light, showing Emmanuelle's wonderful body laying lazily across the bed, his cock held in her mouth.
She opened her eyes, and smiled around his cock. "I'm sorry I woke you," she said softly. "You just have no idea how much I love sucking your cock." She sucked on the tip gently, obviously loving her lips wrapped around it. "I don't know what it is about him... just feeling him in between my lips... on my tongue. I've never had this feeling with your father."
Vince moaned softly as she slowly and gently continued sucking on him. Her hand held him and slowly stroked him, but all of the pleasure was being generated by her hot, wet mouth.
"And, you know, my favorite part of your cock is the head," she said softly, kissing the tip. "I just want to worship him, with my tongue, my lips." She rubbed his cock, especially the head, around her face and under her chin. "Can you tell I'm obsessed with him? When I feel your cock sliding between my lips... it's just so... sensual. And he's always begging for a little attention, isn't he? That's what I really like about him. I know that he's always... always... ready for me. And that I can tease and tease and tease him... as long as, in the end, I pay attention to this magnificent swollen head."
Emmanuelle slid her tongue over and around the head of his cock as his shaft grew by leaps and bounds. Watching her tease him like this was pure heaven. She was such a sensual woman.
"He's so much more sensitive than the other parts of your cock," she said. "All the nerve endings just end up right there," she kissed the head, "and that's where he's most intense, isn't he? So if I want to pleasure you, I know to target your beautiful, bulbous head. And just give him a little flick of my tongue."
Vince groaned, his body shuddering suddenly as her tongue hit an especially sensitive spot.
"Is that too much?" she giggled softly. "Just lay back and relax. I want to go slow this morning, because you and I both know how sensitive, how on the edge I can get this cock. I know how easily I can make you cum just with this," she said, sucking on the head, flicking her tongue over and around it while her hand stroked below.
It drove him crazy and Vince lifted his hips up suddenly, needing to either cum or have the wonderful pleasure removed. He was going to cum so very quickly.
Emmanuelle giggled as she removed her mouth and stopped her stroking. "Oh, the way my lips form around him so... perfectly. It's like my mouth was made just for your cock, you know? And with every suck I can feel your cock expanding in my mouth and feel the pressure inside you building and building."
Vince was breathing hard as he relaxed for a moment. He wanted... needed... to cum so badly and she took it away at just the last second. He thought for a moment that maybe he should just grab her and fuck her, either her hot, little mouth or her tight pussy... but thought better of it. He knew he'd cum soon. He just had to wait for her timing. He had three hours before he had to be in the shower to get ready for his first class.
"There's this little sensitive spot, right there," she said, touching right beneath the head on the underside of his cock, "the frenulum, right where the shaft meets this beautiful, bulbous head."
She rubbed it and Vince's hips jumped. The intense pleasure shocking him to his core.
"Oh... I'm sorry," she giggled. "I know you can barely take it. I enjoy getting you close. But I don't want to go too fast this morning. I need to savor the time I have left with this beautiful cock. I want to worship it."
He watched as Emmanuelle sucked the head of his cock into her mouth again and then sucked her finger inside. She removed her wet finger and began stroking the frenulum in a circular motion while she continued sucking on the head.
"Oh God," Vince moaned loudly, grabbing as much of the bottom sheet as he could in his fists.
"Oh yes," she giggled. "How does that feel? It is sensitive, isn't it?" She stopped stroking but continued sucking. "Oh... you're so horny... so ready. All that cum, building and building and eventually exploding out of the tip. Oh, I know... he's so ready... And I just keep him right on the edge. He's ready to just explode."
"God yes... I think I'm going to fucking blow your head off when I cum," Vince moaned.
"Mmm... I love when I have him teased just right, your cum just shoots out like a geyser," she said softly. "What I wouldn't give to see that this morning. You screaming as this gorgeous dick shoots a geyser of cum in the air all because of the pleasure I'm giving you."
Vince watched her change her strategy. No longer was she trying to just tease him... she was going to make him explode... explode hard. She sucked more of his cock into her mouth, driving him deeper, into the back, where she could choke on it. And she sputtered, gagging a little, before she pulled it free again and just stroked him.
"Is it time? Have I teased you enough?" she asked, stroking his shaft quickly and laying the head against her lips. She kissed the head as she watched him... watched his eyes open wider, watched his breathing hitch just a little, watched his body tense for the explosion.
And then he grunted as he came, ropes of his creamy whiteness crisscrossing over her face in ropes and gobs.
"Oh yeah... come all over my face," she moaned, stroking his shaft and kissing the head again and again. "Oh yes... so much cum."
He relaxed a second when he finished cumming, breathing heavily still, but feeling so much better, so tired.
Emmanuelle was slowly squeezing his cock, pulling it to the tip, to let it dribble out onto her lips and tongue. Then she used her fingers to gather his cum from her face and bring it into her eager mouth.
"Mmmmm... See what I mean? I felt your cock head throbbing against my lips... just spraying your cum out... all over me. I made a mess, didn't I," she giggled. "You can hardly blame me. I know you needed me to do it."
She kissed and released his cock, then pulled his underwear and pajama shorts back up before moving back into her place in the bed.
"We'll both feel so good all day long," she said with a relaxing sigh. "I cannot wait until the next time we get to play... to feel your cock parting my lips again. Good night, baby. Go back to sleep and have sweet dreams." She kissed him and then lay on her pillow again.
"Good night," Vince said softly. "God, what you do to me," he whispered, shaking his head as he turned off the light and settled back into his pillow again.
*****
Vince's alarm went off at 8:00am and he turned over to turn it off, wishing it was all just a bad dream. He didn't want to have to go to school today. He just wanted to stay here, with Emmanuelle.
But he didn't have a choice. He had two classes, had to finish up some homework, and then had his team project to work on tonight at 6:00pm. It was going to be a long day.
*****
Vince only had two classes on Tuesday, one in late morning and one in the afternoon. And then with his team project meeting at 6:00pm he decided to just stay at the college the entire day.
The amazing thing about the day, though, was just how relaxed, comfortable, and in charge he felt all day long. Thoughts of his morning blowjob kept intruding into his day causing him to remember just how incredible it felt. He seemed to have far lower stress, far more clarity, and far more confidence than... well, than he could remember.
Just before 6:00pm, he strolled into the Student Center, smiling, and walked into the Chuckery thinking he had all the answers. The Chuckery was the place non-resident students went to eat, or otherwise went to snack, get drinks, or even just sit and study. It was a large room, with a lot of tables set up all throughout. Along the southern wall were entrances and exits to the different fast-food restaurants and drinking services that were established there.
Vince casually walked to the back corner where his group of 5 typically met every Tuesday night. Everyone was there and papers and books were set all over the table for their discussion. Their project was due in two weeks, so they were coming down to the wire.
The meeting went just as the rest of Vince's day went, too. He felt in control, he knew his part and was confident that it would be ready to go... early, even. During the meeting, a female student 3 tables away kept making eye contact with him. Vince noticed how cute she was, sexy even, with long auburn hair that fell over her shoulders in wavy curls. She had a slim build and seemed shorter than other girls he'd dated. But, of course, what caught his attention the most were her C-cup breasts which made her crop-top shirt tent out, showing her trim stomach beneath. And below she wore ripped jeans where each hole showed some lovely skin beneath.
Feeling extremely confident after navigating one of the best days of his life, Vince walked up to her after his project meeting and knelt beside her chair.
"Hi," he said casually. "I'm Vince."
The young woman turned in her seat to face him better and smiled when she realized who it was. "I'm Kaitlyn," she said, extending her hand and shaking Vince's. Vince held it a little longer than normal, making Kaitlyn blush a little. "Looks like you have a lot of homework going on over there."
"Yeah... a group project for my Psych class," Vince said, nodding.
"Sounds... crazy," she smiled.
Vince laughed, shaking his head. "Yeah, never heard that one before."
"A girl's gotta try... just in case," she said. "These are my friends, Riley and Alexis."
"Hi," they all said.
Normally, this is where Vince would have issues and his fear would get the better of him. All three sets of eyes were on him and it felt like her friends were going to shut him down to protect her. But... today was different.
Vince refocused his attention on Kaitlyn. "Listen, I can't stay long, but I wanted to stop by and see if you'd like to go out tomorrow night. I'm thinking you're a resident and I think I can save you from the cafeteria food for one night."
"Ooh," she said, making a face that he just made the worst mistake ever. "Tomorrow is meatloaf."
Vince, playing along, looked shocked and embarrassed. "Meatloaf? Seriously? Now how's a guy going to be able to compete with that?"
Kaitlyn nodded, smiling slightly. "I know. Maybe if we did... like... pasta or something... it might have a chance."
Vince nodded in agreement. "Yeah, I think pasta can beat meatloaf... on Wednesdays at least. So... pasta it is."
"I'd like that. Meet you here?"
"Yeah... 6:00?"
"I can swing that," she smiled. Vince loved her dimples when she smiled, too, making it a very genuine emotion.
"Awesome. I'll be... right here... at six," he said, pointing at the exact spot in which he was standing as he rose.
"Well... maybe tomorrow we can be over there... by the door."
"Oh... yeah... probably a better idea."
"Yeah," she giggled.
Vince grabbed his backpack and started walking away. "See you then. Nice to meet you friends."
"Bye," they said, giggling.
*****
His day just couldn't get any better, he thought as he drove home. He pulled into the driveway and walked in the front door. Very quickly it was obvious to him that it wasn't going to be a quiet night at home.
"Something happen?" Vince asked as he set his backpack down. The tension in the house was high. Emmanuelle was in the kitchen while his father sat in the living room with the sound turned down on the TV. It was obvious that they'd been fighting... a lot... and that these were their preferred safe zones.
"Not the 'happen' that your father wanted, that's for sure," Emmanuelle said. "We are having a little... disagreement... tonight. Your father wants a little playtime with me and I'm still on my cheat break... for just over three more hours," she said, checking the clock. "He thinks he can just snap his fingers and I'll come running."
"Oh for crying out loud, I didn't say that at all," Robert protested. "I just asked if you wanted to fool around. You're MY wife!"
"He broke up with his little girly and now has no one to fuck," she said to Vince. "And I think he's a little jealous of you."
"Damn right I'm jealous," he said, showing his frustration. "You're supposed to be having sex with me, not my son."
"Yes... that's the normal way people do it. But YOU created this arrangement... this deal... and YOU broke the rules. Big time. So I get to finish my cheat time in peace, then we're back to being a happily married couple. That is, if you can keep it in your fucking pants."
"I told you I will."
"Then tomorrow, I'll start fucking YOUR brains out every night," she yelled. "But I still have over three hours to do what I please."
Vince felt uncomfortable in so many ways. He never was comfortable around people arguing, in general, but having his parents arguing was even more difficult. Then there was the aspect of sex... of his dad once again claiming Emmanuelle as his own. That was something that made his jealousy rise. In just over three hours Emmanuelle will be off limits to him.
Emmanuelle grabbed Vince's hand and led him into the living room. "So... Robert... since you want to argue with me about this, you're going to sit there. You're going to sit right there and watch."
"And if I don't?" Robert challenged.
"Then maybe I'll just keep fucking your son instead of you. How's that?" she said, leading me over to the couch.
"We're going to do it... like... right in front of him?" Vince asked, not believing this was happening.
"Oh yeah," she smiled, moving into his arms. "He deserves it this one last time. Starting tomorrow, he's going to have to start treating me right... and start satisfying me." She grabbed the back of his head with one hand and put her other on his cheek as she kissed him, passionately. Their tongues slid back and forth, dueling, as Vince felt himself get more and more excited.
"Do you want to fuck me?" she whispered into his mouth.
"Yeah," he whispered back.
Emmanuelle turned them around and backed up towards the couch. "Do you hear that? He's going to have sex with me," she told Robert. Robert looked down, upset, as Emmanuelle quickly started helping Vince take his clothes off.
Vince felt that this wasn't the slow, seductive round of sex... this was going to be fast and furious. She was working to get his clothes off quickly and Vince wasn't moving as fast as she wanted. It felt like all of his clothing was being removed all at the same time.
She moaned when she pulled his boxers down and Vince stepped out of them. His cock was hard and throbbing in the air. "See Robert? His cock is huge... and I've been enjoying it so much these past few days." She grabbed it and stroked it, helping to make it even harder. "Are you watching Robert? You can have all you had before and so much more... for the rest of our marriage... if you just stop cheating on me."
Emmanuelle sat on the edge of the couch and slid his cock into her mouth, sucking on him while she stroked it. Vince moaned, his hands first at his sides, then he rested one on her head. She was, again, moving fast. This wasn't to savor his cock. She was doing this to get it wet and ready.
"Oh fuck... God, that feels good," Vince said.
Then she stopped and stood. "Well... I should probably take off my clothes now." She started unbuttoning her blouse, exposing the sexy lingerie she wore below. "Are you watching Robert? Don't you fucking turn away. See? I even dress sexy for my man." She tossed her clothes aside, only wearing a black, mesh, open-cup corset that showed her breasts beautifully. Each cup circled down, holding her breasts up and emphasizing each nipple beautifully. The body came down to mid torso, leaving her stomach open.
Vince was in awe. "Wow... you look amazing!" he whispered, his face showing his obvious lust for her.
"Thank you, baby," she smiled, glad she gave him the intended effect. She lay back on the couch and opened her legs. Vince knelt on the couch between her legs, his cock only inches from her pussy. He moved forward, then bent forward slightly, putting the head of his cock at her entrance. Then he pushed, splitting her pussy open. Her hands shot to his hips, encouraging him to push even deeper inside her.
"Oh God... oh God... watch this big... fucking... cock fill up my pussy," she moaned.
"Oh fuck," Vince said, feeling her pussy squeezing him, pulling him in, sealing against his cock like a warm, wet glove.
"Oh my God I'm so wet. Holy shit he just slipped right in," she giggled. "Did you see that big cock just slide right into my pussy?" she asked Robert. Robert was watching her, but wasn't too happy about the play-by-play. "Don't eyeball me... you're going to watch this. I want this picture... oh fuck... this picture of your wife getting WONDERFULLY fucked by your own son... seared into your brain. So that the next time you even think about cheating on me, you'll know just what I'll do to you. I'll take half your fucking money and fuck YOUR SON for the rest of his life."
Vince wasn't even going to pay attention to Robert any more. Emmanuelle's pussy felt too incredible and needed all his attention. He was thrusting into her, enjoying the feel of her pussy squeezing him.
"Oh... oh yeah," Emmanuelle moaned, closing her eyes for a moment to feel the pleasure.
"Like that?" Vince asked, smiling down at her, thrusting again and again. "God you're so wet."
"I want to cum all over that fucking cock," she said, looking at him like she wanted to eat him alive. She put her hands on his shoulders and her legs on his hips, her heels pushing into his ass to help him thrust into her. She thrust back, too, forcing him in even deeper. "Oh my God... yeah, that's it. That's so good," she moaned.
The sound of their bodies colliding, the sounds of their panting breaths, and the sounds of the couch crinkling beneath them, were the only sounds in the room. Emmanuelle and Vince were looking at each other, on one hand hoping to get the other off quickly and, on the other hoping this would last forever.
"Aw... did I hear a whimper?" Emmanuelle asked, turning to look at Robert. "Are you wishing you were Vince? Maybe tomorrow you can take his place." Then she turned her attention back to Vince. "Because... I really... really... love this dick. God, I feel you... every fucking inch of you." She kissed him hard.
Vince grabbed her tits in his hands and squeezed them, pointing her nipples as he bent forward and took them into his mouth one by one. He sucked and licked them, making them even harder as she moaned appreciatively.
"Nice to see somebody appreciates my body," she said to Robert. "Watch me cum now... 'cause you know I'm going to. And I'm going to enjoy every... fucking... minute of it. Oh my God that feels so good. Are you getting a good view?"
"Yes," Robert said, reluctantly and obviously wishing he were somewhere else.
"Yeah? You're watching?" she asked, her body undulating in need beneath Vince as the young man fucked her hard and fast. "God! Yeah... drive it in there, Vince. Fuck! You need to fuck me like this Robert... and not run off with some bimbo to get off. Oh yeah... I'm gonna cum... I'm gonna cum all over your fucking cock. Oh my God... that's it. Oh God that's so good. Fuck, fuck, fuck! I'm gonna cum... yes!"



Emmanuelle's arms and legs were shaking uncontrollably and her face twisted in pleasure as she came hard. Vince felt her pussy gushing as it squeezed his cock wonderfully hard. He kept thrusting as best he could, but in seconds she pushed him away, panting.
"Fuck!" she said breathing hard. "I need that fucking load."
"Does mommy's pussy feel good?" Vince asked, smiling smugly. He knew it felt good and knew that it probably felt better than Robert had given her in a long time. Two could play at this game, he thought. He hoped that when tomorrow came... she'd long for him again... masturbate to thoughts of him giving her pleasure.
"Oh yeah," she moaned. "Stand up," she panted. "I want to suck that cock."
As Vince rose to his feet, Emmanuelle moved to kneel on the floor in front of him, taking his hard, cum-soaked cock in both hands.
"Get nice and comfortable," Vince laughed softly.
"Oh, I won't be down here long," she giggled. "Oh yeah, he's going to empty his balls all over me," she said for Robert's benefit. She started stroking him, sucking on the head, and playing with his balls. "See how his cock barely fits in my mouth?" She moved it deep inside, until she gagged herself with it, then withdrew it, coughing. "Oh fuck that's a nice cock."
She kept stroking it and sucking on it, feeling Vince get closer and closer to the edge, but it wasn't fast enough for her.
"I want it Vince," she whispered, "I want it. Stroke yourself for me... cum on me."
She let go of his cock and let him take over. His hand expertly stroked it, quickly taking him to the edge as she knelt before him, face upturned, her mouth open and ready.
"Give it to me," she panted. "All over me."
Then Vince grunted once and suddenly came, spewing his white sticky load all over her face, jets gushing into her mouth.
"Yes!" she panted, feeling it coat her skin with warmth. "Such wonderful cum. Oh yeah...
Mmmm... oh my God. That was so fucking good."
Emmanuelle sat back on her heels, panting as she slowly stroked Vince's cock, making sure to get every drop.
"Don't forget what you saw here, Robert," Emmanuelle said, looking at him. Her face was a wet, sticky mess and she was happy for it. "Now go to bed. I'll be up at midnight."
Robert huffed in anger and embarrassment, stood, and slowly walked to their bedroom.
Emmanuelle wiped her face with her fingers, then licked each finger clean before repeating the process. She giggled as Vince watched her.
"Why don't you kneel this time," she said, sitting down on the couch and putting her feet up on the edge. She opened her knees wide. "I think you still owe me some pussy licking," she giggled. "I want to feel your tongue all over my body."
"After all that?" Vince asked, wondering if she had any energy left in her still.
"I'm in no hurry," she giggled. "We still have two hours. And I'm thinking you'll be ready for more very soon."
*****
When midnight finally came, their bodies spent and sweaty, and the cheat night was officially over, Emmanuelle hugged and kissed Vince passionately as they lay on the couch together. "You know how much I've loved this," she whispered.
"Yeah," Vince said, realizing it was over.
"I hope this doesn't hurt our relationship. While we can't... you know... touch or kiss or... whatever... like this any more... I still love you. And it doesn't mean I don't want to."
"I know... I think I understand," he said. "I don't like it, but... Maybe next year."
Emmanuelle smiled. "I would definitely choose you again." She kissed him again, then got off the couch and walked towards her bedroom.
*****
Vince woke Wednesday morning alone in bed for the first time in several days. He missed Emmanuelle's presence beside him, but knew it had to happen this way. He lay on his back with his hands behind his head first thinking about Emmanuelle, then... Kaitlyn. Their first date was tonight... the first of many.
He could hear the loud sounds of Emmanuelle and Robert's moans as Robert attempted to reclaim his wife, attempting to out do Vince in every way he could.
"Maybe next year," he smiled, then shook his head and laughed. "Or... if you're a real idiot and cheat before then."
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My twenty-first birthday party held the biggest surprise of my life. Jacob had decided to throw me a surprise party at a nearby restaurant, inviting several of our friends to join us. Since it was a surprise, he did it on the ruse that we were going out to see a movie. Suddenly he asked if we could stop for some food first. I wasn't terribly excited about his restaurant choice, but decided to just go with the flow.
"Surprise!" they yelled as I walked into the restaurant, taking me completely off guard. There were six or seven friends that I had in high school. It had been a while since I'd seen many of them, so it was a very welcome surprise indeed. My eyes scanned the group and happened to fall on the one person I never expected... Mrs. Emmanuelle Montgomery... Jacob's mom.
It had been about a year since I'd seen her last... at Jacob's twentieth birthday party... and my mind immediately wandered. That was the year... yeah... that was the year I watched Emmanuelle get completely naked and masturbate for me. Wow! The memory just came rushing back to me and I had to sit down. She was smiling so beautifully that it was like it happened yesterday.
I was forced to sit at the other end of the tables from her, so I didn't get to talk to her much at all, but we locked eyes many, many times. She wore an outfit very similar to the kind she wore back then... the kind that made it known she was a sexually attractive woman and she knew it. Her shirt was low cut, showing plenty of cleavage. God, those breasts! It was like they were calling to me. Her jeans were tight... almost looking like they were painted on. I had a severe hardon the entire party.
After dinner, I opened my presents and we had some cake. It was nice to be so warmly welcomed by them all. After everything was said and done, Jacob asked me if I could take his mom back home. He had to take his girlfriend home and she lived on the other side of town. He had decided he was just going to stay at her place.
"Of course," I said. "I'd be happy to." I was going to my parent's house anyway, so it really wasn't a big deal. She lived three doors down. It would be good to be with her for a little while, too, to see how she was doing. I had heard that she divorced Jacob's dad not long after I last saw her, after he ran off with another woman, and was a little worried about her. At least, that's what I told myself. I didn't want to admit to myself how badly I wanted her.
"Happy birthday, man!" Jacob said, giving me a warm hug. "It's good to see you."
"Thanks," I smiled. "It's good to see you too. And thanks for the party."
"Oh, you're welcome," he laughed softly. "Just remember, my birthday's coming up soon!"
"I'll do that," I laughed with him.
"You're taking me home?" Emmanuelle asked, taking my arm as if I was her date for the evening.
"Yes ma'am," I said. "Jacob said he's going the other direction."
"Yes I am," Jacob said, pulling away as his girlfriend came up to us. "Bye you two."
"Being taken home by a handsome young man is the perfect way to end the evening." She smiled warmly and we walked out of the restaurant like that, arm in arm. I led her to the passenger door and after throwing a few things in the back seat, she sat down and I closed the door for her. Then I got into the driver's side and started up the car. I turned and looked at her as I started backing out of the parking space and noticed the seatbelt sliding right between her large breasts... accentuating them even more.
God, my hardon was never going to subside! I couldn't wait to get alone and take care of it.
But, it was a half-hour drive to her house and by the time we got there, it was about 10:00pm. It was pretty dark out tonight and the trees blocked a lot of light from her driveway anyway. I had expected her to just get out when we got there, but she just sat there for a moment, looking at me.
"Did you have fun?" she asked.
"Yeah, it was good," I smiled, nodding. "I think I had a little too much to drink, though," I admitted.
"That, sir, was an awesome birthday party," she said, smiling at me as she slid her seatbelt off. "You definitely didn't drink too much. It was only a couple shots and you look fine. I'm glad Jacob brought me."
"I'm glad, too. It was nice seeing you."
"Thanks for welcoming me with your friends. I was kind of the old-lady there. I know you and Jacob have been friends for such a long time. But... I'm his mom... so it's a bit different for me to be invited."
"Well I'm glad he did," I said. "You're almost a second mom to me. And I enjoy your company."
"I always considered you to be close to our family and I'm glad you think so, too," she said. "And thanks again for bringing me home. I hope it wasn't out of your way." She touched my arm, making me suddenly shiver.
"No... not at all," I reassured her. "I'm going down to my parent's house for the night."
"Would you like to come in for a little while?" she asked.
The look on her face was hard to read. But... damn that would be something! She and I alone together? I imagined what would happen and my fantasies ran wild. I wasn't sure I could do that. Besides, could she be asking me for that? Or... was I totally and completely misreading her?
"Well... I'm sorry but I am little tired," I protested. "Maybe some other time."
"Umm," she said, almost nervously. "I really wanted to... I mean, I didn't get you a gift. You probably noticed."
"No... I never expected you to..."
"Well, it just because it's been a long time since I've really been around you," she interrupted me. "And it's been a long time since... well... that time at Jacob's party."
"Jacob's party," I said absently. "When we..." Yeah, that was definitely fresh on my mind. That was the memory I was going to masturbate to.
"Yeah... when we masturbated together," she smiled, idly stroking my forearm with her fingertips. "You were a horny boy back then, weren't you? It seems like every time I saw you, you were... well, let's just say... up. Of course, I have to admit, and I'm sure you noticed, the way I was dressed all the time. The short skirts... high heels... the pushup bras... and the low-cut tops. The way I always bent over in front of you... to make sure you got a nice view down my shirt."
My mouth was dry. I didn't know what to say... or where to look. Just the thought of her from last year... grinding against that dildo... telling me how good it would feel if it was my cock inside her instead. God, I was really needing relief.
"To catch a glimpse of my tits," she continued. "Did you do that?"
She giggled when I couldn't respond. I was sure she could see the affect she had on me. Every word she spoke, every move she made drove me insane with lust. And to know that she purposefully teased me like that all those years.
"God I loved teasing you," she admitted, smiling and giggling. "I wanted you to think about me like that. I wanted you to think about me when you were lying in bed in the dark... masturbating to me." She moved her hand to my thigh, gently stroking it in the middle, so close to my crotch. "Tell me you did."
"Yeah," I admitted. "I masturbated to you... a lot." I emphasized the last two words so that she would understand the gravity of her affect on me.
She smiled. "I like knowing that. I mean, it's kind of been my nightmare that we wouldn't ever talk about it and just pretend that it never happened. But... I like what happened."
"I do, too," I whispered, licking my lips.
"So... I was thinking this would be the perfect opportunity to give you something special... on your birthday." Her hand slid up to my crotch and she used her fingertips to trace the line up and down its length.
"Um," I said, suddenly nervous. This was out in the open. Yeah, it was dark and all, but... but her daughter was probably inside.
"Shh... it's just us. It's just you... and me. Right?"
There was little I could do to stop her. She knew exactly what she wanted and there was no way to keep her from it.
"So, let's see if I still have the magic. Are you still... up?" She cupped my cock and felt all along my shaft, noticing how hard and erect it was, how it strained against my jeans. "Oooh... yes you are," she said, smiling.
"But... what about..." I protested... weakly. Hell, I didn't want her to stop.
"Shhh... it doesn't have to mean anything at all."
"Isn't your daughter home?"
"No... I mean... no one's home right now," she said, as if she probably wouldn't care if someone was. "It's not a big deal. Seriously, no one's going to see us sitting here in the driveway. This is your day. I just want to make it special for you... you know? You need to let me take care of you. Besides, you didn't honestly think that I'd let you just leave like this," she said, squeezing my hardness. "Did you?"
She sat back from me and grabbed the bottom of her shirt, pulling it over her head and off. Then she looked at me, looking for my reaction to her bra-covered breasts.
"Whoa... this... I mean... you... " I couldn't speak and I couldn't look away. I wanted her to keep going. I wanted to see her phenomenal body again... even closer this time.
"It's ok. Trust me," she said, reassuringly. She smiled, seductively. "You're not telling me that you don't want a blowjob from me are you? I mean, come on. What guy doesn't like to get his cock sucked?"
I was absolutely floored! That was her birthday present to me? A blowjob? Oh hell yes!
She smiled at my dumbfounded expression. She took my hand in hers and stroked her own body, sliding over and around her bra-covered breasts, squeezing them and pinching her nipples.
"I can't really help myself," she said, looking down at my crotch. "I've been dreaming about having your dick inside of me. Not just in my mouth mind you. But... unfortunately the car's a little limiting don't you think?" She smiled.
Fuck! I knew I should have gone into the house with her. My erection was pulsing and throbbing and straining to bust right through my jeans. I had to move it to release a little of the pressure. She smiled as I did.
"Oh, fuck, you're making me so hot," she said, letting go of my hand and reaching behind herself, unfastening her bra. She pulled it off and laid it on the dash along with her shirt. "How can you say no to these, anyway?" she asked, cradling her breasts in her hands and lifting them up. "A little birthday flash from your fantasy mom. I know how much you liked seeing them before."
Holy fuck! She turned towards me and showed me her glorious breasts from just a foot away.
"Here," she said grabbing my hands in hers and directing them up to her bare breasts, "feel them." Her hands moved mine over them, squeezing them again, lifting them for my viewing pleasure. They were so soft and supple... so good in my hands. My mouth went dry as I desired to bury my face between them. It was more than my mind could take. After a moment, she let my hands go again.
"Why don't you just put your seat back a little bit and let me give you my special gift," she said, moving her legs under her so that she was kneeling in her seat.
I fiddled with the mechanism and pushed my seat all the way back, giving her plenty of room. She bent over me and used both hands to open my pants and stroke my shaft through the very thin material of my boxers. They were tented, almost comically.
"I don't know about you, but I've thought about this so many times since that day we played together. I've had fantasies about it even." She bent down low and smelled my crotch, obviously enjoying it.
"Mmm, you smell so good," she said, then extended her tongue to lick my shaft through my boxers. "I just want to have you in my mouth. I'm so happy it's your birthday." She fished my cock out through my boxers and stroked it with her hand. "Otherwise I'd have had to wait so long for another opportunity..." She licked and kissed the length of my shaft and head over and over again. "... to use some kind of excuse."
She looked me in the eye as she circled her lips around the head and sucked it inside her warm, wet mouth. It felt... incredible. I'd had a few blowjobs in my short life, but I had to say, this was the best. And it had barely even started!
"God... it's so good," she whispered, sucking on the head while she squeezed her breast and pinched her nipple. I groaned, making her giggle. "Admit it, you love it."
"Fuck... yeah, I love it. You're really good at that," I said, watching her every move and feeling the familiar surging in my body already.
"You know... we can keep being friends with benefits," she said, lovingly kissing the head again and again. "It's just sex. But I think it'd be really good. And we don't have to tell a soul."
She really did want what I was thinking! I should have picked the house. "Oh my God... you're going to make me cum quick," I whispered. It was incredible how fast she got me to the edge. She knew exactly how to work my body. I suddenly grew concerned. "What are we going to do when I cum?" It made me a bit nervous to think about it. I didn't want it all over my car... all over me... all over her. God, what were we thinking?
"Well, it's your special day," she said softly, still lightly licking, kissing, and sucking my cock as if she had all the time in the world. "Where do you want to finish? I'll do anything you want with your cum."
She used both her hand and her mouth on my shaft, sliding up and down, expertly driving me towards an orgasm.
"God I want it on your tits," I admitted, my breathing becoming ragged. "I always wanted to... uh... cum on your tits really hard." I had often fantasized about sliding my cock between her breasts and then cumming all over them. It was, in fact, my favorite fantasy. The last time was such a small taste of it.
"Yeah?" she smiled, pulling her mouth off my cock but still stroking it. "You like doing it on my tits? I like that idea, too. Remember last time? You had so much fucking cum. It must have been built up for months. That much cum would feel amazing on my tits."
She swirled her tongue over the shaft and head as she held my shaft in her hand. The pleasure was incredible and I moaned again as I watched her. She was the sexiest woman alive. She was looking up at me and sucking on the head of my cock as if she was having the time of her life. She looked so at ease, comfortable... and happy.
"So tell me, Vince. Do you like your birthday blowjob?" she asked as she stroked my shaft. "I mean, not to toot my own horn," she smiled, kissing the head of my cock, "but I know what I'm doing. I know how to use my mouth. And my mouth was made for cock." She swirled her tongue just beneath the head, right over the sensitive spot making me groan.
"Fuck," I whispered. "Your tongue is amazing."
"My tongue? Oh, you like that do you?" she asked, giggling, as she continued to do it. She knew I was close. "I want you to cum all over my tits," she said, as she sped up her stroking and sucking on my cock. "I want your seed all over my fucking tits."
"Oh, God" I moaned.
"Will you give it to me? Birthday boy? Mmmm." She slid my cock deep into her mouth and began sliding it up and down in concert with her hand. It felt incredible and I was going to cum very soon now.
"Yes... God yes," I whispered, practically begging for the release.
"You will?" she giggled. "Then I guess I knew what I was doing when I took off my shirt." She sat up and, with one hand, lifted her breast up so that her hard nipple slid over my shaft. "You just love my boobs, don't you? This is like only the second time you've ever seen them, too. Unless of course you snuck in and watched me showering and I didn't know it."
She smiled as if she wished I had, then settled back down, sliding her hand up and down my shaft as she looked at it intently, licking her lips.
"Oh God... I'm sorry but I have to keep sucking," she said, sliding my cock deep into her mouth again, then slid to the tip and kissed and sucked just the head.
The pleasure she was giving me was incredible. I was in heaven and I had a feeling I was going to blow her head off her shoulders soon. I was so ready to cum. And it was going to be a lot.
"Please... I gotta cum," I begged.
"I know. I know. I know you're close." She teasingly kissed the head more, flicking her tongue over it. "But I want to take my time. There's no rush. Who knows when I'll be able to do this to you again? I wanna savor it. You know?"
"I know... but... I'm so fucking close," I whispered. I know I sounded needy... but I was needy. I really needed to cum!
"Oh honey, your cock tastes so good. I just want to feel your hard cock in my mouth all night... and all day. How many times have you cum thinking about me? How many times, baby?"
"A hell of a lot... I couldn't even begin to count them," I admitted. "Every night for fucking years."
She smiled as if very pleased and then slid my dick into her mouth again. And then, suddenly, she flipped the switch, her head bobbing faster, her hand stroking faster. She was going to make me cum.
"Ahhh... God," I groaned.
She lifted her mouth away and stroked faster, moving a little to put my cock against her tits.
"Come on, cum on my tits," she said, practically hissing through her clenched teeth. Her hand was sliding up and down fast now. "I want it. And you know you want to. Cum on my tits."
"Ugh," I moaned as the first shot erupted from my cock, the white stream spraying over her tits and chest. She giggled and moved my cock around, making sure to cover her chest with my seed. "Ugh... God!"
"Mmm... yeah... yes!" she cheered gleefully. There was so much! "Oh yes! That's all I wanted, you know? That's all I wanted. That's all I could think about during the birthday party. Your cum just spraying all over my slutty... big... tits."
When the eruptions seemed to calm down again, she squeezed my shaft from the bottom up, trying to get all the cum that she could and then bent down and licked it from the head. Then she softly suckled the head again.
"You don't mind do you?," she said, giggling as my body jolted in the seat. My cock was so sensitive and she was touching just the right spots. "You know I just want to keep sucking on it." She continued sucking slow and soft, just enjoying the moment.
"Could you tell during the party how badly I wanted to do this with you?" she asked, smiling, looking up at me.
"No... I... I had no idea."
"I was fantasizing... so much," she admitted, sucking on the head once again, eliciting another jolt as my hips rose from the seat suddenly. "I know, I know... you're sensitive. I get it. Fine." Then she sat up, smiling, her hands playing in the cum on her chest. She occasionally brought a glob up to her waiting mouth, sucking it off her fingertip.
"I should probably get my shirt on and get inside," she said, putting her bra back on. "We really should do this more often. Not just during special occasions, you know? What are friends for, right?"
"Yeah... I... I'm up for that," I said, breathing hard and smiling. I wished I could touch her and make her cum, too, but she looked like she was done for the night.
She put her shirt on, the cum on her chest making it stick to her skin. "I just want to keep your cum on my tis for a while. I know that sounds... perverted... or whatever. But, I can't help myself."
When she finished straightening her clothes, she looked at me. "Happy birthday," she smiled and bent forward to kiss me on the lips, passionately. Then she pulled away and opened the car door.
"Call me... or better yet, stop by... soon."
"Oh... I will," I promised.
Then she got out of the car, closed the door and disappeared inside.
It would be another couple of months before we got together again, this time with her all tied up in her bed. But that's another story for another time.
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It was a wonderful sight. I was just walking out of our bedroom, wearing only a pair of thin, satin boxers while she was simply wearing a small, colorful beach wrap around her waist, fastened at her right hip. Her firm, creamy breasts and hard, pointed nipples caught my attention first and were just begging to be sucked. She was sitting on the couch in the living room watching me, idly, and I caught the twinkle in her eye as she spied my bouncing erection. The boxers were too loose to contain it.
She held a wine glass in her hand, half full with a golden liquid as she watched me walk towards her. She casually took a sip and licked her luscious lips as I watched, making me more and more aroused the closer I came to her.
"Mmmm," she said, sliding a finger over her nipple and pinching it lightly, teasingly.
God she was incredibly sexy!
"Have I ever told you you're so good with your tongue and just sooo good at making my cock feel special?" I asked, continuing our conversation from earlier as I moved onto the couch beside her.
"Oh yeah?" she asked, taking another sip of her wine, and then opening her mouth and licking her lips seductively.
"Yeah. You're fabulous." I picked up my own glass of wine and took a sip.
She smiled, enjoying the compliment and anticipating what was to come. "Well I guess you could just say that you have the most fabulous mother."
"Oh I do... I do..." I said. And I meant it!
She unwound her legs and stood, dipping her finger into her wine. Then, standing above me, she first licked the wine from her finger and then sucked it into her mouth like a cock. God she drove me crazy when she acted like this! My cock was throbbing, harder than it had been in a while.
She knelt on the floor between my legs and helped me pull my boxers down and off, carefully easing it around my surprisingly hard erection, and casually tossing them aside. She dipped her finger into her wine again and painted my cock with it, her fingertips sliding up and down my length making me harder and harder as she teased me.
"I'm really hard today," I said. "You didn't spike my wine, did you?" I asked suspiciously.
She giggled. "No... I didn't spike your wine." She bit her lip teasingly. "I spiked the sandwich you had for dinner."
I shook my head and smiled. Those damn blue pills again.
She smiled as she leaned in, kissed my shaft momentarily, flicking her tongue over the crown, and then engulfed me.
"Oh man!" I groaned, watching her mouth fill with my shaft. And she kept going and going, until I was all the way down her fucking throat. Then she pulled back and smiled as she put her lips against the crown, kissing and sucking my length.
"Best tasting cock in the whole fucking world," she whispered.
"You know you're gonna make me cum like this?" I asked rhetorically.
"Yum yum cum cum," she chanted and snarled like a hungry animal, sucking the head into her mouth as her tongue swirled lower. "I want lots."
"You love cum in your sweet little mouth, don't you?" I teased.
She watched me a moment, sucking on the head, then released me. "Mmhmm. And all over me. So warm and yummy and creamy. Give it to me! All of it!" She growled playfully, sliding my cock back into her mouth.
I chuckled at her playful wantonness. And as I watched her give me one of the best blowjobs of my life, I realized that I helped create that animal. Not that I minded that much. When I think back about it, it wasn't totally my fault. Until that day, I just didn't realize how badly I wanted her.
And she just didn't realize how much she enjoyed cum.
*****
My mom was a beautiful woman. She was ten years younger than my dad (making her just forty), and was a nurse. She had brown hair, cut short, and curled back from her ever-smiling face. She was a little shorter than the average woman, just over five foot tall, but her spunky personality made her seem so much taller. We had a pretty good relationship as I grew to adulthood, not best friends or anything, but we were respectful of each other and never got into any arguments. Most of that stemmed from me having to grow up very quickly.
When I was just sixteen, my father was diagnosed with stage four cancer that debilitated him in many ways. It was devastating to all of us, but both my mom and I changed our lives to do what needed to be done. For my part, I had to do a lot more around the house, helping work the yard and clean inside and out. I even got a job as soon as I could so I could help pay the bills. And, instead of rushing off to college, I stayed home and got a full-time job. I wasn't making much, but with my mom's income as well, we got along. Dad's health insurance paid well, too. We successfully divided our time to make sure my dad got to his appointments and was taken care of.
But, unfortunately, he died when I was nineteen.
Dad's life insurance helped with all the bills and then some, but I continued living at home and working, helping to pay for things there. It wasn't exactly fair that my mom would be stuck handling this all by herself. It wasn't too bad, either. She and I rarely saw each other because we both worked full time, I on first shift and she on second.
Even two years after my dad died, my mom wasn't dating anyone, probably because she was working so much. And I had to admit that I wasn't either. But I did take some time to go out with my friends on the weekends. One particular night, about a year ago, was brutal. I drank both a little more than I should have, and mixed my alcoholic beverages a bit more than I should have. I rolled into the house at 2am and went right into my room.
Unfortunately, I couldn't sleep very well because my head was pounding. I was hoping it would go away on it's own once I laid down, but it didn't. So at about 4am, I went searching in both the kitchen and the bathroom for some aspirin, but couldn't find a thing. I didn't want to, but I had to go see my mom. Surely a nurse would have aspirin somewhere nearby.
I softly knocked on her door and called her. "Mom?" It took several tries, but eventually I got her attention.
"Yeah? What's wrong Vince?" she called from the bed.
"I'm sorry to wake you, but I have a killer headache and was wondering if you had any aspirin," I said.
"Yeah... yeah, I do. Just a sec," she said, sounding a bit groggy. I probably woke her up from a deep sleep the idiot that I was. I'd certainly have to do a lot of apologizing.
Her door opened a little and she stood there in a tight, spaghetti-strap night shirt and her underwear. I guess she didn't realize she wasn't wearing much. But, boy I certainly did. God, my cock went rock hard seeing her breasts almost completely exposed like that. Her body was more incredible than I'd remembered. I knew I was going to do a lot of beating off to that image.
She poked her hand towards me, palm down. "Here," she said, dropping two pills into my hand. "Are you ok?"
"Yeah, I'll be fine. Thanks. Sorry to wake you."
"It's ok," she said yawning. "See you in the morning." She closed her door and left me standing in the hall. I glanced at the two, blue pills in my hand and went into the kitchen for water. I took the pills without even a second thought. Then went back to bed with visions of my mom running through my dreams.
At 6am I woke to some serious morning wood. It was almost painful it was so strong. I tried jacking off, and while it felt good, I wasn't able to really get off. It was almost too painful for me. I wasn't sure what to do. The only person I could think of that might be able to help was my mom... not in any sexual way, mind you, but as a nurse. Surely she could tell me if this was bad and if I'd need to go to the emergency room or not.
I tried to put on some shorts to cover myself, but my erection was just too strong and painful to be contained. I dug my robe out of the closet and slipped it on, holding the front closed as best I could. I left my room and went down to my mom's bedroom again and knocked on the door.
"Yeah?" she woke a lot faster this time.
"Sorry to wake you. I... I have a problem..." I said, embarrassed.
"What's wrong?" she asked, obviously getting something to cover herself this time and moving toward the door.
"I... it's embarrassing."
She opened her door, this time wearing her robe. "What? What's wrong?"
"I... I have a problem and I don't know if it's serious or not," I said, barely able to even make eye contact.
"What kind of problem?"
"I, uh... you know how the commercial says that if it lasts for more than 4 hours... you should go see a doctor?"
"Yeah? Uh... oh!" she said, finally realizing what I was getting at and glancing down. "How long has it been?"
I took a second to think about it. "Maybe 2 hours. I dunno, I was trying to sleep until now."
"Have you tried to... you know... relieve it?" she asked, having trouble finding the words herself. This was embarrassing for both of us. She would glance down toward it occasionally, but her eyes would then quickly come back up to mine.
"I tried... but it's too painful. And I just thought that maybe I'd have to go to the emergency room or something. God, this is embarrassing."
"This could be pretty serious. It can really damage the penis." She stood thinking for a moment, as if wondering what to do. "Did you take drugs last night or something? What kind of stupid crap are you into, Vince?"
"No!" I defended myself. "No I didn't take any drugs! We just drank too much. Then I came home and got that blue aspirin from you 'cause my head was pounding."
She looked confused. "Blue aspirin... What are you talking about?"
"My head was pounding and I looked all over for some aspirin but couldn't find any, so I woke you up and got some from you. You don't remember? It was like at 4am or something."
She was searching her memory. "I kinda remember... I guess... but..." Suddenly her eyes went big and she turned, went back into her bedroom and opened the top drawer of her bedside stand. She quickly fished out a couple bottles of pills and opened first one, then the other, looking at the pills inside. After opening one, she stood still, just looking straight ahead. "Oh my..." she said.
She slowly walked back over to me with the bottle in one hand and a couple of the pills in the palm of her other hand. "Do these look like the pills you took?"
I glanced at them, but had to admit that I didn't pay that much attention last night. "Yeah, I think so. Why?"
"Damn!" she said under her breath. "Because this isn't aspirin. I put it in an aspirin bottle to hide it. Your dad was having some pretty bad problems years ago... with... you know... and none of the prescription stuff worked at all. So... I used some connections to get an experimental drug from Europe. It's not even cleared for general use. It's really, really strong and helped him a little." She looked at me and bit her lip. "But I can't imagine what it would do to a healthy guy. And if you took two... you took a double dose."
Ok, so I took some sex pills. Big deal. "Ok, so, I just wait it out and it'll go away?"
She put the pills back in the bottle and closed it up, thinking about how to respond. "No... not for a while. One dose worked wonders on your dad... for hours. I'm not sure what this will do to you."
I started feeling fuzzy... my head was beginning to spin. "I don't want to go to the emergency room," I said as I held onto the doorframe. "This is... too... embarrassing," were the last words out of my mouth before I passed out.
*****
When I woke, I was lying in my mom's bed, with just a sheet over me. My robe lay on the chair nearby. My mom was sitting on the bed beside me stroking my forehead.
"What happened?" I asked, blinking to clear my vision. My head was still roaring a little.
"You passed out. I think it's a blood-flow issue." She looked concerned.
"How long was I out?" I asked as I started to sit up.
"Whoa, whoa... just lay there. You were out for just a minute or so... just long enough for me to get you into the bed."
"What am I going to do? I don't want some strange nurse or doctor inspecting my... you know..."
She touched my arm, lovingly. "I know... I know it's embarrassing. It's embarrassing for me, too, since I gave you the wrong medicine. This stuff... it'll ruin my career if anyone finds out about it. Maybe even send me to jail. Maybe... maybe we can just take care of it here." She grabbed the sheet and started lifting it. "Can you show me?" she asked.
I was embarrassed as hell, but she was a medical professional, right? She'd done something like this before, right? At least that's what I had to tell myself. She pulled the sheet away from me and my erection was, as you might have guessed, huge. It seemed even bigger than I ever remembered.
"Ooh..." she said, astonished. Or maybe... impressed. "It's... it's very, very erect. Wow... I can see why you can't put on your pants." She inspected it without touching it, getting so close a few times that I could feel her breath on my shaft. "We're definitely going to have to... you know... take care of this. That's a very hard... hard... swollen... penis... and your scrotum are very... full. This could cause you some serious damage if we don't... you know... take care of it."
She sat back a moment, thinking about what she was going to have to do. I could tell that she was fighting a little internal battle between woman, mother, and nurse. "Do you pleasure yourself?" she asked, trying to sound professional.
"Yes," I answered softly. I could feel my face flush.
"Ok... How... often?"
"Oh, God." What a freaking embarrassing line of questioning to come from your mom. "Usually more than once a day..."
"Alright... alright..." she said almost as if impressed. She licked her lips, nervously. "It'll be best, first, if you show me what... what... technique you use... you know, to stimulate yourself."
"I dunno... I just... stroke it..."
"Ok..." she nodded professionally. "Go ahead... show me..."
I was hesitant to do it. My hand moved a little until it rest on my belly, but I just couldn't touch myself in front of her.
"It's ok," she said, trying to console me. "I... I am a nurse after all."
"I can't do it," I said. "Not... in front of you."
My mom rung her hands together. "I know... I get it... and I know I'm to blame for this. I'm just going to have to help you get better." She paused a moment as if thinking about something. And then... "I'm just going to go ahead and grab this."
She wrapped her fingers around my shaft as if she had no choice and she just had to get it over with. She moved her hand a little up and down, obviously feeling how engorged it was. Not leaving my erection, she reached into the nightstand and pulled out a small bottle. Using one hand, she flicked up the top and drizzled the cool liquid onto my shaft, using her hand to spread it around.
I could feel the pleasure quickly welling up inside me as her hand nervously stroked me.
I must have looked so scared, though. "I know... don't be nervous... I obviously know how to do this," she said, trying to calm me down. "This isn't my first time. And we don't have to tell anyone about this... Just our little secret, ok?"
Thank god! This would be way too embarrassing to tell anyone. I mean, it wasn't as if I hadn't fantasized about her or fantasized about her giving me a hand job. But... the reality of it was weird.
Her hand slid up and down the shaft slowly and her eyes darted between watching it and looking up into my face to gauge my reaction. "Alright... good... does this feel ok?"
I grunted as the pleasure grew quickly. "Yeah... yeah, it's ok," I said softly. I didn't know where to look, at her hand or her face. It was all just too... erotic.
"Ok... good... like when you do it?"
"Oh god..." I moaned. I licked my lips. "Better," I admitted. "Much better."
"Ok, yes..." She smiled, almost if she was proud of herself. "Thank you."
Her hand moved up and down in a nice, slow rhythm. She wasn't in any rush. I moaned again and my hips moved, trying to get away from her hand as the pleasure was almost overwhelming. I reached down and touched her hand, trying to tell her to stop for a moment.
"Oh... ok... already..." She knew that I meant I was extremely close to my orgasm, though, but didn't let up. "If you feel you need to, you know, cum already, just go ahead and do it," she said, her hand rising over the head and then sliding back down. "No need to tell me about it. Just go ahead and explode for me right now, as soon as you feel the need..."
And without a millisecond warning, I grunted, and a huge load of cum erupted from my cock, spraying into the air and raining down on the both of us.
She looked pleasantly surprised, both by the speed of my orgasm and by the amount of cum produced. "Oh, oh, ok... good... wow, that is a lot of cum," she said almost breathlessly. "I really shouldn't be surprised. You're a healthy young man. And young men generate a lot of... sperm."
I was breathing hard, but my head felt a little clearer.
"Do you feel a little bit better?"
I nodded.
"A lot better?
"Yeah... whew..." I did feel a lot better.
"Ok, good. Very good. Do you feel good enough to sit up?"
"Yeah, I think so."
"Ok try it," she said, grabbing my wrist to help me up a little. She pulled me up and pushed my legs around until I was sitting on the edge of the bed. "Go slow now. Don't get ahead of yourself."
"Ok. I'm ok," I said reassuringly. "My head feels clearer." I could feel the cum oozing down my abdomen and over my hips.
"Good!" she said, happy that what she was doing was having some beneficial affect. When she felt I was stable, she knelt down on the floor in front of me, between my legs. "Ok, let's take a look at your penis."
I didn't have to look at it to know that it was still incredibly erect and still incredibly sensitive, but I did anyways. My mom's hands were moving my cock around a little as she inspected it and my balls. Her face was so close...
"Well, you're still very erect," she said, looking back up at me. She had no idea of the effect she was having on me. Even if I wasn't erect from the drugs, I'd be erect from her being between my legs like that. "We still have to get that down, ok? We're not out of the woods yet."
Her hand wrapped around my shaft again and she began stroking me once more. She seemed more confident this time, far less embarrassed.
"Ok... how does that feel? Still sensitive?"
Tingles were traveling all over my body. God it was extremely sensitive. "Yeah," I muttered under my breath. No matter if she were more confident or not, I was still a bit embarrassed.
"Well, we're going to have to do it again," she said, her hand continuing to stroke my shaft. "Tell me if it hurts at all, so I can fix it."
I grunted as her hand moved over the sensitive head again.
"That feel ok?"
"Yeah," I grunted again. Damn! Either she was really good at this or my cock was extremely sensitive still. It felt incredible!
"Wow... it's so... swollen..." She was looking at my cock again. And not so much clinically. She looked more like a woman... with desires... and needs...
"It seems bigger than normal still. But I bet you've seen quite a few dicks in your time."
She laughed, with a shocked look on her face. "Like I'm some slut or something? But, yes... I have seen a lot of.... cock... I shouldn't be telling you... but, yours is the biggest I've seen. Maybe it's just because of your condition. I don't know."
I watched as she kept stroking me, her eyes rarely leaving my cock now. God it felt so good.
"Is this ok?" she said, looking up at me again after I grunted.
"Yeah... it's just..."
"No, that's fine... that's fine. Don't even worry about telling me when you're..."



Before she could finish her sentence, I erupted again. Copious amounts of cum erupted into the air and fell on her face and chest. White lines erotically crisscrossed her face as I grunted again and again, my hips lifting into the air.
When it was finally over, I sat there, breathing hard, just looking down at her. She had her eyes closed, a look of surprised excitement on her face.
"Oh my god, I'm so sorry," I said quickly.
"No... no... it's fine," she said as she scooped the cum from around her eyes so she could open them. "It's fine. Really."
"I didn't know... I'm sorry... it just happened..." I said quickly.
"No, really. It's totally fine. Don't worry about me. We have to fix this." I watched as she unconsciously put several cum-covered fingers in her mouth and pulled them out clean. Then she opened her eyes and looked up at me, her face a total mess. "I'm here for you. I need to take care of you. With all that drug in your system, it can be dangerous. So, we need to take care of that. And... I'm your mom. We need to make sure that your erection is... fully... deflated."
She looked at her cum-covered robe and began to remove it, pulling her arms free and laying it on the floor beside her. Her spaghetti-strap night shirt couldn't hide her beautiful breasts and could barely even contain them. I could see her hard nipples pointing through the material as if threatening to pierce it. She started stroking me again, this time using both hands.
"It's ok... really," she said, licking the cum from around her lips. She turned her focus onto my cock again, stroking it with both hands, even swirling one over the head, making my body shiver. "I really don't mind." She was smiling, enjoying what she was doing to me. "Does that feel good?" she asked, looking up at me again.
I nodded, licking my lips. God she was turning me on so much, just looking down at her. All the cum on her face, the look of determination, the growing look of... desire. She was enjoying this just as much as I was!
"I knew it was still going to be erect," she said shaking her head. "That drug is pretty powerful with just a single dose. Your father really needed it to get... erect. But you... oh I bet you get erect all the time. Mmhmm... so hard... all the time... So... uh... just let me do what I do best, ok?"
"Ok," I whispered, my embarrassment quickly fading as her desire became more evident. "I think you like... it."
She smiled, looking at my long, hard shaft. The desire was more than evident in her eyes. "Yeah... you've got a really nice looking cock." She nodded. "Yes... yes you do...." I grunted again as she changed technique. "You like more wrist?" she asked. "Maybe slower... like that?"
"Oh... fuck..."
She smiled up at me. "Oooh... that's a yes..."
I looked down at her, kneeling between my legs, both hands stroking my very hard cock, her face mere inches from it, covered in my dripping cum as she stared at it as if transfixed.
"God I love seeing you look like this," I said softly. "It makes me even harder."
She smiled, her face beaming with satisfaction. "Oh it does, does it?"
"I'm... I'm sorry... TMI..."
"No. No, it's good. It's good for you to tell me what turns you on. I may be your mom, but this isn't... normal."
She went back to stroking me, an extra bit of confidence in her technique and in her face. She giggled a little. "So you like seeing me covered in cum, huh? Why don't you tell me more about that?"
"What? You want to hear that it turns me on that you love stroking my cock to get more and more cum out of it?"
"It turns you on?" she smiled, so proud of herself. "You like it when I stroke your cock, covered in your cum like this? Does it make you want to cum again?"
"Fuck yes," I admitted, feeling my next load approaching fast. This was... this was an absolute fantasy come true. "It makes me so fucking hard."
"Oh yeah? It does?", she smiled almost predatorily, her face flickering in delight. She knew she had me and that she was in full control. She looked up at me and licked her lips in excitement. "Cum for your mommy. Cum for me. Yeah... you've got a lot stored up in those balls for me. You're going to drain yourself for me... right?"
Suddenly another burst of cum erupted from my cock. God it was almost as much as the first one. I wasn't slowing down in the least! "Good..." she said, stroking and squeezing every drop from me, as this burst once again covered her face and chest, making her top very wet and gooey. My cum was literally oozing down her face now and between her breasts.
She was breathing hard... obviously very excited by all this. "Very, very good," she said, quickly resuming her stroking. I'd never cum this much in my life and my cock had never stayed this hard for this long. It was incredible! "You're feeling more relaxed now... but still so... so hard... We gotta... we gotta keep going, don't we?" She nodded as if determining this was definitely her responsibility. "You're my son... I know what you need."
One of her hands reached down and played with my balls. My sack was still full, but not nearly as much as it was when we started. "Your balls feel so much better already. Not so tight and full." Suddenly she stopped and looked up at me again. "Do... do you think you can stand up for me?"
"I... I think so..."
"You need to try so we can see how you're progressing." She held my hand as I stood by the bed, while she remained on her knees in front of me. Her face was at exactly the same level as my cock. "Good! This is progress," she said looking up. "You're standing! You don't feel dizzy, do you?" She looked concerned for a moment, sincerely wanting to make sure I was ok.
I thought for a moment, seeing if I felt any dizziness at all. "No... I feel ok."
"Good! Very good.... very, very... very good," she said as she resumed stroking me.
"Fuck! You seem to be pretty happy with yourself," I said looking down at her. "You know... on your knees... stroking my cock." I put my hand on the side of her face, pushing the cum away with my thumb. "I think you like this mommy role."
"Oh yeah," she smiled. "It makes me happy making you feel good."
"I think you're a slut mommy... my slut."
"Yeah? You do?", she asked, her hands moving up and down, up and down my shaft. "You think I'm a little slut now? 'Cause I'm covered in your cum? 'Cause I'm here milking you? Your big fucking cock... You think I'm a little slut? Your personal little ball-draining slut you can use whenever you want? Hmm? Is that what you think I am? Is that all I am to you? Huh?"
"Oh," I moaned, feeling my cock twitching in desire. God I wished I could fuck her right now. "Fuck! Yeah, you're my fucking slut."
"Oh... yeah... I like it when you talk like that... like I'm your dirty little bitch whore." She renewed her efforts on my cock as I watched her. Her hands felt amazing and she was so covered in my cum. I wondered how long I could keep this up. "You know," she said looking up at me, complete desire and submission written all over her face. "You can use me however you want. As long as you cum for me. I love being your dirty little cunt."
Cum suddenly ejected yet again from my cock as I grunted over and over. As each spurt hit her face, neck, and chest, she also grunted in approval, directing each spray all over her body. "Yes, yeah... yeah... very good... good..." God she was such a cumslut!
When it finally stopped again, I was panting and wondering if I should sit down. My mom was sitting back on her ankles with her eyes closed, just enjoying the feeling of my cum dripping from her, one hand scooping cum into her wanton mouth. She never looked more sexy and desirable to me. I wanted her so badly.
She opened her eyes and looked up at me, her chest heaving with her heavy breathing. She looked down at her boobs, at the cum soaked shirt she was wearing and decided to take it off. She reached down with both hands, grabbed the hem, and pulled it up and over her head, letting her breasts bounce free. She was definitely a well built woman. Her breasts were gorgeous, especially from where I stood. Her nipples were incredibly hard and pointed and cum oozed down from her neck and slid into the deep valley between them.
One hand grabbed my shaft, stroking it once more, as the other disappeared between her own legs, sliding into her panties and toying with her pussy. She looked up at me again. "But you know, you're still so hard. Fuck, you're still so incredibly hard!"
I was thinking I'd cum enough and wondered if my cock could even take much more of this. "I'm feeling better now," I said. "We can stop."
She looked almost desperate. It was obvious she didn't want to stop. "I know. I know you're feeling much better. But... but the point of this is to make sure the drug is out of your system and you don't just get hard again. And I... uh... I just need to make sure you're feeling... so good..." She seemed to get lost in what she was doing, the hand at her pussy moving a little faster now, distracting her. "I uh... Again... again..." she said, determined to make me cum again. "Let me stroke that big fucking cock. Again and again," she said with each stroke of her hand.
She was almost lost in her own excitement, stroking my cock as her fingers teased her own clit. It was extraordinarily erotic watching her and feeling her hand continuing to tease me. Fuck! How many times had I cum already, 3... 4? I'd completely lost count.
"You know what?" she asked excitedly, licking her lips, staring longingly at my shaft. "I think it'll make you feel so good if I just put that big fat cock head in my mouth and suck that cum out. Much better than my hands, don't you think? Oh yeah. Your little slutty mommy will do whatever it takes."
"God that's so hot," I moaned, helplessly watching her.
She looked up at me, looking depraved... desperate... wanton. "Yeah? Whatever it takes... You're so big... and hard... and full... oh God so much cum." She licked her lips, licking all the cum from her lips and pulling it into her mouth. "Yummy cum," she growled. "You like mommy's mouth, baby? It's so warm and wet. It'll feel so good... You want me to put it in my mouth where it belongs?"
Her hand kept stroking as her face came closer and closer, her mouth now an inch from the head of my cock. Then I watched as she opened her mouth and sucked on the head for a moment. God it felt incredible and I grunted in approval. Her mouth was definitely warm and wet and it felt heavenly as she sucked on it. She moaned as if she was loving it just as much as I was.
"Oh God..." I moaned and I put a hand on her head.
"Oh yeah... you're going to cum, aren't you? Oh fuck... you love it when my mouth just...."
She quickly went right back to sucking on the head of my cock as her hand stroked the shaft up and down. She was good at reading my body movements and knew that I was getting so close again. I was breathing hard, panting as the pressure was building.
"Come on," she said pulling away for a second. "Show me I'm your little fucking slut. You're going to fill my mouth up with cum, aren't you? Are you going to make me swallow?"
It was just too much for me and I grabbed her head with both hands, fucking her face, pushing my cock in deeper and then coming out until just the tip was between her lips again and again. I could barely hear the gluck, gluck, gluck sound she made as my cock thrust in and out of her throat.
I could feel her hands on my ass, pulling me in, holding me desperately, so I wouldn't pull out. I came again, my cock pulsing between her lips, gobs and gobs of my cum draining into her mouth as she tried to contain it. A lot of it spilled out between her lips and dribbled down onto her chin, mixed with her spit.
I eased my hold on her head and then pulled back until my cock was free. She was gasping for air and her hands went to her mouth, trying to catch all the cum that was leaking out, thrusting it back into her mouth. She was shaking, dizzy and excited with lust.
"Oh God, that's it." She grabbed my shaft again and licked and sucked on the tip, pulling as much cum from me as she could like she just couldn't get enough. "Mmmm... you know what? I think we should do it one more time."
"I don't know if I can, mom. I'm so tired. And I feel so much better."
"I know... you're making great progress, but I... as your mother, I think you really need to cum one more time. Mmhmm... Don't you think it would be really nice if I could make you cum just one more time? I know you think you feel better, but... but mommy knows best. I know what's best for you. I've seen this before and you just have to do it more and more and more."
I was still breathing hard, barely recovered from my last orgasm, when she started stroking my shaft and sucking on the tip again. I didn't know how much more I had left in me, but I didn't think I could stop her, either. She was a fucking animal. I'd never seen anyone act so desperate and wanton before.
"Come on. You gonna come for me another time?" she asked stroking her hand up and down as the other slipped between her own legs once more. "Cum for your mother, baby," she ordered. "Like a good boy. Make your mommy so happy. Your little slave slut mommy will do anything... anything for that cum, you know. Anything to be yours again."
I covered my face with my hands and closed my eyes, feeling my cock pulsing with desire, hearing her words driving me to the edge yet again. This was insane! And I felt a need I'd never felt before. An pure, animalistic desire to fuck her. I grabbed her shoulders and lifted her up. Turning both of us I threw her on the bed, face down. She giggled at my ferocity, which only made me want her more.
"Oh yeah..." she moaned as I grabbed her hips and pulled her towards me from behind. I grabbed her panties in one hand and pulled, ripping them, and they fell uselessly to the ground. I lined my cock up with her pussy and pushed into her, going in deep as her heat and wetness engulfed my shaft. God it felt better than I'd imagined. Even better than her mouth!
I started thrusting into her as she looked back at me.
"Yeah... come on," she said, egging me on. "Do it! Just one more time for mommy, huh? Show mommy you love what she's done for you. Oh yeah, show me, baby."
I was pounding into her, our bodies slapping together. I grunted in time with every thrust, intent on going as deep and hard and fast as I possibly could.
"You're so big!" she moaned, arching her back for more pleasure.
I could barely breath, but managed to mutter "Oh my God your pussy feels so good."
"Oh God. I know. I know, it feels so good to me, too."
I kept thrusting, my hands holding her hips tightly. She reached back and grabbed my forearms, my hands grabbing hers, too. I pulled, arching her back up, giving me a new angle with each thrust, pulling and slamming my hips forward again and again.
"Fuck! You feel so good. This is all for you. Oh yeah, yeah, yeah... Fuck me any way you want!"
And I did. I drove into her pussy again and again.
"I'm gonna cum," I whispered, letting her arms go and grabbing her hips again.
"Yeah? Don't stop, baby. Don't stop. You know what you're going to do? You're going to cum in my pussy this time. You think you can fill me up? Fill my little hole up? I want to feel it, baby. I want to feel you fill me with cum."
"Oh... oh God..." I groaned.
"Do it! Fill me with your cum! Yeah you like that." She used her hands to push off the bed, to thrust back into me every time I thrust forward. Our bodies were slamming together making me go even deeper into her pussy. She started making noises and I knew she was going to cum hard herself. "Take me... take your cum-slut mommy. I'm all yours, baby! Biggest fucking cock I've... ever... felt!"
I could feel her legs twitching and her pussy squeezing my cock as she came all over my cock and that's all it took for me to cum, too. I could feel my cock pulse deep inside her, and I could imagine her body filling up with my cum. I grunted, just standing there, holding her hips as my cock pulsed again and again. We were both breathing heavily, sweat pouring from our bodies.
I pulled out of her, my cock finally going limp. I was hopeful that the drug had finally run its course.
My mom had dropped one hand to her pussy and was playing with the cum there as she turned and dropped to her knees in front of me again. Gently and... motherly... she sucked my cock into her mouth and began cleaning me off. In a matter of a minute, she had licked and sucked my cock completely clean and sat back on her heels, looking tired and worn. She was a mess, with cum all over her face, neck, and chest. A lot of it had dripped and rubbed off onto her bedspread where her body lay. I was sure a ton was dripping from her pussy onto the carpet, too.
But she looked so serene and happy; happier than I'd seen her in a long time.
I sat on the bed, my own body so very tired. I felt like I could sleep for a week.
Mom stood and put out her hand for me. I took it and she helped me stand, then moved in and hugged me. Her body was warm and wet, but felt so good against me.
"Thank you, baby. Mmmmmm... I hope you feel better now. Go lie down and get some rest. I'll check on you in a couple hours to... um... make sure your problem has gone away. Ok?"
"Ok, mom," I said, moving out of her bedroom and down to my own. I didn't have anywhere to go today, so the rest would do me a world of good. I knew I'd be dreaming about my mom, though, and our new relationship.
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Pantyhose Teasing
It was a rough day at work, again. Just like it had been for the past week. But it was Friday and Kyle really couldn't wait to get home. It was 4:30 and he was packing up, sliding his papers into his briefcase when Burt Johnson, his boss, decided to pay him a visit.
He put one hand up on the cubical wall and leaned on it, blocking the entrance. "Nice job on that requirements document, Kyle. How's the design document coming along?"
Kyle sighed a little, expecting to be asked to stay late... again. "It's going ok. I'm waiting for some specs from engineering on the A/D board, but it's not holding me up right now." He slid his computer into it's bag and leaned against the desk.
"When do you think you'll have it done? Right now the schedule has it for next Friday. Is it going to slip, or..."
Kyle knew what he wanted. He wanted him to tell him he was going to stay late, he was going to burn extra hours just to get it done. But not tonight. Tonight Kyle was going to unwind and spend some time with his wife.
"I think it's on track," Kyle said, fudging just a little.
"Ok. Then I'll leave the schedule as is for now. Let me know soon if there's a slip." Burt pulled his hand from the cube wall and started backing away. "You have a good weekend and I'll see you next week."
Kyle closed his eyes and exhaled long and slow as Burt walked away. He needed a break from this. He needed Megan. "Have a good weekend," Kyle answered back. He picked up his bags and headed home.
Luckily the drive was uneventful, but unfortunately long. Kyle pulled into the driveway and felt so damn tired. It was a relief to finally be home. He picked up his briefcase and computer and headed into the house. "Hi love!" he called, as he set his stuff down on the kitchen table. He was wondering if he'd rather take a shower before or after dinner.
"I'm in here," a voice called back from the living room. "And I have a surprise for you..."
Kyle smiled, thinking of all the naughty surprises that could be waiting. Megan was definitely an incredibly sexy wife. She wanted sex as often as he did, which was a lot. It was incredible they got any work done at all, with all the flirting they did all day long.
Kyle walked down the short hall between the kitchen and the living room and was surprised to see Jasmine, his younger sister, lying back on the couch. She looked... absolutely beautiful and sexy, wearing a button-down white blouse and black skirt. Her feet were on the edge of the couch, her knees close together, as she stroked her pantyhose-covered shins lovingly.
"Hi... Jasmine," Kyle said, confused and caught off-guard by her pantyhose. "What are you doing here?" He looked around, wondering where his wife was. "Is Megan here?"
"I was visiting earlier and she got a phone call. She had to go back into work for a couple of hours. She said she'd be back by 7:00 or 7:30."
"Oh... um... ok. It was nice for you to come over." It was pretty awkward for Kyle, being ready for a wonderfully sexual surprise and finding Jasmine lying on the couch instead of his wife. And he couldn't understand why his hardon wasn't going away.
She smiled up at him, deviously. "After she left, I thought I'd stay and wait for you. I got some new pantyhose today," she said softly. "What do you think about these? Do you like these?"
Kyle stood at the entrance to the room, too stunned to move further. "They look... very... very nice on you," he stammered. He could feel his cock hardening with only the hint of her teasing. He couldn't take his eyes off her legs, off her hands stroking them. The black, slightly shiny, thin material really accentuated her long, lovely legs.
"Megan told me how much you love pantyhose," she said, smiling deviously, emphasizing the word 'love' in a way that made Kyle shiver. Now his sister knew that stockings were his fetish. And it looked like she was going to use this knowledge against him. "I thought they'd be really sexy for when you came home." She licked her lips seductively, slightly opening her knees, teasingly, before closing them again. "Come home and find your little girl on the couch looking all sexy. What do you think sweetheart?"
"I... I think I can't think any more," he whispered, unable to take his eyes off her legs. "You're so damn hot. You... um... you... you shouldn't be here, Jasmine." What did the hell she think he'd be thinking? His blood was rapidly being diverted from his brain filling his groin.
"You know we can't do this again," he said, remembering their night together just after she graduated high school... the night they both got drunk... the night they couldn't stop themselves.
Jasmine smiled, remembering that day, too... and hoping to repeat it. "Yes we can. You like my shoes? I put on heels just for you today," she said, raising a foot in the air and twisting the high-heeled sandal back and forth giving him a chance to admire it. Raising her foot opened her legs a little wider, giving him just peek at the beautiful sight between them. Kyle was far more interested in what he wasn't allowed to see than in what she was trying to show him.
She sat up, dropping her feet to the floor and bent over to unfasten the sandals. "Maybe the shoes were a bit much. I bet you'd like to see my little toesies, wouldn't you? Your baby sister's toes?" As each shoe was unfastened, she tossed it aside, then lifted her foot in the air, beckoning him forward.
"Jasmine... you're... you're my sister," Kyle protested.
Jasmine smiled, undeterred. "I know. It's just my feet, Kyle. Don't you wanna give them a little kiss? Come on, give my little toesies a kiss, baby." Kyle hesitated as long as he could, but his body betrayed him. He moved towards the couch and knelt on the floor in front of her. She extended her foot towards his face, sliding her big toe over his lips. He kissed each toe in turn then sucked on each as best he could. Jasmine just watched him, the devious smile never moving from her face. She knew what she was doing to him, how much this teased him. His eyes were nearly fluttering shut he was so overcome with lust. He licked and sucked as best he could, doing everything he could to excite her.
She lifted her other foot and slid it over his chest, abdomen, and arms. As he continued to lick and suck on her toes, she moved her other leg across his cheek and then down until he felt it against his inner thigh. Her toes raised, grazing his balls and hardening cock through his pants. Kyle groaned into her foot, her big toe sliding deep between his lips. "I love it when you look at my feet. I love to have my feet rubbed and touched... and sucked. They're such sensitive little soles."
Their eyes met and hers were half closed, her face flushed with desire, her lips curled in a devious, needy smile. She was definitely getting excited by her own dominance over him. Her foot was rubbing his cock, pressing against it, sliding around it, making it harder and harder. Kyle grunted again, afraid that he was going to lose his load.
"You like that baby, huh?" she whispered. "You are definitely starting to get hard, aren't you? Is my little baby getting horny? Are you starting to want your little girl?"
Kyle wanted to resist her. He truly did. His mind kept telling him that she was his sister. He shouldn't be doing this with her. He shouldn't be feeling like this with her. He groaned a "yes" with her foot sliding over his lips, kissing the arch seductively as her sole caressed him, the bottom of her foot pressed against his face.
"I've been a good girl today," she continued. "After Megan left, I went shopping, knowing that I'd get to be with you. I put on these... sexy, black, sheer pantyhose... just for you. I knew you'd be excited to find me here like this."
He watched as her knees parted a little more and her hand strayed over her luscious pussy. She was naked beneath the hose. Her fingertips swirling over her clit. Her wet center was just visible through the translucent hosiery.
"I was so turned on just thinking about it, baby. I always get so turned on just thinking about you." She moaned a little, her pussy obviously very sensitive by now. He could see her hips moving as she hit all of her sensitive spots.
"Are you turned on, Kyle? Are you turned on thinking about me? Did you miss me as much as I missed you?" She didn't even wait for his groan of an answer. "I bet you did," she smiled, her foot still fondling him through his slacks.
"You're getting so hard now aren't you?" she asked as his cock was straining against his dress slacks. Kyle was sure it was going to rip through them if she kept this up. But he should've known better. She only turned the heat up even more.
She put the foot that was in his mouth up on his shoulder, using it to bear her weight as she raised her hips and shifted to the edge of the couch. The other stroked his cock even harder. "I bet you're getting really hard looking at my sweet, little pussy, huh? I like it when you get hard looking at my little pussy."
She widened her knees, giving him a good look at her pantyhose-covered pussy. Kyle could smell how excited she was and could feel how hot she was. Both of her hands were stroking around her pussy, now. She was teasing herself as much as she was teasing him, staying away from her succulent center, pressing in against her clit from both sides.
"Good boy, Kyle," she smiled, watching his reaction to her. He could tell she had more planned for him. "Now don't cum too soon baby. I want you to save yourself for me." She suddenly moved her foot away from his cock and he groaned loudly at the loss of contact. "You hold that in there, because I want you to watch your baby girl play."
She put both of her feet on his chest and pushed him away. He tumbled to the floor onto his back and sat up on his elbows as she stood, rising above him.
"Maybe do a little dance for you, sweetie, huh? Watch me move my little hips for you?" She started dancing to the music Kyle didn't even hear playing when he came in. It was low, but he could hear a distinct, slow, base beat that she swayed to. His hand moved to his aching crotch. His hardon was pressing mightily against the zipper.
She smiled down on him, knowing she was driving him crazy and getting off on it. "Uh oh, you're touching yourself. That's a naughty thing to do, isn't it? Do you feel naughty looking at your sexy little sister?" Her hands moved over her body, stroking over her breasts and ass, lifting her skirt teasingly. Her long, brown hair swirled around her shoulders as she swayed, cascading over her breasts every time she bent forward.
Kyle could barely contain himself. Not only was she playing to his pantyhose fetish, she was also playing with his submissive fetish. She was pushing every single one of his buttons and all at the same time. How did she know so much about his sexual desires? Would Megan really have told her? His hand was stroking his cock as best he could through the thin material of his slacks and he grunted in pleasure. "Fuck," he whispered as he hit a particularly pleasurable spot.
"Now don't you cum. You wait until your baby's finished. Be a good boy," she admonished him, like a child. "You be a good boy and I'll give you a special surprise. Would you like that Kyle? A special surprise from your baby girl?" She licked her lips, her hands running through her hair, flinging it back behind her seductively. She was a goddess to him and he would do anything she asked. He nodded, unable to speak.
She moved above him, her legs straddling his thighs as she looked down on him. Kyle lay back, enjoying just looking up at her as she continued dancing above him, singing the words to the song, teasingly lifting her skirt up to show him her stocking-covered pussy and ass beneath it.
"Mockingbird, can't you see? Little girl's got a hold on me, like glue. Baby, I'm howlin' for you." She smiled down at me, knowing just how true the words were. She bit her lip, loving how trapped he was, how captivated he was by her.
"Uh oh, somebody likes looking up my skirt, don't they? You like that don't you sweetie pie? You are such a pervert, bro," she giggled. She lifted the hem above her waist, giving him a better look at her pantyhose-covered pussy. She slid her hands between her legs, pressing them against her crotch. Her hips jerked a little as she hit her sensitive clit.
"You know I love to give you what you like. You know I love giving my baby what he wants. Cause I'm here to please my baby." She teasingly, slowly slid a hand inside her pantyhose and he watched, captivated, as her fingers slid along her juicy slit, teasingly circling her clit before she plunged a solitary finger inside herself.
"I love to be sexy for you," she said moaning softly. "I love when you watch me and get so turned on by me." She continued masturbating, her hips swaying only a little now. He watched her eyes close, her mouth open with a sexy groan.
"Fuck!" Kyle moaned, barely able to contain his lust any more. "God I can't help myself. I want you! But this is so fucking messed up."
She laughed, but still remained in control. "Are you starting to get hot Kyle? I know I am!" she said, pulling her fingers from her pussy and licking her own juices off them. "I think it's starting to get really hot in here. Maybe you should... unbutton your pants. And maybe I should take off my skirt. What do you think honey? Tell me what you want."
His lips were getting very dry, and he licked them. He was nearly screaming with desire. "I just want to fuck you!"
She laughed again. "All in good time, baby. But for now, please unbutton your pants. I really wanna see your hard cock. Go ahead, that's a good boy."
She watched him as he quickly unfastened his pants and, lifting his hips into the air, pushed them and his underwear down and off his legs as quickly and unceremoniously as he could. He unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off, too, nearly ripping off buttons in the process. Now he lay there, beneath her, completely naked, his raging hardon jutting from his body. He was breathing hard, she had him so worked up.
"Uh huh," she smiled, lightly licking her index finger. "Now that's what I wanted. You know how to give your baby what she likes, don't you? Since you took your pants off, maybe I should too. Would you like that?" She reached behind herself and unfastened her skirt, pulling the zipper down. "How 'bout that sweetheart. Do you like that Kyle?" She slid it down and off her legs and tossed it over by her shoes. She looked incredible in just the blouse and pantyhose. She grabbed the hem of her blouse and held it tight, so Kyle could see her bare ass and pussy encased within the thin material of the pantyhose.
She looked down at him with a look that told him she wanted him as much as he wanted her. "I know you love to look at me. I love the way you look at me. You wanna touch yourself now, huh?" She licked her lips, obviously getting more and more excited herself. "I'd love it if you started to touch yourself. That would make your baby very happy. You wanna make me happy, don't you? Don't you want to make me as happy as I make you?"
Kyle could do nothing less than what she asked. His hand wrapped around his hardon and he stroked it, up and down, as she watched him. She licked her lips and he knew it turned her on to watch him, too.
"That's a good boy. Touch yourself for me baby." Kyle was breathing heavier as she continued talking to him, encouraging him, and dancing for him. Her pussy and ass captivated him and he couldn't wait to touch her. He had to touch her. He yearned to touch her. He stroked harder hoping he could cum soon.
"Mmmm, who's my good boy?" she cooed. "That's it. Stroke it nice and slow baby. Nice and slow while you watch me." Her hand moved back inside her pantyhose, and she continued masturbating along with him. "I love my good boy. That's it baby, look at my pussy while you stroke it. Go on. That's it. Can you see my fingers in my juicy pussy? You make me so wet, baby."
Kyle would have blown his load right then, but he tried to be a good boy for her. He tried not to cum. He tried to stroke just enough to keep from cumming, tried to stop just short of exploding.
"That's good. Now you're giving me what I want. What else do you want? What else can I do to please my big brother?" She pulled her hand from inside her pantyhose and slid both hands over her breasts. Her fingers danced on the buttons of her blouse. "Do you want me to take my top off for you? Is that what you want baby, huh? You just tell me and you can have anything you want. It's all for you pumpkin."
She unbuttoned it slowly, talking to him the whole time, keeping him on edge. Finally, she pulled it open, showing her beautiful, bare breasts to him, her hard nipples poking out.
"There you go. You like that sweetie?"
"Yes," he moaned softly, barely able to speak at all. He was so close to boiling over. He reached out and touched her leg, feeling the silkiness of the pantyhose as he slid up and over her knee.
"Don't stop touching yourself, you just keep on stroking. That's a good boy. You make me so happy. I get so turned on when you're stroking yourself looking at me, honey. So fucking turned on."
She knelt down, sitting on his thighs, settling her pussy so close to his cock. Kyle was breathing harder, forcing himself to continue stroking as slowly as he could. All he could think about was her pussy and how much he wanted to throw her down and slam his cock into her.
Her hands stroked over her body as she settled onto his legs. Kyle could feel the heat from her pussy on his skin. "You like it when I push my boobs together for you? Huh? How 'bout I rub them for you? You like that don't you sweetheart? You like watching your little sister." Her hands slid over her breasts squeezing them, pinching her nipples as he watched helplessly.
She licked her lips again as she released her tits. She slid her fingertips over his chest and down to his abdomen and hips, frustratingly avoiding his raging cock. He was stroking it faster now, unable to contain himself much longer. Suddenly her hand grabbed his wrist, pulled his hand away, and replaced it with her own.
"Alright... let's see what I can do to make you happy. Let's stroke a little bit faster. I want a little bit more baby. Give me what I want, now, and I'll give you what you want."
Her hand felt so good on him. His hands stroked her thighs, feeling the pantyhose, wanting to feel it all over him... wanting to feel her hose-covered legs wrapped around his body... wrapped around his head. He was so close now. He knew he would cum harder than he ever had before.
"That's his good boy... give it to me, baby... come on baby, come on... your baby wants you to cum... give your sister all your cum... that's a good boy."
God she was driving him insane. Kyle could feel his legs clench as his orgasm approached. He could feel his hips lift and fall, fucking her hands as they were fucking him. He could see her smiling above him, loving how easy it was to torture him. He looked down her body, over her big breasts, her beautiful tummy, finally resting on her pussy, so close to his cock.
"You like looking at my pussy don't you?" Kyle quickly nodded his head, unable to say a word through his panting breaths. "Yeah? I bet you want to put your cum there. That's where I want it Kyle. Right there."
"Oh my God I'm gonna cum," Kyle hissed through clenched teeth.
She stroked faster, using both hands on his length, occasionally bending over to lick or suck on the head.
"That's a good boy. Come on... that's my good boy... come on Kyle... give it to me now... give it to me now, baby... come on, cum for me. That's a good boy."
She teased the tip, knowing just how to move her hand to take him over the edge. He was groaning, panting loudly.



"It's time sweetheart. I know you want to let go now. It's ok. Cum for me... cum for me."
And that was all it took. Kyle came in a torrent, wave after wave of pleasure rolling through him as his cum shot out in spurts, her hands helping to push it out of him as it splashed down onto his abdomen and chest.
"That's a good boy," she yelled excitedly, laughing as the cum sprayed high into the air. "Now that's a good boy."
The flow finally slacked off and the last little bits oozed from his cockhead. Her hands helped milk him dry, pulling it out of his body.
"I like it when you give me exactly what I want. And you know what that means, baby? That means I'll give you exactly what you want. Anything at all."
His strength didn't leave him for a minute as he grabbed one of her arms and pulled, toppling her over. He knelt between her legs and stroked them firmly, loving the feel of her legs and the pantyhose that covered them. He looked down at her covered pussy and could see how swollen it was, how ready and wet it was for him.
"You like that don't you. That's my good boy. Look at my pussy... it's all for you Kyle. It's all for you... cause I love my big brother... yes I do."
His hands locked under her legs and hips and lifted her into the air until she was resting with her shoulders on the floor. He lifted her pussy up to his waiting mouth. He could taste her wetness through the pantyhose as he licked her, but couldn't feel the lovely smoothness of her skin, couldn't slide his tongue deeply enough.
Kyle heard her grunt in approval as he licked and slid his cheek against her inner thigh, sliding the silky material against his skin. God how he loved it!
He released one hand beneath her hips and bore her weight with the other as his fingers tore at her pantyhose, opening her pussy to him. She was so damn hot, so damn wet. He felt her hips shiver as he grabbed her hips again and slid his lips and tongue over her glorious, wet pussy. He locked her clit between his lips, let his teeth bite and suck her pussy lips, let his tongue slide deep inside her again and again. He was driving her insane with his insatiable lust.
She was now breathing heavily and Kyle could tell she was getting close, too. All of her teasing had excited her, but she didn't realize the animal that was inside Kyle... the animal that she had released.
He dropped her hips and slid up her body, letting his cock slide against her wetness as he fell into her, kissing her. He crushed her body with his, grinding his hips against her as her legs wrapped around his waist. She was as anxious as he was for the brutal fucking she was going to receive.
He lifted off her for a moment and looked down at her, wondering how he could have reached this point. He was about to fuck his own sister. His brain yelled at him to stop this madness, to consider the consequences. But his body was on fire, his cock was throbbing with need, his mouth still tasting her sweet juices.
Ignoring his conscience, Kyle pushed his cock inside, letting her wet pussy engulf him completely. He slid in and out slowly a few times, loving the feeling. His hands were on the floor on either side of her and he looked down, watching her reaction. Her eyes were wide, her face flushed. Her mouth was open in a silent scream of joy as she panted in heat.
"Oh my God, baby," she panted.
Sitting back on his ankles again, Kyle grabbed her legs and laid them on his shoulders, trapping them and holding them there with his arms as he leaned into her again, nearly folding her in half. His arms wrapped around her legs, his hands still feeling the silkiness of her hose as his rhythm increased. He needed her now. He wanted her now. He was going to fuck her... hard.
Kyle started thrusting harder, slamming his pelvis into her, letting his hard cock slide so deep inside her. She exhaled on every thrust, almost to the point of hyperventilating. Her hands grabbed his upper arms, her fingers digging into his flesh as the pleasure she felt ravaged her body.
Kyle couldn't believe the stamina he still had after cumming so hard just a few minutes ago, after the long, tiring week of work. She had truly released something in him he barely knew he had. He completely lost track of time as he continued thrusting into her. He felt her pussy spasm again and again, felt her wetness dripping from her, felt her legs clench up in orgasm, but he didn't stop. He closed his eyes and fucked her for all he was worth. Her boy, her sweetheart, her big brother was going to give her the night of her life.
*****
"Hi hun," Kyle called from the living room as he heard his wife enter through the side door. Megan sighed, looking tired, after setting her purse on the dining room table. "You look tired."
"Yeah. It was a rough couple of hours," she said. "If you don't mind, I'm going to take a bath and relax. I'm probably going to fall asleep early tonight."
Kyle wanted to look sad, look like he really wanted to have sex with her, but he was tired himself. It was a marathon session with Jasmine and she was really needy. And she knew every button of his fetish to keep him going. "It's ok. I understand. We'll just throw on a movie and you can just lay down."
"Sounds wonderful," she smiled. She started walking back to the bedroom when she stopped and turned around. "Oh, was Jasmine here when you got home? She stopped by earlier and said something about waiting for you."
"Yeah... uh... she was here," he said, feeling guilty. "She left about 30 minutes ago."
"Good... hope you guys had fun."
"Yeah... it was good," he said. "We just... uh... sat around and talked. I haven't talked to her in a while."
"Good. By the way, I grabbed some new hose for you today," she smiled. "I think they're really sexy. Maybe... I can... show you? Even though I'm a bit tired, I don't want you feeling too deprived. I know I promised we'd play tonight."
Kyle smiled. "I'd... uh... love that!"
"What are those?" she asked, seeing a pile of hose on the couch beside him. Kyle looked down suddenly and saw that the hose Jasmine had worn were in the cushions, half buried between them. "Are those my hose? Were you already playing?"
Kyle grabbed the hose and crushed them in his hand. "Sorry... I was. You know me."
She smiled knowingly. "Couldn't wait for me, huh? You're such a naughty boy." She turned and walked into the master bedroom.
Kyle gulped and let out a breath. He brought the hose up to his nose and sniffed Jasmine's scent. She had no idea just how naughty he was. And he hoped she never found out.
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Massaging the Teacher
Vince finally got lucky after graduating from High School three years ago. College wasn't right for him, so after two semesters, he quit. But then he had a hard time finding a good job. Of course, there aren't many jobs to get when you have little-to-no experience and you want to live in an apartment and need a car. He knew that college wasn't for him, but he had to find something that would help him pay the rent... and having some food to eat would be a bonus. He'd kept in great shape since High School. He had been on the football team, so it just came naturally to keep working out. And with a lot of time on his hands, he could be in great shape and keep it that way.
A friend suggested that he look into Massage Therapy since he was strong, he knew about some sports injuries, enjoyed working with his hands, and enjoyed helping people. And it didn't take too long to get a degree and license. So he went to school and spent the next year there getting his degree and then becoming a massage therapist, licensed by the state.
From there he got his first real break at a job, working at a local massage parlor on the other side of town. It was a small place, with only three therapists along with a couple of support staff. But he got hired in at a really good pay and with tips he'd be making what he considered pretty serious money. And he knew that if he played it up with his looks a little... yeah, flirting, just like the women did... that the tips would even be higher.
And he was right! Right out the gate it was turning out to be a really good job for him. He was making good money, he was in a good mood, and he finally had a girlfriend after a long dry spell.
And his life changed when she walked in... Professor Carrington... his college math teacher. She was a bombshell that he had the biggest crush on. She would stand at the front of the room in her blouse, skirt, and heels, and completely captivate the room. He bet every boy in that room had a hardon the entire class. He know he did at least. Every single day he'd fantasize about her and masturbate, envisioning all sorts of lurid acts happening in that classroom when everyone else had left.
They were both a few years older now, and he hadn't seen her since his first semester at the college, but she was still as hot as ever. And she dressed the same way, even coming in to the massage parlor.
"Vince!" she said, smiling brightly, and walking up to give him a big hug. "It's so nice to see you again. It's been a long time."
He was awestruck by the feeling of her warm body against his. He'd never hugged her before this, hell never even shook her hand. Her body was warm and soft and so inviting. He could feel her breasts press against his chest and it gave him an instant hardon. Every fantasy he'd ever had came flooding back into his brain, arousing him.
"Yeah... it's nice to see you, too," he said, unwrapping his arms from around her as she released the hug. She held his shoulders in her hands and looked him up and down.
"You've grown up to be a very handsome man," she smiled.
He blushed at the compliment. It wasn't often that your crush compliments you like that. "Well, thank you."
"And boy are you fit!" Her hands moved down and over his upper arms, feeling the muscles. "You must work out a lot still. You were big even when I first met you."
He was surprised that she even noticed him. He was pretty shy back then and did everything he could to keep out of the spotlight. "Thanks... it takes work, but I enjoy it." His thoughts took him back to work again and he tried to bring their conversation back to that. "So what brings you in today?"
"Well, I was running the other day and I think I pulled something in my thigh or hip," she said pointing to the area where her left thigh met her torso... a spot so very close to her... uh... "It's really sore."
"Ok," he said. 'I can be professional about this,' he thought. Really he could. "I think we can take a look at that and see what I can do."
"Good. Thank you. I do have a confession to make, though," she said, looking like she did something bad.
"A confession?" Vince's hyper-sexualized mind was racing...
"Yeah. This meeting was a little bit... planned. You see my husband and I actually own this massage parlor."
"Oh... uh... I had no idea."
"And when I saw your application... I just knew we had to hire you. And... I wanted to make sure you were given a good salary, too."
"Wow!" he said, shocked. She really remembered him from High School. "Thank you. Really. You don't know how much I appreciate that."
She smiled. "Well, you can thank me by giving me a good massage."
"That I can do," he smiled back. It was nice just having a pleasant time with her. "I'll just step..."
"Aren't you wearing more than normal? I'm told you generally don't wear a shirt," she said.
"What?" he asked. How did she know...
"Oh... people talk. Why don't you take it off?"
Vince looked at her, a little confused. "Take off my... my shirt?"
"Yeah. Go ahead."
"Um... ok...," he said a little uncomfortable. He slid his t-shirt over his head and laid it aside. When he turned back he could see the look of appreciation... the look of pure lust... on her face.
She took the two steps towards him and put her hands on his bare chest. Her fingers traced the muscles on his chest and abdomen, giving his hardon a huge boost in stiffness.
"Very nice," she whispered. "I just had to see for myself."
Vince backed up a step. "Ok... so I'll step outside so you can... you know... get undressed. When you're done just lay on your stomach under the sheet." He turned to walk away, but she stopped him.
"No need to leave, Vince. In fact... why don't you help me." She stepped in front of him again and waited.
He was shaking from both fear and excitement. His college crush, the woman he would have killed to see naked, was asking him to undress her.
"Um... I... this is not really..."
"Shhhh," she whispered. "I won't tell." She giggled playfully.
Vince hesitated, his hands lifted partially towards her. She was his boss... she was his crush. This was a huge step. He would have liked to say that he wondered if he'd get fired if he didn't agree to her demands. But he was more focused on how much he'd love to see her naked at last and if his fantasies would get killed by reality.
"Go ahead. It's only a few buttons." She stood there with her shoulders pulled back a bit, pushing her breasts towards him. They looked lovely to him. Her blouse was cut a little low, exposing her cleavage and the top of her black, lacy bra.
Vince started unbuttoning her top, slowly exposing the flesh beneath. She helped pull it free from her skirt as he worked, and when he finished, she let it fall from her arms. She neatly folded it and lay it on the nearby chair beside his shirt. Then she turned around so he could unfasten her bra.
He swallowed hard, knowing that he was actually going to see her breasts for the very first time. These were the breasts that he'd fantasized about for years. And they were going to be right there in front of him.
She cocked her head to the side and pulled her long hair away, so he had easy access to the clasp. When he unfastened her bra, she slid it down her arms and placed it with the other clothing. He could see her breasts from behind and his cock actually twitched. They were absolutely beautiful... even from this limited view.
"Get the zipper, would you?" she asked, indicating her skirt zipper.
He nodded and his hands automatically went to the back of her leather skirt. He pulled the zipper down slowly, his mind reeling from it all. He could see the hint of her skin and the top of her black lacy panties behind the zipper. When it was all the way down, she turned around and faced him.
"Can you help me slide my skirt off?" she asked, almost innocently.
Vince felt paralyzed. His eyes were fixed on her beautiful, full breasts. Her nipples hard and pointy. It felt like all of the blood in his body rushed to his cock and out of his brain in that one instant. He was overwhelmed with lust and dropped to his knees, his hands moving to her skirt at her thighs. He helped pull it down as she wriggled her hips and then helped her balance as she lifted first one foot free, then the other. She tossed her skirt with the rest of the clothing.
Vince had a hard time looking at her at this point. She was almost completely naked for heaven's sake. But she wasn't going to let that be enough.
"Hello... my panties please," she said mocking impatience.
He looked up and almost creamed his pants when he saw her in just her panties. Her real body was so far better than any fantasy he'd ever had. He couldn't believe what he was seeing. She hooked her fingers in her panties and started pulling them over her hips, but waited for him to help her. He grabbed the frilly material with his hands and slowly helped slide them down her long legs. Then he helped balance her again as she stepped out of them. She tossed them aside as well and just stood there over him, looking down.
"Mmmm... Something about a man on his knees," she whispered. She put her hand on his head, threading her fingers through his hair. "Oh, the things I could do right now. But... massage." She turned and walked to the table and slid onto it, onto her stomach, as he watched from his knees.
"Fuck!" he whispered to himself. His cock was throbbing so hard he wasn't sure he'd be able to stand. If nothing else, he knew he was going to be tenting his pants. Vince took a deep breath, trying to give himself a moment of composure, then stood. He could feel his cock straining beneath his pants.
He moved to the head of the table and applied a little bit of warm massage oil to his hands. Then he began working on her upper back and shoulders. She moaned softly beneath him, a sound he loved hearing, but otherwise was quiet and relaxed. A few minutes into the massage, she started talking to him.
"So... Vince, tell me what the boys used to say about me outside of class," she said.
Vince's mind flashed to all the discussions his friends and he used to have about her around the college. They all had fantasies about her. And they all expressed them.
"Uh... not much... we all thought you were very... attractive," Vince managed to mumble.
"Uh huh... be serious with me, Vince. You can tell me. I really want to know."
He coughed for a moment, not sure what to say. He moved lower onto her back, massaging the large muscles there.
"Ok... I admit... we all had crushes on you."
"Yeah? That's nice to hear. You know... while I'm making confessions... I wore the outfits I wore just for that reason. I knew you boys liked what you saw. And I... I kinda liked the attention."
"Yeah... we definitely loved your outfits." Vince was almost shaking he was so nervous. How do you talk about your fantasies with your crush? She was like 10 years older than him. And he had to admit, their fantasies were pretty risque. They all had pretty damn good imaginations.
"Did you like them, Vince?" she asked.
"Uh... yeah... of course."
He was finished with her back and was moving to her feet to start working up her legs.
"Oh... your hands feel soooo good," she moaned. "You are very strong... mmmm. Were you more a fan of my tight blouses or my short skirts?" she teased. "Are you more of a tit man or an ass man?"
His hands were shaking at this point. She knew exactly how to get to him. "Hard to say," he admitted. "I like both."
"Maybe I should've let you know on days I didn't wear a bra... or panties... and see how you might have reacted then. Maybe I could have shown you I wasn't wearing them."
Oh my God! He thought he was going to have an orgasm, just from the thought.
"That... that certainly would have done things."
"It would have made me excited to hear how you felt. To know that I made your cocks hard. To know that I made you jerk off. I could have had even more fun in the bathroom during breaks, playing. Did my outfits make you... excited?" she teased.
He couldn't exactly tell her that he thought about fucking her every day. He couldn't tell her how much he masturbated every single day with her in his mind, now could he? But how in the hell was he supposed to answer her?
"I won't lie... they did."
She lifted her upper body and turned to face him. "Did you fantasize about me?"
"Maybe I should just stick to the massage..." he said, trying to avoid her question. His hardon was only getting worse.
She turned and lay back down, giggling. "I like that," she said softly. She left it unclear if she was talking about what he said, or talking about him massaging her feet. "Mmmm, that feels good."
Vince continued massaging her feet, then to her calves, then to the backs of her thighs. She spread her legs a bit, which gave him the most incredible view of her pussy. With her lying face down, he could now take the time to admire her body. As he massaged her thigh, He could see that she was getting excited. Her pussy seemed more open and flushed and he could see wetness on her labia. Her puckered rosebud just above it looked delicious, too. He'd never thought about that part of her before.
Vince reached down and moved his erection a little, trying to find a more comfortable position.
"The pain is just on the top of my thigh, some on the inside and some on the front," she said, encouraging him to massage there.
He stopped for a moment, stunned. His fingers were going to be very close to her... um... very close to her pussy.
"Is there a problem?" she asked.
"No... it's just that this is not the kind of massage I trained in."
She giggled. "Well, this is the kind of massage I enjoy and the kind of massage I've asked for. The customer's always right... right?"
Vince started again, moving his fingers higher up on her thigh, his fingers wrapped around the back of her leg and his thumbs digging deeply between her thighs. His fingers dug deeply into the muscles. "Yeah... I guess so."
"That feels so much better," she moaned softly.
He moved to the side of the table to get a better angle on her thighs and felt her muscles contract and release again and again. And then his thumbs bumped into her... fingers... which were between her thighs! She was masturbating as she lay there! He was so shocked, he stopped the massage.
"Is there a problem?" she asked, more exasperated, sitting up on her elbows and turning towards him. Her breast was visible now, hanging down, her hard nipple sliding along the table top.
"I... I just don't think I can do this, Professor Carrington" he mumbled, taking a step back.
She moved to sit up on the side of the table, her feet dangling above the floor. Her full body was on display to him now. Her breasts were even better than how he imagined they would be and her nipples were very hard and pointed. Her pussy was shaved bare and he could tell how excited she was by her engorged labia. She was... incredible!
"I told you that my husband and I own this place, didn't I?" she asked, sliding a finger over his chest and lightly pinching his nipple. "Would you rather be fired and not work anywhere in this town? Or would you rather give me the massage I want and make a lot of money?" Her fingertip moved even lower, tracing a line straight towards his very hard cock, her eyes following it.
Vince swallowed hard. His brain was losing a lot of blood to his cock so he know he wasn't thinking clearly.
She knew she had him. "So," she said, smiling, lying back on the table so smooth and practiced, like a porn star, lying face up. "Shall we get back to my massage?"
Vince's mouth felt dry and he licked his lips. He nodded and walked to the head of the table and stood there, looking down at her beautiful, naked body. She was smiling up at him, reveling in her control. He started massaging her shoulders and neck again, slowly moving his fingers over the top of her chest. She let him stay there for a minute, before she took his hands in hers and ran them down to cover her breasts. He could feel her nipples pushing into his palm and squeezed her large mounds. They were so pillowy soft and pliable as his hands moved around them, squeezing, and pressing, and pulling.
"Mmmmm," she moaned. "That's right... just perfect. That feels so good."
He cupped one breast with both hands, squeezing it and pulling it away from her body. His fingers brushed against her nipples and, every now and then, he'd squeeze and pull them, too. Everything he did seemed to make her more and more excited. It certainly made him more and more excited. His cock was hard as steel. He felt it bump into the top of her head occasionally, keeping him so excited even without touching her breasts.
"Massage here," she said, cupping his hand again and moving it even lower, pulling it down her stomach and right onto her overheated pussy. She bent her knees and spread her legs to help expose her pussy to his fingers. He felt his hands pass by her clit and slide right into her channel. She was so damn hot and so damn wet. She pushed his fingers into her, using his hand as a kind of dildo, showing him exactly what she wanted.
He tried to pull his hand away, but she admonished him. "Oh, no, no, no... we can end this job right now. Or, you can do as I say. You are not going to rob me of this orgasm."
His hesitation was only for a minute. He did want this job. And, actually, he did want to fuck her, too. It was just... unexpected, he guessed. He slid his fingers back into her pussy, sliding along her clit in the process as she moaned in appreciation.
"Good boy! Exactly the right choice," she said softly.
Being dragged so far down her body, made him have to bend over a little, and pushed his cock more into the top of her head. She noticed right away and moved her head against his cock back and forth, teasingly. With his hand busy inside her pussy, she moved her hands to the elastic waistband of his work pants and pulled them down, along with his boxers, to expose his cock. She moved so that it rest against her forehead and he could feel her skin beneath him... then her lips as she turned her head up and kissed the shaft.
"Mmmmm... such a nice big cock," she moaned. "Back up a little. I want a taste."
She slid up towards the head of the table, making him back up a little but keeping his hand in her pussy, until finally her head flipped back over the edge and she easily slipped his cock into her mouth. At first she just lay there, lightly sucking on his cock, her tongue sliding around and around the head. But as he became more overheated, he began fucking her mouth. He could feel the pressure of the back of her throat as she tried swallowing his cock with every thrust. Her gurgling sounds only excited him more.
Vince dug his hand into her pussy, first teasing her clit then plunging deep inside and slapping her clit with his palm as he fingered her, hard and deep. Over and over he switched it up, following that pattern and feeling her getting more and more excited. It didn't take long before she pushed his cock out of her mouth and moaned into her orgasm, her body trembling, her pussy gushing.
She was panting loudly as she stood up and faced him, holding his cock in her hand and slowly pumping it. "Ooh, you're a marvelous gem! I am going to be a very regular customer, as will many of my friends. You like that idea?"
"Yeah," he nodded slowly, still unsure. But making a lot of money fucking was appealing. He would be desired. He would be wanted.
"You're going to make a hell of lot of money." She turned and pulled him towards her. She lifted one leg up onto the table, spreading herself so wide for him. "Fuck me!" she demanded. "I need your fucking cock in my pussy, right here, right now."



He moved towards her, his cock so hard and ready for her. As he moved in close, his cock slipped and started pushing into her ass instead of her pussy. With all the oil, everything was slippery.
"Fuck," she moaned. When he tried to back away and realign his cock, she protested and stopped him. "No, don't stop! Even better! Fuck my ass! God you're such a fucking freak. I love it!" She moved her body, pushing and pulling, trying to get him into her ass. It didn't move as easily as her pussy would have, but he slowly pushed deeper and deeper. Once the head popped through, it was just a matter of how deep did he want to go.
Her body was shaking, she was so excited. "Fuck me!" she moaned loudly. "Fuck my ass!" She dropped a hand down between her legs and was obviously masturbating. Vince felt her grab his shaft and his balls occasionally as he slowly moved deeper inside her. Then he grabbed her hips firmly and began rocking in and out.
She was so tight, but it felt so good. She kept moaning... not the high-pitched type he expected... but a deep moan from the bottom of her soul. She was truly enjoying this. And she was going to cum hard.
Within a minute, she did... grunting and moaning loudly. She even ejaculated all over his legs. As he pulled out of her, she shot one shaking hand back towards him to keep him going slow, since her body was so sensitive right now.
"Slow... slow..." she moaned and then squealed when his cock finally popped free. "Oh, fuck! That was incredible," she whispered, trying to catch her breath.
She turned around and practically fell into his arms and kissed him. He had to hold her up, to keep her from falling, because she was so weak.
"That was incredible," she whispered again, her head buried in his chest. Vince could feel her warm skin against him, so soft, her nipples so hard in contrast. And his cock was still throbbing, laying against her hip. "Awww... you're still hard," she said taking hold of it and stroking it lightly. "But you can take care of that, right?" she giggled, giving it a couple last strokes before releasing it. "Maybe I'll help next time."
His cock was throbbing and he was in desperate need of release. "Fuck!" he moaned.
She kissed him on the cheek and began getting dressed again. When she finished, she was looking in the mirror, adjusting her hair and her makeup.
"See to it the room is clean and ready to go for your next customer, ok? Maybe you can take care of that after she's done."
Vince grabbed his pants and was wondering if he was even going to soften at all for his next massage appointment. "Yes, ma'am." He slid his pants up and they were heavily tented in the front. He was certainly going to have to do something about it.
Professor Carrington slid five twenty dollar bills into his hand and giggled as she walked past him towards the door. "Don't scare any customers with that, ok? And I'll let you know when my friends are coming."
With that, she left him in the room alone to clean up.
******
It was less than a week later when he was told one of Professor Carrington's special friends was coming in. She didn't mention her name or which day to expect her... he was just going to have to find out on his own. He had just cleaned the room, anticipating lunch in another hour, when an older lady, perhaps in her 50s was called up.
"Hi Mrs. Deitrich, my name is Vince and I'll be doing your massage today." he showed her back to the room and closed to door. She moved towards the chair and set her purse down and then turned towards him. "What kind of massage are you needing today? Are you experiencing any pain?" Vince asked, going through his typical interaction.
She smiled and walked towards him, until she was uncomfortably close. She couldn't grab the tight t-shirt he was wearing, but put her hand on his chest. "Aren't you wearing more than normal? I'm told you don't wear a shirt," she smiled and then licked her lips.
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The Slut Rose: Hammer, Part 4
Vince and Dr. Charles Shamblin took the two bottles of the Hammer shampoo down to the lab on the first floor of the college chemistry building. It was after hours, so the rooms were dark, with all the students gone. They moved to one of the work areas in the back, out of the way, and started their comparison by taking dropper bottles to divide the known and unknown fluids for use.
"Ok, I want you to first do a little research and find out the chemical composition of the unaltered Hammer fluid," Charles told Vince, directing him to the lab computer. "I'll start with the Nuclear Magnetic Resonance spectroscopy since it's going to take a while."
Charles put on his smock, rubber gloves, and protective glasses, then opened the altered Hammer bottle. He tipped the bottle and began to pour it into one of the dropper bottles when he noticed solid fragments in the liquid.
"What's this?" he asked softly. He stopped pouring and grabbed a small strainer nearby to pour the fluid through. When he had enough fluid in the bottle, he carefully closed it again, then poured a distilled water solution over the strainer to clean off the four solid particles it captured.
"This looks like... glass fragments," he said, "from a test tube or something. Vince, did you notice any glass in the shampoo when you used it?" he asked.
"No... but it did stop up every now and then, so I had to shake it," he said. "I didn't think much about it."
"Well," he said, using tweezers to pull the glass out of the strainer and set them aside, "it looks like there was a vial or something in the bottle and it broke. Now how would a vial get into the bottle? Where did you say you got the shampoo?"
"Uh, just from the drug store in town," Vince said. "I just picked it off the shelf."
"Hmmm... the mystery deepens."
After dividing the tainted shampoo into three red dropper bottles and then dividing the good shampoo into three clear dropper bottles, he set all the bottles aside.
*****
It took them all night to divide the tainted fluid between the Hammer shampoo and the added chemical using a centrifuge and a little creativity. They set their bottles aside, the tainting chemical now sealed in several small bright red containers, cleaned up, then went home to sleep. They needed at least a few hours before classes started up again the next day.
The mystery of the broken vial inside the shampoo bottle haunted Charles all night and the next day. If someone had simply wanted to taint the shampoo, they would have simply poured the contents of the vial into the bottle. But the shampoo contained the entire vial... as if they were storing it in the shampoo bottle. Maybe they were coming back for it later. He supposed they didn't mean for the vial to break. But even so, why didn't they come back for it? What was in the vial they were trying to hide? Why were they hiding it? And who put it there in the first place?
So many questions were swirling around in his head that he couldn't sleep much.
*****
By the time Vince got back to his apartment, Jennifer had completely moved out and the apartment was empty. He walked around it a little, the door being left ajar in their haste. Small, left-behind items littered the floor. He shook his head slowly. He'd so hoped he could have had more time with them.
He wondered if he'd ever see Jennifer again.
*****
After classes ended on the next day, Charles started again on the decomposition, even without Vince there. He made a little more progress by the time Vince arrived at 4:00pm.
"Any more success?" Vince asked.
"Not much. We'll need to finish the NMRS, then work on the chromatography, the infrared spectroscopy, then the mass spectrometry. We're getting closer, but we still have a long way to go."
Vince was disappointed that this was going to take so long, but he was very eager to see it to the end. He needed this substance, whatever it was, and he wanted a good supply of it.
"You said this somehow changed the behavior of people, right?" Charles asked, preparing a sample for the chromatography.
"Yes... pretty drastically," Vince said. This was not anything he wanted to discuss. If Dr. Shamblin found out the real reason he wanted the substance or, more specifically, what the substance did, then he might have some real problems. He had hoped, very unrealistically, that the professor would remain completely blind to it and just give him a way to create it.
"Let's start some animal trials and see if we can figure out how it does what it does," Charles said. He gathered four mice and set them aside in individual cages. "If my calculations are correct from what you tell me, it should take less than a drop to cause a reaction. Let's see what a drop will do, shall we?"
Charles opened each cage, lifted the mouse, and placed a single drop of the fluid on the head of each mouse. Then put it back in the cage and closed it. Both of them stared intently into the cages, waiting for a reaction. But nothing happened. They waited even longer and nothing happened.
"Well... that's strange. I would have expected some kind of reaction. I think I need to get my wife involved with this, now," Charles said. "She's a biochemist and would have far more knowledge in working with live subjects on this. Is that alright?" he asked, picking up the phone.
Vince nodded but he was starting to get worried. Having more people involved only meant more questions he didn't want to answer and more problems later.
*****
Dr. Claudia Shamblin arrived at the school an hour later and walked into the lab. She quickly donned a lab jacket and grabbed a pair of protective glasses and gloves, then approached the lab table where her husband was working.
"A mystery, huh?" she asked her husband, referring to their telephone conversation earlier.
"Quite. Claudia, this is Vince. Vince, Dr. Claudia Shamblin." The two nodded to each other. Even under the lab coat, Claudia was an attractive older woman, in her mid-forties. Her body was shapely and her hair was beautifully styled, swept back from her face. Vince briefly wondered what she saw in Charles that had attracted her.
"So... give me the Cliff Notes," she said.
"Vince is a student of mine and brought me a bottle of Hammer shampoo that he says has been altered by some chemical additive. He says that the additive somehow affects people, drastically changing their behavior. Although," he glanced up at Vince," he's been reticent on what exactly those changes are. We've been working to determine what the chemical compound is, exactly. This morning, I thought we'd try some quick animal trials to see what effect the substance had. Our first test was a failure, I believe. So, I thought you might be of help."
"You gave the chemical to the mice?" Claudia asked, bending closer to the cages to get a better look at them.
"Yes... one drop on each an hour or so ago," Charles said. "And if my calculations are right, that should be an extremely high dosage for their body weight. According to Vince, the behavioral changes happen very fast."
Claudia nodded. "Ok, I can work this angle if you'll work on getting the exact chemical structure. Vince, can you assist me for a moment?"
Vince nodded as Claudia opened each cage and brought out one of the mice to visually inspect them. "So tell me Vince," she said, too quiet for Charles to hear, "what reaction did you observe?"
"Um... it was... um... attraction, I guess you could say."
"Attraction? Ok. How did you observe this happening?"
Vince exhaled sharply. He truly didn't want to go into this.
"So, from your reaction, it sounds like it's something... more... sexual... in nature. Am I right?" she asked quietly, looking at him. She put the mouse back and then picked up the second.
Vince nodded, hoping that Charles hadn't heard the question.
"So, we should expect a sexual reaction from the animals?" she asked. Vince closed his eyes and nodded. "From what I know, then, you used the shampoo and it elicited a sexual response from one or more women? You did not note any effect on yourself?"
Vince nodded. "Correct."
"Then we should first focus our efforts on the female animals," she said. "From what I can see, one of these four was female, so the test still wasn't effective. I'll have to get a few other animals to try over the next few days."
"And... Vince," she asked, just as he turned to help Charles, "the reactions you observed were not physically harmful to the women, were they? I mean... no one had any kind of adverse reaction?"
"No... nothing adverse that I saw," he said.
Claudia nodded and wrote down a few notes.
*****
It took them three days to finally isolate the compound. The next step was to then get it's exact composition and chemical structure. Charles was enjoying the challenge. Being a college professor meant he didn't have this opportunity as much as he would have liked. In his classes, it was more likely that he was using known substances to teach the students how to do what they were currently doing.
Claudia was similarly intrigued. She knew she was looking for some kind of sexual reaction, but after testing on mice, rabbits, and baby pigs, she didn't note a single reaction. She deduced that since the initial application was shampoo on the male subject, the only way it would affect the female would be through the olfactory receptor cells. Perhaps it affects the subject through soft tissues and it somehow stimulated the brain to cause a sexual reaction.
Without discussing it with Charles or Vince, Claudia arranged to meet with one of her own graduate students, Lauren. The two met for dinner that night at a restaurant to discuss what Claudia referred to as a secret proposition. In reality, Claudia was meeting her for something a little more... interesting.
Lauren was twenty three and was a really good student... and was also very attractive. She'd been working with Claudia now for two years. She never emphasized her body, but to Claudia, she seemed to be trim with lovely C-cup breasts. She was a short-haired blonde and was average in height.
Claudia usually liked her for the way her mind worked... but tonight, she was interested in her body.
While Charles was busy in the lab, Claudia brought Lauren home, both of them having a good time and wanting to continue the conversation they started at dinner. Claudia was hesitant to say too much at the restaurant and Lauren thought that was because of the secretive nature of the proposition. Claudia grabbed a bottle of wine and two glasses and brought them into the living room.
"So? What's this secret proposition?" Lauren asked using air quotes to emphasize 'secret'. "You have me intrigued."
"It's some new research I'm looking into and it's looking... well, extremely promising... and, I think... extremely lucrative," Claudia said, pouring two glasses. "I'd really like to get you in on it."
"Ok... even more intrigued," Lauren giggled, taking a sip of wine. She was starting to feel a little light headed and wanted to stop drinking. But Claudia was insistent. This was a celebration.
"Well," Claudia said, as she stood, walked to the mantle, and picked up a bright red dropper bottle that she had brought home from the lab. "It has to do with this." She showed the bottle to the young woman as she sat on the couch beside her.
Lauren looked at the bottle, smiling. "What is it? What does it do?" she asked. "Are you thinking something in cosmetics?"
Claudia smiled. "Yeah... cosmetics." It was nice that Lauren gave her the lie. "It really works on softening the skin. You know... removing wrinkles and all that. I've just started more in-depth testing on all the benefits."
"Wow," Lauren said, leaning forward. She looked very interested in the offer.
"Wanna try it?" Claudia asked, her eyes twinkling.
"Really? Will I notice anything that quickly?"
Claudia smiled, but it was a strange smile to Lauren, almost feral. "I was hoping you would." Claudia started unscrewing the lid and then squeezed the bulb, getting a little of the fluid into the dropper. She held the dropper out. "I think you might want to put it on the inside of your wrist," she said.
Lauren extended a hand and turned it over, exposing the inside of her arm. Claudia carefully put a single drop on her skin, then put the dropper back and closed the bottle. Claudia then sat back and watched the young woman.
"That's it?" Lauren asked, watching the fluid quickly soaking into her skin.
"Yeah... that's it."
"Do I need to rub it in or anything?" Lauren asked.
"Oh yeah, sure," Claudia said, nodding. "You can do that. But, tell me, how does it feel?"
Lauren was looking at her wrist with a strange expression. Her pupils were dilating as she stared where the drop had landed. "Wow... um... my wrist is... tingling a little. It feels really good," Lauren said, breathing heavier. "How does it... um... how... does it work?"
"I'm not exactly sure, which is one reason you're here," Claudia smiled. "I was hoping you could help me and tell me how it makes you feel."
"Well, I... um... I feel... strange. My body is... tingling. And I... um..." Lauren started pulling at her blouse, unfastening the buttons and pulling it off. "I'm... um... getting... hot." Her body was blushing, a pinkish hue covering her chest and face.
"Hmm... I guess you should take off some clothes then," Claudia giggled at the young woman now sitting in her bra.
"This just seems... wrong," Lauren said, sounding almost drugged. "But... I feel like touching for a little bit... touching you." She slid closer to Claudia and stroked her arm and then her leg.
"I'm... I'm married, you know," Claudia said, not too surprised on how this was working out. She had hoped something like this would happen at least. It just surprised her how fast it worked. "And you have a fiance."
"I know... but... neither one of them are here. And... and we are." Lauren leaned into Claudia and started stroking her leg. "You're a very... very beautiful... very attractive... woman."
"What's come over you Lauren?" Claudia asked, excited that this was going in this direction.
"I don't know... I just have this... this really strong... desire... to kiss you... and touch you... and I've never felt like this with a woman before." Lauren was panting, getting more and more excited with each passing second.
"No?" Claudia asked as Lauren moved even closer and began stroking her arm.
"Huh uh... Have you?"
"No... but I've been wanting to see what it was like," Claudia said. She wasn't convinced how strong the reaction truly was and thought that maybe Lauren could break the spell. "I don't know if we should be doing this, though."
"We definitely should not be doing this," Lauren said, her hand moving Claudia's blouse and bra aside to expose her nipple. She bent down to kiss and lick it gently. "Have you ever thought about me... licking you? I'll be a good girl if you let me."
"Are you sure?" Claudia asked, smiling down at the young woman. It excited and amazed her to see this woman so excited about sexually pleasing her. She'd fantasized about it so many times.
"Very sure." Lauren moved up and kissed her softly, but far more than just a peck on the lips. "I know you want this. I know you want me to please you. Nobody will ever find out. I promise."
"Ok," Claudia moaned as she returned the kiss, letting her tongue play with Lauren's, gently probing between her lips.
"I had no idea you were such a good kisser," Lauren said, moving until they were body to body, her breast gently touching Claudia's arm.
"Your lips are so soft," Claudia said, holding Lauren's upper arm, gently stroking it.
Lauren moaned. "Oh it feels so good." They began to kiss more passionately and Lauren moved to sit on Claudia's lap. Her tongue licked over the older woman's lips, probing inside her mouth as her hands touched Claudia's neck and gently stroked the top of her chest.
"Girls are so different than guys," Lauren said between kisses. "You smell so good... and your skin is so soft." She kissed the side of Claudia's neck, smelling her scent, while she continued stroking her chest, her fingertips tracing along her bra.
"Kind of exciting, right?" Claudia asked, getting excited by the young woman's attentive hands and lips.
Lauren unbuttoned Claudia's blouse and slid it down her arms, tossing it aside. "And these breasts..." She reached behind Claudia as the older woman leaned forward and unfastened her bra. She tossed it by her blouse. "I bet I can make you scream just by sucking on them."
Lauren kissed her again, deeply, as her hands grabbed her breasts, squeezing them and playing with her nipples.
"That sounds so hot," Claudia said.
Lauren smiled as she pulled away from the kiss. "Let me find out." She bent down, kissing down Claudia's chest, over her breast, and began kissing and sucking on first one, then the other nipple.
Claudia moaned above her, her body wanting more and more from this young woman. "Oh my God your tongue is so good. I like the way you suck on my nipples. I've waited so long to feel you do this."
"Does that feel good?" Lauren asked, holding her breasts and flicking her tongue across her hardened nipple. "They taste so good."
"Yes... That feels really good," Claudia moaned. She grabbed her own breasts in her hands and held them up for Lauren to feast upon, pinching the nipple that Lauren wasn't paying attention to. "Suck on 'em. God yes!" she moaned.
"I love having your warm, soft breasts in my mouth. Your nipples are so delicious." Lauren reached behind herself and unfastened her bra, tossing it onto the growing pile of discarded clothing. "So you don't feel so... alone," she giggled.
Claudia was right. Lauren was hiding a very nice body beneath her clothes. Her breasts looked scrumptious with conical nipples that seemed to have been attached to her breasts. She had to get her mouth on them.
"Why don't I return the favor?" she said, pushing Lauren up to allow her to grab and then lick on her wonderful breasts. Lauren seemed so responsive, as if her nipples were extremely sensitive and she couldn't get enough.
"Mmm... oh my God... that feels so good," Lauren moaned, holding Claudia's head as the older woman lightly bit her nipple. "Oh my God... my body is on fire... I've never felt this good before... it's incredible."
"Tell me about it," Claudia said, squeezing Lauren's breasts as she flicked her tongue over them.
"It's like... it's like electric bolts hitting my clit over and over every time you touch me." Lauren was moaning, her body writhing on Claudia's lap. "I... I can't wait any longer," she said as she pulled away and knelt on the floor between Claudia's knees. "Just... lay back... I want to taste you."
Lauren traced her fingertips down Claudia's abdomen, and she kissed it, lower and lower. She unfastened Claudia's dress slacks and pulled them down, tossing them aside. "I want to please you... and be a good girl," she moaned. Claudia shivered as she kissed her thigh by her knee, slowly moving higher.
"You seem nervous," Lauren said, kissing her inner thigh, inches away from her pussy. "Have you ever thought about me licking you?"
"Yes... I have," Claudia admitted. "But no fantasy compares to this."
Lauren slid a finger into her mouth, getting it so wet, as she watched Claudia, then slid it over Claudia's clit, outside her panties. "You look so beautiful... I just need to taste you. I'll be your good little girl... you'll see."
Lauren slid her nose over Claudia's panties, rubbing it over her clit. Claudia was captivated and watched her lovingly lick over her panties, too.
"You have such cute panties," Lauren said as she grabbed the waistband and pulled. Claudia lifted her hips to help and soon, she was completely naked. Lauren quickly bent forward and took one long lick over the length of her labia.



Claudia moaned. "Oh my God!" Lauren then made smaller licks, testing different spots, sliding her tongue over Claudia's clit. "Oh my God... just like that."
"Does that feel good?" Lauren asked, looking up at her. "I want you to feel so good."
"God yes... your tongue is so soft. It feels perfect."
"I need to taste you," Lauren said, sliding her tongue between Claudia's labia, digging it deeper into her folds. "Taste your fucking pussy. I've never felt so... desperate... for it before."
"Your tongue feels so good," Claudia said, holding her legs up and apart to give Lauren more access to her precious center. "I've been fantasizing about your mouth on me for so long now. Lick me... lick me."
Lauren sucked on her clit making Claudia shiver and shake in pleasure.
"Oh my God, yes!" Claudia moaned, closing her eyes and throwing her head back. "Don't stop... don't stop... you're gonna fucking make me cum. Yes... right there... right... fucking... there."
Lauren licked faster, sliding the flat of her tongue of her clit, then digging beneath it with the tip and flicking over it. "Mmm," Lauren moaned, enjoying her work.
.
"Yes... yes... oh my God... yes," Claudia moaned loudly. She'd never had anyone made her feel this good before. "That feels so good. Mmhmm... mmhmm... You're gonna make me cum. I can't believe I'm going to cum in your mouth. I'm going to cum in that sweet little mouth of yours. Fuck! I'm cumming... I'm cumming!
*****
Four hours later, Claudia was laying on the couch, naked, her body covered in sweat. She'd had more orgasms in the last four hours than she'd have in the previous thirty years of her life. She saw Lauren sitting on the floor, her back to the couch. The young woman was tired and sleepy, worn out from her extreme passions.
Lauren touched her head with her hand and then looked down at herself, almost as if waking from a dream. "Oh my God," she said as she crawled over to the pile of clothes, covering her body with her hands, and grabbed her clothing from the pile. She saw Claudia on the couch, looking at her calmly. "Oh my God," she said again, blushing in embarrassment from what she just did for four hours.
She grabbed her bra and put it on. "I... um... I don't know what came over me." She then slid her panties on and stood. "I'm not like this... not at all." She slid her pants on, then buttoned up her blouse. "I... I have to go," she said, quickly turning and running out the front door.
Claudia checked the clock. Four hours... that one drop lasted four hours. And it made Lauren the biggest sexpot she'd ever seen in her life. She didn't even have to do a thing. Lauren did all the work... to her... pleasing her in so many ways.
"God damn! This stuff is liquid gold!" she said, smiling broadly. She stood, grabbed her clothes, and walked towards the bedroom. She was a little slow in her step, her body so sore. But she knew Charles would be home soon and she didn't want him to know a thing about this. Not yet. Tomorrow, she had some serious plans to make. She was going to be filthy rich.
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The Slut Rose: Hammer, Part 5
"Oh my God... oh my God," Claudia moaned, wiping her sweat and hair from her forehead. "Fuck... that's so good. I can't believe I just did that." She lay back on the pillow as Lauren crawled up beside her and wrapped her in her arms.
"Here... taste your pussy off my tongue," Lauren said as she kissed her, sliding her tongue into Claudia's mouth. "It's so good."
"You're such a good girl," Claudia said, smiling up at her.
"Am I?" Lauren beamed, loving being called that. "Am I your good girl?"
"Yes you are," Claudia kissed her again. "You are so very good... at kissing... and licking... especially my pussy. God, my clit is still throbbing!"
"Mmmm," Lauren said as she slid her hand down between Claudia's legs. Claudia parted them enjoying everything Lauren did to her. Claudia choked her while kissing her, then, holding her face just in front of the young woman's she felt her fingers slide across her clit and into her pussy.
"You're so fucking wet," Lauren moaned as Claudia kissed her again and again. "Your pussy feels so good."
Claudia smiled and grabbed the dropper bottle from the night stand. "You want more?"
Lauren looked at her, uncertain. "I don't know. I'm scared of it."
"Scared?"
"I'm scared of how it makes me feel."
"But I bet you love how it makes you feel, too." Claudia giggled, opened the dropper bottle, and filled the dropper with the clear fluid. Lauren instinctively extended her hand, offering her wrist to the older woman. "Just one more drop," Claudia said, dropping one drop right on her wrist.
Lauren closed her eyes and her head fell backwards as the pleasure flowed through her. She could feel her whole body getting so sensitive, so needy.
"You want more of my pussy?" Claudia asked, giggling. She flipped them over making Lauren fall to her back with Claudia now on top.
"Oh my God... I need it," Lauren moaned, sounding almost addicted. "I want you so fucking bad."
"I like that," Claudia said, moving to her knees and kicking a leg over Lauren. She moved up until the young woman's face was between her legs, then sat downwards, her pussy pressing right against Lauren's mouth.
"God I could fuck you every single day," she moaned as Lauren's tongue swiped over her clit, sending pleasure soaring through her body once again. "Fuck... yes, baby. You eat my pussy so fucking good. Oh God, fuck yes... just like that."
"You taste so good," Lauren said softly, sliding her chin and nose over Claudia's clit for a different sensation. She loved her pussy so much and wanted her body covered with her.
"Oh my God, don't stop," Claudia moaned louder. She'd stopped caring about the other hotel guests at this point, having done this for several days now. "Like that! Just like that!"
Suddenly her body shook violently again, and her pussy gushed into Lauren's once more. She could feel the rush of heat moving through her body, giving her such a sense of pleasure. She moved off of Lauren and settled back in the bed once again, breathing heavily.
Lauren took her in her arms once again and kissed her.
"I... I don't know why I keep doing this," she said. "I need you so badly. It... it scares me."
Claudia smiled at her. "Don't worry so much. Just enjoy it."
*****
Claudia came into the lab just after 5:00pm and both Charles, her husband, and Vince were hard at work. They were trying to determine the chemical structure of the compound so that they could then devise a way to replicate it.
It had been a week and Claudia had completed her tests on the animal subjects with no discernable reaction. Based on her continued time with Lauren, though, she knew that humans had a reaction at least. "Since all the animal trials haven't been fruitful and we know from Vince that it affects humans without any adverse affects, I'd like to gather up a few students to do some low-level tests. See how this affects different people and the different sexes."
Vince looked at the floor, scared. If they found out exactly what this chemical compound did, he wasn't sure what they'd do. Would they report him to the police? Would they just take it for themselves? The idea of them sharing this with him wasn't high on his list. "We don't have to do that, do we?" he asked.
"Of course we do," Claudia said. "That's who's affected by it, right?"
Charles nodded. "We just have to be damn sure this thing doesn't hurt anybody."
"Oh, I agree," Claudia nodded, knowing full well it didn't. She had her own experience with the chemical to know that. Of course, her intense, drug-created liaisons with Lauren weren't known to them. And she intended to keep it that way. "I'm thinking we only need four students, maybe grad students... two men and two women. Then we can give them the drug and ask them some questions about the effects they notice."
Charles nodded. "No offense, but I'd like to interview two of them myself, just to make sure there's no bias."
"Well, I don't want to pull you away from your work," Claudia said nervously. She didn't want Charles to know what this stuff did. This was her cash cow now. And nothing was going to stop her. All she needed to do was figure out how it works and how to replicate it. That was his job, nothing more.
"No, I'll be fine," Charles said. "Anyway, it'll be a nice break from staring at these damn computer screens."
Vince turned away, cursing under his breath. It wouldn't be long now and both of them would know exactly what the drug did. This was NOT working out how he'd hoped. But if he wanted to replicate it, he had no choice.
*****
Three days later, Charles and Claudia had assembled four grad students, two from each of their respective universities. Charles was first slated to interview Ethan, a 24-year-old, blond, athletic guy. He was going to graduate next year and seemed eager to please the professors to aid in that endeavor.
Claudia was first slated to interview Sophia, a 25-year-old, average height woman, who was a little overweight. She was going to graduate in just a few months and hoped that this experiment would help get her a job. Like Lauren, Claudia noticed that Sophia used her clothes to hide her body.
Charles and Claudia each took their clipboards on which were the questions to be asked along with their individual student to a private room. Each was set up with a small table between the professor and the student.
"Right in here, Ethan," Charles said, holding his hand out to let the young man enter first. He closed the door behind them and moved to the table and chairs. "Go ahead and have a seat." Charles slid into his own chair and set the clipboard on the table. "Ok... so you're... 24... male... good health I gather." Ethan nodded. "So... what we're doing is a kind of psychological study using the liquid in this bottle. It's a double-blind study so even I don't know if this is the real drug or a placebo," he lied. "I'm going to put a drop on your wrist and then ask you some questions. Sound good?"
"Yeah... sounds good. Is this something you developed?"
"Yes... I'm working with a pharmaceutical company," Charles said. "But I can't go into any details on that."
"Oh... okay."
Charles opened the bottle and pulled out the dropper. "One... little... drop," he said as Ethan exposed his arm. Charles put the drop right in the center of his wrist. "Ok... now I'll give it a second to work."
They sat there for a moment and Vince saw no change in his demeaner. "Ok... first off, tell me what you feel."
Ethan thought about it for a moment. "Nothing, really."
"You don't feel hot or cold or dizzy...?"
"No. Nothing at all."
"Okay, that's fine," Charles said, jotting down a few notes. "Let's just wait a few more minutes and see if there's any delayed effect."
After ten minutes of talking about classes and Ethan's part-time job, he still reported nothing out of the ordinary.
"Ok... we're done here for now, then," Charles said, standing. He extended his hand and shook Ethan's. "I'll get back with you to see if anything happens later and if we want to do more tests."
"That sounds good," Ethan smiled, walking to the door. "Thanks Professor."
Charles nodded. As the young man left, Charles pushed his chair in and went out the door. Claudia was in another room just down the hall and he thought he'd stop by to see if she was still there. He wondered if maybe this was all some weird joke or something. She probably had the same luck he did. He got to the door and listened. Nothing... but then... there was a loud yell. It sounded very out of place, but didn't sound like a call for help. It was... different.
Charles turned the doorknob and pushed and what he saw made his jaw hit the floor.
"Fuck!" Claudia yelled suddenly. She was in her chair, slightly pulled back from the table, her feet on the table top. The young student she was interviewing was on her knees under the table, obviously giving her cunnilingus. Claudia's legs were bare, her dress slacks thrown across one of the other chairs.
"Oh my God that's good," Claudia said loudly as Charles came up behind her.
"Claud? What...?" he asked, dumbfounded. He'd never witnessed anything so sexually primal. This young woman was really into licking her pussy... and Claudia wasn't doing anything to stop it. In fact, she was encouraging it!
"Oh my God, Charles," Claudia said, surprised. She tried to push the girl off her, tried to get her legs off the table, but Sophia was too strong and too determined. She grabbed around her legs even harder, holding her in place. "I... I don't know what to say," she said, suddenly letting out another deep moan. "Oh... fuck... Charles... get your clothes off. Now!"
Sophia didn't even seem to notice that Charles was in the room. All her attention, all her desire, was focused on Claudia's pussy. And her tongue and mouth were all over it, giving Claudia so much pleasure.
Charles took off his lab coat and unfastened his pants, just as his wife had told him to do. He wasn't sure what this was though... was it just them and he was just supposed to watch? Was he supposed to join in? This was all so overwhelming.
"Fuck I'm cumming," Claudia moaned loudly as she grabbed the girl's head with both her hands. Her body shook as her orgasm overwhelmed her body and Sophia didn't let up until she was done.
"How was that?" Sophia asked at last, sitting back. Then she noticed Charles standing behind her, his slacks half undone. "Oh my God. I want that," she said.
Charles could barely move as Sophia quickly crawled across the floor until she was kneeling in front of him. Her hands grabbed his pants from him, knocking his hands out of the way, and pushed down hard to get them off. He nearly fell as he stepped out of them and Sophia tossed them aside, then quickly did the same with his underwear. They hit the floor just as her lips wrapped around his cock and slid his quickly hardening shaft deep into her mouth.
"Oh my God!" he said, looking at Claudia for an explanation.
She was smiling at him, basking in her post-climax bliss. "This is what the drug does," she said. "I don't understand how yet, but it's... amazing... in the results."
Charles felt Sophia's hands grab his ass, forcing him into her mouth even deeper as she moved his cock in and out of her mouth. "God... she's... she's really into this," he said.
Claudia nodded, smiling. "And will be for a while. Let's have some fun."
*****
The human trials with the four students were completed by the end of the week, with the results that Claudia, at least, had expected. Both of the young women were turned into wanton sluts, having sex until they could barely stand. While the men were not affected at all.
"So... despite Vince's reticence in his experience with the chemical, Charles and I have seen it with our own eyes," Claudia said as the three of them sat around a table in the lab. Vince was looking at his hands, not liking the sound of this at all. "The test subjects were quite... helpful."
"Ok," Vince said, pushing away from the table. "So, now you know. What are you going to do now? Call the cops?"
"The cops?" Charles asked. "Why would we do that?"
"Isn't that thing considered a rape drug or something?"
"Vince," Claudia smiled, "stop worrying. What we now know about the drug doesn't change a thing. We still want to understand and replicate it."
Vince shook his head, not believing what was happening. "You... want to continue?" he asked.
Charles and Claudia looked at each other for a moment, then looked back at him nodding and smiling.
"We think we can market this," Claudia said.
"Are you still in?" Charles asked him.
"Hell yeah!" Vince said excitedly, pulling himself up to the table again.
"Okay then," Charles laughed. "What do you think Claud? How is this drug causing this behavior?"
"So... chemicals in your brain create feelings of desire, pleasure, and connection," she said, giving them a reasonably dumbed down overview. "Dopamine, serotonin, and norepinephrine help determine if you are initially attracted to someone. Oxytocin and other chemicals help form bonds and reshape your brain when you are in love.
"It appears that lust, attachment, and attraction appear to be distinct but intertwined processes in the brain each mediated by its own neurotransmitters and circuits. These circuits feed on and reinforce each other. Sexual craving is mediated by testosterone and estrogen and has the amygdala as an important center. Attraction is mediated by hormones of stress and reward including dopamine, norepinephrine cortisol and the serotonergic system and has the nucleus accumbens and the ventral tegmental area as key mediators."
Both Vince and Charles looked at her, not understanding what she was saying.
"To put it very simply, in the female subjects, estrogen, serotonin, dopamine, oxytocin, and norepinephrine were all produced in excess, flooding their brain, and creating a storm of the century effect within their bodies," she said. "There's just no way a person could fight against such a collusion of chemicals in her body. The women were literally flooded with a need to engage in their sexual desires. Any desires they could see."
"And we know that the effects last for about four hours for a single drop," Charles added.
"Exactly," Claudia said. "Now, let me put this to you in economic terms... a single drop contains about 0.05 milliliters of fluid which then equates to about 590 drops per one-ounce bottle. If we sell this at $200 a drop, which really isn't unreasonable given the effects... then we can charge over $100,000 for just a single, one-ounce bottle. And we can certainly sell smaller quantities."
Everyone looked at each other in surprise.
"Per... dropper bottle?" Vince asked, his eyes lighting up as he picked up one of the bottles.
Claudia nodded. "And that's just the beginning. We can put this in candles or other scented products, too. At a reduced dosage, we can also make products that maybe just increase desire and not go overboard on the effects. The sky is the limit."
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Dear Diary
The pride and joy of my life, Emily, was born on January 7, 1993 to my wife Julie and me. And it was my joy to see her graduate High School in 2011. Our lives were rocky, though, during those 18 years. In 2006, I lost my wife, Julie. She was taken suddenly in a car accident, hit by a drunk driver. It was a very difficult time for both me and my thirteen-year-old daughter, Emily. Julie had been working late the night it happened, while I stayed home with Emily. We received a call from the police... and immediately went to the hospital where she was pronounced dead on arrival.
I never expected to go from being in a happy family... to suddenly being a single father. And being a single father to a teenage girl was very difficult. There was no other family on either my side or Julie's to help. Both of our parents had died and neither one of us had any siblings. So it was just Emily and me.
I was lucky that Julie had taught Emily a lot of what it took to be a woman. I don't know if I could have explained to her about periods, tampons, makeup, and all that. My role was luckily left to being the shoulder to cry on, the protector, and the provider. I worked long and hard to be in that role, sacrificing my own social life for the most part. Sure, I was lucky every now and then and was set up on a date, but they never really panned out. And Emily was so needy then that I felt bad about leaving her.
As Emily grew into a full-fledged teenager, however, she became more and more difficult to deal with. It was as if her hormones were always getting the better of her. She was rebellious, often times directly challenging and going against my authority, making me have to punish her. She was dressing more and more like a slut, especially as her body developed her curves. And she was definitely her mother's child... her curves are impressive. Her shorts and jeans got tighter, and her shirts and skirts got shorter. More than once, I had to force her to change her clothes before she went out. And more than once I had to chastise her for walking around the house practically naked, wearing only a towel.
I threatened her on more than one occasion, when I'd just about had enough, to throw her over my knee and spank her. I told her that if she was going to act like a little girl then I was going to treat her like one. Defiantly she seemed to just stand there, daring me to do it. But I always caved in and just sent her to her room, grounding her.
When she graduated high school, in 2011, she decided she didn't want to go to college just yet. She wanted to just live at home and have some fun. We argued all the time about her not working, her not helping around the house, her not going to school, her being on the computer or her phone all the time. I was working twelve-hour days, then having to come home and clean and cook for her. At nineteen I thought she was just going to throw her life away rather than actually expand herself and become the woman I knew she could be.
She was getting so difficult that one day when she went out with friends, I snuck into her room to look for some evidence of something... drugs... I didn't know... something that would explain this all to me. I did a cursory search, looking under the bed, searching through her bookshelf, digging through her dresser drawers, looking everywhere I could think that she might hide something.
The dresser drawers were not the place I should have looked, though. I think that was the beginning of my downfall. It was Saturday, October 6, 2012, when Emily was nineteen.
When I opened of of her drawers I was confronted with her panties. Without even thinking twice, I slid my hands into the silky material searching for drugs. I felt my fingertips slip against something hard and plastic and when I pulled it out I almost jumped... it was a vibrator. I looked at it for far too long, almost envisioning her using it... of her sucking on it... of her moaning as she came... but then I shook my head to clear it and put it back. The lingerie then shocked me next as the silky softness caressed my hands. I lifted a pair of panties from the drawer, a black lace thong, with only a small black triangle in the front covering her... her... I closed my eyes, just trying to flush these thoughts from my mind, but they were only made stronger.
In my mind's eye, I watched her putting on her panties... of her pulling them up her long legs and sliding them over her hips... of her adjusting the strap between her ass cheeks... the thin panel covering her... her pussy. I shivered, knowing just how wrong these thoughts were. I tossed the panties back into the drawer and noticed something shining from beneath the pile of material. When I parted the panties, several DVDs were stacked inside the back corner inside the drawer, homemade one's with a simple white envelopes covering them.
I could feel my throat dry up and reached down to pick up them up, but pulled away as if hit by an electrical shock. I couldn't look at them... not yet anyways. I'd already done too much. I slipped out of her room and closed the door.
My mind was reeling over what I'd just done and what I'd just found. I went in to find drugs and came out seeing Emily as a sexual being. I'd never thought of her having sex before, but I guess she was that age. I couldn't confront her over it, but it still concerned me. What concerned me more, however, was the fact that she dominated my mind at that point, seeing her in a whole new light... seeing her as a sexual, sensual, desirable woman.
Her rebellion continued for the next month, but I had lost my edge and my fight. I was even less likely to punish her for what she was doing and saying. The way she was dressing now just drove me crazy. I think she knew it, too, but I wasn't sure. She'd walk around in just a towel and I couldn't even look at her any more. The thought of what was under that towel just dominated my mind.
When she went out that weekend, I snuck back into her room again, looking around. I walked to her dresser first, and looked in her panty drawer, finding her vibrator and the DVDs still there. I looked at her night stand and saw her diary sitting on top. I stared at it for a moment, wondering if I should invade the private thoughts of my own daughter like that. I closed the drawer and picked up the book, still wrestling with the morality of what I was about to do. I sat on her bed and opened it up. Inside were a few folded notes and pictures, what looked like things from her friends, and many entries, dating back several years.
I thumbed through it a moment, seeing if anything caught my eye... and in just a page or two one did.
==================== Wednesday, February 16, 2012
Dear Diary, I really want to fuck an older man again. Fucking John last night was just lame! For a fucking 18-year-old you'd think he'd know where a clit was and what it was for!!
After I lost my virginity in May, on June 17, 2011 I got my second chance. It was while I was on vacation. At 18 years old, that strange surge of energy awoke in me a new desire, to express myself through my body. A deep seated craving to experience the sensation of the kiss, the caress, the touch on my skin. People often ask me how I feel when I have sex. I know that my sex life is damaging and that many men only want me for sex. But I like that. I like that men and women find me desirable. I like that they want to please me and be pleased by me... even if it's for no other reason than pleasure itself.
My first lover was an older man, on vacation himself. He was so incredibly gentle with me as he laid me down and licked all over my body, slowly undressing me. I was shivering with need, and felt his every caress like it was directly on my clit. I remember when he hugged me from behind, one hand on my breast, toying with my nipples while the other played with my pussy. His lips and teeth nibbled at my neck and ear as his finger slid into me for the first time.
His fingers seemed so long, sliding so deeply into me. I never knew sex could feel this incredible! Then he gently laid me on my back and put my legs on his chest. His cock was the biggest thing I'd ever seen and didn't know how it could ever fit inside me, but it did. And it felt so incredible! I don't know how many times I came, far too many to count. He pulled out of me at one point and masturbated, while he looked down at me. I couldn't believe how erotic it was! When he came on my stomach, his warm cum dripping on my bare skin, his face showing his pure, unadulterated pleasure from me, his incredible desire for me, I was the happiest person ever!
It was the most incredible night in my life. One I want to relive over and over again. Oh Diary, I want MORE, with someone who knows what he's doing! ====================
I remembered the vacation she was talking about, but I didn't remember anyone else being around. We had left for the Outer Banks for two weeks that summer, and as I remembered, we had an incredible time together. It was the first real vacation we had taken since Julie's death and it was one of the first times I really saw Emily smile again.
Seeing that entry shocked me... and frankly made me a little angry, a little jealous, and a little horny. She was only eighteen at the time... and he should have known better. But every thought turned to how she looked in her passion, how her mouth would be open with each panting gasp of pleasure, how her juices would have soaked the bed beneath her, how her body would convulse time and time again as she came.
I turned page after page, with most entries being thoughts about sex. I could easily tell she was a very sexually active girl. Many of the entries were about boys she wanted to fuck or about fantasies she had while masturbating. These were entries that I expected from a hormone-flooded teenager. But when I came upon an entry she made right at the end of her Senior year of High School, I was floored. My daughter was a little sex fiend.
==================== Tuesday, May 3, 2011
Dear Diary, I fucked Mr. Masterson after school today and finally lost my virginity. He's been looking at my tits and ass all year long... not that I've minded at all... and I did kinda help him look...
I'm 18 now... who cares... I'm going to enjoy myself!
Teasing him like that all year long made me so fucking hot! I love driving guys crazy, until all they can think about is to just throw me down and fuck me!
Does that make me a slut? Do I fucking even care?!?!
I decided to play it just like in the porn videos, trading an A in the class for sex... but I don't really care about the grade. I just wanted to fuck him!! I slipped into his classroom during the last period, while he was working at his desk. After some stupid conversation, I started unbuttoning my blouse, asking him if he liked my tits, while I played with them. He was like a little puppy dog, just watching me, his tongue hanging out of his mouth. I wasn't going to waste that tongue, that's for sure!
I decided to be forceful and pushed him down to the floor. I put my pussy on his face first, grinding it into his mouth so his tongue was forced up deep inside me, and rode that to two orgasms, before moving down to his big cock and stuffing it into my pussy and riding that to three more. He kept whimpering and begging that he needed to cum. It felt so empowering that he wanted to cum so bad, but I wouldn't let him, not until I was ready. He was like my little sex toy!
His cock was so hard when I finally let him stand there, stroking it for me, while I knelt below it with my mouth open. I wanted to look like the biggest slut I could... I wanted his cum in my mouth!
And he didn't disappoint at all! My mouth was so fucking full of cum! MMMMMM! It tasted so good! I opened it wide and swirled my tongue around, just like the girls in porn do it... just to show him how much I loved cum.
Now I'm sorry I didn't fuck him sooner! Ooooh, what a cock! ====================
I think Mr. Masterson was her history teacher, one of the teachers that she seemed to talk about a lot. Now I knew why! I was a little relieved that she didn't sleep her way all the way through High School, but it was still disturbing. I had a quick thought to go to the school board and have Mr. Masterson fired, but that would mean Emily would know I looked at her diary. No, there wasn't much I could do about it without causing harm to myself. And she wasn't there any longer, so I wasn't as concerned.
Emily graduated in June and I remember shaking hands will all of her teachers... I tried to remember if I shook Mr. Masterson's hand or not, trying to remember what he looked like. But nothing was coming to mind. I flipped through a few more pages, just skimming, really. But another entry caught my eye.
==================== Thursday, July 7, 2011
Dear Diary, I had my first lesbian experience last night with Amber's mom. I've known her for 4 years now, ever since Amber and I met as Freshmen in high school. And I always thought she was beautiful. But you never know how beautiful a woman is until she's naked!
I went over to see Amber, but she had gone out, going to the mall with her dad. Gwen invited me inside and I readily agreed. She was wearing a t-shirt and cotton shorts and looked incredible. She said I could wait for them to come back, but thought it would be a couple hours.
I'd known her a little, but when we started talking it was like she knew who I was. She was putting groceries away and when she pulled out the ice cream, she opened the top, dipped her finger inside, and sucked it off her finger. She asked if I wanted some and presented the container to me to do the same. It seemed like a fun game and I was so excited watching her lick her fingers clean. She seemed to be excited too and one thing led to another. The next thing I knew she was licking the ice cream off my fingers... then off my lips... then off my neck as she drizzled it there.
I was shivering from the close contact and from the raw sexuality of her actions. In a minute, she had my shirt off and was kneeling in front of me, pulling my pants down and taking my panties off. She smiled up at me, watching me with her big brown eyes as I watched her tongue slide against my clit. I almost fell when my knees buckled from the pleasure! Her hands slid between my legs and cupped my ass as I leaned back against the kitchen counter. Her arms opened my legs wider as her mouth pushed into my pussy, licking and sucking on it.
She made me cum so hard I was seeing stars... and my toes hurt from curling them so many times! And afterwards, she led me into the living room, sat on the couch and showed me how to lick her pussy, too. God, Diary, it was the most wonderful taste. I love to taste a guy's cum in my mouth, but having pussy on my tongue was just as incredible!
When can I do that again??!!! ====================
I felt my cock harden instantly in my pants. Her damn diary and sex life was playing right into a lot of my sexual fantasies. I couldn't even remember the last time I had sex and my daughter was having it almost weekly if not several times a week. And her escapades made my life look like a priest. I looked at the time and figured I had a couple hours before Emily would come home. I opened my pants and pulled them down a little, freeing my ever-hardening cock. I could almost feel it throbbing! I reread the previous entry as my hand moved up and down my shaft. God I was so excited!
I couldn't put the book down now... I had to keep reading... I flipped through more pages.
==================== Saturday, August 6, 2011
Dear Diary, I had the most incredible sex in my life today! Mike was having a pool party at his parent's house as a blow off before college started. There were so many cute guys and girls there, all dressed in the skimpiest outfits. We swam a little, ate a little, drank a little (ok a lot!) and smoked... a lot... but none of that was the best part.
About midnight, I went looking in the house for Amber and heard a noise in Mike's basement. I slipped down the stairs and found Amber and Robin making out with Mike, Joe, and Sid. Three guys and only two girls? I had to even the odds! I jumped in, throwing off my top to get the real party started! It quickly turned into an all out orgy!
Two things I left with... one was knowing what an airtight fuck is... with all three guys fucking every hole I had available... all at the same time... over and over again. FUCK YEAH!
And two was knowing how much fun it is to fuck a girl. Robin brought a strap-on! And I made sure she knew I appreciated it, fucking both her fine pussy and ass.
We must have fucked for 3 hours! I don't think I'll be able to walk for a week! ====================
I slowly closed the book and took a deep breath. She was an adult... she was a woman... she was sexually active. It was not exactly a shock to realize it, it was more of a relief. I didn't want to admit it all before. I only wanted to think of her as a little girl... so I wouldn't be attracted to her... so I wouldn't look at her with lust-filled eyes. But I couldn't do that any more. I knew that every time I looked at her, I'd see a sexual creature and I'd look at her as if I wanted her.
*****
It was a rough week. As I mentioned, I wasn't able to look at her the same way again. I caught myself stealing glances at her tits and ass, wondering what she looked like naked, wondering what she'd look like in the middle of her orgasm. I slipped into her room a couple times during the week, while she was out with friends. I managed to stay away from her diary the whole week, although I did pick it up and forced myself to put it back down. Unfortunately, I wasn't able to stay away from her panty drawer... and ended up looking at some of the DVDs.
I know I shouldn't have. I know I should have stayed away from her room. But I just couldn't help myself. I slipped a DVD into my computer and found out that there were several videos on it... each one featuring Emily. Some were at a party, with a lot of people around, some were just of her alone, some were of her and another guy... or girl... one was even with an older couple. Every single one was of Emily caught in a sexual act.
I watched frame after frame of her sucking on some guys cock and of it erupting in her mouth, on her face, or all over her bare chest. I watched frame after frame of her getting fucked in the pussy or ass while she looked into the camera, smiling and moaning. I watched frame after frame of her masturbating on her bed, on the couch, even on *my* bed, sliding her fingers or her vibrator into her pussy and ass, talking into the camera, telling it, and through it, me, how much she was enjoying herself.
I was completely captivated, masturbating to each and every video and scene, cumming more in one week than I probably had the last 5 years.
On Saturday, October 13, I could no longer help myself and opened her diary again. I was just paging through entries, rereading one's I read before and reading a few new ones when I found an entry that had to do with me.
==================== October 28, 2011
Dear Diary, I found my dad's porn today. I don't know why I did it, but while he was at work, I went snooping into his bedroom. I fished around here and there, before I finally found some dirty magazines and videos on the top shelf of his closet. I never would have guessed that he is such a perv!
I watched a couple of the videos, one with only lesbians and the other with the new girl up-and-comers... where the guys make them suck their big dicks and cum all over their faces. They made me so fucking hot! I masturbated all fucking day long!
I was a little too naughty, too. I left my soaked panties under his bed so he'd smell me all night long... I hope he dreams about me. I hope he thinks about me and plays with his big cock. I hope he pictures me like those video sluts, eating pussies and sucking cock. I'd love to show him how much I enjoy it! ====================



I had to admit, I was shaking a little. I was scared that she found something like that of mine, something that was so deeply personal and embarrassing to me. But, some of the shaking was from excitement... she actually liked that she found it and she actually wanted me to think dirty thoughts of her. Also, a part of me was shaking because I was in her dirty little diary.
I wondered what else she thought or said about me in this very naughty book of hers and started scanning the pages, looking for references to me. I found several and they absolutely floored me, making me masturbate all the more furiously!
==================== Monday, November 14, 2011
Dear Diary, I had a dream about my dad last night and it was so hot! We were at a public swimming pool somewhere, and I was wearing a black bikini. I was trying to show off my body or something, strutting around the place and flashing my ass to everyone around. When I finally got to the seats where my dad was, I found him sitting there, beating off. His cock was fucking HUGE and looked ready to blow any minute.
I was a little embarrassed, I mean everyone around us was watching him... but I was very turned on. I couldn't stop watching!
He had his eyes closed, so he couldn't see everyone around him was staring at him and he kept sliding his hand up and down his shaft. I could just barely hear him mumbling something, as if he was fantasizing about something.
I felt so dirty, kneeling in front of him, still watching him... everyone watching us...and lifted my hand up... so very close to his hand, to help him stroke it.. to stroke it for him... just wanting to touch it... leaning forward, my mouth so very close... licking my lips... wanting to push it deep into my mouth.
Then my fucking alarm went off!!! Damn it!!! God that was so fucking hot! I was wet all day just thinking about it! ====================
I came harder than I ever remembered before as I finished reading this. She wrote this a year ago! I looked back at her behavior since and wondered if she was trying to tell me something, trying to entice me into something. I couldn't believe that I was so blind to what had to have been obvious flirting. All of the suggestive outfits, every time she walked around the house in a towel... she must've been flirting with me!
I looked through more pages, wondering what else she thought of me. Several entries showed that she was deliberately acting the way she was and noting how I was behaving towards her. Several times she longed for me to react.
==================== Monday, January 3, 2012
Dear Diary, I was sitting beside dad in the car today, driving back from a New Years trip. It was a long drive, 6 hours, and I was horny as hell. I kept looking at him, looking at his cock, and envisioning how hard and long it would be. I kept licking my lips and giggling when he caught me staring at him. I kept scratching my leg, stomach, and chest, hoping he'd see me and want to see more of me.
I even snuggled up to him, telling him thanks as my hand touched his thigh, so close to his cock! It was so funny feeling his body shake! I know his cock was getting harder and harder and so uncomfortable in his pants... I wanted to help him free that beast!
I fantasized that he'd call me a dirty girl and make me take off my clothes to punish me... right there in the car, for everyone to see. He'd make me put one leg up on dashboard and make me show him my pussy... he'd reach his hand over and spank my pussy before sliding a finger or two inside it, fingering me hard and fast until just before I came.
He'd drive me insane, but never let me cum. He'd make me pinch my nipples for him, hard... and even harder... just to torture me. He'd make me cup my tits to hold them up for his inspection afterwards, making sure my nipples were hard for him.
He'd have toys in a bag, just like the one's in the porn videos... clamps for my nipples, pinching them hard with a dangling chain for him to grab... clamps for my pussy lips, pinching them to keep my pussy so very wet... handcuffs and spreader bars to put me into such a helpless, exposed position, every hole open to his whim... a collar for my neck to show everyone I'm his... and a big gag for my mouth to keep me from screaming too loudly and make sure my mouth was used for one thing, sucking his fucking cock!
Oh God, I'm having trouble writing this down! My fingers can't stay away from my pussy when I even think about it. My pussy juice is smearing the ink! Damn I wish Daddy would just take me and use me like his little slut! ====================
Oh my God! I remember that drive! She did nearly drive me crazy... and when she hugged me and touched my leg, I felt my cock jump! I was so God-damned hard! I was panting hard after reading this and my cock was hard and throbbing. I opened my pants to release it and thought of something very naughty. I jumped up and grabbed a pair of her panties. Putting them in my hand, I used the silky material between my hand and my cock. The feeling was indescribable... and knowing that these panties would be next to Emily's pussy excited me beyond belief.
I turned more and more pages, searching for more entries about me. The next big one was just last month!
==================== Wednesday, September 5, 2012
Dear Diary, I watched my dad beating off last night. I went to the kitchen for some water and heard a noise in the living room. I snuck quietly to the corner and heard some kind of porn on the TV... and I saw him in the chair playing with himself.
God it was so fucking hot! Ever since I found his porn stash I've been thinking about him.
I waited there, just watching him. It wasn't the best seat, but I could see his hand and arm moving up and down his shaft. And I could hear him groaning. I had two fingers in my pussy while I watched him and when he came, spraying on his chest, I had to stifle the sound of my own orgasm! God on one hand I hope he didn't hear me... but on the other, I DO!
Oh my God I want to fuck him! ====================
I started cumming the moment I read her last sentence... and it was so very draining. It felt like my very soul was pouring out through my rock-hard cock, pouring out over my hand, body, her panties, and her bedspread. I envisioned what might have happened had I caught her that night... had she approached me... I envisioned throwing her to the floor and fucking her like a dog in heat! I envisioned her face as she came again and again under my assault. Fuck, she was driving me crazy and this was just words! I knew being with her would be far better.
I put the book down on her dresser and in a post-orgasmic haze left her room.
*****
It was Saturday, October 20, when I was again able to read her diary. Emily went shopping for the day with her friends. I knew she was probably up to more than that and had eagerly anticipated reading about it in the next day or two. I was becoming more and more obsessed with reading her journal and was practically in her room every day, reading entries, watching her videos, touching her panties. A half hour after she left I finally couldn't stand waiting any more and slipped into her room. I saw the journal on her night stand so I slipped onto her bed and picked it up.
My hands had become comfortable feeling the book now. I almost felt like it was mine... that some mysterious, sexy woman was simply writing thrilling things in my book for my entertainment. I opened my pants and pulled out my now-hard cock. I knew this was going to be good. I thumbed quickly, finding the most recent entry which was about yesterday.
My fingers encircled my hard erection, slowly sliding up and down it, anticipating yet another revelation about my daughter's incredible sex life, when the first few words floored me.
==================== Monday, October 15, 2012
Dear Diary, and Dad... I know you're reading my diary. And 1 while some people would get upset about it, I actually find it kind of hot. I love that you're reading about all my sexy exploits and thoughts. I love that you're thinking about me and getting all hard and horny. I love that I can walk around the house practically naked and send you scurrying to your room to beat off.
Now you know how often I think about having sex with you, about you fucking me, about you licking my tight little pussy... about me licking your cock until you cum all over my face.
Now you know how often I think about you pulling me over your lap and spanking me for being such a naughty girl... then making me cum when I promise I'll be good.
What you don't know is that I left you a little present... it's the DVD on my dresser... made especially for you. I hope you enjoy it!
Maybe you can leave me a present... ====================
She knew! My daughter knew I was reading her journal... knew that I was reading everything in there she wrote about me... everything she wrote about her sex life, her fantasies, her desires... and she didn't mind. She actually loved it.
I was stunned and shook my head to clear it.
I walked over to her dresser and saw the DVD sitting there, just waiting for me. I hesitated a moment, wondering what I might find on that disk. Based on the other videos it could be just about anything. But I knew this was made for me... I picked it up and moved to the TV and video player in her room, sliding it into the holder. In just a second the video started playing. She was laying back on her bed, the bed I was just sitting on, looking directly at the camera, talking to me. I stood there, dumbfounded, watching her undress, watching her expose her body, talking to me the entire time. This video was different than the others, this one was made specifically for me... specifically for me to find and watch. She was getting naked for me.
My body was shaking with excitement as I watched her hands play with her breasts, then move between her thighs and play with her pussy. She took her time, showing me every part of her body, showing me how she liked to tease herself and please herself. She talked about how she liked to be licked and fucked, how she enjoyed being dominated, tied up and spanked.
Every word was making me more and more excited. I felt my cock pounding with need. This was better than any porn video, it was personal. It was someone I knew, someone under my own roof that I see every single day.
I thought about what kind of present I could leave for her... something to show her I watched the video, that I enjoyed it, that I wanted to somehow do things like that with her. I grabbed my cell phone and moved to the bed, propping it up on a pillow beside me, concentrating the lens on my very hard cock.
I restarted the video and recorded myself masturbating for her and to her image and voice. I was careful to leave my face out of the picture, but the view she got of my cock was up close and personal. I tried to go slow, but couldn't help myself. Just watching the video was bad enough, but knowing that I was going to give my daughter a video of me playing with my cock drove me to orgasmic heights.
I talked through what I was feeling, telling her I thought about her when I was doing this, that I enjoyed watching her videos and reading her diary. I told her in whispers that I wasn't sure I even wanted to give a voice to, that I wanted to feel her mouth on my cock, I wanted to feel her pussy wrap around it as I pounded into her.
It took only a minute or two to cum, sending several sprays into the air as I grunted loudly. Some landed on me, some on her bedspread. I was breathing hard, almost groaning with every breath as I took the cell phone and brought it closer, showing my cock very close up, showing my cum leaking from the head, showing the strands of cum on my abdomen. I swirled my fingers in the white, sticky substance, making sure she got a good look, making sure she knew what she was doing to me.
I stopped the video and nervously wondered if I could finish the gift, wondered if I had the guts that she obviously had.
I looked up to see her video continuing, of her pulling out her vibrator and sucking on it, telling me how much she wished it was my cock. I looked at my phone and pressed a button to select sending the video to her email. With shaking fingers I typed her email address and sent it. I watched the swirling icon on my phone telling me the email was being sent and started getting scared again. I wondered if I should cancel it and was just about to when it stopped and said the email was sent.
I felt my stomach churn as I closed the book, stopped the video, and left her room... I didn't even bother to take the video out of her DVD player.
*****
Emily and I grew so much closer over the next week. She went out less and we spent a lot of time just watching TV together. We became more physical, with her hugging me and kissing me on the cheek... her sitting next to me on the couch or laying with her legs over my lap. She still left the bathroom just wearing a towel or left her door partially opened while changing, but I didn't say anything. I enjoyed her sexuality. I had trouble just talking to her, still, but it was nice to have some kind of female contact again... and it was nice to not be fighting with her all the time.
With her being home more, it was too difficult to go in and read her diary again, so I stayed away. I found myself fantasizing about her and masturbating more. I found myself wondering if she was listening, if she could see me... and not caring if she could. I didn't feel that I needed to hide any more. I almost hoped that she was listening.
On Thursday, October 25th, I slipped into my bedroom at midnight after watching TV and saw her panties lying prominently on my pillow. When I went to pick them up, they were soaked, smelling like her. I knew she'd gone to bed earlier, but didn't know what she was doing. I closed my bedroom door, turned off the lights and got totally undressed. Lying on the bed, I rubbed her cum-soaked panties against my cock until I came... and did it again... and then wiped up my cum with her panties, doubly drenching them. The next day, before I left for work, I laid them on the end of her bed while she slept.
Saturday, October 27th, she finally went out with friends again and I was able to sneak into her bedroom and read her diary again. I decided to read what she'd been thinking and doing over the last week.
==================== Sunday, October 21, 2012
Dear Diary and Daddy, I was absolutely FLOORED by the video you sent me! OMG, that was fucking incredibly hot! I have to tell you that I laid on my bed watching it last night... with my vibrator in my ass... and spanking and rubbing my clit RAW! And then to be around you all day long... I knew you had to notice I was gone a lot, playing with myself! Fuck me, I want that cock! I want to be next to you when you cum like that! ====================
I had noticed she was more flushed and had disappeared a lot during the day... but I really didn't know what she was doing. By the time I read this, I'd almost forgotten about the video. I figured she'd comment on it in person as soon as she got it. I'd thought she'd embarrass me, telling me how disgusting it was and was almost prepared for the worst, but it never came. I felt a heavy weight lift hearing her encourage my perversions instead of demeaning me over them.
==================== Wednesday, October 24, 2012
Dear Diary and Daddy, I liked sitting on the couch with you tonight, but I gotta tell you, I could feel your cock against my leg. You had to notice how often I shifted, accidentally rubbing against it, feeling it get harder and harder, almost throbbing.
I caught you looking at my legs, too, and intentionally wore my loosest shorts for you... and caught you glancing up and through the leg holes, hoping to see a glimpse of my pussy. I don't know if you realized I spread my legs a little wider for you, and took my panties off before I ever sat down... letting you see what you want.
Your shyness is cute, daddy... and I love teasing you!
You need to give me another video to masturbate to! ====================
I figured she had to have caught me looking at her. I couldn't help it! And my cock was definitely straining the front of my pants as it pushed against her legs. It was only my shyness that kept me from grabbing her and fucking her. But I noticed my shyness disappearing more and more every single day. I wondered if it was just a matter of time.
I started masturbating again when I started reading the next entry. It was about the night she left her cum-soaked panties on my pillow.
==================== Thursday, October 25, 2012
Dear Diary and Daddy, I had an incredible fantasy about you daddy, after seeing some more of the porn you like to watch... I'm your bad, little girl... the one you just have to punish. You make me stand in front of you, facing away from you, and peel down my pants and panties, a stern but excited look on your face. You make me stand, holding my ankles as you first inspect my ass... stroking each soft cheek and then pulling my cheeks apart to inspect my always-wet pussy... then you spank me, just a little, almost making me fall over... then you pull me down roughly, laying me over your lap and spanking me some more... harder.
I play like I'm trying to get away, but you hold me down and only spank me harder.
I love being spanked daddy!
You make me tell you what a fucking slut I am, make me tell you what I did all day long, who I fucked and sucked. You spanked me for wanting to suck on your cock, telling me how dirty and nasty that was... how much of a slut that would make me. You slide a finger into my pussy and ass, telling me I have to be a good little girl... I agree with you, telling you that I'll be good if you keep fingering me just like that... and then cum all over your hand.
I'm playing with my pussy now as I imagine this... cumming so nicely again and again. My panties are so fucking wet! I wiped myself off with them and slipped them under your pillow... just so you'll find them. Are you going to cum on them daddy? Are you going to spank me for being such a slut... your slut? ====================
Oh God my cock was throbbing... the head was purple as I squeezed and jerked it! I didn't know how much more of this I could take... I hadn't been with a woman for so long! And here I was, for the last few weeks lusting over my own daughter, wanting to fuck her... and find out that she wants to fuck me too.
==================== Friday, October 26, 2012
Dear Diary and Daddy, mmmm... what a nice, tasty present to wake up to today! My panties soaked with your cum... mmmm!
I love you daddy! I want you daddy! ====================
I put the book down, shaking with complete desire, thinking of Emily licking my cum off her panties while I masturbated once again. I was cumming so hard and it felt so natural to think about cumming in Emily's mouth.
*****
Emily and I continued to play this little game of both of us teasing the other while pretending we're not, while pretending we don't tell each other we want to fuck. But Halloween came around and Amber came over so both of the girls could change into their costumes. They were going to some kind of party... which in my sex-riddled mind meant another orgy.
I was sitting in the living room when both girls emerged, Emily wearing a genie outfit, with wispy fabric barely hiding her body, and Amber wearing a skin-tight cat-woman suit. Emily came up to kiss me and just when I thought I'd get her cheek, she turned, kissing me directly on the lips. Her lips lingered for a moment and then I felt her tongue slither out against my lips, tasting me. I was shaking, scared and excited, my hardon suddenly raging. She broke free after a minute and, surprisingly, Amber followed her, kissing me, too.



The girls giggled when Amber broke from the kiss, both girls looking directly at my crotch then back at my face, and scurried off out the door. They knew the affect they had on me and they enjoyed their power.
A half hour after they left, I slipped into Emily's room and grabbed her journal. The last entry was yesterday...
==================== Tuesday, October 30, 2012
Dear Diary and Daddy, I keep thinking a lot about you, about fucking you. Your birthday is coming up in two weeks and I thought I'd give you the best present ever. I found some incredible black stockings and panties, just like the one's in the pictures, the one's you like so much. And I've been talking to Amber and I think she's going to join me. I hope you don't mind that I showed her your video. She figures that since I fucked her parents, she gets to fuck you. Not that she didn't want to anyways, THE SLUT!
I hope you're masturbating just thinking about it... two tight little pussies fucking and sucking you silly for hours and hours and hours! We'll even eat each other's pussy while you fuck our asses... Mmmmmmm... now that's a nice thought!
And maybe you can tie us up until we're completely helpless and do anything you want...
We're both very naughty girls, daddy, and need a firm hand to keep us on the straight and narrow.
I don't know if you've seen them yet, but I put all of my videos on my dresser now, just for you to watch. Maybe watching me get fucked and play with myself will help you keep that precious cock hard until I fuck you myself. ====================
It's been less than a months since I've been reading her journal and growing so much closer to my daughter. Now, my birthday is closing fast... November 12th. And I have a feeling I'm going to have to take that day and the next off of work...
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"I'm sorry you walked in on that," my mom said just after she and my dad were caught. After she turned forty, it was like the two were glued at the hip. They couldn't keep their hands off each other. I was just eighteen years old, horny as hell, and their pawing at each other didn't help.
On that particular morning, I walked downstairs to the kitchen for some breakfast before class and my dad was standing behind her, his arms wrapped around her robe-covered body, and was touching both her exposed breasts and her pussy with his mouth buried in her neck. I just stood there in shock as I watched his fingers tweak her hard nipples. Her breasts were so big, and it seemed like her nipples were enormous and erect all the time.
His other hand was teasing her clit and sliding inside her wet pussy. I could hear the wet squelching sounds above her soft moans. It made my cock instantly hard. And I was embarrassed as hell when she looked up and saw me. She immediately covered up and kissed my dad so he could leave for work.
He apologized when he came home later that night, but I remember well when she apologized. Right after the incident, I went up to my room in embarrassment and complete horniness. I lay back on my bed and immediately began masturbating to the image. She was not acting the motherly type, but I knew why my dad was horny for her. At fifty his libido was still high... and since she was only forty and had a knock-out body, he couldn't resist. What man could?
While I was masturbating, my mom knocked on the door. I quickly covered up before she entered, but I bet she knew what I was doing. Still in her robe, which frankly didn't cover up much, she stood there and apologized that I saw that. She said that she and my dad were just really in love and couldn't help it. She said I'd understand one day.
I couldn't help but stare at her boobs behind her flimsy robe! The boobs that my dad had been fondling. The nipples he had been pinching and pulling. She even caught me looking and just smiled when our eyes met, so I mumbled my own apology for seeing them and did everything I could to just leave the house and go to school. God I was so embarrassed! But ever since then I couldn't help but be attracted to her. She was nothing like a typical mom. She wore revealing clothing... sometimes without a bra... sometimes just wearing a robe or a bikini around the house. And it drove me crazy. I bet I masturbated two or three times every single day just thinking about her.
When I was nineteen I noticed that she kept the bathroom door partially opened when she showered. Granted, it was off the master bedroom and was technically private. But after stumbling in there one day, looking for a book my dad had wanted me to read and finding the bathroom door open, I spent a lot of time there every day afterwards, just hiding behind the doorframe, watching her shower. I couldn't believe how hot she was, standing there naked, her hands roaming over her body.
And at the end of every shower, she'd masturbate. She'd lean back against the wall, her hand buried in her pussy, and she'd stroke it hard and fast while her other hand squeezed her breast. That image was burned into my brain and only intensified my desire for her... a desire that I was embarrassed to even have, but couldn't help. She was my mom for heaven's sake. It wasn't right!
But even as I thought that, I found my cock hard in my hand and I stroked it until I came. Every time.
After that, when I showered, I even left my bathroom door slightly open, hoping against hope that she'd be interested and peek in. I was hoping that seeing my naked body, seeing me masturbate in the shower, would get her all hot and bothered. All in all, I wanted her to want me as much as I wanted her. I caught what I thought were glimpses of her, some shadows, but nothing more. I was never sure if she spied on me or not. In my imagination she did... and that led to intense fantasies.
It wasn't long before I migrated to watching porn online, especially MILF porn. And I started stealing her panties from the laundry. I'd smell how good they were while I rubbed my cock in the privacy of my room, looking at videos and pictures. Then I'd wrap their silkiness around my cock and stroke myself until I came all over them. Afterwards, I'd slip them back into the laundry so she wouldn't find out.
I specifically remember the day of my twentieth birthday as the day that changed everything. My mom was going to take me to school because my car broke down. So after I showered and dressed I went downstairs to the kitchen for breakfast. As always, mom was with dad before he went to work. I could hear their noises as soon as I got to the bottom of the stairs. And as I'd done more of recently, I crept to the archway leading to the kitchen and peeked inside.
My mom was on her knees in front of my dad. They were turned so that my dad was facing away from me and mom's head was moving in and out. I couldn't see everything, but I had a pretty good idea what she was doing and I got instantly hard. I started stroking myself through my jeans as I just stood and watched, leaning against the archway.
She was wearing the flimsy robe she normally wore and it was untied and draped open. I could see her breasts gently bouncing behind it and, below, she wore a pair of frilly black panties that seemed to barely hide her pussy. Every now and again her hand would slide between her legs and into her panties as she fingered herself.
I was surprised after about 30 seconds when she looked up and saw me. Our eyes locked and I got the faintest hint that she wanted me to watch. Maybe it was the slight smile. Maybe it was a glimmer in her eyes. I don't know. She didn't slow down, stop, or do anything to indicate to my dad that I was even there. And it seemed to me that she even redoubled her efforts to make him cum for her, using her hand to stroke his length while she rhythmically sucked on just the tip.
The sucking, licking, and moaning sounds she was making were driving me insane with lust and they obviously excited my dad, too. He was groaning softly with nearly every stroke and every suckle. I could only imagine what it felt like to be in her mouth like that. And I had to admit, it was a fantasy of mine.
"Cum for me," she whispered while pumping his cock with her hand.
With a loud series of grunts that my dad could barely suppress, he came in my mom's mouth. She let it all fill her, dutifully swallowing every drop, not daring to let his cock leave her mouth. She sucked and licked him gently for another minute as he calmed down.
She finally stood and kissed his cheek, telling him how wonderful he was and how wonderful he tasted.
"We can't keep doing this," he said sternly. "It's... it's not right. You're my wife not some fucking street whore." He kissed her back on the forehead curtly as he refastened his pants. I could see a little disappointment in her eyes before I ducked and hid again. I heard him turn and walk out the door to head for work as I bolted back up the stairs to my bedroom.
"Vince?" I heard her call behind me. "Vince?" She was walking up the stairs to my bedroom. "I'm not mad at you, I just want to talk."
My cock was raging beneath my jeans as I fell onto my bed. I wish I could just run away, hide, and beat off. But she wouldn't let me. And now I was trapped. I heard her knock lightly on my door.
"Vince? Can I come in a second?" she asked. And then the door opened, slowly. She closed it behind her after she entered. Her robe wasn't tied, but it draped down to hide much of the body I'd seen exposed just minutes ago. Her breasts were covered at least.
She was an incredibly sexy woman and my cock leapt, throbbing with desire for her.
"Again, I'm sorry you walked in on that. I swear we don't plan to..."
"It's ok," I said, barely able to make eye contact. In fact, my eyes were unable to leave her chest, barely hidden behind that thin material and threatening to be exposed any minute.
"Ok. Ok." she said softly. "There was something else I wanted to ask you about, too."
"Yeah?" I asked, impatient. I just needed to be alone. I just needed some relief. She walked closer to the bed, reached down, and pulled one of my magazines out from under my mattress.
"This."
"Oh my god mom!" I said, now even more embarrassed than ever. I tried to grab it from her, but she moved it away too quickly. I covered my face with my hands. Could this day get any worse?
"It's ok Vince... really. I just... I wasn't spying on you or anything, but I found these while I was taking your sheets off to wash them. Honest. I don't really care if you look at them. I... I was just wondering..."
"What?" I mumbled from behind my hands.
"I noticed the women in these magazines are older... with younger guys. Is... is that something you like looking at? Is that something you... you fantasize about?" She was holding the magazine, rifling through the pages, looking at one or two as she passed them.
"I don't know," I answered, too embarrassed to tell the truth and unable to even look at her.
She opened to one page and gave it a better look. "I have to tell you that these pictures are... pretty hot." She turned the page around to show me. It was one of my favorite pictorials, too, with an older woman and a younger man. The woman was undressing in front of him while he masturbated. "Do you... like looking at older women's bodies?"
She set the magazine down and just looked down at me. "I know you've watched me in the shower." She held the edges of her robe, threatening to open it as I stared in disbelief. "I often wondered if you'd come in. If you'd just walk into the bathroom and open the shower door, catching me. And then..." she didn't continue her fantasy, but I had a good idea what she was thinking.
"I have to admit, I watched you, too... while you were in the shower. A few times at least. I assume you left the door open on purpose. Maybe hoping I'd watch you. Your body... excited me," she said, licking her lips. "It's hard to see behind the glass doors, but what I did see... was incredible."
She stood there with a far-away look in her eyes, as if reliving the memory... and fantasy.
"Do you like looking at my body?" she asked timidly. She opened her robe wider, let it slide down her arms, and tossed it aside. Her hands moved up her torso until she grabbed and squeezed her breasts.
I was completely captivated, unable to move or speak as this unfolded before me.
"Do you like my breasts?" she asked as her fingers lightly circled her nipples. I watched them get very hard by her touch and it excited me. "Most guys like to call them tits," she said as she pinched and pulled her nipples. She moaned softly as the pain and pleasure radiated through her body. "Do you call them tits?"
"Yeah," I said softly, my eyes transfixed on her chest. "They're... beautiful," I mumbled.
"Say it," she whispered. "Please..."
I was confused for a moment, wondering what she wanted. But then hit me. "Your tits are beautiful."
She smiled, her eyes shining with lust and need. "I like that. It sounds... dirty... to hear you say it." She played with her tits for a moment, her fingers pinching and pulling her nipples before she lifted it to her mouth and licked them. Her hands then slid lower as she watched my eyes, watched the expression of desire and lust on my face. Her hands found her skimpy, black panties and one slid inside, obviously sliding over her clit.
"Do you call this a... pussy? Or maybe cunt, like they do in the magazines? They like to show their cunts to those young boys, don't they?"
I sat dumbfounded, my cock throbbing in my pants. I couldn't take my eyes off her hands, her fingers dancing between her thighs.
"Tell me Vince. Say it."
I nervously licked my lips and could hear her moan in response. "Your pussy looks so good."
She smiled, hoping to hear just that. "I see you're getting excited," she whispered, looking directly at my crotch. My cock was certainly hard now, painfully hard, pressing against the front of my jeans. "Aren't you?"
"Yes," I whispered. I was very excited, to put it mildly.
"Tell me how excited you are Vince... please...," she begged softly.
"Watching you is making my cock very hard," I said simply.
She smiled, her body sagging as pleasure slid through her body. Her fingers were more insistent now, circling and periodically sliding inside her wetness. "Can I... see it? Please?" she begged, excitedly.
I nervously unfastened my pants with both hands and slid them and my boxers down and off my legs. She was naked, so it made sense that I would be, too. But... what if I wasn't big enough? What if I wasn't enough for... her? I mean she was older. She's had to have been with a lot of guys.
"Mmm...," she moaned and growled in the back of her throat as my rigid shaft came into view. "God... you are a big boy." She was right by the bed, but I could tell she wanted to be on it. She wanted my cock. "Please... please touch yourself," she begged again. "Show me... show me how you masturbate." She was almost breathless with anticipation and desire. One hand moved to her breast and squeezed it, pinching her hard nipple. "When I think you're watching me in the shower, I think about you standing there... masturbating... wanting me."
My hand moved to my shaft and I began stroking it up and down as I watched her. The sexual tension was so high. But I was reasonably inexperienced, so I wasn't sure where this would go.
"God you look so... so good," she whispered, her body responding to her own touch. "I liked seeing this in the magazines. What do you think about when you masturbate?"
I smiled as I looked at her playing with herself. It had to be obvious who I thought about.
"Do you think about... me?" she asked, obviously hoping that it was true.
"Yes, I do," I moaned softly. My cock was getting even harder, throbbing in my hand. I knew I was going to cum soon. "I think of you masturbating in the shower."
"I like that. I like knowing you watch me... and get a nice, hard cock because of me. Do you think about it being my hand on your cock, sliding up and down it like yours is? Or maybe my lips kissing it, then sliding over it as I push it to the back of my throat? Like in the magazines... those women on their knees, with that young hard cock deep in their mommy's mouths."
I groaned at the thought of her lips on my cock.
"Or maybe you think about my pussy?"
"That makes me very hard," I whispered.
"What gets hard, Vince?" she asked, our eyes meeting.
"My cock... my cock gets hard thinking about your lips on it." I saw her shudder and her eyes closed for a moment. It was like she had a little orgasm or something. "I get hard thinking about you being on your knees for me, like you were for my dad. Sucking on my cock."
"God, I love to have a hard cock in my mouth," she whispered, almost hesitantly. As if she were embarrassed. She didn't want to tell me all this, but couldn't help herself. "I love pleasing my man and having him tense up with his cock deep in my mouth. I love feeling his cum flood my mouth."
"Oh god," I moaned, my orgasm so close as I envisioned what she was saying.
"Do you think of me sucking on you or... of you fucking my mouth?" she asked.
I was embarrassed to admit my fantasy, but I did. "I think of fucking your mouth," I whispered.
"Mmmm... that's what I need, Vince," she said, almost desperately. "I need... I need to be... used. I need to be forced to do things... nasty things. I need to be treated like a... a whore. Just something to fuck whenever you want... however you want." She looked at me as if she bared her soul to me, as if I held the power of life and death over her.
I groaned as I began cumming. Spurt after spurt leapt into the air and fell onto my chest. Then it oozed out the tip, dribbling over my hand as I continued stroking it out of me. I could hear mom cumming, too, grunting loudly, gasping and panting for air, her hand a blur on her pussy as she bent over, trying to remain standing.
It took a minute or two for both of us to calm down and we just sat there, looking at each other sheepishly. As if neither one of us knew what to do or say next. She slowly bent down and extended her hand towards my cock, but I grabbed her wrist. She didn't fight me as I brought her wet fingers to my face, first smelling them, then licking, and sucking them into my mouth one at a time. She moaned softly, watching her fingers slide in and out of my mouth, watching and feeling my tongue move around each one.
She stood there confused and excited. I lowered her hand, moving it towards my cum-covered erection. I was still so hard. I slid her hand against my shaft and released her wrist, letting her softly cradle my cock in her hand until she began slowly stroking it. She was staring at it as if entranced and amazed. She was breathing hard and licked her lips.
I raised my cum-covered hand towards her face. She stood there looking at it, licking her lips as if desperate for a taste. I moved my fingers, combining them, separating them, letting the sticky cum slip and slide between them.
"You want it, don't you?" I asked.
She licked her lips and blushed, embarrassed that she wanted it so badly.
"I know you do. And you're going to be my dirty mommy from now on."
She nodded, looking so excited. "Yes," she whispered. "I'll do anything... anything you want."
"For now I want to watch you to lick the cum off my hand... slowly," I said softly.
"Yes... thank you..." she whispered again and leaned forward to lick my fingers. She slowly licked each one, her tongue snaking up one side, then the other. I heard her moaning with each lick, relishing the taste, relishing the dominance I had over her. "I love your cum," she whispered before I fucked her mouth with three fingers.
"Mommy loves my cum," I corrected her.
She shivered. "Yes... mommy loves your cum. Mommy will be your whore... anything you want... please...."
"I gotta get to class," I said as I pulled my fingers from her.
*****
I made it to class on time but my mind certainly wasn't there. It was on her. My mom. My slutty, whore mom. I could feel my cock harden as I thought of what had happened and thought of what might happen in the future. So many ideas flooded my brain and made is so very hard to concentrate on my professor.
I went out with Toby, my best friend, right after classes. We went out to one of the local bars and shot some pool to kill some time and blow off some steam. I fought with myself on whether to tell him what had happened or not. I was sure he would find it hot, too, but... you never know. The last thing I wanted was to lose my best friend... or get my mom in trouble. So I kept my mouth shut.
An hour into our time out, though, I got a text from my mom.
"Thinking about you... and this morning..."
I typed a response, while Toby took a shot and waited for me.
"Thinking about it, too, all day."
"Get you a little excited?" she texted back with a smirking emoji.
"HELL YEAH!" I responded. "Never been harder!"
"Good!" she texted. "Mommy-whore needs more!"
"You gonna shoot or what?" Toby asked, getting a little impatient with me.
"I'm shooting," I said, setting my phone aside for a moment. He hadn't left me a good shot, so I missed, and immediately got on my phone again.
"Mommy-whore needs more what?" I teased.
"Mommy-whore needs more of your dick," she typed back, again with the smirking emoji and a heart emoji.
"Dude, you're taking forever. Are you sexting someone or something?" Toby asked, laughing.
"As a matter of fact, I am," I smiled.
"Dude! Seriously?" he yelled and came over to try to see as I hid the phone from his view. "What? I wanna see."



"No! I'm not going to show you!" He reached for my phone but I pushed his hand away. "No way!"
"Fucker!" he said, laughing and sulking at the same time. He moved back to the pool table and his beer. "I'd show you."
"And I'm sure I'll show you, too, just not right now." I picked up my phone and glanced at the latest message she'd sent me.
"You tasted so good... I need more!" she had typed. Another message followed. "Tonight?"
I smirked. She was definitely a greedy whore. And I knew I could learn to work with that. I typed a quick response. "Definitely... and every night! If you want to."
Her reply was very quick. "It's not about what I want. Please don't ask. Take! Take me! Take what you want!"
I sent back a smirking emoji before going back to my game with Toby. We had a good night together, lasting until about 1:00am, but my mind was continually pulled away to my mom. We played more pool, we drank shots, we laughed and we even connected up with a couple girls for a while. But... what was waiting for me at home just wouldn't let me go.
When I pulled in the driveway, it was just before 2:00am and all the lights were out. I wasn't drunk, but I was feeling pretty good and feeling pretty damn horny. In the dim light, I made my way up the stairs and walking into my room. Without even turning on the light, I undressed and slipped into bed. My thoughts turned to mom and I could feel my cock raging hard, needing attention. And I remembered what she said.
"Take! Take me! Take what you want!"
Damn! That's what she really wanted. Should I do it? Could I? I couldn't get this out of my head... my need for her on one side... and my shyness and fear on the other. But... if that's what she really wanted me to do...
I grabbed my phone to verify that was really what she said. That in my stupor and low lighting I didn't just imagine it.
On the text were two pictures that she'd sent after I'd put away my phone. I'd missed them completely. The first was a picture of her finger half-buried between her lips as if she was pretending she was sucking on a cock. I could feel my cock twinge with a desire to replace that finger. The second picture was of her hand pulling away her panties, showing me her bare pussy, her lips large and distended, her clit so beautifully full and swollen.
And the words of her text were exactly how I remembered them. She wanted me to just take what I wanted from her.
I wrapped my fingers around my cock and tugged it a few times. The pleasure swirled inside me and I couldn't help but let out a moan. Somehow it made me bolder and I swung my feet over the edge of the bed and stood up. It was two steps to the door and then I was down the hall, standing at the door to my mom and dad's bedroom. I was breathing hard, realizing what I was about to do... and it both scared and excited me.
I slowly opened the door and heard my father's slow breathing and deep snoring that told me he was sound asleep. In the low light from the window I could see them both on the bed, my mom closest to me. I walked slowly towards the bed and stood looking down over her. This was it. This was the line. Could I cross it?
She was turned towards me, one arm outside of the sheet that covered the rest of her body. Her arm was bent, her hand resting over her stomach. I reached out and lightly touched her shoulder, crossing the line of no return. I could see her eyes open in the dim light and she sat up on her arm looking over at my dad. He was still snoring, completely oblivious of us.
I backed up as she pulled the sheet from herself and got out of bed. She took my hand and led me out the door and into the hallway. When we got there, she turned towards me, obviously excited. She was breathing hard and licking her lips in anticipation and it fueled my desire for her. She was wearing only a thin silky top, with small straps over the shoulders. It went to her waist with only her thin panties on below. I couldn't wait to see her in the light.
"How can I please you?" she whispered, almost giggling, leaning so close to my ear I could feel her hot breath on my shoulder.
I grabbed her upper arm and pulled her behind me towards my room, towards privacy, where I knew I could really do as I pleased. She followed along, willingly, and excited. When we got inside my room, I pushed her ahead of me and softly closed the door. She stood in the center of my room, facing me, as I turned towards her. I leaned forward and turned my bedside lamp on, lightly illuminating the room. She looked incredible in the low light. I could clearly see her breasts and nipples beneath her thin top.
"Please.... use me," she whispered as I stood there in indecision.
"Take off your top," I ordered, feeling a little uncomfortable telling her what to do. But she quickly did as I asked, pulling it over her head and tossing it aside. Her breasts were indeed beautiful, her nipples hard and protruding. I touched them with my finger tips, lightly, moving my fingers over them and over her nipples. Her eyes half closed in pleasure and her body shook with desire. I moved closer to her, until our bodies were almost touching. My cock was tenting the front of my boxers, hard as a rock and throbbing. I held her breast with my full hand, squeezing it and then squeezing her nipple, pulling it slightly.
"Your hand feels so good," she moaned, closing her eyes for a moment.
"Take off your panties," I ordered again.
She smiled and bent down to push them down her legs before stepping out of them and kicking them aside. She then stood right in front of me, completely naked, ready and willing to do anything I asked of her.
"Is your pussy wet?" I asked, my hand moving over her abdomen.
"Sopping wet," she whispered.
"Good." My mind was racing, wondering what I should tell her to do. Would she do it? Would she really do anything I asked her to do? So far she was... I decided to just do what she mentioned. Take what I want. "Kneel," I commanded and she slowly dropped to her knees, her eyes resting on my bobbing prick right in front of her. "Pull down my boxers."
She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers and slowly pulled them down, gently easing the elastic band around my hard pole. She helped me step out of them and then laid them aside. My shaft was right in front of her face now, just inches away. It was practically bobbing with every heartbeat it was so hard.
"Tell me you love my cock, mommy."
"Oh, god, mommy loves your cock so much, baby!" she said eagerly. "Mommy wants to make it so happy."
"Kiss it."
She smiled and leaned forward until her lips touched the tip and give it a very soft kiss. "Mommy loves your big, hard cock," she whispered and kissed it again. Over and over she repeated it, kissing my cock over and over, all along the shaft and tip.
I was practically trembling at the sensation. Her touches were only making me more excited.
"Open your mouth," I said excitedly. She obeyed immediately, sitting back on her heels and opening her mouth wide for me. I knew she knew what I was thinking. "Stick out your tongue." Again, she obeyed immediately, extending her tongue as far out as she could. She was excited... excited for my cock... excited for my cum... and excited for my abuse.
I reached down and cupped her face, running my thumb over her cheek, nose, lips, and tongue. She sucked on my thumb for a second, obviously trying to encourage me to move forward. My cock throbbed as I felt her hot, wet mouth encase my thumb. I pulled my hand free and slid it into her hair, entangling my hand there.
I held her head tightly in my hand as I rearranged myself even closer to her, laying my cock right on her extended tongue. I could feel it's warmth on the bottom of my shaft and felt it move slightly in her eagerness for it. She was breathing heavily, anticipating my move to put it all the way into her mouth.
Our eyes met and feeling a flush of desire overwhelm me I pushed forward, slowly sliding my cock into her mouth. Her lips immediately closed on it and she helped suck it deep into her mouth. The heat and wetness felt so damn good on my cock... and the sucking and swirling of her tongue on the underside of my shaft, too... god I was in heaven!
I let her slide her mouth up and down my cock for a minute, going from deep into her throat all the way out until the tip just left it. It was an incredible sight and I could tell she was thoroughly enjoying it, too. She was just like the women in the pictures; she was getting off by sucking on me. She was getting off by submitting to me.
"Yeah, baby," she moaned. "Mommy loves sucking on your cock. You taste so good, baby."
I grabbed her head with both hands and let my hips slowly start moving, forward and back. This only seemed to excite her more. She forced it to the back of her throat, making her gag on it, then pulled out again. Her spit and drool were everywhere, dripping from my cock and dripping from her chin. Her face was so wet with it.
Our eyes met. "That's it baby, fuck mommy's face. Use my mouth as your fuck toy," she said as she let my cock slide over her face, wiping her spit all over it. "I'm your face pussy. I'm your cunt, baby. Your fucking whore."
Before she could say more, I pushed back between her lips and thrust my cock all the way to the back of her throat, then I pulled out again. I thrust in and out, in and out, gathering speed as I held her head still, fucking her face. I felt her hands on my ass, encouraging me, even as she was gasping for breath and moaning loudly.
At one point I was worried that she couldn't breath and she was going to pass out, so I pulled out of her mouth. She took a deep breath before demanding "more!" and sinking her mouth onto my cock yet again. So I fucked her more. I pushed deeper. I fucked her like I wanted... like I saw in the magazines and saw on the internet. She wasn't my mom any more... she was my fuck toy. My face pussy.
I fucked her face until I came, grunting. My body tensed up as so much pleasure coursed through me. I felt every spray launch into her hot mouth, filling it to the brim, and then overflowing, dribbling onto her chin and dripping onto her chest. All the while she was gasping and moaning and squeezing my cock, never wanting me to pull free.
I pulled my hips back to pull free, but she fought me for a moment, not wanting me to stop. My cock finally plopped out of her mouth and I watched her sit there, her hands moving over her face and body, smearing her spit and my cum all over herself. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen. I was breathing heavily and sweating. We both needed showers before going to bed.
I told her to go take hers first and I came out of my room just as she was emerging. She kissed me, thanked me, and hoped we could do more tomorrow. She was definitely not the mom I thought she was.
I got cleaned up and then went to bed, sleeping VERY well. Mom had taken a lot out of me.
By the time I woke up the next morning, my dad had already left. I had thrown on a pair of shorts and as I was walking downstairs, I heard the shower in my mom's bedroom. I opened their bedroom door and walked over to the open door of the bathroom and stood there. Mom was in the shower, masturbating. Her back was against the wall farthest from the water spout, her right foot up on the edge of the tub. Her right hand was buried between her legs while her left was squeezing her breast. It was a sight with which I'd become very familiar.
Was she thinking about me? Was she thinking about last night?
Steam filled the air, making the scene a little hazy. And her echoing moans and grunts were intoxicating.
I moved into the bathroom, emboldened by what had happened last night, my hand going to my cock and stroking it outside my shorts. I was so hard again. Just thinking about mom gave me a hard on now. She must have had her eyes closed because she didn't do anything until I slid the glass door open. It startled her and she quickly moved her hand and foot as if pretending she wasn't doing anything.
"Oh... Vince. You startled me," she said breathlessly. It was apparent I caught her close to her orgasm. Her skin was flushed from more than the hot water and she was breathing heavily. Her hands covered her breasts and pussy.
"It's a little late to be shy, isn't it," I asked, grabbing the waistband of my shorts and boxers and pushing them down my legs. My cock was at full staff now, bobbing again in front of me.
"I... I guess not," she whispered, eyeing my cock and letting her hands drop.
"The water still hot?" I asked, stepping into the tub and closing the door behind me. The small quarters meant we were going to be very close together.
"Yes," she whispered, caught off guard.
"And your pussy?"
"Steaming."
I smiled. Now the look of pure desire was on her face again. I walked forward, backing her up against the wall, and dropped my hand between her legs. My fingers slid along her channel, swirling in her juices, and feeling her swollen clit. She grunted as first one finger pierced inside, then another, and I began slowly sliding them into her.
"Oh... fuck!" she moaned, looking into my eyes. "That feels so fucking good."
"Music to my ears," I whispered. I slowly pushed my fingers in an out of her slick channel and felt her body tremble with every move. She moved her foot back up onto the edge of the tub, giving me even more room to finger her.
"Fuck," she moaned.
"You like my fingers in your pussy, don't you?" I asked.
"Yes... I fucking love everything you do to me... everything. Use me, baby. Just fucking use me."
I moved one hand to her throat, grabbing around it and using it to hold her in position, lightly choking her. "Yeah?" I asked. "You want me to use you, mommy?" I thrust my fingers into her harder, slapping my palm against her clit. She was writhing, her hips moving to help me as her moans echoed in the small space.
"Fuck..." she hissed, barely able to speak. "Oh baby... you... make... mommy... feel... so... good..." she said, punctuating every thrust of my fingers with a hiss of breath.
"Your pussy is definitely steaming," I whispered into her ear. "Now tell me what you think about when you masturbate like this."
"Baby... I... I think about you touching me. I think about you making my pussy such a fucking wet mess and then not letting me cum. I think about you fucking my mouth... or my pussy... or my ass."
I stopped my thrusting for a moment and started repositioning my hand. "You like it when I play with your ass?" I'd seen guys fucking their mom's ass on the internet and in the magazines, but I never thought I'd get to do that. I squeezed her neck a little more as I moved one finger into her asshole, slowly pushing it inside along with two fingers into her pussy.
"Fuck yeah! It's been so long since I've had my ass filled, baby," she whimpered, pushing down on my hand. I started moving slow again, pushing my fingers in deep and then pulling them out almost to the tip. It took several thrusts until my finger was completely embedded into her ass, but it seemed to only excite her more. "Oh god!"
"What else do you think about, mommy?" I asked, curling and uncurling my fingers inside her pussy and bowels to show how much control I had over her.
"Oh god... Oh fuck that feels good! I think about you abusing me in public... making everyone know I'm your dirty little whore... making me fuck and suck your cock... or random strangers for you... every hole filled for you... every orgasm for you."
"What if I invited all my friends over to fuck you... I bet you'd like that... wouldn't you? All those cocks to fuck and suck. All those hands all over you... touching you... teasing you. Everybody wanting you, knowing just how much of a whore you are... how much of a fuck toy you are."
"Fuck yeah, baby... that's so fucking hot! Oh god, anything you want. Please! Oooooh," she moaned as my fingers found another sensitive spot. She was close to cumming now. She put her hand on my shoulder to help steady herself. Her legs were beginning to get weak as the pleasure built up inside her.
I leaned into her, keeping her body sandwiched between me and the shower wall. Her breast was pressed against my chest and I could feel her hard nipple.
"Cum for me mommy," I hissed into her ear. "Cum on your son's fingers. My mommy slut... my mommy whore... cum for me."
Her grunts filled the room and echoed off the walls of the tight space. She gushed wetness all over my fingers and hand that drizzled down her leg, her body slumping against me as she lost the ability to stand. I removed my hand after a moment and washed it off in the still-running shower. I let her rinse off as well, then took her hand and led her into her bedroom.
I crawled up onto the bed and patted it for her to be beside me. She hesitated, knowing that this was her marital bed, but soon followed my direction. As she moved in place beside me, her hand grabbed my cock and began stroking it, slowly. It was as if she couldn't help herself, she had to be touching it.
"Mmmm," I moaned. "That feels really good."
She leaned over, her face hovering over my cock. "Let mommy make you feel good, baby." I watched as my cock disappeared into her mouth and felt the hot wetness engulf me.
"Fuck!" I moaned again and her mouth slid up and down my length. Between the suction and the movement of her tongue my cock grew harder and harder. Then she pulled her mouth off me and began stroking it.
"Yeah, that's right, let mommy make you feel so good. Such a big, hard, beautiful cock... I bet it needs lots of attention... especially from mommy," she whispered, alternating stroking it and sucking on it. It felt incredible and I knew I wouldn't last long.
I was moaning and grunting under her ministrations, watching her pleasure me, while she constantly watched my reactions and talked to me like a slut.
"That's right baby. You like that, don't you. You like watching mommy suck on your cock. We can't let you go out all horny and frustrated. No. Mommy's gotta take care of you, doesn't she? She's gotta make sure you're taken care of... any way you want... any time you want. Are you going to cum for mommy? Are you going to give me all that yummy cum?"
It only took a few minutes to cum. She knew exactly what was happening and right on cue opened her mouth and let me spray into it again and again, filling it. She rapidly swallowed it and pumped my cock for even more. I don't think I'd ever cum that much in my life, and still she stroked my shaft, trying to get more out of it.
We stayed in bed for another hour, idly fucking and sucking, until I had to leave for class. And then for the next three months, she did pleasure me, almost every single day.
*****
When her birthday was getting close, I was having a hard time figuring out what to get her... but then remembered something that she'd said, something that really excited her.
To this day I remember that night. The night I created the perfect present for her.
My dad had gone away on a business trip again and I sat in a hotel room with my friends. They only knew they were going to have a fun sex-filled night for almost nothing... what I'd charged them barely even covered the cost of the room as the four of us sat on the beds and chairs joking amongst ourselves, impatiently waiting.
She captured our attention immediately when she came out of the bathroom, only wearing a silky robe, a mask, and a scarf that covered her head. We didn't want anyone to recognize her, so I went to great lengths to find the perfect disguise. The look on her face was priceless when she walked towards us, obviously excited. The guys whooped and hollered their appreciation as she did a little twirl.
She walked into the midst of us and kissed me, putting both her hands on my head to make it a truly deep, tongue-lashing kiss. Then she released me. I knew the party had begun when she dropped her robe and began swaying to the music. We let her take her time, picking her man for the moment, dancing with him, touching and teasing him, and then slowly undressing him.



Once we were all naked and horny as hell, she was truly used to her heart's desire.
She was the most beautiful whore on earth. And she was mine.
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"Come on, Cap, you know the guy had it coming," Vince protested, standing in front of the desk of Captain Winn Hockings. "He... he took a swing at me."
"Come on Vince! You know that's not gonna cut it around here." Captain Hockings was in charge of the police detectives in the little town of Akron. Yeah, all five of them. "Next you're gonna tell me that Sanders will vouch for you."
"I'm sure she will..." They both knew Sanders was his partner, so of course she would. That's what partners do.
"Cut the shit, Reed. You're lucky Morales isn't pressing charges... yet!" He looked at the tall, young detective, angry yet understanding. He was a lowly detective, too, at one point. He knew that bad guys did sometimes deserve to be hit. Vince was just unlucky enough to have left a shiner, evidence of his abuse of the so called suspect.
Vince still stood his ground, waiting for the Captain to decide his fate for the near future. There was a stack of manila folders on his desk, case files yet to be distributed. Hockings grabbed one and tossed it to Vince. It slid to the edge of his desk and miraculously stopped without spilling over. Vince picked it up and scanned it.
"Whoa," he whistled. "Joey Venza finally got caught with his hands dirty?" Joey was one of the area's biggest crime bosses. He was into just about every criminal enterprise there was. They all knew he was dirty. But none of them could ever catch him.
"Yeah, it looks like he did. Claire Gregory stumbled in on a murder and is the only witness... and the only evidence we have against Venza. We need her to testify."
"Ok... nothing hard about that Cap, a couple beat cops can handle it... at least there's nothing a detective is needed for," Vince said, regretting it the moment it came out of his mouth.
Lieutenant Hockings leaned back in his chair, smiling, his hands raised and resting on the back of his head. Vince knew there was something diabolical going on in his head. "There's one thing you're needed for right now, Reed. Babysitting."
Vince's jaw dropped as he just stood there, staring at him, not knowing what to do or say. "Babysitting? Some college kid? Come on, Cap..." He started to protest, but the Captain quickly cut him off.
"Don't 'come on' me, Reed. You need some time to sit and stew and get out of the limelight until Morales is processed. And besides, Gregory is needed to testify. We can't let Venza get to her."
Vince shook his head, running his hand through his hair to push the loose strands back into place. He knew the Captain was right. It would keep him out of immediate trouble in case Morales decided to press charges and Vince knew that if he could do even one little thing that would put the great Joey Venza behind bars, then so be it.
"Where is she?" he asked at last, tossing the folder back onto the desk.
"Sitting in the office next door," Hockings said laughing. "Waiting for you. I had Carmichael get some food, clothing, and toiletries. They're in the car."
Vince looked out into the bullpen of desks out front and saw his partner, Detective Jennifer Sanders, sitting at her desk, watching the interchange between them through the glass. She knew Vince didn't look pleased, but knew it wasn't so bad either. She was good at reading him.
She watched Vince leave the office, keeping the door open as Captain Hockings rose from his desk and followed him out. Vince called her over with a twist of his wrist and walked to the office next door. They knocked, walking in the door with barely a pause, and a pretty little blonde girl turned towards them. She was sitting in one of the chairs, biting her nails. She was obviously very nervous and scared.
Vince was a little surprised. She looked older than twenty two. And she looked pretty damn good in her jeans and black blouse. Her cleavage was proudly displayed against the ruffles in the material.
"Miss Gregory," Vince said, putting his hand out to shake hers. "I'm Detective Vince Reed and this is my partner Detective Jennifer Sanders." She took his hand and shook it gently. It seemed so small in comparison to his, almost lost in it. She was just a kid. A scared kid. And a very, very important one. Jenn extended her hand and shook Claire's too.
"Nice to meet you," she said weakly. She was certainly not used to this kind of attention.
"We're going to take you somewhere safe where we can lay low for a while," Vince said. "It should only be for forty eight hours or so." He looked at Jenn who shook her head slightly. He could tell she wasn't too pleased with the assignment. He'd fill her in on the details later.
"Where are we going?" Claire asked, picking up her stuff.
"We have a safe house a little outside of town," he said. "It should do for a few days."
"Then what?" she asked, looking at Jenn. She looked so lost and helpless. She needed someone to watch over her.
Jennifer put a hand on her shoulder, trying to reassure her. "Once the guy's caught and in custody, you can go back to your normal life." Vince looked at Claire and then at Jenn. He knew that what she said was normally true, but with Joey Venza and his team of thugs and lawyers, it was going to be a long road. And likely a dangerous one.
Jenn grabbed some paperwork from her desk and led the way as they walked out of the squad room and down to the car. She helped Clair settle into the back seat while Vince moved around to the front, jumping behind the wheel. Jenn joined him and he started the car and drove out of the parking garage towards the highway.
"So what's the case?" Jenn asked before they hit the first traffic light.
Vince turned to her and smiled. "Joey Venza," he said.
"Are you shitting me?" she smiled back in disbelief.
"He killed someone and Claire witnessed it." He glanced in the rear view mirror to see if she was paying attention to them. Luckily she wasn't.
Jenn shook her head. "It's not often we get a break like this."
"Nope. So we have protective detail for the next few days."
"So, Claire," Jennifer said, turning towards the back seat and the scared woman. "Can you tell us what happened?"
Claire was wrenching her hands in her lap, obviously scared. "I was going home after a party, you know, late, the night before last. I got out of the elevator and heard arguing... two guys. One of them was my neighbor, Neil... Neil Steinhart. I just stood in the elevator. And then... then..." Claire looked down at her hands, starting to cry.
Jennifer reached a hand back, taking hers. "It's ok. We'll protect you."
Claire tried to choke back her tears. "Then the man just shot him. Right in the head. His head... just... it like exploded. And I must have screamed or something, because then the man looked at me... all surprised... and started moving towards me, but the elevator doors were closing.
"I pressed the buttons and the elevator moved down... stopping at different floors. I don't know how many buttons I pressed. Then... then the police were in the lobby... and they took me to the station."
Jenn turned back to the front and glanced at Vince, realizing the seriousness of their case. It was going to be a long couple of days.
*****
"Get me Mr. Venza," the greying detective whispered into his cell phone. "Yeah it's important!" He looked around nervously, making sure no one was paying attention to him.
"What is it?" the familiar voice of Joey Venza said on the other end of the line after a few seconds.
"Hi Mr. Venza... I... I have some information for you." Detective Sam Frymire was sweating and looked around again to make sure no one was watching.
"I'm listening."
"The safe house at 232 Fenn Road. There are two detectives with her."
"Got it."
Frymire shook his head, wondering how much he'd get for this. He was an idiot for not negotiating a price before he gave him the information. "Mr. Venza?" he asked nervously, before Joey could hang up the phone. "I was hoping I'd get a little something for the information."
"Yeah, Frymire, you'll get paid. Don't you worry nothin'." Joey hung up the phone, leaving Frymire standing on the street corner. He slipped the phone into his jacket pocked and flipped the collar up, trying to keep the rain out.
*****
The safe house they used was an old house out past the burbs. It sat on five acres of land and had no one around. The closest neighbor was a couple hundred yards away. The yard was big and open and there were plenty of places in the house to look out. With the location of the house out in the middle of nowhere, any car coming near would definitely be noticed.
It was a two-story house, probably a hundred years old. They unloaded the car and then moved it into the garage, closing the door again. The stairs and floor-boards creaked on the front porch as they made our way inside the house. It was minimally furnished and the rooms were a good size. Vince checked to make sure the alarm was still operational and scanned the place for vulnerabilities.
They walked around and found good rooms for Claire and for each the two detectives upstairs. Vince made sure the rooms weren't too close together, but close enough. They let Claire settle into her bedroom, closing the door to give her some privacy. Then they went down the hall, closer to the stairwell, and moved into Jenn's room. The bed was full-size and there was a small dresser, nightstand, and chair in the room.
Vince closed the door behind him and Jenn turned, smiling.
"Looks like we're going to be stuck here for a few days," she said, moving towards him, letting her coat slide down and off her arms before throwing it on the bed.
"Yes it does," Vince replied, his hands grabbing her and pulling her into his embrace. Her arms went around his neck as she looked up at him. At six foot, he was a bit taller than her five foot six inch frame. He bent down and kissed her, gently at first, but rapidly building in passion.
He felt her hand grab his cock through his slacks, stroking up and down, making him so very hard.
"Looks like it's going to be a fun few days," she said seductively. "What do you think we should do to pass the time?" she smiled.
He looked her in the eyes with a lust-filled gaze. "I think my cock will need lots of attention," he whispered.
Jenn laughed, looking down and watching as her hands unfastened his belt and unzipped his pants. She bit her lower lip teasingly as though even she couldn't wait to get his cock out. She looked in his eyes once more, smiling seductively as she slid down his body, pushing his pants and boxers down to his ankles. Her hands wrapped around his erection lovingly and she kissed it.
"Oh, I'll give this big boy lots and lots of attention," she said, sliding the head over her lips as he grunted, kissing and licking it. She swirled her tongue over the tip, paying special attention to the sensitive spot just below the head. Her tongue pressed into it and she giggled when his cock jumped away.
Her attention was focused on him as she slid it between her lips and pushed down as far as she could go. She was getting better and better at deepthroating him and felt him all the way back in her throat.
"Oh God," Vince groaned, loving how she did that.
Her mouth slid up and down his shaft several times before pulling out and licking it from the base to the tip several times. Her hands helped hold him, stroking it up and down and playing with his balls a little. She could feel him getting closer and closer to his orgasm. His eyes stared at her and became half-lidded with his pleasure. His mouth was open and he was panting.
"Damn I never tire of watching you suck me off," he whispered. "You're so fucking sexy."
She smiled and removed her mouth for a moment, letting her hands stroke him faster, one hand stroking fast up and down, the other twisting at the base. "I love being sexy for you. And I love your big cock, Sir... so fucking much." She engulfed the tip again and let her hands stroke him to make him cum.
"I... oh God... oh fuck! I'm coming baby," he moaned softly, putting one hand on her head.
She removed her mouth and opened it, pointing the tip of his cock right at it. Her tongue lazily emerged, ticking the underside of the head as her hands kept stroking him long and fast. With a grunt, he watched the first spray jet into her mouth and coat her tongue. Several more sprays followed, with Jenn looking up at him the entire time, her mouth wide open, until it was full of his cum.
When he was finally done, she swallowed and proceeded to lick and suck his softening member, smiling up at Vince as he breathed heavily.
*****
It was hours later, but time meant nothing in the ethereal realm.
The entity felt something disturb its slumber. It had been so long since it'd felt this... energy. Wonderful and delicious energy! It wanted more... so much more. The black void around it gave it no idea where it came from or how long it'd been sleeping. A dim light appeared in the distance, looking like the sun as it gave way behind storm clouds.
As a shadow, it moved towards the growing light, drawing closer and closer until it appeared as a doorway in front of it. The ethereal force emerged into a familiar space... a closet. His closet. The closet in his house. It was empty, but he saw the familiar bar, doorway, the shelf above. Yes... he remembered now. He lived here once. But that was so long ago. Had he been asleep that long? Everything was different about the room now.
A young, blonde woman was laying in the bed as it entered the room from the closet, drifting above the ground as if it was walking. It approached her, drifting by the bed, looking down on her. Her energy was strong. Not exactly what he'd felt before, but her energy felt wonderful. It reached down and pulled the blanket aside with a shadowy hand, exposing her body.
She wore a long shirt that barely fell to mid-thigh. It slid a spectral hand over her thigh. The girl moaned as bright blue sparks flashed between the entity and her flesh. The hand, barely more than a shadow in the dark, slid up and down her bare skin, the energy within the woman growing rapidly.
Her thighs spread apart wider as she turned to her back, moaning softly. One of her hands was draped over her stomach, holding her shirt in place. The entity moved a second hand to her legs, touching, sending sparks against her skin, making her even more excited.
She gasped as the sparks moved so close to her naked pussy, just beneath her shirt. The entity moved onto the bed, sliding between her legs, pushing them further apart. She tried to bring together, but he held them in a strong ethereal grip, far too strong for her to overcome. Spectral hands grabbed the bottom of her shirt, sliding it up her body, pulling it beneath her arm. The blue sparks erupted up her torso and over her exposed breasts as shadow hands pulled her shirt up to her shoulders and grabbed her breasts firmly.
Her nipples were hard, stiff points that the shadowy fingers pinched and pulled. She twisted beneath him, moaning more loudly now. It felt her energy grow very strong. It wanted more... it wanted all the energy she could give.
One ethereal hand grabbed her breast as the other slid between her legs. Bright blue sparks speared into her nipples and clit, driving pleasure all over her body. Her body convulsed making her wake up, her eyes opened wide. She tried to sit up, but couldn't, the entity held her down firmly as its hands continued to play with her.
She brought her hands between her legs, trying to grab its arm, trying to pull it away from her, but couldn't. And that arm was giving her so much pleasure. Her body shook beneath it, blue sparks of pleasure flooding over her clit. The more excited she became, the more energy she gave it, and the more ethereal sparks were generated only making her more excited.
She was so close to an orgasm and screamed, waking Vince and Jenn. They jumped out of bed, grabbing their guns and ran to Claire's door almost completely naked. Breathing heavily, they listened for a second before grabbing the door handle and turning it quickly, pushing the door open and leveling their guns in front of them, Jenn dropping to one knee by the door frame.
Claire's head rose from the pillow, her mouth open wide in a gargled scream as her eyes rolled back in her head, her hips arching up. She was having one of the biggest orgasms of her young life as Vince and Jenn watched over the barrels of their guns. Claire's continuous grunts of pleasure embarrassed them as her hips pushed in the air again and again as if fucking it. They lowered their guns and backed out the door, giggling to themselves, and whispering silent apologies
Vince looked at Jenn and smiled, shaking his head as he closed the door. "I didn't see that coming," he whispered as they walked back down the hall to their room.
"What I wouldn't give for an orgasm like that," Jenn giggled.
Vince opened his mouth in mock shock. "Well... now I'm feeling a bit incompetent."
She punched his arm. "Don't worry. You give me plenty of earth-shattering orgasms."
"Good!"
"And hopefully you can lick my pussy and give me another one now. That made me horny again." She smile seductively and slid into his arms, pressing her body against him. Her breasts pressed against his chest, the hard nipples scraping against his skin.
Vince smiled. He loved when Jenn ask him to lick her pussy. And he wasn't one to let her down. "Why don't you check the upstairs while I check downstairs. I'll check the alarm again and make sure things are secure. Then I'll come back and lick your pussy until you pass out. Deal?"
His hand ran down her side and slid over her panties. She trembled as his fingers circled her clit, and she pushed her hips against it, wanting so much more. "Deal," she whimpered.
Vince kissed her and pulled away from her embrace, bringing his finger to his nose and licking it as she watched. He turned and moved as silently as he could down the creaking stairs in the dark. He went to the front door and verified the alarm was still active, the green light showing the system was still engaged and ready. He walked around each room, checking to make sure every door and window was still locked and secure.
Something was bothering him and he didn't know what it was. The hairs on the back of his neck were warning him that there was danger here, but he couldn't see what it could be. And his intuition was never wrong.
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Sam Frymire set his phone in the cradle and stood. He looked around the busy squad room, making sure no one was paying attention to him. He picked up his coat and started out the door.
"Frymire!", Captain Hockings yelled from across the room. Sam glanced back, seeing the Captain in the doorway to his office, and kept walking as if he didn't hear him. "I know you can hear me, Frymire, God dammit!" He looked around the squad room, many eyes on him. "Do you guys not hear me or something? Is this Captain shit just a fantasy?" He went back into his office and slammed the door.
Frymire walked out of the station and into the street, turning left. He checked his watch and kept walking. It was only noon. He wasn't supposed to meet them for another half hour. He looked back towards the precinct and since no one was following, flipped a cigarette from the box, slid it between his lips and lit it. When he got to the park, he leaned against the railing facing Market Street and waited.
A green BMW sedan pulled up to the curb and the passenger side electronic window opened slowly until Joey Venza's face appeared. "Get in the back," he yelled to Frymire.
Sam looked up and down the street, verifying that no one was watching him as he walked to the car and settled into the back seat. He barely got the car door closed before the car pulled out from the curb. A big guy behind the wheel eyed him in the rear-view mirror. Joey's muscle.
They drove in the direction of the farm house and thirty minutes later Muscle pulled off the road and slipped the car behind a small stand of trees. All three got out of the car and surveyed the area. Small groves of trees dotted the large yards. A few houses were spread around. This really was a good safe house, Sam thought. You'd be seen from several hundred yards away.
"It's about a half mile up the road still," Sam said.
Joey looked up. "We'll go in tonight. Until then, we'll wait here and make sure they don't go anywhere. Who's in there with her?"
"Two detectives, Reed and Sanders. They probably don't have much firepower. You should be able to grab her easily."
Joey smiled. "What do you mean 'you'... you're coming with us."
Frymire looked scared. "Wait a minute, Mr. Venza. This wasn't part of our deal..."
"Fuck our deal. You're gonna help us off that slut and the two cops. You wouldn't want Bruno here to get confused as to who's side you're on now would you." His finger stabbed the air toward Sam in anger.
Sam knew crossing Joey Venza was a bad idea. He looked at Muscles, who was well named. His jacket teased open exposing his tight t-shirt beneath, covering large, rippling muscles. Under his arm was a shoulder holster and Muscle's hand pulled out the Beretta, making sure a round was chambered and the clip was full. Sam put his hands in the air defensively. "Ok, Mr. Venza... I get it."
"That's more like it," Joey said, pulling a shotgun from the front seat. He pulled the action loudly, chambering a round. "We'll go in as soon as it gets dark. Frymire will lead the way," he smiled. "I want you to surprise the cops and take care of them first. I'm going to have fun with the bitch before I kill her."
Sam was sweating, even in the light cold of fall. Giving Joey Venza information or special treatment was normal for him... but not murder. And especially not killing cops.
*****
Vince and Jennifer were sitting at the kitchen table, drinking coffee, when Claire walked into the room. They were surprised that she was still wearing her night shirt. Vince could feel his cock hardening as she moved aimlessly around the room, the shirt showing a lot of leg. Her legs were damn near perfect, he thought, long, tan, smooth. Her feet were dainty with a small tattoo on the right ankle. And he could tell the way her nipples poked at it that she wasn't wearing a bra. While her breasts weren't very large, they were very perky from the looks of things.
"Rough night last night?" Jenn asked smiling, first at Vince, knowing that he was checking the girl out, then at Claire. Jenn knew she and Vince had an active night. When Vince came back from checking out the downstairs, he proceeded to make good on his promise to lick her pussy. When he walked in the door, she was sitting on the edge of the bed, naked, her fingers circling her clit in anticipation. He smiled at her then grabbed her and flipped her over, making her stand beside the bed, her chest laying on it. Without even a small hesitation, he fell to his knees behind her, snaking his arms between her legs and grabbing her hips, forcing her legs far apart with his wide shoulders and strong arms. His tongue slid inside her so fast her head was spinning. She had an orgasm almost as soon as his tongue touched her clit, but without letting up, he brought her to four more over the next hour. Their late night translated into a late morning.
Claire turned away from the sink, her right hand going to her head, looking confused, as her left hand set on the countertop for balance. "Yeah... I think... I..."
"You ok?" Vince asked protectively, standing up. His chair made a loud scraping noise on the floor, breaking the quiet of the late morning.
"Yeah..." she whispered. "I think so." She shook her head a little as if trying to clear it of cobwebs. Vince suddenly noticed her eyes, how blue they were this morning. He wondered why he hadn't noticed that last night.
"I think she's in shock," Jenn said. "You need to lay down." Jenn rose and took Claire's arm, leading her out of the kitchen and back up the stairs to her bedroom.
"I'll go out and check the grounds again," Vince yelled, grabbing his jacket and slipping out the back door. He pulled his Glock from his shoulder holster and verified it was ready. The air was brisk and his breath formed clouds as soon as it left his nose and mouth. He started walking out into the yard, heading towards the tree line two hundred yards away. His eyes scanned several of the clumps of trees scattered about the yards, but didn't see anything.
Half-way there his cell phone rang. He pulled it from his pocket. Captain Hockings. "What's the good news Cap?" he said, answering it.
"I don't have any," Winn Hockings' gruff voice said from the other end. "Be on your toes. Joey Venza got out on bail."
"Damn it!" Vince yelled, a little more loudly than he wanted. "Can't the fucking D.A. do anything right?"
Winn understood his frustration completely. "He tried. Joey has a lot of friends. I'm afraid you're going to be there longer than we anticipated. Are you ready for this?"
"Yeah... she'll be safe." He thought about the weapons they had brought, thankful that Carmichael had thought to pack a couple extra shotguns and ammunition in the trunk.
Vince heard Winn sigh on the other end. "We need her, Reed. Joey is going down finally."
"Aye aye, Cap," Vince said angrily. He hung up the phone cursing under his breath.
*****
"Here we go," Jenn almost sang as she led Claire into the bedroom. She heard Vince yell up that he was going to check outside again as she was turning down the blankets and helping Claire sit on the bed. She turned to pick up the pillow that was lying on the floor when Claire suddenly grabbed her upper arms from behind in a steel grip. "What...?" she started to say before pleasure blasted through her body. Blue electricity seemingly seared her skin where Claire's hands grabbed her and her body became like Jello.
She moaned loudly as Claire moved her body against her, Claire's hands moving up and down her arms teasingly as her lips caressed Jenn's neck. Claire nibbled on her neck and ear as her hands slid under Jenn's t-shirt and over her abdomen. She almost came from the contact so close to her pussy.
Jenn could feel her pussy throbbing with need, so wet, so wanton. "Oh my God," she moaned again as Claire's hands moved up her torso and onto her chest. Her bra couldn't stop the blue lightning from arcing between Claire's hands and her flesh. Every bolt sending yet another surge of pure pleasure through her body.
Claire's hands slid into her bra cups, pressing against her breasts, squeezing them again and again. Jenn's nipples were so hard and pointed, digging into the palms of Claire's hands. Jenn's own hands stroked over Claire's and then pulled her t-shirt higher. Claire helped her pull it over her head and off, throwing it on the floor, Claire's hands never leaving her body.
Jenn felt like she was going to scream as an orgasm raced through her body. She would have doubled over and fallen to the floor if Claire hadn't been holding her. Through the haze of her orgasm, she could hear Claire moaning loudly in response, the energy of her orgasm feeding the entity inside her and giving her pleasure.
Jenn turned and the two locked their lips together forcefully. Claire's soft lips and probing tongue were definitely different than the men Jenn had kissed. But the passion was no less. She could feel Claire's hands behind her, unfastening her bra and pulling it off her body.
They excitedly broke their embrace as Claire started kissing down Jenn's neck again, onto her collarbone and over her chest. Jenn's hands gently cradled Claire's head as her lips and tongue slipped around and over Jenn's nipple, making it ache with desire. Claire bit her nipple, making Jenn moan, then bit it again.
Jenn was panting loudly, her hands pulling and tugging at Claire's hair, completely overtaken by the intensity of the pleasure coursing through her body. "Oh fuck," she gasped as Claire kissed lower, dropping to her knees and kissing Jenn's bare stomach. Jenn was shaking like a leaf. She wanted to lay down, but never wanted this feeling to stop. She felt Claire unfasten her jeans and pull them down her bare legs, kissing her lower abdomen, just over her pussy, as she pushed them lower.
Jenn looked down into Claire's eyes as she stepped out of her pants, pushing them aside. Their blue color was brilliant and shocking, almost glowing. She gasped as Claire smiled at her lewdly and extended her tongue close to Jenn's clit, a bright blue stream of lightning flashing between them straight into Jenn's pussy.
Without even touching her, Claire slid her tongue close to her pussy, curling it teasingly, letting the lightning discharges from her tongue pulse pleasure into Jenn's sensitive flesh. Jenn moaned loudly, throwing her head back and closing her eyes tightly as she came again.
Claire laughed, feeling exhilarated from the pleasure that Jenn was generating. She pulled down the older woman's panties, her hands then going to her ass, gripping her tightly as her mouth pressed into Jenn's pussy. Her tongue slid between her labia and flicked over her clit as Jenn's knees buckled, her head swimming in pleasure. Only Claire's hands were holding her upright as she seemed to come again and again.
Jenn felt as if her body was floating as Claire moved with her to the bed. She fell into it, or Claire tossed her, Jenn didn't know which. Claire moved onto the bed slowly, her eyes full of blue, electric lust. Jenn felt drained of energy, almost helpless as Claire kicked her leg over her body, facing away from her. She watched as Claire's ass slowly moved up her body, an inch at a time, closer and closer to her face. Claire's wet, swollen pussy, drifted closer and closer. Jenn's mouth was almost watering, even though she'd never been with a woman before.
Claire's pussy hovered over her mouth as she felt the younger woman lean down and lick her clit. She shivered with excitement, closing her eyes and panting and moaning. She felt something against her lips and when she opened her eye's, Claire's pussy was right there, begging to be licked.
Blue lightning shot into her lips and tongue from Claire's pussy as she opened her mouth and began licking the soft, soaking wet flesh. Her entire body was covered in blue lightning as the two pleasured each other for what felt like an eternity. Orgasms flowed freely as Jenn's body reacted to every pleasure and gave as much back as she could.
Her body was floating, moving and drifting to waves she couldn't see or feel. Darkness overtook her and even in the darkness there was pleasure. Her body was tingling with it. She could sense Claire... Claire's mouth on her pussy... Claire's pussy against her lips... and then she thought of Vince's touch... Vince's hard cock thrusting deep in her mouth... and then there was something else... someone else... and finally, there was blackness.
"Hey, Detective!" Vince's voice was loud in the house, waking Jenn up. She shook her head, wondering where she was, wondering what had happened. "A little sleepy?"
"What?" she asked, looking around, trying to get her bearings. She was in the living room, lying on the couch, an Afghan blanket was draped over her naked body. "Oh my God... I..."
Vince stood in the middle of the living room looking down at her, smiling. "Um... did you lose something?" he asked, laughing.
"Yeah... um... I seemed to have lost my clothes," she laughed with him, confused as to how that had happened.
Vince looked around the room casually as he walked in a circle. "Where are they?"
"Look, Vince, can we talk about this after I get dressed?" she asked, standing, wrapping the Afghan around her.
"Sure," he said, drawing the word out suspiciously. "How's Claire, by the way? I hope she's not missing any clothes," he chuckled into her receding backside.
Jenn winced at his chuckling as she walked up the stairs to her room. At the top of the stairs she glanced toward Claire's room. The door was closed. She found some clothes, dressed and came downstairs again. Vince was looking out the front window, towards the street.
"By the way, Cap called," he said when he heard her hit the bottom of the stairs. "He said Joey made bail."
"Shit," she muttered. "How are we going to play this?" She slipped her shoulder holster on and checked to make sure her Glock was loaded.
"I have a bad feeling. We need to be ready for tonight." He turned and walked towards her. "I want to check every door and window and make sure we're sealed in. Then I think we'll make a few surprises, just in case." He smiled, putting his hands on her arms. "Everything ok?" he asked, truly concerned for her.
"Yeah... I just... I just don't remember what happened this afternoon." She put a hand on his arm. "That freaks the hell out of me."
His brow furrowed. "Yeah, me too. But I need you 100%. You good?"
"Yeah, Vince. I'm good." She smiled, almost believing it.
She saw Vince look at her strangely, as if studying her face.
"What's wrong," she asked.
Vince shook his head. "Nothing. I guess I just never saw the blue tint in your eyes before."
"My eyes are brown," she said matter-of-factly, pulling away and looking around the room for a mirror.
"Well, not completely." Vince walked back to the front window, thinking about the house's defenses. Joey's goons were going to come in, but they weren't going to come in hot. Joey's ass was directly on the line now. They were going to try to get to Claire without an all-out war starting... probably making it look like an accident. And that gave him an advantage.
"Oh my God," Jenn said loudly from the downstairs bathroom. "They are a little blue."
Vince shook his head and smiled. "A good detective would have noticed sooner," he laughed. "Come on, Detective, we need to get moving.
*****
The two spent most of the day, going through the house and determining their plans for different contingencies. All of the doors and windows were locked and alarmed. There were a few trip-wire sensors out in the yard and Vince moved them a little, to a new location, just in case Joey had help.
He strung a trip wire across the front and back door jams, between the door and the screen door, at knee level. Both of those were connected to flood lights that he moved inside the house, pointing them towards the door. Then they spread the few guns they had throughout the house, for fallback positions.
When the sun started to set on the horizon, Vince was looking out the front door again, anxious to get this over with.
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"What do you think of that one?" Sarah asked, handing the perfume sample to her friend. Her youthful innocence drove Hannah crazy.
"It smells too much like something a little girl would wear," Hannah said sarcastically. Hannah was a year older than Sarah, although, being held back a year they graduated at the same time. Sarah, even at nineteen, seemed to not be as mature as Hannah, often times reverting to what Hannah considered little girl behavior.
It frustrated her, but Hannah seemed bound and determined to pull the girl into womanhood.
"Which one do you think Tyler would like," Sarah giggled.
"Ooooh," she laughed. "Sarah's got the hots for a married man." Sarah slapped her in the arm playfully. "Believe me, you put on just about any lingerie and perfume and you'll have him eating out of the palm of your hand... or eating somewhere else, if you know what I mean. That's even better."
"Hannah!" Sarah gasped, reddening in embarrassment.
"Oh, sorry little miss innocent. How long have you been babysitting for them?"
"Two months now," Sarah admitted, moving on to a perfume sample that Hannah held for her. "Tyler is just so sexy! Thank you so much for helping me get the job. I'm surprised you didn't want it."
Hannah touched her friend's shoulder. "No problem. It just wasn't me. I want to go out more anyways," she said proudly. "My new boy toy is really interesting. He's married, too, you know." She smiled deviously as Sarah gasped at her, leaning towards her and whispering.
"Married? What are you doing with a married guy?" she asked. "Where did you meet him?"
"I met him out at a bar I snuck into," she laughed. "What am I doing with him? Oh, my... what am I *not* doing with him. He fucks me everywhere we can," she smiled. She leaned into her friend. "Just two days ago I gave him a blowjob while going through the carwash," she laughed.
"Oh my god," Sarah backed away as if the words stung her, her hands lifting to her face. Hannah could see the smile, though, and the desire to know more in her eyes. Sarah was always jealous of her friend. Hannah was such a trouble-maker when they were growing up, always in trouble but always having fun. Hannah was frequently picked up by the police, had spent a little time in juvi hall already for a wide range of things like shoplifting and vandalism. Her parents were almost non-existent in her life, completely unable to control her.
And Sarah's life was so different. She was considered a good girl, always staying out of trouble, always getting good grades. No one understood how these two girls were friends, but while Hannah's parents hoped the good girl would influence their daughter and welcomed their friendship, Sarah's parents tried to discourage the friendship, hoping Hannah wouldn't corrupt their daughter.
"And I'm going out with him again tomorrow night," Hannah admitted, grabbing a bottle of expensive perfume. "I'm gonna let him fuck me in the ass this time," she admitted putting the bottle underneath her shirt, into the waist band of her jeans.
"Hannah!" Sarah hissed. "You can't take that."
Hannah smiled back at the good little girl. "Watch me," she smiled.
While Sarah looked very nervous, Hannah was perfectly calm and collected. The two walked slowly out of the store, no one seemingly paying them any attention. They easily slipped into Hannah's car and the two drove back to Sarah's house.
"You want this?" Hannah asked her, pulling the bottle from her pants. "It smells wonderful."
"You don't want it?" Sarah asked, surprised.
"I'm going to get another one..." she smiled wickedly, handing the bottle to her friend.
*****
"No, I didn't get a chance to even look at the homework," Sarah said, sitting on the couch at Tyler and Jessica's house. She put their son Noah down for bed four hours ago and he was fast asleep. Now she was just waiting for the two of them to get back from their date. She was expecting them at their usual time of midnight and it was already 11:30pm.
"Chill, Madison. I'll get it done. I have all day tomorrow.... No, I didn't hear about it... Really?.... Wow, sounds like fun... Are you going?"
Suddenly, the silence of the house was broken by a loud knocking at the door. Sarah got off the couch quickly and moved to the door.
"Madison, I gotta call you back later," she said, hanging up the phone. She looked through the window by the door and saw Hannah standing there, impatiently waiting to come inside.
Sarah opened the door. "Hannah? What are you doing here?" she asked, completely surprised. "I thought you had a date tonight?"
Hannah pushed past her friend, smiling broadly. "I did, but it's done for now. He said we might get back together later." Hannah moved into the living room as Sarah followed. Hannah's eyes scanned the place approvingly. "They have such a nice house," she said. She moved to the dining room, found the liquor cabinet and opened it. "And such nice alcohol."
"Hannah, you can't do that! I'm not allowed in their liquor. They'll be home any minute now!"
Undeterred, Hannah opened the bottle she found and took a drink from it. "Damn, that's good," she said, smacking her lips. She held the bottle for Sarah. "Want some?"
"No! Hannah, you gotta put that back before they get home!"
Bottle in hand, Hannah walked over to the bureau and opened it, pulling out the case with their expensive, silver silverware. She lifted out a handful of the metal items, setting them down on the table.
"This'll get me some new lingerie," she smiled.
"What???" Sarah was completely flabbergasted.
"They don't need it and won't even find it missing for months," Hannah said, pulling out the rest of it.
"What's going on here?!" demanded a loud male voice from across the room. Both girls looked up to see Tyler and Jessica standing there, looking at them angrily. "I said no friends over, Sarah," he continued.
Sarah looked at them, shrinking in fear. "I know Mr. Sullivan, but... she just..."
"And put that bottle down, young lady. You should know better than that, Hannah." Tyler walked over to her and grabbed the bottle, wrestling her for it before finally wrenching it from her grip. "You two, go sit on the couch. Right now!"
Hannah was laughing when she sat down, but Sarah was whimpering in fear and embarrassment.
"You won't be laughing when I call the cops, Hannah," he said sternly.
"I don't think you're going to do that," she giggled.
Tyler pulled out his cell phone and opened it. "And why wouldn't I?" He dialed the first digit when he was startled by Hannah.
Hannah leaned forward, reaching behind her and pulled a gun out of the waistband of her jean skirt. Sarah pushed away in fear as Hannah leveled it toward Tyler.
"Because I have a gun."
"Whoa," Tyler said, putting his hands out defensively. He closed his phone and set it aside.
"THAT'S RIGHT YOU SHIT!" Hannah yelled, standing up. She moved over to the couple and grabbed Jessica by the back of the head, throwing her over to the couch. "Sarah, tie her up to that chair," she smiled.
Sarah looked at her, nearly helpless in her fear and uncertainty. Everyone was looking at her.
"Sarah," Hannah said calmly but firmly. "Stand up... grab that roll of tape from the table... and tie her the fuck up."
"Ok," Sarah whispered, stunned, as she stood, grabbed the tape and led Jessica to one of the dining room chairs.
"Pull the chair in here. I don't want her to miss a thing," Hannah giggled. "This is going to be a party!"
Sarah pulled the chair into the living room, near the couch, and motioned for Jessica to sit in it. The older woman looked at all of them, with a calm shock and sat down. Sarah pulled at the tape and patiently entwined it around her wrists, locking them to the back legs of the chair. Carefully following orders, she taped the woman's ankles to the front legs.
"And to keep her quiet, tape her mouth shut," Hannah giggled.
Sarah pulled off a strip of the tape.
"YOU FUCKS WON'T GET AWAY... mmmmhmmhmhmm," Jessica yelled before the tape was strapped across her mouth.
"She is just a bitch, Tyler," Hannah said softly, moving in front of Tyler. "But you won't mind what we do tonight. I promise." Looking directly into his eyes, she put the gun against his abdomen as her other hand stroked his erection. "Sarah here has told me how hot you were... and I must say, you're definitely packing."
"Just take the bottle and get out of here," he said, disgusted with her.
"Oh, we're here for more than a stupid bottle of liquor," Hannah smiled at him, her hand firmly gripping his shaft and stroking it through his dress slacks. "And we're gonna take it all." She grabbed his zipper, pulled it down, opening the front completely. He stood watching her, feeling helpless as his blood began to boil with desire... desire he knew he had to fight.
Hannah was skilled, however, and knew what she wanted. Her fingers surrounded his erection and began stroking it's length, making him harder and harder. She pushed his slacks and boxers down, forcing him to step out of them as she led him to the couch using his cock as a leash.
"Come over here and have a seat," she said, pushing him back.
Sarah stood by Jessica still, watching as Tyler sat on the couch, his cock standing proudly. She'd always wondered what he looked like naked, and now knew for sure. Just as she always dreamed, he was hot! His cock was so hard and long, just as she had envisioned it.
"Sarah, come here," Hannah said, standing back a step, still looking down at Tyler. The younger girl, embarrassed, walked to her, unable to look down. Hannah smiled, seeing the girl's predicament. "Oh, jeez, looking at it is not going to kill you." Hannah turned Sarah around to face Tyler and pushed down on her shoulders, making her kneel between Tyler's legs. "There, that's much better."
Sarah looked up and down Tyler's body, torn between wanting to run away and hide and wanting to jump on him.
"Touch his thighs," Hannah ordered.
Tyler kept his hands to his side and watched hopefully as Sarah's hands raised up and settled on his thighs, slowly stroking them. His cock twitched with desire and need as the young girl aroused him more and more.
"That's it... see what you're doing to his cock? Damn! It's so big," Hannah drooled. "Now touch it!"
"I'm sorry Mr. Sullivan, I have to..." she whispered, her hands coming up to encircle his hardness. Slowly, they stroked up and down his length, feeling the soft skin and hard shaft beneath. "Oh my god," she whispered, never taking her eyes off it. Her desire for him fully overtook her embarrassment.
"Fuck," he gasped, letting out a gust of air, obviously enjoying this. "Please just leave."
"See how hard you got him?" Hannah asked, totally ignoring Tyler's plea. "Wait 'til you make him cum." Hannah knelt down beside the younger girl, her face right next to Sarah's ear. "Kiss it," she whispered.
Sarah looked at her for a moment and then brought her full attention back to Tyler's cock. Instinctively, she licked her lips. Tyler groaned at her lustful gaze, making her look up at him.
"He wants it... can't you feel his cock throbbing?" Hannah whispered again. "Do it."
Sarah leaned forward, never taking her eyes off of Tyler's face. "I have to," she whispered just before her lips caressed the head of his cock. Her lips slid over and back as she laid soft, gentle kisses all up and down his shaft. Her hands kept stroking him, keeping him on edge the entire time.
"Fuck yeah," Hannah encouraged her. "He's going to blow so much cum." She leaned in closer to his cock, making Sarah stop for a moment. "Here," she said, "do what I do." She kissed the head of his cock for a moment, her hand stroking the shaft firmly, and then let it slip between her lips. She sucked hard on the tip, her cheeks becoming so sullen, making Tyler groan loudly. She giggled, slurping loudly, and released his cock. She pointed it at Sarah.
Sarah bent forward and duplicated Hannah's motions, sucking hard, making Tyler's hips lift off the couch in pleasure.
"Ooooh, look at this Jessica. Little Sarah is sucking your husband off, and he's loving it!" Hannah gloated.
Tyler's hands caressed Sarah's head, his fingers sliding through her hair encouragingly. His hips slowly rose and fell as the girl continued sucking on him.
Hannah sat back. "That is so fucking hot Sarah. But I'll bet your pussy needs lots of attention from that monster, doesn't it?"
Sarah stopped sucking and gulped in air, trying to catch her breath. She nodded her head a little, as she looked at Hannah, caught up in everything the older girl was making her do.
"Stand up," Hannah ordered, crawling closer to her friend. Just as Sarah stood, Hannah's hands moved to the front of her shorts and unfastened them. Sarah seemed too captivated to help to stop her, as her shorts fell to the floor, followed by her damp panties. "God, you're wet," Hannah said, bending in and lightly licking her pussy.
Sarah jumped in surprise, but felt her pussy convulse with need. Hannah giggled at her and sat back again, her hands stroking her thighs.
"Fuck that monster, Sarah. You know you want to."
Sarah looked at Jessica, and saw the woman's eyes watching her every move. The look on her face surprised Sarah. It wasn't anger or disgust. She saw... lust.
"I'm sorry Jessica. I hope you can forgive me, but I have to fuck him." She slipped a leg on either side of his, sitting on his lap. Her hand grabbed his cock and stroked it some more. Tyler groaned, obviously over-excited and needing this.
"I'm sorry Mr. Sullivan... I'm so sorry... but I need it," she whispered as she guided his cock into her pussy, sitting down on it until it was completely inside her. She closed her eyes and started moving rapidly, sliding up and down his shaft, unable to control herself. Her head fell back as she hissed and moaned, enjoying every feeling his shaft was giving her. His hands moved to her hips, helping to control her and slow her to match his upwards thrusting.
When she opened her eyes again, she saw Hannah moving in front of her, standing on the couch. She was naked and stood between Sarah and Tyler, her shaved, damp pussy just inches in front of Sarah's face. Hannah put her hands on Sarah's shoulders for balance and pushed her hips backwards, pushing her pussy and ass into Tyler's face, practically sitting on him.
Hannah hovered over Sarah, moaning, obviously enjoying what Tyler was doing to her, her breasts swaying slightly with every move.
Sarah was so close, her insides contracting and squeezing, a flood of pleasure coursing through her. She suddenly stopped feeling the heat all throughout her body and let out a hiss of air as she came.
"Oh God... fuck..." Hannah yelled making Sarah look up at her. The two locked eyes as Hannah came, her hands holding tightly onto Sarah's shoulders. She then stepped aside and helped Sarah off. Tyler's shaft was still so very long and hard, soaked with Sarah's juices. When she looked up, she saw his face and mouth shiny with Hannah's juices too. He was breathing hard, obviously needing to cum so bad.
Hannah pulled Sarah down to kneel on the floor again, her hands grabbing his shaft and roughly stroking it. "Watch this," she whispered sliding up and down harder and faster. Tyler's hips gyrated and rose and fell as he neared his orgasm. Sarah watched his face as it contorted in obvious pleasure.
His teeth gritted hard and he excitedly moaned as he peaked.
"Oh, yeah... that's right... cum for us... yeah.... oh yeah!" Hannah said loudly as his cock started spraying its white, sticky fluid, striking them in the face and chest as she directed it. She continued to stroke him as the jets hit Sarah's face and then Hannah's, but the girl didn't stop.
Finally, the spraying stopped and his cum simply oozed out over her stroking hand. Hannah released his cock, bringing her hand to her mouth and licked some of it off. She looked over and saw Sarah watching her and moved her hand to Sarah's lips, pushing her finger between them to give Sarah a taste.
"Now that's just tasty," she whispered. She got up and grabbed her clothes, pulling Sarah up with her. "We gotta go," she said hurriedly. She moved quickly over to Jessica and bent down, kissing her firmly on her tape-covered lips. "Thanks for the use of your hunk. I hope this doesn't ruin our friendship," she giggled. She moved to Tyler and kissed him firmly, too, followed by Sarah.
"Time to blow," Hannah said, pulling the half-naked Sarah out the door.
*****
"What if they call the police?" Sarah cried, knowing they were going to be arrested soon. She lay back on her bed, her head in her hands.
"Don't worry about it," Hannah chided her, pulling her shirt on over her head. "They're not going to call the police. I'll make sure of that," she said, raising the gun. Sarah looked at her aghast. "No, I'm not going to kill them, just frighten them a bit."
Hannah moved to Sarah's bedroom window, climbing out onto the roof near the tree.
"That was too fun, Sarah. We're going to have to do that again." She grabbed the tree limbs and gingerly descended.
*****
Hannah crept in the door, glad it was unlocked. The house was dark and quiet, just as she expected for two in the morning. Light filtered in through the windows, lighting her path as she crept up the stairs, gun in hand. The carpet crushed beneath her feet and the stairs quietly creaked with every step as she ascended as quietly as possible. At the top of the stairs she turned left, towards the master bedroom, where she knew the middle-aged couple would be asleep.
She stopped at the door at the end of the hall. It was open a crack, as if invitingly. She glanced in, but couldn't see far. She pushed gently, hearing the barest of squeaks from the hinge. She could barely make out the sleeping bodies on the bed in front of her as she crept forward.
She stood at the end of the bed looking down upon it. She was starting to breath heavier as she realized what was going to happen. Her aggressiveness early had excited her so much that she wanted to relive it, again and again.
She put her hand on the bed preparing to crawl up onto it when a voice behind her surprised her.
"It's about time." A light in the corner of the room flicked on, temporarily blinding her. Hannah turned towards the sound, not knowing what to expect. Jessica was sitting in the corner, wearing black lingerie draped over her body. She was sitting on one foot, the other on the floor encased in black high heeled shoes.
"I enjoyed that little stunt you pulled earlier. But now it's my turn to be in control. Take off your clothes."
Hannah heard a ruffle in the bed behind her and glancing that direction saw Tyler sit up, smiling at her. She dropped the gun on the bed and pulled her t-shirt over her head and unfastened her bra, letting it slide down her arms.
"Mmmm... lovely..." Jessica moaned. Her hand slowly descended between her thighs and Hannah could see her fingers slide slowly back and forth across her clit. "Now the skirt..."
Hannah felt Tyler standing behind her, panting excitedly. She unfastened her jean skirt and let it fall to the floor. She was left standing in her G-string as she stared at Jessica. Slowly, she hooked her fingers in her panties and pulled them down, letting them slide down her long legs, too. Then she stepped out of them, moving just a little closer to Jessica.
"You're just so high and mighty aren't you?" Jessica asked, letting her legs part, her hand never stopping. "You think that just because we let you pull that little game today that you're on top? I don't think so," she said, nodding her head to Tyler. He grabbed Hannah roughly, pulling one hand behind her back and grabbing her neck roughly with the other.



"That game was for *our* pleasure, not yours. You do as *we* fucking say. Remember that."
Jessica stood and moved the two steps to Hannah. She stood in front of the young girl, face to face, nose to nose. "I do enjoy playing with you though, slut. You have such a lovely tongue." Jessica kissed her roughly, pushing her tongue between Hannah's lips as the girl stood held in place. Jessica pulled away as Tyler turned Hannah around and led her to the bed, throwing her down onto it. Then both he and Jessica slowly crawled onto the bed.
"Now it's time for you to play the victim," Jessica said moving to Hannah's head, her knees straddling it. Tyler grabbed Hannah's legs and lifted them, placing her calves on his shoulders, holding her legs straight. She could feel his hard cock pressing against her cunt lips, sliding along them, just barely inside.
"I want Sarah to come back and play some more. I really want to taste her pussy. Maybe she can apologize or pay restitution. But, if not, I want you to think of another friend you can bring over for us to play with. Understand?" Hannah nodded as Jessica settled her wetness onto the young woman's face, moaning as her tongue slid inside her. She felt Hannah groan as Tyler pushed inside the tight pussy, forcing himself as deeply as he could.
Hannah had only a second to think about how to bring Sarah back over to play before her mind was awash with the sensations of pure sexual pleasure.
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The night was dark, the moon not even wanting to show itself. Vince and Jenn sat in the dining room, which sat between the kitchen and the living room, between both the front and back doors. It was a strategic location for defending the house. Jenn's job was to watch the back, Vince's the front. Their Glocks sat on the table in front of them, extra clips sat on the floor near the archways that led into the room. Two Remington shotguns leaned against the walls by the archways, too, their heavy artillery.
They barely spoke a word, barely breathed. Each knew that this could go very badly.
"Claire ok?" Vince asked in the stillness.
"I dunno," Jenn answered quietly, looking at the table. "She's kind of out of it. Did you notice how blue her eyes are?"
"Yeah," Vince sighed.
"Something's happening to us."
"I know. We'll leave after tonight," Vince said softly, placing his hand on her forearm reassuringly.
The lights from an approaching car flashed in the front window and they both looked up. Vince squeezed her forearm and stood, moving to the archway that led into the living room. "Get ready," he whispered.
Jenn moved to the back archway, crouching down, her pistol ready in her hand.
Vince watched the car's lights as it stopped in the driveway. They could hear a car door shut and saw the silhouette of a person against the lights as he walked onto the front porch and to the door. The person hit the door hard three times, knocking.
Suspiciously, Vince moved to the side of the door and peered out. The blackness kept him from recognizing anyone. He used one hand to deactivate the alarm, flicked the porchlight on, and swiftly pulled the door open. A man stood holding the screen door open, one hand raised, shielding his eyes from the offending porchlight.
"Reed?" Frymire asked. "The Captain said we were moving you tonight."
"Frymire?" Vince didn't look too surprised. He suspected Frymire was dirty. "Tonight?"
"Yeah. Grab the girl and lets get out of here. It's cold as hell."
Vince looked hard at him. Why a man would throw away a good career was beyond him. "Sorry, but I'll have to clear that with the Captain." He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone, taking his eyes off Frymire for only a second. But a second was all the dirty cop needed.
Frymire lifted his gun towards Vince. "Put the gun and phone down, good buddy," he said softly. Vince dropped the gun and phone to the floor with a clatter. "Back up," he commanded, flicking the gun to double indicate his wishes. He took a step in the door and felt something strike across his shins and then break loose. Too late to react, powerful spotlights turned on, blinding him. He lifted a hand to shield his eyes as Vince lunged, grabbing the gun arm and twisting it out of the way.
Vince was stronger than Frymire and younger, but the older cop still had some fight in him, especially with his life on the line. He fell forward into Vince and twisted his arm back, putting the gun between them. They struggled for control, both knowing that one shot at this close a range would be the end for one of them.
Jenn heard the scuffle and moved to the front archway, her gun held low. She crouched down and raised it, hoping for one good shot. The spotlight cast harsh shadows on the wall as the two fought for control of the gun.
The two fell to the ground and a moment later the gun went off, the harsh sound echoing through the small room. Jenn waited a moment, holding her breath, wondering who was going to rise, when a crash at the back door indicated more assailants. The spotlight flashed on in the kitchen before she could get to the archway and saw a large shadow enter the room. She shot, but it went wild. Shadows moved everywhere and it was hard to determine what was a true target. She moved swiftly into the room and turned towards the target, firing again.
She missed as the bulking man dropped behind the stove. As she moved for a better angle, her blood froze as she heard a voice behind her.
"Don't move a muscle, cop," Joey said triumphantly. "Now, drop it... slowly."
Jenn closed her eyes realizing her mistake too late. She released her hold in the gun, letting it fall to the ground. The large, muscled man came out from behind the stove and grabbed her gun from the ground as she felt a pistol push into her back, an arm wrap around her throat.
"Let's go," Joey said, hissing into her ear. She held her arms up as Joey walked her into the dining room and through to the archway leading to the living room. "I have your partner," Joey said loudly. "Don't make me shoot her."
The body on the floor near the front door was lying in a pool of blood that was still spreading. She said a quick and silent prayer that it wasn't Vince.
"Put the gun down, Joey," Vince's stern voice came from their right. Jenn breathed a sigh of relief, happy to hear his voice, and saw him as Joey turned them both to face him, using Jenn as a shield. Vince's gun was leveled on them, steady.
"Awww... I don't think you get it yet." Joey moved them to stand in the middle of the room as Muscles raised his gun at Vince, hiding behind the archway. "I think you'll be putting yours down now." He sounded so smug, so condescending. Jenn could almost hear Vince's jaw clench as he admitted defeat. He dropped his gun on the floor and stood, raising his hands in the air.
"Bruno, grab some chairs from the dining room." The big man disappeared into the dining room and came back with two high back chairs, setting them down in the middle of the room. "Sit," Joey told Vince as Bruno yanked cords from the front window shades and used them to tie Vince's hands behind his back.
When Vince was securely fastened, Joey released Jenn and pushed her towards the second chair. "Sit," he commanded. "Bruno, grab some more rope."
Bruno glanced around, looking for more rope. He finally met eyes with Joey, looking lost.
"Look upstairs, dumbass," Joey said. "Use that meaty head for something..."
Bruno looked angry, but didn't talk back. He moved towards the stairwell and then stopped, slowly backing up as Claire came down the stairs. She was completely naked and glowed blue, even in the stark lighting of the spotlight. She walked as if she was looking for something, calmly and with a purpose. Near empty, black eyes scanned the room as she walked towards Vince.
"Damn," Bruno said, surprised, as he backed towards the wall.
Joey laughed. "Well, well... what do we have here?" He smiled, looking over Claire's beautiful, naked body. Her breasts were beautifully shaped, her nipples hard. They bounced enticingly with each little step. Her pussy was trimmed and obviously wet and swollen.
Claire looked at him with unseeing eyes, blue sparks flittering over her skin. As they all watched, she walked up to Vince bent forward and grabbed his shirt with both hands. As easily as if it were crepe paper, she pulled with both hands, ripping it off his body and tossing it aside. Grabbing his pants, she did the same, ripping them open and exposing him.
The room was quiet, dumbfounded by what they were all seeing. The otherworldly woman was glowing brighter the closer she got to her target. Her hands slid down his chest and hovered over his ever-growing erection. Blue sparks repeatedly zapping his cock, making him shiver and moan as his cock grew harder and larger. She moved onto Vince, sliding into his lap, her hands wrapping around his neck and shoulders. Bright blue sparks flew between their skin, lighting up the room as she pressed her body against him. She pushed her hips forwards and backwards grinding her pussy into him as Vince started moaning helplessly.
His cock was harder than he'd ever felt before, his body excited by the lightning striking all over his body. "Oh God," he panted, unable to stop Claire from doing anything to his body. She easily slid his hard cock into her pussy, her head falling back, her mouth opening in a guttural, otherworldly growl of pleasure as inch after inch slid into her. She pushed him deeper and deeper inside her body, grinding against him. Then started fucking him, harder, sliding her body forward and back, driving harder into him.
"What the fuck?" Joey said loudly. "Jeez, Bruno, get this fucking bitch off him so I can blow her head off!"
Bruno moved towards them tentatively, grabbing her arms from behind and trying to lift her off. She stopped fucking Vince for a moment, lifting a hand in the air and twisting it. Muscles, flopped like a rag doll, his head twisting around on his shoulders in ways it was never meant to go. His body fell limp, held up by some unseen force. Flipping her hand, he was thrown across the room, slamming into the far wall and sliding down to the floor completley limp.
Without a second thought, she dropped her hand back onto Vince's shoulder and continued fucking him. Vince couldn't believe what he was feeling, couldn't believe his body was so excited, his cock so hard. Claire's pussy was fucking him so wonderfully, the electric bolts making every nerve in his body tingling.
"Fuck!" Joey yelled as he watched Bruno drop like a rag doll. He backed towards the kitchen raising his gun and pointing at the moaning duo. He disappeared through the archway and looked around the room quickly. He opened a few drawers until he found a lighter and tested it, flicking it alight. He moved to the window, lowering the lighter to the curtain and setting it on fire. Moving into the dining room, he did the same, the thin material catching fire quickly.
Black smoke billowed from the archway, sliding across the ceiling, growing thicker and thicker, as Joey walked back into the living room. The stark lighting from the spotlight made the smoke look like rolling thunderclouds. Claire was fucking Vince hard now, their bodies nearly breaking the chair on which Vince sat. She drove into him hard and fast, both of them grunting relentlessly.
Joey walked behind Vince, leveling the gun at Claire and pulled back the hammer. "Die bitch," he yelled before a loud explosion ripped through his body, jerking him sideways. He fell to the ground and tried to get back up as Jenn leveled her gun again, firing two more rounds into him. Joey fell the rest of the way to the floor, a limp mass of bloody flesh.
The gun fell from Jenn's hand, banging to the floor. Vince's grunts shocked her and she turned towards them. She stood two steps away watching them fuck, uncaring that the house around them was on fire. Claire's unseeing eyes looked at her, seemingly looking right into her very soul and Jenn felt a hunger for her. Claire extended her hands towards Jenn, her fingers spread open, beckoning her closer, beckoning for her to fuck them both.
Jenn felt a tingling over her body, felt a desire, a need to move to them. She fought it, trying to will her body to run out the front door. Suddenly her hands touched Claire's as she moved behind Vince. She hadn't even realized she'd moved and now her arms wrapped around Vince, touching Claire's bare breasts, her head resting on Vince's shoulder as Claire's hands rested on her shoulders. Blue lightning was erupting all around them, jumping through and between all three of them, covering them with delightful tingling.
Jenn threw her head back and screamed as the bolts slid over and around her pussy, almost making her orgasm. All three groaned excitedly, Claire continuing to slam her pussy against Vince, slamming her pussy harder and harder with each and every stroke, their bodies slapping together loudly.
Jenn felt Claire's hands grab and rip her shirt from her body, leaving her naked from the waist up as she pressed into Vince from behind, sandwiching him. Her hands grabbed Claire's nipples, pinching them hard, rolling them between her fingers as the younger woman wailed in pleasure. Jenn pushed Vince's head forward, pushing his mouth against Claire's breast, helping him suck a nipple into his mouth.
The billowing smoke and leaping flames were forgotten, the only thing that mattered was the pleasure rolling over and through them, growing and growing. Vince roared as his orgasm erupted, spraying deep inside Claire. Her body flared with pleasure, the blue lightning engulfing her and spreading quickly to Jenn rocking her body with orgasm too.
"Fuck!" she yelled, her legs quivering, her knees striking the floor as her legs buckled.
Suddenly an unearthly shriek erupted from Claire as she looked up. She pushed off Vince, screaming as if in pain, clawing at the air around them. The blue light was quickly fading from her, her hands clutching at her body as if trying to hold it in.
Vince heard the house groan, threatening to collapse upon them. He looked around them as if waking up from a deep sleep. "What...? What the fuck?" he said softly, testing his bonds, trying to break free. With one last deep, guttural wail, Claire collapsed to the floor, the blue light gone. Vince felt Jenn collapse to the floor behind him and could hear her panting hard.
"Jenn!" he yelled. When she didn't answer, he yelled again. "Detective Sanders! We gotta get the fuck out of here!" He struggled, trying to break free, but the cords only dug deeper into his wrists. "Fuck!" he yelled. Then he could feel Jenn grab his arms, felt her working on the ropes. In seconds he was free. He pulled his arms away and stood, turning to see Jenn kneeling on the floor. He stepped behind her and helped her stand, waiting to let her get her balance. "Front door, now!"
As Jenn stumbled to the door, Vince bent down and picked up Claire, her body limp in his arms. He went out the front door and helped Jenn off the front porch as the roof started collapsing. They moved to Frymire's car and Jenn held the rear door open as Vince laid Claire in the back seat. The second floor of the house completely collapsed as Jenn and Vince got into the car and backed out of the drive.
They first stopped by Jenn's house and then Vince's, grabbing a few clothes, then to the police station. Vince checked in with the desk Sergeant as Jenn led Claire back into the squad room.
*****
Vince was the last one to finish his report and questioning. It had been six hours since he came into the station and he was tired. He told his side of the story at least a half a dozen times, being sure not to mention anything about possessed women or blue lightning. The last thing he needed was a psych evaluation. He hoped the women did the same thing.
He needed a shower and needed to rest badly. And he needed to figure out what the hell had really happened in that house. He walked out of the interrogation room and walked back to the squad room. The next shift was just starting and the room was a mess of people moving and talking. But neither Jenn nor Claire were there. He sighed, thinking they'd gone home, probably hoping to forget this whole ordeal.
"Reed," Captain Hockings called from his office. Vince walked to the door, leaning against the wall. "We found 3 bodies in the fire, Venza, Frymire, and an unidentified male."
Vince nodded his head. "That would be the muscle-bound creep."
"Sounds like him. We also found something else interesting. A fourth body. This one had been dead for forty or fifty years. It must have been in the attic or something. It looks like it took a pretty good crack to the skull from something, but the coroner's looking at it now to see if he can figure out who it was and how he died."
Vince shook his head. "Old damn houses hide some freaky shit," he said softly. Like ghosts and some kind of freaky spectral energy that feels so God-damned good, he didn't say.
"Nice work, Detective. Go home. Get some sleep."
Vince smiled. "You got it Cap."
"And get a shower too. You stink."
Vince laughed. He waved his hand and walked to his desk. He grabbed his jacket and keys and headed to the parking deck. As he neared his car he saw both Jenn and Claire sitting on the hood of his car, waiting.
"I figured you'd have gone home by now," he said softly, moving beside them.
"We don't know what to do," Jenn whispered. "But we know one thing..."
"... we don't want to be alone," Claire finished.
"So what are we going to do?" Vince asked, seeing the blue tinting still lighting up their eyes.
Jenn smiled, walking up and sliding an arm around his. Claire did the same with the other arm. "How's your place sound," Jenn said, hugging his arm. "Maybe we can figure out what happened."
"Maybe we can take a shower," Vince echoed.
"Maybe we can fuck," Claire whispered seductively, emphasizing the last word with a hard consonant end.
The trio laughed softly, each nervous but excited about that prospect. They kissed each other before breaking their embrace. Vince opened the passenger side doors, letting both Jenn and Claire get into the car. He walked around to the driver's side and slipped into the seat. He flipped the rear-view mirror towards himself and stared at his own eyes. A blue-ish tint flared brighter for a moment. His body could still feel the tingle from the women's touch, his cock hardening.
"Home, then," he whispered softly.
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Sarah sat on her bed, chewing her nails. It was just last night that Hannah and she had sex with Tyler Sullivan, with a gun pointed at him and his wife Jessica. Sarah was just supposed to babysit. Everything was going great. That is until Hannah showed up. And just like Hannah, she had to cause trouble.
She did this. She brought the gun. She pointed it at Tyler and Jessica and threatened them. She forced Sarah to tie up Jessica with tape and forced her to have sex with Tyler.
Right? She was forced to do it... right?
Her head was spinning. She did enjoy fucking him. She did enjoy sucking his cock and having him cum on her face. But... she was forced to... right? Would it matter to the police if she enjoyed it?
She was so sure that the police were going to arrive any minute now. She hadn't been able to sleep all night. She wasn't sure if she'd even be able to go to her classes today. Her roommates had already left, leaving her in the apartment all alone.
Her phone rang and she looked at it. It was Hannah. She shook her head, wondering if she could even pick up the phone. She set it back down on the bed and let it go to voicemail. But Hannah... being Hannah... wouldn't take no for an answer and just called again. And again. Until Sarah finally answered it.
"Stop calling me Hannah. I don't want to talk to you," she said, answering the phone.
"Chill out Sarah. It's going to be ok."
"How can it be ok?" she said, shaking nervously. "The Sullivan's are not just going to let this happen. I know they called the cops. I can only imagine what kind of sentence I'll get. My parents are going to absolutely kill me."
"Let me handle the Sullivan's," Hannah said. "I know for a fact they didn't call the police, ok? So just relax. I'll take care of everything."
"Leave me out of your schemes, Hannah, ok?" Sarah hung up the phone. She lay back in bed and pulled the covers up and over her head.
*****
She could barely eat or sleep all day long the next day. She stayed in her bed almost the entire time, always worried sick that the police were seconds from breaking down her door. It was 8:30pm and it was dark outside, the sun setting hours earlier.
Her phone rang again, this time Sarah looked down in total disbelief. It was from Jessica Sullivan.
"Shit," Sarah said, shaking anew. "Oh my God... oh my God... What in the hell is she calling about? God I am so in trouble! Please God, please..." She didn't know what to do... act like she wasn't home so she wouldn't hear her angry threats. Or... answer it.
After the fourth ring she felt she had no choice and picked it up. "Mrs. Sullivan, I can't tell you..." she started to say, apologizing for what happened, hoping that that would be enough.
"Oh, thank God," Jessica said, obviously glad that Sarah picked up the phone. "Sarah, you need to come over right away. Now." She was very serious and it almost scared Sarah.
"What's... what's going on?" Sarah asked.
"I... uh... I'm sorry, but I can't tell you what's going on or why you need to get here," Jessica said, sounding scared. "But you have to come over right away. This is serious Sarah. Right now."
"Ok... ok... I'll be right there." Sarah grabbed her car keys and ran down to her car. She arrived at the Sullivan house in ten minutes. When she got out of her car, she looked around to see if she could tell what was happening, but the neighborhood was quiet as usual.
She knocked on the door and was brought into the house, wordlessly, by Jessica. Tyler was sitting on the chair in the living room, looking at her, with some kind of camera headset on his head.
"Ok," Jessica said to Tyler. "What do you want?"
Tyler seemed to sit for a moment as if listening into his headset.
"Hannah says hi Sarah. Glad you could join us for some fun."
"Hannah?" Sarah asked. "Hannah's on the headset?"
"Yes," Tyler said, as if echoing the voice in the headset. "I'm here and as always, I'm in control."
"Can we have Noah back now?" Jessica asked. "We've done everything that you've asked."
"God," Tyler said softly, shaking his head. "Things are only getting started, Jessica."
"What's going on Hannah?" Sarah asked, confused. "What are you doing?"
"Go ahead and tell her," Tyler said.
"Hannah has kidnapped Noah," Jessica said. "She's threatening to hurt him unless we do what she says."
"What?" Sarah was dumbfounded. How could Hannah do such a thing? It didn't make any sense. "Let him go Hannah! You know you don't want to do this."
"Oh, I can't wait to do this," Tyler echoed.
Sarah walked forward, towards Tyler, as if she were approaching Hannah. "What do you want?" She turned back towards Jessica, trying to reassure her. "She would never hurt Noah. I can't believe that." She turned back towards Tyler, pleading. "Why are you doing this, Hannah?"
"She says she's doing it for you, Sarah," Tyler said. "She says she can't trust that Jessica and I won't go to the police about last night. She says this is the only way. She demands that we do as she says or she'll hurt him." Vince had doubts that this plan would work. It was a bit too dramatic. But he was going to see how far it went at least.
Jessica put her hand on Sarah's shoulder. "Don't let her hurt my baby, Sarah. Please."
Sarah put her hand over Jessica's. "What does she want?"
"She says... she just wants to play a game," Tyler said. "I'm to keep filming the whole time. She says everyone needs to be a really good actor and actress in her... movie. She says if we don't really get into our role, she'll hurt Noah."
"What the hell?" Sarah said. She couldn't believe this was happening.
"Sarah's role is the babysitter, while Jessica and I play the... uh... naughty parents," Tyler said.
"Oh God," Jessica said. "I don't... I don't know about this."
"Hannah says she doesn't care about how we feel," Tyler said. "She wants a good show. She says the first part of the game is show and tell."
"Hannah, you can't do this," Sarah pleaded. "This isn't playing any more, this is real. Real people and real consequences."
"Hannah says that the plot to the story is this... the baby is sleeping and the naughty parents come home to the babysitter. But before she leaves, they want something more. Sarah... she wants you to kiss Jessica."
Sarah looked at Tyler then back at Jessica. Both looked at her with strange expressions on their faces. "What?"
"Hannah says it's acting Sarah and you better start doing it."
Jessica put her hands on Sarah's shoulders and turned the young woman to face her. "We have to do this for Noah," she said. "Kiss me."
Sarah was confused but didn't resist when Jessica pulled her closer and the two kissed. It was a simple kiss at first, but grew a little more sensual. Then Sarah pulled away. She couldn't believe how she felt. It was... strange to kiss a woman, but her lips were so soft and her touch was so nice. She felt herself getting aroused.
"How was it Jessica?" Tyler asked.
"It... it was nice. Her lips are so soft."
"Sarah, now she wants you to kiss me," Tyler said. Sarah walked towards him and bent forward as Tyler leaned in to meet her. He put his hands on her hips, as she kissed him, once again chaste at first but getting more sensual as the kiss progressed. "Hannah wants to know how it felt to kiss us, Sarah."
"It was... it was nice for me, too," Sarah admitted. And it was the truth. She did enjoy kissing them. She never kissed a woman before.
"Hannah says she really wants you two to get along," Tyler said. "She wants you to kiss again. And not a grandma kiss, but a real sensual kiss."
Sarah turned and walked the two steps to Jessica again. "It's... it's ok," Jessica said, putting her hands on Sarah's shoulders.
"You want me to kiss her?" Sarah asked.
"Yes," Tyler echoed.
"It's fine... it's fine," Jessica said, trying to calm her. "It's not that big of a deal." She pulled Sarah into her and the two kissed, their lips moving in sync with each other.
"Just a little tongue, too," Tyler said. He was starting to enjoy his role so far. If Hannah didn't come up with it, he could and just blame Hannah. From the little moans and running commentary that she had in his ears, he knew she was enjoying herself.
Sarah looked at him in defiance.
"You heard me," he said.
"It's ok," Jessica said, and kissed the young woman again, this time sliding her tongue into Sarah's mouth and accepting Sarah's into hers.
"Hannah says she really likes watching you two," Tyler said. "But she wants Sarah to take off Jessica's t-shirt.
Sarah licked her lips as she reached out and took hold of the bottom of Jessica's t-shirt and started pulling it up. Sarah reluctantly lifted it as Jessica raised her arms to let the younger woman remove it and toss it aside.
Sarah had never seen Jessica like this before and marveled at her beautiful breasts hidden behind her white, frilly bra. The bra held a perfect little cavern between them that Sarah was amazed at.
"Now her bra," Tyler said. His cock was really going to need attention soon. Between the scene in front of him and Hannah's moaning in his ear, he was getting overheated really quickly.
Sarah moved in closer, pressing their breasts together as she reached under Jessica's arms and around to her back. She found the clasp as Jessica stared in her eyes and unfastened it. As she pulled away, Jessica pulled the shoulder straps down and removed her bra.
Sarah's breath caught in her throat when she saw Jessica's breasts for the first time. They were much bigger than she ever thought. They were a C-cup and sat beautifully on her chest. It was her nipples that mostly surprised her... they were several inches in diameter and the center was at least a half-inch long. She instantly imagined what it would feel like to suck on them and blushed.
"What do you think, Sarah," Tyler asked. Jessica just looked down at her as she stared at Jessica's nipples, her mouth getting dry.
"They're... they're very... nice," Sarah said, blushing in embarrassment.
"Why don't you play with her tits, Sarah," Tyler said. "Take them in your hands... feel them... squeeze them."
Sarah grabbed her breasts in her hands. They seemed heavy but so soft and pliant. She squeezed them as Jessica moaned softly. Each squeeze moved her hands closer and closer to Jessica's nipples and after a few, she just squeezed her long, hard nubs. She rolled them between her fingers and pulled them as Jessica moaned more loudly.
"Oh fuck," Jessica panted.
"Kiss her nipples, Sarah," Tyler commanded.
Sarah bent down and, simultaneously, lifted her breast up, until her nipple slipped over her lips. She kissed it softly, feeling the hard flesh against her lips. She felt Jessica's hands on the back of her head, encouraging her.
"Suck on it, Sarah. You know you want to," Tyler said.
Sarah slipped her lips around the nub and sucked, pulling the flesh deeper into her mouth with each suck. Her tongue swirled around it again and again and she felt Jessica tremble, her hands uncertainly guiding her.
"Oh, you have such soft lips, baby," Jessica whispered. "That's so fucking hot."
"Yeah... look at that," Tyler said softly. "Yeah, suck on those nipples, Sarah. Fuck!"
Sarah switched to her other breast at Jessica's prompting and quickly sucked on that nipple. Both nipples grew even larger and longer in her mouth and Jessica was panting more and more.
"Jessica, take off Sarah's shirt," Tyler commanded.
Sarah stood upright and wiped the spit from around her mouth. She practically drooled all over Jessica's breasts.
Jessica was breathing hard as she started unbuttoning Sarah's blouse, working her way down. Her hands were shaking she was so excited and it made it a little more difficult. As she unfastened the last button, she helped Sarah pull it from her arms and tossed it aside.
"And her bra," Tyler said. He grabbed his cock through his pants and stroked it. He knew his wife was having the time of her life right now. She'd wanted this for so long and now it was turning into a reality. He had to admit, Hannah's plan was working.
Jessica slid even closer to Sarah and slid her arms underneath the young woman's, reaching behind her for the clasp. Their breasts pressed closer and she stared into Sarah's eyes as she released the clasp. Sarah was shaking a little in excitement as her flesh was exposed more and more. Jessica pulled back and slid Sarah's bra off her arms, noticing the goose-bumps all down her arms.
Sarah's breasts were small with tight, little nipples. Jessica wondered how sensitive they were, but didn't think that this was the time to ask. She licked her lips, anticipating what was coming.
"Jessica... Hannah wants you to lick and suck on her nipples." Tyler met Jessica's gaze and the two smiled at each other. Tyler knew Jessica wanted this... plus so much more. "Hannah says this is getting a bit boring so you better make this more convincing."
Jessica licked her lips, excited that this was progressing so well. She'd been waiting for this for so long and was so disappointed that she couldn't participate in their last meeting just the night before. "Are you ok?" she asked Sarah as the young woman shivered.
"Yeah," Sarah moaned softly.
"I'm going to ham this up a bit," Jessica said. "Okay? We need to... you know... please Hannah."
"Okay."
Jessica grabbed the young woman's hips as she bent forward, kissing her nipple for the first time. Sarah flinched as the pleasure hit her and pulled back a little, making Jessica giggle. She pulled Sarah close again and captured her nipple with her lips and sucked it into her mouth.
Sarah's hands cradled Jessica's head, pulling and pushing her as Jessica's mouth and tongue lovingly teased her nipples. She'd never had anyone lick her nipples like this before. She knew they were sensitive, but not this much. Every swipe of Jessica's tongue, every squeeze of her lips, made electric spikes of pleasure go right to her clit. She moaned loudly.
"Oh my God, you are so turned on," Jessica said, seemingly for Hannah's benefit. "Your nipples are so hard... and look at these nice little titties." Jessica grabbed Sarah's breasts in her hands, squeezing them and pushing her nipples into her mouth. "God, they feel so good in my mouth. You like watching that baby?"
"God yes! I mean... Hannah says she loves that," Tyler corrected himself. He wasn't sure if they were going to be able to keep this ruse up. He only hoped he'd get to fuck her again before that point.
Tyler watched intently, stroking himself through his pants as his wife licked and sucked their babysitter's tight, little nipples. Sarah was trembling, her eyes closed tightly, her hands cradling Jessica's head, holding it tightly. He didn't want this to end, but new they had to escalate it.
"Hannah says the next part of the game is called taste and tell," he said. "Sarah, she wants you to unzip Jessica's pants."
"We can do this," Jessica encouraged her, standing up straight and wiping her own spittle from her lips. "This is just acting. It's to save Noah, remember?"
Sarah reached down and began unfastening Jessica's pants, sliding the zipper down.
"Kiss her while you do it," Tyler said.
The two kissed again as Jessica pushed her pants over her hips and stepped out of them, kicking them aside. Anticipating this fun, she wore her favorite black panties.
"Sarah, I want you to put your hand in her panties." Sarah looked first at Tyler and then at Jessica. Jessica licked her lips and nodded. She obviously wanted this.
Sarah put her hand on Jessica's abdomen and felt her lacy panties. She stroked them softly, uncertain if she should continue. This was starting to get crazy, starting to cross a line again. Hannah had a way of doing that, of making her cross lines she shouldn't.
"Keep kissing," Tyler ordered. "I didn't tell you to stop kissing. And I said stick your hand inside her panties."
Sarah looked at him, wondering if this was some joke. Wondering if suddenly Hannah would pop out and do something else to get her out of this. But nothing was happening.
"It's ok, Sarah," Jessica said softly, nodding. They looked at each other, Jessica's eyes smoldering with desire. She felt the younger woman's fingers pry underneath the elastic band of her panties and then slide inside. Then she closed her eyes as her fingers slid over her clit and onto her wet flesh.
Jessica shivered in delight, feeling Sarah touch her for the very first time. She swore to herself that this wouldn't be the last. She wanted to use this young woman for all that she could take. It was so hot breaking in such an inexperienced girl like this.
"Do you feel how wet she's getting?" Tyler asked.
Sarah looked at him and nodded. "Yes," she whispered. Jessica's pussy was so hot and so wet. She was completely taken by surprise. She'd never touched another woman's pussy before and couldn't believe how erotic it was. And with almost every move she made, Jessica shivered and moaned.
"And what about you?" Tyler said to Jessica. "Open her pants and touch her pussy, too. Come on... get to know each other on a different level."
Jessica's hands were shaking as she unfastened Sarah's pants and pushed her hand inside. She couldn't wait to feel the younger woman's pussy. Her experienced fingers slid over and around her clit, teasing it, making Sarah moan loudly.
"Yes, keep kissing," Tyler said and the two women quickly complied, their passion soaring now, their tongues sliding over and around the others mouth. Their free hands held behind the others neck as they both moaned, their fingers playing in the wet flesh.
Before either one could cum, Tyler spoke up again. "Sarah, Hannah says that Jessica's standing there naked, and you should be too. Take everything off. Jessica I want you to play with yourself as you're watching Sarah. Hannah says she knows how much you've been curious about her."
Reluctantly, the two removed their fingers and moved apart. Jessica quickly started playing with her own pussy as she watched the young woman hook her fingers in her pants and push them down. She stepped out of them and kicked them aside.
"Both of you... remove your panties too. I want... I mean, Hannah wants you completely naked," Tyler said.
Both looked shy as they slid their panties down, taking quick, embarrassing, curious looks at the other. When they stood again, their chests were rising and falling, both breathing heavily.
"Sarah, sit on the couch," Tyler ordered her. Sarah licked her lips and backed up to the couch before taking a seat. She folded one hand across her chest and held the other covering her pussy, trying to be modest but failing miserably. "Hands at your sides." Nervously, Sarah moved her hands to the couch beside her.
"Jessica... Hannah wants you on your knees." Jessica didn't even look at him. She took the three steps towards Sarah and knelt on the floor in front of her, her hands resting on Sarah's thighs, feeling her shiver with desire.
Jessica could smell her arousal as she now stared at her pussy. It had only a little hair on it, mostly above her clit, shaved in a small triangle. Her clit and inner labia were hidden below, but were obviously wet and swollen. Jessica felt her mouth water with desire to taste her for the first time.
"Hannah says... wait... you can't mean this Hannah," Tyler said. "She's not going to do it. You... you can't... you can't make her... but... you... geez! Fine! Jessica, she wants you to lick her pussy until she cums," Tyler said acting in his role so well. He'd unfastened his pants now and pulled them down so that he could stroke himself. It was so damn sexy seeing his wife taste this young woman for the first time.
Jessica was panting as she leaned forward and lightly licked Sarah's thigh, right at the crease to her abdomen. Her hands hooked under Sarah's thighs, helping to spread them and hold her in place. She felt Sarah tremble and try to pull away, but she wouldn't let her. She blew hot air over her clit as she passed by it to kiss and lick on the other leg.



"I don't know if I can do this," Sarah said, blushing deep in embarrassment.
"It's ok, Sarah. We're just... acting," Jessica said. She moved her mouth to the young woman's pussy and slid her tongue over her clit, making Sarah jump.
"Oh fuck," Sarah whispered sharply, exhaling hard as Jessica's tongue slid up and down her very sensitive clit. She'd never been licked by a woman before and Jessica's experience was obvious.
"It feels good, doesn't it, Sarah?" Tyler asked. "Don't deny it. I can see it in your eyes."
"No... I don't want this," Sarah said. "Please tell Hannah to stop this."
"Hannah says you can be try to deny it all you want, but she knows you want this. Just cum in her mouth and and this will be over, ok?"
Jessica lifted Sarah's legs, exposing more of her pussy to her mouth and dexterous tongue. She slid her tongue in deep, sliding over and around Sarah's pink wetness as the young woman panted above her.
"Oh fuck! Oh my God!" Sarah said, writhing on the couch as Jessica teased and licked her.
"Cum for me," Jessica said between fast flicks of her tongue. "I want you to cum in my mouth."
"Oh fuck... oh fuck... I'm gonna cum!" Sarah moaned. "Fuck I'm cumming!"
Jessica held her tightly as Sarah's hips rose into the air, one second trying to push her mouth in harder and the other trying to get away from it. Then Jessica felt her juices flood her mouth as Sarah came with little squeaks as she panted above her.
As she relaxed, Jessica softly licked her thighs and labia, trying to avoid too much contact on her over-sensitive clit.
"Oh my God... oh my God," Sarah said, over and over again, closing her eyes. Her body was trembling in pleasure.
Jessica sat back on her heels, licking her lips and using the back of her hand to wipe her face and taste more. She was smiling, so happy to have finally tasted Sarah. She'd wanted that for so very long now.
"Did her pussy taste good?" Tyler asked Jessica, as he sat on the couch beside Sarah.
"Yes," she said, smiling. "Very."
"That was so God damned sexy," he said. "I think it's time she returned the favor, don't you?"
"I can't do that," Sarah said, moving a little away from them. "No."
"You can't tell me you didn't like that," Tyler said. "I know you liked it. You had an orgasm right in her mouth, didn't you?"
"Yes... but..."
"Sarah... Hannah says get on the floor."
Jessica stood and sat on the couch while Sarah moved to her knees on the floor. Jessica moved and got comfortable, moving her hips to the edge of the cushion and lifting her knees in the air, exposing herself to Sarah.
Tyler knelt on the floor, too, one hand holding Jessica's leg in the air while he pointed the camera directly at Jessica's pussy.
"Have something to say Sarah?" Tyler asked as he pushed Sarah towards Jessica.
Sarah shook her head and bent forward. She tentatively stuck out her tongue and touched Jessica's clit as the older woman hissed in delight.
"Oh fuck," Jessica said as she watched Sarah's tongue swirl over her clit teasingly, then slide beneath it into her pussy. Jessica reached down and helped spread her labia, giving Sarah plenty of wet, pink flesh to taste.
"Look into her eyes," Tyler said to Jessica as he stroked Sarah's head. "Did you ever believe she'd be licking your pussy?"
"Fuck no," Jessica panted.
"Is this... is this good enough?" Sarah whispered. This was almost too much for her. She never thought she'd be having sex with a woman.
"Not yet," Tyler said. He leaned forward and licked Jessica's swollen nipple. He know just how much she liked that. He pushed Sarah's head towards Jessica's pussy. "Get your head in there. I want you to make her cum."
"Mmm, you taste like a sweet pussy," Tyler said as he kissed Jessica and licked her lips. He kept his face right in front of hers, watching as her pleasure rose higher and higher.
"Oh fuck... oh fuck... oh my God," she panted, looking at him though half-lidded eyes.
"You're gonna cum, aren't you? You're gonna cum with Sarah's pretty tongue deep in your pussy," he said.
"Yes! I'm gonna... I'm gonna... fuck... I'm cumming!" Jessica panted sharply as her orgasm washed over her. Her body shook and she grabbed Sarah's head with one hand, holding her in place.
Jessica soon released her and it took a moment for both of them to relax again. Sarah wiped her face with the back of her hand, sitting on her heels, not believing what just happened.
"Did she taste good?" Tyler asked her.
Sarah nodded. She had to admit, she did taste good. She had to admit that she did enjoy doing that... she did enjoy making Jessica cum. Just as much as she made Tyler cum the night before.
"You did great Sarah!" Hannah said, making Sarah turn around. Her friend was standing in the middle of the living room, holding the sleeping Noah in her arms.
"Hannah!" Sarah said, surprised to see her. "What... what are you... what are you doing?"
"I'm watching you have the time of your life," she said, giggling along with Tyler and Jessica.
Sarah looked at the three of them, wondering what was so funny.
"Why did you do this?"
"She did it because we told her to," Tyler said, taking off the headset.
"I'll go put Noah back in his room," Hannah said, turning to go to Noah's bedroom.
"It was just a game, Sarah," Jessica said. "Just like last night. We wanted to have sex with you and this was a really hot way to do it."
"A game?" Sarah said, their words not really registering. "This was all... fake?"
"All except the orgasms," Jessica giggled. "Those were real and... wow!"
"Did you ever imagine how good she'd taste?" Tyler asked Jessica.
"Never in a million years," Jessica said, smiling. "And I'm hoping... that this isn't the end of it. I would certainly like another taste."
Jessica reached out and took Sarah's hand, pulling her until they both stood as Hannah came back into the living room.
"Why don't you have a seat on the floor," Hannah told Jessica. "Like this," she said, moving her so that her head fell back on the couch cushion. "And you... kneel on the couch... right there... yeah, like that."
Jessica moved further to her back as Sarah knelt on the couch, with Jessica's face between her thighs. She had no idea what Hannah was getting her into now.
"I think Tyler and I can have a little fun while you continue yours," Jessica said. "Don't you think?"
Sarah knelt on the couch, facing the back, as Jessica's tongue slid through her pussy once again. She moaned softly as she watched Hannah drop to her knees and begin sucking on Tyler's hard shaft.
"Don't worry... I got this," Hannah said, stroking Tyler's cock.
Sarah couldn't believe it. In just two short days, she went from just being a babysitter, to having sex with both Tyler and Jessica. And it was all because of Hannah... and her need to control everything.
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By the end of the month, Charles and Vince had determined the chemical structure of the compound at last. It had been a difficult journey, especially because they had a difficult time working on it. Rather than working, Charles was playing with his test subjects, taking a lot of time away from the lab.
They sat at the white board, discussing what they had with Claudia.
"I think that that protein there is specifically how it interacts with women and not men," she said, pointing to the structure. "It seems to connect and then cause the body to dramatically increase its secretion of dopamine, serotonin, norepinephrine, oxytocin, and estrogen. I think if I can, maybe, use this protein instead," she said, indicating another part of the molecule, "that I can get it to affect males. If I'm able to affect only the new protein and leave the old one intact, it should be able to affect both males and females."
"Do we even need to worry about affecting males?" Vince asked. "I mean, I'm pretty happy with what we have."
"Think of it this way... that's only fifty percent of our potential clientele," Claudia said. "We can make twice as much money if we can make a diverse product."
Vince nodded, understanding. With their pricing estimates being thousands of dollars just for a dropper bottle full, they had the potential of making a ton of money. They knew people would pay for it. They still needed to figure out how to replicate it, then they could figure out how to attract clients and sell it.
"I think you two should continue working on the production side of things, and I'll work on the sex modifications," she said. "Sound good?"
"Yeah, that sounds good," Charles said, standing and moving towards his work area in the lab. "But... uh... I need to leave at 7:00 tonight..."
"Seven?" Claudia asked. "Then you'll only be working on it for two hours before you have to leave. What's so important that you have to leave?"
Charles swallowed, embarrassed. He was going to meet up with Elizabeth again and wanted to have plenty of time available. It seemed like she was constantly wanting to be with him lately and he couldn't tell her no. "I... uh... have a meeting," he said.
"A meeting?" Claudia looked at him in disbelief. She didn't know what to do with him any more. He seemed to be spending more and more time away from his work and this research. Time that they needed if they were going to figure this out. "A meeting with whom?"
"Uh..." Charles mumbled. "It's just a stupid meeting."
"With Elizabeth, right?" Claudia asked. "You have to leave here to go fuck Elizabeth. You're going to leave us when we're so close to getting this finished... to go use the drug on some fuck buddy."
"And how is that any different than your fuck buddy... Lauren?" he yelled back.
Claudia sat stunned. She had no idea that he even knew about Lauren.
"Yeah... just as I thought," Charles said. "You fuck who you want and I'll fuck who I want."
Claudia stood, fuming, and moved to her work area. She didn't want to admit it, but what she was complaining to Charles about was exactly the same thing she was doing. At least she had her liaisons during the day and left her night available for work. But that wasn't much of an argument since she was sacrificing some of her college class time.
She put on her safety glasses and gloves and grabbed a bright-red vial off the desk. Carefully, she put a drop of the fluid onto a slide, added a drop of another solvent, then slid the slide under a microscope to determine the results. She nodded and took a few notes, knowing that this was the direction she could go to make the necessary protein modifications.
*****
Three weeks later, Charles and Vince gave each other a high-five as their tests determined they had found a method to create the chemical compound. They needed to run a few more tests, but it was looking extremely promising. And they were able to create a dropper-bottle-full every twelve hours.
During the same time period, Claudia had found a way to modify the attaching proteins to cause the compound to attach to women, men, or either.
They created several bottles of each and determined that they needed to bring back the male and new female subjects to run human-trial tests again on the newly created compounds.
*****
Claudia walked down the hall with a blue bottle of the compound in her pocket and a clipboard in her hand. Anthony, a twenty-two-year-old graduate student, with long brunette hair, and a wiry frame walked beside her. She wasn't too attracted to him, with his thick glasses and spotty facial hair, but that wouldn't stop her testing. She had interviewed him previously, with the original compound that had no affect. Charles had no desire to test the men this time around, leaving it to her. She was curious how the men would react.
"We're right in here," she said, opening the door and holding it for him. He walked in and noticed the table and chairs nearby. "Have a seat," she said. "Yeah, that one's ok," she continued as Anthony selected the closer one. She sat in the other chair, across the table from him.
"Ok, as you know, this is a double-blind test for a new chemical compound we're testing. I do not know if the bottle contains the compound or a placebo," she lied. "As before, I'm going to put a drop of the liquid on your wrist and then ask you some questions about it. Is that ok?"
"Yeah, sure."
Claudia smiled and took the vial from her pocket and set it on the table. "A blue bottle this time," Anthony said.
"Yes... I'm not sure if the color means anything or not," she smiled, lying again. "Ok," she said, opening the bottle and putting some of the liquid in the dropper. "I'm just going to put one, little drop, right on your wrist," she said, holding his upturned hand as she carefully put one drop on his skin.
They waited a second, then she started asking the questions.
"How do you feel?"
"Wow... um... I... I don't know," he said, staring at his wrist. "I feel a little dizzy... and a little... warm." He shifted in his seat, uncomfortably, his hands going to his crotch. "I'm really getting... hard," he said, embarrassed. "It's getting really... hot... in here." He ran his hands down his arms, then his chest and abdomen, as if feeling a tingling spread over his flesh. He fanned himself then looked up and saw her watching him, a slight smirk on her face. "You know you're... you're really... pretty... Professor."
"Thank you. I guess," she said, giggling a little. "That's not exactly what we're looking for."
"I guess I'm not sure what you're looking for," he said, standing up suddenly. She could see the bulge in his pants and knew the compound was affecting him just as strongly as it did the women, if not more so. Anthony walked around to the other side of the table, looking at her with a hunger she'd never seen before.
"I feel so... excited. So... like I want... I really want you. I really... need you," he said. She turned her head to follow his movements as he walked behind her. His hands fell over her shoulders and grabbed her tits firmly over her dress.
"Oh!" she moaned, shocked by his aggressive actions.
"I want you... I can't believe I want you this bad," he said, his voice sounding so desperate. He grabbed the zipper in the back and tugged it down, then grabbed the material at her shoulders and pushed it down, forcefully, baring her naked body to the waist.
"Oh wow! Are you sure you want to do this?" she said, almost giggling with how desperately he wanted her. "I mean... I'm twice your age. And I'm married... to your advisor."
"Yes... I want this," he said, panting with need. "I need this. God, I need this." He grabbed under her arms and pulled her up until she was standing, then slid his hands under her arms and around her body to grab her tits again. His hands squeezed them, lifted them, and toyed with her nipples. "You have nice, fucking big tits," he said, as he leaned in and began kissing her neck. She felt his body behind her, holding her tightly to him.
He tugged the dress at her waist, making it fall down her legs. Then he roughly grabbed her panties and yanked them down until they fell down her legs as well. She stepped out of both and kicked them aside as he continued pawing at her breasts and kissing her neck.
"If... if we do this... we can't tell anybody," she moaned, falling for his animal need, melting into his firm hands.
"I won't," Anthony practically growled. He pulled her towards the table and then pushed her onto it. With one hand on her throat, the other pushed her legs apart, as he played with her clit, his hand and fingers pawing at her pussy.
"Oh wow. What are you... what are you... doing?" she said, panting excitedly.
"You have a nice, wet pussy, too, Professor," he said. He thrust one, then two fingers inside her, her wetness allowing him easy entrance.
"This is... incredible," she panted as his hands mauled her body. His hand at her throat was controlling and she felt a thrill of pleasure by it. She was so desired that nothing would stop him.
"My nice wet pussy now... so fucking wet," he panted. "I've been wondering what your pussy would be like." He pushed a third finger inside her, splitting her pussy open more than she'd ever felt before. Then his wet fingers slid out and swiped over her clit again and again.
"What are you doing to me?" she asked. She tried to close her legs, tried to gain some semblance of control, but he only squeezed her neck more, choking her, and smacked her thighs with the other, forcing them open again.
"No... you keep them open, just like that," he said, forcing three fingers into her pussy again and again. She was so wet. She never knew how excited she would get being controlled like this.
"Oh my God," she panted. The hand on her throat moved down and began squeezing her tits and nipples, making her whole body tingle with excitement.
With a grunt, Anthony grabbed her thighs, keeping them open as he knelt on the floor beside the table. His face was so close to her pussy.
"What are you...?" she started to ask before his mouth captured her pussy and he began licking it, devouring it. "Oh my God! Oh my God! That feels so good," she panted, her body moving, twisting under his roving hands, tongue, and mouth. "Mmm... that makes me feel so good. Ooh, just like that. Just like that. That's a good boy."
He grunted again, sucking on her clit and nibbling at her labia and she giggled. "You're so hungry, baby. That's just what I want... just what I need. Oh... you're going to make me cum. You're going to make me fucking cum. Do you want me to cum for you?"
"Mmhmm," he moaned, his tongue digging into her pussy, licking and tasting every square inch of her pussy, driving her insane. "I'm going to make you fucking cum again and again."
"Yes... like that... like that. Oh! Yes!!" she moaned, her body shaking. She grabbed his head, wrapped her fingers in his hair, pulling his mouth harder against her pussy as her body exploded in pleasure. She grunted as she came in his mouth, harder and faster than ever before.
"Oh my God!" she yelled loudly as he moved his tongue away from her clit, licking up her tasty, leaking fluids. "I can't believe you made me... you made me cum so fucking hard! And so fast! Damn! That's just what I needed, baby."
Suddenly, Anthony stood and began removing his pants, quickly pushing them down until his hard dick was standing firm in front of him. It was throbbing and, to her, the head looked like the size of a softball.
"Oh my God... that thing's huge... you're really turned on," she said, seeing his cock for the first time. Suddenly he grabbed her hair, holding her head in place as he moved closer to her, his cock throbbing just for her. "You're so fucking hard," she said as she licked and kissed the head and the top of his shaft. He pressed his cock against her face, sliding it over her cheeks and nose, smearing it everywhere. Then he pulled back and lined it up with her mouth.
"Put it in your fucking mouth," he commanded her.
"It's too big," she said, staring at it. It looked so huge to her. She wasn't sure she'd get more than the head into her mouth.
"I don't care," he said, pushing forward, forcing his shaft between her lips. He slid in a little, stretching her lips and jaw wide, then began fucking her mouth. "Yeah... that's it. Suck it."
She giggled. "Oh, baby, that feels so good in my mouth," she said, stroking it a second before sliding it back into her mouth again. "Fuck! It's just so big." Spit was dripping from his cock and her chin as she drooled on his cock. He shoved it deep into her mouth, causing her to gag on it several times. She stroked it beneath her mouth, using her spit for lubrication.
"God, I love how hard young men get," she said. "It's so good."
Anthony grunted again, obviously need more stimulation. Her pulled from her mouth and, grabbing her legs, turned her on the table until her pussy was towards him. He grabbed her legs forcefully, spreading them apart.
"Oh!" Claudia gasped at the sudden change and movement. "What are you... what are you doing now?" She saw his cock move closer and closer to her pussy. "Are you gonna put it in me? Oh my God! Really?" she asked, panting.
"I need to fuck you," he hissed as he pushed his cockhead against her entrance and then pushed it inside, forcing Claudia to take him inside her. Her pussy gripped his shaft like her hands, squeezing it so hard.
"Oh... it's so much... I don't know if I can do it... So big... it's too much."
As he pushed himself deeper and deeper into her, he reached forward with one hand and grabbed her breast, squeezing it and pinching her nipple.
"This is so good!" Claudia panted. "God, you feel like you're filling me up completely."
Anthony stroked in and out deeply, getting Claudia wetter and wetter.
"I love that you want me," she hissed.
"I want you badly," he moaned. Suddenly he started driving into her harder, thrusting deep until his cock was fully inside her in one hard stroke, then slowly pulling back, letting her feel every, single inch. His strong arms held her thighs tightly, pulling her in with every stroke to make him thrust even deeper.
"Fuck... yes!" she moaned, feeling his hips strike against her ass with every thrust. "This is just what I needed. Oh... it's perfect."
He kept thrusting, enjoying just how tight her pussy was. Claudia's eyes went from being shut, enjoying the sensations her body was feeling from this young stud, to being as wide open as they could as she felt her pussy suddenly throb with a desire to cum again.
Little orgasms punctuated his thrusting, giving her more pleasure than she could have ever imagined, building her up for what she knew was going to be an incredible orgasm. Then, suddenly, Anthony pulled free, making her pussy feel so empty. He pulled her legs off the table until she was standing beside it, in front of him. Aggressively, he turned her around and pushed her upper body down until she was bent over the table, her breasts pressed into the cool surface. He grabbed her right leg and lifted it, setting her leg on the table to open her up to him.
He grabbed her hips and pushed into her again, making her grunt and groan. "Oh my God you're so deep like that," she moaned, feeling his cock thrust against her G-spot and then drive deep inside her. "I don't know if I can take much more... I dunno... I dunno," she moaned as he started thrusting faster, his balls slapping against her clit with every thrust. "Oh my goodness... It's so much."
"Oh my God you're so fucking tight," Anthony moaned. He thrust in and out, driving his cock into her faster, enjoying how her pussy was squeezing him, trying so desperately to milk his cum from him.
"Just like that... just like that," Claudia panted. She was sweating, her hair sticking to her face. She wiped it away as her body was struck with another mini-orgasm and knew a big one was coming fast. "Oh my God, this is just what I needed!" she moaned, biting her fist to keep from screaming. "You're gonna make me cum! I wanna cum for you... cum on that big... fucking... cock. Yes... yes... yes! Oh my God! Oh my God!"
Suddenly she came, hard, her body shaking uncontrollably. Her hands grabbed at the table, but couldn't find anything to hold on to. Her supporting leg gave out, but luckily most of her body was on the table, the rest was held by Anthony. Her juices coated Anthony's cock and balls, and dripped down her leg.
Anthony slowed his fucking, but didn't stop. Claudia was panting hard, her head laying on the table. "Oh my God... that was amazing," she said, breathlessly. "Yes... oh yeah... you're still fucking me? Oh my God! Like that... that makes me feel so good. Yes... fuck my fucking pussy... just like that. It feels amazing. Oh my goodness! I've never been fucked like this in my life! Oh my gosh, you make me feel so good. Fuck yes! Like that! Like that!"
Suddenly Anthony started grunting, his grip on her hips became even tighter, his stroking became faster as he neared his own orgasm. With a final, few, deep thrusts he began grunting as each jet of cum poured into her, again and again. Her pussy was flooded with his cum.
As he pulled out, his cum dripped off his cock and dribbled down her thighs. He was panting as he looked down at her, his need and desire obviously still not sated.
"Did you just... did you cum in my pussy?" she asked. "Oh my God!"
Anthony then dropped to his knees, his hands squeezing her ass cheeks and pulling them apart as his tongue thrust up against her asshole.
"Oh my God... I've never had anyone do that," she panted, her fists pounding on the table. "God! Note to self... dilute before the next test. Fuck! I don't know if I can take four hours of this."
*****
It was a year after her tests on the mixed-gender formula and Claudia was drinking her iced tea on the beach. The sun was bright and warm in the clear, blue sky. She still hadn't gotten used to how blue the sky was down in the Bahamas. And the water... it was the most beautiful blue-green she'd ever seen. The beach was protected by a large, submerged reef at the inlet to the pool, so the water in front of her was calm and clear.
"Anything I can get for you Miss Claudia?" a male voice asked.
"No Michael, thank you," she said, smiling up at the very tanned young man. "I'm sure I'll be heading back inside in a little bit." She looked beside her and a young woman, Jasmine, was laying on her stomach, topless, working on her tan as well.
"As you wish, ma'am. Do not forget you have a meeting with the security expert in an hour," he said as he turned and walked through the sand up to a small grouping of bungalows.
The life she was now living was very different than what Claudia had before she arrived. She was a respected professor at a large college and she was married with her husband being a respected professor at a neighboring college. Until he showed her that drug, she thought she was content with her life.
But the drug changed everything. She quickly realized that it would offer them the chance to make more money than she could even imagine. They worked hard on it for months, finding its potential effects, and finding a way to reproduce it. As they came closer and closer to actually making it themselves, they became more and more addicted to its use as they tested it.
Claudia herself had used it on a graduate student, several times, enjoying their long sessions of uninhibited sex. But after her final incident in testing the drug on a man... with Anthony... things changed quickly.
She spent four hours with the young man, one of Charles' graduate students. And afterwards, walked down the hall to see how Charles' test was going with his student test subject. Unfortunately, she found that Charles had not only used the drug on the young woman, but he used it on himself. And after that day, he became more and more addicted to it, using it on himself and with many of his students almost daily.



It was only two weeks later that she arrived at the college lab at 4:00pm to meet with them on their next steps and found the entire building was engulfed in flames. The students and faculty that were still at the college were milling about, speculating on what happened, as firefighters from three different fire stations fought the blaze. The building was going to be a total loss.
Then she saw them, five or six body bags laid out on the grass. She knew they contained Charles and Vince... and likely some of the graduate students. She couldn't imagine what might have gone wrong in the lab, but she had a very bad feeling about it. Nothing that they were using was particularly flammable. And only the production cycle needed any flame. Nothing made any sense.
She overheard one of the near-by reporters interviewing the police chief and found out that all of the bodies recovered had bullet wounds, and his speculation was that this was a murder.
Claudia quickly disappeared from the crowd and drove towards home, only to find it was ransacked, furniture ripped apart and overturned. Her mattress was sliced apart. Their desk and bookshelves were overturned, their contents strewn about the rooms. Nothing was left undisturbed. She could smell the gas leak from the kitchen and knew the house was going to explode as soon as there was enough concentration of it. She knew all this was very bad, and all of it was related, and knew that her own life was now on the line. She packed up as little as she could, including the remaining drug that she kept secretly at the house and the instructions for creating more, and drove. She didn't know where she was going to go, but she knew she needed to disappear fast.
She just knew she was being followed, so she drove to the docks and bought a ride on a boat to the Bahamas. The older captain was happy to receive the extra income and drove her without asking questions. Once in the Bahamas, she emptied her bank account, hired a few natives for help, and bought a small island off-shore... somewhere that would be very difficult to find.
And there she made a home. It wasn't much... a few bungalows for her and the hired help... a small boat... and a beautiful beach. She bought hardware and set up satellite Internet access and from there hired online help to create a website on the dark web. Slowly she created a small lab and began to make a little of the drug, waiting for someone to buy it.
The initial prospects thought her sales pitch was implausible so she created a cheap, one-drop, temporary product line as an incentive. Once those customers then saw the effects for themselves, they bought, and she quickly replenished all she'd spent so far and so much more.
She knew very few people could pay the $100K to buy a full dropper bottle, so she created other product lines with less of the drug in them. Seeing the potential, she created lines of candles and diluted spray bottles in various shapes and sizes, some that affected men, some women, and some that affected both. Her product lines would then be available for those with a tighter budget, then, too.
She looked up at the sky, her sunglasses blocking the glare of the sun, then looked down at her bronzed skin. Her tan was wonderful now, much better than the pasty skin she had when she arrived at the island. She smiled and stood.
"Jasmine? Come on with me," she said, and the young woman stood and gathered her towel, shaking the white sand off it. Claudia looked at her beautiful, thin body. Her breasts were A-cups, but she had such a wonderful tongue. "I could use a little of your time this afternoon."
"Coming ma'am," the woman said, smiling.
A storm was going to blow in this evening and she knew she had to prepare for it. But enjoying a little time before work wouldn't be so bad. She giggled. For a rich woman, she sure had to do a lot of stuff herself. Maybe someday, she'd enjoy her millions from the balcony of a mansion.
But for now... she was alive.
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"Hey babe?" Vince called from the living room. He was sitting in the plush chair, his favorite chair, scrolling through his social media accounts on his phone. "What are you making for dinner tonight?"
"It's a recipe I found online, creamy sesame noodles with Yuba," Caroline yelled back from the kitchen.
"Yuba?" Vince asked himself quietly, not wanting to insult his girlfriend of 6 months. "What the hell is a Yuba?" He hit a few buttons on his phone to look it up. "Dried tofu skin. Ooookay," he mumbled.
Caroline meant well. He knew she did. She was a vegan and if he was going to be with her he was going to have to accept that. It was just hard for him to adjust to it. For the past month, every meal she made was vegan... and then there were the leftovers he took to work the next day. It was sometimes just too much. Sometimes he had to go out and have a good, old-fashioned hamburger.
Luckily, she hadn't found out. At least not yet.
"It'll be ready in about 20 minutes," she yelled again from the kitchen.
"Ok," he yelled, going back to scrolling. There wasn't much happening today, he thought. It was mid-week... there shouldn't be much happening. He had a thought that maybe he should find something to do with Caroline over the weekend... maybe go hiking or something.
Then his phone dinged with a text message. He changed apps and glanced at the new messages. It was from Emmanuelle... his ex-girlfriend. His crazy ex-girlfriend. They'd dated for over four years but day after day she got worse. She became more jealous, more insecure, more over the edge, and he became more scared that she would do something stupid. It didn't matter that she was rich. Really rich as a matter of fact, and a daddy's girl. Her daddy would do anything for her. The potential life of money and power wasn't worth it with someone as crazy as she was.
So he broke it off. He tried to break off all contact, but for some reason, she was always able to call and text him, as if the blocks on his phone were just removed. Luckily, she didn't call or text too often. He never picked up her calls, always letting it go to voicemail where he could readily delete it. And he was able to avoid her texts and emails for the most part, too.
At first, she called, texted, and emailed a lot... she wasn't taking the breakup well at all. Then when that didn't get a response from him, she came to his apartment looking for him. Even when he moved she somehow found him. Even when he spent a few nights at a friends house, trying to stay hidden, she somehow found him. Vince figured she was having him followed and was always looking around to find his tail. But he never saw a thing.
It was extremely unnerving. For the next year, he dated a few times after their breakup, but none ever lasted. For some reason all the girls dumped him after just a few dates. The last girl told him that some crazy woman paid her $5000 to stay away from him and she wanted the money far more than she wanted him... and the alternative seemed a little scary.
Vince was getting extremely concerned. How in the hell do you stop a very rich stalker? She had enough money to do whatever she wanted. Even the police seemed uninterested.
Luckily, after a year, things slowed down and he found he could relax. Emmanuelle sent him the occasional text, but that was it. He thought she finally moved on, although, sometimes, she went a little overboard and sent him sexy or naked pictures of herself. She often did that while they were together, trying to flirt with him. But now... it was kind of weird. He had to admit, though, she had an absolute killer body. He didn't mind having another look and, unknown to Caroline, kept a few on his phone... something to look at when he masturbated.
This time, though, she sent him a video. He nervously looked at the archway to the kitchen, hoping that Caroline didn't hear the ding. When she didn't say anything, he started playing it, with the sound completely off.
The video was of her sitting in her bathtub, the camera off to the side, focused directly on her as she faced it. She was sitting in a tub full of sudsy water, as she took a bubble bath. He couldn't hear anything, but could tell she was talking to him while she was playing with her breasts.
He could feel his cock lurch with desire. Her breasts were... incredible. He absolutely loved them. Caroline's were ok... but just didn't compare.
He swallowed hard and knew he just had to hear what she was saying. He had to watch the video. He stood and moved swiftly back to the master bedroom and slipped into the adjoining bathroom, closing the door. This would be far enough away that Caroline wouldn't hear it.
He sat on the toilet and started the video from the beginning.
"Hey baby," Emmanuelle said. "I'm super, super horny tonight. Although I'm in my bath... I want to get dirty for you. I really want to touch myself. Just thinking about you makes me so... so wet. I'm so horny."
Vince felt his cock throb and opened his pants to alleviate the strain. God, she was so easily able to get his body going.
"I bet you're horny, too, aren't you baby." Emmanuelle grabbed her breasts with both hands and squeezed them a moment, then began stroking them. "And I know nothing makes you harder than seeing my soaped up titties. You love my titties. You're just so mesmerized by them, aren't you? They're so big... and soft... and my nipples get so hard for you."
Her hands squeezed and lifted those beautiful mounds of flesh while Vince watched helplessly. His cock throbbed even more, so he pulled both his pants and his boxers down, letting it free. He grabbed it with one hand and absently stroked it while holding his phone with the other.
"Do you like when my titties bounce up and down?" she asked, bouncing in her bathwater. "You'd love to hold them, wouldn't you baby? You just can't get enough of my perfect titties. If only you were here to feel how soft and slippery they are. Your hard cock would slip right between them so easily. You know how much I love it when you fuck my titties."
Fuck! She was definitely hitting his buttons. She knew him so well... and definitely know what her body did to him. He stroked his cock a little faster, feeling the pleasure quickly rising to a boil.
"Do you have your cock out, baby?" Emmanuelle giggled. "Mmmm... I bet you had it out as soon as you saw my tits."
God, was there a camera here or something? How in the hell did she know him that well?
"I bet you're stroking it... up and down... up and down," she said, almost perfectly to his stroke rate. "God, I miss your cock. I'm not sitting here just to have you watch me. Before this video ends, you're gonna cum for me... and you're gonna cum hard." She giggled, knowing that he probably would.
Emmanuelle picked up suds in her hands and dribbled them onto her breasts. "Imagine if all these suds on my boobs were your cum... mmmm... I'd love to rub it in... and play with it. Remember that? God I loved when you came on my tits... it was so warm."
He definitely remembered that. She was a freak in the bed... and everywhere else for that matter. Their relationship was extremely hot. They had sex on a dime and she initiated it as much as he did. Everywhere they went, they teased and touched each other. It was... incredible... and sometimes got them into trouble, getting kicked out of a few businesses.
"I wish you were here to lick and pinch my nipples," she said as she pinched them between her fingers, pulling them away. "Ooh, baby... they are so fucking sensitive. It drives me crazy when you touch them. Especially while fucking me."
Vince groaned a little as he watched her tease her breasts, her nipples getting so hard, swollen, and red. She was doing a very good job of abusing them for both of their pleasure. His hand was stroking a little faster now. He wasn't sure if he'd even make it to the end of the video.
"My pussy feels so good today," she said, her hands now moving to her thighs, her pussy hidden in the white bubbles. "I love to tease my pussy... and you... in this hot, soapy water. You're in for a treat. I'm going to play now. I'm going to get off on the thought of playing with you. I'm going to get off on the thought of you standing there, jacking off while you watch me, and then covering my titties with all your cum."
"Damn!" Vince said as her words excited him. She always loved masturbating while he watched. Sometimes he was able to play along with her and they fed off of each other's sexual energy. And sometimes she made a video or recorded a voice message of her masturbating while he was at work or somewhere where he couldn't play. She played him so well.
Her hands were sliding over her pussy, even though he couldn't see much. "Jerk your cock nice and fast for me baby. I know you're so close... oh yes... It's so hot knowing how close you are."
Vince stroked even faster. He knew Emmanuelle was going to cum soon. He could read her body, too, after all that time together. He prayed he'd be able to cum before Caroline came looking for him.
"Oh fuck baby!" Emmanuelle panted. "Oh... oh... I'm cumming... I'm cumming baby! Oh my gosh, yes!"
Vince watched her body shake in the tub. It was a familiar scene to him, watching her have an orgasm. He'd seen it so many times. His had was moving faster now. He was so fucking close!
He watched as Emmanuelle brought a finger to her lips and sucked it lick it was his cock. Then she inserted a second finger. "Oh my gosh... I love it when you watch me touch myself like that, when you watch me cum for you. Thank you for watching me cum. I love doing that for you. Maybe you can watch me again soon."
Vince knew as soon as he started the video that this was one that he was going to keep. Whatever it took, he was going to hide it away so he could watch it again and again. It was just too hot.
"I hope you cum for me, too, baby. You always give me so much fucking cum." Emmanuelle giggled and then the video ended.
"Vince? Are you in the bathroom?" Caroline called from the bedroom.
"Oh fuck!" Vince said, standing up quickly, scared he'd be found out, and put his clothes on again. "Yeah, babe. I'm just... I'm just... going to the bathroom." He walked over to the sink and turned on the water. "I'll be out in just a sec."
"Ok... I just wondered where you ran off to. Dinner's ready."
"Ok." As Vince dried his hands, he looked at himself in the mirror. He couldn't fuck this up. Caroline was the woman he wanted... right?
*****
Emmanuelle walked through the kitchen as Friday's late morning sunlight came in through the patio door. She set several small syringes on the countertop and opened one cupboard door after another. "Plates... cups... platters..." she said softly. "Everything nice and neatly arranged."
She opened another, which had boxed food inside. "What the fuck is all this? Organic cereal? Good luck making him eat that." She opened the pantry and looked through the items there. "Vegan? Really? Where the fuck is all the good food?"
She grabbed a box and looked at the front. "Quinoa? How the hell do you even pronounce that? Obviously these are all her choices. She'll never let him eat what he wants. Where are his chips? Or his hamburgers? Doesn't she know he loves his ribs?"
She moved to the cupboard holding the cups and looked through the coffee mugs, taking them down and setting them on the counter. "Where is the... Where is it? He loved that mug. I gave it to him for his birthday. He never would have thrown it out."
She put the cups back, loudly clanking as she stacked them in anger. "It's her. It's fucking her." She slammed the cupboard door. "She made him get rid of it."
She left the kitchen and walked through the house, looking at all the furniture, peeking into the closets, and then she found the master bedroom. It was decorated much fancier than she would have... more than Vince would have... with bright pink colors and lace trim. Far too feminine for Emmanuelle's taste. It was obviously decorated completely for Caroline's taste and not for his.
She grabbed a pillow from the bed and smelled it with one deep breath after another. "Oh Vincent... you smell so good. I miss this smell." She pulled her pants off and slid her fingers into her panties, sliding her fingertips around her clit as she continued to smell him.
As time ticked on, she became more and more angry. "It's not fair. It's just not fair. She stole him. He didn't want to be with her. She made him do it. She tricked him."
She slid his pillow between her legs and ground her pussy against it again and again. It felt so good to touch her pussy while she thought of Vince. "Oh Vincent... you feel so good on my pussy," she whispered as her fluids drenched the pillow. "You'll remember the smell my love," she said, smiling. "You'll remember my smell... and you'll dream about me again. You'll know I'm right here for you."
*****
Vince finished brushing his teeth and walked out of the bathroom wearing only his boxers. Caroline was already in bed, wearing her very non-revealing pajamas... ones definitely built for comfort and not sexual stimulation.
He sighed. It had been a month already since they last had sex and it frustrated him. Every time he tried to initiate it, she rebuffed him, telling him she was just too tired, had a headache, or had to get up early. She had every excuse in the book.
He walked to his side of the bed, pulled the covers down, and slid into bed. Then he pulled the covers over himself and settled in.
"We're going to have to wash the bedding tomorrow," Caroline said. "It's starting to smell a little."
"Yeah, no problem," he said. He had to agree. His pillow definitely had an odd smell to it. He didn't remember having an issue like that before, though. His body odor must get pretty bad overnight. "Good night," he said to Caroline, tapping her arm under the covers. "Love you."
"Love you, too," she said and pulled the covers tighter around her. She was locked in place and there was no way Vince could even try to touch her.
He shut off the bedside lamp then lay back and turned on his side, facing her. He hoped the weekend would let them play a little. He needed relief.
Within twenty minutes, they were both sound asleep.
*****
Vince woke up suddenly. He didn't know exactly why... but it seemed like there was a sound. He lay there, looking at the bedroom door in the dark, trying to see if what he heard happened again. He could hear Caroline breathing deeply, sound asleep.
There! There it was again. It was some kind of moaning or whisper coming from downstairs. It was... odd. He pulled the covers off himself and slowly, quietly, moved to the bedroom door. He could see a little in the dark, now that his eyes were adjusted, and looked about as he slowly walked down the stairs.
He heard the sound again, more clearly now. Someone was definitely in the living room.
He got to the bottom of the stairs and accidentally hit the step with the creaking boards. He froze in place and wondered if the intruder heard him, too. The light switch was on the wall, six feet from him. He waited and listened. When he heard the sound again, he moved quickly and hit the switch, turning the lights on in the living room.
He was shocked as he rushed towards the intruder. "Emmanuelle?" he asked, stopping short, stunned that she was sitting in their living room. Stunned that she was completely naked. Stunned that her legs were spread over the arms of the chair, his chair, his comfortable chair... and she was masturbating.
"Hi Vincent," she said, smiling happily, not stopping her playing hands.
Vincent was startled, unable to think clearly. The scene was just too surreal. "What the fuck?"
"I would love to fuck, Vincent," she smiled at him. "I'm certainly ready for it." She pulled her fingers from her pussy and showed him how wet they were.
Vince moved quickly into the living room, moving in front of the chair. "You... you can't be here. You need to leave. Right now," he said, pointing to the front door.
"I know that you weren't expecting me to be in your house and get woken up in the middle of the night and everything," Emmanuelle said. "But it's ok! I know exactly what to do to make you happy."
"Make me... what? Emmanuelle! You gotta leave!"
"I can't leave," Emmanuelle said softly, sliding her fingers back inside her pussy. "I'm not finished yet. You can help if you want."
Vince moved to her and grabbed her by the arm, pulling her to her feet. He turned away from her and started pulling her towards the front door. "You need to get the fuck out of here," he said.
Suddenly he felt a jab in his ass and let her go. Emmanuelle backed away, smiling, holding a syringe.
Vince suddenly felt tired... so... tired. The room seemed to spin for a moment and then he was unconscious. He didn't even feel his body hitting the floor.
"It would have been better if you would have helped me cum," she whispered, smiling down at him smugly. "But things are going to be so much better now, my love. 'Cause we're together again. I can make you feel better than any other girl that you know. I promise."
Slowly, Emmanuelle grabbed another syringe and walked up the short flight of stairs, humming a tune to herself. She quietly walked into the master bedroom and could hear Caroline's deep, even breaths. She pulled the blankets away, slowly and carefully, until Caroline's pajama-covered ass was exposed, and slowly pushed the needle through her clothing and into her soft flesh.
Caroline woke with a start and turned to her back just as the needle was pulled free. She looked up to see a dark figure above her before the room started spinning and she passed out.
*****
It took some work, but Emmanuelle was able to drag Vince up to the master bedroom and lay him in the bed next to Caroline. She turned on both bedside lamps, providing ample light into the room. It was still dark out and would be for another few hours.
She laid her clothes aside and opened her purse, pulling free a small, black bundle of pantyhose. She moved to the side of the bed and sat on it, opening the pantyhose and sliding her foot into one leg, and then the other, pulling them up her long legs and adjusting them as she went. She adjusted the top, making sure the crotchless portion was perfectly in place.
"They're your favorite, my love," she said softly, smiling, glancing at him sleeping on the bed behind her. "They'll remind you just how much you love me."
She crawled up onto the bed, knowing that it was getting close to time, and lay beside Vincent, her face at his crotch. Her fingertips slid along his soft cock, feeling it become harder with every passing second.
"You feel so good," she whispered, not caring if Vince heard her yet or not. "And you're still in your boxers." She nuzzled her nose and mouth into his crotch, smelling his manliness. "Mmmm... I love to take my time. It's so... intoxicating. And your cock's not even out yet."
She slid her hand through the hole in the front of his boxers and took ahold of his shaft, lightly stroking it. "This is going to feel so good," she said. "I think I might be more excited than you are at this point. Ohhh... the excruciating wait."
She kissed his cock through his boxers, holding him up as much as she could, fighting the loose material. "Look at him... I just love him when he's like this. Trapped... yearning to be in my mouth. You know it'll feel so good."
She pulled the waistband of his boxers down, fighting with his weight against the bed to pull them down below his hips and expose his lovely cock.
"Oh... there he is," she said, grabbing it again and slowly stroking it. It was definitely getting harder. "Oh my God." She leaned in and rubbed it across her face and lips, kissing it as it passed. "I just want to snuggle up with him all night."



Holding his cock upright again, she kissed and licked its length, savoring the moment. "You're just so big. I can't help it."
She felt Vince move, turning a little in the bed. He was beginning to wake up, right on time.
"Wake up," she whispered, kissing his cock. "Wake up. Are you awake yet?"
It took a few seconds for Vince to open his eyes. The room seemed bright and he shielded his eyes with his hands. The room wasn't spinning any more, which was good, and he found himself lying in bed on top of the covers.
"Good morning," he heard a familiar voice say and he looked down just as Emmanuelle took the head of his cock into her mouth and she began sucking on it. "Isn't this a good way to wake up? You know, clearly you're not getting enough sex. You woke up very hard. I think this might be the hardest I've ever seen you. Your cock is far too deprived."
Vince blinked. He couldn't figure out what was going on. This... this didn't make any sense. He tried to remember last night... tried to remember what the last thing was that he did. But everything was... hazy.
"I've always loved working you over with my mouth first, before you shoved it in my pussy," Emmanuelle said, smiling lustfully. "My pussy still remembers you, Vincent... remembers how sore you made it when you fucked me again and again every single day."
Vince struggled to move, but found his hands tied with rope connected to the headboard somehow. He was able to reach down as low as his face, but that was it. He tried to move his legs, but they wouldn't move much either. He guessed they were tied the same.
"Emmanuelle, what are you doing?" he asked, sounding scared. "How did you get in here?"
"You're such a silly willy. I have my ways, Vincent," Emmanuelle said smugly, kissing the head of his cock. "And I've found you with another woman, just as I always knew. I knew you were cheating on me! Who is she?"
"You're crazy!" Vince said, struggling in his bonds. "I'm not cheating on you. We... we've been broken up for two years. Come on, Emmanuelle. Untie me."
"I just need you, Vincent. I always need you. Please..." she begged almost hysterically, starting to cry.
"Emmanuelle... please... just... untie me." Vince turned towards Caroline, concerned for her now, too. "Caroline... Caroline, wake up."
"She's not going to wake up, Vincent," Emmanuelle said, suddenly angry again and no longer crying. Vince knew her mood swings were bad before, but this was faster than ever.
"What did you do to her?" he asked, trying not to sound too angry.
Emmanuelle smiled. "I just gave her a little shot. Something to keep her asleep for a while. So we can be together, Vincent. I need to be with you."
"Emmanuelle... this is fucked up, even for you. You need to go. Just untie me and go."
"Did you see the pictures and videos I sent you?" she asked, angry again. "You didn't comment back, Vincent. You didn't even notice. You never notice all the things I've done for you. I don't know why I keep doing things for you!"
Vince was getting nervous and, frankly, scared. Emmanuelle had him tied up and was holding his cock. He didn't know what she would do if she got too angry. "Emmanuelle... just breathe... calm down. Ok? I just need you to go. You cannot be here."
"Why do you want me to leave?" Emmanuelle asked, calmer. "I just want to talk to you. That's why I tied you up... so you'd listen to me... so you'd be reasonable. You don't listen. You never listen to me."
"Emmanuelle... I just don't want you to hurt me, Caroline, or yourself, ok?" Vince said calmly.
"I won't hurt anyone, Vincent," Emmanuelle said calmly, smiling. "I just want to talk to you. You look so good Vincent." She stroked his cock and kissed the head.
Vince moaned. She knew how much he loved to watch her do that. "Emmanuelle... I really need you to go, ok?"
"You did this to me, Vincent," she said. "You did this to me with your love. You're not a very good boyfriend."
Vince was getting frustrated. What did he have to do to make her see how crazy she was acting? "I'm not your boyfriend any more," he said.
"And you're cheating on me!" Emmanuelle flared in a combination anger and sadness.
"Emmanuelle, I'm not cheating on you. I'm not your boyfriend."
"I'm sorry," she said, crying a little again. "I'm just... I'm just feeling a little... crazy... right now. You never answer my calls, my texts... you blocked me your from social media accounts. You make it totally impossible for me to get any kind of closure. I don't know why you don't love me any more. Is it her, Vincent? Is that it? She stole you from me, didn't she?"
Vince shook his head, but didn't say a word. He had to keep her calm. He had to get loose and get Emmanuelle away from them.
"And after everything I did for you... this is the least you can do for me. Are you just so enamored by this... slut," she said, indicating Caroline with a wave of her hand, "that you forgot about everything we've been through together? Every little dirty deed that I did for you... you just threw it away? For this... woman? And all the sudden our life together just never happened at all. Is that about right?"
Vince closed his eyes for a moment, thinking this wasn't going in the right direction at all. He needed to figure out how to handle this... how to get free and get rid of her.
Seeing his eyes closed, Emmanuelle thought he finally regretted what he did to her. "I forgive you Vincent. I forgive you for everything you did to me. Can I just hug you again? You just look so good."
"If I give you a hug, will you leave?" Vince asked, seeing a little opening.
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"If I give you a hug, will you leave?" Vince asked, seeing a little opening to get her to set him free. He was tied to his bed with his current girlfriend, Caroline, lying beside him. She was sleeping heavily, apparently, somehow drugged by Emmanuelle.
Emmanuelle... a rich, daddy's girl. When they first met, he was in heaven. Not only was she rich, but she was wild... in and out of the bed. He was living a dream, traveling around the world and having some incredible sex. He couldn't ask for a better life.
But then things changed. She started having more sudden mood swings and she started having these fantasies that he was cheating on her. It started slowly enough, with their first arguments only being once a month or so. But then they became more and more frequent and it seemed like nothing he did convinced her that he wasn't cheating on her. To her, everything was just some elaborate scheme or setup, that she was now just seeing for the first time.
When her mood swings started becoming more common, down to once a week, then almost every other day, he knew this wasn't going to work. No matter how much he pleaded with her daddy to get her some help, he believed everything his daughter said and refused him.
So, with no other choice to save his own sanity, he broke up with her. He tried to break off contact with her, but somehow she always found a way to find him and control him. Having a filthy rich, crazy stalker, he found, was extremely difficult to deal with.
And now, it was two years after they broke up and he found Emmanuelle in his living room late on a Friday night, naked and masturbating. When he tried to force her to leave, she jabbed him with a syringe and he fell into a deep sleep.
While he was unconscious, she managed to drag him to his bed, and tie him up. She had a plan. A plan that Vince wanted no part of... but at the moment didn't have much choice in the matter. She was now on the bed with him, naked except for crotchless, black hose and she was teasing his hard cock.
"I miss you so much... I just need to feel you." Emmanuelle sat up, moving up the bed to give him a hug, then suddenly stopped. "Are you... are you staring at my boobs?" she asked playfully. She grabbed her breasts with both hands and squeezed them while looking at him, showing them off. "Getting one last eyeful? Do you miss my body? It's really too bad that your new slut isn't anywhere nearly endowed as me."
Emmanuelle started getting excited, knowing that Vincent really did want her, really did love her. His physical reaction to her and now his lustful stares, really showed his love for her. She started bouncing on the bed.
"I feel your love, Vincent! I feel it! Don't you want to have sex with me?"
"Emmanuelle... Emmanuelle... shh... just... be calm, ok?" Vince was suddenly scared that she changed her mind... she wasn't going to free him just yet.
"I'm calm... I'm calm," she said and stopped bouncing. She smiled at him, her face beaming with joy. "And I... I have an idea... my love. I want to have sex with you one more time. I just need closure."
"Closure?"
"Yes... I just need to feel you inside of me one last time," she said. Her hand slid over his abdomen, her fingers wrapping around and slowly stroking his cock. "Then I'll go away forever. Just... please. That's all I want."
"Emmanuelle... stop. I'm... I'm with Caroline now," he said. In no way did he believe she'd just go away forever. And, unfortunately, he could tell her he didn't want her, but his body was saying something completely different. Emmanuelle always had a way of getting him excited on a moment's notice. And today, she was doing it perfectly. He was rock hard.
"Vincent... your cock is sooo hard for me right now," she said laying down, her head on his thigh as she slowly stroked him. "Are you not getting laid enough? Are you not getting your... release?" She leaned forward and kissed his shaft, then slid to the top and sucked on the head, moaning. "Don't tell me you have to jerk off all by yourself."
Vince shook his head. "No, I don't Emmanuelle, that's not true. My life with Caroline is great. And my sex life with her is great, too."
"It's not true? Oh... yeah.. I believe that," Emmanuelle nodded, rolling her eyes knowing that was definitely a lie. "I bet the whore doesn't give you anywhere near the amount of sex you need. I know how you are. You need it multiple times a day. She probably fucks you less than once a week... and she probably schedules it. Is that what the circled X's are on the calendar in the kitchen, Vincent... sex nights with the prude? There aren't many of them at all."
Vince had to admit, Caroline's desire to schedule everything, even their sex life, made things rather boring and dull. He wished there was more spontaneous passion... but they just weren't there yet. He knew he'd open her up soon. Sometimes it just took time.
"I bet you're sooo backed up," she said, sucking him into her mouth again and then stroking him. "I remember everything that excites you, Vincent. How could I possibly forget? High heels... black stockings... short, short skirts... slutty tops that show so much titty. I remember all the lingerie you bought me when we were together. Do you recognize these hose?" she asked stroking her thigh and attracting his attention to them.
Vincent had noticed and those black stockings were definitely a favorite of his. He remembered the first time she wore them... when they went to the movies... and she didn't wear panties... and he fingered her. God, that was hot!
Emmanuelle giggled as she felt his cock lurch in her hand. "You bought them for me. And I love to wear them as often as I can to remember you. They make my legs look so great, don't you think?"
"Yeah," Vince said softly. He was so screwed... all he could do was going along with this until she untied him.
"And I bet you want to touch them," she smiled deviously. "I know you want to. You can say it... it's not betraying anything. You're just telling the truth. Come on, she won't know. Just for old-time's sake. Go on, touch my legs... I know you want to."
Emmanuelle moved her leg up to his face and hands so that he could touch her leg and foot. He stroked her leg slowly, feeling the silky fabric. He couldn't hide the fact that he did love the look and feel of hose.
"They feel so good don't they?" Emmanuelle smiled, knowing that she was getting to him. She knew he wanted her... she just had to bring out the real Vincent. "I know you want to kiss them. Yeah... hold my foot... and give it just a little kiss. Don't be shy about it. I've seen so much more from you. Come on... don't be shy... I can see you want to. That raging hardon from seeing my sexy body. It's not the first time that's happened. Go ahead... admit it."
Vince kissed her foot and felt her wiggle her toes against his cheek. She giggled playfully.
"What other parts of my body do you miss?" she asked, seductively. "Come on, tell me."
"Your... your lips," Vince said, playing along.
"My lips?" she smiled. "What about them do you miss? Hmm? Come on... you can tell me. Tell me why you like them. You owe me that."
"I like... kissing them," he said softly.
"You like kissing them? Mmm... You like the way they feel on your lips?"
"Yeah... kissing you was awesome," Vince said, obviously not really excited by all this.
"You're not telling me the whole story, Vincent," she said angrily, not liking that he wasn't being very truthful. Then her face softened as she sucked on the head of his cock again. "I know you love them wrapped around your cock. You miss that, don't you? You miss my mouth on your cock. I know she doesn't suck you like I do. You can't keep anything from me."
She slid him deep into her throat several times, her hand stroking beneath her lips, then kissed and licked all along his length making Vince groan.
Emmanuelle giggled and smiled like a naughty little girl. "Remember all those times we fucked while I wore these hose? Do you? How could you forget? Wouldn't you like to do it again? I know you would. You miss my pussy, don't you? Don't you?" she asked smacking him on the thigh.
He nodded... more in fear than anything else.
"It's been a while," she said, turning her attention back to his cock for a second to look at its rock hard length. "Long enough to yearn to feel it again... to fuck it again. Isn't that right? I know you want to slip yourself inside of my pussy... my legs on your shoulders, against your cheeks, so you can feel them against your skin. You still want to feel my pussy, don't you?"
Vince nodded. He'd agree to just about anything she said at this point. "Yeah."
"You know what?" she asked, smiling like she had a super secret, super fun plan. "I have a secret I haven't even told my daddy yet. I'm ready."
"Ready for...?" Vince asked.
"I'm ready to get pregnant, silly! And I know I'm going to get pregnant in no time with your help. I know daddy wants to have a grandson, but I'm hoping for a little girl."
Vince was terrified and his face showed it. This whole thing had taken a serious hard turn. "I'm not going to get you pregnant, Emmanuelle. Caroline's right here!"
"It doesn't matter," Emmanuelle said softly, stroking him again. "She'll be out for hours."
Emmanuelle took a moment to slowly stroke and suck on his cock, all the while looking up at him and smiling. She knew she'd get him hard, get him so full of cum... that he'd fill her pussy and get her pregnant. His cock throbbed in her mouth as she hit a sensitive spot.
"Don't tell me you don't love this," she said, smiling and stroking as she released his cock from her mouth. "'cause I wouldn't fucking believe you. You know I'd do anything for my boyfriend. Especially when you're so good to me. Helping me get pregnant."
Vince moaned. He didn't want to, but she was so good at sucking his cock. Then suddenly she thrust her mouth down, trying to slide his cock as deep as she could. Her nose was almost touching his pubic hair. She was definitely as deep as she ever had him. He felt her swallow, making his cock tingle delightfully.
She pulled off of him, sputtering and gasping, her saliva dripping from her mouth onto his cock and legs. "God, you're as thick as ever," she said when she could breath again. "I can barely get you down my throat. I know you miss that... your cock hitting the back of my throat as I try to shove you deeper. And I knew you couldn't resist. I felt you thrusting up into my mouth," she giggled.
Emmanuelle sat up on her knees, just stroking him for a moment. "Do you know what I need right now?"
Vince shook his head. This was too much for him to take.
"I want you to eat my pussy Vincent." Emmanuelle crawled up his body until she was sitting on his chest, looking down at him. In any other situation, Vince might have liked something like this... a dominant woman wanting to use his body. But... Emmanuelle was a ticking time bomb.
"Ok... ok... I can do that," he said. Anything to keep her from thinking about getting pregnant.
"You can do that?" she said angrily, leaning down until her face was right over his. "Don't you want to?"
"Yes... I want to," he answered quickly. "Let me eat your pussy Emmanuelle. Please let me."
"Yes! Yes!" she said, happily crawling forward and putting her pussy over his mouth. Now he sounded like the old Vincent. Now he sounded like he really wanted her.
She looked down at him again and saw fear in his eyes instead of the desire she wanted to see, expected to see.
"Don't do it like you're scared!" she said angrily. He quickly lifted his head and slid his tongue along her pussy lips,
"Oh... yes," she moaned, closing her eyes for a moment. "That feels so good." She looked down at him and saw her eyes were closed. "Look at me!" she demanded. "I want you to look at my face. I don't want you pretending that I'm someone else. You're licking MY pussy, Vincent. You want MY pussy. We were meant to be together!"
Vincent opened his eyes and looked up at her. God, she was so sexy. If only she wasn't so unstable... so crazy!
"Yeah... just think... you're licking the hole that our baby's going to come out of, Vincent," she said softly, smiling.
"I... I don't think I want to have children," he said, hoping that wouldn't anger her.
"Yes you do... I know you do," she said, palming her breasts and squeezing them. "You're just scared Vincent. You're going to be a great father." Emmanuelle moaned loudly, looking up at the ceiling before looking down at him again. "Oh, my gosh, yes... you're so good at eating me out. Oh my gosh!"
Vincent knew just as much about her body, about what she liked, about what made her cum the fastest as she knew his and he used that knowledge. It was only two minutes before her hips were bucking and she came, violently, thrusting her hips into his face again and again.
"Oh... that was so nice," she said, moving down to sit on his chest. "Oh my gosh... I'm still shaking," she said, holding her hands out to show him. "Oh wow, you really love me Vincent. You're making me so happy."
"That's what I want, Emmanuelle," he said quickly. "I just want you to be happy, ok? Just be happy."
"I feel so... pretty," Emmanuelle said, sliding her hands through her hair. When Vince didn't respond, she looked down at him, angry again. "You didn't say anything, Vincent. Don't you think I look pretty?"
"Of course, Emmanuelle. You are," he said quickly, trying not to let her get angry again.
"Don't you think I'm... beautiful?"
"Yes... you're so beautiful," he said quickly.
"You want to please me, don't you Vincent? You want to make me cum," she said, looking down at him. She had all the power over him and it was starting to go to her head. She moved forward again, pushing her pussy down onto his mouth.
"Yes... just let me make you cum," he said quickly again, then started licking her pussy, flicking his tongue over her clit. If he only pleased her enough, then she'd leave.
"You want to make me cum because you love me, don't you?"
"Mmhmm," he moaned.
"Yes... that's so good," she moaned, moving her hips a little. "I love seeing your face down there on my pussy. Don't you feel my love?"
"Mmhmm... yes," he moaned.
"I'm so glad I forgave you for everything that you did to me," she said, closing her eyes. She held her breasts and squeezed them as his tongue sent tingles all over her body. "I want you to make me cum... with your mouth... it feels so good. Oh, that's so nice. Am I the only girl for you Vincent?
"Mmhmm... the only one," he mumbled, trying not to stop licking her. He sensed she was so close now.
"Yes, Vincent... I'm going to cum!" she moaned loudly. "Your love is going to make me cum. I'm going to fill your mouth with my love. Oh my God... oh...!"
She squeezed her breasts harder, pinching her nipples as she came, drenching him with her juices again.
"Yes! Yes!" she panted as she pulled away and sat on his chest again. "You make me cum so hard. I love you." She bent down and kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding into his mouth.
She kicked her leg off him and moved so that she settled between his legs. She gripped his cock again and stroked it. It had diminished a little, but was still really hard. She knew it wouldn't take long for him to get rock solid once again.
"I want to suck on you now and feel you in my mouth," she said.
"You, um... you came, right," he said, sounding uncertain and scared. He was hoping that her orgasm would be enough for her to let him go.
"Yes... you do that so well," she smiled.
"Good. That's... good." He didn't want to mention getting untied, but he really wanted to. There had to be some way to get her to do at least that. And then... he'd figure something out. He had to.
"Why do you look so scared Vincent?" she asked, her anger starting to grow again.
"I... I just wanted to make sure you had an orgasm and that you're happy now."
"I did," she said. "But I'm not finished with you Vincent. Are you telling me I'm ready to leave and should get out of your house?"
Oh God, Vince thought. Her anger just flares out of nowhere. "No... no, just... please... go ahead... yes... go... ahead."
Emmanuelle grabbed his boxers and pulled them down as far as they would go. Then she lay between his legs once more and grabbed his hard shaft.
"You feel so good in my hand," she said, looking at his cock and stroking it. "I missed it so much. I want to suck your dick again. I love it when you let me take care of you like this. You make me so happy. Aren't you enjoying this Vincent? Don't you like my mouth on your dick?"
Vince nodded. "Yes... yeah, it's... it's great."
"Aren't I more fun than she is?" Emmanuelle asked, smiling. "I give you everything you ever wanted. I just want to make you feel good, Vincent." She slid him into her mouth again and heard the gluck noises as she slid him deep again and again. Then she giggled when she spit on his cock. It was one of her famous messy blowjobs and she used her spit to help stroke him even more.
"Mmm, I love drooling all over your cock," she giggled. "It feels so good. Getting it nice and sloppy so I can stick it in my pussy. You like it when I suck your cock like that, Vincent? Getting you nice and ready for my pussy?"
Vince groaned again. God! Why did she have to be so fucking good at sucking his dick?
"We'll have to tell her that you love me more, you know," she said suddenly. "But she'll understand. She'll understand, Vincent, and she'll leave... so we can be together... forever."
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Crazy Ex, Part 3
"We'll have to tell her that you love me more, you know," Emmanuelle said suddenly. "But she'll understand. She'll understand, Vincent, and she'll leave... so we can be together... forever."
She was crazy! Vince was tied to his bed, having both he and his current girlfriend drugged by Emmanuelle, his crazy ex-girlfriend. How she found him this time, he couldn't figure out. But she did. And she managed to break into their house to execute this wild plan of hers.
Her plan was to win him back, get married, get pregnant, and live happily ever after. He couldn't believe it. They'd been broken up for two years now. Her crazy mood swings and wild accusations of infidelity finally drove him away after four years. He just couldn't take it any more.
Now she was back... and wanted them to be together forever.
"You're teasing me, Vincent," she said, moving to her knees once again. She kicked her legs over him, straddling him, and moved up holding his cock under her. "I need you inside me. I want you inside me and I want to look down on your perfect face. You're the only man I've ever loved. I love you."
"Oh," Vince groaned, closing his eyes as she pushed down, sliding his cock into her wetness. He didn't want to fuck her. He didn't want to be inside her. At least... that's what his brain said. But his cock felt differently. And she had him so worked up that right now, his cock ruled.
"Oh my God... I almost forgot how huge you were," she moaned as pushed him deeper and deeper. "Your dick is so big... so perfect for me. No one else can make me pregnant. Only you can. There's no point in resisting. I know you want this kitty again."
Emmanuelle started rocking on top of him, her hands on his chest, sliding him in and out of her wetness. She closed her eyes, feeling the pleasure wash over her. Vince had very conflicting feelings... wanting her to get off and free him on one hand... and wanting to fuck her so hard on the other.
"We're so bad cheating on your fucking girlfriend like this, aren't we?" she giggled, looking down at him. "Remember how we used to fuck? How good it was? It was the best sex I ever had. You're just so perfect and have such big loads to give me. No one else can ever get me pregnant. Plus... I need this nice big cock in my life. I can never have another man. Not after experiencing your big fat cock. There's just something about you that makes me so... wet... so uncontrollably horny all the time." She lay down on him and kissed him. "I love you Vincent."
She stared in his eyes, her bright, happy, smiling face suddenly changing. Her anger flared. "Don't you love me?"
"Yes... yes... I love you," Vince said quickly.
Her face suddenly lit up with joy and she sat up, bouncing like a little girl again. "You love me? Oh... you love me! You love me!" She put her hands on his chest again and moved her hips faster, slamming his cock into her. "Oh... fuck me... Fuck me harder. Fuck me like you mean it. Fuck me like you used to. Give it to me. Fuck... me!"
Vince closed his eyes, trying to deny how much pleasure she gave him. There was no denying that their sex had always been hot... more exciting than any other girl he'd ever been with. But her wild mood swings and constant accusations of infidelity drove him crazy. He wasn't sure he could take much more of her.
"Look at me as you fuck me, Vincent. I want to see how much you love me." Vince complied, looking up into her wild eyes. She was smiling down at him, radiating joy... but... at a crazy, intense level. He'd never seen her this over the top before. "I want you to show me how much you love me. I knew you never really left me. You just wanted to make sure that I was the one for you. You're the love of my life, Vincent. I'm going to marry you!"
Vince looked over at Caroline's limp body, lying on her side, facing away from him. He prayed that she was ok... and that she was going to get through this, no matter what happened.
Emmanuelle noticed him turn his head towards Caroline. "She's not going to wake up, Vincent. She'll be out for hours and hours. We can fuck for a long, long time. I made sure no one is going to disturb us."
"Oh my God," Vince moaned, knowing that he was so definitely screwed.
"Oh fuck... such a good boy," Emmanuelle said, feeling his cock throbbing inside her. "Oh my God you make me so fucking happy. You like that baby? I'm the best fucking lay you've ever had, aren't I Vincent?"
Emmanuelle grabbed her breasts with both hands and squeezed them, tweaking her nipples. She smiled at Vince, knowing just how much he used to enjoy watching her play with them. She leaned forward, sliding her nipples across his lips.
"I'm going to stick my big tits right in your face," she said, teasing him with them. "Yeah... bounce them up and down. Oh, grab 'em Vincent. Squeeze them in your hands. Suck on my tits."
Vince didn't have much room to move his hands and didn't really feel like sucking on her nipples at the moment, so he resisted.
"What's wrong Vincent?" she said, sitting up and looking down at him. Her eyes flared in distrust and anger once more. "You don't want to suck on them? Don't you love sucking on them? You used to love sucking on them!"
Damn, Vince thought. He just needed a break. He just needed to get away from her. "Just... relax Emmanuelle. I want them... I want them." She bent forward again, her breasts floating over his face, and he sucked on the offered nipple. He knew just how she liked it, and soon had both nipples very hard and pointed.
"I knew you still wanted me," she said, closing her eyes again. It felt so good to have her nipples worshipped while she was getting fucked. "I knew you just had to fuck me again. I knew you couldn't wait to feel my pussy around your cock again. That's my good boy... that's it... oh fuck... just like that. That's soooo fucking good. That's just what I need from you."
She sat up again, while he was sucking, her nipple plopping out of his mouth, much to her delight. Her hips alternated between moving up and down, forward and back, and sitting still as she ground her clit into his pelvis. She knew everything that gave them both the most pleasure.
"You're building up a nice big load for me, Vincent," she said, looking down at him again, smiling. Vince could tell she was getting close to her orgasm. "You know we're going to have to do this a lot baby. I know that sometimes it can take a long time to get pregnant. I'll need a lot of fucking loads. Yeah... and I need them nice and deep. But don't you worry... you're going to be a daddy soon."
Vince winced. The last thing he needed was to have a baby and be stuck connected to her in any way. But what choice did he have? She was totally in charge and she knew every trick in the book to get him to cum. Maybe... just maybe... she wouldn't get pregnant and would dump him. He could only pray.
"Oh my God give me that fucking cock," she said moving up and down slowly, feeling every inch of his cock come in and out of her pussy. "Nice long strokes. Just like that! Yes! Give it to me! Give me that fucking orgasm! Give me that fucking load. Oh, you're such a good boyfriend."
"I'm not your boyfriend any more, Emmanuelle," Vince said softly. It was soft enough that she didn't hear him over her panting and moaning.
"You're such... a... good... fucking... boyfriend," she moaned. "Oh... yeah... like that. I know just what you like... things that she never will." Suddenly she changed her pace and began bouncing her hips on him rapidly. Vince knew that means she was going to cum soon. She always loved being fucked fast. "Ooh, bouncing up and down like that on your cock."
"Oh my God... fuck," he moaned back. He loved the fast pace too and she was quickly driving him towards his own orgasm. He tried to think of something else... anything else... anything to kill his erection, kill his orgasm. Maybe she'd tire of him and just move on. But she was sooo good at making him cum for her.
"That's it, Vincent... you just tell me anything I can do to help you. I just want that nice... hard... cock... all to myself. Get a nice big load for me in those balls. I'm going to have you unload all of it deep into my pussy."
"Untie me Emmanuelle... that's all I want," Vince pleaded, moaning at the same time. "Just untie me."
"Do you promise to put a nice load of cum deep in me?" she asked, smiling.
"Yes... I'll do it," Vince nodded rapidly, finally seeing a way out of this. "I'll do anything you want. Just... untie me."
"Oh Vince... I'm not letting you go just yet," she she smiled, shaking her head slowly. "You'll just try to run away again. Why the fuck did you ever leave me?"
Vince hesitated. The last thing he wanted was her anger to flare again. "Because you're too much Emmanuelle."
She laughed, but never stopped rapidly fucking him. "'Cause I'm too much? No... you just can't admit how much you love me. You love me, Vincent... I know it. And your load is going to be so fucking big... it feels so good. You're going to get me pregnant and be with me forever and ever. That's why you're such a good boyfriend."
Vince felt deflated. No matter what he did, she was going to get her wish. She was going to make him cum.
"You make me feel so good," she said, panting. "I've missed you so much."
"Oh fuck," Vince moaned. He wished his body wasn't so into her, wasn't so attuned to her. He wished he wouldn't cum. But he was losing that battle rapidly.
"Build up a nice big fucking load for me," she moaned, closing her eyes as she envisioned his cum filling her body. "Yes... that's it. That's it... that's it... give it to me. It feels so good baby. I can tell you love me, Vincent. I can tell you love fucking me."
Vince could see her body flush, her chest getting so pink, her nipples hardening, and knew she was cumming. She looked at him, her face showing her exertion and need.
"Look at me... look at me while you make me cum again," she said, putting both hands on his head to make him look up at her. "Look at me while you make me cum all over you."
Suddenly Vince felt her body quiver and shake as she stopped moving on his cock. She closed her eyes, her face contorting as the pleasure burst throughout her body. Her juices poured out of her, gushing out over his cock and his bed. Her pussy squeezed his cock, trying to milk his cum out of him, almost sending him over the edge as well.
"Oh God!" she moaned as she smacked his chest. She stopped fucking him as she rested a moment, her eyes still closed, her face glowing as she smiled.
She rested a moment, breathing hard, smiling down at him as if her whole world was suddenly alive and better.
"I love you," she said softly, starting to cry a little. "I love you. I love you." With every declaration of her love she started fucking him faster once again, her hips moving forward and back, sliding him in and out. "You're gonna cum deep inside me. I'm going to make sure that happens. Like that. Like that. Oh fuck! That's it baby... I need your fucking cum. I need you to cum inside of me. I need you to squirt it deep, deep inside my pussy. Give me our baby, Vincent. Give it to me so we can be together forever. Fuck me... just the way you like it. Just the way you like it Vincent. I want you to cum inside of me. I want you to feed my pussy... feed my pussy with your cum."
Vince tried... he tried his best not to orgasm. But it was a losing battle and he felt his peak coming quickly. He was breathing hard, his hips pushing up into her almost without his conscious control, his body knowing exactly what it wanted. His body wanted to cum... she wanted him to cum... and it was going to happen.
"Oh my God," he moaned, closing his eyes and trying to will it not to happen.
"Oh yes... give it to me," she said, squeezing her breasts again.
And he did... he came and he couldn't believe how incredible it felt. His body contracted again and again, sending his cum deep inside her and filling her up. She was right, he had a huge load to give her. It had been so long since he had such a rewarding orgasm that his body was ready for it... it yearned for it.
"Yes!" Emmanuelle said excitedly, squeezing her muscles again and again to milk him dry. "That's a good boy... pump it in there... pump it in there. Every fucking drop is for me. Yes!"
Vince lay there, sweating pouring from him, as Emmanuelle just looked down at him, smiling. She knew she got exactly what she wanted and he knew he was probably screwed for life.
Emmanuelle sat on him for a while, feeling his cock deflate slowly, feeling the heat and pleasure radiate through her body. Then she lay beside him, on her back, and held her knees up to her chest.
"That was as good as ever, baby. Oh my God... I missed that," she said, smiling. Her hair was plastered to her face, her body covered in sweat. "I knew you still wanted me. I knew it... I knew it... I knew the only reason you wouldn't talk to me, why you blocked me on social media, is that you couldn't stand to hear from me. You couldn't stand to see me. 'Cause all I do is make your cock rock fucking hard and you couldn't take that with... her. Isn't that right Vincent?"
"Mmhmm," Vince mumbled, not exactly wanting to give her anything more.
"And now I've got your cum deep inside me," she gushed. "Can't let it come out... That's all the proof I need that you love me. I'm going to keep it in so I can make a nice baby for you. You're such a good boyfriend. I wish you could be inside me all day long. This is the feeling I want... your cum inside me. And that look on your face... you're always so satisfied when you fuck me." She was so happy and she hummed a song that Vince didn't know.
"About these ropes," Vince started to say before she cut him off.
"I was thinking... you should move in with me again," she said, looking up at the ceiling as if thinking far into the future. "Then we can do this again and again. Just like we used to. I mean... she'll understand. Especially with our baby on the way." She turned towards him, and lightly touched his face, pushing the stray hairs off his forehead and away from his eyes. "Maybe we can just take a little nap. Then we can go to the courthouse and finally get married."
Emmanuelle put her arm around him, hugging him, and kissed him on the cheek. "Please kiss me. Oh, you're such a good boyfriend. My boyfriend." She kissed him again and again, passionately. He tried to push away, but was helpless.
Emmanuelle got out of the bed and walked over to the dresser where she picked up a syringe filled with clear liquid. She squirted in the air, making sure to remove all of the air, then walked over to him.
"Emmanuelle... no... please," Vince begged. "Just untie me, ok. Just untie me."
"Don't you worry, my love," she said, using an alcohol wipe on his skin where she was going to inject him. "I'll untie you very soon."
Vince barely felt the needle slide into him, but definitely felt his mind getting cloudy. In seconds he was finding it difficult to think and his vision got very blurry. Then he passed out.
Emmanuelle put the needle down and picked up her cell phone, quickly dialing a number. "I'm ready," she said before the person on the other end could say a word.
"All his items, correct?" the man on the other end asked.
"Yes, of course," she said decisively, a little annoyed that he didn't already know this. "Everything that appears to be his, I want moved to the new house. Is that so hard?"
"No, ma'am. We're on it," the man said nervously. He didn't like the consequences when her anger flared either.
*****
Vince woke slowly, his mind taking a little time to register the world around him again. The sheets and comforter where stark white and the room glowed. Sunlight streamed in from the three small, circular windows in the wall to the side. Another three dotted the wall on the other side. The light moved, slightly, as if the sun were moving.
He pulled the sheet and comforter off and realized he was naked except for a pair of black, satin boxers. He looked around for clothes and saw nothing. He slid out of the bed and realized that it wasn't the sun that was moving... it was the ground. He was on a boat of some kind. He went to the window and looked out. The sky was blue as was the water, reflecting sunlight off the light waves. The boat was moving at a simple pace, as if whoever was on top was enjoying the scenery, and they were near some kind of islands.
He had no idea what was going on nor how long he'd been unconscious. He looked at himself in the mirror and everything appeared to be normal. He was even freshly shaved. Pictures on the walls were of he and Emmanuelle, smiling. Those were the good years when they were dating, he remembered a couple of them.
He went to one of the closet doors and opened it, grabbing some of the clothes inside. All of them were very lightweight, made for warmer climates. He slid on a pair of tan shorts and an island-print button-down shirt. He closed the door again and went to the cabin door, listened for a moment, then opened it.
A short hallway moved down the length of the boat with more doors on either side, ending with a stairwell up to the deck. He climbed the stairs, shielding his eyes from the blinding sunlight, and looked around when he reached high enough. He could see two deck hands moving about, moving lines and helping with keeping the ship moving. One was standing in an aft seating area where it appeared Emmanuelle and her dad were sitting. He was giving them fresh drinks and taking away their old glasses.
Vince climbed onto the deck and slowly made his way to the lounge area, trying to find his sea legs. "Where are we?" he asked.
"Vincent, you're awake," Emmanuelle said, smiling up at him. She looked truly happy to see him.
"We're in Indonesia," her father, Charles Craig, said. He was an older gentlemen, probably in his 70s. He was extremely wealthy and enjoyed traveling around the world. Vince and Emmanuelle had accompanied him on some of his trips before. "That's Jakarta right there."
"We're going to our new home," Emmanuelle said. "Here... have a seat. You should see the house..."
"I have a home," Vince interrupted her, not too pleased.
"This is our home, my love," Emmanuelle said. "This is where we're going to get married, have our baby, and our lives together forever."
"What about my job, everything I have back in the States?"
"Everything's been taken care of," Mr. Craig said. "All your possessions are in the house. And your job accepted your resignation and sent their congratulations. Just relax son. Everything's been taken care of. Take a seat and enjoy the water."
"Our wedding ceremony is next Saturday and it's going to be on the beach," Emmanuelle said, clapping her hands happily. "It'll be absolutely beautiful! I always dreamed of a beach wedding."
"Sir," Vince said, hoping to talk some sense into her father at least. "You can't do this. This is kidnapping. You know that right?"
Charles didn't even look at him. "Nonsense, son. I can do anything I want. And I want what makes my baby girl happy. She wants to marry you and have your children... and I'm going to see to it that that happens."
"But... this is wrong. You can't..." Vince tried to say, but was immediately cut off.
"Obviously I can," Charles said. "And frankly, you should just get used to the idea. As you can see, your new life has already started. You just have to catch up to it."
Vince couldn't believe his eyes or his ears. This was just not possible. This could not be happening. Emmanuelle was a little crazy, but he thought he'd left that life. How could she just drag him back in like this?
Emmanuelle kicked her legs to the side of the lounge chair and stood. "Baby... why don't we go down to our room for a while?" She walked over and took his hand. "I'm feeling a little... needy... and I know you have something that needs attending to." She smiled as the fingers of her other hand grazed the front of his shorts possessively. "It's been a while. We'll see you in a little bit, daddy." She bent down and kissed her father's cheek.



"Ok... you kids have fun," he said. "Have Robert bring me a fresh drink if you would, too."
"Ok daddy," she said, pulling Vince towards the ladder down to the staterooms.
Vince allowed her to pull him, not knowing what else to do. He knew what was going to happen in the stateroom. He knew what was going to happen on Saturday. And he knew his life was going to be pure hell.
But what could he do when his crazy ex was determined and filthy rich?
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Mom's Injured Friend
I was 19 when I first met my mom's college roommate Emmanuelle. It had been a year since high school graduation and I hadn't decided what I wanted to do with my life yet. I didn't feel like I was ready for college and I really didn't want to get a job. I was perfectly content just waking up every day and playing video games. With no responsibilities at all. Although I felt... unfulfilled.
It was one of those hot summer days in June that it all started. I was playing a video game in the basement, while my mom was on the phone in the laundry area. She was annoying me by talking so loud, but it's not like I was going to say anything and start a fight.
"Oh my gosh! Are you ok?" my mom asked into the phone.
With her loud talking, it was hard to ignore her and I died quickly in the game. I had to restart a new one.
"Of course we'll come down there," she said. "Nonsense! Vince will come with me. He's not doing anything but playing stupid video games anyways. Of course he can stay for a couple months. Maybe that'll give him some kind of incentive to get a job or something." She sneered at me as she walked past me, heading back upstairs.
"No, I'll tell Jack and we'll head down today. It's only a couple hours away. I can stay for a day or two and them come back."
She shut the door at the top of the stairs so I could only hear a muffled conversation, but it looked like my summer was going to suck. I was going to get stuck staying at a friend of my mom's. Hooray for me...
Just an hour later, she was helping me pack my suitcase. "She broke her leg, ok? She's on crutches and can barely get around."
"But why do I have to stay there?" I complained. But that only made my mom a bit angry.
"Vincent Barnette I did not just hear you ask me that!" She grabbed a few more shirts, roughly folded them, and slammed them into my suitcase. "Because I'm her friend and your ass is lazy. I have to work, you know, and you're just sitting around doing nothing. It might do you some good to actually help someone once in a while."
I knew when I lost an argument. I begrudgingly put my suitcase in her car, leaving behind all my gaming equipment for the rest of the summer. Mom and I drove for six hours before we finally got into Emmanuelle's town and found her house. It was a nice little place, with a private, fenced-in, partly shaded back yard, and a small, in-ground pool. There were patches of grass all around, but not too much. I knew I'd have to mow it, though.
Emmanuelle met us at the front door on crutches. She hugged us both as best she could and my mom was overwhelmed to see her. I guess they hadn't seen each other in many years. They were both 39, so they weren't old or anything. And they both kept in pretty good shape, Emmanuelle even better than my mom. She was wearing cotton shorts and a bikini top due to the summer heat and needing something that she could wear that fit over her cast. Her cast was long, too, coming all the way up from her toes to mid-thigh.
Once I saw the cast, it was obvious why she needed help. She could barely sit down on her own, and couldn't carry or lift anything. Since she lived alone with no family nearby, she needed someone to help with her day-to-day needs, buying groceries, mowing the lawn, keeping the place clean.
When she hugged me, I could feel her large breasts press against me and it turned me on a little. We knocked one of the crutches to the floor so she hugged me even tighter to keep from falling down. It was awkward, but the way she rubbed against me, one arm around my shoulders, the other hand on my chest, her breasts pressed against my chest and shoulder, really turned me on. I couldn't help but look at them trapped behind that thin fabric.
"Sorry," she apologized as my mom struggled to get the lost crutch while I braced Emmanuelle against me. "These stupid things... Thanks, Suzie!" My mom stepped back, smiling, and then looking down at Emmanuelle's leg, she looked concerned again. "Oh, it's just for a couple of months."
Emmanuelle led us into the living room, with me heading up the rear with the suitcases. My mom and Emmanuelle sat on the couch, leaving me with the chair. My mom helped Emmanuelle sit while she held the crutches for her.
"Thank you, Suzie! You're the best!" Both my mom and Emmanuelle hugged and were crying a little amid sudden bouts of laughter at how silly this all seemed.
"You know I'd never leave you helpless like this," my mom said, pulling back a little.
Emmanuelle turned toward me. "And thank you, young man, for coming to my rescue. I hope it doesn't ruin your summer." Both of them were looking at me, but my eyes were suddenly glued to Emmanuelle's hand as she adjusted her bikini top, right over her breast. Her nipples were noticeably hard, poking out against the material. I felt my cock tighten suddenly in my shorts. God she was an attractive woman!
I swore that when I finally realized where I was staring and looked up, Emmanuelle was giving me a little smirk... like she knew exactly what I was thinking. "No... uh... no, it's no problem, Ms. Castle."
"Call me Emmanuelle, please," she said. "Ms. Castle makes me sound old. Do I look like an old lady?" she asked, smirking again.
"Uh... no... no you don't look old," I stammered.
"Well good! Oh... I'm sorry. I know you've been driving a long time and you might want to freshen up and get ready for bed. Let me show you around the house," she said, struggling to stand. My mom helped her up, their breasts pressing together as she was lifted. Their faces were so close together. I had the momentary fantasy of them suddenly kissing...
Then she backed away an inch. "Um..." my mom stammered. "Vince is..."
Emmanuelle looked at me again and smiled. "Yes... he is."
She knew just what she was doing to me. It was such an erotic sight. I'd never seen two women kissing in real life before... and I'd never seen my mom even remotely sexual with anyone before... even my dad. I swallowed hard, wondering if I'd even be able to stand after that. I willed my erection to fade and thankfully it worked enough. I saw Emmanuelle look at my crotch and smile as I attempted to stand. I knew my cock was visible, but there was nothing I could do about it.
As if nothing had happened, Emmanuelle led us up the stairs. It was a small, two bedroom house, with a full bath upstairs and a half bath downstairs. As we moved down the hall, Emmanuelle explained that the one bedroom was still full of junk and wasn't useable. But that she had a queen-sized bed in her room that will work for all three of us.
I swallowed hard as I looked in the small bedroom. All three of us... sleeping in one bed. Oh... great...
I went into the bathroom to get cleaned up and thought I could hear them talking in the bedroom outside. I pressed my ear to the door so I could hear what they were saying. It became quickly obvious that they were kissing... if not more. God my mind was reeling with fantasies!
"It's been a long time," Emmanuelle said.
"Yes... it has..." My mom was moaning a little bit.
"I want you."
"I... I know... I want you too... It's just..."
I heard my mom grunting a little bit, but didn't hear much else. I turned on the water and continued getting cleaned up, and went to the bathroom, flushing the toilet, and then waited a minute, giving them plenty of time to know I was finishing up before I walked out. When I finally came out of the bathroom they were sitting on the bed.
"Suzie?" Emmanuelle asked. "I'm going to need you to run to the grocery store for a few things. I think they're open until 11:00. I'm sorry. Do you mind?"
"Um... ok... I can do that," my mom looked at me, then back to Emmanuelle. "What do you need?"
"Some milk... bread... cereal for Vince, maybe. Oh, and get some chicken and ground beef if you would." She reached for her purse and gave my mom some cash. She told my mom where the grocery store was and then asked if I could stay and help her. I nodded that I would and watched my mom leave.
"Can you help me into the bathroom? I need to take a bath," Emmanuelle asked, hobbling towards the small door. I helped her through and over to the side of the tub. She bent over and turned on the water, checking the temperature until it was just right. She put the crutches together, her hand on my shoulder to balance herself on one leg. Then she reached around behind her back and pulled her bathing suit string making her top just lie against her bare breasts, just dangling from the string around her neck.
I was stunned and looked away as she unfastened the tie behind her neck and her entire top fell away, exposing her beautiful, naked breasts. She tossed it onto the toilet seat, then bent down and began pushing her shorts down her legs until they were loose enough to just fall to the floor.
She giggled when she noticed my head was turned and my eyes closed. "Awww... you're shy. That's so cute." She moved a little, I guess to get the shorts away from her feet. "Ok... help me into the tub, will you?"
She wrapped one arm around my neck as she started to sit on the edge of the tub and I had to look. I didn't have a choice. Her naked body was right there in front of me... in my arms. Her breasts were so large and beautiful, her nipples hard and protruding. She looked up at me as she slid into the sudsy bathwater, the bubbles thankfully covering her up a little. When she noticed me looking at her, my face flushed red.
"You can help me wash... if you want..." she said, licking her lips. Her hands moved over her chest and over her breasts, enticingly, getting them completely wet.
I turned and dashed out the bathroom door. "I'll... I'll just wait outside." God I was so embarrassed... and turned on...
"Don't go too far!" she said loudly, giggling, not knowing where I was going. "I may need more help."
"I'm... I'm just outside the door," I said. I slid down the wall and sat with my back against it. My cock was throbbing in my shorts. I couldn't believe how open this woman was. I'd just met her!
"Ok."
As I sat outside the door, she talked to me. I could hear the water splashing as she washed and asked me about school, girls, dating, the future... and then she asked me about sex.
"So... no girlfriend. Playing the field?" she asked.
I swallowed. "No... just no one in my sights right now."
"How long has it been, then?"
"Been?" I didn't know what she meant. "I haven't had a real girlfriend since like tenth grade."
"Uh... that would be what... 3 years ago?" she asked. I could hear different sounds in the water now. And different sounds from her. A change in her breathing and a low moaning sound.
"Yeah... I guess."
"How in the world can you handle it?"
"Handle what?"
"My God! No sex for three whole years. God, that would kill me."
"I guess I just... manage."
"... you... mmmm... you're either ready to burst or you must... masturbate a lot..." she grunted.
I couldn't answer her at first. As I sat there, embarrassed, thinking about a response I could hear the sound of the water splashing and dripping as she washed. All I could think about was her hands moving over her naked body.
"Um... I..." I stammered, too embarrassed to continue.
She giggled. "What kind of girls do you like, Vince?" she asked.
I hesitated a minute, not even sure how to answer. "I... I dunno... whatdya mean?"
"You like blonds, brunettes... timid girls or aggressive girls... younger girls or older women?"
"Blondes I guess... I dunno..." I looked up cursing myself. She was blonde, damn it! Was I thinking of her when I said that?
"Mmmm... I like blondes too. I like timid partners because I love being aggressive," she said. "I love teasing and playing with my guys... getting them all hot and bothered. I just love a good, hard cock all ready for me."
I felt my cock twitch. I wanted to masturbate... so badly. I grabbed my crotch through my pants and felt how hard and uncomfortable it was.
The water splashed more loudly as she obviously began standing up... at least trying to... and I was out of time.
"Ok... I'm done. Can you help me out?" she asked.
I came into the bathroom, shielding my eyes with my hand, trying to only look at her feet.
"Can you hand me a towel?" I grabbed the towel off the rack and held it out for her. She giggled as she took it and began drying off, then handed it back to be put back on the rack. "My top?"
I did my best to keep my eyes averted as I grabbed her bikini top and handed it to her. I could hear her tying it around her body, her light giggles showing her amusement as I struggled to keep my eyes looking anywhere but her. I bent over and grabbed her shorts and handed them to her as well.
"I'll need your help putting those on. You'll have to kneel down so I can put my foot in."
I licked my lips, nervous and scared, and knelt on the floor in front of her. I couldn't hold my hand to my eyes, but I did manage to look solidly at the floor as I held her shorts open for her.
"Mmmm... just where I like my men," she moaned a little, amused. She put her casted foot through first and I had to help pull it up and over it. She then managed to balance and slide her other foot through. I could smell the scented soap that she washed with and it was heavenly. Her leg slid along my hand and I could feel her soft skin. God, she was driving me crazy with lust.
I pulled her shorts up to just above her knees before she took over. She seemed reluctant at first, like she wanted me to slide them all the way up, but took over when I stopped moving, giggling.
"There... all covered up now. You can look again."
When I looked at her, she smiled at me, amused by my shyness, and then bit her lower lip. It looked like she wanted to say something more, or do something more, but hesitated.
She exhaled slowly, deliberately, as if letting go some pent up feelings, then shook her head as if to stop her thoughts before they became reality. "Sadly, your mom will be back soon. Why don't we go downstairs to wait."
She started moving out of the bathroom and down the stairs as I stayed close, helping where I could. Then she sat on the couch while I got us both a drink and we waited. We continued to talk about the girls in my high school and in my neighborhood, but I didn't remember much about it. While we talked, her hand was on the back of the couch playing with my hair as she looked down at me. Her body was so close I could smell her soap and her shampoo... I remembered how soft her skin was... and her bikini-clad breasts kept distracting me.
My mom was home after being gone for about forty-five minutes and after putting the groceries away, we all moved back upstairs to go to bed. It was after 11:00 at this point.
Emmanuelle slipped right into bed and I let my mom go first to the bathroom. When I finally got out, my mom was in the middle of the big bed and Emmanuelle and I were on the outside edges. I turned off the light and we all tucked in as best we could. While the bed was large for two people, three people made it a little tight. Every movement seemed to make me bump into my mom's leg or arm. So I tried to stay as still as I could. My cock was still rock hard and I had to work hard to not masturbate. Everything about Emmanuelle was screaming sex at me, though.
I fell asleep before I knew it and was awakened by a strange sound in the dark. I opened my eyes and just lay there, trying to hear it again. Suddenly I heard a soft gasp next to me. There was a little bit of movement in the bed and I opened my eyes. I was facing towards the center of the bed and saw Emmanuelle in the dim light. My mom was missing.
The sounds I heard were of wet licking and sucking... and moaning. I watched Emmanuelle's mouth open a little as she exhaled sharply, obviously turned on. And then she whispered. "Mmmm, damn I've missed your tongue." I was confused for a moment and then realized... my mom was licking her. She was between Emmanuelle's legs and was licking her... she was licking her pussy!
I couldn't believe this was happening!
"Yeah, that's it... right there...," Emmanuelle moaned softly.
My eyes scanned down and I could see the silhouette of my mom moving. Emmanuelle was stroking her hair and encouraging her. She bent her right leg, the one without the cast, and opened her legs wider to help my mom.
"Tell me how much you love my pussy," Emmanuelle whispered.
I could just barely make out my mom's response. She didn't even stop licking as she talked. "God I really love your pussy."
"I should make you lick me all night long!" Emmanuelle said, a little louder. "Fuck that feels good!"
My mom tried to quiet her. "Please... my son..."
"Oh... sorry," Emmanuelle apologized as she turned towards me. I tried to be aware and close my eyes so they would think I was still sleeping, but I was too slow. Our eyes met and she smiled. I blushed furiously in the darkness. I was busted. But she didn't give anything away. "You're gonna make me cum on your face, aren't you? That's right, fuck me with your tongue," she said as she looked right at me.
I couldn't help but watch them. My hand snuck down to my cock and slowly stroked it over my shorts. I knew I couldn't cum... well, shouldn't cum at least. But it was going to be difficult not to. In a minute, they were both grunting. My mom sounded like she was choking or drowning while Emmanuelle wailed in pleasure, saying "Oh God" over and over again, arching her hips up and into my mom's face.
Then it all settled down. I closed my eyes as my mom moved back up into the middle again and I could hear them hugging and kissing each other softly. I listened for a while, just remembering what I'd seen, playing with my cock under the covers. I was doing my best to appear asleep.
It seemed like forever before they finally stopped and fell asleep. I finally fell asleep myself not too long after that, still hard as a rock.
I was awakened by someone's hand on my side, gently touching me. It was still very dark out. A body was pressed behind me, at the edge of the bed, forcing me more into the middle against another warm body. I was turned towards the center and when I opened my sleepy eyes, I realized I was being pushed into my mom and that it must be Emmanuelle that was behind me, touching me.
I could feel her breasts pressing into my back and could feel her warm breath on my ear and neck. Just that sound was exciting me, let alone the touching. She breathed a desire for me, an excitement, a need. I felt her tongue gently lick my shoulder as her hand became bolder. She began touching my arm and my hip, her hand moving over my body lightly, but definitely on a mission.
My mom moved away from me a little, since I was crowding her, and still Emmanuelle pushed into me from behind. Her right hand snaked under my head and she curled it around, hugging me to her. She was breathing more rapidly now as her hand ran over my ass cheek, over my shorts, cupping and squeezing it, then down the outside of my thigh. She curled her hand over, running slightly up the inside of my thigh, and my cock grew hard and long. It wanted to be touched. It needed to be touched.
She retraced back up the outside of my thigh and then onto my bare abdomen and chest, making circles on my body. I could feel her breasts against my shoulders and upper back, like pillows with pointed buttons. She gasped a little as if she was getting turned on just by touching me and I became so hard it was getting uncomfortable.
I couldn't believe that she was doing it, for one thing. And I definitely couldn't believe that she was doing it with my mother only inches away from me. I'm sure if my mom was awake, she'd feel what was happening. Emmanuelle's hand would probably bump against her body if she moved just a little more.



Her hand slid over my abdomen and down onto the front of my shorts, her fingertips grazing my cock, feeling its hardness. She exhaled in delight right next to my ear sending chills down my spine. I squirmed and heard her giggle a little as her fingertips teased my cock, tracing its outline in my shorts, moving along its length, circling the head.
I didn't know what to think or feel. She had me so excited that I wanted to explode! But with my mom right there... I couldn't do it... could I?
Her palm then rubbed my shaft as her fingers partially encircled it, stroking me through my cotton shorts and I grunted from the pleasure. I needed this so badly.
She licked my ear. "Mmmm... I knew you'd be hard for me," she whispered. "So fucking hard. But I didn't know you'd be so big."
I'd never had a girl... or woman... touch my cock before. I'd never even had one talk to me like this before. Being a virgin meant I didn't even know if my cock was big or not. But it thrilled me that she was pleased with what I had to offer her. She kept stroking me and stroking me, making me so very hard. I kept squirming, but had no where to go. She was so forceful in what she wanted. Her hand was going to make me cum and there was nothing I could do about it.
"Did you enjoy watching your mom lick my pussy, baby? Ooh, I bet you did. I bet you were stroking this big, beautiful cock while you listened to her sucking on my clit, begging me to cum all over her face." I moaned softly, her words, breathing, and stroking were making me crazy. "Mmhmm... I bet you wanted to lick me yourself, didn't you? I bet you want to taste my pussy yourself, don't you?"
She was breathing heavily in my ear when I finally came with soft grunts. "That's it baby... just let it go..." she whispered, stroking faster as I came in my underwear. "Give me all that cum." My thick cum was flooding my underwear, creating a sticky, smelly mess that she smeared all over my crotch.
I lay there panting, with her behind me, her arm continuing to stroke my abdomen and occasionally graze over my cock. I felt her hand slide underneath the elastic band of my underwear and then slide out, coated in my cum. I felt her lift it to her mouth and listened as she licked it clean, moaning softly.
"Mmm... your cum tastes delicious, baby," she said and then she kissed my ear and neck. "I'm going to want more where that came from... a lot more. Good night baby."
Then I felt her slide out of the bed behind me. I could hear her work her way around to the other side of the bed and felt her get in. And then I fell into a deep sleep.
*****
For the next three months, Emmanuelle taught me what it means to be a man. She taught me all about how to please her and make her happy in every way possible. She taught me that the woman who loves me owns me, owns my cock and my body, to do with as she pleases. She taught me that is was my responsibility to demonstrate my love by giving her everything she asked for.
I was sad when I had to leave at the end of the summer when my mom came back and picked me up. That first week at home was very depressing, so much so that I couldn't even play video games. My mom tried to cheer me up, tried to get me to do things and get out of the house, but it was no use.
Then one day, just a week after I came home, my phone rang. I didn't recognize the number but I answered it anyway. It was a woman named Samantha, a friend of Emmanuelle's. She lived close by and wanted to meet me. She picked me up two hours later dressed in a beautiful sun dress.
"Hi! Are you Vince?" she asked through the driver's side window as I came out of the house, walking towards her car.
"Samantha?" I asked.
"Yes... hop in."
I opened the passenger-side door and sat down. When I put my seatbelt on I noticed that a younger woman was in the back seat. She was probably only a little older than me and was wearing a crop-top shirt and shorts and she sat quietly back in the corner. I smiled at her but she didn't seem to want to talk to me.
"Ready?" Samantha asked as she put it in reverse and backed out of the driveway and started towards her home. Like Emmanuelle, she was in her late 30's early 40's and was still very much in shape. I noticed her fingers were perfectly manicured and the few rings she wore looked expensive.
She put her hand on my thigh as she made small talk and I instantly became excited, just like I had been with Emmanuelle. "So, Vince, Emmanuelle vouched for you and said you were someone I should take under my... wing." Her hand slowly slid up the inside of my thigh, her pinky just barely touching my ever-hardening cock. "I thought we'd get to know each other a little bit better and see where this goes." Her hand then moved and covered my cock, feeling its length fully and stroking it slowly. "What do you think?"
I was breathing hard as I pressed back into the seat, loving the sensations that were flowing all over my body. "I would... I would like that..." I stammered, barely able to talk.
"Mmmm...," she purred. "Let's get these off you then." Her hand moved up to the buttons and she tugged at them, encouraging me to open my pants and pull them down. I moved my hands down and helped her, pushing my jeans all the way down below my knees. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft and she slowly stroked me. "Mmmm... very nice... What do you think pet?"
The young woman in the back seat leaned forward, her hand sliding between the seats to grip my shaft, too. "He's nice and big mommy," she said softly. I sat back in the seat as Samantha's hand left me, leaving only the young woman's hand, stroking me a little faster.
"If you can make him cum before we get home, you just might get to have a little fun with him yourself tonight," Samantha said.
I knew then that I had found what I needed. I didn't need school. I didn't need work. I only needed someone to love and take care of me.
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The Love Spell
Vince's mom worked hard. Very hard. Ever since his dad died four years ago, she had to work extra hard in order to help take care of him. And in the process, she'd been pretty hard on him. When he wasn't in school he was either studying or working his own job. He didn't have a lot of free time. And he especially didn't have a lot of time for girls.
And he really... really... wanted to change that. But without having a lot of time to date, he was just wanting to have that one really good woman fall in love with him and be there no matter what.
So... he knew it sounded stupid... but he looked up a love spell on the Internet. He knew what everyone would think. At this point and even now, he wondered if he'd completely lost his mind. He'd been in school with Cynthia since the fourth grade. They talked sometimes and went to dances or to school football games once or twice. But they never really had the chance to really date or anything, especially since his dad died.
So he thought 'What the hell'. He liked her enough and thought they could make a go of it once his mom gave him some breathing room. But with he and Cynthia going off to college in a few months he didn't want to risk losing her. So... the love spell.
He performed the ritual as described on the Internet. He waited until there was a full moon and filled a clear jar with water. He held the container over his head in the bright light of the moon. Then he bowed three times and chanted "Moon, you are my sister, you wish me well and give me kindness. Please give me some magical powers to bind my love to me like I bind a hair ribbon or a scarf. I bind it once and for all and never let her go." It sounded silly to read it and he felt very silly following the instructions. But he had high hopes it would work.
The instructions said to immediately return home and keep the lights completely off. He walked into the the dark house, wrapped the jar in a black cloth and set it on his dresser to allow the water to infuse for a week, exactly as prescribed. He woke up every day looking at the jar. On one hand, Vince wondered how he could possibly be so stupid and believe that such a thing would work. But... on the other hand, he held on to the possibility that it just might. Was it a big deal if it didn't work? Yeah, he'd feel stupid, but no one would know.
But if it worked... then he'd have a beautiful woman to himself, loving him, taking care of him, wanting him, and... well... having incredible, incredible sex with him. Looking at that jar every day for the next week gave him hope.
By the end of the week, it was supposed to be ready to use. Finally! Vince carefully filled a sports bottle with the enchanted fluid and left it in the kitchen while he showered and got ready to go. He put tap water in a second bottle for himself. He and Cynthia were going to go on a hike and then maybe dinner afterwards.
Vince played his plan over and over in his mind while he showered. He could see it now... they would be hiking in the hot sun... and he'd offer her the drink because she felt thirsty. He imagined her tipping the bottle up, taking one swig, then another. He imagined watching her as the spell took effect. He imagined seeing the adoration begin to slowly show on her face. He imagined feeling her hand take his, tightening her grip, her other hand stroking his upper arm as her head leaned on his shoulder. Then she'd be his... forever.
Yeah, that was an awesome fantasy! He was in a great mood, humming to himself as he dressed. He felt like this was definitely going to work. His breath was fresh, his hair was perfectly combed, and his aftershave was kickass, the best he could afford. He even thought the shirt and shorts he picked were just perfect for him. He was looking his best. When he finished, Vince walked downstairs, slipped his shoes on as he sat on the stairwell, walked into the kitchen... and stopped dead in his tracks. His mom was drinking from the enchanted water bottle.
She'd just come back from a run and was standing there in front of the sink, a little sweaty, the bottle in her hand, tipped up as she squirted the liquid into her mouth. It took a second for Vince to register what was happening, though. With her head tipped back, her breasts seemed to rise underneath her t-shirt and they looked absolutely scrumptious. He knew she wore a sports bra, but, damn, even that could barely hide them. And her little jogging shorts showed off a lot of long, tanned legs, legs that Vince knew would be so very soft and inviting wrapped around his waist. Everything seemed to be moving in slow motion.
When she lowered the bottle and looked at him, he finally came back to his senses. "Mom? What are you... what are you doing?" he asked, genuinely upset that she drank the water... his water... THE water! "That was for Cynthia!"
"I'm sorry baby. I just came in and saw the bottles there. I thought you left one for me." She raised the bottle again and squirted the last into her mouth as he watched, dumbfounded. She noticed his look. "I'll fill it back up, don't worry. It's just... it's hot out there. And I must be really thirsty because that tasted so good."
"It's... uh... it's ok I guess." What else could Vince say? His whole plan was shot and there wasn't anything he could do about it. He could maybe make some more at the next full moon or something.
She turned on the water in the kitchen sink, waited for it to get cold, then filled the bottle. When it was full, she handed it to Vince and told him to go have some fun. The day was going to be absolutely beautiful, perfect for being outside.
Yet... Vince had a nagging, disturbing thought... what if it worked?
*****
Vince knew he couldn't go home early. He had a horrible feeling that things were not going to be right at home between he and his mom. So he and Cynthia stayed out longer. After their hike, they went for dinner... and then a movie. After they parted, Vince went out to a bowling alley and played some video games... anything to just stay away from home.
Vince hoped that when he did get home, Emmanuelle would be asleep and that everything would be fine by morning. Maybe the spell would wear off by then.
So, around 11:00pm he quietly walked in the kitchen door. The lights were mostly off, except the low-light one over the sink that they kept on all night long. He kicked off his shoes, picked them up, and walked into the living room, trying to be as quiet as he could as he moved towards the stairwell up to his bedroom.
And then, suddenly, the light came on beside the couch.
"Wait a minute young man," his mom said sternly.
He turned to look at her as she rounded the couch and sat on the back of it. She was wearing a thin, black satin robe that barely came down to mid-thigh. Her breasts bobbed behind it when she moved. She crossed her arms underneath them, as if providing a shelf for them, a shelf to display them, as she stared at him.
She was a gorgeous woman, in her mid-forties, and while she had a little extra fat on her, she really looked trim and healthy and the fat only enhanced her beautiful curves. She jogged often and generally tried to eat right. She had long, blonde hair, and a beautiful smile. Her breasts were large for her frame. Vince didn't know if they were real or enhanced, but he had a hard time not staring at them. Her hips and ass were tight and incredible, especially when she wore her lightweight jogging shorts that showed the crease that began the rise of her shapely ass. Vince had to admit he had a lot of fantasies about her over the years. He'd even taken a few pictures and videos of her sunbathing and often looked at them in his masturbatory sessions.
"Where have you been? I've been sick waiting for you to get home," she said.
"Cynthia and I were just... just hanging out," he tried to explain, shocked that she was even waiting up for him. "We went to a movie."
"Uh huh. I know what you've been up to," she said with a bit of skeptical anger in her voice. "Don't forget, I pay for that cell phone of yours. And I've looked through it. Do you think I appreciate those pictures of that... skank... girl... whatever you want to call her? I expect that's who you were with. Who is she and why is she with you?"
"She's a friend... from school. I've known her since the fourth grade."
"Uh huh, hanging out with a friend. A female friend," she said with air quotes as if she didn't believe me. "I just want to let you know, that this is the only... only!... pussy you should be paying attention to. 'Cause I own you. I own all of you." Her legs seemed to part a little and Vince thought he could see her white panties underneath her robe, peeking out from behind the opening.
"What?" Vince asked, completely dumbfounded. This was not at all what he expected. She never talked like this before. She never used curse words, let alone used vulgar names for body parts. "Did you just say pu...?"
She interrupted him. "You know what I'm talking about. You know I'm the only one that's ever going to love you the way you need to be loved," she said. That look on her face... she didn't look mad because Vince came home late. She looked... she was... jealous! She thought Vince was sleeping with Cynthia.
All this was out of character for her. She never dressed like this in front of him. She never acted like this towards him. She was always fully covered and treated him like a conservative, loving mother would. Was this some consequence from the love spell? Vince wasn't sure, but it certainly seemed like it.
"Get over here," she continued. Vince dropped his shoes and walked over to her, looking down, until he stood a few feet away. She pointed to a spot on the floor right in front of her. "Come closer." He moved to the spot she indicated, right in front of her.
Looking down, her naked body, barely covered by her robe, was very evident to him now. The cavern between her breasts was deliciously erotic and he was praying for her robe to just fall open so he could see her full breasts in all their naked glory. He was instantly hard as he fantasized about her. He often fantasized about her, but never... never!... had this incredible of a close-up view before. And she looked even more enticing close up.
"Is that a smile on your face?" she asked, forcing him to look up and meet her eyes. He didn't know what was on his face, but he instantly changed his expression to one of shame. She obviously felt he was guilty of something. "Get on your knees!" she commanded. "Did you forget that I own you, that I'm your mother? And that you do anything and everything I want?"
Vince nodded. "Yes ma'am." He knelt down in front of her, his gaze dropping to the floor, looking at her beautifully manicured feet. Damn, she was beautiful and what she was doing was making him extremely hard. Keeping his head tilted downwards, he changed his gaze to look higher, trying to peer through her robe and see her luscious naked body.
"I'm not a ma'am, Vince. I'm your mother. I'm your mommy, and you will address me as such."
"Yes mom," he corrected himself.
"Mommy!" she corrected, raising her voice.
Vince licked his lips. "Yes, mommy."
"Just look at you," she said, looking down at him. His eyes weren't looking up, so she knew where he was looking. She pulled her robe open a little at her hips and spread her legs a bit more, exposing her panties. "You can't help yourself, can you? Ok. Look at my pussy. Look at it!"
Vince couldn't help but look at it. Her panties were so sexy, with a little bit of satin right over her pussy and some lace in the shape of a butterfly above it. He'd seen enough porn on the internet to know that the material covered so little that she had to be shaved. God, this is where he'd longed to be since he got through puberty... right between her thighs.
"I'm the only one whose going to give you what you want," she said. "Those little girls have no idea how to treat you... how to love you. You're my baby. I'm the one who holds you close to my heart. I'm the one who nurtures you, takes care of you. You're not going to find that anywhere else but here." She pointed right at her pussy and spread her legs a little more. "Right here." This time she actually tapped against the satin material of her panties.
God, Vince's cock was throbbing in his shorts. He swallowed hard. This was... this was beyond his wildest fantasies! He could feel his mouth get so dry and his hands started to shake in excitement.
"I think you need to kiss your mommy... right... here," again she patted her finger right on her pussy. Vince hesitated, wondering how in the hell this was happening. "Go ahead," she urged.
Vince was dumbfounded, but moved his face closer. "Yes, mommy," he said softly. She put her hand on the top of his head and guided him in as he kissed her panties right where she indicated. He could smell her excitement and feel the heat hidden right behind that very thin material.
"Mmm... let's pull that aside," she said with a husky voice. She grabbed the material with her finger and pulled it sideways, away from her body, and waited for his hand to hold it instead. Vince did it quickly, his eyes glued to her extremely beautiful pussy. Her lips were wet and swollen, slightly parted, showing the beautiful, succulent, pink flesh held within. She had a small bush right above her clit, but otherwise, she was shaved bare as he expected... and as he fantasized. "Now get in there," she said, pulling his head in again. His lips contacted her labia and he kissed her there, once, twice, three times. "There you go... mmmm... yeah. Show mommy you love her."
She moaned softly as Vince opened his mouth and licked her a little, just getting a little taste of her. He couldn't say he'd never licked a girl before, but in his limited experience, he'd never seen nor tasted a better pussy. She was incredible.
"Bad, boy," she teased when she felt him licking. "Uh huh... yeah... lick your mommy's pussy," she said, her hand pushing his head harder against her pussy and grinding slightly into his mouth. "Oooooh... very good." She pulled my hair, forcing his head back and he took that as a cue to back away a little. Vince licked his lips, tasting her on his own mouth.
His mom stood up and pushed him to have him lay back. "Now lay down so mommy can sit on your face." Vince lay down with his arms down along his sides as she stood over him, slid her robe off, and tossed it aside. "There you go, get down there." He watched from below, mesmerized as she hooked her fingers in her panties and pushed them down and off her legs. As she stood there, looking down at him, she slid her fingers over her bush and pussy. "I want you to take a nice, good look at the only pussy that you're going to get. Uh huh... you're mine. Now let me sit down on you."
She kicked her leg over his torso, straddling him as she lowered herself. She put one knee on each side of his head, her pussy hovering right over his face. He couldn't help but look right at her most private parts.
"There you go. Come on," she said, lowering her pussy onto his mouth. "Yeah, be a good boy. You know how mommy likes it. Uh huh."
Vince started licking her as she looked down into his eyes. He could tell instantly that she was enjoying this, enjoying being dominant over him, enjoying his lips on her. Her hips moved as she started grinding on his face, forcing his tongue to move deeper between her lips, sliding up from her asshole to her clit and back again, her clit sliding over his nose.
"No other girl's going to treat you the way I treat you. No other girl's going to love you the way I love you. Uh huh... yeah, you're mommy's little boy. Ah yeah... keep it up... Yeah, come on... eat mommy's pussy."
Vince kept going, his hands moving up to caress and hold her hips as he continued sucking and licking. This was far more than he'd ever done for any other girl. She wasn't going to cum easily. She was definitely going to make him work for it. And she was definitely going to use him to get it.
"Mmmmm... that's it... I'm looking right at you. Look at me, look at me... Yeah, look at me with those little eyes. I'm gonna get off on your face... cause that's what good mommy's do for their little boys, isn't it. They cum all over their little boy's face." Her hips were gyrating even more, now. And she moved her knees wider apart, forcing her pussy down harder against his mouth.
Vince could just see her hand moving over her clit as she masturbated with his tongue inside her.
"Yeah, come on, stick that tongue in that pussy. Yeah... deeper... ohhh... that feels good. Uh huh... you're not even allowed to practice on anyone else or you're going to be grounded mister. Your face and dick are mine... all mine... I'm your mother and you need to listen to me."
Vince tried to say "yes, mommy," but it was impossible to do with her pussy covering his mouth like that. Her finger was moving faster now as it circled over her clit. And he could see the flush in her chest above him.
"Be a good boy. Yeah, that's it. Come on and get your mommy off," she groaned, exhaling sharply in excitement. Then Vince felt her body tighten and heard her breathing become erratic, and she groaned loudly as she came, her warm juices squirting out, covering his face, and flooding his mouth. He swallowed what he could, enjoying her taste.
"Oh, yeah, that's it... Good boy," she praised, smiling, moving off his face and looking down at him. She stood and started grabbing her robe and panties. "Follow me," she said.
She helped him as Vince stood up and she loosely took his hand, guiding him back to her bedroom in the back of the house. As they walked through her bedroom door, he saw a scented candle lit and the lamp on the nightstand was on, giving a light glow to the room. She tossed her clothing onto her dresser and moved beside the bed.
"Now come over, get on the bed, and let mommy show you that I'm all you'll ever need. I'm the only woman you'll ever need in your life."
Vince slid onto the bed, lying on his back as she moved to kneel between his knees. Her hands stroked his thighs, moving between his knees and inner thighs, sliding underneath his shorts. His cock was pounding and he thought it was going to rip through the front of his shorts any second!
Vince watched helplessly as his mom's hands moved up and began unfastening his shorts, and then pulling them down his legs. She tossed them casually aside and they fell to the floor. His cock was hard under his boxers, tenting them. She seemed excited and almost giddy as her hands stroked him through the very thin material.
"I'm going to show you... exactly... how you need to please your mother." Her fingers wrapped around his shaft and stroked him through his boxers. "I'm going to milk and tease you and make you last as long as I want to. And you will not cum until I allow you to... until I give you permission," she said. She squeezed it suddenly. "Do not release your filth until then," she admonished me. "Understand?"
Vince groaned, her hand alternately exciting him and then giving him pain as she squeezed his shaft and balls. "Yes, mommy," he said, whimpering.
She carefully slid his boxers over his erection, freeing it, and then pulled them down his legs. "Also... I want to make sure you never play around with another woman or touch yourself when I'm not around. I want you full for me... at all times!"
She wrapped her fingers around his bare, hard shaft, and slid it up and down, stroking him. "Look at that," she said, licking her lips as she looked at his hardness. "Such a nice cock."
Vince felt almost helpless, like he could only watch as she bent down and licked his shaft, starting at his balls and moving up to the head. When she reached the top, she started at the bottom once more. Then she slid the head between her lips and sucked, sending shivers through him.



"This dick better not have been anywhere. It's mine. All mine. All mommy's," she said, shaking his shaft possessively. "You understand?"
"Oh, God," Vince whispered. "Yes... yes, mommy."
She was stroking him, her lips following her hand up and down his shaft. Her mouth was so warm and felt so hot. Damn Vince was so hard!
"This dick is to serve your mother... no other woman. And I'll be able to tell. I mean, I am your mother."
She stroked it and sucked on it a little more, her other hand tickling his balls with her fingertips.
"And not to worry, you sweet thing. This is the only dick mommy's going to have, too. You see how that works? Oh yeah... you are so rock hard," she moaned before sliding him deep into her mouth, deeper and deeper, working her lips all the way down to his pubes. Vince could feel his cock pressing into her throat as her tongue worked along the underside and licked his balls.
"Fuck!" he moaned loudly hearing her gagging on his cock.
She withdrew her mouth and started stroking his shaft faster. "I'm going to get you really close... I'm going to get you really close to that climax." She slid her mouth onto his cock again, quickly going deep, deepthroating his. She gagged on his cock as she withdrew again, her spittle dripping down onto him.
"Ah... look at that... so fucking big... mommy loves your cock," she said, stroking him faster. Her hand felt so incredible. "Oh, yeah," she moaned then looked up at him. "You love mommy's pussy, don't you?"
"Yes," he whispered, nodding his head a little embarrassed, feeling his cock pulsing.
"Yeah? Does that cock crave your mommy? It better," she said, without allowing him time to answer. "Mmmm, let mommy get that sweet cum out of you." She continued stroking him, her breasts bouncing as her body moved. Vince didn't know where to look or where to put his hands. He definitely didn't want to do anything to make her stop. He was getting so close!
Then she suddenly slowed her hand and then stopped. "Now it's time you get on top of mommy and fuck her. But you're not going to cum until I allow you to," she said holding up a finger in warning. "'Cause I want you to last as long as I want. I get what I want first."
They both moved until she was laying back as Vince knelt on the bed and took his t-shirt off. He looked down at her, admiring her. God, she was absolutely gorgeous. He moved as she shifted her legs until he was between her knees. His cock was bouncing between them and he was ready to fill her up with it.
"Mmmm... make mommy happy," she said as he crawled closer to her. Their bodies met as they kissed, hotly, their tongues entwining. Vince's cock slid along her pussy, up and over her clit as he rubbed it against her, up and back in a slow grind.
"Ohhh.... there you go," she moaned, moving her hips up and down to help him grind against her. "Now, make mommy nice and happy." She reached down, grabbed his shaft, and helped direct it right into her pussy. It was so warm and wet, so perfect for his cock that it slid right in. "Good boy," she whispered as he started moving his cock in and out of her tight pussy. "Fuck your mommy just like that. Yes..."
Vince sat up, his hands on either side of her, supporting his weight as he slowly thrust in and out of her pussy. He watched her eyes, her face, her lips as every expression she made conveyed her desire for him, her desire for his cock.
"Oh... fuck," she moaned. "Oh... make mommy's pussy feel good. Yes, yes, yes... make mommy happy."
Her pussy squeezed his cock just right. With every thrust into her he became more and more excited and thrust faster and faster. He was going to cum. He was going to cum hard. Her tits were bouncing with each thrust. He'd never seen that before and it was incredibly erotic.
"Yeah, faster like that. Oh, fuck yes!" she moaned. Vince felt her pussy rhythmically squeeze his cock as she came again. Her face and chest flushed as she smiled up at him. She looked so perfectly happy, so perfectly in love with him. And he was going to enjoy cumming with her as he continued his thrusting.
"No cumming for you yet. Don't you even get close," she warned him, obviously seeing the signs. Vince wondered if she know his body that well. "No. You're not allowed. Not until mommy says. You've got to satisfy mommy a whole... lot... more." She moved her hips so that she counteracted his thrusting, forcing him to slow down. Holding his orgasm at bay.
Then she moved to flip them over so that she was now on top. Vince's cock came out of her as they moved and he could feel it bouncing and pulsing. Her face hovered over his as she straddled him, her breasts scraped against my chest.
"Yeah, you're not going to cum until I say it's ok for you to cum."
Vince was sure he had a very horrified look on his face. He really needed to cum so badly. "Mommy, I..." he started to beg.
But she stopped him. "No... I'm going to tease that fucking dick and have my fun." She reached down between them and grabbed his shaft, then moved her hips to slide it back inside her. Vince had to admit, being inside her felt so much better. She sat up and bounced on him, sliding his cock in and out of her. Her tits bounced with every move she made and she grabbed and squeezed them as she closed her eyes, enjoying the pleasure.
Vince felt... like he was missing something. So he reached up and grabbed her tits, too, squeezing them and feeling her hard nipples.
"You like mommy's tits, don't you?" she asked, looking down at him, lust filling her face. She moved her hands to cover his and encourage him to really feel them. They felt so good as he squeezed and lifted them and pinched her nipples. She moaned, showing him how much she was enjoying it, too.
Her hips continued to move as she continued fucking him. Vince had never had a woman fuck him before. He felt even more submissive and controlled than he was before. She was in control of everything. All he could do was lay there and take it.
"Oh God," he moaned as she moved slower and ground her pussy into him.
"Yeah? You like how that feels on your dick? You like mommy's pussy? You better love it!"
"Oh, fuck, I love your pussy," Vince hissed excitedly. He had to cum soon... he really had to.
"Yeah, mommy's pussy," she said as she sped up again, fucking him faster. "Don't you cum yet. Fuck yeah. Don't you cum yet." She slammed her hips down on him again and again, driving him deep inside her, then slowing down and grinding against him in between and using her pussy to squeeze his cock hard.
"You feel mommy's pussy squeezing that cock of yours? Squeezing it so hard." Vince groaned and shook his head, trying to endure the torturous sensations. "Ooh, yeah... Ohh, yeah, I'm gonna grind on that dick. You're gonna get real used to mommy's pussy, 'cause I'm going to take that dick. I'm going to take it anytime I want it. It's all mine. No other girl's. You love how mommy grinds on that dick don't you?"
She was moving her hips faster again, fucking him hard and fast. Vince never knew she could move her hips like that and it was driving him crazy. "Please," he moaned, begging to be allowed to cum.
She looked down at him, a feral grin on her face. "Fuck, yeah," she growled. She leaned down and grabbed his face with both hands, forcing him to look at her, holding her own face an inch from his. She was growling with each breath, as she drove her pussy down onto him again and again. She was animalistic! "I love hearing you beg. Beg me more. Beg me to cum, baby boy. Beg your mommy to let you cum hard in my pussy."
Vince begged. He begged hard. He pleaded. And he wasn't playing a role. He was honestly begging to cum. "Oh God... please let me cum... please."
"Fuuuuuuck..." she moaned as she came. Her pussy juices dripped all over his dick and stomach and ran down to soak the bed. She had dropped onto him, laying on him, still holding his face as hers fell into his neck, cradled into his shoulder.
They were both breathing hard for the next minute or so, just laying there. She came, but his cock was still rock hard and throbbing.
"God you came hard," Vince whispered.
"Yeah?" she said, raising up again to kiss and look at me. "You feel my cum? You feel my cum all over that dick? Thank you, baby. That felt good. That felt so good." She sat up and kicked her leg off him. His lower body was soaked by her multiple orgasms and she moved between his legs and knelt there, staring down at him.
She grabbed his hard shaft and tugged it a little. Vince groaned, which made her giggle.
"Mmmm, now mommy's gonna satisfy you. I keep my boy happy, now, don't I? Let me put it this way... you keep mommy happy and I'll keep you happy." She was stroking him with both hands, one squeezing and swirling around the head, quickly driving him insane.
"Awww... look at mommy, taking care of her son the way I am. How do my hands feel? You like that? On the tip of that cock... playing with it."
Vince groaned again, closing his eyes for a second. The pleasure was overwhelming.
"It's a special time between mommy and her son. Isn't it? You like those hands wrapped around it?"
"Yes, mommy... Oh God... I love your hands on my cock."
She smiled and giggled. She was enjoying teasing him. "I'm gonna get you so close, baby, but then I'm not going to let you cum. Instead, I'm going to put my lips around it so you can feel your mommy's warm... wet... mouth as your orgasm subsides." As she was talking, she could feel his imminent orgasm and stopped, just as she said she would, frustrating him. She sat for a second and then lowered her mouth onto his cock, softly sucking on it.
Vince was shaking. He was so frustrated that he could barely even think any more. Her mouth felt so good, but she wasn't doing anything to help him orgasm. She was letting it disappear... again! He'd never been teased so much. How much more could he take?
She teased him with little licks and sucks on my shaft, avoiding the sensitive head. Her hand just held it in position as she moved her mouth over it, moaning softly in pleasure. When she felt he was sufficiently relaxed, she started again.
"I'm going to milk my son's cum right out. His sweet, delicious cum. I'm going to milk it right out," she said, stroking his cock firmly again. His cock felt like it was going to explode, the head was so dark and swollen, so angry looking. "Look at that. Look at the head of that cock. You like that, don't cha? Ohhhh, yeah, mommy loves her son's cock. It's the only cock that mommy gets."
Her hand moved up and down swiftly and she added the second, twisting slightly and teasing the head once again.
"Have you been a good boy? Are you ready for mommy's mouth?" she asked as she slowly ran her sharp fingernails up his shaft, giving him a new sensation to worry about. His body shivered and shook uncontrollably. "I like teasing your dick." As she held his cock stationary again, she ran her fingernails over the head as well and Vince groaned loudly. She just giggled. "Mommy just enjoys this perfect, perfect dick. There's nothing like a son's cock in mommy's hands, making her feel good."
She teased the head over and over between long, slow strokes as her other hand just held his shaft in place. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Vince yelled, unable to take much more of this teasing.
"Yeah, you like that, don't you?" she giggled. "Mmmm... everything is mine. But you can't cum yet. Mommy didn't give you permission. Be a good boy and listen to your mother. She knows what's best for you. Doesn't she? That's because your mommy cares. Your mommy cares and loves you. She loves how perfect her boy is. How smart and sexy and strong her son is."
Vince just lay there, moaning, as she kept stroking him. His thoughts were drawn back to the water. That love spell... it affected her very differently than what he had expected. It wasn't the romantic love that he was expecting. It wasn't the type of affection he thought would be... love.
This spell made her... physically demanding. It emphasized and expanded what she needed to feel loved. And what she needed was sex... lots and lots of sex. And Vince was learning that when she had sex, it was done her way.
"My baby makes mommy really happy," she said. "But it's about making you happy, too, huh? You know I want my boy to be good. I want my boy to cum for me."
"Oh," he moaned as her hand swirled over the head again.
"Yeah?," she smiled. She loved teasing him, she loved making him so excited. "Let mommy put her mouth on it." She quickly lowered her mouth, deepthroating him once again. And as she lifted her mouth back to the tip, her hand stroked his shaft slow at first, but then faster. And faster.
Her mouth was either on his cock or very close to it but her hand kept up its never-ending assault. Vince groaned and grabbed the comforter in his fists, pulling at it. He was going to cum.
"Please mommy," Vince begged. "Please..."
"Yeah, you're getting excited? You're getting close? Oh, you're getting so close, aren't you?" she said and then quickly slid her lips around his shaft again. Between her sucking and stroking he definitely wasn't going to last long. And she knew it was coming.
"Cum for me, baby. Cum for mommy!" she ordered, stroking his cock into her mouth. Vince couldn't help but watch as he felt myself cum... hard. He was grunting again and again as he sprayed into her mouth, emptying his balls completely down her throat. He faintly heard her gagging, trying so hard to take every drop of his cum in her mouth and swallow it.
When he finally stopped, she released his cock and sat up, swallowing everything in her mouth and scooping up anything that had dribbled out onto her chin and licking that into her mouth.
"Mmmm... you know that you're the only one allowed to do that because only your cum is sweet enough," she said. She closed her eyes, savoring the taste of his cum. When she opened them again, she was smiling, glowing even.
"Why don't you run off and run a nice, hot bath. We need to clean up before bed."
"Yes, mommy," Vince said, standing up. His legs were shaky. His muscles felt like mush. But he managed to make his way to the master bathroom and start a bath. As the water was running, he sat on the toilet, put his head in his hands, and tried to think about what all was happening.
Vince wondered if she would even remember this in the morning. He wondered if this spell was going to wear off and what would happen if it did. And he especially wondered if he wanted it to as she walked in the bathroom, bent over, and gave him a deep, soul-searing kiss, her hand stroking his cock hard once again.
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"Hey, Vince," Patrick called over from the bench on the quad. I was standing nearby with a few of my friends, talking about the weekend, when Patrick interrupted. I looked at him and waved. "Come over to my house later. We need to talk about something."
"Yeah... ok," I said, puzzled. Patrick was a good friend, although we hadn't hung around much lately. His family was wealthy and they lived in a mansion just off campus, while I came from a more average family in the suburbs across town. Unfortunately, Patrick's father passed away last year, which is one of the reasons he and I grew apart this year. Patrick had become more reclusive, not hanging out after school or on weekends. I figured he just needed some space.
But I was hopeful that we could rekindle our friendship. Patrick really was a cool guy, never letting his wealth get in the way of our friendship. We had been best friends for the past 5 years, starting in high school. In the 5 years that my parents divorced and my dad married a new wife... a hot new wife. And boy was she was beautiful! Younger than my real mom, by almost 10 years, brunette, with a beautiful body. I was attracted to her the moment my dad brought her home after a date. I can't tell you how many masturbatory fantasies I had about her.
Patrick's father had remarried just last year, just months before he died... also to a hot new wife. Which is one of the things we both had in common. We both had hot step-moms that we both were very, very interested in. Not that I'd done anything about it. I talked about wanting to, but really didn't think I'd have a chance.
It was about 5:00 when I arrived at Patrick's house and rang the doorbell. It seemed to gong through the entire house. Patrick opened the door a moment later and invited me in.
"Beer?" he asked.
"Nah, I'm good," I said, walking behind Patrick into the living room. Plush, modern couches and chairs littered the floor with a big-screen TV on one wall and a fireplace on another. The third wall was mostly glass, opening into a beautiful view of the city below.
"How are you doing?" I asked. "It's been a long time."
Patrick smiled as he fell into a nearby couch his hands clapping on his thighs. "Yes it has," he said. "But I've been doing really good. Much better than I expected after my pop died. How are you holding up?"
I nodded. "I'm doing well. Definitely looking forward to finishing college and getting away."
"No girlfriend still, I assume?" Patrick asked.
"You know me... playing hard to get." I chuckled. My blue balls didn't enjoy the solitude though. And living in the same house as a very hot woman made it even harder.
"How is your step-mom," he smirked.
"You have no idea!" I said. "If I see her in one more t-shirt without a bra I'm going to kill myself."
Patrick smiled. "I can imagine. She's stacked! Fucking hot! Oh, hang on for a second," he said as he grabbed his phone and sent a text. "Sorry 'bout that. Where was I? Oh yeah... your step-mom. I remember when my dad started dating Candace... and remember looking on the internet what it would take to fuck her. You can find just about anything there, you know?"
"I guess so!" I chuckled. "Find out anything useful?"
"As a matter of fact I did," he said. "It was something like a 15-step process. And I actually started working through it, if you can believe it. You can imagine the steps, although they added a lot of details... like, more hugging and touching... comment on her outfits and body... spy on her naked and give her opportunities to spy on me... walk around the house with less clothes on... suggestive talk... massages... the works."
Patrick's step mom walked down the stairs wearing a beautiful grey dress and high heels, the dress hugging every delicious curve of her body. She was a very gorgeous woman. When she got to the bottom she stepped onto the floor.
"Excuse me," Patrick said, getting up from the couch quickly and moving over to her. I watched as he stood right in front of her.
"Get down on your knees," he said. She looked at me for just a moment and then slowly moved to her knees as he commanded. I was in shock and didn't utter a sound.
He grabbed her throat, chocking her a little, his left hand grabbing her hair as she let out a little gasp.
"Crawl!" he command and led her into the living room, holding her long hair like a leash as they made the long, slow trek. It was definitely a sight to see. When they got in front of the couch where we were sitting he stopped and kept her on her knees. He grabbed her throat again.
"You know how this works right? Hmm?" he asked.
"Yes," she whispered.
"Yeah? You know the rules of the game?" Patrick sat down on the couch between her and I.
"Keep your eyes on me," he told her. When she didn't obey immediately, he raised his voice. "I said look at me!" She quickly complied, fear moving across her face as if the consequences of her not obeying him weren't too pleasant. "Take that dress off."
Candace looked at me and them him again, pleading with him not to do this with her eyes.
"I said take off that dress. Take it off nice and slowly," he repeated.
It didn't look like she wanted to, but she slowly grabbed the hem of the dress and pulled it up and over her head. She wore a beautiful black bra and panty set underneath.
"That's right. Let me see that dress. Toss it over here."
She tossed the dress to him and remained kneeling, eyes down, knees spread, hands behind her back.
"You know what? Take out your tits. Take 'em out!"
She licked her lips and then pulled both bra straps down, lowering the cups of the bra beneath her breasts, exposing herself to us. I'd never seen a more beautiful set of live breasts in my life. I'd seen a ton of different breasts on the internet, but this... this was real life.
"There you go. Grab your tits. Go ahead. Pinch your nipples. Show me. Let me see your face."
She reached up with one hand and, while looking straight at him, pinched her nipple and yelled out in pain.
"Harder," he said.
She pinched it again and screamed out. I could feel my cock growing as I watched her debase herself on his command. I had no idea why she was doing this, but this was far beyond what we had imagined could happen.
"There you go," he said, finally seeming satisfied.
He moved over to sit beside her on the couch and grabbed her by the throat again. "So let me ask you something. You know the rules of the game right? You know how this works?"
"Yeah."
"Yeah? When do you cum?" She didn't answer right away, trying to think of the right answer. "When do you cum? When I tell you right?"
"Yeah," she said softly again.
He used his hands to make her nod her head. "Say yes. Repeat it," he commanded.
"I only cum when you tell me."
"That's right. You are a good little slut." He looked at her a moment and then told her to stand. "Take off the rest."
She stood up, right in front of us and reached behind herself to unfasten her bra and drop it onto the floor beside her. Her breasts were magnificent and she had the most beautiful nipples to match... nipples that were hard. Then she used both hands to slide her panties down and off her legs."
"Wait," Patrick said. "Give those to Vince. I'm sure he'd like a sniff." Patrick took them from her and handed them to me. They were partly silky and partly lace. And they were definitely wet. She obviously enjoyed being treated like this. I could smell her for sure.
"And your shoes," he said again. She slid them off and set them aside. Now she seemed more... diminutive... more real in fact.
"Come over here for inspection," he ordered her and she came over and stood in front of him. He leaned forward, so that her pussy was right in front of his face. His hands moved over her thighs and she lifted one foot onto the couch to give him better access. I watched him finger her pussy a few times before he seemed to feel satisfied. "Turn around," he said and Candace quickly obeyed, turning around, bending forward, and grabbing her ass cheeks to pull them apart.
"Mm mmmm," Patrick hummed as he slid a finger first around her asshole and then sliding it inside, all the way to the last knuckle. I was absolutely stunned. This was his step-mom! And she was doing this willingly!
"You look acceptable to me. How about you Vince? Candy, let Vince inspect you, too?"
I didn't know what to say or do as Candace walked over to me and put her foot up on the couch again. Her pussy was practically dripping with need and she was licking her lips in anticipation. I couldn't move an inch. I don't even know why. Maybe it was my upbringing on how to treat adults... or women... maybe it was just my lack of experience with women. Who knows.
"He's still a little shy. You go ahead and check out your pussy for him and let him watch." Vince sat back on the couch and just watched his step-mom tease me, smiling.
I watched as her hands moved over her thighs, sliding up between them, guiding my eyes. Her fingers moved to either side of her pussy and pulled her lips apart, showing me the luscious wet pinkness inside. She then used one hand to play with her pussy, sliding over and around her clit, as the other rest on her raised leg. Then she slid the two middle fingers into herself, curling them, and pushing them deep inside again and again.
"So? Vince? Look good to you?" Patrick asked, smiling at my shock.
"Yeah... uh..." I stammered, unable to even form a complete sentence. Never in my life had I ever witnessed something like this, let alone with my best friend's mom. Fuck! She was hot!
Patrick adjusted his position on the couch. "Come 'ere," he said to Candace. "I need that mouth on me."
"Yes, sir," she whispered as she quickly removed her hand and moved over to him, dropping to her knees between his legs. She reached up and began unfastening his jeans and then slid them down and off his legs, setting them on the couch beside them. Without missing a beat, she moved forward again and began sucking on his cock, holding it with one hand.
"That is nice. I never get tired of her mouth," Patrick said, addressing me again. "So... where was I?"
"The 15-step process," I said, really wanting to know how it worked so well for him.
"Yeah, yeah. Well, I was working that process and did seemed to be making good progress. And then my dad died. It was like the shock of the century. But... turned out pretty good. You see, he died so fast after their marriage that he didn't have time to update his will. So when the time came for the reading a month later, I inherited the whole lock, stock, and barrel. All of it... all the money, the house, the cars... everything."
Candace seemed to be listening to him and seemed to hit a sensitive spot on his dick at just the right time.
"Fuck yeah!" Patrick moaned. "God you're so good with your mouth," he said, petting her head. "I kinda felt sorry for Candy here. I didn't want to see her thrown out on the street with nothing. So... we came to an agreement. You see, I don't get my money until I graduate. And I was thinking what better way to not have to worry about blue balls until then than to have my own little woman at my beck and call. So... I agreed to give her a tidy sum of $5 million if she keeps me pleased until I graduate."
I watched Candace for a moment, watching her hand stroke his cock as her mouth sucked and licked the head, her eyes watching him one moment to see his reactions and the next close to concentrate on how it felt. Then her hand moved away and she plunged him deep into her throat, practically gagging on him. She seemed very comfortable and happy to be sucking on him.
"Now she's my perfect, little, live-in slut. She does everything I want her to do... and I mean... everything," he said, emphasizing the last word.
I shook my head in disbelief. Not disbelief that it wasn't true, obviously it was true, but disbelief that I was living in this reality. I must be knocked unconscious somewhere, dreaming.
"But... I didn't exactly invite you over to tell you this part," Patrick admitted. "This is just to show you your future," he smiled. "I needed to tell you something, though. See, I've been online a lot since my dad died, just going through some depression and shit. I was checking out some of the hookup sites and phone apps thinking that I maybe wanted to date someone or something. Oh, God, baby, watch that!"
Candace must have used a little too much teeth or something because it aggravated Patrick.
"Sorry... well, anyways guess what I found? Go ahead, guess!"
I shook my head. "I have no idea."
"I found a profile for little Mrs. Emmanuelle," he smiled deviously.
I sat thinking about what that meant for a minute. And then realized that it had to be a fake profile. I mean, she was happily married to my dad. "No, come on, that's gotta be fake."
"I thought that was a possibility, too," Patrick said. "But then I got in touch with her. I've been talking to her. I've been exchanging pictures with her."
I shook my head. "What?"
"Simple... it's really her! Here, check it out for yourself," he said tossing me his cell phone. It was already open to the texting app and sure, enough, there was a whole conversation on there with pictures. And while there were no pictures of her face... there was one of the tattoo on her left leg. Shit! It was her!
"She's looking for a hookup, dude. She claims your dad just isn't doing it for her any more and she needs a hard cock."
"Fuck!" I said. "That bitch! Oh, I gotta show this to my dad..."
"Now, now, calm down a minute. Wait a second. Lets think this through," Vince said. His voice made it sound like he already thought this through. And his plan wasn't about telling my dad. "This, my dear friend is an incredible opportunity, if you don't waste it."
An opportunity? Fuck, this is a betrayal!
"Come 'ere baby," Patrick said, bringing Candace up into his lap. "Show me how badly that pussy needs my dick inside."
Candace settled into his lap, straddling his legs and used one hand to grab and direct his cock into her pussy as she sat on it. Then she began a slow fucking motion, up and down his length, gasping as it probed deep inside her.
"As I said, I've been in contact with her, pretending to be someone else, of course. And I've set up a rendezvous with her at the hotel... tonight... 10:00pm."
I looked at him, quizzically. "You've got your own step-mom..." I started.
Patrick shook his head and looked at me as if calling me a moron for not understanding. And then it hit me. He set up a rendezvous with her... and wants me to go. I knew my dad was out of town on business for the week, so it made sense she'd agree to this.
When he realized that I finally got it, he continued. "I was going to give you the 15-step plan and let you work on her that way, but this is so much better... and faster. You can get everything you ever wanted from her.
*****
I walked into the hotel just before 10:00 and thought in the back of my mind that the woman behind the front desk knew exactly what I was there for. But she didn't even pay attention to me as I moved back to the elevators and rode up to the 10th floor. Patrick had told me the exact room that he reserved for her and I walked slowly down the hall towards it. When I reached the door I took a deep breath.
In just seconds I was going to be exactly where I've longed to be for 3 long years.
My heart was beating rapidly in my chest as I knocked on the door just as Patrick told me, three slow raps. A few seconds later the door opened.
"I've been waiting... oh my God... Vince!" she said when she recognized me. She was standing in a provocative pose when she first opened the door, hugging the door with a leg out and visible. But when she saw me, she backed away a little bit, trying to cover herself. She was wearing black stockings and garter belt, a black panty and bra, and a see-through, sexy robe. The bra, I noticed immediately, was open-cut, which cupped underneath her breasts but left her nipples fully exposed. And oh, did that catch my attention.
I slowly walked into the room past her, glancing around. The room was dimly lit by candles on the dresser. I could see her small suitcase on one of the beds and a few sex toys beside it. And the room had the lovely scent of her perfume, which I had grown to love.
"This isn't what it seems," she said quickly, coming up behind me and letting the door close.
"This is exactly what it seems," I replied, stepping over and quickly checking out the bathroom. There were several candles on the counter in there as well, so she was expecting this little tryst to use all the available space.
"And what it seems," I continued as I turned towards her, "is that you're cheating on my dad."
"No... no, that's not it at all. We're... um... we're just having a get-away. He'll be here any minute so you have to go." She grabbed and pulled at my arm, urging me to leave.
"Except he's in Dallas for a conference this whole week. I talked to him an hour ago and verified he's down there. And, well, I've seen your profile on the website... and I've seen your pictures... and your communications... so I know exactly what you're doing here. I just had to check it out for myself before I told my dad."
"No... no, you really can't do that. You know that would kill him."
I walked over to her and got a little close, backing her into the wall. "Yeah, I know that. So maybe we can... I dunno... have an arrangement. Between us." I looked her body over and licked my lips. She looked so very sexy in that lingerie, even though she was awkwardly trying to cover herself with both her hands. I knew I was in a very powerful position right now. And I wasn't going to let it go to waste.
"Vince... please... just leave me alone. Ok? I'll just go home and we can pretend this didn't happen. Ok?"
"Ok? I'm supposed to just let you go and forget about it when you've gone to so much trouble to get fucked? We shouldn't let this room go to waste. It's already paid for and everything," I said, stroking her hair as I stood right in front of her.
She tried to shrink away from me, but there really was no where to go with her back against the wall. "This... um... this conversation is completely inappropriate and I don't..."
"Oh, this conversation is inappropriate?" I laughed. "But we're family. I would think it would be inappropriate to talk to people outside the family, like you've been doing."
"I just... I don't know what it's going to take for you to just... just... I..."
"Well, from what I read, it seems like you're having problems with his little dick, I think I can, uh...." I paused to let her imagination play a little and reached out and stroked her very hard nipple through the see-through robe with the back of my finger.
She used both hands to push me back and then recovered herself with her hands.
"Oh no. No, no... you... that's... no." She was stammering and her push was a little weak. I had a good feeling that she wanted to lose this fight. That maybe she really wanted to be taken and fucked, even by me.
"No?" I asked, walking to the second bed and grabbing a large, flesh-colored dildo from it. "Well it seems to me that you're just itching for some hard dick, huh?" I waggled it between us as I walked back over to her and touched it to her chest. She reached out to grab it, but I pulled it away.
"That is... No. That is mine."
She put her hands on my chest to push me away again, but I resisted this time and she couldn't do it. And I pushed in closer, until our bodies were touching.
"Yeah?" I asked. "You want it?"
"Vince?" she pleaded weakly as I brought my face so close to hers. I could smell her perfume on her neck and breathed it in deeply.
"Come on. You know you want this." I kissed her neck several times and then moved up to kiss her cheek. Then my mouth hovered over hers and I looked into her eyes. Her hands were on my biceps, trying to hold me away. "You said dad doesn't give you the hard dick that you've been seeking."



I leaned in and kissed her, hard, pushing her into the wall. My left hand grabbed and squeezed her breast and I could feel her hard nipple poking into my palm. She gasped as I took her breath away, but kept kissing her until her will left and she stopped resisting me.
"You want a hard dick? Is that what you want? Is that what you're after? Oh, I got you something," I said, bringing the dildo up and putting it against her lips. I pushed it into her compliant mouth, forcing her to suck on it. "Here's a hard dick you're familiar with. Was this in your pussy yet today? I bet it was."
I pushed the dildo in and out of her mouth, fucking her with it. She looked incredibly sexy with her lips wrapped around the big dildo, her mouth stretched wide. I could easily imagine, and definitely couldn't wait to see, her sucking on my cock.
I could feel her body moving against me as if she wanted more. "Oh my God... you really like that don't you? Why don't you hold onto this hard dick, too," I grabbed her hand and put it right on my crotch, letting her feel my cock growing in my pants. "There you go. Don't look so surprised. I'm going to make you love my cock, mom."
I continued sliding the dildo in and out of her mouth. "Yeah, you like that hard dick. Don't you?" I asked as I pushed it in deeper, making her gag a little on it, before pulling it back out. It was sloppy wet with her saliva that dripped from it.
While I watched her facial expressions and her reaction to the dildo being forced in and out of her pretty mouth, I could feel her hand stroking me through my slacks. My cock felt so damn hard!
"Oh! You want to see a real hard dick?" I pushed the dildo in deep until I heard her sputtering, gasping for air and then pulled it back out. Her saliva was dripping from both the dildo and her mouth, dripping from her chin. "Yes?" I asked before moving in and kissing her hard.
I used both hands to grab her sheer robe and pull it down and off her arms, throwing it aside. My hands then moved to her breasts, grabbing them, squeezing them before focusing in on her nipples. I pinched both nipples and pulled up and out, and she gasped and moaned into my kiss.
I let them go, squeezed her entire tit, and then moved back to her nipples, doing it once more. I thought she was going to cum then and there.
When I ended our kiss and she was finally able to speak again, she was breathing hard. "Oh... this is completely inappropriate," she said gasping.
"Yeah... but you love it," I replied, bending forward to kiss her hard again. I slid one hand down and touched her pussy, sliding my finger over and around her clit. She was moaning into my kiss, but didn't try to stop me.
"If you do this, you won't tell your father, right?" she asked when we broke the kiss, my face an inch from hers.
"A deal's a deal," I said. God she was so wet and I loved the feel of her smoothness. I didn't feel a bit of hair. She was shaved completely bald and I couldn't wait to feel it against my lips. I couldn't wait to taste her.
"This is so wrong," she whispered. "I'm your step-mom. Oh my gosh Vince. You sure you want to do this?" she asked as my fingers swirled around and around. "Oh, God, it feels good."
"I'm definitely doing this," I said softly.
"Ok. Ok," she breathed. "Just this and then... you'll go, right?"
I shook my head. "I'll be here for quite a while." And I was pretty sure she didn't want me to go.
"What?" she said, looking worried. I smiled at her and slid a finger inside her, slowly going deeper and deeper. "Oh... oh my gosh... fuck!" she hissed in pleasure. My hand moved more quickly now, my finger fucking her tight wetness. Then I inserted another and let my palm rub her clit when I was pushed in all the way. I could feel her hips grinding into me in response.
"Oooh! What are you doing?" she whispered, her eyes closing to feel the pleasure I was giving her. I wasn't sure if she was going to be able to stand much longer. "You're gonna... you're gonna... Oh my gosh this is so wrong! If your dad knew... Oh fuck! We shouldn't be doing this but it feels so fucking good."
"Your pussy definitely feels good. I could finger you all day, but I know that's not what either of us wants." I pulled my fingers from her and lifted them to my mouth, sliding each of my fingers in and sucking her juices off in turn. "Mmm... tastes delicious, too." I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed down, indicating I wanted her to kneel in front of me. "But... how about... right now... I feel your mouth."
When she began dropping on her own, I opened my slacks and pushed them down a little, letting my hard cock spring free. I heard her gasp a moment before she grabbed the shaft and started stroking it. Then I pushed my hips forward, directly towards her mouth. Her body was trapped against the wall and, with no where to go, my cock slid right into her mouth. Her hands dropped beside her as I began fucking her mouth. She sucked and licked it as it slid in and out.
And I was right... her mouth did feel incredible. I put my hands on the wall to brace myself and moved my hips forward and back, slowly fucking her mouth as I watched. I slid in, pushed deep, and then held it there a moment, letting her gag on it before pulling back out. Her hands barely moved to stop me at all.
Every time my cock pulled out, her spit dribbled onto her chin and it dripped from my cock. And when I moved in again, her mouth was open and ready for it. Every time. She was absolutely loving it.
"You love my cock, don't you. Say you love it."
"No..." she whispered, unconvincingly.
I shoved it back into her mouth, pushing deep again to make her gag and then held it there.
"Yeah," I encouraged her. "Swallow that cock." Just at the point of her gagging, I pulled out again. She coughed a moment, swallowed the excess saliva it generated, and panted, trying to catch her breath.
"Say you want to be my slut. Say it!"
"No," she protested weakly, panting.
I smacked her across the cheek, twice, and she looked up at me with a combination of fear, embarrassment, and desire.
"Say it!," I commanded her.
The licked her lips. I could tell she wanted to say yes, she wanted to do whatever I wanted. But her lips simply wouldn't let her admit it. "Please," she whispered. I didn't know if that was a yes or a no... not that it mattered. She was going to be my slut regardless.
She reached up and grabbed my cock with one hand and began stroking it. She seemed amazed by it, captivated by it.
"Oh God!" I whispered. It felt so incredible.
Then she used both her hands, stroking and twisting the shaft while sucking on the head. Fuck! Her tongue swirled over the head, hitting every sensitive spot while her hands squeezed and stroked, trying to milk me dry.
"Ah, yeah!" I moaned. "See? I knew you wanted it bad."
"Am I doing it ok?" she whispered, looking up at me.
"I think you know very well what you're doing."
"You know it's been a while," she smiled, and resumed sucking and stroking.
I closed my eyes and felt the pleasure just overwhelm me for a moment. "Oh my God... oh fuck!" When I was able to open them again I knew I didn't want to cum like this. No... I wanted her pussy. Badly. I reached down and grabbed her upper arms, pulling her to her feet, and then led her over to the bed. As she stood there, I unfastened her bra and pulled it away from her. Then I grabbed her panties and tugged on them as she tried to resist.
"No... please... I'm your mom... no," she protested, but I was able to rip them enough and stretch them out so that they were useless. "A blowjob is one thing... but... but you can't... you... you can't fuck me." I turned her around and pushed her onto the bed so that she was leaning over it. I grabbed her ass firmly with my hands, squeezing and pulling her cheeks apart. That was certainly another part of her anatomy that I had masturbated to. Seeing her in a bikini, her bare ass cheeks taunting me as she walked by, quickly sent me into a masturbatory frenzy.
"Oh, I can. And I'm going to," I said, enjoying her ass in my hands.
"Oh God... Please... please... you don't have to do this," she whispered looking back at me as I grabbed her hips and lined my cock up with her pussy. I slowly slid it up and down her wet slit, feeling the heat and wetness in the tip of my cock. And then pushed inside. Oh! So! Heavenly!
"Oh... God," she gasped as I pushed deeper and deeper, stretching her pussy. "It feels good."
"Yeah, it does," I said, grabbing her hips hard and sliding in and out of her wetness. Oh shit, this is what I've been waiting for for such a long time! "Say you love that cock in your tight little pussy," I ordered her.
"No," she whimpered as she grabbed the comforter on the bed, balling her hands into fists.
I worked into a faster rhythm, driving in and out, pushing her into the bed with each thrust. "Say you love your son's cock in your pussy."
"Please," she begged. Again, I couldn't tell if it was because she agreed with me or disagreed.
"I know you do. God, you're so tight." I grabbed her hair with one hand and pulled, making her arch her back. And she moaned loudly. My hips slammed into her ass again and again.
"Oh God... oh God... I wish your father would fuck me like you do."
I smiled, still pounding into her. "Oh yeah? You liked getting fucked like this?"
"Yes... Oh fuck, yes!" she moaned loudly.
I sucked on my thumb for a moment and looked down at her incredibly beautiful ass. Her asshole was just begging for attention. I circled my thumb around it... getting it wet... and then slowly pushed against her tight sphincter.
I could feel her body quiver at the new sensation. "Ohhhh," she moaned, as she accepted the anal intruder. "Oh my God... So good," she whispered. Seems like my mommy is a little anal whore as well. Or... would soon be.
Her pussy clenched on my cock, giving me great sensations and I groaned. "Yeah... yeah..." I moaned. I felt her hand beneath us, rubbing her pussy and occasionally sliding into my cock and touching my balls.
"Mmm... oh fuck that feels so fucking good. You're so deep."
"Tell me you love my cock in your tight little pussy," I ordered her, twisting and pushing my thumb even deeper into her ass.
She was breathing hard, moaning with every exhale. The pleasure was fully taking over her body. "Oh my God... I love your cock in my pussy," she whimpered softly.
Her body started to shake as she got near her orgasm and I pulled out of her pussy.
"What? What are you doing?" she asked, sounding desperate. "Don't stop! No! Don't stop!" she whined.
I grabbed my shaft and swirled the head through her pussy again, teasing her clit. "I want to hear you beg for it. Beg for my big fucking cock."
"Oh my God, why are you so mean?" she asked, burying her face into the bedspread.
"Say it."
"Please... please let me cum," she whined, trying to push back into me and capture my cock.
I grabbed her hair again and pulled her head back sharply. "Say it! Beg for it!"
It took her a few seconds to finally work up the courage to say it, but she was a mess. "Fuck me, damn it! Please fuck me with your big fucking cock! God, I need it. I need it so bad. Fuck me... like before... just don't stop!"
"Say you want to be my slut."
"Oh, fuck, stop teasing me! I'll do anything you want... I'll be anything you want. I'll be your fucking slut if you want... just fuck me!"
"You'll be my fucking slut alright," I said as I pushed the head back into her pussy, slowly pushing deeper and deeper.
"Oh God yes! Just like that. Oh my God!" she moaned loudly.
I immediately started thrusting hard and fast. I was going to make her cum hard. "I'm going to fuck you every day for the rest of your life. You're going to get a lot of my big fucking cock."
"Oh God! I'll... do... anything... for... that... big... fucking... cock..." she moaned, every word punctuated by the air being pushed out of her lungs by my shaft. "Please let me cum! Please... please... please," she said again and again. Her body was shaking, her legs nearly buckling as she orgasmed on my cock. "Oh my God I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" I could feel her pussy clenching me, again and again, as her juices dripped from my balls. "Oh God that's so much better than with your dad," she whispered, her body drenched in sweat as she laid her head on the bedspread.
She was panting when I stopped my thrusting to let her rest for a second, pulling my cock from inside her once again. I stroked my very wet shaft, making damn sure I was going to be ready to go in just a minute. And after a minute I was very ready to go again.
I grabbed her by the hair and lifted her up so that she stood in front of me again. I could feel her body still shivering as I kissed her hard and grabbed her breast, squeezing it hard. Then I pushed her back onto the bed, so that she lay on her back on the edge of the bed. I lifted her legs up high in the air and she held them there on her own as I moved forward, my cock sliding in and out of her pussy yet again.
I started thrusting hard as she dropped a hand to her pussy and began stroking her clit. I was getting so close to my own orgasm. Just looking down at her, her sweaty body, her large breasts bouncing with every stroke, her face contorted into her beautiful "O" face, was making me so fucking hard.
"Does that feel good?" she asked. She knew I was close, too.
"Oh, that feels so fucking good," I shook my head in awe. This was better than I'd ever hoped it would be. And I knew there was going to be so much to try later, too.
"You like mommy's pussy?"
"God, you have no idea," I moaned. I grabbed around her thighs for added leverage and started to really thrust into her again.
"Cum for me, baby," she said. "I want you to cum deep inside mommy's pussy."
And that's all it took for me to fly over the edge. "Oh, fuck!" I yelled as I started cumming. It was like a freight train going through my body and coming out my dick. I blew everything I had inside her until she leaked out. Breathing hard, I finally stepped back, just watching her hand circling her clit, my cum oozing out of her. She slid down and scooped some of it up, rubbing it around her pussy before bringing it to her lips for a taste.
I shook my head knowing just how good this new relationship was going to be. "I'm going to fuck you so much."
She smiled. "And, I promise I'll be good. It's our little secret."
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The Slut Rose: Just One Drop, Part 1
*Author's Note - This is a standalone story, but if you want more background on the Slut Rose and Slut Spray, please read "The Slut Rose: Origins" and "The Slut Rose: Hammer".
"Abi, Abi, Abi," Levi said. He was leaning against the brick wall of the High School, just patiently waiting for me. I hated the way he called my name. Yes, it was my name, short for Abigail, but the way he said it made it sound so... diminutive. "I was wondering if you were going to show up."
"I just... I just don't know if I should be here," I said. I was carrying my bag and wearing my shorts from my track practice. I looked around to make sure we were alone. God, if I was caught talking to Levi a lot of people would be asking me a lot of questions. He didn't have a very good reputation with the teachers. And mine was pretty spotless. I worked hard at that. At 18 years old and ready to go to college, a young woman had to make sure her reputation was good to get into a good school.
"Well, you don't have to be here. I'm assuming you're choosing to be here. I'm assuming you want some of... this." Levi held the small vial in his hand up for me to see. "My little magical elixir. I mean, you don't have to have any, if you don't want it."
I was frustrated with his cocky demeaner. But I was intrigued. I was intrigued so much that it was all I could think about lately. "Is it true?" I asked, doubt still controlling me. "I mean... I can't see how it could do what you say it does. What proof do you have that my $200 isn't going to waste?"
Levi laughed. "Proof? Well, now. I have some incredible proof. But I think the fact that you're here right now means that you're at least hoping it's true. But..." He held up a finger, asking me to wait a moment. He reached into his pocket and pulled out his cell phone. "My proof." Clicking a few buttons he brought up a video and then stopped it. "What you're going to see is what happened when I put a single drop of this stuff... just a single drop... on my door knob and my Aunt touched it. She was visiting when my parents went away for the weekend just last month. Unfortunately for her, she was tasked with watching over me."
"I dunno..." I said, skeptically. How could one drop of his drug affect anyone that much?
"Just watch it and judge for yourself." He started the video and turned it so we both could watch it, our backs to the wall. It started with him walking to his door and zooming in on the doorknob. He had a small liquid dropper in his hand and put a single drop of the liquid from the vial on the knob. Then he mostly closed his door, intentionally leaving it open a crack, and backed away into his bedroom. The video then showed him walking away from the camera, as if he set it on the top of his dresser or something. He walked to his desk, sat down, and started looking at porn.
"Just a single drop... you saw that... and now I'm just waiting for my Aunt to touch it," Levi said. "Sorry, but I didn't trim down the video at all. I wanted you to get a feel for how fast the reaction is."
It was pretty boring, just watching him on his computer, going through various porn pictures and videos, something that I didn't care to see, but about 5 minutes in I saw the bedroom door push open and a beautiful woman walk in. She didn't look happy at all.
"No, no, no... Levi, we have to talk!" she said sternly.
Levi turned towards her and I could tell that his pants were undone and his erection was showing in his lap. It seemed like he wasn't even concerned with covering it up. I wished he would have because I didn't want to see it.
"This is so embarrassing, but... this," she pointed to the computer to express what she was talking about, "is not happening. Let me just outline something for you so you understand my perspective right now. When I agreed to come here, your mother instructed me to tell her if I found you looking at any porn. Of course, in my mind, that tipped something off right away. She must have caught you masturbating, didn't she? And I bet numerous times. So I've been keeping my eyes open and now... now... I've found you masturbating while looking at porn. They haven't even been gone eight hours! This is disgusting! I'm going to have to tell your mother."
Levi sat through the chastisement without even moving. He just sat watching her, listening to her.
"And let me tell you, she is not going to be happy at all. So, get off the computer right now," she said, then looked down at his crotch and looked away as if embarrassed. "And for God's sake put that thing away. You are in some serious trouble right now, Levi."
Levi moved his shirt over his cock to cover it up, then turned towards the computer and closed the offending windows. "Ok?" he asked.
"Just don't do it any more, ok?" she asked, walking over to the door. "And this door will remain open." She walked out, leaving Levi sitting at his computer.
Levi turned back towards the desk and brought up some screens again. But it looked like he was just going through social media this time, and not looking at porn. I was getting impatient because so far there was nothing that showed any proof that the stuff was working. How long was I going to stand here and waste my time. My stepmom was going to be here soon to pick me up.
"Come on Levi," I said, impatiently, as we just sat there watching a video with him at his computer, his back towards us.
"Just be cool... It's coming. You'll see."
So we waited several more minutes. And then, surprisingly, the video showed his Aunt at his door. I mean, I kind of expected it. But it still surprised me that it really was happening. Was this the result of the drug? At first she stood in the hallway, as if trying to convince herself whether or not to go in. But I could tell she was fighting a losing battle. When she finally entered the room, I could see she was wearing a grey, silk robe, that went down to mid-thigh. She looked... different. And acted different. Oh my God...
"Ok... so I'll give you a choice," she said, standing just inside the doorway, leaning on the doorframe, and Levi turned towards her in his chair. Her hands were idly play with her robe, as if, for one, she didn't know where to put them, and for two, whether she really wanted to have the robe on or not.
"Ok," he said. "What's that?"
"I either tell your mother what I saw, and she punishes you however she sees fit," she said, obviously not wanting him to select that choice. "Or, you can agree to Auntie's punishment. The thing is, I'm not going to tell you what my punishment is until you choose. Ok? I know that's going into it blind, but... that's how it is. Masturbating while you're Auntie is visiting," she said, shaking her head, but... smiling. "I mean, you should have known better."
He sat there thinking for a moment, as if there really was a decision. The air between them was electric. I could tell just how excited she was.
"So, what do you think?" she finally asked. "Do you want me to tell your mother? Or, do you want to see what Auntie has in store for you?"
"I think I'll choose your punishment," he said.
"Oh... good boy," she smiled. "You are smart aren't you, my dear nephew?" She took another step closer to him, still playing with the edges of her robe. "Are you sure? "I hope you don't mind that I'm taking matters into my own hands", she said. "Because... your Auntie wants your cock."
Damn! She went from turning him in to his mother... to... wanting to fuck him! In just a few minutes! "Oh my God," I whispered. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. Levi snickered next to me.
"Oh fuck!" Levi whispered on the small screen, loud enough for the camera to pick up his surprise.
His aunt bent over pulled at his shirt, lifting it, exposing his erection once again. "Oh, there's a good boy. I can see that you're quite on board with your decision. Getting harder by the second." She moved slightly away. "Why don't you reach down and touch it. That's a good boy."
I could just see Levi moving his arm, stroking his own cock. His Aunt opened one side of her robe, exposing one of her breasts, her hand cupping it, squeezing it, and playing with the nipple.
"Well, of course, I need to give you a little material before we get started. Do you like your Auntie's big juicy breast?"
"Oh my God, yes," Levi hissed in excitement.
I had to agree. Her breast was phenomenal in shape and size!
His aunt smiled at him wickedly. She was so turned on. "Wanna see more? It's ok. I've always been fun. I've never been uptight about sex, you know that. I may be your Auntie... but I want to have some fun. Don't you?"
"Yes I do," Levi said softly, still stroking himself.
His Aunt completely untied her robe and pulled it down her arms to expose her entire body. She slid a hand between her legs and played with her pussy while her other hand played with her breasts.
"That feels better," she whispered, smiling at him. He moaned in agreement. "Oh yeah? You like that?" She slid the robe off her arms and tossed it aside. "You can't hide how much you like seeing your Auntie naked. You're getting extremely hard and swollen. I bet you're the type of boy that jerks off whenever you sit down at your computer. You just can't help but look at naked women... with big tits... and swollen pussies... and want to fuck the shit out of them. I bet your libido is just through the roof."
"Mmhmm... fucking always," Levi moaned.
"You like my big natural breasts, don't you? They look so voluptuous. And I know you want to touch them. But not yet, you naughty boy," she giggled. His Aunt was grinding on her own hand as she watched him stroke his own shaft. She was obviously so turned on. "Ohhh... that's it... get nice and hard for your Auntie. Ohhh, good boy."
Vince moaned again, obviously getting close to his orgasm. His hand was moving a little faster on his shaft.
"Uh uh uh... I don't want you to cum yet. Admit it," she said. "You like my form of punishment. You like it so much more than your mother's."
Levi laughed a little. "Yours is definitely better."
"Oh, yeah... oh, my dear boy... my sweet nephew, I think so, too." His aunt moved closer and knelt at his feet. "It's time," she said. She reached out with one hand and, at first, laid it over his as he stroked his cock, then he slowly removed his hand leaving only hers. "We just need to get all that cum out so you won't have to look at porn. I know you guys just get so... horny... and we just have to get past it. So... you don't mind do you... if I do this?"
"N... no," Levi moaned, his arms moving to the arms of the chair, holding them tightly. I could tell that this was far better than even he expected.
Suddenly his aunt leaned forward and slid his cock into her mouth, slowly sliding it deep inside before pulling off it again. Then she lifted her head for a moment. "You got so hard... so fast. I have to... I have to get all that cum out of you." She licked his shaft from the base to the tip, swirling her tongue around it. Levi's head fell back and his eyes closed in pleasure.
"Do you want to do it in my mouth or do you want to do it somewhere else?" she asked, stroking him as she looked up at him. "I mean, if you want to fuck me, you can fuck me. Do you want to? We can do it right here on your bed. You can just fuck me silly."
"I... um... I want to...," he said nervously. I could tell he wasn't sure how she'd respond to his request. "Can I cum on your face?" Levi asked excitedly.
"Oh... You want to cum on my face?" she said, smirking. "I mean I've never done it on my face before, but... I don't see why not. As long as you just cum." She slid him into her mouth again, sliding up and down his length. She was obviously enjoying him. Her soft moans and suckling noises were picked up by the camera.
She moved her mouth to the head and began sucking just the tip as her hand stroked him beneath, squeezing, sliding, and twisting up and down his length. Finally, she pulled her mouth off but continued her expert stroking.
"I want you to cum for your Auntie. Give me that load. You're being punished so just give in. Take your punishment like a man. Cum for your Auntie right now." She quickly bent down and sucked on the head once again, her hand stroking faster, and I could hear Levi's moans of approval.
"Do you think I'm a little slut now?" she asked, leering at him. She wanted him desperately. "Because I'm here milking you? Your big, fucking cock? You think I'm a little slut? Your personal, little cock-slut that you can use whenever you want? Hmm? Is that what you think I am?" She sucked and licked over the head again, looking up at him, acting just like the slut she was questioning.
"Well, you can use me however you want, just as long as you cum for me. I'll do anything it takes, you know. Your little slutty Auntie will do whatever it takes. I love being your dirty little cunt. You want to fill me up, cover me in cum? Come on then, show me I'm your little fucking slut. Come on... cum for your Auntie. Make your Auntie so happy. Your little slave-slut Auntie that'll do anything... anything for that cum you know. Show your Auntie you love what she's doing. Show me. That's it... cum for me... cum for me."
She was stroking his cock fast and moved her face so that the tip was by her cheek. She seemed to know by experience that he was going to cum soon. And she was right. In seconds his cum jetted out and fell on her face. One spray went up to her forehead while the rest simply coated her cheek.
"Oh," she said softly, stroking him more softly now. "That's a lot of cum... all that cum." She giggled. She actually enjoyed making him cum on her face. She reveled in it as it's warm stickiness slid down slightly. "Goodness... how did that feel? You like that?"
She then leaned down a kissed the tip of his cock, her tongue sliding around the tip. She squeezed his cock and pulled, forcing a little bit of his cum to dribble out the tip, and quickly licked it up.
I was pretty much sold on the question of whether the liquid did it's job or not. It obviously worked as advertised. And I knew my $200 was going to be very, very worth it. I could just imagine what was going to happen when my stepmom picked me up. But... I couldn't stop watching the video. I almost wanted to see how it ended, how she reacted afterwards.
"Convinced yet?" Levi asked me, looking at me.
"Yeah, but..." I said, nervously, not taking my eyes off the small screen. I couldn't tell him why I wanted to watch more.
He laughed softly. "Oh, I get it. Go ahead... watch some more," he said, snickering. "I know you're getting into it."
I wanted to tell him off, but thought better of it. While I was enjoying the video, it was because his aunt excited me and had nothing to do with him. The only women I'd ever seen naked were a few pictures on the internet. This was a real woman... a full-breasted, beautiful, sexual woman. There were no fake parts and no photoshopping here. I could imagine it was my legs she was kneeling between... and bending down between... and licking...
"Do you feel better?" his aunt asked from her knees looking up at him. Her hand was still slowly stroking his cock. "A lot better?"
"Oh my God yes," Levi moaned. "That was... incredible!"
"Oh, that's good," she said smiling. Then her gaze fell to his still-erect shaft and she licked her lips. "But you're still very, very erect... I can't leave you... so... so erect... I need to do it again." Her mouth slid over his cock again and she slowly sucked on his length, her hand slowly stroking him. She couldn't stop. She was acting like she was addicted and was working her magic to make him cum again.
"Wow, your cock is so... swollen," she moaned softly. "I'm gonna give you relief... Auntie's going to empty your balls... and take care of you. I need to make sure you're fully drained. Oh my God, you've got a really nice cock."
Levi groaned in the video as he looked down at her. "You look so fucking hot with cum all over your face," he said.
"Oh?" she looked up, smiling. "You like seeing me covered in your cum? What? It turns you on? You like it when I stroke your cock, covered in your cum like this? Does it make you want to cum again?" She licked her lips and started stroking him faster.
"Fuck yeah," he whispered.
"It does?" she said excitedly. "Cum for Auntie... cum for me. Yeah... I know you've got a lot stored up just for me. You're gonna drain yourself for me, right? So good..."
And he came again as she held the tip by her cheek again, letting it spray onto her face once more. The combined cum was sliding down and she gathered some of it up and licked it off her fingers. Some was dangling from her chin as she still continued to slowly stroke his shaft.
I knew this was going to be repeated again and again. There didn't seem to be an end to her need for him. Levi seemed to catch on that I was done watching, stopped the video, and slid it back into his pocket.
"So, whatcha think?" he asked me. "Ready to buy?"
"Yeah," I whispered. I couldn't admit that I REALLY wanted it. I HAD TO have it. I was even scared that one drop, one $200 dose, would even satisfy me. I handed him the $200 and he slipped it into his pocket.
"Now... where do you want the drop?" he asked, raising the little dropper up.
I saw my stepmom's car pull into the parking lot and slide into a space close by. I didn't think she saw me yet, though, since I was on the other side of the building from where the track team met. I dug a white rubber glove out of my pocket and put it on my left hand.
"In the palm," I said, holding my hand out, palm up.
"You sure you don't want it in the palm of your... other... hand... maybe even for free," he said, leering at her, looking her up and down. "You'll get to see first hand that this stuff works."
"No, not a chance in hell!" I said forcefully. The nerve of him! Thinking that I would in any way want to be his little sex toy.
"Whatever you say," he said, snickering, putting one drop into the palm. He then resealed the vial and put it back into his pocket and quickly walking away, away from the parking lot. "Have fun!" he laughed.
I grabbed my bag in my right hand and took off towards my stepmom's car. She noticed movement and turned towards me, looking a little surprised that I came from a different direction. I opened the back door and threw my bag in the back seat. Then I slid into the front seat and closed the door. She started to reach forward to start the car again, but I lightly grabbed her bare arm with my left, glove-covered hand, putting the liquid on her arm.
"What's that?" she asked, pulling her hand back, wondering why I was wearing a rubber glove. She rubbed her arm where the oil touched her, looking at it in surprise, rubbing it into her skin.
"Oh... just something I wore... to... to protect my hands," I lied... well, maybe it wasn't really a lie. I pulled the glove off my hand, trying to turn it inside-out and tossed it back onto my bag. I settled into my seat.
I was smiling and so fucking excited.
And I waited.
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The Slut Rose: Just One Drop, Part 2
"Now... where do you want the drop?" he asked, raising the little dropper up.
I saw my stepmom's car pull into the parking lot and slide into a space close by. I didn't think she saw me yet, though, since I was on the other side of the building from where the track team met. I dug a white rubber glove out of my pocket and put it on my left hand.
"In the palm," I said, holding my hand out, palm up.
"You sure you don't want it in the palm of your... other... hand... maybe even for free," he said, leering at her, looking her up and down. "You'll get to see first hand that this stuff works."
"No, not a chance in hell!" I said forcefully. The nerve of him! Thinking that I would in any way want to be his little sex toy.
"Whatever you say," he said, snickering, putting one drop into the palm. He then resealed the vial and put it back into his pocket and quickly walking away, away from the parking lot. "Have fun!" he laughed.
I grabbed my bag in my right hand and took off towards my stepmom's car. She noticed movement and turned towards me, looking a little surprised that I came from a different direction. I opened the back door and threw my bag in the back seat. Then I slid into the front seat and closed the door. She started to reach forward to start the car again, but I lightly grabbed her bare arm with my left, glove-covered hand, putting the liquid on her arm.
"What's that?" she asked, pulling her hand back, wondering why I was wearing a rubber glove. She rubbed her arm where the oil touched her, looking at it in surprise, rubbing it into her skin.
"Oh... just something I wore... to... to protect my hands," I lied... well, maybe it wasn't really a lie. I pulled the glove off my hand, trying to turn it inside-out and tossed it back onto my bag. I settled into my seat.
I was smiling and so fucking excited.
And I waited.
Emmanuelle started the car and pulled out of the parking spot, moving towards the road. She briefly stopped at the red light there then turned and started driving home.
"Thank you for always picking me up, mom," I told her. "I just want you to know how much I appreciate it."
"Ah... you're welcome sweetie," she smiled, looking at me. "Hopefully you can get your license soon. You'll need it for college."
"Yeah," I said. I really did have to move on that. College was going to come fast once the graduation ceremony was past.
"So," she asked looking at the traffic ahead, both of her hands on the wheel. "How's your day been?"
"Uh, kinda hard. I had a test today," I complained. It had been a draining day. But more so because I couldn't wait for the day to end and to get the drop of oil from Levi. The anxiety was killing me. And then when I saw the effects from the video he showed me... oh my God! My excitement went through the roof!
"Ah, I don't miss those days," she said, sympathizing. "What was it on?"
"Algebra."
"Ah... even better," she laughed a little.
"Yeah. I'm not that great at math."
"Well," she said, "if it makes you feel better, even to this day I don't think I've ever used algebra."
I looked at her. "No surprise there. I'm sure half the stuff I'm learning in High School and college I won't use much in the real world."
"Yeah. That's the way it works. Oh... don't forget your seatbelt honey," she said when the car bell warned it was off.
"Oh, yeah," I said, absently, sliding it over my lap and clicking it. I had a lot on my mind at the moment and the seatbelt wasn't exactly at the top of my list.
"Come on. We're safe around here," she smiled. "So... how was practice?"
"It was good. Nothing special today," I said. I saw that she was starting to lick her lips more and wondered if oil had started working.
"Do you have a meet coming up, so I can watch you run?"
"We do next Saturday. It's a three school meet. It starts at 9:00 if you want to come."
The small talk continued for what seemed like forever. I was getting very impatient for the oil to take effect. I was so preoccupied with it I could only answer in short sentences. I was paying a lot of attention to Emmanuelle's body language.
At first she acted normal... both hands on the wheel... driving slowly and carefully. And then one hand seemed to be playing with her blouse at her chest. She seemed to be scratching there a lot... She make have acted like she was scratching, but I got the distinct impression she was touching.
Her driving became a little more erratic, then, as her hand slipped down so she could scratch and itch on her inner thigh.
"I miss talking to you like this," I said, gently touching her bare knee.
She seemed uncomfortable by the contact, but didn't react too much. "Yeah, we used to hang out all the time when you were younger."
"I know... I liked that... seems like now, we're both just so busy," I said, letting my hand linger there.
"We should do like... yoga... or something together."
"I love yoga," I said softly, letting my hand slide just a little higher on her leg.
"Yeah? Me too," she said. "I've been going a couple times a week and I think that's been like the only socializing I've been doing. Your father has been so busy with work lately."
"Maybe you can teach me some moves," I suggested, moving my hand even higher. It was now touching the hemline of her skirt and looking down at my hand. It made her shiver a little and I could see goosebumps forming on her leg.
"Well, what are you... doing... um... later?" Her voice sounded nervous... unsure... excited.
"Later? I think I'm just studying. I don't think I'm doing much of anything otherwise," I said.
"Ok. I just went grocery shopping so I can make some dinner... if you'll be around."
"That sounds... yummy," I said softly, still looking down at my hand as my fingertips started making little circles on her leg. "I'd very much enjoy spending more time with you."
She almost visibly shook with excitement. It was still a little subtle, but I could see how turned on she was getting. "Yeah? It just feels like all I'm doing is running back and forth between job and home and all I ever do is sleep it seems like. And eat."
"I'm sorry... for a beautiful woman like you, it seems like there should more in your life." I slid my fingers even higher, onto her inner thigh, pushing the hemline of her skirt up. There was no mistaking it now how excited it was making Emmanuelle. She was licking her lips... breathing heavier... her voice was shaky.
"Well... um... thank you," Emmanuelle said.
My hand stroked her thigh even higher, several inches above her knee now. Emmanuelle put her hand down on her leg, blocking me a little, trying to keep me from going any higher. But she didn't remove my hand.
"Uh... ummm... what are... what are you doing?" she asked, her voice ragged with excitement, fear, and uncertainty. I could tell she wanted my hand there... but felt embarrassed by that desire.
"I dunno... I just always thought you were so sexy," I said, pushing my hand into her blocking hand trying to go even higher while still teasing her inner thigh with my stroking fingertips. I could feel the heat from her pussy now... she was getting very excited. I put my hand over hers, as if to direct her own hand higher between her legs.
Emmanuelle laughed nervously. "You always thought I was sexy, huh?" Even her breathing was ragged now and she was having a little trouble driving between the lines with just her left hand on the wheel. "You're... you're very sweet to say that."
"I was kind of hoping to hang out with you a lot more while dad's gone this weekend," I said. "I mean, we have tonight... all day tomorrow... and most of Sunday alone together."
"With me?" she laughed nervously.
"Mmhmm... we can do anything we want," I said.
"God, you're making this so hard to resist," she said, smiling nervously, "but... I just... I just don't think we should be doing... this. Your hand feels so good on my leg, though."
"You know I've always wanted to play with you," I said. I slid my hand higher, pulling hers with me, moving so close to her pussy.
"What?" she asked. She seemed so surprised that I would want her as much as I did. But she didn't see what I saw the day of their wedding... when I was in her room, helping her get dressed... wearing her lingerie that she was going to share with my dad in several hours. She looked so incredible with her breasts boosted up by her bra... her small, thin panties barely hiding her beautifully shaved pussy. I remember staring at her... so wantonly... and then getting caught by her. She just laughed it off at my youth... but even her laughter made my pussy wet.
"Yeah," I said. She was so close now. "I always thought that you were just so sexy... and hot. I always wondered what you felt like... what you tasted like. Ever since..."
"Look," she said, pulling her hand away from her thigh, away from my hand, away from blocking me. She put it up on the steering wheel to help control the car. "Maybe we should go... I dunno..."
Now that she moved her hand away, I was free to stroke her pussy. My fingertips stroked her labia, feeling how hot and swollen they were and she shivered. She knew what she was doing when she moved her hand away. She wanted this.
I pressed against her clit and then slowly circled it with the tip of one finger. I felt her body shaking with need and desire, felt her breathing catch in her throat.
Then I pulled my hand away, aware that causing her too much pleasure would make us wreck. Besides, there were other ways to get her so excited. I moved up her abdomen and slid it along the buttons of her blouse and then onto her breast. I easily found her very hard nipple. She had a habit of buying thin bras and this one was no exception.
"Oh, I uh... I," she said softly, finding it hard to even find the words.
My fingertips circled her nipple and pinched it between them. Even through all the material I could feel how hard it was.
"Oh God... you... you shouldn't do that, honey," she protested weakly. But both her hands stayed on the wheel. She didn't even try to stop me. The oil was making her want this... badly.
I unfastened first one, then two buttons on her blouse, leaving me a large hole through which my hand could go and I slid it inside. My fingers easily traced the edge of her bra and I pulled it open and fished my finger and thumb inside to snag and tease her nipple. She moaned instantly and I sensed it almost made her orgasm. She was breathing really hard now and pushed back into her seat, trying to give me room to move my hand.
"That feels really good," she whispered, laughing nervously. "I've never felt like this before."
"I like it," I said. "Your nipple is so hard."
"It's very... sensitive... baby. Are you sure about this?"
"Yeah... I want to," I said, continue to play with her hard nub. "It's just me and you all weekend and there's so much I want to do with you."
"Ok," she said, giving in. "If this is really what you want... I mean... if you want this..."
We were getting close to home now and I couldn't wait.
"Yes, I do. I've been wanting this for a long time."
"You're so pretty," she told me.
"You think so?"
"Yes. Definitely. I can't believe you'd want... me," she said, as if thinking she was ugly or something. Emmanuelle reached over, brought her arm over mine and began squeezing and stroking my breast over my t-shirt. God, it felt so good. I'd never had a woman touch me like that before. "I mean... have you ever been with a girl?"
"No, this is my first time," I admitted.
"Wow, I wouldn't be able to tell. I mean, you seem to know just how to drive me crazy." I teased her nipple more, pulling it, squeezing it, circling it... making her more and more crazy... making her squirm in the driver's seat. "I'm so happy your father is away for the weekend," she said.
"So am I." Little did she know I planned this to happen when my father was gone. I'm so happy I was able to get together the $200 to buy that SlutOil.
"Oh God," she moaned.
"You have no idea how long I've been fantasizing about this moment."
I slid my hand down and started playing with her pussy again. This time, she opened her thighs for me, giving me far more access. I slid my hand inside the waistband of her panties and slid two fingers into her tight, wet, pussy. It felt far better than my own, which was the only pussy I'd ever touched in my life before this.
Neither one of us could wait to get home. She was moaning and breathing hard now, every time I slid my fingers inside and ground the palm of my hand against her clit, she moaned yet again. She was so fucking wet!
"This is... so exciting... Ok... oh God," she moaned.
She pulled into the driveway a bit faster than usual and pressed the button to open the garage door. It seemed like the door moved so much slower than normal... but we waited for it. When it was up just enough, she drove inside, moving a little faster and just before we hit the work bench on the end wall, she stopped us, with a jerk. Then she threw it into Park and shut off the engine.
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The Slut Rose: Just One Drop, Part 3
I unhooked both seatbelts and, once free, Emmanuelle turned towards me, impatiently, grabbed my face and kissed me. It was the most sensuous kiss I'd ever had in my life. Her lips and tongue devoured my mouth while her hands grabbed my body, grabbed at my breasts through my t-shirt. God, she was so animalistic!
"Wow... Look at those nipples," she said seeing the little bumps in my t-shirt. She pinched them softly, tugging on them and making them even harder while I sat there, moaning. "Ohhh, let me see." She grabbed the bottom of my t-shirt and lifted it up, exposing my naked body underneath. Her hands palmed my breasts, her fingers teasing my hard nipples and pinching them. God, I'd never had anyone do that to me before.
Emmanuelle grabbed both nipples at once and pinched them while leaning forward and kissing me.
"Oh fuck," I said as the pain and pleasure mixed, making my pussy absolutely gush.
She smiled, her lips right by mine. "Harder?"
I groaned. But I... I... I liked it. I liked the pain and the pleasure she was giving me. "Yes... please... harder."
"Beg mommy," she said, squeezing and pulling them so expertly.
"Please mommy... please pinch my nipples harder," I begged. I'd do anything right now.
"Mmmmmm, I love to hear you beg," she said.
"Oh that feels so good, mommy," I said. I was more excited than I'd ever been in my life. This was incredible!
I kissed her hard and brought my hands up to her breasts, palming and squeezing them. Then I started unbuttoning her blouse... impatiently pulling it out of her skirt. Then I grabbed her bra and pulled the cups down beneath her breasts, exposing them. Her nipples were so incredibly big and hard. Her breasts themselves looked incredible. I'd waited so long to see them... and now, here they were, just for me.
"Oh... Abigale," she moaned.
"Wow, mommy, you have really nice titties," I said.
"Thank you, baby. God... I don't know why... but I'm so... so hot..."
I pinched her nipples between my fingers and thumbs and lightly pulled them.
"Oooh, are you going to pinch mommy's now?" she asked, smiling, encouraging me.
"Yeah... oh my God that's so hot!"
"You can go harder," she said softly.
"Really?"
"Yeah," she moaned as I pinched harder. "Ohhhhhh!"
"Oh that's so hot. Your nipples are so incredible." I'd nearly pulled them out two inches from her body now and all it did was excite her more.
Then suddenly she pushed me back into the passenger seat and leaned in and kissed me. Her tongue was all over my mouth, licking everything, her mouth sucking on my own tongue and lips. She was so fucking hot! Then she worked her way down my jaw to my neck, sending shivers through my body. She pressed me into the seat with her body as her mouth moved down to my chest... and then the top of my breast... and then rested on my hard nipple. Her tongue slashed it, her lips locked around it, and she sucked.
"Oh, yeah," Emmanuelle moaned as she felt my body move in pleasure. "I want you, baby."
"That feels so good," I whispered. I couldn't believe we were still in the car. It seemed so awkward, so constraining. But her body pressed me into the seat and I didn't want anything to stop.
Emmanuelle got up onto her hands and knees in her seat, leaning over the center console as she continued sucking and licking my nipples. She was insatiable! Her hand moved down over my abdomen and grabbed my leg, then she pulled, making me spread my legs apart. My thin running shorts were no match for her searching fingers. She slid her hand over my hot, little pussy and began stroking and teasing me. In seconds, her fingers were inside my panties, sliding first along my pussy, then stabbing inside.
I was feeling pleasure all over my body. So much pleasure all at once. "Oh... oh mommy, that feels good. Don't stop," I begged her. I wanted her to make me cum again and again, all weekend long.
"God you're so wet, baby. I need you." Her fingers slid in and out of my pussy, pumping inside me then swirling over my clit to tease me. It felt even better than when she teased my nipples. She leaned down and kissed me again, kissed me like she wanted to devour my mouth again.
And then... I came. My first orgasm with a woman. Ok, my first orgasm from anyone other than my own fingers. Her mouth muffled my screams as she kept kissing me all the way through it. My hips lifted off the seat, my body contorting in pleasure, and I was so wet.
She pulled her fingers free of me and then sat back. I thought for sure she was going to climb over the center console and ravage me, so I grabbed the door handle and pulled away myself. "Let's go inside," I suggested, and opened the car door. She looked disappointed at first, and then looked like a lioness ready to pursue her prey.
I dashed to the door to the kitchen, giggling, and hit the garage button on the way. She was quickly behind me, laughing excitedly. I turned when I finally got to the living room and she was right behind me, breathing heavier, ready to grab me.
"You can't run away from me," she said, wrapping me in her arms and pushing me until we fell onto the couch. "I want your pretty pussy again." She was giggling like a drunk schoolgirl. We twisted and wrestled until I somehow ended up on top of her, between her legs. Her skirt was pushed up exposing the tops of her elastic-top hose and beautiful panties. Her hips were grinding up into my abdomen. She was so needy.
"Mommy, you're so dirty," I giggled softly, feeling the heat and wetness of her pussy come through her panties. I grabbed the edge of her panties and pulled them, indicating that I wanted them off. "Please?"
"Ok... take my panties off," she whispered, licking her lips excitedly. "Yes... let's get them off."
I sat back and pulled her panties off her long legs as she pointed them up towards the ceiling. Then she spread them for me, exposing herself to me.
"Look at that beautiful, puffy pussy," I said. "It's so pretty." I slid my fingers over her mons, feeling the little bit of hair she had at the top of her slit. Then then slid my fingertips down the sides of her labia. They were so engorged and spread. And I could see them shining with her wetness. "Oh my God... you're getting so wet."
I slid my fingers between her labia, sliding them up and down for a minute and then pushing deeper. Emmanuelle moaned softly, watching my fingers intently. They were very wet and I slid first one, then two into her pussy, watching them easily disappear. Her breathing changed to panting, as I toyed with her pussy. With my free hand, I slid my thumb over and around her clit, teasing it, too.
"Uh huh... uh huh, baby... yes... yes... that feels so good. Use your tongue, baby," she moaned. She was so fucking excited.
I bent forward, keeping my fingers inside her, and licked her clit with just the tip of my tongue at first, but then with more of it. I swirled my tongue over and around her clit and then sucked on it, making her shiver and shake. "It tastes so good... You like that?"
"Oh... I do, I do... that's so good, baby."
Encouraged, I licked more and moved faster both over her clit and in driving my fingers inside her. "Yes... yes," I whispered, so happy to have her pussy at last.
"Oh, that's it... that's it... oooooh," she moaned loudly, pinching and pulling her own nipples in pleasure as she ground up into my mouth. "Yes... yes!" She was practically screaming now, more excited than I'd ever seen anyone in my life. She grabbed my head with body hands and ground her pussy into my face. And then suddenly she was cumming, her juices pouring out onto my face and into my mouth. God, she was so wet!
As I pulled away, she sat up, and kissed me. "How did that feel?" I asked her.
She could barely even stop to talk to me. She kept kissing me over and over, driving her tongue into my mouth and licking her juices off my face. "That was... amazing... baby! Let me... taste. Let me... taste. I want to taste my pussy on your lips."
It seemed to take forever before she stopped kissing and licking my face and when she did, she seemed even more excited.
"I want to taste your pussy," she said, grabbing at my hips, tugging at my thin shorts and panties. It was hard to take them off because she was tugging so urgently, but they finally came free and she threw them across the room.
She started to slide off the couch so that she was sitting on the floor and leaning back against it. "You know what I'm going to do?" she asked, looking so devious.
"What?"
"Let me get under you. Like this. Go this way... go this way." She positioned me so that I was kneeling on the couch, facing the back, my knees on either side of her head, my pussy right above her face.
"You want me to sit on your face?" I asked.
"Yes... I do... I do... that should give me a good view... oh my God... just like that... uh huh!" She seemed to be admiring the view as she breathed heavily. "Oh, look at that," she whispered in awe.
I lowered my hips and first felt her hands grab my ass and hips, and then I felt her tongue. I was so open and so wet, and her tongue pushed deep inside me, licking, stabbing, fucking my pussy and clit.
"Uh huh... uh huh," she said softly. "You're so wet. And you taste so good! Oh, God I don't know what's come over me, but I want you so badly."
"Oh my God that feels so good!" I said, closing my eyes to feel the pleasure as much as I could. "Yes! Yes your tongue feels so good on my little pussy. God, you're pushing it so deep inside me. Please don't stop."
Suddenly I felt something I never expected. Her tongue slid over and around my asshole. It felt to wrong... so dirty... and so wonderful! "Oh! Oh fuck yeah!" I nearly screamed.
"Asshole!" she giggled.
"Oh keep doing that," I said, loving her every touch. "It feels so fucking good."
"Fuck yeah!" she said, without missing a lick. "I want to taste that beautiful ass!"
"Don't stop... you're gonna make me cum mommy," I moaned. God, I was right there on the edge of my orgasm and her tongue was raking over my clit. "Oh... right there... uh... uh."
"Mmmm, there it is," Emmanuelle moaned as I came in her mouth. "Good girl!"
"Oh my God!" I panted, my body shaking. Oh my God she made me cum again! I fell onto the back of the couch, raising my pussy from her ravenous mouth. I was breathing so hard, my pussy was throbbing and my body shaking from my orgasm.
"Baby... I'm... we're not done, baby," I heard her say. I felt her hands on me, pulling me and letting me fall onto the couch so that I was laying on my back. She looked so sexy... and still so needy.
She kicked one leg over mine so that we were scissored and pushed her hips forward until her pussy was pressing into mine. "I wanna make you cum with like this. Grinding against you," she said as if desperate to feel something against her pussy again.
She grabbed my leg and held it to her chest as she pressed her pussy against mine, pressing her her wetness into mine.
"I can feel how hot and wet you are," she said. "You feel so amazing."
"Your pussy is throbbing." I could feel it against me, so hot and wet. I'd never felt anything like this before.
"You want it, don't you?" she said, as if suddenly worried. "I'm sorry baby, but I can't stop. I..."
"Yes, oh my God," I said, interrupting her. "I really want it! Fuck me, mommy."
"Ok... ok... There we go." And with that, she starting grinding her pussy against me, our clits mashing and grinding together. It felt amazing!
"Fuck yes... oh I love that," I whispered, looking up at her. God, she was the most beautiful woman in the world. Her makeup was a mess, her face sweaty... her breasts and nipples swollen with desire, bouncing with every thrust. I didn't know she even knew about all this stuff. I wondered if she'd been with a woman before.
"Oh God, I love the way that feels," she said, moaning. She moved her hips faster and pressed against me harder. She was really getting close.
"Show me you can make me cum," I said, reaching up and pinching her nipple. Her body shook as if by an electric shock. I wondered what all that oil had done to her. Was it changing her? Was it permanent?
"Mmmm, that's good. That's a good girl," she whispered, her ass thrusting so fast now.
"Not until I cum," I said, feeling her get much closer to her orgasm than I. "Hold it."
"Baby? Baby?" she panted, looking down at me desperately.
Then I looked up at her as I felt my own pussy begin to burst and growled. "Cum for me, mommy!"
"Yes! Yes!" she yelled, closing her eyes and giving in to the pleasure finally. "That's it." Her hips continue to grind as I felt her pussy spasm, her juices gush out into mine. Fuck, she was so hot!
Even after that, she still had some kind of energy. I was about out of gas, but she was acting like she was just getting started, and just couldn't stop ravaging my body. I wasn't sure I was going to live through this.
*****
It was dark when I woke up. Emmanuelle was laying behind me on the couch, playing with my hair. I was so tired from all the orgasms and I was pretty sure my pussy was going to take a month to heal. I felt her warm breath against my neck and felt her hard nipples press into my back as her body spooned against mine. Her arm was over mine, sometimes playing with my hair, and sometimes playing with my nipples.
It was late. The sun had gone down a long time ago and now there was just the whispers of light from the street lamps coming in the front windows lighting up the room.
I moved slightly and she knew I was awake. "I love you mom," I whispered in the dark.
"I love you, too, baby," she whispered back. Her mouth was right beside my ears and the combination of her breathing, the feel of her against my back, and her teasing fingers on my nipples was driving me crazy. "Baby... I... I know this was so wrong," she said. I didn't say a word. I wouldn't even know what to say. I drugged her. I intentionally made her do this with that oil. She had no control over what happened in the end. "But... can you please do this again? I mean... we can't tell anyone and your father can't find out."
I smiled, the happiest I've ever been. The woman that I'd fallen in love with the day she married my dad those many years ago... the woman that I'd fantasized about so many times... the woman I lusted over... and the woman I'd love to be around every second of every day... wants to be with me.
"I want to do it again, too," I whispered back and felt her hold me even tighter and kiss my neck and head.
*****
"Clean the floorboards, will you?" Zack asked.
"On it," Jenn said, opening the back door. She'd grabbed the vacuum hose and turned on the suction. She opened the back door of the little four-door sedan, noting how clean it really was. This was one of their easier jobs of car detailing. She noticed some trash on the floor and reached down to pick it up. She didn't want anything that big getting sucked up into the hose and jamming the vacuum again.
It was a rubber glove, she noticed and lifted it up. It was a little wet and she could feel it on her fingers. She tossed the glove into the trash bin nearby and then noticed the liquid felt... oily. She moved it around on her fingertips, feeling it lubricate them, as she looked at it. It was clear... so it didn't look like it would stain her shirt or anything. And the more she rubbed it, the more it seemed to absorb into her skin.
And then felt something more. Her body was starting to... tingle... and feel excited. She shook her head and put it aside. She had work to do. She looked down to make sure there was no more trash and then vacuumed up the dirt. After she finished the passenger side, she accidentally held the vacuum too close to her shirt... too close to her breast. And as if in slow motion, she looked down and moved the nozzle forward, capturing her shirt... and breast... and nipple in the suction and moaned. She pulled it free after a moment and sat back, breathing heavily. God that felt amazing!
Zack closed the front door on the passenger side, having finished the front interior. He saw Jenn sitting back and wondered if she was done.
"Jenn? You done?" he asked, waking her from her daze.
She looked up at him and her eyes stopped at his crotch. She licked her lips. She'd known Zack for four months now... and not once did she even have an inkling of wanting to have sex with him. And now... now it was all she could think about.
"Yeah... I think..." she said and started crawling forward the few feet between them.
"Jenn?" he said, looking down at her as her hands grabbed his jeans and moved higher.
"I'm feeling really good, Zack," she said, licking her lips while she reached out and started unfastening his jeans.
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The Slut Rose: Just One Drop, Part 4
"Levi Adams," the older black woman said, standing in the door of her office. Her secretary was sitting at her desk, trying unsuccessfully to ignore us. I could almost see the smirk on her face. "I guess I shouldn't be surprised that you're back in my office again." She took a step back and moved to clear her doorway, inviting me inside. "Come on," she said, disappointed in me.
I rose from my seat and moved past her, through the door. I could see the vial of oil in her hand.
I didn't like being in her office. Of course I didn't want to be there. It was just that Mr. Gordon was leaving the school later than normal and saw me leaning against the wall around the corner talking with two other students... two prospective buyers. He saw them give me money and figured I was selling drugs. And then promptly grabbed me, confiscated the vial, and dragged me back inside to Mrs. Samuel's office while the other two ran free.
"Take a seat," she said as she closed the door behind her.
I slid into one of the chairs in front of her desk. It had been a familiar seat as of late, having been called into her office three other times this year alone. I was happy graduation was in a week.
"So," she said as she sat in her own, big leather chair and held up the vial. "Drugs? Really? You're better than this."
I shook my head and quickly sat up. "It's not drugs!" I said.
She raised the vial in her hand and looked at the clear liquid. It was nearly empty at the moment, only about 10 drops remaining. Unfortunately, that was worth a lot of money to me. I had to have it back.
"Ok, I'll bite. Then what is it?" she asked.
Oh... I hate it when I had to think fast, to think on my feet. I wasn't that good at it. "It's a vial of... of... some essential oils," I said. "My mom sells it."
"Essential oils?" she said as if she didn't believe me. "It's a bit different than what I've ever seen." She held up the vial of clear liquid. "No label, no manufacturer, no price. Where did it come from?"
"That's just some kind of sample container that my mom got. So she could give out small samples. Kind of a try before you buy thing," I said. "She asked me to see if anyone here was interested. So... I brought it in. It barely has any in it."
"You know you're not supposed to be selling anything on school property, young man."
"I know... I just... I'm just trying to help my mom out," I said.
"Mmhmm," I could tell she didn't fully believe me, but wanted to leave the door open that I was telling the truth. "Look, I understand trying to help out, and that's a nice gesture. But..."
"Why don't you see for yourself?" I offered. "Just put a drop in your hand. You'll see what I mean." Oh, if she only did that... what a difference my day would have.
She looked at the vial, deciding on what she wanted to do. "What company was it that she got this from?"
"I don't know. It's not something I care about remembering," I said. "I just bring a vial to the school, see who's interested in buying some, and take the orders back home. Then in a week or so, I give them their order."
"Mmhmm... what's the name of this oil?" she asked, lifting the vial.
"It's... uh... passion fruit something or other," I said. "I can call my mom at work if you don't believe me."
I watched her unscrew the dropper from the top. "Passion fruit something, huh?" She pull the dropper away and looked in the bottle.
"Yeah... and this particular oil is put on your skin," I said. "My mom said she puts it in things like lotion... or massage oil. It's supposed to stimulate the nerves or something and... invigorate you."
Mrs. Samuel raised the dropper over her palm and squeezed one drop into it. And I released a huge breath knowing I could relax. It was only a matter of time now. She quickly put the dropper back into the bottle and sealed it, setting the bottle on her desk. Then she raised her palm to her nose and smelled it.
"Not much of a smell to it," she said.
"Well I guess not with one drop," I said, smiling. I couldn't imagine what would happen if she'd put multiple drops in her palm. "I don't know the details. But I know you're supposed to rub it into your skin and feel what it's like."
She took her finger and swirled the oil until it covered her palm and let it soak into her skin.
"Well, it's not like it makes the skin tingle or anything like a mint might do," she said.
"It takes a couple minutes," I said.
She rose from behind her desk and walked around to sit on the desk in front of me.
"I've been watching you," she said, looking down on me. "And I have to say that until these last couple of visits to my office, I've been impressed with you. You've improved so much over the past few years with your grades and everything. I never thought you'd have it in you. I figured you'd be more like your father as time went on. I only hoped not too much."
"Like my father?" I asked.
"Well, I don't know if you know it or not, but I went to school with your dad. He was... he was quite the athlete... very fit. It's just... he wasn't really into academics that much. But he did graduate and move on in life just fine. I'm just glad you're doing better."
Mrs. Samuel fanned herself with her hand, the oil obviously beginning to take effect, although she didn't put two and two together.
"Is it hot in here?" she asked, looking around as if to look at the thermostat.
"No... it feels fine with me." I looked at her feigning concern. "Are you ok?"
"It's not hot? Oh... must just be my crazy hormones. I'm just feeling a little... fuzzy. I just keep getting these crazy hot flashes... and... other symptoms that you don't need to hear about. I'm sure it'll pass." I'm sure her other symptoms were very much the product of the oil. At this point, I imagined her nipples were rock hard and her pussy was starting to tingle and get very, very wet. I smiled innocently... knowingly.
She picked up some papers in a manila folder on her desk and began fanning herself. "So... I couldn't help but notice that you were talking to... uh... some girl earlier. Mindy Moss. She's.... um... she's cute... If you're into that sort of thing. Are you... uh... are you going out with her?"
"I don't see how that has anything to do with why I'm here, Mrs. Samuel," I said.
"Oh, please... you can tell me these things." She was starting to pull at her blouse, pulling it away from her, obviously wishing she could take it off. She stood and moved around her desk and took her thin jacket off, setting it on her chair. She wore a nice, white, button-down blouse and a medium length, dark blue skirt. Underneath she wore dark blue stockings that complemented her outfit, along with strappy high heels. It was a powerful, business-like look that carried the rank of her job title.
And it was starting to unravel.
She moved back to the front of her desk and perched on the edge again. "There's no reason you can't be completely forthcoming with me. I have an obligation to know. Are you?"
"Not at the moment, no," I admitted to her. "We might hook up soon, though."
"I was watching you two very closely and I couldn't help but notice the way she was... um... kind of throwing herself at you. You know if you're anything like your father, girls are going to be doing that day and night. Your parents should put bars on the windows, shouldn't they?" she laughed.
Her hands were now pulling at her skirt and scratching her stomach and side, tugging on her blouse. The oil was definitely doing it's job... she was getting very excited and wasn't sure why or what to do about it. I imagined she'd love to touch herself right now.
"Not that I... uh... have a problem with you dating. It's just that... I don't want you to... um... make a mistake and take one of them too seriously. I mean, they could all just... be floozies. You have to watch yourself. You're so... young," she said, exhaling longingly, looking over my body. "So... virile. You have your whole life ahead of you. I don't want you to get caught up in all that when you should be focusing on... uh... on... your... your studies."
She was having a harder and harder time concentrating on what she was saying. She was squeezing her thighs together now and slightly moving her hips, trying to tease her clit. She was getting so very excited... so horny and needy. I could see the sweat beginning to bead on her forehead as she fought the urge.
"You should really take it from me. I used to be one of those girls. I know exactly what's going on in their minds. And they only want one thing from you," she said.
"One thing Mrs. Samuel?"
"Isn't it obvious?" she asked, opening her arms towards me, offering me as an example. "I know you're so... new... to this whole thing. And, there's nothing wrong with having a little bit of fun. Really, just don't get caught up in it. I mean... I have your best interest at heart. I know exactly what she... wants." She paused, looking at my crotch as if she were envisioning a want right at that moment... envisioning her own need being satisfied by my body. "So I know exactly what you need to look out for," she continued, her eyes slowly moving back up to meet mine. "You should really listen to me on this one. Speaking as... one of those... girls... I have to say you would definitely be my type."
Mrs. Samuel stood, squeezing her thighs, her hands pulling at her skirt and blouse as if she were suppressing a strong desire to just rip them off. She started pacing a little, trying to keep her body moving and obviously trying to find a way to satisfy the urge that was so desperately building.
"Are you ok, Mrs. Samuel? I mean... you look..."
"Of course... I'm fine.... I'm fine. Look at your... just... look at you. You're growing up more and more every day. You're becoming a... man... a healthy... young... virile... man. Just... amazing. The girls are just... are just going to be all over you. They might... I don't know... try and corner you behind the gymnasium or trap you alone in a room or something." She again got lost in her thoughts, lost in a fantasy playing out in her mind. "And so I just want to make sure you're... prepared. I mean, who better to prepare you? 'Cause I know what these girls want. They just... they really do only have one thing on their mind."
She walked around behind me and I could swear by the change in her breathing she was touching herself, hidden from my view, pinching and pulling her nipples through her blouse. When she came into full view again, her nipples were hard points, pressing out against her blouse.
"And it's so sweet of you that you're so innocent and don't know. But these little sluts are... perverted."
"Perverted, Mrs. Samuel? What do you mean?"
"Trust me. I just... I... I know these things. Just look at you now," and she looked at me herself, her eyes roaming all over me with an extremely lustful gaze. "You... There's no reason they won't be all over you some day soon. I mean, if I were one of them, I," she paused, daydreaming, fantasizing, as she sucked on the tip of her finger absently. "Well... you don't even want to know what I would do. So that's why we need to talk about it. Do you see the urgency?"
"Yeah... I guess that makes sense," I said. This was getting better and better. Her body was heating up and her brain was shutting down. It wouldn't be too long now. "I mean... I don't want to do anything to hurt my future."
"I'm sure you're used to the little things these girls have done. I saw how she was behaving. And that was in public. Imagine what she could do to you... oh... behind closed doors. I just can't bear to think about it." I could tell by the way she was squeezing her thighs together and practically panting that she was indeed thinking about it.
Mrs. Samuel was breathing heavier now... almost panting with need and licking her lips. She had to be burning up with need. She moved in front of my chair and knelt down, her hands resting on the arms of the chair.
"I don't... I don't want you to get blindsided, Levi. So I need to... show you... what... they might do."
Her hands were moving a little, as if she wanted to do something with them but was fighting the urge. I hadn't seen anyone fight it like this before. It was so damn hot!
"I know these girls... they want to show you... they want to show you how interested they are in you and... how much they want to be close to you. You're such a strong young man. There's no reason they won't find some excuse to... you know... touch you."
Suddenly, she moved one of her hands to my arm, sliding up and down it and then moved it to my chest. She moaned softly at the contact, her eyes half closing, her mouth slightly twisting into a lustful smile.
"Such a tight, young body. I'm sure they've touched you like this already and you're just not telling me because... well I dunno. You just don't want to tell me for some reason. But I have to know, honey."
"Oh my God, it's hot in here." She sat back on her heels and fanned herself a moment before she unbuttoned her blouse, quickly pulling it off and tossing it aside as if were no big deal to be undressed in front of me. She was only wearing a frilly bra, now. One that was having a hard time containing her large breasts.
"Mrs. Samuel?"
"I'm fine... I'm fine. I'm just... very... passionate about this and I... want you know everything... before it happens." She looked at me, running her hands over her chest and stomach before coming back up to caress and squeeze her bra-covered breasts, squeezing her nipples. "Because if you haven't experienced these things first hand... you know... oh... these girls will take advantage of that. They'll do... things... to you that... might not be the best thing for you in the moment. Oh... you'll be so... so intoxicated by... by the way their voice sounds... by the feel of their soft little bodies rubbing up against yours. I want you to know... what that might feel like... if you could... oh, I don't know, imagine it for a second."
She put her hands back on the arms of the chairs, sitting up close to me once again. She licked her lips excitedly and now could barely even look me in the eyes. They were all over my body.
"Oh, honey, people do... things they might regret... when they're so intoxicated by lust. You know, things they might no normally do. It's especially dangerous when these girls have... the confidence to go further than... just a little light touching. I mean, they could touch your chest... like this."
She reached forward again and put her hand on my chest, stroking it, feeling my body beneath my shirt.
"It feels good... but... it's nothing like... it's nothing like touching you... here."
She slid her hand down my chest and quickly grabbed my cock through my jeans. Her gaze was fixed there as she stroked it, finding it's length and girth through my pants and slightly stroked along its length.
"Is it? No. I mean there's just no way to anticipate how that might make you feel unless you do it with someone. Someone like me. And it's ok... just this once... It's ok. Isn't it?"
She started unfastening my pants now and pulled them down to my knees along with my boxers, exposing my very hard cock. Her hand quickly grabbed it and started stroking its full length.
"Mrs. Samuel?" I smiled at her. "Are you... ok?" I knew she wasn't and I was going to enjoy the fruits of my labor. I didn't want to waste a drop of the SlutOil on her like this... I'd rather have sold it... but sometimes you have to spend money to make money.
"I'm fine honey, I'm fine. It's just I'm feeling a little different... I like helping you like this."
"Do you know what you're doing to me?" I asked.
"Of course I know what I'm doing. I'm helping you. I don't want you to make a mistake that will ruin your life. Do you understand? That's why I'm doing... this," she said squeezing my cock firmer as she stroked it. I was so hard already.
"I don't want you doing something you might regret with these girls... these floozies. So I need to show you... everything. Don't I? Because if I don't, once these girls touch your cock, it's all over, isn't it? You'd just let them do anything at that point, wouldn't you? Anything at all. I mean, they wouldn't even have to... say... take their top off, would they?"
She smiled and sat up on her knees, then grabbed each cup of her bra, pulling her breast out on either side, exposing them. Her nipples were huge! And so chocolate-dark! Her hands cupped and squeezed her breasts, massaging them and playing with her nipples. I'd never seen a black girl like this before. She was sexy as fuck!
"Would they? But if they did, it's certainly not a problem. Because now you're prepared for it. I just want you to be prepared. Fully... prepared... for everything. I want you to know what to expect, what it feels like."
"I've never seen you like this Mrs. Samuel," I said, smiling, loving the look of her beautiful MILF body.
"Oh, I'm fine... I'm fine. I'm ok, I promise. I'm just looking out for you, baby. It's what teachers are supposed to do... isn't it?"
Both of her hands returned to my cock and started stroking me again, faster this time. She looked even more needy.
"Oh, honey, please, I need this. I really need this. Oh, I need your help so bad... so bad... Maybe we can help each other. We can help each other... just this once. Just this once, baby, just this once."
Suddenly she sat back and then stood and put one foot on the seat beside me. Then she pulled her skirt up to her hips, exposing her sexy panties and pantyhose underneath. "Oh baby, please... just touch me... right down there," she whimpered. "Oh God.... touch me!"
I reached up and touched her inner thigh, sliding up between her legs and started running my fingers over her pussy. There was still a lot of material there, but I could feel that she was extremely hot there.
"Oh... yes, baby yes!" She reached down and grabbed at her pantyhose. "Fuck these," she whispered, tearing a large hole in them at her crotch. "Mmmm... pull my panties to the side."
I used my fingers to pry underneath her panties and feel the soft, soaking wet flesh beneath. She felt so very wet, so very ready to be fucked. My fingers slid through her folds, touching her labia, sliding just a little into her hole, and then sliding up to circle over her clit.
"Faster... ah... faster," she moaned, barely able to stand. She looked down at me, demanding I comply, so I circled my fingertips around her clit even faster. "Oh, that's it baby... ooooh... oh, faster honey... Keep going! Oh! I'm almost there baby... Oh baby! Put your fingers in me!"
I slid three fingers into her sopping flesh as deep as I could and then pulled back, only to thrust again and again. She put one hand on my head to steady herself. I could tell she was going to have a massive orgasm.
"Yeah... yeah," she moaned, getting so close, and then a throaty "fuuuuuuuuuuuck!" as she came, her body writhing above me. Her juices ran down my forearm as I continued thrusting, slowly, even though her pussy was squeezing me out.
She dropped her foot back to the floor and was still shaking, but didn't look anywhere near finished. Her pussy juices were dripping down her legs. "Oh wow... I need... I need more, baby. I need more! Switch with me. Quickly."
She grabbed my arms to help me stand and then fell into the chair and lifted her legs onto the arms of the chair, opening herself wide for me. She then reached forward for me and pulled my face toward her pussy. "Open your mouth. Come on, honey. Open it. Oh, honey... taste me baby!"
I moved forward, but she pulled me even faster, and I practically fell face first into her wet pussy. I instantly began licking and sucking on it. I had only a little experience, but I wasn't a total noob and knew what would feel good.



"Move your tongue more, honey," she said, moaning and looking down at me. "That's it... oh... that's it... Yeah! Come on... suck on it a little harder. That's it. Keep doing that honey. Mommy's pussy is so fucking needy..."
I licked and sucked to my best ability and she was so hot she reached her second orgasm very quickly. I laughed a little as her hands grabbed my head firmly and pulled me into her crotch. I was nearly smothering in the soaked, engorged folds of her pussy.
After only about 5 minutes her body began to shake uncontrollably again and she lifted her hips up and into my mouth, her ass quivering.
"Yeah baby!" she yelled as she came. When I pulled back, smiling broadly, my face was completely covered with her juices. She sat up, grabbed my face, and kissed me, hard. Her tongue slid deep into my mouth as I kissed her back.
She pushed me back and dropped to her knees, pushing me until I was laying on the floor. Then she kicked a leg over me and slid up my body until her pussy was right over my cock.
"More, baby. More! Oh, it's the only way, baby." She grabbed my cock and pushed it until it was nestled right in her pussy and then lowered herself, pushing me inside. She wasn't tight at all, and very wet, so I was able to slide all the way in. And she quickly began bouncing on me, fucking me, her tits bouncing above me with every motion she made.
"Oh, it's too hot... it's too hot," she said, reaching behind herself and unfastening her bra. She threw it aside, baring her upper body completely to me. Her breasts were large and droopy, but they bounced beautifully. She cupped them in her hands once again, squeezing them and pinching her nipples.
"Just a little bit longer honey," she said, bouncing on me. She was a wild woman, her hips moving fast as she fucked me! "Oh you're doing such a good job. I just need... Honey just... cum inside of me. You... you have to do it... It's the only thing that'll make me cum right now. Just please... It's the last time I promise. Oh, it'll be enough. Then I'm sure it'll be over. Cum in my pussy. It doesn't matter.... do it!"
I groaned, nearing my own orgasm and repeatedly lifted my hips up into her, fucking her back.
"Oh, fuck yeah! Slam it deep into me! Come on baby... do it for me. Oh yeah baby, I'm almost there. Do it... do it!" She screamed as I came, grunting loudly, forcing her to cum as well. She was gushing everywhere as my own cum sprayed her insides. Her juices were completely covering me and the room reeked of sex.
She freed my cock and lay back against the chair, breathing heavily. I knew from past experience that the SlutOil was not done with her yet... it would take another hour or two to wear off. But I didn't have that kind of time.
"Thank you... honey," she whispered as I stood up. She started playing with herself, feeling the need building once again.
"I better get my clothes on," I said, grabbing my boxers and jeans and sliding them back up my legs. I reached onto her desk and grabbed the vial and had a crazy idea. I took a pen from the holder on her desk and put a drop of the oil onto it, then raised and lowered the ends of the pen, trying to spread it out.
"I'll see you tomorrow, Mrs. Samuel," I said as I walked to her door. She was still on the floor masturbating and moaning softly, her mind nearly gone, overtaken by the need for pleasure. When I opened her door, Mrs. Teal, her secretary, was sitting at her desk, looking at me nervously.
"What in the world is going on in there?" she asked. When the smell hit her, she put her hand to her nose to block it.
I walked up to her desk and held out the pen and she took it. When she realized it was oily, she carefully dropped it into her holder and looked at her hand.
"What in the world was on that?" she asked.
"Nothing important... a little of the essential oil spilled on it. Mrs. Samuel asked me to tell you to come in in a few minutes. She's organizing something and wants you to come in so she could tell you about it."
"Oh... uh... ok," she said, looking at her watch. It was a bit passed the time for her to leave, but she was a good employee and would stay as long as Mrs. Samuel needed her.
"I hope you have a great night, Mrs. Teal," I said, smiling and waving as I walked out the door and left the school.
"You have a good night, too, Levi," she said, looking at her hand, wondering what that tingling was.
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Seducing the MILF - Part 1
I had just finished my second year of college and getting ready to start my Junior year when a small calamity hit my parents. My dad's business, a building company, lost a major client and they told me that they couldn't afford to send me away to school any more. They had been paying for my complete tuition and room and board at a small California college and it amounted to about $20,000 a semester after my scholarships. There was no way they could afford that any more until the business turned around.
In the end, they decided that they could afford to pay for classes, just not room and board. I started looking for a way to live there, but unfortunately it's really expensive. After a few days, my mom told me she talked to a college friend of hers, Emmanuelle, who happens to live close to the university. She talked to her and they agreed I could stay there for the year and if things didn't turn around, I could probably come back the next year too. I was a little nervous to stay with strangers, but figured I'd just have to get used to it if I was going to continue going to school.
I moved in with Emmanuelle and her husband Jacob in early August, a week before school started. They were a nice couple, the same age as my parents. Emmanuelle wore conservative clothes normally, but had killer taste in shoes. She loved wearing high heels, at work and when they went out. Jacob was a hard worker, generally working long hours in some white-collar office job. I think he was a lawyer. He was a bigger guy, who could have used a few hours working out, for his own health, even if not to keep Emmanuelle happy.
During my first month, there were many nights when I'd come home and Jacob was still at work. Emmanuelle seemed to be depressed about it, moping about the house. I didn't talk with her about it and she never brought up anything about it with me. So although I had free room and board, it wasn't very pleasant.
Early in October, I came home and found Emmanuelle crying on the couch. I wasn't comfortable consoling her, but I tried to. It seemed that Jacob had been having an affair with someone at work and had decided that she was more exciting than Emmanuelle. He had already packed up some things earlier in the day and had left her. The divorce papers sat on the coffee table in front of her.
I was shocked and wasn't sure what to do. I also wasn't sure how this would affect my future. I didn't know if I could still stay there or if I'd have to move home and leave school. Luckily, without even asking about it, Emmanuelle said she wanted me to stay. She felt better with someone around at least.
November rolled around before I knew it and I was preparing for Thanksgiving, Christmas, and winter break in just a few weeks. It was Friday and while I was hoping to go out, my friends changed things up, leaving me with nothing to do. I walked in the door slipped down the hallway towards my bedroom. Emmanuelle's bedroom door was slightly opened and I saw movement as I walked by. I was... I don't know... intrigued, maybe. I stopped and moved closer to the crack in the door and peered inside.
Emmanuelle was standing beside her bed, her foot on the top of the bed as she slowly rubbed lotion into her legs. She was wearing skimpy panties and hadn't even put on a bra yet. Her breasts pressed into her thigh as her hands moved over her calf, shin, and foot, rubbing the lotion into each leg in turn. Then they moved higher, sliding up over her knee and deep into her thigh. It was incredibly sexy and I couldn't help but get hard. I imagined I was sitting on the bed and it was my hands rubbing the lotion into her beautifully long legs. I imagined my hands sliding inside her thighs, my fingers sliding up to either side of her pussy and slowly pulling it open.
I could feel my erection straining my jeans and rubbed it with one hand as I continued watching her. I could have sworn she slid a finger over her pussy, and maybe even inside, but her raised leg blocked any view of it. She slowly slid on a pair of thigh-high stockings, sliding them up each leg and adjusting the thigh portion until it was comfortable. I imagined kneeling below her, between her thighs, licking along the seam of the stockings, over the soft, sensitive flesh and up to touch her beautiful pussy. I imagined her slowly settling herself onto my waiting tongue and then her hand gripping the back of my head. She casually put her leg down and continued dressing. As she slid her bra on, she turned towards the open door and I bolted down to my room so she wouldn't see me.
I closed my bedroom door, tossed my book bag aside, and quickly lay on my bed. My cock was absolutely throbbing as I unbuttoned my pants and slid them down my legs. I slid my fingers around the shaft and stroked it slowly, closing my eyes to remember every detail of her beautiful body. I'd been attracted to her before, but never like this. She was my mom's age, but she was sexy as hell. I couldn't get the thoughts of her body out of my mind... how her breasts hung, giving me plenty of access to her plump nipples... to her her panties were snug against her pussy, begging to be licked.
I was so close to cumming when I heard her come out into the hallway and call my name. "Vince, are you home?"
I tried to control my breathing. "Yeah. I'm... I'm in my room."
"Do you have a minute? Can you help me with this?"
I wondered what she could need help with and was immediately scared that she'd seen me spying on her earlier. I wonder what she'd do if she had. Would she make me move back home? Would she call my mom? I would be mortified if my parents found out!
"Yeah... sure," I replied, pulling my pants back up. It was difficult to cover my erection, but I'd have to do the best I could. I checked myself in the mirror to make sure I looked ok and opened my door. I could tell Emmanuelle was in the living room so I made my way down the hall. At the end of the hall, I entered the living room and found her sitting on the couch with a box on the floor. I came up from behind her and first saw her exposed chest. She was wearing a black dress that showed her figure very nicely. The top of her breasts were exposed, showing incredible cleavage. The dress came down below her knees and while it looked sexy it was still modest. I felt my cock throbbing with desire.
"What can I help you with?" I asked, standing beside the couch, trying to hide my hardness.
"I bought a new pair of shoes and I was wondering if you can help me put them on. It's a little hard to bend over in this dress." She pointed to the box on the floor and indicated for me to kneel in front of her. I felt my mouth go completely dry as I envisioned so many naughty things happening. I moved around in front of the couch and knelt down until I was level with her. She seemed very shy as she licked her lips.
I opened the box and lifted out one of the shoes. It was a beautiful pair of strappy high heels, with black straps adorning the top and ankle. She lifted her foot for me and I held it gingerly as I slid it onto her foot and then slowly buckled it on. She seemed to hold her foot in my hand a little longer than normal and then dropped it to the floor when I released it, giving me the other foot. I slid the other shoe in place as well as my hand slid a little higher up her leg and onto her calf.
I put both hands on her leg and massaged her calf for a moment. I could feel her shiver above me, as if she didn't know what she wanted. She seemed to want me... but was afraid. Which was very much the way I felt about her. I released her leg as she stood. Now I was kneeling beside her as she stood, testing her shoes. I wanted to grab her legs and bury my face between them so badly.
"Thanks," she said, smiling weakly. Then she turned and walked away from me with a swish of her dress, and grabbed her purse off the table. "I'm going out for a while. I should be back before eleven. There's food in the fridge if you're hungry."
I was still caught dumbstruck and knelt there looking at her as she looked back, waiting for a response.
She smiled. "Ok, then. I'll see you later." She opened the front door and was just closing it behind her when I was finally able to reply.
"Ok... have fun!"
My hands were shaking as I stood and walked to the front window. I watched her get into her car, back out, and drive away, still unable to think clearly. My cock was raging hard, throbbing and threatening to burst through my jeans. I quickly moved to my room and masturbated. I came in record time, thinking about Emmanuelle's long legs.
*****
The next few days were a complete distraction. I couldn't get Emmanuelle out of my mind. I ached to catch a glimpse of her changing again, catch a glimpse of her in the shower, catch a glimpse of her in a bathing suit... anything. I desperately needed her at this point. And every time I imagined her, I got achingly hard and had to masturbate. I even masturbated in her room once when she wasn't home.
On Tuesday, when I came home again, her bedroom door was closed and music was lightly playing inside. I figured she was changing to go out again and was disappointed I couldn't get a peek. I dropped my books in my room and went and sat on the couch, playing a video game. She came out about twenty minutes later. This time she was wearing a dark red dress. It showed a little less cleavage, but it was off her shoulders and the skirt was shorter. She came out with a pair of red heels and stood by the couch.
"Vince, would you be a dear and help me put these on?" She held the shoes out for me to take.
I hooked my fingers around the straps and stood, giving her a seat on the couch. She adjusted her skirt, but it only came down to her knees, so it didn't cover much. She seemed embarrassed, but almost eager as she sat there, with her hands holding her skirt down, her knees close together. I knelt on the floor and took one of her feet in my hands. I slowly massaged it and watched her reactions.
"You have such impeccable taste in shoes," I complimented her softly. "And your legs are so soft."
I watched her shiver and lick her lips. "Thank you," she said, almost inaudibly.
I slowly massaged her feet.
She watched me, obviously loving the feeling of having her foot rubbed. "I'm thinking about going to the spa and get a really good foot massage."
"The spa? Don't do that," I said, holding her foot more firmly and driving my thumb into the bottom of her foot. "I'll just rub your feet for you."
She shook her head. "What? That wouldn't make you feel weird?"
"It's just a foot rub. It's not like I'm propositioning you for sex or anything."
She giggled, almost nervously. "That does feel good." She closed her eyes for a moment, enjoying the feeling. My eyes trailed up her legs as I tried to spy above the line of her skirt. "That feels so good. Where did you learn how to do that? Oh..." She opened her eyes, catching me looking at her.
I felt brave and in control and kept kneading the sole of her foot, sliding up and massaging her calf as well. "I dunno. I guess I just like to make people feel good."
"Mission accomplished," she moaned softly. "Damn, I wish my husband would have known how to do that."
"He never rubbed your feet?"
"No... especially not like that."
I switched easily to her other foot and began massaging it as well. "I was dating this girl once and she was obsessed with her feet. She loved my massages. And, oh my God, you just can't imagine how it got her off." I paused again as I saw the shock on her face. "Oh, I'm sorry, Emmanuelle, does it bother you when I tell you these things?"
"No," she said timidly. I knew better, though. I knew that it was exciting her.
"Good." I switched back to her other foot and continued the massage. "She was so obsessed with her feet," I said, continuing my story. "She loved when I rubbed them and constantly touched them. She especially loved it when I sucked on her toes. She had the best orgasms ever. It was like constant foreplay."
I could hear Emmanuelle sigh a little. "I don't blame her. Your foot massages are incredible."
I locked eyes with her and lifted her foot in front of my mouth. Slowly, my tongue emerged and slid over her toes. I could feel her shudder and hesitate before quickly pulling her foot back.
"I... I'm sorry... but... I have to get going or I'll be late," she said, rushing to slide her shoes on and move to the door. She grabbed her purse and was out the door before I could even stand. I smiled. I was getting to her.
I stood and moved to her room. I slowly unfastened my pants and pushed them down before laying back on her bed. My hand slowly stroked my cock as I lay with my eyes closed, the vision of her foot and legs right there playing in my mind. I could see myself licking up her legs, pushing them apart to see her thin, black lace panties beneath me. In my vision I pulled them aside and slid in to lick the most delicious pussy I'd ever tasted.
*****
It was Friday again, only a week after I'd first started seducing Emmanuelle. I felt very confident now. Every time I'd seen her the past few days she seemed uneasy. She seemed excited, but unable or unwilling to express it. I knew it wouldn't take much more pressure before I had her.
I walked into the house that day and walked back to my room. I heard a low moan from the other side of her closed door and I stopped to listen. I couldn't really hear anything, but with the few low moans I heard, I figured she was masturbating. I smiled. So close now. I set my book bag in my room and came back out to the living room and put on an action movie with martial arts and guns.
Emmanuelle came out fifteen minutes later, looking a little flushed, and was wearing a bath robe.
"Sorry," she apologized, pulling her robe tighter around herself. "I'm going out again and I'm going to take a shower. Dinner is in the oven and should be ready in twenty minutes or so."
"Ok, thanks!" I said, smiling at her.
She moved into the living room hobbling a little as she moved towards her bedroom. She grabbed the back of the couch and moved to settle herself onto the couch across from me. She bent over and rubbed her foot.
"Wow those new shoes need broken in." She winced as her fingertips dug into her foot.
"Here," I said, sliding onto the floor in front of her. "Let me."
"No, I'll be alright..."
"Hey... I know what I'm doing, remember?" I picked her foot up and began massaging it as she settled back into the couch.
"Oh... yes... yes you do..."
I moved her foot a little as I massaged it and watched her bath robe part a little. Her pussy was barely blocked from my view at this point and I switched to her other foot. As I massaged her foot, I moved it higher and higher until it was in front of my face. With her leg higher, her robe parted more and I got a better glimpse between her legs. She was completely naked beneath her robe.
Our eyes locked again as I moved my lips closer to her foot and, ever so slowly, sucked on her big toe. I felt her shiver and saw her eyes close a little, but she didn't pull her foot away.
"What? You can't do that?" she protested weakly.
I smiled and pulled my lips off her toe. "Yes I can. It's not like you're married any more." I sucked her toe in deeper this time and let my tongue slide between her toes. She looked almost orgasmic and it was such a turn-on. My cock was throbbing as I felt her reactions.
"Please..." she protested. "What about your mom? She'll kill me..."
I moved down her foot and licked the sole from her heel to her toes and let my tongue slide between them again. "I promise she won't find out. It'll be our little secret."
Emmanuelle closed her eyes, giving in to me. "Oh yes. That's good."
I smiled. "That's exactly how excited my girlfriend got."
"Yeah, that's amazing how that feels."
I lifted her foot higher and massaged her calf before running my tongue down it.
"Your foot massages really are incredible," she whispered, her hand moving to slide inside her robe at her chest. I could tell she was aching to touch her nipples.
"It must be working on you. I bet you're getting very wet." I looked in her eyes before looking down again between her legs.
I felt her shudder in my hands as I kissed up the back of her leg to behind her knee. With her leg lifted that high, her robe parted easily exposing her bare pussy. I hadn't expected her to be shaved bare, but there she was. She had a small triangle of short, dark hair above her clit, but her lips were shaved perfectly bare. Her lips were distended and wet, begging to be licked.
The belt holding her robe closed had come almost completely undone and her hand was inside the top, obviously pulling and tugging on her nipple. I kissed higher up her leg and around her knee and thigh.
"Keep... Keep going... oh my God I had no idea you had this in you," she moaned softly.
I gently lowered her leg to the floor as I moved between her thighs, closer to her. I leaned forward and kissed her, tenderly at first but then more hungrily. I pulled her robe apart, exposing her breasts to me. Her nipples were so hard and dug into my hands as I grabbed them and squeezed. She gasped in pleasure. I moved lower, kissing over her chin, down her neck to her chest and quickly moved to her hard nipple, engulfing it in my mouth. Her hand wrapped around my head, tenderly cradling it while I suckled.
She was whimpering, her head back and eyes closed as my lips, tongue, and teeth teased her nipple and breast before moving to the other. I lifted from her and slid a hand into her hair on the back of her head, holding her tightly as I leaned in and kissed her hard. Her hands grabbed my upper arms, holding me, not wanting me to stop any of this.
I released her head as she gasped and moved my hand to her neck, lightly choking her as I kissed between her breasts and then lower. My lips moved to her belly button where my tongue slid in it, teasingly. My right hand circled beneath her left leg and lifted it, spreading her legs wider as my kisses moved onto her mound. My lips kissed the her short, wiry pubic hair and I stopped, my mouth inches over her wetness. I smelled her musky goodness and felt her shivering with need.
I locked eyes with her as I moved slowly, lowering my mouth towards her center. I extend my tongue and let it just barely touch her clit as her face registered pure pleasure. I ran the tip of my tongue up and down her clit and then swiped it side to side making her moan excitedly.
"Oh God, yes... Yes, eat that pussy like that. Oh that's very good baby. God, you do that so good, too."
I delved lower, sliding my tongue into her as much as I could, occasionally letting my lips trap her clit and suck on it. She was moaning loudly, her hips pushing up into my mouth. She was going to cum so beautifully in my mouth. I slowly pushed two fingers inside her, palm down, and slowly but forcefully stroked in and out. She was shaking beneath me, ready go cum any second, but I was going to tease her. I fingered her slow and steady, letting my tongue play with her clit and lips as I did.
"Oh my God... please!" She was nearly screaming at me to make her cum. I laughed for a moment, realizing how much power I had over her. Then I gave it to her. My fingers were like jackhammers, slamming into her hard and fast as my tongue lapped at her clit rapidly. She pushed her hips up and into me, trying to help drive herself over the edge. Then she'd suddenly try to retract, try not to cum, as if scared of the pleasure. But I didn't relent. I followed her, everywhere she tried to go, never stopping or slowing my assault on her pussy.
Then she finally came... so hard... her juices pouring out of her hard, spraying my face and hand. I didn't stop, milking everything out of her that I could. She was yelling as she squeezed my fingers inside her pussy, squeezing every last ounce of pleasure out of herself.



I stopped and she collapsed into the couch, spent. I moved up between her legs again and entwined my fingers in her hair.
"Taste your pussy," I said, leaning forward and kissing her. I slid my tongue between her lips, letting her lick her juices from it.
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It was funny, I thought, thinking back while I walked home from college classes. Last night, after I gave Emmanuelle a huge orgasm by licking her, she bolted into her bedroom, embarrassed. I sat for a moment wondering if I'd gone too far, wondering again if this would get me in trouble with my parents or force me to move back home. But I had a feeling it wasn't. I had a feeling that Emmanuelle liked what I'd done.
I left her alone and disappeared into my room for the night.
I saw only glimpses of her over the next few days, usually in passing. It was almost as if she were avoiding me. I guess I wasn't really surprised. What we'd done was wrong on so many levels. But it was also right... it was perfect. She needed a man and I needed a woman. A real woman. An experienced woman.
On Monday night, I was alone when I got home. I tossed my coat and bookbag aside and went into my bedroom. I was horny as hell and needed some release. I lay on my bed, opened my laptop beside me, and opened up a page to my favorite porn site. I skimmed through the different videos, looking for something particular. I knew what I wanted to watch. I felt my cock getting harder and harder as I searched.
I finally found it and started playing the perfect video of a younger man seducing an older woman, in this case his own mother. I slowly removed my clothes as the video started, the man slowly forcing himself upon the woman. She fought him, weakly, and tried to appear like she didn't want it. But he knew she wanted it. He knew she was too hot to refuse him. She was a slave to cock and was going to be a slave to his.
My cock was rock hard as the man on the screen forcefully stripped her out of her clothes, first baring her breasts and sucking on her nipples. She moaned and tried to push him away but was overcome by her lust, helpless in his grasp. Then he moved down and forced her skirt up and pushed his hand inside her panties. She melted in his arms as he fingered her pussy, keeping her on the edge of orgasm.
I was stroking my shaft firmly as I watched him tease and play with his mother. She was utterly helpless and compliant as he dropped to his knees and pulled one of her legs over his shoulder, shoving his face between her thighs. The video zoomed in so I could see his tongue bathing her clit so thoroughly. Her moans excited me as I brought myself closer and closer to climax.
I was just laying on the bed, on top of my comforter, totally naked with my laptop beside me as I masturbated furiously. God it felt so good. I closed my eyes and just listened... the sounds of his lapping tongue, his lips sucking on her overheated flesh and her moans of encouragement. It made me think it was happening to me and it was turning me on so much.
I heard a little sound at my door, but didn't open my eyes. I guess I just thought I was alone still... or maybe I wanted what really was happening and didn't want to scare her away. It didn't take long for my orgasm to erupt and as it did, I opened my eyes. In the doorway, looking through the partially open door, stood Emmanuelle. Her hand was down the front of her skirt and she was obviously touching herself and watching me.
She didn't notice that I saw her at first and I watched her playing with herself, a soft moan escaping her lips that she tried to hold back. Her eyes were glued to my cock and my hand sliding up and down its long, hard length, cum dripping down it. I could see the desire in her, the need, as her hand moved faster under her skirt, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure.
When my hand stopped and our eyes finally met, she pulled her hand free, embarrassed and disappeared into her room, the door closing hard.
I smiled as I cleaned myself up with tissues, loving how excited I'd made her. I had cum hard... very excited about the prospect of things between Emmanuelle and myself. When I finished, I simply stayed on the computer until it was bedtime, watching more porn and leaving my door open, wondering what Emmanuelle was doing and wondering if she'd come back to watch me again. I was a little disappointed when I finally fell asleep at midnight and I didn't see her again.
When Wednesday rolled around, she was home when I came home from classes. It was just after 6:00 and the sun had set about thirty minutes before. It was dark outside and getting chilly. Emmanuelle was sitting in the living room, reading a book, with a fire crackling in the fireplace. She was sipping a glass of wine as I walked in the front door.
I hung my coat on the rack by the door and slipped off my shoes without either of us saying a word. I just stood there a moment, looking at her, until she finally set her glass down. I could tell she was scared... and excited.
"Vince, can we... can we talk for a second?" she asked, sitting up on the edge of the chair. She was wearing a long black dress with a modest, fake button-down front. Her feet were crossed but I could see she was wearing hose. I felt my cock surging to life. I didn't know if she'd dressed this way for work... or for me.
I licked my lips and walked towards her. "Sure."
She bit her upper lip, uncertainly. "What we did... the other day..."
"Yeah?"
"It was... a mistake. It was wrong. I want to... we need to move past it..." She was shaking as she grabbed her glass and took a long drink from it before continuing. "I'm sorry, but your mom and I..."
"... are friends," I interrupted, smiling softly. "I know that." I moved over to her chair and knelt on the floor in front of her. "But that doesn't matter," I said, pushing her chest so that she fell back in the chair with a whimper. I moved between her legs and put my hands on the outside of her calves, right where the dress ended.
Emmanuelle stayed back, almost as if she accepted defeat, accepted what I wanted, looking up at me in surprise. She obviously didn't expect me to become dominant.
"It doesn't matter... you're a single woman... I'm a single man." I slid my hands up her legs, taking her dress with them. I felt her shiver beneath me. "I know what I want," I said, as my hands slid up her thighs, pushing her legs apart. I felt and saw the tops of her stocking and let my hands drift onto the soft flesh above them.
I licked my lips as I looked down her body. I flipped her dress up, revealing her panty-covered mound. I could smell her excitement.
"Vince," she whispered, grabbing my wrists as if to stop me.
"I know you enjoyed it." My hands moved towards her pussy, slowly, her grip not resisting my actions. My fingertips traced a line first along the edge of her panties and then onto them. They were thin and frilly, so I knew that even my tender touch was felt.
"No... I...", she whimpered helplessly.
I smiled as my gaze lingered on her panties, admiring her, enjoying her, drinking in her sexuality. "I know you enjoyed watching me masturbate... enjoyed watching my hard cock. And I know you enjoyed me licking your pussy." She gasped as my fingertips slid over her clit, teasing it, and then slid lower. I could feel the wetness coating her panties, soaking them.
"Please..." she moaned softly. I couldn't tell if she was begging me to stop, or begging to feel my tongue on her pussy again.
I smiled and sat back from her for a moment. I stood and grabbed her wrist, pulling her up until she stood in my arms, looking up at me, flushed with excitement. I turned her around and pushed her towards the front door. Beside the door was a full-length mirror, one of her safety checks so she could check out her outfit before leaving the house. I moved her in front of it until we were staring at our reflections. I stood behind her, about a half a foot taller than her.
"Look at you," I said softly, holding her shoulders. "You're an incredibly beautiful woman. Your husband was an idiot." She shook her head and started to frown and pull out of my arms, obviously bothered by me mentioning her ex-husband. I knew I was losing her because of her own insecurities.
My fingers slipped into her hair and held her tightly in place. "If you won't see it for yourself, then I'll just have to show you." I pulled her head to one side and nuzzled into her neck, kissing, licking, and biting it. She shivered in my arms and watched me in the mirror. I moved against her, pressing my erection against her ass, making her whimper with desire.
Her hand lifted and cupped the back of my head, encouraging me. My free hand then went around her and roughly cupped her breast, squeezing it. I saw her close her eyes as she gave in to the feelings. Her mouth was open, panting with excitement.
My grip on her hair tightened for a moment. "Watch," I whispered softly in her ear and watched her eyes open and look at me in the mirror again. My hand moved from her breast to the zipper on her back and began pulling it down. She shivered again as it loosened on her body and my hand pulled it off one shoulder then the other until it fell off her arms.
Her dress fell to the floor and she was down to a black bra, panties, and silky, black, thigh-high stockings, making her skin look pearly white. It wasn't perfect skin nor a perfect body, but she was still sexy as hell.
"Beautiful," I whispered, my hand gripping her breast yet again, squeezing it teasingly, then grabbing her bra cup and roughly pulling it down. My hand grabbed her exposed breast and squeezed as her nipple slid between my fingers.
"Oh god..." she moaned softly, grinding back into me so that my cock slid along the crack of her ass. An ass that was barely covered with a thin strip of cloth through her split.
"So beautiful," I whispered as I flipped the clasp that was between her breasts and watched as they suddenly spilled out. She was a beautifully endowed woman with large, sensitive nipples. She fell back against me as both my hands grabbed her breasts and squeezed her nipples.
"So fucking sexy! Look at your tits! Watch my hands tease them, watch me pull your nipples." She gasped as my fingers pulled her nipples away from her body, farther and farther, distorting her tits in the mirror. She bit her lip with desire as the pain and pleasure flowed from her nipple to her pussy. "You like that, don't you."
"Yes," she moaned, hesitantly, as I released her breasts and they snapped back into shape.
"You like watching me play with them, don't you?"
She bit her lip, embarrassed that she did. "Yes."
"Now watch your face. See how flushed you're getting as you get more and more turned on? You're so damn sexy!" I watched her looking at her body in a new way. She started seeing how sexy she was.
"Now," I said, pushing on her upper back to lean her towards the mirror. "Lean over... that's right, put your hands on the mirror." My fingers entwined in her hair and held her head firmly in place. I could feel her shivering as my hand glided over her skin onto her smooth ass. We locked eyes as I grabbed her panties and pushed them down until they fell at her feet.
"Your breasts look lovely swaying beneath you," I whispered as my fingers slid down the crack of her ass. She shivered and tried to move, but I kept her in place. "I could sit beneath you and suck on them right now." My fingers slid low, swiping past her asshole and sliding over her pussy. "Or I could stand behind you and fuck your ass." My fingers swiped over her clit and she groaned in ecstasy.
"But I know what you want me to do. You want me to suck on your pussy again, don't you?" We locked eyes in the mirror. She was flushed in embarrassment and desire. My fingers swirled over her clit again.
"Don't you?" I asked again, more loudly this time.
She nodded with a small, embarrassed shake of her head.
"Tell me! Tell me you want me to suck on your pussy."
She closed her eyes for a moment, her mouth twisting with pleasure as my fingers swirled and swirled. Her eyes opened quickly, almost unfocused, when I suddenly stopped.
"Yes," she whispered hesitantly.
"Yes, what?"
"I want you to suck on my pussy." She was so embarrassed now, having said what she never, ever thought she'd say to me. I smiled and let two fingers slide into her vagina.
My fingers flicked her clit, making her moan loudly and her hips push back against my hand.
"Want? Or need?"
She licked her lips, fear and desire running rampant over her reflection in the mirror.
"Need!" she said clearly.
"Keep your hands on the mirror and watch yourself." I let go of her hair, stepped behind her and knelt. Her ass looked perfect in front of me, twin white globes, and my hands grabbed and squeezed each glorious one. I spanked her lightly on each cheek and listened to her gasp in shock.
My hands forced her cheeks apart and exposed her most private places. She was shivering, unsure of the unknown, as I leaned forward and licked her pussy. I assaulted her clit and giggled as she moaned.
"Such a beautiful pussy," I said, just loud enough for her to hear as I licked and sucked at each labia and her clit. I was enjoying her succulent wetness with my tongue, lips, and fingers, teasing and stroking her again and again, until she was squirming and having a hard time maintaining her position.
I took her to the edge of an orgasm again and again, each one easier than the last. Her hips were squirming and pushing back into my face as much as she could each time, begging me to make her cum. But I resisted the temptation for now.
Finally I stood and looked down at her. She was still watching herself in the mirror and her eyes locked onto mine, so full of desperation. I grabbed her hair again and stood her up. She was flushed and panting, filled with desire and need. She'd forgotten all about my mother, her friend, and was instead fully focused on getting fucked.
I kissed her, hard, forcing my tongue between her lips and deep into her mouth. She panted and moaned, her body molding against mine.
"Do you see how sexy you are?" I said as I pulled away. "Do you see how flushed your skin is, how excited your face looks? Did you see yourself panting... excited? Do you feel your pussy throbbing with need, so wet and juicy? It's so fucking sexy! You're so fucking sexy!"
She smiled a little, still breathing heavily. "Thank you," she whispered as she put her hand on my chest, snuggling against me. My cock was throbbing against her thigh and she slightly rubbed up against it. I laid my hand over her's and slowly dropped it lower and lower and laid it over my cock.
I just looked down at her as she trembled, scared and excited, guessing what I wanted. Then I simply nodded my head.
She licked her lips and slowly knelt in front of me. "Let's get these off," she whispered, her hands going to my belt and unfastening it, followed by the button of my jeans. I watched her as she pulled my jeans down, my underwear tented in front of her face.
She helped me step out of them and tossed them aside. She looked helpless and so needy as she knelt before me, my cock pointing angrily at her. Her eyes were glued to the tent in my boxers as her fingers moved closer to it, barely touching it and sliding up along its length, in wonder and excitement. When her fingers reached the tip, she looked up at me again, silently asking permission to see it... to expose it... to please it.
I nodded, almost imperceptibly, but she saw it. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of my briefs and gently pulled them down. Her face was inches from my hardness as she helped me out of my briefs and tossed them by my pants. I knew she was trembling when her gaze returned to my shaft, her hand reaching out to hold it.
"Perfect," she whispered, leaning forward to kiss and lick the tip, tasting my pre-cum, her tongue swirling around and around the head.
I sighed, her tongue felt glorious on me. Emboldened, she parted her lips and let the head slip between them and into her hot, wet mouth. She didn't go deep the first few times, content just to keep the head barely inside while her tongue played over and around it. It felt incredible!
Her fingers curled around the shaft and started stroking, slowly moving her mouth up and down, pushing my cock deeper into her mouth with each and every stroke as her hand played beneath it. I felt her hum vibrate deep into my core sending pleasure shooting through my body. I felt her tongue stroke the underside of my shaft every time she rose, sealing her lips, and gently sucking on me.
"I love the way your mouth feels on my cock... so fucking good," I moaned softly, looking down at her. She was an image of pure sexuality. Her lips were stretched around my cock, her eyes closed softly, her face holding a look of pure pleasure and need.
"Mmmm," she moaned, sending erotic vibrations through my body again. When she opened her eyes and looked up at me, I felt my body tighten, almost ready to cum. She pulled off my cock, her saliva coating it completely, her hand stroking all the way to the tip. She gave me a quirky smile, one that told me she was completely enjoying this.
She was driving me crazy. "Oh, yeah... Oh God, you look so fucking beautiful with my cock in your mouth."
She started licking and sucking on the head, her tongue swirling over the tip again as her hand pumped more urgently up and down my shaft. I shuddered with the pleasure coursing through me and she looked up at me, watching me, smiling.
"It's so fucking good," I whispered, barely able to stand any longer.
"It's so fucking good, what?" she asked, smiling deviously, her hand continuing its long, up and down, firm stroking. "Call me mommy."
I looked down at her, smiling back, but shocked into inaction. This was... different. Unexpected. This was... exciting. I licked my lips and in a low, needy, desiring voice said "I love how you suck my cock, mommy."
"Mmm, I love to be called that," she whispered driving my cock even deeper into her mouth. She was almost gagging on it as she deepthroated me. I knew I wouldn't be able to take much more of this. She pulled off me and then dove back down, time and time again, stroking with her hands whenever her mouth wasn't filled with me.
I grabbed her hair after a few minutes, afraid I was going to cum way too early. I pulled her away and up to her feet. "Stop!" I said, breathlessly, my other hand having to grab her wrist to keep her from stroking me any more as well. I was rock hard and throbbing with desire. I wanted to be inside her so badly.
I leaned in and kissed her passionately, my tongue stabbing into her mouth as I fought hers. It felt like I was sucking the breath right out of her body, but I couldn't help it. She had taken me over the edge of insanity and I was almost acting on an animalistic need.
"My cock is begging to be inside you, mommy," I whispered roughly as I turned her around and bent her over again, her palms once again resting on the mirror. I used my foot to tap her ankles, spreading her legs wide, while I positioned myself behind her. Her ass was incredible and I could tell she was extremely wet for me.
When I looked at her in the mirror, her face showed such a look of need and desire. She was panting, her mouth open a little, her eyes open and clear, staring at me. She was truly a gorgeous, sexy woman. She just had to let it out.
I moved in close, resting my cock on her ass as my hands grabbed the hook of her hips. She squealed a little as I slammed forward a little, ramming my hips into her ass cheeks and pushing her head close to the mirror.
I sneered down at her reflection. "Hang on... mommy. It's going to be a hard ride."
She smiled, loving that I was going to take her. That I wasn't going to just be another guy that has sex with her. No... my cock was going to use her. Hard and fast. Just like she wanted.
"Yes," she moaned as she pushed back into me, wanting to feel more of my cock. "Do it."




My hips moved back slightly, dragging my cock down the crack of her ass. I felt her trembling, as if wondering where I was really going to go... her ass or her pussy. I laughed... there would be time later for that. For now, I wanted her pussy.
My cock fell free as it passed the curve of her behind, bobbing at just the right height for her pussy. I moved forward, tightening my grip on her hips, until the head of my cock pressed against her wetness.
"Yes! Oh God, yes... do it" she mumbled and I could feel her body shudder.
I buried myself to the hilt in one hard thrust, pulling her hips back at the same time, trying not to crash her head into the mirror. Our bodies slammed together with a slap and she cried out in surprise and pure pleasure. I slowly withdrew and then slammed in again. It felt incredible. She felt so good. Her pussy was wrapped lovingly around my cock, squeezing it, caressing it, as I slid in and out, slamming against her ass with every deep thrust.
Her knees were practically buckling from the pleasure she was enduring. In the mirror, her eyes were screwed tighly shut, her mouth open wide as she exhaled sharply, screaming with every thrust. She fell forward, the side of her face pressing into the mirror, her hands weakly resting against it, trying to hold herself up as I thrust again and again.
Her body began quivering as she came, her legs shaking, her breasts bouncing beneath her. She mewled in pleasure as her juices ran down her thighs and over my cock. I felt them dripping from my balls as I tightened my grip on her hips and slammed even harder, again and again.
I could feel the pleasure pounding deep inside me, growing and taking over my body. Suddenly my eyes locked with hers and I came. It poured from deep inside me, gushing like a fountain deep inside her. I could feel her pussy clenching and milking every drop from my body.
We stood just like that, her leaning over and barely holding herself up, hands against the mirror. My hands were holding her hips, my cock buried deep inside her pussy. I was breathing hard, my mind still cloudy from the extreme pleasure. I felt my cock deflating and pulled from her and she stood, turning towards me and falling back against the mirror.
Her skin was so flushed and she was panting as she just stood there, watching me.
"You can't tell anyone!" she demanded, softly. "Not a soul."
I looked at her, almost not comprehending what she was saying.
"No one can know about us, especially your mom," she whispered, grabbing my shoulders and turning me towards her, forcing me to face the gravity of the situation.
"Not a soul. I promise," I said, looking straight at her.
She turned and walked towards her bedroom as I watched. Her ass swayed a little more than normal as she fought for balance, still in her heels, my cum spilling down her legs. I didn't know what to make of it. Was she rejecting me? Was she mad at me? Was she too embarrassed to keep me around?
I didn't have to wait long to find out. When she reached the hallway to the bedrooms on the other side of the living room, she turned.
"Well, are you coming?"
I looked at her, dumbstruck.
"You can't be done already..." she said calmly.
I smiled and bolted towards her. Seeing me running, she turned and dashed towards the bedroom, screeching playfully.
I ended up staying the night with her, in her bed... and then the rest of the week... and then until I graduated. We were nearly inseparable. I came home a few times but my mom never found out about us. After graduation, I left to go to Chicago for work, leaving Emmanuelle. Neither one of us had illusions of us being in a long-term relationship. But the time I spent with my MILF was incredible.
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** As requested, I extended the story a bit. Thanks for all the feedback!
Ruth went back downstairs to rejoin the Saturday-night party, confused after seeing her daughter naked in her long-term neighbor's bed. She'd known the Curtis family for over 20 years now and she just couldn't believe it. For one, Anne Curtis was married. And, at least Ruth had always thought, she was straight. If nothing else, she was twice Emmanuelle's age! She never thought the woman would seduce her daughter, for Heaven's sake. She'd watched her grow up!
The woman was a lot more... liberal... than she was, always wearing far more revealing clothing, tiny bikinis in the summer, tight turtlenecks in the winter, showing so much ass, breast, and cleavage all the time. Maybe Ruth should have seen the signs earlier. Maybe she could have stopped this before it got this far. For how long had this even been going on? Had Anne been grooming her for this her whole life?
Ruth moved through the crowd in a daze, her mind struggling with this, blaming herself. One minute she was angry at Anne, the next scared for Emmanuelle, then the next... a little excited, if truth be told. For some reason, thinking about them together sexually affected her in many ways.
"You ok, love?" her husband, Seth, asked, putting his hand on her shoulder. She probably would have walked right past him if he hadn't stopped her.
His touch shook her from her daze. "Yeah... just tired," she replied.
"Well, it's been a long day. Why don't we just head home?"
"Yeah... that would be best," she agreed.
Seth looked around as if trying to find someone. "You haven't seen Emmanuelle have you?"
Ruth froze for a moment, wondering what she should or could tell him. She decided it was best to not say anything. "No... I'm sure she's around somewhere. She'll come home soon."
Ruth and Seth then slowly walked out of the party, bidding goodbye to the other guests, then walked next door to their home. Ruth looked at the second story windows and saw that the light was still on in Anne's bedroom and it sent shivers through her.
*****
She had taken off work on Monday and had interacted a little with Emmanuelle. The young woman was as bright and happy as ever, going through all the pictures she'd taken over the weekend. There were certainly going to be a lot more when she went out with her friends on Halloween night.
It was early afternoon, just after walking into the living room from cleaning in the kitchen, when Ruth heard Emmanuelle on the phone. She was speaking in somewhat hushed tones, but she didn't know Ruth had entered the room. The conversation seemed sexual to Ruth and she assumed it was with Anne. After just a minute or so, Emmanuelle hung up and quickly stood. Ruth acted as if she had just emerged from the kitchen and had not heard a thing.
"I'm going out for a walk," Emmanuelle said, smiling.
"Ok. Anywhere in particular?" Ruth asked.
"No... just around the neighborhood."
Emmanuelle slipped her tennis shoes on and bolted out the door. Ruth walked quickly to the window on the stairwell landing and watched her from behind the curtains as Emmanuelle walked next door and rang the doorbell. She was surprised as she and Anne seemed to be disagreeing about something and watched Emmanuelle walk off the porch to their driveway, getting out her phone.
Suddenly Anne emerged from the house and seemed to be pleading with Emmanuelle, as if begging her to come inside. Emmanuelle smiled, put her phone in her pocket, and walked to the front porch and in the front door, Anne following behind her.
Ruth went about her day, cleaning this and that, always thinking about Emmanuelle and Anne. She shook her head, wondering how that wicked woman could have got such a hold on her daughter. It seemed Emmanuelle was at her beck and call now.
Two hours later, Emmanuelle came back in the front door, and kicked off her shoes.
"How was your walk?" Ruth asked as she walked down from the bedrooms.
Emmanuelle smiled up at her. "It was really nice." She slipped into the kitchen and out of sight. "I need to get some water."
Ruth just nodded, wondering why her daughter would just lie to her about this. What did that woman have on her that would keep her held so tightly? If she'd only confide in her, then Ruth might be able to help her! Maybe, she thought, she should confront her about what she saw at the Halloween party to get the conversation started. But even that proved to be too difficult.
*****
On Tuesday, Ruth came home early from work, and, not seeing Emmanuelle, walked slowly and quietly up the stairs towards her bedroom. As she neared the Emmanuelle's door, she could hear her talking. She pressed her ear against the door and heard what sounded like Emmanuelle on the telephone.
"Yeah, that turns me on," Emmanuelle said. Ruth practically blushed as she listened to the rest of the conversation. "I wish I was over there right now... I know, just another hour... You're so sweet! I'd love to see you wearing that... I just wish you were here to touch me... Yes, I wish I could be playing with your pussy right now, too."
Ruth felt her body responding in a way that confused her. She'd never had any inklings towards women before, but listening to her own daughter saying such... pornographic things... was making her body excited. She was envisioning what the two of them did behind those closed doors at Anne's house and it strangely aroused her.
Emmanuelle giggled. "I liked using my tongue to touch every bit of your pussy... Yes, because I love hearing your soft moans. Every time you moan, it turns me on."
"Oh my God," Ruth whispered, her hand grabbing her crotch over her skirt. She was throbbing... and wet! She envisioned Emmanuelle licking Anne's pussy and Anne moaning loudly... and it really excited her.
"Are you touching yourself?" Emmanuelle continued. "You are? Mmm... me too. I actually have a vibrator here... Mmhmm, I'm sliding it in and out of my tiny pussy... Yeah, it is... I know!... Ok... I'll set it on high... I want to hear you touching yourself, too."
Ruth couldn't stand to hear any more and walked to her bedroom at the other end of the hall. She felt her body boiling with need and took off her clothes. She wanted to be angry, wanted to give Anne a piece of her mind... but right now she needed some relief. She walked into the master bathroom and turned on the shower. While it got to temperature, she noticed herself in the large mirror above the sink. Her skin was pinkish... flushed with desire... and she licked her lips. Her nipples were hard little points, reminding her that they were there and needed attention.
She stepped into the hot shower and pulled the door closed. She rinsed off under the spray, turning this way and that to let the water get all over her body. She she squirted some liquid soap into her hand and began sliding her hands over her body. She quickly felt her erogenous zones calling to her, begging for attention as her hands moved all over her body. They slid over her breasts, her nipples digging into her palm, and she lightly pinched them and let her fingers circle them teasingly, making her moan softly.
"Oh my God," she moaned softly.
When her hands slid between her legs, her knees almost buckled as her clit throbbed with need. Her knowing fingers circled it, trapped it between them as she lightly squeezed, giving her so many good sensations.
"Fuck!" she hissed.
She reached up and pulled the shower massager from its holder and turned the knob until the spray was concentrated into a pounding stream. Then she slowly moved it down the front of her body until it reached her clit. She hissed as the hard spray hit her clit for the first time and leaned back against the shower wall. Then she put a foot up on the edge of the tub to help expose more of her pussy and aimed the spray right between her legs.
"Fuck!" she hissed again and used the spray to play with her clit, the water giving her wonderful sensations. She put the head up close to her pussy and moved it slightly, directing the spray just how she liked it. "Yes... so close," she whispered.
She closed her eyes and let her mind wander to a fantasy and she surprised herself by envisioning Emmanuelle and Anne in the shower with her, with Anne on her knees, licking Emmanuelle's pussy. Her daughter looked so beautiful and sexy, naked and wet, as she held the older woman's head in her hand and used the other on the wall to steady herself. She smiled at Ruth, acknowledging and appreciating her presence, which excited Ruth even more.
"Her tongue feels so good on my pussy, mommy," Emmanuelle said in her fantasy.
"Oh God," Ruth whispered. "Yes... lick her..." She slid a finger over her clit, too, and in less than a minute she was cumming, panting excitedly.
Breathing hard, she put the shower massager back and turned off the water. She grabbed her towel from the door and dried herself off, then stepped out of the shower. She wondered if Emmanuelle was still home as she grabbed some clothes and slid a floral print dress on. She stepped out into the hall and moved towards the stairwell. As she neared Emmanuelle's room, she saw that the door was open and it was quiet. She passed and glanced inside to see the room empty.
As she reached the landing on the stairwell, she looked out the window and just noticed Emmanuelle entering Anne's front door. "Again?" she said, getting a little angry now. "This is getting out of hand," she huffed. She walked downstairs and into the kitchen, grabbing a mug and pouring herself a cup of coffee. She leaned against the counter taking a sip. She was definitely angry... angry at... at that woman! Anne had a serious hold on her daughter and she had to get to the bottom of it!
She hesitated, but she had to do it now... now, when they were together. She'd stop this once and for all!
She set the mug down and walked out the back door. She moved swiftly across the lawns to the Curtis front door and found that it was unlocked. Without even bothering to look, she opened the door and walked inside. She closed the door behind herself quietly, as she had the sudden realization of what she was doing.
She listened closely and heard talking and giggling out in the back yard. Slowly, she walked to the kitchen, trying to pinpoint their location all while trying not to be seen. She opened the patio door leading to the back yard and saw them both in the hot tub, naked.
Anne was sitting in the hot tub seat while Emmanuelle was deeper in the water, facing her. Only her head and shoulders were above water as she knelt between the older woman's legs. Ruth had a side view of the action and approached them slowly, unseen.
"Mmm, I love your tits," Emmanuelle said, licking and sucking on Anne's breasts.
Anne was watching her, enjoying what the young woman was doing to her. "Oh that's it," she whispered.
"Does that feel good?" Emmanuelle asked.
"Oh yeah... I like the way you do that to me."
"I love your body," Emmanuelle said, squeezing Anne's breasts in her hands, lifting them and pushing them together so she could almost suck on both nipples at once. "I could lick you all day."
She rose slightly and the two kissed, passionately, their tongues entwining and dueling as they pushed into one mouth and then the other.
Ruth slid behind one of the many potted bushes that Anne used to decorate the back porch area, trying to hide from their sight. Luckily, they were too busy to notice her.
"Here... sit up on the edge," Emmanuelle said. She helped Anne move, helping her sit on the edge of the hot tub as Emmanuelle's hands moved to her knees, opening them. Then Emmanuelle moved her head between them, obviously licking her.
"Your pussy tastes amazing," Emmanuelle said.
"You like that?" Anne asked, stroking Emmanuelle's head with one hand.
"Mmhmm... How does that feel?" Emmanuelle asked, flicking her thumb across her clit as she lifted her tongue away.
"Oh, that feels so good." Anne leaned back a little and watched Emmanuelle lick her.
Ruth couldn't believe what she was seeing with her own eyes. Never in a million years did she ever consider this a possibility. She could feel her body getting excited as she watched them, felt her nipples harden and tingle. She slid her hand over her breasts, over her dress, feeling her hard nipples poke into her hands. She circled them and lightly pinched them, wishing there was a mouth on them.
"Yes... uh huh," Anne moaned softly, letting Emmanuelle continue. Emmanuelle slid a finger inside, fingering Anne even as she licked her clit.
Ruth panted, her hand falling between her legs, touching her pussy. Her fingertips stroked her clit over the material of her dress and she masturbated a little, feeling her clit throbbing. Then she slid them underneath her dress, touching her clit through her thin panties.
Anne moaned louder, closing her eyes for a moment, her body shaking, obviously having an orgasm as Ruth watched. She couldn't believe that she saw that! Other than porn, with their fake orgasms, she'd never seen a woman orgasm before.
Anne smiled down at Emmanuelle as the young woman sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "That was amazing!" Anne said. "You're an amazing young woman."
"Are you going to lick my pussy now?" Emmanuelle asked. "I just love the feel of a nice wet tongue on my pussy."
Anne nodded, almost reluctantly, as the two moved to change positions in the hot tub.
Ruth couldn't take any more. Although she didn't know if she was interrupting to stop them... or to join them.
"Oh... my... God!" she said, moving towards the hot tub from the cover of the bush.
"Mom!" Emmanuelle said, covering herself with her hands.
"You have got to be kidding me!" Ruth said loudly as she got to the edge of the tub.
Anne slid down into the tub and also covered her breasts with her hands. "It's not what it looks..."
"No, no, no," Ruth said. "I don't want to hear a word out of you! It's exactly what it looks like. You have the nerve to seduce my daughter like this! She's only 18!! You're married and here I see you're some kind of lesbian." Ruth practically spit out her rebuke, feeling her body flush even still, their naked bodies reminding her just what they were doing a moment ago.
"You with you're sweet little innocent face," she said, scolding Emmanuelle. "And you!" she said, turning her attention back to Anne. "You're an adult! You're married! You should know better! I'm sure your husband wouldn't be too happy knowing you're seducing and having sex with my daughter."
"No! You can't," Anne plead with her sliding closer to her in the hot tub.
"Do you have anything to say for yourself?" Ruth asked. Anne couldn't say a thing in her defense. Yes, Emmanuelle had blackmailed her... and the first time was under a bit of duress. But she had to admit that the next time, she was actually enjoying having sex with her.
"I thought not," Ruth said. "In fact... why don't you just kiss her right in front of me. Go ahead. If you're so unashamed about it, go on. Show me what you're so unashamed of."
"Are you serious right now mom?" Emmanuelle asked, not believing what was happening.
"Yeah... I'm serious," Ruth spat. "Are you serious about her?" she asked Anne. "Huh? You fucking tramp. You're married. I'm sure your husband would love to see what you're doing."
"Please... you don't have to tell him," Anne said, begging her to keep quiet about all this.
Ruth moved closer to then. "And with your young, neighbor." She grabbed them both and pushed them towards each other. "Go on. Kiss her."
The two women kissed, still holding their hands over their breasts to keep from being seen.
"Ok," Anne said, backing away slightly, hoping that both Ruth and Emmanuelle would now leave. "Is that what you wanted?"
Ruth shook her head. "I don't think it's about what I want," she said. "Isn't it about what you want? Is your husband's dick not enough for you, you fucking slut?"
Ruth turned towards her daughter. "And you... falling for this... whore." She looked at Anne. "You're going to get this out of your system. You're going to just get it over with and you're going to decide if you want your husband's cock or not. Go on... kiss her again."
She pushed them together again and they kissed more passionately, although Anne was still reluctant.
"That's pretty passionate," Ruth said. "I don't know if you should be married to Ben." Anne glanced at her, angry that she'd even bring up her husband. This wasn't her fault. Emmanuelle started the whole thing.
"Was that a dirty look you just gave me?" Ruth asked her, her anger flaring.
"No," Anne said. "But, that's enough. I think you should both go now."
Ruth shook her head. "Oh, we're just getting started. Look... you've been our neighbor for over twenty years and I consider you a friend." Ruth leaned in towards them, putting her chin on Anne's shoulder, their faces an inch apart. "We wouldn't want any ill feelings between us now, would we?"
Ruth pulled Anne's hand away from her breast and grabbed it herself, squeezing it, teasing her nipple. "I'm feeling a little left out. Why don't you kiss me?"
"Um," Anne hesitated, nervous how this was going.
"Are we doing this right now?" Emmanuelle asked, feeling very uncomfortable with her mother here. She had expected her mother to seriously chastise them... but never expected her to want to join them. "It's a little inappropriate."
"Inappropriate?" Ruth laughed. "Says the girl who was just licking vagina. Kiss me," she ordered Anne. She grabbed her chin, turned her face, and kissed her. "Huh? Is that... inappropriate... enough for you?"
"Are you serious right now mom?" Emmanuelle asked, shaking her head in disbelief.
"Look," she said, talking to Emmanuelle. "I've always liked women, but I've just never talked to you about it."
"Oh my gosh, I thought you were straight," Emmanuelle said, shocked.
Ruth smiled. "Well, you learn something new every day." She reached out and grabbed Emmanuelle's breast, squeezing it. "And I've learned that you're just a little lesbian slut."
"Ok," Anne said, shaking her head. "I think this whole thing has been blown out of proportion. I mean, you're her mom."
Ruth smiled at her. "Unless you want a lot of trouble, I think you should keep on doing exactly what I tell you to do," she said. "What were you about to do before I came walking in, huh? What were you about to do to my daughter?"
"Well, um," Anne hesitated.
"It's ok," Ruth said, pushing the two women closer together again. "No, go ahead. I want to see what you were going to do with those hands of yours."
Anne and Emmanuelle kissed as they were pushed together and Anne slid her hand under the water to touch Emmanuelle's pussy.
"That's it," Ruth said, approvingly, as she leaned down and started sucking on Anne's nipple.
"Ok, I think that's far enough," Ruth said after watching them a moment. Emmanuelle was squirming in pleasure as the two continued to kiss. "I think you need a lesson in how to touch a woman." Ruth grabbed their wrists and pulled them out of the hot tub and walked them into the house.
She walked them up the stairs and into Anne's bedroom, pulling them onto the bed. "Sweetheart, you watch," she said, turning towards Anne. "If you're going to touch my daughter, you better know how to do it right."
"You're a nutjob," Anne said, shaking her head.
"And your body is loving every moment of it." Ruth kissed her, her hand sliding over her naked body, touching and squeezing her breast. She bent down and started licking and sucking on her nipples. "Your nipples are so hard. Is your clit nice and hard too? Or maybe I should find out for myself."
Anne protested weakly. "I really don't think that's..."



"You don't think it's what?" Ruth asked. "Enough time for foreplay before I go down on you? Since you're not wearing a bathing suit..." she said, sliding her hand down between Anne's legs and teasing her pussy.
"You're really going to make me sit here and watch you?" Emmanuelle asked, as if she was disappointed.
"I'm not making you do anything," Ruth said, looking at her while continuing to finger Anne. "Haven't I been good to you? Haven't I given you everything that you've ever needed? Look at me! You can learn a lot from me, you know. Do you or don't you want to learn from me right now?"
Emmanuelle felt conflicted... wanting to have sex... needing to have sex... but wondering if she really wanted her mom involved in any way. "Of course, mom," she relented.
"Is that a yes?" Ruth asked.
"Yes," Emmanuelle nodded a little.
"Good," Ruth said. "You're about to learn a lot right now." She pushed Anne to make the woman lay on her back and then pushed her legs apart, moving between them. "Look at this beautiful pussy," she said, letting her hand slide over Anne's swollen labia. "So fucking hot."
Ruth lay on her stomach and moved forward, sliding her tongue over Anne's pussy. "Just lick all over it... lightly... teasingly... you want to have that beautiful pussy soaked before you taste it fully. Doesn't that feel good?" she asked Anne.
"Yes, but..." Anne said, trying to sit up, before being cut off.
"We need to make sure, both of us, that our little princess here knows what's she's getting into," Ruth said. "Just lay back right there," she told Anne.
"You don't have to do this, mom," Emmanuelle protested.
"Of course I do sweetheart," Ruth said, smiling sweetly at her. "I'm doing it because I love you. Now," she turned back to Anne, "tell me how you like to be touched." Ruth started stroking her breasts and nipples, while she teasingly stroked her pussy, then sucked a nipple into her mouth. She stared in her eyes, watching her pleasurable reactions to her touch.
"That... feels... pretty good," Anne moaned.
Ruth grabbed her breast firmly, extending the nipple, and sucking on it. "You like it when I grab it hard like that?"
Anne moaned. "I do... I like how you're touching me."
"C'mere. Why don't we touch her together?" she asked Emmanuelle. "Touch her like I'm not here sweetheart. How would you touch her if I wasn't here?"
Emmanuelle reached down and slid her hand over Anne's thigh to stroke her pussy. Anne moaned softly as Emmanuelle's fingers teased her clit.
"Come on... how do you really want to touch her?" Ruth asked, not satisfied that her daughter was being fully honest with her. "What do you... really... want to do to her?" Ruth smiled as Emmanuelle slid her fingers into Anne's pussy, sliding in deep. "Mmmm... that's right. Feel how really warm and wet her pussy is."
She turned her attention back to Anne. "Do you like it? Do you like her fingers in your pussy?" When Anne nodded, her eyes showing the pleasure she was feeling, Ruth told Emmanuelle, "Do it faster."
Ruth bent forward and began sucking on Anne's nipples, pinching and rolling the other between her fingers, while Emmanuelle teased her pussy with her fingers.
"Oh," Anne moaned loudly as Emmanuelle's fingers quickly slid in and out of her pussy. "That's so good."
Ruth smiled and asked "Did you get her nice and warmed up for me?" Emmanuelle nodded.
Ruth looked down at Anne, who had her eyes half closed, feeling the pleasure rise so quickly. "Don't you cum yet, you hear me? I want to watch you to go down on my daughter. I need to know that if you're going to be with her, that you're gonna do it right."
"Mom!" Emmanuelle said, startled.
"Please... just do as I say." Ruth helped Emmanuelle lay back as Anne sat up. Anne moved to lay between Emmanuelle's legs and kissed her thighs and stomach as Ruth directed her.
"That's it. Slow... and sensual," Rush instructed. "Because my baby deserves the best. Go ahead... please my daughter." Anne nodded and started licking her pussy, making Emmanuelle gasp in pleasure. Her pussy was so wet and ready and really needed some release. "Emma tell her how you like it. You need to speak up for yourself."
"I love it," Emmanuelle moaned. "It feels good. Yeah... like that."
While Ruth watched Anne lick Emmanuelle's pussy, she pulled her dress off, along with her panties, then knelt back on the bed. She slid behind Anne's kneeling form and began playing with her pussy from behind.
"Stay that way!" she ordered as Anne started to move away from her. "Stay! There you go." Ruth's fingers slid into her and curled down, teasing her G-spot as she thrust in and out. "Oh... there you go. That's perfect. Especially with a pussy this fucking wet."
"Oh, I fucking love it," Anne whispered between licks.
"Yeah you love this," Ruth said, sliding her fingers in and out more quickly, using her other hand to occasionally strum over her clit.
"God yes," Anne panted. "That feels so good."
"Take your time licking her pussy," she told Anne. "And I'll take my time on your pretty little pussy, too." She moved her body into a lower position and started licking her pussy from behind, grabbing her ass cheeks to spread her open.
"Mmhmm... oh that feels so good," Anne moaned again. She was a mess, trying to lick Emmanuelle's pussy while having her own being teased so mercilessly.
"I want you to make Emmanuelle's pussy wet and messy, you hear me?" she told Anne. "Make it nice and wet."
"Oh my God she is," Emmanuelle moaned loudly. "Oh fuck!"
"Now you," Ruth said, slapping Anne's ass to get her attention. "You are going to turn around and you're going to please me. I want to know how well you perform."
Anne sat up nervously and Emmanuelle moved to her knees. Ruth grabbed behind both of their heads and pulled them towards her naked breasts. Her nipples quickly pressed against their lips.
Anne looked extremely nervous. "Are you ok with this?" she asked Emmanuelle. This was even worse than what she was doing. This was turning into incest.
"Of course she is," Ruth smiled, stroking Emmanuelle's hair.
"Yeah," Emmanuelle said softly, taking her mother's nipple into her mouth and sucking hard on it.
Both women were enjoying Ruth's breasts, their tongues swirling over her nipples, their lips capturing the hard nubs as they sucked on them. Ruth closed her eyes, enjoying the sensations.
"Now Anne," Ruth said, opening her eyes again and releasing the woman's head. "Why don't you make yourself comfortable because I'm going to be sitting on that pretty little face of yours."
"What?" Anne asked wondering how much more this would go on as Ruth kissed her. She was already forced to fuck Emmanuelle... now Ruth too? This was really going too far!
"Come on," Ruth said. "You know you want this." Ruth pushed Anne back, encouraging her to lay back as Ruth kicked her leg over the woman and slowly moved her pussy over her face. She enjoyed watching Anne's face moving closer and closer to her pussy. Anne looked apprehensive... but that wasn't going to stop Ruth. "Now... lick."
Anne's mouth was covered with Ruth's pussy as Ruth quickly pushed her hips down. She opened her mouth and extended her tongue, licking the second pussy she'd ever licked in her life. Things were happening far too quickly for her liking.
"Oh!" Ruth moaned excited. "Oh Emma, I can see why you like her tongue so much." Ruth looked down at Anne, watching her head move with every wonderful lick. "She's not experienced... but I see potential. Yes, get your face in there... get your face right in there... I'm going to teach you how to please my daughter. You hear me?" Ruth reached down and grabbed Anne's head with both hands, directing her mouth right where she wanted it. "Really get your face in there. Oh God! Yes!"
Ruth moaned and looked at her daughter. "Are you watching this? See how she's licking me? Her tongue just bathing my clit... Right on my clit... oh, yeah... Get that tongue out... yes... now suck... suck on my clit... just like that! Oh my God! Emma... come here."
Ruth grabbed the back of Emmanuelle's head and pulled her into a passionate kiss.
"I'm gonna cum... Fuck!"
Ruth's hips started moving across Anne's face, grinding against it as she continued kissing Emmanuelle. She shoved her tongue deep into Emmanuelle's mouth as she came, her juices spraying all over Anne's face.
"Yes, yes, yes," Ruth panted as her body released in orgasm, then she moved off of Anne. "That was... so good." She kissed Emmanuelle again, her hand cupping and squeezing her breast.
"Wait... oh my God! Ruth!" Anne said, shocked as the two embraced like lovers right in front of her. "Emmanuelle, what are you doing? She's your mom!"
Ruth broke their kiss and smiled at Anne. Then she turned back towards Emmanuelle. "Sweetie, if I knew you were into girls, we'd have done things like this a long time ago. There's things I need to teach you, don't you understand?"
"Oh my God!" Anne said again. "I was ok with me pleasuring you but..." Ruth put a finger to her lips to shut her up, but Anne continued. "This is going too far, Ruth."
"Shhh," Ruth told Anne. She looked at Emmanuelle again as the young woman backed away. "Does it make you wet when I kiss you?" she asked as she pulled Emmanuelle towards her to kiss her again. "It's ok." Their kiss became more and more passionate as Anne watched in shock. "Give me your tongue... give me your tongue." Their tongues slid around their mouths, battling, tasting each other fully. "Do you get wet when I kiss you?" she asked Emmanuelle as she finally pulled away.
"Yes," Emmanuelle whispered, giggling a little.
Ruth reached down and slid her fingers across Emmanuelle's pussy. "Of course you do... you're so fucking wet... You just want to feel good, don't you baby? Don't we make you feel good?"
"Yeah, you do," Emmanuelle whispered again.
"Now it's your turn to cum," Ruth said. "How do you want it?"
Emmanuelle looked at Anne, envisioning just what she wanted. "I want to do what you did," she told Ruth. "I want her to make me cum," Emmanuelle said quickly, "while I sit on her face."
"Mmmm... yes," Ruth smiled. She looked at Anne. "You know what to do."
Anne lay on her back as Emmanuelle kicked a leg over her and crawled her way up her body. As soon as Emmanuelle's pussy got over her face, Anne lifted her mouth and began licking her as if too excited to wait.
"Oh God, that feels so good," Emmanuelle said as the older woman licked her and sucked on her clit. "Oh my God... you're gonna make me cum quick!" she moaned. Ruth reached over and began squeezing and pinching Emmanuelle's hard nipples. And in less than a minute, Emmanuelle's hands were squeezing her own breasts, her face scrunched up in pleasure. "Yes... Fuck! I'm cumming!" For a second time, Anne's face was covered with girl-juices.
Emmanuelle quickly kicked a leg off and she bent over, kissing and licking Anne's face and lips excitedly. "Oh my God! I love how you make me cum," she said.
"You taste so good," Anne said between kisses, smiling.
Ruth lay beside them both, kissing one, then the other, then kissing both at the same time. "Did that feel good?" she asked Emmanuelle.
"Yes! Fuck yes!" Emmanuelle panted. "It felt amazing."
Ruth slid off the bed, grabbed her clothes, and started dressing. "Now... Anne... you need to decide on what you want. If this... thing... this seduction of my daughter is to continue, Ben needs to know about it. Or... maybe we can come to some... alternate... arrangement with you coming to our house and Ben won't have to know. Either way, I'll see you later."
"Wait!" Anne said, surprised. "You don't understand!" Alternate arrangement? Come to their house? This had really gone too far now!
"Oh, after seeing you today, I think I fully understand. I'll see you at home for dinner, Emmanuelle," Ruth said as she walked out of the bedroom.
"But," Anne started to say as Emmanuelle giggled.
"As I promised, I'll delete the pictures... but it sounds like you're in for a lot more fun."
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Ten years ago...
Astronaut Bryant Shelby was floating 250 miles above the earth, traveling at a speed of 17,500 miles per hour as he worked on a satellite held in the the grip of the Canadarm assembly outside the International Space Station. Cabled to the exterior of the ISS, he tried to loosen the bolt holding the panel which lead to the failed electronics assembly inside the two-year-old, sixty-million-dollar satellite.
"It just isn't working. Any suggestions?" he asked NASA by radio.
"Hang on Bryant. We'll figure something out for you," Jason Clarke, his NASA radio controller in Houston said. He looked at his team of five all looking at their respective computer screens to monitor his spacewalk. "We got the top scientific minds in the world working on this." He gave a slight smile as they met his glance, smiling back, responding to his joke. "Their educated suggestion is to try whacking the thing."
"Okay, Houston, commencing whacking," Bryant said, laughing. He hit the satellite's panel with his gloved hand several times and the panel suddenly popped open, the boards inside coming online and lighting up and blinking like a Christmas tree.
Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, his view of several star constellations was blackened, catching his attention. He looked and could see the shape of the unknown spacecraft and mentally calculated its large size as it seemed to set into a higher orbit.
"Oh my God!" he said into his radio. "Houston... do you see that? It's... it's huge!"
Clarke looked at the big video screen on the wall showing Bryant working on the satellite. His crew looked up at him, shrugging and shaking their heads, not understanding what Bryant was talking about. "That's negative, Shelby... there's nothing on our scopes. What do you see?"
Shelby pushed away from the Canadarm to move towards the camera mounted ten feet from him. He slowly turned the camera towards the large orbiting ship.
"Oh my God... what in the hell...?" Clarke said to himself, watching the video feed. "Cut off the network feed and make sure this damn thing is recording." He shook his head as he looked at the image closely. "Get me the White House."
*****
Present day...
The email was titled "MUST READ! You have a ghost in your vagina!" which made Emmanuelle chuckle. She would have immediately deleted it had it not come from her Cousin Janice. Janice was a little older than her and always passed her conspiracy theories and other strange things, some of which were actually fun to read. Although, some of them got her into trouble and some were interesting but really out there.
Emmanuelle read the email to herself. "You have to pay attention and watch the video in the link below," it started. "The future of the human race is at risk! It might sound crazy, but I can tell you that it happened to me! I had two inside me! So I'm checking regularly now. You better get yourself checked!"
She shook her head. "Ok, Janice... what the hell did you send me now?" Below the message was a link to an online video followed by several forwarded messages from other people. As she scrolled through the other messages, most had the same story to report... all said they found one or two and that this was the most important discovery in the world.
She knew she probably shouldn't do it, but she clicked on the link for the video. In just a second another window popped up and the video started loading. In the initial frozen window, a young woman, not much older than her was staring at the camera, her mouth half opened mid-sentence. She looked a little scared and a little determined and looked like she was sitting in her basement or something.
Emmanuelle pressed the play button and the video started.
"Please... you have to listen to me. I know this is going to sound crazy," the woman said, sounding... well... crazy. "I don't know how long this video will stay up before they pull it down. I don't know how far this has influenced our government. But I can't be silent." She sat back in her chair still looking at the camera. "I... I don't know where to start, really, but... think about this... if you look at the world around us you can't miss what's happening. Birthrates around the world are way down. Miscarriages are up... the incidence of male impotence and barren women are rising fast. And then we see the rising incidence of birth defects."
The woman sat forward. "We are not having kids. All over the world we're losing our population. And while the world sits around and blames Global Warming, there's something far more sinister behind it. We have been invaded by an unknown force. And they are trying to wipe out the human race in just a few generations by making sure we don't have kids."
She made fists to emphasis her point. "They are killing us without firing a shot. And who are they? Well, that we don't know. But we do know how they're doing it. There is a kind of virus... a parasite... that they've unleashed on the world. And that parasite is causing all these birth issues."
"A parasite?" Emmanuelle asked no one in particular, nodding as if Janice was indeed crazy mental if she believed this.
"This... parasite... is already in the bodies of many men and women and it's invading more every single day. We don't know how it gets in our bodies but we know it's there. And its goal is to destroy either the woman's egg or the male's sperm. We're not sure which yet. I have seen the parasite. I have touched it. I know for an absolute fact that it exists."
"And... no pictures or anything..." Emmanuelle muttered skeptically.
"We call it a ghost because it somehow is able to evade all of our imaging technology. It doesn't show up on x-ray or CAT scan or MRI... it doesn't show up in picture or videos. But... you can literally see it with your own eyes. Well, at least for a minute or two. Then it just... dissolves into nothing. No trace left at all. So the medical establishment calls me crazy. They can't see it with all their fancy computers so it must not exist. Well... it does exist fuckers."
"Whoa," Emmanuelle chuckled a little. The woman was getting a little worked up.
"You can't detect externally if you have it... except if maybe you keep having miscarriages or are barren. The only other case is if you are very wet all the time and feel a constant need to masturbate. We think that's the parasite moving inside you, probably over your G-spot. But there is no bleeding or scarring or anything else to indicate it's there. The only way to know is to check."
"Check?" Emmanuelle asked. "If there's no external symptoms, what in the world would I check for?"
"The only way we've found that you can check for it in women is by literally feeling for it... and then grabbing and pulling it out. It likes to connect to the walls of your vagina and feels like a very flexible snake about the size of a finger. You can't pull it off the wall without injuring the person, but you can make it dislodge itself by making the woman orgasm. Because of the contractions of the vaginal wall and the hormones secreted, the parasite floats free, ready to do its destruction. That's when it's vulnerable."
Emmanuelle looked at the woman in the video as she demonstrated the steps in the air. She could see her supposedly fingering a woman with one, then two, then three fingers, then reaching up and in and grabbing the parasite, then pulling it out, as if an invisible woman were standing there as a model. What she did didn't look right... at all. It made Emmanuelle a little uncomfortable. It looked like some kind of freaky porn move or something.
"For women, the best position is for the patient to be upright and the assistant to be either kneeling in front of them or lying beneath them. Gravity then seems to help put the parasite at the entrance of the vagina and easy to remove. The second best position is to work from behind the patient in what people call the doggy-style position so that you can get your fingers in deep. For obvious reasons I can't demonstrate the techniques on a person.
"Obviously, for women, you'll need some help. You can't reach up inside yourself far enough to find all of them. Guys, of course, have it far easier. In men, it makes its home inside the penis, ready to dislodge and move into the vagina. To extract it from a man, you can see a little bit of its translucent tail when he ejaculates. If you grab it and pull at just the right moment, you can remove it from him. Guys can luckily do that themselves if they're aware enough."
"Holy crap!" Emmanuelle said, looking around a second. This was practically getting into porn as she watched the woman demonstrate the technique in the air, on some huge, invisible cock, her hand moving up and down, up and down, rotating a little as it moved. It was a little... arousing, actually.
"The best position to remove it from a guy is to have him standing as you kneel in front of him or to be on all fours so that his penis faces downwards, again, letting gravity help. As I said before, when it's removed from the body it dies, dissolving into nothing in just a minute or two.
"You'll be grossed out, but don't worry, it can't hurt you. You can squish it or throw it on the ground and just let it dissolve into nothing."
The woman sat back in her seat again. "I can't emphasize how important it is to check yourself and then check again regularly. Some people have multiple parasites in them and some have become re-infected in as little as a few days. Since we don't know how it gets inside us, we don't know what to stop doing. Please... find a friend or partner so you can check each other regularly."
Emmanuelle was definitely listening. This was no longer a joke to her. It didn't feel like a joke or a prank. This woman acted and spoke as if she was very serious and very scared.
"Make sure you send this video to everyone you know. If you check yourself and you find nothing," the woman smiled as if that might not even be possible, "count yourself very lucky. I hope you continue checking. If you do find and extract a parasite... you're helping yourself... and you're helping to save the human race."
The video went black. Emmanuelle was breathing fast and felt her heart racing. She was going to have to see if she was infected. She spread her knees slightly and looked down between her legs. Was there a parasite inside her? She didn't feel anything in particular. She did feel a little wet sometimes and did masturbate, but she didn't feel as if that was particularly out of the ordinary.
She unbuttoned her shorts and pulled the zipper down. Cautiously, she slid her hand inside, over her panties, and touched herself. Nothing felt out of the ordinary. "I hope there's nothing in there," she said as she slowly slid her fingers inside her panties and touched her warm wetness. No, still nothing that she would consider out of the ordinary.
She gently slid her finger inside herself, the familiar touch instantly excited her as she moved it around, checking the entrance of her vagina. She hoped she'd feel something to tell her she needed help, but... nothing. She knew from the video that that wasn't surprising. Even the woman said that she wouldn't be able to do it herself. She was going to need help to get deep enough.
"Ahem," a voice surprised her. She quickly removed her hand from her panties.
She looked up to see her mom, Gabrielle, looking down at her sternly. "Uh... it's not what it looks like," she said quickly.
"Oh?" Gabrielle asked, crossing her hands across her well-endowed chest. Her dad, Jason, had obviously found her enhanced breasts a turn on. Emmanuelle wondered what they looked like, because they were pretty impressive from behind her bra and shirt. "It looks like you're making a mess all over the couch. If you're going to play with yourself, go to your room."
"Let me explain, ok?" Emmanuelle said, defensively. She grabbed her phone and brought up the video. "Look at this."
"What?" Gabrielle asked, moving closer and taking the offered phone to watch the video.
"Hit play," Emmanuelle said.
Gabrielle laughed as she watched the video and listened to the woman. "You can't be serious."
"If we don't do something, we're all going to just die off," Emmanuelle said, very seriously. "Oh my God I gotta get this thing out like right now."
Gabrielle giggled again, shaking her head. "It's just a dumb chain letter. I used to get them all the time as a kid and most of them were much more believable than this one. Sweetie... ghosts aren't real."
Emmanuelle was convinced it was very real. And she had to convince her mom. "These are parasites mom! Alien parasites!"
"You are a little too old to believe in this stuff," Gabrielle said, sounding very condescending.
"How are you so sure that this isn't real?"
"Come on," Gabrielle offered. "She says it right there... the doctors don't even believe her."
"So? She says why, too. It simply evades our technology somehow."
Gabrielle exhaled. How was she going to convince her daughter that this was just stupid? "This is from your Cousin Janice, right?"
"Yeah."
"Remember 5 years ago when she almost convinced you that you should try eating Tide Pods?" Gabrielle said, trying to show Emmanuelle just how ridiculous Janice could be.
"Mom... this is different," Emmanuelle said.
"And then the frozen honey thing..."
"Mom." She was starting to get frustrated.
"And the nutmeg thing..."
"Mom!" Emmanuelle said, trying to get her to stop and listen to her.
"Then... tell me this," Gabrielle said, pausing a second to gather her thoughts. "When did it get there? Did it just happen to fly in from somewhere or were you born with it?"
"It doesn't matter how it got in there," Emmanuelle said, still convinced this was real. "They don't know yet. But it's in there whether I like it or not."
"This is getting ridiculous, Em."
"I know it *sounds* stupid. But please... I'm really scared." Emmanuelle definitely was scared. If she had this parasite inside her, it HAD to be removed. "You have to help me!"
"I can't put my fingers in your vagina," Gabrielle said.
"You have to."
"But... but you're my daughter and... and I just don't think my fingers should go there."
"What? Am I supposed to go to the hospital? They won't believe me!" Emmanuelle said, trying and trying to convince her.
"I don't believe you!"
"I don't have anyone else, mom. I can't just have someone else do this."
"Oh my gosh this is so wrong," Gabrielle said, closing her eyes in frustration. She was losing and that meant... that meant she would have to... The thought both scared her and, strangely, aroused her.
"It's going to be fine," Emmanuelle said. She stood up and pushed her shorts down and off, followed by her panties.
"Are you really sure about this?" Gabrielle asked as she moved to the floor, kneeling.
"Yeah, you have to check to be sure."
"Ok," she said, shaking her head. She wasn't so sure this was a good idea. But you know that means I have to... that I have to... touch you down there."
"I know. And believe me, I don't like it either." Emmanuelle pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it aside.
"Wow... you have some really nice titties," Gabrielle said. She had grown up with smaller breasts, that was why she had the surgery and implants. Emmanuelle was lucky that she wouldn't need implants with the C-cup size of her breasts already.
"Thank you," Emmanuelle smiled, a little shocked to hear a compliment. She reached behind herself to take her bra off and then tossed it aside as well.
"Do you really have to take everything off?" Gabrielle asked as her daughter's beautiful breasts came into full view. Her nipples were hard... either from the cool air or from her arousal Gabrielle didn't know which. She secretly hoped it was the latter. Her own nipples definitely were hard and sensitive when she was excited.
"Yeah... I guess... I mean, in order for you to check properly," Emmanuelle reasoned.
"Ok...," Gabrielle said, still not sure this was right. But... it sure felt... right.
Emmanuelle sat on the couch. "I guess I just have to lay back." She snuggled back into the couch and brought her feet up to the edge of the seat, spreading her knees wide. "What you're gonna need to do..."
"Oh my gosh," Gabrielle said as she looked down at Emmanuelle's shaven pussy, suddenly so embarrassed. It looked so... erotic. So... wrong. But, she couldn't help but look and admire it's beauty, the way the lips were parted, open like a flower.
"What you're gonna need to do," Emmanuelle started again, "is put a finger in my pussy and just see if you can feel it. I went in a little, but I think you can get in deeper."
"I... I don't know... I just feel that that's not something that your mom should be doing. Maybe we can hire someone to do it or something."
"Oh, yeah, I'm just going to call 1-800-finger-my-pussy-and-remove-the-alien," Emmanuelle said sarcastically.
"Well... I don't know."
"I thought we were past this," Emmanuelle said, obviously frustrated. "I'm naked and I need your hands to help me. I need you right now. I'm asking you as your daughter. I need you to put your hand in my vagina and get this alien out."
"Ok, ok," Gabrielle said, not wanting to upset her further. "I just... I just don't know what to do. I've never done anything like this before."
"Just... just put a little spit on it and stick it in," Emmanuelle said. "Please... help me."
"It's in there?" Gabrielle asked, her fingers lightly stroking Emmanuelle's pussy.
"Maybe. Somewhere. I don't know where," Emmanuelle said softly. "You'll just have to... you know... explore."
Seconds passed as Gabrielle mustered up the nerve. Emmanuelle's pussy was very beautiful, with soft, puffy outer labia. She was definitely wet with her juices making it shimmer. Her clit was cradled at the top, starting to swell.
"Just put your fingers in there," Emmanuelle said, trying to hurry her along.
"Ok... ok... I'm just going to pretend that you're not my daughter," she said. She moved her finger to Emmanuelle's entrance and started to push inside, but it wasn't moving easily through her flesh.
"Ok... ouch," Emmanuelle said, reaching down to grab Gabrielle's hand. "Can you lick your finger please? Come on." She put Gabrielle's fingers in her mouth and gently licked and sucked on them, making them very wet. Then she released it.
To Gabrielle, that was one of the most erotic things she'd seen and felt in a long time and she felt herself getting extremely wet. She slid her now wet fingers through Emmanuelle's pussy, easily gliding now, and pushed her index finger inside, slowly going deeper and deeper in.
"Oh my," Emmanuelle exhaled at the pleasurable feeling. After a few seconds of feeling her wonderful finger moving inside her, she asked "Find anything?"
"No... I... I don't think so," Gabrielle answered. She wasn't a prude. She'd fingered herself before, but had never had her fingers inside another woman's pussy before. It felt so warm and wet. It felt so... good. It was different than when she masturbated. She couldn't feel the pleasure she was obviously giving, but fed off of Emmanuelle's responses. She was getting excited because she was giving so much pleasure.
"Keep... just keep looking," Emmanuelle moaned, enjoying her touch.
Gabrielle slid her finger in deep, curling it and moving it around, searching for this... parasite. "I don't feel anything," she said after a minute.
"I... I need you to try another finger, ok?" Emmanuelle panted. "I need to get this out of me. Just lick it... and... and put it in there."
"Ok," Gabrielle said, pulling her hand free and bringing it up to her mouth. She licked her middle finger and caught a taste of Emmanuelle from her index finger. And it tasted... good. It surprised her how good she tasted. She licked and sucked both fingers now, tasting Emmanuelle's juices as well. "I'm... just going to pretend like this isn't what it is."



"Yeah... just... just really search around. Oh my God... check... check everywhere," Emmanuelle panted, obviously getting excited by being fingered.
"I don't know what I'm looking for," Gabrielle said, sliding two fingers in and out, twisting slightly as she felt all around inside her daughter's vagina.
"It should feel like a... oh God... like a finger or something. I mean, that's what she said on the... on the video."
"God, you're so wet," Gabrielle said softly, feeling Emmanuelle's pussy getting very wet and engorged. Her clit was definitely starting to emerge from behind it's protective hood. Without even thinking Gabrielle bent forward and licked her clit making Emmanuelle loudly groan.
"Oh my God! That... that feels so good," she moaned. "You'll get the parasite for sure!"
"I just don't know what I'm looking for," Gabrielle whispered between licks.
"Just please keep... oh God... keep going like that," Emmanuelle begged. "Pull out anything that's in there."
"I am, honey. I'm trying," Gabrielle said, flicking her tongue over and around Emmanuelle's clit.
"Yes... God yes," Emmanuelle moaned. "Search in there... all over... just push them in and out... twist a little. Like that... yeah!"
"God, this is so wrong," Gabrielle said, lifting her head and stopping her licking. Her arm was starting to get tired.
"You stay still," Emmanuelle said, reaching down and grabbing Gabrielle's wrist with both hands, pulling and pushing her fingers into her hot pussy. "I'll do it. I'm just going... to use... your hand."
Gabrielle was shocked as the young woman used her hand and fingers to masturbate. "Why are you...?"
"I'm just trying to get it in there so you can find..." Emmanuelle was on the edge. She wanted to cum so badly.
"Ok... ok... is this helping?" Gabrielle asked.
"Yeah... it's... definitely... helping," Emmanuelle panted. "Have you found anything?"
"No... nothing yet," she admitted. "You're going to owe me so big for this. Are you sure you're ok with this?"
"Mmhmm... mmhmm! I'm very sure," she smiled, her face flushed. She was getting very close to cumming. "You know the video... said you have to make me cummmm."
"Make you cum?" Gabrielle said, as if everything else was enough already.
"Oh my God yes... just trust me," Emmanuelle said excitedly. "Move your fingers in and out, in and out... yeah, just like that... maybe touch my G-spot like it mentions. And... it said I have to cum for it to dislodge or something. Make me cum... please... oh God!"
"Ok... ok... would it help if I use my mouth again?" Gabrielle asked.
"Oh my God... oh my God... yes use your mouth!"
Gabrielle leaned forward and started licking her clit once again. "Fuck your tongue feels so good," Emmanuelle moaned, looking right at Gabrielle. It was so hot to see her mom between her thighs like that, watching her tongue slide against her overheated clit. "Don't stop mommy! That feels so good! I'm so close."
Emmanuelle's body was shaking and she closed her eyes hard. Her breath was very raspy and Gabrielle recognized the signs of her impending orgasm.
"Fuck yes... fuck yes... don't stop, don't stop, don't stop... Ohhhhhhhhhhh!" Emmanuelle came hard and Gabrielle could feel her pulsating vagina squeezing her fingers. Suddenly she felt something else.
"Oh my gosh! What the...?" she said, feeling something inside her pussy, her fingers rubbing against it.
"What?" Emmanuelle asked, breathing hard.
"I feel something. Let me... let me grab it. Honey, did you stick something up in your pussy?" Gabrielle used her fingers to get around the object, trapping it between them and she pulled until her fingers slid from Emmanuelle's pussy. "You know you shouldn't..." She looked completely shocked and surprised when she saw the thin, finger-like object that was moving a little, trapped between two of her fingers. "OH MY GOD!" she yelled and threw it to the ground.
"That was inside me??!!" Emmanuelle asked as she sat up and looked at it laying on the floor, moving slightly.
"OH MY GOD! What is that thing?" Gabrielle asked, feeling herself getting hysterical.
"That's the fucking parasite, mom! I knew it was true!"
"Oh my gosh... oh my gosh... do you think I have one in me?" Gabrielle asked, scared, grabbing her pussy through her clothes to hold it closed.
"We have to check mom. We have to."
*****
Ten years ago...
"The President has authorized NASA to attempt communication with the object that is now circling our planet and is currently over the United States," NASA Administrator Charles Boldent told his upper management team as they all sat in a large conference room.
"Any thoughts on how you want to attempt that?" the NASA Associate Administrator for Space Security Interests asked.
Charles looked at him and shrugged. "Lights and sounds, just like in the movies. Get some people together and figure something out."
The Vice President stood. "I'm going to brief the President." He paused for a moment, looking at the NASA Administrator. "What's going on here, Charles? Why didn't we have warning?"
"Tell the president it's called 'budget cuts'," Charles said. "We don't have enough telescopes to track the skies. And for some reason, no radar is picking it up."
In the days that followed, communications seemed impossible, until one night the aliens were able to communicate electronically... in English. The President was called in to NASA for the top secret meeting with them, bringing his cabinet with him. The aliens claimed that they had been watching the planet for years, listening to our communications, and watching our habits. They learned our languages.
They had traveled from a planet approximately forty light years from earth. Their planet had died and this was their last hope to save their civilization. Unfortunately, they could not live on our planet with us... they required a different atmospheric composition, one that would be fatal to humans.
They were desperate and threatened to destroy all human and animal life on the planet in order to force their will. They claimed a fight from the humans would be futile and would result in the painful death of billions of people. They would, however, accept our unconditional surrender. They said they had a way to let our civilization die off naturally, over the course of four or five generations. Humans could live the rest of their lives in relative peace and tranquility.
Charles motioned for the team to cut the microphones.
"Mr. President, we can't seriously believe them," National Security Advisor Tom Donte said.
"I don't know if I believe them or not," the President said slowly. "Whether they can do what they say or not, I'm not willing to go down without a fight." He looked around the room. "Options?" he asked.
"You know what I'm thinking," the Secretary of Defense said.
The President nodded and looked at the other faces in the room, all with blank expressions.
He turned to the Secretary of Defense. "Chuck... do whatever you need to do to blow that ship out of the sky. Show them we won't go easily. And gentlemen... none of this can leave this room. Do you understand?"
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Present day...
Television screens across the United States were lit up on the anniversary. "Tonight, we remember those lost in Brasilia, Brazil ten years ago," the news anchor said. "In one fateful night, two point eight million people lost their lives as a meteor struck the heart of the city. That's twenty eight times more people than those that died in the World War II atomic strikes in Hiroshima and forty times more than those that died in Nagasaki. Our thoughts and prayers still go to the people of Brazil as they try to rebuild their lives.
"As you recall," he continued, "NASA was unable to detect the asteroid until two days before it hit, leaving little time for any defense. Four nuclear warheads were launched in an effort to destroy the oncoming threat, but even as they hit their target, they failed to destroy it." The TV screen showed a home video of the spaceborne fireball lighting up the sky, then changed to other home videos of the aftermath in Brasilia.
"The meteor struck the city at 2:38am local time and destroyed almost everything in a twenty five mile radius. Two point eight million men... women... and children... lost in the blink of an eye."
*****
Ten years ago...
"Four, three, two, one, bingo!" said the Air Force Lieutenant as the team watched the monitors for the strike. One video showed the computerized track of the missiles, three others visual shots up into the sky from various angles. The fireball was large as all four missiles seemingly hit their target. Cheers erupted in the room around him.
"Waiting on visuals for confirmation," the Lieutenant said.
The President sat in his chair leaning forward on the table, hoping that this worked. He knew he wouldn't like the consequences otherwise, especially if the aliens were telling the truth of their technological superiority.
"Almost..." the Lieutenant said.
"What the...?" the Secretary of Defense said as the visual image came into focus again.
"It appears there was... no damage," the Lieutenant said softly, obviously dismayed.
"Chuck," the President said, turning to the Secretary of Defense. "Put everything we have on high alert. What else can we do?"
"There's not a lot we can do to them while they remain in orbit, unfortunately," Chuck said. "But we'll be ready if they enter our atmosphere."
But there was no attack, no response at all from the alien ship for two days. Finally, Department of Defense videos showed a beam of energy erupt from the spacecraft, directed at the earth, striking Brasilia, Brazil at 2:38am.
*****
Present day...
"Oh my gosh... oh my gosh... do you think I have one in me?" Gabrielle asked, scared, grabbing her pussy through her clothes to hold it closed.
"We have to check mom. We have to."
Gabrielle was understandably freaking out. She'd just removed an alien parasite from inside her daughter Emmanuelle's pussy and hysterically threw it to the ground. She never believed the email Emmanuelle received and accompanying video message was real. She was so convinced it was all some kind of joke, like some social media trick that sucked people into doing something stupid and embarrassing.
But now... she was absolutely convinced. And now she wondered if she were infected, too. And while Emmanuelle absolutely loved the physical, intimate attention Gabrielle gave her, it excited her to pay the same attention back on her. Neither one of them had ever thought about sex with another woman before, but now... Emmanuelle was a fan.
"Lets get you out of these clothes. We have to check you, too," Emmanuelle said.
"I agree... I... I can't have one of those inside me."
Gabrielle started unbuttoning her blouse and tossed it aside. Emmanuelle was enjoying every second as Gabrielle revealed her large, enhanced breasts. She'd always secretly wondered what they looked like naked. Gabrielle was wearing a sexy dark purple bra underneath that was just a little translucent over her nipples, giving a very good view of them. Emmanuelle knew her father probably enjoyed how sexy Gabrielle dressed for him... and now she was getting a taste.
Gabrielle then reached down and unfastened her pants, pulling them off her hips. Emmanuelle moved forward and grabbed the material, helping to pull them down. She was sitting on the couch, facing towards her standing mother, her face just perfectly level with her pussy. As the material was lowered, it revealed a matching pair of dark purple, G-string panties. The translucent material just barely concealed her pussy beneath it, her large, wet labia so beautifully encased. Emmanuelle looked at her pussy, concerned about the parasites, but also felt a little... excited. She could even smell her mother's scent.
"I'll... uh... take everything off, too," Gabrielle said. "Ok?"
"Yes. I need to be able to check everything properly," Emmanuelle said, looking up at her. She still felt the rush and excitement from her orgasm and the love and desire for the woman that gave it to her. Removal of the alien parasite was far from a clinical exercise. Both of them felt the intense intimacy of how they did it.
"Exactly." Gabrielle pushed her panties to the floor and then reached behind her back to unfasten her bra.
"Let me help you with that." Emmanuelle stood and moved behind Gabrielle, grabbed the clasp and unfastened her bra, then reached around her to help slide it down and off her arms.
"Thanks honey," Gabrielle smiled, shyly. "I have to tell you that I'm so scared right now. I... I don't know if I can have an orgasm. I... I don't think we can get it out of me."
"It's ok, mom... we'll just go slow and do what we need to do," Emmanuelle reassured her. "How does dad... you know... get you excited?"
"Well... I guess he usually starts by playing with my breasts," she admitted. "He's kind of a... umm... breast man."
Emmanuelle's hands slid in and cupped each breast as she hugged her mom from behind, feeling their size and weight, feeling her hard nipples poking into her hands. Her chin rested on Gabrielle's shoulder, her excited breaths making Gabrielle shiver. Gabrielle slid her own hands over Emmanuelle's stroking them and encouraging her play. They both took in the moment, feeling the pleasure of Emmanuelle's touch on her breasts.
"Like this?" Emmanuelle asked.
"Yeah... that'll work. My nipples are so hard... and sensitive," Gabrielle moaned softly as Emmanuelle lightly pinched and rolled them. "Oh my God, it's... it's working. You're getting me so excited right now."
"I want to see them," Emmanuelle whispered in her ear.
"You want to see my hard, meaty nipples?" Gabrielle turned in Emmanuelle's arms, her breasts now right between them.
Emmanuelle stared down at them in obvious delight. Gabrielle's nipples were so very hard and pointed. "Is this what you wanted?" Gabrielle asked. "Now you can really see them up close."
Emmanuelle moaned as she cupped them in her hands, teasing her nipples with her thumbs. "Oh, they're so hard. We should make them harder, shouldn't we."
"Yes," Gabrielle moaned. She was breathing hard now, definitely excited. "Sucking and licking gets them the hardest, though."
"Yeah?" Emmanuelle smiled, obviously wanting to do just that. "Like this?" she asked, bending forward and licking her nipple with broad strokes of her tongue.
"Oh God, yeah. Oh that feels so good."
Emmanuelle took the hard nub between her lips, sucking and pulling and nibbling on it.
"Oh my," Gabrielle moaned, gently cradling Emmanuelle's head in her hand. "I can barely handle it. God, yes. So sensitive... so stimulated. I feel it all the way down to my... well..."
"Oh fuck you taste so good," Emmanuelle said moving to her other nipple and sucking on it.
"Oh my gosh... this is so embarrassing," Gabrielle said.
"It's just me and you," Emmanuelle said, standing up again and looking her in the face. Her hands still squeezed her breasts and teased her nipples. She used her forefinger and thumb to grasp the hard nubs and pinch them.
"Ohhh," Gabrielle moaned softly.
"Is this ok?"
"Yes, you can pinch them... go ahead baby girl, don't be... don't be shy," Gabrielle encouraged her.
"Harder?" Emmanuelle smiled, loving how much pleasure she was giving her mom. She never thought she'd ever be doing this, but it felt so good... so right.
"Uhhh," Gabrielle exhaled in pleasure. "Yes... please harder."
"Beg me... mommy," Emmanuelle commanded her, feeling a little naughty.
Gabrielle smiled. Her daughter was such a tease. "Please pinch my nipples harder, baby. Oh that feels so good... Oh, fuck," she moaned as Emmanuelle repeatedly pinched and pulled her nipples.
"Oh that's so hot," Emmanuelle said, pulling her nipples and lifting her heavy breasts by them making Gabrielle groan so deliciously. "I'm not really doing what I promised to do, am I?" she giggled. She let her mom's nipples go and slowly circled them with her fingertips. "I hope I can do this right, mom."
"I'm sure you'll be just as thorough as I was. You have to be," Gabrielle said.
"I know," Emmanuelle said. "We have to be sure. Here... why don't you kneel on the couch. Yeah, like that. This was one of the recommended positions."
"Like this, baby?" Gabrielle asked, kneeling on the couch and putting her elbows on the back. She looked back over her shoulder and Emmanuelle was kneeling on the floor behind her, caressing her ass. Emmanuelle pressed on her lower back, urging her to arch more and pushed her knees wider apart. Gabrielle felt so exposed. Jason, her husband and Emmanuelle's father, was more... vanilla. Her certainly never wanted to do something like this.
Emmanuelle slid her fingers up and down Gabrielle's pussy, feeling her warmth, her wetness. The soft tissue was so beautiful and inviting. She pushed her finger inside and slowly fingered her, then quickly added a second when she realized Gabrielle's pussy could easily take it.
"Do you see anything?" Gabrielle asked.
"Do I see any parasites? No... not yet," Emmanuelle giggled. "But I'm not looking quite yet. It doesn't make sense to even look until I make you cum."
"But... baby..." Gabrielle started to explain that that was why she was there, but was cut off mid-sentence when Emmanuelle flicked her clit with the thumb of her other hand while her fingers continued in and out. "Oh my God... oh, baby. That feels good. Please don't stop doing that."
Emmanuelle giggled. "I promised to be thorough."
"And you're so... oh God... good at keeping your promises," Gabrielle panted.
Emmanuelle learned that her mother was very vocal when she was being pleasured. She wondered how she never heard her and her father fucking before.
"Oh... fuck," Gabrielle hissed with clenched lips. The pleasure was building rapidly. "Oh my God!"
"Let's see what we can see now." Emmanuelle pushed the three fingers inside and slid them around, turning Gabrielle on even more. "Oh... you are wet.... but nothing so far."
"Are you sure?" Gabrielle asked. She didn't sound as worried right now, though. "Well, if there is a parasite in there, you sure are going to make it come out soon. I'm getting... close."
Gabrielle suddenly giggled as she felt Emmanuelle's tongue tickle her anus. "Oh, fuck. I don't think there are any parasites in there."
Emmanuelle giggled. "It was just right there...." She bent forward again and licked the tight sphincter while her fingers continued moving in and out, in and out, and her thumb circled her clit. And Gabrielle moaned even louder.
"Oh my God, baby... oh fuck... please don't stop that feels so good. You... you weren't kidding when you said that you'd be thorough."
"I always keep my promises mommy," Emmanuelle giggled.
"God, baby... You see any parasites yet?"
"Not yet... still searching. But I think it'll take too long to find the parasite this way," Emmanuelle admitted.
"It certainly wore out my arm with you," Gabrielle said. "Maybe we should try the gravity thing."
"That's what I was thinking," Emmanuelle agreed. "Here... you stand up... yeah... and put your foot up on the couch like that. And I'll sit here...."
Gabrielle was surprised at her daughter's ingenuity. And was surprised just how excited this new position made her. She was standing, her pussy wide open and available, and her daughter was kneeling in front of her. It was a classic porn position and while she'd seen it before, she wondered if Emmanuelle had.
"This should give you a good view," she said, looking down at the young woman.
"Oh wow... your pussy is so beautiful," Emmanuelle said, sliding her fingertips through her labia and swirling them over her clit. Gabrielle was shaking with need. "It's so juicy now." She slid two fingers inside her and curled them up against her G-spot.
"I have to tell you baby," Gabrielle said, wondering if she should admit this to her own daughter, "that this... this position... is extremely erotic to me. Just seeing you kneeling there... in front of me. Like... I'm telling you what to do or something. I've never done anything like this before. But it's fucking hot."
Emmanuelle smiled. "I'm glad you told me. That's so hot! I guess from now on when I check you we'll have to repeat it then." Emmanuelle pushed three fingers back inside Gabrielle's pussy and started sliding in and out with a twisting motion. She was going to have to get her off fast, before her arm got too tired. Then she sat up and began rapidly moving her tongue over her clit.
Gabrielle groaned loudly, looking down at her daughter, and Emmanuelle's beautiful eyes looking back up. And the pleasure she was giving her was... incredible.
"I know if I was a parasite I'd love living in here," Emmanuelle said softly. "Look at that beautiful, puffy pussy. Oh my God it tastes so good."
"Oh fuck, keep doing that," Gabrielle said, grabbing her own breasts and teasing her nipples. "It feels so good sweetie. Oh yes... I love how you lick me. Oh that feels so good. I'm gonna cum so fast... Make me cum baby."
Suddenly, the front door opened and Jason walked in. First he turned towards the kitchen and then he looked left into the living room and stopped, completely shocked. He would forever remember this image... his wife, standing in front of the couch with his daughters mouth on her pussy... her fingers inside her. They were having sex. His wife and his daughter were having lesbian sex. His wife and his daughter were having lesbian sex!!!
"Oh my God! What are you doing? You... you're fucking my... my daughter? Your daughter?"
"Jason," Gabrielle said, turning her face towards him, but her body was still angled away. "It's not what it looks like."
"What? Stop this!" he yelled.
"No... don't stop baby... I'm so close... just keep going," Gabrielle said, putting both her hands on Emmanuelle's head and pushing her hips forward to keep the young woman engaged. "Jason... stop... I'll explain... in just... a second," she panted.
"The fuck you will. You're going to stop right now. And it better be one hell of an explanation."
"Just... a few... more... seconds," Gabrielle moaned. "Don't stop, baby girl. Don't you... dare fucking stop.... I'm soooo... fucking... close."
"Mmhmmm... mmhmmm... I love it, mommy. Please cum for me mommy," Emmanuelle said, keeping up the pressure. She had to make her mom cum. It was the only way to dislodge the parasite.
"Ahhhhhh.... oh yes... oh fuck yes... yes! Oh my God!" Gabrielle groaned as her orgasm began. "You're making me cum... Oh God yes... right there, right there, right there!"
Emmanuelle sat back a moment, her face covered with Gabrielle's juices, her tongue sliding around her mouth to gather them up. She still worked her fingers into her pussy, driving as deep as she could.
"Now let me see." She pushed in three... then four... and then her whole hand inserted into her pussy. She could feel her pussy contracting around her hand and arm. She could feel the warm wetness that was so inviting, dripping down her arm. And then...
"I feel one!" she said, as Gabrielle and Jason watched, completely entranced. "Oh my God! I feel one... What? Wait! I think, I think there's another one." Emmanuelle slowly pulled her hand free and Gabrielle fell onto the couch as soon as it was. All three of them looked at her wet hand, at the two translucent little finger-like snakes caught between her fingers.
"Oh my God!" Jason yelled loudly. "What the fuck is that?"
Emmanuelle tossed them onto the coffee table, needing to get them out of her hand. It was the grossest thing she'd ever seen. The two parasites hit the wood surface and stuck there, moving slightly back and forth in the slime.
"What? What the fuck?" Jason asked loudly as he grabbed the nearest book and slammed it down on them, crushing them.
"That," Gabrielle said, still breathing heavy from her orgasm, "was why we were doing that."
Naked, Emmanuelle grabbed her phone and brought up the video to show him. His brain was still reeling from everything that had happened in this short span of time, that they had to replay it several times. He fell onto the couch, holding the phone as he watched it over and over.
*****
It was a week later when Emmanuelle came down the stairs for breakfast. Gabrielle was in the process of cooking. "What are you making, mom?"
"Oh, some eggs, bacon, and some toast. Your father just left. You want some?"
"Yes... please." She sat at the breakfast bar and grabbed a piece of the bacon, slowly breaking it into pieces and eating each one. After last week, they'd all sent emails to all of their friends, warning them, and pointing them to the video. Many... far too many... thought it was just a joke, no matter what they said.
But they tried.
"Are we going to check again today?" Emmanuelle asked.
"I thought that would be a good idea," Gabrielle said. "I checked your father this morning and he was clean, if I'm checking him right. I'm hoping we are, too. He tried to check me, but... his hands are big and clumsy for this kind of thing."
"I guess I can do it myself. There's only one way to know for sure if we got re-infected." Gabrielle turned towards the stove and smiled over her shoulder as she gave Emmanuelle a good look at her from behind. Emmanuelle felt her ass looked so nice in those tight pants... and her breasts... they were still to die for. She couldn't wait to see them again... she couldn't wait to touch them again... she couldn't wait to taste them again.
All to save humanity.



        The Ghost Inside Pt. 03

        Emmanuelle meets friends that help her.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-ghost-inside-pt-03

Title: The Ghost Inside Pt. 03

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Emmanuelle meets friends that help her.

Tags: cheating, handjob, tease




It was a pandemic. At least that's what all the governments, doctors, and media were saying. The virus was extremely contagious and was giving everyone flu-like symptoms, raising body temperatures, and making people lethargic. Government figures were reporting high death rates from it worldwide, although they said some local communities seemed unscathed. But it was just a matter of time, they said, before everyone was infected.
To combat the virus, the government mandated keeping people in their homes, forcing entire industries to close. They kept open only those industries they deemed absolutely essential, giving everyone masks to wear and providing strict guidelines on keeping a safe distance from others. People were given strict hours in which they could visit the grocery stores and other essential industries to keep the number of people in those areas as low as possible.
Pharmaceutical companies, with the government's direction and funding created a medicine to combat the virus and distributed it widely. The once-a-day pill was to help control the symptoms and keep the virus from spreading any further, but it didn't seem to be working. Every day more people seemed to be getting infected. The government blamed the new infections on those that were not following their orders and called for additional mandates and lockdowns. They turned the populace against those who disagreed with them. It was practically illegal now for people to even leave their homes or congregate in any way.
*****
Emmanuelle got comfortable in the office chair, rolling it forward to the desk. It rolled easily on the concrete floor of the dark basement. She turned on the computer and waited for it to boot up, then turned on the camera. With just a few clicks of the mouse she brought up the application and set it up for her needs. With one more click she started recording.
"I miss the Emmanuelle I was," she said, looking straight at the camera. "A totally normal college girl. I wonder what that Emmanuelle would think of me now. A conspiracy theorist... a raging psychotic talking about aliens in vaginas and penises... a sexual deviant who hooks up with random men and women to have sex... just to kill the alien parasite.
"When you're young, just about everything feels like the end of the world. Losing a boyfriend... no date to the prom... a horrible hair day... a bad final exam grade. Turns out what we thought was the end of the world, wasn't. This is. Several months after receiving an email describing this... alien invasion, this... human extermination... from a cousin of mine, both my mother and my father were fired from their jobs. No real reason was given, of course. There was no real reason to give. Then their lives were threatened for helping me send out links to the video and 'inciting panic'... in reality for telling the truth.
"Then... late one night, several men in black broke into our home and killed both my mother and father. I was lucky to flee for my life. The police called it a robbery gone bad... even though nothing was stolen.
"I haven't gone back. I'm scared they're trying to kill me, too. But I won't stop... I can't stop... telling you the truth about this alien parasite, how to find it, and how to destroy it. I won't lie. The human race absolutely depends on it."
She took a deep breath and stopped the recording. She wasn't sure what else she could say to convince people. She already created and sent out a dozen different videos. And, since this was the third platform she used to send out the videos, each of them getting shut down within a month, she was wondering how long it would be before the government found her and killed her. Why were they trying so hard to shut her up? Was the government in on this extermination? If so, why? Why wouldn't they fight back with all they had? Or had the aliens infiltrated the government? Do they somehow look... human?
She had been living off the grid for months, running and stealing what she needed, sleeping outside. Then, when things were looking their worst, she found Patrick, a kind man who wanted to help her. He'd been married to Jennifer for fifteen years now and made his living as an artist. His wife was a pharmacist at the local hospital, a job that was deemed essential.
Patrick and Jennifer were very kind to her, giving her a place to stay, food, and even gave her the use of their computer for her work. She hadn't quite told them everything, though. The less they knew, she thought, the less trouble they could get into. They didn't know about her conspiracy theory. They didn't know about the ghost. She just couldn't bring herself to tell them quite yet.
She logged into her new email account, her secret account she created just a month ago, and checked it. Two weeks ago she'd contacted a journalist who seemed to be rational, who seemed to want to talk to her and really get her story. And she was hoping to have a meeting with her sometime soon. She could show her all the evidence she had. She could tell her everything she believed. She needed someone on her side, someone who could dig and get the hard answers. Someone that the government would have an even harder time dismissing. But there was no response from her yet.
*****
Six weeks into her stay, Emmanuelle noticed that Patrick and Jennifer seemed to be acting strangely. Actually, she'd describe it as acting extra horny. They touched each other whenever they could, even if Emmanuelle was in the room. She just knew it had to be the alien parasite... and she had to do something about it. She couldn't just tell them. She tried that before and it didn't work. No... she'd have to show them. Since Patrick worked at home, he was her ideal first target.
She got up early the next morning, just after Jennifer left for another long shift at work, and went into the kitchen. She still had her fever and took one of the anti-viral pills the government was handing out. The fever didn't seem to be holding her back too much, thankfully. She pulled out some pans and started her work making breakfast for Patrick. Within thirty minutes, the wonderful smells filled the room and drew Patrick from his bedroom. He walked into the kitchen wearing long pajama bottoms without a shirt. His fever had probably made him too warm to wear a shirt.
Emmanuelle felt her desire for him rise when she saw him. His waist was trim, his torso muscular. She knew he worked out often. If he wasn't an artist himself, he'd probably be a male model.
She was wearing a pink, satin cami with spaghetti straps over her shoulders that made an X across her upper back. The loose material felt heavenly as it moved across her skin and bare breasts. In some ways, it felt like she wasn't wearing anything. But she could feel her hard nipples rubbing and poking against the thin, silky material, which felt heavenly. Below, she wore loose night shorts. All in all, it was very comfortable to wear at night, but was even better for innocently showing off her body.
She was washing dishes in the sink when he came in. "Good morning!" she said.
"Wow... aren't you busy this morning," he said, looking at all the food she'd made.
"Well, I wanted to make it a point today to wake up extra early and make breakfast for you. I was just cleaning up some dishes. I thought with Jennifer at work all day, I could be the little lady of the house and take care of some things."
"That's very nice of you," he said.
"I made breakfast, and I made coffee... cause I know you love it," she said, grabbing the steaming mug from the coffee machine. "And I made your favorite... French toast, bacon, and scrambled eggs."
"Oh my! You've been really busy," he chuckled.
"I want you to enjoy your breakfast and have a really great day today." Emmanuelle put the French toast, bacon, and eggs on two plates and carried them to the kitchen table as Patrick sat down. "You can start off the day right. I can take care of you two, just like you're taking care of me."
"It smells really tasty," he said grabbing the fork.
"Wait, don't eat yet... you need coffee." She grabbed the mug and brought it over to the table, setting it down. "Careful... it's hot." She pulled out the chair chair beside him, sat in it, and put her feet up on the edge, holding her legs while slowly opening and closing them. She looked like she was just being relaxed. But she knew that with the loose shorts, he'd be able to easily see her pussy beneath.
"This is very nice of you. Thank you," he said taking a bite. "I wish Jennifer was here to enjoy it, too."
"I'll have to get up earlier to make her some breakfast, too," she said, smiling. "I just want to thank you for taking me in. If you need anything... I mean I can run errands for you... or clean." She took a bite to eat and noticed out of the corner of her eye that his gaze lowered and took in the sights offered to him.
"That would be nice... and very helpful. Thank you," he said. He picked up the mug and took a sip of coffee. He shook his head slowly, for his appreciation for the delicious coffee... and his appreciation of the view. His libido was certainly spiking today. He remembered the news saying something about that being one of the side effects of the anti-viral pill he'd been taking. It seemed to be one of the biggest side effects. "Anything planned for today?"
Emmanuelle opened her knees wide, pretending that it was just a comfortable position to be in and pretending not to notice how much she exposed herself in doing so. But she could see Patrick's reaction in his face... and in his body. "I'll probably just lay around by the pool today," she said. "And I'll have dinner ready for you and Jennifer later. Tell me if you want anything in particular and I'll go to the store and pick up a few things."
Patrick grabbed the newspaper from the table and opened it, trying very hard not to look at Emmanuelle's pussy. He glanced at the front page. "Nothing in particular. Anything you make will be fine. I know Jennifer went to the store just the other day, so there should be something here. We can't go to the store until Thursday at 2:00pm anyway."
"Anything new in the news?" Emmanuelle asked, enjoying her little teasing game.
"No... not really," he said. "Just more pandemic figures. And everyone's starting to throw blame around to their favorite bad guys."
"Well, I just wanted to thank you for letting me stay here," she said. "It's nice having a place to stay when you're not feeling well."
"You're welcome," he said. "We enjoy having you here. I hope your family is doing ok through this, though. You did contact them and tell them you're safe, right?"
Emmanuelle had lied and told Patrick and Jennifer that she ran away from home, that her parents were extremely strict to the point of being abusive towards her. "Yeah... I did." The last thing she wanted them to know was that she was hiding from the government and that her parents were murdered.
"Good. I'm sure they're worried about you."
"I just really appreciate you two," she said. "I mean I know I can be a little too paranoid and all. And a little direct." She giggled.
"Mmhmm," he said, looking at the newspaper. His erection was growing so much that he was worried it would be very noticeable if he got up from the table. Better to sit here until it went away.
"I think it's really awesome that you two are married," she said, trying to keep him engaged. "You're such a great guy and she's really lucky to have you. It's pretty cool that you get to work from home and everything, too, even before the pandemic. That's awesome. Like... do you set your own hours?"
"Yeah... I mean, I have a couple of projects and they have deadlines," he said. "But as long as I meet them, I can set my own hours."
Emmanuelle dropped a hand in her lap, pretending that it was just a natural, unconscious move. Her hand fell between her thighs and she slowly scratched her inner thigh, her fingers then slowly slid into the leg band of her shorts to tease her clit.
"Yeah? I like that," she said, watching his eyes move from the paper to her pussy and back, his face blushing in embarrassment. "Don't you ever get bored with your wife gone at work all day? I mean, I would. I guess with me here, though, you don't have to be bored any more. I can hang out with you. What do you like to do?"
"Well... I... um... read... and... try to sketch things..." he stammered. He was very uncomfortable but very aroused. "Sometimes I watch a movie."
She smiled and used one foot to move the paper away, to give him a better view of her. "Do you see anything that you think is interesting? Anything intriguing... exciting... weird? No?"
"No... I uh..." he stammered.
"Are you lying to me?" she asked, using her free hand to hold the leg band opened wide, while her other hand was free to play. "I think you might see something you like, but you're afraid to say. I mean... you don't have to be afraid. I'm touching myself... I can't help it sometimes. And I know you have a hardon for me which makes it worse. And tells me that you enjoy seeing me like this. Maybe you want to touch yourself, too?"
She pulled her shirt up a little with her free hand and started playing with her hard nipple, giving him something else to look at, too. "You're not stopping me, so it seems you're quite alright with this. I do think that you're really... really attractive."
He visibly gulped, unsure of what to do. He didn't want to cheat on his wife, but he was definitely turned on by Emmanuelle... and definitely had a very stiff hardon.
"Maybe... you want me to touch your cock," she giggled. "Let me see it. Come on. It'll be our little secret. It'll keep us both from being bored when your wife's gone. How about I just be your girlfriend while she's at work? You like that idea?"
"No, I..."
"I know you're trying to be good," she interrupted him. "You've got a wife and all and you don't want to ruin anything. You don't want to be a bad boy... but... you just can't help it. You're such a nice guy. You took me in and all."
Emmanuelle stood, moved into his lap, pushing the newspaper completely aside, and kissed him. "Just tell me you're happy and I'll stop." She put her hands on his shoulders, sliding her fingers through his hair and kissed him again, his lips responding, kissing her back. "Just tell me that you're satisfied and I'll walk away... I'll just finger my pussy thinking about you but I won't bother you any more. Tell me that you don't think about me. Tell me you don't want to fuck me right now. Tell me you don't want this and I'll go."
She kissed him again and then looked at him. Patrick was breathing hard and she could feel his cock pulsing beneath her. He wanted her badly.
"The thing is... I know you want me," she said. "You can't stop thinking about me." Slowly she slid off his lap until she was kneeling on the floor between his spread legs. Her hands stroked up his thighs, slightly touching his erection with her fingertips. "I bet she doesn't worship your cock like I will."
"Oh my God," he whispered, looking down at her. "We shouldn't..."
"Yes... we should," she smiled, deviously. "Let me see it." She grabbed the waistband of his pajama bottoms and pulled. "Come on. I promise I won't tell. What are you scared of? Let's get these off and get you more comfortable." He lifted off his seat, giving her room to pull his pajama bottoms off, along with his boxers, and toss them aside. His cock was pulsing, slightly bobbing with his heartbeat.
"Mmm," she whispered. "You have such a nice dick." She grabbed it and slowly stroked up and down its length. He groaned, the pleasure already overwhelming him. "Your wife is lucky. So lucky that she gets to play with this nice, hard dick. Let's get it so nice and fucking hard for me."
She spit on her hand to provide some lubrication and slid her hand a little faster as his breathing increased.
"I have been wanting to play with your hard dick since the day you brought me in," she said, stroking him with both hands. "I can give you exactly what you want while your wife's at work. Just consider it my way of thanking you. I like being a naughty girl... a bad, naughty girl playing with a nice, hard cock. It turns me on. It makes my little pussy so wet. I've seen how you look at me. I know you want to put your big, hard dick inside my pussy. I know you think about it. I know you go into the bathroom behind your wife's back and beat off thinking about putting it inside me."
She kissed and licked up the length of his shaft, teasing it, and feeling it get even harder. Every time she neared the head, Patrick moaned softly. She made sure to press the tip of her tongue just under the head where she found it was most sensitive. She wondered how long he'd be able to last.
"Do you want to see my titties?"
"Yes," he whispered, not wanting anyone else to hear what he really wanted. God, if anyone found out what he was doing...
She slowly grabbed the bottom of her cami and lifted it up, pulling it off. With both hands, she grabbed her breasts and squeezed them, teasing her nipples between her thumb and index finger. Patrick groaned as he reached out, tentatively. Emmanuelle grabbed the back of his hand and pulled it to her breast, using his hand to squeeze it. Her breasts were
Emmanuelle stroked him again as she sat back on her heels. "Makes my pussy so wet to play with a big dick. I love it. Does my hand feel better than hers? You probably want me to put my mouth on it, too, don't you? Does she do that? Does she like to slide it deep into her throat? I do. I'm going to suck on it. Ok?"
Without waiting for his acknowledgement, she slid it into her mouth and sucked on the head. Her hand continued to stroke beneath her lips. Slowly, she worked it deeper and deeper into her mouth, moving all the way back to the head each time.
"Mmm... it's been so long since I've had a cock in my mouth," she whispered, stroking him again. "God... you taste really good, too. How's that feel? You like that?"
"God yes... that feels amazing," Patrick moaned.
"Jerking you off is making my pussy so wet," she smiled, standing. "You want to see it? You want to see my horny little wet pussy? Dirty boy."
Patrick nodded and Emmanuelle hooked her thumbs in the waist band of her shorts and let them fall down her legs. She carefully stepped out of them and kicked them aside before spreading her legs apart a little. With one hand she stroked her labia, showing him the little tuft of pubic hair just above her clit. Then she used both hands to pull her labia apart and show him her wet, pink insides and swollen clit.
"Wow," Patrick whispered.
"You like how my pussy looks?" she asked.
"Fuck... it's so sexy," he whispered again.
"Does it turn you on?" she asked as she slid two fingers into her pussy and fingered herself for a moment. "I bet you'd love to slide your cock up inside my pussy."
Patrick licked his lips excitedly. He wondered if he could actually go that far. "Yeah," he whispered. "I would."
"Yeah? Thinking about fucking you is making me so fucking wet. I've been thinking about wrapping my tight, little pussy around your hard cock for a while now."
Emmanuelle could feel his cock throbbing as she sucked on him again. She loved feeling him in her mouth but she had to remember her objective. She didn't want to get lost in what she was trying to do. While she truly did want to fuck Patrick, she had to remember that he was infected with the parasite.
"I'm so fucking horny," she whispered. "I bet your wife doesn't make your cock this hard, does she? I remember that one day, when I was wearing my tight little shorts and you couldn't stop staring at me. Remember that? Oh, I wanted to fuck you that day. But I never could get you alone. I wanted to grab your dick behind your wife's back and jerk it off, just like this. You know what would be really bad? If I fucked you in your bed. We should do that... I'll let you fuck my pussy in your own bed. How about that? Or maybe you can steal away into my bedroom late at night and fuck me in my bed. I so want to fuck this cock some day."



"Oh fuck," he whispered, thinking about both options. What he wouldn't give to be able to fuck her whenever he wanted. Maybe... maybe with his wife gone at work all day long... and they were home together...
"Oh my God, you have such a nice dick," she said, stroking faster. She could feel Patrick getting close now. "Look at that beautiful cock. You like how tight I squeeze it? Do you think that's how tight my pussy is?"
Patrick groaned, closing his eyes. He was definitely close now. And just thinking of fucking her was taking him over the edge quickly.
"Give me your cum now... give all of it to me," Emmanuelle said, her hands moving rapidly now. "I can't wait to taste your cum."
Suddenly she slid her mouth over him and slid him all the way into the back of her throat. She felt him shaking as each gluck, gluck, gluck announced his entrance into her throat. He was deeper than any other lover she'd ever had.
"Oh my God... I'm so close," he groaned.
"I know you're ready to cum," she said, sputtering as she pulled him from her mouth again. His cock was covered with her spittle. "Yeah... spray that fucking cum all over me. Dirty boy... dirty, naughty boy." She held his cock right in front of her chest, stroking, waiting for him to spray her with his cum.
And with just a few grunts more, he did. Jets of his white, hot cum shot from his cock, splashing onto her chest and neck as she giggled, her hand still stroking him.
"Oh yeah... Oh my gosh, so much cum," she giggled. "All for me."
Patrick closed his eyes for a moment and rolled his head back. He was breathing so hard, his body was so sensitive.
In that small moment, Emmanuelle could see the parasite barely protruding from his cock, ready to infect the pussy he might be inside.
"Now... don't get weird or anything," she said, sliding her hand up his sensitive shaft. Patrick looked down at her, wondering what she was talking about. "Seriously," she said as she met his eyes, "don't freak out. I just need to get this out." With a quick flick of her hand, she grabbed the parasite between her fingers and pulled it free from his shaft. She immediately let it drop to the floor where it writhed and twisted in its slime.
"What the fuck?" Patrick yelled, sliding back in the chair, almost tipping it over. He stood, ready to either smash it or run away. "What the fuck is that?"
"That's what's causing all our problems... the pandemic... everything," Emmanuelle said.
"That... thing... was inside me!"
"It's inside most of us," Emmanuelle said calmly. "I'm trying to show people that it exists so we can destroy it."
"Fuck! Destroy it then!" he yelled, grabbing a nearby tissue dispenser and raising it as a weapon.
"Wait... first I want you to get a good look at it," she said. They both looked at the tissue dispenser in his hand and laughed nervously. "I want you to remember what it looks like and draw a picture of it. I want you to draw a lot of pictures of it."
"Just take a fucking picture with your phone... and kill the fucking thing!"
"Calm down a second... just calm down," she said softly. "It can't hurt anyone now. For some reason we can't take a picture of it and in just a few seconds it's going to disappear into nothing. Look at it, remember what it looks like, so you can draw it." The little, white, finger-like creature wiggled slowly in the slime surrounding it.
"Ok... ok... I got it," he said, then they watched it dissolve into nothingness. "That was fucking insane!"
"I know... I know," she said. "I'll tell you everything I know about it."
For the next hour she told him the entire story and answered his questions... of getting the video... getting the parasite out of her and her parents... of them getting killed and her fleeing. She told him that she believed the parasite was alien and that it was infecting humans in order to keep them from having babies. It was infecting humans in order to exterminate the human race.
She wasn't sure on the who, yet, but knew that this pandemic was probably a part of it.
"And I hate to say this, but I'm pretty sure Jennifer is infected, too," Emmanuelle said. "We're going to have to get it out of her."
"I don't know... I don't know if I can do it," he said. He felt squeamish even thinking about touching the slimy thing.
"It's going to have to either be you... or me," she said. She was willing and ready to seduce Jennifer, too, if that's what it took.
He looked at her. "Maybe you can help me do it. I don't know. Maybe... you know... together."
Emmanuelle smiled. She'd never had a threesome before.
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Ten years ago...
"You will comply," the electronic voice of the alien said through the speakers. The voice sounded like a composite of three or four male and female voices talking in sync. The President of the United States as well as several of his advisors, congressional leadership, and several foreign leaders sat around a table in the White House.
"We are trying to comply," the President said. "You're asking for us to participate in our own extermination, God damnit! You can't blame us for not readily cooperating. And right now, I do not understand what you're asking for us to even do."
"Your cooperation is deemed compassionate," the alien said dispassionately, almost mechanically. "You will comply or we will destroy you by force. Many, many humans will needlessly and horribly suffer. We have the capability of generating a far larger strike than previously released. You have no defense against our technology. You will comply."
"Alright... alright. Tell us again what you want us to do."
"Your scientists will create and release a virus that raises the core temperature of human beings by one point one to one point two degrees Celsius," the alien said. "This virus is to be released in multiple locations to encompass the entire planet within sixty of your days."
"Hell, can we even do that?" the President asked the people in the room. "I'm not sure we can create a virus like that."
"I believe we can, Mr. President," one of the advisors said. "But we'll have to consult with the Infectious Disease guys. We don't want the virus to kill people. And we certainly don't want to cause a panic with some kind of plague."
"You have thirty of your days to begin releasing your virus. At the end of ninety of your days, we will release our virus," the alien said.
"Wait a second... hold on," the President said sternly among the excited mumbling in the room. "You said you wouldn't kill anyone."
"Humans will not die from our virus. Extermination will occur over several generations."
"Several generations," the President said, putting his head in his hands. "God help us."
"You will comply," the alien said.
"Yes... yes... we will comply," the President said. He made a slashing motion across his neck to indicate he wanted the microphone cut, ending the communications.
*****
Present day...
Rebecca Stanley, a report for the Chicago Tribune, looked through her email again. She'd been in communication with someone about the pandemic. It was probably just some conspiracy theorist, she thought, but she figured she should at least check it out. The last communication she had was a week ago.
"I have information that's vital for the future of the human race," she quietly read from the email. "Blah, blah, blah... I need to talk to you face-to-face. Signed Ghost Hunter. Ok, Ghost Hunter... you have my attention. Don't waste my time."
She typed in an email reply, setting up a meeting, as requested, in a public place. She chose the food court at the local mall on Friday at noon... two days away.
*****
On Friday, Rebecca arrived at the mall early, and walked around a little. She was wondering if this Ghost Hunter was there already and if she was checking to make sure the location was safe, too. The food court was slowly filling from the mid-day shoppers and she walked to one of the restaurants and ordered a lunch salad. She sat down at one of the tables and began eating.
Ten minutes later, at exactly noon, a young woman slipped into the seat across from her. "Rebecca Stanley?" she asked.
"Yes. And are you...?"
"Ghost Hunter," Emmanuelle whispered, leaning forward to keep others from hearing her.
"Is there something easier I can call you?" Rebecca asked. "I feel a bit silly calling you that."
Emmanuelle didn't think of that. Yeah... it did sound kind of silly. "Call me Em," she said.
"Em... much easier," Rebecca said. "Ok... I'm all yours. What is this information that you have for me?"
"Have you ever thought about why the international birth rate is so low... or why the incidence of birth defects is so high?" Emmanuelle asked. Rebecca motioned that she hadn't. "Well... I know why. There is an alien parasite that has infected the population. I know it sounds like I'm crazy or something, but I've seen it."
"You've seen it?" Rebecca asked, sounding doubtful. "Do you have any... pictures... or other evidence?"
Em sat forward. "It... for some reason it can't be photographed," she said, sounding frustrated. "You can only see it with your eyes. But..." Emmanuelle opened her purse and pulled out a piece of folded paper and started unfolding it. "I had a friend of mine paint it," she said, showing it to the reporter.
The painting showed the finger-like alien wriggling in its ooze on the floor.
"This is it?" Rebecca asked. "Looks a little scary. How is it causing birth issues though?"
Emmanuelle looked around nervously. "The alien somehow gets into the uterus and the penis and disrupts fertilization somehow. Almost everyone has at least one of these in them. We don't know where they come from or how we get infected. But we know how to get them out of us."
"So... I'm infected," Rebecca said calmly, disbelieving her.
Emmanuelle just nodded her head. "I know it's hard to believe. I felt the same way. But I guarantee you are."
"Well, sorry to burst your bubble, but I've had recent scans and they didn't find anything at all."
"That's why we call it a ghost," Em said. "Modern medical devices just can't see it. There's only one way I know of to see it."
"And what's that?"
"You have to have it removed," Em said. "Then you can see it with your own eyes."
"And... you remove it yourself?" Rebecca asked and Emmanuelle nodded slowly. "Ok. Teach me how and I'll remove it and see for myself."
"Unfortunately, it's too hard to remove it from yourself," Emmanuelle. "It's too deep. Someone needs to help you."
"That sounds a bit odd," Rebecca said, looking skeptical. "So... how do you remove it?"
Emmanuelle licked her lips. She knew it would come down to this, but this was the most difficult part of the conversation for people to accept. "I have to... reach up inside your vagina and grab it." Rebecca looked at her as if she was crazy. "It's completely painless."
"Seriously? This is a prank just to get me in bed or something, isn't it?" Rebecca asked.
"No. I swear," Emmanuelle said emphatically. "In 1950, the birth rate in the US was twenty four births per one thousand people. Now it's down to six. Six! It started ten years ago and is still falling fast. Research it yourself. I need you to. I need you to see what's going on for yourself."
"Ok, well... I'll do my research and get back to you," she said, grabbing her purse. "And I'll be in touch."
Emmanuelle nodded and nervously looked around again. She watched Rebecca pick up her lunch and throw the rest in the trash, then walk out of the mall. Emmanuelle walked further into the mall, trying to take some time and trying to leave from a different exit.
*****
Emmanuelle checked her email a week later and found one from Rebecca. It simply said "Meet? Same time and place?" She typed a quick response and planned ahead to meet her.
She arrived at the mall an hour early and walked around a little bit. She constantly checked mirrors to see behind her, to see if she was being followed. A little before noon, she waited on the outskirts of the food court, waiting to see Rebecca.
Five minutes before noon, Rebecca walked from one of the food vendors with a salad and sat down at one of the tables. She looked around casually, then started eating.
Emmanuelle slid into the seat across from her just minutes later. "Hi," she said quickly.
"Hi. Thanks for meeting with me."
"What did you find out so far?"
"Well... I found out that your statistics were correct," she said. "Birth rates have plummeted world-wide over the past three quarters of a century. The U.N. claims that its stabilizing, but I'm interested in checking into your story further. It does seem suspicious that it started falling so quickly ten years ago."
"And then this... pandemic. I think it has something to do with it, too," Emmanuelle said.
"Well... maybe... but one step at a time," Rebecca said. "How do I get to see this... this ghost? You said something about pulling it out of me?"
Emmanuelle nodded.
"Is the bathroom stall good enough?"
Emmanuelle shrugged and nodded. She certainly didn't want to take Rebecca to Patrick and Jennifer's house.
"Ok... you go first. And I'll be in there in a few minutes."
Emmanuelle nodded and quickly left her seat, looking around again. She made her way to the public restroom and slipped inside. A woman was at the sink, washing her hands, but it seemed empty otherwise. Emmanuelle looked at all the stalls to make sure.
In just two minutes, Rebecca entered the room. "Ok?" she asked. Emmanuelle nodded and the two walked into the last stall. Emmanuelle turned and locked the door behind her. It wasn't going to be the most comfortable location to do this, but it was the best they had.
"What next?" Rebecca asked.
"Um... take your pants and panties off," Emmanuelle said.
Rebecca nodded and slid them off her legs, the folded them and put them on the safety bar to keep them clean.
"Now what?" she asked.
"Well... um... I have to... you know... touch you," Emmanuelle said. "It works best if you have an orgasm... but I have to reach up inside you."
Rebecca nodded. "Uh huh," she said, sounding skeptical again. "Where do you want me? Standing?"
"Yeah... um... that works best." Emmanuelle dropped to her knees and slowly closed the gap between them. She touched Rebecca's knees and slowly inched her hands higher. She could feel Rebecca shiver, both nervous and excited.
"Ok... this is... different than I expected," Rebecca said.
Emmanuelle smiled up at her and leaned forward, kissing her upper thigh. She could feel her own excitement building as she got closer to this woman's pussy. She almost enjoyed this part of her conspiracy theory.
Rebecca put her hands on the walls of the stall for balance as Emmanuelle repositioned her, putting one foot up on the toilet seat. Then Emmanuelle slowly kissed from her knee up towards her waiting wetness.
"I thought you were going to reach up in there?" Rebecca asked.
"I will," Emmanuelle said. "In order to dislodge it from the vaginal wall, you have to have an orgasm."
Rebecca licked her lips and looked up at the ceiling. This was... this was a fantasy gone awry. She always wondered what it would be like to have a woman lick her pussy. But this... in a bathroom stall... talking about some alien parasite... it was just... surreal. Suddenly she grunted as she felt Emmanuelle's tongue touch her labia and slowly lick along them and shivered. God that felt good. And it had been a long time.
"Oh wow, you're really... you're really good at that," Rebecca whispered.
Emmanuelle reached underneath, between Rebecca's legs and grabbed her ass, pulling her pussy towards her mouth as she began licking the older woman. Rebecca moved her hips slightly, feeling the pleasure and slightly grinding against Emmanuelle's face as that lovely tongue slid deeper.
"Oh fuck," she whispered as Emmanuelle's tongue slid over her clit. The youngster was definitely talented and experienced. "Yeah... just like that... that feels good. Right there."
"Mmhmm," Emmanuelle moaned as she sucked on Rebecca's clit, then slid a finger inside her. Rebecca was soaked and it slid in easily so she added another, slowly sliding them in and out of her. "You're so wet."
"Fuck," Rebecca moaned, putting one hand on Emmanuelle's head. "That's it. Right there..." She was getting close now. Emmanuelle's tongue was slashing her clit perfectly as her fingers probed deep inside her pussy. This was better than her ex-boyfriend had ever done for her. Hell... better than anyone had ever done for her.
"You taste so good," Emmanuelle said, sucking on Rebecca's clit once again.
Rebecca looked down and the two women met their eyes. Rebecca's clit suddenly swelled again, sending pleasure she'd rarely felt all over her body. Suddenly she was at the edge of her orgasm. On one hand, she wanted to push Emmanuelle away... this just wasn't who she was. Sex in a bathroom stall in the mall? With a woman? On the other hand, she wanted this orgasm more than any other. She loved feeling all the pleasure this young woman was giving her and it was incredible. Emmanuelle was a very talented lover.
"Yeah... oh fuck... that's so good. Your tongue is so good... right... there. God, I'm gonna cum," she moaned.
"Cum for me," Emmanuelle moaned, flicking her tongue rapidly across her clit. She could feel Rebecca's pussy squeezing her fingers and knew she was so close.
"Yeah... ok... right there. It's so good. Oh fuck! I'm cumming... I'm cumming!" she moaned and suddenly felt her body tighten, her pussy gush it's fluids onto Emmanuelle's talented mouth. She could feel Emmanuelle's small hand pressing into her pussy, with several fingers sliding even deeper inside her.
"Now... I don't want you to freak out or anything, ok?" Emmanuelle asked. "Seriously. Don't get weird."
Rebecca was panting, her eyes half closed as she basked in her post-orgasmic bliss. Then suddenly Emmanuelle pulled her hand free and she heard something hit the bathroom floor with a splat. She looked down and started to panic when she saw two finger-like objects squirming slightly on the floor, covered with slime.
"What the fuck!" she said loudly.
"I said don't freak out. You have to keep your voice down," Emmanuelle said, standing up. "Try to calm down, ok? I told you this was what was going to happen."
Rebecca was shaking. "Those... things... were inside me?"
"Yes... almost everyone has one," Emmanuelle said. "Some people, like you, have more than one. Even I have to constantly be checked so I don't get re-infected."
The two watched the wiggling slimy, white fingers for a moment before they dissolved into nothingness, leaving no evidence behind that they were ever there.
"Oh my God!" Rebecca said. "What in the hell are we going to do? If what you say is true... what... what are we going to do?"
Emmanuelle grabbed her by the shoulders. "I need you to do some research for me. And I need you to write stories on this. If we get enough voices out there, the government can't shut us all up."
Rebecca nodded. "What can I do?"
"I think the pandemic has something to do with this," Emmanuelle said. "Everything started around the same time... ten years ago. That has to be some kind of clue. And we don't know how we get this alien parasite inside us... and right now, everyone all around the world are on these antiviral pills. It's weird that they don't seem to break the fever. We need to get them analyzed... quietly... and determine if they're real."
"I think I can do that," Rebecca nodded. "I have a few friends that can help." She grabbed her panties and pants and redressed.
"One last thing," Emmanuelle said, putting a hand on her shoulder. "I know at least two people who have been murdered over this secret. Make sure you watch your back."
Rebecca looked at her and nodded. She hugged her and kissed her forehead. "You watch yours, too."
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The Ghost Inside, Part 5
"No, it's not a joke, Jacob," Rebecca said, sounding frustrated, as she talked on the phone. "Why would I do that?... Just tell me what you found?... Uh huh.... uh huh... ok, just give me the bottom line, ok?... Seriously?... What's the chance there was an error in the test?... Ok. This is good. Thanks!" She hung up the phone and started typing notes into her computer.
Over the past week, she'd borrowed some of the government-issued antibiotic pills from several of her friends from all over the area. She then gave those pills to her friend Jacob, a chemist, to analyze them. He found out that all of the pills were the same. And that they were all essentially sugar pills. All they had in them were basic vitamins and minerals. There was no antiviral agent in them at all.
On a whim, she opened her top desk drawer where she kept a lot of her work junk. She dug through it until she found a pill bottle with several pills left in it. It was an antibiotic that she took a few years ago for a urinary tract infection. The government had said that those pills didn't work in the end... that they may appear to work, but that the virus would just come back stronger. She thought about it for a moment, then decided to give them a try.
Several days passed, with her dutifully taking the antibiotic pills twice a day. She was surprised to find that her fever broke... and that she was back to normal again. And it lasted for a week before she started feeling sick again.
*****
"You're serious," Frank said. He was the editor-in-chief of the Chicago Tribune, in charge of what stories went into the paper every day and where it was located. "You want to run with this?"
"Yes, I do," Rebecca said, pacing. "This is huge, Frank."
"Come on. I can't print this, Rebecca," he said, putting the stack of printed pages on his desk. "This is just like one of those conspiracies. Take this to the Enquirer or something."
"Frank, you can't be serious. I'm uncovering the biggest story of the last century and you want to bury it?"
Frank looked at her, thinking. "You have your evidence, yes? And I mean rock-solid proof."
Rebecca nodded. "Yes! All of it."
"Heaven help us if you're wrong," he said, slowly shaking his head. "You'll ruin us."
Rebecca nodded, hopeful that she'd convinced him. "I'm not wrong."
"Ok, ok," he relented, raising his hands in surrender. "Front page, lead story... today."
Rebecca unceremoniously grabbed and hugged him, then ran out of his office. "You won't be sorry Frank!"
"Yeah, yeah..." he whispered, smiling.
*****
At 5:00pm, the phone rang at Rebecca's desk. "Rebecca Stanley," she said answering the phone. She was working on a follow-up story to her original, trying to connect more dots. Trying to figure out how the asteroid strike fit into all of this.
"Miss Stanley, my name is Peter Caston and I'm the Chief of Staff at the White House," the man said with a southern accent.
That got her attention and she stopped typing. "Hi Mr. Caston, how are you today? What can I do for you?"
"Well, uh, the President has asked to speak with you... personally."
"With me?" she asked, surprised. "I'm not sure... my schedule is a bit full..."
"Miss Stanley, please," he said. "We both know how important this is. We've already booked you a flight. It leaves in an hour. Please... he just wants to talk to you." Peter hung up the phone.
Rebecca sat with the phone to her ear for another minute before she realized it had been disconnected, then put it on the cradle. She went into Franks office.
"I just got a call from the White House," she said. "They want to talk. The plane leaves in an hour."
Frank looked at her, a bit shocked. "Give me all your notes and I'll make copies."
Rebecca nodded, then turned to leave.
"And Rebecca..." he called to stop her a moment. "Be careful." He obviously felt scared for her.
She nodded.
Four hours later and Rebecca was being escorted into the Oval Office of the White House. She'd been brought in through the front, her presence not being hidden at all, which made her feel far more comfortable. With all the casual reporters taking pictures all the time, the security cameras there, and the multitude of people using that entrance, she had plenty of witnesses.
"Miss Stanley," the President said, standing up from behind his desk to shake her hand. "Please take a seat. Can we get you anything? Water? Coffee?"
Rebecca shook her head. "No, I'm good." Several Secret Service agents and several of the President's aides stayed in the office, standing behind her.
The President sat back down at his desk again, folding his hands in front of him. He was smiling, slightly. A politician's smile.
"What can I do for you, Mr. President?" she asked.
The President grabbed a copy of the Chicago Tribune from his desk and unfolded it, looking at the front page. He turned it to show her. "It's about your story."
"You liked that did you?"
"Miss Stanley," he said, putting the paper back down on his desk. "It's probably one of your best. But that story is going to cause a lot of problems. Not only for the U.S. government, but governments around the world. You know that, don't you?"
She smiled at him. "So you admit it's true?"
He smiled at her, intentionally not answering her question. "I was thinking I'd tell you a story. Would you like that?" Rebecca nodded. "I tell stories to my grandkids now and then.
"Let's say... it begins ten years ago. NASA calls up the President of the United States and tells him that an alien spaceship has gone into orbit above the earth. After the initial shock of 'we're not alone in the universe' the President orders NASA to make contact with them. And they do. And they find out that these aliens aren't making a friendly visit at all. In fact, they want to take over the earth.
"Now, of course the President doesn't take this sitting down and decides to strike first. He launches a nuclear strike against them, showing them we won't go easily. But it failed... completely. And let's say these... aliens... then strike the earth killing two point eight million people in one strike.
"Further discussions of other actions ensue, but the aliens keep in contact and decide on a more peaceful settlement. Instead of striking us again and again and making billions of people die and suffer needlessly, they offer us the ability to live out the remainder of our lives in peace. The human race would just... slowly fade away.
"Let's say further that the major world leaders agree to this course of action, but keep plans in place if things change. For its side of the deal, the U.S. creates a virus that helps an alien virus survive within our bodies. It raises our body temperature just enough for it. It had to be worldwide... and to keep the populace from panicking, pills were created to convince them that they were fighting against the pandemic. The alien virus, itself, causes no harm. It simply keeps us from having babies... keeps future generations from ever being created.
"So, the governments of the world have colluded to the extermination of the human race in an effort to keep us from dying horribly painful deaths due to a war we cannot win."
"Sounds like a nice story," Rebecca said, amazed that he was telling her this. "You should write a children's book."
"Frankly, Miss Stanley, I'm hoping you'll write that story," the President said. "We'll even provide you access to all the evidence you need. It'll be the biggest story in history."
"You want me to write that?"
The President nodded. "It is the truth. However, there is just one catch."
"Uh huh... there usually is."
"You see, after they entered orbit, we started watching them... carefully. And after they struck Brasilia, we noticed a change in their power output. Since then, we noticed that their power output has been dwindling over the past ten years. So, about six months ago, we changed the orbit of one of our weather satellites and put it on a collision course with the alien vessel. It struck the vessel, of course causing no damage. But... they didn't destroy it... and their shield, the shield that prevented our nuclear missiles from striking it, didn't stop it.
"Intrigued, NASA has been studying them even more. And we believe that the aliens no longer have the capacity to strike us like they did ten years ago. We believe they don't even have the ability to protect their ship any longer. In short... they're bluffing. They hope that our fear will continue to cause our extermination without them having to do anything more."
"And?" Rebecca asked.
"And... we're going to put one of those old plans that we made ten years ago back in play. We're going to hit them and hit them hard."
Rebecca thought about what that meant for a moment.
"There are two possible outcomes from this," the President continued. "Either their ship is destroyed and the earth can be restored... or they repel our attack and then attack back as they describe, giving us hell on earth. Either way, Miss Stanley, I'm going to give you the story so that everyone knows what we did here today and why. It's time we brought this to light. It's time we brought this to a close."
"And if we destroy them?"
"Then the earth will recover. As you might have noticed over the past ten years, the House and the Senate have had a large turnover in their membership. Politicians who were complicit in our plans decided they didn't want to be responsible any more and decided to walk away from government. I was not the President at the time and didn't make the decisions, but I've been responsible for keeping the decisions in place. So, for my part in this, I will not run for re-election."
Rebecca understood. When this came to light, no one was going to trust the government that lied to them. "What do you think will happen if they strike again?"
"As a movie once said when a large asteroid was going to hit earth, 'An impact equivalent to ten thousand nuclear weapons detonating simultaneously. One hundred trillion tons of dirt and rock hurled into the atmosphere. A blanket of dust the sun is powerless to penetrate. For five thousand years our world is robbed of light as a nuclear winter falls. In that darkness, a civilization is removed from existence.'"
*****
"The earth watched as a giant fireball lit up the sky, blazing like the sun," Emmanuelle read, the newspaper laying on the kitchen table in front of her. Jennifer stood at the kitchen sink, drinking a cup of coffee as Patrick drank his, sitting in a chair beside her. "That fireball will be the new picture of our freedom, the freedom of the world, as an alien invader is repelled at last. Let us never forget this day."
"Wow," Jennifer said. "I can't believe it's over."
"Seriously," Patrick added.
"NASA reports that much of the orbiting debris will take decades to fall from orbit to be destroyed in earth's atmosphere. Unfortunately, though, it is expected that some debris will strike the earth."
"Does it say anything about the parasite?" Patrick asked.
"Uh..." Emmanuelle scanned the article, looking for any relevant section. "The government is providing funds to pharmaceutical companies to ramp up production of all their antibiotic products to be delivered free of charge. With the successful reduction of the fever, the alien virus cannot survive and will harmlessly pass."
"Oh, thank God," Jennifer said.
There was a knock at the door and all three looked at each other. No one was expected at ten in the morning. Jennifer answered the door to a woman smiling.
"Is Emmanuelle here?" she asked.
Emmanuelle recognized the voice and quickly moved to the door to see Rebecca smiling at her, holding a box of chocolates and two bottles of champagne.
"I was thinking we'd celebrate," Rebecca said, holding up her prize as Jennifer guided her inside. They all walked into the kitchen.
After opening the champagne and chocolates and all laughing and enjoying the moment, Rebecca pulled Emmanuelle aside. "How are you doing?" she asked.
"I'm doing much better now," she said. "Thanks to you."
"Well, I wouldn't have even had a clue had it not been for you. So, cheers to you." The two clinked their glasses and took another sip of their champagne. "But... uh... I did come here for more than just to celebrate," she said, reaching out and toying with the collar of Emmanuelle's t-shirt. "I was... wondering..."
"What's that?"
"I was wondering if you'd like to go somewhere and... you know... check for the alien parasite in each other." She smiled. "You know... the old fashioned way." She moved towards Emmanuelle, put a hand behind her head, and kissed her passionately. The kiss lasted for a full minute before Patrick coughed.
Emmanuelle remembered that they were still in the kitchen with Jennifer and Patrick watching them. They broke their kiss and giggled.
"Here's a cheesy line," Rebecca said. "Why don't we go somewhere more comfortable? What do you think?"
Emmanuelle smiled. "Yeah."
Embarrassed and giggling, the two walked urgently, hand in hand, and ducked into Emmanuelle's bedroom, closing the door behind them. It was a small bedroom, so they went and sat on the bed.
"I can't believe you did that," Emmanuelle said, still laughing.
"I can't believe you said yes," Rebecca said back. "You know... you're smart. You're funny. And you're as cute as a bug in a rug." She leaned forward and the two kissed again, both of them getting lost in the other.
"Wow... hi!" Rebecca said as they broke their kiss again.
"Hi!" Emmanuelle replied, smiling, her eyes shining brightly. She was so happy this was all over, for one, but even happier that Rebecca came by to visit her... and to spend some intimate time with her. It had been so long since she spent time with someone she truly cared for.
"Your lips are so soft."
"And you taste good," Emmanuelle giggled.
"You know I never did get to pay you back for removing the parasite from me," Rebecca said, looking down at their joined hands. "I was just thinking... I should do that today."
"Yeah?" Emmanuelle asked, leaning in to kiss her again.
As they kissed, Rebecca's hand slid from her shoulder, over her chest, and palmed her breast, lightly squeezing it through her t-shirt.
"Oh, that's how it's going to be, is it?" Emmanuelle giggled.
"Mmhmm... and I need to get out of these clothes," Rebecca said, sitting back and starting to unbutton her blouse. "This skirt is too tight." Rebecca tossed her blouse aside and stood up to unfasten the skirt and push it down her legs.
"It makes your butt look good, though," Emmanuelle said.
"Oh!" Rebecca gasped, looking at her with a cheesy grin. "Well thank you for that. You're such a sweet girl." She tossed her clothes aside and sat back on the bed again. Rebecca slid her hand over Emmanuelle's shoulder and slid it over her breast once more, feeling the hard nipple beneath her t-shirt.
Emmanuelle then reached up and palmed both of Rebecca's breasts over her bra. Her hands squeezed the older woman's larger breasts and felt her nipples hardening behind her bra.
"Oh my goodness," Rebecca giggled and sat back to let Emmanuelle play with her body. "Mmm," she moaned softly.
"They're so soft."
"Much more fun to play with when they're not your own," Rebecca said softly, then giggled when Emmanuelle looked up at her again. "You know, I haven't seen your body yet... and you've seen mine." She reached down and grabbed the bottom of Emmanuelle's t-shirt, lifting it up. Emmanuelle lifted her arms to help and the shirt was quickly tossed aside. Emmanuelle wasn't wearing a bra and her small breasts were now bared. Rebecca wasted no time in holding them in her own hands, her thumbs stroking over the young woman's nipples.
Emmanuelle's hands slid behind Rebecca and unfasten her bra. Then she pulled it down and off her arms. Both women then played with the other's breasts, getting them both more and more excited.
"Your hands feel very good," Rebecca said. "Pinch my nipples a little bit."
Emmanuelle pinched and pulled them a little, making Rebecca moan. They both giggled as Emmanuelle then leaned down and began licking and sucking on her nipple.
"Ooh, that's nice," Emmanuelle said. "You have such beautiful, hard nipples." She circled it with her tongue, making it harden even more.
"Gotta make them match now," Rebecca said. "That's the deal. Do the other one."
Emmanuelle moved to her other breast and slid her lips around her nipple, gently sucking on it.
"You like it when I do that?"
"Mmhmm," Rebecca moaned.
Rebecca gave her plenty of time to play before she wanted her own turn. "Ooh... my turn." She grabbed the young woman's breasts and bent forward, sucking and licking on one, and then the other. While her mouth was on one, her fingers lightly pinched and pulled the other, making them so hard and sensitive.
"Oh my God that feels good," Emmanuelle panted. "You're so good at that."
Rebecca giggled. "I'm glad to know that."
Rebecca kissed her again and then began unfastening Emmanuelle's shorts and helped her pull them off. She then pushed her upper body, to tell Emmanuelle to lay on her back.
"Oh no! What's going to happen to me now?" Rebecca said in a playful voice of a helpless female victim.
"You know that this isn't the optimal position for removing the parasite, right?" Emmanuelle giggled.
"Shh... don't tell anyone, but... that's not exactly why I'm doing this," Rebecca said, smiling. She slowly kissed down her body, her fingers and tongue playing with her nipples while her hand teased her pussy over her panties. As she reached her pussy, she licked it through her panties, too.
"You know I haven't had a lot of experience with women," she said, "but... I feel pretty motivated to make you feel really good." She grabbed the waistband of Emmanuelle's panties and pulled them down her legs and off before laying between her spread legs. "Oh, that's beautiful," she said softly, her fingers moving over Emmanuelle's labia. "Oh my goodness. That is a tender, sweet, pussy."
Rebecca pinched Emmanuelle's labia between her fingers, slightly moving to jerk her clit. Emmanuelle moaned softly, enjoying the pleasure. "Let me take really good care of your pussy," Rebecca said. She leaned forward and began licking her pussy as Emmanuelle moaned above her, watching her.
"Oh that feels so good," Emmanuelle panted.
Rebecca smiled, looking up for a second. "Good... it's supposed to." Rebecca captured her clit between her lips and gently sucked on it. "Mmm... mmhmm," she moaned while sucking. "You taste delicious."
"Your tongue feels so good on my clit. Oh yes!" Emmanuelle moaned. "Suck on it! Suck on my clit! Oh... that's nice."
Rebecca reached up with one hand and rolled Emmanuelle's nipple between her fingers, giving her a little extra sensation to process. "Maybe a finger inside of you?" she said, licking her index finger then sliding it into Emmanuelle's pussy. She slowly fingered her while licking her clit.
"Why don't you touch your pussy how you like to be touched," Rebecca whispered. Emmanuelle was a little embarrassed, but slid her hand down to her pussy and slid her fingertips in circles around her clit while Rebecca continued fingering her.
"Yeah, play with your clit, baby. I want you to cum all over my fingers. Mmm, I like watching you do that." Rebecca licked her middle finger, getting it very wet with her saliva and then slid two fingers into Emmanuelle, making her moan even more as she curled them against her G-spot.
"Mmhmm... yeah... uh huh," Emmanuelle moaned, her fingers moving faster over and around her clit. "Oh wow, that feels so good. Yeah, that's so good. Oh my God. I think I'm gonna cum." Emmanuelle closed her eyes, her face contorting as the pleasure overwhelmed her.



"Yeah... do it," Rebecca said, moving her fingers more rapidly, driving Emmanuelle to cum. "Go ahead... cum for me."
"Oh! Oh!" Emmanuelle panted, moaning loudly. "Oh God!" And suddenly she came, her pussy squeezing Rebecca's fingers, her fluids soaking her hand.
As Emmanuelle relaxed from her orgasm, Rebecca gently kissed and licked around her pussy, carefully avoiding her oversensitive clit. "You have a beautiful pussy," she whispered. After a minute, she crawled back up beside the young woman and cradled her in her arms. She could still feel Emmanuelle shaking and kissed the top of her head.
"That was amazing," Emmanuelle whispered. "My turn? I can't wait to taste you again."
Rebecca squeezed her. "In a minute. We have all the time in the world now."
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June after his high school graduation was definitely turning into Vince's favorite month ever. He had a lot of time on his hands, few responsibilities, and with the nice weather he could spend all day at the pool. That was one of his favorite pastimes... looking at all the beautiful women dressed in practically nothing. His hormones were really raging and he didn't even have a girlfriend.
His dad was at work today, so he and his mom, Emmanuelle, were in the house alone. His mom... now there was a woman he enjoyed looking at. She'd been married to his dad for 20 years or so and she still was really hot. Her body was so perfect... womanly, with shapely breasts, and a tight ass... and she worked out all the time. Today she was wearing a tight, spandex, striped tank top and tight shorts as she cleaned around the house. She never overtly dressed slutty... but she definitely dressed to attract attention. Her curves and shape were very much on display today... and most every day.
He made sure he kept an eye on her whenever he could. At the moment, he was considering what he wanted to do for the day and was just sitting in the living room looking over his social media. His mom was in the kitchen, cleaning something or other... he didn't care what. All he cared about was seeing her move about, bending over to pick something up... whatever. He appreciated anything she did where he could get a good look at her without her noticing.
Days like today gave him an ever-present erection.
He was lost reading a message from one of his friends when, out of the blue, the doorbell rang, followed quickly by an urgent knocking at the door. His mom walked out of the kitchen drying her hands with a dish towel. She looked at him, wondering who it was and what it could be about.
Emmanuelle opened the door and was surprised by the explosive entrance of another woman, who grabbed her throat, pushed her against the wall, and kicked the door closed behind her. She held a large knife up so that Emmanuelle got a good look at it.
"What are you...?" Emmanuelle tried to ask as the woman's hand closed on her throat. "Who...?" Emmanuelle grabbed the woman's arm but wasn't strong enough to release her grip.
"Shut the fuck up, bitch," the woman spat angrily. She slid the side of the knife against Emmanuelle's cheek, making sure she saw just how deadly the woman could be. "You're older than I expected for a slut. But as long as someone is willing to fuck you, what do you care? Am I right?"
"I... what are you talking about?" Emmanuelle asked, scared.
The woman smiled, an evil, cold smile. "You're fucking my husband, bitch, that's what I'm talking about," she said.
Emmanuelle was dumbstruck. She had no idea what the woman was saying... she never cheated on her husband. "I really don't know what you're talking about."
"Please," the woman said, squeezing her hand around Emmanuelle's neck even tighter. "Don't try to lie or talk your way out of this, slut. I know the truth. I've known for a while. I just wanted a little more evidence to be absolutely sure." The woman looked down Emmanuelle's body, appreciatively, and licked her lips slowly.
"And you know," she said, sliding the back of the knife over Emmanuelle's breast and nipple, "I'm not mad. I'm not even upset. What I feel is disrespected. I know my husband's a dog. He's always been that way. I'm just wondering what it is about an old slut like you that's keeping him entertained. And if he's going to fuck around, then damnit I'm going to get my share, too." She moved her face very close to Emmanuelle's until they were practically nose to nose. "And you're just the piece of ass I need."
She looked down Emmanuelle's body, tracing the knife tip down with her gaze. "Damn... this outfit looks nice on you. It squeezes in those big tits and ass just right, doesn't it? I mean, look at that cleavage." She slid the knife inside the neckline of Emmanuelle's tank top, sliding the blade through the thin material like butter right between her breasts. "Better hold still. I wouldn't want to slip now. Let's get these off. Can't be a slut if you're wearing clothes." The knife was extremely sharp, cutting through the material of her tank top and bra easily until they fell to the floor, completely exposing Emmanuelle's upper body. Then she slid it into the waist band of her shorts and sliced them, too, making them fall until Emmanuelle was only wearing her panties.
The woman still held Emmanuelle against the wall by her throat as she inspected her handiwork and the naked woman she controlled. "Ooh... nice slutty panties... my husband buy them for you?" Emmanuelle always wore G-strings with a little bit of material covering her pussy. The woman grabbed the lacy material and pulled it up, pulling the material against Emmanuelle's clit, and moved it around until it slid perfectly between her labia.
Emmanuelle let out a whimper as she felt the pleasurable pressure against her clit. Then, with a quick flick, her panties were sliced off, too, falling to the floor.
"Let's see what we have down here," the woman said, sliding her hand over Emmanuelle's stomach and palming her crotch. "Figures... shaved." Her fingertips teased along her wetness, sliding just inside her wet folds. She smiled at Emmanuelle when she felt how excited she was. "Only a slut like you would enjoy this. Don't get your hopes up, bitch. This will not be over quickly. I... am not my husband... the great one pump chump. Understand?"
Emmanuelle closed her eyes as the woman's fingers forced their way between her legs and penetrated her, one finger sliding deep inside. "Yes," she groaned, answering the question.
"We're going to have a good time together. I'm going to play until I don't want to play any more." The woman laughed, sending chills down Emmanuelle's spine. "God! Such a wet pussy. Are you always this wet? I bet you're always waiting for the next cock to come along. You just can't wait for it." She pushed a second and then third finger into Emmanuelle wetness, thrusting as deep as she could. "Three fingers? Really? You're so fucking loose! How many cocks have you fucked? I bet I could get my whole hand up there."
The woman slid her fingers in and out, teasing Emmanuelle's pussy so perfectly that Emmanuelle didn't know if she wanted the woman to stop or not. She couldn't believe how her body was reacting to this.
"I bet you love pussy, too, don't you?" she asked. She used one hand to unfasten her shorts and push them down her legs as she used her other arm to hold Emmanuelle in place. Then she stood back a step. "Now... what you're going to do... is get down on your knees... and eat my pussy. Right now," she said, pointing her finger down.
"But this is a mistake," Emmanuelle protested. She was so scared and confused. This woman was so wrong! She never cheated with her husband, or anyone's husband for that matter.
"Don't make me say it twice," the woman said, turning the knife in front of Emmanuelle's face menacingly.
Emmanuelle slowly slid to the floor until she was on her knees, looking down, dejected, her spirit broken... her body, though, was aroused.
"Look at me," the woman said as she moved closer again, forcing Emmanuelle to look up at her. "Open your mouth... stick out your tongue." Emmanuelle did as ordered and the woman pushed her hips into her face. "Mmm... good girl. You better lick it. And you better fucking make me cum." The woman moved her hips a little, encouraging Emmanuelle to lick her clit just as she needed. "Show me what a good little slut you are. Aw, that's it. Eat that fucking pussy. Oh yeah... just what I thought... you're good at that. Yeah... just like that. You've done this before, huh? Oh, I know you have, because you're a fucking slut. And sluts do everything."
Emmanuelle closed her eyes, trying to think of something else, trying to figure out a way out of this situation. She'd never been with a woman before, so this was all new to her. But she couldn't believe... that it made her feel... good.
"Look at me... look at me," the woman said, forcing her to open her eyes again. "Mmhmm... lick that pussy good," she moaned. "You love that taste, don't you? You love the taste of pussy." Emmanuelle didn't say anything, just kept her tongue moving a little, hoping it would be enough. "Tell me you love my pussy!" the woman said loudly.
"I... I love your pussy," Emmanuelle whispered robotically. She wanted to it be a lie. But... she couldn't help but feel that this was the most erotic thing she'd ever experienced.
The woman smiled and shook her head. "God, you're just a little fuck toy aren't you?"
"Mom? What's going on?" Vince said loudly as he entered the hallway. His mom had been gone for longer than he expected and he wondered if something was wrong. Good thing, too, he thought, seeing the woman standing, holding a large knife on his mom while she knelt on the floor, her face in the woman's crotch. "What the hell? Get away from her!" he yelled moving forward to defend Emmanuelle.
The woman put the knife on Emmanuelle's head, threateningly. "One step closer and I'm going to make a big hole in her," she said.
"Listen to her, honey," Emmanuelle said urgently, looking at him. She was so scared of getting cut. "Just... just do what she says. It'll be ok. It's just a... misunderstanding."
Vince stopped several steps away from them, his hands on his head as he looked at them helplessly. He couldn't believe what he was seeing. His mom was on her knees, completely naked. Her tits were better than he'd even imagined and they were right there.
"Wow! Now this is interesting," the woman laughed. "Maybe this is why you're so wet. Were you fucking him?" the woman asked.
"No! He's my son!" Emmanuelle said, surprised that the woman would even think of such a thing.
"You're fucking your son?" she laughed. "You are such a slut!"
Emmanuelle huffed and looked down. This woman was horrible. Suddenly the woman grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled up to make her stand.
"Back into the living room," she said as Emmanuelle rose to her feet. Vince didn't move, though. "Now!" she yelled. Making him jerk alert.
They moved down the hallway, Vince in the lead, backing up slowly, the woman pulling Emmanuelle by her hair, holding the knife at her throat.
"You... sit right there," she said, pointing to the recliner. She pulled Emmanuelle to the other side of the sitting area, towards the couch. "We'll get all nice and comfy right here." The woman sat down, spread her knees, and pulled Emmanuelle to sit on the edge of the couch between them, facing Vince.
The woman set the knife down beside her and wrapped her hands around Emmanuelle, under her arms. She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them firmly, pulling Emmanuelle into her. "Wow, your tits are huge! So soft and squeezable. Definitely more than a handful! And your nipples are hard already?" she said, pinching and pulling them. "You must like what I'm doing to you," she giggled.
"No," Emmanuelle said softly, denying the fact that her body indeed loved the woman's demanding touch.
"Yeah right." The woman looked at Vince and saw the desire in his eyes. He obviously was loving what she was doing to his poor mom. "Don't you just want to suck on them?" she asked him.
Vince hesitated. "Uh... I, uh..."
"Of course you do. Every boy wants to suck on big titties like these. I'm sure all you have to do is ask, too. Isn't that right mommy?"
No, that wasn't right, Emmanuelle thought, but didn't answer. She looked down, unable to look at Vince. She knew it felt so good, but this was her son. She'd never... encourage anything of the sort.
The woman dropped one hand back to Emmanuelle's thigh, pulling on it to open her legs wider. Her hand immediately moved to her pussy, quickly finding her clit and making quick circles over it.
"Oh... does that feel good mommy?" she asked Emmanuelle. "Am I making your pussy wet? I think it already was," she laughed. "You're a fucking horny slut, you know that?" The woman then slid two fingers into her pussy and began fingering her, her palm slapping her clit with every thrust. Emmanuelle's juices dripped from her pussy, making sloshing sounds. "Wow... you're really getting turned on by this."
"Oh... yes," Emmanuelle moaned so softly, forgetting where she was and what was happening. Her pussy was humming, the pleasure quickly building.
The woman stopped and slid her fingers out, raising her hand to show her wet fingers to Emmanuelle and Vince. "I bet you'd love to taste that, wouldn't you?" she asked Vince. "Just imagine what her pretty little pussy tastes like."
Vince closed his mouth and breathed hard, noticing that he was holding his breath all along. The sight before him made him too excited to even think. He felt his cock pressing uncomfortably against the front of his pants and used a hand to adjust it's position.
The woman smiled, her eyes twinkling as she looked down at his crotch. "Aw, your little boy is getting a woody," she said, giggling. "I guess it is kind of naughty of you to tease him like this, huh mommy? You never thought he'd see you so naked and horny, huh, getting your pussy fingered? I bet you wonder what his cock looks like. Let's find out." The woman looked at Vince and commanded him. "Take your clothes off."
"What? My clothes?" he stammered.
"Just... just do what she says, Vince," Emmanuelle said, on one hand afraid of what the woman would do it she was denied... but on the other hand, in the deep recesses of her perverted mind, she wondered what his cock looked like.
Vince pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it aside, then rose and unfastened his jeans. He pulled each leg free and tossed them with his shirt. He stood wearing only his boxers, his hands in front of his crotch to hide his obvious erection.
"Go on... those too," the woman demanded, indicating his boxers.
Vince pulled them down and kicked them aside, his hands quickly moving back to hide his cock.
"Now... pull your hands away," the woman commanded. "This is some mommy and me time. Show mommy what you've got."
Vince was too shy to move. He looked down at the ground and blushed crimson.
"Get your hands out of the way!" the woman demanded loudly. "Stand up... nice and tall."
Vince, scared, moved his hands away, exposing himself to these two women. And the knowledge that they saw him, that they appreciated what they saw, made him even harder.
"Ooh... that's a nice cock, isn't it mommy?" the woman said in Emmanuelle's ear. "Mmm, I think it's throbbing. That's mouthwatering isn't it." Both of the women looked at Vince's stiff cock, but Emmanuelle looked away quickly. She couldn't believe how just looking at it made her pussy tingle. How could she want her son's cock like that?
"Stroke it for mommy," the woman said, returning her fingers to Emmanuelle's pussy. "Go on! You keep stroking it while mommy watches." Vince wrapped his hand around his shaft and slid it up and down, slowly. He was so hard... so excited. "But don't you dare cum," the woman threatened. "You cum and I'll make sure you lick it all up before I cut your balls off."
Vince blushed even more as he stood there, cock in hand, stroking it in front of his mom. He looked away from them, wishing they'd suddenly disappear. Emmanuelle was embarrassed to, and looked down, trying not to look at him.
"You look nervous," the woman said. "Why are you so nervous? It's a beautiful thing between mommy and son."
"No it's not," Emmanuelle whispered in protest, making the woman laugh.
"So, this is the way I see it. I get what I want, as you've seen. And I figure, son, we can help each other." Her fingers moved faster in circles around Emmanuelle's clit, making her moan softly. "I want to punish your mother here... and I know you want to fuck her. We can help each other out. What do you say?"
Vince hesitated. He couldn't believe an opportunity like this was presenting itself. But... it was being offered by some psycho woman.
"Of course," she giggled, "it's either you help me, or I cut off your balls."
"Wha...? Um... yeah..." Vince stammered, suddenly afraid. He felt his balls jerk at the mention of their removal.
"Oh! Perfect!" she said, smiling.
Vince looked away, nervous again. He stopped stroking his cock and covered himself again in embarrassment.
"Oh please... you think I don't know you check your mother out? All boys do. Always trying to get a look at her when she's naked. Look at me!" she commanded and Vince obeyed. He licked his lips wishing he could be somewhere else. "Yeah... I see how you look at her even now. Looking at her... curves. And her big titties." The woman grabbed and lifted Emmanuelle's breasts, showing them off to Vince. "I bet you like these big titties... they're so soft. Bet you never get to see them just like this."
Vince looked at his mom as the woman put her on display. No... he'd never seen her looking like this. She looked scared, but there was something more. She looked... excited. And seeing the woman touching her so intimately, excited Vince. It reminded him of the porn videos he'd watched again and again.
"Your mommy and I are going to make sure you get the fucking you deserve today. Isn't that right mommy?" Emmanuelle shook her head and looked down. How could the woman do this to them? "So... I think to start, it's time you get a taste of mommy's pussy. What do you think? I promise... once you do... you're going to be addicted. You'll want to eat it a lot!"
The woman moved her hand down to Emmanuelle's thigh again, pulling on it to make sure it was wide open. Then she moved her hand down and, with her fingers, opened Emmanuelle's pussy for Vince's viewing pleasure.
"I think it'll be a really nice arrangement for both of you, because I know she loves to fuck."
Vince stood there, looking down... looking anywhere but at his mother's exposed pussy.
"I see how hard your cock is," the woman giggled. "Don't try to resist this... it's not going to work. Every man wants to have a sexy woman in his life. I think it's time to experience what you're going to get to enjoy from now on. The rest of your life. Now... get on your knees... come here... and lick her pussy."
Vince didn't move. His mouth felt so dry and he blushed a deep crimson.
"Hey!" the woman said loudly, startling him, shaking him up, making him look at her. "Why are you hesitating? Get over here now and lick that pussy. You know I'm going to get my way. I always do. So you might as well just throw your hands up and do it. I know you want to taste it. And I know you want to fuck it. So no more resistance. Get down here now!"
Emmanuelle couldn't even look at him. "Just... do what she says, baby. It'll be alright."
"See, even your mommy wants your cock."
Vince felt as if he had no choice. He slowly dropped to his knees and began crawling on all fours the few feet forward.
"Mmmm, I like watching you crawl across the floor like that. Did you sniff your way over?" she asked, giggling, as Vince stopped a foot from the couch... and his mom's pussy. "You like that smell, don't you? The smell of a wet and ready pussy. Now it's time for you to have a taste of what you've always wanted. Don't be shy. This is going to be the perfect thing for you. Such a sloppy, slutty pussy."
Vince moved even closer, his face now just a few inches from his mom's pussy. Her scent filled his nostrils... a scent that he'd never smelled before. A scent that fueled his desires.
"Yeah... get in there. Everybody else has fucked it, you might as well, too. Look at your mommy's clit!" she said, using her fingers to expose the little nub to him. "She's ready to come out and play. Just one little lick... right there..."
"I'm sorry," he whispered to his mom as they met eyes, then moved forward and extended his tongue, touching her pussy for the first time. The tip touched her exposed clit. Emmanuelle shuddered, feeling the warm heat of his mouth against her for the first time.



"Oh... yes," the woman said happily, cheering him on as he began to lick a little more. "Slow now... work that tongue. Oh... I bet that feels so good, huh mommy? Take your time."
Emmanuelle let out a little whimper as the pleasure she didn't want to feel started to overwhelm her. She wished her body didn't betray her so easily, but this was so... incredibly erotic. Her husband didn't lick her pussy. He thought it was gross. So this was, in a perverted way, a treat for her. One that she was quickly wanting more of.
"See?" the woman said as both felt Emmanuelle shiver. "She loves it when you lick her like that. Oh... yeah... looks so good... watching your tongue swirling around her clit. I love it! And she does too! Look at that! Just imagine... you're gonna fuck that pussy in just a few minutes. You're gonna fuck it so good. And then you're going to do it again... and again. Any time you want. From now on. You're gonna be spending a lot of time at home with mommy's pussy."
Vince had never licked a pussy before, and was pleasantly surprised he was able to please his mom. This was definitely wrong and perverted, but it was something he'd fantasized about and masturbated to many, many times.
Emmanuelle moaned again as his tongue slid between her labia, sliding inside her pussy for the first time. "Mmm... oh God..."
"Oh... yeah," the woman encouraged him. "That's it, stick that tongue up deep inside her pussy."
"Oh... oh," Emmanuelle moaned, the pleasure building and building. "Ooh... mmm, yeah."
"You like the way she tastes don't you?" the woman said. "I can see it in your eyes. And the more you taste, the more addicted you're going to be. Don't stop. Yeah, that's it... Oh, she likes that. Flick your tongue on her clit."
"Oh!" Emmanuelle groaned more loudly this time.
"Uh huh... oh yeah... I'm gonna make sure she cums in your mouth before she cums on your cock, so don't stop."
Emmanuelle started to move her hips. She was getting close now. She wished she wouldn't, but this wasn't anything she could control. Vince had done his job well and she was going to cum.
"Ooh... yeah... right there," the woman said as Emmanuelle's body went stiff and her hips lifted up into Vince's face. She came, moaning loudly, her juices pouring from her pussy all over Vince's face and mouth.
Vince backed away, licking his lips, loving her taste. He slid the back of his hand across his mouth, wiping it clean.
"Oh, yes!" the woman cheered. "I fucking loved watching the look in your eyes when she came in your mouth. Wow... that was so hot! But now... on to better things, boy!"
Vince looked up at her, not understanding what she wanted next.
"I'm going to make sure you drain your balls into her. You're going to give her every last drop. Now... stand up. I think it's time she tasted you."
As commanded, Vince stood, his cock harder than ever and bobbed in front of him. Both women looked at it.
"Mommy here needs to put her mouth on that amazing cock you have. Mommy? Have you ever told your son how great his cock is?"
Emmanuelle looked away again, knowing that just seeing his cock was exciting her again. And that just wasn't right. Besides, she really didn't want to give this woman, this intruder, any more pleasure.
"Well... you really need to do that." The woman pushed Emmanuelle so that she was moved to her knees, right in front of Vince. Her face was perfectly placed right in front of his erection. "Just look at how amazing and hard his cock is for you. Go ahead, hold it."
Only a little begrudgingly, Emmanuelle lifted her hands and gently grabbed his shaft, holding it gently, feeling it pulse.
"Tell him how much you love it," the woman commanded.
Emmanuelle hesitated for a moment. "I love it," she whispered.
"Tell him how badly you want it."
Emmanuelle licked her lips. "I... I want it," she admitted softly. It was more than just words to appease the woman. She meant it.
"Oh, I love watching it get harder and harder just from you touching it," the woman said, excited too. "You're definitely going to adore it as much as he adored your pussy. Kiss it."
Emmanuelle licked her lips for a moment and then leaned forward and kissed the head.
"That's nice... so loving, mommy," the woman said. "Kiss it some more."
Emmanuelle kissed it again and again, on the head and the shaft, showing her true appreciation for this marvelous, hard dick.
Vince groaned as he watched. This was better than he ever imagined.
"That was just perfect... showing such love... to your son's cock," the woman giggled. "Now... you need a taste. Lick it."
Emmanuelle hesitated a moment, realizing that this was going to far. It was one thing to see her son's cock... another to touch it... another to kiss it. And now, she was supposed to lick it? She shook her head, wishing this was under far different circumstances. She shouldn't be doing this. But she extended her tongue and slid it on the underside of his shaft, right at the tip.
"Doesn't that taste delicious?" the woman asked, holding Emmanuelle's head to keep her from moving her head away. "I bet it does. Taste it again. Go ahead."
Emmanuelle licked it again, this time licking more of the shaft. Her tongue moved up and down his length, from the base to the tip, making Vince groan.
"You like that, don't you?" she asked Vince. "Don't lie. I know you do."
Vince, embarrassed, simply nodded. He did love this. He'd never had his cock touched like this before but he fantasized about it all the time.
"Yeah, I knew it. He can't wait until your lips are wrapped around his cock! Go ahead. Suck on it."
Emmanuelle moved the head to her lips and with only a small hesitation, slid him into her mouth.
"Yeah... my, my, my, my, you like that, too," the woman said, encouraging her. "You love sucking dick!"
Emmanuelle slid him deep inside her mouth again and again, sucking and licking his shaft, making it sloppy wet with her saliva.
"Deeper," the woman said, pushing her head towards Vince, encouraging her to take his cock all the way into her mouth. "Yeah... all the way down." Emmanuelle gurgled as his cock hit the back of her throat, forcing her to relax it. "That's the sound I want to hear. Suck it good... yeah."
She let Emmanuelle suck on Vince for a couple minutes, watching both of them, amazed how much they let her have her way with no resistance now whatsoever.
"Here," she said, pulling Emmanuelle back by her hair, pulling her up and onto the couch again. She positioned her so that she was laying on the couch, her upper back on the arm, her head hanging over it.
"Now... you come over here." She moved Vince so that he was standing on the side of the couch, his cock so close to his mom's mouth. The woman grabbed Vince's shaft and pulled him forward, sliding him into Emmanuelle's mouth once again.
Vince held still, his cock feeling so good contained in her warm, wet mouth. He could see her naked body below him, completely exposed. Her large breasts... her nipples hard and pointed... her pussy, with it's little bush right above her clit. But the woman grabbed him from behind and pushed and pulled, making him fuck her mouth from above. He couldn't believe how different and good this felt. He could actually see his cock sliding into her throat.
"God, it looks so fucking hot watching your cock slide into her mouth like that. You like that?" she asked Vince. "You like watching her suck you off?"
"Yes," he panted, his breath coming quickly, his orgasm rising quickly.
"This just gets better and better. I bet he has a big, big load of cum for you," the woman said, moving around in front of the couch. She grabbed one of Emmanuelle's legs and pulled it, spreading her legs apart. Then put her hand on Emmanuelle's clit, sliding over it, before sliding fingers into her. Vince could feel Emmanuelle's groan deliciously vibrate his cock.
"I'm gonna help your relationship with your son get even better," the woman said. "You'll thank me later." She slid two fingers into her and then rapidly fucked her with them, curling them up against her g-spot. "Mmmm... such a nice, wet pussy." Emmanuelle groaned again around Vince's cock. "Yeah... feel me finger that pussy. Wow... you just get wetter and tighter around my fingers. Yeah... let that pussy get all juicy and ready."
Both Vince and the woman teased Emmanuelle until her legs shook more violently and she came again, coating the woman's hand. "Ok... that's enough," she said. "I gotta see you fuck her. Come over here."
Vince pulled free from Emmanuelle's mouth and moved to where the woman wanted. She reached down and fondled his cock for a moment. "Mmm... I like seeing you all hard and raring to go for me. Did you like her mouth on you? Yeah? Well, I think it's time you get your fuck on. Are you ready? Ready to be inside of that slutty pussy? That pretty pink pussy? Mmm, your cock's getting harder and harder just looking at it. You are going to put all of your cum... every last drop... deep inside that pussy."
She repositioned Emmanuelle so that her hips were on the end of the couch, her feet jutting into the air as she lay back on the cushion.
"There. She's all ready for you. God that pussy is so wet!" she said, sliding a finger through Emmanuelle's folds again as Vince got into position between her legs. He grabbed her legs and pulled, bringing her pussy more into range.
"Mmm, her slutty pussy is wide open and ready to take your cock," she said as Vince put the head of his cock against her pussy lips. "Go on... fuck her." He pressed inside, until he was completely buried inside her and groaned. This felt even better than her mouth. "That's it... ah... that's it. Oh, yeah... get right in there... Oh, yeah... fuck yeah," she said as Vince fucked his mom.
"Your son's cock is big, isn't it?" the woman said as she walked around and sat on the couch beside Emmanuelle's head. "Do you hear how much she likes it? Oh yeah, she does! She loves big fucking cocks in her pussy. And your cock looks so good inside of her. Go on. I want you to make her cum on your cock... and then I want you to cum deep inside of her."
Vince stroked fast, feeling his balls burning with need. He needed to cum badly and he didn't care where it went. "Fuck!" he yelled as he came, unable to hold it back any longer.
"Fuck yes!" the woman giggled. "Oh my... that was fast. But you're not done yet... no," she said, keeping his attention. "Keep fucking her. I know you're still hard."
Vince slowly started stroking again, sliding his still-hard cock in and out of his mom's wetness. He built up speed, again, as the pleasure built even more rapidly this time. He grabbed both of her legs for leverage and began sliding in harder, slapping against her ass.
"Oh yeah, that's it!" the woman cheered, enjoying his enthusiasm. "Fuck! That's it, plow into her! Just like that. Make that slutty pussy yours. Fuck her good."
The woman grabbed Emmanuelle's breast, squeezed it, and then squeezed and pulled her nipple. "Beg for that cock, slut!" she ordered her.
"Yes, please.... please, please, please... give me that cock!" Emmanuelle panted. Her third orgasm was building rapidly.
"She wants it bad," the woman said. "And you know you want to cum inside her. You can't resist. She's the best fuck you'll ever have. Yeah... right there... you gonna cum on that cock, slut? Oh yeah, baby... take that cock!"
Emmanuelle was gasping and moaning as her orgasm started to overwhelm her. "Oh... yeah... you're going to make me cum so hard... fuuuuuuuuck!" Emmanuelle came hard, her body spasming from the pleasure.
"Cum inside of her again... Do it boy... yeah... yeah..." she said, egging him on. Vince was right on the edge now, his mom's orgasm making her pussy contract on him and squeeze him.
Suddenly, it overwhelmed him, and he came again, groaning. They could see little bits of his semen squeezing out from around his cock as he filled her up.
"Oh yeah, that's it. What a good boy!" the woman said as she moved behind Vince. She pushed her body into him, making sure he didn't move. "Yeah, baby... now that's exactly what I wanted. We're going to stay right here now... I want that cum to stay inside her as long as possible. We'll just sit here and relax for a minute... maybe see if you get hard enough to fuck her again."
Emmanuelle put her hands to her face, realizing what they had done. She'd been fucked by her son and now had her pussy full of his cum. What in the world? How did this happen?
"Why did you do this to us?" Emmanuelle asked.
"I told you," the woman said. "Because you're fucking my husband."
"But," Emmanuelle protested, almost crying. "I... I didn't. Who in the hell is your husband?"
"Duh... Mike," the woman said, starting to get upset again.
Emmanuelle searched her brain. "Mike? I... I don't even know a Mike."
"Yeah, right," the woman said, not believing her. "And how do I know your name is Ann? I'm not stupid you know."
"But... my... my name is Emmanuelle," she said.
The woman now looked a little less certain. "Isn't this 1241 Willow?" she asked.
"No... it's 1240 Willow," Emmanuelle and Vince said in unison. "1241 is across the street," Emmanuelle added.
"Oh," the woman said, backing up. She grabbed her shorts from the floor and put them back on. "Oops... wrong person. Have fun guys. It's been real," she said, quickly moving out the front door.
Vince was still fully embedded in Emmanuelle's pussy as the two looked at each other in surprise and shock.
"What? What the fuck?" Emmanuelle said.
"She... she left. She just... left," Vince said, looking towards the front door.
He looked down at Emmanuelle and suddenly felt embarrassed again. She looked away for a moment, getting embarrassed herself, but... still feeling aroused. What they did was wrong... so wrong... but...
"I, uh," Vince said finally.
"I know... I know... me too," Emmanuelle said, looking at him again. "It's just... I shouldn't... want... this."
"I know... I'm sorry... I just couldn't help myself," he said.
"Don't be sorry... don't be sorry... baby," she said, reassuring him. "It wasn't our choice."
He looked down at their joining, her pussy lips wrapped lovingly around his hard shaft, and after a pause, started pulling away, his still-hard cock sliding out, shining with their combined juices. But Emmanuelle wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled, pushing him back inside.
"No... don't... don't go... I..." she stammered, obviously confused. "Oh, God you feel so good," she whispered as he buried himself fully into her again.
When she relaxed her legs, he then moved back again, sliding his cock out almost completely before she pulled him back inside her using her legs.
"Yeah?" Vince asked, startled. Wondering if she really wanted him inside her. Didn't she want him out? Why wouldn't she let him move go? Not that he minded. His cock felt so good inside her and he was so hard, ready to go again.
Emmanuelle nodded her head, looking a little scared and guilty, but flushed with desire. "Yeah."
"Are you... sure?" Vince asked, pulling away again until his cock was nearly free.
She pulled him back again, squeezing him with her legs and digging her heels into his ass. "I... I don't know... but..." And then she broke loose, the pleasure from his cock too much for her to take. She grabbed his arms and used her legs to leverage her hips forward and back. "Oh God, yes... do it. Just... fuck me!" she yelled.
And he did... for 2 more glorious orgasms.
That was the beginning of their wonderful relationship. After that day and for the rest of the summer, their relationship grew and flourished, sometimes even fucking several times a day. It wasn't until Vince started college, moving 2 hours away, that things slowed down... but never ended.
They never saw the woman again. Emmanuelle wondered if she should go across the street and see what ever happened to Ann.
Years later, Vince smiled as he thought about how his life had changed. All because of a little mistaken identity.
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Alone with Teacher
Friday nights were always slow at the dojo, that's one reason why Vince scheduled the self-defense course at that time. At 8:00pm, if no one showed up for the class, he was free to go home and do whatever he wanted. That typically meant going out to shoot pool at the local bar, going out on a date, if he was lucky, or even just going to see a movie.
The 7:00pm class generally had a few students in it, and tonight they were working on their Kung Fu forms when Emmanuelle walked in the door. Vince looked at the door as she entered and nodded to her. She bowed in the traditional Shaolin salute to him, which he returned. She moved into one of the chairs in the waiting room, slid her gym bag beneath it, and watched, waiting for her class.
The students were located around the room, one with a sword, swinging and stabbing as he moved through his pattern. Vince was working with an intermediate female student, helping her find the right position standing on one leg, with her hand spearing the throat of an imaginary attacker.
Emmanuelle shivered unable to believe the way he was affecting her. He put his hands on the woman, adjusting her position slightly and then correcting her each time she moved into it. Emmanuelle couldn't wait to feel his hands on her like that... touching... caressing... squeezing...
She shook her head, shaking free of those thoughts. She could feel her heat and wetness below, could feel her nipples hardening behind her t-shirt. God, she wanted to fuck him so badly she could hardly stand still.
Five minutes later and the class was lining up, facing Vince. Their black pants and white t-shirts emblazoned with the school logo over the heart kept them all looking like an actual group instead of three random strangers. They bowed and he shook their hands as they walked off the floor.
"Happy Birthday, Sifu," the most advanced student said, starting a cacophony of similar statements.
Vince smiled, raising his hands embarrassed. "Thank you. Thank you. It's no big deal." His smile melted Emmanuelle's heart, too. "Please take some cake home... I don't need all of this," he said laughing, pointing to the sheet cake sitting in the waiting room.
"Any plans?" asked another.
"No... just relaxing for the weekend... doing some work on the house."
The students got their coats and shoes on and one-by-one wandered out the door, gym bags in hand. The night was brisk, the wind whipping into the school, but it wasn't raining or snowing at all. Vince was happy for that small relief. He certainly didn't want it to rain on his birthday.
"Thank you," Vince called to each. "See you guys next week!"
He moved to his desk, sat down and wrote a few notes in his three-ring attendance binder. Emmanuelle just listened to the music, enjoying the light, bouncy beat of one of the latest alternative rock songs playing on Vince's iPod.
Normally, Emmanuelle would have moved into the workout area and started warming up a little, but tonight she was caught in her chair, trying to surreptitiously watch Vince. Five minutes later, Vince looked up from his writing.
"Well, Emmanuelle, it looks like you're the only student in class tonight. You're certainly welcome to take off if you'd like. But, if you want to stay, I'll work with you." Vince said, standing.
Emmanuelle stood, too, looking at Vince and realizing how excited she was getting just thinking about being alone with him. She smiled shyly. "Yeah, that's fine... I'll stay." Her eyes trailed down his body. His t-shirt hid most of his body, but it made him look so damn good. And the loose pants he wore allowed him to move freely, but would hide little. She glanced at his groin. She wondered how he'd feel through the thin material and if he was starting to get hard. Suddenly remembering where she was, she looked up to see Vince watching her. She realized how flushed and embarrassed she felt. She walked out onto the workout floor behind him, hands behind her back. She could feel her nipples hardening, pressing into the front of her shirt. She knew Vince could tell she was excited.
Vince grabbed some hand pads from the rack in the corner of the room. "We'll start warming up with some elbows and knees." He held the pads and directed Emmanuelle to perform her repetitions. Every strike was easier, stronger, and faster. She struck the pads time and time again.
The arm strikes helped distract her from her desire to be with Vince, but only marginally. The more they moved together through the exercises, the more fun she had with him, the more she felt attached to him. He was so easy-going and fun to be with.
"Ok," he finally said, setting the hand pads aside. "I want to work on some rape defenses this week, starting with the guard position." He knelt on the padded floor and urged Emmanuelle to kneel, too. "Do you remember the guard?"
Emmanuelle mentally reviewed what she'd learned so far. "Uh... no..."
"Ok, no problem," he said, laying on his back. "The guard position is where you want to be whenever you're on your back. Move up here a second." He opened his legs, inviting Emmanuelle to move up between them. He smoothly wrapped his legs around her waist, locking his feet behind her. "The guard is more powerful than just lying there, allowing you to control your opponent."
Emmanuelle's heart beat more rapidly, his legs felt so powerful around her waist and the intimate contact was almost too much for her. She knew staying was probably a mistake. She wasn't going to be able to handle this kind of undivided and intimate attention from him, even if he weren't interested in what she was. Even so, the front wall of the school had large windows across it, making the view from the parking lot wide open. He wasn't about to fuck her with that kind of visibility.
He moved his hips and legs, throwing her to one side and then the other, making her almost lose her balance and fall to the floor. "See?" he asked.
"Yeah."
"Then, added to that is the position of your hands to minimize their striking. You put one hand behind the neck like this," he said, grabbing her neck with his right hand and pulling her forward. She was practically laying on him now, her head beside his. "And then you wrap your arm over and grab the triceps with the other arm." As he grabbed her arm and pinned it, she realized just how trapped she'd be in this position.
"So you can't punch me with your right hand because it's trapped and if you even tried to hit me with your left hand, you'd punch yourself in the face."
She was so close to his neck and face. Her body was practically laying on him. She could smell his cologne mixed with the sweat from the previous classes. The muskiness was intoxicating to her. She closed her eyes for a moment, loving the feel of him against her, loving his smell.
She felt him release her but took a moment to collect herself and move off him.
"So, now you put me in the guard," he said, moving into position between her legs. She wrapped them around his torso and locked her ankles as instructed. She was painfully aware of her ragged breathing and the wetness between her legs. She grabbed the back of his head and his arm, pulling him down and into her as he had demonstrated. With her body on the bottom, she was even more aware of the intimacy of this position. She knew that if she moved just right, she'd feel his hard cock against her wetness and knew that she'd cum just from the contact. She wished he'd just take her, right then and there... she wouldn't even put up a struggle.
"Now, let's look at a choke defense from your position," he said, almost startling her. He sat up on his arms so that he was looking down at her. Her hair was laying behind her on the mats, a beautiful backdrop for her. He felt his cock twinge, felt his mind wander to the possibilities. But he was a professional. He had to control himself.
"Let's say I put my forearm on your throat like this," he said, putting pressure on her throat. "As you can see, I can exert a lot of force against you and hurt you. But your defense is simple. Put your right hand on the inside of my arm, pulling it down into your chest. Put your left arm at the elbow, also holding it at your chest." She moved her arms into position, taking a lot of the stress off her neck, making the choke less dangerous.
"Now, use your legs to help push me away... yeah... just like that... then with a quick push of your legs, then your left arm... yeah... wrap your right arm around my neck and grab your bicep. Just like that," he said, his voice suddenly a little stressed. "Now you just squeeze until I pass out..."
She squeezed and within seconds he was tapping her arm, signaling that he was trapped. She felt a thrill go through her body. She could be in control. He tapped again, a little harder, and she released. Vince sat up, his face red from the blocked blood flow. He smiled, pleased that she was so good with the move.
She practiced it several times, each time nearly making Vince pass out, until it felt more natural before they moved to another move.
"Ok, here's the next choke," he said, putting both his hands on her throat lightly. Emmanuelle shivered, loving to be choked during sex. It felt so raw, so controlling. God she wanted him!
"Ok," she said, her face flushed with excitement. She squirmed, adjusting her legs around his waist, feeling his cock so close to her. Her pussy felt so damn hot. She knew he was getting hard.
"All you do is grab my wrists with both hands, put your calves on my shoulders, and push your knees in while pulling my wrists outward."
She followed his instructions until he said, "tap, tap," unable to physically tap otherwise. They repeated the choke and counter several times, once again. She shuddered from the repeated choking, repeated near-rape scenario. She was near breathless and her pussy was tingling. She desperately wanted Vince to choke her like this while he thrust into her, again and again, slamming into her wet pussy. His last hold was more firm, more real. She could feel his heat, his desire. His grip on her throat was strong, really choking her this time. She flipped her legs up, grabbing his wrists. She pushed her knees in hard, going far harder than before. He eased his hold, fearing she would break his arms otherwise as she stared into his eyes, face flushed, her pussy tingling incessantly.
When she released him, he sat between her legs for a moment, breathing hard, looking down at her. He finally grabbed her wrists, holding them tight against the floor and leaned down over her. "Now what would you do to escape?" he asked seductively. His face was so close.
She shook excitedly, her pussy so wet, so needy. "I don't want to escape," she whispered, licking her lips excitedly.
He looked down at her. Her eyes were half closed, her breasts rising and falling with her heavy breaths. Her hard nipples poked into her shirt, even through her bra. He felt her hips move, trying to push into him, trying to slide against him. Suddenly he leaned down, kissing her hard. Her body shook, her lips and tongue worked against his as he aggressively attacked her mouth.
It only lasted a moment, then he released her and stood.
"Grab some water," he said, breathing hard, taking her hand and helping her up. She walked to her gym bag and grabbed her water, taking a drink. She was warm, flushed.
"I'm going to grab some pads for throws," he said, moving to the supply room behind his office. He opened the door and disappeared through it as she watched. As if drawn by a magnet, her feet began to step toward it. The door was open and she could hear him rummaging around inside as she approached. When she reached the door, she silently stepped through it.
Vince had his back to her, putting a box on the shelf in the back of the closet. He felt her presence and turned, looking at her. His face showed his extreme restraint, as if afraid of what might get unleashed. His chest heaved with his breathing, his hands clenching and unclenching repeatedly. She was already in the room, where she wasn't supposed to be. There was no way to back out gracefully now. For a few seconds there was silence, only the sound of their heavy breathing.
"I want you..." she said, her voice faltering. She licked her lips, her mouth feeling so dry.
Vince took a step forward, his expression blank. He cocked his head. "You want... what?"
Her breathing was uneven and fast. She felt like she was already close to an orgasm and the intensity of his gaze wasn't helping her find her voice. She took a step forward as well.
"I want...," her voice faltered again, but this time only for a second. "I want you to fuck me."
She whispered it, knowing it was barely audible, and looked at the floor. Her body was warm and flushed, every hair on end, every nerve tingling. She felt Vince's eyes on her and told herself the worst he could do was say no, and she could turn around, leave, and never come back. The all-encompassing fixation of wanting him overruled humiliation in her as the room stayed silent for a few seconds.
Vince's motions were deliberate as he moved toward and then past her. Her eyes widened. She didn't move.
She heard the door close, a quiet, solid thud. She sensed that he was still in the room with her, sending a jolt of heat through her that almost made her dizzy. She barely breathed as she started to turn around. And then he as already back in front of her. He moved so close he was almost touching her, close enough that she felt weak, but not actually making contact. He looked down at her.
"You want me to fuck you," he repeated slowly, emotionless.
She trembled, wanting to touch him, but feeling frozen. She was still looking at the ground and nodded.
He reached forward with one finger and lifted her chin up, lifting her eyes to his. Vince pushed forward and kissed her, hard, his body pressing against hers as she hit the stack of mats behind her. She thrashed against him, her hands pulling at his t-shirt as she fought to breathe. She felt like she could already cum.
Vince placed a hand behind her neck, the other gripping her waist, pulling her body even closer to his. She pulled at his t-shirt again and he let go of her as he pulled it over his head and off. He reached down and roughly pulled hers off as well, then returned his hands to the solid grip on her body and his mouth on hers in an unrelenting kiss. She could feel his erection against her leg as he slowed down and eased back.
Vince's eyes blazed into hers as he ran a finger from her collarbone down to the top of her bra. Slowly he pulled her bra up, grabbing her breasts with a firmness just short of painful. He bent forward, taking a firm nipple between his lips and sucked hard. Her legs buckled, her mouth opened in a gasp of pleasure.
He then grabbed her arm, twisting it suddenly, pinning it behind her back and turned her to face the mats. With his free hand he released the clasp of her bra. He pushed her into the stack of mats, that was just over waist high, pressing his body behind her.
He released her arm, ran his hand up the back of her neck and grabbed her hair near the scalp. She whimpered as he kissed and nibbled on her neck, his warm flesh against her back, her pussy starting to drip. He then lowered his hand and yanked her workout pants and panties down to her knees. Pushing her torso further up onto the mats, her legs were lifted and he pulled them completely off, tossing them to the opposite wall.
She wanted him to throw her down, ram his cock into her and fuck her hard, taking full control of her. She tried to wiggle impatiently, but the grip he had on her was strong and overpowering. She felt his breath on her ear, steady in comparison to her almost frantic panting. She caught her breath as he pulled her hair, pulling her head back roughly.
"Well, conveniently enough Emmanuelle, I want to fuck you, too," he whispered smoothly, and her legs trembled.
She whimpered desperately. He hadn't even touched her pussy and she felt a climax fast approaching. "Vince," she pleaded, desperate to be touched.
He slid his hand over her ass and between her legs, smoothly, powerfully, sliding over her pussy and clit. She gasped and climaxed as soon as he touched her, an orgasm bursting forth in a rush so overpowering she almost felt she'd lose consciousness. Steady, unabated screams rang through the small room as Vince held her balance with his unyielding grip of her hair. His hand stroked her hard, his fingers invading her pussy again and again.
When her orgasm finished, she felt limp, her entire body slick with sweat, legs shaking and hanging like strings over the stack of mats. He grabbed her leg and lifted it, laying it up on the stack of mats, spreading her thighs wide apart. His hand smacked her ass cheek, hearing her whimper excitedly. He knelt on the floor and pressed his mouth against her labia, thrusting his tongue inside her.
She heard his eagerness echoing off the walls as he licked her pussy and, breathing excitedly, heard her own primal grunts of pleasure echo off the walls. His hands grabbed her ass, squeezing and pushing her harder into the mats, keeping her legs spread wide. His tongue slashed against her clit, over her sensitive moist, pink flesh. His lips trapped her labia, sucking them into his mouth again and again, nibbling on them with sharp teeth.
Her juices dripped from her, ran like water down her legs as she came again and again from his ravaging tongue. "Oh my God," she whimpered, desperately clawing at the mats beneath her, as her orgasms overwhelmed her. She felt so limp, so weak and helpless.
She felt him move away at last, felt his hot breath and relentless tongue finally leave her pussy and give her a second to breathe. Her body felt the loss. She almost missed his mouth.
His hand grabbed her ass roughly as he stood, holding her cheek firmly in his palm. She heard the rustling of clothes and realized he was sliding his workout pants down and off his legs, making him completely naked. She felt pangs of desire, wanting to see his cock, to feel it in her hands, in her mouth.
"I want your cock," she whimpered, dropping her leg to the floor, turning and kneeling before him. Her hands went directly to his cock, cradling it gently. It's firmness and power excited her. She slid them up and down his length. He was so hard, so big. She loved the feel of the soft skin surrounding the steel-hard flesh beneath.
She leaned forward, licking the underside completely, from the base to the tip, tasting him for the first time. He groaned when their eyes met, hers half closed with yearning, as she licked him like an ice cream cone. Her mouth was watering, she wanted him so badly. She was looking up at him as she opened her lips and slid his hard cock into her mouth slowly, in by inch, going as deep as she could.
Her lips closed on him as she pulled back to the tip, sucking, her tongue swirling underneath him. She continued, sliding up and down his length, moaning with each stroke. She loved feeling him in her mouth, loved tasting him, loved gagging on him. She felt his hand touch her head, pet her as she deep-throated him again and again.
She slid her hands back to cradle his ass as she forced him even deeper into her mouth. She could feel him entering her throat and felt him shiver as she swallowed around the head. She gagged a little before pulling him out and used the spittle on his shaft to stroke his length.
He hissed as he inhaled sharply, watching her hands slide up and down his length, twisting slightly. He closed his eyes for a moment, the surge of desire building within him so strongly. He had to control it, he thought. If she only knew what he might do to her... what he wanted to do to her...
Emmanuelle watched his cock slide between her hands. It became so hard and swollen. She knew it would feel so good inside her and could barely wait to feel it slide into her achingly moist center. Her hands felt so feeble holding it, stroking it as she knelt before him. She loved feeling so submissive to him.



He grunted again and she knew he was close. He slid out of her mouth and helped her stand, pulling her into him roughly and kissing her. His strong arms wrapped around her, trapping her where she wanted to be. She could feel her breasts press against his chest, her nipples digging into his flesh. She felt his cock press against her abdomen, so hard and swollen.
He turned her around and forced her leg back up on the mats and slapped her ass again. She moaned excitedly. He paused for a moment then spanked her again. The feral grunt that escaped her mouth excited him, made him strike her tender flesh again and again, making it pink and warm. She writhed beneath him, loving his every touch.
After nearly two dozen he stopped and admired her body. She was panting, her back shining in the light with a sheen of sweat covering it. Her ass was rosey red, so incredibly beautiful. And her pussy was still so damn wet if not wetter than she was before.
His heat inflamed he grabbed her hips and pushed his cock up and down the folds of her pussy, teasingly. The head stroked across her clit making her body shake. She groaned, begging passionately, desperate for him to fuck her now.
"Oh God, please," she begged him, her voice quivering, breathy with her panting.
His fingers dug into her hips as he slid the tip of his cock into her, forcing her pussy open for him. Her body was shaking with need, her hands gripping the mats below her. She needed him inside her so badly.
He slid in slowly, forcing air out of her lungs as she exhaled sharply. He felt so big inside her, splitting her in two, as he kept driving deeper and deeper. It seemed to take forever until she felt his hips press into her ass. He was completely buried inside her now and she felt so full, so complete.
Just as slowly, he withdrew, pulling his length from her until her body missed his presence, ached for his return. He gasped as she squeezed his cock with her pussy, and he forced himself back inside, repeating the long, slow process. She was practically screaming now, her body overheated beyond belief. His rock hard cock was driving her insane!
"Fuck me, damnit!" she screamed, clawing behind herself, trying to grab his hips and forcing him to fuck her.
"Fuck," he grunted and thrust in faster, harder, forcing his cock all the way inside before drawing out slowly. Her pussy was so tight and felt so heavenly wrapped around him. He felt her wetness oozing out of her with each stroke, dripping from his balls. Each stroke was harder and faster, each stroke made her pant as air was forced from her lungs again and again. Each stroke made him grunt louder as he forced himself against her ass again and again, driving his cock deeper and deeper inside her swollen pussy.
He felt her pussy squeeze him as she came again, her body rippling with pleasure. She put her hands on the wall to keep her head from pounding into it as he pushed harder and faster, demanding more. He never seemed to stop, she realized, thrusting like a machine and she couldn't stop him. He was going to continue making her cum until he was sated and no sooner. Her body felt limp, weak, and helpless.
Suddenly, she heard him groan more loudly, felt his body slow its thrusting, tense and shake. His hands loosened on her hips as she felt him spray deep inside her again and again. Another orgasm raced through her body, making her tremble all over again before she felt him finally slide from inside her.
He fell onto her back, holding her, his warm flesh against hers. They lay for long minutes, panting, their hearts still racing. Finally, Vince stood.
He held out his hand again and slowly turned her around. Her feet on the floor felt foreign as she stood on her own. They gathered their clothes and dressed silently and slowly and they walked to the door together. She turned towards him and, without a word, he grabbed her by the back of her neck and kissed her, rendering her immediately breathless as she braced herself against the door with one hand.
He let go of her slowly and took a step back as her hand felt the door knob.
"See you Monday." Vince's hand brushed the small of her back, lightly touching her, before she turned the knob and they opened the door. "Unless..."
She stopped and turned towards him, smiling. "Unless?"
"Unless... you want to stop by for a beer..." He smiled. "I have a little cake, too."
She bit her lower lip, smiling back at him. Her body was sore and tired, but she didn't want the night to ever end. "Beer and cake... well, who can pass up an offer like that. I'll follow you," she said, grinning.
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The Expert
The flight this morning seemed to take longer than it should have. Angela Cole was up by 6:00am in order to make it to work, worked a full 8 hours, and then took a 5:30 flight in order to be at LAX at 10:30pm... and finally to the hotel by 11:30. She was tired, but not quite tired enough to go to sleep just yet. Unfortunately, her second wind had kicked in and it was going to take a little work to relax again.
She got a little cleaned up and slipped down to the hotel bar and lounge. There were only a few people in the bar this late on a Monday night and she sat near a young brunette and redhead at the bar itself. They both had to be in their mid-twenties, she calculated... a full 25 years younger than herself. She ordered a Cosmopolitan and just sat, idly watching the TV and occasionally glancing at her bar-mates, the two lovely women, obviously a couple.
Several drinks and thirty minutes later, she found her eyes continually distracted as she admired the view the closest woman's left breast provided when she lifted her glass. On such a steamy summer evening, the woman had decided to forgo wearing even the skimpiest of bras and had slipped on a silk blouse with extremely wide, short sleeves. Her flesh was visible beneath, especially when she lifted her arm. And her nipples delightfully pressed against the front even when she didn't.
Angela could just overhear their conversation and tried to remain as inconspicuous as possible as the subject they were debating was masturbation.
The lovely brunette to her right had just lifted her glass and Angela was admiring the way her hard, baby pink nipple rode high on its lovely, fleshy breast when a waiter dropped a tray behind them and the woman swung her eyes to the noise, catching Angela in full stare.
"Would you mind taking your eyes off my tits?" the woman requested quietly, almost challenging Angela to continue looking.
Angela smiled. "I'm afraid that's like the security guard at the museum asking people not to look at the paintings," I replied. "You have to admit, masterpieces are meant to be admired."
The redhead on the far side of her friend twisted around, leaned back behind her, and asked what Angela had said.
"She has the excellent taste to consider my left boob a masterpiece," the brunette replied. "Frankly, I've always thought my right boob was a tiny bit better, but they are nearly twins." She smiled, extending her hand. "I'm Jennifer and this is Tanya. Pay absolutely no attention to her," she said, gesturing at her redhead friend.
"I'm Angela," I said, taking her hand gently.
"She does have lovely breasts if you admire miniatures," Tanya said rather cattily and leaning toward me, pressing her boobs together to show her lovely cleavage and prove her own were definitely not in that category. They were absolutely full, practically spilling over the top of her blouse and busting the buttons open. She smiled. "As you can see, mine are much better to look at."
"They are very, very nice indeed," Angela said softly, smiling.
"You know," Jennifer said, "before you sat down we made a bet on how long it would take someone to make a move on one or both of us. We both lost. What took you so long?"
Angela laughed. "I didn't want to intrude on your discussion, although I have some... expertise, shall we say, in the matter," she confessed, smiling and taking a sip.
"Really? Expertise in masturbation? Alone often, eh? If you don't mind me asking..." she giggled.
Jennifer so far was content to allow her friend to ask the questions, but did smile as she sipped her cocktail and used her hand to surreptitiously open the side of her blouse to provide Angela another great view of the mound of flesh that opened their conversation.
"It just so happens that until she was killed by a drunk driver five years ago, my wife insisted that I... ummm... attend to those needs with her, every night. She claimed she couldn't sleep until she had an orgasm, and claimed that my mouth was the best at giving her one." That was the fifth Cosmopolitan talking. Had she stopped at four she would never have uttered such intimate information.
"And that relates how...?" Jennifer reentered the conversation.
"Well..." Angela started. "As you can imagine, being a lesbian, I absolutely love oral sex. And, it means I often use my fingers to assist," she answered. "At first I admit to being typically heavy-handed when dealing with those... delicate... tissues, but she was a very good teacher. We practiced a lot." She was smiling, remembering many of her sessions over the years. "Although all women are issued approximately the same equipment, unfortunately they just don't come with instruction manuals."
"And what might those instruction manuals say?" Jennifer inquired, smiling and taking another sip. Angela could tell she was getting a little excited just thinking about getting her pussy expertly licked.
"Touch, don't rub, would be right on the first page," Angela told her. "Along with most men, I at first knew no better and would rub her furiously when pleasing her. Like a blind monkey playing a clarinet, furiously trying to play something euphonious. Eventually I'd give her an orgasm, but it took forever, wasted a lot of energy, and certainly fell far short of the beautiful music she desired and deserved."
Jennifer licked her lips, her hand was inside her blouse now, teasing her left nipple between her fingers as she stared at me. "Forgive me for asking, but, are you currently single?" she asked, giggling slightly.
"Unfortunately, yes," Angela nodded and looked at her glass. "After her death, I decided to take a little break from relationships. So, no one has since claimed my expertise for their own."
"If you'll notice, my dear beloved Tanya, we are the only women in this place," Jennifer said, breathing a little heavier.
"Yes we are..." Tanya said, wondering what she meant about that fact.
"We don't usually go looking for playmates... but, I am inclined to believe our new lovely friend here has something to tell us, or even better, show us in some semblance of privacy. I suggest we move to the ladies' room and lock the door where she can explain the details of her... technique." She turned towards Angela, challengingly. "Are you... interested?"
"In showing you my technique?"
She nodded. "Unless you're not up for the challenge... Maybe you were a little loose on your qualifications?" She smoothed the sides of her skirt and moved beside Tanya, bending her head and kissing her shoulder. They both stared at Angela, daring her.
Two beautiful, young women were too hard to pass up. It had been a little too long. Angela slid off her bar stool and tossed money on the bar, plenty for the drinks and a generous tip.
Jennifer tossed a couple twenties on the top of the bar as she and Tanya started walking toward the bathrooms. "Coming?" Tanya asked Angela, looking back, giggling at her double-meaning.
Angela gulped the last of the drink she now regretted ordering and trailed them to the surprisingly large bathroom. Once inside she locked the door behind them, while together they removed every stitch of clothing they wore. They complimented each other perfectly as opposites often do. Jennifer's breasts were B-cups and her small nipples pointed, threatening to cut glass. Tanya's were more generously formed, C-cups at least, more likely D's, and while they hadn't much sag, did not lift past the horizontal. While Jennifer's nipples were small and hard diamond points, likely pointed all the time, Tanya's nipples were bolder, dusky rose in color, inches bigger covering a good portion of her breast, her breasts themselves were of the dimensions usually featured on the opening pages of porn sites.
When her gaze dropped lower, Angela discovered that there, too, they were drastically different. Jennifer's bikini must be among the tiniest made because she had trimmed all but one little strip, her bare clit exposed, swollen and ready below. Tanya had gone her one better, opting for total depilation. Her juices were practically running down her legs. Her inner labia were large and boldly announced their desires.
"It's not what you think," Tanya said, observing where Angela was looking. "The redhead up top is real. I just love the way silk panties slide over my bald pussy."
Jennifer strode over to the chaise lounge, a common fixture in upscale ladies' lounges, and reclined on her back. "We flipped. I won't say who won, but I'm the designated demonstration model," she said with a smile and a giggle. "I do have to tell you, though, that while we're very attached, we are both extremely interested in our conversation. Now, what was that about... not rubbing? That being the easiest way to get the job done."
Her lack of modesty and desire for raw sex excited Angela. "Show me how you normally masturbate," she challenged.
Without hesitating, Jennifer extended all four fingers of her right hand, held them closely together, and proceeded to rub them up and down across her labia. After a bit, she crooked her middle finger, inserted it between her labia and continued the massage. Her eyes were on Angela, trying to determine her evaluation of her technique.
"Is that your method, too?" Angela asked Tanya.
"Just about, except since I'm bigger, I usually stick in two fingers," she admitted. "Are you telling us that we're doing it wrong?"
"There is no text on the subject I know of, so there can't be right or wrong answer. However, I guarantee I can show you a more... effective... method," Angela promised, smiling. "Rubbing yourself in that manner is like using a roller to paint. It's fine for a wall and covers a wide area, but you wouldn't use one to paint a delicate picture, would you? A single fingertip is the proper tool, and always in an upward motion. Scrubbing up and down confuses the nerve endings. Stroking the labia upward concentrates the sensations where they will go eventually anyway... into the clitoris."
"It actually makes a lot of sense when you put it that way," Jennifer agreed. "Shall I try it, or would you prefer to demonstrate on me yourself?" Angela smiled, lifted Jennifer's hand aside, and, barely grazing the surface, showed her what her years of extensive training with her beautiful lover had revealed to be the most enjoyable procedure.
"Never insert fingers at this point," Angela cautioned them both, her face inches from Jennifer's lovely, wet center. "You're only using them as a penis substitute, and that organ shouldn't come into play until much later... once the lubrication flows. See it? See how her clitoris peeks out at the sensations? It's time to caress the clit now. Caress it lovingly... tenderly... slowly... not rub or poke at it. I don't have to remind you how antsy that bundle of nerves can be if handled roughly. Most of the most sensitive tissue is at or just under the tip, so glide your finger along the sides first, like this. Feel good?" Angela asked for confirmation.
"So damned good I promise to kill you if you stop," Jennifer growled, her eyes feral, her legs quivering, her hands clawing at the chaise lounge. "Fuck!"
"Just curious, but I just have to ask," Tanya said over my shoulder as she watched her friend squirm below us. She seemed intent on watching my finger slide up and down the sides of her friend's clit. "Have you had the chance to practice much since... you know...?"
"Unfortunately, no," Angela admitted, as she continued to stimulate Jennifer's clit. "I've gone on a few dates and the ladies have... appreciated... the lessons I learned, but it's been too long and far between. I really do miss it."
"That's too bad," Jennifer consoled me, then lifted her hips excitedly and asked, "Isn't it about time to put something in me? I have a terrible, empty feeling."
"That means you're at the proper plateau. I can continue in several directions. For the purposes of this demonstration, suppose we work on your G-spot?" Angela said, licking her lips. She wanted to lick her pussy so badly. "Two fingers in under the clitoris and the thumb in opposition from outside is the best way to locate it," she said, inserting her fingers, probing to find the spot. "Usually right... about... here..." Jennifer flinched, hissing air, her legs straightening violently, and Angela knew they were there. "Now this is much easier if you have help," she smiled. "The sensations produced can be too violent for you to keep the required pressure on yourself."
"Oooh! Fuck! That's lots better than when I do it," Jennifer agreed. "More, please. More!"
"Too much pressure for too long and it's bound to cause pain. You have to caress it like this," and Angela showed her, curling her fingers inside Jennifer's pussy in a come-hither motion, stroking with her thumb outside her body. Jennifer grunted and breathed deeply, her face contorting in pleasure as she flew toward a climax.
"Oh my God! Get something on my clit now!" she finally demanded. Angela smiled, bent forward, and began licking her clit with the pointed tip of her tongue, slowly circling it and digging at it from beneath. With her free hand, she started unbuttoning her own blouse and pulling her arms free.
Tanya leaned over and pinched Jennifer's nipples as she ordered her to cum fast. "Don't you dare use her up!" she commanded. "I want my turn, and not with her too tired to move." She pointed at her friend. "Make her cum hard and fast."
Angela used the flat of her tongue to bathe Jennifer's clit in warmth so beautifully at the same time her fingers teased her G-spot. Her moaning and wails echoed off the walls as her legs shook uncontrollably and she indeed came quickly.
Angela pulled her hand out of Jennifer and released her quivering clit. Her body was shaking as pleasure rolled through it again and again. Tanya sat on the chaise lounge and spread her legs, her fingers sliding in and out of her sopping wet pussy.
"Just lick me," she said, as she pried me out of Jennifer's arms and cunt and pulled me towards her own pussy. "I really need to cum like that!"
Angela slid between her legs, kneeling on the cushion she'd placed on the ground. She grabbed Jennifer's breasts, squeezing and massaging them, teasing her nipples. She dribbled spit on her hand and used that to lubricate and tease her nipples even more.
"Spit usually helps... in every area," she said smiling.
"Oh... that feels nice," Tanya panted as she watched her work.
"And use as much as you feel like you need." She bent over and dribbled spit onto her breasts and swirled it around like massage oil.
"I'm feeling really tingly all over," Tanya said as Angela pinched and pulled at her nipples with both hands. "You look so fucking hot just grabbing my big tits."
"And you are more than welcome to grab mine, if that'll get you more excited," Angela said, smiling.
"Really?"
Tanya sat up and grabbed Angela's breasts through her bra, as Angela reached back and unfastened it. She tossed it aside as Tanya grabbed her nipples and teased them, too.
"Oh my God, that's working," Tanya moaned.
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah! Every time you fucking pinch them, my clit tingles."
Tanya was squirming on the lounger, obviously extremely aroused. "Oh, that feels so good. Show me, goddammit... show me what you did to her."
They heard someone trying the doorknob to the restroom and finding it locked. They then knocked. "Hello? Is someone in there?"
"We'll be out in a minute," Jennifer said loudly, giggling. "Sorry. There's been a little emergency in here."
Angela gently teased and stroked Tanya's clit, just as she had Jennifer's, but her pussy responded so much faster. Her labia were engorged when Angela started and now were very open, begging for more. Angela slid three fingers inside her, knowing she was too excited to prolong this further, and curled them over her G-spot, rhythmically strumming it, while she started licking her extended, swollen clit.
"Oh my God... oh my fucking God!" Tanya panted. "I'm so close already!"
Angela took the next step and began lightly sucking and slurping on Tanya's clit, giving her new and different sensations.
"Oh my God yes, yes, yes, yes! Fuck!" she screamed as she came, her legs flailing in the air, her hands not knowing what to grab but finding a slight hold on the lounger beneath her.
When she came, it was incredible for both of Tanya and Angela. Tanya went absolutely rigid as Angela teased the last drop from her pussy, her hand and arm soaking, her juices dripping onto the floor. Beside them, Jennifer was sitting on the lounger, using her hands to prolong her own series of diminishing orgasms as she watched.
It seemed like they were in the bathroom forever, recovering. When they finally did, Angela could not get a word in edgewise as the ladies debated who would do what to whom next, wanting to move this to their room upstairs. They dressed hastily with Jennifer grabbing Angela's hand, leading her out the bathroom door.
They giggled as they passed the woman standing in the hallway outside the door.
Jennifer led Angela through the lobby to the elevator. "I get her first," Jennifer said as she pressed the elevator button.
"Whoa, whoa, whoa! You got her first this time!" Tanya fought back.
Angela giggled, trudging behind them, filing into the elevator, glad that the appointment with her client wasn't until 1:00 tomorrow. "Ladies, there's plenty enough for me to go around."
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Lick
** This was originally written with the song lyrics to the song 'Lick' by Joi. Highly recommended to listen to this song before reading.
"I can't believe you're this incompetent," Ms. Lotley said softly. Danielle stood in front of her desk shaking, partly in fear, partly in anger. "Either incompetent or just lazy." Jordan Lotley, Danielle's boss, held a few papers in her hand while she reviewed others, shaking her head. She looked up briefly, glaring at Danielle. Her expression changed, one requesting Danielle to defend herself.
"I... I don't know what you want me to say," Danielle whispered.
"I want you to tell me that this isn't going to happen again. This is... ridiculous. It's sloppy work."
Danielle wanted to scream, wanted to hit her boss. She did exactly what Ms. Lotley told her to do three days ago.
"But..." she started to protest. She knew it wouldn't do any good to protest to this bitch, but it slipped out anyways.
"But?" Ms. Lotley looked at her hotly, ready for a fight... ready to simply fire her.
All she could do was suck it up and do it like she said this time. She looked at the floor, knowing she couldn't win this fight.
"I'm sorry Ms. Lotley, it isn't going to happen again. I'll fix it."
Ms. Lotley grabbed the stack of papers, haphazardly arranged in her grasp, and handed them to Danielle. The younger woman took the stack but when she pulled back, it fell to the floor, scattering wildly. Danielle exhaled, exasperated as she knelt down and started picking up the loose sheets. She could almost hear Ms. Lotley's head moving from side to side as she showed her disapproval. Danielle wondered if anything was going to go right today.
"You better fix it... and your attitude too."
She stood with the bunched papers, hastily arranged in her hands and quickly left the office, moving past the secretary who gave her a knowing, apologetic look. Everyone in the office knew Ms. Lotley was a bitch. But they had no choice but to make the best of it. She was one of the most successful managers in the company, and the complaints seem to just fall on deaf ears.
She walked down the hall, halfway between rage and tears, walking into the big bullpen room, filled with cubicles and sat in her chair. Each little office was surrounded by five foot dividers to hide each occupant from prying eyes, but not sounds. She knew she couldn't break down. Not here. Not now.
She was breathing hard, her hands clenching and opening on her desk, her eyes staring at her reflection in the computer monitor. She'd need something to calm her nerves... she'd need it bad.
She pulled out her phone, holding it in her lap to be inconspicuous. She knew Ms. Lotley wouldn't approve of her using it now, when she was supposed to be working. She quickly brought up the text message screen, typing:
'Damn it! Work sucks. Need it bad!'
She set her phone aside, thinking about the possibilities, thinking about the rapture she'll feel. It only took a minute for the reply to come back. She'd had many lovers in her life, many that had so much potential. But none were like Vince. He was... incredible. The orgasms he gave her were so intense. Everything she felt now would easily get swept away when he pleasured her and brought her to the brink of an intense explosion. She closed her eyes, thinking of the things he made her feel when the beep of her phone interrupted her.
'Can't tonight, I have a date'
What the fuck, she thought. I don't care what you think you're doing, you come when I need you. Angrily, she typed back.
'Fuck! Cancel. Tonight 8. NEED IT!'
She knew he'd be there. He was always there when she called. He enjoyed their time together as much as she did. And she very much enjoyed time with him. He was an amazing lover. Just the thought of what he could do with his tongue gave her shivers. She imagined him between her legs and felt her pussy moisten, felt her pulse begin to race. Tonight would be so heavenly.
God, just the thought of him drove her into a frenzy. She let her hand slide between her thighs and press into her slack-covered mound. The sensations weren't very good, but good enough. She shivered with desire, thinking about him kneeling between her legs, just watching her play with her pussy. She loved teasing him like this. The pure need that he displayed on his face as he watched her fingers teasing and squeezing her beautiful pussy made her so damn hot. Sometimes she wondered what he saw and had him hold a video camera so she could see for herself. She loved playing them back when she masturbated, watching her own fingers tease her pussy, slide over her clit, hearing his heavy breathing and then seeing him move in to begin pleasuring her.
The first time they met, she was out at a dance club with friends and she approached him on the dance floor and danced with him for several songs. She knew just by how he moved that he would be a good lover. She knew she wanted to fuck him. She took him home and wasn't disappointed. She shivered when she remembered how his tongue felt against her nipples, curling, pressing against each one making them so hard. She watched as his lips encased each nub and he suckled on them like a baby, her hands curled gently to the back of his head to hold him.
She sat back in her chair, briefly looking around, listening intently for the sound of someone walking by as one hand grazed her nipple, feeling how hard it had gotten. She pinched it between her finger and thumb, loving the tight, slightly painful sensation, remembering how his teeth felt when he nibbled on them.
Breathing heavily, she grabbed a thumb drive from her purse and pushed it into her computer. With a few mouse clicks, a video appeared and she adjusted it's size to make it less conspicuous. She licked her lips as she pressed play and watched from her own point of view as her lover moved between her legs and lightly applied his tongue to her mons.
"Oh god," she whispered hotly, squeezing her thighs together. "I so need it."
She could almost feel every press of his tongue as it slid along her labia, then delved between and rose to flick over her clit. Her fingers pressed into her jeans where his tongue would be driving her quickly towards her orgasm.
"Danielle!" a voice interrupted her as she sat staring hopefully at the monitor.
She looked up, startled. "Ms. Lotley..." Her fingers were trapped between her thighs and she tried not to move them.
"Keep your mind on work and you might actually get work done," the older woman scolded her. She doubted Ms. Lotley had actually seen her screen, much less the sexy video or she knew the scolding would have been a lot worse. Ms. Lotley dropped a sheet of paper that floated onto her desk. "Add these figures to your report too. And try to have it done tomorrow morning," the woman droned. Danielle just knew that Ms. Lotley said more than that, but her mind drifted as her fingers stroked her sex over her jeans. Her eyes focused on the woman's lips... on her tongue... and all she could do was think about her need.
"I'll get right on it, Ms. Lotley," she said quickly, realizing her mind had drifted. She wasn't quite sure how she was going to get the work done in time, but just the additional thoughts had made her even hornier and needful.
She couldn't believe that a wonderful, attentive, incredible lover like Vince could have such a bitchy sister. She laughed thinking that what Ms. Lotley likely needed was something that her own brother was so good at.
The day seemed to drag on and on. Every moment was spent thinking about what was going to happen that night. She couldn't believe how turned on she was. She couldn't believe how badly her body was responding to this need of hers. Her panties were utterly drenched as she squeezed her thighs together on the drive home. Her left hand was stroking herself through her jeans the entire time as she envisioned her lover pleasing her again and again.
When she finally arrived at home, no sooner had she closed the door when she started pulling her clothes off. It wasn't a slow, sensual disrobing, either, but a one full of lust, need, and immediacy. She could feel her wetness hit the cool air as she peeled away her sodden panties. She let her fingers play for a moment in her dripping sex, feeling how swollen her clit was. The head was peeking out of its protective sheaf, wanting to be licked and kissed.
She pulled back her flesh, exposing as much of her clit as possible by trapping it between her fingers and swiped a finger over it, making her body shake, so near to an orgasm. She wet the tip of her finger with her tongue and danced it over her naked clit, reveling in the sensations again and again as it swiped back and forth.
"Fuck!" she groaned. She slipped into the bathroom and started the water in the bathtub. She reached over and grabbed the bottle of scented oils and drizzled some into the water. She wanted to be perfectly clean and smooth for her lover's caress. She pulled open a drawer in the vanity and removed her soft rubber dildo, smiling as she envisioned her play.
She took a long bath, even by her standards, washing and rewashing, and using her razor to shave and carefully make her body smooth. She made her pussy bald, knowing that Vince loved it like that. During their first meeting, he told her that the smoother and softer she was, the longer he'd pleasure her, loving the feel of her flesh on his tongue. She shivered at the thought.
When she finished, she lay back in the tub, bending her knees and spreading her legs apart. Slowly... so deliciously slowly... she eased the dildo into her overheated pussy, feeling inch by inch push inside her. She closed her eyes, envisioning Vince's cock as it pulsed in front of her. She'd hold it in her hands and guide it inside her before he took over his lovely, animalistic thrusting. For now, though, she was in charge, using the dildo as an inadequate but necessary substitute. She held it with both hands and eagerly thrust it in and out of her wetness, panting loudly, the sounds echoing about the small, tiled room.
Her hips rose and fell, the water splashing about her as she pushed and pulled her pink, pliable lover. Her eyes were half closed as she felt every lovely ridge caress her labia.
It took extreme self control, but she denied herself the pleasure of her orgasm, simply bringing herself close several times... for now.
Breathing heavily, she lifted herself out of the bathtub and toweled off, noting how sensitive and flushed her body was. "If Vince doesn't show up tonight, I'm going to be in trouble," she whispered, watching her hardened nipples in the mirror. Naked, she slipped into her bedroom and opened her dresser to plan her outfit for the evening. She smiled as she lifted out her black, see-through bra and matching thong. "Even dressed, he'll see just how excited I am," she mused, sliding the material up her long legs and adjusting the fit atop her labia. The cool material made her gasp a little as it came into contact with her overheated pussy.
Time seemed to move quickly now that she was getting ready for her rendezvous. She just finished with her makeup when the doorbell rang. She smiled, checking her outfit in the mirror and slipped a short, red, silk kimono on as she walked to the front door. She breathed deeply a few times, trying to calm her nerves, trying to relax the anticipation.
But when she opened the door, her body felt a rush of pleasure when she saw him standing there. He was dressed in a loose fitting, white, silk, button-down shirt with pleated dress pants, looking incredibly hot. She could feel her pulse racing, could hear her own panting as her eyes watched his lips as his tongue stroked over them, wetting them.
He moved inside the door, smiling wickedly at her, knowing exactly why he was there. He knew that she couldn't resist him, knew that he was an incredible lover. He wasn't haughty about it, but reveled in the fact that he could please her so much. His eyes scanned up and down her body approvingly as he took in her beauty, finally locking eyes with hers as she closed the door.
"I'm glad you came," she says breathing heavily, her excitement plainly evident. She tried to sound confident and in control. She wanted to be in control.
"Are you?" he smiled. "I hope you're ready for me then." He moved the two steps towards her, his hands grabbed her upper arms, forcing her back against the door. He moved close, so close he could feel the heat of her body through his clothing. "Do you know how much I want you?" he asked softly. He bent forward, and pressed his lips tightly against hers in a soft kiss that quickly became heated and hard. His hand moved to her throat, keeping her head back as his tongue slipped between her lips, caressing hers.
"Oh god," she moaned softly. She knew she lost whatever control she thought she had.
His mouth moved lower and he kissed and licked her neck softly before moving up and teasing her ear.
"Mmmm, I can't wait to taste you," he moaned softly, making her shiver in his arms. "I've been thinking about your pussy all day now and I can't wait to feel it under my tongue."
"Yes," she moaned in response. He felt her push her hips into his, felt her bump against his hardened cock.
"Soooo eager," he whispered in her ear, leaning his body against hers as his lips kissed her neck again and again. He swiped his tongue against her neck in a long, slow lick that made her she shiver and groan. He laughed softly as he repeated it, again and again, slowly tasting her flesh.
"I've been thinking a lot about that tongue," she moaned softly.
"I bet you have," he whispered, his hands moving over her back and sides and down onto her ass. He pulled her kimono up, exposing the bare flesh of her ass to his hands and he cupped her cheeks tightly, squeezing them. She groaned again as he bit her neck aggressively.
"You like my tongue, do you?" His fingers slid down the crack of her ass, teasing her asshole and pussy.
"Oh, God, yessss," she moaned, her body trembling with desire.
Suddenly, he backed away from her and slowly walked over to the couch, kneeling in front of it as if expecting her.
Danielle stood there, panting, so wanting him to lead her. She felt lost without him, so teased and aroused, wanting him back so badly. Where she once felt power and control, she now felt a total lack of control. The desire he generated in her had taken over full control of her body and mind. He patted the seat cushion on the couch, encouraging her to join him. Building up the courage, she moved further into the room and sat down in front of him, staring at him as if shy with a touch of hope. He moved directly in front of her and stopped, looking down at her body, slowly licking his lips, almost salivating like a hungry animal that had found its dinner.
It almost made her cum.
Danielle was panting loudly, watching the pure, unbridled lust on his face. She knew she looked the same way, wanting him so badly. She could feel her body tingling all over with desire. She knew that he was waiting patiently, waiting for her to assume the position he wanted. Slowly, she lifted her left leg and lay it over the arm of the couch. She was almost embarrassed to do this with him just watching her, to show him exactly what she wanted from him. Watching the expression on his face, she lifted her right leg and set her foot on the edge of the couch, opening her thighs widely, exposing herself to him.
She gulped as his hands moved to her right foot, his fingers lightly stroking across each toe, feeling the ridge between them, feeling the arch of her foot and the bone in her ankle. Slowly his hand crept up her calf, sliding along every ridge, feeling the curve of her muscle, feeling the bone of her shin. He moaned softly, commenting on the smoothness of her skin.
He bent forward, his lips and tongue sliding along each toe, his tongue slithering between each toe. She watched him kiss each toe individually, watched his tongue caress and tease her. His mouth moved up her leg, following along her shin and calf, behind his fingers. When his tongue reached her knee, his fingers gently teased the inside of her thigh, the tips tracing so close to her pussy.
He lifted her leg in the air, extending it, as his lips and tongue caressed behind her knee. She moaned sharply, so excitedly. He seemed to take forever, teasing her, building up her excitement to such an extreme height. He slowly set her foot back down on the couch, continuing his journey.
His cheek brushed against the inside of her knee as his fingers slid along the thin boundary between her flesh and panty. She could feel his hot breath and panted excitedly as she watched him. His hand palmed her mons, his palm pushing into her as he softly kissed down her inner thigh. Every kiss, every nibble, every flick of his tongue on her flesh sent ripples of pleasure through her. She knew she was going to have a quick and hard orgasm. He was turning her on so much. All she could do was sit there and feel it.
He sat and watched his handiwork as his other hand joined the first, and pulled her flesh apart, opening her up wider, pulling and trapping the sheer material of her panty between her labia. He smiled as he stroked his finger up and down her bare lips, then, circling gently and slowly around her clit before moving back down again.
"Oh God," Danielle moaned softly. Her wetness was leaking out onto her panties and was definitely making them so wet. She knew he could smell her excitement, could feel it beneath his fingertips. But he just continued smiling, continued to tease her.
"Such a pretty pussy," he whispered softly, never taking his eyes off it. "So hot... so wet... so delicious. I do love licking you."
His hands moved to her hips, his fingers hooking into her panties and pulled them down and off her legs. He then helped her reassume her position. Vince leaned forward, his hands going beneath her ass, cradling her cheeks as his mouth lowered towards her overheated flesh. She watched as his tongue slipped out from between his lips and he took long, slow, lightly-touching licks up her labia. The tip barely touching her as he moved up and down on both sides of her, teasingly.
"Oh my God!" she moaned again and again.
She wanted to beg him... wanted to scream and demand that he lick her... wanted the grab his face and force herself onto his luscious mouth... but all she could do was sit there and watch.
Slowly, he circled her vaginal opening with his finger and pushed the tip just inside of her. His tongue made shorter licks on her pussy then, soft and cat-like, occasionally brushing across her clit. Her toes curled, her body shivered with need and desire. she'd waited so long for this. She needed it so badly.
He was so sure of his technique, driving her crazy and then backing down again, giving her a chance to breath. She wondered how he learned to lick pussy so well, wondered how she could keep him for herself for eternity.
Before she could get used to him, his tongue strokes changed again, sometimes licking up and sometimes licking side to side across her clit, sending bolts of pleasure slamming through her. She was starting to pant loudly now, telling him how much she loved this. While the one finger pushed just a little deeper inside her, another teased her perineum, slowly circling it. She didn't know how much more she could take of this teasing.
Every breath was a loud pant. Her body was shaking and it was difficult for her to hold this position, but she dared not move, dared not make him stop. He was playing her so wonderfully, building her up to her peak so slowly and masterfully.
Then he added pressing the flat of his tongue directly onto her clit, bathing it with heat and wetness that was sending her through the roof. She moved her hips against him, fucking his tongue as he pushed two fingers inside her, curling them upwards and caressing her G-spot. Her body was shaking badly now, writhing on the couch beneath him. She held her head with both hands in disbelief, not knowing what to do with them.



"Oh! Fuck!", she yelled loudly... more so than she meant. She was so close now. It wouldn't take much for her to cum now. He had her just where he wanted her... just where she wanted herself to be.
"You like my tongue, don't you?" he whispered, his breath puffing against her overheated clit. "Tell me you like to watch me lick your pussy."
She looked down at him, her eyes wild and large, her brow furrowed with ecstasy and excitement. "Oh.... fuck yes.... yes... I like that."
"Mmmm," he moaned into her pussy making her scream suddenly. "Watch me make you cum."
Opening his mouth wide, he pressed his tongue against her clit and held it there as she ground against his face. His fingers began fucking her, stroking her G-spot, pressing against her asshole. Hard and harder she pressed up into him, putting her hands on his head, fucking his face. She was screaming with every grunt now, the pleasure so great she couldn't contain it. Her orgasm welled up in her and was released so strongly as she yelled.
His fingers continued to fuck her and probe deep inside her even as she orgasmed. His mouth and lips caressed her lips and clit even as her juices coated them. He was so good at prolonging her orgasm, making it stronger and harder again and again, and this time was no exception. She wondered if she would ever stop cumming. She wondered if she'd pass out.
Even this was more than she expected, better than she had hoped and remembered. Her thighs crushed his head between them as the muscles of her body contracted again and again in her heat. Her eyes were screwed tightly shut, her mouth opened in a wailing scream as her body twisted and turned in delicious agony and ecstasy.
Finally, he pushed away from her and watched her body shake as it recovered from her intense orgasm. He licked each finger clean and swiped across his lips to taste every precious drop of her as she panted above him.
He watched as her eyes slowly opened and looked at him in wonder and admiration. "Oh my God," she whispered. "I'm glad you canceled your date."
"Me too," he replied, smiling, and kissing her knee. "But I'm nowhere near done."
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Jen felt bored as she set the bags of groceries into the back seat of her car. Her life had become rather boring, filled with shopping and housework. She knew the reason she guessed, she just didn't know what to do about it. Married to the same boring man for 8 years can do that to you. Frank was a good man and all, even brought home a healthy salary... but... he wasn't exciting. He didn't give her a thrill. He didn't make her heart jump when she saw him. He barely even got her heart to jump in bed. And she married early, too, at 18, so she felt she had missed a huge portion of her youth. She never had a chance to chase after some wild band member. She never had a chance to ride on the back of a Harley, with the wind blowing in her hair and the smell of leather on the man in front of her. She never had a chance to have sex in some wild public place. These things were relegated to her fantasies, the ones that made her furiously masturbate. She needed something to spice her life up. She sat in the driver's seat idly thinking about what kind of activities she might be interested in, what would excite her and motivate her.
There was a small assortment of social activities in this small, midwestern town, but not enough that something really piqued her interest. Everything seemed... the same... boring. She laughed, wondering if there was some kind of swinger group around. She felt her sex twinge and knew that would be some fun excitement.
She waved idly when one of the other women in town said hi from a few cars down, barely even looking up from the paper. A shadow then slowly crept across the page, blocking her light. It was in the shape of a head, so she knew someone had walked up to her while she was distracted. She looked up and only saw the dark silhouette against the sun.
"Can I help you?" she asked, shielding her eyes from the light.
"Yeah," the voice said. A knife slipped into view, pointing at her. "You can slide on over, darlin'."
The man pushed her into the car, forcing her over into the passenger seat. She was so scared. She couldn't scream, couldn't fight back. The knife was large, and obviously sharp. Her heart was racing, her breathing quick as she froze, wondering what was going to happen to her.
He closed the driver's door, and started up the car, quickly pulling out of the parking lot and onto the street, screeching the tires. It was as if he *wanted* to draw attention to himself.
She couldn't take her eyes off the knife. It scared her so as he held it between them. There was something else, though, too... it... excited her. She felt her mind wander briefly, wondering what he was going to do with her. She imagined some pretty exciting things. The car merged onto the long, rural road heading west and he sped up remarkedly. She felt the speed pressing her into her seat, the bumps and dips in the road moving her about like a rollercoaster. The adrenalin in her body was pumping and she felt a rush.
She closed her eyes, trying to deny what she felt. The man turned on the radio, blaring some heavy beat rock music that seemed to just spur him on, making him drive faster and more recklessly. She hadn't listened to music like that in so long. They passed cars at a high rate of speed and she knew that any mistake would likely cost them their lives.
"What's your name, darlin'?" he yelled looking over at her, smiling broadly. She was pressed against the door, as far from him as possible. She couldn't believe it, but he was... having fun!
"Jjj... Jenifer," she mumbled, barely able to speak.
"Well, nice to meet you Jen. I'm Vince. But you can call me Big Daddy... woooooo hoooooo," he yelled out the window as they sped down the road.
They drove like that for over an hour, moving as fast as they could, passing cars and trucks along the way no matter the danger ahead. He noticed the gas tank was quickly getting empty and started looking for a station. They pulled into one after another thirty minutes and rolled up to the pump.
"You don't go nowhere now, you hear?" he said, putting his hand on her thigh.
He got out of the car and put the nozzle into the tank, starting it filling. She squirmed in her seat for a moment, realizing she had to go to the bathroom. She wondered if he'd even let her, and rolled the window down.
"Excuse me... but I have to use the bathroom."
He walked to the window, gazing down at her, determining her truthfulness. "Ok, darlin'. You come on out." He helped her open the door and walked her to the bathroom. Taking a quick look around the outside, he opened the door and peered inside, pulling her with him.
"Can I go in private?" she asked, surprised.
"This *is* private," he replied, locking the door from the inside. "Go on now, get your business done."
She walked over to the toilet and placed the protective paper on the seat, turned, and reached up under her dress, pulling her panties down. She tried to hide as much as possible, feeling very uncomfortable and stimulated with him there, watching her.
"You do make this difficult. I'm not sure I can pee with you standing there."
"Then you don't have to go. I don't give a fuck." He eyed her position, smiling at how timid she was. "Give me your panties," he demanded.
She couldn't believe he would say something like that and held them protectively. "Wh... what?"
"I said, give me your panties, and I'm not gonna ask again," he said pulling the knife free again.
She pulled then off her legs, holding them carefully for him to take. He reached over and snatched them from her hand, quickly cut them up with the knife, and threw them in the trash.
"Thank you," he smiled.
She looked down, puzzled and excited by his audacity. She didn't want to, but couldn't stop herself as she started peeing.
"There," he laughed. "See how easy that is?"
She smiled uneasily. When she was finished, she wiped and then let her skirt fall back down to her knees again. As she walked over to the door, he pushed her against the wall, roughly, holding her there with the knife at her throat. With his left hand, he grabbed her dress, pulling it above her hips. He smiled down at her, making her wince. She was so scared, wondering what he was going to do with her. He inhaled in her hair, smelling her. She could feel his breath by her ear, exciting her.
She breathed heavily as she felt his fingers touch her mound, slide along her labia. She closed her eyes as she panted in excitement. She knew she shouldn't feel like this, but couldn't help it. Frank had never been like this. He was strictly a missionary-in-the-bed-with-the-lights-off kind of lover. Vince's fingers danced across her clit and tickled her thighs while he leaned down and kissed her deeply. She couldn't understand what was happening to her. She actually wanted his touch, was longing for it. This was incredibly wrong and crazy but was so sexy. His fingers pushed into her and she moaned excitedly, putting her hands on his shoulders for balance. When he withdrew again, he rapidly swiped her clit until she was panting with desire and need.
Then he did the unthinkable. He pulled the knife from her throat and started unfastening his pants, all the while kissing and licking her neck. He was going to fuck her, she thought, and she knew she was going to let him.
She heard his pants fall down, heard him grunt excitedly as he pushed her against the wall. Her hand grabbed her leg, lifting it up to his hip. His cock was touching her now, searching for her entrance. She felt it slide through her hot, wet pussy, felt herself open for him. He found his mark and he thrust in quickly, starting to fuck with quick, short strokes. Her gasps mingled with his grunts through the small space. They were like wild animals in heat... no love... no romance... just wild, animalistic fucking.
The thought made her cum quickly, her body shuddering, her lips professing her enjoyment. And still he kept pumping, more rapidly now as he neared his own orgasm. After only another minute his grunting became more insistent, his strokes more erratic and fevered. Suddenly she felt his body shake and he erupted into her. Fuck, that was so exciting to her and she came again at the thought.
As quickly as it began, it ended. He put his pants back on and they left the bathroom quickly with him pulling her by the arm. When they reached the car, he removed the line from the gas tank, and closed it up. He looked up and down the road for a minute and then walked purposefully into the station. She leaned against the car, shivering with excitement, knowing she should run for her life but unable to.
The gunshot made her jump and stare at the station wondering what was happening. The second shot brought her hand up to her mouth, scared. Vince quickly bolted from the door, a bag of cash in his hand. He threw open the door, shoved her inside and jumped in himself. The duo quickly sped off down the road, tires squealing. Adrenalin was pumping through her as they roared away.
They drove until nightfall before pulling off the rode to avoid prying eyes. The moon was dark that night and the stars were incredibly present, with the sky filled with the winking lights. He got out of the car and popped up on the hood, lying on his back, gazing up at them. She got out slowly, wondering what to say or do. This was the most exciting day in her entire life. And it was such a turn on.
When she got beside him, he turned towards her in the dim light and slithered to the ground, standing in front of her.
"What a damn fine day, darlin'," he said softly, his hands pulling her into a big hug. He moved her around in circles for a moment. "Man, it's good to be alive."
She was caught up in his enthusiasm and felt her heart pumping. When he leaned in and kissed her, she let go, kissing him back with as much passion as she could muster. She felt so open, so carefree, so alive. She felt she was able to just do anything she wanted. She left his mouth and began kissing his neck, gasping in his ear. His body was tight and strong and very warm. She felt the muscles beneath his clothing tense as she caressed them with her wandering hands.
She moved uncertainly to his groin and felt his wonderful erection beneath his jeans. Oh, he was so nicely endowed. She remembered how it felt plunging into her depths and wanted it again. His hips pushed into her hand, encouraging her to touch him more.
"Fuck," he yelled, and grabbed the back of her hair, pulling her head from him. "You fucking make me want to just rape you, woman." He forcefully pushed her to the hood of the car, bending her over onto it. She felt the heat from the engine beneath her, warming her body. He lifted her skirt, baring her ass, and smacked it several times then bent over her and whispered into her ear. "I'm gonna make you cum so hard." She shivered as he ran his hand down her spine, feeling every vertebrae, until it got to her lower back. He flipped her dress up onto her back and knelt behind her, grabbing the cheeks of her ass roughly, pulling them apart.
He kissed her ass cheeks, biting them, and flicking his tongue over them, giving her sensations she'd never had before. She absolutely loved what this man was doing to her and had no idea what would come next. He licked her lower back, trailing his tongue further down her spine, reaching the crack of her ass. Surprisingly, he continued down... sliding lower... moving further.
"Oh god," she moaned loudly when his tongue reached her asshole, slithering around it, pressing into it. She'd absolutely never thought about how erotic that really was, but was now feeling every fabulous jolt. She moaned loudly as he licked and licked, his tongue never ceasing. She wasn't sure what to think or feel and just went with it, trusting him to make her feel so very good. Her hands clawed at the hood of the car, her moaning becoming louder with each passing second.
He pulled her cheeks apart more and swirled his tongue lower again, sliding along her labia. She arched her back, pushing her ass as high into the air as she could. The things this man did to her was incredible. She came within moments of him touching her overheated pussy and was surprised when he didn't stop. He was like a thirsty man leaving the desert... he knew what he wanted and wouldn't stop until he got it.
The second orgasm hit her just as hard as the first one and he finally pulled way and stood. She could hear the tinkling of metal and rustle of material and knew that he was unfastening his pants. He grabbed her hips forcefully and pushed his cock against her. She tensed when it felt like he was going to push into her ass and her hand went back to stop him.
He grabbed her wrist tightly and forced her arm behind her back, slightly twisting it. She felt a little discomfort, not much pain, but the hold surprisingly excited her.
"No, no, no darlin'. You ain't stopping nothin'." he laughed. "I'll fuck you however I want to fuck you."
She felt a twinge and moved her other arm to help defend against him, only getting that arm trapped behind her as well. Her chest and cheek lay on the hood, with the warm engine beneath. He pushed into her pussy slowly, forcing every inch to be swallowed by her lovely pussy. He used long, deep strokes in order to get the full feel of her vagina squeezing his thick cock. He felt her shiver beneath him, exciting him even more. He held her arms behind her back with one hand and used the other to strike her ass, spanking her until she moaned loudly with each blow.
He pulled his cock almost out and changed his pace, thrusting in hard and fast and withdrawing painfully slow. It was driving her wild with need. She felt his grip on her wrists tighten and wondered what was coming next. She felt his free hand stroke her ass, heading directly towards her crack. It made a beeline right towards her sensitive, and newly found erogenous zone, her asshole. As he continued his torturous plundering of her pussy, his fingers slowly circled her sphincter, teasing her. Her head was spinning with the mix of sensations raging through her body. She could barely even moan when she felt the fingertip invade her, just barely sliding in before he started a short, fucking motion, sliding his finger in a little more each time.
She was moaning loudly, feeling her breasts press against the hard, warm metal of the hood, her pussy convulsed from that exquisite cock, and then to have her ass touched. It was far more pleasure than she ever imagined it could be... well, she never even imagined pleasure like this! She felt her body quiver and shake as her orgasm hit her, but it barely registered with her over-stimulated senses.
It took her a moment to realize that Vince had started withdrawing from her. The stimulations seemed to rapidly abate leaving her with a state of loss and longing. She never wanted to stop having sex with this man... this real man. He grabbed her hair and forced her off the hood of the car and to her knees. The grass was cool on her legs as she sat there breathing hard.
"Time for you to do your work," he said as he pushed his thick rod into her mouth, across her lovely lips. She'd never really done this before but seemed to instinctively know what to do. One hand held his long, thick cock as her mouth and tongue engulfed him, sucking gently, hoping against hope to make him cum. She tasted her own juices on him which strangely excited her. She kept sucking on him hard. She heard him moan in the darkness above her, felt his hand caress her head and cheek. She knew he was rising quickly to his orgasm but didn't care.
"Ah, fuck that feels nice," he moaned. The gasping sounds above her were turning her on once again. She was sure she was going to be addicted to this man. Her hands slid up his legs and cupped his ass, feeling it clench every time it pushed into her waiting mouth. It was so exciting. It didn't take long before his moaning became more insistent, his gasps became more ragged.
"Oh... yeah," he moaned as he pushed deep into her mouth. Suddenly his cock erupted, nearly gagging her with his load. He continued sliding in and out of her mouth as his cum slipped between her lips, dripping down her chin. She felt incredibly sexual as he slowed and removed his shaft from her lips. She sat looking up at his silhouette against the stars as he smeared his cock around her face, covering it with his sticky fluids. She was panting madly, loving everything he was doing to her.
He moved back from her, moaning softly, breathing heavily, as she stay kneeling on the grass. Her hands came to rest in her lap where her wedding ring pressed into palm of her right hand. She thought back to her husband... back to her previous life... and wondered how she ever lived like that. She pulled the ring off her finger and dropped it on the ground.
They finally cleaned off, redressed and slipped back into the backseat of the car to get some much-needed rest.
*****
They were certainly a sight to see in the morning and realized they needed to really clean up. Dust kicked up behind them as they sped off down the road once again, looking for another gas station. The sun had already risen on the horizon and the next day's adventure had begun. They reached a small convenience store after an hour on the road and pulled up front. There was a truck driver inside, gathering some supplies as they entered.
Jen quickly bought some toiletries and slipped into the single bathroom, while Vince meandered through the shop. She looked very refreshed when she emerged 10 minutes later allowing Vince to get cleaned up himself. She walked around the store, eyeing the magazines while she waited.
"I haven't seen you around these parts before," said the clerk.
Jen smiled and noticed that the store was empty. "We're just passing through," she said, noticing how cute the guy was. After her wonderful transformation yesterday, her hormones were racing. She could feel her heart start beating faster as she moved closer to him. "Must get kinda lonely way out here, huh. I don't suppose you get too many visitors."
The boy licked his lips nervously. He had to be right around twenty one, she thought. She felt rather predatory as she moved to the counter opposite him, eyeing him up and down.
"Yeah, it does," he mumbled.
She leaned forward, placing her elbows on the counter, her eyes glaring right at his crotch. "Must mean there might be a wee bit of privacy then, too," she said, her voice dripping with her desire. He watched as her arm stretched out and her hand caressed his cock through his pants. He was very hard and large, which excited her. And with her new-found freedom, she had no reservations about showing that excitement.
"I think I need to help you with that," she drooled, walking around to the other side of the counter and kneeling on the cold, tiled floor. Her hands opened his pants and pulled them down to his knees forcefully. His underwear soon followed, leaving his hard cock bobbing in front of her face. Her fingers wrapped around the shaft as her mouth quickly engulfed the head, her tongue swirling around it.
The clerk was in heaven, not ever having anything this hot happen in his entire life. He knew he'd be fantasizing about this forever. She was learning quick and had him moaning loudly within minutes, bringing him so very close to cumming.
They both heard a metallic click and she looked up to see Vince pointing his gun at the boys head. She giggled as his cock jerked inside her mouth and became even harder.
"I see we have something going on here," Vince said staring at the boy with a smile on his face. "I do think that we deserve some... compensation for services rendered, don't you think dear?"



"Mmhmm," she mumbled her mouth sliding even deeper, her hand beginning to jack him off.
"Oh, god," the boy grunted. "Wha... what do you want?"
"Well, let's see what you have in that cash register there."
The boy pressed a few keys, barely able to reach the register, making it pop open with a ring.
Vince eyed the contents of the register, mentally calculating the haul. "Tell you what. For the services of my lovely girl here... say hi Jen." Jen looked up and waved a little hi while sucking harder. "I think you owe us the contents of the register. And, as a bonus, and as a favor to lovely Jen, if you do not cum in one minute, I will blow your fucking head off." He laughed, looking down at Jen. "Think you can help him with that dear?"
"Mmhmm," Jen mumbled, redoubling her efforts. She didn't know if Vince meant it or not, but she was having fun and the gun only heightened her excitement. She couldn't believe how excited it got her to suck a guy off, to give a man such pleasure. It excited her that guys would lust after her.
"Ok... go!" Vince stood looking at his watch and gauged the clerk's excitement level. The clerk started to put his hands down to help himself get off, but Vince rapped him on the head with the gun. "Yo! Hey there boy! No hands!" The clerk put his hands up to his head, shaking in fear and excitement.
Jen felt his cock lurch when the clerk was again threatened. She couldn't believe how much the thrill of danger excited all of them. This boy's cock was so hard and responsive to her every touch. She pushed it deep into her mouth and sucked hard. The boy groaned loudly and she pulled back, swirling her tongue on the bottom of his shaft all the way up to the head. Then she sucked on the head and used one hand to jerk him off, the other to stroke his balls.
"Oh god," he moaned.
"Thirty seconds, boy. Don't let me down now. My baby's doing something special for you."
Jen gasped as the cock lurched once again in her mouth and she became wild with lust, using her hands to stroke his shaft, and licked and sucked on it with abandon. The sounds of sex were loud in the store.
"Fuck," he said as he felt his orgasm coming.
Vince looked at his watch again. "Ten seconds." He pushed the gun against the boys head.
The clerk closed his eyes tightly and his mouth opened in a primal grunt as he came hard into Jen's mouth, flooding it with his cum. Jen swallowed rapidly, trying not to miss a drop. Both she and the boy were breathing heavily when she slipped off of him, sitting back and wiping her mouth.
"Good job, boy!" Vince congratulated him. He quickly reached into the register and pulled out all the bills, shoving them into his pockets. Then he grabbed Jen's arm and pulled her rapidly from the store, running to the car. They jumped in, laughing and sped off down the street.
*****
They pulled into the first small town they came to after crossing the state line. It was late in the afternoon and both were eager for a bite to eat and a comfortable bed to sleep in. They found a small motel and got a room for the night. Once they checked in, they walked across the street to the diner.
They slipped into a booth towards the back and ate, laughing about their adventures. Jen had to admit, this was very exciting to her. She had no idea how it could affect her so much, how this man could have turned her life on a dime so easily.
When they finished and payed the bill, the two walked out the restaurant and stopped. Vince grabbed her arm to hold her still, staring just up the street. In big letters, the sign out front said, "Harmon County Bank." Excitedly, he pulled her up the street to see what this exciting new target might hold for them.
"Darlin, I think we've found our next adventure," he smiled casing the small bank. It only had three tellers inside and was pretty small. He figured it would be pretty easy to go in, grab, and then get out and back on the road before anyone else caught on.
They walked back to the motel room, talking excitedly about what they would do with the money.



        We Rob Banks Pt. 02

        Before her first robbery, Jen visits her first strip club.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/we-rob-banks-pt-02

Title: We Rob Banks Pt. 02

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Lesbian Sex

Description: Before her first robbery, Jen visits her first strip club.

Tags: stripper, handcuffs, arrest, dancer, bar, police, chair, robbery, bank

Series: We Rob Banks


Jen and Vince - We Rob Banks, Part 2
Vince and Jen sat in their hotel room that night. The TV was on, but they weren't watching it. Jen sat beside the bed wearing only a t-shirt and Vince sat at the base of the bed, in only his boxers. A hastily drawn map was lying in front of them as they went over their plan. It was going to be simple, really, and the danger of it excited her. All her life she'd been the "good" girl, always doing what everyone told her, always acting the way she thought everyone wanted her to.
But since Vince came into her life, everything changed. She wanted to be a little "bad". She wanted to have some excitement in her life. And Vince had just brought that... in spades. He made her body boil with need and desire. His actions had made her want sex all the time... and the more different it was from her boring husband's in-the-dark-missionary-position, the better.
"By tomorrow night, we should be near the Mexican border, darlin." He said looking at her, his excitement evident in his sparkling eyes. "With lots of money to spend."
He showed her where she'd be standing, showed her where she'd go, what she'd say. He told her exactly what he would be doing and how much time they had to act.
Jen was breathing hard, her nipples poking out against the thin material of her shirt. "This really is going to be dangerous, huh?" she asked quietly. She looked over his muscled chest, his ass concealed behind the thin material of his boxers, and felt the need for him. She squeezed her thighs together and felt the warm wetness between them.
He looked into her eyes, deciding if she was up for the task or not. They'd already caused enough trouble to spend a few years in jail, with him probably spending the rest of his life for murder if they pinned that gas-station attendant on him. What he saw surprised him. It wasn't really fear. It was scared excitement. He realized that she got off on danger.
He leaned forward and the two met in a passionate kiss, hands grabbing the others face to hold onto. They pulled on the other tightly, too excited to break their contact. Both were panting heavily when they finally did break after a few minutes, smoldering eyes looking at the other. They wanted each other... badly. He pulled her up further, his mouth latching onto the point of her nipple over her shirt, nibbling and sucking on it. She whimpered at the sudden contact, the ferocity. He moved to the other and bit it, eliciting more moans of approval. She wanted him, needed him.
His hand slid down her stomach until it palmed her mound over her panties, his fingers stroking against her clit, rolling it, teasing it. He slid into her panties and slipped a finger up and into her wetness, fingering her slowly. She moaned in heat and need, panting.
"I think I need a drink," Vince said, pulling back, smiling. After a searing moment like that, Jen was amazed that he wouldn't just take her, like she wanted... like she needed. She stared at him in disbelief and desire. "Don't worry, doll. I'm going to fuck you. I just want to play some more first." She smiled, not knowing what fun he meant, but knowing that it would likely be exciting. "Get dressed. We're going out."
They both threw on some clothes, he in jeans and a t-shirt, she in a short skirt and a t-shirt. They slipped out of the hotel and walked down the street towards the nearest bar... the Pussycat Lounge. Jen gripped his hand tightly. Not only had she rarely drank before, but she'd never been to a strip club before. It was so wrong, so demeaning. She was nervous yet very excited.
Vince was smiling broadly as he pulled her in behind him and paid the lady the cover charge at the entrance. They moved to a nearby table and sat, watching the crowd. It wasn't very crowded, and there were plenty of girls milling about. Jen couldn't help but stare at how skimpy the girls were dressed, how they moved, and how they enticed the customers. She noticed that she wasn't the only woman in the crowd, too, with one getting a lap dance at a table only twenty feet away. And it looked.... hot! The girl was grinding into her as the customer's hands slid over her body.
Jen's hand gripped Vince's thigh, sliding up and down it, grazing his erection. Her other hand brought her whisky sour to her lips taking a sip. Not having had much alcohol, it went straight to her head, making her a little tipsy and loosening her inhibitions.
"Next on to our main stage... Candy," the announcer said over the loudspeakers.
There were a few claps and several of the men made their way to the seats at the stage when Candy appeared. She was a buxom brunette wearing a skimpy bikini along with some tight-fighting cloth chaps. The chaps highlighted her beautiful crotch and ass perfectly making both Jen and Vince drool. He could feel Jen's excitement through her hand on his leg, and watched her as she stared at the woman on stage beginning her dance.
The music was very high tempo rock with the lead voice ironically singing about a stripper dancing. Candy perfectly matched the tempo as she swayed about on the stage, moving from customer to customer. When she'd moved to them all once, she picked one and sat in front of him, stroking her body over her suit. Jen watched enraptured, never before seeing anything so erotic. She gasped when Candy's fingers slid inside her panties and then pulled them away to reveal her lovely pussy. Her fingers slid along her lips for the man, a finger quickly sliding inside herself before she replaced the thin material.
Dirty little lady with the pretty pink thong
Every sugar daddy hittin on her all night long.
Doesn't care about the money she could be with anybody
Ain't it funny how the hunny wanted you all along!
(You naughty thing)
Your ripping up the dance floor honey!
(You naughty women)
You shake your ass around for everyone!
(You're such a mover)
I love the way you dance with anybody!
(The way you swing)
And tease them all by sucking on your thumb!
You're so much cooler when you never pull it out
Cause you look so much cuter with something in your mouth!
It didn't take long before she was totally nude on the stage, writhing in front of each customer, showing off her amazing body, and collecting tips. She sat up and pushed her crotch just inches in front of each customer's face, showing them just how excited she was, and trying to entice them to get a private dance. Vince watched as Jen sat amazed and excited. She seemed glued to every move the dancer made. He patted her on the hand and stood, excusing himself to go to the restroom. At the end of the second song, Candy left the stage for the next girl.
"Let's hear it for Candy," the announcer said. "She's leaving the stage now and is available for table dances, private dances, and fantasy booths."
Candy emerged from backstage after a few minutes and made her way around the bar, asking customers for private or lap dances, as Jen sat waiting for Vince to return. She hoped he'd get back before Candy got to her table so she wouldn't have to face her alone. She wasn't sure what to say or do. But when Candy saw her, she immediately came to her table and sat on her lap, facing her.
"Hi beautiful," Candy purred, staring into her eyes. "I haven't seen you around here before."
Jen could see the flash in her mouth, highlighting the tongue piercing. She'd never known anyone to be pierced like that before and it intrigued her. She was so turned on and so puzzled at what to do. She didn't know what to do with her hands and sat nervously with them at her sides. "I... I mean we... we're just passing through town."
"Mmmm, tourists coming in to see my sights." Candy palmed her breasts, squeezing them. "I like that. I think maybe you should take me in back and see them up close and personal like." Candy's hands palmed Jen's breasts, squeezing them and swirling over her hardening nipples. "And we can play a little."
Jen sat dumbfounded and very turned on. She'd never been so turned on by a woman before. It was... erotic... exciting... dirty... wrong. "Thanks but... I... I can't..."
Candy smiled, knowing just how turned on Jen was. "No problem, beautiful. I'll be around when you want me." She moved off to the next table, while Jen fanned herself with her hand.
Vince came back to the table a minute later and asked her to come with him. She was surprised they were leaving so soon as he took her hand and led her to the back of the club.
"Are we leaving now?" she asked incredulously. She could certainly use a good fucking now, but wasn't sure she was ready to stop watching the girls.
"Not yet. We have some business to attend to."
Candy came around the corner, approaching them. "Hi," she said, smiling when she realized who the customer was. "Mmm, good, it's you. You ready now beautiful?"
Jen looked shocked. "Ready?" she asked as the brunette took her hand and led her to the back. She stumbled behind her, looking back at Vince still wondering what he did.
"Have fun," Vince called out behind them, smiling and waving.
"Oh we will," Candy called back, thinking of the large tip that was given for "special services."
Candy led her through a short hallway to some cubicles in the back, shielded from prying eyes by the walls and latticework. There was a small chair at the back, where Candy instructed her to sit. Jen was practically shaking as she sat down, facing Candy again. To her surprise, the brunette was removing her bottoms, sliding them down her legs, leaving on the chaps. Candy's breasts were already free and swaying beneath her as she leaned forward. Jen gulped, feeling her mouth get suddenly dry.
Candy danced in front of her, moving up and back between her legs, her hips and body swaying to the music outside. Jen didn't know where to look or what to do, but she was certainly getting excited by this beauty. Candy's breasts were perfectly shaped, her nipples large, hard, and inviting. Her sex was shaved bare, exposing her clit beautifully, which was pierced with a straight bar. Jen idly wondered if that hurt to have done and wondered how amazing it would feel when stimulated.
Candy slid onto her lap and began grinding her hips to the beat of the music, the two locking eyes before Jen looked away, embarrassed. Candy leaned forward, cupping her breasts and swiping first one nipple then the other across Jen's lips, inviting her to taste them as Jen sat in shock. She went back to her grinding in her lap when Jen didn't respond.
Then Candy leaned forward, putting her head right by Jen's ear and moaned softly as she pushed her hips into Jen's. When she licked her ear, sliding her tongue into it, Jen's body shivered in heat. She moaned softly, a reaction definitely heard by Candy who kept up her assault for a few more moments. Candy's hands stroked Jen's breasts, playing with her nipples through her shirt. Jen couldn't believe how good that felt.
Candy started kissing Jen's neck, nibbling on it as her hands slowly slipped beneath the t-shirt and pulled it up over her breasts. Her hands continued to palm them, her fingers swirled over and pinched her nipples making them so hard and needy. Jen was breathing heavy, so thoroughly enjoying what this gorgeous woman was doing to her.
Suddenly, Candy raised up off her lap and moved, standing at Jen's side. She lifted her leg, placing her foot on Jen's lap, exposing her succulent pussy to view. She ran her fingers through her mound, pulling her lips open, and then sliding a finger inside, pumping it a few times. When she pulled her fingers out again, she slowly slipped them along Jen's lips almost making the embarrassed woman orgasm.
Jen's tongue slowly slipped out and tasted her juices as Candy watched from above, a sly smile on her lips. "You know, legally, I'm pretty much allowed to touch you all I want, And you know I'll let you touch me," she whispered. She placed her hand on the back of Jen's head and slowly pushed her hips forward, until she felt the touch of Jen's nose and mouth on her. She rocked her hips up and back until she felt the soft, inquisitive, indecisive tongue... and moaned.
Jen was so incredibly turned on when she left the cubicle and returned to Vince after twenty minutes. When she sat down at the table, her hand instantly went to his crotch, stroking it.
"Damn," he said. "Somebody's kind of excited."
"You have no idea," she replied excitedly.
"Maybe we should invite her back to the hotel," he winked.
"Oh god," she moaned, leaning in and kissing him hard.
*****
It was late by the time they made it back to the hotel, with Candy in tow. The brunette wore a tight t-shirt that showed off her ample breasts and a pair of shorts. Her bare legs looked so incredibly long. Jen was feeling very tipsy, having had several Whiskey Sours over the past three hours. But she felt good... very horny and very excited.
Candy helped removed her clothes as Vince removed his own and watched the two lovely ladies. When he finished, he moved behind Jen, kissing her on the neck, his hands stroking her body as they watched Candy remove her clothes. Her body was incredible and Vince couldn't help but whisper exactly what Jen would be doing to it and what Candy would be doing to her.
When she finished and tossed her shorts aside, she walked up to Jen, snuggling into her from the front. She kissed her neck as her hands began stroking her stomach... slowly sliding lower... her fingers sliding across Jen's bush, curling and stroking in her short hair... then sliding lower along her wet and excited labia. Jen groaned loudly, one hand going to capture Vince's head, holding him to her ear, the other gripping Candy's arm.
Vince could feel his cock grow and push into Jen's back from behind. Jen's hips were moving forward and back, obviously enjoying the sensations Candy's hand was producing in her body. He couldn't wait to fuck Jen while watching her lick Candy's pussy, her first experience with another girl. This night was all about Jen. She would be the center of their undivided attention.
Candy kissed down Jen's body as Vince's hands encircled her from behind and cupped her tits, his fingers teasing her nipples to full hardness. Jen quivered as Candy's soft mouth and touch teased her, moving towards her overheated center.
Vince moaned in her ear. "Mmm, can't you just feel that soft tongue on your pussy, baby? I bet you love having her go down on you, don't you?"
Jen widened her legs, encouraging Candy and giving her access. Candy's soft, insistent tongue slithered along her clit nearly making her fall as her legs gave way to the extreme pleasures she was feeling. But Vince held her up, continuing to tease her, continuing to let Candy do exactly what she wanted.
*****
The duo awoke late the next morning and got cleaned up for their big plan. It was 2:00 when they finally set off. They'd already loaded up the car and got it ready to ride away quickly. They knew they'd have to disappear fast. Jen was shaking with excitement. She couldn't believe she was actually going to do this. She felt in her purse for the gun, reassured when she touched the cold metal. She wasn't sure she could even fire it, hoping that she wouldn't have to.
She walked into the bank first as Vince went around the block and parked the car in back, angled to leave the lot quickly. She moved into the short line and began filling out a withdrawal slip. She just reached the teller and handed her the slip when Vince quickly moved into the room waving his gun.
"Everybody down, this is a friendly little stick up," he said calmly after firing an initial shot into the ceiling to get their full attention. He walked over to the tellers, making sure they stepped back from their stations. Jen quickly moved over the counter and began filling a sack from the cash drawers. It all seemed to easy, and things were moving swiftly and exactly as planned. She moved drawer to drawer and was just working on the last one when sirens roared near the front doors.
"Yo, let's go," Vince yelled. She tossed the sack which Vince caught and quickly ran to the back door. Unfortunately, Jen couldn't clear the hurdle of the counter before the police entered, pointing their guns at her.
"Freeze!" they yelled, dropping into a shooting stance. Scared to death, she did.
Vince exited and turned around waiting for Jen to exit with him. He could see the five or six cops swarm into the building with another two coming around back, and bolted towards the car. He couldn't believe that she got caught... couldn't believe that the plan was failing. He was almost at the car when one of the policemen finally caught up with him.
"Don't move," the man yelled, dropping into a crouch. Vince turned and raised the gun, causing the cop to fire, but missing wide. Vince's shot was on target, dropping the man where he stood. He quickly ran to the car and left before the others were even able to get close, the tires spinning on the pavement and spewing smoke behind him.
Jen felt the hard, cold tile beneath her as the policemen twisted her arms behind her, locking the cuffs around her wrists.
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Jen and Vince - We Rob Banks, Part 3
Jen was very scared as the police loaded her into the back of the car. The cold metal of the handcuffs bound her wrists tightly behind her as the policeman helped her sit. She scooted her legs in and the door shut with a thud. She'd never been in so much trouble before. She couldn't believe how her life had changed in just a few short days. She went from a bored housewife to a bank robber and an accomplice to murder.
One of the officers got into the driver's side and the two drove off, heading back to the station. She could hear the dispatch over the radio coordinating the search for Vince. They'd quickly lost him in and were frantically searching. She was happy that he got away, but wished desperately that she was with him. She wondered how he could have left her so easily.
When they reached the station, the officer helped her out of the car and escorted her inside for booking. They pulled the cuffs off and began their questioning. She was extremely scared, but kept quiet, not giving them her name or anything about her. She reasoned that without a previous record or fingerprints on file, it would be a while before they even realized who she was.
The officer booking her seemed very interested in more than just her name. He held her close as he rolled each finger in the ink and then onto the paper, his face right by her ear.
"You know, it can get pretty quiet in here. Sometimes at night there's just me... and I tend to get rather lonely. I think you'll be keeping me company. Can't send you off anywhere without your name, you know." He pushed his groin into her hip, letting her feel his erection beneath. One hand held her wrist as the other grabbed her ass, squeezing and caressing it. She felt her skirt lift up in the back, felt his hand against her bare skin, caressing and squeezing. Slowly his fingers traveled down the crack of her ass, threatening to enter her from behind. Then he suddenly pulled away.
He moved her to the screen and took her pictures, front and each profile, and ushered her back to the cells, holding her arm tightly. He pushed her inside and closed the door with a loud, ominous clang. She wondered if she'd get to make a phone call... wondered who she'd even call... She couldn't involve her husband in this. He'd never understand. She moved to the bed and sat down, putting her head in her hands.
It was hours before she saw anyone again. One of the younger officers brought her some dinner, which she readily accepted. She hadn't eaten all day long and was starving. Once she finished that, and he collected the tray, she again was left alone. It seemed that this small town had very little trouble. She was the only one in the cells and there seemed to be few cops on duty and little if no noise at all in the place. 'The officer was right,' she thought, 'It would get pretty lonely in here.' She lay back on the bed and drifted off to sleep.
It was a fitful sleep, with images of her being beaten for being such a bad girl... images of Vince, running away with another woman, living happily without her. She awoke with a start when she heard a clang on her cell.
"Wake up," a voice said, startling her. "Some water for you."
She opened her eyes to see the young cop holding a cup through the bars for her. She took it, thanked him, and took a sip.
"Now, now. Drink it all up, I need to take the cup back." He held out his hand for it. She took a long drink, handed it back, and sat back on the bed again. He walked out the door, snickering a little, which surprised her.
Ten minutes later, she was feeling... strange. She was sitting on the bed, leaning against the wall, holding her knees to her chest. It started out as a woozy, drunk feeling. Her eyesight was little blurred, her balance shaky. She felt detached and light-headed. Then the heat seemed to build quickly, flowing through her, seeming to pool in her erogenous zones. She leaned her head back against the wall and gasped at the pleasure of it all.
Her knees parted slightly and her hand slid down her thighs, feeling the coolness of her hand against the extreme heat of her thighs. It felt wonderful... she felt wonderful. Her fingers caressed her sex over her panties and the pleasure that radiated from her was sudden and extreme.
"Fuck," she moaned, pressing her fingers hard against her clit, circling it. They moved faster and faster as the pleasure grew by leaps and bounds. She was panting loudly, moaning in her heat, and came quickly. It was a hard cum, soaking her panties. Her entire body felt so radiant and excited... and the orgasm only seemed to heighten the feelings.
She faintly heard the clang of the cell door as her fingers slid inside her panties and stroked her sex. Flesh on flesh felt even better, making the heat explode in her clit. Her fingers moved wildly as the two officers stood watching her, smiling.
"I love this part," said the older one. "That drug does it's job so well."
Jen grabbed the string at her hip for her panties and pulled on it... she needed these off... now! She was so desperate and pulled roughly, ripping the cloth from her. She spread her legs wider, both hands clawing at her overheated body... fingers sliding against her clit... fingers driving into her pussy. Her legs were out, feet floating in the air.
She heard the officers approach her, talking about her, but she couldn't understand them. Her brain only focused on her need. She stared forward at them, their crotches the only thing she could focus on. She imagined how big they were, how good they would feel inside her. Her mouth seemed so dry all of the sudden. One of the officers stood in front of her at the side of the bed. She gulped as she sat forward, her hands quickly moving to his belt, unfastening it. He moved his hands to help, but she slapped them away. She needed it so badly, nothing would stand in her way.
She opened his pants and yanked them down sharply, following it with his boxers. His cock was semi-hard, swaying before her face as her hand wrapped around it and began stroking it. Her mouth quickly followed, swallowing him deeply in her need. Her mouth exploded with pleasure, her body surging. She'd never felt so good giving a blowjob before. This was incredible.
"Oh, god," he moaned. "I didn't pay that chemist near enough." Both chuckled loudly, but she didn't care. She just wished they'd shut up and fuck her.
She was slurping and moaning loudly, enjoying the pleasures that were raging through her overheated body. She'd never felt this excited before. She felt hands on her hips, changing their positions, turning them, making her stand. She never released the cock in her mouth, using her tongue and her hands to help make that cock rock hard as it pushed deep into her throat.
The hands grabbed her hard and she felt the another cock push into her pussy. She gasped around the cock in her mouth, not believing the pleasures overwhelming her could get any better... but they did... incredibly. With every thrust of that cock she moaned, her face pushed into the hips at her mouth, which pushed into her, too. Sandwiched between two cocks, fucking her from both ends, she felt completely filled. Hands held her head and her hips, helping to control her and hold her in position. She felt her tits swaying beneath her and used her hands to pinch her nipples.
She tried to talk, tried to tell them just how much she loved what was happening, but couldn't. The cock in her mouth barely let her moan or even breath. Saliva was dripping down her chin, almost feeling like cum, which only excited her more. That's what she wanted now... cum... she wanted it in her mouth, in her pussy, on her face... all over her body. Her body was glowing with heat, quivering with need.
She felt the man erupt in her mouth and she sucked hard, swallowing it. She started wailing as she felt her own orgasm strike. Her pussy twitched and contracted and she came quickly afterwards, losing all control of her body. She felt herself fall forward onto the bed, still shaking with need.
"Ahem," said a voice. Surprised, the officers looked up to see Vince standing at the cell door, gun drawn. One moved towards him to disarm him, but a swift move of the gun to point it at his head stopped him. "I don't think I'd try that," he said. He used his foot to pull the officers' pants out the cell door and indicated for them to move from you. They put their hands up and slowly moved to the other side of the cell.
"Come here, doll. It's time to go," he said. Jen stood on shaky legs and moved out of the cell, her clothing in tatters. She was barely in control of herself even now. She stood outside the cell, one hand on the bars as the other stroked her sex. She could feel the cum oozing out of her and smeared it across her clit, feeling the pleasure begin to quickly ramp up yet again.
Vince grabbed two glasses of water and laid them by the officers. "I think you better drink this or you won't be whole men ever again," he said pointing the gun at their deflated cocks.
"You won't get away with this," said one defiantly.
"Right now you should just be happy to be alive," Vince snarled. "I should just kill you both." He pulled the hammer back with a loud click. "So what's it going to be, drink or sing soprano in the church choir and pee out your ass?"
The officers grabbed the glasses and quickly downed the contents, throwing the cups across the cell. The thud of the plastic rang through the empty cell block. They sat on the floor, backs against the wall.
"Good choice," Vince said slamming the cell door closed. He pulled back, took Jen by the arm, and helped her back to the door. He stood holding her as she shook in need. Her head was resting on his shoulder and she masturbated furiously as they stood there for a moment, waiting.
After several minutes the officers were starting to sweat, their erections becoming more prominent. Within another few minutes, their eyes closed as hands encircled their own cocks and began sliding up and down, quickly moving to a furious pumping. Vince laughed at their predicament. When he saw the older, lecherous officer open his eyes and peer at the other... his mouth opening as if dry... licking his lips... his eyes scanning down to see the jerking hand... leaning forward... Vince grabbed the door handle and opened it into the front offices.
"You boys have a fun time," he said, slipping through the door just as the older officer's mouth engulfed his companion.
They quickly made their way through the station and out the front doors. It was hard to move very fast with Jen in such a heightened state of arousal, but he did his best. They made it to the car where he deposited her into the passenger seat and then jumped in, speeding off. It was dark out, nearly 2am, and he knew they had several hours in which to make their getaway. He idly wondered, laughing, what the other police would find when they got there.
*****
Vince drove at the speed limit, once they got underway. He didn't want to attract any unwanted attention. Especially with the woman he was with sitting with her feet up on the dash, her knees spread wide, masturbating furiously. He lost count of the number of orgasms she had when he finally pulled off the road to rest for a moment.
He almost felt sorry for her as she sat there panting. She couldn't stop. "What in the hell did they give you?" he asked, mostly to himself. She was still too far gone to respond. But she did look over at him, a feral, needy look in her eyes. She dropped her feet to the floorboards and leaned over to him, kissing him deeply. One hand moved to his cock, sliding against it with desire. She forcefully unfastened his pants, pulling them down a little, before she slid her mouth around his erection, sucking deeply.
It was almost too much for him to take. The combination of her technique and the demand of the drug in her system made it feel so incredible, her tongue slashing, her lips squeezing. One hand pumped his shaft as her mouth teased the head, forcing his hips to rise up in pleasure.
"Oh god, baby," he moaned, as his hands gripped the seat beneath him.
The scent in the car was rife with sex, the sounds loud and unmistakable. When he was harder than he'd ever been in his entire life, she swung her leg over him and slipped him inside her, slowly rocking her hips forward and back, letting it push deep with each thrust.
"Drive baby," she moaned in his ear before her tongue slithered out and licked it. "Take me to Mexico."
It was difficult, but he started the engine, made his way back onto the road, and drove south with Jen fucking him madly, panting and moaning in his ear.
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** Trigger warning: this story contains a description of rape.
Madison felt the tension around her as her private conversation suddenly turned public. Many of the patrons watched the two of them, all of them listening. The once bustling diner was suddenly quiet.
"You've gotta be kidding," Kaylee said angrily. "Just because we're best friends doesn't mean I want to sleep with you." She set her soda glass down on the table and sat back, looking at her best friend of five years from across the table. "God, Madison, that's fucking creepy."
"Please keep your voice down," Madison whispered nervously. "It's bad enough that I'm telling you this, but I didn't exactly want the world to hear us."
Kaylee shook her head. "Whatever you say, Madison. It's always whatever you say... whatever you want. Not this time."
"Just calm down Kaylee, it's not like I'm attacking you or anything. I'm not a pervert. I'm just telling you how I feel." Madison tucked her face in her hands, hiding from the prying eyes around her. "It's hard enough that I have feelings for you like this. I didn't expect you to hate me for it."
"But I'm not a dyke like you are," Kaylee said, standing up. "And I'm not going to be a dyke. I like dick." She leaned forward over the table. "I suck dick. I fuck dick... any time I can."
Madison's eyes filled with tears, her whole world crashing around her. Kaylee was her best friend and she couldn't help that she fell in love with her. All she wanted to do was tell her, to let her know. How could her love lead to this?
Kaylee grabbed the bottom of her shirt and lifted it high on her chest, exposing her breasts. "You want to suck on these titties? Huh?" She walked forward, pushing her chest into Madison's face. "Yeah, I know you do." She grabbed the back of her head and pulled her face into her crotch, humping her hips up and back. "How long have you wanted to suck on my pussy? Huh?"
"Kaylee...," Madison yelled, pushing herself away.
Kaylee stood back her shirt staying up, the crowd around them loving the show. "But it ain't gonna happen." Kaylee turned and walked away abruptly, heading towards the front door. "I'm going to find some guy to fuck... I'll let you know how good it is." She pushed the door and stormed out, leaving the crowd watching Madison sitting at the table alone.
Madison looked down, afraid to raise her eyes, afraid to see everyone looking at her. She knew they'd be mocking her, just like Kaylee had done.
Slowly, the sounds of the diner returned to normal.
*****
Kaylee ran when she left the diner, trying to run away from her friend, from the feelings, from the shame and embarrassment. She was ashamed that she did that to Kaylee. She knew her friend was only trying to tell her how much she cared for her. Why did she try to keep everyone away? Why did she have to hurt everyone, especially Madison?
She felt so angry at herself and barely knew where she was when a car pulled up alongside her and a man called from inside.
"Hey! You need a ride somewhere?"
"Fuck off!" she yelled.
"Hey! Now that's not nice... Don't be a bitch when I'm trying to help."
She stopped and looked at him. He was smiling broadly and was very friendly looking. He was an attractive man and seemed safe enough. She looked up and down the street before smiling herself and walking over to the passenger-side window.
"Well, I am kind of walking around in the dark, aren't I? I would suppose a ride would be easier," she said, resting her arms on the car door.
"Much easier. And I'm pretty good company, too, if I do say so myself."
"Yeah? You think so?" She was nervous about what she was thinking about doing, but it wouldn't be the first time she jumped into something with both feet. "What kind of good company?"
"The kind that makes girls smile," he said, leaning over and unlatching the door. "Hop in and I'll show you."
She shook her head, loving the rush that she was feeling. She loved this part of the game. She opened the door and sat in the car, pulling it closed behind her. He pulled out into the street and sped off into the night.
"I'm Josh, by the way."
"Kaylee." She put her leg up on the seat, her panties showing beneath her short skirt. "So? Where're we going?"
He looked up and down her body, his gaze hungry for more of her as he shared his attention between the road and her body.
"How about we cut to the chase and go back to my place," he said, his smile now devious, with a look of pure desire. "I can be *real* good company there."
She moved closer to him, her hand resting on his thigh. "Sure... let's go." Her hand stroked up and down his leg and she knew he was getting hard. She could feel his body tremble a little, knowing he was getting uncomfortable and it made her feel powerful. His arm wrapped around her, holding her close and she laid her head on his shoulder.
Suddenly her cell phone rang with Madison's ring-tone. She reached into her purse and pulled it out, shaking her head. Almost reluctantly, she flipped it open and held it to her ear.
"Yeah?"
"I'm sorry Kaylee... Please come back," Madison begged.
"Later Madison. I'm on my way to fuck someone," she said, closing the phone and ending the call. She tossed it back into her purse.
His hand slid around her shoulders, until it rest on her right breast and squeezed. She smiled up at him and snuggled closer, her hand stroking his long erection through his jeans.
"Fuck someone, huh?" he asked casually.
She laughed. "Unless you have something more fun in mind."
"Nope. That's exactly what I had in mind."
It didn't take long before they finally reached his apartment. He held her hand and led her inside and up to the third floor and into his place. Beams of light filtered through the windows, lightly illuminating the room. He led her inside to the couch and sat her down, sitting beside her.
He slid a hand up and down her bare arm while the other grabbed behind her head, massaging her scalp. She shivered in excitement by his touch and didn't resist when he pushed into her, kissing her forcefully, his body pressing down on hers. She didn't kiss him back as enthusiastically as he wanted, so he quickly moved to nibbling and licking her neck as he unbuttoned her blouse.
"Damn, you move quick," she mumbled, laughing a little.
"Damn straight," he groaned into her neck. "I know just what you need and don't need to waste time." She felt him forcefully pull her blouse open, popping the last button off. He sat back and grabbed her bra strap between her breasts, pulling it. With one quick tug, the strap snapped, her breasts spilling out.
"Hey!" she yelled. "Don't rip everything!"
His mouth instantly dove onto her nipple and sucked it forcefully. "Mmmm, shut up, baby," he moaned.
She shivered from the ferocity of his attack on her and had to admit it excited her. But something was bothering her. Something was making her uncomfortable.
He pushed her down until she was laying on the couch and was laying on top of her, his body trapping her as his mouth continued to ravage her breasts, licking, sucking, and biting them with desire. Suddenly, he sat up and pulled his shirt off. He knelt on the couch, straddling one of her legs as he looked down at her.
Kaylee was breathing hard, barely able to talk yet after his brutal onslaught.
"Let's see what you're hiding under here," he said, grabbing her short shirt and pulling it up to expose her G-string beneath. "Mmm, now that's a tasty pussy," he moaned. Josh grabbed her legs and lifted them, pushing her knees up to her chin. One hand grabbed her panties and pulled them aside roughly as the fingers on his other plunged into her wetness.
"Oh, God! That's a fucking incredible pussy," he moaned, his fingers driving into her pussy vigorously.
Kaylee's hips bucked from the painful onslaught. He was being so rough... much rougher than she wanted.
"Damn! Slow down, cowboy," she moaned, grabbing his wrist and trying to pry him away.
His fingers slid from her suddenly and she gasped. She could see he was breathing hard as he stood and unfastened his pants, pushing them down and off his legs. She shook her head no, suddenly not wanting this man to violate her. His cock was huge, long and hard and she was getting scared, wondering if he'd hurt her. Still he fell onto her, pushing her knees up to her chin once again, lining his cock up against her exposed and open pussy.
"Wait...," she mumbled.
But it was as if he didn't even hear her. He watched his own cock push into her pussy as she struggled to push him away from her. He grabbed her wrists roughly, holding her in place as his hardness slid deeper and deeper. She moved her legs, trying to gain leverage to push him off, to strike him, but it was no use.
Suddenly her phone rang again with Madison's ring-tone, startling him. That brief gap gave her a moment to position her legs and thrust out, pushing him back and to the floor in a heap.
"Fuck!" he yelled, thudding on the floor.
She stood and grabbed her purse, opening the phone.
"Yeah?" she said loudly with exasperation. She was panting, breathing hard from her exertions as she moved away from the couch, turning away from Josh. A box on the table, surprised her and her inquisitive nature made her flip up the lid as she talked to her friend. The gun inside surprised her, but only in passing.
"Kaylee? You ok?" Madison asked softly, obviously worried.
Kaylee took a deep breath, realizing what a stupid idiot she'd been. But Madison had put her in such a spot... and it scared her. Sharing her feelings like that, feelings that were not supposed to be right, was difficult for her.
"Yeah, I'm ok. Look, Madison, I'm sorry..."
The blow to the back of her head took her by surprise, sending her sprawling to the floor, crashing into the coffee table. The phone was knocked from her hand across the room. Her fall against the coffee table, spilled its contents to the floor as she fell. She turned over, dazed, to see Josh moving towards her quickly, his fist upraised and then suddenly falling on her, striking her in the side of the head.
She struggled, finally able to stand and was able to get a firm strike and push into him, making him fall. She moved quickly away from him, falling to the floor in her haste and then crawling. She had to get away. She moved towards the door when he grabbed her foot and dragged her back into the living room.
"That's it, bitch. I love it when they fight back." He reached down and grabbed her by the hair, hauling her to her feet and punching her in the stomach. As she doubled over in pain, he pushed her back onto the couch.
She watched through tunnel vision as he approached her, grinning evilly, ready to do whatever he wanted with her. She had no more strength to fight back.
The loud, concussive blast from the gun took her by surprise and she watched Josh's expression turn to one of pain and then wonder. He turned from her slowly, trying to see what was behind them both. Kaylee saw Madison standing there, a gun in her hands pointing right at him. She looked angry and determined.
Josh fell to the ground with a loud thud and Kaylee watched Madison tuck the gun into her slacks behind her back. She stood, moving quickly and gingerly around Josh, finally falling into Madison's arms. She was crying, so scared, so sorry for everything that had happened. Madison, though, stood still, barely moving, her arm casually draped around Kaylee's waist.
She turned and pulled Kaylee with her out into the hall and down to her car, helping her into the passenger seat. Madison slowly and patiently walked to the driver's side, sat and started the car. As if nothing had happened, she pulled into the street and drove home.
She parked and slowly helped Kaylee up the stairs to her apartment, gently walking her into the living room and sitting her on the couch. She quickly moved to her bedroom, grabbed her suitcase from the closet and threw her clothes and toiletries into it. She knew they were going to have to run away... together.
Still stunned, Madison took her by the hand and drove to Kaylee's apartment and threw her clothes and toiletries into a suitcase as well. Fully packed with as much as they could easily carry, Madison and Kaylee were ready.
Within an hour of the shooting, they were on the road, fleeing from the police... but they were together. Madison squeezed Kaylee's hand as her friend sat in the passenger seat, knees held tightly to her chest, still in shock, as they drove down the road.
It was early morning, close to 3am, when they stopped in a little town just off the highway and grabbed a hotel room for a night or two. Madison set the suitcases aside and guided Kaylee towards the bed.
She held her best friend in her arms, hugging her tightly, scared for her, scared for what she'd endured tonight. Kaylee held her back, crying softly as her sorrow poured forth. She felt Madison's lips nuzzle into her neck and moaned softly as Madison kissed her and licked her neck. It was so incredibly soft and tender, so loving. Madison's hands slid down her back and onto her ass, gently stroking it.
Madison pulled back a second and then bent forward, kissing Kaylee lovingly. Slowly, her pressure increased, her tongue slowly sliding into Kaylee's mouth as the kiss became more passionate. Kaylee accepted the kiss readily, kissing her friend back just as passionately. Her hands held Madison's head, hoping she'd never break away.
But in moments she did and the two stared deeply into the the other's eyes.
"Madison... I..." she started to say before her friend cut her off with a finger on her lips. Madison shook her head, telling Kaylee not to talk about it. Then she dropped to her knees, looking up at Kaylee, her hands on Kaylee's hips.
Kaylee watched her in excitement, knowing just what Madison wanted from her. She pulled her shirt off and tossed it aside. Her hand cupped her breast as she bent forward, directing the nipple into Madison's waiting mouth. She watched as her best friend slowly and passionately licked and suckled at her breast, sending pleasure soaring through her body.
Kaylee mewled and writhed at the erotic display of Madison's tongue and mouth pleasing her hardened nipples. She felt Madison's hands caress her ass and one hand began stroking her inner thigh. She couldn't remember ever feeling so excited... none of her men ever made her feel so sexy, so desired, so turned on, so loved.
She stood up again, feeling her nipple pull from Madison's mouth with a pop. She licked her lips, feeling her resolve stiffen. She knew what she was going to do next and it both scared and excited her. She didn't take her eyes off Madison as her hands unfastened her short skirt and pulled it down and off her legs. Without a moment's hesitation, her panties followed leaving her bare for Madison's obvious pleasure.
She watched Madison's eyes discover her for the first time, watched as her tongue traced a line across her lips, wetting them. It was the most erotic thing she'd ever seen. She could feel her pussy gushing at the thought of what she was going to do. Madison's hands felt so very close to her pussy now as her friend continued to stroke her inner thighs.
"I know what you want," she panted. "I know what *I* want... now." She took a deep breath, trying to reduce her nervousness to no avail. Shaking, she moved forward, settling her pussy onto Madison's mouth. "Suck my pussy, Madison.... please make me cum.... I'll do anything you want."
The first touch of Madison's lips and tongue on her sodden center, sent ripples through her entire body. She gasped loudly, knowing that Madison now owned her.... mind, soul, heart.... and body. No matter what happened, she would be hers forever.
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Jen and Vince - We Rob Banks, Part 4
Vince paced the floor impatiently, wondering if Jen had remembered, wondering if her life had changed and that she no longer needed or wanted him. It had been five years since he'd last seen her, that fateful night when she was arrested and he had to break her out of jail. It was certainly a memorable drive away from that small town. She'd been drugged with some hyper sex-drive thing and they had to stop every half hour and fuck. In between she was able to please herself enough so that he could keep driving.
It wasn't that he complained about her. It was rather exciting to see her so needy and open about what she wanted and needed. Even though it was drug-induced, it was certainly a huge change in behavior to how she was before she met him.
When they were finally within an hour of the border, they stopped at a little motel to rest and figure out what they were going to do. Dawn was just breaking and he knew it would be impossible to get across. Undoubtedly the police had reported the bank robbery and her escape from jail. At the motel, they rested for the day, preparing to set back out on the road at nightfall.
Plans changed, however. He had decided that things were too hot right now. That they'd be better off splitting up, laying low, and meeting up some other time. It was an emotional day, making love all day long. This time, not the drug-induced frenzy. This was real... and emotion-driven. He'd fallen hard for her. Harder than anyone before. Harder than even he wanted to admit. This wasn't going to be easy.
They split the money, checked out of the hotel, and bought separate bus tickets. The plan was to meet up again in Las Vegas in five years. Meet at the bookstore at the airport. Hopefully by then, things with the cops will have died down and they'd be able to have some kind of real relationship. Maybe then they could go to some tropical resort and live out their lives together.
It was getting late at the airport as the flights kept arriving. Vacationers crowded the area making it difficult to scan for her. But Vince had been there all day long, not wanting to miss this moment. He'd had several short, failed relationships over the years. Failed because they weren't Jen. None of them were the woman he wanted in the long run. They were there to pass the time.
He paced as the time wore on, as arriving flights were called and she didn't show. He started to become more and more nervous and disappointed. Maybe they should've gone to Mexico after all. Maybe they'd have been ok, might have been able to lay in the sun together, visit the beaches together, just be together... instead of being apart as it turned out.
He eyed the crowd, looking for cops or bounty hunters, but finding nothing suspicious. Perhaps he had eluded everyone, fooled them all. He checked his watch... only an hour left in the day... only a few more flights left.
*****
Cheryl sat in the coffee shop just down the hall from the bookstore, coffee in hand, scanning a book. She wasn't really reading it, more just putting on the act of reading. She was watching her meal ticket just down the way. She idly checked the FBI picture again to be sure. Yeah, that was definitely the guy, the guy she'd been tracking these last six months. He kept losing her before she could close in. This time, she would have him.
*****
"American Flight 1471, now arriving from Kansas City, gate seventeen," the announcement said, echoing through the concourse.
Yet another flight, Vince thought. So many had come and gone with disappointment. It had been a long day. Maybe he should just go to a Casino, have a little fun and not bother any more. But he knew that she would have no way to get a hold of him ever again. They made sure of that, so that if one got caught there was no way the other would get caught.
The passengers from the flight started moving into the concourse on their way to claim their luggage. He scanned each one, not knowing what she'd look like now. She'd probably changed how she looked, how she dressed. He wondered if he'd even recognize her. The crowd dwindled to a trickle and then stopped, dashing his hopes once again. 'Only a couple more flights,' he sighed.
And then he saw her. He don't know how he recognized her. Her hair was a different color and a different style. Her clothing was a lot more normal than when they last saw each other. But he was sure that was her. More sure than anything else in his life. He stood, looking expectantly for any sign that she saw him. He didn't want to raise too much attention, so didn't make too big of a show.
Her eyes scanned the concourse, locking on the bookstore... searching. Her face lit up into a huge smile when she saw him. She let go of her carry-on luggage as if unable to hold it any longer. She started walking towards him, slowly at first, but then picking up speed. He did the same, meeting her in the concourse itself, their arms wrapping around each other in a huge hug.
He felt so good with her in his arms. They could barely say a word. Their cheeks touched and then rubbed together as they pulled back, their lips coming together in a quick kiss. They pulled back looking into the others eyes, seeing the need obviously there, seeing the love rekindling. In a rush, their lips pressed together more insistently, their mouths opening and closing, their tongues searching for the other in a passionate display of longing. They were so enraptured, they forgot where they were. Forgot the world around them.
He lifted her off her feet and slowly spun her around him, holding her tightly. It had been far too long.
When they finally stopped their kiss, both lightheaded, they gathered up her carry-on and headed to retrieve the luggage. As they stood around the carrousel, Vince couldn't help but touch her, hold her hand, stroke her back, hug her tightly to him. He turned her towards him and looked into her eyes.
"I missed you," he said smiling.
"Me too."
He stood close behind her, their bodies touching, his hand softly stroking her ass through her slacks. She pushed back into him, wanting to encourage him. Her own hand moved down between them, her fingers stroking his erection, eliciting moans from him.
*****
The short redhead stood at the next carrousel down as if waiting for her own bags. 'Hmmm,' she wondered to herself. 'A nice stroke of luck. I think I've managed to find both of them.' She didn't recognize Jenn, offhand, but this was just too coincidental.
She saw the public display from them and while she felt a pang of jealousy for not having that kind of relationship herself, she knew this catch would net her a lot of money. Maybe enough to retire with and then settle down and have an awesome relationship. But she had to catch them both.
When the two picked up their bags and headed for the taxi stand, she followed quickly, making sure to listen for clues to their destination. Luckily, they called it out to the driver just before the cab door closed. She slipped into her own taxi, telling the driver the hotel, and slid into traffic not far behind them.
*****
They sat in the taxi barely able to contain their hunger for each other. They sat side by side, their legs touching, Vince's arm around her shoulders holding her to him. Jen looked up into his eyes as her hand grazed his cock through his slacks again, slowly stroking him. His eyes flashed their desire for her, encouraging her. She smiled as she slowly pulled the zipper down, sliding her fingers inside to stroke him with only the thin material of his boxers between them.
"I missed this," she whispered to him. It was dark out, hiding her actions at least until they neared the strip. Her fingers snaked into his underwear and slipped his engorged rod through the slit, exposing it. "Mmmm," she hummed appreciatively, her hand starting to move up and down it.
"Oh god," he moaned, knowing it wouldn't take much to make him cum. He breathed heavily as she continued stroking him, licking and kissing his neck at the same time. His hand moved to her breast, his fingers teasing her nipples to return the favor.
She surprised him by suddenly bending over and taking him into her mouth. He looked up and saw the cab driver watching them through the mirror. He angled it down slightly to get a better view. It was dark, but the passing streetlights provided enough light to show what was happening. Vince smiled at him before closing his eyes to feel her light sucking, her tongue swirling on him.
They pulled up in front of the hotel with her head still buried in his lap, her lips still wrapped around his cock. The driver could definitely see what she was doing when he turned around and announced the fare. Jen pulled away with a smack of her lips, smiling as she saw the evidence of her amazing work. His cock stood proudly, her lipstick smearing it.
"It's been too damn long. I've certainly missed you," she said giggling and leaned over and kissed the head of his cock.
"Grrr... get your ass upstairs and we'll see who's been missed," he countered, smacking her on the thigh.
He zipped up his fly and the pair moved into the hotel, quickly moving to the elevator where Jen pressed him against the wall to wait for it. They held each other tightly as if they never wanted to be apart again. She pushed her hips into his, wanting so much more contact than they could have right now.
"I can't say that I saved myself for you," she said softly. "But I know you're the one I've always wanted to be with."
He kissed her softly. "I know that, babe. You've always been the one for me, too."
The elevator door opened with a chime and the two got into the small cab, quickly moving to the back and cuddling once again. The ride seemed to go much faster than ever before. It seemed that they had just started kissing when the chime rang out and the elevator stopped on the eleventh floor. They moved down the hall, hand in hand, barely able to contain themselves. They were laughing as the door opened and Vince pulled her inside, quickly closing the door behind him. He pushed the suitcase in and out of the way, and pushed Jen up against the wall, locking his lips to hers once again. His hands quickly moved over her body, touching, caressing, trying to remove her clothing.
Jen tried to reciprocate, but he pushed her hands aside, pinning them above her head with one of his. Their faces were inches apart and he looked in her eyes. "It's my turn now. You'll get yours later," he said continuing to unfasten her pants.
Jen panted below him, excited by his boldness. She loved it when he took charge like this.
He roughly pushed her pants down below her hips and slipped his hand into the front of her thong panties. He looked onto her eyes, barely in front of her, as his hand quickly and expertly circled her clit and slid lower to become coated with her juices. He let her clit slide between his fingers and pinched is slightly while stroking up and down the little shaft.
Her knees grew weak and she spread her legs wider to accommodate him. His touch was electric to her, so damn exciting.
"It's been too long since you've cum with my name on your lips," he said, kissing her.
*****
Cheryl waited patiently in the lobby of the hotel, idly reading the newspaper and glancing at the all news channel on the TV. She knew the lovebirds would have to leave eventually. She arrived too late to see what room or even what floor they were on, but they'd have to show themselves eventually. She idly thought of all the fun things she'd do with the reward money. A good portion of her life had been devoted to this life, this job. It was tough running around chasing bad guys all the time. She couldn't have a relationship, she couldn't settle down.
But she knew the end was finally near. This would be her last job.
*****
Jen lay against him, her head on his chest, her hand idly stroking his stomach. His arm lay around her shoulders, holding her tightly. They were both breathing heavily after making love so many times in the past few hours. Both knew that it was only the beginning, too. Their attraction was far too strong to deny.
She looked down as his semi-erect cock throbbed just a foot or two away, glistening in the low light. She couldn't remember if it was her pussy or her mouth that last covered it. They'd done so much in the last hour alone that she totally lost track.
"Why don't we go play at the casino while we recuperate," she suggested. "I know we're going to have to have round five soon and I want you ready."
"You plan on killing me, is that it?" Vince laughed.
"What a way to die, though, with your hard cock buried my pussy. You'd die happy."
He playfully smacked her on the ass. "Yep, very happy." He pushed away from her and got up, maneuvering to the bathroom. "Ok, I'll grab a shower."
She admired his body as he walked away from her and shook her head. Everything about him excited her. When the water turned on, she gathered her clothing for the evening, setting it aside but keeping it hidden from him. She had plans and didn't want to spoil them so easily.
When he emerged ten minutes later, she slipped in for her own shower, and finished dressing in the bathroom. She felt so sexy in this outfit and knew it would translate in her behavior. She'd act sexy. This was one of the first things that totally transformed who she was. She went from a frumpy, boring woman who dressed in boring outfits five years ago, to a hot, sexy woman who dressed in revealing, exciting clothing. And she loved the new her.
They opened the door together and worked their way down to the lobby and to the attached casino, unknowingly followed at a distance.
*****
"You are certainly an attractive woman," a woman said from behind her. Vince had excused himself to go to the restroom and she was just standing around playing slots. She turned and saw the young woman addressing her, wearing a sexy dress herself, subtly hiding and revealing. The woman smiled. "I'm Olivia."
"I'm Jen," she said, shaking the woman's hand.
The woman walked forward, getting very close to Jen, leaning in to her, to talk in a low voice. "I have a question to ask you. How would you like to earn a lot of money? And I promise it'll be fun."
Jen thought about it for a moment. "And what do I have to do."
"My boyfriend over there is a very wealthy man. He's in town for a few nights and wants to have sex with both of us upstairs. And he's willing to pay very big money to do it." Olivia stroked Jen's arm sending shivers through her. "Just one night. No questions and no strings."
"A very tempting offer."
"One you have to make now, I'm afraid."
"Then I'll have to say yes," she said. "I'll just tell my friend and we can be off."
Olivia leaned in and kissed Jen on the lips, her hand stroking Jen's neck. "You'll certainly be perfect and tasty."
When Vince came back, he needed a little convincing, but Jen's mind was made up. It was unique, dangerous, and profitable. Everything that excited her. He quickly relented, knowing that she'd come back to the room soon. He'd be certain of that.
She kissed him on the cheek so as not to arouse suspicion with the man and then made her way over to his table. She introduced herself to the man, Nathaniel, who appeared to be in his early sixties. He seemed nice and quiet and certainly carried himself like he had a ton of cash. She noticed the gorgeous wedding ring on his finger and figured he was out having fun without the misses knowing.
He took each of the girls by the waist and ushered them out of the casino and over to the elevators. Jen's mind was racing over the possibilities. She felt his hand slowly drop to caress her ass and pushed back into it encouragingly. When the elevator doors closed, she leaned towards him. "It feels much better beneath the dress," she said, licking his ear. She used one hand to help raise her dress up higher, giving him lots of room to stroke her naked flesh. His hand slid beneath, cupping her ass, feeling the fishnet nylons she was wearing.
He groaned and Olivia moved to ensure he was fully aroused, stroking him through his pants while she kissed him.
*****
Vince watched the elevator door close and stared at it, watching the floor numbers rise. When it finally stopped, he noted the destination and entered to go to his own floor.
*****
They slipped into the room with the girls going in first, quickly moving to the bed. Jen started undressing Olivia, sliding the zipper of her dress down and pulling down the front of it to expose her naked flesh. The woman wasn't wearing a bra and Jen admired her full breasts... obviously enhanced. But the surgeon had done a wonderful job. She leaned in and kissed her nipple, her tongue sliding around it as they lay back on the bed, the man following behind them.
Jen continued undressing the woman, moving up and whispering in her ear. "I want to tie him down then we both can tease him as we please..." Her hand moved between the woman's legs and noticed that she hadn't worn panties, either. She was obviously dressed for sex tonight. Her hand pushed against Olivia's sex, slowly moving as Olivia ground her hips against her..
"Oh god, yes," Olivia groaned enthusiastically. "Let's do it!"
Both of the women removed their clothes, then helped Nathaniel remove his. Jen watched as Olivia pulled down his boxers, exposing his erection briefly, before her mouth engulfed him, taking it from view once more. Olivia seemed good at her job, too. Nathaniel was moaning, holding her head with both hands, pushing himself in and out of her lovely mouth. Her slurping echoed through the room.
Jen cut the ties from the window shade blinds and started looping them around his wrists as he stood there, his legs shaking. He was close to cumming when Olivia finally pulled back, her hand slowly stroking him.
"Don't cum too fast, lover. We have all night."
They moved him over to the bed and lay him down, face up, his cock standing high into the air.
"Sixty nine him," Jen said softly. "I have one hell of a hot idea."
Olivia smiled, loving how kinky Jen was. She was going to have so much fun tonight. Olivia slipped onto the bed, settling her hips over Nathaniel's mouth. He lovingly attached his mouth to her pussy and began to softly lick it. To reciprocate, Candy licked his long shaft, keeping him hard and moaning before occasionally engulfing it.
Jen, spurred on, tied each of his wrists to her ankles and each of her wrists to his ankles, locking them into a permanent sixty-nine position. Excitedly the duo attacked the other with gusto. Loud groans filled the room as Jen moved back, quickly scanning the room.
It took her only seconds to notice the large gym bag in the corner. Only seconds more to grab it and dash from the room. She smiled as she heard Olivia groan and she came just as Jenn closed the door, entering the hallway dress in hand. She ran down to the elevator and pressed the button for her floor as she slipped her dress on quickly. When the elevator doors closed, she checked inside the bag, noting the huge amount of cash inside.
*****
Jen jumped on the bed, laughing, spilling the bag of cash all over it. "That was too much fun," she said smiling. "Two million in fun to be exact." She tossed a handful of the $100 bills and let them rain down on top of her.
"You're too much," Vince smiled, sitting on the bed and holding her hand. "We finally meet back up and the next thing I know you're robbing someone. Have I told you how much I love you?"
"You just want me for my body," she joked.
He smiled, grabbing her arm, and pulling her down onto him. "That's definitely part of what I want." His arms wrapped around her, pulling her tightly into him. Their lips touched in a searing, passionate kiss, her body going limp from it.



They stopped when they heard the click of metal. A sound he knew all too well. They looked up and saw a woman holding a gun on them.
"Honey, did you order room service," Vince asked, smiling.
"Funny man. You two are busted," Cheryl replied, reaching behind her to pull out her handcuffs. Her eyes quickly scanned the room, though, almost unable to take them from the bills scattered about. She'd never seen so much money before. She tossed Jen the handcuffs. "Lock his hands behind his back."
Jen held the cold metal and smiled. "Gladly," she said. "I love it when he gets all tied up." She locked his hands securely behind his back.
Cheryl approached them, the gun squarely on Jen now. "Looks like you have a lot of cash here. So where did that come from?"
"Some guy gave it to me as a gift."
"Mmhmm... I bet. Kind of an expensive call girl aren't you?"
"Well... when you're good, you're good," Jen smiled, her hands showing her body like a game show model.
They stood staring at each other for a moment. The tension building in the air.
"Let's see how good," Cheryl ordered, using the gun to emphasize her point. She walked over to Jen, pushed her shoulder to turn her around, and unzipped her dress. Jen held it to her chest with her hands.
Vince was surprised she was being so calm about this and hoped she didn't do something stupid.
Cheryl turned her back around and pulled the dress down forcefully, admiring the full mesh body suite beneath. She whistled softly as Jen's body was exposed. "Well, you certainly do have the body for it." She grabbed Jen by the hair and pulled her down to her knees. "Let's see what else you have to make you such a high paid slut." With one hand, Cheryl pulled her skirt off, revealing a pair of sexy, French-cut panties beneath. She moved and stood directly in front of Jen. "I think you know what to do," she said grabbing her hair with one hand, putting the gun by her ear. "And I suggest you do it well."
Jen looked up at her, fear showing in her face. She nuzzled her nose in the woman's panty-covered pussy and pressed her mouth into her. She felt Cheryl's hips push back, wanting even more contact. She licked her panties, using her tongue to find and tease her clit and labia.
"Yeah, that's a nice start," Cheryl moaned.
Jen's hands slowly slid up her long legs, stroking and caressing as her tongue continued pleasing her. Her hands reached their destination in moments as her fingers slid beneath the waist band and began pulling her panties down. Her tongue continued licking, finding the overheated flesh beneath. Cheryl moaned when she first contacted her clit.
"Ohhh."
Vince's mind raced as he thought about how to get free. He couldn't help but watch his lover please the woman, though. It was too hot. Jen didn't try to fight her at all, either. She just let the woman dictate exactly what Jen was going to do to please her.
Cheryl's hips pressed even more into Jen's face, loving the pleasures the woman was giving her. Jen's tongue swirled into her pussy, driving deep, touching places Cheryl hadn't had touched in so long. Cheryl's grip in her hair tightened even more as the woman pushed her pussy even harder onto Jen's face. She pushed Jen back until she was laying on her back, kept pushing and moving up until she hovered over Jen's face.
She pushed her knees wide and sat on Jen's magical tongue and rocked her hips forward and back. Jen's tongue was wonderfully pleasing, slithering around her clit, her lips locking on it and sucking. It didn't take long to have her first orgasm and she shuddered noisily. When she pulled away, Jen's face was shiny with her dew. She leaned down and kissed her, her tongue helping to clean off Jen's face.
Both of the women were breathing hard. "I told you if you let me go that I'd make you a rich and happy woman one day..." Jen said softly.
Cheryl leaned towards the bed, her fingers wrapped around Vince's cock and began stroking it up and down. He struggled in his bindings, exciting her even more. She stood and straddled his body on the bed, her pussy sliding down to envelop his hardness. They both grunted as she moved forward and back, fucking him.
She thought back on that day, four years ago when she first caught Jen. Jen had pleaded with her and then had pleased her more than anyone had before. She had to let her go. Besides, she knew Vince would come back for her eventually and he was worth a hell of a lot more money.
She started thrusting harder onto Vince's cock, her body slapping against him. Yes, she had to admit, this isn't what she originally intended to do. She had thought she'd make enough reward money arresting these two that she'd retire on that. But at only $50,000 each... she had some quick thinking to do. Making up her mind... she was certainly going to be rich... and happy. Today was her retirement day. She'd have so much more of a life taking this money than getting the reward money by arresting them.
With her future so clear, she couldn't care less if the two ran free now. Maybe... if she got bored... she'd look for them some other time.
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Black Widow, Part 1
How much is true love worth?
I've asked myself that question a lot lately.
I was born with a silver spoon. My mom's side of the family has old money... a lot of it. She was already extremely wealthy when she married my dad, and he was forced to sign a prenuptial agreement by my grandfather, who was suspicious of him.
My parents gave me a little sister two years younger than me and we had an incredible family. My sister and I were home schooled by the best money could buy. Unfortunately, with that much money, both of my parents were very active in managing and using it. While we had "family time" and "family vacations", my sister and I were left on our own most of the time.
Unfortunately, tragedy struck when I was fourteen, and both my mother and sister died in a tragic car accident. A deer ran across the road, causing the car to swerve and lose control, crashing into a tree. My dad and I were devastated, going through the funeral rituals and then dealing with the lawyers on the will.
It seemed my grandfather had a huge influence on her decisions because she left ten percent of her portion of the fortune to my dad and ninety percent to me. Being under-age, the money was put into a trust, due to me on my twenty-first birthday. Ninety million dollars. That's a very large sum of money for someone my age and the lawyers and accountants made sure I used it wisely until the day I'd be given my own full control.
After the accident, my dad and I grew very close. The pain of losing family was almost too much for him to bear and he brought me closer in order to enjoy all the time we could have together. We developed a mutual interest in baseball and traveled around the country watching our favorite teams play. The summers of my fourteenth and fifteenth year were the best in my young life.
It took a long time before he started dating again. It interfered with our travels a little, but he kept his dating away from me quite a bit, not even bringing a woman around me for the most part.
Until Veronica, that is.
During the baseball season of my seventeenth year, he was away more and more. I knew it was because of a woman right away, but he kept her away for several months before eventually bringing her to the house to meet me for the first time. It was just after my eighteenth birthday when he brought her home on a Friday night to introduce her to me.
I was spellbound from the moment I saw her. She was tall, standing about five foot ten, and was very statuesque. She had large breasts, accentuated by her blouse and her body was trim and fit, obviously from working out. She had blond hair that perfectly cascaded over her shoulders. She was only about ten years older than me and fifteen years younger than my dad.
I remember standing in front of her, barely able to talk or move as she extended her perfect hand to me.
"Nice to meet you, Davey," she said smiling. She was the first and only person to ever call me Davey. It was so... condescending, especially to a boy who was almost a man. But from her, it seemed appropriate.
I was so attracted to her that my thoughts seemed to constantly be about her. I daydreamed about her when she wasn't around and stared at her when she was. Over the next months she was over at the house more and more, spending almost every waking moment with my dad. I felt uneasy, knowing that she was going to become my mom... and I was still going to be infatuated with her.
*****
I was shocked to hear arguing one early Sunday morning. I heard it from all the way up in my room on the second floor. I slipped on my sweats and a t-shirt and walked down the hall. I didn't need to be quiet because of the raised voices, but I tried to be nonetheless. I moved down the stairs, following the sound to the front hall.
I entered the hall and saw my dad and some woman arguing in the study across the way. She held some kind of manila envelope in her hands and some large pictures on top. I couldn't understand what was being said, but she was very agitated about something and thought the pictures proved her point. But my dad would have none of it.
They both turned towards me just as I entered the middle of the entrance hall.
"Ms. Jackson, I think it's time you leave... and leave us all alone," my dad said firmly when he noticed me. "If you don't, I will have you hauled off for harassment. And take this crap with you." He grabbed the woman's upper arm and ushered her to the front door.
Just as they were passing me, the woman almost pleaded with me to listen to her. "Your dad is making a big mistake... one that's going to kill him," she said before the door slammed shut.
"What was that all about?" I asked, bewildered.
"Nothing... just some crazy woman out to extort money from me. She's gone now. Go get cleaned up and dressed, we have some things to do today." He walked down the hall towards his bedroom, leaving me alone in the entryway. I walked back up to my room, trying to forget about it, but worried that that wouldn't be the last I'd see of that scary woman.
*****
Veronica was over at the house more and more. My dad was definitely infatuated with her and their relationship was growing deeper. And while I could understand why, I was jealous and sometimes just wished she'd leave us alone. To be honest, I guess I was jealous and sometimes wished she were mine instead of his. She was definitely a gorgeous woman.
She walked through the house looking so very sexy and I often stared at her when I knew she wasn't watching. When she came over to swim that summer and wore her bikini, I thought I'd cream in my pants without even touching myself. I would sit and stare out the window at her as she lay by the pool sunning herself.
She and my dad flirted every time they were around each other. My hormone-riddled body was kept at its peak every time they got together because of their constant pawing, kissing, and flirty conversation. I occasionally heard them having sex all throughout the day and night, too. I guess the pressure got to be too much for my dad at times, too, and he couldn't stay away from her.
One day, I was moving through the house in the middle of the afternoon, trying to find my dad. He'd said something about us going to the ball game that evening and I was wondering when we needed to go. I could hear some giggling and soft moaning from his bedroom as I approached. I knew I shouldn't, but I couldn't help myself and just had to look inside. Besides, the door was wide open, so it wasn't as if I was doing much to look.
I craned my neck around the door frame and saw Veronica's head and shoulders just on the other side of the settee. Her eyes were closed and she was obviously enjoying what was happening as she knelt or sat on the floor.
"Oh yeah... just like that," she moaned breathily.
I had to move more into the doorway in order to see around the settee and found my body doing just that, without even a second thought. I stopped, shocked at what I now saw. Veronica was indeed kneeling on the floor, naked except for some black stockings that stopped at the top of her thighs. Her hips rocked back and forth and it's then that I saw what she was sitting on. I could see the balding top of my father's head, his face forced between her thighs as she sat on his head.
"Yeah... long licks... ooooh... deeper," she moaned, her body quivering in delight, her hands coming up to grasp and squeeze her lovely breasts. I couldn't take my eyes off her and felt my cock get very hard. I reached down and adjust it, my eyes closing momentarily.
"God, I love sitting on your face," she moaned. "Lick my fucking cunt." When I opened my eyes, I saw that she was looking directly at me, her eyes hungry with lust. She wasn't at all embarrassed that I found them. In fact, she seemed to revel in it, her hips moving faster. Her fingers grabbed her nipples and pulled them, twisted them. It looked like she was doing it for my benefit.
She lifted her hips a little from my dad's face, prompting him to have to arch his head up to keep contact. It also gave me a better look at what was happening.
"That's it big boy... come on... lift up high... worship my sweet pussy... God, my clit is on fire!"
I could see my father's tongue slide around her pussy, sliding between her lips and pushing deep inside. What little I saw of his face was covered with her juices, but he didn't seem to care. His hands wrapped around her waist and thighs, trying to pull himself tighter against her. The squishing sounds of his licking and sucking and panting for breath filled the room. She suddenly thrust her body downwards, pushing her pussy forcefully against his mouth and gasped, smiling cruelly at me.
"YESSS!" she yelled, grinding her hips harder into him.
I couldn't believe how turned on she made me, just with that simple act and face as we stared at each other. My cock was aching for release and I was shaking with need. I turned and bolted from the room, running up the stairs to my own room, the image of her forever etched on my brain. I jumped onto my bed and held my pillow and covers tightly, trying to control myself somehow. My body burned but I didn't want to give in.
I don't know how long I lay there, but I woke up to the sound of a soft knocking on my door. By the time I woke up to answer, Veronica entered my room, still rapping softly on the door.
"Sorry, I didn't know you were sleeping," she said softly. "Can we talk for a minute?"
I rubbed my eyes, wondering if I was dreaming or not. "Sure," I said softly. She closed the door softly and walked across the room to my bed. She was wearing a short, silk robe that accentuated her body incredibly well. Her hair was long and lustrous and cascaded over her shoulders. She sat on the edge of the bed beside me, her hand idly moving to my chest.
"I knew we'd have to have this talk eventually," she said, looking at me. "I'm not embarrassed that you caught us."
"I can explain..."
"It excited me," she interrupted. "A lot." Her hand was sliding back and forth across my chest and neck. "I've seen the way you look at me... the way you watch me when I'm sunbathing... the way you watch me walking around in my robe. I've even watched you masturbate while watching me."
I blushed deep red, not knowing how I could've been so careless to get caught.
"Awww... Davie's shy... I gotta admit, though. The thought of you thinking about me like that... the thought of you getting excited and beating off with thoughts of me in your head... the thought of your cock hard at the sight of me... is such a turn-on."
Veronica turned a little more towards me on the bed, her robe no longer concealing the cleft between her thighs. She brought her other hand up to my face, gently stroking my cheek.
"You're so adorable," she whispered. "Did you enjoy watching me fucking your father?"
I swallowed hard, not knowing how to respond. I simply nodded my head.
"I thought so. But you know how naughty that was of you, right? You're not supposed to spy like that." She stared down at me, admonishing me.
"Yeah... I... I know..." I whimpered, knowing I was so very guilty. "But..."
"Shhhh, no 'buts'," she said, laying a finger across my lips to silence me. "Just listen to me." She slipped the finger around my lips slowly, circling the edges and across the middle. Then she pushed her finger between them, pushing it into my mouth. "Suck it," she whispered softly. Slowly I sucked her finger, letting my tongue scrape across it as she moved it in and out of my mouth. She turned even more towards me, her robe opening just enough to show me she had nothing on underneath.
"I know just how to punish you," she whispered, pulling her wet finger from my mouth and wetting my lips with it before sliding it back inside. Her left hand moved slowly to the belt around her waist and pulled the end, quickly untying it. "You're going to show me what I want to see. Take your pants off." She pulled her finger from my mouth and moved it onto her neck, sliding it lower onto her chest. Her hand moved beneath the lapel of her robe, obviously sliding over and around her breast beneath. "Come on... quickly now," she commanded softly.
I felt confused, lost, and excited. My brain wasn't function well and she had full control over me. I grabbed the waistband of my sweat pants and pulled them down as she watched. My erection was straining my boxers, tenting them.
Her hand moved forward a moment, shaking, uncertain, as if she wanted to touch me, but fought it. She pulled her hand back, licking her lips.
"Those, too," she said letting her robe fall off her shoulders, baring the breast she was playing with. Her nipple was so hard, teased by her fingers circling it and pinching it. She was breathing as hard as I was at this point and I could smell the muskiness from between her legs. I looked between her legs and saw her pussy there, bare and glistening, pressed between her thighs.
I lifted my hips and pulled my underwear down and off, tossing them aside. My cock was so hard, bobbing with every heartbeat. I was shivering with need and desire.
"Very nice," she whispered, obviously impressed. She lowered her left hand towards it, letting just the tip of her finger stroke slowly up it's length. I watched, almost holding my breath as the removed her finger and lowered it between her own legs that she parted even further for me. She stroked the sides of her cunt, slick with her juices and raised her right knee so I could see her pussy open up before me while she slid the finger closer, closer, until it was at the very edge of her tunnel. I looked up at her and she was staring directly into my eyes.
"Watch me masturbate, Davey," she whispered, and I looked back down at her cunt. "Watch and play with your cock for me." She began to slide the finger inside, rolling it around the edges of the hole, then sinking it in deeper and deeper. She gasped as her thumb spread apart the lips some more and started twiddling with the little button-shaped fold of flesh... her clit. My right hand quickly moved to my cock, stroking it as I shivered in excitement.
"Yeah, Davey. Show me that big, beautiful cock of yours." She put a second finger inside her and pushed them in and out, fucking herself faster and faster. I moaned, caught up in her excitement. She smiled, knowing just how much control she had over me at this point and pulled her wet fingers from her pussy. I watched as she slowly lowered them towards me, glistening in the harsh lighting. She set them on my lips, sliding them back and forth for a second.
"Taste me, Davey. Taste my sweet pussy as you cum for me." She pushed them between my lips and I sucked on them greedily, my hand a blur on my cock as I sought to cum now. My body was on fire and I felt everything tense up suddenly. I could hear a roaring in my head and felt my groin contract in glorious release as I came, spraying my chest and stomach with strand after strand of my cum.
"Oh, baby, yeah, yeah... cum for me," she giggled as it sprayed again and again. I was gasping, overcome by my orgasm as she sat over me, talking to me softly. I could barely hear her I was panting so much, but her fingers slid over and around my cum playing with it. I watched her through half-lidded eyes as she licked it off her finger and licked her lips.
"Tasty, little Davey. So tasty.... I want you to keep playing with yourself when you think of me. I want you to cum with thoughts of me in that dirty little mind of yours. We may not be able to fuck, but I think we can play nonetheless." I watched her stand, adjust her robe, and then slip out my door right before I fell into a deep sleep.
*****
My relationship with Veronica changed after that day. She would constantly flirt with me, sending me suggestive text messages, pictures, and videos. She would wear suggestive clothing around the house and very skimpy bathing suits around the pool. I became more and more jealous of my dad when I saw them kissing or hugging. But she never tried to do anything more with me physically.
Two months later, Veronica moved into the house.
She was a good influence on my dad. She was into a lot of physical activities and diet and got my dad into doing a lot of things that surprised me. I mean, he was skydiving, mountain climbing, mountain skiing, all sorts of activities that he'd never done before. He was looking trim and fit in no time with a lot of energy... energy that she put to good use, unfortunately.
Needing that little bit of sexual release, many times I would sneak into the hallway outside their bedroom and listen to them having sex. I masturbated to her cries of ecstasy, closing my eyes and pretending that it was me that was giving her such pleasure. It was very frustrating to me... I was jealous that she stole my dad from me and jealous that he stole Veronica from me.... both at the same time.
A month later, we had our annual meeting with the lawyers.
"Drink your shake," Veronica admonished dad, handing it to him as he was picking up his briefcase with papers.
"You should go with us," dad suggested, surprising me. He never wanted other people to be in with us and the lawyers. They talked a lot about our money, how they're organizing it and how much we had. He didn't want others to know our financial business that in-depth in case they used the information against us.
Veronica straightened his tie. "I would, but.... no... you go have your boring meeting."
"Veronica, you're going to have to understand what you're getting into eventually," he said. "You know I'm going to marry you."
"But... Bruce... Oh, ok... I'll go. But just to shut you up," she finally relented, dressing in record time.
We all loaded up my dad's Hummer and drove to the lawyer's office where they proceeded to gather for the meeting. It was a combination of several lawyers, accountants, and wall-street-type guys that moved our money around and made more of it. I wasn't exactly excited by the meeting, but when Veronica sat next to me, it suddenly became more interesting to me. At least I could let my thoughts wander easily enough.
Each lawyer came up in turn, describing how much money we had and how they were spending it in order to make even more money. They suggested different strategies for us, almost boring me to tears. Veronica seemed to perk up when they mentioned that my dad had over $13 million and change. I could feel the shift of her body towards him as she hugged his arm.
After an hour, my dad's business was finally over and they moved to my accounts.
"Excuse me a second Bruce, are we going to be long?" Veronica asked him quietly, obviously wanting to get him out of the meeting and back home as soon as possible.
"Not much more. David has fewer things to go through and his should go quickly." She seemed interested in just leaving with my dad at that point and I wasn't too far behind her. I found it very boring as they showed charts and graphs and told us about accounts and stocks.
I was daydreaming about Veronica, thinking about her sitting on the table in front of me as she instructed me on how to please her with my tongue. I suddenly felt what I can only describe as a shiver from Veronica, waking me from my near slumber. I looked up at the presenter as he dryly continued.
"And the bulk of the $115 million is scattered through multiple accounts, as you can see, so there shouldn't be a problem with taxes. The six percent earning this past year was a bit lower than expected, but the economy was a bit rough."
The lawyer continued as I felt Veronica's hand on my thigh, slowly stroking it. I felt my cock harden involuntarily and I had to move in my seat to adjust myself. Her fingers lightly caressed my length as the presenters droned on and on and I all I could think about was how I couldn't wait to get out of there. Finally, two hours after starting, the presentation ended, we signed a bunch of different papers, and left for home.



She was cuddled next to my dad in the car, but it felt a lot colder than when they were going to the lawyers. Nothing really changed though, and their sex life continued to frustrate me.
Veronica's cell phone pictures and videos became a little more risque, too, driving me to masturbate almost constantly. She sent me a video in the middle of the day of her slowly opening her legs, her fingers lightly stroking her inner thighs. She was wearing the black stockings the wore that night with her, and a pair of black G-string panties. The camera was held close as her fingers grazed her mound over the panties, then slowly pulled them aside to reveal her luscious cunt to me.
Her fingers moved so slowly, pulling her lips apart to show me how wet she was inside, then slipped up to circle and tease her clit. I could hear her soft moaning through the speaker as she slid two fingers from one hand inside, slowly, while the fingers from the other hand held her pussy open for me. I could hear the squishing of her flesh and see the wetness seeping out over and around her fingers as she slowly moved them in and out, fucking herself.
It was driving me absolutely crazy and without even thinking about it I started masturbating furiously. I remembered her taste and imagined it on my lips now, wishing I was there in person to help her cum.
I watched her hand move faster and faster, twisting a little each time as she got closer and closer to her orgasm. Her legs were trembling when she finally came and I held the phone up close so I could hear her cries and whimpers of pleasure. My own hand was pumping my shaft furiously and in seconds I came.
*****
Six weeks later, my dad had to go to New York for a week on a business trip, leaving me alone with Veronica. He told me to keep her company and I assured him I'd be happy to do that.
It was Friday the next day and Veronica wanted to go out to dinner and a movie with me. She said she had a little surprise planned for me, which excited me. It was a formal affair and we both dressed up and took a limo. Dinner was at an elegant restaurant and my eyes could barely tear themselves away from the cleavage she revealed in that short, black dress. It seemed to make her happy that I was paying that kind of attention to her, and she flirted heavily with me, her foot sliding up my leg under the table, teasingly sliding over my thighs.
After dinner, we got back into the limo and went a few miles away to watch a romantic comedy. It didn't take long after the lights went down and I felt her lean over and lay her head on my shoulder. Then I felt her hand stroking my knee, slowly moving higher. I was breathing harder when her fingers finally touched me and I was very hard. Her fingertips stroked my length, teasing my cock to ever higher heights of hardness. When I moved to touch her leg, she grabbed my wrist and told me to wait.
I don't remember much of the movie, but when it finally ended and the lights came up, I was severely ready to leave. I could barely stand I was so hard and had to let my erection subside a little before we walked back out to the limo. The driver held the door open and let Veronica in first and I followed. When I ducked inside, I was surprised to find another woman in the car with us, a dark haired Asian woman, not much older than me. She appeared to have a slight build, but it was hidden behind a full-length coat as she sat with her legs crossed.
"Who's this?" I asked Veronica as the door closed.
"Our fun for the night," she answered, sliding over to the girl. She grabbed behind the girl's head and pulled her into a deep kiss. When she pulled back, she playfully grabbed the girl's coat, pulling it open. "Very nice," she whispered as she revealed the girl's lacy lingerie beneath the coat, complete with a corset, stockings, and a garter belt.
I swallowed hard, wondering where this was going, as Veronica took the girl's coat completely off and looked over at me.
"Come here," she said as the girl leaned back and Veronica stroked her thighs.
I knelt on the floor of the limo and moved as directed to kneel between the girl's legs. Both of them were watching me intently and then Veronica moved, directing my gaze downward. Her fingers stroked the girl's pussy over her black panties as I watched.
"Even if we can't fuck, there's nothing that says we can't fuck someone else together." She pulled her panties aside, exposing the girl to me. "Taste her," Veronica ordered.
I'd never done anything like this before. In fact, I'd never really been with a girl before, let alone had sex. But I leaned forward as she directed, smelling her scent and licking her. Veronica bent over, encouraging me, directing me, and teaching me how to do it right. This was all new to me, but I wanted Veronica to see that I could do it better than anyone.
"Oh, God, yes," the girl moaned, and Veronica slapped her on the face for it.
"You don't say a word," she said angrily, surprising both the girl and me. "That's the deal, you got that?"
The girl, scared, nodded her head in agreement her hand holding her stinging cheek. Veronica threw her leg over the girl and sat on her stomach, facing me and blocking her from view as she looked down at me. "Just think about that being my pussy, Davey. Lick it just like you were licking me." While she watched me, I watched her stroke herself, her fingers sliding slowly around her wet pussy.
I wished so bad that it had been her, and I licked and licked, giving her everything I had.
She let me go for about ten minutes before she pulled me up by my hair. My face was covered with saliva and the girl's juices, and the girl was excited, but hadn't cum yet. They both smiled down at me encouragingly, as I licked my lips and wiped my face with the sleeve of my suit jacket.
"We'll be home soon... I want you to fuck her for a little bit." Veronica moved beside her as the girl shifted in her seat, moving to the edge of the cushion. I unfastened my pants and pulled them down. "I want to see that big, hard cock of yours pound into her. Some day I want to feel it myself."
My pants down around my knees, I shuffled forward, my hard shaft sticking far out from my body, aimed right at the girl's wet pussy. As I got close, Veronica reached down and grabbed my shaft, stroking it slowly.
"God that's so big," she whispered as if jealous the other girl was going to feel it instead of her.
She guided me into the girl and I slowly pushed inside, deeper and deeper. The girl gasped, her mouth opening in pleasure as she felt me stretch her wide open.
"Fuck her good," Veronica said, her hand moving up to play with the girl's breasts.
The girl lifted her legs up to my shoulders and I wrapped my hands around her thighs, holding her tightly as I started thrusting. At first I moved slowly and deliberately, going as deep as I could and then moving almost all the way back out again. The girl gasped and moaned, enjoying the feel as much as I was. It felt incredible to me and it was a wonder that I didn't cum right then and there.
Before I knew it, though, we'd arrived back at home and Veronica had me withdraw and pull up my pants. I groaned in protest, unable to understand why I wasn't allowed to cum. I was shaking with excitement, so close to my orgasm as we all walked into the house, arm in arm. Veronica led us to my bedroom telling me that I'd remember this day for ever.
Once we got into the room, Veronica directed the action, telling the girl to strip for me and then stand there. She had a small body, but it was still incredible. When she finished, Veronica stripped too. The girl's body wasn't even in the same league as Veronica's. Her breasts were large and perfect, her nipples hard, her pussy so perfectly formed. I salivated, wondering if and when I'd ever get to touch her and make love to her.
Veronica walked over to me and helped me get completely naked, my cock so hard. She held it in her hand, gently stroking it as she leaned in to me. I could feel her skin against mine and I shivered with need and desire. She smelled so good and I inhaled deeply, getting lost in it.
"I want you to know that I think I love you more than your dad," she whispered softly. "I wish I'd met you first and could just marry you instead. Then we could make love every morning, noon, and night. But, that'll have to be another life. We'll have to just make do with what we *can* do." She moved me to the center of the bed and had me wait while she made the girl lay on her back. We adjusted our positions close to where we were before, with her legs up on my shoulders and I slid my cock into her and slowly fucked her.
The girl was breathing heavy and I looked up to see Veronica masturbating, excited from watching us. Too much to take any longer, she moved towards us, moving her knees on the sides of the girl's head and using her hands, opened her pussy wide. I watched as the girl tilted her head back and thrust her tongue into Veronica's pussy, making her groan.
"That's it bitch, suck on my pussy," she said excitedly. Then she lowered her pussy onto the girl's face and started grinding, barely giving the girl room to breath. Veronica grabbed the girl's ankles, bending her in half and leaving me room to just concentrate on fucking her. She leaned forward and kissed me deeply.
"Think of how much better it would be to fuck me instead," she whispered before putting her tongue back in my mouth. "I'm thinking how much better your tongue would feel on my clit and how much better your cock would feel slamming into my pussy."
It was a full night and morning of unadulterated lust, every minute spent in carnal pleasure, fucking and sucking on the girl, wishing it was the other instead. Veronica was my teacher, I was the student, and the girl was my carnal laboratory.
*****
Veronica and my dad married a few months later, in a small ceremony. Several of my relatives were in attendance, but not one of Veronica's family or friends came. I didn't even know if she had any family alive, since I'd never even heard her or my dad talk about them.
She wore a simple, white dress that hugged her curves. My dad wore a form-fitting tuxedo, showing off his new physique as well.
Afterwards, we all jetted off to Hawaii for a week, where I was left to my own devices for most of the time.
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Three months before my twentieth birthday, another tragedy struck my family. Veronica and my dad had flown to Colorado in order to do some mountain climbing and my dad fell, breaking his neck and back, dying before they reached the hospital. My family was heart broken, having to go through yet another funeral. My grandparents had died a year ago, so I was basically left alone. Since I was almost twenty anyways, I knew I wouldn't have any trouble.
Veronica was too much in shock to cry anymore as we got into the limo after the funeral. My eyes were red and sore and she hugged me, holding me close to her. Her scent and soft touch comforted me.
A week later, my dad's will was read. He graciously left a million to Veronica and the rest to me. I didn't need the money, but she would. The house he left to me as well.
When we reached the house after visiting the lawyer, Veronica asked me something that completely took me by surprise.
"Do you mind if I wait until next week to move out? This is all just too sudden for me and I have to arrange for a place to stay."
It took me a minute to register what she was saying. "Move out? Why?"
"Because the house is yours now, David, not mine."
This was the first time she'd addressed me as a man... as David. It made me feel so powerful and grown-up just to hear it.
I smiled. "It's mine, and I've decided that you can live here... with me... if you want," I offered, hoping against hope that she'd agree.
She came over and hugged me, holding me tight against her luscious body. She kissed me on the forehead, then the cheek, then pulled away and looked at me. "You're such a kind and handsome young man," she said, smiling, her lips inches from mine.
Without thinking, I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her into a deep kiss, standing right there in the entry hall. I don't know how long we kissed, but eventually we separated, her smiling down at me.
"I'm going to definitely thank you properly on your birthday," she said, licking her lips. "And after my mourning of your father, I think we'll have to talk about us being together... always together. I can't wait to feel you fucking me, all day, every day." She slid her finger around my lips, pushing it into my mouth. "And I can't wait to sit on that lovely face of yours."
*****
That was probably the longest and most difficult 3 months of my life. Veronica and I were in the house alone for most of the time, day and night, obviously interested in each other, but not physcialy expressing it. She regularly sent me teasing text messages and pictures and videos of her masturbating and showing off her incredible body, but we kept it very private.
Around anyone, we were the widowed mother and son, and nothing more. At home we were lovers temporarily held apart due to circumstances. She would have other women over occasionally that we'd both have sex with, but there was little to nothing between us directly.
She loved to tease me using other women. One of her favorite ploys was to invite two girls over for a girl's night in. They were from the local strip club and she paid them $1000 each to give us a lesbian show. I'm sure the money drove the girls to let Veronica abuse them as she did, but they played her game well, sensually stripping off the other's clothes, and licking their bodies, all at her constant direction. She put one on the coffee table in the living room and had the other lick her pussy while I watched from the couch a foot away. Veronica was kneeling beside them, touching them, directing the action directly and explicitly. Then she pulled the strap off her shoulder and had the girl slowly and seductively lick and suck on her nipples.
Veronica disappeared for a moment, and surprisingly, came back naked with a dildo strapped around her waist. Then while one girl was eating the other's pussy, she fucked her, hard, pulling her hair and pushing her face harder in the other's pussy. Their bodies slapped together loudly.
The girls were very vocal in describing what they felt, what they were doing, and what they wanted to do. Their innocent, nubile bodies writhing on the coffee table as I watched, unable to do anything to relieve the tensions that was building within me. I was so excited afterwards the she pulled me into the bedroom and had me masturbate while she knelt at my feet, letting my cum spray over her face and chest.
*****
Finally, the day of my twenty-first birthday arrived. I woke up with Veronica in my bed next to me, her hand idly stroking my stomach as she watched me sleep. When I woke, her hand moved my hair from my eyes and she smiled.
"Good morning," she whispered.
"Good morning to you, too," I said, looking around, surprised she was in my bed. "This is a pleasant surprise."
"I thought about waking you up with a blow-job, but... I know you'll be getting that soon enough. We have an entire day to celebrate. It's your birthday... and time to make you a man."
I felt her hand move beneath the covers along my skin and I shivered. She just stared in my eyes, enjoying my expression of desire and need as her fingers slid lower and lower until they grazed my growing cock. With the tips of her fingers, she stroked my length, seemingly loving how long and hard I was getting. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft and she squeezed it.
"Mmmm, what a big cock you have."
I smiled, loving the pleasure she was generating. "The better to fuck you with," I mumbled, closing my eyes and groaning as she expertly brought be to the brink of orgasm. She pulled the covers away, exposing my hardness covered with her stroking hand as it slowly moved up and down. She smiled and bent forward slowly, watching me as she licked my entire length.
"And a tasty cock, too," she moaned softly, continuing to lick up and down. She got me so hard and I was almost going to cum when she stopped. "You can't cum too soon, now, David. We have fun things yet to do. Come... shower with me." She took my hand and led me off the bed and down the hall into the master bedroom. She pulled me into the large master bathroom, spinning me around to face her. She smiled deviously as her hands moved slowly over her silk-robed body. The robe was short, coming only to the tops of her thighs and had a lovely oriental design on it. Her hands moved over her breasts, down over her abdomen, finally resting on the knot of her belt. She untied it casually, teasing me as it fell open a little, exposing her bare flesh beneath it.
I stared, amazed, as she opened the robe like a curtain parting and let it fall down her arms to the floor. I swallowed hard, seeing her completely naked body. She walked slowly over to the walk-in shower and opened the door. She deftly slipped inside, not taking her eyes off me for a moment, holding a sly, seductive smile on her face. She turned on the water, feeling the temperature with her hand for a moment before stepping into the spray and letting the hot water spray over her chest and abdomen.
"Waiting for something?" she asked.
I swallowed hard and stepped into the shower, too, closing the door behind me. She gathered me into her arms and pulled me into the spray and into a deep, passionate kiss. Our bodies melded together and I could feel her soft breasts press into my chest. I could feel my hardness press against her thigh and abdomen as she moved against me. I barely felt the water as our bodies were grinding together until we stopped with her back to the wall. I felt her leg curl around my hip, her calf squeezing my ass.
"Oh god," she moaned as I grabbed her hair and pulled her head back forcefully. My mouth moved down her neck, kissing, licking and biting her soft, succulent flesh. My lips moved onto her breasts and nipples as their hardness excited me. I licked them and sucked them into my mouth noisily as she grunted her approval. Her other leg moved around my waist, her entire body held off the ground by me and the wall behind her.
"Fuck me," she whispered hoarsely.
I felt my cock slide easily into her pussy. She gurgled at my girth as she settled down on it, pushing it deep inside. Slowly I eased my hips forward and back, trying to thrust into her as I tried to manage my balance. For her own part, she bucked on me, pushing her pussy down onto my shaft again and again. Our bodies slapped together with each thrust, her clit easily striking my abdomen sending shivers through her body.
"God, David, that feels so good. Keep fucking me...."
We fucked against the wall like that for a couple of minutes, before I got too tired to hold her any longer. She dropped her feet to the floor and kissed me hard. She then surprised me by suddenly pushing me away, smiling so deviously. She turned away from me and put her hands on the shower wall. She looked back over her shoulder and wiggled her incredible ass at me.
"Fuck me from behind David." I moved in behind her and put my hands on her hips. My cock was sliding against her ass cheeks and fell into place between them. "Fuck yeah," she moaned, smiling, her eyes closing slightly as my cock slid over her asshole. "Fuck my ass." She reached back and grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them wide. I looked down and saw the most marvelous asshole that I'd ever seen... not that I'd seen that many.
"Like that David? Huh? Why don't you kiss my ass first."
I felt kind of lost for a moment and just did what I was told. I knelt on the floor behind her and as she watched I kissed one ass cheek then the other.
"Perfect David... keep going," she moaned encouraging me. "Lick my asshole."
She wiggled her ass in front of my face and moved her asshole right in front of me. I stared at it, at first with a look of disbelief, then interest, then outright desire. I leaned in and licked her asshole just using the tip of my tongue. My hands were on her thighs and I could feel her whole body shivering with delight.
"That's it, baby... that's it," she whispered.
Emboldened by her excitement, I licked more forcefully, letting my tongue pierce her hole a little, fucking her with it a little. I felt her hand move between her legs as she began playing with herself. "God that feels incredible." She reached a hand back behind her and grabbed my hair, forcing my face harder against her ass. She wiggled it about, rubbing it against my face. I was lost in a daze of desire for her. I knew I'd do anything to please her.
She pulled on my hair, forcing me to stand once again. "Fuck me in the ass! Now!" she demanded. She was breathing hard and I could tell she was taken over by her excitement. She put both her hands back on the wall as my hands grabbed hold of her hips. My rigid cock slid between the cheeks of her ass again as it made its way lower, easily finding it's spot. I watched with fascination as it lay against her puckered star and then watched as it eased inside when I pushed.
She groaned loudly, full of pleasure, and told me she needed me to fuck her. I curled my fingers around her pelvis and readied myself. Without warning, I thrust into her, hard, our bodies slapping together. She grunted loudly, like an animal, and I pulled out a little, only to thrust into her yet again. I saw her arms strain to keep her face from crashing into the wall from the force of my thrust but could tell from her moaning that this is what she wanted. She wanted it hard. She wanted it like an animal.
The water cascaded over both our bodies, the steam rolling through the air, as our grunting and grinding echoed off the walls of the shower. It didn't take long for her voice to become high-pitched, until it was a wail as she came. I felt my balls tighten soon afterwards and with one last thrust, came hard into her bowels.
We washed each other off after that and finally exited the shower with our fingers looking like prunes. We spent the rest of the day together, just having fun shopping and getting out and about. And then finally came home for dinner. She had prepared something a bit extravagant and told me to dress up. I finally sat at the table wearing a suit and tie as I waited for her.
I heard the click of her heels on the floor long before I saw her and was stunned when I finally turned around. She was wearing a latex dress with a red and black corset over top. Her boots came up to mid thigh and must have been 4-inch heels. She also wore long gloves that came up to the middle of her upper arm. She was incredibly sexy and I sat staring.
She strode up behind me and stroked my face and neck as she looked down at me. I lifted my face to watch her and she smiled at me, almost a cruel smile as if she were up to something. She slowly reached down and grabbed my wrist, moving it behind my back, then did the same with the other hand. I could feel cold metal hit my wrists just as it closed about them, locking them together. I felt a rope slip around my neck and felt it tighten a bit, holding me back in the chair. She grabbed my hair and forced my head back and kissed my mouth hard. I was breathing hard, unable to do anything to stop her. Satisfied she had me fully trapped, she moved her chair beside mine and took a seat.
She filled my plate with food and set it in front of me. Putting a mouthful on the fork, she lifted it to my mouth, encouraging me to take a bite. Slowly, she fed me fork-fulls of food, carefully wiping any mess around my face. After several, she put the fork down for a moment and slid a hand down my chest to my hardening crotch.
"Mmmmm... David... you feel so ready for me."
"Yes," I moaned softly as her hand squeezed me.
"Let's see how ready." She unfastened my pants and pulled them wide open. Then she pulled them down a little, my boxers too. My cock was hard and sprang out for her. "Yes... so very ready," she said as her finger traced a line up my shaft.
She turned my chair towards her and moved to her knees between my legs. "My turn," she said softly as her lips encased the head of my cock and gently sucked.
*****
After an amazing night with Veronica, I thought I'd check out her toy chest and see what other surprises she might have hidden. I slipped into her room when she went out to go shopping and started going through her drawers. Her lingerie collection was incredible and sexy. I couldn't wait to see her in all of it. I slid the silky softness of one of the panties around my cheek, imagining what it would feel like feeling her body through them. I moved to the bedside stand and opened the drawer and found several different vibrators and dildoes. I took one out, wondering what she felt when it was shoved deep inside her.
A soft, purple cloth in the back of the drawer caught my attention. I felt it on the outside and it seemed to contain something very small. I picked it up, wondering what treasure I'd find inside and pulled aside the cloth, unwrapping it. Inside was a small vial, half full of a clear liquid. The vial was unmarked and nothing on the cloth indicated what it was.
It intrigued me. I had a feeling it was some sort of illegal drug that I couldn't wait to experience with her or maybe some sex enhancer. Whatever it was, I had a feeing it was something really fun. I opened the tip and pressed it against my tongue, trying not to take too much, but wanting enough to get a feel for what it was. I quickly put everything back the way I found it.
Unfortunately, I was disappointed because nothing happened. At least, nothing until an hour later. My fingers and toes got all tingly and then went a little numb. I fell down in the living room, the lack of full feeling in my legs giving me a lot of problems. So I laid on the couch afraid to move. An hour afterwards, the feeling in my hands and feet returned.
I had no idea what it was, but knew it wasn't anything good.
*****
A year after my father died, Veronica and I got married. It was a little ceremony, with just us and a judge, but we took it very seriously. I knew I was deeply in love... and lust... with her. No longer needing to be so chaste in public, our kiss after the judge pronounced us man and wife was extremely passionate and would've been pornographic had we not been forced to leave due to other couples waiting in line.
After the ceremony ended, Veronica disappeared to the ladies room for a moment, and I stood around thinking about our future, especially our honeymoon trip to the Med.
"Congratulations Mr. Landhorn," a woman said from the side. "You certainly can pick 'em."
I turned to the voice and saw Ms. Jackson, the woman my father was arguing with years ago. She was standing there holding a manila envelope in her hands.
"I tried to warn your father, you know. He'd still be alive if he'd listened to me."
"What do you want Ms. Jackson?" I said sounding as angry as I could at the interruption.
She walked the few short steps, the clicking of her shoes echoing in the hall, until she was in front of me, holding out the envelope. "I want to save your life. The woman you just married is not who you think she is."
"She isn't, huh?"
"She's a killer, Mr. Landhorn. She's killed several people in order to get where she is today, and she's not going to stop." I looked at her, bored, as if there was no way I was going to believe her. "The proof is right there. In fact, she's killed five people now, over the past ten years, my brother included. Open the folder... look at the pictures... and decide for yourself," she challenged. "All she wants is your money. She'll do whatever it takes to get it, too."
We stood, staring at the other without moving, waiting for the other to give in. I thought back to that strange vial of liquid, wondering if there was something more to it, something I hadn't thought of before.
"Whatever it takes, huh?" Veronica interrupted from the side. She walked forward, a tight smile on her face. "I know someone else who will do whatever it takes." She pulled out her cell phone, pressing a few buttons. Smiling smugly, she turned the phone to me as a video played. In the video, Ms. Jackson was lying back on a bed, dressed in a black, fishnet bodysuit, furiously masturbating and offering herself to Veronica, if only she'd come back to her.
"Please Veronica! My pussy needs you so badly!" the voice yelled out of the little phone.
Ms. Jackson lunged out at the phone, but I smacked her hand away. "You know that video is a setup!" she protested.
"And you know that you're just trying to punish me for leaving you," Veronica countered. "You miss my pussy." She grabbed the back of the woman's head and kissed her hard. The woman pushed her away, embarrassed. "Now leave us alone. Or maybe being someone's prison bitch is what you want."
Angry, Ms. Jackson backed away, wiping her mouth and leaving me with the envelope. "It's your life on the line, Mr. Landhorn. My conscience is clear." She turned and stomped off.
*****
We spent the next several hours packing and then rushed off to the airport for our flight to the Mediterranean. The temperature was near perfect and our hotel room looked out over the Sea. The warm breezes blew in, filling the room with a lovely, fresh smell.
I lay on the bed relaxing for the evening, getting ready for bed once again, when Veronica walked from the bathroom wearing just that short, silk robe.
"Do you love me?" she asked quietly as she crawled up onto the bed.
"Yes. I love you very much," I whispered.
"Will you do anything for me?"
"You know I will."
"Tomorrow I made plans for us to go parasailing. But tonight... I have plans for that mouth of yours." She leaned in and kissed me as her leg kicked over to straddle my chest. "I hope you're ready... this really turns me on," she said excitedly.
I looked down her body, seeing her naked pussy hiding just behind the robe. She pulled her robe open, exposing her naked flesh to me once more, and slowly worked her body up until her pussy was just over my face.



"Baby, you look so good between my legs. I'm going to enjoy this."
With that, she lowered herself to my waiting mouth and began grinding against my face.
I licked and sucked on her, trying my best to make her cum, but in the back of my mind, I was thinking about that strange liquid and parasailing. I could only wonder if I was worth enough to her alive... if I pleased her as much as she pleased me... if I was worth enough money that we could live together forever. Or maybe, this incredible woman was never going to be satisfied.
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The Slut Rose: Clever Girl
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Ding dong!
The doorbell rang, breaking up Julia's quiet afternoon. Surprised by the interruption, she walked across the foyer and opened the door. The sunshine and warm air from the late spring weather cascaded through the screen door.
"Brooke?" she said, surprised to see the young woman standing at her door.
"Sorry to just show up, Professor." Brooke lifted her bound art portfolio to hand to her. "I finished my portfolio for my class and was wondering if you could look it over."
"Sure," Julia said, remembering that she said she'd look over the portfolio for her ex-student and friend's daughter. "Why don't you let me have it and I'll bring it back to your parent's house by Wednesday." She took the large bound work from Brooke's hand, looking at the cover.
Brooke looked sad and scared. "Oh, please, it's due on Monday! If I don't get an A on my portfolio, I'll have to retake my 3D Foundations class and my parents will kill me."
Julia remembered that the girl had fits of drama frequently. "Oh, please, your mother is very accommodating to you. I'm sure she's not going to mind if you need another year."
"You are an amazing teacher, Professor Carleton. I know you can save the day if you let me come in. Even if just for an hour!" Brooke begged, folding her hands together in front of her in her plea.
Julia looked at her watch and tried reasoning with the young woman. "Look, my boss is coming over in like thirty minutes. I know college is pretty hard, but it does prepare you for the real world."
Brooke started crying and continued to beg. "Please professor, just for a little bit."
Julia couldn't take any more of this drama. She knew she didn't have much time to deal with her, but maybe it wouldn't take much time to just finish it. "Oh, uh, honey, come in. I've got like half an hour, maybe forty minutes. We'll see what we can accomplish."
Julia stood back from the door to let Brooke come in. Instantly, Brooke's tears seemed to dry up and the teen was smiling once more. She closed the door behind them and led Brooke to the dining room.
"Come over to the dining room table and we'll have a look at it," she said, pulling out a chair for herself and sitting in it. Brooke took the seat next to her.
Julia opened the cover and began scanning the artwork. She didn't study it in depth, but felt that her comments after a quick view would give Brooke enough to work with. "This looks pretty good," she said as she got about half-way through, already coming up with a few helpful suggestions.
Brooke's cell phone dinged indicating she received a text message and she looked at it. She didn't appear to be happy with what she saw and put it aside on the table with a disgusted sigh, bringing her attention back to the professor.
Julia looked at her, a little unhappy with the distraction. "You should always turn off your devices while working. You can't have distractions when you have deadlines."
"Uh," she groaned with exasperation. "It's your daughter. She's mad at me." Suddenly she shifted gears back to her report. "Did you see how I made the archway look like it was coming off the page, just like you taught me?"
Julia looked surprised and confused. "Why is Morgan mad at you?" she asked.
Once again, Brooke looked a little disgusted about the text. "Oh, she didn't want me to come over to your house." She then quickly deflected back to the portfolio. "Do you like the coloring I used in that one? Is that a good shade or should I go darker? I'm going for an eerie feeling."
Julia was still puzzled, setting the portfolio down on the table. "Why in the world didn't she want you to come to my house?"
"Because I'm going to seduce you," Brooke said, smiling smugly. She opened her purse and started looking through it, as if looking for something important.
Julia looked at her, stunned at first and then smiled at the obvious joke. "You have quite the imagination, which is a good thing when you're an artist."
Brooke lifted a small, one ounce spray bottle, looking at it as if verifying it was what she was looking for, then extended her arm, pointing it directly at Julia.
"What's that?" Julia asked in surprise.
"Oh, just a little concoction I found on the internet. It worked well to make your daughter more fun so I figure it'll work well on you, too." She pumped the top and a spray of pleasant smelling liquid squirted into Julia's face. Julia had raised her hands and turned her face to deflect it, but was too late.
"I... I can't believe you just sprayed me with that!" Julia said loudly, wiping the liquid off her face with her hands and seeing if any of it got onto her dress. "Oh my gosh!"
"It smells nice, though, doesn't it?" Brooke asked, lowering her arm, but ready to spray again if needed. Morgan only needed to be sprayed once, but she wasn't sure how much Julia had received.
Julia looked at her wet hands and could smell the sweet liquid. It was sweet... wonderfully sweet in fact. She brought her hand to her face and sniffed it again and again. She'd never smelled anything so nice before. "Yes... it's..." she said absently.
"I knew you'd like it," Brooke smiled, putting the bottle back into her purse. It was the best purchase she'd ever made. SlutMist, as it was called, was a bit expensive, and probably illegal, but her mom, Sophia, helped her with that part. In fact, it was Sophia that pointed it out to her in the first place. She'd used it a few times herself on a couple of her own friends. When Brooke mentioned both Morgan and Professor Carleton as her potential victims, Sophia was extremely interested.
Julia sat in shock as Brooke unbuttoned her blouse, slowly exposing her naked flesh behind it. She could just barely see the swell of the young woman's breasts, her nipples just hidden behind the thin, white material as it hung like a curtain in front of her eyes.
"Okay... that's enough," she said, finally waking from her shock. "It's obvious you're not interested in my comments on your portfolio. You should just leave." She closed the folder on the table, sliding it over to Brooke.
"Sure!" Brooke said, surprisingly, picking up her phone and rummaging through it. "I've got other plans if I fail college anyways. Did you know that JerkyTube is buying amateur lesbian videos? And they're paying extra for blondes!" Brooke turned the screen towards Julia, allowing her to watch the video that was playing.
"Oh my... oh my God," Julia said as recognition hit her. "No... that's not my daughter. Oh, God, is that my house? Is that my... bedroom?"
"Mmhmm," Brooke said smugly, turning the phone back around and watching for a moment herself. "The video keepsakes were all Morgan's idea. I didn't think they were gonna come in so handy. She's the biggest sorority slut on campus. Did you know that she even held a fundraiser so that girls could come and fuck her just so I'd have material to send to the site?"
"What?" Julia was in complete shock. This was her daughter Brooke was so casually talking about! "She's not into girls! She wouldn't do something like that. She didn't!"
"Oh yes she did!" Brooke smiled. "They are the hottest lesbo videos I've ever seen in my life! Hold on," she said as she moved through her phone again, looking to show another video. "They're in my favorites folder."
On instinct Julia grabbed her phone and pulled it away from her.
Brooke just looked at her with a self-satisfied grin. "I have copies on all my devices. It doesn't matter if you take my phone."
"Listen," Julia said, trying to reason with the young woman sitting in front of her. She whipped up as much of her Professor look and attitude as she could. "Morgan wants to be an artist. And she's talented. A hell of a lot more talented at it than I am, even at her young age. Image is everything in this industry and if you dirty her name, you'll prevent her from getting the job of her dreams."
"So..." Brooke said licking her lips. "You're telling me you want to show me your tits."
Julia was completely shocked. "God..." She shook her head, setting the phone on the table. What was happening? "I don't have time for this. My boss is coming over to have an extremely important conversation with me. This is just too much!"
"It might only take a second, but I can leave if you want me to," Brooke said, picking up her phone again. She started up a video recording, pointing it at Julia.
Julia shook her head. "You won't be taking video of me you criminal," she said as sternly as she could muster. But she knew it sounded weak. She knew she sounded compliant.
"Criminal?" Brooke giggled. "I much prefer when you call me honey and darling, but sure. Whatever." Brooke stopped the video and put the phone back down on the table. "I guess I'll be ok with an undocumented glimpse. But it's not nearly as much fun. You should ask your daughter. She much prefers to be on video for all to see."
She sat back, looking at Julia expectantly. Julia waited, wondering if this was all just one big joke.
"Well?" Brooke said, sliding a hand inside her own blouse to caress her nipple. "I think you wanted to show me something."
Brooke sighed in satisfaction as Julia reached back and unzipped her dress, pulling it off her shoulders and sliding her arms through to bare her entire torso. Her black, satin bra covered her breasts and a nod from Brooke made her remove it as well.
Julia watched the young woman's mouth curl in pleasure when Brooke pinched her own nipple while looking lewdly at Julia's breasts.
"Mmm, nice... nice tits," Brooke said softly. She pulled her own blouse off and laid it on the table, then cupped and caressed both her breasts. Both women sat next to each other, topless. "Tell me you see me as a woman and not a girl."
"You're twenty. You've been a woman for some time now," Julia said covering her breasts with her hands. "I also think you're pretty clever. And I think you could be pretty successful if you could just harness your energy for positive actions."
"Pinch your nipples for me," Brooke ordered her. "They look delicious and you need to relax. You're uptight."
Julia hesitated, but felt her nipples hardening. She felt her pussy getting moist being so close to this beautiful, young woman. She'd never felt this excited by a woman before... but... something was different this time.
"Are you afraid of me?" Brooke asked her, leaning forward and touching her chest. Julia's hands kept Brooke from touching her breasts. "Are you afraid of me touching you?"
"I am not afraid of you," she said weakly, shivering, feeling her resolve falling as Brooke moved closer and caressed her chest, shoulders, and arms with both hands. Goose bumps formed all over her body and she shivered.
"My mom taught me how to tell when a person is lying," Brooke smiled as she stood. "And your lies are easy to see. I know you want this. I know you crave this."
"Look," Julia said, trying to regain her position of authority, she was twenty years older than this young woman. "My boss is coming over to discuss a letter I wrote about next year's curriculum. This is... this is just too much right now. I want you to leave, but..." she panicked for a moment, holding up a hand in supplication, thinking of what Brooke might do. "but I don't want you to do anything rash."
Brooke smiled and leaned in to the professor, kissed her softly and then pulled back, her lips hovering just above Julia's lips. "You want a video of me, don't you? Something to remember me by? To masturbate to later maybe? Pick up your phone," she ordered as she backed away a little. Julia slowly picked up her own phone from the table and, with shaking hands, started to record a video, pointing the phone at Brooke.
Brooke swayed and danced seductively as she removed her pants and panties, getting completely naked. Then she touched herself, touched her body, pinched her nipples and circled her clit. Spreading her legs more, she slid two fingers into her pussy while she watched Julia's reaction. Julia was breathing hard, but kept filming her entire dance until Brooke moved forward and sat on Julia's lap.
Brooke grabbed Julia's phone and held it out to the side to video them both together. She touched Julia's breast then leaned in and kissed Julia, making sure to capture it.
"My little pussy-licking slut wants me," Brooke said, looking directly at the camera.
She giggled as Julia tried to grab her phone back, moving it so that it was constantly out of her reach. In just a minute, Julia grabbed the phone from her hand as Brooke gave up the game. "You know, when you were my professor, I would sit in the front row," she said, starting to grind on her lap. "And I would wear my tiny, little miniskirt, thigh-high stockings, no panties. And then I would cross and uncross my legs, just to see what you would do."
"I don't remember that," Julia said, blushing.
"Oh, I doubt that," Brooke giggled softly. "I know for a fact I got a reaction out of you once or twice. I bet you played with your little cunt after class, didn't you?" She reached down and picked up her phone. "Here... I have a re-enactment here. Let me send you one of Morgan's videos." In just a moment her phone chirped, indicating the video was sent.
Julia shook her head. "How? How did you turn out like this?"
"Well," Brooke started, pulling Julia's hands away from her breasts, one at a time, and teasing her nipples. "Right after high school, Amy Stuart came on to me and started fingering my pussy right after classes ended. I was sitting in her lap, just like this, and her hand was between my legs, two fingers inside me, her thumb strumming right over my clit. Oh it felt so fucking good! Then just before I came, Gretchen Bartlett walked in."
Julia's nipples were so hard and so sensitive. She could barely think as the young woman teased her, pinching and strumming her fingers over them.
Julia closed her eyes for a moment, then opened them again. "This is not what I want," she said.
"This is not what I wanted either! Who knew goody Gretchen was going to come in and ruin what could have been the most single-handed, most epic fucking moment of my entire life!"
"What?" Julia said, shaking her head in disbelief. "I'm talking about these videos. I'm making a mistake. I'm stooping to your level and we both know that's not necessary."
"But yet," Brooke said, leaning forward and kissing Julia again. "You won't make me leave. A part of you doesn't want me to leave, because you want to see what I do next. You want me to fuck you."
Julia blushed a deep red that ran down into her chest. Brooke ran her fingers over her skin, following the flush, giggling.
"You know... there's no one to interrupt us tonight," Brooke said softly, her fingertips sliding over Julia's hard, sensitive nipples again. "I think you're sitting in wet panties and you're wanting me to take them off." She reached down between Julia's thighs and slid her fingers over her panty-covered clit, making Julia tremble.
Julia shivered, but felt unable to stop the young woman. "I'll make sure you never see me or my daughter ever again."
Brooke giggled. "Oh I don't think you'll do that. I don't think you'll want to do that. In fact, I think you'll be begging for me to come over and fuck you. Just like Morgan does. All... the... time."
Julia looked at her in shock as Brooke leaned forward and kissed her roughly, pushing her tongue deep into her mouth as the young woman ground her pussy against her abdomen. Brooke knew things changed when Julia stopped squirming away from her kisses and started kissing her back. Brooke slid her entire body against Julia, enjoying the feel of her soft flesh, and wanting more and more contact.
"You like this?" Brooke asked as her hands grabbed Julia's breasts firmly, squeezing them and pulling her nipples as Julia gasped helplessly. "You have such great tits," she whispered. "Nice, big tits." Then she leaned down and sucked her nipples into her mouth, licking, sucking, and biting them. Julia squirmed in pleasure.
"Brooke," Julia begged, gasping. "Please! I'm just not interested in girls."
Brooke smiled at her devilishly. "But your body is telling me something very different, Professor." As she leaned in and resumed kissing her, she slid a hand back down between Julia's thighs, to tease her very hot and wet pussy. "Mmmm, your pussy is so soft," Brooke purred. "I'm going to make you cum harder than you've ever cum before."
Julia felt helpless as Brooke was free to touch her any way and anywhere she wanted. And she did. Julia had never felt so overwhelmed, so excited before. She felt powerless to stop her. But then she glanced at the clock on the wall and it registered that her boss was still coming.
"I... I can't do this. My boss is coming soon. What are you doing?" she said, trying to stop the young woman from touching her. She squirmed, trying to get Brooke off her lap, trying to keep her from touching her pussy. But her attempt was obvious and weak. And she failed.
"You're not going anywhere," Brooke moaned into her mouth as she kissed her again. "I still haven't made you cum." Brooke slid her fingers into Julia's panties and slid first one, then two inside her wetness. "Ooh, your pussy is nice and wet for me. I told you that you wanted this."
Julia groaned loudly, her hips moving to betray her excitement. "Stop this... I'm... I'm not interested. I'm not," she said, but obviously her voice was disconnected from her body.
"Yes you are. Your pussy is telling me so," Brooke said. She pulled her fingers from Julia's panties and raised them up, licking them and sucking on them, then sliding them across Julia's lips before kissing her again. "Ooh, your pussy smells so good."
She stopped and slid off her lap. She grabbed Julia's arms and made her stand, then pushed her face down onto the table.
"Bend over... you've been a bad girl, Professor," she giggled, pulling Julia's dress and panties down her legs and off. She tossed the material onto the table and grabbed Julia's ass roughly with one hand, while the other held her down on the table. Julia was panting as Brooke brought her hand down roughly on her ass, spanking her.
"Oh my God!" Julia yelled loudly, trying to move away. "You can't..."
"I can and I will!" Brooke said, smacking her ass again and again as Julia squirmed beneath her. Julia's ass was growing pink as Brooke's hand smacked each cheek again and again. When she stopped, Brooke slid her hand up the inside of Julia's thigh, making Julia shiver. Julia moaned when her fingers found her sopping wet pussy and strummed her clit.
"Oh, you definitely like being spanked, don't you? Your pussy is soaking wet!" Brooke said, sliding her fingers deep into Julia's wetness. Julia moaned, her hands trying to grip the table beneath her, clawing at the wood. The coldness of it's hard, wooden surface felt so good against her hard nipples.
Brooke lifted one of Julia's legs, putting it on the table, spreading her wide open before resuming her fingering. Brooke's twisting and thrusting fingers were driving Julia crazy! She'd never felt so on fire before, so horny and needy. And Brooke was hitting her spots just right. Brooke moved in close and licked her pussy, flicking her tongue over her burning clit, making Julia jump.
"You like getting your pussy licked? Yeah? Has anyone licked your pussy lately?" Her tongue moved fast, swiping across her clit before she nibbled on her labia. "Look how pretty it is," Brooke said loudly. "So wet! You like it on your clit right there?" she asked as her fingers swirled over and pinched her sensitive nub. "Yeah? Oh, sensitive little clit, isn't it?"



Julia felt Brooke's fingers leave her and felt the emptiness gnawing at her. God, she wanted them back inside her! Then she felt them return, along with a new sensation. Brooke was circling a finger around her ass. Oh God! It was... it was so wrong... but it felt so incredibly good!
"Oooh, your juices are just pouring out," Brooke teased her. She could feel her juices dripping down her long legs. She'd never leaked so much! God! What had gotten into her?
"Fuck!" she groaned as Brooke's finger pierced her ass and pushed inside while other fingers slid back into her pussy. "Yeah, you like that finger in there, huh? Oh your ass is so fucking tight!"
Brooke started thrusting her fingers into both her pussy and ass, driving them deep, swirling them inside, and making Julia gasp in pleasure. The older woman had never felt so much pleasure in her entire life. And it didn't take long for Brooke to drive her over the edge and into a gushing orgasm.
"Oh yeah!" Brooke cheer her. "Cum all over my fingers you fucking slut!"
Brooke could feel Julia's pussy clamp down on her fingers, trying hard to hold onto them as she came. Her juices flooded down Brooke's arm and sprayed onto her chest as she kept thrusting. Julia was grunting out each breath as the pleasure overwhelmed her. The guttural sounds echoed throughout the house.
Brooke pulled her fingers from Julia, dripping with her juices, and licked them. "Mmm... you taste delicious." She pulled Julia up from the table and let her sit in the chair. She was breathing hard, her orgasm overwhelming her.
Brooke slipped up onto the table, putting her feet on the edge, and spread her knees wide. "Now that I've had my dessert, it's time for you to have yours," she said, smiling down at the older woman. "You want to try eating my pussy now? You think you can do a good job?"
Julia adjusted her chair, sliding it close to the table so that she was between Julia's legs. She looked at Brooke's bare, beautiful pussy, confused, her mouth watering with desire. She didn't like women. She wasn't a lesbian. Right? But... she wanted Brooke's pussy! She just didn't know what to do. "Um... I've never... been with a girl before."
"Oh please," Brooke said, condescendingly. Brooke moved her legs, putting them on the chair, and slid to the edge of the table. She used one hand to guide Julia towards her wetness. "I want to see... that pretty face... in between my legs... and that tongue in my pussy." Julia leaned forward, putting her hands on the table on either side of Brooke. "That's it, stick your tongue out. You're going to have to get way closer than that."
Julia lightly licked her labia, giving Brooke a hint of the pleasure that was to come. "Uh huh. Mmmmm... that's a good start, but you're going to have to try way harder than that. Move your tongue all around my clit. Make my pussy wet."
Slowly Julia seemed to get used to what was needed. She slid her tongue harder against her pussy, swiping it across her clit.
"Oh, yeah. Lick it. Like that, mmhmm," Brooke moaned. "That's a good girl. Mmhmm there you go. Oooh, you're a natural. Oh yes! You're doing such a good job. Look how wet you made it."
Julia seemed proud at the praise, which felt both weird, natural, wrong, and right all at the same time. She never felt such a need to please someone else before. She really needed to make Brooke cum. She felt Brooke put a hand on her head, grabbing her hair, and guiding her mouth across her wetness. When she glanced up, she saw that Brooke had her phone out, pointed at her, recording everything. She wanted to protest, but she couldn't.
"There you go," Brooke moaned. "You just keep that tongue moving right there until I tell you to stop."
Julia did as instructed and kept licking, swiping her tongue up and over Brooke's clit. The throbbing nub felt good against her tongue.
"Oh fuck! That's a good girl! Just like that!" Brooke grabbed Julia's head harder, sliding her fingers into her hair, pulling her hard against her pussy. "Come on, get your face in there deeper." She started grinding into her face as she neared her orgasm. "Oh damn! Oh that feels so... fucking... good." Suddenly she was overwhelmed and started cumming. She pulled Julia's face harder into her pussy, smothering her, grinding her wetness all over the woman's face.
In seconds she was spent and pushed Julia away from her pussy and made her stand in front of her. Julia was a mess. Her makeup was completely smeared, her face dripping wet with Brooke's juices, and her hair was completely disheveled.
She pulled Julia towards her, kissing her and licking her face. "Let me taste... your pretty little mouth... with my pussy juices all over it."
Julia kissed her back, happy that she was able to please the younger woman.
After a minute, Brooke pushed her away and guided her back down to her pussy. "Clean me up... that's right... lick it all up," she moaned, shivering at the renewed contact as Julia softly licked her pussy.
Ding Dong!
The doorbell rang again and Julia lifted her head from Brooke's pussy and looked at the door in fear. "Oh... oh my God... It's... it's my boss!" she said, pulling away quickly, her heart racing.
Brooke laughed excitedly as she swung her leg over Julia's head and hopped off the table. She started skipping towards the front door as Julia yelled, scared.
"No, no, no! Get dressed! You've got to go out the back door," Julia said, standing and grabbing her dress, hastily putting it back on.
Brooke waved her hand in dismissal as she looked back at Julia and reached down to the door handle. She giggled as she pretended she was going to open the door, completely naked. But Julia rushed over and used her body to push her aside.
"I'll wait in your bedroom," Brooke giggled. "Let Morgan know where I am when she gets here. I don't know if we'll be able to wait for you, but... don't keep us waiting too long. Or we'll just have to come out here to play in front of your boss." Brooke kissed her hard before quickly disappearing to the master bedroom in the back of the house. Julia watched her bare ass swaying as she walked away, feeling herself flush once again.
Julia looked at the dining room table, the centerpiece pushed to the far end, a few chairs pushed away from the table in their throes of passion, one tipped over on the floor. A large spot on the table reflected the sunlight, a pool of both Brooke and Julia's pussy juices sitting there. She had no idea how she would explain all this.
Julia tried to relax her breathing and smooth her hair as she opened the door. Her makeup was a mess, smeared on her face, her hair in shambles. An older woman stood on the stoop, smiling, pulling off her sunglasses.
"Doctor Bartlette," Julia said, smiling, unlatching and opening the screen door to let her in. "Please, please come in."
"Uh," Doctor Bartlette said, looked perplexed and shocked at Julia's state of dress as she walked past her, raising her briefcase in front of her in defense. She looked around in disbelief, wondering what in the hell happened. "Is everything... ok, Julia?"
"Yes, um, I was just... um... cleaning," Julia said, blushing once again. She could feel her juices leaking down her legs as she fought the need to touch herself, her hard nipples rubbing against her dress without her bra to protect them. Brooke had reduced her to such a state of hypersexuality that every move ignited a fire inside her.
Julia guided her to the couch in the living room, staying away from the dining room, and they both took a seat. Dr. Bartlette opened her briefcase and set a folder on the table, opening it as she looked up, confused. "Is that your perfume I smell? It smells really nice."
Julia smiled, but ignored the question. She was distracted as the two went over the plans for the next year, thinking about Brooke in her bedroom. She kept trying to tell herself that she wasn't a lesbian. That this was definitely not going to happen again! She would just march back there and demand that Brooke leave!
The most dangerous lies are the ones you tell yourself.
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Vince loved his new house. It was close enough to the local University that it attracted a lot of the college girls. It had a pool that gave him a reason to invite them over in the summer. And it was still private enough to let him have fun. His current conquest, Vicki, was laying stomach down in a chaise beside him wearing the skimpiest of bathing suits. He'd invited her over for a swim last week and was extremely happy that she took him up on his offer.
"See something you like?" she asked. Vince was kneeling beside the lounge chair, and had been caught staring at her back and ass. She certainly had an incredible figure. Even though she was many years younger than he was, there was no reason he couldn't have a least a little fun.
"As a matter of fact I do," he answered, pouring a little tanning oil into his palm and smiling down at her. He put his hands on her back, massaging the oil into her skin as she closed her eyes, relaxing.
"I bet. There's a bit of talk about you on campus, you know," she said softly, smiling.
"Yeah? I hope it's nothing bad."
"No..." she giggled, "it's definitely nothing bad."
His hands stroked over her back, sliding over her muscles, pinching, pulling, and thrusting into them, as he slowly moved down her body. "So... what is it they're talking about?" His hands moved along the waist band of her bikini bottoms, just over her tight ass, slowly stroking the sensitive flesh. He hadn't been much of an ass-man before this, but her rear was so perfectly shaped. He couldn't help staring at it.
Vicki shivered, goosebumps forming all over her skin in her excitement. "They say you're... uh... very good."
"Good?" he asked coyly. He knew what they were talking about. He worked on this skill a lot and was pleased that his dates enjoyed it. He ran his hands over her ass and started massaging the back of her thighs, running his fingers between them slowly and teasingly.
"Mmmm hmmm," she said softly, her eyes closing, her breath increasing. "That feels good."
"How so?" his fingers slid between her thighs, spreading them a little more. She was going to protest, not let him do this, but the pleasure she was feeling was so intoxicating. Her ass was incredible and he moaned softly as he leaned forward looking over it and between her thighs. His fingers started tracing the line along the leg band of her bikini.
Vicki felt so embarrassed but so incredibly turned on. She screwed her eyes tightly shut and remained locked in place, at his mercy, as the pleasure coursed through her. Instinctively, she arched her back a little, rotating her ass up for better access.
"They said you had a nice.... touch," she said softly.
His fingers curled beneath the thin material and pulled it aside, exposing her rosebud asshole and puffy pussy lips beneath. One finger slid down the crack of her ass, softly circling her asshole for a moment.
"My.... touch? Like this?" he teased, feeling her body trembling.
Vicki gasped, her body shivering with excitement. She could barely think at the moment. Then Vince leaned over and flicked his tongue on her ass cheek, kissing it softly.
"Oh God... yes..." she panted. She grabbed the edge of the lounge chair tightly, squeezing until her hands were white.
"Which do you want more? My fingers?" he said, sliding them along the crack of her ass, teasing her sensitive flesh. "Or... my tongue?" He leaned down again and licked her ass cheek, slowly sliding his tongue between the two, probing for more sensitive spots. He used both hands to pull her cheeks apart, exposing her most intimate spots. She exhaled sharply as the tip of his tongue circled her asshole.
She was panting as he slid his tongue a little lower, slightly touching her pouty labia. Then he pulled away, his hands stroking her ass cheeks.
"So? Which is it people are talking about?" he teased.
"Your.... your tongue," she admitted without looking at him.
"And you want to know how good I can make you feel with my tongue, don't you? They made you wonder what it'll feel like when I push my tongue into your pussy."
"Yes," she mumbled quietly.
"Then I suggest we go inside." He released her bikini bottoms, leaving them askew on her ass and stood. She opened her eyes, her face flushed, her pupils dilated, and sat up. She kept her gaze down in embarrassment as he took her hand and helped her stand.
The glaring sound of a musical ringtone broke the silent tension. Vicki looked at her handbag in wonder for a moment, temporarily forgetting what the sound even meant.
"Oh, my phone," she said, leaning over and rifling through her purse. She pulled forth the lighted device and opened it up.
Vince collected a few items from the deck, preparing to go inside for some serious fun when he was interrupted.
"I'm.... I'm sorry.... but I have to go," Vicki said quietly. "I told my mom that I'd help her take my grandma shopping. Can we.... uh... do this later?"
Vince smiled. He knew he had her so excited she'd do anything to have him. It was a position he loved being in... loved knowing that he could excite someone so much that they couldn't wait to see him.
"Definitely," he said pulling her into his arms and holding her tight. "9:00... you come over here... and I'll make sure you leave happy."
"Ok." Vicki blushed again and pulled away from him, gathering her bag and heading through the gate to her car. He heard his own phone give a buzz as Vicki got inside her car and backed out. He pulled it from his pocket to see it was a text message from Danielle.
'Damn it! Work sucks. Need it bad!'
He smiled, remembering his last time with her. She was certainly a woman he could be tied down for. She was smart, beautiful, and extremely sexy. And the sex they had together was incredible. He knew he'd jump at the chance to be with her again. Unfortunately, he'd just made plans with Vicki.
He typed a quick response and pressed the send button just as he walked back into his house.
'Can't tonight, I have a date'
He went into the office and turned on the computer, sitting down to let it warm up. He was watching his phone while he waited, knowing just what Danielle would say next.
'Fuck! Cancel. Tonight 8. NEED IT!'
He smiled. He loved sowing the need. He typed a quick apology text to Vicki, arranging to meet tomorrow instead.
His mind quickly wandered to thoughts of Danielle, of when they last got together, then back to when they met six months ago. He was out at a local bar with a few of his friends, dancing and having a good time. He noticed several older women enter the bar, dressed to kill. He couldn't help but watch them as they moved with their drinks to a nearby table.
Danielle caught his attention immediately, with that skimpy, short, white skirt and spaghetti strapped top. The way her breasts moved within her shirt he could tell she wasn't wearing a bra and every swish of her hips teased at the possibility of seeing beneath her skirt. He kept dancing, his eyes watching her, waiting, wanting...
It only took a couple minutes before she realized he was staring at her. She acknowledged his gaze with a whisper of a smile as she took another sip of her drink. He watched as she leaned in to talk to her friends for a second, then got up and walked straight towards him, stopping right in front of him. She swayed to the music, dancing with him, as she looked confidently into his eyes.
He smiled at her, moving a little closer.
"Couldn't wait any longer to dance with me, could you?" he asked laughing.
"Oh, I could've waited longer. I just didn't want you stalking me any more."
He put a hand on his chest, feigning that she just shot him. "Stalking you? Oh, I'm wounded to the core."
"I think staring at me like that would constitute stalking," she laughed.
He moved even closer to her, his mouth near her ear. "I think staring at you like that constitutes desire."
"Desire, eh?" she laughed, wondering if he'd tell her what he desired.
They danced for several songs, inches apart, his hands brushing against her, holding her briefly then letting go. Although she was many years older than he was, he wanted her... badly. He knew he could please her like no other.
After an hour of dancing, grabbing drinks, and moving about the bar together, they moved to a corner of the bar, away from the main crowd.
"So, still think you have that desire?" she asked, her hands on his hips, staring into his eyes.
"Even more so... I have this strong urge to see what you taste like..." he said softly. He felt her body shiver, felt her hands quake at the comment.
"Yeah?"
"Mmhmm... and I think that you need to take me home before I make you cum right here on the dance floor." He slid against her, holding her tightly to him, one hand on the small of her back while the other grabbed her hair in the back and lightly pulled it. He pushed his erection against her thigh, letting her know just how excited she made him.
"You're a bit direct, aren't you?" she smiled.
"I just know what I want when I see it. And I know you're going to absolutely love my tongue on your pussy."
She looked at him for a moment, wondering... feeling her body telling her to do it. Five minutes later, she was leading him out the front door, hand in hand.
Vince glanced at his watch, realizing he had two hours to get ready. He clicked the mouse on the computer screen a few times and brought up a list of videos that he and Danielle made. She certainly wasn't shy about making private, sexy videos, he thought, seeing the dozen or so choices before him. He opened one and sat back as it started playing.
On the screen, Danielle stood before him and slowly undressed at his urging. He watched as she unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it down her arms, exposing her beautiful, bra-covered breasts. She had such lovely breasts, he thought, not too big and not too small. Her nipples were perfectly proportioned and seemingly always hard. He licked his lips remembering how they felt beneath his tongue.
"You like my tits?" she asked teasingly, her hands lifting and squeezing them.
"You know it," he answered, the video zooming closer on her chest.
"Then show me," she ordered.
The camera wobbled and lost it's subject as he moved closer and, based on the sounds, obviously licked and sucked on her nipple.
"Mmmmmm, that's it, baby.... that feels nice...," she moaned.
Vince settled back in the desk chair, casually stroking himself through his swimtrunks as he watched the display. In the video, he backed away from Danielle, the screen showing her luscious breasts again, one now covered with saliva. The nipple was very hard, protruding noticeably from her breast.
"I like something else even more," he said from behind the camera.
"Yeah?" she smiled, loving their naughty game.
"Show me," he commanded her, panning the camera lower. Her hands moved to the front of her jeans, unfastening them as she turned away from the camera. Her giggles came out of the speakers as her jeans were lowered, exposing her beautiful ass, the thin G-string bottoms guiding the eyes to just the right spots. "Damn, baby, that's incredibly hot," he said, his hand stroking over her ass. His finger hooked into the string that delved between her cheeks and pulled it aside. "Oh, that's nice..." he moaned softly.
He groaned in his chair as he watched his own hand extend towards her ass in the video, the now wet finger circling her asshole and then slowly pushing into it.
"Hold your ass open," he ordered and her hands appeared, pulling her ass cheeks apart, relieving him of that duty. His hand, then, began to play. The finger in her ass twisted, pushed, and pulled, fucking her more rapidly while she moaned and bent forward. The camera panned lower, showing her damp pussy below as he recorded her torture.
His hands pulled his swim trunks down, falling to his ankles, and he started stroking his hardness as he continued to watch the computer screen. He was conflicted, wanting to cum so badly, but not wanting to waste his load so early in the night. All of these videos were so hot... he could barely contain himself. His shaft was long and hard and his hand slid easily up the length teasingly.
"Let me see you play with your pussy," his own voice said in the video. Danielle spread her legs a little and one hand appeared between her legs, her fingers circling through her damp pussy. "Now *that* is what my tongue's going to be doing in a minute," he whispered.
After an hour of watching several videos, Vince jumped into the shower and cleaned up, taking extra time to let the hot water soothe and relax him. After washing his hair, he let his lather-covered hand slide up and down the length of his erection once again. But this time, he didn't let himself cum. This time it was all going to be saved for Danielle.
Quickly getting dressed, he left for Danielle's home, arriving promptly at 8:00 and rang the doorbell.
He moved inside the door, smiling wickedly at her, knowing exactly why he was there. He knew that she couldn't resist him, knew that he was an incredible lover. He wasn't haughty about it, but reveled in the fact that he could please her so much. His eyes scanned up and down her body approvingly as he took in her beauty, finally locking eyes with hers as she closed the door.
"I'm glad you came," she said breathing heavily, her excitement plainly evident.
He knew she was on the edge of control. She didn't want to be out of control, but it excited her so much when she was. He knew just how to take her there every time. "Are you?" he smiled. "I hope you're ready for me then." He moved the two steps towards her, his hands grasped her upper arms, forcing her back against the door. He moved close, so close he could feel the heat of her body through his clothing. "Do you know how much I want you?" he asked softly. He bent forward, and pressed his lips tightly against hers in a soft kiss that quickly became heated and hard. His hand moved to her throat, keeping her head back as his tongue slipped between her lips, caressing hers.
"Oh god," she moaned softly. He knew she was his now.
His mouth moved lower and he kissed and licked her neck softly before moving up and teasing her ear.
"Mmmm, I can't wait to taste you," he moaned softly, making her shiver in his arms. "I've been thinking about your pussy all day now and I can't wait to feel it under my tongue." He imagined peeling her panties to the side and sliding his tongue beneath the thin material. It took almost all his control to keep from just outright attacking her now.
"Yes," she moaned in response. He felt her push her hips into his, felt her bump against his hardened cock.
"Soooo eager," he whispered in her ear, leaning his body against hers as his lips kissed her neck again and again. He swiped his tongue against her neck in a long, slow lick that made her shiver and groan. He laughed softly as he repeated it, again and again, slowly tasting her flesh.
"I've been thinking a lot about that tongue," she moaned softly.
"I bet you have," he whispered, his hands moving over her back and sides and down onto her ass. He pulled her kimono up, exposing the bare flesh of her ass to his hands and he cupped her cheeks tightly, squeezing them. She groaned again as he bit her neck aggressively.
"You like my tongue, do you?" His fingers slid down the crack of her ass, teasing her asshole and pussy.
"Oh, God, yessss," she moaned, her body trembling with desire.
Suddenly, he backed away from her and slowly walked over to the couch, kneeling in front of it. He loved this moment of anticipation, the moment where she had to decide on her own what she was going to do next. He knew he could have moved her to the couch, knew he could have laid her back and proceed to give her the most wonderous orgasm ever. But he wanted her to feel powerless against her desire for him.
He watched as Danielle stood there, panting, so wanting him to lead her. He patted the seat cushion on the couch, encouraging her to join him. She took a deep breath, building up the courage, and moved further into the room and sat down in front of him, staring at him as if shy with a touch of hope. He moved directly in front of her and stopped, looking down at her body, slowly licking his lips, almost salivating like a hungry animal that had found it's dinner.
He watched her body shiver as if she was going to cum any minute.
Danielle was panting loudly, and Vince watched the pure, unbridled lust on her face. He looked the same way and could barely contain his desire. He was waiting patiently for her to assume the position he wanted. He was going to do nothing to show her or tell her what he knew they both wanted. It was up to her to decide that this was exactly what she wanted. Slowly, she lifted her left leg and lay it over the arm of the couch. He smiled at her embarrassment of having to do this with him just watching her. He blatantly and unashamedly stared at the apex of her legs, her molten center as she lifted her right leg and set her foot on the edge of the couch, opening her thighs widely, exposing herself to him.
His hands moved to her right foot, his fingers lightly stroking across each toe, feeling the ridge between them, feeling the arch of her foot and the bone in her ankle. Slowly his hand crept up her calf, sliding along every ridge, feeling the curve of her muscle, feeling the bone of her shin. He moaned softly.
"Mmmm, your skin is so soft... and smooth...."
He bent forward, his lips and tongue sliding along each toe, his tongue slithering between each toe. He kissed each toe individually, his tongue caressing and teasing her. He loved this part... where he teased her so much. His mouth moved up her leg, following along her shin and calf, behind his fingers. When his tongue reached her knee, his fingers gently teased the inside of her thigh, the tips tracing so close to her pussy.
He lifted her leg in the air, extending it, as his lips and tongue caressed behind her knee. She moaned sharply, so excitedly. He worked slowly, teasing her, building up her excitement to such an extreme height. He slowly set her foot back down on the couch, continuing his journey.
His cheek brushed against the inside of her knee as his fingers slid along the thin boundary between her flesh and panty. He could feel her watching him, heard her panting as his hot breath caressed her flesh. His hand palmed her mons, his palm pushing into her as he softly kissed down her inner thigh. Every kiss, every nibble, every flick of his tongue on her flesh sent ripples of pleasure through her body. He knew she was going to have a quick and hard orgasm. He knew he was turning her on so much and all she could do was sit there and feel it.
He sat and watched his handiwork as his other hand joined the first, and pulled her flesh apart, opening her up wider, pulling and trapping the sheer material of her panty between her labia. He smiled as he stroked his finger up and down her bare lips, then, circling gently and slowly around her clit before moving back down again.
"Oh God," Danielle moaned softly. Her wetness was leaking out onto her panties and Vince could feel how wet they were getting. He could smell her excitement, could feel it beneath his fingertips, but just continued smiling and teasing her.
"Such a pretty pussy," he whispered softly, never taking his eyes off it. "So hot... so wet... so delicious. I do love licking you."
His hands moved to her hips, his fingers hooking into her panties and pulled them down and off her legs. He then helped her reassume her position. Vince leaned forward, his hands going beneath her ass, cradling her cheeks as his mouth lowered towards her overheated flesh. She watched as his tongue slipped out from between his lips and he took long, slow, lightly-touching licks up her labia. The tip barely touching her as he moved up and down on both sides of her, teasingly.



"Oh my God!" she moaned again and again.
He could feel her body tremble, could feel her desire and indecision. He knew just how badly he was teasing her and knew that she wanted to beg him... wanted to scream and demand that he lick her... wanted the grab his face and force herself onto his luscious mouth... but all she could do was sit there and watch. He'd had many women in this position. A few became aggressive, forcing him to lick them, but all of them had the most tremendous orgasm.
Slowly, he circled her vaginal opening with his finger and pushed the tip just inside of her. His tongue made shorter licks on her pussy then, soft and cat-like, occasionally brushing across her clit. He felt her legs flex and lengthen, felt her body shiver with need and desire. He loved teasing her like this and needed it badly.
He was so sure of his technique, driving her crazy and then backing down again, giving her a chance to breath. He'd had so much practice of his technique and was definitely known for it. He wondered if she wanted this... forever... or if he was just fun for her. He could see himself settling down with Danielle.
He felt her excitement lesson just a little bit, and before she could get used to him, he changed his tongue strokes again, sometimes licking up and sometimes licking side to side across her clit, sending bolts of pleasure slamming through her. She was starting to pant loudly now, telling him how much she loved this. While the one finger pushed just a little deeper inside her, another teased her perineum, slowly circling it. He wondered how much more she could take of this teasing.
Every breath was a loud pant. Her body was shaking and it was difficult for her to hold this position, but she dared not move, dared not make him stop. He was playing her so wonderfully, building her up to her peak so slowly and masterfully.
Then he added pressing the flat of his tongue directly onto her clit, bathing it with heat and wetness that was sending her through the roof. She moved her hips against him, fucking his tongue as he pushed two fingers inside her, curling them upwards and caressing her g-spot. Her body was shaking badly now, writhing on the couch beneath him. She held her head with both hands in disbelief, not knowing what to do with them.
"Oh! Fuck!", she yelled loudly... startling him a little. He looked up and smiled at her. She was so close now. It wouldn't take much for her to cum now. He had her just where he wanted her... just where she wanted herself to be.
"You like my tongue, don't you?" he whispered, his breath puffing against her overheated clit. "Tell me you like to watch me lick your pussy."
She looked down at him, her eyes wild and large, her brow furrowed with ecstasy and excitement. "Oh.... fuck yes.... yes... I like that."
"Mmmm," he moaned into her pussy making her scream suddenly. "Watch me make you cum."
Opening his mouth wide, he pressed his tongue against her clit and held it there as she ground against his face. His fingers began fucking her, stroking her G-spot, pressing against her asshole. Hard and harder she pressed up into him, putting her hands on his head, fucking his face. She was screaming with every grunt now, the pleasure so great she couldn't contain it. Her orgasm welled up in her and was released so strongly as she yelled.
His fingers continued to fuck her and probe deep inside her even as she orgasmed. His mouth and lips caressed her lips and clit even as her juices coated them. He was so good at prolonging her orgasm, making it stronger and harder again and again, and this time was no exception. He wondered if she would ever stop cumming or if she'd even pass out. It wouldn't be the first time, he mused.
Her thighs crushed his head between them as the muscles of her body contracted again and again in her heat. He looked up as best he could to see her eyes screwed tightly shut, her mouth opened in a wailing scream as her body twisted and turned in delicious agony and ecstasy.
Finally, he pushed away from her and watched her body shake as it recovered from her intense orgasm. He licked each finger clean and swiped across his lips to taste every precious drop of her as she panted above him.
He watched as her eyes slowly opened and looked at him in wonder and admiration. "Oh my God," she whispered. "I'm glad you canceled your date."
"Me too," he replied, smiling, and kissing her knee. "But I'm nowhere near done."
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Mom's Friend Sarah
It was an incredible time of my life, just graduating high school and preparing to go off to college. I was saddened that I would have to leave behind a lot of my friends, but excited by the potential dates I'd find.... yummy college girls...
I'd put out several college applications and was slowly going through them and the acceptance and rejection letters. One of the colleges, the State University of New York at Stony Brook Long Island had accepted me and wanted to meet me and show me the campus in just a couple weeks. I talked to my mom about it and she said she had a friend from her college days that lived near there and would see if she would let me stay there and take me to and from the airport.
Of course I readily agreed, and couldn't wait to get there. The next two weeks seemed to fly by and before I knew it, I was in the air, flying all the way to New York. My plane landed at LaGuardia Airport at 5:00pm and I walked into the terminal, wondering what my mom's friend even looked like. I expected some old lady that I would barely have anything in common with, but was very surprised. Standing just off to the side of the entryway was a beautiful woman holding a sign with my name on it. She was wearing a nice, conservative outfit, but she looked incredible... nothing like how I envisioned her. At 40, she looked great!
I walked over to her, probably looking rather happy, and we met.
"Hi Vince, I'm Sarah," she said smiling broadly, though her eyes were barely able to meet mine. She seemed so shy.
"Hi... Hi Sarah," I stuttered, obviously overcome by her. I shook her hand, which was soft and supple, her nails perfectly manicured. I looked into her eyes as she averted my gaze, making me feel far more powerful.
We talked for a second or two and then made our way to her car. All the way there, I kept stealing looks at her body, her breasts as they bobbed happily beneath her top and her ass as it swayed back and forth with every step. Not much was revealed with her choice of outfit, but there seemed to be a lot of incredible flesh under there. She seemed to notice my staring, but didn't say anything and certainly didn't try to stop me.
"Tom had to go down to Florida for the week for work... some kind of emergency or something," she said while driving home. "We thought about just putting you up in a hotel for the week, but I think that would be silly... especially after meeting you. I definitely have the room at the house and it'll be quiet... I hope you don't mind..."
"No... no, not at all," I replied, probably too quickly, but just envisioning spending the whole week in private with her sent my mind reeling. All sorts of naughty thoughts played through my head, although I figured I'd be sorely disappointed.
"Good... I prefer having someone around when Tom's gone anyways."
We smiled and joked all the way to her house, which was a very nice place indeed. I don't know what Tom did for work, but it was a spacious house with a large, private yard, and a gated, fenced-in front. This was going to be an awesome week-long vacation if nothing else.
She invited me into the kitchen for a light dinner and then I just had to get cleaned up. She showed me the bedroom and told me the shower was just up the hall, guiding me to it. The towels and everything I needed was right there, so she excused herself to let me take a shower. I removed my clothes and jumped in, taking an extra long, hot one. I was so clean and so refreshed by the end, that my body was revving to go. I was thinking about Sarah the entire shower and my erection was showing it. I wondered what her body looked like, wondered what she sounded like when she whimpered in pleasure, how she screamed when she came.
My cock was very hard when I got out of the shower and toweling off only made it worse. I decided not to get back into my traveling clothes and didn't bring anything else into the bathroom with me, so I just wrapped the towel around my waist and slipped through the door, walking down to my bedroom. I admit I was pretty physically fit, and I was looking especially good today. My hair was a bit tousled and my cock was pushing into the towel as I walked, tenting it a little.
Sarah came down the hall, just leaving my room, and we passed. Her eyes never left my body and seemed to travel up and down it. But she never met my gaze, she seemed so shy and reserved. I stood at my door for a second, almost ready to say something, but figured I'd wait until later. I pushed the door open and came in, but didn't close the door all the way. I guess I wanted to see if she was interested or something and wanted to give her every opportunity to see me.
I dropped the towel and let my hand stroke my erection for a moment and closed my eyes at the blissful feelings. I envisioned her on her knees in front of me, my cock plunging into her mouth. I thought of my hands holding her head in place as I slowly stroked in and out of her mouth, looking down at her and watching her face go red with embarrassment as I found out just how much she loved sucking on me.
I moved over to the bed and slipped up onto it, sitting back against the headboard with a pillow behind me. My hand quickly returned to stroking my shaft as I closed my eyes to feel everything. At some point, I heard a noise out in the hall and gave a small smile, realizing that she was watching me. It only made my cock that much harder and I increased my stroking, moving up and down it's long length.
I moaned softly, but with ever increasing volume as my orgasm approached. It didn't take long before I came and it was a strong one, shooting cum up onto my chest and neck before simply oozing onto my hand. I slowed my fist as I milked my shaft and ran it up and over the head. My eyes were still closed as my breathing returned to more normal and I heard soft whimpering from the doorway.
I exhaled sharply, signaling I was done and when I opened my eyes, she was gone. I slipped on my pajama bottoms and a t-shirt and walked back downstairs, wondering where Sarah was. I heard dishes clinking in the kitchen and realized she was rinsing the dishes, putting them into the dishwasher. I slipped into the kitchen, but she didn't turn towards me.
"So, what's the plan for tomorrow?" I asked softly. "Are you taking me to the university?"
"Yeah," she answered, embarrassed. I don't think she liked the fact that I turned her on so much. It scared her. But she couldn't help it.
"What time do we need to leave?" I moved closer to her, leaning on the counter just behind her, and looked her up and down. She was wearing a robe now, as if ready to go to bed. It was long, coming almost down to the floor, but really showed her trim waist well. It was obviously tied tightly around her.
"Noon should be fine." She still didn't turn towards me, obviously too embarrassed or too scared to see me again, maybe wondering what might happen. But that was exactly what I wanted. I walked up behind her and put my hands on her hips. She shivered in my grasp, as if startled or... excited.
"Thanks for letting me stay here, by the way," I whispered near her ear. I took a deep breath smelling her perfume and the scent of her shampoo. It smelled lovely. Her hands stopped moving in the sink and her eyes closed as my hands stroked her hips. I moved my right hand over her arm and around to her front, my hand opening around her throat in a light choke. My lips buried near her ear as I softly inhaled her scent.
My right hand moved to her front, my fingertips circling over her stomach, and a little higher, finding the tie of the sash and the lapel. I could hear her panting in my arms and she moved forward a little as if trying to escape.
"No... you're... uh... you're welcome... of course," she said, excited and scared. The counter stopped her forward movement and trapped her in front of me. I pushed into her from behind, my cock pushing against the cheeks of her ass.
"I'm not making you uncomfortable, am I?" I asked, teasingly, my left hand pulling at the sash, untying it. I could feel the robe loosen around her waist. She gasped, unable to answer. I tightened my hold around her throat and she raised her left hand to my wrist, gripping it tightly. She didn't try to pull away, but just held me there, as if not wanting me to let go.
My right hand moved a little higher, sliding inside her robe, and felt her body beneath her sleepwear. She was wearing a thin, satiny pair of pajamas, by the feel of it, and I could feel every part of her body beneath it. My hand move higher and found her breast, bare beneath her pajamas. I felt her hardened nipple and grazed it with my fingertips.
I leaned in and kissed her neck, lightly biting it again and again as my fingertips played with her nipples, teasing her. She was groaning with desire now, so excited, and pushed back against me. Her ass gently and slowly stroked my cock against it. I grabbed her breast firmly, massaging it with my hand, pulling and pressing it.
I pushed my cock against her ass and started slowly humping her and listened to her soft whimpers of desire.
"I so want to fuck you," I whispered, and she shivered and groaned. I humped her for a few moments more and then released her. "But not right now." I moved away, turned and went back up to my bedroom. I spent the rest of the evening watching TV, thinking about her, wondering if she was just outside my door wanting to come in, wanting to be with me, but just not able to cross that line. I smiled, knowing I was going to have her.
I slept well that night, having a good cum right before going to sleep. I woke early, and took my shower. When I came back out into the hallway, I could hear her down the hall taking her shower. I smiled, thinking about what I could do, and slowly walked down the hall.
I opened her door slowly, and moved inside. The covers on her bed were folded down and the pajamas she had worn were tossed aside in a chair. Her bathroom door was open and I could hear the sounds of her in the shower as steam rolled out. I walked to the doorway and peered inside, seeing her body through the translucent shower door. I couldn't see specifics, but I could see her body well enough to know she was masturbating. I heard her soft gasps and whimpers and saw her hand moving quickly at her crotch.
She exhaled sharply and her hand moved away, obviously having her first orgasm for the day. Breathing loudly, she finished washing up again and then turned the water off. The glass door opened a little and her hand snaked out to grab her towel. I moved around to the side of the door to keep from being seen and waited. She took a few minutes to finish in the bathroom, but soon walked out the door and towards the bed.
"Did that feel good?" I asked, and she stopped in mid-stride turning towards me, scared.
"What are you...?" she started to ask, startled by my presence and again turned on by my near naked body.
"I'm watching you play with yourself. What do you think I'm doing?" I said moving towards her slowly. My hands moved to my waist, where the towel was held on by a small fold of cloth.
"You.... you..." she stuttered, taken by surprise, watching the towel fall to the floor, my manhood standing proud in the cool air now.
"Yes... me," I whispered, reaching out and grabbing her wrist, pulling her towards me. With a flick of my arm, she was turned around so that she faced away from me, exactly like last night. My left hand moved up and grabbed her throat, holding her tightly while the other moved to her chest, sliding along the line of the towel, across her breasts and back. I grabbed the towel and pulled it loose, letting it drop to the floor, leaving us both standing there, naked.
I pulled her into me, holding her tight as my cock rest against her ass. My mouth was over her shoulder, by her ear. "Remember when I told you I wanted to fuck you?" I whispered, my hand cradling and massaging her naked breast. I bit into her neck and felt her shiver. I just loved how scared and excited she was.
"Yes," she whimpered softly.
"Well, the day is coming soon," I whispered. I walked her forward, towards the bed. She almost fell at first, but then moved with me until her thighs hit the mattress. I spun her around and pushed, making her fall onto her back and then stood there, between her knees looking down at her. I stared up and down her lovely body, seeing her breasts rise and fall with her rapid breathing, seeing her near bare-shaved pussy right below me, her lips pouty and swollen with desire.
She wasn't the first woman I'd ever fucked, but she was sure the finest. I saw where her gaze was focused, on my rising erection, and it became instantly harder. She watched it with surprise as it grew to its massive full length and hung out over her body. I smiled.
"Like that do you? Well, you'll feel it soon enough." I dropped to my knees and grabbed beneath both of her legs pulling her crotch closer to me. Without waiting for a word of protest from her, I leaned forward and licked her clit. Her hips jumped and she exhaled sharply, her hands going to my head to push me away.
"No..." she started to say, but I felt her resolve weaken as I continued flicking the tip of my tongue over her clit slowly.
"Yes, I will" I mumbled and kissed her pussy, sucking on her labia before pushing my tongue deep between them. I pushed her knees up and back, lifting her hips a little and giving me much more access. She groaned and I felt her fingers move to the side of my head, holding me, encouraging me. My tongue danced over her pussy, licking and driving inside her again and again while she shivered above me.
I let my tongue stray lower, across her asshole and poke just a little inside as she gasped. When my tongue moved back to her clit, I pushed two fingers into her pussy and let the third barely penetrate her ass. I looked up at her and saw her eyes open wide, trying to deny how good I was making her feel with everything I was doing.... everything that she probably never felt before. I guessed that her husband wasn't too adventurous and never fingered her ass, never fucked it with his tongue or finger, let alone his cock... not like I was going to do.
I let my tongue slide back and forth over her clit, strumming it as my fingers moved in and out of her ass and pussy rapidly, fingering her. Her hips moved, her body undulated as she moved closer and closer to her orgasm. It didn't take long before her orgasm crashed over her and it was a big one. She was moaning loudly, almost to the point of yelling, and her pussy was literally gushing juices all over the place. My face and chest was wet with her juices when I finally pulled away.
I stood up, satisfied with myself, even though my cock was rock hard. This time, I'd take care of it myself. But next time...
"Tonight, you're going to dress sexy, and you're going to come into the living room and kneel in front of me. After that, you'll get the fuck of your life. Understand?" I asked, looking down at her. "And you know you will."
She furrowed her brow, concerned about what was happening her, knowing that she had fully lost control, and nodded. I smiled. I'd won.
I went back to my room and got cleaned up and dressed, then waited in the living room for the time to leave. At noon, Sarah came downstairs and whispered that it was time to go. Now she definitely couldn't look me in the eye and I smiled proudly. I knew tonight was going to be so much fun. She drove us to the college and all along the way, I stroked my cock through my dress pants, making sure she was watching me.
We finally arrived at the college and she dropped me off. I was going to be there for several hours, so she went back home while I sat through seemingly endless interviews and tours. At 6:00, she picked me up again and we drove back to her house. There were several bags in the back seat from a nearby department store, so I knew she'd been shopping.
After we got home, she whipped me up a nice dinner while I waited in the living room, and then called me into the dining room to eat at about 8:00. We didn't talk much during this entire time, mostly about how my interviews went. I was anxious to get on with the night and I could sense her nervousness. She still wasn't sure if she could go through with it.
At 9:00 I retired to the living room to watch some TV while she cleaned up the dishes. I just sat there having a good time relaxing when she finally came in, wearing her long robe again. She moved over to the nearby chair and sat down, quietly watching the TV. Every now and then I turned towards her, looking her over casually, wondering when or if she'd comply with my demands. It was about 10:00 when she finally stood, and moved over in front of the couch and knelt on the floor.
"Please," she whispered. "I'm... I'm married."
I just looked down at her, smugly. "I don't care. I don't want to marry you. I just want to fuck you. Untie your robe," I commanded.
Her hands obviously shaking, she complied and it fell loosely open. I saw a glimpse of the black negligee beneath the robe and knew I was in for a pleasant surprise.
"Stand up." She lifted herself up, standing just in front of the couch. "The robe." She looked at me puzzled for a moment, and then grabbed the robe with both hands and pulled it off, leaving her standing in a nearly transparent, black negligee. The chest was scooped low, with a lovely view of her cleavage while the panties below were a G-string, exposing her lovely ass.
I moved to the edge of the couch, my face inches from her abdomen. "The panties." She was shaking as she reached down and pulled down her panties, stepping out of them. When she stood back up, I was face to face with her lovely pussy. I leaned forward and gently licked her clit, making her groan above me.
After a minute, I sat back again. "The top." Her fingers moved to the front of the negligee and unfastened each hook, slowly removing it. When it was unfastened, she pulled it off her shoulders and down her arms, letting it fall to the floor. I smiled when I saw her magnificent tits staring at me. When I looked up, she looked so... feral. She needed to be fucked so badly.
I pushed her away a step and stood. "Now... my shirt." I raised my arms when I felt her hands grab the bottom of my shirt and lift it over my head. She was panting and was so close I could feel the heat off her skin. "And pants." Her hands were shaking as she grabbed front of my pants and unfastened them, pulling down the zipper, then pulling them down and off. I was left standing in my boxers, my cock tenting the front.
"Now... my underwear." Our eyes met and I smiled. She meekly and softly grabbed the waistband of my shorts and pulled it out, away from hard cock, then pulled them down and off.
"Oh my God," she whispered, just loud enough for me to hear her as she stared at my cock.
I smiled again. "All for you and your hungry pussy," I said sitting down. "Come and get it."
She moved forward, her legs straddling mine as she sat on my lap. She raised up and grabbed my cock, guiding it to her entrance. Then slowly eased down on it. "Oh.... fuuuuuuuck," she moaned as it penetrated her so deeply. I guessed it was deeper than she'd had in a long time, too. She put her hands on the back of the couch above me and began riding me, moaning loudly with every stroke.
And it was the best fuck either of us had ever had.
*****
Towards the end of the week, after countless hours of sex, I talked with my mom.
"Yeah, mom, Sarah's been nice.... Yeah, she drove me to the college and made me dinner and stuff..... what's that?.... oh, the college is awesome... yeah... and Sarah says I can stay here while I attend classes... no, she says she insists..."
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Tired of Being Sorry
The night smells so wonderful, even in this dirty city. It's quiet everywhere and very few people walk the streets at this hour. Even fewer good people. It gives me a chance to relax... a chance to think. Only a few lights are on to lighten my path, although I don't really need them. I stare up at the nearest streetlight and wonder if I could just turn it out with a thought.
The moon glares at me from above, all full of glory this evening. The buildings generally hide it from my sight, but I get the occasional glimpse as I walk along. My hand grazes the side of the building, the rough bricks let me actually feel something for a change. Sparks fly behind my transformed, diamond-hard nails as they cut grooves into the stone.
I hear the sounds of movement behind me, suddenly, but it doesn't really bother me. I know it's Allison, my girlfriend for the past three years. I can smell her... I can hear her heart beating... I can feel the rush of blood in her veins. It actually makes me smile, given the troubles we had recently, and I continue walking, wondering how long she'll follow me. I wonder if she'll find out my secret, and wonder what she'll do.
She really doesn't want to be involved with me now. Not now. Not since I've changed.
"Oh hey!" a man's voice said in front of me. "Look what we have here." Four young hoodlums were walking down the sidewalk towards me, obviously eyeing me as a victim. Nothing changed with my steps or my path as I headed straight for them, relishing the fight. They had no idea what I was. The four surrounded me quickly, taunting me.
"So, man, what'cha doing out so late all by yourself?" one asked.
"I think he's out trying to buy some cigs," said another.
"Hello? Sucker! The store's closed!" They all laughed.
The first man came up to me, standing nearly chest to chest. "But... um... we'll take your money," he said, grabbing the collar of my jacket. "Think of it as a.... donation."
I looked down at his hand, almost surprised he'd actually touched me. My eyes moved up his arm, slowly, until they rested on his face, with me staring into his eyes. My coal-black eyes suddenly flared red with hatred, surprising the man. I loved this moment in time. I saw the fear cross his face when he realized he picked the wrong person to victimize. He tried to back away, but it was too late. I grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled him to me, growling at him, nose to nose, baring my fangs. His hands and feet kicked and pushed, trying to make me release my grip. He was starting to realize that he didn't stand a chance.
My left hand grabbed his chin, slowly twisting his head side to side as I inspected his throat, seeing his throbbing artery. His heart was beating rapidly now... from fear. I could almost smell the blood that was pumping through him. Then I picked him up and threw him against the wall beside me and he slumped to the ground in a dead heap. His friends moved back a step wondering what had happened, wondering how they'd lost control of the situation so quickly. I turned towards them smiling, baring my white teeth, my fangs, baring my evil soul. They were getting ready to attack me, their knives and chains raised, when I growled at them, the incredible predatory sound almost making them piss their pants where they stood.
They all backed up several steps, shaking, more scared than they'd ever been in their lives. Then they suddenly bolted, running down the street as fast as their legs could carry them. I just stood there, laughing, looking at the dead body at my feet.
My mind flashed back to the last time I saw Allison... just four months ago. "I'm sorry," I said, holding my arms open towards her in supplication. "It just... happened. I didn't plan this... I didn't mean to hurt you. I don't ever want to hurt you."
She was crying... again. It seemed like we fought a lot at this point in our relationship. We'd been together for three years and it started out great. But things changed somehow and I didn't feel as comfortable with her any more. I felt like I couldn't do anything right. I felt like I hurt her so much that she was always suspicious of me. She was always wondering if I was up to something. I don't know if I'd have called it being paranoid or accepting the reality that she really couldn't trust me.
"I just can't believe you'd do this to me... again!" Her sobs ripped me to the core as she pushed into my chest, shoving me away from her.
It was four months ago, but it felt like it was yesterday. We argued until I got so frustrated that I grabbed my jacket and walked out the door. Unknown to her, I wasn't mad at her. I was mad at myself for making her feel this way. I needed to find myself. I needed to convince myself that I wasn't the monster that she saw me as.
I walked down the street in the darkness, not looking or caring where I went. My vision was clouded by the haze of my angry thoughts. I had no idea how far I'd walked or even where I was, off-hand, and sat on a bench at a bus stop. I put my head in my hands and wondered how I was ever going to make this up to her.
The sound of scraping against the brick wall of the buildings surprised me and I looked up. A beautiful woman was walking towards me, her hand against the wall, sparks flying from where her fingers touched the hard stone. She looked at me, hungrily, seductively, and I couldn't take my eyes off her. She wore a long, black cape, under which she wore a black mini-skirt and a backless wisp of a top that showed ample cleavage. Her legs swished as she walked, the black nylons and garter were extremely sexy and the high-heeled shoes clip-clapped with every step. She was a school-boys dream and knew it.
She smiled devilishly as she walked close behind the bench, never taking her eyes off me, as if beckoning me to follow her. When she passed, I looked down again, wondering what I should do. I really didn't want to hurt Allison any more and felt that if I stayed around her, I'd likely just cause more pain and suffering. But I needed contact with someone. I needed to know that someone wanted me. And this woman's attraction was so other-wordly powerful. I didn't know what I was doing, but I stood and turned to follow her. My seductress played coy, keeping just ahead of me, knowing I was following her. I kept back several paces, waiting to see where she was going.
I could hear the clicking of her heals on the concrete sidewalk, her ass swishing side to side. Every few steps she looked back at me, making sure I was still there. I could feel my blood boiling with desire and she knew it. She turned into an unmarked doorway and disappeared. When I reached it, I hesitantly looked down and could only see her shadow walking down the hallway at the bottom of the stairs. I looked around, hesitantly, wondering what I was getting myself into. I could hear the pulse of loud music from below and figured it must be some sort of underground dance club or something.
I walked down the stairs, eyes watching in front and behind, wondering if I was going to get jumped. This wasn't exactly the safest neighborhood this late at night. I was so scared, but so turned on at the same time. As I neared the bottom, I bent down and looked through the doorway, hoping to see more of what was ahead. The fluorescent lights flickered, making the shadows seem much more ominous. Ahead was a turn in the hallway to the left. The sound of the music was louder and I knew the party lay just beyond that bend.
I walked down the hallway, keeping to the right side, the farthest from the hallway bend. Just inside the turn was a heavy curtain that muffled most sound and kept all of the light away from me. I thought about bolting from the scene, my fear rising up suddenly. But a voice inside me kept me moving forward. I thought about Allison, wondering if she would cry or rejoice if I was jumped and killed...
I reached out and pulled the curtain open a little and was assaulted by the heavy beat of the dance music and the beams of light cast and moved by the rotating spotlights. There were a few bodies standing with their back to me just inside the doorway, but everyone else seemed to be dancing. The music was addictive, drawing me in with it's seductive rhythm. I stepped through and the bodies parted in front of me. I didn't even look at them, I just kept moving forward.
Both men and women were everywhere, partially dressed in sexy outfits. The smell of leather, lace, and latex assaulted me, turning me on. Many had collars and chains, with owners moving them around like dogs. Couples were around making out in the near-darkness as they gyrated together, almost to the point of full-blown sex.
I stood, looking around me, mesmerized by everything going on, the obvious sexuality, the sounds, the lights...
Hands suddenly surrounded me, started stroking me, and I watched helplessly as four scantily clad women began stroking and gyrating against me. My hips started swaying, my body moving to the rhythm with them, completely lost in the moment. I was so hard, so excited. I wanted these women so much, but they only continued stroking and dancing, making me hotter and hotter.
They turned me around and around, as they continued gyrating and dancing against me, until I was nearly dizzy. Then they suddenly stopped and my seductress stood directly in front of me. As she moved forward, the others slinked back and away, until she was the only one pressing her body against me, her arms encircling me, holding me tightly to her.
As the crowd continued dancing around us, she kissed me, passionately, making me forget about everything around us both. Her body was grinding against me, making me so hard and needy. I couldn't believe how badly I needed her, forgetting about everything else in my life.
She pulled away, holding both of my hands and walked backwards, pulling me with her. The crowd seemingly parted, giving her room as we moved past them easily. I could barely even look away from her. She smiled seductively as my eyes scanned up and down her delicious body. I felt my mouth go dry as I envisioned myself worshiping that lovely flesh.
Suddenly we spun about and I felt my knees strike a padded surface and fell backwards, sitting on a comfortable couch. She smiled again and moved forward, putting her knees on both sides of my legs, straddling me and sitting on my lap. Her head was just above mine as her hand rested on my shoulders, her breasts positioned right in front of my face.
I could smell her perfume and could see the outline of her nipples pressing against the thin material of her top. She released the clasp of her cape from around her neck and it slid down and off her body. Her top barely covered her body and was the only thing covering her top half. Her skin glowed blue in the lights as they flashed around us.
I could see other dancers moving around behind her, some watching us, until she moved a hand to my chin and repositioned my face to look directly at her chest. Then she used the same hand to grab the strap at her neck and untie it, letting it fall into my lap, leaving her naked from the waist up. Her breasts were luscious and I was mesmerized by them. The nipples were hard and begged for my mouth. I licked my lips in anticipation and she moved forward, her hand beneath her breast, lifting it up, offering her nipple to my waiting lips.
I suckled hungrily as she moaned and laughed above me, her hands cradling my head.
She suddenly grabbed my hair and pulled my head away from her. I was breathing hard, more excited than I'd ever been before. My cock was straining in my jeans, becoming so uncomfortable. She bent forward and licked my lips, sliding her tongue between them and dancing against my tongue as she pushed hers deep into my mouth.
Then she sat back and slid a little down my legs her hands moving to the waist band of my jeans. She grabbed both sides and pulled hard, forcing them open, ripping the button and zipper out. I sat there, surprised. I'd never seen anyone with such strength before, let alone a beautiful woman. She laughed as she ripped away my underwear too, leaving my cock exposed.
We both looked down and I can't ever recall seeing my cock so hard before. Her hands slipped around the shaft and she stroked it so lovingly, driving me crazy. She seemed so obsessed with it, needing to make me harder, needing to make me cum. She leaned forward and licked it, using her spit as a lubricant, and stroked me faster and faster.
Her tongue circled the head and slid up and down it's length as she moaned her desire. A drop of pre-cum appeared on the surface and she licked it hungrily, sucking hard on the tip to get more.
God I was so hard.
"Yes," she moaned. "Harder!" She looked at me, so hungrily, and licked her lips.
I closed my eyes, my head falling back as the pleasure overtook me. God it felt so incredible. Her hands pumped up and down my shaft, milking me, taking me higher and higher towards my orgasm. When I opened my eyes again, there were several women around us, watching us excitedly, touching themselves, her, and me. They were encouraging us to cum and their touching was driving me insane. I'd never had sex in front a people like this before.
Suddenly, she stopped the actions of her hand and grabbed her G-string beneath her short skirt, ripping it away. Her pussy was bald beneath and so incredibly engorged and juicy. She moved forward and directed my cock up inside her in one swift motion. Then she settled onto me, pushing me deep inside her as her hands returned to my shoulders.
I felt her pussy convulse, milking me, again and again as she moved up and down. She was moaning in her own pleasure, moving faster and faster. Her hands pushed into me, holding me down with a great strength. My God I wondered who she was.
She was using me for her own pleasure, not caring what felt good to me. She alternated from slamming down hard on my lap, to grinding against me, to moving her hips so fast she was nearly a blur of flesh. I reached up to hold her hips and she grabbed my wrists, lifting them above my head and holding them there with an unfathomable strength. She growled at me, letting me know in no uncertain terms that I wasn't to touch her, that she was in control.
One hand held my wrists bound tightly as she continued fucking me, the other hand playing with my nipples as well as her own. Then she held my throat, choking me.
I was moaning loudly, barely able to breath, and heard the other women giggle excitedly as they continued stroking both of us. I saw hands wrap around her torso and pull at her nipples, making her head lay back, causing her to moan loudly.
"Oh my God," I cried, the music easily drowning me out. I was right on the edge and knew I was going to explode in seconds. She let go of my wrists and brought her hands to the side of my head, holding it in place as she looked at me. I could barely see her through my half-closed, pleasure-filled eyes as I grunted with each downward thrust of her hips.
And then it happened... I started cumming. My body locked up tightly, pushing into her as deeply as I could. She leaned down to hug me, holding me tightly against her, her face on my shoulder, her mouth on my neck, kissing and licking me. I felt her breasts press into my chest, her nipples hard.
"Cum for me," she whispered, hungrily.
"Fuck!" I yelled loudly as each stream jetted into her and I suddenly felt an incredible combination of pain and pleasure as she bit my neck, piercing it deeply. I could feel the blood pour from me as she sucked hard and I tried to fight her, tried to push her away, but she held me tight and the pleasure seemed to suck away my strength and desire to fight. I knew I wasn't going to get out of this alive.
The other women cackled in excitement around us and I wondered if they'd bite me, too. It was all like such a bad dream.
*****
I was floating two stories above the street, hidden in the shadows as Allison passed below me, obviously wondering where I went. She tried to be so quiet, so hidden, like she was stalking me. I smiled. She couldn't hide from me. I slowly and quietly lowered myself to the ground not far behind her and stood, just watching her for a moment.
It didn't take long for her to see me and she turned, standing in a defensive crouch, ready to run away. I hadn't seen her in weeks, and was actually... happy. I moved forward, smiling, step by step.
"Hi," I said trying to relax her.
"Hi," she said back. I could feel the tension in her reduce. She was scared, knowing I was... different... now. But her memory of me, of us, together, was powerful and put her more at ease.
"About our fight..." I started to explain, but she cut me off.
"No... please... don't worry about it. It's not important any more."
"But... it is important to me," I said, now standing in front of her. I raised a hand and moved a wisp of hair from her face. "The pain I caused you means everything to me. I think... maybe you were right. I don't know what was wrong with me, why I did the things I did to you. But I don't want to fight with you any more... I don't want to cause you any more pain. I'm tired of being sorry all the time." I pulled her into my arms, smelling her... feeling the warmth of her body as my hunger increased.
"I'm not who I was... I've changed. But... I'm worse, now. If I hurt you now, it'll be so much worse than it ever was before. And I can't do that to you. Although I love you, although I want you, you need to stay away from me... far away."
"But... Vince... maybe..." she started to say.
"There's no maybe. There's only pain and suffering around me now. Go. Go now!" I yelled at her, releasing her from my arms and backing away.
I watched her turn and run, the desire to chase her so strong in me. But it was time to let her go. I turned and disappeared into the darkness, never to see her again.
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Her Domineering Mother
Richard had been living with his gorgeous, 40-year-old girlfriend for the past year, with her moving into his place. He'd been divorced for a while now, as was she, and they'd been dating pretty seriously for about a year before they decided to make the big leap and move in together. Richard knew it was a big step in their relationship, but he thought it was worth it. They were truly in love and he knew they'd get married some day soon.
They both had good jobs, both working long shifts during the week and took every opportunity to have their fun time on the weekend. It was rare that they had time off together during the week, since their schedules just didn't seem to permit it... when his job got slow, hers was ramping up with pressure, and vice versa.
Richard was mostly happy, with her, with their life together, and with their future, but was frustrated that they often went weeks without being able to have sex. Even so, they were still quite in love. He knew things would change.
Then the unthinkable happened to make everything start to become even more complicated.
It was early April, and Bethany, his girlfriend, announced that her mother was coming to live with them. Eva, her 65-year-old mother, had been living alone in Texas for the last ten years and was having trouble making ends meet. She wanted to move in with them until she found a more affordable place to live.
Richard had barely even met Eva, only when she made a couple holiday trips to visit. But nothing very extensive. She was a vary attractive woman, with a trim figure, keeping herself in very good shape by jogging every day. She had large breasts and was proud to show them off with every outfit she wore. Bethany said that that started not long after her father passed away.
Wanting to be fully supportive of Eva and of Bethany, Richard agreed, even after she told him he only had a week to get things ready. Work was slow, so he figured he could take a day or two off work to get the spare room ready and then a day or two off to clean up the basement, where he would have moved everything. Luckily, he was able to work from home most of the time, and just had to make sure he had the desk and computer all set up.
He started clearing out the bedroom on Tuesday, moving everything down to the basement. Eva was supposed to arrive on Wednesday night, so that gave him the two days to at least get her room ready. He was alone both days, with Bethany going off to work. Unfortunately, she couldn't help because she was extremely busy this week due to having to go to a training course all the way on the other side of the country for the next two weeks. She was flying out on Sunday.
Richard finished her bedroom a couple hours before Eva arrived, having the bed all set up and made, the dresser in place and the closet all cleared out. Bethany was home and started cooking dinner, then picked up Eva from the airport as Richard watched the food. She wanted to be there to see her mom and welcome her home.
They both walked in at about 8:00pm and Eva looked a little tired, but her eyes lit up when she saw Richard and hugged him close. With her long, grey hair, she looked older... motherly. But with her incredible outfit, showing far too much cleavage, and the incredible body not really hidden beneath her tight clothes, she looked much younger. Richard briefly wondered if her clothes had been painted on. He could feel the warmth of her body as she pressed it against him... a little too much and a little too long, he thought... but he figured she just thought of him as her son or something. They sat down to eat and Eva told them all about her plans for finding a place to live and what she was going to do in the meantime. She made sure to thank them both profusely for allowing her to stay with them.
All through dinner, Richard couldn't help but keep staring at her breasts. They were so... prominent. He prayed that he didn't get caught by either one of them. That would make things very uncomfortable.
The women had a good time talking and laughing and Richard sat there, along for the ride more than anything else, and they all slipped into bed at about 11:00pm. He was excited by Eva's extra-sexy display and moved his hands over Bethany's pajama-covered torso. He started stroking the underside of her breasts, teasingly, trying to get her excited. He loved her breasts. And he really wanted sex tonight. Eva's raw sexual display really upped his libido.
At first Bethany seemed interested, so he slid his hand along her thigh and up under her shirt, bringing his hand up to palm her breast and tease her nipple as he lay over her, kissing her. Richard felt her reach down, her hand stroking his rapidly growing erection with the palm of her hand.
"I'm sorry, Richard... but I can't tonight. I'm just too tired."
Richard didn't know why, other than just pure frustration, but he actually got mad at her. "You're always too tired," he said too loudly. "When in the hell am I going to ever have sex with you?"
He pushed away and turned away from her in a huff, pulling the covers up tightly.
Bethany turned towards him and put her arm around him. "I'm sorry Richard... let's try it."
"No," Richard cut her off, not as angrily. "Get some sleep." With that, he willed himself to sleep, with dark thoughts and dreams invading through the course of the night.
Bethany left early for work again the next morning and Richard stumbled out of bed, showered, ate breakfast and disappeared down into the basement again to work on arranging it for his office. He'd been working for an hour or so when Eva surprised him.
"Good morning," she said, standing at the bottom of the stairs, watching him. She was wearing a satin babydoll that she'd slept in, and it didn't hide much... it had spaghetti straps over the shoulders and came down low on her breasts, showing a lot of cleavage. It then fell to about mid-thigh, showing her long, bare legs. She looked incredibly sexy, leaning back against the railing, her hands down at her sides.
"Good morning," Richard said when he finally recovered enough to speak. He felt his body responding to her of its own volition and tried to hide it as best he could. "Did you sleep well?"
"Mmmmm... it was nice... but could've been better." She walked towards him, slowly, her fingers touching various items that were scattered about as she went. When she got close, she picked up the computer mouse and turned it over and around in her hands, eyeing it seemingly closely.
"How so?" Richard asked innocently, returning to moving things around.
"I could've been ridden hard and put away wet," she said, giggling.
He looked up at her from where he was, bent over, his hands moving through a box. She held one finger at her lips, lightly sucking it while the other was playing with the hem of her nightgown. They seemed to stand there for a long time, just staring at one another. Slowly she pulled her nighty up and Richard watched it slide over her smooth body, rising until her beautiful pussy was displayed.
She was shaved bare and obviously excited, by the flush of her skin and the wetness of her lips. Richard knew he was staring... but he just couldn't help himself.
"I saw how you looked at me last night... so... hungry. Do you like what you see?" she whispered, opening her legs a little wider.
Richard didn't know how to respond. His mind was almost completely shut down as this older woman put herself on display for him, completely taking him by surprise.
"I know you want me. And it's been a while since I've been fully satisfied, Richard. Too long."
Thoughts of Bethany suddenly came to mind and Richard shook his head to clear it. "Well... I... um... suppose you'll find a... a... a boyfriend soon." He turned away and dug back into the box again, trying to clear his thoughts of that beautiful flesh... trying at least.
He felt her come closer, making him shiver with need and fear. He didn't think he could control himself much longer.
"I suppose you're right... I can always find some... oh, I don't know... random guy. But right now, I want you..." She grabbed his arm and lifted him up, turning him to face her. She was a little shorter than he, but seemed to have some kind of control over him. His body just seemed to give her whatever she wanted. She ran her hands over his chest, feeling the muscles beneath his t-shirt, then trailed down to his abdomen. She lifted herself onto the tips of her toes and kissed him just as her fingers found his cock through his sweat pants. The thin material did little to hide how excited he was and her fingers easily grabbed and held his shaft, stroking it slowly.
Richard was so startled that he kissed her back, her tongue tracing over his lips then teasing his own tongue. His dry spell with Bethany and Eva's actions were driving him crazy with desire and he could barely control himself. When she pulled away from the kiss, he lightly moaned in protest.
"Eva, we can't do this..." he started to say, surprise himself, but she only reached up, grabbed the back of his head, and pulled him into another kiss, harder this time. The palm of her hand stroked him and Richard felt himself moving quickly to a boil. He was breathing hard, barely able to get enough air because of her mouth smothering him. When she pulled away again, he protested for the last time.
"We can't. What if.... what if Bethany finds out?" he asked, panting.
She looked up at him, smiled, and left the question unanswered. He watched, helplessly, as she slowly lowered herself to her knees in front of him, looking at him the whole time. Her hands trailed down his body and as they passed his waist, they caught in the waist band of his sweatpants, pulling them down along with his boxers. His straining cock pushed from behind, bobbing in the air in front of her face.
She leaned in and let his cock rest against her face, it's length lying up to her forehead as she slowly licked his balls.
"I heard you and Bethany last night," she said, looking up at him around his shaft. "I listened through the door, hoping to hear you two fucking. But she didn't want to, so I know you need this just as bad as me."
Richard shuddered with excitement as he watched her lips and tongue trace up his length until she trapped the tip and engulfed it in the heat and wetness of her mouth.
"Oh my God," Richard whispered, overwhelmed by her seduction. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft and slowly jerked him off while she sucked and licked the head and the sensitive underside. She was driving him absolutely crazy and his body was overheating quickly. But before he could cum, she pulled away and stood, still holding his shaft.
She used it like a leash, slowly pulling him up the stairs to her bedroom. She slowly led him to the bed and pushed, forcing him onto his back. His cock bobbed, throbbing in the air, he was so hard. Richard watched as she pulled her babydoll off and tossed it aside.
"Now that is sooo going to please me," she said, her fingers grabbing his cock again. She knelt on the bed straddling his thighs as she stroked him. Richard was amazed by her body. Her breasts were absolutely perfect with nipples that he would kill to suck. She brought her hands up and stroked them, knowing that was exactly what he wanted to see. Her fingers pinched her nipples, hardening them before his eyes as she licked her lips.
She smiled when their eyes met. "I love how you look at my body... like you want to eat me up. God it makes me so fucking wet." With a slight move of her body, she mounted him, forcing him deep inside her. She held still for a moment, enjoying the feeling of fullness, her eyes closed, a huge smile on her face.
"Oh, God, yes," she moaned as she started sliding up and down his shaft, fucking him.
Richard couldn't describe how animalistic she became, thrusting down on him hard and then rising up to the tip, only to nearly fall back onto him again. All he really remembered was that for the next two hours he became her sex toy, doing everything she wanted in order to cum. And cum she did, from one right into another. Her stamina was incredible, as was her lust.
When she finally finished with him, she rolled off him and pushed, telling him to leave. She had such a smug, satisfied, dominant look on her face as Richard walked out the door, his spirit broken. He felt... used.
He quietly slipped back into the basement, dressed, and continued cleaning.
He was so embarrassed by what she did to him.... by what he let her do to him. He couldn't believe how good it felt and how easily he had succumb to her. He stayed in the basement until 5:00, knowing that Bethany would be home a little after. Then he came up the stairs quietly, hoping not to find Eva there. He silently made his way into the master bath, where he took off his clothes and slipped into the shower.
The hot water felt so good on his body and washed away all the guilt, grime, and cum, at least for now. Richard was washing his hair when he heard the shower curtain open and felt the cold rush of air with someone entering. Soap was in his eyes and he assumed it was Bethany, getting home from work. But when he felt unfamiliar hands on him, stroking him to unprecedented hardness, he knew he was wrong. He leaned his head back and rinsed the soap from his eyes and hair then saw Eva standing there, completely naked.
She put her hands on his chest and somehow urged him to get on his knees. Richard had no idea how she held such power over his body, but he followed the motion and found himself staring at her beautiful, shaved pussy, mere inches in front of his face. Without a word, she stepped forward and pushed her cleft into his face, his mouth instantly covering her pussy.
Wordlessly, she ground herself against him, forcing him to lick her without ever uttering a command. Richard felt the water spraying over him and heard Eva's soft moans echoing off the shower walls.
"Richard?" Bethany said from downstairs, just getting home.
Richard felt a flush of panic but Eva held him still. She was almost giddy with the potential of being caught and held his face tightly against her.
"Hi Richard, I'm home," Bethany called from the bathroom door, opening it a little.
Eva released his face just enough for him to answer. "Hi babe, I'll be done soon." Then she gently and easily pushed his tongue back inside her, sighing softly, and ground her hips up and back against him. It was as if she was trying to get off with Bethany right there.
"I'll be downstairs making dinner," Bethany called, leaving us alone once again.
Wordlessly, Richard grabbed Eva's ass tightly and let his tongue dig deep inside her. He was going to make her cum.
"Mmmm... yes," she sighed.
*****
Richard was tired when he finally finished cleaning up for the night. He knew it would be one more day of cleaning and then he could actually log in to the computer and get some work done. He wondered if he would be able to work at all with Eva in the house, torturing him, and briefly thought of just going into the office and getting away from her.
He felt his body respond as he envisioned the things Eva might make him do throughout the day and it drove him crazy. He could feel himself getting excited, flushed, his heart rate zoomed and his cock stood at full attention. He laughed to himself, knowing that this couldn't last.
It was late and Bethany had already gone to bed a couple hours ago. Richard knew she'd be out cold by this time, the heavy sleeper that she was. He walked up the stairs, feeling his hardness rubbing in his pants. He wished he'd gone to bed with Bethany, wished that he could have made love to her to relieve this tension.
He walked through the kitchen and headed up the stairs to the second floor, the house dark and quiet. He didn't even know what Eva was doing, since he'd been keeping himself away from her for the last couple hours. When he got to the second floor hallway, he could see that the light was on in Eva's room and that her door was partially open. He could feel his hands begin to sweat and his body shake. His mouth grew very dry as he wondered what she was doing.
He walked down the hallway slowly, trying not to make any noise as he approached her door. Her room was on the opposite end of the hallway from the master bedroom, so he didn't have much of an excuse for being there if he got caught. He heard soft gasps as he neared and wondered what she was doing. As quietly as he could, he peered around the doorframe, slowly, trying not to make any noise or attract any attention.
What he saw, totally shocked him and took his breath away. Eva was laying on the bed, pillows propped behind her, her right hand was between her legs, brazenly stroking herself, while her left was squeezing her breasts. She was only wearing black pantyhose, with nothing on underneath, and Richard could see her thighs flex and the fingers circling beneath the sheer material. She was masturbating and softly moaning.
"I know you're out there, Richard," she said after a few moments. He must've made a noise and didn't realize it. "I know you're watching me... watching me touch my pussy... watching me finger his sweet little cunt and making it so wet."
She looked at him and smiled as she caught him looking around the doorframe.
"Oh I fucking get so wet knowing you're watching me." She licked her lips and pushed her thighs wider apart. Her fingers were thrusting deeper as she looked at him with half-lidded eyes. She bit her lower lip. "Come here... I need you."
Richard gulped loudly, knowing that he was getting in way over his head now. He knew that if he did this, there would be no turning back. He knew that she would have him, hook, line, and sinker.
His head said no and tried to convince him to walk away, walk down the hall to the safety of his own bedroom where his loving girlfriend waited. But his body took full control over him and before he knew it, he was inside the doorway, standing there, just watching her.
"Close the door," she panted. Her fingers moved in circles. "Fuck, I've been waiting for you."
He grabbed the door handle and gently and quietly closed the door. He turned around, almost prepared to stop this insanity, almost prepared to just walk away and tell her that this was wrong... but when he saw her madly fingering herself, on the verge of an orgasm, he just stood there dumbfounded.
"Oh, God... oh, God," she moaned, her fingers moving rapidly underneath the pantyhose. While he just stood there, mere feet from this older woman, from the mother of his girlfriend, she came, her hips thrusting up, her body shaking with pleasure. Richard felt his own body react to her, his heartbeat quicken, his breathing quicken, his cock become a raging hardon, bursting at his zipper.
She was breathing heavily when she finally opened her eyes. "Come by the bed," she said forcefully and Richard complied without hesitation, now standing between her legs. She sat up, her feet falling to the ground on either side of his legs. "Kneel," she commanded. He felt his knees bend and his body move to the floor until he was just a little lower than her.
She brought her wet fingers up and held them in front of his face. "Open wide," she smiled. When he did, she slipped her fingers into his mouth, giving herself, her taste, to him. Richard had to admit she was so sweet. It was a pleasure to taste her. He let his lips close on her fingers, let his tongue slide across and between them, gathering up her luscious juices. He didn't remember when, but he closed his eyes to savor her.
"That's it. You're such a nasty man, aren't you, sucking my cum off my fingers like that."
When he opened his eyes again, she was right in front of his face. Her right hand snaked behind his neck and held him tightly as her fingers fucked his mouth.



"You know... I used to be more... submissive," she said. "I used to let my husband dictate if, when, and how we had sex. He was such a predictable man, always having very simple, missionary sex on a Saturday night with the lights off. He just got on his knees between my legs and pushed into me. There was no sensual pleasure. There was no build-up. There was no teasing... no playfulness. And it was over in minutes, almost always before I had an orgasm. But I thought that's how it was supposed to be.
"When he passed, I had an epiphany," she said, smearing her spit-covered hand over his face before she put it right back in his mouth. "I realized that I was in control of my sexuality. I realized that I could dress how I wanted, talk how I wanted, and do what I wanted. I quickly realized that men are visual creatures... and are so easily controlled. They love a sexy-looking woman. They love an aggressive woman who knows what she wants and isn't afraid to ask for it."
His eyes were watering and he gagged a little from her fingers pushing too deep into his mouth. But she loved how much spit it generated and wiped it around her pussy as Richard watched, sliding her fingers inside her wetness. Then she went right back to fingering his mouth.
"Unfasten your pants and pull them down," she ordered, and he obeyed, pushing his pants and boxers down to his knees. His cock was throbbing. "Good boy," she said. "I found out that I enjoy being... dominant. I found out that I love having a man at my beck and call." She pulled her fingers from his mouth and reached down and used the spit as lubrication to stroke his cock.
"Have you heard of something called a free-use household? That's what we're going to have here... you and I." He shook his head, to the limits that he could with her fingers in his mouth, and she smiled. "That means any and every time I want sex... no matter where or when... or even what I want... you have to oblige. And... if you ever want sex... I oblige. No matter when or where. Nod if you understand."
Richard had to admit, he was dumbstruck from her stroking his cock, the view of her naked body, to her words... it was a lot to take in. But he nodded.
"Very nice. Right now, I want more from that tongue of yours." She stopped stroking and released him, her hands moving down to stroke her inner thighs. "I want your tongue on my pussy. I'm going to cum all over your face and give you what you want the most, right from the source."
He was shaking with excitement, desire, and need. This was all so wrong, but just so damn erotic to him. He nodded his head slowly and watched as she leaned back on the bed again, bracing her upper body with her elbows behind her. She pushed her knees wide apart, exposing herself to him.
"Lick me... through my pantyhose," she ordered, pulling the thin material tightly against her skin.
Richard leaned down, licking his lips, smelling her lovely scent. The hose was damp with her juices and her pussy was strained, pressed against the thin material as it was. Richard moved his face so close to her and pushed his tongue out, sliding it up and along her wet center.
"Mmmm, fuck," she shuddered, smiling. "If only my daughter could see you now..."
Richard stopped for a moment as her words hit me.
She looked down at him sternly and smacked the top of his head. "Don't you fucking stop now... lick me goddamnit!"
Richard no longer had a choice. He was totally controlled by her at this point. He pushed his tongue harder against her and swirled it over her mound, letting her juices leak through the hose and onto his tongue, lips, and chin. She grabbed her knees and pulled them back, exposing herself even more to him and his searching tongue.
"God that feels so good," she moaned.
He brought her so close to an orgasm before she pushed him away. She grabbed the hose at her crotch with both hands and pulled it apart violently, ripping a big hole in it. Then she grabbed his hair and pulled him right back into her, pulling his face against her wetness.
"Oh, fuck, now eat me," she commanded, almost hissing with need.
His tongue pushed against her and his hands grabbed her ass as he licked and licked her. Her pussy felt so wonderful, warm and wet against his lips and her taste was just the sweetest thing. She grabbed his hair, entwining her fingers in it and pulled him tight against her, grinding her pussy into his face. He tried his best, but she seemed to get discouraged quickly.
"I have a better idea," she said, pushing him away. She grabbed him by his hair and pulled him onto the bed, throwing him onto his back. Without a word, she kicked a leg over him and pushed her pussy down onto his mouth, grinding hard against him. He raised his hands up and cupped her ass as his lips and tongue tried to keep up with her.
Richard didn't know how many times she came, each time crushing his head and nearly suffocating him to unconsciousness. And at one point she reached back and grabbed his cock, stroking it to keep him hard.
He was relieved when he finally felt her lift off his mouth, a smug look on her face. She slapped him and grabbed his jaw, shaking his head. "Stay awake now... you're not done yet."
She moved down his body, over his chest and abs and guided his cock inside her. She quickly started sliding up and down his shaft, fucking him madly, putting one hand on his throat, and gently choking him. The other was on his chest, helping to balance her. God she felt so good and used his full cock to her every advantage. After every orgasm, she'd slap him again, laughing about how he was so good at being used for her gratification... if only her daughter knew what she was missing.
She used him, every which way, until almost 2am.
They were both breathing heavily when she finally forced him away. She was smiling broadly, her face glistening with sweat and she looked tired at last. "Now that was a good fuck," she whispered. "And that is going to be your life from now on."
Richard looked down at the floor, realizing his fate.
"You're going to wake me up every single, fucking morning with your tongue on my pussy. And any time I want more, you're going to give it to me. I own you now. Don't I? I own your tongue, your mouth, your fingers, and your yummy cock. It's all mine to do with as I please."
She smiled smugly at him.
"And you know you want it to be this way, too. You want to please my little pussy and make me a very happy woman. Isn't that right?"
His eyes raised and met her feral, dominating look. Richard knew she had him. They both knew he couldn't resist anything she demanded of him. And he knew he was going to be in a lot of trouble when Bethany had to go away for her training on Sunday... for two whole weeks. His life would never be the same again.
And he nodded.
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Magic 8-Ball: Stepmother's Milking - Part 1
** Note that this chapter is setting up the following chapters. As such, there is no sex in this chapter.
Vince didn't even know why he was driving through downtown. He hardly ever went this way. It wasn't a shortcut home... it actually took longer because of the red lights. But he found himself just driving it by some habit or something.
He had left home in the middle of the afternoon and just started driving. His stepmom, Emmanuelle, was home with her new baby... Samantha. It was the middle of the week in the summer. His dad was at work and he was home from college. And Emmanuelle and he were just not getting along any more.
But it hadn't always been that way. She and his dad dated after his mom died and then married three years ago. At that point, Emmanuelle and he had been pretty good buddies. He was happy for his dad, maybe a little jealous, but Emmanuelle was awesome. It was nice to have a woman in the house again.
He guessed he was jealous of his dad because she was... well... hot. She was ten years younger than his dad, about ten years older than he, and really looked like a MILF... like a picture of a MILF you'd find in a porn magazine or something. She had a really nice body and wore clothes that really accentuated her sexuality. He had a major, major crush on her. And they were pretty close. They could joke together, hang out together, even go clothes shopping together, which heightened his desire for her.
Then... she came along. His dad and Emmanuelle decided they wanted a baby and along came baby Samantha. All twenty inches and seven pounds of her. Don't get me wrong, he loved his baby sister and thought the world of her. But ever since she came into the family, he had received little to no attention. Especially from Emmanuelle. And that bothered him so much that everything else bothers him.
He felt... angry... all the time he was home. Angry at all the time he was missing. Angry at suddenly being a nobody in his own home. Angry that Emmanuelle never paid him any attention any more. Everything was about Samantha.
And today, he was sitting in his room, when Emmanuelle came in and complained that he was being lazy and wasn't helping her keep the house clean. He quickly grew mad and they argued. Then he stormed out... and went driving to cool off.
That's when he somehow noticed a little shop that he'd never seen before. He couldn't even say why it caught his attention, but it did. The little sign out front said "Custom Curios: The place for unique and unusual gifts." People on the sidewalk seemed to pretty much ignore the place, but he was intrigued.
He had to park a block up the street from the store because all of the spots were taken and walked back down. There were two large windows in the front with a door between them. The windows were loaded with different paraphernalia making it look a lot like a head shop. But... there was something about it that intrigued him.
He opened the door and found the place was a little dark, with vintage antiques and chandeliers decorating the shop. There were several rows of six-foot-high shelves along the length of the place, with aisles between them. Each shelf seemed to be lightly filled with a variety of items, loosely organized.
A busty older woman, about the age of Emmanuelle, was leaning on the check-out counter, smiling at him. She had beautiful, long, black hair, and a bit of a pale face... but was stunningly beautiful. And was dressed in a black top that had a plunging neckline... so plunging that he had a clear view all the way down to her naval. And with the way her breasts pushed at the material, just a little movement and both her breasts would be very visible to him.
He licked his lips, looking back to the shelves in embarrassment.
"Hi," she said softly, her voice so melodious. "Are you looking for anything in particular?"
"No... nothing really in particular. I just thought I'd look," he said.
"For a gift? Maybe something to enjoy with someone? Or maybe something fun for you to enjoy on your own?" she asked. There was something in her voice that gave him the impression she was thinking he was looking for something sexual.
"Oh, I don't know. Something for myself I guess," he said as he reached the first shelf. On it were many different items, an old camera... a pad of paper... an early cell phone. On another were some handcuffs... some rope... strange candles. But his eye hit something very unexpected. It was an old cube box, sitting amidst a few other board games, decorated with fading pictures and words advertising for a Magic 8-Ball. The original ball, said the box.
He picked it up and began looking at the illustrations and read the text. This seemed to be one of the original one's for sure. It was probably a collectable item... probably worth a ton. It had to be like 80 years old or something. On the box, though, was a small, round sticker announcing that it was only $9.99.
"Is this for real?" he asked the woman behind the counter from across the room. He held the box up for her to see. "This is ten bucks?"
"Yeah, that's what the sticker on it says."
"Shouldn't this be like a collectable item or something? I mean, how old is this thing?"
"Well, I don't deal with anything expensive. I like everything in here to be very affordable."
"Really?" he asked, lowering the box again and looking it over. "The Original! With twenty-two answers to all your questions! Ask a question... turn over for the answer! Make a wish... turn over to see if it's fulfilled!"
Wow. This definitely looked interesting. "Why not?" he asked himself. He took it over to the front desk and set it on the counter as the woman stood up. Her breasts seemed to be loose behind her shirt, threatening to pop free at any moment. The edge of her shirt on both sides was just barely hiding her nipple. Just another millimeter and it would start showing. And every move she was making by ringing the 8-ball up and putting it into a bag was threatening just that. He could even see how the material was tented by her large nipples. Oh how he'd love them to pop free!
When he looked up and met her gaze, she licked her lips as if reading his very thoughts. "Ooh, a tit man," she said softly, smiling. "This little gem," she said indicating the 8-ball, "can get you a lot of tit... and a lot of pussy... all you want. There's something about playing with nice... big... tits." She grabbed her own breasts and squeezed them, teasingly baring her hard, pointed nipples over and over as the material of her shirt was pushed aside on one side, then the other. "Mmm... I love playing with my titties."
"Um... wow..." he whispered, his eyes glued to her hands, trying so hard to see her breasts behind them.
"You know," she said, "if you want to have a little fun, we can... maybe... go in the back. I can show you sooo much more." She smiled... and something in her smile looked... wrong. It looked devious. There was something she wasn't telling him... some catch. And it scared him.
"Thanks but... no... uh... maybe some other time. I have to get back home," he said, his voice shakey.
The woman giggled. "Too bad," she said, tucking her tits back into her shirt.
"How... um... how much is it?"
"$10.74," she said. "And I don't know if you noticed or not, but this is one of the ORIGINAL Magic 8-balls. It doesn't just answer your questions... it can also fulfill wishes." She tapped the box, showing him where it said just that." She picked up the money from the counter and put it into the register as she handed him the bag. "I'm sure you'll have a lot of fun with that little... twist."
"Yes... uh... I will. Thanks," he said taking the bag and walking towards the front door.
"Come back soon," she said. "I can always use a tit man around. Anything is better than this fucking stupid pussy licker. Yes, you! Lick damn it! Just put your fucking tongue in there. Is that so hard?"
Vince stopped and looked back for a moment, seeing the woman hitting and berating someone behind the counter, beneath it, out of sight. Then she settled her elbows on the counter and looked at him, eyeing him seductively. Vince pushed the door and walked back out into the hot afternoon sun. The sidewalk radiated the light as much as the heat, nearly blinding him while his eyes adjusted from the dark interior of the store. He walked quickly through the crowd and up to his car and drove home.
*****
When he got to his room, he closed the door and sat on his bed, the bag between his legs. "Magic 8-ball, huh?" he asked, wondering why he bought it. It seemed like such a stupid gift all of the sudden. You ask a stupid question and you get some random answer. Why in the hell did he just waste $10 on it?
Suddenly, there was a knock on his door.
"Yeah," he yelled.
His door opened and Emmanuelle popped her head inside. "Are you going to be home for dinner tonight? We're about ready to eat."
"Yeah... why?" I felt annoyed by the interruption.
"I was just checking," she said, opening the door further and leaning against the doorframe. "Look... about earlier..."
"What are we having?" Vince asked. He didn't want to revisit earlier. He knew that would just piss him off again.
"Vegan Pasta Primavera with zucchini noodles," she said.
"Can I just have a burger or something?" he asked, feeling annoyed. He loved meat... and for some reason Emmanuelle was now a vegetarian. And since she cooked, she only cooked vegetarian. "It's been a long time since we've had meat for dinner."
"Come on," she said, sounding tired and annoyed. "I don't want to fight. You know that we don't eat meat any more... it's not healthy. That's why your father and I have become vegetarian."
"Yeah... that's what you keep saying."
Emmanuelle looked at the ceiling in frustration, then stepped out and closed the door.
"But I'm not a vegetarian!" he yelled at her throught the door, then sat back on the bed, shaking his head. He needed meat! He bumped the box between his legs, reminding him that it was there. He opened it and pulled out the black sphere with the big 8 on the side. He looked over it's surface, checking for any damage, but there was none.
"Wow, someone took pretty damn good care of you," he said. "I guess I should try you out. What in the hell should I ask." He thought a moment, thinking about different questions. "Ok... am I going to like this stupid dinner?" Then he shook the ball and turned it over, looking through the little window for the green text.
"Outlook good."
"Not a very good answer, 8-ball," Vince laughed softly. "I want meat, damn you. Ok... ok... am I going to be stuck eating vegetarian dishes forever?" He shook the ball again and looked through the window.
"My sources say no."
"Good! Now that's an answer I can get behind," he said. "Will I have some meat soon?" This time he shook the ball and looked through the window... and saw an unexpected answer.
"Wish it to be?"
In shock, his eyes rested on the box again and one line stood out. "Make a wish... turn over to see if it's fulfilled!"
"Ok," he said, hesitating. "This is definitely different. I don't remember this part."
He looked down at the ball. "Wish it to be?" was still displayed.
Of course he wished it to be. He was getting hungry... and he really wanted a big, juicy hamburger. The picture in his mind of this lovely, stacked hamburger was so clear, so deliciously juicy.
"Hell, yeah," he whispered. "I definitely wish I could have a burger for dinner." He started shaking the ball again and thought about his question. "Am I going to have a burger for dinner?" he asked. Then he turned the ball over and looked through the window. It seemed to take a little longer for the text to make its way to the surface. But when it did, he could feel his body shiver.
"Wish fulfilled!"
Vince lay down for a moment and moved the ball around in his hands. He'd always wondered how it worked. He exhaled and sat up, ready to go out to the living room again and accept his vegetarian dinner.
Suddenly, there was a knock on the door. "Vince?"
"Yeah?" he said, sounding annoyed and then realized he really should just relax. "What is it?"
The door opened and Emmanuelle came in again, and leanded on the door frame. "I was thinking... and... you're right. Just because your father and I are going to be vegetarians, it doesn't have to mean that you are too. I don't have the right to force my lifestyle on you like that. So... what I'm saying is... your father is going to be a little late getting home. Why don't I take you out to go get a burger and fries or something at that gourmet burger place you love."
Vince was completely shocked. "You're kidding... right?"
"No... I'm serious. I mean... if that's what you want for dinner."
He stood up and moved to the door, obviously excited. "Hell yeah!"
"Ok," Emmanuelle said, giggling at his exuberance. "I'll go get my purse." She stepped through the door without closing it behind her.
Vince stopped at the door for a moment and looked back at the Magic 8-ball. Did it do this? Was this his wish in action? Could this... Could this really all be true? Could it give wishes? He had a great idea for a test and quickly moved to the bed. He grabbed the 8-ball and held it in front of his face. "I wish my stepmom would ask for a bite of my hamburger tonight," he said, then shook the 8-ball. He turned it over and looked through the window.
"Wish fulfilled!"
His mouth felt dry as he thought about what this might mean and licked his lips as he put the 8-ball on his bed and moved to the door. He looked back at it as he walked out.
The gourmet burger restaurant wasn't too busy and while he ordered a burger and fries, Emmanuelle only ordered a drink. Samantha became fussy after the waitress took their order and Emmanuelle grabbed a towel and draped it over her shoulder, in an action Vince had seen several times. She unbuttoned her blouse and, under the towel, unfastened her breast-feeding bra. Then she lifted Samantha up and slid her beneath the towel to feed.
As always, Vince got a very short look at her bare breast and felt almost jealous that Samantha got to suck on them. He looked up and realized she caught him looking at her breasts.
"You're ok with this, right?" she asked.
He turned a little red in embarrassment. "Yeah... it's ok. It's just..."
"Just?" she asked, after he couldn't seem to finish his statement.
"It's... it's nothing," he said finally.
"Uh huh," she giggled. "I think I know that look. You have a thing for boobs, don't you?" He blushed and couldn't respond. "That's what I thought."
"Alrighty then," the waitress said, saving him. "Here's your burger. Is there anything else I can get you? Do you need refills?"
"No," Vince said, a little too quickly. "No, I think we're good."
In order to avoid any more embarrassing questions, Vince dug into his food. And it wasn't more than ten minutes after the waitress left after dropping off the food that Emmanuelle asked for a bite. She had finished feeding Samantha and was playing with her in her carrier. She idly watched Vince eat until she just couldn't take it any more.
"But... aren't you a vegetarian?" he asked, amazed that the 8-ball wish came true.
She smiled, looking extremely guilty. "I know. It's just... it's been a while and I just want a little taste. You won't tell your father, will you?"
"No, no," he said, pushing his plate towards her. "I won't say a word. Go ahead and help yourself."
Emmanuelle cut off a bite-sized chunk from the hamburger and held it in her fingers, delicately taking it in three small bites to enjoy every minute.
He ate, but he had a hard time doing much more than thinking about what he could do with that Magic 8-ball. His options were... endless... and his imagination was quickly getting the better of him.
The drive home was a little more animated, almost like things were back the way they were. Samantha was in her little car carrier in the back seat, sleeping, and Emmanuelle was driving.
"Thanks for taking me out," Vince said, looking at her. "It was nice."
She smiled, looking back at him. "Yeah... it was. Like old times."
"Yeah," he said.
"And," she said, hesitating a little. "I have to tell you... I like knowing that little secret about you and boobs. It's nice knowing a little secret about you. It kinda makes me feel closer to you."
Vince looked down, a little embarrassed again.
"Not that it's that strange or anything," she went on saying. "Almost every guy does. But... it's just nice there's something between us."
"Yeah... I guess so," he mumbled.
"You want to know a secret about me?" she asked. "Maybe something that I don't want anyone else to know, too? Not even your dad."
"Ok." He wondered what could be so secret that she wouldn't even tell her own husband.
"Something you can hold over my head, too. During my pregnancy, my nipples became much more... enlarged... and... sensitive," she admitted. "It's embarrassing, but I almost orgasm every time she feeds."
"Wow!" he said, smiling and looking embarrassed again. That was sexy to hear. That was definitely something that was going to fuel his masturbatory fantasies for years to come. And maybe... that was something for the Magic 8-ball.
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Magic 8-Ball: Stepmother's Milking - Part 2
It was about a month after going out for the hamburger that Vince finally felt confident that the Magic 8-ball was the real deal. He had tested it on himself, his dad, and his stepmom several times during that period, just to verify that he wasn't fooling himself. Even though none of the wishes were a big deal, there was no way they could have all been coincidental.
In mid-June, his parents had decided they wanted to go for a long weekend and visit his dad's parents since it had been several months since they'd last seen Samantha. Of course, he was told he was going, too.
But he had other plans... other wishes... that he hoped would be granted. Two nights before they were to leave, he lay in bed and held the Magic 8-ball in his hands.
"Am I going to enjoy my vacation?" he asked, shaking the ball. Then he looked through the answer window.
"It is certain."
He thought about what that meant for a moment. Either he was going to have a good time at his grandparents house, or he was going to have a good time with his wish.
"Here goes nothing," he said. "I wish to be alone with my stepmom for the entire weekend to play with her boobs." He shook the ball a lot more than usual this time. He really, really wanted this wish to come true. After what seemed like an eternity, he turned the ball over and looked at the window.
"Wish fulfilled."
It certainly wasn't the first time he'd seen that message, but this time, with this wish, it made him shiver. This was either going to be the best weekend ever, or it was going to be the most embarrassing.
It was only twenty minutes later when there was a knock on his door again. He recognized Emmanuelle's wrap. "Yeah?" he called out. The door opened and Emmanuelle came in. "Hey," he said. "What's up?" He still held the 8-ball in his hand as she took a seat on the side of the bed.
"Your father and I were talking and I'd like to propose something different for our vacation," she said.
"Ok," he said, wondering where this was going.
"Well... I know you and I have had a difficult time connecting over the past year, and it's been a lot different than what it was before Samantha. Your father and I think we need to get back to that, you know? You've been pretty angry and we want to help fix that."
"Ok... what does that mean?" he asked. "We're not going to Grandma and Grandpa's?"
"Well... your father is... and he's taking Samantha with him," she said. "She's been feeding well from the bottle, so that should be ok. But I was thinking we'd go to the cabin, just the two of us." My parents had a timeshare cabin that was on a good bit of land, with a lot of woods around it, that was almost three hours away. Over the years, it was a great place to go to just get away for a while.
"Go to the cabin without Dad?" he asked.
"Yeah... just the two of us," she said. "So we can... you know... just reconnect."
He nodded, a little surprised at how his wish was being fulfilled. "Ok..." He didn't mean to, but he sounded skeptical.
"Does that sound alright?"
"Yeah, that sounds fine."
"You know... we can talk... play some games... watch some movies. Just spend time together. I hope that's really ok," she said. "I had such a good time with you at the burger place last month. And I know I'm just your stepmom, but I think we can be good friends."
"Yeah," he agreed. "I think so, too." And after a moment, he added, "I'd like that."
She smiled as soon as he said it. Now she knew this would work, they could actually be good friends again. "Good. Me too."
"We're leaving on Friday?"
"Yeah, the same time as your dad. That'll give us some time on Friday night and then we'll come back on Monday." She was beaming she was so happy.
"Ok. That sounds like a plan," he said.
Emmanuelle was still smiling when she got up and walked to the door. "Sleep well," she said before walking through and closing the door behind her.
"You too!" he called through the door. He shook his head and smiled again. "Wow."
*****
It seemed like Friday afternoon took forever to arrive. He was all packed and ready by Thursday night, eager to get started on this adventure. They all loaded up the two cars and hugged after locking up the house.
"I'll miss you, hun," his father said to Emmanuelle before kissing her. He held Samantha in her carrier in his hand.
"I'll miss you, too," she said, wrapping her arms around him and hugging him tightly to her. "I don't think there's much cell service there, but I'll try to find a landline and call."
"Ok."
"Tell your parents I miss them," she added.
"I will. I'm sure they'll have their hands full spoiling this little rug rat," he laughed. "They probably won't even notice that I'm there." His dad came over and gave him a hug. "You take care of your mom, ok? Stay out of trouble. For me. Please?"
"Yes," Vince said. "I promise no arguing."
"Perfect," his dad said. "You two have a safe drive."
"You too," Emmanuelle replied.
And they got into the cars and headed out.
The drive to the cabin was fun. They spent a lot of time listening to the radio, before it faded out, and then to the music on Vince's phone. The nice thing about it was that they both had the same taste in music and both enjoyed singing... and sing they did. Almost the entire drive.
After two-and-a-half hours, they finally arrived at the cabin at around 7:30pm. The sun was sinking below the tops of the trees, so the woods were starting to get dark. Emmanuelle popped the trunk and walked to the rear of the car, when suddenly Vince bolted for the front door of the cabin. Without even thinking, Emmanuelle ran, too, giggling the whole way.
"I get the master bedroom," Vince said as Emmanuelle arrived on the porch and tapped the front door.
"No, I get the master bedroom," she said. "If it was a race, you should have said so in the car. You can't run in and claim a room while I'm getting the luggage out of the car."
"It's a well known fact that whoever touches the front door first gets to pick the bedroom," he laughed. "You can look it up."
"No mister... I get the master bedroom," she said with mock sternness. "I am the stepmother... and I exert my parental authority."
"Damn parental authority!" he said, laughing. "Gets me every time."
They grabbed the luggage from the car and brought it into the cabin, storing the suitcases in the two bedrooms.
"Isn't this place amazing?" Emmanuelle asked as she leaned against the doorframe of the guest bedroom. Vince had just opened his luggage. "I'm so happy we get to spend this weekend together. I know it's been rough going with the new baby... and your father and I haven't been giving you the attention you deserve."
"Don't get mushy," he said.
"I don't mean to get mushy... it's just... I wanted to spend this weekend together, just you and I, to kind of...
"You're getting mushy," Vince said, setting a stack of clothes on the bed.
"I'm not getting mushy... it's just... you know... I feel bad," she said, sincerely. "I feel... like you've grown distant or something."
"Distant?" he asked, putting a stack in one of the dresser drawers. "How am I being distant?"
"It's hard to describe... you've spent a lot more time on your computer and you're always on your phone, even at the dinner table. And I just want a weekend to regroup and connect with you."
"Aaaaand, that's not mushy?" Vince asked, sarcastically.
"Ok, fine!" she said. "I'm being a little mushy. I'm your stepmom, you can't hold mushiness against me."
"Yet another parental authority rule," he laughed.
"Hey, did you remember the hot tub outside?", she asked, smiling broadly.
"Oh yeah!"
"Well, you know... the sun's about to go down and I'd love to take a dip. And this weekend is just about fun, you, and me. Ok? So here's my plan. I really want to go in the hot tub." She bounced up and down like an excited child, lightly clapping her hands.
"Okayyyy," he laughed. "I don't think I've ever seen you so excited. You're like a kid at Disneyland or something."
"I know you've never seen me like this. It's because... I know I'm not like this around your father. I just... don't tell your father, but I just feel young again when it's just you and me. And we don't get much time together... I just have much more energy I guess. I know it sounds weird coming from your stepmother."
"Yeah... weird... but nice," Vince admitted.
"Then you'll just have to expect more of it this weekend!" she said excitedly. "Ok... go get your bathing suit on. I'll get mine on and I'll meet you at the hot tub. Ok?"
"Ok... coming right up," he said, looking into his suitcase to find his trunks. He saw the Magic 8-ball sitting in the corner of his suitcase. He licked his lips. Maybe... maybe one or two questions wouldn't hurt. He wanted to know, right?
He picked up the ball in both hands and held it up. "Am I going to play with my mom's boobs tonight?" He then shook the ball for a moment and then turned it over.
"You may rely on it," it read.
He smiled. "Oh yeah!" He could imagine it so clearly now and really couldn't wait to see it unfold. But... one more thing tantalized him, tickling the back of his brain. "Is my stepmom going to play with my cock tonight?" He shook the ball and looked again.
"Make a wish?" He took a moment. Do I want to use a wish? He'd already used a dozen or so wishes, so it's likely they weren't going to just run out. What was the harm?
"Yes, I wish my stepmom would want my dick as much as I want her boobs," he said. He shook the 8-ball one last time and looked.
It took a moment longer, but the words became clearer and clearer. "Wish fulfilled!"
Emmanuelle grabbed her bikini from her suitcase and headed into the master bathroom, closing the door behind her. It'd been over a year since she'd last worn it. She had to stop after she became pregnant because it just wasn't appropriate attire when she was showing.
She slid the bottoms up her legs, adjusting the straps on her hips. She felt almost fat... like she felt when she was pregnant. But she'd done a wonderful job taking most of the excess weight back off. She knew that. But... she never really got over the feeling of being fat.
She grabbed the top, slipped it over her head and then tied the strings behind her. But got a major surprise when she looked in the mirror. Her breasts were too large... they were spilling out all over the place with this too small top.
"Oh my gosh, what was I thinking bringing a bathing suit that I wore over a year ago?" she fretted, trying to stretch the material out to cover more of her ample breasts and, when that didn't work, trying to stuff her flesh inside.
"My breasts are full of milk... I should've tried it on before I brought it. Maybe if I adjusted it a little tighter..." She reached behind her neck and tried to re-tie it tighter, but it only made the top rise up more.
"No... now they're coming out the bottom. Ohhhh... this isn't going to work. I just need to pump," she said, and then looked at her reflection in the mirror. She suddenly felt scared. "Did I bring my pump?" She went through the moments that she packed and remembered that she left it out so that she could pump before they left the house. That would give her several hours before she'd have to pump again. And then realized... she left it sitting on the dresser.
"Oh no," she whispered to her reflection. "I forgot it. Now what am I going to do? Maybe if I just..." She pulled the bathing suit aside and moved her hands to her breasts, trying to squeeze them and pull her nipple, trying to express her milk. "If I just milk it a little bit, maybe it'll fit," she said to herself. "Come on... ok... ok... just a little bit more." A few drops spilled from her nipple. "Ok, a lot more." Drips of milk fell from her nipple into the sink, but it was a lot of work with little to show for it.
"You almost ready?" Vince called from the kitchen. He was a bit anxious to see his wish come true.
"I'll be there in a few minutes. Sorry I'm taking so long. I'm just a little... caught up in something," she yelled back, stalling for time. She looked back at her reflection. "Oh, come on... I can do this. I've never not used a pump before." She grabbed her breasts and tried again. "Come on, they're so full. It has to come out. Just squeeze it some more. Oh... that's a little bit better. Ok... I'd fit into this bathing suit if I could just drain them a little bit. Oh, come on. Why did I forget my breast pump?"
After a few minutes, she came to realize that there was no way she'd get enough milk out of her breasts this way. "This isn't going to work," she said, looking at herself in the mirror. She put her suit on the best that she could to see what it looked like. "I can't go out looking like this. I don't know. Maybe Vince can help me. It's not like he hasn't seen breasts before. I mean... he is online a lot."
"Honey," she said, walking into the kitchen, "I have a favor to ask you." She tried to cover her breasts with her arms as she walked in, obviously very nervous. "I... I, um, have a little bit of a problem. I can't seem to fit into my bathing suit."
She dropped her arms and tried to adjust the material around her large breasts.
"I really want to go in the hot tub with you... but... I... um... just need your help, honey," she said.
"What can I do?" Vince asked. What could he do? He could rip that bathing suit off her tits and enjoy them all weekend long... that's what he could do.
"Well... my breasts are full of... um... my breasts are full of milk and I forgot my breast pump," she explained. "And I was... really hoping you could help me. I can't seem to get them to drain, myself. I tried squeezing my nipple and stuff to make the milk come out that way. Without your baby sister... well... there's not really a good way to do that."
"I'm not sure I understand," Vince said, still unsure what she was asking him to do.
"Well, once I get all the milk out of my breasts then I can fit into my bathing suit so we can go in the hot tub and, you know, have that good time we were talking about. So... uh... would you be willing to help your stepmom?"
"Of course I'm willing to help," Vince said. "I just... I just don't understand what you want me to do?"
"Oh, well um... I was thinking... well, I was just thinking that maybe you could... That maybe you could just suck on them a little bit. I mean, it's not weird is it? We're like... family, you know?"
Vince stood there dumbfounded. He had no idea this was what was going to happen and even though he was expecting something, this still took him off guard.
"I really want to have a good time with you this weekend but unless I can relieve the pain," she said, wincing a little. "And it's way too late to go buy a new pump."
Vince was still hesitating, but seeing her large breasts bounce and move behind that small bikini was making him hard. He imagined them exposed... for his enjoyment. He'd imagined her breasts and nipples many, many times before. And he couldn't believe this was becoming a reality. God he wanted her.
"I really, really need your help, baby," she said, walking over to the couch in the living room and taking a seat. "Could you just... just lie in my lap. And I'll do the rest. It'll be fine. It'll be so easy this way and the sooner we get this over with... They're just so... painful." She tried to adjust her top to limit what her stepson was going to see, but nothing seemed to work. She was going to have to remove her top altogether.
"Sorry... I'm... Look, I know you haven't seen them, but... it's natural... it really is." She untied her bikini top and pulled it off, tossing it onto the coffee table. She was completely topless and Vince stood there... amazed. "You don't mind do you? I really need your help. Just, um... they're so full." Emmanuelle cupped her breasts in her hands, lifting and lightly squeezing them in order to relieve some of the pain, but to Vince, it looked like she was offering them to him.
"Lay down here?" Vince asked, sitting on the couch beside her.
"Yeah, honey. Just lay in my lap." Emmanuelle helped direct him as he lay on his back, his head and shoulders resting in her lap. "Just like that." He looked up at her bare, beautiful breasts, with her very extended nipples that were dripping with milk.
"So just... open your mouth... and um... all you have to do is suck on them. It won't take long."
"I've... I've never tasted breast milk before," Vince said. "I mean, since I was a baby."
"Here, I'll just try to get it started for you." Emmanuelle squeezed her breasts, sliding her hand up to the nipple, letting drops of milk fall onto his face. "Um... there it goes," she giggled, as he wiped it from his cheek. "Ok... ok... you ready to open up? I mean... all you have to do is, you know, suck over and over again... to get all the milk out. Ok? Go ahead." She lifted her breast, directing her nipple to his mouth and he sucked it inside, sucking softly. Her nipple was so hard... so large... and it felt so good in his mouth. Her milk spilled easily into his mouth giving him his first taste.
"Wow, it's so sweet... I want some more," he said, eagerly sucking a little harder, pulling more of her nipple into his mouth.
Emmanuelle stroked his hair as she looked down at him. This was so... wrong... but God it felt right. "Oh... that's it baby." His sucking felt even better than Samantha's and it quickly sent tingles right to her pussy. He was definitely going to make her cum from this.
"Your boobs are just so nice, mommy," Vince said, letting her nipple slide free for a moment as he teased it with his tongue.
"Thank you," Emmanuelle gasped, the pleasure driving her crazy. Every suck, every lick, every nibble of his teeth sent pleasure right to her clit. She wished she could touch herself, but that wasn't possible with him laying on her lap.
"This is so crazy," Vince whispered. "Your nipples are so... big... and hard."
"I know... they get that way now." She smiled down at Vince and caressed his head. His mouth on her breast looked so sexy and so beautiful. It was so good to share this with him... and bond with him. "Oh my gosh," she smiled, "My breasts are feeling so much better, baby. Thank you. I needed this. Pretty soon we'll be able to go out there and relax in the hot water. "
"It tastes so good," Vince whispered. "Mmmm. I love sucking on your nipples."
There was silence for a little while, as Vince kept sucking on her nipple, drinking all the milk it offered. He closed his eyes. He was in heaven. Emmanuelle closed her eyes, too, just enjoying the pleasurable sensations that were running through her body, but trying not to cum... trying so hard not to cum. That would be wrong, wouldn't it? To cum while her stepson was sucking on her breasts. She was sure he could smell her now. She was so wet.
"That feels... really good," she said, panting. "I don't think you have to go much further. Maybe just switch... let me... ok, open up." She turned her body, giving him access to her other nipple as Vince slightly adjusted his own position. He took the offered breast quickly into his mouth and began sucking on it, too. "Oh, God... that feels so good," she whispered, closing her eyes for a moment. When she opened them again, she saw that Vince was looking up at her and quickly felt the need to correct herself. "I mean you're just giving me a lot of relief... there's just so much pressure in my breasts."
Several more quiet moments passed, with the only sounds being both of them moaning their pleasure. Vince loved sucking on her breasts and knowing that her nipples were extremely sensitive, went even further and tried to give her pleasure by licking and lightly biting it. Every time he was rewarded with her soft moans and gasps. He could feel his cock getting harder and harder behind the thin fabric of his swim trunks.



Emmanuelle squeezed her thighs together, trying to get some sensation on her clit. "Oh... wow... oh wow... oh wow...mmm," Emmanuelle moaned as she finally felt relief... and extreme pleasure. Her pussy contracted again and again, her throbbing clit finally drove her over the edge as she came, soaking her bikini bottoms. It felt so good, but so... embarrassing. She... she came, while her stepson was sucking on her nipple. And she came so hard, even with so little direct stimulation. Fuck! She was so perverted.
She was breathing hard, feeling Vince still sucking at her breast, when she opened her eyes and looked down at him. Did he know she had an orgasm? Would he be... disgusted with her? And then saw Vince's hand move to his crotch, adjusting the position of his very hard shaft. He was obviously very turned on.
"What's wrong?" Vince asked.
"Nothing," she said, feeling embarrassed... and far more turned on than she should be. "Nothing's wrong. I was just... I'm sorry honey... it's just been so long and you're so good at this." She couldn't believe how big his cock looked and the way he moved his hips, it looked very uncomfortable for him.
"It's just... oh honey... you're just so... excited," she said, licking her lips.
"I'm sorry, mom. I can't help it," Vince protested, embarrassed.
"I know... I know you can't help it," she said, trying to reassure him. "It's ok. We're not doing anything wrong. This is just our way of loving each other, baby." She moved her hand and touched his thigh, making him shiver for a moment. Then her hand slid directly onto his shaft, only the very thin material of his bathing suit between them, lightly sliding over it. She could immediately tell how hard he was... how hard... and how big. And felt her pussy clench with desire.
Vince moaned in pleasure at her touch. He couldn't believe this was happening. First being asked to actually suck on her nipples and now... she was touching his cock.
"You're so hard, honey... so... rock hard," she whispered, her voice sounding a little distant. "I think you need some relief, too, don't you? Since you helped me and gave me some relief... maybe... I can help you with that... Do you want that?"
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Magic 8-Ball: Stepmother's Milking - Part 3
Vince had been laying on his stepmother's lap, breastfeeding her very full breasts for nearly fifteen minutes when Emmanuelle noticed his hardon. She'd reassured him that this was natural, that they were family and that this was just how they show their love for one another. And since he was helping relieve some of her pressure, she offered to help relieve some of his.
She moved her hand and touched his thigh, making him shiver for a moment. Then her hand slid directly onto his shaft, only the very thin material of his bathing suit between them, lightly sliding over it. She could immediately tell how hard he was... how hard... and how big. And felt her pussy clench with desire.
Vince moaned in pleasure at her touch. He couldn't believe this was happening. First being asked to actually suck on her nipples and now... she was touching his cock.
"You're so hard, honey... so... rock... hard," she whispered, her voice sounding a little distant. "I think you need some relief, too, don't you? Since you helped me and gave me some relief... maybe... I can help you with that... Do you want that?"
"Mmhmm," he half moaned, not releasing her nipple from his mouth.
"Can I... can I see it? That's not too weird is it?" she asked, grabbing the elastic waist band of his trunks.
He dropped both hands to his hips, raising them up off the couch, and helped her slide them down his thighs. "No... it's not... weird."
"Ok... sweetie... take these off," she said and helped him slide them off his legs and tossed them onto the coffee table. Her fingers immediately encircled his shaft as she looked at it, smiling. His cock looked so good. His cock felt so good in her hand. She was drooling now... from her mouth and pussy.
"If you want me to stop baby, we can stop, ok?" she asked, making sure he understood. "We can stop at any time."
"I understand, mom," he whispered and knew there was absolutely no way he was going to stop her. He wanted this more than anything in the world. "I love you."
"I love you, too, baby," she said as her hand slid up and down his shaft. He'd had only one handjob before from a young, inexperienced high school girl. This was far better. He knew he was going to remember this for the rest of his life. She spit into her palm, using her own spittle as a lubricant to help her hand slide along his shaft even better.
Vince moaned as her hand slid up and down his shaft, slow and deliberate, twisting as it went. He was so hard and sensitive and it was driving him crazy. Emmanuelle obviously knew exactly what she was doing... and was really wanting to do it.
"Do you like the way that feels?" she asked, not even looking down at him. Ever since his cock was exposed, her eyes never left it.
"Yeah," Vince whispered, finally letting her nipple free from his mouth.
"Oh... look at that," she whispered, licking her lips. "I can't believe how hard you are. You got so hard for your mommy, didn't you?"
"Yeah... it's really, really hard right now." Vince felt it pulsing, felt it swelling so big that it almost felt like it was going to explode. "I'm going to really cum hard."
"Yeah?" Emmanuelle smiled, looking down at him at last. "Oh, I like taking care of my baby's cock. You're gonna give me all that good cum, aren't you?" she asked, nodding, prodding him to agree to do just that. "You're gonna relieve all that stress. Don't worry, baby... I'll take care of your every need. I love taking care of you."
"Oh, God, that feels so good," he moaned.
"Oh yeah baby... just give me all your stress," she said, moving her hand just over the sensitive head, making Vince move his hips as the pleasure grew too intense. "It feels so good in my hand. You like that?"
"Oh... yeah..." Vince hissed through clenched teeth. This was so intense and the pleasure was almost unbearable. "I'm so close."
"Ooh, mommy loves your big, big dick," she said, directing her attention to his shaft once again. "Are you going to make a mess in mommy's hand?"
"Yeah... I'm gonna cum... hard," he whispered, breathing harder.
"Yeah? Mmmm... I want that, baby," she moaned. "It's what I'm here for. Yeah... so good... You want your mommy to do this... you want your mommy to jerk your big, fat cock... oh yeah, you do."
She changed her hand positioning again, and worked a sensitive spot right below the head. Vince's head rolled back and he let out a loud groan. "Look at that," she giggled softly. "It's really sensitive right there. Squeeze it really tight and just work it right there. Mmhmm? You like that?"
"God yeah... it's really... good," Vince moaned.
"Mmm," she moaned, shifting her hand again to slide up and down the full length of his shaft. "Oh, yeah." She looked down at him again. "You like it when I touch your cock?" she asked. "I always wondered what it looked like when you were walking around in the house. I always wondered what got you hard. Did you like sucking on mommy's titties? Did that get you all hard?"
Vince licked his lips, nodding slowly. "I loved it. They're amazing mommy. Oh, God!" he groaned.
She smiled and brought her hand to her breast, squeezing and pulling a little milk from it into her hand. She then dribbled her milk over his cock, grabbing it once again. She'd changed a little again and ended every stroke by sliding her hand down to caress and stroke his balls. "You like it like that? Oh, your balls are tightening up... you're so close. I just can't believe your cock is so fucking hard for me. Oh, you need this, don't you?"
The milk dribbling on his cock sent a surge of pleasure through him suddenly. "Oh God!" he moaned, closing his eyes. "God that was so hot! Yeah... I really need this," he admitted. He didn't admit that he'd needed it for years now. He'd fantasized about it and masturbated to that fantasy practically every night.
"You need to cum, don't you?" she asked, knowing that he did... and badly. She knew he was so very close and was priding herself on prolonging the edge. "You need that... big, yummy release. You just need to let it go. Tell mommy what you need."
"Oh... fuck... I need you to make me cum, mommy," he said.
"Mmmm... just what I want to hear." Her hand moved faster now, sliding up and down his shaft, sliding up and over the head with every stroke. She could feel his body moving with every stroke, knowing that he was getting so close.
"Oh, you like it a little faster. You like it like that?" she asked. "Look at that big dick... that big dick needs a release, huh? Come on... give me your cum... give it to me... give it all to me." She stroked up and down, the entire length of his cock, squeezing and twisting. She used every trick she'd ever learned to make him cum hard. "Oh, you're gonna explode... you're gonna cum all over my little hand."
Vince's face contorted with pleasure and his body went tense, indicating his impending release.
"Give it up to mommy," she said, her hand moving very fast now. "You can give it up to me, baby. All of it."
"Oh God," he groaned as the first spray erupted from his cock, landing on his stomach, with more following the first, helped by her pumping hand.
"Oh yes!" she said excitedly. "Mmm... oh fuck yes... Look at all that fucking cum. Oh, it's still coming. Look at that." She moved her hand a lot slower now, trying not to stay too long at the head, as she pumped all of his cum out. The milky white fluid ran over and around her hand, covering it.
"Wasn't that wonderful?" she said, bringing her hand up, turning it this way and that, looking at all the cum on it. "Mommy takes care of you the best, doesn't she? Feel better now?"
"Oh my God that felt so good," Vince admitted. That felt better than any time he did it himself, too.
Emmanuelle brought her cum-covered hand to her lips and licked a little of it off, closing her eyes as she tasted him for the first time. It was so wrong... but he tasted so good... so fucking good.
"Good!" she smiled down at him. "I'm going to go get cleaned up. You go clean yourself off and then we can go out to the hot tub. Ok?"
"Oh God yeah... so good," he moaned, feeling drained of energy after that amazing orgasm. With a grunt he stood, grabbed his swim trunks, and walked into the bathroom, his still-hard cock bobbing in the air. He closed the door behind him and looked at himself in the mirror. His wish had truly been fulfilled. He couldn't believe how good it felt to have his stepmom touch him like that. And when she wiped her breastmilk on his cock, it truly sent him over the edge.
Emmanuelle watched Vince as he left all the way until he closed the bathroom door. Then she sighed, licked her lips, and looked at her hand again, looked at all the cum that covered it. All that yummy seed. On a sudden impulse, she slid her hand across one breast and then the other, painting them with his cum. She swirled it over and around each nipple, feeling them harden again, feeling them tingle and send so much pleasure directly to her pussy. It was... unbelievable!
She stood, forcing her hand away from her body, scared she was going to have another orgasm, slipped into the master bathroom and closed the door to get cleaned up.
*****
They spent an hour in the hot tub, talking and flirting, enjoying the hot water and the company. And at the end, they dried off and changed into their night clothes.
Vince generally stripped down to his underwear for sleeping, but on this trip, he chose to wear pajama shorts and a t-shirt. He was naked when he took off his swim trunks and decided the shorts would be enough... no need to put underwear back on. He picked up the 8-ball and made a quick wish. He had enjoyed her hand on him, but wanted a lot more than that. "I wish my stepmom wanted me even more," he said, hoping that he'd get to fuck her soon. God he wanted her so badly! That handjob was... incredible! He didn't even look at the results of the wish, expecting that if it was going to happen, then it would just happen. He slid the t-shirt on and walked out to the living room. He could feel his cock moving behind his shorts, the thin material not built to hide or hold much at all.
Emmanuelle untied her bikini and put it on the side of the bathtub to dry. Then she opened the dresser drawer and reached in to pull out her pajamas. She'd brought full pajamas, pants and a button-up top, but for some reason that just didn't feel right. She looked at the closet door and noticed the robe she had hanging there, a long, grey, silk robe. She loved the feel of the robe against her skin and needed the lighter, silk material against her nipples. All of her cotton robes were too rough against her very sensitive nipples.
She felt a little naughty, especially because of what happened earlier and slid the robe over her naked body, tying the sash. Then she looked at herself in the mirror. "It's just for comfort... nothing more," she told her image, knowing she was lying to herself. She hoped Vince would like her robe... and hoped he would help her take it off. She didn't know why but she felt a very strong desire for him.
When she emerged from her bedroom, Vince was already sitting on the couch, with the blanket over his lap, scrolling through TV channels, looking for a movie.
"Want some popcorn?" she asked.
"Yeah! Please!" he said, watching her turn back towards the kitchen. Her robe looked so sexy, so incredible on her. She cooked some microwave popcorn and poured it into a bowl, then walked back into the living room and sat on the couch next to Vince.
"Can I have part of that?" she asked, grabbing the edge of the blanket and pulling it towards her. He helped her unfold it and lay it across both of their laps and she moved close to him, setting the popcorn on his lap.
"Anything in particular you want to watch?" he asked as he scrolled through the selections.
"I dunno... something interesting," she said. "Not a comedy."
"How about Basic Instinct? It's a thriller... cops... Michael Douglas and Sharon Stone."
"That sounds good," she said. "Sure."
The movie was thirty years old, with a seductive, middle-aged Sharon Stone. She looked incredibly beautiful and sexy in the movie and Vince felt his cock twitch several times. When the police interrogated her for the murder of her boyfriend, he sat spellbound as the detectives and lawyers in the movie, watching her, entranced by her.
She was wearing a sleeveless, white, form-fitting dress, casually smoking a cigarette while the detectives and lawyers interrogated her. One leg was crossed almost obscenely over the other, giving a hint of what she was... or wasn't... wearing under her dress.
"Would you tell us the nature of your relationship with Mr. Boz?" the assistant district attorney asked, quizzing her about the man that was found murdered.
"I had sex with him for about a year and a half," Sharon's character said, almost smugly. Her complete disregard for societal norms for speaking excited him. "I liked having sex with him. He wasn't afraid of experimenting. I like men like that. Men who give me pleasure. He gave me a lot of pleasure."
The attorney paused, almost overwhelmed by her sexuality, but continued finally. "You ever engage in any sadomasochistic activity?"
Sharon leaned forward a moment. "Exactly what did you have in mind, Mr. Carreli?"
The lawyer swallowed... hard. Vince did too. He could feel his cock getting harder with every scene. "You ever tie him up?"
"No."
The detective was quick to follow up. "You never tied him up?"
Sharon was quick, cold, and seductive in her answer. "No. Johnny liked to use his hands too much. I like hands and fingers."
Off the screen, Vince shifted his position. "You ok?" Emmanuelle asked Vince, as he moved to address his growing erection underneath the blanket.
"Yeah," he said. His mouth was feeling dry. This movie was really getting to him. Most of the movies he'd seen had a younger woman being seductive. This was an older woman, a single woman with money and a sex drive. And she wasn't afraid to use either to get what she wanted. And she made him think of Emmanuelle... and her use of hands and fingers.
"She's really sexy," Emmanuelle admitted.
"Yeah. I never really thought about older women being sexy like that."
"It's a very natural thing for women my age to still be very... you know... sexually needy," she said. "But I'm sure you don't want to hear that about your stepmother." She was a little embarrassed to admit her own sexual needs to her stepson... but for some reason, she wanted to. Her husband had been a bit reluctant to touch her over the past year because of her pregnancy and her sex drive was through the roof.
"You're really sexy," he said softly.
"Well... thank you... wow... you really think so?" she asked, blushing a little. The movie had also effected her, that and the fact that her breasts were starting to tingle again, starting to get full. It wouldn't be long before she was going to need some relief again.
"I definitely think so. I really... think about you a lot." He looked down, a little embarrassed to admit that.
"You're such a sweet talker," she said, leaning over to kiss his shoulder. "I love you, you know that? I don't know what I'd do without you." She ducked her head under his arm, putting his arm around her shoulders, and leaned in against his chest.
Vince enjoyed being so close to her, feeling the heat of her body against him. His cock responded, rapidly growing and throbbing underneath the blanket. As the movie progressed, his hand slowly moved from her upper arm, onto her breast, and his fingers ever so lightly teased and stroked her nipple. It was innocent at first, or so he tried to make it seem, but the longer it went on, the more she knew it was deliberate. She put her hand on his bare thigh, slowly curling and lengthening her fingers, stroking the skin there. She could almost feel his erection bulging out towards her, wanting her.
The movie was close to the end, but Emmanuelle couldn't take much more. Between the pressure in her breast, the natural swelling and tingling of her nipples underneath her silk robe, and the tease of his fingertips on her breast, she was a mess. She could even feel the milk dripping from her nipples.
She sat up, freeing his arm from around her shoulders, stood for a moment pulling the blanket off them both, and then slid into his lap, facing him. She licked her lips in excitement. "Honey... I, um... really liked what you did for me earlier. Do you think you could help me again?"
"I thought it was just going to be the once," Vince admitted.
"Honey, what I'm doing is out of necessity. We need to do this. I have no choice. My breasts are so full again, they ache." She slid her hands over her breasts on the outside of her robe. "Just look at mommy's breasts... how big and round and firm they are... how full they are. Do you like them?"
Vince felt the heat from her body on him, felt the heat from her pussy so close to his cock. His cock grew swiftly from this new sensation and view. "God... yes, I love them."
"Oh," she smiled, seductively. "I know... exactly... what they do to you," she said, squeezing and stroking them. "And I really like that. Right now, it doesn't matter that you're my stepson. I need your help. You trust mommy, right?" She loosened her belt and opened her robe slightly, showing the bare skin beneath, a little boob on either side, just barely hidden behind the robe. "This only works if you know that mommy loves you. Ok, sweetheart? I really love you... just trust me."
"I do trust you... it's just..." Vince stared at the gap in her robe, stared at the mounds of flesh that were mostly visible. The hard, long nipples were still hidden behind the thin material.
"I think you've even become more attracted to my breasts since we've been here. Look at mommy's tight, soft cleavage," she said, sliding her fingers over the skin between her breasts, forcing him to focus his gaze there. "You love mommy right? You'll do as mommy says?"
"Of course I will," he said, his eyes never leaving her breasts.
"I know you want to touch them, don't you? You want to feel them in your hands... in your mouth."
"Oh God, yes!" he said, licking his lips. "They are so... incredible..."
She smiled at his very eager response. "I really like them, too. They feel... oh they feel so good and... so heavy and full." She squeezed them and felt her milk spilling inside her robe. "You love my breasts. You love the way they look. You love the way they feel." She pulled her robe open, exposing her naked breasts to him, her long, hard, pointed nipples dripping with milk, begging to be sucked. She played with her nipples, circling them and squeezing them, feeling the sensations all over her body. "They are... big... and squeezable. Ready to be enjoyed. So soft... and so receptive. Do as mommy says. Make mommy happy."
He leaned forward and took one of her offered nipples into his mouth, sucking and drinking the milk it offered. His arms encircled her, pulling her body into him for him to feed.
"That's a good boy. I don't know if it's post-pregnancy... or breastfeeding, but I've gotten a lot hornier in the last year. I just don't know what to do with all that pent up energy, you know? Your dad just can't keep up with my libido. And I'm tired of toys." She looked at him, so contentedly sucking on her nipple, drinking her milk, his eyes half closed. "It's best I direct it your way... right? You seem like a willing... participant."
"I'm a very willing participant," he whispered, moving to her her other nipple. "I'll suck on your tits any time you want. I love it. I love the taste. It's so good... so sweet."
Emmanuelle's body was pulled into Vince and he held her there tightly. She could feel his pulsing rock-hard cock stabbing out as if trying to find her pussy all on its own. She pushed her hips forward and felt the rewarding hip thrust from Vince as his cock slid against her white-hot wetness through his pajama shorts. She smiled when she heard him grunt beneath her.



She pulled her hips back and dropped her hands down, pulling the elastic band out from around his waist and sliding her hand inside, encircling his shaft.
"Oh my God," Vince groaned as her hand slowly stroked him.
"Wait a second... wait a sec," Emmanuelle said, pulling away from his mouth for a moment. She moved her breast over his stomach more, targeting his shaft, and then squeezed it, letting drops of milk drip right onto his cock.
Vince groaned again at the sight, feeling his cock surge with need. He never felt it get so hard and sensitive before.
"Mmmm, that's better," Emmanuelle said. "Here you go greedy boy. Suck," she said as she guided her nipple back into his mouth once more. She spread the breastmilk over and around his cock, using it as a lubricant, as her hand moved up and down his length.
Every lick, every suck, every nibble on her nipple was sending pleasure right to her clit once more. She was so fucking wet and knew she was dripping all over his legs. After ten minutes, she couldn't take much more. Vince had feasted on her breasts, drinking enough to relieve any pain or pressure, but only creating another need.
"I wanna try something else," she said, pushing away from him once again and sliding to the floor between his thighs. She grabbed the waistband of his pajama shorts, on either side, and pulled. He helped, lifting his hips, as they moved down and off his legs.
"What do you want me to do?" he asked.
"I just want you to lay back and enjoy. I thought maybe," she smiled seductively, "maybe I'd put your dick right between these." She squeezed her breasts together, forcing the nipples to touch each other as she pressed inwards, making them drip milk onto his cock again.
"Oh my God," Vince moaned, feeling his cock surge again.
"It's like a nice hug," she said. "Do you want me to titty fuck you?"
"Oh, I do," he said, nodding quickly.
She reached out and grabbed his shaft with both of her hands and began stroking him. "Oh, that's nice... you have such a nice cock." She reached up with one hand and grabbed her breast, dribbling more milk onto his shaft as she stroked him and spread a lot on her chest and between her breasts, too. "This will feel extra good."
She stroked him even more, feeling his cock surge and grow even more in her hands. "Oh yeah... there we go," she whispered, looking up at his face. She'd never wanted a cock more in her entire life than she did right now. Her body was on fire! And the way Vince looked at her... he was more than ready to give it to her.
"Oh yes... you're nice and hard... you'll slide right between my tits," she said softly, bringing his cock against them, sliding over them. "It's going to feel so good." Emmanuelle slid his shaft against her nipple, raking her nipple up its length and over and around the head.
"Oh yeah," Vince groaned. "Slide your nipples against it."
"God, they're so sensitive... it feels so good to me, too," she said, smiling. "Just wait until I slide it between my tits." She slid his cock in the valley between her breasts and used her hands to squeeze her flesh around it, cradling it, and then moved her body up and down. The head of his cock alternately got lost in her flesh and then drove out the top, looking ready to burst. "Do you like that?"
"Oh my God that feels incredible," Vince whispered. "I can't believe we're doing this."
"Yes," she whispered, working his cock between her breasts. "Yeah... that feels nice, doesn't it."
"Fuck yeah!" he agreed quickly.
"Yeah... right there... ooh, that's good," she whispered, obviously loving how it felt to her. "Oh fuck! Yes... just like that. You like that? Fuck your cock between my titties. So tight." She moved her body faster now, sliding his cock between her breasts more rapidly and then lowered her chin to lick the head of his cock every time it emerged.
"Oh, fuck yes, squeeze those titties together," he moaned. He knew he was getting close.
"Do you want to cum?" she asked, smiling excitedly. She couldn't wait for him to cum on her chest like this. "Oh you do, don't you? Look at your face. I can feel you... swollen... and building up that big load just for me. You're ready to spray me down, aren't you?"
"Oh God... I'm gonna cum," he moaned.
"Yeah you are!" she said. "Cum on my big titties, Vince. Come on, give it to me."
This was almost too much to believe! Just yesterday they were fighting and now... she actually wanted his cum all over her chest. She was forcing it out of him. That fucking 8-ball was pure heaven!
"Oh, fuck... I'm cumming," he said as he felt it welling up within him and then spilling out, spraying all over her chest, neck, and tits. As he sprayed, she released her breasts and jerked his shaft, forcing more cum from him and directing it all over her chest, all the while giggling.
Emmanuelle started to suck him clean and stroke his cock to get every drop. "Mmmm... there's more," she giggled, squeezing the tip to force his cum out as a few more drops appeared on the head of his cock and then licked it off. "Oh, that was so yummy."
"Wow!" he whispered, watching her adoringly clean his shaft and then sit back and play with the cum that was splattered all over her chest, licking a little off her finger.
"You like that?" she whispered, smiling at him, as she slid her cum-covered fingers around her hard, sensitive nipples. "I did too."
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Magic 8-Ball: Stepmother's Milking - Part 4
Emmanuelle slept hard as soon as her head hit the pillow, quickly falling into a deep sleep. And dreamed dreams that felt so real. Disturbing dreams. Dreams about Vince and about her husband, Richard. The dreams were a little disturbing, as in them she was continually sexually pleasing and teasing Vince, using her hands... her mouth... and her pussy. Sometimes hidden from view, but sometimes right in front of Richard. All the while Richard was on the sidelines, either ignoring what was going on, or completely unable to stop her.
*****
She was sitting at the dining room table and looked around to see Richard's entire family eating a big dinner feast. Everyone was talking and laughing, having a great time. And she saw Vince sitting directly across the table from her, laughing along with everyone else, holding a child's Magic 8-ball. It puzzled her why he was holding it, especially at the dinner table, and no one else seemed to even notice.
He closed his eyes and said something she couldn't hear, then shook the ball. After a moment, he turned it over and looked at it, reading the results.
"What is that, Vince?" she asked, leaning forward.
He looked at her and smiled. "This? It says 'Wish Fulfilled', so... it's your future... mom," he said.
"My future?" A little confused, she laughed shaking her head at his silliness, and joined once more with the rest of the dinner conversations.
After a few minutes had passed, Emmanuelle suddenly felt a desire for naughtiness, kicked her shoes off, and slid her foot up and down Vince's leg to catch his attention. When he looked at her, not really surprised, she slowly slid her foot up between his thighs and teased his cock with her toes. His eyes opened wide in delight, but she only smiled deviously.
She knew she was making him so very hard and uncomfortable. She could feel his shaft growing against her foot, longer, and bigger. Her foot stroked his length, her toes gripping it slightly, as the conversation around them droned on. No one saw what was going on.
She felt his hand grab her foot and press it against him and felt his hips push his cock against her foot again and again. She idly wondered what it would be like to give him a foot job... to have her feet wrapped around his cock while he thrust it against them... to have him cum all over her feet, the warm gooiness oozing between her toes.
She felt her need for his cock get stronger and stronger and had another, even naughtier idea. She picked up her fork and, play-acting, dropped it on the floor beside her. "Oops," she said, faking embarrassment, and pushed her chair out slightly. No one really paid attention to her. No one but Richard, that is. With his eyes, he told her to stay in her seat, but she only smiled at him as she slowly slid to the floor beneath the table, the long, white tablecloth closing behind her, covering her exit.
She could see everyone's legs beneath the table, but knew exactly which legs she wanted. She crawled to him, which was surprisingly farther than she would have expected. His knees were spread slightly and, kneeling at his feet, she ran her hands up both of his legs, onto his thighs, squeezing them.
She could feel him shiver a little as her hands moved to the clasp of his pants, unfastening it, then pulling the zipper down. It was a little difficult pulling his cock free, it was so impossibly big. But it made her mouth water when she saw it.
She knew it was a risky move, but she sat forward on her knees and first started stroking his cock, then licking it's length. The tablecloth covered a little, but it would be easy for people to see the top of her head. For some reason, though, she didn't care. While it would be complete embarrassment in front of Richard's entire family, Vince's cock was so worth it. She loved to feel how hard it was, how it throbbed in her hand and between her lips. She loved how it tasted, especially his cum. And she wanted that.
She slid forward a little more and slid the head between her lips, sucking on it. It was so big, she could barely put much of it in her mouth. Just the head alone seemed to fill her mouth. She suckled on it, using her tongue to slide and slither around it, tasting it. She moaned. God, the taste!
She felt Vince's hand on her head, pushing it down, holding her mouth on his dick. She could feel the slight, rhythmic thrusting of his hips, trying to push more and more of it down her throat.
The voices and laughter carried on above her, like nothing different was happening. Everyone was oblivious to her giving a blowjob to her stepson right underneath them. She found it exhilarating and exciting. She'd never felt so deliciously naughty before. And she never felt such a desire for a cock before.
"Stop it," she heard Richard whisper from behind Vince, obviously keeping his voice low so as not to disturb their guests. "This is your stepson! What are you doing?"
She smiled at the ridiculous question. Obviously she was giving her stepson a wonderful blowjob. She didn't stop... she couldn't for some reason... and she definitely didn't want to.
Then Vince started cumming, his incredibly full load filling her mouth and spilling out the corners. She tried to pull back, tried to release his cock from her mouth, but his hand was impossibly strong and held her in place. She couldn't move. She could only take more and more of his cum as it filled her to overflowing, running over her chin. She sputtered as she tried to breath around it all.
Richard suddenly pulled the tablecloth back and she looked up, aghast, as everyone was looking at her in shock. The table above her was now completely gone and everything she was doing was visible to the entire family. Vince's cock filled her mouth, her lips stretched wide around it, her face dripping with his cum.
*****
And she woke up, her body shaking. She lay there, breathing heavy, and it almost felt like she could still taste Vince's cum in her mouth. She touched her lips, wondering if his cock was still there. Her body was flushed and ready from the dream, her nipples hard and sensitive at the memory of his cock in her hand... and in her mouth. God, that was so incredible! He was so hard his cock was throbbing! She squeezed her breasts and felt them just starting to ache once again. She felt pleasure when her hands slid over her nipples, but she denied herself. She turned over, convinced that she just had to sleep this off.
*****
She quickly fell into another deep sleep. And then, she was riding in Richard's car. Richard was driving down the busy street and as she saw Vince sitting in the back looking at the Magic 8-ball he was holding. Richard was talking, droning on and on about what was going to happen today, all the meetings he had and the lack of any time to spend with them. All the while, she mentioned that it was ok, that they'd wait for him in the car.
Why was Vince playing with a Magic 8-ball, she wondered and looked back again. "What is that for?" she asked him.
"Fun for all the boys and girls," Vince said, laughing softly. "It says 'Wish Fulfilled!'. You're addicted."
She shook her head, laughing, and turned back to the front. Magic 8-balls don't say things like that, she said to herself as Richard droned on.
And before she realized it, she was shocked that all she could think about was Vince's cock. She imagined it so hard as she watched him stroking it. She could feel her body responding as if it were really happening, her pussy getting so wet, her nipples getting so hard they ached for attention. But they drove on and on and Richard droned on and on about work, oblivious to her.
She slid one hand over the inside of her bare thigh, sliding underneath her skirt. She felt bare skin, remembering that she hadn't put on panties today. Her fingertips teased her labia, sliding up and down them slowly, gently. She could feel them getting engorged. She could feel just how hot and wet she was. She moved them higher until they lightly teased her clit, stroking it, pressing it between them. Her other hand slowly slid over her chest, feeling her nipple behind her thin shirt, so hard and needy. Her touches sent pleasurable spikes through her body.
She licked her lips, determined to get that cock she wanted so badly. She was going to be so naughty. She unfastened her seatbelt and started climbing between the front seats, moving into the back. Richard questioned her, but she said she just wanted to sit in the back for a while. She smiled deviously at Vince as she slid into the bench seat beside him.
The passenger seat in the front sat empty, which seemed to bother Richard, but she wanted to sit beside Vince. She glanced at him and met his hungry gaze. As she looked forward, she slid her hand to his knee, cupping and squeezing it. Then moved closer to him and slid her hand higher up his leg, squeezing his inner thigh.
She slid her hand even higher, sliding it over his cock, feeling how hard it was beneath his jeans. It felt so good in her hand already. She kept looking straight ahead, seeing Richard's eyes in the rear-view mirror glancing at her as he kept talking. She felt Vince push his cock into her hand, obviously wanting more.
She deftly used one hand to unfasten his jeans and pull the zipper down, exposing him. His cock was impossibly big, standing so very tall and firm as she slid her hand up and down its length. God, she ached for him!
She kept stroking him, even as they pulled into the parking lot. She finally stopped when Richard found a place to park and eased the car into the spot. She tugged Vince's shirt over his cock, not even close to hiding it and sat back, trying to look innocent.
Richard grabbed his briefcase and got out of the car, saying he would be gone a while, but that he'd be back as soon as he could. No sooner had the door closed than Emmanuelle had her hand on Vince's cock, stroking it once again.
Vince hooked his hand behind her head and pulled her downward. She bent over, taking the hint, sliding his cock into her mouth as deep as she could. He was so big that it barely fit into her mouth! She was conscious of people walking in the parking lot, even walking right by the car, looking in the windows and seeing them. They reacted in shock, but she didn't care. She was going to enjoy her cock.
She sat up, laughing at those watching, then licked her lips and kicked her leg over Vince, sitting in his lap. She pulled her shirt up and off and leaned forward, offering her breasts to his waiting mouth. Vince readily sucked on them, and every suck, lick, and nibble drove her crazy. With a simple movement, and a slight lifting of his cock, she slid him inside her. She pressed down into him, sliding every inch of his wonderful cock inside her.
Everyone was watching as she rode him. She watched them back, embarrassed to be seen, but daring them to do anything about it, as she moved faster and faster on his cock. She was loving the feeling, loving the naughtiness of what they were doing. She was getting so close to cumming... so close... just a few more strokes... and then the top was retracting! It was now a convertible and somehow the top got triggered!
She felt even more embarrassed as she could hear everyone's comments and shame. And suddenly Richard was there, standing in the front of the crowd, at the bumper of the car, just looking at her in shock.
"That's your stepson!" he said loudly, banging on the trunk of the car. "What are you doing?"
He knew what she was doing. Everyone knew what she was doing. She was fucking her stepson! And the thought, the acknowledgement threw her over the edge and suddenly she came, screaming at such wonderfully intense pleasure as she woke up.
*****
She was breathing hard, wondering if she had yelled in her sleep. She listened for a moment, to see if she'd disturbed Vince, but the cabin remained quiet, except for her very heavy breathing. And the quiet only made her realize more that her body was on fire, her pussy and breasts were tingling they needed attention so badly. She slid her hands over her breasts, squeezing them, pinching and pulling her nipples, hoping to relieve some of the pent up desire. But nothing she did quenched the fire inside her.
She pushed a hand between her legs, feeling her wetness, feeling her heat, and slid her fingertips in circles around her clit. God that felt so good! But... there was something wrong. While normally she would have cum quickly when she felt this excited, this time seemed different. She seemed to tease herself enough, but for some reason, she couldn't go over the edge, she couldn't make herself orgasm. Her touches were only exciting her more.
She remembered her dreams, remembered how excited Vince had made her, remembered just what he had waiting for her. Just to see his cock... oh God... just to touch it... suck it... fuck it... God she needed it. She needed it as badly as she had in her dreams. This wasn't what this trip was about, was it? She wasn't supposed to be fucking her stepson. She wasn't supposed to be getting addicted to him, needing him, needing to fuck him several times a day.
She got up, put her silk robe around her, and tied the sash. Then she walked to the door, hesitating a moment, one hand on the door, one on the knob. She shouldn't, she thought. This... this wasn't right. But... she needed it so badly. She needed him so badly. She could just be a mother to him... just... maybe just cuddle with him. She tried to reason with herself, tried to justify her actions, but knew deep down, she was going in there to fuck him.
She opened the door.
*****
When Vince's head hit the pillow, he fell asleep very quickly as well, a very deep sleep. In his dream he was standing behind a counter at a store. He looked out on the floor and noticed it was familiar for some reason, with different items on the shelves. He knew this place... but he couldn't put a finger on it quite yet. But he knew he worked there.
The bell that sat on the door tingled, alerting that a customer was entering.
"Welcome to Custom Curios," said a woman's voice to his left. He looked and was surprised to see a familiar, stunningly beautiful woman standing there with her hands resting on the counter. She was a busty woman with long, black hair, and a pale face. He knew it was the manager but for some reason, felt surprised to see her.
She looked at him and smiled. It looked so cold and seductive that it sent a shiver down his spine even as it made his cock throb. Then her eyes closed and he recognized the pleasure in her face. She licked her lips and looked down. His eyes followed and he looked down to see a young, naked man kneeling beneath the counter. His mouth was on her pussy as he licked her, his hands held behind his back.
"Oh... yes," she whispered before opening her eyes and looking out at the floor again. "Are you looking for anything in particular, hun?" she asked the woman that had entered.
Vince saw the woman on the floor, scanning the shelves and their various items. She looked familiar for some reason, but he couldn't put his finger on it.
"I don't know," the woman said. "I guess I'm just looking."
"Something for yourself... oh God... or a gift?" the store manager asked almost getting lost in the pleasure the man was giving her. Vince watched her reach down and grab the man's head, pulling him in tighter.
"Something for myself, I guess," the woman said, picking up an old Magic 8-ball box.
Something about all this felt wrong to Vince, but he couldn't put his finger on it. Something about the 8-ball maybe... maybe about the woman... maybe about him working in this store, with this woman. Just... something.
"That's a wonderful gift," he said, almost by rote. "Hours of fun!" He smiled, but it felt devious and fake. He wanted the sale, to be sure, but it all seemed wrong.
The woman brought the box to the counter and he finally recognized her. It was his stepmom! She was buying a Magic 8-ball?
"Allow me," the manager said, taking the box from her hands and scanning it into the register. "You know," she said, taking the ball out of the box, "that this can make all your dreams come true."
"Really?" Emmanuelle asked.
"No," Vince said quickly interrupting them. "No. That's... that's not a good idea."
"Oh, it's a lovely idea," the manager said. She slowly shook the 8-ball as the two watched. "Oh, magic 8-ball, will this woman become Vince's cock slut, unable to stop wanting his cock?" She giggled as she turned it over and looked through the viewer. She read the message and looked up, smiling. "Yes, definitely," she said.
"But... but I'm his stepmom," Emmanuelle protested as suddenly the manager was behind her, helping her take her coat off.
"It doesn't matter who you are, silly," the manager said, guiding Emmanuelle behind the desk to stand right in front of Vince as he stood helpless. "All that matters is that the 8-ball never lies. And you know how much you need his... mmmm... his lovely, hard cock... don't you?"
The manager put her hands on Emmanuelle's shoulders and pushed, urging her to kneel, and Emmanuelle slowly dropped to the floor until she was face level with his crotch. Vince looked down at her in pity and disbelief. "No. This... this can't be happening," he said.
He felt Emmanuelle's hands open his pants and pull them down to his knees. His cock seemed so big as she moved closer, her hands moving behind her back. She slid Vince's cock over her face as she looked up, smiling in pleasure. Then Vince watched her open her mouth and slide the head inside... followed by inch after impossible inch of his shaft until he was completely buried in her mouth.
The manager moved them slightly, moving Emmanuelle until she was kneeling underneath the counter and Vince put his hands on the counter top for balance. She then moved beside him, letting the man continue in his duties once again, licking her pussy.
Emmanuelle's mouth felt incredible rhythmically sliding up and down his shaft as he looked down at her, meeting her gaze. At one point, she seemed to be enjoying what she was doing and looked up at him with passionate desire. But at another point, she looked like she was about to cry in frustration and embarrassment, looking like she wanted to stop, but just... couldn't.
"I'm sorry," Vince whispered. "I'm so sorry. I'm so sorry. I'm so sorry," he said again and again as every moment brought him closer and closer to orgasm.
"Cock sucker and pussy licker," the manager said, giggling. "What a lovely pair of slaves." She suddenly seemed far closer to Vince than she had before and leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. Her lips felt cold, but soft. "Nothing says 'I love you' more than a slave to enjoy forever. Don't you think? Why don't you cum in her mouth? I know you want to. Go on... do it!"
"Oh... fuck!" Vince moaned as he felt his orgasm rapidly approaching. He suddenly felt the first gush erupting and looked down in surprise as Emmanuelle took it into her mouth. Her eyes blinked in surprise and then glazed over and softened as gush after gush erupted into her mouth, filling it completely. And he screamed. "Mom! No!"
*****
He woke with a start, pulling the sheet off and feeling cold air hit his damp skin. "Oh my God," he whispered. "What have I done?"
*****
It was about 3am when Emmanuelle opened Vince's bedroom door, slowly pushing it and stepping inside, trying to be quiet. She could hear his deep, fitful breathing, as if he was dreaming. Her body was on fire, her need was growing quickly the closer she got to him. She was thinking about what they did just hours ago and needed his cock in her hand again.
She swallowed hard as she crawled up onto the bed. God, this seemed so wrong... but... she couldn't help herself. Vince was sleeping with a sheet barely covering him due to how warm it was and she looked over his naked torso in the dim lighting. He slept with his shirt off and his bare skin was so sexy to her. The hair on his chest trailed down his body into a line beneath his bellybutton and dropped down even lower like an arrow pointing her right to his cock.



She licked her lips as she slowly pulled the sheet off him, baring his body more and more. He was still wearing the thin pajama shorts that he had been wearing earlier. She could clearly see the outline of his erection beneath it and it made her breath catch in her throat.
She kicked her leg over him and moved until she was over him, looking down on him.
"Honey, are you asleep?" she asked softly as she leaned down and kissed his forehead. She kissed him again as he stirred beneath her. "Honey?" She kissed his forehead, cheek, and eyes, moving down his nose and then to his waiting lips.
She kissed his lips and it thrilled her. She kissed him again and again, sliding her tongue out to lick his lips and then slide between them, pushing into his mouth.
"Mom?" he asked, waking up, surprised to see her on top of him.
"Hi baby," she whispered, rising up and smiling down at him. God she couldn't believe how badly she wanted him.
"Something wrong?" he asked, worried.
"Yeah... kinda," she said, kissing him again, more passionately. "Mmmm... Honey, I was... I was just thinking that... maybe... you could... um... suck on my breasts again... they're um... hurting again. Could you help your stepmom... and just... suck on my nipples again?"
"I don't know, mom," he said, suddenly feeling concerned because of his dream... because of his Magic 8-ball wishes. "I think... I'm worried this has gone too far."
Emmanuelle sat up, untied her belt, and pulled her robe off. She tossed it aside as if not caring about it any more then grabbed her breasts in her hands, squeezing them. "Nonsense," she said. "You're just helping me. I can't do this on my own. I need you. Is that too much to ask? Don't you want to help me?"
She looked so sexy, sitting on him like that, holding and squeezing her breasts, her hard, long nipples dripping milk. "No," he said, sorry that he said anything. He didn't want to hurt her feelings. "I do want to help you. I guess I can just..." he said, starting to move to lie in her lap as before.
"No, baby. Just... stay like that. Thank you, honey... it's just to help me," she said, bending down again and letting her breasts slide back and forth against his face, her nipples scraping across his lips invitingly. "Just... put it in your mouth. Yeah, just like that. Oh, yeah, suck it baby. Suck mommy's nipple."
Vince sucked her nipple into his mouth and pulled on it, teasing her.
"Yeah... oh God," she whispered, looking down at him. "I need this, you know. Just enough to get some relief. Oh God, that's it."
Vince was practically drowning in her milk as it flooded his mouth with every suck. And he was loving it. She tasted so incredibly good. His hands stroked along her back, then moved down to her waist, and hips, and ass. Her skin felt so soft and warm, so inviting to his touch.
"Baby... could you just put your hand on the inside of mommy's thigh?" she asked.
Vince hesitated a moment then ran his hand up the inside of her thigh with the back of his hand, moving from her knee to just below her pussy. God, she was so hot there, and her skin was even softer than anywhere else he'd touched.
"Higher up, baby... please... yeah... right... there," she said as his hand moved into the proper position, his forefinger sliding along her very wet labia. "Ohhhhh," she moaned.
Vince felt her wet pussy lips as his hand moved, felt them inviting him inside. She shook every time he touched her there and he knew she wanted more. Her pussy was absolutely on fire. "Is that ok?" he asked.
"Yes... God, yes. But, go on... don't be shy," she panted. "Move a little bit... to the middle again. Just for mommy, baby. Keep touching me.... right there. Just... turn your hand a little and use your fingers."
Vince turned his hand palm up and let his fingertips trace lines along her labia. It felt so perfect, so warm and wet, and it made her shiver so easily. "God your pussy is so wet," he said, sliding his fingers up against her clit then back down once more.
"Fuck! You don't even know how good of a job you're doing," she whispered. "That feels so good. Don't stop... keep moving your fingers in a circle, just like that. And... and push, honey... push them deep into mommy's pussy."
He slid one finger into her, sliding just a little inside. It felt so incredibly good as her pussy squeezed his finger, holding him tightly.
"Oh fuck yes!" she hissed.
He slid in and out several times, then added a second finger. She felt even tighter, but accommodated him still. His fingers moved in and out even as he continued sucking on her nipples.
"Yes sweetie," she moaned. "Yes. I know you like this sweetie. I know you do. Do you feel how wet mommy is for you right now? Do I feel good baby?"
"Yeah," he whispered. "Your pussy feels so good." Vince suddenly raised his hips and flipped her over so that she was lying on her back beside him.
"Oh my God," she giggled in surprise. "What are you doing?"
"This," Vince said, bending over her and sucking on her breasts once again as he continued fingering her.
"Oh, God, baby," she moaned. "Yes. Just keep sucking... just keep sucking. The other one baby... oh... yeah. Baby, that feels so good."
Vince kicked his leg over hers and then fully moved between them. "I know what will feel even better." He sat up, pushed his shorts down, sliding them off his legs, and tossing them aside. His cock was hard and long, the head swollen and angry with desire.
"Are... are we really going to do this?" she asked. "I mean..."
"Yes, we're going to do this. Don't you want this?" Vince moved forward and slid the head of his cock up and down the length of her pussy.
"Oh... honey... I feel you," she whispered. "I feel you. God, don't tempt me like this."
"You don't want me?" he asked, sliding his cock head in circles around her clit. "You don't want... this?"
"Oh my God... I... I do... I want you... I feel you... And I want... it.. I want it." She lifted her legs and pulled her heels against his ass. "Honey... please... I want it now," she said, determined to have him fuck her.
Vince pushed forward, sliding his cock inside her, feeling her warm, wet pussy squeeze him and pull him even deeper inside. He hooked his arms underneath her knees and pulled them up, opening her even more for him. Then he started thrusting... hard, determined thrusts.
"Oh God! Don't stop... don't stop," she moaned.
Vince kept pounding, feeling every inch of her pussy against his shaft, lovingly caressing it.
"You like my pussy, honey... squeezing your cock?" she asked, looking up at him, her face registering the wonderful pleasure that was radiating through her body.
"I... fucking... love... your... pussy," Vince said, emphasizing each word with another deep thrust. Then he started going faster, his balls and hips slapping against her ass.
"Oh God... Oh God..." she whimpered. "Yes... fuck me... fuck me, honey, please. Fuck mommy like you mean it. Fuck me... harder... harder... Oh God... don't stop... come on baby. Don't stop. Oh honey... oh, I need this."
"I don't know how much longer I can last. I'm so close," he moaned, trying his best to keep his orgasm at bay.
"Please baby... please... just a little bit longer. Oh God, you're so deep. I don't want you to stop!
He moved slower again, using fast, deep, hard thrusts, and then long, slow withdrawals, driving her absolutely wild. The room was full of the bed creaking with every thrust and their moans and raspy breaths.
"I'm... gonna... cum," Vince whispered through clenched teeth.
"Oh God... yes!" Emmanuelle said excitedly. "Yes honey... fill mommy up. Yeah, that's it. Yes, it's ok... it's ok... Mommy knows best. You can cum in me." Feeling his cum suddenly gush into her pussy made her orgasm. Her pussy started convulsing as her body quivered. "Oh God... mommy's cumming too baby! Oh honey... that's it... don't stop cumming."
Vince collapsed on her, his energy spent for a moment. He was breathing hard as he lay on her, his cock still embedded inside her. Slowly, his erection subsided and he slid it free, then he flopped to his back beside her, looking up at the dark ceiling.
"Did you like that?" he asked.
"Oh, honey... I... I did... I did like it," she admitted, giggling a little. "In fact I loved it." She turned over, lay her head on his shoulder, and gently stroked his chest with her fingertips.
"Do you want to do it again?" he asked, smiling.
She giggled. She couldn't believe how good that felt... how good just this one day with him had felt. "Yes... I do... I want to do it again. I do."
"I do, too," he said softly, turning his face towards her and kissing her.
She kissed him back. "We have all weekend don't we. There's no need to rush things... but..." She kicked her leg over him and moved up to sit on his lap. She slid her hips up and back, sliding her wet pussy along his growing shaft.
"God you're going to kill me," he smiled up at her.
She laughed, reaching down to slide his hard cock into her wetness. "But, what a way to go."
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Magic 8-Ball: Stepmother's Milking - Part 5
The rest of the weekend was almost magical for Vince. He never imagined he'd be able to have his stepmom want to be with him so much. Every four or five hours she was ready again, needing her breasts milked, needing his cock. They barely ever even wore clothing the entire weekend. It was incredible... but unfortunately, it had to come to an end.
It was early Monday morning, the sun hadn't even rose above the horizon yet, but Emmanuelle felt the pressing need once again. She lay beside Vince, where they'd gone to bed, and felt his warm body next to her. His breathing was deep and even. She first felt the pressure in her breasts as they filled with milk, her nipples starting to harden once again. Every move against the sheet was teasing her with pleasure, so she pushed it off her body completely. It only partially covered Vince now.
He was lying on his back, his head turned away from her, his arm draped over his eyes. She looked down his naked chest and abdomen. She knew what lie just below the sheet... and it was calling to her. She couldn't believe how much she thought about his dick. It was almost ever present in her mind.
She moved down the bed a little and pulled the sheet down, slowly, carefully, trying not to wake him up. She'd done that just two hours ago, too, sliding underneath the sheet in the dark, and sucking on him while he slept. It was so hot to be so bad, giving him a gentle blowjob without him even knowing it. He slept right through it. And eventually, she fell asleep too.
She lay her head on his thigh, his cock laying against his abdomen right in front of her. She slid a finger along its length, enjoying the view as it slowly grew in stature. She looked up to see him still sleeping, still unaware, his breathing deep and steady.
"Wake up," she whispered, continuing to slide her finger along his length, playing with him. "Wake up." She licked the shaft lightly, wanting to do so much more. "Wake... up..." she said as she brought him to semi-hardness, his cock starting to rise from his abdomen. She lightly grabbed his shaft and rubbed the head across her lips, tasting him again. "Are you awake yet?" she giggled as she felt his hips move slightly. She looked up to see him looking down at her, his eyes only slightly open. "Mmmm. Good morning baby."
"Good morning," he said, removing his arm from over his eyes. Her ministrations on his cock were feeling really good. He felt it rising quickly. Even after she came into his room last night and they had sex... twice... it still surprised him to see her licking his shaft.
"Mommy's horny," she whispered, smiling deviously, as she lightly kissed and licked the head.
"That's ok mom, I am too," he admitted.
"Oh, I can tell you are," she giggled. "You're getting nice and hard. Mommy wants to taste you again."
"Ok," he said. God, what did he ever do to deserve this? That Magic 8-ball was the best thing he ever found in his life! If you told him just two months ago that his hot stepmom would be sucking his dick like this he would've called you batshit crazy. He reached over and grabbed a couple more pillows and put them behind his head. He wanted a good view of this.
"You like that?" she asked, sucking on the head a moment.
"God yes!"
"Mmmm..." She swirled her tongue just below the head, knowing that particular spot was sensitive. "You like it when I use my tongue?" she giggled.
"Fuck... yeah, I do." He wondered, all of the sudden, what it felt like to want him so badly like she seemed to. Did it just feel natural to her? Did she feel compelled? "Can I... can I ask you a question?" he asked.
"You want to ask me a question? I really think there are better things to do, but... ok," she said, giggling. She slid his cock deeper into her mouth, enjoying both the sensation of it getting harder and longer, and the feeling of his hips slightly moving, indicating she was doing a good job.
"What... why are you doing this?" he asked.
"What? Are you serious?" she asked, looking at him and laughing. "Um... I'm... sucking... on... your... cock... because... I... absolutely... love... it... mmmmmmm," she said, licking and kissing his shaft with every word and then taking him deep to the back of her throat to emphasize her desire. "Why? You don't think its a good way to wake up?" she giggled.
"No... I was just wondering."
"Mmmm... your cock is so hard to resist," she said, swirling her tongue over the head, making him shiver.
"Last night wasn't enough for you?" he asked. He distinctly remembered her having several screaming orgasms. It was so much for him that he was deep asleep very quickly afterwards.
"No, last night wasn't nearly enough," she admitted. "Clearly it wasn't for you either. You woke up with some pretty nice wood." She started stroking his shaft, long and slow. "I'm not saying last night wasn't good, though. Some of the best sex I've ever had."
She sucked on the head, letting her tongue swirl over and around it inside her mouth before releasing it again. "It started off so gentle, so loving, so slow, taking my robe off. God, I loved feeling your hot mouth on my nipples, sucking on them, drinking from them. And I remember getting so turned on... and then seeing you so turned on. You touched my pussy with your hand, teasing my clit. And then I loved how you turned me over and then fucked me hard, right here on this bed. I think it was the most excited I've ever seen you."
"I loved having you come on to me like that," he admitted. "That was seriously hot."
"You know I didn't bring you here to have sex with you, right?" she asked, sounding a little guilty. "I just wanted to make sure we could have fun and do mom-son things. You know... being a mom is a new thing for me. I'm really excited about it. I just want to be that motherly figure for you and Samantha in every way possible. I just like the idea of caring for my children."
"I know, mom," he said. He was feeling guilty now himself. She had no reason to feel guilty. He made her do this. "I'm enjoying being this close to you, too."
She smiled up at him, happy that she was able to please him... even if it wasn't exactly in a normal, motherly way. She turned her attention to his cock again, stroking up and down it's length, and licked her lips.
"But, that being said," she continued, kissing his shaft again. "Now that I've had a taste of you... you always have to let me get on my knees before you shove it in my pussy. You have to let me work you over with my mouth first. Now I know you might not need it every time, but maybe I do. Maybe it gets me more wet than anything else." She started sliding her mouth up and down his shaft, shoving it deep each time and then moving to the point it was barely in her mouth before sliding back down once again. God, it felt incredible! He'd never had his cock get shown so much attention before.
"You get off sucking cock?" he asked.
"Mmhmm... I do. You should know that by now. Of course... you only came in my mouth once this weekend," she smiled. "And you weren't even awake for it." She stroked up and down his shaft, squeezing even more at the tip, expertly getting him more and more excited. "When you were all tuckered out and empty... when you were asleep... I had to have my time with you again. I don't think you woke up. I went under the covers and popped you into my mouth. Did you feel that? No? That's even hotter then. I swear I thought you were empty after fucking me so well. I didn't know you were going to get so hard again so soon after you came inside of me. But you did. Oh, you swelled up inside of my mouth so fast. You must have thought it was just a really good dream. It sounds weird, but I didn't want to wake you up. I just wanted you to stay inside of my mouth, while you were asleep, and I wanted to work your cock just a little bit. Just enough to keep you hard. Keep you excited. I totally got off. I've never done that before and it turned me on so much hearing you breathing... sound asleep... but your cock was awake and so swollen in my mouth. I had to cum. I'm sorry," she giggled.
"I swear I can't get enough of you," she said, sounding both scared and excited by that admission. "I've never felt this way before about anyone. But... just your cock between my lips like this. God! You'd think that after all that last night it would be enough, but it's just not. I have to have you in my mouth all the time. So you better get used to it. You're just going to have to use me, shove your cock down my throat, whenever I get this look in my eye. You know, the look that just says I need to be pushed down and used... any way you want to. I'll be your little cum dumpster. Your little cum slut. I'm completely yours. Oh, and you have to make me drink it. You have to fill my mouth up with it. God, I love the taste of your cum. It's so good. And so hot."
She slid him deep into her throat, her lips nestling in his pubic hair, and she gurgled and spat, trying to breath while taking even more down her throat.
"I gotta say, hearing that you sucked me off while I was asleep gets me hard," he admitted. "I love the thought of you using me like that."
"You do? You're turned on by the fact that I was sucking you while you were sleeping? Mmmm... Do you want me to do it again?" She looked excited. The thought of being devious and deviant at the same time seemed to really excite her. "Tonight?"
"We have to drive home today, though," I said, kind of sorry this was going to have to end. He was already thinking about when he was going to use the Magic 8-ball to reverse the wish.
"I know," she said nonchalantly, as if she thought this was going to continue, regardless of where they were. "Well, after the number of times I want to make you cum today, I'll be surprised if you even get hard by tonight. You're going to be totally empty. I get you all to myself," she said, smiling deviously. "Trapped in the car. And I can go as slow as I want. That's why I want to keep you nice and hard and sensitive forever. So you need me... my lips... my tongue... and my tits, forever. Because I want to belong to you forever. I wanna keep you right there... for as long as I can... for as long as you can take it. Because I love you like this. You need me. You need me to give you relief. To make you cum."
She started licking slowly up the shaft from the base again. And she giggled. "It's making me flushed. It's making me hot. It's making me breath hard. Fuck, your cock is turning me on!" She stroked him, keeping his cock sloppy wet with her spit as her mouth continually moved over him. "Oh, you're so swollen. You won't get bored with my mouth at all. Especially if I wake you up with it every single morning."
"God I want to fuck you!" he moaned, desperate to thrust into her pussy again. But she wouldn't budge.
"Not yet, baby. Not yet. I didn't get much cum in my mouth this weekend. So today, I'm going to make sure I do. You have no idea how much I love the taste of it. I could just tell you over and over and over again. But you'll never understand. I need my fix of you. My fix of your cum. Your hot juicy load. It belongs in my mouth. I'll tell you what... I'll let you cum in my pussy every day as long as you cum in my mouth every day, too."
Every day, he thought. Wouldn't that be incredible? God, why did this have to end? Emmanuelle was the perfect woman for him. Maybe he didn't have to dispel the wish... maybe there was some other way he could make this work.
Emmanuelle misread his face, thinking the downtrodden look to be about being able to have two orgasms every single day. "It's not too exhausting, is it? Would you be able to keep up with me?" she asked.
"I swear I'd fuck you senseless every day," he said forcefully.
That made her giggle. "I didn't think you'd mind." She looked down at the very hard cock in her hand and smiled. She licked the head, causing him to groan. "Have I tortured you long enough? I know I used your cock pretty hard last night. And now you're just... oooh... aching to cum again. You're so raw... so sensitive. I really should just let you do it."
"Fuck! Yes you should!" he said, forcefully. He needed to cum badly. She'd kept him hard for a long time now.
She giggled as his urgent reaction. It was just the reaction she was hoping for. "Should I? Should I let you cum now?"
"Yes! Fuck!"
"Do you promise you'll let me suck you every day?" she asked. "And you'll give me your cum every day? Promise?"
"Oh my God, yes!" he moaned.
She started stroking faster, sucking on just the head, swirling her tongue over his sensitive spots, and it didn't take long. Within seconds, his body tightened and his hips raised up as he started cumming, spraying into her mouth as she gobbled it up greedily.
"Oh fuck!" he growled, grabbing her head with one hand as his release took over his entire being.
"Mmmm," she moaned as she collected more and more into her mouth until he was fully spent. She looked so happy to have received this gift, so happy that she could give him so much pleasure. She played with it in her mouth, swirling her tongue around, making sure every inch of her mouth was coated with it before swallowing so that she'd taste every bit of him.
"Oh God, I need to masturbate now," she whispered, smiling up at him. "Here, you can help," she said, coming to her knees and moving over him, just like last night. She slid her nipples over and around his face, letting it scrape across his lips before he managed to grab one in his mouth and sucked hard.
He growled up at her as he grabbed around her to keep her from moving away. He wanted every drop of her as well.
Emmanuelle moaned. "I love the idea of dropping my breast into my baby's mouth and knowing that everything coming out of my breasts is taking care of the baby's needs. I really love to watch you do it. I'm just so fascinated by the motherly duty to take care of my children. I like to see you looking up at me while you suck on my titties and drink all my milk. Go ahead, Vince... just keep looking up at me with those big, brown eyes. Oh, yeah, keep sucking. I love it! Show me what a hungry little boy you are."
Vince grabbed her breasts with his hands and squeezed them, too, forcing the milk out of her breasts and into his waiting mouth. And in between, he licked, teasing her even more.
"Oh fuck! You're making my nipples so sensitive. Do you see how hard they are? That's a good baby boy. Keep sucking... you're such a good boy." Vince reached down with his hand, like last night, and slid two fingers into her sopping wet pussy even as he continued sucking on her nipples. This seemed to drive her crazy with need.
"Yeah... yeah... oh fuck... keep doing that. Oh your fingers feel so good on my pussy. I think I can... I can... cum like that. Oh fuck! Keep sucking... suck on it... yeah, milk my fucking tits, too."
And she came, too, flooding the bed beneath and his arm with her juices. "Oh my fucking God!" she said loudly. Her body was shaking as she orgasmed, her entire body exploding in pleasure. When she finally came down, she lay on him and let him hold her.
"God that was so good," she whispered, running her fingertips over his chest.
"Yeah... damn," he replied. "I've never felt so good before."
"So we're going home today?" she asked.
"Yeah, unfortunately."
"What are we going to do about Richard? I mean, it's going to be hard to hide this from him."
"Yeah, you're right," he agreed. "We can't keep having sex like this around him."
"Not when I can't keep my hands off you," she giggled. "But... I don't want to stop. I can't stop."
"I know. It's going to be tough for me, too," he admitted. He knew what he had to do, and now was the time. "Why don't you go take a shower and we can start packing."
"Ok. If I must," she said sadly. She rolled off him and walked out of the bedroom towards the bathroom.
Vince went to the dresser and grabbed the 8-ball out of the top drawer. He stared at it, wishing he didn't have to do this.
"Here goes fun," he said. "I wish Emmanuelle no longer wanted my cock." He shook the ball and then turned it over, expecting the familiar phrase. But another phrase came into view. "It is decidedly so," Vince read. "What the fuck does that mean?" He started shaking the ball again and announced his wish at the same time. "I wish Emmanuelle no longer wanted my cock," he said. Then he turned the ball over and looked through the portal again. "Don't count on it? What? Work damn it!" he said loudly. "Listen... I wish Emmanuelle no longer wanted my cock," he said slowly and carefully, shaking the ball. Then he turned it over. "Signs point to yes?"
"Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck!" he said loudly. He had no idea what he was going to do now. For some reason the wonderful Magic 8-ball that got him into this position just stopped working... and it was at a bad time. How in the hell was he going to handle this in front of his dad? He'd kill him for sure, if not castrate him... or disown him at the least, kicking him out of the house. Where would he go? What would he do?
He shook his head. "Fuck! I hope my dad never catches on," he whispered, looking at the ceiling. He dropped the ball onto the bed and it gently rolled away to a stop.
Suddenly he noticed Emmanuelle standing in the doorway. "What's that?" she asked.
"Oh, uh... how long have you been standing there?" He started to get scared. Did she hear the wish about her? What the fuck? This day was going bad quickly!
"Only a moment," she lied. She'd actually been standing there from his first what-the-fuck, wondering what was making him so upset. "What is that?" she asked, sounding a little scared. The presence of the black ball with the white dot on it filled her with fear as she remembered her dreams. Her dreams of wishes being fulfilled, of her being forced to being addicted.
"It's just some stupid toy," Vince lied. "It obviously nothing." He stood. "I'll go get cleaned up first, if you don't mind," he said, dejectedly walking out the door.
Emmanuelle walked over the bed and picked up the ball. She turned it over and looked at the viewer. "Make it a wish? What kind of answer is that. I'd never heard of that one before."
"Wait, wait wait! What's it say?" Vince asked, sticking his head in the door excitedly.
"Uh... it's a question. Make it a wish? I have no idea what that means."
"Yes!" Vince yelled. "Hell yes!" Emmanuelle looked at him in surprise. "What does it mean, Vince?"
"Never mind! It means things are going to be ok." He quickly disappeared into the bathroom and closed the door, hooting with joy, his mood obviously lifted immensely. She heard the water start running in the shower.
"What in the world..." Emmanuelle asked, looking at the black sphere in her hand. And then things started becoming clear to her. She never thought of being with Vince like this before, running away to some cabin in the woods... away from her husband and baby. And, before two days ago, she'd never thought about being sexual with Vince in any way... never even in a casual thought or fantasy.
And now... she can't stop thinking about him. Why? And what was this about wishing she no longer wanted his cock?
Maybe... just maybe... her dreams were right. Just maybe Vince was controlling her somehow through the Magic 8-ball. That would explain why she can't stop thinking about him. That would explain why she did what she did. That would explain why he tried to wish away her desire for him before they left for home. And that would explain why he made his casual wish for his father not to catch them.
How was it possible, though? She looked at the innocuous black plastic ball in her hands, shaking her head. This is crazy.
But the more she thought about it, the more angry she became. She was angry that she needed him so badly. She was angry that she was manipulated like that. And, now, this was going to be her life forever?



He did this to me, she thought, idly looking at the bedroom door towards the bathroom. He... did... this... to... me! For his own, selfish pleasure. "You bastard!" she whispered.
She whispered a wish to the ball and then shook it. Holding her breath and turning it over to look at the viewer, she read... "Wish fulfilled!" Then, smiling, she took the ball, threw it in the trash, then took out the bag and walked it to the outside bin.
She breathed a sigh of relief knowing that her revenge was complete, and started packing.
*****
The nearly three-hour drive home was going to be long, Vince knew, especially knowing how horny Emmanuelle was. And, for some reason, just knowing that made him horny. This was going to be great, he thought. All the fun and no repercussions!
Even before they got done packing he felt a strong desire to suck on her tits again. It felt a little weird, but he felt it was probably just the stress of going home and having a different life now. And, while before, he was focused more on her breasts, for some reason he had a strong need to lick her pussy, too.
"One for the road?" he asked Emmanuelle, caressing her breasts from behind her as they stood behind the car, their bags now in the trunk. Emmanuelle giggled as she closed the trunk lid. He turned her towards him, his hands on her hips.
"You're impossible!" she said. She smiled, glad that his need came before hers struck.
"Let's just say I'm hungry for you," he laughed as he pulled her shirt up and over her breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra, and he bent down and caught her nipple in his mouth. He sucked as she stroked his head, moaning softly. Then he moved to her other breast.
Emmanuelle giggled and then moaned. She liked that he was so hungry for her. She liked that she was the object of his constant attention.
It seemed like it took a long time for them to finally get on the road, but they did, laughing together. And as he drove, her hand caressed his inner thigh, at first, and then, giggling, she unfastened his pants and touched his cloth-covered erection.
"Damn!" he moaned as her fingers pulled his cock out and began stroking him.
"I'm hungry this time," she said, unfastening her seatbelt and moving to her knees on the seat. "I know you want my pussy... but I want your cock first." She moved over towards him, and slid him into her mouth.
She slid her mouth up and down, slowly, sucking on him, swirling her tongue over and around the head, making him groan. God it felt so damn good! That Magic 8-ball was going to be so awesome to use. He'll get money... more girls... anything he wants. It was all just a simple wish away. He leaned back in his seat and put his hand on her ass, squeezing it. He couldn't wait to get in her shorts again. He was going to need it soon.
But her hand and mouth distracted him. God... he was getting close. She was so good at milking him dry, no matter where they were. "Oh yeah," he moaned. "I'm cumming..."
"By the way," she said, sucking on the head for a moment, her hand moving quickly up and down his shaft, just how she knew he liked. "Your special, little Magic 8-ball..."
Vince's body tightened... he was so close. God, please don't let me wreck, he thought. His mind, though, started registering what she was saying. "What?" he asked in a haze of pleasure.
"I threw it away," she said, just as he started cumming. "Oh, yes... cum for me..."
Vince's legs tightened a little and he pushed himself back into his seat as his orgasm overtook him. He had a little trouble steering as the first few sprays launched from him cock, but recovered quickly enough.
Emmanuelle's mouth quickly descended on his shaft, sucking and licking, taking all of his cum into her mouth as he came down. Then she sat up, wiping the cum from her lips and face, licking and sucking it off her hand and fingers as she played with it in her mouth. She put her seatbelt on and fastened herself back into her seat as Vince watched her in utter disbelief.
"You... you threw it... away?" he asked. The thought completely confused him. Why the hell would she do that?
She turned towards him, smirking, swallowing his cum as he watched. "Yes. And I added a little wish of my own, too." She unfastened her shorts and pushed them down her long legs as he watched, helpless, still in shock.
He brought his hand to his head, trying to think. What could he do? They could drive back and go through all the trash. But... but it was probably picked up by the cleaning crew by now. Fuck! There was no other choice! He had to have that 8-ball.
"You know what I think?" she asked, spreading her legs and lightly touching her bare pussy. "I think you should pull over and lick my pussy. How does that sound? I know you feel obsessed with mommy's pussy, don't you? You can't stop thinking about it. You don't want to live without it, do you? You can't even imagine life without it. It looks so good your mouth is watering even now."
Everything Vince was thinking about suddenly vanished as his mind became consumed with Emmanuelle's pussy. Nothing else mattered all of the sudden. He just needed her pussy. He wasn't exactly the safest driver, but he quickly pulled off the street onto a more deserted side-street and put the car in park.
"Yeah... I um..." he panted and began mumbling something she couldn't discern. He was simply unable to look at anything except her pussy, unable to think about anything else.
Emmanuelle opened her door and pushed her seat all the way back as Vince got out of the car and ran around to the passenger side. Kneeling on the stones, he slid his face between her thighs and felt contentment. All his worries just melted away with every lick. This was where he belonged.
"Nothing else will matter, Vince," Emmanuelle said, stroking his hair. "All you need is me. Nothing else." He worked his tongue magically over her clit, sending pleasure radiating all over her body. "You got us into this," she said. "Now you have to face the consequences."
"Give yourself to mommy, sweetheart. Do what mommy says."
*****
The shop was growing even darker as the sun fell into the horizon. The tall, pale, black-haired, busty clerk was walking among the shelves, dusting and arranging the items, preparing to close for the night.
She smiled when she saw the Magic 8-Ball appear on the desk beside the register and walked over to it and picked it up. Slowly she walked it back over to the shelves to put it where it belonged.
"Did you have fun, little one?" she asked and turned it over to look in the viewing window. 'Yes definitely' it read. "That makes me so happy," she smiled. "I can't see who your next owner will be quite yet, but, rest assured, you'll be with someone again soon."
She turned the ball over again and read from the viewing window, and giggled. "You may rely on it."
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Andrew was driving home after work on Thursday night, driving through a suburban neighborhood that he didn't frequent often. In fact, he didn't know why he was driving this way at all. It really was a longer way home than his normal route. But the sun was shining and the sky was blue on this beautiful June day, that he really didn't mind too much.
It wasn't that there was anyone waiting for him at home. He'd been divorced from Nicole now for seven years and his now eighteen year old daughter, Mackenzie, was living with her. He wasn't looking forward to coming home to an empty house, making yet another microwave dinner, and settling in for TV for the night. Just like every other night.
A yard sale ahead caught his attention. He didn't know why, since he rarely visited them. He didn't need anything and certainly didn't need anything used. But something made him stop.
He parked his car on the side of the road and checked his rearview mirror before opening the door. There were three ladies looking over the tables that dotted the front lawn, each filled with clothing, toys, exercise equipment, and kitchen gadgets.
An older gentleman, probably in his seventies was sitting at a table that contained what looked like a cash box. He was the owner. Andrew nodded at him as he briefly looked over the tables.
Then... something special caught his eye. It was a giant, stuffed bear, about the size of a smaller man, propped up and sitting in a rocking chair beside one of the tables.
"Now that's interesting," he mumbled. He walked over to it and looked it over, looking for damage or tears, but it looked in really good shape. He picked it up and felt it's weight... not too heavy, but it did have some weight to it. It was certainly well made.
A hand-written price tag was pinned to it's ear and said it was $50.
"And the price looks good. I bet she'd love it," he said to himself.
"You like that?" an older gentleman asked, making him jump. He had no idea where he came from so suddenly. He looked thin and frail, but his muscle tone was unmistakable. Andrew couldn't place his age, but knew he had to be at least eighty years old.
"Yeah, I do," Andrew said. "Is this your yard sale?"
"Oh no," the older gentleman said. "This is Willie's sale. I'm just here to help him."
Andrew extended his hand. "Andrew," he said.
The older man extended his hand, which felt cold and boney as Andrew clasped and shook it. "Randy."
"How old is this, if I might ask?" Andrew said. "It looks like it's in great shape."
"Oh, I couldn't even hazard a guess at it's age, I'm afraid," the old man said. "Things like that come into a family for a season and then when their usefulness wanes, go to another family. I think Willie here's had it for thirty years or so."
"Thirty years?" Andrew said, surprised. "Wow... it's in remarkable shape then."
"Would you like to take it home?" Randy asked, a smile creasing his gaunt face, his teeth showing, making Andrew shiver. He looked very sinister when he smiled. "It needs a new home now."
"Oh... well... I was thinking about it actually," Andrew said. "My daughter is having a birthday party this weekend and she collects stuffed bears. This would be really something unique to add to her collection."
"Very nice," Randy smiled again. "And there are a few special features of the bear as well."
"Features?"
"It's not just a toy, you see," Randy said. "This one is also useful for security. There is an embedded security camera and microphone in the head that you can access to watch over your little one and make sure she's safe."
"Well... um... that can come in handy. My daughter isn't little, mind you... she's turning nineteen this weekend. But her mother is having some issues with her sneaking out and maybe I can use this to keep tabs on her."
"Yes... a wonderful use indeed. Maybe she won't sneak out as much then."
"Does it connect over Wifi or something?"
Randy took the glasses from the bear's face and handed them to Andrew. "These glasses connect to the bear to allow you to see and hear. Try them on."
Andrew put the thin, plastic glasses on and within seconds, it was as if he was seeing from the bear's point of view. He saw the tables and the lower part of his body standing there. "Oh... wow!" he said, surprised. He pulled the glasses off.
"Ok... um... I'll take it."
"Wonderful!" Randy said.
Andrew picked up the bear and walked with it as Randy led him to Willie's table. When Willie looked up at them, his face immediately changed. He didn't look too happy.
"I wasn't going to sell that," he muttered to Randy, a mix of anger and sadness written on his face.
"Now, now, Willie. You and Crystal no longer need it. It should go to another home, now. To someone else who can use it."
"I know... but..."
"We talked about this Willie. Remember?" Randy asked as if scolding his friend.
"Yes... I know... but..."
"This is Andrew. He wants to give it to his daughter, Mackenzie, for her birthday this weekend."
Andrew was startled for a moment. "How did you know my daughter's name?"
"Oh... I don't know. I'm sure you must have mentioned it while we were talking," Randy said, looking a little puzzled.
"I... I guess," Andrew said. Everything felt so strange... so out of place and eerie, even in the bright sunshine. He couldn't wait to get away from here. "It's... uh... fifty bucks, right?"
Willie looked down and put his hands in his lap as if in defiance. "Willie, take the good man's money and let the bear go."
Willie looked up at Randy with tears in his eyes. Then he turned his attention to Andrew. "Yes... fifty," he said curtly.
Andrew felt sorry for the man. He guessed there was some kind of bond between he and Crystal that the bear helped him with and he was probably sad to see it go. Andrew could understand. He'd felt his bond with his own daughter disappear over time, too.
After their divorce, when Mackenzie was only twelve, he only got to see her every-other weekend... and it didn't feel like enough. She was growing up... and growing up without him. And when she turned eighteen, she visited far less frequently. The last time he saw her was three months ago. The last time he even talked to her was a month ago, and that was barely even a conversation.
He handed Willie fifty dollars in cash and carried the bear to his car, setting it in the front seat like it was an adult, sliding the seatbelt over it to keep it in place.
*****
"Oh my gosh! Thanks daddy!" Mackenzie gushed when he handed her the bear on Saturday, a bright red bow tied to its head.
"Happy birthday, Mack!" he said, smiling, giving her a hug. It was so good to see her smiling like that. It really had been so long since he'd seen her. And to see her this happy warmed his heart.
She hugged it tightly as she took it from his arms and carried it back to her bedroom. When she emerged again, he took her hand and walked her to the car where they went to dinner to celebrate her nineteenth birthday.
*****
It was only a week later that Nicole, his ex-wife called.
"I need you to help me with this Andrew," she said.
"I'm not sure what I can do."
"She's... she's just not the daughter I raised," she said, sounding extremely concerned. "She talks back to me all the time and she's just leaving the house for Heaven's sake. I'm really worried about her. I don't know what's happened to her. Did she say anything to you about it?"
"No... nothing," he said. He couldn't imagine what she was going through that would cause her to behave like this.
"Can you call her or talk to her or something?"
"Ok... ok... I'll call her and see what I can do," he said.
"Please do. And don't just put it aside this time, ok," she said. Andrew could feel the insult and felt a strong desire to say something back. This was typical of their conversations... no matter what it was about... no matter how it started... she always had to put a dig in there, something that always led to a fight between them. But this wasn't the time to start a fight.
He closed his eyes, trying to control his emotions. "I said I'll call her, ok?" he said slowly and calmly. "Is she home now?"
"Yes. For now."
"Ok."
Nicole hung up the phone. He pulled his phone from his ear and looked at it, almost in disbelief that she just hung up like that, and shook his head.
Nicole truly was concerned for her daughter and must really need his help and support if she was calling him about it. She never called him. He picked up his phone, getting ready to call Mackenzie, when another thought crossed his mind. He got out of his chair and walked into the kitchen. He slowly opened the junk drawer and pulled out the little, plastic glasses that came with the Daddy Buddy Bear.
Then he made his way back to his chair and sat down. He eyed them for a moment. They looked so cheap and fragile. He had no idea how they could hold any electronics or even work at all since he didn't set them up for his Wifi. But it was worth a try.
He turned the TV off and slid the glasses into place. In seconds, he saw into Mackenzie's bedroom as if he was sitting in the corner, looking at her bed. He could hear her music in the background, some kind of heavy-beat rap.
"Oh wow," he said, feeling a little shocked from the change. He brought his hands up, but couldn't see them at all.
"Yes, Mom," he heard Mackenzie's sarcastic voice out of his field of view. Then he watched as Mackenzie walked into the room and closed the door behind her. She grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it off, quickly stripping down to her frilly bra beneath. It startled him at first, and he tried to cover his eyes, tried to look away, but no matter what he did or where he looked, he always saw what the bear saw.
He swallowed hard as she reached behind herself and unfastened her bra, sliding it off and tossing it into her dirty clothes basket. He'd never seen her breasts before. They weren't large... just perfect for her frame, he thought. She was probably a B-cup but with puffy, pink nipples that almost begged to be sucked.
This was so wrong, he thought, but... he couldn't stop watching her.
She slid her shorts off and jumped onto the bed, only wearing her frilly panties. She bunched her pillows against the headboard and leaned back into them. One knee was bent and turned outward, while the other leg was extended as she caressed her body.
He watched, helplessly, as one of her hands slid over her panties and she began touching herself.
"Oh my God," he gasped.
Suddenly the bear spoke, surprising them both. "Hiya! I'm Daddy Buddy Bear! It's a perfect day to have some fun!" it said in a sing-song voice.
Mackenzie jumped and pulled her hand away from her pussy, looking directly at Andrew... well, the bear.
"You talk?" Mackenzie asked.
"How 'bout a Daddy Buddy Bear hug?"
Andrew watched as Mackenzie slid out of the bed and walked towards him, her breasts lightly bouncing.
"I'm a little bear with a big heart!"
"Aw... I'll hug you Daddy Buddy Bear." Mackenzie took him up into her arms and gave him a big hug. Andrew felt her arms around him, squeezing him. At first it scared him, but then felt more soothing. It had been so long since Mackenzie had hugged him like that.
"What a great hug!" the bear said. "Being friends with you is the best!"
Mackenzie carried the bear to the bed and propped him up against the headboard, beside her. "You'll be a good friend, Daddy Buddy Bear," she said. She lifted one knee again and pushed it to the side as her hand slid down her thigh, going back down to her panties... down to touch herself over the thin material.
Andrew took a deep breath. He now had a ring-side seat to her masturbation session.
She slid her hand inside her panties, slowly, and Andrew could see her fingers working by the bumps moving inside her panties. They slowly circled her clit and then slowly slid inside. He could hear her soft moans, even with the music playing.
Her other hand slid over her breasts, playing with her nipple, making them even harder.
"God," Andrew gasped. He couldn't believe he was sitting here, right beside his daughter, watching her masturbate. He felt his cock throb in his pants and, almost unconsciously, unfastened them and pushed them down. His hand wrapped around his shaft and he stroked it, slowly.
"Best friends make the best fun!" the bear suddenly said. "Let the fun begin!"
Mackenzie giggled, turning to watch the bear for a second before pushing her panties down and off her legs. She then bent both knees, opening her legs wide, exposing her beautiful pussy to her working fingers.
Andrew was almost panting as he watched her fingers first plunge deep inside her pussy and then swirl over her clit a few times. She was moving faster, her breathing more raspy as she got more and more excited.
"Give me a kiss!" the bear said, interrupting her. She leaned over and, grabbing his head and turning him, gently kissed his nose. To Andrew, it felt just like she kissed him and it startled him.
"Oh my God," he gasped and touched his lips. "This can't be happening."
Mackenzie then pulled back, as if in surprise, but then smiled. Andrew could feel her hands touch the bear's face... touch his face... as she felt around it. She was searching for something.
She smiled again when her fingers touched his nose and mouth. She pulled the bear down to it's back. Andrew was now looking up at the ceiling, with Mackenzie off to the side, smiling down at him.
"Let's have a party!" the bear said suddenly.
"My thoughts exactly," Mackenzie giggled as she kicked her leg over the bear, giving Andrew an incredible view of her wet, swollen pussy. She was either shaved, or she had very light hair as he could easily see her swollen lips.
Mackenzie shuffled forward until her pussy was right above Andrew's... the bear's... face and then settled down on it. "Oh fuck!" she moaned as she started grinding against it.
Andrew could barely breathe. It was like his own daughter was grinding her pussy on his face, covering his nose and mouth with her pussy. He felt the desire... the need... to slide his tongue out and taste her.
She gasped when she felt the vibrations from the bear's nose slide between her lips and over her clit. It felt even better than any vibrator she'd ever used. She pushed down harder, slid her hips forward and back even faster, enjoying the heavenly pleasure.
"Oh my God... oh my God... fuck!" she panted as she quickly neared her orgasm. "Lick my pussy Daddy... Buddy... Bear... yes... yes... oh fuck!"
A moment later, she came, her body trembling on the bear's mouth... on Andrew's mouth. He could, surprisingly, taste her. And it almost felt like her juices covered his face.
"Wow! That was great fun!" the bear said and Mackenzie laughed.
"Yes it was," she said, kissing the bear again. Then she flipped over and turned off the light, settling into the covers beside him. She draped her arm over him, hugging him, and fell asleep.
Andrew took off the glasses and noticed that he'd also cum. He didn't even realize it, but his sticky fluids were all over the front of his t-shirt and hand. He panted as he got out of his chair, undressed, and cleaned up before sliding into bed himself.
Although he fell asleep, it was a very restless sleep.
*****
Through the entire next day, Andrew walked around in a daze. His dreams tormented him, as he dreamed of Mackenzie again and again. He dreamed about wanting her... wanting to taste her... wanting to fuck her. Over and over, in his dreams, he found a way to have her in the end. And it was always by him coercing her one way or another.
He turned on the TV again after dinner and started watching it. He was slightly distracted, but after working out a little and cleaning a little, he'd finally gotten her out of his mind. At least for the most part.
But when 10pm rolled around, he had the sudden, uncontrollable urge to put the glasses on again and see what Mackenzie was doing. The glasses were on the stand beside him and he looked at them, trying to resist the urge. He swallowed as he remembered how Mack made him feel just the night before, how sexy she was and how hard he came.
He reached out and grabbed the glasses, taking another look at them. Still, he had no idea how they would work. But he knew they did. He knew too well that they did. He exhaled hard as he slid them onto his face, before settling back in his chair.
In just moments, he was looking at his daughter again from the bear's chair.
"Hiya! I'm Daddy Buddy Bear! It's a perfect day to have some fun!" the bear said.
"Daddy Buddy Bear!" Mackenzie squealed. She walked over to the bear and lifted him up, carrying him towards her bed. In just moments, he was looking at his daughter again. He... or the bear... was sitting on the floor at the foot of her bed. Mackenzie was just off to the side, undressing again.
"I love to play with friends like you," the bear said, making Mackenzie giggle.
"I love to play with friends like you, too, Daddy," she said as she sat on the end of the bed, totally naked.
"I'm a little bear with a big heart!"
She giggled again. "That's not the only big thing I'm looking for Daddy, but that's a start." Slowly she pushed her knees apart and, licking her lips, pried her pussy lips open with her fingers, exposing her wet, pink insides to Andrew.
"If there's one thing I know you can't get enough of, it's this, isn't it?" she asked, pointing to her spread-open pussy. "I know. Like so many others, my Daddy Buddy Bear just loves some pussy. How wet it is. How pink it is. With my nice, meaty lips. Perfect for licking. Wouldn't you say?"
"Fuck," Andrew hissed in surprise. He quickly unfastened his pants and pushed them down, his cock throbbing as it was set free. His hand instantly grabbed it, slowly stroking it as he watched Mackenzie circle her clit with her fingertip.
"For some reason, you just love lips," she said. "Pink and pretty. Perfect to put your little mouth on." She patted her clit with her fingertip. "Yeah... just like that."
Mackenzie slid her finger inside her wetness, just a little. "I know what you want to do. And I bet you're already doing it, aren't you?" She smiled, giving Andrew shivers. How could his daughter know what he was doing?
"Uh huh," she continued, smiling at him... smiling at the bear. "You're jerking off. You're jerking it for me. Jerking it for my pussy."
God, she did know! At least she guessed correctly. And that was just what he needed. He needed to jerk for her, for her beautiful body... for her wet and tasty pussy.
"I have an idea," she giggled. "I know you want to cum. And you're gonna cum. You're gonna cum so hard for me. These lips are gonna make you cum. But I want you to cum right when I do."
Her fingertips circled her clit more rapidly now and she moaned like she was so close. The way she moaned, the way she moved, the way she closed her eyes as she neared her orgasm was simply too much for him. His dick was really throbbing now, ready to explode.
Her fingertips were circling her clit rapidly. "Be careful. I don't want you to cum too soon." She laughed softly as she pulled her fingers from her pussy, letting her orgasm subside as well.
"Oh, fuck," she panted. "Mmm... jerk your dick, Daddy Buddy Bear," she said sliding her fingers inside her wetness once again. "Are you jerking it to my beautiful pussy?"
"When we play together, happiness happens!" the bear suddenly said, making Mackenzie giggle again.
"Mmhmm," she smiled. "Oh yes it does." She licked all her fingertips and then used them all to stroke from the bottom of her pussy to the top several times, lightly, feeling every sensitive spot shoot pleasure into her body. "Oh... that's good," she moaned.



Her fingers them moved back to circling her clit. "Yesss... yeah... yeah," she panted. "Jerk it harder... and faster."
His hand moved more quickly up and down his shaft and he played with his balls for a second. He was getting close again and knew it was going to be messy.
"But don't spill your load before... mmm... before you see my pussy squirt," she said, making him slow down a little. After a few seconds rest, with his orgasm subsided once again, he started stroking faster again.
"Yeah... like that... I want that," she panted. "Put your lips right up against these ones, Daddy Buddy Bear."
Andrew could hear the squelching sounds of her pussy, sucking on her fingers. She was getting so wet.
"Mmm... oh," she panted, sliding her finger deep inside herself. "Ooh, yeah. Ooh... Oh yeah."
She was moaning louder and louder and he was suddenly scared that her mother would hear and interrupt them. No... he didn't want that to happen. He was too close!
"Yes... Yeah, you can't resist those lips. Oh yeah." She suddenly licked two fingers and slid them both inside herself, while her other hand teased her clit. "Ooh... watch me... watch me... and listen to that pussy. It's so wet. Ooh... yeah... Uh... Yeah, you love that?"
"It's a perfect day to have some fun!" Daddy Buddy Bear said. His electronic voice even sounded a little aroused to Andrew. He used both hands on his cock, swirling his palm over the head, driving him quickly towards his orgasm now.
"Yeah, that feels so good," Mack panted. She was breathing rapidly and Andrew knew she was so close to her orgasm. "You ready for it? Yeah... You ready to cum? I bet you are."
She closed her eyes, her chest rising and falling with her panting breaths, each one coming out in a moan. "Ooh... ooh... ooh."
Andrew watched, from just a few inches away, as Mack's pussy started throbbing, her juices spraying out all over him as she came, her hand swiping back and forth across her clit rapidly. And that made him cum, too. God... so much... so hard. His body tightened up and he grunted as his cum ejected from him, again and again. He could feel it fall on his chest and abdomen again.
He watched as Mackenzie pulled her fingers away and licked them clean. She smiled down at him, shaking her head as she came down from her orgasm. "Yeah... just like that. Just like that."
"I like sharing hugs with you," Daddy Buddy Bear said. "Would you like to share a hug?"
Mackenzie giggled, breathing hard still, as she bent over and picked him up. She pulled him against her body in a big hug. Andrew could feel the heat of her body, her pointed nipples digging into his chest as her arms seemed to wrap around him.
"I love you Daddy Buddy Bear." Suddenly she gasped and looked him in the eye. "Another secret?" she asked, pulling him away for a moment. She put the bear on her bed again and Andrew could just barely see her searching between the bear's legs. He couldn't imagine what she was looking for.
Suddenly she giggled and smiled, happy with whatever new discovery she made.
"When we play together, happiness happens!" the bear said joyfully.
"Yes it does, especially when you have little surprises for me like this," she said. She kicked her leg over and sat on his abdomen, her swaying tits right over Andrew's face. He wished he could take one in his mouth and suck on it.
She adjusted her position slightly and then lowered her pussy to the bear. Andrew was shocked as he felt the heat and wetness of her pussy cover his cock as she began grinding into it.
"Oh... that's so good... yes," she moaned.
Andrew could hear vibrations down by his cock... the bear's cock... or groin area... or... FUCK!... whatever! This was getting so hard for him to keep straight! Whatever it was, Mack was loving how it felt against her pussy as she pressed against it harder, swiveling her hips faster and faster.
"Surprise! It's me, Daddy Buddy Bear. I just LOVE surprises!" the bear said again, making Mack giggle. The bear giggled, too, and said "That tickles! I've always dreamed for a friend like you."
Suddenly Mack moved her hips even more rapidly, panting hard as she ground her pussy against the bear, sliding against the bear's vibrating groin. She was wild and needy, moaning every time the vibrations hit her clit.
"Fuck, yes, Daddy... Buddy... Bear," she hissed, barely able to speak.
Andrew grunted yet again, feeling his cock pulsing, loving the feel of her pussy grinding against him. God... his hands weren't even on his cock. How was this even possible?
Suddenly he felt her hips shudder, her wetness pouring out of her as she froze above him. Her eyes were closed tightly, the muscles of her arms and legs tightly contracted as she came.
She then pulled away and lay down on the bed out of sight. Andrew was panting heavily, too, laying back in his living room chair, his cock finally deflating after erupting a second time.
"Oh my God," Mackenzie whispered, breathing heavily.
"Wow! That was great!" Daddy Buddy Bear said happily.
"Fuck yeah it was!" Mackenzie agreed, giggling. She pulled the bear up beside her again and turned off the light. She hugged him tightly as she fell asleep.
Andrew pulled the plastic glasses from his eyes and looked at them, his hands trembling. He couldn't believe what was happening. And couldn't believe how much he wanted more.
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Andrew couldn't help himself at all after that. He felt almost addicted. Every chance he got the next day, he put on the glasses, just hoping Mack was playing with her Daddy Buddy Bear. But again and again he was disappointed that she wasn't even in the room. Until finally... she was. It was about 8:30pm and he'd just finished his dinner. He thought he'd check before he even turned on the TV.
"Hiya! I'm Daddy Buddy Bear! It's a perfect day to have some fun!" the bear said happily.
"Daddy Buddy Bear!" Mackenzie squealed again. She seemed so happy that he spoke to her again. She was laying beside him on the bed, turned towards him, her hand obviously playing between her legs.
She sat up on her knees, completely naked, her breasts slightly bouncing beneath her. "I've been waiting for you!" she squealed happily, bouncing slightly.
"I've been waiting for you, too, babe," Andrew whispered, his hand stroking his cock. He'd taken off all his clothes in preparation for this moment.
"Let's play some more. You're fun to be with," the bear said.
"That's exactly what I wanted to do, too," Mack said. She grabbed the bear and pulled him over her as she lay on her back. She kicked her legs out around the bear, settling him between them.
Andrew was looking down at her as a lover might, kneeling between her legs in the missionary position. She looked so absolutely beautiful. His eyes couldn't take enough of her in.
Slowly she pulled the bear's head lower, directing its mouth right at her pussy. She pulled hard, forcing the bear's nose right onto her clit, making Andrew gasp for a moment so that he wasn't smothered.
He could almost feel the vibrations begin as she ground him against her pussy, sliding his mouth and nose deeper inside her, then slipping it up around her clit.
"Yeah," she moaned, closing her eyes for a moment.
Andrew started stroking his cock as he tasted her sweet pussy. It was a taste he would never tire of. He only wished he could grab her thighs and slip her clit between his lips to let him suck on her.
Suddenly, the sound changed, and they both heard it. "Fuck!" Mackenzie practically yelled as she looked down at the bear, her mouth opened in pleasure. "Another fucking surprise!"
Andrew could feel his lips form a circle, could feel himself almost sucking as his lips seemingly latched onto her clit. Mackenzie trembled, her eyes half closing as she moaned over and over. She moved his head slightly, allowing the suction to release her clit, only to move it back and grab it once again. She loved teasing herself.
"Oh my God... fuck..." Mackenzie moaned, pulling him away for a moment. She pushed him back onto the bed again and kicked her leg over the bear. She moved her hips until her pussy hovered over Andrew's groin again, then pushed down until the vibrations started once more.
Helpless, Andrew watched her slowly slide her hips forward and back, grinding against his... the bear's... cock. Her pussy was so hot and wet against him but he wanted more... so much more.
Suddenly Mackenzie stopped and looked down at the bear's groin, grinning. "Oh my God! What in the hell? You are so full of surprises tonight!" she said in wonder. She reached down between her legs blindly as Andrew watched her eyes close and her mouth open in a silent gasp. Then he felt his cock become encased in heat and wetness, flesh squeezing him slowly down the length of his shaft. He put his hands on his head and knew it wasn't his doing.
Somehow, the bear was fucking her! He knew that what he felt was her pussy sliding onto him... sliding onto the bear's hidden cock!
"Yes... oh my God. You're so big Daddy Buddy Bear." Suddenly Mackenzie moved more rapidly, grinding her hips against the bear, but moving up and down, driving it's cock in and out of her wetness. She was wild and needy, moaning every time the fake, vibrating cock filled her insides.
"Fuck, yes, Daddy... Buddy... Bear," she hissed, barely able to speak.
Andrew grunted yet again, feeling his cock pulsing, loving the feel of her pussy covering him, squeezing him. God... how was this even possible?
Suddenly he felt her pussy contract, squeezing his cock, milking his cock, as she froze above him. Her eyes were closed tightly, the muscles of her arms and legs tightly contracted as she came. Spittle dripped from her lips onto his face as she was unable to even close her mouth.
She then pulled away and lay down on the bed out of sight, panting loudly. Andrew was panting heavily, too, his cock finally deflating after erupting all over his stomach and chest.
"Oh my God," Mackenzie whispered, breathing heavily.
"Wow! That was great!" Daddy Buddy Bear said happily.
"Fuck yeah it was!" she agreed. She pulled the bear up beside her again and turned off the light. She hugged him tightly as she fell asleep.
Andrew pulled the plastic glasses from his eyes, his hands shaking. He could disbelieve all he wanted. He might never understand how it was even possible. But one thing was certain... through this bear... his daughter just fucked him.
*****
He checked again the next day, every chance he got. He was definitely getting addicted. And every time Mackenzie was in the room, the bear would loudly and happily announce itself. "Hiya! I'm Daddy Buddy Bear! It's a perfect day to have some fun!"
And Mackenzie never failed in squealing her joy as the bear seemingly came alive after a long wait. "Daddy Buddy Bear!"
She fucked the bear, more and more, as if she was just as addicted to it. Every time, it was as if she were waiting for him, naked and ready to fuck again. And every night Andrew watched her... and felt everything that happened... felt like she was fucking him instead of the bear. And every night he had an amazing orgasm right along with her.
*****
"It's getting worse, Andrew," Nicole said on the phone.
"What's she doing?"
"Talking back, still... not doing her chores... not studying," Nicole said, obviously upset. "She locks herself in her room for hours. And in just the last couple of weeks, she also started going out... a lot more... late at night, and not coming home until four or five in the morning! I am completely at my wits end!"
"I can talk to her, but I don't know if that'll do anything," he offered.
"What I want you to do is take her for the rest of the summer," Nicole said, frustrated. "Get her away from here. And maybe you can do something to reign her in. I have a feeling we're going to have to move away from here."
"Ok, ok," Andrew relented. He knew he would see Mackenzie even less if they moved further away. "I'll get her room ready. When do you want to bring her over?"
*****
So, the first week of August, Mackenzie, carrying a suitcase in one hand and her Daddy Buddy Bear in the other, came to live with him. Nicole didn't even get out of the car as Mackenzie walked into the house. Andrew stood by the car window, talking to Nicole.
"Are you still thinking about moving," he asked.
"Most likely. People at the school and around town are really starting to talk about her," Nicole said, trying to keep her voice down, as Mackenzie put her stuff in her new bedroom. "They're saying she's a... a... a slut. They're saying she's fucked half the school already, if not half the town. Pardon my French."
"Oh my God," Andrew said. "How in the hell do things like this get started? She's a good girl. Who's saying things like this?"
"I don't know, I just hear about it," Nicole said, concerned. "But I'm hoping you have more luck with keeping her at home while we figure out what to do," Nicole said, lifting her hands up in frustration. "She's yours now. Ok?"
Andrew nodded, concern growing inside him. He gave a curt wave to Nicole as she pulled out of his driveway and he walked into the house.
"Mack?" he called out, wondering where she was. He guessed she was back in her bedroom and walked down the short hallway. Her door was closed, so he gave a quick knock and then opened it.
Mackenzie was laying back on her bed, watching a video or something on her phone, while her other hand was in her panties. She had already taken off her pants
"Um... hey," he said, looking away, embarrassed. "Can I talk to you for a moment."
"Yeah, sure," she said, almost sounding bored, not at all caring that he just caught her masturbating. She sat up and stopped whatever was playing on her phone.
"Can you, like, cover up or something?" he asked, embarrassed that she was just wearing panties.
"What? Oh my gosh!" Mackenzie put a pillow on her lap, hiding herself from him.
"I've been talking to your mom and we think it probably would be best if you both maybe moved to another town or something."
"No!" she said quickly. "I have three years left of college here!"
"Well... we can't have you being bullied," he said. "I just... it just seems strange to me that you're being bullied at this school. I don't know what else we can do."
"I don't want to go to another college," she said. "I like it here. All my friends are at this school. And... I'm nineteen now. You can't make me go anywhere. I want to stay."
"Listen... sweetheart," he said. He didn't know what else to do or say. "I'm sorry. I just... I just can't have you being bullied like this. And... you know... I know you're not what they say you are. We just can't stand by and let people say these things about you. And your mom says it's getting worse. A lot of these guys are making up lies about you and name calling you. For the life of me, I don't understand why these people say these things about you. You're an angel. You've never said a harsh word about anybody."
"Just let them talk, the fuckers! Who cares?" she said.
"Oh my God, Mack. Language!" he said. She just looked at him, not caring at all that he was upset with her foul language. "I care!" he said. "These slimeball kids are saying things and ruining your reputation. You live in a small town. Word gets around."
"What if I said I don't mind my... reputation," she said, fingering air quotes around the word.
"What?" he asked in disbelief. Of course she had to care about her reputation.
"I like being called a slut. I think it's kinda hot," she said, smiling. She reached down and squeezed her breast as if even saying that excited her.
"What are you talking about?" he asked, completely taken aback by her attitude.
"Have you ever heard of nymphomania?" she asked, taking the pillow off her lap and putting it back by the headboard. She got up on her knees, looking at him. "Daddy, I like sex so much, it torments me. It's all I can think about. My pussy gets so wet and my nipples get throbbing hard. And... I just think of having a big, hard cock in me all the time. I can't sleep and I can't eat. All I wanna do is fuck."
He shook his head in disbelief. "What? Did... Those guys said that they'd slept with you... and... what? It's true?" he asked.
"Yeah, of course it's true! Sex is like a drug to me. I crave it." She crawled closer to the side of the bed. "But, of course, I want to do it in a way that I know is safe, Daddy. I mean, I know I've been doing it in a dangerous way. I do come to my senses once I have an orgasm."
Her body was swaying seductively, almost hypnotizing him. "Uh... what... what about if you just use your Daddy Buddy Bear or something and keep it at that? Or I can get you other toys even... And then, when you get your cravings, you can come in here... and... have some private time."
She looked at him suspiciously. "You know about my Daddy Buddy Bear?" she asked, looking surprised. "Daddy... did you know it was a sex toy when you bought it for me?"
"No... no, of course not," he said, defensively. "It was just... you know... something you've always collected."
"Surprise! It's me, Daddy Buddy Bear. I just LOVE surprises!" the bear said suddenly, and both looked at him for a second. Andrew could feel his cock begin to throb and he had to reach down and adjust himself while Mackenzie watched. There was something about that bear, he thought, as it smiled at him so innocently... something that wasn't right.
"Uh huh," she didn't believe him, and smiled deviously. "My Daddy Buddy Bear is a lot of fun, don't get me wrong... better than any other toy. But toys don't work for me so much any more. I need a real man. I need to be kissed. I need to be... touched." She reached forward and put her hand on his dick over his pants, taking him by surprise. "Daddy, I need to be fucked."
"Woah!" Andrew flinched backwards at her touch, disconnecting from her.
"It's a perfect day to have some fun!" the bear said again.
"Oh my God," he said, getting mad at the electronic bear. He felt his cock throbbing even more, wanting to break free. He could barely even think. "One of the guys said you were in a van with a bunch of frat guys. Is that true?"
Mack nodded, smiling as if recalling a fond memory. "I was walking around near campus and was trying to get into that new dance club, but the bouncer wouldn't take my ID. So, I ran into Tom and he was with a bunch of his friends. And... they wanted to take me to a house party, but there wasn't enough room in the van. So we found an old warehouse where there was this work table. They all laid me down on the table while they took their turns. First, they undressed me. One of them ate me out. The others had their hands all over my body." She slid her hands over her stomach and breasts, emphasizing her point.
"I really wanted Tom's cock in my mouth first, and I really wanted him to cum in my mouth. My little... wet... mouth. But, I knew he was holding back. So, there was another guy with a thick eight-inch cock and I had him put it in me." She giggled. "I thought he was going to split my pussy in two!"
Andrew put his hands on his head, angry at what they did to her. "Oh my God! We... we have to get you tested... right away."
"I already did, Daddy," she said. "Please, I'm not done with what happened. I was so wet and I was begging for his cum. The other guy, he was tall and skinny with tattoos up and down his arms and had a long, pierced cock. I had him fucking me so hard. It was like... it was like he was fucking all the way up to my throat. And then I had another guy cum in me. I had these two men with their cum dripping out of my wet, throbbing pussy. I could just feel it pouring out. And then Tom came in. At first he was romantic and it was too sweet for my tastes. But I started yelling at him to fuck my cunt harder and faster and that really encouraged him to fill me up."
Andrew closed his eyes and put his hands over his ears. He shook his head, trying to deny what he was hearing. Trying to deny what he was feeling. "Stop... baby..."
"But Daddy, I can't stop," she said, standing up and pulling his hands from his head. She stood between Andrew and the door. "I feel the pressure building inside of me." She put her hand on his chest, caressing him lovingly. "You know, I've always wanted you. I wanna fuck you. It's made me so wet just telling you how much I like to have sex."
Andrew grabbed her wrist, pulling her hand from his chest, and looked at her. This just wasn't her. It wasn't who he knew her to be.
"I want you to push me down on the bed and I want you to make me cum... over and over again," she smiled, sliding her other hand onto his chest as she moved even closer to him.
"You... you don't know what you're saying," he said as he backed away a little, trying to get space between them.
"I know you want me," she said, smiling seductively. "And I want you. I've seen the way you've looked at me for years. I've always imagined you putting your cock inside of me. We don't have to tell anyone. I need you, Daddy."
"You... you're a beautiful girl, Mack, but it's... it's not right," he protested.
"Please?" she begged. Her eyes looked so soft... so big... so loving. "I love you, Daddy. And I want you to love me, too."
"I do love you," he said softly. "You know how much I love you."
"Then... please kiss me," she said, quickly closing the gap between them and pressing her lips against his. Her hands slipped down to his hips, then slid along the waistband of his jeans until they came to the button.
He pulled away just as she unfastened it. His legs hit the side of the bed and he fell back onto it.
She looked down at his crotch, licking her lips seductively. "Can I suck it?"
"Mack... we can't," he protested weakly.
"You want me to be safe?" she asked, stepping forward to keep him from standing up again. "Then you help me. You help me with my urges." She pulled his zipper down and fully unfastened his pants.
"I... I can't baby..."
"I want you in my mouth," she said, tugging on his pants to pull them down. "I want you in my pussy. And I want you in my ass."
Andrew looked at her, astonished, then shook his head, not believing what he was hearing right now. "Honey, you're not... you're not feeling well."
She stroked him through his boxers. "You're hard. I want you in my little girl pussy. Listen to yourself. Let your body tell you what you want to do."
"Mack, are you listening to yourself? It sounds like you're possessed."
"I always get like this when I need it. I get like this when I need to cum," she said, tugging down his boxers to try to get her hand on his cock.
Andrew knocked her hands away and tried to fish his phone out of his pocket. "I... I need to call somebody."
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Andrew was lying on his back on her bed, his pants open. He couldn't believe she was being so... forceful... so demanding. It was almost like she was demon possessed or something! And he felt helplessly excited, unable to stop her, and almost... almost... to the point of giving in.
"I want you in my mouth," she said, tugging on his pants to pull them down. "I want you in my pussy. And I want you in my ass."
Andrew looked at her, astonished, then shook his head, not believing what he was hearing right now. "Honey, you're not... you're not feeling well."
She stroked him through his boxers. "You're hard. I want you in my little girl pussy. Listen to yourself. Let your body tell you what you want to do."
"Mack, are you listening to yourself? It sounds like you're possessed."
"I always get like this when I need it. I get like this when I need to cum," she said, tugging down his boxers to try to get her hand on his cock.
Andrew knocked her hands away and tried to fish his phone out of his pocket. "I... I need to call somebody."
Suddenly Mackenzie grabbed his hand an put it on her breast, over her shirt. She squeezed, forcing his hand to squeeze her breast. "Just feel what you've done to me," she said and suddenly moved his hand to her bare pussy.
"Oh... wow," he said, shocked. "You're... you're really... wet... down there."
Suddenly the Daddy Buddy Bear spoke up, making them both jump a little. "The fun lasts long when we all get along." Andrew closed his eyes and shivered as his cock throbbed again. God, he just wanted to shut the bear up! It was getting into his head! He was thinking things he didn't want to think!
"I told you what you did to me," Mackenzie said. "Let me touch your cock. Just a little touch."
Andrew was indecisive. This was too much for him to take, but what choice did he have? She was not going to take no for an answer. And his cock was so hard... so needy. "If you touch it, will that keep you from going out tonight?"
She nodded, but he wasn't convinced she was being truthful. "Mmhmm."
"Ok," he whispered and let her hands move onto him. "You can touch it. Just... please, please, don't tell anyone."
She smiled. "I never do." She tugged at his pants, pulling them halfway down his legs. She moaned softly as his cock tented his boxers and she ran her hands over and around it before pulling his boxers down slightly to free it.
"Oh, that's so nice," she moaned. Her hands wrapped around his very hard shaft and stroked it a few times before she leaned down and slipped her lips over the head and sucked and licked it.
"Oh my God!" he said, surprised. "I didn't say that you could put it in your mouth."
She continued stroking him. "I couldn't help myself. You have a beautiful cock. It's so hard... and thick. It's making my mouth water." She slid him into her mouth once more, swirling her tongue over the head.
"That's not what I agreed to."
"No. But I want it," she said, stroking him faster below her hungry mouth. "I want to taste it. I want to taste your cum. I want it fresh in my mouth."
While she looked up at him, she slid him deep into her mouth. Then she moaning softly, closing her eyes a little as she withdrew back to the head, showing her pleasure. "Mmmm."
Mackenzie slid onto the bed on her knees and moved to lay between his legs. She stroked his cock while she licked and sucked both of his balls gently. "Mmmm, I love your balls, too. Do you like that daddy?"
"Oh God," he whispered, trying not to let it feel as good as it did.
She licked up his shaft and slid his cock inside her mouth again. "You're so hard... I just need your big, fucking cock."
"Fuck!" he hissed sharply. "You're going to make me cum. I can't take it."
"No, Daddy," she said, slowing her strokes. "I want it inside of me."
Andrew shook his head and looked at her with fear in his eyes. "I can't... I can't have sex with you." He couldn't imagine what Nicole would think if she found out. He'd be castrated for sure.
"If you don't fuck me I'll go back and fuck Tommy and his friends," she said, blackmailing him.
Andrew brought his hands to his head, covering his face. He didn't know what to do. He was so fucking screwed!
Suddenly he sat up, grabbed her and flipped her over. He turned her and moved between her legs. "Absolutely not!" he yelled angrily. "Is this what you want? To have your legs spread like this?"
"Yes, Daddy!" she begged excitedly. "Please... give it to me."
"Your mother would never forgive me if she found out," he said, wondering if he'd be able to go through with it.
"That's just the thing, Daddy," she said. "No one will ever know and we can do it as much as we want."
"You're a special friend," Daddy Buddy Bear said. Something about those words, something about that bear suddenly made him want her even more, made him so full of lust for her. He grabbed the bottom of his shirt and pulled it off, throwing it aside.
"Daddy, please... kiss me," she begged him, holding her arms out for him.
Andrew leaned down and kissed her, hard. "Not a word to anyone," he hissed. Then, holding himself up with one arm, he grabbed his shaft with the other and began sliding the head of his cock along her wet slit. "Is this what you want?" he hissed.
"Yes Daddy" she moaned.
"You really want it inside you?"
"I want your cock so bad!. It's all I think about."
Slowly he slid the head in, just a little, to tease her.
"Give it all to me, Daddy!" she begged, grabbing his hips almost frantically. He pushed his hips forward, sliding his cock into her, slowly, until he was all the way in. He watched Mackenzie's eyes close a little as she panted in pleasure, feeling every inch slide into her, her mouth opened just a little. "Yessssss!"
"You're a little whore, Mack," he said.
"I'm your little whore, Daddy," she smiled, then looked worried as he moved his hips back and forward, fucking her. "Oh, fuuuuuck! Yes daddy, fuck me. Just like you've always wanted to."
Andrew shook his head. "Don't you fucking say a word to anyone. You understand?"
Mackenzie smiled. "I understand." She knew she wouldn't say anything. She'd wanted this for so long, and now he was hers. His cock was hers.
Andrew grabbed her shirt and bra in one hand and pushed them up. Mackenzie helped, taking over and pulling them both off, exposing her breasts.
"I can hug you all day," the bear said from the corner.
"God... that fucking bear is driving me crazy!" Andrew said, feeling pleasure soar through his body as he fucked his little girl and watched her breasts bounce below him. "You fucking want it?" he hissed.
"Yes... I fucking want it so bad."
Andrew swallowed hard. He was starting to feel different, starting to feel more in control, starting to feel... like he wanted to dominate his little girl. "Then tell me you're a dirty, fucking whore."
"I'm a dirty fucking whore, Daddy," she panted. "Yeah... oh my God yes."
"Do you want me to treat you like a fucking whore?" he asked, driving harder into her, making his hips collide with her ass, forcing the breath out of her body before pulling out slowly.
"Yes... Daddy,' she panted, feeling every inch of his cock drive into her.
"Fucking slap you around and use you?" he said, his expression turning darker now, changing. He wasn't just her Daddy any more. He was her everything.
"Yes."
"You like it rough, don't you?"
"Yes, Daddy."
"Say it," he hissed, dropping his face right above hers. His weight bore down on her as his forearms cradled her head, his fingers entwining in her hair, forcing her to look up at him.
"I... like... it... rough... Daddy."
Andrew smiled. "Say 'smack me'," he said.
She raised her chin, exposing her cheek as if begging for him to hit her. "Smack me."
He took one hand and smacked her check. "Good girl... yes," he said, kissing her hard.
He adjusted her legs, pushing them up and back, bending her in two. His arms wrapped behind her knees, keeping her in place as he fucked her harder, faster.
"Yeah.. yeah... fuck me," she panted, unable to move at all now.
"Good girl," Andrew groaned. He grabbed one of her breasts and squeezed it, making her hard nipple pop up for his lips to capture and he sucked on it and bit it lightly.
"Oh my God, Daddy... I'm going to cum all over your cock," she panted. "Daddy's dick... daddy's big dick... Oh my God, I love how you fuck me. I've wanted this for so long."
"What a fucking tight pussy," he groaned, putting his hand on her throat and slightly choking her. "A dirty little cunt. How many boys have you fucked with that cunt?"
"So many, Daddy," she said.
Andrew shook his head, feeling anger well up inside him. "No more!" he growled. So many boys had her before him... before a real man fucked her... before HE fucked her. All that was going to stop! He sat back and slid his cock from her. "Turn over. Get that ass in the air."
"Yes Daddy," she moaned, excitedly turning over onto her knees and burying her face in the bedspread. She grabbed the bedspread tightly in her fists and closed her eyes. She loved how her Daddy was treating her.
"Yes," he said, grabbing her hips and looking down at her asshole and swollen pussy beneath. "Such a pretty little ass and pussy. From now on, it's all Daddy's, to use as I please!" He pushed forward and slid his cock into her pussy once more.
"That's it... oh... yeah," she moaned. "I'm yours, Daddy. I'm all yours! Daddy... your cock is fucking huge! I feel like it's going to split my pussy open. Oh my God, yes... fuck me just like that. Yes, Daddy. Oh... this is what I've always wanted."
"You want this... fucking... dick?" he asked, emphasizing his point by slamming into her again and again. "There... you... go."
He couldn't believe it. This was not him. This was not who he was. But he couldn't stop himself from fucking his own little girl. And every moan from her lips, every panting breath, made him want to fuck her even harder. He looked into the corner, at the Daddy Buddy Bear, its smiling face mocking him, taunting him. It no longer looked like a happy-go-lucky toy... but a devious devil, driving him into more and more depravity.
"Oh... yes... Daddy!" she moaned loudly. "I want to be a good girl for you Daddy. Oh my God! Fuck my tight little pussy... You fuck me better than anyone, Daddy, with that big fat cock. Just like that, Daddy. Treat me like a dirty, little whore"
Andrew turned his attention back to his little girl. "That's my girl. Yeah... just like that," he growled.
"Make me cum, Daddy," she begged. "I fucking love you, Daddy! Oh my God! Fucking pump me! Pump my slutty, little pussy. Fuck me! I want you... I want you... I don't want you to stop fucking me. I never want you to stop fucking me. You make my pussy throb. Yes, right there! Don't stop!"
Andrew could feel her pussy tightening around his cock as her orgasm started washing over her body. She trembled, barely able to hold her position, but he held her hips tightly. He could feel her juices pouring out of her.
"Oh Daddy! Oh Daddy! I'm cumming...!"
After she came, she fell to the bed, too tired to even hold herself up any longer. Andrew, still panting, knelt over her, his cock still throbbing.
"I love you, Daddy," she panted, "I love you!"
"I love you, too, baby, but Daddy really needs to cum now." He kicked a leg over her body and crawled towards her face. He grabbed a pillow and put it behind her head, propping it up. "Open your mouth for me, baby."
Mackenzie giggled. "I love how you manhandle me." Andrew held his cock and pushed it forward until it just touched her lips. "Yes, Daddy! Give it to me! I want to be a good girl for you, Daddy."
Andrew slid his cock into her mouth. "Yeah... that's it," he hissed, pushing deeper and deeper. Her lips stretched around his shaft and her eyes opened wide as he pushed even deeper, then began fucking her mouth. "Keep looking at me, baby... yeah... just like that... show me those pretty, little eyes of yours. Oh fuck... I'm gonna cum, baby."
He pulled free from her mouth and stroked his cock over her face.
"Yes. Yes, Daddy, I want you to cum for me!"
"Oh shit... fuck!" he grunted as he started cumming. Mackenzie opened her mouth wide and pushed her tongue out as far as it would go, wrapping her lips around his cock-head as his white, sticky cum flew from his cock and filled her mouth.
As Mackenzie played with his load in her mouth and then swallowed it, Andrew lay beside her, still panting. She turned towards him, hugging him as he kissed her. "Is that what you wanted, baby?"
Mackenzie giggled, "I want more... so much more."
Andrew closed his eyes. He really just did this... he really just fucked his daughter. There was no going back now. "No more going out, ok? From now on, Daddy will take care of you. Somehow. Honey, that was amazing, but... but you know it was so wrong."
"It didn't feel wrong," Mackenzie giggled, hugging him more tightly and kissing him again.
"Wait... wait," he said pushing her a little so that she stopped kissing him. "You know... maybe we can see a therapist together and... get through this."
Mackenzie shook her head and smiled. "No... I've got you now." She kicked her leg over and lay on top of him, kissing him over and over.
"You're my best friend," Daddy Buddy Bear said and Andrew felt his cock twitch again. That voice... just... something about that bear. It drove him crazy!
"Oh my God... not again," he moaned. He could feel Mackenzie's body undulate against him as she got excited again, too.
*****
"No, she's fine," Andrew said as he walked around the kitchen, his phone to his ear. He'd called Nicole to tell her how the month of August had been. "She's really been good and hasn't gone out at night at all. I think having her here has been a good thing for her."
Mackenzie sat at the kitchen table, naked, with one foot up on the seat of her chair. She smiled as he turned to face her, her fingers dancing over her clit. She licked her lips as her eyes fell to his hard, bobbing cock, making him shiver.
The Daddy Buddy Bear was sitting in another chair, as if it was waiting for his lunch. "I like to play with you!" it said, cheerfully.
"Daddy!" Mackenzie moaned softly. "Please..."
"Oh fuck," Andrew moaned, feeling his cock throb as the bear teased him again. "Sorry, sorry, that's just the... uh... teddy bear I bought her for her birthday... Yeah... No, I know... No, her school work is going ok, too," he said, walking towards her. "She can tell you all about it."
Mackenzie dropped her foot as he came near and, putting her hands on his naked hips, bent forward and slid her mouth onto his cock, sliding it deep inside.
"Ohh," he moaned softly. "Oh, no, I'm sorry. My... uh... my foot hurts a little bit. Oh, it feels good when I massage it... Yeah... I think so," he said. He grabbed Mackenzie's head with one hand, grabbing a handful of her hair, and began thrusting faster.
"Yeah, she's a... a really... good girl. I'll have her... call you... when she gets back, ok?... Ok, then. Bye." He hung up the phone and set it on the kitchen table. "Baby, do you really need it again? It's barely been two hours."
Mackenzie looked up and let him slip from her mouth, her hands immediately stroking him. "I do, Daddy. I need it really bad. Maybe... maybe in my ass this time?" she suggested, smiling deviously.
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Memories and Fantasies
It felt like time was standing still at the Philadelphia convention center as Jason stood at the exit, looking out at the lighted city. The banking convention seemed to drone on and on and it had only been three days. It was to last all the way into the next weekend, which only thrilled him because he'd be able to go out for some fun and see more of the city.
The forty-year-old loved his job, and the conventions typically weren't too bad, but that was when he had company. His long-time friend from the bank, Philip, had had to cancel at the last minute because of a family emergency, leaving Jason alone.
He met a couple of people at the convention and had gone out to dinner with them already. He'd even planned to go to a musical on Saturday night. That show would be a great ending for the week, he thought.
"I'll meet you at the restaurant in an hour," he told Tom, the man next to him that he'd recently met. Tom, like him, was divorced and alone in the city and the two had made quick friends.
He walked the few blocks to his hotel and slipped inside to get changed and to relax for a moment. At close to 7 o'clock, he walked further downtown to the Italian restaurant. Tom was waiting for him as the waitress led them to their table. Wine flowed freely and the food was superb. The two men were talking without a care in the world when they were suddenly disturbed by a woman's voice.
"Mr. Graham?"
Jason turned his head, the wine and strange location kept him from recognizing her immediately. The blond was smiling broadly, obviously happy to see him.
"Kim?" he said, suddenly recognizing his young neighbor. He hadn't seen the pretty girl for the past several years, ever since she graduated high school. "What are you doing here?"
"I'm going to school here," she said, still smiling. "I've been here for two years now. I took a couple years off after high school and then just decided to go for it."
"Wow..." his eyes scanned up and down her body, remembering just why he was attracted to her. She wore a beautiful red dress that accentuated her curves. The high hemline showed off her long legs and incredibly erotic hosiery. The low neckline showed her ample cleavage as if it almost threatened to burst forth. She was dressed for a date, he finally realized. "You look... incredible..."
She looked unflinchingly into his eyes as if knowing the dirty thoughts on his mind. "Thank you. So do you. How long are you in town?"
"I leave a week from Sunday. I'm here for a convention."
"We'll have to get together some time while you're here." She flipped out a sheet of paper and wrote down her number. "Here's my number. Write down your's for me, too. Give me a call later and we can arrange to have some fun and catch up."
Jason took the paper, staring at it. He was surprised by his willingness and desire to be with this much younger woman. He wrote down his cell number and gave the paper to her.
"Well, I have to get back to my date now," she said casually. She bent over, kissing Jason on the cheek. Her mouth moved by his ear, her breath making him shiver. "It was really great to see you. I hope I can see a lot more of you," she whispered.
"Yeah... yeah..." he stuttered, all the blood rushing from his brain into his hardening cock. Her perfume was intoxicating and the touch of her hand on his shoulder made him shiver with desire.
Her hand lingered on his shoulder a moment longer as she stood and smiled down at him. Flashing a beautiful smile at Tom, she turned and walked away from the pair, their eyes lingering on her receding ass that she purposefully swayed.
"Damn! She's hot!" Tom whispered. "Who is she?"
Jason couldn't take his eyes off her until she sat down at a booth on the opposite side of the restaurant. She was with a gentleman a little older than himself, sitting close and cozy.
"She's my neighbor's daughter. I've known her since she was thirteen," he mumbled, wondering who her date was and how he got so lucky. It intrigued him that the man was so much older than her, yet she was seemingly having the time of her life.
"She's not thirteen any more," Tom laughed.
The rest of the evening was spent on thoughts of Kim. He'd thought a lot about her ever since he met her nine years ago. Even at thirteen she showed some lovely curves, with her breasts already filling out. Back then, she was awkward, but showed plenty of cleavage. And then when she was eighteen and wore her bikini he remembered not being able to do anything but watch her. In just those few short years she became a knockout.
He remembered watching her laying out in her backyard in the summer after the graduated, tanning. He always felt guilty about it, but remembered standing by the window stroking himself as he watched her.
It was 10:00pm and he just about couldn't take it any more. He slipped out of the hotel and walked down the street into the seedier side of town. He passed prostitutes along the way, but none caught his fancy. He declined offer after offer, with the girls openly vying for a "date" with him.
One girl finally struck his fancy, fueled his desire. She looked young, barely out of her teen years. She wore a tight t-shirt with no bra, a leather miniskirt and stockings. She was walking back across the sidewalk after talking to a guy in a car. She looked up at him and smiled. She had an indifferent, confident look about her, instead of youthful innocence, but she attracted him nonetheless, stopping him dead in his tracks.
"Hi. You looking for a date?" she asked turning towards him. She walked towards him slowly, her hips swaying side to side. Her long heels clicked on the sidewalk.
He bit his lip and swallowed hard, wondering if he could go through with this. Suddenly his guilt was overridden by his desire and he found his voice. "Yeah, I do."
She took him by the arm and laid her head on his shoulder, leading him across the sidewalk and down a side street. She led him to the door of a seedy-looking hotel and led him to the plexiglass protected front desk. The man looked at her and nodded, grabbing a key from the board behind him.
"That'll be thirty bucks for an hour," he said.
Jason fumbled for his wallet and pulled out the money. He did a mental inventory of how much money he had to spend and looked once again at the young girl beside him. She glanced at the wallet and smiled as she pulled out a lollipop and slid it between her lips teasingly.
With the key in hand, she led him to the stairs and up to the second floor, walking slowly and sensuously in front of him, her ass swaying gently. His eyes trailed down to the dark hose covering her legs, ending at the elastic strap midthigh, her milky-white thighs showing a hint of flesh before the hemline of the skirt hid the rest.
He unlocked the door and he held it open for her and locked it behind him. She moved to the bed and stood beside it, patiently waiting for him. She sensed his uneasiness, his guilt, and knew this was his first time. He stood just a few feet away wondering what was going to happen.
She took the few steps to him and lowered herself to her knees, her hands moving to his belt, slowly unfastening it. He looked down at her upturned face and shivered.
"So... what can this pussy do for you?" she said, smiling slightly. Her slim, young hands unfastened his pants and slowly pulled them down to his ankles. Her eyes turned to the tenting in his boxers. "Oooh, ready and eager."
"Ok, mister, so here's the deal. Twenty bucks for a hand job, fifty for a blowjob, and a hundred bucks to fuck... two hundred to fuck me in the ass, my personal favorite. So, what's on your dirty little mind?"
He looked down at the youngster and saw Kim, her bright, blue eyes looking up at him innocently and his conscience reasserted itself. "I dunno.... I...."
Her hands pulled his boxers down, letting them fall to his ankles too. Her fingers encircled his shaft and stroked up and down as she leaned forward and gently kissed the head.
"You sure there mister? I think you know exactly what you want," she whispered, swiping his cock over her cheeks and lips. "And I'll do anything..."
He couldn't get the image of Kim out of his mind and couldn't believe that he was seeing her. He'd envisioned her like this so many times before, but now it seemed almost real.
"Let's say we start with a handjob and work our way on up," she smiled sweetly, her hand beginning to stroke up and down his shaft. Her second hand joined the first as she moved faster, her lips inches from his tip. Her tongue slid out, teasingly, moving so close to the head. She opened her mouth invitingly, encouraging him to let her put it inside.
He shivered, so close to his orgasm in record time. The combination of the girl's age and her likeness to Kim turned him inside out with desire.
"Oh god," he moaned, his body tightening quickly.
"That's right, baby, cum for me. Cum so good just for me," she moaned, her fists pumping faster.
His body went rigid in seconds, threatening to fall over as his cum shot forth, arcing through the air until it hit the ground. The prostitute laughed at how excited he was. "Damn, you're a firecracker, sugar," she giggled. "It must've been a while."
Embarrassed, he backed away and grabbed his shorts and pants, pulling them up, and quickly fastening them. His conscience fully took over and, embarrassed, he grabbed the money from his wallet, handing her fifty dollars. "Here. I gotta go," he said, quickly moving out the door. She sat stunned, smiling and shaking her head.
He couldn't believe he had gone through with that, and hurried back into his hotel room where he took a quick shower to wash off the stain of his indiscretion.
*****
The next day at the convention was as boring as ever. He was just leaving a seminar on the banking regulations that were recently revised by Congress when his cell phone buzzed at him, indicating an incoming call. He didn't recognize the number and decided to ignore it. He continued wandering the hall, collecting attendee items, shoving them into his little red convention bag, when he peeked at his phone and saw he had a message.
He opened his phone to listen to it, nearly dropping his bag when Kim's innocent sounding voice broke through.
"Hi, Mr. Graham. It was so good to see you again last night. I was just calling to see when we might get together. Call me and let me know. I'm free all weekend... and want to see you. Well, I know that sounds silly, so I'll just let you go... ok? Call me."
Jason saved the message, thinking about her again. He couldn't get her out of his mind at all, especially now. He'd already made plans to go to a musical tonight, and Tom had backed out, so he had a ticket for her. He thought that might be tame enough to take her out to, something that friends might do, or that neighbors might do.
His phone rang again, this time receiving a text message. He flipped open the phone and saw a picture of Kim, taken from a downward angle, showing her glowing smile and deep cleavage in a black dress. The text below it read "I thought I'd wear this when we go. What do you think?"
He couldn't take his eyes off the image for a full minute. The picture showed more of her cleavage than he'd ever seen before, plunging almost down to show the nipples. The entire top half of her breasts were exposed. He was speechless and suddenly very excited.
He blinked for a moment, realizing he'd have to respond to her. Shaking, he saved her number in his address book and then dialed it.
"Hi, Mr. Graham," she beamed. He could almost feel her smile through the phone and it made him smile back.
"Hi, Kim. I got your message and thought I'd call you back and see if you were free tonight. I know it's short notice, but..."
"I'm definitely available," she interrupted.
"Oh, uh, good... I, uh, have tickets to a musical..."
"That'll be awesome," she beamed. "I'll be able to wear that dress then. Did you see the pic?"
"Yeah, I... uh... did see it."
"Sounds like you enjoyed it."
Jason was flustered, not knowing how to answer. He could see her teasing smile behind her comment. "Yeah, I, uh, did. The dress looked very nice."
Kim laughed. "I think you liked more than the dress, Mr. Graham. I'm sure you found the rest... uh... nice, too. They're one of my best features."
"Well, uh, even if I did, Kim..."
"No worries, Mr. Graham... we're both adults. Anyways, what time are you picking me up?"
"Please," he said, "call me Jason."
"Naw... I like calling you Mr. Graham. I kinda reminds me of my teenage fantasy of you."
In a daze, Jason arranged the time and place to pick her up. The rest of the day was a blur and he walked back to the hotel with an excited step, unable to contain his anticipation. He got cleaned up and grabbed his taxi at 6:00, meeting Kim at 6:30. He knocked on the door, surprised when it opened and she stood there in that same dress he'd seen the picture of earlier. His eyes were trapped in her cleavage, which she seemed to want and appreciate, much to his embarrassment.
They got into the taxi and headed downtown, finally arriving at the restaurant. Jason helped Kim out of the cab, paid, and the two walked arm in arm into the restaurant. He wondered earlier in the day if he'd feel like her dad more than her date. He wondered if she'd treat him like an old fart, rather than the sexual man he was.
But his suspicions were quickly erased when she treated him like a date. More than that... she treated him like someone she was very interested in.
They sat at the table across from each other and ordered their food. Jason couldn't believe how easy the conversation was, how relaxed, as if they knew so much about each other. His eyes continually moved to her chest, wondering what her breasts looked like, wondering what they felt like and tasted like.
Mid bite into his lasagna, he was surprised to feel her foot sliding up his leg and slip between his thighs. He gulped and looked up to see her watching him, smiling. She calmly glanced around the restaurant as she scratched her neck with one hand. Slowly, her fingers caught the fabric of her dress and slid down the neckline. He watched as her fingers ran over her breast all the way down to the nipple. Ever so slowly, she pulled the material away, slightly exposing her nipple to him while she giggled.
He sat there amazed by her brazen behavior and felt her toes push against his crotch. He knew she could feel his erection grow and pulse in his pants.
Kim was sitting with her back to the rest of the restaurant, so no one could see what she was doing. Slowly, she pinched her nipple with her free hand, toying with it and making it harden. Her eyes moved from her breast to his eyes as if she enjoyed making him watch her. He knew it was turning her on that he was watching.
As the waiter appeared, she casually and easily slid the material back into place as if nothing had happened. But Jason couldn't look at her the same way again. He wanted her... badly... She was becoming far less innocent to him and far more the Lolita that he had fantasized about for all these years.
They finished the dinner with her foot stroking his cock. He wasn't sure he'd be able to stand, but on shaky legs the two left the restaurant and walked the block to the show. She held his arm tightly, as if she didn't want to be far from him at all.
They entered the show, found their seats, and the production started. Their seats were near the front of the auditorium, near the center, so her brazen acts were kept to a minimum. But halfway into the show, she put her hand on his leg, casually, and slowly stroked his cock with her fingertips. All the while her eyes were straight ahead, as if nothing was happening. He felt every stroke, every press of her fingers and had a hard time sitting still.
When he leaned over and told her she was being a bad girl, she just giggled and told him she knew she was. She told him she'd enjoy feeling his punishment later.
When the pressure got too great, he grabbed her hand and held it still, keeping her from playing any further.
The show ended to a thunderous applause and the two made their way to the doors through the mass of bodies, eventually finding themselves outside once again. Kim held his hand as Jason flagged a taxi and held the door open for her.
He was just starting to give the driver Kim's address when she interrupted him.
"I have a roommate at my place. Mind if we go to your hotel for a night cap?" She put her hand on his thigh as she turned towards him anxiously. "I mean, I want to be with you some more."
Jason's guilty conscience was starting to get the better of him. She was half his age and she was his neighbor's daughter. He couldn't believe that he was going out with her like this. And he couldn't believe how brazenly sexual she was acting towards him. And that was in public. He knew that it would be far worse if they were in private.
Before Jason could protest, Kim leaned forward. "The Preston Hotel on 5th, please." She sat back, giving him a big smile.
They watched the lights go by until the cab finally stopped in front of his hotel. Jason paid the driver and held the door for her. She held his hand as they made their way into the hotel, past the front desk, moving to the elevators. Jason was sweating as the girl behind the counter gave him a long, disapproving look as if knowing what he was thinking about doing to this young girl. He turned his eyes away, embarrassed.
The elevator ride up was quiet, with Kim holding his hand and leaning into his arm. Nothing was said until they got to his room. He fumbled with the electronic room key, almost unable to put it in the lock correctly.
"Kim," he said quietly, his thoughts of right and wrong torturing him. "I don't want to seem forward, but if you're thinking what I think you're thinking..."
"Shhhh," she said, raising a finger to his lips. Suddenly the door lock clicked and she pushed it open, pushing him inside. "What I'm thinking is what I've been thinking about for a long time now." She guided him over to the bed and pushed him back until he was sitting on it. She stood a foot in front of him, looking slightly down at him, but her small frame meant he wasn't far off from her height now.
"Do you know how long I've been wanting a moment like this to happen, Mr. Graham?" she asked, her hands stroking her hips and stomach. "I remember when I first saw you, when I was thirteen. You were unpacking the moving van, wearing shorts and a t-shirt. I had such a crush on you after that day."
She moved closer to Jason, lifting the hem of her dress and sliding up to straddle his legs and sit on his lap. Jason was amazed and frozen in place, watching her moving so close to him while listening to her sexy voice.
"I remember when I first learned how to masturbate. Did you know you were almost always in my fantasies? I remember when I first saw you watching me while I was sunbathing that summer after graduation. I used to watch you back to see how you reacted. It got me so hot and wet that I played with myself out there, one hand in my panties whenever no one was watching. I used to wear the skimpiest suits just to tease you. I lay out there, hoping you'd see me, fantasizing that you'd come out and help me."
Kim reached down and grabbed the hem of her dress, pulling it off over her head and tossing it aside. Beneath, she wore tiny thong panties, and a garter belt and nylons. Her breasts hung free, the nipples large and hard.
Jason's eyes were transfixed on her wonderful chest, seeing for the first time what he'd been dreaming about for many years. And they were far more magnificent than he'd imagined. Kim's hands slid beneath her breasts, lifting and massaging them inches in front of his face.



"I know how you've wanted to see me naked, how you've wanted to see my boobs. I could read that in your face. Just like now... you can't take your eyes off them, can you? I know what you're thinking. I know what you want. And I want it too... Now... they're yours to enjoy."
She leaned forward, pressing her tit against his mouth, feeding him her nipple. He seemed to resist at first, as if either in shock or unable to overcome his conscience. But within seconds, his mouth latched onto it and he sucked and licked, enjoying the hardening nipple flesh and silky softness of the rest of her breast.
"Fuck, my tits are so sensitive," she moaned, cradling his head with one hand while the other slid between her thighs and simultaneously teased his erection and her sodden pussy. "You're going to make me cum."
Her fingers slid along his hardness, making him moan, making his body shiver. She deftly unfastened his pants, pulling down his zipper while he continued to feast on her breasts. With a lot of effort, she slid off his lap, her nipple plopping from his mouth. He was panting loudly as he watched her, dazed and confused. Her hands grabbed the belt of his slacks and pulled. Unable to concentrate, he lifted his hips enough to let them past and she giggled, pulling them from his body. She licked her lips expectantly as she did the same with his boxers, and watched his large, hard cock break free.
"Oh my god," she panted. "That's exactly what I've been waiting for." She knelt on the ground between his legs as he just sat there, watching her. Her fingers curled around his shaft, slowly stroking him as her breasts pressed into his knees.
Blinking, Jason regained some of his senses, and grabbed her wrist.
"Kim... this is.... wrong," he gasped, his grip quickly wavering. "If your parents found out..."
"No, Mr. Graham. This is so very right," she said, sitting up and locking her lips around the head of his cock, softly sucking on it. "I know you want this... I know you've fantasized about me doing this to you." Her hand slowly stroked his shaft, at first fighting his grip and then his hand moved away. He sat back a little, his hands poised to stop her, but he couldn't seem to bring himself to it.
"Oh, fuck, Mr. Graham. Your cock is so hard. I've been wanting to do this for so long now. I've made myself cum so many times just thinking about sucking on your cock."
Jason's body was definitely dominating over his mind, his conscience quickly shutting off as his cock pulsed with need. Her mouth and hands felt so good. She teased him until he was harder than he ever remembered. His eyes looked into hers as she looked up at him with lust and desire. When she sat up to just use her hands, her breasts were fully exposed to him, making him want her even more.
Panting loudly, he grabbed her wrist with one hand and wound his fingers in her hair with the other. Forcefully, he pulled her off his cock and stood her up. Nose to nose they stood and she wondered if she'd gone too far. Suddenly, with a huff he turned them both around and pushed her onto the bed, quickly climbing on top of her, sitting on her stomach.
His hands moved to her breasts, squeezing them and pinching her nipples. She shook her head, encouraging him to do even more... whatever he wanted. His cock rested against her chest and she moved her body, what little she could, to feel it move against her. He licked his lips, his face full of indecision and conflict as he looked down at her, meeting her gaze once again.
He saw the curl of her luscious lips and felt his cock twitch with desire. He saw her hands move to her breasts, squeezing them together in offering to him, rubbing them against his shaft.
He swallowed hard, knowing this was his last chance. His conscience was telling him to get off her, get her dressed, and usher her out the door.
But his body was telling him otherwise. His body was telling him to do what he'd been wanting to do for so long now.
He looked down at her chest again, watching her fingers tease each meaty globe, watching her large, hard nipples begging to be sucked. His cock was right there... so close...
With a slight move, he laid his shaft between her mounds, allowing her hands to close them over and around his cock. He put his hands on the bed above her head and slid forward and back slowly, feeling her breasts squeezing, feeling her soft skin against him. The head peaked out from between her globes and he watched as her tongue slid between her lips to lick the tip.
And he shivered with lust, tipping the scale.
He thrust harder and faster, barely hearing her panting below him. All he could do was feel and it felt incredible. He fucked her tits hard, the tip pushing in and out between her lips with each thrust as she tried to taste him, tried to contain him.
"Oh, god," he panted, his body shaking.
"Yes," she moaned, squeezing her tits harder against him. She knew he was close.
He sat up high, his thrusts slowing speed, but not slowing in intensity. Each one slammed into her chest hard. His eyes were closed tightly, envisioning the young, bikini-clad woman laying in the back yard, masturbating as he watched.
And he came... spraying over her face, neck, and chest. It felt like his whole body was pouring out of him. Like every fantasy was being released in this one orgasm.
When he finally opened his eyes, he looked down to see her hands rubbing the sticky whiteness into her tits, fingers sliding into her mouth as she panted and smiled up at him.
It was going to be a long week...
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Finally! It was Saturday morning and my parents just left for a week-long, Summer vacation, leaving the house to my nineteen-year-old sister and me. They wanted some time alone this time, so we kids weren't even invited. Not that it was a big deal in the long run. I loved having a week to relax and do whatever I wanted. The only rule my parents left us with was that we could NOT have a party at the house.
It was 10am and I was just getting dressed to start the day, thinking about what I was planning on doing for the next week. I'd just buttoned and zipped up my pants when my sister, Emmanuelle, came barging in.
"Geez, excuse you!" It was so annoying that she always just barged in. She never knocked! Without hearing me... or likely without caring about what I said, she came in and sat on my bed. "Hey! What's up oh annoying one?"
"Mom and Dad just left for their little vacation so we have the whole house to ourselves," she said excitedly.
"Ok... thanks for the announcement." I pulled my t-shirt over my head and slid my fingers through my hair. "But, hey, I'm in charge and there will be no parties like last time." Last time, she had ten friends over and they practically trashed the place. We were both grounded for a month... even though I was twenty at the time. 'While you live under this roof...' yadda, yadda...
"Look, I am here to cash in on a favor, but a party is not what I want."
That was promising. Maybe she'd learned her lesson. "A favor? Ok... what is it?"
"You... uh... might want to sit down for this."
I looked at her suspiciously. What did she have up her sleeve? I sat at the head of the bed, while she was sitting at the foot. "Uhhh... ok... what's up?
"Ok... first you have to understand the predicament I'm in."
Everything Emmanuelle said ended up having to be this big, elaborate story. She never could just cut to the chase. "Alright, what now?" I was a bit annoyed, as you can believe. I was really wanting to just get out and about for a while.
"As you know, last summer when I broke up with my boyfriend, Amber decided to get a new boyfriend... and he's good looking, charming, has a great job, drives a nice car, and she just goes on and on and on and on about how amazing he is. Well, she ended up losing her virginity to him."
Go figure, I thought. What in the hell does this have to do with me? "Ok..." I shook my head, anxious for her to just cut to the chase.
"I swear the only reason she keeps rubbing it into my face is because I don't have a boyfriend any more."
"Ok... so... focus, will you? Where are you going with this?" While I was annoyed with her, I couldn't deny how beautiful she was. Her hair and makeup, as always, were perfect. She was wearing a white t-shirt and jean shorts. And the shirt was thin enough that I could see the outline of her bra beneath it. She had impressive breasts, which I'd seen behind her bikini many times. And if I really admitted it, a vision I'd beat off to many times.
"Well... I kinda told her that I have a new boyfriend, too."
"Do you?"
"No... I lied, ok?"
"You lied?" As in, why would you lie about that?
"It was just a little white lie at first. I just wanted to keep up with her. Eventually she was asking about double dates and I've been wiggling my way out of it."
This was truly making no sense to me. What in the world did she need me for? "Yeah... but Amber knows that I'm your brother, so... you can't pass me off as your boyfriend."
She shook her head, smiling just a little. "No, that's not what I'm getting at, but you are going to help me out."
"What do you have in mind?"
"Ok, so, Amber sent me this blowjob video that she made with her new boyfriend, no doubt to show me her sexual prowess. So obviously I got annoyed and I kinda uploaded it and sent it to a bunch of people." She looked at me as if she was embarrassed, but that that wasn't the worst part.
That was a complete shock! I had no idea she could do something like that. "Emmanuelle! That's like really mean. Why did you do that?"
"Well, it didn't work the way I thought it was going to. She's even more famous now. Fuck, everyone saw it, even Coach Michaels. They're all treating her like some celebrity. So Coach Michaels heard me talking to Amber about how my blowjob skills are not so amateurish and he came up and asked us if we wanted to do a private competition."
I was shocked and a bit concerned. A coach at the college would say something like that to a student? "Coach Michaels said that? What a fucking pervert!"
"He is a pervert for sure. We all know that. Basically he wants us both to make a blowjob video and he and a few of his friends would vote who was the best. He said he'd give the winner $300! $300!!"
I shook my head. The things she does for a few bucks... all to save her ego. "And what does this all have to do with me. Don't tell me you're gonna bring some guy here and make a porno this week."
"No. The point is, I don't have a boyfriend to make a blowjob video with. There's not even anyone I'm remotely interested in. So... I just need to borrow your penis for a little bit. You just have to lay down and record with my phone."
Now I was in complete shock. Did she just...? She wants me to...? And she'll...? I suddenly felt very, very confined in my jeans. My cock was instantly hard as I imagined the possibilities. I think my mouth was open, too. I can imagine I looked pretty dumb.
"Well?" she asked.
I blinked and pinched myself on my thigh, just to make sure I wasn't dreaming this. My gorgeous, younger sister was actually wanting me to help her... by laying back and letting her give me a blowjob... and... film it? Tell me these things happen in real life.
"You've like... done this?"
"What? Sucked a guy off? Yeah, a couple times. Geez... I'm not a complete virgin you know. I just haven't... you know... gone all the way yet."
I looked at her, dumbfounded. I was seeing my sister in a whole new light.
"Well?" she asked, obviously anxious for my answer.
I nodded, clearly not thinking straight. "Yeah... ok... sure."
"Yay! And I know you're kinda big... down there... don't ask me how I know... but, which is why I asked you. Anyways, remember to be huge once we record because Amber's boyfriend is well endowed." She said it so matter-of-factly, as if she'd seen a million cocks and his was just one of them.
But what really blew my mind was that my beautiful, younger sister had been checking me out! She said she knew I was big down there. This was mind-boggling. I prayed that she didn't know how often I beat off to thoughts of her, especially when she was wearing that tight, little, black bikini. I wondered if she masturbated to visions of me...
"Ok... I'll... I'll do my best... I guess..."
"Ok!" she smiled broadly. "You're the best, Vince!" She leaned forward and kissed me on the check and then dashed to the door. "Ok, wash up, I'll be back."
"What? Now?" I asked, still stunned.
"Yes now!"
She disappeared out the door before I could do anything else. I stood and began unfastening my pants like I was on auto-pilot. This was all so bizarre. So... unimaginable. I was actually going to get a blowjob from my sister... and it was her idea.
After I stripped off the rest of my clothes I jumped in the shower and got cleaned up once more. My cock was hard... poking out like a wooden plank. I really, really wanted to masturbate but I figured that would defeat the purpose of this whole video. Everything just felt different... weird... like I'd been thrust into some alternate universe or something.
I walked out of the bathroom and into my room wearing just a towel tightly wrapped around my waist. It was kind of funny, seeing that Emmanuelle would soon be sucking on my knob, but it still felt wrong to walk around naked. I tossed the towel aside and got up on the bed. I lay back on my pillow and tried to look natural... tried to look attractive... tried to look... sexy. How do guys lay sexy? And how do you look sexy for your sister?
After about thirty minutes, Emmanuelle came in wearing a sexy, little, black, silk robe. I had a pillow over my privates, so she couldn't see me, either. She came over and gave me her phone, unlocking it so I could start up the recording.
"I'm ready. Ok, here's what I think. I'm going to do a striptease for the beginning of the video, then I'll give you oral, and you're going to cum in my mouth. I know how the guys watching will really like that part."
"Oh my God," I said nervously. This wasn't the first time I'd had any sex like this, but it was certainly the first time it'd been planned out. Geez! She'd really thought about this. I bet she'd done research on porn sites, too.
"Stop worrying," she said, standing in front of the small mirror on the wall adjusting her clothing and hair.
"Just hurry up, ok? I can't believe I'm even doing this with you."
She turned towards me and took off her robe. Underneath she was wearing a white, little bra and panty set that made her look even more incredible. "Ok... ok... you can start."
I fumbled with the phone for a second, my hands not seemingly following my commands. But I was able to press the little button and start the recording.
"Hi guys," she said seductively, swaying her body as if music were playing in her head. "It's Emmanuelle. I hope you love this and vote for me!" She moved her hands over her body, squeezing her tits and then moving them down her thighs, bending forward as her hands moved between them. Then she turned around and showed off her beautiful ass, spanking herself once and turning her head back and smiling as if she loved it.
She twerked a little bit, showing some amazing skill at teasing guys. I was certainly going to be very hard when she finally got to my part. She turned around again and her hands went behind her, unfastening her bra. When she took it off I was totally stunned. Her breasts were absolutely perfect. They were perky, with tight, little, hard nipples. Her tan line ran over the middle, just above her nipples, showing off the creamy whiteness that doesn't see the sun. Damn! I wanted her so badly.
She giggled a little as she hooked her thumbs in her panties and pulled then down. She stepped out of them and I was, again, incredibly turned on. She'd shaved her pubes into a little tuft of hair just above her clit. Her labia were visible and seemingly engorged. Was she excited by all this? Was she eager to see my cock up close and personal? Was she eager to suck on me? I couldn't help but wonder if this competition was all a ruse...
I was brought back to reality as she crawled onto the bed, looking at me... well, the camera... as if she were a big game cat, stalking me. She licked her lips and I almost came right then and there. God she was so seductive. I never knew the potential she had.
She crawled up between my legs and pushed them even further apart with her knees. She moved the pillow I was using to shield myself from her and I could see the desire in her eyes. My cock was so very hard and stood tall and proud. She smiled at the camera as her hand grabbed my shaft and she leaned forward and kissed just below the head, closing her eyes as if truly enjoying this.
I felt my cock jump in her hands and she giggled a little, opening her eyes. She licked slowly up the length of my shaft, finishing with a swirl around the head before repeating it again and again. I moaned uncontrollably and she giggled. She certainly loved that she could tease me like this.
She used her hand to stroke up and down the shaft, getting me even harder if that was even possible. Fuck it felt so good! And then she took the head into her hot, wet mouth and suckled there for a moment as she continued stroking. I thought for sure that she'd done some research on porn sites. This was absolutely textbook.
"Mmmmm," she moaned. I didn't know if it was for the camera or not, but it was sexy as hell. And the vibrations were making my shaft feel even better. Then, without warning, she started sliding her mouth down my shaft, sliding inch by inch, deeper and deeper into her mouth. I don't know if I'd ever been deeper down someone's throat than that. And she slid back to the top with barely a gag reflex.
I groaned loudly and she just smiled as her mouth and hand moved up and down my shaft in a coordinated dance. I was more turned on than either one of us ever expected. After just a minute or so of this torture, I grunted that I was cumming soon. She suddenly backed off, releasing my cock from her mouth and letting go of my shaft.
My cock bounced a little in the air as she edged me perfectly. I was so out of it I wondered if I was even pointing the camera correctly at this point.
"No... you can't cum yet," she said teasingly. "I'm not done with you." She sat up, spreading her knees apart wider, her hands moving to her breasts. Looking at the camera she began playing with her nipples, making them harder. She pinched them between her fingers and moaned, then grabbed and squeezed them tightly.
Then, while I watched in utter amazement, her hand moved over her abdomen and between her legs to play with her pussy... right there... right in front of me... and on camera. I watched as she teased her clit and labia before sliding two fingers inside herself, pumping deep several times.
"I get so wet when I suck cock. I love it. I love the feel of a hard dick in my mouth. I love the feel of it... exploding... in my mouth. Cum all over my face and tits..."
I shivered. I'd never in my life heard my sister talk like this. Hell, I'd never heard such talk outside of porn videos. It was sexy as fuck!
She removed her hand and bent over again, using that hand to pump my cock again. Her slimy fingers and musky scent told me she wasn't lying. She was extremely wet. Her mouth covered my cock again and she alternately drove it deep inside and then sucked on the head, her hand pumping me the whole time. She was going to do it this time. She was going to make me cum.
And it didn't take long. I had no idea if I held the camera steady or even if I filmed the ceiling. She was driving me absolutely crazy the way she sucked on me. She certainly had to win this. I'd never received a better blowjob than this.
I grunted, my hand touching the side of her head, and my cum sprayed out into her mouth. She looked a bit surprised, but didn't release her mouth. A little bit of my cum squeezed out between her lips and dribbled onto her chin. I felt my entire body tighten as I came and then released completely as if drained of all energy.
As I watched the video screen she opened her mouth, showing the viewers the cum inside, before closing it and swallowing. When she opened it again, it was empty, to her obvious delight.
"Mmmm... yum! Remember... vote for me...," she whispered and then blew a kiss right before I stopped the recording.
"Oh, that was gre... I mean you were really, really good. I, um... I guess I..." I didn't know what to say. I mean, what could I say? What could anyone say after their sister gives them the best blowjob of their entire life? I was pretty certain I'd never, ever have it better than that.
"Yeah?" she said, looking so very happy and proud of herself. "Not too stupid looking?"
"No... uh... not at all." I handed her the phone back and she sat there for a second, replaying it.
"I'm not sure I got it very well," I said, nervously. She was still kneeling there between my legs, her beautiful breasts and pussy all bare for me to see. She didn't seem the least bit shy about it, either.
"Oh my god, you overthink everything... I'm sure it'll be fine," she said, smiling at the results. "I'll send you a copy."
"Just... don't tell anyone. Alright?"
"Of course not," she said, bending down so that her breasts scraped up my cock, abdomen, and chest and kissed me on the cheek. She then jumped off the bed and gathered her clothes. At the door, she called back, "Thanks bro!"
*****
Two days later, I was sitting in my room on my computer. It was after dinner on a Monday night. And there wasn't much to do. Emmanuelle had sent me a copy of the video and I swear I likely broke my phone playing it over and over again as I masturbated. I couldn't believe how hot that was. I was just thinking about getting my phone out and having another romp of self-play when my door burst open and she barged in again.
"Vince?" she said, obviously in a good mood.
"Dude! Knock next time! Sheesh!"
"Guess what? We won!" she said, smiling broadly and pulling a wad of bills from behind her back.
"What? Awesome! So I get half, right?" I asked, leaning forward to grab the money from her hand. She quickly pulled it back.
"Yeah right. I did all the work. All you did was lay there."
"Alright, whatever," I mumbled. I had to admit, I received far more than I put out on that little venture. I not only 'just lay there' but I received the blowjob of a lifetime.
"Aren't you going to ask me how it went?" She was gushing with excitement.
"Ok, let's hear it. How did Coach Michaels like your performance?" I asked.
"Well," she said, catching her breath for what I expected to be a huge story. "At first Amber was going to back out, but I think she made another video after seeing my blowjob video because... obviously... my blowjob skills are far superior to hers. Anyway, I won the contest, by a landslide." She put up her hands and did a little happy dance.
I was happy for her. I really was. It was nice to see her so happy that she beat out a rival like that. It was a strange competition, to be sure, but she did win it fair and square.
"Now... there's another contest that you need to help me with."
My ears perked up. "Another competition?" I asked, almost scared to hear the answer.
"Well, Coach Michaels asked if we wanted to do another competition, this one worth $500. I can't believe it... $500 for like a 5 minute video! And we both agreed! This one will show who fucks better."
"Who... fucks... better...?"
"Yeah. And... I was hoping..." she said, bouncing up and down, obviously implying that she was hoping I'd help her again.
"Didn't you say you were a virgin?" I asked. Wasn't this going too far?
"Well, that's one reason why I picked you. You'll be far more gentle than anyone else I know. Besides... I'm just not excited about anyone... like that."
'But you're excited about me fucking you?' I wanted to ask. But I wasn't sure I wanted to hear the answer.
"Please!" she begged. "I'll even give you a cut this time."
Now she was going to pay me to fuck her. Oh, this was getting weirder by the moment. But I had to admit, the thought of fucking her was really, really hard to pass up. Her mouth was incredible enough. And just the sight of her pussy almost made me cum the last time. I couldn't imagine how great it would feel to be inside it.
I nodded. "Ok, I'll do it... but as long as..."
"I know... as long as I take it to my grave... I know," she interrupted. She was giddy and bent down and hugged me. When she pulled away, she leaned forward and, in her exuberance, kissed me... right on the lips... and held it there for far longer than normal.
She pulled away for a second and we looked at each other in surprise... breathing heavy. Suddenly she kissed me again. I felt her tongue press between my lips and let it enter my mouth. It was a very deep, sensual kiss, but as fast as it started, it ended. Her face moved back an inch or two and we looked into each other's eyes, both breathing heavily, both wanting more. Something had changed between us and neither one of us understood it.
She backed away further and whispered "Thanks... bro..." before turning and moving to the door. She stopped, her hand on the door knob. "I think... I think we're going to have to try it first," she said, turning towards me. "It might hurt and I don't want that in the video."



I was still in shock. "Yeah... uh, yeah, sure. I'll... uh... go get cleaned up."
"We can do it in my room this time," she offered.
"Yeah, um, ok. I'll be there in fifteen."
She walked out of the room and, after a short pause to collect myself, I quickly ran into the bathroom. Was this really going to happen? Was I really going to fuck my sister? God she was so hot. I couldn't get her out of my mind! I showered quickly and noticed my hardon was raging once again. I couldn't stop thinking about her and thinking about what we were going to do... and thinking about how good it was going to feel. I mean, holy hell, the way she acted in the first video nearly sent me over the edge by itself. It all didn't seem like a big deal at first, but things were changing.
And then, still reasonably shy, I wrapped a towel around myself and went back into my room. I only had to wait a few minutes for the fifteen-minute window and then left my room for the short walk down the hall to hers. The door was ajar and I knocked a little before pushing it open.
Emmanuelle was sitting at her dressing table, her knees spread wide, one hand between her legs, the other inside her robe teasing her nipple. She saw me in the mirror and stopped, just looking at me. She was wearing the same robe that she wore just the other day and I could see the hint of cleavage in her reflection.
I moved to the bed and crawled up onto it, still wearing my towel. She adjusted her robe, embarrassed that I caught her masturbating, no longer the brave, determined woman. She looked nervous and a little scared.
"I was... um... just getting ready. I thought you liked this robe from the last time... so..."
"It looks... incredible on you," I said. "You... look incredible." I was nervous as well, but not scared. I was... anxious. I was... wanting. My body was burning hot for this to happen.
She crawled up onto the bed and, while kneeling, untied the robe and pulled it off her shoulders. As she tossed it aside, I again got a great look at her amazing, naked body. "Gorgeous," I whispered. When my eyes finally met hers, she was smiling, obviously aware and appreciative of my lecherous gaze.
"Take a video, it'll last longer," she giggled. "Sorry... I know, corny joke."
"I think I already did that," I laughed, which helped break the ice.
"Yes you did," she agreed, nodding at the obvious.
She lay down beside me, propping her head up with her hand. "So how do you want to do this?" she asked matter-of-factly.
"Wow... um... I don't normally think about it."
She laughed again. "I guess it's not normally planned out."
"No, it's not."
"I've used a vibrator before, so it's not like you're going to break my hymen or anything."
"Really... a vibrator... oh... well, I guess that's a good thing. That helps."
"I just know you're a lot bigger than the vibrator. I just wasn't sure... you know..." She bit her lower lip, looking so incredibly sexy in her innocence. "I'm a little nervous," she admitted. "So... just tell me to shut up and kiss you."
I smiled and reached out, grabbing her upper arm and pulling her toward me. "Just shut up and kiss me."
She fell into my arms, very naturally, and our lips met once more. It was a deep, passionate kiss that wasn't going to end quickly this time. I felt her body moving against mine and pulled the towel away so that her skin was directly on mine. I felt my shaft press against her abdomen, hard and sensitive, and she moved against it. She moaned appreciatively.
We rolled over so that I was on top of her, my weight pressing down on her, and I moved between her legs. Our kiss fell away and I began kissing her neck and listening to her mewling in pleasure. Her legs moved against my sides, her heels pressing against my ass, urging me to enter her.
"Oh my God..." she whispered, feeling my cock against her inner thigh.
I kissed down her body, and at her breast my lips encased her nipple. I licked and sucked on it, loving the feel of it in my mouth, loving the way she moved against me, loving the whimpering sounds she made as I nibbled and then sucked on it. I forgot she was my sister and let my body... my desires... my need take control.
"Uh... oh yeah," she moaned.
Her nipple was hard when my mouth fell away, pinched and crinkled, shiny with my spit. I moved to the other nipple and licked and sucked on it, too, and felt her hand in my hair holding me, guiding me.
I kissed down, past her breasts, onto her stomach and flicked my tongue into her bellybutton, making her giggle a little.
"Are you gonna...?" she asked, sounding both scared and excited.
I continued kissing, moving to the bottom of her stomach, my lips reaching just above her bush.
"Yes... I'm going to lick you," I said, kissing her bush, feeling the short hairs against my lips.
"Oh my God!" she said softly.
"First time?" I asked.
"Kinda... yeah..." she admitted, panting. "I've been touched there but never... never... oh fuck!"
I flicked my tongue across her clit once and she immediately hissed in excitement, unable to even talk any more. I slid lower and licked her labia, teasing her a little as she writhed beneath me. Her pussy was beautiful with little lips and clit. But she was so wet and swollen, definitely excited and ready to be fucked.
I sucked her labia between my lips and nibbled on them slightly, making her hips grind up into me. Then I held her pussy open and licked inside her lips, playing the for a moment before licking up over her clit once again.
I stopped and looked up, her body shaking below me. "Did you like that?"
"Oh, God yeah." She was definitely as excited as I was. "Fuck!"
I raised my upper body bracing my hands against the bed and looked down on her. Her hair was a tussled, her makeup a definitely smudged. But even with all that... she was absolutely gorgeous. She had a glow about her... and she was panting as she looked up at me. Her desire for me was written all over her face.
I moved my hips forward until the head of my cock was pressing against her pussy and stopped. I used very soft and slow circling motions of my hips to move the head around her pussy, teasing her. I could see the anguish in her eyes as the desire grew so intense.
I smiled, knowing that I was in control for once. She was the one that needed me more right at this moment.
"Beg me to fuck you," I whispered as she squirmed helplessly beneath me. "I want to hear you say it."
Without hesitation, she blurted it out. "Please... God... fuck me."
"And who do you want to fuck you?"
She closed her eyes, wanting, hoping, needing my cock so badly. She smiled, obviously loving that I was teasing her.
She opened her eyes and locked them on mine. With desire strong in her voice she said "Fuck me, Vince... I want you to fuck me. And never stop."
I smiled and pushed forward, easing my cock into her heat and wetness. God, she was tight. And it felt more incredible than I imagined. I closed my eyes as I continued to push until I heard her beneath me.
"Slow... oh God, slow..." she said.
I could feel her pussy stretching out to meet my size, but it wasn't quite used to it. I had to give it a little time to react to me, so I slowed up. About a quarter of the way in, I stopped and just moved in and out a little, fucking her with just the head.
"That's just the head," I whispered.
"Oh, fucking God!" she groaned. "It's so big but feels so fucking good."
"Not too big?" I asked.
She shook her head and smiled. "I love your big fucking cock, bro," she said. "I want it all inside me."
I bent down and kissed her. She kissed me back ferociously, as if her very life depended on it. And as I moved my hips forward again, slowly, she gasped into my mouth. My cock felt so good inside her. She was so tight and warm and wet. So much better than even her mouth on me. I wasn't sure I was going to be able to control my own orgasm before I bottomed out inside her.
When I was about half-way inside, I could feel her body starting to shake, and she couldn't kiss me back. Panting and moaning, she was barely able to control her breathing. She grabbed the comforter at our sides, with a grip of steel. And then her orgasm hit and her body went tight, her muscles contracting as every one of them shook. Her pussy was squeezing my cock again and again, her juices gushing from her pussy and soaking the sheets beneath. I had to concentrate on what was happening to her just so I wouldn't cum too.
I lay my upper body down more on her, shifting more weight to my knees, in an effort to hold her tightly. I kissed her neck and ear, sucking on her earlobe until her orgasm subsided a bit.
"Oh fucking hell!" she said loudly as I held her. She wrapped her arms around me, holding me tight, burying her face in my shoulder. She was breathing loudly and as I rose up from the bed I could see the joy and excitement in her eyes.
"You ok?" I asked slowly pushing my cock in and out of her.
"Hell yeah, I'm fucking ok," she said excitedly, her smile lighting up her face.
"Not ready to stop yet?" I smiled.
She shook her head quickly. "No way... Oh my God, don't stop, Vince. Never stop. Don't ever stop making me feel like this!"
I smiled and kissed her as she wrapped her arms around me tightly. I could feel her hips lift, trying to push me in deeper and I obliged, pushing slowly and firmly until finally bottoming out. Then I stopped and just held her. Her body was shaking a little, from excitement, from her previous orgasm, from her building second orgasm, and from fear as to what this all meant.
I felt the same way, as I lay there. What did this mean now? What was going to happen tomorrow... next week... next year? This truly crossed a line.
I started rocking in and out, sliding my cock just an inch either way at first, and then moving to nearly a full stroke in and out of her hungry pussy. With a slow and steady rhythm I fucked her, feeling every inch of her glorious pussy squeezing me with every stroke.
I raised up onto my arms again to get a better thrusting angle and closed my eyes as I felt my orgasm building. I started thrusting hard into her and then pulling out slowly, driving both of us crazy. My hips slapped into hers with each thrust and her mouth formed a beautiful O as her breathing again came in gasps.
I grunted with a particularly hard thrust, rocking the bed. I watched her hands reach out and grab the bedding again, holding on for dear life as her head turned from side to side in pleasure. This was going to be a crescendo for both of us. I wrapped my arms around her legs and lifted them up, putting them side by side. I held them tightly to my chest, slightly off center to my shoulder, and started fucking her hard and fast.
She was whimpering and crying in joy and pleasure and I felt the sweat from my exertion running down my torso.
Her eyes opened wide and she looked at me with her mouth wide open. "Yes! Fucking yes!!" She held her breath as every muscle in her body tightened again and she closed her eyes, letting the pleasure of her second hard orgasm wash over her yet again. I felt her juices flood out of her again, drenching the bed.
Just as she was coming down from her orgasm mine started. I could feel it welling up inside me and I knew I didn't want to cum inside her. I pulled out of her and started stroking my cock. I looked up and closed my eyes, letting the pleasure roar up my spine.
I felt Emmanuelle move in front of me, felt her hair on my legs, but couldn't look down. I just started cumming... and cumming. It seemed like it lasted forever, with spray after spray ejecting from my body. I knew I grunted with every ejection, but could barely hear myself.
When I finally stopped, I could feel her warm lips and mouth on my cock, sucking gently. I opened my eyes and looked down. She had moved to lay sideways, her face beneath my cock. It was covered with cum as she licked and sucked on me, getting every last drop from me.
Then I fell back on the bed and lay down, breathing hard and looking up at the ceiling. "Holy hell," I whispered.
"I agree," she said. "That was incredible."
"Too bad we didn't tape that," I laughed softly.
She moved to lay beside me, resting her head on my shoulder as she lay facing me. The smell of sex permeated the room and my spunk still littered her face.
"We would've won for sure," she giggled. "I've never even made myself cum that hard. But you know what that means?"
She put her hand on my abdomen and moved lower, lightly teasing my cock with her fingertips.
"What?" I asked idly.
"That means we have to do it again to make the video..."
"Yeah... true," I said, nodding my head and turning to kiss the top of her head.
"And," she smiled, "lots more practice."
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The Favor
It was a slow day at the office, with me spending a lot of time on the phone, talking to clients. They can be very annoying sometimes when they don't know what they want nor if they want to go the path I suggest to them. Sometimes, it takes several calls to actually sell them on the proposal and that can be tedious.
During my lunch break, I got a surprising call from my wife of fifteen years. She told me that she had something important to talk with me about when I got home. She said it wasn't anything necessarily bad, just important. I could tell that something was wrong for the past week, but didn't know how to broach the subject. Whatever it was, it was distracting her a bit.
I spent the rest of the day wondering what was wrong. I thought back over the past few weeks to see if I'd done something that might upset her. I went over things that happened with the kids and wondered if they'd upset her somehow. But nothing came to mind.
We'd been married for fifteen years now with two kids, Kyle ten and Beth eight. They were awesome, both pretty good looking and nice as could be. After Beth, we decided that we didn't want any more kids.
When I got home that night, the kids were gone, playing over at Jenna's, my wife's sister house. Emma, my wife, opened the front door for me and helped me inside. She took me by the hand and led me into the living room. I was so nervous and scared, absolutely not knowing what this was about. She had a worried look on her face, too, concerning me even more.
And her first words didn't help.
"You know I love you, right", she said, still holding my hand, sitting me down on the chair while she sat on the ottoman beside me.
"Of course I know," I said searching her eyes.
She took a deep breath. "And I know you've never cheated on me... you're the best husband anyone could ask for."
Ok, I was about ready to burst, wondering what this was all about. I had a feeling she was admitting to an affair or something.
"I guess the best way through this is to just do it," she said. "I have a girlfriend who's single. You've met her, but we don't need to identify who it is. Well, she wants to have a baby."
I sighed, relieved, but wondering what the hell all this had to do with me.
"She doesn't want a man in her life right now, but she wants a baby. And she adores our kids and wants... she wants to have... your... child."
Emma looked up at me, looking so scared. It took me a couple minutes to register exactly what she was asking of me. A friend wanting to have a baby is one thing, but to have my baby would mean... would mean... noooo, she couldn't really mean that.
"My baby?" I asked, in shock.
"She wants to have sex with you and have you give her a baby. We won't be responsible in any way."
She still sat there, just looking at me, wanting me to say something... anything....
"And you want this?" I asked, completely caught by surprise. "You want me to have sex with a friend of yours and get her pregnant?"
"I dunno," she said, unconvincingly. "I... I guess I do."
I sat just staring at her in disbelief. This was never something I expected. She was right. I never had an affair, had never had sex with anyone but her in the past seventeen years. I'd thought about it, I guess. I'd seen porn videos, read erotica, and had the occasional fantasy, but I never went through with anything. But, today, all that could change. And with her blessing.
"She's a great woman and this will help. It didn't sound like a big deal before now. It's just that we know you don't have any diseases and that you make great kids."
Then I did the unthinkable. I thought about her friends, thought about how sexy many of them were. I realized that I'd even fantasized about one or two of them, fantasies that could come true. And I agreed.
"I guess that'll be ok," I said in disbelief.
*****
I spent the next several days wondering which friend it was. Most of my wife's friends were unmarried and I'd only briefly met most of them, so it was difficult to determine. I had narrowed it down to about three women in particular and I would have no problem having sex with any of them.
Patty was a little younger than me, but had nice, large breasts. She kept in pretty good shape, maybe she had a little extra fat on her.
Beth definitely had too much weight on her. She'd had trouble getting dates lately, which she always attributed to her weight. She seemed to be a bit of a freak, so I figured she'd be extra fun.
Last of all was Ann, the youngest of all at twenty five. She knew Emma from work. I barely knew anything about her, but had seen her a couple times. She was a fitness nut and I knew she'd give me a heart attack in bed... but what a fun way to die.
*****
When Saturday finally arrived, I had a mixture of excitement, confusion, and fear. I had no idea what to expect from this woman and it somewhat bothered and excited me that my own wife was pimping me out to her friends.
I got cleaned up and wore my best cologne. Emma seemed a little upset that I was putting so much effort into this, but it was my skin on the line, not hers. She led me into our bedroom and I lay down. She pulled out a black cloth for a blindfold and tied it over my eyes. I expected her to do something like that, since she said the woman didn't want to be known.
But when I heard the clink of metal and felt her slip handcuffs over one wrist, I was getting scared.
"We don't want you touching her so you can figure out who it is," she said, grabbing my wrist and directing me to comply. She cuffed my hands to the headboard, pinning me to the bed.
I already had no shirt on, and felt my wife grab my shorts and boxers and pull them off me, ostensibly to save the woman time. I had a partial erection already, which seemed to anger Emma too.
"Don't have too much fun with this, ok? This is a one shot deal," she said, finishing binding my feet to the footboard and throwing a sheet over me.
"I'll try to be bored," I laughed as she gave me a peck on the lips and disappeared out the bedroom door and down the stairs. I waited there, just a little uncomfortable.
Surprisingly, the fact that I was bound to the bed was turning me on. This wasn't going to be some mutual love-making session. This was going to be a woman using me for her sexual pleasure. I was only a toy to her. And that thought was arousing. I could feel my cock making a tent in the sheet.
I heard the doorbell ring and whispers of conversation. They kept their voices low to keep me from recognizing who it might be. Then I heard them coming up the stairs and walk into the room. I was shaking a little with fear and excitement as I imagined my wife giving the woman a look, telling her that this was not making her happy and that it would be only once. I imagined the woman looking down at the floor in embarrassment as she closed the door, hoping that this would be done and over with quickly.
I heard her move over to the bed and stand there, looking down at me.
"Hmmmm," she said softly, her eyes likely seeing the tenting of the sheet and she appreciated what she saw. I could hear her remove her clothes, laying them aside, and felt her move onto the bed. I felt the sheet slowly slide down and off my body, gliding along my shaft, making it even harder. I groaned softly, loving the feel.
"Mmmmm", she said again and I felt her hot breath on my shaft, followed by the soft touch of her fingers as they ran up and down my length. The bed moved a little and I imagined she was masturbating. My suspicions were confirmed as I heard her breathing increase into soft purrs. Her fingers kept stroking me, kept me hard and on edge the whole time.
I heard the click of a bottle top of some sort and then felt her wet, slick hand glide over me. She must've put some lubricant on me to help her slide me inside her. I felt her move over me, straddling my abdomen. One hand stroked my chest, sliding up my neck to my cheek and chin as she lowered herself onto me. She whimpered softly as inch by inch she pulled me inside her.
She put both hands on my chest and she raised and lowered herself, fucking me slowly. Her moans of pleasure only fueled my desire to fuck her more. Her pussy felt so tight on my shaft, squeezing me with every lovely insertion. I let her do all the work as she slowly built up steam, moving faster and faster, thrusting down harder onto me.
Her groans became louder and she tried to suppress them, but without much luck. I knew one thing about her... she was a vocal fuck. But that didn't give me enough to go on to recognize who it was.
It didn't take long for her to have an orgasm, but it was going to take more time for me. Her body was shaking as she continued fucking me, slowly, through and after her orgasm. Her gasps and whimpers told me she was very much enjoying herself.
I was hoping for something different, but she seemed to be of a one track mind. She simply kept fucking me, through several more orgasms, before I finally flooded her pussy. Slowly, she dismounted me at that point, and moved beside me on the bed. I couldn't tell exactly what she was doing, but I envisioned her looking over my body longingly, as if she wanted more.
Then she got off the bed and got dressed. She kissed me on the lips and gave my cock a final stroke before she left the bedroom. She closed the door behind her, so I couldn't hear the interaction with my wife as she left.
A few minutes later, Emma came into the room.
"Now it's my turn," she said, obviously taking her clothes off. "I'm going to make sure you know where you're supposed to go for a good fucking."
Her mouth quickly descended my shaft as she gave me the best blowjob of my life. Following up on that, she mounted me and fucked me thoroughly for the next hour. I was completely exhausted when she finally removed the handcuffs and blindfold, letting me up at last.
*****
The next few weeks were difficult. Every time her friends came around, I wondered if that was the woman. I looked at them, expecting some signal, some sign that she was the one. I became obsessed about it, thinking about her friends constantly, thinking about that night in order to come up with clues as to who it was. But nothing was evident.
The needs of my wife's family became more prominent in our lives, too. Emma's father passed away several years ago, leaving her mom alone. Since then, her sister has taken a greater role of authority in the family, basically directing everything. Now her mother was needing to be put into a retirement home and Jenna, Emma's sister, was being very controlling in making sure that happened smoothly. That made it sure that Emma's friends were around more often, offering their support and helping taking care of the kids while Emma was away.
So, I had a lot of interactions with them, many strangely awkward to me.
It was about a month later when my wife came to me again. She told me that the woman didn't get pregnant and wanted another chance. Emma didn't sound too happy about it but had agreed if I was interested.
"Don't look so happy about this!" she scolded me.
"Hey, I'm not doing anything," I argued. "This is between you two."
"Whatever... I'm sure you just hate the fact you get to sleep with her again." She stormed away in anger and jealousy, knowing full well it was all up to her.
They set up the second date for that Saturday evening. I got nicely cleaned up as before and walked back into the room where Emma was waiting. She had on some lovely black lingerie, an outfit she knew I adored.
"After her... is my turn again. And you'll love it," she said, sliding up and putting her arms around me. She kissed me very passionately and I could feel my erection rapidly growing beneath the towel. Emma moved me back over to the bed, fastened my hands with the cuffs again and wrapped the blindfold around my head.
The doorbell rang, irritating her. "She's early," she said angrily. She tugged the towel off of me, chiding me for my erection. "Jeez, Vince, you could at least not be so excited about it."
"It's nothing I can control, dear. I'm completely innocent here," I protested. "I'll get it over and done with so we can be together."
"Good. Cause I want you in me, big time." She stroked my erection several times and then released it, walking out the bedroom door and down the stairs.
I heard her open the door and then the quiet whispers as they talked again. I imagined Emma being upset and wanting to make sure this would be the last time. I imagined the woman, embarrassed, telling her it would be, all the while excited to be with me again. I imagined she wanted to come and fuck me every week, pregnant or not.
The bedroom door closed softly and I heard her clear her throat. She came over to the bed and pulled the sheet off me once again, revealing my cock.
"Oh God," she panted, as if just now remembering how excited it made her before. I felt her fingers slip around my shaft and begin stroking up and down its length, slowly. The bed shifted as she got onto it and I felt her breath caress my thighs and shaft. Her lips touched the head of my cock softly, kissing it. Very slowly and sensuously, she kissed down my length, continuing to stroke me.
Then her tongue flicked out as she licked up the shaft. I grunted in excitement making her giggle. She was enjoying teasing me now. This wasn't about getting pregnant right now, it was about the pleasure of fucking. My shaft disappeared into the heat and wetness of her mouth as she descended my length, pushing me all the way to the back of her throat before she slid back up again.
Lustfully, she fucked me with her mouth and hands, getting me closer and closer to my orgasm.
"You better put me inside you soon... I'm gonna cum," I grunted.
I heard her giggle deviously, redoubling her efforts. Her hands were sliding up and down my shaft rapidly now, getting me so close. And then... with a gasp, I thrust my hips up and came. I heard her giggling like a school girl as she watched my cum spray out, gobs landing all over my body and likely her and the bed as well.
Her hand slowed as she pumped me, pulling all my cum from my body. I was shaking with excitement and release as I felt her move again. She got off the bed and took her clothes off, then came back up. I felt her leg kick over my body straddling me and she inched up my chest until I could smell her wetness right over my mouth.
"It's so fucking hot watching you all tied up, my pussy on your face," she whispered, trying to make sure I didn't recognize her. Her hands cradled my face as she pushed her pussy downwards, crushing against my mouth. I heard her breathing change drastically as her heat intensified. Her body shook with desire as she humped against my face, sliding her pussy forward and back, her clit scraping against my nose and chin.
I was having trouble breathing, but she didn't seem to even notice or care. Her hands pulled my face harder against her as she fucked my face. All I could do was lick and suck on her pussy, taking quick breaths whenever the opportunity presented itself. I grabbed the chain of the handcuffs wishing I could break it, wishing I could use my hands on her, too.
Suddenly her body tightened up and she held me tight against her. I pushed my tongue deep inside her pussy as her juices gushed over my face and chin. I felt it spraying me as her body wrenched in pleasure.
We were both panting hard when she dismounted me at last, sliding down my chest.
"Mmmmm," she moaned, kissing my cheeks, chin, and nose, obviously licking her juices from my face. She kissed me softly, measuring my response, and then when I responded in kind, she pushed her tongue deep inside my mouth, kissing me passionately and forcefully. Whoever this woman was, she knew what she wanted and loved that I was in no position to stop her.
She reached down and fondled me, stroking me back to full hardness while her breasts swayed against my chest. I felt her nipple press against my lips and I sucked on it while she continued her handjob.
Damn, I got hard so fast. I wasn't sure I'd be able to after her blowjob, but she had me at full staff very quickly.
"Oooh, so hard," she whispered as she guided me into her pussy, sitting down onto me. She moaned loudly as she forced me deep inside her, opening her wide. "So.... fucking... hard," she moaned, sliding up and down my shaft.
My God she felt so good fucking me. I pushed my hips up into her as best I could, but couldn't move far. She seemed happy enough to be in total control of me, though, and spent the next thirty minutes grinding against me. Every time she got close to an orgasm, she'd back off. Every time she felt me get close, she'd back off. We were only going to cum when she wanted us to and it seemed like she wanted this to last.
Finally, though, just when I thought I was going to be deprived of my orgasm yet again, she kept going, and actually pushed it up a notch. She was slamming her pussy down onto me harder and faster now, driving us both to the edge quickly. In moments I felt my cock spraying inside her and grunted with each spurt. The feel of my body cumming drove her over the edge as well and she came violently, her hands clawing at my chest.
I could feel the scratches she was inflicting on me, but couldn't do anything about it. It was as if she was marking me as her property. Each rake of her fingernails brought her joy.
She was giggling when she finally dismounted me. I heard her put her clothes on slowly. I imagined she was looking me over, pleased with what she saw.
I felt her come to the side of the bed and lean over, her finger pushing between my lips. I could taste our combined juices on it and sucked hungrily as I expected that was what she wanted. She pulled her finger away and whispered "Good boy" as she kissed me again. Then she stood and trailed her fingers down my body as she walked to the door and left.
I heard some noises downstairs, but I couldn't hear what was being said.
After about fifteen minutes, Emma came into the room, unbound me and got up on the bed. She lifted her ass in the air, dropping her face to the comforter.
"God damn it! Fuck me!" she ordered. Her fingers slipped between her legs and played with her sopping wet pussy. I moved behind her and grabbed her hips, setting the head of my cock right at her pussy. "Do it, damn it!"
In one, hard push, I slammed into her, pulling her hips back to me. Our bodies collided with a smack of flesh and she groaned loudly. I pulled out slowly as she let in a long breath, then slammed back into her again.
"Fuck, yes!" she wailed. Within minutes, though, I was slamming into her faster and harder, unable to contain myself. She was loving the sheer brutality of the fuck, something we'd never explored before.
She came harder than I'd ever seen before and she fell onto her stomach. I slid behind her, laying on her back, my still-hard cock sliding between her thighs. I wound my arm around her neck, holding her down with the weight of my body as I slid my cock through the crack of her ass, each thrust sliding deep between her cheeks.
I felt her body go rigid as the head slightly pushed into her ass. "Oh, God," she moaned, holding her body in place as if in offering. At first I was worried what she'd do, since we'd never even talked about anal sex before. But when she didn't move at all, I took it as a sign of compliance and pushed deeper, sliding my cock inside her.
That act brought us so close together after that...
*****
It was only two weeks later when my wife came up to me on Saturday afternoon. She looked so defeated, as if she had no choice.
"She's still not pregnant?" I asked.
Emma shook her head, looking down. "She wants one more chance... tonight."



"But we already planned to go out tonight... that new restaurant you wanted to see. Just tell her next weekend," I protested, holding her to me.
"I can't. It's tonight." She hugged me back, holding me tightly to her.
"Ok," I finally agreed. "But this is the last time." I looked into her eyes and kissed her softly. She still looked defeated. As if she knew something she wasn't telling me.
"I better clean up a little," she said, leaving me standing in the yard.
I finally came in for dinner, relaxed a little and then went and got cleaned up. When I got out of the shower, Emma was wearing that black negligee again and I couldn't wait for our fun. Don't get me wrong, fucking... or more properly, being fucked by that strange woman was a turn on. But I truly loved my wife and loved how the competition had fueled and expanded her kinkiness.
At 8:00pm, Emma and I went into the master bedroom where she handcuffed me to the bed once again. She kissed me as she slid the blindfold over my eyes, then removed the towel and left the room. I could feel my cock harden and throb in anticipation. I heard the doorbell ring about ten minutes later and then voices.
This time, the voices were loud enough to recognize. It was Jenna, my sister-in-law. I started getting a little nervous because the bedroom door was open and she could wander up pretty easily. I figured Emma would find a way to get rid of her but in five minutes I heard them start to come up the stairs.
I didn't know whether to call out and tell them I was indecent or if I should just keep quiet and let Emma get rid of her. On top of that, I knew Emma's friend would come in any moment now.
"Oh, what do we have here?" Jenna said as they walked into the room. I could tell that Emma was with her, but she was keeping quiet for some reason. She walked over to the bed and grabbed the sheet. "Let's see what you've got under there," she said as she pulled it off. My cock was throbbing.
I don't know why, but I kept quiet as I felt their eyes on me.
"Sit," Jenna said and I felt the bed sag as Emma sat on the other side. Jenna then moved onto the bed, moving between my spread legs. I could feel her breath on my cock. "Now watch like a good little bitch," she said as she grabbed my shaft and licked it's full length.
I was totally stunned by everything going on. Not only was the woman fucking me my own sister-in-law, but she was now making Emma watch her. And she was talking to her like she totally controlled her.
I groaned as I felt her mouth descend down my shaft again and again, pushing me deep into the back of her throat.
"That's right... you're my little boy toy now...." She grabbed my shaft firmly and stroked it faster, driving me insane. "You see this?" she asked Emma. "He loves it when I play with him. Don't you Vince? You love it when you're my little bitch, huh?"
I was so close to cumming when she finally stopped. She moved to straddle my body, facing my feet, and she backed her pussy right into my face. She pressed down on me, nearly smothering me, forcing me to lick and suck on her just to get air. I could hear her grunting with excitement and then felt hands on my cock again.
"Mmmm hmm... push it inside you," Jenna said, obviously directing Emma. I felt my wife's pussy slide down my shaft and begin fucking me.
I was trapped, barely able to move or even breath, and these two women were dominating me. For the next three hours, Jenna controlled us, making us do many things we'd never even thought about before. Things that left us wanting to do even more. The smell of sex was rampant in the room. Everyone had cum so many times.
Sweaty and hot, Jenna finally stood up.
"Well, that was fun," she said, obviously smiling. "But there's one more thing..." I just lay there, wondering what was next. "Lie down," she commanded Emma. "No, bitch, on your back!" she yelled. I could feel Emma moving on the bed, changing her position. "There... that's better," Jenna said softly, getting up on the bed. "Mmmm... oh yeah.... that's nice," she moaned. "Your tongue always feels good in my pussy. I bet your boy toy never knew that, did he?"
I could feel the two of them moving and grinding just inches away from me. I could hear Emma panting, trying to catch a breath as Jenna was undoubtedly treating her like she treated me.
"Yeah.... yeah... right there... that's right... so... so close..." Jenna moaned louder and louder, obviously getting closer and closer to her orgasm. I felt my own body reacting to the sights and sounds beside me. Suddenly she yelled out that she was cumming and her movements became erratic, then stopped. I could hear both of them panting quietly.
Jenna got off the bed. "Take care of that cock, now, Emma. I'll call you in a few days. You two are going to be so much fun."
Emma's hand wrapped around my cock, followed by her mouth. It was only then realized that the whole baby thing was just a ruse. I wondered what was going to happen later, and wondered what it would do to our family. But... I had to admit... it felt so incredible.
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My Sex Education, Part 1
I can't believe I'm sitting here with my sister giving me such a sloppy blowjob. I mean it feels really good, she's really going at it, but something in the back of my brain says it's gotta be wrong.
Let me back up a little bit. I'm nineteen and up until today a virgin. My sister is twenty one. We're both attending the local college but living at home. Unlike me, she really cut loose when she got out of high school and has been attending a lot of the college parties. She's also dressed a lot more... slutty, I guess is the best word for it. She's wearing low-cut tops, showing lots of cleavage and short skirts. She's got a great body, don't get me wrong, it's just strange to see her showing it off all of the sudden. Hailey is about five foot six, brunette with shoulder-length hair. She's always been in good shape, maybe a little meaty, and has pretty good-sized breasts.
I guess her antics have started fights between her and our parents. They want her to get an education and she just seems to want to have "fun."
Anyway, my parents went to my aunt's wedding for the weekend leaving us alone in the house. I have a baseball game tomorrow (Saturday) that I can't miss and Hailey has a test on Monday. They left in the middle of the afternoon and figured we could look out for ourselves and each other well enough.
So, Hailey decided to go to a party tonight and asked me to cover for her if mom and dad called. She was really looking good tonight and I figured why not, so I agreed. I've always liked how my sister looked. I've watched her from the bedroom window while she lay out sunbathing before, jerking off as I watched her putting on suntan lotion. She's even dashed from the bathroom to the bedroom with barely a towel covering her before, giving me glimpses of her ass and once even a very quick shot of pussy. So I looked at her tonight wishing that it was me she was going to see, and then feeling guilty that I had even thought about incest.
She didn't make it easy for me to not think about sex or even sex with her either. Lately, she had been picking on me about still being a virgin, about getting my dick wet... you know what I mean. It has been rough because every time she teases me about it, I feel really inferior, like there's no way anybody's ever going to have sex with me. I also have a burning desire to get back at her, but just can't bring myself to do it. I mean, she's getting sex so what can I say.
Hailey left around 8:30 and I watched the TV for a while and then zipped onto the computer to surf for some porn. I had built up a pretty good collection of sites, pictures, movies, stories and what-not. Even if I didn't get onto the Internet, I had plenty on the computer to keep me busy. I had a really good night of masturbation, thinking about her half the time, and finally decided to go to bed at about 11:30.
I woke up when I heard the front door close and someone stumbling in the hallway. I saw that it was 2:00 in the morning and figured Hailey must be just getting home. She sounded like she was having trouble, so I got out of bed and opened my door. She looked either drunk or high and she was slumped against the wall, barely able to walk it seemed.
So, I wrapped my arm around her and helped her to her bedroom. She was acting kind of weird. She was kind of grabbing me playfully, moving against me, and making animal noises or something. I was only wearing my boxers and by the time we made it to her bedroom I had a huge tent in the front from my raging hardon. It was too dark in the hallway to see anything, but her room had a night light, so when we got in there it was pretty obvious I was excited. I figured I better get her to bed and then get out of there before I totally embarrassed myself, or she embarrassed me for the rest of eternity.
She slumped down, sitting on the side of the bed, and I tried to move away, but her hands still held my arm. She playfully pulled me in closer and, with her free hand, she actually stroked my dick outside of my underwear.
"Is that for me?" she asked teasingly, staring at it and giggling.
I felt my dick jump at the sight. Again I tried to move away, but she wouldn't let me. I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed a little.
"Go to bed, Hailey."
That just made her giggle and she fell to her knees in front of me. She wrapped her arms around my ass and pulled me against her, rubbing her cheek against my hard cock.
"I think it wants to play wit' me," she giggled.
She seemed really out of it but the contact was incredible. I felt myself shivering with need and desire. Her hands were squeezing my ass, pulling me into her. She moved her face around on my rod making it even harder, almost to the point of hurting. It felt like a steel rod at this point. I closed my eyes as the pleasure encompassed me.
The next thing I knew, I felt a hot wetness descending down my pole. I looked down and saw the top of her head bobbing slowly up and down my cock. Her hands still held my ass and were squeezing it, her fingers probing between my cheeks. Somehow she'd pulled my boxers down without me even noticing. She moaned like she was really enjoying giving me head and the vibrations nearly made me lose it.
I've never had a blowjob before, but it felt so good I knew she had to be an expert at it. I didn't know what to do with my hands so I gently cradled her head. Her tongue slid up and down my shaft as her lips squeezed it with each pull. The slurping noises she was making was incredibly erotic, even though I could only see the top of her head in the dim light.
Which brings me back to the present. It's really weird unexpectedly getting your first blowjob, even weirder when it's your own sister. I don't even know if she realizes what she's doing or that it's me.
With one hand she began stroking my cock along with sucking on it. Her other hand continued to play with my ass, this time from in between my legs, her fingers sliding along my crack. I felt her probe between them, searching for my asshole. I jerked when she found it, her finger gently circling it. My balls were rubbing against her wrist.
Every time she probed my asshole, my hips bucked away from her finger and into her face, forcing my cock deeper down her throat. She giggled with glee knowing how much she was teasing me. I was nearing my peak quickly and I heard myself moaning.
She stroked my cock deftly. "Come on baby, cum for me," she teased before sliding my pole deep down her throat and back out again. "Mmm, you taste so good you big fat cock."
She could tell I was almost over the edge and began pumping my cock faster with her hand and sucking and licking the head. Her finger probed more into my ass, trying to push a little inside. Within moments I was spurting furiously into her mouth. It was like my entire being was being shot out through my cock. I don't think I'd ever cum so hard or so much in my life.
She let go of my cock and wiped the little bit of cum that had leaked out from her lips with her hand. She licked it off like it was the best thing she had ever tasted. All while giggling like she was completely drunk.
I just stood there, not knowing what to do. My cock was still hard, although not nearly as hard as it had been, but I knew it would be up there again soon. Hailey was slumped against the bed, kneeling on the floor, her body swaying a bit like she was going to fall over.
She raised her hands up towards me. "Help me up," she begged. I took a hold of her hands and pulled her to her feet. She fell into me and I grabbed at her to keep her from falling over. She wrapped her arms around me and put her head on my chest as we embraced. "Oh, wook at da big peepee," she said in a baby voice. "I don't tink you're done yet wittle fella."
Just her talking to my dick was getting me hard again. I couldn't believe this was happening to me. I don't even know if she knew it was me... she probably thought she was still at the party with some guy. Anyway, she leaned her head into my chest for balance, but her hands left me to start unfastening her skirt. It fell to the floor and she stepped out of it on unsteady feet as I supported her. Giggling she backed up and fell onto her bed.
I looked at her magnificent body, a body that I had lusted over for quite a while now. While she was still wearing a low-cut top, she was naked from the waist down. She hadn't even worn panties to the party. I could see the dark patch of trimmed hair between her legs as she slightly spread them for me. I was embarrassed that she even noticed I was looking down there, but she seemed to want me to. Her eyes were glassy, like she wasn't really seeing anything.
"I need more than lookin'," she said, flipping onto her stomach and rising to her hands and knees. She looked back at me over her shoulder. "Put it in me and fuck the shit outta me." She lay her head down on the bed and put a hand back between her legs stroking her sex. I watched her pump first one, then two fingers into her pussy.
Something snapped in me at that point. It was like she wasn't really my sister any longer. She was just a horny girl and she wanted me. She wanted me to fuck her. Me. I felt an insatiable lust, a desire to fuck her for my pleasure, and oddly enough a little bit of anger. I guess I was angry at her for teasing me so badly and I felt a desire to get back at her. Something told me this was the way to do it. I felt like I should just pound into her.
I stepped forward and positioned my cock behind her ass. Her hand grabbed it and began stroking it. I was already incredibly hard again. I had a quick moment of hesitation, but her hand was pulling me, guiding me towards her pussy and she wouldn't let go. I grabbed her hips with my hands and eased my cock into her. It was even better than her mouth, which is saying a lot. Her moans were very exciting to me as I eased in a little deeper.
Her pussy was so warm, wet, and tight. I was in heaven. I pulled out a little and pushed in a little deeper this time. She moaned again, encouraging me. All I heard in my head was "fuck the shit outta me." I grabbed her hips firmly and this time I drove in harder. I pulled out faster and drove in harder again. Within just a few thrusts I was all the way in her and each thrust slammed me into her ass, forcing her to grunt as if the air were being pushed out of her lungs.
Then I was like a jack hammer. I pounded into her like my life depended on it. It felt so good, so right. She was whimpering below me, grabbing the sheets and blankets fiercely as if the pleasure was too much for her. I think she came at one point, but I didn't slow down. Even if she had tried to pull away from me, my grip on her hips was too strong. I was going to fuck her until I exploded.
As I neared my climax, she was babbling incoherently and I was just grunting in response. Our bodies were slapping together in a fast rhythm that was playing in my head. I could feel the heat building up from inside me, starting to take over my entire body. All I heard was a rush of blood in my ears as all that heat poured out of me and into her. My body was quivering with each thrust now and I felt deliciously out of control.
When I came to my senses, she was laying flat on the bed mewling and nearly passed out. I was standing, butt naked, with my dick finally starting to relax. My cum and her juices were dripping off it. I realized what I had just done and felt a strange mixture of pride and guilt. I had finally done it with a girl, but I felt like I'd just raped my own sister.
I quickly slipped out of her room and jumped back into my bed, a million thoughts and feelings running through my head. Before I knew it, I was asleep, dreaming of mom and dad finding out... dreaming of being kicked out of the house and made fun of at every turn... dreaming of girls utterly fleeing in disgust as they saw me.
I was glad to hear my alarm go off the next morning to break me out of those torturous dreams. I pulled the covers off and got out of bed. It was then that I realized I had left my boxers in Hailey's room. I had hoped that she was so drunk that she wouldn't remember a thing, maybe believing that one of the boys at the party had fucked her, but with my underwear in her room, she'd know something was up.
I was cursing my own stupidity as I stepped into the hot shower. I hoped the hot water would help me figure out what to do... help me concoct some believable story about last night.
But just thinking about last night got me excited again. My cock was getting hard once more and needed attention. I put some conditioner on my hand and began pumping it up and down my shaft, thinking about how it felt to fuck a girl. I had her image firmly planted in my mind as I stroked my cock to its full hardness. My eyes were closed and I was leaning against the wall, back against it, when I heard the shower curtain pull back. I turned toward the water, embarrassed, trying to hide my erection.
I looked back over my shoulder to see who it was. Hailey stood there in her robe, smirking, holding my boxers in her hand.
"I think you left these in my room last night," she said. Her eyes looked down my body locking on either my ass or my cock. I tried to cover up with my hands.
"I... but...," I stammered, trying to quickly come up with some excuse.
"I was a bit hammered last night, but I remember a little bit," she interrupted. "And what I remember about it was... I enjoyed it."
That statement floored me and left me completely speechless. My dick was sooo hard and standing very proud at this moment. It was impossible to cover up.
"Now I know why." She smiled, still looking at my cock. "Anyways, I'm making some breakfast. Want some?"
Wow, I thought, what a curve ball. One minute we're talking about incest and the next a casual question about breakfast. My head spun in confusion. "Yyy... yeah," I finally replied.
She pulled the shower curtain closed, giggling, turned and left. I was totally floored and wondered how in the hell I was going to deal with all this. She knew what happened. She had enjoyed it, too. She had even approved of my cock.
There was no way I was going to be able to masturbate now. So I finished getting cleaned up, dried off, and slipped into my room to get dressed. My cock was still pretty hard and I was just getting my clothes together when Hailey barged into the room. She was still wearing her robe, although it didn't look like it was tied too tightly. I could see plenty of cleavage and lots of leg.
"Hey. I don't know why I'm doing this, but I figured you took advantage of me last night, so now it's my turn."
I was naked and busy trying to cover up my cock with my underwear when she pushed me back on the bed.
"Get comfortable. You're going to be there for a while," she said, slipping off her robe. She looked down my body and I could see the lust in her eyes.
I couldn't believe this was happening again! And now it was daylight and I could see her completely nude body, just a few feet from me. I moved up on the bed so that I was laying comfortably. She knelt on it and slipped a leg over my body so that she was sitting on my stomach. I felt my prick hit her ass and I jumped slightly. She just giggled and continued to climb up my torso. She put her legs over my arms as she sat on my chest.
"First things first," she said. "You're gonna eat my pussy." She moved over my face and lowered her cunt until it was just over my mouth. "Go ahead, start licking."
I pushed my tongue out and ran it up and down her mound, avoiding her clit. She moved her hips to tell me just where to lick. After a few moments, I started licking inside her pussy, my tongue sliding over the moist flesh and darting across her clit. Her hands cradled my head, directing me the whole time. She made comments about when to lick, when to suck, speed, intensity... everything. It was my first time, but I enjoyed it and wanted her to *really* enjoy it.
After what seemed like forever, her body shivered and she seemed to lose control. Her thighs crushed my head as her hands pulled my mouth tighter against her cunt. I couldn't hear anything at that point and my eyes were closed so I didn't see her, but I knew she had just had an orgasm. When she finally released my head I could hear her panting. Her hand was gently stroking my hair.
She lifted off me and slid down to my chest and abdomen once again. "I think you're a natural," she said smiling down at me. I smiled back, enjoying the compliment. I still couldn't say anything to her. I guess I was just in shock. She moved down so that she was hovering right over my hard prick. "This is certainly a prize winner," she giggled stroking my cock with her fist. I was very hard again and I could feel each pulse of blood in it.
With her free hand, Hailey put saliva on her hand and rubbed it over her pussy. She then put the tip of my dick at the entrance of her cunt and eased down onto it.
"Oooooh, yeah," she moaned. "A big, big, prize. Oh God, this is good. Sooo good."
She started grinding her hips into me, riding up and down on my cock. I couldn't keep my eyes off her. I watched as her breasts bounced on her chest, her eyes closing as the bliss took over. She increased the speed and I started to try to match her movement, pushing into her when she was coming down on me. I wanted to be as deep into her as I could be.
She was touching all over her body, running through her hair, over her chest and abdomen. It was so... sensuous watching her. Her skin was flushed and she glowed.
Her hands finally searched out mine and lifted them until I was cupping her breasts. "Play with my tits..." she moaned. She seemed to be having the time of her life. It felt good to me as well, not as good as last night, but now I could see her naked body, too. It was incredible, the bed squeaking and our moaning were the only sounds in the house.
I could tell when she was getting closer to her orgasm this time. She increased her speed, but the tempo was erratic. She shook her head, making her hair flail side to side. My hands were still on her breasts when she told me to pinch her nipples. I could feel them digging into my palms, so I squeezed them between my fingers. Her body shivered above me as she moaned louder.
"Oh, God, yesssss... pinch them again," she gasped.
I rolled them between my fingers as she ground into me, our hips rubbing together, my cock fully embedded into her pussy.
"I don't want this to end," she said. "Oh, fuck!"
Then she started bouncing again, letting my cock come almost all the way out before pushing down hard to bury it deep into her. She used hard, slow, forceful thrusts at first and then started speeding up once more. She was almost over the edge. Her skin was covered with a sheen of sweat and it was radiant. She opened her eyes and we locked our gaze. I could tell that this was a turning point for her. She was worried about crossing the line, too, but had hidden it behind her bravado attitude. Now she admitted to herself that she was fucking her younger brother and loving every minute of it.
She came just before me this time. My orgasm peaked when I saw her gyrating furiously and moaning loudly, her body locked in a delicious embrace with pleasure. I felt my seed bursting into her, spewing with spurt after spurt.
We lay there for a moment afterwards, with my cock still embed in her. She lay down on top of me and I hugged her. After a few moments, my dick popped out of her on it's own as it was reduced to it's normal state.
"I don't know what to say," she whispered. "We..."
"I know, Hailey. I feel the same way as you."
She sat up and looked at me. "Do you really? I mean, I liked it."
"I did too."
"I... want to do it again."
I could see the uncertainty in her eyes as she wondered if I really felt the same way as she. She was very vulnerable and knew it. I weighed my response for a moment, maybe making her regret her last statement.



"I do to," I admitted. "I know it's wrong, but I love you and loved... you know... doing this with you."
She hesitated for a moment, thinking of the implications. "What are we going to do?"
I smiled. "First we're going to eat breakfast and then we'll draw to see who gets to be on top next time."
*****
Mom and dad came home on Monday in the late afternoon and told us all about the wedding service, the food at the reception, the cake... everything. When they asked about what we did all weekend, we pretty much told them we stayed at home, which was mostly the truth. Of course, we didn't mention a thing about our activities, but they didn't need to know that.
I went to sleep early on Monday because I had an early Tuesday class. And things seemed to go ok for the next few days. But on Friday afternoon, Hailey called me. It surprised me because she rarely ever called me.
"Hey," I said answering as I sat down on one of the stone walls that were around campus. I had her on speaker phone to make things easier.
"Take me off speaker," she said immediately. "This is... important." She sounded scared.
"Ok," I said, holding the phone to my ear now.
"Mom knows," she said simply.
"Knows... what?" I asked, not catching on.
"She knows about last weekend!" she said. "What we did."
Holy shit! I was seeing the end of a happy home life for the both of us. We'd be kicked out for sure.
"How?" I asked. They weren't home... it was late at night... we were in our own home. Nobody could have seen us.
"They bought nanny-cams a while ago to spy on us," she said. "And they filmed almost the whole thing. Mom confronted me today about it... and showed me the video."
"Shit!" I said. "What did you tell her?"
"What could I tell her?" she said. "I couldn't exactly deny it. I... basically told her that I was... helping you. That you felt you needed my help to not be a virgin any more."
I sat in shock. "Oh... great."
"Well, it kind of is the truth."
"What did she say?" I asked.
"That part was kind of weird," she said. "We're not kicked out or anything, but I had to agree to keep things like what we're doing at a minimum. She said that dad can't find out."
I was dumbfounded. We weren't exactly yelled at. We were just told to be careful and not let dad find out. It didn't make any sense.
"She'll probably talk to you later," she said. "Good luck."
"Thanks," I said. "I'll need it."
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My Sex Education, Part 2
The text came at about 7:00pm, when I was still running around with my friends. Frankly, I was hoping to avoid my mom, hoping to avoid the conversation. I was scared as fuck.
But I had to go home some time and got there at 9:00pm. My dad was out with his bowling buddies, probably out until the bars close at 2:30am, which was his habit. My mom wasn't in the living room or family room, so I expected she was in her bedroom, probably watching TV.
I had already changed into a t-shirt and the shorts I slept in and was ready for bed. So, at 11:00pm, I couldn't wait any longer and went to my mom's bedroom and knocked on her door.
"Come in," she said. As I came in, she rose up on the bed until she was sitting on it, her legs tucked a little underneath her.
"Hey mom. You wanted to talk to me?" I asked. I was shaking.
"Come on over," she said, tapping the bed. "Have a seat."
My mom was wearing some frilly, blue lingerie. The front dipped all the way down between her breasts, showing maximum cleavage. And the bottom came up to barely mid-thigh. Her legs were covered up to mid-thigh with stockings. Over top of all, she was wearing a black, satin robe that was open. I expected dad was in for a treat when he came home. Maybe he was coming home earlier than usual.
"Ok," I said and sat on the bed. I could barely take his eyes off her breasts and prayed that she didn't notice. "I'm... um... almost done cleaning my room... so... if that's what this is, like, about."
"Well, I'm glad you're cleaning your room, but, no, I have something more serious to talk with you about." She took a second to collect her thoughts. "Listen... um... I already had a talk with Hailey about what happened while your dad and I were away at Aunt Jackie's wedding." As she talked to me, she was lightly stroking her nylon-covered leg, distracting me.
"I wanted to let you know that... we bought some security cameras for the house and... they captured some things that happened over the weekend that... well... are concerning," she said.
"Oh... um..."
"I haven't showed it to your father," she said. "I wanted to talk to you both first."
While it was a relief that my dad didn't know, I was still scared. "I just... I don't..." I stammered, not knowing what to even say.
"Listen... Hailey already took responsibility and I can see that from the videos. She pretty much came onto you. But... I know things have happened after that first night. I know you have urges... and I know this is an exciting time in your life as far as things like that are concerned. But... why didn't you talk to me about your... you know... not having any experience or anything?"
"I... I don't..." I was dumbstruck. What could I say?
"Why did I have to hear it from your sister?" she asked. I had no idea what to say and just sat there. "I want an answer. Tell me."
"I'm sorry. But... I... um..." I stammered.
"You what?"
"Yeah... I just didn't think that it was that big of a deal, I guess."
"I don't want you to get mad at me," she said. "But you can't be doing those things with your sister."
"Yeah," I said. I knew it was wrong. But... she was just so hot.
"You know, you can always talk to me and I really wish you would come to me about these things." She sat up on her knees fully and took her robe off. Her lingerie was sleeveless, with a strap going around her head to hold up the top of it. "Instead, I have to hear it from your sister... and see videos of you two together. What gave you the idea that you two could do that?"
Unfortunately, I wasn't really listening to her at the moment. When she sat up like that I could see far more of her body beneath the lacy material of her lingerie. Her nipples were large, dark, and pointed, dominating my attention.
"Why your sister? Why her?" she asked.
"I mean... she... just... the way she dresses... she shows a lot of skin." As I told her, she idly ran her fingers down the neckline of her lingerie, drawing my attention to her wonderful cleavage. "And... I dunno... it just gets me excited."
"So, you like women who dress more scantily?" she asked, nodding as if unsurprised.
"Yeah..."
"Well... I understand," she said. "That's the kind of thing that happens at your age. And I know you have... urges... and hormones running wild."
"I know it's probably weird," I said, "and I shouldn't have."
"You really should have come to me and said that this was a problem," she said. "Instead, now your sister is involved, too. And I've got to deal with her. What if she gets pregnant for Heaven's sake? So listen... you don't do it with her any more. Ok? If you want to feel good," she said, leaning forward. "You come to mommy," she whispered. "And mommy will take care of it. Ok?"
"Ok," I said, completely surprised.
"I never told you this before," she said, using a finger to push a lock of hair off my face, "but when mommy was your age, I had a... relationship... with my daddy."
"Really?" I asked, completely shocked. "With grandpa?" I couldn't even imagine them in bed together.
"Yes," she said, nodding. "He helped me grow up... into a real woman... and I learned a lot of things. I learned about what guys like and what I like. I learned a lot about pleasure, giving and receiving. And I want to teach you things like that. You know... mommy has everything Hailey has, too, right?"
She slid her hand over her lingerie at her chest, palming and squeezing her breast.
"Yeah... but it was just... you know... an accident," I said defensively. "We didn't plan on doing it."
"I can't have you and your sister getting caught by your father." She hooked her finger around one edge of her lingerie and pulled it across her breast, exposing it. "I don't need that kind of family drama. It could destroy us."
She hooked her other hand in the other side of her lingerie and pulled, pulling it across her other breast, exposing them both. Both of her hands cupped her breasts, squeezing them and teasing her nipples.
"So, I'm going to take care of this myself," she said. "Right, baby?"
"Um... ok mommy," I said, a little confused.
She grabbed my hand and laid it on her naked breast, encouraging me to stroke it and squeeze it. Her nipples were so hard and I felt them dig into my palm and get caught between my fingers.
"And I don't need your sister getting pregnant in this house," she said.
"Yeah... um... you're right," I said, my eyes glued to her magnificent breasts. They were far larger than Hailey's.
My mom moved my hand to her other breast and urged me to squeeze and stroke it as well.
"You're going to satisfy your sexual urges with me," she said. "So, tell me. When you think about your sister, what exactly do you think about? Here, touch mommy's boobs while you do that," she said, grabbing my other hand so that both of my hands were on her breasts. "Tell me, what do you think about with your sister?"
"I just... um... think about... her... you know... her vagina and her butt," I said, a little uncomfortable.
"You do?" she said, smiling. "Her butt?" She rose up on her knees, towering over me. "You think about your sister that way?" She then turned around and lowered herself to her hands and knees and lifted the back of her lingerie, exposing her butt to me. She wasn't wearing panties and her pussy and asshole were wonderfully on display.
"I only want you to think about mommy that way," she said, smiling back at me. My gaze was locked on her ass. I'd never really taken the time to look at Hailey's like this. "Ok? From now on you'll leave your sister alone."
"Ok mommy," I whispered.
"So what are you thinking about now, now that you're looking at mommy's vagina and butt?"
"I think they look, like... really good," I said in wonder. They looked incredible.
"Yeah?" She looked down at my crotch and then slid one foot back between my legs until her foot slid over my cock, teasing my shaft and balls with her toes through my shorts. The stockings she wore looked so hot. I couldn't even imagine how they'd feel against me.
"Your butt looks really... really... nice, mom," I said, groaning a little.
"Why don't you touch it?"
"Ok." I grabbed her ass cheek with one hand and squeezed it. It was firm and full. "It feels nice." I ran my fingers around the outside edges of her cheek and through the crack. I grazed her asshole and labia with my fingertip.
"You like that?" she moaned.
"Yes mommy," I said softly, simply amazed that I'd been given the chance to touch her like this.
She moved over so that both her feet were between my legs, both feet now teasing my cock. Her ass was right in front of me.
"Is it a little... damp... in there you think?" she asked, almost giggling.
I slid my finger along her labia and pressed a little between them, feeling the heat and wetness inside.
"You think?" she asked.
"Yes, it is, mommy," I said.
"Why do you think that is?"
"I don't... I mean... I guess because you're excited?"
She turned around on her hands and knees until she faced me. "Mmhmm... women get wet when they get excited. Good boy. Now let me see. Are you excited, too? Show mommy. Take those off."
She grabbed the waistband of my shorts and boxers and pulled. I lifted my hips to help her and she pulled them off my legs and tossed them aside. My cock was hard and throbbing.
She sat back and grabbed my cock with her stockinged feet and slowly stroked it. "You like when mommy touches you there?"
"Yeah," I whispered excitedly.
"Especially when she's wearing lacy, pretty things, and showing a lot of her naked body? See? You're really excited aren't you? I like how your cock feels between my feet.
"Yes mommy," I moaned. God, the stockings felt even better than I ever imagined!
"Mommy can take care of this."
"Thank you mommy... that really... feels good," I said, the pleasure making it more and more difficult to think.
She moved again and lay between my legs, her face right by my cock. "Do you want to feels mommy's tongue on your cock?" She grabbed my shaft and held it so that it was sticking up.
"Yes... please," I said with a breathy moan. Fuck!
She bent down and licked up one side of my shaft, from the bottom all the way to the top, then slid her mouth over the head.
"Oh... fuck... that feels really good mommy," I whimpered.
Her hand started stroking below her mouth as she bobbed up and down my shaft. "See?... You don't need your sister to feel good. All you need is mommy. Right?"
"Yes... mommy. You're right." I barely managed to say. I wasn't sure how much longer I'd last.
"Now you're going to be a good boy. Right?"
"Yes mommy."
"You're going to be a good boy and make mommy happy so I don't have to punish you. Right?" she asked.
"Yes mommy," I said.
She started licking and sucking on my balls as her hand continued stroking me.
"I want you to be a good boy and make mommy's pussy really wet," she said as she licked my cock once again. "I'm going to teach you how to do that."
"Ok... mommy," I moaned. God, she was driving me crazy as she licked and sucked on my cock so perfectly.
Suddenly she sat up on her knees again and lifted the bottom of her lingerie to show me her bare pussy. She circled her fingers around her clit a few times, moaning, as she slid closer to my shaft. Then she pushed the head of my cock against her pussy, stroking it up and down her length and then pressing it around her clit.
"Mmm... right there," she moaned. "I want you to make mommy's pussy nice and wet. "Mommy definitely wants to ride that cock. I can't wait another minute."
Moving just a little, she pushed the head of my cock inside her pussy, then moved her body onto it, forcing it deeper and deeper inside her. She was so wet and so fucking hot that I slid in all the way. Then she slowly moved up and down, slowly fucking me.
"Oh... that's so good mommy," I moaned. I reached up with both hands and grabbed her bouncing breasts, squeezing them, and pinching her nipples.
"Good boy," she moaned, focusing her attention on fucking me. "That's it. Yes. You feel so big inside mommy. You fill me up so good."
"Oh my God," I groaned, feeling her pussy squeezing my cock just right with every stroke.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm... you feel so good inside me," she whispered.
Then she pulled off me, my dick popping free, wet with her juices.
"Will you fuck mommy from behind, baby?" she asked, turning around and moving to all fours.
"Yeah." I got up onto my knees and moved behind her. My cock was throbbing hard.
"You want to see mommy's ass?" she giggled.
"God, yes," I said quickly. I slid my fingers into her pussy for a moment, sliding in and out, getting them wet, then slid the wetness around my cock again. My mommy moaned as I pulled them free from her silky confines.
"Yeah baby, now... give mommy that nice big cock," she said. I lined my cock up with her pussy and grabbed her hips for leverage before pushing it inside her again.
"God! That's a good boy," she moaned, letting out a hiss of air as my cock filled her. "You're so deep, baby," she said, dropping her face to the sheet. I started thrusting a little faster. "Oh God! My good, good boy. Oh fuck... yeah... Yeah, baby... fuck me... so hard."
Her body was suddenly shaking uncontrollably as she gripped the sheet and blankets in tight fists. Her pussy was then squeezing my cock, her juices gushing out of her.
"Shit! Shit! Oh fuck!" she yelled as she came.
Shaking, she pulled free of me and turned around, quickly flopping to her back and moving her legs so that I was between them.
"I want to watch you fuck me, baby," she said, encouraging me to crawl forward.
With only a little movement, I lined my cock up with her pussy again and then pushed back inside, groaning.
"Oh my fuck... you're so hard," she said loudly as I started thrusting. "Baby, you don't have to jerk off any more or... or... or even fuck your sister. You just come in here... come to mommy... and put your big hard dick right in mommy's pussy."
"Yes mommy," I groaned in agreement as I thrust harder and faster.
"It's a way better thing to do. So you don't get her pregnant," she said, her face showing the extreme pleasure she was feeling. "But you can fill my pussy as much as you want. It won't matter if you get me pregnant."
I wasn't sure why, but I couldn't think any more anyway. I just knew I had to thrust... I had to make her cum again... and I had to cum so badly myself.
"Yes... uh huh... fuck me hard baby," she moaned loudly. "Fuck me hard. Good boy. Yeah, baby... so good."
I reached down and grabbed her breasts with both of my hands, squeezing and pulling on them and it excited her even more.
"Oh shit!" she yelled. "Fuck! I love the way your cock fills my pussy."
The pleasure was peaking in me quickly. I knew I was going to cum soon. "I'm close mommy."
My mom looked a little concerned. "You think you're gonna cum that fast?" I suspected she wanted me to last a lot longer.
"Yeah... Oh God," I moaned, and my body started shaking, my thrusts became more erratic.
"Yes, baby!" she said excitedly. "I want to feel your cum fill me up." In only a few more thrusts, I stopped and felt as if my body was pouring out of my cock. My cock pulsed, spraying what felt like a gallon of cum into her pussy. "Oh fuck! Cum for mommy, baby. Cum for mommy. Yeah."
I was breathing hard when I finally pulled out of her, my cum dribbling out of her pussy and off my cock. My mom quickly spun around and slid her mouth over my cock, sucking gently and cleaning me off.
"Mmm... your cum tastes even better than I expected," she whispered.
I was panting as I watched her lovingly clean my deflating shaft. "God, you made me cum so hard."
When she finished, she sat up, her fingers playing at her pussy, playing with my cum and circling her clit so she could cum again.
"Look at me," she commanded me. "You come to mommy when you have urges. Understand?"
I nodded as I got off the bed and grabbed my shorts. "Yeah, mommy. Love you." I walked to the door heading back to my room in a daze.
"Thank you, baby. Love you, too!"
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My Sex Education, Part 3
It was just over a year in my relationship with both my mom and my sister that things started changing. I was fucking my mom pretty regularly, once or twice a week, and my sister pretty infrequently, maybe once every three months.
It was a bit challenging, keeping my dad from finding out about either relationship, and keeping the women from finding out about each other, but I'd managed it so far. My mom knew that my sister and I fooled around once, but didn't know that it continued.
Now it was the Friday of the long Thanksgiving weekend. My mom had gone Black Friday shopping with her sister and Hailey, dad, and me stayed home. Holidays were the times I fucked Hailey the most, probably because all her college boys left to go to their respective homes as well, leaving her to fend for herself.
I'd slept in that morning and walked out into the hallway, starting to head down to the kitchen. I could hear one of the big parades on the TV downstairs. My dad was probably watching that.
When I got to the bathroom door, it was closed and I could hear the shower running. I knew it was Hailey. I slowly and quietly opened the door and felt the blast of hot, steamy air inside. The fan was on, making noise, as well as the water, itself, splashing in the tub. So I was pretty sure she didn't hear me enter.
Hailey was in the shower behind the glass doors and I could see her beautiful body. Her hands moved sensuously over every curve, sliding her sudsy loofah over her skin. I stood there for about a minute before she turned and saw me, looking a little surprised at first, then thankful. Over the year, I had come to find out just how much she enjoyed being watched and sexually desired.
She continued showering, sliding the suds over her body as she watched me enjoying her show. She slid her hands between her legs and washed her pussy, then left them there to slowly tease herself as she spread her legs a little wider.
She smiled a me deviously as she reached down and grabbed her razor, putting it in the spray of water to clean it off. She slid back so that the water cascaded down the front of her body, but still gave me an excellent view of her. Slowly, she slid the razor over her bush, removing the hair as she watched it closely.
With each stroke, the hair was removed, washed away by the streaming water. I felt my cock harden quickly and slid my shorts and boxers down to my knees and began stroking my cock. She smiled at me, and continued stroking the razor over her skin, making herself so smooth and bare. She used her free hand to pull her labia, pulling the skin taut to make it easier for the razor.
She then set the razor down and slid her fingers through her pussy, teasing herself while she watched me.
"Do you like my shaved pussy?" she asked, smiling deviously. I could just hear her above the other noises in the small room, but it made my cock throb. "Do you like seeing my pussy lips like this?"
"Yeah... it's really hot," I moaned, watching every move of her fingers through her labia.
"Stroke it good for me," she said as she moved to the shower door and opened it. She stayed in the shower with the water running, while I stood in the middle of the bathroom masturbating. "Yeah, that's it. Just imagine if I was on top of you right now, grinding against your cock."
"Oh God," I moaned, using my other hand to squeeze and fondle my balls. God I was so hard.
"My pussy is so wet. Do you want to fuck me? Throw me up against the wall and thrust into me? So you can feel how warm and wet I am inside?"
I nodded. "Yeah. I really need to fuck you," I said.
"We gotta keep quiet," she said, reaching down and grabbing my shaft from me. She quickly started stroking it, then dropped to her knees. I moved forward to help her as she took me into her mouth and sucked on the tip while she stroked the shaft.
"Fuck!" I groaned. She was so good at this... and made me cum every time. She put her hands behind her back and had me fuck her mouth, sliding deep to the back of her throat again and again.
"You're such a bad boy," she giggled as she pulled off me for a moment. She grabbed my shorts and underwear and pushed them down my legs to help me take them off.
"I can't help myself around you," I admitted.
"Sit down there," she said, indicating the toilet as she stepped out of the shower onto the rug. I sat on the cold toilet seat as she knelt down in front of me and started stroking and sucking again.
"You know we shouldn't be doing this," she said after a minute.
"Why?"
"Because dad's home... he might catch us," she said, sounding a little nervous.
"He won't. Oh God," I moaned as quietly as I could. "We'll be quiet."
She flicked her tongue just under the head, always loving how that made me jerk in reaction. "You like that?" she smiled as my hips jumped, knowing I did. "Yeah?"
She giggled as she stood and turned around, slightly spreading her legs. Slowly, she bent her knees and lowered her pussy towards my cock. She looked back at me as I grabbed my shaft and slid the head around her labia and clit. God, she was definitely soaking wet, her juices dripping down my cock.
"You like how that feels?" she asked. "It's nice and smooth and my pussy is so wet, it's dripping. What do you think?"
"Oh, baby, it feels so good on my cock," I moaned, sliding the head to the entrance of her cunt.
"We probably shouldn't fuck... but..." she said, then lowered her hips, pushing my cock inside her.
"Oh shit!" I moaned, loving the feel as her pussy clenched my cock, her buttery insides letting me glide so deeply.
"Oh fuck! Oh my God!" she said as she moved her hips up and down, bouncing on my cock. "I can't help myself. This is so fucking bad, but it feels so good."
"You like that?" I asked, slapping her ass.
"God yes!" We fucked like that for a few minutes when she pulled off me. "Fuck me," I ordered as she bent over, putting her forearms on the sink. I moved behind her and grabbed her hips as my cock thrust back inside her again from behind.
"Oh shit! Yeah!" I moaned as my hips slammed into her again and again.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah... oh fuck!" She was loving my cock and I knew she was going to cum soon.
KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK
Suddenly, there was a knocking at the door. "Everything alright in there?" my dad asked.
We stopped cold, with my cock deep inside her.
"Yeah, Dad. Everything's fine," Hailey said. "I'm in the shower. Almost done."
"You've been in there a while now," Dad said through the door.
"I know... sorry... but I'm almost done."
There was a moment of silence from the door and we wondered if he'd walked away. "Have you seen Vince lately?" he asked.
"Uh... no I haven't seen him," Hailey answered, giggling.
"Mmhmm... well... ok."
We then waited as there was more silence from the door. After a couple minutes, I couldn't help myself any longer and I continued my thrusting, moving even faster than I was before the interruption.
Hailey reached down between her legs and began playing with her clit. I could feel my balls slap against her fingers and felt them stroke my shaft occasionally.
"Oh God," she moaned with a deep hiss of air. She was close. "Yeah baby. Oh fuck... oh shit!" Her hand suddenly moved faster and I could feel her pussy clench as she came. Her juices poured out over my cock, dripping onto the floor and down her legs.
She pulled me out of her and turned around, dropping to her knees again. "God, you made me cum so fucking hard," she said, stroking my cock. She sucked on me for a moment, but then stroked even faster, using both hands. She wanted me to cum quickly.
I grunted, watching her, barely able to stand as I felt my body quickly moving to an orgasm.
"Yeah, give it to me," she said, knowing I was so close, one hand moving rapidly up and down my shaft as the other teased the crown. "Do it. Cum for me."
I groaned as cum shot out of my cock. She changed the angle, spraying first one breast then the other as each thick, white rope of cum shot out. I watched it splash against her skin then begin to slowly drip down it.
"Ok. We better stop," she said, standing. "You need to get out of here." She looked down and ran her fingers through my cum on her chest. "Fuck... what a mess."
"God that was hot," I said as I pulled her head towards me and kissed her passionately.
She smiled and nodded. "Yes it was. Now, get outta here before dad comes back." She quickly moved back into the shower and let the water wash my cum from her body and down the drain.
When I finished dressing, I opened the door a crack and peeked out. Seeing no one, I opened the door more and looked down the hall both ways. I looked back at her and smiled as I walked out and closed the door behind me.
As quietly and as quickly as I could, I walked down the hallway to my bedroom. I opened the door and, to my surprise, my dad was sitting on my bed.
"There you are," he said. "Close the door. We need to talk." I closed the door and walked in, trying to play as dumb and as innocent as I could.
"Look," he said. "I know where you were and I know what you were doing..."
"Dad, I..." I started to explain, but he interrupted me.
"Don't even try to deny it," he said, looking at me sternly. "I've known for a while that something was going on, I just didn't know how bad it was." He looked upset and sad, but not so angry. "I hope you know what you two are doing is wrong... and can lead to so many complications. So, for one, I hope you're being smart and being safe."
I started to say something again, but he cut me off. This wasn't really meant to be a conversation.
"You know it's wrong. You know I don't want you two doing it. It's sick... it's... it's twisted... it's immoral. But you two are adults and I know there's only so much I can do. Hell, if I kicked you out it would probably get worse."
He sat for a second, thinking, slowly rocking forward and back.
"So... I want this to stop... I'm begging you to stop it... but I know I can't force you to. Just... do the right thing."
I nodded, not understanding why I hadn't been castrated yet.
"I'm not going to say a word of this to your mom," he said. "It would probably kill her. So make sure she never finds out. Okay?"
I nodded. "Okay Dad."
And with that, he left my room. I never even knew if he talked to Hailey about it.
Hailey and I kept up our very infrequent liaisons, but tried to be even more discreet.
*****
Sex with my mom, while we were very discreet already, didn't diminish at all, even after Dad warned me about being with Hailey. I guess when Hailey wasn't around much, he was more comfortable and trusting.
One Friday, Dad was still at work and Mom was in the kitchen cooking dinner. I was so fucking horny and really needed her. I'd been masturbating and was only wearing a t-shirt and boxers as I walked downstairs into the kitchen.
She was standing at the stove when I entered, so she didn't see me. She was wearing a purple cross-hatched jumper, that looked a lot like overalls, with a black t-shirt on underneath. The dress came down to about mid-thigh.
I walked up behind her, reached under the dress, and caressed her ass.
"Baby..." she said, not happy that I touched her like that.
"What?"
"I'm trying to make dinner, alright?" she said. There were three pots on the stove cooking some pasta, pasta sauce, and asparagus. It smelled wonderful, but I was more interested in her at the moment.
"What are you making?" I asked.
"Pasta and asparagus," she said.
"Nice." I slid my boxers down, releasing my cock and slid it over her ass where my hand had been.
"Honey, your dad's going to be home soon," she said. "Please?" She looked down to see what I rubbed against her ass. "Really?"
"What?" I laughed.
"Your dad's going to be home soon," she said, looking a little too longingly at my cock. "I have to get dinner ready."
I continued sliding my cock over and around her ass, sliding it along the crack.
"Honey!" she said, acting annoyed.
"I know, I know... I'm not stopping you. I just..."
"You're just rubbing your dick all over my ass?" She moved away from me slightly so that I was no longer touching her, but she couldn't move far. "Seriously? Come on."
"Mom... please," I begged her. I was so horny and my cock was really hard. I needed her badly.
"Please what?" she asked. "Are you hungry? Do you want to eat tonight? Ok, well..." She turned to walk away towards the kitchen table, but I grabbed her arm and turned her back around to face me. "What are you doing? Will you go to your room with that thing please?"
"I don't want to go to my room," I said. I was getting more and more needy as she spoke. I could see the swell of her breasts behind her t-shirt, the points of her nipples behind the straps. She looked at me, annoyed. "Ok, I won't bother you."
She moved back to the stove and stirred the spaghetti sauce. While I watched, I stood there, stroking my shaft. I wanted to be patient, I really did. But I was just too horny.
"You're just going to touch your dick all night?" she asked.
"Can I just watch?" I suggested. "I just want to watch you for a minute then I won't bug you for the rest of the night. Please? I don't want to do it in my room by myself. I don't like that."
"Honey," she said, annoyed but resigned that she didn't have a choice but to appease me. "Ok... as long as you look. Just look. Don't touch. Ok?"
"Yeah, ok," I said, still sliding my hand up and down my shaft. She made furtive glances back to watch, but was otherwise working on the stove.
Wanting to get this over with more quickly, she unclipped one of the straps that held the jumper on and pulled up her t-shirt, exposing her breast. "This is enough. This keeps happening way too much. You just need to finish so I can finish dinner."
"Ok," I said, enjoying what I could see of her. I loved her breasts. They were so full and round and her nipples seemed to constantly be hard.
"Listen!" she said. "Your father's going to be home. I need to have dinner ready and we're all going to sit down as a family and eat."
"Ok," I said, continuing to stroke my shaft, panting, desperate for release.
"Ok," she echoed back, mocking me, "and you just keep doing your thing." She reached back and lifted up the bottom of her dress, exposing her ass to my view. "You are just so horny... all the time."
I knew she liked that I was horny all the time, but we continued to play this game.
Her breast and nipple were so spectacular that I couldn't help myself. I reached out and held it in my hand, squeezing it gently.
"I told you not to touch!" she said, squirming a little. I felt her shudder when I rolled her nipple between my fingers before pulling my hand back.
"Ok... I'm sorry mom."
She went back to the stove and I rubbed my cock against her ass again.
"Come on. Now... what?"
"I just want to..."
"I can't focus while you're doing that," she said, but she didn't squirm away this time. I knew she was getting more and more excited herself. "How long is this going to take? I mean..."
"I don't know... a couple minutes," I said.
"Don't you have the yard to do?"
"I already did it," I said.
"It's just... it's just such a distraction. You're so hard."
It felt like she bent forward a little, pushing her ass back into me, wanting me to touch her more. So I reached down and slid my hand between her legs from behind and slid my fingers across her pussy.
"Honey... oh my God," she said, her body shivering at my touch.
"Mom, you're so wet," I said. She was... very wet. I knew she loved it when I did this to her. She could complain all she wanted. She could act like she didn't want it and then just give in because she had no choice. But I knew the truth.
"Baby, stop it," she moaned.
I wiped her juices over my cock and lined it up with her pussy. Then I slowly pushed forward until it slid inside her.
"Hey!" she said loudly, on hand pounding on the stove. But still, she didn't stop me.
"Can we just do it, like, for a second?" I asked, sounding desperate.
"But... I thought... I thought you wanted dinner," she said, moaning a little. She was getting more and more excited.
"I do, mom," I said as I started thrusting slightly, my cock as deeply buried as I could get it from this position.
"Oh my God... Your Dad's going to be home," she complained.
"Please mom, it feels too good," I said, grabbing her hips to give me a little more leverage.
She bent over more, pushing her hips back more, giving me even more access to her pussy. "I can't... focus... when you're doing this."
"I'll just go slow. Ok? You won't even notice."
She giggled. "I won't notice? Honey, your dick's inside me. Of course I notice. Listen, before one of us get's hurt with this hot stuff, just... go to the couch. I'll be in in a minute. Ok? Go!"
I pulled out of her, my cock coated with her wetness, and started walking towards the living room as she worked in the kitchen. I sat on the couch and slowly stroked my cock. I had another taste of her pussy, but I wanted it again... now!
It took her a few moments, but she walked in finally, the top of her dress now fully unfastened, her t-shirt up, exposing both of her breasts.
"Are you still jerking off?" she asked, watching me for a moment. Her eyes seemed to glimmer as she saw the size of my cock again.
"Yeah, a little bit. I'm sorry. I just can't wait."
"We have fifteen minutes until your father gets home," she said, her hands squeezing her breasts. "Can you finish in that amount of time."
"Yes. Please!" I begged her.
"Listen... I'll ride your dick as long as you make mommy cum," she said, looking at me somewhat sternly. She wanted her reward, too.
"Ok... I promise."
"Otherwise, I'm going to send you to your room with blue balls. And no dinner."
"Ok," I said, making room for her on the couch, sliding my hips down more to the edge.
"Honestly. This is enough," she said, smiling, obviously not thinking this was enough. She wanted it even more than he did. She pushed her dress down off her hips and then pulled her t-shirt the rest of the way off. Then she crawled up onto the couch, her pussy hovering right over my cock.
She reached down and grabbed my cock, guiding it into her pussy. Slowly she lowered her hips until I was fully embedded in her. Then she started grinding, fucking me, sliding my cock in and out of her wetness.
"Are you always hard?" she asked, teasing me.
"No. Just... sometimes."
She laughed. "It seems like all the time to me." She was moving a little faster and then she reached down and began playing with her clit. "I told you, you better make mommy cum."
"Ok, mommy."
"You always make mommy cum first, right baby? Your dad's going to be home soon. You're gonna cum soon right?"
"Yeah," I moaned, feeling my orgasm building even faster now.
"And you're gonna give your mommy a nice orgasm." She looked at me sternly again. She really wanted to cum.
"Yeah," I said, trying to hold off my own orgasm.
Her hips moved faster, driving us both to our orgasm. I only hoped she'd cum first or I'd never hear the end of it.
"Oh my God," she panted, closing her eyes. Her body flushed and her nipples hardened. I knew she was so ready to cum. "Oh fuck!" she hissed a moment later, cumming on me. I could feel her juices dripping out of her, coating my cock and balls.
She slid off my lap and knelt on the floor for a second, her hand going to my cock and stroking me. "Oh you're still so hard? My boy's always hard for me. Does it ever go soft?" She slid me into her mouth, sliding me as deep as it could go, until she was practically choking on me. "I'm thinking you walk around with a hardon all day."
"Not all day," I laughed amid my moaning. "God, that feels so good mommy."



"I do like the way your cock feels in my mouth," she said, licking up and down my shaft, cleaning her juices off me.
"Baby, dinner is on the stove," she said. "You need to cum soon."
"Ok."
She stood and then lay back on the couch. I knelt between her legs and pressed her legs back, rounding her hips and exposing her pussy more. Seconds later, I was deep inside her, thrusting once more, panting. God it felt so good.
She reached down and played with her clit as she closed her eyes, moaning more and more. "Yeah... yeah. God, baby."
I was getting so close and I'm sure she could see it on my face. "Fuck mommy hard because you have to cum soon, baby." I sped up and started slamming into her, fucking her wildly. "Yeah... like that... uh huh!"
Suddenly, I lost it. I felt my orgasm just blasting out of me and pulled back, pulling out of her. "Oh shit!" I yelled, cumming all over her pussy and stomach, ropes of my white, sticky cum drenching her.
When it started just dripping out, she reached down, grabbed my cock and started milking me, squeezing it all out of me as I just closed my eyes letting the pleasure wash over me.
"Ok, baby. You need to go get cleaned up and dressed. Your Dad will be home soon. Go on."
Still breathing hard and sweating, I went upstairs and got cleaned up. Dad came home just minutes after I walked back downstairs, and I watched him greet my Mom with a kiss on those lips that were, just moments ago, lovingly wrapped around my cock.
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The Games We Play
** Warning: This story involves what appears to be rape which may trigger some.
"Hey, hun, did you pack my tie?" Vince called down the stairs.
"It's already in your suitcase," his wife yelled up, probably from the kitchen from the sounds of the pots and pans banging around.
He smiled, a little embarrassed that he had lied to her. He had told her that he was going on a business trip. But he had other plans, plans that he didn't want her to know about.
*****
The house was dark as Vince moved down the driveway. He smiled, it just seemed like an easy mark. He inched closer, stopping when he heard a dog bark a few houses away. Not close enough to be trouble, he mused. He wandered around the house, hiding in the shadows, looking for a suitable entrance. And then he found it and smiled mischievously, the sliding glass door was unlocked.
In the warmth of the night, the woman must have kept it open so she could feel a cool breeze. Vince moved closer, carefully watching and listening. Making sure there were no dogs inside. He'd been watching her for some time now, so he didn't think there would be.
He eased the screen open and slowly, quietly walked in, then slid screen and the door shut behind himself. His eyes adjusted to the darkness inside the house as he surveyed the territory. It was a beautiful house, very nicely decorated. He moved around, looking for valuables, looking for her. He found the master bedroom at last. The door was open as was the window off to the side. A slight breeze made the curtains rustle. There was only a thin sheet over her body as she slept. The moonlight glowed in the room, giving it a seductive, low-light look.
Vince moved over and closed the window, not wanting any noise to attract unwanted attention. Then slowly he moved over to the bed. He could hear her slow, deep breathing signifying she was still asleep. He removed a gag harness from his bag and moved to the head of the bed. The woman was sleeping mostly on her stomach and he carefully slid his leg over her torso, until he was sitting on her back. His body held her in place as she woke up. Quickly, he slipped the ball of the gag into her mouth and fastened it on the back of her head. She struggled weakly against his superior strength, weight, and position.
She knew she was in trouble as he pulled one arm and then the next behind her back, tying her forearms together. He loved to have her arms like this because it pulled her shoulders back, making her breasts stick out just right.
"Don't scream, don't make a sound unless I tell you and this will be over before you know it," Vince warned her. She moved her feet as if trying to kick him off. He reached back and tied her ankles together. Finally, all trussed up, he pulled her to the edge of the bed and made her sit there.
Vince sat beside her, looking her right in the eye. She was a little scared, but too defiant still for her own good. His black ski mask was pulled tightly over his face so she couldn't tell who it was.
"Don't give me that glare, bitch. I'll beat it out of you," he said. Her eyes showed a little more fear. She was wearing a sexy baby-doll nighty and panties. She'd obviously been waiting for her lover. Vince wished his wife would wear outfits like that more often. He grabbed the hair on the back of her head and pulled it back a little, exposing her neck to him. His other hand stroked her thigh softly at first and then he grabbed it harder, digging his fingers into her taught flesh. He bent forward and kissed her neck.
The woman moaned above him, trying to tell him to stop. But he wasn't going to. This was what he came for. This was the best treasure in the house. His hand slapped her thigh and he pulled her hair a little more. "Quit squirming bitch. You and me, we're going to have a little fun. Don't you worry, now. I'll make you sing for me."
She twisted, trying to escape, but he was too strong for her. His hand moved up her thigh quickly and he rubbed her pussy for a moment. Oh, she was so wet. She actually liked what he was doing to her. It was turning her on. He got his fingers wet with her juices and then brought them up to her face. Slowly he wiped her pussy juice across her face and lips.
"Juices like that don't come from nothing. Now I know what you're really thinking," he hissed.
Vince smiled in his mask and then stood. He unfastened the belt of his pants, unzipped them, and removed them. His erection gave away just how excited he was, too. It was one of the largest she had ever seen and she quietly stared at it for a moment. Deep inside she yearned for it. She loved to be fucked by such a large cock and this was definitely promising.
He moved towards the woman and, grabbing his cock in one hand and her hair in the other, he rubbed it all over her face. "This is what you're going to get. You'll be begging for this."
She moaned a little, not really putting up a fight though. Vince stopped and then abruptly turned her over on the bed. Her knees were on the floor while her breasts pressed into the sheeted mattress. He pulled her panties down, exposing her bare ass. Ahhh, his dream girl. His hand slapped against her ass and then again on the other cheek. He laughed as she groaned a little. His finger traced a line down the crack of her ass and slowly circled her asshole.
Her hips rotated and contracted, trying to keep him from touching her, but she had no where to go. He was in total control of her. He licked his finger, getting it very wet, then pushed it into her ass, just a little bit, and felt her muscles grip him tight. The woman was grunting into her gag as he rotated his hand and with very short strokes fingered her.
Vince then pulled out and moved his fingers lower, onto her labia. Oh they were so hot and wet so engorged and puffy. They felt so good as his finger slid between them, opening her cunt a little. She looked so tasty that he wanted to eat her right then and there. He pushed his finger into her hole, digging it in as deep as possible. His knuckles crushed into her labia as he tried to push his finger all the way to her cervix.
He pulled out and sucked her juices off his finger. "Mmmm, you're such a tasty bitch. I'm going to love fucking you."
Vince pushed two, then three fingers into her tight pussy, fucking her with them. She grunted with each stroke as it stabbed into her. In and out, in and out, his fingers bore into her vagina. He could feel her hips shudder and he knew she was close to her orgasm. Then he stopped, pulled out, and rubbed fiercly across her clit. He wasn't having easy foreplay with her. He was going to make her cum his way. The hard way.
He moved back behind her and slipped his cock up and down her pussy, coating it with her juices. The woman was whimpering something as he lined it up to her vagina and slowly started pushing in. He grabbed her hips roughly for control as he eased it in, deeper and deeper. Her whimpering turned to moans and then stopped altogether as her pleasure increased beyond anything she had thought possible. His cock was the biggest thing she'd ever had in her pussy. It just kept going deeper and deeper. Seemingly endless.
Finally, his hips hit her ass and he began to slide back out. She moaned anew. Now it hurt a little bit, but the pleasure was rising by leaps and bounds. When it was partway out, he pushed back in and began a regular fucking tempo. The woman felt so tight wrapped around his cock. Vince looked down at her arms, so nicely trussed on her back. It was just too fucking perfect.
Excited, he pushed faster and faster, almost wanting to blow his load. But he controlled himself. He wanted this to last. His hips were slamming against her ass, his balls smacking into her clit. She was moaning, needing to scream in pleasure, but the gag was in the way, making a muffled wail instead.
In a few minutes Vince stopped and slowly eased out of her. She felt as if she was now totally empty, he had filled you up so much. His cock was covered with her juices. He roughly pulled her cheeks apart and gazed lovingly at her pussy and asshole. Oh it looked so temptingly delicious. The woman was so wet and so excited. He dove his face right in, first licking her asshole, letting his tongue circle it for a moment before squirming inside a little. Her ass was writhing back at him.
"You like that, huh?" he laughed. She was one sexy slut.
Then his tongue moved lower, sliding around her labia, driving into her vagina. It slithered and licked her tasty pussy. He was so enamored with her sweet honey and he wanted more. He used one finger to slide back and forth on her clit until she was trembling below him. His lips were covered with her honey as he sucked on her labia, pulling them tight. He bit them lightly, loving the groaning response she gave him. He loved fucking a responsive woman... he guessed she was probably a screamer given the right guy, a guy who knew how to fuck her right.
The woman was so turned on, so hot, her body was trembling with desire once again. She came with his tongue slashing across her clit and he didn't stop, only slowing for a moment to let the tremors recede. Then he attacked until she came again. He made sure she had four orgasms before he finally stopped. Her body was like a mass of quivering jello below him. Drool was running down her chin and onto the sheet. Sweat covered her body from head to toe.
Now it was his turn. He moved over and sat on the bed, pulling her up to her knees. He reached back and unfastened the harness holding the ball gag in place, and set it aside on the bed.
"You scream and I'll beat your face in," he said threateningly.
She nodded, moving her jaw a little to ease the strain. His cock was standing proud as she gazed at it. She was panting, unable to catch her breath and her eyes were half closed, delirious with pleasure. His hands grabbed her hair and pulled her into his crotch so that his cock pushed against her face.
Vince moved her head all around, letting his erection caress it, letting her juices and his precum cover it. It felt so good to be in control. Then he put his hand under her chin and lifted her face a little. His cock was right in front of her lips which she pursed shut in defiance.
"Open her mouth, bitch," he said threateningly.
Her eyes showed her fear as her lips parted and he pulled her face into him again. His cock pushed deep into the back of her throat and she gagged a little. The sounds of her choking on his rod only excited him more. He held her head with both hands, almost wishing he had pigtails to grab onto. He pushed and pulled her, making her mouth glide up and down his hard meat. He grunted a little when her teeth scraped the bottom lightly. She was so good at this.
Vince could see himself really fucking her senseless. He instructed her how to use her tongue to lick him from bottom to top. He held onto his cock and smacked her in the face with it. It felt like she was becoming insatiable, wanting him to abuse and demean her. He called her all sorts of dirty, filthy names only to find that it excited her more.
The woman was a wet dream for him. A willing fuck doll. Vince held her head still and began fucking her face, his hips rising and falling off the edge of the bed. The only sounds in the room were the squishing sounds from her mouth and her moans, punctuated by an occasional staccato grunt from him. Oh it felt so good, her mouth was so warm and wet.
Vince stopped after a few minutes, feeling his seed boiling within himself. He was going to cum like a geyser. He moved so that only the head was between her lips and encouraged her to suck and lick it. Drool mixed with his precum was dribbling out of her mouth. He wrapped his fingers around his rod and began stroking it. Yeah, he knew just how to make himself cum so nice and fast. He kept calling her names and instructing her how to suck him off.
He felt it coming fast and he pulled out of her mouth with a plop. She sensed his climax and opened her mouth wide, extending her tongue. She wanted to taste more of his seed. In moments he felt it build until he couldn't hold it back any longer. He watched as spurt after spurt sprang from the tip and laced across her face and dribbled into her mouth. He pulled on his cock more, urging every last ounce of sperm to splash on her face. She looked so fucking sexy, sitting there, moving her tongue this way and that, trying to pick up every drop.
Vince picked her up and threw her onto the bed, face down. He then walked over to the nightstand and fished around. He figured a sexy bitch like she would have a toy or two and he was right. It was a nice, long, black bastard, too. With a very powerful motor. He moved back over to the woman and slid it up and down her pussy getting it nice and wet. Then he grabbed her hair and held his head close to her ear.
"Now, you're going to stay just like this for a while. You hear me?" His voice was dripping with the threat. "Maybe someone will come home and save you soon."
Vince pushed her face into the mattress for a moment and then plunged the dildo deep into her pussy. She moaned softly. She was tired, having been ridden hard. He grabbed a pair of her panty hose, using them by wrapping them around her thighs to secure the dildo in place, and then turned it on low. She moaned a little louder, finally realizing what he was going to do.
He stood slowly. "See ya 'round bitch. You are one hot fuck." Vince left the room, keeping the door open so he could hear her moans all the way down the stairs. Then he slipped back out the sliding door and left.
******
Vince came home from his fun at 8:00am, earlier than expected. Whistling happily, he made his way into the house and into the bedroom. His wife of 20 years lay there, drooling, sweat covering her entire body, running down her arms and legs, collecting in the small of her back. Her juices were dripping down her leg, soaking the bed. She had maintained the same position for several hours straight and had countless orgasms.
He untied her bindings and removed the vibrator. She was too tired to even grunt a response. He helped her lie in bed and kissed her on the forehead tenderly as he pulled the blankets over her.
Their games, while they both thoroughly enjoyed them, sometimes got a little out of hand. He knew she was going to be sore and tired for a few days. Then, she'd be planning their next game.
"Sleep well, love. I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did."
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My Sex Education, Part 4
We all knew this was going to happen, but after only two years of my sexual education, Hailey was graduating with a degree in Human Services and Community Organization. She'd already landed a job even before the day of the ceremony, but it was two hours away.
She was moving out of our parents house and into an apartment of her own. Just a week before she was to start work, my Mom, Dad, Hailey, and I packed up a moving van with her stuff. It took several hours to get everything loaded, even though Hailey spent about a week boxing up everything she had.
But in the end, we hopped in the moving truck, my Dad's car, and Hailey's car and drove to her new apartment. Once we arrived, she took us on a quick tour of the one-bedroom place before we started the task of moving everything in.
It seemed faster to move her in, probably because we just dumped it into one of three rooms, but by the end of the afternoon, the truck was unloaded. All that was needed now was to unbox everything and put it in its place.
Since our parents had to work the next day, they left in my Dad's car, leaving me to drive the truck back tomorrow.
"Don't forget," Dad said. We have to have it back by noon tomorrow. Ok?"
"Yeah, I will," I promised.
"Don't go staying up all night and be too tired to drive," he continued.
"Let him be, honey. He'll bring it back tomorrow," Mom said.
Dad shook his head and then pulled me aside for a moment when Mom stepped out the door. He looked at me sternly, as if he knew what was going to happen and challenged me not to do it. "I know I can't stop you from doing it," he said. "Just remember what we talked about before, ok?" But I just played innocent and nodded.
He gave Hailey a hug and a kiss, then walked out the door, closing it behind him.
For the next couple of hours, Hailey and I unpacked a few of the boxes, getting her bedroom set up enough for her to sleep, getting the boxes and bags of her clothes at least in the room, and then set up the TV in the living room.
At about 10pm we called it quits and I sat on the couch watching the TV. Hailey came into the room a few minutes later wearing only panties, and sat on the couch beside me.
"What are you doing?" I said, a little surprised by her brazenness.
"Just... I just missed you, so... I thought I'd come and hang out with you," she said, leaning up against me.
"It's really late," I said, feeling myself quickly getting tired.
"Mmhmm," she said softly.
"What do you mean you miss me?"
"Oh... it's just been a while since I've seen you. So..."
"Yeah, we haven't really talked in months," I said. Our infrequent encounters became even more infrequent as she neared graduation. She seemed so busy with school activities and running around with her friends. "It's ok," I said. "I understand. I know you've been pretty busy with school and stuff."
"I hope there's no hard feelings between us," she said. Her fingers were tracing lazy circles on my thigh. God, she drove me crazy.
"No... of course not," I said.
She smiled and changed position, leaning back on the arm of the couch and putting her legs in my lap. "My feet are killing me," she said, wiggling them. "Remember when you used to rub them?"
"Yeah," I said, laughing a little. She wasn't shy about what she wanted. "Do you want me to massage them now?"
"Yes, please," she giggled, wiggling her toes.
"Ok," I laughed. I grabbed one foot and began massaging it, digging my thumb into the flesh of her sole, sliding my fingers around and between her toes.
"I miss this," she said. "You used to do it for me all the time."
"How's that?" I asked, finishing the job on her foot.
"I like that. Can you do the other one, too?"
I repeated the process on her other foot. "I'm a little rusty. I don't have anyone's feet to rub any more."
"No? Not dating right now?"
"I like a couple girls I guess," I admitted. "It's just I'm not too great at that whole talking to them and everything."
"Well, it just takes confidence and some practice," she said. I stopped massaging her foot, but she wasn't done yet. "No, don't stop, you can do my calves too. That feels really good." I slid my hands up and down her calves, squeezing the muscles and digging my fingertips into them as well.
"We should probably go to bed," I admitted. It was getting late and I knew I had to drive in the morning.
"Probably... but I'm not," she said. She rose to her knees on the couch and ran both hands up my thighs. "I'm pretty good at doing things I'm not supposed to." Suddenly she slid her hand over my shaft, her fingers finding it so she could stroke it through my shorts.
"You really want to do this?" I asked. It seems like it had been forever since we had sex together. I thought she'd moved on.
"Mmhmm... don't you?"
"Yeah, but... I guess I just figured you wouldn't want to."
She giggled as she started pulling on my shorts and boxers, helping me take them off. She threw them onto the boxes as soon as they left my feet and her hands instantly wrapped around my shaft, lovingly stroking it.
"I miss this monster," she moaned, sliding it between her lips as she continued stroking it.
"Oh God," I moaned. I had forgotten how good her mouth felt on me. She really was good at giving head.
"It feels so good in my mouth. You can't tell me you didn't miss me giving you head."
"Yeah... I did," I admitted. "Oh... yeah. Oh fuck," I moaned as she drove me towards my orgasm. "Tell me you love my big dick," I said as I watched my shaft disappear deep into her mouth again and again.
"I love my brother's big dick," she moaned, smiling up at me. "God, I want you to fuck me."
"Ok... yeah," I agreed. I so wanted to fuck her, too. My cock was so hard right now. It's not that I hadn't had sex recently; Mom and I had sex about twice a week now. So, it'd only been a few days. But my cock was definitely hungry for Hailey's special attention.
She took her panties off and then stood for a moment, completely naked, sliding her fingers through her pussy, before she slid into my lap. She grabbed my shaft and directed it right into her pussy as she slowly lowered herself onto me.
"Oh God," she moaned as my cock slowly stretched her open once again. "Yeah... that feels so good."
She put her hands on my shoulders and started moving up and down on my cock, sliding it in and out of her. I helped by bucking up into her ever time she moved down, doubling our pleasure.
I wasn't getting the deep thrusting that I really wanted, though, and, after several minutes, I lifted her off me to change positions.
"Here, lay back," I said, sliding out from underneath her. She lay back on the couch and I quickly moved between her legs, and pushed my cock back into her pussy.
"Oh, shit," she groaned as I pushed so deeply into her. I moved back out, taking my cock almost all the way out of her before thrusting inside again giving her the full length of my shaft with every thrust. "Yeah! Ohhh! Yeah, baby. God I love how you fuck me."
I reached down and squeezed her breasts, loving how they felt in my hands and making her face scrunch up in pleasure. She was getting as close to cumming as I was.
I hooked my arms under her legs and pushed her knees towards her head, folding her in half as I continued fucking her, now moving faster and harder. My hips were slapping against hers with every thrust into her now.
She was sweaty, her body shining in the dim light, panting and moaning as we fucked with abandon. She felt so good on my cock that I was trying to go even faster and harder, needing to cum so badly.
"Oh fuck... oh fuck... don't stop," she moaned quickly and I knew she was cumming. "Please... don't stop."
Her body contorted under me, her arms and legs shaking uncontrollably, and she let out a deep moan as she came.
Her pussy was squeezing my cock so good as I kept fucking her, trying not to change a thing even though her body was trying to push me away. Suddenly, my orgasm washed over me as well.
"Oh God... Fuck!" I yelled as I started cumming inside her once more. God it felt so good my legs buckled below me and I fell onto her. Only the back of her legs kept me from totally crushing her.
When I finally pulled out of her, we were both panting. I knelt on the floor between her legs and lay on her, my hand on her breast, my fingers gently teasing her nipple. I looked up at her and we kissed, deeply, her hands holding my face, her tongue sliding into my mouth.
"Let's go to bed," she whispered after several minutes.
"Ok," I whispered. She led me to the bedroom, holding my hand, and we slid under the covers together. We fell asleep, our bodies entwined, kissing.
*****
I slept like a rock that night and woke up facing Hailey, my arm wrapped around her, hand on her stomach, her hand over mine. She was facing away from me, her ass pushed back, almost touching my cock. I slowly stroked her stomach with my fingertips, teasingly.
She woke up soon after me. "What time is it?" I asked.
She sat up, making my arm fall from her. She leaned over and looked at the clock on her night stand. "It's... ten after seven," she said. "What time do you have to leave?"
"Ten or so," I said. I slid my arm around her torso, underneath her arm and pulled her back towards me. My hand cupped her breast and I teased her nipple as I leaned into her and kissed her neck, making her moan softly. Her hand moved to mine, encouraging me to play with her nipples even more.
I pushed her flat onto her back as I sat up. I grabbed her leg and flipped it over my head, and quickly fell into her pussy, my tongue quickly siding over it. Her pussy was so sweet and I loved licking it. My tongue teased her clit, making her writhe beneath me, moaning, as I brought her close to her orgasm.
Then suddenly, my phone rang. I jumped up and grabbed it from my shorts, then sat back down on the bed. "Hey Dad, good morning," I said.
Hailey pushed me to my back and I made myself comfortable as she moved between my legs and grabbed my shaft, stroking it.
"Hey, did you sleep well?" my Dad asked.
Hailey suddenly slid my cock into her mouth and started sucking on me, trying to make me moan... or cum.
"Yeah, yeah," I said into the phone. "We just hung out talking until late. We're both just tired."
"Ok. Don't forget you need to have the truck back by noon. Ok?" he said.
"Yeah, ok dad," I agreed and looked down to see Hailey looking up at me, my cock buried in her mouth. I could feel her tongue swirling around underneath my shaft. God, it felt incredible! "I'll call you when I'm close to the rental place so you can come pick me up."
"That sounds like a plan," Dad said, having no idea what was going on. "Did Hailey sleep ok?"
"Yeah, I don't know," I said. "Um... I guess. I haven't seen her yet," I lied.
"Where'd you sleep?"
"Um... on... uh... on the living room floor."
"Yeah? That had to be a rough night. And Hailey took the bed?"
"Yeah."
"Ok... well, I, uh... don't want to pry," he said. I don't know if he just suspected since we were alone all night together or if he heard something in the way Hailey was swallowing my cock. Maybe he heard her gagging... maybe he heard me moan... I didn't now.
"Want me to have her call you later?" I suggested.
"Yeah, please."
"Ok, will do."
"I'll talk to you close to noon."
"Ok, bye, Dad," I said, pressing the button to hang up the phone. "Hailey," I said, pulling her off my cock. "I have to get ready and so do you."
We both showered and I got dressed. Hailey, for some reason, didn't get dressed. When I came out of the bedroom, she was in the kitchen making coffee. I came up behind her and wrapped my arms around her, pushing my erection into her ass and kissing her neck.
"You know, we can't keep doing this," I said. "Dad is very suspicious."
"It's fine," she said, turning in my arms to face me. "We can as long as I'm here. They'll never know." She kissed me, sliding her tongue into my mouth so deliciously and lifted one legs to hook my ass and pull herself against me better.
When we broke our kiss, she smiled, dropped to her knees, and quickly unfastened my pants. Before I knew it, she had my cock in her mouth again. "God your cock tastes so good," she moaned.
I moaned loudly, knowing that I was not going to be able to stop her. We were both far too horny still. I reached down and grabbed her, lifting her up, the lifted her into my arms and walked back to the bedroom.
"Again?" she giggled. I let her drop onto the bed and she slightly bounced, then I moved between her legs. "God you make me so wet."
I grabbed her legs and pushed my hips forward, sliding my cock into her wetness. "I can't help but want you," I moaned as I began fucking her.
"God, I like the way your cock feels inside me," she moaned.
I grabbed her tits and squeezed them, pinching and pulling her nipples possessively.
"Oh God... yeah," she moaned.
I fucked her like that for a minute before wanting something a little different. I grabbed underneath one leg and flipped her over, onto her stomach. Then I grabbed her by the hips and lifted her up, bringing her ass close to me and thrust into her.
"Oh yeah... oh fuck," she moaned as I fucked her. "Someone learned something new," she giggled. "That feels so good."
"God you're so wet," I moaned.
It didn't take long before she was thrusting back into me, too, making our bodies slap together with every stroke.
"Yeah!" she grunted, letting the pleasure roll over her body.
"I'd give this bed a lot of use if I lived here with you," I admitted.
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh," I grunted, panting with every stroke.
"Someday maybe," she said. "Just... keep fucking me."
I reached under her and grabbed her hanging breasts, pinching her nipples and using them to help pull her back into me.
"Yeah... oh fuck!" she moaned. We were both panting heavily now, getting closer and closer to our orgasms. "Oh fuck... yes... God damn it!"
And with that quick grunt, she came, her pussy gushing. She fell forward, pulling me from her pussy because her pussy was just too sensitive now. But she turned around when she saw my hard, pussy-drenched cock still throbbing behind her.
She grabbed my cock and began jacking me off, every now and then sucking on the head. The sounds of her need, her desperation to make me cum overwhelmed me and, in less than a minute, I, too, began cumming.
"Oh.. oh," I grunted. "Fuck!... I'm cumming."
She took her mouth away and just used her hands, pointing my cock at her face and open mouth as she stuck out her tongue.
"Oh fuck... yeah... yeah!" Suddenly, my cock exploded again and again, spraying her face and mouth with my sticky whiteness as she continued stroking me, forcing every drop out of my shaft.
"Fuck!" I said loudly. "God Hailey, I like this too much to stop."
She giggled as she rose to her knees and kissed me. "You'll just have to figure out how to come and visit me then."
Unfortunately, time got away from us and after I got cleaned up, I noticed that it was 10am... time for me to leave. I kissed Hailey goodbye, got in the empty truck, and drove the two-hour trip back home.
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It was two years ago that Hailey graduated and left, moving away into her own apartment two hours away. Now, my own graduation was looming. After Hailey left, I had very little contact with her. It was difficult to go and visit her and every time she came home, we didn't have any time alone. I would have gone crazy had I not had my mom, too. She was available a lot and we had sex a couple times a week. I was learning so many things.
I graduated last weekend and, now, it was Wednesday, just days before I was supposed to move into my own apartment. I'd already started packing up most of my stuff, keeping the boxes in the garage until Saturday, when we'd get the truck. My new apartment and job was about four hours away, north of my parents.
It was going to be a really good job, with great pay for a first real job. I was excited to get started. But I was also apprehensive... I was going to have to leave my mom. It was a sad time for both of us.
Rascal, our little eight-year-old mutt, was sitting on the bed, just watching me. I had the feeling he knew I was moving away and just wanted to spend those last few hours with me. I pet his head lovingly.
"I know, boy. I'm going to miss you, too," I said. He quickly rolled over and demanded that I rub his belly, which, as always, I did, to his enjoyment. "You know I can't keep doing this, right. I have to pack sometime," I laughed.
*****
It was about two in the afternoon and I decided to take a little break from packing. I wandered down to the living room and heard my Mom on the phone, apparently talking to my Dad. She was sitting on the couch, so I knelt in front of her and started unbuttoning her blouse.
"Not now," she said, a little too loud, pushing my hands away. "Sorry," she said to my Dad, "it was just the dog. He wants to go out," she looked at me accusingly. "You know how he's always demanding my attention.... Ok... Well, everything's prepared and I made the reservation... See you soon... Love you, too. Bye."
She hung up the phone and set it on the end table. I stayed kneeling on the floor, my hands stroking her legs as I kissed her knees.
"What were you thinking? I was on the phone with your father."
"What, a son can't hug his mom?" I said, smiling.
"Vince," she said, shaking her head. "If we're not careful, he's going to find out."
"If he's not here, he can't find out," I reasoned.
"What about the time you touched me in the swimming pool? We could have been caught, right then and there."
I smiled. "I just... I saw the outline of your perfect pussy through your bikini and I couldn't help myself." My hands stroked her inner thighs, just barely sliding under her shorts, and felt the warm, tender flesh.
She laughed softly, shaking her head.
"Don't you remember how my fingers felt inside you while you tried to look normal?" I asked, sliding my fingers up and just barely touching her outer labia.
She closed her eyes for a moment as she felt the pleasure of my touch. "Baby, you shouldn't talk dirty to me like that any more."
"Come on. You used to like it."
"I still do like it... but you're moving out and I just don't want your father to find out about us. We've been so careful so far."
"He won't find out. He hasn't yet." I smiled up at her, I really wanted her. "Don't you want to see how hard you make me? I mean, my God, you get more beautiful every damn day. How can I ever keep my hands off you?"
"We... can't...," she said slowly. "You know... things between your father and I haven't been good for a long time now. Honestly, I thought they would get better, but... we've been struggling."
"I see the way you look at Dad, the way you never hold his hand," I said. "The way you kiss him. I know what love looks like. If you really loved Dad, you'd want to be by him... always."
"I do love your father," she said, almost sounding as if she wasn't sure herself. It was as if she felt she was required to say it.
"You love Dad like I love him. Like a good friend."
"Maybe you're right," she said softly, stroking my head with her hand, her fingers sliding through my hair. "Maybe... maybe I'm not in love with your father as much as I should be."
"So, what are you going to do about it?" I asked, challenging her. I wasn't sure I wanted her to love him.
"Well, I'm going to work on it," she said. "We just need to make time for each other."
"Love shouldn't have to take work."
"Baby, I'm trying to tell you that I want to be a better wife," she said. "Your father is a good man... very caring. And I need to work on our relationship so that I'm the wife he deserves."
"I'm jealous," I said. "He has what I want. I want you to be mine. And don't tell me you don't want me, too."
"Baby, I want... not... to want you," she said. "It's wrong what we've been doing and... maybe I just need to change. And... I know... it's over between us. I was just a fill-in until you grew up and found a girlfriend."
I shook my head. "You were never a fill-in to me. I love you and always will. It's just... it's time I got my own place. And I know it's far away."
"I know, I know," she said, shaking her head. "We just need to go back to being mom and son."
"I don't want to. That's not what I'm saying."
"Why don't you invite a girl over for dinner on Friday? Your father would like that."
"Dad would like that? Why would he even care?" I said. After Hailey moved out, he had no idea what was going on between my Mom and me. "Look, I'll find a girl some day, I'm just not interested right now."
"You're moving soon," she said sadly. "We should just rip the bandaid off now."
"I don't want to," I said, sitting up on my knees in front of her. "When I move out, either I'll visit you or you can visit me. I just can't live without you Mom. You're the best thing that ever happened to me."
I lay forward, putting my weight on her body, and kissed her. She held my head in her hands, cradling it. Then she suddenly broke the kiss.
"Stop," she said. "It's hard enough as it is."
"Are you breaking up with me?" I asked. I couldn't understand why she was pushing me away so hard.
"No, I'm not breaking up with you," she laughed softly. "I love you, baby. And I'll always be your mommy."
"I'd rather you were my lover," I said. "You could come and live with me...."
"Baby, that's not how this works," she said, talking to me as if I was acting silly for even suggesting it. "Things just need to go back the way they were... before."
"Are you mad at me?"
"No, I'm not mad," she said. "I just need time... and space. Look, I'm going to go lay down for a while... alone." She said 'alone' as if she knew I would want to go and lay with her. She was denying me that pleasure.
"Are you sure?"
"Yes... please," she said.
I stood and helped her stand. Then watched her walk up the stairs to her bedroom.
*****
An hour later, I'd grabbed a glass of water and carried it up the stairs to her bedroom. When I opened the door, she was laying on her bed, reading a book, wearing a colorful, flowery, satin robe.
"Knock, knock," I said, stepping into her room. "I just thought I'd bring you a glass of water. I'm really sorry how all this is going down."
"Yeah, me, too."
I handed her the glass and when I turned to leave, she stopped me.
"Wait... why don't you come lay with me."
"Are you sure?"
"Yeah. Just lay with me... nothing else."
"Ok." I lay in the bed behind her, and put my hand on her shoulder. I slowly massaged her shoulder and upper arm, then slowly slid down her arm to touch and squeeze her hip, thigh, and ass.
She just moaned, softly, not stopping my advances. I slid my hand under her arm and moved up and squeezed her breast over her robe.
"I... we shouldn't... you should leave now," she said, changing her mind about me laying with her as she put her hand on mine. Her hand covered mine, but she did nothing to stop me. I swirled my fingertips over her nipple, feeling it hardening beneath me.
"Just a few more minutes."
I leaned forward and kissed her neck and shoulder, then slid up and kissed and licked her ear. She shivered and moaned beneath me.
Slowly, I opened her robe and exposed her breast to my hand and gently squeezed it. My whole hand slid up her breast squeezing it and ending the squeeze by squeezing and pulling her nipple. I could feel her writhing beneath me.
I slid my hand down from her breast, over her abdomen and towards her pussy.
"Stop," she said and suddenly sat up, breaking contact with me.
I sat up beside her. "I thought you liked it when I touched you like that."
"I do... we just... we have to stop," she said. "I need you to just go back and be my son. If anyone finds out what we've been doing the last several years, our lives will be ruined. Do you understand that?"
"I don't care... we'll still have each other," I said, not understanding why she was rejecting me. I thought for sure that she'd leave Dad and come live with me. It only made sense. "That's what counts."
"I know you don't understand," she said. "You're young and you have your life ahead of you. But I've lived paycheck-to-paycheck and I've almost been homeless before. If your father finds out, he'll take everything."
"This is about more than just money."
"Yes it is," she said, taking my hand between hers and stroking it. "But, believe me, you'll think differently about us in a year or two."
"No, I won't. I'll love you forever."
"And I'll love you, too, baby," she said quickly. "That'll never change. It's not that. It's just... we'll just behave differently. You're going to find a young girl your own age that will make you happy."
I shook my head. "But you're the one I want, the one that makes me happy."
She smiled as if I was acting childish. "If only things were different..." She turned and kissed me, her hand cradling my head again. She smiled and patted my head as I kissed her neck again.
"Please, just one more time?" I begged, sliding my hand down and over her breast again.
"I don't think that's a good idea." She squirmed a little in my arms as I started kissing her neck.
"I just want to remember how you look and what you feel like when you cum."
She moaned, obviously affected by my kisses and touch. "Don't you have enough memories after three years?"
"Please?" I begged. She turned towards me and looked at me. "Maybe... just one more kiss. And then, I promise I'll leave you alone and I'll go back to just being your son."
"Just a peck..."
"Just... an innocent kiss... a last taste."
"But this is the last time," she said. "Right?"
"Hopefully not, but I guess it better be good then," I said, smiling.
She smiled. "Better than good."
We both leaned forward and kissed, softly at first, then more and more passionately, our tongues twisting into the others mouth. I slowly pushed her to her back as I continued kissing her. My hand opened her robe a little and slid over her hot, soft skin, sliding over her stomach and down to her panty-covered pussy. Slowly I teased her pussy through her panties as I kissed her.
She whimpered as I pulled her panties aside and fingered her, with one, then two fingers, teasing her clit and labia. My fingers circled her hole, letting her feel every touch, teasing her as I felt her pussy juices flow.
She moaned softly, panting into my kisses. I opened her robe more and squeezed her breasts, rolling her nipples between my fingers.
She moaned as I bent over and licked her nipple while still teasing her clit. "You're so wet," I said. "You're making me so fucking hard. You look so good lying there. Can I fuck you, Mom?"
"Yes... please," she begged me. She was breathing harder getting more and more excited.
"I'm going to take my time with you, first, and please your whole body," I said. I rose to my knees and sucked on her nipple, squeezing her breast to make it pop out for my lips. I was going to show her everything she taught me.
"Yes, baby, I love your lips on me," she moaned. "Oh my God... your touch. What are you doing to me?"
"Just lay back," I said as I crawled over her leg and lay between them. I could smell her excitement. "I want to see those perfect pussy lips I love so much." I slid my finger up and down her swollen labia over her panties and flicked across her clit.
"Oh my God... what are you doing to me?"
I leaned forward and lightly licked her labia through her panties, nibbling on them lightly and then pushing my tongue between them. "Just teasing you... like you tease me..."
"I want you... so bad," she hissed, her body already needing an orgasm.
"What do you need?" I asked, teasing her. "You need to feel my lips on your lips?" I kissed around her pussy, over her panties still.
"God yes... Please," she begged.
I loved getting her so excited that she begged me to let her cum. I hooked my fingers in the gusset of her panties and pulled them aside, exposing the swollen, wet, delicious flesh beneath. "Look at that wet... pretty... pussy."
"God... please," she begged, looked down at me, watching me. She loved watching me lick her pussy. She liked watching my tongue slither and swipe across her clit, especially when either my, or her, fingers were pulling the flesh back and exposing that very sensitive nub.
"Do you want me to just lick it?" I asked, kissing her clit directly.
"Yes," she panted quickly. The teasing was getting to be just a little too much for her.
"Mmmm... let me take care of you." I pushed her legs further apart as my mouth covered her pussy and I began both licking and sucking, just as I knew she enjoyed. She'd shown me time and time again, just how to lick her clit from beneath, just how to lay my tongue over it and let it bathe in the warmth as she ground into my mouth. She showed me just how to suck her labia into my mouth, pulling and nibbling on them until she was writhing with need.
And I used everything she taught me.
"Yes," she moaned loudly, bringing one hand down to caress my head while I brought a hand up to pinch and tease her nipple.
"So wet," I whispered.
"Oh my God," she panted. "Fuck... oh yes."
"My hot, little tongue..."
"God I need you... please," she moaned, her hips rising high to push into my mouth. "Never stop... God, I've missed you."
"Nothing feels as good as this," I said as I flicked up under her clit with the tip of my tongue. "God I love the way you taste."
"That perfect... tongue," she whispered loudly, panting with need. "And sweetest mouth... is so good. Fuck! You make me so crazy!" she practically yelled. "Oh yes... that feels so amazing."
"You're so delicious... with such a sweet pussy." I slid first one, then two fingers inside her, curling them and playing with her A-spot, that delicious little bundle of nerves at the back of her pussy.
"Oh, fuck!" she yelled, grabbing my head with both her hands now, pulling my mouth into her pussy. "It's yours... it's all yours! God you drive me crazy!"
I grabbed under her hips, holding her more tightly, guaranteeing that she wouldn't be able to push me away as she came... guaranteeing that I was going to take her to the absolute peak of her pleasure.
She was panting, writhing on the bed, her hands now grabbing and squeezing her tits, clawing at her thighs. Every part of her was shaking uncontrollably.
"Yes! Fuck! I can't...," she panted, barely able to speak. "I'm cumming... oh my God... Yes! Oh!"
I could feel her pussy contracting again and again as she came. It felt so wonderful to have her thighs clamp tight on my head. Her body was begging to be mine, even if her brain wouldn't let that happen.
I finally released her, my face coated with her juices, and slid up beside her to kiss her.
"Oh my God... you're so good to me," she whispered as she licked and kissed her juices off my lips.
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On Friday night, my Mom and Dad took me out to dinner at a fancy restaurant, celebrating my move and my first big job. All the boxes were packed and we had the moving truck reserved for pickup in the morning.
Both of them were going to go with me, and Hailey, too, spending the night there before coming back, since it was a four-hour drive. I definitely appreciated that. There were so many boxes to move into and out of the truck, it would take me forever to unload without help. And... it gave me a little longer with my Mom. I was going to miss her terribly.
Hailey had to work on Friday, so she was coming in late. I figured I wouldn't see her until we left on Saturday.
We drove to the restaurant together, as a family, with me sitting in the back seat. I watched the interaction between my Mom and Dad and, while they were married, it felt like they barely even acknowledged each other any more. They seemed so distant from each other.
Dad and I were wearing suits and ties and Mom was wearing her favorite burgundy dress. The maître d sat us at a table where I sat opposite of my Mom.
We all had wine and dinner was really good... horribly expensive, but good. And all the while Dad never knew that Mom's foot was stroking my leg under the table, teasing me, her toes grabbing and stroking my cock over my pants.
At the end of the night, we went to bed early, knowing that it was going to be a big day tomorrow.
*****
I was awakened at 3:00am, feeling a weight settle onto my bed between my legs, the sheet pulled off me, and a hand slide over my cock, slowly stroking it. I reached over and turned on the small lamp that sat on my nightstand.
My Mom was laying between my legs, naked, kissing and stroking my cock. She slid her lips over it and slid it over her face.
"You want to taste it?" I asked softly.
"Oh yes... my precious, big boy," she said. I could feel her hot breath on my shaft. She was teasing me so well. "You want me to wrap my lips around it? I know just how to use my tongue... and my lips... to wrap around your cock and just... suck."
"Yes, mommy... yes," I moaned.
"Oh, you're so good," she whispered, sliding her hand up and down my shaft. "You're so hard for me. I want to put it in my mouth. I do. Just not yet. I want to play with you first. But I might not be able to resist for long. It's so hard to resist. I'm sure it's harder for you, though. Isn't it?"
"Fuck... yes it is. You're such a tease," I groaned.
"But the more I edge you, the more explosive your climax will be. I wish I could have woke you up every single morning like this. How bad do you want me to put it in my mouth? How bad? 'Cause I can barely stand it now. It's so hard... and sensitive. Maybe just one lick will satisfy me."
She licked the length of my cock from my balls all the way to the tip, making me groan.
When she reached the top and her tongue left me, she looked at the head for a moment, slowly stroking my shaft below.
"Maybe another," she said, and repeated the process. This time, though, when she reached the head, she swirled her tongue over it, flicking the tip of her tongue just under the head. Then she kissed it.
"Oh... my mouth is so close," she giggled. "So close." She kept kissing and licking just the head, teasing me. "I love the head of your cock... it's just so... perfect. So... sensitive."
She slid he head into her mouth and sucked on it for a moment, then slid my shaft deeper and deeper into her mouth.
"My mouth likes making love to your cock. We can take it slow... and cherish it. We can really take our time... so I can really enjoy you."
Suddenly she pushed me all the way into her mouth, deepthroating me, and held me there as she swallowed a little, giving my cock such an incredible amount of pleasure..
She looked so beautiful looking up at me... her lips stretched by my cock as she pushed it deep into her mouth again and again. Every time she rose to the tip, she moaned as if she felt the pleasure herself. Then she sat back, slowly stroking my shaft as she gazed at it longingly. She wanted it... she needed it... she loved every inch of it.
Her big, blue eyes watched me, watched the pleasure she was giving me as it crossed my face again and again. She made me groan, made my eyes partially close and her wonderful mouth and hands made me pant excitedly.
She pulled her hair back every time it fell into her face, pushing it back behind her ear, making sure it didn't impede her... and making sure nothing kept me from watching her. She wanted me to see her, she wanted me to watch my cock stretch her lips like this.
"You wanted my mouth, you got my mouth. It's completely yours. And tonight, I'm completely yours," she said softly. She whimpered as she sucked on me, sliding my cock in and out of her mouth again and again.
"I wish I could keep you in my mouth forever," she whispered. "I want to keep you right on the edge... for as long as I can... for as long as you can take it. 'Cause I love you like this... needing me to give you relief... needing me to make you cum. Mmm."
"God, I'm going to miss your mouth mommy," I moaned softly. My cock was so hard and I really needed to cum.
She smiled. "I wanna swallow your whole dick baby and make you feel so good." She slid me deep inside her mouth again, letting it slide to the back of her throat.
"Oh... fuck... Oh my God!" I moaned loudly. I grabbed the sheet in my fists, wondering how much more teasing she'd inflict on me before letting me cum.
"Fuck! You taste so good," she whispered, smiling up at me. "But I want you to fuck me. I want you to stick this monster inside me."
"Yes," I said excitedly. "That's what I want!"
She slid her mouth off me and slowly stroked me as I rose to my knees. I grabbed her shoulders and pushed her down, sliding between her legs.
"I want you fuck me son," she whimpered excitedly, pulling her knees back to give me access to her wonderfully wet center. "Please... fuck me."
I slid the head of my cock through her very wet and swollen pussy, circling it around her clit for a moment. "I want to hear you beg for it," I teased.
"More... more... please!" she begged. I pushed my cock into her, slowly, letting it stretch her pussy as every inch jammed inside her. "Yes... yes... that's right son. More."
I grabbed her breasts and squeezed them, teasing her nipples. "Yes... that's right. That's a good girl."
"Oh... listen to you," she giggled slightly. "You know just what mommy wants huh?"
"I know... exactly... what mommy wants," I said as I began long, slow strokes in and out of her pussy.
"Yes... oh yes, yes, you do," she panted. "Oh fuck, I needed this... your dick feels so good in mommy's pussy. You like mommy's pussy?"
"Yeah... your pussy is so good, mommy. I love fucking you."
"Yeah?" she smiled and closed her eyes as my cock slid deep inside yet again. "Oh, keep fucking me just like that. You know how I like it."
"Oh yes! Oh, God yes! I like it as much as you do," I panted.
"It's so fucking deep, baby. You make mommy feel so good," she whispered. "Oh, look at me while you fuck my pussy. Yes... like that... such a good boy. I love my good boy. Does that feel good? Does mommy fuck you the best? Tell me you want me to cum all over you. Tell me."
"Yes... I want you to cum for me, mommy," I panted. "I want you to cum all over my hard cock as I pound into you. Do it, mommy! Do it!"
"Oh fuck... yeeeeeees!" she moaned as she came. Her eyes closed as her head moved from side to side, her body tightening and quivering beneath me.
Her pussy tried to force me away, but I kept on fucking her, slow and deep.
"Oh... I can't stop cumming!" she panted, looking up at me with such pleasure on her face. "Oh fuck! It feels so good baby. So good."
"Oh mommy, you can't take this pussy away from me," I said, pushing deep and grinding against her for a moment so she could feel me deep inside her. "It's too good."
"Your dick feels so good in me, too, baby," she panted. She looked like she was going to cry she was in so much pleasure. "You're such a good boy. Your dad has never fucked me as good as you. I'm gonna miss you. I'm gonna miss this dick."
I hooked my arms under her legs and set them against my chest, wrapping my arms around them. I used this extra grip to hold her as I slid into her faster and faster, slapping my hips against her ass.
"Oh my God... oh my God... you're gonna make mommy cum again," she moaned loudly. "Oh! Oh fuck!" Her body quivered below me again as she came just as hard as last time, her juices pouring out over my cock and balls.
My cock slid from her as she lay on the bed, her skin flushed. She closed her eyes and let her hands slide all over her body, feeling every sensation she could.
"God, baby," that felt so good.
I lay next to her and wrapped her in my arms. She lay her head on my chest as I gently stroked her back and kissed her head. She turned her face up and we kissed. We kissed deeply for what seemed like an eternity.
After only about fifteen minutes she'd recovered and gently stroked my stomach with her fingertips, moving lower until they slid along my shaft. I was instantly hard again, and my body jerked as soon as I felt her touch my shaft.
"You haven't cum yet, baby," she whispered. "My pussy's kinda sore, but I want you. I want you to fuck mommy's tits. One last time, baby. One last time."
I rose to my knees again and kicked my leg over her, settling my cock between her tits. I slid my cock around her tits, teasingly, sliding it over each nipple.
She grabbed the bottle of lube I kept on my nightstand and opened it, squeezing a lot on her chest. "Are my tits wet enough for you baby?" she asked.
I dipped my cock into the slippery liquid and slid it all around and between her tits. "God yes, mommy. You're so slippery."
I grabbed my cock and pushed it between her breasts as she squeezed them, forming them around my shaft. I pushed slowly, letting her feel every inch slide against her chest. I knew that was one thing she really liked.
"Oh... yes... Give it to mommy... yes," she panted, squeezing her breasts tighter around me.
I lay my hands over her head and leaned forward, letting my hips rise and fall, forcing my cock into her cleavage again and again. My face was above hers, so I could look down on her and watch the pleasure slip over her face. She watched intently as the head of my cock slid out the top of her cleavage again and again, and flicked her tongue out over it.
"I'm gonna cum, mommy," I whispered. "I'm going to cum on your tits."
"Yes, please! Give it to me!" she panted excitedly. "Mommy wants all her boy's cum." She opened her mouth, hoping to capture as much as she could inside it and extended her tongue.
My orgasm rose quickly this time. And it was going to be huge. "Oh fuck I'm gonna cum," I panted, sounding desperate. It felt like my entire body was on fire, and so much pressure was building inside me.
"Yes, baby, give it to me," she panted. She squeezed her breasts even tighter. "Mommy's baby boy fucks her so good. I love you, baby."
"Oh... oh fuck! Ugh... ugh... ugh," I panted loudly as I came, torrents of my cum spraying all over her chest, neck, and face as gush after gush ejected from my cock. The milky white substance covered her.
"Yes... that's my good boy... yes!" she panted. It felt like my entire body was pouring into her but she wanted all of it. "That's right. Give me all your cum baby."
When I finished, I collapsed beside her, so very tired at last. I kissed her forehead as she played with the cum on her chest and scooped it into her mouth.
"My boy knows just what mommy likes," she said, smiling. "I'm the one who taught you that. Come to think of it, I taught you a lot of things."
*****
Saturday, moving day, seemed to come too soon. We finished loading up the truck and hit the road, Hailey in the truck me with Mom and Dad following. Luckily Hailey was able to connect her phone to the radio, so we had music blaring the entire time.
Hailey and I never talked about the time we'd spent together in the past, almost as if it never happened. But the way things were, it was probably for the best.
When we finally arrived at my apartment, everyone helped bring the boxes inside, then helped me unpack a little. My Mom and Dad were tired, so they were a little eager to go to their hotel. Hailey had originally thought of staying at the apartment with me, but my Dad convinced her to go back to the hotel, too. I thought he was nervous about us being alone together, but he played it off as wanting to be on the road early on Sunday morning.
I gave Hailey and my Mom hugs and kisses, chaste, but still full of emotion. I truly wished my Mom would just leave my Dad and come live with me.
As Hailey and Mom walked back to the car, my Dad came over and gave me a hug, holding me a little longer than normal.
"I hope this is a great, new adventure for you, son," he said. "I just want you to know, though... that... I know. I know about you and your mother."
I was completely shocked! "Dad... I..." I tried to say, and tried to pull out of the hug, but he wouldn't let me go.
"There's nothing to say," he said. "It felt like something came between your Mom and I, but I didn't know what it was. I know she had a relationship with her father before I ever met her... so I should've expected something."
"Dad... I just... I don't know what to say."
He squeezed me one last time and then released me.
"Just tell me it's over now... ok? I don't want to make a scene and I don't want to divorce your Mom. I just want our family to be normal again."
I looked down, embarrassed that I was caught, again, in something the world considered horrific. But I loved her. I loved her as deeply, if not more deeply, than he did.
"Yeah... it's over," I admitted to him and admitted to myself.
He nodded, smiled curtly, and squeezed my upper arm with one of his hands, then turned and walked to the truck.
All three waved as they drove away, my Dad in the moving truck, Hailey and my Mom in the car.
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My Sex Education, Part 7
The restaurant was noisy as Hailey, Mom, and I sat at our table. It was a large Italian place with a lot of customers in for the dinner rush on a Saturday night. It was nice to have our family back together again, even if it was for a quick visit.
"Thank you both for this," Mom said, looking a little down.
"Our pleasure, Mom," Hailey answered first. "Happy birthday!" She giggled, trying to keep it all upbeat.
"Yeah, Happy Birthday, Mom," I answered.
"Your father used to bring me here for my birthday," Mom said, looking around the restaurant, fondly remembering times past, then looking down at the table in front of her. "I'm sorry. It's been a year. I shouldn't be so down still."
"It's ok, Mom," Hailey said. "It's expected."
I reached out and touched my mom's hand and she took mine between hers, squeezing it. "It's really ok, Mom." My Dad had died about a year ago from a heart attack. A year after I left the house. He seemed to go downhill so quickly. The last time Hailey and I were home was for his funeral. Unfortunately, Rascal, our dog, died the same year, so my Mom was truly living alone.
"Well, at least I have my babies here with me," she said, smiling at both of them. "Thank you both for coming into town," Mom said.
I'd come in for a week, taking some vacation time to help Mom around the house a little bit. But Hailey was only in for the weekend, leaving tomorrow since she had to work on Monday.
Suddenly, the waiter appeared in her stark white, button-down shirt with her black apron. She held an electronic pad in her hand, ready to type in our order. "Have you decided yet?" she asked.
"Yeah, I think so," I told her, nodding and looking at the other two.
"Yeah, I'm ready," Mom said.
"What would you like?" the waitress asked her.
"I'll have... uh... how about the Chicken Marsala," Mom said.
"And you?" the waitress asked, turning towards Hailey.
"I'll have the Grilled Salmon."
"Very nice. And last but not least..." she turned towards me.
"I'll have the lasagna," I said, closing my menu. I gathered the three menus and handed them to the waitress.
"Very nice. I'll put this in. Any appetizers? Salads?" she asked.
We all shook our heads. "Ok," she said and walked towards the kitchen to put our order in.
Dinner for the next ninety minutes went really well. Our wine and the dinner were great and we were all having a good time. Hailey had bought a cake, hiding it at the house, so when it came time for dessert, we all declined. I then paid the bill and we went back to my Mom's house.
Mom and I immediately went into the living room, still talking about my job and my life outside of work with my girlfriend. Hailey went into the kitchen to get the cake ready. In just a few minutes, she peeked her head out of the archway.
"Ok, Mom. Keep your eyes closed," she said.
My mom looked at me. "Seriously?" she asked. "I'm fifty. I think I know what she has in her hands."
"Are they closed?" Hailey asked, refusing to come out until they were.
"Better do it," I suggested.
My Mom sighed as she brought her hands to her face, covering her eyes with them. "Yeah, yeah," she said.
I laughed. "I don't know... I think she's peeking."
"I'm not peeking!" she said emphatically.
Hailey walked into the room with the cake in her hands, two lit candles on top. "Ok... happy birthday Mom!" she said as she set the cake on the coffee table.
"Happy birthday to you... happy birthday to you..." we sang, celebrating like school kids.
"Go on, make a wish and blow out your candles," I said when we finished singing. Hailey giggled, clapping her hands as my Mom closed her eyes for a second, then blew out the candles.
"Very good!" I said. Hailey and I both grabbed our wrapped gifts and handed them to her, letting her open them. Hailey had bought her a Kindle so she could read her books more easily. I had bought her an iPad so that she could watch her shows more easily. Our Mom was fully moving into the twenty-first century.
All in all, it was a good day and we all went to bed late. I was laying in my bed at 1:00am, just going through my socials on my phone and texting my girlfriend a little when Hailey quickly opened my door, slipped inside, and closed it behind her.
"Hey you!" she said, crawling up and kneeling on my bed. She was wearing a button-down pajama top, with the top two buttons undone. Down below, she was only wearing panties. She made my cock start to harden. "Wow, you're looking really good."
"Thank you," I answered without looking up from my phone.
"Looks like you're going to the gym more."
"Hmm?" I asked. My phone was distracting me from what she was saying. "Sorry, I don't really want to hang out right now."
"Why not?" she asked, sounding almost like a needy little girl.
"I'm just relaxing," I said. "I just kinda want to go to bed, mess around on my phone for a little bit."
"You can mess around with me, too, you know," she giggled, sliding her hands over her breasts.
"Umm... no," I laughed.
"Come on. I just want to hang out for a little bit," she said.
"Alright," I said, annoyed but we really hadn't seen each other in the last year. "If you want."
She giggled. "It was such a nice day today, with the sun out and everything... it's made me a little horny." She licked her lips and stroked her thighs as her hands continued to play over her body. "Ok, I'm really, really horny." I looked at her, not surprised. But I really was tired. "Don't act like you don't want to hear it. I thought about going back to my room and just fucking myself, but I don't want to do that again. I want some real meat."
Hailey reached out and touched my thigh, stroking it up close to my growing cock. "Yeah, you definitely look good."
"Hailey, what are you doing?" I asked, annoyed, looking up from my phone again.
"What? I'm just saying you look good."
"Ok... But I'm not going to do anything with you," I said.
"Yeah, yeah," she said. "But in case you didn't notice, I'm just a little bit sexually frustrated." She slid her hand over her pussy, playing with her clit through the thin material. "God, I'm so fucking horny."
"Quit!" I said, seeing her playing with herself. "I don't feel like doing anything tonight."
"I didn't do anything," she said, sounding like a little girl. "I just touched your thigh." I looked at her sternly, trying to convince her that I really just wanted to go to bed. "Alright. Ok, I won't."
"Just sit there, ok?" I asked.
"Ok. I'm just saying... I'm, like, leaving tomorrow."
"I know."
"I have an idea," she said, giggling, sucking on the tip of her finger. "Why don't you fuck me. I mean, the way that you're looking at me... at my tits."
"I don't know... I'm just tired," I said, setting my phone aside.
"Don't act like you don't want a piece of this," she said, squeezing her breasts. "Come on... it'll be fun... just like old times. I think I see something getting hard in your pants. Don't act like it's not happening. I just thought you'd maybe want to, you know, mess around a little bit." She unbuttoned the three buttons that held her top closed, letting it part, giving me a slight view of her naked breasts.
"I think we should do a quickie. I know you want to," she said, sliding her hands beneath her top and squeezing her breasts while I watched.
"No," I said, shaking my head. "Come on. Mom's right down the hall."
"Ok. I'll just sit here," she said. I went back to looking at my phone, but I could still see her. She slid her hand down to her pussy again and, sliding it inside her panties, slowly played with herself. "Are you sexting your girlfriend?" she asked.
"Yeah," I said, finishing up and sending a text. I loved the way my girlfriend and I teased each other when we were apart. It definitely made our time together much more exciting since we were constantly horny.
"What are you doing?" I asked, looking up at her obviously masturbating in front of me.
She giggled. "Nothing."
"I see you playing with your pussy right now," I said. That was obviously something. "Can you just go back to your room to do that?"
"What's the big deal?" she asked, licking her lips, obviously very excited.
"Nothing... just... come on." She was becoming very annoying.
"I'm just sitting here," she giggled.
"Yeah, yeah."
Right after I went back to typing another text on my phone, Hailey went right back to masturbating.
"Hailey!" I said, getting tired of this.
"I'm horny!" she said a little too loudly. I prayed that my Mom didn't hear and come to investigate it. "I haven't seen you in a long time." She smiled as she looked down at my crotch. I was only wearing shorts that I slept in and my boxers underneath. "And you kind of look bigger than the last time I saw you. Can I just touch it a little bit?"
"Really? Are you serious?"
"How about I just take your cock out," she quickly suggested, sliding her hand on my bare thigh again. "Only for a minute or two. Just... just a handjob."
I set my phone down again and looked at her. Obviously there was no way I was going to convince her to just leave me alone. "Ok, ok... Just a handjob." She giggled like a schoolgirl and bent down on all fours, sliding between my legs. "Hey! Why are you getting your face so close. I said just a handjob."
She smiled at me as her hands slid under the material at my thighs, her fingertips trying to touch my hard shaft underneath.
"I know what you're up to. Just don't, ok?" I said.
She giggled as she tugged at my shorts, trying to pull them down. I lifted my hips to help her as she started sliding them down my legs.
"Oh my God, I'm so excited. It's been over a week since I've had sex," she said. When she pulled my boxers down, my cock sprang up. It was harder than I wanted it to be for her right now. "Oh my God, it's so much bigger than I remember. Your dick is huge. My brother has a fucking, big dick."
After throwing my shorts and boxers aside, she started sliding her hand up and down my shaft. I have to admit, it did feel incredible. And once she started, I knew I was going to want even more. I moaned softly as her hands twisted around the head.
"Mmmm... yeah, you like that don't you," she moaned with me. "That cock is getting harder and harder. You like it when I jerk that big dick?"
"Mmhmm," I moaned, watching her work her magic.
"Oh, I want that big cock inside me. That is so... fucking... sexy," she said, sliding both her hands up and down in a nice rhythm. "God I want to fuck you so bad. Come on. Let's fuck. Mom won't hear a thing."
"Hailey!" I protested.
"Tell you what... how about I suck your cock while you think about it," she suggested. As I watched, she moved forward until I could feel her breath on my shaft. She ran her tongue up the length of my shaft, from my balls to the tip.
"Mmm, I remember this cock," she said.
"Your mouth feels so good on me," I moaned.
She giggled, sliding my shaft deep into her mouth several times. The heat and wetness made my cock throb with need. "You like watching my mouth stretch around your big cock? God, I love the taste of you. I love being a dirty little cock slut. You like this, right?"
"Yeah... it's really good," I moaned. "I just... I just feel like we shouldn't be doing this, though."
"It'll be ok. Don't worry," she said, trying to relax me. "Your cock is so big inside my little mouth. I love choking on it. I can't wait to feel this monster inside my pussy again. It's so nice and big and hard. I like to suck on it like a little lollipop."
She licked up the side of the shaft again and then sucked on just the head, letting her tongue flick underneath a few times. "You like it when I lick right here?"
I groaned. I absolutely loved when she licked right under the head like that. God, it sent shivers down my spine.
Suddenly she slid my cock all the way into her throat, gagging on me. When she pulled out, she was coughing and sputtering. "I love feeling you inside my mouth... so deep... gagging on your hard, hard cock." Her saliva was dripping off her chin there was so much of it. "I love being all sloppy on your dick."
She went back to deep throating me again, using her spit as lubricant to pump her hand up and down my shaft below her mouth.
"God, this makes me so fucking horny. Your cock feels so good in my mouth," she panted. "I feel like a dirty little whore, playing with your big, fat cock. It feels so good, doesn't it?"
"God yeah," I moaned, grabbing her head, wrapping my fingers in her hair.
"I'm so fucking wet for you... my panties are soaked," she panted. "Sucking on your cock makes me so horny."
I pulled her head off me. "That's enough of that for now."
"That cock is pretty tasty, though," she giggled. She loved when I got so riled up that I manhandled her.
"You know what?" I asked. "I know you want to fuck me. So... let's fuck. Come on." I sat up. "Just take your fucking clothes off. Let's do it."
Hailey, smiling excitedly, took her shirt off and threw it aside, then did the same with her panties. "I can't wait to have that big dick inside me. I really need your cock! God, I really need you to cum inside me."
She lay on her back and spread her legs wide. "Come on, get on top. I want you to fuck my pussy and make me cum so hard. I want to cum all over that big cock."
I crawled between her legs, my cock throbbing after her incredible blowjob.
"Come on. Yeah," she panted as I lay my cock against her pussy and started sliding the head up and down her slit. "Yeah, put it in, Vince. Put it in." I pushed forward, letting the head of my cock slide just inside her pussy, squeezing between her lips. "Sorry, my pussy's really tight right now. It's been so long. Oh God! Yeah... fucking put it in."
I put my hands on either side of her and leaned on them, allowing me to push my hips down even more, sliding my cock deeper and deeper.
"Oh my God!" she panted. "Oh fuck! God, I've missed your fucking big dick. Yes! Give it to me."
I moaned as I slid out slightly and fucked her slowly, moving just an inch or so either way, slowly driving deeper until I was as deep as I could go.
"Oh my God your cock feels so good," she moaned beneath me. I bent down and kissed her, letting our tongues slide together into each other's mouth. Then I started making longer strokes, sliding my cock almost all the way out, then driving in as deep as I could go. "Yeah... fuck that pussy. Oh my God you know how to fuck. That feels so good."
I sat back on my knees and grabbed her legs. I bent them and put her shins on my chest as I leaned forward again, using her legs to hold me off her. Then I lay my forearms beside her head and grabbed her head with both hands, forcing her to look up at me. Our noses were an inch apart as I began pounding into her, hard and fast.
"Fuck you like a fucking animal," I panted.
"Oh God... fuck yeah!" she moaned, looking up at me with almost a worried look on her face. She couldn't believe how good it felt. "Right there. Yeah, yeah... fuck yeah... right there. Oh my God, yes! Yeah... fuck my tight, little pussy."
I did just as she asked. I was slamming my hips into her ass hard and fast, making long strokes and sliding in deep again and again. The bed was squeaking beneath us and I prayed my Mom didn't hear it. We'd be so dead.
"Oh my God... oh my God... you're gonna make me fucking cum!" she said excitedly, barely able to breathe. "Oh fuck!"
I watched as her eyes rolled back in her head and her body started trembling below me. She tried to push me away with her legs, but I held her tightly and kept slamming into her pussy. She came hard, her pussy gushing out over my cock. I could feel her pussy squeezing my cock, trying to milk me. After a few moments, I slowed my strokes again, making them slow, long, and deep.
"Oh God!" she panted. "I haven't cum that hard in... fuck, it's been so long. Geez, your dick feels so good."
"I'm glad you like it," I laughed. "I kinda like how your pussy is feeling right now."
"I am so fucking wet," she said.
I sat up again and released her legs, but continued my long strokes. "Oh fuck," I moaned. "I am so fucking close."
"Are you going to cum?" she asked, hopeful.
"Fuck yeah... it's coming," I hissed. I could feel it building up inside of me. Her pussy felt so good wrapped around my cock like that. My girlfriend didn't even compare to my sister in fucking.
"Cum inside of me, Vince... just do it... yeah!" she panted, encouraging me. She grabbed my arms with her hands and wrapped her legs around me to put her heels on my butt. With every thrust, she pulled me with her legs, driving me in even deeper.
"Ok... cum for me," she panted excitedly. She knew the signs. She knew I was going to cum soon. "Oh my God, fucking cum... fucking cum inside me."
Suddenly, I picked up steam again, thrusting harder and faster once more. It felt so fucking good to feel her pussy clench my cock like that.
"Oh my God... oh fuck! Oh that's so... fucking... deep. Give me that hot load... cum all over me. I want all that cum. Give it to me.
"Oh... fuck! Oh!" I panted as I felt my cum spray inside her, filling her up. It felt like it was never going to stop!
"Oh my God you're so bad!" she giggled. She knew I shouldn't have cum inside her just as much as I did. If she got pregnant, that would definitely complicate our lives. "But that was just what I fucking needed."
I pulled my cock out of her, my shaft covered with our combined juices, and flopped to my back beside her. "Ok... ok... time for bed."
Hailey slid her fingers through the mess at her pussy, delighting in the warm gooiness as she slid it around her clit. Then she leaned over and kissed me. "Thanks bro. I'll see you tomorrow."
With energy I didn't know she had left, she jumped off the bed and ran out the door, closing it softly.
I think I was asleep before my head finally even made it to my pillow.
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My Sex Education, Part 8
On the Tuesday after Mom's birthday party, I was sitting in the living room scrolling through my social media and texting my girlfriend Ashley.
"Yeah, yeah... happy birthday. I get it!" my Mom said as she walked down the stairs. She didn't sound too happy. When I looked over, she was sending a text on her phone. I guessed she was still getting texts from friends wishing her a happy birthday, but, for some reason, wasn't enjoying hearing it.
"Hey! Happy birthday, again, Mom," I said softly. I'd been saying it every day since Saturday, hoping she'd see it as a joyous event.
She looked up at me. "Yeah, whatever," she said. "Look, honestly, don't say it again. I really don't want to think about it."
"So... ok. What's wrong?"
She walked into the living room and sat down on the couch beside me. "Well, it's my birthday... my fiftieth birthday... and... I'm alone." She was getting depressed. "I'm completely fucking alone."
"Are you ok?" I asked, getting a little concerned.
She reached out and gently stroked my thigh. Her touch always sent bolts of pleasure straight to my cock and this time was no different. I started getting hard. "I'm sorry, I'm just kinda... upset."
"Is it about being fifty?" I asked. "I mean, it's just a number. You don't look even near fifty." She looked far younger, in fact.
"No... it's not that," she sighed. "Well, not completely about that. I... I was thinking about your father."
"Yeah," I said, understanding a little of what she was feeling. "It was sad to lose him."
"It's just... we weren't really... close... in the end," she said. "I mean, you knew that. But I still miss him being here."
She sat there, staring down at the floor as if in deep thought.
Suddenly, she looked over at me, smiled, and tapped my leg. "What's your girlfriend doing? What's her name?"
"Ashley," I said.
"Ashley... that's right... Ashley," she said, trying to remember the name. "What's Ashley doing this week? Was she ok with you coming home for so long?"
"Yeah, she's ok with it," I said. "She's just hanging around with her girlfriend. They're talking about going to see a movie tonight."
"I know I stole you from her for a while," she said, leaning on my shoulder, and wrapping her arms around me. "But... I'm really glad that you and Hailey were home for my birthday. It really means a lot to me."
She hugged me tight and then suddenly released me and sat up. She looked down at my crotch a moment, noticing my hardon and giggled. "Oh... um... I'm sorry." She looked at me and I covered up my crotch with a pillow in embarrassment, blushing a little. "No, no, you don't have anything to be embarrassed about. It's... um... it's perfectly natural. You are a virile young man."
"Ugh... sorry," I said.
"Don't worry about it," she said. "Did I tell you I was planning on dating?"
"Dating?" I asked. I was a little shocked.
"Yeah... I'm just not sure what to do," she said. "It's been so long since I dated anyone. And I'm way out of practice. Can I... can I get your opinion on something?"
"Yeah, sure," I said. She took my hand and pulled me to have me follow her. She led me to her bedroom, turned towards me, and took both my hands.
"I'm really glad that you and Hailey are home," she said. "I mean, I'm glad that you enjoy your new home and job... and that you're doing well... It's just that sometimes I wish that you were still living here." She looked down a second. "Especially... because of our history. I just don't enjoy living alone. It's been so long since I..."
I nodded, understanding what she meant. When I first moved away, it was difficult for me to live alone as well. Especially after spending so much time with my Mom before... and so much time having sex.
"But... I bet the girls are going crazy for you," she smiled up at me. "Aren't they? I mean, both you and your Dad are really attractive. Which is partly why it's so hard to date again. Plus... you were... talented."
She smiled a little deviously, which made me blush again.
"I know... sorry... you don't need to hear that," she said. "Is it ok that I'm talking about this? I mean, I don't really have anyone that I can discuss it with. Women... at least my friends... we don't really talk about... sex. You know what I mean?"
"Yeah, no, I get it."
"And I miss it," she said, licking her lips. "You don't understand what it's like. You're just starting to date and everything."
"Well, not so much starting any more, with Ashley and all," I said.
"I'm a little surprised you didn't bring home your girlfriend," Mom said.
"Well... I don't want to push her into anything," I said.
"So... how... how is dating going?" she asked. "Because I've tried it a few times and it's... well it hasn't really ended horribly but it hasn't exactly ended well either. What kind of stuff do you do? What kind of stuff do the girls wear?"
"We just... you know... go out for a drink or coffee... go to dinner... go to a club... that kind of thing," I said.
She let my hands go and walked towards her dresser. "So... I haven't thought about this in so long... but... I still have some of the clothes I used to wear... for your father, but... Can I show it to you? Just to get your opinion, like... a guy and everything. I mean, you seem to have similar tastes as he did and that is definitely the kind of guy I want to attract."
"Yeah... I guess that would be ok," I said, nodding.
"I really would appreciate it," she said. "Just a couple things. I'd be really grateful."
"Ok, yeah."
"Oh... um... don't peek," she smiled as if she almost expected me to. She opened one of the drawers in the dresser and pulled out some satiny and lacy items. Then she turned away from me and started undressing by taking off her shoes, then her dress. I had my hands over my eyes, but peeked between my fingers. All she had on underneath her dress were her black thong panties and it made my cock start to throb. I always loved watching her strip for me.
I remembered her body. I remembered touching it, feeling it against me. I felt the heat and wetness of her orgasm and all those emotions rushed back to me.
"It's been so long since I've worn anything like this," she said, picking up one of the items. "Is lingerie still a thing?" She slid the black material over her head and let it slide into place. "Are you peeking?" she asked, practically giggling, just before she turned around to face me. "Ok."
That was my cue to take my hands away and look at her. She looked really good but it wasn't as flattering as I'd like. It just seemed... plain.
"It's a slip. Don't like it?" she asked, sliding her hands over the material, cupping her breasts and squeezing them together. "It's lacy and whatnot. It's kind of cute, isn't it? I mean... it's black. That's sexy, right?"
I nodded. "It's ok."
She took my hand and put it on her breast, holding it there. "Well... it's soft. And it comes off kind of easy," she said. I could feel her nipple harden in my hand and poke into my palm and I instinctively squeezed her breast and strummed my thumb over her nipple.
"No?" she asked.
She gently stroked the back of my hand as I continued caressing her breast. Then she saw the obvious bulge in my pants and giggled.
"It's... uh... pretty easy to give you an erection, isn't it?"
"Yeah... it definitely is," I laughed, embarrassed.
"So... you do like it," she said, smiling broadly. I made a face as if it wasn't my favorite outfit. "Are you sure? 'Cause it seems to me you're... uh... enjoying it."
"It's ok. Just not my favorite," I admitted.
"I have other stuff," she said. "If you think this is too... matronly. I don't want to look old. I want something that just says... MILF. Kids still say that, right?" She looked at me with a devious smile.
"Yeah... that's still a thing," I said. She was definitely a MILF to me.
"Good," she said, smiling slyly. "I, um... I wouldn't mind being considered a MILF. I'd be ok with that." While I watched, she slowly pulled down her slip, letting the thin straps fall off her shoulders, exposing her bare breasts to me. I stared at them, remembering how soft they felt in my hands, how hard her nipples got in my mouth, and my mouth watered as I thought of tasting her again.
"If you want to stop, you'll tell me, won't you?" she asked, smiling as if knowing there was no way I was going to stop this. "Good. I'm going to show you another one, alright?"
She walked over to the dresser again. "And it's ok to say that you like it. I mean... I can tell by your erection anyway," she giggled. Without warning me to cover my eyes again, she pulled the slip off and faced me in her black G-string panties. Then she turned away and hooked her thumbs in her panties and bent over, sliding them down her legs.
I remembered that ass. I remembered grabbing and holding it firmly as I thrust into her. I remembered kissing and licking it, worshiping her lovely body over and over.
She grabbed some light pink material, held it up to determine which was the front, and slid it over her head. Spreading her legs almost awkwardly, she grabbed the material at the crotch and snapped it shut, then turned and faced me.
"Ok... What do you think?" she asked. There were thin straps that went over her shoulders and the front plunged down low, highlighting her ample breasts. Four, small buttons fastened down the front, down to her bellybutton. I could see her nipples poking through the thin satin.
"It's called a teddy. Your dad really liked it," she said. "I mean, I like it too. It's cute. Don't you think? I mean... it's satin and lace." She slid her hands over the front, squeezing her breasts and then playing with the small buttons.
"It's kind of fun to tease with the buttons and everything," she smiled. "I could tease you." She unfastened the top button, showing even more breast. "Do you think that's fun? Come on, you like it a little bit don't you? You can tell me. I'm your mom."
I exhaled heavily. Yeah, her teasing was getting to me. "Yeah... it's... it's great."
"It's pink... it's all lace and satin," she said, coming even closer to me. "Oh, you're so shy." She looked down and could see my throbbing bulge showing just how much I liked it. "Do you want to touch this one too? Come on." She took my hand again and put it on her breast, letting me feel the satiny material and the softness of the hidden mound of flesh beneath. She pressed my hand into her breast, forcing my hand to squeeze it once again.
"It's ok," she said, her face showing that she was enjoying my touch. My thumb strummed back and forth over her hard nipple, making her bite her lip. She grabbed and squeezed her other breast, too. "Yeah... that... feels good," she said, moaning softly. "Do you like it?"
"Yeah... a lot," I whispered, barely able to speak.
"Well, I'll have to remember that," she smiled. "Might be something fun for me to wear around the house if it gets your attention." She giggled. "Would that keep you home more if mommy wears really, really sexy lingerie around the house."
I nodded, unable to speak as I watched my hand playing with one breast, hers playing with the other.
"What's wrong? Don't the girls you date have tits?"
I licked my lips in excitement. It had been so long since I'd been with my mother. I didn't even know if she was still interested in me or not in that way.
The spaghetti straps fell off one shoulder, exposing her breast and my hand settled on the naked flesh. I lightly pinched and rolled her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. She dropped the shoulder strap from her other shoulder and played with her bare nipple with her own fingers, tugging on it gently.
"You are such a bad boy. You're getting mommy all excited," she smiled. She nodded, giving me permission to use both of my hands to squeeze and play with her breasts. She used one hand to hold the back of my hands, encouraging me. With the other, she cupped my cock, gently squeezing it.
"You don't thinks it's.... too much?" she asked, licking her lips. Her hand started stroking me, making me even harder.
"No... it's perfect," I whispered, my husky voice betraying my extreme desire for her.
"That's good," she said. "I was hoping you would like it. But I want you to experience the whole thing."
"What do you mean?" I asked, barely able to think.
"Baby... I love to fucking tease you and all... but I want you... to go lie down on the bed," she said, staring me straight in the eyes, her hand stroking my cock faster. "Then I want you to... fuck... me like I haven't been fucked in ages. Mommy really needs it. I need it so bad. Will you give it to me?"
"Yeah," I nodded. I wanted to fuck her so badly now.
She smiled. "Yeah? That's what I wished for the other day. Come give mommy the big cock she needs." She took my hand and led us to the bed, where I lay onto my back. She crawled on, slid between my legs, and started stroking my cock through my jeans.
"I really want it," she whispered, desire obvious in her voice. "But I still want you to really want it."
"Yeah... I really want to fuck you," I hissed. "I've missed that."
She smiled, loving that she got me all hot and bothered. She unfastened my pants and slid them down to my knees. My cock quickly tented my boxers. She slid her hand over the thin material, stroking my cock through it.
"Oh... your cock is just as nice as I remember it." She pulled my boxers down, too, and then stared at my cock as she held it up. "Oh my God... that's beautiful. Absolutely gorgeous." She started stroking it, slowly sliding up and down its length. "I haven't touched your cock in so long. Oh my God."
She leaned forward, kissed it, then held it against her face and inhaled. "I miss that smell. That special smell." She started kissing it all over as I watched. "This is such maleness... it's so thick." She licked it, licking under the head.
The she sat up and helped me pull my jeans and boxers all the way off, tossing them aside. My cock was throbbing as she slid back between my legs. She pulled the spaghetti straps off her shoulders and pushed the teddy down, baring her breasts to me.
"You have a beautiful, beautiful cock," she said, stroking me again and then sucking me into her mouth. She slid up and down my shaft, making it shine with her spit, while looking up at me. Her face was so full of pleasure. She took me out of her mouth and started just stroking me. "That's nice. It's so big. Oh my God, I love your dick. I have been masturbating to memories of your big, gorgeous cock. Mommy just wants to worship it."
She stroked me for a few minutes, occasionally sliding me into her mouth and licking up the length of my shaft. "How do you feel about mommy taking you for a ride?" she asked, licking her lips excitedly. "I know it'll feel absolutely amazing again. And it's just what mommy needs."
"God yeah... do it," I hissed. She had me so hard. I really wanted to be inside her pussy.
"Ok? Yeah?" she smiled. She quickly moved to her knees and unsnapped the teddy at her crotch. Then she crawled up and kicked her leg over me, her pussy now right by my cock. She moved into position and held my cock against her pussy, grinding against it. "Yeah, right there on my clit." Her pussy was so hot and wet and I yearned for her to go the next step.
And she did quickly. She pushed my cock up into her pussy and slowly lowered her hips, sliding me deeper and deeper inside her.
"Oh fuck... oh my God," she hissed, feeling my cock fill her completely. Her pussy was squeezing my cock as I went deeper and it felt like I was stretching her open again. "Oh yeah... finally!" she whispered as she started sliding my cock in and out of her pussy, riding me.
"Oh my God," I moaned. God, her pussy felt so good, so hot and wet! I didn't realize how badly I missed her.
"Oh sweetie," she whispered, sliding up and down my shaft. "Good boy... oh yeah! My pussy is so wet."
The bed was squeaking a little with every bounce, but her moans were even louder. I remembered how vocal she was and it drove me crazy.
"Fuck, that's so good," she hissed, her face scrunched up in pleasure. "You're spoiling mommy. Your cock feels so good in mommy's pussy. You're making me feel so, so good."
As she slid down on my cock, I thrust my hips upward, driving even deeper inside her wetness. She threw her head back for a second, feeling the wonderful pleasure flow through her.
"Yes... fuck me mommy," I hissed. I could feel my balls boiling, wanting to spray so deep inside her.
"Oh my God... oh fuck!" she moaned loudly. "Good boy... oh, good boy. So sweet. You're so sweet. And your cock is so, so amazing."
I reached up and grabbed her breasts squeezing them and teasing her nipples by pinching and pulling them. I remembered just how responsive she was when I played with her nipples.
"Yeah, that's a good boy," she said, smiling down at me. "Play with mommy's titties. That feels so good."
She started bouncing even faster as she got closer and closer to her orgasm and I held on for dear life. I squeezed her breasts and pulled them, making her moan louder and louder.
"Uh huh... uh huh... oh fuck!" she yelled. "You're so sweet to fuck mommy like this. Your big fat cock makes mommy feel so good. Oh my God... oh wow!"
Suddenly she stopped and pulled me out of her. Then she bent down and licked and sucked on my cock once again. I guessed that she didn't want to cum too quickly. She was teasing herself as much as me.
"Mmm... Your cock is really fucking amazing," she said, sliding her tongue over the head before sliding it deep into her mouth again. "I've really missed it."
I sat up and slid her off me. "It's your turn now," I said as I pushed her to her back and slid between her legs. I lay down on my stomach as I kissed her thigh, moving closer and closer to her pussy.
"Oh yeah! Oh my God... yeah," she moaned.
I took a moment to smell her, her musky scent showing her excitement. Then I softly blew on her labia. "You like it when I eat your pussy?" I asked, looking up at her.
She licked her lips excitedly and nodded. "Oh yes... you know I do." She smiled, expectantly.
I licked her lips, gently, sliding my tongue around the edge of her pussy. Her lips were so swollen and open, ready for penetration. Her clit was just starting to peek out and I flicked my tongue over it.
"You taste so good," I whispered as I caressed her clit with the flat of my tongue. As I licked her, I teased her with my fingers, slowly circling her hole, getting my finger more and more wet with her leaking juices, and then slid a finger inside her. I slowly fingered her, curling it to caress her G-spot.
"Oh my God. Oooh, yes," she moaned, writhing on the bed below me. She grabbed my head with both hands and I knew she was about to cum. I didn't have to wait long. "Fuck!" she yelled. "Oh my God! I'm cumming! Ohhhhhhhh!"
She held my head tightly to her pussy and I gently sucked on her clit as she came, drenching my chin, neck, and chest. God, I loved her taste!
As I sat up, she put her hands on her face, breathing heavy from her orgasm. I grabbed under her knee on one side and turned her to her stomach, then pulled her hips up until she was on all fours.
"Oh yes, more," she whimpered. "More, more, more. Make mommy feel so good."
I slapped the big, beautiful ass that she presented to me, leaving it a little pinkish.
"Oh my God! You've never done that before," she panted, looking back at me.
"More?" I asked.
She licked her lips in hesitation, then nodded. So I slapped her ass again, first one cheek, then the other, until she was all beautifully pinkish. She was moaning into the bed, her face resting on the pillow.
I grabbed her hips and slid my cock into her. She hissed, her breath catching as I surprised her. "Oh fuck! Wow... you're so big," she moaned. I pushed in deeper and deeper, easily going all the way into her. "There you go. Yes! Get it in deep... all the way in."



Then I held onto her hips tightly as I started thrusting, sliding in and out slowly, letting her feel the entire length of my shaft. She had her eyes closed and was moaning into the pillow. I could feel my own orgasm building inside me. Her pussy was so perfect for me. I remembered just why I'd fallen so deeply in love with her. We were so perfect together.
The bed started creaking, the headboard bumping against the wall, as I started fucking her faster and harder, slamming my hips into her.
"Oh my God... fuck!" she yelled excitedly. "Beat mommy's pussy up. Oh yeah! Oh my God that's it! Oh fuck! That's it!"
I thrust hard and fast, working up a good sweat. Occasionally, I slapped her ass again, and reached down and grabbed her hair, pulling her head back, reminding her that I was in control.
"Fuck yeah, mommy," I moaned. "Take my big dick."
Her eyes were closed and I could see her spittle dripping from her chin. She was losing control quickly. "Please don't stop! Please make me cum!" she begged. "Please make me cum! Fuck! Oh yeah! That's what I wanted. You're so fucking big! Fuck! Just what mommy needs, baby!"
She was just the perfect fuck for me. Her body was so responsive and open for my cock. I was her perfect fit. I pushed down on her, making her lie flat, as I bore my weight down on her back. My legs rested outside of hers, my cock still buried in her pussy as I continued fucking her.
"More like that!" she panted. "Oh yeah, mommy needs to be treated just like this. Mommy needs to be treated like a slut. Use mommy's pussy. Just like that. Mommy's pussy just needs to be so fucking used. Oh my God."
I put one hand on her back to lift myself up and give me a better angle. With the other, I grabbed her hair again and forced her head back. She was such a perfect slut for me.
"Oh my God! I love that I raised a boy who can fuck like this!" she panted. "Yeah, fuck mommy like a dirty boy. Your cock feels so fucking good right now."
"My dirty mommy," I hissed. "My dirty, slutty mommy."
"Yes... yes I am," she panted. "Please! Please use mommy's pussy. It's been so long since a man's been in mommy's pussy. Oh my God... oh geez... that's what mommy wants! That's just what mommy wants! Oh my God!"
My cock was thrusting so deeply into her and I could feel her pussy spasming on me. Her orgasm was coming quickly.
"I'm gonna fucking cum in you mommy," I hissed. "I'm gonna fill you up so full." I was giving her almost all my body weight as I held her down and continued thrusting into her.
"Oh my God, baby, that's pushing right on mommy's G-spot," she panted. "Oh, sweetie. You're so rough. Fuck! Oh, I'm cumming! Oh that's so good! Oh! Oh!" She was panting loudly, exhaling with nearly every thrust of my cock as if my cock was pushing on her lungs. Her body trembled against me and I could feel her pussy gushing and squeezing me as she came for the second time.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" I moaned as my own orgasm was triggered. I could feel it welling up inside me, taking over. The pleasure made me fuck her even harder and faster. Then my body froze a moment, my muscles tightening and shaking, as I came again and again, filling her with so much cum.
"Yeah baby, just like that," she panted. "Give it to me. Make a mess of mommy. Good boy. Such a good boy."
When my orgasm ended, I pulled out of her and fell to my back. She turned towards me and lay her head on my chest, her hand gently stroking my shaft, playing with my cum.
"Thank you, baby. Mommy needed that so bad," she whispered. "Mommy really, really, really needed that."
*****
For the rest of my vacation there, my mom went out and bought more lingerie, wearing a new piece every day. And every day... we fucked. There was no need to hide... no need to be quiet or reserved. We could do whatever we liked.
I was sad to leave at the end of the week. Ashley had sent me a flirty text, telling me that she had a big surprise for me when I got back. But nothing she did could ever feel as good as my own mother.
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The sky was dotted with white clouds on this sunny, summer day. Birds were chirping and I could hear a lawn mower from up the street, the neighbor cutting his grass. I was out in my driveway, working on my car, as I usually did.
I loved living in north-eastern Ohio. We had all four seasons here and no season was really bad... we had nice, reasonable summers and nice, reasonable winters.
I'd had a long week at work, where I managed an automotive parts store. The job worked well with my car hobby and I often found myself tinkering with cars... both with my current car and with the one in the garage that I was fixing up. I'd worked the last seven days in a row, long, full days. Today was Wednesday and my day off.
And, for once, my day off matched the weather perfectly... a beautiful sky and eighty-five degree temperatures.
It was about four in the afternoon when I heard a car coming down the road making a horrendous sound... like a whale humping a cat.
"Ooh. That's not a good sound," I said, looking at what was causing the noise. A black, Chrysler 300 sedan was slowing down in front of my house, parking on the side of the road. I could hear the young woman behind the wheel cursing loudly even before she got out of the car.
"Fuck! What the fuck God damnit!" she said, walking to the front of the car. "Oh my God! Why does this always happen to me?!"
Trying to be helpful, I walked down my driveway. "Is there a problem?"
"Does it look like there's a fucking problem?" she said angrily. She was not in the mood for conversation.
"Hey!" I said. "Don't bite my head off, I'm just trying to help. Ok?"
She just looked at me closing her eyes.
"Do you want me to call Triple-A for you?"
"Oh... as if I couldn't do that myself," she said, looking at me again as if this whole thing was my fault. "I'll get my phone."
"Alrighty then," I said sarcastically.
"Hi, yeah," she said, holding her phone up to her ear. "My car broke down and I need to get towed." She pulled her wallet out of her purse and took out her membership card, reading the number off for the representative.
"What are you talking about?" she yelled, her anger swelling again. "I've had a membership for the last three years!" It didn't sound like things were working out for her. "What the fuck? My card's expired? Oh my God... will you just send a tow-truck over here..." Suddenly, she dropped her phone from her ear and looked at the screen. "What the fuck? She hung up on me. Oh my God, this is the worst day ever!"
"Listen... I can either call you a tow-truck, which could take a while, or I can look at your car for you," I offered.
"What? Are you a mechanic now?" she asked, obviously doubting I could do a thing to help her.
"No... but I work with cars all the time and manage a parts store," I said. "I have experience with cars."
She looked doubtful still, but realized she didn't have many options. "Alright... come on."
"Why don't you pop the hood," I suggested as I stood in front of the car.
"Ok... um," she said, opening the driver's side door and looking around at the controls. "It's somewhere around here. I don't even know how this thing works." Suddenly the hood popped up and I moved to raise it.
"Yeah, there it is," I said.
"Sorry, I don't even know how my own car works," she said, embarrassed. As I took a quick look at the engine, she came around and stood beside me. "Look, I really appreciate the help. I know I was kind of a bitch but I'm not having a good day and this damn thing just started making this crazy sound and breaks down. I don't know what the fuck is wrong with it."
"Well, look, just stand back and let me do my job. Alright?" I asked. I didn't like people looking over my shoulder. I really needed room to do this.
"Oh, are you one of those guys that likes to take charge?" she giggled, holding her hands up as she backed away a step.
"Yes, and gets really dirty when I'm doing it," I said, giving her a wry smile.
"Well, maybe we should take things slow and wait until after you fix my car. How about that Mr. Mechanic?" she said, giggling.
"You liked that huh?" I smiled at her. She seemed like a fun woman to tease and play with, even if she was biting my head off just a few minutes ago.
"I'm Scott, by the way," I said, extending my hand.
"I'm Riley," she said, smiling. She took my hand and lightly shook it. I could swear she looked familiar but I couldn't figure out why.
"Well let's see what we're dealing with here."
I looked over her engine, then grabbed some tools. It took me about an hour to find the issue and then about thirty minutes to fix it. Luckily it didn't require any new parts, but she would have to take it to a mechanic to have it formally corrected soon.
"Ok... I think that's it," I said, wiping my dirty hands on a while rag I had with me. I was used to having very dirty hands. "Why don't you try starting it up really quick."
She was sitting in the grass, just watching me, and got up excitedly. "Ok, let's try it out." She got behind the wheel, started the engine, and revved it a few times. It sounded great, almost like new, and she yelled her excitement.
"Alright! You fixed it! Yay!" she yelled. She opened the car window as I put down the hood, wiped off any dirt or grease from my hands, and walked around to the driver's side.
"Hot damn," I said, smiling. Her excitement was infectious and I smiled back.
"Oh my God, you are a life saver," she said. "But... well, listen, I really appreciate the help and everything but I gotta get going. I have an appointment I need to get to and I'm already running super late. So, thanks so much, I really appreciate your help. You have been an awesome guy."
I was shocked. I'd spent all this time helping her and she was just going to run off? "Wait a minute... are you just going to run away like that? I just fixed your car, the least you can do is give me a couple minutes of your time," I said.
"Ok... you're right," she said, realizing what she was doing. "Sorry. Let me turn this off."
"Listen... Riley," I said after the car was shut off. She crossed her arms on the open window and rested her chin on them. "I don't mean to seem forward but I... uh... you look familiar for some reason. I can't figure out where I've seen you before."
"Oh... maybe," she said, smiling. "Do you ever surf the Internet?"
"I guess, yeah," I said, wondering what that would have to do with anything. "Sometimes... why, what's up?"
She just sat there and smiled at me as if waiting for it to come to me.
And then I recognized her. "Wait... wait a minutes, you're... you're Riley... oh fuck, Riley Cruise!"
She giggled, "Yeah... that's me."
"Wow," I said, completely shocked. "I gotta tell you, you're like one of my favorite porn stars. You're like in my top ten."
She smiled, but raised up as if surprised. "Oh yeah? I'm in just the top ten?"
"Ok," I said, smiling. "Maybe, top three."
"Three? Come on, man. I try to be number one."
"I know.. you're absolutely right," I capitulated. "You probably are my number one."
"Good. You like my scenes?"
"Yeah," I admitted. "You're body is like... epic."
She smiled and giggled at my compliment. "Thank you."
"Wow... I... uh... are you like married or attached or something, whatever the word is for it nowadays?"
She shook her head and smiled. "No."
"Listen, I know that I'm almost like twice your age and now that we've established that I'm a walking, talking asshole, that has life-saving abilities, what would you say if this life-saver took you out for drinks on Saturday?" I asked.
"Well, I'm pretty busy Mr. Asshole," she smiled, playfully.
"Yes, I have no doubt about that. You're probably filming something and all... or going to some party," I said. "But... it's just a drink. The Tavern over on Main Street. It's close by... and a nice place. You can have a good time with an asshole like me that's curious about you."
She giggled. "Ok, ok... you know what... maybe I'll meet you there at 8:00. How's that sound?" she said. "If I happen to be free."
"What?" I asked. "Not even a call to tell me you can't?"
"Now... don't push your luck there Mister."
"'Cause I'm an asshole, huh?"
"Exactly."
"Let's try this," I suggested. "Just so I don't waste any more of my time, I'll show only if you promise you'll be there."
She smiled. "I'll see you there."
"Alright," I smiled. I was getting excited already, and it was only Wednesday. I couldn't wait!
"Thanks again for the help," she said, starting up the car again. "I really appreciate it."
"Be safe. See you Saturday." She drove off, giving me a little wave as she rolled up her window. "Riley Cruise... fuck!"
*****
"Riley Cruise..." I said softly as I typed her name into the porn site's search engine. I'd only seen her a couple of hours ago, but she'd made such an impression on me that I just had to see her videos again. The web page was suddenly filled with twenty pictures leading to different videos and links to many pages more. Even in just a few years, she'd had a pretty prolific career.
I scrolled through the different video descriptions, trying to find just what I was looking for, when I saw a video of her being punished by her daddy. I clicked the link and the video dominated the the explorer window and started playing.
The video started with Riley standing in her living room, ready to walk out the front door. She was wearing a sexy, lime-green, sleeveless dress. The hemline was at her upper thighs, leaving so much leg open... and the knowledge that her pussy was barely hidden. The top came down to cover just over her boobs.
"Oh, hey, hey," her dad said as he suddenly came into the room. "What the hell are you wearing?"
"A dress?" she said, wondering what the fuss was all about. I could imagine how he felt, in a way... she was dressed to fuck. And I could imagine he wanted to fuck her.
The dad was chastising her for wearing such a short dress. "That dress is so short I can practically see your...." He reached down and lifted the hem, exposing her pussy to me, the viewer. "What the fuck!" he said, surprised.
"Dad! Come on! Really?"
I unfastened my pants and opened them. My cock was throbbing, ready to get the the really good part.
"You know... if you're going to walk around dressed like a slut, then I'm going to treat you like a slut," her dad said.
"You're crazy."
"You either take your clothes off now... or go over there and bend over," he said, pointing to the back of the nearby chair.
"You wouldn't..." she said.
He reached down and began unfastening his belt. "You want to test me?"
"Now that's the way to treat her," I said, and started stroking my shaft. I loved the videos where Riley was told what to do and forced to do it.
"No," she said, sounding weak and submissive, which made my cock throb.
"Take it off," he ordered her.
Riley slowly pulled her dress down, exposing her small, A-cup breasts, then pushed it down off her hips, pushing it to the floor. She stepped out of the pool of material on the floor, completely naked, except for the four-inch stripper shoes she wore. She bent down, grabbed her dress, and handed it to her Dad.
"Shoes, too."
"My shoes? Seriously?" she protested. She then bent down and unfastened the ankle strap that held her shoes on and stepped out of them. Then her hands moved to covered her nakedness.
"It's a little late for modesty," her Dad said and grabbed her wrist. The camera followed them as he dragged her into what looked like his bedroom, where he pushed her to make her bend over the bed.
"Hands on the bed," he commanded and she put her forearms down, resting on them as she bent over, exposing her ass to him. "I should really beat your ass, you know that?" he said. "But that's not going to fix it for you. You're really horny is that it?"
"Yes."
"Alright... don't worry... I've got something that'll take care of that."
I was stroking my cock even faster. This video was proving to be just what I liked. Her Dad grabbed a Hitachi vibrating wand from the nightstand drawer and brought it behind her.
"What are you doing, Daddy?" she asked, trying to look back, but unable to see what he was doing. The camera focused on Riley's face as, in the background, the Dad seemed to move the vibrator between her legs and turned it on.
"Oh my gosh, Daddy!" she said, surprised. Her eyes lit up, first in surprise, but then with pleasure, her face contorting, too. She was obviously enjoying what he was doing to her... what he was forcing upon her.
"See, we're going to do this to you a couple times a day... until that fire in you is put out," he said. "No one touches this but me... you understand?"
"Oh my God... yes Daddy!" she moaned, grinding herself against the wand. I continued to watch the movie, zoning out a little on what was being said, and stroked myself vigorously as he brought her to her first orgasm.
Her dad held the Hitachi at her pussy with one hand and held her down on the bed with the other as Riley contorted and shook beneath him.
"Fuck Daddy!" she yelled. "Oh my God, I'm going to cum so hard!"
And she did. I watched that orgasm and then three more before her dad used his mouth then his cock to give her several more. I held off my own orgasm as long as I could, but decided that I was going to cum when her dad did.
At the end of the video, her dad pulled his cock from her pussy as she lay on her back, helplessly looking up at him, and began cumming, spraying her pussy and stomach with his seed.
My own cock erupted as well, spraying onto my stomach before gushing out over my hands. I was breathing so hard and grunting, making me exhausted when I was done. Damn... if she did that to me from a video, just think of what she'd do to me in person.
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Gift on His Doorstep, Part 2
It was Saturday night and I arrived at the restaurant just a minute or two late. I walked in the front door and saw her, just being seated. Even from a distance, she looked incredible. She was wearing a red dress that came down to mid-thigh. It was sleeveless with a plunging neckline. She had A-cup breasts, so there wasn't much cleavage, but the exposed skin between them enticed me anyway. Beneath it all, were her black, hose-covered legs, and black high heels.
She was a God-damned, certified, wet dream. I couldn't believe she was having a drink with me.
I approached the table, passing by the hostess as she returned to her post.
"I was getting nervous," Riley said, smiling up at me from the table.
"Well, I told you I was intrigued by you and... well, I keep my promises," I said.
"I like that."
I sat down and we delved into a great, light conversation. We ordered our drinks and some light dinner fare and time passed quickly.
Two hours later, we were still holding our drinks and there was a mostly-eaten charcuterie board on the table between us.
"I am a bit of a fan," I said. "I do follow what you do."
"Oh, that's so sweet," she smiled. "Thank you."
"I don't go crazy and all that, not like I camp outside your house or anything... but I certainly have a good time watching you."
"Ooh... rawr," she said, leaning forward. "That's pretty hot, actually."
"You really seem to enjoy yourself."
"I do," she nodded.
"I mean, I know it's not roses every day, nobody's job is... but, overall, do you enjoy what you do?" I asked, taking another sip of my Scotch.
She smiled. "Yeah. I do. I enjoy the fucking, of course, but I enjoy that I'm pleasing people at home, too. It's a super big turn-on knowing I'm being watched by thousands of people."
"Well... I have to admit... watching you turns me on, too," I smiled at her, looking down a little in embarrassment. It wasn't every day that I talked to my porn fantasy about sex in the middle of a busy restaurant. I hoped that the people around us really didn't hear us.
"I like that," she said. "It's awesome to meet people who enjoy my work."
"I have to know, though," I said, "what brings you to Ohio of all places."
She giggled. "I have family living here. My parents died years ago but my Aunt and her family live here. My family mostly shunned me when I went into porn, so I haven't been around most of them. But my Aunt has been having health issues and I've started coming to visit every few months to help her out."
"That's really nice of you," I said.
"So... tell me about you, Scott," she said, tapping my hand with her fingertip. She'd already moved to sit a little closer to me an hour into our dinner.
"Not much to say, really," I said. "I'm divorced... for about ten years now. With two kids... both in college."
"No girlfriend?" she asked and it sounded like she really hoped I answered no.
"No," I said. "I haven't found the right girl yet. I dated a bit after the divorce, but nothing that lasts. I guess I'm a little picky."
She giggled a little and stroked my forearm with her fingertip. "I can see why you're on the Internet a lot then."
I laughed, too. "Yeah... gotta release some... um... tension now and then."
"In what way are you picky?"
"I guess... I don't know... I don't want some conservative, sweet, little thing. All sunshine... no PDA... missionary-in-the-dark kind of girl."
She nodded. "You like someone more... openly sexual."
"Yeah... something like that," I nodded. "Just someone comfortable in her skin... not afraid to show herself off a little. Someone that enjoys a little... inappropriate play."
"Hmm," she said, as if that was an interesting factor to her. "So, do you like lingerie? Slutty clothes? Do you like girls all dressed up for you?"
I nodded. "Yeah... I have to admit I definitely do."
She dropped her hand below the top of the table and started stroking my thigh. "Would it surprise you if I told you I was wearing nothing underneath this dress?"
"That would be a pleasant surprise, yes."
"And that I like a little... inappropriate touching... too."
I exhaled, feeling my cock growing quickly. "Yeah."
She didn't move her hand away, but continued stroking my thigh. "How long has it been since you... you know... have been with a woman?"
"Oh... wow... um... a few years now I guess," I admitted.
"Wow... that's a long time," she said, her face lighting up in surprise. "Not even something casual?"
"Well... I'm not into something... casual... if they don't fit the bill. You know what I mean?"
"I think I do," she agreed. "If they don't turn you on before you get there... why even try?"
"Yeah... something like that," I agreed. "I don't want to get into something that I know won't go anywhere."
We sat for a second, with her hand on my thigh, and I started stroking her bare upper arm, trying to tease her as much as she was teasing me. She slid her hand down the plunging neckline of her dress and casually pulled it away, showing me her bare nipple.
She giggled as I growled. Her nipple was wonderfully hard, almost begging to be sucked.
"What about you?" I asked. "You said you're not married or dating?"
"No... it's really hard to find the right guy."
"Yeah?"
"Dating is really hard. Guys outside the business have a preconceived idea of who I should be and how I should act. After we get together, they generally don't like what I do and end up getting jealous. They feel they don't measure up and get all insecure."
She looked away for a moment as if recalling a bad memory and it seemed to bother her. "In fact, one former boyfriend made me feel disgusting because of my career. He didn't even want to kiss me when I came home from work. So it made me feel like a disgusting person."
"Wow... that's horrible."
"And then there are the guys in the industry. They're either gay or so full of themselves," she admitted. "Don't get me wrong, you need to have an overly strong sense of yourself and your body to be in the industry, but too many of them are far too narcissistic for me. I just want someone more into me than themselves."
"Sounds like it's pretty difficult to deal with."
"Yeah, being in porn makes life really hard, it makes dating really hard, it makes your family life really hard, and it makes intimacy hard."
I nodded, feeling a little sorry for her. She'd temporarily lost that fun spark that was in eyes a moment ago. I yearned to bring it back. "What kind of guy are you looking for?"
"You know, it would just be nice to find a nice guy... who's comfortable with what I do and with who he is... knows that I'm with him because I want to be... and, well, knows how to please me." She looked at me, meeting my gaze. "Someone who knows how to push my buttons. Someone... who's comfortable with my little... kinks."
"You have little kinks?" I asked.
She smiled. "Mmhmm... I think we all do. Mine are just kind of important to me."
"Mmm... I'm intrigued," I said. "Care to elaborate?"
She giggled. "With guys or girls?"
I laughed and almost sprayed my drink at her response. "Ok... I'm even more intrigued now! Let's just say guys," I suggested.
"Well, I might have already alluded to the fact that I like a guy that takes control," she said, leaning a little closer to me. "A guy that likes to... use... my body to give and receive their pleasure. I hate guys that always ask me what I want or constantly need me to take the reigns."
"Ok," I said, loving how this conversation was going. "And the other?"
"Well," she said, leaning even closer and talking in more hushed voice. She was whispering in my ear, one hand on my thigh, the other on my shoulder. "I love to feel... a guy's... cum... dripping off my body... especially my face."
She backed away, giggling.
When she leaned in so close to me, my hand automatically went to her thigh, softly stroking and squeezing it. Her leg felt incredible, encased in those black hose and I had to feel more. "That's... that's kinda hot, I won't lie," I nodded, smiling.
She smiled, happy that I wasn't repulsed and obviously happy that my hand was on her thigh. "It's like the ultimate way of showing me that he's using me for his pleasure."
I laughed a little. "I can see that. So, when was the last time you were on a date and... well... you know?" I moved my hand higher, sliding it under the hem of her dress until I felt the elastic top of her hose.
"Had real sex?" she asked.
"Yeah... not the on-set kind." I felt her thighs spread a little wider as she slid a little closer to me, giving me even easier access. My hand was having the desired effect on her.
"Oh... um... I don't know. Four months maybe," she said, thinking for a second as my fingers danced on her inner thigh, so close to her pussy. "A guy I was working with, of course, so it was a short-lived relationship."
I nodded. "I imagine that's much more satisfying than the on-set sex."
She nodded and smiled, licking her lips, obviously getting excited by my touch. "You have no idea. Sometimes it gets so... frustrating. I also know of other girls that got so used to the sex on the set that it ruined their regular sex. They had a hard time having an orgasm."
"You know... I have to admit, that after we met, I... looked you up on the Internet again."
She smiled, her eyes lighting up. "Yeah?"
"I needed a little more... stress relief," I said, laughing softly. I slid my pinky over her bare, swollen labia, and realized she wasn't kidding. She wasn't wearing panties.
"Ooh," she said, closing her eyes for a moment at the pleasure then smiled. "I'm glad I can turn you on," she said, sucking on the tip of her finger. "That's kind of hot. Any particular video?"
"It was a... uh... a daddy/daughter video," I said softly, a little embarrassed, looking around again to make sure no one was listening in on us. "He punished you with a vibrator."
"Mmm... I like doing those," she giggled. "I get a little glimpse of being controlled. One of my weaknesses." She licked her lips. "As long as we're admitting things... I have to admit that I masturbated thinking about you, too... in the shower."
"Wow... me?"
"Mmhmm... after you fixed my car, I was kind of fantasizing that you would have just fucked me over the hood of my car."
"Well, I have to say, the thought did cross my mind... but I didn't want to be too much of an asshole."
She giggled again, playing with a strand of her hair. "I don't think I would have said no."
"You know... I'm really having a good time tonight," I said, pulling my hand from her thigh and taking her hand in mine.
"I am, too," she smiled. "Thanks for inviting me. But... uh... I was kinda liking your hand on me..."
I laughed softly. "You know... it might sound a little cliche... but, would you like to come back to my place for a little nightcap?"
"I think I could use a big... nightcap," she said. I could see something in her eyes... hope... desire... need.
"Ok... why don't you follow me back to my place."
She nodded, still smiling, as I paid the bill and we drove back to my house.
"Come on in," I said, bringing her in the house and directing her towards the living room. "Have a seat. Can I get you anything? Wine? Water?"
"Sure... water, please." She sat on the edge of the couch, looking so dainty, but... damn... she was sexy.
"First," I said as I walked over to her and bent down. I kissed her and put my hand on the back of her neck, holding her gently.
"I like your moves," she said as we broke our kiss.
"That was kind of nice."
She reached out and touched my cock over my pants while looking up at me. "Is this from my kiss, my cute dress, or the fact that you know I'm naked under it?"
"All the above," I said, smiling. "I'll be back." I walked into the kitchen, grabbed two bottles of water from the refrigerator, then came back and sat on the couch beside her. I put my foot up on the opposite knee, trying to look relaxed and comfortable. She slid next to me.
"Sorry I was an asshole earlier in the week. It's been kind of stressful at work lately," I said. "Hiring issues and long hours and shit. But... that happens."
"Oh... I'm sorry," she said, taking a quick sip of her water. "Hopefully I've helped you with that stress a little bit."
"Yeah," I laughed. "You have. Only to start another kind of stress."
"I'll make sure you have sweet dreams tonight," she smiled deviously, stroking my leg with her fingertip, sliding from my knee and up. She certainly had more on her mind than some water and conversation. "Don't worry."
"Sorry," I said, taking a sip of water and then putting it on the coffee table. The move took her hand from my thigh. "I'm a little flustered. You are quite... uh... touchy feely."
She giggled. "Oh... yeah?"
"It... uh... feels a little..."
"Maybe like a little blood is leaving your brain?" she giggled, looking down at my growing erection and licking her lips.
"Yeah, something like that," I laughed. "I just... I just have this pent up energy. You know? I tried working out earlier but that didn't do it."
"Well," she said, smiling deviously again. "Maybe you can release it all on me."
"I notice that your scenes are always... really... kind of cute... and uh... teeny-boppery kind of thing," I said, nervously, "which is adorable. I mean, like I said, I think you're beautiful and incredibly sexy. But I'm more... aggressive."
"Mmmm," she purred. "So, you like it more when I'm more... submissive... pretty much."
"Oh... well... I mean... I didn't mean it like you can't be yourself."
She giggled. "Can I use your bathroom?"
"Oh, yeah, sure," I said. "It's just through there," I pointed to the hallway that lead to the kitchen. "First door on the right."
She smiled as she stood and grabbed her purse. "I'll be right back," she said, kissing me.
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Gift on His Doorstep, Part 3
She giggled. "Can I use your bathroom?"
"Oh, yeah, sure," I said. "It's just through there," I pointed to the hallway that lead to the kitchen. "First door on the right."
She smiled as she stood and grabbed her purse. "I'll be right back," she said, kissing me.
I watched her as she walked away from me, loving the sway of her ass with each step. She disappeared into the hallway and a second later, I heard the bathroom door close.
All I could think about was our time at the restaurant, my hand on her leg, touching her pussy. God, this was the best night of my life! I sat back on the couch, feeling nervous and fidgety, not knowing how to sit, whether to cross my legs or not, or even where to put my hands. It had been a long time since a woman made me feel so... uncertain... and wanting.
Ten minutes later, I heard the bathroom door open again and heard the clip-clap of her heels on the tile, then wood floor as she walked towards me. When she emerged from the archway, I was completely shocked. She had taken off her dress and put on a lacy bra and panty set. She had also added a lacy choker around her neck giving her a very sexy look. She still wore her thigh-high stockings and high-heels, completing it.
She leaned against the arch, making a sexy pose that made my dick throb.
"Oh... wow," I stumbled, barely able to think. "That's uh... quite the change. It's getting a little hot in here."
She giggled. "You said you like naughty girls."
She walked towards me, swaying her hips seductively, until she sat on the couch beside me.
"Oh, I do," I said. "One thing, though... remember how I mentioned I like a little control?"
"Yeah?" she smiled.
"I want you to do what I say, when I say," I said softly.
Boldly, she reached forward and touched my cock, sliding her fingertips along it's length. "Am I allowed to touch you? 'Cause I didn't get permission." She smiled, obviously trying to test me, trying to disrupt my control from the get go.
"For the moment... no," I smiled.
She pulled her hand back. "Oh... yes sir," she said, a little surprised. She thought she had me so wrapped around her little finger.
"I want you to lay back on the couch there," I said, indicating the end of the couch. She moved and lay her back against the arm, knees to her chest, spread, as she caressed her legs teasingly.
"You feel sexy like that?" I asked.
"I do."
"Good. You look sexy like that," I said. "I think you should run your hands down the inside of your legs... like that." She ran her hands down from her knees, over the inside of her thighs, down to her panties, where she slowly teased herself. She watched me, looking so seductive. "Your smile is so devilish."
"You know when I mentioned my kinks?" she asked.
"Yeah."
"This is one of them," she said, her face changing to pleasure as her fingers swirled over her panty-covered clit. "I love when a guy is completely in control like this."
"Good," I smiled. "How's your pussy feel?"
"It's getting very wet," she moaned. "I wanna be your bad girl."
"Take your bra off."
She sat up on her knees and reached behind herself. "Yes sir." She unfastened her bra, slid it off her arms, and tossed it aside. Her hands immediately covered her breasts, squeezing them, her fingertips sliding around her hard nipples.
Her nipples were so hard, looking like cherries on the top of her A-cup breasts. "Are your nipples sensitive?"
"Yes... very," she said softly as she continued to roll them between her fingers.
"I wonder how much squeezing they can endure," I said. I loved watching women play with their breasts. "I think you should show me." She pinched her nipples between her forefinger and thumb and lightly pulled them. Her eyes locked on mine as her mouth twisted in a grimace with a mix of pleasure and pain. I could tell that she liked having them pinched and teased.
"That's nice... good girl," I said, complimenting her. "You follow directions well."
She smiled. "I like being told what to do."
"Mmm... a perfect fit with me," I said, smiling subtly. "Sit like you were before. Open your legs."
"Yes, sir." She sat back against the arm of the couch again and pulled her knees up to her chin. Slowly she opened them wide, her hands still teasing her nipples.
"Yeah, I like that view," I said. I scanned my eyes over her body, enjoying her. "Quite a bit." I moved forward and slid my hand over her knee. Slowly, I slid it down the inside of her thigh, feeling her warm, soft skin. I could smell her excitement.
She moaned softly at my touch and licked her lips excitedly.
"I like that nice, wet pussy of yours," I said, my hand feeling her labia and clit through her sexy panties. They were getting wet from her excitement.
"Thank you," she whispered, watching me touch her.
I hooked the fingers of one hand in her panties, pulling it aside a little, and ran the fingers on my other hand across her wet lips. She trembled a little at my touch, both of us intently watching my playing fingers.
"God, your pussy feels so nice," I said. Her lips were swollen and her clit was starting to protrude from it's protective little sheath. I pulled her panties away more, licked my fingers and slid one into her pussy, slowly. Her wetness gave me plenty of lubrication and I was able to slide it in deeply. Slowly I slid it in and out, enjoying her reactions.
"It's amazing... look how it gets so wet." I licked a second finger and slid two inside her, stretching her a little. She moaned and smiled at me as I slowly drove in and out of her wetness. "Yeah, like how that feels?" I asked.
"Yes, sir... I do," she panted.
"Oh, look at that," I said as I pushed in as deep as they would go. "It swallows my fingers right up." I played with her pussy a little, prying open her hole and grabbing and pulling her labia, rolling each between my fingers.
"Now that I've checked out that pussy pretty thoroughly, we definitely aren't going to need these any more." I grabbed her panties with both hands and pulled them down her legs and tossed them aside. Now she was wonderfully naked except for her hose and heels. My favorite look.
I licked my lips excitedly. I really wanted to taste her. I slid to the floor as I turned her and moved between her thighs, kissing and biting her very tender inner-thighs. I kissed ever lower, watching her as I got closer and closer to her pussy. She loved my teasing, one second smiling, the other locked in a look of desperation.
"Mmm," I moaned softly as I licked her labia, sliding around her swollen lips, tasting her for the first time. She tasted heavenly, so fresh and sweet.
"Am I allowed to touch my breasts sir?" she asked.
"Because you remembered to ask, yes you can," I said and she immediately brought her hands back to her small breasts, squeezing them and playing with her rock-hard nipples. I continued to lick her, watching her occasionally, but focusing most of my attention on her pretty pussy. It was so swollen, so fucking sexy, that I couldn't help but lick it and watch the effect as it throbbed with desire.
I slid my tongue up through her crease and flicked her clit from underneath before spending time pressing my tongue into her clit. I bathed it with the heat and wetness of my tongue as I pressed into it.
"Oh... mmm... Oh my gosh," she panted and I knew she was getting close to her orgasm.
I backed away, taking my tongue from her clit. "You better not... not without asking," I warned her. I was in control here. If she wanted to cum, I would be the one to let her.
"Sir, may I cum please?" she begged, obviously close to the edge before I backed away.
"You want to cum?" I asked.
"Very much... please?" she begged again. "Oh my God, sir, may I please cum?" She sounded desperate, but I wanted to maintain complete control.
"Tell me how badly you want to cum," I said as I pulled one set my hands on both sides of her pussy and pulled her labia to open her up and show me her very wet, pink inner flesh. I used her wetness to soak my thumbs and then slid them along both sides of her clit, stroking up and down it's length.
"Oh fuck... Please, sir, I really want to cum all over your mouth, please. Please, sir. Please?"
"All over my mouth, huh?" I said, smiling.
"Oh... please sir, can I cum?"
"No." I grabbed her throat with one hand and leaned in against her to kiss her passionately. "It's not your time. It's mine. Remember that part?"
"Yes sir."
"You'll cum when I'm ready for you to cum and not before," I said sternly. "Are we clear?"
"Yes sir." She was panting, desperate for release. My control over her orgasm was exciting her even more.
"Good. That being said, get on your knees." I stood and she knew exactly what I wanted.
"I'd be more than happy to, sir." She knelt on the floor in front of me, her face right at cock level. She reached forward and unfastened my pants, then slid them down, helping me step out of them.
She gasped in appreciation. "Impressive in all sorts of ways." She took my cock in her hands and started sucking on me immediately. "Oh my God, your dick tastes so good."
She slid me all the way to the back of her throat and then back to the tip, again and again, getting my entire cock wet. She then held just the head in her mouth, gently sucking and licking it as she looked up at me.
"Such a pretty mouth. Oh God," I moaned. Her mouth was wonderful and she really knew how to suck dick. Even if the porn on-screen moans were acting, mine were not... and she was making me moan a lot.
I held the back of her head with both hands as she dropped her hands to her thighs, letting me take control for a second. "That's it," I said as I slowly fucked her face, sliding in and out slowly at first, but then more rapidly. The closer I got to my orgasm, the more I felt my balls striking her chin with every thrust.
Then I slowed once again and she looked up at me as I pulled from her mouth and removed my hands on her head. Her hands instantly rose and began stroking me, keeping me hard.
"I think you like sucking cock."
"Yes sir, I do."
"Why do you like sucking cock so much?" I asked.
"I like to please people," she said, smiling.
"You certainly know how to please me," I said, her hands stroking while she licked around the head. "Oh shit... just like that."
"You don't mind if I get a little sloppy do you?"
I shook my head. I didn't mind one bit. I liked it when a girl did everything she could to please me. She slid her face all the way down to my pubes. I could feel her throat working on my cock, driving me crazy with the sensation. No other woman had ever taken me so deeply before. She was practically choking herself on my cock.
When she pulled out, she coughed a little bit, but my cock was literally dripping with her spit, which she used as more lubrication for her stroking.
"Fuck yeah... I like that," I moaned.
And she did it again, and seemed to try to go even deeper this time. Her face was turning red and her eyes were watering as she choked herself on my manhood. I just watched, enjoying how good it felt.
"That's a girl," I said as she pulled off again, sputtering, her spittle dripping from her chin as she stroked me.
"Do you deserve to have your pussy fucked now?" I asked. My cock was throbbing, desperate to be inside her pussy more than inside her mouth.
"Yes sir, I think I do."
"Let's go somewhere else," I said, taking her hands to help her stand. I bent down and kissed her deeply, hugging her against me. Then I swept her up into my arms and carried her to my bedroom, her head nuzzled into my shoulder. I walked over to the bed and threw her onto it, letting her bounce as she giggled. Then I crawled up between her legs and held them as my cock moved closer to her pussy.
"Fuck, look at that pussy," I said, enjoying the view. She had a beautiful tuft of close-shaven pubic hair above her bare-shaved, swollen lips. I watched as I pushed forward and pushed my cock right into her, watching every inch slide inside. She moaned as the head popped inside and I pushed even harder. "Such a wet, little pussy."
"Yes sir, she is," she panted, holding her legs open for me, spreading herself wide. "Oh my God... oh..." I pushed deeper and deeper.
"I'm gonna fuck that pussy good."
"Thank you, sir," she hissed as I began fucking her, slowly. "Oh my God, sir... fuck! Your cock feels so fucking good."
She was so light I felt like I had to hold her in place as my cock slid in and out of her. I grabbed her legs and pulled her into me with every thrust, burying my cock deeply inside her, again and again. Then I thrust hard into her, slamming our bodies together and slowly withdrew my cock so that she felt every inch of me.
"Oh my God, sir, can I cum?" she panted, sounding very desperate.
"How badly do you want to cum?" I asked, putting my hand on her throat again and gently choking her while I continued fucking her. It seemed to only excite her more.
"Please sir, I want to cum really fucking bad," she hissed. "Please, please, sir, I want to cum all over your cock."
"Such a greedy pussy," I said. "Yes... cum on my cock."
"Oh my God, thank you... sir," she replied, smiling at first and then closing her eyes with a look of desperation, blushing a deep red she came for me. Her body shook uncontrollably as she opened her eyes and looked at me again as if wondering how I could have made her feel so fucking good.
Her pussy was squeezing my cock, trying to milk my cum from me as her juices dripped all over my cock and balls, wetting the bedspread beneath us. I pulled out, just as her orgasm was subsiding.
"Your pussy's a greedy little girl," I laughed softly.
She looked at me, so seriously, almost as if this was the first time she ever had an orgasm. "She likes cumming for you, sir."
"Do you like having my cock inside you?"
She nodded quickly. "Oh yes I do sir."
"Tell me," I said, bending over her, putting my nose right above hers.
"I love having your fucking cock in me, sir, filling my pussy."
I kissed her, hard, my tongue pressing into her mouth, tasting her. When I finally pulled away, I lay back on the bed, and let out a big breath. My rest was short-lived, though, as she immediately moved to her knees, grabbed my shaft, and began licking and sucking on it, cleaning her juices off me.
"Oh shit... oh yeah," I said. I felt my cock throbbing as I watched her. She looked far more incredible in person than on camera. She slid my cock deep into her mouth again, choking on it, her face turning red, before she released it once again. "Oh my God, that's so good... look at you. Is your greedy little pussy ready to ride my cock?"
She nodded, smiling. "Yeah... badly." She crawled up onto me, sitting on my stomach and then grabbed my shaft to direct it inside her pussy. Slowly, she slid down onto me, her face contorting in pleasure as she bottomed out. "Oh my God... sir... I don't think I can last long, is it ok if I cum?"
"If you cum, you cum... But no matter what, just don't stop fucking me," I said.
"Yes sir." She started riding me, sliding my cock in and out of her as I let her take control for a while. I was surprised when she moved to her feet, squatting on my cock, bouncing slowly at first and then picking up a bit of speed.
"Oh my God, sir, that feels so fucking good," she panted, resting her hands on my abdomen. "Oh yes... oh my fucking God... oh my God... oh my God... you make me feel so fucking good."
"I'm glad," I smiled up at her. Watching her sexy body move against me was a complete joy and she drove me crazy with desire for her. "Good thing I was around," I laughed.
She smiled. "Yes sir, I'm a very lucky girl."
"Yeah... move that ass... fuck me good," I said, directing her. "Don't stop... keep going."
"Yes sir," she panted. I could feel her body quivering. I knew she was close.
"As soon as you feel the need to cum, I want you to pinch those nipples," I said.
"Yes sir." She moved her hips up and down more rapidly, then changed positions again, dropping her knees to the bed. "Oh shit... oh my God," the panted, bouncing on me.
"Do you want me to stop?" I asked. I wasn't sure she was going to obey my wishes.
"No sir... please don't," she said quickly, sounding desperate. "Please don't. Oh my God."
"Then pinch your nipples and cum for me."
Her hands instantly moved to her breasts, her fingers clamping on and rolling her nipples as she continued bouncing, more erratically now. Then suddenly, she came, gushing out again, spraying over my stomach.
"Fuuuuuuuuck!" she moaned, her eyes closing, her face lifting towards the ceiling.
"Get up," I said when she stopped riding me, disobeying me. She slid off of me and looked down to see how wet my stomach was.
"I made a mess all over you," she said softly as if concerned I'd be mad.
"Yes you did. But that's not why I'm upset."
I got to my knees and grabbed her hips, flipping her over. Then I pulled her hips up, bringing her to her knees and pushed her upper back down to keep her head on the bed. She instinctively arched her back, turning her hips and exposing her beautiful pussy and ass to me. Her pussy was still so swollen and needy, dripping her juices off her lips.
"I'm sorry, sir," she whispered as I spanked her ass, then grabbed her hips and speared my still-hard cock into her. I started fucking her once more. This time it was definitely about my pleasure. She'd cum three times already.
I slammed into her, driving her face into the comforter again and again. And I slapped her ass, making each cheek red, punishing her for being a bad girl. She mewled below me, whimpering and moaning as her pussy, barely able to recover from her last orgasm, quickly rose to the next.
"I feel that pussy tightening up again," I said.
"Oh yes... oh my God... fuck... oh shit. Oh sir... you fuck me so good. Oh my God! Am I a good little slut sir?"
"Yes... you're a good little slut," I said. "I'm definitely enjoying myself. Now it's my turn to cum."
"Please do sir... do whatever you want," she panted.
I felt her body tremble again as she came again, but I didn't stop fucking her. I was too close now. "I'm about ready to cum all over your pussy, baby."
"Please cum sir," she begged. "I want to feel it. Holy shit! Sir, your dick is so fucking deep."
I growled as I neared my orgasm. "Here we go... I'm cumming baby."
"On my face... please... all over my face," she said desperately, pulling me free and rearranging her body to put her face beneath my cock. Her hands stroked me deftly, knowingly. She opened her mouth and pushed her tongue out as she smiled, desperate for my cum.
And that delicious look, that typical porn look that she was so good at, drove me over the edge. I came, hard, my cum jetting out all over her face as she directed it. She continued stroking me, wanting every drop. When I finished, she sucked and licked me, cleaning me off and getting the last drops of my cum.
"Oh my God that's so good," she smiled, her face covered with my jizz. "Thank you so much, sir."
"You did a very good job," I panted, falling to my back again.
"Thank you. I need a shower, if I may."
"Yeah... the bathroom is right through there," I said, pointing to the door to the master bathroom. There's fresh towels in there."
She got off the bed, looking giddy, smiling at me as she walked to the bathroom. She looked like a little girl that just finished her candy treat.
She took about fifteen minutes to get cleaned up, and then we got dressed. It was close to 1:00am and, unfortunately, time for her to leave.
"You know, um, it was really nice meeting you," she said, smiling as we kissed at the door.
"Trust me, the pleasure was definitely mine. Hopefully I can see you again sometime soon."



"I'd like that. Here's my number," she said, handing me a card with her hand-written cellphone number on it. "I should be back in Ohio for a week or so next month."
"It would be nice to see you again," I said, as I slid my arms around her and kissed her deeply. "Let me walk you out."
We walked to her car and I opened the door for her.
"Alright," she said, sliding into the driver's seat and closing the door. "Well... until next month."
Her smile was so infectious that I had to lean down and kiss her once again, passionately.
"Definitely."
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Satisfaction, Part 2
I couldn't imagine that I'd be living the life I was living. Gabrielle and her daughter moved in with me about five years ago. About three years ago, Gabrielle introduced her daughter to me in a new way. She told me that her ex-husband left her for this young secretary at his work. She said that he claimed Gabrielle just didn't have sex with him enough.
Since I had a very high sex drive, and she was having a lot of trouble keeping up with me, she was afraid the same thing was going to happen with me. So, to keep that from happening, she decided, on her own, to set me up so that I would start having sex with her daughter, too.
It was weird at first, but we got into a pretty good rhythm. I had sex with Emmanuelle a lot... almost every day, in fact. She seemed to bounce back really well from our sessions... even the most vigorous ones. And on some days, Gabrielle joined us for a threesome. Other days I'd have sex twice, once with Emmanuelle and then later with Gabrielle. Life was really good.
A year after the start of our three-way relationship, Gabrielle and I got married. It was a very nice wedding, held outside with the reception inside a beautifully decorated barn. I can't tell you enough how beautiful Gabrielle looked in her wedding dress. I was completely awestruck and probably stood at the front of the crowd looking like a complete fool.
After the wedding, we spent a week in Hawaii for our honeymoon. And I have to say, Gabrielle did as well as she could to keep up with me. But after four days, she was too sore to have sex with me again. I took it all in stride, knowing that it was just something different between us. My sex drive was very high and hers just... wasn't.
Now, though, Emmanuelle graduated college three months ago and was moving five hundred miles away to go to graduate school. I was incredibly proud of her and wished her well, even though I was going to miss her.
Just a week after she left, Gabrielle was starting to get worried again, since she wasn't able to keep me completely satisfied all by herself. She was having anxiety attacks that I was going to leave her. No matter how much I tried to convince her otherwise, she was absolutely sure we'd have to find someone else to help. So she started looking.
There's a local college only about a half hour away, so Gabrielle put out an advertisement to rent out Emmanuelle's room. It would be a reasonable deal for someone that needed to be out of their parent's house, but also didn't want to spend all the money to live on campus. And at only $300, it was very easy for a college person to afford.
We had a few applicants that didn't pan out, since it was far less private than what they wanted. But one day, there was a young woman that called. She was happy there was an opening and wanted to talk to us that same day. She was very insistent, so we knew something was up. Gabrielle set up a meeting for her to see the room and for us to interview her at 5:30pm.
At 5:20pm, before I got home, Gabrielle answered the door and invited Jordan inside. She brought her into the living room and had her take a seat, then offered her something to drink. Gabrielle knew something was up by the way the girl acted. She seemed pretty distraught.
While waiting for me to get home, Gabrielle told her about the room, telling her that the bathroom is shared. She could use the kitchen whenever she liked, as well as the family room down in the basement. She just had to keep lines of communication open so we could work with her and let her have her space. She also mentioned about the swimming pool in the backyard.
If Jordan took the room, she'd have a key and be able to come and go as she pleased, but Gabrielle told her that, while she could have a few friends over, there was to be no parties. Jordan agreed, saying that wasn't her style anyway.
When Gabrielle told her that the room would be $300 a month, Jordan seemed to be a little upset. She didn't have any money at the moment and didn't have a job yet. She wasn't sure she could afford it. Gabrielle just tried to calm her and said she'd speak to me about it.
When I came home just after 5:30pm, I drove past her little car in the driveway. It was filled with bags and boxes of clothes and things, almost filling the entire car. I came into the house though the garage door located in the kitchen and met Gabrielle. She was wearing one of the dresses that I really liked, one that really showed off her curves.
"Hey," I said, happy to see her.
"Hi sweetie," she smiled.
"God, you look good," I said, hugging her from behind.
"Thank you," she said. My arms moved under hers and I grabbed her breasts, squeezing them. I was really in the mood tonight. I put one hand lower and hiked up the bottom of her dress, my hand cupping her ass.
"And I'm wearing the panties you like," she giggled.
"Mmhmm," I said, approvingly. "Feels like a special occasion. Maybe we could..." I kissed her neck, nibbling in it softly as my hands teased her nipples.
"God that feels good," she interrupted me, putting her hands on top of mine, "but we need to talk to our applicant, Jordan."
"She's in the living room?" I asked.
"Yeah. She seems a little upset."
"Upset?" I asked, lifting my head from her neck.
"Yeah. I don't know," Gabrielle said. "Maybe boyfriend issues or something."
"That might explain the car full of boxes and bags." I went back to kissing her neck and teasing her nipples. God I wanted her. And her hard nipples were telling me I was getting her excited, too. It'd been four days since we had sex.
"Is that going to be a problem?" I asked, a little worried that we might be sucked into a lot of drama. The last thing I wanted was some upset boyfriend coming over and banging on our door at three in the morning.
"No... she'll be fine," Gabrielle assured me. "We just need to talk to her."
"Alright, alright," I said, taking the hint and pulling away from her, my arms raised in surrender.
Gabrielle kissed me, then walked into the living room alone. I could hear them, but I wanted to get a little cleaned up in the half-bath off the kitchen.
"Hey, Jordan. I'm sorry," Gabrielle said. "My husband just got home. He'll be here in a few minutes. Are you alright? It just looks like something's bothering you."
"I'm just having a fight with my boyfriend," Jordan said. Her voice sounded young, even though I knew she was nineteen and in her second year of college. "I found out he's been cheating on me. He's such a douchebag."
"Yeah... I understand... that's horrible," Gabrielle tried to console her.
"Do you mind if I ask you a personal question?" Jordan asked.
"No, not at all."
"Has your husband ever cheated on you?" she asked.
Gabrielle laughed softly, remembering her first husband did cheat on her. And hoped that I would never. "You know, if he even tried to I'd fucking kick his ass. That ain't happening here. No," she said. "No... we play... we do our thing. We get freaky on the side, so..."
"Freaky?" Jordan asked.
"I guess you should know... we play with other people," Gabrielle said.
"So, you and your husband have had sex with other people?"
"Yeah. We do," Gabrielle said, as if it was no big deal. "I mean, we try not to do it separately. We do it together. But my husband has a really, really high libido and sometimes I have to let him do his thing. But it's always with someone we've built a connection with together."
"Oh," Jordan said. I had the impression that this surprised her. "Ok."
"That's my rule."
"Ok. That's really cool," Jordan said. "You guys really know what you want and it seems to work for you."
"Mmm, yeah. I mean, we see someone that's hot and we decide to play with them," Gabrielle said. While what Gabrielle was saying was somewhat true, we'd only had one other person in our marriage so far, and that was her daughter. We'd talked about other women, but hadn't quite gone through with it yet. I guessed that she was trolling to see if Jordan might be interested in joining us.
"Ok... that's... that's really interesting," Jordan said. She almost seemed... impressed.
"Yeah? Are you open to the idea?" Gabrielle asked. "Have you ever tried something like that?"
"No, I've never tried anything like that," Jordan admitted as if she'd tried some other far out things. "But it... it sounds interesting." She giggled as if embarrassed.
"You're really open minded for as young as you are," Gabrielle said. "That's nice. I wanted to have someone here that was more open minded. You think you're going to be alright with your boyfriend? Are you going to stay together?"
"Honestly, I'm not sure yet," Jordan said, sounding a little depressed. "I'm really hurt and I don't know what to do. I was living at his place and now I don't have any money to go anywhere or get a place on my own."
"Oh," Gabrielle said, finally understanding Jordan's dilemma. "You guys lived together. You know what? Maybe I can talk to my husband about helping you out there. Maybe some rent reduction or something."
"Really?" Jordan asked, sounding excited and hopeful. "That would be really great. I'm sure I can do something around the house or something. I can clean and stuff."
"Yeah... you seem really in a bind, so..."
"I don't want to be a burden or anything," Jordan said.
"Don't worry. I think we can work something out," Gabrielle assured her. "I'll talk to him."
"Ok. Wow, thank you!"
There was a short silence as Gabrielle walked back into the kitchen where I waited.
"So I just talked to her..." she said, with a devious smile on her face. I could tell she had a plan.
"Yeah, and?"
"Well, she does have boyfriend issues," she said. "She was living with him and he cheated on her, so she's moved out with no where to go. And... I was telling her that since she doesn't have a lot of options of where to stay... that maybe we could work something out if she wanted to stay here."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah, she doesn't have a lot of money or anything or a job right now," she said. "So... what do you think?"
I nodded. "Yeah, I mean, I think we can figure something out."
"Really?" she said excitedly. I hadn't seen her this excited in a while.
"Yeah, sure," I said.
"You think we could maybe help her out with some rent reduction?" Gabrielle asked, sliding into my arms and kissing me. One hand slid down and stroked my hardening shaft, giving me shivers.
"Yeah... um... I guess we could," I said. "What's she like?"
"She's nineteen, just starting her second year of college... about 5' 4"... maybe 110lbs... dirty blonde hair. She's got a really small, tight body." Gabrielle licked her lips excitedly. "Are you thinking what I'm thinking?" she asked with a devious smile.
"You're thinking she can replace Emmanuelle?" I asked and Gabrielle nodded slowly. "That would be really nice... if she's up for it. I guess we should go talk to her, right?"
"Yeah," Gabrielle said, squeezing my shaft and kissing me. "I really think she might be open to it."
"Ok then."
She pulled out of my arms and grabbed my hand. "Let's do it."
We walked, hand-in-hand, into the living room, Gabrielle leading the way.
"Jordan, this is my husband," Gabrielle said.
"Hi," I said, offering my hand to Jordan. "I'm Vince."
"Jordan," the young woman said. Her handshake was soft and feminine and I could tell she was very nervous. I sat on one side of her on the couch and Gabrielle sat on the other, sandwiching her between us.
"So, we were talking about how you need help and everything," Gabrielle said. "We think we can help you if you want to stay here."
"Really?" Jordan smiled, her hands going to her face in shock. She was almost in tears she was so happy.
"Yes," Gabrielle said, smiling broadly. "It'll be perfect."
"Thank you both so much!" Jordan said. "I just need to save up money so I can find a place of my own."
"Yeah... of course," I said.
Gabrielle moved closer to the young woman and stroked her arm with her fingertips. "Well, you know, we were talking about how you needed some help with a cheap place to stay... and talked about how my husband and I like to... you know... play. We thought that maybe... we might not charge you rent at all if you maybe wanted to play with us a few nights a week. We might even give you $300 a month." She looked over at me, to get my reaction and I nodded.
"Um... ok," Jordan said, taken by surprise. "Wow. You pay me..."
"Yeah... we like you and think that you'd be fun to be with," Gabrielle said. "But we will have to see if we're... you know... compatible... first."
"I... uh... don't know what to say," Jordan said, a little taken aback.
I stroked her other arm with my fingertips. Her skin was so smooth and soft. "Have you ever had a threesome before?"
"No... no," she shook her head nervously.
"Never?"
"I mean... I'm willing to, you know... try it," Jordan offered.
"Yeah?" I asked, moving a little closer.
"I see that my husband likes you very much," Gabrielle said, moving even closer. Our bodies were all touching.
"I'm flattered," Jordan smiled. "I mean, this is definitely a little strange, but I think I understand. And I'm definitely attracted to both of you."
"Wow... really?" Gabrielle asked. "So you'd totally join us?"
"I'd love to," Jordan said, nodding.
"Have you ever... kissed a girl before?" I asked our young, new tenant.
She nodded without hesitation. "Yeah, I've done that."
My guess was that she'd kissed a girl at a party... during some drinking game or something. I doubt she'd ever done anything more serious than that.
"An older woman?" Gabrielle asked, drawing her attention back to her.
"No... and not anyone as sexy as you?" Jordan admitted, smiling shyly.
"No? Well... here." Gabrielle bent forward and, using her finger under Jordan's chin, kissed her tenderly. It was a very soft, sensual kiss that became more passionate quickly. And as they kissed, Gabrielle's hand stroked down the front of Jordan's body, over her breasts.
Watching them kiss was definitely erotic. I felt my cock get even harder, threatening to break through my pants. I slid my arm under Jordan's from behind, and moved my hand to her breast, too, squeezing it and toying with her nipple. I could hear her moan in Gabrielle's mouth as they kissed.
Gabrielle broke the kiss for a moment and grabbed Jordan's wrist. She pushed her hand down to my crotch where they both started stroking me through my dress pants.
"He's got a nice cock," Gabrielle said softly between kisses.
"Yeah?" Jordan asked, giggling nervously.
I reached down and unfastened my pants, opening them up enough to let my semi-hard cock spring free. God, it was so nice to release it from its confinement.
"Oh... wow," Jordan said in surprise, seeing it for the first time. I put her hand on my cock and helped her stroke it a few times. When I let go, she kept stroking it on her own. Her hand was so soft and it was driving me insane.
"There you go," I said, enjoying her touch.
"I'm sure she's held a cock before," Gabrielle giggled, her own hands stroking Jordan's breasts through her shirt.
Jordan giggled softly, nervously. "Yeah... I have a couple times."
I reached up and squeezed Jordan's breast again, matching my wife, teasing her nipple by rolling and lightly pinching it.
Gabrielle reached down and lifted Jordan's shirt up and over her breasts, exposing them. Jordan wasn't wearing a bra, but with her A-cup breasts she probably never needed one.
"Wow," Gabrielle gasped. "You're just so pretty. Look how perky her little tits are. Oh, those are beautiful." She reached up with both hands and played with both of Jordan's breasts as I let mine fall away. Then she leaned down and began licking and sucking on one tight, little nipple.
I leaned down and did the same with the other as we pushed Jordan back into the couch. I watched Gabrielle slide her hand down Jordan's body and reach up under her skirt to play with her pussy, too. Jordan moaned softly, obviously getting a lot of pleasure by what we were doing to her.
Her hand continued stroking my cock as if she didn't know what else to do, but wanted to pleasure me somehow. I focused more on her nipple as Gabrielle kissed her and teased her pussy.
"She's tasty, huh?" Gabrielle asked me.
"Mmhmm!" I moaned emphatically, trying not to let go of her nipple for too long. It felt so good in my mouth, so swollen and hard, like a pebble. I loved how responsive she was.
Gabrielle broke contact for a moment and stood up. She grabbed her dress and pulled it off over her head, tossing it aside. Then she reached back behind herself and unfasted and removed her bra. She was just wearing those little gray and neon green thong panties that I loved so much.
I slid my hand down and into Jordan's panties, fingering her wet pussy, and then concentrating on her clit. She mewled when I swiped back and forth over it, gasping for air.
Gabrielle sat back down and went right back to kissing her, rubbing her bare stomach. In just a few seconds, she pulled back again. "I think we need to see her body. C'mere sweetie, stand up."
Jordan stood up in front of us.
"Oh, you're a sexy little thing," Gabrielle said. "I feel like I'm unwrapping a present." She unfastened Jordan's skirt and pushed it down her legs while Jordan took off her own shirt. "Oh, what a cute, tight, little butt. I bet you like that, don't you sweetie," Gabrielle said, stroking it softly.
"Mmhmm," I mumbled appreciatively. She definitely had a nice, tight little body. And her ass was so perfectly shaped. I stood and removed my own pants and shirt. "Here, let's bend her over," I said, turning her towards the couch.
"Yeah, let me see that ass. Mmmm," Gabrielle said softly as Jordan crawled back onto the couch, facing backwards. Both Gabrielle and I stroked her ass, squeezing her cheeks and giving them a little smack.
"Here, let me take these down," Gabrielle said, hooking her fingers into Jordan's thong and pulling it down and off her legs. "Oh, look how pretty that is," she said, stroking her ass and pulling her cheeks apart slightly to look at her asshole and pussy.
"Mmm, look at that," I said softly, appreciating her beautiful little body.
"Let me have a seat," I said, taking a seat on the couch again. I pulled Jordan towards me, encouraging her to sit on all fours facing me. I gently cradled her head and led her mouth down to my cock which quickly slid between her lips.
"Yeah, get that ass up," Gabrielle said, grabbing her cheeks and bending forward. "I want to taste that pussy." She quickly pushed her tongue between her cheeks and licked her pussy and asshole.
"Fuck, that feels so good," Jordan moaned, releasing my cock for a second.
"Oh yeah. Your mouth feels so good, too," I said. "Don't stop." I put my hand on her head again and encouraged her to continue sucking.
Gabrielle was rubbing Jordan's pussy while she licked her ass, exciting Jordan and making her moan on my dick. Fuck, that felt good!
"How's she taste baby?" I asked.
Gabrielle raised up for a second, and used her finger to tease the young woman. "She tastes so sweet. You're going to love this pussy. It's so juicy right now. She's so wet. She sucks your cock good, huh?"
"Mmhmm," I moaned. "Fuck she's good." I pushed on her head more, trying to force my cock even deeper into her mouth. "All the way down." I wondered if she'd ever deepthroated anyone before. But she coughed and gagged way too soon.
"Makes you really want her to stay here, huh?" Gabrielle smiled at me.
"Yeah," I smiled back, happy that we found someone to share our bed with us. "Oh, wow," I said, looking up at the ceiling as I felt a rush of pleasure. "This is so fucking good."
"God your wife's tongue feels so good," Jordan gasped, obviously getting a little overcome by Gabrielle's playing.



"Oh fuck!" I said, looking at Gabrielle. "Shit! Eat that fucking pussy, baby."
Jordan just moaned. "Oh my God!" she hissed.
"Let me have a taste of that," I said. I moved to lie on my back, sliding my head between Jordan's thighs. Jordan kept stroking me, sliding my cock into her mouth even as I started licking her pussy. Gabrielle was above me, licking her ass. Jordan had definitely never had two people licking her and it showed.
"Oh my God! That feels so good," Jordan moaned.
Gabrielle stood and took off her panties, tossing them aside, and then quickly returned to licking her ass. Jordan was moaning loudly on my cock.
"Oh... fuck... that feels so good," Jordan moaned, her body shaking from the extreme pleasure.
"Oh we're making her shake," Gabrielle giggled. "I like it."
Jordan then seemed to lose control, her body shaking uncontrollably, and she was having a hard time maintaining her position. She came on my face, her pussy juices covering it.
"Oh my God!" Jordan whispered as she came down from her orgasm. With a couple of last licks, I started to sit up again.
"Yeah, sit up, baby," Gabrielle moaned. "I want some of that big cock, too."
They both moved to sandwich me between them, both licking and sucking on my cock. As one slid the head into her mouth, the other sucked and stroked my shaft beneath or played with my balls, rolling each in their mouth in turn.
I moaned as I looked down at both of them, watching them pleasure me. "Fuck! Fucking hell that feels good. I love watching you two do that."
I watched Gabrielle and Jordan giggle and kiss over the head of my cock before sliding it into their mouths again.
"Yeah, you like that little mouth on your cock, don't you?" Gabrielle whispered as Jordan took her turn.
"God it's great," I hissed, feeling myself getting closer to my orgasm.
Gabrielle turned her attention back to Jordan and my cock. "Yeah... put it in my mouth," she told the young woman. Jordan slid her mouth off and held my cock while Gabrielle took me deep inside. Then she passed it back to Jordan.
"Yeah suck on that cock," she said softly. "Get it good and wet. You like that?"
"Mmhmm," Jordan said without taking me from her mouth.
I put my hand on the back of her head and pushed, encouraging her to take me deeper into her mouth. She tried, but she was going to need a lot more practice.
"Yeah, look up at me while you suck that cock," Gabrielle said, her face only an inch away from Jordan's, staring into the young woman's eyes. "Fuck her mouth baby. Oh fuck!"
Gabrielle played with my balls as Jordan continued sucking on my cock, sliding off after a minute to stroke it. Her mouth made it so wet with her spit that it was dripping off my balls.
"Do you want to feel his cock in your pussy?" Gabrielle asked her, smiling.
"I don't know... it's really big." Jordan looked nervous as if wondering how I could ever fit inside her.
"Don't be scared, baby," Gabrielle comforted her. "We'll take really good care of you." She helped Jordan kick a leg over me and sit above my lap. She kissed me, our tongues swirling and tasting the other as Gabrielle held my cock, directing it towards her pussy. She swiped the head up and down her slit, sliding it over Jordan's clit. The young woman was so hot and wet.
"Oh, she's ready for you," Gabrielle said, pushing on Jordan to ease her down on my cock. Her pussy was so tight that she had to go slow, letting me slowly stretch her open, making Jordan's head roll back, her mouth open in a silent scream. "Oh, yeah," Gabrielle giggled.
"Fuck yeah... oh shit... she's so fucking tight," I moaned.
"How's that cock feel?" Gabrielle asked Jordan, kissing her as she held the back of her head. "You like that?"
"Yes!" she panted, almost unable to speak. "He's huge!"
It didn't take long for Jordan to start moving her hips, to start fucking me. And it didn't take much longer after that for me to start thrusting up into her even faster.
Jordan held still as my cock slid in and out rapidly. Gabrielle was teasing her nipples, squeezing and pulling them, giving Jordan so many sensations to process. "Oh yeah... Oh my God!" she panted.
"Nice and deep, baby, nice and deep," Gabrielle said, looking at me, meeting my eyes. "Pound that pussy." Gabrielle turned her attention back to Jordan. "How's that cock, baby? You like my husband's cock in your pussy?"
"Oh God, it's just... it's just so big!" she panted, her hands on my shoulders to keep herself from being thrown right off of me.
"He does have a big cock, doesn't he?" Gabrielle said. "You like that big cock in your tight little pussy?"
Jordan was moaning with every thrust and could barely speak. "Yeah."
Gabrielle licked her fingertips and slid her hand between our bodies to tease Jordan's clit. "Is that a lot better than your boyfriend's or what?"
"Hell yeah! So much better... so much... better," Jordan panted as she started to lose control.
"Oh, yeah," Gabrielle said. "Fuck her good, babe! Oh, that's so hot. Fuck that pussy good."
"Oh my God!" Jordan hissed, her body shaking again, uncontrollably. I grabbed her hips to hold her in place as she came again, covering my cock with her cum.
"Yeah, baby, she took that like a pro," Gabrielle giggled, holding Jordan's face and kissing her.
"Are you ready to ride this?" I asked Gabrielle.
She smiled broadly. "That's just what I've been waiting for!"
Jordan moved off me, kneeling on the couch beside us, panting, as Gabrielle slipped her leg over me.
"I think you should hold it for me... and guide it in," she told Jordan.
Jordan bent down and grabbed my cock as Gabrielle looked at me, smiling, and then kissed me. "She's perfect," she whispered. "How'd we get so lucky?" She slowly lowered her hips as she felt my cock at her entrance, Jordan guiding it into her. "Oh, fuck baby," she hissed. "God I love your big, fucking cock."
I looked up at her gasping face and smiled. "Oh God... I love your pussy, too, babe," I said, feeling her pussy squeezing me so perfectly. We were truly meant for each other.
Gabrielle slid me all the way inside her pussy and quickly started bouncing on me. I could tell she was extremely turned on with Jordan here. Jordan reached down between us and began teasing Gabrielle's clit, just like Gabrielle had teased hers.
"You keep... playing with my clit... like that and I'm gonna... I'm gonna cum baby," Gabrielle panted. In seconds, her prediction came true and she started to cum. "Oh fuck... oh fuck... Oh my God!"
Her pussy felt so much different than Jordan's, so much more accommodating to my size. And her orgasm was so much deeper. Gabrielle grunted softly as her cream gushed out of her pussy, her body quivering. She pulled me from her and got off my lap, sitting on the couch again, breathing heavily.
"C'mere, baby," Gabrielle said to Jordan, indicating for her to sit on the floor. Jordan seemed uncertain as she slid down, got on her hands and knees and crawled over to Gabrielle. Gabrielle lifted Jordan's face with her finger under her chin and kissed her deeply as I watched. Then she sat back and spread her legs wide, her hands spreading her pussy open, encouraging Jordan to lick her.
Jordan moved forward, staying on her hands and knees and tentatively started to lick her pussy. We could both tell this was her first time. She seemed reluctant, at first, but became a little more comfortable as Gabrielle complimented her.
"Oh God... I like to watch you sucking on my pussy," Gabrielle said, stroking Jordan's hair. "Oh that feels so fucking good."
I moved to the floor behind Jordan and grabbed her hips. This was my time, now. I needed to cum and I really needed Jordan to feel it. "You want this dick in your pussy again?" I asked.
"Mmhmm," Jordan said, not breaking contact with Gabrielle's pussy.
I held her hips tightly as I pushed into her again. She didn't feel as tight as she seemed before, but I was still feeling a lot of resistance. I pushed in slow, making Jordan stop licking for a minute to groan in pleasure.
"How's that cock feel?" Gabrielle asked her.
"So good," Jordan panted, opening her eyes once more and continuing to lick.
"You're going to get a lot of it from now on," she giggled. "Believe me!"
"Oh shit she's tight!" I said. I was thrusting slow, trying to make her feel every inch of me.
"It's so sexy watching you fuck her," Gabrielle said.
Jordan stopped licking and closed her eyes. "Oh yeah," she moaned loudly, "just like that! Fuck me."
I started moving faster, not sliding as deep each time, and Gabrielle moved to the floor in front of Jordan. Both girls were now on their knees, which changed my angle a bit, but it didn't keep me from fucking her. Gabrielle and Jordan embraced, kissing, as Jordan moaned.
"Oh yeah... oh my God... yeah!" Jordan moaned. "His cock feels so fucking good."
"I know what you mean, baby," Gabrielle said softly, kissing her. "Let him take you... let him give you so much pleasure."
"I'm gonna cum..." Jordan cried, her emotions getting the better of her.
"Yeah?" Gabrielle giggled. "You gonna cum for us again baby?"
"Yes... yes... Oh my God!" Jordan panted, almost screaming. "Ohhhh! Oh shit! Yeah! Oh yeah!" Suddenly her body shook and she came as Gabrielle kissed her and stroked her face tenderly.
"Good girl," Gabrielle said.
I felt my orgasm building rapidly and there was no way I was going to stop now. Even though Jordan just came, I kept thrusting into her.
"God!" Jordan moaned, still quivering. "He's still fucking me!"
"Yeah, that's what he does when he's going to cum. Like it?"
"It's so... fucking... intense," Jordan panted.
"Yeah, fuck that young, tight, little pussy good, babe," Gabrielle said, holding Jordan in her arms. "Give us all that cum."
"Oh my God!" Jordan wailed, almost losing herself as she had another orgasm.
I was moaning and panting. I could feel my body get ready to release. My cock was throbbing. "Oh... oh shit... yeah! Uh... Oh my God! Oh fuck!"
"Yeah, give it to her baby!" Gabrielle giggled.
I pulled out of Jordan's pussy and stroked my cock. I immediately started spraying her back with my sticky seed, covering her lower back and ass.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned as I felt my body finally release all that tension. Breathing heavily, I shuffled forward and hugged both of the girls from behind, my cock pressing into Jordan's lower back as it slowly deflated.
Gabrielle was kissing Jordan from the front as I kissed her shoulder and cheek from the rear. "Oh my God," I said. "That was incredible."
"Was that ok, baby?" Gabrielle asked Jordan. The young woman smiled and looked at her, nodding slowly.
"Yeah," she panted.
"Still want the room?" I asked Jordan.
"Yeah... if it comes with perks like this," she giggled.
Gabrielle laughed, too. "Oh, babe, you'll find him ready to give you perks like this all the time. So... uh... welcome to your new home."
Jordan giggled. "Thanks."
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Taking the Neighbor
Larry's fist held her hair, pushing her face into the bedspread as he pushed into her again and again from behind. Her ass was so fucking tight. He loved to fuck her there. He didn't know if she loved it more than everything else he did to her or not, but he did know she acted as if she loved everything he did to her. She was his little slut... a regular whore for him. She was moaning with every deep thrust. His left hand smacked her ass a few times, getting it nice and red.
Of course, he was completely addicted to her.
He first met Marcia maybe three years ago, when he was just sixteen and she was twenty nine. She moved into the neighborhood on the street behind him. She was a small woman, only about 5'2" and barely 100 pounds wet. It was amazing that she could have popped out a kid from her little body, but when they moved in, she had a little girl, Jessica, who was about two years old.
She was married at the time and her husband was the ultimate prick, or so Larry heard. He ended up leaving her and they got a divorce very soon after they moved in. How he could leave that hot ass Larry would would never know. But he was sure glad he did.
She was understandably depressed over the events but tried to keep a sunny disposition when she was out in public. She didn't go out much and as far as Larry knew wasn't even trying to date. She was very hot but he guessed she was very shy... or submissive as he found out.
She knew the effect she had on men and showed it at times. Like during the summer after his high school graduation when she laid out in her back yard in that little bikini. Larry was constantly aroused when that summer came around. His bedroom was in the back of the house and his window held that awesome sight every day. He would sit there for a long time, just watching her... watching her slowly spread the lotion on her body, over her chest and abdomen... down her shapely legs. He could have sworn she knew he was there and was hamming it up just for him.
One day he got brave and was extremely horny. He was at the window already, just watching her. She lay in the lounge chair facing towards his house and was wearing sun glasses so he couldn't tell if she was watching him at that moment or not. He figured she had her eyes closed, but kind of wanted her to know what he was doing. He stood by the window and pushed his shorts off. His erection was very evident and he stroked it very slowly. He watched her as she lay there and continued stroking his large cock. He imagined her playing with herself out there and felt his blood boiling. It didn't take long for him to start cumming, spraying into his hand and grunting. When he was done, he wiped his hand in some tissues and looked out again. He could have sworn he saw a huge smile on her face. Every now and then, he'd get brave and do it again, but she never really showed whether she saw him or not.
What really caught Larry's attention with her, though, was after he turned nineteen and she let Jessica out the back door in the morning to go to school. He was often getting ready for school himself and while standing in the kitchen, he could see her back deck. There she stood, in a little robe, tied tightly around her. She kissed Jessica and waved as the five-year-old walked a few doors down the street to the bus stop. They locked eyes for a moment, before she retreated back into the house. It was... electric.
She followed that pattern just about every day for the next month and he watched her every time. And then "the" day happened. It was about a month ago in late September. It was still warm out and Marcia was again at the back door, kissing and waving goodbye to Jessica. This time, when she stood up and they locked eyes, her hands untied the belt to her robe and let it fall open slightly. Larry could see the swell to her breasts, could make out the dark material of her panties. His cock was instantly hard. She didn't act embarassed or ashamed and it was definitely on purpose. He wasn't sure what she had intended for him to do, but that was his day to finally act.
He was wearing sweat pants and a t-shirt and with the boxers underneath, his erection was impossible to hide. His parents had already left for work and he was alone in the house. He didn't even have classes today, so he had all the time in the world to himself. He put the milk back in the fridge and without much thought opened the back door to his house and walked straight towards Marcia's. He bound up the couple steps on her deck and knocked on the sliding glass door. He watched as Marcia quickly tied her robe up and came through the kitchen. The robe was a pretty color and came barely down to mid thigh, definitely a good look for her.
"Yes?" she asked, opening the door a little.
Larry wasn't in the mood for talking. He really don't even know what came over him... it was like he was on remote control. He pushed through the door and pushed her back into her house. He slid the door closed as she stood there looking at him. She looked a little scared and a little excited.
"Wha..." she started to say as he moved towards her and pinned her against the wall. His right hand gripped her throat, lightly choking her as his body pressed against her. She was almost a foot shorter than him and with their size difference he was easily in control. He reached down and easily untied the belt, letting her robe hang open once again. Her hands were on his chest trying to push him away but a combination of her not really wanting him to stop and her being so much weaker, it really was futile.
"Do you think you're some big man or something?" she said. "I've seen you looking at me... staring at me and jerking off. You think you can just take whatever you want?"
"Mmhmm," he said. "And I think that's what you want."
He leaned down and kissed her forcefully. She pursed her lips shut tightly, but didn't turn away from the kiss, didn't protest. He knew then, for sure, that she wanted this. She just didn't want him to think she was easy. His free hand grabbed her breast tightly and he squeezed it and stroked it. He felt the hardness of her nipple press into his palm.
"Stop it," she said. Her hand grabbed his wrist weakly, as if to stop him, but he got even bolder and moved lower.
He cupped her pussy through her panties and felt the warm moistness inside. She couldn't push her hips away from him, but her grip tightened on his wrist.
"Stop it. You're being very bad," she said, faking anger. It was as if she didn't know if she wanted to push his hand away or pull it in tighter.
He roughly slid his fingers beneath her panties and pushed them between her legs. God she was so wet and hot. He slid his fingers around her mound and felt her tremble against him. Her arm went weak for a moment as her desire overcame her.
But her mind came back and she pulled his hand from her and held it tightly. "Wait... you shouldn't be doing that."
"But I want it," he said. "And your pussy is definitely wet." His hand moved from her throat to grip her hair tightly. "Come here and I'll show you." He walked her like that into the living room and pushed her into the nearest chair. She fell back into it deeply, since it was a very plush and comfortable chair, her legs sprawling, her robe opening. He quickly knelt down and grabbed her sprawling legs, pushing her knees towards her head so that she was doubled over. He pushed her legs wide, trapping her arms beneath them. Her hair was disheveled and partially covering her face.
"Now you got me down here. What are you going to do, big man?" she said, challenging him.
Her pussy was right in front of his face. It looked so beautiful encased in those panties.
"You'll see," he said softly. He took a second to admire her panty-covered pussy before diving in, licking all over her mound. He wasn't paying too much attention to her, but she certainly didn't struggle. If anything, she pushed her pussy up into his mouth, wanting him to make her cum. He attacked her cunt like a man on a mission, sucking on it, driving his tongue hard against her clit, laving his tongue all over. Her panties were getting soaked from both his saliva and her juices.
"Oh my fucking God!" she hissed.
He used one arm to hold her legs up and pulled her panties aside roughly with the other, exposing her succulent lips. She was very wet, her lips engorged and puffy. He dove back in quickly plunging his tongue into her honey depths. He wasn't too experienced at eating pussy, but he knew what he wanted and knew she wouldn't care.
"Oh that's fucking good," she gasped, feeling her pussy ooze for him.
He could barely hear her gasping breaths and moans of pleasure when he sucked on her clit. The little nub was certainly sensitive and made her shiver, made her hips dance beneath him. He pushed two fingers into her pussy and fucked her slowly as his mouth teased and tortured her. He was enjoying this a lot. He don't know how long he went down on her or how many times she came, but he knew it was a lot.
When he was done, he released her legs, gently bringing them to the floor. She just lay there, panting. Her eyes were closed. Her hair was damp and pressed against her face.
Without a second thought, he turned around and walked out, walking right back to his house. Once there, he proceeded up to his room and jacked off... thinking about what he had just done. He was starting to get a little nervous about what might happen next. He didn't know if she'd go to his parents... the police... or what. All he did know was that what he they did excited him. He knew he wanted more.
Fortunately, nothing was said to him from his parents and he actually went to sleep in his own bed instead of a jail cell. A part of him said that it was because that was what she wanted.
*****
The next morning he was up early, but did have a class in just a couple hours. He was in the kitchen at the same time as always, looking out the back door. And just like always, there was Marcia kissing Jessica off to school again... and again wearing that short robe. She glanced up at him as Jessica bound off and they stared at each other for a moment. Her hands started to loosen her robe as she turned away and walked back inside.
Larry don't know why, but he took that as an invitation once again. He put the milk away and again went over to her house. Without knocking, he opened the glass door and went inside. Marcia was just entering the living room when he came in and she turned to meet him, her robe untied and open. She looked absolutely scrumptuous standing there. She had a look of meek defiance, but he knew it was just a cover. He knew she wanted him to ravage her again.
He approached her slowly as she backed up, her hands raising up to keep him away.
"Back again, big man? No... we can't..." she said, stopping herself from finishing her statement.
"But we will," he replied as her knees hit the couch, no where else for her to run. She fell back into the couch just as he reached her. He knelt on the floor and slowly positioned himself between her knees. She put her hands on his shoulders in a weak attempt to keep him away. This time, she had all the time in the world to stop him.
"We can't do this, Larry," she said. "This can't happen."
He put his hands beneath her knees and raised her legs up, spreading them and pushing them back towards her ears. "And yet we are," he replied with a smile. She wasn't wearing panties today and her pussy was just as damp and inviting. "I see you're ready for me today," he smiled. He dove in yet again as she gyrated her hips beneath him, moaning and panting as he shoved his tongue deep into her. She put a hand on the back of his head, holding him in place, guiding him to give her maximum pleasure.
"Oh fuck... oh fuck yes...," she moaned. He made her cum again and again over the next 30 minutes.
His jaw was tired when he stood up, releasing her legs. Marcia was panting and moaning. Then she stood slowly on shaky legs until she was standing in front of him. She brought her fists up and beat them on his chest again and again. "Damn you," she whispered. "Damn you." She was crying as she dropped to her knees, her hands moving to his hips. They both grabbed the thin material of his sweat pants and pulled them down. His erection was tenting his boxers beneath. She looked at it longingly. He knew what she wanted.
"That's what you've wanted, isn't it? Say it!" he demanded.
"Yes... that's what I want," she whimpered. Her hands gently cradled his erection sliding along it over his boxers, marveling over it's size. She wanted it... she needed it.
Larry felt so much need that he couldn't stand it anymore. "Fuck! Do it," he commanded urgently.
She leaned forward, kissing and stroking him. She pushed her face into his cock as her hands stroked his thighs, pushing up into his boxers to feel it. Her hands grazed the side of his cock and he lurched into her face.
"You bastard," she moaned softly. "I don't want to be like this."
He reached down and grabbed a fistful of her hair and humped against her face, letting his cock pummel her.
"To be like what? A cock-loving slut?" he asked.
"Yes," she cried. "I don't want that any more." Her hands grabbed the waist band of his boxers and slowly eased them down, exposing his hard rod. They fell to the floor and he stepped out of them. Her hands were in front of her face, both inches from his hardness as if not sure where to start first.
"Too fucking bad," he said in exasperation and as if on cue she leaned forward, her hands cradling his cock as her tongue and lips caressed it. She kissed and licked it's length, lovingly fondling it. It felt heavenly. She licked it more, coating it with saliva then began to jack him off... slowly at first, then building up steam.
God, he couldn't believe this was happening.
"I hate you," she said just as her lips opened and her mouth engulfed the head of his prick. He didn't know what her deal was.... and he really didn't care as long as she got him off. FUCK! She was sucking on him, her tongue continually sliding along the shaft. She was so good at this. Her mouth was so hot and wet... and he knew exactly what he was going to do tomorrow.
He knew he wasn't going to last long. When he felt himself getting close, he pulled her away from him and started stroking himself. He knew just what he wanted to do and held her there, right in front of his cock. He stroked it harder and faster feeling his balls welling up with need.
"What are you going to do, big man?" she said, challenging him. "Are you going to spray your hot fucking cum all over my face? Yeah?"
"Oh God," Larry groaned, looking down at her. She looked so defiant as he held her there, but she was certainly not fighting him.
"DO you think you can just cum all over me? Are you a big enough man to do it?"
And then it happened... he came... and came... and came. It was like an explosion of cum, rocketing out of his cock, spraying all over her body. She had strands across her face and it dribbled into her mouth and off her chin. She took it all, almost smiling as it coated her face.
As he was coming down, her hand replaced his and she stroked him slowly, almost as if she was milking the cum out of him, squeezing each drop to the tip. Her lips engulfed the head and she sucked and let her tongue clean him off. When his cock was clean, she wiped her hands over her face, and licked her hands clean. She was certainly going to be a fun slut. Just the sight of her was going to get him hard again, but he knew he had to get ready for his class.
Marcia knelt on the floor still, panting and savoring his taste.
Larry backed away, got dressed, and left without saying a word.
*****
The whole rest of the day he thought about her, about what she looked like, what she felt and tasted like. He couldn't get her out of his mind. He thought about what he wanted to do to her. He had to masturbate a few more times that day because of how excited she was making him.
He was up in his room at about 10:30 that night, just sitting at his computer, half-heartedly working on his Calculus homework. He just couldn't get her out of his mind. He looked out his window and saw the lights still on in her house. He sat there staring for a moment, half fantasizing, when he saw some movement by the sliding glass door. It was Marcia. She was standing there, swaying back and forth, dancing. She had a drink in her hand and as she raised it to her lips she looked up at his window.
He don't know if she meant to beckon to him or if she was just fantasizing like he was, but he had a sudden urge to see her. He slipped out of the house, just telling his parents he had to run somewhere really quick. They barely even looked up from the TV. He ran across the yards and when he got to her door, she was in the living room, her arms hugging herself, her hips swaying back and forth. It was so seductive. She was wearing the robe again, this time with nylons on her legs.
Larry just stood there for a moment, watching her, mesmerized by her. She turned after what seemed like an eternity and they locked eyes. She smiled as if she knew he would be there. After a moment, she turned and walked out of his sight, further into the living room. He opened the door and stepped inside, quickly slipping off his shoes.
He walked barefoot into the living room and found her kneeling on the floor beside one of the chairs. Music was playing softly in the background, but with his heart pounding in his ears he could barely hear it. She put one hand on the chair, telling him to have a seat in it. He walked over, a little out of breath. She stopped him just as he was going to sit down. Her hands slid up his legs and unfastened his pants. She pulled them down slowly, as if savoring this moment. His boxers were next and he stepped out of them as she stood. She pulled his t-shirt up and over his head and tossed it aside.
Then they just stood there for a moment, her hands stroking his torso, her eyes longingly gazing over his body. She let her robe fall behind her to the floor to reveal she was wearing nothing but the stockings. He stepped forward, wrapping his arms around her and kissed her fiercely. He grabbed her ass and pulled her into his cock, the heat from her pussy exciting him.
She stroked his body for a few minutes, with him just standing there, his erection straining in front of him. Then she motioned for him to sit down. There was a towel on the chair which he sat on. It was a very comfortable chair and he settled into it, leaning back. She knelt down and slipped between his thighs. She reached to the night stand, and grabbed a bottle of oil, then dribbled a little onto his chest and abdomen. Then, setting the bottle aside, she started massaging the oil into his skin. It was very erotic watching her be so intent on massaging him, on pleasing him. His gaze focused a lot on her breasts, especially when she moved up to his shoulders and they pressed into his cock. It was heavenly.
Her hands moved down and stroked his abdomen for a while before she got more oil and dribbled more there and on his thighs. Her hands slid over his skin. As she caressed his thighs, her face came within inches of his cock. He could feel the heat from her breath against him and it only made him more excited. They seemed to feed off of each other's arousal, both becoming more excited by the second.
She was such a fucking tease, coming close to his cock many times, but intentionally not making contact. Larry could feel his blood pulsing within the hardness, throbbing with desire. She ran her fingernails up his legs starting at his ankles and moving up to his inner thighs making him tremble. Then... she touched it. Oh God, it felt so good! Her fingers lightly wrapped around his hardness and slid up and down its length slowly, spreading the oil as a lubricant. Her other hand lightly massaged his balls.



Larry moaned, his breath bursting from his lungs from the intense feelings coursing through him. His hips rose of their own accord, begging her to continue, begging her to give him release. She smiled, knowing that she was torturing him. When she licked her lips he almost lost it. He couldn't help but keep his eyes on her, watching every single move. She barely took her eyes off his manhood, she was so enthralled and fixated on it. It was as if he didn't exist, only his cock.
Larry had received several blowjobs and handjobs from girlfriends in the past, but they were awkward and inexperienced. This woman's movements were very experienced. Every move made his body tingle. Every time he was about to cum, she backed off, keeping him just on the edge.
Her hands pumped up and down his shaft, milking it, teasing it to full hardness. Then her tongue slid over the head and her mouth would capture him, just enough to make him groan in pleasure. He was in heaven. After torturing him like that for what seemed like forever, she moved closer to him and wrapped her breasts around his cock, cradling it between them. Then sliding up and down, she let him fuck their silky smoothness, coating her chest with the oil, too. She squeezed them, adding as much friction as she could, all the while looking down and watching his cock disappear and then peek out from inside. Every time it came up, she'd flick her tongue over the tip, teasing him even more.
He was so out of control at this point. he didn't want to cum on her again. He wanted something more. He reached down and grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head to the side. "I want you," he moaned. She understood what he wanted and released his cock. Standing up, she shuffled forward and sat on his lap, his cock going right into her hot cunt. She eased down as he thrust up slowly, pushing himself deeper and deeper.
She whimpered and mewled in pleasure. He could feel the silkly smoothness of her stockings against his legs and the heat and wetness of her pussy on his groin. It was incredible. She pulled back against his grip on her hair, pushing her cunt harder against him. His free hand grabbed a breast and massaged it, his fingers pinching and tweaking her hard nipple. Her hips began to move up and down, slowly fucking him. He groaned, loving the feeling, ready to release inside her.
Larry pulled her harder so that she fell into him, her chest hitting his face. His mouth searched out her nipples and he licked and sucked on them, lightly biting them. His hands stroked her back, working their way up to her shoulders. They gripped her shoulders tightly pulling her down and into him. His mouth moved to her neck, so he could lick and bite it. He held onto her tightly, letting her hips do all the work as they ground into him, her clit driving against his pelvis. She felt so good against him, so right.
Her face was just over his ear and he reveled in her moans of pleasure. Every one of her moans made him even more excited. He squeezed down on her shoulders with every one of her thrusts, driving himself in deeper and deeper. It wasn't long before he felt himself going over the top. "I'm... I'm..." he grunted.
She knew exactly what he was trying to say and moved her hips faster and faster, thrusting into him harder and harder. "Yes... fuck me... Yes! Yes! Yes!" Her breathing was becoming rapid and shallow. Her skin was flushed a lovely pink color as she neared her own orgasm. Suddenly he held his breath as he felt his groin tighten. A train seemed to roar through his ears as he started cumming in her. Her hips never stopped, working against his cock so damn fast now. Her own breathing and groaning indicated that she was cumming, too, her pussy clenching his cock inside her.
They sat still for a while, with his cock still buried deep inside her. She lay against him, hugging him loosely. his hands still held her, idly caressing her back. They were both sweaty from their exertions, but neither cared. She finally moved to get off him and deftly used her hands to keep our combined fluids from going everywhere. She ran and got a dish towel and cleaned both of them up before sliding down to her knees again at his feet. She hugged his leg tightly with a small smile on her satisfied face.
Her stroking of his calf started him going again. He could feel her nipple pressing against his leg. Her hand slowly made its way up his leg, to his thigh, and neared his crotch once again and he started getting hard. She smiled more broadly as she watched his cock grow with fascination. Her fingers lightly grazed it, trying to help it along.
"I think I'm ready for round two," he smiled down at her.
"I don't think I'm going to sleep much tonight," she said, sliding between his legs once again, her hands encircling his erection.
*****
He wasn't able to come over for a few days afterwards because of both his and her schedule, but when Saturday night rolled around, he was ready for more time with her. He'd already fantasized a ton about her over the past few days and had built himself to an incredible intensity of need and frustration. It was 10 o'clock when he slipped out of the house and immediately noticed some ladies on her back deck, talking, drinking, and having fun.
"So, Marcia is having a little party," he said softly.
Not being deterred, he changed direction and circled around to the front of her house and rang the doorbell. He was just about to hit the bell a second time when she finally answered.
"Oh, hi," she said surprised to see him. She had that little smile on her face again, so he knew she was glad to see him. She was probably hoping he'd surprise her once again.
"Can I come in?" he asked, moving forward.
She meekly tried to stop him, but he got inside easily enough. "I'm sorry. I have some friends over. We have to wait until later." She stood with her hand on the door knob, as if inviting him to leave.
"They'll wait," he whispered. "I've waited too long. Upstairs." He reached out and grabbed her wrist, pulling her behind him as he headed for the stairs. He heard the door shut behind them on its own. She was resisting his pull a little, but it wasn't enough to say she didn't want this.
"They're right outside," she whispered. "They'll come in looking for me."
He let go of her wrist. "Ok. Tell them you'll be a few minutes. I'll be upstairs waiting for you." He turned and started walking up wondering if she was going to come up. He found her bedroom easily enough and sat on her bed. Since her bedroom was in the back of the house, he could hear the women talking in muted voices below. He slipped over to the window and opened it up. Now he could hear them, and they could hear he and Marcia.
Marcia came in the room in a minute and started talking, but he put a finger to his mouth to shush her, pointing to the open window. She looked surprised and somewhat stunned. "I suggest you keep your screaming down," he said smiling. He pushed her back against the wall and started kissing her, his body pressed into her's, his hands caressing her over her clothes.
She responded with one hand on the back of his head, pulling him into the kiss, the other hand stroking against his hardening cock in his jeans. He broke away abruptly. "Pull your pants down, but leave them on," he ordered. he pulled her over to the bed and they both stood beside it.
They both began unfastening their pants and pulled them down to their knees. When his were down, he grabbed her by the shoulders and pushed her downwards indicating just what he wanted her to do. Instead of kneeling, which was difficult with her pants like that, she bent over and opened her mouth as he pushed inside. He grabbed the sides of her head and slowly fucked her face. It was heavenly, but this was only a warm-up. She moaned when he pushed deep into her mouth and he could feel the vibrations tingling all over his body.
When he felt he was hard and wet enough, he pulled her up, turned her around, and forced her to bend over, her hands resting on the bed for support. He grabbed her hips with both hands and without further hesitation pushed himself into her pussy. She wasn't as wet as before, but she was wet enough and getting wetter by the minute. He moved slow and deep for several strokes, just getting warmed up. She was moaning softly, knowing that any loud sound would give her away. The ladies below were still talking softly, occasionally breaking into laughter.
He held her hips tight as he thrust again and again into her, slapping their bodies together. For every deep thrust, he would execute 5 quick, shallow ones until she was whimpering.
"Oh God that feels so good. Fuck me Larry... I love being used," she moaned. "My pussy needs this so bad."
He looked down at her. Her head was resting on the bedspread, her hands nearby helping to keep her balance. As he thrust, he watched her body react, moving his gaze down her back, watching her muscles move in concert, watching her ass ripple at the contact. And then he had a different idea.
He stopped thrusting suddenly and eased his wet cock from her. She tried pushing her ass back into him, trying to get him to continue, whimpering with need, but he held her hips steady. He used one hand to guide his cock back towards her and pressed gently at her asshole. She froze in place for a moment, not knowing if she wanted to do this or not. He pushed in a little until the head disappeared inside. She moaned a little louder than she should but the ladies outside didn't appear to hear her. Her body was quivering but since he was in, he grabbed her hips once again and slowly pushed... farther... and farther... trying to embed himself fully.
About halfway in he reversed course and pulled out a little bit and then decided to fuck her very shallow at first. He barely moved, letting her get used to the feel of his cock inside her nether regions. He don't know if she'd done this before or not, he surely hadn't. But she knew to relax and just let him do the work. He couldn't believe how tight she felt as he moved slowly in and out with a short stroke. She was gasping, her body quivering.
It didn't take long for her ass to loosen up enough for him so he thrust all the way in, in one hard push. He had pulled her hips towards him at the same time to keep her from falling forward. She groaned too loudly and the ladies outside became quiet, wondering what the noise was. He sat still for a moment to allow her to once again get used to him buried deep in her ass.
The ladies began talking again, giggling, trying to guess what the sound was. It didn't take long for them to start wondering where their hostess was.
"Marcia, you're missing all the fun," one of them yelled.
He resumed fucking her with long, deep strokes, pushing in as far as he could, grinding his hips into her ass. "Yeah, Marcia," he panted. "You're missing all the... uh... fun." She giggled beneath him, obviously not believing that statement for a minute. "Maybe... they... should... come... join... us," he whispered, punctuating each word with a hard thrust. "Maybe they'd like to watch you getting your ass reamed. Maybe they'd strap on a dildo and fuck you themselves. You'd like that, wouldn't you? You'd like to be in the middle of a gang-bang."
He waited a moment, gauging her reaction. With eyes closed tightly shut she nodded her head. "Yes," she whispered.
Larry smiled and resumed fucking her harder and faster.
In just a few minutes Maria buried her face into the bedspread, one hand covering her mouth, the other thrust back between her legs, playing with her clit. Her muffled moans were certainly audible to him and he knew she was cumming. Every thrust was echoed with a gutteral yelp from her. He felt her hips thrust again and again and her ass tighten on his shaft. Her orgasm racked her whole body making her shiver and writhe beneath him. She brought her hands back indicating that she needed him to withdraw.
He slowly pulled out, enjoying the last squeezes from her ass as he plopped out. "Get a towel and clean me off," he ordered. She stumbled into the master bath and came back with a washcloth and towel. She looked dazed as she cleaned off his cock and helped him redress.
She dressed and she led the way as they quietly walked down the stairs to the front door, hoping to slip out without being noticed. Sarah, one of her friends, was just rounding the corner and stopped, drink in hand.
"Oh... there you are," she said. "I was wondering what was taking you so long."
"Oh, um... this is Larry. He came over to... to... fix my toilet... upstairs," Marcia lied.
Sarah smiled at her, and took a sip of her drink. "Yeah? Upstairs? In your bedroom maybe?"
Marcia giggled and blushed as she looked at him. He knew then that their relationship was going to be a special one...
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My Sex Education, Part 9
Just two months after Mom's fiftieth birthday, two months after I last fucked Hailey, Hailey found out she was pregnant and it rocked my world. We both knew that it was mine, and we both struggled for a week about what to do about it. But, in the end, we decided that she should tell her boyfriend that it was his. And then just two months after that, she and Brent, her boyfriend, got married at the courthouse.
I have to say, I was a little torn. That was my baby girl. I wanted her as my own daughter, not pretending that she's my niece. But I didn't have a lot of say in the matter. It would have been very bad if the world found out about us. Especially about us with a baby girl.
Now, it was two years after my mom's fiftieth birthday and I was dating a new girl now, Sydney. Ashley and I parted ways, just not seeing eye to eye on things, and she got a big job out west to which I really didn't want to follow her. It wasn't a difficult breakup, really. We just kind of said goodbye.
So then I started dating and met Sydney. She was a really attractive brunette, with brown eyes... about 5'5"... with C-cup breasts that I loved to play with. When we first started dating, she was so receptive to my sexual advances and appetite. I mean, my Mom and Hailey showed me so many things about how to tease and please a woman. I had to try them out on her. But as time wore on, she seemed to be getting tired of it for some reason. She started telling me no more and more often, coming up with lame excuses. Still, I had thoughts that I should marry her. I thought that maybe that was the problem... she thought I only wanted her for sex.
She and I had already made plans about going down to visit both my Mom and her parents for the week between Christmas and New Year's. Sydney's grandparents weren't doing very well health-wise so I was going to drop her off at her parent's first, then come and bring her over to meet my Mom later in the week.
About a week and a half away from the trip, I called my Mom to talk to her about my plans to propose to Sydney. I wanted to get her advice and maybe her blessing.
"Hey Mom!" I said, when she picked up the phone. It was only about 8pm and Sydney was at work... again.
"Hey baby, how are you doing?" she asked. She always seemed so happy to see me or talk to me, even just on the phone. For the past two years, she's even been known to call to flirt or even a little phone sex. I guess that she was pretty lonely.
"I'm doing good. I just... I just have something on my mind that I wanted to talk to you about."
"That sounds serious," she said.
"Yeah, it kind of is," I said, trying to figure out how to tell her. I felt like I was abandoning her for some reason. Like I was pushing her aside for another model. I mean, I did want to run away with her when I first moved out, and she rebuffed me. So maybe it really was time to cut the cord. "Well, you know I've been dating Sydney for almost 2 years now."
"Yeah..."
"Well... God... I'm just going to come out and say it. I'm thinking about proposing to her," I said quickly.
"Wow... that's a pretty big step, baby," she said, sounding a little apprehensive about it.
"I know. That's why I wanted to talk to you about it."
"Well, I have to say, I'm not really surprised," she said. "We talked about this. I mean, I knew it was coming. You meeting someone and getting married some day. So... tell me about her? What do you like about her? Why do you want to marry her?"
"Oh... um... I don't know... she's nice," I said. Words failed me. I was having a very difficult time telling her how I was feeling.
"That's it?" she giggled. "That's all you got? I mean, marriage is a huge step."
"No... I know... I mean, she's smart and pretty," I continued. "She likes hiking... and plays tennis. We just... we really get along well together."
"Mmhmm," she said, sounding doubtful of my reasons.
"I don't... I don't know what to say," I said. "I thought you wanted me to find someone."
"Sure I do," she said. "That's what every mother wants for her son. Right? And I want that for you, too. I just want to make sure this is the right girl... not just any girl. I mean, I just want to make sure you love her and aren't just wanting to be with her for sex. I don't want you to get into a marriage that ends up like your father's and mine."
"I... I don't know. How do I know if it's love or not?" I asked. "It feels like it is."
"Baby, you know what it's like when just you and I are alone, right?
"Yeah?"
"Do you like that?"
"Yeah, I like it a lot," I said.
"Yeah? What we have... is... really deep. It's much more than just mother and son... or physical attraction... or sex. What we have is a really deep connection. Right?"
"Yeah, I think so, too."
"I really like the special moments that you and I have together," she said. "I hope you appreciate them too."
"I do mom. I really do," I said.
"That's love baby," she said. "Really deep love. Are you bringing her for Christmas this year? So I can meet her?"
"Yeah... of course," I'm dropping her off at her parent's for the first half of the week. She'll be over on Wednesday."
"Ok... ok... I'll see for myself how you two feel as a couple," she said. "I mean, meeting new girls is important and great and all... but what you and I have, our bond, is special. Right? It's lifelong."
I nodded, although she couldn't see it. "I think so, too."
"And I always know how to make you feel good, don't I baby?"
"Yeah," I smiled. She always did make me feel good. Suddenly my phone made some strange noise and I realized that she started up a video call. I pressed the button to accept it and held the phone up so she could see my face.
"Wow... you look really good," she said.
I could see that she was wearing her black, satin robe that I loved so much. It made her look incredibly sexy. I briefly wondered if she was going to bed early. In contrast, though, she was wearing makeup and her hair was elaborately coiffed. "You look really good, too, mom."
"Aw, thanks. I like how you're always complimenting me," she said. I smiled. I always enjoyed making her happy.
"Are you going out somewhere?" I asked.
"Oh," she smiled, touching her hair. "No, just going to work a little."
"Work? You got a job?"
"Yeah, I found something. But don't worry, baby," she smiled. "I'll tell you all about it when you come to visit. Right now, though, I'm kinda wanting one of our special moments," she smiled deviously.
"Now?" I asked, not exactly sure what she was trying to say.
"I assume Sydney isn't there?" she asked.
"No... no, she's working tonight."
Mom licked her lips a second. "Why don't you show me your cock?" she asked, surprising me. "Go on... show mommy your cock, baby. Pull it out."
I slid my sweats and boxers down, throwing them to the floor, which was quite difficult one handed, and then tilted the phone down, showing her my erection.
"Mmm, that looks... really good," she said, almost yearningly. She licked her lips again as her hand disappeared below the camera's view on her side. I guessed she was caressing her breast and teasing her nipple. "Stroke it. Yeah... stroke it."
I slid my free hand up and down my shaft, then grabbed the bottle of lube and applied a little to make it work better. When I went back to stroking my cock, she moaned softly.
"I like watching you stroke it," she said.
"Yeah," I moaned.
"Are you feeling good, baby?" she asked, smiling. "Am I making you feel good now? You like the way that feels, don't you?"
"Yeah... it feels good," I answered. And it wasn't a lie. It felt really good right now. My cock was throbbing to hear her talk to me like that. And with Sydney denying me a lot more, it had been a while since I'd had an orgasm. That was the reason the lube was so close. I was already getting prepared to watch some porn and masturbate.
"You like my titties?" she asked as she tilted the camera down a little, putting her breasts on display as she opened her robe. "Does that make your cock even harder? Does it make you harder when you look at my tits?"
"Yeah... God they look so good." Her breasts always excited me and made my mouth water. I loved how big they were and the way her nipples got hard and pointed.
She used her free hand to grab and squeeze each beautiful mound, gripping her nipples between her fingers to squeeze, roll, and tug on them, for her pleasure and mine. God it was so hot.
"Sydney may be cute and smart," she said, teasing me. "But do her tits even compare to mommy's?"
"No... her boobs are much smaller," I said.
"Not like mommy's, huh?"
"No, mommy, they're not big like yours."
"Mmm..." she moaned. "Yeah, stroke your cock like that. I like watching you stroke it. It's making my pussy wet. Have you seen her pussy? Is it as pretty as mine?" She tilted the camera even lower. Her robe had parted completely and she let it slide off her shoulders as she spread her legs a little, showing me her panty-covered pussy. She slid her fingers over the thin material, teasing us both.
"I... I don't think so," I moaned. "Yours is so pretty."
"Mmhmm... Now, you can't tell me that you don't want me to suck on that cock," she said.
"I do, mommy," I said. I remembered how good her lips felt wrapped around my shaft and my cocked throbbed even more.
"You want mommy to suck on it?"
"Yes... please," I moaned again.
She tilted the camera back up to her face, smiling at me. "Say it again. Say it again, baby."
"Will you suck on my cock mommy?" I begged her.
"Mommy definitely knows how to do that, doesn't she?" she asked. "And she loves it." She knew how much I loved her playing with my cock, either with her hands or her mouth. And my cock was really needy right now. "Does Sydney give you erections like this?"
"No mommy," I whispered.
"Do you want to feel her mouth on your cock or my mouth on your cock?" she asked, teasing me.
"Always your mouth, mommy," I said and I truly meant it.
"I know how to make you feel good, baby," she said, tilting the camera down again to show her fingers playing with her nipple. "Sydney's so young. She probably doesn't even know how to do it right. But I know how to please you, don't I?"
"Yes, mommy," I whispered again.
She tilted the camera back up again, just showing her mouth, and slid her fingers inside, sucking on them as if they were my cock. "Do you think a young girl like Sydney would even know half of what I know about pleasing you?"
"No."
She tilted the camera back down again, even lower this time, showing her panty-covered pussy. Her fingers slid under the material beside her pussy and pulled it, exposing her luscious, swollen lips to me. "Do you think she could even understand how much you love mommy's pussy?"
I shook my head. "I don't think so mom."
"Only I know how much you love this pussy," she said, her fingers sliding between her swollen lips, sliding up and around her clit. "And look, baby. Look what you've done." She held her fingers up to show me how wet they were. "You've made mommy's pussy all wet. So very wet. You know what that means, don't you?"
"Yeah," I moaned, licking my lips. My hand moved even faster up and down my cock as I stared at her wet pussy on my phone.
"We can't leave it like this, right?" she asked. "I have to get off. Be a good boy and keep stroking yourself. I like watching you stroke your cock... especially when you watch me play too. You want this, right?"
"Yes, mommy!" I moaned, my hand moving rapidly up and down my shaft. I watched her fingers slide into her pussy again then slide out, covered in her wetness, and circle her clit.
We were both gasping and moaning as we watched our phones, watched the other touch themselves.
"How could her pussy ever be any better than this?" she asked, spreading her labia to show her pink insides.
"It's not mommy," I moaned.
"Oh baby... You don't want mommy to be all alone, right?" she asked, sounding needy. "You don't want to stop making me cum, do you?"
"No... of course not mommy," I said quickly. I don't know if I could ever stop making her cum.
I could hear her breathing harder, getting more and more excited as her fingers swirled over her clit even more rapidly. "We always make each other feel so good, baby. I love how you fuck me. You get so deep inside my pussy. Keep stroking that cock."
The camera shook a little, as if she was having trouble holding it. I could tell she was getting close to her orgasm as I watched over the phone. I wished I was in person so see this.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" she panted and then her body shook as she came, drenching her fingers. "Fuck!"
I listened to her panting as she brought the camera back up to her smiling face. She looked so beautiful in her post-orgasmic haze.
"You're such a good boy for making mommy feel so good," she said softly. "I want to make you feel good, too. Go ahead, baby... keep stroking your big, beautiful cock for me. I love watching you do it. Tell mommy how good it feels."
"It feels... so good mommy... so good," I panted getting closer and closer to my orgasm. I could feel the pressure building up inside me and knew it wouldn't take long now.
"What can Sydney ever give you that mommy can't?" she asked, licking her fingers.
"I'm gonna cum," I panted as I felt the pleasure my hand was giving me peak. "Oh my God... I'm cumming!" I grunted as I felt my orgasm let loose, spraying onto my chest and abdomen, running over my hand.
"Oh... yes... that was so good," she said softly. "I know how to please you, baby. I know how to make you feel good. I always have. What you really need is me, right?"
"Yes mommy... I just need you," I whispered, trying to calm my breathing.
"We'll talk about this more next week, baby, when you come home for Christmas. Alright?"
"Yeah... that'll be good," I whispered, feeling so tired all of the sudden.
She kissed into the phone. "Bye baby. Dream about me."
"Bye mommy," I whispered, then ended the call.
*****
On Friday afternoon, Sydney and I packed up the car and started our four-hour drive for home. Her parents lived only about three hours away and were pretty much on the way.
"Evelyn looks so beautiful," Sydney said. I looked over and she was going through her social media on her phone. Hailey had posted a bunch of pictures of my year-and-a-half old daughter and she was going through them. "Hailey and Brent have some good genes."
I felt a little pang of jealousy when she said that. Evelyn wasn't Brent's daughter... she was mine. Hailey and I had the good genes. Hailey and I produced that beautiful little girl. But I couldn't say anything, even if I wanted to.
"Yeah... she is beautiful," I said, turning back to watch the road again. I started getting into the music and tried to forget about Hailey and Evelyn for the time being. After a while, Sydney put her phone down and just lay back to enjoy the ride.
An hour into the trip and I started to feel a little horny. Sydney had worn a form-fitting, stretchy dress that came down to mid-thigh and, once the car had warmed up, had tossed her coat into the back seat.
I laid my hand on her thigh and stroked it tenderly. She didn't do anything at first, just lay back as always. I slowly moved my hand higher, wanting to play, hoping against hope that she'd let me. My fingers slid between her thighs and I could feel the warm, soft flesh there, making my cock harden quickly.
As my hand began sliding underneath the hem of her dress, however, and got too close to her pussy, Sydney became defensive. She brought her hand down, grabbed my wrist, and closed her legs tightly together.
"Vince... no," she said softly, looking at me sternly.
"Why not?" I asked.
"Because, we're out in public," she said, getting a little angry at me. "Everyone can see us!"
"Who's going to see us?" I asked, feeling frustrated once again. "It's dark out and there aren't that many cars on the road. Besides, no one can see down between your thighs."
She just turned away from me, looking like I disgusted her or something.
Frustrated, I went back to driving and listening to the music. This wasn't the first time I was pushed away. It was so damn frustrating, though.
We didn't talk much the rest of the way home, we mostly just listened to Christmas music. When we got to her parent's house, we got out, grabbed her suitcase, and I kissed her goodbye before she disappeared inside. I didn't even get to meet her parents, although it was a little late... after 9pm.
I got back into the car and continued driving to my Mom's arriving a little after 10pm. I grabbed my suitcase and came inside. My mom was certainly happy to see me.
"Vince!" she squealed when she heard me come inside and ran out of the kitchen.
"Hi Mom," I said, setting my suitcase down to give her a big hug.
She gave me a quick kiss... not at all a motherly kiss... and then moved back. "Your room is all ready for you," she said. "Or... if you want... my room is ready for you, too," she smiled deviously.
I laughed. "My room's fine. Is Hailey here?"
"No, not yet," she said. "She's staying with Brent's family until Christmas day. She's making sure everyone in his family gets to see Evelyn. I have a lot of stuff in her room, so they can't stay here."
"Ok... Well, I'm going to get cleaned up and hit the sack, if you don't mind," I said, starting to walk up the stairs to my room. "I'm really tired."
"Ok, honey," she said, sounding happy to see me, but a little sad that I was just going to bed. "I'll see you in the morning."
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I was very groggy when I first opened my eyes. I had to squint fiercely because the lights were so bright, but a command from a woman turned them down quite a bit. My head hurt. My body hurt. And it was taking me some time to even focus my eyes on everything around me. I knew I was in a fairly small room... laying on a bed. Machines around me were beeping and whirring softly.
"Mrs. Armbruster," a man's voice said. He was standing over me, wearing a white lab coat. "Mrs. Armbruster, can you hear me?"
I groaned and felt the dryness of my throat. What in the hell happened to me? Where was I?
"Yeah," I whispered. "I can heaw you." My lips and tongue felt swollen and I found it a little difficult to speak.
"Excellent!" he said, very happy. "Her cognitive functions and senses seem to be intact. This is incredible! I told them this would work, the fools!"
"Incredible, doctor," a female voice said, obviously excited. I lazily turned my head to the sound and saw a woman, dressed in blue scrubs, like a nurse, with a scarf wrapped around her head. I found the look odd and not typical of a nurse.
"Wha... whad happen do me?" I asked. I couldn't remember much of anything happening before waking up.
"Mrs. Armbruster, I'm Dr. Cornwallis. You were in an accident," the doctor said, coming closer to the table. He was a shorter man, with wispy grey hair on his balding head and thick, dark glasses. He was drooling with each sentence as if he could barely contain his excitement. "A terrible, terrible multiple car accident with two cars and a semi-truck. I'm sorry to say that you were... badly hurt."
"Oh... I... I don wemembah..." I held my head in my hands trying to remember.
"It's ok... oftentimes people don't remember things like that right away. But you're alive and we're taking good care of you. You're in very good hands."
"Wherw am I? In... in de hopital?"
"It's a private medical facility. But we're fully equipped to care for your needs, Mrs. Armbruster. Don't you worry about a thing."
"Pwivate... whad?"
"I have to tell you, Mrs. Armbruster, that this is an incredible occasion. You and I are going to be very famous for what we're doing here. And they *will* remember us..."
I was getting tired and my head was still groggy. I had no idea why this doctor was so excited, especially when I felt like shit.
"Whad...? Famoud?"
"First of all, Mrs. Armbruster, you are going to be instrumental in saving the lives of a lot of people. Thousands of lives. Hundreds of thousands of lives! I knew this procedure would..."
"Save wives? Doctor... please... I..." I was having trouble keeping up with him.
"Mrs. Armbruster, we are performing a radical medical experiment together. When we succeed we will be able to cure colorectal cancer, prostate cancer, breast cancer, and cervical cancer!" he said, ticking off the cancers on his fingers. "Imagine that! One point six million men and women die from these cancers every single year... and that will all be a thing of the past because of what we're doing right now, right here, today! But, no, those bureaucrats," he spat with disgust. "They said I couldn't do it. They said it wouldn't work. They were too blind to see the potential! So I had to take steps on my own to secure my own funding and secure my own facility, outside of their idiotic control."
My head was spinning from his enthusiasm and I had no idea what it had to do with me. How in the hell could I have anything to do with curing cancer? "Doctor... whad... whad does this have to do wid me?"
"Oh... I'm sorry. As you can tell I'm rather enthusiastic about our progress so far. Well," he said catching his breath and trying to slow down, "we have discovered antibodies that can identify and eradicate cancerous cells. Specifically targeting the malignant progression of those cells. We wanted to do more clinical trials but we had... trouble... with the details. You see, we've found that these antibodies develop particularly well in human female mammary glands."
"Cwinicaw twiahs...? Mammary gwands? Doctor, I...." What was he talking about?
"Breasts, Mrs. Armbruster. It grows best in women's breasts. We will grow the antibodies within the woman's breast milk," he continued excitedly, "harvest them, and then give them to cancer patients. In a matter of months the patients will be completely... 100%... cancer free. Forever! And quite possibly, we can create antibodies to attack all other cancers as well! Think how exciting, how radical this is!"
"Whoa," I said, my head finally becoming clear. "Bweasts...? You put something in my bweasts and now you'wa going to inject a needle into dem?"
"No, no," he interrupted me. "No needles, Mrs. Armbruster, don't you worry. This has all been very, very carefully planned out. Not only was I able to save your life, I've been able to increase the size of your breasts four fold. This will help produce a constant, large supply of antibodies. And your nipples have been expanded and are twice as sensitive now. They should provide constant positive stimulation."
I looked down to my chest and could see the bulges under the sheet. What the hell? I was definitely larger down there. Much larger!
He moved a finger to one of the two pointed protrusions on the top of my breasts and slid back and forth, making me tremble as the pleasure coursed through me. I'd never felt so much pleasure in all my life!
"Oh, fug," I moaned as the sensations washed over me.
"And I took the liberty of making all your erogenous zones extra sensitive... for you. A little enjoyment for your hard work to come." He giggled, enjoying telling me about his sexy gift.
The sheet seemed wet where it rest around my nipples. It had been a long time since I'd been pregnant, since I generated and leaked milk. And never this much. He pulled the sheet down, uncovering my chest. I couldn't believe the size of my breasts! I had to be a size... God... how do you even measure breasts that size??? They were so much bigger than the C-cup I used to be. And so firm! My nipples were hard and pointed, sticking out an inch. Whitish fluid was dripping continually from the tip. Fuck me!
"Wha de fuck?" I asked in shock.
"Oh... and you're... well... as you can probably feel, very lubricated now. With the extra sensitivity, you... constantly leak vaginal fluid."
He smiled, and licked his lips lewdly, obviously pleased with my breasts. I wondered if he'd ever touched a real woman in his life. But he swirled his finger over and around the wet nipple making me squirm and moan. Damn that felt so fucking good!
"We only need your natural bodily reaction to... harvest... the antibodies. I figure we can extract a good amount every hour or so once we get the entire operation running."
"Waid... I'm nod some fucking wab rat! My huband... my famwee wiw come wooking for me!" I screamed.
"Please calm yourself, Mrs. Armbruster. Please! No they won't come looking for you. You see, you've been considered dead for five years now. I'm sorry, but you died in that car accident. I can assure you that they received a very handsome insurance payout and have moved on with their lives. I believe your husband is engaged right now, as a matter of fact. Getting married to some yoga instructor I believe."
I was starting to get upset, starting to babble. But the doctor and nurse grabbed my wrists and held me down. They quickly put straps over my wrists, tying me to the bed.
"Mrs. Armbruster, relax and pay attention now. There's really nothing you can do. I was able to obtain your body and bring you back to life, eh... although not without some sacrifices. Your legs, for instance, they were completely crushed and unsalvageable. And you've been in a medically induced coma until today. For all intent and purposes Emmanuelle Armbruster is not alive to be rescued. But you should be happy you are indeed alive. You should be happy I've brought you back so that you can help me save millions of lives."
I was completely dumbfounded at the implications of my life. My husband... my family... they thought I was dead. They've moved on... without me.
"The reason I've brought you out of your coma, though, Mrs. Armbruster, is that right now we have to conduct a few tests to see how things are progressing. Nurse?"
I was startled when the nurse approached and her fingers encircled my breast with an almost loving touch. I was stunned and looked up at her. She wasn't even looking at my face. Her eyes were completely focused on that... those huge bulges on my chest with those giant nipples. Her hands gripped my breast, squeezing, and moving towards the nipple, pushing milk from the nipple. And that look on her face... it was... so wanton. She bit her lip as her hands moved to the bottom and started moving up again.
The pleasure hit me immediately and I groaned. "Whad... oh god... whad are you doin? Pwease... fuck!... don't..." I begged.
But they didn't stop, not even for a moment.
"I've never seen such huge nipples before," the nurse said softly. "She's so big and so responsive...." She leaned forward and licked it, sending a sudden shiver over me. "Mmm," she moaned. "Oh, that tastes so good." Then her mouth encased it as she sucked, milking it straight into her mouth. I was writhing on the bed beneath her, feelings of pleasure overwhelming me.
"Mrs. Armbruster, we don't have everything working quite yet, so right now we have collect the antibodies manually. Maybe some day we'll have our extractor completed, which will automate this procedure and collect the samples."
"Oh my god..." I moaned. This was incredibly intense as the nurse gave me the best tit-sucking of my life. I couldn't fight it. I looked down to see her sucking... to see her hands squeezing my breasts and my now incredibly huge nipples drooling... spilling milk over my chest and abdomen which she quickly licked up.
"I will admit, I think we'll all enjoy the manual method better, though," the doctor said. But I almost couldn't hear him any more. The pleasure was so intense, far better than anything I'd ever felt before. The nurse moved her hands faster and sucked hard, pulling the nipple far from my body. It was incredible!
I wanted to fight it. I wanted to think about my husband... my grandmother... my babies... tried to do anything to kill this pleasure and this desire to cum. But nothing I did worked. It was inevitable when I came just a few minutes later. I was groaning loudly as I felt my pussy spasm and leak. The nurse pressed a button and the table rotated, turning me upright as if I were standing. My breasts barely sagged at all. She grabbed a collection bottle and squeezed my breasts, forcing the milk into it. It must have been a full four cups of fluid from each breast that was captured. I'd never seen that much milk before! Certainly not out of my breasts!
The nurse handed the doctor the collection bottle and he held it up to examine the contents. "Your new breast size will mean your milk production will be much, much greater as you can see. I expect you'll have to express at least every hour to keep up with it." He leaned forward and began examining my nipples, touching them, squeezing them, moving they and my breasts this way and that, looking over every inch of them. "I have to say I'm very pleased with the results so far, Mrs. Armbruster. It appears that your new breasts held up very well and gave a superb specimen. Was that pleasurable enough for you?"
I was breathing heavily, still coming down from my orgasm as his question came through the foggy haze.
"Yeth, oh my god... I mean... no! No!" I said when I finally realized what was going on again.
"I'm sorry. I know that you might prefer a visual and auditory element for your pleasure." The doctor slid a headset from the chair up and over my eyes and adjusted it. I could still partially see what was in the room around me, but I could also see the screen in front of my eyes. The doctor adjusted the speakers by my ears as well. Then he moved to my side and placed a small remote control into my cuffed hand.
"There now. This remote will allow you to select any porn you would like to watch. We have an extremely extensive library to match any desire you might have. Feel free to watch at will. Especially if it helps you... pass the time. I think you'll find all this very enjoyable, if you give it a chance."
"Doctor... can I...?" the nurse asked, licking her lips, her hand touching my hip, moving closer to my pussy, obviously excited to do something else.
"Not quite yet. I need to analyze the sample first to make sure the antibodies are developing correctly. Then you can have a full session with her. You've certainly earned it."
The doctor pressed a button and the bed rotated again, laying me down. He started to walk away towards the door when he stopped and turned around. "By the way, Mrs. Armbruster, as a private facility with a rather large debt accumulated, I have invited 10 of my backers, men and women currently fighting cancer, to stay on the island and receive twice daily... uh... injections... for a week. Once they see the potential for radical healing, I'm sure many, many more will come for my cure. And my financial backing will soar! But we'll talk later, when you've absorbed all this. Try to get a little rest."
Both the doctor and the nurse exited the room, leaving me alone. I was trapped... tied to a large bed... held in some medical facility... on some island God-knows-where. No one was looking for me, nor would they ever. There was nothing I could do to stop them. I closed my eyes, trying to think, trying to find a solution.
I could feel my pussy pulsing below. Just the little breeze from the air conditioner was enough to make my nipples as hard as rocks again. I looked down at them... standing tall and drooling milk onto my breasts. Was this some kind of perverted sex dream? I wished I could have been able to slap myself in the face to see.
I turned on the headset wondering if there was something there for me to use. Maybe there was some portal I could use to get a message out... text... email... something. I had no idea to whom, but I had to do something. The screen immediately displayed scenes from various porn movies along with a little description. Menu options at the top let me search entries for different categories of porn... different models... or even descriptions. Other buttons gave me different categories themselves.
I thumbed through the various pictures and descriptions, just lazily browsing, and ended up selecting one out of boredom. And then... another. And then... another. Time held no meaning for me. It couldn't have been day or night, summer or winter. I had no idea. I just watched the movie clips that interested me and found myself feeling, of all things, horny. And with no way to help myself. My wrists were still bound tightly to the bed rails.
"Fuck," I whispered to no one.
Suddenly I heard a key in the door and it slowly opened. The nurse came into the room and turned to gently close the door. I heard the distinct click as she locked it. This felt... different. She turned towards me and smiled when she saw my very hard nipples and moved more into the room. I wondered if she blushed, because she reacted as if she did. She slipped her pants down and put them on the chair to the side, followed by her shirt and panties. I could tell that one of her breasts had been removed, probably due to breast cancer, and I imagined she wore the scarf on her head because of the chemo treatments.
"Whad... whad in de hell are you doing?" I asked.
"It's time for you to eat something," she said. "And, I'm your very first session." She moved beside the bed and pulled down a long tube from above that disappeared into the ceiling. I hadn't seen it before. The tubing appeared to have some sort of whitish liquid inside it. She moved it so that it hovered over my chest. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. It looked like... like... some kind of fake cock or something. It was large for a normal cock, but its mushroom head and rubber ball sack beneath was unmistakable.
I felt the nurse unfasten my wrists from the bed and I rubbed my wrists. It felt good to be free, although I was still strapped to the bed. It wasn't like I could go anywhere anyway... my legs were gone.
"You'll need to suck the food from the tube," the nurse told me. "Like a straw. It's a composite of vitamins, minerals, proteins, carbohydrates, and fats perfectly proportioned for your health. Without much exercise, you don't need too much food."
Hungry, I grabbed the tube and pulled it closer. It was indeed shaped like a large cock. I frowned, closed my eyes, and shook my head at the audacity.
"Just put it in your mouth and suck. You can also use your hands to squeeze the tube and bring the solution to the tip. The more you suck and squeeze the tube, the more you can work it into your mouth. It has the general consistency of toothpaste so it takes a little work."
I had to admit, I was hungry. But this... this was... ridiculous. The nurse moved to the end of the bed and watched me. I reached up, grabbed the tube, and pulled it to my mouth. I wrapped my lips around the end and sucked. It was a strange sensation, though, different than anything I'd ever felt before. My lips seemed to easily seal around it and... they tingled, delightfully. And my tongue... it tingled pleasurably, too, as the phallic tube touched it. I felt a strong desire to lick it while I sucked. I almost felt like I could cum from that, too. What in the hell did they do to me?
As if reading my thoughts, the nurse said "The doctor injected lip filler, Botox or something, into your lips and surgically reformed them a little. And did a little of the same with your tongue. He also added some kind of sensitizer to them as well. He thought the clients would like the look better."
I was able to get a little of the pasty food from the tube and swallowed it. It tasted alright... maybe even good. "Bery nize of him," I said, sarcastically. I couldn't see myself, but I imagined I looked a lot like a blow-up doll, ready to suck cock on a moments notice.
I felt the nurse's hands lightly touch my abdomen and then move to the crease where my legs would normally meet with my torso. I didn't know where they had been amputated, but it appeared to be a little after the hip. She licked her lips nervously as she looked down... right at my... vagina.
"You know the doctor... he really worked some wonderful extras on you. He made you... pretty damn irresistible." I'd never been intimate with a woman before and had never, ever had one this close to my vagina. I certainly had never had a woman drooling over it.
I could feel her thumbs slide over my bush. I usually kept it trimmed well and I shaved, keeping my labia bare. I liked the look and feel and so did my husband. Her thumbs moved over my clit softly, one after the other, up and down, making me moan loudly and making my body shake.
"Fug!" I yelled excitedly, pulling my lips from the tube. The nurse smiled, but didn't look up at me. She was enjoying the pleasure such a simple move gave me. And she did it again, making my body react almost as forcefully. God my pussy was incredibly sensitive!
She sat on a seat of some sort at the end of the bed, her face now a foot from my crotch, as her fingers continued to explore my extremely sensitive folds. She never took her eyes from my pussy. I felt it pulse with need... with desire. I was so wet. And just touching it made it even more so.
"Fuck! He truly made you a goddess," she whispered shaking her head in amazement. "The bonus I get is that because of my disease I haven't had sex in... a long, long time. This will definitely be a treat for me." She moved forward and lightly licked my pussy, each lick ending at my clit as her tongue increasingly slid deeper into my folds. "Oh fuck, that tastes amazing."



It felt even more amazing to me. And I was almost overcome with the sensation. "Pwease... pwease don'd do dis..." I whispered softly, almost hoping she'd ignore me. I really did need to get fucked. My pussy was a mess as wet as it was.
But she was so caught up in what she was seeing and feeling, she completely ignored me. In another moment, she was sucking on my clit, softly. She whispered with every lick, saying how beautiful it was and how much she loved my taste. And all I could do was watch, helplessly, and feel her lips and tongue tease and engulf me.
"Ah, fug," I moaned when she finally slid two fingers inside me, moving them in and out of my tight pussy. Two fingers usually felt good, but now... now they felt incredible! I was seeing stars. I closed my eyes as the incredible feelings washed over me and made me hornier than ever.
That doc sure did make my pussy sensitive. Fuck! I could feel every ridge of her fingers inside me, every touch on the walls inside. She became wild, as I bucked under her, and it felt as if she were trying to get her entire fucking hand into me, driving deeper and deeper inside me with every thrust. The bucking and humping and thrusting of my hips almost made her stop. But, before I knew it, she was curling her fingers onto my G-spot and sucking hard on my clit and I was ready to explode.
I was going to warn her, at first, and then figured what the hell. Why should I? It's what she wanted, right? I practically lost my eyesight the moment I started cumming. She was an absolute mess as I squirted hard again and again, covering her face, neck, and chest with my juices. Maybe the doc engineered me to be more ejaculatory, too, I didn't know.
After I came, she kissed my abdomen as she moved her hand to her own clit. Then she masturbated, her eyes closed tightly, her head moving slightly against me, occasionally turning to kiss my skin.
"Fuck, you taste so good," she whispered. "Such a big, wet, beautiful pussy."
Then her body began trembling and she suddenly moved away from me, her hand still furiously rubbing her clit as she came, yelling into the air.
She got up and walked around to the head of the table and bent over to kiss me. She was panting, trying to regain some energy. "Oh my god, thank you... thank you," she whispered as she kissed me harder, deeper, her tongue moving inside to duel with mine. When she finished, she dressed, pulling her pants on, and then touched my hand and said "I guess I'll see you again soon. I have another appointment at 6:00 tonight."
She refastened my wrists, this time to the headboard, but with several feet of movement. I could use the feeding tube, but was unable to even touch my own breasts. Then she turned and walked to the door, unlocked it, and left, locking it behind her once more. I was left alone once again and while I'd just cum hard, my pussy was again humming, ready to go.
"Fuck!" I hissed. "I can'd even pway with myself!" I pulled at my bonds, hoping to get my hands free. Not to escape, mind you, but to just be able to masturbate. To just be able to get rid of this near constant horniness. But they were too strong. It was useless. I was truly at their mercy.
I refocused on my hunger and again used the feeding tube. My hands stroked the fake cock and I could instantly see how that improved the volume of food that I was able to suck into my mouth. It was going to take more work to get it right, but I was quickly learning.
It was about ten minutes after I'd finished eating when I heard the lock again and the door opened. An older man came inside led by the doctor.
"How are you Mrs. Armbruster?" Dr. Cornwallis said with an upbeat voice.
He can stand to be upbeat, I thought. He's not tied to a fucking bed waiting to be used.
"Just fine," I growled, letting him know my displeasure.
"You should cheer up, Mrs. Armbruster. You have a lovely evening ahead of you... filled with lots of pleasure. And filled with lots of healing."
The man that came with him began taking his pants and underwear off, carefully setting them aside. He looked to be in his fifties, but was in reasonably good shape. He folded his shirt, setting it on top. His cock was average, his greying pubic hair was neatly clipped.
"This is Frank and he's your next appointment for the day."
"You can'd keep doin dis do me, batard. I have wights! I'm nod some fucking swave!" I was angry and I was going to take it out on him.
Dr. Cornwallis looked at me, angry. "I'm sorry you had to hear that Frank. I'm sorry your appointment will have to be delayed as well. Would you please step outside for a moment? I need to have a word with Mrs. Armbruster."
"Yeah, sure," Frank said softly, putting his pants back on and going out the door.
"Yeah, Frand, youw hab to wade... maybe foreber!", I yelled to his back.
When the door closed, the doctor moved to one of the filing cabinets along the wall beside me and opened a drawer. "I can't believe what I'm hearing," he said softly. "I saved your life. And I gave you a new, wonderful purpose in life, along with being very kind and giving you as much pleasure out of it as I could. And this is how you treat me." He pulled forth a cylindrical object, closed the drawer, and moved beside me. "It's not that I ask for your praises, or even a thank you. But I do ask for your respect."
He twisted the base of the object and it began vibrating.
"A fuging vibwatow? Whad do you indend to do wit dat?" I asked sarcastically. I was suddenly getting scared at what he could and might do to me, though. I was completely helpless and at his mercy. He moved to the end of the bed and gently set the vibrator against my pussy, just holding it against my clit... a very sensitive spot.
"As you can see," he said softly, "the extreme sensitivity of your vagina is both a blessing and a curse for you."
I closed my eyes as the feelings of pleasure roared through my body. It was extremely intense.
"It's a blessing because of the pleasure you will continually receive. Every interaction with a man or woman will be very, very rewarding for you. Like this," he said, pushing the vibrator against my clit until I started cumming.
But even after I came, he didn't remove the vibrator away... and it became even more intense, if that was even possible. Every nerve ending was on fire!
"But... it's also a curse because maybe... just maybe I'll make sure you never, ever stop feeling pleasure. And it will get so... very... bad. So... very... intense."
I was moaning now, begging for him to stop, begging for him to give me a minute to recover
"Pwease!" I moaned. "I can'd..."
"It will get so very bad that you might even completely lose your mind to it. You might just become a mindless object for our use... just a warm-blooded incubation device. A cancer-curing fuck doll."
I could barely even hear what he was saying now as the pleasure built up so fully that I was cumming yet again. I was moaning and groaning loudly now with every pulsing of my pussy.
"Maybe that would be better for me," he continued. "To completely empty your mind of everything but receiving pleasure. Then I wouldn't have to tolerate such insolence."
My entire body was shaking. He still kept the vibrator against my clit, even after cumming two times.
"Pwease!" I begged. "Pwease... stop..."
He seemed to ignore me. "But, I'm not a monster, Mrs. Armbruster. I kept your mind for you... to allow you to remain human."
I was feeling like I was going to pass out from all the stimulation I was receiving. My body was just overloaded with sensations it didn't know how to process. Then suddenly he pulled the vibrator away.
"And for that, Mrs. Armbruster, I'd appreciate a little respect. Do I make myself clear?" he asked sternly.
I was a puddle of flesh in the bed, barely able to move a muscle. "Yet!" I yelled. "Fug! Yet!" I could feel my own spittle running down my cheeks.
"Then I expect your complete cooperation. Or we may have to revisit this... lesson." He stood back from the bed for a moment and just watched me. I was panting, writhing in my bonds. And still my pussy was pulsing. I wanted more... needed more. But I wasn't sure the rest of my body could take it.
The doctor put the vibrator back into the filing cabinet as my breathing returned to a little more normal state. My mind was still reeling from all the stimulation, but I was finally coming back to my senses.
He pressed some buttons on the controller and the bed moved, first up so that it was as if I were standing, and then moving it lower, as if I were kneeling. I knew what that meant. I knew exactly what Frank was going to do first.
"Frank will be back in just a minute. See to it that you respect him, too, as well as every other person in this facility." He stopped at the door, his hand on the knob. "You are going to be here a long time, Mrs. Armbruster. It can be pleasant if you cooperate. Many people donate a lot of money to the cause of curing cancer. Many even give their time. But you should be the most pleased of all. You're giving everything to the cause. You're being fucked for the cure."
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My Sex Education, Part 10
I woke up later in the morning on Saturday... Christmas Eve. From the moment I woke up, my Mom had plans for me. We had a lot of work to do to get all of the decorations out of the garage, set up and decorate the tree, decorate the house, wrap presents, and for her to start her baking. She always was a big baker this time of year.
She knew how much I enjoyed decorating the tree, which was why she waited, but I didn't expect all the other stuff. It's not that I had much to do otherwise, though. It felt nice being home again and spending time with her.
We stopped for lunch and then for dinner. At about 7:00pm, everything seemed to be done and ready for company. She continued baking as I changed into my sleepwear, shorts and t-shirt, plopped down on the couch, and watched some Christmas specials. Around 10pm, I turned off all the lights except the Christmas decorations and turned off the TV. I sat on the couch, just soaking in the Christmas spirit.
Mom came down the stairs at around 10:30pm, dressed in my favorite black, satin robe.
"What do you think, honey?" she asked, walking over the the Christmas tree and fiddling with the decorations a little bit.
"I think it looks pretty good," I said.
"I think so, too." She sat down on the couch near me. "You feeling in the Christmas spirit?"
"Kind of."
"I think this year's tree is better than last year's," she said, looking over all the decorations. "Fuller. You know?"
"Yeah, I think so, too." The tree that she bought last year had some gaps in it, which were hard to cover up. But this year's looked really good. "It took a little work today. Thank you for doing that."
"I like decorating the tree," I said.
"You always did that growing up," she smiled at me, putting her hand on my thigh.
"Yeah. It was one of my favorite things to do at Christmas."
"Can I lay down?" she asked, sitting forward.
"Yeah, sure Mom." I moved my hands and she lay on her back across my legs, resting her head on them, her feet at the end of the couch. I put my hand on her stomach, gently stroking it with my fingertips.
"You tired?" I asked. She'd been working just as hard as I was, if not harder, with all the baking she was doing.
"No, not really," she smiled. "I feel good. I'm excited. It's nice having you home."
We sat like that for a while, just looking at the lights and relaxing.
"It's so quiet," she whispered.
"Yeah," I said. "Christmas Eve." I slid my hand a little higher, until my fingertips were just touching the underside of her breasts as they circled teasingly.
"This is nice," she whispered. "I like being with you like this. Just... cuddling with you."
I covered her breast with my hand, my fingertips finding and teasing her hard, pointed nipple through the very thin fabric of her robe.
She closed her eyes a moment, swallowed, and licked her lips as if the pleasure was getting to her. "Should I... should I put on some Christmas music?"
"No," I said.
"There's still more stuff we need to do before tomorrow," she whispered. "A few more presents to wrap for Evelyn." She grabbed the back of my hand, holding it still on her breast, but didn't try to remove it.
"Nah," I said, looking down at her. "I don't know if I want to do anything else tonight." I pulled my hand from hers and slid it inside her robe, putting it on her bare breast, feeling her bare nipple against my fingers.
She closed her eyes again, moaning a little. "Your hand feels so good on me like that. It's... distracting. It's so warm. I can't believe how excited that makes me. It's like making little tingles in my pussy." I could feel her writhing on the couch and my legs.
"It feels so good," she whispered. "Slowly building me up."
I untied her robe and opened it completely, exposing her whole body to me. She was completely naked underneath, obviously expecting to have some fun.
"Mmhmm," I whispered.
My fingers circled first one nipple, then gently squeezed and tugged on it, before doing the same with her other breast.
"It really does. It really feels good, feeling your fingers circling my nipples... and pinching them like that." I lightly pinched the nipple I was currently teasing. "Yeah, like that. It feels really, really good."
She was writhing even more now and moaning. I knew that I was really getting to her and making her excited.
"How can you make me feel like this?" she asked, looking up at me. "Just... just by touching my breasts. I don't think it's right."
I smiled down at her. "I think it is. I like teasing you."
"But I need to be able to play, too," she said, sitting up. She turned to sit beside me and leaned in to kiss me, passionately. I felt her hands on my shorts, tugging on them, pulling them down enough to get my cock free. Her fingers wrapped around it, slowly stroking it as we kissed.
I brought my hand up to her head, holding her into the kiss, then cupped her cheek. She broke our kiss and turned to kiss my hand and fingers. Her lips found my thumb and let it slide into her mouth and she sucked on it as if it was my cock.
I used my thumb to guide her down, slowly moving her mouth towards my cock. She let my thumb go as soon as my cock was close and began kissing, licking, and sucking the length of my shaft, whimpering as if it was the best thing she could ever do.
She slid the head in and out of her mouth a few times. "You taste so good," she moaned. She sat up and pulled my shorts the rest of the way off, then moved down to kneel on the floor at my feet, sliding me back into her mouth again.
Her mouth felt heavenly... she was definitely the best cocksucker I'd ever had.
She released my cock and stroked it while she licked and sucked my balls, driving me crazy. I moaned suddenly, and she pulled off, giggling, then sucked on my shaft again.
"Oh shit... I want you," she whispered.
"I want you too, Mom," I moaned.
She sat up and slid her robe completely off and tossed it aside. "Oh fuck," she whispered. "Wait... wait... I want to try something." She stood and ran, naked, up the stairs as I sat on the couch, puzzled. I slowly stroked my cock, wishing I'd just get the chance to get off.
When she came back down, she was holding something in her hand, smiling deviously. She definitely had something up her sleeve.
"What's that?" I asked as she slid it onto her head and made a few adjustments for fit.
"It's a camera," she giggled. "I, uh... I want to make a video of me pleasuring you so I can play it back later. You know, when you're gone."
"Seriously?" I asked, surprised that she even came up with this idea.
She giggled, nervously. "Yeah. Kind of my own private little porno."
"What do you want to do?" I asked.
"I don't know," she said. "I don't know what I want. I guess... we'll just... feel it out." She giggled at her own joke.
She touched the headset and I could see a little red light turn on. Then she knelt down on the floor again, taking my cock in her hand.
"You have a nice, really big cock," she said. "And it's definitely getting really, really hard. Is that big, fucking cock all for me?"
"Yeah... all of it," I said.
"You know... this is one of my favorite fantasies... kneeling in front of you, your cock in my hands," she said. "I want to be a big slut for you. I want to worship every fucking inch of your cock."
She held my cock up, looking at it while licking her lips.
"Oh, God... such a tease," I moaned.
"Mmm... I want it," she said. "I'll be such a good girl. I just need your cock."
She grabbed the bottle of lube that I hadn't seen her bring and almost expertly flicked it open with her thumb. She lifted the bottle and dribbled it onto the head of my cock, then slid her hand down over it, distributing it all along my shaft.
"Oh my God... that's nice," she said. "Let me get right where I need to be." She slid between my legs and sat back on her heels as she continued stroking me.
"Oh yeah," she whispered. "Such a nice cock. Oh... that's it... that's a good boy. Your cock feels so good in my hands.
"Mmm," I grunted, feeling the pleasure she generated moving all through me.
"You like it when mommy makes you feel good?" she asked.
"God yes," I moaned. "It's fucking amazing."
"This is kind of weird, if I think about it," she giggled, "filming us like this. But I like it. I'm going to finger my pussy so much watching this over and over. You have no idea."
"I just don't understand where you got the camera from," I said.
She smiled up at me. "You'll find out," she said. "Oooh... I love how hard your cock gets."
She changed her stroking slightly, giving me different pleasures, making me grunt and lift my hips.
"Mmm... you like it when I twist my hand like that?" she asked.
"Mmhmm... that's good," I grunted.
"I love how excited I make you," she said, smiling. "You want me to squeeze a little harder?"
"Uh huh... just a little," I hissed.
"You like my tits hanging here like this?" she asked. She moved a little, getting her breasts even closer to my shaft. "You like looking at my tits?"
"Oh... fuck... you have the best tits ever," I moaned appreciatively.
She moved her breasts even closer, rubbing my cock over them, especially her nipples. "Oooh, that feels so good. This is so hot. I love feeling your cock on my tits."
"Uh huh... it feels really good," I moaned.
"Yeah... you like that?" she asked. I could only grunt my affirmative. "God, it's teasing me as much as it's teasing you," she said, swirling the head around her nipple. "That feels good. I bet you want to fuck mommy's tits, don't you?"
"Fuck... yeah, I'd love that," I grunted.
"Oh... that's it," she said, using both hands to stroke my cock now. "Nice and slow. This is so hot. My pussy is so wet."
She giggled as her index finger made circles over the head of my cock. "Mmm... I love seeing your precum dribble out like that." She gathered it on her fingertip then rubbed it with her thumb. "Look at that. So hot."
"Oh my God," I moaned. "You're killing me."
She giggled as she started stroking faster, the hand at the top twisting around the head with every stroke.
"Oh yeah... that's it, that's it," she giggled. "Oh God your cock's so fucking big and so hard. You like that, don't you? When I stroke you like this?"
"Yeah," I hissed.
"Mmm... are you gonna cum for mommy?"
"Uh huh... it's close."
"Mmm... such a beautiful cock," she said. "My son's beautiful cock."
I moaned and my body shook for a second as she hit a sensitive spot. I really was close to cumming and I was panting.
"I want your cum," she said. "Yeah, that's it. Yeah, give it to me. I want to feel your hot cum all over my fucking face. I want you to cover me with it. It feels so, so good on my skin."
I moaned. "Fuck... really close."
"Show me what a good fucking job I did," she said, moving her hand fast, her face so close to my cock now as she anticipated my orgasm. "Your little cock slut. I deserve it."
Her face was right there as I looked down at her. Her hand moving rapidly, giving me some incredible pleasure, driving me towards my orgasm. And it had been too long, so I knew it was going to be a good one.
"Oh fuck," I hissed and felt my body contract, felt my cock erupt sending my cum out over her face, neck, and chest.
"Mmhmm... yes," she said excitedly as she felt each spurt splash on her skin. "More, more, more. Mmm... that's so fucking amazing. Best son ever."
When my cock finished erupting, she sucked on the head, trying to get all the cum out of me, then stood, giggling. Her face, neck, and chest looked absolutely drenched with my cum and it started oozing down her body. She quickly moved over to a wall-hung mirror and turned her face left and right, trying to record my painting.
She turned towards me, giggling, scooping my cum into her hungry mouth. "Oh... that's the best Christmas present ever."
She came over and sat on my lap, facing me, and kissed me.
"I really needed that," I admitted. "Something's going on with Sydney. She seems upset all the time and our sex life is going to shit."
"That sounds horrible, baby," she said, concerned. "Do you think she's cheating on you?"
I thought for a moment since I hadn't thought about that before. She did have a lot of alone time and did seem to be spending a lot of extra time at work lately.
"I dunno," I admitted. "Maybe. She wants us to move closer... because of her grandparents. Their health isn't too good right now."
"Are you ok with that?"
"Yeah... I mean... I guess," I said. I wasn't sure how to take it, to tell you the truth. "I'll have to find another job I guess."
"Well, I, for one, will be happy that I'll be able to see you more often," she said, kissing me again. "Then you can help me with my work."
"Now that you mention it... where are you working?" I asked.
She smiled at me. "Well, your dad meant well, but he didn't know he was going to pass so soon. So... he didn't really set aside enough to care for me. His life insurance won't last more than five or six years. So... I thought I better find a job."
"Ok," I said, still waiting for a clear answer.
"I met a man online who told me about this website where I can make money from home," she said. "Granted, I was skeptical at first, but... I realized I could really do this."
"A website?" I asked. "Selling what exactly?"
She smiled. "Me. The website is called 'MILF POV'," she said.
"What the fuck, Mom? A porn site?" I asked, getting a little upset.
"Oh calm down," she said. "I know that you look at those sites of women masturbating and stuff. Do you even realize how much money I can make?"
"But... you just can't..." I was having a hard time wrapping my head around the whole thing. My own mother, at fifty two, was getting into porn.
"It's not like I'm getting in with some sleazy production company or anything... or even having strange guys fuck me," she said. "I just do it by myself, in my own house. It's just what I needed."
I shook my head, still not sure about the whole thing. "What does that have to do with me?"
She smiled and kissed me. "Well... to make the really good money, I need to make videos with a guy or woman... point-of-view style. I want you to be that guy."
"Are you kidding?" I asked. "The last thing I want is to plaster my face all over the internet having sex with my own mom."
"Calm down," she said. "It's a point-of-view video. No one will even see your face. You'll be wearing the camera on your head."
"Still..." I fumed. "What kind of videos?"
"Like... blowjobs... fucking... that kind of thing," she said. "Some of the girls put a story line to it, too. They get pretty fucking creative if you ask me. The other option I'm exploring is getting a younger woman to work with me. Some of the women have done it. There's this one woman, twenty two or so, that's been asking to do videos. I guess she's creating her own site and wants to draw some people to her."
"A woman... like... you would have sex with a woman?" I was having a hard time with this. My Mom had made so many changes in her life and and changes in who I thought she was that I couldn't keep up.
"The women said it added a huge boost to their income... over night," she said, smiling, looking pretty excited by that prospect of booth boosting her income... and fucking some sexy, young woman.
"But... I mean... have you even been with a woman before?" I was dumbfounded that she was so nonchalant about the whole thing. I had never in a million years thought that my Mom was bisexual.
"No... I mean a little when I was a teenager, but nothing that went very far," she said. "Just a little kissing really. But that'll just make the video more realistic, though. A first-timer thing. And you can help with that, too, by holding the video camera."
I looked down, shaking my head in bewilderment. This was so hard to believe.
"So?" she asked, redirecting my attention to her. "What do you think? Will you help me?"
I was still stunned.
"If you want, we can get on the computer and I'll show you what the videos look like," she said, at least giving me something to cling to. "My name is Midnyte Leigh if you want to check out my site."
"Ok, ok... I guess I'll check it out," I said.
"Well, before I let you do that... I was wondering if I could make another video... like the last one... just for me," she smiled, getting off my lap and sitting on the couch beside me. "I'd love it if you'd lick my pussy."
She was smiling so deviously and, I had to admit, I was still pretty turned on. When she spread her legs and touched herself, my mouth instantly watered.
"Go on... get on your knees," she said. "Give mommy a couple orgasms before bedtime."
I slid to the floor on my knees and crawled up between her legs. I watched her tap the headset again and watched the little light turn red as the recording began.
She raised her leg in the air and slid her hand from her ankle up. "I want you to lick... up my leg... starting at the arch... all the way up my thigh... and slide your tongue over my pussy."
I held her foot gently in my hands and started licking up her leg, slowly moving higher and higher... licking and kissing all along the route.
"Yeah, baby, now... kiss and lick mommy's pussy," she whispered as I started to lick her labia. She was shivering below me she was so exited. Her pussy was already drooling.
"God you taste so good," I whispered between licks.
"Come on, I know you know how to use that tongue," she said softly. "Right on my clit. That's right... lick it... kiss it. Yeah... you've done this before."
I'd done this plenty of times, to her and several other women. She was the one that taught me the most about it, though, giving me many tips on how to tease and then please her so easily. I licked her clit, just as she'd shown me many years ago.
"Does that feel good?" I asked.
"Oh, that's perfect, baby. That's right... suck on it a little bit," she moaned. "A little suction... a little tongue. Mmm... yeah... fuck... uh huh.... uh huh... right there. That's right... suck... suck... right there. Fuck! You're so good at that."
"I can't help it, you taste so good," I said. "I want you to fucking cum in my mouth." I strummed my tongue across her clit, then trapped it between my lips and sucked on it, just as she'd shown me, making her shiver with pleasure. Feeling that she was ready to cum, I slid two fingers inside her and curled them, swiping them over her G-spot.
"Oooh," she groaned loudly, and I knew she was going to cum for me. "Yeah... oh... oh... fuck!... Yes!"
She grabbed my head with both her hands and pulled my mouth harder into her pussy as she humped my face. She was a super hot firecracker when she came for me and I loved her for it. She came hard, drenching my lips and chin with her juices.
"Oh my God! Your pussy just creamed all over my face," I laughed softly, gently licking her juices, deftly avoiding her super-sensitive clit.
"Oh... good job, baby," she said as she pushed me away, breathing hard. "That was so fucking good. But guess what? That's only the first." She let go of my head again and tapped her pussy with her index finger. "It's still so sensitive. You remember how to keep me going, right?"
"Oh, yeah... I remember, mommy."
It was time to start round two.
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The hot water splashed into the bathtub, forming bubbles as Emmanuelle sat back against the cool porcelain, letting her toes dance in the spray. The water grew deeper and deeper as she slowly spread the suds over her body. It was her 10:00am ritual and she always enjoyed her time in the bathtub.
The window was open above her, the light, filtered through the large oak tree from the neighbors yard, streamed in. The air was still cool for an early summer morning. But she wanted it that way... she wanted it open. For him.
"Are you touching yourself?" she asked no one, as her hands slid over her breasts, her fingertips quickly circling and pinching her hard nipples. "Mmm... I hope so. I imagine you have a nice, big cock."
You know that feeling... like someone's watching you? For some people, it could be scary. For others, it's exciting. But for Emmanuelle... it gave her butterflies. It excited her. Knowing there was someone out there watching her... was a big turn-on. Especially when she knew it was her son.
Every morning, at just about 10:00am, Vince snuck out the back door, down the little path on the side of the house between the neighbor's privacy fence and his house, and hid, waiting for her. The bathroom window was at the perfect height for him to surreptitiously peer inside to see her naked body.
She knew she should feel guilty for her feelings, but... she really didn't. They almost seemed natural to her. And her feelings for him had only grown in recent years as he became a man and as, over the past year, her husband had pulled away from her, becoming increasingly distant and unwilling to be intimate with her.
She was frustrated and unwilling to fight against her sexual needs and desires. If she got excited by Vince watching her, masturbating to her, then so be it. She wanted it. She wanted someone to desire her that badly.
She was going to encourage it.
"You're such a bad boy," Emmanuelle giggled. "But you are a handsome young man." She turned off the water and used her hands to lift water and bubbles to her chest, neck, and shoulders, letting it flow down her body.
Since that very first time she caught him peeping on her, she knew she had to have it again and again. She masturbated in the bathtub, knowing he was watching her. There was something about his presence that aroused her. And, every time, she came like she never came before.
She lifted her loofah and swiped it first down one arm and then the next, letting the soapy water clean and refresh her skin, letting the oils soften it. Then she lay back, relaxing, letting her hand stray between her legs, to slide her fingertips over her clit in a lazy circle.
She could feel his eyes on her. When she slid her finger inside her, she imagined it was his. When she rubbed her clit, she pictured it was his strong, firm tongue massaging it. Many times she imagined confronting him, letting him know that she could see him, that she knew he was there. She dreamt of him joining her in her bathroom or in her bed. But she never did. What if she scared him? What if he only liked to look at her... or desire her... from a distance, behind the glass of her bathroom window?
She moaned softly, her pussy feeling so electrified. "I hope you're enjoying this... spying on me... as much as I am," she said to the air. "I don't mind you looking at me. In fact... I enjoy it very much. It turns me on that you jerk off while watching me... thinking about me. I've seen how you look at my tits. Do you fantasize about cumming on them? Mmm... I wish I could see you cum for me... watch you cum all over my tits. My pussy is so wet just thinking about it. And for a woman my age, that's a compliment."
She sat in the corner, on the edge of the tub, and put her legs on the cool porcelain to hold her up. Her hand returned between her legs, rubbing her engorged, sensitive clit once again, pinching and rolling it between her fingers, and pulling her swollen labia.
"You like watching me play with my pussy?" she panted, not expecting an answer. "Just think about putting your hard dick right inside there. Right in my wet pussy. God, it's so sensitive right now... it feels so good."
She thought she could hear him breathing harder, thought she could her him moaning. And that excited her more. Oh, if she could only hear him cum for her.
"Oh... yes... oh my God... I'm so close," she panted, her fingers moving faster. Her free hand squeezed her breast, pinching and pulling at her swollen nipple. "Pinch my nipples... yes... it makes me cum so hard."
She thought she heard him gasp, as if he saw her and could barely control himself. "Are you gonna cum? Yeah?" she asked, easily sliding two fingers inside herself and slapping her clit as she thrust inside again and again. "Cum all over that pussy. Cum all over mommy's pussy."
She knew her body well. Her hands were experienced and it was easy to bring herself to orgasm. But with his image in her mind, an image of his hand squeezing her breast, of his fingers tugging and pulling on her nipples so teasingly, of his tongue lapping and sucking her clit so perfectly, she threw herself over the edge.
"Yeah... yes! Fuck! I'm cumming!" Her body shook, her legs barely able to hold her up as her pussy spasmed so wonderfully. Her clit was still on fire as she stepped away from the tub and started draining it, toweling off while looking at herself in the mirror. She dared not look at the window and see him... he'd be scared off for sure.
She turned to walk out the door, the towel held loosely in her hand. Her bare body his to see as he wished. "Oh... that was good. I'll see you tomorrow sweetie."
*****
Emmanuelle stood at the kitchen sink, idly looking out the bay window into their dark back yard as she scrubbed the dinner pan. Her nipples were hard, little points in her shirt as she wondered if he was there in the dark, watching her, cock in hand, jerking off.
Every scrub she made, every circle of the sponge, made her breasts jiggle just perfectly, making her nipples rub against the fabric of her blouse. They were so hard. She wished she could give them some attention. Her pussy, too, was demanding some attention and had been for some time now. She wished she'd get ANY attention, especially from her husband. But it wasn't happening.
"Have you seen Vince," her husband Daniel asked as he walked in. "His fucking car's in the driveway, so I know he's here somewhere."
"What's wrong honey?" she asked, drying her hands and tossing the towel onto the counter.
"You know what's wrong," he said, obviously upset. "Have you seen him around?"
"Vince? I saw him earlier," she said. While she hoped he was in the back yard or in the dining room peering around the wall, watching her, fantasizing about her, even jacking off to her, she really didn't know where he was. "He's probably getting ready to go to work or something."
Daniel shook his head. "As long as he's not out there perving on people. You especially. Someone's going to end up calling the cops and it might just be me."
"Hey... come on," she said, trying to calm him down. "You're overreacting."
"Am I?" he asked, his anger flaring. "We don't need some creepy-ass kid walking around spying on people... spying on you in your private time. It's obscene."
"Baby... he's just a kid," she said calmly, trying not to get into yet another fight.
"He's nineteen!" he said. "He's a fucking man and should act like one. And you know how horny he is. Wear a fucking bra for crying-out-loud. No one can miss those goddamed nipples."
She looked at him, shocked. "He's hardly a man," she said, shaking her head. "You weren't that mature when you were nineteen. Besides, it's not like he's actually going to see anything anyway." Her anger was starting to build. She needed to be fucked so badly and her husband wasn't doing it. And he was complaining about the only thing that was currently giving her any pleasure at all. "No one sees anything right now. You haven't touched me in months!"
"Really Em?" he said, shocked that she went there. "You know I'm having medical problems. And every couple goes through a rut. It ain't fucking fair to bring this up every time we argue."
"I don't care about that!" she yelled agrilly. "You can't blame everything on your fucking limp dick. I deserve intimacy. And you still have ten fingers, a mouth, and a tongue. Maybe you should use those once in a while."
Daniel shook his head and threw up his hands. "I can't deal with this shit right now." He turned and grabbed his suitcase. "My flight leaves in two hours. I have to go." He walked to the front door, rolling his suitcase behind him.
"Yeah... right," she said, still needing an outlet for her anger and frustration. "Coward. Just what you always do. Run."
"I'll call you when I get to the hotel," he said as he opened the door and left.
"That's how it's gonna be, huh?" she said more softly. "Yeah." Then she looked up at the ceiling and raised her voice, hoping that Vince would hear, too. "I guess I'll have to just take care of myself then."
*****
It was a difficult night for her as she lay in bed. The windows were open, letting in the soft, cool night breeze, but it wasn't cooling her down. Her body was on fire and needed something... anything. Or maybe anyone.
She wondered idly if Vince was outside her window, looking in or listening to her. Would he hear her moans? Would he hear her cum? She hoped so.
She turned on her wand vibrator, set it to its highest setting, and put it against her clit. It wasn't what she needed, but it would have to do. At least for now. And the sudden shock of the powerful vibrations drove her quickly to the edge.
And in that moment, she began hatching a plan. An deviant, incestuous plan that could end her marriage. But as she thought through each step, fantasizing about what could happen, she grew more and more excited, and more sure that she was going to do it.
She exploded in orgasm as she imagined Vince exploding on her that first time, his cum spraying over her chest, abdomen, and pussy with its ropes of white stickiness as he knelt between her legs, his head thrown back from the intense pleasure.
*****
At 10:00am the next morning, Emmanuelle walked into her bathroom full of energy and a desire to put her plan in motion. She walked to the tub and turned on the water, stopping the drain and dribbling some of the bubble bath into it once the water temperature was just right.
She turned towards the mirror and began to slowly take off her robe, enjoying the sight of her naked body in the image. She lay the robe aside and palmed her breasts as she watched herself, slightly pinching and pulling her nipples. That was always what got her excited the fastest. She loved having her nipples played with.
When the tub was about half full, she stepped into it and, as always, leaned back against the cool porcelain, letting her feet play in the spray of water. She lifted water and bubbles to her arms, shoulders, and chest, enjoying the bubbly heat as it dribbled down her body.
"This bubble bath makes my skin so soft," she said, hoping Vince was just outside the open window as he always was. "And the hot water feels so good. Today we're gonna make it feel really, really good. You and me... we're gonna take our time. And we're going to tease ourselves."
She giggled. "I'm going to definitely tease you. Oh yeah... and we're both going to cum so hard. But we're in no rush. We're going to go slow and make it feel so... fucking... good."
She lifted one leg out of the water and put it on the edge of the tub to help spread her legs wider. One hand went directly to her sensitive clit, while the other continued to tease her nipple.
"I just want to make your dick nice and hard," she moaned. "It turns me on so much to know you're watching me right now. Watching me... with that fat dick in your hand. I wish I could see you right now... stroking that cock... while you watch me be a naughty little slut today."
She envisioned her young, virile son, peering in the window, his pants down around his knees, his hard, long dick in his hand as he stroked it. He would be practically drooling over her, watching her masturbate, watching her body undulate in the hot water just a few feet away.
"Just nice and slow... up and down," she said softly, imaging his hand slowing down to the pace she dictated. She imagined him being so ready to cum that it frustrated him to go that slow, but he reluctantly complied, groaning. "I can just imagine that hard cock in your hand. I know what you want to do with that dick. Do you know how horny it makes me? Knowing that you want to fuck me? Do you know how wet it makes my little cunt knowing that you're there, watching me? Knowing that you want to stick that cock right in my little pussy. Or maybe in my mouth? It turns me on so much."
She slipped her other hand beneath the water, under her leg and cupped her ass. She squeezed her cheek before sliding her fingers deeper, along the crack, until they reached her tight little asshole. With just her middle finger she circled it, teasingly, feeling the pleasure radiate through her.
"So don't you stop stroking as you watch me," she said, smiling up at the window. She thought she could see the top of his head over the sill. "It makes me so horny just knowing that you're there right now. Touching that cock just for me. My nipples are so hard... and so sensitive. I can almost feel your hands on them right now... and all over my fucking body."
She was panting and sweating. The hot water was bad enough, but touching herself and thinking about her son was making her body boil. She slid the tip of her middle finger into her ass as her fingers swirled over her clit rapidly. The dual sensations were almost too much for her.
"Oh.... oh God... my pussy is so fucking wet." She groaned loudly as she pulled her hands away, afraid that she was going to make herself cum. She was tired of that, tired of making herself cum. Today was going to be different. She was breathing heavy as she pushed herself up and stood in the tub. She grabbed her large, fluffy towel and dried herself off before stepping out and opening the drain to let the water out.
The tile was cool beneath her feet as she slowly walked out the bathroom door and into her bedroom. She was hoping Vince was still watching her. He could easily move to her bedroom window next, easily find a hiding place near one of these windows to peer through.
She slowly walked to her dresser, swaying her hips seductively, and opened one of the small, top drawers. She fingered through the lacy material of her panties, looking for just the right pair and pulled them out, setting them on the top of the dresser. Then she opened another drawer, this one filled with various lingerie pieces. She fingered them quickly and pulled out a black lace babydoll, with a plunging neckline and very low-cut back. It was one of her favorites, bought a year ago when she was still trying to entice Daniel.
She took the two items and walked to the bed, setting them on top of the comforter. Slowly, she slid the panties up her legs and adjusted them, making sure they were snug around her swollen pussy and that the G-string in back was nicely centered in her ass. Then she slid into the babydoll, adjusting it over her ample 44-D breasts. They were a sagging now, as she grew older, and her hips were larger than she would have liked, but she still thought she looked sexy.
She adjusted the cups of the babydoll over her breasts, each filling the cup completely. Each cup was translucent, showing just a little of her very hard nipple through it. The rest of the material was see-through, showing her stomach and hips, showing her panties beneath it. She looked in the full-length mirror on the closet door and turned first to the right, then to the left, liking what she saw.
She walked to the windows and opened one, looking out. She didn't see Vince and there wasn't much else there, just the privacy fence and the top of the neighbors house. But she hoped... she thought for sure that Vince was there.
"I know you're out there Vince," she said. "It's time to be an adult about this. You can't keep peeping in the bushes. Besides, you got to see me. It's only fair that I get to see you, too." She waited, hoping to hear something to know that she wasn't just talking to the window. "I'm waiting for you."
She moved back to the bed and sat on the edge, waiting for him. It seemed like it was taking forever and she was beginning to think her plan was ruined, until she heard movement from her bathroom. Then footsteps and Vince appeared in the doorway, looking at her. His face showed everything that she wanted when he saw what she was wearing, desire and excitement... lust... want... and need.
He was wearing sweatpants and the front was tented obscenely. She smiled, knowing just how much she was going to enjoy this.
"Hello, Vince," she said, smiling.
"Hi... mom."
"Vince, Vince, Vince... were you outside my window?" she asked playfully and accusingly.
"I was... uh... I saw some trash had blown over there... and was just picking it up," he said quickly, as if thinking on his feet. "I swear."
"Uh huh," she smiled. "I'm surprised your father didn't scare you enough the last time he caught you peeping on me. You know he was so... so angry."
"I wasn't..." Vince protested, not wanting to get into trouble again.
"He is right you know," she interrupted him, standing and walking over until she was right in front of him. "You are a little old to be acting like this." She crossed her arms under her breasts, lifting them for his viewing pleasure. "Spying on women without their consent can get you in a lot of trouble."
"I'm... I'm not just spying on any women," he said, hoping she'd understand why he was doing what he was doing. "I'm not running around the neighborhood or anything. It's... it's just you."
"Oh, so that's supposed to make me feel better?" she asked, laughing.
"I'm not some creep... and I'm not a pervert."
"Why do you spy on me, Vince?" she asked, cocking her head to one side waiting for some kind of legitimate excuse.
"Because... because I... I want you," he admitted softly.
"Well isn't that a sweet sentiment," she said. "But I'm your mother.... and I'm a married woman."
"And... and I know he can't get it up any more and he doesn't please you," he said. "That's insane. I would treat you so much better... so much better than he does."
"Whether he can get it up or not, we're still married, and you're still my son," she said. "It's wrong for you to look at me like that and it's wrong for me to do anything about it. But," she said, pausing for effect. "I'm sure you're wondering why I called you in. Let's have a talk, heart to heart. And... let's make a deal."
"A deal?" he asked, sounding skeptical, yet hopeful. "What kind of deal?"
"A deal that we'll both benefit from," she said softly. "I'm not getting any action as I think you know. You have to be picking up on that. And I notice you, a young man like yourself, keeping in shape, looking great. So I thought I'd have this little talk with you to get a little... arrangement going... a little fun."
She ran her hands over her body, squeezing her breasts and pulling her nipples. "I mean, it's a shame to have this hot, sexy body go to waste. Don't you think? I'll give you something you've never had before."
Vince looked at her, dumbfounded as he watched everywhere her hands went, watched her tease all of her erogenous zones. His mouth was dry and he licked his lips.
"Just this once," she said, "I'll let you eat my pussy. You'll get a lovely snack, I'll get a nice little orgasm and then everything will go back to normal. Do you understand?"




"Yes mommy," Vince nodded excitedly, unable to believe his luck.
"Ok... good," she said. "Your father will not know anything about this of course. Right?"
Vince was barely listening any more, his mind filled with visions of his mom, naked, before him, getting fucked by him.
"Nod if you understand," she said, grabbing his chin to redirect his mind to her. Vince nodded slowly. "Good. If he finds out, my marriage is over. And you'll probably wind up in a ditch somewhere after he beats you half to death. So... no word about this... to anyone."
"No... I won't say a word!" Vince said quickly.
Emmanuelle smiled and took a step back. "Don't I look cute in this? Oh, look at you. You want to have some fun don't you? I can tell. You're already excited. You must like what you see, huh?"
"Yeah," he mumbled. "You're... incredible."
"You like my new little outfit?" she asked turning this way and that as her hands roamed over her body. "My sexy new lingerie? I thought you might. I think it frames everything so nicely. You like how my big tits look for you in this?"
"Oh fuck... your breasts are amazing," he said, looking at them lustfully. It was the closest he'd ever been to them and, even though they were slightly hidden behind the translucent black material, he could still make out details that excited him.
"Aw... so proper and polite," she said, stepping towards him. "I've always liked that about you. But now's not the time for manners." She grabbed his head with both hands and pulled his face into her cleavage, sliding it over her breasts.
"Yeah... worship these big tits... worship them like you never will again." She pulled the bra cups down under her breasts and pushed her nipples into his mouth, first one then the other, enjoying the feel of his lips catching them. "Just... suck 'em up in your mouth. God you make my nipples so hard. Yes... that's what I want. That's what you want, too. I know. Don't be shy.
Vince was in heaven as he sucked her hard nipple into his mouth. Then he released it and circled his tongue around it, bathing it with his saliva. It was so hard and pointed and fit perfectly between his lips. He'd longed for this for so long.
"Oh, yeah, suck on my tits," Emmanuelle moaned, one hand holding his head to her breast, the other starting to slide down his hard, young body. When she reached his pants, she grabbed his cock in her hand, squeezing it and feeling its length. "Oh my God yes! Your cock is so hard."
"Is it ok?" he asked, unsure of himself.
"Mmm... it's perfect. It'll do just fine. But," she said, laying back on the bed and spreading her legs. "I need you to lick my pussy, baby." Her fingers moved down her body and slid between her thighs, stroking up the inside of each thigh, until her fingers met at her pussy.
"You've been so good to me," she said. "I would even call you my biggest fan. So now, let's both get what we want." She pulled her panties aside, baring her pussy to him, her lips engorged, full, and open. She slid her fingers through her lips, getting them wet. Then she held her fingers up towards him, the wet digits shining in the light.
He watched as her fingers slowly moved towards his lips and suddenly contacted them. He let them slide between them, tasting her pussy juices for the first time.
"Taste me, baby. Taste mommy's pussy. Like?" she asked.
"Mmhmm," he moaned softly, licking and sucking on each digit.
"There's a lot more where that came from," she smiled, licking her lips.
Vince crawled up onto the bed between her legs and kissed her thighs, moving closer and closer to her wet center. He grabbed her panties from her hand, holding them away, as he bent forward and licked her for the very first time.
"Oh mommy," he moaned softly, tasting her as he licked between her folds again and again.
"Oh my God," she whispered as she sat up on her elbows to watch him.
"You taste so good."
"Mmm... That's right, baby... enjoy," she said, feeling her body get more and more excited as she watched his tongue slash at her pussy. "I deserve to be worshipped, you know? And I know you want to worship me."
Vince slid higher, slashing his tongue over her clit and flicking it from beneath, making her body tremble.
"Oh... that feels so good," she moaned. "I love how you suck my clit. Oh that's good."
Vince slid a finger into her pussy, sliding it in and out as he continued licking her.
"Fuck! That's exactly what I need," she moaned loudly. "Your fingers feel so good. Oh my God! Your father never does that... your father never does that with his tongue. You really love licking my pussy, don't you?"
"Mmm... yeah," he moaned between licks.
"You make my pussy so fucking wet, baby," she hissed, feeling her body getting so close to her orgasm. "Oh you love my pussy... my creamy pussy. That makes your dick so hard in your pants, doesn't it."
"Yeah... I'm so hard," he whispered, then noisily sucked her clit into his mouth again.
"Fuck baby!" she hissed, her body tensing as she pushed her hips up into his mouth. "Yes! Don't stop, baby... don't stop! Ohhh yes! Fuck!"
She grabbed his head with both hands, holding him in place as she screamed in ecstasy, her pussy gushing as she came.
"Mmm, baby, that was so good," she whispered as she came down from her orgasm. "You're the best." She sat up and kissed him, tasting her juices on his lips. "Go to bed now, baby. Your dad is going to call soon."
She was going to admonish him and tell him to stop peeping on her. She was going to tell him that things had to go back to normal now.
But she couldn't. She didn't want things to go back to normal. She loved how much he wanted her.
"Oh... uh... ok," Vince said, feeling a little rejected. He glanced back at her as he walked out her bedroom door. He was going to have a really good masturbation session tonight.
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Emmanuelle was wearing one of the smallest bikinis she owned as she spread her towel over the lounge chair in the back yard. She looked up at the beautiful blue sky, the sun shining down on her, beginning to warm her skin. She slid out of her flimsy coverup and laid it on the other chair, then sat down on her lounger.
"Wow... such a nice day," she said as she grabbed her spray bottle of suntan oil. She sprayed it over her legs, stomach, chest, and arms, rubbing it into her skin, making her body shine in the intense light.
She payed special attention to her chest, sliding the oil over the bare skin around her small suit. She knew Vince was watching her again... he always watched her... so she played it up just a little more than necessary. She sprayed a little oil on her thighs and spread them wide to glide over the skin of her inner thighs, sliding so close to her pussy. Her fingers slid along the edge of her extremely small bikini bottoms, grazing the edge of her outer labia.
"Vince baby?" she called playfully, "Are you watching?" Her fingertips were teasing both her breasts and pussy as they slid along the edge of her bikini, slightly sliding underneath the thin material.
"Uh... yeah," Vince said, stepping out from behind one of the bushes. She didn't know how long he'd been out here, just waiting for her, but was happy to see he hadn't changed.
"Are you spying on your mother?" she ask teasingly, smiling, her hands still stroking her sensitive flesh.
"A little bit... sorry," he said.
She giggled. She knew he wasn't sorry. And she knew he wasn't going to stop spying on her. But, that was ok. She loved it. She loved teasing him, touching herself all the while knowing he was watching her. She excited him... which in turn excited her.
"That's ok," she smiled at him. "Listen, why don't you make yourself useful and put this on my back... please." She held the spray bottle out for him.
Vince walked the twenty feet from the bush to her and took the bottle from her hand. "Okay, I can do that."
Emmanuelle smiled seductively at him, lay back on the lounger, and turned onto her stomach. "It's such a lovely day. I just want to make sure I get a nice tan and not burn."
Vince laid one of the cushions from another chair on the ground and knelt down beside her lounger. He sprayed the oil over her back and started rubbing it in, massaging her muscles as he went.
"Oooh! That feels really good," she moaned softly.
"That's ok?"
"Yeah... very ok... ah... yeah," she moaned.
"Wow," he whispered, looking over her nearly naked body, making her giggle. "Um... Dad's still gone?" His hands moved to her lower back, spreading the suntan oil and caressing her skin.
"Yes. He's still at his stupid conference," she whispered, her eyes closed as she enjoyed having his hands all over her body.
"He works all the time."
"Tell me about it," she said. "He's never here to take care of me and my needs." She smacked her own ass, making it jiggle a little as he watched. "Now, don't forget the booty."
"Really?" Vince asked, surprised. He couldn't believe that she was letting him touch her like this.
"Yeah, I want to tan all over," she said, her eyes still closed. "That's why I'm out here silly."
"Ok." Vince sprayed the oil on her ass and began massaging each glorious cheek.
"I love having these moments to spend in peace."
"Wow," Vince whispered again, his hand gliding over her ass cheeks and then gently squeezing them. Emmanuelle giggled at his near innocence. "I can't believe I'm doing this right now."
"I need you to put oil where I can't reach," she said, wiggling her hips to make her ass move in his hands. "You wouldn't want mommy to get a sunburn now would you? Especially somewhere... delicate."
"No... of course not. But you know dad would kill me if he saw me doing this."
"Oh... you're just helping your mommy out," she said. "Nothing wrong with that. Don't even worry about him... just rub that oil in real good."
Vince gulped. 'Real good' she said. He moved his hands over and around all the exposed flesh he could, even gliding down a little into her butt crack, although the string from her small bathing suit blocked much of it. "You like that?" he asked.
Emmanuelle giggled. "Mmhmm." She loved having her ass played with. And she loved how much her boy enjoyed her.
"Wow... you have an amazing ass," he said softly.
She giggled. "Thank you, baby. Your hands feel so good on my body."
"Yeah?
"You know what?" she asked, turning over in the chair. "I think you should get the front as well. Don't you?"
Vince gulped as he got a close up look at her near naked body, her large breasts, her shaved pussy. Both were barely hidden by the small, thin swimsuit. He'd seen both naked before... but this felt different. It felt even more intimate somehow. "Ok."
Emmanuelle sat up on her elbows. "Just make sure you get everything well."
Vince sprayed her stomach and began rubbing it in. "Yeah..." he shook his head at how open and absurd this was. "This is crazy."
She looked over his trim, muscular body, the front of his shorts tented. "Are you... uh... getting a little excited over there?"
Vince blushed, embarrassed. "Yeah."
She smiled, enjoying how much she was able to so easily tease him. "I know you want to see my big boobs, don't you? I see you staring at them all the time. You ready for this?" She smiled as she grabbed the inner edge of the cups of her bikini. "Here you go baby." She pulled the cups aside, exposing her breasts to him. "Maybe you should put oil on them, too, while you're at it." She lay back again, closing her eyes for a moment.
"Um... ok," he whispered. He hesitated for a moment, but then sprayed her chest and started gliding his hands lightly over her breasts. At first he tried to treat them like the rest of her body, but as he became more excited and more bold, he began massaging them, squeezing them, and gliding over and around her already-hard nipples, pinching them between his fingers.
"There you go," she whispered, moaning a little. She opened her eyes and looked at him. "I like your hands on me, baby. They feel really good. You're doing a really good job."
"God, your breasts are so nice," he whispered as he squeezed them once more and let her flesh pull free until he pinched and pulled just her nipples.
"Fuck! Thank you, baby," she groaned and smiled, his pinching sending electric shocks straight to her pussy. "Oh, and, can get my inner thighs too?"
"Yeah?" he asked, embarrassed once again. God, this was more than he'd ever dreamed. He sprayed the oil onto her thighs and began massaging it in, sliding between her legs, his hands getting so close to her pussy.
"I want to make sure it's an even tan," she giggled. Her eyes trailed down his body as he rubbed her thighs, the tenting in his pants was even worse. God he was hard... so hard... for her. She reached over and grabbed his dick through his shorts and started stroking it. Vince jumped at the contact, surprised that she touched him. "Maybe I should help you out. What do you think?"
"Um... yeah," he whispered, feeling the pleasure well up quickly.
"Kiss me," she said, and he bent over and kissed her. Her hand grabbed the back of his neck, holding him firmly as her mouth explored his for a moment.
"Now... stand up," she said, releasing him. "Let me see." She released his cock so that he could stand as she sat up on the edge of the lounger, facing him. She smiled up at him, deviously, before looking at the tenting in his shorts once again. "I want to watch you jerk off to me."
He looked at her, shocked. "But, mommy, I..."
She interrupted him, looking up at him again. "Oh, go ahead. Pull it out. Let me see it."
He hesitated a moment, but then grabbed the front of his shorts, unbuttoned them, and pulled them down along with his underwear, kicking them aside. His cock bobbed in front of him, and she looked at it, smiling appreciatively.
"Oh, look at you... already rock hard," she said. "Oh my God... look how big you are already. Oh... stroke it... please... stroke up and down that shaft."
Vince, again, hesitated a moment, but then wrapped his hand around his shaft and began stroking it.
"Slow... slow... yeah, just like that," she whispered, almost mesmerized by his erection. "It looks really good, baby. I'm so going to enjoy that lovely body of yours. Keep stroking it. Just keep stroking that lovely cock for me baby. It makes me so excited."
Emmanuelle slid one hand into her bikini bottoms and began playing with her pussy while her other hand slid over her breasts, teasing her nipples. "Look how hard my nipples are from just watching you." Vince moved his hand towards her, tentatively, as if her wanted to touch her breasts once more.
"You want to touch them?" she asked. "Mmm... yeah, go ahead. Touch them."
With his free hand, he touched and squeezed her breast, feeling and teasing her nipple, pinching and rolling it between his fingers.
"Yeah baby, that feels so good," she moaned. Her eyes never left his cock and his hand as he continued sliding up and down it. The suntan oil proved to be a wonderful lubricant, helping him get hard quickly. "Look how excited you are. I like that."
"You know what I think?" she asked, looking up at him again. "I think you like the idea of fucking your mommy." Vince shivered, closing his eyes for a moment. That was exactly what he wanted. "Yeah, keep jerking... nice and slow. Is it my pussy that you just can't get enough of? Does just thinking about my pussy get you hard like that? Go ahead, stroke that dick faster. I'll bet you're thinking how my pussy will feel squeezing your dick."
Vince groaned. He wanted to fuck her so badly.
"Oh... there it is," she smiled, knowing how much she was teasing him and getting him so fucking hard. "You like my pretty pussy. Just think if it was all over that cock of yours, squeezing it... cumming all over it. Go on, jerk that dick for me. Jerk it faster."
Vince's hand was moving faster, sliding up and down his long, hard shaft, and twisting over the head again and again. He was getting so close.
"You want to cum inside me, don't you? You want to fill my pussy up with all your cum," she smiled, deviously. She could tell that just her voice and her dirty talking was going to take him over the edge. "Or maybe you want to cum all over my big fucking titties. Do you want to cum all over my titties, baby? Here, let's take these off..." She used both hands to untie her bikini bottoms and toss them aside. Her pussy pulsed as it was exposed to him, so wet and ready to be fucked.
"Oh my God!" Emmanuelle whispered as she stood up and moved as close as she could to him. "You're so big. I've been waiting for this for so long." She turned her face up and kissed him, her hand once again grabbing his head and holding him to her as her other hand helped stroke his cock. Her tongue slid between his lips, swirling into his mouth, tasting him.
Emmanuelle giggled as she moved onto the lounger, sitting on her knees as it creaked beneath her. Her face was so close to his cock now and she watched him intently as he stroked himself. "Oh my God, your cock is so big and lovely. I bet it would really like my mouth. Huh? You think?" She moved forward, her face an inch from the tip. "Let me put my mouth on it, baby." She moved forward, inserting the head of his cock into her mouth as he stroked beneath it.
"Oh my God... that's so good. Fuuuuuck!" Vince moaned, letting go of his shaft, letting her take control.
"I've been so hungry for hard dick, Vince," she said, taking her mouth off for a moment to just stroke him. "You don't mind, do you?" She giggled as he grunted his answer. "Oh my God... it's just getting harder and harder. Do you know how sexy that is?" She slid him back inside her mouth, plunging it so deep she almost choked on him. "Oh, yes... that's so good," she said as she sputtered, pulling him free once more.
She reached back between her legs and began stroking her tingling, swollen clit. She wished she could give that sensitive little nub more attention, but not today. Today was about his cock.
"Oh God," he moaned as he watched her. Her hand moved beneath her mouth, her tongue swirling against the underside of his shaft with each plunge into her mouth. And with her free hand, she played with his balls, lightly squeezing and pulling them. He never knew it would feel this good.
Within a minute, he was on the edge, ready to cum. "Oh God... I'm gonna cum," he moaned.
"Mmmm," she moaned happily, not seeming to care that he was going to release right into her mouth. "Mmhmm... mmhmm!"
"Oh fuck!" he moaned louder as he started cumming. "Uh... uh... uh," he grunted again and again, sending his white, sticky load deep into her throat. His mom swallowed rapidly, her hitched breathing indicating that she was having trouble keeping up with his volume, but never let his cock leave her hot mouth.
When he finished cumming, she slid her mouth up and down his shaft, cleaning him, making sure to get every drop as she squeezed him, pulling it all out and into her mouth.
"Mmm... thank you baby," she whispered as she released him. Her hand still stroked him, keeping him hard. She kissed the tip as she looked up at him. She was going to have to have him inside her soon. She'd put it off for so long.
"Now," she said, letting him go at last and sitting down on the lounger, "run along. Mommy needs to work on her tan." She grabbed her bikini bottoms and slid them up before laying back. Then she adjusted her top, once again covering herself.
Vince, dismissed, grabbed his shorts, dressed quickly, then went back into the house. "Fuck!" he said as he closed his bedroom door and lay back on his bed.
*****
"Emmanuelle?" a voice called from the front door. Vince was still in his bedroom, watching TV and going through his social media.
"In the kitchen, Kristina," he heard Emmanuelle say, her voice a little more muffled. Kristina was one of his Mom's friends. She came over every Saturday afternoon to do some Yoga. His mom had been doing Yoga and Pilates for years and helped Kristina with her exercise.
He couldn't hear their conversation after Kristina went into the kitchen. But he knew they were headed into the basement. He quickly and silently slipped out of his room and walked down the stairs to the front hallway. He could hear their voices still in the kitchen as he sat on the steps and waited.
It only took a moment for them to start down to the basement through the door in the kitchen and Vince moved silently behind them. He waited at the top of the stairs, the door open, as he listened to them.
"We'll start by warming up," Emmanuelle said after turning on some soothing music. "Just follow what I do... Then bend down... Are you enjoying this weather or what?"
"Yeah, I like it. It's about time," Kristina said. "All that rain was starting to bum me out."
"I was laying out earlier today. The sun felt so good on my skin."
"I'm jealous," Kristina said. "I haven't had time to lay out yet."
"Ok, ready for the first position?" Emmanuelle asked. "Bend down. And you're going to walk your hands out. And you're going to try and put your heels on the ground."
"Am I doing it right?" Kristina asked. She was often concerned that she was doing the moves incorrectly. Her body, a little larger than his Moms, with her shoulder-length, blonde hair, extra fat around her middle and hips, and D-cup breasts didn't contort and move the same way as Emmanuelle's.
"Yeah," Emmanuelle said, encouragingly. "Put your legs together... perfect. Are you feeling it in your calves?"
"Oh yeah," Kristina said excitedly.
"Awesome."
Vince moved down the stairs, slightly, knowing just the right position he could sit in where they could barely see him but he had a good view of them. Both women were dressed in tight yoga pants and sports tops, although Emmanuelle's showed far more skin. Kristina was far more reserved and embarrassed to show off her body.
Both of the women were in an upside down vee position, with both their hands and feet on the floor, perfectly straight. Their asses jutted into the air, giving Vince a nice view.
"Here, let's switch positions," Emmanuelle said, moving as she talked. "Walk your legs back and drop your hips. Now arch your back." Both she and Kristina now lay on the floor with their hands under their shoulders, lifting their upper bodies into the air. Vince loved the view of their breasts that this position afforded, pushing them out deliciously as if in offering.
Emmanuelle moved from her position to help Kristina sit more correctly. "Kinda tilt your head back. Don't forget to take deep breaths." Her hands moved to touch her friend's lower back and legs, encouraging her to relax, but giving Vince a sexual thrill. Emmanuelle's hand move over her lower back, sliding over her ass to her thigh, and dwelling there as she rubbed her skin.
"Look at your legs," Emmanuelle said. "God, you're so toned. I can't believe it."
"Thanks," Kristina turned her head and smiled.
"Now let's sit back... putting your butt on your heels." Emmanuelle moved into the same position beside her again. "Take a couple deep breaths."
After a moment, Emmanuelle got up and slightly adjusted Kristina's position, touching her body once again. "You know, you should take your shirt off."
"Um," Kristina said, a little concerned.
"It'll be better," Emmanuelle said. "You won't sweat as much. And you'll feel more open. It's just us girls."
"Ok... I guess," Kristina said, sitting up and pulling her tight shirt over her head. Underneath she wore a light blue bra that helped to accentuate her lovely breasts.
Vince's hands were sweaty and he wiped them on his shorts. God, if this kept up, he was going to have to go and jerk off before they even finished.
"You're so pretty," Emmanuelle complimented her, making Kristina blush. "Here, let's do more hands on stuff. Why don't you lay on your back. I'll stretch your legs for you."
Kristina lay on her back as Emmanuelle knelt by her knees. "Do you think he's watching?" she asked, trying to be quiet, but Vince could still hear her.
Emmanuelle lifted her leg in the air, keeping it straight, lifting it over her head. She held it in place, stretching the back of her leg as her free hand slid down the back of her leg, until it almost touched her pussy. "Perfect. Oh, I'm almost positive he is."
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"You're so bad!" Kristina said giggling. She knew her friend enjoyed teasing her son.
Emmanuelle and Kristina had set up a pretty regular yoga day, Saturday at noon, for them to get together and do a workout. Of course, part of it truly was working out, but... part of it was the joy to tease Vince. Emmanuelle told Kristina months ago that Vince was watching her... watching them. And it gave Kristina the same thrill that it gave Emmanuelle that he was.
Kristina didn't know, however, was how close Emmanuelle and Vince had come over the past two days.
"You have no idea," Emmanuelle said, excitedly. She wished she could tell her friend just how bad she'd been the last few days, how he ate her pussy so wonderfully... how she jerked him off, feeling that big monster spraying its load into her mouth. But she wasn't sure how Kristina would react. She needed a different approach. "I think today will be a little... different... kind of workout. Just for him," she giggled.
"Yeah? What did you do Emmanuelle?" Kristina asked. "What's going on in that deviant little mind of yours? Did you fuck him?"
Emmanuelle just smiled at her, withholding her secret. "Ok, let's do the other leg." Kristina was on her back while Emmanuelle lifted her leg to stretch it. Emmanuelle helped lower Kristina's leg to the ground and repeated the position with her other leg. "Now, don't forget to relax. Don't forget to breathe. No, I haven't fucked him... but, since he's watching, I think it's time we had some real fun... if you're up for it." Emmanuelle once again ran her hand down the back of her friend's leg, until is almost touched her pussy.
Vince had never seen them act so sexual before. Seeing them in the postures, wearing little to nothing was awesome enough. But to have his mom touching Katrina like this... like she was intentionally teasing her, was almost too much.
"Is Daniel still on his trip?" Kristina whispered excitedly.
"Mmhmm... until tomorrow night. You know, I love relieving my stress with yoga, but I know something that's even better," Emmanuelle said. "Ok, let's have you roll over and go on your knees. Perfect. I want you to arch back, like you were before, butt on your heels." Kristina moved into position, her butt back on her heels, her face nearly touching the ground. "Great." Emmanuelle slid her hands over her friends lower back, ass, and thighs, caressing her muscles. "Just tell me if I'm pushing too hard."
"You're fine. I guess I'm up for some fun," Kristina smiled, although was a little concerned about what Emmanuelle had in mind. They were both married and this was Emmanuelle's son they were talking about.
Vince watched as Emmanuelle admired her friend's butt in her tight shorts and smiled deviously as she licked her lips. He could tell she desired more than just yoga from her friend.
"Mmm... perfect," Emmanuelle said as her hands slid over her ass and thighs. "Ok, roll forward... and pull your front up again." Kristina moved into the cobra position, laying on the floor with her upper body arched into the air. "Take big deep breaths." Emmanuelle ran her hand underneath Kristina, gliding over her abs to just below her breasts, and then moving to her upper chest, teasingly.
After a minute, she encouraged Kristina to sit up again. "Go ahead and sit on your butt. I'm going to help you stretch forward." Emmanuelle moved behind her friend and started pushing her down towards her feet. "Tell me when you feel a stretch."
"That's good," Kristina said. "I can really feel it in my legs."
"Perfect." Emmanuelle leaned forward more, pushing on her back but also moving closer to her friend's ear. "Have you ever been with a woman before?" she asked. Vince could swear he saw Kristina shiver at the question.
"A... woman? No." Kristina's voice was shaky, uncertain.
This was almost too much for Vince. He pulled his cell phone from his pocket and started the camera app to film the two. He was shaking so much in his excitement that it was hard to hold it still.
"Have you ever wanted to be with a girl?" Emmanuelle asked, her voice low and seductive.
"Well... I mean... I guess I've thought about it," Kristina said nervously. "Have you ever been with a girl?"
"A few," Emmanuelle admitted. She stroked Kristina's upper arm with her fingertips, making her friend quiver. "You know, sometimes women are just better than men in certain things. You know what I mean?"
"I guess... I mean I can... I can imagine." Kristina seemed flustered and excited. Almost too excited to talk.
"You know... I could be your first," Emmanuelle said.
"What?" Kristina asked, sitting up from her stretched position.
"I won't tell... I think we should give it a try," Emmanuelle said, kissing her friend's shoulder. "It'll be our little secret." Seeing the desire in Kristina's eyes, she put her finger under her chin and turned Kristina's face towards her. Then leaned in and kissed her. Slowly the kiss became more passionate and Emmanuelle pulled her brastrap down off her shoulder, exposing one of her breasts.
"Don't be nervous," Emmanuelle whispered as she leaned lower and licked her nipple, sucking it into her mouth.
Vince felt his cock jolt as he watched his own mom lick and suck on her friend's breast. It hit him so suddenly, his hands shook and he accidentally dropped his phone. Loud noises rang through the room as the metal and glass object hit each wooden stair until it reached the carpeted bottom.
"Vince!" Emmanuelle yelled, suddenly rising up. Both women were looking at him.
"Oh my God, I'm so sorry," he said, blushing in embarrassment.
"We know what you were doing," Emmanuelle said.
"I... I don't know what you mean."
"Were you filming us?" she asked, looking at his phone on the floor.
"What? No!"
"You're not lying to mommy are you?"
"No... wh... why would I do that?"
Emmanuelle rose to her feet and walked towards the stairs. "We're not stupid, Vince," she said. "We know you've been watching us for a while now... probably jacking off to us. I'll take this," she said, picking up his phone.
"I'm... I'm sorry," Vince said, scared. "I didn't mean it. I just saw an opportunity..."
"You didn't mean it?" Emmanuelle said sarcastically. "Oh, an opportunity... to...?"
"Well... I..."
"Come down here. Kristina needs help unfastening her bra," Emmanuelle ordered.
"Yeah... um... sure." Vince walked down the stairs into the basement and walked past his mom. She followed him as the two closed in on Kristina, Vince moving behind her, Emmanuelle in front of her.
Vince grabbed her bra strap, moving to unfasten it, concentrating on how it was hooked together.
"Ah... that feels... that feels nice," Kristina moaned.
Vince wondered what she was saying and hesitated. It only took a moment to realize that his mom was playing with Kristina's nipples. She was nose to nose with Kristina.
"Yeah?" Emmanuelle asked.
"Yeah... it feels incredible," Kristina moaned softly.
Vince stopped what he was doing and just watched them. He couldn't believe what he was seeing.
"Vince, you're getting distracted," Emmanuelle said. "Could you just unhook the strap."
Vince unhook her bra, letting the two parts fall away. Emmanuelle put her hands on Kristina's shoulders and turned her friend around to face Vince. He stood, blushing in embarrassment. His mom's hands slid underneath Kristina's arms and stroked her stomach, moving up under her large breasts.
Kristina put her hands on top of Emmanuelle's, as if directing them higher. "This isn't weird for you, is it?" Kristina asked. "Seeing me almost naked?"
"No. I mean... it's a little weird, but I'll be ok," Vince said, looking down at her large breasts, just barely covered by her bra.
"You'll be ok?" Kristina asked, smiling deviously.
"Yeah."
Both her and Emmanuelle's hands grabbed her bra and pulled the material down, sliding it down and off her arms as Vince stared at her glorious breasts. They were so big and round, much larger than he ever expected. Her nipples were hard, little points in the center of her large areola.
"Is your dick hard, Vince?" Emmanuelle asked. "I mean, you've been watching us... taking pictures... filming us. I assume you were touching yourself."
"It... uh... it was..." Vince said hesitantly. He couldn't take his eyes from her mesmerizing breasts.
"Pull it out," Kristina said, as Emmanuelle's hands covered and squeezed her breasts, teasing her nipples, captivating Vince even more. "Let's see it. Since you've seen us naked, I think we should get to see you naked."
Vince looked up in surprise and saw the two women watching him intently. Kristina's eyes were looking down at his crotch, her mouth held in a devious smile.
"Oh, I totally agree," Emmanuelle giggled.
"Right now?"
"Yes. Right now," Emmanuelle said more commanding. "Do what mommy says."
Emmanuelle stepped around Kristina and put her hands on his shirt as his own grabbed the bottom and started pulling it up. She helped lift it over his head and tossed it aside. Her hands then caressed his chest and shoulders, loving the feel of his soft skin with the hard muscles beneath.
Vince gulped, embarrassed. "All of it?"
Emmanuelle nodded. "All of it. Kristina, why don't you help him."
Kristina was surprised. She expected to tease Vince as they always had, but this was going much further than that. "What? Are you... are you serious?"
"Mmhmm," Emmanuelle smiled. "Get on your knees and take his shorts off."
Kristina moved in front of Vince and unfastened the front of his shorts. She was mildly embarrassed to do this to her friend's son, but was too excited not to. When the waist was loose, she slowly dropped to her knees, pulling his shorts down as she went. When they fell of their own to his ankles, she helped him step out of them.
When she looked up again, his cock was tenting the front of his boxers. She couldn't believe how big and hard he was. She felt her mouth watering at the temptation. She grabbed the waistband of his underwear and pulled them down as well.
"Let me see what you have here..." She giggled in appreciation as the thin material slid below his hard shaft, which now bobbed free. "Mmm... look at you."
"Put your hand on his cock," Emmanuelle told her.
Kristina slowly slid her hand up his leg and wrapped her fingers around his cock, slowly stroking it. It felt like steel wrapped in silk. "That's so nice," she whispered.
"Do you like watching us?" Emmanuelle asked Vince.
"Yeah," he said, moaning.
"Watching our naked bodies... watching us kiss and touch," she continued.
"Oh my God it's getting even harder!" Kristina giggled gleefully.
"Go on, put your mouth on it," Emmanuelle ordered her. Kristina hesitated a moment, looking up at her friend to verify she truly meant what she said, then suddenly slid her lips around his shaft and slid him inside her mouth.
"Go on. Suck that cock like you mean it," Emmanuelle encouraged her.
"Oh!" Vince moaned as Emmanuelle kissed his neck and stroked his chest and stomach, giving him even more sensations to process. "Oh my God. Fuck!"
"Mmhmm," Kristina moaned, her lips wrapped around the head of Vince's cock as she licked the underside.
Emmanuelle grabbed the back of Kristina's head and started pushing it, forcing Vince's cock deeper and deeper. "That's it... open up that mouth," she said. "Keep sucking that cock." Confident that Kristina was doing a good job, Emmanuelle then stood and pulled off her tight sports bra and Yoga pants until she stood naked. She then knelt down beside them, watching Kristina.
"How do you like that big cock?" Emmanuelle asked Kristina.
"It's so good. I like it in my mouth." Kristina slid her hand up and down his saliva-soaked cock, keeping him so hard.
"You know what I want to see?" Emmanuelle giggled. "I want to see his fat cock sliding into that pussy."
"Yeah?" Kristina said, surprised.
"Oh my God, mom!" Vince was shocked that his own mom was going to have him fuck her friend.
"Hush," Emmanuelle told him. "Sit down. Kristina's going to ride you."
Vince moved backwards to the nearby couch and sat down, plopping his cock free from Kristina's mouth.
"You want me to fuck your son?" Kristina asked, standing, equally surprised. "Really? Fuck him?"
"Hell yeah... you're going to fucking cum all over that cock," Emmanuelle smiled. She turned her attention to Vince. "He can handle it."
Kristina slid her yoga pants off and slid onto Vince's lap, loosely holding his cock in her hand. She pressed his shaft against her wet lips, grinding her clit into it.
"Oh my God," Vince moaned, watching his mom's friend, naked, grinding down on his cock.
"Do you want to be a good boy, Vince?" Emmanuelle asked him.
"Yes," he answered, sounding nervous.
"Do you want to fuck her?"
"Yes," he answered again. He'd rather be fucking Emmanuelle, but fucking Kristina would almost be as good.
"Yeah? You want to fuck me?" Kristina asked, looking at him. "Then I'm going to have to take you all the way inside me." She pushed his cock into her pussy as she moved her hips just right, sliding him inside her wetness. As he slid deeper and deeper, she leaned forward and kissed him as she rocked her hips.
"Oh fuck," he whispered.
"You like my pussy?" Kristina asked, starting to pant. "You want to make my pussy cum for you?"
"Yeah."
"Good boy. Look at that," she said. She put her hands on his shoulders as she rocked her hips forward and back, fucking him. "Oh my God yes. Oh that's so nice." She smiled at him, locking eyes with him. "Your mommy says you've been a bad boy for such a long tim. You'll have to do a lot of this to make up for it."
"Oh fuck!" he hissed, feeling his cock throbbing, feeling her pussy squeezing his shaft so wonderfully.
"You like having your mommy watch me fuck you?" Kristina asked, panting as her hips moved more rapidly now.
"Yeah," he panted again. He put his hands on her hips, helping her grind against him.
"Oh you're so big," she moaned, closing her eyes for a moment. "I just want to push you as deep as you can go. Fuck you're stretching me so much."
"Yeah, fuck him, Kristina," Emmanuelle said, moving beside Vince, stroking Kristina's breast and lightly pinching her nipple. "Cum on that cock for me."
"Oh yeah," Kristina moaned. "I like the way that feels. Are you mommy's dirty boy? Cumming in me while she's watching. Oh fuck! I'm gonna cum... right there... right there."
Emmanuelle stood and grabbed Kristina's face in her hands, forcing her to look at her. "I want to see you cum on that fucking dick." She licked her finger and reached down to play with Kristina's clit. "Yeah... take that fucking dick... look at me... look at me. Cum on it... cum on my son's fucking... big... cock."
Suddenly, Kristina came, her hands flying to her breasts, squeezing them over and over. "Oh my God! Oh my God!" she panted as she slid off his lap, her body shaking uncontrollably.
"Lay down," Emmanuelle said. "You're not done yet. He's gonna fuck you now. Go on... fuck her Vince."
Vince grabbed Kristina's legs and pulled until she lay on the couch, then pushed to one side so he could kneel on the couch between her legs. She was still lost in the haze of her orgasm to protest. Without a moments more rest, he slid his cock into her, letting it slide in deep.
"Tell mommy how much you like it, baby," Emmanuelle said.
"This feels so fucking good, mommy," Vince moaned.
"I like to watch you fuck her, baby. So fuck her good." She leaned in and used her finger under his chin to turn his head, then kissed him.
"Oh yes, yes, yes," Kristina panted with every stroke of Vince's hips. "I like that. Your dick feels so good. I like how he fucks me. God, I like how he fucks me!"
"You like that big dick sliding into your pussy?" Emmanuelle asked her as she stood beside her son, her hand on his ass, encouraging each stroke.
"Yeah," Kristina panted. "Oh my God his dick feels so good."
"Don't stop, baby," Emmanuelle encouraged him, using her hand to make him go faster and harder. "Fuck her good. Harder now... harder."
"Oh fuck!" Vince moaned, as he moved his hips faster and harder, really thrusting into her, his hips slapping against her.
Emmanuelle moved to the end of the couch. "Now... let's get that pretty little mouth right in there," she said, kicking her leg over Kristina's body, her pussy over her face.
"What...?"
Kristina's voice was drowned out as Emmanuelle dropped her pussy right onto her mouth, sitting on her face. "You know what to do, Kristina. Yeah... stick that tongue out. Lick my pussy. Uh huh... uh huh."
Emmanuelle reached out towards Vince. "Come here baby," she said, pulling him into another kiss. "Beat that pussy up, baby. Come on. I want you to slam your cock right in there." She reached down and with Vince's help, grabbed Kristina's legs and held them high in the air. "You keep your mouth on my pussy, Kristina. Stick out that tongue."
"Oh yeah," Vince moaned, sweating now and breathing hard, getting so close to his orgasm.
"Go on, baby. Fuck that tight little pussy," she said. "Fuck her good. Oh my God her tongue feels so good."
"I'm gonna cum mommy," Vince moaned. "I can't hold it back."
"Cum on her, baby," Emmanuelle encouraged him. "Cum all over her pussy for me. Yeah... cum on her... cum on her...."
And with that final note of encouragement, looking at his mother and seeing her beautiful body bare for him, with Kristina's face between her face, her tongue rapidly sliding over her clit, he couldn't take any more. He pulled from Kristina's pussy just as his cum was jetting out of him, spraying her pussy, bush, and stomach again and again, covering it with his white, sticky cream.
"Fuck!" he moaned over and over.
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Encouraging the Voyeur, Part 4
It was Sunday, the day when Daniel came back home from his convention. Fortunately, his flight didn't land until after 10pm, so Emmanuelle had all day to do whatever she wanted. And she had some things planned... especially things with Vince. After three days of teasing and playing with him, she was anxious for that last step... the day when she'd feel him inside her. Watching him fuck Kristina was hot enough, although she was a little jealous that Kristina got him first.. She had hoped that letting him fuck one of her friends while she watched would satiate both of them. She'd let him fuck a mature woman's pussy... and she'd get to watch him do it. But it only made her desire for him stronger. Her body ached to get that wonderful shaft inside her pussy.
As was her habit, at 10am, she went into the bathroom and started running water in the tub. When it was hot enough, she laid the stopper in the drain and drizzled some scented bubble bath into the water. Instantly bubbles began forming in the steaming tub.
She slid her robe off, hanging it on the nearby hook on the wall, her naked body on display. She ran her hands over her body, lifting and squeezing her breasts, then sliding two fingers through her pussy, circling her clit for a moment. These times in the tub had become an erotic playtime for her, letting her touch herself as she imagined different sexual fantasies.
Slowly she set one foot into the water and followed it with the second before sitting down in the water and letting it slide over her body. The suds smelled wonderful and tingled where it touched her.
She lay back, letting the water slide up her body until only her head and shoulders were above it, then grabbed her loofah and glided it over her body, washing. She lifted her loofah and swiped it first down one arm and then the next, letting the soapy water clean and refresh her skin, letting the oils soften it. Then she lay back again, relaxing, letting her hand stray between her legs, to slide her fingertips over her clit in a lazy circle.
She could feel his eyes on her. She knew Vince was watching her again and hoped that her masturbation teased him. "Vince, are you out there watching me again?" She spread her legs and rubbed her clit, remembering how his tongue felt. How if felt to cum on his face. Slowly, she pushed two fingers inside, remembering how good his cock looked slamming into Kristina's tight pussy.
"It still turns me on to know that you enjoy watching me," she said softly, as if he were in the room with her. She knew he was just outside the window, listening and watching everything from some concealed position. "Watching me undress... watching me bathe... watching me masturbate. I remember how hard your cock was in my hands... and mouth. God you get so hard. And I remember how good you tasted, baby. God my pussy is so sensitive right now. I could really use a cock inside me. Why don't you come into the bathroom now, sweetie. Mommy needs you."
She continued playing with her pussy, slowly sliding her fingertip up and down her clit, teasing herself. She didn't want to cum... not this way. Suddenly Vince appeared in the doorway, standing there, watching her.
"Did you call for me, mom?" he asked.
"Hi sweetie," she said, smiling at him. "How's my sweet boy today, huh?"
"I'm doing good, mom. Just hanging out in my room."
"Hmm," she giggled, both of them knowing that was a lie.
"How are you doing this morning?"
"Well, mommy's enjoying another bubble bath. You know how much I love my bubble baths. The more bubbles the better. I just feel so... pampered... when I take these. Did you want to get in here with me?"
"Well... uh..." Vince stuttered. He wanted to... he definitely wanted to... but he was still too embarrassed.
"Oh, what do we have there?" she said, indicating the tenting in his crotch. She slid to the edge of the tub for a better look, her nipples now showing above the water and bubbles. "Huh? I can see you're getting hard there. Why don't you let mommy see?"
She reached out to unfasten his pants, shooing his hands away, and pulled them down. "Yes... just as I remembered," she said, then pulled his boxers down. He stepped out of both, kicking them aside.
Her fingers closed on his shaft and she stroked it slightly. "With a hard dick like that, I can tell that you like mommy. She collected suds in her palm and dribbled it on his cock for a lubricant, and stroked him. "Why don't you sit here, on the edge of the tub?" she said, tapping the edge.
Vince sat on the edge of the bathtub and kicked his feet over the edge so that they were in the water. Emmanuelle pushed his knees apart, slid between them, and started stroking his shaft again.
"See, you just needed a little stimulation from mommy," she said, smiling up at him. He was staring at her bare breasts, the bubbles having fallen from them, exposing them. "Don't worry. Mommy will help you... then you can help mommy. You like it when mommy rubs it like this?" she asked stroking and twisting up and down his length. "I bet you've done this a whole lot on your own, haven't you? But it feels even better when mommy does it."
"It feels really good, mom," Vince moaned.
"Wow, you really have a big dick," she said, as if surprised. "Goodness gracious... and it's a nice dick... so perfectly shaped. You're so hard. My God... how did you get so lucky? Does this feel good?"
"Yeah," Vince moaned. "That feels really good."
"It feels really good in my hands. Mmm... wow... I love to see the head just pop through my hand. Maybe I can... lick it a little bit." She bent over and licked his shaft, from his balls to the head, again and again, letting her tongue swirl over the top before repeating it. "I'm going to enjoy this cock for a little while."
Her hand was stroking as she licked just under the head, teasing him in that very sensitive spot. "Oh... I've gotta suck on this lovely beast just a little bit." She then slid the head into her mouth and sucked on him once again. "Mmm," she moaned taking him a little deeper, closing her eyes as if enjoying everything she was doing to him. "Your dad hardly ever lets me suck his cock. He's always too busy. Or he just can't get it up. You taste really good, too. Wow."
Her mouth engulfed him, taking him deep inside before sliding him out and letting her hands stroke him. She'd always loved sucking cock and doing everything she could to get her man nice and hard. Unfortunately, since Vince was born, her marriage to Daniel had drastically changed.
"Mmm," she moaned pulling him free at last. She moved forward and slid his cock over her chest, teasing her nipples with the head. Then she put it between her breasts and grabbing a breast in each hand, squeezed them around his shaft and slid up and down.
"How does that feel? You like that?" she asked, looking up at him with a twinkle in her eye. "You like titty-fucking your mommy?"
"Oh yeah," Vince responded, panting. He'd never even thought about doing this with his mom but it felt incredible. "Yeah."
"You're going to get all kinds of pussy with this big dick of yours," she said, stroking it again and sliding her mouth over the head. "Mmm... Oh my God you taste so good."
"Oh fuck! Oh my God!" Vince moaned as he felt his orgasm fast approaching.
"No, no, no," Emmanuelle said, taking her hands and mouth off him for a moment. "No cumming yet. I have plans for this monster."
They both watched it bobbing for a moment, twitching as if it had a life of it's own. But then it settled down again and Emmanuelle took a hold of it lightly.
"Oh my God such a beautiful cock," she said softly. "You know, for being so shy, you fuck so good. You're very talented. I have an idea. Stand up baby... and put your hands right on mommy's head." Vince stood in the hot bath as Emmanuelle moved closer, her mouth right in front of his cock. "Now... fuck my mouth, baby, like you fucked Kristina's pussy."
She slid her mouth over his cock as he pressed deeper inside, then sat still. His hands lightly touched her head, at first, as he began moving his hips, sliding his cock in and out of her mouth. As he became more excited, however, his grip on her head became even harder, his thrusting more insistent.
"Oh, mommy... fuck," he groaned, panting, watching his cock slide in and out of her mouth, stretching her lips around his shaft. "Yeah. That's so fucking hot!"
She pushed his hips back, freeing her mouth for a moment. "Yeah... you want me to choke on that fucking cock?" She smiled at him, deviously, knowing that he did want that.
"Oh fuck," he panted. "This is heaven."
"Your father isn't going to be home until tonight," she said with a glint in her eyes, stroking his cock. "I want to take my time with you.
"Oh God I'm close," he moaned, right on the edge of his orgasm.
She pulled her hands and mouth away again, letting his cock bob in the air, squirming, wanting release. "Oh no... not yet. I want to bring you right to the edge and then have you fuck me."
"Oh my God," he panted, feeling his orgasm just fall away. He'd never done that before today, and now that she'd done it twice it was so frustrating.
She smiled, knowing the edging was just making him hornier, and started stroking him again. "Fuck! I need more. Let's go into mommy's bedroom." She stood and, grabbing her towel, dried herself off and dried his feet off. Then she took his hand and led them, naked, into her bedroom.
Emmanuelle, crawled up onto the bed, watching him the whole time, smiling. He was looking at her like he just wanted to attack her and she loved it. She crawled up to the top and lay on her back. She slid her hands over her thighs, one hand slid down to play with her pussy as he watched. "I want to feel that young... hard... cock... in my pussy."
He slid onto the king-size bed and crawled towards her, his hard cock swaying beneath him. She opened her legs and he crawled between them, then grabbed underneath her knees and lifted her legs, exposing more of her pussy to him.
"Oh... wow!" she giggled. "Oh Vince... I need your cock inside me. Please."
He moved closer and pressed the head of his cock against her pussy, slowly pushing it inside. Both watched the huge shaft stretch her lips around it and both moaned softly.
"Fuck," she whispered. His cock felt even better than she had imagined.
"Oh God, your pussy feels so good," he moaned, pushing deeper and deeper.
"Oh that's good," she panted when, after he was halfway inside, began pulling it out again, starting his fucking motions. "Oh yeah... that's so perfect. That's so perfect in my pussy."
Every thrust pushed his cock in deeper and deeper. She bent her legs, putting her shins on his chest so that he could lean into her. This made the perfect angle for his cock to slide deep inside her.
"Oh God, I haven't been fucked in so long," she said, her eyes focusing on him. "Do you understand that?"
"I told you I'd treat you right," he said, panting.
The way his hips were moving, she knew he was going to cum soon. "Hold your cum ok? Hold it for a long time. Just... just keep fucking me."
He thrust slowly, in and out, feeling her pussy squeeze him so wonderfully. He looked down on her and could see every detail of her face, every erotic expression that crossed it, going from pure joy, to lust, to overwhelming pleasure, then back again to repeat the cycle.
Her pussy was so wet and his cock slid in and out so easily. It was a perfect fit for her.
"Fuck your cock got so hard," she panted. "Fuck... it's so hard. That's right... stretch out my pussy. Fuck! I haven't had dick like this in such a long time.
I love how you fuck me, baby. It's so good... so good."
Any thoughts about how wrong this was, about how he was her son, were completely pushed aside as she felt her body react so wonderfully to him.
"Yeah... fuck," he moaned. He reached down and grabbed her breasts in his hands, squeezing them and teasing her nipples.
She smiled at him, loving how much he wanted her. "You like my big titties don't you. They're all yours, son... they're all yours. You see how big and swollen my titties are. It's because of you... you've got me so horny. My pussy feels so good right now. I needed to be fucked and you were there for me... just for me."
"Oh God, that feels so good," he moaned feeling her pussy squeezing him again.
He watched her face change again, showing her pure pleasure, her eyes half closing, her forehead wrinkling, her mouth opening slightly.
"So good! So good!" she said urgently. He knew she was going to cum soon. "Don't stop, baby! Fuck mommy. Oh... oh... yes... fuuuuuuuck!" she wailed as she came, her pussy gushing it's juices all over his shaft and balls, dripping onto the comforter.
Her squeezing pussy made him stop thrusting for a moment and he watched her cum for him. Her body was quivering beneath him, her eyes screwed shut. She grabbed the comforter in her fists, pulling it as her muscles contracted hard.
After several seconds, she opened her eyes again, looking at him with all the love she had for him. She smiled. "Did you feel me cumming all over your dick like that? God, baby, that was... that was incredible."
She pulled him from her pussy and stroked him, licking her own juices from him. "You're still so hard, baby. You need to cum." She smiled at him, considering her options. "Do you want to cum like this, baby, on mommy's face... or in mommy's wet pussy?"
He looked at her for a moment, pondering her question briefly. He'd already cum in her mouth... he really wanted her pussy. He really wanted to unload everything right into her pussy.
"You know I want to cum in your pussy," he said softly, hoping she'd let him.
She smiled, obviously hoping he'd want that. "I like that. Let's do this then," she said, getting up onto all fours and angling her ass towards him. She dropped her face to the comforter and looked back at him. "Like this baby."
Vince got onto his knees again and crawled behind her. He looked down. Even her ass was perfect. Two perfectly round globes and between them... her asshole and her very wet and engorged pussy. Her labia were opened wide, exposing her wet, pink, inner flesh. Her pearly clit at the top, swollen and exposed.
He grabbed her hips and slid his cock into her pussy, thrusting forward hard to instantly send his cock all the way inside.
"Yes! God... fuck!" she yelled, feeling him stretch her out once again, feeling his hips ram into her ass. The angle was different now... his cock felt so much deeper.
His hands grabbed her hips firmly, pulling them back with every forward thrust of his hips, slamming his hips into her ass, his balls slapping against her clit.
"Oh my God. Oh fuck... that feels so good. Yes Vince... fuck me. I know exactly what you want. You want it as hard and deep as I do."
"Fuck!" Vince moaned.
"Oh, my pussy is all yours right now," Emmanuelle whimpered. "Your father never fucks me like this. Never. You have so much energy, don't you. I want more and more of your dick. Fuck me Vince... I love how you fuck me. Oh my God. It's so good. Yes, yes, yes! Fuck that pussy."
Vince continued thrusting into her, picking up speed. Every time he slammed his hips into her ass, he drove her face into the comforter and made her moan.
"Fuck... that's so fucking deep," she moaned. "Your cock is so hard. God, that's what I needed, some good hard dick. Yeah... fuck me. Oh my God that's fucking deep. Right there... right there."
Vince bent forward and reached beneath her, grabbing her swaying breasts in his hands, squeezing them again, pinching and pulling her nipples.
"Yes... I love how you touch me," she moaned. "My pussy is all yours... it's all yours. Oh my God yes!"
Suddenly Emmanuelle's cell phone rang. It was sitting on the nightstand and both she and Vince looked at it. It was unmistakable who was calling. Daniel.
"Wait... wait... Oh, it's your dad calling," she said, sitting up on all fours, looking at the lighted screen.
"Answer it," Vince said.
Emmanuelle reached forward and answered it, holding it to her ear with one hand, while balancing on the other. Vince continued thrusting into her, continued torturing her breasts and nipples. It made it so hard for her to concentrate, so hard for her to even speak.
"Hey sweetheart!" she said, answering the phone, trying to sound cheerful. "How's the... uh... oh God... trade show?... Uh huh?... That sounds great, honey.... yeah, um... fuck... he's right here. We're just... just... oh... cleaning the... cleaning the house."
"We're hard at work dad!" Vince yelled after a particularly hard thrust into his mother's pussy. "We're just... finishing... up."
Emmanuelle let out a little squeal. "Mmhmm," she said into the phone after a moment's pause. "He's uh... moving the couch out of the way... Uh huh... yeah... I love you, too, sweetheart. I gotta... gotta go. Have a safe flight. Ok? Bye!"
"Oh my God his timing sucks," she giggled, setting the phone back on the nightstand. "And it's so hard to talk when you're pounding that monster into my pussy. God, I just wanna keep going and going. I'm so cock hungry. Oh fuck!"
"God, I'm close," Vince moaned. With one hand he reached up and grabbed the hair on the back of his mother's head, pulling her head back, making her arch her back even more. With the other he grabbed her shoulder, using that to pull her back every time he thrust forward.
Emmanuelle smiled, then closed her eyes as the pleasure started to overwhelm her. Her body was starting to shake, her pussy starting to clench his cock. "Fuck yeah, Vince. Oh God... Fuck me! Fuck me! It's really good... it's really good. Oh God! Fuuuuck!" Emmanuelle screamed in joy as she came again, her pussy gushing once again.
Vince kept fucking her, his own orgasm building quickly. He needed to cum. He needed to cum in his mommy's pussy.
"You fuck me good, baby... you fuck me so good," Emmanuelle moaned and then realized his strokes were becoming more erratic and his panting was getting louder. "Oh God... are you going to cum, Vince? I feel you're about to cum, aren't you?"
"Yes... so... close," he panted.
"Come on, fucking cum for me," she panted, needing him to cum so badly. She teased him enough... and in so doing teased herself. She had to have his cum inside her... now. "Yeah... fill me up, baby. I want you to cum in me so bad. Oh God, Vince, I want you to fill my pussy with your cum. Spray it all over my pussy. Fucking make a mess of my pussy. I want your cum... I want all your cum. Yeah, give me that hot cum. Yes baby... oh yes baby. My pussy is all yours... God... my pussy is all... fucking... yours."
"Fuck!" he yelled and then he let loose a torrent of cum. Jet after jet sprayed into her pussy as he continued pushing deeper into her, making her fall flat on the bed. He lay on top of her, panting hard as he came again and again inside her. "Oh fuck!"
"Yeah... give it to me, baby... yeah," she panted, loving the feel of his body losing control inside her. She loved feeling his body laying on her, holding her so tightly.
"Oh my God... wow," she said when he finally finished and lay his head against the back of hers.
"Told you I'd treat you right," he smiled, still breathing hard.
"You certainly did. Lay beside me, baby." They both moved until they were laying side-by-side, facing each other. "We better get some rest. We have a lot of cleaning to do today before your father comes home."
"Ok... that did wear me out."
"Don't be too worn out. I wouldn't want to miss our bubble bath engagement tomorrow." She smiled. "Maybe I'll think of something interesting for you to watch tomorrow."
"Can we do this again?" he asked, scared of her answer.
"Definitely," she said, leaning forward and kissing him on the forehead. "As long as your father doesn't find out. Besides... I like it when you watch me."



        Fantasy Board

        A woman with a deep, dark fantasy needs it to be fulfilled.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/fantasy-board

Title: Fantasy Board

Author: DevlinMea

Category: BDSM

Description: A woman with a deep, dark fantasy needs it to be fulfilled.

Tags: lesbian, internet, night, fear, masturbation, bondage, control, intruder




Fantasy Board
Emmanuelle lay on her bed, her computer in her lap. Her husband was fast asleep beside her, already snoring. With a few clicks, she brought up her favorite website, FantasyBoard, and moved through to the fantasy threads that attracted her the most, reading fantasies that others posted.
She read the most recent message:
============================================================
Dear Fantasy Board,
I have a fantasy where I want to be out with friends or
something, wearing a tiny, little miniskirt, and have a
dominant man or woman stand in front of me in a crowd and
push my panties to the side so they can ever so slowly slide
their fingers into me. I want them to comment on how wet I
am and call me a good girl while they pump my cunt until I
cum repeatedly. God I need this so bad!
============================================================
She slowly slid her fingers over her hardening nipples, fantasizing about what that woman had written. Was this her fantasy, too, to have a stranger finger her in a crowded place, making her cum where she'd be so embarrassed if anyone found out? It was close, she had to admit. The aspect of a stranger doing it was definitely a part of her fantasy. The aspect of being helpless to stop it was definitely another as well.
She moaned as the next one got her even more excited. Fuck!
============================================================
Fantasy Board,
I want to be used. I want an older man to sneak into my house
after I've gone to bed and pound my pussy while I'm sleeping.
I want the headboard to slam into the wall and hear the bed
creak with every thrust. I want to feel his overpower weight
on me, holding me down as he uses me for his pleasure. I
want someone to bury their cock deep inside me. I want them
to cum inside me.
============================================================
Emmanuelle could feel her pussy gush at this idea... of a perfect stranger dominating her in her own bed, forcing her down, and fucking her. This was even closer to what she wanted. She looked over to make sure Greg was still sleeping as she spread her legs and slid her hand between her thighs.
Her clit tingled and burned at the thought as she teased it with her fingertips, pressing and circling just like she needed. She pinched it lightly between her fingers and toyed with the sensitive, little bundle of nerves, almost giving her an orgasm before she stopped herself short.
She was gasping, moaning softly, and, although she was holding it in as much as she could, she was worried she'd wake her husband up. If he found out the kinky things she was yearning for, he'd divorce her so quickly. But she couldn't deny the need.
The last entry she read had a marker that showed that the fantasy had been fulfilled. 'Oh fuck!' she thought. Did that mean what she thought it meant? She clicked on the link and it led her to a profile, one that was listed the person, "Control2Pleasure", as a "Fantasy Giver". The bio was extremely short, but read that the person enjoyed fulfilling fantasies and specialized in being extremely discreet.
She was starting to get extremely excited. Looking over the page, Control2Pleasure had already satisfied three fantasies, each getting five stars. She followed the links to the other two to see what the fantasies were. In the first link, a woman had typed her fantasy as:
============================================================
Dear Board,
I'm a very kinky girl in a monogamous relationship with a
not-so-kinky guy. My fantasy is about situations I know
he's never gonna go for... a girl teaching him how to
eat my pussy or a guy showing how to make me squirt. In
my fantasy the stranger alternates between demonstrating
to him and having him practice until he gets it just right
or I can't take any more.
============================================================
The second was so very close to her own fantasy:
============================================================
Dear Fantasy Board,
I have this fantasy of having my hands tied behind my back,
being gagged, and left to the mercy of the man or woman
before me, someone dominant and needy. I want to be fucked
long and hard, struggling and screaming, forced to cum over
and over again. I think about it every night. I so want
this! God, I need it...
============================================================
Both women made comments on Control2Pleasure's page on how incredible their fantasy lover had been and how well their fantasy had been lived out.
Two fingers were sliding deep into her pussy as she read the fantasy, not caring any more if she was too noisy because she had to have an orgasm. Her legs where shaking as she felt all of her pent-up needs coming to a boil. Suddenly she came, thrashing on the bed, grunting. Her laptop slid off and luckily didn't crash to the floor.
"What...? What's up?" Greg turned over a little and said, groggy.
"Nothing... nothing, honey," Emmanuelle said quickly. "My laptop just fell off my lap. Go back to sleep." She was sweating and panting, her body still needing more release.
"Everything's ok?"
"Yeah... yeah... it was... just an accident," she said. "Nothing to worry about. Sorry I disturbed you."
In a minute, Greg was back asleep, snoring soundly.
'God, if only I could have someone make my fantasy come true like that,' she thought. Her inhibitions were quickly melting away, her need to share her own fantasy with the board was overwhelming.
She adjusted her position on the bed, putting her pillows back in place behind her, and laid the laptop back on her lap. Nervously Emmanuelle typed into her computer. After spending a year reading other peoples' sexual fantasies, she was ready to share her own. It was difficult for her to type this, almost difficult for her to accept that this even turned her on. But she couldn't help herself any longer. She had to get it out. She had to expose this part of herself to the world, even if it was anonymous...
============================================================
To the Fantasy Board,
I must confess my deepest, darkest fantasy. The feeling of
being completely vulnerable and sexually used by a dominant
stranger turns me on. I can feel myself getting wet from
dreaming of the feeling of complete and utter submission to
a person in control of me. Not the type of submission that
is mentally abusive or physically painful, but the adrenalin
rush of physically being at the complete mercy of a stranger,
forced to give and receive mind-numbing pleasure while
utterly helpless to stop it. Even as I type this, I'm
masturbating to the thought.
============================================================
She hit the 'submit' button, sending it to the board to be displayed for all to see. She was anxious to read the replies, scared that somehow this wish would come true, but longing for it at the same time.
*****
It had been over a week since Emmanuelle typed that into her account at FantasyBoard.com, a social networking site for those who enjoy sharing their sexual fantasies with the world. A site for those with a penchant for stories, pictures, and videos of various deviant fantasies including bondage, rape, and forced-orgasms. A site for some with a fantasy... a desire... to be consensually raped, if you could call it that... or a desire to be the rapist themselves.
Her hands were shaking as she reviewed the threads she created, reading the replies. Some were simple responses of agreement or support, others, though were offering to help. One in particular suggested he could help, if she wanted, was Control2Pleasure. And she shivered.
He sent a private message even, wanting to talk more about her fantasy, wanting to know if she wanted him to fulfill it, wanting to know when she was available for such a lovely adventure. All she had to do was... consent.
She thought about it a while, about what it would mean about her, what it would mean to her marriage and family. Every choice had it's consequences. Could she even go through with it?
Suddenly, with just a few clicks she indicated her willingness, her desire, her need to be taken during the week ahead. After casually entering the starting and ending dates and times, the message was sent to Control2Pleasure giving her chills to read it:
============================================================
Yes, I consent to be physically dominated the week of August
4th, on Monday through Friday, from 10pm to 5am. My address
is 215 E. Sycamore Street.
============================================================
Would the man take her up on the offer? Would her needs be fulfilled? She hoped so. It'd been so long since she admitted that this was her biggest sexual fantasy and desire. She had been initially drawn to the site out of curiosity, but the stories and videos amplified her desire.
She was divorced from her first husband, a verbally and physically abusive man. She suffered his psychological, emotional, and physical abuse day after day for many years. He was a heavy drinker and an angry man. She thought she could manage his temper, thought she could control it enough because, she had to admit, the angry sex was very exciting and satisfying to her. The feeling of being thrown down, forcefully disrobed, truly taken, and forced to do things... sexual things... to him was exciting to her.
Her current husband of just four years, Greg, was a great man, a hard worker, a family man, and a widower himself. He was a kind and gentle man, thoughtful and serving, taking care of all her needs. Well, almost all her needs. He was a sweet and gentle lover, which is what she thought she needed after her ex. But the longing in her soul just grew over the years. And every time they made love she felt more and more deprived and needy.
She didn't want to take these steps on the web, but she didn't want to cheat on him. She didn't want to hurt him and didn't want to lose this marriage. She just needed something... more. If she were raped, she reasoned, she wouldn't be responsible for what happened.
Greg came with a family as well, with two kids, both just entering their later teen years when the two of them married. Now they were adults.
Her step-son, Jacob, was the older of the two. She first met him when he was seventeen. He was a sports enthusiast, playing football, soccer, and lacrosse in junior high, high school, and college. He was very well built, with nice, muscular arms, and a handsome face. He was always popular with the girls at school. Now, he was twenty one and was just going to enter into his senior year at the local college where he lived during the school year.
Her step-daughter, Sarah, was just fifteen when she first met her. The dark-haired beauty was just coming into her own and growing up to be a beautiful woman. She had a very slim, athletic body, with larger breasts that filled out her blouses and t-shirts. And she wasn't shy to show off her figure. Emmanuelle admired the girl's free, unrepressed attitude at such a young age. It was so different from her own very conservative upbringing. Now, at nineteen, she was just starting her second year at the same, local college as Jacob, but was living at home.
*****
"Are you sure you really want to do this?" Beth, her best friend, asked as they sat at an outside table at one of their favorite coffee houses. They'd been best friends now for fifteen years, through the good times and the bad. Emmanuelle had confided in her on just about everything she was going through, and everything she was thinking, and wanting to do. And was surprised Emmanuelle had taken it this far. "This could get really out of hand. I mean, reading about the stories is one thing. But actually asking for it..."
"I know. I know," Emmanuelle said, shaking slightly. She was scared, but excited. And her excitement was winning out. "I just don't know if I'll ever have another chance. Greg's an incredible guy and I'd never leave him or anything. It's just... you know?"
Beth took a sip of her coffee, with a knowing grin on her face, watching Emmanuelle over the rim of the cup.
"What?" Emmanuelle asked, wondering what was going through her mind. "Why are you looking at me like that?"
"I guess I can't wait to hear all the juicy details when it happens. I have to admit, it sounds exciting to me, too. But I could never do it. You don't even know what he looks like or how old he is."
Emmanuelle shook her head. "Nope... I know nothing about him at all."
"What it he's old... and fat," Beth laughed.
"He got five stars after fulfilling three fantasies," Emmanuelle said. "And one of them was similar to mine. He must be doing something right."
"How does it all work."
"I'm not exactly sure," Emmanuelle said. "I send back the consent and then just wait for it to happen, I guess. It can happen anywhere at any time. That makes me a little nervous... ok, a lot nervous," she laughed. She felt herself getting wet again and adjusted her position in her seat and looked at Beth.
"You're horny just thinking about it, aren't you?" Beth asked, giggling.
Emmanuelle smiled, embarrassed. "I am... jeez..."
*****
It was dark when Emmanuelle came home, her headlights showing a defined beam on the roadway. It was the first night she was coming home to an empty house. With older teens and a very considerate husband, the house was often busy through the years. It was after 9pm when she pulled into the driveway and turned off her car. The gothic-style house looked scary being so dark.
Greg had gone to a professional football camp for the week, his favorite team. Something he did every year for the past twelve years. Jacob went on a week-long hike on the Appalachian Trail with a college group in eastern New York. And Sarah went two hours down the road to the beach for the week with a bunch of her friends celebrating before the grind of college started up again.
Emmanuelle had the week to herself... alone.
A dog barked nearby and she could see a figure walking down the road, dimly lit by the street light, a leashed dog leading him. She couldn't take her eyes off them. Was that her attacker? It only took a second to realize how silly she was being. She couldn't go around looking at everyone as if they were going to attack her at any second.
It was so dark as she walked to the door and tried to find the right key to enter. It took a moment of fumbling but she finally got it open. "Didn't I leave a light on inside?" she said softly, scared, afraid of who might be waiting in the dark room beyond. She fumbled forward, trying to find the light switch and was rewarded with an abundance of warm, glowing, radiant light when she finally did.
"My nerves must be getting the better of me," she said, shaking her head. "I'm jumping at everything."
She put her briefcase on the counter and got a quick drink of water. She took a quick look in the refrigerator wondering what she might have for a late snack, but finding nothing immediate, closed the door again. She moved into the living room, turning on another light beside the couch, then turned on the lights on the stairs. She looked up, wondering if anyone was upstairs waiting for her. She listened, waiting for some sound of movement... or breathing, but hearing none slowly walked up the the long flight.
She turned on the light at the top of the stairs and moved into her bedroom, carefully peering into every darkened corner, looking for anything out of the ordinary. She turned on the bedside lamp and froze, looking at her bed. What was a nicely made bed was now covered with her panties... her dirty panties. And a note. Her hands were shaking as she collected them and dropped them back into her hamper.
She picked up the short, type-written note and read it.
============================================================
I see you. I always see you. You will be mine.
============================================================
My God! It was so... violating. It was so... personal. She was shaking. He got into her house. He got into her bedroom! And he touched her lingerie!
Then she heard a sound outside and realized that her bedroom window was open. "What the...?" She quickly went to it and looked out, peering into the darkness as best she could, trying to see if anyone was there. Then she closed and locked it and quickly closed the curtains. She was panting in fear and excitement and took a moment to try to control her breathing.
She had a hard time unbuttoning her blouse, her hands were shaking so bad. She tossed it aside and removed the rest of her clothes and slipped into her satiny bed clothes, a simple spaghetti-strap top and loose shorts. She grabbed her computer off the nightstand and opened it as she sat in bed. She quickly logged into the Fantasy Board web site and typed a quick private message to Control2Pleasure.
============================================================
I can't believe you actually were able to break into my home!
I saw my window open and I always lock it. And you went
through my panties! My dirty panties! Are you toying with
me to remind me that I'm not safe, not even in my own home?
Are you trying to scare me? Or excite me? I'm shaking I'm
so scared right now. But I'm also so fucking wet. My God,
this is intense!
============================================================
She browsed a few of the threads she followed, especially those that had stories of being taken, and felt the heat inside her rising higher and higher. Slowly her hand slid down to her thigh where her fingers circled teasingly. Slowly it moved higher as she read a story of a woman being dominated in her garage, against the side of her car just after arriving home late at night, and how much the woman loved it.
Emmanuelle thought of her own situation, of how her driveway was generally private, of how her neighbors were hundreds of feet away, of how she could be so easily taken just like in the story. She envisioned the man forcing her to bend over the hood of her car as his hand moved behind to fondle her ass. She envisioned him going beneath her skirt, teasing both her pussy and ass with his fingers before grabbing her hips and ramming himself into her.
She envisioned her hands on the warm hood of the car, using them to keep some control of her position, and feeling his rough fucking pushing her hips into the car again and again while his hands grabbed and pulled her hair. She envisioned his rough voice telling her to keep quiet or he would hurt her... telling her what he was going to do to her for the rest of the night, and how she would do everything he told her to do. And she knew she would, no matter what he made her do.
She pushed her computer aside and lay back in her bed, her legs splayed wide, her hands teasing her clit mercilessly. She was so wet! Her fingers easily slid inside her folds and her palm slapped her clit again and again as she forced her fingers in hard, fucking herself. She thought of him watching her, maybe from her closet. Maybe he was beating off watching her, his long shaft so hard and ready. Maybe he was just waiting... waiting for her to go to sleep... waiting for her to drop her guard. Maybe, just maybe, she would wake up to his strong arms holding her down, spreading her legs, penetrating her... as, on one hand, she begged him not to, but, on the other, pleading with him to do more.
And she came... hard. Her body went rigid, shaking with the force of her orgasm. Her low, guttural screams were loud, but she barely cared as she felt the tingling wetness between her legs and pleasure radiate through her body.



"Oh, fuck," she whispered, blinking, trying to come back to reality. "That was intense!"
Breathing hard, she put the computer aside and turned off the bedside lamp, throwing the room into darkness again. As she slid beneath the covers to go to sleep she couldn't help but wonder if someone was still in her house, waiting.
*****
Tuesday night was another late night at work, trying to get her financial records done. She pulled into the driveway again, the car's lights beaming ahead of her. As she approached the side door, she noticed it was slightly open, immediately sending chills through her. She took out her phone, activating her light, moved closer, and opened it to peer inside. She didn't see anything immediately out of place, so she listened, wondering if she could hear movement inside. But there was nothing.
"Hello?" she called as she slowly entered. "Hello?" She closed and locked the door behind her. The room ahead was dark, except for the light from her phone. "I know I left a light on," she whispered to herself. She flipped the switch on the wall and the kitchen light came on, giving her at least a little relief. No... nothing seemed out of place.
She moved into the living room, using the light from her phone to peer into the shadowy nooks and crannies in the room and turned on the light. Still, everything looked to be in place. She shivered, her hands obviously shaking as she moved towards the stairs. She was both scared and excited that this might just be the night. Her light shown up the stairs, showing nothing out of place yet again. She turned the light on in the stairwell and slowly made her way up to her bedroom.
Her bedroom door was partly open, just about where she remembered leaving it. She shown her light inside first, trying to catch any glimpse of an intruder, and, seeing nothing, slowly opened it fully. She walked inside, inch by inch, trying not to even make a sound and turned on the bedside lamp. It glowed in the room, showing nothing out of place.
She backed away a little and shown the light under the bed, making sure no one was hiding there, then moved to the closets, carefully opening each one and shining the light inside to find nothing. She breathed a little sigh of relief. 'One more spot' she said to herself and walked slowly toward the bathroom door. Her hands were shaking, the light from her phone dancing a little on the wall. The bathroom door was closed, something she'd never have done.
Carefully and quietly she turned the knob and pushed the door, ready to jump back at any sound. She quickly flipped the light switch, filling the room instantly. Her breath caught for a moment before her brain realized it was indeed empty. She let out a long, slow breath, closing her eyes for a moment. Other than the kids' bedrooms and closets and the hall bathroom, the house was empty of any intruders.
When she opened her eyes again, odd papers on the bathroom vanity caught her attention. She walked inside and picked one up. It was a picture... a picture of a young woman that Emmanuelle didn't know... a young woman naked, bound with rope, and gagged. It was a picture of a young woman looking at the camera, scared and yet... excited.
Trying to determine who this was, she turned the picture over and found a note written in black marker. "This is satisfied customer #2. You're next!" it simply said.
"Oh my God!" she said loudly, shaking her head in disbelief.
She picked up another which simply said "Your gift awaits!". And then another saying "Check your night stand."
Could this really be happening to her? She had hoped but... never really thought it would.
She was shaking again but couldn't deny the wetness between her legs. Her panties were soaked! She squeezed her thighs together, feeling the pleasure radiate through her. Someone did get into the house. Someone who again got to her bedroom. And, this time, someone who left her a gift.
She walked quickly to her night stand and opened the door, standing back, just in case. And she looked down in shock. She reached inside and removed each item and set it on the bed: A vibrator... big and black... a large red ball gag... hand cuffs... and, finally, a type-written piece of paper.
She sat on the bed holding the instructions and reading them.
============================================================
Put on the hand cuffs and ball gag
Start a recording with your computer
Masturbate with the vibrator until orgasm.
Upload the video to FantasyBoard
I'm watching
You will be punished for any non-compliance
============================================================
Her hands were shaking and the instructions just fell out of them. She fingered each of the items again, thinking about what was being asked of her. Slowly she stood and removed her clothes completely and crawled up onto the bed. Wondering how he was indeed watching her, she put the ball gag into her mouth and fastened the clasp behind her head. The ball was large and made her mouth open extremely wide. She knew it would be almost impossible to make any sound, let alone any intelligible sound while wearing it.
She snapped the hand cuffs closed on one wrist and then the other, holding her hands in front of her body. God she was wet... and she was only following instructions while he watched from afar! She couldn't imagine how she would feel if he were in the room, commanding her with the threat of immediate punishment.
Turning, she took her computer and lay it at her feet, giving it a prime viewing angle, and started a recording. Her image sprang to life on the monitor, surprising her for a moment. This was the first time she'd ever recorded herself like this. She hoped she looked pleasing, at least.
She held the vibrator as she lay back on the pillows, raising her knees and spreading them wide apart, exposing her wet pussy to the camera below. It looked swollen and ready, her labia engorged, parting slightly already. She turned the vibrator on full and heard the deep rumblings. She wrapped her fingers around it, feeling it vibrate in her hand and knew this was going to make her cum quickly.
She licked her lips and slowly moved the black toy along her thigh, moving it onto the soft flesh between them. Her hands were shaking, barely able to hold the black monster as she moved it closer and closer to her wet flesh. She squealed and jumped a little as it touched her labia, the pleasurable rumblings definitely affecting her. She closed her eyes, lost in the feelings as she moved it over her pussy, up to her clit and held it there.
She imagined the intruder holding the vibrator, her hands held fast. Imagined him moving it over and around her sensitive spots, teasing her at first and showing her that he was fully in control by keeping her orgasm at bay. She couldn't stop it, no matter what. She'd be tied tightly, helpless, completely at his mercy. She couldn't even speak to indicate it was too much.
Slowly she pushed it inside herself, the rumblings seeming to be everywhere at once, all over her body. It easily moved deeply, to it's full length, before she slowly pulled it back out. God it felt incredible! She slowly fucked herself, trying to get every ounce of pleasure from this thing.
Would he make her cum fast? Or would he tease her and deny her orgasm? Would he fuck her hard and fast or slowly? Would he just lay it against her clit to torture her? All these scenarios played out in her mind as she slowly fucked herself. Then, in her minds eye, she heard him telling her not to cum... not yet... all while not stopping his torturous fucking and she tried denying herself that pleasure.
She was breathing hard, every nerve on fire, a light sheen of sweat all over her body. And finally she envisioned him commanding her to cum... hard... and she held the toy against her clit, pushing it and slightly rotating it as she let out an earth-shattering orgasm. She screamed into the gag, holding nothing back, and wondered if she'd have her voice tomorrow.
Shaking in spasms, she turned off the toy and dropped it on the bed beside her. Her pussy was throbbing with pleasure. She sat up, pulled the computer towards her, and stopped the recording. Then she removed the hand cuffs and the gag. She grabbed her computer again and sat back in the pillows, working her jaw which was stretched from the gag.
She logged onto FantasyBoard website and entered her threads again. She brought up Control2Pleasure's profile and created a quick message and uploaded her video into it.
============================================================
Here's the video you made me create. I'm scared to upload
it, scared of what the world might think of me. But I'm
helpless in your control.
============================================================
Then she sent another.
============================================================
Who is the woman in the photo? Did she scream with pleasure
as you had your way with her? Did you bind her because she
was being a disobedient girl or because you like your victims
helpless? What will you do with me? How did you break into
my house with all the windows and doors locked? Are you
really watching me right now? I am overcome with excitement
and fear. Please come to me like a phantom in the night.
God, please, take me! I am ready for you.
============================================================
She closed the computer and set it beside her, along with the other items, and slid underneath the blankets. Reaching up, she turned off the light and quickly fell asleep.
*****
It was the middle of the night, the room was pitch black when she opened her eyes. She didn't know what woke her... maybe it was a noise. She felt the incredibly erotic feeling of lips and a tongue on her toes, and a mouth lightly engulf and suckle on one. The way her body reacted, she liked that feeling, but now that she knew it was an unknown lover, fear rushed through her body and she jerked.
She could feel her legs were bound and could barely move them and, as she sat up, flashes of light erupted in the room, one after the other, as pictures were being taken. She had stars in her eyes and couldn't see, but called out in fear.
"Who are you?"
Then she heard footsteps receding out of the room and down the stairs. She tried to get out of bed, trying to follow him, but couldn't. Her legs were tied together with a rope. She struggled to free them quickly, but couldn't, so she just lay back in the bed, frustrated. She reached up and flicked on the light and untied herself.
She got out of bed and closed her bedroom door, locking it, her body shaking in fear. He was actually in the room with her! He could have done anything he wanted! When she got back into bed, she pulled the covers up tight, trying to use them as some sort of protection. She kept the light on, then, and tried to go back to sleep. It was a difficult sleep, though, full of nightmare intruders, and bondage, and total loss of any control. She woke still scared, but very excited.
She quickly grabbed her computer again and opened it, logging onto the website. A message was waiting for her from a user named "Control2Pleasure". She opened it and immediately saw the pictures. The first were pictures of her lying on the bed, the blanket pulled away, her naked form exposed. There were close up pictures of her privates, pictures with the intruder's gloved hand so close to touching her. Then came pictures of her intruder laying beside her, touching her breast... and touching so close to her pussy.
"Oh my God," she said, shaking. "I can't believe he got that close to me."
The words of his message then caught her attention.
============================================================
You can't keep me away... You can't stop me... I tasted you...
and I will take what I want!
============================================================
She checked out the user and found it was established six months ago, about six months after she established her own account. She still had no idea who this person was. But she knew she was definitely his target.
*****
She made sure she got home earlier on Wednesday. The sun was starting to set, but was still providing light in the house. She moved around and checked all the doors and all the windows and made sure they were locked. Then she went to her bedroom. On one hand, she wanted to lock her bedroom door, maybe prop a chair against it to keep her intruder out... but on the other, she wanted to let him in. It was a difficult battle fought in her head but, in the end, she figured it was good enough to make sure every door and window was locked.
She grabbed a book and started reading it, constantly listening for any sounds out of place. By 11pm, she was dressed for bed and slid beneath the covers. She could feel her body reacting to the desire within her, her nipples so hard they ached, her pussy so wet her panties were drenched. She slid her panties off, knowing they weren't doing anything for her anyways.
She didn't know what time it was when a strange noise woke her up. She waited a moment, getting her bearings in the dark, and realized her window was wide open. She sat up and turned on her light, then moved and closed the window, looking outside to see if there was any movement. Then she pulled the drapes closed.
"Damn it!" she whispered to herself.
Suddenly a strange voice spoke from behind her. "Poot on de blindfoldt dats sitteeng on de dresser. Do eet now. Don't make mee heert you."
She was confused for a moment. It was a woman's voice. A woman hiding her voice behind an obviously fake and cartoonish accent.
"Ok." She was shaking again, completely thrown off by a woman's voice, but saw the blindfold and grabbed it. She moved it over her eyes and slid the strap behind her head.
"Take off your pahnties."
"I'm... I'm not wearing any."
"Mmmm..." the woman moaned softly. "Good... Towch yourself," the voice commanded.
Unable to see she could feel everything going on in her body. She could feel the goosebumps on her skin. She could feel the slightly cooler air coming out from the room's vent. She could feel her pussy pulsing with need at finally meeting the intruder.
She slid her fingers over her light fur, lazily circling just above her clit. She kept her pubic hair shaved very short in a small triangle above her pussy. Her labia were shaved bare. Slowly her fingers crept lower, onto her clit, and circled there. Her body erupted with pleasure and she gasped out, "oh God!"
Her fingers twirled around her clit then moved lower to slide over her labia. She was well practiced in touching herself and getting herself excited. Now that she had someone watching, someone in control, it was even more exciting.
"Feenger yourself," the voice commanded a little closer to her now.
Emmanuelle slide a finger inside her pussy and breathed out, her breath coming out in a hiss of pleasure. She moved it slowly in and out, feeling her wetness increase by leaps and bounds. She could feel it slip to her thigh and run down her leg as she spread her legs apart a little, to give her hands more room.
Her free hand grabbed her breast and squeezed it, paying particular attention to her very hard nipple.
"Take off your top."
Emmanuelle licked her lips and slowly grabbed the bottom of her night shirt and pulled it up and off, dropping it to the floor. She hoped the intruder like what she saw. She hoped she pleased her.
"Kneel... kneel on de floor," the unseen woman commanded.
"Maybe if I went to the bed..." Emmanuelle started to complain, started to exert control, and then felt a sharp sting on her ass. She jumped, yelping, but dared not utter another word.
"I said kneel!" the woman hissed. "I will heert you eef you do nawt do as I say!"
Emmanuelle didn't want to feel that pain again, so she immediately knelt on the ground.
"Keep feengering yourself," the woman said, closer now. Emmanuelle could feel the woman right behind her, her breath in her ear. Suddenly the woman smelled at her neck and licked her there.
Emmanuelle was shaking in fear and excitement. The woman's hand was on her breast, squeezing it and teasing her nipple as she bit Emmanuelle in the neck. Emmanuelle could feel her orgasm looming... so close now...
Suddenly she felt a shock on her thigh. It was startling more than it was painful, but Emmanuelle jumped and gasped.
"Faster.... faster...," the woman commanded her and Emmanuelle complied, her hand rapidly thrusting her finger inside her folds, then pulling out and circling her sensitive clit. The woman grabbed the hair on the back of her head and pulled it back sharply. "Faster," she hissed and then kissed her firmly.
Emmanuelle moaned as the woman's tongue pushed deep into her mouth in a very erotic kiss. While her own fingers swirled over her pussy, the woman's hand still toyed with first one breast, then the other, pinching and pulling her nipples.
Emmanuelle was so close when the woman pulled back and said "Schtop!" She grabbed Emmanuelle's hand and pulled it from her pussy. Emmanuelle was breathing hard. She wanted to cum so badly.
"Give me youruh coansent," the intruder whispered in her ear.
"But... but, you're a woman!" Emmanuelle complained.
"Tell me," the woman whispered in her ear, making Emmanuelle tingle all over. She knew she'd cave in and do whatever this woman wanted. It was just... not what she expected. She'd never been with a woman before... well, other than that one night with Beth in college after they had too much to drink.
"Oh... um... yes, I give you my free and full consent to do whatever you want to me. Just..."
Emmanuelle could hear metal clinking as the woman moved in front of her. She grabbed one of Emmanuelle's arms and put a metal band around her wrist, then repeated the action with the other. Like the handcuffs, Emmanuelle's arms were now bound in front of her. But these metal bindings were heavier and thicker.
The woman used the combination of the cuffs and pulling her hair to lift Emmanuelle up and move her to the bed, pushing her to her back. The woman then unceremoniously grabbed her foot and put it in the metal shackles beside her hand and repeated it with her other foot. Her hands were now bound inside her feet, all held in the same metal contraption, her knees bent back towards her chest.
She felt so open... and exposed. She felt something moving down the inside of her thigh, something electrical, making her tingle. It dragged all the way from her knee to her pussy and then moved to the other leg. Emmanuelle's pussy spasmed with need and desire and she heard the woman giggle at Emmanuelle's response.
She felt the woman move over her head, her hands moving over and massaging Emmanuelle's breasts. She pinched and pulled her nipples, at first a little soft, then harder, until Emmanuelle was practically crying out from the pain. The woman giggled again. She seemed almost heartless, not caring what Emmanuelle thought or wanted.
She heard the woman move again and she wondered what she was doing. Then she smelled her... she smelled her sex... she knew her pussy was close. And then it pressed down on her lips. "Lick me," the woman commanded, simply. She moved her pussy up and back, so that Emmanuelle felt her wet pussy against her lips, but Emmanuelle kept her mouth closed. An electric shock suddenly hit her side, close to her breast and she cried out from the pain.
"I said lick me," the woman said angrily. "Now do it! Open your God damned mouth and stick out your tongue or I swear I'll rip your fucking nipples right off." She shocked Emmanuelle again and again, making her jump helplessly every time and eventually Emmanuelle complied, sticking her mouth into the woman's pussy.



"That's it... that's fucking it. Lick my pussy, you fucked up slut."
Emmanuelle felt embarrassed and debased by how the woman treated her but she licked her fervently. And the woman seemed to enjoy it. Her pussy didn't taste bad at all, as Emmanuelle expected, but was fresh.
"Right there," the woman instructed her as Emmanuelle licked her clit. "Suck right there."
Emmanuelle wrapped her lips around the nub and sucked on it. The woman above her shook in delight and made the most wonderful sounds. She was panting as she stroked and grabbed Emmanuelle's hair, going from pulling her tighter into her pussy to pushing her away. But Emmanuelle kept licking and sucking and was finally rewarded with the intruder's orgasm washing over her lips and face.
The woman moved off Emmanuelle's face and bent over. Emmanuelle could feel her breath on her cheek, so she knew she was close. Then she kissed her again, roughly and deeply, her tongue probing and licking Emmanuelle's face. Emmanuelle tried to turn her face away, but the woman pulled it back into place roughly.
"You asked for this, mommy," the woman said.
Emmanuelle froze. That voice... it was familiar. But it couldn't be.
And the intruder kept kissing her, sucking on her tongue, and licking her face.
Fuck! It couldn't be!
The woman stopped and moved on the bed. The she felt her breath... on her thigh... and a lick and bite. Emmanuelle shook from excitement and fear.
"Ummm... are you... Sarah?" she asked.
The woman giggled and she felt her lick her pussy from bottom to top, slowly, flicking the tip of her tongue up and down over her very distended clit. "Maybe... wouldn't you like to know." Emmanuelle couldn't help but moan as the woman began to lick her pussy... although devour would be a better description. God! She knew what she was doing!
"Oh my God, this can't be happening," Emmanuelle moaned.
The woman knew just how to gauge Emmanuelle's response. Every time Emmanuelle came close to cumming, she backed off, and kept her right on the edge. Emmanuelle could feel her pussy gushing with a need to cum. She could feel heat all over her body, flushed with desire.
"Oh, fuck," Emmanuelle moaned and the woman stopped.
The woman sat up, her hands moving over Emmanuelle's ass cheeks, squeezing and pulling them. Then a slim finger slid down the crack, her fingertip slowly circling and teasing her asshole. Emmanuelle moaned loudly. Her ex often fucked her ass, which at first she thought was horrible. But she quickly grew to enjoy it, to enjoy being so used and humiliated by it.
The woman seemed to revel in her asshole, dribbling lube so that it ran down her crack. Then her fingers teased her by circling it slowly, then teasingly intruding inside, just the tip, while Emmanuelle moaned. Then slowly she pushed it deeper, fingering her with the slim digit, making Emmanuelle shiver. Then Emmanuelle practically cried as the woman pushed two fingers inside, fingering her deeply while her other hand teased her clit.
God! This was just pure, incredible, wonderful torture!
The intruder moved on the bed again until she was beside Emmanuelle. Emmanuelle felt her hand slowly pull at the blindfold until she pulled it from her eyes. Emmanuelle looked up at Sarah's smiling face.
"Tada!" Sarah then leaned down and began kissing her, ravaging her mouth with her tongue.
Emmanuelle could barely even catch her breath, Sarah was kissing her so violently. "Mmm... Sarah... wait," she said when her mouth was free enough.
"Shhhh," Sarah said as she continued to kiss her and moved her hand to Emmanuelle's hanging breasts. Her fingers quickly found Emmanuelle's nipple and pinched it, lightly at first but then more firmly. Emmanuelle groaned from the pain, but it quickly faded and increased her own pleasure. Sarah pulled her mouth away and watched Emmanuelle's expression change as she pinched and pulled it again and again. "You look so beautiful, mommy, all tied up under me," she whispered.
"I... unh!... I don't think your father would like this," Emmanuelle said, grunting with another pinch.
Sarah smiled. "I don't care. You're the sexiest stepmom anyone could ever have. And we both know you want this." Sarah reached beside her and picked up a Hitachi wand in one hand and a Violet wand in the other. "You want to be controlled. You want to be used. And you want pain and pleasure," she giggled. Then she shuffled her feet until her knees were on the sides of Emmanuelle's head, with Emmanuelle looking up into her pussy.
"Oh... shit!" Emmanuelle moaned loudly as the Hitachi wand sprang to life and Sarah set it against her clit, the high intensity vibrations immediately setting her body on fire. She was quickly taken to new heights when Sarah suddenly pulled the Hitachi away and ran the Violet wand across her labia. The light electrical sparks flittered between the wand and her sensitive flesh, making it tingle with just a tinge of pain.
"Oh my God, what are you doing to me?" Emmanuelle moaned as the Hitachi was placed back on her clit. The fire inside her was roaring now. Her body was screaming for release.
"Exactly what you asked for," Sarah said softly.
Emmanuelle groaned as Sarah pulled the Hitachi away at just the right moment and then applied the Violet wand again. "How... oh fuck!... how did you know?"
Sarah giggled. "I know all about you, mommy. I know all about your deep, dark, fucked-up fantasies. I've known for a long time. And I've been waiting for just this moment."
Sarah applied the Hitachi to her clit again. "Oh... fuck," Emmanuelle groaned even louder. "Please, please God, please don't stop!"
"Then lick my fucking pussy, mommy," Sarah commanded. "Lick my pussy and I'll give you the best orgasm of your life."
"Ok... ok," Emmanuelle looked up at Sarah's wet and eager pussy. Her step-daughter's pussy. She'd already licked it once, right? "Alright," Emmanuelle finally conceded and began licking her, enjoying the taste and texture of her beautiful, young pussy. And then screamed into it, as Sarah forced her to have first of many orgasms.
*****
"So?" Beth asked excitedly when they met after work on Thursday night. "I gather by your Cheshire cat smile that something happened. Spill it!"
The day after Sarah took her, Emmanuelle met Beth at their favorite coffee house again. They'd taken their cups outside to sit at one of the sidewalk tables where they could have a little more privacy. Emmanuelle took a sip and just looked at Beth, smiling.
"You're killing me with the anticipation!"
"Oh it happened!" Emmanuelle finally said. "It was the most... intense... mind-blowing... unexpected experience of my life," she said, trying to find just the right words.
"Oh my God! I can't believe you actually went through with it," Beth said, leaning forward and smiling. "Are you going to do it again?"
Emmanuelle nodded, biting her lip.
"You are so bad! Maybe you might tell your handsome intruder to visit me some time," Beth smiled, touching Emmanuelle's forearm. "I could use some mind-blowing," she laughed.
Emmanuelle smiled, her eyes betraying her lust as she looked at her friend in a new light. "I just might," she said.
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Big Daddy, Part 5
I spent a good portion of the day on Saturday, fucking Abby and Emmanuelle. They were absolutely insatiable. But when we were finally done and resting, some time around 3:00pm, Abby started talking about what happened last week.
"You know, you never got to fuck Lilly last weekend," she said.
"She was too shy," I said, defending the young woman. "But she really liked me eating her out. I don't even know how many times she came like that."
"I bet you enjoyed that," Emmanuelle giggled.
"You know... I wonder if she's gay," Abby said out of the blue. "I mean, she didn't even try to fuck you or even touch your cock. Maybe she closed her eyes and imagined it was a girl licking her pussy the whole time."
"Lilly? I don't know... I haven't heard her say anything about it at all," Emmanuelle said. "Not even a hint."
"Maybe she doesn't even realize it herself. But... I propose we find out for sure," Abby said, giggling. "And I think I know how."
Abby then went into details of her plan, and, while we added changes here and there, the plan she came up with was pretty good. And all three of us were going to benefit from this... investigation... into Lilly's sexuality.
*****
On Sunday morning, Emmanuelle called both Abby and Lilly and invited them over to our pool once more. Hannah had to work so she wasn't involved in our plans. The girls showed up at 3:00pm and changed into their bathing suits in Emmanuelle's bedroom as always.
I made myself scarce, telling them I had some work to do in the basement. When the girls went outside, I snuck back up to the main level and hid in the dining room, thinking that I could watch them, but they couldn't really see me. The dining room had a window that faced the pool and shared a wall and entry into the living room. It would be the perfect cover.
They all set up their chairs to lay out in the sun and work on their final tans for the summer. I watched them closely as both Abby and Emmanuelle hammed it up when they put on their tanning oil. Both of them knew I was watching, so they took a lot of time to touch themselves, and the other in sexually suggestive ways. They had no idea how hard they were making me.
About an hour after they started laying out, both Abby and Lilly stood, slightly adjusted their suits, and came towards the sliding glass door. I hid along the wall that the dining room shared with the living room and peeked through the archway every now and then.
"I couldn't wear something that skimpy," Lilly said as she came through the door, continuing some conversation they were having. They were talking about Abby's bikini that barely covered her. There were two, small, neon-green triangles covering her nipples and a thin strip of cloth going between her legs. It was one of the smallest... and hottest... bikinis I'd ever seen. And it glowed in just the right places to draw your attention.
"It's not that hard," Abby said, sliding the door closed. "No one sees it but Emmanuelle and you."
"That's embarrassing enough."
"That suit looks really good on you," Abby complimented her. Lilly's bathing suit was more covering, with her breasts completely hidden and a wide triangle that slid between her legs. It wasn't too far of a step beyond a one-piece, really.
"Thanks," Lilly blushed and pulled back as Abby traced a finger over Lilly's top, over her nipple, acting as if she were simply admiring the suit.
"Are you shy right now?" Abby asked.
"A little bit, yeah," Lilly giggled nervously.
"You don't need to be shy," Abby reassured her. "It's just us two. And especially after last weekend, we've been pretty naked around each other."
"You just... kind of make me nervous," Lilly said.
"Why in the world would I make you nervous?" Abby asked, smiling. She actually liked that she made Lilly nervous. She had a pretty good idea why she did and it made her plan that much more delicious.
"You're just very... open... flirty... touchy," Lilly admitted.
"Oh... I get it," Abby said, smiling. "So, does that mean you like girls?"
"God, this is so embarrassing," Lilly said, and I could imagine her face flushing a deep crimson. "I think it's just a fantasy. It's not like anything I've acted on, like... never."
"I think most gay people have started like that," Abby admitted. "Before I knew I liked girls, I had fantasies, too. Then I'd have a boyfriend and think that I'm so in love with him and that he's the best. I convinced myself I didn't need a girl. But I always thought about it. Do you think about it a lot?"
Lilly nodded slightly. "I mean... I don't know... sometimes."
Abby smiled, not really believing her. "You don't have to lie to me. I've like known you for so long. It's ok to like girls and even experiment. I mean, you never know unless you try, right?"
"I don't know," Lilly said softly, not fully convinced by Abby's argument. "I think it just might be a fantasy."
"But how do you know if you've never done anything with a girl?" Abby asked. "You have to at least try it once. Have you ever even kissed a girl?"
"No, not really," Lilly admitted.
"I'm bi, and the first time I kissed a girl, I knew I had to have more," Abby said, smiling as if she was reliving the feeling. "It was... so good."
"Really?" Lilly asked, a glimmer in her eye as if she was thinking she might just try it.
"Yeah! Like... or have you ever thought about what it would be like to have a girl go down on you?" Abby asked. "I mean, Big Daddy licked you a lot last weekend. But girls are so different."
"I mean, I've been curious but isn't everyone a little curious?" Lilly asked.
Abby nodded in understanding. "Yeah, I was curious, too," she admitted. "And if you want to know the truth... I've always been curious about you."
That seemed to shock Lilly, but only a little bit. Her facial expression was one of shock, but she blushed in embarrassment again as if maybe... it wasn't unwanted. "But... we've been friends for forever. What are you talking about?"
"Exactly... friends," Abby said matter-of-factly. "So it doesn't matter. And I don't want you going out there and doing something with a girl and not knowing what to do. Like, I'll show you some things and then when it does happen with somebody else you'll know exactly what to do."
Abby moved closer to Lilly, until she stood right in front of her. She leaned forward and kissed Lilly's bare shoulder. "So... what if I told you I wanted to kiss you?"
"Oh my God!" Lilly blushed again, still just standing there, not pushing Abby away or stopping her in any way. "What if our friends find out?"
Abby kissed the top of Lilly's chest, her hands gently holding her friend's hips. "They won't find out unless we tell them."
"I don't know," Lilly said, but Abby could feel her body quivering with pleasure.
Abby reached around behind her friend, found the two strings that held her bikini top on, and pulled them, releasing the tie. Lilly giggled, blushing deeply, and held one arm across her chest to keep it on.
"Oh my God, what are you doing?" Lilly said, shocked.
"Look, I'm not going to say anything and you're not going to say anything, so I think we're all good," Abby said, trying to calm her.
"It just... it just seems kind of risky to me," Lilly said, sounding very nervous.
"It's not risky," Abby tried to reassure her as she circled behind her. "Nobody's here and nobody's going to find out. Just let me show you."
"Are you sure?" Lilly asked again.
Abby kissed her neck from behind, lightly licking and sucking on her skin. "Yes, I'm sure. Doesn't that feel good?"
"Yeah... but... I don't know... we're friends," Lilly said, slowly succumbing to the pleasure. "I don't want anyone to find out."
"Stop stressing. It'll be ok," Abby said. "You're literally always stressing out. Just relax. There's nothing to be worried about. It's just a girl and another girl kissing and making each other feel good."
I couldn't take any more. I'd already been squeezing my cock through my pants, but now I slowly unfasted them and slid them down my legs, stepping out of them. My cock was throbbing and it felt so good to slide my hand up and down its length as I continued listening to the girls. I wasn't sure Abby's plan would work, but so far, it was working like a charm.
Abby kissed Lilly's neck again, this time from behind, and slid her hands under Lilly's arms. She reached up and pulled Lilly's bathing suit top away and dropped it on the floor.
"I don't think we need that any more," Abby said softly.
"But..."
"It's ok," Abby reassured her once again. Her hands slid underneath both of Lilly's breasts and squeezed them, teasing her nipples. "Oh, your tits are so soft. And you have the cutest little nipples I've ever seen." Abby then concentrated a lot of her touch on teasing Lilly's nipples, feeling them harden in her hands. "Your breasts are perfect... so perky. I'll teach you everything you need to know."
Lilly closed her eyes in pleasure, gasping, as her friend teased her very sensitive nipples. "Oh my God," Lilly panted. "I don't know... but that does feel good, though."
Abby slid one hand down Lilly's body, over her stomach until they reached Lilly's bikini bottoms. Slowly she slid her hand under the material until she was sliding her fingers through her pussy.
"You have an amazing body," Abby panted into Lilly's ear.
"Oh my God," Lilly moaned loudly, "the way you touch me, it feels so good."
"You're so wet," Abby groaned into her neck.
"But... but, what if someone catches us?"
Abby removed her hands and walked around in front of Lilly once again. She grabbed her by the shoulders and led her over to the couch, pushing her down to sit on it.
"Here... sit back... relax... and please stop thinking," Abby said. "You're stressing way too much." Abby knelt on the floor in front of Lilly and untied her own bikini top, tossing it aside. She then quickly leaned forward and started licking Lilly's pussy over her bikini bottoms. "Mmm, you smell so good."
"Oh my God I can't believe we're doing this," Lilly moaned as she felt Abby's hot breath on her sensitive flesh.
Abby lifted up a second, smiling deviously. "It's going to be the best time you've ever had." She reached up with both hands and untied Lilly's bottoms on each hip, then pulled them off her. "I'm so excited to show you all the things you need to know."
Quickly, she started licking her friend's pussy as Lilly writhed below her.
"Oh my God, that feels really good," Lilly moaned.
"Your pussy is so fucking tasty."
"You won't tell anyone about this, right?" Lilly complained for the last time.
"No, but we might have to do this again," Abby giggled before sucking her labia into her mouth and nibbled on them.
"Fuck that's really, really good," Lilly gasped.
With Lilly a lot more focused on Abby now, I walked out of my hiding place and stood in the archway, fully in the open. My cock was still throbbing so hard and my hand was sliding up and down it so fast as I watched Abby eat her friend's pussy. It was so erotic that now I was afraid I'd cum too early, before I got to join in the fun.
"You are really good at that," Lilly moaned watching Abby.
"I can teach you," Abby said.
"It's so different when a girl is going down on you," Lilly said.
"So much fucking better."
"Oh that's so good. Oh fuck." Lilly was closing her eyes, trying to feel everything she could. Pleasure was coursing through her that she thought she'd never experience.
"You have the most beautiful pussy that I've ever seen," Abby said softly. "And you taste so good."
"You're so good at eating pussy," Lilly said, complimenting her.
"Mmm," Abby giggled into her pussy. "I've heard that before."
"Oh fuck... I'm going to cum soon if you keep doing that." Abby concentrated on her clit, licking and sucking it so perfectly and it was working. Lilly was writhing below her, panting hard. It was such a beautiful sight to see.
"Oh my God I'm getting close!" Lilly groaned loudly.
"Cum all over my mouth," Abby said, giving herself just that second to stop licking her friend and diving right back in afterwards.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck I'm cumming!" Lilly's body was shaking so wildly. This was going to be a very strong orgasm. "Oh! Uhhhh!"
Even as Lilly came, Abby kept licking her, licking up all her juices.
"Oh my God," Lilly panted as Abby kissed all around her pussy. "Oh, that felt so good."
Abby sat back on her knees, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "Do you wanna try?"
Lilly nodded. "Yeah... ok."
The two quickly traded places and Abby quickly took her own bottoms off and laid back, spreading her legs. She slid her fingers over her clit, feeling the pleasure it was already giving her. "Oh... I'm so excited already," she said.
Lilly slowly, tentatively leaned forward and started licking her.
"You've never done this before?" Abby asked, stroking a stray hair out of Lilly's face.
"No... it's my first time."
After watching Lilly cum, I had to get closer to this action. I walked into the living room, catching Abby's eye, until I stood next to the chair behind Lilly.
"You're doing such a good job," Abby said, her attention floating between me and Lilly. "Just keep doing exactly that... licking and sucking my clit. Yeah, just like that. Fuck... that's so good. Yeah, keep doing exactly that. I can't wait to cum all over your pretty face. I've been dreaming about your tongue in my pussy for so long."
"Really?" Lilly asked, getting into pleasing one of her best friends. She found the right rhythm, the right suction, the right flick of her tongue to give Abby pleasure.
"Yeah," Abby moaned, closing her eyes for a moment. Between watching me and feeling and watching Lilly, she wasn't going to last long. "And it's exactly how I imagined it would feel."
"You have such a pretty pussy," Lilly said softly.
As I stood near these two, young beauties, masturbating, Emmanuelle had slipped around to the front of the house and silently moved in the front door so that no one would hear her. She padded up to me, barefoot, to keep quiet and knelt down, replacing my hand with her own.
I moaned softly, trying not to let Lilly hear us.
"Oh yeah... fuck," Abby moaned. "You're doing that so well."
"It's different eating out a girl," Lilly admitted. "And it tastes so good. You're so juicy."
"I always get wet thinking about you," Abby smiled down at her. "Oh, you're doing such a good job. You're gonna make me cum all over your pretty face."
"Yeah?" Lilly asked. She sounded so happy that she could give that kind of pleasure to someone.
"Just keep going like that," Abby said, holding Lilly's head with one hand. "Oh fuck, yes that's good. Oh fuck, you're gonna make me cum. Fuck, just like that. I'm cumming, daddy! Fuck!"
Abby held Lilly's mouth tightly to her pussy as she came. Lilly licked lightly while Abby's body trembled through it.
"Oh fuck!" Abby moaned loudly as her orgasm subsided and Lilly sat back on her heels. "Come 'ere and let me taste my pussy on your lips." She pulled Lilly up to her, kissing and licking her lips which sent me over the edge.
I grunted loudly, Emmanuelle's mouth and hand on my cock along with watching these two little sluts was just too much for me. And then hearing Abby call me out when she was cumming... I was going to cum hard.
"Oh my gosh! Mr. Tanner!" Lilly screamed, trying to move to hide her body from my sight. But then she noticed Emmanuelle kneeling before me, her hands quickly stroking me, her mouth filled with my cock.
"Cum for me daddy... cum for me," Emmanuelle said, wanting my cum.
"That is so fucking hot," Abby said.
"Oh baby, I'm cumming!" I groaned as I came in Emmanuelle's mouth. She moaned softly as I filled her mouth so full. Then Emmanuelle sat back, giggling. "God that was so nice, sweetheart."
Emmanuelle rose and walked over to Abby. She held her face in her hands as she kissed her, letting my cum slide between them, back and forth, giving them both a taste. Then, giggling, they broke their kiss and swallowed.
"Thank you daddy," they both said in unison.
"What in the hell?" Lilly said, shocked at what she was seeing. "Oh my God, what are you doing?" She grabbed a pillow off the couch and hugged it to her, hiding behind it while Abby laughed.
"We've been teaching you how to fuck," Abby giggled.
Emmanuelle leaned down and kissed Lilly. "And I think you get an A. Do you want to try maybe... sitting on my face?" she asked her friend.
"Go on... it'll be fun," Abby encouraged her. "I need that cock in my pussy."
I watched in near shock as my stepdaughter kissed Lilly passionately, and pulled her towards the couch. She laid on her back and Lilly, tentatively, kicked a leg over and settled her pussy onto Emmanuelle's face. Abby then moved towards me, quickly guiding me into the chair and sat in my lap, sliding my still-hard cock inside her.
I watched Lilly grind into Emmanuelle's face as my stepdaughter licked her with an expertise and desire I never knew she had. And Abby bounced on my cock like she was a porn star, her hands on my shoulders, the top of her feet resting on my thighs for added leverage. I was so inundated with pleasure that I could no longer think. I simply let the pleasure guide me.
I could tell that Lilly came again, covering Emmanuelle's face with her juices, as the two then sat up on the couch, and passionately kissed. Then they turned their attention to watch us.
Abby was close, grinding into me one minute, then sliding my cock in and out of her pussy at a rapid pace. I didn't know a woman could move her hips that quickly.
"Fuck!" I groaned. Abby had closed her eyes as she got so close to her orgasm.
"Your cock is so fucking good, Daddy," she moaned, barely able to speak she was panting so hard. "Oh fuck... right there. Yes! Do you feel how wet you make my fucking pussy, daddy?"
"Oh my fucking God," I moaned, overwhelmed by her. Her tits bouncing in front of my face, her pussy felt heavenly bouncing on my cock. I couldn't ask for more.
"Yes daddy... right there!" she cried out, then out right yelled, "Oh my fucking God!" right as she came, drenching me. Her body shaking, she slid off my cock and started kissing me.
In seconds, the other girls joined in, sitting on the arms of the chair, laying on top of me, all kissing me and each other.
*****
Julia finally came home at 9:00pm that night. Luckily the girls helped me clean everything up before they left. I hugged and kissed her as she walked in the door.
"Oh... um... miss me?" she asked, giggling at my strange behavior.
"Yeah," I smiled, before kissing her again.
"Sorry I wasn't here. I'm just glad that's done. Was the weekend ok?" she asked, grabbing her bags again and getting ready to take them upstairs.
"Yeah," I nodded. "It really was nice."
"Emmanuelle was good?"
I smiled, remembering all the fun we had this weekend. I knew that Julia's job was changing and that she wasn't going to be taking any more trips in the future. Between that and the girls going back to college, my summer of being Big Daddy had ended.
"Yeah... she was the perfect little angel. I couldn't hope for a better stepdaughter."
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High Heeled Shoes
It had been a long day, Vince thought as he moved around the store, straightening the shoes for what must have been the hundredth time. Business was slow during the late summer months and because of that, he was forced to close the store alone, the other employee leaving at 8:00pm. He was young, he thought. Could he really do a job like this for the next forty years?
He shook his head, hoping his college degree would get him something better. It wasn't that he didn't like working around shoes... he actually loved it. He actually got excited around the shoes, given the right shoe and the right foot it fit on. He'd actually gotten a solid hardon waiting on some of the women that came into the store and a few times had to masturbate in the bathroom once they left.
He'd dreamt and fantasized about so many sexual encounters in the store, but he was pretty confident nothing that exciting was ever going to happen to him.
He stood behind the register, preparing to close for the night when he noticed a woman in red come into the store. He might not have even looked up for a minute, except that when she came in, it seemed the lights flared a little, almost forcing him to look up. And look up he did! It certainly wasn't the first time he'd seen Emmanuelle come into the store, she was actually a common customer, coming in every month or two. But it was the first time he'd seen her so dolled up before.
He blinked for a moment, wondering if he was dreaming. She was a gorgeous woman... most likely in her sixties, but with the body to die for. She wore a strapless, tight, low-cut red dress that showed off every single curve of her body. He just knew that it would show a tattoo if she had one on her perfect body. He also knew that she couldn't be wearing lingerie beneath it... not a single bump could be seen beneath the dress.
Her nails were painted a bright red to accommodate the dress and her long, black, nylon covered legs ended with a lovely pair of red Delight-687 shoes from the Shiekh Pleaser collection. The six-inch heel made her legs look so much longer and dominating. She walked with confidence, exuding sexuality no man could resist.
Vince gulped, feeling his erection begin to strain against his pants as he watched her.
She walked directly to the section she always visited... the high-fashion, high-heeled shoes.
"Mrs. Casiano, it's good to see you again. How are you doing this evening?" Vince asked casually and as calmly as he could. His stomach was tied in knots as he looked at this goddess of a woman who now stood even with his nearly six-foot frame.
She turned slightly, giving him an incredible side view of her curvaceous body. He could make out the bumps her nipples made in the thin, tight dress.
"I'm doing very well, Vincent. How are you tonight? I hope I didn't come in too late..."
Vince shook his head. "No, no, Mrs. Casiano. You still have plenty of time."
Emmanuelle turned back towards the wall of shoes, looking over them lovingly, her eyes sparkling. She reached out and held a pair a moment, before setting them back.
"Looking for a new pair?" Vince asked, realizing how lame it sounded only after he said it.
Emmanuelle laughed a moment and turned her head and smiled. "Something like that... I think I'm finding myself addicted to them. Almost... erotically." She laughed a little as she saw his eyes drop in embarrassment. "I can't help wearing them, loving how erotic and sexual they make me feel."
She turned and took a step towards him, stepping inside his personal space, making him very uncomfortable. "Don't tell anyone, but I actually... masturbate... while wearing them. I don't know if I could cum without them on any more."
He looked down, blushing a deep red. "I.. I..."
"Can you hand me those shoes?" She pointed to the shelf, letting him off the hook for a moment. She loved how her presence disturbed him so deliciously.
"Sure." He looked towards the shelves and couldn't determine which one's she meant. He didn't know what to do. He just stood there and stared. "Which ones?" he finally asked.
"The black mary janes," she said. Vince nodded and picked up a polished mary jane from Shoes for Lovely People with an almond toe and four-and-a-quarter inch heel. He picked them up by their adjustable mary jane strap and passed them to Emmanuelle. "What do you want to say?" she asked while looking at the shoes. He looked, too. He didn't say anything as she sat down in the chair, laughing knowingly and put the shoes on her feet and fastened the straps.
Emmanuelle crossed her legs, letting her long shin bounce playfully, her foot flexing, extending, and twisting to show off her lovely foot and shoe.
"Vincent, honey, what do you want?" she said casually, licking her lips and first looking at his crotch, then up at him playfully. "Hmmm?"
"What do you need help with?" he asked, confused. She had so much power over him, even just sitting there. His hands were shaking.
Emmanuelle laughed at his innocence. "Picking out shoes, of course," she laughed softly. "What else could I possibly need help with? What do you think of these?" She stuck out the heel for him to admire, twisting her foot in the air.
"Nice," he stiffened, obviously excited by her foot. She saw he was trying to resist without making it look like he was trying to resist.
"I like the naughty stiletto contrasted with the sweet, innocent mary jane," she said. "But I think I need something more... exciting or colorful for tonight. Agreed?"
"Yes."
"Then help me take them off, Vincent." She didn't smile, just lifted her foot for him to grasp.
"Yes, ma'am," he walked slowly to a position in front of her, pulled a little stool underneath him, and sat on it. Then he reached out and took her foot in his hand. Her short dress had hiked up, and with the position of her legs, he could see she wasn't wearing any panties... and her nylons ended at mid-thigh. He tried to look as if he didn't notice, and tried to unfasten the clasp on her right heel but his fingers fumbled with it. She reached down and helped him, their fingers and hands slightly touching. He took his time sliding it over her foot. She knew he loved feeling the leather and the soft, smooth skin of her leg. His eyes seemed to be in a fight over which they wanted to see most. He removed the other one, too, taking his time. She watched him, smiling, and lifted her dress a little more, giving him more of a view.
He blushed deeply as he was caught looking, making her laugh.
"How about... hmmm... the white slingbacks?" she asked, pointing idly towards the wall. He stood and grabbed for those immediately, realizing too late that his pants were severely tented from his erection. They were sensational ivory heels from Marc by Marc Jacobs with a bold beading around the throat and the slingback strap. "I was telling you the truth about my addictions with shoes. It's not so hard to believe that, is it?"
"I guess not," Vince said as he helped Emmanuelle. The best thing about those shoes was the tight strap that allowed him to fondle her ankle and calf while strapping them on.
Emmanuelle smiled as he gently caressed her leg. "Everyone has a weakness like that... that can be exploited. Perhaps a secret fetish they've never fully acknowledged. What do you think?"
"Classy," he said. "Elegant. Something you'd wear to the office to emphasize your dominance while also making people wonder how hot you are. Scare them and turn them on."
"Mmmmm... sounds very hot. But we're not going to the office, are we?"
"No," he shook his head and began to remove one.
"So you believe I can exploit people by their... fetish?" Emmanuelle asked. She let the question linger as she reached down and slid the strap off before Vince could.
"I dunno. I guess I learned long ago you can do anything you put your mind to," Vince said. "So, yes, I believe you can."
"Then you know what that means, don't you?" Emmanuelle beamed. "That means I can exploit... say... you. The D'Orsay please," Emmanuelle beamed.
"Yes, I suppose you could," Vince picked up the colorful Osaka Fuxia heels by Giuseppe Zanotti. He went to help her put them on but instead she took them from his hands.
"I can get these myself," she said, smiling. She held one of the shoes higher, smiling, looking directly at Vince to make sure she had his attention. She licked her lips when his gaze fixed on her hands. "Watch my long, red nails move along the leather lining of these heavenly heels. That's driving you wild, isn't it?"
"Yes," he said softly, staring, watching her hand caress the shoes.
"Let me see how wild..." She put her hand on his crotch and felt his erection though his pants as he stood there, stunned. "Oh my, your cock is so hard, Vincent. You must really want me to put these on."
"Yes... please," Vince said, softly, swallowing in embarrassed excitement. She was definitely right, his cock was extremely hard. It was almost uncomfortable.
"Whatever you'd like, honey," she finished slipping them on. "I aim to please big, hard cocks." She stood and walked around the room. Vince smiled broadly. Emmanuelle glanced in the mirror, turning her foot about to catch different glimpses of the shoe. "You know a lot about shoes, Vincent. Why is that?"
"I don't know. Just work I guess."
"Oh, I know better. It's because have a shoe fetish. That's why you have an erection right now just watching me walk around in these four-inch heels. Actually, with the half platform, it feels more like three and a half." She stood in front of Vince. "It turns you on just hearing me say that, doesn't it? High heels. Long, red nails." She tickled his cheek with her nails then, with a light grip on his tie, pulled his lips to hers. He didn't resist. It was a long, slow, wet kiss, with their tongues dueling each other for supremacy. His hands roamed over to her chest. Her long fingers scraped against his scalp as he started to kiss his way across her cheek over to her ear. Emmanuelle knew she could have him them. But she wanted to totally dominate him. She broke the kiss.
"Ready for the next pair of high heels?" she asked, her hand stroking his chest. He nodded. "You pick them out."
There was still a large assortment on the wall. Vince looked them over and zeroed in on another D'Orsay construction; a pair of glamorous peep toe pumps, GUESS Syria, with a bow at vamp and a three-and-three-quarter inch stacked cone heel.
"Very nice," Emmanuelle said as he pulled them from the wall. "I love peep toe pumps."
"Put them on?" Vince asked sheepishly.
"Hmm, I think you like begging?" she asked. "It feels nice to be submissive to me, doesn't it?"
"Yes."
"I'll put them on sweetie, but you have to then do something for me. You'll do that, right?"
Vince nodded, willing to do anything for her.
Emmanuelle smiled at him, knowing just how much control over him she now had. "I want you to take out your cock and masturbate while watching me try on these heels. That's what you want to do, anyway, isn't it?"
"Yes," he said softly, looking down, embarrassed. He undid his belt and pulled his cock out through his boxer shorts while Emmanuelle sat back and watched, her legs crossed, foot dangling.
"That's so very nice, Vincent," Emmanuelle said. No matter how many times she saw a man's cock, each time gave her a shock and shiver that she loved. "Pump it for me. Pump your cock for mommy." He licked his palm a few times and then placed his fist on his cock. He started stroking up and down the shaft, groaning softly.
"Mmm, these shoes were such a good choice. Don't you love the way my pretty red toes contrast with the creamy shoe? Do you know what color these shoes are?"
"Banana," he said, his voice getting shakey.
"Oh, you are a naughty shoe fetishist, aren't you?" Emmanuelle giggled. "It's going to be so easy to control you. In fact, let's admit you're already half in my spell and excited about doing anything I ask if that means seeing me in more pairs of high heels. Aren't you, naughty boy?"
"Yes," he said, still jerking off. "I'll do anything you ask."
She stood. "See how my toes and feet are perfectly arched as I walk over to you?" She stopped in front of him and ran her fingers through his hair. He continued to masturbate vigorously, rubbing against her leg and threatening to blow his load straight onto the carpet. "It's ok, baby. Don't hurt yourself. The only place I want you coming is in me. Why don't you pick out the next pair? Anything from the store."
He stood up and grudgingly removed his hand from his member. He walked to the wall where every pair was on display, scanning them. All in, there were over fifty pairs. This was the fantasy on a whole new level. There were pumps, sandals, mary janes, D'Orsays, and mules all every conceivable color.
Vince turned holding a pair of turquoise four-and-a-quarter-inch heels by Roberto Cavalli.
"Goodness gracious!" Emmanuelle said, admiring the silk covered stiletto heel and square toe with three rows of rhinestone embellishments. "I must say these are the perfect blowjob shoes!"
"They... they are?" Vince asked, his hands shaking.
"They are," Emmanuelle answered joyfully. "Vincent, you surprise me. I never thought you were such a naughty, naughty boy." He blushed in embarrassment. "But I'll be happy to model them for you. You'll just have to let me suck your cock."
Vince blinked in disbelief. "Uh... Ok," he whispered, handing her the shoes.
"Did you pick these shoes because you wanted me to squat down and give you a blowjob right in the middle of the store?"
"No... I..."
"Vincent... tell the truth. No? Don't you want me to suck your cock?"
"I mean, yes."
"Good. Have you thought about me doing that before? Have you ever thought about me just controlling you right here in the store and giving your cock a nice little suck?"
"Oh God.... yes..."
"It feels good to lose control, doesn't it? Why don't you take off the rest of your clothes, honey." Vince quickly removed his tie and shirt. She slid a hand along his taunt chest and abdomen. "Very nice! I see you've been working out," she said approvingly. He nearly fell, trying to remove his shoes and pants at the same time, making her laugh. When he was naked, she turned away from him. "Help me?" she asked, pointing to the zipper on the back of her dress.
Vince pulled the zipper down slowly, revealing her smooth, naked skin beneath. She slowly slid her dress off and down her legs. It was skin tight and peeled off her almost like a second skin, sliding over and off her ass. She stepped out of it and lay it on the chair. Then she slowly turned around, revealing her gorgeous, naked curves. Vince stared, dumbfounded. He'd never seen more perfect breasts, not too large, not too small, but the best size and the best shape. Her nipples were hard and pointed, topping the lovely mounds.
His gaze drifted lower, to her shapely abdomen and down to her perfectly shaved pussy, beautifully framed between her thighs. He couldn't believe she was this incredible.
She grabbed the first Banana pump and slid it onto his cock, holding it, but making his cock take as much weight as it could. "Fits perfectly, huh?" she asked, laughing a little. "The perfect little fuck toy for a naughty boy like you, huh? Never mind the blowjob, fuck that shoe."
"Yes, ma'am," he pushed his cock against the toe hole and deeper into the shoe.
"Ha! Ha!" she laughed. "Oh Vincent, I was just kidding," Emmanuelle said and gently removed it. "I just wanted to show you how completely controlled by my sexy high heels you are and that you'll do anything I say. But I don't need to make you fuck my pump to prove that, now do I?"
"No," he said. "I'm completely yours."
"My pussy has been waiting so long to hear that," she said. "Here, hold these in your hands while I suck your cock." She handed him the banana heels. "Hold them and think about how your fetish for high heels has made you my obedient slave."
"Yes, Mrs. Casiano."
"Noooo, don't call me that. Call me... mommy."
"Yes, mommy."
Emmanuelle smiled. She loved hearing that. She knelt and came face to face with Vince's rigid cock, the thing that had obsessed her for the longest time. Her hands slid over his thighs as her face hovered over his manhood. She opened her mouth and slid her tongue over it, just grazing it lightly. Then she gently lowered her lips onto the head of his cock and sucked, flooding her mouth with saliva. Her pussy also flooded. She was sucking Vince's cock because she knew it would be pleasurable, but she was unprepared for the direct stimulation a cock in her mouth seemed to exert on her pussy.
She pushed her lips further down his shaft, further bathing him in the warm wetness of her mouth. She then pulled back and off so that a string of spit connected her lips to his head for a brief moment.
"Well, that settles our deal," Emmanuelle said. "I sucked your cock so now you can just gaze at my high heels all you want. Or you can stare my high heels while I suck your cock some more? Your choice. No pressure."
"From here, I have a great view of your sexy stiletto heels sticking straight out behind you," Vince said. "Between that view and holding these sexy high heels in my hand, if you sucked me off right now I'd permanently associate the two together. Anytime I see high heels, I'd think of this blow job and have a raging hardon."
"So you'd pretty much be hard every day, all day?" Emmanuelle smiled. "You really want this?"
"I do," Vince said. "Please... suck my cock, Mommy."
"Ok," Emmanuelle started, her mouth sucking lightly on the head. Then she stopped. "Oh, if I suck you off you'll be able to get hard right away again to fuck me, right?"
"You'll be wearing heels, won't you?"
"Silly question," she smiled and engulfed his cock voraciously. Even though she was giving him the blowjob, it still felt like she was getting fucked. Not completely; not the full, hard fucking she had in mind and needed so badly. But each time she went down on him, she felt a corresponding pressure on her clit and the edge of her pussy lips. Emmanuelle had a feeling that most her days would begin or end with blowjobs from now on. She'd have to see to it. Even if it meant finding a few young studs to live with her and be her constant toys.
She sped up her rhythm, her head quickly bobbing up and down, her tongue swirling around his hardness and along the ridge of his head. Where her mouth had left exposed, she used her hand to jack him off, expertly giving him, and herself, maximum pleasure. He gripped her shoes tighter, lost in the throes of ecstasy, and licked them. She wondered if he would really be hard again immediately afterwards. He was still a young man, so yes, probably. But there was only one way to find out.
"I'm going to cum soon," Vince moaned. Emmanuelle was happy to hear that. She swirled her tongue around his shaft to draw it out for a moment and then plunged back down deep and fast. Very soon, true to his word, his cock spurted a thick stream of cum. None of her previous fantasies had actually involved her eating cum. But it was ultimately very natural. She caught it in the back of her throat, rolled it on her tongue and then swallowed, closing her eyes to enjoy the sensation. When she opened them again, she licked her lips, smiling deviously.
Emmanuelle sat back and looked at Vince, gently holding his shaft. True to his word, he gave no sign of exhaustion after cumming. His cock was slowly deflating and leaking out its remaining cum. But he himself stood ready for more.
"Mmmm... that was delicious. Now, be a naughty boy and go pick out the high heels you want me to wear the first time you fuck me," Emmanuelle said.
"Yes, Mommy," Vince responded.




Emmanuelle sat on the chair while he searched. Waiting for him, she stared at the shoes herself. Would she still wear heels like those to the office? Could she ever focus again? All she really wanted to do was suck and fuck. But she needed to work. She needed the money to buy new shoes to keep her men's interest. She also didn't want to lose her power. But she'd make the office more enjoyable. If she could seduce this young man, she could certainly handle the taboo of an office affair, or two or three.
Vince returned, shaking excitedly. "These are the ones."
"These are definitely the ones, you naughty boy." Those were the perfect ones. The heels in which she would fuck him. The Fawn by RSVP, sophisticated red dress pumps detailed with zig zagging straps across the toes. A leather upper, an adjustable quarter strap and low platform sole. A four-and-a-half inch covered high heel. Was this all her fault, Emmanuelle wondered? By coming in all the time and buying and wearing those types of sexy high heels around the store when Vince was such a horny young man, had she given him a shoe fetish? If she had, it was too late to deny him now.
She pushed off the blue pair. Vince placed the red ones down next to her. Emmanuelle picked one up, put her toes into it, and then fastened the strap around her ankle. She repeated the process with the other. She put her toes into it and fastened the straps making sure both were snug. Then she crossed her legs. She looked at Vince's cock as he stood there, staring at her. It was rigid, bobbing slightly to his heartbeat, swollen with his desire. She lifted her foot and stroked his shaft with it, letting the shoe slide against it, letting the high heel scratch against it. He watched every move of her foot, frozen with desperate desire.
"Vincent, honey, tell me what you want to do," Emmanuelle said.
"I want to fuck you, Mommy," Vince said.
"Yeah?" Emmanuelle asked. She lay to back on the chair and spread her legs. "Have you ever seen a more perfect pussy for fucking?"
"No... it's so beautiful," he said, staring at it and licking his lips. He was sweating, a light sheen of it covered his body, and he was still shaking with absolute need.
She bent a leg, letting her foot get close to her pussy, while slowly sliding a finger over her clit.
"I'd normally make naughty boys like you lick my pussy and make me cum. I love seeing a helpless little boy between my thighs, tongue swiping over my clit. But we'll save that pleasure for later. I want to feel you in me now."
Vince came over, kissed her and she responded, cradling his face, holding his cheeks. He dipped a finger into her cunt and discovered how primed she was. "Oh, I'm ready."
He pressed his cock at her entrance and it slipped in. Emmanuelle gasped. It was inside her. She had her slave's cock in her. She grabbed his ass so he couldn't go anywhere. Then he started to pump. Emmanuelle moved her hands further up his body, eventually resting on his neck. She dug in her nails as he continued to penetrate her. He grunted and she let out moans punctured by gasps as his cock stretched her pussy. She practically screamed as he changed angles to have a smoother thrust deep into her.
He kept that up for a few minutes before changing again. He pressed himself against her and put his hands under her ass and began pounding fast. It was intense. She wrapped her legs around his and thrust her tongue into his ear. Emmanuelle didn't feel like a slut or a goddess. She felt like a school girl on prom night, taking her boyfriend for the first time. And it felt wonderful.
"Don't stop. Please don't... don't fucking stooooop! You're making mommy feel so good, baby. Yes, baby! Yes! Just like that! YES!! Mommy's going to cum, Vincent. Mommy's going to cum!"
"Oh God!" Vince yelled.
"YEEEEESSS! FUUUUUUUUUUCK!"
Emmanuelle couldn't believe he had made her cum so quickly. It was surreal. To be cumming from her new found slaves cock. Vince increased the speed of his thrusts even more. 'Oh god,' Emmanuelle thought. 'He is going to cum in me. He's fucking me hard and he's going to blow his load in me.'
"Cum in me, baby!" she commanded, digging her nails into the back of his neck and staring into his eyes.
"Fuck!" he spurted his cum into her pussy, thrusting hard a few final times and then he slowed and stopped, collapsing on top of her. Emmanuelle kissed his neck while he recovered. She had forgotten how erotic it was to feel a slowly softening cock rest in her pussy, still oozing juices, mixing with her own. She scratched his leg with her heel. That woke him up.
"Oh, baby!" she gasped. "We gotta do that again!"
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Almost Caught, Part 1
"I was kind of hoping to spend some extra time with you," I told my wife as I was sitting in traffic on my way home on Tuesday night. It was a short week, with Thursday being Thanksgiving, and work was a little stressful.
"It's not like she visits all the time, Vince," Veronica said. "It's only for the weekend."
I sighed. I felt like both my wife and I worked so much that we never got to spend time together. With the holidays coming up, I was really hoping for some "alone time." But now my wife was informing me that my mother-in-law, her step-mom, was coming down from Minnesota for Thanksgiving weekend... nearly four days.
I'd only met her once, in person, and that was at the wedding five years ago. She seemed nice enough. She had immigrated from Colombia ten years before and had married Veronica's dad. Unfortunately, he died three years ago, leaving just the two of them. According to Veronica, Emmanuelle was a great influence on him. She encouraged him to work out, stop smoking, and get in better shape. It was only a fluke aneurysm that ended his life. And being younger, she helped shaped Veronica's life as well and Veronica greatly admired her.
"We'll go out next weekend and spend time together, ok?" she asked. "I think I'm going to need a little... stress relief... by then."
I felt my cock instantly harden at the thought. I loved her version of stress relief and thought back to the last time she said she needed it. We ended up sitting in the parking lot of a movie theater, waiting to go inside, with her sitting on my lap, riding me to one orgasm after another, all the while keeping me from having one until later in the night. We never did see the movie. She was a dominant lover, always in charge from the first time we had sex.
And I always gave in.
I didn't understand why. Guys were supposed to be the more dominant sex, the one's in charge. But for some reason she brought out the submissive in me. And I couldn't help doing it her way.
"I like the sound of that," I smiled into the phone.
"You're going to like the feeling of it, too. I'm having such naughty thoughts about what I want to do to you."
She always knew how to drive me insane with lust.
"I just wish it was sooner..." I felt like I was whining. I couldn't help it. It had been a month since we last had sex.
"What's that?" she asked someone else nearby. "Ok, I'll be right there. Sorry, honey, I gotta go. Love you," she said quickly and hung up before I could reply.
"Love you, too," I said and set the phone aside.
The radio turned to a new song as the lane next to me opened up. I quickly merged over, only to stop to wait once again.
My thoughts turned towards my Emmanuelle, my mother-in-law, as Britney's song filled the car, the last line of the chorus being a play on the words "FUCK me".
Love me, hate me
Say what you want about me
But all of the boys and all of the girls
Are begging to if you seek Amy
My mother-in-law was a gorgeous, firebrand of a woman. When I met her at the wedding, she wore a flimsy, flower print dress that left little to the imagination. She clung to her husband's arm, never leaving his side, and all the while was stroking him with her hand or leg. I could imagine the hard-on he sported the entire time... and then could imagine what happened when they got home.
I fantasized about that and the song, about being so wanted by so many women, about being at home with women all around wanting me, touching me, fucking me. I was so worked up with my memory and fantasy, that it took the honking car behind me to realize the parking lot on the expressway was starting to break up a little and that there was a lot of room in front of me.
The night was somewhat lonely again. Veronica, my wife, cooked a little dinner, but had to sit on her computer most of the night, working. She was a psychologist working at the local hospital and sometimes had to work long hours to input patient information and notes. I ate dinner, watched a movie, and went to bed.
*****
The next day was a short day at work. The day before Thanksgiving. The day Emmanuelle arrived.
I left work early and got home at 3:00, but I didn't beat Emmanuelle. They must have left on Tuesday morning and stayed in a hotel part of the way down.
"Hola, baby!" she said, smiling brightly as I came in the door. She came over and hugged me tightly, pressing her entire body against me as she greeted me. It had to have been my imagination, but I could swear she ground her pussy into my hip.
"Hi honey," Roni said, kissing me on the cheek as Emmanuelle let me go.
"How are you, Vince?" Emmanuelle asked, taking my arm and leading me to the living room. "It's been ages since I've seen you."
I tossed my fall jacket into the chair beside the front door and it promptly slid to the floor. I wasn't able to grab it because of Emmanuelle's grip on my arm. She led me into the living room and we sat on the couch, her right beside me.
"I'm doing well... just working..." I said.
Roni called from the archway leading into the hall. "Do you guys want something to drink? Lemonade?"
"Sure baby," Emmanuelle said, still looking at me. Her lips were so luscious, full and moist. She was a younger woman, only in her late 30s, and was very attractive. I felt my body responding to her as she continued to hug my arm, holding me close, her breast pressing into my bicep.
"Me too," I yelled.
Veronica disappeared into the kitchen, leaving just Emmanuelle and myself alone in the living room.
"Ooh, I can feel your muscles," she said softly, using her hands to caress my arm and shoulder. "Do you work out? Lift weights?"
I smiled at her, embarrassed by her compliments and extremely personal touching. "A little," I said, blushing.
"Oooh, I like a man that keeps himself in shape." She slid her hand over my chest and around my pecs. I worked out several times a week, one of Veronica's desires of me. But I would never call myself buff. "Is every muscle this hard?" she whispered close to my ear.
I blushed furiously which only made her giggle.
"Well of course not," she continued. "Some muscles take a little more... effort... to get fully hard."
Her flirty and sexual comments were getting me hot and bothered and I could feel my cock springing to life. Her hand moved down my chest and onto my stomach, slowly moving towards my crotch as she held me in place with her other arm around mine.
"Mmm, I like hard muscles," she whispered deep in her throat, her hand moving onto my thigh and sliding between my legs. Her thumb slid along my shaft and balls, making me harder than ever, stroking slowly over me. "I like to touch them... see if they can get harder..."
"But... Veronica is... is just down the hall," I said weakly, trying to convince her to stop. But it only seemed to embolden her. "What if she..."
"I know." Her hand moved fully onto my erection, stroking it through my pants. "We could be caught at any moment," she whispered.
My cock was jumping under her touch. God I needed to cum so badly. It had been way too long since Roni had touched me. I tried to move away, but her grip on my arm was firm. I didn't want to cause a scene and especially didn't want Roni to catch us. What would I say?
"We could be caught with your pants around your ankles... with your cock big and hard in my hand. We could even be caught with your cock in my mouth," Emmanuelle said slowly, her heavy accent only making it more seductive. "You'd be standing in front of me... totally naked. If you were mine, you wouldn't go a day without cumming for me. This muscle would be very, very strong from all the workouts I'd give it." She squeezed my crotch emphasizing what muscle she was talking about.
"No... But... I..."
"I really would like to get to know you better," she purred, kissing my shoulder. "Get closer to you."
"Sorry," Roni called from the hallway, startling me. Emmanuelle released my cock, but not her hand on my arm. "I had to make a whole new pitcher." She walked in with three glasses and set them on the coffee table in front of us before sitting down on the couch opposite her step-mom, leaving me sandwiched between them.
"Well you two look comfortable," she said smiling. "Getting along?"
I reached for my glass, still blushing, and took a sip.
"Wonderfully," Emmanuelle said. "He was just telling me about his exercise program."
"Yeah? He does have a bunch of equipment in the basement, that's for sure. I wish he'd keep it picked up better."
"Honey... I..." I started to apologize, but Emmanuelle cut me off.
"Don't let it bother you so, Veronica. He's just trying to look good for you." Emmanuelle smiled at me and squeezed my arm. "I like that in a man."
"He does keep in good shape," Roni admitted, smiling.
We sat on the couch, chatting for another 30 minutes or so before Emmanuelle decided to go upstairs to get cleaned up for dinner.
"Tell Jenteal that I hope she feels better," Veronica said as she stood at the banister, watching her step-mom ascend the stairs.
"Jenteal?" I asked.
"Oh, sorry. She's a friend of my mom's. She wasn't feeling well and decided to take a nap. You'll see her at dinner."
I helped Veronica with getting dinner ready by cleaning the dining room table off and setting it. We had a lovely steak dinner with a great conversation about the family, about Emmanuelle, and us. I met Jenteal, another beautiful older woman. She was blond and was nicely built. Her breasts floated underneath her t-shirt, barely contained by her bra.
The dinner conversation turned into a long conversation between the girls, and as they disappeared into the living room, I went to the family room to watch TV.
*****
Thanksgiving Day came and I woke up at about 8:00am. Veronica was already up and as I walked down the stairs, I could hear her in the kitchen making breakfast. She was fully dressed when I came in and turned and kissed me as my arms wrapped around her.
"Sleep well?" I asked.
"Very well. Unfortunately I got a call this morning and I have to go down to the hospital for a consult. It shouldn't take long. Can you make sure Emmanuelle and Jenteal get some breakfast?"
"Yeah, I will," I said, dejected. Nothing seemed to work out for us to have time together.
"Aw. Don't pout. I'll be back soon. Then maybe we can disappear for an hour." She smiled seductively, giving me some hope for the day.
She finished cooking the scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast, and set the pan in the sink before grabbing her laptop and dashing out the door. I stood in the front window and watched her drive away, thinking about what might happen when she returned.
At about 8:30am, Emmanuelle and Jenteal came down the stairs, already dressed. I felt uncomfortable, only wearing a t-shirt and some sweat pants. I was sitting in the family room, watching the Macy's Day parade on TV as they came in.
"Mmm, what's the delicious smell?" Emmanuelle asked.
I stood as the women entered the room. "Um, Veronica made some breakfast for you. We'll just have to heat it up."
"Is she not here?" Emmanuelle's accent was so incredibly seductive.
I shook my head, actually embarrassed to tell them. "No... she had to go into work for a few hours. She should be back soon."
"Really?" Emmanuelle said, bringing Jenteal over to me.
"Why don't you join us for breakfast, Vince," Jenteal suggested.
"Uh... sure," I said, even though I'd already eaten. Emmanuelle took one arm and Jenteal took the other and led me into the dining room. They took two of the nearby chairs and pulled them out, turning them away from the table. Their hands slid down to clasp each of mine as they both sat down.
"See what I mean?" Emmanuelle asked Jenteal.
The older woman just nodded her head and smiled at me, still holding my hand tightly. She licked her lips as her gaze slid over my body.
"Maybe now we can have a little fun." Jenteal giggled a little as Emmanuelle slid closer to me and put her free hand on my thigh, sliding up and down it.
"But... you're Veronica's mom," I protested.
"Yes," she smiled, her hand boldly sliding over my ever hardening cock, through my sweatpants. "It'll be... in the family." Her hand stroked up and down my length, slowly, helping it grow larger and larger. They both held my hands firmly, so I was completely trapped, unable to stop them.
Even if I wanted to.
"Besides, Veronica knows I get a little frisky," she giggled. "And I told Jenteal all about your hard... muscles. We should show her, too."
Emmanuelle offered Jenteal my hand and let her hold both, turning me towards my mother-in-law. Both of her hands slid up to the waistband of my sweatpants and very slowly pulled them down. They fell to my feet once they passed my thighs and both of her hands moved to the tenting of my boxers. With just the fingertips of both hands, she moved up and down my shaft and balls, slowly teasing and tickling them.
"I... I don't want this..." I protested. "Please... stop."
"You sure?" Emmanuelle asked, her fingers teasing me harder and harder. "It seems like you want this very much, si?"
"He looks like he wants it to me," Jenteal added. She had moved closer now, her cheek resting on my hip as she watched Emmanuelle tease me.
Emmanuelle looked up at me, her fingers holding my cock. "You're going to cum for us," she said.
"What?" I asked, dazed and confused. All of the blood had left my brain and filled my erection. I couldn't believe this was happening.
She slid my boxers down and over my cock as it stood out, proudly on display for them. "Oh, si... mucho grande..." she whispered.
"Ooh, that's very nice," Jenteal said.
I tried to free my arms. "I don't... I can't... You're my mother-in-law," I protested.
"And?" Emmanuelle said, wrapping her fingers around my shaft and starting to stroke up and down it's length. "I am also in charge right now," she said commandingly, squeezing my balls. I froze as the pain and pleasure swirled through my body. "I love younger guys... so virile... so... submissive."
"Why are you doing this?" I asked, closing my eyes as the pleasure from her stroking affected me.
Both Emmanuelle and Jenteal just laughed. "Ah, mi nino bonito... Doesn't that feel good?" she asked. You're so very hard for us..."
"I don't know... I..."
Her stroking became more focused and drove me faster towards my orgasm. She definitely knew what she was doing.
"Veronica has taken good care of him, si Jenteal? No tan lines... nice muscles... hair trimmed so nicely... he has learned well."
I could hear Jenteal practically drooling as she watched her friend giving me the most exquisite hand job that I'd ever had. Every time I came close to orgasm, she'd switch it up and keep it from me.
"Such a good little pet..." she whispered over and over as her hand moved faster and faster. "Don't you cum without permission."
I was panting, breathing hard, trying my best to obey her. It was getting harder and harder not to cum. I could feel her hand sliding up and down my shaft, over the head, and down around my balls. I could feel Jenteal's lips on my hip as she kissed me there, watching Emmanuelle stroke me. I could feel her hands holding mine firmly and could hear her encouraging remarks.
"Oh, God, he's so hard," Jenteal whispered loudly.
"Yes... very... Oh I'd love to strap him to my post for a day," Emmanuelle said back. "See how much I could get him to cum."
I could barely register that she was talking, much less what she was saying. I felt a freight train going through my body as my blood boiled with desire.
"Oh, he's so close..." Emmanuelle whispered again. "Yes... keep holding it, pet... keep holding it..."
"I... I'm gonna cum... please... Oh God, please!" I begged opening my eyes. My legs were trembling and I didn't know how much longer I could stand.
Both Emmanuelle and Jenteal were laughing at me. They knew how much they were torturing me and they loved it.
"Poor little pet has to cum?" Emmanuelle asked. "You think we should?" she asked Jenteal.
The busty blonde looked up at me, smiling. "Sure... just this once."
Emmanuelle looked at me, smiling, yet serious. I could just see her mouth moving as if in slow motion. My body was on overload, my brain firing blanks. "Now, pet," she said as if in slow motion. "Cum for your mama... tu amante... your mistress!"
She used both hands on me now, stroking my shaft, twisting, circling over the head... using everything at her disposal to force me to cum. And I did. I came hard. I came fast. I came more than I ever thought I could.
By the time I was done, I was a quivering mass of flesh and bones, barely able to stand. I could barely hear the giggles and laughter from the two women that had totally dominated me. Jenteal had let my arms loose and was cheering behind me. Emmanuelle was laughing, looking at the cum that had sprayed onto her shirt and oozed over her hand. I could even see a little splotch on her cheek.
As I came to my senses, I felt so embarrassed... so used. I could feel my deflated cock bobbing beneath me and bent down to grab my clothes and dress. As I was pulling them up, Emmanuelle grabbed them and held them in place. "We will play again, pet," she said. "I'm sure you will make us all very happy this weekend."
I could feel my entire body blushing as I tugged again and she let go. I hastily put my clothes in place and ran into the basement, down to my workout area. It was my sanctuary. It was where I felt safe.
I picked up the weights and began lifting, mostly out of fear and embarrassment, but also out of lust. My mind kept replaying what had happened over and over as I ran through my routine. As I lay on the bench to do my bench press, I could feel my erection pulsing beneath my sweatpants.
I played back the scene in my head again and again and felt the flush of embarrassment, the flush of being deliciously used, the flush of being desired as a toy rolled through me. I had thought that the way Roni treated me was seductive enough, but this... this was incredible. I had been completely dominated and taken. I had been completely powerless to stop them.
And I loved it.
And this was only Thursday!
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Winning by Losing
Kaitlyn realized her mistake too late. She had dared Stephanie, thinking that this was just a game, just a way to have some fun and tease her. But now... she thought she might have gone too far. It's not that she wasn't enjoying the outcome. Far from it. But it certainly wasn't what she expected.
She had dressed a little more sexy for work than normal, perhaps thinking about the reaction she would get from Stephanie, her project manager, perhaps not. Maybe she just wanted to feel good about herself. She said good morning to Stephanie, like she always did, and noticed her profound reaction to her outfit.
Stephanie had to admit that Kaitlyn was incredible. She already knew Kaitlyn was a very stunning young woman, that was one of the reasons she hired the young engineer. Of course, she rationalized it as hiriing a very intelligent, capable woman in a very male-dominated field. But she felt extremely attracted to the young woman. And the outfit Kaitlyn had on today magnified every attribute she had. The color, the style, the cut, the texture, all of it combined into one incredible package. Kaitlyn was a young, intelligent, and incredibly sexy young woman.
Stephanie was in her forties, was in great shape. She prided herself on how good she looked, with firm DD-cup breasts that she never showed off at work, round, curvaceous hips, a big, tight ass, and long legs that many men whispered about around the water cooler when she walked by.
She was married to her college sweetheart, Christopher, fifteen years ago and had two children who were just starting their own college careers. But... she had a secret. She had a longing that was difficult for her to satisfy given her home life. But, occasionally, an opportunity presented itself. And with Kaitlyn, she was anticipating an opportunity soon.
Kaitlyn was in her mid-twenties and was a recent college graduate. She graduated near the top of her class in Electrical Engineering and while it was certainly a male-dominated field and her college classes were almost all men, she really had no interest in them. She found out several years ago, that she was far more interested in women.
She was a small woman, just over five foot tall, barely one hundred pounds, but with lovely, C-cup breasts, one of her favorite features to show off, a tight little waist, and tight, little ass. She had a tough time through college, fighting off all the guys, and was generally too shy to ask any girls out.
She was so excited when Stephanie hired her. She'd expected a man to do the interviewing and a man to be the project manager, given it was with a very technical company, but was very pleasantly surprised by Stephanie. She was an intelligent woman in her own right and Kaitlyn was entranced by her beauty. After she was hired, she felt very drawn to Stephanie, both as a fellow woman in the company but also because of her physical attraction.
They struck up an instant friendship and spent their lunch hour together in Stephanie's office, eating and playing cards. As the days passed by, Kaitlyn started dressing as much to attract Stephanie's attention as to look professional.
Just six months after hiring her, Stephanie learned that Kaitlyn was a lesbian. They were talking over their lunch card game about a date that Kaitlyn went on and Stephanie seemed very interested.
"I'm so happy for you," Stephanie said, smiling. "It's great. Oh to be young again, right? So? It went well and you're gonna go out again. But, uh, I want more details. Tell me! Did you hold hands?"
Kaitlyn blushed. "I mean... not really."
"You didn't hold her hand? What did you do?"
"We just went to an art gallery and hung out... I don't know."
"Did you kiss her?" Stephanie asked, making the young woman blush a lot. "Oh, like you're embarrassed about kissing, come on."
"Yeah, we kissed," Kaitlyn admitted.
Stephanie seemed even more interested. "So how did it make you feel? Was it good?"
Kaitlyn nodded. "Yeah, it was really nice. She's a really good kisser."
"Sorry, it's just been so long since I've been on a date like that... but I gotta ask... did kissing lead to... other interesting things?" Stephanie pressed.
Kaitlyn blushed again. "I mean... it was kinda nice."
"Kinda?" Stephanie giggled. "Look at you beating around the bush. We can talk... it's just you and me in here. You're comfortable talking with me like this, right?"
"Yeah... I just feel a little shy," Kaitlyn said.
"I just... I'm happy for you," Stephanie said, touching Kaitlyn's arm before pulling it away again. "My husband and I used to do stuff... unfortunately too long ago. So... just tell me what you're comfortable sharing. Ok?"
"Yeah, ok," Kaitlyn agreed.
"So? What did you do?"
"We... we started, like, kissing and... um... we touched each other some."
"You did?" Stephanie looked a little shocked. "Ok... what does that mean? Over her clothes? Under her clothes? Was she totally naked? Did you get her naked?"
Kaitlyn giggled, shuffling the cards for the next game. "I, like, took off her skirt and blouse... and was, like, kissing her... you know... down there." The last she said bending forward, talking in a whisper as if there was someone close that could overhear them.
"Kissing her down there?" Stephanie said, looking very surprised. "Oh my..." She couldn't help but imagine Kaitlyn between her legs, licking her.
"Mmhmm," Kaitlyn continued, finished her deal. "She was so wet."
"How did she taste?" Stephanie fanned her cards, sorting them, but was barely able to take her eyes off her beautiful young friend.
Kaitlyn closed her eyes a moment, as if remembering her first taste. "So good... she was so sweet."
"Did she cum?"
Kaitlyn nodded. "Yes."
"And did she... taste you, too?"
Kaitlyn nodded again, blushing this time. "Yeah."
"Really? She licked your pussy, too?"
"Yeah," Kaitlyn giggled, nervously.
"I see you're excited just thinking about it," Stephanie smiled. "It's ok... You're young, you're horny. You get excited by things. It's ok. I'm a little... excited... myself, to tell you the truth. I may have to convince Christopher to play tonight. Did you... cum in her mouth?"
"Yes."
"You did? Wow... Did you cum a lot?"
"Oh my God, yes," she smiled. "She's so good with her tongue."
"You should really see her again," Stephanie said, sounding motherly, but obviously excited by what she learned about her young team member. "I'm so excited that you got to go on a date. I'm jealous, but I'm really happy for you. So when's your next date?"
"Tomorrow."
"Tomorrow?" Stephanie asked, surprised. "That's quick. What do you think you'll do tomorrow? You think you'll have sex with her again?"
"I think so. Hopefully."
"God, I'm so jealous," Stephanie admitted.
That afternoon, Stephanie had to leave work early. She was too physically aroused to stay there any longer. Then, with an empty house, for the next three hours, she masturbated, thinking about Kaitlyn with her date.
Now, on this Friday afternoon, with a near-empty office, Stephanie had a hard time talking to Kaitlyn, dressed as sexy as she was, and the young woman noticed it. Over the months Kaitlyn continued to joke with her, to flirt with her, giggling at the older woman's seeming shy attraction. Then Stephanie did something Kaitlyn never expected. She invited her young employee to play their lunchtime card game with a little... twist. She suggested, in her joking manner, that the loser would be indebted to the winner for three hours that night. Kaitlyn was surprised by the older woman's boldness as Stephanie suggested the winner achieving ten points would be the lucky one. Kaitlyn accepted the challenge and they both laughed about it. It was still just a joke, Kaitlyn thought, right?
"Don't you need to go home to your family?" Kaitlyn asked.
Stephanie shook her head. "No, there's nothing important going on at home. I'll just tell Christopher I'm working late."
When lunchtime came, Kaitlyn popped back into Stephanie's office holding her salad and steaming bowl of broccoli cheddar soup. Stephanie had already pulled out a deck of cards and was shuffling it. Their favorite game was German Whist a game resembling a strategic version of the card game War.
"Ready?" Stephanie asked.
"Yep. Go for it," Kaitlyn agreed, sitting down.
Stephanie dealt out thirteen cards to each of them, then sat the rest of the deck on the table, flipping up the top card. "Spades are trump."
"What are we playing to?" Kaitlyn asked.
"The first to ten points."
They both picked up their cards and started the game. They played several hands, trading who dealt, each switching the lead, but in the end, Stephanie won. All throughout the contest Kaitlyn continued to joke, continued to tease. But it was Stephanie that had the last laugh, winning the game ten to seven, after winning nine tricks on the last hand, earning her 3 points. As she was putting away the cards and Kaitlyn was getting up, Stephanie told her to meet her at her car after work.
Kaitlyn was shocked that Stephanie would actually make her honor the agreement. She lost her confidence and her steam at that point. Truth be told, she was scared. But she was excited by the prospect of what might happen and that overrode her fear.
For the rest of the day, her mind played over every scenario she could envision of what Stephanie might make her do. She would think some very... kinky... thoughts and then would think, no, Stephanie wouldn't do that, she's married. Kaitlyn guessed that Stephanie would probably make her cook dinner or something. She thought Stephanie was too shy, too nice to do anything that Kaitlyn *really* wanted. But she continued to daydream, getting more excited by the moment.
At 4:40pm, Kaitlyn met Stephanie at her car. They both smiled as Kaitlyn sat in the passenger seat, both of them nervous, or so Kaitlyn thought. But Stephanie wasn't nervous. She'd done this before and knew exactly what she was going to do. She knew Kaitlyn wanted it, too. Stephanie could feel the sexual tension between them and knew just what Kaitlyn desired.
Stephanie drove downtown quickly, not striking up much of a conversation. Her eyes continually glancing at Kaitlyn, wondering what lovely surprises awaited her underneath that incredible outfit. She could see Kaitlyn squirming a little as her daydreams continued to tease her. They arrived at the large hotel in just twenty minutes and walked inside.
Stephanie led her directly to the elevators and up to the tenth floor, surprising Kaitlyn. Stephanie must have booked the room that afternoon, after the game.
Stephanie slid the keycard through the lock and opened the door to let Kaitlyn inside first. Kaitlyn loved the place. It was a good size for a hotel room, with a king sized bed in one area, a desk in another, and a sitting room in yet another.
"Would you like some wine?" Stephanie asked as she casually picked up a bottle from the desk and walked over to the sitting room where Kaitlyn sat.
"Um... yes. Please," the young woman whispered. She wanted a little just to kill her nerves if nothing else. This was more than she expected. It was far more than she ever expected. Kaitlyn was puzzled that Stephanie didn't appear to be nervous at all. And she began to really wonder if her daydreams might, in fact, come true.
They sat on the couch for a moment, drinking the wine. When Stephanie's glass was half empty, she looked at Kaitlyn.
"i know we agreed to this arrangement, but you are free to back out if you're uncomfortable with what we were about to do. I mean, we didn't talk any specifics," Stephanie said.
Kaitlyn felt a shiver go through her body as she realized that this was seriously happening. "I'll... um... I'll stay," Kaitlyn said, nervously.
Stephanie smiled... she was very happy with that response. "As we agreed, then, until nine o'clock you are to do everything I say, without complaint and without question. You're saying that you agree to those terms. If you later decide that you're too uncomfortable, you say 'red' and you immediately go home, it's as simple as that. We forget about the whole thing and it'll never happen again."
Goosebumps were forming all over Kaitlyn's body, making her shiver, and she felt a chill move through her. She nodded.
"Stand," Stephanie asked and Kaitlyn did, setting her wine glass on the end table. "Dance for me. I want you to show me just how beautifully you move." Stephanie was sitting comfortably on the end of the couch, holding her wine glass and slowly circling the rim with her finger. She slowly dipped her finger into the liquid and licked it off as Kaitlyn swayed to some unheard music, her hands drifting all over her body. Kaitlyn turned in circles and Stephanie was transfixed by every move the young woman made.
"Remove your jacket and skirt," Stephanie said, after a few moments of Kaitlyn dancing.
"I... um... don't have a blouse on under my jacket," Kaitlyn said, nervously. Stephanie just smiled back.
Kaitlyn understood that Stephanie didn't care about that. Slowly, she built up the nerve, vowing to not let Stephanie get the better of her, and unbuttoned and removed your jacket. Her breasts were covered in a lovely, lacy bra, which showed her ample cleavage. She tossed the jacket aside and, while looking at Stephanie, reached back and unfastened her skirt, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped out of it and tossed it aside. She was wearing a skimpy thong and Stephanie could see her excitement in it's dampness.
"Come here," Stephanie commanded and stood in front of Kaitlyn. She grabbed a strip of cloth from the end table on her side of the couch. "Turn around," she said, circling her finger in the air. Kaitlyn turned and, very slowly, Stephanie placed the cloth sleep mask over her eyes and adjusted it behind her head. Kaitlyn was now unable to see, unable to know what Stephanie was doing, where she was looking. Kaitlyn felt even more exposed and it made her shiver. She could feel Stephanie's breath on her shoulder now as the older woman inhaled her perfume. Kaitlyn could hear her own breathing increase and felt goosebumps tingle her body.
Stephanie didn't touch her, yet let her face glide over Kaitlyn's back, smelling her. Kaitlyn felt Stephanie's breath tickle down her spine across her ass and down her thighs, making her whimper. The older woman's breath was warm and moist and Kaitlyn could tell that Stephanie was enjoying herself.
Stephanie rose back up, this time trailing her fingertips up her body, lightly caressing it. Kaitlyn felt them slip over her ass and up her spine. She had expected, perhaps even hoped, that Stephanie would remove her bra, but her fingers only lingered there for a moment, moving up to her shoulders and neck. Stephanie's fingertips gently caressed her ears, gliding along the ridges.
Stephanie felt Kaitlyn's body shiver beneath her touch and moved even closer to her. Kaitlyn felt her clothing move against her bare skin and knew Stephanie was very close. Then Stephanie's breath caressed her ear making Kaitlyn physically shiver. The older woman moaned appreciatively.
"You have a spectacular body," Stephanie whispered. She slid her hands down Kaitlyn's neck and along her collarbone before touching her chest. Then moved along the line of her bra. Kaitlyn gasped in anticipation and desire as Stephanie's fingers moved close to her nipples, but never touched over the bra itself. Coming back along the line again, Stephanie plunged her fingertips just inside Kaitlyn's bra cups. Kaitlyn felt them graze her nipple and let out a gasp. Her hips pushed back into Stephanie's in her pleasure and felt her ass press back against Stephanie's thigh. She stayed against Stephanie, loving the feel of the older woman's body against her own.
Kaitlyn felt Stephanie slowly grind her hips against her, letting her thigh slide along her ass, trying to push between her legs. Stephanie moaned softly into Kaitlyn's ear and felt her tremble. Stephanie's hands slowly pushed fully inside her bra and cradled her breasts, lightly squeezing and massaging them. Kaitlyn's hard nipples slid between Stephanie's fingers until they pushed against her palm. Oh it felt so delicious to Stephanie. Her young friend's body was so soft and responsive to her touch. Kaitlyn leaned back against her, laying your head on her upper chest. Kaitlyn's hands hung at her sides, her fists clenching and releasing in her excitement.
Stephanie lifted her hands from Kaitlyn's breasts and placed then on her shoulders. She slowly walked the young woman forward. She could feel them moving across the carpet until they finally stopped. She didn't know where they were but the guesses excited her.
Stephanie turned her and pushed her to sit in the desk chair. Kaitlyn could just hear Stephanie kneel in front of her and then felt her face move close. She could feel her hot breath on her knees.
"I want you to masturbate for me," Stephanie said softly.
Kailyn moaned, a little startled by her request. Stephanie grabbed her right hand and moved it until it rest on her own stomach. She then sat there, waiting, just watching her. Kaitlyn didn't move for a minute so Stephanie slid her hand along Kaitlyn's calf, slowly gliding up and down.
"Remember, you said you'd do... everything... I asked." Stephanie could see Kaitlyn's resolve weaken. She knew the younger woman was excited, she could smell it, and Stephanie knew Kaitlyn wanted to comply. She was just shy and didn't know what Stephanie would think of her. Kaitlyn's hand was slowly stroking her stomach and not moving towards her overheated pussy.
Stephanie could sense Kaitlyn's desire as well as her fear. With one finger, she traced a line down from the waistband of her panties down to her clit, just barely touching it through the sexy, thin material. Then so very lightly, she began circling her clit, around and around, barely touching the sensitive little nub.
Kaitlyn was trembling visibly, breathing hard. Her hands were clenched in tight fists, trying desperately to resist her urges.
"Fuck, you're making me so hot," Kaitlyn said. Suddenly Kaitlyn's hand slipped down to her pussy, quickly slipping beneath her panties, and her fingers started to furiously circle and prod her sensitive clit. "Fuck, yes," she shivered as the pleasure coursed through your body.
Stephanie, then, slowly circled Kaitlyn's nipple through her bra. It was so hard as she teased it, pinching, and rolling it between her fingers. She watched Kaitlyn lick your lips, watched her moan in pleasure as she continued to masturbate. Stephanie couldn't believe how excited Kaitlyn made her just watching her touch herself. After she teased both nipples and removed her hand, Kaitlyn's left hand moved to roughly pinch and squeeze them. She was so damn excited!
Stephanie could tell Kaitlyn was near her orgasm and quickly told her to stop. Kaitlyn seemed unable or unwilling to obey her command, though, so Stephanie grabbed her wrist and pulled it away.
"I said stop," Stephanie said next to her ear, causing Kaitlyn to shiver.
Stephanie opened the desk drawer and grabbed several lengths of rope from inside, setting them on the desktop.
"I think if you can't follow simple orders, then I will have to keep your hands away," Stephanie said. She quickly tied Kaitlyn's hands behind her back, behind the back of the chair, one at a time, fastening the other ends of the rope to the chair legs. With the other pieces of the soft, silk rope, Stephanie tied a loop around Kaitlyn's knees and pulled them up towards her chest and apart, tying them to the same, back chair legs.
Kaitlyn was now bound tightly and was very exposed.
Stephanie sat still for a moment, listening to Kaitlyn's excited breathing. Kaitlyn had no idea what Stephanie was going to do to her and yet she would truly do anything at this moment. Stephanie bent over and kissed each of her inner thighs as she smelled her nectar. Kaitlyn's thong was soaked with her juices and Stephanie knew she was ready.



"Now that you are adequately restrained, it's time to have some fun with you," Stephanie said softly. She stood and moved to the desk where she removed two toys that she had stashed there just for this occasion. Kaitlyn didn't know it, but Stephanie had been in this position before. She'd had other willing women moaning and cumming for hours on end in just the position Kaitlyn had found herself.
Stephanie flicked open a bottle of lube and put a little on the first toy, a very slim vibrator. She circled it around Kaitlyn's thigh and pussy for a moment before she slid it down along the crack of her ass. She wanted Kaitlyn to know exactly where it was going to eventually go. Kaitlyn moved her hips and clenched her ass in either pleasure or resistance as she started breathing heavier, moaning. Stephanie didn't know which and really didn't care. Kaitlyn was powerless to physically stop her. She used the vibrator to circle Kaitlyn's asshole for a moment, relentlessly teasing her.
"Oh god. I've never felt like this," Kaitlyn panted. "What are you going to do?"
Stephanie gently eased the tip of the vibrator into her asshole. "I'm going to fuck you," She said simply.
"Oooooh," Kaitlyn groaned loudly. "Oh my fucking God!"
Kaitlyn's ass contracted and then released on the little toy as Stephanie pushed it deeper into her. She giggled as Kaitlyn writhed in the chair, unable to move far. Once the vibrator was all the way inside, she fucked Kaitlyn slowly, letting her feel the entire length as it pushed in deep and then withdrew, the low vibrations teasing her so perfectly. Kaitlyn was barely breathing now, the pleasure was already making her lightheaded. But this was just the beginning. Kaitlyn didn't know just what the older woman had planned for her.
Stephanie made sure her little anal dildo was securely held inside Kaitlyn and then moved to her other fun toy. This one was definitely bigger and more powerful and was going to make Kaitlyn absolutely sing. Kaitlyn heard Stephanie turn it on, heard the rumbling vibrations, and licked her lips. She thought she might cum just from the anticipation of Stephanie's toy.
Stephanie slid her little monster over Kaitlyn's panty-clad pussy and the rumblings made the young woman moan loudly. Stephanie quickly removed it from her clitoris and Kaitlyn let out a gasp of air. Stephanie was very talented at this play. She had practiced on other young women. She pushed the tip into Kaitlyn's vagina, letting the material be a blockage, and Kaitlyn felt the rumblings deliciously travel up her spine. She lay her head back enjoying all the sensations as they traveled throughout her body. The vibrator felt incredible normally, but in Stephanie's hands it was Kaitlyn's pleasurable torture, it was going to cause the best orgasms of her young life.
With her free hand, Stephanie pulled the thin material of Kaitlyn's G-string aside and let the string lay across her ass. Kaitlyn's beautiful pussy was so exposed to her and her heady scent was like ambrosia. Stephanie couldn't believe how much she wanted to lick and taste her sweet nectar. But she held back, knowing the pleasure would be so much greater later. Stephanie slid the vibrator along Kaitlyn's naked skin, now, letting her juices cover it and make it slippery. Kaitlyn's pussy was so engorged and swollen, her clit so extended, wanting to feel all the pleasure it could.
Stephanie positioned the vibrator at the entrance to Kaitlyn's pussy and slowly eased it in. The young woman's body was wracked with spasms, jerking and trembling as she came at the initial intrusion. Stephanie was slow in her approach so that Kaitlyn didn't become too sensitive too early in Stephanie's playtime. She wanted to make sure Kaitlyn enjoyed every second of their three hours.
Stephanie played, keeping Kaitlyn in the chair, trussed up nice and neatly, exposed to her and her lovely torture devices as she had orgasm after orgasm.
At nine o'clock, Stephanie untied the worn out young woman and helped her lay in the bed, pulling the sheet over her. The women gently kissed and then Stephanie gathered her supplies as Kaitlyn quickly fell asleep.
Kaitlyn was too nervous to go into work on Monday, so she called in sick. But she had no choice on Tuesday. She felt so very nervous when she walked into the office on Tuesday morning. She passed by Stephanie's office on the way to her desk and said a quick 'hi'. As she walked away, Stephanie called her to come back.
"Hi," Stephanie said as Kaitlyn stood in the doorway.
Kaitlyn blushed, nervously. "Hi."
"Everything ok?"
Kaitlyn nodded and smiled. "Yeah."
"Are we ok?"
"Yeah... of course," Kaitlyn smiled.
"Another game of Whist at lunch?"
"Yeah... sure. And, um... maybe on Friday we can make another bet."
Stephanie smiled.
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Almost Caught, Part 2
I spent several hours of Thursday morning, lifting weights and working out in the basement. At one point I heard Roni come home and the three women talking. Roni didn't usually interrupt my workouts, so I felt safe down here. But I knew I couldn't stay here forever.
I stayed down until early-afternoon and then came up for some lunch. Roni had made a sandwich for me, so I ate it quickly, drinking water with it, as I sat at the kitchen table. I could hear the women talking in the living room and it sounded like they were preparing the dinner.
There were pots and pans on the stove, filled with cooking food and the oven was on, presumably cooking the turkey. The house was filled with all sorts of delicious smells.
"Honey," Roni called from the dining room. "Don't eat too much. We're going to eat at 3:00 or so, so you better shower and change. Ok?"
"Ok," I yelled back and dashed up the stairs. My semi-private sanctuary was the master bathroom. It had a nice, large shower that I enjoyed, and a large garden tub for Roni. Ever since we got it, she'd lounge in the hot water for such a long time. She said it was one of her favorite ways of de-stressing after work.
I loved to lounge in the large shower... just standing there letting the water pelt my skin and cascade over me, melting away my worries and letting them slip down the drain. I always felt relaxed and calmed after my showers.
I slipped off my t-shirt and sweat pants and turned on the shower, adjusting the temperature. I stepped in and stood under the hot water, feeling it wash over my body. I had turned on the massaging showerhead that rhythmically pounded the drops against me. It felt very relaxing and refreshing.
My mind reflected back to the morning and I couldn't help but get excited. I felt my erection throbbing again and slid my hand up and down it's length slowly. My own mother-in-law had forced me to cum. She'd actually trapped me and gave me a handjob to make me cum for her and her friend. I was dumbfounded! And I was extremely excited by it. While it was wrong... I couldn't believe how erotic it was.
Roni had been dominating me ever since we started dating. She was an aggressive lover and would treat me like her sex toy. I found that I was a natural submissive and I thinks that's what made us click so well. She'd told me that she and her step-mom had been very close since her dad married, but I had no idea it delved this deep. I think her step-mom had taught her how to be dominating.
Thinking about how my mother-in-law operated this morning, I began fantasizing that Emmanuelle did the same with Roni, dominating guys in front of her, teaching her how to do it. I imagined Emmanuelle stroking them while Roni sat watching... learning just how to stroke the right way to keep them on the edge. Making them do exactly what Emmanuelle wanted.
All these thoughts were swirling in my head as my hand slowly stroked my shaft. I was so damn horny again and didn't know what I was going to do. I couldn't have an erection all weekend long.
*****
I thought back to the first time Roni had dominated me completely. It wasn't long after we were dating and one of the first times we actually had sexual contact. She'd been frustrated and angry after work and I'd made the mistake of being late to picking her up for our Friday night date.
I'd never seen her so angry as she opened the door of her apartment for me. She had a fire in her eyes, but she didn't say a thing. I walked into the room and she gently closed the door. I felt trapped with a timebomb.
She looked incredible, wearing a low-cut, red dress that seemed to show off her sexuality. Long, thigh-high, black boots covered her legs and I could see the top of her stockings peeking out of the top. I could only imagine what she wore underneath... if anything at all. Even though she was angry at me, I was instantly turned on.
"You know, you could have had the courtesy of at least showing up on time," she said, obviously seething.
"I'm sorry... I got stuck helping Tom..."
"Tom? Seriously? Again? You let fucking Tom keep you from coming over on time again?"
I didn't answer, knowing that whatever I said would only inflame her anger more.
"Didn't you hear me complain last time? And now again?" She suddenly grabbed the back of my neck and pushed me over the dining room table. I was stunned by her strength and resolve and didn't even think to fight back.
"If I can't pound some sense into that head of yours then I'll pound it into your God-damned ass!" She smacked my ass, hard, and I groaned from the pain. It was intense. I hadn't been spanked since I was a little kid.
"No," I mumbled, hanging onto the top of the table, struggling a little against her hold.
"Yes!" she yelled as her hand came swinging down repeatedly. "You deserve this for not listening to me and making me a priority! Do you understand me?"
I groaned as every strike hurt.
"What do you think this is? You think you can just use me? Stand up!" She grabbed me by the nape of the neck and stood me up. Her hands grabbed the front of my pants and began forcefully unfastening them. I just stood there in surprise, unable to move. In seconds my pants were down around my knees and she was dragging me over to the couch where she sat down and pulled me over her lap. My ass was right in front of her.
"Is this how your treat your girlfriends? Huh? Disrespecting them? What is your fucking problem? Well from now on, what I say goes if you want to keep dating me." Her hand was raining blows onto my bare ass, making it red and hot. I felt every single swat and I felt... different... as it continued. Her hand still hurt, but for some reason I was... turned on.
"Are you finally getting this into your fucking head?" I groaned, unable to talk. "Is that a yes? Is that a yes ma'am?"
Her hand continued to torture my ass with swat after swat. "Yes ma'am!" I yelled, praying for it to stop.
"Finally, we're getting somewhere. I want you to remember this the next time I ask you to do something."
"Ok, ok, I get it," I yelled, just wanting this to stop. I felt so humiliated.
"What?" she asked, finally stopping.
"I get it. I get it," I groaned.
"You will never disrespect me again. Do you understand me?"
"Yes ma'am," I whispered, my breath coming in pants.
Her hand rested on my ass, slowly stroking it. "What? Is that a bulge on my leg, are you fucking kidding me right now? Are you getting excited over this?"
"No," I said, trying to hide the fact that I truly was... that I was perversely aroused by being spanked and dominated.
"I'm telling you I feel a bulge. Yes I do. Stand up!" She grabbed me and lifted me up, helping me stand in front of her. My erection was huge and very proudly standing straight out. "I knew it!" she said, grabbing my cock in her hand. "What is this?"
I was so embarrassed, but could hide the fact that I was so extremely turned on.
"Well, my crotch was against your thighs," I weakly explained. "Of course it's going to get hard."
Her hand stroked up and down my length. "I think the spanking excited you, you pervert. You know what I think?"
I looked down at her, her anger had subsided, replaced by... a hunger... a desire. "What?"
"I think you like to be dominated like this. Right?"
I didn't want to answer. I didn't want to admit it. Both her hands were now stroking me and caressing my balls.
"Tell me!"
I swallowed hard, knowing that it was pointless to lie. She'd seen right through me.
"Yeah," I said dejectedly. I was so ashamed.
"You probably masturbate to the thought, don't you? You probably watch all that porn, too, where the women dominate men."
Oh, God, I wondered how worse this could get. "Yeah," I admitted, bowing my head in shame. "Sorry."
"And I bet you cum quite a bit, too." Her hands stroked me harder, up and down, driving me insane with pleasure. "Well, you're gonna show me. Sit down," she said, turning me to sit on the couch beside her. "You're gonna show me how you cum out of that pretty, long cock of yours. You understand me?" she asked stroking me faster.
I didn't even know where to put my hands, so just lay them on the couch beside me. I couldn't believe this was happening. My cock was so hard and I was shaking with need and desire.
"Yeah," I whimpered.
"Is this what you think about when you jerk your cock when you're alone? A woman making you cum?" she whispered, looking directly at me while continuing to stroke me. "A woman forcing you to cum?"
I nodded my head, barely able to form words.
"You better have some left for me, too. You don't want to disappoint me any more." One hand stroked my shaft while the other played with my balls, squeezing and massaging them. I was lost in a haze of lust and need, barely able to think.
"No," I whispered, answering her.
"You're such a dirty boy," she whispered. "Show me how dirty you are. Look at you. So submissive."
She bent over and slipped the head of my engorged cock into her mouth, sucking on it and swirling her tongue over and around it. The sensation drove me insane. Then she jerked me with one hand while the other palmed the head, swirling over and around, making every single nerve ending fire and send me to the edge so quickly.
"Oh my God... oh my God..." I yelled as she drove me to the edge again and again. I blinked in amazement of the pleasure that was coursing through my body and she was smiling at me, loving how much control she had over me.
"Look at that pretty cock," she whispered, her face inches from the head as one hand stroked me again. "I'm really liking this right now. Especially after you were so bad. You little brat. I'm going to tug all that cum right out of you. It's all for me."
I felt so trapped, so controlled. I knew I could stop her, but no way I was going to. I couldn't believe how good it felt. She said and did everything right, everything I'd fantasized about her doing.
"Oh my god, I love how hard it feels in my hand," she said, stroking faster. She knew I was getting close. "Give me your cum. I want to feel it all over my hand. I want to feel it dripping from my hand."
"Oh... yeah," I grunted. "Oh God... Oh God!" I fell over the edge, by body tensing and every nerve ending in my body firing. My back arched up high, my muscles tensing all over.
"Yes, baby.... cum for me... cum for me!," she ordered and I did. It felt like gallons of cum came spraying out of me. I closed my eyes tightly as my brain was on overload. I felt my cum land on my chest again and again. When I finally opened my eyes, I watched the remaining cum oozing out of the tip, out and over her stroking hand as she continued stroking, just more slowly. Every time her hand neared the top, she squeezed, forcing even more cum out of me. I'd never seen so much before.
I was breathing heavily, trying to let my body calm down, trying to let my muscles rest.
"See what I just made you do? You won't disappoint me again, now will you?"
"No, ma'am," I whispered with panting breaths, licking my lips. I felt so completely spent and wanted nothing more than to climb in bed and sleep for a week.
She leaned over me, sternly looked me in the eye as she squeezed my cock, and whispered "I will do this whenever I want." She looked proud of herself. She looked more confident and happy.
"Now go clean yourself up. We're going out."
I remember we had a great time, going out to dinner and dancing afterwards. When we got back to her place, it was late, but we had sex again.
*****
I was stroking my cock still as I was remembering all this and was so close to cumming. I suddenly felt the sudden chill of cool air and heard the shower door. When I opened my eyes, Jenteal was standing there, just watching me with a knowing smile on her lips.
"Oh fuck that looks so good. Cum for me, right here," she whispered, holding her hand out to indicate she wanted me to cum in it.
I moved closer to her, my legs moving all on their own. My hand was a blur, stroking my cock up and down faster and harder as I watched her, her hand right by the tip. She slid her other hand inside her shirt and obviously toyed with her breasts as she watched me. She had such a longing look in her eyes. I knew if there was any way, she'd be on me in a second.
I could only imagine the things she'd do to me and it made me so much hotter. I braced myself against the shower wall as my legs tensed up. It was only a second later that I came, spraying my cum into her hand and on the shower wall, moaning loudly with the shower echoing every sound.
"Good boy," she whispered, playing with my cum in her hand, splaying her fingers and watching the sticky strands. Then lifting it to her extended tongue for a taste.
I stood in the shower, watching her, panting, my body shaking with simultaneous shame and desire, as she backed out and closed the shower door again.
There was a quick knock on the door and it opened as Roni peeked inside. Jenteal had dashed behind the door and out of sight just in the nick of time. "Vince, do you know where the bottle opener is? I'm going to open a bottle of wine for dinner."
My brain wasn't working at all and I just stood there, unable to respond.
"Honey?"
"Oh... yeah... I'm sorry," I said, shaking my head. "I think it got put in the junk drawer for some reason," I said, trying to sound more relaxed than I felt.
Roni waited a second at the door as if wondering what was wrong with me. "Ok," she said. "Thanks. Hurry down."
"I will," I replied as the door shut once again.
I heard Jenteal giggle as she listened at the door for a second then opened it softly and slipped out.
My heart was pounding in my chest. This weekend was going to kill me.
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Almost Caught, Part 3
Thanksgiving diner was very nice, to say the least, although I felt tense. The women were giggling and talking when I dressed and came downstairs and I immediately feared they were talking about me. But I guess it could have been paranoia and tried my best to let it go. With everything that had been going on lately, I was just on edge. If my wife caught us or suspected what was happening, I was fearful what would happen.
There was good conversation all throughout dinner and the night went smoothly, with all four of us sitting in the living room just talking. When it was time for bed, while I was hoping for sex with Roni, she simply kissed me and rolled over. She was asleep before I knew it.
It was another hour before I fell asleep, my cock twitching the whole time. I thought about masturbating, but without Roni's approval, I'd get in trouble.
*****
My alarm went off at 5:30am, since I'd forgotten to turn it off. I decided to get away from Emmanuelle and Jenteal for the day and got out of bed, showered, and dressed for work. I was able to slip out before anyone else woke.
I didn't have a lot to do at work, just continue work on the end-of-year report. The office was almost completely empty, just a few lonely souls working. I slipped into my office, leaving the door open as usual and started working.
At about 7:00am I received a text from Roni. The women were going to brave the crowds and go out shopping on Black Friday. I was glad I wasn't with them. It was not the day I wanted to be anywhere near a mall. I replied that I hope they had fun and would see them for dinner.
It was just after 10:00am when I received a new text message. This was from an unknown number and I didn't even read it right away. A few minutes later I received two more, from the same number. Intrigued, I opened my iPhone and looked at my text messages, completely shocked at what I found.
The first message was likely from my mother-in-law. I suspected that she got my number from Roni and was using it without Roni knowing. It said "Buenos dias chico hermoso... ready to play?"
I felt my cock twitch alive and begin to get hard. I couldn't believe this woman had such complete control over me that I was getting hard just from a text from her. But I was. I was scared yet eager to see what she was up to now. As I scrolled down to the next text, there was a picture. I clicked on it to blow it up. It appeared to have been taken in a department store changing room. It was a picture of Emmanuelle, who was nearly naked, shot as if from someone kneeling before her, looking up. Her body was incredible. Her pussy was neatly shaven and she was obviously aroused. Her breasts were large, beautifully full, with large, erect nipples. She was holding her breasts, looking down at the camera, between them, her face a mix of desire and domination.
That picture alone drove me absolutely crazy. I quickly fantasized that it was me looking up at her beautiful body, that it was me being commanded to lick her pussy and make her cum all over my face. My hand drifted to my cock and I felt it throbbing in my pants.
I quickly glanced around to make sure no one was nearby. While my office was semi private, there was still a large window to the outside office and the door was wide open. Anyone could wander past and see more or, even worse, come in my office. My desk faced towards the door a bit, so I was hidden more from that angle. I would just have to be careful.
The next picture drove me even closer to the edge. It was a picture from Emmanuelle's point of view now, looking down between her breasts. Jenteal was on her knees, her face buried between Emmanuelle's thighs, her tongue extended, and obviously licking Emmanuelle's pussy while her beautiful eyes looked up into the camera. Her blond hair was behind her shoulders, beautifully framing her face in the picture.
I could see Emmanuelle's juices shining around her lips and mouth. She'd obviously been doing this for a little while.
I swear I almost came just seeing that... just knowing that those two women were staying in my house... just knowing that those two women had dominated me... were dominating me. My hand grabbed my crotch and I wondered if I could masturbate without getting caught.
With one hand I stroked my cock through my jeans, the other holding my phone allowing me to look at the pictures. Suddenly my phone chimed with another text. Emmanuelle asked "How's that? Horny yet? Wish you were here to play with..."
Fuck! I wish I was there, too. I swear I was going to cum in my pants right then and there. Just a few texts got me worked up so badly. My hand stroked my length as best I could and I closed my eyes as much as I could to enjoy the sensation. I prayed no one walked by...
Another chime and another text. "I want to see your cock. Ahora!" It was a command. A command I couldn't really refuse. I sheepishly stood and walked to my door, looking around to see how secluded I was. There was a middle-aged woman on the other side of the big room. I thought that surely I could do this safely.
I ran back to my desk, unfastened my pants and pulled them down a little, pulling out my very erect cock. I glanced again at the door and window before snapping the picture with my phone. Then I quickly redressed, wishing I was able to jack off. I really needed it.
I sent a quick text back to Emmanuelle with the picture. My God, what was I doing? This was my mother-in-law! But God is my witness, she was somehow forcing me to do this.
Two minutes later, there was another text followed quickly by a second and third. The first said "Hermoso! Nice and hard like I like it!" The second was another picture, a close up of what I believed to be Emmanuelle's pussy. She was masturbating with one hand teasing her clit, the other inserting two fingers inside herself. Her pussy was so beautifully pink and wet. Jenteal had obviously taken the picture. I felt my mouth watering with a desire to taste it, a desire to kneel at her feet and lick her again and again.
When I finally reached the third text, I had to stare at it for a long time to believe what it said. "Send me a video of you masturbating at your desk. Make me cum."
I couldn't believe it. This was too much, wasn't it? I mean... should I? Could I? If I got caught, there would be so much hell to pay.
My cock was throbbing with anticipation and desire. It knew that I was going to do it, even if I didn't know it yet. And it wanted to now. Shaking, I unfastened my pants again and pushed them down just past my hips. I wrapped my fingers of my right hand around my shaft and simultaneously grabbed my phone and got ready to record. I started the recording and stroking about the same time, sitting back in my chair. I was so enjoying this, even without the recording. The fear of being caught only added to the intensity of the pleasure.
My hand stroked up and down my shaft, making me harder and harder and more excited by the minute. I was moaning a little before I realized it and then quickly shut off the phone and redressed. My cock was almost too big to be contained and protested madly. The head was so sensitive and I felt precum on the tip as I fastened my pants.
I was breathing hard as I sat and stared at my phone. The last command was still present and I couldn't believe that I'd actually followed it. As I was typing into my phone to send the video in a reply, I heard a knock at my door.
"Hi Vince, got a sec?" Joanne was leaning against my doorframe.
I swallowed hard, realizing that if she'd knocked just a minute earlier...
"Yeah... Joanne... what's up?"
"There aren't too many people here today. Are you staying until 5:00 or leaving early?"
"I'll probably be here until 5:00. Need something?"
"Yeah... it's stupid... but since it's getting so dark so early, I was wondering if you could walk me out when we leave. I just don't want to go out all by myself."
"Yeah, sure," I said, probably more excited than I should be. "No problem."
"Thanks," she said, smiling broadly.
She turned and walked back towards her desk and I let out a long breath. That was too close! I finished the text, sent it, then tossed my phone aside and started working on my computer again. It was very difficult to concentrate with my hardon pounding. I was going to have to do something about it... and soon!
My phone dinged again. "Damn it!" I mumbled under my breath. "I can't keep doing this!" But I picked it up and looked at the single text. "Buen chico! Tengo mas! I want to see you cumming for me."
Another one? And this time I had to masturbate until I came? Oh my god this was too much. I... I couldn't... I swallowed hard and felt my entire body flush with desire and need. She had such control over me.
I sat at my desk looking first at my phone then at my open door. I was gauging whether it would be safe or not, whether Joanne would wander by again. I stood and walked to my door then walked out into the room, weaving through the maze of cubicles to see who else was here. The room was very quiet and, in this room at least, it was only Joanne and myself. And she wasn't at her desk at the moment.
I figured she was going to the restroom and figured I might have just enough time. I walked quickly back to my desk, feeling my cock rubbing against my underwear and jeans the entire way. The friction only made me more excited... especially when I thought about what I was going to do.
Without a second thought I opened my pants and slid them down a little, then quickly sat in my chair. I grabbed my phone and started the video at the same time I started stroking my cock. God it was so hard. I was so super sensitive and really needed to cum badly, so I knew it wouldn't take long.
My hand was stroking fast, twisting slightly every time it neared the tip, sending extra pleasure coursing through my body. My God this was so wrong, but felt so incredibly right. My head fell back as the pleasure built and built, driving me closer and closer to orgasm. When I opened my eyes again, I saw Joanne's head bobbing above the cubicle walls out in the room as she was moving around. I couldn't tell if she was coming my direction or not, but I was getting scared again.
"Shit," I mumbled, and I felt my blood boiling over as the pressure in my groin started to build. I ground my teeth tightly together as every muscle in my body tensed. I felt my cock twitching excitedly and I envisioned Joanne walking in just as I was cumming, wondering if she would come in and take control of me. Would she blackmail me, making me her little sex slave?
I envisioned her walking in, commandingly. She'd come over to my desk, telling me to continue beating off. She'd grab my hair and hold my head back forcefully, telling me I was going to cum for her from now on. Telling me I was going to lick her pussy whenever she demanded it because I was such a bad boy. I envisioned her sitting on my desk, putting her foot up and showing me her wet pussy... and telling me to lick her and make her cum.
I shook my head, unbelieving how I was fantasizing about every woman dominating me. God, I was so screwed! I groaned as softly as I could as I came, my cum spraying in bursts onto the skin my abdomen. Luckily my shirt was raised just enough so I didn't get it all over the front of me as I felt each spray splash against me.
My eyes were half closed from the pleasure I was feeling as I casually glanced out of the window of my office, into the big room. I caught the glimpse of a red coat just leave the view of my window. I panicked and struggled to stop the video, get cleaned up, and get my clothes back together. I didn't have tissue at my desk, so I had to take off both my shirt and undershirt in order to use it to wipe up my cum. I worked as fast as I could and tossed my dirty undershirt under my desk.
I stood and moved to my door, trying to see who saw me. I didn't think it was Joanne because she wasn't wearing red. Then I saw movement by Joanne's desk. A guy's head appeared just over the cubicle walls. Then the top of Joanne's head appeared and the two started moving towards my office. I quickly moved back to my seat and waited. My heart was pounding hard. I was ready to be reamed!
"Vince?", Joanne called from the door and I looked up. "This is my husband Rick."
Rick waved from the door and nodded. "Hi Vince."
"He surprised me and we're going out for lunch. I'll probably just take the rest of the day off, then."
I was relieved and immediately felt my body relax. "Ok. Have fun!" I smiled as they turned to leave.
"Nice to meet you," I called to Rick and he returned the sentiment.
"Stephanie? Where'd you go?" Joanne called as they walked back towards her desk. Suddenly a red-coated, twenty-year-old girl stolled past my window, smiling shyly. My jaw dropped, but she wouldn't even look at me. "There you are! Ok. I'll see you Sunday, Vince."
"Uh," I stammered. I couldn't believe this was happening. I swallowed hard. "Ok, see you." I stared at her, my eyes probably wild with fear. Did she see me? Did she just run past and not see anything? I felt I had to know but there was no way I was going to ask. I stood at my door, and watched the top of their heads as they walked to the door and out, leaving me alone in the room.
I moved back to my desk, sweating and shaking from a combination of fear and excitement. My phone dinged announcing the arrival of a new text message. I picked up my phone, staring at it for a moment. As expected, it was again from my mother-in-law.
"You will obey me. Now!" the text said.
I shook my head and sent the video to her. Then I put my phone down, put my head in my hands, and started wondering what I was going to do about tonight... when I faced them all again.
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Almost Caught, Part 4
The rest of my work day went well and I received no more texts from my mother-in-law. I spent the entire afternoon half excited and half in panic of what the next text message might tell me to do. Luckily, no one was in my area of the office, so it wouldn't have mattered too much any way.
I left for home a little earlier than usual and got there at about 4:00. The girls were still out shopping, I guessed, so the house was empty. I felt extremely dirty and decided I needed a shower. I dashed quickly upstairs and took off my clothes, jumping into the nice, hot water. It was very refreshing, although I couldn't take my mind off what had happened earlier. I felt my cock twitch when I thought about the pictures and videos still on my phone.
I had the picture of Jenteal on her knees in front of Emmanuelle on my mind, licking her while Emmanuelle filmed the whole thing. Somehow, the image changed to me... me on my knees... me licking Emmanuelle... her juices all over my face.
My cock was throbbing hard, but I couldn't masturbate. Not now. Not thinking thoughts like that.
I turned off the water and while I was drying off I heard the noise of them entering downstairs. I quickly dressed and got into the hall just as Roni was calling to me.
"I'm up here," I called back, and heard the girls giggling.
As I walked down the stairs, I could hear them in the family room and kitchen. Roni was putting dinner together while Emmanuelle and Jenteal waited in the family room. I walked into the kitchen and gave Roni a kiss. She pecked me on the lips and shooed me away, saying she had to get dinner ready and asked me to talk to Emmanuelle for a while.
When I walked into the family room, Emmanuelle was in the chair rubbing her feet while Jenteal was sitting on the couch.
"Ooh, ahi esta! There he is! Hi Vince," Emmanuelle said in a low, sultry voice.
"Hi, Emmanuelle. Can I get either of you something to drink?"
Both shook their heads. "No, but you can help me massage my feet. They ache so!"
"Um... ok..." I said, standing there dumbfounded and shy.
Emmanuelle giggled softly. "Sientate aqui!" she said, pointing at the floor in front of her. I knew what she wanted. She wanted me to sit in front of her.
I licked my lips and felt my body flush with embarrassment. "Maybe we could move over to the couch..." I started to offer, but she quickly interrupted me.
"No... aqui," she softly commanded, pointing at the floor again.
"Ok," I submitted and knelt on the floor in front of her. I took her offered foot in my hands and began massaging it. She moaned in appreciation and kept watching me.
"Perfecto," she purred grabbing her breasts as she looked down at me.
Roni walked into the room a minute later. "Wow, look at you! Aren't you being a nice son-in-law," she smiled.
"He's a very nice son-in-law," Emmanuelle giggled, smiling down at me. "He is so good to me. Makes me feel so good."
Roni smiled at me. "Good! Ok, dinner's in the oven. It'll take about 40 minutes or so. I'm going to go relax in a nice hot bath for a while while it's cooking. Don't worry," she said as she moved out of sight. "I'll be down before it's done."
I was left alone with my tormentors.
"Now, nino bonito... what shall we do?" Emmanuelle asked, using her other foot to trace a line along my chest. She sat up and lowered her free foot to my crotch, playing with my cock with her toes. "Very hard," she whispered. "You liked our little game today, didn't you?"
I shook my head slowly, looking down in embarrassment. I knew she could see right through me, though.
She giggled. "I know better. I know you were very hard for me. I know you enjoyed being my very bad little boy. Did you like the pictures I sent you? Hmm?"
I was sweating and beginning to breath harder, but I was still too embarrassed to talk to her. She used a finger to lift my chin, staring directly into my eyes.
"Tell me the truth now. Did you get hard looking at my big tetas? My juicy chocha? My tits and pussy, yes? Did you imagine yourself licking my pussy, nino?"
I swallowed hard, unable to avoid her command to answer her. "Yes," I mumbled softly.
"I knew you did, nino. You are such a dirty boy. Do you want to see my titties now? Come on, don't be shy. Answer me!"
I felt compelled to answer. I felt compelled to be the dirty boy she wanted me to be. "Yes."
Emmanuelle lifted her shirt above her breasts, exposing her beautiful white bra. With both hands she lowered her bra cups and lifted each breast in turn, completely exposing it. Her bra held each breast up for my inspection.
"My pussy is getting so wet, just thinking about you licking it. Why don't you touch these titties first?"
I lowered her foot to the floor and moved closer. With her foot still massaging my cock through my jeans, I leaned forward and let her hand slide to the back of my head and guide me to her breast. My tongue touched her nipple and made her purr deliciously. I felt a rush of happiness that I was able to please her.
"See? It doesn't take much once you find the right boy and train him," Emmanuelle said above me, supposedly to Jenteal.
"He's perfect!" Jenteal whispered excitedly.
Emmanuelle's hand was on the back of my head, holding me to her nipple as my lips wrapped around it and I sucked again and again, almost feeding like I was her baby.
"Oh, nino, you are making me so wet. I bet you want my chocha... eh? I bet you love licking pussy, don't you?"
She stood and looked down at me. I was panting excitedly. I was in exactly the same position as the picture with Jenteal. From the pictures and videos from earlier in the day that I'd saved to my phone... the one's I was going to masturbate to for a long time to come.
"Unfasten my pants," she commanded me. "And pull them down."
I did exactly as she asked as her hand caressed my head, her fingers gliding through my hair possessively.
"Kiss her like your lover, nino bonito."
She gently pulled my head towards her pussy. I didn't fight her, I didn't resist in the least. I let her hands guide me exactly where I wanted to be. At the last second, I closed my eyes and let my lips caress hers. I let my tongue slide over her lips and clit, tasting her intoxicating muskiness.
I could barely hear her grunts of delight, her encouraging words, as she held my head and ground her hips into me, fucking my face. Her pussy slid up and over my nose and back down. My entire face was getting covered with her juices. But I continued to lick and suck as much as I could. My hands grabbed her legs, wrapping around them a little to help pull her into me.
I heard her giggle, talking to Jenteal, but I paid it no mind. I just kept licking her beautiful, succulent pussy.
"Ooh, yes, nino... keep licking... right there..." she whispered, still thrusting her hips up and back, grinding into my face. My tongue was starting to get tired, but she didn't stop... didn't care. All she wanted to do was cum. Cum on my face. I felt movement beside me and when I opened my eyes, I saw Jenteal making a video with her phone. I could only pray that this wouldn't get out to anyone I knew.
There was movement at the top of the stair and Emmanuelle stopped thrusting for a moment, almost in a panic, and released my head.
"Vince? Let me dry my hair and then I'll be down. Can you turn off the chicken for me?"
"Ye... Yes," I mumbled. "I'll get it."
I started to get up, but Emmanuelle held me in place with her hand on my head again. "Jenteal will get it. You have to finish me," she whispered, moving her pussy onto my face again and grinding. I could hear her grunting softly, trying not to make too much noise. I didn't know how long it took, but she came hard. Her juices poured over my face and down onto my neck and chest while her body shook with her pleasure. Her hands still held me tightly in place against her until she finally pulled away. Her pussy was so beautiful, so engorged, red and wet.
She pushed my head and I fell back on my hands as she stepped back and began redressing. When she finished fastening her pants again, she sat in the chair, smiling down at me. She licked her lips. "Perfect, nino," she whispered. "Perfect."
When I heard Roni starting to finish up upstairs, I stood and quickly made my way to the downstairs bathroom. She couldn't see me like this! I heard her come down and start talking with Emmanuelle and Jenteal and when they disappeared into the kitchen, I dashed upstairs to change. I washed my face and neck and tossed my shirt into the laundry, putting on a fresh one. Then I sat on the bed for a second to collect my thoughts.
I couldn't believe what was happening to me. And I couldn't believe that I wasn't fighting it in the least. I mean... if I was honest with myself... I was actually enjoying it. Yeah they were treating me like some personal slave. But I had to admit, the constant sexual attention really excited me. I felt wanted, even though it was for their pleasure.
They were leaving tomorrow, though. Then things would get back to normal.
Roni called up a few minutes later to say that dinner was on, so I walked down and sat at the table. I couldn't look at them. I was so embarrassed about what I'd done... what we'd done... well, what they'd done to me. Food was passed around and I was on automatic pilot. I heard the girls talking and laughing together about their day. Roni had brought home some wine and everyone was liberally sampling it. As the dinner wore on, I could tell at least Roni was getting a little drunk.
When dinner was over, I excused myself to go downstairs to my workout area, essentially my man-cave. Roni said that she and the girls were going to talk about things that were a little private and asked me to knock before I come up. I was surprised by the request, but said I would.
I closed the door behind me as I walked down the stairs. I threw in a Rocky movie and started on my weight-lifting routine. The movie gave me a good masculine lift and I was hitting the weights hard. I needed this. I needed to feel like a man again.
An hour into my routine I decided I needed a break. I paused the movie and thought about going upstairs to get a drink. I knew there'd be hell to pay if I just barged in on them, but I wondered what was so private. I thought I could maybe just peek. I walked as quietly as I could to to top of the stairs and slowly and silently twisted the door handle.
I could hear the women laughing and talking in the living room. It sounded like they were watching something on the TV. I tip-toed through the kitchen and to the archway leading into the living room, being very careful not to be seen or heard.
"Wow," said Jenteal. "Who's that?"
"Ok, I think I may have found a spot to get this done," a female voice said from the TV.
"Mmm," moaned Emmanuelle. "That's Samantha... my neighbor."
"Your neighbor?", Jenteal giggled. "You got to your neighbor, too?"
"I'm on a back street, in the suburb's. It's not too busy, I hope that's ok."
"Si," my mother-in-law replied, giggling softly. "Esta bonita. She licks pussy so well."
I peered around the corner and watched a girl on the TV, not much more than nineteen. She was sitting in her car out in the open somewhere. I could barely see Emmanuelle on the couch and Jenteal in the love seat, but I couldn't tell if Roni was in the room or not.
"Hopefully no one will notice me," the girl giggled. I watched as she adjusted her seat back and adjusted the camera on her dash to get the best angle. Then she sat back and started rubbing her breasts through her t-shirt, spreading her legs a bit, all while she looked directly at the camera.
Emmanuelle explained further. "I practice anywhere I can. It is fun, si?"
Jenteal giggled. "It is definitely fun. Why in public?"
The girl on the video looked around her car, as if worried someone could come by any second and catch her. Then she lifted her top to expose her breasts and began pulling at her nipples, looking back at the camera again, as if asking for the viewer's acceptance.
"There are only a few things in this world that can really excite people. I've found that the potential of getting caught is a strong one. People love the risk."
The girl's eyes half-lidded as both hands slid down her abdomen and began stroking her pussy. I was amazed at how brazen she was. I could see cars pass by her and could see people not more than 100 feet away from her car. She could have been caught easily, and yet, here she was, completely exposing herself. Teasing herself to what I imagined was going to be an incredible orgasm.
It didn't take long for her mouth to form that distinctive O, the look that showed she was getting very, very close. Her fingers were moving rapidly, two and three rhythmically sliding inside her pussy while the other teased her clit. I could hear the squelching sounds of her wet pussy over the speakers.
Just a minute later, she was cumming. Her juices were dripping off her hand, running over her ass, as we watched. Her eyes were big and her hips moved quickly in time with her finger thrusts. The squelching sound was louder now and her fingers slowed, spreading her wetness all over her mound until it shown with a wet glaze.
"Damn! That girl can cum!" Jenteal giggled in amazement.
"And tastes sweet as sugar, too," Emmanuelle said softly.
I couldn't believe what I was watching and hearing. I silently tip-toed back down into the basement, closing the door silently. Moving over and sitting on the weight bench, I thought about what was happening. My mother-in-law and her friend were dominating me. They were fully and completely taking advantage of me and they were doing it with the possibility of getting caught. They knew exactly how much that excited me and scared me.
I didn't know what to say or do, but I knew they were leaving tomorrow. If I could avoid them until then, I was free and could go back to my regular life. I decided to stay in the basement until late, then go to bed after everyone else had. I had hoped that the wine would make them all the more tired.
I watched TV for the next several hours... well, barely watched it. I couldn't get my mind off my mother-in-law and what she was doing to me. I couldn't help getting excited by it and feeling my erection grow larger and harder. But I knew I had to resist. I couldn't hear upstairs, but I figured that at midnight it would be safe to go upstairs.
When the credits were finally rolling on the last show of the night, I turned off the light and slowly made my way up the stairs. I tried to be as quiet as I could, listening for any sign they were still awake, but I heard nothing. The lights were off when I opened the door into the kitchen and moved into the living room. Thankfully everyone was in their bedrooms. There were three empty bottles of wine and three glasses on the coffee table, along with some empty snack plates.
I made my way up to the master bedroom and opened the door. The lights were off and Roni appeared to be sleeping. I could see her dark outline in the bed and could hear her slow, steady breathing. She didn't take alcohol well and got very tired after only a few drinks. I guessed she was sleeping heavily.
I undressed and slid into under the covers next to her and as I lay on my back, I couldn't help but think about my mother-in-law again. She was such an incredibly beautiful woman... very well endowed and very sexual. I closed my eyes and envisioned her dominating that young girl in the video. I knew from my own experience she was very convincing at making people do things.
I felt my cock twitch and grow as I thought about her sitting next to the girl, telling her to masturbate. I envisioned Emmanuelle smiling as the girl did as she was told. The girl was feeling so humiliated yet turned on as her fingers danced over her wet pussy. My hand found my shaft and I stroked it slowly.
I was so caught up in my fantasy and masturbation that I didn't hear or see the dark figure enter the room. I felt her, though. I felt her hand graze my thigh and then join my own hand on my cock. It took a moment for my brain to register what was going on before I jumped slightly.
I looked beside me and a dark figure was kneeling there, her hand still stroking my cock.
"Stop! What are you doing? She's right there?" I whispered weakly. I couldn't believe this was happening as my wife lay a mere foot away! I felt the blankets being pulled off me, exposing me and her stroking hand. My cock was so hard and throbbing even before she touched me... it was far worse now!
"Please.... stop!" I plead, in a whining whisper.
"I'll take care of this for you," Jenteal whispered back. I could feel the bed shift as she moved between my legs, her long hair grazing my bare thighs. In the dim light I could finally see her and see that she was completely naked.
"No! I can't believe you're naked. What are you doing? Oh my god!" I tried to be forceful in my protest, tried to get her to stop, but my body wouldn't obey me. I watched almost helplessly as her lips descended over my cock, pushing me into her hot, wet mouth. I could feel her tongue stroking me, pressing against every sensitive spot on my shaft.
Her mouth moved up and down, taking me deeply and then moving to the top to run her lips over the head like a lipstick.
"I can't. I can't," I whispered, putting my hands on her shoulders. I swear I tried to push her away. But I felt so weak and helpless that I did little.
I could see the knowing smile on her face. "You know you want to. Veronica won't wake up... she's drunk..." she whispered before sliding her mouth over my cock once again. Her hand stroked my shaft beneath her lips as she moved up and down my hard cock.
The pleasure made my head fall back on my pillow, made my eyes close and I softly groaned.
I could hear her giggle. "I knew you wanted it," she whispered, forcing me to look at her again.
"Are you out of your mind? Are you crazy?"
She laughed softly. "Your cock is just so nice and hard for me. And it tastes so yummy!"
"She's going to hear you! You are nuts!" I couldn't believe she was doing this. With Roni right there! She could wake at any second!
"Oh my goodness!" she whispered, sliding her tongue from my balls and up my shaft to the head. "So fucking big!"
"You're crazy. We're going to get caught." I said, nodding my head in Roni's direction to indicate just how close she was to us.
"We're not going to get caught." She lay between my legs and stroked my cock with both hands, twisting them slightly with every stroke. God it felt incredible. Her hands went up and down, up and down, driving me closer and closer to my orgasm. I could feel her body against my leg and felt her lean down and bite my inner thigh.
I groaned as quietly as I could. I was so close now. I didn't know if I could keep my orgasm quiet or not and was afraid I'd wake Roni up.
Suddenly, she just stopped. I was about to beg her not to, beg her to let me cum, when she moved up and sat on my stomach. I could smell her pussy and just knew she was wet.
She leaned down over me and slid her nipple along my lips. Without a second thought I slipped my tongue out and caressed the hard nub of flesh.
"Tell me you love it," she whispered, her soft breasts swiping across my face.
I didn't want to say it. I didn't want to tell her how much I enjoyed being dominated, but I couldn't help myself. "I love it," I whispered meekly.
She forced her breast into my mouth, forced me to suck on her nipple. I even bit it a little, really trying to please her. I heard her moan softly in response and then she pulled away. She looked down at me, between her bare breasts, with a feral smile of need and desire.
"What are you doing?" I whispered as she started moving up my body, her pussy moving closer and closer to my face.



"I'm going to ride your face," she answered without missing a beat. She moved until her pussy was over my mouth and began lowering her pussy onto it.
"What? Are you out of your mind?" This was too much! This was going to get us both in very big trouble. Her pussy touched my lips, gingerly at first, then she moved more weight onto me, crushing her pussy into my mouth. I had no choice but to lick and suck on her. God she was so wet and tasted so good. I held her ass with my hands, caressing her and trying to support her weight.
She put her hands on the wall over my head and moved her hips up and back, fucking my face. I barely knew this woman and she had total control over me. Total control over the pleasure I was expected to give her. I shoved my tongue deep into her cunt and wiggled the tip as if trying to lick her G-spot. I could feel her hips twitch in response to the pleasure. I felt her clit slide up against my chin, lips, and then nose as she rode my face. Her juices were all over me now. Her smell was everywhere.
Then she began to grunt a little, moving her hips faster, pushing down harder against me. She was getting closer and closer to cumming and I couldn't do anything but help it happen. I licked and sucked as best I could, but she was in full control.
"Oh my god! Yes, yes, yes!" she panted, almost too loud. I thought for sure Roni would wake up from the sound. How could she not?
She came so much! I was almost drowning in her juices, their warmth sliding all over my face, into my mouth, and down my chin. It was incredible! When she finished twitching, Jenteal lifted off my face and lay beside me, on the far side away from Roni. She used her finger to trace lines over my face, through her juices, giggling about how wet she made me.
Her hand then fell to my cock once again, gripping it firmly and starting long strokes once more. She sat up on her elbow and pushed her breasts into my face again, making me lick and suck on her nipple. I was so screwed if Roni woke up. I felt her move in her sleep and had the sudden thought to flee, but Jenteal held me down, kept me from moving at all. If Roni was going to wake up, Jenteal was going to force her to see us.
My cock twitched hard at the thought. I couldn't believe I was getting excited at the thought of being caught with Jenteal's tit in my mouth and hand on my cock, stroking me. The pleasure coursing through me swelled, and my cock jerked excitedly at my perversion.
And suddenly I felt the heat swell inside me. I felt it boiling over. My body tightened, my muscles contracted, and my breath came out in panting gasps as I came hard. Jenteal gleefully giggled and I felt my cum erupting and landing on my stomach and chest over and over again. God I came in bucketloads!
My brain was totally fried and my eyes barely registered anything as Jenteal slid off the bed and left the room with barely a goodbye. When I was finally able to move again, I got out of bed and cleaned myself up. When I returned and lay back down, Roni immediately turned over and put her arm around me, hugging me.
*****
Emmanuelle and Jenteal did leave on Saturday. As Roni and Emmanuelle were talking, Jenteal gave me a searing kiss and actually stroked my cock through my jeans. I was in complete shock. She then said her good-byes to Roni while Emmanuelle did the same thing to me.
"I'm going to miss this cock," she whispered in my ear, giggling at my expression when she pulled away.
They got into the car and drove away as Roni hugged me and waved.
The rest of the day and week were back to normal and I was thinking everything was going to be ok. I kept fantasizing about Emmanuelle and Jenteal dominating me and jacked off occasionally, but I knew it was not going to happen again. Roni was still busy with work, so I kept myself satisfied as best I could.
*****
It was the day after Christmas that things changed yet again. I was sitting in my office, an office that was yet again nearly but not always deserted. I heard the knock at my door before I saw anything and looked up. Roni was standing there, smiling deviously like something was up.
"Busy?" she asked.
I pushed my chair back from my desk and stood, quickly moving to her. I wrapped my arms around her and hugged her.
"What are you doing here?"
"I thought you could... help me," she smiled. I released her from my hug and her hands went to the belt around her waist. She was wearing the long trench coat she usually wore this time of year and her high heels.
"What's wrong?"
She moved deeper into my office and pushed the door to swing it closed. I stood watching her move to the wall behind my door and turn towards me, opening her coat. She was wearing a very nice white blouse and black, form-fitting skirt. She was incredibly beautiful and businesslike. She moved her hands behind her and unzipped her skirt, letting it fall to the floor. My breath caught in my throat as her beauty and raw sexuality overwhelmed me. She stepped out of the skirt and spread her legs a little for me.
She wasn't wearing panties and her pussy was swollen and dripping wet.
"What's wrong is that my pussy hasn't had your tongue in far too long."
I blinked at her, completely stunned. She'd been dominant over me before, but that was in the privacy of our own home. Now she was expecting me eat her pussy in my office... where anyone could see us! I shivered as she pointed to the floor at her feet.
"Kneel... and lick me," she demanded, smiling almost cruelly.
I knew then that Roni knew about Emmanuelle and Jenteal. She knew that they had dominated me and how. She'd learned how strongly appealing to me it was to be almost caught in a sexually compromising position. The trip was for training. And she learned.
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Pantyhose Teasing, Part 2
Three days after Kyle fucked his sister, in his own living room, while waiting for his wife to come home... his phone gave a tone while he was at work. He pulled his phone out of his pocket and saw that it was a text from his wife, Megan. Without even thinking, he opened his text app and immediately saw that it was a video and that the still picture was of her pantyhose-clad leg.
He could feel his heart suddenly start to beat faster, felt his breathing increase, and sweat bead on his forehead. It was images and videos like this that just drove him crazy and Megan knew it. And she loved to tease him while he was at work.
He stood, nervously, looking over the tall cubicle dividers to make sure no one would walk in on him, no one was nearby to accidentally see it... and no one was nearby to hear it. Seeing no one nearby, he sat back down and verified that the sound was turned low on his phone, then pressed the video to play it.
The video started by showing Megan's black pantyhose-covered foot, from her perspective, with her beautifully colored toenails, as she wiggled and spread her toes. The video them moved up, very slowly, showing her hand which was sliding along her leg, feeling the silky material beneath. After several seconds, it finally passed her knee and showed her hand slowly moving higher on her thigh.
Kyle was on the edge of his seat, his cock rock hard, waiting to see so much more. He couldn't believe how much this turned him on. But suddenly her hand moved higher and the camera did not. With the camera focusing on her lower thigh and knee, he could hear her panting breaths and knew she was just starting to touch herself.
"Oh my God," she whispered. "My pussy is on fire. I can't wait for you to get home!"
Then the video suddenly ended, frustrating him. God! How could she do that to him? He was not going to get that out of his head! Over the next several hours, he watched the video several more times. He couldn't wait to get off work and get home. When the time did come, he left quickly, making sure Burt Johnson, his boss, didn't catch him and stop him. He didn't want any delay to hold him up.
He drove home eagerly, a little too fast, but his mind was only on one thing... Megan's pantyhose. When he walked in the front door, it was quiet inside, and one of the dining room chairs was in the middle of the living room, facing the TV that was on, but showing nothing. Things were certainly out of place.
"Megan?" he called, wondering where his wife was hiding and what she had planned.
"Have a seat in the chair, hun," she called back from the kitchen. "I have a surprise for you!"
"If it's anything related to the video, I can't wait!" he said back, setting his briefcase down and then sitting on the chair. He could barely sit still, though. His mind was moving so quickly going over all the different, potential scenarios of how this might play out. And every single one of them would be delightful.
"You just hold on out there," she giggled. "I'm still getting ready for you."
"Don't wear to much for my benefit," he laughed.
"Trust me. It's going to be worth the wait."
Still, he waited, as patiently as he could, but his cock was throbbing, needing relief. How long was she going to take?
"You doing ok out there?" she asked, peeking her head out around the archway leading into the kitchen.
"Not really. I'm getting impatient," he laughed, only joking a little. He was getting impatient and really, really needed her to come out.
"Not yet... not yet," she giggled. "Why don't you get naked while I get dressed. I want to see you with your cock in your hand when I come out there. Once... I'm... ready."
"Yeah, yeah," Kyle said, looking at his watch. How long had he been home? Why was it taking her so long? He slid his shirt off over his head and tossed it onto the chair. Then he stood and unfastened his pants, sliding them and his boxers to the floor. He picked them up and tossed them into the chair as well.
His cock was throbbing hard. He wrapped his hand around it automatically and started stroking it as he sat back down. God he was so close. He wanted to cum so badly, but there was no way he was going to do it on his own. He was going to delight in fucking his wonderfully sexy wife this evening.
"Oh yeah... you're going to love this," she giggled as if she was enjoying what she was doing to him now and what she would be doing to him soon. "It's going to be so sexy. Almost ready! Are you naked? Is your dick in your hand?"
"Fuck yes... my cock is so hard for you right now," he said.
"Trust me, you're going to want to be at your best for this," she giggled. "Oh my goodness... oh I look so good. Should I make you wait more?"
"Fuck no," he said impatiently. "Come on, honey, I need you so bad!"
Megan giggled. "Ok, I think you've been good and waited long enough." Kyle could hear her putting on shoes. "Now for the icing on the cake..."
Suddenly, Kyle saw movement from the archway and turned his head. Megan had peeked out and moved until she was in the archway, leaning against the wall. She took his breath away. She was wearing a white, button-down shirt, black pantyhose that had a shimmer to them, and black high heels. He instantly recognized them as the shoes she perfectly called her "fuck-me shoes".
"So tell me... am I a nylon plaything?" she asked, giggling, as her hands moved over her body.
Kyle's eyes were glued to her, his hand stroking faster. "Oh yeah," he mumbled appreciatively.
"Yes... yes I am." Megan squeezed her breasts through her shirt as she looked at him. "I am a nylon plaything." Kyle watched her hands move all over her body, adjusting her shirt and her hose as she slowly walked closer to him. "Look what I put on for you."
Slowly, Megan turned to show him her ass, running her hands over her lovely cheeks. "You love my perfect ass, don't you? Why don't you keep stroking that nice hard cock while I show off for you. But nice and slow..."
Kyle could feel his cock surging, needing relief soon. He couldn't believe what he was seeing. While Megan had worn stockings for him in the past, this was the first time she came on this strong.
"Silk stockings underneath... and these black... opaque... pantyhose over top," she smiled deviously. "Ooh... it feels so good. I just love how they wrap my body... nice and tight. It feels so soft, especially with them layered together. Look at that."
She was close now, just out of his reach, as she lifted her leg and stroked her thigh. She was a dream come true. She'd never worn two pair of hose like this. It must be what made them shimmer so much.
"And I'm not wearing any panties... aren't you lucky." Kyle groaned as she showed him her pussy, showed him that there was nothing on underneath her pantyhose. Her labia was crushed beneath the slightly see-through material and he could see her wetness starting to soak the hose. "I love how they drive you so crazy. Especially with me so close... you just want to touch so badly, but I won't let you."
Every time Kyle reached out to even stroke her leg, she moved away, denying him.
"And it drives you crazy," she giggled. "Mmm, look at that hard cock... just for me."
She looked at him sternly. "I want you to reach behind yourself and grab the chair leg. You are not to let go for any reason. Is that clear?"
"Yes," he whispered quickly. He reached behind himself and grabbed the chair legs firmly. He wished he could use his hands, but this was going to be her game. And he knew it would be fun.
"I'm gonna jerk you off... while you watch me." She took the last stop forward and grabbed his cock in her hand, stroking it while slowly swaying her hips. "I'll get that cock nice and hard. Mmm... God that's hot."
She swayed her hips back and forth, teasingly. Her shirt was unbuttoned just enough so that her swaying gave him quick glimpses of her breasts hidden underneath.
Kyle could hear the pantyhose rubbing together as she moved. "I can just rub my legs together... these nylon legs... mmm... all night long," she said, moaning.
Kyle watched helplessly as Megan slid her free hand inside her white button-down and squeezed her bare breast, teasing her own nipple. He licked his lips, wishing he could have that hard, little nub in his mouth right now.
"Look how hard your cock is," she said softly.
"You look incredible. You've got me so fucking turned on right now."
"I'm glad you're pleased," she smiled. "Tell me how much you like my hose. Tell me how much they drive you insane."
"Oh my God!" he groaned sharply, lifting his hips, wondering if he was going to cum already. But she was very skilled at knowing his body. She knew just when to stop to keep him on the edge of his orgasm... and she was using that skill now.
She giggled. "You just can't get enough of them, can you?" Kyle could only groan. "I never felt so soft and silky before. Nylons always feel so good against my skin. So tight against my skin. But nylons on top of nylons... ooh, it really is amazing."
She was impressed that she got his cock so hard. It was almost effortless at this point. "Look at that. Your dick is so hard... and I'm going to make you cum so hard today. Feel me squeeze the base of your cock..." Kyle groaned again. She was torturing him. "And then start stroking all over again. Do you like my titties? I bet you want to see them, don't you?"
Megan stood, removing her hand from his cock for a moment, and began unbuttoning her shirt. There were only a few buttoned fastened, so it didn't take long before she was pulling it off her shoulders and tossing it aside. Her hands moved to her breasts, squeezing them, lifting them, and pinching her nipples to make them so hard.
"Fuck," Kyle whispered sharply as he watched her, making her giggle.
Then he watched her slide one hand over her stomach. Her fingertips slid over the pantyhose and pressed against her pussy. She moaned softly as she watched his helpless expression of desire and need.
"Oh... the layers of silkiness upon silkiness against my pussy right now... oooh," she moaned. "Oh fuck. I bet you just want to run your hands over these silky nylons. It's so tight against my skin. Do you like my pussy? I bet you dream about it, don't you? I bet you dream about me sitting on your face."
Megan grabbed his cock again and started stroking it. "I know you so well, Kyle. I know just how to keep you so hard... right on the edge... ooh yeah... up and down... just teasing you. Do you know how fucking teased I am through these right now? The pantyhose is so tight against my pussy."
"But I'm your nylon plaything," she whispered, sliding her hand into her pantyhose, and rolling her clit with her fingertips. "Wow... look at that. I'm so turned on right now." Kyle licked his lips, wishing he could have a taste as he watched her rub her pussy underneath the nylons. "Ooh, my pussy feels so wet under here. Can you see how wet I am? Can you see through the hose?"
"Oh fuck I need to taste you," Kyle moaned as he watched her play with her pussy underneath the hose, sounding desperate.
"Can you hear how wet my pussy is?" she asked. "Oh.... I gotta... I gotta go slow," she panted, as if she almost had an orgasm herself. "But it feels soooo good. Yeah... stroke your cock faster... with a nice, tight grip, so it feels just like my tight, little pussy."
Her hand moved faster on his cock, up and down, squeezing a little and twisting a little. It was just the motion he needed, just the stroking that was going to take him over the edge.
"The pantyhose just keep pushing my fingers right back into my little pussy," she giggled softly. "Stroking faster... harder... up and down. I'm your little nylon plaything, aren't I? Oh I just had a hot idea! So what do you think of this? What if I wrapped my nylon-covered feet around your cock and stroked it up and down. All the way from the bottom up to the tip. My feet squeezing your shaft. Can you imagine my silky pantyhose against that big hard cock like that? Oh, yeah, it's making my pussy so wet."
Kyle grunted loudly at the imagery of her giving him a footjob wearing her hose. God, that would feel... incredible! He was so fucking close. And he was going to cum so fucking hard.
"Stroking your cock faster... that's it baby... yeah, just like that," she said teasingly. "I can tell your balls are so full of cum. Give it to me, baby."
"Yeah... God I'm close," Kyle groaned. "I'm gonna cum."
"Are you gonna cum for me?" she asked. "Are you gonna cum? I want you to cum all over my pantyhose... right there," she said, pointing to her leg. "That's right... cum all over them. That's it. Ohhhh... cum for me... cum for me!"
"Oh my God!" he moaned as she moved her leg right against his cock. He could feel the silkiness as she pressed his cock against her leg and forced him to raise and lower his hips, fucking her leg. "Fuck... shit yeah!" he yelled, grunting, as he came. His cock sprayed his cum against her leg, leaving a big wet spot on her thigh.
He couldn't see it, but Megan pressed a button on the TV remote and the TV sprang to life. "Oh, that's so good baby," she said, feeling his cum spray on her leg. She pressed the play button and he was immediately assaulted by the sounds of fucking from the TV itself.
Through half opened eyes, he saw himself, between a woman's legs. It was shocking to see himself like that and it took him a moment to realize what he was seeing. His orgasm-addled brain wasn't working very fast and it took him a while to figure out what was going on. But then it hit him. Those were Jasmine's pantyhose-encased legs that he was between. He watched himself aggressively tear a hole in them with one hand, then grab her hips and start licking her pussy.
"What...? Where did you get this?" he said, swallowing hard.
"This little thing?" Megan said as she let go of his cock and smeared his cum into her leg. She walked around behind him and put her hands on his shoulders. "I had a feeling that there was something between you and your sister, something that I just couldn't put my finger on. So, I thought I'd try something. I invited her over and dropped a few hints. I set up a camera and left for a little while just to see what would happen.
Kyle watched himself in the video slide up Jasmine's body, grinding his cock against her pussy as he kissed her. She wrapped her legs around his waist and he lifted up, getting just the right angle to push his cock inside her.
"I like this part. I like watching your face as you push your cock inside her," Megan said, bringing her face down to his shoulder.
He watched the expression on his face and remembered the feeling. Her pussy was so tight and wet, so inviting for him to slide inside. He loved that feeling.
"Oh my God, baby," Jasmine panted loudly through the speakers.
"And then you were just the perfect little animal," Megan smiled.
Kyle watched himself on the video. He captured her legs and put them on his chest, wrapping his arms around her. He leaned forward, bending her in half as he started fucking her faster and faster. Both of them were moaning and grunting with every thrust.
"And the finale... perfecto." Kyle could almost feel the sarcasm dripping from her lips.
They both watched as Jasmine started trembling in her orgasm, then Kyle following right behind, cumming in her pussy so wonderfully.
With another press of the button, Megan paused the video, right at the moment of Kyle's orgasm, his face showing so much pleasure.
"Megan... I... I can explain," Kyle started to say before Megan cut him off, laughing.
"There's nothing you can do to explain this away, Kyle. I have it right here on video."
His entire happy home life flashed in front of his eyes. There was no way out of this. "I know," he said.
"But don't worry, I'm not exactly mad."
Kyle was shocked! What was she saying? She wasn't mad that he fucked another woman? She wasn't mad that he fucked his sister?
"I have to admit, I was mad at first. I don't like that you did something like this behind my back," she said. "But I did set you up... and Jasmine did tempt you pretty strongly with your biggest kink. Both of you really fell for the bait rather quickly and easily, though. You mind explaining that?"
Kyle nodded slightly. He knew why he fell for it... the pantyhose thing was a huge trigger, but not the only one. He was strongly attracted to his sister. "Jasmine and I... we have a little history together," he said.
"History?" Megan asked, intrigued.
Kyle took a deep breath. He had buried this for so long, never telling a soul. But now... he didn't have a choice. "We've always been really close and, I guess, attracted to each other. Then... one night after her graduation... we had a party... we got a little drunk... things got out of hand... and we... we had sex."
He paused, hoping that would be enough, but Megan didn't say a word... wanting more.
"Nothing happened after that night, I swear... but... but I think we both wanted more."
Megan moved in front of Kyle and slid into his lap. She put her hands on his shoulders and slowly pushed her hot, wet, pantyhose-covered pussy against his cock.
"So you've had a hardon for your sister all this time and you never said a word?" she asked, smiling deviously.
"I... I guess... yeah."
"Do you have any idea how hot that makes me?"
"Hot?" he asked, surprised.
"I have wanted to fuck your sister ever since we met," she said, smiling. "And now..."
"Now?"
"Well, first off, I'm going to use that cock and mouth of yours all night long. You're going to give me more orgasms than I can count. Then, tomorrow, in the early afternoon, you're going to call Jasmine," she said. "You're going to invite her over, telling her that I'm working late and that you have to see her again."
Kyle was confused. Why did she now want Jasmine to come over again? "Okay..."
"You're going to ask her to wear some sexy pantyhose for you." Kyle looked up at her. He couldn't believe she was saying this. "Then you're going to do exactly what I tell you."
Kyle spent the next five minutes listening to Megan detail her plan for tomorrow, all the while grinding against his cock as if every detail fo the plan made her more and more excited.
"Is that... understood?" she asked, breathless, her hips moving quickly, her hands holding his neck and shoulders tightly.
"Oh fuck... yes... yes... anything," Kyle said. "Whatever you want."
"Fuck," Megan moaned as she stood and began clawing at the pantyhose, trying to rip a hole in them. Kyle helped and, in seconds, she was back on his lap, sliding his cock inside her fucking him wildly.
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I slipped inside the door, coming home early from work, and immediately prepared for my wife, Carrie. It was her fiftieth birthday and I wanted it to be the most special one yet. We'd been married twenty-five years and I knew how anxious she was about growing older. Lately, every year she seemed to get more depressed on what should be her most happy, pleasurable day. I quickly moved to the bedroom and prepared her special outfit for the evening, neatly laying every article out on the bed. I then moved to the bath and prepared candles and relaxing music, setting the bubble bath near the tub.
I knew she would be home from work soon. Teaching English in High School was not the most rewarding job financially, but Carrie truly loved what she was doing. She loved the kids and what she was able to inspire them to accomplish. English was always a difficult subject because many students didn't care. But the poetry and stories that Carrie had them experience altered some to become great. Who knows, maybe the next big song-writer would be a student of hers. Maybe they'd tell the whole world that she inspired them. I certainly wished that great recognition on her.
I moved to the kitchen and began opening the bags, getting ready to make dinner. I had planned for this far in advance. Without Carrie's knowledge, I took a cooking class at the local college. I *did* have to lie to her about where I was going... for which I'm truly sorry... but I hoped she'd forgive me. I started the pasta and set the table. I had it all planned -- wine, candles, china, beautiful tablecloth... the works.
I put some music on the stereo, pushed the furniture away from the center of the floor and the stage was set.
Carrie finally came home at 4:00pm, as expected, and was mildly surprised when I met her at the door. I always managed to find some way to surprise her on her birthday, but this was a first. She smelled the heavenly aroma coming from the kitchen and smiled broadly.
"You cooked?" she asked, sounding surprised.
"Of course. I have many talents of which you've only scratched the surface," I smiled suggestively. "I'm sure you'll experience them all. But first things first. Follow me."
I took her hand and led her up the stairs to the bedroom. Carrie noticed the black outfit lying on the bed and giggled, knowing that it was my most favorite. She knew she looked incredibly sexy in that dress. She knew she could tease me unmercifully when wearing it.
"Looks like you have something planned for me," she said moving to the bed to inspect the clothing.
"A little pampering for my favorite girl. Now, get undressed and I'll get her bath ready."
I moved to the bathroom and started running her bath, pouring in a little of the bath oils. Carrie came in after a few minutes and I helped her remove her robe and step into the tub. Her body was beautiful... soft, supple, shapely. She had put her hair up and I noticed the choker she put on, my gift on our wedding night. It was a simple leather-braided piece with an engraved plate that in simple, beautiful script said, 'slave.' It always excited her to wear it, knowing it was the start of our games.
I smiled at her choice. She knew exactly what I wanted for tonight. Her pampering would be submission to my will. My desires and direction would fulfill her fantasy and her needs. I had her sit, while I knelt beside the tub. I grabbed the soft sponge and lathered it up before starting to wash her. Carrie's eyes were bright and excited as I slowly stroked her with the sponge, taking care to wash every part of her body. I had her kneel in the tub so I could get her back and wash her backside. I left nothing untouched. My soapy fingers caressed her sex and ass, teasingly. I could tell that she was getting aroused, even now... and the night was still very young.
This wasn't the first time I'd washed her like this, but every time was special. I enjoyed doing things for Carrie, things no one else could do for her, making her feel so very special and sexy. I knew just what she liked, just what excited her, just how hard to push her to give her pleasure. No other lover had ever treated her so well.
When I was done washing her, I prepared her razor, shaving cream and oils. I lifted one leg and slowly, sensuously lathered it with a little of the cream and gently swiped it with the razor. I made sure her legs were very smooth and soft. Then I had her sit on the edge of the tub and pushed her knees wider. This was the first time I'd shaved her pussy. We'd talked about it before, Carrie had even shaved with me watching several times, often with me holding her leg and stroking it longingly. I was absolutely drooling watching her open herself for me and then watching the white shaving cream slowly disappear, leaving her beautifully smooth skin beneath it. Carrie groaned suddenly and actually came the last time, when she saw me watching her so lasciviously. Her pussy looked so pink and lush when she was done. Carrie told me that my unbridled longing for her was a huge turn-on and she knew that I'd always ravage her afterwards making it an even more exciting act for her to perform for me.
That was such a huge turn on for both of us, so it would not surprise me that *me* doing the shaving might be an even bigger turn on for her. Carrie could sit back, relax, enjoy the sensations fully, feeling the warm tingling of the lather and the cool air replacing it as it was removed. *And* enjoy watching me so lovingly and lustfully tend to her.
I spread the shaving cream around her mound and very slowly and carefully shaved her. Carrie had learned to be shaved bare when we first started dating, a detail that excited me immensely, and she had kept it that way, so shaving her was easy. My right hand gently moved her labia and clit to the side as I shaved close. She moaned a little, the pressure giving her shivers. I think my pure attention on her pussy is what helped excite her, too. Carrie watched me intently as I was focused on my task, letting no little distraction steal me away... not even her excited gasps and hands clawing at the tub in pleasure... not even her pleas to let her cum would steal my attention.
When I finished I leaned down and gave her clit a little kiss. I could barely constrain myself to that, wanting to ravage her completely. But I kept my patience, knowing it would be time soon enough. Her pussy was already so wet and sensitive from my ministrations.
I helped her stand and lightly spread oils around her legs and mound, making sure she didn't get any irritation, then stood and led her back to the bedroom. We stood by the bed as I picked up her bustier and coiled it around her body. It barely covered her breasts, leaving a lot of cleavage and just barely showing her nipples. I zipped it up the side as her arms were lifted up and away.
I grabbed the package of hose next, tearing it open quickly so I could feel the soft texture in my hands. Carrie sat on the bed as I knelt before her. Lifting her leg I slipped the lovely, black thigh-high onto it. I moved it up her leg to the thigh and then smoothed it down, loving the feeling. I would've stopped there and would have been happy, but I continued with her other leg. Once in place, my hands stroked her legs through the lovely material. Carrie couldn't imagine what that did to me. She watched me as I closed my eyes in bliss at the sensation. I could feel her squirm, so happy she was providing me with so much pleasure, herself getting excited by my stroking.
I felt her foot move down and caress my cock, sliding along it, teasing it. I thought about letting her make me cum that way... perhaps some day soon.
She was like a precious doll, being dressed with such care and patience by an innocent schoolgirl. I licked my lips in pure defiance of what I really wanted to do and sat back. I stood her up and had her step into the knee-length leather skirt and fastened it up. I took a moment to palm her ass, stroking it through the leather. Carrie's ass was certainly magnificent -- one of the things I loved so much about her body. I then placed the high-heeled shoes at her feet to step into and fastened them around her ankles.
"You look ravishing," I said softly, enjoying my choices. I left her to finish her makeup and perfume as I changed into a suit and tie and finished up dinner.
I met Carrie at the bottom of the stairs, admiring her. Her makeup looked absolutely lovely. I could see she put some additional rouge on her nipples, too, making them even far more noticeable. I led her to the dining room, and pulled the chair away from the table for her. She sat and I placed a napkin in her lap. I poured her a glass of wine to sip and placed some pasta on her plate, then moved and served myself. We talked quietly through most of the dinner, talking about how she felt about her birthday so far and about what she hoped for. There was no discussion of her day, politics, or the weather. This was all about her. And she was very demure and shy, but answered directly when I asked a pointed question. Carrie didn't want to offer an opinion as much as express her desires for mine. She really was the perfect slave.
We finished eating and I took her hand and led her to the living room where I pulled her into my arms. We started swaying to the music, dancing slowly, moving about the open space. I held her tightly to me, my arms wrapped around her waist, hers around my neck. Carrie put her head against my chest and listened to my heart beating. She loved to feel my body against her, holding her, protecting her. She closed her eyes and smiled.
I was humming above her, enjoying the music, Carrie, and our dancing. As much as this was all for her, I was enjoying the gift of giving. We slow danced like that for half an hour before it was time to continue with the evening's events.
"As incredible as you look, there's still something missing. Now for the final pieces of clothing," I said, moving to the kitchen. I pulled out a bag and removed five leather straps with buckles, ones that she'd worn for me before. Carrie was instantly excited with lust. She knew how incredible this night was going to end up. Fastening the straps around her ankles, wrists, and neck, I stood back to admire her. Carrie looked incredible... so sexy and seductive... and submissive... a wet dream.
"You know what this means, don't you?" I ask softly.
Carrie nodded her head slowly, too excited to think straight.
I sat on the couch and asked her to stand by me. My hands grabbed her hips and turned her, so that she was facing away from me. I slipped a hand up under her skirt and gently stroked her thighs, moving up and down. She was looking down at me over her shoulder, licking her lips excitedly.
"Spread your legs," I ordered and she quickly complied.
My fingers slipped higher, moving in her sex, feeling her wetness. She was drenched. My fingers caressed her, teased her, excited her until her legs were threatening to buckle. All the time she was forced to just stand there and accept it. I pushed a finger into her, fucking her slowly while a second teased at her ass. Carrie moaned appreciatively, closing her eyes. I smiled and inserted the second finger into her ass, slowly fingering both orifices. Her legs were shaking, her knees bending and flexing. I knew she wanted to cum, but it wasn't time quite yet. I removed my fingers and unfastened her skirt, pulling it down her legs slowly. As each inch of skin was revealed, I leaned in and kissed her leg, following the departing clothing until it was too low.
Both hands then framed her ass, squeezing it, as I marveled at it.
"God your ass is so nice," I whispered approvingly.
I moved to the edge of the cushions and leaned in, licking her rump. I continued to softly kiss her, covering her ass with tender flicks of my tongue and lips. My hands held her still and I could feel her shiver. I smiled and pulled back, pulling her onto my lap and laying her across it. Carrie settled in with her ass right over my legs, her head on a nearby pillow.
"You've been a very good girl," I said softly, stroking her ass. "This is not for punishment. This is for pleasure." Then I started swatting her, counting off each stroke. I heard her moan into the pillow and grabbed her hair with my free hand, pulling her head back so I could hear her more clearly. "I love to hear you, my love. Don't hide it from me. Tell me what you're feeling." I continued spanking her, one for each lovely year since her birth. I knew she longed to grow even older then. Carrie's grunts, moans, and cries were music to my ears, urging me to continue.
When I finally finished she was moaning softly and her ass was a lovely rose color. I stroked it tenderly, loving the warmth and softness. My fingers moved to her crack, slowly sliding down it as I watched for her reaction. I felt her shudder when a fingertip crossed her anus. It was certainly a sensitive spot for her. I continued lower, feeling her wetness, knowing that the spanking had truly turned her on. I leaned over and pulled several short lengths of chain from the bag, and, pulling each arm back in turn, fastened one end to her wrists. She was breathing heavy, knowing this was what turned her on the most. Carrie so enjoyed being bound tightly so she couldn't control anything... she'd be fully at my mercy.
I sat her up, so she was kneeling on the couch, facing the wall. Then I attached the other ends of the chains to her ankles, so her arms were bound behind her. She shivered visibly, her breathing was rapid, unsteady. Finally, I attached chains from the back of her collar to her ankles, keeping her back arched slightly and locking her into position. She looked so lovely seated like that. I wanted her so badly I could barely contain myself.
I sat forward, putting my mouth by her ear. My hand moved down her back, sliding beneath her, feeling her moist pussy, sliding two fingers in deep. She was so wet!
"Happy birthday, my love," I whispered, and kissed her ear.
I moved beneath her, laying back against the seat of the couch and wormed between her thighs. Her pussy was so close, so beautifully wet and open to me. My hands reached up and cupped her ass, pulling her onto my mouth, holding her tightly. Carrie groaned loudly, her body reacting so excitedly to my expert ministrations. I knew exactly how to make her cum and was going to do it often tonight. My tongue swiped in deep, tasting her, slashing against her sensitive, pink, inner flesh.
"Oh, god," Carrie moaned loudly.
I knew she longed to watch me pleasure her, but was unable to with the bindings. I could feel her body shudder and pull against the chains every time a pleasurable bolt swept through her. I gripped her ass tightly, pushing my mouth into her hard, forcing my tongue deeper and deeper. She moaned loudly as my tongue rapidly swiped over the slit, side to side, driving her to maddening heights of pleasure.
Carrie came on my face as never before, her body quivering with delight, her cum flowing from her pussy. I licked, slowly cleaning her. I loved feeling her body tremble, even with the very lightest of touches.
I pulled away from her and moved so that she was sitting on my lap. I needed her so badly. Carrie's excitement made me lust for her like no other. I was impatient, almost making her fall to the floor in my haste. I held her hips tightly, while I positioned myself. Carrie's breasts looked so delectable that I unzipped the bustier and threw it aside before latching my lips on one and sucking and licking it. She grunted at my ferocity but were unable to move to either encourage or discourage it. Her body was so open to my advances and I was going to take advantage of it. The pain from my biting was temporary compared the the pleasure that appeared to last when I suckled.
After I finished tormenting the other breast I sat back on the couch, listening to Carrie whimper with need. She could feel the head of my cock just barely touching her. She wanted to just fall on it, make it pierce her to the core but I teasingly held her from it. This was going to be on my terms. I was panting heavily now, her taste was in my mouth, her body dominating my sight, her panting the only sound I heard. She was all I was thinking about. My erection was raging for her, almost to the point of hurting.
I slowly released her body, letting her sit on my waiting member. I watched it pierce her and then slowly disappear deep into her depths. Oh God it felt so good! She was so warm and wet. It only got an inch or so inside before I completely lost control.
"Fuck!" I yelled, throwing her off my cock to the couch beside me, forcing her to her stomach. I quickly moved between her legs, positioning myself at her entrance. I was surprised by my own ferocity as I both slammed my hips into her while simultaneously pulling her hips towards me. I was buried to the hilt in one powerful thrust making her breath catch in her throat. Carrie seemed to be almost unable to breath as I wasted no time in fucking her. I thrust hard and fast with no intention of letting up until I came. I was on autopilot with thousands of years of sexual evolution driving me.
I thrust again and again, harder and faster each time, pushing her hard into the couch with each one. All I could think about was cumming in her. My hands held her hips tightly, locking her in place. I heard loud moaning and couldn't tell if it was hers or mine. This was the most out of control fuck of my entire life and it ended as quickly as it started. I felt my body tense, thrusting deeply, feeling her pussy tremble on me, as I exploded inside her. I fell down onto her back afterwards both of us panting hard, our energy spent.
For the moment, at least. There was still so much to do...
*****
The doorbell rang at 8:00pm and I moved to answer it. Carrie was just coming down the stairs, dressed in her robe, freshly showered.
"Grandpa! Grandma!," our little six-year-old granddaughter yelled, running up the stairs to what we had now decided was *her* room. It was her dad's old room that we now decorated for a little girl.
"Hi kiddo," I replied. Our daughter-in-law, Cindy, was left standing in the doorway. "Thanks Cindy, I appreciate you letting us have her for a day."
"No problem at all," Cindy smiled. "I really like that you enjoy being with her so much. And it'll give Ron and I some time to go out. Did you have a good birthday?"
"I did," Carrie said and we exchanged knowing looks and smiles.
"We're still on for the restaurant tomorrow, right?"
"Yes... six o'clock," I said.
Carrie finished the last few steps and came over, giving Cindy a hug. "Thanks again."
"Happy birthday, Mom," Cindy said, hugging her back. When Cindy stepped back from the hug, she looked at Carrie for a moment, her eyes focusing on her neck. Then she giggled and reached out her hand towards Carrie's neck. "Mom, is that a... is that a collar?"
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"Daddy?" Mackenzie said as Andrew got out of the shower. It was his third shower today. Mackenzie just had to... to... fuck. All the time. He was having a hard time keeping up with her, but he also couldn't say no. Every time he tried, that damn bear would say even the most innocent thing... and he'd be instantly horny.
"Yeah, pumpkin," he said through the open doorway as he dried off.
"Samantha and Alexis want me to go on a trip with them. To a cabin," she said.
"And Samantha and Alexis are...?"
"They're my friends, daddy. From the neighborhood by mom and school," she said.
"A trip? For how long?"
"Just a long weekend," she said. "It's in the woods and has a jacuzzi, a lake for swimming and boating, and trails for hiking. There's even a really neat state park nearby that has a cave and waterfalls." She was bouncing up and down she was so excited. "Samantha's mom rented it for us."
"Can you... you know... do that?" I asked. "I mean... with your... condition? I mean it seems like you have to, you know, do it, like, five times a day or something."
She nodded quickly. "I think I can if I stay busy. Besides, I'll take the Daddy Buddy Bear to keep me company."
Andrew was a little relieved that she'd take the Daddy Buddy Bear with her. At least then he could somewhat keep an eye on her. "No boys, right? You're not just going to go down there to fuck a bunch of boys."
"No daddy... never," she said, shaking her head.
"This weekend?" he asked. It was Wednesday already. The weekend was fast approaching.
"Yeah, we'll leave early Friday morning and come back on Monday," she said. "They want to stay over Thursday night so we can leave early. Is that ok, too?"
Andrew had to admit, he was very nervous to have people in the house. The relationship he'd developed with Mackenzie was not something he could share with the world. And if something happened on Thursday night and she couldn't stop herself... it would be devastating.
"I don't know, pumpkin," he said, walking out of the bathroom with the towel wrapped around his waist. Mackenzie was leaning against the wall in the hallway, just outside the door. "I'm not comfortable having other people in the house right now."
"We'll just be down in the basement," she said, almost begging him. "We'll be quiet as mice. I promise. You won't even know we're there. And we're leaving like at 6:00am, so we'll be gone before you even wake up."
Andrew stood there, just thinking about it. Truth be told, he was scared about their relationship being discovered, but he was also scared about having Mackenzie gone for so long. They'd become so close lately.
"Please, please, please," Mackenzie bounced up and down, begging him.
"Ok... ok... yes," he said, giving in against his better judgement. "You can go on the trip. And you can have your friends over. Make sure your mom knows you're going."
Mackenzie bounced over to him, hugged him, and kissed him on the lips. "I will. Thanks daddy!" She was so damn excited. She backed away from him a little and slid a finger over the towel, all along his hard length.
"Daddy's still hard," she whispered, giggling.
*****
Andrew didn't even think about the trip again, much, until the doorbell rang at about 10:00pm Thursday night. Mackenzie excitedly bounced down the stairs from her bedroom to the front door and let her friends inside. He stood as they came in the door. Samantha was tall, about 5'7", blonde with purple highlights in her hair. Her body looked really nice through her t-shirt and jeans.
Alexis was shorter, only about 5'2", and brunette. She looked pretty average for a girl her age and her breasts didn't really tent her spaghetti-strapped shirt.
"Hi girls," Andrew said, smiling.
"This is my dad," Mackenzie said. "Dad, this is Samantha and Alexis."
"Hi Mr. Jeffries," they said at the same time.
"Thanks for letting us stay over... and for letting Mackenzie come on the trip," Samantha said, smiling.
"No, of course, that's just fine," he said. "I hope you have a good time."
"We're down in the basement," Mackenzie told them, leading them to the stairwell. She'd already prepared the basement for them, pulling out the bed from the one couch and carrying down pillows and blankets. I knew she'd also brought the Daddy Buddy Bear down with them.
"I probably won't be seeing you guys leave tomorrow," he said. "So you be safe."
"We will daddy," Mackenzie said, slipping into her more... inappropriate... name for me. But either the other girls didn't hear her or they didn't care. They all just filed down the stairs and closed the door behind them.
He sat in the living room, reading his book for about another hour, before he decided to go to bed. He reached over to the light stand beside him and grabbed the Daddy Buddy Bear glasses, then walked upstairs. He slowly got ready for bed and then slipped into bed.
It was only about 11:30pm when he first slipped the glasses on. He was just wondering how things were going. Suddenly, the scene before him came to life. The bear seemed to be sitting on the floor, facing both couches. All three girls were on the floor, just talking.
"Hiya! I'm Daddy Buddy Bear! It's a perfect day to have some fun!" the bear said and all three girls looked at him. Samantha and Alexis were caught by surprise and jumped a little. Now they were just giggling. Mackenzie looked at the bear with a little more longing, licking her lips and smiling.
"Sorry, it does that sometimes," she said.
The girls just giggled. Alexis had her hand on her heart. "It's ok... but it really surprised the hell out of me."
"Well, I'm glad she did," Mackenzie said, answering some unknown, previous comment. "I haven't seen you two in forever."
"I'm sorry," Alexis said. "I feel like I've been such a bad friend."
"No. It's ok," Mackenzie replied. "I'm the one that moved in with my dad. I mean, no worries. At least we get to catch up now."
"So... how 'bout this," Alexis said. "Remember as kids you liked it when I used to braid your hair?"
"Of course I remember. I used to love it," Mackenzie replied, looking cheerful.
"Alright, why don't you come sit over here." Alexis sat with her back against the couch and tapped the floor between her spread legs. They were all wearing their sleepwear at this point, mostly just long t-shirts, so Andrew could see Alexis' pink panties between her legs.
"Yay!" Mackenzie clapped, moving to sit in front of her friend, facing Daddy Buddy bear.
"Samantha, can you hand me the brush over there?" Alexis asked. Samantha bent over and grabbed the brush from the top of Alexis' suitcase and passed it over. Then Alexis began brushing Mackenzie's hair.
"I'm not hurting you am I?" Alexis asked.
"No, you're good," Mackenzie said. "It actually feels really nice. I haven't been treated like this in a long time." Andrew watched as she her hands slid inside her thighs. Hidden from view of both girls, she slowly slid her finger over her panties, teasing her pussy.
Seeing that the girls were doing ok, just talking, and not wanting this to devolve into something more profane, Andrew slid the glasses off his face. He could feel his desire building, his cock getting hard. He knew the longer he watched them, the more excited and out of control he was going to get.
He laid the glasses on his night stand, turned out the light, and lay down to fall asleep.
*****
He didn't know why, but he woke up again and it was still really dark out. He wondered what woke him, but didn't hear anything, even after sitting for a minute just listening. He looked at the clock and saw that it was just a little after 2:00am.
He didn't want to and he fought the side of himself that wanted to use the glasses again, just to see what the girls were up to. Finally, he reasoned that he had to check to make sure everything was ok. He reached over and grabbed the glasses. He held them, just looking at them, still debating if he should or not. He knew there was a good chance something would go wrong.
It seemed to take a long time before he finally just slid them on his face.
"Hiya! I'm Daddy Buddy Bear! It's a perfect day to have some fun!" the bear announced as the room came into view. There was a light still on in the basement, so they could see something if they woke up at least. It showed that Samantha and Alexis were sleeping on the pullout couch and Mackenzie was sleeping on the other couch.
As he watched, Mackenzie slid to the floor and quickly crawled over to the bear. She slid into his lap and looked right into its eyes... right into Andrew's eyes.
"Hug me if you're my best friend," the bear said, frightening Mackenzie a little.
"Shh," she said, putting her hand over the bear's mouth and looking back to make sure Alexis and Samantha were still asleep. Then she looked back.
"I love you daddy," Mackenzie whispered. She moved a little, adjusting her body so that her pussy was resting on the bear's crotch. Andrew could feel her heat and wetness against his cock, getting him so incredibly hard. She started grinding against him, moaning softly as the vibrations teased her pussy.
"That feels so fucking good," she whispered. Then she lifted off him, her hand going below his line of sight. Andrew couldn't tell what she was doing, but when she lowered her hips again, he could feel her pussy engulfing his cock, burying him deep inside. Her hips then moved faster, grinding into him one minute, then fucking him the next.
"Fuck!" Andrew groaned. His cock was rock hard and all he could do was watch her. "Fuck, you feel good, baby," he moaned.
"Daddy!" Mackenzie moaned a little louder than she should have. Her body was moving rapidly, her panting more rapid. "Yeah, fuck me, daddy!"
While Mackenzie was fucking him, getting so close to her orgasm, Andrew saw movement behind her. Alexis had sat up and was watching Mackenzie, wondering what her friend was doing in the dim light. She was smiling as if she'd discovered some hidden secret... which, she did.
"Fuuuuuck!" Mackenzie moaned, putting her fist into her mouth, trying to silence herself as she came.
Andrew grunted as he felt her pussy convulse on the bear's cock... his cock... her wetness gushing out. He watched Mackenzie smile and kiss him as Alexis get off the couch and moved towards her.
"What'cha doing?" Alexis asked as she knelt down beside Mackenzie. She startled my daughter, who yipped in surprise.
"Oh my God, you scared me," she whispered.
"I bet... So? What'cha doing with your big bear here," she smiled, knowingly.
"Nothing," Mackenzie said quickly, trying to think of something fast. "Sometimes... I just like to hug my bear. It helps me sleep."
"Does it now?" Alexis asked. "Well, it looked to me like you were doing more than hugging it." I could feel Alexis' hand on the bear's chest, sliding down to his crotch. She smiled when she felt the hard plastic cock beneath. "What the fuck!" she said, a little too loud.
"Shhh... don't wake Samantha up!"
"Sorry... but what the fuck is this?" Alexis asked her as she grabbed the bear's cock. God her hand felt so good. Andrew wished she'd jack him off or something. Mackenzie had her orgasm, but he was still a bit away from his own. "Is there a vibrator in this thing or something?"
Mackenzie was trapped. Andrew could see it in her face. "Yes," she said softly. "It does vibrate."
Alexis tapped her arm, trying to shoo her off. Mackenzie backed away as Alexis slid onto the bear's lap, sliding her own pussy against the vibrating cock.
Daddy Buddy Bear giggled. "Your hug tickles me!"
"Let's see if it tickles me, too," Alexis giggled.
"Fuck!" Andrew groaned again as he felt her hot, wet pussy push against the plastic cock. He felt it vibrate and heard her softly moan in surprise.
"Oh my fucking, God!" Alexis said, a little too loud again, looking at Mackenzie. "Why didn't you tell us about this little gem? This is fucking awesome!"
Mackenzie didn't know what to say, so she just stayed quiet. Alexis put her hands on the bear's shoulders as she ground her pussy into him, over and over. Then she moved her hips just right, reached down to move her panties aside, and let the bear's cock slide into her. She moaned as it pushed in deep, the vibrations feeling so delicious.
"Oh my God," Alexis panted, closing her eyes. "His dick feels so good. Just the right size. God, where did you find him?"
"It was a... a gift," Mackenzie said, trying to keep my involvement a secret.
Andrew lifted and lowered his hips on the bed, as if he could fuck Alexis and the girl moaned in time with him. He felt her hand on his face, sliding over his mouth, and watched her suddenly smile.
"Something here, too?" she asked excitedly. She slid off the bear's lap, then lowered him to his back until Andrew was looking at the ceiling. Then she moved forward, putting her pussy on the bear's mouth... his mouth. God, she was so sweet! "Oh my fucking God, his mouth is incredible, too," Alexis whispered hoarsely as she put her weight down even more, pushing the bear's nose into her pussy, practically suffocating Andrew.
Andrew licked and sucked as best he could, trying to please the young woman, trying his best to make her cum for him. He was reveling in her pussy, just as much as he did Mackenzie's.
"Oh my fucking God... that's so good," Alexis moaned. "It feels like a real mouth and tongue on my pussy. How did they do that?" She rocked her hips forward and back a little, sliding her clit over the bear's hard nose a few times, then settled her pussy down once more, pushing it inside her.
"It's a perfect day to have some fun!" the bear said.
Mackenzie grabbed the bottom of her own night shirt and pulled it over her head, tossing it aside, then squirmed out of her panties. Then she moved around until she knelt in front of Alexis, over the top of the bear's head. Andrew watched from below as she leaned forward and kissed her friend, lightly at first, but it quickly became more passionate.
As they kissed, Mackenzie helped Alexis shed her top, too, and Andrew watched their breasts press together as they embraced and kissed, Mackenzie's hands holding her friend's head as she kissed and licked her lips. It was the most erotic sight Andrew had ever seen.
As if in slow motion, Andrew watched Alexis move her hand from Mackenzie's hip and slide it between her legs, touching her pussy for the first time. Mackenzie spread her knees wider, giving Alexis' teasing hand much more room to move. Andrew could just barely see her fingers sliding over Mackenzie's beautiful lips and clit, then one push inside her.
He shuddered with excitement, but the pussy at his mouth still demanded his attention. He moved his arms, wishing as much as he could that he could just touch Alexis' ass and hold her hips. Suddenly his wish felt as if it came true as his hands suddenly held smooth, young, firm flesh, under which the muscle contracted and released in the same time of Alexis' grinding. He was shocked, but he grabbed her ass firmly.
Alexis squealed when she felt the hands, but didn't even think about looking back. Her attention was still caught by Mackenzie as her friend kissed down her neck and chest and started making circles around her hard nipple with her tongue.
"Being friends with you is the best!"
"Oh, fuck, I like friends like you, bear!" Alexis moaned loudly. "Fuck, I'm cumming!" Mackenzie started playing with Alexis' nipples, pinching, rolling, and pulling them, making taking her friend over the edge.
Andrew could feel her gush into his mouth, even if she really wasn't. He didn't understand it, but it felt so incredible feeling her orgasm like that on his face.
"What the fuck are you two doing?" Samantha asked from the bed.
Both Mackenzie and Alexis giggled. "Come over and see," Alexis added. "Mackenzie here brought a little something extra to the sleep-over."
Alexis got off the Daddy Buddy Bear as Samantha came near and knelt down on the ground beside them, the bear now in the middle.
"Why are you two naked?" Samantha asked, looking shocked.
"I think the question is, why are you still clothed?" Alexis giggled, attacking her friend and tickling her. Mackenzie joined in the fray, making Samantha topple to her back, giggling madly.
Andrew couldn't see anything. The bear was simply looking at the ceiling, but he could hear them.
"Hey! That's my shirt!" Samantha giggled as one of the girls pulled it off. Andrew could see it flying through the air to land nearby with the rest of their clothes.
"You don't need it," Alexis laughed. "Right now, you need to be naked."
Samantha giggled madly again as the girls resumed their tickling.
"Now," Alexis said, "we need to introduce you to our guest." She crawled over and grabbed the bear, picking it up and bringing it over to Samantha. Alexis hugged it in front of her, facing Samantha, letting Andrew see Samantha's beautiful body. Her breasts were even nicer than he imagined.
"Caring and sharing are cool!" the bear said, making Alexis and Mackenzie giggle. Samantha then joined them in their inside joke.
"Let's share our new friend with you," Mackenzie said.
Alexis laid the bear on Samantha's stomach and chest. "He wants you to hug him," Alexis said. Andrew was looking at the young woman's chest, the bear's face pressed there as Samantha wrapped her arms around him, giving him a big hug. Her body was so warm and soft, her tits feeling so good pressed against his head.
"Our little friend here has some wonderfully special attachments. Here." Alexis grabbed the bear and lowered his mouth onto Samantha's bare nipple and the vibrations made her giggle. Andrew captured her nipples in his mouth and started licking and sucking it as she moaned.
"Wow... it's... vibrating," Samantha moaned. Her two friends giggled, knowing just what that felt like.
Alexis moved the bear to her other nipple as Samantha cradled it's head, obviously loving how it felt.
"I love to play with friends like you," the bear said, making all three girls giggle.
"Why don't you feel it down... here," Alexis said, dragging the bear down until its face was right against her pussy. She pushed and held it there as Samantha moaned sharply, smiling at the new sensation.
"Oh my God!" Samantha moaned. "Where in the hell..."
"I know, right!" Alexis agreed.
Andrew was again suffocating in another pussy, licking and sucking Samantha as if his life depended on it. His cock was raging hard and he just needed to cum. He wished they'd just let him.
Alexis moved the bear's face around Samantha's pussy, making sure she got a good feel for what it could do. From the new angle, Andrew watched Mackenzie bend down and begin kissing Samantha just as deeply as she had Alexis, her hand grabbing one of Samantha's big breasts and squeezing it.
Andrew grabbed Samantha's thighs to hold him in place and when Alexis realized he was secured in his position, moved up and joined Mackenzie in kissing and playing with Samantha's breasts. She didn't even question how the bear could do such a thing.
Andrew licked and sucked, loving the feel of her pussy against his lips and face. He swiped his tongue over her clit as the girls sucked on Samantha's nipples, making the girl moan and squirm.
"When we play together, happiness happens!" Daddy Buddy Bear said.
Andrew could feel his cock throbbing and knew he needed to get off. He somehow was able to make the bear crawl up so that he was upright, his cock now lined up with Samantha's pussy as he watched them all tease and kiss.
"What the hell?" he said, watching them for a second. "How in the hell is this happening?"
Without another thought, he thrust into her, feeling his cock enter her warmth and tightness, making Samantha grunt loudly. In seconds he was thrusting harder and faster, his hips moving swiftly in his urgency.



The girls looked down at him fucking her and giggled. They didn't even care that it wasn't possible. It seemed that all they cared about was the pleasures that were being generated. They quickly went back to sucking on Samantha's nipples and kissing her.
After another minute, Mackenzie sat up on her knees and began moving. Andrew watched, panting, as his daughter moved over Samantha's face and lowered her pussy onto her waiting mouth. Without hesitating, Samantha started licking her pussy and clit, making Mackenzie moan.
Alexis sat up on her knees so that she could lick Mackenzie's nipples while still reaching Samantha's with her hand.
"Oh my fucking God," Samantha moaned loudly, her orgasm overwhelming her. She came, her body shaking, temporarily forgetting about Mackenzie's pussy.
"Fuck yeah, Samantha!" Alexis cheered.
Andrew could feel her pussy squeezing his cock. He could feel her warm juices gush out over his groin and drip down his legs. It was the best feeling ever.
"The fun lasts long when we all get along," the bear said, giggling in its mechanical voice.
"Oh God," Andrew moaned, closing his eyes for a second. That bear was going to drive him crazy! He moved... the bear moved... behind Alexis, somehow crawling on all fours, grabbing her hips from behind and lifting up to thrust his cock into her as well.
"Oh fuck!" Alexis said and Mackenzie giggled.
It was surreal!
Alexis looked back at him not caring that he was just a stuffed animal, not caring that he was filling her pussy with his cock, fucking her as hard and fast as his little body could. Her eyes were half closed as she became overwhelmed by the pleasure. All she cared about was getting fucked.
"Oh yeah," she moaned. "God, daddy, that feels so good."
Mackenzie moved so that Alexis was between her spread legs and she pulled her friend's face into her pussy. Alexis licked and sucked as Mackenzie moaned. Samantha had sat up, sitting back on one hand, and just watched her friends as she fingered her own pussy, masturbating.
"Everyone is special in their own special way," the bear said, its voice sounding so happy.
"Oh fuck," Andrew grunted, feeling his orgasm starting to overwhelm him. "Oh my God!"
"Let the fun begin!" the bear said, joyfully, just as Andrew came. It felt like a torrent of cum was leaving his balls, spraying out of his cock like a firehose deep inside Alexis.
"Fuck!" Andrew grunted several more times before he relaxed. He could feel the bear fall back on the floor until it was looking up at the ceiling again. Just in view was Alexis' ass and pussy, dripping with his cum. He was panting hard and shook his head slowly. "How is this even possible?"
He grabbed the glasses and pulled them from his face. He shook his head. "That... that bear," he mumbled. "There's something... something wrong." He tried to think, tried to reason through this, but his thinking was muddled with how tired he suddenly became. He passed out, exhausted, falling asleep.
*****
Andrew didn't know what time it was when he woke up again, but it was just beginning to get light outside. The sun would probably be rising above the horizon soon. He got out of bed and looked at the clock. It was 4:30am. The girls would be getting up soon and he had to do this.
He threw his robe on and opened his bedroom door, pausing for a moment to see if there was any noise in the house. Hearing nothing, he tightened the belt around his waist and walked downstairs, moving quickly and quietly into the basement.
The girls were still asleep, Mackenzie on the couch, and Samantha and Alexis on the pull out bed. All of the girls appeared to be completely naked, their bodies hidden beneath the blankets.
On the floor as the Daddy Buddy Bear, laying on its back, looking up at the ceiling. He walked over to it slowly, almost expecting it to stand up and run from him. He grabbed it and held it for a moment. It looked so innocent... so... normal.
He took it with him back up the stairs and grabbed his car keys off the hook. As quietly as he could, he got into his car, started it, and then sped off. He drove with the bear in the seat beside him, wondering where in the world he could even take it. All he knew was that it couldn't be in his house any more. It was just too dangerous.
As he drove, he noticed woods on the right side of his car... the boundary of one of the local state parks. 'Would it work?' he asked himself. He looked ahead and in his rearview mirror, and, seeing no other cars, pulled to the side of the road.
He opened the driver's door, got out of the car, and walked around the front to the other side. Slowly, he opened the passenger door and grabbed the Daddy Buddy Bear. He was shaking in fear as he walked closer to the woods, fear of what the bear did to them. Fear of what might happen between Mackenzie and him. And fear of what Mackenzie might do when she found the bear was missing.
He stopped, knowing he was close enough. Then, taking a deep breath, he threw the bear at the woods, making it land just inside. Then he turned around and drove back home.
The bear was gone. Out of his hair and lost forever.
*****
It was 9:00am when a lone hiker walked down the street next to the park. This was the first time he'd been down this road, but the sun was shining and the sky was blue. To outsiders, he looked to be in his eighties, tall and almost frail, but he had a strength to him. His gait was strong and steady.
He stopped, mid-stride, and looked to his right, towards the woods.
"Yes... right there," he smiled. He walked through the tall grass towards the woods and just inside the tree line he found what he was looking for. A large, tan, stuffed bear was laying on the ground.
He bent down and picked it up, turning it this way and that, wiping off the dirt, grass, and leaves that had stuck to it.
"I love you," the mechanical voice said.
"Oh, I love you, too, Daddy Buddy Bear," he said, giving it a little hug. "It is so sad how people treat such wonderful gifts as you. I think we need to get you back where you belong."
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Infection: The Beginning
8:00pm, +0 hours; First contact
The sun was getting close to setting and the small group of five friends were outside at the park in Towson, Maryland just north of Baltimore. The frisbee was flying after they ate a great picnic dinner. The summer breeze felt good as it drifted across their skin.
"Nice try, there, dumbass," Jerry joked as Sam tried to catch it behind his back, mistakenly getting hit in the back of the head with the incoming plastic disk.
"That's not the best coordination, there, Sam," Jo said, giggling. "Maybe you should stick with the normal catches."
"That's boring!" Sam yelled loudly, picking the frisbee off the grass.
A sudden flash of light from a fast-moving, flying object interrupted them as it ripped across the sky and crashed into a field just over the tree line. The ground shook a little at the contact creating a boom that sounded like an explosion.
"Whoa..." Ann said, raising her hand to shield her eyes from the glare of the sun as she looked where the item fell. "What the hell was that?"
"It was a fireball of some sort, too fast for an airplane..." Vince moved towards the crash site, walking. "I guess we check it out." He turned around, walking backwards and stared at his friends as they just stood there. "Come on, chickens," he taunted. "Let's see what it is."
The rest of the friends walked towards the site, following him, going through the grove of trees and emerging on the other side. When they emerged, they saw the spot of the crash, the dirt tossed aside six feet around the hole.
Vince kept moving, even after the other's stopped.
"Vince, you sure it's safe?" Ann asked, hoping Vince would come back and join the rest of the group.
Jerry had to agree. "Yeah, man, maybe we should wait for someone else before we go investigating."
Jo slid her cell phone from the pocket of her jean shorts. "Why don't we call the cops or something?"
Vince knelt by the hole, peering inside. "It's just a little rock. About the size of a baseball. It's no big deal." Vince put a hand out, testing the temperature of the rock. "It doesn't even feel like it's warm."
The four others moved a little closer as Vince reached down and touched the meteorite.
"It's barely even warm," he said, trying to wrap his fingers around it to pull it free. "I think I can grab it." He lifted it from the hole for the others to see it and studied its holed structure. "This is cool!"
"Wow..." Sam said softly. "This doesn't happen every day. Let me see it." He reached out and Vince handed it to him, standing. "And it's so damn light, too. Feel it." Sam held the rock out for them all to see.
Each of the friends extended a hand, touching it.
"You think it's real?" asked Ann.
The four friends looked at her in disbelief.
"You think somebody could just fake a meteor coming down like that?" Jo asked, surprised. "You saw it."
"Well..." Ann knew she was being stupid. But she didn't want to be caught in the middle of some stupid prank, too.
"Yeah, it's real," Jerry said, looking at his hand and noticing a black smudge on it. He swiped his hand over his shirt to clean it off.
"What should we do with it?" Vince asked.
Jerry smiled. "We keep it... maybe sell it online or something. Let's take it back to the car for now."
The others quickly agreed and, as the five walked back towards the car, Sam kept tossing it into the air, noting just how light it was. Jo was the second to notice a black smudge on her hand and wiped it on her pants.... There was some kind of dirt on the rock.
A few minutes later, Jerry was unlocking his jeep and Sam was setting the meteorite on the floorboards of the passenger side.
Vince noticed Ann sway as she raised a hand to her head, seemingly about to faint. He grabbed her arms from behind, holding her upright. "You ok?" he asked, worried.
"Yeah," she said, her hand dropping again. "It was just something sudden. I'm ok." She looked up at Vince and smiled, thanking him. But what she saw was not the Vince she normally saw. What she saw was someone that made her libido spike. What she saw made her extremely horny. At first she tried to fight it. But when Vince looked back at her the same way, and she felt the way his hands seemed to grab her... hold her... pull at her clothes...
Ann didn't even see the others reacting similarly, didn't see Sam and Jerry holding Jo tightly between them. She only felt Vince push her into the side of the car, holding her front against it with his body weight, her breasts smashed against the window. She didn't even try to protest or stop him. She felt him grab at her shorts and try to pull them down, only to be defeated because of the button fly. She heard him grunt in protest, felt him push his hard cock against her ass as he aggressively reached around and fumbled to unfasten it.
She was panting with need and dropped her hands to help him. Her face and chest were both pressed roughly against the rolled-up car window, now that her hands weren't in the way. Her hands fought with his to get her jean shorts unfastened and then she felt them quickly and forcefully pulled down, falling to her ankles.
She felt Vince grab her panties firmly, pulling them as if trying to rip them from her body. She felt the material slip between her labia, roughly sliding over her clit, pulling tighter and tighter, nearly cutting into her, until they finally ripped from her body. His animalism was driving her insane and she knew her pussy was absolutely gushing.
Vince grunted as he pushed his hips against her again. He was so hard and just had to cum. It felt so good to hump against her like this but he knew he had to be inside her. He grabbed her hair in the back, holding it tightly as he felt Ann adjust her position a little. His cock slid between her legs, the head sliding against her hot, wet pussy, sliding against her clit.
Ann nearly screamed when she felt the long, hard rod slide against her super-sensitive clit. She needed it... she had to have it inside her... she had to make him cum. She lifted her right knee high to the side, spreading herself open for him. By accident, one of his thrusts slipped inside her and they both froze in bliss.
He was so hard... so long... and so deep inside her. He seemed so much bigger than anyone she'd ever had before.
She was so wet... so hot... and so tight that his cock felt bathed in perfection. He couldn't believe how badly he had to fuck her.
He started thrusting, barely aware that she was thrusting right back into him, forcing him even deeper. Her eyes were shut tightly, enjoying the sensations his cock was giving her, enjoying how badly he had to have her.
Vince blinked and looked around suddenly, seeing the rest of his friends together, in different stages of dress, fucking right along with them.
Jo seemed blissfully content kneeling on the ground as Sam fucked her from behind and Jerry held her head, fucking her mouth, both thrusting hard and deep. He noted she could barely even breath, each gurgling exhalation dripping saliva down her chin. She started screaming, along with the loud grunts of both Sam and Jerry as they all came.
He felt Ann's pussy clench tighter around his cock, felt her body quivering and then heard her yelling as she came, too... sending him over the edge with his own orgasm pouring buckets of cum deep into her pussy.
*****
9:00pm, +49 hours after initial infection (2,389 infected)
"How was the steak?" Jim asked as he made his way around to all the party guests.
"Very good. Thank you for hosting this," Joseph said, putting down his can of beer and shaking the host's hand.
"No problem at all. We try to hold a party every year for the company. We have the space at least."
Jim was right about that, Joseph thought. He owned five acres of land and had built a pretty good-sized house on the property. The thirty or so guests were definitely comfortable here. Jim moved on to other party-goers as Joseph took another bite of his steak. From off to the side, he heard a small commotion.
One of the women, Ann, was really coming on to one of the saleswomen. And she didn't appear to want to take no for an answer. She was grabbing at her clothes, trying to remove them... she was trying to push and pull her into the darkness behind the house... and she was showing far too much of her own body. Joseph could see that her breasts were free of her dress.
Joseph was shocked... it wasn't that this was a family party with kids around, but it was a work party. The things you do at parties like this could affect your job completely. Some of the other people noticed, but only a handful.
"Joseph," Dean, his boss, said, his hand open and extended. "How are you doing this weekend? Enjoying the weather?"
"Yeah, Dean, it's been nice." He shook his hand, but tried to keep turning his head absently to see the scene of the two women unfold. Each glance saw more and more action. Ann had pulled the saleswoman against the wall of the house, pinning her body there with her own. The saleswoman seemed to not want to be there, but Ann was too forceful.
"It's been making my grass grow like crazy! Do you own a house? Have much yard to take care of?"
Joseph felt more and more distracted, but knew the conversation with his boss was important for him if he wanted to get that promotion.
"No, no... I'm in an apartment just outside the city. It's comfortable enough."
He could see Ann bend in and kiss her forcefully, slowly drifting down to her neck. He watched Ann pull the woman's dress down, exposing her breasts as well as she spent a lot of time there. He didn't really need to imagine what she was doing.
"This time of year, I wish I lived in an apartment too," Dean said, taking a bite of his shrimp after dunking it in the cocktail sauce. "Grass season and snow season... it's hell when you have to take care of it yourself."
"Yeah," Joseph said as he saw Ann drop in front of the woman, lift her dress up and obviously begin to eat her out, throwing her leg over her shoulder. The saleswoman was now enjoying the sensations and wasn't fighting at all. Her hands were entwined in Ann's hair, pulling her in.
"Hey, Cathleen!" Dean called, waving to another coworker. "Excuse me Joseph," he said, swiftly walking away.
When Ann finally pushed away from the saleswoman and the girl walked away from her, struggling to straighten her clothes, Joseph actually felt envious of her. Ann pulled the top of her dress back up over her breasts again and almost appeared drunk. When she noticed Joseph watching, however, her face changed to one of pure seduction. He watched her lick her lips through the dim outside lighting, then she waved him to come over.
He looked around to see if anyone else was watching and, seeing no reaction from the others, set his empty plate down, took a final swig of beer, and then walked over.
"Hi," Ann said softly as he approached.
Joseph smiled as she was obviously trying to seduce him. "Hi back."
"Joseph?" she asked. "Why haven't we ever hooked up? Huh?"
Joseph looked up and down her body. She was swaying slowly, almost like a snake hypnotizing it's victim to get ready to strike. She was definitely wanting to have some fun tonight.
"I don't know, Ann, timing I guess. Are you saying you want to?"
"I'm saying I definitely want to fuck," she said, backing up towards the darkened bushes by the wall of the house. "Why don't we... talk about it. Maybe we can find the time right now."
"I dunno Ann. Maybe we should find somewhere more private." Joseph was nervous... it was far too open for his tastes.
"I'd love to get you somewhere private." Ann pulled her dress down and off her shoulders, exposing her breasts, her hands massaging them roughly. "I think this spot right here will do just fine."
"Well, it's not exactly private since I just saw you go down on that girl."
Ann smiled, one hand snaking underneath her dress, obviously touching herself. "You watched that, huh? Did you like what you saw?"
Joseph took a few steps towards her as she leaned back against the wall.
"She tasted yummy, by the way. In case you wanted to know. You can taste her on my lips..."
She grabbed his shirt and pulled him into a fierce kiss, her tongue instantly invading his mouth. He could taste the woman's pussy on Ann's lips and tongue, much to his surprise. And then something different... and sweet... and...
"DOWN, DOWN, DOWN, DOWN!" a man yelled, suddenly springing from the darkness of the surrounding countryside. "Everyone on the ground!"
Joseph broke the kiss and looked around in disbelief at the nearly dozen, black garbed men with guns. They each tugged a flap in front and back of their outfits exposing the big, gold FBI letters. Two men grabbed him and grabbed Ann, forcing them to the ground, arms and legs spread. He scanned the grounds quickly and saw all of the other party-goers on the ground, too.
"Jacobs, find her," the man who appeared to be in charge yelled.
"Yessir." Jacobs produced a snapshot from inside his shirt and began walking around, comparing it to the women at the party. When he reached Ann, he tapped her shoulder. "This one, sir."
"Ok... separate the men and women. We only have to worry about the men, so let the women go."
It took a few minutes, but eventually, all of the women, except Ann were rounded up and escorted away from the scene. The men were herded into a small crowd.
"Ok, gentlemen, I'll only say this once. This woman has an extreme, highly communicable medical condition that is passed through sexual contact. If you have had sexual contact with her in the past forty-eight hours please raise your hand so we can get you medical help."
Joseph looked around, wondering how many people she'd had sex with at the party. One of the young mailroom guys tentatively held up his hand and one of the officers pulled him away from the crowd. No one else raised their hand.
"Ok. Gentlemen, this disease is life-threatening and if you are infected, you will require immediate attention from us or you will die. Do any of you want to change your vote now?"
No one else raised their hand.
"I'm authorized to tell you that if you're lying about this, it is a breach of national security and that you will endanger your loved ones, your friends, your neighbors, your coworkers. No one else?"
The officer could see that all the men had innocent, scared looks on their faces. He'd hoped to see a guilty face, someone who had a conscience nag at them. But he didn't.
"Jacobs, I want all their names, addresses and phone numbers. Then they're free to go."
"Yessir."
The man in charge walked away, another man joining him as all the other agents started taking the required information.
"You didn't want to interrogate the women, Sir?"
"No need... it's spread by sexual contact... I think we've contained it at this point. We have to catch Vincent Gandol yet."
*****
10:00pm, +50 hours (2,731 infected)
"Welcome to Atlanta, Colonel," Richard Johnson said crisply, as he shook the army man's shook and guided him to his seat at the table, his staff of four people sitting beside him. This was one of the nicer, small conference rooms at the CDC. It was late and while normally the building was empty, it was currently bustling with activity.
"It's my job, Agent Johnson. What do we know so far?"
FBI Agent Johnson shuffled through his papers and passed copies to the Colonel and staff, sliding them across the slick table.
"Approximately fifty hours ago, NASA recorded a meteor shower that was unexpected. While most of the small meteors expectedly burned up in the atmosphere, one or two made it through and actually struck the earth. NASA Teams in coordination with the FBI were dispatched and were on site approximately twenty-six hours ago in order to collect samples and determine if there was a radiation threat. When the team arrived, it was noted that a group of five civilians came in contact with the site and the meteorite itself."
He slid three pictures of the meteorite and three headshots of three individuals across the table.
"We didn't record any radiation from the site, so we took the meteorite into custody. Unfortunately, the team didn't think there was a potential for a biohazard and didn't follow the strictest protocols. The meteorite was delivered to NASA for further study.
"Approximately twenty hours ago, one of the agents in charge of the retrieval reported flu-like symptoms. During this time, he attacked and raped another one of the agents. Believing this was a simple matter of the law, she was promptly sent to the hospital to be checked out, while he was taken into custody.
"Six hours later, he was found... uh... masturbating uncontrollably. At the hospital, the female agent reportedly had the same symptoms. She attacked two nurses until she was forcibly confined to the bed and has since been shown to be gravely ill."
All eyes were on him now, and he was feeling very uncomfortable. Who would ever have expected some sort of sex virus?
"Two other agents have had similar symptoms. We've pulled all of the agents involved into quarantine and have performed a battery of tests on them."
"I hope you quarantined the hospital and have begun searching for the missing civilians," the Colonel said softly, his jaw becoming rigid with the incompetence this man was reporting. He never liked how the CDC did things. USAMRIID, being structured as the military, followed very strict protocols.
"Yes, sir. Unfortunately, we've only recovered three of the five civilians that originally found the meteorite. The others remain elusive. Of the hospital staff, we've located about eighty percent, with about three of the doctors and nurses who had contact with the patient still unaccounted for."
The Colonel shook his head slowly, closing his eyes. He held back his obvious anger, realizing that it wouldn't do much good. "What about the disease itself?"
"The first symptoms are flu-like... light headache... some minor fever. We believe it's like Herpes Simplex. With Herpes, following the primary infection, the virus enters the nerves at the site of primary infection, migrates to the cell body of the neuron, and becomes latent in the ganglion. The previously latent virus then multiplies new virus particles in the nerve cell and these are transported along the axion of each neuron to the nerve terminals in the skin, where they are released. Approximately every six hours after infection, the subject becomes libidinous, sometimes uncontrollably.
"Female subjects sexual organs become hyper-sensitive and they seem to crave male semen. They become very aggressive to obtain some. Once they ingest it, their symptoms subside immediately.
"Male subjects develop a severe penile erection and the penis becomes very sensitive. They produce far more semen than previous to the infection and after ejaculation, whether through masturbation or copulation, their symptoms temporarily subside.
"For both, until they fulfill their cravings the symptoms become very dire. Heavy fever after about eight hours... dangerously increased heart rate after ten hours... While the male agent has been progressing just fine due to his ability to ejaculate, the female agent has been increasingly losing the battle. Twenty-six hours after infection, her organs are beginning to shut down and it's anticipated she won't last more than a few more hours.
"There appears to be no physical symptoms to identify the infected persons, other than what presents itself during a craving. Once the craving is satisfied, the subject returns to normal, mentally and physically.
"We've taken specimens and have isolated the virus, attempting to come up with something to fight it. It spreads through direct contact of bodily fluids, saliva, semen, blood, sweat, whatever. If Herpes Simplex is any indication, we won't have a cure or anything more for prevention, other than abstinence. With the aggressiveness of those infected to get what they need, I doubt even that will help those uninfected."



The Colonel sat back in his chair. "What's the final estimation?"
"We have all our agents out trying to track down the free subjects, but the longer they're free, the more people get exposed. Worst case, we estimate that every six hours the infected population... well Sir... it doubles."
"Christ! Doubles? Every six hours?" The Colonel looked at his watch and made some mental calculations.
"Yes sir," Agent Johnson said softly. "We're out of time and have to do much more than we're currently doing. We believe that in days, the entire country could be infected. With an adult population of three hundred and thirty three million people, we expect that the nation will be covered in just under four days from now."
Colonel Armen grabbed the stack of papers in front of him and stood. He looked to his aid beside him. "Get me the President... now!"
*****
11:00pm, +51 hours (3,073 infected)
John Herbert was daydreaming as he remembered the thrill of his life two hours ago when some young twenty-year-old practically tackled him and gave him the blowjob of his life... all in the public restroom of a rest stop. He remembered trying to resist, well... maybe a little... but she was so damn insistent and so damn good at it. He remembered how happy she looked with a mouth full of his cum, her lips smeared with the milky whiteness.
"How long do you plan on staying in Canada, Mr. Herbert?" the Canadian customs agent asked. His wife smacked him on the leg, jolting him from his memory.
"Oh, uh, a week... we're just going camping and fishing," the fifty-eight-year-old replied, patting his wife's leg. He closed his eyes briefly, grimacing and put his left hand to his head.
"Well, you have a good vacation." the agent said politely, opening the gate that was draped across the road.
"Thank you... we sure will."
As the car pulled away, gaining speed down the road again, Georgia looked at her husband with sympathy.
"You ok, John? A headache?"
"Yeah. But it feels better now. It was just kinda sudden." He squirmed in his seat a little, adjusting his crotch.
Georgia's hand slid up his leg, and touched his obvious erection. It seemed far larger and harder than she'd ever seen before.
"Is that for me?" she smiled, slowly sliding the zipper down. She smiled at him as she slid her hand into his slacks and stroked him through his boxers.
"Georgia... that's... oh God... that feels amazing..."
Georgia smiled. She loved it when she was able to please him like this. They'd been married a long time and it was far too rare anymore that she could really give him an erection. She blamed her old appearance, of course, as she tried to delay it with anti-aging creams and hair dye. But something about today had certainly changed that. John was very hard, and very sensitive.
"Does that feel good, John?" She looked at him as his face flushed and his breathing increased. Her hand slid into his boxers and wrapped around his steel-hard shaft, slowly stroking it's length. It seemed harder and longer than ever before.
"Yyyyess," he moaned softly, the car swerving a little on the road. "Very good."
Her hand moved slowly up and down his length as he struggled to maintain his composure. He hastily pulled the car to the side of the road and stopped it, throwing it into park. His hands clenched and his hips rose and fell as he fought to restrain himself. It was dark outside, and the car was only lit by the dashboard, which cast an eerie orange glow.
"Georgia... I need you to suck on me... or fuck me... now... please!" he moaned.
She smiled a little, never seeing him so needful before. It scared her a little, but excited her even more.
"Yeah?" she asked sliding his boxers down, exposing him. His cock looked so swollen and ready for her and she leaned over him, her lips just barely grazing the head. "You want my mouth on you?" She kissed the tip of his cock, making him grunt with pleasure. She felt his hands push on her head a little, like she was used to with him. She smiled and opened her mouth, letting him slip between her lips a little, and licked the head.
He groaned loudly, his head falling back in his seat. She could feel his hands shaking as he gripped her head and felt the pressure from them increase, encouraging her to slip more of him into her mouth. She slowly complied, giggling a little over how crazy she was driving him... he couldn't even wait to get to the camp site.
She moved down until he was fully in her mouth and then sucked harder, making him shiver. She tried to pull up again, but the pressure from his hands was stopping her. He pushed his hips even further into her, forcing his cock into the back of her throat, causing her to gag a little. His hands held her head in place as his cock thrust up and back a little, tickling her nose with his pubic hair. She slid her hands under her, onto his leg and abdomen, and tried to push away from him, but he was too strong for her. He forced his cock deeper again.
The sounds of her gagging and gurgling, and the feeling of her throat and mouth on his cock was driving him insane. He lost all conscious thought and had only one... he had to cum. And he was so close.
She tried to protest, tried to fight him off, tried to move away, but was caught in his vice-like grip. Suddenly she felt the warm fluids burst from his cock. More and more came and she had no choice but to swallow it just to allow her to breath. There was so much of it... she couldn't believe it.
When at last it ended, his grip released on her head and she pulled away, sputtering. She was mad that he did that to her. She was gasping for breath and wiping his cum from her lips. She almost wanted to spit on him and hit him for doing that to her, but the flavor in her mouth distracted her. Something was different. Something was incredible.
John was panting, leaning back in his seat, his eyes closed when he finally came to his senses. Had he just done that? He opened his eyes and looked at his wife of nearly thirty years.
"Oh, God, I'm sorry Georgia..." he started. But the look on her face stopped him. The look of anger was melting into confusion, then wonder. He watched her swirling something in her mouth, watched her scoop cum from her chin with her finger and eagerly suck it into her mouth. He watched a wanton, desirable look come over her.
"Georgia...?"
*****
12:00am, +52 hours (3,415 infected)
"Vincent Gandol, male, thirty two, multiple car accident, both his arms and legs appear to be broken. He's unconscious but vitals are stable." The gurney was rolled out of the ambulance and into the hospital emergency room, two nurses and the ambulance technician helping to direct it.
"Looks like a pretty bad crash if all four limbs are broken," Janice, a nurse said softly, ventilating him as they came to a stop.
"Sir, can you hear me?" Dr. Sarah Parks asked the man.
Two more gurneys were brought into the rooms next door, a woman near death, and an elderly man, battered and bruised but ok.
The next rooms started, almost simultaneously. "Kimberly Barson, female, 26, multiple car accident... Herbert Kelly, male, 72, multiple car accident..."
Dr. Parker pulled the sheet down from the man and inspected his arms and torso, then moved to his legs.
"Why did you pull his pants down like that?" she asked the ambulance tech.
"We didn't. We found him behind the steering wheel like that. We guessed his legs were broke and decided not to remove the pants until we understood the extent of his injuries."
Dr. Parks looked confused. "He was driving with his pants down?"
"A woman was in the car with him. She didn't have her seat belt on," the tech said, as if that's all he needed to say to get his point across.
Janice shook her head. "Didn't anyone tell them they shouldn't have sex with the car in motion?"
Bells and sirens could be heard from the room next door.
"She's crashing," one of the doctor's said urgently. "Code Blue... get the paddles... set for two hundred.... clear!"
The bells and sirens were still sounding.
Dr. Parker was used to the noise and kept to her own patient. "We need full body X-Rays..." she said, starting on a litany of treatments needed for the near term as Janice noted it in the chart.
The bells and sirens finally stopped.
"I'm calling it. Time of death, 23:57," the unseen doctor said. Janice and Sarah looked at each other and shook their heads.
Thirty minutes later, the man was brought back into the room, the X-rays up on the computer. Dr. Parks was sitting at the side of the room reviewing the x-rays at a terminal.
"Ok, we need to set his limbs. We have fractures in the left and right Humorous, left and right Radius, both Ulna, both Femurs, and his right Tibia and Fibula. His torso, neck and head appear ok. It doesn't appear that anything vital is damaged so he doesn't need surgery."
Janice grabbed the supplies and moved them next to the patient between her and the doctor.
Sarah moved to his legs. "You do the arms and I'll work the legs. Deal? I'll need some help to set the Femur."
"You're the doctor," Janice smiled. She enjoyed working with Sarah and they worked well together for the past two years.
Sarah pulled the sheet up a little and started to wrap and set his legs with the casting gauze. As she rose up the leg, she noticed a bulge beneath the sheet that made her wonder. She didn't notice anything before... she lifted the sheet and saw his erection, pushed high into the air.
"No wonder they were having sex in the car," she said softly, indicating his erection to Janice. "He's huge!"
The rustling of the sheet caused his shaft to grow even larger, throbbing with his heart beat and the unconscious man moaned.
Sarah stood and moved beside Janice. "I can't believe he has an erection now. Maybe we should point this thing somewhere else or something." She lightly grasped the shaft and tried to turn it a little when it erupted in orgasm, catching her in the face for the first spray and the shoulder the next before she effectively aimed it away from them.
Janice giggled uncontrollably as Sarah turned to her, her mouth opening trying to expel the white, gooey cum from inside. "Oooh, bad timing," she laughed. "Now that's a first."
Sarah closed her eyes in exasperation, wiping it from around her mouth. She moved to the sink to clean off when it suddenly tasted... good. She swallowed, then licked her lips, tasting more... then cleaned her face with her hand and licked it off her hand. It was heavenly! She ran the water and wiped her face off, trying to see if there was any more there.
Then she moved back to her patient, his erection now deflated, and began working on his legs again, every now and then getting a mischievous look from Janice.
When they finished, she stood and swooned for a moment, her hand rising to her head in obvious pain.
"You ok, doctor?" Janice asked.
Sarah nodded. "Yeah, yeah, I'm fine... just a sudden headache. I just need some water or something."
*****
2:00am, +54 hours (4,096 infected)
Vincent Gandol lay in the hospital bed sleeping soundly when Janice came in to check on him. She lifted the chart from the end of his bed and made several notations. She moved around to the side of the bed, checked the adjustments of the wiring holding his casted arms and legs and checked several of the monitors around him. She was just finishing her notations and closed the chart when she looked up and saw Dr. Parks just inside the door, standing there, staring at the patient.
"Dr. Parks... I thought you'd left by now. Aren't you going on a cruise tomorrow?"
Sarah looked up at the nurse and then down back to Vince. "Yeah... I... I just wanted to check on him before I left. Is that his chart?"
Janice moved around the bed and handed her the chart. "He's doing well. He's on morphine now. He woke briefly about an hour ago and went to sleep."
"Ok... well... um... I'm going to do a quick check on him before I leave if you don't mind," Dr. Parks said, moving to the side of the bed.
Janice looked at her, suspiciously. This was certainly strange for Dr. Parks... or any of the doctors for that matter.
"I checked all his vitals, doctor, it's in his chart."
Janice could tell Sarah was agitated. "I understand Janice. But I want to look him over myself. I'll be done in just a few minutes if you'll just... leave me alone with him."
Janice stood beside Sarah, stunned. She'd never seen the doctor act like this before. "Yes doctor."
Janice turned and walked to the door. She paused a moment, ready to voice her suspicion, but continued out of the room.
Sarah closed the door and pulled the privacy curtain a little, then moved to the side of the bed. Vince was sleeping, as Janice had mentioned and looked comfortable enough. She gulped, feeling the need growing in her so badly now. She was almost shaking as she lowered the sheet that covered his body. She could see his erection growing beneath his hospital gown.
She reached for it, but pulled her hand back at the last minute. It was so close... and she had to have it.
She tried to lift his hospital gown, but it was held down by his body. She looked around and opened a nearby drawer, pulling out a pair of scissors. With a few slices with the scissors the gown was loose and she pulled it over to reveal his hard cock.
She was practically drooling as she touched it with her fingertips, feeling it's rigidity and yet it's soft layer of skin. She bent down and licked it. She remembered just how much she hated giving a guy oral sex, how degrading it was for a man to force his penis into her mouth. But now, it all changed. She wanted it. She needed it.
She opened her mouth wider and moaned as she let it slide inside. She loved doing this to him. She wanted him to cum in her mouth so badly. Her pussy was absolutely gushing as she felt him hit the back of her throat, only after taking just over half of him inside. He was just so big!
She wrapped her fingers around the base, just below her mouth and began stroking it, moving in time with her mouth... engulfing him and then pulling back until the head just broke free of her lips. She licked the head loving every moment as his cock bobbed with excitement. She licked under the ridge, pressing just beneath it.
Her hands pumped his cock, twisting slightly as her tongue danced over the head. "Yes," she moaned. "Give it to me." She grew more and more excited with every passing moment, feeling his cock get even longer and harder. She heard him moan in his sleep, and threaten to wake up, but she didn't care. All she wanted was to make him cum.
Then the damn burst free and he came, sending sprays into her mouth. She tried to keep it there, to savor it, but it filled too much and she had to swallow before it spilled out of her mouth. When at last he stopped, she swirled what mouthful remained around her mouth with her tongue, enjoying the sensation. She sat back and smiled, then flipped his gown and the sheet to cover him. She was about ready to swallow the last vestiges when she had a naughty idea.
She moved to the door and looked out, seeing only one lonely soul at the nurses station. Slowly she opened the door and walked across the hall, moving behind the desk as quietly as she could.
Startled, Janice turned towards her. "Dr. Parks, you startled..."
Sarah Parks moved forward quickly, trapping the nurse in her desk chair. She grabbed the woman's face and pressed her lips against her nurse's, surprising Janice completely. Janice struggled against her, closing her mouth and not kissing back, but Sarah forced her head back until she was looking at the ceiling. She broke the kiss and moved above her, looking down at her, her long, brown hair gently falling and framing her face in a tunnel.
Sarah smiled as one hand moved to Janice's jaw and opened it. Janice didn't fight against her, wondering what was happening, as Sarah slowly pursed her lips and let a small stream of the white, sticky fluid drip into her mouth. Janice tried to move, tried to turn her face and close her mouth, but Sarah held her down, held her head back with both hands in a firm grip.
Janice coughed, threatening to throw up the fluid that was sliding down her open throat, but Sarah wouldn't let her. When the flow finally stopped, she released Janice's head and leaned down and kissed her.
Janice was breathing heavily, wondering what had come over her boss. She wondered if she should strike her or press charges against her. She wondered if Sarah was some sort of lesbian and if that's why she kissed her like that...
Then... it didn't matter any more. She tasted the fluid, felt it coating her tongue, and bathing it with pleasure and she kissed Sarah back. At first it was a small kiss, growing in passion until their mouths opened and each seemingly tried to devour the other.
*****
4:00am, +56 hours (5,461 infected)
"It's 4AM for Christ's sake... how the hell do you propose I talk to the American people about this?" the President yelled. "And what am I going to tell them, don't have sex?"
"I don't know, Mr. President, but this is getting to be a very serious emergency."
"Well, even if I could get through, with what we know right now, all we'll do is cause a panic. How the hell did this thing get so out of control?"
The director of FEMA stood nervously. "Well, Mr. President, by the time we all got involved with this, it was two days after the impact, and a group of private citizens had already disturbed the site and left. We took three out of the five into quarantine, but the other two eluded us... infecting other people. And then some of the agents sent to retrieve the meteorite were infected... We've tried to capture everyone we thought was infected, but it just moves too quickly."
"What we need to do now is contain it," the Vice President said softly.
The President slammed his fist on the desk. "What we need to do now is figure out how to detect it... until then we can't contain it! Then we can quarantine people and move the uninfected to safe areas. What's our timeline?"
The directory of FEMA checked his notes. "We believe hundreds are now infected with USAMRIID calculating a higher number. Unchecked, the country will be overrun within a week or so. The planet can be overrun within two months. Again, USAMRIID's numbers are a little different, but close enough."
The President looked down, shaking his head. This kind of thing wasn't supposed to happen. He looked up, directly at the Vice President.
"Call the governors... we need to mobilize on this immediately. Set up a meeting for tomorrow with FEMA, USAMRIID, and the joint chiefs. Tell the governors that we'll want the National Guard mobilized and that we'll likely want to close interstate and international travel."
*****
8:00am, +60 hours (8,192 infected)
"Oh, it's going to be great to get a week layover," Mary said, throwing a plastic cup into the trash bin.
Rebecca smiled. "You got that right. I've been on this route for three weeks straight. I need to sit and relax for a few days."
"Flight attendants, prepare for landing," the quiet, sure voice said over the speaker system. Then he spoke louder, addressing the fliers. "Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain again." The noise level in the aircraft drowned him out a little, the rumble of the jet engines, the quiet talking around her, but Rebecca could still hear him. She adjusted her uniform vest and closed the cabinet, going through the landing procedures.
"We'll be landing at Heathrow airport in just a few minutes. The time is 12:04pm local time. It's going to be sunny today, with a high right around eighty degrees. We are expecting rain tonight, so make sure to keep your umbrella handy."
The bathroom door closed, and Salina, another stewardess, walked into the prep area, her finger wiping along her mouth before being sucked between her lips. Salina stopped just inside the prep area, staring at Rebecca, red with embarrassment. Rebecca looked at Salina for a moment, turned, then went back to her work when the door suddenly closed again, and a male passenger exited. As she looked up, their eyes met briefly and he looked at her, proud, almost daring her. Salina had turned to watch him exit, too, and when Rebecca looked at her again, she blushed a deep red in guilt... caught red-handed joining the mile-high club.



"On behalf of the crew, I'd like to thank you for flying with us today. We know you have a choice in airlines and we appreciate your business."
She smiled and shook her head in disbelief at the audacity of both of them, then turned away and resumed her work. It wasn't the first time something like this had happened.
"Whether you're flying on to other destinations or staying here in London, we hope you have a pleasant trip."
She turned around to the opposite counter and jumped in surprise to see the man and Salina standing right behind her, both smiling mischievously. The man's shorts were undone and fell to his ankles, his erection standing proud, stroked by Salina.
"Salina... I..." she mumbled before the blond grabbed her head with both hands and kissed her. She struggled in vain as Salina's tongue swept inside her mouth and she tasted something different... something salty... something familiar... something... delicious. She felt their hands on her, pushing her downward, making her drop to her knees. She saw his long, hard cock in front of her face and felt the hands push her towards it.
The man's hand was now stroking it as Salina held her in place, kneeling beside her. Rebecca could hear her panting with need as if everything she desired was there in front of them. She looked up into the man's eyes as he continued to masturbate in front of her, his cock just above their faces. Then he erupted, his cum spraying their faces, once, twice... again... again... and again. Salina seemed almost ravenous, trying to capture it in her mouth and then trying to lick up what she wasn't able to catch.
Rebecca felt the sprays hit her in the face, on her cheek and neck, and felt it oozing slowly downward. She felt so embarrassed to have had this done to her. She tried to protest, tried to get away as she felt hands pulling her towards the cock again, felt them sliding it into her mouth. It was warm, hard, and wet as it pushed all the way to the back of her throat... and the taste! She sucked on it a moment, letting the taste fill her senses, then pushed downwards, forcing it deeper as her hands cupped his ass.
As suddenly as it started, it finished, and Salina and the man stepped away. Rebecca knelt there, panting in surprise and disbelief, her eyes showing her hurt and anger at her attackers. She licked her lips... and felt a wave of contentment... and desire.
*****
9:00am, +61 hours (9,557 infected)
Georgia's hands were shaking as she and John drove into the darker streets in Toronto.
"Come on, John... we gotta..." she said nervously, her eyes scanning the myriad street walkers on the side of the road. Several of them looked appropriate as far as she was concerned. It wasn't exactly them that she wanted anyways. She reached across the seat and gripped her husband's thigh, sliding inward so that her fingertips brushed against his hardness.
John groaned, knowing he couldn't take any more either. Just like her, he had the urge, and he was starting to get it bad.
"There!", he said pointing to a busty black girl leaning against the wall. He pulled the car up to the curb and stopped, pushing the button to roll down his wife's window. They both looked directly at the girl, practically drooling over her. She smiled and walked towards them, her hips rolling seductively side to side. When she reached the car, she leaned forward, letting her tits fall in her loose, cut off shirt and dangle tantalizingly below her.
"Hi there. You looking for a date?" she asked looking first at Georgia then John.
"Yeah," John answered quickly. "Why don't you take us somewhere and show us a good time."
"Both of you will be extra," she said, smiling, reaching a hand in to stroke Georgia's neck, and down onto her chest. "But I'm worth it."
"That's fine," John said, almost too quickly. "Can we go?"
"Wow... someone's got it real bad tonight, huh?" she laughed. "Turn right at the corner and park on the street. Then check into the hotel there." She used her fingers to turn Georgia's head and kissed her on the lips. "Is your perverted hubby here going to love seeing me eat your pussy?"
She stood laughing and took a step back from the curb. John pulled the car away, turned at the corner and parked on the side of the road. He and Georgia got out of the car and moved to the seedy-looking hotel across the street. John looked back as he held the door for Georgia and saw the hooker walking across the street towards them.
He moved to the front desk and got a room from the greasy gentleman behind the desk. By the smirk on his face, he obviously knew what they were doing there. Both John and Georgia felt extremely embarrassed, but the urge was hitting them too strong now. He slipped the clerk far more that what the room was worth and grabbed the key from him. Quickly the two made their way up a flight of stairs and into their room. It was small, with a bed, a couple chairs and a TV, but it would suffice.
Georgia sat on the bed nervously, looking at the stains on the comforter. "Please John," she begged.
"No, Georgia... do what I said and then you will," John said angrily. "This is how I want it."
There was a short knock on the door and John let the girl into the room. She took two steps inside and pulled her shirt up, exposing her beautiful breasts to them.
"It'll be $300 for the first hour and $100 an hour after that... payment up front," she said softly, holding out her hand.
Georgia looked at John, scared about the price.
John reached into his pocket and pulled forth all he had and counted it out to her. A few bills were left and he stuffed them back into his pocket.
"An hour will be just fine."
"Sounds just fine to me, sugar. So what kind of kinky shit are you and the misses up to? Where do you want me first?"
John unfastened his pants and pulled them down quickly, his cock was so hard and engorged that it immediately tented his boxers, threatening to rip them open. He pulled his boxers down quickly, too, until he stood completely naked. The black girl barely had a chance to even remove her skirt before he stood there naked and waiting.
"Ooooh, you ARE ready for me, aren't you baby?" she whispered, her fingers wrapping around his shaft. "Damn! That monster is nice for fucking!"
John grabbed her upper arms and turned her, pushing her onto the bed.
"I want to fuck you," he practically hissed.
She laughed. "I got that impression."
John slid his cock along her pink pussy, the contrast with her black labia definitely turning him on even more.
"Just a second there, baby, let me get some lube on my pussy to help you out." She turned her head to Georgia, who was simply standing there excitedly, watching them. "Honey, can you grab the lube out of my purse there?"
Georgia grabbed the small purse, opened it, and pulled out the bottle of lube, handing it to the girl. The prostitute squeezed a generous portion into her hand and stroked her pussy for several seconds, before then sliding her hand along the length of his cock.
John groaned at the sensation and felt himself nearing his bursting point. He roughly pulled her hand away, grabbed around her thighs and pushed the head of his cock into her. She grunted as he kept pushing... deeper... deeper. Even she had to admit she'd never been fucked by a cock this big before.
John grunted, grabbing her legs even harder when he felt her tremble a little. He slowly slid out before sliding deeper once again.
"God, baby, you're... so... fucking... big," she moaned with each stroke. "The little... wife must be... damn happy!"
Georgia moved to the end of the bed, watching the action from the side. "John? Please!"
John looked at his wife of twenty-nine years and saw her pleading with him. "Almost, honey." He stopped a moment, moving closer to the bed for balance and grabbed the black girl's legs tightly, hooking them over his shoulders. He could barely control himself any more and slammed his hips forward, drilling into the girl. She let out a hiss of air from her lungs, barely in time for his next thrust to come in again. She could almost feel his cock coming through her body and hitting her throat.
"Oh, God," she panted, barely able to talk as he thrust again and again inside her. He felt her body spasm in orgasm, her pussy clenching his extreme, raging shaft just moments before he came in a torrent. He fucked her all throughout his orgasm, his cum spilling out of her and onto the bed, dripping down his shaft and balls.
When he finally felt the last twinges of his cock let lose within her, he pulled out and took a step back from the girl. She lay on the bed looking dazed and confused. Her skin shown with a light sheen of sweat and she was panting heavily. She barely moved when she felt Georgia's hands grab her thighs as the old woman dropped to her knees and quickly slid her tongue into the black girl's pussy, lapping up his cum that continued leaking from inside her. She moaned with each lick, and each taste only made her lick faster and harder.
John slipped onto the bed, crawling up beside the stunned, moaning girl, moving towards her face. His cock was still extremely long and hard, his cum covering it, dripping from it. Her lips opened instinctively as he got close and slid inside, some of his cum being squeezed out onto her lovely, black lips.
*****
10:00am, +62 hours (10,922 infected)
Dr. Sarah Parks' hands were shaking as she put on her bikini top, tying the straps. She adjusted the front, revealing more skin than she ever had before. She felt her forehead and realized her sweating was from more than just the heat. She didn't exactly feel sick. She felt like she was having an addictive withdrawal. She went through her mental list for a diagnosis and couldn't think of anything. She swallowed as she picked up a bottle of tanning lotion, her book, and sunglasses and opened the cabin door.
The cruise ship hadn't left dock more than an hour ago and she really felt the need to get some sun and relax for a change. Her job was always so stressful. The next week, taking the cruise to Mexico and just relaxing was the best idea she ever had.
She walked down the hallway, through the ship towards the outer door when she heard a commotion in front of her. Four young college guys were play fighting in the hallway, all in swim shorts themselves. They seemed to be sword fighting with swimming noodles and two had blocked her path in the hallway.
She stopped, two doors away, until the youth's saw her.
"Sorry, ma'am, we're just playing around," the blond one said.
Sarah smiled at him, instantly forgiving him. They moved to the side to let her pass and she continued forward. As she walked by them, she saw the commotion inside the cabin, too, and saw the other boys play fighting. She stopped in front of the door, almost frozen in place. Something smelled wonderful. She needed something and for some reason this felt like it was it.
"Do you smell that? Are you guys smoking weed?" she asked, sniffing the air, her hands pushing her hair out of her face.
"No way," one of the boys said immediately.
"Not yet at least," said another. He looked at her and sensed that she wanted something from them. "You want to?"
Sarah shivered slightly and thought that maybe that was what she needed. "Maybe," she said uncomfortably. "It's just..."
"Come on in.... we'll hook you up," said one of the boys in the room.
The blond boy put his arm around her shoulder as they stood at the door to the cabin. "Maybe you can party with us," he said softly.
Sarah turned into him and put her hands on his hips. She pushed him backwards into the room before grabbing the other boy's wrist and pulling him inside, too. She took two steps inside and closed the door behind her. The boys were standing in the middle of the room watching her as she panted and licked her lips.
"Yeah... I want to party with you guys." She reached behind her back and untied her bikini, pulling it off her neck and tossing it aside. Her nipples were so hard and pointed, and her breasts jiggled enticingly. She pulled the bottoms off her hips, letting them fall to the floor before she kicked them aside, and stood completely naked. One hand stroked her overheated, tingling pussy as the other stroked over her stomach. "Who wants to party on me first?"
*****
2:00pm, +66 hours (16,384 infected)
Rebecca walked out of her hotel at 6:00pm, and stood on the street corner waiting for Mary and Salina to join her for dinner. She felt her hands shaking a little and wondered at first if she was just too hungry. But then she felt her pussy twitch and knew it was an urge. She looked up and down the street before looking back at the hotel door anxiously.
"Where are you two?" she asked the glass door.
Suddenly they burst forth, the door opening and the air conditioning pouring out for just a moment.
"Hi," Salina said, lustfully. "How are you feeling?"
"I... uh... I'm hungry I guess," Rebecca said nervously. She didn't want the two to know how horny she'd suddenly become.
"I'm very hungry, too," Salina said, coming up beside her and wrapping her arm around her waist.
"Me too," Mary agreed. "Are we going or what?"
Salina squeezed Rebecca's hip. "We're cumming alright."
Mary held out her hand, signaling the taxi. It stopped right in front of them and the door opened.
Salina jumped to the doorway. "Mary, why don't you ride in the middle this time."
Mary was shocked by her abruptness, but knew somebody would have to, and it might as well be her this time. She slid into the seat behind Salina and Rebecca behind her.
"Where to, ladies?" the driver said with his quaint English accent.
"Where ever there's a nice restaurant," Mary said. "We're starved."
"Ok," the driver said, sitting back and starting the meter. He pulled the car from the curb and into the street.
Salina lifted her hips and brazenly slid a hand between her thighs. She draped her leg over Mary's lap and slid her fingers into her now-exposed wetness, moaning softly.
"Mary, dear," she said softly to her shocked co-worker. "Rebecca and I aren't hungry for food. We're hungry for cock. Aren't we dear?"
Rebecca was as shocked as Mary at her display, but couldn't deny what her body was wanting. "Yes," she whispered, licking her lips. She shocked herself by admitting it. "I need it."
"What?" Mary asked, shocked, looking from one woman to the other.
The driver looked into his mirror at the wanton display of Salina's masturbation, at Rebecca's obviously lustfully needy look, and Mary's confused, trapped look.
Salina pulled her hand from inside her, holding it up in front of Mary's face. "Mmmmm," she said. "Doesn't that just look delicious Mary?"
Mary pulled her head back in disgust, her hands moving up to hold Salina's hand away.
Salina laughed. "She's got spunk." She moved her hand towards Rebecca who leaned in and sucked each digit into her mouth. "Even though cock tastes better, a sweet pussy can sometimes pass the time." She slid three fingers back inside her wetness, engulfing them quickly in her sodden depths.
"Stop it!" Mary said sharply. "What in the hell?"
Rebecca grabbed Mary's left arm and slipped it behind her back while Salina did the same with Mary's right arm, fully trapping the girl. Mary struggled for a moment, twisting, trying to pull her arms free.
Rebecca licked her lips as Mary looked at her, pleadingly.
"Rebecca? What are you doing?" she sobbed.
Rebecca didn't say a word, but grabbed the Mary's head and leaned in to kiss her while Salina simply watched and masturbated. She turned and looked at the silent driver, who couldn't get enough of the action. She pulled her wet fingers from inside her pussy again and leaned in towards Mary as Rebecca pulled away.
Rebecca was breathing heavy now, sweat trickling down her head. She looked up at the driver and shivered. She wanted him, badly. "Can we go somewhere now?" she asked excitedly.
"Almost," Salina said as she leaned in and kissed Mary herself, then slid her wet fingers over the trapped woman's lips. Mary tried to turn her head away, but couldn't. Salina leaned back again, and started stroking her pussy. "Show him your pussy, Rebecca. Maybe that'll help entice our cock."
The cabbie looked in the mirror again and saw the two women masturbating. "Eh, yeah, that'll entice me. Looks like you ladies are out for some fun."
Salina laughed and looked at Rebecca, the poor woman practically panting with need. "More like out for fucking," she laughed. "You know of any hot stud that'll fuck three women as much as he wants?"
"That I do, luv." He turned the corner, heading towards a secluded spot among the warehouses.
He groaned when he looked in his mirror again, with both Rebecca and Salina stroking and kissing Mary. They had unfastened her top and had opened it, exposing her bra-covered breasts for their teasing. She was whimpering, trapped, but for some reason enjoying their touch.
Rebecca had gotten into the game and was masturbating deeply, too, sliding her fingers into Mary's mouth. Both Salina and Rebecca were becoming too excited, practically ready to ravage Mary and then the cabbie when he finally stopped.
Rebecca was still kissing Mary as Salina got out of the back of the cab, pure lust radiating from her. The cab driver was standing at his door, wondering what she wanted to do next when she approached him, and pushed him back into his seat and making him lay across to the other side as she partially knelt, sitting on his lap. Her hands immediately began to unfasten his belt and pants until she finally pulled him free.
He was already hard, aroused by the women's wanton display and slutty behavior. Salina's hand wrapped around him and stroked him as hard as he would get before sliding her lips over and down his pole. It took only moments before he was cumming in her mouth and she did the best she could to hold it.
"What the fuck?" Mary continued to whimper as Salina pulled away from him and Rebecca quickly opened her door, moving swiftly to the driver's side, and pushing the cabbie back in again, sliding her mouth onto him as well.
Salina slid into the back seat again and grabbed Mary's throat, pushing her until she was lying on the seat. She stroked Mary's face, all the while holding his cum in her mouth, her tongue swirling through it. Mary looked completly surprised and shocked when Salina leaned down and kissed her, her tongue quickly sliding into her mouth, his cum sliding from one woman into the next, making Mary choke and sputter.
*****
7:00pm, +71 hours (30,037 infected)
"Give me good news, Carl."
"Mr. President," the Vice President said stoically, sliding into the plush chair in front of the desk of the most powerful man on earth. "There isn't very much good news to give you, I'm afraid. We have reports from all over the country. And we're beginning to get reports from Canada and Europe. This thing has spread far beyond control. We believe the number infected is in the tens of thousands now."
He paused, looking up. "I guess the only good news is that there are very few deaths from it."
The President closed his eyes and shook his head, saying a little prayer. "God help us."
*****
7:30pm +71.5 hours (30,037 infected)
"Snowbank's in private quarters," the Secret Service agent said crisply into his microphone as he closed the door. The First Lady was tired after a long day, her husband caught up in the national emergency. She wondered if he'd be able to come to bed soon or if he'd even get any sleep tonight at all.
"Roger that," came the reply.
Agent Tim Curtis moved to the chair nearby and sat down. His girlfriend had acted a bit strange earlier, and that had dominated too many of his thoughts. He'd never seen her be so sexually aggressive before, but it was some of the best sex he'd ever had. And now he felt a little under the weather and wondered if he should call in for backup from his detail... maybe he just needed more sleep. He'd only been on duty for 4 hours now and knew it was going to be a busy night. He'd been briefed about the emergency and knew that he had to protect his charge first and foremost.



It didn't take long before he became a little restless and stood again, pacing several steps back and forth in the hallway. He started wringing his hands in anticipation... frustration... need. He looked at the door to the private rooms for a moment... his need clouding his thoughts.
He felt his cock suddenly grow in his pants, making him uncomfortable. He touched himself to adjust his erection and felt the most pleasure sweep over him. He stood, shaking, needing.
He looked at the door again and wondered if he should just check on the First Lady and make sure she was alright. Visions of her in her nightgown, lying back in her bed, masturbating lustfully as he walked towards her flooded his brain. His cock surged angrily as he reached for the door handle and opened it, peering inside a moment before sliding in, closing the door behind him. He walked silently in the darkness and saw the dim light beneath the nearby bedroom door.
He could feel his hands shaking and his cock squeezing against the constraints of his slacks. He licked his lips as he opened his pants and slid them down enough for him to circle his hand around his cock and slowly stroke it. It had never felt this good in his entire life! He moved forward, walking out of his pants and boxers as one hand kept stroking his shaft. He felt the urge overtaking him as his hand reached for the doorknob and he opened it, slowly and quietly.
In the dim light of the bedside lamp, he saw the lump of a body on the bed. He had one clear thought that what he was doing was wrong, but it was quickly drowned out by his urge. He moved onto the bed, kneeling on it and then slowly crawling up it, straddling the body beneath the covers, trapping them.
He could hear the woman murmur as he reached her head and chest. She was blindfolded, wearing a mask to help her sleep. He quickly grabbed her head with one hand and used the other to guide his hard cock into her mouth. She gagged and gurgled in protest, but he only pushed deeper.
*****
8:00pm, +120 hours, (33,554,432 infected)
"My fellow Americans," the president said into the camera, his face looking very worn, tired, and concerned. "I have urgent information to convey to you and in so doing, will discuss the measures your government is taking to protect you." He grabbed the paper copy of his speech in front of him, and considered what he was about to say.
"Our great county is under attack. Not from another country, not from aliens in space, but from a raging disease. This disease, now called the Human Sexuality Virus, or HSV, has got a strong foothold into our country and is proving extremely difficult to defeat.
"We believe that there are over thirty million cases of this virus worldwide, and while that may not sound like much, we know this virus is barely more than one hundred hours old. There is no doubt, without drastic, immediate measures, we will be quickly overcome."
He swallowed and took a sip of water. "We've known about the virus for less than three days and have been trying everything in our medical arsenal to identify and isolate the infected individuals, to find a cure to eradicate this threat. At this time, we have no means of identifying infected individuals. We have no inoculation from the virus to prevent it's spread. We have no cure to heal those already infected.
"But without informing you, without immediate measures on your part and on the part of government at all levels, the likelihood that you will become infected, too, is extremely high.
"I've spoken with my senior staff, congress, and all of the governors and have come to the conclusion that all travel within the United States as well as all international travel into and out of the country will have to be suspended until we can control the spread. I am now declaring martial law. What that means to you is..."
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Slut Rose: Stacy's Mom
*Author's Note - This is a standalone story, but if you want more background on the Slut Rose and Slut Spray, please read "The Slut Rose: Origins" and "The Slut Rose: Hammer".
"Bye mom!" Stacey called on her way out the door early Wednesday afternoon.
"You have your cell phone?" Samantha asked. "You're going to be at Catherine's, right?"
"Yeah. I'll be back on Sunday." She didn't want to go. In fact it scared her to go. But Jeremy told her to and she had to do what Jeremy said. She was almost shivering even thinking about him.
Samantha walked out of the kitchen, wiping her hands on a dish towel. She hugged her daughter tightly. "You be careful driving, ok? And call me when you get there."
"I will mom."
*****
"Jeremy, how are you doing?", Samantha answered the door later that afternoon.
"I'm fine, Mrs. Williams."
"Collecting for something?" She smiled warmly. She'd known Jeremy since he was a little kid, watching him grow up with her own daughter Stacey. He lived just a few doors down and he and Stacey were nearly inseparable. Everyone thought they'd get together, date, marry, have kids, and live in the neighborhood for the rest of their lives.
"Yep, it's that time again," he smiled, holding out a pamphlet. "This is for the kids' summer camp."
Jason was always active in the neighborhood, collecting money and donations for all types of causes. Everyone knew when he was coming to your door that he was going to ask for something.
"Well, come on in out of the heat while I go get my purse."
Jeremy lifted his other hand, handing her a cup. "I brought you a smoothie, too. I know how you like them." And, he knew just how much he wanted her to have it.
"Awww," Samantha said, smiling. "Thank you... that's very nice of you."
Jeremy smiled back, his beaming smile one of Samantha's favorites. She really thought highly of him. He was a great kid. Samantha opened the straw and inserted it into the drink as she turned and walked into the kitchen. She pulled her wallet from her purse and took another sip. There was something about the smoothie that was just incredible...
She walked back out, barely able to pull the straw from her lips, she wanted the taste so badly. She pulled money from her wallet and handed it to him.
"Here you go," she said, her lips still around the straw. "Where did you get this? It's absolutely delicious!"
Jeremy took the $100 and slipped it into his pocket. "The Juicery... it was a... special flavor."
"Whew... I like it... I sure hope they keep this flavor around. It's got some kind of special something... I can't put my finger on it."
"It's the secret ingredient I added," he laughed.
"What's that?" she said smiling.
He laughed, that kind of playful, flirty laugh that Samantha just loved. "If I told you, then it wouldn't be secret." Just three, little drops of the Slut Oil. It was an expensive product to buy and he hated to waste it. But... he found that when mixed with food, it took a little more to get the perfect, slow boil reaction that he loved so much. But it was definitely worth it. If he'd sprayed her or put the oil directly on her skin, she'd instantly be his. But where was the fun in that? This way... she was going to feel it for a while.
"I guess you've got a point there," she giggled, wagging her finger at him. She stopped for a moment, a little entranced by him. She never really noticed how attractive he really was. He really was a sexy young man.
"Well, I gotta get going. Thanks for the donation," he said, breaking her from her spell.
"You're always welcome Jeremy... thanks for stopping by." Samantha closed the door behind him and watched him idly as he walked to his car parked in the street and drove away. She wondered why he wasn't canvasing the neighborhood this time, walking door to door, but didn't worry about it much.
Her husband, David, was away for the week on a business trip, due back on Saturday... in four days, and Stacey was visiting her friend in college. Evening turned into night and Samantha felt a little strange as she pulled the covers down and slipped into bed. It wasn't an unfamiliar feeling as she did get horny every now and again, more and more often lately, but to become sexually excited when she was by herself was different.
She tried to sleep, but her dreams haunted her. She kept thinking of Stacey as a young girl, playing with Jeremy... about Jeremy... Dreaming about him swimming in their pool, his body glistening in the sunshine. She awoke early Saturday morning, before the sun rose, and found it difficult to fall back asleep. After suffering in silence, her fingers found her wetness and tried to satiate the hunger she had.
Her knowing fingers worked her clit so expertly, quickly driving her to an orgasm, her mind pretending that they were Jeremy's fingers again. Then, when the need quickly rose again, she used both hands, fingering her clit with one, and sliding two fingers into her wet hole with the other. In her mind, she saw Jeremy between her legs, licking her pussy. The orgasm was deliciously overwhelming.
It worked for the time being, but she could tell it wouldn't be enough. She couldn't wait for David to get back on Saturday.
*****
At about 10am Thursday morning, her phone rang. She felt her heart leap when she heard Jeremy's voice.
"Hi, Mrs. Williams."
"Wha... Hi Jeremy. What can I do for you?" She felt her heart flutter a bit at the sound of his voice and it scared her a little. She couldn't believe how much she'd started thinking about him lately.
"I think I dropped my Worry Stone when I came over yesterday and was wondering if I could come look for it. I know it's kind of silly, but it has sentimental value."
"I can look for you if you'd like," she suggested. "Maybe Stacey can bring it over Sunday."
"Can I just come over? It's on my way..."
Samantha felt her pulse race a little more. It gave her a little flush to think about seeing him again. "Uh, yeah sure. That's fine."
"I'll be there in a minute." And with that the line went dead. And Samantha found herself waiting by the door for him.
A minute later, she looked out the window and saw him searching the yard and the front porch. He would bend over, looking close to the ground and she found herself looking at his ass... longingly. If only she was twenty years younger. He finally stood, came to the door, and rang the bell. She blinked awake as if in a daydream and found she was absentmindedly sucking on the tip of her finger. She opened the door and stood back to let him in.
"No luck?" she asked, almost panting.
"No... Do you mind if I look here by the door?"
"Sure... sure," she said backing up a little more. Her heart was racing and she found herself looking at his ass as he bent over. She felt flushed and light headed for a moment.
"Here it is," he said, reaching behind a small table beside the door. He stood and turned with the stone in his hand, meeting Samantha's eyes. She smiled at him, sweating and a little shaky. "Are you ok, Mrs. Williams?"
"Huh? Oh, I'm sorry... I'm not feeling well today. I'm ok, though."
"Oh. Okay, because you looked a little shaky to me. Are you sure you're okay? Is there anything I can get for you?"
"No... I'll be fine," she said, looking away from him for a moment, embarrassed. She turned her attention back to him. Damn, the guy is hot. Stay focused, she told herself. Just stay focused. "Really, I'm fine. But thanks."
"Okay. I got another one of those smoothies, it you want to just finish it."
God, Samantha thought. Even his voice sounded hot. No, she told herself. No. She mustn't think like that. Without even thinking, she grabbed the offered cup and took a quick sip. The pleasure that suddenly flowed through her was intoxicating and she closed her eyes a moment to enjoy it.
"Well, I gotta go. I'll see you later. Thanks again, Mrs. Williams."
"You're welcome hun," she said, opening the door for him, barely able to take the straw from her mouth. "You're welcome here any time."
She watched as her young neighbor walked down the driveway, but she couldn't bring herself to look away. She couldn't take her eyes off him. Damn, she told herself. Damn, he was hot. She finished the smoothie rather quickly, the flavor was just so delicious.
That day working around the house, Samantha found it hard to keep her mind off of her young neighbor. Sure, when she had a task to do, when she had something to concentrate on, she did fine, but when there were moments of quiet, her thoughts seemed to keep coming back to Jeremy. She knew it was wrong but her thoughts kept coming back to him and how hot he looked. She felt the strong urge to masturbate, but just couldn't bring herself to do it.
Stop it, she told herself. Stop it. She was married and he was young enough to be her son.
*****
But that wasn't stopping her. The next day was even worse. She seemed to be perpetually wet and it was all because of Jeremy. Well not really because of him, she told herself. It was because of the thoughts she was having about him... the dirty... sexy... kinky... thoughts. Thoughts that a woman her age should not be having about a young man his age... her daughter's age.
She was undressing him in her mind. She'd never seen him naked, of course, just down to wearing his bathing suit. So there were parts that she had to fill in, but still, she was undressing him in her mind, and she liked it.
*****
Saturday night finally rolled around and she drove to the airport to pick up David. She was so happy to see him, hoping against hope that he could get all thoughts of that boy out of her mind. Maybe he could fuck those thoughts right out of her, she wondered as she walked to the baggage claim. She envisioned pulling him into the bedroom and taking off her clothes. Then she'd lay back on the bed, seductively, luring him into fucking her. In her mind, she looked up his body and saw Jeremy smiling down at her and she shivered. She wanted him so badly.
"Sam!" David called, breaking her out of her thoughts.
"David," she said, running up to him and throwing her arms around him, kissing him.
"Wow," he said after a moment of endless kisses. "What a nice homecoming! How are you?"
"I'm fine," Samantha said, smiling. "Missed you though," and the woman truly meant it. Maybe now she could finally get the thoughts of her neighbor out of her head.
"I missed you, too," her husband said. "I hate these damned business trips."
Samantha hoped that her husband coming home would make the fantasies end, but she soon learned the truth. If anything, it seemed as if the fantasies were getting even more pronounced. She was having a hard time thinking about anything else and now she was even thinking about what it would be like to slip between Jeremy's thighs, about sliding his cock between her lips. She wondered what he'd taste like, how his hardening cock would feel in her mouth. She wondered how his cum would feel splashing all over her face and chest as she knelt before him, jacking him off.
This was getting bad.
*****
Another early Friday evening rolled around and David was upstairs showering from his extra long day at the office. Stacey was in her bedroom, watching a reality TV show with the sound on too loud, a male vocalist blaring out his lyrics, when the doorbell rang.
"I'll get it," Samantha said and walked down the stairs, wearing the hip-hugging dress that David loved so much. She opened the door and stood in shock when she saw Jeremy. She knew he was there for Stacey, but just couldn't speak.
"Can I come in for a second Mrs. Williams?" He was holding another smoothie and her eyes quickly moved to it. She felt her pulse racing as much for it as for him.
Samantha finally came to her senses and she stood aside to let the young man enter. "Sure... sure... I'm sorry. I don't know what came over me," she said. "Stacey's upstairs, and David will be down in a few minutes. We're going out..."
"Then we don't have much time," he said, handing her the cup. She took it with even thinking and took a quick sip.
"What?" She shook her head, caught off guard, wondering what he was talking about. She took another quick sip and felt the pleasure flow over her, warming her body, making her nipples ache and her pussy tingle.
"I said we don't have much time."
"Time for what?" she asked, her tongue stroking the straw.
"You know...," he said.
Samantha stood, puzzled, breathing hard from the look Jeremy was giving her. She licked her lips, her mouth suddenly dry. His face held so much unabashed desire for her.
"I know you want me," he said softly. "I'll bet you've been thinking about me all week long, haven't you?"
Samantha couldn't help but gasp. "How did you... How did you know that?" she asked.
"Come on, Mrs. Williams. Everyone knows that the women your age just love hunting down boys like me to fuck. It's common knowledge."
Samantha wasn't sure what to say to that, to any of what was happening to her.
"It's a Cougar thing... So I know you want to have sex with me. You just can't help yourself."
That was wrong, Samantha told herself. It just had to be. She took a final drink from the smoothie and looked at the cup, sad that it was now empty. Her body was so warm now.
"So I guess if David's going to be here any minute, then I guess we need to hurry."
"Hurry?"
Jeremy stepped forward and reached between her legs, cupping her pussy over her skirt making Samantha groan. Her body quivered with need and pleasure instantly overwhelmed her.
"Oh my God," he smiled at her. "Look at you, Mrs. Williams. You're really wet." His fingers slid up and back along her slit, her hips moving slightly to help him.
Samantha grunted. She looked at him, surprised. She couldn't believe this was happening to her... especially right in her foyer. But the pleasure he was generating was overwhelming.
"I think I can make you cum," Jeremy said. "Do you want me to do it? Do you want me to make you cum?"
"Wha...?" Samantha said, her mind hazy with desire. She grabbed Jeremy's wrist, trying to pull him away, but not finding the strength, or the will, to do it.
Jeremy grabbed her skirt with the other hand and pushed his hand beneath it, right onto her panties. His fingers wormed their way under the waistband and onto her hot, wet flesh.
"Do... you... want... me... to... make... you... cum... Mrs. Williams?" he asked softly, punctuating each word with a stab of his finger. Samantha gripped his wrist harder, trying to keep him from ever pulling away. Oh geez, she was so close. It wouldn't take much.
"Is that what you want, Mrs. Williams?"
"Yes," she gasped softly grinding her pussy into his palm. Her clit rubbed against the heel as his fingers probed deep into her wetness, curling against her G-spot.
"Then you have to tell me, Mrs. Williams. You have to tell me you want me to make you cum."
Samantha felt her defenses totally failing. "I want you to make me cum," she whispered hoarsely.
"Come on, Mrs. Williams," he said. "You can do better than that. Use my name. Tell me what you want me to do."
"What?"
"Come on," he said, his fingers pressing deep inside her, then swirling over her overheated clit. "Call me by my name. Do it. I want to hear you cum with my name on your lips."
"Um," she said hesitantly, "um, Jeremy," she panted, "please make me... cum?"
"Oh yeah, Mrs. Williams. That's just what I wanted to hear," and almost as if on command, she felt her pussy clench as she came inside her panties. Her hands held on to his shoulders as her legs buckled, threatening to make her fall.
"Oh fuck," she groaned, trying not to make too much noise. She pulled back a little, absently missing his fingers from inside her pussy. "I can't believe it. I can't believe what we just did. I've got to go get cleaned up."
"There's no time," Jeremy said, smiling deviously, pulling his hand back. "I can hear Mr. Williams coming."
"But..."
"You're just going to have to go out with wet panties," he said.
"But..."
The young man licked the woman's cum off of his fingers. "You know what, Mrs. Williams. I really loved finger-fucking you. I hope we can do it again sometime soon."
Samantha wanted to object. She wanted to tell the boy that it wouldn't ever happen again but the problem was she just couldn't seem to make herself believe it.
David Williams came down the stairs dressed in a suit and tie. "Jeremy," he said. "How are you?"
"I'm fine, Mr. Williams. I came by to see Stacey."
"She's upstairs in her room." He turned over his shoulder and looked up the stairwell. "Stacey!" he called. "Jeremy's here."
David was surprised at the speed at which she appeared at the top of the stairs. She stumbled down the first step, but then slowed down. "Hi," she said as calmly as possible, but obviously nervous and excited.
"Hi." Jeremey smiled, seeing the need in every move she made, the little quivers, the little panting.
"All right then, we're out of here," David said, grabbing the car keys off the side table.
"Have fun mom and dad!" Stacey called out as the door closed.
Jeremy extended his hand and Stacey quickly snatched it in her own, moving to his side. He smiled. Everything was going exactly as planned.
*****
The next day was Saturday and Jeremy was sleeping in. It had been nearly one o'clock in the morning when he'd finally made it home and besides, it wasn't like he had anything else to do.
Well, that wasn't exactly true. There was something he wanted to do but it wasn't like he had to wake up early to do it.
He rolled over, picked up his phone, and dialed a number. "Mrs. Williams," he said when the woman finally answered.
"What can I do for you, Jeremy?" she answered, nervously. She wasn't even sure how to talk to him any more.
"Can I ask you a question?"
"What? Um... sure. What is it?"
"Do you want to fuck me?"
"Do I what?"
"Or maybe you want me to fuck you... just pound in you like an animal? Maybe bend you over that nice dining room table you have..."
"What?"
"I was just wondering if you wanted to fuck... my cock is rather hard and I was hoping..."
"Um, Jeremy. We shouldn't be having this conversation."
"Why?"
"Because we just shouldn't." He could hear the quivering in her voice. He could almost feel her need and desire... which contrasted so much with her words.
"Why?"
"Because you're young enough to be my son."
"So...?"
"So we shouldn't."
"But you're thinking about me all the time."
"How'd you know... I mean, why do you say that?" Samantha sounded nervous, unsure of herself. Jeremy lay back on his pillows and started stroking himself.
"Cause you don't have any choice."
"Huh?"
"I told you. You don't have a choice. So? Do you wanna?"
"Do I want to what?"
"Do you want to fuck me? Sheesh, you gotta keep up with me here."
The woman said nothing. Jeremy could hear her heavy breathing in the phone. He could almost taste the telltale signs of unbridled lust coming through the phone. Was she fighting the desire to masturbate? Or did she give in already, three fingers buried deep even as they talked?
"Mrs. Williams?"
"What?"
"Do you?" He was getting so excited by this game, knowing that the more she fought it, the stronger she'd be his.
"Jeremy, I... I can't."
"Suit yourself but you know it's only going to get worse the longer you make yourself wait."
"What is?"
"The need to fuck me. It's only going to get worse. And you should see how big my cock gets thinking about you riding it. Do you think about my cock?"
"Jeremy..."
"Hey, don't worry. You made your position clear. Just give me a call if you change your mind," and with that, the line went dead.
Samantha stared at the now dead telephone. Her pussy had never been wetter than it was right then. What was wrong with her, she asked herself. She couldn't be getting this hot and she especially couldn't be getting this wet for the neighbor boy. She just couldn't be getting wet like that.



The only thing was... she was.
She didn't call Jeremy back. She wanted to. She wanted to so badly but she didn't call him back. Instead, she went the rest of the day with a raging need to masturbate and cum.
*****
The next day was Sunday and Samantha wasn't feeling any better than she had before. If anything, it was even worse and it almost felt sacrilegious to be sitting in church with a wet pussy and the worst part about it was that David was starting to notice. He didn't exactly know what was wrong but Samantha knew that he knew something was amiss.
"What's wrong?" he asked when church was finally over and they were walking to their car.
"Nothing," she said too quickly, too harshly. She was nervous that people were starting to notice just how overly excited she was.
"Yeah right," David said. "You've been squirming all morning."
"I'm fine!" she said, again too harshly. David knew... something. It wasn't like he knew exactly what was wrong. He just wanted to make sure she knew that he knew.
And still, Samantha told herself, it wasn't like she was going to call Jeremy.
They returned home and changed out of their church clothes. "What are you going to do?" David asked.
"I don't know!" Samantha said, almost angrily. "I thought maybe I'd just clean around the house."
"Yeah, why don't you do that," David said. He was hurt. He just wanted to help and all she did was bite his head off. He had no idea what was wrong.
Samantha knew that tone. It meant she was in trouble. It meant the best way to redeem herself was to do something useful. "What are you going to do?" she asked, trying to be more casual.
"I thought I'd go play some golf with Paul. Is that alright with you?" David asked, challenging her.
Samantha shook her head. She might have begged for him to stay home and just fuck her silly, as if that would even work. But she didn't want him... she needed Jeremy. And if he were around she would probably cause a fight. "No... that's fine," she said.
Her husband looked at her a moment longer and then nodded, obviously satisfied that Samantha wasn't going to fight him over it.
Samantha was well into her cleaning when she needed some cleanser from the grocery store. She figured she could use the break anyways.
"Hi, Mrs. Williams," she heard while she was standing in the empty aisle of the grocery store.
The woman turned to find her neighbor looking at her. "Jeremy," she said. "What are you... what are you doing here?"
"It's a free country, Mrs. Williams. I shop here."
Samantha nodded sheepishly. He was right. She'd overreacted. Being so constantly horny was making her very edgy. She just needed some kind of relief.
But then the boy's voice dropped low. "How's that pussy doing?" he asked. "Is it wet for me still?"
And it was wet, the woman thought. Oh geez. She was so wet.
"So what about it? Do you wanna fuck?"
"Jeremy... no," she whimpered softly.
"No?"
"I'm married."
"I know that," he said smugly.
"So I... I can't."
"You can't what? You mean you can't let me lick your pussy? Or maybe you mean you can't suck on my cock? I can understand that, but you can't tell me you don't want me to fuck your pussy."
The woman closed her eyes a moment and groaned as she pictured his cock sliding in between her thighs. It was only then that she realized she still hadn't said anything.
"Well?"
"Jeremy, I really... I can't." Oh but how she really, really wanted to. She wanted to rip his clothes off right now in the middle of the grocery store.
"Suit yourself but tomorrow's Monday," he said.
"So?"
"So I can play today but tomorrow, I'm going to be busy and you're going to be busy. You really ought to think about taking care of things now while everyone's not so busy."
"I don't understand."
Jeremy smiled and stepped closer. He leaned forward until his mouth was next to her ear. "Your pussy's going to tingle until you take care of it the way it needs to be taken care of," he whispered. Then he leaned back again, smiling smugly. "Obviously neither your husband nor you seem to be able to take care of it."
"What... What are you talking about?" she asked, feeling her body tingling.
"I think you know... exactly... what I'm talking about."
She shook her head. "Jeremy, no."
"You need my cock, Mrs. Williams. It's not going to get any better until you get it."
The image came unbidden to the woman's mind. It was of him with his cock between her legs. It was her loving the feel of him fucking her so hard, slapping against her clit again and again. It was her...
'No! Stop it!' she told herself.
"What about it, Mrs. Williams? You want me to fuck you?"
Her body was shaking and she could feel how hot she was getting. Her pussy was practically leaking down her legs. "Yes," she whispered. She hadn't meant to say it but it had just come out and now that it had, it just felt so good to say it.
Jeremy moved close to her, his hand stroking the front of her shirt, palming her breast. "There now," he whispered. "That wasn't so hard to say, was it?"
Samantha shook her head. It wasn't that hard to say.
"Let's go back to your place," Jeremy said. "I want you to fuck me in your marriage bed." He smiled at her shocked expression.
She should be objecting to that, Samantha told herself. That was so not a good idea and yet... and yet she seemed incapable of telling him no. "Yes. Let's go back to my place," she said and even as she did, she was wondering why she'd agreed to that.
She drove them back to her house with Jeremy stroking her knee, her body shivering from his touch. About half way, he took her hand and placed it on his cock, letting her feel just how hard he was. She gasped, realizing just how much she wanted it.
They pulled into the driveway and she took him up to her bedroom, holding his hand all the way.
Jeremy looked around. "I like it," he said. "I think we're going to be fucking here a lot."
The answer was supposed to be no. The answer was supposed to be that this was a one-shot deal and nothing else. That was what it was supposed to be and yet Samantha couldn't seem to make herself say it. Instead, she just said something worse. "Whatever you say."
Jeremy laughed but at least she didn't have the feeling that he was laughing at her. He was just laughing. "I like it," he said. "I like it when you say that."
"So... you really... you really want to do this?" Samantha asked, scared, her body shaking like an addict.
"You know it." He slipped his t-shirt over his head, his muscles flexing beneath, exciting her. "Look. I'm hard just thinking about it."
"I don't..." Samantha didn't have to say anything more than that because she was entranced by his body. Oh my God. His body looked so hot. "Why...?" she whispered.
Jeremy wasn't in the mood to explain himself. He just unfastened his pants and pulled them down, quickly followed by his boxers. "Tell me. Do you see something you like?" he asked, standing there with his hands on his hips.
"Oh fuck," the woman groaned seeing his cock for the first time. It was so... beautiful!
"I think you better get out of your clothes then."
Samantha couldn't help herself. The young man's body was just so young and so virile and it just seemed like his cock got harder and harder the more that she looked at him. There was no way she could keep from stripping her clothes off.
"I bet you want to fuck me, don't you?" Jeremy asked, stroking himself slowly.
"Yes," she panted.
Jeremy crawled up onto the bed and lay on his back, his hand holding his prick upright. "Well," he said. "What are you waiting for?"
Samantha didn't hesitate. She followed the the young man right up onto her marriage bed and then his hands were on her ass and she couldn't help but revel in the feel of his strong hands grabbing her. He was so young... so strong... so hot... so needy... so... hard.
"Don't make me wait," he said.
She wasn't trying to make him wait. She was just so... entranced. Suddenly he flipped her onto her back and moved between her thighs, lifting one leg onto his shoulder. His cock was right there, pressing up against her tight, wet hole.
"Oh yeah," he moaned. "Oh yeah. That's what I want. I'm going to fuck you hard."
The woman groaned and she just couldn't stop herself. She had to do it. She had to fuck him and the more she fucked him, the more she wanted to fuck him. "Oh fuck," she moaned. "Oh fuck. I'm going to cum."
"I want you to," Jeremy moaned. "I'm gonna make you cum... a lot."
"Oh fuck," Samantha groaned, closing her eyes tightly, and then she groaned again. Her hands flew out to grab the bedspread beside her in her fists, tugging on it. Her head twisted left and right in her passion.
"Oh my God," Jeremy moaned, feeling her legs quivering against him. "Oh my God. You're doing it, aren't you, Mrs. Williams? You're cumming all over my hard cock. I am so fucking deep inside you..."
"Yes," she groaned loudly, barely able to speak as her body shook uncontrollably and her pussy gushed over his cock.
"Oh my God. I can feel it," he groaned, smiling, breathing harder. "It feels so good. I love it! Oh my God, your pussy is grabbing my cock... squeezing it." Jeremy felt his cock being milked so deliciously and felt his own orgasm exploding.
Gush after gush sprayed deep into Samantha's womb as she still shivered. Jeremy grunted with every spray until it finally stopped.
"Fuck that was awesome!" Jeremy moaned, finally pulling out and laying on the bed beside her. She turned and leaned over his body, her hand gently and lovingly stroking his chest.
"Oh my God, Mrs. Williams!" he laughed. "Your pussy absolutely drenched me. Did you feel that?"
"Yeah," she said and then paused, still breathing heavily. "Jeremy?" she asked.
"Mmhmm."
"Jeremy," she said again. "I just have one question."
"Yes, Mrs. Williams."
"You don't have to answer if you don't want to... but I really want to know."
"What do you want to know?" he smiled at her, so smug that he finally fucked her.
"I'm assuming you did something to me, didn't you?" she asked. "You did something to make me want you, right?"
"That's right, Mrs. Williams," he laughed softly, enjoying her teasing fingers as they slid lower, towards his cock. "Is that all you wanted to know?"
Samantha shook her head. "No. That's not what I wanted to know."
"What is it then?"
"Why?" she asked, looking so scared and frail.
"Why what, Mrs. Williams?"
"Why did you do this to me?"
"Isn't it obvious, Mrs. Williams?"
She shook her head.
"I wanted someone to play with," Jeremy said. "I wanted someone to fuck and I didn't want it to only be some lame teenage girl. I wanted it to be someone who knew what she was doing."
Samantha nodded but she had the feeling that wasn't the whole truth.
"Besides, I really wanted a married woman and her daughter," Jeremy said, smiling deviously. "Twice the fun."
"What? Why?" Samantha looked dumbfounded. Did he get Stacey, too?
"Because the only one who's got an even better reason than me to keep this a secret is a married woman," he said, smugly. "You're not going to tell anyone, are you, Mrs. Williams?"
"Hell no!" she said quickly.
"I wouldn't think so, especially after I have you fuck Stacey. Her pussy is especially sweet. I think you'll enjoy it." He smiled at Samantha's shocked expression. "Oh, I've had Stacey for some time now. I wanted her so we can have some wild, wild times all together."
In a way, at least in the way of a young man's mind, that actually made sense. She was partially disgusted but, unfortunately, very turned on.
"So what do you say, Mrs. Williams?" he asked.
"About what, Jeremy?"
"Do you want to go again?"
What was she going to say. His cock was already rock hard again. She could feel it throbbing against her thigh. And her pussy was definitely tingling again. "Sure," she said. "Sure. We can do it again but then we have to get you out of here before David gets home."
"I know that, Mrs. Williams," he smiled smugly. "Don't worry. It'll be our little secret."
Samantha couldn't help but groan as Jeremy turned her over and lifted her ass in the air to fuck her from behind. She certainly hoped it would be their little secret because if this ever got out, she'd be ruined for sure. But for now at least, she had a cock to fuck and she wasn't going to waste any more time thinking about anything else. She really did need to fuck that cock.
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The Single Life After Divorce, Part 1
The Book Club
Ding Dong!
Emmanuelle rose up from the couch and put her magazine down as she walked to her front door. The mid-afternoon sun shown in the windows of her 10th story apartment that overlooked the Pacific Ocean and California coast. She was expecting company after receiving an intriguing call from a journalist just two days ago.
Emmanuelle opened the door to a pretty young blond with glasses.
"Hi!" she said to the stranger, the unexpectedly good-looking young woman.
"Hi, Emmanuelle?" the stranger asked.
"Yeah. Vicki?"
"Yeah, Vicki Valentina from Southern California Scene magazine," the young blond said extending her hand.
Emmanuelle shook her hand, feeling its warmth and softness. Even just 10 years ago she would never have reacted like this, but now... she'd had some life-changing experiences that made her look differently at both men and women. This girl was ringing her dominatrix bell.
Emmanuelle took a step back so that she wasn't blocking the doorway. "Please, come in."
"Thank you for letting me interview you. I'm really excited for this article and what you can bring to it," Vicki said. She had a bouncy, fresh intonation in her voice. She brought even more sunshine into the room.
Emmanuelle guided her to the living room and directed her to the couch. "You're welcome," she said, sitting in the chair beside the couch. "I'm not so certain my life is that interesting though." She stood again. "Make yourself comfortable. Can I get you something to drink?"
"Yes, please. Do you have any tea?"
"Yes, I was just boiling water for some myself," she said, walking towards the kitchen. "I have a new Herbal Tea that's incredible. Wild Raspberry Hibiscus. Is that ok?"
"Yes, that sounds delicious."
Emmanuelle walked into the kitchen and took out the box of tea and set it on the counter. Then grabbed the kettle to pour out the water.
As she was gone, Vicki looked around her spacious apartment. The windows were huge on the ocean side and the ocean looked so blue this afternoon. This was a beautiful place to live.
She turned back again as Emmanuelle walked into the room with two cups of tea, handing one to Vicki.
"Thank you," Vicki said before taking a sip. "Oh... that really is good!"
"I know... I found it last month and have been drinking it ever since."
"A good find. You have a nice view here, too," she said, indicating the windows behind her. "How long have you been living in southern California?"
"Just over 20 years now. I moved here right after my divorce," Emmanuelle said.
"What do you think of our little neck of the woods?"
"I absolutely love it here," Emmanuelle said, catching the unique phrase Vicki used. "Sounds like you're a transplant yourself."
"Gave myself away, huh?" Vicki asked, looking a little surprised.
"Well, most people here don't talk about the woods."
Vicki giggled. Her laugh gave Emmanuelle a little tingle of desire down her spine. "Yeah, I moved here just 2 years ago... from Maine."
"Now that's a huge change," Emmanuelle said. Moving from a cooler northeastern state to a warmer southwestern state is a big change.
"Yes it has been... and I won't be going back any time soon. Where are you from?"
"Oklahoma. And... I'm not really looking to go back either. It's so different here."
"It's definitely a different climate... both the weather and the way people act." Emmanuelle had to agree. California was far more open... sexually... than Oklahoma. She would never be living like she had been for the last 22 years if she was still in Oklahoma.
Vicki dug a small recorder from her purse and held it up. "Do you mind if I record this... so I can get the story right?"
"Yeah, sure. I'm just not sure my life is that interesting," Emmanuelle said.
"I'm sure it's more interesting than you think." Vicki started the recorder and set it on the coffee table in front of her. "This is Vicki Valentina from Southern California Scene magazine interviewing Emmanuelle, age..." She paused momentarily, letting Emmanuelle fill in the details.
"Sixties," Emmanuelle said, not wanting to give any specifics.
"Sixties... divorced for 20 years. Emmanuelle, you've obviously been active on the dating scene here, which is the point of the article. But first, let me get some background information on you. Is that ok?"
"Yeah, sure."
"Tell me about your dating life before your husband? Were you with a lot of different guys or stick with one for a long time?"
"When I first started college I was a complete virgin and came from a pretty conservative household, so I didn't have much experience with dating or sex. But it seemed to come to me pretty quickly. I wouldn't say I slept around, but I dated several guys before my husband and most of them went to third base, I'd guess you'd say. I got pretty good with my hands and mouth." Emmanuelle laughed softly, a little embarrassed.
"Self taught?" she asked.
"Mostly, yeah," Emmanuelle said, nodding. "A couple of the guys were kind enough to talk me through what was good for them or better for them. So I was able to improve."
"Tell me about how you met your ex-husband," Vicki said.
"Well, I met my husband in college as most people seem to do. We met at a Halloween party and dated for a few years afterwards. We married just a year out of college when I was 23. I felt pretty excited to start living life. We had a huge family wedding with all the trappings."
"I don't want to pry too deeply, but tell me a little about your marriage and why it ended."
"Well, I divorced after 20 years, when I was 43. Our marriage had just turned into a roommate situation, really. Both of us were bored with it and both of us wanted a change. Sex was practically non-existant and neither one of us would cheat on the other. That was just not how we were brought up. Really, we both felt like we weren't really living. It was a consenual divorce. No fighting. And we split everything up evenly."
"So after you divorced, you moved to southern California and got a nice place overlooking the ocean. How long before you started dating?" Vicki asked.
"It was actually about 4 or so years after I moved here that I ever got the desire to date, to tell you the truth."
"Four years after your divorce? Tell me about it. How did you get to your first date?"
"Well... it wasn't expected. I was asking friends about dating again and how to do it and they all kept pointing me to the internet. You know, those dating sites." Vicki nodded. She'd written about those sites. "So I started to do that. But when I got online, I found a local book club site through the library. There were multiple groups on the site, each at different stages, going through a different book. And they had pages of interactions with the members, asking and answering questions about the stories and such. And then there was a place where you could interact directly with other members. So, I created an account and signed up."
"Did you use your name or something anonymous?"
"Oh, anonymous for sure. I didn't know what to expect and I certainly didn't want to cause myself any problems. I used Clare... from the character Clare Aubrey in The Fountain Overflows by Rebecca West. I enjoyed and identified with that character. Then I found a book that was upcoming in one of the groups and I wanted to read and talk about it." Emmanuelle dug into her memory. "What was that book called? Oh... my memory... oh yeah... Sheiks Harem. It's a romance novel with a little sizzle in it."
"I've heard of it. I think they made a movie of it several years ago."
"Yeah," Emmanuelle said. "Nothing like the book, though. It was a bit too... sexual... to be shown on the big screen."
"Ok... what then? What happened?"
"Well, that part of the story can get a little spicy. How detailed do you want me to be?" she asked. She was actually anxious to share the juicy story with this young thing. Maybe it would get her all hot and bothered too.
"Don't worry... just tell me what you remember. I'll definitely be careful what I say in the article. It is more of a family magazine."
"Well, as I said, I'd been divorced for about 4 years when it all happened... I was 48 at this point... a little naive... a little shy. Not long after I arrived, I started going to this little coffee shop down the street... pretty regularly."
*****
"Emmanuelle! How's my favorite customer?" the waiter said, walking over to her table as he did just about every time she came in. He seemed to always be her waiter.
"Good morning Jacob. Oh, I'm only your favorite customer because I tip so well," Emmanuelle laughed.
"Nonsense!" he said. "Although, the tipping doesn't hurt. Need more coffee?"
"Actually I'm good. I'm gonna be leaving in a couple minutes," I said. I was going home to read some more.
"Ok, gotcha. Hey, Sheiks Harem," he said, seeing the open book turned over on the table. "That's a big seller nowadays. Over half of my customers are reading it."
"Yeah, well I just started reading at the suggestion from a friend of mine," I said.
"Awesome! Well, no spoilers for me, though. I just started reading it myself," he said, surprising me.
"I didn't know you read romances." That wasn't common for guys. But this book did promise some hot sex in a couple places. I hadn't gotten to them quite yet, but, to tell you the truth, I was looking forward to them. I hadn't been touched in years.
"Mmhmm! Well, you know. I have my moments," he said, almost going red with embarrassment. I didn't want to push it too much. I mean, people are different in California.
I giggled a little at his revelation and near embarrassment. "Well, sounds good. And I promise I won't spoil anything for you."
"Sounds good," he said, returning to his duties. "Have a great day."
"You too," he answered.
From that point on, every time I went into the coffee shop, we talked a little about the book. He was pretty much keeping pace with me, so neither one of us gave away anything. Jacob was an interesting person, but he was young. He was a 21-year-old college student who was an English major. He would be the age of my son, if not younger... if I had one. There was no way a 43-year-old woman would hook up with a guy that young. That would rattle society the wrong way.
It wasn't too long after that that I started talking about the book online, engaging with the others in the group. Before that, I was mostly lurking, trying to get a feel for how it all worked. Now that I knew someone else was reading it, I felt emboldened.
After a while, I even started to privately communicate with one of the members. His screen name was Athos, based on the character in The Three Musketeers. The way he talked about it and the way we talked to each other... I have to say it was very pleasant. And... I have to say, it fueled my fantasies. I started thinking that I might just have found someone to get to know even better.
We started talking almost every day.
Then I went into the coffee shop a month or so later.
"Hi Emmanuelle! How's the book going?" Jacob said, coming over to me as he always did.
"Oh, I'm loving it," I said. I really was getting into the book and the characters. And the three sex scenes I read so far were extremely hot. They melted my pussy and made me a gooey mess. "Sit down, please!" I was hoping he could join me for a minute or two since we talked so often and had something in common to talk about.
"Oh, alright," he said, taking me up on my offer. He pulled out the chair and sat down at the table beside me.
"So... I can't believe it," I said, starting in with the book right off the bat. "Andrew and Elise, you know they're meant to be together, but I'm having serious doubts he can rescue her... or that she'll want him when he tries."
"Yeah. It's gonna be tough that's for sure. I was surprised that she was falling for the Sheik. I'm excited to see how it all works out," he said.
"Yeah, me too. Plus... I'm embarrassed to say, where she gets with the Lady of the Harem." In that scene, the Lady of the Harem, the older woman in charge of keeping the younger girls in line, seduces and dominates the young Elise. I'd been exposed to lesbians before, but this book completely blew my mind. I'd never even thought about women being so... dominant! And then with a woman!
"Oh my God!" he said, almost blushing again. "Talk about a total twist in the middle of the book! That was hot!"
I have to admit that I was actually enjoying seeing him blush. I wished I could talk to him like the Lady of the Harem spoke to everyone beneath her. She was so in control. I loved having that kind of confidence.
Then one night, it was late and I was in bed on my computer talking with Athos about the book.
"I just finished the book", I typed on the screen.
"What a great ending!" he returned.
"I know. I can't believe it's over." I felt a bit lost knowing that he might not follow me on to the next book I read. I'd gotten attached to him over the past 3 months.
"Yeah," he typed.
I decided that this was it. I was going to ask him out. "We've been talking like this for 3 months. How would you feel about meeting up?" I was nervous as hell! Would he say no? Would he let me down? He had no idea who I was. I could be some kind of stalker as far as he knew.
"I'd like that," he typed back quickly. "How about at Vixen's."
I don't know if you've been to Vixen's or not, but it's a nice little restaurant and bar. It has small dinner plates and cocktails. It's really nice. "OMG I love that place!" I typed back.
"How about tomorrow night at 7:00pm?"
Tomorrow night at 7:00 was perfect for me. And I was so excited. It was going to be my first time out with a man in over 4 years!
"It's a date!" I typed back and then instantly regretted it. What if he wasn't considering it a date? What if he thought this was just another time together to talk about books? I wondered if I'd screwed up again! God I was horrible at this.
I walked into the restaurant about a half hour early. For some stupid reason, I'd gotten used to carrying my laptop around with me and tonight was no exception. I immediately took it out and started looking through the group posts about the book. It seemed everyone was loving it and talked about the sex scenes a lot... although in a repressed sort of way.
I sent a message to Athos to tell him I was at the restaurant, wondering if he had the page up on his phone or something. And then I started getting nervous. How was I supposed to recognize him? Neither one of us even asked the other what we were wearing or anything about our physical appearance. I looked around the restaurant nervously. No one seemed to be alone... or looking around for someone else. But... I was early...
Then Jacob walked in wearing a nice suit and tie. He looked like he was going on a date as well.
"Jacob?" I asked, genuinely surprised to see him outside the coffee shop.
He smiled. "Emmanuelle?"
"Hi! Wow... you look handsome," I said. And he did. He looked completely different than what he did at the coffeeshop. He actually looked older. He was adorable actually and sexy... but I knew he was so young.
"You look amazing yourself," he said smiling at me. I loved his smile. It was nice to see a man smiling at me like that again.
"Thank you."
He looked at me and spoke as if he was revealing a secret. "I'm on a blind date," he said just loud enough for me to hear.
"Really?" I shouldn't have been surprised the way he was dressed.
"Yeah."
"So who's the lucky lady?" I asked. I knew I'd see soon enough anyways.
"I met her on the online book club I'm a member of. It's actually interesting with six of us reading the same book and talking about it." My mind started to go crazy. A book club? How much of a coincidence could this be?
"Oh... uh... what was her name?" I asked suspiciously. Could Jacob be Athos?
"Her name is Clare, although I don't think that's her real name," he said.
My heart fell out of my chest and I felt like I was going to be sick. Jacob was Athos! "Oh... oh my goodness, look at the time. I'm sorry, I gotta go. I completely forgot about an appointment," I said suddenly. I got up and without even thinking, dashed out of the restaurant, and drove home. As you can imagine, I didn't even think about my laptop.
I was crying so bad when I got home. All that time fantasizing about being with a great guy and finally having a great time together... maybe marriage... it was all down the toilet. I put some of water in the kettle to make some tea. I was seriously wondering what I was going to do now.
All of the sudden my doorbell rang. I had no idea who it might be. But I wiped the tears from my eyes and answered it. When I opened the door, Jacob was standing there.
"Oh no! Jacob!" I said. "Go away! I don't want to see you!" And I didn't. I couldn't. I closed the door on him.
"I have your laptop," he said through the closed door.
I shook my head. I guess I didn't have a choice. So I opened the door again and let him in.
"You left it at the coffee shop," he said, handing me the laptop in it's bag.
"But how did you even find my address?" I asked.
"It was inside the laptop bag."
"Oh... well... thank you," I said. Yeah, I can be that stupid.
"You're welcome."
"Jacob, I do want to apologize. I'm really sorry about making that silly scene and running out of the restaurant earlier."
"Why didn't you tell me that you were my date?"
Oh my God! He figured it out, too!
"Jacob, you know why," I told him. "I know you were figuring on meeting someone your own age. I was expecting to meet someone older. I was just... surprised."
"What's wrong with you being older and me being younger?" he asked. He just didn't get it.
"Yeah, but our age difference is so huge," I argued. I was 48... he was 21. The lousy math in my head said that the 27 year difference was just too much!
"Yeah, well, Andrew and Elise didn't let things stop them from being together," he argued. And he was right, nothing that was between them could stop them. Not the kidnapping... not the move halfway around the world... not the security guards... not her almost falling in love with the Sheik. Everything fell and they were left together.
"Well, yeah, but Andrew and Elise are just fictional characters."
"Look... what are you afraid of?" he asked, surprising me. Was I afraid? Was our age difference really that wrong? He certainly didn't see anything wrong with it.
"You're just so young. You could be my son for heaven's sake! Why are you taking this so well?" For realizing he was almost out on a date with an old broad like me, he was pretty calm, cool, and collected. And he came here... to argue that it was ok.
"I've never felt this connection with anyone before. After messaging each other for 3 months..." he said.
He felt a connection with me? In a way I felt complimented... adored. After years, a man actually admitted feelings towards me... even if he didn't really know who I was.
"Yeah, I've been attracted to you, too," I admitted.
"I feel like Andrew would do this," he said, taking a step towards me until he was right in front of me. Then he bent down and kissed me. It was a soft kiss... gentle... and then his hands were on my sides, his arms wrapping around me, pulling me against him. The kiss deepened and didn't stop. It became more sensual... sexual... I wrapped my arms around him, too, feeling his warm, hard body against mine.
His body was athletic... firm... strong. I stepped backwards, slowly leading him into the living room without breaking our kiss or our embrace. I was melting and it seemed to take forever, but when we finally reached it, I turned us around and pushed him to sit, slowly moving down to lay on him.



His hands were all over my body, groping my breasts, squeezing them, teasing my nipples, and then squeezing my ass, pulling me into his crotch. He was so hot... so... hard. I loved that he wanted me and it made me want him more.
I sat up and he helped me slide my dress off of my shoulders, baring my bra-covered breasts. He kissed and licked around my breasts, over and around my bra, and it was driving me crazy.
"You want to suck on my boobs? Would you like that?" I asked, begging him to say yes. Begging him to suck on my nipple and make me feel so good.
"Let me undo this," I said, reaching behind myself and unfastening my bra. He helped me slide it down my arms and off, dropping it onto the floor. Then I grabbed my breasts firmly, squeezing them, lifting the nipple of one to his waiting lips. It felt incredible when he sucked my nipple into his hot mouth, when his tongue circled it and pressed against it, when his teeth lightly grabbed it. I felt my pussy start to practically gush in excitement. I moved from one nipple to the other, feeding each to him in turn.
"Mmmm, you like sucking on my tits?" I asked as I looked down at him... as I watched my nipple disappear between his lips. "That feels so good sweetie. Just tease my nipple with your tongue. Oh my God, that's such a pretty view."
I reached down with my free hand and fondled his hardness through his slacks. It felt so hard... and so big. My body shivered with need for him.
"How about you... you like how I tease that cock?" I asked him.
"Oh, that feels good," he moaned.
"Well, you know, there's nothing like a woman's touch."
I pulled his mouth to mine, wanting to taste him again and felt his hand under my dress, on my inner thigh, quickly sliding up to touch my pussy. First he caressed me through my panties, his fingertips teasing my clit and hole.
"Mmmm," I moaned and then giggled. "You're making me so happy. You're such a good kisser." I felt his fingers move over my panties, his palm press into my clit. I felt a strong desire to teach him how to send me to the moon with his touch. "Oh... just tease me. Just gently through my panties like that."
"Just like that?" he asked.
"Yeah... Can you feel how wet I'm getting?" My hips gyrated into his hand a little more, making sure he touched all my sensitive spots.
"Just a little bit faster," I said, encouraging the way he was circling his fingers and palm over my sensitive clit. "I like it when you tease me... doing it fast and then slow down and make me want it again." I grabbed my tits with both hands and squeezed them. I loved when guys did that, when they got so overwhelmed they dominated me with their strength.
"I love touching you," he said. "You're gonna think this sounds stupid, but... can I... would you mind if I called you mommy?"
I was taken aback for a moment. What in the hell was that all about? Mommy? His fingers swirling over my pussy made it so hard to think, but this just sounded strange to me. But... I was old enough to be his mother. Maybe he had some kind of strange fetish for older women. Maybe that's why he wanted to be with me now that we'd met.
He slid his fingers around my panties, pushing them aside and slide his fingers deep into my pussy and started moving them inside me, caressing my G-spot.
"Yes," I said almost breathlessly. It had been so long since I'd been touched like this. I was so ready for it. I'd do anything for him if he kept touching me like this. "Yes... you can call me mommy. Just don't stop. Yeah, yeah, yeah, keep doing that. Oh, fuck! Mommy likes how you finger fuck her."
It felt weird, at first, to use the word 'mommy', but it didn't take long for me to see the appeal... and to enjoy it even. It was... kinky... and hot! We kissed hard again for the longest time as he continued fingering me. I wanted more of him. I wanted all of him. When we broke our kiss, I pushed away and stood, hooking my thumbs in my dress to push it down.
"Want me to take this off for you?" I said, indicating the rest of my dress. "You want to see what's under here?"
"Oh yes," he moaned, watching me finally be naked. All I was wearing now were my black, thigh-high stockings.
"You want to see mommy's pussy?" I smiled deviously. I knew the effect I was having on him. I was so hot for him and I so wanted him to feel just as hot for me. I lay back on the couch and spread my legs to bare my pussy to him, and he took the hint. In a second he was bent down, his tongue and mouth right on my pussy, tasting, licking, and tongue-fucking my wetness. I loved watching his voracious appetite for me.
I watched him intently. I loved watching him in the light, loved watching his tongue moving over my clit, his lips catching it for a quick suck, and then his tongue driving deep into my pussy for a taste. My ex-husband never was into oral. I'd been deprived all my life of that exquisite feeling. And I knew I was going to get more. "Mommy likes watching you lick her pussy," I said, catching his eye.
"Mmhmm," he moaned, sending shivers through my clit, but never stopping.
"Oh, fuck that feels good. Oh my gosh... mommy's so happy right now, Yeah, suck on it a little bit, just like that. Yes, yes, yes... fuck! Oh my God... I love watching your tongue." The slurping sounds seemed loud in the room, but only helped fuel my desire. God, how I loved having my pussy licked!
"You're really good at that," I said encouragingly. "You've had some practice. Yeah... yeah... let me see that tongue. Yeah, right on mommy's clit right there. That's it... right on mommy's clit. Now take that tongue and fuck mommy's pussy with it. Mmmm... make mommy cum."
He was going to make me cum. He was going to make me cum hard. I'd masturbated since I left my husband, but it wasn't the same thing. Having someone else give you an orgasm felt so much better.
"You wanna feel mommy cum all over your face?" If he wanted it, I was definitely ready for it. I was going to cum hard, and soon! "Yeah... yeah... oh fuck! Oh, you're gonna make mommy cum." I was moaning now, my hips pushing my pussy into his face again and again. I almost wished I could grind on his face, but I was below him. He was in full control over what happened.
"Suck on mommy's clit," I begged. "Oh fuck!" I yelled as I came, squealing, crying out in joy. I'd never been that vocal in my entire life, but here I was waking the dead! My body was shaking hard and I almost forgot where I even was. The pleasure he gave me was indescribable.
"Oh my God that was so good!" I said loudly as he pulled away, his face shiny with my cum.
It didn't take long for me to regain my strength and, by the bulge in his slacks, he was definitely ready to go. I moved to my knees on the couch. "Fair is fair. Let's take these off."
I helped him unfasten his slacks as he stood, and helped him push them down and off his legs. His shaft was long and hard. It was definitely bigger than my ex-husbands and my mouth was watering as badly as my pussy.
He took his shirt off, revealing his long, toned torso. His abs weren't cut, but he was trim and strong. I was drooling for him as I moved to my knees in front of him and wrapped my fingers around his cock. I slid up and down it's length, feeling its steel hardness and drooled.
"Look how hard you are for me," I moaned, not taking my eyes from his wondrous cock. "I've been waiting for this. I just didn't know how. Just look at that beautiful dick." I finally looked up at him and met his gaze. "Is that mommy's cock?"
"Oh God, yes," he moaned.
"How do you like to be touched?" I asked.
"Just... grab it."
"Yeah? How hard?" I asked, squeezing it and still pumping it slowly.
"Oh God," he moaned softly.
"Harder?"
"Yeah."
"You're a bit naughty aren't you?" I said, squeezing it and pumping it, up and down, over and over. "Are you mommy's good boy?"
"Yes mommy," he moaned, watching me.
"Is this hard enough?"
"Yes... it feels great."
I moved my hand up to the head and concentrated on squeezing there, swirling my hand over and around the head. "How about the tip? You want me to play with the tip?"
"Yes... yes, please," he moaned again. I really liked making him moan like that. It was such an erotic sound to hear.
"Maybe if you're a really, really good boy, mommy will play with the tip with her tongue for a little bit." I licked my lips teasingly, giving him a little mind-fuck.
"Please... please do," he moaned.
I pushed my tongue out far in advance of touching his cock, just so he'd enjoy the show, and then licked just beneath the head. "You like that?"
"God yes."
"You want mommy's tongue all around the tip, just teasing you?" I asked as my tongue did just that, swirling over the head, feeling every inch of it, tasting him.
"Oh God," he groaned. "I love it, mommy."
After I worked just the head with my tongue, I wrapped my lips around it, sucking on just the tip, letting my tongue swirl over it now and again. My hand pumped his cock beneath my sucking mouth, giving him so many sensations to process at once.
I teased him. I loved teasing him and hearing him moan. "You like mommy's hand wrapped around that dick? How long have you been waiting for mommy to touch your dick?"
"So long."
I smiled and then leaned forward and kissed his abdomen. He was such a beautiful young man, full of youth, full of strength, full of vigor and life... and full of sexual needs.
"Oh, I just want to savor every inch of you," I whispered between kisses. "Mommy's going to tease your dick." I moved back down to his shaft and licked up it's length several times, from his balls to the tip. I love hearing his soft moans and heavy breathing. And I loved how he tasted.
Then I kissed up the length, teasing him with the soft touch of my lips once again. As my full lips kissed the tip, almost suckling on it, I looked up at him and asked. "What do you want?"
"Oh, God... I want it in your mouth," he groaned.
"In my mouth?" I asked, teasingly, kissing the tip again, almost pushing it inside. "Oh... you bad boy." Then I let it slide into my mouth, not too deep, but deep enough for him to feel how hot and wet it was. Then slid it back out, stroking my hand along his shaft for a moment.
"How's that?" I asked before sliding it into my mouth yet again. I hadn't had a cock in my mouth since college some 25 years ago, but it felt so natural to slide it inside. I remember I pleased several guys back in the day with my hands and mouth.
"Its so good, mommy," he whispered.
"Mmmm... mmhmmm," I moaned, licking and sucking on the head while my hand stroked up and down his long shaft. "You like my hand and my mouth together?"
"God, that feels so fucking good."
"You like looking down and seeing mommy's lips wrapped around your cock? Watching it disappear into her warm, wet mouth?"
"I fucking love it!"
"I love having my hand around it... just milking that nice young cock... mmmm... making it nice and wet with my spit. You like it when mommy strokes that cock?"
"It fucking feels so good, mommy... fuck!"
"Faster... faster," I said, speeding up my stroking and sucking and teasing. I wanted to bring him over the edge hard and fast. "Stroke your cock because you're such a good little boy."
"Oh fuck!" he groaned and then suddenly took a step back away from me. Surprisingly he pulled my hand from his cock. I didn't understand why he didn't want to cum until I heard him almost grunt, grab my shoulders, and then force me down onto my back. He grabbed my legs and pulled my pussy towards him, almost bending him in half.
"Oh, really?" I giggled. "I like it." I did like it. I loved it when a guy got so overwhelmed that all he could do was think about fucking me. Jacob pushed his cock forward, letting it slide over my pussy lips and clit. I shuddered it felt so good.
"Yeah... just rub that cock on mommy's pussy. Good boy... just tease mommy's pussy. Just rub the tip right there... right on mommy's clit. Yeah, just like that. Oh my God, yes!"
"Mmmm... oh fuck yes!" he groaned. He was enjoying it enough, but I knew he wanted more. I wanted to tease him more, though. He pushed just the head against my hole, threatening to push it all the way in, but stopping to make sure I wanted it first. Such a gentleman.
"Oh... someone got greedy," I said, feeling how ready he was.
"Mmhmm," he grunted. I could tell he was barely holding on.
I looked down and watched his big, hard shaft, start sliding up and down my wetness again, sliding over my clit making the pleasure radiate through my body. "God that looks so fucking hot."
"Can I stick it inside mommy?" he said, breathing heavily, pressing the head against my hole again.
"Why don't you just tease mommy with the tip... not all the way in," I suggested. I knew that would only tease him more... feeling just a taste of my pussy. He pushed just the head in a little. Even just that felt so huge, like it was going to split me in half. I wanted to think back to the last time I had a cock inside me, but I didn't want to distract from what I was feeling. "Like that? How's that feel sweetie?"
"So good mommy," he moaned, his hips barely moving forward and back, trying just to keep the tip inside, but still feel the pleasure.
"Tell mommy you want the whole thing in her pussy," I teased.
"I want the whole thing inside," he groaned back, almost making me giggle. But I loved how badly he wanted to fuck me.
"Do you? Do you want to stick that whole cock in mommy's pussy?"
"Yes..."
"Do you want to fill mommy up?"
"Yes..."
Then all the sudden I lifted my hips as he pressed forward, forcing him to push inside me. God it felt so good... all that meat filling me up. That huge cock split me in two, drove up inside me so far that I thought it would come out my throat. My pussy squeezed it, making him groan. It was only because I was so fucking hot for him that he got it in at all.
I was breathing just as hard as he was at this point as he slowly began fucking me. "How's that feel sweetie?"
"Oooh... so good."
I started rubbing my clit as he pushed inside me. The pleasure was incredible. "Mommy's going to play with her pussy while you fuck her. Are you watching that cock slide in and out?"
"Fuck it feels so good. It looks so good, too," he said softly, sliding in and out. He started breathing harder and faster, his hips moving faster and faster until he was ploughing into me.
"Oh my God, faster... oh fuck yeah! Fill mommy's pussy up! Yeah, yeah, yeah... such a good boy. Keep fucking me... just like that... Mommy's gonna cum all over your cock. Fuck yeah... fuck... make mommy cum on that fucking dick."
Suddenly he slowed down, making long, slow strokes instead. God he was teasing me now! "Do you like how nice and warm mommy's pussy feels wrapped around that dick?" I asked.
"Yeah, mommy... so fucking good," he said softly. I could feel how tense he was, how close to the edge he was.
"Mommy's pussy feels so good to her, too," I said, my fingers swirling over my clit. "I love feeling your cock inside me... so fucking deep."
He leaned forward, putting his arms on either side of me then bent down and kissed me. It felt weird to be kissed and fucked at the same time like that, again because it had been so long but he seemed very comfortable doing it. As he kissed me, he started fucking me faster and faster again. At first they were very shallow strokes, rapidly sliding in and out, driving me nuts. But then he lifted up, hook his arms around my legs, bending them up towards my face, and began slamming into me as he looked down at me.
"Oh my... fucking... God... mommy just... loves to... watch you... fuck her," I said, pausing every time he thrust in because I just couldn't talk. His thrusts were forcing air from my lungs. "I just... love to... watch that... nice... hard... cock... slide... into me. Every fucking... inch of... that dick." And then just like flipping a switch, he started sliding in normally again, fucking me like his life depended on it. "Yeah baby, just like that. Oh, I feel that cock throbbing. You wanna cum inside mommy?"
"Yes mommy," he whispered, barely able to talk. "Fuck yes mommy."
"You can cum inside me baby. Mommy wants to feel you cum inside of her. Fill that pussy up with your hot cum," I begged.
"Fuck!" he yelled. God he was so close.
"Cum inside mommy... cum inside mommy... fill me up!"
And then suddenly, he moaned loudly as he came. "Oh fuck... oh shit!" I could feel every spray of his cum hit deep inside me and fill me up. It was so hot and felt so good! It seemed to take forever before his orgasm subsided and he kept thrusting through it, albeit with some difficulty. Then, when he finished, he pulled out, his cum dripping from both the tip of his cock and my pussy.
"Oh my God... I'm so sorry," he said, obviously worried that he came inside me. I would guess that no other woman would allow him to do that. But I was on the pill still and definitely past my prime. I wasn't in danger of having a baby.
"It's ok sweetie," I said, stroking his cheek with one hand while the other felt his cum in my pussy. I gathered some of it on my fingers and brought it up to see it... to play with it... and to taste it. "It's fine. It's more than fine, baby. Mommy think it's kinda hot. Did you fill mommy up?"
"Yeah," he said, his sweaty face smiling.
*****
"Wow," Vicki said. "That was really hot. That would have been one incredible date. How much did you see him after that?"
"We dated for a while, non-exclusively of course. I wasn't going to keep him from dating girls his own age. We dated and fucked pretty much for a year after that. Then he graduated and moved away. I still think of him from time to time, of course, wondering where his life ended up."
"I bet. Someone like that would be in my fantasies for a long time." Vicki grabbed her recorded and stopped it. "Well... I think our time is up. I have to say thank you for today. It has been wonderful to talk to you about your experiences. Can I come back and talk more again? In a couple days?"
"Yes, that would be fine. Anything in particular you want to talk about?" Emmanuelle asked, standing and walking Vicki to the front door.
"Well," Vicki paused, thinking for a moment. "I think my next question would be what was your strangest date since your divorce?"
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The Single Life After Divorce, Part 2
The New Neighbor
Vicki Valentina, a reporter from the Southern California Scene magazine, sat comfortably in her chair. She set the recorder on the coffee table in front of her, then picked up her coffee mug and took a sip of her tea.
"Thank you again for letting me interview you, Emmanuelle. I'm really excited for this interview. The last one proved to be very... enlightening," she said.
"I'm glad you enjoyed our conversation. Hopefully my life isn't too boring to write about," Emmanuelle laughed softly. Their last conversation three days ago made Emmanuelle review her dating and sex life since she divorced over 20 years ago. It was definitely different than she ever expected.
"Oh... I don't think your experiences are boring at all. From our first conversation, I think I only know the tip of the iceberg, too. I've already started writing my first article and showed it to my editor. He's very excited."
"You're too kind," Emmanuelle said, taking a sip of her own tea.
"Ready for round two?" Vicki asked.
"I think so."
Vicki leaned forward and started the recorder. "This is Vicki Valentina from Southern California Scene magazine interviewing Emmanuelle, our second interview. Thank you again for speaking with me, Emmanuelle."
"Thank you, Vicki."
"So... last time, we talked a little about your marriage and divorce, and talked about your first experience entering into the dating world after your divorce. I'd like to really shake things up this time and ask you... what was the strangest date you've had since you divorced?"
Emmanuelle laughed. Vicki had mentioned what the topic of their conversation was to be at the end of their last conversation, so she had several days to think about it. And oh, did she think about it. For the past several nights, her memories had triggered wonderful masturbatory sessions as she remembered the details of her dates.
She couldn't believe how excited the memories made her... especially the one Vicki asked her to focus on this time... Jenn, the beautiful, lithe, young, new neighbor. She could still feel her mouth teasing her pussy, her tongue teasing her clit as she ground against her face. And she could feel her touch... feel her quiver in orgasm. Jenn was a complete slut, wanting to be used again and again. And the thought made her touch herself again and again, until she was too tired to do anything but sleep. And then her sleep was filled with wonderful dreams.
"The strangest date?" Emmanuelle asked. "I know you gave me a couple days to think about it, but I actually new the answer the moment you asked. It was 8 or 9 years after my divorce. I'd been dating a few people regularly, on and off for a couple years, and was surprised when a new neighbor moved in... a new, slutty, submissive neighbor. Someone perfect for my... dominant desires."
*****
The apartment complex was usually pretty quiet, that is until a new neighbor moved in. I had been living there alone for the past 10 years and this was the first next-door neighbor that seemed so... youthful. She played her music loud all through the night and seemed to even like to dance around a bit in her apartment. She moved in only a day or so ago, while I was out grocery shopping. I had thought about going over a few times to introduce myself, but it usually felt too late. And I didn't want to intrude.
Besides, I heard her late at night, moaning, either having sex with her significant other or pleasuring herself. Something I embarrassingly enjoyed as I was falling asleep, touching myself.
It was 7 o'clock on Friday night when I walked by her apartment carrying my cloth grocery bag in my arms and found her door slightly open. The young woman inside was slowly taking things out of boxes and putting them aside or away. She was playing her music a little too loud and was singing a little. It was an 80's tune, very familiar to me. It is my favorite music genre.
I smiled watching her through the open crack. Oh, to be that young again! I could see movement through the crack from a distance and looked up and down the hall for a moment, making sure I was alone. Then I moved very close to the door and leaned forward to peer inside. I felt a little guilty spying on her... but the door was open.
Suddenly, the door opened and the young woman backed out, holding two, big garbage bags, backing straight into me, making me drop my grocery bag and spilling some of the contents in the hallway.
"Oh my God! I'm so sorry! I didn't see you there," she said, jumping, as she turned towards me. She dropped the garbage bags and dropped to her knees, helping me gather up my spilled groceries. "Hi! I'm Jenn," she said, extending her hand. "Your new neighbor."
I shook her hand, feeling its warmth and softness, holding it a little longer than normal before letting it go. "Nice to meet you, Jenn the new neighbor. You're moving in?"
"Yeah, I just moved in two weeks ago. I've been pretty busy unpacking all these damn boxes so I haven't been out to meet anyone yet. But it's nice to finally meet you." Her smile was nice. And even though there was a 30-year difference between us, I felt a genuine attraction for my young new neighbor. She was barefoot, wearing a white t-shirt with tight jeans, something a little uncomfortable to wear for unpacking.
"How's the unpacking going," I asked, hefting my grocery bag in my arms and standing.
"Oh, it's been great so far. Everyone's been really, really friendly, and this area is just like... gorgeous. Like, I knew it was nice, but something about actually living here, close to the beach, is like, oh my God. I love it! How have you liked living here?"
"I love it! I've been here for about 10 years now. It's quiet and close to the beach. And it's nice to be on the beach side of the building, overlooking the water. Perfect for sunsets." I casually looked into her apartment and saw the stacks of unpacked boxes and items sitting about, ready to find a home. "Could you use a little help?"
"Uh... I mean... if you want," Jenn smiled... almost anxiously wanting me to say yes. "Yeah, I could totally use some help. I have... I don't know... 10 boxes or something to unpack. And I'm not going to lie, it's a little bit overwhelming. Which is why I went out today for some wine. 'Cause I mean unpacking sucks but at least I can do it with a little bit of a buzz. And then maybe it won't be so bad. But, there's no way I can finish the bottle by myself. You want some?"
"I'd love some," I said, smiling. I could learn to enjoy the company of my talkative new neighbor. "Let me go put this stuff away and I'll be back."
"Sure! That would be great! I'll throw these down the chute."
I disappeared into my apartment and set the bag on the kitchen counter. I put the few items I bought away closing the last of the cupboard doors and then folded up the cloth bag for later use, sliding it into one of the drawers. I then went into the bathroom for a moment and took stock of my appearance. I remember I was wearing a button-down blouse and slacks with low heels. After a little primping I was ready to go again.
"Hello, mind if I come in?" I asked as she pushed the door open a little.
"Yeah, come on in," Jenn said from the living room. The apartments were generally laid out exactly the same, but flipped, with the bedrooms next to each other in our case. On the other side, the bathrooms shared the same wall.
I walked into the living room, the unpacked boxes stacked to the side. There was a sofa, chair, and entertainment cabinet already placed into position. The small space of living room floor was covered with newspaper used in the packing, now strewn about as each wrapped item was unwrapped. Jenn was kneeling in the midst of it all.
"I know, I know it's a mess," she said as I walked in. "But don't judge me, I just moved in and I'm trying to figure out where everything goes yet."
"No judging at all," I said, raising my hands. "I've been there. What are you unpacking now?"
"So, right now I'm going through the kitchen stuff. I have this box which is like pans and all sorts of like larger cookware. And I have this one, which is all my glasses and my mugs. I have so many mugs it's like unnecessary, but I love them." She giggled. "And, um... I know, I'm like telling you everything. I don't know why."
"The excitement of moving to a new place and meeting new people," I smiled.
"I also have this box, which is like things I should probably get rid of but that I'm weirdly attached to. So, we'll leave that one for now." Jenn stood, wiping her hands on her jeans. "But um, the wine, yeah, the wine. Let me pour some for us. I take it you like red wine, or was this just an excuse to hang out?"
"Oh, no. The red will do just fine." I sat on the edge of the sofa, looking at the boxes.
"It's weird, like, we live right next door and I don't know how I've never seen you around here before. Like, I'd recognize your face. I mean, you're beautiful," Jenn said from the kitchen.
I smiled. "Thank you. You're gorgeous yourself," I said. "So you live alone? No boyfriend? Or... girlfriend?"
"No... I moved away from a bad relationship in Jersey. I'm starting over fresh."
"Alone and on the market can be really nice out here. There's a lot to choose from," I smiled. I had memories of my own dates over the years and the variety of options I was given. Of course, I was pretty much open to anything at this point. I'd had so many different experiences.
But one thing I noticed specifically about my dates... I liked submissive company more. I like being in control. It was sometimes hard to find these days, but sometimes I got lucky at the local club.
"Sometimes even choices you never expected," I said, almost hinting at something. "What are you looking for Jenn the new neighbor? Maybe I can help you with that, too."
Jenn was quiet for a moment. "An interesting question. And an interesting offer. Tell me something," Jenn said from the kitchen. "Are you flirting with me?"
"Flirting?" I asked, standing again, intrigued by the question. Was I? Did I just do that subconsciously nowadays? "I don't think so."
"Sorry, I just kinda get a vibe from you, that's all."
"A vibe? I didn't realize I was sending out a vibe. Do you get these... vibes... often?" I asked. This conversation was certainly not going the direction I expected.
"Mmhmm... unfortunately I do. It's probably all my imagination." Jenn came out from the kitchen holding two glasses in one hand and the opened bottle of wine in the other. "Here you go." She handed one of the glasses to me and poured a healthy amount of wine into it, then repeated it with her own glass. "Cheers! To new apartments, new neighbors, and interesting questions." She took a sip and then giggled as a little of the liquid slipped over her lips and down her chin. I was beginning to like this flirty little woman. I used a finger to help wipe the wine from Jenn's chin.
"Ok," Jenn said, setting her glass down. "I'm gonna change really quick. I'm not super comfortable in this outfit and I feel like I need to be in my comfy clothes. So I'm gonna be right back. Ok? You just sip on the wine and don't go through any of my weird stuff." Jenn giggled as she dashed back to her bedroom.
I smiled deviously as the young girl left, taking another sip of my wine. This encounter might be far better than I had hoped, I thought. I sat on the edge of the couch again and pulled the weird-stuff box a little closer, edging the lid open a little, too.
I couldn't see much in the box, but what I did see was a bit intriguing. At the top of the box were bondage straps, some rope, and some DVDs that were pretty... interesting... from just the cover pictures alone. It seemed like my new neighbor was a bit into kinky sex. I heard Jenn coming back so I closed the box and lifted my glass to take another sip of her wine.
Jenn rounded the corner. "I hope you don't mind," she said as I saw her comfortable outfit. It raised my eyebrows a bit and piqued my interest. "My favorite outfit," Jenn said, holding her arms out and spinning, "honestly, is just thigh-high socks, shorts, and a crop-top. It's like, kinda my relaxation uniform."
I nodded my approval, looking Jenn up and down and taking another sip of my wine. She was a very attractive young woman.
"Are you comfy?" Jenn asked. "Are you ok with this?"
"Oh I'm definitely ok with it. It's just a bit more revealing than I expected. Did you wear that for me?"
"No," Jenn said, trying to act innocent. "This is what I always wear. And, well, you're in my apartment and I can wear what I want, right? I think that's the rules. Right?
I smiled softly. "I think so."
"I think so, too," Jenn giggled. She moved to the living room floor again and picked up her wine glass. "Ok, so... tell me a little about yourself."
"Hmmm... me? There's not a lot to tell, really. I grew up in Oklahoma and I've been divorced for over 10 years, moving here right afterwards. I've been enjoying the single life ever since."
Jenn took a sip of her wine and looked at me. "Are you always so forthright in your interests?"
"My... interests?" I asked.
"You know, like, your interests in women." She smiled, meeting my eyes, as if it was such an innocent observation but I knew she was flirting.
"You think I have an interest in women?" I asked.
"Well, I only ask because it did seem oddly serendipitous that you just happened to be standing right outside my door as I was going out. Almost like, maybe you were peeking into my apartment. I'm not accusing you of anything. I'm just, you know, observing... wondering... thinking."
"Hmmm... interesting."
"Nothing crazy, don't worry," Jenn said, looking down again. "Plus, if that were the case, it's pretty flattering. I'm not gonna lie."
"It would be flattering for an older woman to be interested in you?" I asked.
Jenn hesitated for a moment, taking a sip of wine before responding. "Mmmhmm... yeah it is."
There was a break in the conversation at that moment, with me not knowing how to respond to that. I was used to approaching women and was used to seducing them. I was even used to having women come on to me. But... I never expected it with my young next-door neighbor.
"Why are you acting so shy now?" Jenn asked. "You weren't shy a few minutes ago. What happened?"
"Oh, I assure you I'm not shy," I smiled.
"Well, you're just... less talkative." Jenn stood, pushing the box of weird stuff further away. She grabbed her wine and took another sip.
"I'm less talkative now?" I continued to smile, enjoying this game.
"Mmhmm," Jenn said. "Is it my outfit? Is it? Is it too... revealing?" Jenn cocked a hip to the side and ran a hand down across her bare abdomen. "You can tell me. Don't be nervous. I mean... I know I have a nice ass." Jenn giggled as she turned to show me her rear end. "And I know these shorts are just like... a little too small... And frankly, so is this crop top and it was already cropped, so... it probably doesn't help that I'm not wearing a bra, but, you know, my apartment my rules. It's only fair, right?"
"Right," I agreed. "Your apartment, your rules indeed."
"I do see you looking at me, though," Jenn said confidently. "And I know I'm not imagining it. I have news for you though." Jenn bent forward to be closer to me as she whispered. "I want to fuck you, too."
"You do, do you?" I asked, lifting a hand and touching Jenn's hip, one fingertip barely touching her skin.
"Mmhmm. Yeah, I want to fuck you, too. I see the way that you've been watching me. When I bend over. When I lift my hands over my head to stretch and my top comes up just a little too far. Mmhmm... I've seen you. And, between you and me... I really... really... want your pussy."
I grabbed the material in Jenn's thin shorts and pulled her so that she stood right in front of me. I raised my hands to hold both of Jenn's hips, holding her in place.
Jenn giggled, almost as if drunk. But I knew better. This girl was the perfect lesbian flirt.
"Oh my God, is it hot in here?" she asked me, giggling. "I'm so embarrassed. I can't believe I'm saying this. But I know you want it too. I do. I know you want it. You totally want it."
I looked up at her, her crop top teasing a look at the underside of her breasts. I wanted to just reach up and squeeze them and slide my tongue over her hard, little nipples.
"What if I just lift my top up a little bit," Jenn offered as if reading my mind. She lifted the front of her shirt. "Just a little bit. I'll lift it only to the edge of my nipple. No further. See? Aren't my tits beautiful? Perky... and big...
"Yes... they're very nice," I said softly, smiling as this young thing came on to me.
"Do you want to touch them?" Jenn asked, teasingly pulling her shirt up and down, teasingly showing one breast and then the other.
"Mmm... I'd love to do more than touch," I moaned softly. I don't know if she knew or not, but she was playing with fire.
"You do?" she asked, smiling that I wanted to play with her. "Go ahead. Touch them."
I slid my hands up the young woman's abdomen, cupping her breasts and squeezing them. I repeated the squeeze, sliding it outwards towards her nipples, letting them slide between my fingers so I could pinch them.
"Oh... yeah... don't be shy. Listen, you fuck me good enough and maybe this won't be the last time. Wouldn't that be fun?"
"Mmmm... I think that would be very fun," I agreed, licking my lips. This young thing was certainly teasing me just right. And to have this little thing waiting in my bed would be a wonderful gift.
"Wouldn't it? Having a little slutty neighbor who want's your pussy twenty-four-seven?" Jenn seemed to really like how I was teasing her nipples and squeezing her breasts. She groaned softly as I pinched her nipples as she looked down at me. The pain mixed with the pleasure was intoxicating. "Mmmm yeah... fuck yeah... keep touching me like that." Jenn moved even closer, sliding into my lap and sitting down, her knees on the outside of my thighs. Both of us were so close, both able to touch the other easily.
Jenn moved her hands onto my breasts, squeezing them, too. "I'm gonna touch you too, ok? Yeah?"
"I'd like that... but... with you down on your knees before me," I said. "Down little one." Jenn smiled and slid down until she was on her knees between my legs. She reached up and began fondling my breasts through my blouse and then helped me unbutton and remove it. I reached behind myself and unclasped my bra, sliding it down my arms before Jenn leaned forward, her hands on my breasts, squeezing them.
I watched excitedly and shivered as this young woman lifted my nipple to her tongue and slowly licked it while looking up at me. She giggled when she felt my little quiver of pleasure and then began sucking on my nipples.
"I know you're wet," I said softly, stroking Jenn's hair. "I know you've been wet since I've been here."
"Mmmmm," Jenn moaned as she sucked on my fat, swollen nipple. "God, yes."
"Stand for me." Jenn rose to her feet, at my command, suddenly feeling a cold chill from her excitement. She quivered as she watched me slowly slide a hand up her leg and to her inner thigh. My hand was definitely colder than her thigh and I moved it higher and higher, sliding up to the junction of Jenn's legs.
"Oh God," Jenn moaned as my fingers slid along her pussy over her tight little shorts.
"Mmm... you're very wet for me," I said softly. "You should take those off."
Jenn reached down and quickly unfastened her shorts, then slid both them and her frilly panties down her legs and off. I held my hand out and, taking the hint, Jenn dropped her panties into it. I slowly raised them to my nose, taking a deep breath while Jenn watched, mesmerized.



"Mmm... you smell absolutely delicious," I told her as I looked longingly at her very bare pussy. She was shaved completely bare and her lips were indeed engorged and wet.
"I... uh," Jenn started, nervously. She was breathing hard, her breasts rising and falling beautifully beneath her crop top, her hard, pointed nipples scraping against the cotton material. "I have to tell you that... I haven't had sex in like three months. It's been so stressful with the move and... I'm like, unreasonably horny. So, you'll have to forgive me. But, I gotta get your pussy in my mouth. Yeah, I have to. Please."
"Hmmm... let's see what we can do to help relieve your need," I said, standing with my arms at my sides. "Why don't you take my pants off."
Jenn reached forward to unfasten my pants, but I rebuked her.
"No, no... you know better. On your knees please." I loved watching her kneeling before me, looking up at me with those beautiful eyes, waiting to do whatever I asked.
Jenn smiled and dropped to her knees, then reached up again to my pants. She unfastened them and pulled them down, helping me step out of them. I was wearing a set of white bra and panties that were very lacy and beautiful... something I'm sure Jenn thought was different for a woman my age. But I very much enjoyed feeling sexy and dressing the part at all times.
"May I?" Jenn asked softly, looking up and meeting my gaze.
I smiled and nodded, so Jenn leaned forward, gently pressing her nose into my panties and inhaled. My wonderful aroma only fueled Jenn's desire for me. She reached up, hooked her fingers into the waist band, and slowly pulled them down. Ever since my first date after my divorce, I've kept my pussy shaved with a small strip of hair above my clit. I love the naughtiness and my dates certainly love the soft, smooth feel.
"Take your top off," I said and Jenn moved quickly to pull it over her head, throwing it aside. Aside from her socks, she was now completely naked.
"Oh my God, I'm salivating looking at your pussy," Jenn moaned. "May I lick you?"
"Mmm... you may little one," I said. In fact, I couldn't wait any longer.
Jenn quickly slid forward, her hands moving between my legs to cup my ass as her mouth quickly found my pussy. My lips were thick and engorged, ready to be sucked, as Jenn was quick to do. The room was filled with the sounds of her licking and sucking my pussy as I watched her. I loved watching her lick me.
"Mmmm, such a good little pussy slut," I said.
"Mmhmmm!" Jenn replied forcefully, without taking her mouth away. She seemed to love being demeaned by a powerful woman.
She stopped for just a moment. "Sometimes, like, when I start sucking... it makes me a little stupid. But I'm hungry for pussy and you're so beautiful. I knew your pussy would taste so good." She quickly returned to sucking and licking, giving me such wonderful pleasure. It'd been a while since I'd been licked so ravenously.
"That's so good," I said, encouraging my new toy. "You're making me so wet and juicy. Do you like that? Do you like licking mommy's pussy?"
"God yes!" Jenn replied, barely taking her mouth from my pussy. The way she swirled her tongue over my clit was driving me insane.
Then Jenn stopped and pulled back slightly. "You know what I really like?" she asked, looking up at the me. I was in a pleasure-filled daze from the way she loved my clit. "I really like getting put in my place. I mean, don't you think I'm kind of a slut? Just meeting my new neighbor and I immediately have her pussy in my mouth? Don't you think? My intentions may not have been entirely pure. But my intention to fuck you is. And sluts like me... desperate... and hungry for pussy... sluts like me need to get fucked."
"Do you now?" I asked, amused. It truly had been a long time since I'd had such a slut in my bed.
"Yeah... Look at my face. You see this pretty makeup? Yeah? I want you to make it run down my face." I looked at her, not sure what she was asking for. "Yeah, you heard me. Do you know the best way to do that? Do you?" I shook my head. I knew of many, but not sure which one Jenn was hoping for. Did she want me to slap her around? "The best way to do that is to make me cry. Do you want to? Do you? Do you want to see my pretty makeup smeared? Yeah? Then why don't you hold me down a little bit? Or are you too scared?"
I smiled and reached down to stroke Jenn's face. Suddenly, I moved my hand and slapped her, then grabbed her hair from behind tightly in my fist.
"Oh... I'm definitely not scared to smear your makeup." I pulled her by her hair, making her lie down on the floor and moved to stand over her. Jenn was looking up at me, with a desperate, needy grin, and watched me lower myself, putting one knee on either side of her head. I took both of Jenn's arms and raised them over her head, my knees now trapping them there.
Jenn was now helpless, with my pussy hovering right over her mouth. "You're such a wonderful fucking slut," I said before lowering my pussy onto Jenn's face, pushing down, sealing my wet pussy lips over and around her young mouth. I could feel Jenn's tongue push up inside me and began humping her face. I slid my pussy forward and back, pushing down, covering her whole face with my juices.
Each time I slid forward enough, I could hear Jenn gasping for breath, and then slid back, sliding my clit over her nose and then mouth and chin. I love treating little girls like the sluts they are and kept grinding into Jenn's face, not caring about smothering her. The more Jenn gasped for breath, the more excited I became. After a minute or so, I stopped and moved slightly off Jenn's face to look down at her.
I can't tell you how incredible it felt to have so much power and control over her, especially knowing that she wanted me to dominate her.
*****
Emmanuelle could see that Vicki's pupils were dilated, her breathing was a bit deeper, and she looked... excited... by Emmanuelle's description of her date. Did Vicki think about being dominated like that? Was she excited by it?
Maybe that was something Emmanuelle could explore more deeply.
*****
It took a second for Jenn to catch her breath. "So... you do know how to make girls cry, huh?" she asked.
"You have no idea what all I can do to you, slut," I said. Then I simply pressed down again, humping and fucking her face and mouth, feeling Jenn's tongue slide up against my asshole. It took longer than I expected to orgasm, but when I did it was glorious. I could hear Jenn gurgling, trying to breath and released her again, lifting off her face. I reached back and slid two fingers into Jenn's sopping wet pussy, teasing and slapping her clit. "You are such a dumb, wet slut. And now you're my dumb wet slut to fuck as I please."
"Oh my God... Ok... you're right. I'm a dumb slut, you're right. And I'm so wet from that. I am. And your pussy is so wonderfully wet. You like seeing me cry all over your pussy?"
I kicked my leg over Jenn's body, leaving her on her back. "I do. And if you're a good little girl you'll cry all over my pussy a lot more."
"Yeah... mmhmm... I'll be good... I'll be so good," Jenn said.
"But for now... I really really want to fuck... this... pussy," I said, sliding my fingers inside her again, slapping her clit with my palm on the last three syllables.
"You wanna fuck my pussy? Yeah? Oh, you can have it. If you can fuck my face like that, I know you can fuck my pussy," Jenn said, sitting up, her hands on the floor behind her, propping her up. "I uh... I have something... in that box."
"In your naughty box?" I asked smirking. I bet she had a lot of fun little things in that box.
"You looked?" Jenn asked.
"A little. Enough to know you're... special."
Jenn smiled. She liked thinking she was special. "Yeah... it's in there."
"Then I think you should go get it before I change my mind." I waited patiently while Jenn got up on her hands and knees and crawled to the box. She opened it and fished around a little, looking back to smile at me as if she hoped I would like what she found as much as she did. She pulled out a two-headed dildo that had a wicked ninety-degree angle in it. A strapless dildo. Something that women use to fuck other women.
I smiled as she looked at it. I'd used a few different types with a few dates and this one looked nice. It looked like it was made to be comfortable and pleasurable to the wearer with a nice bulbous head on one end and the dick attached looked long and thick. I wondered how many times Jenn had been fucked by a woman wearing this.
"Have you... used one of these before?" Jenn asked, almost embarrassed to have it.
I reached out and took it from her, moving it in my hands to prepare to put it on. I looked at her, smiling deviously. Then lifted one leg and slowly pushed the bulbous head into my pussy, delighting on the feel of being so full. It was set up so wonderfully that I was going to get a tremendous amount of pleasure from it, too.
Every move I made sent pleasure rippling through my body, but I wanted more. I stood and took Jenn's hand lifting her up and moving her onto the arm of the couch and sitting her on it. I stroked Jenn's thighs as the girl moaned softly. Then I moved my hips forward and pushed the dildo into Jenn's pussy.
"Oh... I'm so wet," Jenn said feeling the thick rubber slowly push inside her. "It's because I'm a slut, I know it is."
I didn't waste any time. As soon as the cock was pushed in half-way, I started thrusting... hard and fast... grabbing Jenn's legs for leverage. I wanted this girl too badly to go slow.
"Oh my God you're going to fuck me hard right away. Holy shit!"
My hips slapped into her ass again and again, making Jenn's body shake beneath me. Jenn's tits were bouncing nicely, wobbling with every thrust.
"Oh... you like watching my tits bounce, don't you?" Jenn asked, moaning.
"Oh yeah... with every fucking thrust."
"Look how messy my makeup is... Oh, I looked so pretty before, but now I just look like a stupid slut... You want me to be your fucking... slutty... neighbor? You want to use me whenever you want? Yeah?" Jenn was moaning loudly with every thrust. She loved getting totally fucked and I was very determined to do so.
I reached down with one hand and stroked Jenn's face, smearing her makeup even more. Then I pressed a finger against Jenn's lips, encouraging it's entrance, as I continued fucking her.
"Oh my god... fuck," Jenn groaned. "Oh... yeah... suck your finger? Mmmmm," she said as she sucked my finger inside, her tongue sliding over it. "You want to make me cry more? You want to fuck me?" I pushed another finger into her mouth, pushing them deep until she was gagging on both of them. Then I pushed out and in again, treating my fingers like a thick cock.
She was breathing heavy when I finally pulled them out. I wiped her spittle onto her tits, then slapped them. God, her tits were so nice and responded so well to my every touch.
Jenn was breathing heavy now as she tried to catch her breath. "Yeah, you can slap my tits. Yeah, go ahead, go ahead."
I didn't need her permission, but I appreciated it. I slapped both of them a few times, making her tits bounce even more, making them wobble and bounce. Her nipples were hard and I pinched and twisted them lightly.
"Oh... fuck... Oh my God if you keep fucking me like this I'm gonna cum so hard... yeah," she whimpered.
I didn't tell her, but I was close to cumming, too. But I was bound and determined to make her cum long before I did. And I hoped to make her cum many times before I did. She was my plaything to use and abuse as I saw fit.
She started grunting as my thrusting increased even faster. "Oh my God... Oh, fuck! Oh my God... yeah... fuck yeah... all the way in."
I grabbed her hair, pulled her head forward awkwardly, then slapped her face twice. "You're such a fucking slut," I said.
As if in drunken haze, she kept repeating that phrase in a sing-song voice. God, she was adorable! "I'm just a slut... I'm just a slut... yeah you're right I'm just a stupid slut... fuck yeah... I want you to use me whenever you want."
"I intend to," I told her, and she smiled.
"Mmmm," she moaned, twisting her body in pleasure. "I want you to fuck my tight pussy... my pretty pink fucking slut pussy... any time you fucking want."
And finally, her voice raised to nearly a scream as she started cumming.
"Oh fuck! Oh my God! Yes! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! Fuuuuuuu"
She came hard, her body twisting in front of me and I had to hold her tight to keep her from falling off the arm of the couch. I could feel her pussy trying to expel my girl-cock from inside it, but I did everything I could to stay inside. I wanted to give her pussy something really nice to squeeze against, hopefully making her orgasm that much stronger.
"Oh, fuck!" she whispered weakly when her trembling had finally started to subside. She dropped her hand to her pussy and touched it, sliding a solitary finger inside, as she looked at me so innocently. "Look," she giggled. "You can see it practically drip out. You want to feed it to me?"
I smiled in agreement and slid two of my fingers into her sopping wet pussy. She shivered at my touch as I coated my fingers thoroughly by fingering her.
"Oh.... it's sensitive," she giggled, moving her hips.
I removed my fingers and held them in front of her face, teasing her by keeping them just out of reach.
"Please... I want it... I want it," she begged again and again as I kept them too far away. Then I slipped them into her warm, wet mouth to let her taste herself.
I pulled them free from her mouth and tasted them in my own while she moved to sit on the couch. I pulled the girl-cock free and set it on the coffee table, then sat down beside her.
"Oh my God, you made me cry. You're so mean," she giggled.
"As if that's not what you wanted," I smiled.
"No, you're right. You did exactly what I asked, so." She paused, just looking at me and smiling. Then she snuggled into me and kissed me deeply. "It looks like we're going to be spending more time together. What a great way to meet the new neighbor."
*****
As Emmanuelle finished her tale, she got up. "More tea?" she asked.
"Yes... please," Vicki said, shaking her head as if stunned for a moment.
Emmanuelle moved into the kitchen and refilled their tea cups from the simmering pot of water on the stove. The Wild Raspberry Hibiscus blend was so delicious. She was completely hooked and by the look of the box, she was going to have to buy more.
She walked back into the living room with the two cups and handed one to Vicki. As Vicki took it, Emmanuelle's hand grazed against her and she felt a electrical spark pass between them. A spark that was... exciting.
"Was that a strange enough date for your story," Emmanuelle asked, moving to the chair and taking a seat.
Vicki laughed. "Strange enough in my book. It'll go great with my story. I guess you can really find dates anywhere. It doesn't take a dating site or some bar or dance club."
"That's been my experience," Emmanuelle smiled. "My dates seem to find me as much as I go looking for them."
"Do you ever have a dry spell? A time where you just don't seem to find anyone?"
Emmanuelle smiled and looked down for a moment. "You have to understand. I don't see those as dry spells. They're more time to just do what I want to do. A time to not worry about what someone else wants for a change."
"That's a pretty good way to look at it," Vicki said.
"I know that when I want something... I can find it."
Vicki leaned forward and turned off the recorder. "Now that's a great line for my story."
Emmanuelle smiled. "Happy to help."
Vicki put her recorder into her purse and stood. "Thank you again for having me in your beautiful apartment and talking with me. I will be eager to have another conversation with you in a few days, if you have the time." She held her hand out to Emmanuelle.
Emmanuelle set her tea down and stood, too, extending her own hand to shake Vicki's. Vicki was trembling a little and her hand seemed warmer than usual. Emmanuelle held the young woman's hand a little longer, stroking the back of it with her left hand.
"I would love to spend more time with you," Emmanuelle said. She let that linger for a moment, letting it imply whatever Vicki wanted it to imply. "To help you with your story." She could see Vicki blush a little and look down, embarrassed. "What would you like to talk about next time?"
Vicki could barely think. Emmanuelle's fingertips were stroking the back of her hand, causing all sorts of feelings and emotions to go through her, while her very warm hand held her firmly in place.
"I... um... well... um... I was thinking that we could talk about your... um... your most unexpected date. And then in the last session maybe talk about your most recent dating experience."
"Unexpected?" she said softly, thinking through all the dates she'd had over the past 22 years to find the best match. And one came to mind, one from just a few years ago. "Yes, I think I have an idea for that one."
They walked to the front door and Emmanuelle opened it. "I'll see you in a few days," Vicki said, smiling and nodding her head as she walked through the opening.
"And if you need anything... anything... just give me a call," Emmanuelle said, smiling back.
Vicki nervously smiled and blushed, looked down at the floor, and turned to walk down the hall.
Emmanuelle licked her lips... and watched her for a moment longer.
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The Single Life After Divorce, Part 3
Movie Night
Ding, Dong.
Emmanuelle had been patiently awaiting Vicki's arrival for the past 20 minutes. She checked herself in the mirror and moved to the door of her 10th story apartment. The glass door to her balcony overlooking the Pacific Ocean was open, letting in a warm breeze, which blew a little harder when she opened the door.
"Vicki! Nice to see you again," she said, moving aside to let the young reporter in.
Vicki noticed she was far more casually dressed this time. Emmanuelle was wearing a teal-colored bikini, covered by a see-through white cover-up which, while it had buttons down the front, was open. The color beautifully highlighted her bronze skin. While she knew Emmanuelle was in her 60s, she sure didn't look it. She was very trim and good looking, looking 20 years younger than her physical age. She could only wish she looked like that when she grew older.
"Nice to see you, too," the young woman said, extending her hand. "Thank you for seeing me again."
Emmanuelle took the woman's hand in both of hers, shaking it slightly, but holding it far longer than would normally be appropriate.
"Oh, thank you for coming," Emmanuelle said, smiling. "I'm happy to have company like you. You brighten my day."
"That's so sweet of you." Vicki looked around, wondering where the two would meet this time. "Where should I set up?" she asked.
"I was thinking we could sit on the balcony today. It's just too beautiful out to be stuck indoors."
Vicki smiled and nodded. "That sounds perfect."
"I made some iced tea using that Wild Raspberry Hibiscus, too. It seemed like a better choice for sitting outside in the warm air."
"That would be great. I love that flavor. I went and bought some myself, too."
Emmanuelle guided her guest to the open sliding glass door and opened the screen. The deck outside was the width of her apartment with privacy walls on either side. A low railing was across the front gave them a beautiful view of the ocean. The sun was high in the sky and was still casting a shadow on the deck. It would be an hour before the shadow started receding as the sun fell toward the western horizon. Two chairs and two lounges were on the deck, all facing towards the ocean, with each pair having a small table between them. On the table between the lounges was a pitcher and two glasses of iced tea.
"Please, make yourself comfortable," Emmanuelle said, directing Vicki to the lounges.
Vicki took the far one and sat down, putting her purse on the ground beside her, while Emmanuelle took the other lounge. She picked up a glass and handed it to Vicki. The two then sat for a moment, just enjoying the sights, sounds, and smells of the salty ocean air.
Vicki reached down into her purse and pulled out the recorder, setting it on her leg. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Emmanuelle's bare, tanned leg, her knee bent, foot on the lounge. At the base of her thigh, she could see the rounding of Emmanuelle's mons, covered with the thin, teal bikini bottoms. Emmanuelle's hand lightly stroked her inner thigh as she drank her iced tea. Vicki didn't know why, but she was feeling more and more attracted to Emmanuelle. Was Emmanuelle coming on to her?
She coughed for a moment, clearing her throat. "Are you ready to get started?"
"Yeah," Emmanuelle said, smiling.
Vicki started the recorder and set it on the table between them. "This is Vicki Valentina from Southern California Scene magazine interviewing Emmanuelle, for our third interview on the dating scene in southern California. Thank you again for speaking with me, Emmanuelle."
"My pleasure, Vicki."
"So... in our last interview, we talked about the strangest date you've had since you divorced. At the end of the interview, you indicated that, quote, my dates seem to find me as much as I go looking for them, unquote. That statement intrigued me, so today I thought I'd ask you to tell me about a date that found you. What was the first unexpected date you've had?"
"When you mentioned that at the end of our last interview one came to mind immediately. I was definitely not looking and it definitely found me."
"That sounds interesting," Vicki said.
"It was," Emmanuelle said, remembering that weekend. "I'd been seeing Jacob, the first man I dated after my divorce, for about a year when we finally went our separate ways. I was around 50 or so at the time and I was still having a little trouble figuring out where to find guys my own age. That was when a college friend of mine, Patricia, brought her husband Timothy and granddaughter Samantha out for a visit. The visit was just for a long weekend, to give Samantha a tour of the University of San Diego, one of the schools she was looking at attending the next fall."
"They had planned this little visit around my birthday, arriving that day as a matter of fact."
*****
"Hi, Emm!" Patricia said from the hallway as I opened the door. "Surprise!"
I had to say, I was very surprised. I wasn't expecting them for several hours yet.
"You're early, Patricia!" I said, giving my best friend a huge hug. I was still wearing my bathing suit.
"Well, I wanted to surprise you for your birthday," Patricia said, moving to let her husband and granddaughter through the door. "Emm, this is Timothy," she said and I shook his hand. "The man I've told you so much about. And this is my granddaughter Samantha." I shook her hand as well. "I can't believe that I'm old enough to be a grandmother of a child who's about to start college. Where the hell has the time gone?"
"I know what you mean," I laughed. We may have turned 51 that year, but we still felt like we were in our early 20s.
Patricia looked at me a little funny. "Girl... you look incredible! Did you find some anti-aging potion or something?"
"Oh," I said, suddenly embarrassed to be wearing my bikini. I was definitely the least dressed of all of us and I bet Timothy was getting an eyeful. My suit was pretty small, meant for tanning, not meant for public consumption. "Let me go get changed."
"No problem," Patricia said, as they moved deeper into the apartment. "I love your place. That is an incredible view!"
"Isn't it?" I yelled from my room. I grabbed a bra and panties, t-shirt, and some shorts and laid them on the bed, then reached back and untied my bikini top. I pulled it up and off my head and heard a catch of breath at the door. When I looked, Samantha was there, looking a little embarrassed to be caught, her phone in one hand and suitcase handle in the other.
"Your grandparents will be in the next bedroom, honey. We'll have to figure out where you're going to be," I said, sliding my bra on. I felt a little self-conscious being seen naked by her, but... what the hell. I'd been naked around girls in the high school locker room... and around women at the gym. What was the big deal?
"Ok," she said, and turned to walk back to the living room.
When I finished tugging on my shorts and looking in the mirror to make sure I looked appropriate, I walked out into the living room. All three of them were out on the deck getting a good look at the view and taking pictures.
I showed them where their room was and let them settle in for a moment, and then talked to them about Samantha. She quickly agreed to sleep out on the sofa saying that it looked comfortable enough. Then we spent an hour or two sitting in the living room just reminiscing. It had been a while since we'd talked.
For dinner, they wanted to take me out for my birthday, so we went to a little restaurant nearby that's a favorite of mine and had plenty of good food, good fun, and... liquor. Samantha, of course, couldn't have the latter, but was very involved with the rest, asking questions of me, and getting to know me better.
I found out that they had an appointment tomorrow to meet with people at the university for a tour and discussion on what it takes to go there. She was looking to get a degree in art history and the university had a pretty good program. Another thing that they mentioned was that since Rachel, Patricia's daughter and Samantha's mother, had died several years ago, they had a bit of money to pay for it, but were hoping to have it go further by not having to deal with on-campus housing.
"I was hoping...," Patricia said slowly, "that you might be open to a little company for a few years. We were hoping Samantha could live with you while she's in school and help out with the rent and stuff. It would be nice for her to have a little adult guidance, too, rather than living with a bunch of partying college coeds."
Samantha and I looked at each other. I was wondering if I wanted a roommate... if I wanted someone there when I might want privacy. If I wanted someone there when I might have company over. Balancing that with having someone help with the rent... someone to help keep it tidy... someone to talk to, to come home to at night. And I figured it was only for a couple years, so why not. It could certainly benefit us both.
"Yeah, I'd love to," I said, smiling.
Patricia grabbed my hand and squeezed it. "Thanks Emm! That'll be a huge help."
"My pleasure," I smiled back.
At the end of dinner, they ordered a little cake to be served and even put on a single candle that Timothy lit. It was a nice birthday and a nice present to have them there for it.
Timothy drove us home afterwards and I sat in the back with Samantha. We'd talked a little at dinner about her degree choice and I found out just how interested she was in art and that she was a pretty good artist herself, with a few awards under her belt.
It was late, at least according to my internal clock, when we finally got home and Patricia and Timothy said their goodnights and moved down the hallway towards their room. I grabbed a couple sheets and pillows for Samantha and set up the couch for her to sleep on. I was just saying goodnight when she bounced up to me and hugged me tightly, telling me both thank-you and happy birthday. I thanked her back and before I knew it, she was kissing me.
It was... completely unexpected... completely raw, my head spinning from the liquor... and I couldn't believe how it felt. I'd never, ever kissed a woman before, especially like that. This was way before my experience with my neighbor Jenn, mind you.
And just like it started, she pulled away and moved to the couch. I stood there for a moment longer, stunned, and just watched her sit on the couch. Then, as if in a daze, I wished her good night and walked back to my room, putting my hand to my lips.
I had to admit, I had a little trouble falling asleep that night, with her kiss on my mind. And... I have to admit... that I masturbated. I'd never been with a woman before, so I tried to fantasize about kissing a man like that. I even tried to fantasize about kissing Jacob like that. But my fantasy always returned to kissing her. And... I have to admit... that even though I didn't really even know how two women had sex, I had a huge orgasm at the thought.
I woke early the next day and came out to make breakfast. Samantha was still lying on the sofa, sound asleep, so I slipped into the kitchen. As quietly as I could, I pulled out some pans and made some scrambled eggs and toast.
I set the table just as Patricia and Timothy were coming out. Samantha was awakened by the sounds and smell as well and was sitting up. We had a good breakfast and then my three visitors went to the university for their appointment while I cleaned a little and then just relaxed on the balcony in my bikini again.
They were going to spend most of the day at the university, so we had planned on going to the art museum and then dinner. When they returned around 4:00pm, they relaxed for a few minutes and then we went back out. Timothy drove and I navigated them to the San Diego Museum of Art where we spent the next 3 hours visiting, closing down the place. Samantha absolutely loved it and I was excited to show it to her. She held my hand all the way to the restaurant afterwards. I don't know if Patricia saw it or what she would have said if she did.
It was late again when we finally got back to my apartment, and Patricia and Timothy decided to turn in. They walked down the hall while Samantha and I stood in the living room. I was just about to wish her a good night and turn in myself, when she stopped me.
"When was the last time you stayed up all night and watched old movies?" she asked.
"It has been a very long time," I laughed softly. I could barely remember the last time I was even awake at midnight.
"Let's make some popcorn, find some old movies, and watch them all night long," she said, bouncing over to me and taking my hand. She definitely had energy! And it was a ton more energy than me.
"That sounds so naughty," I whispered, smiling conspiratorially.
"Deliciously naughty," she said smiling back. But her smile was more... devious. She had something on her pretty little mind.
"I'll try... but I won't promise I can stay up as late as you."
"Then I'll do my best to help keep you up," she giggled.
"I'll go get dressed for bed. You put on your nightgown and meet me back here."
"Deal!" she smiled and squeezed my hand.
I walked back to my bedroom and closed the door. I was literally shaking with excitement. This was both scaring and exciting me. I hadn't felt like this in many years. All I could think about was that soul-searing kiss. I tried to convince myself that she was just being fun and silly, that I wasn't turned on by it. But... I was. And I didn't understand why.
Who was I kidding? She was 30 years younger than me! I just had to get over this... this... thing. It's just silly lust. It's nothing. But I couldn't get one question out of my mind. What if she kissed me on purpose?
I shook my head to try to clear it of these thoughts. This was just innocent fun... we were just going to watch some movies like some school-girl sleepover. I went through my drawer to pick out my sleepwear for the night. Something made me pick out a baby-blue, spaghetti-strapped, satin nightie. I slipped off my bra and for some reason ditched my panties, too. I... I couldn't believe I was doing this. Just to be more... matronly... I put on a black, satin robe over top and tied the sash. That would hide my... debauchery.
I went out and saw Samantha sitting on the couch, waiting for me. I went into the kitchen and made some popcorn for us, then, after pouring it into a big bowl, went into the living room. I stopped when I got to the couch and saw was she was wearing... a sexy, red, spaghetti-strapped, see-through top and frilly shorts... obviously with no bra and panties either. I was stunned to see her small breasts and hard nipples hidden behind the flimsy material.
She smiled when she saw me and moved over to give me room to sit beside her and patted the seat. She smiled at me, knowing that I saw... everything. She was definitely not shy.
I sat on the couch beside her and pulled up the sheet to cover myself, setting the bowl of popcorn in my lap.
"Is that... uh... even comfortable to sleep in?" I asked, trying to at least act like a grandmother, and trying not to look at her body like a lecherous old man.
"Very," she said softly. "I hope you don't mind me wearing it."
"No, not at all... It looks... um... really pretty on you."
Samantha reached over and grabbed some popcorn, throwing a few kernels into her mouth. "Pretty?"
I swallowed hard, not wanting to answer that question, not wanting to go where it led. I pressed a button on the remote and quickly selected a cable channel that played old movies and started it.
"Alright, it's on!" I said quickly, leaving her question hanging. "This is an old western. Lot's of action and romance."
"Can't wait," she whispered. She crossed her arms in front of herself, sliding her hands up and down them. "It's cold in here, isn't it?"
"Oh, honey, here," I said. "Take this." I handed her the sheet and then started getting up to get another blanket.
"Where are you going?" she asked as she pulled it over herself.
"To get another blanket," I said.
"We can... share," she suggested, lifting up the end closest to me to show me there was plenty of room for both of us.
I could feel a shiver run down my spine. I was going to be right next to this girl in seconds. And this is going to lead to...
"Ok," I said, surprising myself.
I settled back into the couch and slipped under the end of the sheet she offered. Then I picked up the bowl of popcorn and put it in my lap. It was... my protection.
Samantha moved very close to me and I could feel the heat of her body under the sheet. She lay her head on my shoulder and took another bite of popcorn while I put my arm around her.
This was fine, right? I was just being a caring older woman... to this young... vibrant... beautiful... sexy... desirable coed.
We talked a lot for the first bit of the movie, talking about her home, parents, and grandparents. I tried not to ask too many pressing questions about her mom and her death. I could imagine that was a pretty difficult subject still. But she enjoyed talking about her grandparents.
"I'm pretty close to my grandmother and she knows I'm into girls," she said matter-of-factly.
I can honestly say that shocked me. "Into... girls? So... uh... you're a... lesbian?" I don't know if I'd ever even met a lesbian before. The town I grew up in Oklahoma was pretty conservative and not very populated. And as far as California is concerned, I hadn't met many people.
"Does anybody every really know who they are?" she asked. "I had a really bad string of relationships with guys. One day I met this really cool chick. She turned me on to girls. Actually, I prefer being with women way more than being with men. It's just the word 'lesbian'. It just screams relationship. And I'm not exactly looking for a relationship, if you know what I mean."
"You're more the one night stand type?" I asked, trying not to sound judgmental or condescending.
"I kinda do that," she said, obviously not insulted. "I'm as free as a bird. My mom always said 'live and love like every day is your last'. I think that's why my Grandma and I get along so well."
I smiled. It was pretty refreshing to have an open and honest conversation with someone. "You know, I like how you speak your mind."
"Yeah? Even when you don't agree with it?" she asked.
"Honey, what I think isn't important."
"But I wanna know what you think. Tell me", she said, looking up at me.
"Oh, you're just so different than me." I didn't want to talk about what I thought... about what I felt... about her revelation. I wasn't sure I could handle it.
I smiled down at her and met her gaze. "Maybe... just maybe," she said, "I could convince you for a... short-term... toe curling... screaming in ecstasy.... fuck."
Oh my God! I giggled nervously, not having a clue how to respond.
"Look... you're fun... and funny. You know, it'll be really great getting to know you," I said finally. But her gaze, her desire didn't falter.
"Likewise... but I'm serious," she said, giving me goosebumps. "I bet you've been so... pent up... that I'll blow your eff'ing mind. How long has it been since you got laid?"
"Um..." God this was uncomfortable! This girl was only 18! Thirty years younger than me, for heavens sake.
"What? Does talking about sex make you feel uncomfortable?"
Yes it does! But... I couldn't admit that. "No... no... not at all. And to answer your question... I haven't had sex in 2 years."
"Serious?" she asked, surprised. I'm sure with her obvious drive she barely went a week without sex.
"It's hard to find someone you're compatible with, especially at my age," I said. "Call me old-fashioned but I think that sex is something that is really special and that it should be shared with people you really care about and love."



"So... you're not one to fuck on the first date?" she asked, as if surprised. "You know... maybe you haven't found the right person... you know, someone to push your limits... and make you live a little."
"Maybe..."
"Do you masturbate?" she asked without batting an eye... as if asking if I brushed my teeth.
I'd never had someone ask me a question like that and it threw me for a loop. "Um... maybe we should watch the movie," I said, trying to change the subject. "Or maybe we could talk about something different. Um... like... what do you do for fun? Do you have any pets?"
She smiled. I wasn't sure if she was smiling thinking about the question or about my desire to change the subject. "Yeah, actually. I have a tiny... little... wet... kitty... with really fat lips."
I shivered. I had to change the subject or else something was going to happen. Something I probably wanted to happen but something that shouldn't happen. The scene on the TV changed and I used it to redirect her attention. "Oh... um... I love this part. Are you paying attention?" I asked quickly.
Samantha smiled and put her head on my shoulder. She seemed stopped for now. And then I felt her hand on my thigh under the sheet. It was a bit cold, but I couldn't deny how good it felt.
"Oh! Your hands are so cold!" I took her hand in mine and lifted it up to my face so I could blow warm air on it while cradling it with my warm hands. I felt her press her body even closer to mine.
"Mmmm... your lips are so soft," she whispered.
I blew on her hand for a moment and rubbed it, then released it. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched her slide the shoulder strap of her top off her shoulder before sliding her hand under the sheet and onto my thigh again. I could see the swell of her breast, but could barely see the point of her nipple since the material seemed caught on it. I could imagine how that felt.
What I had a hard time with, though, was the desire that was building up inside me. I had never had a desire to suckle a woman's breast before and my mouth was dry just thinking about doing it with her.
There was a sudden explosion in the movie that caught us both off guard. We both jumped and Samantha jumped into my arms, her one hand on my thigh still, but the other now wrapped around my body. Her cheek was resting on my chest, just a few inches above my own nipple.
"It's ok," I said, giggling a little, trying to calm her.
"Oh, that scared me!" she giggled.
I stroked her hair, trying to calm her down as we continued to watch the TV. I was watching the action in the movie. I had a feeling she was watching something else.
"Ok, I feel much better now," she whispered.
"That's good, honey."
I could feel her hand that was around me, move first to my stomach and then higher, sliding under my breast and then resting right on my nipple. Her fingers started teasing my nipple, making it so fucking hard. God, I'd never felt it so hard before. And her hand on my thigh was still stroking, moving inside my leg... and higher... so close to my... my... pussy.
"Baby," I whispered, as if that would stop her. "You know... your grandparents are right in the next room."
Her hand immediately moved down, closer to my knee and pulled, pulling my legs wide apart, before sliding right back up to the top of my inner thigh. She was right on the verge of touching my very wet pussy.
"I don't care," she said nonchalantly. "I kind of like the idea of knowing my grandparents are in the other room... that we could be caught at any second."
Thankfully, her hand left my thigh and I watched, as if in slow motion, as she raised them to her lips, then licked and sucked on them, getting them very wet. Then, looking at me and smiling, she pulled the sheet off me and lowered them right on to my exposed pussy.
"Honey," I said, starting to protest, when she put her hand over my mouth, silencing me.
"You turn me on so much," she said, craning her neck to reach up and kiss me. God, that was a kiss, too. I felt so weak afterwards. And it didn't help that her fingers were teasing my clit. "I'm so wet. I just want to show you.... how much I want you."
I had no choice but to kiss her back. Her hot body was pressing into me, her fingers teasing my clit so wonderfully. I could feel her hard nipple press into my arm.
I still tried to stop her though... honestly I did. "I don't know," I protested between kisses. "If this is... is this a good idea?"
"It feels right, doesn't it?" she asked, still kissing me. Her breath was so sweet in my mouth.
"Uh huh," I said honestly. "That feels really good." I certainly couldn't deny how wet she was making my pussy. God, her fingers were very knowledgeable about what felt good.
"So what do you think?"
"Uh huh," I moaned. My brain was so cloudy at this point that I'd probably agree to anything.
"You like my fingers in your pussy? Yeah?" she asked, knowing from my moans that I definitely did.
"Yes... please," I whispered in response and she pressed them inside me. I'd been fingered before, many times in fact. But... for some reason... having a girl do it was different. Her touch was more gentle, her fingers slimmer, her knowledge better. "Oh yes, baby girl... yes, baby girl," I moaned softly.
Samantha pulled the shoulder strap of my top down my upper arm, causing the cup to fall from my breast. My nipple was hard from my excitement and the cool air. She immediately bent down and began licking it and sucking on it gently, teasingly, while her fingers continued their work.
"Oh that really feels good," I moaned. "Harder," I begged, wanting her to suck on my nipple more seriously. "Yeah... oh, yeah... right there... yeah... uh huh... Oh, don't stop... oh jeez... Yes, right there... don't stop, please don't stop."
I couldn't believe how good it felt and how excited she made me. It was definitely different than any man had done. Not necessarily better, but definitely different. And I think the difference between them made me even more excited. The fact that this was a woman who was... seductive.
She stopped after a few minutes and gave me a moment to respond. I sat up and set the popcorn bowl aside to keep from it being spilled, removed my robe completely, and threw the sheet aside. I grabbed her head with both hands and kissed her, now feeling in control. And I told you how much I love being in control.
I pushed away and grabbed the bottom of her top, lifting it to take it off... lifting it to expose her little, perky tits. "I can't believe we're doing this," I whispered, shaking my head. And my eyes were drawn right to her nipples. "Look at these," I moaned, bending forward to lick and suck on them. I pushed her to lay her back and knelt over her. God she tasted so good, so fresh.
I felt something tease my pussy and realized that she's slid her leg between mine and was using her foot and toes to stroke me. I'd never felt anything like it before. "Oh wow... Yeah... that's fun... yeah... fuck yeah."
I sat back for a moment, with Samantha's foot still trapped between my legs, resting against my pussy, and grabbed at her pajama bottoms. She lifted her hips to let me pull them down and pulled them off her legs. Her pussy was completely bare, hairless, and so shiny wet. Her tiny lips were engorged and her clit was just peeking out at me, ready to play.
I sat there, stunned. I'd never been with a girl before. I didn't know what I was doing, what I was supposed to do. And just sat there staring at her lovely, naked body.
Samantha took advantage of my immobility and quickly sat up, pushing me to lay me back on the couch, reversing our positions.
"Oh, you're just full of surprises," I giggled, the spell temporarily broken.
She grabbed both of the straps of my top and pulled on them, pulling my top completely down to expose my breasts. Then her hands grabbed them, squeezing them, pinching my nipples and teasing them.
"I was imagining what these looked like," she said, looking at me with a youthful hunger I hadn't seen in such a long time.
"Yeah," I whispered. "Your hands feel so good."
Samantha then leaned down over me, on her own knees and began licking and sucking on my nipples.
"Oh my God... yes," I moaned. It had been far too long since I'd felt this.
"Such nice nipples," she whispered in between licks.
"Yes... that's awesome. Wow!" I couldn't do anything but watch her lick and suck on me. It was turning me on so much. I had never, ever even imagined a woman doing this, much less someone so young. She moved to my other nipple and repeated the process, making them both so hard and sensitive. "Oh my God... Oh that feels so good."
Then she kissed down my body, slowly kissing, sucking, and licking my flesh, moving lower and lower. She moved right between my spread knees and I watched her smile up at me as she moved to one knee and began kissing and licking there. Every kiss, every lick was moving her mouth down, closer and closer to my very needy pussy.
"This feels so very right," she whispered, and looked up at me as her tongue slid out and licked the entire length of my pussy. She kept licking, softly and slowly, teasing me. It felt absolutely incredible!
"Yeah... Oh, fuck," I moaned, looking up at the ceiling. I was enjoying it, but wanted to deny who it was giving me so much pleasure. It just couldn't be an 18 year old girl... it just couldn't be my best friend's granddaughter.
"Does that feel good?" she asked.
"Yes." I had to admit it. It did. It felt incredible. "It does sweetie," I said, still not able to look at her.
"You look so beautiful, especially when you're so turned on. Watch me while I suck your pussy," she said.
I looked down at her and met her beautiful, blue eyes as she started sucking and licking harder and faster. She was intent on making me cum in her mouth
"Oh my Gosh, yes... wow... yes please... yes... suck on my clit... I fucking love it." I was moaning, my body moving a little beneath her, accepting her love. And before I knew it, I was cumming. It crashed over me but I felt like a warm river running through it. My body flushed as my legs quivered.
Samantha slowed her licking, just teasing my pussy and clit now.
"Wow! That was amazing!" I moaned, completely surprised how great it did feel.
"I made a mess. Sorry," she giggled softly.
"It's a beautiful mess... oh my God." I sat up and grabbed her face, pulling her into a kiss once again. I could taste myself on her lips and tongue, and could see and feel my juices all over her cheeks and chin.
"Now... why don't you lay back... and let me make a mess of you." I wanted to lick her. I wanted to taste her. I didn't know how to do any of it, but I figured I could at least do to her what I liked done to me. I'd just have to let her reactions be my guide. She lay back and I lay on my stomach between her legs. I watched her as I moved up to her knee and started kissing, licking, and sucking on her skin, just how she did to me.
"Oh, I cannot wait to feel your tongue on my clit. I've been wanting this since I got here."
I laughed softly. She had this ability to just say the best, raw, raunchy, unexpected things. "Smart little lady," I giggled. Then I moved over her pussy. I could smell her scent and it was intoxicating. I moved my lips over her flesh, just above her clit. "I have to let you know. I've... I've never done this before. So..."
Samantha giggled and licked her lips as she squeezed her tits. "Come on... I want to see that pretty face between my legs and that tongue on my pussy. Stick your tongue out... come on."
I slipped my lips over and around her clit for a moment then I licked it, tasting her for the very first time. She tasted much like me. And I loved it. And her pussy was so soft and inviting.
"Mmmm," she moaned softly, enjoying what I was doing, although I felt extremely incompetent. "That feels good for a start." I licked more, over and around her clit, trying to tease it, trying to make her too hot to notice my lack of ability. "Mmhmm... there you go," she whispered. "Ahhhh, you're a natural."
I moved my tongue even lower, sliding it up and along her labia. They were so engorged and so wet. Her taste was even better here. I slipped my tongue between her lips, licking right on her pink, inner flesh.
"Oooh, that's very good. You just keep doing that until I tell you to stop." So I did. I licked there, teasingly, then sliding deep between them. I felt her hole and slid the tip of my tongue inside for a moment. "Oh fuck, that's good. Yeah, just... just like that."
I wrapped my arms around her thighs and licked up to her clit once again. I could feel her body tremble, her breathing catch. She was moaning softly with every breath now.
"Oh fuck!" she giggled. "Damn, that feels good." I was so happy that I was able to make her feel good and her response emboldened me to keep going... and... maybe try something different, too.
"You're so beautiful," she whispered, looking down at me, her mouth open with pleasure.
I opened my mouth wide and pressed forward, sealing it against her pussy and sucked. I felt her pussy lips slip into my mouth and I clamped down on them with my lips, sucking and pulling on them.
"Your little pussy fits right in my mouth," I said, before doing it again. This time, I pushed my tongue out, slipping it as deeply into her hole as I could.
"Oh, it does fit in your mouth perfectly. Uh huh... Your tongue is meant to be right there."
I pulled back for a moment, lightly licking her labia again. "You like my tongue in your cunt?"
"I do... fuck, I do... oh... that... that feels so good." I could tell she was getting closer and closer to her orgasm. Her skin was flushed, her breasts looking a lovely shade of pink. Her nipples were hard and pointed.
"Cum for me baby," I whispered as I slid my tongue over her clit quickly, side to side.
Samantha moaned softly as she came, her whole body shaking softly at first and then more violently. It was so beautiful to watch... and to make happen. As her body relaxed a little, I stopped moving over her clit.
"Such a delicious pussy. Look at that." I looked down and saw her very wet pussy convulsing beneath me, her body quivering in release. I touched her clit with just the tip of my tongue, teasingly.
"Oh, so sensitive... so sensitive," she giggled, moving her hips to pull away a little.
"I love watching you squirm," I said, licking a little more firmly. In seconds she was cumming again.
"Oh, fuck!" she moaned, squeezing my head with her thighs. I thought she was going to crush my skull for a moment, but then it was over and she relaxed again. "Holy shit," she said loudly and she grabbed my head and pulled me up for a kiss. I was laying on her, body on body, skin on skin.
Our pussies were right against each other and for some reason I started grinding against her. I don't know if she felt anything or not, but I sure did.
"Oh fuck," I whispered. "Yes!"
"Don't you like being this dirty?" she asked me. I had to admit, this felt incredible even if it was wrong. Or maybe because it was wrong, I didn't know.
"Yeah," I moaned, smiling, and kept moving my sweaty body against hers, pressing my pussy into her again and again.
She grabbed my ass, pulling my hips against her even harder as she lifted her legs up into the air. Her pussy was now more exposed and I could feel mine rubbing against hers now.
"You can do this to me every single night," she whispered, and then kissed me.
"Oh my gosh, such a dirty little girl. Kiss me with that filthy mouth." We kissed for what seemed like forever, our tongues playing in each others mouths, dueling. Then I sat up, smiling. She truly had made me a happy woman. I sat down on the couch as she sat up.
"You want to see something I've learned?" she asked.
"Ok," I said and let her push me to my back. She then got up on her knees and turned away from me. She kicked one leg over mine and let the other slide beneath my leg as she moved backwards. She kept coming back until her pussy was touching mine. It felt far better than the touching I was doing moments before.
"How does that feel?" she asked as she started grinding her pussy against mine. We were both so wet we slid together easily and her pussy kept sliding over and around my clit.
"It feels fucking amazing," I admitted. Our pussies were so wet they sloshed every time we moved against each other.
"Listen to that... oh that's a wet pussy right there," she giggled.
"Oh my God yes," I moaned. It felt so fucking good. "Yes, please keep grinding into my pussy, baby... yes... please."
"Oh, you're so fucking wet," she said. "I can fucking hear it."
"That's it... that's it... right there, right there, right there!" God it felt so good. I'd never cum like this before. And it felt so amazing. "Jeez... so... fucking... good!" I tried to grab onto something, tried to pull her into me harder, but there was little there. I put my hand on her ass.
"Oh," she moaned, giggling. Her hips were moving so fast now. "I feel it... I feel it... your pussy feels so good."
I couldn't hold out any longer, fell over the edge, and came. My pussy was practically squirting into hers and drenching both of us and the couch beneath us.
"Wow!" I said as Samantha moved away from me and turned towards me, giggling. I held my hands out to her, wanting her to lay with me.
She slid into my arms and kicked her leg over me, hooking my leg and pulling on it to spread my legs apart. Then she slid her hand down and started to gently finger my pussy.
"Oh, you're such a dirty little thing," I giggled, kissing her. My pussy was so sensitive but her touch felt incredibly good.
"Mmhmmm! I know."
"I think we missed the movie," I said, looking at the TV as it scrolled the movie credits.
"There are plenty more movies... and other things... for the rest of the night," she giggled, kissing me again.
*****
"Well," said Emmanuelle. "See what I mean about my dates finding me?" Her hand was on her inner thigh, an inch from her pussy, just lightly touching there, teasingly. She could feel her wetness beneath that thin material and wished she could touch herself. This memory definitely excited her.
"That's the second one you've mentioned that just seemed to materialize out of nothing. Have you had many dates like that?"
She thought for a moment, trying to think of all the dates she'd had since she got divorced. "Well, there've been several, but not as many as you'd think. Like I said, I like to be in control. And being in control from the beginning is even more fun."
Vicki swallowed hard. Emmanuelle's story excited her greatly. She felt her own wetness between her legs, beneath her shorts. She couldn't wait to get home to her boyfriend tonight. He was in for a big, big surprise. She grabbed her recorder and stopped it and turned to put it into her purse. When she turned back, Emmanuelle's hand was under her bathing suit, sliding into her pussy.
"I, um... I'll see you again in a few days, if that's ok," she said nervously. Seeing Emmanuelle squirm on her own hand was more fascinating than she would have thought. "Thank you again... for... um... for talking to me." She stood, awakening Emmanuelle from her little fantasy.
Emmanuelle pulled her fingers free and brought them to her lips, licking them. "Sorry," she giggled. "I got a little carried away."
"I see that," Vicki laughed. "But I do need to get going and... um... let you get back to... well... you know."
Emmanuelle laughed at Vicki's obvious nervousness. It was so cute... and actually attractive. She led Vicki back into the apartment and to the door. She watched Vicki walk down the hallway for a moment as the young woman headed for the elevator, focusing on her ass, and then moved back into her apartment and closed the door. As she slowly walked back out onto the balcony, she untied her bikini bottoms, letting them fall to the floor and stepped out of them. She easily slid back into the lounge and began masturbating, remembering both the 4 years of fun and excitement with Samantha, and the past hour spent with Vicki.
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The Single Life After Divorce, Part 4
The Aid
"So, I have a confession to make," Vicki said. She and Emmanuelle were sitting on Emmanuelle's deck once again, looking over the beautiful Pacific Ocean a week after their last interview. The sun was overhead, slowly creeping westward, and driving the shadow back that was currently covering them. In another hour, they'd be basking in its warmth.
Emmanuelle brought her iced tea to her lips and took a sip. "Mmmm... do tell," she said. She was wearing a black bikini today, with the white cover-up again. Vicki could swear that this one was even smaller than the teal one she wore last time.
"Well, I hope you won't be mad or anything, but... while I was working on my article, I was playing back our interview from last week... and... and my boyfriend heard it... and..."
"And?" Emmanuelle asked, getting very interested in this confession.
"Well... let me just say that we had the best sex ever that night," Vicki giggled.
"Mmm... that sounds lovely," Emmanuelle said softly, smiling. Knowing that someone had sex because of her, thinking about her, was a huge turn on. And maybe her flirting with Vicki was starting to pay off. "Is he... large?" she asked, licking her lips.
Vicki blushed. "Yeah... he's pretty big. And he knows how to use it."
"Did you play the others, too?" Emmanuelle was stroking her inner thigh, sliding so close to her mound as Vicki watched. She was getting so turned on by this confession that she was going to need some relief soon.
Vicki blushed even more. "Yes... God, I hope you don't mind. He just... he wanted to hear them after hearing the first. They really turned him on. I'm so embarrassed."
"Oh, don't be embarrassed," Emmanuelle said. "It's a natural reaction. And sex is a very beautiful act. I may have to interview you and get some of the very juicy details."
They both giggled.
"That would be different," Vicki said. "Before I tell you all the deep secrets of my sex life, though, why don't I interview you first." She reached into her purse and pulled out her recorder, setting it on the small table between them.
"As you wish," Emmanuelle said, somewhat disappointed. She kept her fingers stroking her inner thigh, just barely touching the edge of her bathing suit. That material was so thin... and she was just an inch away...
Vicki started the recorder. "This is Vicki Valentina from Southern California Scene magazine interviewing Emmanuelle. This is our fourth and final interview covering the dating scene in southern California. Thank you again for speaking with me, Emmanuelle."
"Definitely my pleasure, Vicki."
"In our last interview, we talked about the first unexpected date you've had since you divorced," Vicki started. She smiled, remembering listening to that interview with her boyfriend and the ensuing sex. "I was thinking... sorry, I was thinking that for our last time together, we'd talk about your most recent date."
"Mmm... yes... my most recent date was just last week as a matter of fact," Emmanuelle said, nodding.
"That recent? Very nice. Tell me all about it." Vicki looked completely interested.
"Yes, it was very nice," Emmanuelle said. "So, it all started when I joined a service to get a few groceries and things delivered every week. It's specifically a service for older adults."
"Yeah," Vicki said, nodding. "I've heard of services like that."
"I thought I would try it since it was inexpensive and I didn't have that much to buy in general. Well... a nice young man came to the door just that afternoon."
*****
I was sitting here on the deck, working on a cross-word puzzle when the door bell rang. I was wearing a robe, with nothing on underneath. I had been wearing my bathing suit, but after showering, had decided to relax in just my robe until dinner. When the door bell rang, I answered it to find a lovely young man standing there with two bags in his arms.
"Hi," he said. "I'm Andrew and I have the groceries you ordered."
"Thank you!" I said smiling. He was maybe 30 at most, blond hair, a scruffy beard. He looked... mmm... absolutely delicious. "And would you be a dear and bring them to the kitchen for me?"
"Um... sure," he said. He seemed a little shy.
As he walked past I looked him up and down, getting a good look at this fine young man. I closed the door and followed him as he walked into the kitchen, grabbing a cane I kept in the corner from a previous surgery and using to seem even more helpless. Then he helped me put things away.
"So Andrew... are you new? I haven't see you before," I asked.
"Um... I actually interned with this company over the summer," he said, putting a container up in the cupboards, "and they had a position open up so I decided to apply for it. And, I guess I'd already built up trust, so they gave me the position. I'll be honest, this is my first run that I've done for them. So... still pretty new."
"Well that's nice. Are you just making deliveries to this neighborhood? Do you go other places around town?"
"Uh... yeah, my coverage area is pretty wide," he said. He finished putting things away and folded up the bags for me.
"Are you married?" I asked. "I don't see a wedding ring on that finger." One of my rules before I start really seducing someone is to make sure they're not married. I don't want to be a homewrecker.
"I've got a pretty steady relationship that I've been in for a minute." He paused for a moment, looking around and making sure that everything was put away and cleaned up. "I'm uh... I'm all done... here. Uh. I should be back right about the same time next week. If there's anything else you need just be sure you put it on that order slip next time."
"Well... actually I could use your help right now," I said, grabbing onto the counter. "I've been having problems with my hip, if you could just help me to my bedroom."
"Oh, yeah... sure... I can do that," he said, quickly taking my arm.
"Could you get my cane for me?" He grabbed it in his free hand and helped me walk, slowly, back to my bedroom. He set me on the end of the bed and then took my offered cane from my hand. "Thank you. Could you put my cane over there?"
"Oh... yeah, sure," he said and leaned the cane in the corner, beside the bed.
"And my slippers, too? Would you help me with them?" I asked, giggling to myself as he knelt down in front of me and noticed that the sash around my robe was a little loose and I was showing a bit more skin than I should. I even parted my knees a little to make sure he could see my bare pussy. I loved it when he blushed and looked away.
"Thank you," I said as he stood and took them to the side of the bed.
"Just put them right here?" he asked.
"Yes, please," I said. "So... I was wondering... maybe you'd like to earn a little something extra."
"Oh... no, it's no problem," he said quickly. "You don't have to tip me or anything. I'm happy to help."
"I know you are, dear boy. But," I said, groaning a little, feigning pain in my hip. "My regular massage therapist wasn't available today and I could really use the help. I'll make it worth your time, of course."
"Um... that's very generous of you," he said. "I... I'm not sure that would be... um... something that I should..."
"Well, think of it as being my little helper," I said.
"I... what I can do is call the center and they can have someone come out that's... uh...." I had him very nervous now. He knew I was practically throwing myself at him. "You know my certifications aren't...."
"Sweetheart, I'm sure you'll be just fine," I said. "I'm positive of it. All I need is a strong young man to give me a massage. Please. It really helps the circulation and gets the blood flow going to my limbs. The massage oil is right over there." He was so close to agreeing. I was winning. "Please, I know you can help." I turned away from him and started untying the sash of my robe. I showed him that I expected him to agree to help.
"Yes... ok... why not. Uh... this stuff right here?" He was standing by the nightstand picking up the oil I had sitting on it.
"Yes," I said, without even looking back. I was smiling, knowing that he was getting so entangled in my little web. I opened my robe and pulled it down to expose myself from the waist up. I could feel my nipples getting so hard and sensitive.
Andrew must have seen that I had my robe down. "Um," he said nervously behind me.
"I thought we'd start with my shoulders," I suggested so innocently.
"Um... ok..." I could smell the oil as he squirted some into his palm to warm it up. Then he put his hands on my shoulder, massaging it in front and in back.
"Oh... goodness," I moaned softly. "That feels really good... I really need this... Mmmm." After a minute or so of having my shoulders massaged, I was hungry for more. "You know what you could really help me with? My thighs." I smiled again as I heard his breathing catch in his throat. I pulled my robe off completely and tossed it aside. I was completely naked now, and lay down on my stomach with my feet and ass towards him.
I could hear his breathing and his movement. He applied more oil to his hands as he looked down on my body. I just knew he was getting excited seeing me naked. And then he touched the back of my thighs. His hands were so strong and he rubbed and squeezed the muscles there. I could feel my pussy juices practically dripping from my slit.
"You're being really quiet," I said. "But I want you to know you're doing a wonderful job."
"Thank you," he said.
"You know what else you could do?" I asked, ready to move this forward even more. "You could really rub my butt. That's where it hurts the most. Right where the leg and butt meet. All those muscles around my hip... it would feel good. Really get up in there." I smiled as he hesitated, wondering if he should do this or not. I could feel him getting more and more excited, especially when I slightly spread my legs, exposing my asshole and pussy to him more directly.
He started rubbing my butt on both sides, his strong hands squeezing and kneading them, digging into the muscles there. I could feel him spreading my cheeks apart, and almost felt his hot gaze on my most private parts. I loved knowing that he was looking down on me... wanting me. I loved knowing he was getting hard for me.
"Oh, my muscles are so tight there. Yeah... deeper," I moaned, completely enjoying his hands on my body. I could tell he was so excited and embarrassed. But he never waivered. He kept doing just as I asked, like a good boy. "Mmmm... that's it... deeper. You know, when I was your age I used to play a lot of sports. You play any sports Andrew?"
"N... no," he answered, nervously.
"Hmmm... you seem very fit. Do you like hiking?" His hands felt so incredible on my ass that I started thinking of other places I'd like to feel them.
"Yeah... I... uh... I've hiked a little bit. It's been a while, though," he said.
"Well, I used to love hiking... until I hurt my hip of course. But I remember how sore my feet used to get and how much I loved to have them massaged, too." I turned over and exposed my naked body to him. "Would you be a dear and rub my feet?" I asked.
He didn't know where to look or what to say. He took the foot I offered him, lifting it up, and began massaging it. It felt incredible enough, but the look on his face was the most precious thing ever. Now I could see just how embarrassed and excited he was.
"That's nice," I said. His thumbs pressed into the sole of my foot and it made me moan softly. At first, my other foot was resting on the bed. But as he massaged the other, I lifted it up and touched his thigh with it. Then I slowly slid it over and onto his very hard cock, teasing him with it.
"Oooh... nice and hard," I smiled. He closed his eyes for a moment and I wondered if he was going to have an orgasm right then and there. I slid my foot between his legs and stroked his balls with the top of my foot. He was breathing so hard... he was so excited.
"Tell me that you're throbbing for me," I said.
"Oh, God, I'm... I'm so... hard... right now." I loved how embarrassed he was, barely even able to admit he was hard for me.
"I will take very good care of that. But first... you can worship every inch of my body," I said. "And this is where you can start. You need to take each toe... one at a time... and lightly suckle on them."
He took my foot and lifted it in front of his face and slowly licked each toe. I hadn't had many lovers who would love my feet like this but oh how wonderful it felt! And watching him obey my every command was making me dripping wet. "Yeah... take your time... and look at me as you do it." He licked and sucked on each toe, working his way across my foot as I watched him.
"Yes... suck really hard on them. That-a-boy. Yeah, get in between those toes. Why don't you slip that tongue in between, just like that. Mmmm, tongue fuck those toes. Mmmm... mmhmmm." It was so incredibly sexy watching him suck on my toes, watching his tongue slide around and between them. God, I was going to cum just from that alone! "Yeah... now lick the soles... and work your way up. See? You do know how to make a woman feel good," I said, moaning softly. He was making me feel very good indeed and I really wanted his tongue on my pussy.
"I want you to lick your way up my leg until you find the spot you like most." I smiled at him when our eyes met. He knew exactly where I wanted his tongue and he looked at my pussy with a longing I hadn't seen in a long time. I sat up and grabbed him, pulling him into a deep kiss. Then, suddenly, he pushed me to my back and fell with me, never breaking our kiss. His lips tasted so good and then he kissed my neck, right on that sensitive spot I love so much. I had goosebumps he was teasing me so well.
His lips trailed over my collar bone and then down onto my chest, raking over my nipples. His tongue licked and swirled over it before he sucked on it. It was so wonderful! He teased both nipples before moving even lower, kissing down to my bellybutton and licking there. The tip of his tongue pressed against it, and I imagined how it would feel if it treated my clit the same way.
"Mmmmm, worship every inch of me," I said.
"Every inch," he moaned as he licked and kissed my stomach.
He then moved back to my leg and began kissing my knee, slowly moving down onto my thigh.
"Start slow... make me want it. Mmm... press those soft lips against my inner thigh."
He slowly licked down to the top of my leg, giving me shivers in anticipation, then he licked the other side, totally jumping right over my pussy.
"Mmhmm... oh... oh, you've got me so wet. Look at that fat pussy. God, you have to give me that tongue!" He slid his tongue over my labia and flicked my clit with the tip, and I practically screamed in pleasure. "Yeah, just like that!"
I loved giving him directions on how to pleasure me. The control... and seeing him follow my commands... and the pleasure he gave me... were intoxicating.
"Spread me open... more... just like that... just like that," I said as he used his thumbs to pull my labia apart and really expose my pretty pink pussy. I was so fucking wet and he looked like he was practically drooling for me. "Shove your tongue up my hole... all the way up... yeah... deep inside my pussy. Oh my God!" I moaned as I felt his tongue dig deep inside me, driving into me again and again and then swirl over my pussy.
"Oh God, that's it. Slide your tongue over my fat pussy lips... and suck on my clit." I was so close now and I needed stimulation right on my clit before I went crazy. And he obliged. He licked and sucked my labia and then moved right up to my clit, sliding his tongue over and around it, practically spelling out the whole goddamned alphabet on it, sending me over the edge. I came so fucking hard.
"Oh Andrew," I said, breathing hard as I came down from my orgasm. "I think you should be my regular care giver. Then you can do this every week. You certainly know how to massage a pussy. That felt so nice."
I sat up and reached for his pants, kissing him as I unfastened them and pulled them down. His cock was so hard inside that I had a little trouble getting it free. But when I did, I was nicely rewarded. He was amazingly hard... and his cock was beautiful.
"Pull your pants down. Mmmm... that's a good boy." He helped me push then down and step out of them. Then he took off his shirt as I stroked his shaft. "Let me suck that cock of yours," I moaned, stroking him. "Put my hot, wet mouth on you... lick every bit of your shaft. Mmmm... oh man, that's nice Andrew. Yeah, I'm going to make you cum so hard for me."
He bent forward and kissed me while I gave him a slow handjob, feeling his hardness in my hands. I can't tell you how good that felt. "Just having you hard in my hand like this... Ooh, I love it. Do you love having my hand on your cock?" I asked, teasing him. He groaned and closed his eyes for a moment, obviously loving how good it felt. I pushed him back until he was standing again and bent forward towards his erection. "How about when my mouth is super close."
"God I want to be in your mouth," he groaned.
I giggled and got up on my hands and knees, rising up to kiss him again while still stroking him. Then I dropped back down, opened my mouth, and slowly slid him deep inside. I could feel him moving his hips forward and back, slowly, helping me slide up and down his shaft as I caressed his balls with my hand.
"I'm going to take good care of you Andrew," I said. "Do you like my mouth on you? Oh, I think you do. You like it when I go slow." I took him in my mouth again, moving up and down his shaft, giving him a nice, slow, sensual blowjob.
"Oh my God," he moaned.
"Mmhmm, that's it baby. Let me take good care of you," I said stroking him. I slid the tip of his cock around my lips and then let it slide just inside my mouth for a moment to suck on the head. "I love having your cock right here on my lips. Can you imagine cumming on my face right here? Right on my lips? And watch it dribble into my mouth?"
"Fuck!" he groaned excitedly. But I didn't want him to cum quite yet. I needed him inside me.
I turned away from him, and looked back to watch him admire my ass again. "Maybe this first though," I said. I watched him grab his shaft as he moved closer to me. I backed towards the edge of the bed, to give him even easier access. I felt his cock touch my wetness, felt him slide the head up and down my slit, getting it all wet. But at the same time, he was driving me crazy!
"Oh, you're teasing me... God yes!" I was so fucking wet and ready for him. It had been a little while since I'd been fucked and I needed it badly. "I want you in me," I said, moving my hips from side to side enticingly. "Please!"
It was me begging now. I wanted it that badly. And when he pressed the head inside me... I was in heaven. "Oh, yes!" I moaned, feeling him push deeper and deeper. And then he grabbed my hips and started fucking me. "Oh goodness! Oh that's great! Oh yeah... oh yeah," I moaned. "Oh you're doing it just right... just like that. Oh yeah!"
Then he reached around and started playing with my clit at the same time! Fuck! That felt incredible!
"Oh yes... rub my clit... That's it... oh yeah... this is good. That's what I like. My pussy is so wet... so wet isn't it?"
"Yeah... it's so wet... and it feels so good on my cock," he moaned, sliding in and out a little faster now.
"That is nice... So you do like my pussy? I knew you would... I knew you would." I loved how his cock felt inside me, fucking me, sliding so deep one minute and then fast and shallow the next. God! "Oh, go slow for a minute... not as deep. That's what I like. That's perfect."
I needed to see him, to see his excitement, to see his lust for me. So I pulled away from him, releasing him from my pussy for a second and then turned over and sat. I reached out and slid my fingers around his wet shaft. "Oh, yes! Look at that," I said, slowly stroking it again.



I lay back and guided him to my pussy. He quickly moved between my legs and pushed his hungry cock inside me with a grunt. I loved watching him, watching his eyes fall on my body and show such lust and desire. I loved watching him sweat with his exertion, fucking me so well. I loved watching his eyes close and hearing him grunt every time he got carried away in his thrusting.
"Oh... oh my... oh that's good... that's so good," I said as he thrust into me again and again. "That's... that's great... sweetheart. You're doing... a wonderful job... fucking me."
"Your pussy feels so good," he panted.
"Oh, baby, yes it does. It feels so good to me, too."
"Oh my God I can't take much more," Andrew whispered. He was definitely getting close to cumming. "Oh my God, oh my God."
I wanted some extra pleasure and I can really cum best when my clit is stimulated. So I reached down and started rubbing my clit. "Oh, I'm so wet," I said.
"You feel... so good," he moaned.
"My pussy's never been wetter, baby. This feels great."
"Oh... oh fuck... oh fuck," he started saying over and over. I knew he was at his limit. Suddenly he pulled out and started cumming while stroking himself. His cum was spraying all over my pussy and stomach. The hot, sticky strands felt so good on my skin, setting off my own orgasm.
"Oh.. oh yes... yes," I moaned, my body shaking as I rubbed his cum into my skin, using it to circle my clit. It felt so nice.
"Thank you," I moaned, sitting up and kissing him, my body still on fire. "You did so good with the... extra care," I said, lightly touching his cock, sliding a fingertip up its length. "I'll definitely give the company a call and let them know."
"Yeah," he said, still a bit embarrassed. "I gotta go finish my rounds." He grabbed his pants and started sliding them on.
"Ok." I grabbed my robe and slid it on, tying the sash around me. "Would you be a dear and grab my cane for me?"
"Yeah... of course," he said, sliding his shirt over his head. He handed the cane to me.
"Thank you," I said as I finished watching him get dressed. "Ok, well... you know where the door is so you can let yourself out. You know how walking is a bit much for me."
He nodded and blushed again, looking down. "Ok... I'll... uh... see you next week."
I laughed just as the door closed. I felt absolutely wonderful. And I tossed the cane aside and cleaned up the bedroom.
*****
Vicki watched again, out of the corner of her eye as Emmanuelle slowly and unashamedly masturbated as she finished the story. Her fingers were underneath the waist band of her bikini bottoms, slowly moving so that her fingertips circled her clit. One breast was showing, bare from when she teased her nipple earlier. She pulled her hand free, wet with her juices, and adjusted her suit, just as she finished the story.
Vicki was excited and a little embarrassed to see Emmanuelle acting like this. It took her a moment to compose herself.
Emmanuelle turned her head towards her. "So, what do you think?" she asked.
Vicki nervously giggled. "I can't believe you actually acted like an old, helpless lady and used a prop as a lure to get him into your bed."
Emmanuelle giggled. "Sometimes a girl's gotta do what a girl's gotta do."
"And then the slut walk of shame to the front door. Unbelievable!"
"I didn't mean it that way," Emmanuelle said, suddenly a little worried. "I just didn't want to let him know I'm not really helpless. I hope I didn't embarrass him more."
"I'm sure he'll be back. Who wouldn't?" Vicki said. "Well, I have to say, this has been a great interview, again, Emmanuelle. Thank you again." And, with that, she stopped the recording and put the recorder into her purse. She sat back in the lounge and just looked out at the ocean in silence, sipping her iced tea.
After a minute, Emmanuelle was puzzled by her behavior. "Penny for your thoughts," she said softly.
Vicki looked at her as if wondering if she should say something. "I... uh... well, I told you about my boyfriend and I," she said slowly.
"Yes," Emmanuelle agreed.
"Well... to tell you the truth... he's... well he's downstairs in the car. He... wants to meet you. If that's ok."
Emmanuelle smiled hoping there was more to it than that. "Meet me?"
"Yeah, and... well... maybe more," Vicki said looking so embarrassed, unable to make eye contact now.
"So," Emmanuelle said, turning in the lounge chair, sitting up and facing Vicki. Her legs were open and Vicki could swear she could see a wet spot in her bikini bottoms. "You're telling me your boyfriend wants to come up here and fuck me. Is that right?" Emmanuelle asked point blank.
Vicki looked up for a moment. "Well... yeah..."
"And," she asked, standing up right in front of Vicki, looking down at her. "What about you? Do I get to fuck you, too?"
Vicki thought for sure she could smell her. And her long, tanned legs were so close to her. When Vicki looked up, Emmanuelle was smiling softly at her, with more hope in her eyes than condemnation. She smiled back, turning a little red in embarrassment. She'd never been with a woman before. But... there was something about Emmanuelle that excited her. "Yes," she said softly.
Emmanuelle grabbed the strings on her hips that held her bikini on. "Then... tell him to come up. Then, pull these strings, put your lips on my pussy, and taste me."
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It was 10:00am in the morning when Kyle picked up his phone. He was sitting in a dining room chair, turned sideways. Megan was kneeling on the floor in front of him, slowly sucking on his throbbing manhood, giggling. He swallowed hard. She'd kept him on the edge of his orgasm for the past 30 minutes already and he really had to cum soon.
"Mmhmm... it's time," she said, releasing him for just a moment, her hand stroking up and down his hard, wet length.
He pressed the button to call his sister and it rang twice before she picked up. "Hi big brother," she said cheerfully.
"Hi. Um... do you have a second to talk?" he asked, looking Megan in the eyes, hitting the speaker button so that she could hear, too. He set the phone on the table so his hands were free, one hand resting on Megan's head. Megan smiled as much as she could, her mouth stuffed full of his cock.
"Of course," Jasmine said. "I always have time for you. What's up?"
This was the moment Kyle dreaded. The moment he was actually going to ask her... the moment he was actually going to admit to her how he felt about what happened. "Well, it's... um... about... um... what happened."
"Mmm... on Friday?" she asked, acting a little coy.
"Um... yeah," nervously laughing a little bit.
Megan slid his cock from her mouth, saliva dripping from it to the floor below. She stood, giggling softly, stroking his cock still as she slowly moved into his lap.
"Did you enjoy it?" Jasmine asked.
"Yeah... I did... and I... I was wondering... I was wondering if you could... you know... come over this afternoon?" Kyle asked. Slowly, Megan moved his shaft, sliding the head of his cock up and down her slit, circling it around her clit a few times, all the while staring at him with a devious, little smile. The sensation on his cock was almost overwhelming.
"Megan's not going to be home until late again?" Jasmine asked, sounding amused that he was actually asking her to have sex with him. His fetish was actually delicious and she loved that she could so easily control him with it.
"Yeah... um... not until after... um... 7:00pm."
"Hmm... yeah, I can do that... you want me to bring or wear anything... special?" Her question was dripping with sexual undertones.
Slowly Megan lowered herself onto his cock, resting her hands on his shoulders for balance once his cock was inside her. God her pussy felt so good. She pushed down more and more until he was fully inside her, then began rocking her hips forward and back.
"Yeah... um... can you wear some... pantyhose... again?"
Jasmine giggled. She knew he'd want her to wear that. And she loved that he was such a slave to pantyhose. "I'd love to. What time?"
"Um... is two o'clock ok?"
Megan started moving up and down, realizing that their liaison was a go, sliding him in and out of her wetness. She looked at him, almost giggling with delight that her plan was being put into action.
"Perfect," Jasmine said. "I'll be there."
"Ok," Kyle said quickly, trying desperately not to moan into the phone. "See you then."
He grabbed the phone and pressed the button to hang up. Then he quickly set it back on the table, his hands moving to her hips to help drive into her.
"Fuck," she moaned, moving even faster. "This is going to be so fucking hot. She'll be our little nylon plaything."
Kyle moaned and closed his eyes as the pleasure built quickly. "Oh God. Fuck!"
Megan stopped and stood, pulling him from her pussy. Her fingers quickly moved between her legs, her fingertips rapidly circling her clit. She looked down at him, her body quivering. "Save that sweet cum for your slut sister," she said before closing her eyes and letting her orgasm wash over her trembling body, leaving him without an orgasm.
*****
"Hi big brother," Jasmine said teasingly as she slowly walked into the living room. She'd let herself in through the kitchen door, which was closest to the driveway, and found Kyle sitting in the living room. He looked up at her, nervously. She was wearing a button-up white blouse and a grey skirt.
"Hi," he said, swallowing hard. He knew why she was there. She was there to fuck. His sister came to his house in order to fuck him, just as he'd asked. No matter how many times he thought about it, no matter how wrong it sounded, it made his cock throb in anticipation.
She walked over and stood in front of him, holding a package in her hands. "I brought these with me. Do you want me to put them on?"
Kyle licked his lips and nodded. "Yeah."
Jasmine walked over to the nearby reclining chair and sat on the edge of it. "They're a wonderful shade of green, don't you think?" she asked as she tore open the package and took out the nylons.
"Wow," he sputtered, both excited and nervous. "They look... beautiful."
Jasmine bent forward, bunching up the nylons in her hands, and slid her foot into the nylons, unrolling it slowly as she moved up her leg. "I love wearing pantyhose," she said softly. "I love how they feel against my skin." She put her leg in the other side of the hose and pulled that up slowly, too. Then she stood and, after lifting her skirt, pulled them up over her hips. "Don't these look so nice? I love how I look in these."
She gathered the material around her waist and pulled up even tighter, forcing the crotch harder against her bare, shaved pussy.
"I like when they're really tight fitting, nice and tight on my body." She sat back down. "I think these look so good," she said as her hands slid along the leg and over her inner thighs. She spread her legs, exposing herself to him as she touched her pussy through the nylons. "Look at my pussy through them. It's so hot. I love that you can see my lips through these pantyhose."
She stood, her hips swaying back and forth, teasingly. She reached behind herself and unzipped her skirt, sliding it down and off her legs.
"I just feel so... sexy... when I have these on," she said. "They're so silky against my skin. I really like to pull them up tight so that they don't leave much to the imagination." She again slid her hands over her nylon-covered pussy, teasing herself as she giggled. "I love doing that because it creates a camel toe. Would you like to see my camel toe?"
Kyle couldn't help but watch her as she brought both hands down to frame her pussy. The nylon material had been pulled up between her labia, creating the crease between them.
She giggled. "See? They're so tight against my pussy." She slid her hands over her hips, thighs, and ass, feeling the silky material and teasing Kyle as he helplessly watched. "I love to wear pantyhose out. And when I do, I never wear panties underneath. All day long I walk around with them slightly rubbing against my clit. Mmm... that feels so good."
"Are you looking at my pussy Kyle?" she asked as she walked forward until she was standing right in front of him. "'Cause that would be very wrong you know. I'm your little sister. So you better not. You better not stare. You better not look or stare at my... hot... wet... pussy. 'Cause that would be wrong. And if people found out..." she giggled, letting the unfinished sentence dangle.
"It looks so good behind the nylons," Kyle said, staring at her pussy, his hands clenching and unclenching as his desire for her grew.
"My warm, wet pussy? Do you want to touch it?" she giggled.
"Yes," Kyle whispered. He slid his hand forward, touching her inner thigh, sliding it up to her pussy and letting his fingertips lightly graze her there.
"Mmhmm... that's it." Jasmine felt his fingers glide over her labia and lightly circle her clit. "That's it." She grabbed his wrist and brought his hand to her face. She slid his fingers into her mouth, sucking on them. "I love to live dangerously. How about you?"
"We already have," Kyle said, feeling his cock harden so much in his pants it was getting uncomfortable. He watched Jasmine release his hand and start to unfasten her shirt, a button at a time. Slowly she exposed her bra to him, tossing her shirt aside. She smiled down at him as she reached behind herself and unfastened her bra. She slid the straps down her arms and off slowly, too, leaving her standing in front of him, only wearing her nylons.
"I want to have some fun," she said, smiling deviously. "And you're gonna do whatever the fuck I want. Aren't you Kyle? Go on, take off your pants. I want to see just how hard your cock is for me."
Although his mind was screaming to him on how wrong this whole thing was, Kyle unfastened his pants and, lifting his hips, pushed them down and off his legs. His cock was throbbing, standing tall and hard.
"Mmm... very nice," she purred, obviously loving the sight. She knelt on the floor between his legs. "Let me help you with that. That's what I'm here for, remember? This is why I'm wearing these sexy, sexy nylons." She gently grabbed his shaft and flicked her tongue over the head before gently sucking on it. "You want me to take care of this, don't you?"
"Yeah," Kyle nodded. He definitely needed someone to take care of him. His cock was throbbing hard.
Jasmine moaned as she slid him deeper into her mouth, getting his shaft very wet so that her hand could stroke him better. Her head bobbed up and down several times, his cock disappearing into her mouth repeatedly.
"I wish my boyfriends got this hard... or this big," she said as she stroked him, admiring the size of his cock. She slid him deep into her mouth again, deepthroating him several times, then sat and stroked him.
She stood a moment later, her hands moving to stroke herself through the nylons. "You know, everything looks so much better with nylons on," she said, turning her body one way, then the other, her hands continually touching herself. "My legs... my ass... my pussy. Go ahead, stroke your cock for me."
Kyle looked up at her, fear in his eyes, as his hand wrapped around his cock and started stroking it. Things were moving fast and he knew Megan was close by, listening and watching, waiting for her moment to enter.
"Are you scared? Are you scared that Megan might find out about us?" Jasmine asked. "You should be... although I know neither one of us is going to say a word about this. It's just a little fun, right? It's just me showing you my lovely stockings. I have all sorts of stockings at home... so many different designs and colors."
Kyle licked his lips, hoping he might see all those some day.
"You know, I think it might be time," Jasmine said, grabbing the nylons at the crotch, "to rip these stockings open so you can see my pussy again. Let's do it. I love the sound of stockings ripping." She tugged, pulling her hands apart, ripping a big hole in her stocking, exposing her engorged pussy as she giggled.
She slid her fingers through her exposed labia, sliding one inside to finger herself for a moment, then bringing it up and swirling it around her clit. "Mmm... look at that. There it is... there's that pussy. Much better. Mmmm... it's so wet. Oh my God... I'm totally exposed now." Kyle watched as she continued to masturbate, looking down at him and enjoying his reaction. "Oh, that feels so good."
She took a step back from the couch, stepping further away from Kyle. "Why don't you kneel down here... Go on, you can touch."
Kyle dropped to the floor, kneeling in front of her as she moved close once more. His face was perfectly level with her pussy and he could smell her musky scent. He ran his hands up and down one leg, then the other, feeling the nylons.
"I... um... have another favor to ask," he said nervously.
"A favor? My nylons and pussy aren't enough for you big brother?"
"Well, I... uh... I have another... fetish... that I was wanting to explore with you," he said, obviously scared but excited.
"Another fetish?" she smiled down at him. "Oh, brother, you are certainly a world of fun. So, what's this new fetish?"
"Well, I want to... you know... tie you down... to the bed... and please you." Kyle swallowed hard. What if she said no? What would Megan do then? It seemed like her plan hinged on having Jasmine tied down.
Jasmine thought his nervousness was because he was exposing his sexual kinks to his little sister. She giggled. "That's so kinky, big brother. I think we can do that... if you promise to give me extra orgasms today." She smirked. She knew she had so much control over him. Even tied down, he'd do everything she demanded. "Ok... let's go."
Kyle took her outstretched hand, stood, and led her up the stairs to the master bedroom. The bed was big, king sized, and Jasmine crawled up onto it.
"Tie me down with what?" she asked.
"Well, we um... we have some ties here already," Kyle said, reaching below the bed and pulling up a leather wrist cuff with buckle to show her. A rope was attached to it already which fell into the darkness beneath the bed.
"Oh, you two are so fucking kinky! I never would have thought Megan would be into this kind of stuff. I love it!" Jasmine said as Kyle put on the first cuff, then quickly moved to the other side of the bed and put on the second. Jasmine now lay on the bed with her arms outstretched. She tested them, pulling hard for a moment and realized they were secured well. "Now what?"
Kyle took his shirt off, then crawled up onto the bed on all fours. He moved over her, his cock swaying beneath him as he knelt above her. "Now I take care of you," he said, kissing her. They both felt his cock sliding against her thighs, the nylons giving him exquisite pleasure. He moaned into each kiss.
Slowly, his kisses moved down the side of her face to her neck, then down to her chest where he paid extra attention to her nipples. Jasmine was moaning softly in pleasure, her body undulating on the bed beneath him.
"Oh yeah... suck on my big tits," she moaned.
He continued even lower, his tongue circling around her bellybutton as he kissed it, then to the top of her pubes. She was shaved, with just a little line of hair above her clit.
Kyle knelt between her legs and bent down, smelling her pussy for a moment. He locked eyes with her as he slowly slid his tongue along her labia, teasing her, making her moan even louder.
"Oh yeah... God that feels so good," Jasmine moaned. Kyle slid his tongue deeper, tasting her, enjoying her dripping wet pussy. "Yeah, yeah... so fucking good. I love having your tongue in my pussy. Make me cum all over your tongue. Then you can lick your way up my body, put your tongue in my mouth, and make me lick all my pussy juice off your tongue. Then we can both taste my wet, little pussy."
Kyle lay on his stomach on the bed, feeling the cool bedspread against his hard shaft. His tongue slid inside her, curling and flicking underneath her clit before sliding over it in circles.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum for you," Jasmine moaned. "Oh yeah. You feel that? You feel how wet my little pussy is for you?"
"Uh huh," Kyle said softly, sucking on her labia for a moment, quickly making Jasmine pant and moan more loudly. "It's so fucking good.
"Oh fuck me.... fuck me," she panted, getting closer and closer to her first orgasm. "I'm gonna cum! I'm so close. Yes! Yes!"
Suddenly Kyle stopped and pulled his tongue away. Jasmine looked down at him in shock, her body still trembling. "What the fuck!" she said loudly.
He watched her as she dropped her head back on the pillow again and kissed her inner thighs. He could feel her still trembling as he licked her skin, moving closer and closer to her pussy once more.
"Oh fuck!" she yelled as he started licking her molten pussy once again. Slowly he brought her closer and closer to her orgasm. "Fuck! I'm gonna cum! I'm... gonna.... Yes! Yes!"
Then suddenly he pulled his wonderful tongue away again. She hit the bed with her legs in frustration, panting loudly.
"Don't fucking stop, God damnit!" she yelled at him. "Fuck!"
"Oh, but that's exactly what I told him to do," Megan smirked as she walked into the bedroom. She was only wearing blue, crotchless nylons herself and she crawled onto the bed.
Jasmine looked at her in shock. She was still breathing hard, her body still trembling from her denied orgasms, as her mind raced. Megan had caught them in her own bed! "Fuck! Um.... Megan..." she started to say.
Megan shook her head. "Don't even think you can talk your way out of this," she said, giggling. "I know exactly what you're up to." She knelt beside Jasmine and slid her fingertips along her arm, up to her shoulder, and then across her chest. Slowly her fingertip circled her breast and then nipple.
"I know you fucked my husband after I left the other day," Megan said. "I told you about his pantyhose fetish just to see if you would take the bait. And you did wonderfully. I have it all caught on camera as a matter of fact."
"I... I don't understand," Jasmine said, trying to move her tied-down arms. "If you just release me we can talk about this."
Megan giggled at her attempt to free herself. She knew just how good those bonds were. "I never told you how much I wanted to fuck you, did I?" Megan asked her. "That perky, tight, little body. Hell, I never even told Kyle. But I had a feeling there was just something about you two... something that was a little off. I just knew there was something seething beneath the surface... something both of you were hiding from me."
"Oh my God, look at how beautiful her tits are... so perky." Megan bent down and licked Jasmine's nipple, watching it harden rapidly, then bit it. Jasmine yelped. "And now that I know I was right, I thought I'd get in on the fun. Not that you have much choice. I'm sure both of you don't want anyone seeing the video." Megan looked down at Kyle, who was still laying between Jasmine's thighs. "Kyle," she said simply and nodded.
Kyle started licking, teasingly, along Jasmine's pussy once again making his younger sister squirm.
"You see, until you comply, until I tell him to stop, Kyle is going to bring you to the brink of orgasm again... and again... and again," she giggled. "And never let you cum. What do you think about that?"
Jasmine squirmed, hoping to have an orgasm... just this once... begging with her body for Kyle not to stop this time. She was begging for Kyle to let it happen. "Fuck... please!"
"Did you ever think that I might have a fetish or fantasy of my own?" Megan asked, pinching and rolling Megan's nipples between her fingers. "Did you ever think that I might enjoy dominating little sluts like you?"
"Fuck," Jasmine moaned loudly. "Please... I'm so fucking close... please!" she begged. "Let me cum!"
And then, with a glance from Megan, Kyle stopped again, leaving Jasmine frustrated once more.
"Oh my God!" Jasmine yelled, her body shaking in frustration. She was pulling at her bonds, trying to break free. "No! Please! God! Don't fucking stop!"
"There's only one way that you'll ever... ever... get an orgasm from Kyle again," Megan said, bending over until she was face to face with her young sister-in-law. She kissed the tip of her nose as she kicked her leg over Jasmine's torso, then slid her body higher and higher until she was sitting on her chest. Megan smiled down at Jasmine, smirking, as the reality of what was about to happen showed on Jasmine's face.
Jasmine shook her head slowly, but Megan only smiled. "You can't..." Jasmine said.
"Aw, don't look so sad, Jasmine," Megan said. "You're going to enjoy it." Jasmine squirmed beneath her, trying to dislodge her sister-in-law... trying to get free. But it was useless. "Don't fight it, Jasmine. You know it's going to happen." Megan nodded, smiling deviously. "Besides, if you want to have an orgasm... then you have to give me one first," Megan said as she slowly crawled forward and settled her pussy down onto Jasmine's surprised face. Megan reached down with both hands and grabbed Jasmine's head, guiding the young woman's trapped mouth against her pussy. "Oh, look at you. You look so pretty with my pussy on your face."



Megan slid her hips forward and back, grinding her pussy into Jasmine's face, waiting for her to respond, waiting for her to start licking. It seemed to take a long time, but, finally, Jasmine gave in and Megan could feel the tentative touches of her tongue. "Yes... that's it," she moaned, encouraging Jasmine to do even more, to go even further. "That's it. Come on... show me you can do this and I'll let Kyle lick you."
Megan could tell that Jasmine had never been with a girl before, but all that was about to change. This was Megan's game, and, if she wanted to cum, Jasmine was gonna play, too. Megan turned and nodded towards Kyle. Her husband smiled, leaned forward once more, and began licking Jasmine's pussy. He had a great view of his wife's ass over his sister's licking mouth.
"Yeah, that's it," Megan encouraged her as she slid her clit towards Jasmine's mouth and the young woman flicked her tongue over it. She could tell from Jasmine's gasps and pauses that her sister-in-law was getting licked, getting pleasured as she became more bold. "Oh fuck! Suck on that big clit. Pull it out. Mmmm... stretch that clit out with your mouth. Yeah, now get that tongue deep in my pussy. Uh huh... get in there. Oh, that's good."
Megan shuddered as Jasmine continued her licking, driving her crazy. Jasmine moaned from her own excitement, sending vibrations right into Megan's clit.
"That's it... harder... harder... yeah!" Megan panted. She was getting so close. She'd always dreamed of this moment, always fantasized about a woman licking her pussy, but had never had the guts to make it happen. Now, her fantasy was being so wonderfully realized.
"Fuck! Oh yes!" Megan yelled as her body quivered. She came hard, her juices pouring out all over Jasmine's face. "Yeah! Move that tongue!"
Kyle kept licking even as Megan moved off of Jasmine, making his sister pant and moan once again. "Can I... please... please, can I have an orgasm now?" Jasmine begged, her body shaking with need. Megan lay down beside her and began stroking her nipple with her fingertips, lightly pinching and pulling it.
"Is he licking the right spot?" Megan asked, flicking her tongue over Jasmine's nipple.
"Oh yeah... so good," Jasmine nodded. She was so close.
Megan smiled. She continued to tease her sister-in-law's nipples, making them so hard. "That's right... right there... Are you gonna cum? That looks like it feels really good."
Jasmine was reaching her peak. She was definitely close to her orgasm. "Yes! Yes!" she nodded emphatically, begging to be allowed to cum this time.
"You know," Megan said, kissing Jasmine's cheek, "one thing I like about you being trapped like this... right before orgasm... women get really ticklish. Let's see just how ticklish you are."
Jasmine looked at her as if she were crazy and shook her head. She didn't want this. She definitely didn't want this.
"Hang on tight, Kyle," Megan giggled. "It's about to be a bumpy ride." Suddenly she tickled Jasmine's armpits and side, her fingers moving rapidly over the woman's skin, making her giggle and squirm. "Maybe around here..." she said as she moved to a new spot, just below her ribcage on her side.
Jasmine was laughing and squirming, trying to get away from Megan's tickling fingers. "Stop! It's all kinda sensitive. No... fuck! Oh my God! I'm really ticklish!"
"Good!" Megan said, definitely enjoying her torture of the young woman. "I think you're ticklish everywhere, huh?"
Jasmine squirmed wildly, laughing hysterically. Megan's fingers seemed to be everywhere at once and were really hitting every sensitive spot. "Yes! I am!" she yelled.
"Oh, there's a good spot, huh?" Megan laughed as her fingers swirled around Jasmine's belly, making her squirm even more. Kyle had wrapped his arms around his sister's hips, holding them tight enough to keep his tongue and mouth against her pussy. He wasn't going to stop, either.
"No... please... please..." Jasmine yelled through her laughter. She could barely breath at this point. And still her orgasm was right there... right on the edge.
"Oh! I think we found it!" Megan giggled. "Your best spot is definitely right in your armpits."
Jasmine continued squirming and laughing loudly. She needed this to stop so she could concentrate on her orgasm. "No... fuck no... Oh my God!" she yelled. "I can't... I can't... Oh God!"
"Yes!" Megan laughed along with her. She was going to make this a very memorable orgasm. "Just a little more. Oh my gosh! So good. Oh... yeah."
"Oh! Yes! Oh fuck!" Jasmine yelled through her laughter, her brain shutting down and her body taking over. "I'm gonna... Oh God, I'm gonna cum..."
"Oh yes, it's right there," Megan said as she suddenly stopped tickling her, forcing all of the pleasure to hit Jasmine at once.
"Yes! Yes! Holy fuck!" Jasmine yelled, her whole body tightening and twisting, her hips rising from the bed as she began to cum. She squirted for the first time in her life, soaking Kyle's face, neck, chest, and the bed beneath him.
Kyle suddenly pulled away, sputtering and laughing at what just happened. He'd never witnessed an orgasm that intense before.
"Oh my fucking God!" Jasmine whispered, half laughing, her eyes closed, her chest rising and falling with her panting. "That was intense! Fuck! I've never cum so hard."
"That, my dear Jasmine, was absolutely wonderful," Megan said, smiling, as she knelt on the bed after a minute, giving Jasmine a little time to recover. "But we're still not done." She grabbed the cuff around Jasmine's wrist and unfastened it, while Kyle unfastened the other. "Poor Kyle here still hasn't cum. Kyle... you stand beside the bed."
Megan looked at Jasmine, with pure lust in her eyes. "I want to watch you stroke him and make him cum. Go on... kneel beside the bed at his feet, just like that. I know how much he likes looking down and seeing his cock by your pretty little face."
Jasmine dropped to the floor on her hands and knees, grabbed Kyle's hard shaft, and began slowly stroking it.
"He's so big in your hand," Megan said, sitting on the bed, watching her. "God, that is so fucking hot. I want you to make him feel really good." Jasmine's hand slid up and down his shaft, making Kyle so hard again. "Yeah, stroke his dick like that."
"He has such a nice cock," Jasmine said, looking at his hard dick so longingly.
"Put your mouth on it," Megan commanded. "Just the tip of it first... yeah... just the tip. Just like that." Jasmine slid her lips over the head of his cock, her tongue sliding around it as she gently sucked. Megan put her hand on the back of Jasmine's head and pushed forcefully. "Deeper now... down... down... just like that. All the way down, as far as you can."
Jasmine choked a little and wondered if she'd be able to breathe at all. This was further than she'd ever deepthroated a guy. The combination of Megan pushing her head down and Kyle pushing his hips forward, sank him deep into her throat, making her gag and sputter. Kyle finally pulled back, letting Jasmine breathe again and she coughed, sputtered, and spit as he withdrew.
"Yeah... just like that," Megan giggled, watching Kyle's facial expressions. "Oh, he loves it!" Kyle smiled at her when he heard her and nodded. "Do it again," she ordered.
Jasmine slid down his cock again, sliding his cock all the way to the back of her throat, gagging herself.
Megan laughed. "You're such a fucking slut. But I love watching you suck his dick and shove it down your fucking throat." Megan looked up at Kyle, watching him getting close to his orgasm. "Does she make you feel good babe? God... watch her fill her fucking throat with your dick! Are you enjoying this as much as me?"
"God, yes... her mouth is... wonderful," he moaned.
"You're doing so good, Jasmine," Megan said. "I think you love sucking cock."
Jasmine slipped his cock free and simply stroked him for a moment. "When they're this nice, I definitely do."
Megan giggled. She stood and moved to her dresser. She opened a small drawer and pulled out another pair of pantyhose. These were the really silky tan ones that she knew Kyle loved so much. She'd used them on him many times before. She slid one leg of the hose over her hand and arm and moved beside Kyle, her panty-covered fingertips teasing his nipple.
Kyle immediately moaned. He knew that feel. It was very much a weakness of his.
"Let us take good care of you... and that nice... hard... dick," Megan said, handing Jasmine the other leg of the nylons.
Jasmine giggled as she slid the nylon over her hand and arm and went back to stroking his cock. "Oh... yeah, your dick is so hard right now. Do you like that? Do you like the feeling of pantyhose against your dick?" she asked.
"Oh fuck yes," Kyle groaned, shaking his head in disbelief, watching his sister slide her nylon-covered hand on his dick. He never thought he'd see the day when he had sex with both his wife and his sister at the same time.
"Doesn't that feel good?" Megan asked, pinching and tweaking his nipple. "Mmhmm... I bet it feels really good. Mmm... right there. God, she really loves big dicks, babe... big, hard dicks. That just turns you on, doesn't it? Watching her worship your cock like that. You're so excited, aren't you?"
"Oh my God that feels so good," Kyle moaned, feeling his cock throbbing in Jasmine's hands.
"Is this how you do it when you masturbate?" Jasmine asked. "Slide the nylons over the head. Ooh, that's sensitive isn't it? But you like that."
"Your cock looks so beautiful," Megan said, kissing his chest, looking down to watch Jasmine. "Look at your pretty dick all wrapped up with her nylons. Oh God, you love that, don't you?"
"His dick is so hard in my hand," Jasmine giggled. She loved how well he was responding to her. His hips were moving a little, fucking her hand, while his legs started shaking a little. "Oh, your dick is so big I can use two hands on it now. How long have you had this fetish, bro? It excites me to think of you beating off with my nylons all these years."
"Yeah, and all that time, being so naughty thinking about your own sister," Megan added to the fantasy. "Your grip so tight as you stroke your cock pretending it was her pussy. Which was better, feeling it against your cock or smelling her cunt off them? Does her grip feel as good as her pussy?"
"Oh God... I'm gonna cum..." Kyle moaned.
"Are you gonna let that cum go for me?" Jasmine asked. "I feel it building. Your cock is throbbing. Oh I love that. It feels so fucking good."
"Yeah, baby," Megan said. "Let that cum go... all over her. Oh yeah... this turns me on so much."
"Give me your cum, big brother," Jasmine whispered, moving her head beneath the tip in anticipation of his orgasm. "I feel it. Yes... that beautiful, beautiful dick feels so good in my hands. Oh yeah... work that cum out... give it to me."
"It's ok to give it to her, baby," Megan said, sliding her hands all over his body. She lightly tickled him as well. "We're here to make you happy. Your little nylon playthings are here to make you feel so good."
"Oh yeah... there it is," Jasmine panted, her hand moving fast now, anticipating that first gush of cum.
"Cum on her face," Megan said, pinching his nipple. "Yeah, that's right... all over her face. It'll feel so good."
Suddenly Kyle grunted, his ass squeezing, his muscles tightening as the first gush shot from his cock. It sprayed a stripe over Jasmine's face, followed by a second and third gush until he covered her face as both women giggled in delight.
Jasmine's hand slowed, squeezing his cock from the base to the tip, making sure to get every drop out of him. Megan dropped to her knees beside her sister-in-law and wiped Jasmine's face with her fingers before pushing them into the young woman's mouth. Jasmine licked and sucked the cum from her fingers greedily.
When they finished, Megan pulled Jasmine into a hard, passionate kiss and teased her nipple. She grabbed her hair as she pulled back. "Remember what I said. You can have that dick any time you want... but you have to please me first. We both get to use a little nylon plaything like you." She kissed her again, then stood and walked toward the bathroom to get cleaned up.
She stopped at the door. "And Kyle... if you have anything left in you... fuck the shit out of her."
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Pushed
Pushing. That's what I call it at least. It's the ability to control other people's minds just by talking to them. I'd never heard of it being possible before, at least not out of Hollywood movies. But here I was, thirty years old, sitting at my desk in a mid-size law firm, working as head of Human Resources, making a nice, mid-six-figure salary... without a college degree nor any real experience in doing my job. Did I deserve my job? Not really. Was I good at my job? Not really.
I got it and kept it because I have the ability to push and because I push the right people as I need to.
I knew that I could have gone another route in life. I could have been far more selfish and demanding. I could have all the money in the world, property, girls, anything I wanted simply by doing nefarious pushes. Bankers could simply give me money and the most incredibly beautiful girls could fall at my feet wanting to have sex with me at any moment. But I learned quickly that that brought consequences and when they added up, I'd have a hard time getting out of that hole. Government agents and angry boyfriends or husbands would retaliate... and they didn't even have to be close to me to do it. It would very likely end up in my death. So I tried to go a more... proper... way... pushing only as much as I needed to be comfortable and happy.
My wife was a gorgeous, tall slim blonde, with very nice tits and ass. She could be a porn actress herself in looks and in her sexual ability. At least that I didn't have to do much to make happen. I chose her because she was so incredibly beautiful. And with a little pushing she was very bisexual, very adventurous in bed, and always went out of her way to make me the happiest man alive. In fact, during my lunch break just today, she brought her equally beautiful friend to my office as a gift for a little quickie. Ok, it took an hour and a half, but who's counting.
So, I'm not saying that I turned into some sort of superhero or do-gooder with the ability I had. I certainly used my powers for selfish reasons... many selfish reasons. And frankly, I still do. But, I did learn that there were consequences for my actions... and I had to learn how to minimize them, especially on the people I love.
I have to say that what happened was the best thing that ever happened to me. But... I didn't know it at the time.
It all started when I was nineteen years old and in college. I didn't know what I wanted to do as a career and was studying computer science at the time. It was summer break and Ricky, my best friend, and I were out playing some tennis. Not that we were very good, mind you, but it was nice to be outside for a while. Unfortunately, there was a thunderstorm moving in, so the courts were emptying out as we played. We were young and stupid and generally ignored the weather.
When it finally started raining, it came down hard and fast. We ran to our bags and pulled out the umbrellas that we brought (we might have ignored the storm while playing, but we came prepared for it). We packed up our things as the rain poured down around us and thunder and lightening littered the sky and then walked back to my car.
Just as we were reaching the car, I felt a tingling all over my body, my hair feeling like it was standing on end. It was the strangest sensation I ever felt and I remember looking up at Ricky just before feeling a sudden rush and then... unconsciousness.
When I woke two weeks later, I found out that I'd been struck by lightening. Ricky had suffered severe burns, but otherwise was doing ok. I'd been in a coma for the past two weeks and had burns, but they weren't as severe as Ricky's. The doctors thought that maybe I was touching the car when the lightening struck and a lot of the electricity went into the car, sparing some of what hit me. When I woke from my coma, the doctors came and checked me out and had me stay another week, just to be sure things were ok.
I lay in the bed, bored as hell, just watching TV. I was also lucky that my family brought me my cell phone so I could play some games and browse the Internet. Of course, that meant I could look at porn. I loved my porn.
I first found out that I could push people the final week in the hospital. Midweek one of the nurses came in to check on me and take my vitals. While she was checking my pulse, I couldn't help but look at her body that was so close to me. She noticed that I was ogling her and kind of frowned at me. It wasn't the first time I'd done it.
"I know. I'm perving on you. I'm sorry. I just wish I could see a pair of tits like yours," I said.
She stood there for a moment, as if considering it, and then dropped my hand as if she was done taking my pulse. I thought she was going to walk out in a huff and I would just go back to my porn when her hands suddenly dropped to the bottom of her uniform top and lifted it up.
"Like this?" she asked.
I stared in disbelief. "Wow!" I said. She was just smiling down at me, showing me her bra-covered tits, and they were gorgeous. Her bra was black and a little frilly. I wondered if she wore it for someone special. "Those are so nice," I said, showing my shocked appreciation, "just as nice as the porn stars in the movies. Although it's hard to tell behind the bra. I'd love to see them without it."
Still smiling, she reached behind her back with both hands and unfastened her bra. Then she quickly lifted the material to show me her naked, incredibly beautiful breasts beneath. Her nipples capping the top were good size and I was really wanting to suck on them. But just when I was thinking about asking if I could, another nurse walked into the room.
"Jessica! What the hell are you doing?" she hissed.
Jessica looked at her, looking both surprised and dumbfounded, as if she wondered what the fuss was all about.
"Girl, I'm going to have to report this," she said. "Oh my gosh! Cover up! Now!"
I felt so guilty that I might be the cause of Jessica getting fired... just because she was doing what I wanted her to do... what I asked her to do. "Wait, wait... this is all my fault. Don't report her, please. I don't want her to get fired or anything. Just put your shirt down and, please, both of you just forget this whole thing happened. I appreciate what you did for me."
Jessica dropped her shirt and stood there a moment. "Oh my gosh, I forgot what I was doing," she said, almost like she was coming back from a daydream. She looked down and realized that she was taking my pulse and started doing it again.
The new nurse just stood there a moment looking at us both, then giggled, shaking her head. "Oh my gosh! I forgot what I came in here for. I am so ditzy today. I'm sorry." Then she turned around and left.
And just like that, the whole episode was over and forgotten.
It wasn't until several days later, after I spent a lot of time thinking about what happened, that I really realized that it shouldn't have happened. Jessica had not appreciated my ogling... so why would she show me her breasts at all? And why did the nurse just forget what she saw? Why didn't she report Jessica for inappropriate behavior? There had to be something else going on. Did it have something to do with... me?
The second week after I came home from the hospital I decided to see if I could figure something out. My older sister was home from college for the summer as well. She was in her senior year. She was helping take care of me during the day, but often would go out with her friends.
"Hey punk," she said coming into the room. She picked up a couple of empty water bottles and checked to see if I had another. "I was going to go out with Julie for a couple of hours. Are you ok? Do you need anything?"
"I dunno," I said, feigning a little pain in my legs. "My foot really hurts for some reason. I know how much you like massaging my feet." I knew this would normally be a deal killer. She hated touching a guy's feet and there was no way she was going to touch mine. She stood there a moment, looking at my feet, contemplating what she was going to do when she unexpectedly reached down, picked up my foot, and began massaging it.
I had to admit it felt good. She was digging her thumbs into the sole of my foot as she sat down to get more comfortable. More than that, though, I was absolutely stunned. I couldn't believe this was really happening.
"It would feel better with a little lubrication of some sort. Maybe... you should... lick it." I pushed.
With only a moment's hesitation, she leaned forward and licked the bottom of my foot before pushing her thumbs into the wetness, using the lubrication to better massage it.
Holy fuck! This was way beyond... there was absolutely no way she'd do this on her own. I had to be influencing her.
"Take your shirt off. You look a little warm."
At my push, she set my foot down and pulled her t-shirt up and over her head. "Wow... much better," she said. "It is a little too warm in here. But it's a little weird to have my shirt off in front of you." She covered her bra-covered breasts with her hands.
"I know it's a little embarrassing, but I feel very excited by it. You feel that way, too." She licked her lips, obviously getting excited by my lecherous gaze. "You'd be embarrassed, but I think you'd feel more excited if you just showed me your breasts." She blushed and looked embarrassed as she dropped her hands, smiling a little as she enjoyed being naughty.
"It is warm... maybe you'd feel even better without anything on. You'd feel even more embarrassed and more excited."
She licked her lips as she hesitated a moment. "I would feel cooler that way," she said. Then she reached behind herself and removed her bra as she stood. Then quickly shed her shorts and panties, tossing them into a pile next to the bed.
She looked incredible. I'd never seen her naked before. Her tits were nice, on the small side, but with pointed, hard nipples. And she was shaved bare... unless she was just too young to have much visible hair there. She sat back down, lifted my foot and licked the sole once more before she started massaging it again.
"Does that feel better?" she asked, maintaining an interest in massaging my foot.
"Yeah... a lot better," I replied, definitely looking her over. I couldn't believe the position I was in... and I couldn't believe what I was able to get her to do. It made me so hungry for more. "But you're looking a little... bothered," I pushed. "Like you're horny or something. Are you ok? Your pussy is bothering you. It seems like you want to... I dunno, touch it."
She started squirming on the bed. "Yeah... I don't know what's wrong. But it's... tingling."
"Go ahead. Touch yourself. I know it's embarrassing, but... you're so horny. You can't help yourself. You just have to."
"I... I shouldn't do this," she sighed, dropping a hand and opening her legs a little as her hand slid between her thighs. I could see her fingertips moving, sliding against her pussy. "Oh my God, this is so embarrassing. But... but I need to. Just don't watch me, ok?"
"What do you mean don't watch you?" I asked. "You love it when I watch you masturbate. You're embarrassed by it, but it makes you cum so hard knowing just how dirty it is." I loved how she shivered as my words sank into her mind. Her fingers were moving faster now. She had forgot all about my foot, simply holding onto it, but she spread her legs wider and was really playing with her pussy. She closed her eyes for a moment, in embarrassment, but then just had to open them to make sure I was watching her.
She needn't have worried. I was definitely watching. And her excitement level was quickly escalating. Her pussy was getting very wet. I could hear the wetness as her fingers mashed into it.
"Oh my God," she whispered, her breathing getting rapid as she saw my raw interest in her.
"But you know, you can't orgasm."
She looked at me, concerned, and whimpered. She was looking desperate now. "No?" I could tell she wanted to cum soon. She was so ready.
I shook my head. "No... not until I tell you you can. Remember?" I pushed.
She closed her eyes and lifted her face towards the ceiling. Her other hand moved to her breast and squeezed it, pinching her nipples again and again. "Fuck," she hissed softly. "Please... you have to... you have to tell me I can... that... that I can cum."
I paused for a moment, thinking about how I wanted this to proceed.
"When's Julie coming over?" I asked.
"In about... ten minutes," she said through heaving breaths, three of her fingers now sliding in and out of her pussy. "Please... please... can I cum? I really need to."
"I know you do," I said. "Your pussy must be really, really sensitive now. And I bet it's getting worse every second. But can't cum yet and you can't stop feeling like this until you cum. So, you're just stuck right here, right on the edge of a wonderful orgasm, whether you're touching yourself or not."
I felt really powerful. I knew I could make her do anything I wanted and actually enjoyed watching her masturbate madly in front of me, desperate to cum. I unfastened my pants and pulled them down, exposing my long, hard shaft, and started stroking it. She looked at it in amazement.
"I'll tell you what. When Julie gets here, as soon as she puts my cock in her mouth, you can orgasm." She cringed, knowing that it was going to be ten minutes of torture. But her hand never stopped moving.
We waited for ten very long minutes. Ann was masturbating furiously on the bed, her body shaking she needed release so badly. She was grunting and moaning and mewling, right on the very edge, but unable to cum. She was making my bed so wet with her juices and her sweat. I was masturbating right along with her. She was embarrassed watching me and knowing that I was watching her, but her embarrassment only made her more excited.
Then, right before Julie was to arrive, I told her to get dressed. "Forget about your bra or underwear," I said. "You won't need them. Just invite her in and bring her to my bedroom. I'll take care of the rest."
She nodded and tried to dress while still masturbating. It was almost comical to watch. She didn't even fasten her shorts as she left my room, leaving her hand down the front so she could touch herself. I just sat on my bed and slowly stroked my cock, thinking of what I could do next.
Julie arrived a little late, which bothered Ann to no end. Even before Julie got to the door, Ann had it open and ran out several steps, grabbing her hand and practically pulling her into the house.
"Come in... you gotta come in," she said quickly. She pulled her into the house and quickly closed the door.
"Woah, girl... what is up with you?" Julie asked. "Are you ready to go?"
I could feel the tension in the air as Ann quickly debated in silence whether she wanted to bring Julie back to my room or not.
"Hello? Earth calling Ann. Are you ready?" Julie asked when Ann didn't answer quickly enough.
"No... not quite. I need you to help me with something." Ann was cryptic enough but sounded very unsure and nervous about inviting her friend back to my room. I could hear them coming down the hall. It sounded like Ann was either pushing or pulling her back and that Julie was coming, but not really willingly.
"Jeez... calm down. I'm going with you."
Then they suddenly opened the door and came into my room. I was laying on my bed, slowly stroking my cock and just watched them enter. Julie suddenly looked away and brought her hand up to shield her eyes.
"Holy fuck! Is that your brother?" she asked. "What the hell...?"
"Yes... and um... I need you to do something for me," Julie said.
"What she means to say," I interrupted, "is that she knows how much you like looking at cock... specifically my cock. You know how much my cock excites you. That goes for both of you." I could see and feel the tension as the words sank into both Julie and Ann. Julie's hand slowly dropped from her eyes to her mouth as she turned towards me, looking directly at my cock, licking her lips and getting obviously excited by the sight of it.
"I heard you say that you'd do anything for my cock... won't you?" I asked and they both nodded briskly, almost as if in a fog. "Kneel here," I said, pointing to the floor beside the bed as I sat up on the edge. Both girls fell to their knees exactly where I indicated, their eyes glued to my hard shaft.
I waited a few seconds, wondering what I wanted to do and just thinking about what was happening. The more I thought through this, the more I found that there were two kinds of things I could do to influence them. I could command them, which caused an instant impulse to obey that specific instruction. So, for example, I could tell them to suck my cock and they would. But, that would be that.
Or, I could create a new fact for them, something that would change their thoughts and behavior forever. In this case, I could tell them how much they loved my cock, which would make them want to suck it all on their own... all the time.
It was this latter mode that was the most powerful, but the one that got me into the most trouble.
"I know you two love each other," I said. "In fact, you've been secret lovers for some time now, stealing away to make out whenever you could, hoping that no one would find out. And just recently you found that you love to touch each other... in all the sexy places that give you so much pleasure."
They looked at each other and then back at me.
"I know, it's very embarrassing that I found out."
They both blushed and giggled, covering their mouths and faces. It was too cute.
"Now that you know I know... why don't you two kiss for me?"
They giggled for another moment and then leaned it to each other and kissed. It was one of the most erotic things I'd ever seen in my life. Girls kissing in real life was so much better than watching a porn video. I sat there stroking my cock and the girls kissed more watching, realizing that it made me even more excited.
"Oh God, come over here," I said, unable to take it much longer. I held my cock in my hand, ready for them to take it in their mouths. Ann was shaking. She was feeling the need to cum so badly now, especially with Julie's mouth so close to my cock.
"Julie," I said softly. "You know what you want to do."
And as soon as Julie's mouth engulfed my shaft, Ann had the most incredible orgasm. The next several hours... and then the following week... was such a blur with mind-blowing sex with both of them.
But, as I said, using this power and this form of influence got me into trouble. Well, with my sister's new normal of both loving to be with Julie... intimately... and loving to see my cock, meant that Julie was over all the time now. It didn't take long before my mom found out about it. And my dad. And they weren't too pleased at all.
I pushed my mom to ignore it, to just think it was as natural as them watching a movie together. But it took longer to get with my dad, since he worked so much. And after my mom accepted it, my mom and dad began to argue over it.
I tried calling him at work, the easiest way to reach him, but quickly found out that I couldn't push him over the phone. We argued even as I tried to convince him that my sister's sexual needs was natural. Finally, after a week I was finally able to push my dad and make him also see that it was as natural as them just watching a movie. Which worked for a while. But, for some reason, when people asked him what was happening at home, he mentioned their sexual activity. Then he started having problems with his friends... and at church... then at work. He had a lot of people around him that wondered about his changed opinion and the things that were happening in our house, which caused a lot of disagreements with long-time friends. There was no way I could push all of them.



So I pushed him again to be less forthcoming and more private in his beliefs and about the happenings around the house. I hoped that would make things easier between he and his friends. It helped, but I could still tell there were issues.
When things calmed down and home life seemed a lot better, I decided that I wanted to get some new toys... a new computer... a better wifi... a better cell phone. I pushed my dad to want to get me everything I wanted. And, I have to admit, I was rolling in some great things. I had everything I ever wanted.
And then found out that it was causing stress between my parents again, as they started having financial problems. My dad had taken out a second mortgage on the house to support my constant desires and was having trouble making the payments. We were getting close to having our house taken away from us.
So I backed down on my desires and things did improve. But one lesson I learned was that once I influenced someone to change their thoughts and behaviors I couldn't just change it back. I could slightly modify the belief, but I couldn't remove it. So from now on, my parents were very ok with open displays of sexual intimacy, my dad was very ok with giving me everything I asked for, my sister was forever a lesbian with Julie, and they both had a strong desire for my cock. It was so hard to manage this world that I created.
After I turned twenty five I decided that I needed to move out on my own and that I would get a job. I decided that I would look at Drummand and Dearwood, a mid-size law firm in town. I did apply for a job... I tried to go the "right" way. But... of course, I pushed to get the job and I started, at first, in the mail room. I wanted to get a lay of the land before I did anything drastic. Within a month, though, I was running the mailroom... well, in name only. I barely did any work at all, actually. I got paid a good salary and came to work only when I wanted to. No one batted an eye about it. In face... everyone absolutely loved me!
And then, over the next two years I worked myself up the ladder. I made more money in each position than anyone had ever made and I made a lot of "friends" that not only helped me do less work than ever, but that fought to promote me every chance they had. Everyone thought I somehow had the magic touch and was the absolute best employee.
I stopped for a while when I got the position as the Human Resource Director. I was making a healthy six-figure salary and had a pretty powerful position of authority without any need to do any work at all. It was a really nice job. I was in contact with everyone in the firm, continually influencing them to give me the best reviews and the best friends anyone could have.
And then, for the first time ever, I met someone who had the same ability as me.
I had decided to come in to work that particular day. As I had mentioned, I wasn't often that I did that. I was in a meeting with the office manager when about 2pm a young woman, about nineteen, opened the door, came into my office and sat in the open chair, kicking her feet over the arm as if she was at home. It was so spectacularly rude. "I want a job," she said without even looking at me, scrolling through her social media app on her phone. "I don't want to work, of course, but I'll need a really good salary. I have... expensive... needs."
"Uh," I said, tapping my pen against the desk, annoyed as I watched her play with her phone. "You need to go talk to my secretary and make an appointment," I told her, turning again towards Jason, the office manager, to continue our conversation. She was dressed very casually, jeans and a nice shirt, obviously not for a job interview. And this was not the way to go about it.
"As I was saying, we'll need to..."
She interrupted me. "Your secretary is... busy," she said, looking at me for the first time and smiling.
"What?" I asked, standing up and walking to my door. "Rachel, see that this woman is re..." I started to say, but abruptly stopped when I saw that Rachel was... masturbating. Furiously. As if she had to do it. As if nothing else in the world mattered. She barely registered that I was even talking to her. "Rachel!" I said, loudly. She looked at me, almost pleadingly, but all she could do was moan, her eyes half closed in pleasure, her feet up on the desk to help expose her pussy to her teasing fingers.
"I... can't... stop," she managed to say whispering huskily before moaning loudly as an orgasm overcame her. And still her hands didn't stop moving, driving her towards another orgasm. "Oh... fuck yeah! Fuck yeah!"
"I told him she was busy," I heard her tell Jason. "No one ever listens."
I turned back to my office, facing the young woman sitting in the chair. Strangely, I couldn't figure out what was going on. As much as I'd altered the behavior of people in my time, I had a hard time even thinking that someone else might have the same ability.
"What are you doing here?" I asked, very annoyed now. "What do you want?"
"That's easy," she said. "I'm looking for a job. This is HR, right?" She looked at Jason as if for support. "I mean, I thought this was HR." She extended her hand and looked at the back of it, checking that her nails still looked good.
"A job? Do you... like... have a resume? Anything?"
"You don't need to see a resume," she said. Her voice sounded strange to me for some reason. And suddenly, I realized she was right. I didn't need to see a resume. It was ridiculous that I'd even think she needed one. I could feel her words in my head, but I was caught so off balance that I let them soak in.
"No, you're right," I apologized. "How stupid of me. But we... we have online resources for you to select jobs from." I pointed to my laptop on the desk, hoping she'd get the idea. "That's how we set up interviews. You don't just barge in here..."
"Oh, I don't think I want any of the online postings," she laughed. "Those jobs do... work." She stuck out her tongue and faked putting her finger in her mouth as if she were throwing up, to emphasize how horrible working would be. "I just want you to pay me. I think $100K will be sufficient to start."
"To start?" I said, not believing how forward she was being. "You're pretty crazy if you think you can come in here and earn that kind of salary. Without specific experience in a position we need you're going to have to start at the bottom, just like everyone else. I can probably get you a job in the mailroom. Then we can see what kind of skills..."
"Stand up," she said, shaking her head, starting to get a little upset, and I couldn't help myself. I quickly pushed my chair back and I stood. I couldn't believe it. I willed myself to sit back down and show this smiling girl that she wasn't in control, but I... couldn't. I couldn't move. In my mind, I felt the command drip into my brain like water, filling crevices, soaking in.
"Take your pants off," she continued, waving her hand in the air, and smiling smugly. She absolutely knew she was in control. "I always get what I want. It'll go a lot better for you if you don't argue with me."
I felt the command drip once again and thought about fighting it, but started too late. It felt like I pulled a plastic tarp over my brain, but by the time it got there, the water had already poured through. I unfastened my pants and they slid down my legs.
She looked at my cock behind my boxers and seemed to appreciate the view.
"Take your pants off," I pushed back. She started unfastening them as she looked at me in surprise. She slid them down and off her legs, letting them fall to the floor. Her black panties looked really good on her.
"How... how the fuck did you do that?" she asked, surprised.
I smiled. I guessed that she'd never run into someone with abilities like this either. "Play with your pussy," I pushed before she could get her footing. Suddenly her hands were sliding between her thighs, touching her pussy very intimately.
"Masturbate," she pushed me. "Think of nothing but getting off."
But this time, I was prepared. I had pulled that tarp over my brain and watched the push just run off it. Unfortunately, I didn't push her back. She was able to fire another volley.
"Masturbate!" she pushed again and this time it felt far more forceful. It felt like a hose was spraying it against my plastic tarp and I wasn't sure how long it was going to hold. She looked so angry that I was defying her. "I said masturbate!" The hose turned into a firehose, the push hitting my brain so forcefully.
It was taking almost all of my concentration to just deflect her attacks that I felt I wasn't able to form an attack back at her. I was holding my head, my eyes half closed. I looked over with half-opened eyes and Jason was looking at us, confused and scared, unable to move, wondering what in the hell was going on.
I tried to hold off her attack and at the same time release just a little concentration to attack back. I felt my hand lightly grab my shaft and start moving up and down its length as her push to masturbate began to penetrate. I knew she was going to win if I didn't do something and fast. "Kiss her," I pushed Jason.
I felt the pressure on my brain immediately cease when Jason bent forward and began kissing her. I wasn't sure how long she'd be distracted though. "Fuck her mouth," I pushed him again. He struggled to kiss her, fighting off her attempt to push him away, and at the same time, get his pants open. I watched him grab her head and force his cock into her mouth.
I felt in control once again and took a deep breath. "Now... young lady. We'll start again," I said as the "glug, glug, glug" from her along with Jason's grunting grew louder. "I know you love having something in your mouth all the time," I pushed, changing her beliefs. "Cock... pussy... just about anything. And the more you can get the better." I saw the look of surprise cross her eyes for just a moment until she closed them, fully accepting my push. She stopped fighting Jason and started sucking, even deepthroating his cock as her hands held his hips. She obviously hadn't met someone with these powers before either and was as unprepared to defend herself as I was. I was lucky to have survived.
She was so fully distracted now... as well as unable to utter a single word... that I was able to pull up my pants and sit back down. Just in case, I left the imagined tarp over my brain. I wanted to make sure she couldn't launch some kind of surprise attack against me.
"I think I have a job for you after all. It won't pay as much as you want, but I think it's worth a good $45K. I'm sure that with what I give you, you'd probably work for free," I laughed. "But this is a law firm after all. It wouldn't be good to have people working for free."
I stood and walked around behind her and knelt on the floor. I stroked her hair with one hand as I whispered in her ear. "I want you to show up to work tomorrow," I pushed her, "here in my office, promptly at 8am." Then I relaxed and thought I'd just talk to her... tease her with her new role. "You're going to be our new wellness director. Or... the company slut," I laughed. "Your job will be to go around the office and offer your mouth and body to anyone and everyone... all day long. It'll be your job to keep everyone satisfied. Of course, you'll have to keep your mouth full all the time, too, so you'll want to go out and buy the appropriate gag."
I briefly watched her working hard to take in Jason's cock, doing everything she could to get every inch of it. Then I stood and walked back over to my desk and sat down. I leaned forward on the desk, watching her closely. "Finish him, then come over here and finish me," I pushed her.
She seemed to use every trick in the book now... using her hands to pump his shaft, sucking on the tip of his cock, teasing his ass with her fingers... doing everything she could to get him off. Jason was breathing heavier, in time with her excited "mmhmm... mmhmm...". In just a minute, Jason was cumming, pumping his load down her throat. When he finally pulled free, she quickly crawled over to me, grabbed my shaft with both hands and took it deep into her mouth. The glug, glug, glug every time she slid me deep into her throat rang throughout my office once more.
"Oh my God," Jason said, fastening his pants. "I... I don't know why I just did that."
"Oh, fuck... very nice," I said, enjoying the sensation of the girl's cocksucking skills. "Jason, get dressed and go back to work," I pushed. "Forget about everything to do with this girl."
Jason looked at me with a strange expression as my words absorbed into his brain but then he fastened his pants and walked out of my office.
"Oh fuck," I groaned as she slid up and down, up and down, her hands stroking beneath her mouth. She was downright ready to milk me dry if I let her.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm... more!" she moaned, almost incoherently, her nose dropping to my pubes as my cock pushed into her throat. I wondered if she was going to be able to breath with my cock that deep.
I grabbed her head and stood, sliding my cock in and out at my speed now, taking control.
"Mmhmm!" she moaned, enjoying it.
My fingers were entwined in her hair, holding her head in place as I fucked harder and faster. Her mouth felt so incredible. I pulled her off for a moment, allowing her to take a breath and she inhaled deeply. "Yes!" she said, her spittle dripping onto her shirt as she slid her mouth onto me once again.
With her slutty enjoyment of it and the feelings her mouth generated on my cock, it didn't take long for me to cum. I pulled out for a moment, allowing some of my cum to hit her nose and cheek before she dove on me again. "No," she moaned, sliding my twitching, cumming cock into her mouth, swallowing the rest of my cum as fast as I could deliver it.
Then I withdrew from her mouth and she sat there, looking uncomfortable with an empty mouth. She put fingers in her mouth, sucking on them as a substitute, two, then three, then four stuffed inside as her lips closed over them. I knew I was going to have to find something better for her to suck on.
"Come with me," I said, and walked to my office door. We walked out to Rachel's desk where she was still furiously masturbating. Her hair and clothes were soaked with her sweat and pussy juices. I couldn't believe she could still be doing it. She had to be exhausted.
"Rachel, sleep. Today was just a dream," I pushed and watched Rachel's eyes close. "Tomorrow, you'll wake up refreshed, laughing at the dream that made you masturbate like that. You'll realize that it wasn't real." I hoped that was enough to dislodge the masturbation command this girl had given her.
Tomorrow I was going to have to make sure Rachel got her revenge on our new slutty employee. I thought that maybe a day of sucking on her feet would be a good start.
"You," I pushed to the girl. "You will go to a sex store on the way home and buy a big, dick-shaped gag to wear. You will wear it at all times unless you're servicing someone. Now, get dressed and go home. I'll see you tomorrow at 8am."
Tomorrow was going to be her start to a brand new life.
No... I'm not a superhero. I definitely use my ability for my own selfish desires. But I had to admit that I did just save at least a few people from a whole lot of misery.
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Naughty Little Things, Part 1
Em, Taylor, and Abi had been friends forever, living and growing up in the same neighborhood, attending the same schools. Now it was the summer after high school graduation and they were spending as much time as they could together, before being separated by the different colleges they each decided to attend.
They were in Em's basement for a sleepover, phones out, trolling through their friends' social media pages. Em's Mom had died years ago, so it was just her and her Dad. They all loved hanging out at her place; her Dad was cool and didn't hover or interfere too much with their fun. Plus, with her Dad working mostly from home, she had the best internet.
A movie played on the big TV behind them, but they mostly ignored it. They were laughing and joking, showing each other videos, rating the guys they saw. The current trend was older guys dancing to a particularly naughty, recent song, showing their moves.
"Oh my God!" Taylor blurted out. "This guy looks like your Dad!"
"Let me see!" Em said, still laughing from the last video.
Abi laughed as she leaned over to Taylor and saw what she was looking at. "Oh my God, he so does!" she said, flicking her blonde hair over her ear.
Em smiled as the phone turned towards her. "Oh my God!" she smiled. He sort of did look like her Dad.
The guy was moving and gyrating around in what looked to be his living room. As the lyrics of the song suggested, he began to take his shirt off, showing his fit body. The girls all giggled as the music played and he swayed and turned, shaking his tight ass.
"I think your Dad has a better ass than that!" Abi giggled.
Em and Taylor both turned to her, surprised by her comment.
"What? I'm just saying!" she giggled.
Taylor smiled, then giggled herself. "Ok. I think you're right! He does!"
Em couldn't believe they were both commenting on her dad. He was good looking for his age, but... it was her dad. They shouldn't be looking at him like that. She definitely shouldn't be.
The guy started taking off his pants, revealing his very tight underwear with the obvious outline of his cock in the front. The girls, huddled tightly together, all stared at the screen, amazed and aroused by what they were seeing.
"Oh my God, is that his... dick?" asked Abi.
As the girls stared, Em put her hand to her mouth, surprised by her own emotions. This was... not something she ever expected to feel. She saw him as her dad... dancing and moving and stripping... just like that. She felt... aroused... by him. "What kind of video is this?" she asked quietly.
"Obviously a dirty one!" Taylor giggled. "I don't know how it made it past the censors."
Suddenly the man turned around to face away from the camera and pushed his shorts down.
"Is he...?" Abi couldn't say the word.
They all stared at his naked tight ass, and then... he turned around.
"Oh my God!" said Em, stopping herself from squealing. His big cock swung into view, a hard, throbbing, erect cock that she couldn't take her eyes off. Em didn't know if it happened to her friends, but she was definitely aroused, her pussy suddenly throbbed and ached.
"Oh my fucking God," Abi laughed.
"Do you think he looks like your Dad now?" said Taylor laughing.
"How would she know?" said Abi.
The video stopped and the girls fell silent, all lost in their thoughts for a moment.
"Actually!" said Em glancing at her friends before giggling and burying her blushing face into her hands.
"Whoa, wait!" said Abi holding her hands up. "Are you saying what I think you're saying?"
Em lifted her head up, her cheeks flushed. She sat up cross-legged, knowing she had to tell them. "Ok, this stays between us!" she said, taking a breath.
Taylor and Abi sat up as well and listened intently and anxiously.
"I recently caught him... in the shower!" Em said, giggling.
"What?" asked Abi.
"Oh, this requires far more details," Taylor said, grinning.
"Ok, ok... I just... walked in on him. The door wasn't locked and he was in the shower. And I could see his..." she blushed again.
"His big cock?" said Taylor, not one for being shy.
"Yes!" Em squealed.
"Oh my God!" said Abi.
"Was he... you know... like the guy in the video?" asked Taylor.
Em blushed again and took a deep breath. "Bigger!" she said, biting her lip.
"Oh my God!" gasped Abi rolling to her back on the floor.
"How do you know?" Taylor nudged her to tell more.
She looked at them both, and then felt she had to confess something to them, something she'd been keeping from them for over a year. She leaned forward a bit and lowered her voice. "My Dad gave me a box last year. It belonged to my Mom. It had things of hers in it, like, jewelry and stuff. I guess he didn't go through it because there were two levels to the box. There was another compartment underneath!"
The girls looked at her, anxious for more. She bit her lip. "Wait right here. I'll go get it." Em ran up the stairs into the rest of the house, coming back a minute later carrying the box. She sat in her place again and set the box on the floor in front of her. Her friends were listening and watching intently, ready for the bombshell she seemed to be promising. She reached forward and opened the box.
"It's when I found this..." she said, lifting the top tray and letting the girls peer inside. At the bottom of the box, in the hidden compartment, was a very life-like dildo. It was rather large and flesh colored. Em lifted it out and held it up for them to see. The head sagged down slightly from its weight.
"Oh my God!" Abi squealed.
"Is that...?" Taylor stared at it.
"I think it's my Dad!" Em said quickly.
The girls looked at it for a second, wide-eyed.
"Your Dad?" Taylor asked, wondering how Em made the connection.
"This was in there, too," Em said, grabbing a folded up piece of paper from the compartment. Taylor quickly grabbed it, unfolded it, and started reading it.
"What is it?" Abi asked.
"It's from some adult toy company. It's instructions for casting a guy's cock to turn it into a dildo," she said, sounding surprised. "You think your mom and dad made a casting of his cock and had it turned into... that?" she asked Em.
Em nodded, looking excited.
"Can I hold it?" asked Taylor. She reached over and picked it up, holding it by the suction-cup end so that the head bounced. She noticed a small bottle of lube was also in the box. "Wait... is that lube?" she asked, giggling, and then suddenly watched Em's face redden even more. "Oh my God!" she blurted out, finally realizing what Em had done.
"What?" asked Abi, always a bit behind them.
"You didn't?" Taylor grinned. Em nodded.
"What?" Abi asked again.
"Em has been using the dildo," Taylor said, running her hand up and down the long shaft.
"What do you mean? How?" Abi asked before thinking.
"How do you think?" laughed Taylor.
Abi looked at Em and then back at the dildo. Taylor handed the dildo to Abi and as she held it. When she finally realized how Em might have used that monster of a cock she looked at Em in shocked amusement.
Em felt weird that they were holding her Dad's cock and talking about it so casually. And then the questions started. How did it feel? How did it fit? Didn't it hurt? Em had to tell them that she was definitely curious when she found it and about how she rubbed it up down her pussy over her panties. It felt weird at first, but it felt good and then she got more curious. She started rubbing it under her panties, directly against her pussy. And she made herself cum like that! After that, she couldn't help herself. It got to be a habit of using it before bed every night. One evening she was enjoying herself, pressing it against her hole, and she was so wet that it slipped in. The girls gasped, hearing that, listening how she felt as she pushed deeper. Something made her keep it inside, pushing deeper and deeper until she found herself fucking the dildo.
"You fucked yourself with your Dad's cock!" asked Abi.
Em blushed, nodding.
"For a year?" Taylor asked. "And you didn't say anything?"
The girls remained silent, looking at the dildo and then looking at Em.
"Does it feel good?" asked Taylor feeling her pussy aching with all the talk of cumming.
Em nodded. Taylor had told them before that she'd had sex with a boy once. But she was pretty sure that boy didn't measure up to this monster.
"Show us," she said, smiling. "You owe it to us."
Em hesitated, looking at them shyly. Between the three of them, they had shared everything. They had seen each other naked lots of times, but somehow this felt very different. Taylor reached in for the lube and handed it to Em. She took the dildo from Abi and handed that to her, too. Then she leaned back and watched her, waiting for the show to begin.
"Really?" asked Em. Taylor nodded. Abi sat back, her hand to her mouth in shock, looking at both of her friends in confusion. Em shuffled her hips and pushed her shorts off, revealing her powder blue panties. She widened her legs, grabbed the huge dildo, and rubbed it against her pussy, over her panties. The instant she did it, a small soft moan fell from her young lips, and her body began to respond. Taylor and Abi watched her rub the life-like head up and down against herself, listening to her breathing increase. Excited, Em cupped her breasts, squeezing them through her t-shirt as she pushed her hips against the dildo.
"Oh God, that's so hot!" Taylor whispered excitedly. She leaned back. Stuffing her hand inside her shorts, she rubbed her tingling pussy and watched her friend.
Em excitedly glanced at her friends and licked her lips before she quickly pulled aside her panties. Her pussy came into view, its puffy pink lips glistening with moisture. She gasped, feeling the head of the dildo touching her lips before lining it up to her hole. Then she slowly pushed it inside. She was so wet she didn't need any lube.
"Oh... yeah," Em hissed, the size of the dildo stretching her opening and giving her so much pleasure.
"Oh my God!" Abi squealed, covering her face when she saw it disappearing inside of her best friend. She couldn't believe what she was watching. And then realized she couldn't stop watching!
"Oh yeah, does it feel good?" asked Taylor, her hand moving faster under shorts, obviously excited. Her hips were moving, gyrating from her excitement.
"Yeah... so good!" panted Em as she thrust just the tip of the dildo in and out.
They watched, all three panting in excitement, as Em slid more inside her, pulling it out and pushing it back in, faster and faster. Her pussy lips wrapped themselves around the shaft, making her moan with the pleasure the dildo was giving her.
Taylor was breathing harder, getting close to her orgasm. "Are you going to cum?" she asked. Em just moaned in response. "Are you going to cum on your Daddy's big cock?" she asked, with an intense lewdness to her voice.
Em gasped, her body shuddered, and the girls watched her cum. She writhed on the floor, holding the dildo deep inside her. Taylor came quickly afterwards, her panties and shorts soaking with her juices.
They lie there for a while. Abi felt her pussy tingling.
"Did you think about your Dad fucking you?" Taylor said.
"What? No!" Em said, making a disgusted face. She said it too quickly, though. Taylor could always tell when she lied.
"Is that what makes you cum? Thinking of your Dad's cock slipping inside you?" Taylor grinned, taking the dildo from her.
Em shot her a look, unable to say a word. Her body responded to the thought, though. It was so wrong. But it excited her more than anything.
Taylor handed the dildo to Abi. "You want to try it?"
Abi held it in her hand, nervously. She didn't want to admit it, but she really had no idea what to do with it. "I... I don't know..."
"Yes you do. Here. Let me help you," Taylor said, grabbing it back again. She was very used to Abi's shyness and nervousness in trying new things. She always had to be the one to help her through it. "Get on your hands and knees. No... facing away from us." Abi did as she was asked and looked back over her shoulder. "We have to get these out of the way," Taylor said, grabbing Abi's shorts and panties and quickly pulled them down to her knees.
Em watched as Taylor took some of the lubricant and applied it to her fingers. Then she slid her fingers through Abi's pussy, getting it all wet as Abi moaned in shock. Abi never expected that her friend would actually touch her pussy... but it felt incredible.
"Wait! What are you doing?" Abi asked, fear and excitement in her voice.
"Hush," Taylor told her sternly. "I'm helping you." Taylor applied lube to the dildo and rubbed the head over Abi's clit.
"Oh my God!" Abi moaned, moving her body a little in response.
"Guys like to tease you with it first... like this," she said as if enjoying what she was doing. "They rub the head all over your clit and everything and get you all excited and begging." Taylor's eyes were focused on Abi's pussy as she slid the dildo over her exposed wetness. She looked like she was enjoying this. "Now... head down on the floor," Taylor said, moving Abi into a new position. "Arch your back a little... more... more... yeah, just like that."
Em was amazed at her friend. She had no idea she knew this kind of stuff. Abi was now positioned perfectly. Her pussy and ass were well presented and open, waiting to be used. Abi looked back at them, a mix of excitement and worry on her face.
"Don't you worry," Taylor told her as she lined the dildo up against her hole and applied a little pressure. "You're going to love this."
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Naughty Little Things, Part 2
At 7:30am, Vince was sitting in the kitchen, eating his breakfast of eggs (over easy) and toast and relaxing with the morning paper. He as glad that his office now allowed him to work from home... at least a couple of times a week. The drive was long and there was often a wreck somewhere to make it even worse. He'd set up an office in one of the spare bedrooms upstairs.
"Hi dad," Em said as she led her two friends into the kitchen. They were all still wearing their pajamas, colorful t-shirts with silly sayings on them and loose shorts. What surprised him most was that they were awake this early in the morning.
He looked up at them, showing his shock. "Well good morning. I never expected to see you awake this early in the morning on a summer day. I guess that means you weren't up until all hours of the night for the first time."
"Hi Mr. Conner," both Abi and Taylor said in unison, giggling with not-so-innocent-looking smiles.
"Hi girls," he said, looking back at them suspiciously. "What are you guys up to today?"
While Taylor and Abi leaned back on the counter, just looking at him and grinning, Em walked over to the refrigerator, took out the bottle of juice, and grabbed glasses for all of them.
"Oh... just going to the mall or something. I need some new workout clothes and maybe a new bathing suit," Em said as she poured the glasses and the three drank them.
Vince went back to reading the article in the paper, unaware of the thoughts the girls were having about him. His own thoughts were clouded and confused. He could see the swell of their bra-less breasts... their hard nipples poking into the thin material. He knew that with just the right bend of their bodies, the thin, loose material in their shorts would reveal the wonderful, soft, pink treasure hidden beneath. Their lithe, young bodies leaning against the counter were practically on display for him. He felt his cock jolt just thinking about them. Oh what he wouldn't give to be young again... to be able to give into these urges!
"I love trying on new clothes," Taylor said, licking her lips and grinning. "Especially with my girlfriends."
Taylor was his favorite out of all of Em's friends that he'd met. She carried herself like she knew that she was hot as hell. She also carried herself like she'd fuck any man that asked. And that combination was extremely intoxicating. In his mind he imagined bending her over the counter, tasting her sweet nectar, and then fucking that fine, tight pussy until she screamed his name.
He relaxed his breathing and went back to the article again, rereading the same paragraph he'd been staring at since the girls walked into the kitchen.
Em leaned back against the counter, seeing her dad in a new light after their adventure last night. He really was handsome, with his strong jawline... full, dark, wavy hair... the shadow of his beard... his strong arms. She remembered when she saw him in the shower months ago, his hands moving over his firm, naked body. Those same hands taking time to stroke his cock to hardness... and then to orgasm as he grunted through his release. God... he was so hot!
She could see herself on the floor in front of his chair, holding his cock, sliding her hands up and down it while kissing it. She could see herself climbing up into his lap, naked, kissing him as his strong arms wrapped around her. She could see him taking her, sliding into her as she ground against him until she came.
She knew her face was flushed and knew the other girls probably saw it, too.
"We're going to go get cleaned up," she said, ushering the girls out the door. She could tell they were a little flushed as well, probably for the same reasons.
"Ok," Vince said. "I'm going to work at home today so don't be too noisy. Alright?"
"Ok, dad. We'll keep quiet," Em said.
All three giggled as they went up the stairs, heading towards Em's bedroom. Taylor was in the rear and smacked their asses playfully as they ascended the stairs. They closed the door behind them as the entered Em's bedroom and sat on her bed.
"Ok, daaaaad," Taylor mocked her. "He's not dad. He's daddy."
"Yeah... dad... daddy..." Em said as if it wasn't a big deal.
"It's everything. He's hot... so you call him daddy." Taylor opened the box again and retrieved the dildo. "This is his dick, huh?" she asked, smiling at Em. "Have you ever sucked it before? You know... to practice."
"No... I never really thought about it," Em admitted.
"Abi?" Taylor asked.
"No... never," she said, embarrassed and shocked to even be asked.
"Well that is one thing you have to learn before you go to college," Taylor said. "Guys in college expect you to have experience. I can teach you."
"Where did you get all this experience?" Em asked.
Taylor smiled. "Well... I never mentioned it, but my stepmom taught my brother and me. She said she wanted to make sure we knew what we were doing before college."
"Your stepmom?" Em asked. She didn't really know much about the woman. She'd only been married to Taylor's dad for a year.
"She's a bit... progressive... you might say," Taylor smiled.
"Your brother?" Abi asked.
Taylor shrugged and smiled deviously. "We both needed someone to practice on."
"You practice on your brother?" Em asked, shocked, looking at Abi then back at Taylor.
Taylor nodded. "He's got a nice dick. And he needs to practice, too." Both girls looked at her in shocked surprise. "It's a win/win situation," she smiled. "Do you want me to show you or not?"
"Yeah," Em agreed, sounding a little reluctant. This was a serious piece of new information from her best friend.
Abi seemed even more reluctant. "I guess." Taylor looked at her and smiled. She had a good idea why Abi was reluctant, she had a suspicion for a long time about that girl. But time would tell. She'd work with Em first and then work with Abi's special needs.
Taylor grabbed a hand mirror from Em's makeup desk and laid it on the bed. She slapped the suction-cup end of the dildo on the mirror, giving it a base on which it could stand on its own.
"Ok, so... I'm going to show you how to do a blow job and a hand job and we'll go back and forth," Taylor said looking at both of them. "To start with, this is a penis... it's usually a lot smaller than this when you first see it. But when the guy gets excited it grows really big. And you make it grow by licking and sucking on it."
Taylor looked at them as they circled around the dildo, laying on their stomachs.
"The nice part about this is that it's already nice and hard for us and this is a nice sized cock," Taylor said. She grabbed the lube and squirted a little onto the dildo. "A wet hand or lube is absolutely required," she said as she grabbed the dildo. "And you want to start with this kind of motion, just slide your hand up and down. You start to get him more aroused."
Taylor changed her stroke slightly, turning her hand around so that she was more pulling his cock. "You just kind of play with it a little bit," she said and changed back to her original stroking motion. "Make eye contact... that's important. Guys like it when you look at them. And then," she said looking at both of her friends again, "you can start licking."
Taylor bent forward, pulling the dildo away from her face. "I like to start all the way down here and then go up," she said, "just to kind of surprise them. I treat it like a melting popsicle in the summertime."
Taylor licked slowly, from the base to the head several times, changing her track, moving the dildo in another angle. "Nice and slow. Then you go back and forth a little bit... lick some... stroke some. I like alternating between licking and using my hand. You wanna try?"
"Sure," Em said, strangely feeling aroused. She wrapped her hand around the shaft and stroked it a little. "I just take it and just put it in my mouth?"
"Uh huh," Taylor said encouragingly. "Just put it in and lick it and suck it."
Em brought it to her lips and licked it several times at first and then slid her mouth over it, letting a few inches slide into her mouth.
"That's very good," Taylor said. "See how nice and hard it feels in your mouth? That's his cock saying he likes what you're doing."
Em licked the shaft from the base to the head again and again, looking at Taylor for any instructions.
"There you go," Taylor said. "Mmhmm... perfect. That's nice. I knew you'd be good at this. Now, to help get him excited, it helps to let him see more of your body. You take your shirt off so he can see your tits."
Em sat back. Taylor helped her pull her shirt up and off, tossing it aside, then Taylor took off her own.
Taylor took the dildo in her hand again, stroking it. "I like to do that a few times and then put it in my mouth." She licked and sucked on it, stroking the exposed part of the shaft beneath her mouth. Then she lifted her mouth off and stroked its full length. "And I like to kind of mix it up with my hand. Here you try," she said, offering it back to Em.
Em started stroking and sucking on it, mimicking what her friend had just done. It felt so different in her mouth but so good.
"That's really good," Taylor said. "Some guys like you to just suck on the head. Others like you to go all the way down. You might have to ask what they like. And then you focus on whichever."
"Ok," Em said, continuing to stroke the rubber dildo.
"Another thing," Taylor said. "I like to twist my tongue, when it's inside. Just kind of swirl over it."
Em slid the dildo back into her mouth and used her tongue more, getting used to licking and swirling over the shaft when it was in her mouth.
"You're doing a really good job," Taylor praised her. "Blowjobs are fun. There you go, perfect. And you can speed it up... you just catch their cues to see when to speed it up or slow back down to tease him. You can also play with their balls, too, as you suck. You can make a little ring around them and tug on them a little bit. Some guys like that."
Em wrapped her fingers around the fake balls and tugged on them a little and rubbed them with her fingers as she continued sucking.
"I tell you what, you're a fast learner," Taylor said.
"You did this with your brother?" Em asked.
Taylor smiled. "Many times." She then bent down beside Em. "And you can have two girls licking at the same time," she said as she began licking one side while Em licked the other. When they reached the top, Taylor kissed Em, licking her lips teasingly before they both went back to licking.
"You make sure you keep him nice and hard the whole time," Taylor said. "Sometimes it's about you enjoying giving him pleasure, so you take your time. Other times it's about getting him off quickly. Sometimes guys just like lips," she said as she demonstrated, sliding her lips up and down the shaft. "Sometimes they like a little bit of teeth." She moved to the head and ran her teeth over the head a few times. "But do it very, very lightly. You're not biting him."
As Taylor moved out of the way, Em took her place and practiced what she'd just been shown.
"You're doing really good," Taylor said, stroking her head and pulling her hair back. "Perfect. Makes me wish I had a dick. The main thing is you want to make your mouth feel like a pussy... so you want to keep it nice and tight and warm and wet."
Em moved slowly, keeping a good pressure with both her mouth and hand as they moved up and down the shaft in unison.
"Yeah, just like that. This isn't such a bad thing, right?"
Taylor looked at Abi and noticed that, while she was watching these two suck on the dildo, she was less interested in the action on the dildo and more on her friends naked bodies. She smiled... yeah... she knew she'd have a different lesson for her.
She turned her attention back to Em. "They also like you to take it as far down as you can. Some guys are bigger and some guys are smaller but if you can stick it all the way back, they like that. You just go down like this," she said as she slid the large dildo all the way to the back of her throat. She coughed a little as she pulled it free, her spittle coating the rubber shaft.
"Here... you try. Lets see how far down you can go." Em slid her mouth over the dildo and moved down it. She didn't get nearly as far as Taylor, but she had a pretty good amount in her mouth. "Oh, look at that!," she said as Em pulled it from her mouth, coughing a little. "Did you get to the back of your throat."
"I think so," Em said.
"Oh yeah! Good girl! That's awesome!" she praised Em. "Let me show you how to do it without gagging. You just have to get used to it. You put it in the back of your throat and kind of don't think about it. You'll get used to it. Go ahead... try."
Em slid it deep into her mouth again.
"Don't think about it. That's it... yes... yes... you're going so deep and you're not gagging! That's right." Em pulled the dildo free once more, gasping for air. "See how it leaves all that spit so you can use your hand better. It's the best lube." Taylor slid her hand up and down the shaft, sliding through the spit and covering the dildo with it. "Sometimes you put the cock in the back of your throat and you make little swallowing motions." Taylor slid it into her throat once again and made little gluck, gluck noises before pulling off and taking a deep breath.
"Can you do that?" she asked. Em slid it back into her throat again. "Put it all the way back and swallow." When she heard the gluck sound, Taylor praised her again. "You're doing great!"
"Wow," Em gasped as she pulled the dildo from her mouth again.
"You like that?"
"Yeah," Em giggled.
"Any questions?" Taylor asked looking at Abi and then Em.
Em thought for a moment. "Well... I dunno... um... how do you... you know... make him cum?"
Taylor smiled. "That is the fun part. Let me show you how to do it." She bent down and took the dildo in her hand again. "You just go up and down like you were before... sucking and using firm pressure with your hand on the way up. But you go fast like this." Taylor started slow but then quickly ramped up the speed, sliding up and and down the shaft rapidly, obviously sucking and squeezing her hand on the way up.
"Wow, that is fast... I wanna try," Em said after a moment of watching.
"Can you do it?" Taylor asked. "That same rhythm? Up and down, up and down." Em slid her mouth over the dildo again and almost matched the same, fast rhythm as Taylor. She knew that with just a little more practice she'd get there.
"Good girl... yeah! There you go... that's perfect," Taylor praised her. Em moved off the dildo again. "You'll feel him getting close... his hips move... he moans... he starts to thrust up into your mouth. And when he cums, you can put it where ever you both want... in your mouth... on your face... on your chest. And then you lick it off yourself and their cock. Guys really love that!"
"What's cum like?" Em asked, wondering if she could really let a guy cum in her mouth.
"Well... it's different, but I like it," she said. "It's warm and kind of creamy... salty. It depends on the guy, really. Some women like to swallow, like me," she said, playfully raising her hand. "Some like to feel it dripping all over their face or body... again... like me. You can choose for yourself."
After they put the dildo and lube back into the box, they slid it back under Em's bed. Then they headed to the bathroom. Em showered first, while Abi and Taylor waited in her bedroom, just talking a little. They weren't as close as Taylor and Em, so their conversations weren't as deep.
When Em finished, Taylor let Abi shower next. Several minutes into her shower, Em was in her closet looking for something to wear, so Taylor, as quietly as she could, slipped into the bathroom. She wasn't surprised to find Abi masturbating, her back towards the door.
"Poor little Abi," Taylor thought, hatching a plan.
Taylor and Abi went home after they got cleaned up, promising to meet again at 3:00 to go shopping. Once they left, Em went to her dad's office door and knocked softly. She heard quick movement before she opened the door and saw her dad behind the desk looking at a spreadsheet.
"Hi dad," she said, moving inside the door.
"What do you need pumpkin?" he asked. He looked a little out of breath and a little flushed.
"Is it ok if I go to the mall this afternoon with Taylor and Abi?" she asked.
"Uh, yeah... sure," he said.
Em playfully bounced over to his desk and gave him a quick kiss on the head. When she looked down into his lap, she could tell that his pants were undone, surprising her, but she didn't say anything. "Thanks dad! You're the best!"
"Thanks pumpkin. Have a good time," he said as she walked out the door, smiling back at him.
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Naughty Little Things, Part 3
Em spent a lot of time downstairs, just looking through her friends' social media pages and putting in a few of her own. Her mind, though, kept wandering to other things... things she shouldn't be thinking about. Like her dad.
Her mom had been gone for two years now and was getting sick two years before that even. Her dad had never even had a date in all that time. When she asked him about it last year, he mentioned that he just wanted to focus on her and get her into college. Dating meant a lot of changes and he didn't want that to impact her.
But she knew what else that meant. That meant that he hadn't been with a woman... no... check that... he hadn't fucked a woman in all that time. From what little she knew about the whole thing, she couldn't believe that any guy would be able to go that long without going crazy. She felt so sorry for him.
And that concern turned into curiosity. Would he be hard all the time? Would his cock be really sensitive? How often did he masturbate? She did a quick Internet search and moved into into a world that she never expected to find herself... Internet porn. There were many sites that came up, so she picked one. After scrolling a minute, she decided to use the search feature and found many, many daddy/daughter videos. It was a whole genre of porn.
And she started watching a few...
When 3:00 rolled around she was still excited, having masturbated a few times already without cumming. She didn't want to make too much noise, or be undressed in any way, just in case her dad... no... daddy, came downstairs for something.
The doorbell rang and she quickly closed the app on her phone and answered it.
"Ready to go?" Abi asked as Taylor waved for her in the car. Em closed the door behind her and the trio set off for the mall, singing loudly to the playlist on Taylor's phone.
They wandered through the stores together, looking at different items. One thing that she wanted to look at was a new bathing suite... a bikini this time. Her one-piece suite made her look like a little girl... and not the desirable woman she wanted people to see.
As they made their way into a store with some really sexy-looking bikinis, Em grabbed a few, as did the other two girls, and they made their way back to the dressing rooms. Giggling, they all piled into one stall.
Em quickly started disrobing, getting ready to try her new suit on, while Taylor, as she had been this whole trip, was busy snapping selfies to post online. When they both had their suits on, they moved to the mirror to check them out while Abi was still adjusting hers.
"I think you have a sexier ass," Taylor said, holding up her phone and taking a selfie of them both in front of the mirror. She turned Em around so that she could see her ass in the mirror as Taylor grabbed it and firmly squeezed it, giggling.
"I don't know," Em said, slapping Taylor's ass in return. "Yours is really nice," she grinned.
"I bet your daddy would love to see you in this?" she chuckled, sliding her hands over Em's bare back and ass. "Maybe seeing you bending over, his hot little daughter, making him all hard and horny?" she laughed. "Then you might have to help him out?"
Em gave her a look, wondering if she was joking or serious.
"Don't tell me you haven't thought about it?" Taylor said. "I know I have!"
"Taylor, that's my dad," Em said, trying to sound disgusted. But she knew Taylor saw right through her.
"No," Taylor said, shaking her head. "He's your daddy... and a hot dad with a big cock! And I can imagine he needs sex!" She turned her attention to Abi. "Let's see your suit," she said, as Em stepped away from the mirror to try on another. "Yeah... that looks really good on you," Taylor said as Abi looked at herself in the mirror. Taylor and Em had convinced her to try on something a little more risque and this suit definitely fit the bill. The two patches of cloth that covered her breasts were small, barely even covering her nipples. And the one covering her pussy? She was pretty sure it didn't.
Taylor moved in front of Abi, her hands moving over her friends body, pretending to adjust her suit. She palmed Abi's breasts as her friend looked at her in shocked excitement, squeezing them. Then, as a pretense of adjusting her top, her fingers slid inside the cup and pinched Abi's nipples, making her moan softly. They both looked in the mirror and noticed Em wasn't even paying attention to them.
"I like this suit on you a lot," Taylor said softly. "It would look even better on my bedroom floor." As Abi watched herself in the mirror, almost helpless, Taylor's hand slid lower. Pretending to adjust her suit bottoms, Taylor's fingers pressed against her pussy and clit, teasingly.
Abi shivered, excited but confused, and backed away from the mirror. Taylor moved away to grab another suit too.
"So, I have a thought," Taylor said.
"About what?" Em said.
"I was thinking about how you could fuck your daddy," she said.
"Taylor!" Em said a little louder than she expected. "What are you talking about?"
"My dad has these sleeping pills that he takes and they really, really knock him out," Taylor said, untying her suit and taking it off. "They make him loopy and shit, too. It's funny to watch when he first starts to fall asleep. The best part about it is, he doesn't remember a thing the next day. My mom has had almost full conversations with him and even helped him get to bed and he doesn't remember it the next day."
Taylor smiled as Em looked at her.
"I can get you a few pills," she said, matter-of-factly. "No one will ever know."
Em, finished adjusting her suit, walked to the mirror to look at it. "I don't know, Taylor. That's... pretty risky. I don't want to drug my dad. What if something goes wrong?"
"I know... it was just a thought," Taylor said, grabbing Em's phone. She knelt behind Em and grabbed her butt again, squeezing it. At the same time, she started snapping pictures. Em turned around, accidently making Taylor's hand touch her crotch as she continued snapping.
"Taylor, stop!" Em said, moving her hips away, then noticing the phone. "Were you taking pictures? Oh my gosh!" Em tried to grab the phone, but Taylor quickly backed up and started sending a text message.
"Chill out. I'm just sending a picture of your bathing suit to your dad. To see what he thinks."
Em shook her head. "I already know what he's going to think. No... you should wear a Mumu so the boys don't think you're a slut," she said in a mocking, man-like voice.
Em heard the telltale tone of the text message getting sent and Taylor put down the phone.
"That bad, huh?" Abi asked.
"He just sees me as some ten-year-old," Em said, turning around and looking in the mirror. She adjusted her suit slightly and moved in a few different poses. "I just wish he saw me as a woman for once."
"I'm sure he will," Taylor said, almost teasingly.
Em turned and looked at her, recognizing that tone of voice. "Taylor, what did you do?"
"Me?" Taylor asked, feigning complete innocence.
Em walked to the bench and grabbed her phone. "What did you send him?" she asked as she opened the texting app. She read the last entry to her dad.
"What about this suit daddy? Do you like me in this?" she read, shocked.
And following below it was a picture of Em's crotch, barely covered by the thin material of the sexy bathing suit, with Taylor's hand touching her pussy. Embarrassingly she had a little camel toe, too. The picture made it seem as if Taylor was giving her pleasure.
"Oh my God," she whispered. "I'm dead. I'm so dead," she said softly, shaking her head.
"I somehow doubt it," Taylor smiled.
Em texted again. "I'm so sorry daddy... wrong pic! Please, please, please just delete it!" Then she put the phone in her purse.
After finding a suit for each of them, they jumped back in Taylor's car to head back to Em's house. Rush hour traffic was starting to build, so it took them a little longer to get there, but they finally pulled in and Taylor put it in park.
"Did you guys want to come in for a while?" Em asked, not seeing her dad's car. That gave her some comfort. At least it would be a while before she had to face him.
"Sorry, I have something I need to do," Taylor said. "Talk to you later, though?"
"Yeah, that's good," Em said, grabbing her shopping bag. "Talk to later Abi." The two watched Em unlock the front door and go inside.
Em walked into the house nervously looking for her father. She checked his office and it was empty and his car was gone. Maybe... just maybe he hadn't seen the text. She prayed he just deleted it.
Taylor pulled out of the driveway and started driving.
"I was thinking," Taylor said as she glanced at Abi in the seat next to her.
"Oh no, not again," Abi giggled.
"What?" Taylor asked, looking at her, sounding hurt.
"It's just that every time you say that, it's always some kind of whacky scheme you're going to try to get us into," Abi said.
"Well, then I won't tell you what I was thinking," Taylor said, teasing her, feigning hurt feelings.
"Oh... alright! Go ahead," Abi said and Taylor smiled.
"I was thinking... I showed you how to give oral to a guy... but I never showed you how to give oral to... a girl," she said.
"Why would I want to know something like that?" Abi asked, looking ahead to feign disinterest. She felt confused... conflicted... but, surprisingly... excited. Taylor was a beautiful woman, advanced beyond her age in many ways, and Abi felt so immature. She'd imagined being with Taylor but never thought it would ever happen.
"Hello... college!" Taylor said, as if that explained everything. "Everyone experiments in college. And when you experiment you'll have more fun if you know at least a little of what to do."
"I don't know," Abi said, sounding scared. "It sounds kind of weird."
"It'll be fun. I promise," Taylor smiled. "You can use it to help teach guys how to go down on you. Don't you want to have the best college experiences you can?"
"I don't know," Abi said, sounding a lot less reluctant. "I guess."
"Good! We'll go back to my house."
Taylor seemed to drive a little faster and they didn't talk as the drove, just listened to the music. Both girls had a lot on their minds... both excited for what was to come.
"Hi mommy," Taylor said as they walked into the house. Her stepmom, Anna, was in the kitchen, cleaning.
"Hi babe," Anna said. "We'll have dinner a little late tonight. Your father will be at the office really late."
"Ok, no problem," Taylor said as they made a beeline through the living room heading for the back bedrooms. "I brought Abi over. We'll be in my room."
"Ok. Hi Abi!"
"Hi Mrs. Ray!" Abi called back.
"Please... it's Anna," Taylor's mom said as she peeked from the kitchen through the archway. "I'm not old enough to be Misses yet."
"Sorry... Anna..." Abi said as Taylor pulled her into the hallway, into her bedroom, and shut the door. She quickly moved Abi by the bed.
"Go ahead and take off your shorts," she said.
"What?"
"Take them off! How else are we gonna do this?" Taylor said.
"I guess," Abi said, sounding a little suspicious, unbuttoning her shorts. She slid them down her legs and kicked them aside.
"It'll be fine... you'll see," Taylor said. She looked at her friend, still wearing her panties. "Don't be shy... it's alright."
Abi slid her panties to the ground and kicked them onto her shorts. Then she sat on the edge of the bed, her hands in her lap, hiding her pussy.
"Ok," Taylor said, dropping to her knees. She pushed Abi's knees apart and slid between them. "So here's how to lick a pussy." She grabbed Abi's wrists and pulled her hands away, exposing her. "Wow, you've got a really pretty pussy."
Taylor leaned down and kissed Abi's thigh, sliding closer to her pussy with each kiss. "The thing is to go in gently first... don't rush it... go in nice and soft." She used her fingers to pull Abi's pussy open, exposing her. "I'm sure you know, but this is where you're going to feel most of the pleasure... right on your little clit. You can lick it... and suck on it a little."
Abi watched, helpless, embarrassed, and so excited. She'd never had anyone so close to her privates before.
"You start nice and slow... just using the tip of your tongue," Taylor said, gently licking her clit with just the tip of her tongue.
Taylor's touch was gentle, teasing, and felt so good to Abi. The tip of her tongue slid up and down the length of her clit with a touch that was lighter than her finger. And Taylor's hot breath felt incredible on her wet flesh. "Oh God that feels good," Abi whispered.
"See? You like that?" Taylor asked. "Nice and slow. You see what I'm doing?" Taylor continued licking. "I like to suck her clit in and then lick it with the tip of my tongue." She demonstrated, sucking on Abi's clit, making her moan softly.
"And you can push a little firmer with your tongue. Now you do a little bit of flicking of the tip of your tongue... right on her clit... up and down and side to side," she said, demonstrating. She giggled as Abi's hips spasmed from the pleasure.
"Oh my God... ooh," Abi whispered, more forcefully now. She was becoming a little vocal as she became more and more turned on.
"You let her know her pussy tastes so good... and it'll make her feel so warm and pretty," Taylor said kissing her clit and labia gently. "You want her to know how much you enjoy going down on her."
"Oh that feels so good," Abi moaned again, looking down at Taylor.
"I'm really enjoying this. You taste so good. I can't wait to make you cum," Taylor whispered to her seductively. Abi felt her body shiver. She was right, the compliment drove her crazy with desire and completely took away her fear and inhibitions.
"You can go a little faster or you can lick it with long strokes, just to break it up a little," Taylor said licking from the bottom of her slit up to her clit, like a cat licking itself. "Then... you can use your fingers." Taylor sucked two fingers into her mouth before pressing them into Abi's entrance. Slowly, she pushed inside and slowly slid up and back.
"Then you do both at the same time and it'll probably make her cum," she said, bending down and licking and sucking on her clit once more.
"Fuck... oh... oh my God," Abi said more loudly now, no longer whispering.
"How's that feel?" Taylor asked, smiling. She knew how it felt. She'd been in Abi's position several times before.
"Good!" Abi admitted.
"Yeah?"
"Oh my God!"
Taylor flicked her tongue over Abi's clit again. "The best way to make her cum is you just stay on the clit." Taylor sucked on her clit for a moment and then licked it.
"Fuck... that's good," Abi moaned.
"Uh huh... mmhmm," Taylor said, her tongue flicking and sliding faster. "You move a little faster as she gets closer." Taylor's tongue was moving quickly now, sliding over her clit, teasing, driving her towards her orgasm.
"Oh my God... that feels so good!" The pleasure was so great, that Abi's hips lifted off the bed, driving into Taylor's mouth.
"When she starts to buck like that... that's a good sign," Taylor whispered. "Uh huh... are you getting close?"
"Oh my God!" Abi groaned, grabbing the bedspread in her fists.
"Yeah, you're getting close... Mmhmm... you like it?" Taylor asked.
"Yeah... I like it a lot... it feels so good," Abi moaned loudly, closing her eyes.
"Now... you don't stop," Taylor said licking fast, concentrating on Abi's clit as she, herself, was taught.
Seconds later, Abi's body convulsed, her legs shaking, her eyes tightly screwed shut. "Oh... oh... God!" She came hard, as Taylor giggled.
Taylor kept licking, far more softly, avoiding Abi's clit as she tasted her long-time friend. "Good girl!" she whispered, smiling. "You did great!"
"You both looked great," a voice came from the door. Both girls looked and Anna was leaning against the doorframe.
Abi jumped and covered herself with her hands when she heard the voice and slid back in the bed. "Oh my gosh... Mrs. Ray... I can explain..."
"I hope you can, young lady!" Anna said sternly. "Where in the hell do you think you are? Do you realize how much trouble you're in?"
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"I hope you can, young lady!" Anna said sternly. "Where in the hell do you think you are? Do you realize how much trouble you're in?"
Abi looked so scared, but Taylor looked confused.
"You don't just come into this house and... and... rape my daughter."
"But... but I didn't..." Abi said, almost ready to start crying. If her parents found out that this happened, she'd be grounded for life.
There was a long pause... one that seemed to last forever... with Mrs. Ray just looking at her sternly. And then... suddenly... she smiled. "I'm just kidding! There's nothing to explain, Abi," Anna giggled softly, trying to relax her. "Relax. And please call me Anna. I had a pretty good idea what you two were going to do when you walked in the door. I know Taylor has needs and desires. We all do. I'm not one to keep her from exploring her own sexuality."
Taylor wiped the girlcum from her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled.
Anna walked over to her stepdaughter and bent down. "Can I have a taste?" she asked.
"Yes mommy," Taylor whispered and Abi watched as the two kissed, at first, before Anna started licking Taylor's face.
"Mmm... she's delicious," Anna said, making Abi blush again. "First time?" Anna asked Abi, turning towards her.
"Yes... I've uh... I didn't..." Abi said, still completely embarrassed to be caught. She was caught half naked. She was caught having sex with a girl! She was caught getting her pussy licked! And in Taylor's bedroom! How do you recover from that? Every parent on the planet would lock her in her room for the rest of her life.
"It's ok, Abi, really. Do you want my help?" she asked, first looking towards Abi, then towards Taylor. Maybe help her lick you?"
"I'd like that a lot!" Taylor said excitedly. Abi?" Taylor asked and both women looked at her. "You need to practice what you've learned. And... my mommy really is a great teacher."
"I, uh... I... I guess," Abi said softly.
"Wonderful!" Anna said. "Why don't you come down here to the end of the bed and let Taylor lay down. Come down here with me."
Taylor quickly stripped out of her clothes and then jumped on the bed, eagerly sliding up and laying back. Abi slid off the side of the bed and moved to the end beside Anna.
"Mmm, isn't she lovely," Anna said, walking up the side of the bed and slowly crawling up onto it. She moved behind Taylor and let the girl lean back against her, her hands moving over the front of her body. "So young and pretty." Her hands cupped and squeezed her young breasts. "Beautiful, beautiful warm tits. These are nice tits."
"I like the way she's looking at 'em," Taylor said, smiling.
Abi was looking at her large breasts. She'd never seen them displayed like this before. Yeah, she'd seen them in the showers or the changing rooms before... but now, she was expected to look at them and admire them. And for some reason, she didn't feel embarrassed to do just that.
"Yeah she is," Anna said, kissing Taylor's cheek as she kept her eyes on Abi. "Don't you want to take your hands, reach in here, and squeeze her big tits like that Abi? Mmm, so pretty. Why don't you take your shirt off."
Abi pulled her t-shirt over her head and threw it towards her shorts.
"That's good... so nice," Anna smiled, looking at her smaller breasts. "Come up here on the bed. Put your hands here and shake her tits." Abi crawled up on to the bed between Taylor's spread legs and put her hands on her friend's tits, just as Anna described, and jiggled them.
"They're fun to play with, aren't they. Let's get this bra off," she said, reaching behind Taylor and unfastening her bra. She slowly slid the material down her arms, completely baring Taylor's breasts, and tossed it aside. "Aren't they nice? Squeeze them," she said, grabbing handfuls of flesh and squeezing.
"I really like having them squeezed," Taylor said, smiling.
"Yeah? Wait... let me get more comfortable, too," Anna said, sliding her own shirt up and off her body, her braless breasts bouncing free. She looked at Abi. "Here... come closer, Abi. Put your head right here," she said, indicating the space in front of Taylor's breasts. Abi moved, sitting on her hands and knees, excited that Taylor's breasts were so close. "There you go. Just bend forward and lick her tits," Anna said, cupping Taylor's breasts and lifting them towards Abi. "Go ahead... lick her nipple... suck on it a little bit."
Abi bent forward and licked Taylor's hard nipple. She could feel it against her tongue and sucked it between her lips, pulling it into her mouth as she sucked.
"Mmm... You like sucking on her titties. Look at that," Anna said, rolling Taylor's nipples between her fingers. "See how hard her nipples are getting?"
Abi was mesmerized by Taylor's breasts as Anna teased them.
"Run your hand down her thigh like this," she said, sliding her hand from Taylor's knee to her inner thigh. Abi followed her lead, using just her fingertips and nails to slide a line down Taylor's leg, stopping just before touching her panties. "Look at that," she said as Taylor rocked her pussy forward and closed her eyes, obviously wanting contact. "She likes your hand on her thigh."
"It feels so good. My pussy's tingling," Taylor said softly.
Anna grabbed one of Taylor's thighs and pulled, opening her legs wider. "Let me spread her legs for you. Like that. Oh, that's good. Look at that right there," she said indicating Taylor's panty-covered pussy.
"Now run your hands up and down her panties. Feel how warm and wet her pussy is." Abi reached forward and, using just her index finger, slid a line up and down Taylor's pussy, feeling her warm, wet labia beneath.
"Yeah, that's it. Feel her pussy through her panties. Is it warm?"
"Yes... she's... she's really warm down there," Abi said.
"Can you tell how wet she is?" Anna asked.
Abi hesitated. She could see the wetness on Taylor's panties and could feel the slick moisture just behind the material. "Yes... she's soaking wet."
"I think you're right," Anna smiled. "You're getting her all revved up. Now put your face down there and kiss it... and smell it... smell her pussy through her panties."
Abi lay down, her face right by Taylor's pussy. She tentatively leaned forward and smelled her, taking a deep breath. She smelled so good... so needy... so womanly.
"Lick her panties. Yeah, like that," she said as Abi extended her tongue and licked Taylor's pussy through her panties. She could taste her and moaned softly. All eyes were on her and she could feel Taylor shaking with anticipation and need. "Mmmm... yeah... maybe you'd like to take a little peek under here," Anna said, reaching around and hooking her fingers in Taylor's panties. She pulled them to the side, exposing the meaty lips of her pussy, so wet and engorged.
"See that pussy... look at it... it's so beautiful." Anna used her fingers to pull at her pussy, opening it slightly. "Look at that clit... maybe we should expose it just a little bit," she said as she pulled on the flesh above it, making it peek out. "There it is. There's that clit. Look how shiny it is... it's starting to come out more and more. Do you want her tongue on you baby?" she asked Taylor.
"Yeah... God... I really want that," Taylor moaned. "Please!"
"Mmmm... Put that tongue here, Abi, against her clit, just like she showed you. Taylor... do you want her to eat your pussy?"
"Yeah... please... eat my pussy," Taylor begged.
"Say it again," Anna said as Abi hesitated, just looking at her beautiful pussy.
"Abi, please, please, please eat my pussy," Taylor begged again.
"Yeah... let's take these panties off." She grabbed the material and, with Abi's help, pulled them off her legs and tossed them aside. "There you go."
Abi leaned forward, her tongue touching another woman's pussy for the first time.
"Look at that," Anna whispered as Taylor moaned softly. "There you go... start nice and slow... Just kinda lick. Nice long licks... like you're lapping up some milk."
Abi licked her friends pussy with long, slow swipes, feeling her labia part beneath it and tasting her fully. "Like that?" she asked.
"Mmhmm... there you go. You're doing great. I love how you use your tongue like that," Anna said, encouraging her. "How's she doing, Taylor? Can you feel that?"
"Mmhmm," Taylor said quickly, her breathing quickened, making her almost unable to speak. "She's doing... really... really... good."
"Yeah, your speed is really good, Abi. You don't want to go too fast so you can savor it. You want to savor this experience and so does she. That's good... that's very good,"
Abi slid her tongue along the crease where Taylor's leg met her torso, teasing her by being so close to her pussy, but so far away from it.
"Oh yeah... teasing a little is good, too," Anna said softly. "Girls also like their nipples played with, too, while you eat them out, but I'll take care of that for you. I can see you're a quick learner. The girls at your college are going to love you."
Abi moved to concentrate on Taylor's clit, letting just the tip of her tongue stroke it up and down and side to side.
"Oh fuck!" Taylor moaned.
"Oh yeah... that's good. I can see Taylor's really enjoying it. Mmhmm... there you go. You're doing a great job. That's it... that's the magic button right there."
"Yes... yes... oh God... that feels so good," Taylor moaned. Abi quickly glanced up to see both of the women watching her. Anna had grabbed Taylor's breasts and was pinching and rolling her nipples.
"You're doing such a great job," Anna praised her. "The ladies really are going to love you."
"Oh... oh yeah... that feels really good," Taylor moaned. "Don't stop."
Abi was encouraged knowing that she was doing well. She felt more confident... more powerful. She was able to sexually please a woman after all. She could really do this. She could feel Taylor move in pleasure with every lick on her clit and she became bolder and bolder.
"That's it, keep going... you're doing so well," Anna said. "You're definitely good at licking pussy. It's getting me wet just watching you."
"Oh fuck!" Taylor moaned loudly. "Yeah... yeah... don't stop... oh God that's so fucking good."
"Yeah... going faster like that is good," Anna said, feeling Taylor gyrate against her. "My baby here taught you well. Do you enjoy licking pussy?
"Mmhmm," Abi said, not stopping her tongue for a second.
"That's the most important thing," Anna said. "Oh yeah... short little licks like that. Yeah, right on her clit. That'll make her cum. I know my baby girl."
"Oh!" Taylor moaned loudly. "Mmmm..... mmhmmm... mmhmm... oh fuck!"
"She's getting close now," Anna instructed. "I want you to make her cum in your mouth. Keep on doing that... it's perfect... right on her clit... she's gonna cum. Don't change too much. Keep it consistent. Oh yeah... oh yeah... here she goes."
Taylor was moving her hips now, gyrating into Abi's waiting tongue, the pleasure overwhelming her. Anna wrapped her legs around the young girl's body, hooking her feet under her knees to keep her from closing her legs.
"That's it, baby girl," she whispered, pinching and pulling Taylor's nipples.
"Oh... oh... oh yeah," Taylor yelled, exhaling sharply. "Oh yeah... Oh... I'm cummmmmmmming!" Taylor was loud and extremely active as she came, bucking her hips so much that Abi had a hard time keeping her mouth on her.
Abi could feel her warm, wet, fluid squirt into her mouth and onto her chin and chest. "Don't stop... keep doing that," Anna instructed. "Just slow down... nice and slow... bring her down."
Abi licked slower now, trying to stay away from Taylor's very sensitive clit and licked the fluids that were all over her crotch.
"Yeah, there you go... taste her," Anna said, releasing Taylor and moving away from her. "Yay, that was perfect! Did you like that?" Anna bent forward and kissed Abi, her tongue driving deep into her mouth at first and then slithering around her lips and chin, moving down to her neck and chest to catch every drop.
Taylor bent down, too, and similarly kissed Abi. She sat her up and moved closer to her, wrapping her legs around her trying to get her body as close to her as possible as the two kissed passionately. Abi could feel the heat from her pussy against her own.
"That was beautiful," Anna said. "I loved watching that. But I have to admit that it made me extremely horny, too. Would you like to stay for a while... maybe get some more lessons?"
Abi looked at Taylor a moment and the teen smiled at her, blushing as she nodded her approval. She seemed to really want Abi to stay longer. And when Anna moved behind her and hugged her, driving her very hard nipples into Abi's back as she kissed her neck, Abi felt her decision was going to be easy to make.
"Yes... I can stay," she said, then smiled excitedly as the two women smiled at her, then began kissing her again.
"I know just what I want to teach you next," Anna said, pulling Abi to her back, her head falling almost between Anna's knees.
*****
Em felt relief when she came in the house and noticed that her dad wasn't home. She knew it was going to come up sooner or later, but later would be much better. She had no idea what Taylor was even thinking sending her dad that picture. But it was done now.
She felt very tense and figured she'd just do some yoga to help her relax. She went into her room and changed into her pink, tight, spandex shorts and white, tight, cropped tank top, putting her new bathing suit into her dresser.
She set her yoga mat on the floor, and, sitting on her bed, found a yoga video to follow on her computer. She set the laptop on the floor in front of her, put her buds into her ears, and then started the video.
It started mildly enough, stretching her arm across her body, then overhead, loosening her shoulders. Then it moved into side bends and twists. She was entranced by the woman in the video, her body was so long and lean and she was so incredibly flexible. She wished she could look like that some day.
Then the session moved to the floor. Laying on her back, bringing her knees to her chest, then extending her leg long overhead, she relaxed into the stretch. The woman in the video recommended that she use her free hand to massage and relax her hamstring, which she did, sliding from her knee all the way down to her pussy and back. When she slid down again, she slid her fingers over her clit, feeling a pleasurable jolt over her body.
She didn't hear her dad return, and didn't realize that she'd left her door partially open. He'd opened a little more and said "Hi", but realized that with her earbuds in, she couldn't hear him. He was about to walk away, not wanting to disturb her, but when her hand slid down her hamstring towards her pussy and then touched it, he couldn't. His eyes wandered over her slim, nubile body, her white tank top enhancing her flat stomach. And with her leg in the air overhead, the thin, pink shorts left little to the imagination.
He could hear her whispering, talking to the woman on the video, as she slid up and down her thigh and touched her clit again. "Yeah... mmmm... ohhhhh... that does feel really good." Her moan excited him. He'd love to go in there and help her stretch like that, help her massage her thigh like that... help her massage her pussy like that... maybe even help her relax even more... the relaxation that only a full, deep orgasm would give her.
His eyes were glued to her body as the spandex shorts stretched displaying her pussy, her lips visible with a camel toe. His mouth went dry. This reminded him of that picture she sent him. She said it was a mistake, but... he wondered if that were true. It had been so long since he'd been with a woman. His cock throbbed seeing her like this and his heart raced. Fuck! She really was a beautiful, sexual, young woman.
She held the pose for a minute and then relaxed her leg. He was still staring at her when she changed to the other leg, her hand sliding over her pussy again. She opened her eyes, noticed him, and smiled as she blushed a little. When she realized where he was looking, she wondered if he'd seen her touch herself. She could see the outline of his hard-on, she blushed a more, suddenly aroused herself.
"Hey, dad!" she grinned, taking her earbuds out and sitting up. Her eyes couldn't help but glance at his cock, imagining what it would look like.
"Hey!" he said, finally looking into her eyes.
"I didn't think you'd be home. Hope you don't mind I'm exercising?" she said, tugging at her tank top.
"No, no, it's... um... it's fine. I'll just..." he pointed and walked away.
"Ok!" she smiled and watched him walk away with an odd look on his face.
She completed the video workout and rolled up her mat. Thinking that she was going to have to deal with it sooner or later, she walked out of her room and made her way to the living room. Her dad was on the couch, watching the TV, as she entered and sat on the loveseat.
She licked her lips. "Um, dad? I'm really sorry what you saw before. You know... the... um... text."
He looked at her. "It was disturbing," he said. "Do you send pictures like this to boys?"
"No! No, daddy," she said, trying to defend herself, easily slipping into thinking of him and calling him daddy. "I didn't even take the picture, it was Taylor. She did the whole thing. Please just delete it... forget that it ever happened. Please daddy."
Vince nodded. Taylor... that figures. "Look, I know that you're getting older and that you'll be going off to college in the fall. It's just..." he thought for a moment, wondering how to tell her that he was scared some guy would want her... scared that she'd leave him... scared that he'd never be able to touch her like he wanted.
She wished he would just say it... just admit that he wanted her for himself. But she knew he wouldn't. She was just a kid.
"Stand up," he said, sternly. "Come over here." She did as he ordered and then he suddenly grabbed her and pulled her over his lap, her ass perfectly placed in front of him. "Yeah, you should remember this from when you were younger," he said and slapped her ass.
It hurt a little, but that just excited her more. Daddy could give her all the pain and pleasure he wanted. He slapped her several times, trying to redden her ass. She giggled, though, feeling the pleasure move through her.
"Really?" he said when her heard her moan.
"Um... I mean... ow," she said, smiling.
"Yeah, you should mean ow. Fine," he said, then grabbed her foot and began tickling her. She started giggling, twisting her body, trying to get out of his grasp. When she pulled her feet loose, his hands moved to her abdomen, finding all the sensitive spots on her body.
She giggle and twisted, trying to push his hands away, trying to guard against his tickling, roving hands.
"This always worked when you were a kid," he said.
She tried to push his hands away, tried to grab his wrists, but nothing seemed to work. He was too strong and powerful... and... she had to admit she enjoyed having his hands touching all over her body.
"That's a better punishment, isn't it?" he asked.
"Stop! No more. No more!" she giggled, but he continued tickling her, somehow finding every spot on her body.
"What? Have you learned your lesson?" he asked.
"No more... it's not fair!" she screamed as one of his hand got up into her armpit.
"It's what?" he asked, stopping for a second.
"It's not fair!" she said, giggling, holding her hands defensively.
He grabbed both of her legs and tickled her feet, avoiding her hands altogether.
"Daddy!" she giggled, struggling, twisting and turning to get free.
"What?" he said, smiling.
"That's enough punishment. Ok! Ok!"
"I don't think it is... I don't think you've even come close to learning your lesson," he said, threatening to tickle her again.



She sat up, holding her hands defensively in front of her again. "Yes I have... I'm sorry. I won't do it again."
"You sure?" he asked. He got so excited and had so much fun putting his hands all over her body that he almost forgot what it was he was punishing her for.
"Yes... I promise... I won't do it again," she said, giggling. She was flushed, breathing hard, her nipples poking out at the thin material of her tank top. She was on the floor at his feet, fighting off his hands.
He feinted as if going for a tickle attack, but she twisted, and her hand slid over his groin. She could feel his hard cock throbbing underneath his jeans.
"Yo yo yo... no," he said, trying to be stern, pulling her hand away. But he couldn't help how good that felt. He shot his hand out again, tickling her.
Again, her hand slid up his leg and onto his cock, her fingers stroking along it for a moment. "But daddy!"
"No... that's not appropriate touching. Stop!" he said, reaching out and tickling her again.
"You stop!" she said, touching his hard shaft once again.
"Stop that or you're going to get yourself in more trouble," he said, half laughing.
Em stood and slid into his lap, facing him, holding both of his wrists. He bent forward and blew raspberries on her bare stomach, making her giggle, and making her hips push forward. Her pussy made contact with his shaft, exciting her as her clit began tingling.
"Stop!" she said and he stopped blowing raspberries. She held his wrists, holding his hands away so that he couldn't tickle her and pushed her hips forward and back, forcing his cock to slide against her pussy again. "You stop that," she giggled.
"I don't know if I can," he whispered, his cock growing harder, feeling the heat of her pussy against him. "You have to stop," he whispered, her body sliding against him, grinding into him, destroying his willpower.
She felt him lift his hips into her, helping her grind against him, showing how excited he was.
"I'm not going to be able to stop in just a minute," he panted, putting his hands on her hips to help her grind into him. "Where the hell did you learn to move like that?" Em closed her eyes. God it felt so good to slide her hips forward and back like this, to have her pussy against him... against his... hard cock. "We... we gotta stop this right now."
"I don't want to," she panted, her body getting more and more excited. Her pussy was drenched. He had to smell her arousal.
"Really?" he asked, looking up at her.
"Really," she whispered. She grabbed the bottom of her tank top and pulled it off, exposing her breasts to him. Her nipples were hard points, desperate for attention. She leaned forward, putting her nipple right against his lips and he sucked it between them, licking and sucking on the hard nub. Em groaned in pleasure. "Yes... oh yes."
With a strength neither one of them knew he had, he abruptly lifted her and pushed her off him. He quickly rushed out of the room, his hand holding his crotch.
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Em was still aroused after her daddy fled into his office and shut the door. It took her a good thirty minutes to relax and try to catch her breath again. She couldn't believe what had just happened. She'd actually been in her daddy's lap, grinding against his erection. And he was actually helping her do it. She knew he was just as excited, just as horny, and wanted her as much as she wanted him. Only, he wouldn't let himself give in to it.
She put her tight tank top back on, her hard nipples tenting the front in diamond points. She was amazed how hard they were... and how sensitive! She pinched them through the material, feeling the electric shock all the way down to her clit. "Fuck," she whispered. She played with them a moment, stroking her nipples, pinching them, pulling them, and squeezing her breasts firmly. She enjoyed feeling all the pleasure she thought she could generate. If only daddy would do that!
She was a wet, horny mess when she walked down the hall to his office. She felt the need to apologize... to explain... something. She didn't want this to remain an issue between them. There was only so much summer left before she went away to college. She couldn't just separate from the man who raised her for the past eighteen years of her life, sacrificing so much for her, with this chasm between them.
Vince's office door was closed but she could hear something inside... something playing on the radio or his computer. Someone was talking. Slowly and quietly, she turned the door knob and pushed the door in a few inches. She just wanted a peek. What she saw and heard surprised her.
Vince's desk was on the side of the room, his back to the door. He was in his chair, pushed back from the desk slightly. On the screen a movie was playing... a movie that surprised her. A girl, about her age, was on her knees in front of a man sitting in an office chair... just like her daddy was. His pants were open and the girl's mouth was on his cock, sucking on him just like Taylor had taught her to do.
Because his back was mostly towards her, she could barely make it out, but she knew her daddy's pants were open and that his hand was stroking his cock. He was jerking off to porn... daddy/daughter porn.
"Better daddy?" the girl asked, letting the cock slide out of her mouth as she looked up expectantly. A line of drool extended from the head of his cock to her mouth, breaking only when she licked her lips. She looked so innocent and young. "Am I still in trouble?"
"Maybe," the unseen man said. "I'll let you know when we're done." His hand snaked out and cupped her head, directing her back to suck on his cock again, which the girl did willingly. A man's moans could be heard, but she couldn't tell if it came from the video or her daddy.
Em looked down and noticed that her phone was in her hand, so she started recording a video. She was going to have to record this. It was just too much to process right now. She adjusted the zoom so that it covered her dad and the video, but not much more.
"Suck it," the man in the video commanded, moaning slightly.
"Ok daddy," the young woman said, taking him into her mouth and sliding up and down his impressive length.
Em couldn't imagine how the girl could fit him into her mouth like that... she almost had the whole thing inside her. She could feel her body trembling. If only her daddy would say that to her... she'd definitely go down on him. "Please daddy... tell me," she whispered very softly. "Tell me to do it." With her free hand, she stroked her pussy over her tight shorts. Her clit was throbbing and with just a little pressure her knees almost buckled from the pleasure.
The video angle changed to be from the daddy's perspective, looking down at the girl as his cock slid in and out of her mouth. "Look at me... I want to see your pretty eyes with my cock in your mouth," he said.
"Like that daddy?" she asked, looking up at him with those innocent, young eyes, wanting desperately to please him.
"Oh my God," she heard Vince moan. "Fuck!"
"Oh yeah," the man in the video moaned. Em could tell that he was getting close to cumming. "There you go... stroke it... stroke it." The girl moved faster, just as Taylor had shown her, her mouth sliding up and down, her hand following just below her mouth. She'd squeeze on the way up and open on the way down, moving quickly.
"Uh... uh... uh," the man in the video said. In the closeup shot of the video, Em could see his cock pulsing, pouring loads of cum right into the girl's mouth. She could see a few bits sliding out from between the girl's young lips as her mouth filled to capacity.
The girl just sat there, letting him fill her mouth completely, not letting a drop go.
"Let me see it," the man whispered as his cock pulled from her mouth and on the video the girl opened her mouth as far as she dared, showing the white fluid inside, covering her tongue. "Mmm," he said. "Swallow," he commanded. It took a little effort on her part to swallow all of it, but when she finished, she was breathing hard and wiping her lips with the back of her hand.
"Now tell me thank you for cumming in your mouth and not all over your whore face," he said.
She smiled and looked so thankful that he showed any approval of her. "Thank you daddy," she said.
"For cumming in your mouth...," he corrected her.
"For cumming in my mouth instead of my whore face," she finished, smiling. She was so happy she was able to please her daddy.
"Good... now clean me up." The girl started licking and sucking on his cock, making sure every drop of cum was cleaned up. Em was taking mental notes, hoping that she'd get the chance to be just like this girl for her daddy. When the girl finished she sat back on her heels. "Sit up a moment... let's see what you have for me down here," he said, bending forward in his chair. He reached down, touched her pussy and let his fingertips tease her clit for a moment. The camera angle changed to show her engorged labia dripping with her excitement as his fingers slid around her clit. Em could tell the girl was excited by his touch, her eyes closing tightly.
"Mmm, just like your mother," the man said. "Turn around... on all fours... I want you to masturbate for me."
The girl got on her hands and knees, pointing her ass towards him and Em could see her snake one arm back between her legs. The changing video angle showing what the daddy would see, showed her fingers sliding around her clit, two fingers then sliding deep inside her pussy.
"Yeah," she could hear Vince moan. "Play with that pretty pussy baby. Daddy likes to see that."
On the video, the girl looked back over her shoulder, as if wondering what she was supposed to do next. "Keep doing it," the man said. "I'm just watching."
The video angle changed to show her face with the daddy behind her. The video never showed his face, but his erect cock was very evident. He dropped to his knees and crawled closer, with her unaware what he was doing. The video first showed a view from his perspective, showing her asshole and pussy so open and available to him as he brought his cock so close. Then it changed to show her face as he suddenly thrust inside. Her eyes suddenly flew wide open, her mouth open and twisted as if in pain and surprise.
"Daddy? What... what the...," she cried, although she couldn't move. "That's my pussy... you can't be in me daddy... oh my God! Ohhhh.... ohhhh." The man slid in deep and began stroking in and out of her as she moaned. "Mom's gonna be pissed," she whispered.
"Mom's gone. You're mine," he said. He slapped her ass and then grabbed her hair from behind, wrapping it around his hand like a horse's reins, and fucked her from behind, riding her.
"Oh fuck, yeah," Vince moaned, his hand obviously moving faster on his cock now. His other hand was involved, too, likely playing with his balls, Em surmised. "Fuck her good," he whispered loudly. "Bad girls like that should be fucked."
"Daddy... be gentle, please," the girl in the video moaned loving the feel of his cock inside her. She didn't try to stop him, didn't try to twist away or anything. She was enjoying getting fucked by her daddy.
"You're daddy's special little girl," the man said.
The girl had a huge smile on her face. "I'm daddy's special little girl," she said softly. The video angle changed to forty-five degrees from straight ahead and showed the girl moving forward and back with every thrust from her daddy, her tits swaying and sometimes catching on the rug below. "Daddy please!" she moaned, suddenly showing some distress. The video changed to show a closeup of her face, torn between desire and pain. "Oh daddy! You're so big!"
The man leaned forward and wrapped his arm around her throat, choking her a little as he kept driving into her. The girl had even less ability to flee him now.
"Oh my gosh," she whimpered. "Why are you holding me like that?"
"To make sure you like it," he said in her ear. "But it feels like you really like the way I fuck you."
Em could almost see every thrust in action as the result crossed the girl's face again and again. The man was brutally fucking her, hard and deep.
"Ohhh... yes... Oh God," she moaned, agreeing that she loved it.
"Since you're... horny all the time... we're gonna... uh... do this to you a couple... uh... times a day, until this little fire in you... uh... is put out," the man said.
"Thank you daddy... oh daddy," she moaned. "Oh yeah... Oh... feels good... feels so good."
"I'm the... only one... that's gonna... uh... fuck this pussy... you understand?" he said sternly.
"Ok daddy... Daddy!" she whimpered and then moaned loudly as her orgasm overtook her, her body spasming and arching so that her breasts and stomach thrust forward, her legs shaking uncontrollably as he held her in his grip.
"God damn, you're cumming all over the place," the man said, never stopping his thrusts.
"It... it feels so good daddy... why does it feel so good?" she said. She looked as if she was going into some sort of trance, as if the pleasure had taken away all of her thoughts and all that remained was pleasure... was fucking... was orgasm.
"Mmhmm," the man said, breathing heavy. "Oh yeah... mmm... mmm," he moaned, thrusting fast, obviously nearing his orgasm. "Oh yes... yes... yes... oh yes!" The camera angle changed to his view again as he pulled out of her pussy and ejaculated all over her ass and back. Rope after rope of thick cum sprayed from his cock, covering her skin.
"Oh... oh... oh God!" she heard Vince moan as his own orgasm erupted. From her vantage point, she couldn't see his cock or the results of his orgasm, but she could hear her daddy moan in satisfaction, could see his shoulders moving as he rapidly stroked his cock and then suddenly stopped. His free hand grabbed a tissue from a box in front of him.
"What do you say?" the man on the video said.
"Thank you daddy," the girl said softly, breathing hard still.
"Thank you daddy," Em whispered softly, watching her daddy clean himself off using the tissues.
"Now go get cleaned up," he said. The video panned over her cum-covered backside and then moved to her face, showing a huge smile, with her eyes closed as the pleasure washed over her. Then it ended.
Before Vince could discover her, Em stopped the recording and slipped back out of the room, gently closing the door.
Em ran back to her bedroom, excited, and shut the door. She quickly grabbed the dildo and lube from the box beneath her bed and stripped her clothes off. She got on her hands and knees on the bed and started the video, setting the phone on the pillow in front of her. She was going to be that girl... and it was going to be her daddy's cock that violated her.
*****
Her daddy must have gone into the office the next morning, because Em didn't see him when she woke up. She was a little disappointed. After yesterday, she had some hope that she would have him yet. But not if he kept avoiding her.
She had planned to meet Taylor and Abi at the lake this morning. It was still early enough and she got cleaned and slipped into her bathing suit... not the new one yet, though. She wanted her daddy to see her new suit first. She hoped it would... entice... him.
Ready to go, she jumped into her car and drove to the beach to meet Taylor and Abi.
Her two friends were there already, laying out in the sun. As she walked from the entrance, she could tell there was something different about them... they seemed to have gotten a lot closer lately. Abi was sitting up on one arm, talking to Taylor, and the two shared a little laugh together.
"Hey!" she said as she got close.
"Hey girl!" they replied back, sitting up to greet her. "Not rocking the new suit yet?" Taylor asked.
"No... not yet," she said. "I want to show it to my dad first."
"Ooooh," Taylor said, elbowing Abi. "That sounds like a yummy idea."
"How was your night?" she asked Taylor.
Taylor smiled and Abi seemed to blush, confusing Em. "It was good. My stepmom helped me with a few things. It took up most of the night."
"Sounds like fun," Em said, spreading her towel and sitting down.
"Anything from your daddy about the picture you sent him?" Taylor asked, giggling.
"You mean that YOU sent him?" Em said, shaking her head. "Well... I... uh... have some new info. About my dad," she said, holding her phone in her hand.
"Your daddy?" Taylor corrected. "Yeah? Do tell!" Taylor said and she and Abi giggled.
"Well, after I got home I changed and started stretching in my room," Em said, quietly, bending close to the other two. She didn't want prying ears to hear this story. "Part-way through, my dad..."
"Daddy," Taylor said, interrupting to correct her.
"Ugh... he's my dad."
"You obviously think of him as your daddy, so you might as well say it," Taylor said, smiling smugly.
"Come on... you can say it," Abi agreed, smiling, too.
"Ok... daddy. Are you happy?" Em asked, feeling frustrated, but excited to use that term now. Taylor was right. He was her daddy. And if being a daddy meant being like the man in the video, then that's exactly the daddy she wanted.
"Continue," Taylor said.
"Part-way through, I noticed my... daddy... in the doorway, watching me," she said. "I could see that he was... hard. The yoga instructor on the video was a little... forward... and she said something about sexual excitement being something that some feel... and after yesterday afternoon... I..."
"You... what?" Abi asked.
"I touched myself," Em said, whispering. "A few times. And I don't know if he saw me or not."
"Your daddy watched you masturbating?" Taylor said. "This is perfect."
"It gets worse," Em said. "He disappeared quickly and went to his office. When I followed him..."
"You followed him?" Abi said.
"Yeah... I don't like this weirdness between us," Em said. "I need something... I don't know what."
"What happened when you followed him?" Taylor asked, bringing Em back to her story.
"I heard something and I opened his office door," Em said. "He was..."
"He was...?" Taylor asked.
Em looked around to make sure no one around them was listening in. She licked her lips trying to calm herself. "He was watching porn and masturbating."
"Seriously?" Taylor asked.
"Wow!" Abi said.
"I couldn't really see him," she said. "But I could tell what he was doing. And I could see the video he was watching. It was some kind of daddy/daughter porn."
"Oh my God!" Taylor said, bringing her hand to her mouth in surprise. Abi just sat there, looking at Em in shock.
"And I may have made a video..." Em said softly, giggling.
"A video? Oh, I gotta see this!" Taylor said excitedly. She reached for Em's phone, but Em pulled it away. "Come on... let us see it!"
"Ok..." Em slowly pulled up the video and started playing it. It was a little hard to see with the sunlight shining on the screen, but they had a really good idea what they were seeing. They had to turn up the sound a bit to hear the audio from the movie, too, but as soon as they did, they started giggling.
"Oh daddy, you're so big!" Taylor said when the video was over, mocking the girl in the video. "Now that's something to remember to say to your daddy. Fuck, that was hot!"
Em blushed. "I don't know what to do about it."
"I'm telling you," Taylor said, "sleeping pills and boner pills. You just crush them up and give it to him. In thirty minutes you can do anything you want and he won't remember a thing. Last week, my mom convinced my dad that he was ten years old and that his math homework was due. It was the funniest thing ever."
"He won't be completely out?" Em asked.
"You never know. He might be," Taylor said. "But it'll be more fun if he isn't," she giggled. "Just tell him he's dreaming. With the porn he's watching, he'll probably love this dream."
Abi giggled. "Just make sure you make a video."
"Oh my God it feels so wrong," Em said looking at both of her friends as if they were all crazy even thinking about this.
"It's your choice," Taylor said, shrugging, laying back, and closing her eyes. Abi shrugged as well and lay back to sun bathe.
"Ok," Em said, making up her mind.
"I'll get them to you tomorrow," Taylor said, smiling.
*****
The girls spent several hours at the lake, tanning and occasionally going into the water to cool off. They tried to do a little boy-watching, but there weren't many hot guys around, unfortunately. Every now and then, though, Taylor would nudge Abi when a cute girl walked by, making Abi blush.
Taylor leaned close and whispered to Abi, "Maybe you should take her to the ladies room and see if she's shaved."
"Stop!" Abi hissed playfully.
Em could barely hear them, but was confused a little by their new-found closeness. It was a good thing, she thought, but just different and unexpected.
They packed up after a few hours and walked back to their cars. "Are you taking Abi home or do you want me to?" she asked.
"No, I got her ok," Taylor said, smiling.
"Ok. See you guys later," Em said as she got into her car alone, leaving Taylor to drive Abi home.
Taylor and Abi got into the car and pulled out of the parking lot. Taylor had a lot on her mind, though and kept glancing at Abi and giggling.
"I can't believe Em is going to fuck her dad," Taylor said, smacking her hand on the steering wheel. "I never thought she had it in her."
"You think it'll work?" Abi asked.
"I know it will," Taylor smiled. "And knowing that has me so wet right now. Before I take you back home, I want to play a little."
"Ooh," Abi giggled.
"I'm sure you'll love to play with me," Taylor said, sliding her hand down between Abi's thighs, teasing her pussy with her fingertips, stroking over her bathing suit.
"Oh my gosh that's so naughty!" Abi said.
"Seeing you in that suit just makes me horny!" Taylor said. "You're so fucking gorgeous." Abi wondered how Taylor could keep on the road as she searched for and pulled the strings holding her bikini bottoms on each hip. Then she tugged at the material, taking her bottoms off completely. "Put your foot on the seat... no, the other one... yeah, like that," she said as her fingers slid into Abi's pussy, making her moan.
They drove down the road, Taylor slowly fingering Abi as they went. "Let's go this way," she said, pulling into a nearby park. "I know a really good spot where we can play together. Oh... there's a couple people. Not here. Let's try back... here. God, you're so fucking wet," Taylor giggled as she slid two fingers deep into her friend. "I love your pussy!"
"I hope we can stop somewhere soon," Abi moaned, leaning back into the seat and pinching her nipples through her bikini top. "I'm getting too hot."
"Oh... we will," Taylor said, turning another corner. "I'm very horny, too." They drove for another minute, Taylor continuing to finger Abi's pussy. "Ok, at the end of this street... I'm going to lick your pussy for a while."



"I love that idea," Abi smiled weakly. She was so turned on that she wished she could have Taylor's pussy first.
"Yeah? I can't wait," Taylor giggled.
Abi sat up and bent over towards her friend and kissed her lips, cheek, and then neck as she slid her hand over Taylor's breasts. "Seriously... we better stop soon... I want to see those amazing breasts."
"Ok... right over there," she said, taking her hand from Abi for a moment to help her steer, but then casually replacing it as if it was a completely natural thing to do. "There, on the right I think."
"God, I can't wait," Abi exhaled. "I hope your pussy is nice and wet."
"Oh, it is!" Taylor said, smiling. "Ok... ok... this is a nice spot. No one's around. I think I can open the back so we can go back there and have space. I don't really want to lay on the ground." She turned the car off and turned towards Abi, grabbed her behind the neck with one hand, and pulled her into a kiss. "I really want to lick your pussy."
"You do?" Abi smiled. She loved hearing Taylor say that word and tell her all the naughty things she wanted to do.
"Yes... I really do." Taylor kissed her again and then opened her door. "Let's get out."
Abi looked around carefully as she opened her door. Without her bottoms on, she didn't want to run into anybody. She slowly moved out the door and walked to the back of the car, which Taylor all ready had opened. Taylor was laying out their beach towels for comfort and then held out her hand to help Abi into the back.
Abi knelt in the back, facing her beautiful friend. "I have to say I've been thinking about this all day."
"Me, too," Taylor said as she moved towards her and kissed her. "You look so hot." She reached behind Abi and untied her top, pulling it away from her, then bent forward and began licking her nipples.
"Oh my God," Abi moaned softly as she gently held Taylor's head with one hand. Her tongue felt so good on her nipples making them rock hard and so sensitive. And then Taylor's hand started teasing her clit with little flicks and rubs. Abi was quickly losing control. When Taylor let her go, she sat down and put her feet up on the edge giving Taylor very easy access.
Taylor knelt and quickly started licking her, attacking her clit with fervor. This time, there was no teasing, no foreplay... she was going to make her cum hard and fast.
Abi held her knees to her chest, legs spread wide, and groaned at the sudden assault. "Yeah... that feels so good. Oh my God! Oh my God!"
Taylor slid two fingers inside her, thrusting and twisting them in time with her licking, driving Abi up the wall.
"Such a pretty pussy," Taylor said between licks. "Oh yeah... you're so wet. You have such a nice pussy."
"Oh... fuck!" Abi practically yelled as the pleasure swiftly overwhelmed her. "That feels sooo good, just like that. Oh my God... yes... please don't stop... you're gonna make me cum!"
"Such an amazing fucking pussy. Cum for me baby," Taylor commanded her, her fingers thrusting fast and deep, her tongue flicking quickly over her clit.
"Yes!... Yes!" Abi said loudly. "Uhn... right there... right there! Oh my fucking God," she said as her body tensed, her hips gyrating wildly. Taylor drove her to her fastest orgasm ever and then backed away to watch.
Abi went limp for a moment, her eyes closed as she panted. She was so overwhelmed. Taylor crawled into the back beside her and began kissing her and stroking her face.
"I'm a bit... overwhelmed," Abi panted.
"I'm glad I could do that," Taylor giggled.
"You'll have to give me a second."
"Ok," she said, and then a second later, "ready now?"
"Oh, you are such a horny slut aren't you?" Abi asked, turning towards her and putting her hand on Taylor's hip.
Taylor looked shocked, then smiled and giggled. "Look at you, miss goody-two-shoes calling me a slut! I should wash your mouth out with soap for language like that."
"Just tellin' it like it is," Abi said, bending forward and kissing Taylor. Her hand moved from Taylor's hip to the inside of her thigh and the pressed against it, to spread Taylor's legs wider apart. She quickly found her pussy and stroked it over the thin fabric as she kissed her.
"Mmm... that feels nice," Taylor moaned.
Abi grabbed the strings holding Taylor's bikini bottoms and pulled, letting the material fall away. She slid her fingers over her clit and labia, teasing her.
"Oh yeah... oh yeah... that feels good," Taylor said. "My pussy is so wet."
Abi sat up on her elbow over Taylor and watched her face as she continued to finger her. "Nice and wet," she whispered, rapidly sliding her fingertips over her clit.
"Oh fuck... oh fuck," Taylor moaned, grabbing and squeezing her breast. "Oh yeah, baby." She was breathing harder, getting so close to her orgasm.
Abi slid two fingers inside her and began fingering her rapidly, moving as deep as she could with each thrust. "Cum for me," Abi whispered.
"Oh yeah... oh yeah," Taylor panted as she lay her head against Abi's chest. God it felt so good! "Keep going... please! Oh fuck! Yeah... keep going. Oh... fuck!"
"Yeah... cum for me," Abi whispered again.
"Yeah I'm gonna... I'm gonna cum," Taylor moaned, her body starting to flush. She was so close now. "I'm gonna cum... I'm gonna cum... almost... fucking... there."
Abi could feel the moment Taylor fell over the edge as her pussy clamped down on her fingers and her entire body shivered. "Ughn.... fuuuuuuuuck!" Taylor moaned as she came, her fluids coating Abi's hand and forearm.
"You're so beautiful when you cum," Abi said softly, leaning over and kissing her. She pulled her hand free and began licking Taylor's juices from it. Then she lay her face against her friend's and kissed her. "I loved this," Abi said softly.
"Me, too," Taylor agreed. "You make me cum so hard."
They lay together, kissing gently, as Taylor's breathing returned to normal.
"Ok," Taylor finally said, sitting up and grabbing her bikini bottoms. "Let's go."
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Friday night came more quickly than she expected. The weeks seemed to disappear as fall approached. Em had met Taylor earlier in the week and got several pills from her, four sleeping pills, and four boner pills.
"All you need to do is crush one sleeping pill and one boner pill and mix it with a drink," Taylor said, holding them in a plastic bag. "I guarantee that within an hour he'll be passed out with a hardon. And you'll have a couple hours to play as much as you want. He'll just think it's all a dream."
"I don't know if I want him to remember or not," Em admitted. "I kinda hope he does. Is that bad?"
Taylor giggled. "No, that's hot! Then you can get all the daddy dick you want."
Em thought about that, about how their relationship would grow and be better. How they'd love each other so much more afterwards.
"You only have to do one little thing for me before I give them to you," Taylor said.
"What?"
"I want some time with your daddy, too," Taylor smiled.
"But he's my dad," Em said. She couldn't believe that her best friend would want to have sex with her dad.
"And I've had the hots for him forever. I just want to live out one of my fantasies, too," Taylor said. "He's hot as fuck!"
Em thought about it a moment. "Just once, right?"
"Yep... just once. Unless you or your daddy give me permission for more, of course," she smiled deviously. "Who knows? He might love having us both."
Em didn't want to share, especially the man she wanted to be with so badly. But this was her best chance for having anything with him at all. "Ok... deal!" Em said and took the bag.
"There's four pills of each in there so that gives you plenty of play time. I guarantee you'll enjoy it. Don't forget," she said as Em started to walk away. "We want a video, too."
*****
Em held the bag up, looking at the pills, as she prepared to be with her daddy. She had asked him earlier if he was up for a movie night tonight, and he agreed to it. She'd had very little conversation with him all week, barely even saw him at all, really. But she hoped she could at least have a little time together.
She crushed up two of the pills and put them into a can of lemonade that her dad liked. She then dressed in loose clothes, nothing too revealing, and popped some popcorn. She sat in the basement, looking for the right movie to watch.
It was 9pm when Vince finally came down and joined her, taking a seat on the couch. "Are these for me?" he asked, indicating the drink and popcorn bowl.
"Yep. I thought you might like some," Em said, looking up at him from the floor. "What do you think?" she asked, indicating the TV. "Is this one ok?"
It was an action flick, one with manly Spartan warriors fighting off the vastly superior Persian army. It was one of her dad's favorites and she thought it would help put him into a good mood.
"Yeah, sure," he said. "I haven't seen it in a while."
Em started the movie and had a seat on the floor at the other end of the couch. She wanted to make sure he was nice and comfortable. She could feel her body anticipating what she hoped would happen and she grew more and more excited with every passing minute.
After an hour, she glanced up and his head was laying back. He'd fallen asleep.
"Daddy?" she asked. "Dad are you awake? Daddy?" He didn't move or respond in any way. But she had to try again. She stood and moved closer, until she was leaning over him. "Daddy, are you ok? You good?" Still, he didn't move at all. She could see his chest and stomach move with his deep breathing and could almost hear him snoring.
"Wow... the sleeping pill is really working," she said softly. She reached out and touched his shoulder, running her fingertip over to his face. "God, you're... you're really hot," she said. "I don't think you're going to wake up at all."
She grabbed her phone, started a recording, and set the phone on the bookcase across the room. Then she came back and sat in his lap, one leg on either side of his.
"I can't believe I'm fucking doing this," she said, looking toward her phone, as she settled into place. She could feel his erection through his sweat pants, pushing up into her as she slid her hips forward and back, grinding into him. "Oh my God... this is so wrong... but you're so fucking hard, daddy. It feels so good against my pussy. And I think you're going to like this just as much as me."
She slid to the floor between his legs and slid her hands along his erection. She licked her lips. He was bigger than she remembered and she smiled as her hand slid up and down it's length on the outside of his sweatpants. She grabbed the waistband of his pants and tugged them a little, pulling them down just enough for his cock to spring free.
"Oh, fuck!" Em whispered, see his real cock up close for the first time. It was long, hard, and thick. She wondered if it would even fit inside her. It seemed even bigger than the dildo she had in her bedroom. The erection pill certainly did its job well, too.
She wrapped her hand around his cock and slowly stroked its length. It felt hot and hard as steel, but the skin was soft on the outside. The head looked swollen and angry, and just looking at it made her pussy drool with desire.
She squirted some lube into her hand and then slid it up and down his shaft. Her hand moved easily, coating him with the fluid. It felt so good in her hand, so powerful and sexy, as she tried different stroking techniques. She envisioned looking up at him and having him tell her to suck it.
"Yes, daddy," she whispered as she bent forward and kissed the head of his cock. She kissed it softly once, then twice, before sliding her tongue out for a taste. Using Taylor's advice, she licked the head for a moment, then licked the shaft. He tasted so good, so masculine. She was going to remember this night for the rest of her life.
She slid the head into her mouth and suckled on it for a moment, letting her tongue slide over and around it inside her mouth as she continued stroking him. Then, slowly, she slid him into her mouth and slowly stroked him in and out, trying to go deeper each time.
"Mmm," she said softly. "You taste so good daddy." She continued sucking and stroking. She even attempted to deep throat him twice, just to see what he'd feel like that deep in her throat.
"Am I dreaming?" he said suddenly, surprising her. His speech was slurred. He definitely sounded drugged.
"Shhh... it's ok... it's ok," Em said. "Yeah, you're just dreaming."
"Hey Pea," he said, using his pet name for her mom.
"Oh my God, he thinks I'm my mom," she though, continuing to stroke him. This would definitely make things more interesting.
"What are you doing?" he asked. His eyes were half open and he looked down at her as she stroked his shaft and licked the head of his cock.
"Do you like it?" she asked.
"I... I guess so," he said, sounding uncertain, as if his brain was having trouble processing all this. "It feels good... Why are you doing that?"
She smiled. "Because you like it... it makes you feel good. And it makes me feel really good, too," she said.
"Ok," he said in a sing-song voice as if he accepted everything she was saying. "Where's Emmy?"
Emmy? That was the name her mom called her when she was just a kid. She barely remembered him ever calling her that name.
"Emmy's upstairs in bed," she said. "She's fast asleep."
"Shouldn't be... can't... Emmy... Emmy might hear us," he said, almost whining.
"Shh... It's just a dream," she said. "It's just a dream, so you might as well enjoy it. You just keep laying there and everything will be good."
"We... we shouldn't," he protested weakly.
"But you know it's been so long since you felt this good," she said. "And it's only a dream. What's the harm?"
"Ok," he said. She almost giggled at the tone of his voice. He sounded so drugged. She now understood what Taylor was saying about her dad's response to taking these sleeping pills.
"Wanna do it baby?" he asked, lewdly smiling, surprising her.
"Oh yeah, baby," she whispered, smiling. That is exactly what she wanted in fact. "Tonight I want to do all the things a wife should do for her husband."
"It's been so long, baby," he slurred.
"I know," she said, getting excited. "I've been wanting this for a long time." She now realized that this was finally going to happen... and he was going to be aware of it. He might not remember it... but he wasn't going to be passed out.
Vince clumsily reached out and touched her breasts through her t-shirt. "I've always liked your tits," he said lewdly.
"We need to take off all your clothes," Em said, standing up and grabbing his sweatpants. She pulled and giggled as he clumsily lifted his hips to help her take them down and off, along with his boxers. Then she grabbed his t-shirt and pulled it over his head, making him completely nude.
She stood, looking down at him as he leaned back on the couch. His cock jutted from him, rising high and proud. "Oh, wow! Your cock is so hard!"
"Is this... is this a dream?" he said again, looking at her with half-lidded eyes.
"Yeah, baby... it's just a dream," she said as she knelt on the floor again. "Just lay back and relax, you're dreaming."
"Such a vivid dream," he said.
"Yes, it is. But it's so good." She took his cock back in her hands and began stroking it again. "Ohhh, I've been thinking a lot about this hard cock," she whispered, not caring if he heard her or not. "It feels so good in my hand."
"Pea? Is it my birthday?" he asked.
She smiled as her hands stroked a little faster. "We can pretend like it's your birthday, if you want."
"Ok."
"You get a happy birthday blowjob!" she said.
"Ok," he said, relaxing even more. "That's so nice."
Em took him into her mouth, just as Taylor had shown her and sucked on him as her hand stroked him. She worked him slowly, teasingly, keeping him hard while she played with him. A real life, hard cock was so much better than she ever imagined. Definitely better than any dildo, even if the dildo was a replica of the real thing. This was working like a charm.
"Does that feel good?" she asked. "It feels really good in my mouth."
"Yeah... it's like the best blowjob you ever gave me," he said.
"Oh, I've been needing this.... so badly," she said.
"Ohhhh... yesssss... it feels so good," he whispered.
"Do you want to fuck me?" she asked, feeling her pussy clench at just the thought of finally fucking her daddy.
"Yeah... I really do," he said. "Even it it's just a dream...."
Em stood and took off her clothes, tossing them aside. "I've been wanting to do this for so long," she said, sliding into his lap. Her pussy was so hot and wet and her clit was tingling in anticipation.
"Yeah?"
"Mmhmm!" She reached down and guided his cock into her pussy for the first time. It was bigger than the custom dildo that her mom made. But it felt so much better. She exhaled sharply as she slowly pushed downwards, an inch at a time, sliding him all the way inside her.
"Is this really happening?" he asked, his eyes opening wider when he realized what was happening. His eyes blinked, unable to fully focus.
"No, baby, it's just a dream... oh fuck," she hissed softly as her pussy was stretched more than ever before. "Just a... dream," she said, praying that he wouldn't remember this in the morning.
"But it... but it feels so good."
"That's because you always fuck me so well, baby," she said, smiling, slowly sliding up and down on him. He felt so big inside her, touching her in places that had never been touched before.
"God, Pea! You're so tight," he moaned softly, putting his hands on her hips lightly.
"I wonder why," she giggled, and then began panting as she felt the pleasure coursing through her. "Oh, God, I love your cock! Yes! That's exactly how I dreamed it would feel. Fuck, you make me so wet... Oh fuck, it's so good!"
"I wanna make you feel good, Pea," he moaned softly.
She was moving faster now. Her pleasure was driving her. She wanted this. She needed this! And she was going to take it again and again.
He reached up with both hands and grabbed her breasts, palming them, and gently squeezing them. "Your tits are so nice, baby," he said softly.
"You like them?" she asked, panting.
"Mmhmm."
"Suck on them," she said, moving her upper body closer to him, putting her nipple on his lips. He clumsily sucked her into his mouth, and she immediately felt the pleasure. "Ohhhhh! Yes, yes, yes... Oh, that feels so good."
Her hips moved even faster, riding him as fast as she could, grinding into him as she felt her orgasm quickly approaching. "I can't do this for very long... oh... oh... oh... you're gonna make me cummm."
Vince's head rolled from side to side, the pleasure obviously driving him close to orgasm, but Em quickly crashed over the edge, moaning loudly, her body shaking violently. It was the hardest orgasm she'd ever had. She closed her eyes and sat as still as she could. She knew that any movement either of them made would send her into another orgasm.
"Baby, you've never cum that fast," Vince slurred from below her.
"Sorry, baby," she said. "I'm just very... frustrated. It's been too long."
It took almost a minute for her to feel less sensitive again and as she started to pull him out of her, she felt too much pleasure. She quickly slid him back in once again, moaning.
"Oh God," Vince hissed. "Fuck!"
"Oh, daddy," she moaned, moving up and down on him once again. "My pussy feels so good!"
"Daddy?" he said with surprising clarity.
Em stopped cold. She was so scared she gave herself away. She looked down at Vince, wondering if he could tell who she really was. But his eyes were still not focusing. She took a chance. "I... um... I like calling you that. Do you mind if I call you that?"
"Oh," he said, his voice getting low and lewd. "You're a kinky girl."
Em began bouncing harder on his cock, forcing him inside her harder and faster. She loved how he felt, loved how much pleasure his cock gave her. And she wasn't going to stop until both of them came.
Vince moaned as his cock slid inside her tight pussy.
"Oh my God... fuck!" Em moaned. "Is that how you like it? Is that gonna make you cum in my pussy?"
"That's so good... don't stop," Vince moaned. "Oh! I'm gonna cum, Pea. I'm gonna cum hard."
"Yes daddy... just like that!" she said bouncing on him. "I want it... I've wanted this for so long... cum daddy."
"I love it baby... it's... it's so good!"
"Your cock feels so good daddy," she moaned. "So fucking good! I never knew it could feel like this."
"Ohhhh!" Vince groaned, his pleasure peaking. "I'm gonna cum!"
"Yeah... cum daddy... cum in me," she panted, not missing a beat as her ass slapped down against him.
"Oh God... oh God," he moaned loudly as his cock erupted inside her, flooding and filling her pussy with his seed.
"Oh daddy! Oh daddy!" she moaned as his orgasm trigger her own and her body trembled with his. Finally she fell forward, hugging him while his cock was still buried deep inside her. "Oh, that was so fucking good," she said, kissing him.
"Best dream, Pea... best dream," he slurred.
"Yeah... just a dream daddy," Em whispered. "Just a dream."
Suddenly he was breathing hard and when she looked at him, he was deeply asleep.
She pulled back, letting his cock slide out of her, his cum dripping onto his lap. "Oh my God, daddy. You filled me up," she giggled. She slid a finger over her pussy and brought it to her lips for a taste. "It's... your cum," she whispered. It tasted different, but it was her daddy... and she loved it. As she stood there she looked down on him, laying on the couch, sleeping. He was oblivious that he just fucked her. "Holy shit, what did I do?" she said, smiling broadly. She looked at the camera. "Oh fuck!"
She stopped the recording and then began cleaning up. She kept the video streaming on the TV and tossed a small blanket over Vince before kissing him on the head and fleeing up to her bedroom.
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Vince woke up late in the morning on Saturday, on the couch in the basement... naked. He had a small blanket that partly covered him, but nothing more. He was surprised and sat up quickly. The last thing he remembered was watching the movie with Em. As much as he tried, he couldn't remember anything else... except the dream he had. And that now dominated his thoughts.
He grabbed his t-shirt and sweatpants and put them on. His cock grew more erect the more he thought about the dream. On one hand, it seemed like only yesterday that he was with his wife, Penny. But, on the other hand, it seemed so long ago that he was even touched by a woman. When she died two years ago, he swore to himself that he wouldn't date anyone. He didn't think the disruptions dating would cause would be good for Em. She was a growing woman who needed stability in her life.
And now, two years later, he was starting to have wet dreams about his deceased wife. That dream was so vivid! He was touching her... and she was touching him. It felt so real! God! It felt so good! He looked up the stairs to verify that the door to the basement was closed and sat on the couch again. His cock was throbbing and he knew he had to do something about it.
He pulled down his sweatpants, sliding them over his erection. He grabbed the shaft and stroked it, while closing his eyes. He remembered Penny stroking it in his dream. It was his birthday and she always gave him a blowjob on his birthday. He remembered her sucking on him, driving him crazy. And then he remembered her sitting in his lap and riding him. God, that felt incredible! And his cock responded to the memory now, quickly growing harder and harder as he stroked it. The head was getting so swollen and red, ready to burst. He remembered that, in his dream, his budding teenage daughter was upstairs in her bedroom, knowing nothing of what her parents were doing. If she ever caught them doing this, he'd be so embarrassed... and he knew she'd be scarred for life.
He was breathing hard. His body was on fire! His need was so intense. And then his cock did burst, much faster than he had anticipated, spewing cum onto his chest and stomach. He groaned louder than he wanted as his hand kept stroking, kept pumping it out of him until it simply dribbled over his hand.
"Oh fuck," he moaned more softly, trying to get control of his breathing. He looked at his cum-covered hand and the mess on his chest and stomach wondering how he was going to clean up. Using his free hand, he pulled his t-shirt off and used it to wipe up his mess. He prayed Em wasn't up yet.
He tossed his t-shirt in the dirty-clothes bin by the washing machine and then went up to his room to grab a clean shirt. Luckily, Em wasn't to be found. He put on a fresh t-shirt then went downstairs to the kitchen. He needed coffee... bad.
As it was brewing he grabbed the morning paper, grabbed the sports section, and sat down at the table to read it.
"Good morning," Em said as she practically bounced into the room. What she was... or wasn't wearing caught his attention immediately. She was wearing a long night shirt... that really wasn't long enough any more... and panties. Pink panties. Pink, lacy panties. He knew he should say something, but... she was in her own house. And he was her dad. She was just being comfortable after waking up. Right?
"Um... good morning," he said, trying not to look at her.
Em poured both of them a cup of coffee and she set it on the table in front of him. Then she squirmed her way through his arms to sit sideways in his lap. He felt uncomfortable, but that was just his hormones talking, that was just his growing erection talking. This was his daughter. She should be allowed and should feel comfortable sitting in his lap. That his body responded sexually shouldn't be her problem at all. He tried to force his body to stop it... unsuccessfully.
"How are you this morning squirt?" he asked.
"I'm good," she said, smiling brightly. "I slept really well last night. How about you daddy? Did you sleep well?" She looked at him as she took a sip of her coffee.
"Yeah, um... I slept... well," he said, wondering just how to ask about last night. "I must have passed out last night. I was downstairs when I woke up. Was it... hot... down there or something?" He wondered how in the hell he could ask her why he was naked.
"It was warm down there, I think," she lied. "I remember you mumbled something about being too hot and you took your shirt off as I was going up to bed. I didn't even stay for the whole movie. You fell asleep halfway through it."
Em could feel his erection poking against her leg as she squirmed a little in his lap, pretending just to be getting comfortable. The feeling of his arousal got her excited, too. She wished there wasn't this barrier between them. She wished she could just drop down to her knees and suck on him. She wondered if he could feel the heat radiating from her pussy, if he could smell her arousal. She wondered if that made him excited, too.
Every move Em made in his lap made Vince's cock more erect and uncomfortable. But there wasn't much he could do about it. The last thing he wanted to do was bring attention to it and gross Em out.
"Why do you ask?" she asked him, continuing to deceptively feel his erection by squirming in his lap.
"No... no reason," he said. "I just don't remember much about last night at all. I really slept hard."
"I could tell. You didn't respond when I said good night. What are you doing today, daddy?" she asked.
"Daddy?" he asked, surprised. There was something about that word... something buried in his memory that he couldn't quite remember. "Since when did you start calling me daddy?"
"I dunno... I guess I just started to," she said, giggling. She moved so that instead of being turned sideways to him, she faced away from him, forcing his cock to slide between the cheeks of her ass. And while that relieved some of the pressure, it certainly made other pressures come to bear.
Em's hips moved less but a little more deliberately, barely moving as his cock nestled firmly in the crack of her ass. It felt so strong... so swollen and desirable. And Vince's reaction was all the better. She could almost feel him pushing up against her. She heard his breath catch in his throat, could hear his desire just by his breathing.
"I'm uh... uh... I'm working a little from home today," he mumbled, so embarrassed that his body was reacting this way.
"I'm not doing anything today," she said softly. "Wanna go to the lake with me?"
He put his hands on her hips and lifted her up and off him, unable to bear any more torture. He couldn't understand why she kept moving, why she was so uncomfortable in his lap, but her moving like that was going to embarrass him.
"Um... yeah... sure... I'll have to get cleaned up," he said, standing.
Em was leaning against the table, her forearms on the top, her ass thrust out behind her. She looked so sexy and Vince had to do a double-take in looking at her. One minute all he saw was an extremely sensual woman offering herself to him, offering her pussy... offering her ass. And the next, it was his innocent, little girl, not aware at all of what she was doing to him. All he could see was what a pervert he was to be even thinking about her like that.
Vince turned and walked away as Em smiled to herself. She was enjoying this game. And she knew she had three more pills left to use, if she wanted.
*****
It was about an hour later when Vince exited his bedroom. He was wearing his swim trunks and a t-shirt and had a towel over his shoulders. He was happy that he'd finally gotten his erection under control. In fact, most of the hour was simply spent trying to get it under control as perverted thoughts of Em kept creeping into his mind. He couldn't believe how perverted his thinking was.
Without thinking, he turned the doorknob and walked into Em's bedroom. "Alright honey, are you ready to go to the lake... whoa..." Em was standing by her closet door, looking at herself in the mirror. She was wearing her most recent purchase, a tiger-striped bikini that accentuated her curves perfectly. The top was wide over the nipples, but left a lot of her breasts exposed otherwise. The bottom was a G-string, with strings running over her hips and down through the crack of her ass... only a small patch of material was form-fitted over her pussy.
"What is...? What are you wearing?" he continued in shock. How could she be even thinking about wearing something like that!
"What daddy?" she said almost innocently, looking down at herself. "I'm wearing my new bikini."
He shook his head. "You're not wearing that to the beach, honey," he said sternly.
"Why not?" she asked. "It's cute!" She adjusted her top at the side of her boob.
"Why not?" he asked, dumbfounded that she couldn't see what he saw. Every pervert at the beach would be all over her if she looked like that. "Look at you! No! Get changed and then we can go to the lake."
"No!" she protested, stomping her foot.
"Take it off and we can go to the lake," he said sternly. He wasn't going to back down on this.
"Daddy..." she whined.
"What?"
"Stop."
"You can't wear that to the lake," he said. "Look at you."
Em looked at herself in the mirror again. She did look good in this suit. "It's cute. Abi and Taylor are wearing suits like this."
"But... what are the boys gonna think?" he asked.
"That it's cute," she smiled. She hoped to get boys to think of her sexually. She hoped daddy looked at her sexually.
"Well of course the boys are gonna like it but what are the mothers gonna think?" Vince corrected himself.
"So?"
"You need to get changed. You're not wearing that to the lake."
"No! I want to! It's cute!"
Vince closed his eyes for a moment. There was no way she could go to the lake looking like that. Hell, there was no way she should be wearing it in front of him. He knew what the boys would think because those were his thoughts. He saw a very sexually aware young lady. One that he wanted for himself. One that he wanted to throw down on the bed and.... God! He couldn't think thoughts like that!
Unfortunately, he had her for himself, any time he wanted... but she was his daughter. She was off limits.
"Take it off and lets go to the lake," he said, trying to calm his voice.
"Fine!" she said, stomping her foot again and reaching for the strings that held the suit on her.
"Alright. Good," Vince said, happy that she finally agreed with him.
Suddenly, the top of her suit fell to the floor revealing her naked and perfect breasts. She turned towards him with a little smile on her face. He felt his erection come roaring back to life. And his swim trunks didn't hide it well.
"Wait... wait... not here. What are you...?" he protested trying to avert his eyes.
"I'm just doing what you told me to do," she said, tugging the strings on her bikini bottoms and letting them fall to the floor, too. Then she stood there, looking at him, completely naked.
"Ok... um... I should," he mumbled, pointing to the door. He knew he should get out of there and give her privacy. But it was hard to convince his body of that.
"Aren't you going to pick out one that you prefer?" she asked, pointing to the small pile on her bed.
"No," he giggled in embarrassment. "I want you to get dressed now. Alright, I'm going to leave... I just... I don't even know why I'm looking at you like this."
"Yeah, daddy," she said slowly, seductively. "Why are you looking at me like that."
"I don't... I... um... I don't know." Vince was having a very hard time talking. His cock was raging hard and it was like all the blood in his body was rushing there, leaving his brain depleted.
"Yeah? I think you do," she said, taking the three steps towards him and palming his erection through his very thin swim trunks.
"Baby," he protested, trying to back away.
"I don't think you've been touched in a very long time," she whispered, sliding her hand along his length, making it even harder.
"Yes, um... I... um... I've definitely not been touched like this in a very long time," he hissed, barely able to breath, let alone talk. With a sudden determination, he was able to turn and leave her bedroom, practically running down the hall to his own, where he quickly shut the door.
Em smiled and put a finger to her mouth, thinking of what she should do. Her daddy had now seen her naked and had been excited by it. Although he couldn't let himself cross the line, she knew he wanted to. He really wanted to.
After about a minute, she walked down the hall to his bedroom, completely naked still.
*****
Vince knew it was wrong. He cursed himself for feeling the way he did; he couldn't help it getting hard around her. His cock had a mind of its own and seeing Em naked like that... his cock did what it was meant to do... get hard. Very hard!! He ran into his bedroom, hurriedly pulled his bathing suit off, and felt the relief of his cock being let free. His hand began to stroke it. God it felt good! He couldn't stop thinking about seeing Em... seeing her standing there naked. Her breasts were perfect, firm, her nipples were hard and pointed. And he couldn't help but see lower, see the perfect, downy patch of fur right above her slit. God! This was so wrong!
"You ok, daddy?" Suddenly he heard Em's voice.
He turned, his hand still holding his hard cock, a shocked look on his face from being caught. He had been so desperate that he had forgotten to close the door.
"Oh!" Em gasped, her eyes wide, her hand covering her mouth. His cock looked so big and hard. The bulbous head pointing straight at her looked so inflamed. She stared at him, not moving. He didn't know what to do himself and just stood frozen to the spot.
"Daddy!" she squealed, bringing her hands to her mouth in surprise.
"I'm sorry, baby! I'm just so... oh God, it's so wrong?" He began trying to hide his erection with his hands, but nothing he did worked. As he tried to turn away, Em took two steps closer, staring at his fumbling hands and his huge big cock.
"But daddy, it's... it's beautiful!" she said wide-eyed, fluttering her eyes at him.
"W... what?" he asked, taken by surprise.
"It's beautiful!" she said again, stepping closer, her eyes not leaving his cock.
"Em, I'm sorry. You shouldn't see me like this..."
"But I want to see it, daddy!" she said, cutting his words short.
He looked at her, astonished and so aroused. His cock was too big to hide, so he turned, dropping his hands to his sides as he faced Em. His cock sprang upwards, bouncing a little.
"Oh, daddy!" she beamed, seeing it in all its glory. "It's so big!" she whispered, stepping closer, within touching distance. Her dad's eyes noticed her small breasts and her hard, pointed nipples. She smiled, seeing his eyes wandering over her.
"Do I make you hard, daddy?" she bit her lip provocatively, tilting her head.
"Em, please I..."
"Can I touch it?" she asked, smiling sweetly.
"No, Em, it's... it's wrong. You shouldn't...".
Vince groaned as her small, warm hand reached out and touched his bare cock. Her eyes completely enthralled with it. She made a fist with her fingers, barely able to hold its thick girth and sighed.
"Oh, daddy, it feels amazing!" she smiled and began to stroke up and down. Vince groaned, looking down at her hand and then back at her smiling face with those sparkling eyes. She had watched her share of porn and knew what to do; she had even practiced sucking the dildo. Biting her lip again, still holding his cock, she dropped to her knees.
"Em! Wha...? What are you doing?" he breathed out, looking down at her. She held his cock and opened her mouth. "Oh God, Em!" he said, but didn't stop her.
She leaned forward, letting her tongue tease the tip of his cock before closing her lips around his thick shaft and sucking him.
"Ahhhh Em!" he hissed, his cock throbbing. "Oh God... oh God."
Em felt the warmth of his shaft. The way it pulsed in her mouth was so new and exciting. She swirled her tongue around the head, tasting its saltiness. With the aid of her hand holding him, she began to suck and slobber over his dick, taking a little more into her mouth and bouncing her head gently.
"Oh God!" Vince moaned. She stared up into his eyes, beaming with pride at doing a good job sucking his cock. She felt him nudge his cock into her mouth when she sucked him in, her mouth able to take more of his shaft. Every time she did, he would groan loudly before she pulled her mouth off him.
"Do you like that, daddy?" she whispered, grinning before sucking him in again, her hand jerking his thick cock. "Your cock is so yummy, daddy!" she smiled, leaning back for a second. With her free hand, she squeezed her breasts and pinched her nipples.
"Oh my God!" he said, staring at her naked body.
Em cupped them, squeezing them for him, giggling, before slurping his cock into her mouth again. His cock throbbed even more. She looked into his eyes and, with a wicked glint, placed her hands on his thighs and sucked him like she had seen the porn stars do. No hands were touching his cock, just her teenage mouth sucking him off.
"Oh God, Em!" Vince cried out, not believing that this was actually happening.
He pushed into her mouth, his hand gently holding the back of her head. She wasn't expecting him to cum so quickly. His cock pulsed in her mouth as he let out a loud grunt. The first thick shot of cum hit the roof of her mouth, flooding her throat instantly. She swallowed with a cough, tasting her daddy's salty cum followed by several more hard spurts. She gulped, gaining her composure, sucking him hard, wanting to get all his cum.
She didn't stop sucking him until he stopped spurting. His hand released her head as she slipped off. Staring up at him, she opened her mouth, his cum dribbling down her chin onto her breasts as she swallowed his load and giggled, scooping up the mess.
"Oh God!" Vince gasped and slumped back on the bed.
Em stood up. She wiped her mouth, sucking her fingers, rubbing her cum covered nipples as she had seen in her porn films.
"Oh God, Em, where...? How...?" her Dad couldn't find the words.
Em grinned. She stood, seeing his cock still hard and erect. Her body was aroused, her pussy was aching to be touched. She did something else she had seen in her porn films. Smiling at him, she quickly jumped on the bed, standing above her dad. His eyes were seeing her naked body and her shaved puffy pussy for the first time.
"Em?" he asked wide-eyed, scared about what she was going to do next.
"Daddy!" she answered, grinning, and then took a small shuffle forward. She stared down at her dad before squatting over his face. Her pussy opened and he could smell her sweet scent a moment before she pressed her pussy against his mouth.
"Oh, daddy!" Em squealed, feeling his hands grab her thighs, pulling her down onto his hungry mouth as he grunted, eating her out. She felt his tongue lapping against her, and his mouth sucking on her lips. The sensation was amazing. Her body shuddered as she moaned. "Oh God, yes... eat me, Daddy!" she cried out.
He did just that, slurping and tasting her. His hands wandered up her body finding her breasts. She cupped his hands against her, squealing with delight, telling him how good it felt. His mouth found her clit and sucked on it hard. The pleasure shot through her body so much that her breath was taken from her.
"Daddy!" she squealed louder. Her legs shook, and she felt herself cumming on his mouth. Nothing in the world felt better. Her mind went blank, just the sensation of cumming filled her soul as she collapsed on the bed beside him, panting hard. He quickly pulled her on top of him, hugging her tightly.



Resting on top of him, she felt safe and warm. It felt like the most natural thing to do when she kissed him, tasting herself on his lips. She moaned into his lips and felt his cock prodding against her thigh. She stared into his eyes, knowing they were both feeling it. Lifting herself, she looked down, seeing his aroused cock and how close to her pussy it was. The thought flashing through her eyes.
"No... Em..." said her dad. "We..."
In an instant, she rolled her hips, pressing her hands down on his chest and lifted her pussy, hovering above his erect cock.
"Em!" he cried out, helpless to stop her.
"Daddy!" she gasped, letting her pussy drop down, impaling herself on his cock. Her tight hole was stretching to fit his huge cock that penetrated her. She was so wet it slipped in.
"Oh, daddy!" she moaned. It felt just like last night, only much better. For a minute, she slid down, letting her pussy get used to him before she felt him begin to push upwards. Her daddy began to fuck her. Small thrusts at first but the more she moaned, the more he pushed. They both started moaning and grunting. He held her hips, helping her bounce up and down on his thick shaft. Em kept looking down between her teenage legs seeing his huge cock fucking her. It was touching places inside her that made her gasp and rippled through her mind.
She smiled when she heard him call her name; she thought it was just arousing when he did.
"Oh, daddy!" she called back.
"But Em?" he said, concerned. He could feel his cock expanding, his cum rising. She would bounce down harder on him if he stopped. "Em, please!" he tried to say, tried to get her off his cock.
"Daddy, oh daddy!" she gasped, her orgasm so close.
"Em, please!" he begged her, but couldn't stop himself. Grabbing her hips, he slammed inside his daughter, causing her orgasm to hit. She arched her back, crying out before feeling him shoot his cum in her pussy, cumming together. She collapsed on top of him, panting, his cock wedged inside her.
When his cock finally softened, he rolled her off him and lay beside her in the bed. Her eyes opened, seeing the scared look on his face. She knew why. He had cum in his daughter. It was so wrong, but it felt so good.
"It's ok, daddy. Mom put me on the pill before she passed. She didn't want any accidents!" she smiled.
*****
Taylor and Abi were sitting on the floor, cross-legged, in the basement again, holding cards, as the three friends played a game. It was the last free weekend before they all had to pack up and head off to their colleges and they were trying to make the best of it. They all felt a little sad that they wouldn't be seeing much of each other for a while.
"Skip," Taylor said, throwing down the skip card.
Being the one skipped, Abi sighed. "Taylor!"
But Em's thoughts weren't on the game, though, and her friends caught her deep in thought as it became her turn.
"Hey, you!" Taylor said to Em. Taylor looked at her as Em made a face. The face that said she was hiding something. It was the same face she had made the other night.
"Ok, out with it!" Taylor said.
"What?" asked Em, trying to look innocent.
Taylor just gave her a look that said she might as well tell her.
"Why is it that you always know?" asked Em, bursting into a smile.
"It's what I do. So... what?" she persisted.
Em blushed, biting her lip. Abi looked at her, too. She wanted to tell them, she really did. But she was torn. They'd talked about this... and Taylor even helped her hatch the first plan for it... but still. Now that it happened... she wasn't sure she should say anything.
"Oh my God!" Taylor was wide-eyed, although Em hadn't said a word.
"You fucked your daddy?" she said loudly.
"Shhhh!" Em hushed her friend, giggling. This was a secret she just had to let out. "He's right upstairs!"
"Tell me you have. And I want all the details." Taylor grinned, shuffling closer to Em until their knees touched. Em grinned and blushed.
"Ok... I did. I fucked my stepdad!" she admitted, bringing her hands to her face and acting as if she were screaming loudly without making a sound.
"Oh, I knew it!" Taylor squealed.
Em went on to describe what happened, in detail... in the basement with the sleeping pill... then the day after, before going to the lake. She felt herself getting aroused just talking about it. She could see Taylor touching herself through her panties, the scent of her arousal obvious, as she talked about how his cock made her feel.
"How did it feel, when he came inside you?" Taylor asked.
Em blushed. "Amazing!" she grinned.
"Oh my God!" Abi giggled.
"That's so hot, Em! God that makes me so horny myself!" Suddenly, she smiled. Em knew that smile. It was always when she had an idea about something.
"Taylor!" Em said sternly. She knew this idea was going to end badly. "Taylor, what are you thinking?"
*****
Vince was resting on the large king-size bed in his room, his head buried into his phone as he looked through his favorite porn site. He was wearing his t-shirt, but had his shorts off and the covers pushed aside so he could masturbate.
"Daddy?" Vince jumped hearing Em's voice. She had sneaked into his room. He dropped his phone slowly and his eyes widened as he caught site of her. Em was completely naked.
"Em?" he said, startled to be even looking at her body. "What are you...? Where's the other girls? Didn't I hear them earlier?"
"Oh, we're right here, Mr. Conner," Taylor said, walking into the bedroom equally naked, Abi right behind her. Taylor's larger breasts were on show, too, and her shaved-bare pussy was obviously different than the other two. The one friend of Em's that he longed to see naked was now in his bedroom.
"Taylor!" he looked worried and startled again. She grinned at him, glancing at Em, who just giggled. He looked at them both, his cock growing hard, tenting in his shorts. He tried to cover it with the sheet, but Taylor walked around the bed and pulled the sheet from him, revealing his hard-on. His hands quickly dropped to his groin, trying unsuccessfully to cover it.
"Mr. Conner, you have a hard-on," Taylor grinned, licking her lips as she slid onto the bed. He looked at Em, who smiled and climbed on the bed, too, along with Abi. His eyes darted from girl to girl, embarrassed, but... excited. Never in his life had he ever expected to have three naked, young women in his bed. His cock was so uncomfortably hard. All three were on their knees, their bodies exposed for his pleasure.
"You know you shouldn't hide something so wonderful," Taylor said, reaching out and touching his hand. Her fingers curled around his wrist and pulled his hand away. Then she repeated it with his other hand, exposing him completely. His cock was pointed upwards, throbbing, it was so hard.
Abi gasped, but Taylor looked at it and licked her lips. She was excited by it. She wanted it. She reached down and grabbed the hand closest to her and pulled it until it slid between her thighs. She sighed and closed her eyes when his fingers slid along her wet pussy. With half-lidded eyes, she looked at him as she manipulated his hand, turning it palm up, leading his fingers over and around her clit, before sliding two inside her. She held his hand, using it to play with her pussy. Then she let go, leaving him to play on his own.
"Abi," she moaned. "You do it, too."
Abi was the shyest of the three and it surprised him that she would even be up to a scheme like this. But he watched this young, thin woman shuffle past Em up to his side. She slowly grabbed his other hand and led it to her pussy, gasping as his fingers made contact, swirling over her clit. She let go, but his hand remained and he pushed a finger into her, too.
The moans from the two girls filled the room as Em crawled up to sit in his lap, her pussy resting on his cock, and bent forward to kiss him. She held his head in her hands as her tongue explored his mouth, taking his breath away.
"We're gonna share you tonight," she whispered between kisses. "All night."
Vince groaned at her words. He could feel her hot, wet pussy against his cock, exciting him beyond words. He felt Em use one hand to grab his shaft and guide him inside even as she kissed him. Then she sat back, pushing him deep inside her as she rocked her hips.
His vision was dominated by the three young women before him, all naked, their bodies undulating with his touch, hungry for him. As Em used his cock to pierce her pussy, he used his fingers on the other two, using first one and then two fingers to slowly explore the depths of their wetness.
Em rocked slowly, deliberately, feeling every inch move in and out. Her eyes were locked on him, showing him how much she enjoyed this as every flash of pleasure crossed her face.
Then Taylor pushed his hand away and moved forward, pushing him to his back. She bent down and kissed him, sliding her tongue into his mouth passionately. "I've been fantasizing about this for a long time, Mr. Conner," she said. She kicked a leg over his head as she faced Em, and gave him the most wonderful view of her pussy, inches over his face. It was so wet and swollen... so excited.
And he realized his world would never be the same as she settled her pussy on his mouth, his tongue caressing her clit.
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Nurse Emily, Part 1
The sun was shining down as my friends all lined up beside and in front of me on the field. It was late summer and we were out at the park playing five on five flag football. My side was winning, mostly because of my defensive ability. David, the other team's quarterback, was coming up to the line, standing back a couple yards. Austin, the center, held the ball on the ground, ready to hike it.
"Oh, you are going down," I taunted David. "I'm going to sack you again."
"Good luck with that," Austin said. "You're going to have to go through me, first.
I just nodded at him, smiling. I'd managed to get around him before and knew I could do it again. Sean, the other defensive lineman was ready to rush, too. One of us was going to get through. All that mattered was whether we could catch David before he got rid of the ball.
All four of the offensive guys were on the line, ready to run out to catch a pass, or, if they tricked us, get a pitchout or handoff. The defensive guys were on the line opposite them, ready to track them and pull their flag off their belt to tackle them.
"Set... hut," David said and Austin tossed the ball back to him. The three offensive guys all ran out to catch a pass, with David and Austin staying back. David drew back about ten yards, making some space in which to throw, and Austin looked to block both Sean and I.
"One, two, three, four, five," I loudly counted off the time required before we could rush in. Sean ran in faster, taking Austin's attention, letting me roll around him and charge David. Before David could get rid of the ball, I was on top of him, pulling the flag from his waist.
"Fuck," David yelled, upset with both himself and the other guys on his team for not being able to do better. He slapped the ball against his left hand, making a loud slapping sound. I just got up and ran to my own huddle to plan our next play.
"I told him I was going to do it," I laughed.
"Nice move, Vince," Sean said, slapping me on the shoulder congratulating me. "It's fourth down. They only need one pass completion for a first down. What do you want to do?"
I looked over at the offensive huddle for a second. David was talking, trying to come up with a foolproof plan to trick us and get a first down. "It has to be a pass play, so we do what we've been doing. You keep tight on your guys and Sean and I will get to David. Sound good?"
"Yeah," they all agreed.
"Ok, break," I said and we all clapped our hands. As we moved to the line, I pulled Sean close. "This time, I think Austin is going to go at me. So, we'll let him, and you get to David this time."
We all stood on the line again, ready for David to start the play. Austin looked at me. I knew he wanted to stop me. I made it look like I was going to rush in fast.
"Set... hut", David called and Austin tossed the ball back to him.
"One, two, three, four, five," I yelled, then we rushed in. Instead of going at me, though, Austin moved towards Sean, leaving a clear path for me. I charged forward, loving how I was going to get him so easily. I had no clue how Austin could have misread this.
I saw David's hand go back in a pass, briefly wondering if his receivers were ready for such a quick pass, then watched him throw the ball forward and down, hard. My mind wasn't fast enough to process what my eyes saw. The ball was flying directly at me at full speed. In just a second it hit me, low, and just as I reached David, I felt a sudden pain in my groin and doubled over. I fell to the ground, grabbing my cock with both hands.
All the guys were laughing at my predicament as I rolled around in pain, holding my crotch with both hands.
"Fuck dude... that had to hurt," Austin said, laughing.
David reached down and tapped my shoulder. "Oops... I guess it's your ball. But it's the last time you get to me."
The guys all huddled around me, waiting for me to recover. It took about fifteen minutes, but I finally sat up. I could still feel pain in my groin and knew I was done for the day. I told the guys that and we all agreed that the game was over. We all shook hands and wandered back to our cars to drive to our respective homes.
I was walking funny to my car and after I got in, Sean came over the the driver's window. "You going to be ok?" he asked.
"Yeah," I said. "More embarrassed than hurt I think. That was a crappy play."
"Yes it was," he laughed. He smacked the car door, stood, and walked to his car. I started mine and drove home.
I limped into the house, avoiding my mom and went up to my room.
Once there, I closed the door and lay in my bed, just looking at my social pages on my phone, letting the dull pain work itself out. After looking at a few porn sites, I tried to masturbate, but couldn't. A combination of the pain and... whatever else was going on... was making it almost impossible for me to get an erection. I tried over and over again... to no avail.
*****
It was hours later, close to ten o'clock, when I got out of bed, completely scared and frustrated, and made my way to my mom's room. I lightly knocked on her door before opening it, but she was in her bathroom and didn't hear me. I knocked on the mostly closed bathroom door and opened it. My mom had a bath towel wrapped around her as she stood at the sink.
"Hey, mom?" I said, standing in the doorway.
"Yeah, honey. Do you need something?"
"Can you... um... take a look at something?" I asked, holding my cock lightly through the boxers I was wearing. The pain seemed worse when I let myself just hang loose.
"Honey, I'm getting ready to take a shower. I'll look at it in a minute, ok?" she said.
"I just... can you take a look at this?" I asked, pulling my boxers down and exposing my cock to her.
"Oh my God," she said, getting a glimpse of my cock as she looked down. She put her hand up to shield her eyes from me as she turned her head away, giggling.
"It just... it kinda hurts... and I think I broke it," I said. "I don't know if I need to go to the hospital or something."
She giggled in embarrassment. "Why do you think you broke it?"
"When we were playing football, I got hit in the crotch with the ball," I said. "It hurt, so I came home. I've been, you know... just checking it. I just... I'm having a hard time... you know... getting hard... getting an erection."
"What?" she said, giggling again, making sure not to look down as she looked at me. "Why are you showing me this?"
"I know... I'm sorry," I said.
"Just give me a minute, ok?"
"Yeah... sure... I'm sorry," I said. Now I was embarrassed. "I'm sure it'll be alright." I closed the door and went back to my own bathroom. I sat on the toilet and tried... really tried... to jerk off. But no matter what I did, I felt something weird and immediately stopped. It was getting really frustrating and was making me scared.
It was twenty minutes later by now, and I was getting nowhere. "Oh my God! Fuck! Why the fuck did David do that?" I asked nobody in particular as I tried stroking my cock one more time.
Suddenly mom knocked on the door. "Are you ok, honey?" she asked through the door. "You've been in there for like a half an hour or so. Everything alright?"
"Yeah... yeah, I'm good mom," I said, trying to sound like I was just cleaning up for bed. "I don't need any help. I'll be out in a minute. It's nothing. Don't worry about it."
"Are you sure? Do you need me to help you?" she asked.
"I just... don't worry about it. I'm ok."
"Listen, I'm your mom," she said, obviously not believing me. "I'm here. I'm worried about you."
"I'm sorry," I said, "but..."
Suddenly the door opened and my mom walked in. I was sitting on the toilet with my shorts and underwear around my ankles, my cock in my hand. I immediately tried to cover myself.
"Shit I forgot to lock the door," I mumbled.
"Ok, so what seems to be the problem?" she asked, immediately looking away so she wouldn't look at my exposed cock.
"I just... I can't do it," I said, frustrated.
"Can't do what?" she asked. She was almost smiling in embarrassment. I'm sure she was as uncomfortable seeing me naked as I was.
"I can't... you know... jerk off."
"Honey... I mean... oh," she said, still looking away but trying to gather up the courage to face me.
"I know... I'm sorry," I apologized. "I just don't know what to do. I'm just scared I damaged something, mom. Can you... you know... help me see what's wrong?"
"Honey... what do you think I can do?"
"I don't know... stroke it or something..."
"Honey... that's not something I'm comfortable with," she said.
"Please. I don't know if I have to go to the hospital or something."
"Honey, you're supposed to do that kind of thing on your own," she said. "It's really not something I'm supposed to... you know... help you with."
"It hurts," I said, moaning a little. "Maybe you can do it and see what's wrong."
"It hurts a lot?"
"Not really a lot... I just... It just feels weird enough that I just... you know... can't get it hard. And I'm scared." Every time my cock got hard I got this weird sensation inside... like there was something moving that shouldn't be. I don't know. It was too hard to explain.
"Oh my God..." she giggled, embarrassed. She was turning beet red. She wanted to be helpful, but this was right on the edge.
"It's just taking me a really long time. I've been trying for like an hour now."
"Well, it's definitely not supposed to take that long. But... I don't know what I can do..."
"Can you just help me? I don't know... I don't know who else to ask."
"I don't know... it's not something a mother's supposed to do," she said.
"I'm sorry," I said, realizing that this might just be going too far. I was going to have to figure this out on my own. "Just... Ok... it's ok... I'll just do it. You can go to bed."
"Look," she said, then dropped her hand and looked right at me. "Look, if I help you... you know... like this... seriously we cannot tell a soul. This is extremely inappropriate." She looked down at my cock for a second and I could tell she was rather impressed with it. Then she looked up into my eyes again as if gauging my thoughts.
"I'm not going to tell anyone," I said. "It's just... you're just helping me with a medical problem. This is really embarrassing."
"Alright... alright," she said. "I'll help you." She took a step forward until she was standing in front of me. " I can't believe I'm doing this. So what do you need me to do?"
"Just... I don't know... just check it and see if you see anything... you know... wrong."
"Ok... can you stand up?" she asked. I stood and she took a hold of my cock. She dropped to her knees in front of me and examined me, moving my cock one way then another, then checked my balls underneath by lifting my cock upwards. I could feel myself getting harder. Her face was right next to my cock as she examined it. I almost prayed she'd slide me into her mouth.
"You're really... kinda big there, son," she giggled softly. She stood, still holding my shaft and slightly stroking it. "I... I don't see anything... wrong. You look really... healthy... to me. Does it feel ok right now?"
"Yeah," I moaned. Just that little bit of stroking, along with the knowledge that it was mom doing it, was getting me excited... and making me hard.
"It seems to be getting... harder," she said, licking her lips and stroking more. "Is this... better?"
"Yeah... it feels good," I whispered.
She gripped me a little harder and stroked more forcefully, giving me a real handjob now. She was looking down at it, watching herself stroke it, watching it get harder and harder in her hand. I couldn't believe it. She even spit into her hand to provide a little lubrication.
"Are we doing alright here?"
"Yeah. Just like... just like that. I can feel it... getting hard."
"Does it feel weird or painful or anything?" she asked.
"No... it just feels... good," I moaned. I looked at her more, now, and could see her hard nipples poking into the flimsy little shirt she wore to bed. It had three large buttons in the front and showed a lot of cleavage at the top. But it was made of satin and was really thin. This was the first time I'd really taken then time to look at how large her breasts were. I mean, I'd noticed they were large before, but being so close to her, without her wearing a bra, and with them jiggling just right as she jerked my cock was incredible.
"That I can tell," she almost giggled. "Are you... you know... gonna soon?"
"Yeah," I moaned again. "I'm close."
"Ok," she said, maneuvering us both around until we faced the toilet. "I'll just aim it into the toilet. Just cum in there."
She put one hand on my shoulder and used the other to jerk me off, standing beside me, facing me. I looked down and just watched her hand. It was... surreal. My own mother was jerking me off and was just about to make me cum. My cock was so hard and the head was swelling fast.
"Oh!" I moaned.
"Yeah... go ahead," she said, encouraging me. "Cum for me."
Hearing her say that threw me over the edge and I came. I could feel my body spraying it out of me, squirting it onto the toilet seat lid and into the toilet itself. Her hand kept stroking me, squeezing and pulling my cum from me, draining my balls.
When I finally stopped, she pulled her hand away, acting embarrassed again. "Ok... are you ok?" she asked.
"Yeah... I feel ok," I said softly, still breathing hard. "Thanks mom."
She walked over to the sink and turned on the water. "Alright... just don't tell anyone about this. Ok?" She washed her hands and dried them. "I'm serious," she said, looking at me via the mirror.
"I won't... I promise," I said. "I feel a lot better now."
"Good. I hope so. Go get some sleep, ok?" She walked to the door and opened it.
"Ok. Goodnight, mom. Love you."
"Love you, too," she said as she closed the door behind herself.
I walked out of the bathroom into my bedroom and collapsed on my bed. My cock was deflating rapidly, but that was normal. I just couldn't believe how worn out she made me. But I felt a lot better.
*****
I woke up the next morning, a little later than usual, but had the incredible urge to masturbate. I think it had something to do with the dream I had, but it wasn't abnormal for me to want an orgasm first thing in the morning. I lay on my back, started thinking of something sexy, and started stroking my cock. Unfortunately, that feeling came back again, so it seemed even more difficult to get and keep an erection.
It was about ten o'clock when my mom lightly knocked on my door and then came in. I was still in bed and immediately threw a blanket over myself. I didn't want her to see me naked. Even after last night, I was still too embarrassed.
"Honey?" she asked, seeing me awake.
"Hey, mom," I replied.
"So, explain to me again what's going on."
I spent the next ten minutes going over the day yesterday, ending with my getting hit in the nuts with the spiraling football from David and me writhing on the ground.
"What an idiot! Doesn't he know how dangerous that could be?" she asked.
"I know... we were just screwing around," I said.
"Are things... you know... any better since last night?"
"No... not really. I can't... you know... get hard," I said. "Can you... like... help me again? Please."
She shook her head, not happy about any of this, but even less happy that she'd have to give me a handjob again. "Honey... I don't know. What I did last night... that wasn't really..."
"Please! I think I just need help getting started or something."
"Honey..." she said, shaking her head a little. Then, she had a change of heart. "I mean... ok... ok... if it stays right here I can help you."
"Ok... thanks mom," I said, feeling relieved. I knew she could get it to work.
"I'll show you what I did and maybe you can just do that, ok?" She wrapped her hand around my cock and began stroking it. "Ok, so you're gonna... not so tight... just lightly... and go up and down with it. Ok?"
I was too caught up in the initial, wonderful feeling of her hand on my cock to respond. I was very distracted and couldn't focus on anything but how good that felt.
"Ok?" she asked again, sounding a little frustrated with me.
"Yeah... ok..."
After a minute or so of stroking me, my cock was now getting really hard again. I didn't know what she was doing that I wasn't doing, but it certainly felt a lot better when she was stroking me. "Now does that feel better than what you were doing? Honey!"
"Yeah," I moaned, when I finally realized she was talking to me. "That's like... really good."
"And just... make sure you have some lube on it," she said, dribbling spit onto the head and stroking it in. "It'll probably feel better with some kind of lubrication.
"We'll get you some real lube tonight if you don't have any," she said. "Do you see how much easier it is now? How my hand slides up and down so much more easily?"
"Yeah... and feels better." I moaned again. God, she was so good at that.
"You see if you can do it now, ok?" she said, pulling her hand away. I took a hold of my cock and tried stroking it. "Alright, honey." She got up and started moving towards the door. For some reason, no matter what I did, I couldn't create the same pleasure and my erection faded quickly. In fact, the same weird feeling started to come back again.
"Mom," I plead, shaking my head as she put her hand on the doorknob. "I really can't do it. See?"
She looked down and saw that my erection had almost completely deflated. She sighed and shook her head. "Ok, ok... let's go talk to Mrs. Bower next door. She's a nurse, so I think she'll be able to tell us if we need to go to the emergency room or not."
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Nurse Emily, Part 2
My mom ended up calling Mrs. Bower, our next-door neighbor and arranged a time for us to go over. Emily Bower was retired, having been an emergency room nurse for over twenty years. She was now in her sixties and had long, grey hair, that she kept pulled back in a braided ponytail that fell down her back. Her husband had past away ten years ago, a little after my dad moved out, divorcing my mom, and they both had struck up a deeper friendship.
Mrs. Bower was almost a grandmother to me, practically taking my mom in as her own daughter. I'd been over a few times, always with my mom, but I really didn't know her. She led my mom and I through her kitchen and into the living room, where she asked us to sit on the couch.
"So, what seems to be the problem?" she asked me.
My mom looked at me and I just stared back, scared as hell. I really didn't want to talk to a stranger... a neighbor... about an erection problem I was having.
"Well... Vince here got injured the other day playing football. I guess the quarterback decided to just throw the ball down at his privates," she said. "And he hit him pretty hard."
"Ouch... that must have hurt," Emily said, looking at me. I just nodded and looked down.
"Vince says he has a hard time getting any kind of erection and says it feels weird or something when he even tries. We just need to have an idea if we should go to the doctor or emergency room or something."
Emily stood and walked towards a desk nearby, opening the top drawer. She pulled out a pair of rubber gloves and slid one on her hand, snapping the rubber in place. "Well, let's take a look, shall we?" She started putting on the other glove but the look from me must have stopped her.
"Uh..." I said. "Do we need to do all that?" I had to admit, the whole rubber glove thing was just too clinical and made me wonder what she was going to do to me.
She nodded, looking at my mom. "Ok... you're right, maybe you'd be more comfortable if this was more... casual." She took the gloves off and tossed them in the trashcan.
"Yeah, I think that would be better," my mom said, tapping my arm to reassure me.
"You can relax," she said. "I'm not going to hurt you. But you're going to have to get undressed."
I looked at my mom, surprised, then back at Emily. "Can you both... like... leave the room so I can undress?"
"Honey," my mom said, knowing that it would be a little ridiculous.
"I don't think that's necessary," Emily said. "We're both going to see you naked anyway. Just get undressed and we'll wait."
I stood, nervously, and unfastened my pants. I pushed them down and stepped out of them, handing them to my mom.
"And underwear... and shirt," Emily said.
Shaking, I took my shirt off and handed it to my mom, too. Slowly, I hooked my thumbs in my boxers and pushed them down, using my legs and feet to get them off, all the while hiding my junk with my hands.
Emily moved toward me and removed the few items from her coffee table. "Go ahead and lay back on this. Let's have a look, shall we?"
I sat on the coffee table, definitely uncomfortably. The wood felt cold against my ass.
"It's ok," Emily said, grabbing my wrists and moving my hands away as she knelt on the floor beside the coffee table.
"Sorry," I apologized.
"No, it's normal to be a little shy," she said. She gingerly grabbed my shaft and moved it this way and that, inspecting my cock and balls. "You seem really healthy. I don't see any bruising or outward signs of damage. Let me ask you... how often do you normally masturbate?" My cock was laying in her palm as she looked over the shaft and head.
I looked at my mom as both women were now staring at me, as if waiting for my answer.. She tried to console me with her look, but it wasn't really working.
"A couple times a week, I guess," I lied.
"Not every day? You can tell me the truth," Emily said, seeing through my obvious lie.
I nodded, embarrassed to admit it. "Ok... at least... once a day."
Emily nodded. "Ok, that's healthy for your age. And now you can't get an erection due to... pain?"
"Yeah, kinda... it's not... you know... like, really bad pain... just... something," I said. It was hard to explain the actual problem. Especially when my mom could give me an erection so easily.
"He has had an erection since the injury, though," my mom was quick to admit. Too quick for my tastes.
"Yeah?" Emily asked, obviously wondering how my mom would know something so intimate.
"Yeah, I... uh... I helped him that night... after the injury," she said, realizing she was going to give away a little too much information. But Emily's look seemed one of clinical interest rather than scathing condemnation for our incest. "I helped him have a little... you know... orgasm... just to see if he was ok. At least as far as I could tell."
Emily nodded, seemingly agreeing that that was the best course of action for my mom. "Ok... that's good to know. I'll need to verify his erection, of course, and make sure there is no real injury there. I think you can help. As you know, I was a nurse for a long time and I've seen issues like this before. Some patients have been bad enough to require surgery, but most have been managed with some simple physical therapy."
"Physical therapy?" my mom asked. She was hoping this wasn't going to cost too much. We weren't exactly living with a lot of extra cash lying around.
"Well, yeah... but, don't worry, it'll be at home," Emily reassured her. "I'll give you all the exercises. It won't cost you a thing. We'll do some of the exercises today and see if that works."
"Ok... that would be good," my mom said, sighing in relief. "I'm really hoping there isn't a need for surgery or anything."
"The way it's looking right now, I'm thinking it won't." Emily walked back over to the desk and removed a small tube of some sort. There didn't appear to be much of a label on it. "This ointment should help both by encouraging the erection and by numbing any pain. I'll show you how, but I want you to put this on his penis twice per day at a minimum... once in the morning and once in the evening... and then as needed otherwise."
She handed the tube to my mom who kept it in her hand, looking at it a little.
"As needed?"
"When he has a desire to have an erection, it'll be a good time to apply more lotion," she said. "I want you to apply it as I'll show you. I don't want to leave the application to Vince, since he's already having issues and probably won't put it on."
My mom nodded. "Ok. How do I put it on?"
"Well, for starters," Emily said, "he's going to need a lot of help from you on this... with some extra physical and visual stimulation... and some verbal stimulation even. Stimulation is what men need to have and maintain an erection."
"Ok," my mom said.
"I think the first step... well, I'm sure as you know, men are very visual... so we have to give him some visual stimulation," Emily said, sitting down in the nearby chair so that both my mom and I could easily see her. "So, let's say, when you guys are at home together, you can... maybe show him a part of your body he likes, like breasts. Perhaps if you take off your shirt today you can see what I mean."
My mom looked at me, then back to Emily, as she started to unbutton her blouse.
"I'll tell you what... I can help you out a little bit today, too, since it's your first time with these exercises." Emily unbuttoned her own top and removed it, leaving both women now sitting beside me in their bras and pants.
"Well, young man... this should be plenty of encouragement for you," Emily practically giggled, looking at me as she lifted and squeezed her bra-covered, C-cup breasts.
"Oh my gosh... ok," my mom said, nervously covering her breasts with one arm.
"Lucky for him, you have really nice breasts," Emily said, complimenting her as she looked over my mom's impressive rack. "It's going to be easy to stimulate him."
Emily then reached behind herself and unfastened her bra as we watched, then my mom followed suit, and in seconds both women were now naked from the waist up.
"Alright," my mom said, looking at me. At first she held her arm across her bare breasts, but with Emily's breasts exposed, she dropped her arm. Both women had impressive breasts. My mom's were bigger, probably better than a D-cup, but Emily's had more interesting, long and pointed nipples. "Oh my gosh, I think he's already getting a little hard," my mom giggled looking down between my legs.
"That's good," Emily said. "I'm sure he'll have an impressive erection after these exercises."
"And then... what comes next?" my mom asked.
"The next step is some physical stimulation with the lotion," Emily said. "Today we'll use your hand. Squirt some of it in your hand and now gently take his cock... and start stroking him."
My mom used a little of the cold lotion and started stroking my cock, intentionally spreading the lotion around with her fingertips to cover the full length.
"Ok," my mom said, nervously. She seemed a lot less natural at this than she was just this morning for some reason.
"You'll just slowly slide up and down his cock," Emily said, watching her hand intently. She seemed to notice how uncomfortable my mom looked and quickly moved to kneel beside the coffee table, too, on the other side. "It's ok... it's ok," she said, holding my mom's wrist. "Just relax. You're kind of stiff."
Emily pulled my mom's hand off and started stroking me herself. "Why don't we try this. Let's put some more of the lotion on there," she said, stopping to allow my mom to squirt more on the head so Emily could spread it around. "Now, loosely grip his shaft... and pull it upward, relax and come down," she demonstrated, jerking my cock very slowly and deliberately.
"Like that?" my mom asked, miming her to get the rhythm.
"Yeah, just like that," Emily complimented her. "You've done this before for your husband, right?"
"Yeah," my mom said, nodding a little. "But it's been a while." She looked at me and smiled that loving, motherly smile. "Honey, is that good? She's really pretty. Is she doing good? It looks like it's working, you're getting hard."
I just nodded. It seemed my brain was lacking a little blood flow right now.
"Here... you try it," Emily said, releasing her grip to let my mom take over again. My mom was using the same stroke and rhythm as Emily and it felt incredibly good. I closed my eyes for a moment to enjoy it.
"You're doing so good," Emily said, encouraging my mom. "But you can't make a face like that... not when you're trying to jerk a guy off. That'll majorly affect his erection."
"It's just... embarrassing," my mom said.
"Why is it embarrassing?"
"Because he's my son," my mom reasoned.
I opened my eyes and watched the two talking, all the while my mom's hand kept stroking me. Her hand squeezed and release, tugging on my cock, trying to pull the cum out of me.
"I know but he really needs help right now... and you're his mother," Emily said, playing on my mom's role as caretaker. "You're supposed to be the one to help him."
"I know... I know," my mom said, still unsure.
"So... just enjoy it," Emily said, smiling. "His cock is really big."
Both women looked down at my erection and smiled.
"Yes... it really is," my mom said, licking her lips. "How... long... should I do this?"
"You have to do this until he ejaculates," Emily said as if it was just another thing. "We need to make sure that his entire reproductive system is working. There... that's it... that's good."
Emily then took over again, using both hands to stroke my cock. "You can use both hands... like this... kind of like squeeze and twist a little while you're doing it," she said. "And you can also just use one hand to work the tip a little bit." I jumped a little as her palm swirled over the head, sending a bolt of pleasure through me. "The tip is really, really sensitive, so you can't spend much time there. Then you go back down. You just work a lot of different sensations. Now you do it."
My mom gripped my shaft with both hands and worked the same motions that Emily had showed her. My mom seemed a lot more relaxed now, jerking my cock more easily.
"See, it's not so bad now, is it?" Emily asked.
"I guess not," my mom smiled as if she was being silly before.
"Yeah. Just pretend he's not your son right now, if that helps," Emily said. "Pretend that he's your boyfriend and you're trying to give him a lot of pleasure. Yeah, just like that... good job."
"For a couple minutes?" my mom asked.
"No... at least fifteen or twenty minutes each time," Emily said. "You really have to let the lotion sink in. This might take a little time until he's fully recovered."
My mom let go of my cock and sat back on her heels. "Ok, well, thanks for showing me. We'll... um... continue this..."
Emily suddenly grabbed my cock and started stroking me, increasing the speed. "No, no, no... you have to go until he cums. We need to make sure he's medically ok. If he can't cum then we have a serious problem. And just walking away now without finishing, after getting him so hard, might even make things worse. So... go ahead... start again. Since he's having difficulty, he may require even more visual stimulation from you now. While your breasts are really beautiful, men like to see even more skin. Go ahead and stand up with me and let's take our bottoms off."
My mom looked at Emily, then me. "You don't want to see that, do you honey? I mean, I've put on so much weight."
Emily stood and had already unfastened her pants. "Go ahead and get comfortable with this because you're going to have to do it at home." She tossed her pants aside and slid her panties down and off before my mom had even slid her jeans off. "You want to entice him... let him fantasize about putting his cock against your ass... or in your pussy."
My mom had tossed her pants aside, now, and was sliding her panties down her legs. "I have to admit, that's kind of... wrong... isn't it?"
"I'll be honest, it is dirty, because the whole concept is taboo," Emily said. "But that can be an incredible, incredible stimulation to guys. You might need to kind of explore things like this with him... maybe give him other fantasies for stimulation. And, now, since we're completely naked, if you stand really close to his erection, he can get a really good view of what it would be like to have sex with you."
Emily turned and bent over, legs wide, and pulled her cheeks apart to show Vince her ass and pussy as she looked back, smirking.
"Oh my gosh... I... look what she's doing," mom my said, surprised. "Does that make you imagine... you know... fucking her?" she asked me.
"Yeah," I nodded, looking at how beautiful Emily's pussy looked. Her labia were large and engorged, open like a flower. And I could smell her scent.
"He's so hard right now," my mom said, surprised at my size. "The sight of your beautiful... pussy... is really stimulating him."
Emily slid her hand back between her legs and slid her fingers through her pussy lips. "Of course it is. He really likes pussy. Go ahead... continue jerking him now." She slowly teased her pussy, sliding first one, then two fingers inside herself and pulled her lips apart to show me her wet, pink interior. "You can sometimes go slow like you are, but sometimes go fast, Nicole. If you want him to cum, you'll have to go a little faster with a steady stroke."
My mom started stroking me even faster now.
"Keep going, Nicole. He's shaking," Emily said.
"I think he's almost ready to cum."
"Are you going to cum?" Emily asked me and I nodded. That seemed to excite her more and she turned around, put a foot up on the coffee table to spread her legs and masturbated. One hand held her pussy lips apart, while the other slapped her clit, driving her fingers inside her rapidly. "Ohhh... I want you to make him cum really, really good. We need to make sure he's ok. Fuck! Go ahead, thank your mom for helping you like this, Vince."
"Thank you... mom," I moaned, panting heavily. "For doing this... for me. Oh God."
"There... that's good," Emily coached my mom. "Get a nice grip on that beautiful cock... stroke faster. Keep working it. You're doing such a good job. He's so close. He's starting to squirm."
"Come on, son," my mom urged me, sounding desperate to see me cum for her again.
"Steady rhythm... nice and steady," Emily said. "He's working it out... just keep going. There you go. Just like that. You're going to make him feel so good when he cums... so good. Go on... give your mom all your hot, sticky cum."
"Come on, son," my mom said, encouraging me.
"She's working hard to help you... all you have to do is cum," Emily said. "I know it's hard, Nicole, but you have to keep going. You have to make him cum."
I was so close, my hips were rising and falling a little bit, my ass squeezing as I moved swiftly towards my orgasm.
"Now, I don't want to get any of this on my carpet... so you're going to have to take it in your mouth," Emily said.
"My mouth?"
"Yes... I don't have time to get a towel and I don't want any of it on my carpet," she said. "You've taken your husband in your mouth, haven't you?"
"Yes... of course... it's just..."
"Well, this is exactly the same thing," Emily said, looking down on us both. "And I need you to hold it in your mouth so I can check the volume."
"What?" my mom asked, shocked.
"Just do as I say... this is very important to help your son," Emily said forcefully. "Ok... ok, he's close. Go ahead now, put it in your mouth." My mom hesitated only a second then bent down and slid the head of my cock into her mouth while her hand continued to stroke my shaft. "Just like that... keep stroking... and suck a little on the head."
I was moaning now, on the very edge, looking down at my mom who had my dick in her mouth. And she seemed to be enjoying it. God, her mouth was so warm and wet.
"Come on Vince... give it to your mommy," Emily said. "Give her all your sweet cum. Is that what you like? Having your mommy suck on your cock? Your dick is so swollen. You can do it... give her all your sweet cum."
I started cumming and my mom gagged and gasped, trying not to swallow as my load filled her mouth to overflowing.
"Oh... yeah!" Emily said excitedly. "There it is... there it is. Look at that. Hold it all in your mouth, Nicole. Now go ahead and squeeze the rest out... get it all out. Good boy... I think that was good."
Emily walked over to my mom and put her hand on her jaw, encouraging her to open her mouth. "Let me see... did he cum a lot?" My mom opened her mouth and I could see the milky white fluid filling it. "Yeah, that does look like a healthy amount. Does it taste normal?"
My mom closed her mouth again, raised her shoulders and nodded, as if to say it was normal as far as she knew. It wasn't as if she'd ever tasted my cum before.
"Here," Emily said, moving her lips to my mom's. "Give me some of it." She kissed my mom and some of my cum transferred into her mouth. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen. After a few seconds, she pulled back and swirled it around for a moment with her eyes closed.
Emily opened her eyes and smiled. "Ok... that's good. You can go ahead and swallow it now. Very nice. I think he'll be ok, but you're going to have to monitor him over the next week." She turned and addressed me. "I don't want you to masturbate on your own, since we need to check the size of your erection and your semen volume. I want your mom to continue to do this for you, as many times a day as needed. I want you to make sure you get about the same volume with the same flavor. If there are any major changes, you can come and talk to me again. So any time you feel the need to masturbate, you go to your mother. Ok?"



I nodded as my mother swallowed my cum and stood.
"Now go ahead and get dressed," Emily said. "We can meet again next week at this same time and see where things stand. And I'd like you to call me every night and let me know how things are going, ok?"
"Ok," my mom said, buttoning up her shirt.
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Nurse Emily, Part 3
Sunday night was the first time my mom was to apply the lotion on her own. I was in my room, laying on my bed. Originally, I was playing video games, but started feeling horny. I shut down the game and slid into my bed to try to masturbate. After what happened this morning, I was sure I'd be able to do it on my own, but for some reason I still couldn't.
I'd slid my shorts and underwear off, expecting that I'd be alone the rest of the night, but at about 10 o'clock, an hour after I started trying to masturbate, my mom suddenly knocked on my door and opened it. I threw my comforter over me to hide what I was doing as she walked into my room, the tube of lotion in her hand.
"Honey?" she said walking to the end of the bed, looking at me as if she knew I was doing something I shouldn't be.
"Hey... mom," I said, feeling extremely embarrassed and guilty, holding the comforter over me. I guess it was pretty obvious I was hiding something.
"Are you doing ok?"
"Well... yeah... I guess..."
"Were you trying to jerk off?" she asked, looking stern as she looked down at the blanket covering me.
I was going to lie... I probably should have. But I didn't. "Yeah. I'm sorry," I apologized, feeling really embarrassed. "I just couldn't help it."
"It's ok," she reassured me. "But remember, Nurse Emily said you should leave that to me for now. She was pretty adamant about it." She raised a scolding finger and pointed it at me with a little smile behind it. "No more masturbating for you, mister. From now on, if you feel the urge, you come to me."
"Ok... ok," I said, laughing.
"So, now," she said, moving around to the side of the bed and sitting down. "We need to put the lotion on you again."
"Yeah... but..." I was a little uncomfortable, especially knowing that I was naked under the blanket and really didn't want her to know.
"Honey, we need to get an erection going again and get all the cum out of you," she said. "We need to make sure you are fully operational, remember?"
"Yeah... I remember," I said. "I'm just..."
"Oh, honey, are you embarrassed?" she asked, putting her hand on my leg. "Don't be embarrassed. I'm your mother and I'm just trying to help you heal. It's not a big deal. I'd do anything for you."
She slid her hand up my leg until she put it right on my cock, then slowly stroked it.
"Does that feel ok?" she asked, looking at me. "Were you able to get hard at all on your own?"
"No... I couldn't."
"It doesn't feel like it," she agreed, slowly stroking me through the blanket. "Let's get this off of you." She grabbed the edge of the blanket and tossed it aside, exposing me completely.
I just lay there, completely embarrassed, not knowing where to look or where to put my hands. She popped open the lotion and put a dab in her hand.
"Let's get you all lotioned up," she said, grabbing my shaft and sliding up and down it, making sure the lotion fully covered before starting to stroke it. "There you go. You're getting hard already. See? This isn't so bad. We can do this."
She stroked up and down slowly, tugging on me on the way up each time, just as Nurse Emily showed her.
"You know I'd do anything for my little boy," she said. "It doesn't matter what. I just want you to get all better and make you feel really good."
She kept stroking me, even as she moved up more onto the bed, sitting on her knees.
"But... wow... I must say, you've grown up so much," she said, looking at my cock. She slid her hand down, below the base of my shaft and onto my balls. "My God!" she said, very surprised. "Look at the size of these balls! You really need this. We need to make sure these balls are emptied and that this dick is nice and tired so you can really heal.
"That feels really good, mom," I said.
"Maybe I should show a little skin like Nurse Emily said," she said, smiling deviously. "What do you think? Do you want to see my tits again? Should I show you?"
"Yes," I panted. "Please. That would help."
"Always the gentleman," she smiled and giggled. She unbuttoned and removed her night shirt, tossing it aside. Her breasts, as I'd mentioned before, looked really, really good.
"Is that better?" she asked, then giggled and looked down at her hand stroking me. "Oh... I guess so... there you go. I felt that. You throbbed. You like my breasts? Your dad always did... he loved to see them. And I loved to tease him with them."
I really, really liked her breasts and wished I could just grab and suck on them. But she was my mom, you know? Kid's just don't do that.
"You know... I wish I could find someone as nice as you," she said. "You're so sweet and so good looking." I nodded, but my eyes we glued to her breasts. She giggled when she noticed. "I guess you're just as distracted as your father used to get. Yeah... look at mommy's big titties while she strokes your cock. Oh, you're getting so hard."
She bent over and moved the head of my cock over and around her breasts, making sure to scrape the head across her nipples.
"Mmm... I love feeling you all over me," she moaned.
She sat up again, just stroking me slowly, letting my shaft get harder and harder.
"Seriously, there's no reason to be embarrassed by any of this," she said, "for either one of us. I saw this dick when you were a little boy. But... um... it's just that you're a little more grown up now. And I have to admit... I've never seen one as big as this before. You are truly blessed. Yeah... we'll help you get all better. I promise."
She started using both hands on my shaft now, in different directions, with twisting. God, she was so good at this. She even swirled her hand over the head, just like Nurse Emily taught her, making me jump.
"Just relax baby," she giggled. "I'll do all the work. That's what mom's are for. Your cock is so nice. I mean... if I was just any woman... I'd love to spend time with a cock like this."
She grabbed the tube of lotion and squirted more, this time directly on the head of my cock, then used both her hands to spread it around more.
"I can feel it throbbing... you're so hard," she said. "You're really going to cum hard. Tell me how much you like it baby. Tell me how much you like having mommy stroke your cock like this."
"God mom... it feels so fucking good," I moaned.
She suddenly stopped stroking and just held up my cock and bent forward to look at it closely.
"Wow... you really have grown. Like... a lot," she said softly, as if in amazement. "Look how big you are. And with your balls so full like that, I can't even imagine how much cum you have ready to blow. It has to be a lot. At least after this you'll be nice and rested for tomorrow."
She licked her lips and started stroking me with both hands again.
"Mmm... you're getting harder... and harder," she moaned. "I can't wait to make you cum. I wish I had a man around like you... so I could feel something like this inside me. It would certainly be a nice change of pace. Feeling your cock get harder and harder makes me a bit horny, too. You know?"
She looked at me and our eyes met.
"You really do make mommy proud," she said. "And you make me feel so good, too. So... wet. Do you want to see?"
I nodded. "Yeah." Of course I wanted to see. This would be the first time I really saw her pussy.
She stood and took off her satin pajama shorts, kicking them aside. She reached down and slid her hand between her legs, sliding her fingers through her pussy, then pulling them out, and spreading her fingers to show me just how wet they were.
"Oh yeah," she said, sliding her fingers back over her clit again. "See how wet you're making my pussy? Some day a real man is going to take care of me... take care of my pussy again. But right now," she said, dropping her hands to stroke me once more, this time more rapidly, "I want you to cum for me. I want you to fill my mouth so full of cum. I'm ready for you. Cum for me."
"Oh... fuck," I moaned, feeling my body start to tremble, feeling my orgasm quickly rising.
"Watch me stroke your big cock, son," she said.
"Oh, yeah, right there," I moaned, her hands finding the right rhythm and all the right spots. I could feel it building and building inside me.
.
"Right there?" she asked, trying to keep the same rhythm.
"Yeah," I moaned. "Oh yeah, keep going... I'm gonna cum." I was breathing heavy now, panting and moaning.
"Yeah, baby... I want all your cum," she said excitedly. "Cum in my mouth, baby... just like she showed us." She bent over and slid the head of my cock into her mouth while her hands continued their stroking. "Mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned, her mouth so full of me.
The visual of her lips wrapped around my shaft, her hands stroking me, her eyes pleading for me to cum was just too much. I started cumming sending spurt after spurt into her mouth again.
"Ah! Oh fuck!" I groaned, feeling my body drain into her warm, wet mouth.
When I finished cumming, she slowly squeezed up from the base, making sure to get every drop. She took a moment, closing her eyes as she seemingly treasured my load in her mouth, then slowly swallowed it down.
"Oh wow," she said, breathing hard. "That was a big, big load... just for me. There you go, now. You had a wonderful erection and orgasm, just like Nurse Emily said you needed." She stood and gathered the bottle of lotion and her clothes. "Ok, honey, you go to bed now. I'm going to get cleaned up and go to bed myself. I'll see you in the morning.
She leaned down and kissed me on the forehead, tenderly, just like a mom would. "I love you."
"I love you, too, mom," I said. My feelings were very jumbled. I wasn't thinking of her as being my mom any more. In my mind, she was an attractive woman now... a sexual creature that I was really having a thing for.
As she got to my bedroom door, she opened it and looked back, her eyes focused on my cock. She had a longing look in her eye. It was if she was saying "And I love your cock." Then she turned around and left the room, closing the door behind her.
*****
Starting with our Monday sessions, my mom brought her phone and started a recording before setting it aside each time. She explained why during our morning time together.
"I talked with Nurse Emily last night and she told me it would help if I recorded our... sessions," she said looking a little embarrassed. "And then send them to her. That way she can give me better feedback on how you're progressing. She seemed to be pleased with what I've told her so far, though. She thinks you're definitely getting better, honey. Isn't that great!"
"Yeah... I'm feeling a lot better," I said.
"Well, let's get you nice and comfortable, ok?" She pulled the blankets aside and helped me lower my boxers and the shorts I slept in. With one hand, she lifted the bottle of lotion and deftly used her thumb to pop the top open, then squeezed a dab onto the head of my cock. Then she slowly stroked it into my cock.
She seemed to be very excited that I seemed to be getting harder more easily and spent a lot of time trying different stroking techniques, gauging my reactions. It was about ten minutes later that I started cumming and she quickly dropped her mouth to me, sliding me deep inside, taking every drop of my cum.
She even opened her mouth as she grabbed the camera, making sure to get a good shot of how much cum I'd given her, before swallowing it down.
Then, with a quick peck on my forehead, she told me she loved me and left.
*****
On Tuesday afternoon, my mom and I went to the grocery store. It was one of the regular activities we did together. We parked and went inside, grabbing a cart. As we walked through the aisles, I couldn't help but watch her ass as she walked ahead of me pushing the cart. Every now and then, she made it a point to keep her legs straight when she bent over, showing me a lot of ass. She was wearing thin shorts and a t-shirt, so there wasn't much material hiding her body. She looked at me when she did it, too, knowing the effect she was having on me.
In the produce section, she grabbed a cucumber and whispered to me, teasingly, as she stroked it, comparing my cock to it. Every minute we were in the store, she teased me more and more and I became very hard. I was walking a little funny by the time we reached the car again, because my cock was so hard in my pants. And people were starting to notice.
"Honey? You ok?" my mom asked as she slid into the driver's seat.
"No... I'm hard right now," I said, squirming in the passenger seat, trying to find a comfortable position.
"Do you need some help?" she asked, starting the car and putting it in gear. "You know... to take care of it."
"Yeah," I replied, opening my pants and sliding my hand inside to try to find a comfortable position for my erection.
"Wow... how can I resist that bulge in your pants?" she smiled as her hand snaked over the center console and she touched my thigh. She started driving through the parking lot towards the exit onto the main road. "I'm kind of turned on that you're so hard right now. I have to admit, my mouth is starting to water. I'm practically drooling." She slid her hand inside my boxers, grabbing my shaft.
"I would have thought our two-times-per-day sessions would be enough for you," she giggled. "Sorry, I guess I shouldn't have flirted with you in the grocery store. As an older woman, I'm just surprised young guys could even get excited by me."
She looked around as she turned onto the main street, heading towards home, looking to see what cars were near.
"I think we can do a handjob out here safely enough," she said, tugging a little at my boxers to push them out of the way. "This will satisfy some of my cravings, too. Can you pull your pants down?"
I lifted my hips and pushed my pants and boxers down to just under my knees. Her hand was freely jerking me off now. God, I felt so exposed and embarrassed. If a pickup truck drove by, they'd see everything.
"This is good, right?" she asked.
"Yeah... oh, fuck..." I moaned.
"I really like jerking a young guy's cock," she said, dividing her attention between the road and my erection. "You're so... responsive. And I'm definitely a big fan of your cock. It's so perfect."
She let go of me for a moment and spit into her hand. "I'm sorry I don't have the ointment... but I can use some of my spit. God, just feeling you in my hand... turns me on. I think your cock likes me." She slid her wet hand over my shaft. It slid much easier now.
"This feels... amazing," I panted, sitting back in my chair to give her lots of room and to try to get as low as possible, away from the windows and prying eyes. "But what if someone sees?"
She giggled. "You know, there's something erotic about being exposed... about the possibility of being caught. Doesn't that make you harder?" She swirled her hand over the head for a moment and felt the obvious precum that had leaked out. "Ooh, you give me a little preview of what's to come," she smiled. "Oh fuck, you're so horny!"
We drove down the road like that, her hand continually stroking me as we went. We even stopped at stoplights, but it didn't deter her, unless there was a higher car nearby.
"You know, that checkout girl was really hot," she said. "Did she do this? Did you think about fucking her? Is that what took you over the edge? I mean... her tits were really nice."
"Yeah... she was pretty good looking," I said, remembering her. But that wasn't who got me all excited.
"Do you think she had a tight, little pussy?" she asked, giggling. "Or maybe you'd prefer... mine."
"Oh my God!" I said, embarrassed.
She giggled. "I know baby... but you can think about things like that, right? I mean, that doesn't hurt anything. It just might... arouse you more?"
"I guess," I said, unconvinced. I wasn't supposed to think about things like that... even though I usually did. But there was no way I wanted her to know about my thoughts like that.
"Do you like thinking about things like that?" she asked, squeezing around the head of my cock. "About my pussy?"
"God mom!" I couldn't believe she was talking to me about that.
She giggled again. "Yeah, I bet you do."
"Oh fuck," I hissed. Her hand was stroking me faster now, sliding up and down my shaft. My cock was at full extension now and we were still several miles away from home. "That feels so good."
"Yeah?" she asked. "You like how I jerk your cock?"
"I love it. Oh fuck!" I moaned.
She giggled as she held my cock still, letting it stand upright to its full length. "Wow! I certainly made your dick hard, didn't I?"
"Yeah," I panted.
"It's so... beautiful," she giggled. She spat on her hand again to provide more lubrication. "I love it. Mmm, you feel so good in my hand, honey. And it just keeps getting bigger and bigger. You really like when I do this, don't you? I can tell. Just by looking at how big your cock is! I know I really enjoy it. You know, with a cock like this, I don't understand why you don't have a girlfriend. You'd think they'd be all over you. I know I would be."
"Oh my God," I groaned as I thought sexually about her... about her body... her tits... her pussy... and feeling my cock inside her.
"Are you close, honey?" she asked as she felt me shiver a little. "Let me go ahead and find a place to park for a moment." She turned the corner onto a side street, looking for a little private area. It took a minute, but she found one private enough and parked the car.
"I bet you want mommy's mouth around it, don't you?" she said, smiling. "So mommy can have all of your yummy cum. Let me see what I can do." She unfastened her seatbelt and turned towards me as best she could, leaning over the center console.
Her hand was stroking me faster as her mouth latched onto the head of my cock and she began sucking on it and flicking her tongue around it.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, feeling the extra pleasure and seeing her lips wrapped around my shaft.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned, her hand working faster on my shaft.
And suddenly I came, gushing into her mouth as I always did. She giggled as she sat up, her mouth still clamped shut, her lips in a big smile.
"Oops," she said as her snickering made some cum leak out and drip onto her chin. She quickly swallowed my load and then wiped her chin with her hand.
"Oh my God!" she giggled, sitting back in her seat again. "That was so much cum!"
I closed my eyes and let my orgasm continue to wash over me. God, she was incredible. She certainly knew how to get me excited.
"Is that good?" she asked, putting her hand on mine. "Go ahead and get dressed again. We'll be home in just a few minutes." She started the car up again and we pulled out, heading home.
*****
On Wednesday morning, my mom came into my room again, this time without even knocking. Her long, black, satin robe flowed behind her. This was a different look than the past few days. I'd already pushed my covers aside, removed my shorts and boxers, and was stroking my shaft in anticipation of her coming in. It was starting to feel better and respond better to my own stroking, which I thought was a good thing. But we were only half-way through the treatment week and still had several days to go.
She started her recording and set her phone on my dresser, pointed right at us.
"You're such a naughty boy," my mom said as she walked back over to my bed. "I caught you with your dick in your hand this time."
"I'm... I'm sorry mom," I apologized, but didn't stop my stroking. "I was... waiting... for you and couldn't help myself."
"Don't worry," she said, crawling up onto the bed again. I removed my hand as she teasingly slid the tip of her finger up my length. It was bobbing with excitement. "There's not going to be any disciplinary action, or anything like that. On the contrary... I'm going to give you encouragement. I want you to touch your cock. I want you to ask me to help any time you need it. And... son... I want you... looking at me... while I slide my hand up and down your hard... hard... shaft."



"Ooh," she giggled. "And you seem so... eager... to participate this morning. I better take care of this for you, sweetheart. We need to put your ointment on now. Ok?" She held the bottle up, showing it to me before flicking the tip open again.
"Yeah, yeah... ok," I said, nodding. I wanted to feel the ointment... feel her hand stroking me... as much as she seemed to want it.
"I have it right here," she said as she dribbled a blob of it into her hand, then slid it up and down my shaft, spreading it around before more fully stroking me. Her hand squeezed me, pulling my cock, making it harder and harder.
"Oh geez... oh," she whispered, feeling my cock rapidly growing by leaps and bounds. "Thank you for being so patient and being ready for me this morning. It makes me happy that you're so eager for your... treatments. By the way, I spoke with Nurse Emily last night after she watched our video. She thought you weren't getting as hard as you were before. And she recommends I use more... verbal stimulation... on top of the visual and physical stimulation."
She sat up and grabbed the belt around her waist, the one that was holding her robe closed.
"So... first things first... do you want to see what I'm wearing for you?" I looked at her body and the desire on my face must have been readily apparent, because she giggled as she opened her robe, exposing her lingerie-clad body to me. She was wearing a black, mesh, see-through bra and panty set with black crotchless pantyhose. It was one of the most erotic outfits I'd ever seen. And the best part about it was... my mom was wearing it just for me.
"What do you think? You like it?" She turned around to let me see the back, with the thin strip from her thong panties sliding up between her ass checks. The pantyhose formed a perfect circle around her ass, highlighting it. God, she looked so incredibly beautiful!
"Oh my God, mom. That's... wow..." I said, almost stunned into silence.
"I can't even tell you how much I look forward to our... sessions," she giggled, turning back around to face me. "And since you're already... touching yourself. Why don't we do it together?" She brought her hands to her chest and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them, then played with her nipples a bit. They were so hard and poked out of the little holes in the netting that covered her breasts.
"Ooh, my nipples are so sensitive," she moaned softly. She smiled, deviously, looking right at me, knowing just how naughty she was acting. "I bet you want to touch them, don't you? Don't you want to give them a quick pinch... or a little lick? I know you'd love to suck on them."
"Jeez," I whispered, watching her pinch and pull her nipples. "I do. I want to suck on them."
"You naughty, naughty boy," she smiled, bringing one hand back down to stroke me again, while the other continued to grab and squeeze her breast. "You want me... you want to do things to me, don't you? You want to put your hands all over me and force me down on the bed. Then you want to rub your hard cock against my ass cheeks... push these pesky panties out of the way so you can shove yourself inside of me. That's what you want to do... isn't it?"
I couldn't say a thing. I just nodded, slowly, my eyes moving up and down her body, taking everything in. It was overwhelming to see her look and act like this.
"Admit it," she said, catching my attention so that our eyes met. She reached out and grabbed my chin, making sure I didn't turn away. "Say it out loud right now. Say you... want... to... fuck... me. Right now. Say it."
"I... I want to fuck you," I said. I couldn't believe I said it out loud, but it was the truth. My cock was throbbing in her hand and I really, really wanted it to be throbbing inside her pussy. I didn't care if she was my mom or not.
She closed her eyes and smiled as if she loved hearing me admit it.
"It's freeing to say it, isn't it," she said, making eye contact with me again. "To just be able to tell me exactly what you want. To voice it out loud. And when I hear you say it... it makes it... mutual. But let's just leave it at that. Because if we did... that... there's just no knowing where it would stop. So it's best to just... touch... to hand me the reigns... and I will take care of you and this... incredible... cock."
She dropped both hands to my cock now, stroking, pulling, and rotating around my shaft so deliciously. She was getting so good at this, so good at knowing just what drove me crazy. My cock was so hard again. God, how did she do that? How did she get me harder than I could ever get myself?
"I want to feel your need for me through your hardness... and through your orgasm," she said. "I want you to want me... need me... and cum for me. What do you want to do to me.... tell me?"
I licked my lips. "I really want to fuck you," I whispered.
She smiled. "Yeah? Do you want to bend me over the bed? Do you want to hold me down on your lap? Do you want to show me how to ride you? How to grind on your cock so you can push so deep inside me? Inside my warm, wet pussy. You want it so bad, don't you? You want me to slide your cock inside me, sit on you, and fuck you... more than anything else. Isn't that right?"
"Yes," I admitted, feeling my cock surge in her hands. I still just couldn't believe this was really happening.
"And I bet it's so... fucking... hot... that I want the same thing," she said. "If I'm being perfectly honest... that's exactly what I want. Don't you think your mom... your single, lonely mom... would want to be fucked... would want something so natural as to be penetrated and owned just like that?"
"Yes," I said. "And I want to do that. I want my cock to be the one inside you. I want to be the one to own you like that."
She smiled. "I'd love that. You have me right here, right now... wanting your cock, wanting your seed, wanting your desire, more than you can possibly imagine. Every time I think about you... every time I think about your... cock... and how much cum is in those balls, just for me, it makes me... want... you. Desperately. It makes me want to... fuck... you. I can't deny what I want. I can't deny... you."
I was shaking, I was so close to my orgasm. But she wasn't finished with me. Giving me a handjob was not all that she wanted today.
"But... back to the business at hand," she said softly. "You need your balls drained, don't you? Nurse Emily suggested that we move to the second exercise today, thinking that you've become too accustomed to the first one." She bent down and sucked on the head of my cock a little, feeling my hardness throb with need. "Mmm... oh yeah... this is what I'm talking about. I just love it when it's like this... it's like you're... yearning... to be in my mouth. I know you want it."
She stayed down looking and licking around my shaft, then sliding lower. With one hand she stroked my balls, feeling their size and weight.
"Don't worry... I didn't forget about your big balls," she smiled up at me. "They're just so... big... so... full." She started licking my balls as her hand stroked me more. "You like that don't you," she giggled. "You like it when I lick your balls."
I just grunted, feeling pleasure all over my body. I was so worked up, so ready to cum.
She licked up the length of my shaft, starting at my balls and sliding all the way to the tip. Then she kissed the head, her tongue swirling in that sweet spot just under it. She smiled at me just before sliding her lips over the head of my cock, just engulfing that little bit of flesh, teasingly sucking on it.
"Mmm," she said, releasing me from her mouth. "I just want to take it all the way down my throat. But part of my pleasure... is prolonging yours." She giggled as she sucked on the tip a little more, letting her tongue swirl over the head. "At least with me recording this... you can watch it later... again and again... when you're alone... to see if you can jerk off on your own."
I closed my eyes as the pleasure coursed through me. My hips rose and fell a little, wanting to push deeper and deeper into her mouth.
Suddenly she giggled. "This is so... naughty," she said. "Mmm... Are you ok? Do you want me to keep going?"
"Oh my God, yes!" I practically yelled, my eyes opening wide. If she stopped now I'd go absolutely crazy.
"Ok," she giggled. She started stroking and sucking, sliding me in and out of her mouth again and again. "By the way, I brought a little... stimulation... for myself. You don't mind do you?" she smiled.
I shook my head. I'd let her do anything she wanted at this point. I just had to cum.
"I am so wet seeing this... beautiful... cock... get so hard in my hand and in my mouth." She grabbed a vibrator out of the pocket in her robe that was laying on the bed beside her, held it up, and turned it on. As I watched, she slid it back between her legs. "Oh... um... that's so good. But I don't think I'm going to last very long."
She slid me back into her mouth, sucking on me even as her hand stroked me. This was almost too much. I knew I was going to cum really soon. Her moaning even sent vibrations through me.
"Oh my... God... I feel like I'm really... close," she panted. I could hear the buzzing of the vibrator continually change it's tone due to being moved around and pushed against her pussy. It was extremely exciting in and of itself. "Since we're both so... close... I want you to cum in my mouth at the same time that I cum. Please? Cum with me? As I suck on your wonderful cock... think of me wanting to swallow your load. I'm so... thirsty... for your cum. All you have to do is just... give it to me. Give me your cum."
She slid me deep into her mouth and started bobbing her head more rapidly, excitedly, her breath coming in pants. She was going to cum soon, too, but she was going to do whatever it took to make me cum along with her.
"Oh fuck," I moaned loudly. It was time... and it was coming fast. "Oh!" Suddenly my cock erupted and I could hear her excited breathing as she slowed her bobbing, taking my cum into her mouth. Spurt after spurt erupted from me, causing me to grunt each time as I filled her mouth. Even when I was done, she didn't want to let my cock go, continuing to suck on it softly.
She swallowed the cum in her mouth, savoring it with her eyes closed as she finally pulled my shaft free of her mouth, but then sat there a moment, her lips still connected to me.
"Oh!" she panted. "Fuck!" Her body trembled as she came, too, panting rapidly. She pulled the vibrator away and dropped it back on her robe. She was breathing hard, her eyes closed, as we both just lay there. Then, she slowly slid me into her mouth again, tenderly, sucking gently to clean me off with her eyes closed.
When she opened her eyes again, she kissed my cock and sucked gently on the head a moment. It looked like she was so happy she was practically crying. She slid my cock over her face and lips, kissing it again and again, then slowly deep throated me before pulling free and kissed the tip.
She sat up on her knees once again, looking down at me. "Thank you for that," she whispered. "I love you."
I could see the joy, love, and tenderness in her eyes. It had been so long since she'd had anyone this close to her. "I love you, too, mom."
She grabbed her robe, phone, and the bottle of lotion and left.
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Nurse Emily, Part 4
"I don't know, but I think it's gotten a lot better," my mom said. "You're getting harder a lot faster." I was sitting on the couch, naked, and she was kneeling on the floor between my legs, her hand sliding up and down my cock. She had already tossed her robe aside and was wearing a red, babydoll nighty. Her breasts were not concealed at all behind the thin, mesh material and the stitched pattern within the material wonderfully enhanced my viewing pleasure. She was a well-endowed woman and had beautifully hard nipples.
"It feels a lot better," I said. My cock was throbbing as I watched her do her work. She'd already been doing this for a week now... at least twice a day. It was the first exercise we were given to do. She started the second exercise on Wednesday, which involved giving me blowjobs, too.
I didn't know if these exercises were really necessary or not at this point, but I did what I was told.
Now it was Friday night, right before bedtime.
"Alright... I better put on a little more lotion," she said. Her face was very close to my cock now as she watched her hand and watched my reaction to every stroke, smiling and giggling every time a bolt of pleasure made me groan... or jump. She'd learned quickly what really excited me. "Yeah... you really are a big boy." She started jerking me faster as the lotion spread, wanting me to get very hard.
"When can I... you know... do it myself?" I asked. Our neighbor, Nurse Emily, had prescribed this regimen and had told me not to masturbate. I was to leave it all up to my mom. And she'd dutifully done that for the last seven days. But I knew we couldn't keep this up. There had to be a point where the treatment ended.
"That's all up to what Nurse Emily says on Sunday," she said. "Until then, I'm your mom. We'll do what she says so you get better. And she specifically said that I was to do it."
My mom was such a trooper with this. I didn't think my injury was that bad at this point. And the regimen that Nurse Emily gave us, of my mom stroking me at least twice a day until I orgasmed, had to be hard on her. It wasn't that she wouldn't do anything for me... but mom's just don't give their kids handjobs and blowjobs. And they certainly don't swallow their cum when they orgasm.
"Wow... it's getting pretty big," she whispered, always amazed at how excited she made me.
"It... it feels really good," I moaned. She was really good at this and I had to admit that I was enjoying our time together.
"I'm glad," she smiled up at me. "But we do have to make sure of one more thing. We have to make sure it stays hard more... naturally. Nurse Emily gave me a third exercise to try."
"Another exercise?" I wondered what else she could have us do.
"Yes... another exercise," my mom said, sounding exasperated. "Listen, I'm your mother and I don't want you to have erectile dysfunction at your age... I want grandchildren."
"Yeah, I know you do mom. But..."
"Nurse Emily said this exercise is extremely important, probably the most important one of all. We need to make sure you retain your erection through intercourse. It's easy to keep an erection through manual or oral stimulation. We want to make sure you stay hard otherwise, too." She stopped stroking for a moment and inspected my cock and balls, looking for any deformities or abnormalities. "Let's see... it does look better. Don't you think? Is it painful at all any more?"
"No... no pain... it just... it feels really good now," I said.
She leaned down and started licking my shaft. "Mmm... wow, honey. You always taste so good." She circled the head with her tongue for a moment, then sucked on just the head as her hand stroked once again.
"Oh my God," I moaned, overtaken by the pleasure she was giving me.
She was really getting into it, too. She closed her eyes and slid me in and out of her mouth as her hand stroked below. Her slurping and licking was intense. She was going to make me cum really quickly if she kept that up.
Suddenly, her eyes opened and she stopped, embarrassed that she got a little sidetracked. "Oh... I'm sorry," she said, blushing, giggling a little. "I know we need to try the new exercise. I just got a little carried away."
"It's... it's ok," I said, feeling my orgasm right on the edge as she stopped.
"We really have to try this test, sweetheart," she said, as she started standing up. "For your future wife. I don't want you to be impotent."
"Yeah," I nodded. I was a little excited for this new... exercise... although it seemed so wrong.
"Ok?" She crawled up onto the couch, her legs straddling mine. "You know Nurse Emily said to always add visual stimulation, too."
I looked down her body and noticed that the babydoll was just the top... she wasn't wearing anything else.
"Mom... you're not wearing any panties," I said, when I saw her denuded, swollen pussy.
"It's alright baby," she said, getting into a comfortable position. "I'm just doing what Nurse Emily said was best." She grabbed my cock and slid it up and down along her pussy lips. I could feel how warm and wet she was.
"Oh my God," I hissed excitedly as the new sensation hit me. Even her mouth hadn't felt this good. I grabbed and held her hips, not knowing what else to do.
"She said to make you imagine fucking me... remember?" she said. "That that will get you more excited."
I nodded. "Yeah." And Nurse Emily was right. Seeing and feeling my mom's pussy grinding against my cock like this was definitely getting me more excited.
"You like this view?" she asked as she spread her lips with one hand and slid the head of my cock up and back with the other. Her pussy was so pink and wet inside.
"I can really see your pussy," I panted, my excitement building quickly.
"How's it look? Inviting?"
"Yeah. It's so wet... and swollen," I said.
"I thought it would look better all shaven like this. I get very wet for you, baby," she moaned softly, as she slid the head of my cock over her clit, teasing herself. "Yeah... there we go. Mommy loves to tease your cock... right there. That's it. I like that. Mommy likes teasing you... with my pussy right there... so close. Feel mommy's pussy sliding over your cock."
She was such a fucking tease, but she was completely in control. My cock was throbbing as I anticipated it sliding deep inside her.
"Your big cock... definitely gets mommy excited," she said, panting herself. "That's what's makes mommy's pussy so wet." She held my cock away for a moment as she circled her own fingers around her clit. "I think I'll be able to take care of my own... needs... with this new exercise. So... right now... I'm going to put this wet pussy right on your fucking cock. Should I sit on this cock for you now?"
I nodded quickly. "Yes... please, mommy. You look so hot."
Yeah... you're definitely ready for mommy's pussy." She slowly pushed down, sliding my cock inside of her wetness. The feeling was indescribable. "Yeah," she moaned as more and more of my shaft slid into her. "Ohhh... fuck."
Before I was all the way in, she started fucking me. She moved her hips up and back, making my cock slide in and out of her wetness, and ground her clit against me.
"Mmhmm... oh my God," she moaned. "There it is baby. Wow, that feels nice. Oh... wow."
I started reaching for her breasts, but felt a little embarrassed, so I barely raised my hands much higher than her waist.
"It's ok... you can touch them if you want," she said, smiling down at me when she realized what I wanted to do. "You can touch mommy any time you want... any where you want."
"Ok," I said softly, licking my lips. I grabbed her breasts through her babydoll nighty and felt her hard nipples press into my palms. I squeezed her breasts and pinched and pulled her nipples while she moaned. God, they were so soft and full.
"Yes... touch mommy's boobies," she moaned as I played with her breasts. "Work those hands all over my body. That feels so nice. Oh God, baby... you're really hard," she said, moving her hips faster. "It's working. Mommy's going to make you feel really good. That's so good baby... so good. It feels really good to me, too. You're staying so big and hard. Now we just need to finish. God, baby... mommy's so wet. Oh fuck, baby! Yeah!"
She pressed her hips down into me, grinding against me for a moment, pushing my cock so deep inside her.
"Oh wow... you're so nice and deep in there," she said, putting her hands on my shoulders for balance.
"It feels awesome mom," I moaned.
"Oh, yeah, it sure does," she giggled. "I like that... mmhmm. Oh fuck... right there, right there... mmhmm. You're making mommy feel so good. Oh, fuck me."
She started moving her hips fast again, sliding me in and out, while she closed her eyes. She looked up as the pleasure rose quickly inside her. I could see the flush over her skin, her chest and breasts getting nice and red, her nipples getting very hard.
"Fuck yeah, right there," she panted loudly, her face screwing up in her pleasure. "Holy fuck... Oh my God!"
I could feel her whole body shiver and shake as she came, her pussy squeezing my cock, her juices gushing out of her, dripping off my balls. She was breathing hard and moaning loudly with every move of her hips. Then she sat still for a second, letting her orgasm wash over her, her eyes closed with a very satisfied look on her face. When she opened her eyes again, smiling broadly, she started fucking me again as if determined to make me cum.
"Your turn, baby. Are you close?" she asked, her hips moving so fast again. "Are you gonna cum?"
"Oh God... yeah," I moaned. I was so close. I was thrusting up into her as she came down on me, making our groins collide again and again.
"You gotta cum in my mouth, baby... that's right," she said excitedly. She quickly slid off my cock and dropped to her knees in front of me again. "Come here," she said, quickly stroking my shaft. "Oh yeah... look at that big, beautiful cock... covered with mommy's cream." She started sucking on the head. "Are you going to feed me again? Feed me that hot, young cum? Are you going to cum in mommy's mouth? Do it... yeah... do it... fill my mouth."
She slid her mouth over the head again just as I erupted, sending what felt like a gallon of cum deep into her mouth.
"Mmm... mmhmm.... mmhmm," she panted as her mouth filled beyond capacity and cum started dripping out, sliding down my shaft and dripping from her chin. When I finished, she released my cock and sat with my load for a moment, laughing with her mouth closed, closing her eyes as if to gauge the taste and the volume. In reality, I think she really did it because she enjoyed my cum.
After a minute she finally swallowed it. "That's good, honey. That was a big load I think." She started licking my shaft again, then swallowing it, cleaning me up.
"Yeah... I think so, too," I laughed softly.
"Ok, then," she said standing up. "Don't forget, we're going to see Nurse Emily on Sunday."
"Yeah... I remember," I said. I was still breathing hard myself and looked down at my slowly deflating cock.
Mom leaned in and kissed me goodnight, her hand lightly stroking my chest then sliding down to briefly touch my cock. "I love you, baby."
"I love you, too, mom," I replied, trying to control my breathing. My head was spinning over what just happened. I just fucked my mom. I couldn't believe it.
My mom disappeared to her bedroom, while I went to my own.
*****
I had a really hard time falling asleep. I don't know why, but just thinking about what happened... thinking about my mom fucking me like that, just got me so riled up. And my cock just got harder and harder with each passing minute.
It had to be 1:00am when I just couldn't take it any more. I got out of bed, naked, my cock throbbing in front of me as I walked out of my bedroom. The house was quiet and dark and I made my way down the hallway to my mom's bedroom. I couldn't hear a thing, so I slowly and quietly opened her door.
She had a nightlight in the room that cast dim lighting. I saw her on the bed, lying on her stomach under the covers, her head turned away from me. I slowly moved to the bed and pulled at the covers, sliding them lower and lower, down her body. She was still wearing the babydoll nighty and, I assumed, nothing else. As the covers slid below her ass, I could see she was indeed still not wearing any panties.
I grabbed her ass for a moment as I crawled up onto the queen-size bed. It was firm, but soft, with a little fat to make it rounder and a little cellulite for her age. All in all, it was a fine ass. I kicked my leg over hers and moved closer until my cock rested on her ass. I first slid my shaft back and forth over her skin, then slid it up along her crack. It looked so perfect there, as if her ass was made for my cock.
Slowly I inched the head lower, past her puckered asshole and felt her still-hot pussy beneath. Fuck that felt as good as it did before. My cock was so drawn to her pussy. I moved the head to her entrance, got it a little wet with her leaking pussy juices, then pushed it inside her.
"Mmm... Ohhh," she mumbled, still asleep. I wondered what her dreams were like right then as I slowly pushed deeper and deeper. When I was mostly inside, I couldn't wait any longer and started fucking her.
"Baby?" she asked, slowly waking up and starting to moan and pant excitedly.
"Yeah mom, it's me," I said, letting my cock slide all the way out before pushing it right back inside her.
"I... I thought you were... I thought you were going to bed. I thought we were done for the night," she said, panting softly.
"It's ok... it's ok," I said, trying to calm her. "I'm sorry, Mom. I needed to come see you. I got excited again and I didn't want to... you know... masturbate. Do you want me to go back to my room?"
She turned her upper body towards me a little, exposing one breast to me. I grabbed and squeezed it as I continued my slow thrusts. Her pussy was like warm, melted butter and bathed my cock in wet heat. She put her hand over mine, encouraging me to touch her there.
"No, sweetheart," she said softly. "You're already here. You can stay. I'll take care of you."
"Ok," I said and was now thrusting my entire length in and out of her.
"Oh baby... that feels so good," she whimpered. "You're so hard again."
"Uh huh," I moaned.
"But... would you rather I use my... my hand? Or my mouth?" she asked, thinking that I preferred them. But I didn't. I preferred her pussy.
"No... I want this," I said. "You feel so good. Please."
"You like mommy's pussy that much, baby?" she asked.
"Yeah," I moaned, smiling. "It feels so good."
"That's so good, sweetie," she said. I reached around her with one hand and grabbed one of her breasts. She rose up a little to give me room, making her breasts flop with each thrust. "I love that you get so excited for me, baby."
"I can't help it, mom," I moaned, pinching her nipple to make her moan loudly.
"God, that's so good," she moaned. "You make mommy feel so good. You feel so good inside of me, baby. I... um... I'm glad you... Fuck!... I'm glad you woke me up like this," she moaned, obviously loving what I was doing to her. That made me feel good. I'd never really fucked anyone like this before. "I guess sometimes you can't help it, huh?"
"Yeah... I can't sometimes," I said. "Sometimes I get really horny."
"I like... that... mmm.... God... oh yeah... God my fucking pussy feels so stuffed," she moaned again. "Your cock is so fucking hard... such a huge cock. Fuck yeah... give it to me baby. Mmhmm."
I pushed down on her hips, forcing her to her stomach, forcing her to lay below me without being able to move. I left them there, pushing down as I thrust hard into her again and again.
"Yeah... oh my God... shit!" she moaned. "Fuck this pussy... it's your pussy, now, baby. All yours. Fuck this tight little pussy with that big, fat cock. I really want it."
"Oh yeah!" I groaned. Her pussy felt tighter with her legs pinned together. She reached back and grabbed her ass cheeks, pulling them apart.
"Yeah... oh God... show me how much you want it," she moaned. "Show me how much you need my wet fucking pussy." I smacked her ass, and enjoyed how much it wobbled beneath my hand. "You like mommy's ass... watching it bounce as your cock slides into me?"
"God yeah!" I moaned. "Your ass is so nice, mom."
"Oh, baby... Oh my God," she moaned. "Oh yeah... oh my God, fuck me harder."
I thrust into her even harder, my pelvis hitting her hard enough to make her ass jiggle with each thrust.
"Oh my God... yes. Take it, baby. Take what you want. Keep fucking that pussy. It feels so good. Oh my God yeah."
"Oh mommy," I moaned. "I'm gonna cum soon."
"Keep fucking me, baby," she said, encouraging me even more. "Bury that cock in there... all the way in my pussy. Oh my God. You're always so good to me. Oh yeah."
"Oh shit," I yelled loudly. "I'm cumming Mom!"
"Oh that's so perfect," she moaned. "I want you to cum all over my ass, son. Yeah, cum all over it. Please... I want that cum so bad. Fuck yeah... cum all over my ass. Give it to me!"
I grabbed my cock as I pulled free of her pussy and started stroking it. I made it even tighter than her pussy and it made me cum quickly, spraying stripe after stripe across her ass and lower back.
"Oh, fuck yes!" she yelled when my warm cum hit her skin and started running over it, pooling on her lower back and running down the crack of her ass. "Oh my God, baby! I can't believe you had that much cum left in you still."
I collapsed, falling onto her, then rolling to her left side. "Oh shit," I said trying to get my breathing under control.
My mom turned towards me and quickly bent down and took me into her mouth, cleaning my cum off. "Thank you, baby," she whispered over and over. "I want you to sleep in here tonight, ok? Just in case you get more urges."
"Yeah, mom... ok," I whispered, closing my eyes. I fell asleep seconds later, feeling completely exhausted, my mom's mouth still full of my cock.
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Sunday morning finally arrived and I wasn't sure what to think. My mom didn't give me my morning treatment because Nurse Emily said not to. She wanted me ready for an evaluation or some such thing. My mom and I walked across the front lawn to her house and knocked on the front door.
It only took a moment before Emily opened the door with a warm greeting. "Hello, hello. You're right on time," she said. She closed the door behind us and led us into the living room, offering my mom a seat on the couch. The coffee table was already cleaned off and she asked me to sit on it once again.
"Can I get you anything to drink? Water, soda, coffee?"
"No, no thank you," my mom said, looking a little nervous.
"Ok." Emily took a deep breath and smiled down at me. She was wearing dress shorts and a flowery, loose-fitting blouse that was tucked into the shorts. "So, young man, how are you feeling? It's been a week now, have you noticed any change?"
"Well... yeah," I said, stumbling over my words. Her breasts were pressing against her top and I could see her nipples press into it. It was pretty easy to assume she wasn't wearing a bra. "I feel a lot better now."
"No pain or anything?" she asked. She took a hold of my wrist, holding it like she was taking my pulse.
I shook my head. "No... no pain."
"Have you been able to urinate ok... no issues?"
I nodded. "Yeah, that's going ok."
She grabbed a stethoscope and put it on my back. "Take a deep breath... exhale. And again." Then she moved to my chest and repeated the process.
"Good!" she seemed really pleased. "And the exercises I gave you seems to have helped with your erection issues?" She looked between my mom and I, trying to get feedback from both of us.
"Yeah, they seemed to have helped a lot," my mom said. I nodded, deciding to simply agree with her.
"Good. Excellent in fact!" Emily smiled at us and set the stethoscope aside. "You two have really done well this week then. I have a feeling that he's going to come out of this one hundred percent."
My mom and I looked at each other and she smiled at me. "I was really happy to have been able to help this past week," she said. "And I appreciate the help and guidance you've given us."
"I bet. I bet," Emily smiled down at her. "I'm sure it wasn't easy... but it was necessary. So, today, I just want to do a final evaluation to make sure things are ok."
"Oh, yes, definitely," my mom said. I, again, just nodded in agreement.
"Ok, then, why don't we get started. Vince... why don't you remove your clothes so I can do a visual inspection, you know, make sure there's no bruising and what not."
I'm sure I blushed in embarrassment as I stood up. Both Emily and my mom were watching me intently as I slid my shirt off, then started unfastening my shorts. I pushed them down and kicked them aside, leaving me only in my boxers. I put a hand in front of my cock to hide it from view. It was just starting to get hard, tenting the front of the thin material.
"Underwear too, please," Emily said, smiling, looking down and pointing.
I looked at the floor as I hooked my thumbs in the waistband and slid my boxers down my legs as well, leaving me completely naked. I used both hands to hide my junk now.
"Nice. Very nice," Emily said. She walked in front of me and grabbed my balls, fondling and pulling on them, pushing my hands aside, and looked right into my eyes. "Turn your head to the side and cough for me." I did as she asked. I faced her again and she slowly slid to her knees, looking up at me, grinning deviously. She grabbed both of my hands that I'd put in front of my cock again and pulled them away, baring my cock completely to her. "No need to hide this," she said, looking at it intently. "It looks good," she whispered as she gripped my cock with one hand and lifted it, moving it this way and that, inspecting it for any damage. I grew even harder feeling her warm breath on my skin, her hand just barely stroking up and down it.
"I don't see any damage at all," Emily said, "and... it appears to be getting a little... hard." She giggled and her hand stroked more noticeably. She smiled at my mom.
"Maybe... maybe we shouldn't get him riled up," my mom said. She sounded almost... jealous.
Emily giggled. She released my cock and told me to have a seat on the coffee table. I sat down and covered myself again with my hands. She went and sat beside my mom on the couch. "What good is that? I want to get him riled up. I want to see how easily he gets excited without physical stimulation."
"But we don't need to... you know... corrupt him."
Emily giggled. "Nicole... you've been corrupting him for the past week. I'm not doing anything different."
"Saying it that way makes it seem like I did something... wrong."
"Well... whether it's right or wrong doesn't matter. It looks like he liked it," Emily said, nibbling on the tip of her finger. "Didn't you Vince? Did you like mommy's sweet mouth and pussy on your cock this week?" Emily unbuttoned a button on her blouse, leaving the top open to show her cleavage. Her hard nipples were clearly visible now.
"I think maybe we're pushing this too much," my mom said.
"Oh? You can't unfuck him," Emily said, getting closer to my mom until their legs were touching, their faces so close now. "You might as well continue to enjoy him."
"I don't know... he's... he's my son."
"He's the son you've been fucking," Emily said, matter-of-factly. She looked at my crotch lewdly. "And he does have a nice cock."
My mom looked at her for a moment, a little shocked that she would say such a thing. But Emily just leaned forward and kissed her, passionately, one hand on the back of her head, the other on her stomach. It was incredibly erotic and I couldn't look away. My mom didn't seem to want to participate, so after a few seconds Emily broke their kiss. "Don't be shy now. By the way he looks, he's enjoying the show. And it's been so long since I've had a good fuck."
"But... he's my son," my mom weakly protested. She knew that what she'd been doing the last week was probably wrong, given how Emily was discussing it, and now was starting to feel guilty.
"That's the best part," Emily smiled. "When you keep these things in the family, it makes it so much better." Emily kissed my mom again, deeply, and my mom seemed to be enjoying it and participating more and more. "Besides... you love it... and you'll love how I make you cum, too."
My mom tried to say more, tried to protest, but Emily only kissed her to silence her. Emily's hand slid up and began squeezing my mom's breast, tugging at her shirt, unbuttoning several buttons to open it a little. Then her hand moved down and grabbed my mom's leg, pulling it over hers in order to spread them apart, exposing my mom's pussy to me. Her hand slid up her thigh and she started playing with her clit, right in front of me.
"Yeah... kiss me," Emily moaned and my mom kissed her back, just as fervently, moaning as Emily's fingers sent ripples of pleasure through her.
.
Emily then broke the kiss again, and looked at me, specifically at my growing erection. "I think we should give him more than just a little kissing," she said. "I think we could do better at arousing him." Emily moved her hand up again and began unbuttoning the rest of my mom's blouse, sliding inside to grab her breasts and pinch her nipples.
"Oh, that feels good," my mom moaned, looking at me briefly, almost embarrassed that she was being watched.
Emily quickly unbuttoned and removed her own blouse, showing her bare breasts as she slid behind my mom, settling my mom between her legs. Emily started kissing my mom's neck from behind and began taking her blouse off, and unfastening her bra.
"Let's get this off of you," Emily said softly, undressing my mom. My mom attempted to move away from her, tried to save her modesty a little, but Emily would have none of it. "Mmm... come here. Don't play hard to get."
Emily grabbed my mom's breasts from behind, squeezing and lifting them, teasing and playing with her nipples as the two women had no choice but to look at me. Both were seemingly gauging my reactions... both watching my cock throb a little. Both showed their desire for me.
"Your son's enjoying this," Emily said, looking at my cock and practically drooling as she nibbled my mom's ear.
"Do you like this?" my mom asked me, but I couldn't say a thing. What they were doing right in front of me was so incredibly erotic.
"I think he does." Emily grabbed my mom's thighs, pulling them apart, showing me my mom's bare pussy. "That's it, show your son what a lovely body you have. I think he wants to see even more."
Emily fondled my mom's breasts, teasing both my mom and myself. My mom closed her eyes at one point, enjoying the pleasure.
"Your mommy's got amazing breasts," Emily said, looking at me while continuing to fondle my mom's breasts for my enjoyment. "But you already know that, don't you? Are you jealous that I get to play with your mommy's boobs? Maybe you want to join in. It'll be fun."
I got so excited, I reached down and started stroking my shaft. It felt so incredibly good... better than I'd been able to do in a long time.
"Hey! No touching!" Emily scolded me. "You're not supposed to do that. Remember? Control yourself and enjoy the show." She smiled at me when I took my hand away from my throbbing cock. "Look at her beautiful pussy. You like that?"
"Yeah," I whispered. I couldn't believe how incredibly sexy both of them were right now.
"You should come take a closer look," Emily said. "Why don't we go to the bedroom to finish the examination."
Emily slid from behind my mom and grabbed her hand, pulling her behind her as she quickly made her way to the back of the house where the bedrooms were. She pushed my mom onto the bed and then directed me, who followed like a needy puppy, to lay on the bed, too.
"Nicole, show me how you perform the first exercise," she commanded. "The videos were good and all, but it'll be nice to see how you do it first hand and see his reactions."
My mom nodded, acting a little shy, knelt up on the bed, and licked her lips nervously.
"Go ahead," Emily encouraged her. "It's ok." My mom dribbled spit into her hand, grabbed my cock, and started stroking it. "Yeah, that's right... stroke your son's hard cock," Emily said, moving onto the bed, kneeling on the other side of me so that the women faced each other. "Just like that."
"You're such a big boy," Emily said, putting one hand on my chest. "I bet you make your mommy very proud."
"Oh, yeah, that's nice," my mom smiled down at me, obviously enjoying the erection she was creating. "Mommy likes that. It feels really good in my hand... nice and hard. I think... I think he's completely healed."
"Are you going to be a good boy for your mommy?" Emily asked. Her long, grey braid was hanging over one shoulder and she pushed it behind her back. "She loves you... and she wants your cock. You're gonna be a good boy for us, right?"
"Oh fuck!" I moaned loudly as my mom's hand drove me to excitement, moving me closer and closer to my orgasm. Her technique was so well practiced and perfected in just a weeks time.
"Yeah... that's mommy's cock," Emily said. "She loves it and loves how it responds to her every touch."
"God, that feels good," I groaned.
"Why don't we move to the second exercise now, Nicole," Emily said, looking at my mom. "Go on... suck on it. Put it in your mouth."
My mom hesitated just a moment this time, but bent forward and softly licked up the length of my shaft while Emily and I just watched her. "Mmm," she moaned softly. Slowly, she slid inch after inch into her mouth until it was fully engulfed, then she started sliding up and down my length, her hand trailing and stroking me.
"Yeah... like that," Emily encouraged her. "That's perfect. The fact that this is your son's cock makes it so much sweeter."
She then turned and addressed me. "Yeah, feel your mommy's mouth slide up and down that cock. Yeah... such a good boy. Mommy's so hungry for you. And she knows your cock well, huh?"
"Oh God... yeah, she's so good at that," I whispered excitedly.
My mom pulled out to the tip and slid her tongue over and around the head, then swirled it against the shaft again, all the way down to my balls then back up again. She was just enjoying how much she was making me jump.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm... I feel your cock getting harder and harder in my mouth," she said softly.
Emily stroked my mom's hair. "Don't forget about the verbal stimulation, too, Nicole," Emily said. "It's so important."
My mom slid my cock out of her mouth for a moment, but continued stroking it with one hand. "Do you like it when I talk like a dirty little whore for you, honey? Does it get your cock big and hard for me?"
"Yes," I said simply. God she knew every button to push.
"Mmmm... I love the taste of your fucking hard cock," she said, moaning. "I love being your dirty, little, cock slut. Sucking all the cum out of you. Do you think I'm a bad mommy because I like to suck your dick?"
"No, mommy," I said, shaking my head. "Of course not. You're such a good mom."
My mom smiled, her lips sliding over the head of my cock. "I'm glad you think so, because I'm so wet, baby. My pussy is dripping wet for you. I love being your dirty, nasty, little cum whore. I get so turned on just thinking about you fucking me that I need to feel you in my mouth. I love your cock in my mouth. It tastes so good. And I love feeling it grow bigger and bigger against my tongue. Tell me how much you love it when I suck on your cock."
"I fucking love it, mom," I moaned. "God, your mouth is amazing. You make me so fucking hard."
Emily moved behind my mom and reached down with her hand. I couldn't see what she was doing, but whatever it was, it made my mom instantly jump with excitement and pleasure.
"Oh my God... oh fuck!" she whimpered, closing her eyes, her hand just holding me, not even stroking now.
"Tell him what I'm doing to you," Emily giggled, kissing my mom's shoulder.
"She's... she's fingering my pussy and pinching my clit," my mom moaned, looking at me as if she was going to cum soon.
"And?"
"And she's fucking going to make me cum," she moaned.
"No, not me," Emily said, changing up whatever she was doing so that my mom wasn't as distracted. "At least not today. Your son is going to make you cum today."
"Oh fuck, Vince, you're so hard," she said, driving my cock deep into her mouth again. "Do you like feeling my tongue swirling over the head of your cock? Do you like my hand stroking up and down your cock? Do you like when I deepthroat your cock like this?" She slid my cock so deep I could feel her throat. I had no clue how she could even breathe with my cock that deep. When she pulled off after a few seconds, she coughed and dripped the extra spit onto my cock. "Yeah? You like that?"
"Oh fuck that felt so good," I moaned.
"Mmm. Yeah, I know that feels good," my mom said, licking and kissing the head of my cock again. "I want you to cum for me. I need your cum flooding my mouth again. I love feeling it all over my face... overflowing my mouth. I'm so turned on... so horny... so wet... just from sucking on your cock."
Emily had moved on the other side of me again and bent down to suck on my cock, too. She took it from my mom for a second, sliding it in and out of her mouth as my mom and I watched.
"I can't wait to feel you inside my tight little pussy again, baby. God, I can't wait! It's so nice and big and hard."
Emily pulled off and both women just stroked my cock and fondled my balls for a second. "Just look how hard he is," she said appreciatively. "I can't wait to see it inside you." She put her finger under my mom's chin, lifting her face until they were eye to eye. "I can't wait to see him... fuck... you."
She sat back and pulled my mom's hand from my very wet cock.
"Nicole, lay back," Emily said. "Spread your legs and touch yourself. Show him your pussy."
My mom lay back on the pillows. She seemed really embarrassed as she spread her legs wide and started sliding her fingers through her pussy and circling them over her clit.
"Does that feel good?" Emily asked her and my mom nodded. "Oh my God! Look how wet you are! You truly love sucking his cock. You love having his cock in your slutty mouth, don't you?"
"Yes," my mom admitted, blushing in embarrassment. "I do."
"Mmm," Emily smiled. "Perfect! Vince, come over here. I think it'll be so much more interesting to see your fingers play with her pussy. Besides... you need to thank her for being so good to you this past week."
I turned over and crawled over to my mom, sliding over to lay on the bed between her legs.
"You want to thank her, right?" Emily asked. "You appreciated all she did to help you. All that embarrassing stuff of making you hard... making you cum... and drinking it all up. You know normal mommies wouldn't do that for their boys, right?"
I nodded. "Yes... I definitely appreciated it."
"And I think the best way of thanking her would be to give her pleasure, too." Emily smiled at me and nodded to indicate my mom's pussy, directing my eyes to it. She was so swollen and wet... definitely even more than she was just the other day.
"Here, let her suck on your fingers first," Emily said, taking a hold of my hand. She guided it up to my mom who greedily sucked on my fingers. "Oh, that's perfect." My mom treated my fingers just like my cock, sliding them in and out, licking them, leaving them soaking wet. Emily then guided my hand down between my mom's legs, right onto her pussy. I slid them over her wet, engorged labia for a moment, feeling my way around. I'd never touched a woman there before. Her pussy was so soft, so very warm, and so very wet. I could smell her musk.
"Oh," my mom moaned suddenly, her body shaking a little when I made contact.
"Mmm. Her pussy really needs taken care of," Emily said. "Slide your fingers inside."
"Yes... please," my mom groaned loudly.
I pressed a finger at her entrance and slowly slid it inside. It was even hotter and wetter inside and I wiggled it as I slid it in and out. My mom was breathing harder and watching everything I was doing while she played with her breasts, pinching and pulling her nipples.
"Another one," she whispered excitedly. "Put another one in."
I pulled my hand free, then lined up and pushed two fingers inside, making her squirm and pant even more.
"Oh God," my mom whispered.
"Does that feel good?" Emily asked her, kissing her a moment.
"Yes... so fucking good." My mom was panting even more as I slowly slid my fingers in and out of her.
"Just as I thought... you're a wonderful young man, thanking your mother like this," Emily said, smiling at me. "Gotta give her a little stress relief, too."
"Oh that's so nice," my mom moaned as I started moving my hand a little faster. I found that the faster and deeper my fingers probed, the more excited she seemed to get.
"Oh my God. I love that!" My mom was moaning, squeezing her breasts harder.
"Yeah, we can tell. Your body doesn't lie," Emily giggled. "Curl your fingers up," she told me. "Go ahead. Stroke her pussy wall from the inside."
I did as she commanded and my mom jumped even more.
"Oh, fuck! I like that... that's my G-spot." My mom was rolling her hips, trying to get me deeper, panting loudly. She was getting so close to her orgasm.
"Ok, it's time," Emily said. "Eat her pussy, Vince."
I looked at her, a little uncertain about what she wanted from me.
"Lick... her... pussy," Emily said slowly, pushing my head down towards my mom's pussy.
Her musky scent was even more pronounced the closer I got to her and in seconds I was licking over her swollen lips. "You're so wet... and swollen," I said. "And you taste so good."



"Oh yeah... your tongue is really nice and warm," my mom said, panting.
"That clit wasn't hard to find, now was it," Emily said as I licked over her hard nub. "It was just staring at you, saying 'yes please'."
The more I licked over that nub, the more my mom reacted. I caught it between my lips now and then and gave it a little kiss... and a little suck... making my mom almost yell out in pleasure.
"Yeah, taste her... taste her and tongue fuck her a little," Emily said, laying on my mom's thigh right beside my face. "A little fingering while you're licking her... goes together so well." She kissed and licked my mom's thigh while I pleasured her. "That's it... take her so close... then back off and leave her wanting more. Keep doing what you're doing."
"Oh yeah... just like that... just like that," my mom hissed above us, breathing really hard. "Oh please, don't stop. I'm gonna cum!" She was rolling her hips a little, encouraging me to keep licking and sucking on her clit. "Yeah... right there... Oh fuck! Oh shiiiiiit!"
Suddenly my mom came, lifting her hips into my mouth, gushing her cum all over my lips and chin while Emily giggled beside me.
"Look what you did," Emily said, stroking my head lovingly. "Keep licking... clean her up a little bit."
I licked around her pussy and quickly learned to avoid her over-stimulated clit. She just panted above me, letting her breathing calm down.
Emily kissed me on top of my head and sat up. "I think we're perfectly prepared for a good fucking, wouldn't you say?" We all sat up as Emily positioned us on the bed. "Do you want to feel her pussy, Vince? Feel her pussy squeeze your cock? Feel her pussy cum all over your cock?"
I nodded. I was ready to cum and I knew feeling my mom's pussy squeezing it would definitely do the trick.
"Nicole, it's time you showed me the third exercise," Emily smiled.
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It was about a week after my last checkup with Nurse Emily, Friday night in fact. My mom and I had continued our sexual relationship over the week, maybe slowing down a little. She didn't demand the twice a day regimen that Nurse Emily had put us on before, so our sex was more... on demand... more spontaneous.
I had to admit, that it was even better like that. One of us would just get a feeling... a need and come to the other to get it satisfied. With me home for the summer break for another month and her working from home mostly, we had plenty of time to get together.
My mom's phone rang at about 6pm and she answered it, quickly moving off to take it in private in the kitchen. She was only on for a little while, and then came out of the kitchen as she ended the call.
"No... I understand," she said, not exactly agreeing with what the caller wanted, but giving in anyway. "I just... I know... yes... ok, ok, I will. Bye."
She set the phone aside and addressed me. "Honey, I have to go run a few errands. I'll be back a little after nine, ok?"
"Yeah, mom, that's ok," I said from the couch. I was looking through my socials on my phone. "Is there anything I can do... you know... to help?"
"No, no honey," she said. "I'll be back." She grabbed her purse and car keys and left.
I didn't even think twice about her leaving and opened up a web browser to look at porn. My favorite porn came up quickly... a mom/son video that I found two days ago. As the movie started, I could feel my cock growing in my pants. I lay back on the couch to get comfortable and opened my pants so I could jerk off a little. I really wanted to prolong my orgasm, though, so as I moved to a couple other videos I kept myself on edge.
DING DONG
At about 7pm the doorbell rang, scaring the shit out of me. I didn't expect that at all. I quickly stopped the video and stood, fastening my pants as I walked to the front door.
"Hey you!" Nurse Emily Bower stood at the door with a bottle of wine in one hand and two wine glasses in the other. She was wearing a short, navy blue dress with spaghetti straps over the shoulders that crossed in the back. The front accented her breasts, leaving her wonderful cleavage exposed, her nipples barely hidden.
"Hey, uh, Mrs. Bower. What's up?" Seeing her again made me feel suddenly aroused. What I did with her... what my mom and I did with her last weekend was... incredible. She was the one that started this whole new sexual experience for me.
"Not too much," she said, her eyes scanning up and down my body, but mostly focusing on my crotch. I suddenly wondered if my fly was down... or if I somehow came and wet my pants.
"What... uh... what can I do for you?" I asked, licking my now-dry lips.
"Oh, just having some... wine." She lifted the half-full bottle and glasses.
"I, uh... I can see that," I said, seeing her swaying a little, her eyes not focusing too well. "You seem a little tipsy."
"Oh, I'm fine," she smiled. "I'm very fine."
I laughed. She seemed like she'd be a fun drunk. "I don't think so. You ok?"
"Yes, silly. I'm fine," she said smiling still. "It's just... I thought I'd come over... see how you're doing."
"Oh... um," I said, a little surprised. I hadn't heard of any kind of follow-up being needed for my injury. After last weekend's... checkup... I thought things were done. "I'm doing fine. My mom's out right now."
She smiled as if she knew that already. "Well, that's ok. Do... do you mind if I come inside? I mean... if she's not going to be here then we'll just have to have some fun all by ourselves."
I stepped back, giving her room to enter. "Yeah... come on in." I walked her into the living room and indicated for her to have a seat. She set the wine bottle and glasses on the coffee table as she sat on the couch. She grabbed the bottom of her dress and helped pull it up a little so that I could see the crotch of her panties... she didn't even seem to care.
"Want to join my party?" she asked, giggling. "Here, have a seat next to me. Have a little drink with me."
As I sat on the couch next to her she poured two healthy glasses of wine and handed me one. She kicked one leg up to turn towards me, spreading her knees intentionally, and I could see her entire panty-covered crotch.
"Oh, uh, I can't... I'm only nineteen," I said, refusing to take the glass she offered.
"Oh, that's ok," she said, making sure I took it from her. "I'm here. You can drink at home with me. So... there you go, take a drink."
I brought the glass to my lips and started taking a sip, as I thought was the way you drank wine, but she lifted the stem, forcing more of the liquid into my mouth.
"There you go. Big swig, big swig," she said, giggling.
I sputtered a little when she released it and I could lower the glass. It wasn't a bad taste, just not at all what I expected. She watched me, gauging my reaction, as she ran her hands over her inner thigh, so close to her pussy. She was looking at me so lewdly... like she wanted to eat me alive or something.
"Why are you looking at me like that?" I asked.
"How am I looking at you?" she giggled. "Besides, you're not even looking at me. At least not at my face."
I blushed. She caught me. "I was noticing... well, um... your panties are showing," I said. "I'm so sorry."
"Yeah?" she asked, grinning. She reached out and stroked my leg, just above my knee. "I'm noticing something of yours, too. Something... growing. You must like looking at my panties."
Damn... caught red handed, betrayed by my own body. "What?" I said, acting like I was just as shocked as she was. "I... I uh... sorry." I gave her a half-smile, trying to look apologetic.
She giggled. "Oh. Yeah. That's ok. Actually that's... perfectly fine. I like that." She licked her lips and moved a little closer to me, her hand stroking my chest and stomach. "Look at you," she practically drooled. "Are you keeping up with your exercises? Is your mommy taking good care of you?"
"Yeah, yeah... she's taking really good care of me," I said. "She always has."
"Yeah... there's no one better than mommy to take care of you," she giggled, swiping her finger across my nose. "But... your mother is gone for a few hours, so guess what? That means you and me have a little time to be together. I can... check things out for myself."
I nodded. "Yeah. Do you need something?"
She smiled, as if I'd stumbled upon some secret that she wanted to reveal. "You know what I need, don't you?"
I shook my head. I really didn't know.
She licked her lips as her fingers slid lower onto my stomach, and jumped to my upper thigh. "You know why I'm here... don't you? It's because... I need certain... things... taken care of. And you have what I need to feel better." Her fingers slid softly over my swollen cock, which wasn't so well hidden behind my pants. "Mmm... your cock is getting hard for me, isn't it? That's what I want. And I'm so ready for you. I'm so fucking horny."
She smiled as her hand now grabbed my shaft through my pants. "Good thing I have a hot fucking neighbor like you. Mmm... that cock... I feel that cock in there just waiting for me. You see... I was just sitting at home thinking I just need... penetration. And I was wondering how I was going to get it. I haven't had much in the way of sex in a long while... and then you came along."
She adjusted her position to bring her even closer to me. She kicked her leg over mine and leaned against me.
"I was remembering how you fucked your mom at my house last weekend... bent over the dining room table... legs spread wide like that. I remember her face when you first penetrated her. It was like she found heaven. God, hearing her moaning like that... and you... your grunting... as you fucked her so well... slamming into her ass... again and again. I've never seen anything like it before. It was so raw, so... animalistic. I knew then that I wanted some of that, too."
She suddenly stood up and took off her dress as I watched. I blushed and tried to look away.
"No... don't look away," she said. "I want you to watch me." She tossed her dress aside and was left standing there in her sexy, purple bra and panties. "You like my old body?" she asked, swaying to some unheard music.
"Yeah," I nodded. "You're... you're gorgeous."
"Thank you baby," she smiled, extremely happy that I described her like that. "You make me feel so good the way you look at me... the way you... desire... me. I feel so young!" She reached behind herself and unfastened her bra, pulling it off. "I like it when you watch." She grabbed her breasts with both hands, her fingers twisting and pulling her nipples. I couldn't believe how big they were. "Mmm... that's it sweetie. You like my breasts?" She lowered one hand and slid it inside her panties so she could stroke herself.
I shivered at the sight, not wanting to watch her but unable to look away. "We... we shouldn't do this," I mumbled.
She grabbed the waistband of her panties and pulled them down and off, tossing them aside. "Why? Just think of it as me giving you another... checkup."
"I... I, um, think you've had a little too much to drink," I said. This couldn't be happening, could it?
"No," she giggled. "I've barely had any, actually." She bent over and grabbed my shaft through my pants again, stroking it as best she could. I had to admit, it felt incredible.
"What are you doing?" I asked, weakly grabbing her wrist, weakly trying to move away from her. I didn't want her to think I was eager... but I was so turned on.
"You're getting turned on," she said, smiling smugly, "and... I just wanted to feel it."
"I don't... I don't know if this is ok," I protested. "I mean... my mom..."
"You don't know if this is ok?" she giggled.
She knelt on the ground in front of me. "Well how about this? What if I do this?" She started unfastening my pants, aggressively, not wasting a second to get them open and pull them down. "Let me see that beautiful cock of yours." She forced my pants and underwear down to my ankles then leaned in again, drooling over my exposed, hard cock. She grabbed it and slowly stroked it. "Oh, look at that. Mmmmm.... a hard cock... just for me."
I groaned as her hand stroked me. She looked up at me for a second.
"I bet you're horny, too," she said. "All alone at home." She giggled. "Probably sitting on the web looking at porn." How in the hell did she know that? Were guys that predictable? "Yeah? Looking at all those young girls with their tight asses and perky tits. Were you jacking off? Or were you waiting for your mommy to do that?"
I laughed, blushing in embarrassment. "Well... I uh..."
She leaned forward, her mouth so close to my cock as she licked her lips, her hand still slowly stroking me. "Do you mind?" She smiled up at me. I could feel her breath on the head of my cock. I was so transfixed by how close her mouth was to my cock that I couldn't say a word. "I didn't think so," she giggled. She slid her lips over the head, licking and sucking on it a little. "Mmmm... God I missed this cock... this big, beautiful cock."
Emily licked the underside of my cock, while still stroking it. Her tongue felt so hot and wet and she was so needy.
"Mmm," she moaned. "I'm going to use this cock because I'm so fucking horny." She continued stroking me, making me harder and harder, using her spit to help lubricate my shaft. "I just need to get a good, good orgasm. You know? And you're gonna give it to me, aren't you?"
"Yeah," I moaned. "I can do that."
"You're gonna let me use this as much as I need," she hissed. She sucked me into her mouth again, sliding it deep again and again, just enjoying how hard I was. I moaned softly, loving every minute of it. "Look at that. Look how big that fucking dick is. Such a gorgeous, gorgeous dick."
She sucked on my cock as her hand continued stroking me. I couldn't believe it. Her long, grey hair was pulled back into the long braid behind her back again. Other than her grey hair, some wrinkles, and some loose skin, I'd never have known how old she was. Her body was incredible. She was definitely sex starved and I was her willing patient.
"You just stay hard for me," she said, looking up at me again. "Don't cum, ok? Just stay hard. I want it so hard... I need it so hard." She spit on my shaft and stroked it even faster, her tongue sliding down to lick and play with my balls.
"Mmmm... oh God... such a gorgeous dick," she moaned. "You know it's a good thing you came to me after your injury. It would be so sad to lose such a beautiful cock like this. It would have been such a shame if I never got to see it... or use it."
I was so lost in the pleasure she was giving me. All I could do was watch her and moan as wave after wave washed over me. God I just wanted to cum. I grabbed my shirt and pulled it off, getting me completely naked as well.
She smiled. "I took care of you... now it's time you took care of me. Right?" She slid me even deeper into her throat and moaned before sliding me out. I don't think I'd even been that deep before. Her nose had even touched my pubes and she looked up at me so proud of herself.
"Mmmm... Oh I love how hard you get for me," she whispered. "I love young men like you... always hard... always ready." It made me wonder how many young men she'd been with. She kept stroking me as she stood and began taking her panties off. "Now... you're gonna let me climb on to this beautiful, beautiful cock of yours."
She slid onto my lap and, while stroking me, pushed my shaft against her pussy, helping her grind against it. She felt so hot and wet her pussy was almost a raging inferno.
"My pussy is so wet," she moaned softly. She pushed my cock between her labia, sliding up and down my shaft, then used the head to tease her clit. She circled it over and over again. "That's perfect. I'm so sloppy wet. But I'm not going to put it in too fast... I want to tease it."
She continued grinding against me, pushing her hips forward and back, sliding me through her wet, meaty pussy, until we were both moaning softly.
"See? I know exactly what you like." She circled the head over her clit a few more times. "Yeah... I fucking need this dick so bad." Suddenly, she moved her hips a little, changing the angle ever so slightly, and pushed the head inside her. She let out a gasp of air and moved slow, letting her pussy feel it, letting her pussy stretch around my large shaft.
"Oh, God! Yes!" she moaned. "That feels so goddamned good. Oh fuck!"
She dropped her hips and wiggled a little, driving my cock deeper and deeper into her pussy until she had me totally inside her.
"Oh my God you're so deep inside of me," she moaned. "Oh yeah, baby. Be a good boy. Oh fuck yeah."
She started moving her hips, sliding me in and out of her wetness, panting and moaning loudly, as if was the first cock she'd ever had.
"I love this cock of yours," she said, looking down at me. Her breasts were jiggling and flopping with every move she made. "It's so fucking big and it hits me in all the right places."
I looked down at her pussy and watched her push my cock inside again and again. Her lips were wrapped tight around me, stretched wide open.
"Ooh, you like to watch it going into my pussy, don't you?" she giggled. "Yeah... dirty little boy. Watch that slide in and out of me. No little girls will ever be good enough for you. They can't take care of you. Not like your mommy and I can. Oh fuck yes... yeah, yeah, yeah."
She put her hands on my shoulders and used me for leverage. She stopped for a moment, grinding her hips into me, grinding her clit against me, before starting to bounce all over again.
"You just sit there and let me cum, ok?" she moaned, closing her eyes for a second. "I'm gonna rub my clit and fucking cum." She slid her hand down between us and began rubbing her clit furiously. "Oh God," she panted loudly.
Suddenly she stopped fucking me. Her body froze, her muscles tightened, her face screwed itself in pleasure as her hand moved madly back and forth over her clit.
"Ohhhhhhhhh!" she moaned loudly as she came.
I felt her pussy clamp on my cock again and again, milking it. It seemed to last forever, but I didn't cum. When it was done, she slid off my cock and slid to the couch beside me.
"Oh my God... oh fuck!" she said, panting. "I needed that so badly. You're such a good boy... and the perfect neighbor. She put one leg up, putting her foot on the edge of the couch, spreading her knees apart as she started touching her pussy. "Can I get another one? Is that alright? Just let me get another one and I'll be good for the rest of the night. Ok?"
"Yeah," I said softly. "I just... I just need to cum."
"Oh you will," she smiled. "I want that, too."
"So, what do you want me to do?" I asked.
She pointed to the floor in front of her and smiled, deviously. I slid to the floor and crawled between her legs. She grabbed my head with both hands and pulled my face up to hers, kissing me. It quickly became a passionate, open-mouth kiss, her tongue sliding into my mouth.
When she pulled back, still holding my head, holding me nose to nose. "So... I want you... to touch my breasts."
I sat back on my knees and used both hands to squeeze her breasts and tease her nipples. My mom had let me do something similar to hers, so while it wasn't new, it was definitely different. Emily's breasts were less tight and drooped more. But, as I said, they were still really nice.
"That's right," she smiled, moaning softly. "Feel how squeezable they are in your hands... how soft they are. That's nice."
I bent forward and slid one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking and lightly biting it. She really liked that and moaned a little louder, her body shivering a little.
"That's right... there you go," she moaned. "Yeah, keep doing that, keep doing that. Just like that. It's perfect. Mmm... harder... Mmhmm!"
I switched to the other breast and nipple, treating it the same way. I squeezed it, forcing her nipple to pop just perfectly between my thumb and forefinger, and sucked on it.
"That feels so good," she moaned. "Yeah... you like that don't you?"
When I pulled back after a minute, she kissed me again, holding my head just like before.
Then she pulled back further and smiled broadly. "How about... you... lick my pussy. I want to see what you've learned from your mommy."
She settled back into the couch and put both feet up on the edge of the couch, opening her legs wide and stroked her pussy as I moved closer. Her shaved-bare labia were thick and swollen, much larger than my mom's, and her clit was so big and throbbing. She was very wet, practically dripping.
I kissed her inner thigh, slowly moving closer and closer to her pussy, then nuzzled my nose into it, rubbing it across her clit. She moaned softly as she watched me intently. I licked from the bottom of her pussy to the top, sliding just between her labia, then swirled it over her clit at the top.
"Yeah... right there... a nice long lick," she said softly, encouraging me. "That's perfect."
I dug my tongue deeper between her labia, then, licking her soft, pink, inner flesh.
"There you go... that's it," she moaned a little louder, obviously enjoying what I was doing to her. "Oh my God, you're so good at that. Oh fuck... yeah... yes. That's really nice. Oh my God I love the way you eat my pussy."
I pointed my tongue, making it stiffer, and swirled it over her clit, digging underneath it and flicking upwards, too, which seemed to make her even more excited.
"I'm so wet... and you eat pussy so fucking good," she moaned, grabbing the back of my head with one hand, pulling my face into her. "Yeah... oh yeah. Fuck that's so good. Yes, yes, yes... oh fuck! Right on my clit. Just like that."




I brought my hand up and slid two fingers into my mouth, getting them very wet. I set them right at her pussy and swirled them around her hole a moment, just feeling it and stretching it, then pushed them inside her to slowly finger her.
"Yeah, use your fingers, too," she moaned excitedly. She was really liking that. "Oh... you're gonna make me cum so hard."
I slid my fingers in and out, twisting them slightly with every thrust as I flicked my tongue over her clit. Her body shook excitedly, her breathing increasing.
"Yeah... Oh my God!" she panted. "Like that, like that! Yeah... that's it. Right there. I like that. Right there... just lick it. Yes... that's so good."
I flicked my tongue faster, up and down and side to side right on her clit, then sucked on it a moment.
"Oh fuck, I'm so close," she said loudly. I was suddenly a little nervous my mom would walk in and see this. I wondered what she'd do and wondered how angry she'd be with me. "Yeah, right there! Yep, don't stop. Keep doing that."
I grabbed her nipple with my free hand, pinching and pulling it to add just one more sensation to the mix and that seemed to take her over the edge.
"I'm gonna cum," she yelled. "Oh fuck! Yes, yes, yes! I'm gonna cum all over your mouth. That's it... right there! I'm cumming!"
Her body shook violently and both of her hands now pulled my face into her pussy. Her legs closed, practically crushing my skull as I felt her cum in my mouth.
"Yes! Oh my God, yes!" she screamed. In a second, she released me, panting heavily as I knelt between her legs, watching her. Her eyes were closed and she was panting heavily. When she opened them, she was smiling broadly, looking up and down my kneeling body. When she saw my cock, she focused on it for a moment.
"Fuck that is such a nice looking dick," she said, sitting forward on the couch. "Oh... look at that. Look at that precum coming out of your dick. Mmm, yeah... you love this, don't you?" She reached forward and swirled her finger in the precum, sliding it around the head of my cock.
"I really need this dick again," she said. "Stand up a sec."
I stood up as she knelt down, moving forward on her knees to slide my cock into her mouth.
"Mmm... yeah," she moaned, stroking my length to get me to full hardness again. "Your cock is still so hard." She deepthroated me a moment and when she pulled back, she spit on my cock, sliding it all over with her hand. "Oh yeah... so perfect... so sloppy wet. Oh, I love making a mess."
She stroked and sucked on me a moment, making sure I was good and hard. Although, since I hadn't cum yet, that wasn't going to be difficult.
"You want to put it back in that pussy?" she said, smiling up at me.
"Oh my God... please," I moaned. She'd gotten me close to orgasm with her hand and mouth.
She giggled. "I already knew the answer for that one." She stood and put one foot up on the couch, bending forward to put her hands on the back of it. She looked back over her shoulder. "Go ahead... fuck me."
I grabbed her hips and guided my cock to her pussy, then slowly pushed it inside. She was so fucking wet and I went in very easily this time. I started fucking her right away.
"Oh... yeah... tell me how my pussy feels wrapped around your cock," she said.
"Fuck you feel so damn good," I moaned. "You're so fucking wet."
"Yeah... two orgasms down... one to go," she moaned. "Right like that... that's it... mmhmm. That's good... you're nice and deep right there. That's perfect. I like that."
I grabbed her hips more firmly and slammed into her several times, slapping my hips into her ass.
"That's it!" she yelled. "Yeah! Right there. You have a really, really good cock. I definitely approve."
"Oh God!" I moaned, feeling her pussy squeeze my shaft so wonderfully. "Oh fuck."
"God, I love this dick so much," she moaned, closing her eyes, feeling every inch of my cock slam into her. "Oh God, yes, yes, yes! I need it. I need it. Oh God!"
I was moving into her at a good clip now and wondered how much longer she'd be able to stand the way she was. I could tell her legs were shaking, almost buckling beneath her.
"Fuck! I'm so close!" she yelled again. "Right there... right there... fuck! Yes! Fuck yeah! You are a good boy."
Suddenly I felt my own body just fly over the edge, felt my orgasm become uncontrollable. I blasted my cum into her pussy, grunting wildly, pushing my cock deep inside her, holding her hips tightly. When I finally finished and stopped moving, she was giggling.
"Was that ok?" I asked. I had no idea if she wanted me to cum inside her or not. It just... happened.
"Yes," she smiled. "That was perfect. Can you feel how much wetter I am now?" I started pulling out of her, but she stopped me, reaching back to have me stay inside her. "No, no. Don't stop. Keep going. Slow and deep."
"Oh God! That feels amazing!" I said. My cock was a little sensitive, but her body just wouldn't let me go quite yet.
"Do you feel my pussy quivering?" she asked. "It's... it's still sensitive from the last orgasm. I love feeling you inside me like this. I love it... you're so deep. Oh shit!"
Within a minute after my orgasm, she had her own as I slowly thrust in and out of her. Her pussy squeezed me, milking the last few drops out of me before I pulled out.
She turned and sat on the edge of the couch when my cock finally pulled free. "You made me feel so good. I needed it so bad." She grabbed my cock and pulled it towards her. "Let me clean off my pussy juice."
She started licking and sucking on my cock slowly and softly, cleaning me off. "Mmm," she moaned, licking all the way up my shaft again and again. "You like getting hard for me, don't you?" She kissed the head of my cock.
"Yeah," I whispered, almost too tired to stand.
She released me and then stood to gather up her clothes. She slid her dress back on, leaving her bra and panties off. "This was just perfect, Vince. I think you'll definitely make your mom and I very happy."
I looked puzzled. "We're going to do this again?"
She smiled at me, as if she was definitely going to be back again, whether I wanted her to or not. "Don't worry... I'll be back very soon." We both looked at the clock. Eight thirty. "I bet your mom will be home soon, in fact, probably wanting a little playtime of her own."
She grabbed the wine bottle and glasses and walked towards the front door.
"Bye lover," she giggled, closing the front door behind her.
*****
True to her word, my mom came home a little after nine, looking around to make sure I was alone. Emily had told her she'd be gone by then. She was, in fact, the one that told my mom to leave until after 9pm. She had told her that Emily and her were going to share me from now on. When my mom protested, Emily mentioned that she had a lot of videos... videos that would totally ruin us. Obviously, my mom relented.
My time with Emily and my mom continued every time I was home from school, fucking them both every summer, every break, and every holiday, until the summer after graduation.
I learned a lot from both of them and actually grew to love them both very deeply. During my last summer at home, before finding a job, Emily introduced me to her granddaughter, Faye... Nurse Faye. She was just a little older than me and was a nurse in her own right, completing her degree just 2 years ago. She lived about 3 hours away from my mom's house.
I quickly felt an attraction to Faye, who, like Emily, was a very dominant and demanding woman. By the end of the summer, I'd moved in with her and started looking for a job there.
While it was time to move on, I knew I'd never forget Nurse Emily.
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Unethical
I never could have believed I would have gone this far. I mean, it wasn't that I didn't enjoy what I'd done, but I think it might be construed as wrong. But, is helping a dear friend out of a bad relationship really wrong? Is helping her live a happier life really wrong, even if I benefit from it?
Well, let me start from the beginning. It all started so innocently. You see, I work as a receptionist in a psychiatrists office. My friend, Tricia, is very unhappy after a string of bad boyfriends and failed jobs and I recommended her to the doctor in order to help work through her problems. She had started doing drugs and drinking heavily, abusing it really, all provided by her boyfriend, so that she could avoid her life. I know this because I'm her confidant, and I've been talking her through these problems for the past three months. I'm sick to death for her and I really want her to get better. But something in her won't let her let go. I was hoping that the doctor would let her see what was happening and help her let go so she could move on.
Now, I've been impressed with my boss and his successes and I've begun to do some studying on my own to see how he does it. And I guess I went a little far, but I found out that by pressing a button on my phone, I enable the microphone in his phone, so I can listen in on the sessions. I don't do anything other than listen in, but found out that much of his success came from hypnosis. He puts his patients under and helps them recognize their problem, see their own solution, and then work towards it. He's helped lots of people quit smoking, be better at school or work, and helps with relationship issues.
Well, I then went and got a bunch of books on hypnosis to find out how it works and see if I could pick it up. It ended up being a little more complicated than I had originally thought. I never thought I'd be able to get through the inductions themselves, but one day I found the solution.
While I was listening to a particularly interesting first session (the woman was sexually passive and wanted to be more aggressive), the doctor ended the session by placing a trigger into her mind to help her go into a deeper trance the next time. He used the phrase "Mary sixteen level four." That stuck in my mind as something familiar. During another session, at the beginning, he used the same sort of phrase on the patient to put them under. It was slightly different with this patient; "Doug sixteen level four." A nice pattern... easy for him to remember and very difficult for someone else to use on them.
Tricia was scheduled to come in the following week and I listened in to more sessions up to that point. I greeted her when she came in, making her feel at ease and really trying to tell her that it was going to be ok. The doctor was going to help her get rid of that asshole and help her get her life back together again.
Tricia called me up at about 8:00pm two days after her session. It was Friday night. I asked her how it was going and I could tell that she had been crying. She said that Brad was still out and didn't tell her where he was going. She put on a brave front and didn't cry while talking to me. I was so mad that she was still repressing her feelings for the SOB. So... I used the control. I only wanted to help her realize that she was lying to me and, more importantly, to herself.
"Tricia..." I paused. I didn't know if I really wanted to go through with this or not. My conscience was gnawing at me.
"What?" she answered. "I'm sorry to lay this all on you..."
"Tricia sixteen level four," I said quickly, before I changed my mind. There. I put her in the trance using the control words. I wasn't even sure it would work, but within moments she was going under, counting as she had been instructed by the doctor.
"five... six... eight... eleven...... fifteen," she said with a sleepy voice. I knew that she was going deeper and deeper into her trance with every level she passed. When she reached fifteen she was as deep as she had ever been.
I sat for a moment, wondering what the hell I was going to do. I knew in the back of my mind that this wasn't right, but I really was doing it for the right reasons. After I thought about it for a moment, I decided to help her assert herself. I told her that from now on she was going to be completely honest with me. She would trust me and tell me everything she was feeling. She would also be more observant of her own behavior, noting the irregularities so that she could determine for herself where she was going wrong in her life. I also told her that she would be more assertive in asking for what she wanted.
It took only a few minutes to blurt all that out, and I never even thought about any consequences. I then brought her out of her trance. Then it hit her. She started crying, telling me about the pain she was going through, not knowing if she could even be loved any more. It was crushing me. But I listened patiently, and let her vent. I knew she had to get it off her chest.
Over the next few weeks, Tricia had been going to the doctor once a week and she was getting better. We were also getting a lot closer. She was telling me a lot about what she was going through and it made me dislike it even more. Within three months, she and her current boyfriend separated. When she told him, he stormed out of the house with just his clothes and she hasn't seen him since. Her demeanor changed a lot. She became a lot brighter in her outlook and she dressed more beautifully. This was really a good move for her and I was glad to have helped her through it. Of course some of that was due to me and her trance. I was able to make her see herself as sexy, as desirable. I even told her that she'd feel a small thrill when someone complimented her on her looks. The doctor backed down on her assertiveness a bunch until she was more back to normal. I guess she was a little too forward and he felt it would escalate. She seemed more... submissive lately, I guess.
Anyway, once things were going well, she decided to stop going to the psychiatrist and just used me as a way to vent. She told me she felt very free and very safe about telling me things. I hadn't had to put her into her trance again, which made me and my conscience happy. I wasn't too deep into Tricia's mind yet, but unfortunately I was getting more involved. She called me up at about 11:00pm the next Saturday, crying. It seems she missed her boyfriend and was thinking of contacting him. I was so mad at her. I told her that there was no way she was going back to him. She agreed that he was really bad for her, but she needed someone around, someone to give her comfort. Also, she was embarrassed to share this, but the sex was incredible; especially the make-up sex. She said he made her feel loved, even though she knew it wasn't really love. He might be mean to her, but he certainly knew how to make her feel good, too.
I could only shake my head in disgust. I couldn't believe that she'd been away from the guy for only four months now and she missed him because of the sex. I don't know what came over me, but I used the trigger phrase again. I put her under and told her that I would be the one to give her comfort. I would be the one to show her that she was loved. Also, to give her the sexual outlet, I told her she would be able to pleasure herself as much as he pleased her from now on. She was to go and buy a vibrator and whenever she felt the need, she was to masturbate with it. I told her that each time would be better than the last and all would be better than Brad had ever given her. To make sure she didn't think of Brad while she did it, I told her she would find her most erotic fantasy without Brad in it and use that from now on. Brad would no longer be an object of sexual release for her. I made sure that fantasy would be where she'd go when she felt the need to feel loved. I didn't realize how much that would come back to haunt me.
Two days passed and when she called me again. She was out of breath and, concerned, I asked her what was going on. Because of my triggers, she told me that she had gone out and bought a vibrator. She was so embarrassed to tell me this, but couldn't help herself. Out of the blue, she tried it the other night when she was missing sex with Brad and boom! She kept telling me how fantastic it was. It was better than anything she had ever gotten before. She was now masturbating several times a day! And she had this recurring fantasy that was so damn hot... she couldn't get it out of her mind... and then when it popped up she was too horny not to masturbate.
Even as she was telling me this, she told me she was sliding it up and down her slit getting ready for another session. I couldn't believe she was telling me this. It was so personal... so... dirty. I also couldn't believe how incredibly turned on I was getting listening to her. I could hear her breathing heavier, and could imagine her laying on her back with the phone to her ear, all the while this long, black, vibrating dildo ready to plunge into her cunt.
I told her that I was glad she was feeling better. I didn't tell her how much she was turning me on, but she probably figured that out. She seemed to not have any inhibitions when talking to me any longer, because she immediately started telling me how her body felt, how her clit was tingling as the dildo passed by it, how her pussy was so wet and ready once again.
She went on describing how she felt as I let my fingers dance over my cock. She had me so turned on that I really got into it. I was masturbating furiously as she let the dildo pound into her cunt. I tried to hold it in, but she was moaning loudly. Within a half hour we had both cum a few times, each time she talked me through exactly what she was doing. It was so erotic to be a part of her masturbation session. I had never done that before. And this was just phone sex!
After we both had cum a few times, she got tired and I suggested we both call it a night. She thanked me for letting her get this stuff off her chest and promised to make it up to me some day. I didn't even think about what that could mean when I hung up.
We had lunch the next Monday. It was a great day out, warm and sunny with a bright blue sky. Tricia met me at the small restaurant located a few miles up the street from my office. We were ushered to our table after a short delay. It was the perfect little place to eat, with great food and a private-feeling atmosphere. No matter how many people crowded in the place, it never seemed to get too loud. We ordered our food and chat a bit while we waited. Tricia was seemingly very happy now, always smiling, always looking radiant. I told her how great she looked and she visibly shivered, closing her eyes for a second and letting out a small moan. I guess the "small thrill" I told her she would have was translated into a small orgasm. I laughed softly at the revelation.
"No, really," I continued. "Your hair is looking wonderful with that cut." Another moan from Tricia. "And you've got a great tan going."
"Ugh," she moaned, breathing heavily now.
'This is too easy,' I thought.
As we sat talking a little longer, she reached for her purse, pulled out something small and slipped it beneath the tabletop. The table had a long, white tablecloth on it, so it wasn't like anyone could see anything. Without hesitating, she raised up her skirt and slipped one hand underneath it. I sat astonished as I heard a low buzzing sound and watched her hands move in her lap.
"Tricia, what are you doing? We're in a restaurant," I said nervously.
She let out a little sigh, obviously feeling the effects of the vibrator. "I know. I can't help it." She seemed so torn. On one hand she was embarrassed to be doing this here and on the other it excited her even more. "That fantasy just gets me so excited."
I sat and watched her for a moment, wondering how good that must feel. My own sex life was rather non-existent and I really wanted to feel what she felt. To be so free and sexual had to be incredible. Within just a minute or two she had an orgasm. Her body shook and she let out a quiet gasp. She was breathing heavily and there was that glow again. She straightened herself and put the small vibrator back into her purse.
I must have had a dumb smile on my face because she just looked over and said "What?" as if it was all no big deal. I just shook my head. In just a moment, the waitress brought out our food and we ate and talked as if nothing had happened.
We paid our checks and walked back to the cars. Tricia walked me to my car for some reason. She looked as if she wanted to ask me something but didn't know how to bring it up. "What's wrong?" I asked, sensing her indecision.
"I... I'm kind of embarrassed... But I was wondering if you'd help me... with... with my... with my fantasy." She was looking down at the ground as if waiting for my rebuke.
"I guess I could. I don't know what it is, though."
Tricia ran her hands up and down her thighs. "I can tell you. Can we sit in your car for a sec?"
I unlocked the doors and Tricia slipped into the passenger seat. She was squirming again as if she had an itch that she couldn't scratch. She reached into her purse and pulled out the vibrator again.
"Oh, gawd, I can't stop," she said, pulling up her skirt again and rubbing the vibrator over her bare clit. She wasn't wearing panties and I got my first look at her bare-shaven mound. Her pussy was very wet and engorged. Her hands were shaking with need, almost like an addict.
I was getting turned on again. "Tell me your fantasy."
"Ok. Well, I'm tied down onto a table, face up, and I can't move my arms and legs." She continued rubbing the vibrator in little circles around her clit. She leaned her head back and closed her eyes tightly, as if living in the moment. "My body is sore and tired from a whipping I received, but it makes me tingle. Hands are all around me. Fingers, a vibrator, and some kind of prickly device are teasing me, making me so damn hot. I can barely see around me as I'm brought almost to orgasm again and again."
My own hand slid between my thighs and I rubbed myself slowly. I could feel my cock ache, feeling constricted in my pant. I couldn't believe that my best friend fantasized so strongly about bondage like this. It was a little enticing.
"My eyes are closed and all I can do is feel the things happening to my body. Then it suddenly stops and I feel someone climbing onto the table with me. I know I'm about to get a special reward, something I've longed for a long time now. I open my eyes just in time to see my torturer straddling my chest and moving up my body." She was getting very excited now, breathing heavily. Both of her hands were busy on her pussy, pumping into it, the vibrator sliding quickly back and forth.
"I can smell his cologne he's so close. He settles over my chest, his cock hovering above my chin. He lowers himself to me, pushing into my mouth and I begin to suck on him. I look up and see him staring down at me."
Her body was thrashing in my car. It was like she was going to explode with this next orgasm. As if recounting the fantasy to me made it even more real than just thinking about it.
"I lick and suck until I make him about to cum. He's pressing down, gagging me. I don't care. He tastes so good. I need this. I look up again and see his face... smiling down at me... pleased with me... he says something... tells me to... to... to cum. Oh, fuck!" Suddenly Tricia came, moaning loudly. Luckily the car was parked in the back of the lot or I'm sure we'd have attracted a lot of attention. I'd never seen her more animated before.
We sat in silence for a few minutes, the only sound was Tricia's heavy breathing. I was thinking about what it all meant. I have to say I was extremely turned on by the prospect. I mean, to have someone be so into giving me an orgasm would be incredible... and I'd never been with a woman like that before. My mind was spinning with ideas... and opportunities. I was so damn hot and excited and I'm not sure I was even thinking straight.
When she recovered, she put the vibrator back into her purse and licked her fingers off to clean them. "Oh, gawd, I can't believe that was so strong. That was the most vivid image yet." She was still panting.
"Tricia sixteen level four," I said suddenly. She closed her eyes and started counting down, going deeper and deeper into her trance. I put her seatbelt on and then fastened my own, and quickly started the car. I wasn't sure what I was doing, but I knew I needed relief... and now. I drove back to the office, knowing that my boss, the doctor, was out on a long lunch break with a colleague. He wasn't expected back for another three hours. I had a lot of time to be alone.
All the way over, I talked to Tricia, gave her commands. I told Tricia that she wanted to be with me... that she wanted to fulfill her fantasy. I told her that the man in her fantasy was me. I was in control of her and I could make her feel so good. I don't know if it was my extreme horniness or the power that made me giddy, made me do these things. But my conscience would punish me later... not now. I told her that she was to follow my directions to the best of her ability and to do everything I said when she woke.
I had her repeat the instructions to make sure she got them right and I felt my body flush in excitement. This was too far-fetched and too real at the same time. Finally, I figured I needed to set up a new trigger to get Tricia in the right frame of mind. "Tricia, when you hear me say 'Tricia sixteen level one' you will become the woman in your fantasy. You will feel how she feels. You will act how she acts. Do you understand?"
"Yes," she said softly.
"Now, when I count to ten, you'll wake up. You won't remember the things I've told you. You will remember we had a wonderful lunch and that we came back to the office to talk some more. You will feel excited to be alone with me. Do you understand?"
"Yes."
"Good." Then I started counting. When I reached ten, Tricia opened her eyes as if she had just dozed off for a moment.
"Oh, we're here already," she said, unfastening her seatbelt.
I just smiled and got out of the car. We walked into the office and I closed and locked the door behind me. Tricia moved over to my desk and was about to sit in the visitor's chair nearby, when I activated her again.
"Tricia sixteen level one," I said, hoping to see something different. Nothing seemed to change at first. Tricia closed her eyes and I could see her silently counting down. When she opened them again, however, she was definitely different. Gone was the confident, happy woman. In her place was a submissive, seductive, needy slut. She looked at me as if hungry to be taken, hungry to be ordered and used.
"What are you feeling, Tricia?"
She was panting, almost begging me with her eyes. "I feel... I... need..."
"What do you need, Tricia?"
"I need you," she gasped quickly. "I need your cock." She dropped to her knees as if pleading with me. "Please Master."
I couldn't believe how hot that made me. I was breathing heavily as I reached down and unfastened my pants. I let them slide down my legs as Tricia watched, her eagerness and anticipation evident in her face. Tossing them aside, I walked over to her and stood in front of her. Her eyes were locked on my cock, bulging behind my boxers, and she gulped and licked her lips in excitement but stayed in place.
"Are you a good girl, Tricia?" I asked, surprising myself. My need for pleasure and Tricia's programmed submissiveness put me directly into the control frame of mind. And I liked it.
"No, Master," she replied looking sad.
"Why are you such a bad girl?"
"I don't know, Master. Please help me be a good girl," she begged.



I felt a twinge between my legs. "Maybe you can try harder. Let's see what you can do to please me."
She looked up at me with hope in her eyes as she quickly moved toward me and hugged my leg. "I'll do anything to please you, Master! Anything!"
A feeling of regret, a feeling of wrongness tickled the back of my brain as my conscience came to life. This was my best friend. This was a friend that I had been trying to help. I encouraged her to see a psychiatrist, encouraged her to leave her slime-ball boyfriend that was abusing her. And I took advantage of her in order to help her. Now I was taking advantage of her to help myself.
I rationalized that this wouldn't happen again. That this one time I had to get off and she really wanted to do this anyways. I didn't create the fantasy, I just made it come alive. I told myself I would free her and never stoop so low again... after today.
"You know what to do," I whispered and gulped knowing I just threw myself over the edge, leaving the rest in her hands.
Her hands moved up my muscled legs as she kissed my thigh. She moved in front of me and lowered her face below my cock. I could just barely feel her tongue sliding along my shaft. My boxers were in the way, but her hands were remedying that. They pulled at the waistband, pulling both down in one shot. As the material cleared my hips I felt her tongue and lips lightly caress my skin sending shivers through me. This was so damn erotic.
She moved my underwear down my legs and helped me step out of them. Now I stood in my office, naked from the waist down, with my friend hugging and kissing my bare leg slowly moving up towards my needy crotch. I looked down as she moved closer. I could feel her breath on my balls. Oh, gawd, this was... awesome. Her lips slithered up my shaft and my hips bucked involuntarily. I gasped loudly in my pleasure. My hands grabbed her head, placing the head of my cock at her lips and pushing in slowly. She was so good at this. Her tongue was swirling around, sending sensations all through my body.
I couldn't think at all. I could barely even hear anything above my own moaning. Her hands gripped my ass, my hands wrapped into her hair and held her as my hips pushed hard, fucking her face. Her tongue caressed me, slithered along the underside of my cock. Her mouth sucked deeply. I'd been sucked off by lovers before, but never by a woman as good as this.
I moaned for her to stop for a moment because my legs were getting shaky. But she kept going, holding me tight. In a fit of anger I pulled her away by her hair and growled for her to stop. Her saliva coated her face and she looked up at me scared, as if desperately wanting my approval. I held her there for a moment while I caught my breath then released her and walked over to one of the chairs and sat down. My hands instantly slid to my cock and caressed it to let the lovely tingling sensation remain.
I got comfortable and moved my hips to the edge of the chair and spread my legs. Tricia was still sitting on her heels where I left her. Her face was damp with spit and she was panting in obvious excitement. I closed my eyes trying to get control of myself. I was so close to an orgasm.... so close. Gawd that girl was good at sucking cock. Fuck...
I looked at her again and said two words... "Suck me." Tricia's smile spread wide across her face and she quickly crawled over to me moaning "Thank you, Master" over and over and dove between my legs until her mouth was again filled with me, her nose buried in my pubic hair. The sheer erotic sight and the force of her attack sent me immediately to the edge and within seconds I was cumming... moaning loudly... my hands gripping her head tightly.
To my surprise, she didn't stop, but continued to suckle me, taking every drop she could. I was so tired when I was finally able to push her away. I took a moment to breathe and realized what I'd just done. I felt pretty guilty for my actions and embarrassed for Tricia who sat there reveling in sexual bliss that she made me cum. Her face was covered with spit and cum and she sat there with a dumb smile on her face. She was so proud of what she did to me.
I told her to go to the bathroom down the hall and get cleaned up, and then go home. She wasn't to remember what she did, other than believe it was simply more of her fantasy. Once she arrived at home, she'd fully awaken from her trance. Then I told her to go. She got up off the floor and walked out the office door with her head down, like a puppy that had done something wrong.
I spent the rest of the afternoon trying to bury my head in my work. I was typing up case notes for several patients that had been in the office in the last few weeks, noticing that several of them had undergone more hypnotherapy. Every time I remembered what a specific one looked like a tingle ran through me. It was like I knew a secret that I couldn't believe I knew.... a power over people that was incredible.
I finished typing the notes for the last folder, one for Casey, an eighteen year old college student who was having panic attacks at school. She was a pretty blond that was having difficulty concentrating and studying, possibly due to child abuse a long time ago that she was repressing. I imagined her in the office and it quickly faded into a sexual fantasy. I couldn't believe what I was thinking. I put the folders away and quickly retreated from the office and headed home.
My mind was definitely not clearer when I pulled into the driveway. My wife and son were already home and she had whipped up some dinner so we sat down to an ordinary night. I couldn't get the day out of my head though and felt very restless. I slipped into the bathroom and had to masturbate at one point, although even that orgasm couldn't hold me off for long.
I really, really wanted to go see her again, to have her make me cum again. I knew *I* wanted it, but I wasn't convinced *she* wanted it. So my conscience and guilt got the better of me and I stayed home.
The next few days were difficult for me. I felt a strong desire to be with Tricia, but my guilt kept me away. I think it was the following Friday that we got back together again. She had called me early in the afternoon and we arranged to go out to a movie that night. I cleared it with my wife and tried to keep my thoughts clean, but it wasn't working too well. She was certainly my friend but, damn, she made me so hot.
We grabbed a quick bite to eat after work and then headed to the theater. We got tickets to some movie that would probably win an Oscar... so it wasn't busy at all in the theater, and we sat towards the back. We acted like happy friends as we sat there talking about this and that, about my day at work, about her day working around the house. At one point just before the previews started, she looked at me, biting her lower lip as if she wanted to say something but was too embarrassed to.
I looked at her, and she quickly turned away, eyes downcast, then looked back again.
"What?" I asked. "What are you snickering about?"
She licked her lips quickly, gauging how much of her thoughts she should reveal. "You're my friend, right? I can say anything to you, right?"
"Of course," I replied, definitely interested in where this was going.
She leaned in closer to me, her hand resting on my leg. "I can't believe I'm going to tell you this... but... but I've been having a lot of fantasies about you recently. Don't think I'm bad or anything, ok?"
I just smiled. My hand reached out and stroked her arm, encouraging her to stay on my leg. "Have you always fantasized about me?"
I could feel her shaking, scared and excited at the same time. "Yes... but never this much. I've pretty much fantasized about you since... pretty much since we met. And they're so... vivid." Her hand was sliding up and down my thigh, getting closer and closer to my cock. I was wearing thin dress slacks, so her touch was easily felt.
"Have you thought about me dominating you, making you do nasty things to me?" I leaned closer to make sure no one else heard us. My hand slid down to the back of her hand and I grabbed it, holding it on my leg, just inches from my crotch.
"Yes," she whispered, obviously excited.
I was boiling with need, but it would have to wait. The one good thing I learned was that I didn't introduce her to feeling sexual thoughts towards me, they were already there. All I did was expose them... help them come alive. For some perverted reason, that eased my conscience. Besides, I could still undo all this... very easily.
"You're such a bad, bad girl," I smirked.
"Oh gawd," she gasped, pulling free from my grasp. She reached down for her purse. I knew what she was going for... her vibrator. I had created a monster, but it made me laugh. I knew I couldn't let her use the vibrator here, it's noise could attract too much attention. And I knew I could offer an alternative.
I leaned toward her ear. "Tricia sixteen Level four." Tricia looked forward, eyes closed, counting down. I waited until she reached fifteen.
"Tricia, are you listening to me?"
"Yes," she whispered.
"You don't need your vibrator right now. I have an alternative for you. I'll be your vibrator. Every time you hear my voice say 'sexy' it'll feel like the vibrator is on your clit, making you feel so good. And every time I say it again, it'll get even more intense, your nipples will feel like they're being sucked and bitten, your ass will feel like a finger is rimming it, your pussy will feel a tongue sliding over and into it. It'll only stop when I say the word 'release' but get stronger and stronger every time I say 'sexy'. Do you understand?"
"Yes."
"Being part good girl, it will embarrass you immensely to feel such pleasure around other people. You'll want to hide the fact that it's happening to you, won't you? But being part bad girl, you'll want me to know what's happening. You want me to be there while you cum again and again, hoping it'll turn me on."
"Ugh," she moaned.
"These words will affect you in your waking state, but you won't know why. You won't hear the command words, you'll just know you're suddenly being pleasured. They will also affect you in your fantasy-girl state, and you'll be so happy your Master has such power over you and your body. Do you understand?"
"Yes," she whispered. "I understand."
"So now your first desire will be to have me make you cum. You can only use your vibrator if I let you. When you need to use it, you'll ask me if you can use your vibrator."
She let out a little squeak of excitement making me giggle a little bit. Suddenly the lights started going down and the previews of the movie started. I knew I wouldn't be able to talk to her much longer.
"When I count to five you will awaken, not remembering these commands I have given."
I proceeded to whisper the numbers to her, counting up to five. When I reached five, her eyes opened and she blinked them for a second as if she had just dozed off.
"Good, the movie's starting. This'll be a good one," she said, laying back in her chair, her arms on the armrests.
"You feeling ok?" I whispered, leaning towards her a little.
"Just a little excited I guess. I told you those fantasies were a little vivid. Can I use my vibrator?"
I giggled. "Sexy."
She grunted, looking at me to see if I noticed how her hips jumped for a moment. She was breathing heavily and moved her hand up to her face to try to hide a little.
"Sexy."
"Ugh," she grunted softly, feeling her entire body get assaulted with pleasure. "Gawd," she mumbled, as if hoping I'd hear her and notice what was happening. I pretended not to and continued watching the movie. She glanced at me through the corner of her eye while her hands moved over her body, just touching the places that were receiving such immense pleasure to see if there was something there. Then she brought her arms back to the arm rest, against my bare arm. She slid in her seat a little, moving closer to me. I could feel her arm shivering against mine. She was definitely excited.
After ten minutes, I laid my head sideways to whisper in her ear. "Thinking about my cock, eh? Sexy."
She let out a little yip and quickly looked around to make sure no one saw her. Her left hand grabbed her crotch over her pants and her other hand grabbed mine tightly.
"Gawd.... I'm gonna cum," she whispered quickly.
I watched her undulate in her seat having one great orgasm. She was squeezing my hand hard, trying her best not to make a sound. "Release," I whispered to her. Her body visibly relaxed as did her grip on me, but she didn't move her hand. She was breathing hard and her eyes were fluttering. "I didn't realize the movie was that good," I giggled.
"Sorry... I'm so embarrassed..." she said, turning her eyes away. But her body remained close and she didn't move her arm.
I laughed. "That's ok. I know you want me." She nervously laughed with me.
We continued to watch the movie and about an hour into it, the leading lady, a blond, was laying on her bed while another woman, a brunette, walked into the room wearing only a towel. The blond offered her bed for the brunette to sleep in. It was beginning to be a very erotic scene and it was obvious something was going to happen between them, especially when the brunette dropped her towel and got under the covers naked.
I felt Tricia's hand on my arm as she leaned in very close to me. I could hear her excited breathing. "Can I use my vibrator? Please," she begged.
I looked right at her. "Sexy." She melted back into the chair, her eyes going back to the screen as the blond was caressing the brunette's breast.
"That's a pretty hot scene, isn't it? Sexy, sexy, sexy."
She was instantly humping the air with her hips, her body moving back and forth in her chair. I wasn't sure how in the hell she managed to stay quiet throughout the whole ordeal, but she did.
"Release," I whispered, my lips near her head.
She stopped writhing as much, but her hands were stroking her body. "No," she mumbled. "So close. Please..."
The women were kissing passionately on the screen as Tricia's hips moved, her legs squeezing together to feel the pleasure again.
"That is so sick," I said. "You're into that, huh? Sexy, sexy, sexy, sexy, sexy." She melted before my eyes, her entire body locking up in a very large orgasm. I was worried she'd start moaning too loudly, so I stopped the stimulation. "Release." She lay in the chair panting for the rest of the film. When the lights came up, she was feeling embarrassed again, especially seeing all those people coming up the aisle looking at us.
"Oh my gawd I'm so embarrassed. I don't know what came over me." She looked away, unable to show her face to even the few people left in the theater.
I laughed to myself. "I don't know what came over you either, but you sure made a spectacle of yourself."
I snickered as we went back to the cars and drove home.
At about 9:00pm I just couldn't take it any more. I told my wife that I was going over to Tricia's house, since she was having some difficulties adjusting to her new life. I neglected to tell her that I was introducing her to her new life. Even though my conscience had made me feel guilty earlier, I knew that this was something I couldn't stop. I hopped into the car and drove over to her house, pulling into her driveway. Her lights were on and she was obviously watching television.
I knocked and she opened the door, very surprised to see me.
"Vince! What brings you over so late?" she asked. She was a little flushed and was panting a little. I knew what she'd been doing. I could smell it all over her. I moved inside and she closed the door behind us.
"I just thought I'd come over to talk." The house was fairly big with a second story containing the bedrooms and a basement with a large play area for the kids she had always hoped to have.
"Aww... thanks. You are so awesome," she gushed, putting a hand on my arm.
I looked at her, almost like a predator. I knew what I wanted... what I needed... "Tricia sixteen level one," I said. Her eyes closed and she immediately began counting down. It only took her a moment to reach her deep trance state and she cowered back from me, looking scared of me.
"I'm sorry Master. I didn't mean to stand beside you," she whimpered, dropping to her knees.
My heart was pounding. Oh, it felt so intoxicating. I had so much control over her. So much control over my own pleasure. I grabbed her by her hair and hauled her to her feet. "You will pay for it. And I have just the punishment." I moved her ahead of me to the basement door and we walked down the stairs, moving into the large family room. It was nicely decorated with comfortable chairs and perfect lighting.
"Undress me," I ordered.
She fell again to her knees and began removing my clothes. She took great care to not damage nor wrinkle a thing.
"Stand up." Tricia stood, her eyes downcast. It was very erotic for me to know that I could command her to do just about anything and she would do it. She was certainly going to be an incredible sex toy. "Kiss my neck and tell me how much you want me."
Tricia leaned in and started nibbling, kissing, and licking my neck softly as her hands held onto my hips lightly. "Oh, Master," she mumbled repeatedly. "I want you so much. I'll do anything to please you."
I love having my neck kissed and she was doing it just right. I was really starting to get into this. "Now my chest," I whispered.
She kissed her way down my chest and moved her lips and tongue all over my nipples, stroking them lightly, biting them, licking them. She captured my nipples between her lips and sucked on them making me squirm in pleasure. Her hands stroked up and down my sides lightly, barely touching my skin. It was an exquisite experience. I closed my eyes and just let the feelings flow over my body.
I was certainly hard at this point. This was the first time I was truly aware that I had full control of my sexual experience. Everything I wanted was for the asking without caring if my partner was fulfilled or not. I didn't have to lift a finger to help her get off. It was all about me. The power was certainly an aphrodisiac and I had the thought to truly make her domination fantasies a reality.
"Remember the girl you were in your fantasy? Well, she's a bad girl, isn't she? She needs to be punished somehow. When you become your fantasy girl and you hear the word 'smack' you're going to feel like you've been slapped. The body part before it will tell you where you're going to feel it. Do you understand? And your fantasy girl loves to be slapped, but hates being a bad girl that has to get slapped. She hates to admit that she's such a dirty, dirty girl with such nasty desires like worshipping my cock or like loving being slapped. But thoughts like that make her so excited and wet.
"When you hear the word 'pinch' you'll feel your nipples getting pinched and pulled, and just like being slapped, you hate to admit it, but it makes you so damn hot. In fact it completely embarrasses you that your panties get so wet from it. Every time you hear 'pinch' it gets harder, until you hear 'release'.
"When you hear the word 'finger' you'll feel a slim finger sliding over, around, and into whatever area of the body I say.
"And finally, when you hear the word 'cum'... you'll fall over the edge into an orgasm, soft at first, but the more you hear the word, the stronger your orgasm will become.
"Do you understand what I've told you?"
"Yes."
"Good. So these commands will only work when you become your fantasy girl, but the feelings of longing for me and the feelings of being a bad girl because you need me will be all the time. You will always want me and you know deep down that only I can make you feel good. But you don't know why and you feel so awful about being such a dirty, bad girl."



I took a moment to think about what I'd just done. I'd programmed my best friend to be my submissive love slave. One who couldn't live without me but hated that she had to be with me. It was such a turn-on. I moved over to the couch and sat down with my ass on the edge, my knees spread wide.
Tricia looked at me, blushing in embarrassment. She tried to look away, but couldn't stop looking back. She was so drawn to my cock, the absolute object of her desire.
"Come over here," I said, pointing to the floor in front of me. It was almost funny to watch her move towards me, trying to avert her eyes while still stealing glances. "What's wrong?"
"You're... you're naked," she said, her voice shaking.
"I know. You're the one that took my clothes off. You're the one that said you needed me. You're the one that sucked on my neck and made me so hard."
"That.... that was wrong..." she protested. "I..."
"Ass smack," I said. "You're such a bad girl. Smack, smack." Her face showed such a lovely range of emotions, starting with surprise, then shock, pain, and finally pleasure. "And now you're enjoying getting spanked. Unbelievable. Smack, smack, smack." I was so enjoying watching her squirm. She had no idea what to do to stop me and wasn't sure she wanted to.
"On your knees. Come over here," I said sternly.
She knelt down, her eyes downcast. She was panting a little.
"Now beg to lick my cock."
She looked at my shaft and licked her lips. But her eyes showed her embarrassment. "I can't," she whispered. But she gulped. She couldn't wait for a taste.
"Pinch," I said. "No, you can," I laughed. She squirmed under the pressure on her nipples but gasped and crawled towards me. I lay back as she moved between my legs. "Go ahead."
She started licking me, slowly, tentatively. It was ok at first, but I quickly needed more than she was giving. Her embarrassment kept her from being as hungry as she'd been before. I grabbed her head with both hands and pushed into her mouth, trying to grind my pubes into her face, thrusting my cock deep into her throat, but it was difficult from the position I was in.
Then I decided to truly make her live out her fantasy. I sat forward and pushed into her, pushing her onto her back on the floor. My legs moved over her body, straddling her. I looked down to see her face between my thighs. It was such an erotic sight.
"Pinch," I said and she squirmed. "What do you want?" Her body moved beneath me.
"Pussy finger." Her eyes lit up as she felt herself get penetrated. "What do you want? Finger."
"I..." she started to say, looking up at me.
I smiled, knowing she was almost mine. "Ass finger." Her eyes opened wide. I didn't know if she'd ever been fucked in the ass before, but at this point, I didn't care. I was hard as a rock, so excited that I was controlling her like this. Her body was undulating below me, imaginative fingers were fucking her ass and pussy and squeezing her nipples. Her eyes were glazing as the combination of pain and pleasure was starting to overwhelm her.
"Well?" I inquired simply.
"Your... your... your cock," she said, lifting her mouth so that it covered the tip of my shaft, her tongue sliding over my hardness.
I smiled, closing my eyes as the pleasure filled me. I left my weight drop onto her, letting my cock smother her as she continued sucking. She was so close to orgasm now, her body writhing. She was moaning around my cock, the vibrations giving me an extra thrill. The room was filled with the sounds of her moaning, gasping, and slurping as she swallowed my shaft. It was better than anything I'd ever experienced.
I was so close now. Gawd, just a few more minutes. In my rapture I must have said some of the command words because she was like a bitch in heat as I came hard in her mouth. It was the loudest, most vocal orgasm that I'd ever had.
"Release," I said and felt her relax for a moment. I looked down at her and we locked eyes for a moment. Her eyes held that look of satisfaction and fear, undeniable desire and revulsion. I smiled broadly and repeated one word quietly. "Cum, cum, cum, cum, cum!"
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The last time I went to one of the chain stores and got my hair cut, a friend of mine, Meghan, chided me and told me I should have come to her. She said she'd actually taken classes and had almost obtained her license, but was then sidetracked into another job. She told me that she had everything she needed and that it would both save me money and give her more to help pay her bills.
I'm usually reluctant to intrude on my friends like that, although it's not because I don't trust them. I just find it easier and more convenient to walk into a place on the spur of the moment and get it done. But, Meghan wasn't working much and I figured it was better to give her business and money instead of the chain place. So I agreed. Besides she'd just moved into a new place she was interested in showing me.
I'd only known Meghan for the past year and it was a very casual relationship. I was twenty years older than her, so we really wouldn't have much in common anyway. But, I'd see her at work about once a week or so, never socially. And while we had the makings of a good friendship, I really didn't know a lot about her. All that was about to change.
We made arrangements for me to come over at 2:00 that Friday, a day I took off to run a bunch of errands anyway. I showed up on time and she invited me in. Meghan shocked me a little with her outfit, so it took a second for me to register that the door was open. She wore a white, low-cut, spaghetti-strapped shirt and grey cotton shorts, both hugging her form nicely. She had large breasts, D-cups at least, that I'd always admired from afar, but now I got a special, bra-less close-up look as she held the door open for me. It was a warm day and because of her air conditioning her nipples were hard, pointed, and very evident.
Her hair was wet from her just showering, I guessed. The water droplets were running down her neck, and her top was getting wet, making it even more see-through. My breath caught in my throat as I stood there, almost dumbfounded.
When I looked up to greet her, she smiled, and I knew she caught me staring. I blushed, hoping she wasn't offended, but we continued into her new house as if nothing was amiss. I waited, standing in her living room as she shut the door behind us, leaving us in private in the cool air.
"Do you want something to drink," she asked, walking by me and teasingly grazing my arm with her hand.
I was shaking a bit, excited to be alone around her like this. It was the first time I'd ever really spent private time with her and the fantasies that were going through my head excited me, although I shook them off. My head often played tricks on me like that. I mean, twenty years difference was a pretty big deal. There were tons of good-looking guys her own age that she could be with.
"No, I'm ok." I followed her into the kitchen where she was bent over, straight-legged, reaching into the refrigerator. It was an incredibly erotic position for her to be in and I felt myself hardening on the spot. My eyes traced up her long, tanned legs, and centered on her lovely ass for a moment. My mouth felt so dry as I licked my lips. Her breasts were swaying a little, barely confined within the shirt.
She stood with a can of pop in her hand and closed the refrigerator door. As she lifted it to her mouth, she looked and smiled at me, almost as if knowing the thoughts that were going through my sex-addled brain.
"Why don't I give you a tour of the place," she suggested, grabbing a hold of my hand. "This, of course, is the kitchen," she giggled. She led me through the house, showing me each of the rooms and talking a bit about what she wanted to do with them. At the end of the hall, we walked into her bedroom. "And this is my bedroom," she said, letting go of my hand and moving to the bed to sit down, "where all the magic happens. Oh, let me show you what a friend of mine just got me yesterday." She stood and moved quickly over to the dresser, opening the top drawer.
I could see several objects inside, besides the expected clothes, and she pulled one of them out, shocking me. It was a handle with several leather strips hanging down from one end, like a whip. She swung it around for a moment, eyeing me, as if waiting for my reaction. I gulped, seeing such a sexual object in her hand was very erotic. She slapped it against her hand and then against the back of her leg.
"I haven't had a chance to try it yet... but it gets me excited thinking about it." She smiled at me, almost playfully... almost hoping I'd help her out.
I blushed and shook my head in embarrassment, making her giggle.
"Maybe later," she said, throwing the whip onto the bed. "I need to dry my hair if you can wait for a few."
"Yeah... sure."
She disappeared from the room, moving down the hall and into the bathroom. I heard the blow-dryer start a few seconds later. My eyes wandered to the whip and, almost on its own accord, my hand reached out and grabbed it, picking it up. Was it just a gag gift? I felt it in my hand and moved it around for a moment, wondering what it would feel like to receive a whipping from it... wondering if she really would enjoy it... wondering if *I* would really enjoy giving it.
I set it back down on the bed and looked around her room. The walls were decorated with seductive, suggestive pictures of naked and half-naked men and women in different sexually-suggestive postures. It was tasteful, but sexy as hell. Then my eyes caught the camera in the corner, mounted on a tripod. The lines from it were connected to a portable TV that was sitting on a dresser beside it. I realized I had no idea who this girl really was and it surprised me.
I stood and moved over to the camera and TV and saw a stack of videos haphazardly placed on the top of the dresser. Even a casual glance at them told me what they were... porn. I looked at a few of the covers and noticed the theme of bondage and discipline, both straight and lesbian. Beside the videos were a couple toys, too, vibrators and a butt plug. I gulped and realized just how hard and excited I was getting. It definitely wouldn't do for me to be like that while she was cutting my hair, so I walked out of her room and headed into the living room. I sat on the couch and waited, trying to get my erection to subside.
It didn't take her long to finish drying her hair and came out looking absolutely fantastic and I felt the air catch in my throat again. I sat stunned for a minute. Her hands were up in her hair, teasing and fluffing it, making her breasts lift and jiggle with each movement of her body. She looked at me with a faint, knowing smile on her face. Did she know what she was doing to me? Did she mean to?
When you came in the air went out.
And every shadow filled up with doubt.
I don't know who you think you are,
But before the night is through,
I wanna do bad things with you.
"Ready?" she asked, standing in the doorway to the kitchen. I stood and followed her inside, my hand moving my cock into a more comfortable position while she wasn't looking. She showed me to a chair by the sink, placed a towel around my shoulders and had me lay back so she could wash my hair. Her hands felt so good on my scalp as she massaged it, washing my hair. I looked up and saw glimpses of her breasts as she stood right beside my head, seeing the perfect protrusion of her nipples. She moved around me and I could feel water splashing a little as she rinsed my hair. When she pulled back from me, I saw that her shirt had gotten very wet in the front, exposing more to my sight.
She looked down at herself, seeing what I was looking at, and smiled. "I guess I got a little wet. Well.... wetter," she giggled.
One of her legs fell between mine, so that she straddled one of my legs, as she lightly dried my hair with the towel. My head was bent forward, giving me an incredible view of her abdomen and short-covered pussy, too. Her shorts were a little wet, too, but weren't see-through. We pulled the chair back into the center of the room, then, and she used the comb and scissors to cut my hair. As she moved around, her breasts would graze my arm, or her thigh would graze my leg. She'd, again, straddle my leg and cut from the front, giving me a lovely and lasting view of her body.
I couldn't believe that this was actually happening to me. I obviously only knew the bare minimum about Meghan, but I never suspected she was such a tease. I was mildly embarrassed, but incredibly turned on. When she turned away from me for a moment, flashing that incredible ass once again, I thought about that whip and the naughty things I'd do with it. I thought about pushing her down onto her bed, bending her over, and making her ass a rosy pink before playing with her. I had to move in my seat to adjust my growing erection.
She finally finished my hair and was standing in front of me, once again straddling my leg. She was sliding her fingers through my hair, checking for missed spots and making it look teased. My gaze landed on her breasts, watching them jiggle beneath her top, watching the lovely cleavage inspiring my imagination.
Her hands then left my hair and she looked down at me, her smile gone, replaced by... desire. She gasped in frustration, as her hands moved to the bottom of her shirt and she lifted it over her breasts, exposing them to my gaze. I was dumbfounded, my brain almost unable to process a thing. I went to say something, to protest and tell her I should be going. I thought I should do the right thing, be the gentleman, keep our friendship just that. But she put a finger to my lips, silencing me. She didn't want to hear anything that stopped this.
Then, slowly, she took hold of one breast and leaned down, moving the nipple to my lips and pressed it into my mouth. My lips encased the hardness and I sucked and licked it. Her other hand moved to the back of my head, stroking it and holding me in place.
After a few minutes, she moved the other breast to my mouth, repeating the process. She was breathing hard, enjoying what I was doing to her. Obviously her teasing and my wandering eyes had gotten her excited. She pushed her body into me, pushing my head back as her breast threatened to smother me. She pushed her hips down and into my abdomen, sliding against me as she humped against me. My hands moved up to her hips holding and encouraging her. They moved behind her, finding and caressing her ass, my fingertips prying into the crack of her ass, searching...
Suddenly, she pushed away from me and stepped back. The look on her face was feral and wanton. She was panting loudly as her hands moved to the waistband of her shorts and she pushed them down and off, along with her panties, tossing them aside. She moved back into me, standing over me so that she straddled both my legs, looking down at me. My eyes were moving up and down her body, looking over her naked glory. Her hands moved to her pussy and slowly stroked it as she watched my face, watched my expression as if it fueled her own desire.
She slowly masturbated as I watched. My cock was so hard that I thought it would burst free through the zipper. It was becoming very difficult to remain sitting there clothed. Her fingers pushed in deeper with each stroke, coming out so very wet. I could smell her excitement, see her juices shine in the light as she swiped her fingers across and around her clit.
She pulled her fingers away from her slit and lifted them to my lips, holding them in front of my mouth. I licked my lips. I couldn't believe how much I wanted to taste them. They were shiny and damp with her juices and right there... just waiting for me. I slid the few inches forward, letting my tongue touch lightly and tasted her. She slowly pushed each finger into my mouth, my lips caressing them, my tongue sliding along them, as I tasted her and cleaned each finger off as she watched. Done, she grabbed my hand, moving it up to her pussy to replace her own fingers. She was so damn hot and wet, and my fingers slid inside her easily.
"Yesssss," she groaned loudly as her hips moved to push my fingers even deeper. "God I want you to fuck me."
I slowly fingered her with long, deep strokes, moving my fingers inside her to stroke her G-spot and to practically tickle her cervix. It didn't take long for her body to tremble as she had her first orgasm. Her legs were nearly buckling beneath her as she grabbed my wrist and pulled my hand away. Without missing a beat, her hands reached for my pants, unfastening them. She pulled me up and forcefully pulled them down and off, along with my boxers. My erection was so damn big and she stared at it as she pushed for me to sit.
"God, your cock... your cock makes me such a filthy girl," she moaned. "I'd do anything for this dick. I'll be such a dirty girl for you. You know you can do whatever you want to me, right? Just use me... use any hole that you like."
With a needy look in her eyes, she slipped between my knees, kneeling on the floor, and grabbed my shaft, guiding it into her hot mouth.
"But I know what you want right now," she said, stroking me, her saliva covering my dick. "You want to use my little mouth right now, don't you?"
"Yeah... I do," I moaned.
She smiled up at me, looking so damn needy and desperate. "Your cock's getting so hard." She shook her head as she stroked me, looking at my cock with greedy eyes. "I'm such a cock-whore. It's what you do to me."
She wasted no time pushing my entire cock into her mouth, deep-throating me. I groaned, feeling her tongue slip along my length with each rise of her head. My hands rested on her shoulders, encouraging her to continue as her head rose and fell, slowly. The room was filled with the sounds of our moaning and her sucking.
"Oh God," I moaned, wondering if I could keep from cumming too soon.
She pulled her mouth off me, my erection dripping with her saliva. She dribbled some saliva on her chest as her hands moved to cradle her breasts.
"I know you wanna do this," she said, leaning forward and putting my cock on her chest, squeezing her breasts around it. Slowly, she slid up and down my shaft, my cock sliding within her cleavage. It was such an incredibly different feeling that I put my hands on the chair and raised and lowered my hips, in time with her, fucking her.
"Yeah, that's it... fuck my tits," she moaned, and then bent her head forward and licked the head of my cock every time it appeared.
"Oh," I moaned again and again as I felt my orgasm coming quickly. She looked up at me, the look of pure sexual desire so evident on her face. I came, just as our eyes locked, my eyes closing tightly, my head falling back. It seemed to last forever and I couldn't tell if the moaning was hers or mine, but it seemed so loud.
It took me a minute or two to recover, my eyes closed the whole time as I tried to control my breathing. I felt her leave me, standing up. I heard the water run as she was probably cleaning up. Then she sat on my lap and I felt her heat and wetness against my legs. Her hands moved behind my neck and I opened my eyes just as she leaned forward and kissed me.
When she finally pulled away, I opened my eyes again, looking at her in a new light.
"Feel like trying out that cat?" she asked smiling deviously.
"Excuse me?"
"Cat-o-nine tails... the whip." She smiled and bit her lower lip, hoping I'd accept her offer.
I nodded my head, smiling. I did want to try out that whip. I did want to make her ass rosy. I did want to see her squirm as pain and pleasure caressed her body. She jumped off my lap, took my hand, and practically pulled me into her bedroom. When we entered, she released my hand and moved quickly to the dresser and grabbed a couple of her toys. She stood in front of me, all the toys now in her hands, as she offered them to me.
"This one," she held out a conical shaft, "is for my ass. This one," a long, white plastic shaft, "is for my pussy. And then the whip." She wanted me to use them all on her. I took each toy and rotated them in my hands, thinking about what I was about to do. She walked over to the foot of the bed and bent over, offering her ass to me.
"Please... I need it," she whimpered.
I set everything aside, except for the butt plug and grabbed the little bottle of lube. She watched as I smeared the slippery fluid around the rubber shaft and then brought it down towards her ass. She closed her eyes, looking away from me, waiting for the pain and pleasure. I stared at her lovely ass for a moment and realized she was offering herself to me. She was giving me just about anything I wanted. All I had to do was take it.
I felt her ass and pulled her cheeks apart, inspecting her rosebud asshole. I could hear her breathing heavily, wanting this so badly. I lifted my hand high and brought it down on her ass cheeks several times, each stroke emitting a loud smacking sound as well as a heavy grunt from Meghan. I could see her entire body flush with excitement exposing her utter enjoyment. I laid the butt-plug against her asshole and circled it teasingly. She drew a sharp breath when it first touched her, her body jumping a little.
She let out a long, slow breath as I pushed and twisted the butt-plug, slowly pushing it inside her body.
"Fuck!" she moaned sharply as the widest part pushed into her. Suddenly the entire thing pushed inside with the flared bottom the only thing keeping it locked in place. I twisted it around, her body shuddering with the pleasure. "Oh my god," she gasped. "That's it.... that's it."
I smacked her ass a few more times until her legs almost gave way from the pleasure. I was truly starting to enjoy this. Something about being in total control, teasing, taunting, and giving her a little pain amidst the pleasure was intoxicating. I grabbed the vibrator and lined it up with her pussy, slowly pushing it inside her until it was completely buried.
"Shit!" she hissed when I turned the vibrator on low speed.
"Hold it there," I ordered. I watched her hand slip between her legs and hold the vibrator inside her, slowly fucking herself with it even.
"Oh... fuck... yes..." she gasped.
I grabbed the cat-o-nine tails and stepped back, taking a good look at her and smiled. She looked so sexy leaning over the bed like that. Her legs were spread wide apart, both holes filled, and she was waiting for me.
I raised the whip slowly and with full resolve to not let up until *I* was satisfied, I brought it crashing down onto her ass. Her body shook madly and she screamed out, but her whimpers afterwards were begging me for more. I raised it up high and again brought it crashing down, the smacking sound against her flesh was unique and different than I expected. Without even waiting for her response this time, I whipped her again... and again... Her back arched in pleasure, she raised her ass higher, wanting more and more. I struck her ass, her thighs, and her back. Everywhere I struck was turning pink and then red.
After about twenty strokes, I reached over and turned the vibrator up a notch making her squirm even more, then resumed the whipping. I could see her cum oozing out of her pussy and running down her legs. She was loving this so much... and I felt so damn powerful. *I* was giving her exactly what she wanted. *I* was making her cum so strongly.
I played with the butt-plug between whippings, twisting it, and pulling it out only to thrust it back inside. I played with the dildo, Caressing her clit and labia before plunging it back inside her, and fucking her hard for a moment.
She was screaming now, every touch I gave her made her body electric, made her respond so beautifully. As she screamed out with her first hard orgasm of the night, I knew this was certainly going to change our relationship.
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Could I Have This Kiss Forever
Vince was driving, his suitcase in the backseat. He couldn't believe this day had finally arrived. She was waiting for him and this had to be perfectly timed. It was years in the making, really, but barely a month in the planning.
"There... finally, exit 22..." he said, the directions well known.
At a red light, he sent off a text, seeing if she was ready, seeing if he could pick her up yet. Moments later a response said "not yet... soon." He shook his head, unsure if he could truly wait. Maybe he should just drive up, pick her up, and leave... damn the consequences. But out of respect and love, he did what she thought was necessary.
He drove on, closer and closer. He wasn't sure where he'd go if she didn't text him soon. Suddenly it arrived.
"Now! Hurry!"
He turned the corner, knowing the address was just up on the left. It was a little two-story house in the suburbs, with a medium-sized lot. A big tree in the front cast the house in a cooling shadow. He pulled into the drive and saw her peek out from the front window. She quickly opened the door and dashed out, a suitcase in her hand. He threw the car in park, left the engine running and dashed around the car to help her put the case in the backseat.
Not even taking the time to kiss her, he opened the passenger door, closing it behind her when she was inside. The car was pulled out of the driveway and back on the road within a minute.
An older woman opened the screen on the front door just as they pulled out, calling to them, but they ignored her, quickly fleeing.
He grabbed her hand, holding it tight as she held with both of hers. She leaned against his arm, lovingly, smiling, breathing a little heavily.
"Is everything ok?" he asked.
"Yeah... my mom just got there and Greg is on the way now. I wasn't sure I was going to make it out of there. I didn't want to get caught."
She let out a deep breath. "You're safe now," he said.
He looked at her and they locked eyes for a moment. "God, I've been waiting for this," he whispered, nervous he might scare her.
"Me, too," she said, holding his arm tighter, leaning into him.
"Uh oh," she said suddenly, looking at the car coming down the street towards them. She ducked down as low as she could, hiding. "It's him," she whispered. He looked at the car as they passed, a red Honda Civic. Thankfully, the man behind the wheel was talking to a blond girl beside him and not paying attention to Jenn at all.
"All clear," he said and she sat up, looking over her shoulder to verify the car was gone.
Vince held up his phone and powered it off. "We should turn off our cell phones so no one can track us." She powered off her phone and slid it back into her purse.
"And no one will bother us," she said, smiling.
She grabbed his hand again, holding it tightly between hers and setting it in her lap. He noticed her t-shirt and shorts covering her beautiful body, a body he'd long dreamed and fantasized about. She held his hand against her long, tanned legs, the soft, smooth skin inviting him to touch more.
"Where can we go for a little while before we take off?" he asked. He couldn't wait to get his hands on her. He needed her now.
"There's a park about a mile up the road. We can sit in the parking lot for a while," she said nervously. She knew what he wanted... and she wanted it, too.
In moments they pulled into the park and found a parking space that was away from everyone else. He pulled into the spot and turned off the car.
He squeezed her hand. "Finally... God, finally... alone."
"Yes we are," she said excitedly. She slipped her right hand from his and grabbed his thigh, turning towards him. They leaned towards each other, nervously, and kissed, softly, gently. He turned more towards her, pressing into her kiss. It became more fervent, heated, passionate. Her hand stroked his leg, moving higher and higher. His hand grabbed her throat, lightly choking her in passion.
He grabbed the back of her neck, holding his lips tight to hers, their tongues dueling, driving deeper, more impassioned, more desperate. Her fingers circled his cock through his shorts, his erection growing quickly, then she laid her palm against him, rubbing up and down his length.
He groaned, breaking the kiss.
"Oh, God," she said softly. "You feel so good." She licked her lips as she watched his face and felt his cock twitch. "I need it," she whispered, beginning to unfasten his belt and open his pants.
He looked around nervously, making sure no one was nearby. Being this early in the morning, no one was there at all.
She pulled his clothes aside, baring his cock. Her fingers wrapped around it and slowly stroked it. "I've dreamed of this cock for so damn long," she whispered, barely able to take her eyes off it.
"You have no idea how much I've dreamed of you, too," he groaned, adjusting himself in his seat.
"Damn, you look so good." She leaned over and took him in her mouth, letting her tongue slip against him. Her mouth moved up and down his cock as he placed one hand on her head, the other stroking her back. He had to touch her.
Every few strokes in her mouth, she released him and teased him with her hand. Up and down his shaft, fast, then slow, driving him closer and closer to orgasm.
"Oh, God," he whispered, pushing his body in the seat, his hips rising to meet her hand.
"Yeah, baby. That's it," she whispered, loving how much she could please him. "I want it, baby. Yeah I do."
His cock was throbbing and he felt his entire body tremble with desire. He could feel the pleasure radiate from his cock, all over his body. Every cell was tingling. He was so close and she was driving him fast over the edge.
She knew he was very close when he closed his eyes and she bent over, covering just the head of his cock with her warm, wet mouth, letting her tongue tease him along with her hands. Her hands pumped and pumped, wanting to release every last drop. Her mouth was watering, knowing she was so close to tasting him. She'd fantasized about this moment so many times before.
His hips lept, driving his shaft deeper into her mouth, but her pumping hand kept him from slamming into her throat. She sensed he was cumming before the first splash hit her throat. She breathed excitedly, feeling her pussy almost gush, and moaned. This was what she wanted, what she absolutely needed!
She swallowed as each blast hit her throat, making sure she caught every single drop. Even when he was finally finished, she kept licking and sucking on him, taking everything he could give her. After a minute, she finally raised her head, keeping her hand slowly stroking him. He was breathing heavily, his eyes still closed.
"Oh my God," he gasped.
He opened his eyes looking directly at her, his love for her, his desire, his overwhelming need so obvious. He grabbed her head and pulled her into a deep kiss.
It took a while for him to stop kissing her. He felt it had been forever since he'd felt like this with anyone. He needed it. He needed her. He fastened his pants again and situated himself in his seat.
"Where do we go?" he finally asked. "I haven't thought ahead at all. Any preference for a direction?"
She shook her head. "I don't know. North, I guess," she said at last. "We can just jump on the interstate."
He kissed her again. "North it is, then." He turned on the car and pulled out, turning out of the park and heading towards the highway.
"It's up here on the right," she said, pointing.
He sped up and pulled onto the highway, beginning their journey once again. He had no idea where they would go or what they would do. But they had each other.
It seemed like they drove for a long time, on this highway and that, turning this direction and then that, meandering, wandering. When it became mid-afternoon they saw a sign for a hotel at the next exit and decided it was time to stop, even if it was for one night. It looked like a decent one... he didn't want this to look like a one night stand or some hooker.
Vince pulled into the parking lot and left Jenn in the car as he checked in with the clerk and got a room. He slipped back into the car and started it up again, moving to the door closest to their room.
"It sounds like a nice room," he said, turning off the engine again. "And there aren't too many people here right now it seems."
She laughed. "I hope you didn't ask for a sound-proof room or something."
"Not this time," he smirked. "So you'll have to keep from screaming too loud."
He took the suitcases, one in each hand, and they made their way into the building and up to their room on the fourth floor. It seemed like a nice enough place, with an outdoor patio and pool area, a restaurant, and a small bar. And there were plenty of places to eat outside the hotel if they chose to stay longer.
She unlocked the door and led the way into the darkened room. The drapes were closed, but a little light streamed in around them. She heard the bags hit the floor before his hands were on her and he pushed her onto the bed, falling on top of her.
He kissed her before she could barely utter a word, his arms wrapping around her, his body pressing down onto her. She threw a leg over him, hooking his, pressing into him. Their kiss was deep, passionate, wrestling for more and more. He felt her grind her pussy into his leg and he pressed back, letting her have even more friction. She was panting as he used one hand to unfasten her bra his hand stroking over her bare back.
He pulled away slightly, sliding his hand under her t-shirt, exposing her bare breast, and bent down, licking and smothering it with kisses and nibbles. She was gasping, panting, wanting more of him, grinding into his leg even more.
He pulled back suddenly, leaving her breathless. "Let's take a shower and then we can relax."
"Me first!" She nodded, playfully, sliding off the bed and practically running into the bathroom.
He heard the door close and within seconds the shower was turned on.
He laughed, as he took off his clothes and tossed them on the other bed. He walked slowly, his erection obvious, and opened the bathroom door quietly. He could hear her in the bathtub, the water cascading over her. Her clothes were on the back of the door. He moved softly to the shower, and taking the curtain in his hand, opened it and stepped in.
"I meant together, doll," he said playfully, stepping forward and pulling her to him. Her hair was wet and fell down her back. He leaned down and kissed her again, letting the water spray her back. He moved his hips closer to her, letting his cock slide against her abdomen, and heard her moan her approval.
She turned to face the shower, pushing her back into him. Vince wrapped his arms around her, under her arms and raised them to cup her breasts. She raised her hands high as he began kissing her neck, cradling his head, as she gave him her neck. He bit her neck teasingly as his fingers lightly pinched her nipples making her moan yet again, the sound echoing in the small room making it even more erotic.
He pressed his hips into her, his cock sliding up her back between her ass cheeks. She moved her hips, gyrating against him, letting his cock stroke against her smooth, wet ass invitingly.
His hands were more forceful, holding her breasts, squeezing them as he continued nibbling on her neck. Both of them were gasping, their body heat hotter than the water in the shower. Vince imagined that the steam was generated by their bodies. He slowly slid a hand down her abdomen, lower and lower, his fingers tickling and teasing until he reached the cleft between her legs. He didn't feel any pubic hair at all and realized she was shaved bare.
Jenn was trembling in his arms as his fingertips teased over her clit, slowly touching it, caressing it, circling it. His hand dipped even deeper for a moment, sliding between her wet lips, and sliding just a little inside her. Jenn was like a little firecracker, her need was so demanding. She twisted and turned against him, pushing her hips into him, opening her knees wider and wider to encourage his every touch.
He grabbed her and pushed her to the back of the shower, well out of the water, and forced her against the wall. He put his hand on her throat, lightly choking her as she watched him, panting excitedly. Her hands moved to his wrist, holding it, but not stopping him. He lifted her leg with his free hand, putting it on the edge of the tub.
She licked her lips in excitement as she watched Vince turn and watch her pussy as his fingers continued their exploration. She couldn't look down to watch, only feel what he was doing and watch the lustful expression on his face.
Vince swirled his fingers over her mound, enjoying the smoothness and letting her know he liked her smooth like this. He licked his lips, imaging her taste as he swirled his fingertip over her clit, around and around, teasingly. She was panting, her legs shaking with excitement. They locked eyes for a moment as he slid a solitary finger into her, pushing deeply. Her eyes half closed and her mouth opened a little in obvious enjoyment.
Every breath she took was a little moan of approval and her eyes closed completely when his finger pushed deeply once more, his palm rubbing her clit. At first he ground his palm against her, pressing into her clit, wiggling his finger a deep inside her pussy. The he slid out and began thrusting two fingers inside, letting his palm slap against her clit, again and again, harder and deeper.
"Oh God," she whispered, barely able to make a coherent word, but it sounded like a yell in the tiny room.
"You like that, baby? Huh? Do you like how I fuck your pretty little pussy?" he said, emphasizing his words with deep thrusts.
She opened her eyes and looked at him, begging him with her eyes to make her cum.
He brought his fingers up to his mouth, licking and sucking them while she watched helplessly. "Mmmm, you taste good," he moaned. He dropped his hand again and pushed it deep inside her pussy again, slowly. His fingers curled, pressing against her g-spot, making her body tremble.
He lifted his hand again, putting his wet fingers in front of her face, and pushed his fingers into her mouth. "Suck, doll. See how good you taste?" He fucked her mouth with his fingers, making sure she licked them clean. Then he released her neck and stepped back.
"It want it from the source," he whispered, dropping to his knees and pressing his face between her still-spread legs. He slipped his arms between her legs and cupped her ass, squeezing it, pulling her pussy into his waiting mouth. Her hands went to his head, holding him, entwining in his hair as she rode him, barely able to keep her balance.
His tongue pushed into her pussy, trying to go as deeply as it could, curling and swirling. He could taste her now, and relished it, needed it. And he wanted more.
She was moaning more loudly above him, moving her pussy with him, encouraging more and more contact. She wanted to fuck his face. She needed to cum so badly. She pulled his hair, grinding into his mouth as he moved his right arm and hand further forward... moving it closer... "Oh God," she moaned as she felt his thumb push into her ass. She thought her legs would completely buckle, but he pushed her shoulders into the wall and held her with his strong arms.
His thumb pushed deep as his tongue swirled over her over-heated clit and then began fingering her ass. He could feel her muscles clench as the first orgasm hit, but he wasn't going to stop there. Her moans and panting almost became a constant wail as he continued to assault her, driving her absolutely mad with pleasure.
He eased from between her legs and she nearly fell, slumping into the tub, but he helped her stand.
"Oh my God," she whispered, falling into his arms. She felt him still hard between them and backed up, her hands encircling his shaft. "God I love this cock... and the man it's attached to." She fell towards him again, kissing him and pushing him under the spray of water again.
He laughed as they both got wet again and cleaned up hastily. She suddenly turned the water off and grabbed towels from the rack, helping to dry herself and him off. "Hurry," she urged, grabbing his cock and pulling him out of the bathroom to the beds with it as a leash. She turned him and pushed him onto the bed, quickly following him.
Jenn lay against him, her breasts pressing into his chest as she slipped a leg between his and brought her lips up to kiss him. Vince wrapped his arms around her, pulling her towards him. He could feel the hardness of her nipples and the wetness of her pussy as she lay against him.
Her hand kept its contact and started lovingly stroking his cock even as she tilted her head up to kiss him again, her tongue pressing into his mouth.
"I've been waiting for this for so long," she whispered, laying her head on his chest again. She stroked him, watching her hand making him harder and harder as she listened to his heart beat and breathing. It was so comforting feeling him against her, so perfect. His cock was throbbing and she knew she was exciting him. She loved exciting him.
"I know what else you've been waiting for," he said smiling a little and stroking her hair.
She giggled a little, almost embarrassed. She turned and kissed his chest, hoping that he really did know, and a little scared that he probably did.
"You didn't think I'd forget, did you?"
"No," she whispered, even more embarrassed. "I kinda wished you did, though," she giggled.
He sighed in pleasure. "You know if you keep touching me like that, you'll drive me crazy. And you know what that means."
"Mmhmm," she giggled, stroking him faster, watching the head become deeper read, engorged with blood, ready for her. "That means I've distracted you," she giggled.
He grunted, his hips shaking a little. "Grrr", he growled, pulling her hair to pull her away from him. He slid to the edge of the bed and stood, moving to the chair in the corner of the room. He turned and sat down.
"Come here," he commanded softly. She looked at him questioningly, excited and scared. "Come... here," he said more forcefully.
She giggled shyly, moving to the edge of the bed and standing. His eyes followed her every move, scanning up and down her beautifully naked body. She almost felt like she should cover herself, almost shy that she was naked in front of him, even after all that had happened so far.
"Wait," he said, stopping her so that she stood in front of him. "I want to look at you," he said softly, his eyes intense. She watched his gaze fall on her breasts as they rose and fell with every breath. She could feel her nipples harden, aching for his lips to caress them. She suppressed a strong urge to cover them, wanting him to desire every inch of her body.
He sat forward in the chair, his hand reaching out to slowly caress her breasts, his fingertips circle her nipples. She closed her eyes for a moment as the pleasure and fear grew intense. She felt his fingers move lower, onto her stomach, making her yelp in ticklish agony. She remembered his forcefulness from the shower, contrasting it with his extreme gentleness now. It was... intoxicating.
His fingertips traced lower, onto her mons, where he circled slowly.
"Did you do this for me?" he asked, whispering, his eyes never leaving her beautiful pussy.
She shivered. "Yes."
"Mmmm," he said softly, his fingers touching her gently. "I'm very pleased you did. I love when you do things to please me."
She shivered. She would do anything to please him. And she knew he would do the same.
He slid his fingers over her labia, barely touching her. She was so wet, her pussy so sensitive, that she nearly orgasmed from his light touch.



He looked into her eyes again, his fingers still lightly touching her. "I know what you want. Does that scare you or excite you?"
"A little of both," she said, shaking.
"Good. Because I'm going to give it to you and I want you to fully experience it." He sat back in the chair again. "You want to do things that please me, right?"
She licked her lips excitedly. "Yes," she whispered.
"Lay across my lap," he ordered.
She moved nervously, embarrassed and excited all at once, and bent over his lap, her ass fully exposed to him. She could feel his cock against her hip and stomach, hard and full. Suddenly she felt his hand on her ass and she jumped.
He smiled, although she couldn't see it. Her ass was perfection, so beautiful. His hand caressed it and squeezed it a moment, loving it. "Now count, doll," he said, swatting her cheek.
She jumped. "One," she said nervously.
He could feel her excitement, her need for this and swatted her again.
"Two."
Every swat came more easily. Her ass grew more beautifully pink as time passed and her voice became more shaky. He wondered if she'd cum simply by getting spanked. He could see her wetness, could feel it drip beneath her on his lap. It didn't take long for her to start reaching back, almost begging him to stop, but she didn't say a thing and simply kept counting.
He grabbed her wrist and pushed her arm away, then grabbed her hair, forcing her head back, as she groaned.
"You want more, don't you?"
She was crying a little, but moaned out a whispered "yes!"
"Good girl," he whispered and began swatting her more. Her count grew and grew and she wondered when he was going to stop. Every nerve in her body was on fire with desire. Pleasure and pain coursed through her, driving her closer and closer to orgasm.
Just when she thought she could take no more, he stopped. He stroked her ass, feeling how hot it was. She was shaking with need, burning with desire for him.
"Up," he said simply and she pulled herself off her lap, standing again. She brought her hands to her own behind, feeling how hot it was to her touch. She looked at him, smugly smiling, so proud of himself, and shook her head jumping into his lap. She pushed herself against him, falling into a deep, passionate kiss as his arms encircled her.
She pushed her pussy into him, feeling his hardness slide between her wet lips, sliding back and forth rapidly, her lips never leaving his. She was gasping into his mouth as she moved her body to let him enter her, rapidly forcing him deep inside her.
"Damn," Vince gasped, feeling her pussy clench his cock again and again as her hips moved up and back. She was breathing heavily in his mouth, wildly kissing him at the same time. Vince wanted to fuck her, to be in control of her, but she was too wild to stop.
She put her hands on his chest and sat up, bouncing on his hardness. Vince thrust up every time she thrust downwards, trying to bury himself as fully as he could. He felt her pussy clench, felt her orgasm hit as she stopped bouncing for a minute, but he kept thrusting, driving her mad. Her orgasm seemed to last forever before she started bouncing yet again.
He watched her breasts rise and fall delightfully and he bent forward, trying to capture them in his mouth. When he locked a nipple, her hand moved behind his head, cradling him as she bounced more forcefully. He bit her nipple, making her moan loudly.
He was so close. It wouldn't take much more. And she was going to keep going until he came, no matter how many orgasms she had in the meantime.
"Fuck," he moaned.
"Yes... fuck... me!" she answered, driving him deeper.
That was all it took as every fiber in his body was searing hot and he felt himself pouring into her body.
After they rested a little while they got cleaned up again and went out for dinner. It was such a good, relaxing, fun night, just being together. They had so much in common every moment seemed to fit perfectly.
They went to bed as the moon rose high in the sky, so tired from such a long day, but so sad to see it end. She moved into him, holding him tightly, letting his body warm hers as she fell fast asleep.
Vince awoke early, surprisingly. He normally like sleeping in when he had nothing specific to do. But this morning was different. He felt refreshed and alive, ready to start the day before the sun even crested the horizon. He glanced at the clock on the side table... 5:14am.
He felt Jenn shift in his arms and pulled her tightly to him, his arms encircling her. His left arm stroked the soft skin of her back and shoulders, moved up to stroke her hair. He loved her so much. She was just... perfect.
His fingertips traced down her arm to her elbow and to her back again, trailing lower and lower. He touched her hip and grazed over her ass cheek remembering how beautiful it looked. He gripped behind her knee and pulled her leg up onto his thigh and stroked it. His fingers slid to the back of her leg, teasing the soft flesh of her inner thigh.
He felt her move a little and wondering if she was having a hot dream because of what he was doing.
Slowly, trying not to wake her, his fingers moved lower until they were barely touching her labia, and stroked up and down. Her pussy was soft and wet again, exciting him, as a solitary finger touched between, piercing her, slightly entering her.
"Mmmm," she whispered, waking up. "You, mister, have an incredible touch."
"Yeah?" he asked pushing his finger a little deeper.
She smiled. "Oh yeah. Can I have more? Something... bigger?" she giggled.
He knew she was probably blushing and knew exactly what she wanted. He turned them over, sliding on top of her. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him into her. He felt his cock at her entrance and barely slid it inside, just letting the head in.
"Mmm," she moaned. "Yes! That's exactly what I want."
He pushed himself into her slowly, inch by inch, sliding a little more in and then pulling back again teasingly. He moved slowly, burying himself completely in her then lay over her, his face directly over hers. In the dim light he could see her beautiful face, a face he's adored forever, a face he wanted to stare at until his dying day.
He fucked her slowly, grinding his hips into her as she pushed back. He felt her body completely against his, every move they made perfectly, lovingly synchronized. He kissed her as he continued fucking her, his hips gyrating slowly, pushing, pulling, dancing against her pussy. He felt her body responding, heard her panting breaths, felt her loving embrace as they both came.
*****
They ate a quick, small breakfast at the hotel then began packing. It was time to leave the hotel and move on. They joked and laughed, happy to have this time together at last.
Vince checked out, packed up the car and they were on the road again. Back on the interstate they seemed to drive forever again before exiting. Only a few more miles he thought as he held her hand, squeezing it tightly so she knew he was thinking about her.
He saw the red Honda Civic in the driveway as he pulled in and sighed. Their time was over and it made him a little sad. Jenn kissed him, opened the door and walked into the house as he watched.
Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the suitcase still in the back seat and got it out. Slowly, uncertainly, he walked to the front door, not sure what to expect.
The inner door was open, leaving only the screen door blocking the entrance. He opened it without knocking, hearing voices inside.
"Daddy!" a young girl yelled, running towards him.
"Hi pumpkin!" he smiled. He'd been gone for work for two whole weeks. "How's my favorite girl?"
"Good. Becky and her dad are in the kitchen with Mom and Grandma, getting ready to leave."
"Did you have fun with Becky and Grandma?"
"Yeah, she and her daddy picked me up from school and she spent the night. Grandma got mad at us, though, because we stayed up all night. She has to go somewhere today, though. Grandma was worried because you and mommy were late."
"Sorry, baby. But we're home now," he smiled, hugging her. I smiled at my wife, Jenn, my mother-in-law, and Greg, Becky's dad as they walked into the living room, ready to leave.
I shook Greg's hand as he and Becky walked past us.
"I hope you two had a good night," he said. "I wish I could get away with my wife every now and then. It's so hard with the kids and all."
I smiled and nodded. Yeah, sometimes you just have to practically run away for a night.
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Harem
I thrust into my girlfriend, Rebecca, who lay on the bed below me, moaning softly. Her hands were tied together, hooked to the headboard over her head and her legs were splayed wide around me. My face hovered directly over hers, our noses nearly touching, my left hand steadying me while my right hand was at her throat, lightly choking her. She loved being choked while I fucked her.
"God, you feel so good," I whispered, slightly squeezing her throat as I pulled back and thrust in again, harder, slapping our bodies together.
"Yesssss," she hissed, closing her eyes. She also loved being fucked hard.
It was just after dinner and I thought we could use a little private time together. Rebecca had a daughter who seemed to constantly be around, so we had to get it when we could. And I was always so fucking horny, wanting it all the time. So any time alone we got, I was asking to have sex.
Luckily, Rebecca was really into sex, too, so she very rarely said no. She had divorced her idiot husband three years ago, when he ran out on them, nearly taking everything they had with him. They lived very frugally, barely scraping by for the next few years.
They were just getting back on their feet when I met her and we hit it off right away. Having money problems and being burned from her ex so badly, left a sour taste in her mouth for men, so she hadn't been too happy to date for the longest time.
That meant she hadn't had much sex in the past three years. I was trying to help her make up for the difference.
She was so near her orgasm when I stopped thrusting, smiling down at her because of the control I held over her right now. Her eyes were begging me to make her cum. Sweat beaded her face and she was licking her lips in desperation, but I just smiled.
"No please! No... don't stop... don't stop!" she begged me.
"First thing's first," I said softly, untying her arms, separating them. I took the rope and pulled each arm down along her sides, tying the ropes to the footboard bed posts. I watched her, panting as I slowly bound her. Then I slid a rope through the D-ring of the cuff around her left ankle and pulled her leg up and over her head, tying her ankle to the headboard bed post. She was spread wide open as I tied the other ankle the same way.
I then grabbed a ball gag and blindfold from the top of the dresser and put them on her. She was breathing even harder now, anticipating what I was going to do to her. I just finished putting the gag in her mouth when there was a small rap at the door. She looked up at me, scared.
"Mom?" Jenn, Rebecca's daughter asked through the door."
"Yeah Jenn," I replied, knowing Rebecca was... indisposed... and smiling down at her deviously. She shifted in her bonds, but was unable to move.
"I just wanted you guys to know that my friend Diane is over and we're going upstairs."
"Ok, no problem," I said, wondering a little about what they were going to be doing. Of course I had perverted thoughts about something that was likely to be very innocent. But my mind worked like that sometimes. Especially where those two eighteen year old gorgeous girls were involved.
Jenn had been very withdrawn since the divorce. It traumatized her in the most influential of her teen years, and at fifteen decided she wasn't going to get burned by evil boys. In the years to follow, she never had a boyfriend and had gotten closer to her friends at school, often out running with them. Some of them I'd met, a few that were very bad influences on her, trying to get her in trouble.
But Diane was different. Her parents were good people, her mom a grade-school teacher, her dad a doctor. Jenn and Diane seemed to hit it off well and had spent the past few months together as best friends. So it really wasn't strange that they were going up to Jenn's room.
Anyway, I grabbed a vibrator from the top of the dresser and moved onto the bed between Rebecca's spread legs. I turned on the little vibrator and lightly laid it on her clit as I pushed between her wet lips. She turned her blind-folded head to the side, letting out a little grunt as I pushed in deep.
Her body twisted and turned in it's bonds as I continued slowly fucking her until she came in a wonderful orgasm, breathing hard and sweating from the extreme exertion I was putting her through.
I lay the vibrator on her abdomen, still turned on, to tease her more as I got off the bed.
"Time for a little break," I whispered, kissing her foot.
I slipped on my robe, tying it loosely around me, and walked out of the room, moving down the hall towards the bathroom. Slipping inside, I cleaned up a little and took a piss. Just as I got out of the bathroom, however, I had the strangest desire to go see what the girls were up to. I walked quietly up the stairs and down the hall to Jenn's room.
I expected to hear girlish giggles and loud music, punctuated with sounds of loud dancing, but the room seemed quiet enough. I could hear music playing, as I neared the door, but nothing very loud. I pressed my ear closer and heard low voices. Suddenly I thought I heard a moaning grunt, but couldn't be sure it wasn't just my imagination.
I thought about what I could do to see what was going on, going through the repercussions of being wrong and getting caught spying, and determined I could probably just peek in the door without getting caught. I even grabbed my cell phone, thinking I could record a little of what I saw.
I slowly and slightly twisted the door knob and pushed the door open an inch. From what little I could see, I could tell the girls were on the bed, but not much more than that. I could hear a popular song come on the CD player and decided I was just being silly, when I heard a question that would instantly make me hard.
"Does that feel good?" Diane asked.
"Yeah," Jenn replied, gasping a little. "Right there... oh, God, yeah. Little circles... oooh."
I activated the video recorder on my phone and quietly pushed the door open further. I stood in the door way, fully visible to them if they'd just look, filming them. I stood just watching them, shocked and completely turned on by the scene.
Jenn was laying back on the bed with Diane sitting beside her. Jenn's t-shirt was pulled up over her breasts and her bra was pulled below them, exposing her nipples. Her fingers and hands were lightly toying with them as she watched Diane playing with her pussy. Diane's fingers were slowly circling her clit as her gaze moved from Jenn's pussy to her face. Jenn wasn't wearing shorts or panties, her knees bent and separated, giving Diane full access to her wetness.
Diane was topless, her t-shirt and bra tossed aside on the floor. Her shorts were also there, but she was evidently wearing panties.
"You're so wet," Diane whispered, absently licking her lips.
"That's cause you're fucking gonna make me cum," Jenn hissed softly.
"Yeah? Good!"
Another moment passed before the two realized I was in the room.
"Oh my God," Diane said, pulling her hand away and pulling her legs into her chest, her hands crossing over her body, covering her naked torso. She looked at me as if she was going to cry.
"Fuck," Jenn said, throwing a cover over her body and trying to hide beneath it. "God, Vince, don't you knock?"
I held the camera locked on them. "I don't think you want to use that for your defense," I said. "Not after what I just saw."
"Turn that off, Vince! Please!" Jenn looked desperate and scared.
"Do you realize how despicable you're acting?" I asked, then turned off the video, closing my phone. "I'm going to talk to your mothers."
"No... no... please don't," both girls begged, starting to cry.
"You're asking me to not tell about this? You've gotta be kidding me," I laughed. "This is... disgusting! How long have you two been fucking?"
"This was the first time we... we...," Diane said quickly.
Jenn interrupted. "We haven't done anything like this before. Just kissed a little and... stuff. Please Vince," she begged. "I'll do anything you want... I'll wash your car forever... I'll do your laundry... I'll give you my allowance... anything! Please!"
"Jeez, Jenn. I don't want your money. I'm not trying to blackmail you. I just want to do the right thing... you need to learn a lesson from this," I said, crossing my hands in front of me defiantly. "How else can I do that than to have your parents punish you?"
The girls looked down, shaking their heads, sobbing.
"I don't know," Jenn sobbed. "I just..."
I walked over and stood by the bed. "Maybe... maybe we can do something." They looked up hopefully. "I mean, it's not like anything really bad happened yet. Maybe..."
"Maybe what?" Diane asked, hopeful.
"I dunno... maybe... maybe I can punish you and we won't have to involve your parents. But I dunno..." I said looking up and shaking my head. "I don't know if that'll be enough."
"That'll probably work," Diane said. She looked so cute with hope in her young eyes.
"Ok... as long as you both agree to do everything I say. I mean it. This won't work unless you do and if you're not punished, I'll be forced to tell your parents."
"I say yes," Diane said, looking at Jenn to convince her to follow along.
Jenn looked down, apparently thinking about the deal.
"Look," I said. "Rebecca is probably wondering what's taking me so long. She's bound to just come up here herself."
"Ok, ok," Jenn agreed quickly.
"Good. As the guest in this house, Diane, you're going to help me punish Jen first." The girls looked at each other, wondering why Diane was favored so much. "First of all, come out from under the blanket, Jenn." Jen hesitantly pulled the blanket away from her body, covering herself with her hands. "Diane, lift her shirt back up." Diane looked at me, surprised by the request. "I said, lift her shirt up again. Don't make me repeat myself."
Diane sat up on her knees and leaned over, grabbed Jenn's shirt and lifted it above Jenn's breasts again. Diane's breasts were impressive themselves and they bobbed as she worked Jenn's shirt.
"Touch her nipples," I told Diane. She looked at me even as her hand moved to gently cup Jenn's breast. Hesitantly, she slid her palm against the nubile flesh, slightly squeezing it. "Pinch them."
Jenn groaned as Diane pinched both of her nipples simultaneously. "I'm sorry, Jenn," Diane pleaded. "It's not me."
"Jenn, spread your legs," I ordered. She just looked at me, trying to figure out what I was going to do and trying to defy me. "Ok, Diane, pinch her nipples again." Jenn groaned loudly, quickly spreading her legs.
Jenn's pussy was damp, shiny with her fluids. I knew Diane had done a good job of getting her excited before I interrupted them. Her pussy was nearly bare and beautifully shaped. I imagined the things I'd be doing to it soon.
I grabbed the knot of the belt holding my robe and untied it, pulling it from around me. I handed it to Diane who held it tentatively. "Tie her hands together and to the headboard."
"No... no... you're not tying my hands together," Jenn said defiantly, scooting back from Diane, towards the headboard.
Diane looked at me, wondering what to do. "Take charge, Diane. Tie her hands to the headboard or I'll have to tell your parents. Don't let Jenn ruin your life."
Diane looked back at Jenn, with a more determined look in her eyes. She grabbed one of Jenn's arms forcefully. She wrapped a bit of the belt around that arm, then reached for the other arm. Jenn had backed up enough that Diane had to sit on her stomach in order to reach her other arm.
"No, Diane!" Jenn pleaded.
"Shut up!" Diane yelled at her, grabbing her other arm. "My parents will kill me." She wrapped the belt around the other arm, binding them together. Pushing them over Jenn's head, she fastened them easily to the headboard, securing them.
"Very nice, Diane. You're doing wonderfully. Turn around now."
Diane swiveled around on Jenn's stomach, now facing towards her feet. Jenn bucked a little, but couldn't dislodge Diane. "Like this?"
"Yeah, that's perfect." I moved onto the bed, sitting between Jenn's legs. "I think you should show me what you were doing when I came in. Put your hand on her pussy."
Diane gulped, but did as I commanded. Tentatively, her fingers caressed Jenn's delicate flesh, slowly circling her clit. Jenn quickly closed her legs, trying to keep Diane's fingers away. Without my prompting, Diane reached behind her and pinched Jenn's nipple, making the girl whimper again.
"Open your legs, Jenn," she commanded. Jenn quickly complied and Diane slipped her hand back down again, sliding a finger between her pussy lips. "There you go," Diane told her.
"Now you're getting the hang of it," I laughed softly. "Show me what you were doing."
Diane circled a finger around Jenn's clit, occasionally dipping it further into her pussy to pick up her juices to lubricate it.
"Keep circling it... right there... on her clit..." I said. Jenn was twisting and turning her body, the pleasure driving her crazy. She couldn't seem to speak, just exhale and grunt. "She likes it."
"Yeah, she does," Diane said, excitedly.
"Put a finger inside her. She'll like that too." Diane slid her index finger down and into Jenn's pussy as the girl grunted yet again. "Move it around a little... that's right. Feel how tight she is?"
"Wow... it feels so strange... so fucking hot and wet."
"You're definitely turning her on. Put in two fingers," I told her, leaning a little closer. My robe fell open, exposing my hardness.
Diane looked at it, scared and fascinated. "That's supposed to fit in here?"
I wrapped my fingers around my shaft and stroked its length, making it even harder. "Oh yeah... and it will be in there soon." I watched as Diane slowly stroked her fingers in and out of Jenn's wet pussy, the sucking sounds were an incredible turn-on. "Finger her harder... slapping your palm into her clit. I want you to act like it's me slamming my cock into her hard and fast."
Diane smiled at me and then slammed her fingers hard into Jenn's pussy, her palm slapping hard against her clit. Jenn moaned loudly, suddenly expelling the air from her lungs. Without pausing, Diane repeated it, moving faster and faster, slapping Jenn's pussy as she probed deeper and deeper.
Jenn tried closing her legs to reduce the sensations, but Diane grabbed one of her legs and held them apart. She was certainly enjoying herself.
I stroked myself faster now, my cock very, very hard. I kept myself away from cumming, but it was difficult. "Don't you just love the power you have over her? The level of total control?" I asked, sliding closer and running a hand over her breast. "Stop fingering her for a second."
Diane stopped, wondering what was going to happen, keeping her fingers buried deep in Jenn's pussy. Jenn twisted and turned, trying to keep the sensations going, trying to cum. "Don't stop... please..." she begged.
"See what I mean? Total control..."
Diane smiled, devilishly, and started fingering her victim again.
"I think we're going to make some changes around here," I whispered to her as Diane started thrusting faster and harder again. Within seconds Jenn orgasmed, nearly bucking Diane off her in her passionate throes.
Diane stopped when the sensations seemed too much for Jenn, pulling her soaked hand from the teen's gushing pussy. I got off the bed and walked over to Jenn's dresser, opening the top drawers. I found her panty hose and pulled out a pair. I handed them to Diane.
"Tie her feet to the footboard. I want to show you something."
Diane got off the bed, noticing my erection throbbing behind my open robe. She wrapped the hose around Jenn's ankles tightly and tied them to the footboard. Jenn looked at us with glassy eyes, a little scared, but very turned on. I grabbed the top of Diane's arm and led her towards the door. She tried to stop and grab her clothes, but I continued to pull her.
"Come on. You won't need those," I said. I led her out the door and down the stairs.
"What about Jenn's mom?" Diane asked, looking around, scared, covering herself with her free hand.
"Don't worry about her right now," I replied smiling. I walked her all the way to the master bedroom and looked right at her as I opened the door. At first, she was looking at me, but then the light caught her eye and she looked into the room. Shock was the first thing to register on her face, seeing Rebecca all trussed up and doubled over on the bed. Then curiosity hit her. She looked back at me and I tilted my head, inviting her inside.
I followed her as she walked over to the bed. Rebecca still lay with the vibrator running low on her abdomen. She barely moved her head at all as she wondered what was happening. Blindfolded, she couldn't see a thing and we barely made a sound.
"Rebecca, dear, I have a something for you." I walked Diane over to the foot of the bed, where Rebecca's exposed and wet pussy lay wide open to us. I took Diane's hand in my own and stroked it down Rebecca's leg, slowly moving towards her wetness.
Rebecca shuddered with frustration, wondering what was happening. I brought Diane's hand down onto Rebecca's pussy, sliding it over and around, getting the entire area wet with Rebecca's juices.
"She's so wet," Diane said, making Rebecca freeze and listen. She grunted, as if asking me who this was.
"You have a new playmate, Rebecca, and she's going to play for a while. You'll indulge her every wish, won't you?" Rebecca slowly shook her head in protest. "Now, now, you'll do as I command." I walked up beside the bed, my hand moving up her body until it rest on her breast, my fingers encircling her nipple. "This lovely little girl want's to play and learn and you'll let her. In fact you'll help her," I said softly, squeezing her nipple. Rebecca winced and screamed into her gag a second before shaking her head in agreement.
"That works wonders," Diane giggled. "I'll have to remember that."
"Yes you will," I smiled. "You may be feeling it soon. These two can be a bit strong willed, but I don't know about you just yet. From now on, you are our little playmate, expected to come over and have any fun that you want or that we want. You're allowed to demand just about anything you want of them. But... you are my slave like they are... or in Jenn's case, will soon be. You all do what I demand."
Diane looked at me, smiling. "I... get to do whatever I want?"
"Yep... anything."
"With... Rebecca, too?" she asked looking over my girlfriend's exposed, lovely body, her hand tracing a line back up and down her thigh. Rebecca was definitely a gorgeous woman with an incredible body. Her nipples were long and hard, her skin flushed with excitement.
"Mmhmm... Rebecca, too. I want you to come over every day for the next two weeks so I can train you."
"Definitely," she responded quickly. She licked her lips and looked at me with anticipation and shyness. "Can I... play... now?"
I laughed. "That's exactly why I brought you here. You have fun with Rebecca. Anything you want. I'm going to play with Jenn for a while. I'll be back in a little bit."
Diane's hand immediately dropped to Rebecca's pussy and circled her clit teasingly. "Her pussy is so much bigger than Jenn's," she said eagerly. She pushed a finger inside. "I can barely feel any resistance."
"Maybe you should see how far you can go. Put another finger in her," I commanded, taking my robe off and tossing it aside. I was now completely naked.
Diane's attention was now divided, between looking at my large cock and Rebecca's overheated pussy. I backed away towards the door, listening and watching Diane for a few more seconds.
"I wonder how many fingers you can take," the girl said, pushing in a third finger. "Oh my god, even more than three!" she said gleefully.



I opened the door and walked back up the stairs to Jenn's room. "Jenn, my dear," I said as I entered. She was looking at me, scared. My hand was stroking my shaft as I approached the bed. "Time for you to learn your lesson."
I grabbed her hips and turned her over, then sat on the bed next to her. She wiggled beneath me, begging for me to just let her go.
"Remember, my dear. I'm supposed to be punishing you," I laughed, raising my hand and bringing it down on her exposed ass. She yelled out softly in pain.
I smiled, as I continued raining blows down on her ass, telling her about her new place in the house.
"You will now obey everything I tell you. Repeat it," I commanded.
"No!" she said, still defiantly.
My hand rain down on her again and again.
"You will obey every command!" A few blows more and she agreed with me, whimpering. Her ass was very red.
I placed my finger between her legs, easily finding her pussy, and pushed it inside her. I slowly thrust and twisted it, fingering her.
"When you're a bad girl and don't do as I say, you will be punished. But when you do as I say, you will be rewarded."
Jenn groaned with excitement as I quickly and easily brought her to orgasm.
After an hour of punishment and pleasure, of telling Jenn the way her life was going to be from now on, I turned her over and untied her legs. Spreading them, I knelt between them and moved closer to her, my cock sitting at her entrance.
She looked up at me, her skin wet with sweat, her face a mixture of excitement, pain, and anticipation. I held my cock in my hand and watched as she looked down at it, her breath catching in her throat. She gasped as I touched the head to her pussy, swirling it around her wetness, sliding it along her clit.
"And now for my first command..."
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"Daddy?" Mackenzie said as Andrew got out of the shower. It was his third shower today. Mackenzie just had to... to... fuck. All the time. He was having a hard time keeping up with her, but he also couldn't say no. Every time he tried, that damn bear would say even the most innocent thing... and he'd be instantly horny.
"Yeah, pumpkin," he said through the open doorway as he dried off.
"Samantha and Alexis want me to go on a trip with them. To a cabin," she said.
"And Samantha and Alexis are...?"
"They're my friends, daddy. From the neighborhood by mom and school," she said.
"A trip? For how long?"
"Just a long weekend," she said. "It's in the woods and has a jacuzzi, a lake for swimming and boating, and trails for hiking. There's even a really neat state park nearby that has a cave and waterfalls." She was bouncing up and down she was so excited. "Samantha's mom rented it for us."
"Can you... you know... do that?" I asked. "I mean... with your... condition? I mean it seems like you have to, you know, do it, like, five times a day or something."
She nodded quickly. "I think I can if I stay busy. Besides, I'll take the Daddy Buddy Bear to keep me company."
Andrew was a little relieved that she'd take the Daddy Buddy Bear with her. At least then he could somewhat keep an eye on her. "No boys, right? You're not just going to go down there to fuck a bunch of boys."
"No daddy... never," she said, shaking her head.
"This weekend?" he asked. It was Wednesday already. The weekend was fast approaching.
"Yeah, we'll leave early Friday morning and come back on Monday," she said. "They want to stay over Thursday night so we can leave early. Is that ok, too?"
Andrew had to admit, he was very nervous to have people in the house. The relationship he'd developed with Mackenzie was not something he could share with the world. And if something happened on Thursday night and she couldn't stop herself... it would be devastating.
"I don't know, pumpkin," he said, walking out of the bathroom with the towel wrapped around his waist. Mackenzie was leaning against the wall in the hallway, just outside the door. "I'm not comfortable having other people in the house right now."
"We'll just be down in the basement," she said, almost begging him. "We'll be quiet as mice. I promise. You won't even know we're there. And we're leaving like at 6:00am, so we'll be gone before you even wake up."
Andrew stood there, just thinking about it. Truth be told, he was scared about their relationship being discovered, but he was also scared about having Mackenzie gone for so long. They'd become so close lately.
"Please, please, please," Mackenzie bounced up and down, begging him.
"Ok... ok... yes," he said, giving in against his better judgement. "You can go on the trip. And you can have your friends over. Make sure your mom knows you're going."
Mackenzie bounced over to him, hugged him, and kissed him on the lips. "I will. Thanks daddy!" She was so damn excited. She backed away from him a little and slid a finger over the towel, all along his hard length.
"Daddy's still hard," she whispered, giggling.
*****
Andrew didn't even think about the trip again, much, until the doorbell rang at about 10:00pm Thursday night. Mackenzie excitedly bounced down the stairs from her bedroom to the front door and let her friends inside. He stood as they came in the door. Samantha was tall, about 5'7", blonde with purple highlights in her hair. Her body looked really nice through her t-shirt and jeans.
Alexis was shorter, only about 5'2", and brunette. She looked pretty average for a girl her age and her breasts didn't really tent her spaghetti-strapped shirt.
"Hi girls," Andrew said, smiling.
"This is my dad," Mackenzie said. "Dad, this is Samantha and Alexis."
"Hi Mr. Jeffries," they said at the same time.
"Thanks for letting us stay over... and for letting Mackenzie come on the trip," Samantha said, smiling.
"No, of course, that's just fine," he said. "I hope you have a good time."
"We're down in the basement," Mackenzie told them, leading them to the stairwell. She'd already prepared the basement for them, pulling out the bed from the one couch and carrying down pillows and blankets. I knew she'd also brought the Daddy Buddy Bear down with them.
"I probably won't be seeing you guys leave tomorrow," he said. "So you be safe."
"We will daddy," Mackenzie said, slipping into her more... inappropriate... name for me. But either the other girls didn't hear her or they didn't care. They all just filed down the stairs and closed the door behind them.
He sat in the living room, reading his book for about another hour, before he decided to go to bed. He reached over to the light stand beside him and grabbed the Daddy Buddy Bear glasses, then walked upstairs. He slowly got ready for bed and then slipped into bed.
It was only about 11:30pm when he first slipped the glasses on. He was just wondering how things were going. Suddenly, the scene before him came to life. The bear seemed to be sitting on the floor, facing both couches. All three girls were on the floor, just talking.
"Hiya! I'm Daddy Buddy Bear! It's a perfect day to have some fun!" the bear said and all three girls looked at him. Samantha and Alexis were caught by surprise and jumped a little. Now they were just giggling. Mackenzie looked at the bear with a little more longing, licking her lips and smiling.
"Sorry, it does that sometimes," she said.
The girls just giggled. Alexis had her hand on her heart. "It's ok... but it really surprised the hell out of me."
"Well, I'm glad she did," Mackenzie said, answering some unknown, previous comment. "I haven't seen you two in forever."
"I'm sorry," Alexis said. "I feel like I've been such a bad friend."
"No. It's ok," Mackenzie replied. "I'm the one that moved in with my dad. I mean, no worries. At least we get to catch up now."
"So... how 'bout this," Alexis said. "Remember as kids you liked it when I used to braid your hair?"
"Of course I remember. I used to love it," Mackenzie replied, looking cheerful.
"Alright, why don't you come sit over here." Alexis sat with her back against the couch and tapped the floor between her spread legs. They were all wearing their sleepwear at this point, mostly just long t-shirts, so Andrew could see Alexis' pink panties between her legs.
"Yay!" Mackenzie clapped, moving to sit in front of her friend, facing Daddy Buddy bear.
"Samantha, can you hand me the brush over there?" Alexis asked. Samantha bent over and grabbed the brush from the top of Alexis' suitcase and passed it over. Then Alexis began brushing Mackenzie's hair.
"I'm not hurting you am I?" Alexis asked.
"No, you're good," Mackenzie said. "It actually feels really nice. I haven't been treated like this in a long time." Andrew watched as she her hands slid inside her thighs. Hidden from view of both girls, she slowly slid her finger over her panties, teasing her pussy.
Seeing that the girls were doing ok, just talking, and not wanting this to devolve into something more profane, Andrew slid the glasses off his face. He could feel his desire building, his cock getting hard. He knew the longer he watched them, the more excited and out of control he was going to get.
He laid the glasses on his night stand, turned out the light, and lay down to fall asleep.
*****
He didn't know why, but he woke up again and it was still really dark out. He wondered what woke him, but didn't hear anything, even after sitting for a minute just listening. He looked at the clock and saw that it was just a little after 2:00am.
He didn't want to and he fought the side of himself that wanted to use the glasses again, just to see what the girls were up to. Finally, he reasoned that he had to check to make sure everything was ok. He reached over and grabbed the glasses. He held them, just looking at them, still debating if he should or not. He knew there was a good chance something would go wrong.
It seemed to take a long time before he finally just slid them on his face.
"Hiya! I'm Daddy Buddy Bear! It's a perfect day to have some fun!" the bear announced as the room came into view. There was a light still on in the basement, so they could see something if they woke up at least. It showed that Samantha and Alexis were sleeping on the pullout couch and Mackenzie was sleeping on the other couch.
As he watched, Mackenzie slid to the floor and quickly crawled over to the bear. She slid into his lap and looked right into its eyes... right into Andrew's eyes.
"Hug me if you're my best friend," the bear said, frightening Mackenzie a little.
"Shh," she said, putting her hand over the bear's mouth and looking back to make sure Alexis and Samantha were still asleep. Then she looked back.
"I love you daddy," Mackenzie whispered. She moved a little, adjusting her body so that her pussy was resting on the bear's crotch. Andrew could feel her heat and wetness against his cock, getting him so incredibly hard. She started grinding against him, moaning softly as the vibrations teased her pussy.
"That feels so fucking good," she whispered. Then she lifted off him, her hand going below his line of sight. Andrew couldn't tell what she was doing, but when she lowered her hips again, he could feel her pussy engulfing his cock, burying him deep inside. Her hips then moved faster, grinding into him one minute, then fucking him the next.
"Fuck!" Andrew groaned. His cock was rock hard and all he could do was watch her. "Fuck, you feel good, baby," he moaned.
"Daddy!" Mackenzie moaned a little louder than she should have. Her body was moving rapidly, her panting more rapid. "Yeah, fuck me, daddy!"
While Mackenzie was fucking him, getting so close to her orgasm, Andrew saw movement behind her. Alexis had sat up and was watching Mackenzie, wondering what her friend was doing in the dim light. She was smiling as if she'd discovered some hidden secret... which, she did.
"Fuuuuuck!" Mackenzie moaned, putting her fist into her mouth, trying to silence herself as she came.
Andrew grunted as he felt her pussy convulse on the bear's cock... his cock... her wetness gushing out. He watched Mackenzie smile and kiss him as Alexis get off the couch and moved towards her.
"What'cha doing?" Alexis asked as she knelt down beside Mackenzie. She startled my daughter, who yipped in surprise.
"Oh my God, you scared me," she whispered.
"I bet... So? What'cha doing with your big bear here," she smiled, knowingly.
"Nothing," Mackenzie said quickly, trying to think of something fast. "Sometimes... I just like to hug my bear. It helps me sleep."
"Does it now?" Alexis asked. "Well, it looked to me like you were doing more than hugging it." I could feel Alexis' hand on the bear's chest, sliding down to his crotch. She smiled when she felt the hard plastic cock beneath. "What the fuck!" she said, a little too loud.
"Shhh... don't wake Samantha up!"
"Sorry... but what the fuck is this?" Alexis asked her as she grabbed the bear's cock. God her hand felt so good. Andrew wished she'd jack him off or something. Mackenzie had her orgasm, but he was still a bit away from his own. "Is there a vibrator in this thing or something?"
Mackenzie was trapped. Andrew could see it in her face. "Yes," she said softly. "It does vibrate."
Alexis tapped her arm, trying to shoo her off. Mackenzie backed away as Alexis slid onto the bear's lap, sliding her own pussy against the vibrating cock.
Daddy Buddy Bear giggled. "Your hug tickles me!"
"Let's see if it tickles me, too," Alexis giggled.
"Fuck!" Andrew groaned again as he felt her hot, wet pussy push against the plastic cock. He felt it vibrate and heard her softly moan in surprise.
"Oh my fucking, God!" Alexis said, a little too loud again, looking at Mackenzie. "Why didn't you tell us about this little gem? This is fucking awesome!"
Mackenzie didn't know what to say, so she just stayed quiet. Alexis put her hands on the bear's shoulders as she ground her pussy into him, over and over. Then she moved her hips just right, reached down to move her panties aside, and let the bear's cock slide into her. She moaned as it pushed in deep, the vibrations feeling so delicious.
"Oh my God," Alexis panted, closing her eyes. "His dick feels so good. Just the right size. God, where did you find him?"
"It was a... a gift," Mackenzie said, trying to keep my involvement a secret.
Andrew lifted and lowered his hips on the bed, as if he could fuck Alexis and the girl moaned in time with him. He felt her hand on his face, sliding over his mouth, and watched her suddenly smile.
"Something here, too?" she asked excitedly. She slid off the bear's lap, then lowered him to his back until Andrew was looking at the ceiling. Then she moved forward, putting her pussy on the bear's mouth... his mouth. God, she was so sweet! "Oh my fucking God, his mouth is incredible, too," Alexis whispered hoarsely as she put her weight down even more, pushing the bear's nose into her pussy, practically suffocating Andrew.
Andrew licked and sucked as best he could, trying to please the young woman, trying his best to make her cum for him. He was reveling in her pussy, just as much as he did Mackenzie's.
"Oh my fucking God... that's so good," Alexis moaned. "It feels like a real mouth and tongue on my pussy. How did they do that?" She rocked her hips forward and back a little, sliding her clit over the bear's hard nose a few times, then settled her pussy down once more, pushing it inside her.
"It's a perfect day to have some fun!" the bear said.
Mackenzie grabbed the bottom of her own night shirt and pulled it over her head, tossing it aside, then squirmed out of her panties. Then she moved around until she knelt in front of Alexis, over the top of the bear's head. Andrew watched from below as she leaned forward and kissed her friend, lightly at first, but it quickly became more passionate.
As they kissed, Mackenzie helped Alexis shed her top, too, and Andrew watched their breasts press together as they embraced and kissed, Mackenzie's hands holding her friend's head as she kissed and licked her lips. It was the most erotic sight Andrew had ever seen.
As if in slow motion, Andrew watched Alexis move her hand from Mackenzie's hip and slide it between her legs, touching her pussy for the first time. Mackenzie spread her knees wider, giving Alexis' teasing hand much more room to move. Andrew could just barely see her fingers sliding over Mackenzie's beautiful lips and clit, then one push inside her.
He shuddered with excitement, but the pussy at his mouth still demanded his attention. He moved his arms, wishing as much as he could that he could just touch Alexis' ass and hold her hips. Suddenly his wish felt as if it came true as his hands suddenly held smooth, young, firm flesh, under which the muscle contracted and released in the same time of Alexis' grinding. He was shocked, but he grabbed her ass firmly.
Alexis squealed when she felt the hands, but didn't even think about looking back. Her attention was still caught by Mackenzie as her friend kissed down her neck and chest and started making circles around her hard nipple with her tongue.
"Being friends with you is the best!"
"Oh, fuck, I like friends like you, bear!" Alexis moaned loudly. "Fuck, I'm cumming!" Mackenzie started playing with Alexis' nipples, pinching, rolling, and pulling them, making taking her friend over the edge.
Andrew could feel her gush into his mouth, even if she really wasn't. He didn't understand it, but it felt so incredible feeling her orgasm like that on his face.
"What the fuck are you two doing?" Samantha asked from the bed.
Both Mackenzie and Alexis giggled. "Come over and see," Alexis added. "Mackenzie here brought a little something extra to the sleep-over."
Alexis got off the Daddy Buddy Bear as Samantha came near and knelt down on the ground beside them, the bear now in the middle.
"Why are you two naked?" Samantha asked, looking shocked.
"I think the question is, why are you still clothed?" Alexis giggled, attacking her friend and tickling her. Mackenzie joined in the fray, making Samantha topple to her back, giggling madly.
Andrew couldn't see anything. The bear was simply looking at the ceiling, but he could hear them.
"Hey! That's my shirt!" Samantha giggled as one of the girls pulled it off. Andrew could see it flying through the air to land nearby with the rest of their clothes.
"You don't need it," Alexis laughed. "Right now, you need to be naked."
Samantha giggled madly again as the girls resumed their tickling.
"Now," Alexis said, "we need to introduce you to our guest." She crawled over and grabbed the bear, picking it up and bringing it over to Samantha. Alexis hugged it in front of her, facing Samantha, letting Andrew see Samantha's beautiful body. Her breasts were even nicer than he imagined.
"Caring and sharing are cool!" the bear said, making Alexis and Mackenzie giggle. Samantha then joined them in their inside joke.
"Let's share our new friend with you," Mackenzie said.
Alexis laid the bear on Samantha's stomach and chest. "He wants you to hug him," Alexis said. Andrew was looking at the young woman's chest, the bear's face pressed there as Samantha wrapped her arms around him, giving him a big hug. Her body was so warm and soft, her tits feeling so good pressed against his head.
"Our little friend here has some wonderfully special attachments. Here." Alexis grabbed the bear and lowered his mouth onto Samantha's bare nipple and the vibrations made her giggle. Andrew captured her nipples in his mouth and started licking and sucking it as she moaned.
"Wow... it's... vibrating," Samantha moaned. Her two friends giggled, knowing just what that felt like.
Alexis moved the bear to her other nipple as Samantha cradled it's head, obviously loving how it felt.
"I love to play with friends like you," the bear said, making all three girls giggle.
"Why don't you feel it down... here," Alexis said, dragging the bear down until its face was right against her pussy. She pushed and held it there as Samantha moaned sharply, smiling at the new sensation.
"Oh my God!" Samantha moaned. "Where in the hell..."
"I know, right!" Alexis agreed.
Andrew was again suffocating in another pussy, licking and sucking Samantha as if his life depended on it. His cock was raging hard and he just needed to cum. He wished they'd just let him.
Alexis moved the bear's face around Samantha's pussy, making sure she got a good feel for what it could do. From the new angle, Andrew watched Mackenzie bend down and begin kissing Samantha just as deeply as she had Alexis, her hand grabbing one of Samantha's big breasts and squeezing it.
Andrew grabbed Samantha's thighs to hold him in place and when Alexis realized he was secured in his position, moved up and joined Mackenzie in kissing and playing with Samantha's breasts. She didn't even question how the bear could do such a thing.
Andrew licked and sucked, loving the feel of her pussy against his lips and face. He swiped his tongue over her clit as the girls sucked on Samantha's nipples, making the girl moan and squirm.
"When we play together, happiness happens!" Daddy Buddy Bear said.
Andrew could feel his cock throbbing and knew he needed to get off. He somehow was able to make the bear crawl up so that he was upright, his cock now lined up with Samantha's pussy as he watched them all tease and kiss.
"What the hell?" he said, watching them for a second. "How in the hell is this happening?"
Without another thought, he thrust into her, feeling his cock enter her warmth and tightness, making Samantha grunt loudly. In seconds he was thrusting harder and faster, his hips moving swiftly in his urgency.



The girls looked down at him fucking her and giggled. They didn't even care that it wasn't possible. It seemed that all they cared about was the pleasures that were being generated. They quickly went back to sucking on Samantha's nipples and kissing her.
After another minute, Mackenzie sat up on her knees and began moving. Andrew watched, panting, as his daughter moved over Samantha's face and lowered her pussy onto her waiting mouth. Without hesitating, Samantha started licking her pussy and clit, making Mackenzie moan.
Alexis sat up on her knees so that she could lick Mackenzie's nipples while still reaching Samantha's with her hand.
"Oh my fucking God," Samantha moaned loudly, her orgasm overwhelming her. She came, her body shaking, temporarily forgetting about Mackenzie's pussy.
"Fuck yeah, Samantha!" Alexis cheered.
Andrew could feel her pussy squeezing his cock. He could feel her warm juices gush out over his groin and drip down his legs. It was the best feeling ever.
"The fun lasts long when we all get along," the bear said, giggling in its mechanical voice.
"Oh God," Andrew moaned, closing his eyes for a second. That bear was going to drive him crazy! He moved... the bear moved... behind Alexis, somehow crawling on all fours, grabbing her hips from behind and lifting up to thrust his cock into her as well.
"Oh fuck!" Alexis said and Mackenzie giggled.
It was surreal!
Alexis looked back at him not caring that he was just a stuffed animal, not caring that he was filling her pussy with his cock, fucking her as hard and fast as his little body could. Her eyes were half closed as she became overwhelmed by the pleasure. All she cared about was getting fucked.
"Oh yeah," she moaned. "God, daddy, that feels so good."
Mackenzie moved so that Alexis was between her spread legs and she pulled her friend's face into her pussy. Alexis licked and sucked as Mackenzie moaned. Samantha had sat up, sitting back on one hand, and just watched her friends as she fingered her own pussy, masturbating.
"Everyone is special in their own special way," the bear said, its voice sounding so happy.
"Oh fuck," Andrew grunted, feeling his orgasm starting to overwhelm him. "Oh my God!"
"Let the fun begin!" the bear said, joyfully, just as Andrew came. It felt like a torrent of cum was leaving his balls, spraying out of his cock like a firehose deep inside Alexis.
"Fuck!" Andrew grunted several more times before he relaxed. He could feel the bear fall back on the floor until it was looking up at the ceiling again. Just in view was Alexis' ass and pussy, dripping with his cum. He was panting hard and shook his head slowly. "How is this even possible?"
He grabbed the glasses and pulled them from his face. He shook his head. "That... that bear," he mumbled. "There's something... something wrong." He tried to think, tried to reason through this, but his thinking was muddled with how tired he suddenly became. He passed out, exhausted, falling asleep.
*****
Andrew didn't know what time it was when he woke up again, but it was just beginning to get light outside. The sun would probably be rising above the horizon soon. He got out of bed and looked at the clock. It was 4:30am. The girls would be getting up soon and he had to do this.
He threw his robe on and opened his bedroom door, pausing for a moment to see if there was any noise in the house. Hearing nothing, he tightened the belt around his waist and walked downstairs, moving quickly and quietly into the basement.
The girls were still asleep, Mackenzie on the couch, and Samantha and Alexis on the pull out bed. All of the girls appeared to be completely naked, their bodies hidden beneath the blankets.
On the floor as the Daddy Buddy Bear, laying on its back, looking up at the ceiling. He walked over to it slowly, almost expecting it to stand up and run from him. He grabbed it and held it for a moment. It looked so innocent... so... normal.
He took it with him back up the stairs and grabbed his car keys off the hook. As quietly as he could, he got into his car, started it, and then sped off. He drove with the bear in the seat beside him, wondering where in the world he could even take it. All he knew was that it couldn't be in his house any more. It was just too dangerous.
As he drove, he noticed woods on the right side of his car... the boundary of one of the local state parks. 'Would it work?' he asked himself. He looked ahead and in his rearview mirror, and, seeing no other cars, pulled to the side of the road.
He opened the driver's door, got out of the car, and walked around the front to the other side. Slowly, he opened the passenger door and grabbed the Daddy Buddy Bear. He was shaking in fear as he walked closer to the woods, fear of what the bear did to them. Fear of what might happen between Mackenzie and him. And fear of what Mackenzie might do when she found the bear was missing.
He stopped, knowing he was close enough. Then, taking a deep breath, he threw the bear at the woods, making it land just inside. Then he turned around and drove back home.
The bear was gone. Out of his hair and lost forever.
*****
It was 9:00am when a lone hiker walked down the street next to the park. This was the first time he'd been down this road, but the sun was shining and the sky was blue. To outsiders, he looked to be in his eighties, tall and almost frail, but he had a strength to him. His gait was strong and steady.
He stopped, mid-stride, and looked to his right, towards the woods.
"Yes... right there," he smiled. He walked through the tall grass towards the woods and just inside the tree line he found what he was looking for. A large, tan, stuffed bear was laying on the ground.
He bent down and picked it up, turning it this way and that, wiping off the dirt, grass, and leaves that had stuck to it.
"I love you," the mechanical voice said.
"Oh, I love you, too, Daddy Buddy Bear," he said, giving it a little hug. "It is so sad how people treat such wonderful gifts as you. I think we need to get you back where you belong."
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The Slut Rose: It's Out of Hand, Part 1
*Author's Note - This is a standalone story, but if you want more background on the Slut Rose and Slut Spray, please read "The Slut Rose: Origins" and "The Slut Rose: Hammer".
"I'm gonna get it," Mateo said. He was my best friend and we were sitting in his basement playing video games. We had a weekend off from homework for a change. It was our first semester of college and things were a little more difficult than high school. While I was playing, he was browsing the internet on his phone, and brought up a page he'd been viewing for a month now. A page he couldn't stop talking about.
"Dude, I told you. It's a scam," I told him, extremely suspicious of anything that guarantees women will fuck you. "Women will slap you for fucking spraying them in the face."
"Look here," he said, pointing to the web page. "It says just one spray will make any woman insane with lust for you. Can you imagine it?" He kept scrolling, reading in some spots, skipping over others.
I laughed. "Come on, man. You're not gonna fall for this shit are you?"
"You know I'd give my left nut to fuck whomever I want," he said, grabbing his crotch. He tapped his screen and I could hear the sounds as a video started playing. I could only hear the audio, but I could tell it was of a man videoing a woman. She was a little suspicious of him, especially with him recording her. He asked her to suck his cock and, not surprising, she started cussing him out. I laughed thinking how hokey the whole thing seemed and knew this was going to be the result of Mateo spraying some random woman.
"Wait a sec... wait a sec..." the man said, obviously trying to calm her down.
"What are you doing?" the woman asked, obviously surprised by his actions. At first the question was more inquisitive. But fear quickly filled her voice. "What's that? Hey! What the fuck?" she asked again, obviously upset when he sprayed her. When she realized it wasn't hurting her, her anger grew quickly and she exploded at him, smacking him on the arm. "Why the fuck did you do that, asshole? Not cool dude! You're an fucking asshole! Fuck!" Her voice sounded calmer within thirty seconds.
Seconds after that, he asked her again if she wanted to suck his cock. Her response was surprising, but I just knew it was all acting. Now she was cozying up to him as if she was considering it. She was considering it and he was playing with her, not letting her. And then she was begging and still he said no. And then the begging sounded more and more desperate. He got her to say he could fuck her... then even fuck her in the ass... if only she could have his cock in her mouth.
By the time he finally gave in, she sounded absolutely desperate and seemed to gag and choke as she took his cock in her mouth, as if she couldn't get enough of it.
"The SlutSpray in action," the man said right into the mic before the video ended.
"Fuck dude! That would be awesome!" Mateo was excited, fully believing it really worked.
"You definitely need to get laid," I snickered. "I think your dick is taking over. If you think this might work you are not right in the head. This whole thing is a scam. How much are you going to lose?"
Mateo hesitated for a moment. "It's... uh... $2000 for a 2 ounce bottle."
"Fuck!" I exclaimed, shaking my head. "You can't be serious! $2000?"
"I'm very serious," he said. "I have money in my college fund. And this is a part of my education." He smiled.
"Whatever dude," I said. "It's your money to lose. Don't come crying to me when you get slapped silly by every girl in town."
We played games for an hour more before I had to head back home. I didn't even give it a second thought, thinking that he would come to his sense and change his mind. Who in the hell spends $2000 on something like that?
******
It was two weeks later when Mateo called me to tell me he finally received the spray bottle. He hadn't even said a thing about it since that last talk in his basement. I told him he was a fucking idiot and that it would never work. All he said was that he was about to find out. He was alone with his sister... and he was going to try it out.
"Your funeral," was all I could say. Then, because I had to know, I said, "Let me know how it goes... I mean, call me from the hospital if you can." He laughed.
I wasn't sure I believed it was actually going to work. But... I still kinda had hope it would.
It was about midnight that night when I got a call again. I was laying in my bed, watching a movie.
"Oh my God," was all he said when I answered.
"Well, you're still alive," I chuckled. "How'd it go?"
"It was... better than my fantasies," he said, sounding tired and extremely satisfied.
I was not convinced. He had to be pulling my leg. "You're shitting me. Don't even tell me it worked."
"Oh... it worked. On both Gabrielle and my stepmom."
Both his sister AND his mom? Damn! I was speechless. Did it really work? What could be in that stuff? "Don't hold back. Give...."
"After I talked to you, I went into the kitchen where Gabrielle was making some snack or something. I barely said a word to her and just walked up behind her and sprayed her as she turned her face towards me. She was pissed at first. But within seconds I could tell it was working. It was just like in the videos!"
"What did she do?" In the back of my mind I thought that he was pranking me and that any second he would laugh at me for believing him.
"She was breathing harder... deeper... you know, getting all excited while her hands were, you know, pulling at her clothes. I just stood there... watching, you know?" I had to admit, his description of what happened was starting to get me excited.
"The next thing I knew she had her hands on me, like... coming on to me. She pulled her shirt off and started playing with her nipples and tits. It was... incredible! Then... then she dropped to her knees and said 'you know, you'd feel a lot more comfortable if you weren't wearing these jeans.' She started taking my pants off! I couldn't fucking believe it."
"Your sister?"
"Fuck yeah. My sister! She was a fucking maniac! She started stroking me and deepthroating me before I could say a thing. She's like 'oh fuck, I just want to choke on this cock.'"
"Wow," I said. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. "Unreal. Did you... fuck her?"
"Hell yeah, dude! She was going down on my dick and I was so fucking hard. Then all of the sudden she's like 'Please fuck me'. She tore all her clothes off and then pulled me into the living room by my dick. She lay back on the couch with her legs spread wide and just guided me in. She's like 'come on Mateo, fuck me'. So I did."
"Holy fuck dude!"
"I know, right? God... I plowed into her and it was incredible. She was just like 'I've been wanting to fuck you for so long. You know you've always wanted to, too. Admit it.' It was like... like a dream or something, you know?"
"I bet."
"Then she was like screaming 'fuck yes' as I kept going. It felt like she came like two or three times just from that. She was so fucking hot. Then she pushed me off and turned us over so that she was sitting on me."
I shook my head in absolute disbelief, even though he couldn't see it. I was speechless, imagining what he was telling me. His sister was really hot. She was a year younger than us, but she was all into attracting guys, dressing really sexy and shit. I would kill to see her fucking like that.
"She was practically jumping up and down so much I thought she was going to break my cock in two," he continued. "And then, you won't believe this... my mom walked in."
"Oh fuck dude! What did she do?"
"She was fucking pissed! She was yelling at us, telling us to stop, but Gabby wouldn't stop for anything. She was oblivious to mom. It was like all she cared about was fucking."
"What happened?" I asked. I could imagine he was going to be thrown out of the house. But... he said something about his mom, too.
"She ran into her bedroom crying and shit. I wasn't sure if she was going to call my dad or not. He's in California for a week or so. But I would be so screwed. I was getting really scared, but Gabby wouldn't stop fucking me. She just kept saying 'no, keep fucking me, don't you fucking stop'.
"I think she had two more orgasms before she finally rolled off me. She was all sweaty and shit, breathing hard. I thought she was going to pass out. So I got up and went to my mom's room."
"Oh shit," I said, wondering what that outcome would be. I couldn't imagine how hard it would be to face his mom after being caught fucking his sister like that. I thought for sure he'd get thrown out on his ass.
"I walked in the door, still stark naked, and she was sitting on the side of her bed crying. She could barely look up at me and when she did, she started yelling at me to get dressed and to get out. I just figured what the hell and sprayed her."
I couldn't help but laugh. "You sprayed your mom?"
"I didn't know what else to do. Wait a sec... yeah?" he said speaking to someone at his bedroom door. I could hear a woman's voice in the background. It sounded like she was asking him a question. "Yeah, of course. Fuck, you're such a slut." All the sudden he moaned softly.
"Sorry," he finally said to me again. "My mom wanted another round."
"Your mom is with you now? Right now? For what?" I was shocked she was even still talking to Mateo, frankly.
He laughed. "She wants to fuck some more."
I was dumbfounded. While I'm sitting on the phone with him, Mateo's mom, Emmanuelle, was fucking him. And she didn't even seem to care that I knew. This was too fucked up to be true. I mean... really?
"What happened earlier then?" I asked.
"With my mom?"
"Yeah."
"Well, after I sprayed her, she started looking at me more and more, especially at my cock. She couldn't seem to get enough of it. Before I knew it, she was on her knees with my dick in her mouth, just like Gabby. And let me tell you... she has a lot more experience at it. Fuck!"
"She wasn't mad?"
"Not any more. She was hot as fuck. It was kinda cute at first. She was staring at it and asked if she could touch it. I barely told her she could when her hand reached out and cupped it. She said that she shouldn't like touching it so much, but she couldn't help herself. It was so hot watching her fight her desire like that. She took off her top to let me see and touch her boobs, which are incredible, by the way. And then the next thing I knew she swallowed my cock and stroked me at the same time." I heard his mom say something in the background along with her grunting noises. "Wait a sec... it's Vince, mom... yeah of course I'm fucking telling him... ok, I will, I will," he said to her.
"What's that all about?" I asked him.
"She wants you to come over soon. I think she needs more dick or something."
"Oh fuck!" I heard her loudly moan in the background. "Fuck yeah I need more dick!"
I was speechless. Not only did Mateo fuck his sister and his mom, she was currently fucking him while he was on the phone with me and was inviting me over. What did she intend for me? Did she want to fuck me, too? My mind was racing and my cock was rock hard.
"Well, I gotta go dude," Mateo said. "I think she's going to wear me out. I'll talk to you tomorrow."
"Ok," I said, and we hung up. I set my phone aside for a second and whipped my cock out. I couldn't believe how incredibly hard I was. I wrapped my hand around my shaft and began stroking. Fuck! I was going to cum fast.
I was up late that night. I stroked my cock for so long it was practically rubbed raw and watched more porn than I care to admit. I couldn't believe what Mateo had told me. I couldn't believe the spray actually worked.
I was suddenly wondering if I could find $2000 to get some for myself. That thought consumed my masturbatory fantasies for days and days.
******
Mateo and I crossed paths several times at college during the week and he was constantly telling me how good things were going. He was starting to look tired from all the sex, frankly. And I was jealous as hell.
It was about a week later when we finally were able to sit down at lunch to talk. "Still going good at home?" I asked. I didn't want to pry... but damn I wanted to hear details.
He smiled. "Way better than I expected. Two days ago, after I sprayed my sister again, she demanded I fuck her over the back of the couch. She's turned into a real slut lately. She barely wears any clothes at all any more. And between her and my mom, we're fucking like little rabbits. And my mom... she even started having sex with Gabby."
"Your mom and sister are fucking each other too?" I asked, completely amazed.
"You should see what this spray does to them. They go fucking wild, man! They'll fuck anything and anyone."
"Doesn't it wear off or something?" I asked. I could only imagine how bad things would get if and when it did. "Or is this shit permanent?"
"They had regrets after the first day we fucked, crying and shit, but I sprayed them again and all the worry seemed to just disappear. After a few days, they were begging for me to spray them. Each and every time they can't help but fuck. They beg for it, just like in the video."
"Wow..." I said, shaking my head, completely baffled and jealous.
"Want to see for yourself?" he asked. I could hear the humor in his voice. He knew he'd won our unspoken bet and wanted to rub my face in it.
"What?"
"Come over this weekend. I'll show you what I mean." He was smiling big, proud of what he'd accomplished. And... he was letting me have some of that benefit myself, too. "There's a football game on Sunday. Come over to watch it with me and... you'll see what happens for yourself."
My mind was reeling. I saw myself coming over and getting to fuck his mom and sister. I saw myself writhing in pleasure beneath their beautiful, cock-craving bodies. And I knew I couldn't say no.
"Yeah... I'll be there," I said.
"You didn't believe in it before. But now you'll have direct proof this shit is for real."
******
I came over that Sunday just before kickoff and he invited me inside. I could hear his mom humming in the kitchen, making something. Mateo had already turned on the game and the commentators were talking about each team and making predictions. I didn't really care who might win this one. I wasn't here for the game.
We were sitting on the couch watching the game when kickoff happened and a minute later, Mateo was calling to his mom, asking for her to bring us some drinks. She came out all cheery and said hi to me. Nothing seemed too out of the ordinary, I guess, although she seemed too happy for some reason, and was dressed a little more provocative. She wasn't dressed slutty or anything, but I could easily tell she wasn't wearing a bra. And her jeans seemed painted on.
"What would you like?" she asked with a lilt in her voice.
"Beer?" he said looking at me for confirmation. We were a bit young to be legal, but I thought what the hell and nodded. "Two beers please," he said, turning back to Emmanuelle.
"Two beers, coming right up!" she said, turning and sauntering back into the kitchen. When she got the the archway leading to the kitchen, she looked back and smiled, catching me staring at her ass. I probably blushed when I looked up, but she just giggled and disappeared into the kitchen.
"Damn," I muttered. I thought it was too low to be heard, but Mateo heard it.
"I know, right?" he said. "She's been a constant cock-tease lately. And I have to admit, she's smoking hot. Her ass looks awesome in those jeans and she knows it."
Seconds later, Emmanuelle returned to the living room with two opened bottles of beer. She giggled as she handed one to Mateo and the other to me. Then she sat on the couch beside Mateo, her hands both resting on his thigh, squeezing and massaging it.
"I'm glad when Mateo has friends over," she said. She sounded so excited that I was there. "I get to know them, you know, and get the learn what they appreciate about my son."
"I always enjoy coming over, too, Mrs. Rodriguez," I said, staring. I took a swig of beer to hide what I was thinking.
"Oh, please... call me Emmanuelle. Misses makes me sound so... old," she giggled, and licked her lips. "I don't look that old... right?" She was definitely not old. She was far too hot to be Mateo's mom. I'd had a crush on her ever since I started hanging around with Mateo.
"No... no... uh... you look great!" I said, stuttering.
She smiled at me and I swear I could see her undressing me.
"Oh, that was good," she cooed, responding to a play in the game. The game was playing, but I don't think any of us was really watching much of it. I saw her hands quickly stray to massage both his thigh and the obvious bulge in his jeans. She'd definitely made him excited.
"I love really good plays like that, don't you?"
"Yeah... yeah," I said, halfheartedly. I couldn't care less about the game at this point. The action on the couch was getting good. Her hands kept massaging his leg and his crotch while I watched. I had to admit, my cock was really getting hard, too.
"So, do you guys... uh... get together much, or... just every so often? I don't see you around here very often any more." Her hand was obviously stroking his shaft through his jeans, her fingers sliding up and down the sides of it.
I swallowed hard. I didn't know if I could even talk at this point. Whatever was in that spray was real. I was watching this unfold right in front of my eyes. There was no way Mateo could fake this.
"Um... we get together a lot more at the school," I said. She just nodded her head, half listening to me, looking down at her hands. It seems her attention was really being drawn to his cock.
She reached down with both hands and started unfastening his fly and unzipping his pants, pulling them wide open. "Let's see here. Let's get you a little more relaxed," she said, pulling the sides open and pushing the material down a little. "There you go. Yeah."
Her hand instantly wrapped around his cock and she started stroking him. She dribbled spit on her hand for a little more lubrication.
"Much better for relaxing," she said, practically drooling on him at this point. Her main focus was on his rock-hard cock, but occasionally she'd look up at the TV. "That was so great! I'm glad I saw that," she said after what was apparently a good pass play. I definitely missed it myself, my attention completely on her at this point. She looked at me as I watched her giving him a handjob. I'd never seen one so incredibly erotic before, at least not in person. She was truly enjoying it.
Mateo moaned a little, making her giggle. "That feel good?" she asked him.
"Yeah, mom. That feels real good," he said softly, obviously loving it.
"I always like to take good care of my son. After a long hard day he's well relaxed, massaged and ready and refreshed. Does your mom take care of you? Give you massages? Make sure you're nice and relaxed?"
"Well... um... not that... uh... kind of massage," I stammered. She is a trained, professional masseuse, but I've never been the recipient of anything more than a shoulder and upper-back massage.
"I'll have to have her over and talk to her about it. I like to make sure everyone's super comfortable and feel really, really good." I shivered thinking about my mom coming over and getting involved in this. Emmanuelle licked her free hand and started stroking him with both hands, constantly using one to tease the head, rubbing her palm over it to the obvious delight of Mateo. "Yeah, massage with both hands. A nice, slow relaxation. Oh, yeah," she moaned softly.
She giggled again at the TV as a funny snack food commercial came on. Then she moved so that she was kneeling on the couch, her face bent down so close to his cock. She made sure I had a great front-row seat and could see everything.



"You know what I thought was so great is that his father bought him tickets to the concert on Friday. Are you guys going to go together?"
"Oh," Mateo moaned again. Her hands were really having an affect on him. "I hadn't... ugh... had a chance to ask him yet. You wanna... you wanna go?"
"Um... yeah. Sure." It felt so weird having a real conversation while I watched his mom give him an incredible handjob.
"That'd be so great, because you guys are such good friends I'm sure, right?"
Suddenly she took him into her mouth, sucking on the tip and then driving it deep into her throat. Her head moved up and down on his cock as Mateo put his hand on her ass. She moaned at his touch and moved her ass a little to give him better access.
"Mmm," she moaned. "I like that."
After a minute or two she released his cock and slid off the couch, her hands going to his jeans, tugging on them to pull them off. "Let me take better care of you. Here, let me pull these down a little bit." She pulled his pants down to his knees. "There we go." Then she looked at me. "I always want to make sure he's super relaxed and comfortable. I never want my son to be stressed out, you know? It'd just be terrible."
Emmanuelle then knelt on the floor and pulled her hair back from her face. "Oh, it's getting hot in here, don't you think?" She waved her hand in front of her face a few times, fanning it. Then she pulled her shirt up above her breasts, exposing them. She turned toward the TV and laughed at one of the commentator's comments as she moved back onto the couch.
"That guy's funny!" she said, taking his cock in her hand and directing back into her mouth. She moved so that she was leaning back against the couch, her head on Mateo's chest and stomach, so she was facing the TV. "I wanna watch the game too, so I'll turn this way," she giggled, adjusting her position.
Just before a commercial, the TV panned around the stadium and focused on the cheerleaders of one of the teams. Emmanuelle giggled and let Mateo's cock drop out of her mouth and into her hand to keep stroking him.
"I didn't know cheerleaders had big boobs like that, oh my gosh! They're huge! Did you know that? I can see why guys like her. Most guys like big tits, don't you think?" She quickly slid his cock deep into her mouth once again, as if it were the most natural thing in the world to do.
"Um... yeah... I guess so." I couldn't help myself and I started stroking my cock through my jeans. God it was so hot watching her. I could only imagine how good it felt.
"Fuck yeah they do. We love big tits like yours," Mateo said, making her giggle. "Mom's tits are the fucking best." He was watching her suck on him and their eyes met, making her giggle again. It was weird hearing her giggle with a cock shoved deep in her throat. Mateo smiled at me, excited to share this moment with me. "I told you she was the best fucking mom ever!"
He'd been right and I was wrong. I was so very wrong. This spray was absolutely the real deal. And Mateo was the luckiest man alive!
Emmanuelle sat up with a huff and pulled her shirt completely off, tossing it aside. "Oh my gosh... it's just getting so warm... a little warm in here." Her breasts were perfect... large and round... with nice, hard, pointed nipples. She smiled at me as she ran her hands over them, squeezing them and pinching her nipples. "Mommy titties!" she giggled, bouncing them up and down and side to side. She knew I was enjoying watching her and I'm sure my face showed my amazement. Then she dropped back down onto the couch again, kneeling beside Mateo and slid his cock back into her mouth. Mateo's hand slid beneath her and cupped her breast, squeezing it. I could hear her cooing and moaning in pleasure at his touch, his fingers pinching and pulling her nipple.
"I certainly hope your mom takes care of you like I take care of my son. Mmm... oh yeah." She moved her mouth lower and lower until she nuzzled his balls and began sucking on them, too. God my cock was so hard! I really wanted to take it out and stroke it, but I wasn't sure that would be ok. So I kept in in my pants.
Emmanuelle moved to the floor between Mateo's knees and pushed his cock between her breasts. "I make sure I massage my son with all my different parts," she said. She dribbled spit between her breasts for lubrication before squeezing her tits around his shaft and began sliding it up and down. "I always want to make sure he's happy."
Then, once again, she started talking normally again, as if I wasn't watching her titfuck my best friend. "So, tell me about the school football game coming up. I think it'll be a great game."
"Yeah," I said, puzzled by the sudden change again. "We're rivals so it'll be heated."
"That sounds... fun... mmm... yeah... that's right." Mateo's large cock fit perfectly between her breasts and they were definitely large enough to bury it between them. She enjoyed sliding his cock up and down between them. And then she stopped and slid the tip of his cock into her mouth. She looked right at me, his cock at her lips as her tongue swirled over and around the head then she slid it deep inside once more before releasing to her stroking hand.
"Are you watching me more than the TV?" she giggled, smiling at me. I could tell that was exactly what she wanted me to do... watch her. She enjoyed being the center of attention. She enjoyed fucking and being fucked.
"Yeah," I admitted, embarrassed.
"I don't blame you. I'm sure you want to be relaxed, too."
Damn! Did I ever! I wanted this kind of relaxation every day of my life! Maybe Mateo was relaxed, but I was on edge, harder than I'd ever been.
Emmanuelle stood and took off the rest of her clothes, tossing her jeans and panties onto her shirt. "You know, sometimes we just really have to take care of each other." She turned away from the couch and moved back between Mateo's knees again. "Gotta make sure that we take care of each other really good." She slowly lowered her ass towards his stiff cock. Mateo held his shaft up, helping to slide it into her pussy as she sat down on him.
"Yeah... massage you from every angle. Using all of me. Even my very... wet... and ready... pussy." She moved her ass up and down, driving his cock in and out of her pussy as both of them whimpered and moaned. She was enjoying his cock and was going to let both of us know it. "Oh fuck! Oh yeah! That feels really, really good, baby."
"Fuck mom!" Mateo smacked her ass a few times as it bounced in front of him to her obvious pleasure. "I love the feel of your pussy."
"Oh, yeah," she moaned, driving down into him harder and faster. "Oh baby, I just want you to feel so good," she said, still looking at the TV.
"Admit it mom," Mateo said. "You just love my big fucking cock in your pussy."
She giggled and smiled as she looked at him and then me. I knew it was true. I couldn't take it any more and opened my own pants. I pulled my cock out and started fisting it as I watched the lusty scene before me. I couldn't take my eyes off them.
She was moving faster and faster. I could tell she was getting closer to her orgasm. And Mateo wasn't that far behind. She looked over at me and smiled, so much pleasure written all over her face. Mateo grabbed her ass with both hands, squeezing her cheeks and pulling her down into him as he thrust up, as much as he could from his position.
She licked her lips longingly as she looked at my cock in my hand. "You like watching me take care of my son, don't you?"
I couldn't believe that she was making sure I was watching her fuck Mateo. And when she saw that I was playing with my own cock while I watched her, she smiled so lustfully. It drove me so crazy I came, my cum flying up and splattering all over my chest and stomach.
Both she and Mateo came right afterward. As Emmanuelle got up and gathered her clothes, she smiled at me. "I hope you come over again soon," she said.
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"Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!" Mackenzie yelled excitedly into the phone as Andrew answered it. God, it had to be early. He glanced at the clock and it was only 7am. Far too early to wake up on a Saturday morning... especially for her.
"Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!" she continued yelling excitedly.
"Mack... slow down. I'm not exactly awake yet," he said, trying to wake up. He didn't sleep well at all, worried about what he'd done. But he had finally fallen into a deep sleep and she woke him from it, disorienting him.
"Well, wake up sleepy head!" she said. "It's a great day!"
"What's got you all excited, honey?" he asked.
"My Daddy Buddy Bear!" she said. "He's here! Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!"
Andrew had to take a second to absorb what she was saying. The bear was there? With her? "What do you mean, baby?"
"When we woke up to leave yesterday, I couldn't find my Daddy Buddy Bear anywhere," she said. "We were so bummed out when we left. And yesterday pretty much sucked. But then we woke this morning and he was here!"
He was in shock. The bear... she's talking about the bear. The bear that he drove and threw out into the woods. How in the hell did it get down there?
"Your bear is there? With you?" he asked, still not believing it.
"Yes, silly. And I know it was you," she said, thinking that he brought it to her. "That was the best present ever!"
"Well... I'm um... I'm glad you like the bear," Andrew said. His mind was spinning, trying to figure this out. "I'm not... um... I'm not exactly sure what's going on... but I'm glad to see you're happy."
"I am, daddy... very happy," she giggled. "When I woke up, he was just sitting in the chair, staring at me with a big grin on his face. It was such a wonderful sight to see! But... I'm sorry, but I have to go. Samantha and Alexis are playing with the bear now. I'll talk to you later, daddy. I love you!"
"I love you, too, pumpkin," he said and they hung up. Andrew lay back on his pillow, trying to recount everything that had been happening. He knew for a fact that he took that bear and tossed it into the woods. And he knew for a fact that none of the girls knew anything about it. How in the hell did it get down to her?
He got out of bed and quickly showered and dressed. He grabbed his car keys and started driving to where he threw the bear. There had to be some mistake. There had to be some explanation for all this.
When he arrived at the woods, he pulled to the side of the road. He knew he was close to where he had parked just a little more than twenty-four hours ago because of the nearby landmarks. He got out of the car and walked through the tall grass to the edge of the forest... where he thought he'd thrown it at least, but didn't see anything. He walked up and down the edge of the woods, looking everywhere. He even expanded the location to a couple hundred yards along the woods edge, but still... nothing.
He shook his head as he got back into his car. It was possible that someone found the bear... that was true. But how would they know where Mackenzie was? And why would they take it to her? And how in the hell did they get it inside her cabin like that? This was just... impossible!
When he arrived back home, he walked into the house and put his keys back on the hook beside the door. He shook his head again as he pondered her bear and walked into the living room to sit in his chair. When he looked at the stand next to the chair, he saw them... plain as day... sitting right there... just where he would have laid them. The Daddy Buddy Bear glasses.
"What in the hell!" he said loudly, jumping out of his chair, moving back as if they might bite him. He looked at them more closely, then picked them up. He knew he threw them out, too, but here they were... as if they'd never left.
Andrew examined them a second, turning them around in his hand. They sure looked like the same glasses. He lifted them to his face and gazed through them a second. It was impossible that they did what they did, too. They were just plastic... and there were no lenses in them. This whole thing was too incredible to be real.
He slid them onto his face, carefully looping them behind each ear. He felt overwhelmed as he suddenly found himself lying on his back, looking up, with Samantha sitting on his lap, slowly grinding against him.
"Hiya! I'm Daddy Buddy Bear! It's a perfect day to have some fun!" the bear announced, making all the girls suddenly giggle.
"Oh fuck!" Samantha said as if something different had started when Andrew connected. He could feel her pussy grinding against his cock, sliding up and back, her heat and wetness overwhelming him.
He reached down to feel his chair and slowly and carefully made his way into it. It was so difficult having senses for two locations... on one hand to see and feel one thing through the glasses and then move about something else in his own home. It was very disorienting.
"Yay!" Mackenzie clapped her hands nearby, cheering.
"Oh fuck!" Andrew whispered, feeling his cock getting very hard very quickly. Now seated, he could fully concentrate on what what happening through the glasses... through the bear. And Samantha's pussy felt absolutely incredible.
"God, he's really... throbbing... all of the sudden," Samantha said, reaching up and squeezing her breasts over her nightshirt. "It feels so fucking good." A moment later, she reached down and slid his cock inside her wetness, groaning and giggling as she pushed him so deep inside her. Then she began fucking him, hard and fast.
"Oh fuck yeah! I need this... I need this so bad," she panted.
"Let me have his mouth," Alexis said, sliding closer, facing Samantha. She kicked her leg over the bear's head so that the only thing he could see was her pussy and asshole. And that was a mouth-watering view! She quickly dropped her body, her pussy covering his mouth.
"Oh fuck!" Alexis moaned as she felt him... or the bear... licking her pussy furiously. "I love this bear!"
"That tickles!" the mechanical bear-voice giggled. "I've always dreamed to have a friend like you."
Andrew could barely register what was happening, yet again. His body was overtaken with an insatiable lust as the girls took turns riding his cock and face again and again for the next hour. And then, when they grew tired, the bear climbed on top of them, fucking them again and again as well.
Only when he grew so tired he could barely move and passed out, did he even have the chance to rest.
He woke several hours later, the sun past mid-day, and was looking up at the ceiling. He realized that he still had the glasses on and pulled them off his face, idly setting them on the stand beside his chair.
He fell asleep again in the chair, barely able to walk to his bedroom.
*****
He awoke again at 4pm and hesitantly grabbed the glasses, turning them over in his hands. He knew what would happen if he put them on again. This bear... it had some kind of control over them. It made them all need to fuck. It had become an addiction, at least for himself and Mackenzie. He had no idea if Alexis or Samantha could resist any more or not.
His hands were almost shaking as he put the glasses on his face, hooking each earpiece around his ears. Suddenly his sight was transferred to the bear and he found himself sitting on a chair, facing the room. No one was in sight.
"Thank God," he whispered when he realized that the girls had gone out for at least some part of the day. He was going to be able to get some rest. He knew that neither he, nor the girls, were going to be able to resist the bear's pull for very long.
*****
It was 8pm Monday night when the girls finally got back to Andrew's house. They'd spent a lot of time with the bear... and Andrew... Saturday night, twice on Sunday, and then even Monday morning before they left.
Andrew was getting worn down, but always seemed to find a burst of energy when he put the bear's glasses on. He knew the bear was definitely corrupting everyone who touched it. Turning them into... sex maniacs... or something. He didn't even know if he had the strength to get rid of it now.
Andrew welcomed them all as they walked in the front door and dragged their suitcases and sleeping bags down into the basement. They all looked a little tired. None of them had any clue that he was on the other end of that Daddy Buddy Bear. When they settled in a little, Mack told him that their intention was to spend the night and then Alexis and Samantha would drive back home Tuesday morning.
Andrew was, frankly, relieved that they planned on leaving. Constantly pleasing all three of them was almost too much for him. Their youthful stamina and need were overwhelming at times.
As Mack and Andrew stood in the living room hugging and talking, trying not to let her friends see them, Mack's eyes seemed to focus on his chair. His eyes tracked towards it, wondering what it was she was looking at.
"What are those glasses?" she asked, walking towards his chair. "You never used glasses before."
"Oh... um... them," Andrew giggled softly. "They're... um... they're not real. They're... um... toy glasses that came with the bear."
"Oh," Mack said, picking them up and turning them over in her hands, looking like something was still wrong. "They are pretty cheap plastic. Why are they so big? They're, like, adult-size."
She went to put them on, but Andrew grabbed them from her hand. "Oh... um... I really don't know," he said, sounding scared. "I... uh... think they fell off when you took the bear with you or something. I just set them there."
"Ok," she said, seemingly satisfied. "Well, I'm going downstairs with my friends." She kissed him on the lips, a little too passionately with her friends so close by, and winked. "I'll see you later, daddy." She moved her lips by his ear and whispered. "I'll come up in a couple hours, when they're asleep."
Mack smiled as she backed out of his arms, her face showing her love and desire for him.
At 11pm, Andrew settled into bed, leaving the girls to themselves in the basement. He had felt an urge to put on the glasses all night long, but was able to resist the pull for once. When his head hit the pillow, he quickly fell asleep.
Around midnight, Mack slipped upstairs to the living room. There was something about the glasses that bothered her... something about the way her dad acted when she mentioned them that made her suspicious. She listened for any sound from upstairs, but didn't hear anything, so she crept into the living room.
The plastic glasses were still on the lamp stand next to the recliner and she picked them up as she sat on the edge of the chair. She looked them over, carefully, but didn't see anything out of the ordinary. They were just cheap, plastic, toy glasses. She held them up to the light and looked through the lense holes and saw nothing.
She then slipped them on her face, hooking the arms around her ears. She suddenly felt dizzy and fell back in the chair as a view of the basement came clear. She held her hand out, looking for it in front of her face as her eyes saw the fold-out couch and chair in the room. Alexis and Samantha were in the fold-out couch, sleeping.
"Wow... this is... this is incredible," she whispered.
"Hiya! I'm Daddy Buddy Bear! It's a perfect day to have some fun!" the bear said and both Alexis and Samantha stirred, turning towards her and looking at her.
"Oh my God," Mackenzie gasped. Her two friends tossed the covers aside and ran over to her, picked her up, and laid her on the floor.
"Wow! I can't believe I forgot about the bear," Samantha said, pulling her night shirt over her head.
"I know! Me, too," Alexis agreed, taking off her own shirt. Alexis kicked her leg over and started grinding against the bear's groin.
Mackenzie was absolutely amazed as she watched her friends lay her on her back and Alexis, naked, start to grind into her. She could feel the girl's hot, wet pussy against her own and she fell back in the chair, suddenly overwhelmed with pleasure.
"Bringing you sweet dreams all night long!" the bear's mechanical voice said.
"It feels different," Alexis said, looking down at the bear, a little surprised.
"How so?" Samantha asked.
"It doesn't feel... I don't know... like a cock or something," she said. "It feels more... squishy or something." She ground against the bear even harder, enjoying the feel as her clit was stimulated differently than before.
"It still looks like it feels good, though."
"Oh... it feels... amazing," Alexis said, panting and closing her eyes.
Mackenzie agreed. Rubbing her pussy against her friend's felt really good. She was still confused by how this was even possible, but she wasn't going to stop. It felt too good.
"Caring and sharing are cool!" the bear said and Samantha felt a new overwhelming urge. She bent forward and began licking Alexis' nipple as her friend watched, almost helplessly.
"Why are you doing that?" Alexis giggled after a moment, pulling back as she blushed. "It kinda tickles."
"I don't know... it just feels... right. Is it ok?" Samantha grabbed Alexis' breast and squeezed it, lightly pinching and pulling her nipple, then sucking on it.
"Oh God," Alexis moaned. "Yeah... it does feel really good."
Mackenzie watched as Samantha licked and sucked her friend's small chest, teasing her nipples to surprising hardness as Alexis continued to grind against her pussy. "Fuck!" she moaned. "This is so messed up."
"I think I could use a great, big hug!" the bear said.
Samantha looked down at it for a second, looking into its black eyes and small, smiling mouth as the desire to sit on its face rose in her. She slid closer and slid her knee over the bear's face, settling her pussy onto her friends... or the bear's... mouth. She instantly moaned as she felt the tongue begin assaulting her sensitive flesh.
Mackenzie had never really had much lesbian sex before, but she had no choice now. Samantha was sitting on her face, grinding a little even, and she began licking and sucking, letting her instincts direct her. Samantha's pussy was practically smothering her as well, so she really had no choice.
Mackenzie could hear her friends above her, kissing and licking each other's neck and chest, panting and moaning loudly as they got closer and closer to their orgasms. She, too, was getting close, as Alexis' pussy ground harder and faster into her own.
"Oh fuck," she moaned.
Samantha and Alexis moaned loudly, too, their orgasms crashing over them suddenly, coating the bear... Mackenzie... with their juices. They fell to the ground beside the bear, holding each other gently.
"That was a nice hug," the bear said in its cheery voice and the girls giggled.
Mackenzie was panting as she pulled the glasses off her face and set them on the lampstand beside her. She smiled as the living room came into focus again. "Naughty daddy," she smiled. "You've been playing with us the whole time!"
Then her mind turned towards her friends. She stood and slowly walked up the stairs and opened the master-bedroom door. "Daddy?" she said as she walked towards the bed, the plastic glasses in her hand.
"Yeah... yeah, baby. What's... what's wrong," Andrew said, waking up slowly, his eyes blinded a little by the light from the hallway.
Mackenzie tossed him the glasses. "I know what these do, now... naughty daddy." Andrew looked at her, embarrassed and scared that she now knew the truth. "Don't worry," she said. "I'm not mad or anything. In fact, I have a gift for you. I want you to wait ten minutes... then put the glasses on. I think you'll enjoy what you see."
Without another word, Mackenzie turned around and walked out of Andrew's bedroom, closing the door behind her.
Andrew held the glasses in his hand, wondering what Mack thought of him, wondering what she had planned for him. He was scared that this was going to ruin their relationship. He glanced at the clock beside his bed... 12:25am.
At 12:35am, he settled back into his bed and put the glasses on. Suddenly he was transported again to the basement, where the bear was obviously put back up on the chair so that he had the full view of the room. All three of the girls were sitting in the center of the floor, Samantha and Alexis still naked.
He was a little surprised that the bear never said a word. It somehow knew that he was just to watch and not interfere.
"No, it's not," Mack said to Alexis mid-conversation.
"Yes it is, it's totally weird," Alexis said, sitting back away from Mackenzie.
"No... let me teach you," Mack said. "It'll totally be fun. It's ok to be nervous. But there's nothing to be afraid of. It's... it's so natural."
"How are we going to... you know... learn how to do this?" Alexis asked, still not convinced.
"First off, you both are going to have to eat me out," Mack said, completely surprising Andrew. "Alexis first."
"Uh... eat you out?" Samantha said, suddenly not so sure of this.
"Yeah," Mack nodded. "The only way I'll be able to teach you, is if I feel it."
"Uh... you first I guess," Samantha said, looking sheepishly at Alexis.
Alexis nodded, feeling excited after her last playtime with the bear and kissing Samantha. Mack knelt and slipped off her pajamas and sat back down on the floor. She hooked her finger towards Alexis, telling her to move forward.
"So one place to start is the thighs," she said, taking hold of Alexis' hand and sliding it along her thigh. "Ladies thighs are nice and soft and tantalizing. Just touch there, soft... teasing... and you can gently caress all the way up to her breasts."
Mack led Alexis' hand up her body and covered her breast. "Then you start to tease her breasts." Mack squeezed Alexis' hand, using it to squeeze her breasts. Then she ran her hand over her nipple, using her fingertips to tease it more.
"Wow... you have such nice nipples," Alexis said softly.
"See how easily they get hard?" Mack asked, obviously enjoying her friend's touch.
"Ooh, they're so sensitive," Samantha said as she moved closer.
"The most important thing here is to just enjoy the woman," Mack said again, letting go of Alexis' hand to let her friend touch her on her own. "Don't rush, just feel her body."
Alexis teased Mackenzie's nipple more then moved to her other breast and repeated the procedure.
"Come 'ere," Mack said, grabbing the back of Alexis' head and pulling her into a searing kiss. Alexis was shocked at first, but quickly warmed up to her friend's lips. "You're very pretty," Mack moaned softly, opening her mouth to make the kiss even more passionate, lightly licking her friend's lips and tongue. She slowly moved to her knees, matching Alexis' height, and stroked her face and arm slowly.
"Yes," Mack moaned softly.
Alexis kissed down to her neck, kissing and biting softly while her hands stroked Mack's chest and breasts with a very light touch. Then she slowly kissed down her chest, planting kiss after kiss along her skin towards her breast, ending at her nipple.
Andrew could feel his erection throbbing, but felt a compulsion not to touch it. He knew he'd be able to satisfy his needs with Mack soon, anyway. But just watching the girls was getting him so completely aroused. He wished he could be there in person to help.
"Does that feel good?" Alexis whispered, kissing and licking Mackenzie's hard nipple.
"Yeah, that is so good," Mack moaned softly. "Bite on it a little bit."
Mack groaned as Alexis bit her nipple a little, then sucked on it. "Do you like it when I bite your nipple?"
"Oh fuck, that's good!" Mackenzie panted. "You're making me so wet."
Alexis continued teasing her nipple, then moved to the other, making them ache so wonderfully. "Yeah, that is so hot." Mackenzie moaned.



Alexis pulled back slightly and slid her hands down over Mackenzie's stomach.
"There you go," Mackenzie panted. "Slide your hand up and down my thighs." She lay back, sitting up on her elbows to watch her friend as Alexis settled down between her spread legs. "Now, with a nice, long tongue you lick, just like it's your favorite ice cream cone. You take a little taste."
Alexis licked her, her tongue gliding over her labia with just enough pressure to slightly penetrate her wet folds. "Oh my God you taste so good," she whispered, continuing to lick.
"And it's nice to use your hands to caress her."
Alexis used one hand to stroke her inner thigh, sliding it up to her knee and back, using her fingernails to lightly scratch her.
"Yeah... just like that," Mackenzie moaned. "That's it... lick it baby. Let me see what you got. Ooh, you're pretty good at that."
Mackenzie reached down and pulled on her mons to expose the little button of her clit. "Then you can just get the clit in your mouth and hum on it a little." Alexis sucked her clit for a moment, then, forming a better seal, sucked harder, moaning a little. "Oh... I really do like that. Oh my God... yes... yes!"
Alexis licked again, swirling her tongue up and down and side to side over her clit, then dug deep into her folds.
"Oh my God, yes!" Mackenzie moaned louder. "That's it. Oh wow! Yeah... just like that. That feels so good." Mackenzie put her hand on Alexis' head, pushing her away slightly. "I think it's Samantha's turn now."
Alexis slid back, smiling, wiping her face with her hand.
"I have, you know... wondered what your pussy tastes like," Samantha said as she laid down between Mackenzie's legs, taking Alexis' position. Alexis moved up beside Mackenzie, both to watch and to still touch her friend.
"Want to see if it tastes like you thought it would?" Mackenzie giggled. "Get down here. Yeah, go ahead. Lick my pussy."
Samantha used her hands to open Mackenzie's pussy, pulling her labia apart, and exposing her wet, pinkness. Then she leaned forward and began licking her, first inside her wetness, the quickly moving to slide over her clit.
"Mmm... oh yeah, baby," Mackenzie moaned. "Oh yes, suck on that clit. Really good."
Samantha moaned herself. "Mmm, it tastes so good."
Alexis used one hand to slide over Mackenzie's nipple, before bending down to lick and suck on it.
"Oh God, Samantha, suck on my clit really hard," Mackenzie said and Samantha's lips caught her sensitive nub and she sucked as if she were sucking from a straw. "Oh... yeah... that is so good. Keep doing that."
Mackenzie was quickly panting, feeling herself rising towards her orgasm, but didn't want to cum just yet. She pushed on Samantha's head to stop her a moment.
"Wait, wait, wait... I've got an idea," she said as Samantha looked up at her, wiping her mouth, too. "Why don't you put your nipple on my clit?"
"My nipple?" Samantha asked, a little surprised.
Mackenzie smiled and nodded. "Yeah, I want to see it. I want to see your nipple rubbing my clit. Those nice, big, beautiful tits."
Samantha had never heard of or thought of something like this before. She had no idea what it would even feel like, for her or Mackenzie. She grabbed her breast and moved her nipple across Mackenzie's clit.
"Yeah, yeah, stick your nipple right there. Oh fuck that feels so good." Samantha slid her nipple across Mack's clit, down across her labia, then back up again. Her nipple was hard and pointed, and it felt weird to put it against her wetness. But, even she had to admit that it felt good to her, too.
"Oh, that is so hot," Alexis said, watching her friends.
"Oh yeah... just like that. Rub my clit with it," Mackenzie moaned. "Oh yeah. Your nipples are so perfect." She smiled at Samantha, then pulled her up for a kiss. "And you look so good doing that. Now... lick my pussy... and let me fuck your face."
"Certainly," Samantha smiled, loving that she could so easily please her friend. She bent down again and returned to licking and sucking on her clit.
"Oh... if you keep doing that, you're gonna make me cum," Mackenzie panted as Samantha developed a nice rhythm licking her clit. "I love seeing your pretty face in my pussy."
Mack was panting harder and moaning more loudly as Samantha continued licking her. Alexis started pinching and pulling Mackenzie's nipples, giving her just a little pain, pain that sent bolts of pleasure right to her clit.
"Oh fuck... yes... right there... you're gonna make me cum," Mackenzie moaned loudly, arching her back to show Alexis her play was having an effect as well. "Yeah, right there... right there! Oh yeah... oh yeah... uh huh... uh huh... just like that! Oh yes!"
Mackenzie's body suddenly grew stiff and she mouthed the word 'Fuck!', unable to find the ability to speak it as she came. Her pussy spasmed hard, her body shaking, as Samantha continued licking.
Mack pushed Samantha's head away again, closing her eyes and panting hard. When she opened them again, Samantha was smiling up at her.
"Oh my God!" Mackenzie giggled. "Oh yeah. Come here," she said, reaching down to pull Samantha up. "Come here and kiss me."
Samantha moved up and the two kissed, quickly joined by Alexis. All three women kissed together, then moved randomly between their partners, sharing their lips and tongues.
"Was that ok?" Samantha asked, giggling.
"God... it felt so good," Mackenzie panted, smiling. "So relaxing. And when you get it... you're going to want a lot more."
Mackenzie pulled away from her friends and had Alexis lay on her back. "Samantha, why don't you practice on Alexis, too."
Samantha smiled at Mackenzie, nodding, then smiled at Alexis as she lay between Alexis' spread legs. She kissed her inner thighs, moving her face closer and closer to her pussy, teasingly.
Andrew let out a breath he didn't even know he was holding. His body was on fire as he watched the two lovers.
"Wow... you look so good down there, Samantha," Alexis said, looking almost entranced by her friend's new ability.
Samantha moaned softly and began licking Alexis' pussy.
"Do you like how Samantha is eating you out?" Mack asked, kissing Alexis. "She does such a good job. Let her know how good it feels. She'll love hearing you moan."
"Oh my God, that feels so good," Alexis moaned loudly.
Mackenzie squeezed Alexis' small breast and rolled her nipple between her thumb and forefinger. "She's trying really hard, isn't she?"
"Yeah," Alexis panted.
"Well, I'll leave you two alone for a second," Mackenzie said, pulling away and standing up. "I need to use the restroom. I'll be right back."
Andrew saw her look at the bear and wink, then she slipped up the basement stairs, completely naked. The other girls still lay on the floor.
"Yeah, that's it," Alexis moaned. She closed her eyes as she squeezed her own breasts and pinched and pulled her own nipples, adding to the pleasure. She sat up suddenly when Samantha sucked on her clit, the pleasure almost too much for a second.
"You like that?" Samantha asked, giggling.
"Holy fuck, yes!"
Samantha licked for a moment, then went back to sucking on her clit again. Alexis rolled her hips as her body got used to the initial shock.
"Mmm," Andrew heard close by, just as hot breath and a warm mouth engulfed his cock. He looked down, but didn't see anyone there. He could see the two girls on the floor nearby, but no one was near him.
Suddenly he remembered the glasses and grabbed them, just as the mouth slid him deep into her throat, making the familiar woman gag. When his room came back into view, he looked down and Mackenzie and he met eyes. She smiled up at him, happy to be there.
"Baby, what are you doing?" he asked, surprised.
"Good morning daddy," she giggled.
"You can't just come in here when they're around," Andrew said, sounding concerned.
"But I'm so horny daddy," Mack whined, sliding her hand up and down his very hard cock. "It's been so long. I've been waiting so long to be alone with you again. I almost forgot what you tasted like."
"Did they see you come in here?" he asked.
"I told them I was going to the bathroom," she giggled, sliding him deep to gag on him again.
"You... oh my God... fuck... you just have to be more careful. Ok?"
Mack nodded.
"I just... I just don't want us to get caught," Andrew panted. "That would be really bad."
"Don't worry daddy," she smiled, deviously. "They won't find out."
"We'll just have to be quick. Ok, baby?"
"I promise," Mack said, her hand sliding faster.
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The Slut Rose: It's Out of Hand, Part 2
It had been several days since I'd visited Mateo's house to watch Emmanuelle fuck her son. It had been a difficult week for me, too. It was incredibly arousing and sparked a whole host of fantasies and masturbatory sessions. Mateo was able to buy some kind of spray that turned his mom and sister into sex-craved sluts. That wasn't hyperbole. And it wasn't a debatable point, either. I'd witnessed it for myself.
It made me look at my mom and sister differently, too. Every time I saw them now, I pictured them naked. I pictured them stripping for me and pleasuring me the same way... any time I wanted. I was addicted to the fantasy.
On Friday then, I found myself walking up to the sliding glass door in the back of Mateo's house. It was the entrance I always used when I was visiting. They only lived a half-mile away, so walking there, cutting through a couple yards, gave me pretty easy access to their house. I calmed my breathing... I was scared to death.
Knock, knock, knock
My knuckles wrapped on the glass. Although there was a bit of a glare from the glass, I could see Emmanuelle coming into the kitchen and coming over to the door with a smile on her face. She was wearing a long, white, men's button-down dress shirt, with several buttons at the top undone. And she obviously wasn't wearing a bra. A lot of her breasts showed, as well as the deep cavern between them.
Below she was wearing sheer, black pantyhose, but I couldn't see what the bottoms were otherwise. They were short, whatever they were. Was she wearing shorts... a miniskirt... nothing? I was sweating just thinking about it. It looked like she was getting ready to go to work. Mateo had once said that she was a psychiatrist or psychologist or something.
"Hey you!" she said cheerfully, opening the sliding door half way.
My mouth instantly went dry. I forgot why I was there again... at least my ruse for being there. Those tits... I just couldn't get them out of my mind. And while they were covered at the moment, they were... obvious. They were big... with hard, suckable nipples poking at the thin material. God, my brain was frying!
"How's it going?" I said stupidly. What else? What else? I know there was something I wanted to say... "Sorry I didn't use your front door because, uh, there was mud and it didn't want to get the floor all dirty if I came in. But... um... is Mateo home?" There... I got it out. I was ostensibly there to visit Mateo.
"Honey, I think he's at the school studying," she said apologetically, still smiling.
"Oh... oh, yeah, that makes sense. He did mention some test coming up."
"Well thank you for being so thoughtful about the front door," she said. "I didn't know there was mud out front."
"Listen... um... I have something to tell you. I didn't really come over to see Mateo. This might... I don't know. I'm a little shy about things... and this just might sound weird but..."
"Honey, you can say anything you like." She was leaning toward me, like she really wanted me to say it.
Well... here goes nothing, I thought. "I really... I have to admit I really like the way you treat him. You're so good to him and I see it all the time... and... I was wondering if... I don't know... maybe if I could... get the same treatment." I didn't know where to look at this point, except looking down at her tits would be the wrong place. I was afraid that she'd be angry with me. I was afraid she'd call me a pervert. I was afraid she'd tell me to go pound salt and never come back again.
But.. she giggled.
"I honestly came over to see you," I said, finally feeling bold enough to look her in the eyes.
"You are so... so adorable. Oh my God you're so cute." I couldn't believe that not only was she not angry, she seemed actually happy about what I said. "I love your little shyness and everything like that."
"I'm sorry to intrude... I don't mean to be..."
"You're not... you're not at all," she said, touching and stroking my arm gently, keeping me from feeling too embarrassed.
Her reaction and soft touch on my arm emboldened me. Maybe I could just come out and say it. "I didn't know how to tell you. I thought Mateo was gone and wouldn't be home for a while. And I didn't want to bring it up in front of him of course. I just... I just can't stop thinking about the way you treat him."
"Listen silly, just stop. How about you, uh, how about you come inside, 'cause I've kind of been waiting for you," she said, giggling a little.
I felt light-headed for a moment. What she said completely shocked me. "You've been waiting for me?"
"Yeah!", she giggled. "I've been waiting for you. I've been noticing how you've been looking at me all the times you've been coming over. You think I haven't noticed? I was just waiting for you to have the balls to come see me." She bit her lower lip, sending me all the right signals. She was so incredibly sexy.
"You're sure I can come inside?" I asked, making sure we were on the same wavelength. Hell, I didn't know if anyone else was home or not.
"Oh, I definitely think so. Come on, get inside here." She backed up, smiling like I was the fly caught in her trap, giving me room to come in, and then slid the door shut behind me. The house seemed quiet enough... quiet enough for me to hear my heart pounding in my chest. I stood by the kitchen counter as she sauntered toward me, putting her hand on my chest.
"I'm guessing your mommy isn't taking good care of you and you just want to come over here and fuck me, you little pervert." I was shocked and blushed furiously at her comment. Then she giggled at me. "Well, isn't that why you're here? You want to fuck me, right?"
"Well... I..." I stammered. It was exactly why, but that was too embarrassing to admit.
She grabbed the front of my shirt in her fist and pulled me into the living room. "I bet you had a really good day, didn't you? Were you guys studying really hard? Do you need a little... relaxing?" She led me to the couch, turned me around and then pushed so that I fell down onto it.
She then knelt on the floor in front of me. Her hands moved to my thighs, stroking each one starting from my knees and moving up to stroke over my shaft. "I know that my boy loves to relax with me. I bet you do too. My little college boy. Yeah?"
"Oh fuck," I moaned. My shaft was quickly getting harder and harder under her hands. It was going to need to be released from it's confines soon or it was going to rip through my jeans.
Emmanuelle smiled. "I saw how you were looking at me the other day when I was taking good care of my son. Massaging him with my hands. Stroking him and making him feel real good."
"I... uh... was watching the game," I said, lying. I don't know why I said it, she knew it was a lie.
"You were not watching the television. Not once did I see you look over at it," she giggled. "You were watching me. God, I've just been waiting for this! Mmmm," she moaned, knowing just how big and hard she was making my cock. "I couldn't wait to get you alone." She unfastened my jeans and with a quick, hard pull, slid them down to my knees. "Mmmmm," she moaned as she instantly slid my cock to the back of her throat.
I groaned loudly. God, I couldn't believe how good it felt. Her mouth was so warm and wet and her tongue stroked me while I was buried in her throat. I could feel her swallowing!
"Do you need someone to take good care of you and relax you and massage this cock for you?" she asked as she released my shaft to her stroking hand. Her hand moved up and down, up and down, and all I could do was watch it. It felt too incredible to even blink!
She released my cock and began unbuttoning her shirt. "God it's getting hot in here. Don't you think?" She smiled as she opened the shirt, slid it off her arms and threw it aside. Her tits were as incredible as I remembered. She slid in close to me and started to slide first one nipple then the other over my shaft. "Oh, let me slide my big titties across that big cock of yours." She let some of her spit drip onto her chest and slide between her breasts before she pressed each soft melon around my shaft, encasing it. She squeezed as she moved her body up and down, titfucking me just like she had Mateo.
"You like that? You like your cock all wrapped up by my big titties?" she asked, looking at me with a lust-filled gaze. I think she was enjoying it just as much as I was.
"Oh fuck yeah," I moaned. I loved watching my cock slide between her tits, the head peaking out of her cleavage just high enough for her to lick the tip. I didn't know how much longer I was going to last.
She released my cock again into her waiting, stroking hand, sliding up and down and squeezing my shaft. She was so good at it. Was this the result of the spray or was she always this slutty... just in private.
"I've been waiting for this. I couldn't wait for you to come back over. I'm so glad you did today. Last Sunday, when I was taking care of my son in front of you, I was showing off for you. I really wanted you to come over and put your cock in my mouth... and my pussy. A woman like myself needs some... entertainment. I have needs, too," she said, stroking now with both hands. She was really into it.
"I love cock," she said, dipping down to suck on the very sensitive head. It made me jump and twist a little in pleasurable agony. "Oh, fuck yeah," she giggled. "Look how fucking rock hard you are. Yes you are!" She looked up at me and licked her lips, obviously getting extremely excited herself. "Are you ready to feel my warm wet pussy? Do you want my pussy to massage your cock?"
"Yeah," I grunted, barely able to speak.
"Yeah?" She released my cock again and stood. I could see that her pantyhose were crotchless, her swollen, dripping wet pussy looking so incredible to me. "Enjoying what you're looking at?" she asked, using her fingers to swirl through and spread her pussy open. She knew just how ensnared I was in her lusty web.
"Oh yeah... definitely! You're so fucking sexy," I whispered. Suddenly, I heard a noise from upstairs. At first it was a rhythmic bumping and then I could hear moaning. Someone was home! I got extremely scared and started to get up to redress so I could bolt out the back, but she pushed me back and slid into my lap. Her warm pussy slid against my cock and the fire made my cock throb with desire.
"There's someone upstairs," I said. "Oh my God! Is... is your husband home?" If he found me, I was dead. If Mateo's sister found me and told her dad, I'd be dead. But Emmanuelle didn't even look bothered by it. "I... I need to get out of here." I tried to get up again, but she had me trapped beneath her.
She looked up at the ceiling like she could see what was going on in the bedroom upstairs and smiled at me. "My husband is having a little... daddy-daughter time. She is a noisy fuck, isn't she?"
Her comments were freaking me out. She knew they were upstairs fucking and she didn't care about it! It sounded like she was encouraging it.
"Oh, don't worry. They're going to be busy for quite a while. I was thinking we could join them," she said as if there was nothing at all wrong with that. "I'd love to let my daughter feel your big cock in her tight little pussy, too."
Mateo's dad was fucking his daughter... his wife was fucking me... Mateo was fucking his mom and his sister. This family was so fucked up! This spray really worked but everyone was totally infected by it. Everyone was so fixated on fucking. I grabbed her hips, trying to dislodge her from my lap when all of the sudden a fine mist of liquid hit me square in the face. I wiped at my face and eyes, confused about what just happened.
"What the fuck?" I asked. The spray wasn't stinging or hurting me in any way, but it surprised me. When I was able to open my eyes again, Emmanuelle was sliding closer, putting her tits in my face.
"Go ahead. Touch me. Suck on my big titties," she said, pressing her nipple against my lips. I did just as she asked, and as I sucked I started feeling even more excited and sucked even more. "Mmmm... yeah... now you're getting the hang of it." She moved one breast away and gave me the other and I latched my mouth onto it like I was a starving infant. "You're feeling so good now, aren't you? I know the spray makes you feel sooo incredible. So horny... so needy."
My entire body was on fire. I could feel the heat and softness of her skin near and against mine. I could feel the heat radiating powerfully from her pussy. I could feel her wetness dripping onto me. And most of all I could feel my cock throbbing with need. She pushed her hips forward and back, sliding her pussy along my cock sending exquisite pleasure shooting through my body.
"Yes," she moaned, holding my head at her tit, watching me suck on her nipple. She pulled back and it plopped out of my mouth loudly. My mouth felt empty all of the sudden, as if it's entire purpose was gone. She slid off my lap onto the couch and put one leg up on the back and the other on the floor. "Now I'm going to lay back... and you're going to do what you need to do," she said sliding her hands over her inner thighs to highlight her incredibly gorgeous pussy.
"Wow," I whispered as I moved to my knees on the floor. My eyes were fixated on her pussy. My mouth was watering, feeling a need to taste her, to have her pussy in my mouth, to have my tongue deep inside her. It was everything I wanted.
"Wow is right... you're really going to be saying wow soon." Her fingers spread her pussy open, her wet pink insides looking delicious. She slid her fingertip over her clit and moaned, sending my excitement and need through the roof. "I need licked, baby," she whined. "Now get down here and eat my pussy."
I didn't need to be asked twice. I didn't have a lot of experience with oral sex, but it didn't matter to me. I was hungry, I was desperate to have my mouth on her pussy. I slid quickly between her spread thighs and started licking. I couldn't believe how much I needed her. I couldn't believe how incredible she tasted. Every lick... every suck... made pleasure explode all over my body, again and again.
"There you go... such a good boy," she whispered. "Just put your face right here... lick it. Don't just put your lips on it, use your whole fucking tongue." I tried to do what she wanted, but I was likely too clumsy at it. I wanted her so badly that I didn't care to go slow or have any particular technique. "Here," she said, sounding like a frustrated teacher. "Just put your face right there and I'll just do this." She grabbed my head, holding it in place, as she ground her pussy against my entire face. Her pussy was swiping from my chin to my forehead and down again, coating me with her juices, burying my mouth, nose, and eyes in her wetness time and time again. She moved her feet to lock them behind my head, keeping me in place. "Yeah... just like that... Oh.... Oh my God... yes, fuck yes... yeah... that's much better. Fuck yes... you're getting better at that. Yeah... get your tongue in there... deep... Yeah, lick that pussy. Oh my gosh yes! Fuck yes! Devour that fucking pussy!"
She was shaking with excitement, holding my head tightly, keeping my face against her pussy. I had a hard time catching my breath but neither of us cared. My cock was rock hard and I was humping the couch, grinding it against the cushion. I could tell it was leaking pre-cum as I slid up and back, using it as a lubricant. I felt so on fire, like every nerve ending was tingling with need. And my brain wasn't functioning at all. I was simply doing what I needed to do to feel pleasure.
"I'm gonna cum... I'm gonna cum all over your fucking face baby. Oh my God... all over your face... Oh fuck!" she yelled, and I could feel her cum spraying out, covering my face, dripping down to my neck and chest. She was so fucking wet!
She pushed me away, both of us panting and sweating with such need. Even though she just came, she was far from being satiated. And my cock was screaming for relief.
"Oooh, I want you so bad," she said as she started to move on the couch. "I want you to put that cock in my pussy." She turned and knelt on the couch, facing toward the back. Her knees were spread wide, exposing her ass and pussy to me. Her hands reached back and grabbed her ass, pulling her flesh apart to make her holes so much more visible to me.
I stood and moved closer to her, my cock perfectly lined up to her. I grabbed her hips and let my cock slide forward. I couldn't care less which hole I went into, I just knew I needed to be inside her. I needed my cock to get some warm, wet relief. At first my cock slid up along the crack of her ass as I pushed my hips forward, teasing both of her holes for a moment... and teasing myself, too. Just sliding against her made my cock drool all the more.
"Put it in me, baby. All the way in," she moaned, looking back at me.
I looked down to have a better look at where my dick was going and it ended up just sliding right into her pussy as I pushed forward.
"Oh, God yes... right there," she moaned loudly. "Oh, yeah, baby... drive that big cock deep. Fuck me." She was grunting as I thrust all the way inside her, then pulled back out only to thrust in deep again... and again... and again. It felt so fucking good! Her pussy was clenching on my cock, sending pleasure all over me.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, almost unable to form words. I grabbed her hips hard, using the leverage to drive into her, making my hips smack against her ass. I was an animal, fucking for all I was worth. I needed it. My cock demanded it.
"Oooh, fuck you feel so good in me," she whimpered. I wasn't able to think, just fuck. I would have fucked anyone at that moment. It shocked me how far out of control I was. "I love that cock in my pussy!"
"Damn!" I groaned. My cock felt so incredible. "That feels... so... fucking... amazing! Your pussy is so wet... and so tight."
"Yeah, give it to me. Grab that ass baby," she said looking back at me, smiling deviously. She knew exactly what she'd done to me. And she'd intended to do it. "Yeah, just like that. Fuck yeah!" she said, pushing back with every forward thrust I made, slamming our bodies together. "Give me that big dick, baby. Shove it in my wet, little cunt. Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh, fuck yeah!" She was practically screaming now.
I was cumming. I was cumming hard. The pleasure had built up so much that I just couldn't hold it any more. My brain totally shut off and my hands gripped her hips tight... probably tight enough to leave bruises. But I didn't care at the moment. All I cared about was my orgasm. When I finally came back to reality, my hands were shaking. I could see cum all over her ass and back, dripping down her legs... more cum than I ever remember ejaculating. Emmanuelle's head was turned around and she was smiling broadly.
"Fuck that was hot!" she said, gasping. "You're a fucking animal! I love it!"
I couldn't believe how much energy she had after a fucking like that. Then again... I couldn't believe how much energy I had. I should have been passed out on the couch by now, but my cock was still throbbing and I was ready to go again! All I could think about was feeling more pleasure.
Emmanuelle twisted around and stood, giving me a big kiss. "I think you need some more, don't you baby," she said softly, her fingers first teasing my nipple then wrapping around my cock. "Let's go get you some more pussy." Then she started walking towards the stairwell, humming, with me in tow, leading me by my cock. Her words startled me, but I felt powerless to stop her. My dick was so hard and needy and her hand alone felt too good. Hearing the word 'pussy' made my mouth even water. "I'm gonna take such good care of you and make sure you're soooo nice and relaxed from now on. That nice, big cock will feel sooo good."



We reached one of the bedroom doors that was open and it reeked of sex. Inside I could hear moaning and heavy breathing as Emmanuelle led me in. It was decorated like a girl's room, Gabby's room, but it was a mess. Gabby was on the bed and Mateo's dad, George, was sitting on the floor beside it. Both were gently masturbating with their eyes closed, drenched in sweat, and seeming completely worn out. The bed was disheveled with the sheet and blankets pushed to the end of the bed to get them out of the way. Items that used to be on the dresser and nightstand and desk were strewn across the floor as if tossed aside in the midst of passion.
I had no idea how long they'd been at it, but it had to have been a while for them to be this worn out.
"Oooh, you two look absolutely ravaged," Emmanuelle sang. "How good of a fuck was she Georgie?"
He opened his eyes and looked up. He looked desperate and ashamed, but his hand still moved up and down his rock-hard shaft. "I... I can't believe you made me fuck my own daughter," he whimpered, near crying.
"I didn't make you, Georgie. You were the one that took her, remember? And besides, I know that Gabby wanted it. Didn't you baby?"
Gabby whimpered as she opened her eyes. The look of complete lust was unmistakable as she took in our nude bodies standing in the middle of the floor. She licked her lips in desire. "Yes... I did. I needed his hard cock in my pussy."
"See Vince? We're all one, big, happy family. We all love each other so much. But right now, I think Gabby needs another cock... and I want to feel my little Georgie giving me a hard fuck." She led me to the side of the bed and let my cock go. "Gabby, baby... here's a present for you. A brand new cock to enjoy." Suddenly she lifted her hand and sprayed Gabby in the face again. I wondered how many times she'd been sprayed, how many doses of the chemical had she endured. Gabby blinked twice and then a third time as her face changed. She no longer looked tired at all. She just looked... incredibly needy... and her gaze was laser-focused on my rock-hard erection. She practically growled.
Emmanuelle patted me on the chest as she turned and moved behind me. "You two go have some fun," she giggled. "Oh Georgie," she said with a sing-song voice. "I want more play time."
Gabby slid to the edge of the bed and dropped to her knees, her mouth quickly engulfing my cock as her hands grabbed my hips hard. "Mmmm... such a big... hard... tasty... cock!" she moaned, while sliding my cock in and out of her mouth.
"Please... Emm... no," George whimpered behind me as I closed my eyes to the immense pleasure that Gabby was giving me. I knew that Emmanuelle was approaching him... getting ready to use him for her own pleasure.
"Oh, Georgie. But my pussy needs you," Emmanuelle said. "See?"
"No," he whined and I just knew that Emmanuelle sprayed him. His voice changed quickly and he grunted as he started licking Emmanuelle's pussy for all he was worth.
"Yes, my little Georgie. Take me. Make me cum."
That was the last words I remember being spoken as Gabby completely dominated me. I knew the spray was still strong in my system because it took so little for Gabby to unleash the animal in me once again. I had the feeling of fucking and sucking and being sucked on for hours. And I kept going until I passed out.
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Slut Rose: It's Out of Hand, Part 3
When I woke up the next morning, I blinked, looking around at my strange surroundings. Then I remembered I was over at Mateo's house. And I was still in Gabby's bed. She was sleeping on her side, her arm draped over my chest, her head buried in my shoulder. She was still sleeping soundly. The sheets were wet with our perspiration and body fluids and the room reeked of sex. Emmanuelle and George were no where to be found.
I peeled myself out from underneath Gabby's arm and started looking for my clothes. I remembered that I'd left them in the living room and prayed to God that they'd still be there. As quietly as I could, I crept out of the room and down the stairs. I didn't want to run into anyone... especially Emmanuelle. My cock was still raging hard so I knew the drug was still in my system. Gauging from the reactions of Emmanuelle, Gabby, and George, the more you got sprayed the worse your addiction and need. So I was lucky I was only sprayed the once.
I found my clothes right where they got tossed, dressed, and quickly slipped out the sliding door and ran home. It was late enough in the morning that both my mom and dad were working, so I slipped into the shower to clean off, then sat in the living room, thinking about what had happened over the last two weeks.
In just the two weeks that Mateo had the spray, his entire family were completely addicted to it... his mom especially. And now she seemed to be the one in control of it. I wondered where Mateo was and how he was dealing with it. I picked up my phone and tried to call him, but there was no answer.
So... for the moment... it was all about going on with life as normal as possible.
It took me several days for my erection to finally subside and for my desire for sex to diminish. Those days were definitely filled with watching porn, fantasizing, and masturbating. Several times I felt a desire to see my mom naked... a few times I had to fight the urge to actually come on to her. And too many times I had to stop myself from going over to Mateo's house. I felt a very strong desire to feel the effects of the spray again. It was definitely intoxicating.
Over the next week, I drove by his house to and from the college, going to my classes, but nothing looked different. Mateo's car was never in the driveway and I never saw him on campus, which was very strange. And he never returned my calls... even though I tried several times each day. I was getting really worried about him.
On Wednesday, a full four days since I had succumbed to the spray, I received a text message from a number I didn't recognize as I sat in the living room, waiting for my mom and dad to come home. Hoping it was Mateo texting from a new number, I opened the text app on my phone and found it was a video... with the initial image very provocative. It was a woman holding a phone with the camera pointed at a mirror to record her image. While I couldn't see her face, her body was incredible. She was wearing a zip-up top with the zipper half-way down and below, a pair of small, black, lace panties. I just knew it had to be Emmanuelle.
I couldn't help myself and pressed the button to start playing it.
"Mmmm... just wanted to make my favorite boy a video," she said, panning the camera around her body. She bent over the end of the bed slightly, exposing her ass to the camera. "There's that ass," she said, smacking it. "I need a good spanking because I've been a bad, bad girl."
My expectation that it was Emmanuelle was true and her face finally came into view as the camera panned up and down her beautiful body.
"You hurry over," she said, licking her lips. "I want to play with you."
I could feel an urge building inside me. An urge to go back over the Mateo's house and be with her. I could feel myself getting harder, my body responding to the sexual stimulus in ways I never thought possible before. The video panned down her body, and then turned directly at her, zooming in closer to show her panties. They had some sheerness to them and I could just make out her bush and lips hidden behind the material.
"Look at those pretty panties covering that wet little pussy," she said, stroking her pussy over the thin material. She pulled at her panties, pulling them tighter against her crotch. "Do you see it? Yes you do." Her hand resumed stroking, sliding inside her panties to touch her naked flesh.
I shuddered and realized that I'd unfastened my pants already, my hard cock in my hand being stroked. When in the hell had I done that? I felt guilty at first, thinking that my mom or dad could just walk in on me. But a second later I didn't care... it felt far too good to stop.
"Ooh, yeah, just thinking about you got it nice and wet," she moaned softly and pulled her panties away to show her bush behind them. "Mmm, see? Look at that pretty pussy, so juicy wet. Remember how you loved eating it? Remember how you absolutely devoured it to get all my creamy cum over and over? I sure do!"
The video panned back up her body, over her firm abdomen and her big tits. She smiled into the camera, a wicked, lustful, needy smile, then she pulled her top off one arm then the other, dropping it to the floor.
"I remember a lot of what we did... all the yummy... fucking. You know I need you again. Your mommy needs you." She put the phone down on something sturdy, pointed at the bed, as she slid over the covers on her knees. She squeezed her boobs for a moment as she spread her legs, offering a wonderful view of her entire naked body to my feasting eyes.
"Mommy wants to play with her good little boy," she said gasping as her hand moved over top of her panties, stroking her overheated clit. "You like these see-through panties?" Her eyes were locked on mine, with that devious, sexy smile on her lips. Even though she was on camera, it was as if she was really talking to me. And she knew exactly how I'd respond.
She lay back on the bed and slid her panties over her hips and down and off her legs. Then, giggling, she slingshot her panties at the camera and I groaned as they obviously flew over it. I so wished they had hit me. My hand continued to stroke my shaft and I was breathing harder. This was definitely getting to me. I was even wondering if I could run over there... or better yet, drive, because I'd be there faster... just to fuck her.
She moved again, kneeling on the bed, her right hand snaking down to play with her bare pussy.
"Yes... mommy loves to play." Her fingers were circling and circling around her clit. I felt I could practically smell her scent and had an incredibly strong desire to move my face so close to her crotch. "Oh, yeah, right there," she whispered, her fingers sliding inside, too. "Mmmm, let mommy's pussy cum for you, baby. Oh yes!" She was panting, obviously so very excited. I imagined just how hot and wet her pussy would feel on my lips... and squeezing my cock.
"Mommy wants her big boy inside. Yeah, show me how big you get when you're inside me... filling me up... fucking me. I want to feel that big dick inside mommy's pussy." Her fantasy... memory... was exciting her and making her hand move faster and faster on her pussy, swirling over and around her clit, teasing it. "Oh my God, yeah, tease that clit. Oh, yeah, just like that. Oooh, yes, yes, yes, yes!"
She was whimpering as her free hand squeezed her breast hard. God, she looked so incredibly sexy!
"Please... let mommy cum on that fucking dick. Let mommy cum on that dick. Let mommy cum... mmhmm... make mommy cum."
She suddenly pulled her hand away. Her body was shaking, right on the edge of her orgasm. Her control was incredible! I, on the other hand, wasn't so controlled. My hand was flying up and down my shaft, needing... demanding... release.
She suddenly looked at the camera, breathing hard, her body shaking. "Mommy wants to feel you cum. Can you do that for me? Will you give me your cum?"
Watching her body spasm... and hearing her say that... was the last straw as my cock erupted, sending cum arching up and landing on my chest. God, it felt so good! So... much... cum!
It seemed to take forever for me to actually come back to reality again. It felt like a freight train was running through my body, roaring in my head as I just sat there, breathing heavy. When I opened my eyes again, Emmanuelle leaned forward, grabbed the camera and stopped the video. The last image were her big breasts, swaying beneath her, her nipples hard and pointed.
I felt my mouth watering. I stood and refastened my pants, determined and needy. I looked down at myself and realized I had to clean up, so I ran into the kitchen and grabbed a paper towel, wiping the cum from my shirt. I grabbed my keys and headed to the door, determined to drive over and fuck Emmanuelle as long and as hard as I could. I needed it... and I knew she wanted it. I didn't care what the cost would be.
I just opened the door and my dad was standing there, just about to walk in, and I nearly plowed right into him.
"Hey!" he said, pulling his hand back from the doorknob that had pulled away from him.
"Hey dad," I said, a little taken aback by his sudden presence.
"Are you... going somewhere?" he asked.
"Um...." The stop, the break in my mindset, the pause brought me back to reality about what I was about to do. "No... I uh... " It took me a full minute for my libido to calm down enough for me to stop and re-evaluate what I was doing. "I was just going to grab something from my car. I'll be right back."
I backed up and let him step by me into the house and then ran out to my car. I was still breathing hard and almost laughed at how much I wanted to run to Emmanuelle and that damned spray. If my dad hadn't been there, I don't know what would have happened to me.
*****
It was Friday again when Mateo finally called me. It had been a long week, with furious masturbation sessions several times a day. I kept watching the video Emmanuelle had sent me, but it didn't have the pull it had that first time. It was just that the porn videos didn't hold a candle to her... her body... they way she talked to me... and the fact that she lived less than a mile away. Friday morning was the day I decided I had to delete it. I needed to stop thinking about her.
And then Mateo called. I was at the college, sitting in the student center waiting to go to my first class. "Geez Mateo, you had me scared shitless," I said immediately after I answered. "Where are you?" I asked.
Mateo sounded scared. "I'm... just out," he said. "I... uh... I made a huge mistake."
"What happened?"
"My... uh... it's my mom. She stole the spray about a week ago." That I figured, but I didn't let on that I knew. "And she's gone crazy, man. She's spraying everyone she talks to."
"Oh shit!" I said.
"Yeah. Last week after she got it, I tried to get it back, but she sprayed me. And... oh my God... I can barely even say it. But she and Gabby used me. You know? They kept spraying me and using me, again and again." He started crying. I could tell he was extremely frustrated and angry. "I couldn't do anything but.... God... And the worse part it, the more you get sprayed, the more you want it again. The more you need to feel that rush of pleasure. I'm like... craving it bad... you know?"
"Damn..." I whispered, extremely lucky I was able to leave when I did.
"Whatever you do, just stay away from my house and my mom. Don't let anyone get near her. Once she gets her claws into them..."
I understood exactly what he was thinking. Anyone caught by Emmanuelle would be forever trapped because of that fucking spray. It was a scary thought. I could only hope the spray bottle was almost empty.
"How much of the spray is left?" I asked.
"I don't know. There couldn't be much. She sprays it a lot. But... my computer is there and, if she thinks about it, I think she knows how to buy more. She'll spend every penny she can to get more. I gotta figure out how to stop her. I gotta destroy the spray... and destroy my computer." Mateo broke down, crying and mumbling by this point. "I was so fucking stupid."
"It'll work out... somehow," I said, trying to be encouraging. "It has to. And I'll help you any way I can."
That calmed Mateo down a little. "Thanks. Just... just stay away from her."
*****
I continued on with my daily habits, going to school, staying there a while to work on my homework, and then coming home. It was a couple days before I realized I hadn't seen my own family members in days. It was common for my dad since he traveled around a lot for work, visiting the various grocery stores in his district. He was a district manager and had a pretty large district under his control. But, I almost always saw my mom. Unfortunately, I was so preoccupied with school and Mateo that I didn't even look for her, I didn't even notice that she hadn't been around. She did work odd hours sometimes, being a masseuse, so there were times we just didn't match up our schedules. And... I was gone more because of this whole spray incident. Maybe it was nothing.
The next Wednesday I came right home from school and I noticed that her car was in the garage. I came in the front door and, thank God, she was coming down the stairs, humming. She was dressed in a robe, which was common when she just came home from work. She usually showered and then lounged around a little before she dressed again in something comfortable.
"Hey," I said as she passed me.
"Hey yourself."
I followed behind her as she moved into the living room, still humming. "I, uh, haven't seen you much lately. Everything going ok?"
She smiled. "Yeah, everything's really great. Work has been amazing lately," she said, gushing. "Why?"
"Oh, uh, no reason. Just wondering."
"You're looking really stressed. Is everything ok with you? School ok?"
"Oh, yeah, everything's going ok. School's great." She got up and moved behind the couch and started massaging my shoulders. It wasn't at all unusual... she actually did that a lot.
"Are you going to be around this weekend? Your sister's coming home for the weekend for her birthday. I was hoping we could have a party at the house for her."
"Yeah, uh... sure. I don't have anything going on."
"Good. Wow... you sure you're ok? You're really tense today. Knots everywhere..."
Her hands felt really good, as usual, and I closed my eyes. She always had the almost magical ability to relax me and get every single knot out of my muscles.
"Here, let me get some oil. Go ahead and take off your shirt," she suggested. I slid my t-shirt up and over my head and tossed it aside. When she returned, her warm, oil-slicked hands felt even better on my neck and shoulders. She pushed me gently, indicating for me to lean forward as she worked a little lower on my back as well. I was in heaven.
Suddenly, I felt she was in front of me, pushing me back into the couch. "Here, let me get your front, too," she whispered, and I felt her sit on my lap. Her hands were working my shoulders and pecs, dropping a little lower to work my abs. My head lay back on the couch, my eyes closed as I continued to relax more and more.
"Here... here's a warm towel for your face," she whispered and I felt the soft, heated, cloth lay on my face, covering it. "This should really help you relax." I loved how this all felt. It felt like her hands were everywhere at once, working all of the muscles in my arms and torso. I wished I was laying on a massage table so she could cover even more of my body.
"I was talking to Mrs. Rodriguez the other day," she started to say, and I could feel stress trying to build up inside me. I knew there was something wrong with what she was saying. I just couldn't figure out what. My mind felt clouded. My thoughts felt like they were wading through mud. "She said that Mateo was under a lot of stress lately, too."
My mind was spinning, but her hands felt so good and I was so relaxed. My shoulders, my neck, my abs and chest... her hands were everywhere at once, kneading my muscles, sliding over my flesh. Every nerve in my body felt so alive.
"She invited me over to talk and showed me how she relieved his stress. I thought my massage method was good," she laughed. "But hers was... it was such an amazing thing... and I felt just how... relaxed... she was able to make people." Her voice sounded a little far away, as if remembering very fondly.
I could feel the heat of her body as she slid between my thighs, her hands sliding all over my abdomen. I was indeed feeling very relaxed. In fact I was so relaxed and my mind was so befuddled that I didn't even wonder how she could be massaging both my abdomen and my shoulders at the same time. I couldn't even wonder where the extra set of hands came from.
"She massaged me for hours and hours," my mom admitted. "Her hands... her mouth... were... everywhere. And I was... just... tingling." She moaned, her hands stopping for a moment, and I felt them shaking. Then she exhaled, like a great weight was released, like a great desire was before her.
I could hear a voice near my ear whisper excitedly, "God, I love watching this part. So fucking sexy watching that need fill her body and take over all rational thought."
"Mmm... that scent..." my mom moaned. "So... fucking... intoxicating..."
The way she was talking, exhaling a little with each word as if she were feeling it all over again, was making me excited. I could feel my erection throbbing in my jeans. I thought I could feel her hands low on my abdomen, at the edge of my jeans. It felt like... it felt like she was unfastening them. Like she was releasing my burning, throbbing, member.
I felt the cool air on my groin as my pants were pulled down. It felt good to be free of my confinement. But... but something was wrong. My body was tingling with need. I felt her hands on my bare thighs, pushing them apart as her body moved between my legs. Then hands gripped my shaft and started stroking it. It felt incredible! I couldn't... I wouldn't do anything to stop them.
"That's the cock I remember," I heard the voice by my ear say softly. "So hard... so big..." It was Emmanuelle! And she was in the room, right behind me! It was her hands on my shoulders! My God, what did she do?
I reached up and grabbed the towel, pulling it from my face. Emmanuelle's face was over mine, looking down at my mom, with an amazed, excited look. I followed her gaze, knowing what I was going to see, but still not believing it. My mom was kneeling on the floor, her robe still closed, both her hands on my shaft, stroking it. She was looking at it, longingly, but hesitant.
When she saw me looking down, she looked up at me, distraught. "Oh my God, what am I doing? I can't... But... but you feel... so good." She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. "And you smell... so good. I just... I need... more. I'm sorry... I'm sorry... I'm sorry but I do. I know how this looks, but you just have to let me."
"Mom... I... we can't," I said. I wanted to move my hands to stop her, but... couldn't. I didn't really want to. I just felt I should. But my body didn't not want to stop this.
Her eyes met mine. "I know... I know... what am I doing? You're my son. But I can't help myself..." She closed her eyes in pleasure. "God... you smell good."
"It's ok, Vince. I bet you've wanted this for a long, long time," Emmanuelle whispered in my ear, her left hand resting on my chest, her fingertips making lazy circles on it. "Now that you're so grown up... so mature... at such a sexual peak... it's time to live out your fantasy. And you're so much bigger than your father that your mom is really going to enjoy this."
I turned my head up towards her and sat forward on the couch. "What? You're some kind of sick bitch. What gives you the right to do this to people?" I said, angrily.



She smiled and I wasn't sure I liked to see it. "This," she said and I felt the spray hit both our faces before I even had a chance to react. I was so distracted by her face and her left hand, that I didn't even think about what her right hand was doing. Unknown to me, she had grabbed the spray bottle and held it, just waiting for the right moment.
I immediately felt the affects. And while I was still angry with her, my desire for both Emmanuelle and for my mom was building fast.
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Slut Rose: It's Out of Hand, Part 4
I was trapped, but I sure didn't feel like that was a bad thing. Emmanuelle, my best friend's mom, was behind me as I sat on the couch, leaning over me and kissing me ravenously. My own mom was kneeling on the floor between my knees, stroking my cock. And since we had all been sprayed by that damn chemical, it was going to be a long night.
I looked down at my mom as Emmanuelle kissed and licked my neck, tearing off her clothes.
"I can't help but want you," my mom said, feeling guilty, surprisingly not completely overtaken by the spray yet. She was still fighting it, although I knew it was a losing battle. "Oh, honey," she said, stroking my cock. "You're so excited... and... hard. It's ok, right? We're not doing anything wrong."
My mom alternately shrugged her robe off first one shoulder then the other, baring her body to my gaze as Emmanuelle went around the couch and knelt behind her. "Oh my... I know you want these titties!" Emmanuelle exclaimed, her hands snaking beneath my mom's arms and cupping her breasts, shaking them lightly for me to watch as both women looked up at me. "Mmm... Jessica... I bet you want to choke on that cock right now. It's not a big deal. You can do anything you want. Anything."
My mom moaned at her words and feeling Emmanuelle's hands teasing her body. "I want you to tease him really good, 'cause I want him to give you a really big fat load of cum. You can you do that, can't you Jessica?" she asked. "Cause if you don't, I'm going to fuck him myself first."
I could tell that my mom's feelings of guilt were wearing off quickly. "Yes... I can do that," she whispered excitedly.
Emmanuelle moved close, putting her chin on my mom's shoulder from behind. "Mmmm, let's take off his pants."
They both sat back and grabbed at my jeans, tugging them down my legs. There was no way I was going to fight them.
"Get comfortable for me, 'cause I'm going to give you the best fucking blowjob you've ever had," my mom said, sliding back in and wrapping her long fingers around my shaft. Her hands felt incredible. "I want your cock in my mouth." She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around the head, sucking and licking it. Her tongue swirled around it and licked underneath it. "Do you want to see how far I can shove your cock down my throat? I bet you'd like that, wouldn't you?"
"You know," Emmanuelle said, backing away from her again and started to lay down on the floor behind her. "You'd look pretty with your pussy on my mouth." She slid her head underneath my mom. She was going to lick her pussy while my mom sucked on my cock. Some need... some desire inside me wished I could see that.
"I get really wet whenever I choke on a cock," my mom said as Emmanuelle licked her. "Oh fuck, her tongue feels so good!" she moaned. "You know what my favorite thing is, Vince? My favorite thing is when I suck on your cock and my eyes water." Then she deepthroated me, sliding my cock deeper than I'd ever felt before. I swore my cock was sliding into her lungs. I felt her swallow a little and felt her gagging on me before sliding off again. Her eyes were indeed watering and her face was crimson red. She was sacrificing her need for oxygen for her need for cock.
"Am I doing a good job? Is this what you like to see?" she asked before doing it again. As she pulled off this time, her hands stroked me faster. "Oh God... your cock is so fucking huge... I like when I choke on it. I like being a dirty little whore for you. You like that, don't you? I get really excited when I suck a cock and feel how hard it gets for me and yours is so... hard."
We sat there for a long time and I could feel my mom's excitement as Emmanuelle's tongue hit her clit just right again and again. My body was on fire, every nerve was raw, feeling the pleasure pour over me, and her whimpering with my cock in her mouth was driving me absolutely crazy. I couldn't take much more of this before I just had to have her pussy.
In agony, I grunted, grabbed her hair firmly in my hand, and pulled her off my cock. She looked up at me, whimpering as if I was denying her heartfelt desire. I moved her as I shifted off the couch, until I was kneeling on the floor and lay her on her back. Emmanuelle moved beside us, her face shiny with my mom's juices. I moved between my mom's legs and let my cock rest against her pussy as I rubbed the shaft against it. I growled as I felt her heat and wetness. I couldn't wait to be buried so deep inside her.
"Oh, please," she begged. "Give me that thick shaft. Rub your fucking cock all over my pussy like that. My pussy is so fucking wet for you right now. Oh, fuck!" Her face looked so needy... so wanton. She wasn't lying, she wanted me bad. Her pussy was drooling, begging for me.
"You like watching my cock, don't you?" I asked her, teasing her by grabbing my shaft and sliding the tip in circles over her clit. We locked eyes and the way she was looking at me was so incredibly erotic. She was a wanton slut for me. "You want to watch this fucking cock shove into your pussy, don't you? You want me to make you cry as I split you in two with this big cock."
She was writhing beneath me, trying to get my cock into her, lifting and wriggling her hips. Trying... but I was not going to let her succeed until I was ready. "Sweetie... mommy has to... has to have you. Oh my God you have no idea how badly I need it right now. And you... you can have mommy... any time you want. Forever, baby. Oh... honey... God, I love you. Do you feel how wet mommy is for you right now?"
I groaned. Yeah, I felt how wet she was. I felt her wetness coating my cock. I felt her heat radiating from her pussy like a furnace. And I felt my need growing so strong that I couldn't control myself any more.
"I want your cock, baby. I've never wanted something so bad," she moaned. "Fuck mommy like you mean it. Please!"
And I did. I adjusted my position and slid just a little of the head into her, set my hands on both sides of her head to brace myself and to look down on her, and then in one stroke slid as deep as I could causing her to exhale and gasp. "God you're so fucking tight," I moaned as I slid back out a little only to drive back inside. "Do I feel good inside you?"
She reached up and grabbed my sides, her legs rising so that her feet could hook my ass to keep me from pulling away. "Oh God... oh God, baby, you feel so... good!" She was almost crying, either from the pain, the guilt, or from the sexual pleasure my cock was forcing from her. "So... fucking... big!"
Emmanuelle interrupted us by kicking her leg over my mom's head and settling her pussy onto her mouth. "Stop talking and start eating my pussy," she demanded. "And don't you stop fucking her," she whimpered to me, sounding a little desperate for release and control. She leaned in and kissed me, grabbing my face in her hands to hold me there as her tongue speared deep into my mouth again and again.
I could hear my mom breathing beneath us, trying to breath as Emmanuelle's pussy tried to smother her. But she never stopped licking.
"Yes, baby, yes! Fill your mommy up," Emmanuelle said, holding my head an inch away from hers. "I wanna watch you cum inside her so bad. Give it to her, fucker... motherfucker... cum in her... and make her cum all over your fucking cock."
I felt my mom's pussy convulsing, squeezing my cock as her juices poured out of her in her first orgasm of the night. It was running down my thighs and dripping from my balls as I kept sliding in and out of her and she was moaning loudly between Emmanuelle's thighs.
"Don't you dare stop eating my pussy," Emmanuelle commanded, grabbing my mom's nipples, squeezing and pulling them. My mom groaned even louder, but continued her tongue assault. "Oh my god I'm gonna cum!" Emmanuelle groaned loudly as her body began to shake.
I felt my own orgasm coming fast. I was sweating hard and all my nerves were on edge as my mom's pussy milked me. "Oh my God!" I yelled out as I felt the first spray jetting into her. I couldn't slow the pace of my thrusting, though. I felt a deep animalistic need for more... lots more!
Emmanuelle looked down at my cock and giggled. "Oh my god you came a lot," she laughed, smiling. She reached down and played with the copious amount that had squirted out around my shaft, raising it to her lips for a taste. Then she lifted off my mom's face and moved above her head, lifting it and settling her legs beneath it to cradled it in her lap. Now my mom could easily see me and easily see our junction. She reached down and gathered more of my cum on her fingers and slid it into my mom's mouth. My mom seemed hesitant and first but quickly started licking and sucking the cum-drenched finger. "Now... don't stop, Vince. Do it again! Now she can watch." It was a wicked thing to do, to now force my mom to watch as I fucked her. There was no denying it now, no thinking that maybe it didn't happen, or maybe neither one of us wanted it to happen.
No... we saw the desire and want in each other's eyes. We both wanted this.
"Harder!" Emmanuelle cheered. "Go ahead. Grab her fucking hips and pound into her, fucker!"
*****
It was a long night, one that I, once again, barely remember. I woke up on the floor in the early morning with my mom laying on top of me, likely where she collapsed after riding me for her umpteenth orgasm. After her first orgasm, things heated up quickly. I had no idea who's pussy belonged to whom or who's mouth or hand belonged to whom. All I remember was the constant parade of fucking, licking, and sucking anything and everything that moved. I even had a strange recollection of fucking my mother's ass. Nothing was taboo. Nothing was sacred.
I heard snoring and realized that my dad was lying on the couch beside us, naked, and sleeping deeply. I had no idea when he got involved with all this or when he joined in.
I still felt excited, felt my cock even now growing next to my mom's pussy, as memories of last night flashed through my mind. With just a little movement, the head was rubbing against her entrance. I felt my mom move, even while almost completely asleep, and just let it slide inside. It was as if her body knew what it wanted, even if her brain was too tired. I felt her move slowly sliding me in and out.
Then she woke up. "Hey baby," she whispered, looking up at me and kissing my chest. "You feel so good."
"Mom... I just..."
"Shhh... this is just our way of... of loving each other, baby. You... you did exactly what I asked for. And I love how you made me feel. I truly loved it. All of it. I do," she said, trying to ease my guilty feelings.
"This is... ok?" I asked her as she sat up a little more, putting her hands on my chest to move her hips and fuck me more energetically, her tits bobbing and swaying above me. "You don't... regret... this?"
She smiled and stretched up to kiss me. "No, honey. No, I don't regret it. I mean... mmm... I know it wasn't our choice to do this. I don't know what's in that spray that makes me feel like this... oh God... makes me do... this. But... fuck... I've never felt more sure about anything, sweetie. I just love you. Mommy loves you."
She leaned forward, kissed me again and then closed her eyes for a moment as she plunged my cock deeper inside her with a loving sigh and put her feet flat on the ground to squat and get a lot of leverage to fuck me. "Yes... God yes," she whispered. Then we looked each other in the eye as she began fucking me in earnest.
*****
We fucked for another three hours that morning, with my dad sleeping a foot away, before we just had to stop. We were just too tired to continue. I stumbled upstairs to my bedroom on shaky legs, still with a pussy-juice-covered, raging hardon, and collapsed in my bed.
I was extremely worn out and slept until the next morning. When I awoke, mid-morning, and realized it was Friday, I quickly showered, dressed, and headed off to class. It wasn't until that afternoon that I finally remembered that my sister, Sara, was coming in from school. She was two years older than me and in her third year of college. Her college was 6 hours away, so she didn't get to come home often.
But I remembered my mom telling me that she was coming in this weekend. She was coming into... this. She was coming into this spray and this sexual perversion that I and our parents were now trapped in. I couldn't stand to see her get trapped in it, too.
I grabbed my phone and called her on my way to my car. I was lucky, she answered quickly.
"Hey, what's up?" she said. I could hear the road noise from the car's speaker phone so I knew she was on her way.
"Sara," I said, wondering what I was going to say. I hadn't put a lot of thought into this plan. "What are you doing?"
"I'm driving. I'm about 4 hours away. What are you doing?" she asked.
"I, uh, just got out of class for the day. Listen... the reason I called... I think you shouldn't... you know... come home this weekend."
"Why?" she asked, sounding a little annoyed. "I already told mom and dad I'd be in this weekend for my birthday."
"It's just that... there's a little problem here. Mom and dad are... sick... and... I think you should just stay there." I didn't know what to even tell her. How could I tell her what mom, dad, and myself had undergone in the past week? How could I tell her we were all... fucking? It didn't even sound like the truth to me, and I'd been living it. It sounded like some perverted movie.
"Sick? What are you talking about? I just talked to mom before I left. She sounded fine... maybe a little over-excited that I was coming home, but that's just mom."
"It's not something they're talking about," I said. I wanted to be serious enough that she'd stay away. But I had to be vague because I couldn't explain what was going on.
"You're scaring me, Vince. What's wrong with them? Tell me it's not cancer..." she sounded more worried than scared. I wasn't doing this right. I had to make her understand!
"No! God no... it's nothing like that at all. It's not terminal or anything. It's just... contagious. And I don't want you to get it."
"Then what is it?" she asked, sounding frustrated and starting to get angry. "Mom sounded just fine and never said a word about anything being wrong."
I felt trapped. There was nothing I could say to convince her and I couldn't tell her the truth. She'd never believe that either. "I can't tell you right now. Ok? Just... turn around."
"Ugh!" she said loudly and hung up.
I called back, but she wouldn't answer. I had no idea if I'd convinced her or not.
And then I received a call from Mateo. I stared at my phone for a moment, suddenly wondering if it was really him or not, wondering if something else was going on.
"Mateo, hey," I said, happy to hear from him again.
"Hey man... I'm running away with Gabrielle," he said hurriedly. "And I'll be throwing away this phone as soon as I get off so you won't be able to contact me."
"What? What's happening now?"
"I don't want them tracking me. She's fucking crazy man. I came by the house and half the neighbors were now sucked into this. I'm gonna have to do it. I don't have a choice."
"Do what?" I asked, starting to get scared. Was he going to kill his mom?
I could hear Gabrielle in the background, begging Mateo to please stop and fuck her. She sounded more desperate than ever.
"Jeez Gabrielle, be careful! I don't want to fucking wreck," Mateo warned her.
"But I need it, Mateo... bad!" I could just make out Gabrielle saying in the background. It sounded like he moved the phone from his ear and I could hear more noise from her. There was a lot of movement in the car with a lot of sounds I didn't recognize.
"Yeah... ok... just... just don't push them down too far, ok?" I heard Gabrielle almost giggle in delight followed by slight sucking noises. "And don't fucking hit the steering wheel... Oh, fuck... go slow, go slow," Mateo said. "Fuck dude, this stuff has screwed us up big," he said, putting the phone back up to his ear. "Gabrielle is pretty fucked up. And I'm not far behind."
"What are you going to do, Mateo?" I asked, still scared that he was going to do something too drastic.
"Oh fuck... we're going to have to pull off, Gabby. I can't take it... fuck..." he mumbled. "Oh my God," his voice fell as the phone moved from his ear again. I could hear Gabrielle's sucking and sloshing hand motions as I envisioned her giving him the best blowjob of his life.
"Here... we can... we'll pull in here," he whispered.
"Put the seat back," Gabrielle said, breathlessly. "I need it, bad. My pussy is on fire."
I heard the clicking and thunks as the seat was pushed back and locked into place. Then there was rummaging as the two moved about, trying to get into some position.
"God damn," Mateo panted. "You're so fucking tight."
I could hear Gabrielle panting and moaning and realized she'd sit in his lap and was now fucking him. The phone seemed forgotten as all I could do was listen to them having sex in the car. It seemed quick and frantic, like both of them had built up a huge, pent up need that demanded release.
Both of them grunted loudly and I could tell that they were cumming. Gabrielle was louder, shrill, and seemed to cum more than once, but Mateo's guttural grunts followed quickly. They were breathing heavy as Mateo brought the phone back to his ear.
"I'm sorry... you still there?" he asked.
My hand was wrapped around my shaft and I was masturbating furiously, but I was still there. "Yeah," I said.
"Stay away from my house, man. And I want you to remember that I had no choice, ok? No matter what anybody says. No choice!"
Then he hung up the phone on his end.
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Slut Rose: It's Out of Hand, Part 5
Mateo and his sister were on the run and were likely to do something drastic. And my sister, Sara, was coming into town in just a few hours, coming in for her birthday, coming right into the middle of this deviancy... this addiction to perversion. And me? I was driving, trying to stay away from home and trying to stay away from anywhere they'd expect me to be. I didn't want to be found. I had to think. I had to plan.
I had to keep my sister from getting caught up in this. I'd already been sprayed a few times by Mateo's mom, sending me into sexual perversion for hours on end... a sexual perversion that I couldn't stop, fucking and sucking far beyond what I normally could. And then the lingering effects worked for weeks afterward, keeping me horny most of the time and turning everything into a trigger to masturbate. Sometimes, I even felt a strong, lingering desire to go back to experience the spray again.
I knew that I was going to do something drastic and knew that I'd most likely never be able to go home again afterwards. I had no idea how I was ever going to do this. I didn't even know if I had the strength. I stopped at the bank and took as much cash out of my savings as I could. I was going to need every penny.
Then I drove around for a while and stopped at one of the local parks, parking at the far end of one of the parking lots, trying to be inconspicuous. My windows were down and I just sat there, feeling the fall sun and the slightly crisp air coming through the windows.
Ever since I spoke with Sara, I'd been getting calls and texts from my mom and dad, trying to get me to come home. The messages said that they were going to have a dinner party for Sara tonight and that they wanted me to join in the festivities. My mom's messages, in particular, were sexually aggressive with most containing a sexy picture or video. I couldn't help but watch them... each one of them. Although they were short, they made me very hard and I masturbated to them, and each one of them slowly deteriorated my will to stay away. The last one took the cake.
The video started with mom's face front and center. She seductively put her fingertip to her lips and I could almost see my cock resting there. I wondered how long it had been since I fucked my stepmom's mouth. It seemed like forever ago.
"What's up Vince?" she asked innocently enough. "It's me... again. Since you haven't said whether you're coming by this evening to see your sister and be with us as a family, I thought... this time... I'd convince you by showing you our new friend. We just met her last night at the strip club. Her name's Jazz. She'll be around for another day or two. Just in case you... you know... change your mind and want to play. You wouldn't want your sister to steal all the fun now, would you?"
Mom panned the camera over to a young woman sitting on the couch beside her. The woman had dark brown hair and lovely eyes. She smiled into the camera, like she was just another happy woman, but I could see the hunger on her face. She'd been sprayed with the drug... and with her makeup removed, it was extremely likely that she'd had a lot of sex since last night.
"Say hi Jazz."
"Hi," Jazz smiled into he camera and gave a little wave. Then the camera moved back to my mom's face in a tight closeup.
"Mmmm," my mom said, slowly and seductively licking her lips, making them so shiny. "Isn't she sexy? You want to watch me play with her tight little pussy? Mmmm... and make it cum?" She slid her finger into her mouth and let her lips purse as she sucked on it softly. "I'll show you. And I'll make it nice and fucking wet for you when you get here."
She moved the camera down, showing her hand on Jazz's stomach, her fingers playing on it.
"I feel so dirty," she said. "Let me show you these titties first." She pulled the Jazz's shirt up and showed her naked breasts. Her hand grabbed them, one at a time, and squeezed, massaging them. Suddenly the camera moved back up to her face. "I like to show you the real me, Vince; the dirty little fucking whore that I am."
As the camera moved back down to show Jazz's breasts, a dribble of spit fell onto her nipple and my mom's fingertip swirled it around the hardening nub.
"How about we take this top off. One second," mom said. The video then showed her helping Jazz slide the shirt over her head before they settled back down onto the couch. My mom then bent down into the camera's view and licked and sucked on each of her nipples briefly. "Mmmm... delicious... plump and soft... with really suckable nipples." The audio captured each suck and moan, making my cock even harder. My fingers wrapped around my shaft and slid up and down it's length. I didn't want to... but my cock was so hard and it felt so good. Everything sexual sent me into a downward spiral of depravity.
"And then... we have..." She moved the camera down, following her hand as it moved down her abdomen, circled her bellybutton, and then moved to the edge of her panties. She grabbed the edge of the thin material that covered her pussy and pulled it away to expose her tiny bush above her swollen clit. "Tada!" A dribble of spit fell onto her clit and mom's finger swirled around it, circling her clit teasingly.
"Like that? You want to see me suck on that tight little pussy?" The camera angle moved a lot as if she handed the phone to Jazz. It now showed my mom in full view, one hand holding her panties away, the other sliding over her pussy, fingering her. "Mmmm... hold the camera right there... so he can watch." My mom looked into the camera, put her fingers between her lips, and sucked on them.
"I'd love to have your big fucking dick in between my lips right now," she said as she slowly licked her fingers. "After you pulled it from her tight pussy so I could taste both of you. And then have you cum all over my face. Jazz'll lick it right off as you watch."
I watched as my mom then moved down between Jazz's spread legs and looked up at the camera as she held her face resting so close to her pussy. "Are you ready Vince? Ready to see me make this yummy pussy cum? I'm gonna play with this pretty little clit here and get this pussy all ready for you."
My mom used her fingers and thumb to open Jazz's pussy, baring her clit from its hood, while her other hand toyed at her entrance. "Do you want me to make her cum for you? Yeah?"
"Oh my God, fuck! Please!" I heard Jazz beg off camera, making my mom giggle. "Fuck!" Jazz grabbed her inner thigh with one hand, squeezing it in frustration and pulling her thighs wider apart. It was obvious she was enjoying the pleasure.
"Her clit is so fucking swollen right now. And she is so fucking wet," my mom said, practically drooling, and bent down to begin licking and sucking her pussy.
Jazz's body was moving excitedly, loving how good it felt, and needing release.
"Fuck... I'm gonna fucking cum fast!" Jazz said again with a raspy breath. She was breathing hard.
"My pussy got all stretched out from your big dick, Vince," my mom said between licks, looking up at the camera. "I want you to fuck me, baby. I want you to fuck me so good while you watch me eat her wet pussy."
My mom plunged several fingers into Jazz's pussy, fingering her, while her tongue teased her clit. Jazz's breathing was getting heavier and heavier, her moaning and screaming getting louder as she got closer and closer to her orgasm.
"Fuck yeah," my mom said with a determined look on her face. "I'm gonna make her cum Vince... just like we did over and over again last night... licking, and sucking, and fucking her, again and again."
"Oh God, yes! I'm so fucking close... ohhh... my pussy is tingling," Jazz moaned.
"She's a real firecracker... and she loves to cum... Yeah, this pussy's gonna fucking cum just for you, Vince. It's gonna cum so fucking hard." My mom was plunging two fingers into Jazz's pussy and twisting with each thrust, while her tongue lashed against her clit, over and over.
"Oh my God... oh my God... yeah, I'm gonna cum... I'm gonna cum... ahhhh.... fuuuuuuck!" Jazz was screaming, her body wrenching and turning, alternately moving into the pleasure and then away from it. Her legs were spasming as she obviously had an orgasm, my mom giggling with her lips wrapped around her clit. Then my mom pulled back, letting Jazz relax for a moment.
"I think she liked it," my mom giggled, moving toward the camera and Jazz's face.
Jazz held the camera to the side, showing both of their faces meeting. "Oh my God that felt so fucking good. I've never cum so much in my entire life." My mom first lifted her soaking wet fingers between them and they both licked and sucked them clean. Then they kissed hard, my mom's tongue driving into the young woman's mouth as she grabbed the back of her head. Then, as suddenly as she kissed her, she pulled away.
"That's another orgasm you missed, Vince. I hope you don't miss any more. I hope you're stroking your big dick right now... and I hope you're gonna cum for me. I love knowing that you're watching this... that you enjoy watching me, fantasizing about fucking me. I love knowing that I make you hard... and make you cum. I love your big fucking cock, Vince. And I want it."
My mom kissed into the camera and then moved the phone to a close up of Jazz's wet pussy. It was so... erotic... looking at her wet and swollen folds, just dripping with cum and spit. Jazz's pleasure-filled face showed just over the ridge of her mons, her eyes looking into mine. "And sharing this pussy with you tonight will be so... fucking... hot."
And then the video ended.
I spent the next hour masturbating, constantly looking around to make sure no one saw me. Constantly replaying the video again and again and cumming. God... I came so much...
*****
I didn't take any time to come up with a plan because of all the masturbation, so, when the time came, I figured I'd have to just wing it and take my chances. I arrived home at about 6:15, unfortunately a little after Sara arrived. There were several cars in the driveway and on the street in front of the house. My mom must have decided to throw that birthday party after all.
So I wouldn't get blocked in, I parked in the street a few doors down and walked. I crept up to the back of the house and looked in the sliding glass door that showed the dining room and living room. The kitchen was off to the right, so I couldn't see into it very well.
There were a lot of people in the house... my mom and dad... Mateo's mom and dad... my sister was sitting on the couch with her best friend and two of her male friends from high school... and Jazz. A punch bowl, several cans of soda, several bottles of beer, and some snacks littered the dining room table. It all looked innocent enough as everyone stood around, eating, drinking, and talking. In fact, it felt strangely too innocent. I could almost feel the anticipation and tension from outside the house.
I hid to the side when I saw my mom approaching with Emmanuelle and the two male friends of Sara. They were walking into the kitchen for something. After a minute, the four walked back into the dining room, with my mom and Emmanuelle carrying the cake and ice cream, and the two guys walking behind them, rubbing their eyes and faces. They were just sprayed!
I could see their sexual energy building just by watching them, their eyes scanning the crowd with confused lust. Sara and her best friend, Molly, were still sitting on the couch as my mom approached them holding slices of cake and ice cream on plates and everyone broke into singing the "Happy Birthday" song. As she handed the plates to the girls at the end of the song and everyone was finishing the song, I saw Emmanuelle spray them with two quick blasts on the last two notes.
I covered my mouth to keep my yelling from being heard. God! It was happening and I couldn't do anything about it! I wanted to open the door and rush in, but I'd be quickly overpowered and sprayed... and then be just as trapped myself. If I didn't get her alone, there was nothing I was going to be able to do. I felt so damned helpless and ashamed of myself.
I watched in horror as Sara and Molly sat back, wiping the fluid from their faces, shocked that Emmanuelle had the audacity to do that. The crowd surrounded them, looking hungry for the change in them. My dad laid his hands on Molly's shoulders while Emmanuelle dropped to her knees in front of her.
Suddenly I heard loud sirens coming down the street and within seconds three fire trucks were passing right in front of my house. Their sirens roared loudly, making the windows vibrate. I moved away from the window to the corner of the house and turned to look in the direction they were going to see what was going on. Not too far up the street, a large, black plume of smoke rose into the air. The only thought that came to mind was... it was Mateo's house! His plan was to destroy any of the spray that he could... destroy his computer... and any documentation they had about the spray or the website. He wanted to destroy any of the spray that they had and make it impossible to get any more. This was the drastic measure he had warned me about.
I heard a commotion at the front of the house, with people yelling. Then I saw Mateo's mom and dad go running towards their house. My dad started running, not too far behind them. That didn't leave too many people in the house that could stop me. I went back to the sliding glass door, opened it, and crept inside. I could hear talking outside the open front door. Sara and her friends were all in the living room, looking at each other wantonly. It only took a second or two more before the boys were on them, tearing at their clothes, everyone trying to get naked as they kissed furiously.
This was my chance! I ran into the living room and grabbed the guy that was on Sara from behind. I jerked hard, backwards, pulling him off her. He fell to the floor with a thud, but was back up in a second. I grabbed Sara's arm and pulled her, before he had a chance to get back on her, dragging her into the dining room and then out of the house. I heard my mom yelling from behind me, ordering me to come back, but I kept running.
Sara wasn't fighting me, but wasn't helping much either. She seemed to be dazed and confused. It was difficult to pull her, but luckily I didn't have to go too far. I just had to get her into the car. Then... we'd be safe.
I'd parked between my house and Mateo's, so while we were running, I could see the smoke and flames leaping high into the air. Halfway through the yard, I saw a small bottle on the lawn. Normally I wouldn't have even thought twice about it, but something seemed both familiar and important about that bottle. I bent down and grabbed it and resumed pulling Sara toward the car.
When we got to the passenger door, I opened it then pushed Sara inside. I looked back to see my mom running toward us and prayed she wouldn't get to us in time. I locked the passenger door and slammed it closed, then ran around and got into the driver's side. My mom was pounding on the passenger door, trying to open it, just as I got my own door closed and locked. I quickly started the car and drove off, leaving my mom in the street, yelling.
*****
I had no idea where we were going to go, but I kept driving. I knew it would be impossible for anyone to track us, especially if I didn't have a specific plan. But while we drove, I could tell the spray was definitely affecting Sara. She was touching herself over her clothes, reveling in the sensations her hands produced. Slowly she was unbuttoning her top and her jeans... opening them... revealing more and more skin.
At first she seemed a little embarrassed by it, with me sitting right next to her, but the spray overwhelmed her sense of propriety quickly.
"I'm feeling really... funny," she said. I watched her hand disappear inside her shirt to squeeze her breast and tease her nipple. Her face brazenly showed her pleasure. Just the thought of it was making me hard.
"I know," I said, trying to reassure her everything would be ok even though sitting next to her was turning me on. "I'll get you somewhere safe."
"I don't... Mrs. Rodriguez sprayed me with... something. What... what was in that mist? I think it was some kind of drug or something. It's making me feel so weird."
"Yeah... I don't know what's in it. But... I know what you mean," I said softly. I remembered what that spray did to me. I knew exactly what she was feeling. All the sensations coursing through her body... every touch was pleasure... tingling, tortuous pleasure.
"We'll get through this, Sara." I said it, but I wasn't sure I could promise it.
"Oh my God," she whispered. She had pulled her shirt completely open and was playing with her breasts as she sat back deeper into the seat. She'd pulled her jeans down to mid-thigh giving her hands plenty of skin to touch. I groaned seeing her like this, feeling my cock rising rapidly as she moaned in pleasure right beside me. I wasn't sure if I could control myself if she kept this up. Her breasts were beautiful... full and round. Her nipples were small and very hard and she pinched and pulled them.
She looked up and her eyes locked with mine. Fuck! She caught me looking at her breasts.
"Are you looking at my tits right now?" she asked softly, challenging me.
"No... Sara I..."
"Did you drag me away because... you... you want me?" She looked right at me, her eyes scanning down my body. "Because it looks like you do. You have a boner," she said matter-of-factly.
"Sara...," I whispered. I didn't know what to say. I knew I had a hard on.
Sara held her breasts with both hands, lifting and squeezing them before moving in to squeeze her nipples again. "I don't know... do you... do you think they're like big or something? You can look at them... if you want."
I glanced back and forth from the road to her chest, watching her play with herself. God, she was incredibly beautiful and sexy. She was pulling and pinching her nipples far harder than I ever thought someone would like. She must enjoy a little bit of pain.
"It feels so good to touch them. It's like... electricity is running all over my body. Everything is so sensitive." She looked at me with lust in her eyes, especially when her eyes dropped to my crotch. My cock was hard, tenting my pants and threatening to break through the zipper. "Oh my gosh... your cock looks... so... big." She licked her lips, making my cock jump.
She slid her pants off the rest of the way while she looked at me and sat in the seat completely naked. She put her right foot up on the edge of the seat and spread her thighs, baring herself to my wandering eyes. It was getting harder and harder to keep my eyes on the road.
She reached over and grabbed my right hand from the steering wheel and put it on her thigh... slowly sliding it down towards her crotch. "I need you to... to touch me. Please," she begged softly.
Her skin was so soft and warm, more so the closer I got to her pussy. Her hand was over mine, guiding it, so I didn't feel so guilty. I couldn't believe this was happening, but she was directing. What could I do?
She guided my hand right onto her hot, wet pussy and pushed my palm into her clit as her hips moved, grinding against it.
"Mmmm, use your fingers," she whispered huskily. "I need it."
She let go of my hand as I slid my fingertips along her wetness, gliding around and between her engorged lips. Her clit slid between my fingers and I pinched it making her groan loudly.
"Oh my God your fingers feel so good... This is so hot. I don't know why, but I love showing off for you, especially showing you my pussy and my tits. It makes me so fucking hot."
I circled her clit with my fingertips and slid them down and around her entrance. She was so damn wet.



"God you're so wet," I moaned softly. It felt so good to touch her, to let my fingers slide around her clit and feel her body respond. One part of me wanted to pull over so I could touch her properly and fuck her until we both passed out. But I knew I couldn't stop... not yet. I had to find somewhere safe.
"Oh, fuck!" she yelped. "I can't believe how good you're making me feel. Vince? Can I tell you something?" She sounded embarrassed again.
I swallowed. My mouth felt so dry. "Yeah."
It took her a second to say it, as if she wasn't sure she could say it. "I wish... I wish you could bring your face closer to my pussy," she said, her hand grabbing my arm and stroking it. "I'd love for you to lick it right now. And I bet you want to taste it."
Fuck, she was making it so hard to drive! My cock was throbbing and I knew I'd have to find some release soon myself. I slid two fingers inside her, curling my fingers up and stroking her G-spot, while still letting my palm rub and slap against her clit.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" she moaned. Her mouth was opened wide in pleasure... her eyes half closed as my fingers slid in and out faster. The wet, sloshing sounds, and palm slaps against her clit mixed with our heavy breathing to create music in the car.
"Oh my God... yessss... Oh, fuck!" she moaned. "I'm so fucking close. You want to see me cum? I really, really need to cum... And... it would be so hot to cum for you, being my brother and all. Please make me cum... please!"
I fingered her harder and faster, slapping my palm against her clit and driving in deep with each stroke. We were both breathing so hard, both moaning in pleasure. She was so fucking hot, laying back into the seat, spreading her legs as wide as she could, grinding her hips up into my hand, all the while pinching and pulling her nipples.
Her face was twisted in pleasure, her eyes looking at me, but barely focusing, her mouth opened wide in a silent scream. Her muscles suddenly contracted on my fingers, making it difficult to continue, but I didn't want to stop. Her hands squeezed her breasts hard as she looked up at the roof of the car.
"Oh my God... don't stop, don't stop, don't stop... fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuuck!" she screamed, practically shattering my eardrums in the tight confines as she came hard. Her pussy was gushing all over my hands and wrist, splashing onto the dash. Her legs and arms were trembling, her whole body given over to the pleasure that continued to roar through her.
I pulled my hand away and left her a panting, sopping mess on the seat beside me. I looked in the mirrors around us and wondered how many cars or trucks saw what had just happened. I'm sure it was more than one... but there was nothing I could do about it. I looked around, wondering where we were and where we should go next.
"Oh my God... that felt so good," she panted, finally coming back down to earth. I looked over and she was smiling, her whole face lit up. "I've never cum that hard in my entire life! Your fingers are magical!"
"Thanks," I said sheepishly. I didn't know if I should feel proud or embarrassed. I had just fingered my sister and she was praising me for it. God, this was so depraved!
"And you know what? I'm not the least bit tired. In fact... I... I need it again." She was panting as she looked at me, one hand sliding in her wet folds once again. "I've never felt like this before... so alive... so electrified." Her eyes quickly drifted down to my crotch, my tented pants not hiding a thing.
"Looks like you have a nice, big toy for me to play with, too," she said, giggling, moving to kneel in the seat, her hands sliding onto my thigh, her face moving closer to my crotch.
I knew what this spray was doing to her. And I knew that it wasn't going to end very soon. I was going to have to find a place to park... and fast!
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Slut Rose: It's Out of Hand, Part 6
"Looks like you have a nice, big toy for me to play with, too," Sara said, giggling, moving to kneel in the seat, her hands sliding onto my thigh, her face moving closer to my crotch. Her ass was high enough in the air for anyone driving by to be able to see.
I knew what this spray was doing to her. And I knew that it wasn't going to end very soon. I was going to have to find a place to park... and fast!
Sara's hands were stroking my thigh aggressively, one hand quickly moving onto my erection. I was so hard, my pants were confining it drastically, it was thrusting against the zipper, threatening to break through.
"What a great cock you have," she whispered, panting, practically drooling over it. Her mouth was inches from my shaft and I thought I could feel her breath on it, even though that wasn't possible. "I need to..." She started unfastening my belt and my pants, freeing the pressure on my cock.
"Ummm," I said. "Be careful. I'm driving."
"Oh... that's ok," she giggled, smiling up at me. "I won't do more than... you know." She tugged at my jeans, urging me to lift my hips to lower them. My cock was now pressed against my very thin boxers, tenting them to its max height. And damn, it was huge today. She had me very physically excited. She pushed my jeans down to my knees and I was praying I'd be able to hit the brakes if I needed to.
"Oooh, such a great cock," she said, peeling my boxers down off it and exposing it to the air... and her very desirous gaze. She bent down and gave the head a little kiss as her fingers wrapped around the shaft. "Your cock is nice and big, Vince," she said, stroking up and down the shaft softly and slowly, "just like I like. I had no idea..." she said. "I mean... I've seen you in the shower before, accidentally, but I never thought it was this big. Had I known..." She looked up at me with a devious smile. "Ready?"
Before I could answer she swirled her tongue over the tip of my cock, tasting it, making it jump in excitement. It was definitely sensitive. She let her lips slide over and around it for a moment, then she slid it between her lips and sucked on just the head like a thick baby pacifier.
"You like my lips on your cock like that?" she asked, her hand continuing to stroke up and down the shaft. "Every guy likes the feel of soft lips and a wet tongue on their cock." She slid my shaft deep into her mouth and sucked softly, slowly sliding up and down it's length as if enjoying every texture, every flavor.
"Oh my God," I whispered, the feelings of pleasure jetting through my body.
"Yeah, that's right, let me get that fucking cock feeling so good. Mmm, hmm... Let me just spoil you for a while. Yeah... give that cock every sensation."
She slid me back inside again and her mouth was like heaven. I didn't know how long I was going to be able to keep driving. I already had to concentrate on stepping on the gas just right so I wasn't going way too fast or way too slow. It's hard to think when you're cock is being sucked like that.
She slid me so deep into her mouth her lips were brushing up against my pubic hair. I could hear her gagging and gurgling with it and the feelings her throat was giving my cock-head were indescribable. She held it there for what seemed like a long time and I wondered if she was going to pass out. But then she rose up, released me from her mouth, breathing heavy.
"Your cock is so good, Vince. So nice and hard... so fucking good. And, God, it's so big." Her hand continued stroking me as her lips and tongue moved up and down my shaft before centering in on the sensitive head once again. The only thing I could think about at this point was fucking her. I wondered how good her pussy would feel with my cock buried deep inside it.
"I love sucking on cocks," she whispered, sliding her lips and tongue around the cock-head. "I love making them cum. I'm not going to deny it. It makes me horny as hell. It's because I love it that I'm so good at it. Wouldn't you just love to hear all the dirty things I do with my boyfriends? All the kinky things? All the things I've done that really get them going?"
I pushed my head back into the headrest of the driver's seat, pushing my hips up and into her mouth. She was driving me insane with desire from all of her teasing. My eyes scanned every road sign, every exit from the highway. I had to find a place to stop. And soon!
"All I want to do is make you cum."
And with her expert manipulation, within a moment I did.
"Fuck!" I yelled, trying to keep control of the car as I felt the pleasure pulsing out from my groin. My cock contracted again and again while I was buried deep into her mouth. I heard her cough and sputter, but she never released me. She continued sucking on me, taking all of my cum down her throat.
*****
I finally found an exit with some food and motels. We stopped and grabbed some fast food before going to the motel and getting a room for the night. We would definitely fare better getting a good night's rest and starting out again in the morning. I was thinking we'd just go to Mexico where we could hide. I didn't know if the police would come looking for us or if it was just our family members. Mateo's mom would certainly not give up the spray lightly, especially if getting more would be even more difficult. And she'd certainly put two and two together and accuse us.
We carried the bag of food and the drinks into the motel room and I set them on the small desk as Sara closed the blinds. The next thing I knew she approached me with a devious look in her eyes and pushed me towards the bed. She led me to the edge and then jumped onto the bed, kneeling, holding my shoulders, while staring me in the eyes.
"Vince... I'm hungry for something else right now," she said, looking serious... and horny. "This is... this is going to sound strange... and I can't tell you why I feel this need... but... I want you to... to fuck my face." She seemed embarrassed to admit her need to me. But I knew the spray did strange things to people. It made them want things, things they would never tell a soul... things that they buried deep down because they knew others just wouldn't understand.
"You what?"
"I want you... I need you to fuck my face." Her hands were shaking on my shoulder. This was more than just an embarrassing desire... this was a true need. "I want to lie down on the bed and have you fuck my mouth just like you would my pussy. I really need it."
"You already gave me a blowjob... it's just..."
Sara flipped over on the bed, with her head towards me, and slid to the edge so her head hung over. She opened her mouth wide for a second, sticking her tongue out, making it look like she was more than ready for me.
"Please, just do it... fuck my face," she said again, her hands reaching for me.
I wasn't sure exactly what she was looking for, but I started unbuttoning my jeans and sliding them down my legs. I stepped out of them as she masturbated, watching me. Then I slid my boxers down and off, my cock jutting out rudely. I was semi-hard and ready for just about anything any more. When I approached, her hands once again reached out for me and pulled me in when she was able to reach my hips.
My cock was dangling over her face and she pulled me close to lick and suck on my balls. She was practically giggling like a schoolgirl as she sucked on them and slid her tongue over and around them. I had to admit, while it felt a little weird, it was also pretty damn erotic.
After a minute or so, she moved again and slid my cock into her mouth. Her head hung down low, so it was a straight shot into her mouth and down her throat. Slowly I pushed in deep, letting my cock get used to her mouth again. I felt her lick and suck it from a totally different vantage point, which only added to the erotic nature of her act.
As she slid my cock as deep as it would go, I had the full view of her body lying before me, her firm, young breasts with small, tight nipples, and her pussy with just a little hair left over it. I could see that she was wet. Her thighs were glistening from her juices.
I knew the spray was still having a large effect on her.
She gurgled and gasped for air when I pulled my cock out. "Oh fuck yeah!" she said, trying to regain her breath, all the while wanting more. Then I slid in again. Somehow, the way she formed her mouth and lips really did feel kinda like a pussy. And it felt good. I started sliding in and out, with a slow fucking pace.
Gurt, gurt, gurt, was the only sound in the room as I fucked her mouth, starting to pick up some speed. When I stopped and pulled my cock out again, she turned her face and spit out the excess saliva.
"Fuck yeah! Do it! I want you to slam your dick in my mouth. I want you to shoot your cum down my fucking throat."
This time when I slid back in, I put my hands on her breasts and squeezed them as I began pounding into her mouth at a faster pace... much closer to how I'd fuck her pussy.
Gurt, gurt, gurt, mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned with every thrust. She was enjoying it, writhing on the bed in front of me.
I pulled out again and she again spit out her saliva. "I deserve it... you sister deserves all your fucking cum. Fuck my mouth," she commanded.
And I did. I fucked her hard and fast, only occasionally pulling my cock free to let her breath. And each time I was rewarded with encouragement. And when I came, I flooded her mouth, and she swallowed as much as she could. When I finally pulled my deflated cock free, she was licking and sucking on it, cleaning it, her own face a cum-soaked wreck.
I stepped away, turned on the TV, and grabbed the food, bringing it back to the bed. We propped up the pillows and ate in silence while watching comedies on the TV. I truly wasn't in the mood, but we had to pass the time somehow... some way other than having sex at least.
When we finished eating, we decided to take showers before going to sleep. I let her go first and fifteen minutes was rewarded with her coming out, drying her hair, wrapped in a towel. "Next," she said. "Boy did that feel good."
I walked past her and entered the small, steam-filled room. I stripped off my clothes and stepped into the shower. She was right, the hot water felt incredible as it cascaded over my body. I used the provided soap and little bottle of shampoo to get myself clean. I felt dirty... the outside I could clean... but not the inside. Inside I felt extremely soiled.
In the past couple of weeks I went from being just a college student to being a sex maniac... and with my own family members! It doesn't get more soiled than that. And there was nothing that was going to was that clean.
When I finally turned the water off, the room was filled with too much steam to even see very far. I flipped on the fan to whisk it away but it was going to take a while. I dried off and wrapped the towel around my waist before opening the door. When I walked into the room, Sara was on the bed, naked, looking at her phone while masturbating.
"But fucking your pussy would feel so much better. I can imagine how tight you'd be," my dad's voice said in the video. I knew that he'd sent it to her, just like my mom had sent me hers. He was trying to entice her to come home.
I heard moaning in the background and figured it was my mom. "You hear her moaning, baby doll? That could be you getting all this dick in your tight little hole. God, I want to fuck you so badly."
"Sara!" I said, moving quickly to the bed. "Don't listen to him. He's just trying to get you to go back home." I grabbed her phone and pulled it away from her. She still sat there, masturbating, three fingers sliding in and out of her pussy.
"So what," she said. "I... I need it. I need to get fucked like that."
"That's just the spray talking, Sara. You'll get through this." I wished she'd get through it better than me. She'd only been sprayed once, but I knew that first dose took a long time to get through. And I knew that the need wouldn't go away even then... just lessen a little.
I watched as Sara opened her legs wide and used her hands to spread her pussy open to my eyes. I couldn't look away, it was so... perfect. And it was so intoxicating. I'd already had a hard on just from leaving the bathroom and watching her masturbating, but now... God... now I was throbbing. I knew it was tenting the towel around my waist.
She giggled when she looked down at it, then licked her lips.
"You know what my pussy needs? It needs your cock thrusting into it," she said. I couldn't move. My body wanted her... badly... but my mind just wouldn't let it happen again. I watched helplessly as she moved to the edge of the bed and sat there facing me. I watched helplessly as she touched my towel-covered cock and slid along its length. I watched helplessly as she raised her other hand... a hand holding a little spray bottle. I watched helplessly as her finger plunged down once and nothing happened. But before I could react, she did it again, and the spray flew out and hit me square in the face.
"Sara! Oh my God! What are you doing?" I yelled, stepping back, ducking, then trying to wipe the liquid from my face before it could affect me. But it was too late. "No!"
When I looked at her again, she was smiling devilishly. She knew what she'd done. And I watched her turn the spray towards herself and pump it. It took several pumps before it jetted out into her waiting face. She sat there smiling as it hit her, as it affected her. She wanted it.
"Come here Vince. Give it to me. Make your sister cum on your big fucking cock!"
A feeling of overpowering need overtook me, just like every other time that damn spray had been used on me. I growled and tore the towel from my waist. My cock was throbbing hard. I needed her... I wanted her... My mind was stopping me, trying to tell me how wrong this was, but its voice was getting dimmer by the second.
She lay back on the bed, putting her feet on the edge and spreading her knees wide, exposing her very beautiful pussy to me. I grabbed underneath her legs so that my arms were behind her knees and her feet dangled down, and pulled her towards me. That gave me leverage and moved her pussy to just the right level as I slid my cock into her deep in one thrust.
"Yeah, that's right, take charge. Fuck me Vince!"
I started thrusting, pulling her into me every time my hips thrust forward, slamming into her. She mauled her breasts below me as she moaned in pleasure.
"Take it! Yeah, fucking take that pussy! Yeah, just like that. God, that feels so fucking good!"
I thrust harder and faster, grunting with each one, putting every ounce of energy into thrusting deeper and harder into her. Her pussy felt incredible! It wrapped around my cock like a tight glove, squeezing and milking it, trying to get every ounce of cum out of it.
"Fuck you're so tight," I said.
"You like that? You like fucking my pussy with your big fucking dick? You like the way my pussy feels? God, it's so fucking wet for you. Don't stop... you gotta make me cum... please, please, please! Oh my God! Fuuuuuuck!"
My brain shut off at that point and I became just a bundle of pleasure. All I thought about was pleasure, giving and receiving, as every nerve fired off in my body, making my skin tingle.
*****
We were soaked in sweat and cum when we finally broke apart, too tired to continue. We were panting but still touching each other. My skin was still sensitive and her touch was still making me hard as a rock, but I had to rest.
The sound from the TV finally broke through. The local news was on with a breaking story. The anchor had just called out to the reporter in the field and the camera showed a man standing outside in the dark, the light from the camera shining in his face. He held a microphone in one hand and papers in the other.
"At around 6:30 this evening the fire department was called to a two-alarm fire at a house on the 200-block of Grant Street in the Coventry neighborhood. When they arrived, it was fully engulfed in flames."
I looked at the screen to see the video footage of the house in flames, firemen everywhere trying desperately to put it out.
"As you can see behind me, they're still working on it and say it'll still be a few hours before it is finally out, but they report that it is contained. Thankfully, none of the houses nearby were affected. Fire investigators will take time to figure it out, but preliminary results look grim."
The scene changed with the a fireman standing next to the reporter from an earlier taping.
"With the severity of the fire and how rapidly it developed, we believe at this time that it was intentionally set. We'll have more details in the morning hours, though."
The scene went back to the current time, with just the reporter. In the background I could see my mom, dad, and both of Mateo's parents standing there, desperately looking in a partially burned box. Both Emmanuelle's and George's hands were bandaged and it looks like they'd been burned a bit, possibly from retrieving the box from the front porch. My dad reached into the box and excitedly lifted out a small spray bottle to the obvious delight of the others.
My spirits fell. They had another, full bottle now.
"Luckily, there was no one in the house at the time. The husband and wife said they were at a neighbors house having dinner. Their two adult children, though, along with the neighbors adult children, are currently missing. It's unclear at this time if they have any information to help the investigation."
The scene changed to the reporter interviewing an obviously distraught Emmanuelle.
"I don't know what we're going to do," she said, crying. "We lost everything."
"Neighbors are stepping up, Brian, and helping. They say they'll take in the family until they can get their feet on the ground once again."
The scene changed again with the reporter interviewing my mom.
"We have a good neighborhood here. We help each other out when we need to," she said.
The reporter, Chet, looked back to the camera to close. "This is a developing story with more details to come. Dave?"
The scene went back to the studio where a man and woman were sitting behind the news desk.
"Thanks Chet. Wow, what a sad story," the male anchor said.
"It really is," the woman said, nodding slowly. "I can't imagine what the family is going through. To lose everything like that. It's devastating."
"It really is. Authorities are are asking for help in locating Mateo and Gabrielle Rodriguez who were last known to be driving a 2009 blue Ford Taurus. They are hoping to get more information on what happened here tonight. Authorities are also looking for information on the whereabouts of Vince and Sara Carpenter, neighbors to the Rodriguez family, who also are missing at this time. They were last seen driving a 2016 grey Mazda 3."
Pictures of all of us were plastered on the screen for all to see. I prayed that people wouldn't remember them.
"If any of these individuals are seen, you are asked to contact the Stowe police department." The anchors each moved a sheet of paper from one pile to another, moving on to the next story.
"In other news tonight..."
I turned off the TV. Our fate was sealed now; we had to run away. We had to get far, far away from here.
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"Honey, let's go," my dad yelled from his bedroom. "We're already an hour late." I was sitting in my own bedroom at the time. My parents were getting ready to go out to a company Halloween party, hosted by my dad's boss. His boss was wealthy and had a huge house... and they loved to entertain to show it off.
"I just need fifteen more minutes, ok?" my mom, Ashley, said from the bathroom. She was obviously putting on her makeup and getting dressed in her costume. My dad came out of the room dressed in his pirate costume.
"Dylan, how's the job search going?" he asked. I graduated from college a year and a half ago and was half-heartedly looking for a job. I just didn't want to join real life right now.
"Well... I haven't got called back for an interview yet," I said.
"Look, son, you're a god-damned mess," he said, starting into another one of his speeches. "You need to get a job. No one's ever going to marry a twenty-five-year-old boy who's never had a job in his life, who practically hangs out with his mom all day and night. I don't know what I'm gonna do with you, ok? You need to get out there and get a job. Experience the world."
"I know, I know," I protested. I'd been hanging around a lot with my mom ever since I graduated. I was able to help her do things around the house like cleaning, yardwork... I felt useful.
"Look," he said, shaking his head. He just didn't understand me. "We're going to a party at my boss' house tonight. You know Karl Sampson right? My boss?"
I nodded. I remembered meeting him once.
"Well... you're going, too. Now, I'm going to introduce you to him and you're gonna keep your mouth shut. And I'm going to tell him you're a wonderfully fine young man, and that you have IQ of 140, and we're going to get you a decent job."
I stood there in shock. I was going to go to the party and be introduced to his boss? I didn't know if I could pull that off. This was the first time I'd ever even been invited to a party like this.
"Ok?" he asked. "There's a lot of young, college women who work there, too. And you know Karl, he's old school. He's has a lot of beautiful, young women working in his office with pencil skirts and blouses with open cleavage. It's open season over there." He looked at me to judge whether I could do this. I guess I didn't look interested enough in the description of the women. "Don't act like you don't like tits, boy. I see you salivating all over the pictures on the Internet."
I was a little shocked that my dad noticed that about me. I thought I'd been so careful.
"I'm almost ready... but..." mom said from the bathroom.
"Look," he said. "You're going to go to this party. We're going to find Karl. You're going to walk up to him. You're going to introduce yourself as my son and can you please have a job, sir. You're also going to help keep an eye on your mother. I'm concerned some drunk guy is going to paw at her. And I bet I'll get pulled away from her at some point. Understand? Can you handle that? One, get a job, and two, watch your mom. And I'll even give you $100."
"Yes, sir," I said. I was useless to protest. And... I'll get a little spending money and maybe I'd get a job out of the deal, too.
My dad walked over to his closet and pulled out a package with a Halloween costume in it. He handed it to me and I quickly saw that it was a Zorro costume.
"Now you have a costume, too. Don't fuck it up."
My mom walked into the room from the bathroom. She had a towel wrapped around her, covering up her costume. It looked like some kind of genie costume, with lots of see-through material.
"Why are you wearing a towel?" my dad said, confused. My mom looked embarrassed and definitely didn't seem to want to argue with my dad with me standing there. "Why are you covering up your costume? I bought you that on purpose."
"Oh, you mean the lingerie. I can't wear this to your work party," she argued, sounding rather snarky.
"Why? Why not?"
"Is it really that skimpy?" I asked.
"Of course it's not," Dad said. "She's just being modest as usual. Come on," he said, pulling at the edge of the towel to get her to remove it
"I can't," she said. "Not in front of Dylan. It's embarrassing."
"What do you mean?" he asked, raising his voice a little. "I chose the perfect costume for you. You are going to be scorching hot in that outfit. You're going to be the star of the whole party." He pulled at the towel again, urging her to take it off. "Come on... show me."
She shook her head, a bit disgusted, but unwrapped and tossed the towel aside. It was an incredible costume, especially on her body. Most of the costume was see-through, except for the tiny, bikini-like parts covering her breasts and mons. I felt myself getting excited seeing her in it. I rarely was around when she wore her bathing suit and this was so very close to it. Her body was incredible, with large breasts and a nice waist. She often complained about gaining weight, but I think she gained it in all the right places!
"Huh? Am I right?" my dad asked me, stating that he was so right. "Tell your mom how hot she looks." My mom looked so very embarrassed trying to cover up as much as she could. "Come on... do a little twirl for us."
My mom slowly turned around, showing us all of the angles. Seeing her ass was... well, it was something I will never forget.
"David," she complained. "It covers barely more than my bikini does. I'm sure the other women there aren't going to be showing up in swimwear."
"Look," he said, trying with all his might to defend his position and assuage her fears. "All the women at the party are going to be green with envy. And the guys? I'll tell you, one look at you... I'm going to be the proudest guy in the company. And if Karl notices you, I'll be getting a really good bonus this year."
"Come on, Dylan can't even look at me," she said, sweeping hre hand up at me. "It's embarrassing."
"That's 'cause the kid's got a hard on," dad said, pointing his hands at my crotch.
Both my mom and I looked shocked that he would even say such a thing. He was right, of course, but did he have to even mention it? God, I turned beet red. "I have no intention of turning anyone on, David. I want to be sophisticated and cool. Not slutty."
"What's wrong with a slutty costume?" he asked. "Halloween is like the one time of year you can dress slutty and not be judged for it. Besides... this is a great way to persuade Mr. Sampson to give me that raise."
"Of course," she said as if now she understood the whole thing. "How else will I seduce your boss."
"I didn't say seduce," he said. "Just... help persuade. Besides, don't you want to look good?"
"So now my role is to play the mindless bimbo wife, right? Who's to gush about you with my T and A on display." My mom looked unhappy and not about to back down.
My dad just raised his hands. He knew it wasn't worth arguing over any longer. They just needed to leave and get it over with. "Just... can we go?"
My mom raised her hands, feeling all her complaints falling on deaf ears. She walked out and down the stairs to grab her coat from the closet.
"Listen," my dad said, taking my shoulders in his hands. "The address is on the refrigerator. Be there in an hour."
"Ok, ok," I said. And with that he walked out and down the stairs. I heard the door shut and their car leave within a minute, leaving me alone in the house.
I went downstairs and went into the bathroom to change into my costume. As I looked in the mirror, I realized that I really didn't have much confidence to talk to someone like my dad wanted.
"Hi, I'm David's son..." I said, looking at myself, but stopped and shook my head. My voice sounded weak. There was no way anyone would hire me if I was that non-confident. I cleared my throat to try again. The next one I thought was said in what I thought sounded like a strong voice. Yeah... maybe I could do this. The third attempt sounded like the voice I needed. I nodded, a little proud of myself.
I got undressed and put on the Zorro costume. I remembered this one. My dad had worn it last year, the year my mom went as a cheerleader. The pants were made from some very thin material that looked pretty cheap. It seemed like I could see every bump in my body underneath. I still had a hard on from seeing my mom and definitely was a little worried that would be far too noticeable. The shirt was very loose fitting, like a polo, with several buttons at the top. And then there was a black cloth that would drape over my head, with eyeholes in the front, for a mask, a hat, and a belt with a long, plastic sword.
I grabbed the address from the kitchen and then drove over. It was only a twenty minute drive to get there and when I pulled into the driveway I knew that had to be the place. The house was huge! Bigger than I ever remember seeing. There were a lot of cars parked here and there and several men were outside, dressed in white shirts and black masks holding flashlights. They directed me to a spot. After shutting off my car, I put on the rest of my costume, and walked inside.
When I entered, people were everywhere, talking and eating from small plates in their hands. And most had glasses of alcohol. It looked like the party had been going for a little while and people were so lost in their own discussions they really didn't even bother me.
I glanced around, looking for my dad and mom and, not seeing them, moved around a little. At one point, a female server wearing a white, button-down shirt, black short skirt, and black mask came around and handed me a drink from her silver tray. It wasn't my first alcoholic drink, I don't even know what it was, but it was strong and gave me a little buzz.
I did finally find my parents after a minute or two, standing in another room, talking with some of the other guests. They seemed to be having a good time and mingling a little. Suddenly, my dad received a phone call... and he wasn't too happy about it.
When it rang, he looked at who was calling and seemed to be upset about it. He walked away from the group and answered it.
"Seriously?" he asked, loud enough for pretty much everyone to hear. I guess he wasn't happy about what he'd heard. "I'm at the party for crying-out-loud. You're telling me to leave it?... You're sorry? What the fuck is wrong with the numbers this time?... Ok! Ok, fine!... Whatever! I'll be there in fifteen minutes, ok?"
He hung up the phone and looked around for a moment. He spotted a man dressed up as the Lone Ranger and moved quickly over to him. I assumed that was his boss, Mr. Sampson. They talked for a moment and then the man kissed a woman next to him dressed up as an Indian girl, his wife. I think her name was Brandi or something. She wasn't too happy with the news and, in fact, seemed pretty pissed at him. Then my dad went back to my mom to tell her something she didn't like, too. He handed her the car keys. He was obviously leaving the party with his boss.
The men grabbed their belongings and headed out, leaving their wives behind. I guessed I was left to fend for myself. I could watch my mom all right, but I wasn't sure who I would approach now for that job. So I just spent the next half-hour watching my mom as she moved around to different people and groups. Then she started spending a lot of time with the Indian girl. The girl whispered something into my mom's ear and the two laughed like it was a joke or something. Then the Indian girl took her hand and led her away.
I did my best to follow them and watched them go upstairs, away from the party. I looked around to make sure no one saw me, and followed them. It certainly wasn't hard to follow them once I got to the top of the stairs, I just had to follow the giggling. I walked up to one of the doors down the hall and heard the giggling inside. So I slowly moved in, trying to see any trace of them, but they seemed to be around the corner.
When I glanced around the corner, they were there waiting for me. Brandi grabbed me and pulled me into the room while my mom closed the door.
"Hello," she said. "Come in to my parlor said the spider to the fly."
I was scared as hell. I mean, I didn't do anything wrong... really... but neither one of them expected me to be there. I felt guilty simply for crashing the party.
Brandi moved me to a chair in the corner, one set in front of a small, circular table. She grabbed it and moved it into the room a little more, before turning me around and pushing me into it. I started to say something, started to apologize, but she stopped me.
"Shh... no talking," she said, putting a finger to my lips. "You've been such a naughty boy, watching my dear Genie friend so closely... and since it's just us here, we're going to have a little fun."
I raised my hand to the mask and started to remove it, when she stopped me again.
"No, leave it on," she said, grabbing my wrist. "I think it's hotter to fuck a stranger. That whole Zorro mask thing makes you mysterious."
My mom came back and stood in front of me beside Brandi. "And your eyes on me at the party made me feel like a dirty exhibitionist. You've been such a naughty boy staring at me all night. The dirty thoughts that must have been going on in your head! But you can be forgiven," she giggled, "if you devote the rest of the party making us cum... over and over again."
"Wai..." I started to protest before my mom put her hand over my mouth.
"No, no, no... don't talk. I don't want you to kill a fantasy. I want your hands all over me." She grabbed my wrists and brought my hands up to her breasts, caressing them over my hands and her costume. "Mmmm... yes," she moaned, looking me right in the eye. I don't know how she didn't recognize me.
Brandi knelt beside me, reached in, and started stroking my cock over my pants. "Oooh, you're so hard. I haven't had a hard dick like this in years," she giggled.
My mom removed my hands for a moment and then pulled her top down, completely exposing her breasts to me. I thought they were incredible when they were covered by her costume... but... wow! They were even more incredible naked! They were large and soft, her nipples hard, like little pebbles.
"Put your hands all over me," she said again, grabbing my hands and putting them back on her now-bare breasts. "Mmmm," she moaned and then moved one of my hands down her body. "You've got me so wet," she said softly. "Feel." She slid my hand between her legs, touching right on her pussy which was covered by some very thin material. While I was touching her very warm and soft inner thigh, she grabbed the material and pulled it aside, baring her pussy.
I could feel the heat of her immediately, and when she pulled the material away, I could smell just how excited she was. There was no way I could touch her... I mean, she was my mom! But she grabbed my hand and moved it right onto her pussy. I touched her first with the back of my fingers and then, turning my hand over, slid my fingertips just inside her labia. God, she was so very wet, and her hips moved forward and back in her excitement.
"It's been a while since I had one so shy," she told Brandi. "But I love the way you're touching me. It feels so good."
Brandi then moved behind me, grabbed my hands, and pulled them behind the chair. I don't know what she used, but she tied them behind my back, making me very helpless. Both women then knelt in front of me, both touching me lightly on my chest, abdomen, shoulders, face, and neck. They were driving me crazy and my thin pants couldn't hide my excitement.
My mom started kissing my neck as I softly moaned. It felt incredible. Then, before I realized it, Brandi was kissing me on the lips. Her lips felt so soft... so needy... so wanting.
"You are now our little playtoy," she whispered. "We're going to make you our little pussy licker."
I gasped and before I could respond, my mom was kissing me... then Brandi was kissing me again. They kept passing me back and forth and then my mom kissed my neck and started moving lower.
"Looks like he's ready for us," my Mom giggled.
Oh God! I could only imagine how hard my cock looked in my pants. The material was so thin and cheap, I was surprised my cock didn't rip right through it.
"You go ahead and have his cock first," Brandi said. She sat back and removed the long, pig-skin looking shirt that was most of her costume. Underneath was only her skimpy bra and panty set.
I felt my mom's hands on my erection, stroking it and feeling it through my pants. Then her hands moved to the button holding it closed, and opened them up. She pulled at my pants and underwear until my cock was completely exposed and standing straight up.
Brandi had my attention for a moment, until I felt my mom's tongue and lips on my shaft, slowly licking and kissing up its entire length. I looked down just as she reached the top and slid her lips around it, closing her eyes and seductively sucking on the head. Holy fuck! Her mouth felt incredible! I'd never had a blowjob so incredibly erotic before.
Brandi knelt beside my mom, her hands on my thigh, stroking it while she watched my mom. My mom's hand was stroking just beneath her mouth, stroking and squeezing my shaft before her mouth slid all the way down to the bottom, fully embedding my cock in her mouth and throat. She gurgled a moment, sending waves and waves of pleasure over my body before she slid back up to the tip again. She seemed so proud of herself as her hand stroked once more.
"Give it to him nice and sloppy," Brandi said, "like a good little whore. And leave it nice and sloppy for me."
Barely missing a beat, Brandi grabbed my shaft, stroking it even as my mom's hand left. Then she licked the shaft from the bottom to the top and sucked on the head before deepthroating it just as good as my mom had. After several minutes of sucking so wonderfully on my cock while I watched, helplessly, she handed my shaft back to my mom.
My mom didn't waste time, sliding my cock deep into her mouth once more, putting aside the preliminaries of licking or sucking on just the tip. Brandi took hold of my mom's hair and held it back, keeping it out of the way.
"Oh, I love to watch your pretty face choke on his cock," she said, pushing the back of my mom's head to make her go even deeper. When my mom pulled her mouth off, they kissed while my mom continued stroking me. "I want to taste his cock right off your mouth... your sweet lips," Brandi said, kissing and licking my mom right in front of me. My cock throbbed seeing something so sexually stimulating.
Brandi then moved behind my mom and totally unfastened her top, tossing it aside. "Why don't you wrap those nice big tits around his cock," she said, helping my mom move closer to me. She laid my cock between her tits and squeezed them around the shaft before sliding up and down. It was so hot seeing my cock buried between them, peeking out occasionally to meet her waiting tongue.
"Oh my God, that's so good," my mom moaned. "I'm getting so fucking wet."
Brandi stood and removed both her bra and panties, now totally naked. "You can keep these," she said, putting her panties over my head. She turned around and stepped back between my legs, spreading them open. Then she reached back between her legs and grabbed my shaft, directing it up towards her pussy, as she slowly lowered her ass until her pussy touched the head of my cock.
"Let me show you how to handle a cock like this properly," she said, condescendingly. My cock slid into her tight wetness slowly as she pushed down on it. "Come here," she ordered my mom. My mom moved forward and the two kissed as Brandi slowly fucked me. Then Brandi kissed lower, kissing and licking my mom's nipples.
"Doesn't that feel nice?" Brandi asked.
My mom moaned, watching her lips and tongue tease each of her nipples. "Yeah, it does."



Brandi moaned, obviously loving my cock inside her. "God, my pussy is so wet."
My mom moved to her knees in front of Brandi and started sucking on her nipples, her hand sliding between her thighs and swirling over her clit. Brandi's hips moved faster now, driving up and down while she held her breasts still, driving my cock deep inside her.
"God, your mouth and hands feel so good on me," Brandi said, caressing my mom's head. "I'm gonna cum soon."
"Can I...?" my mom asked.
Brandi looked at her and smiled. "If you want his cock, you'll have to take it from me."
My mom stood, determined, and grabbed Brandi's arms. "Fine," she said, and pulled her off my cock, both of them giggling. My mom slid her panties off completely and tossed them aside. Then she turned around, assuming the same position that Brandi had, and lowered herself onto my cock.
Giggling, Brandi dropped to her knees in front of my mom and started sucking on her nipples and teasing her clit with her fingers. My mom was moaning, her hands on Brandi's head as her ass moved up and down, driving my cock in and out of her hot wet pussy. I couldn't believe that I was actually fucking my mom. Was this real?
Fuck! I didn't know how long I was going to last with all this torture. My cock was harder than I'd ever felt and her pussy was squeezing it so perfectly, milking me. I couldn't believe that after all those times I'd imagined her naked, all those times imagining her in the shower... all those times fantasizing about her sunbathing... she was now fucking me... and loving it.
Brandi stood and walked beside me, moving her face to mine and kissing me hard. She grabbed my head and drove her tongue deep into my mouth again and again in a very deep kiss. Then, when she finally let me come up for air, she grabbed my mask and her panties and pulled them off my head.
"Let's see who our little pussy licker is," she said, giggling.
I was so scared now that I was unmasked. I was definitely going to be found out. And what was going to happen then?
Brandi looked at me as if trying to place my face, but it was obvious she didn't recognize me. She kissed me again. "You are a perfect little stranger," she said. "Just as mysterious without your mask. And your cock feels incredible, so I don't give a fuck." She kissed me again before moving aside a little and, sliding her hand down to her pussy, began to masturbate. "Ashley, my love, we're definitely fucking a perfect little stranger tonight."
"Oh God... that's... nice... I've been needing... a cock like this... for so long," my mom said, not even turning around to see who it was she was fucking.
Brandi moved in front of her, grabbed her head, and kissed her, hard, and then knelt in front of her.
"I'm not done yet," my mom complained, moving her hips a little more rapidly now.
Brandi smiled. "Of course my little pussycat... I'm not going to stop you. Ride that cock for me." Brandi moved her hands over my mom's body, caressing and teasing her nipples, then moved one hand down to her inner thighs and clit, teasing her there. Then Brandi bent down and licked her thigh. "You like riding that cock, don't you?"
"Yes, God... I do... it feels so big inside me," my mom moaned, breathing heavily as she got closer and closer to her orgasm.
Brandi then stood and started masturbating. "That's it my little pussycat... ride that cock until your pussy's happy and you cum all over it."
I could feel my mom begin to vigorously rub her own clit, too, her fingers sometimes bumping into my balls.
"Use that cock as your little play toy. This is exactly what you wanted, isn't it?" Brandi asked, excitedly.
"Yes," my mom moaned. "It's exactly what I want... what I need. His cock is so fucking big. Oh God, I love bouncing on this big cock."
Brandi was masturbating furiously, her fingers sliding deep inside as she ground her clit into her palm. She seemed satisfied with just watching my mom cum for the time being. She started kissing me again, either she was trying to distract me to keep me from cumming, or excite me to make me harder.
"Oh yes... yes... I'm gonna cum... fuck!" And then I felt my mom's pussy squeeze hard and her body shiver and shake. Her juices gushed out of her and covered my cock and balls and even the chair beneath me.
Even as she came, my mom never stopped bouncing on my cock. She slowed her pace again, moving slowly up and down my shaft, but I could feel her pussy quivering.
"Yes... yes... yes... I can feel your cock so deep inside me," she panted.
Brandi quickly moved in front of my mom and bent forward to lick her clit. "I want to lick your cum from your pussy." My mom stood, freeing my cock from its heavenly confines, and Brandi moved in deeper, licking her overheated wetness as my mom moaned.
In just a minute, Brandi stopped and my mom bent over and kissed her, cradling her face with her hands. Then she turned around. I could see the blood drain from her face as she recognized me... as she recognized who she had just fucked... as she recognized who's cock just made her cum so hard.
"Oh my God," she said, bringing her hands to her face in astonishment and embarrassment. "Dylan!"
"You know our little toy cock?" Brandi asked, standing, looking at my mom's expression.
"He's... he's... Oh my God, he's my son," my mom finally said, backing away.
My mom was standing there, her hands covering her face, not believing that she'd just fucked me. Fucked me while I was sitting helpless in the chair, with my hands tied behind my back. I know I should have said something to stop it... but... I didn't really want to. I wanted to feel her pussy. I wanted to fuck her.
Both she and Brandi had me so hot my cock would be able to bust through steel.
"Oh, now that is precious," Brandi giggled when she heard my mom's revelation. She loved the fact that her friend had just fucked her own son. The incestuous nature excited her. "Mommy and son fucking."
"I can't believe I just did that," my mom said. She hadn't even realized that she was completely naked in front of me. And she hadn't realized that I was still so fucking hard that my cock was throbbing. "Why the fuck didn't you say something, Dylan?" she asked me sternly.
"I tried... but you both told me to shut up," I protested weakly. I know... it was a really lame excuse. I knew it was wrong and I could have said something at any time. But I didn't want to. I'd been dreaming of fucking her for years. And now that it was happening... I just couldn't stop it.
"Oh, please," Brandi said, throwing off my mom's protestations. "I know you both enjoyed that. Ashley, you came harder than I've ever seen you cum before. You wanted his cock. And you have to admit you still do. And Dylan, you never raised a hand to stop us, even though you knew who it was fucking you, so I know you wanted it. So..." she said, walking behind me and untying my hands, "I have an idea. Come with me."
"You can't be serious! I... I can't do this," my mom said.
"Oh? I guess if you want to stop I can always find some other executive and his wife to take the place of you and your husband at the company," Brandi said sternly. "I'm sure your husband will find another job." So... Brandi was blackmailing my mom, holding my dad's job in jeopardy to get her way.
My mom looked shocked, scared, and embarrassed. She was trapped in this woman's web and she knew it. She closed her eyes, praying for a way out.
Brandi walked over to her and, with one hand, held her hips tightly, and with the other, stroked her pussy. "But I know your pussy wants more of what I have to offer." My mom didn't even try to stop her and closed her eyes as Brandi expertly teased her pussy. "So you'll do as I please, won't you?"
My mom licked her lips, not knowing what else she could do. I was sure she wanted to stop but she didn't have a choice, did she? And didn't I see desire in her eyes when she first realized it was me? She nodded in acquiescence.
Brandi smiled in delight then grabbed both of our hands and led us over to the large bed. She smiled devilishly, turned me, and pushed, making me fall onto my back on the soft mattress.
"This good pussy licker is still hard. It's my turn." Brandi crawled up onto the bed as I backed up a little and threw her leg over me, straddling me. She reached between her legs and grabbed my cock, directing it right to her pussy. Then she sat down, pushing me deep inside her wetness. "Mmm, that's it... you're so hard for me, Dylan. You have such a nice cock. Perfect for fucking. Tell me," she said, bending over to put her face over mine, her breasts, wobbling over my chest. "Did you enjoy fucking your mommy?"
I looked at her, wondering how she could even ask that question.
"Be honest," she said, her hips continually moving up and down, shoving my cock deep inside her again and again.
I guess my face betrayed me because she just smiled.
"I knew you did!" she exclaimed excited.
My mom was slowly stroking her own pussy as she watched Brandi fuck me from the side of the bed.
"Come here little pussycat, I want to play with you, too," she said, indicating my mom should crawl onto the bed with us. My mom slowly moved up on to the bed and I watched Brandi reach for her and pull her in to a deep kiss. "Yes... now play with my clit and make me cum on his cock."
My mom dropped one hand to Brandi's pussy, sliding her fingers in circles around her clit as Brandi rose and fell on my cock, sliding me deep one second and then sliding up to the tip the next.
"Oh yes... yes... rub my clit just like that." Brandi grabbed my mom's head and pulled her into a kiss. "Oh fuck," Brandi moaned. "I'm going to fucking cum on your son's cock, too!" Brandi moved her hips forward and back rapidly, grinding her pussy into my cock, keeping my shaft buried so deep inside her. "You remember... how that... felt?... Oh fuck... oh... fuuuuuuck!" she said loudly, cumming hard. I was praying that the other party guests didn't hear us.
Brandi bent down and kissed me before lifting off me, then grabbed my cum-covered shaft. "Taste my cum on your son's cock, mommy-slut."
My mom made a face, obviously not liking that nickname, but bent down and reluctantly licked my cock before sliding it into her mouth. I was still so hard, had still not been allowed to cum. I sat up, thinking that this was it.
"Dylan, kiss Ashley," Brandi ordered, smiling at me.
"What?" my mom said.
"Well, I've kissed you both and I want to watch you two kiss again," she said. "And besides it seems to me like you could really use a kiss to lighten up that attitude you've got going on."
My mom looked at her angrily.
"Yes, that's the look that turns me on," Brandi said, smiling back at her. "I know you've been wanting to kiss him for a long time now. And I know you enjoyed it when you didn't know it was him. So... just kiss him. Puhleassssssssse," she said, trying to sound playful. Her demeanor and power over my mom were unmistakable, though.
God, I was throbbing now... after having both of the women use me and cum on me. I needed some relief soon. And my libido was so jacked up, I'd do just about anything to make it happen. I leaned forward and she gave me a quick peck on the lips. We both backed up, embarrassed.
"No," Brandi said. "Kiss him like a lover. You did just cum on his cock."
My mom shook her head in defeat, and leaned forward, kissing me deeper. Our lips met, then our mouths opened and tongues dueled. Her hands grabbed my head and then she pushed her tongue deep into my mouth. It was the most sensuous kiss I'd ever had.
"Now me," Brandi said, moving between us. First she kissed me and then pulled my mom in until we were all three kissing each other. Then she pulled away. "Ashley, I want you to sit in his lap and make out. I want to watch you two."
I sat down on the bed and my mom sat in my lap, my cock resting on her stomach between us. Then she leaned forward, putting her hands on my shoulders, and started kissing me. There was no more hesitation or care. She just did what Brandi asked her to do. And with gusto.
My cock was throbbing as she kissed me. I thought I was going to cum just from that alone. I could feel her pussy above me, so hot and wet, just begging to be fucked again. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Brandi, smiling broadly, masturbating as she watched us.
"That is so fucking sexy," Brandi said, sliding three fingers into her own pussy. "Oh, my pussy is getting so juicy just watching you guys. Let me see those pretty tits Ashley." my mom sat back for a moment, showing me and Brandi her breasts as she panted in excitement. "Oh you're so sexy. And that luscious ass of yours. I want you to sit on his cock again."
My mom reached down and grabbed my cock, then adjusted her position so that it slid inside her. She was so fucking wet.
"Perfect. Facing each other so you can lovingly look into each other's eyes. Mommy and son... fucking." We sat there for a moment, embarrassed, looking at Brandi, but then I felt my mom start moving her hips. My cock was so hard, so sensitive, and so deep inside her that just about any move she made excited me.
"Dylan, I want you to play with her tits and suck on them," Brandi commanded.
My mom's breasts were right in front of my face. It was such an easy command to obey... but I felt so guilty. I looked at them and hesitated, then felt my mom's hand grab the back of my head and pull me towards her, pull me to her waiting breast that she held up with her other hand. I slid her nipple between my lips and sucked on it, then released it and slid my tongue over it, lovingly. I felt my mom moan and shudder.
"Oh yeah," my mom moaned, moving her hips forward and back, grinding into me.
"Yes... just like that," Brandi said beside us. "That's so hot. Now... flip over. Go down on her, Dylan. Let me see you eat her out. Mmmm... you'll like that pretty pussy."
Without a word, my mom got off my lap, sliding my cock out from inside her with a groan of disappointment. Then she lay on her back. I moved between her legs, spread them and began licking her. It was more than I'd ever hoped for or expected.
"Mmm... tease her Dylan," Brandi said, moaning, fingering herself even harder. "Fuck, that's hot! Son licking out his mommy! Oh, that pussy looks so delicious. I can see her pretty clit. Such a good little pussy licker." Brandi moved a little closer, to watch the action better, her fingers still stabbing into her pussy.
I slid my tongue between her labia, sliding it deep inside her pussy, fucking her with it, before sliding it up and around her clit.
"Oh my God," my mom said. "That feels so good. That feels so fucking good. Where did you learn to do that?"
"Oh fuck! Ashley, put your hand on the back of his head," Brandi commanded. "Mmhmmm.... pull his hair a little... like that.... oh fuck... oh fuck." Brandi was getting so excited, directing the action while fingering herself. "Dylan, I want you to move your hand up to her neck. I want you to choke your mom while you make her cum."
I did just as she commanded, my fingers gently wrapping around her neck and lightly squeezing. I could feel her blood pulsing in her veins... I could feel her panting, trying to still breathe. And I could feel her passion and excitement as her hand grabbed my wrist, holding it in place. She loved being choked like this. She loved being dominated... controlled.
"Oh just like that," Brandi moaned. "Uh huh.... uh huh... oh my God that turns me on so much. I'm gonna cum soon. Ashley, I want you to cum with me."
"Oh... fuck," my mom whimpered. "I'm gonna cum right now... right... ungh... now..." I could feel my mom's body tighten beneath me. Her legs were quivering, shaking with her release as she came in my mouth.
Out of the corner of my eyes I could see Brandi fingering herself rapidly, her hips raising up in extreme pleasure as she came, grunting.
It took a few seconds for both of the women to come down from their orgasms, with my mom sitting up. I could feel my cock throbbing and was reminded again just how badly I needed to cum. I couldn't believe how hard I was.
Brandi moved over, grabbed my mom's face, and kissed her, a tongue-thrashing, soul-searing kiss. Then she did the same to me.
"You guys are so good," she said, giggling. "Now you kiss for me."
My mom moved closer and we kissed.
"And thank him for making you cum so hard. Thank him for his hard cock."
My mom swallowed, wondering if she could even say it. But finally, the words came out. "Thank you for making me cum with your hard cock," she said and kissed me again.
"Dylan, come stand here, beside the bed," Brandi ordered. I got off the bed and moved to where she indicated. I just stood there, my cock jutting out almost painfully hard. "Now, Ashley, you kneel in front of him." My mom got off the bed and knelt on the floor in front of me, turned towards Brandi, as if waiting for more instructions.
"Dylan." she said, turning her attention back to me. "I think you need to ask her to make you cum now. Ask to cum down your mommy's throat."
I didn't know if I could say it. I mean this was my mother. I'd never used language like this in front of her before. But... I wanted her mouth again. I needed it. I needed to cum. And she was right there, right in front of me, her mouth only inches from my cock.
"Mom..." I started, but was quickly interrupted by Brandi.
"No!" she said angrily. "That's so rude! Mommy! Call her mommy!" Brandi ordered.
I shook my head a moment, collecting my thoughts. "Mommy, will you make me cum? In your mouth?"
"Yes," my mom said softly.
"Oooh, you two are so sexy," Brandi said hearing my mom acquiesce. "Ashley, you're going to make Dylan cum so hard in your mouth. Go on. Move closer. Take him into your mouth."
Without a second thought, my mom turned towards me, opened her mouth, and began sucking on my cock.
"Oh my gosh just like that," Brandi said encouragingly. I laid a hand on my mom's head, holding her to me. "Just like that... that's a good boy." My mom was sliding my cock deep into her mouth with each stroke, and let me fuck her face a little. "Oh yes, Ashley, that's what I like to see. Some enthusiasm. So eager to please. Oh, that's a good girl... yeah... I want to see you make him cum... Mmhmm. Is his cock throbbing for you?"
"Mmhmm," my mom said without removing my cock from her mouth.
"Mmmm, so yummy. Dylan, you better say when you're gonna cum," Brandi warned. I'm sure it wasn't difficult to see how close I was. My body was shaking, my eyes closed as I felt the pressure welling up inside me. It was going to be a good cum.
"I'm so close... I'm gonna cum," I whispered with a harsh exhale.
"Ooh, you're gonna cum? Good boy. Yes... yes," Brandi said, moving behind my mom. She gathered up my mom's hair into one hand and held it back from her face. With the other hand, she slipped it between my mom's legs and began teasing her pussy from behind.
My mom let go of my cock for a moment and stroked it. "Oh my God, just like that... right on my clit... mmhmm... mmhmm," she said, sliding it deep into her mouth again. She acted like my cum was her first meal in weeks.
"I know you," Brandi said, leaning closer to my mom's ear. "I know when your favorite time to cum is. When there's a big, fat cock in your mouth. You know it. You know you love it. You love your lips wrapped around a big, throbbing shaft that's pulsing its seed into your throat. You want it, don't you?"
"Mmhmm," my mom said softly. I could feel the vibrations on my shaft every time she hummed.
"And I want to see his cum dripping from your mouth," Brandi added. "Cum in your mommy's mouth Dylan," she added, to me, talking louder. "She's hungry."
"Oh my God," I whispered. I couldn't believe this was happening. I could feel my moms hot mouth surround me and her tongue swirling all over my cock, her hand stroking my shaft beneath it. And then she added her other hand to play with my balls and asshole. God! It was just too much!



"Yeah, baby, that's it," Brandi encouraged me while fingering my mom. "You're so full of cum... and you're gonna give it all to your mommy. Blow your load right into your mommy's mouth. She wants it all."
I looked down and met eyes with my mom. Her mouth was stretched wide open, taking in the full girth of my shaft. She was slurping on it loudly. And she looked... she looked like she was thoroughly enjoying my cock in her mouth. She truly wanted my cock in her mouth. She truly wanted me to cum in her mouth.
And that thought threw me over the edge.
"Oh fuck..." I moaned. "Oh fuck... I'm cumming," I told her and she closed her eyes in pleasure. Her mouth slid to cover just the head, her tongue swirling the sensitive spot underneath it, her hand jerking my cock rapidly to squeeze out every drop of cum. I felt it build suddenly, this pressure and roaring train moving inside me, forcing itself out of me, and I came. I could feel spray after spray gushing from my shaft and into my mom's mouth as I grunted over and over. It was even so much it dribbled out the sides of her lips and onto her chin.
"There you go, baby," Brandi whispered to my mom. "Cum with his load filling your mouth." Brandi's hand was working fast over my mom's clit forcing my mom to orgasm. "Yeah, that's it... that's it."
I could hear my mom almost gagging from from all my cum, trying not to swallow, trying to keep it in her mouth just as Brandi wanted, all while trying to breathe. She was cumming, too, and I couldn't believe that she was even able to keep her mouth closed.
When I finally stopped cumming, Brandi pulled my mom's mouth off my shaft and licked her chin and lips, licking up my excess cum that was dripping, moaning softly.
"Look at all that cum," Brandi said, licking my mom's chin. They kissed seductively, making a mess of both their faces as cum moved from one mouth to the other, before my mom finally swallowed my load.
*****
It was very late when we finally got home. My dad still hadn't returned from work yet, but we were both so tired we went right to bed. I showered before sliding between the cool sheets and quickly fell asleep with some really good dreams.
The next day was Saturday and my dad knocked on my door and came into my room late in the morning, waking me up. "So?" he asked. "How as the party last night?"
"It was good. I had fun."
"Yeah? Good! Did you notice anything with your mom?" he asked.
"Uh, no... nothing out of the ordinary. Just a long, boring party." I couldn't tell him the truth now could I. How would he take his own son fucking his wife?
"And you never left her alone?" he asked.
"No... the whole night. I got a job, though," I said.
"Yeah? How'd you do that?" he asked.
"I talked with Mrs. Sampson."
"Huh. I didn't know she had much to do with the company."
"I guess so. I start on Monday, working as an assistant in the executive offices."
"Very good! I'm very proud of you," he said. "That took some guts."
I smiled. I'm glad I had his approval. "Thanks dad."
*****
It was about 2am when I woke up Sunday morning, feeling someone on my bed, someone stroking my cock over my pajama bottoms.
"What the hell?" I asked, waking up and trying to pull away.
"Shhh... shut the fuck up," my mom said whispering loudly. She was kneeling beside me, wearing a revealing little black nightie.
I couldn't believe she was in my room. "What...? What are you doing?"
"You know what I'm doing," she smiled, moving close to me again and putting her hands on my body, one on my thigh, the other on my shaft, sliding up and down it's length. She'd already made me rock hard. "You were such a good boy at the party Friday night. So... I just wanted to come in... and suck your cock." She was so matter of fact and direct about it. It seemed so different for her.
"Where's dad?" I asked, worried that we could be caught at any minute. God, if he found out that I was fucking his wife, I'd be dead for certain.
"It doesn't matter, does it?" she said, as if she didn't really care that he was just a few doors down. She started pulling my pajama bottoms down and I unconsciously lifted my hips to help. "We're alone in this room right now and I just need you."
My cock sprang free and was rock hard already. Looking at her body and feeling her touch was really exciting me again. My mom wrapped her fingers around my shaft and started stroking me
"Oooh," she moaned, focusing her attention on my cock. "I just want to eat you alive. I didn't realize how much fun my son could be. I was just laying in bed for the last couple of hours, thinking about Friday night, touching myself." She looked up at me with such desire. "Oh God, I was just thinking about you sticking your tongue in my pussy and making me cum. And then thinking about that big hard cock cumming in my mouth. God! I just had to come in an satisfy my urges."
My mom bent forward and slid her lips around my shaft, sliding me deep into her mouth a few times before coming up for air again.
"Do you want to see mommy's big tits? Yeah?" Before she even asked, she was removing her top. I nodded. I loved seeing her naked body. After so many years of lusting over her, I was finally getting to look, touch, and taste freely. She pulled the neck strap of her nightie over her head and pulled it down, exposing her breasts. God, she was so perfect!
"You're just so young and you have such big loads. Besides, I need a nice, big cock in my life." Then she bent down and took her time sucking on me, giving me another incredible orgasm.
My home life was never the same again.
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Andrew felt lucky when Samantha and Alexis left on Tuesday morning as planned. He could only hope that their new lifestyle, together, would keep them satisfied. Having three, young women continually wanting sex was just too much for him. He was happy enough to have Mack.
After the girls left, he and Mack regained their habit and generally played with each other three times a day. Mackenzie seemed unfazed by that amount, but it did tire Andrew out. He wasn't so young any more. Luckily, one good night's rest was all he needed to be ready to go again the next day.
On Thursday night, he and Mackenzie were relaxing in the living room after dinner, watching football on the TV. It was after 11pm and the game was close to the end. But it was an important game in Andrew's eyes, he'd even bet a little money on it. And with his team down by three, he had to watch to the end.
"Can I do anything for you daddy or get you anything?" Mack asked. Andrew was sitting in his favorite recliner and Mack was sitting in his lap.
"Yeah, baby," he said, rubbing the back of his neck and shoulder with one hand. "My neck is a little stiff. Maybe you can massage it for me a little bit."
Eager to please, Mack sat turned in his lap, straddling his legs, and began massaging his shoulders as the game played in the background behind her.
"Mmm... good girl," Andrew whispered, feeling a little relief.
"Don't you think you should get some rest? It's after eleven," Mack said.
"No... I'm fine," Andrew said, smiling at her. "Besides, there's not much left of the game." He looked at her, her face just a little higher than his own, and she smiled. "You know... you are very beautiful."
"Thank you, daddy," she smiled and kissed him.
"Yeah, that's really good, baby girl," he said softly, closing his eyes for a moment, enjoying her hands working his knotted shoulder muscles.
He could hear the commentators calling the game and peered around her as best he could to watch the TV. There wasn't much time left on the clock.
"So Houston will start this drive at their own thirteen yard line. Trailing by three," the commentator said. The teams lined up on the field and then the ball was hiked. "And a handoff to Akers up the middle... and across the twenty for a gain of eight."
"It's a nice start to this drive for Akers and the Texans," the second commentator said.
Andrew could feel Mack grinding a little against him. Her hips pushed down against his growing erection.
"I bet you're excited right now, aren't you?" he asked her. "Are you thinking about my cock sliding into your wet pussy?"
"Yes, daddy," she whispered, her need and desire very evident.
"Will you be a good girl for daddy?" he asked.
"Yes, daddy!" she said excitedly. She was hoping to catch his attention. She knew the game was important to him, but her body wanted his touch so badly. She couldn't believe how horny she got all the time now. Ever since Andrew gave her that bear, she just couldn't help herself.
"Ok. Down here," he said, helping her off his lap and onto the floor in front of him. "Help me take off my shirt."
Mack grabbed the bottom of his t-shirt and helped lift it up and over his head. He tossed it towards the nearby couch where the Daddy Buddy Bear was seated, watching them with it's little smile.
"What do you want me to do, daddy?" Mackenzie ask, her hands starting to stroke his bare chest and abdomen. She knew that she needed permission to do what she really wanted.
"Do you want to touch my cock?" he asked, looking down at her, putting his finger under her chin to force her to look him in the eye.
"Yes," she whispered.
"Unbutton my pants."
"Just outside five minutes to play," the commentator said, catching Andrew's attention again as Mack started unfastening and removing his pants. "And this time Stroud himself will run with it as he picks up the first down."
The second commentator picked up right after the first. "He picked up five yards on the ground with four fifty to go giving Houston a first and ten."
"There," Andrew said as Mack tossed his pants and boxers onto the couch as well, drawing his attention back to her. "Find something you like?"
Mackenzie was staring at his hard cock as he sat back down. It seemed so incredible to her, so hard, yet so soft. It was so big yet seemed to be the perfect size for her.
"I did," she whispered, looking up at him as her fingers wrapped around his shaft and gently stroked it. "This cock... this cock makes me such a filthy girl. I'd do anything for this dick. I'm such a dirty girl for you daddy."
"Yeah?" he asked. "How dirty?"
"You know you can do whatever you want to me, daddy, right? Just use me... use any hole that you like. But I know what you want right now. You want to use my little mouth right now, don't you?" She snuggled her face against his cock, sliding it slowly over her cheeks and lips, kissing it and lightly licking it every time it passed her lips.
"Yeah... open that pretty little mouth," he said.
She slid the head past her lips and suckled it gently, giving him wonderful, pleasurable sensations.
"Good girl," he whispered.
Mackenzie started sucking more into her mouth and stroking with one hand below it. She knew exactly the way he liked it and wanted to do everything to please him. She looked up at him, his cock slipping deep into her mouth.
"Oooh, yes," he moaned softly. "That's a good girl."
"Your cock's getting so hard, daddy," she said, stroking him a little faster now.
"You like that hard cock in your mouth?"
"Mmm," she moaned, pulling it free once again, one hand teasingly stroking over the head. "I love sucking on your cock."
"Fuck yes. Very good girl."
"Do you know what your hard cock does to me?" she asked. "It makes my little pussy so wet. It makes me want to take this cock in all my holes. It's what you do to me, daddy. I'm such a cock-whore. But not just any cock... it has to be your cock. It makes me hot. It makes me wet. It turns me on so much."
"Why don't you take your clothes off for me, baby," Andrew whispered.
Mackenzie smiled at him and stood. Her hands quickly pulled off her nightgown, tossing it aside. She didn't even wear panties any longer. He looked over her naked body, her perfect, little B-cup breasts with puffy nipples and her naked mons. She was truly a beautiful, young woman.
As she knelt back down and took his cock back into her mouth, the football commentators again stole his attention.
"Miller with the tackle and another flag comes out. And another hold against the Texans," he said.
The TV showed the referee announcing the foul with hand signals. "Holding. Offense number seventy eight. Ten yard penalty. Second down."
"Oh my God, yeah," Andrew moaned as Mackenzie slid his cock to the back of her throat, forcing her to gag a little. As she pulled free, she coughed for a moment then smiled up at him, happy that she was improving her skills. "Look at those beautiful eyes," he said, smiling down at her.
She stroked him again, flicking her tongue just underneath the head, and giggled when his body shook in reaction. "Oh... that's so dangerous, when I wrap my fingers around your shaft like that and squeeze. So dangerous. Isn't it? It gets you so close, so fast." She stroked one hand at just the tip, then licked the head as her hand moved lower. "You like that?"
"Yes baby," he said, nodding. In fact he truly loved how much she loved sucking his cock. Ever since their time together early Tuesday morning, she woke him every day with his cock in her mouth.
"Mmhmm," she moaned, his cock shoved deep into her mouth.
The vibrations sent shivers through him. "Oh fuck! You're the perfect little cocksucker, aren't you?"
She pulled his cock free and nodded, smiling. "Yeah, just like a little slut." Without missing a beat, she thrust him back into her mouth, sliding him deeper, until she was gagging once again.
"That's it," he said approvingly. "Suck daddy's cock all the way inside, baby. That's a good girl."
She teased him with his cock deep in her mouth by swirling her tongue under the head, pressing his shaft against the roof of her mouth, and moaning softly. Andrew closed his eyes, the pleasure starting to overtake him.
She giggled as she released him from her mouth again. "Does it make it worse when I moan?"
"Oh my God, yes," he moaned loudly and glanced up at the TV as, in a slow-motion playback, a receiver and defensive back collided during an attempted catch.
"The fans wanted a penalty, but it'll be third down and long," the first commentator said.
"There's no penalty there," said the second. "He was in the exact spot he needed to be to make a play like that."
The screen went back to showing the current time, with the players lined up and ready to go. "So, it's third and fifteen... back goes Stroud... throwing... incomplete over the middle."
"Brown had the coverage and the Texans will have to punt with just four minutes left," said the second commentator.
"Fuck!" Andrew said loudly. His team was still losing and was running out of time.
Mackenzie slurped on his cock, bringing his attention back down to her. "I don't want to spoil the fun, but I want to make you cum," she said, giggling. "I always want to make you cum. I need your seed. But I know if you cum now, it'll be all over. I miss the taste... the feeling of you filling my mouth up with all that cum. I want it. Are you going to give it to me daddy?"
"Mmhmm," Andrew said, barely able to even think. His eyes and ears wandered to the TV screen, but her toying with his cock was giving him serious pleasure. He didn't know how much longer he could last.
"It's a handoff to Moris and he makes it to the thirty yard line," the first commentator said.
"At this point, they just need to play smart," said the second commentator. "Keep the clock running. You'll see a lot of run game. A lot of quick passes.
Andrew knew that's what he was going to have to do, too. Play smart. Keep things moving without concentrating on one thing too much. He needed to change it up to keep from cumming too soon.
"Daddy, can I please get on top of you?" Mackenzie asked, looking desperate for something more.
"Yeah, baby," he said. "Just don't make too much noise, ok?"
Mackenzie stood and slid into his lap, one leg on either side of his. "I promise I won't."
"Ok," he said. Her arms held his shoulders and neck as his hands held her hips. She started grinding against him, slowly, as he watched her body. She was so sensual in her movements that it made his cock throb with need. He could feel the heat of her pussy so close to him.
His hands moved up her body and palmed her breasts, his fingers teasing her hard nipples. He bent forward and slipped one into his mouth, sucking. She moaned and shuddered as spikes of pleasure shot directly to her clit. She slowly slid her hips forward, more and more, getting her pussy closer and closer to his cock. Within a minute, she pressed her pussy against it, the heat and wetness driving Andrew crazy with lust.
"Good girl," he moaned. "You want daddy's cock inside you?"
"Please!" she begged. The look on her face showed her desperation. "I want your cock inside me so bad!"
Andrew nodded and put his hands on her hips again to help her direct his cock just right.
"Can we go slow, daddy?"
"Absolutely," he said as his cock slid into her, spreading her open. She was already so wet that it didn't take much to slide all the way inside her. "Oh God... you're so wet. Look at that pussy swallowing daddy's cock."
Mackenzie moaned as she started moving her hips, fucking him. "Oh daddy... you feel... so good."
She moved slowly, her hips moving up and back, up and back, in a nice, slow rhythm. She was feeling every inch of his hard cock slide almost all the way to the tip with each stroke.
"Oh fuck. That's a good girl," Andrew moaned softly.
"Oh daddy... this is so good," Mackenzie said, starting to move her hips faster. "I don't want this to ever end."
It didn't take long at all for Mackenzie to start moving rapidly, driving him into her at such a rapid pace Andrew feared one miss-stroke would break his shaft in half.
"Keep going, baby," Andrew panted. "You feel so fucking good. Good girl." She smiled down at him as he said that, beaming with love. "That's right. Look at me while you fuck me."
"Oh my God," she panted as she started slowing her hips down once again, changing the motion a little. He wondered how long she could keep up that rapid pace. "It's so good."
Andrew could feel her squeezing her muscles on him. "Fuck! Your pussy is squeezing the hell out of my cock." He reached up with one hand and stroked her cheek, then put it in his palm as she looked down at him. He slid his thumb over her lips, enjoying how sensuous they looked, and then slid them between. She instantly sucked on it, as if it were his cock.
"You like daddy's cock in that tight, little pussy, don't you?" he asked, her hips moving up and back a little faster again.
"Yeah," she panted. Then, closing her eyes, she started moving fast once more, fucking him as fast as she could. She was panting loudly, working up a good sweat, their bodies slapping together. "Oh daddy, I love your cock in my pussy."
"Oh... oh fuck!" he said, feeling his orgasm fast approaching again.
"I can't," she panted, shaking her head. She knew she couldn't keep up this pace. But it felt so good. "I can't... I can't daddy."
"What do you want?" Andrew asked, holding her hips again and slowing her down. "Huh?"
"I want you to fuck me, daddy," she panted.
Andrew slapped her ass with both hands and pushed her hips to move her. "Ok." She stood and he sat forward and stood with her. "Here... bend over like that," he said, facing her towards the TV and bending her at the waist. "Put your hands on the coffee table."
"Like this?" Mack asked.
"Yeah... just like that," Andrew said. He adjusted her position slightly, spreading her legs a little further apart and grabbed her ass cheeks with both hands. "God your ass is perfect," he whispered.
"Two fifty four to go," the sports commentator said, "and two time outs to work with along with the two minute warning for Stroud who's been limited here in the second half."
Andrew quickly checked the score and noted that his team was still losing, but at least they had the ball now.
"Plenty of time for Stroud and this Texans offense," the second commentator said. "It's just about being efficient."
Andrew grabbed her hips, lined his cock up with her pussy, and slowly pushed forward, sliding it inside. "I really love fucking you from behind." He was also going to love this position because he could fuck and watch the game at the same time. "Oh my God. God that pussy's so perfect."
"Oh yeah, daddy. Fuck... your cock feels so good," Mackenzie moaned. "Oh my God. Oh... that's the spot. Please don't stop, daddy."
Andrew stroked a little faster, using his hands to pull her back into him, even as he thrust forward, slapping their bodies together.
"Yeah... such a perfect little pussy," he moaned.
"Mmhmm," Mackenzie moaned. "Oooh... yeah... oh my God."
"Right there... just like that," Andrew moaned loudly, his cock throbbing wonderfully. She was just made for him. "That pussy just swallows my cock right up!"
"Oh... yeah, daddy!" Mackenzie moaned. "Oh fuck! Oh my God! Yes, yes, yes!"
"One twenty to go," the sports commentator said, taking some of Andrew's attention. "Stroud using up the entire play clock. Here's the snap and it's a handoff to Waltz. Up the middle and down to the ten yard line. Jacksonville calls a time-out with one oh eight to go."
"Jacksonville now has one time-out remaining," the second commentator followed.
Time was moving well, his team was moving well, but Andrew wanted one more thing. As he looked down, watching his cock slide in and out of her pussy, he knew he wanted something different.
"Wait, wait... just a sec, baby," he said pulling free of her for a moment. He bent over and reached for a bottle of lubricant that was on the light stand beside his chair. Opening the bottle, he dribbled the clear liquid on her ass, letting it flow between her ass cheeks, over the rosebud of her ass, then down onto her pussy. He moved his finger down and gently circled her asshole, then slowly slid it inside, slightly fingering that forbidden hole.
"I really want your ass tonight, baby," he said. "Ok?"
"Ok, daddy," she said, barely able to look back at him from the position she was in. "Just... go slow."
Andrew moved forward and slid his cock along the crack of her ass, getting it wet with the lube. With one hand he stroked it, covering it fully, then pressed the head against her star. With just a little push, the head popped into her. "Oh yeah... it just slipped right in there," he hissed, feeling her muscles squeeze him so wonderfully.
"Oh!" Mackenzie panted sharply as the new sensation hit her. "Oh my God daddy! You're so big!"
"Does that feel ok?" Andrew asked, worried he was hurting her.
"Oh my God it feels so fucking good!" she moaned.
Andrew slid his cock in and out slowly, letting her feel all of him in this new hole. "Oh my God... fuck! God your ass is so tight."
"It feels so... fucking... good," Mackenzie panted. "Oh shit! Fuck daddy!"
"Just tell me if I'm hurting you, ok?" he asked.
"I will," she panted. "I will."
Andrew stroked faster, holding her hips tightly as her body trembled below him.
"Your cock feels really good daddy!" she groaned.
"Fuck... yeah, it feels good to me, too," Andrew said, feeling her ass squeeze his cock so wonderfully. "Oh fuck... good girl."
"Second down and four coming up," the sports commentator said, distracting him again. "Looking for Waltz again... and he's down to the eight yard line!"
"The rookie out of LSU makes the tackle," the second commentator said as the slow-motion replay showed the tackle with two large linebackers dragging him down after strong hits. Only his feet pumping and a twist of his body gave him the two yards.
"And Jacksonville will call its final time-out."
"So now it's third down and we know who the target is likely to be," said the second commentator.
"Stroud, falling back... connects with Shultz... and he's down to the two!" the first commentator said excitedly. "First and goal for Houston. Fifty seconds and counting."
"They've got plenty of time here."
Andrew could tell he had plenty of time, too. Plenty of time to make them both cum. His excitement for both the game and his daughter was giving him plenty of adrenaline. It gave him renewed energy. It made him fuck her faster and harder.
"Go ahead, baby... rub your fucking clit and cum for me," he said, smacking his hips into her ass. He could feel her hand slide back between her legs, her fingers finding and playing with her clit. She was so practiced he knew it wouldn't take long for her to cum.
And he was right.
In less than a minute, her body was shaking, her legs threatening to give out. "Fuck daddy! Fuck daddy! I'm cumming!" she screamed.
She came hard, her pussy juices dribbling down her legs.
"Good girl... good girl," he panted as he continued fucking her ass.
"They call a time out with twenty one seconds left," said the second commentator. "That leaves one time out for the Texans."
"Stroud rolls back... play fake... runs up the middle, he's trying to get there and does not." The slow-motion replay showed the Texans quarterback running up the middle, the defenders rapidly closing in on him to drag him to the ground just shy of the end zone. "And the Texans call their final time out with ten seconds to play."
"Loved the effort," the second commentator said, praising the quarterback.
"Fuck daddy!" Mackenzie moaned loudly as Andrew slammed into her ass.



He grunted and hissed with every thrust, slapping their bodies together again and again. "Oh, baby... I think I'm gonna cum," he groaned loudly.
"Oh daddy!" Mackenzie yelled, feeling almost unable to stand. "Cum in my ass! Please cum in my ass daddy!"
"Oh fuck!" Andrew yelled. He felt his entire body clench in orgasm, his cock flooding her ass with his seed. "Oh fuck!"
Andrew stopped thrusting for a moment, just letting his cock shoot his load into her. His own legs quivered, threatening to make him fall as well.
"Oh yes, daddy!" Mackenzie yelled excitedly. "I can feel your cock throbbing."
"Oh my God... shit." Andrew pulled his cock free and watch his cum dribble out of her ass and down her legs.
"Daddy, you came so much," Mack said, reaching back to gather some in her hand to play with.
"That's how excited you make me, baby girl."
"With no timeouts, the Texans have it at the one yard line," the sports commentator said. "It's second and goal with ten seconds. Stroud takes the snap and rolls to his right... passing... and touchdown! Touchdown for the Texans!"
"Wow... no one saw that one coming," the second commentator added. "The left tackle, Rapinski, was called as an eligible receiver. Then as everyone moved to the right with Stroud, he just leisurely walked into the end zone for the pass."
"I'm sure that even after practicing it, no one expected that one to work."
"He's the little guy that slipped in the back door. No one expected something like that."
"Like sending your daughter in to talk to your wife after an argument," the first commentator concluded.
The second commentator looked at him and laughed a moment. "That's not an awkward comment," he laughed.
Andrew looked at the screen, stunned for a moment. An idea popped up into his head and he looked at the bear for a moment, that smile looking so devious all of the sudden.
"The fun lasts long when we all get along," the bear's mechanical voice suddenly said, surprising him. It hadn't said a word all night long... why now?
"And the Texans take the lead with only two seconds on the clock!"
Mackenzie stood and turned around, walking into Andrew's arms. He held her tightly, kissing the top of her head as he watched the very end of the game. They were both breathing heavily, their bodies swaying slightly.
Andrew's brain was working on overtime, coming up with the full plan... a fool-proof plan. Could it actually work?
"They kick it to the ten and the Jaguars receive it... running up the right side... the clock has expired...," the commentator said, waiting for something exciting to happen. "Jacobs slips by two defenders... and is tackled at the thirty five... so it's the Texans for the win!"
"Yes!" Andrew yelled, pumping his fist. "There's fifty bucks." He slid back and sat in his chair, pulling Mackenzie with him, sitting her on his lap. He gently stroked her hair as he kissed her.
"Thank you daddy," she whispered.
"That was fucking amazing," Andrew said. "And... um... I was just thinking. What would you say if I wanted to get mom back so we could be a family again?"
Mackenzie sat up and looked at him in surprise. "Mom? Back?"
Andrew nodded. "I don't want it to change or ruin our relationship," he said. "But... what if we could have us and bring your mom home, too."
She hugged and kissed him excitedly. "I want that, daddy!" she squealed. "I want mommy here, too. But... how?"
"Well, baby, I was thinking," he said softly. "Seeing how the Daddy Buddy Bear effected your friends... I was wondering if it could maybe have the same effect on your mom."
"Ok..." she said, not fully grasping what he was planning.
"Thanksgiving is coming up," he said, "and I was thinking you should go visit her for the long weekend."
"But I want to be with you, daddy!" she said.
"Don't worry, baby. You'll take the bear with you... so I'll be there, too... in a way. He'll be our eligible receiver. All eyes will be on you as you introduce her to the bear. I want you to show your mom what the bear can do. I want you to get her to use it. And I want you to get her... addicted... to it."
"Surprises are my favorite kind of fun!" the Daddy Buddy Bear said.
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Mary shook her head as the red sports car blew past her in the rush-hour traffic, gliding through the cars as if he were a skier. It was a long day at the end of a long week. Her work had been so busy lately, making her work long into the night. But, now, it was Friday, and she was going to seriously relax and recharge before hitting it again on Monday. And... tomorrow night was Halloween! A night she had something very special planned for herself, something that would definitely help her blow off some steam. God, she needed it.
As she drove home, sitting in the long line of traffic exiting the highway, she wondered how she got into the predicament that she was in. It wasn't that her life was bad. She just... she needed fucked. Plain and simple. It had been so long. She'd married early, when she was only 19, to a much older guy. They really were in love. At 40 he was exactly what she wanted and needed. He had a really good job, owned his own house, and generally had what he needed in life. And at 40 he was a very patient and knowledgeable lover. They had sex all the time and she was never let down. In fact, she couldn't imagine life could be better.
Except as they both grew older, he grew older much faster. When she was turning 30, he was over 50 and his health was starting to get worse. He grew tired faster. He wasn't able to do as much and definitely couldn't keep up with her. Their sex life rapidly slowed to being non-existent. And soon, he unfortunately died, his medical issues catching up to him... leaving her in the prime of her life, alone. He had saved a lot of money to provide for her, so she was well taken care of, but she wanted to work. She needed work to give her some kind of meaning to life. And, generally, she enjoyed it. It's just that one week every couple of months was really busy. And this was one of those weeks.
They'd moved into this quiet suburb just a couple years before he died, into a lovely house that she truly enjoyed. But she never really got to know the neighbors too well... with his passing and with her work, she really just never took the time to get to know them.
Her neighbors on one side, Bob and Jamie Middleton, were a young couple, with young children in grade school and middle school. They were certainly a busy couple, with work, work around the house, and then running their children around to all their events. She knew them only superficially, waving to them as they passed with quick hi's.
On the other side lived Susan and Jacob Convers, an older couple, older than her at least with one daughter well into her college career studying art. Since they were closer in age to her late husband, she had done things with them when her husband was alive, mostly dinners together, and was closer to them.
As she pulled into her driveway, Susan was working in her front lawn, checking her Halloween decorations to prepare for tomorrow. Halloween was Susan's favorite holiday and she went overboard decorating for it, including animatronics, sound effects, and fog machines. Mary waved to her and as she got out of her car Susan walked over.
"Hi! How are you doing?" Susan asked, sounding a little concerned.
"Busy," Mary replied. "But I'm doing ok."
"You're working too hard," Susan said softly. "You don't have to. You should slow down. Enjoy life a bit."
Mary laughed softly. A lot of people told her that. "I know. I really do like my job, though. But I do appreciate your concern." She smiled warmly. Susan really did mean well. While she was a casual friend, she still seemed concerned about Mary's well-being. "How's Emmanuelle?" she asked.
"She's doing great! She should be graduating next year. In fact, she came into town last night. She'll be in for a week. How about you come over for dinner on Sunday. Six o'clock," Susan offered. "Emmanuelle will be there and we're having another couple over and would love to have you join us.
Mary knew that Susan was one who didn't take no for an answer. And Mary didn't have much of an excuse to offer her. "Sure, that would be great. What can I bring?"
"Nothing. Just yourself," Susan smiled.
Mary knew it was pointless to argue. She always felt uncomfortable coming to dinner somewhere and not bringing something, but Susan always told her not to. She'd simply ask her local vintner for something suitable and bring it along. "Ok. Sounds good. Thanks Susan."
"We'll see you Sunday. Have a good night!" Susan said, waving and turning to go back to her decorations.
Mary walked into the house, set her briefcase and computer down and moved into the kitchen. She poured herself a glass of wine and then moved upstairs. She showered and changed then went back downstairs to fix some dinner and watch a little TV. It was a normal Friday night, but all night long, all she could think about was the Halloween party tomorrow.
She spent a lot of time trying to find just the right thing to do. When this finally popped up, it took her a while to realize exactly what it was. It wasn't highly advertised at all... and wasn't free. In fact, it was going to cost her $500 to attend. But she knew with the cost that it wasn't going to be some simple party filled with young kids. This was going to be an adult party. In fact, as billed, it was an adult masquerade party that promised whatever she desired. And right now, she desired a lot. Her fingers and her vibrator were not cutting it at the moment. She needed an intimate touch from a warm, hard body. Hopefully a very hungry body that would satisfy her over and over again.
This was going to be her first time she went to something like this, so she didn't really know what to expect. From the few advertising pictures, the costumes were a bit on the risque side and everyone did wear a mask. It seemed like being extremely anonymous was part of the fun.
She'd already received her costume from an online store. She was going to wear a Genie outfit, which definitely would show some skin. She would never have worn this outside of her home before. To show off this much skin was... well, definitely not what her upbringing told her a woman should do. But this was a special occasion. And the mask, a matching lacy shroud held on with an elastic headband, covered the top half of her face perfectly. There was no way she'd be recognized.
She touched herself only a little that night, thinking about what might happen at the party. She could envision men groping her, practically from the moment she walked in the door... pushing her down... doing wonderfully unspeakable things to her. Forcing her to do unspeakable things in return. So many hands touching her all over, teasing her, giving her so much pleasure. She had to admit that being used like that was a big turn on for her. And being told and forced to do things was... so freeing. It wasn't her... it wasn't her choice... they weren't her actions. In her costume and mask, in her anonymity, she could do anything that plain, normal Mary could never do.
Saturday seemed to drag on forever. She had few errands to run and it was a dreary, rainy day outside. All she could think about was the party. She had prepared her body, making sure she was extremely clean and smooth. She even touched herself in the shower, but still, only a little. Only enough to feel a little pleasure. She truly wanted to save herself for the party and the men that would touch her.
When 6:00pm rolled around, she turned on her porch light and sat on the front porch, handing out candy to all the kids in the neighborhood that walked by. She smiled and laughed and told the kids how incredible their costumes were, all while thinking about her own. When 8:00pm came, she waved to Sharon and went back inside. It was time to get ready.
She slid her sensible, plain clothes off, kicking them aside. Then she put on her costume, noting how light and frilly it was, how small and see-through it was. When she looked in the mirror, she almost changed her mind about going. This was so unlike her. If anyone recognized her, she'd be mortified. There was so much skin showing. And her very private areas were barely hidden at all. She could see her nipples through the very thin bikini-like top. And the bottoms... they easily showed every ridge and valley of her vagina. And she could already see a wet spot forming from her excitement.
God! This was going to be so embarrassing!
What finally sealed it was the cost. Five hundred dollars would be thrown away simply because of embarrassment. And she wouldn't let that happen.
She slid her long coat over her costume, buttoned it up, and pulled the belt tight around her. She put her ID and mask into a small bag and quickly looked out the front window before going out her door. She prayed that no one would be out to question her or even talk to her. Luckily, it was dark out and everyone was inside, out of the light rain.
The drive was easy and relatively light. It was after 9:00pm and she was heading into the city... into the industrial part of the city. This was the part that really closed down after 9:00pm. She found the large, old building and parked her car. There were quite a few cars parked there and all upscale models. She saw another woman walking in one of the doors and realized that was where she was to go. She put her mask on and got out of her car. She was shaking when she finally reached the door and was greeted by muffled music as she opened it. She couldn't hear a thing from outside. The only thing that gave away that people were even there were the cars in the parking lot.
A young man in a black mask and tight, black t-shirt sat behind a desk with a clipboard and pen. Two other men, similarly dressed, stood nearby.
"Welcome. May I have your ID please." She handed it to him. He looked down the list to find her name and placed a checkmark next to it. "Can you please raise your mask so I can verify your identity please?" She lifted her mask to his satisfaction. "Thank you and welcome again. You may enter."
She walked to the first door which was opened by one of the young men and she thanked him politely as she walked through. On the other side, a young, busty woman, dressed as a Playboy Bunny with a white mask greeted her. The sound from the music was louder in this area, but still slightly muffled. It had a heavy beat and sounded very sultry and seductive.
"Welcome!" she bubbled. "May I take your coat?"
"Oh, yes." Mary put her ID in her coat pocket then unfastened it. The young woman helped her take it from her shoulders, slid a hanger inside with a tag on it, and hung it up. There were quite a few coats in the coat room.
"My I write your identifier on your shoulder?" the young woman said, holding a marker in her hand. "It'll help identify you as the owner later. Don't worry, it will come off in just a couple days."
"Uh... yeah, sure," Mary said, very unsure of herself. The woman wrote on her shoulder with the marker in fairly small lettering the number 125.
"125? Were there really that many people at this party?" Mary asked herself.
She stood there as the woman pointed to a curtain hung nearby. "You look incredibly beautiful," the woman said, smiling. "Maybe I'll see you later?"
"Thanks," Mary said, managing a small, nervous smile in response. "Maybe."
She walked through the curtain and was greeted with the full force of the music and lights. The very large floor was divided into several sections. At the entrance, was a bar with several high tables, along with a dance floor. White and colored spot lights, static and moving, shown down from the ceiling, highlighting the various people below.
The next section had several open areas surrounded by couches and love seats. Even the floor had padded and covered surfaces for the comfort of everyone.
Finally, the back section appeared a little more private and quiet, with smaller sections divided by couches and love seats, although there was no truly private space here. Anyone was able to watch.
All around her people were mingling, dancing, drinking... kissing... fondling... groping. And in the other sections people were having sex or watching, in two's, three's, and more. There were bondage devices around that Mary only knew from online porn videos. In one place, there were two or three men on a woman. In another, two or three women on a man. There were single men and women together, women on women, and men on men. This was more than she'd ever even dreamed of.
She quickly moved to the bar and ordered a drink. A lovely young woman wearing simply chains dangling across her impressive chest served her. Then she took her glass, took a sip, and while looking all around, made her way back to the more quiet area.
In the first section she entered, a beautiful, naked, young woman was on her knees in front of an older couple. She was stroking and sucking on the man's shaft as the older woman beside him helped with her own hand. When the young woman's mouth engulfed him, the older woman stroked her hair and sensually kissed the man.
Mary sat in one of the love seats and sipped her drink while watching... while, out of embarrassment, trying to not look like she was watching. The young woman was definitely impressive and it startled Mary how excited she was getting watching the woman work. Her whole body seemed to ooze sensuality even as she just stroked him. She told herself it had to be the guy's dick that got her excited, or the act of giving him a hand job. She couldn't admit to herself that it was the young woman herself that was exciting her.
As the young woman stroked him, she happened to look over to see Mary watching her, making Mary shiver when she realized she was found out. The two women then redoubled their efforts on the man, stroking him faster, each with a hand on him, until he came. Immediately the older woman leaned down and engulfed him, taking all his seed in her mouth as the young woman kept pumping his shaft.
When he finished, the older woman sat up again, urging the young woman to kiss her, their tongues playing together for a moment as the young woman caressed her breasts. The young woman then said her goodbyes and turned towards Mary.
Mary felt excited as the young woman walked towards her, confidently, swaying her hips seductively, stopping right in front of her.
"Well, hello there Genie," she said, smiling and licking her lips.
"Hello. And... who might you be?" Mary asked. The young woman was completely naked, wearing only a black mask that covered the top of her face, with small black cat-like ears projecting from the top.
"Cat Woman of course," she giggled. "I guess I lost most of my costume somewhere. Is it your first time to one of these parties."
"How can you tell?" Mary asked.
"You just look a little... lost."
"Yes... I... it's... it's my first time," Mary admitted, feeling a little too exposed. "How about you?"
"Oh no," Cat Woman smiled. "I'm a bit of a regular at these events. I love them. I feel so free and open and... different. Are you having fun so far?"
"Yeah... I guess. It's just... pretty crazy." Mary nervously took another sip.
"Yeah it gets crazy. Everyone just fucking... watching. Watching is fun, too. It can be fun to watch. But... I think it's more fun to join in." Cat moved closer, standing directly in front of Mary now, swaying her hips to the music while her hands moved over her own body, caressing her hips and thin waist, moving up to swirl over her breasts, and then down again to caress her inner thighs. All the while, Mary watched her, captivated by her. "Mmm... You're cute... I mean, from what I can see with your mask and all. I like your costume. It really shows off your... attributes." Mary shivered as she watched the young woman lick her lips as she looked over her body.
She was so confused. She'd never been with a woman before. She'd barely even thought about it, really. She just assumed that the guys here would devour her. But... there was something about this young woman. Something so incredibly seductive and intriguing... something that physically excited Mary. She could feel her body responding to her presence, her naked body swaying in front of her, her beautiful, perky breasts lightly bouncing, her obviously wet pussy just for the taking.
"Thank you," Mary shivered, holding her drink in front of her as if it was a cross holding off a vampire. "I wasn't sure if it was too... forward... or not. It, um... shows a lot of skin."
Cat smiled, looking down at her own completely naked body and opening her arms wide as if to show that nakedness wasn't being forward at all in this place.
"Yeah... silly, I know," Mary said, smiling back.
Cat leaned forward, her face now only a foot from Mary's. "Have you ever... fucked... a stranger before?"
Mary swallowed, nervous and uncomfortable with the language of the question. She'd never talked like that and was always taught that it was wrong to talk like that. "No," she answered, her hands shaking.
"Never?" Cat asked, standing up to dance once more. "It can be so thrilling to fuck someone when you don't know who they are or what their name is." She smiled down at Mary. "I saw you watching me. You watched me suck that man's dick."
"Yes," Mary said, hesitating, her mouth feeling dry.
"And what did you think about that? Did you wish that I was... between your legs... instead?" Cat leaned down and stroked Mary's thighs with her fingertips, her face inches from Mary's. "'Cause the night is still young. And it is a party!"
Suddenly, with the grace and ease of a dancer, Cat moved forward and sat in Mary's lap, sliding forward as she put her hands on Mary's shoulders. Mary could feel the heat and moistness of her pussy on her bare thighs. The young woman moved her hips forward and back, giving Mary her first lap dance.
The woman leaned forward, putting her lips right next to Mary's ear. "I'd like to lick your pussy," she said, surprising Mary. "And fuck you. Feel your throbbing clit between my lips." She sat back and looked at Mary, evaluating her expression, her hesitation, her trembling body. "What do you think Genie? Would you like that? Yeah?"
She giggled as Mary didn't know what to do or say. Mary had never even imagined herself being in this position before. "You're cute," she said and leaned forward, kissing her lightly on the lips. The woman's bare breasts lightly touched Mary's breasts and, even though they were covered by the thin fabric, Mary felt electricity move between them, creating a definite reaction between her thighs.
"Kiss me," the woman said, and Mary did, kissing her back lightly. She was absolutely trembling she was aroused so much. "Again," she said, and they kissed even more, deeper, Mary opening her mouth to the let other woman's tongue inside. "That's nice. That's right," she said as Mary put her hands on her waist, touching her warm, soft skin for the first time. "I feel you shaking. Don't be nervous."
"This is just... all new to me," Mary admitted. She was undeniably enchanted by this woman, completely caught up in her sensuality.
"I love that. It's so cute." The woman pressed forward, pressing their bodies even closer together, pressing Mary deeper into the cushions of the love seat, trapping her, and Mary felt the woman's pussy press against her abdomen. God she was so hot! "I want to feel your tongue when you kiss me," she said, and when she kissed her again, Mary extended her tongue to explore the other woman's mouth. "Mmmm... like that," Cat whispered, encouraging her. She sat back a moment. "Stick your tongue out." When Mary extended her tongue, the woman wrapped her lips around it, sucking on it like a miniature cock. It was so fucking arousing. "I love how you kiss," Cat said as she sat back again, sliding her hips up and back again.
She bent forward, nuzzling into Mary's neck, kissing and licking her there. Mary was shocked that Cat knew just what turned Mary on. She was pressing every button perfectly. And every kiss and lick was sending a shock right to her clit. It was throbbing with desire and need and she knew her bottoms were soaked by now.



"Mmm... What are you doing?" Mary moaned softly, suddenly scared this was going too far.
"I'm just smelling your hair," the young woman whispered, just above the noise of the music. "You smell so nice."
Cat kissed and licked lower, her hands suddenly touching Mary's breasts, flicking her fingers over Mary's very hard nipples.
"This is making me uncomfortable," Mary said, wanting the woman to continue but scared of what it would mean. Could she actually enjoy having sex with a woman? Was this who she was? She'd never even really thought about it before.
"I just want to make you feel good," Cat whispered, flicking her tongue over Mary's collar bone. "When was the last time a woman made you cum?"
Mary shivered. "I... I've never been..." she said, scared.
Cat's fingers teased her breasts and nipples as Mary brought her own hands up and covered herself, sliding her hands over her breasts protectively. She could feel her nipples stabbing into her palm and felt the rush of pleasure as she scraped over them.
"I can make you feel really good," the young woman continued, unfazed with Mary's attempts to stop her. She moved her mouth lower, kissing and licking the top of her chest, slowly sliding lower and lower. "No one cares what you do here, or who you're with. Just relax and go with it." She moved even lower, kissing the bare tops of Mary's breasts, then moving into her cleavage to smell, lick, and kiss there.
Mary was beside herself. She was so incredibly turned on, but for some reason, she just couldn't let this woman continue.
Cat began tugging at the thin material that covered Mary's breasts, threatening to expose her breasts to the world. Mary hesitatingly let the material slide down, uncovering her nipple, which Cat began kissing and licking.
"You're going a little fast," she said, panting as the pleasure grew even greater.
"I'll be gentle. I promise," the young woman whispered, not stopping for a moment. She easily grabbed Mary's hands and pulled them away, completely exposing her breast before she licked and sucked the nipple between her lips. Mary shivered. It had been so long... and she wasn't even sure she'd ever felt this good before.
Cat moved to her other breast, pulling that material off as well, before licking and sucking on that nipple. She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them, lifting them to her waiting lips as she devoured them, all the while looking into Mary's eyes.
"Mmmm... you taste so good," she whispered. Mary kissed between her breasts, making a long lick with her tongue before she slid off of Mary's lap and slipped between her legs. She kissed and licked down to Mary's belly-button as Mary watched helplessly. She couldn't believe this was happening.
Nervously, she grabbed at Cat's arms, pulling her up as she leaned forward and kissed her. The young woman pushed her head back and licked the length of her neck as her body pressed forward. Then she started kissing and licking down Mary's body once again.
"I... I'm not sure about this. I don't think this is a good idea," Mary said, shivering excitedly.
"I just want to make you cum," Cat said, her voice oozing sexuality. "Over... and over. You smell so good. I can't wait to taste you."
"This is just... happening really fast," Mary said.
The young woman licked lower again, circling Mary's belly-button with the tip of her tongue. "The question is, why hasn't it happened already?" Cat sat back a second and looked down at Mary's panty-covered pussy. Nervous, Mary covered it with her hands.
Cat simply leaned forward, licking and kissing Mary's hands, sliding her tongue between them to touch her panties underneath when she could. "You don't have to be nervous. I love doing this. I want to taste you."
"There's... there's a guy over there watching us," Mary said, noticing the man as he sat in the next section over. His black mask covered his face well, but it was obvious where his gaze lay. And it was obvious that he was masturbating while watching them, his hand making long strokes up and down his shaft.
Cat grabbed Mary's wrists and without resistance, moved them away. Then she bent down and licked over Mary's wet panties. "Good... I like being watched. I want everyone to watch me make you cum." She slowly licked over Mary's clit, circling her tongue tightly, making Mary moan as the young woman looked up at her.
"Oh my God," Mary panted.
"Mmhmm." The young woman slid her fingers underneath Mary's panty and pulled it away from her pussy, exposing her wet flesh for the first time. She flicked her tongue over her labia lightly, teasing her. "You have such a nice little pussy. Mmm, it feels so good in my mouth."
Mary moaned, her body shaking. "Oh my God," she hissed as the pleasure grew so quickly.
"Keep your legs nice and wide for me," Cat told her when Mary tried to close her legs. "Mmmm... does that feel good?" She began licking, her tongue sliding between her labia, enjoying Mary's taste. She sucked her labia into her mouth and pulled at it, making Mary's legs tremble. "That's it... that's ok. You just have to let go. Enjoy it. Just feel the electricity in the air.... look at all the people out there fucking... watching... touching themselves."
The young woman hooked her hands around Mary's legs, lifting them and allowing her to more fully establish her position as she feasted on Mary's pussy. "You're so... hot!" she said, sensing Mary's rising climax. She grabbed Mary's arms and put her hands on her breasts. "Play with your titties while I eat you out." Mary's hands moved a little, squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples lightly. "There you go."
Cat made long strokes with her wide tongue, up and down, again and again, and then swirled just the tip around her clit. Mary had never felt like this before. No one had licked her pussy like this before. She raised her hips, trying to press into Cat's mouth, trying to get even more contact, trying to cum.
"Uh huh... uh huh... grind into my mouth," the young woman said.
"Oh my God... oh my God... yes... it's never been like this before," Mary gasped. "Oh! Yes!" she grunted loudly, almost screaming, as she came on Cat's mouth. Cat lightly kissed her quivering pussy as Mary panted hard. "Oh my God... you made me cum so hard. I can't believe it. It's... it's never felt that good before."
Mary looked over at the man watching and could see that he'd cum as well. "That man... he, um... he came, too. God, I can't believe I let him watch me," she said, blushing red in embarrassment.
The young woman stood and then slid into Mary's lap once again. She looked at the man and blew him a kiss. "Oh I like the way men look at me here. The way you're looking at me. Like... I don't know... like I'm a Goddess. Looking at me with lust... desire... and want. Like how they all want to fuck me. The women, too... they want to fuck me and want to watch their husbands fuck me." Cat turned her attention fully on Mary again and leaned forward slightly. "Come here... suck on my titties," she said.
Mary licked her lips. She wanted to... she really did even though she didn't know why. But... people were watching. How could she do this? She tentatively stuck her tongue out and lightly touched the young woman's hard nipple.
"There you go. Don't be afraid of it," she said encouragingly, using her position to hold her nipple just an inch from Mary's lips. "Suck it. That's it... put your tongue all over my tit." Mary pulled the hard nub between her lips and gently sucked on it, making the young woman moan. "Mmmm... That's better."
Cat cradled Mary's head, holding her to her breast, encouraging her to suck more and more. She moved Mary to her other breast after a few moments and Mary willingly followed, becoming more and more bold. She moaned as Mary sucked harder, then pulled back a moment. She kissed Mary hard, both of them breathing heavily.
The young woman held her hand up. "Here, get my fingers wet," she said and touched them to Mary's lips. Slowly she pushed them inside as Mary sucked and licked them like a dick. "That's it... that's it," she said, sliding her fingers in and out of Mary's mouth. "Mmhmm."
Slowly, Cat slid her very wet fingers from Mary's mouth and, leaning back, slid them between their bodies, and put them on her clit. As Mary watched her, she slowly circled her clit, masturbating for her. Cat then leaned forward again, offering her nipple to Mary once more.
"I've... I've never done anything like this before," Mary admitted, breathing heavily. She licked her lips as she excitedly watched this young woman masturbate right in front of her.
"Yeah?" the young woman asked as she stood, her fingers still playing with her pussy. Her hips and body moved so seductively. "You look like you want to do even more. Do you? Do you want to lick my pussy, Genie? Hmmm? Tell me! Tell me how much you want me. Tell me what you want to do to me."
"I, uh... I think I want to lick you, too," Mary said, blushing deeply.
"Oh yeah? You think you want to lick my pussy? Or you really do?" Cat slid her pussy-soaked fingers free and held them in front of Mary's mouth. Slowly she moved them forward, inserting them between her lips, letting Mary suck and lick them.
"Ohhh," Mary moaned, closing her eyes, sucking and licking her delicious fingers. "Oh... fuck," she moaned, not getting enough of her.
"Yes... God, you're so fucking hot." The young woman pulled her fingers from Mary's mouth and rapidly fingered herself again, rapidly getting herself close to an orgasm. Then she suddenly slid back into Mary's lap again and wiped her fingers over Mary's lips. "I want to taste my pussy on your lips," she said, and started fiercly kissing her. "Mmmm... yeah."
"Tastes so good," Mary said. She slid her own hand between them and could feel the heat from the young woman's pussy. It called to her. When she touched the hot, wet flesh, Cat moaned into her mouth.
"Does that feel good?" she asked Mary. "You like that?"
"Oh my God yes. It feels so... so good," Mary said, sliding her fingers in and out of her pussy. "You are so incredible."
"Really?" Cat asked, smiling and licking her lips. She kissed Mary, her hands touching Mary's breasts, her fingers teasing and pinching her nipples until they were hard nubs aching to be sucked. "You like my pussy? It's very wet for you."
Mary exhaled. She couldn't believe she was going to admit this. "I fucking like every part of you," she moaned. "I want to see who you are. Please... I... I want..."
"You want me to take off my mask?" Cat asked, smiling deviously.
Mary hesitated. Did she really want to see who this woman was? Would she reciprocate and show who she was? Wasn't all this so much more exciting because of anonymity? "Yes... please," she said, excitedly.
"No," Cat said, shaking her head slowly and playfully. "You first."
"I don't know... I'm... I'm scared," Mary whispered.
Cat smiled and bit her lower lip. She looked around to see if anyone was currently watching them and seeing no one paying them any attention, she raised her hands to her head. "Alright, just for a second. Here." She slowly raised her mask, fully revealing her face.
Mary gasped as she recognized her, her hand moving to cover her mouth.
"What? Now you." The young woman, now revealed to be Mary's neighbor Emmanuelle, the beautiful, young college student, reached down with both hands and grasped Mary's mask. She pulled it up, even as Mary wished she wouldn't. She wished she could just run away and hide. How could this have happened?
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Masquerade Surprise - 2
"Oh no!" Emmanuelle giggled at seeing her neighbor. "What are you doing here? Oh my God!" She didn't seem upset at all that it was Mary... only surprised. And her surprise seemed pleasant.
"I swear I didn't know it was you!" Mary said quickly, scared. "Oh my God! Your parents! If they found out about this... they would freak! Oh my God, what are you doing here?" Her mind was swimming with the consequences of their actions.
"What am I doing here?" Emmanuelle giggled.
Mary moved, pushing Emmanuelle off her lap, trying to distance herself from her. As Emmanuelle sat on the other end of the love seat, Mary grabbed a pillow and hugged it to her front, covering her nakedness. "I just... um... sweetie... oh my God. I just found an ad online and thought... you know... something different."
"Oh my God... I can't believe you're here," Emmanuelle smiled, biting her lip. How ironic that one of the women she'd admired and thought about all these years would suddenly be naked for her.
"How did you find out about this place?" Mary asked. "You... you've come to a lot of these?"
"I happened to be paid well to come to these," Emmanuelle said. "I'm paying my way through college with all the money I'm earning here."
"Oh God... maybe I should just leave." Mary said, scared. This girl was prostituting herself to go to college. What in the hell would her parents think?
"Are you alright? It's no big deal you know," Emmanuelle said, trying to comfort her.
"It's just... I'm your neighbor," Mary said. "And I'm practically your mother's age. You shouldn't see me... shit, you shouldn't even be with me like... like this."
Emmanuelle shook her head. "I see you exactly how I've always seen you... as a very sexy woman."
Mary smiled... comforted a little bit. "Sweetie... thank you... you're very sexy, too... it's just... I should probably go."
"But I've enjoyed my time with you tonight," Emmanuelle said. "And... I don't want to stop. I think you came here tonight because you wanted to get fucked... No relationship. No dating. No phone calls. No jealousy. You just wanted a night of pleasure... just like me. Women like us need to be fucked."
God! That was exactly what Mary wanted but she shook her head in denial. This was too much! "Stop it! Stop it! You're my neighbor and all... and... and you're an adult now... but it's just not right."
"What's so wrong about it?" Emmanuelle challenged her. "We're both adults and we're not related or anything. We're just two women that want to fuck."
"Stop it... oh my gosh," Mary said. "This is... this is crazy. You're my neighbor and we just fucked at a sex party. Your parents would kill me if they found out. They'd never forgive me. Ok?"
"I don't care. I know what I want. And I want you." Emmanuelle didn't seem to care that Mary was her neighbor... a woman that's she'd known for several years. She grabbed the pillow covering Mary and pulled on it, easily pulling it from her grasp. Mary's protests faded as Emmanuelle slid over and onto her lap again and began kissing her.
"I had no idea it was you," Mary whispered between kisses.
Emmanuelle sat up a moment and grabbed Mary's hand. She slid it between them and put it back on her pussy.
"God, you feel so good," Mary whispered, her fingers moving, sliding over the young woman's clit, sliding inside her. "You... you really liked fucking me? Stop, don't say anything. I don't wanna know," she said quickly, not wanting to hear something she'd regret.
"Yes... I really liked licking your pussy," Emmanuelle said, kissing her and playing with her nipples again. They were so rock hard and she loved how sensitive they were, how they made Mary react. "I loved making you cum in my mouth."
"But it's wrong," Mary said softly, sounding almost convinced, and moaned as Emmanuelle kissed her neck.
"I don't know about that. But we've already done it."
"I guess you're right," Mary agreed and moaned softly as Emmanuelle began licking her nipples again.
"We've already fucked once. We could just keep going," Emmanuelle smiled up at her. She slid to her knees on the floor between Mary's legs again. "Nobody knows us here," she said, sliding her hands along Mary's thighs, teasingly, pushing them apart to expose her beautiful pussy again. "Nobody knows you're my neighbor. They just see a hot young woman fucking a sexy older woman at a swingers party."
Emmanuelle bent forward and began licking her thighs again, so close to Mary's overheated pussy.
"What if... what if we just pretended we were other people," Mary offered. "What if you just pretended I was someone else, like before. And... I just pretended you were someone else."
"Is that what you want? To pretend?" Emmanuelle asked, sliding her tongue along Mary's pussy, flicking the tip over her clit. "Because I don't. I've wanted to fuck you for a long time and I'm more than happy to know I'm finally doing it."
"Oh my God... this is so wild," Mary said, watching Emmanuelle lightly lick and kiss her pussy. "I can't believe I'm doing this."
Emmanuelle smiled and sat up. "Well... it's time for you to do me. Come here... on the floor." Emmanuelle lay back, her legs bent and spread as her hand played in her pussy. Mary hesitated and looked around to see if anyone was watching them. When she looked back down to Emmanuelle, the young woman was wriggling her finger at her, wanting Mary to join her on the floor.
Mary slid the her knees and crawled the few feet to Emmanuelle. She sat on all fours beside Emmanuelle as the young woman palmed and squeezed her hanging breasts, pinching and pulling her nipples.
"Oh God... yes," Mary moaned softly. "If your parents ever found out that I fucked you, they'd never forgive me."
"Shh," Emmanuelle said. "Just go with it." She slid her hand down lower, between Mary's thighs, and slid over her pussy as Mary shivered. She slid first one finger, then a second inside, slowly fingering her.
Mary moaned. "Oh yes... Goddammit... that feels so good."
"Yeah? Finger me, too."
Mary licked her lips, eager to touch Emmanuelle but still a little scared. She then moved her hand down and slid over Emmanuelle's soft thigh. She felt Emmanuelle move her pussy closer, encouraging her to not waste any more time. Then she slid her own two fingers inside, the hot, wet flesh easily giving her entrance.
"Shove your fingers in me... yeah... yeah, that's it. Oh God, yeah. Fuck me! Fuck that feels so good." Both women were moaning now as each fingered the other. Emmanuelle saw movement nearby and looked to see a man and two women invite themselves into their section and sit on the nearby couch. The women were kissing and stroking the man's cock and each other as he sat back to enjoy them.
Mary saw them as well and whispered "Oh... this is so bad... so really bad."
"So deep, oh my God," Emmanuelle moaned, not caring that someone was watching them. "Fuck my pussy! Yeah, just like that. Fuck my pussy! Don't stop... just like that... Shove those fingers deep inside my pussy! Yes... God yes!
My whole body's shaking. Oh fuck."
Mary pumped her fingers in and out of Emmanuelle's slit, letting her palm rub her clit occasionally, making Emmanuelle squirm deliciously.
"Fuck I need your your tongue on me. I need to feel it on my clit so bad," Emmanuelle moaned. She repositioned herself so that Mary was between her legs now and lowered her hand to spread her pussy lips, inviting Mary to lick her. "Come here. Kiss your way down. All the way down."
Mary kissed her knee then moved lower, kissing her inner thigh, her tongue slithering out for a quick, occasional taste.
"Mmm... that's it. That's right," Emmanuelle said encouragingly. "Mmmm... Good girl."
Mary licked down her inner thigh, but stopped short of her pussy. She could smell her... could practically taste her. But she'd never done anything like this before. She wasn't sure she'd be any good at it. She wasn't sure she could actually please a woman.
But Emmanuelle wasn't going to let her stop. "Mmhmm... Don't stop. Don't be afraid."
Mary kissed lower, until her lips touch Emmanuelle's labia. Emmanuelle was so excited they were open and engorged, ready to be given pleasure. She kissed them softly.
"There you go... that's it," Emmanuelle said, encouraging her. The way Emmanuelle's breath caught when she spoke told Mary she was doing well. "Use your tongue... just the tip... just the tip... right on my clit. Little circles... right there. You can go slow. Yes... take your time on my pussy."
"Fuck you taste so good," Mary whispered.
Emmanuelle groaned. "Oh yes... that nice hard tongue on me... that's it. Such a naughty girl, aren't you? I like it right there.... mmhmm."
Mary circled her clit and then sucked on her labia, slightly biting her meaty flesh. Then, sensing Emmanuelle wasn't going to last much longer, sucked and licked on her clit again.
"Ah, yes Mary... Fuck... Mary," Emmanuelle moaned loudly. "That feels really good. Oh, my kitty... you're making me purr. Don't stop... keep going... don't stop... that's right. Make me cum. You're going to, I promise. Just keep going. Just keep going. Oh... I love just what you're doing. Oh my God right fucking there... Yeah... keep going... keep going..."
Emmanuelle reached down and grabbed Mary's head with one hand, pulling her into her pussy as she panted hard and lifted her hips. In seconds she came, flooding Mary's mouth with her juices, and covering her face. "Fuck... yes... God yes," she panted.
Mary smiled up at her, her face still an inch from Mary's pussy. She could see it spasm in response to her orgasm. "Was that ok?"
Emmanuelle smiled broadly. "Fucking better than ok." She sat up and pulled Mary into a kiss.
"Great job, ladies," the man on the couch said, clapping lightly. "That was fucking hot!"
Both Mary and Emmanuelle looked up at him in surprise. It wasn't normal for a voyeur to actually talk. The man was sitting up, bent forward towards them while the two women sat next to him, watching the whole scene. His black mask hid his face well.
"Fuck yeah. So fucking kinky for you... Mary," he said with a strange look on his face. It sent a chill down Mary's spine. He knew her name.
"You liked that?" Emmanuelle asked.
"Hell yeah I did! You guys are hot together. You're... Emmanuelle, right? Susan and Jacob's kid."
"Um... you can just call me Cat," Emmanuelle said, wondering who this guy was. Something was wrong. "And you are?"
"Me? Hmmm... you don't know?" he said, sounding amused. "Oh, I guess this mask is really good. You really should have left your masks on."
Mary looked over to see her mask lying on the ground beside them. There was something about this guy that she told her he was trouble. She realized now that it was a mistake to take their masks off.
"I think we're going to be really good friends from now on," he said.
"And, why do you say that?" Mary asked.
He lifted his mask for a moment and both Mary and Emmanuelle gasped.
"Bob... Middleton?" Mary asked.
He smiled and replaced his mask. "Yeah, that's right."
Emmanuelle was first to beg his silence. "You can't tell my parents. They don't know that I do stuff like this. They'd never understand."
"I know," he said. "They think you're such a good girl... an artist or something as I recall... certainly not such a filthy slut. I have to admit that, before tonight, I saw you that way, too... a good, little, innocent neighbor girl."
"Oh my God... how did you find this place?" Mary asked.
"Well... that's not important right now, is it? What's important is that the way you two went at it, both of your pussy's must be so fucking good."
"No... no..." Mary said. "No one can find out we were here. Just pretend we're just a couple of people at a Halloween sex party and leave it at that, ok?"
"Well... we can... as long as I get what I want," he said. He looked at the two women with him. "Why don't you two go get some drinks." The two stood and left, leaving Bob alone with them.
"And what is it that you want?" Mary asked.
Bob sat back on the couch. "I have to admit, I love this party. This is my fourth time here, but... this time has certainly been eye opening. Jamie is a good wife and mother, but... not so hot and exciting in bed."
Emmanuelle and Mary looked at each other, both with a good idea for where this was heading.
"And it can be expensive to hire someone... or go to parties like this," he continued. "I'm thinking we can have our own little neighborhood parties. Say... at Mary's house. It is rather convenient, snuggled right in the middle. That is... unless you want me to say something about... this... this party and your... um... time together."
"Oh God... we're in trouble," Mary said, shaking her head. She couldn't believe she was in this position.
"You're not going to say anything to my parents," Emmanuelle said, sounding threatening.
Bob smiled at her. "I never thought I'd see you like this. In all your glory."
"I shouldn't be here," Mary said, grabbing her mask and costume off the floor and covering herself up. She brought her knees to her chest and hugged her legs tightly.
Emmanuelle stood, defiantly, and began swaying to the music, dancing for him. "You know... you're just like all the other men here, Bob," she said, sliding her hands over her body, cupping her breasts in offering. "You just want to look at me... like this... before we go back home and I turn back into your innocent neighbor... that plain woman that you fantasized about but couldn't touch."
"Mmm... you are definitely hot to look at," he said.
"You like looking at me like this... like the filthy whore that I am? Don't you?" Emmanuelle turned around to show Bob her ass and to address Mary. "Go," she whispered to Mary. "Get out of here. I got this." She turned back around and approached Bob, sliding into his lap to give him a lap dance.
Mary watched Bob grab her hips, sliding his hands over her body. She stood getting ready to leave, but stayed, still concerned about Emmanuelle. She didn't need to feel the brunt of this. Certainly Bob wouldn't say anything to her parents, would he?
"You want me to fuck you, don't you, Bob?" Emmanuelle asked, putting her breasts in his face. "Huh? Is that what you want?"
Bob moaned. "Oh fuck! You're such a bad girl. I've never seen you like this before."
"Tell me something, Bob," Emmanuelle said, burying his face between her breasts. "If I was just a stranger, would you want to fuck me like this? Huh? Would you want to fuck me? Or is the fact that I'm your neighbor turn you on?" With Bob's eye's occupied, she looked at Mary and flicked her hand, indicating that she needed to leave.
Mary dashed towards the exit, dressed, and left for home. She was so scared, with no idea how she was going to be able to face Emmanuelle's parents at dinner tomorrow.
*****
She wanted to call Susan Convers and tell her that she was sick... tell her that she had to work... tell her... something. Anything that would get her out of going to dinner. On one hand, she felt scared that they would find out that she fucked their daughter... that Bob would somehow tell. On the other hand, she felt scared in a good way, scared of what might happen if she was alone with Emmanuelle again.
In the middle of the afternoon, she took a trip to a nearby winery and bought a bottle of wine that would pretty much go with anything. One that was was affordable but on the higher end of the scale. She knew how they liked their wines.
She changed into a blue cocktail dress, knee length, with a V-neckline that showed a hint of cleavage. And she slipped on her strappy two-inch heels that her deceased husband loved because they made her legs and ass look exceptional. With everything perfect, she walked across the lawn to the neighbors house and rang the doorbell.
The door was open and she could hear the conversation and laughter from inside. Susan walked to the door to greet her.
"Mary! Welcome! Please come in," Susan said cheerfully, holding the door open for Mary to enter.
"Thank you for inviting me. This is for you," Mary said, handing her the wine bottle with both hands.
"Mmm... I love Syrahs... thank you!" Susan said, giving her a light hug and kiss on the cheek. "Please, join us in the dining room." Susan led her down the hallway to the dining room. At the table, Jacob sat with his back to her and, on one side of the table were a beautiful older couple that she didn't know.
Although older, they were beautiful. The man had to be as old as her parents, but definitely looked younger and more fit. He wore a loose, white, button-down, with a couple of the buttons undone to show off his tanned chest. He face was tanned, his hair silver, and he had a million-dollar smile.
The woman was dressed in a long, white dress, with a low-cut neckline, and thin shoulder straps. Her skin was dark as well, amplified by the whiteness of her dress.
"Mary, I'd like to introduce you to Antonio and Maria Scarpini," Susan said. Antonio stood, his old-school manners still showing.
"Ah, your neighbor. Lovely to meet you Mary," he said.
"Yes, lovely to meet you," Maria said softly, smiling up at her, her eyes twinkling.
"Thank you. You, too," she said. She felt a little overwhelmed being in the presence of four adults that were the age of her parents. By the looks and sounds of things, though, they were educated and worldly, and their attitude helped make her feel more at ease.
"Please... you can sit here, beside Emmanuelle," Susan said, pulling out a chair from the beautifully decorated dining room table. "Antonio and Jacob are long time friends from college."
"Only he quit school, the bum," Jacob laughed.
Antonio laughed, as if this wasn't the first time he'd heard that jibe. "Yes... if only I had stayed in college, maybe I would have made something of my life."
"Maybe you'd be a billionaire by now," Jacob laughed.
"With a lot more headaches, too. I'm very happy where I ended up," he said, raising Maria's hand to his lips and kissing the back of it.
"What do you do with yourself all day long, Mary. Jacob said it was accounting or something."
Mary was a little embarrassed that the spotlight was on her, but she answered his questions with ease. They were't accusatory or probing. He seemed to be honestly trying to get an idea of who she was, professionally and personally.
Emmanuelle appeared while they were talking and sat beside Mary. Mary shivered slightly at seeing her. She wore a lovely black dress with heels and looked so prim and proper. It was such a different sight than her nakedness just last night.
"Emmanuelle, as always, you look ravishing," Antonio said, standing once again and kissing the back of her hand.
"Thank you, Uncle A," she said, sliding into her seat as easily as she slid into Mary's lap. "Hi," she said, looking at Mary.
Mary licked her lips and swallowed. "Hi."
Mary then felt a little relief. Since Emmanuelle had recently entered, the conversation and questions moved to her. "How's school going, Em?" Maria asked.
"Really good, thank you. I graduate next year. But I'm happy to be home for the summer. School can be so... boring."
Everyone laughed. "It's only boring because you're doing the right thing and studying," Susan said.
"Yes... I'm definitely doing that," Emmanuelle said, taking a sip of wine. "I just can't wait until I don't have to do that anymore."
"Just keep those grades up so you can keep that scholarship," Jacob said. "That school's not cheap."
"Tell them about the gallery showing, Em," Susan said, looking pretty excited about it.
"A gallery showing?" Antonio said.
"Well, it's not that huge of a deal," Emmanuelle said, "but the art gallery on campus is showing several of my pieces over the entire summer. It's a pretty big honor. Only the work of five students are shown."



"Really!" Maria said, smiling and touching Em's hand from across the table.
"Go show them some of your pieces," Susan suggested.
"I'd love to see them," Maria said, excitedly, holding Emmanuelle's hand now with both of hers. "Would you join us, Mary?"
Mary was taken by surprise, her mind wandering easily, still caught up in Emmanuelle's change of appearance. "Yeah... I mean, I'd love to see your work." She swallowed, nervous to be close to Emmanuelle, scared to be alone with her. Scared for what might happen if she were alone with her.
Maria, Mary, and Emmanuelle stood with Emmanuelle taking both of their hands, leading them up the stairs.
"You have a very beautiful and talented daughter," Antonio said as they walked away, out of eyesight. "I see wonderful things in store for her."
The three women climbed the stairs and, as they stepped onto the second floor, Emmanuelle led them down a short hall, then stopped. She pulled Mary's arm, pulling Mary into the wall and then moved in front of her so that her body held Mary there. She kissed Mary, taking her completely by surprise.
"God, I couldn't wait to do that," Emmanuelle whispered.
"Wait, what about..." Mary started to ask, looked at Maria, but Emmanuelle kissed her again. Her eyes flicked over to the older woman as she grew fearful about what she would say. But Maria looked... excited.
"Do share, my dear. It's best not to be greedy," Maria said, coming closer. Emmanuelle moved back slightly and the space was quickly taken by the older woman, who kissed Mary passionately as well. Back and forth they went and the one that wasn't kissing her was teasing her body through her dress. They each had a hand under her dress, too, teasing her inner thighs and pussy. She'd never been teased so wonderfully before, kisses making her swoon, and hands stimulating every erogenous zone available. She had no idea where one woman's touch ended and the other began.
"I am so confused," Mary said as Emmanuelle started kissing her neck. Her mind was in a fog, her body burning with desire. "What about... what about your parents?" she asked in a short moment of clarity. "I really don't think they'd like us doing this." She raised her arms, tried to push the women away, trying to give herself space... to move... and think. But they grabbed her wrists and pulled them away, holding her in place, keeping her defenseless.
"Don't worry about my parents," Emmanuelle whispered into her neck, making her shiver. "They're not here."
"My husband can keep them entertained for hours. Believe me, they won't miss us," Maria added, pinching her nipple through her dress, sending an electric shock right to her clit. "And I'd love to get to know you better." Emmanuelle felt a hand go behind her and slowly unzip her dress. Both of the women pulled her dress down, exposing her bra-covered breasts. "So this is the woman from the party last night, huh?" Maria asked, kissing her chest. "The one that was wearing the little Genie costume?"
"Mmhmm," Emmanuelle moaned, licking Mary's neck once more. "Yes it is. She looks really sexy in that costume."
"Sexy huh?" Maria asked as Mary's bra became unhooked and the women pulled it down and off her arms. Maria kissed her neck, pushing her head backwards. "You think you're cute? You think you're pretty because you're blonde?"
"I think she's very pretty," Emmanuelle said. Hands grabbed Mary's breasts, squeezing them, pinching and pulling her hard nipples.
"Yes?" Maria asked. "You think she's pretty? A pretty little slut?" It felt so weird to be talked about as if she wasn't even there.
"Yes... she's so hot," Emmanuelle said, bending forward and taking Mary's nipple in her hot mouth.
"Mmmm... she does taste good," Maria said, sucking on her nipple for herself. Mary groaned softly, her body on fire. "You like this? Huh? Such a pretty woman. Such a pretty face."
"Are you pleased?" Emmanuelle asked Maria.
"Yes... I am... I'm very pleased," Maria said softly, smiling at Mary before kissing her again. Fingers again slid into Mary's pussy, then twirled over and around her clit, making it throb and swell with need. Maria brought her finger up to her nose. "Mmm you smell so good," she whispered before sucking on the tip and then kissing Mary once again.
"Thank you," Mary said, barely able to get a word in.
"Let's go to your room," Maria suggested, "and get more comfortable."
Emmanuelle stepped back, releasing Mary's body from the wall and, holding her hand, pulled her into a bedroom. Maria shut the door behind them as Mary was led to Emmanuelle's bed and was pushed beside it. Both of the women helped her step out of her dress and panties. All Mary could do was react to what they were doing. Her mind couldn't stop thinking of the pleasure they were giving her long enough to form an action of her own.
"I don't think I've ever been this hot for a woman before," Emmanuelle said. "Makes me want to get crazy." She unzipped her dress, tossed it aside, and crawled up onto the bed. Mary noticed that she was completely naked beneath her clothes. Mary watched Maria taking her dress off, too, setting it aside, and noticed that she too was naked beneath it. She idly wondered if this was somehow an arranged setup.
While Emmanuelle's youthful body was tight and toned, her breasts firm and ample, Maria's body was showing signs of sag. Even with her muscle tone, her skin wasn't as tight or firm, her breasts, while a little larger than average, were a little more sagging. Mary could tell that she had breast implants. They were still too firm for a woman her age.
"It's so exciting!" Maria said as she guided Mary onto the bed with her. As Mary sat back, her legs in front of her, both women were on her again, kissing her, touching her, licking her neck and sucking on her breasts.
Emmanuelle offered her own breast to Mary, the middle-aged woman's lips latching onto it immediately. "Tell me how much you want me," Emmanuelle said. "Tell me how much you loved fucking me."
Mary was stunned. She could barely even think. "I... I loved fucking you," she managed to whisper as Maria pushed her legs apart and slid two fingers into her pussy.
Emmanuelle kissed her again, pulling her hair back to force her to look up. "Yeah, you like fucking me? I'm so fucking hot for you right now," she growled. "I want you so bad." She kissed her, forcing her tongue in deep and then sucked on Mary's tongue as soon as it was offered.
"Oh, look at those breasts," Maria said, palming Mary's breast, lifting it up. "They're so fucking hot. I love sucking on them," she said as her fingers continued their slow, teasing, penetrating motion. "Nice... pretty... titties."
"I'm... God I'm so wet," Mary whimpered when Emmanuelle freed her mouth for a moment. "Please... I want you so fucking bad."
"Oh God, I love feeling her wet pussy," Maria said, Mary's wetness covering her hand and filling the room with her scent. "I think she's enjoying this."
"Oh God yes!" Mary said quickly.
Maria slid to her stomach, her body between Mary's legs as she used both hands on her pussy now. "I like how her pussy lips look... so swollen... so open and wet. Oh, I have to lick that pussy. That pretty pussy. It's nice and wet. I need to taste it."
"You want her to lick your pussy?" Emmanuelle asked Mary.
"God please!" Mary begged. Maria's fingers had made her so close to the edge. She was so hot, wet, and horny she couldn't think clearly.
"Sit up," Emmanuelle said, sitting behind her and wrapping her arms around her. "Watch her lick that pussy. You like that?" Emmanuelle's fingers plucked and toyed with Mary's breasts and nipples as Maria's tongue touched Mary's clit for the first time.
"Such a good little slut," Maria said, looking up at Mary, licking her lips before diving in again.
"You like it when we play with your pussy like that?" Emmanuelle asked, kissing and licking her ear. "You like it when I tease your titties? Huh? You like that?" They both watched Maria for a minute, enjoying the lovely scene. "Oh, I bet you want to cum right now with her licking your pretty pussy." Emmanuelle met eyes with Maria. "You like it?"
Maria's mouth was glistening, covered with saliva and Mary's pussy juices. "Her pussy is so fucking wet. Such a nice pussy," she said before clamping her lips on her clit once again.
"Here... lay back," Emmanuelle told Mary, guiding her to lay back on the bed. "Ooh, look at your lipstick all over that pretty pussy," she said to Maria. The woman didn't miss a beat and continued licking her clit. "Oh, such nice tits." Kneeling above Mary's head, she grabbed the old woman's breasts and began squeezing them and pulling at her nipples.
Mary moaned loudly as she neared her orgasm, all of her erogenous zones were on fire as the two women continued teasing her.
"God I love to hear you moan," Emmanuelle said, bending over and kissing her.
"Ooh... fucking delicious pussy," Maria moaned. "Look at that tight, little pussy!" she said as she slid two fingers inside her, twisting with each long stroke.
Emmanuelle stopped kissing Mary for a moment. "Do you like that? Do you like the way she's licking your pussy?"
But Mary couldn't answer. Her body was writhing on the bed, her mouth slightly open, full of gasping breaths. Her eyes were closed and head moved side to side, overcome with pleasure.
"I think she likes that, Maria," Emmanuelle said making the older woman giggle. "God, I wanna ride her face while you lick her." She sat up on her knees and inched forward, sliding over Mary's mouth. She reached down, lightly putting her fingers on Mary's face to direct her mouth upward and sat down, her pussy pressing onto Mary's lips. Instinctively, Mary extended her tongue and began licking her wetness.
"Yeah... lick me like that. Eat my pussy," Emmanuelle moaned. Finally she was getting some relief! Mary was licking and sucking as if wanting her to get off as quickly as possible. "God dammit I want you so badly. Yeah... right there... I love how you lick me like that... Oh shit... oh fuck... Oh.... oh... Yeah... yeah, yeah, yeah... I'm so close!"
In seconds, Emmanuelle started cumming, her pussy pressing down on Mary's mouth even harder. Her juices flooded Mary's mouth and overwhelmed her senses making Mary cum, too. The two women were panting, their bodies shaking as they rode out their orgasms.
Finally, Emmanuelle moved back, freeing Mary's head. "Wow! You made me cum harder than ever before," Mary moaned softly, barely able to move. "You're such a bad girl. Such a bad, bad girl aren't you?" she asked Emmanuelle.
"Yes I am," Emmanuelle smiled devilishly.
Maria rose to her knees, obviously not done. She kicked one leg over Mary's and grabbed her other, holding it to her chest. "I want Emmanuelle to watch us fuck," she said, pressing her wet pussy into Mary's.
"It feels... so good! So fucking good!" Mary moaned, her pussy burning hot once again.
"Yeah... you like my pussy?" Maria asked her as she began rocking her hips forward and back, fucking Mary.
"Oh fuck," Mary moaned. She'd never done this before, never felt a woman's pussy against her own and the soft wet sensation was delicious.
"Oh God... this is so hot," Maria said, her hips moving faster, her clit grinding against Mary's. "Oh my God... your pussy is so fucking good. I love feeling it against my pussy. I want to feel it all over my body."
"Oh my God," Mary moaned, meeting Maria's lustful gaze. "We shouldn't fuck this good. Why does it feel so fucking good?"
"Oh baby, I've fucked so many people and it's never felt as good as this. I want to consume you. I like feeling our flesh wrapped up together. Fuck... you're so fucking wet."
"Fuck that's so hot," Emmanuelle said.
"Yes... Ohhh," Mary moaned, close to yet another orgasm. She started moving her hips in unison, making the grinding even more pleasurable.
"Oh, yeah... that's it," Maria said, her hips moving even faster now. "I want you to cum all over my pussy."
"Oh please yes! Holy... fuck," Mary moaned.
"That's it... that's it," Maria moaned herself, grabbing Mary's leg hard and squeezing it against her chest. Her pussy started gushing all over Mary's pussy as Mary came along with her.
"Oh my God, that was so fucking hot," Emmanuelle said, amazed. She'd never seen two women fuck like that before and couldn't wait to try it herself.
*****
As the women dressed and fixed their makeup with Emmanuelle's supply, Mary had to know what happened last night. She had to know how it turned out so she could prepare for what was likely to happen. "What happened with Bob last night... after I left?" she asked Emmanuelle.
"The fucking prick?" Emmanuelle spat. "Well... I teased the fuck out of him and gave him a bad case of blue-balls. Then Uncle A had a talk with him. There won't be a problem with him."
Mary was confused. "Uncle A? As in Antonio? What does he know about the parties?" She looked at Maria who was just finishing dressing. "God, this is getting worse! I don't want anyone else to know!"
"Relax... it's ok," Emmanuelle said, putting a hand on her shoulder and then giving her a hug. "Uncle A and Aunt M sponsor the parties. They're the one's that set it all up and pay me to go. It's my... scholarship."
"They... they're the one's that hold the parties?" Mary asked, slow to understand and accept what she was being told.
"Yes," Maria said, breaking Mary from her thoughts. "We've been holding them for several years now in several cities around the state. It's our... outlet. A way to have some fun and let other's join in the fun."
"And, according to Uncle A," Emmanuelle continued, "Bob works at one of his companies. And has even more dirt that he can show Bob's wife... videos of him fucking other women, if I remember right. So, I guess Uncle A gave him a little bit of his own medicine and threatened him right back."
"Don't worry. When my husband says he has it under control, he has it under control," Maria said softly, giving Mary a hug. "I'm sorry the man threatened you like that. If you have any problems with him, just let us know."
Emmanuelle was still unsatisfied, even though they'd been gone too long. "If we don't leave right now, I'm going to fuck you both again."
*****
"Thank you for coming, Mary," Susan said as Mary walked out the door, heading home. It was late, after midnight, but the party had wound down, dinner and dessert finished, and six bottles of wine drained. "It was nice having you over. I think Emmanuelle has taken a liking to you, too. We'll have to do this more often."
Mary nodded, smiling, her thoughts immediately going to future liaisons in bed with Emmanuelle. "Yes we will. And... tell Emmanuelle that she's welcome to come over any time she wants. My door is always open for her."
Susan smiled. "I'm sure she'll enjoy hearing that."
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Halloween Party Quickie
I was not happy. "But why do I have to go?"
"Because the Miller's invited us," my dad said. "It's only for a couple hours for heaven's sake."
"Come on, honey. I'm sure you'll have fun," my mom said, checking her hair in the hallway mirror.
I was on the stairs, attaching the chain that held the cape at my neck. I was all decked out in black, my new Zorro costume one of my favorites. I have to say, I looked good in it. The shirt and pants were pretty thin, not very good material if you asked me, but it wasn't meant for very hard wear. I had my black mask on over my hair and eyes and I held my hat delicately between my knees. To me, I was the spitting image of the on-screen version.
My mom was wearing a female pirate costume that looked really good on her. The skirt was mid-thigh and the knee-high boots accentuated her legs beautifully. I was not one to typically check out my mom, but this costume looked great on her.
My dad was dressed up like a Viking barbarian, complete with leather leggings, helmet, forearm wraps, and a plastic axe. He even wore a fake, red, curly beard.
I shook my head, dejectedly. At nineteen years of age, I certainly had better things to do than to attend a Halloween party with my parents at my neighbor's house. With my Dad's demeanor right now, I was almost convinced he was an actual barbarian.
"Just get your ass down here so we can go," my dad finally said, obviously tired of arguing back and forth about this.
"Ok, ok. I'm coming. Really, I'm coming!" I said, finishing up putting the cape on and then putting the hat on my head. I walked down the remaining few stairs and we all walked out the side door, around the row of hedges that separated our two houses, and crossed the front yard to their front door.
It was a cool Autumn night and the moon was half full. The Miller's were HUGE Halloween fans and always decorated to the max. This year was no exception. They had a fake cemetery in the front yard with headstones, animatronic corpses crawling out from the ground, and ghosts floating above. A machine created clouds of fog that drifted over the ground, barely rising from it. Mr. Miller had even set up a speaker and sound system that was playing some scary outdoor sounds.
The Miller's driveway had a few cars in it, and there were a few parked on the street, so I knew at least a few of the partiers would be friends or family from out of the area.
Two people in front of us, both dressed as yellow minions, were being invited into the house by Robert Miller. When we got to the door, he was shocked and laughed that he and I were wearing the same costume.
"Now that's a coincidence!" he said loudly, shaking my hand as he held the door open for us. It wasn't really. A new Zorro movie hit the screens over the summer with a heartthrob action lead and pretty much everyone had been talking about it for months. "I never expected competition." Robert stood in front of me, looking at me, eye to eye. It was the first time either of us realized that I was just as big as he was now. "Looks like we may have to cross swords. Damn, Emily, what are you feeding this boy? The last time I saw him he was just yay high," he said, indicating half my height with his hand held out.
"He eats us out of house and home," my mom laughed. "But he started lifting in high school when he was on the football team and pretty much hasn't stopped growing."
"Well I'm glad to see you're all grown up, young man," he said, shaking my hand. "You're at the local college now, right?"
"Yeah... just starting my second year."
"What are you studying?"
"Electrical Engineering," I said.
He smiled. I was surprised just how much the mask covered his face. It really was hard to recognize him. "Very nice. Joe's studying psychology."
"Is he here tonight?" I asked. I grew up with Joe, their son. We were pretty close up until high school when we started running with different crowds of friends. But it would be nice to have someone I know to talk to tonight.
"No. He couldn't come home for one reason or another. I think there was a party on campus." I didn't sound like Robert liked that his son wasn't coming home to visit. But I didn't want to pry.
"Sorry to hear that." I looked around the living room, to see if I knew anyone else. It's kind of hard to figure that out, though, when everyone is wearing a disguise.
"Yeah, well," he said, turning back to my mom and dad. "There's drinks and snacks in the kitchen. Please help yourself."
We excused ourselves from our guest and entered the living room. I abandoned my parents in seconds. There was no way I wanted to mingle with them all night. I needed to use the bathroom anyways.
The house was decorated like a horror hotel, complete with check-in desk, a little sitting room, and a couple rooms set up like hotel rooms. Animatronic ghosts, ghouls, and skeletons were littered about here and there, dressed up to match the hotel theme. There were tables and chairs set up in both the garage and the back deck for eating.
There were people everywhere, some I knew and recognized, some were complete strangers.
I'd been in the Miller house many, many times growing up and first headed to the bathroom just off the kitchen, but the door was closed. Occupied. And it looked like there were two people waiting, even. So, since I knew their house so well, I went up the stairs to use the upstairs hall bathroom.
The upstairs wasn't decorated at all. It was empty, thank God, so I slipped in and finished my business.
As I was walking out the bathroom door, Tiffany Miller grabbed me and turned me to face her, pinning me against the wall.
"Hello Mr. Zorro," she said seductively. "Tell me, do you think my costume is too sexy for this little fuddy duddy party?" Her hands were sliding over my chest and abdomen, one moving down and stroking my cock through my thin pants.
She was wearing a light blue Genie costume, complete with see-through veil. Underneath looked like it was just a teal dress with a plunging neckline and exposed midriff. And... I have to say... she had incredible breasts. I wasn't sure if they were real or not, but I'd admired them ever since I was a young teenager. At the moment, in my surprise, my eyes were locked onto her cleavage.
"Since it's just us up here, I thought we could have a little fun before we head back down," she giggled. "I need a quickie. Come here." She grabbed my arm and pulled me towards their bedroom and shut the door behind us. "We'll have to be quiet." She pulled me to the bed and turned me to face her so that I was facing away from the bed. "But I need my naughty Zorro's cock," she giggled.
She pushed me so that I fell back onto the bed. I sat up quickly and moved to take off my mask. "Wait, wait, wait," I said softly, trying to interrupt her. But she stopped me.
"No, no, no, leave it on. I think its even hotter to fuck you like a stranger," she said. She grabbed the shoulder straps of her costume and pulled them down her arms a little, exposing more of her breasts. "You like my naughty Halloween costume? You're gonna love my naughty Halloween lingerie."
She pulled her top completely down, exposing her wonderful breasts and nipples to me. I was in complete shock and could do nothing but stare. My cock was rock hard and I think all the blood drained out of my brain to go there.
"Oops," she said playfully. "Forgot to put the bra on," she giggled. She turned around and pushed the rest of the costume down and off, showing me her ass. She was wearing G-string panties, so I saw her wonderful globes of flesh with just a small line of material disappearing between them.
When she turned back around, she slid onto the bed and sat on me, moving close to slide her tits across my face, her hard nipples scraping against my lips.
"You want me to do my little trick... that thing I do with my tongue?" she asked. She held a finger in front of her mouth and started sliding her tongue around it as if it were a cock. I nodded dumbly. I couldn't believe this was happening. "Yeah?"
She pushed me to my back and moved down, standing beside the bed again and bending over, her face just over my crotch. She slid her tongue out and around her lips as her hands cradled my shaft through my pants. I could feel her hot breath on me and it was driving me insane.
"Last chance... you want it?" she giggled.
I nodded quickly this time. I definitely wanted to see it! "Mmhmm," I whispered, trying not to sound overly anxious but, I'm sure, failing miserably.
"Yeah?" she asked, smiling deviously. She started unfastening my pants, opening them and pulling out my very hard erection. "Ah, fuck," she whispered. "My dirty man is so hard. Oooh... come on. Oh, fuck!" She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and slid her mouth onto it without warning, moaning as it slid in deep.
"Mmmmm," she moaned, pulling her mouth off for a moment and swirling her tongue over the head, just like she did with her finger, looking me right in the eye. "You like that? Nice and wet and sloppy? God, your dick is so fucking hard for me," she said, sucking on the tip. "I've never seen it so big. Oh, Zorro... so fucking hard," she said, sliding it to the back of her throat and gagging a little. "Oh yes, Zorro, choke me with that big dick," she said, sliding it deep into her throat again and again, her hand continuing to stroke me.
"Oh yeah... so good... it's so good," she moaned. "You like my mouth, huh? It's so worth it, isn't it?" She moved up slightly so that my cock slid against her chest, right in the valley between her two lovely breasts. She grabbed the sides of her breasts and squeezed them together, encasing my cock between them. Then she moved up and down, letting my cock slide between them.
I groaned. This was far, far better than anything I'd ever expected in my entire life.
"Oh, you like my big titties," she said. "Do you want to cum all over my big fucking titties? Huh?"
I'd never heard her talk so dirty before! I just groaned again. I really did want that... but I wanted everything. I couldn't believe I was admitting that to myself, but I really wanted to fuck her.
"Ooh that feels good," she moaned, sliding my cock between her tits. "You like fucking my big fucking titties." Then she suddenly pulled away from me and stood beside the bed. "Stroke it... stroke your dick for me... show me." She hooked her thumbs into her G-string panties and pushed it down, sliding it down over her hips and down her legs before stepping out of it and tossing it aside. "I'm gonna take these off. They need to be out of the way," she giggled.
I started stroking myself for her, keeping my cock very hard. I couldn't believe this was happening.
She bent forward and replaced my hand with her mouth again, her hands grabbing my pants.
"Oh, take this off... take this off you bad boy," she said, pulling my pants and underwear completely off. Then she moved right back up and engulfed me with her luscious mouth.
God, I needed to cum so badly. I'd never been sucked off like this before and having it done by my naked MILF neighbor was icing on the cake!
After sucking me for a few minutes, she removed it from her mouth and climbed onto me again, straddling me. She grabbed my shaft and rubbed the head of my cock up and down her slit and pushed it against her clit, teasing both of us.
"You want me to sit on it?" she teased. "Yeah? You want me to do it?"
She must have sensed my desire from looking into my eyes, because I couldn't utter a word. I was so shocked I couldn't even grunt in reply. She simply pushed the head of my cock down lower and slid it into her pussy.
"Yeah," she moaned as she pushed me in, deeper and deeper. "Oh fuck... just like that." When I was fully buried inside her she paused a moment, just feeling me inside her. "Fuck, baby. I've never felt you so big and deep before. You must be pretty fucking excited."
She grabbed my hands and put them up on her breasts. "Oh... squeeze my big boobies," she said, pushing my hands into them and squeezing with me. When she released my hands, I kept them on her big mounds, feeling her hard nipples. Each time I lightly pinched her nipples, I could feel her body lurch in response.
"Big bad Zorro... oh, you're so hard. So fucking... big... for me. Oh God... oh yeah... oh fuck." She was moaning as she road me, her breasts bouncing so beautifully. She closed her eyes at one point, just enjoying the feeling of me deep inside her.
To make it feel even better, I started fucking her back by pushing my hips up and into her again and again. In seconds she gave me space and stopped moving to let me thrust even better.
"Give it to me," she moaned. "Oh yeah... give it to me... do it baby. I like it."
She leaned forward more, letting me fuck her, and letting her big breasts sway right over my face.
"Give it to me... give it to me," she moaned. "Oh, I like it nice and deep like that. You're so strong... so strong... I like it... oh I like it. Fuck you're so big!" She sat up again and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them firmly and squeezing and pulling her hard nipples while she looked down at me. Her eyes were half closed, her mouth contorted a little in pleasure as she let me push my cock in and out of her.
"Ooh, I love fucking a hot stranger." She suddenly bent forward again, grabbed my face, and kissed me, sliding her tongue deep inside my mouth. Then, without warning she grabbed my mask and pulled it off. When she saw that I wasn't her husband, her expression immediately changed to shock and embarrassment. She quickly got off me and stood beside the bed, her hands covering her breasts and pussy.
"Oh! Oh my God! Vince! Why didn't you say something?"
"I'm sorry... I'm sorry... Really, I meant to. It was just feeling so good I couldn't. Tiffany, please," I said, stroking my shaft, trying both to explain myself and trying to urge her to continue. My cock was throbbing it was so hard, though. I was not thinking clearly.
"Oh my God, we have to stop," she said, not exactly sounding sincere. Her skin was still flushed and she was still breathing hard. It was pretty obvious to me that she had been very close to her orgasm.
"Oh God... oh God, you're right," I said as I realized how wrong it was to be fucking her. "This was a terrible idea. This doesn't have to leave this room. I promise. Look, I'm sorry I didn't stop you, but... it just felt so good, you know?"
She looked confused and conflicted, as if not knowing what to do now. I'm sure she was concerned about her husband and family. I'm sure she was concerned about my parents. Her entire life could be ruined from this one act.
I knew it was all over and started to get up so I could get dressed again. I'd just go downstairs and not say anything ever again. But I knew I'd masturbate to the few minutes I spent with her for the rest of my life.
I started to sit up, but she just moved closer to the bed and held me down, moving her hands away from her body so that I could see her in all her naked glory once again.
"Honey, no... don't go. Look," she said, pausing a second to collect her thoughts. "I... I know why you did what you did," she said.
"You do?" I asked.
"Yeah, of course," she said. "I mean, you're a young man... with raging hormones... and... I came on to you. Your... body... your... cock," she said almost as if she enthralled by it it, "was feeling good and... you know, overriding your brain. You just couldn't control yourself. Right?" she looked at me, seeking my concurrence.
"Yeah," I said, nodding. I had to admit that I was so hard that all I could think about was fucking her, wrong or right.
"Have you ever... you know... thought about this before?" she asked, her hand lightly stroking her breast and nipple, absently.
"I've uh... fantasized about you a lot," I admitted.
She crawled onto the bed beside me again, her hand on my thigh, and she looked up and down my body. "You've thought about... fucking me?"
I nodded. "A lot," I admitted.
"Have you ever thought about me... sucking on your cock?"
I nodded again. "Yes."
She grabbed my cock and slowly stroked it. I moaned, the pleasure really driving me crazy.
"Did those... thoughts... make you... touch yourself?" she asked.
"Every time," I said, exhaling sharply and moaning again. "I masturbate every time I think about you."
"Oh... wow... um... and how did those... thoughts... make you feel? Do... do you like them? Do you... like... thinking about... doing those things with me?" She was staring at my cock, her hand stroking up and down, up and down, and licked her lips.
"Yes," I answered quickly. "I... uh... cum really fast when I think about you like that... when I think about... fucking you."
She smiled. "Yeah?" she asked. She liked the thought of me fantasizing about her.
I nodded, smiling back, a little embarrassed.
"This doesn't have to leave this room... right?" she asked, almost embarrassed.
I was a little confused... and excited. This was really going to happen again, wasn't it? "Right," I said. "I promise not to say a word."
"Ok... what... what are you going to do then?" she said, looking me in the eye and challenging me. "Huh? What are you going to do to me?"
I sat up and grabbed the breast she'd been toying with her fingertips, bringing my lips onto her very hard nipple once again.
She smiled and gasped at my boldness. "Suck on my titties? Yeah? Fuck! Take me," she said, putting her hand on the back of my head, encouraging me to lick and suck more. "There you go... yeah! Yeah... feels so good... oh my God... good boy... that's a good boy." I moved to the other nipple, making sure it wasn't left out. "Oh... yes! You do that so well... uh huh."
I reached up and grabbed her neck, pulling her down to the bed, pushing her to her back as I rose up above her.
"You want to be in charge? Yeah? Yeah, give it to me!"
I moved between her legs and pushed them open with my hands, pushing them into the air in a V to expose her pretty pussy.
"Oh, that's right... yeah!" she moaned, letting me do whatever I wanted.
I slid closer on my knees and pushed my cock into her pussy. She was so wet and ready that I easily slid inside, pushing as far in as I could, and started slowly fucking her.
"You like that big dick in my pussy?" she asked.
"Fuck yes," I said, looking down on her. I was getting very warm now, sweating in my shirt.
"Take your shirt off... take your shirt off," she said, grabbing the bottom of it with me and helping me lift it over my head.
"Oh yeah," she whispered, looking over my torso approvingly. As my mom said when we came in, I'd started lifting a few years ago in high school and never really stopped. I really enjoyed how it made me look. And Tiffany seemed to enjoy it, too.
"Big strong boy... my big strong boy," she moaned. "You're so good... show me what you want to do to me."
I started thrusting harder and faster, really demanding more and more from her tight wetness. And she groaned as my size made her feel things she'd never felt before.
"Make my boobies bounce... yes, dirty boy," she moaned as her breasts flopped on her chest with every thrust. She grabbed and squeezed them, squeezing her nipples hard. "God, you're an animal! Yeah, I love it!"
"Take my cock," I demanded, slowing down and then thrusting in hard, smacking my hips against her ass before pulling out slowly.
"Oh, you're a man," she groaned loudly. "You're a man... fucking me like that... Yeah, show me what you've got. Make me take it... make me take it!" I felt her body shake and watched her eyes roll up and back. She was cumming... and cumming hard. I could feel her wetness drench my cock and balls
I kept up the hard, slow fucking, thrusting in hard and then pulling out slow, letting her feel every inch as deep as I could put it. Tiffany reached down and began playing with her clit with one hand while the other continued to toy with her nipple.



"Oh my gosh," she moaned when she could finally speak, breathing hard. "That feels so good."
I bent forward and kissed her as I ground my hips into her, leaving my cock buried deep inside. She grabbed my head and thrust her tongue deep into my mouth and kissed me until we both couldn't breath any more.
When I pulled away, I sat up and put her legs together, wrapping my arms around them and holding them to my chest. Then I used them as leverage to begin fucking hard and fast again.
"Ooh... you're so strong... manhandle me... oh, yes!" she said louder than I wanted. I was starting to get scared that either one of the party guests would hear us, or worse... her husband. If anyone else saw us, I'd be dead.
"Shhh," I said, trying to keep her quiet.
She giggled, but got quieter. "You're doing so fucking good... it feels so good. So deep inside of me... Oh my God... make me cum again! That feels so good... that feels so good. You like fucking me?"
"Oh yeah," I said nodding. "I've been wanting to fuck you for so long. Just like this." Her pussy felt so good, squeezing my shaft like it was never going to be set free. From her groaning, I thought I was going to split her in half or something.
She smiled again, knowing that she was a star of my fantasies. "Yes... is that pussy nice and wet for you?"
"Very wet," I moaned, looking down at her as I felt her cum dripping from my balls. "I love your pussy."
"What do you want to do to me next?" she asked, once again challenging me. She was really trying to push my buttons.
I grabbed her hair, pulling it so that her chin was on her chest and she was forced to look down at her own pussy being split wide open.
"Yeah!" she moaned. "Pull my hair. Manhandle me. Yeah, big boy... give it to me. You've made my pussy so wet... oh my God..."
"Does my cock feel good in you?" I asked, slamming in hard and fast again, and then withdrawing slow. I loved how that felt and how much it teased her.
"It does baby," she said and I knew she meant it. She'd already cum on my cock once, and I was sure she was going to do it a few more times before I was done with her. "Oh it feels so fucking good. God it's so deep and you're... so... hard. I've never been filled so much. You're doing so good."
"Good," I said, starting to stroke faster again. "Take my cock."
"Oh, I will. I want all of it. Don't waste any of that big dick, put it all in... every inch of that big dick. You're such a good boy. I like watching you slide in and out. Make me take it... make me watch. Fuck it feels so good!"
I was thrusting faster now, holding her legs to my chest, my hips slapping against her ass over and over. I could tell she was getting close again. Her body was so flushed and her face was looking up at me, showing me so much pleasure. I couldn't believe that I hadn't cum yet because it felt so good to me, too.
"Don't stop... don't stop," she moaned over and over. Her body was shaking again and she grabbed the bedspread firmly in her hands, pulling on it.
"God I love your pussy! Come on, cum on my cock," I said, pulling her hair hard and thrusting even harder.
She started cumming hard again. Suddenly she let it go, panting hard and I felt her pussy juices spraying me yet again. Fuck she was so wet! I pulled out of her this time, and let her body rest a moment. I looked down and her pussy was absolutely drooling her white, milky cum.
"Oh, you're such a good boy... such a good boy... with a big fat cock," she panted. She moved to her knees on the bed and kissed me. "I'm spoiled for life. My pussy will never be the same." She grabbed my cock and stroked it while she kissed me, thrusting her tongue into my mouth again. She was still so fucking hot!
"So... I've had mine. What do you want? Huh? Tell me to do anything you want." Her hand felt great stroking my cock. And I really needed to cum.
"Make me cum," I whispered, almost afraid to ask for it.
"Yeah?" she smiled. "You want me to suck on it baby? You tell me... you're a big boy... do you?"
"Yeah. Suck on my cock," I ordered her with a lot more confidence. She was driving me insane with need.
"Oh, yeah," she said eagerly. She got off the bed and pulled me to follow her. As I stood beside the bed, she slid to her knees in front of me, kissing my body all the way down. I could feel her hot breath on my cock as she wrapped her fingers around my shaft and slowly stroked it.
She looked up at me. "I like it when you tell me what to do," she said before slowly sliding her tongue out and sliding my cock into her mouth. Her tongue swirled over it all the way down.
Then she began sliding her mouth up and down my shaft, her hand stroking me right behind her mouth. It felt incredible and she was using every trick she could to get me off. My legs were feeling weaker and weaker as I got closer and closer to my orgasm.
"God, you suck my cock so good," I whispered. I could feel my cum starting to boil inside me, the pressure starting to build. I knew I was going to blow soon. "You want my cum?"
"Yes baby!" she said, sliding her mouth off me for just a second.
"Oh, fuck, you suck my cock good. That's it." God I was getting so close. And then... all of the sudden... it just hit me out of nowhere. I just started cumming in her mouth. "Oh my God!" I moaned louder.
"Oh wow," she said as the first spray landed on her lips. "You're such a good boy. Put it in my mouth."
"Oh fuck!" I moaned as I looked down at her and watched the white sticky cum spray out of my cock into her mouth and around her face. She directed it over her face with her stroking hand, wanting every single drop.
"Mmhmm," she moaned. Tiffany was stroking my cock, milking every drop from me as I came for what seemed like an eternity. "Oh yeah... more... more... please baby... more." She kept pumping me and sucking on the head, milking every bit of my cum come out.
When I finally stopped cumming, she slowly and softly licked and sucked my cock, cleaning off every bit of my cum as I looked down, watching her.
"You feel good?" she asked.
"God, you made me cum so hard," I said, trying to recover my breathing. My heart was pounding in my chest still.
"Yeah?" She seemed happy that she was able to make me feel so good. "Can I tell you something?"
"Yeah," I answered. After all that she had to ask me?
"I like what we did," she admitted, looking partly embarrassed to admit it and excited that she finally said it.
"Me too," I smiled back.
"We need to get down to the party," she said, standing up and grabbing the pieces of her costume.
*****
The rest of the party was pretty boring in comparison to the time I spent with Tiffany. I ate some food with my parents, watched the end of 'The Shining', and mingled with a few people. They never even asked or wondered where I'd been all that time.
Tiffany came over at one point and talked with the three of us, but never let on that we were together earlier. Even our brief interactions with Robert during the night showed me that he was none-the-wiser too.
*****
It was a little over a week later when I saw her again. I came home from classes. My one class was done early on Tuesdays and Thursdays, so I was usually pulling in around 11:00am. As I got out of my car, I could see Tiffany standing on her back deck. The fence around her back yard was high, but I could just see her face over it as she stood on the deck.
She looked at me, smiled, and waved.
I waved back and just before I got to the door of my house, I turned and went to the gate in the fence between us. I knocked on the wooden slats and waited.
"Yes?" she asked playfully, opening the door. She was wearing jeans and a big university sweatshirt. She was smiling and blushing in embarrassed excitement as she stood there.
"How are you?" I asked.
"Happier now that you're here," she said. "I... uh... have been... thinking about you."
"Yeah?" I asked, a little surprised.
"Have you been... you know... thinking about me?" she asked. "Maybe even... touching... it... a bit?"
I smiled awkwardly. She knew I was. "Of course. I... I really liked what happened."
"I figured you would be," she smiled, raising her hand to her mouth and lightly sucking on the tip of her finger. "I imagined you laying in bed... masturbating. So... big... and hard." She was breathing hard, looking up and down my body. "While you were thinking about me."
"How did you know that?" I asked, playfully. I was starting to get hard again, especially remembering what had happened at the party.
"Oh, I can pretty much read your mind," she said, smiling playfully. "You are a growing boy. And... I bet," she said, slowly sliding her fingertip down my arm from my shoulder to my hand, "you wish... my mouth was on your cock." I gulped as she took my hand in hers. Yeah... that was exactly what I wished. "Do you have a little time to... you know... help me with a few things?"
I smiled. "A little. For something quick," I laughed softly, walking through the gate and closing it behind me.
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"There you go," Nick said, handing the bag of cotton candy to the young girl. The blue swirling sugar concoction quickly melted in her mouth as she took a bite.
"Thank you," she said, smiling, as she and her mom turned to walk back into the crowd.
Nick was working the small cotton-candy booth for the yearly Darkwood Festival of Lights celebration that was held every October. This was a celebration of the town's founding in 1865 and had food vendors, artisans, and youth plays, culminating with a large bonfire that lasted all the way to midnight.
He looked at his watch, 8:20pm. He couldn't wait to end his shift, but still had forty minutes to go.
"Hi Nick," a young woman said, making him blush. She was walking by with two girlfriends that he recognized from high school. He couldn't believe that they still hung out, even though they went to different colleges now. At least, he thought they did.
"Hi, Ashley," he said, smiling at her. He really liked Ashley. He'd had a crush on her since middle school but they never dated or anything.
"Are you going to the bonfire later?" she asked again, still standing ten feet away with her friends.
"Yeah," he nodded. "I should be there about 9:30 or so. After I clean up here."
"Awesome. See you there," she said and the trio walked away.
Nick was excited now. Ashley was going to be there. Now was his chance to get her alone and maybe ask her out. After breaking up with his girlfriend a couple months ago, he needed a woman in his life again.
"Can I have two please," a middle-aged woman asked, her two kids beside her, waking him from his daydream.
"Oh, yeah... sure," he said, grabbing two and handing them to her and collecting her cash.
The steady stream of customers was beginning to wind down as the time approached 8:30pm, the time of the ritual town play. This was the famous yearly play, held by the sixth and seventh graders, describing the great legend of Darkwood and its founding.
At 8:30, a bell was tolled to announce the beginning of the play.
"Hear ye, hear ye, and I shall tell, a tale of the town of Darkwood," the narrator, his father, began. For as long as he could remember, his father was the town mayor and always played the role of the narrator. He was also the one that was the most forceful, keeping Nick away from the woods as he grew up. He could remember the few spankings he had when he ventured far too close.
"In the days of dark, the war between the states, the town of Darkwood was born. The year was 1865. The forests were foreboding and dark, but in that year, the settlers cut back the woods, clearing the ground, framing and forming the edges of the great town we know today. A town founded in 1869."
Nick had heard the story so many times he could practically recite the lines by heart himself. He remembered when he grew up, playing the various roles, memorizing the lines. He remembered the fear he first had, standing in front of the crowd, repeating them to the best of his ability.
The story was a simple retelling of the founding of the town and then the town's lore of the Fadda Witches which lived in the dark woods surrounding the town. The students in the play told of 1921, when Agnes and Cordelia Fadda were born, a time of great joy and celebration to their parents.
But in 1931, history, or at least the tale, would tell of how the family suffered greatly from the Great Depression. Unable to sell their farm's produce enough to reclaim what they spent, they ended up unable to grow crops. Then, with no income, no money, no food, and the threat of losing the very farm they lived in, the father, Winston Fadda, told his wife that they would have to get rid of the girls... he would have to lead them into the woods to have them fend for themselves. There was only had enough food for two people. God willing, they'd find a way to survive.
His wife opposed the plan, but he repeated it until she finally, reluctantly agreed.
Early one morning, Winston led the girls into the woods, with the deception of looking for food. The two ten-year-old's never hesitated, never questioned their father, even though they didn't appear to be looking or hunting. They just kept walking.
As darkness neared, Winston directed the girls to look for food or animals over the hill, while he looked over another hill. But, finding nothing and returning, the girls didn't find their father waiting... even as night overtook them.
Without light and without a path to follow, the girls were hopelessly lost as Winston returned home.
After three days of wandering, sleeping in the cold, finding little food to eat, the twins found and followed a deer path to a clearing in the woods, and discovered an abandoned cottage, never to be seen again.
Even today, the woods are considered haunted, with the residents warning their children to never go into the woods. Even over the years, people went missing, and the woods were searched. But nothing was ever found... no one living... no bodies... and no cottage.
Nick was wakened from his thoughts as the crowd clapped for their kids in the play, celebrating their accomplishments. And the town bell was rung again, several times, indicating the closing of the festival for another year after the mayor gave a short speech.
At 9:00pm, Nick closed up the booth for the night, putting the leftover cotton-candy in boxes. The owners would be by tomorrow to pack it all up for their next festival. When he finished, he dashed to the bonfire and found Ashley.
*****
"Finally," Nick said, exhaling, as he dropped into the driver's seat and threw his book bag into the passenger seat. It was Friday, October 30th, and he had a date with Ashley. They had planned to go to a haunted house, where... if everything went well... she'd get scared and fall into his protective arms. He really wanted her in his arms again. The bonfire was a fun time and at least opened the door for more.
His Friday classes were a little rough, with a test in Calculus today, but everything was finally done for the weekend and he could let loose.
He turned the key and tried to start the engine of his grey, 2009, Toyota Camry. It wasn't the newest car around, but at least it was still running and got him from point A to point B. The engine chugged a moment, not starting. He let out a pleading sigh and tried again. Luckily on the third try, it started, sputtering. He knew he had to get it into the shop soon... he just needed the money to do it.
He pulled out of the parking lot and slid into traffic for the twenty mile drive home. It was just after 4:00pm and the sun was closing on the horizon, especially in the mountains and woods surrounding him.
As he neared the half-way point of his drive, the engine started to sound funny again. About a mile back, he'd turned off the main highway, and was on a state route... one that wasn't well traveled. Within a mile after hearing the sound, his engine finally gave out, as he slapped the steering wheel and cussed.
"No! Fucking car!" he yelled to no one. "Now is not the time for this!" He was getting extremely frustrated, especially since he was supposed to pick up Ashley at 7:00pm. He pulled to the side of the road just as the car completely died. He grabbed his book bag and fished through the pockets looking for his cell phone. Not finding it, he started panicking, pulling items out and throwing them aside.
"Fuck!" he yelled, wondering where in the hell he lost his phone. He threw up his hands when he realized he must have left it in his Calculus room. He opened the car door and stood, looking up and down the road, looking for help.
Unfortunately, the few cars he did see, didn't stop or even slow down.
He thought about his options for a moment. It was ten miles back to the school... or ten miles to home. Then he looked at the woods beside him. If he went through the woods, it was only five miles home. He looked at his watch and calculated how dark it might get if he went through the woods. With the sun setting around 6:30pm, he had about two hours of any light left. And he figured he could walk the five miles in just over an hour.
He started walking towards the woods, even as he remembered the tale told just last weekend. Yeah, people avoided the woods... they were dark and scary, he understood that. But people went into dark and scary woods all the time. There was nothing to be afraid of.
As he got to the edge of the woods, he looked back to his car, then up and down the street again, to see if there were any other options. "Well, here goes nothing," he sighed as he turned and slipped between the trees.
There wasn't much undergrowth once he actually entered the woods, luckily, but there wasn't a clear-cut path either. He had to go around trees, step over fallen trees, and avoid large, fallen branches. But his pace wasn't too bad. He looked at his watch again and realized that he'd been in the woods for about thirty minutes now... easily covering two miles or so. Suddenly he heard movement behind him.
He couldn't see anything except trees as he scanned the ground around him. Then he heard another sound, like something moving in the fallen leaves and dried branches. It might have even been closer.
He laughed to himself, thinking that hearing that damn story year after year was the cause of his fear. It was irrational. There was no reason to be afraid.
He kept walking, his eyes scanning the areas around him, looking for any potential threat. He stopped cold in his tracks when he heard a distinct growl.
"Fuck," he whispered, looking around. Another growl followed, just off to his right. "Ok, ok... nice doggy. I'm just walking through." Still seeing nothing, he moved forward again, a little faster now.
The growling and movement continued behind him, scaring him a little. When he stopped and looked back, he finally saw it... a large black wolf was standing nearby, looking at him and growling.
"Good doggy," he said, his body starting to shake.
Movement off to his left caught his eye and he saw another wolf. He couldn't believe that no one had ever said anything about wolves in the woods. Had he known that danger, maybe he would've gone the long way around instead... or waited longer for a ride.
He grabbed a large stick off the ground and broke off some stray branches. At least he'd have a club... something to defend himself with if necessary. He turned away from the wolves and started walking... slowly increasing his speed as he heard them getting closer and closer... and then broke into a jog.
He soon found a small deer trail, one that offered him a little more ability to run, since it was clearer. He didn't know where he was... he didn't even know if he was going in the right direction, but that didn't matter. He had to get away from the wolves.
The next time he glanced back, there were four of them, all coming closer and closer, all growling. This was not going to end well. He broke into a run. He had to get out of the woods!
Suddenly the deer path opened into a clearing... a small patch that was about fifty yards in diameter. And in the center was a small, white house, with a low picket fence around it. Carefully cut grass and flowers surrounded it and a little smoke was rising from the chimney.
He had no idea who was living in the woods, but at this point, he didn't care. The wolves were too close. He broke into a run across the clearing and jumped the low fence as he ran to the front door and pounded on it in fear.
BAM BAM BAM!
The wolves had jumped over the low fence and were slowly moving towards him, growling, baring their teeth. He knew he'd be ripped to shreds. He pounded again, then turned towards them, holding his thick branch high as his only defense.
Suddenly the door opened and an older woman, perhaps in her sixties, stood there.
"Yes?" she asked. She was wearing a white, pull-over blouse, with cutouts on the sleeves, and navy slacks below.
Nick turned towards her and dashed past her into the house. "Close it! Close it!" he yelled, scared that the wolves would kill them all.
But when the woman looked out the door, the wolves were gone.
Nick stood there, shaking, sweat pouring down his body, trying to figure out what happened to them. He bent over, putting his hands on his knees, trying to calm his breathing before he hyperventilated.
"You better have a good reason for barging into our house, young man!" she said, closing the door.
"I'm sorry... but there were... wolves... chasing me," he said, breathing heavily.
"Wolves?" asked another woman, about the same age, asked as she joined them. Their hair was streaked with grey, and small lines gathered at the corners of their eyes and mouths. Their bodies, though, while just a little overweight, were nicely, womanly shaped, especially in the hips, ass, and breasts. "There are wolves in the woods?" She seemed more amused than scared of that fact.
"I've never seen any," the first woman said. "I have a feeling he's up to no good."
"No... really... I'm not kidding," Nick said, panting. "They've been... chasing me for a while now. If I hadn't found your house... I don't... I don't think I would have lasted much longer. They were really close and they're really big."
"Uh huh," said the second. "Well, we've lived in these woods a long time and we've never seen any wolves. I think it's time for you to leave."
"No... um... I'm sorry to just barge in like this," Nick said. "All I need to do is use your phone and I'll be out of your hair in no time. Please!"
"What is your name, young man?" the first woman asked as the two stood side-by-side, facing him.
"Nick," he said. "Or... Nicholas. My car broke down and I'm trying to get to Darkwood."
"Well Nicholas, my name is Cordelia and this is Agnes, my sister. I think you're lying to us. There are no wolves. I think it would be better if you just leave."
"I'm not a liar," Nick protested, too scared to leave.
"Uh huh, Cordelia said. "You can see the predicament we're in, can't you?"
"I mean... yeah... I just... I don't know how long they'll hang around? Can I, like, just hang around here for an hour or so. I won't make a sound. I promise. And maybe use your phone?"
"There's nothing wrong with waiting an hour, sister," Agnes said. "Can't you see how upset he is?"
"Fine... one hour," Cordelia agreed.
"Maybe I should get you something to drink," Agnes offered. "Would you like that?"
"Yes... please," he said. "Some water would be great."
Agnes disappeared into the kitchen for a moment as Cordelia and Nick uncomfortably stood in the entryway, looking each other over. Nick went to the door and looked out of the small windows beside it, frantically searching for the wolves, but couldn't see them.
"Here you are," Agnes said from behind, surprising him. She handed him a glass with a reddish liquid in it that smelled of fresh fruit.
"Thank you," he panted, his breath slowly coming down. He took the glass and took a drink while the two older women just watched him. Both had an approving smirk on their face. The drink was good, very fruity, but there was some sort of strange aftertaste.
After he took the first drink and removed the glass from his lips, Agnes pushed it back to his lips. "Now, now... all of it. Then I can take the glass back to the kitchen."
Nick lifted the glass again and took the several gulps to finish the drink. As he pulled the glass away, he wiped his lips with the back of his hand feeling a little strange. Agnes took the glass from his hand and returned it to the kitchen, giggling, while Cordelia looked up and down his body, obviously enjoying what she saw.
"What is that?" Nick asked. "It tastes pretty good. Where did you get it from?"
"We make the drink ourselves," Cordelia smiled. "It's kind of like our... alcoholic beverage equivalent. We love serving it."
"That... that explains why I feel a little... woozy," he said, feeling the room starting to spin a little. He blinked, trying to clear his eyes.
Cordelia took one arm when Agnes returned, letting her sister take his other, and the three entered into the living room, all of them sitting on the couch, one sister on either side of him.
"Tell us about yourself, Nicholas," Cordelia said.
Nick brought a hand to his head, trying to lessen the dizziness. "Well... I go to... college. State, just up the way. I'm in my second year for... um... mechanical engineering."
"Oh, such a difficult subject," Agnes said, giggling and stroking his arm.
"Are you doing well in your studies?" Cordelia asked, stroking his other arm. "Are you a smart boy?"
"Well... I guess... I have a 3.8 average right now."
"Oooh, such a smart man," Agnes giggled looking over at her sister, smiling.
"Tell us... how can you have such good grades with a job and... a girlfriend?" Cordelia asked.
Nick could feel his body getting so warm. It felt strange. Like the heat was coming from inside and spreading all through his body. He could feel his cock pulsing and growing and wondered if the two women fawning over him was causing his sudden arousal. He adjusted his seat a little to find a more comfortable position for his growing erection.
"Well... I, uh... don't have a job... and I, uh, broke up with my girlfriend a couple months ago," Nick admitted. "It was a bad scene."
"Oh really," Cordelia said. "In what way?"
Their hands moved to teasing and stroking his neck and cheeks, then his chest, feeling his muscles underneath, their fingers teasing his nipples. He'd never had a woman tease his nipples as they were and it felt kind of good. Their little pinches sent bolts of electricity to his cock.
"Well, um... I was dating this girl... Sydney," he said. "I didn't know it at the time, but she already had a boyfriend. She ended up breaking up with him, for me. You know, I didn't want her to do that. I didn't even know she was serious with someone. And... well... he started threatening me."
"Oh, that is so scary," Agnes said, laying her head on Nick's shoulder, her breath tickling his ear.
"And then she wanted to get back at him, so she started spreading all these rumors about me... and our sex life, and she told all her friends about the sex we had, how good it was, and... how big... you know... it is. I was only with her for about a month but I just couldn't take all the drama. So I broke up with her."
"A woman leaves her boyfriend for you and you just leave her?" Cordelia asked.
"No... it's not like that," Nick protested. "I'm just a one woman guy. That's all I want. I never meant to steal anybody's girl or anything like that."
"So, let me get this straight... she's sharing intimate details about your sex life with her girlfriends?" Agnes asked.
"Yeah... it's pretty embarrassing stuff," Nick said. His head fell back on the couch and he looked up at the ceiling. His body was aflame with need and his head was spinning. The two women's hands were stroking his body, making him feel so good.
"Like what?" Cordelia asked, sounding unconvinced that his story was true.
"Um... she keeps telling them about my... my... penis and stuff," he said, blushing. "And just how good our sex was. I just got tired of it all."
The two women giggled, looking at each other, then back at him.
"Come on," Cordelia said, giggling, obviously not believing a word that he was saying. "That's what all guys say... they're all sooo huge."
"Look, Nicholas," Agnes said, "I think you're lying to us. And if you're lying to us about your girlfriend, why should we trust you about why you barged in on us?"
"No, no... I can prove it to you," Nick protested. "I mean... at least that part. If you had a smart phone or computer, I could show you what she was saying. Otherwise... I'm just... a little shy."
The two women laughed, looking at each other. "Don't worry Nicholas," Cordelia giggled. "We have no interest in young men's penises. Perhaps, we can... take a look." Cordelia reached down and began unfastening his pants, then Agnes started helping, pulling them down a little, along with his boxers.



Their actions took Nick by surprise, but he felt a little out of control and helpless. His body didn't seem to want to move or obey him, really. It felt so difficult to even raise his hand. Their undressing him was the last thing he ever expected. And his cock felt so good being relieved of it's tight confines.
The two women sat back, smiling in amazement as they looked at his cock. "You have such a nice dick," Agnes said softly. The women licked their lips as if hungry for a taste of him, then looked at each other excitedly.
"Tell us, are you good at mathematics and science, boy?" Cordelia asked.
"Yeah, I mean, I get really good grades," Nick said as the women stroked his chest and abdomen, teasing that they might go lower.
"Yeah?" Agnes said excitedly. "What's six times nine?"
"Um... 54."
"Mmm, good boy," Agnes smiled.
"The perfect seed," Cordelia said as they looked at each other, hopeful and desiring. "Dear, dear Nicholas... for saving your life from those very hungry wolves, we want a little something in return from you."
Nick was confused and scared again. "But... but I thought...."
"Don't be too full of yourself, young man," Cordelia said. "As I said, we don't want your penis. We want your seed. And it's been so long since we've been with a man."
"And you are packing quite a nice pistol," Agnes followed quickly."
"We know you are a kind, generous, young man," Cordelia continued, redirecting his attention to her, forcing him to keep turning his head right and left. "All we're asking is for you to give your seed to us."
"What?" he asked. "At a clinic or something?"
"Oh, no, dear," Agnes giggled, making him turn his head back to look at her. "We're going to take it straight from the source."
"You want me to get you pregnant?" he asked, confused. "At your age?"
"Yes, honey, something like that," Cordelia answered. "What you'll be giving us is the gift of life."
"We know you're a smart, handsome, incredibly generous, young man," Agnes said quickly.
"You have the seed that we're looking for," Cordelia continued.
Nick's head was spinning and the constant movement from one sister to the other wasn't helping.
"We need to see if your cock really works," Agnes said, both women looking at his erection again. "It looks too out of control. Young men are so prone to... over-excitement."
"So why don't you just let me give it a kiss, then we can decide the truth?" Cordelia said, bending forward, and taking his shaft in her hand. She slowly stroked it.
"Sister?" Agnes protested.
Cordelia looked at her, her eyes flashing in anger. "I'm the elder. I go first."
Agnes shrunk back a little, agreeing to let her sister go first.
Cordelia looked again at his cock in amazement and appreciation and kissed the tip.
"You're so beautiful, dear sister," Agnes said softly.
Cordelia licked and sucked on the tip, slowly sliding it deeper into her mouth as she watched her younger sister.
"That's it. Look how hard his cock is," Agnes said appreciatively.
.
"Oh my god, he's throbbing," Cordelia agreed, taking only a second to speak before sliding him back into her mouth again. Her hand slid just below it, stroking him every time she slid him in and out.
"I'm getting wet just thinking about it," Agnes said, smiling at her sister, as if forgetting that Nick was even there. "I can't wait for him to give you his seed, to see his cum dripping into your mouth."
Agnes snuggled up next to Nick, stroking his chest and kissing his neck and shoulder. "Do you like that Nicholas? You are such a lucky young man." Nick turned his head towards her and she kissed him, sliding her tongue into his mouth.
He was surprised by her sudden boldness and did nothing to stop either of them.
"Oh yeah," Agnes whispered into his ear, pushing her body into his, making Nick shiver with excitement. "Mmhmm... you're so hard. And when you get as big as possible... she's going to make you cum."
Agnes then looked down at her sister again, watching her mouth work on his cock. She could feel her mouth water with desire. She wanted some of him, too, and could barely wait her turn. But she would have to wait. Luckily, there was no rush. She knew she'd be able to have him as often as she desired.
"That's it sister, suck that cock and make it nice and hard," Agnes said. "Make sure that gun's fully loaded. He's being a very good boy for you."
When Agnes looked at him again, she kissed his neck and nibbled on his earlobe, making him shiver. Then she whispered in his ear. "Do you like the way my sister sucks your cock?" She giggled when he groaned with excitement.
"Yes," he panted, closing his eyes.
"We hunger," she continued. "We want that seed, boy. Are you ready to give it to us?"
"I... I think so," Nick panted. He'd never felt this good before. His cock was throbbing so hard. These two women were so... erotic.
Agnes bent down as Cordelia lifted off his cock for a moment and the two sisters passionately kissed. "You're so beautiful," Agnes whispered to her.
"You're beautiful, too, my sister," Cordelia whispered. "We have found a delicious source."
"Yeah?" Agnes asked excitedly.
"He's so hard," Cordelia hissed. "I can taste his seed already and it's so delicious."
Cordelia quickly lowered her mouth onto his cock again, driving it deep inside.
"Such a good boy," Agnes moaned. "Look at you, you're so ready to burst. Be a good boy and cum for us, boy. Cum in her mouth. Yeah, come on."
"Oh fuck," Nick moaned, so close to his orgasm now. He was moaning with every stroke of her hand now. "Ohhhhh!"
"Oh yes!" Agnes giggled excitedly, knowing it was happening.
Suddenly his body tightened and he came while the sisters giggled. Cordelia's mouth was filled, draining him.
"Oh shit," he whispered as she pumped his cock a little harder, forcing every drop from him and into her mouth.
Cordelia slid her mouth from him and sat up.
Agnes excitedly moved closer. "Let me have a taste, sister," she said excitedly. The two sisters locked their lips in a lurid kiss and Nick could tell they were swapping his cum back and forth between their mouths.
"Look at what you did, you naughty boy," Agnes said, smiling at him as she licked drops of his cum from her fingers.
"Ok... um... can I... um... get dressed now and go home?" he asked them.
"No, boy... not so fast," Agnes said, putting a hand on his chest to keep him in place.
"Please... have another drink," Cordelia said, offering him another glass of the fruity concoction. It didn't even bother him to wonder where the glass came from.
Nick drank again, his mind reeling as the room spun again. He could feel his mind become like sludge. It seemed so hard to think, so hard to process anything. His body was just tingling with life and excitement, making him not worry about anything.
"That's right," Cordelia said. "Drink it all up."
"Tell us, boy, what is six times nine?" Agnes said as she wrapped her fingers around his still hard shaft and slowly and softly stroked him.
Nick was confused. He knew what the answer was. It was right on the tip of his tongue. It was simple. grade-school math, for heaven's sake. But, the answer seemed to elude him
"It... um... I know this," he said, bringing one hand to his head. "It's really easy," he said, trying to think. "It's um... forty-something... no... wait. It's um... fifty... fifty four. Yeah, that's it. Fifty four." He smiled, happy that he got the answer at last.
"It's my turn now, sister," Agnes said, standing.
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Agnes stood and looked down on Nicholas. He was slumped down on the couch, naked, his semi-hard cock growing before their eyes. She could taste him, and swirled his offered cum in her mouth a moment more before swallowing it. Her sister had done the same and, as they watched each other, they could see the changes being made. The lines on their faces became far less visible and their hair was now free of the greying. It was now long, black, and luscious, making them look ten years younger.
"I think he's almost hard again," Cordelia said, finally standing up, too. "Are you ready for that seed?"
"Mmm, yes, sister. I can't wait!" Agnes grinned excitedly. "Do you want to fuck me now?" Agnes asked Nick leaning forward a little. His eyes seemed glassy and unfocused as he looked up at her, a little surprised at the physical changes that had happened, and mumbled.
"How...?"
"Awww, he's speechless," Cordelia giggled.
Both sisters stood side-by-side, looking down at him as if they intended to ravish him. They seemed to have even more energy now, while he felt far more tired.
"Are you ready for her to ride that cock, boy?" Cordelia asked.
"Yeah," he mumbled. He was having a difficult time focusing. His cock twitched as he responded, making the women giggle. He wanted to stroke his cock himself, but found it difficult to control his arms.
Cordelia moved behind Agnes and reached around in front of her, opening her shirt. She removed it in seconds, pulling it up and over her sister's head as Agnes raised her arms. She then unfastened her bra and let it fall to the ground, too.
As Cordelia unfastened and removed Agnes' pants, Nick could only focus on Agnes' perky breasts. They were a B-cup, but were shaped wonderfully, with perfect, little nipples. Her breasts swayed a little as she bent forward to step out of her pants, then stood up straight again. She was completely naked, now.
"Oh shit," he whispered, wondering both how he got so lucky and how inconceivable this all was.
"I want you to be a good boy for us, now," Cordelia said as her hand slid down onto Agnes' pussy. He could see her fingers sliding through her labia. "Look at that fat, little pussy. Oh that pussy wants that cock bad. My sister's pussy is really pretty, isn't it?"
"Are you ready, boy?" Agnes asked, moving forward out of Cordelia's arms. "Are you ready to give me more of your seed?" She moved onto his lap, her hand grabbing his cock and slowly stroked it.
The quickness and strangeness of all this was still on his mind as he felt her stroke him. "Well, I... um."
Agnes put her hands on the back of his head and kissed him, lightly at first but it quickly became passionate, sliding her tongue into his mouth. Her tongue teased him so wonderfully, sliding all around his mouth and the erotic moment took over, forcing his tongue to play as well.
Nick reached behind her and grabbed her ass, squeezing it, pulling her into him.
"Mmm... fuck yeah!" she moaned. Nick kissed over her cheek and down to her neck. "Oh... yes!" Then he grabbed her breasts in his hands and squeezed them, exposing her nipples. He quickly latched his lips onto one and sucked on it, as if desperate for her. "Mmhmm... fuck... That's exactly what I was wanting."
Agnes slid her hips forward more and slid her pussy along his cock.
"Oh my God your pussy feels so perfect," he moaned into her breast.
"Yeah?" she asked, sounding excited to hear that.
"Mmhmm," he moaned, overtaken by her body.
As the two lovers were engaged, Cordelia stripped off all of her clothing as well. Then she came up, wrapped her arms around Agnes, hugging her from behind, and put her head on her shoulder.
"Oh wow... look at that," she whispered. "She needs it. Get that cock nice and wet for that pussy. That's right. Are you ready my sister?"
"We've been waiting so long for this," Agnes whispered, turning her head to look at her sister.
Suddenly Agnes pushed his cock into her pussy and slid him deep inside. "Oh yeah," she moaned loudly, closing her eyes as she felt him for the first time.
"Yes, sister," Cordelia encouraged, pushing her hands on her sister's hips to help move the cock in and out of her wetness. "Take that cock. Fuck his cock."
"Oh, my God, you are so tight," Nick said feeling her pussy squeeze his cock tightly.
"Yes it is," Cordelia giggled. "It's been so long since it's had a cock inside it."
Agnes put her hands on his shoulders and moved her hips up and back, sliding him in and out of her pussy. Both she and Nick were moaning softly, both enjoying the feeling.
"How's he doing?" Cordelia asked her sister.
"It's... it's so good... his cock is so hard." Agnes moaned, moving a little faster now.
"That's it, sister, ride his cock until he cums," Cordelia said. "A new life awaits." She reached down beneath her sister, between Nick's thighs and slid her fingers over his balls. "His balls are so big, so full of cum again. Give us that seed... give it to us!"
Cordelia then moved up and onto the couch, walking on it, and kicked her leg over the two. Nick had just opened his eyes again, feeling the couch move, to see her push her pussy into his face. "Eat that pussy, boy."
Nick was completely overwhelmed. His cock was raging hard, being squeezed by an incredibly delicious pussy, while his mouth and nose were covered in another, making it difficult for him to breathe. He licked and sucked on her labia for a moment, then focused on her clit. For some reason, he knew he better give her an orgasm quickly.
"Oh yeah... yes... yes... Oh that's so fucking good," Cordelia moaned as she pressed her breasts and hands into the wall behind the couch. "Uh huh... that feels so good. You have so many talents, Nicholas." He sucked on her clit so perfectly, it sent her straight to her orgasm. "Oh, fuck! I'm cumming! Yeah!" Her juices poured from her, coating his face and running down his torso as her body quivered. "Oh my God," she moaned.
Agnes picked up the pace and was fucking him hard and fast now, with a stamina that Nick had never experienced before. "Oh, that's it," Agnes panted. "Oh yeah. Oh fuck!"
Cordelia sat on the couch beside them, watching them, as she masturbated. Her fingers teased her clit as she waited for her turn on their new toy. "Oh, what are you doing to my sister?" she giggled. "He's going to be such a good pet."
"You really mean it?" Agnes said, obviously excited, like a child getting her first puppy. "We can keep him?"
"Mmhmm... we'll keep him," Cordelia nodded and smiled. "But right now, sister, get that seed from him. Do it for us."
"Oh, it's so good... so good," she panted, her hips still moving rapidly. "I'm gonna cum... I'm gonna cum."
"That's right," Cordelia encouraged her. "Cum for him so he'll cum for you."
"Oh!" Agnes panted, her body quivering as her hips slowed for a moment. She came, squeezing his cock.
"Oh fuck!" Nick yelled. Her pussy held him in a vice-like grip that he could barely move. Suddenly, her orgasm subsiding, she started moving her hips again, fucking him. Her wetness made her pussy so smooth.
"That's it boy, give me that seed," Agnes panted, looking down at him. His eyes were now focused on hers as his mind shut down even more. He just needed to cum. "Give it to me. That's right, cum inside me."
Nick's face clenched and his body tightened as he started cumming. He grunted loudly with every pulse of his cock, each sending a load of cum deep into her pussy.
Agnes kissed him as she moved her hips a little, just enough to keep him cumming. "I feel it!" she panted excitedly. "I feel it fill me. Such delicious seed!"
Agnes slid from him and stood, her body moving slightly, swaying to some unheard music, her hands sliding up and down her body. Her hands grabbed her breasts and squeezed them as she closed her eyes and looked upward. Her body seemed to shiver, glowing a little in the low light, as she moaned loudly.
"Feel it, sister," Cordelia said softly. "Feel it transform you."
When Agnes looked down again, she was smiling broadly, her eyes shining. Nick couldn't comprehend or explain it, but she looked to be... younger! She looked to be in her thirties now! Her face and body looked twenty years younger. Her wrinkles were gone, her body firmer.
"I feel so good, sister!" she said softly. She smiled and raised her hands, waving them slightly. A dog collar floated in the air from the kitchen. As she pointed at him, the collar floated towards Nick and, before he could respond, slipped around his neck and fastened itself.
Nick grabbed at the collar with both hands and tried to unfasten it, but couldn't seem to make his arms and fingers work enough to get it off.
"Now he's a proper pet," Cordelia giggled. "It's time he fucked me, too. My turn!"
"Yay!" laughed Agnes. Her spirits were very high now that she'd changed. She danced and spun around, giggling.
"Come on, boy," Cordelia said. "It's time for more!"
"What?" Nick asked, barely able to comprehend what they were wanting. He'd already had two orgasms. What else could they ask for?
"More!" Cordelia said, getting to her knees on the couch beside him, crawling closer.
"Again?" he whispered. He wasn't sure he'd even have the energy to fuck again.
"Yes!" Cordelia said, nodding. "It's my turn."
"I... I don't know," he said, feeling so tired. "I don't know if I can."
"You can do it!" Agnes cheered, moving to stand in front of him, holding a glass in her hand.
"Just one more time today, boy," Cordelia said, putting her hand on his thigh, licking her lips as she looked at his cock.
"I don't think... I don't think I can go again," Nick whined. He needed rest. He needed to sleep. He needed to get home.
"Here, drink more first, then," Agnes said, handing him the glass of the reddish liquid. He hesitated a second. "Drink up!"
Nick lifted the glass and drank some of it, but when he pulled the glass away, Agnes pushed it back towards his lips, encouraging him to drink all of it again.
He felt the liquid slightly burning on the way down. Then heat started building again inside him, spreading all throughout his body, giving him renewed energy. He could even feel his cock tingling and start to get hard once again.
"I, uh... I think I should be getting home now," Nick said almost giggling, like he was drunk. "It's getting... late."
"Nonsense, boy," Cordelia said. "You are home. There is nowhere else for you to go."
"We're your family, now, Nicholas," Agnes added. "You don't want to leave us, do you?"
Nick looked puzzled. He thought there was somewhere else... somewhere he was supposed to be living. He had a family already, didn't he? But his brain was fuzzy and he couldn't think of where it was. "I..." he started to say, confused.
"Now, be a dear and tell us... what is six times nine?" Cordelia asked.
"Oh um, yeah, I know this," he said, trying to think, trying to get his brain to work. "It's... it's, um... forty... um... no, it's sixty... oh my God I can't think right now. It's... sixty?... no, it's fifty... fifty?... fifty four!" he said finally, smiling that he got it correct.
"Good boy!" Cordelia complimented him. "You're such an intelligent boy!"
"There's not much left, sister," Agnes said.
"There's enough for me," Cordelia said, confidently. "There has to be. And I will have it. The rest of him will then have to sustain us until we find another pet."
Nick looked at one, then the other, his brain somewhat registering what they were saying. Sustain them? Find another pet? That couldn't be all he was, right? Just a pet? Something to use? They're just using him? He could feel his fear and anger welling up inside him.
"Now... one more time," Cordelia said, pulling him to his feet. She then knelt on the couch, facing the wall, to let him fuck her from behind. "You can take me like the little animal you are," she giggled.
"Yeah," Agnes said, taking his arm and guiding him towards her sister. She put her hand on Cordelia's ass as she tried to guide him towards her. "Put your cock in her tight little hole."
Nick looked down and his cock was so close to her pussy. She was glancing back at him, patiently waiting for him to slide inside her. Then he looked up and saw Agnes' grinning face. She was obviously loving everything that was happening to him. And it all suddenly angered him.
He grabbed Cordelia's hips and pulled towards himself, forcing her to her feet, then pushed her into Agnes, making the two naked women topple to the floor. Wasting no time, he quickly turned towards the door and ran out into the clearing. He knew there was some reason it made him scared to be outside, but couldn't quite put a finger on it. He just turned and ran into the woods.
It was difficult running naked, with bare feet, but his fear pushed him forward. He ran a few hundred yards when he first heard it... howling. He shivered, but tried to run even faster. He knew they'd be on him quickly once they found him.
He ran and ran as fast as he could. Branches whipped his body, broken twigs and rocks hurt his feet, but he had to keep running.
The growling behind him made him even more afraid, just knowing they were close, but he kept running. Somehow he finally fell out of the branches and into a yard. He scrambled back to his feet when he heard the wolves approach and growl. He turned to face them, hoping to somehow fight them off, but they stayed in the woods, stayed in the shadows, not daring to enter the yard.
He kept backing away from them and their growling, their fangs bared, dripping with saliva, then turned and ran. A dark house was ahead of him, there were only a few lights on inside, but he had to reach it. And there had to be someone inside! There just had to be! He stumbled up to the front porch and pounded on the door, begging to be let inside.
A light turned on in the hallway as someone approached, then the porch light turned on just before the door opened.
"Yes?" said the voice before he could actually make out who it was.
BAM BAM BAM!
"Please... please help me!" he plead desperately. "I'm being chased!"
"Nick? Is that you?" said a young woman. Nick looked at her a moment, trying to figure out who it was, but his brain just wouldn't work. He looked at her dumbly, then quickly pushed his way past her and into the house. As she backed away, he quickly slammed the door and locked it.
"Nick, why are you naked? What are you doing here?" Ashley asked.
"I'm... I'm being chased," he said, still unsure who the woman was. "They're trying to kill me." He ran into the living room and slid behind a chair, dropping to his knees to hide. He wished he could be smaller. He wished he could just be invisible.
"Who? Who's chasing you?" she asked. "And... still... why are you naked? And... a collar? What the hell?" She grabbed a small blanket from the back of the couch and tossed it to him. "Cover up at least," she said. "If my parents see us like this, we'd both be dead. Luckily I don't think they'll be home for a couple hours yet."
He wrapped the blanked around himself and tried to shrink down as small as he could be so that no one would see him. She sat on the couch and looked at him as he peered around the chair towards the front door, with only the top of his head and eyes visible. "What happened to you?"
"I... don't remember... much," he said, shivering. "I... I was... I was driving home... I broke down... and found a house in the... woods."
"A house in the woods?" she asked, surprised. "No one's ever seen anything in the woods like that, Nick. Are you, like, having a bad reaction to drugs or something?" She wondered if he was drunk or on some drug. None of this was making any sense and this was not the Nick she knew. "Maybe we should just take you home, ok?" she asked, standing up. "Here," she said, offering her hand to him. "Go on, stand up. Let's wrap this around you... we don't need you running around the neighborhood naked."
Nick stood and let Ashley wrap the blanket around him and he held it tightly. She took his arm gently and led him towards the front door.
"We'll get you home and you can take a nice hot shower," she said, talking to him as if he were a little child. "That'll feel really good, don't you think? And hopefully your mom and dad can help you figure this out. Maybe go see a doctor."
Ashley guided him to the front door and opened it. She quickly felt Nick's body jolt and tremble in fear. When she looked out the door, she could see a woman walking towards them wearing a black, flowing robe, with an extremly large dog next to her.
Nick slammed the door shut, locked it, and backed away, dragging Ashley with him. He was shaking in fear, his mouth quivering, his eyes wide open, eyebrows raise, and sweat dripped from him. She felt sorry for him but was so confused.
"Who? Who was that Nick?" she asked. "What's going on?"
"No... it can't be! Run!" he whispered and tried to push her away from the danger.
The front door suddenly opened on its own, and Agnes walked up to it and entering the house. Purple bolts of electricity bounced around her body as she looked at them, obviously angry. The air was full of electricity, making their bodies tingle. Nick moved in front of Ashley, shielding her with his body.
"Come pet," she said simply.
"No! Go away!" he said with a very shaky voice.
Agnes grinned and moved her arms, first in the air in an intricate pattern, then pointed them both at them. Purple bolts of electricity seemed to move from her hand and through the air, wrapping around Nick and hitting Ashley. She crumpled to the floor with electricity dancing over her body.
"No!" Nick yelled and rushed forward, but Agnes held up her hand, palm towards him and he was jerked to a stop by the collar as if it were immovable.
"Come, pet!" she commanded again and turned towards the door. Her hand was held out and, as if she were holding an invisible leash, Nick was pulled behind her. Even as he stopped his feet to fight it, he was held in the air and dragged along. Nothing he did seemed to stop her.
She dragged him outside and, with the wolf, started walking back towards the woods. Purple bolts of electricity danced over her body and lit the area around her softly.
Nick knew this was it. He'd never have another opportunity to escape again. Agnes would take him back to Cordelia and he would be a slave to the sisters.
"Stop!" a man's voice boomed close behind them.
Agnes stopped and slowly turned towards them, ready to fight them if necessary.
Nick couldn't see, couldn't even turn around, but heard the sounds of several guns being cocked and readied. He watched the wolf turn and growl fiercely.
"Agnes, you're in violation of the treaty," the man said. Nick recognized the voice as his dad's. "You get the woods and only the woods. You are to stay away from the town."
"But, as you can see, he was in the woods," Agnes said, sounding almost like a lawyer. "We've marked him. He's ours. I'm just returning our property to its rightful home."
"Maybe so. But he's not in the woods now. There is no clause allowing you to enter the town to retrieve those that escape you. I can promise you that if you don't release him, there will be no woods and home to go back to."
Nick saw the energy around Agnes flare in her anger. "You will dare to try and stop me? You dare to threaten me?"
"I do. And I know that neither one of us wants this war," his dad said. "Release him and go back to the woods. Leave the town and never come back."
Agnes looked back at the men behind Nick as if determining the probability of her success. Then, growling in anger, with her wolf then following suit, she spoke. "So be it." Then with a simple wave of her hand, Nick fell to the ground, released from the invisible leash.



"Perhaps he'll come back into the woods on his own to enjoy our... company," she cackled. "Cordelia misses him dreadfully." She then turned and walked back to the woods with her wolf beside her.
Nick felt strong arms pick him up from the ground. "Nick? Are you ok?" his dad asked.
"Yeah... I'm... I'm ok," he said, still a little scared and confused.
"Let's get you back home."
Nick saw three other men with his dad, all holding guns. They all turned to walk back towards the houses, with one going in to check on Ashley.
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It had been a year. Nick walked towards the woods, the moonlight lighting the way. He didn't feel scared or worried. He felt desire. He felt a need. The trees and underbrush cleared his path easily as he walked forward into the darkness.
Within a few steps, he could see the little, white house. It glowed in the moonlight that penetrated into the small clearing. It looked so warm and inviting. He could see two women in the windows smiling when they saw him. They waved, warmly, and he felt such a strong, loving bond with them that lightened his step.
The front door flung open as he approached and the women called to him, inviting him inside. They hugged and kissed him lovingly as he crossed the threshold and they brought him into the living room.
A small fire was lit in the fireplace, increasing the warm coziness of the room. Cordelia and Agnes fawned over him, giving him something to drink as they led him to sit on the couch.
The women stood in front of him and looked at each other. Then they hugged and kissed each other. At first it was a sisterly embrace, but within moments it was something more... something more lustful... something more... erotic.
Nick could feel his erection throbbing and when he looked down, he found he was naked, his cock thrust into the air. He wondered idly where his pajamas went, but was quickly distracted.
Nick watched as Agnes kissed Cordelia again, just before the now naked older sister slid into his lap, her hand taking hold of his erection. He looked down and watched as his cock was pushed into her pussy, as her hips pressed down into him. Cordelia gasped, feeling his cock fill her more and more.
He lay back into the couch, giving Cordelia all the room she needed. God it felt so good! Her pussy was so warm and wet... like silk wrapping around his shaft. And the pleasure she gave him was indescribable. His entire body was alive with it.
"Oh fuck!" Cordelia moaned.
"Isn't it nice?" Agnes asked her, moving beside her, smiling, as they both looked down at him.
"Oh yeah!"
"He has such a nice cock... so much fun for us," Agnes giggled. "Make her cum. Make her cum." She grabbed her sister's breast and lifted it, her fingers trapping and rolling her nipple between them for Nick's viewing pleasure.
"Oh he's so fucking good," Cordelia moaned.
"Mmhmm... and it's going to feel so good to feel his seed in you," Agnes said. "Fill that pussy up, Nicholas. Fill her all the way up. You both look so beautiful together."
Cordelia moaned, her hands moving to his shoulders. She looked down at him, smiling so beautifully. Her breasts were bouncing in front of his face and he felt such a strong desire to suck on them. "Fill my pussy with cum. Give me life. Give me the gift of life. Oh fuck, he's going to make me cum."
"I will," Nick said, feeling his own orgasm starting to rise. He'd never felt anything as wonderful in his life. These women were so incredibly sexy.
"Yes you will!" Cordelia giggled, almost sounding desperate to cum. "Give it to me good. Give me a nice, deep fucking." Her hips were moving in and out, in and out, driving him deep inside her with every thrust.
"Fuck her like a man," Agnes said. "And we will give you pleasures beyond your wildest dreams." Nick could see movement behind them and saw Ashley standing there, naked, caressing the two older women. "We can give you everything you've ever wanted." Agnes and Ashley kissed as Agnes caressed her naked breast.
"Please... Nick..." Ashley moaned softly.
"I've been starving for you," Cordelia moaned, distracting him once again. "I'm so lost without you inside me." She moved her hips faster and faster, her fingertips now digging into his shoulders, hurting a little. "Fuck! Yes! I'm gonna cum! Fuck! Fuck! That's it! Oh my God!"
Cordelia's body shivered and her head fell back as she came on him. He could feel her pussy squeezing him, trying to get every last drop out of him.
"Look at that it's so hot," Agnes said. "You like fucking my sister?"
"Yes," Nick moaned softly. He could feel his own orgasm building rapidly. He was panting rapidly, grunting every time her pussy clamped down on him again.
"I think he's gonna cum, too," Agnes said.
"Yes! Cum inside me! Deep inside me!" Cordelia was moving her hips rapidly, driving Nick closer and closer to the edge. "Are you cumming?"
"Oh! Oh fuck!" Nick panted, his cock about to burst.
"Yes! Yes!" Agnes chanted, obviously happy for her sister.
Nick woke up suddenly, and was almost convinced that he was in the little white house in the woods. He turned his head, expecting to see Cordelia and Agnes in the bed with him. He felt chilled and noticed that his pillow and sheet were wet with sweat. He let out a sigh and brought his hands to his head, running them through his hair.
"That was so real," he whispered in the dark. He had several dreams like that of late. And it seemed the closer it got to the Darkwood Festival of Lights, the stronger and more vivid they became.
He pulled the covers away from himself and, in the dim light, could just see what he was feeling... he had an erection... and it was throbbing. His body wanted the pleasures his dreams promised him.
All he had to do was go into the woods. All he had to do was go to the little, white house in the woods. Then all of his dreams, all of their promised pleasures would be his. Forever!
It was still dark out and his bedside clock showed the first number was a three. While he was still having difficulty telling time, that told him it was too early to wake up. He wasn't to get up until the sun was shining and the number was an eight. He lay his head back on the pillow and wondered, if he closed his eyes, would he have another dream?
The Darkwood Festival of Lights was tonight and he was going to work at the cotton-candy booth again this year. He wasn't sure how to do all that, but Ashley was going to work it with him. She knew what to do. She was really smart about such things.
And it made him happy that she was going to be with him. They'd grown really close since the Festival last year. Definitely close in the physical department, too. He really loved when she touched him or when he could touch her. That really felt good.
He knew he'd have to go to work again today before the festival. He did that most days. Since he had to drop out of college because the classes were just too difficult, he got a job working outside, with lawn mowers and rakes and shovels. He loved working out in the sun and fresh air.
*****
When the clock showed a seven and the sun was almost set, he walked towards the center of town where the festival was held. There were so many people walking along with him and everyone was talking and laughing. Everyone said hi, just like they were family. He was pretty well known, since his dad was the mayor and all.
The crowd quickly grew since Nick and Ashley had opened the booth and were selling the cotton candy. Ashley showed him how to operate the machine, how to twirl the stick in the floating swirls of sugar so that it formed a mass. Then how to slide it into the plastic bag. That was mostly his job tonight. Ashley would handle the money.
It was very busy for a while, with a lot of people buying food and looking at some of the local vendor's booths. And the more time they spent together, the more excited Nick became. There was something about the time he spent with Cordelia and Agnes that changed him. Something about it made him unable to think as much and a need for much more... physical... attention.
He gave some cotton candy to a little girl and watched Ashley take their money. More specifically, he watched her ass. God, he loved her ass. "Now?" he asked, with a glimmer in his eyes when she turned around.
"Nick! We'll talk in a minute!" she said loudly, obviously a little upset with him. "Here you go," she said, handing the dad his change. The father and his daughter turned and walked back towards the festival. "Thank you!" she said.
She turned back towards Nick for a moment, before the next customers in line approached. "I told you, you don't say things like that when other people are around, ok?" she whispered.
Nick knew he did something wrong. "Ok," he said.
"Three please," the next customer said to Ashley. The middle-aged couple had three young kids with them.
Nick handed them their cotton-candy.
"Nick, that's only two," Ashley said. "They need one more."
Nick nodded and grabbed another bag, handing it to them. "Sorry."
"Thank you," the mom said, handing Ashley the money.
"Thank you very much," Ashley said. "Have a good time tonight!"
When they walked away, there was no one in line.
"No one's around now..." Nick said, tentatively. He didn't want to get chastised again.
"Seriously?" Ashley said, looking at him.
Nick nodded. "Can we do it now?"
"Nick!" Ashley said, blushing. She leaned forward and kissed him. "Can you wait until after the bonfire tonight? Ok?"
Nick looked and felt sad. He really wanted to be with Ashley, really wanted to feel her body against him.
"Ok," he whispered. "Promise?"
She smiled at him and crossed her heart with her finger. "I promise."
Nick smiled broadly.
Just then, the bell was tolled to announce the beginning of the play.
"Hear ye, hear ye, and I shall tell a tale of the town of Darkwood," his father began. "In the days of dark, the war between the states, the town of Darkwood was born. The year was 1865. The forests were foreboding and dark, but in that year, the settlers cut back the woods, clearing the ground, framing and forming the edges of the great town we know today. A town founded in 1869."
*****
Nick and Ashley sat around the well-attended bonfire. Some couples were roasting marshmallows, making S'mores, others were hugging, just watching the blaze. A few were kissing softly, enjoying their time together.
Nick watched the latter, feeling his body getting more and more excited. Ashley sat beside him, a cover thrown over them, hiding their bodies beneath it. She turned her face towards him and the two kissed, tenderly.
He licked his lips as his hand wandered to her leg, sliding up her thigh. Her jeans were too thick to feel her skin, but they were warm and got warmer the closer he approached her pussy. She encouraged him by opening her legs slightly.
When his finger slid over the seam in her jeans, the one that was right over her pussy, she smiled at him and hugged closer to him. She was wanting it as much as he was.
He could feel her hand touch his thigh, too, and start rubbing it.
Nick turned and whispered in her ear. "Can we go to the barn?"
She looked at him and smirked. She knew exactly what he was thinking and the barn was their regular hangout when they wanted to be alone.
"Yeah," she whispered. "Let's go."
The two rose, Ashley folding the blanket and the two walked hand-in-hand into the dark, towards the Miller barn on the edge of town. It was dark inside, but they could hear the cows and horses, moving about slowly.
They climbed the ladder to the hay loft and climbed over the bales until they reached their special spot. The last time they were up there, Nick had moved several bales, carving out a small depression in the stack with the missing bales serving as walls to hide them.
Ashley spread the blanket and the two sat down on it, giggling as they fell into each others arms. In seconds the two were kissing, their passion growing quickly. Nick's insistent hands palmed and squeezed her breasts first through the sweatshirt she wore, then slid under it. He absolutely loved her breasts. His fingers trapped her hard nipples and gently squeezed them, making her moan even more. She hadn't even worn a bra tonight, obviously hoping for his special touch.
Nick moved one hand down and unfastened her jeans, sliding his hand inside them to touch her warm, wet flesh. As he bent down and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, his fingers slid into her wetness, strumming over her clit.
"Oh yes! Yes!" Ashley moaned, her body shaking as she came, drenching his fingers. She buried her face in his neck, breathing him in and kissing his neck as she came down from her orgasm. "Oh my God... I love it when you make me cum fast like that," she panted.
They lay still for a moment before she turned to be more on top. Her hand snaked down and felt his erection through his jeans. He was as hard as a rock! She giggled as her stroking made him moan. She unfastened his jeans and pulled them down a little, then quickly started stroking his naked shaft.
"Here... let me suck on you," she whispered, bending over to suck on the head, her hand continuing to stroke him. "Yeah... you know I gotta please you, too, baby. I want to make sure you're nice and happy."
Nick's cock was throbbing, enjoying Ashley's hand and mouth. He knew it wouldn't take long. It seemed like it had been forever since he had an orgasm.
"We can't tell anybody about this, though, ok Nick?" Ashley asked. "Promise?"
Nick nodded and crosses his finger over his chest. "Promise."
Nick moaned loudly as she slid her hand over his very sensitive head. "You ready to cum now, too? Are you going to be a good boy and cum for me?"
Nick nodded, smiling, and panting. He was ready. He was more than ready.
"Yeah... give it to me," Ashley said, smiling at him before sliding her tongue over the head of his cock, then sliding it deep into her mouth again.
Nick closed his eyes for a moment, letting the pleasure wash over him. When he opened them again, though, he couldn't believe it. Cordelia was naked below him, laying on her back while he knelt above her. Ashley was sitting behind her, supporting her head on her naked abdomen, her hand slowly stroking over Cordelia's breast.
"Yes... yes," Cordelia said, smiling up at him so deviously. "I want it... I want it. Give it to me."
Nick was buried deep inside her and continued thrusting into her. He wanted to stop, he wanted to run, but for some reason he couldn't stop.
"Yeah, shoot your cum in her, pet," Ashley said softly. Nick couldn't believe what he was seeing. Ashley was in on it, too? Did she... did she bring him to the barn to Cordelia?
"Mmhmm... please baby, give it to me. You make me feel so wet and happy. And it's going to feel so good to feel your seed filling me," Cordelia said. "Fill my pussy up, Nicholas. Fill me all the way up. Give me life!"
"No!" Nick yelled suddenly, and with everything he could muster, moved away from them. When he looked again, Ashley was kneeling on the hay, just looking at him with a worried expression.
"It's ok, Nick," Ashley said, sounding both worried and disappointed. "It's only me. It's ok. You're safe."
Nick was breathing hard as he looked around the bales, trying to find Cordelia. Was she here? Was she hiding again? He was shaking in fear, worried that she'd come for him again, come to drag him back to the woods. God, she was haunting him!
"Nick... are you ok?" Ashley asked softly, trying to catch his attention.
"Yeah," Nick panted. "I think so." Feeling confident that Cordelia wasn't there at all, he sat down on a bale of hay, putting his head in his hands.
"Did I... did I do something wrong?" she asked.
"No... no," Nick said, finally looking at her. "I saw her again."
"The witch? Again?" Ashley asked. "God, they really messed up your head." She crawled to him and hugged him to her tightly, kissing the top of his head. "I'm so sorry, honey. I just... I just really want to make you cum, too. It just seems like whenever you get close... you just... can't."
"I'm sorry," Nick said, kissing her. "I don't know why."
"I know, I know," she said softly, kissing him. "We'll just have to keep trying."
They moved to the door in the hay loft and opened it, looking out into the night at the dark forest, two hundred yards away. Nick looked hard, wondering if he could see the witches or the wolves watching them back.
But nothing was there. No one was coming to drag him back into the woods. They were only trying to entice him.
Luckily for Nick, his father was there to protect him, to keep him safe from the evils that surrounded the town. The evils that no one dared to talk about. The evils that were living so close, yet they told scary stories to their children to keep them away.
Luckily for Nick, Ashley was there to care for him, for his every need, for as long as they both shall live.
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Who's Your Daddy
She was crying when I answered the door that rainy afternoon. I first met her a few years ago when she was nineteen and dancing at the local strip club. I guess she got out of that business and ended up just being a party girl, living off each boyfriend as they came around.
Something had definitely changed recently, though. She looked horrible. She was dirty, her hair was a mess with, her clothes were disheveled, dirty, and stained. Of course with the rain, she was soaking wet.
"What happened to you?" I asked, concerned, ushering her into the penthouse apartment. I was pretty well off, so it was a spacious place. "I haven't seen you in over a year."
"I got dumped. My bastard boyfriend moved back home with his mommy, leaving me here with no place to live." She started crying again as she sat on the dining room chair. She was pretty filthy, so I didn't want her to sit in the living room. "I've been living in the streets for a few weeks now. I don't have a job. I don't have any money. I have nowhere to go..." She broke down in sobs again.
"Why didn't you come to me sooner, doll? I could have helped you." I pulled a chair up in front of her and held her hands, looking at her through the hair that had fallen across her face.
It took her a moment to catch her breath, but she was still sobbing. "After all that trouble last year and your wife kicking me out and calling me names, I didn't think I was welcome here. I'm sorry, but I have no where else to go..."
Ever since I met her, she had issues of one sort or another, generally with money, or the lack of it, at the root. It wasn't that she was a dumb girl, it was just that she didn't apply herself and loved the carefree life. I'd had to bail her out of two situations already in the past couple of years. The last time was when her abusive boyfriend kicked her out of the house and she had no where else to go. She seemed to love shacking up with some college boy and then always needing help when they broke up. She lived with my wife and I for a week before my wife finally threw her out, her jealousy for the young girl very hard to deal with.
I hugged her close, feeling her cling to me for support. "Well you won't have to worry about her."
"What happened?" she asked pulling away a little and looking up at me.
"We came to agreement," I smiled. "If she wanted to stay with me then she'd have to play the game my way. We have an open marriage now."
"What does that mean?"
"We're married but we're allowed to... play outside... every now and again," I smiled.
She smiled, nodding her head in agreement. "That's... different." She laughed a little.
"Why don't we get you cleaned up and then talk a little later." I helped her up and walked her to the master bedroom and into the beautiful bathroom. I left her to stand by the tub as I retrieved a towel, washcloth, shaving supplies, and a robe for her to wear. "Come on down when you're ready," I said, turning to leave.
"Can you... can you stay and talk for a little bit?" she asked sheepishly.
I was rather surprised, but decided I could do that. I carried a chair in from the master bedroom and just as I re-entered the bath, her clothes had hit the floor, leaving her standing there completely naked. She may be been dirty, but she was still an incredibly beautiful woman. I couldn't divert my eyes and she looked at me, watching me staring. She didn't cover up at all, but simply stepped into the tub and turned, standing there for a second as my eyes took in her beauty.
Her breasts were the perfect size, with large, hard nipples topping them. Her body curved in at the waist and then flared beautifully at her hips. Her legs seemed impossibly long, even though she was no more than 5'4" tall. Her weight, perfect for her size, made her appear taller. My eyes darted to the perfection between her legs, seeing just the barest whispers of pubic hair. I licked my lips unconsciously as my eyes finally rose and met hers. Then she knelt and lay back, a little smile on her face.
She enjoyed teasing men with her body. She used her beauty to get everything in life, knowing that men would give in just to see her again.
She put some soap on the washcloth and quickly scrubbed the dirt off her face, shoulders and arms and then lay back relaxing for a moment as the suds floated around her.
"I bet you never expected to see me like this when you first saw me at the Kitty Kat Club," she smiled, blowing bubbles my direction.
I laughed. "No, I can safely say I never expected to see you in my bathtub. I admit I may have fantasized about it, though."
She smiled. It was nice to see her smile again. "Can you wash my hair?"
I moved to the side of the tub and knelt there, grabbing the shampoo as she ducked under the water to wet her hair again. When she came back up, I lathered up her hair and began to wash it, massaging her scalp. She idly floated in the tub, laying her head back as much as she could and relaxing. I could see her breasts peek through the suds every now and then, exciting me. It had been definitely too long since I'd had sex. About a year to be exact.
Her soft moans woke me from my reverie and I noticed her right hand had snaked beneath the water and she was obviously masturbating.
"Fantasized about me, huh? I think I like that. I always did love knowing that men were thinking about me, getting excited by me. So damn erotic."
I felt my cock twitch in my pants. I knew I was in deep and knew she was going to be sorry if I let myself get sucked much deeper into this. I knew I wasn't going to be able to stop myself from taking control of the situation... from taking control of her. She knew I wanted her, but she had no idea what I would do to her.
"Ooooh, I love having my hair washed," she said. "Kinda gets me all horny. You still go to the club?"
I sat there, almost too stunned to move. Seeing her writhing in front of me was a huge turn-on. She laughed, waking me up once again.
"I'm sorry, did you say something?"
"Yeah, Mr. Voyeur. I asked if you still go to the club." She lifted a leg out of the tub and stroked up and down its length before putting it on the edge, opening her legs wider.
"N... n... no... I haven't been there in a couple years," I stammered.
"Oh... nggh... I still remember dancing for you," she panted. "I remember how excited you got." I heard her panting as she neared her orgasm. The water was splashing as her hand moved faster. My hands slid down the sides of her head and my fingertips stroked her neck down to her shoulders. I urged her on, breathing hard myself. "The way you looked at me... and the way you moaned in my ear during my lap dance really excited me. Such a shame we weren't able to.... oh god... fuck... oh yeah... there." I felt her body tense beneath my fingers, her breath catching in her throat as her orgasm overtook her.
Suddenly, she relaxed again, breathing out a deep breath. "God that felt good," she whispered. She moved away from the edge of the tub again and dipped her head under the water to rinse her hair out. "That feels so much better," she said when she came back up. "Almost human again." She reached over and found the razor and shaving cream and lifted her leg out of the water to shave it, then did the other leg, while I simply knelt there and watched. I could feel my erection burning in my pants and severely needed to get some relief.
"Ok, big boy. I'm almost done. Why don't I meet you downstairs?" she said turning her head towards me.
I nodded dumbly for a moment and then stood up, leaving her alone. I walked back out into the living room, excited and confused. One thing this girl was good at, it was manipulation. She was very good at using sex to get anything she wanted. And it had finally caught up with her. This was a point in time where she needed me. Without me, she was likely back out on the streets until she caught another man in her web... hopefully one that wasn't abusive.
I sat on the couch and plotted in my head what I wanted to do and how I could help her. I could feel my erection still straining in my pants and knew that it was guiding my decisions. I vaguely heard the radio playing in the corner, a well-known country singer crooning. With each lyric, I knew what I was going to do.
It was probably another twenty minutes before she finally emerged from the master bedroom and walked into the living room. She was wearing the robe I had laid out, one that barely came down to her knees. It was very light weight and frilly. I loved seeing girls in frilly outfits like that. She walked slowly and seductively, staring at me the whole time, daring me to look over her body.
I leaned back on the couch and just watched her enter the room, and then pointed for her to come over to stand in front of me. I sat up and put my hands on her hips as she stood there looking down at me. She thought she had me wrapped around her little finger.
"So," I said, looking her up and down.
"So," she smiled. "What's on that mind of yours?"
I grabbed the end of the belt with one hand and slowly pulled on it, untying the knot. She watched it slowly unravel and the robe slowly open in the front.
"I think I like what's on your mind."
"I was just thinking..." I started. My hands gripped the edges of the robe and pulled it open, exposing her luscious flesh beneath. I shook my head, admiring her incredible body. "We've known each other for a couple years now... and... well, to be honest, I find you very attractive." I pulled the material to the sides, draping it off the sides of her breasts so that those lovely mounds held her robe open. My eyes trailed down her body to stare at her freshly shaved-bare pussy. I shook my head as I admired her lovely, protruding clit.
"When you are around, I get ravenously hungry for you... But you seem to disappear quickly giving me a huge let-down. And then, when circumstances get bad, you come running back to me to help fix it, and the cycle starts all over again."
"What? No, I..."
"Shhhh, doll, don't talk. I have a solution to our mutual problem." I grabbed her hips and pulled her towards me, holding her tight. "I'm going to offer you a job."
Her first reaction when I mentioned her bad behavior was to try to get away from me, but when I mentioned the job, she seemed more willing to be within my grasp.
"Really? A job?"
"Mmhmm. You see, I have certain.... needs.... a hunger... that you are very qualified to fill. I will pay you nicely to satisfy those needs."
She smiled down at me as I looked up at her.
"How much would you pay me?"
"How does $4000 a month sound... with you living here as well, rent free of course."
She breathed a sigh of relief, overwhelmed by the offer. Her mouth was opened in shock as she just stood there. My hands slid down her legs and back up again, feeling the warm, smooth skin, my face hovering inches from her fragrant pussy.
"What.... what do I do in this job and when do I start?"
I leaned in and kissed her stomach, letting my tongue swipe her. "You would be my... personal assistant, responsible for duties as my secretary and... and my lover. You would be at my call at all times of the day or night. You would not refuse any request." I reached back and let my fingertips caress her ass.
"It will not be an easy job. I have a... mmm... rather ravenous hunger... very insatiable. And... you have to be ready to please my wife, too, any time she demands. Deal?"
She stepped forward more, pushing her stomach into me so that we were flesh to flesh. "Of course, deal. I can't wait to try out the sexual harassment policy."
I pulled her robe off her shoulders and let it fall, and scooped it up before it hit the floor, tossing it aside.
"I would like you to start immediately, of course," I smiled, my hands stroking her inner thighs.
"Of course." She moved her legs wider apart, encouraging my exploration of her body. Her scent was starting to get to me. I could feel the hunger and need building up inside me.
"There is a kind of introductory period so you can learn your job better. I hope you don't mind." Her hands cradled my head, her fingers running through my hair as my cheek brushed against her abdomen. I kissed it tenderly and let my tongue taste her.
"I expected that," she said, obviously smiling. She still thought she had me wrapped around her little finger. "I was kind of hoping..." she started to say before I cut her off.
"Shhh. Rule number one, don't talk unless I give you permission."
I stood and grabbed her head, pulling her into a fierce kiss. My hands stroked over her naked body, teasing and toying with her. One hand held her hair tightly, to keep her from moving from me, while the other stroked over her breasts. I felt her squirm in my grasp as my fingers tweaked the sensitive flesh, making it so very hard. I pulled away from her lips and forced her head back so I could kiss and lick her neck. My hand palmed her breast, holding it and squeezing it. They felt so incredible in my hands, her nipple pressing into my palm.
"Your body is mine to play with," I whispered. "I make your nipples hard whenever I want." My fingertips grazed her nipples again, teasing them to hardness. "I make you wet whenever I want." My hand moved lower, grazing her belly button and then sliding onto her mound. I felt the smooth-shaven skin beneath my fingers and quickly slid over her clit. She gasped excitedly when I first swirled my fingers around the sensitive little nub. My fingers then delved lower, sliding between her lips, feeling her hot wetness dripping over them.
Filled with the elation of power, I sat back down, looking up at her, scanning her body with a lustful gaze. She stood there breathing heavily, obviously very aroused and obviously very confused. She didn't expect me to just disengage like that and was almost whimpering with need.
"Step closer, I want to see you. Now touch yourself," I commanded. "Show me your how pretty your pussy is."
She hesitated for a moment, her hands stroking her hips and stomach. She was breathing heavily, obviously excited by my command, but not sure she could comply with it. I looked up at her, locking eyes for a moment, and gave her a stern look.
"You will refuse no request," I reiterated.
Her hands moved onto her mound and her fingers swirled over her clit knowingly. She blinked in disbelief of how good it felt to be standing there in front of me, naked, playing with herself while I casually watched.
"That's it. Show me how you love to touch yourself. I want to watch you cum."
"Oh god," she hissed, her fingers starting to move more quickly across her pinkness. She was definitely wet. The smell of her arousal filled the room making me want her even more.
I unfastened my pants and pulled them open to reveal my semi-hard cock. "See what you do to me? You make me so fucking hard for you." My hand started stroking it, making it even harder, while I watched her fingers slide faster and faster across her clit. Her eyes were glued to my cock and my hand as it slid along it's full length. She licked her lips in anticipation.
"Yes, doll, I'm going to fuck you soon. But you have to do what I say first." I reached down with one hand and stroked her thigh. "You have such a pretty pussy, baby girl. I love to watch you play with it." I grabbed behind her knee and pulled, indicating for her to raise her foot up onto the edge of the couch. The added space gave her more room to play and I watched as she slid two fingers from her left hand into her depths as her other hand continued to play along her clit, stroking it's length lovingly.
She closed her eyes for a moment as her fingers sped up, sliding in deep with each stroke. She panted with every thrust and her hips moved as if her legs would buckle beneath her at any moment. I reached out and stroked her thigh again, moving my hand higher and higher up her leg. She was groaning loudly when my hand reached her ass, my fingers sliding along the length of her crack until they found her little star. I circled it gently for a few moments and felt her shiver with need.
"Mmmm, I love your ass," I said as I slightly slid one finger into her depths. Her brow crinkled in confusion and excitement. It was obvious she'd never had her ass fingered before.
"I love fucking your ass, filling you completely. I'm going to use every part of your body for my pleasure."
She pushed against my hand, pushing my finger deeper into her as her own fingers slid deep. The feeling of fullness radiated through her body, sending her over the edge as she came. Her legs buckled and bent, but she did not fall.
"Fuck!" she yelled out as her juices poured out of her, running down her legs and over her fingers. I felt her body quivering on my hand, her ass clenching against my finger with each wave of her orgasm. She pulled her fingers from her body as I removed mine and she stood there, breathing heavily for a moment.
"I want your lips wrapped around my cock," I said quietly. "I want to cum in your mouth."
She quickly knelt on the floor between my knees. I held my hardness and urged her to kiss it, to show me how much she wanted it. We locked eyes while her kisses moved up and down the shaft and over the smooth, sensitive head. It was so erotic watching her worship my cock like that. Then I had her use her tongue to lick it, sliding up and down my length, curling over and around the head. She mewled as her lips and tongue slid over my excited flesh.
I reached down and grabbed a fistful of hair and held her mouth right over the tip. Very slowly, I pulled her down onto it, letting it pierce between her lips, letting inch after slow inch plunge deep into her hot, wet mouth. Her fingers encircled my hardness as I watched her lips slide up and down my length, her tongue slithering over and around my shaft. I slowly pushed and pulled her hair, directing her to move up and down my shaft at my whim. Every time her mouth retreated, she sucked hungrily, driving me crazy.
When I finally let go of her hair and let her take control, she became more animalistic, as if needing to make me cum. The room filled with the sounds of her mewling and sucking, as well as my own breathing and moaning. I was loving every caress of her mouth on me and it didn't take long for me to feel the onrush of my orgasm.
I watched every movement of her mouth and hands as she pleased me. I had waited a long time to see something like this and I was thoroughly enjoying it. I made a mental note to do this a lot more often.
"Fuck," I grunted. "God... I'm cumming... yes... oh god."
Just telling her that seemed to make her even more desperate. As if my orgasm was what she had to have at that moment. Her hand stroked behind her lips, giving me an excellent handjob. Within seconds I was spraying into her mouth to the sounds of her mewling. I could feel her take it and swallow it greedily. She pulled me from her mouth, rubbing my cock against her lips and face, letting the gushes of my cum spew and cover her mouth and cheeks.
When I finished spraying, she seemed tired but still horny as hell. She was still caressing my erection when I finally urged her to sit on my lap. Her legs straddled me and her pussy nudged against my erection. It went down a little after my orgasm, but seemed to want more. She slid far enough forward that I felt her heat against it. I felt the subtle shifting of her hips up and back as she rubbed her pussy against it.
"Damn that's sexy," I said, watching her scoop my cum off her face and into her mouth. She smiled naughtily as she sucked each luscious finger clean.
"Mmmmm, so fucking tasty, too," she moaned. "I loved having you cum on my face like that."
"Me, too, doll. Me, too!"
"I need you to fuck me. Please," she begged. My hands cupped her breasts, teasing her hardened nipples, pinching them. Her fingers pushed my shaft against her wet lips, encouraging me to get hard once again.



I leaned in and locked my lips around her nipple while my hand move back to her ass, searching out her asshole once again. She grunted as I circled it, teased it, and slightly penetrated it.
"Fuck," she moaned and pushed my new erection inside her pussy. I drove my finger in as deep as I could, fucking both of her holes at once. The added stimulation overwhelmed her as she started rapidly fucking me, panting and moaning with every stroke. Her hips were ablaze with energy. I couldn't imagine how someone could move so fast.
"Who's your daddy?" I panted, thrusting my finger deep into her ass again and again while she rode me.
"You... you are... oh fuck, you are," she moaned loudly.
I closed my eyes tightly and envisioned everything that I wanted to do to and with her. This was going to be the start of a beautiful business venture.



        Burning Temptation

        A man with a disorder is tempted beyond belief.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/burning-temptation

Title: Burning Temptation

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: A man with a disorder is tempted beyond belief.

Tags: cheerleader, disorder, psychiatrist




Burning Temptation
It started harmlessly enough. I was standing in my sister's kitchen one Sunday, talking to one of my niece's friends. We'd been having a casual conversation over the top of the center island. She was leaning over it, drinking a lemonade.
"What are you staring at?" she asked. She was wearing a light summer dress with a low-cut top and spaghetti straps on the shoulders. For a busty girl, it wasn't the best of ideas for her. I mean, don't get me wrong. I enjoyed the view.
"Nothing," I said. "I'm just sitting here. Your dress looks very nice."
"Thanks," she said. "But you just keep kind of staring at my boobs."
"I'm not staring," I said. "I mean... I am looking. You have them hanging out. So..."
"They're not hanging out," she said, pleading innocence, looking down at her chest and slightly adjusting her dress.
"They are, kind of. And I'm actually curious. Is that the way you dress all the time?" I asked.
"What's that supposed to mean?" she asked, suddenly concerned she looked bad or something.
"Well I'm actually kind of concerned," I said. "I mean with all the young boys in the neighborhood..."
"There's nothing wrong with the way I'm dressed," she said defensively.
I moved to the other side of the island and grabbed the top of her dress, near the shoulder straps. "Maybe if you like... pull this up a little more," I said, pulling the material upwards to try to hide her breasts a bit more. They merely bounced deliciously within their confines. "You might be giving the wrong impression to all the boys. You should cover them up. I mean they're nice and big and everything, but..."
"But I like wearing dresses like this," she said, not bothering to stop me from touching her.
I walked behind her, grabbed the material again, and attempted to pull the front of her dress up higher. "Oh you do? Why do you like showing your boobs?"
"Um... because I'm a girl," she said.
"Are you a slut?" I asked.
"No."
"Well that is how sluts dress."
"No they don't."
"Mmhmm, they dress just like that. I mean your bra is showing right here," I said, pulling at her bra strap on her shoulder. "It's like you're saying 'touch me! touch me!'". I reached around her and grabbed her breasts in my hands over her dress and squeezed them. I could feel her hard nipples through the material and concentrated a few pinches there, along with fingertip circles. "You want me to touch you, obviously. At least you want someone to touch them."
She never even tried to stop me, to pull my hands away or to complain. My hands continued to tease her breasts as we continued our conversation.
"No I don't," she said softly, trying to sound tough.
"Don't be like that," I said. "You wouldn't wear stuff like this if you didn't want guys to touch you."
"This is weird," she said. She was breathing heavier, starting to get excited.
"Why is it weird?" I pinched both of nipples at the same time, rolling them between my thumb and forefinger and could see the pleasure radiating from her face.
"'Cause... oh God... I don't really know you," she said.
"So?" I said. "I'm the one touching you, just like you wanted. What else is there to know?"
"I don't know," she said weakly. "Do you do this with others?"
I smiled, then kissed her neck. "Not that I would tell you," I said. "I don't think that you mind, though. You just walk around all day with your breasts just hanging out." She moaned softly as I kissed her neck and ear.
"That feels good," she moaned softly.
"Yeah, I figured you liked it," I said, turning her and kissing her on the mouth. Her lips were soft, warm and inviting. And she tasted like strawberry lip gloss. My hands continued to touch her breasts as I kissed her neck and then moved down to kiss and lick her chest, the top of her breasts, and the lovely valley between them. I pulled one shoulder strap down, then the other, baring her breasts to my hungry mouth, and teased her nipples to full hardness. She gently held the back of my head with one hand, encouraging me to continue, moaning softly.
*****
"And you didn't feel like any of that was inappropriate?" Dr. Schmidt asked. "Your sister's house... your niece's eighteen-year-old friend? People there, just in the next room?"
The psychologist's office was comfortable looking, but I felt very out of place. I'd been here every week for the past two years and I still hadn't gotten used to it. I was laying back on the couch, comfortably, as we wrapped up our session for today.
"I dunno," I said. "I guess I just... went with the flow."
Doctor Schmidt handed me a book full of blank pages. The hard-bound cover was nicely decorated, but plain. It could have been use by any one for any purpose at all. But for me, it was to be my journal... to document my feelings.
"I would ask you to use that event for the main focus of your journaling over the next week," he said. "So... any feelings or thoughts you have over what happened, please write them down."
"Ok... I guess I can do that," I said. I was never good at talking about my feelings or writing them down. All I was good at was acting on them. And that's what always got me into trouble. That's why I was seeing the doctor in the first place. I was told I had low impulse control.
"I want you to think and write about... why was it appropriate to have sex in my sister's house and why was it appropriate to have sex with a very young woman? It's important that you understand these two questions. It's important that you understand why this was inappropriate more than just that it was. So I'm going to leave this with you, on that note. And if there aren't any questions, we'll wrap it up. Ok?"
"Um, no questions," I said, sitting up. "So... we're all done? I can go?"
"Yes, you can go. Thank you very much. Good session today, Vince."
I'm glad he thought so. I had no idea what a good session was really. I didn't know how I was supposed to feel or how he was supposed to help me, really. I mean, I guessed that he was supposed to help me control my feelings, control my impulses. But I wasn't sure it was even working.
I walked out of the office and drove home. As I turned into my driveway, a young woman in a cheerleading outfit waved to me from next door, giving me shivers. "No! You can't!" I said aloud to myself. "You know what the doctor said. You have to control your urges."
I hurried into the house as soon as I left the car, watching her jogging towards me.
"Hi! Hi, how are you?" she yelled, thirty yards away. "Hi neighbor? Can I ask you a question."
I ignored her and hastily fished my keys out and quickly unlocked the door.
"Hey! Wait! I need to ask you something," she said.
I was sweating. She looked so young and so cute in that little cheerleading outfit. Her legs were so long.
I closed the door and quickly put my back to it. I pulled my phone from my pocket and dialed my sister. I was ready to get some help. I didn't want to get in trouble again, I really didn't. "You... you know the rules," I said out loud.
"Hey sis, I'm home," I said when she picked up. "Yeah, yeah it went fine. He wants me to journal over the next week.... No, I'm ok," I lied, turning to glance out the window in the door. "I just wanted to let you know I was home again. I'll just talk to you when you get home from work.... Ok... Love you too.... Bye."
Then there was a soft knock on the door. A young, slim hand rapping a few times and waiting for me to answer. I didn't want to answer, truly I didn't. But... I felt I had to. I mean... she... she just wanted to ask me something. Right?
"Hello?" I asked, my voice a little shaky when I opened the door slightly.
"Hi! How are you?" she asked, smiling so sweetly.
"I'm... uh... I'm fine. Can I help you?"
"Yeah you can," she said. "I'm Cadence, nice to meet you." She held her hand out and I shook it, being kind and neighborly. "I'm your neighbor, from, you know, next door," she giggled.
"Ah... ok," I said. "Nice to meet you, too."
"Yeah, I was just coming over to introduce myself, welcome you to the neighborhood."
"Um... ok," I said, then stepping back slightly as she pushed the door open and walked inside.
"You don't have to be so shy," she said, walking through the place. "We are neighbors after all." She walked into each room and looked out the window, pushing the curtains aside and letting light in. I wasn't used to such... visibility. "Wow! Your place is so nice! So big. I wish our house was more like this. Do you live here with your wife... and kids?" She walked into the dining room, scoped out the kitchen and returned to the living room.
"Um..." I said, hesitating. I had no idea what to do or say, actually. I'd never had someone be so upfront and forceful with me before. And I was still supposed to try to withhold any... desires?
"A family?" she asked.
"No... what?... Oh, no, no wife," I whispered nervously, finally understanding her question.
"Really? Hmm." She seemed more inquisitive than someone should be, certainly more daring to just walk into my house like that.
"Do you want a drink or..." I asked, closing the door and stepping toward her.
"Well I came over 'cause I saw you walking outside, and I've been practicing my cheers," she said. "I go to State College and was just wondering if you could, um, maybe donate to the squad? I could show you some cheers, if you want, and you can give me your opinion."
"Well, uh... ok," I said as she grabbed both of my hands and pulled me into the living room. She walked backwards as she led me over to the couch.
"Just sit down, and just tell me if it looks ok. But I have to warm up first."
She sat on the floor and pushed her legs wide apart, bending first down one leg, then the other, and then straight ahead. Her little skirt was so short I could easily see the shorts she wore beneath it.
"Thank you for helping me," she said, standing again.
"Sure..." I whispered, caught up in just watching her stretch. Her body was so lithe, so young and perfect.
She bent backwards, setting her hands on the floor and arching up into a backbend. It was then that I noticed that it wasn't shorts she was wearing... it was her panties.
"Mmmm... this feels good," she said looking up at me upside-down. She then dropped her back down and rolled onto her stomach, her hands away from me. Then she sat back on her heels, her hands way out in front and arched her back seductively. Her panties just covered her ass, but I could see it plainly. And she had a nice, tight, teen ass.
She slid her torso forward and then grabbed her ankles, and arched her back backwards.
"You sure do stretch out a lot," I said, feeling my body getting more and more excited as I watched her. Every stretch she made caused me to think of having sex with her.
She giggled. "Yeah, I gotta make sure I stay limber. We do a lot of extreme movements in our cheers." She stood. "Alright, so I guess I'm ready."
I nodded. "Ok," I said, waiting to see the cheer.
"5, 6, 7, 8, G, O, Let's go Spartans, G, O, Let's Go!" she said, moving her hands and feet, kicking and jumping in a coordinated movement with her chant. "How was that?" she asked.
I was impressed and smiled appreciatively. I wasn't around cheerleaders when I was her age. I never really knew how they did what they did. "That was... that was really good."
"Ok, cool. I'll try another one." She turned away from me and started her next cheer. "G, to the O, Yo! Go! Go! Go! Go Spartans!" she said, swaying her hips seductively as she moved through the cheer. My eyes certainly lingered on her hips and ass as it swayed deliciously. She turned and looked at me, hands on her hips. "How do you think that one was?"
I started feeling nervous. I don't know... was I losing control again? Was this... appropriate? I was only helping her, right? If I got a little too... weird... she'd leave, right?
"I thought it was.... looked fine to me," I said, clapping a little.
"Ok. Another one," she said. Again, she turned to face away from me as she started another cheer. "I say let's you say go. I say let's you say go. Let's! Go! Let's! Go! Yay!"
I couldn't help myself at this point. Her movements were driving me crazy. They were definitely sexual in nature and she was certainly not hiding her charms too well. I grabbed a pillow and held it on my lap as she cheered, so that my other hand could touch myself, stroking my shaft through my pants.
"How was that?" she asked again.
"That was... that was great," I said, pulling my hand from under the pillow and clapping again.
"Yeah? One more," she said, turning away from me once again, to start her cheer. "Ready!
Ready! Beat, Beat, Beat, Pose." She bent over and held the pose, showing me her panty-covered ass again. "Did you like that one?" she smiled, almost knowingly.
"Mmhmm," I said, my hand still stroking my cock beneath the pillow. She maintained her position, staring back at me.
"How long do you think I can hold this position for?" she asked. "Think I can hold it a long time?"
"You can probably hold that for a really long time," I said, feeling my cock lurch a little. I could stand to look at that fine young ass a long time, too.
She walked backwards, getting closer to me, still bent over. Then she giggled and bounced her ass seductively as she looked back at me. "You like what you see?"
"Um..." I could see her hand moving inside her panties, stroking herself, as her other hand grabbed her ass from the outside.
She stood and turned around to face me, legs spread a little, her hand still inside her panties, obviously masturbating.
"What's... under... there?" she asked as she grabbed the pillow and pulled it off my lap. I'd already pulled my zipper down and my cock was pulled through the hole, exposed. Then she backed up, sat on my knees, and moved back until my cock was nestled in the crack of her ass. She ground against it, sliding it up and down the length of her ass.
"Do you like that?" she asked seductively.
"Um... I..." I mumbled, completely overtaken by her. My impulse control was failing miserably and I finished unfastening my pants as she lifted up for a second. I pushed my pants down to my knees as she turned around and slid back onto my legs.
She grabbed my cock with both of her little hands and stroked it, up and down its entire length. "I know who you are," she said softly as she dropped to her knees between my legs and kissed and sucked on the head of my cock, stroking underneath.
"You... uh... you do?" I asked, watching the head of my cock disappear between her lips.
"Mmhmm... I know you're a big pervert," she said before taking me deep into her mouth for a moment. "I'm not supposed to be doing this. My dad told me to stay away from you."
"What?" I asked, suddenly getting nervous.
"'Cause you're such a pervert."
Oh God, her mouth felt wonderful on my cock. She had a hard time taking much of my length into her mouth, but was certainly able to suck on the head while her hands worked on the rest of my shaft. "I'm not supposed to be..." I protested, having difficulty forming the words. "You sure you want to be doing this? You really shouldn't be doing this."
"Oh yeah?" she asked, licking under the head for a moment and kissing it.
"I... I have a... a medical condition," I admitted.
"What's that?" She swirled her tongue over and around the head as she looked at me.
"I'm not supposed to.... you know... get into inappropriate situations like this," I admitted. "It's what I'm getting help for."
"You need help?" she asked. "Maybe I can help."
"No... I just... I just shouldn't be doing anything like this... with like..."
"You mean with young girls like me?"
"Uh... well..."
"Well, it's ok. Because I'm nineteen. I'm an adult. So I can do things like this."
I stared at her a moment. "Oh God... You sure? You sure you want to be doing this?"
"Uh huh... Yes!" she said, bobbing her head up and down on the tip of my shaft.
I grabbed her head with both hands and pulled her off my cock for a moment. "Are you sure you want to be doing this?"
"Yes," she said, giggling. "And so much more!"
"Whoa, whoa, whoa," I said, raising my hands in the air. "How far do you want this to go?"
She looked at me, smiled and flicked her tongue over the head of my cock once more. "I want you to fuck me."
It took me only a second to process it. She was nineteen and old enough to make her own decisions. Who was I to deny her. Besides, I wanted to fuck her, too.
"Oh, yeah, that's nice," I said as she swirled her tongue over the head of my cock once more. "Come up here."
She knelt on the couch beside me and continued sucking on my shaft for all she was worth.
"You're a fucking bad girl you know that don't you?" I said, watching her work my shaft with her small hand.
"Are you gonna punish me?" she asked before deep-throating me to the best of her ability.
"Oh fuck! Oh shit!" I cried out, the pleasure overwhelming me for a moment. Her ass was raised in the air facing away from me, but was within easy reach. I spanked it once, then twice, feeling her gag on my cock in response. She loved being spanked.
"Mmm, I love sucking dick," she whispered, when she could lift her head off my cock again.
"You do, do you? Are you a bad girl?" I asked. She smiled at me as I grabbed my shaft and smacked her cheeks with it several times.
"Mmhmm!" she said, smiling.
Then she grabbed my cock and deepthroated me again. I put my hands on her head and pushed on it, driving her mouth deeper onto me, driving my cock into her throat.
"Oh... yeah!" I groaned, and released her to let her come up, sputtering.
I pulled her up to me by pulling her hair and kissed her. I grabbed her by the throat with one hand and kissed her again. "You want me to lick your fucking pussy? Huh? You want me to lick your fucking pussy?"
"Yes!" she said excitedly.
She turned over and laid back on the couch, raising her hips in the air as we both grabbed her panties and pulled them down and off her legs.
"Oh," I said, seeing her slit for the first time. "That's the nicest looking pussy I've ever seen." I bent down and kissed her thigh for a moment, smelling her scent before licking her juicy slit. "God damn you taste like strawberries," I moaned.
She giggled as she watched me, toying with her nipples through her top.
I licked a finger and slid it into her very tight pussy, fingering her as I licked her clit.
"Fuck!" she moaned. "You like my little pussy?" she asked.
"Mmhmm," I moaned, still licking her clit. "How's that feel?"
"Oh fuck!" she said loudly, panting. She was getting so close.
"Are you going to cum for me?" I asked, flicking my tongue side to side, back and forth over her clit. Her legs were starting to shake and her moans were getting higher and higher in pitch. God she was so sweet.
She came with little squeaks and whimpers, her little pussy quivering on my finger. I pulled it out and gave her pussy a couple more licks to taste her wonderful cum. And then sat up. I gave her a second to rest.
Then she got up and slid into my lap, kissing me. She was barely one hundred pounds and I felt like I could practically throw her across the room. And here she was, grinding on my lap and kissing me.
"Lets get that top off," I said, tugging and pulling to get it over her head and off. I tossed it aside and then looked down, marveling at her beautiful, little, perky tits. Each was topped with a wonderfully bubbled areola and nipple, almost as if her breast had a second little breast on it. "Mmmm... that's it," I moaned and leaned in to squeeze and suck on them.
She moaned softly, caressing my head as I devoured her breasts, first one, and then the other. She moved in my lap, grinding her pussy into my hard shaft as she became more and more excited.



And then she shifted and brought her hand down to help my cock slide into her tight wetness. Damn she was tight. She held still a moment, just letting gravity pull her body down onto my shaft as it slowly slid deeper and deeper inside her.
She smiled brightly, re-energized, and started grinding her pussy into me, making my cock slide in and out slightly.
"Do you like me riding you with my cheerleader skirt on?" she asked, panting as she held my shoulders. Her face was so angelic, but her body was pure sex.
"Oh my God, yes," I moaned. That was all she was wearing and it was so short. But it seemed so very kinky. "You're so fucking sweet. Do you like my cock inside you?"
"God, it feels so big!" she said loudly. "I love your big cock!"
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Yesssss," she hissed, starting to bounce in my lap.
"Oh my God you feel so fucking good," I groaned. "You have such a tight pussy."
"Mmmm... Fuck that tiny, little pussy. My little teen pussy." She looked me straight in the eyes and smile. "In my little cheerleading outfit."
"Fuck!" I whispered, feeling her pussy squeeze my shaft just right. I wasn't sure how long I was going to last.
"Take off my skirt, too," she said. "Take it off!" She rose until she was standing on the couch, her hands still on my shoulders. I grabbed her skirt and pulled it down, helping her step out of it. Then she dropped her hips again, pushing my cock back inside her.
"Mmmmm... shit," she moaned, her little ass rising and falling wonderfully fast.
I grabbed her ass with both hands and then spanked one cheek then the other. She just smiled, enjoying it.
"You like fucking little cheerleaders?" she asked, driving me towards my orgasm.
"Oh, yes, yes, yes," I said, accentuating each drop of her pussy, each thrust of my shaft deep into her womb.
"You fucking dirty pervert," she whispered, over and over, fucking me like I was the last dick on the planet.
And then I came, holding her hips tightly, trying to keep her moving up and down on my shaft, helping her milk my cum into her little pussy. I closed my eyes tightly, not knowing how I ever deserved such a joy in my life.
I was panting when she finally got off me and ran into the bathroom to clean up. When she came back, she was gathering up her cheerleading outfit once more.
Then there was a knock on the door.
"Oh shit," I said, scrambling to get my clothes on without being seen. I knew the window at the door wasn't covered so whoever was outside could see in.
I expected Cadence to be just as shy, but she wasn't at all. She barely had anything on at all as she skipped to the door and opened it, letting another girl in... another cheerleader.
"Did you get it?" Cadence asked.
"Every minute," the girl said, looking at me and the state of undress of both of us. She didn't look a bit surprised. "Hey! Hey you! You like fucking your little teen neighbor? You fucking pervert!" she yelled at me.
I couldn't do anything but sit there. I didn't understand what was happening at all.
"In case you're too dense to figure it out," Cadence said. "Christie here caught the whole thing on tape."
"What?" I asked. "But... why?"
"Because you're going to do what ever I want, whenever I want," Cadence said, sliding her shirt over her head again and straightening it out. "Because you know that you want this pussy... and one little no from you, means I go to my daddy and tell him you raped me."
"What? But... you can't... you... wouldn't," I said, numbly.
I knelt, begging her not to say or do anything like that. "Please... you can't."
"Yeah... well... we're having a party here on Friday for me and my friends. It starts at nine. Make sure there's plenty of liquor."
And with that, both of them left... leaving me sitting in the living room, half dressed... still dazed.
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It was just before Fall break at the college and Cam was sitting at the kitchen table after classes. He had a little homework for math... and a little reading... but other than that, he was free for the night and the rest of the weekend.
He was scrolling through his phone, looking through his socials to see what other people were doing... maybe something would catch his eye. He was thinking he'd ask Holly out on Saturday... maybe go see a movie or something.
Sue, his mom, walked in, wearing a thin tank top, obviously with no bra on underneath (thank God!), and cotton shorts. She'd probably gone to the gym earlier and was now relaxing, herself. He absolutely loved when she wore outfits like that. Her C-cup breasts, while still firm, bounced and swayed deliciously behind her top. He probably should have felt a little guilty thinking about her like that, but he couldn't help himself. And his body sure responded to it.
"Hey hun!" she said, taking a seat beside him as she scrolled through her own phone in her hands.
"Hey," he responded, barely even looking up. His vision was perfectly placed. Without moving his head he could look down and see his phone or he could look up and see her breasts. She would never be the wiser.
"How was school?"
"It was good... nothing special," he said. He was happy that the day was over, though.
"How'd you do on your math test?"
"I think I did pretty good," he said. He hoped he at least got a C... but a B would work wonderfully.
"You think?" she asked. "You studied, right?"
"Yeah... I studied... pretty hard," he said. "I'm just not that good at math."
"Well, I don't expect you to get straight A's," she said, understanding. She wasn't good at math either and was lucky she didn't have to take any when she went to college. "As long as you're trying."
He could hear her moan softly as if in pain, her hand moving to her neck, rubbing it. "Hey... I, uh... did something to my neck today. Do you think you could give me one of your massages?"
"Yeah... sure," he said, putting his phone down and walking behind her. He had a wonderful view from this angle as his hand started massaging her shoulders and neck. He looked down, right to the top of her breasts and the wonderful cleavage between them. As he stroked her, he could see her nipples poking at the thin material.
His hand moved the spaghetti strap of her top to get a better grip of her shoulder, and it caused the material to loosen over her breast. His mind wandered into a fantasy of sliding his hands down under her shirt, cupping her breasts, and feeling those nipples as she mewled below him. That's when he felt himself getting really hard. His cock swelled rapidly and started to actually get uncomfortable in his jeans.
"Good thing I have you around," she said, her head swaying a little as if she'd closed her eyes and was trying to completely relax. "Your dad never gives me massages like this."
"I always like helping you, mom," he said.
"You're such a good boy," she said, tapping his hand with her own, then relaxing even more by dropping her chin into he chest. "That feels really good."
Cam's cock was getting the best of him and he used one hand to reposition his cock, first, then to start stroking it through his jeans. It felt good, but wasn't going to be good enough at all. He really needed to slip away somewhere private and take care of it properly.
His mom seemed to waken and then she glanced back at him over her shoulder. "What? What are you doing?" she asked, surprised. "Are you... are you touching yourself?"
"No... I, uh..." he mumbled, unable to find an adequate excuse.
She noticed the strap had fallen from her shoulder and her shirt was threatening to fall and expose her breast. She hooked it and lifted it back onto her shoulder. "What...? Are you... are you looking at my boobs?"
"No... the, uh, shoulder strap just slid off..." he said, trying to respond.
Suddenly his mom's phone dinged with a text message. She picked it up and looked at it. "Shit... your dad says he has to work late again."
Cam was happy for the change of subject, especially if it was about his dad. "Oh yeah?"
"Yeah," she said, taking a deep breath in frustration. "It's always something, you know? And I have that party for work tonight." She turned in her chair and looked up at him. "Do you think that you could... maybe come with?
"Oh... I don't know," he protested. "I won't know anybody there." He really didn't want to go with her tonight. Tonight was about hanging with his friends.
"You're gonna be with me... you don't need to know anyone," she said. "We'll just have dinner... drink a little... maybe dance a little. You can dance with your mom, can't you."
"I... I don't know," he said, trying to sound as disinterested as possible without actually saying no. Maybe she'd get the hint.
"Oh, for heaven's sake... it's one night out," she said putting her hand on his arm. "One night to have fun. You can wear that costume you got last year. The pirate or something."
He could feel a spark from her touch. It made his cock pulse again. "Yeah... I could," he said. "I'm not sure if it still fits."
"Well, you can at least try," she said. "For me?"
"Ok... I will," he caved.
"Good!" she smiled, standing up. "I'm going to take a quick shower and start getting ready. We'll leave at six."
She walked out of the kitchen with a bit of an excited step. She really wanted to go to this party for some reason. It's not that her bank friends would be that much fun, would it? Besides, they would just treat him like a kid, even though he was twenty two. He was going to graduate this Spring.
He walked, a little reluctantly, up to his bedroom and searched his closet for his pirate costume from last year, the one he wore to the frat party. The one where Vicky Hansen got drunk and flashed everyone her boobs.
He found it and laid it all on the bed... the black leggings, the loose, white shirt,
the cloth mask that slid over his head and covered the top half, a large-brimmed hat with a feather, the required plastic sword, and the knee-high boots.
He took his clothes off and started to put the costume on. The pants were fairly cheap and thin, but were reasonably strong. While they were tight, they fit... ok. He slid the rest on and realized that his erection, encased behind the very tight pants, was not going down and would not be easily hidden.
God... what in the hell was he going to do. He took a moment to unfasten the pants and lay back on the bed. He stroked his cock, hoping that he could just cum... just get it out of his system so his erection would go down. But nothing seemed to be working.
"Honey, you ready yet?" his mom called from down the hall, outside her own bedroom. Cam could hear here walking towards his bedroom and just managed to put his hat over his crotch when she walked in the door.
His mom decided to go as a witch this year. She was wearing a black dress, with lace in strategic spots to show that it was a sexy witch. The dress was dipped very low in front, down to her bellybutton, showing a lot of cleavage. In her hand was a black hat. She'd already put on her black wig and sexy, intricate wire masquerade mask. The combination of everything made her look mysterious and sexy as hell!
"How do I look?" she asked, turning this way and that to give him a good view.
"You look really good mom," Cam said.
"Ok, well, let me get a look at you," she said. "Does it fit ok?"
"Um... yeah," he said nervously.
"Ok...," she said, shaking her head, expecting him to stand.
He stood, reluctantly, scared, keeping his hat in front of his crotch. His cock was so hard, especially when he looked at his mom in her costume.
She took the two steps forward and grabbed the hat to put it on his head and immediately saw his erection.
"Oh!" she said, looking away. "I'm... I didn't know. Wow! Sorry!"
"Sorry... sorry!" he said, trying to cover himself up with his hands.
"Honey, we need to go soon."
"I know... but I can't get this to go down and it's really visible in these pants."
"Ok... I'll leave you alone and you can just take care of it. Ok?" she said.
"I've been trying," he said.
"How long do you think this is going to take?" she asked, first looking him in the face, then looking down at his erection. That look alone seemed to make it pulse behind his hands.
"I don't know," he said, sounding desperate. "Usually ten or fifteen minutes maybe."
"Is it that your costume is too tight?" she asked, trying to figure out what got him hard to begin with. "Or are you thinking like you might get lucky tonight, which is certainly NOT going to happen. Everyone in my office is married. Ok?"
"No! It's not that," he whined.
"Then what is it? What got you so hard?"
He looked at her, embarrassed, and saw her body again, her breasts just peeking out of her dress, her cleavage very exposed and pronounced.
She looked at him, a little confused, then following his gaze, she looked at him first with shock, and finally with understanding and a little amusement.
"Ah... it's my boobs, isn't it?" she smiled. "You're a little pervert and you really like boobs." She shook her head. "Just like your father. You get a little peek at a tit and you just can't help yourself."
"I'm sorry," he whined. "I can't... I can't help it."
"Well, we're going to have to do something about it. Look, maybe your mom can still teach you a few things. Lay down."
"What are you doing?" he asked as she moved closer and he sat down on the bed.
"Just lie down and go with it," she said, pushing his shoulder to encourage him to lie down. "When have I ever done you wrong?"
"Ok... well," he said, laying back on the bed, his hands still covering his crotch. He grabbed one of his pillows and used it to hide his crotch instead.
"You know all the things I've taught you over all these years," she said, crawling up onto the bed to kneel beside him. "Now I need to show you one... more... thing."
"What are you going to do?" he asked nervously.
"Cam... son... we have to get your erection down before we go to the party," she said. "This is strictly to calm you down and get rid of... this."
"This is kind of weird, mom."
"Kind of weird? No, no, no," she said. "Just relax. It's all you gotta do." She stroked his arms that were holding the pillow, then slid her hand to stroke his chest. "All the things I've taught you... all the experiences... all the wisdom. Now it's time for something more. I need to teach you how to control yourself and control you cock. Otherwise all those young girls will just use it against you and take everything from you. Wouldn't you rather learn how to control yourself... your urges?
"I don't know," he mumbled, his cock getting even harder and throbbing. "I just... it feels weird."
His mom moved so that she was kneeling between his legs, her hands stroking up and down his thighs. "Well, I don't think it's so weird. I mean, I raised you. You love me, don't you?"
"Well, yeah, you're my mom."
"Of course," she said. "Well, I hope you realize that I love you, too. So that's why I can't let these stupid hormones control your life." She grabbed the pillow with both hands and pulled it from his grip. He resisted at first, but she was persistent. "Do you understand what I mean?"
"Kinda... yeah," he said.
She reached down and grabbed the waistband of his pants and tugged on them, pulling them down and off his legs, throwing them aside.
"You're going to go out into the world," she said, "some cheap whore will get herself pregnant with your fucking sperm, and take everything they can from you. And I'm not gonna let that happen. So... we're going to start this night off right."
Her hands slid up and framed his cock. She slowly stroked him through the thin material of his boxers.
"I'm going to take that cum out of you and get rid of your erection," she said. "I'm going to teach you how to control yourself. Do you understand?"
"Yeah... but," he stammered, barely able to think any more. He wanted her so badly. Just her hand stroking him through his clothes was driving him insane enough. "You don't think this is wrong?"
"No, I don't think it's wrong at all," she said without skipping a beat. "Think about everything that you could have... and then think about it all being taken away just because of one night... one night where you lose control because your dick got hard and you couldn't control yourself. Honey, no... I don't think it's weird that I keep you from making that mistake. Not at all. Here... maybe I need to give you a little more encouragement."
His mom took her hat off then grabbed the bottom of her dress and lifted it over her head and off. Her breasts were incredible! They were the biggest real breasts he'd ever seen in his young life and her nipples were hard, pointed and long. His mouth watered as he longed to take them into his mouth and suck on them.
As she squeezed her breasts, looking down at him, pinching and tugging on her nipples, he knew she was right. By the way his cock throbbed and ached when her breasts came into view, he was definitely a boob man.
"Are these what you wanted to see?" she asked, giggling as the lost and desiring look he gave her. She was pretty sure he wouldn't even be able to look her in the face now that her breasts were exposed.
"Um... wow... yeah," he whispered, entranced.
She bent forward over him, putting her hands on either side of his head and looked down at him as her breasts swayed, deliciously. Cam reached up and grabbed her breasts with both of his hands, feeling their weight, and squeezed them. This was the most incredible moment in his life!
"It's not too weird to touch them, huh?" she giggled. "See?" Cam squeezed her nipples a little as they became trapped between his fingers. "Yeah, that's what I'm talking about. Nothing's too weird. It's all about how you perceive things."
"God," he whispered. "They are nice."
"Yeah?" she moaned softly, closing her eyes for a moment. "You don't want some stupid slut to take everything you've worked so hard for. I'll show you how to control yourself. Let's get these off."
She slid back between his legs and grabbed the waistband of his boxers, tugging them down, and exposing his very hard cock. All he was wearing now was his white shirt. All she was wearing were her panties.
"Now... that's better." She grabbed his shaft with one hand and began stroking him, moving her hand slowly up and down his shaft, watching and feeling his reactions. "Yeah... it all comes down to this, doesn't it? Keeping control of your cock. You either control it or it controls you. So, controlling that cock... that's the first step."
Cam whimpered as he watched her stroke his cock. It was a fantasy come true! He would never have expected this moment in a million years. But he couldn't deny it was happening. He couldn't deny that his naked mother was stroking his cock.
"Mmm... that's right," she said, waking him from his fantasy. "Right now... this cock is mine. Ok? You can do that can't you?"
"Yeah," he groaned. God, she was giving him more pleasure than he was able to give himself. And his cock was a full staff, now.
"I bet there's mom's all over the world that do this for their boys," she said softly. "You just don't hear about it. You're not going to tell anyone about this, are you?"
"I won't tell anyone," he moaned.
"They'll just see that we have a special bond, but they won't know," she said. "They won't know the truth. You know, I know what happens when guys get a hardon. I know they get with all these stupid girls and fuck all over the place. It's not going to happen to you, is it son?"
"No," he said, uncertainly, hoping that was the right answer. It was so hard to think now.
"No, it's not going to happen," she said. "Do you like that sensation? That's not so bad, is it?"
"No," he moaned.
"Yeah? You like mommy's hand on your cock?"
"Mmm... yeah."
"You like how I grip it... and stroke it," she said, smiling down at him. "You're going to be a good boy and do as I say, aren't you?" He nodded. She gazed at his erection, her mouth watering, her eyes showing her desire for him. "It's such a pretty penis. You want to do your mom well, right?"
"Mmhmm," she moaned as she moved to straddle his thigh, pressing her pussy down onto it and grinding against it. "Can you smell me? Do you want to see my pussy?"
He nodded rapidly, making her giggle as she pushed her panties down to her knees, then lifted each leg until they were completely off.
Cam was amazed by her trimmed bush. He never, ever expected to see his mom's pussy, and here she was, willingly showing it to him, sliding her fingers through it and playing with her clit. Her labia were swollen and extended and he really wished he could touch her there.
She settled back down on his thigh, letting him feel her bare heat and wetness now as she slid her hips forward and back, grinding against him.
"Yeah, that feels good, doesn't it?" she asked and he moaned in response. She knew it felt good. She was pretty good at exciting guys, even though this time was so close to home. "Do you like it close to your mom's pussy? Yeah, you like that... it's so close. Mmm... yeah... Oh baby... it's so sensitive, isn't it? You like mommy stroking your cock don't you? It's so big and hard for me. Can you imagine my pussy sitting on that?"
Sue could feel his cock suddenly throb, his hips suddenly push up at her mention of fucking. She knew he wanted to be inside her, feeling her wonderfully soft, wet pussy squeezing him so perfectly.
She giggled. "Are you going to give mommy all that cum?"
"Yes," he moaned, feeling his body quickly reaching its boiling point.
"Yeah, you are, aren't you?"
Cam reached up and took a hold of one of her tits, palming it and squeezing it. It felt so good in his hands. And her nipple was so hard, perfect for grabbing and pulling.
"Mmm.. you really like mommy's titties, don't you?" she asked. "Do you want to shoot your load all over mommy's titties?"
He nodded quickly. That was the greatest idea ever! "Yeah... I would."
"I think we can do that." She moved, laying down on his thigh, bringing his cock close to her chest while she continued stroking him. "Mmm... oh God, yeah. Oh... such a pretty cock. We definitely want to keep it away from the stupid sluts."
She continued stroking it, sliding the head over her breasts and nipples every now and then. His pre-cum streaked her skin. She looked at him. His face was so full of need, so full of a desire to just cum. She knew he do anything she asked at this point. And that's what she was going to have to prevent.
"Maybe I'll take care of this until we find a good girl for you," she suggested. "Someone that we know won't take advantage of you."
"Oh, fuck... yeah," he moaned. He didn't care, especially not at this point. He just wanted to cum. He just needed to cum.
"Oh yeah!" she said excited as he started to cum. Ropes of his hot, white seed sprayed over her chest as she directed it. "Mmmm... so good... every last fucking drop. Yeah." She stroked him until ever single drop was drained from his cock, then let him go and sat up.
"Now remember, all this is mine from now on," she said as her fingers slid through the white mess, playing with it. She brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked on them, tasting him. "No one else's. You'll be my good boy," she said, prompting him by nodding.
"Ok mommy," he whispered, his head still spinning from what just happened.
"Ok, finish getting cleaned up and dressed. We need to get to the party." She stood and grabbed the pieces of her costume and slid out the door. "I'll meet you downstairs in ten minutes."
*****
They ended up getting to the party late and things were really moving by then. Cam found out that it was more than just an office party, it was a company party, and there were far, far more people there than he expected... several hundred more people. The party was held in the ballroom of one of the downtown hotels with tables set up on one end, a bar on the other, and a dance floor in the middle.



When they arrived, they donned their masks, checked in, got their nametags and dinner table seating assignment, then walked into the ballroom, hand in hand. His mom guided him through the throng first to the bar, where they each got a drink, then to their dinner table.
Due to the quick change, Cam's nametag had his father's name on it.
"It won't be a big deal," she said. "No one here knows him anyway, other than by his name. You'll be fine."
"Can I just get one with my name on it?" he whined.
"Cam, honestly," she said, a little fed up with his tone. "Just go with it. Besides, then I won't have to answer stupid questions about why your father isn't here."
Cam went with it, and drank from his glass, scanning the crowd. There were people dressed up as all different characters and he didn't know a single person, other than his mom. They ate dinner and danced to eighties music that he was only a little familiar with. His mom laughed more than he'd ever seen her as she danced and talked to people, introducing him as her husband. It was nice to see her having such a good time.
The bar shut down at 11:00pm and the DJ stopped playing music at midnight, and they both were active the entire time. At the end of the night, most of the crowd headed out towards their cars, but a good number walked to the hotel's reservations desk.
Cam was led towards the front door, his mom holding his hand, but she told him to wait. "I'll be right back," she said. He stood at the hotel entrance, nervously, as party guests both left and checked in. In just a couple minutes, his mom came back in holding a small suitcase. She quickly took his hand and led him to the counter.
"May I help you?" the cute brunette asked.
"Reservation for Thompson," his mom said.
"Ok... yes... here it is, for two. Room 612," the brunette clerk said, handing his mom two key cards. "You have selected a late checkout, which is two in the afternoon."
"Thank you," she said and led Cam to the bank of elevators.
"A room?" Cam asked.
"Yes. Your father figured that if he was here, he might as well abuse the bar. He didn't want to have to drive home afterwards. So... we'll stay here. I hear the rooms are wonderful."
They were the only one's in the elevator and when the door closed, Cam felt his mom's hand first on his leg, then on his crotch. "How was your control tonight?" she asked.
Cam was startled, barely able to respond. "Um... good," he said, swallowing nervously.
"Well, it's getting hard for me at least," she giggled. "You like getting hard for me, don't you?"
"Um... I... um," Cam stammered.
"That's my good son... good boy," she giggled again. "Maybe you need another lesson before bed."
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Mom's Halloween Party, Part 2
They walked out of the elevator and down the hall until they found the room, and his mom led them inside, turning on the lights. The room was definitely spacious, with a separate seating area featuring a couch, a chair, and a big-screen TV. There was a bedroom, and a small work area, too. After she closed the door, his mom removed her hat and wig, tossing them aside.
"Oh... finally!" she moaned softly. "My head can breath again. I hate wigs. My head itched the whole night." She took the clips out of her hair and ran her fingers through it, scratching her scalp and fluffing her hair.
They walked into the bedroom and looked around for a moment, noting that there was a bathroom with a small whirlpool and a shower through one doorway. The bedroom itself had a king-sized bed, dresser, and a big-screen TV.
"There's... um... only one bed," Cam said, a little surprised.
"Yeah," his mom nodded. "Originally it was your father and me. We only needed one bed. But this is plenty big for us, too."
Cam nodded slowly, not sure what the evening was going to bring. Especially since his mom had mentioned something about another lesson on the way up.
"I'm going to get cleaned up first," his mom said. "Why don't you just watch something on the TV for a while." She took the small suitcase into the bathroom with her and closed the door. Cam heard the water start as he sat down on the bed and turned on the TV.
He was scrolling through channels, checking out the latest sports scores when his mom opened the bathroom door again and emerged. She was wearing a short, pink robe... and he was pretty sure she wasn't wearing anything underneath it.
"Your turn," she said, as she dried her hair with the towel. "There's stuff for you in the suitcase."
Cam nodded and slipped into the bathroom. He closed the door and took off his costume, trying to keep everything folded somewhat nice. Then he went to the case, checking out its contents. He found his toothbrush and toothpaste, and some jeans and a t-shirt for tomorrow. But he had nothing to sleep in. He'd have to just sleep in his boxers.
After he got cleaned up and slipped his boxers on, he wrapped a towel around his waist, his erection already starting to grow, and opened the door.
His mom was in the bed, with the TV turned off and only her bedside lamp turned on. She was still in her robe with her feet straight out in front of her.
"I need you to rub my feet for me, before you get into bed," she said.
"Rub your feet?" he asked.
"Yes, please," she nodded. "All that dancing in those boots just really did a number on my feet. I know it might feel a little awkward. But just relax."
Cam moved to her side of the bed, took the bottle of lotion that she offered and put some in his hand. He picked up her foot and started rubbing it, digging his thumbs into the bottom of her feet as she moaned softly, then moved up to her calf.
He was captivated by what she was not really wearing. Her robe showed many gaps in it. Gaps that showed bare skin. He could see her cleavage and the top side of her breasts. The robe even threatened to open and show her entire breast if she only moved a certain way. As her legs moved, he could just see between them, noticing that she wasn't wearing panties even.
"You know... I know that tonight was a little... different... for both of us," she said, "but I really want you to know that I appreciated you coming with me."
"Yeah," he nodded. "It was different. I, um, couldn't stop thinking about what happened all night."
"Bad thoughts?" she asked, wondering if he regretted what they'd done earlier.
"No, no," he shook his head. "Just... unexpected. And then when you introduced me as dad..."
"I just wanted to let my hair down for once," she said. "And it was easier to do that than explain why I brought my son... and... you know... people wouldn't understand how we acted at the party."
"It was just... different," he said.
"And, if you want, things will be a little different from now on," she said softly, sliding her hand up the inside of her thighs, threatening to open them and show him her pussy. His eyes were glued there, and he blushed, embarrassed, when she noticed. "There might be some moments of... tension... a need for some... release."
Cam put more lotion in his hand as he massaged her leg more, too embarrassed to even look her in the eye.
"Do you understand?" she asked. "When you feel... tension... I want you to come to me. Ok?" She started stroking her upper chest, inside her robe, teasing him by touching her breast.
"I don't know... this is pretty new to me," Cam said. "I don't really know what to feel right now."
She pulled one foot away and gave him the other for him to massage, briefly parting her legs and giving him a glance at her wetness. She continued to stroke her chest with one hand and her leg with the other. Almost unconsciously she opened her robe more, exposing her breasts, and teased her nipples with her fingertips as he watched.
"And when I feel... tension... I'll come to you," she said. "You take care of me and I'll take care of you."
Cam could feel his erection pounding behind the towel and his boxers. He didn't know if he could take much more.
"I know you haven't dated in a while... and your father's been working very hard," she said, obviously trying to explain why she felt the way she did.
"You're... um... my mom," he said softly. "We can't really do... that. Can we?"
"Well, right now, we're just two people together... and... I have needs," she said. "Don't you?"
He nodded slowly, unable to deny his erection. And remembering what she did to him earlier only made it worse. "I do."
She put her hands on his, and stroked up his arms, gently. "So... what's the harm when two people care so much for each other?" She pulled on his arms, as if asking him to hug her as she sat up.
He moved to his knees and crawled towards her as she took his face in her hands and kissed him. She guided his face to her shoulder and hugged him as his hands stroked the outside of her legs.
"Have you ever thought about this?" she asked as she pushed him back a little.
"A little bit," he admitted. "Well... a lot, actually."
She grabbed his wrist and brought his hand up to cup her cheek, nuzzling into his palm. Then she guided it to her breast, holding the back of it, forcing him to squeeze it as they kissed.
"My pussy is getting so wet," she whispered.
She held his shoulders and turned him, forcing him to lay on his back, then she sat up, straddling his thigh. She continued kissing him as she stroked his cock through the towel. Cam reached down and squeezed her ass, making her moan in her kiss.
She sat up and untied her robe and took it off, making her completely naked. Cam was completely stunned at how incredibly beautiful she was and felt a momentary pang of jealousy that his dad had her but didn't appreciate her.
As they kissed again, their hands touched everywhere... feeling their skin... their bodies.
"I just want you to know that this has nothing to do with your dad," she whispered. "I love him very much." His mom was laying against him, rubbing her naked flesh against him as she kissed him. "He's a good man. But... sometimes I just need... more."
She reached down and grabbed the towel, pulling it off. Her hands then grabbed his boxers, inching them down his legs and off as he helped. Her hand immediately wrapped around his shaft, gently stroking him.
"And I'm so... fucking... horny," she whispered excitedly. "I just need a good, good orgasm. And you're gonna give it to me, aren't you?"
Cam was loving the feel of her hand on his cock. With every stroke, every touch, he grew harder and more excited.
"Isn't dad gonna wonder where we are tonight?" he asked, still concerned that his dad was going to find out about them... about what was happening between them.
"No... he knows we have the room for the night," she said. She sat up and looked at his cock in her hand. Her eyes grew big with excitement. "Oh... that's all for me?" She slid down the bed towards his feet and took in her mouth as she continued stroking him.
"Oh my God," Cam moaned in surprise.
She slid his cock in and out of her mouth several times before releasing it and stroking it. "Look at that. Look how nice that fucking dick is."
Cam reached out for her, encouraging her to get on all fours and move up to him. She kissed him a moment before he fell back and took one of her breasts into his mouth, sucking her nipple.
"Oh my God, yes," she moaned softly. "Fuck!" She cradled his head lovingly with one hand as he suckled, the other continuing to stroke him. "Oh... yes."
She gave him a moment more to suckle before she slid back down and slid his cock back into her mouth, slowly and lovingly sucking and stroking.
"Mmmmm... such a gorgeous dick," she moaned. "Oh my goodness... it's so good."
She slid even deeper onto him, driving his cock into the back of her throat before coming off of it and sputtering a little. She looked up at him, looking almost ravenous now, saliva dripping from her chin.
"God it's so gorgeous," she said, crawling up and sitting on his stomach. "I have to... I have to." Slowly, she lifted her hips and, taking hold of his shaft, helped direct it into her pussy. Once he was inside, she sat down on him, pushing him as deep as he would go.
Both of them moaned at the pleasure. Her pussy felt like melted butter on his cock, her muscles squeezing him even better than her hands did. And it had been so long since she'd been filled so fully.
As soon as she felt him buried fully, she started moving her hips, fucking him rapidly as if she were desperate.
"Oh my God... yes... oh... God," she moaned. "I fucking need dick so bad." She bent forward and they kissed, panting into each others mouths.
"Oh fuck," she moaned. "It feels so god damned good. Hits me in all the right places. Oh my God, I've needed this... so badly."
The bed was squeaking with every thrust of her hips but they didn't care. "Oh my God, baby!" she panted loudly. "Just lay there while I cum, ok? Be a good boy... for... mommy. Oh! Ohhhhh!"
Her first orgasm surprised both of them, her pussy squirting her juices all over his cock and abdomen. But it never stopped her. Even as she came, even as she cried out in joy, she slowed her hips yet continued to fuck him, panting excitedly.
"Oh fuck... God I needed that so bad," she said. "You're the perfect son. You love your mommy, don't you?"
Cam wrapped his arms around her upper back, pulling her down into a kiss, and holding her tightly in place as he began thrusting up into her, fucking her from beneath her. His kisses drowned out her words as he stole her every breath.
"Oh fuck! Oh!" she screamed into his mouth as she came for the second time.
Cam stopped thrusting, his cock falling from her pussy as they kissed more. When he let her go, she sat up and lay beside him.
"Oh my God," she whispered, breathing rapidly.
Cam flipped over and got to his knees for a moment, positioning himself between her legs before he lay down again, his mouth quickly going to her pussy. His tongue started stroking her slit, sliding into her wetness, teasing her very sensitive clit.
"Oh yeah... oh," she panted, stroking his head with one hand, sliding her fingers through his hair. "Oh my God! Yes! Put your fingers in me please! Yes! Keep licking me! Oh my God it's been so long! Fuck!"
Cam wasn't very experienced with oral sex, but he had a pretty good idea what he was supposed to do and was good at reading what felt good to his mom. Every jolt of her hips, every mewl from her lips told him what felt good and where to concentrate his licking and sucking.
His lips captured her clit and he sucked for a moment, then licked over it rapidly, making her hips shiver.
"Oh my God, yes!" she panted, her body tightening up and shaking uncontrollably. "Don't stop... don't the fuck stop. Right there... right there... you're gonna make me cum again!" she said loudly. "Oh shit!"
And then she came again, on his face, one second pulling him in tighter against her, smothering him with her pussy. And the next moment she was pushing him away as his tongue slashed her over-sensitive clit.
"Oh fuck... oh fuck..." she panted, pulling on his arms and shoulders. "Come up to me... come here... I want you on me... I want you on me!"
Cam moved up and lay on her as the two kissed, passionately. She moved until he was completely between her legs and could feel his hard shaft against her inner thighs... then her pussy. When they broke their kiss for a moment, just staring into each others' eyes, they both asked and answered the question they needed answered the most. And in a second, his cock slid into her, slowly... pressing deeper and deeper, and he began to slowly grind into her.
"Oh fuck," he moaned.
"Oh my God... yeah," she panted, kissing him again.
Even as they kissed, his hips moved faster, his urgency and need becoming more and more intense. He hooked his arms underneath her legs, bending her in half as he leaned forward and lay his hands on the bed by her shoulders. His weight was behind every thrust now, driving hard and fast into her pussy. He grunted with every thrust, his cock on fire with primal lust.
"Oh my God I need it!" she panted as they looked at each other, their noses touching. She couldn't believe how good it felt to have her own son fuck her so deeply.
"Yes," he moaned, sitting up and pushing her legs together, putting her calves on his chest and folding his arms over them, holding them tightly. His cock kept thrusting into her, a never-ending jackhammer of love.
She reached over her head and grabbed the headboard, trying to push back into him to make his thrusts even deeper. "Oh my God... oh my God! Yes! Oh God, baby! Oh fuck!"
He kept fucking her, kept his hard cock drilling deep inside her even as his flesh slapped against hers. His body was covered in sweat, his need so base, so bare, so... primal. He needed to cum. "Fuck!" he panted.
"Oh my God, yes!" she panted back. "I need you to cum in me! I need to feel you. I need you to."
He closed his eyes as he felt the pleasure overwhelming him. He couldn't believe how good this felt.
"Oh please!" she begged, writhing below him. "Please!"
And he came, his cum splashing inside her, gushing again and again, filling her as her body shook in her own orgasm.
He was still panting as he pulled himself from inside her and lay on her, hugging and holding her, kissing her as they looked at each other. Both of them wondered if what they did was wrong, even as they wondered if they could do it again.
*****
It was still dark outside, but lights from the city, beaming in through the windows, dimly lit the room. Cam felt a chill, felt that he was no longer under the blankets, then felt a hand and mouth on his cock. He looked down to see his mom settled between his legs, slowly licking and sucking on his cock.
"Good morning," she whispered. "I felt your... morning wood... and just had to have it. You are really hard."
"Oh my God," he whispered back, feeling the pleasure roll over him again.
"I thought it was a good time for another lesson," she said. "You're not opposed to this... are you? You're awfully quiet. I mean... maybe I could just let you stay hard the rest of the night." She stopped stroking him for a second, let her mouth just hover near his erection, watching it twitch and bob with need.
"No... no... please," he begged. "Keep doing that."
"You want me to help you out?" she giggled, grabbing his shaft again.
"Yes," he hissed, feeling her lips and tongue on the underside of his hard shaft. His mom was sliding her mouth all up and down his hardness, kissing and licking it, then concentrating her attention on the head again.
"At my age... I've learned a couple of things about... keeping men ready... and hard," she said between licks. "I've learned a couple things about helping men control their erections. And not let it control them. My God, you're so hard. Even after fucking just a couple hours ago."
She slid him deep into her mouth, sucking him hard for a moment, then easing the pressure once more. He couldn't believe what she was doing to him. He'd never felt anything so good in his entire, young life.
"I really like that," she continued. "Boys your age are so... ready... all the time. I bet you get morning wood all the time."
"Yeah... I do," he whispered.
"Well, maybe I can help you with that," she giggled. "You're gonna need my mouth every day. God, you're twitching."
She used her hand again, sliding up and down his saliva-covered cock as she giggled. She slid a hand over his balls and cupped them, rolling them in her palm. "Your balls are so big... and so full of cum again."
She sucked on the head, stroking the length underneath her mouth, then licked and kissed up and down his shaft again. Cam was panting more, his body getting so, so close to cumming, when she suddenly stopped. Cam's eyes opened wide and he blinking in sheer surprise. He'd never had is orgasm denied before and it felt so... horrible. His body shook with need. He wanted to grab his cock and masturbate, but she wouldn't let him.
"No... Oh God," he panted, desperately. "Fuck!"
"Aw... don't rush me," she giggled, watching him squirm, watching him want to cum so badly. "I'm having way too much fun to let you cum now. Feeling you pulsate and twitch around. You're so eager to cum."
She grabbed his cock again and concentrated her licking under the head as she stroked him. Then she slid the very sensitive head into her mouth again and sucked on it.
"Mmm... you taste so good," she said. Cam slammed his hands against the mattress, feeling so frustrated and so ready to cum, making her giggle. "Alright... am I teasing you too much?"
She sucked on him again, building his pleasure high again as he watched her.
"Sucking cock is my favorite thing to do to a guy," she said. "You should be very proud of this monster. It's raging and big. I think your cock was just begging for more attention from me."
"Yeah," he panted. "Probably. I'm so fucking ready to cum."
"I'm sure you're not used to going so slow," she said. "It's usually a race for young men and women... who don't know what they're doing. But that's what I'm going to teach you. I find the tease, edge, and denial, so extremely satisfying."
Her mouth slid over his cock and she slid him deep inside for a moment as he groaned.
"Oh, you're so close," she said, freeing him and stroking him again. "You want to fill my mouth up, don't you?"
"Yes... I do," he hissed. "I fucking need to cum."
"Mmm, that precum," she said, flicking her tongue over the tip again, circling it around the head. "That means you're ready... and so sensitive. Does that feel good?"
"God, yes!" he said loudly.
"Mmhmm," she giggled. "I want to drink all your cum. Yeah, I do. Yeah... give it to me."
They locked eyes as she stroked him, her mouth suckling on the head one minute, then letting her tongue lick over and around it the next.
"You ready?" she giggled, feeling his body start to tense up again.
Cam wondered if she was just going to pull away again, leaving him hanging and desperate, but to his great pleasure she let him cum. He watched the first spray jet from his cock against her cheek and then the following splash into her mouth. When he was done, she licked and sucked the head, gathering all his cum into her mouth. Then, teasingly, she used her tongue to play with his cum, swirling it around in her mouth and opening it to show him, moaning softly, before swallowing it.
She grinned at him, kissing his hip. "There. I emptied your balls for you. That should take care of your morning wood. At least for a few more hours."



Cam was panting loudly, but whispered a quick "God, thank you."
"It's so much better to wake up with me, isn't it?" she asked, grinning.
Cam nodded. "Yeah."
"I thought so," she said, moving beside him and pulling the covers over herself again. "So, next time you feel you need to cum... you can just tell me. And I'll take care of it."
"Ok," he whispered, getting under the blankets himself and nestling his body against hers.
"Now... back to sleep."
*****
They woke two more times to enjoy each other before they finally got out of bed. They showered, dressed, and checked out just before the 2:00pm deadline. Then got on the road to head home.
"Listen," his mom said as she pulled onto the highway. "Last night was... well, unexpected. I know that I probably pushed you into something you weren't expecting nor probably ready for."
Cam just looked ahead, wondering and fearing where this conversation was going.
"I can sometimes get a little... aggressive... when I'm... well, let's say... left alone too long," she said. "Your father has been working a lot lately... and leaving me alone too often. I guess what I'm trying to say is that I'd understand if it was too much for you."
"What are you trying to say?" Cam asked softly.
"I guess what I'm trying to say is that we can continue this... training... or... we can just stop. It depends on what you want."
Cam turned towards her and grabbed the back of her right hand, pulling it towards him, and laying it on his cock. It was hard again from him thinking about what had happened and what might happen in the future.
"I want to continue this," he said as her fingers gripped his shaft through his pants and began stroking it.
She turned to him and smiled, then licked her lips. "Ok, then." Her fingers fumbled to open his jeans, but she didn't have the leverage, so he opened them and exposed his cock to her. She grabbed his shaft and started stroking it.
"It's nice that your mommy can still teach you something."
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Behind Blue Eyes
** Inspired by the Limp Bizkit version of the song "Behind Blue Eyes" written by Pete Townshend.
Unable to move. I'm just sitting on the side of the bed, exactly how the orderly placed me two hours ago. I can feel the cool air slip through the back of my hospital gown, but I'm unable to close it further. I'm trapped... barely able to move. All I can do is sit there and stare... and think of blue eyes.
No one knows what it's like
To be the bad man
To be the sad man
Behind blue eyes
*****
We laughed, her hand touching my forearm across the table. It sent electricity through me, giving me feelings I hadn't felt in a long time. Being a doctor had one set of problems. I'd been in school for so very long during my developmental years, getting my undergraduate degree at Ohio State University and then going on to get my Medical Degree at the University of Pittsburg. I'd spent so much time studying and writing and taking tests. I forgot what a social life was.
And then there's the fact that I studied psychiatry in Medical School. That made me analyze *everyone* around me and it tended to tick off any potential dates I even tried to get. I was heartened that by the time I was done with school and in a practice, that I'd be able to attract an incredible wife, I'd have money, prestige, everything I ever wanted.
Unfortunately, it didn't work out that easily. I'd had in a practice now for over two years and had barely gone out on dates. I guess not having enough social skills trumped the fact of having money and prestige. About the only women I attracted were gold-diggers and while good for a few hot dates, they never lasted. They never fulfilled my deep needs.
My current date, Rebecca, had an award-winning smile, a very shapely body, and a wonderful personality. While not completely my type, physically, she had a lot of the qualities I was looking for in a relationship.
It was early October. The days were cool and sunny, the nights chilly. The leaves were just turning so around us were all sorts of colors from green, to yellow, to red.
"I suppose we should get out of here and let these guys clean up," I smiled, looking at my watch and noting the time. We'd already stayed a half hour after closing and I was sure the staff were impatient for us to clear out.
We gathered our things and I led her out to the parking lot and opened the door to my BMW for her. I slipped into the driver's side and we were off, taking her home. When we got into the driveway, I turned off the ignition and we sat for a moment. It took only seconds before I leaned over and kissed her. I had hopes that she would invite me inside, but was quickly disappointed.
"I'm sorry. I really have to get up early tomorrow. Raincheck?"
I was very discouraged, but hopeful something might come of it in the future. "Definitely," I said, smiling. Unfortunately, it was a half-hearted smile.
I walked her to the door where we kissed again briefly and then I drove home. I lay in bed for an hour thinking about sex. All I knew was that I needed it.
*****
Two days later, October 4th, I was to see a new patient at a psychiatric hospital downtown. I sat in an observation room reading Stacy's report. She exhibited full psychological withdrawal symptoms, unable to make eye contact, non-responsive in general. She didn't speak nor even try to communicate in any way. There had been one doctor before me try to break through to her to no avail. Because of my specialization in Neurobiology I was asked to see if there was something specific I could do for her.
I paged through the report as she sat on her bed, her feet on the floor. Her hospital gown covered her fully, completely hiding her body from any scrutiny, but I guessed she was physically fit enough. She was at least of average build. The last few pages were surprising, dealing with a female orderly who'd had some problems with her almost a year ago. It seemed she'd become somewhat infatuated with her and had to be removed from the institution to keep her away from the patient. I knew it took a pretty stable person to work with mental patients. It's very hard to work with them day in and day out and see the world as normal again. But the orderly had developed some sort of infatuation with her and was caught naked, having sex with her.
I could scarcely believe someone could do that to someone so helpless.
I walked over to the one-way mirror that served as my observation window and idly put a hand up against it, leaning into it. "So what's your story?" I asked absently, exhaling. I was shocked when I saw the corner of her mouth lift in a smile. "What the...?"
*****
An orderly came in and fed me, wiping my chin as the food slid down my throat. I wanted to scream! I wanted to tell him that this... this wasn't me! That I was trapped in this body! But my mouth wouldn't move, wouldn't utter a sound.
*****
That afternoon was the first time I would get to meet Stacy. She'd been a patient there for eighteen months now, somehow suddenly becoming afflicted with whatever was making her withdrawn. My first goal was to try to identify the cause of her affliction. But she was single, with a steady boyfriend at the time, and was a nurse at a local hospital. As the report stated, the boyfriend said everything had been going fine, except for the last several weeks before becoming a patient, she'd been more and more withdrawn and distant. There were no indications of drugs in her system and no indication of physical or emotional trauma. The cause was definitely going to allude me for the time being.
The orderly let me in the room and reminded me that the room was video-taped and that he'd keep an eye on me. I wasn't concerned at all since Stacy had never shown any violent actions... hardly any actions at all in fact.
When I closed the door behind me, she was sitting on the edge of her bed, her socked feet on the floor. The hospital gown she wore was rather unflattering, but expected. I moved over to stand in front of her.
"Hi Stacy. I'm Dr. Coplan and I'm here to do a little evaluation and see if I can help you." She just sat there, staring straight ahead, completely ignoring me. I pulled a light from my pocket and lifted her head, shining the light in her eyes, testing for responsiveness. At least her body responded to external stimulus. If only I could find a way to unlock her mind.
I stood there, asking her a few more questions and getting no answers. Eventually I finished my exam and was getting ready to leave.
"Well, it was nice to meet you Stacy. I'll be seeing more of you and really hope you can interact with me." I laid a hand on her shoulder and was completely shocked when her head raised up and she looked at me. And I mean it was a *look*. All I can remember were those big... brilliantly blue... eyes. They were bluer than any I'd ever seen. I couldn't believe I didn't notice them when I checked her eyes earlier.
I stumbled back a step and saw the merest hint of a smile on her lips as she stared at me. It was kind of frightening, really, but in working with the mentally ill, there's not much you don't see.
I reached the door and knocked, and the orderly let me out. When I looked back again, Stacy was still sitting as when I first saw her, eyes staring straight ahead, unblinking.
I must have looked a little shocked because the orderly asked me if I was ok.
"Yeah, yeah," I said. "She just... surprised me." I wondered if this had happened before and had been unreported, because the orderly didn't seem to think anything even happened. At least he didn't act like it.
"Yeah, I've never seen anyone so out of it, either," he said.
*****
I never saw it coming, I never even had a chance to stop it. She entrapped me. And I don't know if I'll ever get out. I constantly wonder what I have to do to get out. How did she do it? Would I have to force another to endure this instead of me? Is that the only way?
*****
The next few days were... difficult... to say the least. I couldn't get her out of my mind. Every time I'd even have a moment's thought, those big, blue eyes were there.
I lay in bed, tossing and turning at night, thinking of her, seeing her face hovering above me. She'd be watching me, telling me to touch myself. I masturbated to that voice in my head telling me to do it. It excited me that my fantasy voice was teasing me, telling me to stop just as I was going to cum, and then a few minutes later would have me resume, only to repeat it.
When I finally orgasmed, it was her voice that gave me permission to do so. I imagined her face by my cock, watching me stroke it rapidly, almost gleefully watching me cum only at her command. My hand moved so rapidly, stroking myself up and down. Her whispers driving me to stroke faster and harder, making me think about doing things to her... making me want to do things to her. I'd never thought about those things before. They were... kinky. And the thoughts made me cum so hard. I felt it jetting out of me, spraying up onto my chest and abdomen as I groaned out my joy.
On those nights, even my dreams were invaded by visions of her. One clear dream was repeated with slight variations. I remember I was fucking her with abandon, right in front of a large mirror. I was behind her, my hands on her hips, gripping them tightly. I was slamming into her, making her whole body shake. We were both watching each other's face in the mirror, both contorted in obscene pleasure. Her eyes were such a shimmering blue.
Then, as dreams often do, it became weird. It was as if we traded places and now I was the woman, getting fucked by my twin. I could feel how her body was responding and orgasming. It was an incredible, disorienting feeling. I felt the cock pulse in me, felt my breasts sliding across the sheets of the bed. He pulled out of me and I looked back, seeing an evil grin and glint in his eye as he moved away, leaving me all alone.
*****
I watched her for several days, usually from my office using my computer to hook into the video surveillance. There was little to go by, really, she just sat there, staring straight ahead. I looked through the video logs and could see the times the orderly came in to feed her, to put her to bed or to wake her up in the morning.
I was curious at one point and went back to the time frame of the orderly who abused her and noted some of her actions. It was somewhat disturbing in that she would just come in and sit down. The two would just... stare at each other. I had no idea how she could become infatuated with her... but of course addictions were not my specialty.
I just wondered... what was going on in their minds?
*****
I decided to make another visit to her the second week in, October 14th. The visions and dreams of her and her eyes haunted me nightly. I briefly wondered if I was becoming infatuated with her, but tossed it aside as nonsensical. She was my patient, that was all.
I came into the room and pulled a chair up to sit in front of her. I sat down and looked at her, wondering what was going through her head. I started talking to her, asking her questions, hoping she'd just start talking to me. I touched her hand which surprisingly had an effect. She... she looked at me. Her eyes and head shifted and she looked straight at me. I was dumbfounded but encouraged.
I continued to talk to her, hoping to get even more of a response. This time, I clasped her hand and I felt her clasp back. She was holding my hand, slightly squeezing it, and... smiling at me. It was such an incredible breakthrough! I told her how proud I was of her, how incredibly happy this made me, trying to encourage her to keep out of the shell she hid behind.
I was a little nervous, though, when she fell onto her knees on the floor and I bent down to help her. Surprising me, she put her hand on my chest and pushed me back into the chair, not wanting my help. She seemed to struggle to get back up, putting her hands on my knees, and sliding between my legs.
I was too stupid to realize it at the time, but she wasn't trying to stand.
Her hands moved to my pants and unfastened them, all the while with her bright blue eyes shining into mine. My fantasies came rushing back to me, but were now in real life. I could hear the whispering, making me so hard. I needed this so badly. I never tried to stop her as she opened my pants and roughly pulled them down a little, exposing my hardness. It was throbbing with my heartbeat as we both sat watching it.
I watched as she leaned forward and wrapped her lips around the head, sucking softly. I groaned, unable to do anything but accept what she was doing as she swallowed me, deep throating me. It felt heavenly as she swirled her tongue around me. I hadn't had any sex in several months and my own masturbation wasn't even near this good.
Her head was bobbing up and down at a rapid pace and then she surprised me by grabbing my hand and putting it on the back of her head, encouraging me to force her head down on me. I pulled hard, forcing my cock deep inside her mouth until she gagged a little and then let her release it. She slurped noisily before I pulled her down hard again. It felt so incredible, both being so deep in her mouth and in dominating her.
My hand grabbed her hair and I forced her head up and down so I was fucking her face. I couldn't believe how much she seemed to love it. She was moaning and panting on my thick shaft like she was going to cum herself. That made me race towards my orgasm... and I knew it was going to be a big one. I held her head still as I pushed my hips up and back, thrusting into her. I was moving hard, my balls slapping her chin with each thrust into her. And she took everything I gave her.
She looked up at me, captivating me with both her eyes and with the vision of her lips wrapped around the head of my cock as I started to come. She let my cock release from her lips causing my spray to pulse onto her lips, cheeks, and forehead. She relished moving her face around, welcoming my cum all over it. She was a gooey mess when I released her and she sat back down again.
I was breathing heavy as I refastened my pants and came back to my senses. The shock of what I'd just done hit me hard and I stood and rapidly left the room without looking back. I knew that security had to be on their way to escort me out of the building, or worse yet, escort me to jail.
I left the room without anyone saying anything and walked quickly up to my office, shutting the door. I sat in my chair with a huff. I was shaking I was so scared. I just knew the police were on their way.
I wondered what was seen and brought up the security camera in her room, going back twenty minutes.
And I was surprised... on the video was just her and me, sitting and staring at each other. After sitting a long time, it just showed me getting up and rushing out. I couldn't believe it... how could it not have happened?
*****
I lay in bed that night thinking about the day... wondering what in the hell happened. It all felt so real. I felt her mouth on me. I would have sworn to it on a stack of bibles. I wondered if the video had been doctored in some way, wondered if there was some conspiracy to entrap me. I wondered if there'd be an envelope on my desk in the morning with someone blackmailing me.
I finally fell asleep, but it was fitful, with me tossing and turning. Eventually I started dreaming.
I dreamed I walked into her room in the clinic and she was sitting on the bed wearing a black, lace negligee. Her brown hair curled over her shoulders, her gaze smoldering as I walk in. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I was wondering how she could be dressed that way. I could see the swell of her breasts, the nipples accentuated beneath the sheer fabric. I walked over to the bed and stood there as I did before, and I started talking to her as if she's catatonic. But she laid back and pushed her knees apart, exposing the most beautiful and sexy pussy that I'd ever seen.
She asked if I want to fuck it, flashing those beautiful blue eyes at me, and I answered yes. I could feel myself panting in excitement, feel my mouth watering with desire. I put my knee up and crawled onto the bed, but it seemed to be the largest bed ever. She seemed to have moved so far away from me. I crawled forward, wanting to taste her as I've never wanted anything before.
It was like a game of cat and mouse, every time I got close, she'd move away, keeping me just out of range. I could hear giggling all around me, her voice filling the very air, as I tried and tried to catch her. Suddenly, she sprung back into me, landing on top of me as I fell onto my stomach. I was surprised to be suddenly naked as she sat on my back, her breast scraping against my shoulder. She bit and nibbled on my neck and ear. I couldn't believe how easily she seemed to pin me. Nothing I did seemed to move her an inch.
She just laughed in my ear as her tongue caressed it. I could feel my erection grow beneath me as she dominated me, pushing my face into the comforter, jumping on my back. I felt helpless as she easily spun me over onto my back. I was trapped between her thighs looking up at her nakedness. She was smiling evilly down at me, knowing she had me completely at her mercy.
She giggled as she inched her way up my body, bringing her pussy closer and closer to my face. She was singing some stupid kid's song as if she were treating me like a little baby. "Ring around the rosy, a pocket full of posy." The next thing I knew, her pussy was hovering over my mouth and she was looking down at me with that same evil smirk on her face. Somehow I knew she could kill me like this, smother me until I passed out, keep me from ever breathing again... and for some reason I didn't care.
"All fall down!" My mouth was watering as she lowered herself onto me. I opened my mouth and let my tongue press into her overheated flesh as it folded and molded around my lips and mouth. She applied just enough pressure that I couldn't move, all I could do was lick and suck her beautiful, wet pussy. I knew I better do a good job and tried to give her an orgasm as quickly as possible. My mouth moved swiftly, hitting every sensitive spot, making her moan and squirm above me. Her hands gripped my head, pulling my face harder into her as she ground her hips up and back, humping my mouth.
After an eternity, I felt her tense up, felt her body quivering above me. She was moaning loudly as she thrust her pussy hard onto my face and let her juices pour out over me. I licked and sucked, trying to catch every drop, trying to keep her from drowning me. She was wailing loudly now and I knew I hit the spot.
Suddenly my alarm clock pealed, jolting me from my sleep.
*****
Why I didn't see the signs, I didn't know. I kept telling myself that this was only a dream, only a fantasy. But deep down I knew better. I wondered what I was going to do now, as an orderly lay me back on the bed and began giving me a sponge bath. I felt the warm, damp sponge glide over this body that was my prison, making me so clean again. The coolness of my body gave me a momentary sense of clarity, of self. But my mind quickly fell back into the mire... back into the molasses that held me trapped.
*****
It took me another week to get up the courage to go see her again. I'll never forget the date... October 31st... Halloween. The dreams of her still haunted me, but I reasoned it off to be a figment of my overworked imagination. I knew I was having relationship issues and this was just a way for me to deal with it. I figured I had just created an evil woman figure in which to throw blame, rather than accepting the fact that I wasn't getting what I wanted out of my dating.
I walked down the stark white hall and stopped at her door. The orderly unlocked it and let me inside, closing the door and locking it behind me. I saw him peer in through the small window and nodded.



It was then that I felt hands slide over my abdomen and chest, felt a warm body press into my back. One of her hands stroked at my crotch, making me instantly hard, but I resisted her. I grabbed her wrist and turned around to confront her. She smiled up at me.
"Fuck me," she whispered. "I want you to just fuck me." I stood dumbfounded. She was wearing that black negligee again and it was incredibly alluring. It truly did accentuate her body in just the right way. She backed away towards the small bed that stood along the wall, pulling me with her.
"You can do anything you want to me, just fuck me." She was insistent, grabbing at the waist of my pants again, quickly and easily unfastening them.
"This is wrong," I said, closing my eyes. "I'm a doctor, for god's sake." I opened my eyes and saw her again, standing there, opening her negligee and swirling her hands over her breasts. She pulled the thin material aside, baring her chest to me, begging me to suck on her. Her hand snaked out, grabbing me behind the head, and pulled me to her chest. My mouth instantly found her hard nipple and I sucked on it. Her moans made me suck harder and more fully, enjoying myself.
I pulled her negligee down her body and she kicked it away. Now naked, my lust went into overdrive and I knew I had to have her. Knowing that this was still just a fantasy fueled me onwards. I pushed her back onto the bed and she fell willingly. I pushed my pants down and dropped to my knees in front of her. I held her legs apart and pushed into her with abandon. She was mine.... and I was going to take her.
She grunted when I first pushed in and with the heavenly feeling of her pussy squeezing my cock, I closed my eyes and pushed deeper and deeper. Then my hips started pumping.... harder.... and faster. I couldn't believe I was doing this at last. I opened my eyes again and saw her laying in the bed looking back at me, her white hospital gown now on her and pushed up above her hips.
I didn't stop to think, didn't wonder about how things were now different. I just knew I had to keep fucking her. I was so near my orgasm and I squeezed my eyes tightly closed. It felt so incredible. She grabbed my neck, holding me tightly, fucking back up and into me, until at last I felt my entire body light up with pleasure. Every nerve ending seemed to be ignited as my orgasm was unleashed. It was far more incredible than anything I'd ever felt before... almost other-worldly.
My eyes drifted open and I saw blue eyes staring back at me. I was... shocked... something was.... different. I felt myself falling back into the softness of the bed and watched as my body pulled away from me and stood beside the bed, looking down at me. I watched as the brilliantly blue eyes stared down at me. 'I don't have blue eyes...' barely registered in my brain.
"Oh, thank god, I'm finally out of that hell!" my own voice said down to me. It smirked at me as it fastened up its pants. I felt my mind being slowed, being swallowed as if trudging through molasses. "Don't worry Doc. They'll take good care of you," my body said, laughing.
I lay on the bed, unable to move my limbs, unable to move my mouth to speak. It was a strange sensation to totally lose control of thought and movement... and watch my own body walk away from me. The door opened quickly and two security guards and an orderly pulled my body out of the room, cursing at it, and telling it to never come back. A female orderly came in and with a soothing voice told me he'd be removed and would never hurt me ever again...
No one knows what its like
To be the bad man, to be the sad man
Behind blue eyes.
*****
And now I sit, trapped, day after day, on the edge of the bed looking forward, unable to move. I realize that this body... this mind... is a prison from which I have to find a way to escape. I know it can be done... the orderly was the occupant before me and she escaped. But I don't know how she did it. Yet.
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Beach Vacation - Part 1
It was the start of a difficult vacation for me. I was going to be starting my third year of college in the fall and my parents had decided to take our family on vacation. We were going to drive down to Florida, an eight hour trip, to a house we rented. The plan was awesome... two weeks on a mostly private beach... soaking up the sun, surf, and sand. I planned on relaxing the entire time.
But my vacation plans were a little rocked when my younger sister, Josie, who'd just turned eighteen and graduated High School, brought her best friend, Emmanuelle, with her. Supposedly Josie couldn't live two weeks without her friend around and since we had room in the house, my parents let her come.
Josie has known Emmanuelle since the two were ten years old. Emmanuelle lived just a few houses down from us and was at our house constantly. I'd seen her grow up from a skinny, little girl, to a full fledged, beautiful woman. But I wouldn't tell her that. From the moment we met, she was a pain to me... always making fun of everything about me... always in my face... and always around. Part of the problem, I know, was that she had a crush on me. I hid the fact that I had a crush on her, too.
Since there were now five of us, the three of us were now crammed into the back seat while my mom and dad sat in the front. It made for a difficult drive, especially since every touch of Emmanuelle's leg against mine, she sat in the middle, sent a shiver up my spine and caused an erection. A constant erection. And it was extremely difficult to hide my erection in these close confines. I did the best I could under the circumstances.
We stopped several times on the way down, to stretch our legs and get some food, and every time I had to wait a second before I could get out of the car... just so my erection would calm down and I could walk.
Emmanuelle, for her part, didn't seem to notice, but didn't seem to stop touching me, either. She bumped her leg against me, or touched my thigh while talking or laughing. It was extremely frustrating.
When we finally got there at about 5:00pm, we unpacked our things and went into the house, picking which rooms we'd be in. I got a large room on the second floor to myself. It had two full-size beds, meant to sleep two couples if necessary, and had a great big window through which I had a great view of the ocean.
My parents picked a room on the first floor, while Josie and Emmanuelle shared another room on the second floor. I started unpacking and listened to the girls giggling as they unpacked. They were excited and wanted to immediately hit the beach. I could barely hear them when they closed their door to get dressed in their bikinis, but when they opened the door to run down the stairs, it was almost ear-splitting! They were giggling as they ran past my door, Emmanuelle seemingly staring at me as she jogged past a little slower, down the stairs and out the back to the beach.
I watched them through my bedroom window, glancing every now and then as I carefully laid my clothes in the dresser. When I glanced out and saw them putting on tanning lotion, I couldn't help but stop and watch. Both of them were beautiful women in their own right, but Emmanuelle's body definitely caught my attention. Her yellow suit barely covered her body. Her breasts had grown considerably since I'd last really known her and it was as if the thin fabric and small ties were going to burst trying to contain them. The narrow bottoms slid the material between her legs but offered a great view of her ass.
I was practically drooling as they helped each other by applying the lotion to each other's backs and felt my cock instantly harden. It had already been a long, torturous day and my cock wasn't going to let me forget it. I closed and softly locked my bedroom door and unfastened my shorts as I moved back to the window. In seconds my cock was in my hand and I was sliding up and down its long shaft.
It felt incredible, stroking myself, watching the very hot girls on the beach, as I leaned against the window frame.
"God, I'd love to have you on your knees in front of me," I whispered to no one as I envisioned Emmanuelle doing just that. I imagined her looking up at me, her lips around my shaft, her mouth full of my cock as I held her head in my hands and drove myself in and out, slowly fucking her face.
My fantasy was interrupted by a swift knock on my door.
"Vince?" my mom called through the closed door. "We're going to go to the grocery store. We should be back in an hour or so. Ok?"
"Yeah... Ok mom," I responded, turning to look at the closed door but never missing a beat on my cock. When I turned back to the beach, Emmanuelle was standing below, coming back into the house. She was looking up, watching me in the window. Without breaking stride, I looked right at her and continued stroking. My cock was so hard at this point. It was like I wanted her to see what she'd done to me. I wanted her to know how turned on I was. I wanted her to know that I was going to cum thinking about her.
Emmanuelle just stood there, looking at me, frozen in place. I had no idea what was going through her mind, but the pleasure coursing through me was so strong, I couldn't stop. I closed my eyes when my orgasm finally hit me. My cock pulsed again and again as I came, grunting with every spray.
"Fuck!" I moaned as it started to fade. My hand was coated with my cum and I opened my eyes and saw that a lot of it was also splashed on the window and window sill. When I looked down, Emmanuelle was no longer there. I stood there composing myself for a moment and then redressed. I walked down to the bathroom and grabbed some tissue to clean up with and when I finished cleaning, I slipped on my own swimming trunks and decided to join the girls on the beach.
Josie was laying on her towel in the sand, face up, working on her tan. She wore a black bikini that didn't leave a lot to the imagination. I laid my towel on the sand and walked into the water. It was cool and felt good with the hot sun overhead and the heat radiating from the sand. I walked in about waist deep and then dove into a wave, letting the water completely engulf me.
The water surged around me as I broke the surface again and stood. I could feel the water swell and recede, pushing and pulling me. It was powerful and all consuming. I glanced at the shore and saw that Emmanuelle had joined Josie at their towels. They were watching me and talking. There was no way I could tell what they were talking about, but it seemed like I was the topic of discussion.
I played in the water for a while longer, diving into the waves, and rolling with the surge, before I finally walked out and sat on my towel. Emmanuelle smiled at me as I sat and I could see the hint of desire in her face and watched as her eyes moved up and down my body. I smiled back at her and then lay back to work on my own tan.
The sun was nearing the horizon when we all finally decided to go back inside. My parents had returned and mom had made some dinner for us. I went up and took a quick shower and changed, then we ate. I could feel the sexual tension between Emmanuelle and I as we all tried to have a nice family meal together. I couldn't get her out of my fantasies as I thought about all I wanted to do to her. Even now she sat in a pair of shorts with a t-shirt on... obviously with no bra. And my cock was severely strained in my shorts.
The night was fairly quiet. I had my window open and listened to the surf as I lay in bed and looked through social media on my phone. I finally fell asleep around 1:00am with the moonlight making my room glow. When I woke, the sun was up, shining right in my room. I was lucky my pillow had created a shadow for me or I would have been awake at 6:00am! The sound of the waves and seagulls echoed against the walls and filled my room. A gentle sea-breeze blew in the window.
I rubbed my eyes and stretched. It felt good to sleep in finally. I could feel my erection, once again, pushing against my underwear. Knowing I'd just jack off in the shower, I pulled the covers off and slipped on a pair of shorts. I grabbed a towel and washcloth and walked down the hall to the bathroom. No one seemed to be in the house at all.
I opened the glass shower doors and stepped inside, turning the water on hot. I liked it hot. I liked feeling it running over my skin, making it tingle and sting a little. Even in this warm climate, it felt good cascading over me.
As I washed, I could feel my cock hardening yet again. I couldn't help but get the image of Emmanuelle out of my head. I squirted some shampoo in my palm and used it as a lubricant, my hand sliding up and down my shaft. God that felt so good. I put my left hand on the shower wall to help steady myself as I stroked faster.
I was so fucking hard! Unfortunately, I knew I'd been in the shower too long and figured I'd just finish myself off in the comfort of my room. My cock bobbed furiously hard beneath me as I turned off the water and opened the shower door. That's when I saw her!
Emmanuelle was squatting by the bathroom door, the door closed and her back against the wall. Her knees were spread wide, her hand in her panties, obviously masturbating.
"Woah! What are you... what are you doing?" I asked, surprised. Her eyes were trapped, moving between my bobbing erection and my questioning face.
"Um... I don't know," she said, blushing furiously. With such a brazen act she had to assume she was going to be caught. The only question was, what was I going to do about it.
I reached for a towel, and wrapped it around my waist. "Wait a second. Let me cover up a little bit."
"Sorry," she said softly, not knowing where to look or what to do.
"What are you doing up here?"
"I don't know... I mean, like,..." She was so embarrassed to be caught, one in a compromising position and two because I was standing there nearly naked.
I stood just two feet away from where she was still kneeling. Her hand was out of her shorts and I could smell her musky scent. My cock was throbbing even more beneath the towel, tenting it in front of me. "You were up here the whole time I was in the shower?"
"No... I mean... yeah...."
With her still kneeling down, I felt obliged to ask the obvious question. "Why are you down there? What were you doing?"
"Nothing... I was just... kneeling down." Embarrassed, she stood up finally. It felt like I towered over her. She was so small when she was embarrassed. She seemed to shrink inside of herself. It made me feel powerful and dominant.
"Were you playing with your pussy?" I asked, emphasizing the last word. I wanted it to sound crude. I wanted her to be even more embarrassed.
She looked at the floor. "Yeah," she whispered.
"While watching me shower?" I asked, moving closer to her. My hands went to waistline of the towel around me.
"Yeah," she whispered again after a little pause.
I started pulling the towel from around my waist. "Did you like what you saw?" I asked then tossed the towel onto the floor away from us. "What? You wanted to see this? Do you like what you see?" My hand indicated my cock. It was stretching out between us, begging to be pleasured.
I watched her look down at it and first lick her lips and then bite her lower lip. She wanted it... badly.
"Touch it..." I suggested, reaching for her hand and guiding it to my hardness. Her fingers instinctively wrapped around it and she softly and slowly stroked it.
"I don't want to get in trouble. I mean..." She started to pull away, but didn't remove her hand. I could tell she needed reassurance that this was something I wanted, too.
"Shhh... we won't tell anybody. Come here," I said, pulling her closer to me. "Don't worry. Come here." She was standing right in front of me, her hand still on my cock, slowly stroking it. One of my hands was around her shoulders, holding her closer to me. We both looked down, watching her hand slowly play with my very hard and very large cock.
"Your hand feels so good," I whispered.
"It's... it's so big... and hard..." She sounded almost mesmerized by it. Her touch was delicate, as if she was afraid of breaking it. But it was like a steel rod at this point. I needed to cum so badly.
"You know what to do with that, right?" I asked, using my arm around her shoulders to guide her into kneeling before me.
"Mmhmm," she whispered, kneeling at my urging, her face inches from my cock as her hand continued stroking up and down my shaft. "I think so."
The head of my cock was an angry, purplish color, showing just how badly I needed to cum. My cock was throbbing in her hands as she used both of them now to stroke the shaft and flick over the head repeatedly.
"Taste it," I ordered. She looked up at me to judge if I was serious or not. "You can do it," I said. "Lick it like an ice cream cone."
She smiled as she realized just how excited she was making me. I could tell she was proud that I wanted her as badly as she wanted me. She leaned forward, a little tentatively, and slid her tongue against my cock. It was a short touch, but enough to tell her that it wasn't so bad after all.
"Oh God," I moaned, and she licked from the base to the tip next, tasting my entire cock. When her mouth got to the top, she smiled up at me again and then slid her mouth over the tip, driving it deep inside.
"Oh," I moaned. "Suck on it... Oh, yes... Fuck that feels good." She was slurping around it, letting the head plop out of her mouth before sliding it inside again. She sucked and licked it over and over. She wasn't experienced, but she didn't have to be. She had exactly what I needed.
She moved back and gasped a little as her hands slid up and down with renewed enthusiasm. I was getting so close to my boiling point.
"Let me see you suck that cock. Oh, you're bad," I whispered as she flicked her tongue over and around the head, giggling as I struggled with the overwhelming sensation of it, before sucking it back inside her mouth again.
A knock on the door surprised me. "Vince? Are you about done in there? I need to use the bathroom," Josie said.
Emmanuelle slid me out of her mouth and sat in stunned silence, afraid to even move so she wouldn't be caught. I put a finger to my lips to tell her to be quiet. My cock was bobbing right in front of her face, almost making me laugh, though.
"I'm taking a dump, Josie. Use the one downstairs," I yelled back, trying not to sound as annoyed as I was.
"Grrr," Josie fake growled as she left to go downstairs.
I smiled down at Emmanuelle. She looked scared at almost being caught. Her face was flushed with a combination of embarrassment and lustful excitement and it was so sexy. "Sooo... where did we leave off?" I asked.
"I... I better go," Emmanuelle whispered, standing up and reaching back for the door knob.
I moved close to her, backing her into the door. I put my hands on her hips, much cock pressing against her stomach. "I supposed I'll just have to take care of it myself," I whispered. "This time."
She licked her lips and smiled, knowing that this wasn't going to be the last time. She slipped away from me and quietly disappeared out the door, shutting it behind her.
I stayed in the bathroom for the next ten minutes... about one minute before I came and then nine minutes to relax afterwards and clean up. I couldn't believe how excited she'd made me!
When I got out of the bathroom and walked into my own bedroom, I could hear the girls outside, just leaving to walk down to the beach. I looked out my window and watched their near naked bodies walking away from me, their beautiful asses swaying with each step. I shook my head and wondered when I'd get a piece of Emmanuelle. After the blue balls in the shower, I was due!
I changed into my swim trunks and headed to the beach to join them. They were laying on their backs, letting the sun tan them as I approached. It was interesting to be able to ogle Emmanuelle as she just lay there. I put my towel beside theirs and sat down for a second.
"It's such a beautiful day," Emmanuelle said beside me.
I nodded as my eyes scanned the clear blue sky overhead. "Yes it is. It's rather... hot... though. I'll probably have to take another shower soon." I quickly turned towards the girls with a sly smile on my face. Josie still had her eyes closed and was shaking her head with a frown, knowing it was a sexual innuendo. Emmanuelle was looking at me, her hand shielding her eyes from the sun. She smiled at me and quickly raised her eyebrows, signally me that she wanted it as well.
"Let's go cool off," Emmanuelle said to Josie, hitting her arm with the back of her hand.
"Ok," my sister said, getting up. They both adjusted their suits a little as I stood to join them. Then we walked over the hot sand down to the water's edge. I walked into it as it lapped up onto my feet. It felt cool compared to the warmth of the sun, but still felt incredibly good. Waves were rolling onto the beach as we continued walking out. When it got to about waist deep, we each dove into the water to get completely wet.
"Tag, you're it," Emmanuelle told Josie as she tapped her shoulder and ran in the chest-deep water away from her, squealing.
Josie turned towards her and ran a step or two before resorting to swimming towards her. Emmanuelle had circled towards shallower water and was now moving towards me, trying to avoid Josie. But my sister had the angle and dove towards her, tapping her on the head.
"You're it," Josie yelled as she quickly swam backwards and away. Emmanuelle started towards Josie, but then suddenly changed direction towards me and dove under the water. I had an idea where she was going, but I wasn't sure, so I didn't move. I didn't think she'd be able to find me in the surf.
In just a minute, I felt Emmanuelle's hand on my knee as she grabbed onto it. Slowly, her hands moved up my leg, one hand skimming over my cock just before she broke the water's surface beside me. "You're it," she said softly, slowly backing away from me.
"Uh huh," I said lunging towards her. It took a few seconds to catch up with her, but when I did, my hands grabbed her waist and I held her facing away from me. "You're it," I said, throwing her out of the water and into the oncoming wave.
We laughed as she surfaced, sputtering a little bit and wiping the salt-water off her face.
"Uh oh," Josie yelled from nearby. "Better tie that!"
Emmanuelle's hands quickly went to her top to try to put it back into place. The strings had come undone in the water and it had shifted, giving me a quick peek at her lovely breasts and very hard nipples. "Oops," she said as she tied it back on.
I clapped my hands, giggling a little. "Bravo! Bravo! Nice show!" The two looked at me. "Encore?" I said, smiling deviously?
"Not likely," Emmanuelle yelled back playfully.
*****
It was three days later before I found myself alone with Emmanuelle again. I had just finished having lunch and my parents and Josie were out of the house somewhere. As I was walking up the stairs to my bedroom, I heard someone softly calling for help at the end of the hall. I hadn't been down to that room yet, and it wasn't the girls' room, so I wondered what could be happening.
I decided to take a look and walked down to the room. As I looked inside, I could see several pieces of exercise equipment and realized this was a little workout room. I heard Emmanuelle's voice as she was talking to herself and she suddenly called for help again. I walked in the room, turned, and was completely shocked at Emmanuelle's predicament. Her ankles were strapped into an inversion table and she was hanging upside down, struggling to get upright again.
"Anyone? I'm a little stuck! What the fuck! Shit!" I watched Emmanuelle try to lift her body up, only to fall back upside-down.



"So... what happened?" I said, surprising her. She hadn't heard me come in the room.
"Vince! I'm a little stuck. I was walking by this thing and had no idea what it was..."
"So you obviously had to try it," I snickered. She was wearing a bright yellow bikini with a t-shirt on over the top. Her tanned skin was highlighted by the bright color and the small size of the suite excited me. I walked over and stood next to the machine, trying to determine what was wrong.
"Yeah, I didn't realize I'd get stuck upside down. Can you help me here?" she asked.
"Oh, I dunno... it's kind of entertaining." I laughed.
"What? You like seeing me in a jam like this?"
"Yeah, actually, in this particular case very much so. It's got some entertainment value to it."
"Maybe you could help me out a little bit?"
"You need some help?" I looked at the mechanism and noticed that one of the ties to her bikini bottoms was caught in the lever mechanism, keeping it from moving. I had no idea how it could have gotten there, but it was a bit of luck for me.
"Yeah. I feel like I could swing up there, but...." She tried to swing her upper body up, but since the table didn't rotate, she quickly fell back down again.
"You know, actually," I said, sliding my hand over her shin, her warm, soft skin exciting me. My eyes diverted to the small patch of cloth that was between her thighs. I could just make out the swell of her pussy beneath. "I'm thinking that, uh, you look like you can't fight back." My hand slid lower, sliding onto her thigh and moving to the soft flesh of her inner thigh.
"What do you mean? What... what are you talking about?" she asked nervously.
"Well," I said bending over a little bit to look her right in the eye. "I'm thinking... I'm going to taste you."
"What?"
"Yeah, and you're stuck. You can't go anywhere, so your pussy is mine to play with for a while."
"What? I can get out," she said, struggling to crunch her body upwards. But it proved too difficult and she fell back down again.
"I don't think you can," I laughed and then reached down and pulled her t-shirt down over her face. "I don't think you can even see, actually."
I slid my hand over one of her breasts and felt the pliant flesh beneath her bikini. I could feel her hard nipple and pinched it a little, making her squirm. I reached behind her and untied her top and it fell down to rest underneath her chin, too. She put her hands on the floor, trying her best to get upright, but the tie string caught in the lever held firm. The table wasn't going to rotate without it being removed.
Her breasts were large and they fell down towards her face. I laughed, envisioning if they were much larger and they'd smother her. My hands grabbed her bare breasts, stroking and squeezing them. I grabbed her nipples and squeezed them, twisting them slightly as she groaned helplessly. I could tell she was getting very turned on, however.
"Awwww... someone can't fight back," I giggled, firmly playing with each tit as I knelt on the floor.
"Oh my God," she whimpered, pulling her shirt off her face.
I moved closer to her, and kissed her stomach. moving closer and closer towards her pussy while my own crotch was in front of her face. I could feel my erection growing, pushing against the material of my shorts. My fingers found the ties on the sides of her bikini bottoms and with a quick pull, they were untied. I pulled the material free and left it dangling from the lever mechanism it was stuck within.
"Oh, look at that," I whispered as my face rose to the level of her beautiful pussy. Her pussy was bare, except for a small tuft of hair above her clit. Her lips were a engorged and I could tell she was getting excited by the minute. "Such a beautiful pussy." I kissed closer and closer to it and licked her smooth skin.
"Oh God," she whispered, her body moving slightly, whether to help or hinder me, I couldn't tell.
"I've been wondering what your pussy would taste like," I said, sliding my fingers over and between her lips. I could feel her wetness and let it coat my fingers. "Would it be sweet? Would it be a little tart?" My fingers slid over and around her clit as it became more and more exposed. I licked my fingers and slid them into my mouth, officially tasting her for the first time.
"Mmmmm," I moaned softly. "Definitely sweet! Sweet as honey. Did you know that? Did you know how good your pussy tasted?" I asked, looking down at her slightly upturned face. Her face was pinkish, either from being upside down or from her extreme excitement. I wasn't sure which.
"No," she whispered excitedly.
"Well... you'll just have to have a taste after I fuck you," I said, slipping a finger inside her.
"Oh," she moaned, opening her mouth in excitement.
"It's definitely too tasty to pass up!" I slid my finger in and out of her tight wetness as my other hand teased her clit. I felt her body undulating beneath me and moved back in front of her. I could feel her hands on my thighs, working up and over my erection, stroking it through my shorts.
Then I leaned in and began licking her clit as best I could. I wasn't in the best position, but planned to correct that shortly.
"Oh my God that feels amazing," she moaned as she brought her face against my crotch and began kissing my erection through my pants. Her hands began unfastening my shorts, trying to free my cock.
After a few minutes of licking her, during which she kissed and licked my crotch, I backed away from her and stood. Smiling down at her I freed the tie from the mechanism and slowly rotated the inversion table until it was nearly horizontal. Then I unfastened one of her legs and spread it wide before sliding my tongue back to her pussy again. Her lips were so engorged and so open that my tongue easily slid deep inside her.
"Mmhmmm... Mmmm... oh yeah... Oh God," she whispered again and again as I licked her clit rapidly. I sucked each of her labia into my mouth, pulling them away from her body teasingly and nibbling on them. Her body was shaking with desire and pleasure.
"I bet your boyfriend doesn't make you feel this good," I whispered before suddenly sucking her clit into my mouth.
"Oh my god!" she moaned loudly and her body shook erratically as she came for me. "Fuck!"
"Mmm... such a yummy pussy," I whispered licking up her fluids and causing more tremors through her body.
"Emmanuelle? Are you up there?" Josie yelled from the bottom of the stairwell.
"Oh my God, I'm supposed to be outside!" Emmanuelle was scared again and sat up, tipping the table so she could get off it. I stood back as she grabbed her bathing suit and quickly redressed.
"Yeah... I'll be down in a second," she yelled back.
I giggled. "Damn, you're going to leave me with blue balls again, aren't you?"
"I'm sorry," she said meekly, worried that I might be upset with her. "I definitely owe you more than one. Tonight? After everyone's gone to bed?"
"Sounds good to me," I smiled.
She started bolting for the door, and then came back and gave me a searing kiss. She nearly choked me with her tongue as it plunged deep into my mouth for a brief moment. Just as quickly as it started, it ended and she ran towards the door. She nearly ran into Josie as my sister came into the room. She looked around, surprised to see the equipment at first, and then was shocked to see me.
"Uh... something going on here?" Josie asked. She didn't look angry, just surprised.
Emmanuelle and I looked at each other for a second. "No," Emmanuelle said. "I was just..."
"Checking out the exercise equipment," I finished. "She got stuck on the inversion table and I helped her get off." I smiled at my own joke and watched Emmanuelle blush a little.
"Uh huh," Josie said. "Well... we have a date with the sun if you don't mind," she said to me.
"No... go right ahead," I replied. "I'll be down soon myself and join you."
As soon as the girls left, I quickly moved to my room and closed the door. I moved to the window and watched them walking out to the beach in their tight, little bikinis. God, seeing their sexy asses swaying really got me going! I dropped my shorts and curled my fingers around my shaft and started stroking it. I wasn't going to last long. Just as the stepped onto the sand, Emmanuelle looked back up, her eyes sliding up to my window and smiled when she realized what I was doing.
I came in seconds.
After I cleaned up, I dressed in my swim trunks and walked downstairs. My parents were in the living room of the house, reading. I greeted them quickly, and moved out the back door and down to the beach. I lay my towel on the sand beside the girls and walked down to the water.
*****
It was 2am when the door to my room opened and Emmanuelle slipped inside. "Vince?", she called shyly.
I was just running through the messages on a social media site on my phone, laying in bed. "Hey. How are you?"
Emmanuelle closed the door quietly and moved towards the bed. She was wearing a simple night shirt with spaghetti straps that hung down to mid-thigh.
"Good," she said, smiling a little.
"What's that devilish little smile on your face for?" I asked, smiling at the little smirk on her face.
"I don't know," she said, grabbing at the hem of her shirt as she stood at the foot of my bed.
"You look like you want to cause some trouble or something."
"Maybe. I like to cause a little trouble," she said, giggling.
"Geez, those are like some serious trouble eyes." I put my phone on the nightstand and sat up. My cock was hard underneath my boxers, tenting them.
Emmanuelle shook her head. "No," she whispered. "There're not."
"What if I want you to cause some trouble with me," I smiled. I dropped my hand to my cock and started stroking it through my boxers. Her eyes drifted lower, looking directly at my cock, and she smiled.
"Like... this?" she asked. She lifted the hem of her night shirt to show that she wasn't wearing panties. While the room was dark with shadows very far from the bedroom lamp, I could tell she was excited.
"Wow, you aren't wearing any underwear."
"I know. Presumptuous of me," she said teasingly. I watched her put her knee up on the end of the bed as her hand dropped between her legs. She started sliding her fingers through her beautiful pussy lips, over her clit and sliding deep inside herself.
"Mmmm, so sexy," I said, continuing to stroke myself, too. "Screams sex appeal."
She pulled her shirt up and then lifted it over her head and off, exposing herself completely to my eyes. God she was beautiful and sexy.
"You like these big tits?" she asked, her hands cupping and lifting them for my pleasure. Her fingers pulled at her nipples, making them hard.
"God your tits are incredible," I whispered.
She licked her lips while staring at my hand on my cock. "Am I making you all nice and hard?" She curled her finger at me, urging me to come toward her. "I think you should come over here."
I slid over the covers to the end of the bed as she dropped to her knees. Her hand slid over my cock, feeling how hard and long it was. She started stroking me, driving me crazy. Her eyes were glued to my cock now, wanting it desperately. Slowly she grabbed the elastic of my boxers and started lowering them. I lifted my hips slightly to help her pull them past and down my legs. She tossed them aside as she leaned forward and licked my shaft. Her tongue moved from the base to the tip and down again, driving me crazy.
"Oh, God," I moaned, my hand moving to cradle her head.
She moved back to the head and let her tongue circle over and around it before sliding her mouth over it. She let my cock slide deep into her mouth before sliding out again.
"Mmm," she moaned, the vibrations sending tingles all over my body. "Feels so good in my mouth," she whispered. She stroked my shaft, using her spit as a lubricant. "Maybe I'll just take my time and play with your cock." She looked up at me and smiled before sliding her tongue over the tip of my cock. She had no idea how crazy she was driving me. It felt like my cock was pulsing with a need to cum.
"Your cock is so fucking hard. It needs something on it. Like my mouth," she said, giggling, sliding the shaft into her mouth again. Her mouth moved up and down, applying just the right amount of suction. Every now and then she'd release it and stroke with her hand. She may not be very experienced, but she was good at going down on me.
I groaned, my orgasm quickly approaching. My ass clenched as I pushed my cock up into her face over and over. My fingers entwined in her hair, pulling it to dominate her.
She moaned as my cock slurped out of her mouth again. "Are you going to cum for me? Mmmm, I can take it." Her hand kept moving, quickly sliding up and down, curving over the head, driving me insane.
"That feels so good," I whispered, meeting her eyes. She looked so eager and happy. She wanted me to cum for her. She wanted to please me so badly.
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah. Oh my God," I groaned. She moved beneath my cock until the tip was centered over her face and continued stroking it. Her hand felt incredible. "God, you're going to make me cum!"
"Uh huh. Just like that?" she gushed excitedly. She wanted my cum just as much as I did. "Just like that?"
"Yeah!" I groaned again. My body was tensing up, ready to spray her.
"Cum on my lips?" she asked. "Come on... cum for me!" She kept stroking my cock, pointing it right at her face, begging me to cum all over it. She opened her mouth, her tongue extended, ready to catch everything I had to give her.
It felt like I was going to blow her head clean off. The force that was building up inside me was bigger than I'd ever felt before. I'd had sex with a few women before, but none had made me as excited as Emmanuelle was. Suddenly my body tightened and I began cumming. I closed my eyes feeling the pleasure roar out of me as I came again and again. It was like every ounce of strength was leaving me.
When I opened my eyes again, she was licking my cock, cleaning all of the cum off of it. Her face was streaked with white globs, my cum falling all over it. She smiled, licking and sucking it off my shaft, and then swiping it off her face with her finger and sliding it into her mouth.
"God! You're so fucking sexy!" I whispered, my hands sliding behind me to prop me up. My chest was heaving with my exertion and I was covered in sweat.
"Mmmm," she giggled. "I have your cum all over my face." Emmanuelle stood and grabbed her night shirt, sliding it over her head and down her body. "I better get back. I think I'm becoming addicted to you." She smiled, shyly, and then moved to the door. Turning, she bit her lip. "Maybe tomorrow we can...?"
"Yes... tomorrow we will," I answered.
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Beach Vacation - Part 2
I awoke late Friday morning, the end of our first week on vacation at the beach in Florida, to bright sunshine and a roaring ocean surf. The seagulls were loud this morning and sounded like they were right outside my window. I closed my eyes and shook my head, wondering if last night with Emmanuelle was real or a dream.
My cock certainly was deflated enough to tell me it was real. She was gifted at sucking cock, that's for sure.
I got out of bed and slipped on some shorts, forgoing a t-shirt. I grabbed my towel and opened my door to head down to the bathroom. The house was quiet but I noticed that Emmanuelle's and Josie's bedroom door was slightly open. I walked to the top of the stairs and looked down. My father was sitting on the couch reading a book, but nobody else was around and the house was quiet except for the fan of the air conditioner and the whirling ceiling fan.
I moved back down the hall, trying to be extra quiet, and peered inside the barely-open door. I saw a pair of long, bare legs on the bed, slightly bent and slightly spread. I couldn't tell who it was, but it appeared that the woman wasn't just lying there in her panties and t-shirt. She ran her left hand over the outside of her thigh, lightly scratching it and teasing the leg band of her panties. Her panties were a frilly turquoise and she wore a white tank top above them.
Her fingers lazily traced along the edges of her panties, sometimes going beneath and pulling at them, as if she was deciding whether to take them off or not. Then she grabbed the hem of her tank top and pulled it up, sitting up to pull it over her head. It was then that, surprise, I saw it was Josie and not Emmanuelle.
Josie had ear-buds in her ears and was holding her phone in her right hand, watching a video. She was naked underneath her top and her breasts were large, beautifully creamy, the tan line triangle highlighting them. I'd never noticed how perfect her breasts were. Her nipples were small but pointed and she ran her left hand over them teasingly, casually circling them and lightly pinching them, almost as if she were bored.
She adjusted the pillows behind her and lay back again, hiding her face from my view. But I could still see her from the chest downwards. As she lay there, she continued running her hand over her body, stroking herself with a lover's touch. Her hand stroked her inner thighs as she spread her legs, and I could tell that whatever she was watching on her phone, it was exciting her.
I glanced back down the hall and saw that it was still empty and still quiet. I don't know where my mom or Emmanuelle were, but they weren't close by. I knew I shouldn't be watching my own sister like this, but I couldn't help it. It was too erotic to stop. I peered back into the room just as her hand slid between her legs. I couldn't tell if her hand was over her panties or inside them, but she moved her hips indicating she was definitely masturbating.
I couldn't hear anything over the noise of the surf and seagulls, but I could imagine she was moaning softly. My cock felt so hard as it pulsed in my shorts. As I adjusted it, my hand stayed, slightly stroking myself as I continued watching her. It didn't take her long to lift her hips and push her panties down and off her legs. Her hand then went straight between her thighs and I could easily tell she was masturbating now.
Her body was undulating, her hips rising and falling, and her hand was moving quickly around her clit. She lifted her fingers to her lips and licked them, adding a little lubricant, before sliding down again and plunging between her lips and into her pussy. She was certainly enjoying herself now and I could hear little moans over the beach sounds through her open window.
"See something interesting?" Emmanuelle's breathy whisper from behind me startled me. I jumped, stunned to have been caught. I guess I was just so wrapped up in what I was seeing that I didn't hear her come down the hall. I put my finger to my lips to suggest that she be quiet. She was trying to peer in the room behind me and ended up pushing me away a little so she could see.
As she looked in the crack, I felt her hand grab mine, pulling me closer. She lowered herself to the floor and turned her face towards me, smiling, inviting me to watch at the same time. As I looked in, Josie was repositioning herself, and was coating a vibrator with some kind of lubricant from a squirt bottle. She must have moved to get it while I wasn't looking.
Once it was coated, she moved it to her pussy, rubbing it up and down over her clit. I could hear the slight buzzing of the toy. As Emmanuelle and I watched, I felt Emmanuelle's hand touch my knee and then move higher. She moved quickly up my leg and started stroking my hardened cock inside. I wanted to stop her, I did not want to do this while watching my sister, but I couldn't stop her if I tried.
Josie pushed the vibrator deep inside herself and then began fucking herself with it. She moved it slowly at first, and then built up speed, fucking herself with abandon, alternating sliding it in and out of her pussy fast and shallow and then going slow and deep. The muscles of her legs tensed and relaxed again and again and I knew she was going to cum.
Emmanuelle turned away from the door and faced me, quickly unfastening my shorts and taking charge. I tried to grab her hands to tell her no, but she refused to stop. Smiling up at me, deviously, she pushed my shorts and boxers down and immediately shoved my cock deep inside her mouth. It was the most erotic feeling I'd ever had. I didn't want to be hard. I didn't want to be excited by what Josie was doing. But I couldn't stop my own body.
Emmanuelle moved her lips up and down my shaft at a rapid pace, trying to get me off as quickly as possible. She wasn't playing around. Either she was very sexually excited by being a voyeur or she just wanted to finish me before Josie finished. Regardless of her motive, I was definitely going to cum soon.
I put my hand on the door-frame, trying to hold myself upright as I continued to watch Josie. Her hips moved more erratically now and her hand moved the vibrator quickly in and out of her wet pussy. I could hear her moans louder now, her gasping breaths as she raged towards her orgasm with pounding strokes of the pink sex toy.
Emmanuelle's hands wrapped around my waist and grabbed my ass, ensuring that I wasn't going anywhere except deeper into her mouth. Her tongue and lips slivered up and down my shaft and around and around the head, driving me insane. I put both hands on the wall now, worried that I was going to fall down.
Josie's hips were rising and falling and I could see a sheen of sweat on her skin. Her body tightened, violently twisting back and forth a few times, her legs tensing and shaking roughly. She dropped the phone and one hand slid over her clit, ravaging it, as the other slid the vibrator in and out of her pussy. She came hard, grunting her orgasm. Then everything slowed down. She was sliding the vibrator more slowly now, in and out, and it was shiny with her juices. She lay there on the bed, her fingers sliding over her clit idly as she fought to regain her composure.
I couldn't believe it. I'd just watched my own sister bring herself to orgasm! It wasn't like a porno... it was real. It happened not more than 10 feet in front of me. My mind reeled as the bubble of pleasure within me finally burst and I came. I could barely hear Emmanuelle rapidly swallowing my jizz as I felt each ejaculation fill her mouth. Her hands clutched my ass tightly, keeping me deep in her mouth.
When I finished cumming, my body was shaking, and I watched Josie slide her legs over the side of the bed and begin getting dressed. I took a deep breath and felt Emmanuelle slide off my cock. When I looked down, she was smiling up at me, licking her lips and playing with a mouthful of cum before swallowing it. She loved that I became so turned on and loved that she helped me cum.
I pulled up my pants as Emmanuelle stood. She kissed me on the lips, erotically sliding her tongue deep into my mouth for a moment, and then slipped away back down the hall towards the staircase. I moved back to the bathroom and silently closed the door. I leaned against the door, trying my best not to think about what had just happened.
But it had. And I wanted more.
I could hear Josie coming out of her room, greeting Emmanuelle who had "appeared" at the top of the stairs. It sounded like Josie then went down the stairs and the hall went silent. I heard a little knock on the door and Emmanuelle, giggling, whispering a quick thanks for the dessert. Then she disappeared into their shared room.
I immediately took my shower, ending with a lot, and I mean a lot of cold water. I needed to calm myself down. My body was on fire and tingling. My cock seemed to be a raging hardon all the time now. Just washing myself nearly sent me over the edge.
Afterwards, I dressed in my swimsuit and a t-shirt and went downstairs for some lunch. My mom and dad were in the kitchen, putting away groceries that my mom and Emmanuelle had obviously purchased.
"Hi mom," I said, pulling up a stool to the breakfast bar. "Anything for lunch?"
Mom grabbed the loaf of bread and a plastic container of sandwich meat and brought them over. "Sandwiches," she said. "And chips if you'd like. I was thinking we'd grill some steaks for dinner."
I made a sandwich and started eating. When mom and dad finished putting away the groceries, they disappeared back to their room to change, leaving me alone. I walked out the back door and down to the beach, where Emmanuelle's and Josie's towels were, but they weren't themselves there. They weren't in the water either. I had no idea where they were and glanced up and down the beach but didn't see them.
I set my towel down and lay back, looking over the waves. The sun was high and hot. The sky was an incredible shade of blue and I watched seagulls and pelicans flying about, running on the sand and diving in the water for fish. I tried to empty my mind of what had been happening the past week. I knew I had another week here and knew I had helped create a monster in Emmanuelle.
She was addicted to sex... addicted to my cock... and we hadn't even fucked yet. I felt myself getting harder again just thinking about her and about how she looked with her lips wrapped around my cock, her dreamy eyes gazing up at me. I looked around to make sure no one was near and let my hand stray over my cock. My bathing suit was so thin and my cock felt so sensitive underneath. It jumped every time my fingertip scraped over the sweet spot just below the head.
God, I was driving myself crazy!
Ten minutes after I got there, my mom and dad joined me, setting up beach chairs with little umbrellas on them. They both had brought out books to read. Then, several minutes after they arrived, I saw Josie and Emmanuelle a little ways up the beach, walking towards us. My skin was hot and I needed the cool water on me, so I grabbed a frisbee that we kept nearby and walked towards the waters edge.
I held up the frisbee to show the girls and indicate that I wanted to play catch. Josie held out her hands and I threw the disk at them. The wind tossed it a little wide, up into the sand, and the two raced each other to get it, tackling each other and wrestling in the sand a little. When they got up, they had to adjust their suits which had become too loose for public exposure. They started dusting the sand off themselves as they walked to the water.
I followed them in, moving up to my chest and loving the way the water felt over my skin. The surf was a little lighter today, but I could still feel the strong push and pull of the water moving me. I dove underneath as a wave washed over me and when I surfaced, the girls were a little closer to me. They were adjusting their suits, rinsing the sand out of them, and giggling.
As I got closer, Josie told me to stay back.
"What?" I said, wondering what I did wrong.
"We took off our bottoms to rinse the sand out, you dork," Emmanuelle said, smiling deviously. It seemed like that's how she always smiled at me now.
Josie play punched her in the arm. "Don't tell him that!"
"Why not? Maybe he wants to think about us being naked," Emmanuelle laughed, sticking her tongue out at Josie.
"Ewwww..." Josie whined. "I don't want my brother thinking about my pussy, ok?"
"Maybe I do." Emmanuelle moved behind her, hugging her.
"Don't make me loose this," Josie said, slightly lifting her suit bottoms out of the water.
"Maybe I like thinking about your pussy, too," Emmanuelle teased her, flicking her tongue over her ear.
Josie shrugged her off and moved away. "That's ewww, too!" she laughed, smiling as if the idea wasn't as disgusting to her as she made it sound.
Emmanuelle drifted closer to me. "So? What about you? You like thinking about our pussies?"
I felt my cock pulse beneath the water. "Hey, what can I say? You show me yours and I'll show you mine," I teased, smiling.
Emmanuelle lifted her bikini bottoms slightly out of the water to show me they were off, while Josie just watched as if stunned.
I fumbled with my bathing suit and pulled it down and off my legs, lifting it just above the water to show them. I knew my mom and dad could see us and didn't want them to know what was going on. While the girls watched, I slowly lowered myself into the water, an inch at a time, until I was completely submerged. Then I swam towards them, my hands outstretched to find them. I felt contact with a body, grabbed onto it and moved closer to it before I came up out of the water.
"Oh, my," Emmanuelle said, startled. "Don't drop anything you'll regret," she laughed.
She was right. If either of us dropped our bathing suits we'd either spend a lot of time in the water waiting for nightfall or someone would have to grab a towel from the beach and try to explain what happened to my parents.
I felt her hand slide down my abdomen until her fingers wrapped around my shaft. "Yep... just as I suspected," she said to Josie. "He likes thinking about our pussies."
"Oh my God!" Josie said, smiling, but completely surprised. "Get a room!"
Emmanuelle turned around facing Josie and pushed her bare ass against my cock. It slid between her thighs and I felt her hand press it against her clit. The rocking of the ocean was enough to slide me over it.
"Why? Didn't you ever hear about cumming on in because the water is fine?" Emmanuelle reached out and grabbed onto Josie;s shoulders, her suit bottoms hanging from one hand, now laying against Josie's arm. She pulled my sister closer to her until they were face to face, almost nose to nose. "Stay right there for a minute," she winked, smiling. "This feels too good."
She lifted her legs off the sea floor, only held up in the water by her one hand on Josie and the other pushing my cock against her clit. I grabbed her hips and held her pussy in place, letting the rocking of the ocean slide me against her more and more. I couldn't see Emmanuelle's face, but Josie's had changed from a look of shocked surprise to one of wonder. She was thinking about what my cock felt like against Emmanuelle's pussy as she watched her best friend's excitement.
She looked even more shocked when my cock slid inside Emmanuelle. I could hear Emmanuelle grunt with desire and pleasure as she brought both hands up to Josie's shoulders. "Oh... my... God..." she said huskily. The movement of the water now drove me in and out of her pussy, plunging me in one second and pulling me out, almost completely, the next. I barely had to do a thing except hang on to her hips.
Emmanuelle was grunting softly with every plunge of my cock while Josie watched her, right in front of her face.
"Oh, you guys..." Josie said, suddenly pulling away, shaking her head, and making Emmanuelle fall into the water, and making me drop her. "I'm not falling for that." She finished sliding her suit on and adjusting it before she turned and walked out of the water. Emmanuelle broke the surface, sputtering, and wiping the water from her eyes.
"What in hell," she said, looking around to find Josie.
I laughed. "She thought we were playing a joke on her."
"Damn! I guess the jokes on me," Emmanuelle said, putting her bathing suit back on. "I was so damn close, too." We laughed a second, but I could tell she wasn't kidding. She was really close.
I slid down into the water until only my head was visible and slid up beside her. My hand grabbed her breast and squeezed it before sliding down her abdomen. She lowered herself as well and we simply bobbed as each wave made us rise and fall. I felt the edge of her suit and let my fingers trace around to the leg and then down between her thighs. I felt one of her hands grab the back of my neck, the other grabbing my attacking arm.
I pried my fingers underneath the thin material, pushing it aside. Her pussy felt so open and inviting, so engorged and ready for me. One finger slid in easily and I pushed it as far as it would go. Emmanuelle shuddered and groaned, holding onto me tightly.
"Not as good as my cock, but I'll make it so worth it," I said softly, curling my finger and moving it inside her.
"Oh god," she whispered harshly.
I pushed two fingers inside her and twirled them both before sliding up against her G-spot. Her hips were writhing against me, making me finger her faster and faster. I tried to slap my palm against her clit, but the water limited the speed I could move.
"Fuck me!" she commanded again and again, writhing on my hand, making my fingers slide so deep inside her. The hand on my arm slid down and grabbed at my wrist as she ground her hips into my fingers. Her body was shaking excitedly, almost out of control. She was gasping for breath as her fingers grabbed my neck hard, almost gouging me with her fingernails. She was almost there!
Without warning, her hand grabbed my wrist hard, trying to hold it still as her pussy contracted hard on my fingers. She gave a long, slow groan of pleasure as she lay as still as she could, occasional tremors driving through her as my fingers curled up against her G-spot again and again.
"Fuck!" she said softer, pulling my fingers from inside her and readjusting her bathing suit. "I need you inside me again."
I smiled back at her. "I can't wait!" My cock was throbbing, knowing that I'd just made her cum very, very hard.
Her fingers slid against my shaft and I jumped.
"What a lovely monster," she whispered, wrapping her fingers around it and stroking it lightly. "I love teasing it hard."
I slid my foot into my trunks and pulled them up before we started walking back to the towels to lay in the sun and to dry off.
Diner came and went and the night wore on. I half expected Emmanuelle to come into my room at 2:00am, but she didn't. She must have been as tired as the rest of us. I woke up Saturday morning, alone, and once again... horny.
Saturday was a long day. We went into town to a local art museum and had lunch and dinner there. We didn't get to spend much time on the beach, nor much time alone. By the time we got back, it had started raining and we stayed inside. And, once again, we were all so tired from walking all day long, we went to bed early and Emmanuelle didn't come into my room.
Sunday was officially the start of our second week of vacation and it started with all of us going into town for breakfast. We slipped into a local restaurant and feasted! Based on how much we all ate, I could tell it had been an active week! After breakfast, we came back to the house and changed for the beach.
Rain had moved in again for a couple hours in the early afternoon, but quickly disappeared, leaving a blue sky spotted with fluffy clouds. Once it cleared, we hit the beach once more, with the girls and I laying on towels and my parents sitting in their beach chairs.



I was started to get hot after laying out for a while. "I need to go in for a sec... anybody want something to drink?" I asked. I slid my hands over my legs and stomach, sweeping the sticking sand from my skin.
"A diet, if you would," Josie said, her head buried in her arms. Her bikini top was untied, keeping her from getting tan lines because of the strings. I envisioned her hand snaking underneath herself, letting her pleasure herself without anyone knowing.
My mom peered over her sunglasses. "I'll take a diet, too," she said. "Thank you."
"Bring me a beer, please," dad said. He set his book aside, setting it on the sand beside his chair.
"I'll come in too," Emmanuelle said, sitting up after tying her own bikini top.
I started walking towards the house when suddenly Emmanuelle caught up with me and smacked my ass.
"Hey!" I whispered. "Stop! The last thing I want to do is get caught or something. It was bad enough with Josie the other day."
"Oh, she liked it," Emmanuelle smiled.
I shook my head. I mean, it didn't matter so much if my sister knew we were having sex, but I didn't want my folks to know. Especially when we're in a vacation rental. "Well... I just don't want to get caught again."
"Maybe whoever catches us will join in," she said teasingly, copping a feel of my ass again. I couldn't believe that even that simple touch was getting me excited.
I held the door open for her and she sashayed in front of me, her ass swaying very seductively. She led the way into the kitchen and stood beside the counter as I opened the refrigerator and removed the drinks. I passed them to her and she set the on the counter beside her.
I finally stood, closed the refrigerator door, and turned around.
"Mmmm," she said softly, sliding to her knees. "Vince... I want it." Her hand reached out, lightly touching the outline of my cock.
All I could think about was what would happen if my mom or dad walked in... or Josie for that matter. "Baby we can't, alright."
"Please!" she insisted. My cock was so hard. I felt every touch of her fingers on me, especially though the extremely thin material of my bathing suit.
"We can't! They're right outside." I grabbed her wrist but felt unable to move her hand away.
"Come on," she begged, licking her lips seductively.
"Just take the drinks outside, ok?"
"No one's here..."
"My folks could come inside any second, alright? You don't know when they might pop in."
"Please, just a few minutes. I really love it," she whispered urgently. She slid even closer, her lips a mere inch from my engorged rod. It was pressing hard against my swim trunks, tenting them, barely being contained. It was almost unbearably uncomfortable.
"Come on," I told her sharply, but my resolve was weakening. "We can't. We cannot do this." I watched her reach behind her neck with one hand and untie her bikini there. She used her hand to pull her top down, exposing her breasts to me.
She smiled up at me from the floor, her nipples hard, breasts full. "Just one more time."
"Oh my god...," I whispered, seeing her naked breasts waiting and ready for me. "No, we can't... not one more time," I said, watching her hands start to pull my shorts down, but unable to stop her.
"Please!" she whispered.
"Stop it!" I tried to grab her wrists, tried to get her to stop undressing me. But I couldn't. I wanted it, too.
"Vince, I really want it," she whispered as her hands tugged a little harder. My shorts were beginning to come down now.
"We need to go back to the beach... just go... just go to the beach. Go swimming or something ok? Just try not to think about it." Yeah, right. Like I was able to do that myself. I couldn't get her out of my mind at all, either. All I could think about was her pussy.
"Come on... we both know you're hard," she said as my shorts passed my hips and began being pulled down my thighs. My hard shaft stood straight out, pointed right at her face. "Very hard! Yum yum," Emmanuelle smiled, licked her lips, and slid her mouth down my cock quickly, driving it deep to the back of her throat.
"Oh, God," I whispered. She felt so incredible. Her head moved up and down on my shaft as I helplessly watched. Then she slid underneath it and let it rest against her cheek. She moved it around her face as if reveling in the feel of it, the strength of it. She was practically worshipping it. "Such a beautiful... hard... monster cock," she whispered, kissing the underside of my shaft and licking it.
She slid lower and licked my balls, gently sucking on one and then the other before releasing them and licking my shaft again and again. I was so incredibly hard. She lowered one of her hands between her legs and obviously pushed it inside her.
"I'm so fucking wet," she whispered, closing her eyes for a moment as she fingered herself.
I grabbed her upper arms and pulled to lift her up. "Here, baby... come up here... sit on the counter... Let me see that...."
She hopped up on the counter and spread her legs as I stepped between them. My hand stroked her thigh and we both watched me uncover her pussy when my finger slid beneath her bikini and pulled. Her pussy was so engorged, her labia swollen and open, her clit exposed and ready.
"Mmm... so ready for me," I whispered and she whimpered. I moved closer to her, moving my hard cock right in front of her pussy, until the tip was barely touching her labia. I eased even closer, letting the head push between her labia, finding her vagina. I looked up and our eyes met. Her mouth was open in an O, eagerly anticipating my cock shoving inside her. Worry lines etched her forehead as she wondered if it would be too big, if it would overwhelm her.
I licked my lips and slowly thrust my hips forward, sliding inside her. She felt so wet and so tight as her pussy gripped my hard shaft.
"Is that good?" I asked pushing deeper and deeper, inch by inch, until I was buried to the hilt inside her.
Emmanuelle moaned as every inch invaded her depths. "Oh... yeah... Vince... oh..."
"Oh, fuck! You're so fucking tight..."
I started sliding back out and then in again, slowly fucking her with long, slow strokes. I wanted to grab her hips and pound the shit out of her, but I knew it would be better to hold back this time. This was the first time I'd ever really fucked her.
"Oh Vince... I love your cock... Your cock... is... so... fucking... big!" Emmanuelle was moaning. She grabbed around my neck with both hands, holding me tightly as I continued to slowly fuck her.
I knew I wasn't going to be able to keep up this slow pace for long. I knew I'd end up pulling her down off the counter and fucking her from behind, grabbing her hips hard and fucking her as hard and as fast as I could soon. It took just about every ounce of control to keep going like this.
I closed my eyes, enjoying the feeling of her tight pussy wrapped around my cock as I stroked in and out of her when I heard a click and a swoosh, and realized someone had opened the back patio door... the one that was in the dining room!
"Shit!" I whispered harshly, pulled out of Emmanuelle, and stepped back to help her off the counter. "Someone's coming," I whispered as softly and urgently as I could. I noticed that her top was down and her bikini bottoms were askew... she was in no shape to be seen. I grabbed her head and pushed her down, forcing her to kneel and hide behind the counter. I then turned towards it and leaned on it.
"Mom!" I said, a little too loudly and a little too surprised as she came into view. She stopped in the archway between the kitchen and the dining room.
"Vince?" she said questioningly, quickly scanning the room with her eyes. The kitchen was laid out with a breakfast bar and food preparation island in the middle of it and Emmanuelle was hidden behind it at my feet, hidden at least as long as my mom didn't come into the room very far. As far as she could see, I was leaning against the island, the drinks in front of me.
"I was just coming out," I said grabbing the drinks in my hands. I felt Emmanuelle grab my leg with one hand and then my cock with the other. She started stroking me! I jumped a little as the pleasure hit me.
"Ok," Mom said. "I just need to use the restroom and then I'll be back out." She walked past the archway towards the hall bathroom.
"You want me to take your drink outside with me?" I asked as I grabbed Emmanuelle's hands and tried to pry her off my shaft.
Mom's head appeared again in the archway, making me jump. "Sure... put it under the towel, would you?"
"Yeah... uh... sure..." I said nervously.
"You ok?"
Emmanuelle stroked faster now, realizing I was close enough and she wanted to take me over the edge. I could hear her practically giggling, knowing the predicament I was in. It felt so strange to be talking to my mother while my cock was being stroked so perfectly.
"Yeah... just tired... the sun, I think," I answered, wiping my forehead with the back of my palm. "I just need to cool off a bit in the air conditioning."
"Ok... don't over do it out there." She disappeared again and I heard the bathroom door shut.
I turned my attention to Emmanuelle again as she stroked me and curled her fingers over the head of my cock.
"Fuck!" I whispered, almost completely taken over with pleasure. "I'm cumming!" Emmanuelle moved her face in front of my cock and I came, hard, spraying her face with streaks of my white cum. I couldn't believe I had so much inside me! It was like the more she milked it from me, the more my body produced.
It took of few seconds for my cock to stop ejaculating. She was smiling up at me as I backed away, almost completely spent.
"Little bitch!" I smiled down at her. "You almost got us caught."
"I know," she smiled. "That was just fucking hot!" She licked as much of my cum as she could and then used her fingers to scoop the rest off her face, licking it off again and again. "And I didn't want to waste a drop."
"Go! Straighten up your suit and go outside," I ordered. "And take these with you." I gave her all the drinks and smacked her ass as she walked out of the kitchen.
I leaned against the island again, putting my head on my arms. God this woman was going to be the death of me. She had me so wrapped up... my cock constantly hard.
That night she did come into my room. And I did fuck her as hard and as fast as I wanted... several times. She paid dearly for nearly getting us caught.
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Her Trick, Nanna's Treat
Julie, or Nanna as she was known to the family, was sitting in the living room holding a bucket of candy for the neighborhood kids as they made their rounds for Halloween. There was only about thirty minutes to go before it ended, but the crowds were still coming.
"There you go," she said, handing out candy to yet another group. "Just one each now. Oh, I like that little princess costume. That's so cute!"
"Hello neighbor," a woman said softly as she walked up the driveway, holding her own bowl of candy. "I wasn't sure there'd be a stop here this year, with Heather and Matthew on their trip."
"They asked me to stay for a couple weeks while they were in Vegas," she said. "Someone has to take care of the cat... and Emily."
"That was nice of you."
"Well, it's nice to be with family," Nanna said. "It gets a bit lonely living by myself sometimes." She looked at the neighbor a little more now that the woman was so close. She was wearing a knit sweater and tight jeans with high heels and Nanna just knew she was hiding a nice body behind it. And then there was her husband, a line worker for the local utility company. She figured he was sporting a nice pole in his pants, too.
Her sudden fantasy and desire surprised her. She knew she needed something... well... someone... soon or she was going to drive herself crazy. She really needed sex.
"How long has it been?" the neighbor asked, waking her from her fantasy.
"Oh, John's been gone for almost ten years now." 'Ten long years without a cock inside me,' she thought. Ten long years without a sweaty, hot, fun, roll in the hay. Fingers and toys can only do so much. She needed more.
"That's a long time," the neighbor said. "But it's nice you can come here to visit and spend some time with family."
"Yes it is," Nanna said softly, wondering what would happen if she just slipped next door for some fun tonight. Would they be willing to play, she idly wondered?
"Oh, gotta go. I see another group coming. See you later!" The neighbor jogged back to her porch, arriving just as the crowd arrived, ready to receive more candy. Nanna watched her breasts bouncing so wonderfully beneath her sweater. She envisioned the woman's bra working so hard to contain their bountiful treasure.
Nanna smiled as the same group of kids and adults came up the driveway to her. She just loved seeing the kids in their costumes.
*****
Nanna closed the door and turned off the outside light as the trick-or-treat end-time arrived and the crowds disappeared. She set the bowl of the remaining candy in the kitchen and went into the living room, turning on the TV. She loved the early evening game shows.
Just as she got comfortable, Emily walked into the room adjusting her costume... what there was of it at least. It was definitely going to get her noticed. It was a bright green dress, off the shoulders with a plunging neckline that came down just above her nipples, showing a lot of her C-cup cleavage. There were green, wispy pixie wings attached to her upper arms and the back of the dress. Looking down, she saw that the hemline was jagged and extremely short, barely covering the girl's ass. Nanna knew that if Emily bent over or even sat down, her panties would be readily seen.
She knew that Heather would never let her daughter go out in something like that and wondered how much she should intervene.
"Um... what's that?" she asked.
"It's my costume, Nanna," Emily said, pulling the hemline down a little. "Jacob and I are going to a party. Hopefully we'll win the costume contest."
Nanna stood and started touching Emily's costume, checking it out. "You know your mother would never let you out of the house wearing something like this. You're practically falling out of it."
"Oh, Nanna. Everyone wears clothes like these nowadays."
Nanna checked the back hemline of the dress, her fingers caressing Emily's naked ass.
"What are you doing, Nanna," Emily flinched a little, feeling her fingers caress her. It both startled and excited her to be touched in such a delicate place.
"I'm seeing just how short this dress is. Your ass is right at the hemline. You know that if you bend over or sit, you're going to expose yourself. Right?"
"Don't worry, Nanna," Emily said. "We're going to a bar to dance and drink. I'm not going to be bending over or sitting. Ok?"
Nanna nodded slowly. Not believing it at all. Girls these days just didn't have a sense of modesty. "It's against my better judgement to let you out wearing that, but ok."
Emily squealed when she saw headlights in the front window, announcing that a car had pulled into their driveway. "Jacob's here. How do I look?" she asked.
"You look beautiful as always," Nanna said.
Emily's smile made her face shine. She ran to the front door and opened it just as Jacob was walking onto the porch. She stood aside to let him come in, then followed him.
"Wow, babe!" he exclaimed. "You look incredible!"
"Thank you. And so do you," Emily said.
Jacob was dressed like a pirate, including long, leather boots, a loose, white shirt, a hat, and an eye patch which was currently flipped up. He slid his hands over Emily's body while Nanna stood there, touching pretty much everywhere he wanted without complaint, gushing over how sexy she looked.
His gushing praise made Emily's smile even bigger. Then he stepped forward and kissed her passionately.
"Ahem," Nanna said, trying to show she was still in the room.
"Oh... sorry," Jacob said. "We, uh, have to get going," he told Emily. "We don't want to be late for the contest. And I do have other surprises for you tonight."
"Don't worry, Nanna. We'll probably be back late tonight," Emily said.
Jacob laughed. "Or late tomorrow morning."
"You two just be careful, ok?" Before Nanna could say more, they dashed out the front door and got into his car. In seconds they were on the road.
*****
Nanna watched a little more TV and at ten o'clock, went into the guest bedroom and changed out of her clothes. She stared at her body in the closet mirror as she grabbed her short, pink, satin robe. She wasn't too pleased with what she saw, but was happy enough. Getting old never made the body look great, with some sagging, and some extra weight, things just weren't as firm as they used to be.
But, she had to admit, she looked pretty damn good for her age. Her D-cup breasts weren't as firm as they used to be, but they still turned heads when she wanted them to. And while she gained weight around her hips and stomach, she was still pretty shapely... still had a bit of an hourglass going.
She slid her robe on, loosely tying it in front, grabbed her book, her vibrator, and a small bottle of lube. She slowly walked into the living room and closed the blinds before finding a comfortable spot on the couch. She turned the light on behind her and opened her book, right where she left off.
It didn't take long for her erotic novel to heat up again, this time with the lead male character making a move on the babysitter as he took her home. As the scene unfolded, Nanna opened her thighs and moved her robe aside as her fingers lightly touched her trimmed bush. As their passion played out in their kissing, her fingers slid along her labia, feeling just how wet she was already getting, until she caressed the length of her clit.
"Oh... mmmm... yeah," she whispered as the book described him undressing her in the car, slowly sliding his hands, then his lips over her breasts. "Oh fuck," she hissed, pinching her own nipples for a moment before sliding back down to her clit.
"God I'm so wet." As the book described them getting out of the car, with the man pushing her to lean over the front of the car, his face buried in her pussy and ass, the girl's leg lifted up to the side, Nanna flipped the vibrator on low and began teasing her clit.
"Oh, yeah, I need that," she whispered, envisioning a lover doing that to her, his tongue circling her asshole before flicking over her clit. "Fuck yeah, make me cum," she moaned. The man in the book stood and slid his cock against the girl's labia, sliding the head up and down, teasingly, threatening to push inside at any minute.
"I love feeling a cock sliding against me," she moaned, moving the vibrator just like the cock would be moving. Then when the character pushed inside the babysitter, she pushed the vibrator inside herself. "Oh fuck... I want to be bent over like that."
She was panting as the vibrator did it's job, driving her rapidly toward her first orgasm. "Oh my God I'm gonna cum!" she moaned before her hips bucked and her muscles went taut in her orgasm.
*****
It was nearly midnight when Nanna heard a noise in front of the house, a car stopping abruptly. A car door slammed and then it peeled away rapidly as a young woman yelled angrily.
She tied her robe closed and hid her book and toys and, in moments, the front door opened and then slammed shut behind Emily. The young woman was standing there, crying, angry, and a little drunk.
Nanna quickly rushed to her and held her in her arms. "Baby, what happened? Why are you home so soon?"
"Jacob... what an asshole!" Emily spat, crying. "He got all jealous at the party and made us leave. We fought all the way home and then he just fucking dumped me at the end of the driveway."
"Oh my gosh!" Nanna exclaimed. "Men! Never trust a man. I'm so sorry. Let's get you out of this costume and give you a nice, hot bath. How's that sound?"
Emily sniffled. "I could really use a bath."
"Come on, then," Nanna said, taking her by the hand and leading her to the back of the house to the master bathroom. She turned on the water, testing the temperature a moment later before putting in the drain plug. Then she stood and faced Emily. "Ok, sweetie, here we are. The temperature is just perfect."
"Thank you." Emily bent forward and tested the water's temperature herself.
"Is that ok?"
"Yeah, that's great," she said.
"Let's tie your hair up," Nanna said. She took the clips out of Emily's hair and straightened it before gathering it up and put it into a bun using a scrunchy. "You have such lovely hair."
"Thank you."
Nanna cupped her cheeks for a moment. "Look at you," she said, smiling at the young woman and making her return a half smile. She turned her a little, to face away from her and started taking the wings off her costume.
"I can do that," Emily protested.
"Nonsense. No need to do it all by yourself when I'm right here," Nanna said as she removed the wings and laid them aside. She then started unzipping her dress, sliding it down to her lower back.
Emily held the dress to her chest. "Are you gonna, like, stay here?" she asked, looking a little embarrassed.
"It's ok, honey... I'm just here to help you." Nanna helped slide the dress off her shoulders and down her legs, noticing, pleasantly, that Emily wasn't wearing a bra. The young woman quickly covered them with her hands, but she got a quick peek and it made her a little excited. Emily moved her body and tried to dissuade Nanna from removing her dress, but it wasn't possible without the use of her hands.
"Oh, don't be so silly, honey," Nanna said. "Come on. We're all girls here and this is your house. You're safe here." Emily's dress pooled at the floor. "See? It's no big deal. Let's get your shoes off."
Emily sat on the edge of the tub as Nanna knelt on the floor. She took her foot in her hand and began unfastening her shoe. Dropping one, she reached and grabbed the other foot, taking the shoe off that one as well.
"There you go," Nanna said. "You know, you're going to feel so much better after a nice hot bath."
Emily stood, now only in her panties, while Nanna still knelt beside her, her face so close to Emily's pussy. Emily blushed in embarrassment, wondering if Nanna could smell her excitement. "Are you going to... you know... turn around?"
"Silly... don't worry," Nanna said, sliding her hands to Emily's hips and hooking her fingers into her sexy panties. She couldn't wait to see the treasure hidden behind the lovely material. Her mouth watered knowing it was right in front of her face. "Just take them off."
Nanna slid the panties to the floor and helped her stop out of them before grabbing all her clothes and setting them aside. "There you go," she said as Emily stepped into the bathtub, Nanna watching her closely. "The water ok?" she asked.
"Yeah, it feels nice," Emily said, bending her knees and sitting in the tub.
"See? Told you." Nanna knelt beside the tub and grabbed a sponge and body wash. "So... tell me what happened." She spread the body wash onto the sponge and started washing Emily's shoulder, upper back, and arm. But Emily seemed extremely nervous. "You're so stiff... just relax."
"Sorry."
"Go ahead now... tell me what happened."
"Well, when we got to the party, there were a lot of guys and girls all over the place. I mean, the place was packed. Everyone was just drinking and dancing and having a good time," Emily said. "There were several girls acting up, you know, flirting with each other, making a show to try to get guys to buy them drinks. I thought what the hell and hooked up with a blond girl, one of a trio dressed like the Three Musketeers."
"You've got really nice skin," Nanna interrupted. "Nice and soft." She swiped the sponge across the top of Emily's chest, but the girl's hands still mostly covered her breasts in modesty, blocking her view of the wonderful mounds.
"Thank you," Emily said.
"What do you mean by hooked up?" Nanna asked.
"Well, we started kissing, you know, making the guys notice us... and then touched a little, you know, teasingly," she said. "I just thought it would be good for getting free drinks and for winning the contest, you know. But then the woman touched my breasts over my costume and squeezed them, exciting the crowd."
Nanna turned Emily so that she was facing away from her and proceeded to wash her back. "Oh," she said, a little surprised. "Seems like things got a little friendly. And?"
"Then, I couldn't believe it, but she pulled the front of my costume down and touched my bare breast," Emily said. "Everyone saw my tits and were hooting and hollering and giving us a lot of attention. It was wild! And before I knew it, she started kissing and licking my tits!"
"Was that something you... liked... or...?" Nanna asked softly, wishing she could be doing that right now. Emily's breasts were beautiful and it had been so long.
Emily nodded. "Yeah... I mean... I have to admit I did. I was embarrassed, but... I mean... it drove me crazy. I'd never felt anything like it before. I mean, I've kissed and kinda touched girls before... but never like that."
"What was so different?"
"I don't know... just not what I expected I guess. I mean, I've never had a girl touch my boobs like that before."
Nanna turned Emily again to face sideways and began washing the top of her chest again, squeezing the sponge to make bubbles roll down over her breasts. She watched the little streams with interest, watching her nipples reacting, hardening so wonderfully.
"Ah. I understand," Nanna said. "You're stiffening up again... just relax."
Nanna reached down with her left hand and held the bottom of Emily's breast as she slid the sponge down and around it, swiping across her nipples making them extremely hard. Emily looked down and watched, almost entranced at her boldness.
"And... let me guess... Jacob got jealous and mad."
"Yeah! He thought I was going home with her or something," Emily said getting a little upset again.
"Figures," Nanna said softly. "Guys can be so... insecure and territorial." She continued washing Emily's chest and shoulder. "So you've never... really... been with a girl before," Nanna said softly.
"No... not really," Emily admitted. "Just flirting I guess."
"Here. Why don't you stand up for me?" Nanna said, pulling on her arms to encourage her to stand.
"Ok." Emily stood, completely naked, in front of Nanna. Her body was dripping with the water and suds.
"Let me wash your legs a little." Emily blushed, almost moving to hide her body from the older woman. "There's no need to be shy, you know. We're both girls." She slid the sponge up and down her legs inside and out, coming close to her pussy but intentionally staying away from it. "See? Did that feel nice?"
"Yeah," Emily giggled nervously. "But... I'm not used to being washed by someone."
"There you go," Nanna said, squeezing the water-filled sponge over her, getting all the suds off her. "Are you all rinsed off?"
"Yeah."
Nanna stood and grabbed a towel from the rack and opened it, sliding it around Emily's body. Emily held it closed, nervously.
"Let's get you all dried off," Nanna said, using the hand towel to dry her arms and legs. "Ok... let's go to the bedroom."
Nanna helped her out of the tub, her hand on her elbow, guiding her and led her into her parent's bedroom. She led her to the king-sized bed and helped her get up onto it, the towel still wrapped around her.
Nanna sat on the bed behind her, stroking her shoulders, arms, and upper chest with her fingertips
"Are you all nice and dry?" she asked.
"Yeah," Emily blushed. She was feeling something she'd never felt before and it both excited and scared her. She'd never had a woman be so attentive to her and touch her so much. And to see her grandma's body barely covered by her robe was a little strange. She'd never even noticed that the older woman really had a great body.
"Let me see," Nanna said, working the bun out of her hair to let it go free once more. "I think I'd like to brush your hair. I like brushing hair." She grabbed a brush from the desk and brought it back over, gliding it through her hair again and again. Emily had never felt so cared for in her life.
"You know... I've been with girls a few times in my life," Nanna admitted, surprising Emily.
"Really? Oh my gosh!" Emily put her hand in front of her mouth in shock.
"Yes... one of my guilty pleasures you might say," Nanna giggled. "It was still a pretty big deal in the midwest back then, although times were changing."
"Did Grandpa know?" Emily asked, shocked.
"Oh yes... I wouldn't have done it without him of course," Nanna said. "Sometimes I'd let him watch. And a few times, he even joined in. I didn't want to cheat on him."
"Oh my God! Nanna!" Emily blushed. "I... I had no idea." She had a totally different view of the older woman behind her. Her imagination teased her with images of her Nanna with a woman, doing things that she only saw in porn.
"It wasn't like what you did tonight, of course," she said. "I mean... I didn't just do it to show off for free drinks. I went... much... further."
"Oh my gosh... so you've really..." Emily's imagination changed to her Nanna sucking on a woman's nipple... then... buried between a woman's thighs.
Nanna nodded and hugged her from behind. "It was a while ago. Are you dry enough? Why don't you lie down?"
Emily lay down on the bed, still holding the towel wrapped around her. She felt nervous and excited. Her own grandmother had had lesbian sex before. She felt her lay behind her now, her hand gently stroking her arm. Emily was shaking she was so nervous.
"Are you ok?" Nanna asked.
"I'm a little bit shaken up, I guess."
"Aw... after a night like tonight, you just need to relax." Nanna swiped her hand across Emily's forehead, removing a strand of hair that had fallen across her face.
"Yeah... it does feel good to just lay here," Emily admitted, although her imagination was flying.
"No pressure to do anything or go anywhere," Nanna whispered, close to her as she kissed her ear. "You don't need anyone to treat you like he did. Right now, you just need some extra love and attention."



"Mmhmm," Emily said, not quite sure what was going on.
"You're so warm," Nanna said. "That bath really warmed you up." Nanna slowly stroked and kissed the back of Emily's hand as it clung to the towel for protection. Then she moved up and kissed her head, shoulder, and down her arm.
Emily felt very stiff and tight.
"It's ok, baby," Nanna said softly. "Just relax. I'm not going to hurt you. Your skin is so soft I just want to touch you. Is that ok?"
"Yeah, I guess," she said, nervously.
Nanna grabbed at the towel that Emily was holding on to. "Let's get this off you," she said and pulled. Reluctantly, Emily was forced to release it as Nanna pulled it from her. Emily now lay on the bed naked, her grandmother's warm, near-naked body against her.
Nanna leaned over her and kissed her cheek, down her shoulder and onto her chest. Slowly she worked her kisses lower, pushing Emily's hand and arm aside and flicked her tongue across Emily's very hard nipple before sucking it between her lips.
"What...?" Emily protested softly, moving her hands to hide her breasts again.
"Shhh... it's ok. Just relax, ok?" Nanna lightly grabbed her hand and moved it away, then sucked on her nipple once again. "Do you like that?"
"Um... yeah," Emily said simply, shyly, not sure what she was feeling. If it had only been some other woman it would have felt great. But... her grandma?
Nanna slid higher and first kissed Emily's nose before moving lower and lightly kissing her lips, her hand caressing the younger woman's breast, rolling her nipple between her fingers.
Emily's body was responding, her pussy getting wet, her body yearning for more even as her brain was still trying to process what was happening.
Nanna softly kissed her lips again and again. "Just kiss me back. Is that ok?"
"Yeah," Emily admitted as Nanna pressed in more, her lips locking with her granddaughter's, her tongue sliding between them. Emily kissed her back, just as passionately, her brain slowly losing the capacity to stop her.
Slowly Nanna kissed down the young woman's body, down her arm, hip, down to her knee on the outside of her leg. Emily's legs were bent and pressed together, unconsciously trying to keep Nanna from that last trophy.
"You're just so beautiful," Nanna whispered. "Your skin is so soft." Emily looked down at her, watching her lips lift off her leg. "Can I kiss inside your leg? It will make you feel better."
"It would?" Emily trembled, having a pretty good idea what Nanna really wanted to do.
"Mmhmm. Just let me kiss right here... just inside your thigh. Ok?"
Emily's mouth was dry and she licked her lips, nervously. "Ok... just... just by my knee."
Nanna smiled. "Yeah?" She grabbed Emily's knee and pulled it, helping the younger woman spread her legs, exposing her pussy for the first time ever to another woman. Nanna kissed the spot she had indicated several times, each time moving slightly lower. Feeling no resistance and locking eyes with Emily, she slowly kissed lower and lower, waiting for her rejection but hoping she wouldn't.
Nanna could feel and smell Emily's excitement. Her pussy was so perfectly displayed and ready for the taking, but she wanted Emily to give her consent first.
"Do you like that?" Nanna asked, kissing the very soft flesh of her inner thigh, inches from her pussy.
"Yeah," Emily nodded nervously. "That... that feels nice."
Nanna licked her lips as Emily intently watched her and lowered her lips to kiss just an inch away from her pussy. She could hear Emily's labored panting, feel her unbridled excitement surging inside her.
She moved and kissed above her clit, feeling her well-trimmed bush tickle her lips for a moment, then backed away a little, leaning on her elbow.
Emily lay spellbound as Nanna looked directly at her pussy and brought a lone finger up to it, softly touching her labia and clit, probing and stroking. Her finger gently moved the flesh aside, but didn't penetrate.
"Wow!" Nanna said softly, her face lighting up with delight. "Oh my gosh! Your pussy is so pretty." She didn't even have to look up to know that Emily was excited, her pussy was getting so swollen and open. She did notice, however, that Emily's hand had moved down to her stomach, inching towards her pussy.
Nanna smiled and looked up at her granddaughter. "Why don't you show me how you touch yourself. I want to see it."
Emily hesitated. She wondered just how far she could go. What would Nanna think of her?
"Go ahead," Nanna encouraged her, removing the last barrier.
Slowly, Emily's hand moved lower, her fingertips slowly circling her clit as she closed her eyes. She needed this so badly. Nanna had teased her so mercilessly and her clit was throbbing with need.
"That's nice," Nanna said softly, watching her fingers move a little faster.
"Right here," Emily panted. "Right on my clit."
"That's how you do it?" Nanna smiled.
"Mmhmm."
"Mmm," Nanna moaned softly. "I just love to watch you do it. You're so sexy."
Suddenly Nanna slid forward, trying not to push Emily's hand out of the way as she began licking and sucking on her labia. Her tongue slid between her engorged lips tasting her for the first time as Emily writhed in pleasure above her, her own fingers rapidly circling her clit.
"Mmm, that pink little pussy of yours," Nanna moaned softly. "You taste so good... so sweet, baby. Does that feel good?"
"Mmhmm," Emily panted, barely able to form words.
"Your pussy is so nice and wet."
"That feels... good," Emily moaned, getting so close to her boiling point.
"You want me to lick your pussy some more?" Nanna asked.
Emily quickly nodded. "Mmhmm." She needed to cum so badly.
"Oh... good girl," Nanna said, pressing her lips against her pussy and licking and sucking every erogenous spot she knew.
Emily pulled her hand away and grabbed the bedspread tightly. "Oh! Fuck! Just like that! Right there! Oh my gosh you're gonna make me cum."
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," Nanna moaned, not breaking contact.
"I'm cumming... oh my gosh!" Emily panted loudly, her body stiffening and shaking. Her pussy gushed, getting Nanna's face wet.
"Feel good?" Nanna asked, gently kissing and licking around her pussy, as Emily came down from her orgasm. She giggled and licked all around her own lips. "You've made my face all wet with your pussy juice."
Emily looked down at her and giggled, too. She'd never felt so wonderful in her entire life. No one had ever been such an insightful lover with her, concentrating simply on her pleasure.
Nanna sat up and unfastened her robe. "Oh, it's so hot in here," she said as she pulled it off her shoulders and tossed it aside. Emily saw her grandma naked for the very first time and was amazed how beautiful she looked. Her body was sagging a little, but her breasts were incredible, so large and full and topped by large, hard nipples.
"See, I told you it's good," Nanna giggled as Emily sat up. "Come here... kiss me." She held Emily's head as they kissed deeply, Emily tasted herself off Nanna's lips and tongue.
"That's a good girl," Nanna said, breaking the kiss and laying back on the pillows. Emily looked down at her body, her hand now resting on Nanna's hips. "See that?" Nanna said, indicating her wetness. "See that nice pussy? Like that? Go ahead... you can touch it."
Slowly, Emily moved her hand and touched Nanna's labia, her fingers beginning to explore her. She felt Nanna move when she touched her clit and started circling it, just like she did with her own.
"Oh... yeah... just like that," Nanna panted, opening her legs more. "Oh God... yes... I like that. Keep doing that."
Emily kept circling and pressing against her clit, feeling her wetness building. Her scent was not unpleasant, but different, and Nanna's trembling excited her. She was actually pleasing her Nanna.
"Oh! Oh God!" Nanna panted, her head falling back into the pillows as she came. "Oh... oh!" she panted, her body contracting again and again in pleasure.
"Was that ok?" Emily finally asked when Nanna's body relaxed a little again.
Nanna face beamed with her smile. "Oh... yeah... you did it right. Here... come up on top of me."
Emily moved to lay on Nanna, hugging her as the older woman shifted her body slightly below her.
"There you go," Nanna said, pulling Emily into another kiss. "You're such a pretty girl. You're so sexy," she panted. "Here, sit up and put your leg over me." She moved Emily's leg so that each had one leg between. "Yeah... like that. Now rub your pussy right against mine."
Emily wasn't sure what she wanted but shifted her body forward and pressed her pussy into Nanna's. The hot, wet flesh felt incredible against her own and easily gave her pleasure once again.
"I feel your pussy... oh God," Nanna panted. Emily started moving her hips, grinding against Nanna's as the older woman pressed her pussy up into Emily, returning the favor. "Oh yeah... you feel how wet you're making my pussy? That's it."
Emily felt the pleasure on her own clit as it rubbed against Nanna's. She moved her hips faster and pushed down harder, grinding into her pussy. Nanna lifted her leg for better positioning and Emily grabbed it, hugging it to her chest for leverage.
"Yeah... keep going... keep going," Nanna panted, watching her young granddaughter frantically grinding into her. "Oh fuck! Don't stop... don't stop!"
Both of their bodies shook uncontrollably as they both came. Their warm juices mixing together, making them slide easier, making their clits even more sensitive. Emily kissed Nanna's leg as she held it tightly against her body, letting her orgasm wash over her as she rested a moment.
"Do you want to taste me?" Nanna asked, licking her lips.
Emily nodded slowly. She did... but... she wasn't sure she could. "Mmhmm," she whispered.
They shifted positions as Emily lay between Nanna's legs, her face hovering over her wetness. She smelled so strong, so potent, and Emily knew this was her. This was all her Nanna's.
"Ooh... put your tongue on there," Nanna whispered.
Emily moved slowly and extended her tongue, lightly licking her swollen clit. To Nanna it was teasingly slow, just pressing, barely moving, but it still felt incredible. She couldn't imagine that her own granddaughter was right there, between her legs. But she was giving her exactly what she needed.
"Oh, that's it," Nanna moaned, moving her hips slightly for more contact. "Do you like the taste of my pussy?"
Emily looked up and nodded slightly, then started moving her tongue more rapidly.
"Oh fuck! That's it," Nanna panted. "Oh yeah... God... you got right on that clit. Oh God that feels good. I like the way you lick my pussy."
"Is that good?" Emily asked, breaking contact for only a moment.
"I love that so much, baby," Nanna smiled. "I love it when you look at me like that."
Her pussy being so sensitive, Nanna quickly approached her orgasm once more. Every breath was a little squeal now.
"Oh... oh yes," Nanna panted. "Try sticking... fuck... try sticking a finger inside of me."
Emily complied, sliding her index finger into Nanna's wet folds, straight inside her.
"Yeah... that feels so good," Nanna nodded quickly. She was going to cum fast again. "Lick it harder. Yeah... that feels good. So good... please don't stop. Baby, don't stop. I'm gonna cum baby! Oh God! Ugh!"
Nanna pushed her hips up and into Emily's mouth as her juices poured out of her, running down Emily's arm. Her body was shaking again and she wasn't sure she could take any more at all.
Emily pulled her finger free and softly kissed and licked Nanna's pussy, gathering up her fluids. She was smiling broadly, so happy that she'd made a woman cum, her Nanna cum, for the very first time.
Nanna sat up and grabbed Emily, pulling her onto her again, hugging her tightly. "Oh wow," she said. "You've got a nice little tongue."
Emily smiled as the two kissed once again, both fully sated.
"I love you," Nanna said, holding her tightly.
"I love you, too."
"Do you feel it? Are you feeling nice and loved?"
Emily smiled at her and kissed her deeply again. "Mmhmm."
"Maybe... you know... while I'm here... I can show you some more love," Nanna said, kissing the end of her nose.
Emily smiled. "Yeah... I'd like that."



        Beach Vacation Pt. 03

        He fucks Emmanuelle... is his sister watching them?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/beach-vacation-pt-03

Title: Beach Vacation Pt. 03

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: He fucks Emmanuelle... is his sister watching them?

Tags: bedroom, alligator, exhibitionist, voyeur, night

Series: Beach Vacation


Beach Vacation - Part 3
I felt pretty tired when I woke up on Monday. Last night was just incredible and my body actually felt sore. I slept in pretty late, getting up at noon. I lay back in my bed, listening to the beach sounds coming from the window and just looked back on what had happened in the last week.
I came on vacation expecting it would be the worst 2 weeks of my life. I was expecting these two bratty GIRLS to hound me the whole time, making me take them shopping or whatever. I was expecting fights with my sister and her best friend.
But... I ended up fucking my sister's best friend in one way or another almost every single day. I'd never been so sexually active in my life!
I got cleaned up and when I went downstairs, only my dad was still around. He said that my mom, sister, and Emmanuelle had gone shopping for the day. My dad informed me it was going to be a day to spend together with him. A guys day.
After we had lunch, we went down to the water and walked along the beach talking. We talked about school, about girls, about life. We talked about where I was going in life.
Then he dropped the bomb. He asked me about Emmanuelle.
"So how's it going with Emmanuelle? You two getting along ok?"
I probably blushed about twenty shades of red, but with the sun blazing down I was hoping he wouldn't notice. "Yeah," I said. "We're getting along just fine. Why?"
"I thought so. You all have been getting along together really well. Your mom and I were just wondering. We weren't sure how things would go with Emmanuelle coming along too. And, I dunno... you two seem to be getting pretty close."
My stomach gurgled. I was getting scared again that someone was going to find out about Emmanuelle and me. "Yeah, she's been pretty cool." What I would have like to have told him was how fucking sexy she was... how good her pussy tasted... how good her pussy felt on my cock... and especially how great her mouth felt when her lips were wrapped around my cock. But I don't think that would have gone over very well. "I'm glad she came."
Dad and I walked for about two hours before we finally got back to the beach house. I was very tired and hot and changed into my swim trunks to take a little dip before dinner. The water felt cool today and I loved how it made my skin tingle when mixed with the hot sun.
I lay out in the sun and shade for the next few hours, read, played on my phone, and watched a little TV. The girls didn't get home until 9:00pm and then promptly went to bed they were so tired.
The next opportunity I even got to talk to Emmanuelle alone was late Tuesday afternoon. After the girls did some sightseeing, they came back and we all went out putt-putt golfing.
We had a fun time going through the course, with Josie finishing with the best score and finally got back to the beach house just after dark. While everyone was heading into the house, Emmanuelle caught me and held me back for a moment.
"Come into my room at 2:00am tonight, ok?" she asked.
"Your room? What about Josie?" The thought of being caught scared me.
"She sleeps hard. I like the thought of maybe getting caught... you know... adding a little excitement." Emmanuelle smiled very deviously. She certainly had a wicked way of thinking.
I set the alarm on my phone for about 2:00am and tried to get some sleep. I was a little excited but scared about what I was asked to do, but I was going to go through with it. What if Josie woke up? Would she start a fight? Would she tell our parents? This was a dangerous thing to do, but Emmanuelle was right... it was exciting, too.
I got out of bed and put on some cotton shorts with nothing on beneath. My cock easily tented the material, but it would do. I crept to my door, opened it, and slipped out into the hallway. The house was quiet. There was the deep hum of the air conditioner and the ceiling fan in the living room, but otherwise it was very quiet.
I walked softly down to Emmanuelle's room and quietly turned the knob and opened the door. It was dark inside, but the moonlight streamed in from the window, providing some illumination. I stepped into the room, listening to their deep, slow, rhythmic breathing to make sure they were asleep. Especially Josie. She had better be asleep.
I moved between the two beds and pulled at the sheet on top of Emmanuelle. I saw her in the moonlight, sleeping peacefully, almost lying on her back. Slowly, I pulled the sheet down, exposing more and more of her body. She was naked beneath it and I saw her beautiful breasts, then her abdomen, and then... her bare pussy. She went to bed completely naked in anticipation of me.
I crept up onto the bed, as silently as I could, and crawled between her legs. I pushed her thighs wider apart, slowly and gently so as not to wake her, and lay on my stomach. I bent down and ever so softly licked her labia. I wondered how long I could lick her without waking her up. I made long, soft swipes with my tongue over her labia, licking and probing.
My hands stroked her inner thighs, sliding between her pussy and her knees as I licked and licked her. I could tell when she woke, she put a hand on my head. I started licking faster and harder. My hands pulled her pussy open and I licked inside, the tip of my tongue probing all over her wet, pink insides.
She was breathing faster, trying her best to be as quiet as she could. But I could hear her grunts of pleasure, her gasps of breath as she neared her orgasm. I slid my tongue inside her, probing as deep as I could and then curling my tongue and fucking her with it. She was shaking harder and harder, so I concentrated my tongue on her clit.
I swirled over it in a tight circle, every so often flicking the tip up from underneath it. She was trying to push her pussy into my face so hard, lifting her hips into the air, but nothing seemed to be enough.
I pulled away from her a little and smiled. She was shaking she was so excited. Then I grabbed her leg and flipped over to my back, pulling her leg with me, and rolling her on top of me. She got the idea and sat up, sitting on my chest, looking down at me. Our eyes met over her large breasts and I smiled up at her. My arms were trapped beneath her and I shrugged, pushing her hips up and slid down to put her pussy onto my mouth.
In this position she was definitely in control. She was gentle at first, barely putting weight onto my face, but the faster and deeper my tongue went, the more weight she put down on me, pushing her pussy harder and harder against my mouth. My face was coated with her wetness, even my nose, as she rubbed her pussy forward and back, sliding it over my face, grinding against me.
I could feel the moment she came. Her body tensed and she held her breath to keep from screaming out. She grabbed my head with both hands, her fingers pulling my hair hard, driving her pussy hard against my face as she fucked my mouth.
"Oh my god," she whispered as quietly as she could as she kicked her leg off me and settled down beside me on the bed. She draped her body over my chest and kissed me softly again and again. Her hand stroked my chest and moved down and over my abdomen as we kissed deeply. It moved onto my shorts and her fingers gently caressed my cock. "Mmmm.... for me?" she asked.
"Mmhmm," I whispered softly.
She snaked her hand inside my shorts and wrapped her fingers around my hardness, stroking it slowly. I was breathing harder now, getting more and more excited by the minute. Then she shifted on the bed and slid down to kneel on the bed beside me.
"Take these off," she whispered.
I lifted my hips and we both slid my shorts off and dropped them on the floor. Immediately Emmanuelle's hand encircled my shaft and within seconds I was buried deep in her throat. I could see her pretty clearly in the moonlight, now that my eyes had fully dilated in the darkness, and watched her mouth slide up and down my cock, sucking and licking it while she moaned softly, approvingly... adoringly.
"Oh god," I moaned softly and closed my eyes to the pleasure. When I opened them, I glanced at Josie's bed and could have sworn I saw movement. I couldn't tell, but I had a feeling she was awake. Little movements under her blanket told me that she might have even been masturbating. The fact that she didn't yell at us or make a scene definitely told me she liked watching us.
I think the knowledge of Josie possibly watching us made me even more excited. I could practically feel my balls churning, getting ready to blow.
"I'm cumming," I whispered as quietly as I could, and then grunted softly as I sprayed into Emmanuelle's mouth. She was breathing excitedly, trying to swallow every drop as quickly as she could. When my cock finally stopped, she began cleaning me up, sucking and licking all over my shaft.
She then moved up beside me and lay her head on my chest, hugging me softly.
We lay like that for several minutes. I knew, though, that I had to get back to my room before we were caught. I slid out of the bed and searched the floor for my shorts. I quickly glanced at Josie and saw that she had her eyes closed, but I think I saw them suddenly close. I could have sworn she was awake and watching us.
I found my shorts and stood, sliding them up my legs. Then I leaned over the bed and kissed Emmanuelle, whispered a quick "thank you", and moved out of the room back to my own.
I slept very soundly that night and had some pretty explicit dreams that I couldn't remember on waking. Only that they were extremely arousing.
Late Wednesday morning, after everyone had woken up and had breakfast, my parents had decided that we would all go to an alligator rescue park and see an alligator wresting show. We'd been lucky where we were that we hadn't seen any alligators around, but we knew they weren't far away. We jumped into the car, with me and the two girls in the back seat, and drove off to the park.
We stood in line and bought our tickets to get into the park and saw that the first show was in less than an hour. So we made our way to the area where the show was located, a little pit with water, sand, and two large alligators. We laughed when Josie mentioned that in many ways, they were like us on the beach... one was in the water, just sitting there on the surface, the other sitting in the sand, soaking up some sun.
It didn't take long for the wrestler to enter and begin his presentation. I'd never been to one of these shows before, so I wasn't sure it was going to hold my interest. But when I saw the size of the alligators in comparison to the man, I realized how dangerous this was.
"One of the first things I want to show you guys is how the alligator's eyes and jaws work," Jake, the wrestler, said loudly. He was wearing a t-shirt and shorts, walking around the pen until he was right in front of the alligator that was sunning itself. "The eyes are set up on top of the skull allowing the animal to see side to side and up and down, creating two blind spots." He stood pointing up and over the alligator. "One directly behind the alligator and one directly in front." He crouched down and tapped the alligator on the snout, making it's mouth open wide and bare it's teeth.
"Once the alligators mouth is open and he's sitting still, it causes me to do stupid things, like inserting my hand." He tapped the snout again before sliding his hand directly into the mouth of the massive creature. When he swiped to the side, the jaws quickly clamped shut, making the crowd jump in surprise.
I felt Emmanuelle's hand on my thigh as everyone leaned forward for a better look. Slowly her hand rose until she stroked over my shaft, teasingly. At this point, I could barely concentrate on the show.
"... lifting the head up and taking hold of it with two hands," the wrestler continued. "That's where my next stunt comes in. It's called bull-dogging the alligator." Jake sat on the beast's back while he pinned the tip of the alligators snout between his chin and his chest, pulling his hands away to the clapping of the audience.
Slowly and discreetly her hand moved up and down, her fingers alternately grabbing my shaft between them, stroking it, and her palm pressing into it and grinding, making me extremely hard.
"Opening the mouth to show you all eighty teeth; forty on top, forty on bottom. If you look at the back of the animal's mouth, it appears that he has no throat opening. That's because he has an oversized palatal valve. Which allows him to bite his prey without drowning, but he must surface to swallow his food."
Josie turned and said something to Emmanuelle causing them both to giggle, but Emmanuelle's hand didn't leave my cock. We stood that way until the show was over and my cock was as hard as steel. I could barely move.
We spent the entire day out at this park and other attractions before finally stopping for dinner at a restaurant on the way back to the beach house. By the time we got back, there was only about an hour's worth of light so I stayed in my room, reading.
Emmanuelle had that naughty look on her face when she stole into my room that night. She was just wearing the spaghetti-strap night shirt again and I knew she was naked underneath it. I was laying on my bed, my light on, just looking at my phone. She giggled as she sat on the edge of my bed, then moved to kneel at my feet, facing me.
"Uh oh! You've got that devilish little smile again," I laughed softly.
"Yeah?"
"Like maybe you want something."
She smiled, her eyes lighting up. "Maybe I do. And maybe I know something."
"Know something?"
"Mmhmm," she giggled, toying with the bottom of her night shirt. "But first, you want to watch me play with my tight little pussy and make it cum?" she asked seductively. "Hmm?"
"Yes... I would." I pushed the pillows behind my back, against the headboard, and sat up.
"I'll show you," she whispered, slowly sliding her hands over her thighs and sliding between them. One hand slid higher, sliding beneath her night shirt and up to cup and squeeze her breast. Lifting her shirt exposed her pussy and abdomen to me.
"I feel so fucking wet... and dirty," she giggled. "I'll show you my titties first." She pulled her night-shirt above her breasts as her hands caressed and squeezed them. She slid her fingertips around her nipples, circling them teasingly before pinching them. Then she bent her head down and let a drizzle of spittle fall onto her chest. I watched as she swirled the slippery mess around each nipple, making them even harder.
"How about we take this off," she said softly, pulling her night shirt over her head and tossing it to the floor. She was a beautiful, sexy young woman, with an incredible body that, although I'd lavished with attention over the past week and a half, I hadn't really looked at fully. She leaned back on one arm, the other sliding between her wide-open thighs.
"You wanna watch me play with my tight pussy, don't you?" she asked as her fingers slid back and forth across her clit.
I bit my lip, excited to watch her. "Yes, I do."
She smiled as she began playing with her pussy. "Have I told you I love having your big, fucking dick in my mouth?" She looked at me, licking her lips, knowing she was getting me excited. "And I love having it cum all over my face! I want to watch you jerk it off for me. I want to watch you touch your cock."
"Like this?" I pulled my legs completely free from the sheets to show that I was completely naked. My cock was rock hard and jumped a little as I wrapped my hand around it and started sliding up and down.
"Oh, that's good. That's really good," she said, obviously getting excited herself. "Wanna know something?" She smiled, like a cat holding a canary in it's mouth. She knew something good.
I looked at her, wondering what she was hiding, and just nodded.
"After you left last night, I was lying in bed, just about to fall asleep, when I heard Josie moaning." Her fingers were swirling over her clit slowly. She wanted to savor this. "I wanted to see if she was masturbating, so I got out of bed and slid behind her. She froze, nervous, knowing I caught her... red handed... wet fingered."
I was starting to get very hard again, my hand slowly moving up and down my shaft as I listened and watched her.
"I told her that I was having a nightmare and asked if I could just lay with her for a little bit. I could tell she felt trapped, caught red-handed, and she tried not to move. She said I could lay there. I just put my arm around her, hugging her, and felt her arm laying down her body. My hand slid down her arm to her hand. She was shaking, she was so scared and embarrassed."
She slid a finger into her pussy and watched me masturbating for her. "Mmmmm... Jerk that cock for me. I like watching it grow... get harder... watching the veins start to bulge out in it. Oh, god, that's good," she moaned.
"I told her I knew she was masturbating. She tried to say she wasn't, but I put my hand below hers and found the vibrator still inside her. Then she tried to apologize and pull it free, but I grabbed her hand and kept the vibrator inside her. I told her I wanted her to masturbate. I wanted to feel her cumming beside me."
Emmanuelle pushed a second finger inside her wetness, testing it's depth and width slowly. "I asked her what she liked most about watching us. She tried to deny it, but I told her I knew she saw us. I used her hand to force the vibrator in and out of her pussy, slowly."
My cock was thrumming in my hand. I couldn't believe how hard I was. I couldn't believe how excited I was to know that we were watched... that Josie saw us and got off to it.
"I liked fucking her like that... her pussy was so wet. I moved her hand off it and grabbed the vibrator myself, turning it on medium speed, and just slowly fucking her with it. I felt naughty, too," she giggled. "I made her put her hand up to my lips so I could taste her off them."
"Oh, god," I whispered and swallowed hard. "What did she like the most?" I asked, excited to hear the answer.
"She liked when I sat on your face," she said enthusiastically. "She's never had her pussy eaten before and she wonders what it feels like."
She smiled at me, as if she was going to suggest something. "Spit on your cock," she ordered. "That's right. Make sure the head is so fucking wet while you stroke your hand over it." I spit into my hand and whipped it over the head to use it as a lubricant. "That's really good, yeah," she moaned. Her fingers moved faster over her clit. I could tell she was getting close now.
"I touched her pussy and she was so wet for me. I touched the vibrator to her clit and she started bucking hard. God she was so hot! I pushed her to her back and straddled one of her legs. I kept the vibrator on her clit while I fingered her tight little pussy." She smiled at me, her devilish mind working overtime. "I liked how her pussy felt."
Oh my god, my head was reeling. My cock was so very hard and I was so near my orgasm. My body was shaking with pleasure.
"I liked touching her pussy and I even thought about licking it."
God damn! Even closer now!
She smiled, knowing just how excited that comment made me. "Can you imagine me doing that? Sliding between her legs and licking her pussy while you watched."
"Damn!" I said, right on the edge now.
"Keep stroking that cock for me baby. Yeah, baby. That's so fucking hot," she moaned, still fingering her own pussy. "I told her how good you were at licking my pussy. I told her how incredible your mouth felt on my clit. I told her how much I loved sitting on your face and fucking your mouth. It didn't take long for her to cum on my fingers. Can you picture that, baby? Can you picture me fingering your sister and telling her how good your tongue feels on my pussy?"



I couldn't help myself any longer. I felt my balls tightening and felt my entire body locking up as my cock throbbed. I started cumming.
"That's it... cum for me," Emmanuelle said, encouraging me. "Oh, god, that looks so good. Jerk that fucking cock." I felt spray after spray shooting through my cock and felt the cum landing on my abdomen and chest. As always, I seemed to be cumming more and more each time. "Yes.... that's so good," she whispered. "My good boy!"
I heard myself grunting out each ejaculation until there was nothing left. My breathing was then just a hoarse whisper as my hand slowly slid up and down my now deflating cock. When I looked up, Emmanuelle's hand was moving quickly on her clit. She wanted to cum, too.
"You ready to see me cum?" she asked. "You want me to cum for you? Yeah?" Her fingers moved fast and her hips moved up and back as she lay back on the bed, both hands now attacking her pussy. "Oh my god, yeah! Oh fuck! Oh, I wanna cum! Oh god, I'm fucking gonna cum!" Her face looked beautiful as she opened her mouth and closed her eyes. Her hands were practically a blur on her pussy as her body jerked and jerked, finally slowing down as she orgasmed.
"Oh my god," she said, giggling. Her fingers were slowly circling her pussy. It looked so shiny wet. "You know what? I like it when you watch me. It's so fucking hot."
She moved up beside me on the bed, her fingers lazily moving over my stomach as she moved into my arms and hugged me. My fingertips circled her nipple and lightly pinched it.
She rose above me, leaning on one arm and the other continued teasing me. Her fingertips lightly traced lines up my cock and around the head. "Just then, were you fantasizing about licking Josie's pussy... or picturing me doing it while you watched?"
I could feel my face flush with embarrassment. I could barely admit that fantasy to myself, let alone to my sister's best friend. "Both."
Emmanuelle smiled down at me. "You know we're going to have to do something about that."
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Beach Vacation - Part 4
I woke up late Thursday morning again, hearing the surf and seagulls through my open window. The breeze was light today and the sun was as bright as ever. When I looked at my phone I saw it was 11:30. I got out of bed and took a quick shower before I went downstairs. As I entered the kitchen, Josie and Emmanuelle were just getting ready to go out and hit the beach.
"Where's mom and dad?" I asked, looking around and not seeing them.
"They went out to sightsee in town a bit. They said they'd be back by 5:00. I think they wanted to be alone some," Josie said, laying her towel around her neck. She was wearing her yellow bathing suit and it looked so good on her. She was really getting tan now and her dark skin was very highlighted by the light yellow of the suit. Her breasts bounced playfully behind her top, catching my eye.
Emmanuelle giggled and flashed me a knowing smile when they both turned to go out the sliding door. She saw that I was checking out my sister and liked it. She reached up and flashed me her boob around her top, blowing me a kiss before settling it back in place.
"We'll be out on the beach... waiting..." she said, winking. And added "to play" by mouthing the words and licking her finger as if she were giving me a blowjob. My cock immediately got hard and I watched them leave. Every sway of their asses was enticing to me as they walked down onto the beach and slid behind the fencing.
I grabbed a quick bowl of cereal and headed down to the beach myself. Just before I got to their towel, I saw Emmanuelle sit up with her cell phone pointed at Josie and stopped. I slowly inched closer as I watched and listened to them, trying to stay hidden, but close. I found a spot behind a small tree on the other side of the fence from them. I moved to the side away from the beach entrance so they'd be less likely to even glance my way.
"Hey! What are you doing?" Josie laughed and complained when she saw Emmanuelle. Josie reached for the cell phone, but Emmanuelle quickly moved it away.
"I'm just taking your picture. I'm going to post it," Emmanuelle laughed, fiddling with her phone for a moment.
"Don't post my picture online!" Josie whined, putting her hand out to block the camera's view.
"Too late!" Emmanuelle laughed.
"Are you serious?" Josie mocked being angry.
"Yeah I'm serious."
"I don't want the whole world knowing what I look like," Josie said, shielding her eyes from the sun.
"Who cares?"
"I do!"
Emmanuelle laughed and started unfastening her bikini top behind her neck. "You're so shy. You just need to loosen up."
"I need to loosen up? You need to tighten up a little bit," Josie replied, giggling.
Emmanuelle completely took her top off and dropped it on the blanket beside her towel. She dribbled tanning oil into her hand and began smoothing it all over her breasts, chest, shoulders, and abdomen.
"What are you doing?" Josie said when Emmanuelle's top hit the blanket. "Just like whipping your boobs out right now..."
"What do you mean? What's the big deal?"
"Uh... You're naked?" Josie said, stating the obvious, sounding very embarrassed.
"I'm not naked. I have bottoms on... for now..." Emmanuelle laughed.
"For now? What is that supposed to mean?" Josie asked, but Emmanuelle simply ignored her, continuing to rub oil into her skin, caressing her breasts.
"Don't you think my boobs look good?" she asked, lifting and displaying them. "They're all shiny with oil."
Josie laughed nervously. "Yes... they do look good with oil on them."
"See? I bet yours would look good with oil on them."
Josie laughed, embarrassed. I couldn't see what she was doing from my vantage, but I could imagine she was watching Emmanuelle massaging her breasts, wanting to look away, but unable to.
"I can totally see your nipples," Emmanuelle laughed.
Josie laughed and lifted her hands to cover her own bikini-clad breasts. "I was not trying to let that show."
"You know you should... a little bit. This is why we're friends... we can show each other our boobs."
Josie laughed with her. "I guess that makes us like best friends."
"Don't you think my body looks good with oil all over it?" Emmanuelle asked her, turning this way and that, displaying her shiny body.
Josie sounded embarrassed by the conversation, but was still engaging her. "Yeah. It makes you all shimmery and you probably smell really good."
"I do. Smell me. Smell my boobs," Emmanuelle said, moving beside Josie, sitting on her knees, and bending over.
Josie laughed, a little nervously. "I'm not going to smell your boobs."
"They smell good!" Emmanuelle said, bending over a little, forcing them in front Josie's face.
"They do smell like coconuts," Josie said, trying to twist away from them.
Emmanuelle stood again. "I'm going to make my butt all nice and oily, too. Let me know if I miss a spot." Emmanuelle removed her bottoms and tossed them by her top.
"If you miss a spot?"
"Yeah. Well I gotta make sure I don't burn my butt," Emmanuelle giggled.
"Oh my god! Are you getting naked?"
"Come on, don't be so 'Oh I've never seen another girl naked before,'" Emmanuelle admonished her with a giggle.
"Maybe in gym or something... oh my gosh."
"You know it looks so cute," Emmanuelle said, turning and showing off her oily-skinned butt, smacking it. "You're so tense."
"No... I'm like... so cool as a cucumber right now," Josie said, as if trying to believe it herself. She even sounded nervous to me.
"That's not... you're not even... you're not cool at all right now. Come on, you're so tense. You need a massage. Really bad. I know you want one." Emmanuelle held up the bottle of oil as if ready to go right now.
"A massage would be kind of good. But..."
"You're so tense. Just let me rub you down a little bit and it'll feel good," Emmanuelle said, really trying to convince her.
"Ok... ok... fine," Josie finally agreed, turning over onto her stomach.
Emmanuelle knelt down beside her. "Are you serious? I have to undo your bikini. Here," she said, reaching up and unfastening Josie's bikini top and pulling it away from her body.
"You better not post any pictures on line," Josie joked, reluctantly giving up her top.
"I'm not... my phone is... far away," Emmanuelle laughed, making sure her phone was indeed out of reach. Emmanuelle loomed over Josie getting her ready to massage. "And these bottoms? How am I supposed to massage you?" She untied her bottoms and removed them, too.
"What if Vince comes down," Josie protested, trying to hold onto her bottoms even as Emmanuelle removed them.
"Then I'm sure he'll enjoy the show."
"Oh my God!"
"Relax, Josie! Sheesh! Nobody's going to see."
Emmanuelle moved and straddled Josie, sitting on her ass. She looked up and saw I was right there, watching them from the other side of the beach fencing. She dribbled oil onto her back, making circles with it as she smiled at me and licked her lips.
"Feels cool," Josie said softly, barely heard over the ocean surf.
"See isn't that nice?" Emmanuelle used her hands, massaging the oil into her skin and firmly rubbing her shoulders firmly.
"It feels so relaxing."
"Told you you needed a massage," Emmanuelle said, moving down her back, along her spine and onto the sides of her body.
"I think you might have been right... for once."
"Oh my god, shut up!" Emmanuelle laughed, lightly slapping Josie's shoulder.
She continued the massage, sliding down a little to give her attention to Josie's ass. Her hands continued to caress her back, moving lower and lower.
"You have such nice skin," she said softly. "And you are pretty tan... except for your butt. You have a white butt."
Josie laughed. "That is true."
"But it's a really nice butt... just saying." Emmanuelle's hands covered her butt and firmly squeezed the white globes, massaging them.
Josie tried to squirm but was trapped under Emmanuelle's weight. "Hey, what do you mean massaging my butt?"
"Oh my gosh, I need to get oil on it," Emmanuelle responded. "Besides, what's a massage without rubbing your booty a little bit. You have such a nice butt. I feel like you don't show it off enough."
"Don't show it off enough?"
"Yeah, I mean you're so small, but you have such a juicy butt. I dunno... I like it."
"You're a weirdo," Josie laughed.
"I'm not weird!" Emmanuelle protested, smacking Josie on the ass.
Josie laughed at the slightly painful response and responded with what sounded like a back-handed compliment... like maybe she'd been checking out Emmanuelle, too. "Maybe it's a pretty as yours?"
"Maybe," Emmanuelle giggled and continued the massage. My hand slid over my engorged rod, stroking it through my trunks as I stood there. I watched intently as Emmanuelle's hands slid deep between Josie's upper thighs causing my sister to tremble a little.
"Um... what are you doing?" Josie asked tensely, squirming a little bit.
"What do you mean?"
"You... you just touched my pussy."
Emmanuelle had that matter-of-fact voice that just tried to shut down her nervousness. "I'm just trying to make sure I get this massage oil. It's running everywhere. Calm down."
Josie seemed to feel guilty for accusing her friend. "I thought you were trying to pull a fast one or something," she giggled softly. If I didn't know her, it sounded like she wanted Emmanuelle to pull a fast one.
"Oh yeah... ok... god you're so tense. Calm down." I slid my swim trunks down to my thighs, freeing my cock. I wrapped my hand around it and stroked up and down, long and slow. Both girls giggled as Emmanuelle continued the massage, sliding her hands over and around her ass and then moved down her legs. "Don't you worry about a thing." She slid off Josie's legs and massaged first down one leg, then the other, making sure to hit her calves and her feet.
"Here, flip over. Let's see those boobies," Emmanuelle giggled.
"My boobies..." Josie laughed as if it were just a joke.
Josie flipped over and Emmanuelle kicked a leg over again, straddling her and sitting on her upper thighs. It was so incredibly erotic to me watching my naked sister being straddled by her naked best friend. Their pussies were so close. My hand was stroking my cock faster, now, and I quickly looked around to make sure no one was watching us.
"Yeah, how about we put some oil on them. You said you liked the oil on mine." Emmanuelle took the bottle of oil and dribbled it over Josie's breasts chest and stomach. "Oh my gosh, look at that tan line," she said as her hands slid over and around my sister's breasts, massaging them and lightly pinching her nipples between her fingers.
"I know! You know what it looks like to me. Angry eyes from a cartoon or something. My nipples are eyes." They laughed together as Emmanuelle's hands continued their massage.
"You have really pretty boobs," Emmanuelle said after a moment. She continued massaging her breasts, squeezing them and pushing them together between her hands. Josie didn't protest at all as Emmanuelle's fingers gently tweaked her nipples. "Oh my gosh. You're so distracting."
"No I'm not. I'm a good girl," Josie said softly, going so very limp under Emmanuelle's touch.
Emmanuelle grabbed Josie's hand and raised it up and held it with one hand as the other massaged down the length of her arm, hitting her bicep and tricep and then up to her hand. Her thumbs massaged her palm, opening her hand wide, her fingers splayed. Emmanuelle smiled suddenly and put Josie's hand right on her naked breast and held it there, slowly moving it in a circle.
"Ohhh... Oh my gosh," Josie said, embarrassed but excited. "Wow, they're soft."
"I know," Emmanuelle said, giggling, as she used her own hand to push Josie's hand harder against and around her breast. I could see Josie's hand squeeze the naked flesh softly
"I've never felt another pair of breasts before."
Emmanuelle licked her lips, loving Josie's hands touching her. She raised Josie's other hand and put it on her other breast. Josie willingly followed her lead and began squeezing and massaging her breasts. "You like them?"
Josie took a second before answering with a soft, "I do."
Emmanuelle leaned forward, her naked breasts falling and squeezing against Josie's, and kissed her friend. It seemed soft at first, but quickly grew in intensity. Josie's hands wrapped around Emmanuelle, holding her tightly as their mouths opened and tongues played.
Emmanuelle slowly moved her leg between her friend's and lay beside her, never breaking from the kiss. I watched her hand begin to stroke her body, sliding over her breasts and down her abdomen. She slid it onto her thigh, high on her inner thigh, squeezing the tender flesh there and threatening to touch her pussy.
"Your hand feels so good," Josie moaned between kisses.
I saw Emmanuelle's legs squeeze Josie's between them, trapping it, and pulling Josie's legs wider open. She moved her right hand underneath Josie's neck and grabbed her far arm. Then her left hand moved over Josie's naked, glistening body.
"What? What are you doing?" Josie whispered, likely feeling a little trapped.
Emmanuelle moaned softly, trying to dismiss her fears. "Nothing. Just want to continue my massage." Emmanuelle fumbled behind herself and grabbed the bottle of oil. She flicked it open with one hand and slowly dribbled more oil onto Josie's breasts and stomach. Then she closed the bottle, set it behind herself again, and started stroking her naked flesh once more, almost as if she were finger painting.
This time she was in full control. Josie could do nothing to stop her. She slowly worked the oil into her skin again, teasing and pleasing her. Josie was writhing beneath her, unable to make her stop and unwilling to say anything. Slowly I watched her hand move between Josie's thighs, lightly swiping over her pussy. I could hear Josie moan before it was drowned out by Emmanuelle's kisses once again.
Her touch became more insistent, fingertips gliding over my sister's clit, teasing it with circles. Josie's hips rose and fell as she moaned and whimpered into Emmanuelle's kisses.
"You're really liking this aren't you," Emmanuelle asked her when she finally pulled away from her kisses.
Josie whimpered, unable to even open her eyes now. "It... feels good... it's a good... massage."
Emmanuelle laughed. She knew this was so much more than a good massage. "That's close to what a tongue feels like on your pussy. But a tongue is sooo much better... softer... warmer.... swirling round and round. You like that, don't you?"
"Oh my god... that feels so amazing," Josie moaned. I could tell she was getting close to an orgasm.
"I know you want to feel that, don't you? You want to feel a tongue on your clit, stabbing into your wet pussy. You want to look down and see beautiful eyes looking up at you between your thighs as you push your pussy into their face, riding them."
Josie was breathing hard as she listened to Emmanuelle, getting more and more excited by the moment. "Yeah... Fuck!" Josie yelled out uncharacteristically as she came. Emmanuelle's fingers rapidly circled her clit driving her to orgasm and quickly ripping it from her body as Josie undulated in pleasure beneath her. With her leg and arm held firmly, Josie couldn't move, and couldn't stop Emmanuelle's perfect assault on her pussy.
Josie was shaking when Emmanuelle finally removed her fingers and gently licked and suckled them. Emmanuelle then leaned into Josie again, grabbing her breast and squeezing it as she pushed her pussy hard against Josie's leg. Without giving her best friend time to come down from her orgasm, she started grinding into Josie's thigh, pushing her pussy hard against it, up and back, again and again. Then Josie started grinding back and the two started their own little dance, using the other's leg to get themselves off.
"Fuck," Emmanuelle groaned as she pushed her pussy hard against Josie. "So fucking good!" She sat up, spreading her knees wide to force her pussy down hard on Josie's thigh. She leaned over her friend, her breasts hanging over Josie's face as she ground into her. I watched as she intentionally moved them lower, letting her nipples scrape back and forth across Josie's face.
Josie opened her mouth and push out her tongue as Emmanuelle's nipple swiped by. I couldn't believe it! I was watching my little sister suck her friend's breasts!
"Yes!" Emmanuelle moaned as Josie sucked on her nipple. "Suck on my nipple."
My hand was a blur on my cock as Emmanuelle's hips moved more and more frantically. Her face contorted in her pleasure and in seconds she came. I tried my best to silence my own orgasm as it shot from my cock, spraying out onto the sand in front of me and then dribbling down over my hand.
I watched as Emmanuelle's body trembled as she ground out the last of her orgasm before finally laying down beside Josie again. I was breathing heavy, disbelieving what I'd just seen. I knew it'd be bad if I was seen standing here, so I pulled my trucks up and as quickly and quietly as I could, I ran to the patio on the house and flopped down in one of the chairs. I lay back and closed my eyes, pretending to be asleep or at least disinterested in the beach so if they saw me, they wouldn't think I'd seen a thing.
I could hear them talking down on the beach, but I couldn't hear what they were saying. When I opened my eyes slightly, I saw them walking down into the surf. I breathed a sigh of relief and then moved down to join them on the sand.
*****
My alarm went off at 2:00am again and I sat up. Emmanuelle had asked me to come to her room again. I adjusted my growing cock in my shorts as I stood, wondering if Josie was going to watch us again or not, then slid silently down the hall and into their room.
It was darker in the room tonight. The moon was hidden behind some clouds which made it harder to see. I knew where Emmanuelle's bed was, so I knew I wouldn't have a problem. I slowly and quietly knelt by the bed and then pulled her sheet down her body again, inch by inch. Emmanuelle had told me how hot it had been that I'd woken her up by licking her pussy, and had asked me to do it again.
The sheet moved down her body and I got the vague outline of her hips and leg as my eyes became more adjusted to the low light. I slowly crawled up onto the bed and kissed her thigh, then pushed it down to the bed so that she was laying on her back. I moved between her thighs, gently pushing them apart, before dropping my head and lightly licking Emmanuelle's clit.
I don't know what she'd been dreaming about, but she was very wet. I loved her taste and lightly licked her clit, first with the tip of my tongue, then with the flat of it in long, slow strokes. I glanced at Josie's bed and although I could tell she was turned towards us, I couldn't tell if she could see anything or even if she were watching at all.
I heard Emmanuelle's breath come quick as I began licking further between her labia. I grabbed one of her labia and sucked it between my lips and lightly nibbled on it. It was so big and rubbery in my mouth and felt so good to tease. I knew she wasn't sleeping when she moved her hips in pleasure. She was enjoying my little present. I felt her thighs grip the side of my head a bit, almost as if she were trying to stop me, but my hands pushed them down again.
If she wanted to play a game of domination, I was ready to play. I wrapped my arms around her thighs, holding them tightly, pulling them open as my mouth and tongue assaulted her pussy. She was breathing heavily, but tried not to make much noise, as I sucked on her clit for a moment.
I remembered that she said she really loved it when she sat on my face so I twisted over to my back again, dragging her with me. I felt her hesitate at first, but them come to her knees. I had to lift my head to resume licking her pussy, but it didn't take long for her to press down into me, spreading her knees wide apart.



In the near dark I watched her playing with her breasts above me as her hips started sliding up and back a little. I closed my eyes and went to work on her pussy, sliding my tongue as deep into it as I could, while she moaned above me. I felt her hand on my cock, sliding up and down it. I was getting so fucking hard. I needed her touch so badly.
She swiped her hand up and over the top of my cock again and again, quickly ratcheting up the pleasure and making me hard as a steel rod. Then I heard a giggle... from behind Emmanuelle... and opened my eyes as realization hit. My fears were realized when I saw Emmanuelle holding her breasts with both hands while still feeling hands and now a mouth on my very hard cock.
There was no way Emmanuelle could both be holding her breasts and touching my cock. Josie must be on my cock!
I struggled for a moment, trying to get out from underneath Emmanuelle, but she held me down tightly.
"Don't fight it, baby. You know you want this," Emmanuelle said... from behind Emmanuelle! From my cock! "Fuck that's so hot!" she said before plunging my cock deep into her mouth.
I was so confused, but I had no choice but to keep licking the pussy that was grinding on my mouth. If Emmanuelle was sucking my cock... then I must be licking... oh my god! I must be licking Josie's pussy!
The bedside lamp flicked on and I heard Emmanuelle giggle as she moved up and slowly pushed her pussy down onto my engorged rod. When I looked up, I saw that it was Josie above me, still playing with her breasts, her fingers pinching her own nipples as she looked down at me. She looked scared and excited all at once. She was frightened and lust-filled, unwilling to stop.
"Lick her pussy good," Emmanuelle said, rocking up and down on my cock. I watched her hands snaking beneath Josie's, grabbing her breasts and pulling her back into her. "That feels good, doesn't it," she asked Josie. "You like that tongue on your clit, don't you?"
"Yes," Josie moaned loudly.
Emmanuelle barely stopped to let her answer. "Your big brother is going to make you cum in his mouth, isn't he? That hot mouth... that big tongue sliding deep into your pussy."
"Oh my god," Josie panted.
"That's right... grind into his face, Josie... cum all over his face."
Emmanuelle let Josie go and my sister sat up straight, pushing her pussy harder against my face, grinding up and back so that my entire face was covered by her pussy. Her hands grabbed my head, her fingers entwining in my hair. I felt my nose slide across her clit and practically push inside her pussy. She was a mad woman and she wanted to cum fast.
Emmanuelle was grinding down on my cock, forcing me as deep as I could go before rising up and dropping down on me again. The bed was creaking from her rocking as she fucked me completely. I couldn't move at all as these two women had their way with me.
I practically drowned in the juices that Josie sprayed onto my face. She came so hard. Her body was shaking madly and she was practically going to collapse and fall off the bed. But somehow she stayed upright. She became too sensitive and lifted off my mouth, sitting back on my chest. She was breathing hard as Emmanuelle pulled her head to the side and kissed her while still grinding on my cock.
Emmanuelle was close, too, and it didn't take long before I felt her pussy grabbing my cock hard again and again as her pussy contracted in orgasm.
"Fuuuuuuuck!" she gasped and moaned as her hands grabbed Josie's breasts hard and held her tightly against her.
I was breathing hard myself as I lay there looking up at these two satisfied women kissing. I'd only fantasized about Josie's body and now I got a good long look at it. Her breasts were incredible, with large, distended nipples, heaving with every breath she took. Her pussy was much like Emmanuelle's, beautiful, wet, and swollen.
"Wasn't that just like I said?" Emmanuelle asked Josie as the two slid off me and knelt on the bed beside me. "You liked it, right?"
Josie smiled, but looked very embarrassed. "Yeah."
Emmanuelle grabbed my still hard shaft and began stroking it as she moved closer. "Why don't you just lay back and watch Vince cum." She slid her mouth slowly down my shaft and back to the tip where her tongue swirled in circles.
I watched Josie lay back on the bed beside me, her fingers idly going to her pussy, stroking over her clit, as she watched Emmanuelle stroke and suck on my cock. Emmanuelle teased me like never before, taking me to the edge of my orgasm again and again before finally letting me have my release. Her mouth covered the head of my cock, her tongue swirling around and around as her hand moved up and down my shaft. I watched my sister masturbate as she watched Emmanuelle's mouth fill with my cum.
When I looked down at Emmanuelle, she looked up at Josie, still slowly stroking my cock, her face turned sideways and full of cock. She smiled and slowly pulled away and opened her mouth. My cum spilled from it, cascading over her lips as she smiled and giggled. She then leaned down and licked it up, swallowing it as we listened to Josie cumming.
It was so dirty and erotic. We were sweaty and breathing heavily as the girls collapsed beside me, their arms around me. No one said a thing. We were all so tired after our threesome that we all quickly fell asleep, me spooned between them, not waking until late the next morning.
*****
"Vince, Josie! Come on guys! Wake up! We gotta get going!", my mom yelled from the bottom of the stairs. I was sleeping so hard I barely heard her, but when I did and felt two bodies, one on either side of me, I became very aware that something was very different this morning. I woke with a start, realizing that I was in my sister's room... sleeping between them... and all of us very naked. If my mom had come up the stairs, we'd be in a world of trouble.
"Hey! Wake up!", I said urgently, shaking them both to wake them.
Emmanuelle woke with a huge smile on her face and stretched. "Good morning!"
Josie woke, embarrassed, not even able to look at me, although she was smiling and happy.
"Mom just yelled. We gotta get showered and ready to go," I said, pushing the sheet down and off us. I scrambled to the bottom of the bed and got up. I hadn't realized how hard my cock was until that point, as it bobbed forcefully when my feet hit the floor. I could hear the girls giggling as I grabbed my clothes off the floor and went to the door. I could hear the girls giggling behind me, making rude comments about my ass and cock as I slowly opened the door, listening and looking for signs of my mom or dad. Seeing none, I dashed out and jumped into the bathroom.
*****
The girls finally came downstairs as I was finishing my breakfast... or I guess it was lunch, seeing how it was almost noon. We had to check out by 1:00.
"It's about time you joined us," my dad said.
"Sorry daddy. We were up late last night," Josie said, smiling, as they sat at the table. They both grabbed a bagel and downed it quickly.
We packed the car up and loaded up for the long ride home. I was again in the back seat, this time sitting behind my mom as my dad drove. Emmanuelle sat in the middle and Josie to her left.
It wasn't ten minutes into the drive before I felt Emmanuelle's hand on my thigh, slowly sliding higher and higher. She was nonchalantly looked ahead, only occasionally looking down to avoid suspicion. When I glanced over, Josie was watching with a little smile on her face. Dad had the music on and was playing it just loud enough that we could sing to it, and that seemed to occupy he and mom's time.
My cock was rock hard in my shorts and I had to adjust my position several times as Emmanuelle's hand slowly moved onto my cock and began stroking it over the cloth. I couldn't believe she was being so brazen, but dad's gaze was on the road and we were directly behind my mom so there was very little chance she'd get caught.
I slowly slid my hand onto her thigh, which she readily parted for me. My fingers slowly stroked higher and higher, walking up her inner thigh teasingly. The flesh there was so smooth and soft. I glanced down and saw Josie's hand on her own thigh, just touching it, and pulling her own legs more open. I knew she wanted to be touched, too.
I could feel the leg-band edge of Emmanuelle's cotton shorts, one's that were very stretchy, and slowly slid my hand higher. I felt her trembling as the material gave way to my hand and allowed me to go all the way up to her panties. Her fingers gripped my cock harder as my fingers slid over the center of her panties.
Her panties were so smooth and soft and so very thin. I could feel every bump underneath. I targeted her clit first and then slid my finger down lower between her legs, trying to almost push it inside her through her panties. She was squirming in her seat as I teased her over and over. I felt her squeeze my thigh in desperation as her free hand covered my hand, pushing it harder against her pussy.
She then pried her hand beneath mine and slid under her panties, pushing them up and around my hand so that I was touching her bare pussy. She was so wet. I swirled my finger around her labia and clit several times before slowly pushing into her and then gently fingered her while we drove. My parents were completely unaware that anything was going on.
Two hours into the drive, my dad decided to pull into a rest stop to stretch our legs and let us go to the bathroom. All three of us had been teasing each other in the back seat the entire time and I couldn't wait to masturbate to get rid of my extreme hard on. All five of us got out, stretched, and walked into the rest stop bathrooms.
I disappeared into a stall and it wasn't long before I was beating off. All I could think about was last night... about my sister... about Emmanuelle. I tried to keep as quiet as possible, but I came hard with the thought of Emmanuelle's mouth on my cock and Josie's pussy on my face. I cleaned up as quick as I could and walked back out to meet the others. My parents were there first, patiently waiting for us, and Emmanuelle and Josie came out only a few minutes after that.
The rest of the ride back was far more subdued than any day in the last two weeks. Early in the drive, Emmanuelle leaned in to ask me if I'd masturbated or not and told me that she wished she could have made me cum one more time. I smiled and told her I had thought about that, too. I whispered that I'd thought about both of them and came hard. She giggled and relayed the message to Josie.
After that, we all sat in silence, listening to the music, knowing that our time together was coming to an end. The closer we got to the house, the shorter our time was. We all knew that once we got home, we were all going to go our separate ways and that this beach vacation was going to be a memory that we'd never forget.
The beach vacation that I thought was going to be hell, ended up being the best vacation ever!
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Seductive Brat, Part 1
The highway was moving well, easily allowing driving at least ten miles an hour over the speed limit. I was listening to the radio, listening to one of the most recent alternative rock releases, as I glanced at the clock. Twenty minutes before the flight lands, I thought, and fifteen minutes to get there. Perfect.
Not that I was overly excited for this trip. I was driving to pick up my step-daughter, Summer. A step-daughter I'd never met. It was the product of my new wife's previous marriage and had lived away from her at an all-girl high school for several years. In her off-school time, she lived with her dad, who lived near the school. That kept Summer and her mom apart for a long time.
So now, she had just graduated high school and was looking at going to college. She was going to finally visit her mom and possibly look into the schools near where we lived. Since I'd never met her, I had no idea what she looked like. Gabrielle, my wife of just two years, had given me a picture, but it was probably four years old. It was a picture of a tom-boy, with short-cut hair, wearing a baggy baseball shirt, and sporting braces in her smiling mouth. She was a happy kid, I'd give her that.
Gabrielle and I were supposed to pick Summer up from the airport together, so that she could introduce us properly, but had been called away to work. She was always getting called away to work. Just months after our marriage she'd been forced to work more and more hours. And it was taking its toll on our marriage. It was like we were barely even roommates any more. At this point, it had to have been four months since they'd even been intimate... and it had been many months before that, too. She kept promising it would change and get better. I only hoped having Summer in the house for a while would be the catalyst for that change.
I parked the car and dashed inside the airport to the baggage claim area. I'd hastily made a sign with Summer's name emblazoned on the front, something to help us hook up. I saw people milling about baggage claim and now that it was hot outside, people were wearing skimpier clothing... something that didn't get passed me. The women in short skirts and shorts, with long, long tanned legs... And then the t-shirts and bathing suit tops... my hormones were on overdrive and I felt my body responding.
I heard a young woman's voice in front of me as my head had turned to look at a woman's beautiful ass. "Hi," she said. "Vince?"
I turned forward and saw one of the most beautiful young women I'd ever seen. She had to be a model or something. Her hair was long and sandy blond. Her smiling face was bright with the bluest eyes I'd ever seen. She was tall and thin, although she had more curves than a typical model would have. I was stunned and could barely talk.
"Uh... Hi!" I stammered. "Summer?" She was standing there in high-heels, short skirt, and a t-shirt. I was undressing her with my eyes, picturing her dancing just for me.
"In the flesh," she smiled, raising her arms to her sides. Her breasts bobbed teasingly, distracting me.
"Wow... um, sorry, but you surprised me. I didn't know what you looked like and..."
"Well, I knew what you looked like. Mom sent me pictures." She held up her phone, with a picture of me on the front. I recognized it. A picture of me on the beach from last summer, bare chested with swim trunks. As I recall, she took that picture of me as I came up out of the water, crossing the sand to fuck the shit out of her. The look on my face was... lustful.
"Good thing," I opened my arms and moved closer to hug her, but stumbled over her suitcase. My right arm found her back ok, but my left had gone a little awry... my palm actually grabbing her tit as I fought to maintain my balance. We just stood there a second, and time seemed to stand still. I had the impression my fingers were curling in, that I was squeezing her breast in my palm, but I couldn't have... could I? Then reality hit me and I moved my hand off her breast and to her back.
"Well, that's an interesting greeting," she said, laughing, hugging me back quickly. I flushed so red, completely embarrassed.
"Oh my God... Sorry... It was an accident... Really, really sorry." I released her quickly.
She kept laughing, even through my constant apologies. I picked up her suitcases and started towards the door.
She linked her arm through mine and hugged it, laying her head on my shoulder as we stood waiting to cross the street to the parking deck. "It's ok," she giggled. "It was a nice welcome home."
We walked across the parking lot in near silence and when we got to it, I slid the two cases into the trunk and helped her into the front seat by opening her door for her.
"Wow, a perfect gentleman," she smiled sweetly, looking up at me as I closed the door. Her hands slid onto her thighs and my eyes were pulled to the action. I was riveted for a moment, unable to look away as she sat there. I finally blinked, moved around the car and slid into the driver's seat. We pulled out of the parking lot, after paying the fee, and on to the road.
Summer leaned over and adjusted the volume on the radio, turning it up as one of her favorite songs came on. She tilted her head towards her window and let her hair fly in the wind. From the position of her body, I had a great view of her breasts. Her shirt was pulled tight over her body and pulled up slightly, exposing her bare stomach.
She sat like that for several long minutes, and my eyes moved back and forth from the road to her toned, tan body. At one point I looked over and she was looking right at me, smiling, as if she knew what I was thinking. She raised her eyebrows and I turned back to watch the road, embarrassed by what I was thinking.
"So... how's school going?" I asked, trying to get my mind off her.
"It sucks," she said normally. Then she screamed it loudly, as if screaming it out loud would get the demons out of her. "It sucks! It's an all-girl school and the boys are rarely ever around, even in town."
"That's gotta suck."
"No one to hang out with. No one to date. No one to... well... you know," she giggled.
I turned towards her again and saw that same, sly smile. "I can imagine that would be tough. Do you have many friends to hang out with?"
"A few." She giggled, surprising me for a moment. "They help me get through all the... stress. You wanna know how?"
I sat looking ahead, a little dumbfounded. Did I want to know? Did my imagination need to know?
"My roommate and I like to fuck," she said, nonchalantly, emphasizing the last word. I swallowed hard, knowing this is not what we should be talking about.
"Hey, uh, maybe we shouldn't..." I tried to stop her. It was so embarrassing to talk about this with my step-daughter.
"We went down on each other... all the time," she said, interrupting me. She spread her legs a little, rubbing her inner thighs with her hands. "Every time we got so frustrated and needed a little... relief. You know? One time she pulled out a huge... and I mean it was an enormous strap-on."
I sighed as every word she said was getting to me. I put my left hand to my head, as if I could keep it from exploding from all the thoughts that were swirling around inside it. I had a very clear picture in my head of her and her roommate having sex with each other, and it was extremely erotic. The thought of watching this beautiful young woman getting fucked was almost too much for me.
"I'm sorry," she said, breaking me out of my fantasy by touching my thigh. "Do you know what that is?"
"Yeah..." I whispered, trying to get her to see how inappropriate this was but failing miserably. "Listen.... Summer..."
"God, I loved when she fucked me with it," she continued, as if nothing I said was going to stop her. "Just grabbing my hips and fucking me like a dog, you know?" I glanced towards her and saw her fingers stray between her thighs, lightly touching herself there. "Have you fucked like that before? Not with my mom, I bet."
I licked my lips, trying to gather myself. "Listen... Summer... it's not really appropriate for us to talk about this. And I'm sure your mom wouldn't like to hear you talk like that, either."
Summer sat there, listening as her fingers slowly danced between her legs. When I finished, she just laughed. "No, you're absolutely right. My mom would definitely not like me talking like this. She's kind of a prude, don't you think?"
"Whoa, don't say that about your mom," I said quickly, defending my wife. But I knew deep down she was right. Gabrielle was a bit uptight. Every time we had sex it was the same... lights off... missionary... in bed.
"Well, she is!" Summer said excitedly. "I bet you two stopped fucking a long time ago. She's just too righteous for fucking."
I put my hand out to stop her rant. "Now that's none of your business."
"I bet you barely even get anything any more... she's always been like that. That's why my dad divorced her. She just stopped fucking him."
I sat there, stunned. I had no idea what to say or do at this point. We sat in silence for a little bit, just listening to the radio. Summer was turned away, looking out the window, giving me an excellent view of her body every time I glanced over.
"I'm sorry," I said, trying to break the ice again. I really wasn't mad at her or anything.
Summer turned towards me and slowly smiled. "It's ok. I know you weren't really mad. Mom told me what a nice guy you were... and how good looking you were. She sent me a couple pictures of you over the last year."
She slid closer to me, practically sitting on the center console as she leaned towards me. "Can I tell you a secret?" she asked, seductively. "I masturbated to your pictures all the time. I kept imagining it was your fingers on my clit... and inside my pussy. I kept thinking it was your tongue licking me..."
I groaned, wondering how we got back on this discussion, wondering how I was going to get through this, and wondering how I was going to deal with the extreme hard on she was giving me. My cock was so hard and at such a weird angle, I couldn't help but adjust myself in my shorts.
Summer put her hand on my thigh near my knee and I shivered. It had been a long time since anyone had touched me. And this girl was driving me insane with lust.
"I can't help but notice that stiff cock in your shorts... is that from looking at me in this little skirt?" she asked, her mouth now inches from my ear. "Maybe you'd like to take it out and jerk off over me."
I licked my lips and slowly shook my head. I couldn't let her get to me. No.
"Come on. You know how long it's been for me." She grabbed her own breasts over her short t-shirt and squeezed. "Maybe you'd like to slide that hard cock in between these tits." She slid her hands underneath her t-shirt and lifted it up enough that I could just see her nipples before her hands covered her breasts again. She was squeezing and massaging them as I caught glances at her. "I'd love to pour oil on your dick and let you titty-fuck me."
I moved in my seat, trying to find a position in which I could be comfortable. I was so very hard. I wanted to stop her, I really did. But for some reason I couldn't do it. I couldn't open my mouth to say a word.
"You wanna see my pussy?" she asked as she sat back in her seat again. "Think of you getting so hard is making me so wet." She slid down in her seat a little, and spread her thighs. Slowly she lifted the hem of her skirt, exposing her black panties beneath. She slid her fingers over her pussy, far down between her thighs. I could see the thin material beginning to get caught between her labia giving her a camel toe.
She brought her fingers up to show me that they were glistening a little. "My pussy is getting my panties all soaking wet," she giggled softly. Her fingers then slid underneath the thin, black material, and pulled it away, baring her pussy to me. "Just a quick look," she said softly, running her fingers over her clit.
I had a hard time concentrating on the road ahead. I kept glancing down in disbelief. She was incredibly beautiful, incredibly sexy, and was baring her body to me. I watched her slide her middle finger deep into her pussy and then pull it out all wet with her juices.
"So wet... and tight," she said. She leaned back. "Maybe you want to take out your cock and start jerking it for me?" She leaned towards me again and slid her wet finger under my nose. I tried to move my face away, but it only caused her finger to slide across my upper lip, painting it with her musky fragrance. All I could smell now was her... her essence... her pussy. And it made me want more.
"Are you ready to give me all your cum yet? Cause it looks like you are," she asked as her fingertips lightly touched my leg again. Her hand moved higher and higher. I knew where she was going.
I gulped and then saw my savior. My exit was in one mile. I could do this. I could resist her.
"Our... uh... exit," I whispered, barely able to get it out while I pointed at the sign.
She laughed as her fingertips lightly touched my cock and traced it's length. "I bet you want to blow your load all over my tits, don't you?" she asked.
"We... we're almost home," I said, mustering up all the courage I could. I steered towards the exit and started making my way though the back streets towards the house. It was only a few minutes away, now.
"I want to feel your hot, sticky cum all over my tits," she whispered as she squeezed my cock through my shorts. "Daddy."
My cock jumped at the word and the way she said it. I pulled into the driveway and slid into the garage.
"You'll be my daddy while I'm here, right?" she asked. "I can be sooo good to you."
I turned towards her, almost pleading with her to stop with my eyes. She just smiled that same, lusty, youthful smile. I got out of the car and grabbed her suitcases from the trunk, then led her inside. She followed me, quietly, just looking around the place as we walked upstairs to her room.
"This way," I said, opening her bedroom door and waiting for her to walk through first. I laid her suitcases on the bed and left as quickly as I could. I couldn't stand to be near her right now. I was so excited I didn't know what I'd do.
I went to the master bedroom and looked around for signs of Gabrielle, but she hadn't returned from work yet. I saw that I'd received a text on my phone saying she was going to be several hours more and to think about grabbing dinner for them all. I sighed. It was going to be a long night.
I moved into the master bathroom, needing a lot of privacy for what I was about to do. Summer had made me so damn excited that I thought my cock was going to break in half if I didn't get relief soon. I shut the door and stood by the shower as I unfastened my shorts and slipped them off. My cock instantly sprang free, throbbing with need.
My hand moved up and down it's length while the other grabbed the countertop for balance. I had a feeling that when I blew, it was going to knock me off my feet. My cock was throbbing badly. The tip was so swollen and red as my hand moved up and down, up and down. I didn't think I was going to last long, especially when images of Summer came into my head. A fantasy played out from where we were in the car and instead of continuing to drive, I parked in order to fuck her. I closed my eyes, especially enjoying the view of her pussy as my cock plunged into it. I fantasized that I held her by the neck, fucking her so hard her eyes rolled up.
"Daddy, what are you doing?", Summer asked, shocking me back to reality. I opened my eyes to see her standing there, completely naked.
"Get out of here," I replied, unable to take my hand from my cock and unable to stop stroking it. She looked so incredible standing there. Her breasts were so large for a girl her age. She was going to make some young man extremely happy.
I felt her hand on mine, stroking up and down my length. "Don't you want me to help you with that, daddy?"
"Oh my God, you can't alright?" I groaned a little louder than I had intended. She couldn't imagine how much I really wanted her. For some reason, even with her hand on mine, I couldn't stop stroking myself.
Her other hand cupped my balls, playing with them as she moved right in front of me. "Yes we can. Please?"
"What... don't..." I tried to protest, tried to make her stop.
"Please daddy!" she begged. My hand fell away from my cock, but hers remained, continuing to stroke me so perfectly.
"Oh, baby, we gotta stop," I said, half-heartedly. "We can't do this baby." Her hand was stroking me so well. I was going to cum hard.
"Aw... but I don't wanna stop," she said as she fell to her knees and sank my cock deep into her mouth.
"Fuck... god damn it," I hissed, the pleasure too great. I thought my knees were going to buckle, and put one hand on the counter, the other on her head. I didn't know if my hand was trying to pry her off or pull her in tighter. Her mouth was so warm and wet and her tongue was so busy. It had been so long. I just... just couldn't help myself!
I pushed my cock deeper into her mouth and held her head firmly in place with my hand, grabbing her hair to make sure she didn't budge. I slid deeper and deeper until she was gagging on me. Then I pulled back a little, to let her breath before pushing back in again, gagging her once more.
Her spit was dripping from her mouth, soaking her chin. I pulled out the last time until just the tip was between her lips. She sucked and licked the tip, circling her tongue around and around, driving me insane.
"Yes, daddy... yes! Give it to me. I'll do anything for you daddy." She barely had time to get it all out before I shoved my cock back into her hot, wet mouth.
I squeezed my hand, tightening my grip on her hair to show dominance over her. I knew what I wanted right now. And it wasn't a blowjob. I pulled out of her mouth and lifted her up until she was standing. Then I forcefully turned her around facing the counter and mirror and pushed her shoulders down. "Bend over," I ordered, grabbing both her hips and pulling them back until she was bent her over just right.
"Oh, baby," I whispered as I moved behind her, admiring her ass and setting my cock on it. My hand stroked down her back to her ass, cupping her cheek and squeezing. My cock was throbbing against her skin and she looked back at me.
"Yeah daddy.... fuck me daddy... Oh yeah," she giggled. She was such a fucking tease! She knew she had me so worked up and she enjoyed it. I couldn't believe how much she wanted me. And I wasn't going to stop.
I swiped the head of my cock across the sphincter of her ass and felt her shiver. I briefly wondered what that tight, little hole would feel like. I wondered if she'd ever been fucked in the ass before. I was going to take it... but not right now. Right now, I wanted her pussy.
I swiped the head lower, through her pussy lips, feeling the heat and wetness of it. She wiggled her ass, now, begging me to enter her there. And I did. I pushed forward, the head breaking though, pushing deeper and deeper. I groaned as I pushed almost all of the way inside her. She was watching me over her shoulder, her head pushing into the wall behind the sink. The look on her face was priceless... so much desire... so much pleasure... so much need.
"God your pussy is so wet," I moaned.
"I want you, daddy. Fuck me daddy... really hard, daddy... Really hard." she panted as my cock moved in and out of her pussy.
I grabbed her hips after several strokes, feeling her warmed up and ready for more. I slammed hard into her, our bodies slapping together before pulling out slowly. I closed my eyes, enjoying the utter pleasure she was giving me and then slammed into her once more. I loved the power I felt, the utter control I had over her... her body... her pussy. I pulled her hips into me every time I slammed into her again.



I could barely hear her moans, her screams, as she came on my cock. All I could feel was her deliciously tight pussy clenching on my cock over and over again.
I pulled out of her at last, ready and needing to cum. I could feel that it was so very close. Somehow I had the presence of mind not to cum in her. I grabbed her by the hair and pushed her down until she was kneeling at my feet. She was sweaty and panting excitedly.
"Yes daddy," she whispered, as I stroked my cock above her. Her eyes alternated between my face and my cock as she looked up at me, her mouth open. The tip was so angry and red, ready to burst. "Give it to me... cum on me."
I grunted as I listened to her desire, her lust, and came... hard. I couldn't believe how much cum I had stored up, but it burst from my cock in thick, white ropes, streaking her face, neck, and chest as she giggled. She tried to catch it in her mouth, but it kept going all over her as she giggled in pleasure.
When it finished, I watched her use her fingers to scoop all my cum and suck it into her mouth as she just giggled. She got what she wanted. I was sure she always got what she wanted.
She was satisfied... we were satisfied... but who knew for how long.
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Seductive Brat, Part 2
I couldn't believe how empowered I felt after I fucked Summer. Where I had to beg my wife for sex, usually unsuccessfully, putting me in a bad mood for many days, Summer presented me with a young woman who actually begged me for a change. She wanted my cock. And it felt incredible!
I was on a high after she left. She went back to her room after we fucked and I went into the study. I sat in a plush chair, sat back with a glass of wine, and ordered some dinner for delivery. As time ticked on, I became more and more embarrassed by what I'd done. She was only my step-daughter and she did come on to me, but I shouldn't have fucked her. I was going to have to own up to how wrong it was to Summer and I was going to have to apologize and make sure this never happened again.
When Gabrielle came home later that night, I heard her call when she opened the door. I stood, hoping that Summer wasn't going to say anything and moved to the study door. I opened it just as Gabrielle and Summer were hugging, if you could call it that. It seemed a bit chilled to me, I could tell they didn't really get along well.
Summer had a little knowing smile on her face as I came out and hugged Gabrielle, kissing her to welcome her home. She set her briefcase down as I told her I'd ordered dinner and that it should be here shortly.
An hour later, we were finishing up the last bites of our lasagna and ready to relax just a little before bed. Summer had told us about her college plans, trying to decide between two of the elite colleges that were in the area. Gabrielle tried to sway her to one of them in particular, but Summer was keeping her options open. She said that she had appointments to visit them over the course of the next two weeks.
Satisfied with that, Gabrielle yawned, saying she was tired after working a long day and that she had another long day tomorrow. Summer looked at me with a little, coy smile.
"G'night mommy," she said.
"Good night, baby. We'll go shopping over the weekend," Gabrielle said as she walked over and kissed me goodnight. "You don't mind cleaning up, do you hun?"
"No... that's fine," I said, starting to stack the plates. "I'll be up later."
Summer helped me clear the table and then disappeared up to her room as I made my way out to the deck and swimming pool out back. I kept the outside lights off but the deck was illuminated by the house lights behind me. I looked up at the clear summer sky to the stars glowing above.
I heard the patio door open and close and could hear padding footsteps on the stone deck before I saw Summer walking past me. She was wearing a very skimpy bathing suit, obviously hoping to go for a night swim. I knew the water would feel refreshing, since I'd done the same thing many times before.
She smiled at me as she sat on the edge of the pool and dipped her feet into the cool water. I couldn't help but stare at her, pondering how I was going to start this awkward conversation.
I took another drink of my wine for courage then sat up.
"Listen, Summer," I started. "About what happened..."
"I'm really glad that mom's letting me stay here," Summer interrupted me. "But, you know, she's not going to let me stay for too long."
"Your relationship with her seems kind of strained," I said.
"Hopefully I'll stay long enough to find a college and get moving and everything. But, let's face it, she'll get sick of me after a couple months." She stood up and walked over to my lounge chair. I couldn't help but stare at her body. It was so incredible. Her swimming suit was black and seemed to barely cover her body at all. Her breasts bobbed gently with every step, captivating me.
"I'm sure she won't," I tried to protest, but it seemed weak.
"Whatever happens, I really appreciate you letting me stay. It's really nice." She sat down on the end of my lounge chair, turning her body to talk to me, highlighting her breasts even more in the low light. "You know, I had all kinds of drama, and I need to just have my crazy life calm down and get my shit together, pretty much."
"Well, about that... what happened earlier was..."
"I want to stay out of trouble, you know," she interrupted me again. "I'm glad she's not here so we can talk and get to know each other a little better."
I raised my hand to interrupt her and stop this again. "But, Summer. I can't get to know you... well, like... that... like what we did..."
"I know that my mom doesn't really... well... take care of you so well or very often." She giggled a little, almost as if she were embarrassed, as if her next revelation was going to be very revealing. She put her hand on my lower leg and my body tingled. "My psychiatrist kind of told me that I was like a... a nymphomaniac. I don't know how you feel about that. But I don't want to get into trouble."
I was stunned. She was doing it again. And I was having just a hard a time stopping her as last time. I swallowed hard and just sat there, listening to her.
"I dunno, my mom picked a cute one this time, so, I just want to let you know, that I promise I won't say anything. So, if you want to be my... friend with benefits," she giggled, swiping a hand over her bikini-covered breast. "Then, maybe I can help make your relationship work better. You know, I'll be here... and you can have sex with me whenever you want... and my mom will be fine because you'll be happy... and then she'll be happy. So everything will be great!"
"No, Summer... we... we shouldn't..." I tried to protest.
"I'll let you do anything... anything you want to me. Do you like that idea? I think you might, just a little," she said reaching behind herself to untie her bathing suit top.
"Summer, what... what are you doing?"
"I like to show off my body. I have a nice body, right? I like showing off how good I look." She tossed her bikini top aside and leaned back to look at me again. Her breasts were so incredible, just the right size and shape. I did enjoy looking at them.
"Put your top back on," I protested weakly, feeling my resolve quickly leaving me again.
"No, I like to show off my body, daddy."
"I know, but I'm your step-dad and you can't take your clothes off in front of me."
"Don't you think I'm pretty?" she asked, pouting, showing a big lower lip and tilting her head to one side, acting offended.
I couldn't believe it. I actually felt guilty for making her cover up. "You... you are pretty. But... it's not ok for you to take your top off in front of me. Ok?"
"Well," she said, shaking her head slowly, acting like a defiant little girl. "I'm not going to put it back on."
"What? Summer... what... what are you trying to do here?"
"I'm just being me," she said, innocently, as if I shouldn't stop her from doing anything.
"Well, just put your top back on, alright?"
She stood and I thought at first that she was going to put her top back on like I asked. But then she slid her bikini bottoms down and off her legs. She tossed the material aside and turned towards me, showing me her full body once again. This time she was bathed in the dim lights from the house and starry background behind her.
"Summer, what are you... stop it!" I protested and started to get up. But she pushed me back and swung a leg over me and sat down on my knees. "Stop, what are you doing?" My body was so flushed with excitement and desire. My cock was certainly growing hard. But... but it was wrong.
She grabbed her breasts and caressed them slowly, seductively, as she stared me down, smiling just like a little girl. "What? You want this right?"
"No I don't want to see you naked... why...?" I protested weakly.
"I think you have a hardon though..." she smiled, looking down at my groin, one hand moving up my thigh.
"I don't have a hardon, what are you talking about?" I protested, trying to squirm to get out from underneath her.
"I think you do."
"Stop... I don't have a hardon," I said as her hand reached my very hard shaft that was straining against the zipper of my shorts.
"See... you're hard... very hard," she said proudly, sliding her hand along my shaft and cupping my balls.
"Don't touch my... Summer, what are you doing? I don't want to see you naked Summer!"
She giggled at me and started to unfasten my shorts. "You aren't doing much about it, daddy."
"No... stop," I said, pushing her hands away from my shorts, although they were already unfastened by that time.
Undeterred, her hands immediately came back and fished out my very hard erection, sliding her hands up and down it's length.
She bit her lower lip seductively, and looked just like a little girl opening her favorite present. "You think I'm hot, so why don't you just let it happen?" she asked, bending forward and licking the tip.
I groaned loudly and tried once more to reason with her. "It's not... you can't touch my dick like that baby."
She just smiled up at me with little-girl eyes and sank her lips to the bottom of my shaft, shoving the crown into the back of her throat.
"Mmmm! Daddy tastes good!" she said, sliding her lips off my cock and stroking me. She was licking her lips, watching my eyes until they locked on her. I couldn't deny how good this felt. I couldn't deny that I really did want to fuck her again. I grabbed the side of the chair hard, the muscles in my arms corded, trying to resist the urge to grab her and just take her.
We sat there for several long seconds and my cock was pulsing with desire, harder than I'd ever remembered. The only sound was the wet slurping of her hand sliding up and down my shaft. It was better than a porn movie.
She finally broke the silence. "Daddy?"
"Yeah... yeah, baby?" I could barely speak she had me so worked up. My cock was throbbing and it felt like all the blood was leaving my head leaving my brain foggy.
"You have such a nice hard cock, daddy," she said. "And I like these balls. They're soft. They go perfect with your nice hard cock, daddy."
"Oh God.... this is so..." I started to protest, but her mouth covered the tip of my cock, her tongue swirling around it, causing a wave of pleasure to overtake me.
"I'm a good girl for you, aren't I daddy?" she asked. I could only nod my head as I closed my eyes to feel everything she was doing to me.
"I love to be on my daddy's lap. It's my favorite place to sit. Do you like it when I'm on your lap like this daddy? I bet mommy doesn't take care of you like this. I do it way better anyways. And I love taking care of daddy. I don't think mom takes care of you like that because I don't think she likes it as much as I do."
She just kept talking, on and on as her hands moved up and down my shaft, stroking me, teasing me so deliciously. She was definitely experienced.
"I love playing with my daddy's cock. I love feeling how hard it gets. You better save your load, daddy." She smiled so deviously and innocently, biting her lower lip. "I want it all over my little girl face. I know you're a good daddy. I know you'll give me what I want."
She slid down my legs a little, until her pussy was resting on my bare feet. I could feel how hot and wet she was as my toes pushed against her pussy and her hips slid up and down excitedly.
She bent down close to my cock, her mouth inches from it. She looked right at me, my cock dead center in her face. "I'm ready for you now daddy. I think I want your load all over me... all over my face."
"Baby... we gotta stop... I can't..."
"Please daddy, please! I want it all over my face... I've been dying for it. Don't make me beg for it."
She kept stroking me, kept me getting closer and closer. She ran a hand down and played with my balls, rubbing them, squeezing them.
"You better cum soon daddy... you better cum all over this face. You know that's gonna make me happy, right? I'll be your good little girl, daddy. I won't be naughty if you keep me happy."
Her pussy was leaking all over my feet. My toes slid against her clit and she let me push my big toe inside her pussy several times. She was so warm, so wet.
"Oh yeah, daddy, I can tell you're close. Don't hold back daddy. Cum all over my little face. Yeah, daddy! I know mommy would never do this. Your little girl will, though. I'll make you happy daddy. I'll make you cum over and over. Just cum on my face. I know it'll make you feel better."
"Fuck!" I yelled as softly as I could. My knuckles were white and my arms were aching as I held onto the sides of the chair. I sat helplessly as this young woman drove me insane with her hands and mouth.
Summer slid the crown over her cheeks and lips for a moment, showing me exactly where she wanted my load.
"I want to feel that hot cum shoot all over my face. Your little girl wants it so bad. If you cum for me, I'll do whatever my daddy tells me to."
All I could picture in my mind was my cum streaking her face, completely covering it as she stretched out her tongue to lap it up. And I couldn't help myself. I came. I came on my step-daughter's face.
"Oh, daddy... you're such a good daddy... that's how I want it," she said eagerly as my cum splashed against her face again and again. It felt like it took forever before I finally stopped. When it did, I sat there, breathing hard, groaning with every exhale. I couldn't believe this was happening to me.
Summer stopped tugging on my cock after a few more minutes, after wringing me free of every single drop of cum. Then she sat on my legs, looking at me. One eye was closed, my cum covering it, and drops of cum were hanging from her chin. "Oh, daddy, you're so naughty. Look what you did to your little girl. I love it."
She was giggling as she wiped her face with her hands, sucking each finger into her mouth, until her face was clear.
She stood and grabbed her bathing suit. Leaning over me, her breasts hanging down enticingly, she kissed me. "Thanks daddy." Then she disappeared into the house leaving me on the patio, alone.
I don't remember what happened next, but I must have fallen asleep. I finally woke at 3am and went to bed to sleep beside Gabrielle.
My alarm was glaringly loud the next morning, waking me at 8am. When I woke, Gabrielle was gone, already left for work. She said it was going to be another long day, too.
I got out of bed and showered, idly wondering if yesterday had been just a dream... a magnificent fantasy. Nothing seemed different when I entered the kitchen and sat down for breakfast. That was until I heard footsteps coming down the stairs.
I felt my body shiver with desire as she came into the room wearing a simple, long t-shirt that came down to mid-thigh. She moved to the cabinet and took out a bowl and a box of cereal. I watched her with interest as I held the morning paper. She stood at the counter, eating.
"Good morning, daddy," she said, almost giggling.
I loved it that she called me that. It seemed so wrong and so dirty, especially the way she said it. "Good morning, baby. Sleep well?"
"Mmmm... very..." she said softly.
I continued reading the paper as she ate. Then she broke the silence again.
"Daddy?"
"Yeah, baby."
"Can I borrow the car today? I wanna go shopping."
I looked up at her, lowering the paper. "Baby, that's a sixty thousand dollar car. Why don't you wait for your mom to go shopping with you?"
She puffed out her lower lip again, pouting. "But daddy... I wanted to go shopping alone... so I can buy some fun stuff."
"Fun stuff?" I asked, wondering what she meant.
She smiled. "Mm hmm... personal things. Please daddy?" she begged.
"I don't know, baby."
"I'll be very careful. Not a single scratch." She made an 'X' over her left breast, inviting my eyes to stare at her nipples. "I promise, I'll be a good girl."
For some reason, telling me that she was going to be a good girl made my cock spring to life. It was like her words gave me pleasure beyond belief and drew something out of me... something I'd buried deep inside myself.
"Please?" she begged again.
"Come here," I ordered her, setting the paper on the table and slightly pushing my chair away from the table. She set her bowl down, walked over to me and stood in front of me her hands behind her back. I put my hands on her waist and guided her to lean against the table in front of my chair. "You're a good girl, right?"
She smiled and nodded her head. "I'm a really good girl for my daddy."
I swallowed hard, realizing that this was my moment. This was me. No more begging for what I wanted. If this young woman was going to give me everything, then I was going to take it. I slid my hands up her sides, feeling her warm, hard body beneath. My eyes moved up her body along with my hands and I could see the dimple in her shirt over her breasts indicating just how hard her nipples were right then.
I moved my hands up beside her breasts and let my thumbs come underneath as I softly framed the lovely tit flesh.
I licked my lips, wondering if I could truly do this. "You do what daddy says, right baby?"
She nodded, looking so innocent. But I knew she was far from innocent.
"Do you like daddy's hands on you like this?" I asked her
She looked down at me, smiling with such lust and desire that I swore I was going to die right there. She nodded slowly, encouraging me. "Yes, daddy."
"You like when my hands touch you here?" I asked, palming her breasts. Her nipples were hard and pointed, stabbing into my palms. "Maybe when I squeeze a little harder."
"Mmhmm, daddy," she said simply, giving herself to me. "I like that a lot."
"I like touching you, baby, but I know it's not right." My fingers slipped to either side of her nipples and pinched together. I could feel her shiver as the momentary pain washed over her and then disappeared again.
I stood in front of her and slid one hand down her body, over her abdomen and onto her thigh, pulling the t-shirt up until I was touching bare flesh. My other hand snaked behind her head and grabbed a handful of hair, there, holding her tightly in place.
I leaned forward and kissed her gently at first, our lips sliding together, our tongues probing deeply. But it quickly became more heated. My hand slid between her thighs and I found that she hadn't worn panties... my hand was on her bare pussy... and it felt heavenly. She was so wet and warm. I slid my finger around her wetness, searching out and finding her clit so I could stroke it.
Summer was like a rag doll in my arms, moving however I wanted her to move. Her legs parted wider, encouraging me to touch more and more as she moaned softly.
"Yes, daddy. Please, daddy," she whispered over and over, wanting more.
I slid my middle finger inside her, pushing slow and as deep as I could. She gasped and fell against me, loving every inch that invaded her warm, wet pussy. I penetrated her again and again with long, slow strokes before I added another finger.
I pulled my face away from her and just looked at her as the pleasure rippled across her face. She was enjoying my touch... very much.
"God your pussy is so wet..." I whispered.
"Does it feel good daddy?" she asked, looking up at me.
"Yeah it feels good, baby... really good."
"Do you like fingering me daddy?" she asked before moaning loudly. I speared her pussy hard that time, slapping my palm against her clit in the process. "You like fingering your little slut?"
"Yes I do, baby. I'm going to make you cum on my fingers."
"Mmmm," she whispered.
She grabbed around my body and held on as my hand moved faster and drove deeper inside her over and over. I wanted to feel everywhere inside her pussy, wanted to make every part of her burn with desire. My fingers curled against her G-spot, sending even stronger waves of pleasure through her little body.
"Daddy?" she moaned again and again. "I'm gonna cum daddy. Fuck me! Fuck me, daddy! Don't stop!"



She held onto my body tighter as she came. Her pussy clenched my fingers tightly and I could feel her wetness running all over my hand, dripping to the floor as she stifled a scream. I slowed my hand and removed it from inside her. As I lifted it, I could feel her juices shifting and running down my forearm. I brought my fingers to my lips and tasted her for the very first time.
She raised up and kissed me as I bent to meet her lips. Our arms wrapped around each other.
When she pulled away from my kiss, she was smiling that devious smile once again.
"Daddy?"
"Yeah, baby," I replied, once more wondering where this was going to go next.
"That means I can borrow the car, right?"
I smiled down at her, shaking my head. She was such a brat. "Yeah, baby, you can borrow the car."
"Yay," she jumped up and down in my arms. When she settled down, she bit her lower lip and looked up at me again. "Can I borrow a credit card, too?" she asked, looking all innocent again.
"Baby... I dunno," I started to protest.
She moved out of my arms and hopped up onto the table. Lifting and spreading her knees, she pulled her t-shirt up, exposing her wet pussy.
"While you're thinking about it..." she giggled, using one foot to slide the chair in front of her.
I realized she was hoping to be my breakfast as I sat in the chair and slid up between her thighs.
"Daddy, let's never stop doing this," she whispered as I slowly leaned forward and gently kissed her clit.
One thing was for certain. It was going to be a long, hot summer.
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Delta Delta Sigma, Part 1
May, eight years ago.
"I don't know how I'm going to make it, now," Veronica sobbed across from her friend. She and Rebecca sat in a California coffee shop at 10:00pm, the sun-made shadows of the day long gone, replaced by those created with artificial lights. "Good jobs are getting harder and harder to find... and with Jenn, it's even harder for me to find one with the right hours."
Rebecca's hands surrounded and squeezed Veronica's. "You know I'll help you any way I can..." she said softly. "The car dealership didn't work out?"
"No... they said I didn't have enough experience in the automotive field. Like I can even get experience without them.
"Jeez... idiots..." Rebecca answered. "I know you. You'd pick it up fast."
Veronica pulled her hand back and fell back into the booth. "I hate my life and hate Roger more for leaving me like that."
"I know... but it doesn't do you any good to go back like that. You gotta keep moving forward."
"Easy for you to say. You've got a silver spoon right now. I'm afraid I won't make rent this month. What in the hell did you do to get so lucky all the sudden?"
Rebecca looked down, smiled, and shook her head.
Veronica leaned forward again. "You were complaining about money problems just a couple months ago. Then you go and find the perfect man, with all the money..."
"Well, it's kind of silly, really," Rebecca said softly, looking around to make sure the nearby patrons couldn't hear her.
"I'll take silly, if it get's me something like Joe..." Veronica said, urging Rebecca to spill the beans.
Rebecca took a second to collect her thoughts, almost to the point of driving Veronica crazy.
"You know Theresa is fourteen and is going to be going off to college soon... and I was trying to see how I could even manage to help her. I didn't want her to get stuck like I was. And I heard about this kind of sorority that helps get girls into a real good college. So... I checked them out."
Veronica looked at her, expecting a lot more revelation than that. "Yeah?... And?"
"They have this kind of... I don't know... assistance program. They told me that if I did what they said, that she'd get to go to college at this nice, Ivy League school, and my troubles would go away. I signed papers.... and, uh... agreed.... and met Joe a week later. Since then things have been just going my way."
"So, you just sign Theresa up for college and... that's solved all your problems?"
"Yeah," Rebecca nodden, smiling. "I told you it's silly."
Veronica sat back again, staring at her friend. "Yeah, that's silly..." she agreed, shaking her head. "Which sorority?"
"It was...," Rebecca paused, searching her memory. "Delta Delta Sigma." I don't know how big they are, but they're on a couple different campuses. The web site talks about them a little."
"Like I can even get on a web site right now. Can you give me a phone number?"
"Sure, I'll get it to you. Are you going to try to enroll Jenn? At ten years old?"
"I'll see what they say at least. I could use that assistance program."
*****
June, eight years ago.
It was a short drive to the college and the sorority wasn't hard to find. It was a rather large building on the fringe of the university. Veronica pulled into the parking lot and got out, her hands shaking nervously. She held them together, trying to calm herself as she went into the front door and talked with the student receptionist. The girl was young, obviously not much more than eighteen, and was extremely bubbly.
"Mrs. Jared?" an attractive girl asked, walking through an office door towards her, her hand outstretched. "My name is Susan and I'm the Delta Delta Sigma sorority president. It's very nice to meet you." Veronica extended her hand and shook the other's. Susan was very professional for her young age, obviously in her early twenties.
Veronica was confused at first, looking at the young woman and wondering if she'd somehow seen her before. It only took a moment for her to remember that it was the woman in her dream last night... the woman that... that... Veronica felt a flush of pleasure flow through her, coming from the young woman's hand. Her eyes fluttered for a moment as her legs nearly buckled. She felt her body heat up almost instantly. She hadn't had sex in several months, but even so, this level of desire and pleasure took her by surprise.
"Just wonderful to meet you," Susan said, releasing her hand. "Come in to my office here so we can talk... in private.
Susan and Veronica walked into Susan's office and the younger woman closed the door behind them. "Please, have a seat." Susan took a seat behind her clean desk while Veronica sat in one of the two plush chairs in front of it.
"So, Mrs. Jared... do you mind if I call you Veronica? I feel it's less formal..." Veronica was just opening her mouth to agree with the girl, but Susan continued regardless, as if not even caring for her agreement.
"I'm told you're interested in signing Jennifer up for our program... when she's older, of course," Susan smiled.
"Yes... I am... a friend told me a little about the program, and she's signed up her daughter as well."
"Very nice," Susan beamed. "That was... Rebecca, right? She's such a beautiful, smart woman..."
"Yes... yes she is," Veronica smiled. "I think the program will be good for both Jenny and me as well."
"Oh, I agree... I most surely agree. I think it helps out everyone in the family. I see from your financials that you need help if Jennifer is going to go to college at all. And it looks like you need some assistance for yourself."
Veronica looked down, ashamed at her situation. "Yeah... uh, that's right."
Susan put her hands on the desk and stood. "Well... then I think we can come to an agreement." She walked around behind Veronica and lay her hands on the older woman's shoulders, massaging them. She bent down, her mouth just an inch away from Veronica's ear, her hands slowly working their way down onto Veronica's chest.
"Yeah," Veronica whispered paralyzed from the confused pleasure she felt. The tingling from Susan's hands was causing her body to light up with need and desire unlike anything she'd ever felt before. And no woman had ever touched her like this before.
"What do you need, Veronica? A good job? Financial security? A incredibly loving partner?" Susan's hands slowly worked beneath the top of Veronica's dress and bra, her fingers sliding over her nipples, her palms caressing her breasts. She clasped the hard buds between her fingers and slowly squeezed them. "Power?"
"Yesss..." Veronica moaned softly. She wanted to stop this girl from touching her, but the pleasure was so... intense. Her arms were frozen at her sides.
"Mmmm... then that's what you'll get... if you give me what I want." Veronica felt her bra suddenly release, as if magically ripped open in the front. Susan's hands caressed and kneaded Veronica's B-cup breasts, pinching and pulling her hard nipples. Veronica moaned at the sweet torture, her body getting so very excited.
Veronica moaned softly, her thighs pinching together as her clit tingled.
"Your pussy is so wet, isn't it? Touch it," Susan told the older woman. Veronica's hand, almost of it's own accord, slid underneath her dress, her fingers sliding over her wetness. "That's right... soooo wet."
Veronica could hear someone enter the room behind them and got nervous, but couldn't stop what she was doing. Suddenly a very handsome young man appeared in front of them, his hands at his side as he waited patiently.
"Zachary, why don't you help me explain how the program works," Susan said. As Veronica watched, he knelt on the floor in front of her, almost as if moving in slow motion. He lightly touched Veronica's leg, lifting it and draping it over the arm rest. Then bent forward and started kissing from her knee down onto her inner thigh, slowly licking and kissing her soft, sensitive flesh until he reached her hand. She watched as he slowly kissed and licked the back of her hand, then moved down her fingers to her panties.
Veronica shivered as she watched helplessly. Her fingers had already made her clit tingle and swell. Zachary's tongue was adding to the pleasure.
Susan continued caressing Veronica's breasts as she told her about the program. "There are two steps to this program," Susan whispered into Veronica's ear. "The first is your acceptance. When you sign the contract you become a provisional member of the sorority and all your dreams, all your desires, all your hopes will begin to come true."
Veronica gasped as Zachary used a finger to pull her panties aside, baring her pussy. He lightly licked her labia, teasingly at first.
"This step lasts until Jenny signs up for college and the sorority," Susan whispered. "Then you become full members. You can't even imagine how wonderful it'll be for you and your family."
Veronica shivered as Zachary's tongue slid between her labia, his fingers pulling her lips open to expose her very pink and wet pussy. She gasped as his tongue flicked over her clit for the first time. God, it had been so long!
"The next step, then, is Jenny's own acceptance into the program," Susan continued. "When she signs the contract, everything she ever wanted also becomes a reality and your family is fully inducted into the sorority... for life. You will give and receive everything for the sorority. The sorority will be your world."
Zachary's lips encircled Veronica's clit and he sucked, causing her hips to lurch suddenly.
"Oh my God!" she panted as she felt more pleasure than she ever had in her entire life.
"Sign the contract, Veronica," Susan whispered, suddenly holding a piece of paper in front of them. "Live the life you've always dreamed."
Veronica was right on the verge of her orgasm, but Zachary seemed skilled at keeping it at bay. She writhed in the chair, trying and trying to go over the edge, but nothing helped. She watched Susan lift her hand and put a pen in it, then guide it to the paper. With a shaky hand she signed it, before Susan yanked it way. Then, suddenly, Veronica exploded in an earth-shattering orgasm, her back arching and toes curling. She yelled in ecstacy as Zachary continued licking and sucking expertly, prolonging it.
*****
June, this year.
"Thank you for doing this, Vince," Veronica told her husband of five years. "I wish I could be there myself, of course."
"Yeah, I know you do."
"Just... make sure she signs the contract for the sorority, ok? It's extremely important." She knew exactly what would happen if Jenn didn't sign the contract. Everything... everything she'd gained since signing herself would be lost. Her business, her house, her husband... absolutely everything.
"Wow... you're acting a bit funny about it," Vince said, a little startled. "What if she decides she doesn't want to? I can't make her..."
Veronica shook her head swiftly. "No... she has to. I can't stress it enough. She has to sign the contract."
"Ok, ok," Vince said, still extremely confused but not willing to fight about it any more. He leaned forward and kissed her, then started packing the suitcases into the car.
"Ready, my dear?" Vince said as he pulled onto the highway for the long ride. He turned his head and smiled at his step-daughter, 18-year-old Jenn.
"Yep, yep," she giggled. "I'm soooo ready." She slipped her ear-buds in and started her music, relaxing in the seat as the dance music started playing. She hummed softly to the familiar tune.
Vince smiled. It was going to be a long drive... more than six hours... and he knew she was going to have her head buried in her music for most of it. He turned on the radio and listened to his own music. At forty-four, he liked his own music more than her hip-hop. He arched his back, stretching as much as he could in the tight confines. It was going to be a long weekend without working out. He idly wondered if he'd have time to visit the gym at the hotel.
They stopped for the first time an hour into the trip, stopping at a rest-stop. Jenn lifted her hands over her head, stretching her body long as she got out of the car and Vince was stunned. He couldn't believe how beautiful his step-daughter had become. He'd only known her for half her life, but she'd grown up to be so... incredible. He thought back to the women in his previous life and how alike she was to them, in a way.
He shook his head... that was a long time ago. And he gave it up.
"Mind if I get a drink?" Jenn asked, waking him from his reverie.
"Oh, yeah, sure," he said quickly, pulling money from his pocket. "Get me one, too." They walked side by side into the low building, splitting up as soon as they entered the doorway.
Vince walked to the small shop and saw the rack of magazines... the top-most shelf housing the adult magazines with the blocked front covers. He smiled grimly. He was definitely going to miss Veronica on this trip. It had been a long time since they'd been this far apart. It was too bad a work meeting was keeping her away from this interview. He thought it would have been a lot better for her to be visiting a sorority with her daughter. But, he'd make do.
It wasn't long before they were back on the road and seven hours later pulled into the hotel. Vince checked in, noting the questioning stare from the clerk. He had to admit an older man checking into a hotel with a younger woman looked a little odd. But the two moved quickly to their room.
It was late and both of them were tired from the long drive, so Vince ordered some room service just as Jenn disappeared into the bathroom for a long, hot shower.
Vince grabbed the TV remote control as he hung up the phone and sat back in the bed. "Let's see what the Yankees did today," he said, turning the power on. The TV was nice and big and came to life quickly, displaying the menu of options. He read down the list and saw the listing for the adult movies just as a groan came from the bathroom.
"God this hot water feels good," Jenn groaned distinctly. He knew she meant that it was nice to relax in, but couldn't get the thought of her masturbating under the spray out of his mind.
Operating almost without thought, he selected the adult movies. Another menu of movie selections came up on the screen, with the first one highlighted... "College Girls Gone Bad." He stared at the screen for a moment, the introductory, fixed picture from the movie showing in the corner. In it, a young, hot blond wearing only a skimpy bathing suit was looking straight at him and smiling. Her breasts were nearly spilling out around the small top.
Vince gulped, his thumb pressing the play button before he even thought about it. In embarrassment, he moved quickly to turn down the volume as the movie started. It moved quickly through the scenes that he'd be witnessing soon, each with a girl being fucked or sucked to an orgasm, the sounds of their pleasure radiating from the speaker.
Live... gorgeous... young... sweet girls enjoying the pleasures of sex, debasement, and bondage for him alone. He shook, remembering a previous life. It was such a long time ago... but still, something seemed so familiar. It seemed to call to him.
He watched as the first college girl was met by an older man on the street of a bustling city. The girl seemed a little ditzy and was caught confused about the camera. The movie showed the guy offering the girl $100 to go back to his place for some fun. She laughed at first, almost making Vince believe it wasn't going to happen, but it didn't take long for the guy to convince her.
The cameraman followed them to the man's car and they got in the back of a limo and drove off. The camera action was close and real as the man had the girl introduce herself and tell the audience that she was eighteen and just started college. At his prodding, she admitted that she'd only had sex with one other, a boy in her highschool, but she loved sucking cock.
Vince knew what was coming as he watched the man unfasten his pants and pull out his large, semi-rigid cock. The girl giggled in embarrassment at first, but he quickly convinced her to hold it... stroke it... kiss it... then suck it deep into her mouth. Vince found his own pants unfastened, his hand sliding up and down his shaft in time to the girl's cocksucking.
In minutes, the man on the screen pulled her off his cock and pulled her shirt up and over her head, tossing it aside. She seemed almost drunk and lost with the speed at which things were moving. In seconds, she was naked and laying back on the bench seat of the limo with the man sitting over her, thrusting his dick between her breasts. He ruggedly shoved her tits together to tightly hold his shaft. Her face was a mixture of pleasure and unease as the camera panned over her body, the tip of his cock prodding at her chin and lips with every thrust.
Vince was almost ready to cum when the shower stopped. He knew he only had seconds and quickly buckled his pants and turned the TV off.
Jen came out of the bathroom in a long t-shirt, ready for bed. She was using her towel to dry her hair and the wetness from her drying locks made her t-shirt a little too see-through around her shoulders and upper chest. She was startled when Vince suddenly turned the TV off and stood up, quickly moving to the bathroom.
When the door closed, she pulled the covers down and got into bed. She reached for the TV remote and turned it on, instantly surprised by the young girl practically gagging from the large cock in her mouth. Drool was running over the girl's chin as the screen filled with her face and Jenn could hear her gurgling as the cock hit the back of her throat. Jenn turned the volume down as she looked at the closed bathroom door, wondering when her step-dad would emerge. Her eyes were quickly drawn back to the debaucherie on the screen. She was amazed that the girl could actually take so much of it in her mouth, it looked so huge.
Jenn knew she should turn it off but couldn't bring herself to do it. She could feel her right hand trailing across her stomach, sliding over the waistband of her thin panties. She shifted her position and felt the wetness between her legs.
"My turn," said a woman's voice, making Jenn suddenly shiver. The camera turned and an older woman was sitting back on the car seat, her feet resting on the edge, her knees spread wide. Her pussy was very exposed, open and damp and the woman ran her fingers around it, obviously enjoying the feel. From the edge of the frame, Jenn could see the girl moving closer until she was kneeling between the woman's thighs.
"Ever eat pussy?" the woman asked her.
The girl giggled, barely able to take her eyes of the lovely wetness in front of her. "No."
"Not even your girlfriends? Don't you have a cute girlfriend that you just want to eat out?"
The girl blushed, her hand raising in front of her mouth in surprise at the question. "I dunno... maybe..."
"How about for another hundred bucks you show me what you can do?"
The girl looked like she'd do anything that was asked of her at this point and nodded her head. The woman's hand snaked out and cradled the blond's long, curly locks and pulled her face closer.
Jenn's fingers slowly swirled over her clit as she watched the girl's face move close, her tongue slip between her lips and touch the woman's wetness. She groaned as if her own clit was being so tenderly licked.
"Just use the tip of your tongue... yeah... that's it.... lick it baby..." the woman moaned, watching her intently. The camera angle was perfect, every movement of the girl's tongue was visible as it swirled over the pussy.
Jenn's fingers were circling her clit faster and faster over her panties and she could feel the heat and wetness just below the silky material. She watched the girl... a girl her age... as her tongue slid up and down the woman's pussy, sliding around and into it. Jenn gasped as her fingers quickly slid into her panties and across her swollen clit and felt her incredibly wet flesh.



The toilet suddenly flushed and Jenn was shocked alert. She was so close to her orgasm, but quickly pulled her hand from between her legs, turned off the TV, layed back, and pulled the covers up over her body up to her neck.
Vince emerged moments later wearing sweat pants and a t-shirt.
They could barely look at each other as Vince slid into bed and turned off the light.
"Good night, hun. Sleep good."
"You too daddy," she said, her voice shaking slightly. She hoped he didn't notice.
*****
Jenn tossed and turned for several long minutes, her pussy pulsing with need. She wanted to masturbate so badly, but just knew she couldn't do it quietly. She was surprised just how horny she was.
She quickly fell asleep and started dreaming...
She was suddenly standing against the side of a bar, the music pulsing from all sides. Her favorite girl friends were around her, all laughing and smiling as the group had such a good time. She grabbed a glass from the bartender's hand and drank the delicious concoction. She noticed that every one of them was wearing a thin bikini that showed off just about every curve of their bodies, but they didn't care at all.
A rowdy dance number came on the speakers and the crowd moved to the dance floor, twisting and turning to the pulsing music. She couldn't believe how much fun she was having and how close every one of her friends was dancing. Every move they made caused them to touch, caused their skin to rub together. She felt hot, sweaty, and so happy.
A blonde girl suddenly waved to her from the edge of the dance floor. She was strangly familiar, but Jenn couldn't remember how she knew her. The crowd parted in front of her as Jenn made her way over to her, swaying and turning to the music the entire way.
"You're up," she yelled to her.
She didn't understand... "What?" she yelled back, leaning forward. She handed her a paper with a crude map drawn on it. She turned it and looked it over, trying to figure out what it was. It was familiar somehow, too. She looked around the bar and saw her friends watching her, expectantly. She smiled as if she knew what this was all about... she didn't want them to think she was stupid.
She left the dance floor and moved through the crowd, the map seemingly guiding her. When she looked up, she saw a booth against the wall, with a man and a woman seated alone, both wearing masks, looking at her as if expecting her. She squinted and saw that one was wearing a horse mask, the other a cat. And she recognized that it was her mother and step-father... just sitting there... in disguise... watching her. She smiled and made her way forward to them, wondering what they were doing there, and why they were so foolishly dressed. She was embarrassed that she came out to the bar in just a bikini, but at least she wasn't the only one.
She got to the table and couldn't speak for some reason. Her mom seductively put two dollar bills on the table, and pushed them to her. She sat back and crossed her legs again expectantly.
"Meeeeoowwww... we own you," she said, her voice clearly heard above the pounding music. She slowly licked the back of her hand as if preening and it made Jenn shiver.
Jenn's mouth watered when she next found herself on her knees between her step-father's legs, her hands slowly sliding up his thighs until they were stroking his long, hard cock. She'd often wondered what it looked like, what it might feel like, and now she knew. And she couldn't stop staring at it, wanting it. It was so much bigger than she ever expected. Vince was completely naked, except for a pair of multi-colored socks and bowling shoes, which puzzled Jenn, but didn't keep her from her task.
"Purrrrrr, that's what a slut does," her mom admonished when Jenn started lowering her mouth towards the hard knob of flesh. Her step-dad whinnied, one foot clamping on the floor. "Sluts will have sex with anyone and do anything... perverse."
Jenn smiled. "That's what I am... mommy-cat," she whispered as she licked up his long, thick shaft, and swallowed him whole, pushing him deeper and deeper, gagging a little as it hit the back of her throat. It felt so right, so perfect a position for her to be in. She wondered why it had taken her so long to find it.
"Oooh... meeeeowwww.... my slut!" her mother purred as Jenn was lifted by the hips and then settled back down on her hands and knees on a bed. She looked around the bedroom, wondering where Vince disappeared to as her mom sat in front of her. Seductively, Veronica opened her legs revealing a very wet and delectable pussy.
"Little kitty licks, my little slut... little kitty licks!" her mother said again as she grabbed Jenn's hair and pulled her mouth towards her crotch.
"Definitely a slut," Vince said whinnying behind her, grabbing her hips and pushing his cock into her pussy, his hips bouncing into her ass and pushing her face against her mom's pussy. His hands rested on her back, pushing her down, holding her in place as he thrust in and out of her wetness. His cock was so big, Jenn wondered how it ever fit... but now couldn't imagine anything else being inside her.
"And a good little slut she's going to become," the blond girl from the dance floor laughed, sitting in a nearby chair, surrounded by Jenn's bikini-clad friends. They were all looking at her as if in shock at what she was doing, wondering how she got so lucky. Jenn felt proud that she was finally chosen and never wanted to stop. She looked at her friends smugly and smiled as she pushed the big, fat cock into her mouth yet again. She would indeed become the best slut she could.
Jenn woke with a start, wondering if she actually yelled the "Fuck me harder!" that was in her head. She was panting softly, her face dotted with perspiration. The dream was so real... So... fucking... real... She could hear Vince mumbling in his sleep, as if he was having a bad dream, too.
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Delta Delta Sigma, Part 2
June, this year.
Vince could feel his erection pulsing as he turned away from his daughter... step-daughter... on the hotel bed. The cool sheets did little to help his rising desire. The touch of everything on his hardened cock felt so good and almost made him cum. He wanted to masturbate so badly. But he couldn't do that, couldn't let that total embarrassment happen.
He fell asleep quickly and was soon dreaming, sitting in an unknown, yet familiar living room, watching a football game on the TV.
"Hi, daddy. Bye, daddy," a girl's voice sang as two bodies drifted through the room, in one door and out another. He turned and could barely see who it was as their bodies flew out the door, traces of their dresses in their wake.
He was embarrassed, since they almost caught him sitting there in just his boxers, his erection at full staff. He wasn't expecting anyone to be in the house. He picked up the dumbbell next to the chair and lifted a little, noting with a sense of pride how big his muscles bulged from the effort. He looked over his near naked form and saw every muscle perfectly formed and firm.
He stood, his boxers tenting madly, and moved to the window to where the girls had gone.
"God he's a hunk," one said to the other, making them giggle. He could just barely recognize one by their voice. "We gotta do it!"
"Not right now, Susan, he's watching the game." He definitely recognized Jennifer's voice.
Vince continued to curl the weight as he looked out the window, watching the two girls in their dresses, standing by the pool. He didn't think they could see him, although he caught them looking at the window several times. Oh, if he could only fuck girls that age again.
"Long! Get out there," came a harsh whisper. He turned and saw several men nearby, holding cameras, lights, and sound equipment. He almost forgot he was on camera! That was him... Long Schlong... and he was a high-demand actor.
He casually walked out the door, curling and twisting the weight, making his muscles flex and bulge. He seemed to almost forget the girls were there, but glanced sideways to see them snickering together, glancing at him, and making comments about his body.
"Mr. Jameson, you are a good looking man," Susan said.
"Thank you, Susan. I try to look my best. Especially for my little girl there." He smiled as he looked at Jenn. He could see the yearning fire in her eyes as they moved up and down his body. This was definitely going to be a fun movie to make, he thought.
"Did you want to go swimming with us, daddy?" Jenn asked.
"Sure," he replied casually. "I'm sure the water will feel great." He looked up at the warm, full sun and the wide open blue sky. His hand covered his eyes, blocking the sun from them as he scanned the blueness.
A splash interrupted him and he looked down to see one body had moved into the pool, the water hiding their form as they dove beneath it.
"Are you coming or not," Jennifer asked, standing right next to him. He turned to see her naked body and broad smile as his eyes slipped over her. "It's such a... hot... day." She raised her hand and grazed his shoulder with her fingertip before she walked to the edge of the pool, occasionally looking back over her shoulder at him.
"Yes, it is," he said, looking at the lovely swaying ass in front of him and walking forward. He could feel his erection wagging below him, but didn't want to look down, didn't want to bring attention to it. He was both embarrassed and proud that he was so aroused around these two women. He stood at the edge of the pool, watched closely by the girls and had the urge to impress them... to keep their focus on how awesome he was. He looked like an Olympic diver as he prepared and jumped into the deep end, executing the perfect dive.
As he moved beneath the water, he could feel his boxers sliding down and off his legs from the drag in the water. He reached for them for a moment, but couldn't find them as he neared the surface. He surfaced to see the girls had indeed been impressed with him but he didn't want them to see how much of an idiot he was for losing his shorts. He thought that if he stayed in the water he'd be ok and would be able to find them soon enough.
"Catch me, daddy," a little girl's voice said and he looked up to see a full-grown, naked Jenn jumping into the water, into his arms. He caught her easily, and felt her warm, naked flesh against his own. He was a little embarrassed at first to feel her hard nipples poking into his chest, the warmth between her legs surrounding his shaft as she straddled it.
She looked at him, smiling like a little girl, but excited like a grown woman. And it inflamed his desire. He could feel her squirm a little, as if she knew what she was doing to him. She smiled so big, showing her teeth, slowly bouncing against him, her pussy stroking the top of his shaft. Then she pushed off and backed away with a back stroke.
"Thanks daddy," said the little girl voice once more.
He saw his grown step-daughter paddling on her back, moving away from him. Her bare breasts were peaking out above the water, her nipples hard. He saw glimpses of her bare pussy as her legs scissored with each stroke.
He knew what he was supposed to do and looked up at the cameraman and director. They smiled at him and gave him the signal he needed to see... they were telling him to make his move on her.
"Baby," he said, grabbing her ankle and pulling her back towards him. "You are so incredibly sexy. I need you to do something for me."
She was once again in front of him, her legs wrapping around him as he grabbed around her back again, hugging her to him. Her breasts swayed right in front of his chest as he held her, her thighs wrapped around his abdomen, her pussy resting right on his cock.
"Anything, daddy," she whispered, her voice echoing in his head. She had the look of wanton desire all over her face.
"Anything at all, Mr. Jameson," Susan said from the side of the pool. He glanced over and saw her sitting on the edge of the pool. He was suddenly on top of her, between her legs, fucking her madly. His face hovered above hers and he was breathing heavily as he stroked in and out, harder and faster. She groaned loudly. "Oh God, yes! Fuck me! Your little girl will do anything you want her to do. And she'll love it."
He turned and was back in the pool again, holding his naked Jenn by the waist, her legs around his waist. He looked down at his daughter's face and his hands lifted her up a little.
"I need... I need you to..."
He was then standing in the dining room, setting her down on the table. He moved away slightly and looked down at his little angel and felt inflamed by her nakedness. She was breathing heavily and her breasts were lovely and heaved with every breath she took. He licked his lips as his eyes trailed lower, over her trim stomach and down... down... He almost moaned and came when he saw the most beautiful pussy he'd ever seen. It was shaved almost bare, with just a hint of hair above her clit. Her lips were swollen and open, and her flesh glistened from her juiciness. Her clit was engorged and peeking out from behind its protective fleshy sheath, ready and begging to be touched and sucked.
"What do you need, daddy? I'll do anything for you," she whispered and it seemed to echo off the walls. "Anything..." She lay back, spread her legs wider, and began moving her pussy closer and closer to his very hard cock. He felt it throbbing as he watched it get so close to her opening, and was so ready to fuck her. "Will you fuck me?"
He woke with a start, shivering as he thought about what he wanted to do, what he needed to do. He shook his head when he realized where he was. The room was almost completely black, but a thin sliver of light was peeking in through the heavy curtains covering the window. He could hear Jenn quietly moaning in her sleep in the other bed and he wondered what she was dreaming.
*****
The alarm was blaring, shocking them both immediately awake. Vince always hated loud alarms and reached over and slapped it within seconds. He looked around the room to recover his bearings once again and remembered that he was traveling with Jenn to visit a college and sorority. Her mother had signed her up for this place when Jenn was just ten years old and now that she was eighteen and going off to college, she had to go interview with them.
Unfortunately, Veronica was stuck with work and couldn't come herself. Vince knew she would be a better choice to evaluate a sorority than he, but he really had no choice. Besides, how bad could it be? He'd done some pretty bad things in his life and knew that nothing could compare.
When he was just eighteen, he ran away from home, slipping off to California. Unfortunately, he wasn't able to make it and ended up around some bad people... people that had connections. The next thing he knew, he was offered a lot of money to make a movie. Well, it was a lot to him at the time, anyway. He jumped at the chance... and quickly found out it was porn. He wasn't shy about it and, in fact, was proud to be well endowed, so it wasn't too big of a deal.
The movie turned out to be a pretty big deal. And he turned out to be a very requested man.
One movie turned into another, and another... and then there were parties, and girls, and booze, and drugs. He was making a lot of money, even making a name for himself in the industry. He was popular with the women in the movies, some were actually requesting him to be their man. And he was popular with his dates, fucking more women than he could count. He knew most of them were in it for the thrill of fucking a porn star, but who was he to say no.
At thirty five, he was the "old man" on the set, and was well known for playing daddy roles and fucking younger girls. Almost every girl in his movies was "barely legal" and he had many roles where he seduced them or somehow coerced them into fucking him. That spilled into his personal life and he found he was always picking up the younger women and taking them home.
Then something changed. Something made him rethink his life.
He met Veronica. She was a someone who walked and talked like a good woman. She was nothing like the sluts he'd been hanging around. She was an up and coming business woman, had her shit together, and was someone he could see being with his whole life. It changed him so much that he got out of the porn business within a week of their first date. And he never went back.
She had a daughter, Jenn, who was ten at the time, and they made a perfect family. They were all so happy together.
And now he was here.
He stared at himself in the mirror, replaying the dream in his head and wondering how that had started. He didn't look back. He didn't miss fucking young girls, did he? Besides, Jenn was his daughter. Maybe not his flesh and blood, but he watched her grow up from just a little girl. Now she was a beautiful woman who had her whole life ahead of her.
He finished buttoning up his shirt and tucked it into his dress slacks. He turned this way and that, looking over his body and his clothes to find anything out of place. He put his hands on his stomach and felt the still-tight abdominal muscles beneath. He nodded in appreciation. He worked out a lot and still had a very nice body. One that Veronica never tired of, that's for sure.
He adjusted his semi-hard cock to a more comfortable position... and less conspicuous. Even his masturbation session in the shower wasn't enough to sate his desires. He knew it would be a few days before he saw Veronica again, so he knew he'd just have to get by.
He opened the bathroom door and slipped out, nearly getting run over by Jenn as she burst into the room, her hair brush working overtime.
"Careful, there, kiddo. Don't pull that all out," he laughed.
"Funny dad... real funny." She pushed the door shut with her foot, leaving her alone with her thoughts as she curled and brushed her hair. She couldn't believe how hot that dream had made her. She couldn't get it out of her head. And then, seeing her dad get out of bed this morning... his hardon very evident in his sweat pants. It made her dizzy just thinking about it. She wondered if it was as big as the cock in her dream. She'd never seen one that big before. All of her boyfriends had average cocks... alright, she mused, there were only two. But still...
She felt her clit tingle with need and put down the hair brush. She looked at her face in the mirror as her fingers moved into her robe and down... down into her panties... and pressed against burning hot, wet flesh. She moaned, almost too loud, and her knees buckled a little. She caught herself against the counter with her free hand, but her right hand moved deeper... and faster... making her burn with need.
*****
"The sorority house holds about twenty students," Caitlin said as they walked through the halls. "We get about four new students every year, so we have a very select group of women." She smiled warmly as she opened a nearby door and let them peak inside one of the bedrooms. One of the girls was laying on her bed wearing loose shorts and a tank top, obviously not wearing a bra, her large breasts strained the thin material and her hard nipples poked against it, threatening to rip holes in it. She was reading a text book while listening to music through her headphones.
"The freshmen and sophomores have roommates while the Juniors and Seniors actually get... private... rooms," she said.
Vince could have sworn she had an impish smile on her lips as she said the word 'private', as if she was hoping to be in private with him. He shook it off as being some fantasy of his born from his dream, and looked into the room again. The lithe eighteen-year-old blond was very much his type... well, when he was in his younger years at least.
"Not bad. You like this, Jenn?" he asked, trying to change the subject, his eyes scanning the girl's gorgeous chest as Jenn looked around the room.
"Yeah, I like it a lot."
"Let me show you the guest quarters, then," Caitlin said, shutting the door and leading them down the hall to another wing. They passed by several more doors and Vince could have sworn he heard the passionate cries of a woman behind one of them as they passed. A quick glance from Jenn indicated that she probably heard it too, but they said nothing.
"The guest quarters have five rooms," Caitlin indicated, extending her hand to point down the hall. "You and your wife are welcome to come and stay the night here every three months. If you choose to stay separately, you can't both be here, unless special arrangements are made." She moved to the door of the first room.
"Why would we stay separately?" Vince asked, smiling that she must be joking.
"Some parents just like that better," Caitlin replied, opening the door. The room inside was nicely decorated, rather large, and had a four-poster bed with a canopy above. It looked like a very nicely decorated bedroom, rather than a guest room. "Sometimes the father comes down for a quickie... um, visit... and sometimes the mother comes. It's even more fun having both, though," she smiled, bringing a fingertip to her mouth and inserting it between her lips seductively.
"Wow," Jenn laughed. "Visiting looks better than living here." She took a step inside the room.
Caitlin touched Jenn's shoulder lightly and gently rubbed it. "You'll like living here far better than just visiting," she smiled. Jenn felt a little uncomfortable at the gesture, but she wasn't sure if it was because it broke her private space or if it... excited... her. "Visiting only gives you a taste once every three months.... living here gives you a taste every night." Jenn watched Caitlin's eyes scan down her body and look longingly at her breasts for just a moment, making Jenn shiver.
"Why don't I take you back down to Susan where she can answer your questions and get your enrollment started."
Vince couldn't help but watch her ass sway in her skirt as she led them down the hall, through the grand entryway and to Susan's office. Caitlin knocked twice and they heard Susan's voice telling them to enter.
"Hi Susan. This is Mr. Vincent Jameson and his step-daughter Jennifer." Caitlin backed away as Susan approached, giving them room to shake hands. Susan was a young woman, in her early twenties and was dressed very beautifully and professionally.
Both Vince and Jenn stood stunned by the blond beauty standing before them. They both seemed to recognize her... from somewhere... and it took them a moment to remember that she was the woman in their dreams.
"Mr. Jameson... so good to finally meet you," the young blond said, smiling. "And Jennifer. Please, have a seat," she said, indicating the small couch against the wall. As the two moved forward, Susan walked to her desk and sat down. She grabbed a file of papers and opened it.
"So," she began, "as Caitlin mentioned, my name is Susan and I'm president of the Double D's sorority. From your paperwork, I see that Mrs. Jared, well Mrs. Jameson now, signed up Jennifer here... wow... eight years ago." She looked up with a beaming smile. "I guess she really wanted Jennifer to go to school here." She turned over a few papers. "From the looks of her previous financials, she wasn't doing too well back then. Things are better now, I imagine."
"Well, yeah. She was trying to get a used book store started up just before I met her. Since then, the thing has just skyrocketed. She owns ten stores now, in three different states. I think we're doing surprisingly well." Vince was very uncomfortable talking to the young woman. For some reason, he felt so inexperienced and unworthy around her.
"Very nice," Susan smiled. "That's what we generally see when families give their students to us. Everyone wins here at Delta Delta Sigma." She turned a few more pages in the small book that was the family's file. "Any other children?"
"No, just Jennifer."
"Ok. Just to let you know, we also have a Delta Kappa Sigma house, too, for young men. It has the same kind of set up as the Double D's. In case your family feels more comfortable with guys. The Dicks are always popular for the guys to join. And each house enjoys... visiting... the other."
Vince sat stunned for a moment. "No, that's ok. If Jenn stays here then we'll stay here, too."
Susan smiled. "That would make everyone very happy." She turned a few pages of the file. "Ok, so I know a bit about Veronica's past... but I don't have much about you. Tell me a little about yourself."
Vince shifted in his seat, wondering just how much he should tell.
"Well... I was born and grew up in Oklahoma. I moved to California when I was young and got into a little of the movie business. I met Veronica about eight years ago and we've been together ever since." He shrugged his shoulders as if saying his was just another boring life.
"Oooh, the movie business," Susan said excitedly. "Are you still in the business?"
"No, no," he said shaking his head. I got out of that when I met Veronica. It was time."
"Why did you leave?"
Vince shrugged his shoulders again and looked over at Jenn. She was sitting there listening attentively herself. Even she didn't know much about his past. "Like I said, it was just my time. It's kind of a grueling business, really."
Susan put both hands on the desk top and leaned forward slightly as if very interested. "Were you in it for a long time?"
Vince looked up, counting the years. "Uh... yeah... about... seventeen years or so."
"Wow... that's really fantastic," Susan beamed, obviously excited to hear this. "Did you work on any movie I might have seen?" She looked at him with a kind of knowing glimmer in her eyes. It was as if she already knew all of this and was just getting him to admit it.



He shook his head, a little too quickly. "Nah... nothing you'd have seen. Really B-movie kind of stuff."
"Aw... that's too bad," Susan frowned. "You should tell me what you were in. Maybe I can find it online or something. That's really cool!"
They sat uneasily as Vince wondered how much information he could give this young woman and what it might mean if she learned the truth about his porn work.
"Anyway, so you met Veronica about eight years ago. Where did you meet?"
"It was in a coffee shop," Vince smiled as he remembered the day. "It was love at first sight."
"Awesome!"
"After I met her, we moved to Arizona and have been there ever since."
"I've been there. That's a very beautiful state. I see you keep in some pretty good shape, too. Does he work out a lot at home Jenn?"
The young brunette perked up. "Yeah... every day." She was excited to talk about her dad.
"I bet it's hard to have a hunk like that around the house all the time... all your girlfriends having crushes on him and such."
"I guess," Jenn smiled uneasily as she was reminded of her own crush on him for a moment.
"Ever see him come out of the shower with just a towel around his waist?" Jenn looked at her hesitantly, afraid to answer. "Come on, just between us."
Jenn flushed with embarrassment. "Yeah... I mean... I guess I have... a couple times."
"Ever just wish that towel would drop... just once... just to get a glimpse of him?" Susan licked her lips in excitement, staring at Vince like he was a piece of meat.
Vince shuffled in his seat, wondering why they were discussing this.
"Ever seen him... maybe... in the living room, late at night when he thought everyone was asleep, masturbating to a dirty movie... stroking his cock so slowly until he just couldn't hold back any longer."
Vince sat forward uncomfortably and interrupted. "If you don't mind, I'd like to get back to the application and..."
Susan interrupted him, stopping him cold in his tracks with the stern, other-wordly look she gave him. He was shocked to see such sudden anger come from her. "Actually, I do mind!" After a brief pause, her face softened again. "Your job, Mr. Jameson, is just to keep me happy. Just answer my questions and give me every reason to believe that Jenn is the right fit for the Double D's. Her mom obviously wants her to go to this school and be a member of this sorority. So much so that she signed her up eight years ago. Delta Delta Sigma is offering a complete, full-ride scholarship. All Jenn has to do is live here and abide by our rules. Of course, you and Veronica will be required to abide by our rules, too."
Susan stood and walked around the desk, sitting on the front edge. "Veronica has signed an agreement with me, that states her intention is for Jenn to learn here. The agreement gives her many... pleasantries... in that exchange and all I have to do now is see what little Jenn is like, how she thinks, how she acts... what she desires."
Vince and Jenn both dug themselves deeper into the couch, embarrassed and ashamed under her gaze.
"So answer me, little Jenn, have you ever watched your step-father masturbate?"
Jenn looked like she was so lost, embarrassed, and so scared. She didn't know what to do or say. She wanted to just disappear and make this all go away. "Yes," she whispered. "Once."
"You started walking into the kitchen for a glass of water and saw him... and you watched him... you enjoyed watching him. You had your hand in your pussy and you watched him cum, wishing you could have been the one to do that to him."
Jenn closed her eyes, her face so red in embarrassment. "Yes."
"Do you know me yet, little Jenn? Do you want to see?"
Jenn's eyes opened with shock as an image of that day eight years ago came to her mind. She saw Susan, the young sorority president back then, too, looking exactly the same. She saw her mom with her. She didn't know how, but images of her mom sitting in this very room... of them talking about the Delta Delta Sigma sorority... flashed through her mind. She saw as they discussed their bargain, that Susan would get to have Jennifer when she came of age and Veronica... Veronica would get everything she ever wanted. Power. Prestige. Money. A porn-star husband. And most importantly, all the kinky sex she could ever want.
Jennifer was surprised how easy it really was for her mom to be seduced. She knew it was hard when she was growing up, after her dad left them, but she never guessed that it was so hard that her mom would trade their lives to get out of it.
Then she envisioned the sex... the debasing, dirty, kinky sex right in this very office that sealed the deal. She remembered her mom begging to be used by Susan and Zachary, begging for Susan to sit on her face and give her her pussy. Begging for Zachary to fuck her with his big cock. Image after dirty image flooded her mind, and she turned her head from side to side, trying to get rid of the memory.
"Yes... that's it. Now you can see what your mommy did for you and for your family."
Jennifer fell back into the couch, her hands holding her head as she just breathed... trying to understand everything.
"What are you talking about?" Vince asked, confused, suddenly finding his voice. "Jenn?"
"Mr. Jameson... I know you better than you think. I do remember seeing some of your movies. 'Long Schlong Silver', 'Long Schlong with the Wind', 'Long Schlong the Witch is Dead'... sound familiar? Believe me, all of the girls here have seen your movies. We love watching that big cock of yours ram into some young girl's pussy."
Vince's face flushed red in his shock. "Wha...?"
"Jenn, my dear. Would you like to see your father in action? I have a movie all ready to play." Susan reached behind her and lifted a TV remote control.
"No... that's... that's not necessary," Vince muttered quickly.
"No... you're right... it's not necessary. We have you live." Susan smiled, her bright, youthful face belying the message behind her words. "Stand up," she ordered.
Vince looked at her for a moment, wondering where this was going. Susan waggled her fingers, prompting him to stand and he did.
"Take off your shirt."
Vince gulped, his breath catching in his throat. He looked at Jenn, who was watching quietly, happy that the attention had been taken off of her, but scared where this was going. His hands moved to the front of his shirt and began unfastening the buttons, slowly moving down his torso and pulling the material that was tucked inside his slacks.
"Mmmm.... lovely..." Susan moaned as he lowered the shirt from his shoulders and lay it on the couch. Susan stood and slid her hands over his torso, around each well-defined muscle in turn. "Very nice indeed." She moved back to her desk and leaned against it again. "Now the pants," she said, licking her lips.
Vince hesitated again, looking at her, pleading with his eyes for her to stop. Susan's eyes met his and he could see the unearthly fire within them. He knew he better comply with her wishes. His hands moved to the front of his pants and unfastened them, sliding them down his legs and off.
"Tell me, Vince. Have you ever thought of flashing Jenn? Have you ever thought of somehow accidentally showing her your cock? Maybe you didn't close the bathroom door all the way when you showered, or maybe when you masturbated in the living room at night. Hmmm? Have you?"
Vince gulped and glanced at Jenn, but quickly looked away. He didn't want to see the shame in her eyes. "Yes," he whispered. His cock was starting to tent the front of his boxers, showing his excitement to both the girls.
"I know you've dreamed of more than that, too. Do you miss fucking all those young girls from years ago? You were certainly the sex stud before you got married, fucking every young girl you could find. I can only imagine how much you miss that."
Vince thought about the life he used to lead. While it was getting very much out of control, he had to admit that the sex was intoxicating and addictive. "Yes... I miss that," he admitted softly.
"What was that? What do you miss?"
Vince was ashamed that he had to repeat himself, ashamed that Jenn had to see this and hear how perverted he really was. "I miss fucking all those young girls, alright?"
"There, there... that's better. That's the first step in dealing with your problem," Susan smiled. She stood and moved in front of Vince, her hand gently cupping his cock through the thin material of his boxers.
"One of the benefits of having Jenn in school here... you get to fuck anyone in the sorority. Anyone you want... a full weekend of debauchery."
She looked right at Vince's eyes, locking with them. "Even Jenn." She could feel his cock lurch. "I know how much you want that... how much you've fantasized about it."
She released him and took a step back. "Have you seen a more lovely man, Jenn?" She shook her head approvingly. "Take off your boxers."
Vince closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He couldn't look at either girl. He felt his cock pressing hard against his boxers, straining to be let loose. He was being asked to remove his last vestige of decency. And what surprised him the most was that he wanted to do it.
He exhaled sharply as his thumbs entwined in the waist band of his boxers and pulled them down, his cock bobbing free in front of him.
Susan moaned softly, very happy with the vision before her. "Just lovely," she said softly. "Your cock is very perfect." She looked at Jenn, who had shrunk so small into the couch, but couldn't take her eyes off her step-father. "I think Jenn likes what she see's too... don't you dear?"
Jenn quickly looked at her and then cast her eyes downward.
"Oh, don't look away dear. This is exactly what you've longed for. I know you've dreamed of seeing your step-father's cock for a long time. I know you think about it when you play with your little pussy. Revel in the fact that it's right here... just a few feet away."
"Vince... play with yourself."
His cock surged, springing in the air. His eyes looked at Susan, dejected at how he was simply being used for her whims. His hand moved to his shaft, wrapping around it, and slowly moved up and down its long length.
"Look at that Jenn... just what you've been wanting to see..." Susan walked over to the side of the couch by Jenn and knelt so they were at the same level. "I think that in all fairness, you should thank your daddy for giving you this gift. I think you should give him what he wants, too."
Jenn shook her head side to side, trying to refuse to participate in this.
"Take off your shirt and show us your tits."
Jenn didn't know where to look, didn't know where to go to avoid this embarrassment. She grabbed the bottom of her blouse and lifted it up and over her head. Her white bra beneath contrasted well with her dark, sun-tanned skin. She reached behind her back and unfastened her bra, sliding it down her arms and off as well. Her breasts beneath were large and creamy white, her bathing suit never showing much. Her areola were large, capped by hard, long nipples.
"Ooooh, very nice, Jenn... very nice." Susan's hand slid over her chest, her fingers clinging to her nipple and pinching it between them, pulling it from her body. Jenn moaned, arching her back in pleasure. Vince groaned and both girls looked up to see him stroking more forcefully now, getting closer and closer to his climax.
"Daddy certainly likes your tits. His cock is getting so hard now... he's wanted to see you naked for so long now." Susan's hand moved up to Jenn's throat, slightly choking her. "Take your skirt off," she ordered.
Susan released her as Jenn sat forward and stood, her breasts bobbing and swaying with every movement. She unfastened her skirt and let it fall to the floor exposing her lovely white thong panties. She stood for a moment, almost shivering, wanting to cover her body so badly. She and Vince were looking at each other for a moment before both looked away in excited embarrassment.
Susan stepped behind Jenn and knelt, her hands sliding over her firm ass and gliding down her legs.
"You have such a hot body. You've certainly developed into a beautiful woman." Her hand slid between Jenn's thighs and slid up to graze her pussy through her panties. Jenn jolted at the pleasure, exhaling sharply. "And you're pretty damn wet. Let me help you." Susan grabbed the sides of Jenn's panties and pulled them down her legs, exposing her entire body. Her hand moved back between Jenn's legs, her fingertips appearing in front as she curled them to cup and rub against Jenn's bare, wet pussy.
"Come here, Vince. Give your daughter a big hug. Show her how much you love her," Susan said, standing once again.
Vince took the step forward, standing now in front of Jenn. "Oh God," he whispered as his arms encircled his little girl and pulled her against him. Her body was so soft, so smooth and warm against him. He could feel her nipples poke into his chest and feel her hips push into him a little. His cock nestled neatly between her thighs, rubbing against her pussy. He could feel how hot and wet she was and held her tighter in his excitement.
"Awww, such a lovely sight," Susan said, leaning against her desk once more. "Now, Vince... be honest... and tell Jenn exactly what you want."
Vince closed his eyes tightly, barely able to breath. This was bad enough, wasn't it, to hold his own daughter while they were both naked? Now she wanted him to tell Jenn something that he barely wanted to even admit to himself.
"Go on... you know you want to... Say 'Jenn, I want to...'" Susan prodded him.
Vince gulped and let out a breath of resignation. He was in far too deep now. "Jenn... I want... oh God... I want to fuck you." He held her tight, hoping against hope that she wouldn't reject him, call him names for his perversion.
"And Jenn... what do you think about that?"
"Daddy..." she started, stopping as she felt the pleasure swirling through her. His cock was sliding against her pussy, against her clit, sending shivers all over her. "Daddy, I want to fuck you too," she finally blurted out.
They stood holding each other tightly, their bodies moving, grinding naked flesh against naked flesh. Their need was evident.
"Jenn, there is just one thing you need to do... and everything you've ever wanted will be yours," Susan said, standing beside the couple. She held a piece of paper in one hand and a pen in the other. She extended the pen towards Jenn. "Just one... little... signature. Right there. All of that pleasure is just waiting for you."
Jenn was panting. She quickly grabbed the pen and signed the document.
Susan giggled a little as she put the paper in the folder on her desk, then turned around and crossed her arms in front of her. "Fuck her, Vince. Do it... do it now!" she ordered.
Vince suddenly released Jenn and led her to step back to the couch, and let her sit. He followed her down, his eyes unable to take her entire body in. Everything about her excited him so much. He didn't know where to touch first. She lay back, her legs lifting up to his shoulders as he moved easily between them. He groaned as his cock found her pussy and slid easily inside it. The warmth, wetness, and tightness was so intoxicating to him and he thrust hard until he was buried fully inside her.
Jenn moaned loudly, begging him to fuck her harder and faster. Begging him not to stop... ever...
*****
They were quiet as they drove back home that evening. They had nervously agreed that they wouldn't stay the night at a hotel again, even though they each secretly did want to. After their hour in Susan's office, they weren't sure if they could stop themselves.
Jenn put in her earbuds and listened to her music, while Vince turned on the radio and drove. After six hours, they arrived home.
They quickly removed their bags from the car and unpacked them. Veronica sat on the bed as Vince took his clothes out of his bag.
"Everything... ok?" she asked.
Vince nodded. "Yeah... she signed."
Veronica exhaled and smiled, then noticed that Vince was still a little shocked by all of this. "Are you ok with this?"
Vince looked at her. "You know... I don't know. This is so fucked up."
"We get everything we've always wanted," Veronica said, touching his shoulder. "We keep everything they've given us over the past eight years. It's not really that bad, is it?"
"I don't know," Vince said softly, putting his arms around her and holding her against him. "I just feel... a little... used."
"Did they tell you about the rules?"
"A little... something about we can visit the Double D house up to four times a year," he said. "Or we can go to one of the hotels in town as often as we want. And you're free to go to the Dicks, instead, too."
"And we can be called up at any time, too, by any past or present member or their parents," Veronica said. "We can never say no."
"We've sold our souls, haven't we?" Vince asked.
Veronica nodded. "Yeah. I guess we have."
Vince's cell phone rang. He looked at it and it was not a number he recognized. "Hello?" he said, answering it.
"Hi Mr. Jameson, this is Caitlyn," said a young woman. It took him a moment, but he remembered that she was Susan's assistant. "We're having a reception for the new parents this weekend, and I specifically have a request from a couple of the girls and a couple of the Dicks for you and your lovely wife..."
*****
December, this year.
"Delta Delta Sigma," Caitlyn's cheery voice answered the phone. "Oh, hi, Mr. Jameson. What can I do for you?... Yes... Ok... Well let me see what I have available... December... It looks like... oh, sorry, the weekend of the tenth is booked. I have an opening for the seventeenth, though... Is Veronica going to join you?... Good! It'll be wonderful to see her again.... Thank you! I appreciate that. Any ideas on who you'd like to join you.... yeah... LaDonna? Good choice. Veronica has certainly been wanting to be with her. She has a very, very nice tongue on her... Oh, I know... And another for you?... Oh, no, I guess I should have expected that. Jenn it is... We have your guest room at the house all reserved for you... Sure. We'll see you then!"
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"Thank you for calling the Relaxation Center," Vanessa answered, picking up the desk phone. "Can I help you?" She smiled, loving that people were calling, that business was really booming for the first time in the ten years she'd had the place. If this kept up, she'd have to hire a receptionist soon.
"Sure... what's your name?... Amy. Alright, and is this for yourself?... Yes, we have half-hour, hour, and ninety-minute massages, with just upper-body, and full-body options. Which would be best for you?" She opened her schedule book and located a free day. "Sure... I have Lauren available for you at 2:00pm. Is that good?... Perfect... thirty minutes on Saturday the tenth at 2:00pm... Thank you. We'll see you then."
An older woman walked up to the counter. "Erica! I didn't even know you had an appointment today." Vanessa turned the scheduling book back to today. "I'm sorry, but I'm booked. I think I can squeeze you in on Friday, though."
"Oh, no, I just finished my appointment," Erica said. "With Vince. He's a wonderful, wonderful young man." Erica opened her purse and pulled out her wallet to pay for the session.
Vanessa looked at her in surprise. Erica had been her regular client for several years now, coming in about every three months or so. She had no idea how she got scheduled with Vince.
Erica handed Vanessa her credit card. "Can you add a hundred dollar tip onto that, too, please. That was... incredible!" Erica gushed.
Venessa was in complete shock now. The massage alone was only a hundred and twenty dollars... and Erica wanted to add a one hundred dollar tip?
"One hundred dollar tip? Are you sure?" Vanessa asked, holding the card.
"Yes dear, please," Erica smiled. She had a glow about her. Vanessa often saw clients leave with a wonderful relaxation and glow about them, but Erica's glow seemed off for some reason.
"Ok, here you go. Just sign here," Vanessa indicated on the form. Erica signed it and Vanessa dropped it into the cash register. "Would you like to schedule another appointment?"
"Yes, please."
"Three months again?" Vanessa asked.
"No... um... this time I think I want to come back in a month and see how that works."
"Ok." Vanessa changed the page on the schedule book. "I have a three o'clock available on the twenty-seventh." She looked up to look for clarification.
"If you don't mind, I'd like to go to Vince again. Does he have time available that day?"
Vanessa was definitely confused, but scanned the schedule. "Yes... he has an opening at ten in the morning."
"That would be perfect. Thank you," Erica smiled, putting her wallet back into her purse and walking to the door. She seemed almost dazed.
"Have a good day!" Vanessa called just as Erica reached the glass door.
"You, too, dear," Erica replied and left the building.
"What the hell?" Vanessa said, turning the schedule back to today again.
Vince walked out from the back hallway towards the desk. "Hi Vanessa! Do I have another appointment soon?"
"Um... you have Crystal in an hour," she said.
"Ok. Cool." Vince turned to walk to the back again when Vanessa stopped him.
"Vince... can we talk for a second?" she asked.
"Sure... what's up," he said, walking to the front desk.
"You... um... you know that I really like having you here," she said. "Since you started, we seem to have gained a good number of new clients and I have to really credit you with that."
Vince nodded and smiled. He had such a youthful, innocent smile that really showed his happiness. "Thanks. I really like it here."
"There's... um... I just have to ask you, though." She paused, unsure of how to ask him what she truly wanted to know. "You're not doing anything... special... with your clients are you?"
"Special?"
"It's just... I've never seen any place have growth like this before," she said nervously. He really was a great employee and she didn't want him to take offense and quit on her. "And I just want to make sure there's nothing... you know... illegal about your massages."
He shook his head. "I can't think of anything," he said.
"In just the few months that you've been here, you've not only added new clients yourself... but some of our current clients have switched over to you. And many clients are becoming... very regular. More regular than I'd expect."
He raised his hands into the air and turned them around looking at them and showing them to Vanessa. "I guess they really like my touch," he laughed.
Vanessa was still puzzled and still didn't have the answers she wanted, but didn't know what else to ask.
"Is that all?" he asked. "Can I go to the back to wait?"
Vanessa looked at him and then shook her head to snap out of her suspicious vibe. "Yeah, sure. I'm sorry," she said.
Vince turned and walked to the back room, humming some tune she didn't know.
She shook her head, still concerned. If there was something going on, drugs, sex, or anything else illegal, and the cops found out, they'd shut her business down and she'd be in big trouble. She really was going to have to figure this out.
*****
It was only a month later and Vanessa's suspicions had only grown worse. But she still didn't know what else she could do. Suddenly the phone rang at 9:30am. "Thank you for calling the Relaxation Center," Vanessa answered, picking up the desk phone. "Can I help you?"
"Vanessa, it's Vince," the voice on the other end said. It didn't sound like Vince, but the guy sure sounded sick.
"Vince... everything ok?"
"No. I caught some stupid bug the other day," he said, before starting to cough. "I'm going to have to take a few days off to get over this crap. Can you call and reschedule my appointments?"
Vanessa scanned the appointment book. "I think we can handle most of them with the other masseuse's. I should only have to reschedule a few of them."
"I'd prefer just rescheduling all of them, if you would."
Vanessa felt that something was... off. He seemed a bit too insistent that none of the other therapists take his clients while he was out sick. Was he trying to hide something?
"Well, I understand, but I'd rather see what else I can do," she said. "Don't worry, we'll take care of it. You just get better, ok?"
There was a momentary pause that made Vanessa nervous. "Yeah... ok... I'll let you know what's happening and should be back in a day or two."
"Ok, just let me know," she said and she hung up the phone. She looked at the schedule for today and found that his next appointment was at 11:00am. She was free for that timeslot so she figured she could take it and see what she could learn.
*****
Vanessa was a little nervous when Kristen, Vince's 11:00am appointment walked in the door. "Hi! Are you Kristen?"
"Good morning! Yes I am," Kristen said. "I'm here for my appointment with Vince." Kristen was wearing a loose blouse and skirt, as if she had just come from work.
"Good morning!" Vanessa replied. "Sorry, Vince is out sick today. I'm Vanessa, the owner, and I'll be giving you the massage today."
"Oh," Kristen said, sounding a little disappointed. Then she smiled. "Ok. Great. I love women's hands, too."
"Follow me," Vanessa said, leading her into the back where the client rooms were. She led her into her room and closed the door behind them. "Ok, so what brings you in here today?"
"Oh, I've just been working a lot, with heels on all day," Kristen said, kicking her shoes off. "I just need a little me time."
"How long has it been since your last massage?"
"Only a few weeks I think," Kristen said. "Not long, but feels like forever."
"Hmmm," Vanessa said. She wondered why someone would feel a need to have a massage so often... unless there was something else to it. "Have you had any accidents or anything happen while working out?" Vanessa asked. "Any pain or anywhere in particular you want me to focus?"
Kristen giggled suddenly. "Sorry. No, just really... tight. You know? I just need a general massage, something to totally... relax... me. I'm in a little bit of a hurry. I have some meetings I need to get to."
"Oh, ok," Vanessa said, turning her back to grab one of the towels. When she turned back, Kristen had taken her blouse off and was just removing her bra. Her breasts bounced a little, her nipples becoming hard. Vanessa felt embarrassed watching this woman she didn't know get undressed so quickly. It was so different than she was used to.
"Oh, um.... Here's a towel," she said, handing it to her. "There's a screen over there. You can get undressed to what ever you're... um... comfortable with. Then lay down on the table with the towel draped over you. Just call for me when you're ready, ok?"
"Oh, you don't have to leave," Kristen said, pushing her skirt down, then hooking her fingers into her panties. "I'll be ready in just a second." She tossed her panties aside and moved to the table, crawling onto it. "This way... or..."
"Just... on your stomach," Vanessa said, looking at her very beautiful and very naked client. As she turned over, her breasts swayed below her, making Vanessa blush. It wasn't the first time she'd ever had a naked woman on her massage table, but she'd never had a woman so forward before. Kristen seemed to enjoy showing off her body.
"I like starting on my stomach."
Vanessa moved beside the table, spread some oil onto her hands and then touched her for the first time. "I'm just going to start on your... upper back and shoulders." She started manipulating Kristen's muscles, starting her standard massage.
"Mmhmm, that's a good start," Kristen said softly. "Do you have any of Vince's special oil he uses? It adds such wonderful... tingling... to the massage."
"No," Vanessa said, wondering what kind of special massage oil Vince would be using. "I'm sorry. I don't."
"Oh," Kristen said, sounding a little disappointed again. "I guess we'll just have to do without."
Kristen moaned softly as Vanessa worked the muscles on her neck, shoulders, and upper back. Vanessa blushed a little again. She was used to clients expressing a little pleasure from their massage, but Kristen's moaning was more... sensual.
"My, uh, lower back has been really killing me at work lately," Kristen said putting one hand behind her to show Vanessa where she wanted massaged.
"Let me grab some more oil for you." Vanessa put more oil on her hands and started working down her back, moving to her lower back to where Kristen had indicated.
"Mmhmm!" Kristen moaned. "So... how long have you been doing this?"
"Oh... I've had this place for about ten years now," Vanessa said her hands continuing to move, "and did massages at another place for five before that."
"Oh wow! Fifteen years," Kristen said, obviously impressed. "Then you know all the really good spots."
Vanessa laughed. "Yeah... I've certainly had a lot of practice."
"I really like this place," Kristen said. "I've been coming here for three months or so now."
"Thank you. That's great."
"And, as his boss I have to tell you, Vince is really... I mean, really good," Kristen gushed, shocking Vanessa. She appreciated good feedback on her employees and their work, but Kristen's response was a little... odd.
"Is this ok?" Vanessa asked, starting to move up her back again.
"Oh yeah," Kristen moaned softly. "Like I said, my lower back has been killing me."
"Ok," Vanessa said, a little surprised that that's where Kristen wanted her to concentrate. She moved back lower on her back.
"Oh, you can keep going lower if you want," Kristen said. "Mmhmm... that's better. That's good. That's a really good start. You can just stay on my lower back region if you want."
"You don't want me to just... um... go over different areas?" Vanessa asked.
"Yeah... sure," Kristen said, smiling. "You can go into... different areas." Vanessa took more time on her lower back, working each muscle along her spine and working along the top of her ass. "That's perfect."
Vanessa moved down onto her ass, massaging the big gluteal muscles. "Is this ok?"
"Girl you gotta get in there," Kristen encouraged. "Grab that big ol' booty and work it."
"Better?" Vanessa asked, squeezing and pressing into the muscle even harder.
"No, girl you gotta get *in there*," Kristen said, really enjoying what Vanessa was doing. "Go a little bit harder, rougher. Don't be shy. Just grab it. I kinda like it rough."
"Like that?" Vanessa asked, working harder on Kristen's gluteals than she ever had on a client before.
"Getting better," Kristen moaned softly.
"How about we work on your legs?" Vanessa asked. "I think we've covered this area and it's time to move..."
"Yeah, perfect," Kristen interrupted. "The inner thighs! Go for it."
Vanessa moved her hands lower, onto Kristen's leg, massaging the back, just above the knee.
"You sure you can't just go and grab his special oil?" Kristen asked. "I'm really ready for it."
The question surprised Vanessa. Kristen seemed a little too... needy. Why would she ask at this point? "No... I don't even know where it is."
"Ok," Vanessa said, sounding even more disappointed now. "Go a little higher.
Higher, would you?" Vanessa inched a little higher onto her thigh. "Yeah, higher. Higher... on my inner thigh. Yeah... just little higher. Mmm... there you go, getting warmer. That's nice."
Vanessa was a little uncomfortable, but kept massaging her client. Her hands were more than half way up Kristen's thigh, her fingers stroking mere inches from her pussy. She could feel her heat and wetness already.
"Go a little higher," Kristen whispered excitedly.
"If I go any higher I'm going to be in your crotch," Vanessa said, pulling her hands away.
"Exactly!"
"Yeah... um... I don't do that kind of massage," Vanessa said. "I don't know where you think you are..."
"I know exactly where I'm at," Kristen interrupted, "the Relaxation Center. I'm just trying to get really... really relaxed."
"This is a massage parlor... we give... massages," Vanessa said, getting a little embarrassed. While she had the occasional male client who asked for some special treatment, this was the first time a female did.
"Of course," Kristen said. "Here, why don't I turn over and you can start on my shoulders. She turned to lay on her back, exposing her entire front to Vanessa's gaze. Vanessa grabbed a towel and lay it over Kristen to somewhat cover her body, then walked to the head of the table.
"Ok," she said, putting her hands down to work on her shoulders. "You've been coming for three months now, huh?"
"Oh yes!" Kristen beamed, looking up at Vanessa. "This place is really good... the place to be."
"And... Vince... has been your therapist the whole time?"
"Mmhmm! He's the best," Kristen gushed. "He always gives that extra bit of love to his clients."
"Extra?" Vanessa asked, pulling her hands away again.
"Yeah. You know, touch them where they want, rub them where they want. Do whatever."
"Oh," Vanessa said, shocked. "Well, the thing is I'm not really that kind of masseuse. I'm more of the not so much extra kind."
"But it's so much more relaxing... it's awesome!" Kristen beamed. She grabbed Vanessa hands and put them right on her breasts, holding them there and squeezing them, forcing Vanessa to squeeze her breasts. "This is a good start."
"You know... um... I don't think this is really appropriate," Vanessa said, blushing.
"This is the place where it's completely appropriate," Kristen said. "I guarantee it."
"I just think there's laws against things like this or something."
"You don't have to worry about that," Kristen said, squeezing Vanessa hands again and pressing them into her breasts. "Oh... it's ok, just relax."
"I'm relaxed. I'm relaxed. It's fine," Vanessa said, feeling awkward and definitely not relaxed. "Hand... hand... let me massage your hand. That's perfect." She pulled her hands from Kristen's breasts and moved to the side of the table, taking the young woman's hand in hers. She started massaging it, sliding oil all over it. She was shaking she was so nervous, but everything she'd learned told her to work through this... just keep the client happy without going beyond.
Kristen turned her hand over to face towards Vanessa, pushed forward, and touched her breast. Vanessa giggled nervously and quickly pulled it away, continuing to massage it.
"Oh my gosh," Kristen said suddenly, pulling her hand away and sitting up on the massage table. "I know what's wrong! Just relax. I totally get it."
"You do?" Vanessa asked, hopeful.
"Yes... it's because I'm naked and you're not!" Kristen said quickly, sliding off the table and standing in front of Vanessa, her hands touching Vanessa all over.
"No, no... that's not exactly what the issue is," Vanessa said, extremely nervous now. She was losing control of the situation.
"It's ok... just relax a little," Kristen said. Then she suddenly grabbed the spaghetti straps of Vanessa's top and pulled down, exposing her breasts, as Kristen pulled it all the way to her waist.
Vanessa crossed her arms over her chest, attempting to cover them.
"Wow, your tits are beautiful," Kristen said. "Show them off a little bit."
"I don't think this is really allowed," Vanessa argued, trying to both keep her breasts covered and Kristen's hands off of her.
"It's totally fine," Kristen said, grabbing Vanessa's pants and pulling them down as well, making her nearly naked.
"Wait, wait, wait! This is not the kind of place this is," Vanessa protested.
"Girl, you're going to give me the best massage and have so much fun!"
"I already know how to do massage."
"But the fun stuff they just can't teach in school," Kristen said, turning Vanessa around. "Here... sit... sit on the table." She helped lift Vanessa onto the table then bent over and started pulling her tennis shoes off, then pulling her pants completely off. "We're going to do some massage stuff that you never learn in school."
Kristen pushed Vanessa's chest, laying her on her back on the table, then started pushing her legs apart.
"I just don't think we should... you know... I mean..." Vanessa was so confused. She'd never been in a position like this and Kristen was so beautiful and so forceful. And, she had to admit, maybe she did want to be touched.
"Hey, listen... it's ok," Kristen said softly as she gently stroked her thighs. "Just relax."
"I'm just not familiar with... this... kind of massage."
"Oh, you'll catch on," Kristen said, smiling, as she bent forward and started licking Vanessa's extremely excited pussy.
"Oh... God... Ok..." Vanessa panted as she felt a woman's mouth on her for the very first time. She couldn't believe how good it felt, how different it was from her husband. It was light and sexy and Kristen knew exactly what to do.
"Mmhmm... let it happen," Kristen said, rapidly flicking her tongue over her clit.
"Oh..." Vanessa panted. She was at a loss for words as the pleasure roared through her body. She couldn't believe how good this felt. "Oh, I had no idea... oh my God. But I don't think I'm relaxing."
"Mmhmm," Kristen giggled a little. "Is that good?"
"Yeah," Vanessa panted.
"Mmm your pussy tastes so good."
"Ok... I'm good... I'm good now," Vanessa said as she tried to disengage from Kristen, sit up, and get off the table. But Kristen had wrapped her arms around her thighs, holding her tightly. Vanessa couldn't move.
"Hm mmm... you're definitely not fully relaxed," Kristen said, flicking her tongue across her clit and sucking on it, driving Vanessa to a glorious orgasm.
"Oh God yeah!"
"Mmhmm," Kristen nodded.



"Oh! Fuck!" Vanessa's orgasm hit her quickly, making her body so incredibly tense, shaking wildly one minute, then completely relaxed the next. She lay there panting, closing her eyes to feel the pleasure flow over her.
"Mmhmm, you like that?" Kristen asked, smiling and tenderly kissing her inner thighs.
"Holy shit!" Vanessa panted. "That's a really... um... relaxing massage."
"I told you," Kristen smiled, standing up and moving to the side of the table. "You ready to massage me again?"
"Well, um... I mean, you... um... made me... you know... but I really... I don't know what to do," Vanessa mumbled. "We really should... you know... wrap this up."
"It's ok, just lie back again. I'll teach you how to relax me." As Vanessa lay back on the table once more, nervously, doubts still flew through her mind. Doubts about whether she could even do what Kristen had done to her... doubts about doing something so illegal in her business with the potential of losing everything... doubts about whether she could even tell her husband about this.
Suddenly, Kristen kicked her leg over the table and straddled Vanessa's head. As Vanessa lay stunned, Kristen lowered her pussy onto her face.
"Oh... ummm," Vanessa said, surprised by how quickly things were moving. As soon as her pussy came near, though, Vanessa instinctually started licking it, tasting a woman's hot, swollen flesh for the first time.
"Oh my God. That's right," Kristen moaned. Vanessa was better at licking pussy than she led her to believe. "Uh huh... just lick like that. Oh fuck! Yes! Oh, shit! That's so good."
"Am I doing ok?" Vanessa asked after a few moments.
"Yes... don't you fucking stop," Kristen moaned. Her body was so ready for an orgasm... so needing to cum. But there was something missing. There was something that just wasn't going to let her cum. "Don't fucking stop," she panted, hoping and praying that Vanessa would just take her over the edge. She knew Vince could... very easily in fact. "Fuck!" she yelled, frustrated. "I need Vince!"
Kristen kicked her leg off Vanessa again and stood beside the table as Vanessa sat up. "Was that not ok?"
"No, no, it was fine," Kristen said, her body shaking a little still. She was just so close. "You were fine. I... I just need Vince."
"Well... um... he'll be back again in a few days," Vanessa said, bending over and grabbing her clothes. "Thank you for, um, teaching me a new massage." Vanessa worked fast to get her clothes back on and headed to the door.
"Maybe I can have you give me a massage again soon," Kristen giggled. "You know... practice."
Vanessa was standing behind the desk, looking a little flushed and disheveled, when Kristen came out of the back. She scheduled an appointment with Vince in two weeks, paid with an extra tip, then left.
Vanessa didn't know what to do or think. This whole episode should never have happened. She should have stopped it before it ever got that far. But she had to ask the same question she'd been asking for the last few months. What was Vince doing with his clients?
She had to find out before she lost everything.
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The Slut Rose: The Masseuse's Mistake, Part 2
Vanessa felt extremely guilty for what had happened with Kristen just two days ago. She couldn't help but feel that Vince had something to do with it, though. There was something that he was doing that made his female clients think it's appropriate to have sex as a part of their massage. Right afterward, she rescheduled her clients to make room for the clients that she had given to the other girls so she could take them herself. She didn't need this to happen to the other girls, too.
And she was going to have to shut this down. Since having sex like that was illegal, if an undercover cop came in to investigate, they'd be busted and she'd lose her business and her license. She could not let that happen. She'd worked too hard to make this place work... all the blood, sweat, tears, and money was too much to throw away.
At the end of one of her sessions, with Brianna, she decided to try something. Brianna had been a client of hers for two years and as a vibrant, twenty-three-year-old college student with a beautiful face and body, she'd be great for her plan.
No one was around when Brianna was checking out, so Vanessa decided to ask.
"Brianna, I was wondering if I could ask you to do something for me?"
"Sure," Brianna answered, smiling as she handed Vanessa her credit card. "What's up?
"I was wondering if you'd... be a little spy for me?" Vanessa asked, keeping her voice low and looking around to make sure no one was listening in. "I'd like to schedule an appointment or two with Vince for you. Then you let me know how the sessions went."
"Ok," Brianna said, sounding suspicious. "Is something wrong?"
"No... well, honestly I don't know," Vanessa said, biting her nail uncomfortably. "I just want to make sure everything is appropriate."
"Appropriate?"
"I don't want to worry you or anything," Vanessa said, "and I know I'm making it sound bad. I just don't want anyone caught doing something illegal. And if your sessions go well, then that's one less worry for me."
Brianna nodded. "Ok. That shouldn't be a big deal." She smiled. "Hopefully he's as good as you."
"Probably not," Vanessa giggled. "But I'm sure he'll do fine."
Brianna agreed and they set an appointment in a week.
*****
"Hi," Vince said as he walked out of the back room to greet his client for the next hour. "You must be Brianna." He extended his hand to her.
"That's me!" Brianna said, shaking his hand. Vanessa stood behind the counter, watching... and waiting. This was going to be an important moment. She was so hopeful that Brianna would come back with information, something that she could use to make a decision about Vince.
"I'm Vince," Vince said. "Let's head on back, shall we? Have you been here before?"
"A bit, yes," Brianna said as they moved into the back, their conversation quickly becoming blocked by the hallway.
Vanessa waited behind the desk for the next hour, watching the clock as it slowly ticked. It was one of the longest hours in her life. Other clients came in, scheduled for the other girls, but all of them were barely remembered, she was so focused on Brianna.
Finally, both Brianna and Vince emerged from the back room again.
"Thank you!" Brianna told him, a big smile all over her face as they shook hands again.
"My pleasure," Vince said, smiling back. "You can check out here with Vanessa and I'll look forward to our next appointment."
"Ok!"
Vince turned and walked to the back again, as Brianna handed her credit card to Vanessa.
"I'll comp this one," Vanessa said, "under the circumstances."
"Oh, thank you!" Brianna beamed. "Can I still give Vince a tip?"
"Of course, if you think that's appropriate," Vanessa said, a little surprised.
"One hundred."
"Oh... wow... um," Vanessa stammered, confused. She wasn't sure she heard her right. "You want to tip him one hundred dollars?"
"Yes... please," Brianna smiled.
"Ok... I can do that. But... um... can you tell me how your session went?"
"Oh... wow... it was the most... incredible... massage I've ever had in my life," Brianna beamed excitedly. "His hands were... absolutely magical." Brianna had a dreamy look about her and she was radiant as if she'd recently had sex or something.
"Nothing... inappropriate?" Vanessa asked.
Brianna smiled as she shook her head. "No... it was... magical. He just... took me back... had me undress... and... and... gave me a massage. His hands were... just magical."
"Yes, I think you've said that already," Vanessa said, suspicious still. "Magical." She'd never seen Brianna look or act like this. There was something definitely wrong here. Was she on drugs?
"Did he use any special massage oil?" Vanessa asked.
Brianna slowly nodded, dreamily. "Yes... the absolute best. Can I make an appointment for next week?"
"Sure," Vanessa said, turning the page in the scheduling book. "I have time on Thursday at ten."
Brianna licked her lips. "When does... Vince... have an opening?"
Vanessa looked at her. "Vince? You're sure?"
"Yes," Brianna nodded, "please."
Vanessa looked at the pages. "Um... he has an opening on Wednesday at 4:00pm."
"Ok... that's during work, but I'll figure something out."
Vanessa shook her head in disbelief. Brianna gathered her things and walked out the door, still with a dreamy smile on her face. "Have a good day," she said softly.
*****
Vanessa was very upset after that mishap. What in the hell happened in there that made Brianna so... different... that changed her so much? Vanessa even lost a long-time massage client over it. And for Brianna to claim that nothing happened other than a typical massage? Nothing was making sense. Was it the special oil he was using?
She thought about it a while and finally thought of another thing she could try. She searched on the Internet until she found compact, portable, security cameras. There was no need to hook it up to the internet and no need to keep it connected to power. And it could record for up to ninety six hours without overwriting its memory. It was even small enough to be hidden within objects like stuffed animals or tissue boxes to make it nearly invisible.
She bought one and waited the two days for it to come in the mail. She read through the instructions to set it up and ran a small test to record herself and test retrieving the videos from it, putting them on her personal computer. It worked perfectly!
The next morning, she took the camera and placed it into Vince's room, hiding it on a small corner light stand that wasn't used for much, just a little light and decoration. It seemed to blend in well. It would take a direct search to see it, let alone to know what it was.
Kristen was Vince's first client and Vanessa knew that that would be absolutely perfect. She already knew that Kristen had previously been affected so it would be an interesting session.
"Hi," Vanessa said as Kristen walked in the front door for her appointment.
"Hi!" Kristen replied, smiling. "He's here today?"
Vanessa nodded. "Yes," she said, just as Vince came out of the back room to greet her.
"Hi Kristen," Vince said, extending his hand.
"Yay!" she cheered, taking Vince's hand in hers. "Vince is back! Feeling better?"
"Yep, back at one hundred percent," he said, smiling.
"I am so ready for this massage," Kristen gushed. Vanessa almost felt as if she was too giddy... like she was a drug addict about to get her fix. She knew that some people really enjoyed getting a massage, but she seemed far too excited.
"Good!" Vince said, clapping his hands once and rubbing them together. "Well, I'm ready for you if you want to follow me on back."
Vanessa watched as Vince led Kristen to the back, going towards their room and she was again forced to wait. She was learning that she didn't wait well. She wanted to know what was going on. She wanted to know now. She just needed to know!
A few other clients came in for the other girls as Vanessa waited behind the counter. Finally, after the hour was up, both Kristen and Vince came out of the back. Kristen looked absolutely radiant. She was smiling... almost a dopey smile.
"Thank you again, Kristen," Vince said. "Vanessa here will check you out, as usual."
"Thank you, Vince," Kristen said, smiling at him. "You're a lifesaver."
"Well, I wouldn't go that far, but I'm glad you enjoyed it," Vince said. "I'll see you next time." Then he turned and walked to the back room again.
"Oh... I can't tell you how good that felt," Kristen said to Vanessa as she grabbed her credit card from her wallet. "Add a hundred dollar tip on that, would you?"
"Sure," Vanessa said, ringing up the sale. "Here you go. Would you like to schedule another session?"
"Yes, please... two weeks." Kristen put her card back in her wallet and waited as Vanessa turned the pages in the scheduling book.
"Ok, he has an opening on that Monday... at 2:00pm."
"That'll be perfect," Kristen said, putting the appointment into her phone. Then she turned to walk out. "Have a good night!"
"You, too," Vanessa said as she watched her leave. She looked at her watch. It was going to be a long day... but she didn't want to fish the camera out of his room until he was gone for the day.
*****
Just as Vince walked out the door at 6:00pm, Vanessa tried to be subtle, but ran back to his room. She slowly opened the door and moved to the back corner. The camera had fallen to the floor somehow, so she bent down, and picked it up.
She stood there a moment as a strange smell hit her. She was too fast coming in to notice it at first, but now, it seemed all around her. She couldn't even tell where it was coming from but the smell made her feel good... excited her even... and made her dizzy. Her body was shaking a little as she breathed in more and more. She felt her nipples harden and her pussy tingle as she stood there, just wondering what it was.
When she felt an incredible desire to touch herself, and heard one of the other girls walking by, she shook her head to clear it and walked to the door quickly, closing it behind her.
When everyone had finally left, she turned off all the lights and locked up before driving home. Her husband was working late that night, so she had the house to herself for a few hours. Soon after coming in the door, she had the camera connected to her laptop and was downloading the videos. Since the camera was motion and sound activated, there were several videos on it, with some sessions having one, and some having a couple videos.
She sorted them by time and started up the video that was Kristen's appointment. The video started with Vince's door opening and him leading Kristen inside. He closed the door behind her as she moved and stood beside the table. He moved to the rack on the wall, lit several tea light candles and started a soothing music sound machine.
"Ok... nothing out of the ordinary," Vanessa said to herself.
"Why don't you go ahead, there's a screen over there to take your clothes off," Vince said as he grabbed a towel from the rack and turned around.
"Please... I don't need to stand behind a screen." Vanessa watched Kristen disrobe, just as quickly as she had just two weeks ago. "Perfect. It's been such a long two weeks."
"Ok. Go ahead and lay on your stomach."
"Thank you," she said as she slipped onto the table. Vince unfolded the towel slightly and lay it across her butt to modestly cover her.
"Oh... my body needs your touch so badly," she practically moaned. "I'm so... tight."
"Well you just relax and I'll work my magic. So, what would you say is your trouble spot?"
Kristen giggled. "My whole body is my trouble spot, but if you want you can work on my lower back and glutes first. Maybe my inner thighs. You know I hold a lot of tension there."
Vanessa watched as Kristen reached back and pulled the towel from her ass. "I won't need this," she said before blindly tossing it behind her, directly at the light stand, knocking the camera to the floor. It now simply showed the wall, but Vanessa still had the audio.
"Fuck!" Vanessa said softly, watching carefully. She hoped Vince didn't go looking at what fell. She certainly didn't want him to find the camera. She was reassured when he simply continued with the massage.
"Ok then," Vince said. She could hear the amusement in his voice. "Well, I've warmed the oil up, so let me know if it's too hot."
"No... no... that feels wonderful," Kristen said softly.
"Did one of the other girls massage you while I was out sick or did you just reschedule?"
"I had a session with Vanessa," Kristen said. "We had a good time and it was nice, but she didn't have your special oils. You have them today, right?"
Vanessa heard Vince laugh softly. "Oh yeah... I have it right here, just waiting for you. Don't worry. I won't let you down."
"Thank God!" Kristen gushed excitedly. "It feels like it's been forever. I feel so... tight."
"Yeah, I can understand," Vince said. "You know... you *can* do some things at home, too, that'll help relax you."
"Yeah, I do that, too," Kristen giggled. "A lot! But it's not the same as you at all."
"Well, you can come back and get a massage from me any time."
"Oh," Kristen moaned. "Your hands feel amazing. You are the best masseur. You make it so easy to relax. Don't be afraid to go hard... I'm a tough girl. And feel free to touch me anywhere and everywhere. Anywhere at all."
Vince laughed.
"Can I have some of that oil, now?" Kristen asked, sounding so needy.
"I have it right here," Vince said, laughing even more.
"Thank God," Kristen moaned and then let out a loud guttural moan when Vanessa thought Vince was probably applying it.
"You know you're going to have to give me a big tip so I can get more of this," Vince said. "It's not cheap."
It was quiet for a moment, as Vanessa imagined him massaging her.
"Your skin is so soft," he said suddenly.
"Mmm... thank you. I always want to be very, very sexy and soft."
"And your legs are so toned," Vince said. "You seem a little more relaxed now."
"I'm getting there... but... I know what you can do to get me there faster."
"Oh, you're being a bad girl," Vince said.
"Would you go higher... and massage my butt?"
"Is that good?" Vince asked.
"Mmm... fuck yesss," Kristen moaned. "I feel so comfortable with you. I want you to touch everywhere. Oh, I fucking love that oil."
"That feels good?"
"Oh... yeah." Vanessa could hear Kristen's breathing deepening, each breath coming out as a little moan.
"Why don't you flip over for me so I can get your front, too." Vanessa could hear the sounds of flesh moving on the leather table as Kristen obviously moved.
Vince laughed. "Well, not exactly the position I expected, but it'll do." Vanessa wondered what the position was. Her imagination was certainly giving her some ideas.
"Just trying to make things easier," Kristen giggled.
"Go ahead, close your eyes so you can relax," Vince said softly. "Just feel my hands do their work."
Vanessa couldn't hear much, just Kristen's moans as Vince obviously massaged her She didn't know where he was touching or how.
"Ohhh... yessss," Kristen let out a loud moan. "I love the way you touch me. Uh huh... go there... yeah."
"You have a really nice body," Vince said softly.
"Oh... thank you... go ahead... you can... yeah, that's nice."
"More?" he asked.
"Mmhmm... please!"
Vanessa could hear soft kissing and panting sounds, but couldn't figure out what was happening.
"Ohhh! Yes, yes, yes... that feels so good," Kristen said, panting more rapidly now.
"Like that?"
"Uh huh... uh huh... just like that."
"You like that?" Vince asked. Vanessa could see him smirking as he asked the question. He knew she liked what he was doing to her. She could hear Kristen moaning.
"Mmhmm... I want it," Kristen begged softly.
"You want it?"
"I want to see it. I need it. Please!" Kristen begged him.
"Are you sure about that?" Vince asked.
"Absolutely," she panted and suddenly Vanessa could hear the sounds of clothes being unfastened and removed. Then she heard the evidence she needed.
"Mmm... that's a nice cock," Kristen said. Suddenly Vanessa heard the sounds of sucking and Kristen's moaning. She knew those sounds. Kristen was giving him a blowjob. Then she heard Vince's low moans, practically confirming it.
She heard Kristen coughing and gagging a little and imagined that she was plunging him deep into her throat. She shook her head. She couldn't believe this was happening at the Relaxation Center.
"Oh my God, I want you to stick that monster in me," Kristen moaned loudly.
Vanessa heard movement of skin against the leather of the massage table and knew that Kristen was changing positions.
"You want it inside you?" Vince asked. He certainly didn't sound like this was the first time he'd been in this position. He sounded more like he was teasing her.
"Yes... God yes!" she said excitedly. "Oh... oh my God. Yeah... just like that. Yes!" Kristen said, panting.
Vanessa heard Vince grunting and just knew that they were fucking. Blowjobs and fucking right under her nose! She was disgusted.
"Oh shit!" Vince grunted as the sound of flesh hitting flesh could be heard. "There we go, right there. Just like that."
"Oh fuck!" Kristen panted. "Yeah, yeah! This is just what I fucking needed. Yes, yes... don't stop!"
"That's it right there," Vince said. Vanessa could hear the excitement in his voice as he slid in and out of Kristen's pussy. "Oh shit."
"Yeah!" Kristen said with a high pitched moan. "Oh my God that's so good! Fuck!" And suddenly she grunted and moaned loudly as she came. It seemed to last forever.
When Kristen's moans were barely heard, suddenly there were sounds of her moving on the massage table again as if maybe getting off it.
"I wanna taste my pussy on you," Kristen moaned.
"There you go... oh fuck," Vince grunted. "Shit!"
Sounds of Kristen gagging and coughing flew from the speakers of her computer. Vanessa knew that meant she was sucking on him again, and sliding him deep into her throat.
"I really love this cock," Kristen said, then suddenly Vanessa heard 'glug glug glug' from Vince probably fucking her face.
"Oh shit!" Vince groaned.
"Yeah... you gonna cum for me?"
"Oh God... yeah... come on... cum on my face."
Vince was breathing hard, and grunting. Then the grunts were harder as he came. She could hear Kristen grunting and sucking in response, swallowing every drop.
"God... thank you! You are absolutely delicious!" Kristen said a few moments later. "I don't know how long I can wait again."
"Well, we'll just see what the schedule says," Vince said. Vanessa could hear the rustling of clothing again as the two probably started to get dressed. "Go ahead and get cleaned up... and dressed. And I'll meet you out at the register."
Vanessa listened for the last few moments of the video, hearing the door open and close, hearing Kristen getting dressed, then hearing the door open one more time.
She thought about playing the other videos, listening to his other sessions, but she had the evidence she needed. She grabbed a pen and paper and played the video one more time, marking the time-stamp for the different sex times so she could quickly find them.
She was going to have to confront Vince tomorrow. He was definitely going to be fired.
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The Slut Rose: The Masseuse's Mistake, Part 3
It was 9:30am the next morning when Vince came in the front door to get ready for his first client at 10:00. "Good morning, Vanessa," he said. He was carrying a satchel and started to walk towards the back.
"Good morning," Vanessa said, obviously not happy. "I need to have a word with you before you get settled in."
"That sounds serious," he said as he changed course and walked over to the front desk.
"This is very serious." Vanessa took a deep breath. This was not going to be easy for her. "I have been suspicious about how rapidly you built your client list and then about how they seem to act after their sessions."
"Ok...," Vince said, looking a little dumbfounded.
"To be frank, I put a camera in your room yesterday," Vanessa said. "And I watched your session with Kristen."
"Ok...," Vince said again as if waiting for an accusation.
Vanessa was surprised. The smug little bastard didn't even try to defend himself. He didn't even try to deny that he had sex with Kristen.
"I know that you had sex with Kristen yesterday, Vince," she said, finally getting it out. "That is not only wrong with me, but it's wrong as far as the law is concerned. I'm afraid I'm going to have to let you go."
"Well, if you saw the massage, you'll see that at no time did I request to have sex in any way, shape, or form," he said. "In fact, you'll see that she came on to me and that she is definitely a force to contend with. It's very hard to deny her, as I'm sure you know."
Vanessa looked at him, not believing a word of it, but what he said did bear out in the video. "What do you mean by that?" she asked.
"You gave her a massage just two weeks ago," Vince said. "I'll bet something happened then, too. Right?"
Vanessa had to admit. He had a point. She didn't ask to have sex with Kristen and actively tried to stop it. But even she couldn't. Could she blame Vince for not being able to?
"You do have a point," Vanessa admitted. She paused a minute, thinking about what to do next. "So... I... I'm sorry but I don't know if I can trust you."
"And it's hard for me to trust you, knowing that you're spying on me," Vince said. "We're in a bit of a stalemate."
"What do you think I can do to trust you again?"
Vince smiled. "I can give you a massage. I can show you what they really enjoy about my massages and then you'll understand."
Vanessa nodded slowly. Maybe that's all it would take. If she got a massage, maybe she could see why the women were calling it magical. She'd know for sure that they felt that way simply because he was a really good masseur and not because of... sex... or drugs.
"Ok," she said. "We're both done at 6:00pm today and the girls will be gone by then. Let's just do it then."
"Sounds good to me," Vince agreed. "Can I...?" he pointed to the back room, asking permission to start getting ready for his first client.
Vanessa nodded. "Yeah. Go ahead."
*****
The day seemed to drag on as Vanessa continued to both work the desk and give a few massages herself. By the time 6:00pm came, she was getting nervous. She realized that she was going to be getting a massage from Vince... the one where every client seemed to come out acting funny.
The other three masseuse left as she worked on the computer, inputting the day's data. At about 6:20pm Vince finally came out from the back.
"Are you ready?" he asked.
"Yeah," she said, realizing this was the moment. She locked the computer, locked the front door, and turned off the waiting-room lights. Then she followed Vince to the back.
"Was it a good day?" he asked. "It felt like there were a ton of people in today."
"Yeah," Vanessa said, walking into his room behind him. "We had almost twenty clients today."
"That's nice," he said. He closed the door and when he looked at Vanessa, apologized. "Sorry, just habit. Trust me. It'll be ok."
Vanessa nodded.
"Go ahead, there's a screen there where you can take off your clothes," he said before catching himself again. "Oh, I'm sorry... you know the routine," he laughed.
"Yeah... I've said it enough myself," she laughed, too.
As she moved behind the screen and undressed, Vince moved to the rack on the wall and lit several of the candles. Then he grabbed his bottle of oil. Vanessa came back with the towel wrapped around her and lay down on the table. Vince folded and laid the towel over her ass. Then he poured some oil into his hands and started the massage.
As she expected, he started on her shoulders first, then her upper back. While his grip was firm and his technique was good, it wasn't anything she'd describe as magical.
"You're so stiff," he said. "You probably should get more massages yourself. I've really gotta loosen you up."
"You guys have enough clients," she said. "You don't have to worry about me."
Vince worked his hands down to her lower back, then jumped over the towel to start working her legs. It was an average massage so far, as far as Vanessa was concerned, and Vince started down her legs and started working on her feet. That part felt wonderful. She always loved to have her feet rubbed.
"Are you going to use your special oil I keep hearing about?" Vanessa asked, hoping to scare him a little that she knew about it.
But Vince wasn't fazed in the least. "Certainly... I can do that. Are you ready for it?"
"Sure," Vanessa said. "What's so different about it?"
"Oh... I've just added a little to it," Vince said. "It's a mixture I learned about and I really like it." He walked over to the rack on the wall again and picked up the pink candle, lighting it. "Let me turn down the lights for the full, relaxation effect." He went to the door and flipped the switch on the wall, turning off the stark overhead lights. The room was glowing from the candles and did generate a wonderful relaxing mood. Then he grabbed his small bottle of personal oil mixture and came back to the table.
He smiled to himself as he lifted the bottle of oil. All of his clients attributed their sexual feelings to it, but there really wasn't anything special about it. Just as he told Vanessa, it was just a little mix he made... just some additives like menthol to make her skin tingle.
The candle, though... now that was special. It was the real bread winner. It was extremely expensive, but it was so worth it. For $1000 the little tea light, the SlutOil candle, would last between five and eight hours, enough for up to sixteen massages if he used it right. In the little massage room, the scent filled the room rapidly, giving his female clients just the right sensations. In just five minutes, Vanessa was going to be feeling its effects.
"This oil is the perfect enhancement to my massages," he said, drizzling some of it on her legs. "It'll make you feel really, really good." He set the bottle aside and started massaging her legs again.
Vince slowly worked up her legs to her ass. "How's that?" he asked when he reached just below the crease of her glutes.
"That's... great," Vanessa moaned. She was starting to feel really good. Her legs were tingling and she was starting to feel... excited. It confused her. She'd had many massages before. What made this one so different? What about this one made her so... horny?
"As I'm sure you know, the secret is to have a firm touch, but not too hard," he said softly. "I like to get... intimate... with my clients. And make them so comfortable with me." He slid his hands under the towel and started massaging her ass, making that skin tingle as well.
"Mmm," Vanessa moaned. "Deeper," she whispered.
He slid his fingers between her legs, massaging her inner thighs, an inch from her pussy, and she didn't care. She actually wanted him to do just that. She felt his fingertips teasingly glide over her labia, working on the outside, pinching and pulling them softly, then pressing his palm right into them.
"I've found that I can't be afraid to touch... every... part of my client's body."
Vanessa was breathing deeply. She couldn't believe how excited she was getting. Her pussy was tingling and swelling and she could feel her nipples getting so hard pressed against the table. She was starting to wonder if she made a mistake in getting this massage.
"And your body is so very nice," Vince continued softly. "So perfect for... touching." His hands moved up her back and she could feel him kiss her shoulder. "When I give a massage, I especially like to hit all the... sensitive... areas," he whispered in her ear.
Vanessa shivered as his breath felt so good against her ear. She was shaking she was so excited. "I can see how that could be... relaxing," she panted. "I'm just not sure this is... ok... you know... for a client."
"Does it feel good?" he asked.
"Yeah, it does. But... um..."
"And our clients come in here to feel good?"
"Mmhmm."
"We want to give them what they want, don't we?"
"Yesss," she moaned softly. She felt a fire building up inside her body giving her a burning need. Her clit was absolutely throbbing.
"Do you want me to stop?" Vince asked.
"No... no, please," she said quickly. "Don't stop." She was feeling much too good to stop at this point.
Vince pulled the towel away and poured some oil on her ass, letting it run down the crack, over her asshole and pussy. Then he followed it with his hand, rubbing it in. She trembled as she felt his finger slowly circle her asshole, scared of what he might do, but excited that he might actually do it.
"What do you want, Vanessa?" he asked, teasingly. "What would make you feel more relaxed, more... satisfied?"
"Please... put your fingers inside me," she begged softly. She couldn't believe she said that! It just came out.
"In your ass?" Vince asked, obviously amused.
"In... in my pussy. Please!" she begged.
She felt Vince's fingers moved lower, his finger penetrating her pussy, then slowly fingering her.
"Every touch is bringing you closer and closer to the ultimate relaxation," he whispered, sliding one finger, then two, deep inside her making her tremble, making her pussy so wet and needy.
Then he suddenly pulled them away and she was left wanting. "Why don't you go ahead and flip over," he said, casually.
She was panting hard as she turned over, one hand trying to cover her breasts, but failing miserably. Her nipples were so hard and sensitive that even her own hand touching them was giving her excited tingles in her pussy.
Vince smiled knowingly as he slowly drizzled the oil on her upper body, tits, down each thigh, then directly onto her bush. He idly wondered what the SlutCandle did to his clients. How did it feel to be so horny, so needy?
"Oh wow," she moaned, feeling the oil sliding over her clit and pussy again. Her head was spinning she was getting so excited. That scent... it was everywhere now. She smelled it before, just yesterday. It was so fragrant, so... delicious. She couldn't get enough of it and breathed it in deeply.
Vince slowly massaged her breasts, squeezing them and pulling them. Her nipples were on fire and more sensitive than she'd ever felt before.
"Your breasts are really nice," he said softly, working his hands all over them. He circled each nipple, teasingly, with the tips of his fingers, making her moan. Then he pinched her nipples between his fingers and she almost yelled.
"Oh! Yes!"
"Are your breasts sensitive, Vanessa?" he asked. "Do you need more attention paid to them?"
"Yesss," she moaned.
"Your full breasts? Or... your nipples?"
"My nipples are so sensitive," she moaned.
"What do you want me to do to your nipples, then?"
"Suck on them... please!" she begged.
"Are you sure?" he smiled. "I don't want to make you uncomfortable or make you do anything you don't want to do."
"God, please!" she moaned, opening her eyes wide, pleading him. "Please!"
"Feed them to me," Vince said, letting her breasts go and bending over. Vanessa could feel his hot breath on her skin as she grabbed her breasts and guided her nipple right to his lips. Vince sucked on one, his tongue swirling over and around it as he licked it. Then he moved to the other.
"Oh fuck!" Vanessa panted, barely able to keep her eyes open to watch him.
He stood and worked his hands down to her abdomen and let his fingers glide through her pubic hair, playing with her well trimmed little bush. His fingers played with the hair, tugging it slightly as she rolled her hips, wanting more.
His hands slid down the front of her legs and back up again, spreading the oil and giving a light squeeze to her muscles. When his hands came up, he slid them through her pussy, teasingly at first, then circled her clit with two fingers, bringing her quickly to the edge of an orgasm. Her body was trembling, her legs tight, her feet pointed as she got so close to cumming.
She grabbed his hand, but wasn't sure if she wanted to pull it away or hold it in place.
"If you don't keep your hands beside your body, I'll end the massage now and leave you like this," Vince said sternly. "And I'm sure you need... release... pretty badly."
Vanessa was shaking as she put her hands on the table beside herself. He was right. She needed to cum badly. She couldn't let him stop. Not when she was so fucking close. Her body had never felt this alive before. Every nerve was firing making her body one big erogenous zone.
"Oh, yes, yes, yes... don't stop!" she panted. "Don't stop!"
Suddenly his hands stopped circling her clit and he brought his finger to her lips. Without hesitation she wrapped her lips around it, tasting herself for the first time. When he pulled his finger free, he kissed her, then stood and moved down the table to her legs.
He held each leg in turn, bending it and pulling the knee out to the side, opening her pussy to him. She slowly writhed on the table, wanting him to continue, wanting an orgasm. Needing to orgasm!
"I've found it enhances the client's experience even more if I use more than just my hands," he whispered.
"Would you like more than my hands on you?" he asked, teasingly. "Like, maybe... my tongue?" He licked his lips, giving her something to think about.
Vanessa closed her eyes, her body shaking. She didn't know how far she should go but she was having a lot of trouble thinking. Her body was doing the thinking for her. "Yeah... I want your tongue," she panted.
He smiled, then bent forward and slowly licked the length of her pussy.
"Oh fuck! Yes!" she panted loudly, sounding desperate. No man she'd ever been with, even her husband, had ever made her feel like this. Her body was on fire and Vince's tongue was teasing her clit so perfectly. Through half-open eyes she watched him, fearing that if she opened them fully the spell would be broken.
He took a moment to take off his tossing it aside, then quickly started working her clit again. She was moaning loudly with each breath as he took her to the edge of her orgasm again, licking her pussy, driving his tongue deep between her labia, and sucking on her clit.
Vanessa couldn't help herself and used her hands to grab and squeeze her own breasts, tugging on her nipples. "Yeah... fuck... oh my God... that feels incredible. You are so good at that." His tongue seemed to move faster, his mouth sucking harder, driving her so close. "Oh... fuck... Oh my God!"
Then she felt his fingers pushing inside her as he started fingering her rapidly while licking her clit. He watched her, their eyes locking for a moment.
"Yeah, yeah! Fuck me with your fingers. Oh my God... fuck!" she yelled as she felt her body pushing over the edge. "That's gonna make me cum... that's gonna make me cum! Yessssss!" she screamed as she came. It was the most intense orgasm that she'd ever had and she just knew that it wouldn't be the last today.
"Do you see the difference when I use my entire body?" Vince asked, pulling his fingers free from her hungry pussy and licking them slowly.
"Yes," Vanessa panted, her body relaxing a little from her orgasm, but she could feel that it wanted more... it needed more. "Your... technique... is incredible."
"I'd like to use another body part, too. Something... even better." He stood and unfastened his pants. Vanessa watched intently as he slid them down and off, tossing them aside with his shirt. He grabbed her legs and turned her slightly on the table.
"Do you want this technique, too?" he asked.
Vanessa looked at him barely even thinking any more. All she could see was his hard cock, so close to her pussy, so ready to plunge inside her and massage her insides, too.
"Yes!" she said quickly, nodding rapidly. "Oh God! Fuck me! Give me more!"
He hooked his hands under her knees to hold her in place and immediately slid his cock into her overheated pussy.
"Oh... God yes," Vanessa moaned. His cock felt so good... so perfect, sliding so deep inside her.
"Doesn't that feel nice?"
"Yes!" she panted. "Feels... so... good."
He started to slowly push in and out of her, holding her legs tightly for additional leverage. "Nice and slow... so you can feel everything."
"Yes, yes," she panted. "Fuck! Yeah... that's good. Yes... right there!"
Slowly and deliberately he slid in and out of her. Her legs were shaking, her head turning from side to side as pleasure roared through her body. He loved when his clients got like this... so needy that they would do anything to cum again and again. As long as that candle burned, as long as the scent was in the air, they were addicted to him. He had all the power.
"Since you spied on me, I have another idea," he said smiling as he pulled his cock from her. "Turn over."
She looked at him, confused and desperate. "Oh fuck, but I'm so close!"
"Good. Remember that feeling. Remember how much you need to cum but can't unless I let you. Now, turn over," he repeated.
Vanessa had no idea what was going on, but she did just as he ordered. She turned over so that she was bent over the bed, her chest and stomach on the table, her feet dropping to the floor.
"Go ahead and reach back. Spread your ass cheeks for me. Time for me to give you some special attention." As Vanessa held her ass cheeks spread, Vince drizzled a little oil on her ass again, letting it run down the crack, then followed it's path with his finger. He stopped at her asshole again, slowly circling it.
"Oh God... that's... that's so... different," she said, a little scared. "I've... I've never done this."
"Are you ready for your first time?" Vince asked.
"Oh God, I guess... yes," she said, hesitating a little. "Please!"
He grabbed her leg and lifted it up until it rest on the table, spreading her open.
"Oh my God," she moaned softly.
Vince grabbed his shaft and pressed the head against her asshole, teasing her. He slowly pressed forward as she squirmed and held her breath. 'Yeah, she's gonna be nice and tight,' he thought as he pressed harder, the head popping inside. Slowly he drove his cock deeper and deeper inside her.
"Yes... oh... fuck... so fucking big!" she panted.
"God your ass is tight."
She grew more and more excited as he slowly fucked her, driving all the way in before pulling out once again.
"God! Yes, yes, yes! Don't stop please!" she begged.
He grabbed her hips firmly and slammed into her ass several times to fully show her he was in control and her knees almost buckled, but the table held her in place. He quickly formed a regular rhythm, driving into her over and over.
"Fuck!" he grunted. "That feels so fucking good."
"Yes, yes, yes!" she panted. "God yes!"
"God, you're so tight. I'm gonna cum soon," he said, grabbing her hair from behind and pulling her head up. "I'm gonna dump deep inside your ass."
"Please... please cum in me... please!" she begged. "I want to feel it."
"Fuck!" he panted. "So... fucking... tight." He came inside her ass, a feeling she'd never had before. Vanessa closed her eyes, a small orgasm erupting from her as well.



When he pulled out of her, he grabbed a box of tissues and wiped off his cock, before setting it on the table beside her. Already his cum was starting to drip out of her and run down her legs.
He went over to the door and turned on the lights, then went to the rack and blew out the candles, making extra sure the Slut Candle was extinguished. He put his oil on the shelf and grabbed another towel, tossing it to Vanessa as she stood.
"Get cleaned up and get dressed," he said walking over and grabbing his own clothes. "I need to get home. I usually ask my clients for a hefty tip, to help offset the cost of the oils I used. I'd appreciate it if you did the same."
Vanessa looked like she was drunk or high. Her eyes were half closed, but she was glowing. Her orgasms were so intense, and, although her body felt tired, it was wanting even more.
They walked back to the front and into the reception area. Vanessa couldn't speak. She had no idea what to even say. What had happened to her felt so wrong on one level... illegal even, but, God, she needed to do that again.
"Well, I think you have a decision to make," Vince said. "You know what my massage entails. You can choose to go with it... and get regular sessions from me, say, every other week. And you can continue to reap the financial rewards my clients give you. Or, I can leave, and my clients will leave with me."
Vanessa nodded slowly. The money part was important and he did bring in a lot of money for the business.
"Something to consider, too," he smiled smugly. "Remember that feeling of being on the edge of an orgasm? That's what you'll start feeling soon enough. And, well, only I can make it go away. You may not know it now, but in a week or so, you'll be glad I'm still around."
Vanessa looked at him, nodding slowly, believing every word he said. She knew that this massage had been the biggest mistake of her life. There wasn't much of a decision to be made, now. Even now, her body was wanting him. She felt so alive and rejuvenated. She'd never, ever felt like this in her entire life. And it was... thrilling! She knew she'd do anything, anything at all, to feel like this again.
"Thanks, um, for the massage. I'll, um, I'll see you tomorrow," Vanessa said, licking her lips nervously, hoping desperately that her husband was going to want to play tonight.
Vince smiled and turned to walk to his car.
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Love Me Like You Do, Part 1
The stress of work was high for Jennifer over the past week. So many things due every day, meetings every day, her boss, the principal of the school, breathing down her neck... kids stealing things from her desk. She needed... something. She needed to let the stress go. It was finally Friday afternoon. Time to go home. Time to let Vince help her relax and de-stress.
She slipped her paperwork into her case, tidying up her desk, when the principal walked in her door. He was reading some papers as he strode inside.
"Jennifer," he said pulling his glasses from his nose. "Do you have the grades for... oh, I'm sorry. I guess I lost track of time."
"Sorry, Tom, I was just on my way home. Do you need something?" she asked, hoping he wouldn't. If he had his way, she'd work fourteen hours a day.
Tom looked at his watch. "Sorry, no, you can go. I'll get it Monday." He turned back to his office. "Have a nice weekend," he said sliding the door closed.
"You, too," she said, sighing and heading towards the door. Of course, her car was parked in the back of the now-empty lot... of course her gas tank was near empty... of course there was an accident on the way home, causing her to be thirty minutes late. Too much stress already, and none of this was helping.
She pulled into the garage and walked into the house as the door was closing.
"Oh my God," she said loudly, setting her purse and case on the table. "You wouldn't believe the traffic and everything today." She moved to the refrigerator and started pulling out food, setting it on the countertop. "I'm sorry dinner's late. I'll finish it as fast as I can."
Vince, her older brother, stood in the kitchen archway, leaning against the wall. He was wearing her favorite outfit, a tight fitting beige polo shirt and black, loose dress slacks, the pleated ones that always drew her attention to his groin.
"Sorry," Jenn said again, moving to the stove.
"Wait," he said softly. "Not yet."
"What?" she asked, surprised. "What do you mean, wait?" She kept scurrying around, pulling out pots and cooking utensils.
"Exactly what I said," he said, entering the kitchen and wrapping his arms around her, hugging her. "I have plans for you," he said smiling deviously.
She tried to squirm away from him, daring him to do exactly what she wanted him to do. She wanted to be naughty. She wanted him to be in control. She wanted... no... she needed... she needed release. The release she knew he alone could provide. She needed to release all control. "Come on, Vince. Please. I gotta get dinner started."
He tightened his grip, pulling her back into his chest, constricting her until she couldn't move at all. "I said, you will wait and you will.
"But..." she started to protest. But he cut her off quickly.
"I have plans for you."
"Yeah?" she asked excitedly, smiling just a little. "Like what?"
She loved to challenge him. She loved to make him crazy enough to take her. Like that first time four years ago, the time they first had sex. The time she first saw his wonderful cock.
*****
It was 9:00am and Vince was sitting on the couch at their parent's home, just idly watching the television. Jennifer crossed through the living room towards the kitchen to make her breakfast.
"Good morning," she said cheerfully. She'd graduated college just two weeks ago and in August was going to start her first ever teaching job at the school she wanted most. She wasn't sure she could even wait all summer long. She really wanted to get started.
"Morning," Vince responded, downcast.
She grabbed a bowl from the cupboard and started pouring some cereal. "Did Mom and Dad call yet?" she asked.
"No."
"Hmm. They might have not landed yet," she said, grabbing the jug of milk from the refrigerator.
"Yeah."
"How was last night?"
"Fine."
She shook her head as she came into the room. There was definitely something wrong. Vince and his girlfriend Ashley had a date last night, to a concert and then back to her new apartment. "Just fine?" she asked.
Vince just shrugged.
"What? What happened?" she asked as she sat on the couch beside him.
"I don't really want to talk about it," he said, trying to focus on the TV.
"What?" she said. "You can talk to me. Seriously. What happened?"
"We broke up," he said.
"Why?" she asked, confused. He and Ashley had been dating for six months now and things seemed to be going ok. "Did you get scared of commitment issues again?"
"No."
"Did she cheat on you?" Jenn asked. There had to be some good reason.
"No."
She was getting frustrated that he wouldn't even give her a hint. "Well, then what happened? You look so sad."
"I don't really want to talk about it. Alright?"
There... it had to be something embarrassing to him. "Come on, you know you can talk to me."
"We didn't have sex," he said softly, as if that answered the question.
Jenn smiled, a little surprised that that was his answer. Surely they didn't have sex every time they were together. "Last night?"
"Ever."
.
"What?" she asked, shocked. They actually dated for six months and never had sex? "Is she a prude? She didn't seem that way."
"No."
Jenn shook her head a little, searching for some reason. "Is she... saving herself for marriage?"
"No," he said, sounding embarrassed and frustrated. "Look... I'm just too big."
Jenn giggled in shock. It had to be a joke.
"Look, stop laughing," Vince said, sounding even more upset now. "It's not funny. I'm serious."
"I'm sorry," she said, forcing herself to stop giggling. "I've just never heard of a girl breaking up with a guy for something like that."
"Well, it happened. Alright?" He turned back towards the TV.
"Couldn't she have just warmed up or something or just got more ready? Maybe use more lube? I mean, really, it couldn't be that big."
Vince looked at her. He was being completely serious with her.
"Really? How big can it be?" she asked, suddenly very interested.
"Big."
"She was a petite girl," she said. "I can see how a big dick could be an issue. So, what? Is it like six inches?"
"Are we really having this conversation?" Vince asked, looking at her. He really didn't want to talk about something so embarrassing.
"Six and a half?" she smiled.
Vince shook his head. "Bigger."
"Seven? Eight?"
Vince slowly nodded.
"Seriously? You have an eight-inch dick?" she asked excitedly. She'd never seen one that big before outside of porn sites. A lot of guys said they were big, but never lived up to the hype.
"Now you see the problem," Vince said.
Jenn grinned. "I can certainly see why mom's happy all the time. I want to see it."
"Are you serious right now?" Vince looked at her. This was his little sister.
"I need to see it," she continued, moving closer.
"Come on, this is getting a little weird."
"Come on! I'll do your chores. I wash your clothes. I'll cook for you until Mom and Dad get home..."
"Alright!" Vince said, not caring any more. If she wanted to see it, so what. "One look."
"Just a quick peek," she smiled. She watched him as he unfastened his shorts and pulled them open, letting his cock pop out, standing tall and proud. "Oh my..." she whispered and felt a desire overwhelm her. It was definitely far larger than any of the boys she'd been with.
"That's enough," Vince said, tucking his cock back into his boxers and fastening up his shorts again. He grabbed his breakfast plate and stood, taking it into the kitchen.
Jennifer sat on the couch, still thinking about that monster cock, still drooling over it, still wanting it. She could feel her whole body tingling with need. Without even thinking about it, she suddenly stood and quickly walked into the kitchen.
Vince was rinsing his plate in the sink, ready to slide it into the dishwasher as she came up behind him. She grabbed him and turned him around and dropped to her knees. Her hands quickly unfastened his shorts and pulled them down until his wonderful cock was free and immediately slid him into her mouth.
"What are you doing?" Vince asked, surprised by her sudden attack.
"Oh God!" she moaned as she sucked on the tip and used her hands to stroke underneath. She was moaning she wanted him so desperately. Then she slid him all the way into her mouth.
"Fuck!" Vince moaned. He'd never experienced such need before and certainly had never had a girl take him completely into her mouth like that, her nose buried in his pubes.
She drove him deep inside again, her face turning red from the lack of oxygen, but she needed his cock more than she needed to breathe.
"Oh fuck!" Vince moaned again. Suddenly he grabbed her and lifted her to her feet. He grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it off her, followed by her bra. Then he grabbed her, picked her up, and carried her into the living room. He moved quickly and lay her on the couch before grabbing her shorts and panties and pulling them off.
In seconds he grabbed her hips and plunged his cock into her, sliding deep in one thrust.
"Oh my fucking God, yes!" Jennifer yelled. "You're so fucking deep!"
It was the most incredible sex she'd ever had. And it wasn't her last time with Vince. Just two months later, they got an apartment together, to save expenses, they said. But Jennifer couldn't help but have sex with a cock like that as much as she could.
Their parents never knew the real reason, of course.
*****
Vince's hand moved to the back of her head, his fingers sliding into her hair, gripping it tightly, pulling her head at an angle, breaking her from her reverie and bringing her back to the present. "As I said, plans. My plans... for you." He kissed her deeply, his left hand holding her head in place, as his right unbuttoned her blouse. He could feel her quivering at first, her stress holding her away. Ever so slowly he felt her relaxing into his arms. He knew she was ready for him, he knew she needed him.
"First rule, no talking unless I ask you to reply. Do you understand?" His right hand pulled her blouse down and off her arms, his left still holding her head in place.
"Y... yes," she replied softly.
"Yes...??"
"Yes... Sir," she repeated.
"Very good, doll. Very good. The second rule is that you will do everything... and I mean everything... I say, when I say it. Do you understand?" His right hand unfastened her pants and he pushed them, making them slide down her legs to the floor. He pulled her towards the hall, making her step out of her pants, helping her kick off her shoes.
Slowly, he walked her down the short hall and up the stairs to the master bedroom. The curtain on the front window was wide open but it was a short walk. Surly no one would see her. Right? Jenn was almost shivering with anticipation. She almost wished someone could watch her be dominated. She loved games like this. He walked her into the master bathroom and, releasing her for a moment, turned on the bath. He squirted a little bubble-bath into the tub and watched as it began to foam, testing the water to make sure it was just the right temperature.
Turning back to Jenn he turned her away from him and unfastened her bra, sliding it off her arms. Then he slid her panties down and off her legs, leaving her completely naked. He grabbed her hair again and helped her into the tub, helping her sit in the hot water. She wasn't given the choice, the control was taken from her. All control was being taken from her.
Jenn felt the water flow over and around her body, easing her muscles, relaxing her. She watched Vince kneel on the floor beside the tub, still fully clothed, watched him grab a washcloth and begin washing her. She loved how delicate and loving he treated her, washing her body with such a delicate touch. It was so different than the forceful, dominating demeanor he showed just moments before... the dominating demeanor she knew she'd face again.
His hands washed over her breasts, the hot water and suds covering her, then rinsed off. His hand slid down her legs, washing them, before sliding over the inside of her thighs and over her pussy. He took the washcloth in his left hand as his fingers circled her clit. She lay her head back and opened her thighs invitingly, as first one finger slipped into her, then a second. She grunted approval as they moved in and out slowly, teasingly.
"Good girl," he whispered. "You have such a beautiful pussy."
Then just as suddenly as it started, it stopped. She moaned softly, immediately missing his touch as his fingers slid from her pussy. "Up," he whispered as he helped her stand. He toweled her off and helped her out of the tub.
She shivered lightly in the cooler air as he walked her back into the bedroom. He stood her at the end of the bed, making her face away from it, facing him. He stood inches in front of her, his hands at his sides.
"Last chance. Is this what you want?" he whispered.
She licked her lips in anticipation. She knew this was what she wanted, but she didn't want to appear too eager. In fact, she was a little disappointed she was even given a choice. But she knew she wouldn't be disappointed with the results.
"Yes," she whispered just loud enough for him to hear, closing her eyes.
"Ok, then." Metal clinked in his hands as he picked up a pair of handcuffs she knew were close by. "Turn," he ordered softly, and she turned to face away from him. "Arms back," and she put her hands behind her back. She felt the cool metal clink around her wrists and then felt more metal, above her elbows, encircling her arms and holding her arms further back. She felt her shoulders pull back, forcing her chest forward... a new sensation.
He turned her to face him again. She stood a full half a foot less than his six foot frame and he meant to make it seem even larger. He moved beside her and grabbed her hair again.
"Kneel," he said softly, pulling her down and helping her to her knees. It was difficult, but she lowered herself to the ground, with his help, until she was finally kneeling. He put his hand on the top of her head, stroking her head gently, lovingly. Using care, he moved her hair aside, off her neck, and draped a stiff two inch strip of leather around her neck, a collar. He cinched it tight, fastened it and clipped something to the ring in front of it... a leash, she saw as it dangled from her throat to his hand.
It was her collar. It was her only clothing. Now she wasn't a wife. She was property. She was controlled. She was... owned.
He patted her head and moved in front of her again. Her head was at waist level and she watched, licking her lips unconsciously, as Vince began unfastening his pants. Slowly he released the clip in front and unzipped them. The loose material parted easily, his black silk boxers she'd never seen before tented from his obvious erection.
Slowly he slid his pants down his legs, stepping out of them one foot at a time. Jennifer sat in anticipation, loving how much he controlled her. Her pussy was beginning to overheat as she was unable to take her eyes from his hardness. But she couldn't touch herself, couldn't even squeeze her thighs together to exert even the slightest bit of desired pressure.
His fingers slid into the waistband of his boxers and he slid them down off his hips, his erection nearly free, nearly exposed. Time felt like it was moving in slow motion as she watched him undress. It seemed to take forever for him to finally slide his boxers down and off.
Finally he stood before her, naked below the waist, his cock, his glorious, hard cock, extending towards her... wanting her... desiring her. She swallowed, feeling her mouth suddenly gush with saliva. She wanted it so badly.
"What do you say?" he whispered.
"Oh my God," she moaned softly. "Please let me suck your cock!"
He was only a step away, but it seemed to take an eternity for him to cross it. And when he did, his cock was grazing her cheek. He twisted sideways and swiped it across her lips, but she sat, immobile, waiting, feeling it throb slightly with his heartbeat. It was warm and though the shaft was very hard, the skin surrounding it was soft.
A slight push, a slight move closer to her, and his glorious hardness slid up her cheek, resting on her forehead. She could feel it's entire length resting on her face, his balls just grazing her lips and chin. She loved that he was so hard because of her. She closed her eyes, loving the feel of him, loving the smell of him, loving the feeling of being used, loving the control he exerted over her.
She was breathing heavily, but she tried to control it, tried to calm herself down.
"You may," he finally whispered.
She smiled and moved her head back, letting his cock slide down her face as her tongue extended, capturing it, licking it's entire length. When she reached the tip, she pushed forward, sliding it between her lips, slowly sliding it deep into her mouth.
Just as slowly, she withdrew it, licking the underside as it pulled from her, forming a beautiful seal around it with her lips and sucking.
She heard him moan softly and began sliding it in and out, fucking him with her mouth. It felt so incredible going so deep inside her and then moving all the way to the tip, the ridge of the head sliding between her lips as she flicked her tongue over it. She nibbled down the side and then licked on the way back to the tip.
She plunged it back into her mouth and began fucking him, but it didn't take long. She knew it would. Her work... her week from hell... her boss... all the thoughts she didn't want invaded her brain, distracting her.
She felt the sting of his hand striking her cheek, not very hard, but hard enough to shock her. He'd never slapped her on the face before. She sat stunned, unable to think. Then another slap on the same cheek.
"I'm sorry I'm boring you," he said sternly. "I guess I'll have to do it."
When she became aware again, both of his hands were on the sides of her head, his fingers entwined in her hair. His cock was at her lips, ready, waiting.
"Open," he said sternly, and she opened her mouth, slightly extending her tongue. He pushed forward, his cock sliding into her mouth as his hands pulled her head forward, deeper and deeper. She didn't know if she could take his full length, but he didn't give her a choice. He pushed into her until it was completely in her mouth and down her throat. She couldn't breath and gagged a little until he released, sliding out until the tip was barely in her mouth.
She could feel her saliva dripping from her mouth, from his cock, onto her breasts, but didn't have time to even think about it before he plunged in again just as deeply. Again and again she was made to take his entire hardness. Again and again he held her there, helpless, unable to breath before finally letting her go. He held her longer each time, dominating her, showing her how much control he had over her. He even controlled her ability to breathe.
She could feel him getting closer as his hands gripped tighter and he began thrust in and out of her throat. It was all she could do to just breath, suck, and lick, it was her entire world. Saliva dripped from her cock-hungry mouth as she gagged and sputtered for breath with each thrust.
His thrusts grew faster and more forceful, his ass clenching with each push into her mouth, his breathing and moaning increasing significantly. She knew he was close. And she never wanted anything more in her entire life.
With loud grunting exhales, he exploded into her mouth as he stopped thrusting. She could feel every time his ass tightened, each delicious spurt fill her mouth until it was practically overflowing. She could taste him as it coated her tongue before swallowing, hoping, begging for even more. She grunted, breathing as best she could, gagging, trying to turn him on even more.



They both were breathing heavily as sweat gleaned on their skin. His head was still thrown back and his body shaking slightly as her tongue tenderly fondled him in her mouth. Finally, he licked his lips and looked down into her eyes, lovingly. He pulled his barely shrinking cock from her lips, his hands still firmly holding her head.
He pulled her hair with his left hand, and helped her stand up again. His hold was a little shaky now as he led her to the bed, helping her crawl onto it, moving to the middle, facing the headboard. He released her for a moment and moved behind her, out of her field of vision. She could hear him behind her and felt him wrapping a strap around first one ankle and then the other, pulling them apart even more, then holding her in position on the bed. Another set of straps went around her thighs and ankles, keeping her legs firmly bent and keeping her ass high.
She felt him move onto the bed behind her and was shaking, wondering what was next. Another strap went over her shoulder, this one with a flash of red, this one familiar.
"Open," he said softly and she opened her mouth wide, willingly, and let him slide the ball gag into her mouth. He cinched it tight behind her head and fastened it. The ball pushed in deep, keeping her mouth open, her tongue trapped, her lips forced tight around it.
She swallowed hard, at least as best she could, barely able to contain her excitement. She couldn't move, she couldn't speak. He could do anything he wanted to her and she could do absolutely nothing to stop him. This was complete control. He did know what she needed. Her yearning was coming true, her pussy practically gushing, and she felt her juices dripping down her legs as he pushed her head down to the bed, completing her helpless position.
She could feel his hands on her ass, caressing, circling, teasingly grabbing it. "God I love your ass, Jennifer. It looks so beautiful in everything you wear, and with nothing on at all," he said softly, "it's one of your many charms I enjoy playing with."
The first strike on her ass surprised her. It wasn't that it was particularly hard, but his hand hit just the right spot, making it sting a little and certainly making a loud noise. She grunted in surprise, trying to breath through the gag.
"Do you know there's one thing in particular I love about your ass? Hmmm?"
Jennifer grunted, unable to form a single word.
"I love how it get's so warm and pink when I spank it," he said more firmly, striking again. More strikes followed on each cheek. They didn't hurt so much at first but each one hurt more than the last. She tried to squirm, tried to move, tried to make a sound to indicate pain or pleasure, but she was completely at his mercy, unable to move, unable to speak. Even screaming was difficult, not that it would matter if she could do it.
With each strike, the pain turned to pleasure and then back to pain again. With each strike all the thoughts of her work, of her shitty week, of her boss, of... everything... everything disappeared from her head. She started crying, all the tension in her body, all her attempts to control anything, were being released in her tears and sobs to be replaced with such a deep love, such a deep craving for the man who was bringing her here. He was a man who truly cared for her and would never let her hurt, never let her drown in the worries of the world. She could trust him completely.. with everything... with her deepest thoughts... desires... needs... however dark and perverted they might be. He knew her... he understood her... he would do anything for her.
Her ass was burning now, and still he continued. Just as she could take no more, it finally stopped and she felt his hand gently caressing her again.
"God, it's so beautiful, doll, so rosy pink and warm," he whispered. She was still crying, as silently as she could, though. She didn't want to concern him. She didn't want him to stop or worry. They were tears of joy, of relief, of love, and she never wanted him to change.
"You are so damn sexy." His hand traced up her inner thigh, feeling her wetness dripping down them, and then feeling her sodden pussy. His fingers swirled through her wetness, stroking her most sensitive flesh. "And you're so damn wet. I take it you enjoyed that, huh doll?" She felt two of his fingers slide deep inside her, swirling, teasing, and then three. "So damn hot and wet."
Slowly he pumped his fingers in and out, his other hand still caressing her ass. He could feel her pussy clamp on his fingers, squeezing them in pleasure. Suddenly his thrusting became more insistent, thrusting harder, deeper, and faster than she thought she ever felt before. Her body was shaking in pleasure as she twisted in her bonds. For a brief moment she hoped she could break free, hoped her bonds would shatter from her pleasure-driven strength. But in the next moment, her mind was lost to the overriding pleasure and all coherent thoughts disappeared.
He heard her gurgling around her gag, felt her body quivering and twitching and knew she was close. He'd never seen her this excited before.
"Now, baby, be my good girl now. Cum for me. You know you want to. Just let it all go," he said sternly before feeling her body let loose, her pussy drenching his hand, arm, and most of the bed beneath her. She was screaming as everything was released... her entire body tightened up and then went completely limp beneath him.
"Good girl, baby. Good girl," he whispered, stroking her ass and pussy, trying to stay away from her oversensitive clit. Her body was still trembling as he unfastened her arms, tossing the handcuffs aside and gently putting her arms on the bed beside her. He knew her shoulders were going to be sore. He unfastened the strap around her thighs and then the straps around each ankle and helped her lay flat. She was like gelatin, barely breathing, barely aware.
"Almost free," he whispered in her ear as he unfastened the ball gag and pulled it from her mouth. Her jaw was sore from clenching it and she took a moment to test her mouth. She was still breathing heavily, but her body was not shaking as much any more. He kissed her head as he helped it onto a pillow, then kissed her cheek. She was too tired to even kiss him back.
He lay beside her, facing her, as he watched her face relax and knew she'd be sound asleep in seconds. His love for her knew no bounds, had no limits and he knew she was his doll forever.
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Even after the rough time last week and last Friday's heaven-sent release, the next week started off just as bad. The school was getting close to the end of the year, getting ready for the summer break, and everything seemed to be going insane. Tests had to be taken, grades had to be given, papers had to be read and graded... everything was getting difficult.
Home life was always nice, though. She and her big brother Vince had an incredible life together. But sometimes during the week things got hectic leaving other things forgotten. There were things at home that just needed taking care of, cooking, cleaning, laundry... taking care of friends and family members.
Every day, they both woke up, showered, dressed, and drove to work. And the stress would start all over, building every single day.
When Monday night didn't happen as she had hoped, on Tuesday she went to the lingerie store on the way home and picked out a little costume, something Vince might enjoy seeing her wear. And of course, by enjoy, she wanted him to be so turned on he fucked the stress right out of her. But Tuesday night didn't happen as she hoped as well.
On Wednesday, she was excited for fun at last, so much so that she found herself getting wet on the drive home. She hit the red light several miles from home and while she waited the two minutes for it to change, spread her knees just a little wider, and slipped her finger over her panties. She couldn't help but remember how excited she was on Friday, when Vince fed his cock to her, inch by inch. She couldn't get that image out of her head. She was bound so well, so helpless beneath him and loved every second of it.
She could only hope it would happen again tonight. She loved his cock, loved it in her hand, loved it in her mouth... definitely loved it in her pussy. Her fingers slid under her panties and slowly slipped over her clit as she thought of what she was going to do to entice him to do that again... and again...
She knew the costume would help. She envisioned putting it on after she got home and surprising him as he sat in the living room waiting for dinner. As her finger slipped inside herself, she envisioned dropping to her knees, crawling up to him, and sliding between his legs. Her hands would slide up his legs and onto his thighs as he watched her.
She'd unfasten his pants, pulling his zipper down as she licked her lips enticingly. She was so excited even just thinking about it, thinking how excited he'd be as she released his cock and slid her hand up and down its length. Moving her mouth closer and closer until he could feel her hot breath...
A horn behind her reminded her that she was in the car.
And unfortunately, Vince had to work late on Wednesday, and another day passed without awesome sex.
She couldn't even remember what happened on Thursday. It just... passed.
Jennifer's Friday started with home-room at 8am. At just after 9am, she began her first literature class with her 10th graders. The fifteen and sixteen-year-olds.
She was busy, but she heard her phone buzz at 9:30am.
Vince: Sorry about the week... I want to make it up to you
Vince: Today is all about you.
Vince: I wanna get you very hot
Jenn was finally able to read the messages while in the middle of a short lecture on Shakespeare's Macbeth. She walked to her desk while the kids were taking out their books when she saw she had a text. It took her twenty minutes before she was able to reply to the messages. The school was cracking down on cell phone use by the kids and she was required to be an example and stay away from her own.
Taking a quick, quick second, she fired off a reply.
Jenn: Sorry, love, can't talk right now...
She set the phone back down on her desk and, slipping around it, sat on the edge, continuing her lecture, barely giving it a second thought. But the message stuck in her subconscious, brewing... exciting.
"Ok, when Banquo asks the witches of his own fortunes, they respond paradoxically, saying that he will be less than Macbeth, yet happier, less successful, yet more. Who can tell me what that means?"
She had a difficult time getting the students to talk for some reason. Maybe because it was Friday, or maybe it was because they knew it was close to the end of the school year. The same three students responded to her, the same five students didn't care at all about the class, just doodled in their notebooks, and the rest were just... there.
Class ended at 9:55am, giving the students five minutes to get to their next class. She noticed more texts all arriving over the past hour.
Vince: I'm thinking about your lips...
Vince: I'm holding your collar in my hand... and thinking about your lips on me.
Vince: I'm holding your collar and touching my hard cock... and stroking it.
Vince: Long... hard... pulsing in my hand. Just imagine it...
Vince: So very hard... thinking of you
She took her phone out into the hall with her as she waited outside her door, watching the hallway. She angled her body, her back to the wall, and turned her phone to make sure no one could read what she was reading. Every word she read made her more excited, more wet, her pussy was actually tingling. It had been a long time since she'd been this excited. She could indeed envision what he texted and more. She could see him stroking himself and it drove her crazy. She swallowed hard, her breath coming quickly, her face flushing.
She took a moment to reply, her hands shaking.
Jenn: Oh my God I want you. I would love to see that.
She was almost happy when the next class began and she could sit down. It was a study hall, so the kids were busy doing their thing, giving her time to do her own. Typically she'd grade papers or prepare for later classes. This time, though, she anxiously awaited more texts. Vince was driving her to distraction.
The next text arrived at about 10:15am...
Vince: I want you to sit behind your desk and touch yourself.
She felt her body twitch with excitement. Sitting in a room full of teenagers and her brother was flirting with her... and doing a damn good job of it. She thought about responding, about telling him she couldn't. But she knew he wouldn't stop. Only minutes later, he continued.
Vince: Slowly circle your clit...
God, he was driving her crazy! She scanned the classroom, making sure no one was paying the least bit of attention to her. Very slowly she slid a hand over her thigh. She pulled her skirt higher, and higher, inch by inch. She was embarrassed, but so damn excited. She was too damn excited not to do as he asked. She moved her hand over her inner thigh, imaging it was Vince touching her so well.
It drove her crazy to think how much he loved her and loved licking her. Just the thought of it was enough to make her wet. And he loved making her think about it. He enjoyed making her want it, making her ask for it, making her beg for it. And now she was thinking about it, about his tongue sliding against her inner thigh. About it getting closer and closer to her clit. She was thinking about his tongue sliding between her lips and licking her pussy. It was almost too much to bear. Tonight could damn well be an incredible night and that thrilled her beyond description.
Vince: I'm going to suck your pussy so good... so very good.
Vince: I can't wait to taste you
Her fingers slid slowly in circles, making her more and more excited. She couldn't wait to get home. She had to control her breathing, had to appear normal. But sitting in the classroom was absolutely torture when all she wanted to do was throw her legs up on the desk and thrust her fingers inside her pussy again and again... when all she wanted to do was cum.
Vince: I have plans for you today.
Vince: Remember the rules...
Time seemed to fly by and before she knew it the bell rang and it was 10:55am. She blinked, wondering where the time had gone. All of her students stood and gathered their books, milling towards the door. She suddenly realized where her hand was and removed it as swiftly and discreetly as she could. She was almost panting with need and was so relieved she was going to have a little break. Her next class wasn't until noon.
She was gathering her papers as her students left and heard her door close. Surprised by the noise, she looked up and her heart leaped... Vince stood there, his hand still on the door knob.
"Wha...?" she started to ask, when he interrupted her.
"Remember rule number one," he whispered. "No talking." He slowly moved down the wall by the door, moving away from the window, away from prying eyes, looking forward, scanning the back of the room.
"You have a lunch break until twelve, right?" he asked, turning towards her.
Her eyes followed him questioningly. She had no idea why he was there. "Yes."
"Good. Come here," he ordered softly, his hands at his sides.
She crooked her head, wondering what he was up to, but traced his steps to the back of the room and stood in front of him. She clasped her hands behind her back, almost daring him to act. She was nervous about such a public place, although it was very rare for anyone to come in during her lunch hour... they were all enjoying the warm weather outside.
He stepped forward and wrapped his arms around her, under hers, bending forward and kissing her. It was light at first, but his hands held her tighter, his mouth pressed into hers harder, his tongue started sliding between her lips, demandingly. He felt her responding to him, felt her body press against him. He loved kissing her like this, so deeply and forcefully.
He pulled away, spun her around, and pressed her against the wall. Her hands moved up swiftly, bracing herself to keep from hitting it, and were now pinned between the wall and her shoulders. Grabbing her hair, he pulled her head back onto his shoulder and kissed her neck. Jenn moaned excitedly as his free hand slid down her side, over her hip, and onto her thigh. She could feel his fingers walking, pulling her skirt with each step, inching it higher and higher.
"I know it's been another long week," he whispered in her ear. "I'm here to make sure it's better today."
She could feel it when her skirt was raised above her hips and his hand touched bare skin. It moved over her hip and slipped back onto her ass, fondling and caressing it. He loved that she always wore thong panties, keeping her ass lovingly bare. He grabbed the strap from behind, pulling the material tight against her pussy, making her moan.
"I'm here to make your pussy nice and wet," he whispered as he tugged on her panties. His finger then moved along her crack, between her legs and releasing the material, until he found her wetness and let a solitary finger slide just inside. "And then to make you cum."
She gasped loudly. "Oh God," she moaned.
"You're wet, Jennifer. Did you touch yourself like I asked?"
She licked her lips, her mouth suddenly feeling so dry, her voice so shaky with desire. "Yes."
He laughed a little, obviously pleased. "You're a very good girl, then," he whispered in her ear, his fingers sliding deeper and then pulling out and circling the little sphincter of her ass. She shivered in his arms, obviously both scared and excited by his touch.
"I want you to touch yourself now, Jennifer," he whispered, commanding her, and she shivered against him. "I want you to touch your pussy."
Her hand slipped down and he felt her push her hips into him, giving herself room. Their fingers met in her wet pussy as he felt hers begin urgently circling her clit.
"That's right. Good girl," he whispered as his fingers slowly pushed deep inside her yet again. She was breathing excitedly, almost panting in pleasure. He pulled her head back hard and bit her neck playfully. She grunted, animalistic, her hand moving even faster.
He moved back from her and pulled her hips, making her bend over, his hand still gripping her hair, pulling her head back. Licking his lips, he tossed her skirt up over her hips, baring her beautiful ass to him. Her feet were wide, giving her ample access to her pussy and helping him see her hand and fingers pleasuring herself.
"Your fingers look so hot in your pussy. And your ass is so incredible..." His hand stroked her ass cheeks lovingly.
She knew she looked like some slut in heat, but she didn't care. She knew it was wrong to do this at the school, but she didn't care. All of it, every single thing about it, only excited her more. Her pussy was tingling and throbbing with desire. Desire for him. Desire to please him.
She yelped as his hand struck her ass. She had told him how much it turned her on when he did that, but she wasn't sure she let him know exactly how much it turned her on. Every strike of his hand sent shivers up her spine. Every strike of his hand made every nerve in her body more sensitive. Every strike of his hand made her pussy more alive.
Her body was shaking and she didn't know how long she'd be able to stand. She could feel her ass getting warming, each strike hurting a little more, driving her more insane with pleasure. Her fingers circled her clit and its throbbing was beating in her ears. She didn't know if she was screaming or not, but it certainly felt like it.
She felt her orgasm fast approaching and babbled it to him. She thought he said something in return, but couldn't register what it was. She didn't even know if what she said was understandable. Suddenly her pussy clenched and her hips jumped as her orgasm began. Her legs tightened and started to buckle, but his strong arms held her up. He pushed her up against the wall again, holding her tight there, pressing his body against hers as she panted and moaned.
She turned around and fell into his arms, her head resting on his chest as his arms enfolded her. They slid up and down her back, gently caressing her head until her breathing fell back to normal.
"Oh my God... oh my God..." was all she could whisper, over and over again. She finally looked up and smiled at him. "God you're amazing. How do you get me this excited every time?"
Vince smiled down at her and kissed her lips gently. "Because I love you," he said softly.
"God I love you, too." She looked at her watch. "I have a few minutes to eat something and then start my afternoon classes. You are so going to get it tonight, mister." She kissed him again, a soul-searing kiss, as his arms held her tight, then she walked him out the door, hand in hand.
*****
Jenn was electrified for the rest of the afternoon. She couldn't believe that Vince would, one, actually come to her school like that, and two, that he'd actually make her cum in her own classroom. She was barely able to think and concentrate, let alone teach classes in the afternoon. But she had a job to do.
At 3pm the final bell rang and the kids flew out the door, thankfully. The weather was incredible outside, sunshine, warmth... what everyone needed after a long, cold winter. She anxiously put her paperwork in her bag and grabbed her purse, very, very excited to get home. She'd been thinking all afternoon about how to pay Vince back for his lovely visit. It was time to put some of those thoughts into action.
The drive home was driving her crazy. Her pussy was so damn wet and her clit was tingling again. Damn... she needed something. She fished through her purse... all the way to the bottom where she knew it was. She felt it difficult to control the car, searching and searching through her purse, until she finally found it. She pulled it out, smiling.
"Oh, yes! You're looking so damn good today." She smiled, turning it on to test it. It buzzed greedily in her hand, making her giggle. "Oh, you're gonna feel so damn good." She pressed the small, rapidly buzzing cylinder between her legs and groaned as the sensation kissed her clit.
She rocked her hips forward into it, careful not to press too much on the gas pedal. It felt so incredible... a perfect substitute for Vince when she needed it. But she knew nothing would ever take his place. His hands, his lips, his tongue, his cock... his entire fucking body was just incredibly arousing. And he definitely knew how to please her.
All she could think about was him all afternoon long... about showing up at her work, spanking her like that, making her masturbate... God she wished they could have done more. She kept thinking about how hard his cock must have been, watching her. She could imagine he would have had to adjust it in his pants. She could imagine it swelling, engorging with blood, becoming rock hard and sensitive. She could imagine its bulbous head, ready to be sucked and licked.
She loved to watch him open his pants and let it free. She loved to watch him holding it, stroking it just for her, getting it ready for her. She loved to hear him moan and whimper as she slid it into her warm, wet mouth... her lips pressing against it with just the right amount of pressure, just the right amount of suction. She loved to hold and lick it while she watched his reaction, her hand sliding up and down.
She loved making him so crazy he takes over, grabbing her head and fucking her mouth. And she absolutely craved watching it explode, watching the cum spray forth when he was completely overcome. She loved to feel the warmth of it on her body, her face, in her mouth, and especially in and on her pussy. There was nothing else in the world more satisfying to her.
Her body jerked excitedly, the little vibrator doing it's work wonderfully. She felt her legs tensing up, her body pressing into the car seat more as her orgasm approached, but she pulled it away, making sure she stayed hot and ready. She had plans for her brother.
He was already home when she pulled into the driveway and garage, which, although was normal, it made it difficult to surprise him like she wanted. She walked in the door and he was watching the news, sitting on the couch. She put her bags down and slipped into the living room, kissing him on the lips.
"Hi," she whispered, smiling. "How's my sexy brother?"
"Mmmm, he's much better now," he smiled back. "I'm glad you're home, doll."
Her hand stroked his cheek, sliding down to his chest. "Do you need anything right now or can I take a minute to freshen up?"
"Go ahead and freshen up. I was thinking we'd go out for dinner tonight, if that's ok."
Her hand slid lower onto his abdomen, her fingertips grazing the top of his slacks, playing with the material and belt.
"That'll be fine. What do you have in mind?" She licked her lips as her fingers hesitantly touched his cock through his pants. She could feel it jump a little with desire and quickly moved her hand back, as if it burned her.
"Mmmm," he whispered. "I'm thinking I'm going to need a lot of protein to get through the weekend," he laughed.
She raised her eyebrows and smiled. "I think I'm going to get a lot of protein this weekend." She bit her lip seductively and turned and dashed up the stairs to the bedroom.
"Hey!" Vince said playfully wanting more as she dashed away.
Her heart was racing as she entered the bedroom and closed the door. Her plan was now in motion.
She grabbed the shopping bag out of the closet and spilled the contents on the bed. She scanned over each item, making sure she wasn't forgetting anything. Quickly she shed her clothes, tossing them on the bed as well, until she was completely naked. She first grabbed the black, lace, thong underwear and slid them up her legs. She adjusted them, making sure they fit just perfectly. Everything had to be just perfect. Her pussy tingled when the material settled against it and she realized just how horny she was. She closed her eyes and licked her lips, thinking of Vince again.
Next she sat on the bed and slid the lace-top, thigh high stockings over her toes and up her long, beautiful legs. She loved the feel of the stockings and she definitely loved the reaction Vince gave her when she wore them. His fetish for hose was just lovely, she thought, and she loved to tease him with it.



The black leather corset was next. She lifted it from the bed, holding it to her abdomen. It was just perfect, she thought, sliding right under her boobs, slightly lifting them, keeping them fully exposed. She wrapped it around her torso, fastening it to her left side. The tightness of it was intoxicating and she loved the way it molded her shape into a beautiful hourglass figure.
She sat on the bed and slipped a foot into her long, black, leather boot, zipping up to her knees. She slid her hands along the soft, smooth leather, loving the feel, the smell of it. She slipped the other boot on as well and stood, her outfit nearly complete. She grabbed the remaining soft, flimsy material from the bed and moved to the dresser, standing in front of the mirror.
God she looked incredible. She hoped Vince would think so. She brought the mask to her face and slid it over her head. It covered her head, a black skull cap, almost like a second skin. In the front, it molded over her cheek bones, draping over her nose, leaving large eye holes to see from. In the mirror she could see the little cat ears on the top. She was now his little, submissive slut kitty. She purred naughtily, swishing her hips from side to side.
Fully ready, she walked slowly to the door, letting her hips sway with every step. She moved down the stairs with the grace of a cat, biting her lip as she looked over the banister at Vince. His eyes were on the TV, still unaware of her advance. She stood in the archway to the living room, leaning seductively against the frame, watching his reaction as he turned his head and saw her for the first time.
She could almost feel the lump in his throat, the automatic tightening and hardening of his cock in his pants. His eyes held her, scanning down over her body, enjoying every inch of her body. She bent her knees, crouching down until she was on all four's and slowly crawled towards him, her eyes never leaving his. Her ass swayed back and forth with every advancing movement and she saw him lick his lips, making her pussy clench in delight.
She nestled between his legs, sliding up, her face gliding over his crotch, barely touching it, over his abdomen and chest, until she stopped at his lips. She slowly kissed him, her hands resting on his chest as his arms wrapped around her back. It was a long, deep kiss, lips moving, tongues swirling as their heat built rapidly. Her bare breasts pressed into his chest, her nipples tingling at the feel of his shirt against them.
She was panting when she pulled away from him, her hands sliding down his torso. She sat back on her heels, licking her lips as her hands slid to his belt, slowly unfastening it. She unfastened and unzipped his pants, unable to take her eyes off his crotch and his growing hardness. She wanted it so badly she was almost shaking.
He lifted his hips to let her pull his pants and underwear down and off his legs. She was trying to be patient, trying to be gentle and seductive, but she couldn't wait to get in her mouth. She tossed his clothes aside and slid back between his naked thighs. His cock was sticking in the air, hard for her, waiting for her. She felt her mouth watering as her hands slid up his thighs and surrounded the base of his shaft.
With both hands she slid up his length, teasing him, stroking him as she moved closer. It was so hard, but the skin was soft to the touch. The head was swollen and round, waiting for her lips. Her hands moved up and down his length, making him harder and harder. She felt his hips move and heard him groan as a sudden wave of pleasure coursed through him.
"Feel good when I stroke your cock, baby?" she asked softly, almost purring, biting her lip.
"God, yes," he moaned, watching her.
She leaned forward, kissing the tip gently, slowly. She slid her tongue out for just a little taste and moaned excitedly.
God she wanted him. Closing her eyes she slowly lowered her head, slowly let his cock slide deeper and deeper into her mouth, her tongue swirling underneath it. She loved the feel of his cock in her mouth, loved his taste, his smell... everything. She heard him groan in approval as her mouth slid back up to the tip.
"Do you like my cock in your mouth?" he asked, sighing deeply.
"You know I do, lover," she moaned, kissing the tip yet again and then sinking him deeply in her mouth. She moved her head up and down, slowly sucking on him, enjoying every moment, every taste, every feel of him pressing his hips into her. Again and again, she slid up his length, then release him, only to lick his cock from the base to the tip before plunging him deep into her throat yet again.
"Mmmm, you taste so good," she moaned, watching him as her hand stroked him. "What a tasty, tasty treat."
She leaned forward, pressing his cock against her chest and used her hands to crush it between her breasts. She slid up and down his length watching his eyes as they half-closed in pleasure, watching his mouth curl into a lustful smile. He loved her breasts and loved fucking them.
She put her chin down and licked the tip of his cock every time it came close as she moved up and down his cock, squeezing her breasts together. She loved the feel of his cock against her, loved to feel him fucking her, his hips rising off the couch, pressing harder into her. He was getting closer and closer.
"Fuck my tits, love. Fuck my big tits. God, I love your cock," she moaned, watching his face again.
"God, baby, you're driving me fucking crazy," he moaned loudly.
"Yeah? What'cha gonna do about it, baby? Huh? You gonna cum on me? You gonna cum on my big tits?" She taunted him, trying to drive him over the edge, trying to bring out the animal yet again.
"Yes, I am," he groaned excitedly.
She pulled from him and grabbed the front of his shirt, pulling him, urging him to the ground.
He got the hint and lowered himself to the living room floor. Jenn stood quickly and slid her panties down and off. He could see just how drenched she was and smiled as the knelt on the floor and kicked a leg over him. Her pussy hovered over his cock as she resumed stroking him, her hand sliding up and down his turgid pole.
She inched forward, pressing his cock against her wet pussy, sliding up and down its length. She closed her eyes and let the pleasure course through her body as she pressed it against her clit, circling it over and over.
"Fuck, baby!" he groaned, watching her intently.
Slowly and skillfully she stroked him against her, sliding up and down his length, threatening to plunge it inside her, pushing just the tip in, and then quickly removing it again.
She teased both he and herself again and again, driving them both towards their impending orgasm. Suddenly she pushed his cock harder against her pussy and her body tensed. Little groans and high-pitched whines erupted from her pleasure-constricted throat as he felt her pussy gush over him, soaking his cock, balls, and abdomen.
"Oh my God," she moaned again and again as her orgasm washed over her.
He groaned loudly, almost a growl, as he grabbed his cock in his fist and stood, stroking it madly.
"Damn you're so hot," he yelled, moving over her face, stroking faster and faster, so close to cumming.
"Give it all to me baby," she moaned softly, looking up at him, watching him masturbate just for her. His fist moved rapidly, twisting a little, just how she knew he liked. She could tell he was getting close.
"Wanna give me your cum? Please? I want it so bad baby," she opened her mouth wide, invitingly, then licked the top of his cock with her tongue. "Ah yes," she said as he grunted. "So close, baby. Come on, yes... mmmm... oh, I want you to cum all over me." She opened her mouth again, wanting him to cum now... needing it... wanting to taste him.
She watched the first spray erupt from his cock, landing on her cheek and lips. Eagerly she moved closer, wanting more and more.
"More please.... you know I want more..." she said as he kept stroking, knowing that was only the tip of the iceberg.
She pushed her chest forward as he pointed his cock down a little. Spray after spray erupted, hitting her chest and neck, slowly running down her body. "Ooh, you've gotta lotta fucking cum for me baby. That's a good boy. That's a good fucking boy," she whispered again and again as she watched gush after gush erupt and strike her until his hand finally stopped.
She grabbed his deflating member and slowly stroked it, letting the remaining cum ooze out the tip. She leaned down to lick it from his cock and her wrist, sucking the head of his cock into her mouth once more.
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Wedding Friends
It was a beautiful day for a wedding, that was for sure. The bride and groom looked incredible together, the sun was shining brightly, not a hint of clouds in the sky. I sat in the chairs arranged out on the lawn, watching the ceremony, smiling. He was a very old friend of mine and she was a friend of several years now. I couldn't be happier for them both, knowing that they truly were meant for each other.
My eyes wandered over the bridal party, seeing the guys uncharacteristically wearing kilts and baby blue, Converse high-tops in some show of humorous solidarity. The women, though, wore beautiful, long, auburn gowns. Each one had their hair intricately done up. My eyes fell on Jennifer as she stood there. She was also a friend of many years. I was saddened by the fact that our relationship hadn't gone further than that yet, but the timing just hadn't been right. Every time one of us was single, the other was dating someone.
The "friends" got together after the ceremony ended to share laughs, take pictures, and prepare for the reception that was to follow. As always, I somewhat paired up with Jennifer, sharing old jokes and punchlines as old friends do. I felt the familiar twitching in my stomach telling me to just ask her out. We were both single now... we needed to take the plunge.
When I finally got Jennifer alone, I asked if she wanted to go out as more than just friends. She seemed shocked that I would ask. We'd been friends for so long, she argued. She didn't want to ruin that if things went bad.
'How could things go wrong when we were meant to be together?' I wondered.
But I didn't ask.
I thought back to the first time we were at a party together. Both of us drank a little too much and were feeling happy, ornery, and horny... an interesting combination. We sat on the floor in the corner of the living room at our friends house, talking. I was just watching Jennifer's lips move, loving just how they looked, idly wondering what they tasted like.
I leaned forward and kissed her, obviously surprising her. It took Jennifer a moment to return the kiss, but when she did it was incredible. Our lips molded together perfectly and it felt so damn good. Our mouths opened and tongues dueled, with me first tasting her mouth and then she mine. We were panting, breathing heavily as things heated up even more.
Our hands stroked the other, holding us tightly together, feeling our bodies through our clothing. The rest of the room disappeared as we got lost in each other.
The music in the reception hall brought me out of my memories. The upbeat tempo brought most of us out onto the dance floor, spinning and gyrating, just like we were kids again. We felt so free and alive with the combination of old times, liquor, and incredible music playing.
Then a slow song played and I found myself next to Jennifer. We turned towards each other and uneasily walked into each others' arms. It felt awkward at first, but perfect moments later. Our bodies melded together and moved together with perfect rhythm. Jennifer's head was on my chest, no doubt listening to my rapid heart beat. My arms wrapped around her, holding her tightly to me. The world felt as it should be.
Jennifer looked up and smiled and I smiled back. Then she suddenly pushed up... and kissed me.
I kissed her back easily. It was like we'd never stopped kissing from that party so long ago. We fit together so perfectly, our lips touching, our tongues sliding effortlessly together. I felt her press against me even tighter. I heard her whimpers and her panting as we breathed together.
All I could think about was how this was so different than Jennifer's statement earlier. I was so confused to what Jennifer really wanted but savored the kiss, still holding her tightly to me. My mind faded to the possibilities...
I imagined we went up the street to the hotel after the reception. We both had a little too much to drink, we told ourselves, we didn't want to drive all the way home. And for the sake of saving money, we might as well get one room. We're friends... nothing more...
We were laughing about the wedding mishaps and jokes on the way to the room. We talked about the cute flower girl and ring bearer. We were having fun just being together. But I think we both felt there was a lot more there, something that we didn't want to admit so easily.
We got to the room and came inside, both finally realizing that we didn't have a change of clothes. It was a funny situation, but we just laughed it off in our slight drunkenness. Jennifer fell back onto her Queen-sized bed, kicking her shoes off, finally able to relax. She breathed out a sigh of relief that although it was a wonderful night, she was glad it was finally over.
I lay on my bed and agreed, it was about time the bride and groom finally tied the knot. They definitely deserved to. We joked a little about what they were probably doing upstairs, joking about her lingerie, the little, frilly thing that Jennifer helped her pick out... about the toys they probably brought to play with.
Jennifer turned on her side to face me, talking to me, asking me if I ever thought about getting married. I told her I definitely thought about it. I told her that I was waiting for that perfect person to come along, one that I knew would be the best one for me, and me for her.
Jennifer agreed saying she wanted to make sure it was with someone that would last forever, someone that was the perfect friend, perfect provider and protector, and the perfect lover. I asked what was wrong with her old boyfriends and she mentioned that they all failed in one or more of those categories. One was a great friend but was terrible in the sack. Another was wonderful in the sack but that was all he wanted... and he cheated on her. She mentioned that the last one left her wanting in so many ways she could barely even count.
The groom struck me on the back as we danced, waking me from my dream. The music was still playing the slow song and Jennifer was still in my arms. But I wanted my daydream so badly. I heartily congratulated him, telling him how happy I was that he found his soul mate. He and his new bride were dancing together, so happy, so beautiful together. They looked at us both and smiled, as if they knew something we did not.
When they swirled away, the dance floor seemed to disappear, leaving only us together. Leaving me to my fantasy once again.
I loved my fantasy... laying in the hotel room once more... just Jennifer and me...
Jennifer asked me the same question back, why none of my girlfriends had been wife material. I told her that I hadn't dated too much, a couple girls, but none that were really relationship material. Jennifer asked me what I considered relationship material was and I mentioned a lot of the same qualities that she mentioned. One thing that I wanted, for sure, was eternal passion. I wanted someone that I couldn't wait to make love to, even as we grew older. I wanted someone that thought about me the same way, that wanted me to make them cum every night for the rest of our lives.
Then things took a strange turn. Jennifer asked me what made me feel that burning need. She asked what I wanted... sexually... what made me tick and turned me on. I wondered if she was trying to tease me in some way. I wondered if maybe she was thinking of a way to make fun of me, or maybe a way to get me all hot and bothered and pull the "friend card" on me.
But she looked sincere. She looked... hopeful. So I answered.
I said I wanted a woman that looked incredible in lingerie. I wanted a woman with a terrific body and wasn't afraid to show it to me and use it to tease me. I wanted a woman that enjoyed sex, that thought about sex with me, that had to masturbate when I couldn't please her because she needed me so badly. I wanted a woman that enjoyed experimenting with me, enjoyed finding new ways to express her passion and allowed me to do the same.
Jennifer seemed to be breathing heavier as I described it to her, licking her lips in nervous excitement. Surprisingly, she broke the tension of the moment, telling me she had to use the restroom. I simply fell to my back on the bed and started unbuttoning my shirt, taking it off before pulling off the t-shirt. I tossed my shoes and socks aside as well and lay back on top of the comforter.
I was stunned when Jennifer walked out of the bathroom wearing only black lingerie. She stood in the doorway, provocatively, as if trying to elicit a comment... or other response. I felt my cock surge in my pants, slowly tenting them. She licked her lips when she saw the obvious reaction and then smiled. She told me she was happy she could make me feel a bit excited.
I laughed nervously. She had no idea how excited I was.
It was a lovely teddy complete with pantyhose. I shook my head remembering how I told Jennifer of my hosiery fetish before. It surprised me, though, that her outfit closely matched my fetish. I wondered if she had somehow hoped this situation would occur. She walked over to my bed and climbed up on it, crawling towards me.
Guess what, she asked. She told me she liked sex... a lot... that she thought about me... a lot... that she masturbated to visions of me... a lot. Jennifer told me she wanted to know what it felt like to fuck me, to have my body against her, thrusting into her. She wanted to know what it felt like to have my tongue on her and to feel my hardness between her lips.
I groaned loudly as she knelt there beside me. I grabbed the back of her head and pulled her into a kiss. This one was far less gentle than the one on the dance floor. This one was fueled by a strong desire... a need... a hunger.
I pulled back, but pulled her towards me as I kissed down her neck to her chest. I was breathing hard as I kissed her breast over the frilly material, licking the hard nipple that was straining beneath it. I bit it gently and could hear her moan above me. She was panting as I pulled the shoulder strap down and quickly flicked my tongue over the naked flesh, tasting it, biting it, loving it.
I felt Jennifer's hand slide onto my leg and then quickly move to cover and stroke my straining erection. As I continued assaulting her breast, she pushed her hand against my shaft and teased me before grabbing the zipper and pulling it down. She easily opened the clasp of the pants and slid her hand inside and underneath my boxers, wrapping her fingers about the hardness she was trying to release.
She started stroking me, teasing my shaft, and watching it become even harder as I suckled on her breasts. My hand moved down her stomach and teased at her mound, cupping it and stroking it. Jennifer gasped in pleasure. She moved down my body quickly and licked the head of my cock, circling it. It felt so incredible as she kissed down the shaft and made little licking motions on the way back up to the head. She engulfed the head, sucking as she let her tongue circle it and tease it.
My fingers unsnapped the teddy at her pussy and I rubbed rapidly over her clit through her hose. We were groaning together as we each pleased and teased the other, rushing ourselves towards our mutual orgasm. I grabbed the hose and ripped it, tearing a small hole between her thighs. I pushed one finger in and then two, fingering her as my palm stroked her clit. She was so tight and wet. Her body was so ready to fuck... as much as I was.
I grabbed Jennifer's leg and spun towards her, pulling us into a sixty-nine position. I easily slid between her thighs and licked her clit, tasting her for the first time. It was simply perfect. I'd wanted to do this with her since we first met, and now wanted to do it forever.
Jennifer had never done a sixty-nine before and was amazed how well we fit together. She was amazed how wonderful it felt to suck on me while her pussy was so beautifully teased. She was amazed how well my mouth and tongue felt against her, how adept I was at bringing her to orgasm.
My arms wrapped around Jennifer's hips pulling her down onto my mouth as I licked and sucked her pussy, teasing her clit, and driving my tongue deep inside her. I thrust it in and out, fucking her with it as she moaned and gasped. Her lips wrapped around my cock and pulled it deep into her mouth, sucking on me so perfectly. Her hand wrapped around the shaft and continued jacking me as her mouth moved up and down.
We both sucked and licked into a frenzy and I felt her shudder with her first orgasm. Neither one of us wanted me to cum like this, so she'd kept me away from my orgasm... until now. She pulled away from me after she came, spun around, and quickly and easily pushed herself down onto my very hard, wet cock.
My hands grabbed hers, interlocking our fingers, holding tightly as she slid me deep inside her. We watched the pleasure on each other's face when we realized how good this really was. Her hips slowly rocked up and back, fucking me. I could feel her pussy milking me, holding me, and caressing me. It was the best feeling ever.
I moaned that this was far better than I ever imagined before and that I wanted to fuck her forever. She smiled briefly, before her face contorted in the pleasure my cock was giving her, filling her completely, pleasing every fiber of her being.
Jennifer was panting loudly, grunting with every thrust. I pushed up into her when I could, trying to move even deeper. I couldn't wait to cum with her... inside her. I'd wanted this for so long, dreamed of it, fantasized about it, masturbated to it so many times.
It was the best fucking in my life. I knew it was because it was with Jennifer. She came two more times before I finally exploded inside her. It felt like my entire body poured into her. All my muscles tensed as I thrust up for the last time, letting the torrent go, grunting loudly.
At last we collapsed on the bed. Jennifer moved up beside me and we hugged... falling asleep... knowing it wouldn't be the last time tonight... hoping it would be the start of an incredible future.
The song ended on the dance floor, a fast-beat song now loudly booming through the room, breaking my fantasy once again. We pulled away from each other, but only slightly. We were looking at each other, thinking about how things were beginning to change between us. I mentioned that I needed a drink and Jennifer wanted to come get one, too. Her hand slid into mine as we left the floor, walking over to the bar.
We sat in the corner of the reception hall, drinking our liquor slowly as we watched everyone else dancing. For the most part, we sat in silence, just listening to the music play, the people laughing, having a good time. Various friends came around saying hi to us. I think we were still wondering where this was going to lead. I knew where I wanted it to lead... but Jennifer seemed very unsure.
The kiss on the dance floor took me by surprise, not that Jennifer kissed me, but that it was so passionate. It took my breath away before I knew what was even happening. Her body had pressed against mine like lovers do. I was upset that clothing was in the way. My fantasy didn't help any, making me so damn horny. I wanted her badly, at least the fantasy I had of her.
At one point during our relaxation, Jennifer slipped off to the bathroom with the bride, coming back after what felt like forever, both with sly smiles. We never did talk about what they both discussed, but I had a sneaking suspicion it was something about me. I let it blow over, thinking it didn't really matter anyways. So we sat in relative silence for a little while longer.
I finally broke the silence during another slow song. I asked Jennifer if she even believed in love... not like the love of ice cream or even love your neighbor. But the kind of love where you feel like you can't live without the person. The kind of love that means you want to be connected to them twenty four hours a day, making love because you not only love how it feels to you but you want to make the other person feel so much pleasure.
Jennifer told me she did believe in love like that, but it was so hard to find. She thought she'd found that kind of love in several boys she dated, but they all fell short. No one met her needs. And now she was having trouble getting dates at all. She said very few guys even seemed to take an interest in her and that it sometimes made her angry or depressed. Sometimes she didn't even want to go out with friends anymore, fearing the rejection.
I laughed, which surprised her. Jennifer thought I was making fun of her at first, but I quickly apologized. I told her that it surprised me, is all. I never thought she'd be one not to have a guy on her arm. I had imagined she'd marry someone that was very successful, someone that would give her a big house and three gorgeous kids. I was frankly puzzled why that hadn't happened yet.
I joked that maybe it was the horrible way Jennifer kissed, making Jennifer almost spit out her drink. She looked at me in shock as I sat with a smug smile on my face. Then she smacked me on the arm and we laughed. She argued with me that she kissed well and I suggested it could have been better. I went so far as to suggest that if the kissing was that bad, the rest just had to be terrible as well. It was almost a challenge and I could tell that she was ready to accept it.
The sexual tension was back and it was a wonderful feeling. We were happy being together, not knowing where this was going to lead. I suggested we go out for a walk to get a little fresh air, so we went out the front of the reception hall and started walking around the parking lot. We walked slow and barely got down one lane when our hands touched and electricity sparked.
We stopped for a second, laughing, and then slid our hands into the other's and continued walking. About half way around the lot, Jennifer asked me if I really thought her kissing was horrible. I laughed softly and told her that it wasn't as if I had a lot of examples to go by.
I surprised her by pulling her hand, turning her towards me, and pulling her into a hug.
"Maybe I need another example," I said. I reached behind her head and pulled her lips to mine, kissing her. At first it was a light kiss, but it quickly became more passionate. My hands reached around her waist and pulled her tight against me. She seemed to melt in my arms. My hands moved lower, cupping her ass and she whimpered into my mouth. I pushed my erection against her, letting her know I wanted her.
My mouth moved across her jaw to her ear and I licked, nibbling on it. I whispered that I needed to touch her, my hands stroking her legs, pulling her dress up. I pressed her against one of the cars, pinning her there with my body as I moved her dress above her hips. Jennifer was moaning into my ear as I kissed and nibbled on her neck.
I felt her shiver with desire and need. I was panting with desire myself, knowing that this was the girl of my dreams. She was in my arms. I've tasted her and wanted more... so much more.
I felt her pantyhose beneath my fingertips and stroked gently up to her hip until I reached the waistband. My fingers then delved beneath, sliding between her skin and the sheer hose, moving to her ass. Jennifer groaned loudly and pushed her hips forward, encouraging me to continue. I squeezed the fleshy lobes and pulled as I ground myself against her. Then my hand moved around to her front.
One arm wrapped around her waist, holding her tightly to me. I pressed her against the car, kissing her throat, nibbling on it, listening to her moan. My fingers slid over her mound sliding in her pubic hair, moving lower to slide over her clit. Fingers went on either side, pinching as they slid lower. I moved them up and down, stroking her clit like a miniature cock, jerking her off. Jennifer pushed into me, her hands grabbing my arms, holding them tightly.



"Oh, God," Jennifer moaned.
My mouth moved to the front of her throat, making her look up into the clear sky. The nearly full moon shone down brightly, the stars were out in full. I kissed lower onto her chest, slowly licking my way onto her breast. Jennifer wrapped an arm around my head, holding it, guiding it, encouraging it. My tongue slid a little beneath the bustline barely grazing her nipple.
My hand moved up Jennifer's back and pulled the shoulder strap of her dress down, releasing the bustline even more. I pulled down until her breast was exposed, her hard nipple begging to be sucked. Moaning softly, I licked it tenderly, lightly, letting my tongue slide over and around it before flicking across it rapidly. I loved the feel of it in my mouth, loved the way Jennifer gasped as I suckled on them.
I moved back to Jennifer's mouth, kissing her deeply, her tongue stabbed into me, trying to taste me completely as I pulled her hose and panties down. She sat back on the hood of the car as I pulled them off her feet. Her hand moved to my pants and pulled the zipper down, freeing my very hard cock. I couldn't believe how constrained it had felt in my pants until she finally freed it. Her fingers wrapped around it, stroking with urgency.
"I want you so bad," I moaned, pushing against her once more, one hand sliding beneath her leg. I lifted it up as I knelt on the ground, quickly moving forward to lick her pussy. I normally tease my lady friends first, relishing the way I can build them up to a beautiful orgasm. But Jennifer was different. I needed her to cum. Now.
I licked her hungrily, letting my lips wrap around her clit and sucking hard making her gasp and moan. One of her hands moved to the back of my head and pulled me in tighter, directing me. Her fingers twisted in my hair, and pulled, telling me how much she wanted this.
My tongue slid deep into her pussy tasting her, loving her, before moving back to her clit. Then I pushed a finger inside her, so I could feel inside as I resumed tasting her clit. The hard little nub was so sensitive and every flick of it made Jennifer moan in heat. I twisted the finger inside her so I could stroke her G-spot. The few women I'd been with had been very, very pleased with me doing this, giving them explosive orgasms. Jennifer seemed to be on track for the same.
But Jennifer was completely unlike those other women. I wasn't just having sex with her. I was melting into her.
And Jennifer came explosively, wailing out as it suddenly encompassed her entire body, every nerve overwhelmed with it. I smiled when I heard the last throes of her panting before her body went rigid. She choked up, trying to talk, trying to make sense of it as her body completely moved for one purpose... to orgasm. I felt her fluids gush over my hand and on my chin. I don't think she'd ever had such a completely overwhelming orgasm before.
I stood, taking her into my arms once again. Jennifer simply stood there, panting, looking at me through hazy, needful eyes. Most women were completely worn out after an orgasm like that. Not Jennifer. She seemed to be even more energized by it.
Jennifer grabbed my head and kissed me hard, turning us around until I was against the car. Then she pushed away from me, looking at me with such hunger in her eyes.
"Damn you do that so well." Jennifer's hands pulled open my pants and grabbed my shaft again, stroking it to full hardness. "And this is pretty damn nice, too." She knelt down and slid the tip of my cock into her mouth, lightly sucking on it as her hand pumped. I groaned, feeling the warm wetness engulf me. "Horrible kisser, huh? Well, I'll show you..." she smiled.
Jennifer pushed me deep inside her mouth, and moved her head up and down my shaft, sucking on me. I couldn't believe how good it felt. I couldn't really see her much in the darkness, but the knowledge that it was Jennifer made me even more excited. Her hand continued to stroke me, no matter what her mouth and tongue were doing.
She pulled me free and licked the underside with the flat of her tongue, tracing my entire length, flicking over the head at the top. Then she moved lower and licked at my balls, sucking on each one gently. I banged on the side of the car in agony it felt so good.
Then Jennifer sat back and just stroked me, using both hands. I was so damn hard. I needed her so badly. Her hands stroked and twisted as if she knew everything that turned me on. I didn't want to cum like this, but I wasn't in control of my body at the moment. I could barely move, Jennifer had me so enraptured.
"I'm... oh.... I'm gonna cum..." I moaned, sensing it building up in me rapidly. My body was overheating and it was almost like I needed a steam valve opened. Jennifer engulfed the tip of my hardness in her mouth again and sucked, letting her tongue slide over and around it while her hands kept pumping me, teasing my balls.
I grabbed her head, carelessly forgetting about the expensive hair-do Jennifer had done for the wedding. She didn't seem to even notice or care she was so wrapped up in making me orgasm.
"Yesss" I heard her moan when she temporarily let go of my cock with her mouth and then plunged it back in with a fury. Jennifer was going to force me to cum and cum hard. My body was on autopilot as I thrust my hips forward and back, practically fucking her mouth. I closed my eyes tightly, my head rolling back as each wave of pleasure rolled over me. Then I felt everything peak... and come crashing down the other side.
I came hard, spray after spray going into her mouth. I heard Jennifer whimpering as she sucked rapidly, trying to keep up with my copious fluids, trying to milk my cock for more and more. Her lips were locked tightly on me, not wanting to spill a drop. And then it was over.
I was panting loudly, wondering if anyone heard us. Jennifer stood before me, panting herself. I pulled her against me, kissing her hard. She was incredibly erotic, incredibly sexy. I knew she would be perfect.
We quickly re-adjusted our clothing and returned to our stroll in silence. Both of us were wondering what this meant, if it were simply a one-time thing or if this was the beginning of something special.
When we got near the doors again, I pulled her hand, pulling Jennifer into my arms again.
"Look, damn it. I think I'm in love with you," I finally admitted. "I want you to be with me tonight."
Jennifer looked at me with a little smirk on her face, a look of happiness, a look of desire. "I figured. Horrible kisser, huh?" Jennifer punched me in the gut playfully.
"I may have underestimated you," I laughed.
"Oh, sir... if you think you underestimated me after *that*, then you have no idea what you're in for."
"Mmm, I think I might like that. Besides, I still have a few tricks up my sleeve," I laughed.
Jennifer told me she had to go grab her purse from inside and that I should wait for her here. I was in heaven, thinking and fantasizing about what the future was going to be like. I finally had the girl of my dreams, my first love, my soul mate.
Twenty minutes later, Jennifer still had not emerged and I was getting impatient. I started walking towards the door when Carol, the bride, walked out towards me. She practically glowed in the stark lights of the entrance.
"She's not in there. She... left."
I stood, puzzled, wondering what she meant. I mean, she only went in to get her purse. Left? Then it hit me and I staggered backwards. Left! I sat on a little concrete ledge around the hedges, and put my head in my hands. I was wondering what I did wrong. I wondered why. I wondered... what was next...
"There's something you need to know," Carol said, putting her hand on my shoulder.
I stood in front of the reception hall in shock. A million thoughts were running through my head. I couldn't believe that, after the moments we just shared, the moments where I put my heart out there, the moments where I actually believed there was something between us, that Jennifer would just... leave.
The bride and one of my best friends' new wife, Carol, told me there was something I needed to know. As if this could all be explained away.
We walked out into the darkness, out among the cars in the parking lot, away from prying ears. I could hear the party still going strong inside as various guests came outside and then stole back in. A small group of smokers hovered around the door, talking and laughing. I looked at them angrily. How could they be happy at a time like this?
"She does love you, you know," Carol whispered. "She's loved you for a long time now."
"Yeah, now *that* explains why she ran," I answered angrily.
"Actually it does," Carol said, putting her hand on my shoulder. "She's loved you for so long, has been put on hold for so long, that she's afraid it's never going to work out. She's scared that if you get together that you'll hate each other and she'll lose everything."
"She loves me but is scared to ever be with me?"
"Because she doesn't want to lose you. Exactly. It'll kill her if she can't even be your friend." I looked at her in the near darkness, dumbfounded by that logic. "I know, I know, it doesn't make a lot of sense. But I'm a woman, and trust me, to us it makes perfect sense."
"So what does that mean? I have to be her fucking friend so I can love her? I have to be with women I don't love just so I can love her?"
"No. It means you have to be a man," she said, looking straight into my eyes. "Men don't whine about the one they can't have. Boys do that. There is nothing a man can't have if he wants it bad enough." I looked down, starting to understand what she meant, and took a deep breath.
"So where'd she go?"
"Back to the hotel. Room 316."
'Great,' I thought. 'John 3:16... the ultimate sacrifice. How fitting.' I moved quickly to my car, jumped in, and sped out of the parking lot towards the hotel. I didn't know what I was going to do or say. And I didn't know how Jennifer would even react to seeing me. But I knew I had to try. I couldn't live with myself if I didn't even try.
I pulled into the hotel parking lot, barely even remembering how I got there. Throughout the drive I kept seeing visions and memories of Jennifer. Of how we met, of the good times we had together, of the times we cried together. I remembered the fear I had when I first asked her out, the fear I had in seeing her with her boyfriend laughing together. I remembered the fear I had in losing her to another man when she told me she might be getting engaged.
And I remembered tonight. One thought clarified it all for me. Tonight is what it means to be young.
I resolved to lay it out on the table. I resolved to make sure Jennifer knew where I stood and what I wanted. I resolved that if it was her desire and our destiny, that I would have her, no matter what. No silly fear would keep us apart.
I got out of my car and moved into the hotel, moving towards the elevator when I spotted Jennifer going into the restaurant bar. I quickly changed direction and went inside. The music was loud and pumping as I scanned the room, looking for her. She was seated at the far end of the bar, trying to be away from everyone else. The bartender was just handing her a drink.
I moved to the other side of the room until I stood behind her. "Hi. Haven't seen you in here before. Come here often?"
Jennifer smiled, seeing my reflection in the mirror behind the bar. "No... from out of town."
"So, here for the weekend?"
"Yep, not staying long."
"That's a shame."
"Yeah? Why's that?" she asked, taking a sip of her drink, still looking at me via the mirror.
I leaned forward, whispering in her ear. "It's a shame that you think you're leaving. It's a shame that you think I'm going to let you leave. It's a shame that you think I won't just take you to be mine forever."
Jennifer gulped, staring at me in the mirror.
"It's a shame that you think you'll even be able to leave after I fuck her brains out tonight and every night for the rest of your life."
Jennifer took another sip, trying to regain her composure. I knew I hit a chord. I knew she was falling.
"I know what you need. I'm not a boy. I'm the man you want. And tonight I'm going to show you." I grabbed her hand and pulled her off the stool, leading her out of the bar. We moved into the hotel, to the elevator. I leaned into her, pinning her between the elevator wall and myself, my face just above hers, looking down at her. Both of my hands were on her hips, holding her against me.
Jennifer whimpered a little, maybe scared, maybe so turned on she couldn't think clearly. "I dunno... I..."
"You don't have to know. That's my job," I said, leaning down and kissing her. I could feel her shivering with need and desire. I knew she wanted this. I knew that she just needed to be sure I wasn't just another boy.
The elevator opened and I led her down the hall to her room and helped her open it. I pulled her inside, slipped the 'Do Not Disturb' sign on the door, and bolted it on the inside.
Jennifer was standing in the middle of the floor staring at me when I turned around. I walked over to her and could see defiance start to form in her eyes. "We can't do this," she said, putting her hands out to stop me.
I moved over to the bed and sat down on the edge. I grabbed her wrist and pulled her to me, pulling her over my lap and slapped her ass hard. It didn't hurt much through her jeans, but she wiggled anyways.
"We can do this, and we will," I simply said. "First we're going to set some ground rules." I whacked her on the ass again, loving the feel of it against my palm. "First rule, I'm the man."
Jennifer grunted as I smacked her again. "Second rule, I know you want this, so I'm going to take it. This and everything else I want tonight." Jennifer was panting below me and no longer fighting. "Is that clear?"
"Yes," she mumbled softly, barely audible.
I grabbed her hair and pulled her head back and up. "What was that?"
"Yes," she said more loudly. "That's clear."
"Good." I pulled her up, making her stand and began unfastening her jeans. Jennifer stood there, not complaining, not impeding me as I pulled them down along with her panties and helped her step out of them. Then I grabbed her t-shirt and pulled it over her head, tossing it aside as well. She hadn't worn a bra, perhaps hoping to attract attention in the bar.
I sat there, looking up at her. "Tell me you want this."
I could see her eyes start to water a little. "I want this," she said, laying back across my thighs, offering herself to me.
My hand caressed her ass. This was the first time I'd ever seen it so nicely displayed and I took my time to admire it. I ran my hand over its curves and lightly slid down the crack between the luscious cheeks. When it reached her labia I could feel her heat and her wetness. Jennifer was breathing heavily below me.
I raised my hand and struck her cheek then watched the pinkness appear behind it. I swatted her ass again and again, making it rosy and lovely. I heard Jennifer panting excitedly, as well as sniffling and crying a little. But she was most certainly enjoying it.
I reached down and stroked her breast, feeling her hard nipple as it pressed into my palm. I pinched it lightly loving the moan that came from her lips.
I lifted Jennifer up, making her stand before me, then stood up myself. I unbuttoned my shirt and pants, removing them, and tossed them aside. We stood naked together, just looking at each other, breathing hard as our excitement built.
Her eyes were watering, on the verge of crying. It almost made me lose my resolve. "Why are you crying?"
Jennifer smiled. "I'm just... I'm just so happy."
I reached out, snaking my hand behind her head and pulled her into a kiss, our bodies crushing together. My other hand slipped around her back, pulling her hard against me. Our heads twisted and turned as our lips locked and melted together in a passionate kiss. Our tongues slid around each other as we tasted our mouths, moaning and groaning, panting excitedly.
"I'm so sorry," Jennifer whispered kissing my neck and moving down my chest. "I won't run again." She knelt in front of me, her hands grasping my semi-hard cock. They slid up and down it's length as she kissed it tenderly, lovingly. Jennifer licked underneath, sliding up its length as it grew in her hands, hardening to its full stature.
We were both panting as Jennifer stroked me faster and let her lips close over the head. I groaned when I felt the warmth engulf me. It felt so wonderful the way she pleased me with her lips and tongue, kissing, sucking, and licking me. She slid me into the back of her mouth, moving deep and then sucked on the way back off me. I'd never had a better lover.
She took me to the edge of my orgasm time and time again before I finally had to have her. I pulled her off me and had her move onto the bed. She lay on her stomach as I moved behind her, laying against her back. I pushed her legs apart and slid my fingers into her only to find she was so very hot and wet. She wanted me. She needed me, too.
I pushed into her from behind, grinding against her ass as I pushed deep inside her pussy. Jennifer moaned as my cock invaded her wetness, inch by inch, and she held my arm tightly around her as I held her down. My body pressed against her, my weight pinning her to the bed. My chin rested on her shoulder and I moaned into her ear feeling her warmth surround my cock.
I slowly, passionately made love to Jennifer, thrusting in and out slowly and deeply, enjoying just being with her. She pushed her ass back into me, wanting me to go even deeper, telling me how much this excited her. I bit her shoulder and her neck, letting the animal within me go out of control for a little bit.
I was so close to cumming now, but I wanted to prolong this feeling. I pulled out of her, making her whimper, then lay on my back. "Get on top of me. I want to watch you fuck me."
Her skin was flushed and shone with sweat. She was panting loudly as she threw her leg over me and grabbed my cock, guiding it inside her again. She pushed down hard, thrusting me in deep.
"Oh God, yes," she moaned loudly, then began moving her hips up and back, fucking me. She bent forward, resting her hands on the bed.
I smiled watching her breasts sway a little beneath her and then grabbed them both in my palms, pushing them, crushing them into her chest. It made her sit up and push back into me, thrusting her nipples against my hands. Her pussy moved up and down my length as I squeezed her breasts and let my fingers circle her nipples, trapping and pinching them.
The bed was squeaking loudly, and rocking against the wall as we thrust against each other. We were so caught up in our passion we didn't care who heard us. Jennifer was moaning and panting, almost wailing as my cock moved deeper and deeper inside her.
One of her hands covered mine, encouraging me to be more aggressive with her tits while the other moved down her stomach and began playing with her clit. Jennifer panted loudly as her fingers twirled and pinched it, masturbating as I drove into her.
"That's it baby, fuck me. God you're so beautiful, so sexy. Cum for me," I whispered, moaning.
Her hips moved faster as her fingers circled faster. I thrust up, trying to push as deep as I could. Fuck that felt so good. Jennifer looked so sexy above me, her body thrashing on me as she neared her orgasm. I pinched her nipples and a huge smile creased her face, her eyes closed so tightly as she finally came. Her body quivered erratically as she moved, muscles tensing, jerking as the pleasure washed over her. I felt her pussy clenching, milking me, wanting me to cum too.
And I did. I grunted loudly as I flooded her cunt, my cock twitching inside her with each spray.



Jennifer fell against me, all her weight held by me, her breasts crushed between us. I was still inside her and her body still twitched as I kissed her. She could barely respond, but her lips, cheek, and neck tasted wonderful. My arms wrapped around her, holding her tightly to me.
"I promise you that I will protect you. I will care for you and make you so very happy. And I will love you forever. You will always know where we stand, always know what I expect of you. And I will spank you wonderful ass if you don't do what's expected of you," I laughed, "because I love you." I stroking her hair. "I'm not a boy. I'm the man you want, the man you need, and you will be my wife."
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Forbidden Lover
"Oh my gosh," my daughter, Haley, said as she got in the car. We'd finished loading the groceries into the trunk and were just starting our drive back from the grocery store. It was the weekend after Thanksgiving and we were stocking back up on things, especially for Haley. Being a single mom, it was a little more difficult for her. Her mom and I were doing everything we could to take care of her. "How did you and mom ever do it when I was a baby?"
I laughed. "It wasn't easy, I'll tell you that. Even being married."
"How did she stay sane?" Haley laughed, half-heartedly. "I am so worn out. I don't know what I would do without you two."
"It's worth it for us, too, pumpkin," I said. "Having you and Benjamin around is so nice. We're very happy to help any time we can. Especially if it means being able to spend time with him."
"I just... I really appreciate you for helping me," she said. "I've had to grow up so fast in the past year. But it really has been worth it. I'm so happy to have Benjamin in my life."
"He's such a cute boy," I said.
"Just like his daddy," Haley laughed softly.
I glanced at her, then looked back to the road. Her having the baby like she did was not something I wanted to think about much less talk about.
"And I'm so glad mom took him to Aunt Jenny's today," she said excitedly. "It's like the first time I've had without the crying and... oh my gosh, the biting. You know, what would make this even better would be if someone else could breast-feed him. My boobs are just so tender, Dad." She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them a little as if working the aches out. "And my nipples. I mean, he just clamps down on that thing and kinda bites it. Even though he doesn't have teeth it's just... ow..."
I knew what she meant. Lisa, her mom, complained of the same thing when she was born.
"They've gotten so big," she said, lifting and squeezing her breasts as if measuring their weight and size. "It's so different. I've barely gotten used to them. I had to practically buy all new clothes."
Out of the corner of my eye, I watched her playing with her own breasts through her clothing. I had to admit it, I'm a breast man, and her breasts must've grown two sizes since she became pregnant. It was extremely noticeable and, I had to say, extremely arousing. She was my daughter, but I love boobs pretty much any way I can see them.
"But, I'll stop complaining now," she said. "I just want to spend the whole day with my Dad. Like the good-old days. Oh my gosh, when was the last time me and you just spent time alone together?"
She let the question hang in the air for a moment. She remembered before I did.
"I remember the last time... it was just us... on the couch in the living room," she said, smiling as if she was enjoying the memory. "Thanksgiving... last year. It seems so long ago. Do you remember?"
Yeah, I remembered. I've tried to block out that day so many times, but I can't. It should have been traumatic for both Haley and me... but for some reason, it wasn't. I remembered it very fondly.
"We were sitting on the couch, watching a movie together," she continued. "And... mom and Aunt Jenny were out shopping all day long trying to catch all the good sales. I got tired and I laid down on your lap."
It seemed like a long time ago, but it really wasn't. The memory was very fresh in both of our minds.
"And I... I felt you... I felt you Dad," she smiled at me, "for the first time."
"Oh, God, baby," I said, shaking my head. "We shouldn't... we shouldn't talk about this."
"What? Why?" she asked, shocked I'd say something like that. "It's just us. Why don't you want to talk about it?"
"It... it happened ok?" I said. I was scared. I was really scared. "I... I just don't want anyone to find out."
"It's just... you're talking about it with me," she said. "It's a big deal, Dad. So, you want to just go through life and never talk about it with me?"
"Not really, no," I said gruffly. I didn't mean to sound sour. It was just a moment I wasn't proud of... a moment of profound weakness.
"You're trying to tell me that you don't even think about it?" she asked. "You don't even want to acknowledge that by the time mom got back home that night I was pregnant? Dad, how can we just pretend that it never happened?"
"I'm not pretending it didn't happen," I said. "It was just... wrong. And I... I just... if anyone ever finds out, pumpkin."
"Dad, it wasn't wrong," she said. "I mean, it doesn't have to happen again, but you don't have to feel bad about it. It was just something in the moment that we both needed."
"Pumpkin," I said, shaking my head slowly. I didn't even know what to say. But bringing this up, talking about what happened a year ago, wasn't going to do anyone any good. "But the things I made you do."
"No... you didn't make me do anything," she said. "It does take two and I was just as into it as you were. We both needed it."
"It's just..."
"Dad, I have to admit something to you," she said. "It... it feels like you've been avoiding me... or something... ever since you got me pregnant. And I don't... I don't want it to be that way. I want it to be like the old days."
"I know, baby," I said. "I'm sorry. I just feel guilty. You know?"
"That's not all, Dad," she said, laying her hand on my arm. "I don't know about you, but when I think about... that day... it gets me... you know... excited."
"Oh... pumpkin," I said, shaking my head slowly.
"Why are you acting this way, Dad?"
"Because, pumpkin. If your Mom finds out... it'll kill her."
"Can you not worry about anything for just a second and listen to me?" she asked, getting a little upset with me. "I know that it's hard to have things be the same as before... and I know I'm not your little girl any more. But I can be so much more for you now. I can be a woman for you. And Mom doesn't ever have to know. I just need you. I need you so bad. I want to feel you inside me again."
I looked straight ahead. What she was saying... what she was implying... was, frankly, getting me excited again. Even the guilt from the last time wasn't enough to stop me from feeling this way. I loved her... so deeply... and I wanted her so badly. I still fantasized and masturbated to the things we did last year.
"I know you want me Daddy," she said, sounding like a little girl again. "I just... I just want to know that you still love me... even after what happened."
"Pumpkin," I said, looking at her for a moment. "I never stopped loving you. I just... I'm embarrassed by what I did. But I never, ever stopped loving you."
"Well, then prove it dad, 'cause right now... I don't feel it," she said. "Show me that you love me, Dad. Show me that you want me. Show me, Dad!" She grabbed my hand from the steering wheel and pulled it to her lap. "Yeah... just... show me by touching me."
She turned my hand over, covering the back of it with both of her hands and slid it between her soft, warm thighs. She was wearing a long skirt that she'd hiked up to her thighs to keep it out of the way. I could feel the heat radiating from her pussy as she slid my hand so very close to it.
"Just... I want you to touch my pussy again," she said, surprising me.
"What? Pumpkin!"
"I know it's sudden, Dad," she said. "It's just... this is the first time we've been alone together in a really long time. And I'm afraid I won't get another chance. I just need to know that... I'm wanted. So show me."
She slid my hand onto her panty-covered pussy and pressed it tightly against her.
"I know you want to touch it," she said. And she was right. I did want to touch her again. I did want to give her all the pleasure I could.
God, her panties were soaked! "You're... you're so wet, pumpkin."
"Yeah, I'm very wet," she smiled, moving her hips slightly to help grind into my hand. "Just... move your fingers. Come on... touch it... play with it."
I started stroking her with my fingers and felt her swollen labia part, wanting me to slide deep inside, but her panties stopped me. I could feel the hard nub of her clit at the top of her slit, too, and she trembled when my fingertips slid over it.
"Oh my God... that's all I wanted," she moaned, "is just to feel your hands all over me again. Your fingers feel really good. Doesn't it feel good to you? How can you not like this?"
"It's not that it doesn't feel good to me, pumpkin," I said. "It feels really good to me... more than I could explain. I just... I'm too scared to let it all happen again." I stopped stroking her and tried to pull my hand away, but she only grabbed it harder, pulled it harder, back to where it was until I stopped fighting her. Then she used one hand on the back of mine, to direct it, while the other wrapped around my arm, hugging it tightly.
"Don't stop... I like it... I want it," she panted. "Oh Daddy... rub it... yeah... Keep going Daddy. I know you want me."
I felt her move her hand for a moment and my fingers were suddenly against her wet folds as she pulled her panties aside. And I pushed a finger inside her, fingering her. She was so wet and warm... so inviting.
"Oh... oh... yes... yes... Daddy!" she moaned as my hand and fingers moved all over her pussy, fingering her, my palm slapping and rubbing her clit. I slid a second finger inside her and curled them up to stroke her G-spot as she leaned back and opened her legs wider, giving me more room to touch her.
And then, with a high-pitched squeal, she came all over my hand. Her body spasmed and shook as her hands grabbed and squeezed her boobs. She was so incredibly beautiful when she came.
"Mmm," she moaned as I pulled my hand away, unimpeded. "That was really, really good Daddy. I feel so good now."
I put my wet, pussy-juice-covered hand back on the steering wheel and tried to just concentrate on driving once again. We were still ten minutes from home. She wrapped both arms around my arm, hugging it tightly. The shining wetness was a constant reminder of what I'd just done and it excited me.
"Now that you made me happy," she giggled. "I think it's time for me to show you how much I love you, too." She slid her right hand down to my stomach and then started stroking my growing erection through my jeans.
"Your dick is so hard, Daddy," she said. "Does that feel good?"
"Yeah... yeah, pumpkin," I moaned. "That feels really good."
"But it's not good enough," she said and started unfastening my pants and pulling down the zipper. She yanked them open and pulled my cock through the hole in my boxers. I was really hard.
She coiled her fingers around the shaft and started stroking it.
"Oh Daddy... it's a really nice, fat cock," she moaned happily. "It's so thick."
"What you're doing feels so good, pumpkin. But I don't know if we should be doing this. Somebody's going to see us."
"But I'm so horny, Daddy," she whined. "I need you. I'm so tired of my toys. I need something real, something warm and hard." Her hand stroked faster, stroking over and around the head. She used her own spit for lubrication and it felt wonderful. I was having a hard time paying attention to the road. But we were only five minutes away from home now.
"I want to put my mouth on it," she said and suddenly leaned over the center console and slid me inside her mouth. Fuck! Her mouth was so hot!
I moaned loudly, unable to deny how good it felt. But we were driving through our neighborhood and I could see people walking on the sidewalks... they had to know what we were doing. I was so scared we'd be seen. "It's really awkward here baby. Everybody can see..."
"I don't care, Daddy," she said, pulling off me for a second and stroking my shaft instead. "I don't care. I need to do this." Her mouth slid onto me again and she sucked on the head. "Yeah... mmmm... so good," she whispered over and over.
I turned into the driveway, barely able to operate the pedals, and pulled into the garage. It took a few minutes, but she finally realized where we were and pulled off, smiling at me and wiping her lips. My cock was so hard!
"I guess we're home," she giggled.
"Yeah... um... let's get the groceries inside."
I zipped up my pants and opened the trunk before we got out. It took a couple trips, but we finally got all the bags inside and set them in the kitchen. We started putting everything away, not saying a word. But every time I glanced at her, she was smiling back at me, deviously. She was planning something.
When we finally got all the groceries put away, she took me by the hand and led me into the living room. When we got to the couch, she turned me around and pushed, making me sit down. She reached behind herself and unzipped her skirt, dropping it to the floor, before sliding forward and sitting on my lap in her panties.
"You know... you made me feel really good in the car," she said. "And I want to make you feel really good, too." She trapped my head in between her hands and kissed me, sliding her tongue over and around my lips before pushing it inside. Her hips moved slightly, grinding her pussy against my erection.
When she finally pulled back, she grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it off. "I want you to touch my breasts."
"Pumpkin... we..."
"Oh, please," she interrupted me. "As I remember it, you absolutely loved my breasts last Thanksgiving. What's stopping you now?" She grabbed and squeezed them, capturing my attention. "They're bigger than last time."
I had to agree with that. They looked much bigger than last time to me, too.
"Just reach your hands out, Daddy."
I don't know why I did it... I don't even know how I did it. But the next thing I knew, my hands were on her bra-covered breasts, gently caressing and squeezing them.
"It's been so long," she whispered. She moved her hands to the front clasp and unfastened it as she watched me. "I want to watch you," she said, looking into my eyes. "I want to watch your eyes when you see me." She pulled her bra off and tossed it aside and I was in awe. Her breasts were absolutely perfect. She had to be a D-cup now... with big nipples that were swollen, hard, and ready for sucking. They made my mouth water.
She lifted her breasts and touched her nipples as I watched, entranced. "Oh... Dad... It's been so long since I've had your mouth on my nipples. Are you ready?"
I tried to look at her face, in her eyes. I tried not to look at her wonderfully naked breasts. I knew I'd never be able to stop once I got started.
"You can look at 'em, Dad. Look at 'em," she ordered, challenging me. And I couldn't help but look down at them, all lifted up in her hands like an offering. "Do you like 'em?"
I nodded slowly, unable to say a word. They were so captivating.
"You do?" she smiled happily. "You can do it, Dad."
"What?" I asked, not quite understanding what she was wanting. "Suck on them?"
"Yeah," she nodded quickly. "What do you think I'm sitting here for? Yes, suck on them." She leaned forward and guided her nipple to my lips, swiping along my lips. Then I captured it and gently sucked on it as she moaned softly.
"It's good," she moaned, grabbing the back of my head softly. "So much more gentle... than our baby. Oh, yes, Daddy... oh. Why can't it be like this all the time, Dad? It feels really good. I love you. Do you love me? I know you have your mouthful... but tell me. I need to hear it."
I released her nipple for a moment and grabbed her breasts in my hands. "I love you pumpkin. I'll love you forever." I sucked and licked her nipple again, then moved to the other, as she moaned in my lap, her hips still grinding into me.
Then she pulled away and slid back towards my knees. "Daddy... you're so hard again, Daddy!"
Her hands moved to the front clasp again and she unfastened them, pulling down the zipper once more.
"Oh, pumpkin, no," I said, trying to grab her wrists. "We can't go any further."
"Oh... why not?" she said, finishing with the zipper and pulling the cloth away from my cock. "Why can't we? What's stopping us?"
"I... It's just that..."
"Daddy... I want you." She pulled my boxers down, letting my cock spring out once more, her hand quickly wrapping around it. "This is what I want."
"Ok, pumpkin. Ok," I said, realizing that I couldn't fight it any more. I wanted her just as much as she wanted me. I couldn't deny it any more.
"I just want to kiss you all over," she whispered as she pulled my pants completely off, followed quickly by my boxers. Then she knelt on the floor in front of me, kissing and licking the length of my shaft from the bottom to the top. "Oh, you taste so good," she moaned.
"You're such a good girl, pumpkin." I watched her, watched her hand stroke up and down my length, watched the head slide inside her mouth as she sucked on it and moaned. Fuck!
"I love sucking on you," she panted, getting more and more excited. She slid down and, while stroking my shaft, sucked my balls into her mouth, one at a time, sucking on them gently. "You're so full of cum for me, Daddy," she giggled. "I want it, Daddy. I want it."
"Oh, fuck... that's so good," I hissed as she slid her tongue around the head before sucking on it again.
"You like how I suck on your cock?" she giggled.
"God, yes, pumpkin," I moaned. "That's so good."
"Oh, daddy, you make me so wet," she said, smiling up at me. "I need you inside me. Please."
She stood again and removed her panties. Completely naked, she slid into my lap again. She grabbed my shaft and slid her pussy along its length, teasing me.
"Mommy's gone all day... so you can fuck me," she said, leaning forward and kissing me. Her tongue slid into my mouth again, driving me insane.
"Pumpkin... maybe we shouldn't go that far," I tried to stop her, putting my hands on her hips to keep her away.
"Daddy... I want you to," she said.
"I don't think you realize what you're doing, pumpkin," I said, trying to be the voice of reason. But I wasn't even convincing myself, much less her.
"Don't worry, Daddy. You know I want you to," she said. Her pussy was so wet and white hot against my cock. "I've been wanting to do it again for so long. You belong with me, Daddy."
I still held her hips, keeping her from getting too close, keeping her from sliding me inside.
"Don't you want me, Daddy... my young, tight little pussy?" she asked, making me shiver. She had no idea how badly I wanted her, how hard it was to resist her. "I need you to fuck me. I need to feel your big Daddy dick inside me."
"Pumpkin, are you sure?" I asked, almost desperate for a reason to push her away.
"I'm so sure... please!" she begged. My hands lost their grip and she pushed my cock inside her. Slowly she pushed forward, pushing me deeper and deeper. Her pussy was gripping me, pulling me into her, squeezing me.
"Oh... oh... oh my gosh," she moaned, putting her hands on my shoulders. "I have to go slow. Oh Daddy... it feels so good. Your cock is so deep inside me." She slowly moved her hips, sliding me in and out just a little. "Remember how good it felt the first time?" she whispered.
"Yeah, pumpkin," I replied, remembering. That was obviously her first time. I had no idea how many times she'd fucked since then.
"It feels even better now."
"Oh... yeah," I whispered, agreeing with her.
"Slow, slow, slow," she said as I moved slight to fuck her more fully. "I'm just not used to it. It's been so long. You're just... big." Finally, she bottomed out, her bush mingling with my own. "Dad! I love you Dad!" she practically yelled. Then she started moving faster, sliding her hips up and back, fucking me.
"Oh, that feels so fucking good," I moaned, loving how good her pussy squeezed my shaft. But after only a few strokes, I had to grab her hips, had to make her stop. I was so close to cumming.



"What's wrong?" she asked, confused. Her body was fighting me, wanting to fuck me harder and faster.
"I'm too close to cumming," I panted, straining to hold it back. "I just need to stop for a second. I don't want to ruin this by cumming too soon. I want to savor it."
"You do?" she smiled so lovingly. "You want to savor it? You do love me! Daddy, your dick feels so good inside me."
I only waited a minute before I released my hold on her and she started fucking me again. She rapidly built up speed, bouncing on my cock as she held my shoulders, her face right in front of mine, looking me in the eyes.
"Oh fuck... Oh my God," I moaned. She was such a demanding lover.
"Mommy doesn't fuck you like this, huh?" she smiled, deviously. "I bet she doesn't bounce on your fucking dick like this. Yeah... tell me you like it. Tell me how much you love your daughter's pussy... my tight, wet pussy."
"I love your pussy, pumpkin!" I moaned loudly.
"Oh fuck... yeah... yeah... mmm, fuck!" she panted, wildly fucking me with abandon. "God, your dick feels so good."
It didn't take long for me to get close to my orgasm again, but instead of just stopping her, I pulled her off my cock and plopped her on the couch beside me as she squealed. I stood and grabbed her legs, turning her to sit on the couch, pulling her legs apart. I quickly slid to my knees and buried my face in her pussy.
"Oh my God," she giggled as my tongue slashed through her wetness. I captured her labia in my mouth and sucked on them for a moment before digging my tongue as deep inside her as I could. She was moaning above me, her body, quivering.
"Yeah, just like that," she panted. "I like that. Yeah, tease my fucking pussy like that."
I moved my tongue to her clit and slashed it quickly, flicking my tongue over and around it, driving her crazy. Then I trapped it between my lips and sucked on it, making her hips buck as she grunted loudly.
"Fuck!" she yelled.
Then I pulled away. I moved my hips closer to her and pulled her legs, getting her into the position I wanted her.
I pushed her back as I got into position and lined up the head of my cock with her pussy. Her pussy was so swollen and open, ready for cock.
"Please, please!" she begged. "Put it back inside me. I don't ever want to forget this feeling."
"God, you're so wet, pumpkin," I said as I slid the head through her swollen labia.
"Do you remember the first time... when you... exploded... inside me?" she said excitedly. "When your cum filled me up? It felt so amazing."
"You... you want me to cum inside you?" I asked.
"Yes... I want it again," she nodded quickly. "Fuck me Daddy."
I continued sliding the head through her pussy, circling her clit with it for a moment as she continued begging.
"Daddy, please! You said you would. I don't care if you make me pregnant again, Dad. I just want you inside me."
I grabbed her legs again and pushed forward, pushing my cock inside her as she let out a deep grunt. It was almost like I was forcing the air out of her lungs I was sliding in so deep.
"Oh... you're so deep," she panted. "Fuck me... fuck your little girl. I want you to make me pregnant again!"
"Oh fuck!" I grunted. God she was amazing. "It feels so good!"
"Please, please! Cum inside me," she begged. "I knew you wanted to fuck me again. You were just too scared. Fuck me, Daddy."
I started sliding in faster and harder, driving into her, slapping her body with my hips with every thrust.
"Fuck!" I grunted my own orgasm rising rapidly.
"Do it, Daddy... do it!" she panted excitedly. "Oh fuck, Daddy! Daddy! I'm cumming, I'm cumming!"
I watched her eyes half close, watched the pleasure roll over her face as her body shook. She came hard, her pussy squeezing my cock so nicely. I was grunting myself. The squeezing of her pussy was taking me over the edge.
"Yeah Daddy!" she cheered when she realized I was cumming, too. "Cum in my pussy!"
"Fuck!" I yelled as I felt my body pouring into her. God, there was so much as spurt after spurt erupted out of me, filling her up. "Oh fuck! Yeah!" I moaned when everything just suddenly ended.
As I started to withdraw from her, she held me with her heels. "Don't move Dad, please. Fuck!" She held me inside her, holding me, her pussy milking me. "Just in case I never get to feel this again I want to remember this forever. Give me every last drop."
I fell against her, kissing and hugging her.
"Stay with me," she said.
"I will pumpkin."
"That's all I ever wanted. Daddy... stay inside me... until you're not hard any more."
"Was that ok? Did you like that?" I asked, a little concerned that I was too hard in the end.
"Of course I liked that, Daddy. You filled my pussy with cum again. It was so good. I may have to just have you all to myself even when mom's here," she giggled.
Finally I pulled free and watched as some cum oozed from her pussy. She dropped a hand down and cupped her pussy, trying to hold it inside her.
"Daddy... there's a lot of cum," she giggled.
"We better go get cleaned up before your mom gets home, pumpkin."
"Huh uh," she said, shaking her head. "It's going to stay in there all night."
As I stood, Haley leaned forward and slid her mouth over my cock again, sucking on me briefly, cleaning the mix of our cum that coated it. "Oh fuck... my pussy tastes so good on your fucking cock," she giggled.
I went into the kitchen to grab a couple of hand towels. I handed her one and then wiped my cock as best I could. Then I grabbed my clothes and started putting them back on.
"Daddy... it's still early," she giggled. "We still have four hours. Mom won't be home until at least 9pm."
"Yeah...?" I asked, wondering where this was going.
"I want to play with you more, Daddy," she smiled. "At least one more time before mom gets home. I'd really love to just suck on your cock for an hour. And I'd love for you to lick my pussy again. Of course, you know... you can fuck me any time you want while I'm home. A little extra to make sure I'm pregnant can't hurt."
She was insatiable. But... she was my daughter... and my forbidden lover.
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Naughty Neighbors
She's such a little flirt. That's all I could think as I watched my twenty-year-old neighbor, Kaylee, walk out of her house in a bikini. She looked over at me as I stood there drinking a beer, the lawnmower waiting for me in the yard. She wore dark sunglasses so I couldn't see her eyes, but she looked over at me as she walked to the lawn chair. She then turned the chair in my direction and lay on it so that she was facing me. I don't know if her eyes were open or not, but I felt her eyes bearing down at me, daring me to look at her.
She sat up and began putting the suntan lotion on her beautiful body. Her hands spread the oil all over her skin and she made a particular effort when she oiled around her breasts and her inner thighs. I gulped wondering what glory sat between those long legs.
I stood there, trying not to be obvious that I was looking at her, but unable to stop. I'm forty-five, recently retired, unmarried, and without a sexual prospect at the moment. I was, to put it mildly, horny. I could feel my erection harden in my shorts as I watched the nubile finish with the lotion and lay back down. A small smile seemed to cross her lips as she noticed me staring at her. I didn't think I'd be able to walk or move due to the hardness of my dick, but after a moment, I went back to mowing the lawn.
I had a hard time finishing the task at hand. Every time I turned, she was right there, with so much skin showing. She was glistening from the oil and it contrasted nicely with her black suit. It was a small suit, too, showing an ample amount of her sexy curves. She was better than the girls on the porn websites I often visited.
It took me a half hour or so to finish the mowing and I put the stuff in the shed and headed into the house. I caught more glimpses of her as I went in and again as I moved up to my bedroom that overlooked her back yard. Damn she was fine.
It was pretty warm out and I was sweaty so I dropped my clothes and headed into the shower. I made sure to take my time, jerking off a bit in order to relieve some of the tension I was feeling. I couldn't get her out of my mind. I kept fantasizing about her lying in my bed, butt naked with me ramming my dick into her while she wailed in pleasure. Just as I was about to cum, the doorbell started ringing.
Shit! I didn't know if I should just ignore it or what, but it rang several times like it was an emergency or something. I jumped out of the shower, threw the towel around me and ran down the stairs. The doorbell kept going off and was pissing me off.
I opened the door, without even thinking what in the hell I looked like, and there she was. She was still in her bathing suite, although now with a little, black, see-through coverup over top. She was poking around the doorbell like something was wrong.
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry," she kept repeating, with a little embarrassed giggle underneath. "The doorbell stuck and won't stop ringing."
My anger was gone the instant I saw her, replaced by something else entirely. She looked so sexy standing there, a little bent over, a little red from embarrassment.
"It's ok, it does that some times," I said. I went out and fiddled with it a moment and it stopped.
Then I realized what I was wearing and I got embarrassed. Even after serving in the military for twenty years, there was something about gorgeous, young women that just took me back to my own childhood. We just stood there for the longest time. I could sense that she was very attracted to me and I felt my dick getting super hard once again. I hadn't been able to relieve the pressure from earlier and seeing her this close got me even harder. I felt the towel tenting out a bit and tried to distract her attention from it.
"So, what can I do you for Kaylee?" I said. She giggled at the comment and within a moment I realized how that must have sounded. "Sorry, that came out weird. I meant..."
"Don't worry about it, Mr. Williams. It was just funny that's all."
"Don."
"Don?"
"Sorry... please call me Don." I felt like a little kid or something. This nubile goddess was standing here inches from me and I felt like the little kid.
"Don, then. I'm selling raffle tickets for the church and wondered if you'd like to buy some." Somehow, she was now holding a ticket book in her hand. I somehow missed that she was even carrying anything.
"Sure," I said. My hands felt down where my pockets would normally be, only to feel a towel. "I'm... um... my wallet's upstairs. Step inside a moment and I'll go get it," I finally managed to stammer out.
"Ok," she said sheepishly. I saw a glint in her eyes and a little wicked smile on her lips. I thought I had probably imagined it at the time. I held the door open while she stepped in and then closed it behind her to keep the cool air inside.
"I'll be right back." I jogged up the stairs and into the bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror, thinking "what have I got myself into." I grabbed my wallet from my pants and turned to head back downstairs. I noticed my reflection in the mirror once again, noticing my erection barely hidden behind the towel. I wasn't sure if I wanted her to notice or not, but I didn't really even think twice about leaving only the towel on.
She was turned away from me, looking out the window, as I walked down the stairs. My eyes took in the sight of her incredible body once again and I quickly adjusted myself under the towel. I coughed when I reached the bottom step and she turned around. She was coyly playing with a strand of hair, twirling it around her finger like a little girl. But she was all woman at this point.
"Having a little trouble coming down the stairs," she giggled. I looked at her questioningly and she led my gaze over to a mirror. She must have seen me adjust myself as I came down. I probably turned ten different shades of red.
"I'm fine, uh. How, uh, much are the tickets?" I stammered, opening up my wallet.
"A dollar each, or six for five dollars," she replied, coming closer to me. "You know I've thought a lot about you since you moved in."
"Have you?" I wasn't sure I wanted to go down this path. I figured I could pay her the money, she'd leave, I'd beat off thinking about what might have happened and know that I could live with myself. I fished out five bucks from my wallet and handed it to her.
"Yes... I have." Her eyes scanned up and down my body, admiringly, almost predatorily. "You know, the first time I had sex was at my eighteenth birthday party. Now I can't stop thinking about it. I want it all the time."
I shifted uncomfortably. My erection was straining against the towel and I didn't know how long I could stand this. She moved until she was right in front of me, well within my personal space. I didn't know where to look, at her, away from her. I was too embarrassed and excited to even think.
"I like older men more than the boys I've dated though. I want a little... experience. Don't you think experience leads to more... pleasure?" She paused for a moment, looking right in my eyes. "Were you thinking of me when you were mowing the lawn?"
Oh my God. This little minx was certainly hitting on me big time. We were looking directly into each other's eyes, hers with such an innocent desire in them and mine with animal lust. I felt her grab my money and then put the tickets in it's place.
"I bet you will now," she said playfully and walked by me, eyeing me up and down. A finger trailed down my arm from my shoulder to my hand. "I just wonder what it is you'll be thinking about." By the time I turned around, she had disappeared out the door.
I went up and got dressed, wondering what all that was about. I couldn't get her out of my mind now, seeing her being ridden by her faceless boyfriends, rapture written all over her face. I shook my head to try to clear it, went to the kitchen and made some dinner. When I moved to the living room to watch some TV while I ate, I noticed a thumb drive on the coffee table with X's and O's written on the outside.
I didn't remember seeing that before. A weird thought entered my mind, but I dismissed it quickly. Still, I wondered what was on it, so I put it into my TV port and started it up. It was a video, a shot of a girl's bedroom, as if from the top of a desk. Suddenly, there was Kaylee moving in front of the camera. She was wearing the same black bikini she was wearing earlier. She sat on the bed and turned towards the camera.
"Hi, Mr. Williams. I wanted you to know that I think about you a lot. I got excited watching you mow the lawn today. I thought of some really nasty things I wanted to do and figured I might just show you how excited they made me."
Her hands began to caress her bare skin around her black bikini. She kept looking at the camera, but her eyes were a little less focused on it.
"Every time I see you, my body gets all... tingly. I can't help it. I think about sex all the time, and it drives me crazy, makes me do crazy things." She giggled. "Like making nasty videos. I hope you like watching me be nasty."
Her hands slid up to her top. "I hope you think about my body. My tits are really sensitive. I love to have them sucked. If I'm really horny like I am now, I even like to have them bitten a little." Her hands moved over her breasts and as she said bitten, she pinched her nipples eliciting a moan. One hand reached behind her and untied the bikini, letting it fall down, exposing her bare breasts. She tossed the top aside and then resumed touching her nipples.
"Ummm, I really like this. Do you like my titties, Mr. Williams?"
My dick was instantly erect again. I *still* hadn't relieved the pressure from earlier today and now it was doubled. My little fantasy girl was right there on camera, masturbating while talking to me.
"I hope you like them. I hope you want to suck on them. I want you to. I think about having your lips wrapped around them, having your tongue slide over them and it makes me sooo fucking hot."
Her hands then moved down her abdomen and her knees spread wider apart. I couldn't believe this was happening. My food was down on the coffee table and my pants opened in one second flat. I couldn't get my hard dick out fast enough.
"I'm hot down here," she said, almost moaning. "I touch myself a lot. A lot of times I think of you when I do it, too. Do you think of me when you masturbate? Do you want to see me touch myself, Mr. Williams? I watched you mowing and I wanted to masturbate right there in front of you. I wanted to get you so hard. I like to see a big dick getting all hard because of me."
I thought about yelling at the screen to get her bikini bottoms off faster, but decided not to. She slipped her hand inside her bathing suit and began to stroke herself. She closed her eyes and let her head kind of roll back as she slowly and gently played with herself underneath the material.
I slipped my hand around my cock and slowly pumped it. It felt good, but I knew that what I saw on TV would feel a hell of a lot better. She played with herself underneath her bikini for a minute or two before standing up and pulling them down. I was in heaven when I saw her exposed pussy. She was completely shaved and her pussy was gorgeous, all pink and pouty. I longed to dive in there with my tongue and see if it tasted as good as it looked.
She sat back down on the bed and resumed stroking herself. With her other hand she continued to massage her breasts and pinch her nipples. Her fingers danced faster on her clit and I could hear her moaning.
"Mmhmmm.... mmhmmm.... yesss.... I like this.... I need a tongue, though," she moaned. "I need your tongue on my pussy. I love it when a guy goes down on me. I want him to worship my pussy with his tongue and suck on my clit. My fingers just can't... do... enough...," she groaned accentuating the words with thrusts of her fingers.
I watched as her hand danced on her cunt, sliding back and forth across her clit before driving deep into her pussy. It was a wonderous sight. It felt like it was over in a minute, but I knew I had watched her masturbate for a good fifteen to twenty minutes before she finally climaxed. She made a very erotic mewling sound as she came, making me cum at the same time.
"Maybe some day you'll make love to me," she nearly begged. "Maybe someday I can suck on your cock just like I dream about."
I sat there stunned as she closed her eyes and continued to softly touch herself, making low moans. Then she looked up at the camera again. "Thanks for watching me."
I didn't know what to do. She got up from the bed and turned off the camera, ending the movie. Now I was in a very awkward position. I would never be able to look at my neighbor or her family the same way again. I busted my nut three times that night, watching her short movie over and over.
*****
The next day was Sunday and I just came back from lunch with a friend when Kaylee came walking over to me. She was acting coy, and I was embarrassed to see her again. She was wearing her bathing suite again, obviously laying out. She held her hands behind her back as if she were shy. Unfortunately I knew the truth; she was anything but shy.
She smiled. "Did you find my gift?"
"Um, yeah. I was a little surprised."
"Well, I thought you might like it. Maybe we could talk about it later. Like maybe tonight."
I stood there uncertain what to say.
"Like maybe we could do more than talk." She smiled again looking me right in the eye. Her gaze then trailed down my body to my crotch and back up again. Then she licked her lips.
God how I wanted her. She was coming on to me hard and fast. I didn't even know what to think. Blood rushed from my brain to my prick making it hard to think.
"You don't have to answer. I know what you're thinking. We both want the same thing. Just leave your back door unlocked. I'll see you at 9:00." She started to turn to walk away and then quickly turned back. "By the way, have some beer handy. We'll have a party." Then she turned and walked back to her house. I watched her ass sway back and forth all the way. I don't know what had come over me, but I didn't want to say no. I wanted her to come over. I wanted to fuck her until she couldn't walk.
*****
I spent the rest of the afternoon wondering what I was going to do. At about 6:00 I realized that I didn't have any beer in the house so I went to a nearby store and bought some. When I got back, Kaylee was washing her car and gave me an appraising smile as she saw the case in my hand. She knew she had me.
At 8:30 I showered and changed into some nice clothes. I wondered what in the heck you wore for something like this. I figured nothing would come of it except flirting and maybe some petting, so I just put on some nice slacks with a polo shirt. At 9:00 I was sitting in the living room watching TV when I heard the back door close. Kaylee sauntered to the archway between the kitchen and the living room and stood there looking at me. She was wearing a soft, low cut, green sweater and some black slacks. The sweater was short, with only 2 buttons, and showed plenty of midriff. A small purse was slung over her shoulder.
She just stood there for a moment as we looked at each other. I didn't have a clue of what to say. I was embarrassed and excited at the same time and could feel my dick hardening to steel strength.
She headed up the stairs and stopped after a few steps looking back at me. We locked eyes for a moment again before she continued up. No words were spoken, a ton of words implied. I waited a moment longer trying to get the courage to go up. Then I turned off the TV and lights and headed up.
When I got to my bedroom, the lamp was on, casting a seductive glow around the room. Kaylee was sitting on the bed waiting for me. She slowly got up and moved over to me, raising her hands to my shoulders, she raised her lips to mine and we locked in a passionate kiss. It was tender at the beginning, but quickly turned ravenous. She was tugging at my clothes and I was tugging at hers, practically ripping them from our bodies. I dropped my kisses to her throat and bit her gently, eliciting moans of pleasure.
Very quickly I felt her hand wrap around my manhood and then she stroked it with a firm grip. I gasped into her neck. We moved over to the bed and she turned us so that I was closest to it. Within a few more seconds we were both completely naked. She jumped me and we tumbled onto the queen-size bed with her on top. She was very dominant and knew just what she wanted. I was too stunned to object.
She was kissing me while fondling my dick. It felt so incredible and my erection was really hard. Then she dropped down and sucked on my nipples and gently bit them. Suddenly she broke contact and reached over to the night stand where her purse lay.
"I want to try something," she said quietly, smiling in a weird way. She opened her purse and pulled out some wrist and ankle cuffs. "I wanna be a little kinky," she smiled, giggling. She moved the handcuffs to my wrist and locked it around, locking the other end to my banister. "I want you to be totally helpless." She proceeded to do the same with my other wrist and them both of my ankles, putting me spread eagle on the bed. She then slipped over my body and sat on my stomach and kissed me. "I want to do whatever I want."
I was practically shivering with need. I wanted to taste her, to touch her, to just have her ride me for her own pleasure. But I was locked up tight. She sat up and said she had a surprise for me.
"Uh, ok," I stammered weakly, not knowing what else could happen.
She leaned over me towards the lamp, her breasts hanging below her, enticing me to nip at them. But I was bound too tightly to reach them. She turned the lamp off and back on a few times, which totally confused me.
She giggled at the confused look on my face as she slid down my abdomen, licking across my chest and over my stomach. I felt my prick slide against her chest between her breasts and then poke at her neck.
"I know what you need," she giggled.
I looked down and watched as she began to lick it like an ice cream cone, from the base all the way to the tip. I could feel it hardening, the blood seemingly moving from by brain straight into it.
Suddenly she opened her mouth wide and it disappeared into the warm, moist depths. Her tongue continued to swirl around it as she slid all the way down and then back up again. I'd had a few blow jobs in my lifetime, but nothing compared to this young thing's technique. She was unashamed of her desire for my prick and practically worshiped it. I quickly reached my peak and thought I was going to blow when the bedroom door opened.
I was shocked out of my pending orgasm when I saw two girls standing in the doorway. Both were wearing t-shirts and shorts. One, who I later found out to be Lauren, was another blonde cutie that was twenty. The other, who was a lot closer to a brunette, was Sydney, Lauren's younger sister at only eighteen.
Kaylee was stroking me as she introduced them. They came into the room, bringing the case of beer with them. I tried to figure out what was going on, completely embarrassed that I was helplessly naked on the bed. Kaylee told me that both girls were close friends of hers and that they liked to play, too.
"There's nothing you can do about it anyways," she giggled, reminding me of my predicament. "So just have fun."
Suddenly her mouth engulfed my hardened member once again and she used one hand to pump up and down it at the same time. I groaned at her actions, closing my eyes and forgetting about the other two for a moment. I opened them again when I felt additional hands on my body. They were caressing my chest, abdomen and thighs as Kaylee fed me in and out of her mouth.
Then, suddenly, her mouth left me. "Rotate," she giggled, sliding up my body. She surprised me by not stopping at my stomach, but continuing to move up my body, positioning her beautiful pussy right over my mouth. She slipped her legs around my arms so that she was comfortable and then used her hands to pull her pussy lips apart. Wordlessly, she lowered herself onto my waiting mouth. I hungrily attacked her pussy, licking and sucking it with a fervor. She had really gotten me excited by that wonderful blowjob.



I felt another set of hands and a mouth then engulf my member once again and I groaned into the moist flesh above me. Kaylee was moaning and giggling as my tongue and lips teased her clit. She was having fun and that was all that mattered to her.
The other mouth was bringing me very close to a climax once again, which made it harder for me to concentrate on Kaylee's pussy. And then suddenly the mouth stopped, before I could cum. I groaned in frustration and decided to take it out on Kaylee. I attacked her once again like an animal until she exploded a minute or two later.
As soon as she came, she slid off my face and the mouth on my prick moved off it.
"Rotate," Kaylee said again.
This was repeated several times, with one girl mounting my face, one giving me a tremendous blow job, while the third sat idly by, stroking me and drinking a beer. I gave each girl a few orgasms over the next hour. My mouth was sore and my face was coated with pussy juice, but it was honey to me and I wasn't going to stop as long as it was being offered.
Finally, it was Kaylee's turn at my prick again, but instead of feeling her mouth engulf me, I felt her hand guiding me into her pussy. Her cunt was so tight, but so wet. She pushed me deep into her and I could feel every muscle contract and relax around my pole. Lauren was sitting on my face and I licked at her little button, sucking it into my mouth.
Kaylee bounced up and down, letting my cock slide deep into her and then rose until it almost came out. She gave me long full strokes that felt incredible. And then she suddenly bounced really fast, grinding her pelvis against me. Both of us were so close when she suddenly stopped again and they rotated.
I was breathing heavily. I had been brought to the brink of my orgasm so many times that I wasn't sure if I would last very long. My dick was harder than I'd ever felt it and extremely sensitive. But the girls rotated anyway and I fucked both Sydney and Lauren, not being allowed to cum either time.
And then the game changed. Kaylee produced some sort of stop watch and each girl was given one minute to ride on my prick. Their goal was to see which one would make me cum in them. I was scared about the potential of making them pregnant, but there was nothing I could do about it. I was not only locked up tight to my own bed, but my prick was harder than granite. It needed the release and I couldn't think straight until it got it.
So each girl rode me for all she was worth, trying every trick in the book to get me to cum within the one minute time. I surprised myself by lasting as long as I did, but finally did explode inside Lauren. The girls cheered for her and they all shared a beer. I lay back, breathing heavily, my body coated with sweat, my face coated with the girls' juices.
They all got up laughing and talking about how fun it had been, hugging Sydney and telling her "Happy Birthday". They all came over and kissed me, driving their tongues into my mouth, and thanking me. Breathless and worn out, I could barely respond. They quickly got dressed and were ready to leave when Kaylee unlocked my shackles.
"Thanks love. Maybe we can play again sometime," she said, putting the bindings into her purse.
"Any time," I managed to say, sitting up. My body was sore from being ridden so long and hard, but I was a happy man. They all left and I fell back in bed and was soon asleep.
*****
It was difficult to see Kaylee or her mom after that night. Every time I saw Kaylee, she gave me a coy smile and I just melted as my mind returned to that night.
Two weeks after fucking Kaylee and her friends, I was outside washing my car. It was a hot day and I was wearing shorts and a t-shirt. I was a little wet from both the sweat and the water splashing off the car. It was in the late afternoon and Danielle, Kaylee's mother happened to walk outside. We waved a quick hi to each other, although I was very embarrassed to have any contact with her.
Suddenly, she turned and started walking over to me. She was wearing a light shirt and jeans, as if she had just been running errands. We talked some small talk for a moment, then she said something unexpected.
"I was hoping you'd join us for dinner tonight," she said. "We haven't really gotten to know you very well."
I was suddenly without anything to say. I hadn't really met or had any kind of real conversation with any or my neighbors, but managed to stammer out a "sure." She told me to come over at 6:00 and not to worry about bringing anything. I managed to break out of my haze enough to thank her before she turned and walked back. My gaze lingered on her... she was a beautiful woman, although she didn't act or dress like it. In fact, she seemed to dress to dissuade people from thinking that.
I finished washing the car and spent the rest of the day working in the house. I took a quick shower, dressed casually again, and zipped across the yard to their house. I rapped on the door at 6:00 and was startled that Kaylee answered it.
"Hi... Don," she said, emphasizing my name and smiling devilishly as she held the door open for me and beckoned me inside. I felt like a fly entering the spiders web. Kaylee was dressed in a loose t-shirt and jeans, very casual and comfortable. She showed me into the kitchen where her mom was finishing up dinner.
"Kaylee, why don't you show Don where the bathroom is in case he needs clean up or anything," Danielle said. "Dinner is almost ready."
Kaylee took my arm and turned me back out of the kitchen. She pulled me down the hall to where the bathroom door was and then pulled me inside. Before I could react, she pounced on me, wrapping her arms tightly around my neck and thrusting her tongue down my throat.
"I've been wanting to do that for a while now," she said pulling back. One of her hands strayed over my chest and she lightly pinched my nipples. "You know, I'm still thinking about that night." Her hand slipped down to my crotch and the swiped her hand up and down my dick, making it hard very quickly.
"Mmmm, that's what I miss." She was looking right into my eyes as she jacked me off through my pants. "I can tell you miss me, too," she giggled.
"Kaylee, your mom is right out there," I protested weakly.
"Well, she can have some later," she laughed. She moved back a bit, unzipped my fly, and fished inside for my cock, pulling it out the opening. With seemingly practiced ease, she dropped to her knees and slipped my cock into her mouth. She was noisily slurping on it while I stood there wondering when we were going to get caught and how much that knife would hurt as Danielle sliced through my manhood.
She didn't let me finish, again, and within moments was zipping me back up and wiping the saliva off her chin. "Yummy," she said smiling. "I'll have to have more dessert later."
She turned and slipped out the bathroom door, shutting it behind her. I just stood there wondering what in the hell I'd gotten myself into. She was one gorgeous woman, albeit a little young for me, but she was very hot. It excited me that she wanted me like that, no doubt about it. And I rationalized that she was an adult and I wasn't doing anything legally wrong. So maybe I should just go with it until the ride ends.
I splashed some cold water on my face, hoping my erection would fade enough for me to join the women at the table. It did within a few moments, luckily. I walked back into the dining room where Danielle and Kaylee were seated. Danielle was at the head of the table and Kaylee sat across from me. Danielle had cooked a magnificent spread and I was hungry. So we all dug in and started talking as we ate.
We had a lot of small talk, talking about my job, my house, what I enjoyed doing... all the casual neighborly stuff. And then I felt a foot sliding up my leg. I knew it was Kaylee, the little minx, doing something to get me all excited again. But there wasn't much I could do about it without causing a scene. Within moments her searching foot found my crotch and nuzzled into it. Her ministrations couldn't be seen from Danielle's angle, as Kaylee's bare foot caressed my hardening manhood.
It seemed like every few moments with Kaylee was another adventure that my cock couldn't forget. Every time she teased me, I got harder than the previous time. I wasn't sure I'd be able to sit much longer because my pants were constricting this monster held within it. I tried to continue talking normally, but did have a little trouble occasionally.
"So what do you do for work, Don," Danielle asked.
"I'm retired Marines. So, right now, I'm not doing much of anything," I laughed lightly.
"You're so young to be retired," Danielle said, looking surprised. "I always thought you had to be old to retire."
"Well, I enlisted when I was eighteen... and you can retire after twenty years of service," I said. "So, yeah, I'm young for being retired, but I have to tell you, it's nice to relax a bit."
"Twenty years in the military... you've seen a lot," Danielle said.
"Yeah... I've been in several hot spots around the world," I said. "I figured I've done enough and it was time to get out."
"No wife?" Kaylee asked. "Or girlfriend?"
I looked at her and saw her playful smile.
"No... since I was deployed a lot, I didn't think it would be fair to a woman in my life. I figure now, though... it's probably time." I took a few more mouthfuls of food. "How about yourself?" I finally asked. "What kind of work do you do?"
"Yeah, mom. What kind of work do you do?" Kaylee said, smiling knowingly. The way Danielle looked at her, I could tell it was a bit of a sore spot.
Danielle looked at me after a few moments of tension. "I... um... I don't... work."
"Dad wouldn't let her work," Kaylee said quickly. Danielle looked at her sternly as if it was supposed to be some sort of family secret or something.
"I guess that's an option, being a homemaker and such," I said, trying to ease the tension.
"But it wasn't an option for my mom," Kaylee said. "Dad demanded it. He demanded a lot."
"Kaylee!" Danielle said sternly.
"Well, it's the truth!" Kaylee said. "Even when you wanted to work, he wouldn't let you. He had you on a very tight lead. He was a drunk. He treated you like shit and you let him. You believed everything he told you."
"That's enough!" Danielle told her, a little angry and a little embarrassed. "We don't speak of the dead like that, God rest his soul."
I was shocked both by the argument between Kaylee and her mom, but also about how Danielle's husband had treated them. I had no idea.
"How long has he been gone?" I asked.
"Six months ago," Danielle answered, looking down at her plate.
That was only about a month after I moved in.
Eventually the dinner ended and we all pushed away from the table. Danielle stood, collected the plates, and said that we could retire to the living room to talk more. Luckily with Danielle walking out of the dining room, I was given a few moments to collect myself so that I could stand.
Kaylee stood and helped me to my feet, pulling me into the living room. Danielle was barely out of eyesight but Kaylee didn't seem to care. She moved her hand once more against my half-staff erection, rubbing to make it completely erect once again.
"I can't get of enough of you," she moaned. "Does that make you hard?" she whispered to me.
"Mmm," I grunted as one swipe hit a particularly sensitive spot. "But your mom's right there." My pleading came to no avail. She just smiled up at me, loving the look of restrained rapture that crossed my face.
"Yeah. She is right there," Kaylee agreed. "I want her right there. You're here because I want you to fuck her."
"You... you want... what?" I asked, stupefied. There was no way I heard her correctly.
"I want you to fuck my mom," Kaylee said with a straight face.
I closed my eyes, not sure what was going on. Then I looked at Kaylee and shook my head. "That's kind of between me and your mom, Kaylee, so, thank you but no."
"My dick of a dad was horrible to her," she spat. "He constantly degraded her and made her feel horrible. And when he wasn't being abusive to her, he totally ignored her and cheated on her. He didn't even deny it. He was proud of it and threw it in her face all the time. She hasn't had any dick in forever because she feels she's not worth it."
"Then she should just go out and find someone that appreciates her for cryin' out loud."
"But she won't, because he made her believe that she's worthless," Kaylee admitted. "She thinks she's ugly. She thinks she's stupid. She doesn't think any other guy will have her and she's convinced herself that she's going to be stuck being alone. So... I want you to fuck her and let her know how desirable she is. You've seen her. She's beautiful."
This was almost too much for my brain. "You think that if I fuck your mom, she'll have enough confidence to date?"
"Exactly," she said.
"Come on. I don't need this drama."
"Fine... then I'll tell everyone that you raped me."
"I raped you?" I laughed.
Kaylee nodded. "And I have two witnesses."
I thought about it for a moment, wondering if I could stand up to her. We both knew I didn't do anything. But with two lying witnesses, she'd have a pretty powerful case against me, no matter what I said. And, even if I won, my life would be dragged through the mud and I'd be pretty ruined for life.
"Just... fuck... my mom," she said, squeezing my shaft with every word.
"Would you guys like some dessert?" Danielle called from the kitchen.
"No...," I started to say before Kaylee interrupted me.
"No, mom, we'll have some a little later I think," she yelled back. She winked at me, the little minx. I knew what she was implying.
We moved over to the sofa and Kaylee plunked me in the middle while she sat on one end. Danielle came into the room, smoothing down her outfit. She was wearing a nice blouse with a light skirt that almost came down to her knees. She was dressed up, but it seemed unnatural for her, very much like she didn't believe she was attractive. Instead of sitting in the chair across the room, she surprised me by sitting down on the couch next to me.
So I was caught in the middle between these two beautiful women, horny as hell. My erection was still straining against my pants, although being seated hid that fact a bit. Danielle had brought in a bottle of wine and glasses and poured one for each of us.
"That was a wonderful dinner. Thank you," I said taking a sip.
"You've very welcome," Danielle said. "I'm sorry we hadn't done it sooner."
"No, no, that's quite alright. I'm not normally a get-out-and-meet-the-neighbors kind of guy."
We made a bit of small talk, with the stereo playing some soft music in the background, before Kaylee made her exit to leave us alone.
Danielle took a sip from her glass and then looked at me. "I'm sorry about Kaylee's outburst earlier."
I nodded.
"I think she just likes to create as much drama as she can."
"Drama or was she telling a truth that just embarrassed you?"
Danielle looked away, unable or unwilling to answer.
"You know... you're a very beautiful woman," I said, looking her over for a moment.
"Well," she said, looking down, embarrassed, "I don't know about that. Diego said..."
"I'm not at all interested in what Diego said," I said. "I know what I see." I had Danielle's attention now, as she took another sip of wine. "I see a very beautiful woman and I don't think you've been told that enough."
She smiled and looked down. She definitely hadn't been told that enough.
"So what kind of guys do you like?" I asked.
"Oh, I don't know," she said as if she was uncomfortable talking about it. "Tall, dark, and handsome I guess."
"Sounds pretty cliché," I laughed.
"Yeah... it is," she laughed, too. "But, it's still kinda true."
"You have beautiful eyes," I told her. They were brown, but there was something more to them. They sparkled for some reason.
"Thank you. You're kind, but I know I'm..." she started to say, but I would have none of it.
"No... you're very attractive."
She smiled as if she knew the truth and I was lying to her. "I appreciate you saying that, but..."
"No," I said, interrupting her. "I'm not just saying that. You really are attractive. No matter what your husband has led you to believe. Don't believe his opinion of you."
"He was a good man," she said. "He just sometimes drank too much and..."
"Kaylee seems to think his drinking was a serious problem," I said.
"I mean, it was, I guess," she said shyly. "I mean, he was probably an alcoholic. He was dealing with a lot of stress and I didn't want to add to it by arguing with him."
"I can understand... but that's no excuse to treat you badly."
She nodded, not in really believing me, but in a way to not disagree with me. She squirmed a little on the couch, like something was hurting her or causing her to itch.
"Is everything alright?"
"Yeah... I'm just... I'm embarrassed to say, but my clothes are just pinching me a little," she said, sliding her hand to her back to adjust something.
It was a bit strange to me, because her clothes fit pretty loosely on her body. I wasn't sure what was pinching her. I put my hand to her back, too, to help her and felt something underneath her blouse. Something was very tight against her skin and had must have moved. It seemed to be the culprit. Since it started at her lower back, I wondered what the hell it was.
"It'll be ok," she said and started to stand. "Let me go fix this. I'll be right back."
"What is it?" I asked, a little concerned.
"It's... um...." She looked up, embarrassed to admit this. "It's a... a binder. Diego said... I'm sorry. I know you don't want to hear what he said. But... um... I'm a little... big... and this helps me..."
"A binder... helps you?" I asked, confused. "With what?"
She stood. "Well... my... my chest... and my stomach. It's kinda... I'll just go fix it. I'll be right back."
"Better yet," I said, grabbing her arm as she started to walk past. "Take it off. You don't need it. You're beautiful as you are."
She looked at me and, I guess, saw the seriousness in my face. Then she nodded. I let go and sat back on the couch again as she went to her bedroom. When she came out a few minutes later, I couldn't stop watching her. Her breasts were bouncing and swaying beneath her blouse so... wonderfully. She had to be a DD-cup.
"Wow," I said, smiling at her.
"I'm... sorry," she smiled, trying to hide her breasts behind her arms.
I shook my head and took her hand as she sat beside me again. "No... nothing to apologize for at all." I was smiling broadly as I pulled her arms away and looked her over once more. Now she was herself. She wasn't fat or anything at all. Diego had just convinced her she was. She was... stunning!
"How long has it been since you've kissed a guy?" I asked.
She nodded and looked up as if really thinking about it. "Many years..."
"I'd like to kiss you. May I?"
"You... you would?"
I nodded. "Of course."
She nodded nervously.
I leaned in and kissed her, my hand stroking her cheek and chin. "It's ok," I said, trying to relax her. We kissed tenderly and lightly a few times. I was moving slowly since she seemed awkward and unsure, as if wondering if I was going to like it more than anything else.
When I licked her lips, I felt her shudder and then felt her tongue touch and duel with mine. "Oh, that's what you like. You like to kiss."
"This is so weird for me," she admitted.
"Do you want to stop?"
She shook her head, looking so shy and nervous.
I moved closed to her, one hand moving around her shoulders behind her head, the other touching her cheek, and kissed her more fervently. Our tongues fought, pressing into her mouth, then pressing into mine. I pressed my body into her. She was quickly becoming more and more comfortable with me.



"Your lips are so soft," I said, pulling back an inch. "Such a pretty mouth. Show me what you like. I want to enjoy your body. Every inch of it. Feel you and taste you."
We kissed even more and she turned her body towards me as best she could. Her hand was on my arm, just at my elbow, stroking me, and feeling my bicep flexing. She seemed to like my muscle and stroked it. She was panting, very excitedly, and I could tell it'd been far too long since a man had made her feel like this.
"Mmm," I moaned softly. "Yeah, just like that." As I continued kissing her, my hand slowly moved down to her neck, shoulder, and chest, finally stroking across her breast and over her nipple. She squirmed excitedly, her hand on my forearm, shaking with want, and a little something else.
"Ticklish?" I asked, giggling a little.
"Yeah," she admitted, trying to relax.
"I like it." My fingers settled on her very hard nipple, circling it, teasing it. "Do you like it when I touch your nipples like that?" I asked between kisses.
"Yeah... I do," she panted excitedly. She moved her hand to the back of mine, stroking it, encouraging me. "I can't believe it's been so long."
"I can imagine you need it. Go ahead, touch it yourself," I said. "Let me see what you like." I moved my hand away from her breast, giving her room to put her own hand there.
"You sure?" she asked uneasily, as if touching her own body was offensive. "I've never..."
"Yeah," I smiled. "It's so sexy." She still hesitated. "It's ok, you can do it. Just touch it." I watched as her hand slowly moved to her breast and she lightly squeezed it. Then her fingers moved to just touch her nipple and she shivered. "Feels good, doesn't it?"
"Yes," she moaned.
"God, that's sexy," I whispered. "Show me how you like it."
Her fingertips grabbed her nipple and rolled it, pinching and pulling it as she panted. She closed her eyes for a moment, enjoying the sensation. I couldn't believe that she didn't do this even in the privacy of her own home. How could her husband have controlled her so much?
"You like to pinch them?" I asked. She smiled and nodded. "Are your nipples getting hard for me?"
"Yes," she moaned.
"You're so beautiful," I whispered, smiling as she opened her eyes to look at me. Her face was so full of lust and need. "I'm getting hard, too. Want to touch me?"
She smiled wryly. "Can I?"
"Yeah." I grabbed the back of her hand and led it down to my crotch, pressing it against my hard shaft. "Touch me." Her fingers naturally wrapped around my shaft as much as she could through my pants and she looked at me with such a wonderous face. "Like it?"
"Yeah," she whispered. "It's been so long."
"I'll be careful with you," I said, kissing her again. "How about... down here?" I asked, tapping her thigh.
"Wet," she giggled shyly, a little embarrassed to be so excited.
I slid my hand up and down her thigh, then moved it between them until I felt my fingertips touch her wet flesh. "I'll just reach down and touch... there," I said. My fingertips stroked her engorged labia and gently teased her clit. "Do you like it?"
"Oh my gosh... yes..." she panted.
She groaned as I removed my hand from her and grabbed the front of my pants. "I think you should help me out of these pants." She looked at me, unsure of what to do. "Come on... Maybe you'll be more comfortable if I have some clothes off."
She moved to kneel on the floor in front of me.
"Oh yeah... you're so hot," I whispered. "I need you to help me."
I unfastened my pants and she helped me pull them down and toss them aside. My cock was standing very proudly, tenting my boxers. She knelt in front of me, watching it raptly, her hands slowly stroking my thighs as if so wanting to do more.
I leaned forward and put my hands on her breasts, squeezing them through her blouse, and teased her nipples. "You like it when I massage your titties?"
"Yeah?" she whispered, looking up at me.
"Can I see them?"
She nodded shyly and my fingers quickly moved to the buttons in the front. I moved as quickly as I could, unfastening each button in turn, exposing her beautiful body beneath it. When I was done, she slid the blouse down her arms behind her, then tossed it aside.
I looked at her in wonder. How could her husband have ever wanted to hide that body? She was incredible. Her breasts were definitely DD-cup and her nipples were large, the size of a silver dollar. Each was topped with a very hard, extended nipple.
"Oh my God... they're beautiful," I said, grabbing and squeezing them, lifting them to feel their weight. "So big and juicy. Can I kiss them?"
She nodded, almost amazed that I found them attractive.
I leaned forward and held her head with both hands as I kissed her. I pulled her, encouraging her to stand and to move onto my lap, which she readily did, her skirt hiking up. When I broke the kiss and she sat up, her gorgeous, large breasts were prominently displayed right in front of my face. I grabbed her breasts and kissed one, gliding my lips and tongue over and around it, ending at her nipple.
I licked her nipple and heard her moan in a sharp exhale.
"Oh my gosh... your mouth is so hot," she panted, grabbing my head. She ran her fingers through my hair, enjoying what I was doing to her, enjoying how I was making her feel for the first time in so many years.
"I love your big tits," I said, licking and sucking her nipple into my mouth. I nibbled on it slightly and her fingers clenched my hair, holding my head in place. She was moaning and writhing in my lap as I moved to her other breast and did the same thing. She was a firecracker that was on the verge of a huge explosion.
I kissed between them and used my hands to squeeze her breasts into my face to smother myself. As a breast man, I was in heaven! She giggled as I pulled free, pressed her breasts together and did a little motor boat over them.
"Damn sexy tits," I said. "Don't you ever hide them again. Especially from me."
She giggled and nodded.
I started kissing between her breasts again and kissed as low as I could. She leaned back, my arms holding her tightly, so I could kiss all the way down to her belly button. But, in this position, that was all the further I could go.
She was moaning and writhing, her crotch had moved closer to me, pressing against my cock as I kissed her abdomen.
"You're teasing me," she giggled.
"I like teasing you," I smiled. "You're so horny... and your pussy is so hot."
I pulled her back towards me and reoriented her in my lap. "Go ahead. Touch it. Touch your pussy for me."
She was a little hesitant at first, but her hand moved to her abdomen, then moved over her panty-covered pussy.
"That a girl. Yeah." I watched her hand closely as she slid her fingertips over her labia and clit, pressing into the thin material that hid her body. She was breathing hard, feeling the pleasure from her body, her own touch once more. "I like it," I said, smiling.
"Let's do this." I pushed her off my legs for a moment then hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my boxers and pushed them down. I tossed them aside and encouraged her to sit on my lap again.
"Mmm. Yeah, it's ok," I said as my fingers wrapped around my shaft and I slowly stroked it.
She hesitated a moment, seeing my bare cock waiting for her. Her skirt was still hiked up, her panties showing. She reached back and unfastened her skirt and let it drop to the ground. Then she hooked her thumbs in her own panties and started tugging them, looking at me to see if that's what I wanted.
"Yeah, take 'em off," I said. "I want to see more. Are you going to show it to me?"
"Yes," she whispered.
"May I?" I asked as I reached forward and grabbed the material myself. Her panties were very unflattering. They were thin cotton, what some would call 'granny panties'. I could tell she wore them simply for comfort and to help hide her body, never expecting anyone to see them.
I pulled her panties down as she giggled shyly and she kicked them away. She put her hands down to hide herself from me, still embarrassed, still believing she was ugly.
"Let me see," I said. It took a moment, but she moved her hands away and I was once again rewarded with beauty. Her bush wasn't very hairy, but I could tell it was all natural. "Ohhhh... It's so beautiful," I said, shaking my head in wonder.
I sat back again and grabbed my shaft, stroking it as she watched. She then moved her hand to her pussy and slowly teased it.
"Yeah... you're so horny. I love it. You can touch yourself and watch me. You like my cock?"
"Yeah... it's... amazing," she panted. Her eyes were glued to my hand as it slid up and down the length of my shaft.
"You're so beautiful," I whispered. "I love watching you touch yourself. You're so horny. I love it. Don't be shy... you can touch yourself any way you want."
Her hand dug a little deeper and I could tell she was sliding fingers inside herself as well as teasing her clit. Her body was shaking, feeling so much pleasure after such a long time.
"Here," I said, standing, and turning us around to have her sit on the couch. "I have something better in mind." I sat her down and then knelt between her legs. Her hands were covering her body again in embarrassment. "Let me see," I said, grabbing her wrists to pull her hands away. I slid my fingers gently over her labia, watching and feeling her react. "Ohh... It's so soft. Your pussy's so soft."
I leaned down and kissed the inside of her thigh, just above her knee. My fingers still lightly touched her pussy as I kissed lower and lower down her leg. "It's nice."
"Ohh," she moaned as my mouth neared her pussy. My fingers were already caressing her very overheated clit. She was soaked.
"Yeah?" I slid my lips and nose around her pussy, barely touching it, but taking in her scent. "Mmm... your pussy smells so good."
"You're such a tease!" she panted loudly.
"Yeah, I am teasing you," I laughed, then slid my tongue up the length of her pussy. My tongue gently traced where my fingers had been and when I reached her clit, I kissed it. "You like me kissing you down here? Doesn't that feel nice?"
"Oh yeah... so good," she moaned as I started licking more fervently. "Ah... oh... Oh my gosh. Oh gosh. That feels so good when you suck on it."
"Mmhmm," I moaned, trying not to break contact.
I felt the swollen nub of her clit as my tongue swirled over it, pressing into it.
"Oh my gosh... yeah right there," she panted. "Oh yeah!"
"You look so fucking good," I said, looking up at her. Her mouth was open as she panted excitedly, her brow furrowed as she felt every pleasurable sensation I gave her. And she was watching every move I made.
"Gosh... I love to watch you do that. That's so hot. Mmhmm... mmhmm... I like that. I feel dizzy," she panted as she became more and more excited.
"You do? But I'm being so gentle," I said, smiling deviously. I wrapped my arms under and around her thighs and started licking harder and faster. God she tasted so good!
"Oh my gosh!" she groaned loudly, moving her hips as the pleasure increased so rapidly. "Oh yeah... oh yeah!" she panted wildly, her hips gyrating furiously. "Yeah... keep doing it... just like that. Oh my gosh! Oh my gosh!"
And suddenly she came, her body tensing, shaking uncontrollably. But I held her tightly, kissing and licking her gently.
"You cum so easy," I said, smiling and kissing her thighs.
"Wow! That was... oh my gosh... that was really good," she smiled broadly, panting, her face beaming with joy.
"It's been a while, huh?"
"Yeah... way too long."
"Now that's a travesty," I said, sitting up on my knees again. "Because your pussy is wonderful."
Danielle sat up and leaned forward. With her left hand, she grabbed behind my head, pulling my lips into hers. I felt her moving as she sat up with her knees on the couch. I tried to pull back a bit, but Danielle just kissed me harder.
She was breathing heavily, obviously very excited, and suddenly pulled away from me a few inches. She maintained eye contact with me as her right hand slid over my chest and abdomen, her fingers feeling every muscle, every ridge and valley as she gently moved closer to my erection. Her hand slipped over my pole, cupping it, and sliding her palm against it.
"Mmmm," she moaned. She shifted her gaze down to my crotch. "Stand up," she whispered urgently. She couldn't wait. As soon as I stood and my cock was close, she flicked the tip with her tongue. She held it and licked it while looking up at me.
She giggled a moment. "God I want to taste you," she moaned and then dove onto my cock, licking and sucking on it like it was the best thing she ever did. And she was damn good at giving head. I could tell she was inexperienced, but she was definitely eager.
"Oh fuck," I moaned loudly.
"I'm sorry I don't really know what I'm doing," she apologized.
"Don't worry about it at all," I said. "It feels great. Just keep sucking that dick."
She looked up at me and smiled. The room was filled with the sounds of her sucking and licking, slobbering all over my cock. Her hands were stroking beneath her mouth and my cock was just rock hard.
"Mmm, it's so good," she whimpered, taking a moment to slide it over her face and then her lips. I could feel it pulsing with need and she seemed to revel in it.
"Oh my God you look even sexier with my cock in your mouth," I moaned.
"I don't have much practice," she whispered, embarrassed.
"I'm not complaining," I smiled.
She smiled back, appreciating the compliment. She licked the shaft, from the base to the top again and again, moaning softly. "Oh, it's so hard," she said stroking it slowly, watching it raptly. She slid the tip back into her mouth, sucking and stroking so lovingly, as if worshiping my manhood.
"I've never wanted a penis this badly before," she whispered. "My body is tingling and I'm so wet."
"Oh my God I need to fuck you," I said urgently. She had a light sheen of sweat all over her body that was just so damn sexy. Her hair clung to her forehead and shoulders. I tossed my shirt aside and lifted her back onto the couch, turning her so that she faced the wall behind the couch. I grabbed her hips with one hand and pushed forward, using my other hand to guide my cock into her cunt.
It felt so heavenly... warm and wet. I felt her muscles squeeze and then release me as I slowly pushed deeper into her. Then I started with light, quick strokes, moving just a little, allowing my cock to proceed deeper each time. She closed her eyes loving the feel of me filling her up. When my hips met her ass, I started with long, slow strokes. Alternating from almost going out to pushing all the way to her core.
"Oh my gosh yessss," she moaned. I could tell she liked the teasing.
After several long strokes, I changed tactics again and began a quick, violent thrusting that threatened to push Danielle's face into the wall if she didn't hold herself up. She was gasping and moaning beneath me and I kept up my assaulting thrusts for a while longer.
"Oh... oh yeah," she moaned. "Right there. That's it. Yeah... Gosh you're so deep. Oh that's so good. Oh my gosh. Oh... oh yeah. You feel so good inside me."
Several times I felt her body tense up as she gave a sudden, loud groan and I knew that she had cum again. It just made me fuck her harder and faster. It made me want to loose my seed into her.
But I needed to see her, to watch her expressions, to see her tits bounce with every thrust. I pulled out of her and grabbed her hips, turning her over, and moved her ass to sit on arm of the couch. I grabbed under her legs, behind her knees to keep her in position, then slid my cock back inside her.
"Oh my God... oh," she moaned, closing her eyes to help feel me slide deep inside her once again.
"Yeah... that's so good," I said. "Such a nice, tight pussy."
She looked at me, her mouth open just a little. She was panting and moaning, grunting every time I thrust into her.
"Oh... fuck... oh yeah," I said, loving how her pussy was squeezing my cock so wonderfully. It was nice that she hadn't fucked much over the years. It made her pussy that much tighter for me.
"Oh... oh yeah... yeah... oh that feels so good," she said, panting loudly.
"Yeah... just like that," I said watching my cock plunging into her again and again. "That's so good. Oh my God."
"Yes! Oh... oh yeah," she whimpered. "You feel so good inside me."
"Uh... I'm close. Fuck yeah!" I grunted. I could feel my body roaring toward the finish line.
"Oh my gosh! Oh my gosh!" she wailed again and again in ecstasy between grunts of pleasure.
She was a great ride and it wasn't long before I felt my own orgasm approaching. I kept plunging in and out, feeling my excitement building, feeling the heat rising inside me. I felt like I was on autopilot, an animal being unleashed. I don't know if I was wailing or grunting or what. All I knew was I felt a huge pressure building inside me and then I pulled out and pushed my hips forward, rapidly stroking myself. Then I felt a huge, sudden, pleasant release. It felt like my whole being was being drained all over her.
"Oh... yeah... ohhhhh," she moaned under me, but I barely heard it. "Mmm... baby... please... oh yeah."
When I regained my senses, I was surprised that I was still standing. I was holding my cock in my hand and it was now deflated and sad looking. Danielle was still laying on the couch, her hips up on the arm but her torso on the seat. Her hands were gathering up the cum that had drenched her face, neck, and chest, pushing it into her mouth as she breathed heavily.
I felt sweat covering my body and felt a little self-conscious about what we'd just done. But when Danielle stood up and, wrapping her arms around my neck, kissed me, it felt alright again. She smiled and giggled like a school girl as she kissed me.
"Mmmmm, that was wonderful," she whispered, her eyes twinkling. "I'll have to have you over for dinner more often."
We both got dressed again and I left for home.
*****
At first I saw them both a lot, every few days, but that started to taper off a bit after a month. To this day, I still see them both pretty regularly. Kaylee was right in the end, Danielle did start to feel more comfortable and did start to date after a month or two. I think she's attracted to a particular guy now. But I know that when one of us gets lonely or needs a little loving we can always call on one another.
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Amanda felt a flash of pain as the pen-light quickly swept across her eyes. The doctor was holding her head, examining her closely. She smelled the fragrance of his aftershave, enjoying how it made her feel.
"You feel ok now? No headaches or blurry vision?" he asked.
"No," she answered. "I feel fine."
"That was a pretty bad accident you had. I'm surprised you've recovered from the head trauma so quickly. I'd like to do more tests, but you seem to have recovered well." The doctor pulled away, putting the light into the pocket of his white lab coat, exchanging it for a pen, then making notes on her chart.
"Well, I can tell you I still don't remember much about the accident, if that makes you feel any better. The police showed me pictures of the car, so I know I was in one."
"And I think the hospital records would confirm that, being in here for a week and all," he laughed. "But, I have to say you're doing very well as far as I can tell. It's only been a month, but you've progressed really well." He put the clipboard aside and stood. "We'll look at you again in two months for a follow-up. But other than that, you're free to work, drive, and all that."
"You sure you can't keep me out of work?" she asked, trying to look pouty and sad.
"I'm afraid not, Amanda," he sighed. His soft, genuine smile stretched across his face, making her wonder if she should ask him out. She was single, after all, and definitely available. But she was way too shy to ever be so brazen. She blushed, hoping that maybe he would ask her out. When he got out of his chair, all her hope was dashed. When he left, she quickly got dressed and left the hospital in a taxi, heading home.
*****
She was startled awake by her cell phone ringing and picked it up, groggily, without even noticing who it was. "Hello?"
"Hey. It's Jenna. How're you feeling?"
"Oh, hey! I'm doing ok... no problems... The doctor cleared me for work."
"Good. Gab and I wanted to take you out tonight... it's been a while. And there's this hypnotist show at the comedy club tonight that we thought you'd like to see."
"A hypnotist?" Amanda sounded surprised.
"Mmhmm... and he's supposed to be hilarious!"
*****
Amanda sat on the stage with a man and a woman nearby, calm, her eyes closed. She briefly wondered how she got up there, but remembered how quick her friends were to volunteer her when the hypnotist asked for volunteers. He'd been pretty tame, yet funny with the people he'd hypnotized so far, so she wasn't too scared. She briefly remembered shaking his hand in greeting as she walked up onto the stage and then feeling the effects of his voice as she quickly dozed off. Suddenly, his slow-tempo voice made her concentrate on him again and leave her memories behind.
His voice was so deep and gentle, she couldn't help but want to listen to it. She couldn't help but to do what it said, no matter how strange it seemed. She walked into the dressing room that he'd made her imagine, took off her clothes and examined her body in the imagined mirror. She put on the new clothes that he described, clothes that now seemed so real to her. She'd never wear clothes like that in real life, they were far too flashy, too sexual. She looked in the imagined mirror and cringed at the amount of skin she was showing. It felt so wrong.
But the more he talked, the more she believed, the more she accepted.
He told her that the new clothes were not only changing her outward appearance, but they were changing her emotions, her inhibitions, and her actions. He made her outfit release her flirtatious, sexy self, and when she was finally dressed, she moved about the stage expressing her new self. She didn't remember specifically what she did, since he told her not to remember it, told her it wasn't important, so it was easily forgotten.
Something about this new self was hurting her head, though. A headache was building up that surprised her. It was making it harder and harder to concentrate on him and she knew he felt it. After a time, he drew her back into the dressing room and started to relax and reassure her. She didn't know what it was... if it was something he said or if it was something she did, but all of the sudden, everything felt right and ok. The pain just disappeared.
He directed her to remove her sexy, flirtatious, uninhibited clothing and self and to put them away, returning to her normal clothes and self. But as she stared in the mirror, she realized she didn't want to. In her imagination, she put her normal clothes on over the sexy outfit. She covered the flashy, sexy clothing with her dull, lifeless clothes... buried the uninhibited feelings behind a wall... awoke... and forgot.
The crowd was clapping loudly, cheering and whistling as the three volunteers on stage opened their eyes and became aware again. The hypnotist thanked each one, getting the crowd to applaud for each before a female assistant escorted them all off the stage and back to their seats, concluding the show.
Surprisingly, both Jenna and Gab were smiling broadly and laughing at her as she was ushered back to her seat.
"Uh oh, what did he make me do?" she asked smiling herself, checking her clothing to make sure everything was in place.
"Oh.... nothing too strange," Jenna said, laughing as Gab began to laugh once again.
Amanda shook her head in disbelief for a moment and felt the pain coming again... the headache. She raised her hand, wondering if she'd be able to feel the throbbing in her skull. She looked around the room, wondering where the bathroom was and excused herself from her companions. She walked up to the hostess who pointed out the doors to the side.
She slipped in the door and over to the sinks. Turning on the water and closing her eyes she splashed her face. Surprisingly, the pain went away immediately.
The mirror was large behind the water basins and she looked at her image as the hot water ran over her hands. Without a thought she applied soap, taking a long look at her eyes, verifying the redness there, the darker skin ringed underneath them reflecting her difficulty sleeping lately. She saw movement behind her as another club patron stood behind her, adjusting her make-up or something. Amanda paid her no mind for a moment, as she checked her own make-up.
The woman behind her moved again, catching her attention. Trying to look at her secretly through glances at the mirror, she watched as the woman slowly, almost teasingly, lifted the hem of her short, red dress, baring her long legs and black, elastic top stockings. The woman seemed to want her to watch as she slowly stroked first her stocking, and then higher up her leg, her fingertips and long nails grazing along the flesh of her inner thigh. Her nails were tipped with red nail polish, making them bold and sexy. She watched as they curled and again lengthened, stroking her soft skin.
Amanda couldn't believe what she was seeing, but was unable to look away. She felt her face flush when she saw the woman's hand graze her lacy panties and her fingers trace lines over her mound. They moved in a complicated pattern, circling and stroking, moving over and around her clitoris and then down across her labia and between her legs. She watched as a single fingertip was used to slowly and obviously circle her clit. She heard the woman gasp and felt a shiver through her own body. The woman's hand slowly moved up to her abdomen, sliding along the waistband of her panties, teasingly, and then eased beneath the thin material. Her fingers slowly stroked the hidden flesh as she started to masturbate, moaning and panting softly.
Her fingers were slightly visible beneath her black, lace panties and Amanda could easily tell when her fingers slipped into her wet pussy. She could hear her own breathing getting faster and more pronounced, almost matching the woman's. The woman groaned more loudly as she roughly pushed several fingers up inside her, thrusting her hips forward at the same time. She thrust again and again, each punctuated with a loud gasp.
There was no hiding it now, Amanda knew that this woman was obviously masturbating for her, wanting her to witness it. Where she herself was shy, hiding in the dark to even think of such a thing, this woman did it openly, daringly, wanting people to see her. Amanda couldn't believe someone could be so brazen about their sexuality, and it excited her.
The woman pulled her panties aside, exposing herself. Amanda could see her engorged labia surrounding and holding her fingers inside her as they thrust again and again. She could see her bare mons, her clit now very evident and exposed.
"Oh god," the woman panted. "Yes... watch me... I love it when you watch me cum." Her moaning became louder, her panting and grunts becoming far more sporadic as her orgasm peaked. While Amanda was ashamed when she masturbated and hid it, this woman brazenly exposed herself to a perfect stranger and used it to help her orgasm. She sucked Amanda into her world and used Amanda as a sexual play toy.
Her hand moved rapidly now and her moaning became one long sound. The woman's legs were shaking a little, her body quivering in the final throws of ecstasy. Her hips jerked, her orgasm washing over her as her juices dripped onto her hand and down her legs. With a huff, she withdrew her fingers and slid them around her mound, painting her juices over her bare pussy.
Amanda gulped, suddenly aware of the embarrassing position she was in. She looked away from the woman and looked fretfully the other way, grabbing a paper towel from the dispenser. The woman was still moaning behind her and Amanda wondered how'd she be able to extract herself from this situation. She suddenly felt the woman's arms wrap around her, felt her chin nestle on her shoulder. She closed her eyes, too embarrassed to even move.
She felt the woman's hands stroking her abdomen, sliding up and onto her breasts. She was a strong woman, kneading her breasts and pinching her nipples through the layers of material that covered them. Amanda didn't want to admit it, even to herself, but this woman was turning her on. One arm held her fast around her waist, holding her against the woman, while her other hand stroked Amanda's ass. She jumped in surprise when the woman pushed her hand beneath her skirt and stroked her stocking-covered thigh. Amanda's hips moved of their own accord, pushing back into the woman's hand. Her legs widened, as if her body was seemingly offering itself to her.
She felt the coolness of the air as the hem of her dress was lifted above her waist and her panties pulled down. The woman's fingers were stroking her bare ass, her fingers sliding into the crack of her ass, moving down until she felt a fingertip teasingly circle her asshole. She suddenly opened her eyes, her body stiffening in shock. She tried to pull away, but the woman's grip was too strong. The finger pierced her ass, sliding inside her. Her eyes opened wide in surprise and she looked at the woman... locked eyes with her in the mirror. They were familiar eyes... set in a deviously grinning face that looked all to familiar.
When two fingers pierced her pussy and started fucking both her ass and pussy at the same time she felt pleasures she'd never felt before. Her body was on fire, tortured and ravaged by this mysteriously familiar woman. Her black hair sharply contrasted Amanda's light brown... her low-cut, short, red, body-curving dress contrasted with her own navy, conservative one.
She felt so much pleasure coursing through her it became harder to think, harder to move, to protest. Her body was on fire and she felt it overheating quickly, near it's boiling point. And, just as her orgasm peaked, just as her eyes shut, her mouth opened wide in a groan of absolute abandon, her body tightened inviting and encouraging the pleasure to flow forth... she recognized... herself... her twin... was fucking her.
She was astonished! She didn't have a twin. Where did this... this doppelganger come from?
And then the world went black.
*****
The next thing she remembered was standing in front of the sinks, laying across the cold, white porcelain. She stood, looking around the bathroom as the door closed from someone leaving. Her clothes were on, although disheveled. Her make-up was smeared, too. But she was alone. She turned on the water and quickly washed her face and reapplied her make-up. She had no idea how long she'd been unconscious, but knew she had to get back to her friends before they started to worry about her.
She left the restroom moving back through the tables of the club, finding her seat.
"There you are. We were starting to get worried about you. You ok?" Gab asked, her hand resting on Amanda's arm in concern. Amanda shook her head for a moment, chasing the cob-webs away.
"Yeah... I just felt a little dizzy. Thought I'd stay there for a minute or two."
"Ok. But we're still worried about you, you know," Jenna replied.
Gab stood up, grabbing her coat. "Well, that was a fun show. Did you like it Amanda? I mean, do you remember anything he made you do?"
Amanda stood, shaking her head. "Nothing at all. I hope it wasn't too embarrassing."
"Well," Jenna smiled. "Let's just say you have an awesome fuck-me moan."
"And a pretty hot dominatrix side," Gab added, laughing.
"Oh my God," Amanda gasped, her hands going to face, hiding in shame and embarrassment. Her face flushed a deep red.
They laughed as they moved from the bar, and headed to the door. The hostess was smiling at them, but looked much more shy and embarrassed when Amanda approached. When Amanda passed, the young woman pushed her hand into Amanda's slipping a note inside. She squeezed her hand and mouthed a 'thank you.' Startled, Amanda kept walking, looking back at the seemingly star-struck woman.
"What was *that* all about?" Jenna asked, laughing. Amanda looked at her hand and opened the slip of paper. On it was written the girls name and a phone number. Jenna and Gab laughed, while Amanda looked at the note, wondering. "Looks like you'll have a hot date this weekend."
"Stop!" Amanda protested, smiling and blushing. "I'm not like that."
*****
Sunday was a long day, but Amanda stayed home all day. In the early evening she got a headache again and thought about calling the doctor about it, but it felt better when she laid down and slept. And it was an incredibly deep sleep with dark and sexy dreams... dreams about the hostess... dreams about being naked with the hostess, their bodies undulating in orgasms.
*****
Her alarm woke her up early Monday morning, shocking her awake. What was more shocking, was that she awoke naked. She never slept naked.
She felt extremely rested and even got to work a little early. Being her first day back in a month, all of her co-workers were excited to see her and all of them stopped by to make sure she was ok and to express their concern for her. As the day dragged on, she saw a woman she didn't recognize in the large office room, moving around. She wore a bright red suit with black hose and seemed to be hitting it off well with everyone around.
She stood and walked out to meet the woman, but they seemed to somehow miss each other. But the glimpses she caught of the woman concerned her. It looked like her twin again. Somehow, this woman had found out where she worked. She was being followed or stalked and she was scared. She went back to her office to figure out what she was going to do and luckily avoided her twin the rest of the day.
Five o'clock seemed to roll around quickly and she locked up her computer screen and started to head to the bus stop for the ride home. As she left her office, the rest of the floor seemed empty except for an annoying occasional giggle. The sound bothered her, but figured it was just one of the cleaning crew talking on her cell phone and wasn't her business anyways, so she headed for the elevator. The lights above flickered for a moment and she felt a wave of dizziness flow through her and her pounding headache start once again. She moved to the wall, using it to support herself, put her back to it, and slid to the floor holding her head. She tried to relax, tried to figure out how to get rid of the pain when it suddenly subsided on its own.
She was breathing heavily as she stood, hoping her legs would hold her now. She carefully made her way to the elevator and out. Halfway to the bus stop she remembered the paperwork she was supposed to bring home, the paperwork that was due in the morning that she had no choice but to do at home.
"Damn it!" she muttered to herself, realizing that she'd have to take an even later bus home, not arriving until 7:30. She briefly considered going into the office earlier in the morning in order to get it done, but knew she'd just sleep in. So she made the walk back to the office.
The rooms were dark, with the cleaning crew not due in for a couple hours still. She walked down the hall, the light from the outside windows and low-light emergency lighting the only thing guiding her. A giggle from down the hall suddenly surprised her and she paused to see where it was coming from. Surprisingly, it seemed to be coming from her office. She inched down the hall silently, not wanting to be spotted.
When she got to her door, the sounds were definitely coming from within. Someone was in her office! She didn't know what they were doing, but they were talking in low tones, punctuated by giggles and groans. She peered around the corner and in the dim light, saw a man, Richard from her floor, sitting in her chair, facing sideways. Standing in front of him was her twin. She'd removed her dress and simply stood there in her black bra, panties, and stockings. His hands were stroking up and down her thighs and ass as she stood there.
Amanda felt a range of emotions from anger to desire, but was trapped in place, unable to do anything but watch.
"Damn, you're sexy," Richard said softly, running his fingers along her inner thigh. "I never knew you were like this."
"Oh, I'm so like this. I'm so wanting more and more." the doppelganger said, moaning softly. "You're making me so wet doing that. Maybe you should find out exactly how wet."
Amanda watched as Richard's fingers slid beneath the legband of her panties and slid along her pussy. The twin shuddered and gave a loud growl, pushing her hips into him. She watched, entranced, as he pushed his fingers up and back, sliding deep inside her slowly and deeply. Her twin closed her eyes and seemed to concentrate on every individual thrust, moaning softly and encouraging him.
Amanda put her hand on the wall to support herself as she felt her legs grow weak. It was an incredibly sexy sight, watching herself being touched by a man. She could almost feel those slim fingers pushing up inside her.
"That's so nice, baby. But I want something else on my clit." Amanda watched as her twin grabbed the back of the man's head, entwining her fingers in his hair and pulled him into her. She pushed her hips forward, grinding on his face. She could hear the man gasp, startled at her ferocity and need. She could hear him lick and suck on her, the slurping noises loud in the small room.
The twin looked at the doorway, smiled when she saw Amanda standing there, and groaned loudly as her orgasm obviously neared. The doppelganger ground her hips into the man's face, one hand holding him against her until her whole body shook with her orgasm. She then quickly took charge, turning the man away from the doorway with herself facing Amanda directly.
"Such a nice tongue you have there," she moaned laying one leg on the arm of the chair followed by the other. She gripped the back of the chair with both hands, her hips floating right over the man's lap. "Now it's time for you to show me what that cock can do."



"Fuck yeah! I never thought you'd ask," he moaned excitedly. "Oh, God," he groaned as she eased herself down onto his erection, all the while her twin was watching Amanda's shocked reaction.
"Fuck! That's so good," she moaned. "We gotta do this every fucking day!" Her eyes half closed as her body rocked against him, their moans filling the room. She looked right at Amanda, her face showing her extreme pleasure. "Promise me! Every fucking day," she whispered again and again.
Amanda, shocked out of her inaction, backed out of the room. She felt her hard breathing and couldn't believe it had turned her on so much. She backed down the hallway, fighting the urge to go back and finish watching the two fuck. She barely heard the elevator ding as she slipped inside and went home.
It was a fitful night as the scene replayed in her mind again and again. It was more than a movie scene, though, she was involved in it, feeling everything happening, moving from watching them to being the participant. It was so strange to watch herself fuck someone, even though she knew it wasn't her. It was some strange woman. She couldn't figure out who the woman was and why she was doing this... and she HAD to find out.
She could barely sleep all night long and when her alarm went off the next morning, she got out of bed with a huff. She was sweating heavily and her sheets were soaked with her juices, she'd seemingly cum so much. She wasn't sure she could even work today, not after seeing what she saw last night, but she really had no choice. And she forgot all about the paperwork that was due this morning, so she'd have to rush in and get that done.
After a quick shower, she dressed and ran to catch the early bus, getting to work an hour earlier than normal. She cautiously moved into her office, finding nothing out of place. The office was empty and she enjoyed the quiet as she finished her work. Slowly, people started coming in, the sounds of their movement heard outside her door.
She was so engrossed in her work, she failed to hear her door close and the body move inside. She jumped when she heard his voice close to her ear and felt his arms wrap around her shoulders.
"Hey, sexy. You wanna fuck now?" he said, obviously smiling.
Amanda turned and looked at him, utter shock on her face. "What? What did you say?" The anger was evident in her face, surprising Richard.
"I... I wanted to know if you wanted to... you know...," he answered dumbfounded by her reaction.
"I don't know who you think you're talking to. But I'm certainly not that whore you were with last night." She stood, moving away from him, keeping the desk between them.
"Amanda... I..." he stuttered, raising his hands as if to calm her.
"Don't you get anywhere near me. And stay out of my office, especially with that tramp. You bother me again, and you'll be looking for another job." She was so upset, she was shaking, pointing a finger at the door. "If not in jail! Get out of my office!"
Richard backed away, raising his hands defensively. "I'm sorry... it won't happen again," he said, bumping against the door. He quickly grabbed it and bolted through, letting it close behind him.
*****
The rest of the morning was a blur, as her mind reeled from what had happened. Her body continued to shake in fear and revulsion for the rest of the day, keeping her from being able to focus on her job. She couldn't think... couldn't concentrate. She wouldn't leave her office for fear of running into Richard again.
She left at noon, telling her boss that she had to take the afternoon off.
The bus was almost empty as she made her way back home, stumbling into the front door, still scared. All the way home, she looked around her suspiciously, wondering who was watching her, wondering who else was going to come on to her. She locked her front door tightly, dead bolted and in a quick fit of panic, put the back of a chair against the handle. She couldn't believe that Richard would confuse her for that... that tramp!
She felt a headache coming on and moved to her bedroom where she took off her blouse and skirt and slipped onto the bed. She rubbed her temples with both hands, trying to relieve the pressure to no avail. Her eyes closed, she hoped for a little sleep... and it came quickly.
Her sleep was full of nightmares, however. She knew she was tossing and turning as images flooded her conscious mind... as her subconscious mind showed her images she didn't want to see.
She could see herself in her doppelganger's position in her office, standing and looking down at Richard as his tongue pleasured her. She could feel every lick, every press against her clit. She shuddered when his eyes met hers and could feel her body respond as if it was deliciously out of her control.
She turned over, hoping to rid herself of the image only to have another take over. This time it was a dream with the hostess at the club. She was kneeling in front of the girl, pulling down her panties as the youth panted above her. She smelled her excitement and purred as she leaned forward, burying her face in the girl's crotch. She couldn't believe how excited her body was as she made the girl cum. She couldn't believe how much she felt her body *need* to taste her.
She tossed and turned again and when the image of her approaching her doctor appeared, she woke up abruptly, finding herself in her living room, lying on the couch in the dark. She stood, wondering how she got there and moved to the kitchen to see that it was almost midnight. She poured herself a glass of cold water, drinking it deeply as she moved back into the living room. She stopped when she saw the chair moved away from the door.
*****
"I'm going out of my mind, Jenna," she told her friend the next morning. She had called in sick again, having tossed and turned all night long from those crazy dreams again. "I think... I think I'm sleep walking or something."
"Come on... people don't do that."
"I'm telling you, these dreams are just too real... like I was really there. Can you take some time off this afternoon?"
"I guess I can... what do you need?" Jenna, though doubtful this was anything more than her friend having some bad dreams... dreams who's subject matter was simply difficult for Amanda to even think about... was at least going to help her through it. Amanda was rather prudish, it wasn't odd that dreams like this would occasionally surface and cause her some trauma.
"I want to go see my doctor again... maybe he can help." Amanda sounded desperate, worrying Jenna. They arranged a time to meet and Amanda vowed to get an appointment to see the doctor. She called his office right after hanging up.
"What can I do for you, Amanda?" asked the receptionist.
"I need an appointment for this afternoon... it's... it's important," she begged.
"Well, let me ask the doctor real quick. Can you hold for a moment?"
"Sure."
Time seemed to stand still as she listened to the elevator music over the phone. She waited... pacing her living room floor.
"Amanda?" the doctor asked.
"Doctor... oh, good... I..."
"Amanda, I can't see you any more," he said solemnly. "After... well... after we met, it just wouldn't be right."
Amanda stood with her mouth open in disbelief. What what he talking about? Met? At her last appointment? "Doctor... uh... what are you..." she started to ask, only to be cut off.
"I'm sorry... I have to go."
And the phone went dead.
*****
Amanda explained the phone call to Jenna when the two met up later that day to the surprise of her friend.
"I don't get what happened," Jenna wondered allowed.
"Me either," Amanda agreed. "Nothing happened at the appointment. But now what do I do?"
Jenna sat for a moment, pondering that question, before the answer dawned on her. "What about the hypnotist? Maybe he has an idea what's wrong..."
It only took a few calls before they were able to get a hold of him personally. He told them he remembered the show, remembered Amanda as having some difficulty with the trance, but assured them that what he did wouldn't cause lasting damage.
After a lot of begging, he finally decided to meet with them again.
Amanda sat comfortably in front of him with Jenna nearby, watching. "Are you comfortable?" he asked, his voice soft and inviting.
"Yes," Amanda responded, nodding her head slowly, her eyes gently closed.
"Good. Now, Amanda, I'm going to guide you down the stairs, just like we did the other day. I want you to see the stairs around you... feel the comforting warmth coming up from the bottom, inviting you. I want you to count back from 100, one for every step as you descend. Ok? Are you ready?"
"Yes." She breathed out slowly, relaxing even more into her chair as she started the descent. "99.... 98..."
*****
It was nice to finally be at peace. She wasn't having bad dreams any more and she knew there would be no doppelganger any longer. Amanda sat up in bed, finally getting a good night's rest. She pulled the covers away and stood, moving swiftly to the bathroom to get cleaned up and ready for the day. The hot water of the shower felt especially good this morning as it cascaded over her body.
Not bothering to get dressed yet, she wrapped her robe around her body and walked into the rest of the house. She thought she should've been surprised to see Jenna on the couch, but realized that her long-time friend had stayed over to make sure she was feeling ok. Amanda stretched her arms overhead lazily.
"Good morning. I feel so much better this morning," she beamed. Jenna looked up at her, looking a little tired. Apparently, she didn't get much sleep herself.
"Awww, poor thing. I'll bet you didn't get any sleep. That couch just can't be comfortable," she said walking over and stroking the hair from Jenna's face. "Well, don't worry. I'll make it up to you." Amanda smiled down at her friend, swiping her finger across the woman's nose playfully.
Amanda's hands moved over Jenna's face and then casually reached out and stroked Jenna's knees and inner thigh. She was momentarily confused about Jenna's position, since it wasn't the normal way to sit on the couch, but seemed to quickly accept it. She shook her head, smiling. Jenna's back was on the seat of the couch, her hips and legs lifted up the back, making the brunette upside down.
She noticed that Jenna was naked, too, her pussy and ass displayed to her nicely. She looked longingly at the swollen, damp flesh and felt her mouth water. She tugged at the belt holding her robe tied and let her robe fall to the floor below. Moving forward, she put first one knee on the couch and then the other, maneuvering Jenna's head between her thighs. Amanda sighed as she felt something slide against her bared labia and smiled when she reached down and realized Jenna had a dildo sticking out of her mouth.
"Oh you naughty girl," she said, tugging on it to turn Jenna's face this way and that, driven by the harness that was around her head which helped hold the dildo in place. She knew it was also embedded into Jenna's mouth, holding it firmly in place. "No wonder you aren't talkative," she giggled. She pushed it inside herself and eased onto it, forcing it all the way inside her. When she felt Jenna's hair tickling her inner thighs she knew she was fully embedded.
She giggled, now remembering how she thanked her friend last night. She tied her to the couch in this lovely position, tying her ankles behind the couch, tying her hands behind her back. Then she placed the harness over her head, giving Amanda a lovely place to sit. Then for the next two hours, she devoured her friend's pussy, bringing her to orgasm after orgasm as she fucked her face, slamming her own pussy down on the poor girl's head.
She leaned forward and licked Jenna's luscious pussy again, making her squirm. She giggled, thankful that that awful doppelganger was gone for good.



        Forbidden Lover Pt. 02

        Vince has to be with Haley again a week later.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/forbidden-lover-pt-02

Title: Forbidden Lover Pt. 02

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Vince has to be with Haley again a week later.

Tags: texting, bedroom, lingerie, drive

Series: Forbidden Lover


Forbidden Lover, Part 2
I had to admit it, I missed Haley even more now... now that we had sex again. Something about that day turned a corner for me. It made me want her. My guilty feelings were disappearing. It wasn't that sex with my wife, Lisa, was bad. It's just... there was something special about Haley that I didn't have with Lisa. And our twenty-five year marriage had grown stale in the bedroom.
My phone gave a ding and I pulled it out. It was a text message from Haley. The first part was a beautiful picture of Haley and Benjamin, smiling at the camera. The second was... well... completely unexpected. It was a close-up picture of a hand cradling a woman's breast, with milk dripping from the nipple. I knew immediately it was Haley... and I knew that she was going to keep teasing me now.
Now that she was able to make me give in again, she knew I wasn't going to be able to deny her.
I started typing out a text to her and sent it.
Vince: Can I come down on Saturday?
I waited a minute, wondering if she was still available to talk. Lisa was in the kitchen cleaning something, so I turned the ringer off. She didn't need to know what I was doing.
Haley: Of course! Something up?
She ended the text with a deviously smiling emoji. My heart skipped a beat when she finally texted back. Things were now being set into motion, things that if they were ever discovered, would ruin my life.
Vince: Just need to see you again.
Haley: Luv that idea. Mom coming too?
Vince: No... just me. I'll tell her you have a prob with your furnace.
Haley: k... what time?
Vince: Noon?
Haley: Sounds perfect. Until?
Vince: Whatever... 10:00.
Haley: Perfect... I get to have Daddy all day long.
She attached the same quirky emoji to the last message, one that looked devious. I guess what I was hoping for was rather devious indeed. And she seemed to be hoping for the same thing.
"Hey hon!" I called to Lisa as I deleted the text messages. "Haley just texted and told me she's having a problem with her furnace. She's wondering if I can come down on Saturday."
"Shouldn't she go talk to building maintenance?"
"I, uh... I just thought that I could do a quick check first to make sure it's nothing stupid."
"Well, we were supposed to be meeting up with the neighbors for dinner," she said. "I guess we can cancel."
"No, no. You go. I'll fix Haley's problem by myself."
"You sure? I hate to see you go down there all by yourself."
"No, it's ok," I said, feeling the weight of what I was doing pressing down on me. "I'll be fine."
And with that, my date with Haley was set.
*****
When Saturday arrived, I left a little early and stopped at a lingerie store on the way down to buy Haley a little gift. It didn't take too long to find one that I really wanted to see her wear and paid cash to keep the purchase off the books.
Then I got back on the road again. I must've been a little too anxious, because halfway down I was pulled over for speeding. Luckily I had a clean record and the officer let me go with just a warning. But I had to really concentrate on my speed from then on.
But it seemed like the universe conspired against me once again. Only fifteen minutes after the police stop, I got a flat tire and it took me another twenty minutes to change it. The rest of the drive down, my guilty conscience kept speaking to me, kept telling me to turn around, that this just wasn't right. But I kept fighting it, I kept driving to Haley.
It was about 1:45pm when I pulled into the parking lot of Haley's apartment building. I grabbed the bag from the passenger seat, slowly walked inside, and rode the elevator to the fourth floor.
Haley was wearing a t-shirt and sweat pants when she opened the door and let me come inside. Benjamin was on her arm and, after she closed the door, she leaned in and kissed me, softly and passionately.
"I didn't expect you this late," she said, looking concerned.
"It was a tough drive. Don't ask," I said, sighing. I was happy to off the road and finally with Haley again.
"Well, I'm glad you could come down," she said. "I was just getting ready to feed Benji."
I nodded. "Oh. Ok. No rush."
We went into the kitchen and sat around her table. Without batting an eye, she pulled up her shirt, opened her bra, and began feeding him, holding him to her chest.
"Mom was ok with you coming down alone?" she asked.
"Yeah. She's going to have dinner with the neighbors tonight," I said. "I'm sure she'll want to come down before Christmas, though."
"And you're... ok... being here and... you know?" she smiled, pretty much matching that same emoji she used in her text.
"I am," I nodded slowly. "I, uh... I wanted to see you again. Sorry," I corrected myself, "to tell you the truth, I needed to see you again."
She smiled. She had such a beautiful smile. "I like that. And you brought me a present?"
"Yeah," I smiled sheepishly. I was still a little embarrassed about buying my own daughter sexy lingerie. But I knew it would be worth it. "Just a little something for you."
"For Christmas?"
"No... no, for... now."
When Benjamin was finally done feeding, Haley put her bra and shirt back and then went and laid him in his rocker.
"There you go," she said sweetly to him. Then she cranked the lever which helped make the rocker move and walked away. The rocker slowly moved side to side, quickly putting Benjamin asleep. "That'll put him out for a couple hours."
She sat back down in the kitchen chair and pulled the bag close to her. "Let's see what we have here." She opened the bag and pulled out the first piece. It was a white bustier, with lace detailing in the front, forming two triangles with the point of both meeting mid-stomach. The sides were opaque but the bra
-cups were sheer, showing plenty of breast behind it. The back had hook and eye closures that would cinch it tightly to her.
Attached to the same hanger were white panties that had the same lace detailing in the front and had two straps that rode along the hips from front to back.
"Very nice," she said, touching the fabric and holding it first in the air, then against herself. She looked and then reached into the bag again and pulled out a small package of white thigh-high stockings. "Very sexy, daddy," she said, standing up and giving me another kiss.
She slid into my lap and started kissing me more fervently. My one hand held her back for support, while my other was first on her far hip, but then moved to stroke her stomach through her t-shirt. I could feel my cock getting harder and harder the longer she kissed me. My hands wanted to go higher or lower, wanted to touch her, wanted to make her moan and scream in pleasure.
"You, uh, haven't told anyone, right?" I asked, suddenly feeling a little guilty again. "I mean, you can't tell anyone."
"Sworn to secrecy," she smiled.
"What is it you kids do? Pinky promise?" I raised my hand, pinky held out.
"Pinky promise, kiss your thumb, and put our thumbs together," she said as we performed the ritual.
I smiled, almost sorry that I even said anything. Of course she'd keep this a secret. She had as much to lose as I did.
"Well, why don't I put this on and you can see what it looks like," she said, pulling away from the kiss. "I'll let you know when I'm ready."
She got off my lap and practically skipped out of the kitchen and down the hall to her bedroom. I just sat in the kitchen, watching Benjamin rock slowly. He looked so incredibly peaceful. It was difficult to realize that he was my son when the rest of the world saw him as my grandson. But I knew the difference.
In just a few minutes, I heard her calling from down the hall. I grabbed a rose from the kitchen counter, walked out of the kitchen, and soon saw her standing in the doorway to her bedroom. She had the lingerie and stockings on and looked absolutely, jaw-dropping incredible. I couldn't believe any woman could look any more beautiful.
She wiggled her finger, calling me to come, and turned and disappeared into her bedroom. When I reached the door and walked inside, she was just getting comfortable on the bed, lying on her back. I walked over, climbed onto the bed myself, and sat next to her.
She was smiling up at me, her hands slowly stroking her stomach and thighs.
"God, baby. You look... so beautiful," I said softly. "I'm so sorry I feel so guilty sometimes." I took her hand in mine and softly stroked her chin and cheeks with the other. I felt such a desire to just touch her entire body, to feel her softness. As my finger slid over her lips, her tongue slithered out and lightly licked it. "Those luscious lips," I smiled.
"My heart's beating so fast," I said. I felt so excited to be with her as I stroked over the bustier, feeling the different materials from her breasts down to where it ended at her lower stomach. I touched her stomach, feeling her shiver a little with her own need. "Your skin is so soft."
I grabbed the rose and slowly slid the petals over her face and down her far arm. She was still shivering but I was enjoying the teasing. I lay beside her and stroked the rose over the top of her chest, then down her body and stomach, just grazing the top of her panties. Then I continued down her leg on the far side.
I leaned down and kissed her as I stroked the rose over her inner thighs and panties, teasingly. She was moaning in my kiss as I continued stroking her other leg, sliding up to her inner thigh once more. Her hips rose and fell slowly as I tapped the rose on her pussy.
Her eyes were closed as I kissed her again, my hand dropping the rose to stroke her cheek and neck.
"Your mouth is so sweet," I said softly. "You're incredible. I love you so much."
I stroked her upper chest and then squeezed her breast through the bustier as her hand stroked my arm, encouraging me.
"Oh yes... squeeze hard. Yes," she moaned.
I leaned down and kissed her again, our tongues sliding together. It was so easy and natural to kiss her and caress her.
I pulled the shoulder straps of the bustier down, exposing her breasts. Her nipples were hard, wanting my mouth on them once again. Then my hand moved lower, grabbing her ass as she bent her leg up towards me. Her ass was firm and soft. I moved my hand lower, reaching towards her pussy. My fingers touched there for a moment, feeling her lips beneath the thin material of her panties. She lifted her hips and I grabbed her panties, pulling them off her legs.
We were both panting now, getting more and more excited. I held her foot in the air and gently kissed it, slowly sucking on her toes as she whimpered below me, watching everything I did to her. I stroked her leg, enjoying the look and the feel of the nylon against my hand and cheek. I slowly lowered her leg as I touched her pussy, lightly stroking her swollen labia with my fingertips. Her pussy was even more beautiful than the rose. I yearned to taste her again.
"Oh, it's so pretty," I said softly, softly tracing the line of her labia, her inner lips swollen and spread like a beautiful flower. Her clit was large and protruded and I slid my finger up and down each side, then stroked side-to-side for a moment, just to hear her moan again.
Her hands grabbed and squeezed her breasts, lightly pinching and pulling her own nipples while she watched me tease her.
I slid my finger inside her, feeling her warm wetness engulf it, squeeze it. "Oh, your pussy is so juicy and wet. So nice and pink." I slid my finger in and out slowly for a moment, then started moving it in rapid, short strokes, making her moan, making her body writhe below me.
"Oh that feels so good," she whimpered, her hips rising and falling excitedly, wanting more and more attention.
I bent down and sucked on her nipple for a moment, sliding my tongue over that hard little mound of flesh on top of her large, milk-swollen breast. She was so turned on and her nipples were so sensitive.
"Yes... yes," I panted softly as her body moved in time with my fingering, trying to slide me deeper inside her, trying to make her pussy cum.
"I love it," she panted, closing her eyes tightly. "I love it... You're gonna make me cum."
"Oh fuck, you're so wet," I said.
"Please. Go down... lower... lower," she said, shaking.
I knew exactly what she wanted. I lay down and kissed the inside of her thighs for a moment, smelling her scent, and biting the tender flesh there. "Just let Daddy take care of you."
"Oh," she groaned, feeling my hot breath on her sensitive folds. She reached down and slid her fingertips over her pussy and bush a few times, panting in anticipation. "Kiss my lips... softly... yeah... gently," she whispered, encouraging me.
I kissed her pussy, beside her labia, on her labia, and finished on her clit. I pulled her labia open to expose her clit more and kissed it again, making her shudder.
"Oh yeah, just like that," she moaned. I flicked my tongue over it and she jerked. "Oh!" she moaned loudly. "Mmm... yeah."
Slowly I licked up the side of her clit, up one side then up the other, then slid my tongue down over her swollen labia. Her lips were so swollen, so easy to move with my tongue, so easy to suck into my mouth.
"Yeah... use that tongue," she moaned.
As I slid back up to the top of her slit, I formed my lips around her large clit and sucked gently. I could feel the large nub slide between my lips and could feel her body shudder beneath me.
"Oh... yeah... suck on it," she moaned, starting to arch her hips up into my mouth. I lost suction as the intense pleasure suddenly made her withdraw again and made a loud slurping sound on her pussy, making her shiver. "Oh, I like the noises you make when you lick my pussy," she giggled.
When I reformed the seal, I sucked again and let my tongue swirl around her clit.
"Suck... oh yea... suck!" she moaned excitedly. "Oh fuck yes!"
"Oh fuck," I whispered. "God your pussy tastes so good."
"Right there!" she said loudly. "Yeah, that feels so good!" Her eyes were wide as she looked at me, breathing hard. She was so close to her orgasm. "You lick my pussy so fucking good Daddy! Oh yes! Right on the clit... suck! Suck really hard! Right there! Don't stop!"
I felt her body tighten below me. Her legs went out straight, locked tightly, shaking violently as she came in my mouth. Her juices covered my chin and hand and left a large wet spot on the bed below me.
"Oh my God... oh my God," she panted over and over as I kissed and licked around her pussy. Her body still trembled whenever I got close to her very sensitive clit.
Extremely happy that I could please her so much, I moved up on the bed beside her and wrapped her into my arms again. We kissed, allowing her breathing to come back to normal.
"Lay on your stomach," I said when she'd recovered a little bit. She giggled, but did as I asked. Still laying beside her, I stroked over her back a little, feeling the different material in the bustier, then sliding over her bare skin when the bustier ended. I traced down her spine to her ass and casually traced a line over both cheeks. Then, I heard her moan as I slid a solitary finger down the crack feeling her asshole. She rotated her hips slightly and spread her legs more, giving me more access.
"Yes," she whispered, as I circled her asshole a little, teasingly. "Yeah... tease my ass Daddy."
I got up and took my pants and boxers off as she watched me. She smiled when she saw my hard cock, bobbing in the open air. Taking my shirt off, too, I tossed them aside, then crawled up onto the bed and knelt between her spread legs. I grabbed her ass cheeks with both hands, squeezing and massaging them.
I lay forward, settling my cock in the crack of her ass and slowly pushed it up and down, grinding against her.
"Yes," she whispered. "That feels so good. You love my big ass, Daddy."
"Yeah... I really do," I said as I adjusted myself slightly and pressed the head of my cock against her wet lips. I teased her at first, sliding around her pussy and clit, getting my cock wet.
"Ooh, I want that dick, Daddy," she moaned, arching her back and lifting her hips a little to give me easier access. I pushed forward, sliding the head inside her. "Oh Daddy... yes... nice and slow."
I pushed harder, sinking my cock deeper and deeper until I was all the way inside her. I lay on her back, supporting my weight on my knees and my forearms, my head right over hers. She'd closed her eyes, trying to feel everything I was doing to her.
"I love the way you feel inside me," she whispered as I started fucking her. "It's so good. I love every inch of that cock."
"Oh," I moaned, "God your pussy feels so good." I fucked her slowly, pushing my cock all the way in and then all the way out of her, letting her feel every inch of me. I heard a phone ring, like in the distance, but didn't think too much of it. My cock felt so good engulfed by her pussy.
A minute later, Haley's phone rang on the nightstand. I glanced over, surprised that we'd both get a call so close together. What I saw on the screen shocked me, but I didn't know what to do. Haley moved a little and grabbed it. She looked at it and then answered.
"Hey Mom!" she said as I continued sliding in and out of her. I couldn't stop now, no matter what.
"Hi, honey," I could hear through the speaker. "Just making sure your Father made it down there ok."
"Oh," she moaned softly as I, fully embedded in her, circled slightly as I ground against her. "Yeah, he did. He got a flat I guess, but got back on the road and made it."
I pulled back again and pulled my cock free. Holding my shaft I again circled her entrance and teased her clit by rubbing the head over it.
"Did he find the problem with the furnace?" Lisa asked.
"Oh my God that feels so good," Haley whispered, blocking the microphone with her hand. She removed it for a second again. "Yeah, just a... a battery needed... in the... the thermostat." She was having a hard time talking again as I pushed into her again, faster this time, bottoming out in one quick stroke.
"Good!" Lisa said, not knowing or even hearing what I was doing to our little girl. "Glad it was easy. How's Benjamin doing?"
"He's good... sleeping," Haley said, panting, barely able to control her speech.
"You like my dick?" I whispered, trying to be low enough that Lisa couldn't hear me. She quickly covered the microphone again. I was fucking her faster now, more desperate to cum myself.
"I do... I do like this dick," she moaned, "sliding in and out of me. It makes me cum so good."
"Honey, you there?" Lisa asked, concerned about the pause.
Haley quickly took her hand away from the mic again. "Yeah, yeah. Sorry. I'm here."
"Ok. I was just wondering if your father knew when he was going to be home."
"Um... Mom wants to know when... when you'll... be... home," Haley asked me, starting to feel her own orgasm coming.
I really had a good rhythm going and hated that Lisa had interrupted us. But I wasn't going to let that stop me. Not if I had a choice. "About 11:00pm," I said quickly. Hell, I couldn't talk easily either.
Lisa must've heard me. "Ok. See you then. Be safe driving home," she said, talking a little louder, making sure I heard her. "I love you both!"
"Love you, too!" Haley said, then hung up the phone and lay it aside again. She grabbed the comforter and used that as leverage to push back into me with every thrust forward, making our bodies collide, slapping together.
"Fuck," Haley moaned. "I need you to fuck me good now, Daddy. I want to see you... I want to watch you fuck me."
I pulled out of her as she started to move, started turning over to her back. She kicked her leg over so that I was between them again, and got comfortable. I moved forward again, cock in hand, and pressed it against her entrance, easily sliding inside.



"Oh, fuck," I whispered, once again hovering over her, my hands and knees taking my weight.
"Yes... put it in me," Haley panted. She was really needing to cum now. "I need it. Oh God! Yes!"
I started stroking faster again, driving in and out of her. My heart was racing and I was moaning.
"Yes... that's so good," she moaned.
I sat up on my knees and used one hand on her chest and neck for leverage, pressing her into the bed.
"Yeah! Hold me down! I like it like that," she panted, putting one of her hands on mine as if to hold me there. "I want you to hold me down and use me. Use me to fuck any time you want. Yes! Use my pussy... God I love it! Oh... you're so good to me."
"Oh fuck," I hissed. God I was so close. Her pussy was so warm and wet and squeezed my cock so well.
"I want you to make me cum, Daddy!" Haley moaned. "Oh fuck! Oh my God."
"If I had my choice, baby, you'd come all the time," I moaned.
She smiled up at me, stroking my face lovingly. "I like the way you fuck me. Oh, Daddy. Yeah... do it... yes, yes, yes. Give it to me! Give it to me!"
Her face changed, her brow furrowed, her mouth opened wide as she looked up at me. I could see the desperate desire in her eyes. She was going to cum.
"Oh my God!" she panted. "Oh fuck yes! I want to cum all over you. I need you! I need you!"
In seconds I felt her pussy spasming, clenching my cock, trying to pull the cum from me as she came. Her pussy gushed out and I felt it dripping off my balls as I continued fucking her through her orgasm.
"Daddy! Daddy!" she moaned loudly, almost screaming in the midst of her orgasm.
When it subsided a little, she looked at me again, panting hard.
"Fuck, baby," I whispered. "I'm gonna cum."
"Yes. Do it!" she cheered. "You're such a good Daddy. Give me another baby, Daddy. I want to feel your cum all over my pussy."
"Oh my God," I hissed, feeling my orgasm coming fast.
"Fill my pussy, Daddy! I need to feel it. I need to feel it."
"Ugh," I grunted when I felt the first spray gush inside her. I grunted again and again as I filled her with everything I had. "Fuck!"
After I pulled out, I lowered myself onto her, then moved beside her again, hugging her close, and kissing her. "I can't believe this happened again."
She stroked my face and kissed me again. "There's nothing wrong with you loving your daughter. We love each other and it felt so good. It's not wrong."
I turned onto my back and she rolled up so that her head was resting on my shoulder, her hand stroking my chest and stomach. I was just laying there, relaxing, trying to catch my breath, feeling her hand stroke me. Slowly it moved down until she grabbed my cock and lightly stroked it.
"You're still hard, Daddy," she whispered.
"It's what you do to me, baby. I can't help it."
"Fuck yeah," she smiled and moved closer to give her hand more room to move. "I love Daddy's dick." She started stroking me more forcefully, getting me harder and harder. "Does that feel good Daddy?"
I smiled and pulled her into a kiss. We still had a couple of hours left before I had to leave. I had a feeling we wouldn't get bored.
*****
As I drove back home, the snow started falling, making the whole world seem clean and fresh. It covered up all the ugliness, making everything white. My life was going to get a lot more complicated now, especially with Haley very likely pregnant again. I wondered if that would satisfy us... if it would satisfy our desire for each other.
The world knew I loved my daughter. They just didn't know how much.
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Movie Night with Mom
"Hey biatch!" the woman's voice sang through the phone.
Renee was sitting in her living room, Wednesday afternoon, relaxing with the house all to herself for a while when her best friend called.
"Megan... hey," she said as if she had something to tell her that she knew Megan really didn't want to hear.
"No... I know that tone. You're going to cancel on me again. You cannot do this to me," Megan said.
"Sorry, but Evan is coming into town to visit for the weekend. You know how little I see him any more. I mean unless it's ok if he came along." She secretly hoped Megan wouldn't want him to come along and this whole night out thing would get canceled. She wasn't sure she wanted Evan and Megan in the same room much less spending a whole weekend together.
"On our girl's trip? Are you mental?" Megan was never one to hold back from speaking her mind. But this was just what Renee wanted to happen.
"No, I just..." Renee tried to explain, but Megan wouldn't even give her a chance.
"Doesn't he know he's sometimes supposed to work around your plans?"
"It's just... I haven't got to see him much lately and he doesn't even come home for holidays any more. I just feel like I should really take advantage of this time with him." She heard Megan giggle a little and realized that what she said probably didn't come out right. "Take advantage... of the time," she emphasized, "he wants to spend with me."
Couldn't Megan understand that? Her son was in college, too. She was a single mom, too. She had to understand that she wanted to be with her son as much as she could while he was in town.
"I get it... I get it. But I thought you two were fighting or something."
"To be honest, we've had our issues. As much as I complain to him about him not coming home much, I think he's starting to feel like that, too. He seems to want to see me more. It's like we're both just dancing around the inevitable."
"What in the world does that mean?" Megan asked.
"Well... we went to the movies last time he was visiting and he put his arm around me... and was... you know... caressing my shoulder... then his hand... went... south. And, my God, it slipped under my dress. And then it slipped under my bra. And..."
"And you slapped him," Megan finished her sentence.
"No! No, I didn't want to raise that much of a commotion in the movie theater," she said, stretching the truth a little. "I just put my hand over his and stopped him from touching my nipple. I mean, he removed his hand. And we just haven't even spoken about it since. It's like I want to say something... but... "
"And you didn't rip him a new one when you were driving home? I mean he fondled you... his Mom... hello! Isn't that like illegal in seventeen states?"
"No, I didn't yell at him at all. Truth be told... oh my God I can't believe I'm saying this... I kinda... liked it. My God, Megan, I can still feel the heat from his hand as I'm talking about it. And my nipples ache from the thought. I've been having these fantasies..."
The silence on the phone was deafening and it seemed to last an eternity.
"All I can say, Renee, is be careful or you're going to get burned."
That was all Renee could think about for the next day and a half. She was attracted to her son. But he was a grown man... and so much like his father. Was it really wrong for her to be with him... like that... when she loved him so much?
*****
On Saturday, after spending the day at home, Evan arranged to go out for dinner with his Mom. Just something special with which to treat her. The restaurant was gorgeous, the food was wonderful... and expensive for a college student... but they had a great time. It was still early when they finally came home.
"That was a wonderful dinner, thank you," Renee said as they walked in the door. The dress she chose to wear was not so much on the motherly side... more like something she might wear out on a date, hoping to get lucky, to be truthful. The neckline plunged low, showing her ample cleavage, had attracted many of the men's eyes... even Evan's. And the height of the skirt showed off her long, beautiful legs wonderfully. She even wore her 3-inch "fuck me" heels, which raised her almost up to Evan's height.
"I just wanted to thank you for letting me stay here a while," he said, closing the door behind him.
"Who raised you with such manners?" she asked, touching his shoulder. He really was a wonderful guy. Would she ever meet anyone even close to his type?
"I miss you already," he smiled. "I feel so stupid but I was planning on driving back tomorrow morning," he admitted.
"What... you're leaving so early?" she asked, sincerely heartbroken. "No!"
He smiled a quirky smile but was barely able to look her in the eye. How do you tell the woman you've been physically and emotionally attracted to for years the you can't be around her? He just couldn't trust himself. And she... she's his mom! What would the world think? "You've got to be sick of me by now."
"Oh my God, never!," she said, moving towards him and wrapping her arms around him in a warm hug, laying her head against his chest. "I don't want you to go," she admitted very truthfully. She wanted him to stay... forever. "I know... let's watch a movie together tonight. I saw a stack of old DVDs..."
"Who still watches DVDs?," he said, laughing. "Isn't that like ancient now?"
"Oh my God, your father had a ton of them. Let me get out of these clothes and into something comfortable first."
They both walked up the stairs, with Evan walking a step or two behind her, practically staring at her beautiful ass the entire time. The only thing he could think about was his desire to reach up her dress and touch it. But he withheld the urge. He already went a little too far the last time he was home when he copped a feel. He was lucky he was even allowed back into her house after that. He had no idea what she thought about it. She didn't say anything at the time and it never came up since. But she stopped him. That was a good enough indication that it was unwanted.
They both changed into something comfortable before coming back down to the living room. Evan wore a pair of black cotton shorts and a t-shirt. Renee was wearing a bathrobe that was tied up so he couldn't see what was underneath. She had decided, though, to simply wear sexy panties underneath. She could fantasize that something would happen even if nothing did. And while she didn't expect anything to happen the hope was still there... still alive... and was driving her crazy.
She smiled a little as she got to the bottom of the stairs and saw him. His simple outfit was comfortable... but on him was sexy as hell. She swallowed hard thinking about how easy it would be to get him naked. She had to stop thinking about these things!
"Ok, come on," Renee said, moving to the entertainment center and grabbing a stack of DVDs that had probably sat there for years. She was fumbling with them as she sat on the couch beside Evan and one fell on the floor. She could tell from the picture on the cover that this was not a normal movie, and, embarrassed, tried to use her feet to cover it up as she used both her hands to keep the other DVDs from falling too.
"What? What is it?" Evan said, bending over and reaching down for it. Her foot was covering it and moving it away from him, making it difficult for him to grab it.
"No," she said, softly, trying to get it herself and failing miserably. "I'll get it."
He finally caught it, but her foot held it fast to the floor. "Come on, I have it," he said and she reluctantly relented, removing her foot. She shielded her eyes and turned away, blushing in embarrassment as Evan looked at the cover.
"Oh," he said, chuckling, embarrassed. "I forgot I left these here."
Renee pulled her hand away from her eyes and looked at him. "You know about these... dirty... films?"
"Of course," he said. "I mean, I had them hid... but I guess I must've forgot to put them back one day."
"You watch things like this?" she gasped, putting her hand over her mouth in disbelief.
He nodded, looking at the cover, remembering the story and how much he enjoyed it. "Yeah... when you and Dad were out."
Renee looked at the small stack of DVDs in her hands, noticing that they were all adult movies. Why did she grab this particular stack? Did she, deep down, want that stack?
"So... is there even a story with a movie like that?" she waved her hand, indicating the DVD he held.
He nodded. "Yeah... I mean this one's about a young guy who falls in love with a MILF at his work. But he doesn't know that his mother's in love with him. So... um... he has to choose between his girlfriend and his Mom."
"His Mom? Oh... that's... that's terrible," Renee said, thinking about what a difficult situation it would be in to love with two people and, two, that his Mom was one of the two. That was so wrong... wasn't it? She certainly didn't want him to think that she approved of such things... unless...
Evan lifted his shoulders. "I... I dunno... is it really so terrible? Maybe for the sex, but it's about love, so... as long as two people are in love... you know... they're not hurting anyone."
She nodded slowly, surprised by his reply. "Well, I'm sure this um... film... ends with the girlfriend winning his heart."
"Ummm... not exactly. It gets a little crazy after the two women meet... but... Well, I can hardly remember the story after the sex starts."
"Oh," she said, licking her lips and looking down. This one might hit a little close to home, but she was... enticed. She'd never really watched porn and a story line of a mother and her son sounded... intriguing.
Evan noticed her reaction. "Curious, aren't you?" he asked. He could stand to watch this one again. He remembered that it was one of his favorites. And if she found it exciting, then maybe...
"Well... about the story, of course..." She didn't want to sound too eager. It was a porno after all. And it had incest in it. Oh, God, what did he think of her? But she was curious. She was more than curious. She wanted to see her own story flushed out on the screen, a story of possibilities that she couldn't entertain. She wanted to see what the sex was like, too. It had been a little too long for her in that department.
"Yeah, of course... about the story," he agreed a little too quickly. He couldn't imagine what she thought of him... watching porn... watching incest, Mom/son porn. But she seemed somewhat intrigued. Maybe... "We should watch it," he said quickly and as casually as he could.
"You're insane!" she said, smacking him on the shoulder. "We can't watch a porn film together."
"Why not? It's not like we're into it for the dirty bits," he said, hoping his logic might make sense. She seemed to somewhat agree with him. "And who's going to know."
"Right... I mean, you said it's a... a love story," she said softly... unconvincingly.
Evan opened the case and popped the DVD out. He moved to the player and slipped the disk into the slot. As the TV came to life, he sat back down on the couch. "Here we go," he said softly.
"Oh God," she whispered next to him, licking her dry lips, wondering if this was the right call. His body was so close, only an inch or two away. Could she stay motherly or would her desires overwhelm her?
The video started harmlessly enough, with the son coming in the front door after work. He sees his mom who invites him out to dinner at a fancy restaurant. Renee thought it sounded nice, she simply wants to hang out with her son. But then the scene changes and they're back at home, the son helping the mom lay back on the couch. She had too much to drink and is a bit overwhelmed. She decides to just sleep on the couch and lays down, her legs splaying apart, showing her sexy, see-through panties.
The camera cuts to his face noticing it and his hunger and desire for her. And he moves closer, to get a better look... and to touch... and to taste.
Renee squirmed a little in her seat, trying not to move too much, trying not to give away just how hot this was getting her. She could use some of that boy's tongue on her clit. God she needed that! She squeezed her thighs, hoping that would provide at least a little stimulation. And, out of the corner of her eye, she could tell Evan was getting aroused as well. He was struggling to not move just as much as she. She wondered if he was getting hard, wondered what his erection looked like.
Evan was definitely struggling. His cock was throbbing already, and they were less than half way into the movie. The scene changed to the mom masturbating on the son's bed while he was in the shower. The woman's breasts were incredible and he loved watching her fingers slide through her pussy as, in her fantasy, her son fucked her. He had to move a little, had to ease the constriction on his cock, but he knew he couldn't move too much. He didn't want his mom to know how much this was turning him on.
He glanced sideways and saw her legs moving slightly. The robe had parted a little and showed up a little higher than her knee. Her skin looked so smooth and soft, so sexy. His mouth watered wanting to kiss and lick up her legs to the prize between them. He wondered if she was wearing anything under her robe at all. He wondered if she wanted something to happen between them.
The two continued to watch the movie, barely moving, as if it was just another movie. The scene changed to the girlfriend arriving at the house unannounced. The son answered the door nervously. He wasn't expecting her to show up, but she came in as if expected. Then she begins to snoop around the house until she finds the mom's bedroom.
She wants to have sex in mom's bed. Although he obviously doesn't want to, she's very good at convincing him and quickly gets herself naked. Even in his weak reluctance, she then strips him, and takes him in her mouth.
"You're such a bad boy, fucking your girlfriend on your mommy's bed," the girlfriend said, taking the son's cock into her mouth.
Evan shifted in his seat, trying to get his cock into a more comfortable position. God that woman was driving him crazy! If it wasn't her incredible body, the fact that she was all over the young man's cock was enough to drive him crazy. He wanted a woman like that. He craved for a woman to want and treat his cock like that. He glanced again at his Mom, not more than two inches away from him.
Renee could feel the woman's need and appreciated her technique. That boy's cock was certainly impressive. She was wondering about Evan's cock. Was it as big? Did it get as hard? Did he enjoy getting blowjobs like this boy did?
The boy moved between the woman's legs, pushing them apart and began licking her pussy. Evan grunted in appreciation but then masked it by coughing when he noticed a look from Renee out of the corner of his eyes.
"Excuse me," he said softly and then adjusted his position again. The camera zoomed in the boy's face between her legs. Damn her pussy looked nice. She had just a tuft of hair at the top and lovely, protruding labia that the boy sucked on greedily before focusing on her clit. He definitely was pleasing her. As the camera panned out, the woman had her head up and was watching every move he made, licking her lips, and moaning loudly. He couldn't help but wonder what Renee would sound like and taste like...
Renee was shaken from her dream-like state. She was so into the action on the movie she forgot where she was for a moment. The boy was was obviously good with his tongue and was driving the woman crazy. She'd never been eaten out like that, even by Evan's father. She wondered what it would feel like... She wondered if Evan could do that to her.
Suddenly, the boy on the video grabbed the woman's legs and lifted them, pushing them back so that her feet were beside her ears. It opened her up completely, exposing both her pussy and ass to the boy, and the camera. He moved forward and then began fucking her with abandon, the muscles in his back and ass rippling with his exertion.
"She's really just...," Evan started to say, finally just having to say something to break the silence. If he didn't speak up and say something... anything... the sexual tension was going to drive him insane.
"That's like a pretzel," Renee whispered.
Evan gulped. "Yeah, he's really twisting her up."
"Wow," Renee whispered, adjusting her seat. She moved slightly closer to Evan and lay her head on his shoulder. Then she put her hand on his thigh. She wanted it to seem innocent and casual, as if it was something's all mom's do when watching a movie with their son. But Evan felt white heat, making his cock throb even more.
"Looks like she really likes it," she said softly. She was stroking his thigh and moved too far, accidentally bumping into his cock and then pulling it away like she touched fire. She silently chided herself for being so brazen, but couldn't say anything at this point. "Oh! I can see you're really enjoying it." She laughed a little, trying to wave off the sexual tension, but couldn't help but be impressed with his cock. He seemed so hard... so huge...
Evan laughed and grabbed the couch pillow beside him, using it to cover his crotch. "Oh... I'm so... sorry," he laughed, completely embarrassed.
Renee patted his thigh, trying to reassure him. "Come on, it's ok... really," she said, pulling the pillow away from him. She could feel the muscles in his legs quiver with need. And her hand was so close... "You know we can never tell our friends that we watched this kind of movie together. I mean, they would get the complete wrong idea."
"Yeah," Evan agreed, nodding. "Your friend Megan would want to know all the details."
Renee looked at him in surprise. "Megan? What do you know about Megan?"
Evan looked back, surprised that she didn't know this about her friend. "What? I mean... from what I hear, she's kind of a freak."
"What? How do you know that?" Renee asked.
"Jeremy already bragged about conquering her," he said, referring to Megan's son. Evan and Jeremy had been somewhat close friends in the last couple years of high school.
"Conquering her?" Renee asked, looking down as if searching her memory for what that meant. Then she looked up, shock written all over her face. "Oh, my... what? While you guys were in high school?"
"I mean, the summer after. It's not that bad," Evan said. "He was 18."
Renee was completely shocked. Megan. Her best friend. Had sex with her son! "I can't believe... oh my God, she never told me that. And she had the audacity to judge me," she said, her voice trailing off as she pondered what that meant. If Megan did it... if Megan... fucked... her son... then maybe it wasn't wrong at all...
"Judge you for what?" Evan asked.
"Uh... no... nothing... I just... uh..." The action on the screen changed drastically both shocking and saving Renee from any embarrassment. The boy took his cock out of her pussy and very slowly pushed it into her ass as the camera zoomed in. And the woman was very excited about receiving it! She was cheering him on! "Oh my God, that looks like a lot of fun," Renee said, her eyes locked on the movie. "I would like to try some of that..."
Evan looked at her, dumbfounded. "Really?" Did his Mom just say she wanted to get fucked in the ass?
Renee tried to laugh it off. "Well, yeah, I mean, you just don't get to do that in every day sort of situations."
"Yeah... I guess dad was kind of asexual wasn't he?" Renee looked at him, shocked that he would disparage his father. "What I mean is... um... I didn't really see him romance you. I can't really expect him to do it behind closed doors either."
Evan sat back on the couch again, regaining his previous position. Renee lay her head on his shoulder. She moved her hand from his thigh and grabbed the throw from the back of the couch, tossing it over their laps.



"He was a wonderful man. But, as you said, he just wasn't that... romantic," she admitted, thinking about what he was. She missed him... but he really didn't give her that spark... that desire that she wanted and needed. She pulled the blanket up a little and slipped her hands beneath it, snuggling up against him.
She swallowed, wanting to ask a question, but not knowing if she should. "Have you ever... you know... tried it?" she asked timidly.
"What? Anal?" he asked, as if it was a common thing to talk about.
"Yes."
"Once... The girl I went out with last year was really into it," he said. "She was a freak. I think she had a really strict home life. She wanted to try everything."
Renee swallowed. She didn't know women actually wanted something like that or liked it. She wondered if it even felt... pleasurable. "She really liked it?"
Evan laughed a little. "Oh yeah. She loved it."
"And did you... like it?" Renee asked, unable to even look him in the face.
"It's... good. It's... tighter... and more, you know, animalistic," he said, obviously embarrassed to be talking about this.
The action in the movie changed and was heating up, coming to a close. The boy was with his mom again, after having obviously chose her over the girlfriend, and was having sex with her in her bedroom. His arms tightly held her long legs straight, tightly to his chest, using that as leverage to fuck her fiercely. Both Renee and Evan were immediately locked into the action.
"Oh my God, yes... Oh my God!" the woman moaned loudly. Renee wondered if maybe the volume was on too loud, if maybe the neighbors could hear this. "Ohhhhhh... yes!" His hips slapped against her ass, making her whole body shake with every thrust.
Renee couldn't help herself and used the video's distraction to slide her hand inside her robe, her fingertips beginning to tease her pussy through her panties. God she was wet! She was definitely going to need some relief tonight! She tried to think about her vibrator, the long, purple toy she infrequently used to get off. But every thought came back to what was happening on the video and to her wondering if Evan had ever fucked anyone like that... or... more precisely, would he fuck her like that.
The camera angle changed, focusing on the boys cock sliding out of her pussy, of her dropping her legs to the side and him sitting closer to her as he masturbated over her. Renee wondered what was going on.
"Yes baby... yes... oh... oh..." the mom moaned over and over again as his cum shot from his cock, landing on her stomach, chest, and face. The boy was stroking his cock fast, even as he came he kept stroking it, making even more erupt from the tip.
Finally, he stopped. "Sorry," he said, panting, apologizing for cumming on her like that.
But contrary to being mad, the mom looked extremely happy. She wanted his cum on her. "That's a good boy", she whispered, smiling dreamily. "That's ok baby." God she looked so satisfied and happy!
The camera zoomed in and moved down to center on his cock and her pussy together as the boy slid it over her clit. Then it moved to her very satisfied face.
"Was it ok mom?" the boy asked.
Renee tried to keep her hand still, trying to hide it under the blanket, but she was circling her clit quickly. She didn't know what she was going to do if she came, but she wasn't quite there yet. She looked at Evan out of the corner of her eye as the video credits started to roll and froze.
Evan had been glancing at her, at her lap, at the movement beneath the blanket. He adjusted his position, obviously knowing that his Mom was masturbating. And his cock knew it too. He pushed the blanket off himself and stood, moving towards the DVD player and the stack of DVDs. He sorted through the pile and quickly picked another, putting it in the player.
Then he strangely backed up to the couch instead of turning around and walking forward. Renee wasn't sure what that was all about, but Evan definitely did. Standing at the DVD player he could see his bulging erection threatening to tear through his shorts. There was no way he could turn around and let his Mom see him like this. He hoped that he could feign interest in determining if the DVD was playing as a distraction and explanation to keep his erection hidden from view.
He sat on the couch and quickly tossed the blanket back over his lap, his right hand sliding underneath, while his left moved over Renee's shoulders to hug her against his side. He stroked his cock slowly with just his fingertips over his shorts. Even that small a gesture felt so damn good. He wished he could just free it and stroke it fully, but that would have to wait.
"Another one?" Renee asked, her fingers slowly resuming their teasing circles around her clit. Deep down she wished Evan would just touch her... just carry her off to bed and fuck her. She needed it so badly.
"Yeah... it's uh... it's early still. I was thinking I'd throw one more in before bed."
Renee moved her head down so that it rested on his stomach. She was comforted that she could hear his heart beating, hear his breathing as the next movie started. His hand stroked her head, her hair, and down her left arm... the same arm with which she was casually playing with herself. She wondered if he could feel her subtle movements. Not so deep down, she hoped he could. She hoped it excited him to know that she was touching herself... touching her hot, wet, pussy. The thought made her shiver, which made Evan hug her tighter.
The new movie started innocently enough. The camera showed a high rise apartment window, overlooking a beautiful beach scene. The sun and sand were gorgeous. A beautiful blonde in a red dress was looking out the window. The camera moved as if it was the man's eyes, looking out the window, to the woman's face, and then down to her expansive cleavage.
"Aren't you excited?" she asked the camera. "It's so much to take in, so beautiful. It's even better than I thought it would be."
"Yeah... the view... it's... it's nice," a man replied. With as many views of her cleavage, Renee knew exactly what the man wanted to see. And she supposed if she were in his place, that's what she'd be looking at, too. The woman was incredibly beautiful and very well built.
The scene changed to show him sitting on the couch, the woman coming over to sit next to him.
"You don't seem nearly as excited as I am," the woman gushed.
"I'm excited Mom," he said and Renee shuddered. This was a mom and her son... on the couch, just like she and her son! The irony was so... erotic.
The camera panned down to the woman stroking her son's thigh as she tried to reassure him. He was wearing grey cotton shorts, similar to the shorts Evan was wearing now. Renee left her own pleasure behind and slid her hand underneath the blanket and placed it on Evan's thigh. She squeezed it to reassure him in the same way as the mom on the video was doing.
Renee's touch on Evan's leg felt like an electric bolt and it felt like he jumped up in the air. Her hand was so soft and warm. And she was touching him, her hand gently caressing and massaging his thigh... and his inner thigh. It was so close to his cock.
With Renee's arm gone, Evan couldn't figure out where to put his arm, so he lay it on her stomach, over her robe. He could just feel the heat from her body and used his fingertips to stroke her. Renee felt Evan's hand change positions and shuddered a little. It felt so... exciting. She closed her eyes, trying to feel his every touch. She wished she didn't have a robe on at all.
When Renee focused on the video again, the mom was inviting her son to sleep in her room. She wasn't sure why, something about his room not being ready, but she knew that would just make things hotter. The boy seemed to reluctantly agree and the scene ended. When the new scene started, it was showing the angle from his perspective again, just waking up in her bed. He was looking at the covers on the lower half of his body and of his hand moving a little underneath.
The camera then panned over to her. She was sleeping on her side, facing him, with her nipple peeking out from underneath her spaghetti-strap night shirt. The boy was obviously excited to see that!
"Hey mom?" the boy asked softly, trying to see if she's awake at all.
When she didn't respond or even move, the camera angle changed to see him pull the covers off his large erection, his hand beginning to stroke. Renee's mouth watered as she watched. The camera was so close to the boy's cock making it loom large on the big screen tv. And it was only getting bigger as he stroked it. She'd never seen a guy masturbate before and these movies tonight really excited her.
Renee swallowed hard as she noticed movement underneath the blanket right in front of her. It shocked her a little that Evan was masturbating under the blanket, merely inches from her. Her eyes were glued to the rhythmic movements, making her even more excited.
"Were you looking at me?" the woman on the movie asked, making Renee look back at the TV. The camera was showing her again, barely awake, still lying on her side, but her breast was fully exposed. She missed that he had gotten caught.
"No," the boy lied.
"You... you have a boner." The camera changed to show that the blanket was still pulled down and the boy's cock was very visible.
"Oh... um," he said, embarrassed.
When the camera panned back, she was pulling her shirt back up, covering her breast once again. But she was toying with the material as if threatening to expose it once more.
"It's... don't feel self-conscious," she said. "It's a completely normal response. Seeing something like this just makes bodies respond. It's completely natural."
"I'm sorry mom... it's just..."
"You know, for someone your age, your body is going to be very responsive."
"You're not mad?" the boy asked.
"I'm not mad," she said, pulling her shirt back down to expose her breast again. "It's just what happens sometimes. You get a glimpse... You shouldn't feel ashamed at all."
Evan's fingers and hand moved a little faster beneath the blanket. He knew the direction this video was going to go and he was already excited for it. He only hoped the on-screen action would hide his movements. But they didn't. He couldn't see Renee's eyes glued to his movements, but he felt her fingers move on his thigh, slowly inching closer and closer.
After a moment, the mom exposed her other breast, too, and stroked them with her hands, encouraging her son to watch her. "And I don't want you to feel bad. I don't ever want you to feel bad," the mom said.
Evan casually looked down Renee's body and saw that the blanket had fallen down a bit and that the tie of her robe had become loose. He could see a little of her cleavage beneath, exposed by the gap. He moved his hand a little higher, to just the bottom of the gap, trying to casually move her robe aside. He gently and slowly moved the thick cotton to the side, exposing more and more of her delicious flesh. As far as he could tell, Renee was oblivious to his actions.
As her beast came into view, he moved and slid his hand lower again, moving back to her stomach and lightly touched her flesh. She was so warm... and so soft. He could feel her slightly trembling beneath him, but she didn't say a word or move to stop him. So he slowly moved his hand higher, stroking just under her breast, and then onto it, circling her nipple.
Renee closed her eyes, letting the pleasure wash over her. God she loved his touch! It felt so goddamned good! She felt lightning bolts of pleasure strike her clit every time he lightly pinched her nipple.
"You can touch yourself," the on-screen mother said softly, her eyes glued to her son as she toyed with her breasts and nipples. Renee let out a little gasp, opening her eyes again, focusing on the screen.
"You sure?" the boy said.
"Yeah, I don't think there's anything wrong with it." A shiver ran up Renee's back. Nothing. Wrong. With. It.
"Ok."
The camera panned down again, to show the boy beginning to stroke himself. Now and again he would look over at his mom, watch her play with her own breasts as she watched him masturbate.
Renee moved her hand higher and higher on Evan's thigh, moving under the loose material of his shorts. His skin felt so soft there, so soft and warm and sensitive and inviting. Then the side of her finger brushed against his balls and she moved it back and forth over them, teasingly. She could feel his heart beating faster and could hear his breathing change. He was obviously excited and obviously felt what she was doing.
She turned her hand so that her fingertips could all stroke his balls and she touched as much as she dared. She could feel him tugging his cock now and felt her mouth get dry.
Evan moved his hand down her stomach, his fingertips tracing soft circle down to her abdomen until he reached her panties. The frilly material was beautiful, white, slightly see-through, with thicker material forming patterns around see-through mesh. His fingers toyed with the elastic waistband for a moment, before sliding beneath it.
He slowly moved them lower, feeling her light pubic hair. Then he felt her hips move slightly, up and into his hand, trying to move her clit closer to him. He felt her shiver beneath him and saw her legs move further apart, inviting him in. And he heard her gasp of pleasure when his fingers first brushed across her clit.
Renee struggled to keep from screaming! God she could barely breath because to do so would mean she admitted that she wanted this to happen. But his fingers felt so good circling her extremely sensitive clit. In response, she moved her hand higher, to the base of his cock, and slowly wrapped her fingers around that spot. She could feel the rhythmic tugging of the skin as Evan masturbated faster, his hand bumping against hers again and again.
"I like that you're touching yourself," she said just barely loud enough to be heard over the video.
Evan was stunned. Did she really just say that? "You sure?" he asked.
Renee licked her lips. Yeah, she was sure. "Yeah... like she said... there's nothing... there's nothing wrong with it," she said, squeezing the base of his cock.
Evan didn't stop circling her clit, but used his other hand to push the blanket down, and together, he and Renee pushed his shorts down. He kicked them off his feet and started to stroke his shaft once again.
Renee watched, transfixed by his very large shaft, just inches from her mouth. She couldn't believe this wasn't some dream. It looked like it was a foot long, but she knew that was just her hormones talking. She opened her legs wider, rotated her hips even more to give him even more access to her pussy and was rewarded by his fingers pushing inside.
"Oh, fuck," she moaned, closing her eyes.
"I guess it's not so bad to help," the mother said on the video, attracting Renee's eyes once more. The woman sat up beside her son, her breasts out, her hands on his thigh. "Motherly help... I'll take care of you."
"I feel so embarrassed," her son said, stopping his stroking as his mom took over for him.
"Oh, you shouldn't feel bad at all. You should be able to talk to your mother about things like this," she said, bolder than Renee could ever be. Her eyes moved back to Evan's cock, his hand sliding up and down that long, beautiful shaft.
"Let's just... try this... see how it feels," the mom said. "That's a good boy."
Renee swallowed hard again, giving herself a boost of confidence, and moved her hand higher, bumping into his, sliding up and down his shaft along with his hand. And then Evan took his hand away and let her take over. It felt like it'd been forever since she'd done this with a man. She had early in her dating life with Evan's father, but ever since his death, she hadn't been with anyone.
Evan moaned softly, making Renee smile. She wanted to make him happy. She wanted to please him. That was the goal of any mother, right?
Evan was enjoying the feel of her soft hand stroking his cock. He never expected this would ever really happen in real life. He brought his fingers to his mouth and licked them, getting them wet and slippery with his spit and tasting her, too, before he slid them back into her overheated pussy. He slid a second finger in, too, and used his palm to occasionally swirl over her clit. He couldn't believe how wet she was, how absolutely overheated she was.
"I'm going to put my mouth on it," the woman on the video said, once again attracting Renee's attention. The mom bent over and kissed his shaft several times before slipping the head into her mouth. All the while her eyes were on him. It felt like her eyes were on Renee, daring the real-life woman to make a similar move with her own son.
Renee could hear the gagging sounds through the TV speakers as the woman pushed him deep into her throat before pulling back again. Her head bobbed up and down, sometimes fast and sometimes slow, showing her excellent blowjob skills. The boy on the screen moaned as she released his cock from her mouth for a moment, and simply stroked him with her hand.
"I can feel you swell in my hand the more I touch you, baby. The more I touch you the harder you get," the mom said before sliding him deep inside her mouth once again.
The boy groaned loudly, startling Renee and sending a jolt of fresh pleasure through her. She'd love to hear that response from Evan!
Without prompting, Renee moved forward, sliding her mouth over the head of her son's huge cock. Evan groaned loudly, inviting Renee to go even deeper and suck harder. He pushed his hips up, encouraging her to go even deeper before pulling back again. She loved feeling and seeing and hearing his reactions. She knew she was such a good mom to give him so much pleasure.
Evan felt like he was in heaven with his Mom's warm, wet mouth engulfing his cock while his fingers were pressed deep inside her warm, wet pussy. She was thoroughly enjoying it, as much as the woman on the video, stroking it with her hand, sucking, kissing, and licking it. And every groan he made just seemed to spur her on more. And she moaned when his fingers hit her just right again and again. God, this was almost perfect!
The video changed with the mom crawling up on top of her son, sliding the head of his cock back and forth along her pussy, getting it all wet with him.
"Just let me," she said as the camera focused on her pussy and his cock sliding together for the first time as she slid onto him. "Slide it baby," she said treating his cock like a rubber dildo, swirling the head around her clit. Then she lay his cock down and slid her pussy up and back, grinding against it. "Slide against it... just slide against it... Oh, it feels so good," she said while the boy moaned beneath her. Then she used her fingers to push his cock inside her and began bouncing on him... fucking him.
Evan could hear his Mom moan, obviously watching the action on the movie as well. She slid his cock out of her mouth and slid to the floor before standing. She tossed her robe aside and slid her panties down as well. Watching her get completely naked, Evan grabbed his t-shirt and pulled it off.
Renee moved onto the couch again, straddling Evan's legs, and putting her hands on his shoulders for support. "Is this ok?" she asked quietly.
"Yeah, Mom," Evan replied, looking at her lovely, naked body. She was an incredibly beautiful woman. Her full, naked breasts proudly on display for him now as he moved his hands to her hips. He pulled her towards himself, taking her nipple into his mouth, sucking and licking it. She arched her back, offering her body to him as her hand gently cradled his head.
His hands moved to her ass, squeezing it tightly. Renee moaned. She loved and needed to be manhandled like this. His mouth felt so good as he mauled and sucked on her breasts. After just a few minutes, he pushed her back, even as she tried to keep him at her breasts.



"I," he said, uncertain, licking his lips with need. "I just... I want to do this." His cock slid against her pussy, causing her body to shudder with desire. "I gotta be inside you."
She nodded. "Ok," she hissed, exhaling sharply with her own desire. She reached down and used her hand to push his cock into her, just as the woman in the video had done. And she closed her eyes as extreme pleasure overwhelmed her. His cock felt so huge... so wonderfully huge... filling her completely. Hitting places that she hadn't felt touched in a long, long time. She sat still for a moment, just feeling him, squeezing her pussy to give him some pleasure, too.
Evan groaned as he slid deep inside. He had no idea it would feel this good. She felt so tight, so perfect, fitting him like a welcoming, tight glove.
"Fuuuuuck," she groaned, letting out a low growl. "So fucking big."
When she started moving, Evan's hands moved to her hips, helping to guide her. She moved slowly at first, moving forward and back, up and down, sliding his cock out and back in, time and time again. And then she moved faster, angling to feel her clit slide against his pubic bone.
"How does my pussy feel, baby," she whispered as she opened her eyes and smiled at him.
"So fucking good, Mom," he shook his head in disbelief. "So fucking good."
She put her hands around the back of his head, sliding a little closer to him, looking him right in the eye every thrust. "I love you," she whispered, breathing hard, then kissing him, their tongues battling even as his cock ravaged her pussy. "Oh, God! Oh God! Fuck me," she said.
"You're so hard for me baby," she whispered as she got closer and closer to her orgasm. Her body was so hot and ready that she knew it wouldn't take long. Her moaning grew louder and louder as she kept thrusting her hips down into him, their bodies slapping together. Then she wailed loudly as she came, every muscle in her body locking up, her speech becoming slurred.
"Fuck, Mom," Evan said. "You're so fucking sexy. Wait... wait... let me move. Stay right there." He pulled out and moved out from under her, moving behind her as she grabbed onto the back of the couch, her ass arched towards him. He grabbed her hips and lined his cock up with her pussy once more as she craned her neck around to watch. Then he pushed, a little faster this time, pulling on her hips and thrusting himself all the way inside.
"Yeah, baby! Yeah! Just like that," she moaned loudly.
Then he began fucking her faster and faster, driving into her, pounding into her, as she wailed in delight. He saw her asshole below and wondered if he'd be able to fuck her there. Soon, he thought to himself. She wanted it and he was going to make it happen. He licked his thumb and pressed it against the tight sphincter, making her shudder for a moment, but then accepting it inside her.
"Yes! Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!" she moaned again and again as he took her so completely, pounding into her, his thumb pushed so deep.
"Fuck your ass feels good, too," he said. "You like that, don't you?"
"Oh God... yes..." she moaned, as if she was barely able to breath.
He grabbed her hair with his left hand, pulling it, forcing her to arch her back towards him, giving her even more sensations to deal with, and felt her cum again, her juices dripping down onto his balls again. God, she was a firecracker!
And that triggered his orgasm. He felt it rapidly building and was determined to bury it deep into her pussy. Both his hands grabbed her hips, allowing him to pull her into him even as he thrust forward, erratically.
"I'm cumming," he whispered, barely able to hold it in.
Renee looked back as best she could. "Oh God, give it to me, baby! Go on, cum for me. Cum for mommy!"
"Take it, mommy... take it," he moaned as he came, thrusting deep with every spray of his cum, driving it deep inside. "Oh, fuck!"
He was panting when he finally finished and pulled out of her, and then turned and collapsed onto the couch. His cock was still throbbing, but rapidly deflating. Renee was moaning softly as well, covered in sweat. She turned towards him, kicked her leg over him to sit in his lap once again, and gave him a deep, passionate kiss, her hands cradling his face.
"Oh baby. Oh baby," she moaned as she slid lower, kneeling on the floor between his legs, licking and sucking his cock clean. "That was... incredible. I had no idea..."
"I didn't either, Mom."
She sat up and licked his very sensitive cock again, a pleased but worried face hovering above his, as she rubbed it along her lips. "Please, baby, can't you just stay a little longer?" She gently sucked the head into her mouth.
"I... I can't," he moaned, still breathing hard. "Oh fuck your mouth feels so good. I have an exam on Monday. But I can come back next weekend."
"Oh... I definitely would love that! And," she said taking him deep into her mouth before releasing him again, "I think I can make it worth your while."
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Catfished, Part 1
Catfish -- Create a fake or stolen online identity used for the purposes of beginning a deceptive relationship.
"I'm telling you, she just looks familiar, dude," Jake said, shaking his head as he looked at the picture of Vince's new stepmom on Vince's phone. Well, new as of 6 months ago.
Vince's parents had divorced three years ago and his dad finally remarried in the Spring. Due to his college class needs, his dad's work schedule, and the fact that they decided to elope to Vegas, he hadn't been able to attend the wedding nor visit home since the marriage.
It was Saturday before the long Thanksgiving weekend and the two were sitting around watching the college football games. Most of the college had left for the Thanksgiving break already, since there were no classes all week. But Vince wasn't leaving until Thursday morning.
Vince pulled his phone back and looked at the wedding picture again. "Everyone looks familiar to you, Jake," he laughed.
"No, seriously. I've seen her somewhere before." Jake started scrolling through his own phone as Vince went back to the game.
It took an entire quarter of the game and three touchdowns, two of which excited the two college students, before Jake finally figured out where he saw her.
"Found her!" he said loudly, turning his phone to show Vince. Intrigued, since the picture did look really close, Vince took his phone and looked further.
"SlutDate? Seriously, Jake? Debbi Dee? Shit, man, I'd bet anything this was just someone who found the picture online to use." Vince shook his head and gave Jake his phone back.
"Maybe," Jake said, scrolling through her SlutDate profile and looking at the pictures she'd posted. "But it looks pretty legit to me. According to this, she became a member ten years ago and she has pictures going back that far."
"What the hell? What are you doing on that app anyways? That's whacked." Vince had heard about SlutDate. It was well known to be a hookup for young people, where you were guaranteed to have sex on the first date.
"Hey! No judging!" Jake said. "I enjoy some guaranteed sex in my dating every once in a while. It can be tiring waiting a month or two before my dates will have sex."
"Whatever, man... you do you. Oh! What a catch!" Jake yelled, standing with his arms up high, as a receiver made a diving catch at the two yard line. "We are so going to kill them!"
Try as he might, Vince couldn't get the Debbi Dee SlutDate profile out of his mind. Could that really be his new stepmom? Is that how his dad found her? He just couldn't be sure. Long after the Jake left, as he lay in bed, he downloaded the app to his phone and started it up. He was immediately required to create a profile.
"Geez... I just wanted to look," he mumbled to himself. "Fine. Name... Danny Doesmore," he typed, laughing to himself. "City... State... Email... gotcha. Age... nineteen... no, twenty two.... gotta sound like I can at least go to the bars. Man seeking Woman... no specific fetishes... well, maybe multiple partners. Geez, bondage? Pissing? What the hell! Date range for my date... uh... I don't know, twenty to fifty. Ok... picture... what picture should I use?" He scrolled through his phone and found one from last year, one in which his hair is longer and his smiling face a little obscured in shadow. But one in which he looked like he was having a great time.
It took him only about five minutes before he had his profile loaded. Instantly the app provided him a list of potential dates... all within twenty miles. "But I don't want just anyone close by," he said, talking to the app. "How do I find someone specific? Help button... help button... where are you? Ah, there you are," he said, pressing it. He immediately typed Debbi Dee and her profile was quickly found. Like Jake, he scrolled through her pictures first, and, Jake was right. She looked a lot like the picture of his stepmom and the pictures did go back ten years. If this was fake, someone took a lot of effort to create it and maintain it.
He went back to the top of her profile to check out her answers. She was a woman seeking a man... and she clicked off a couple of fetishes. "Wow, she's into bondage, spanking, slapping, breath control... biting? What the hell!" he muttered in surprise. "And her date age is eighteen to thirty. She's really interested in younger guys." He shook his head. "She's gotta be in her forties."
He put the phone down a second and wondered if he could really do this. He wondered if he could schedule a date with her and see if that really was his stepmom. What if it was her? What would he do when she found out it was him... her own stepson? What would he do... tell his dad? There were so many consequences...
"Ah, screw it!" he said, pushing the button to request a date. A window where he could select multiple dates and times appeared, so he click on Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday, 5:00pm through 11:00pm. "It's not like I have much going on before I leave for home anyways," he reasoned.
He put his phone on his nightstand and fell asleep, dreaming wonderful dreams and nightmares about meeting his stepmom. It was the next morning when he got a notification from his app that a date was arranged for Wednesday, the night before he left to go home for Thanksgiving, at 7:00pm. Since all of his roommates were gone already, he typed in his address for the meeting place. He wasn't sure if she'd drive the hour to get there, but what the hell.
In just minutes she had approved. His date was arranged.
His mouth went dry and he started to worry... this was fucked up.
*****
Wednesday came before he realized it. He'd cleaned his room a bit and a bit of the common areas of the off-campus house he rented with three other guys. He took a quick shower, dressed, and even put on a little cologne. He had to admit, he was sexually excited. If he were honest with himself, he was more excited with the prospect that it really would be his new stepmom that came.
His room was on the second floor, so he bound down the stairwell anxiously when he heard the doorbell. He went to the front window and peered out, and saw a woman dressed in a black dress standing at the door, patiently.
"Ok," he said softly. "This is it." He opened the door and the beautiful woman, definitely the woman in the pictures, stood there. Her dress fit perfectly on her, hugging her curves well and accentuating her breasts in front with a low-cut neckline. "Hi," he said, nervously, backing up to invite her inside.
"You must be Danny," she said, smiling, looking very cool and confident. She obviously didn't recognize who he was, but he was still so nervous he was shaking.
"Yeah," he said, and after a short, pregnant pause continued. "Oh my God, you are so hot. So much hotter than your profile picture. My friends are never going to believe this." He pulled his phone out of his pocket, moved beside her, and began taking a few selfies with her.
She looked obviously shocked, but smiled. "Uh... ok... how old are you?"
"Nineteen," he said, completely forgetting the profile he created. "Uh, my IDs upstairs. I can go get it."
Debbi looked around the foyer absently, smiling at his response. "No... no that's fine." She walked over to a near-empty pizza box casually sitting on a small table in the foyer. Obviously he missed that. "So, I take it you don't live alone," she said inspecting the contents before turning her attention back to him.
"I have a few roommates, but they're not here right now." She nodded. "So... what should I call you?" he asked.
She smiled, as if he were asking something obviously stupid as she walked up to him and put her hand on his chest. "You young boys are all the same. Just take me to your room."
"Oh, uh, ok," he stuttered, a little shocked by her boldness. She took his hand as they walked up the stairs to his room together. He led the way as they turned the corner in the short hallway and walked through the open doorway. "This is where the magic happens," he smiled as he turned back towards her.
She entered the room, nodding, appreciating how he had decorated the place and how clean and tidy it looked. She must have expected less due to his age and status. College guys aren't known for their cleanliness.
She walked into his waiting arms and turned her head slightly as he went to kiss her, directing his kiss to her neck instead of her lips. She had placed her hands up on his chest and pushed him backwards, forcing him to sit on the end of the bed. Smiling, she moved to the mirror hanging from his closet door and started checking her dress and makeup.
"I'm glad you came. I wasn't sure you were real," he laughed. "My, uh, friends recommended the app to me because I'm no good at talking to girls," he said, trying to explain why he was doing this. They both knew exactly what the app was all about and he felt uneasy that he was a part of it.
"Oh... geez," she giggled softly, looking at him through the reflection.
"Have you used the app a lot?" he asked, nervously wondering.
"A bit," she replied, looking at him in the mirror. "I find it... refreshing... and fun. You don't waste time playing dating games, if you know what I mean. Everyone knows exactly what's going to happen."
"My buddy Jake, he uses the app and one of the girls that he met was married. I couldn't believe it. You're not married are you?" He waited a moment when she didn't respond. "Are you?" He nervously looked at her reflection.
She looked at him in the mirror, stopping her preening. "Listen, Danny, it's kind of a complicated situation and, honestly, today is not the time to have that conversation." She reached back, slid the zipper of her dress down, and let it fall to the floor at her feet. As she bent down to pick it up, Vince grabbed his cell phone and began taking pictures of her.
She folded the dress and laid it aside. When she saw what he was doing, she smiled and continued undressing. "Personal use only, right? No internet."
He nodded nervously. "Yeah... no internet."
She reached behind herself and unfasted her bra, removing it. Then she stood in front of the mirror again, only wearing black thigh-highs, high heels, and her small, black panties. Her hands slid over her breasts, her fingers tugging at her nipples as she watched him, looking sultry and seductive. "Here I am, Danny. What do you want to do to me first?"
"I mean," Vince continued, taking more pictures. "What would your husband think about your extracurricular activities?"
"Well, he doesn't know about my extracurricular activities and I feel like a couple of secrets is kind of good for a marriage. You know?" she replied, taking off her large, hoop earrings.
"I just feel like he would be hurt if he knew what you were doing. I know I would be." Vince sat on the end of the bed, looking at her, his phone now on the bed beside him. He was starting to feel guilty about all this. Why did he set her up like this? What in the hell was going to happen when they met at her house tomorrow, Thanksgiving Day, for dinner?
Debbi turned towards him. "Danny, I love my husband. I love him to death. But to be honest with you, he just doesn't satisfy me like a young man can." Then she turned back towards the mirror once more, pulling her hair back, and holding it up to see how that would look. "But, I didn't come here today for a morality lesson from a nineteen-year-old... so... the question is... are you going to fuck me or not, Danny?"
Whatever he was feeling before, as soon as she challenged him, he grew angry. This woman, this married woman, his stepmom, was cheating on his dad. She was going out and fucking perfect strangers all in the name of fun, without even thinking about the consequences, without even thinking about his dad. He no longer cared about what would happen tomorrow. This was her doing. All this was her fault and she was going to have to live with it.
He was going to fuck his new stepmom. That was all he was thinking about now.
He pulled his shirt off and tossed it aside. "Oh," he said, standing up and unfastening his pants. "I'm going to fuck you Emmanuelle," now referring to her true name.
Emmanuelle turned towards him in shock, then noticed the large, 8x10 picture on the nightstand. It was a picture of her husband... standing next to... Danny. A picture at the golf course and the two are close and smiling. "Who... who are you?" she asked turning towards him.
"You know who I am. You can't see the resemblance?"
Then it hit her and she raised a hand to her face in astonishment. Danny is... Vince! Danny... Vince... is her stepson!
"Oh God, no! No this can't be happening," she said moving towards the bed to sit down. Her entire world was spinning out of control. What if... what if he told his dad about her? She'd lose everything! "This... this is not what it seems like, Vince. The situation you can't possibly understand..."
Vince held his phone up. "I can send these pictures to my dad and he can help me understand how big of a whore you are. Pictures of us together... pictures of you undressing for me. I'm sure he'll understand."
"No! Please do not send those photos to your dad. Do not send them!" she begged.
Vince looked at her, looked how scared she looked and felt a small bit of pity for her. "You are pathetic. Get your shit and get out."
She just sat in front of him, looking at him. At first she looked scared, but then her expression changed. She was thinking she could still control and handle the situation. She was thinking she could see her way through this.
"I think I see what's happening here," she said, standing. She was right in front of him now, looking up at him defiantly. "You're a twisted fuck. You did all this, you made up this entire ruse, just to fuck your dad's wife. I think we can just work through this... misunderstanding. Don't you?" She was trying to twist this, to make it his fault again. But he wasn't buying it.
"You're pathetic," he said, unfastening his pants and pushing them down and off his legs. "I want you to get down... and suck my dick... Mom."
She realized she wasn't going to win. She could leave and let Vince tell his father and ruin her marriage. Or... or she could fuck him and make him her accomplice in this. He'd be far less likely to tell his dad if he was a part of it, if he fucked her. Besides, she really wanted the attention of this virile young man. In a sick way, this was a bit stimulating to her.
She marveled at his body as she slowly knelt in front of him. He didn't have a lot of fat on him at all. This was a young, muscular, stud, just the kind she loved fucking. And his cock... it was a treasure to behold. All eight hard inches of it! When she reached her knees, her fingers wrapped around his shaft and stroked him as she looked at it, marveling at it.
She looked up at him, watching his smirk as her mouth descended down his shaft, embedding it deep into her mouth. She closed her lips on it and slid back up to the tip, sucking softly. Sliding back down, she let it slide deep into her throat, gagging a little and dripping saliva from her mouth.
'God, her mouth feels so fucking good!' Vince thought, watching her. His dick was getting so hard from feeling her, watching her, and listening to her unexpected enthusiasm. He could stay right here forever! Her mouth was warm and wet, smooth as silk, and her tongue licking and mouth sucking sent pleasure pulsing through him. Every time her mouth moved up to the tip of his rod, her hand stroked him right behind it, making him harder and harder.
He groaned when she deep-throated him again, gagging on his cock. "Fuck!" he groaned loudly to the ceiling as he tilted his head back.
She giggled as she removed him from her mouth and stroked him firmly. "Mmmmm... your cock is delicious and so fucking big," she said looking up at him. "What do you want, Vince?"
Vince looked up, trying to hold back from cumming too quickly. Her slutty attitude was driving him crazy. He'd never had a woman treat his cock so well before. He wrapped his fingers in her hair and pulled, lifting her to her feet and directed her towards the bed. She crawled up on it, as directed, and knelt on all fours, facing him. She was smiling and licking her lips, eager for what was going to happen next. His cock was the perfect level for her mouth and was inch from it. Her eyes were looking at it, marveling it. Vince moved closer and she opened her mouth, welcoming him inside again, as she giggled in delight.
With his hands on her head, he pushed deeply, feeling his cock get buried all the way into her mouth. And then he pulled back out, all the way until just the head was inside. She watched him, loving how he was taking control of her as he started to slowly fuck her mouth.
"What I want is to fuck that pretty little mouth of yours, Mom," he said, increasing his tempo. Her gurgling was loud as he entered her throat again and again, one right after the other. He could feel her saliva running down and dripping from his balls. It felt so fucking good.
He took himself right to the edge, so close to cumming, so close to pouring his cum down her throat, when he pulled back. He was still holding her head firmly as he looked down at her, her sloppy wet mouth and face looked radiant.
"Lay on your back."
Emmanuelle flipped over, laying on her back, propped up on her elbows as she watched him. "Are you going to fuck my pussy?" she asked, sounding like a porno slut.
"First I'm going to eat it," he said, sneering down at her, grabbing her legs and pulling her to the edge of the bed. He knelt and immediately pressed his mouth against her warm, wet flesh. His tongue ravished her, sliding deep between her lips as she let out a quick giggle and then a deep moan of pleasure.
"Oh my God," she groaned. "Right fucking there...."
"Mmmm," he moaned as he sucked on her clit and then swirled his tongue over it.
"Oh fuck, that feels so good," she said, moving her hips up and down against his mouth. "You're so fucking good at that." She moaned, watching every move of his tongue, her body on fire now. "Fuck! Oh God, don't stop. You're going to make me cum."
He looked up as he tongued her clit, sliding the tip back and forth over it, and watched her eyes close for a moment, her head fall back with pleasure.
"Fuuuuuuuck!" she moaned. Her legs began shaking, her orgasm moving quickly to overwhelm her. "Oh my God... Oh my God... more!" She arched her back, pushing her hips up against his mouth as hard as she could before falling back onto the bed, her body relaxing.
Vince licked her softly as she came down, carefully avoiding her very sensitive clit.
She giggled. "Oh my fucking God! With a tongue like that," she said gasping for breath, "you don't have to be good at talking to girls. You just lick her clit like that and she'll never leave you."
Vince stood. "I'll keep that in mind... Mom." His cock was standing at rapt attention, wanting to feel her. He hooked his hands underneath her knees and lifted, pulling her even closer to the edge of the bed and upturning her pussy and ass. He pushed her thighs towards her head, until she eagerly grabbed them with her own hands, holding them in place.
"You shouldn't call me that," she said, blushing in embarrassment.
He licked his lips as he looked at her very aroused pussy, so open and wet for him. Her asshole winked at him from beneath as well and he knew he'd have her there, too, one day. He moved closer, his cock sliding against her labia and clit.
"Why not? That's what you are, aren't you? My whore stepmom? My whore stepmom who's pussy is dripping wet for her own stepson's cock and just can't wait to get fucked by it?" He slid his cock over and around her clit, letting her pussy throb for him as he teased her.



"Oh fuck," she whispered, closing her eyes, her body shivering with need. Yes, she wanted him. Yes, she wanted him to fuck her... badly. Her pussy was absolutely soaked, begging for him to be inside her. "Just... just fuck me already."
He moved the head to her entrance and pushed, letting the head gain entrance, and then pushed until he we buried to the hilt. Emmanuelle gasped, feeling his size overwhelm her for a moment. She couldn't move, couldn't even breath, as he filled everywhere inside her in one sudden rush.
Just as she found her breath he had already started thrusting into her repeatedly, his hips slapping against her ass causing the bed to bounce. His hands gripped her legs tightly, pulling her in even as his hips slammed her away from him, his cock assaulting her with every hard thrust.
"Oh... my... fucking... God," she moaned in time with each pounding thrust. "Don't... fucking... stop!"
Sweat was dripping from both of them as the sounds of their bodies impacting again and again, and the sounds of their grunts and moans filled the room. Emmanuelle had never been fucked so wantonly and Vince had never fucked so brazenly. He felt he could do anything he wanted to her... anything at all. Emmanuelle was very vocal when she was fucking, shouting expletives every time pleasure coursed through her body. And today, she was extremely vocal. Vince made her feel incredible... far better than any other lover so far. She lost count of how many orgasms she'd had so far. She wondered how much her body could even take.
Vince could feel his balls tightening as his climax was fast approaching. He quickly decided against stopping or slowing down. This time, he was going to cum. He knew he'd given her plenty of orgasms. It was time for his own. He wiped the sweat from his eyes and grabbed her legs tighter, pulling her in harder as he kept thrusting over and over. And just when he knew he was going to explode, he pulled out and grabbed his cock, jerking it as he backed up a step.
Emmanuelle was blinking in weary disbelief and amazement. She'd tried to tell him to stop so many times, tried to gather enough strength to push him away from her overused pussy, but she had nothing left in her. The pleasure and the orgasms just completely wore her out. And when he finally pulled out of her pussy, she watched as his hand twisted and stroked his long, hard shaft. His cock looked angry and needy. And as he backed away a step, she felt the loss and followed it, falling to her knees on the ground in front of him, his cock right over her face.
He grunted as he looked down at her, her mouth open, tongue extended, ready and waiting for his cum. And then cum jetted from his cock, splashing onto her tongue, face, and chest, followed by another, and another. Until the cum oozed from the tip of his stroking, squeezing hand, and dripped into her wide-open mouth.
He backed away, breathing heavily, and turned from her. She was breathing hard, too, moaning, as her fingers played with the cum on her face, scooping it up and sucking it into her mouth. She swallowed greedily, enjoying the final sensations of her sexual escapade.
When she opened her eyes, Vince had already put his pants on and was sliding his arms into his t-shirt. "Get dressed. The bathroom is in the hall. I have to get ready to come home tomorrow," he said as if she were nothing.
Emmanuelle stood and gathered her clothes. She made her way to the bathroom, cleaned up quickly, and dressed. When she walked out of the bathroom, Vince was packing his suitcase. She knew it was going to be a difficult weekend as, on the drive home, she pondered what she'd done.
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Vince arrived at home a little after noon on Thanksgiving day, with both his dad, Greg, and stepmom greeting him with hugs at the door. It felt a little awkward hugging Emmanuelle and treating her as if he had just met her, but his Dad seemed none-the-wiser so they both must have been convincing. They let him take his suitcase up to his room and when he came back down, his dad called him into the living room.
He had a football game on the TV, which normally, Vince would be intent on watching. But his mind was elsewhere. He was wondering where Emmanuelle was and what she was doing.
An hour after he arrived, Emmanuelle emerged from the kitchen and announced that dinner was ready. The table was packed with food, as if Emmanuelle was trying to make sure everyone was well pleased. Vince filled his plate to overflowing and was pleased that the food was absolutely delicious. Much better than the food in college. During dinner, his dad alternated the conversation with asking him about school and telling him about their wedding and honeymoon. It sounded like their whirlwind week in Vegas was a wild time for them both and his dad seemed happier than Vince had ever seen when he talked about Emmanuelle.
All through the conversation about their marriage, Vince couldn't help but look at Emmanuelle occasionally, wondering how she could throw that away just to have sex with strangers. He knew he was going to do everything in his power to keep her with his dad.
When dinner finally ended, Greg moved into his recliner in the living room and turned the football games back on. Vince went with him, sitting on the couch, but was only slightly paying attention to the games. His mind was wondering what Emmanuelle was doing. He had seen her occasionally grabbing stuff from the dining room and bringing it back into the kitchen, but by now, she'd fully disappeared. He expected she was cleaning in the kitchen at this point.
When he turned his attention back to the game, he could hear his dad's very familiar snoring. He'd fallen asleep in his chair, as he often did after eating Thanksgiving dinner. And the harder he snored, the deeper he was asleep. In just a few minutes, it started getting loud.
Vince left the couch and walked into the kitchen. Emmanuelle was standing at the sink with the water running and obviously didn't hear him. He walked up behind her, and put his hands on her hips as he pushed into her, trapping her body between his body and the counter.
"Oh!" Emmanuelle yelped, obviously scared by Vince's approach. "You scared me."
"Hmmm... I was hoping for something better," Vince said, his voice dripping with seduction.
She squirmed in his grasp, but was unable to free herself. "Vince, let me go. Your father is right out there."
"He's out there, snoring so loud people in the next county can hear him. And the TV is on. He won't hear a thing. I thought we might..."
"Vince... we can't. We can't do anything like that again. I'm your stepmom and it's not right."
His hands moved to her front as he pressed is growing erection into her ass. His hands caressed her stomach and circled just under her breasts. "But I can't stop thinking about it. I don't want to stop."
"It can't ever happen again, Vince," she said, putting her hands on his to stop him. She could feel his hardness against him and remembered just how good it felt inside her just twenty-four hours ago.
"You can't just do that, ok?" he said, raising his voice. "You can't just..."
"Look, I'm sorry I got carried away yesterday. I shouldn't have done that. I just needed... something. But... the situation is completely different now. You're my stepson."
Vince moved his hands up onto her breasts and squeezed them through her dress and bra. She tried feebly to pull his hands off her, but he was too strong. And, if she would have admitted it to herself, it felt too good.
His mouth was by her ear as he pressed into her, his cock grinding against her ass, his hands teasing her breasts. "I don't think it's different. You can't just tease me like that, saying it's ok to fuck me one day and then all of the sudden it's not."
His fingers slid inside her dress at her chest and moved beneath her bra, now touching bare skin. Her nipples were hard and pointed and his fingers teased them so well.
"Vince, oh my God," she moaned softly. "Nothing... nothing like that will ever happen again," she said, but he could tell she was losing her will. She wanted him as much as he wanted her.
"Oh, it's going to happen again, Mom. I'm sure of it." He leaned his head forward and kissed her neck again and again. He could feel her shiver in his arms.
"What does that mean?" she whispered, trying her best not to seem as aroused as she was. God, this boy really knew how to push her buttons.
"It means, dear mother, that if you don't do exactly what I tell you to do, then I'm going to tell my dad everything."
She shook her head, obviously shaken by the chance Greg would find out about this. She'd lose him and everything. She'd be back on the street. "Vince... please just take a deep breath and calm down."
Vince pinched her nipple and pulled it making her wince and groan. "Don't fucking tell me to calm down. This was your idea to begin with. You started this."
She put her hands on his, getting him to ease up on her nipple for a moment, although his caresses continued to send a fire through her body and made her pussy very moist.
"Vince, why don't you just take a seat and... we can... we can talk this through." Emmanuelle could feel her resolve shattering. Her body was overheated by his forceful touch. It was exactly what she craved... and it didn't seem to matter who gave it to her. The only way she was going to get out of having sex with him again is if he disengaged.
"No," he said, kissing her neck again. He removed his hand from her chest and lifted the bottom of her dress up above her ass, his hand grabbing her bare flesh. "I'm done talking." He moved back, pulling her hips with him and pushing her shoulders forward so that she was slightly bent forward. She put her hands on the edge of the counter in order to keep from falling into it. "Now, are you going to do what I'm asking you to do? Or am I going to go tell my dad everything you did to his son... your stepson?"
"Alright," she said, resigned to what was happening to her. "If this is what you want... I just want you to be happy." Vince knew better. He knew that her body was betraying her and that any mental defense meant nothing. Her body was going to get what it wanted and both of them knew it.
"What I want is your pussy," he said as he dropped to his knees. He grabbed her panties and pulled them down and off her legs, stuffed them in his pocket, then pushed her feet apart. Within a second, his tongue was buried in her succulent flesh and she was moaning in pleasure.
His tongue... he was so good at eating her pussy. And he was so forceful in taking what he wanted. He was a dream come true for Emmanuelle. She loved bad boys... and bad boys who knew how to handle her pussy were loved the most!
Her hips gyrated as his tongue slid around her pussy and asshole, generating so much pleasure in her body. And when he sucked on her labia, and nibbled on it a little, she thought she was going to cum for sure. His hand pushed on her thigh, near her knee, encouraging her to open her legs wider. She lifted it, putting her foot up on the counter, giving him plenty of access.
"Oh fuck... oh my God... that feels so fucking good," she moaned, encouraging him to be even more aggressive.
She was moaning loudly as he quickly stood and while one hand held her hips in place, he tugged his shaft with his other hand. His cock was raging hard and he couldn't wait to feel her pussy wrapped around it again. He slid the head along her slit, eliciting another set of moans.
"Oh yeah... fuck me," she said, trying to be quiet but her desperation getting the better of her. "Slam your fucking cock into my pussy."
He pressed it slightly into her slit, making sure it was lined up right, and then pushed, driving it all the way inside her. She gurgled in pleasure, groaning loudly, the air in her lungs being forced out.
Then, without warning, he grabbed her hips with both hands and fucked her forcefully, slapping his hips into her ass again and again. She felt her orgasm overwhelming her, her pussy convulsing and squeezing his huge rod, but he didn't stop. Her single orgasm moved into another... and another. Her body was on fire with orgasms overwhelming her senses.
She could barely feel his hands pull her clothing away from her breasts and begin groping her tits and extremely sensitive nipples. She closed her eyes, gripping the countertop, trying her best to remain in place and not fall to the floor as his cock continued to piston in and out of her overheated pussy.
She had no idea how long it lasted, but suddenly she could feel his cock twitching inside her and heard his groans as he sprayed his cum deep inside her. Then he lay against her back, panting in her ear.
He pulled out, grabbed a towel to wipe his cock clean, and refastened his pants. Suddenly the sound on the TV diminished and they could hear the creak of the recliner closing up. Vince's dad was getting up!
Vince quickly moved to the half-bath attached to the kitchen beside the back door as Emmanuelle tried to rapidly put her dress back together.
"Oh, there you are," Greg said as he walked through the archway into the kitchen. Vince had turned around and walked back towards the kitchen, acting as if he had just exited the bathroom. Greg opened the refrigerator and pulled out a beer. He held it up as he asked Vince. "Do you want one?"
"Yeah, Dad... sure." Vince prayed that his dad didn't see anything and was starting to think he hadn't.
"Man, I think I missed the whole fourth quarter. I didn't realize I was that tired," his Dad said closing the refrigerator and opening one beer and handing it to Vince. He opened the other and took a swig. "You're going to the club with me tomorrow, right?" His dad had mentioned that he'd planned a day at the golf course with Vince and a couple of his buddies.
"Yeah, definitely."
"Good. It'll be early. I want to leave by 7:00."
"Ok... no problem."
Greg nodded, then looked at his wife. "You all done cleaning up, Em? I was thinking we'd go to bed a little early tonight."
"Yeah... yeah, sure honey," she said quickly, looking around the kitchen as she wiped her hands on a dish towel. "I think I'm all done."
Greg kissed her on the cheek and gave her a quick, one-arm hug. "Hit the lights and the TV when you go to bed, ok Vince?" Greg said, walking hand-in-hand with Emmanuelle back to the master bedroom.
"Sure thing. I'll be up a little longer," he called back.
He stood in the kitchen and his hand hit a piece of silky fabric in his pocket. He absently pulled it and Emmanuelle's panties came free. He brought them to his nose and sniffed them, loving her scent, as he thought about the rest of the weekend.
*****
Friday morning started early, with Vince getting up before the break of dawn and going with his dad to the golf course. They met Stu and Jim, Greg's golfing buddies, in the parking lot. Greg introduced Vince to them and they started off on the first tee.
All of them had brought beer and even though it was early, they each drank easily and plentifully while they played. It was a beautiful day out and the course was crowded. Even though they showed up early, they weren't the first on the course and had to wait several times for the groups ahead of them.
Throughout the day, the group talked about Vince, his studies, his college experiences, and his dates. After each of his answers, they talked about their own college experiences and girls. They loved to talk about their conquests. They even joked a bit about Greg's new, beautiful wife, which seemed to make Greg happy. He loved that they thought his wife was so beautiful... so sexy. He even added a little commentary to their comments. And even though their comments were a bit crude at times, Greg never became defensive or angry.
Vince held back from making any comments, even though he knew full well that Emmanuelle was a gorgeous, sexy woman. He knew her far better than any stepson should know his new mom. He knew how soft her skin was... how incredible her breasts felt in his hands... her firm nipples poking between his fingers. He knew how warm and inviting her mouth was, how she was able to suck and tease his cock so well, how hard she made him. And he knew how wet and wonderful her pussy felt wrapped around his cock... how it squeezed him so well when she came all over him, her juices spraying all over his abdomen. He knew how she sounded when she was excited, how she moaned, how she panted excitedly as she was cumming.
They stopped after the first nine and had lunch in the clubhouse, and then after the last nine, they went to the clubhouse again for dinner. During dinner, his dad dropped an interesting request on him.
"Vince, I know you weren't able to meet Emmanuelle before the wedding, and I feel a little guilty about that. You don't know anything about her. But I know you'll absolutely just love her to death like I do, once you spend a little time with her and get to know her."
Vince nodded. He knew he'd learn a whole hell of a lot more about her if he spent more time with her... more time alone... more time in bed with her.
"I'm going to be gone golfing with these two idiots tomorrow so why don't you just spend the day with her. I don't know, hang around the house, go out and see a movie, go to dinner... whatever. Just get to know her more. Ok?"
Vince couldn't believe what he was hearing. He almost didn't register that his dad had finished talking. "Yeah... yeah, sure," he said, waking from his daze. His dad gave him the best present he ever could. And he was going to take full advantage of it.
It was late when they finally got back to the house. And while it was a good time, it was also a long day and Vince's Dad was really tired. He knew he had another golf outing the next day as well, so he bid Vince goodnight and told Emmanuelle he was going to bed. She looked at Vince, almost as if scared to be alone with him, and ran off into the bedroom, too, to join Greg.
Vince went into the kitchen and grabbed a beer from the refrigerator. He only took a few sips before Emmanuelle came in, wearing only a thin, white robe that barely covered her. The material cascaded over her breasts, showing, and even highlighting, her cleavage. Vince assumed this was what she wore on their honeymoon and that maybe she was trying to come on to his Dad. She nervously grabbed a glass from the cupboard, her eyes like a scared deer's, constantly aware of Vince's presence, and filled it from the tap. As she turned and took a drink, Vince walked up to her, setting his beer down, once again trapping her between himself and the counter.
His hands immediately moved to her breasts, squeezing them through the thin fabric. "You have such great tits... Mom," he whispered before bending forward and kissing her. She lightly kissed him back, but tried to wiggle free from his grasp. But she was really trapped in his arms once again.
His hands opened her robe slightly, baring her breasts, and his hands cupped and squeezed them as he continued kissing her. His fingers immediately rolled and pinched her nipples sending sparks of pleasure all over her body.
"You love this, don't you? You love to be taken like this. As if you have no say... no choice. As if you're just a plaything... a fuck-toy."
She couldn't answer. Not because she couldn't speak, but she was afraid of what she'd say if she did say something. His hands... and kisses... were giving her serious pleasure. She did enjoy it when a cute guy took control... when he overwhelmed her... when he wanted her so badly she could do nothing to stop him.
"Mmmm... big tits!" he whispered, kissing her on the neck and moving down onto the top of her chest. His hands squeezed and lifted her breasts, bringing her nipples to his waiting lips.
"You coming to bed, honey?" Greg yelled from the bedroom door down the hall. They were out of sight, but the room wasn't far away.
Emmanuelle pushed Vince back, grabbed her robe and slid it back onto her shoulders, closing it. "Yeah... be right there," she called back to her husband. "Just getting some water."
In the gap between them, she tried to flee, but Vince was too quick and trapped her between himself and the counters once again. He immediately grabbed her breasts again, fondling them and teasing her very sensitive nipples.
She shivered with pleasure at his touch, but she couldn't give in. She just... couldn't. "What is it you're trying to do?" she whimpered softly. "Your Dad and I are going to bed."
"You looked quite flushed, Mom," he whispered, leaning close to her with a devious smile on his lips. "Maybe this is exciting you."
"Vince..." she said, trying to be forceful, but failing miserably.
Vince bent forward and kissed the nape of her neck, making Emmanuelle feel like putty. This was definitely one of her sweet spots. Between that and his hands on her breasts, her willpower was fading quickly.
"I want you for myself," he said. "I want to fuck you. Right now."
"Vince, I can't... not now," she protested weakly.
He grabbed her robe and opened it forcefully, pulling it down to her waist and exposing her breasts completely. She moaned at his forcefulness as his hands immediately went to her beautiful breasts, groping them as he moved closer once more and began kissing her.
His kisses grew more forceful, his tongue slipping between her lips and fighting with hers. One of his hands went to the back of her head, holding her mouth to his, while the other slid over her abdomen towards the waiting wetness between her legs.
She let out a hiss as his fingers found and teased her oversensitive clit. She never told him what she'd been up to all day long. How she masturbated and teased herself to the memory of what he did to her last night and the night before. God, just the memory of him drove her crazy! Her pussy pulsed thinking about how his tongue and cock plunged into it and made her cum so hard. And now... his fingers... his very knowledgeable fingers... teased her pussy so well her legs nearly buckled.
"Your pussy's so soft," he moaned against her, his mouth exhaling into hers. "I'm going to make you cum so hard. I remember everything you like."
His hand was over her panties, sliding over the silky wet material. He could feel her wetness and her silky smooth labia beneath and teased her mercilessly. With a flick of his wrist, his hand slid into her panties, fingers sliding directly against her clit, fingers sliding into her wetness. He marveled at how wet she was for him and plunged his fingers as deep as he could, teasing her clit with his palm and her G-spot with the pads of his fingers.
Emmanuelle was gasping for breath, moaning, her hips gyrating against his hand. She was so mad that he had such control over her... and had that little, knowing smirk on his face the whole time. He knew how much her pussy ruled her mind and body. And he took full advantage of it.
"Honey, what are you doing?" Greg yelled once more from the bedroom, sounding like he was barely awake now.
Emmanuelle pushed Vince, forcing him back two steps as she tried to put her robe back on. "I've got to get back to your father. I can't do this..."
Vince moved back in, holding her arms. "You're not going anywhere. And we both know you don't want to."
She gasped as her robe fell off her lower arms to the floor. Her only remaining clothing were her small white panties. Her breasts were heaving with each breath. Her skin was flushed and her excitement was so great. "Your father's going to hear us," she protested weakly.



"You know I can make you cum a lot harder than he can," Vince said, leaning in to kiss her neck, his fingers finding her pussy once more. "Mmmm, I love that your pussy is so nice and wet for me. Your pussy wants me. I know you love this."
"I... I can't... I can't... what are you doing?" she protested, grabbing his wrist with one hand to try to stop him. But she was far too weak to do it. Weak in strength and weak in will. She tried to convince herself that she didn't want this... but it was useless. She wanted more than his fingers inside her. She wanted his cock plunging in and out... filling her core.
"Your body is telling me something different."
She unconsciously pushed her hips into his hand, forcing his fingers deeper into her pussy. "Your father! Oh my God... come on Vince..." She pushed him again, but he only moved right back against her, groping her breasts, pinning her against the wall with his body.
"No... I want you to cum. Do you want me to put my hand in your pussy again... Mommy? Just the way you like it?" he teased, sliding his fingers over her stomach. She tried to pull her hips away from him, but the wall made it impossible, and his fingers found her pussy once again. "Oh, such a beautiful wet pussy. I know exactly what it wants."
She melted into his hand and gasped when his mouth trapped a nipple and sucked hard. But her brain just wouldn't let her relax into him. "I can't... we can't."
"We can... we are... your pussy is telling me to," he moaned against her breast, then sucked her nipple back into his hot mouth. His tongue slid around the sensitive nub, sending shivers through her body, mimicking his fingers swirling over her clit.
"No... no... your father is right in the next room," she continued to protest weakly, wanting him to continue... desperately wanting him to continue... but feeling the need to keep her husband from finding out. "Stop this... stop this," she moaned quietly. "Your father is right there."
Emmanuelle managed to push Vince's fingers from her pussy and he lifted them to his face. "Shhh... don't want to get caught... right?," he said softly, smelling his fingers. "Mmmm, your pussy smells so good. I remember that smell... and tastes even better," he continued, sucking one wet finger after another into his mouth.
He slid his hand down onto her breast again and teased her nipple with his saliva-covered finger, making the little nub even harder.
She closed her eyes, wanting Greg to just disappear for a while so she could finish with Vince. She wanted to cum so badly... she needed to... but...
"No... no!" she said, mustering up enough strength to finally pull away from him. She gathered up her robe and dashed out of the room and into her bedroom, leaving Vince standing there, smiling. He leaned back against the countertop, sucking on his fingers again, thinking about what he wanted to do.
He knew her will was weak. He knew she absolutely needed to cum. And he knew that under the right circumstances, she couldn't reject him. She wanted him.
Smiling, he pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it onto a kitchen chair. His pants and boxers quickly followed until he stood naked, his cock hard and ready. He walked slowly towards his parents' bedroom door and stopped when he reached it. The house was quiet and he listened intently to hear if they were awake.
He didn't hear anything, so he slowly and quietly opened the door. The room was dark, but light from the full moon filtered in through the window, giving dim illumination on the bed itself. He could see the shapes of their bodies, lying on the bed and heard his father's snoring. He smiled and walked slowly towards Emmanuelle's side of the bed which was closest to him.
She was laying on her back, her legs bent, knees up. He could tell she was masturbating and since she didn't respond to his presence, figured she had her eyes closed. He could hear heavier breathing and low moaning as he moved right beside the bed. Was she thinking about him? Was she thinking about getting fucked?
He crawled up onto the bed, trying not to alert either one of them and moved between her spread thighs. He put his hands on her inner thighs, so close to her pussy, and she shook, startled.
"Vince? What are you doing?" she said softly, shocked to see him right there. "No... he's right here," she whispered.
"Shhh," Vince said, smiling, moving up over her body and leaning down to kiss her chest. "I'll take care of this for you."
"Are you crazy? You can't do that!" she protested, weakly, as his mouth encased her nipple. She didn't even try to use her hands to stop his onslaught. His hand grabbed her breast, squeezing it and lifting it to his mouth.
"Oh my God," she moaned softly. "He's... he's right there!" She watched him mauling her breasts, sucking and licking them. Greg suddenly snored loudly beside them, waking her from her living fantasy. "Shhhh! I can't! I can't! No!"
Vince looked up, letting her nipple pop free. "I know you want to," he whispered as he quickly moved down her body and started kissing her pussy through her panties. She shivered beneath him, giving him even more incentive. He sat up to pulled her panties off, with not even a single protest from her lips as she lifted her hips and extended her legs to help him.
"What are you doing? Are you crazy?" she asked.
She watched his face drop to her pussy as he looked up at her. "Did you make yourself nice and wet for me mommy?" he asked as he took a deep breath. "You smell so, so yummy! While I love watching you masturbate thinking about me, I'd much rather make you cum myself." He touched her labia lightly with the tip of his tongue, swirling circles over her sensitive pussy, sending shivers through her body. With each lick he added more pressure and more tongue until he was licking deep into her pussy. "I'd much rather make you cum in my mouth. Oh my God you taste so good," he said softly.
She shook her head, still looking down at him, amazed by the pleasure radiating from her overheating pussy. "Oh my God, you're crazy... fuck... we're gonna get caught. We... we... we can't do this."
"We're not going to get caught," Vince smiled, using feather-light licks on her labia once again. "He's fast asleep. Relax. I know you love my tongue on your pussy." He used his body to hold her legs open and reached up with one hand to grab her breast and pinch and roll her nipple.
Emmanuelle couldn't believe this was happening. Vince was giving her so much pleasure with his Dad sleeping right beside them! Could she keep quiet enough? Could she cum? God she needed to!
Suddenly, they both felt Greg shift a bit. He stayed turned away from them, but obviously was disturbed and woke up a little.
"Quit moving so much," he mumbled, half asleep. "Quit moving..."
Both Vince and Emmanuelle froze in place, afraid that they had gone too far.
"Sorry... sorry honey," Emmanuelle said softly, patting his hip with her hand. She motioned for Vince to stop and for him to leave, but he wouldn't go.
He simply smiled up at her and began licking her as his Dad started snoring once again. "It's fine... back to what we were doing."
"Oh... oh my God... oh my God," she moaned softly, pressing her pussy up into his hungry mouth, wanting more... needing more. She was so damn close! She wanted to scream!
Vince slid a finger into her pussy, moved his lips up to rhythmically suck on her clit, and continued pinching and pulling her nipple. The sensory overload was too much and drove her over the edge. She pressed her fist tight into her mouth to keep from screaming as her pussy convulsed, squeezing his finger, and spraying her juices all over his face.
Her hips rose and fell again and again, like a bucking bronco, as she tried to deal with the ongoing, intense pleasure. And the motion aggravated Greg once more.
As he stirred, Vince quickly dove off the side of the bed, just missed being seen as his Dad rolled over. "What are you doing?" he mumbled again. "You keep moving around..."
Emmanuelle tried to hide her gasping breaths, tried to calm herself so that he wouldn't know what was going on. "I'm sorry honey," she said, panting softly. "I just... can't get comfortable."
Greg turned back over again, pulling the blankets higher over his head. "You're telling me! I've got an early morning..."
"Sorry honey... sorry," Emmanuelle apologized. Vince rose after Greg turned back over and stood by the bed. "See! Are you insane?" Emmanuelle asked him.
"Shhh," he said, quieting her as his hand slid down her thigh once more, his fingers sliding into her pussy as he stood there. His cock was throbbing. "Just relax."
"I can't relax. You're my stepson!" she protested, letting her knees fall outward, giving Vince plenty of room to touch her.
"And you're sexy when you're scared," he smiled down at her.
"You are just... wild." She smiled back at him, nervous, but feeling so good. She looked at his cock longingly and slid her head closer to it. She grabbed it in one hand, slowly stroking it as his fingers circled her clit, then pressed inside her once again.
"Your pussy is so fucking wet."
"You do that to me." Emmanuelle leaned forward and took his cock into her mouth, softly sucking and licking him. It felt so incredible to feel him in her mouth again. She loved it.
"God you taste delicious," she moaned softly, licking over the head of his cock, then driving it deep into her mouth. She wanted this. God, she needed this! She needed his big, fucking cock in her throat. She needed to taste him, to have him cum in her mouth. She needed his cum all over her face, drenching her, making her a gooey, sticky mess!
Vince put his hand on her head, stroking her hair, holding himself firmly into her mouth until she almost couldn't even breathe. And she loved it. She loved being treated like a slut, like a goddammed fuck hole. Her sucking and licking grew even more intense in her desire to please him and in turn be pleased.
Vince fucked her mouth, slowly moving in and out of it, driving it deep into her throat, and then moving so that she was sucking on just the tip. "Oh God," he moaned. Her mouth was incredible! And her hand played with his balls at the same time, teasing them, rolling them between her fingers, driving him insane with pleasure.
It didn't take long. "Oh... fuck!" he grunted as softly as he could has he sprayed into her mouth again and again. He closed his eyes, trying to stay quiet, trying not to be found out.
When he finally stopped cumming, he could feel her mouth gently sucking, cleaning him off. He was breathing heavy and looked down at her, her body splayed open for him, glowing naked in the moonlight. She was so beautiful.
And he was going to have a lot more of her tomorrow!
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Vince woke up late Saturday morning. The sun was shining brightly through his bedroom window. The house was quiet. He knew his Dad had left hours ago and briefly wondered what Emmanuelle was doing. It still amazed him that his Dad actually requested that he spend some alone time with Emmanuelle. Did he have any idea what a full day alone with her would entail? No, not a chance. Vince smiled. If he only knew.
He could feel his cock hardening in the boxers he slept in and wrapped his fingers around it, stroking it softly. He was definitely excited and ready. He got out of bed and jumped in the shower, washing quickly, making sure to get clean all over. Then he sprayed on a little cologne and walked down the stairs, completely naked. His cock bobbed in anticipation with each step. He looked around the living room, then the kitchen, looking for Emmanuelle. But she wasn't around. He went to her bedroom door, wondering if she was still in bed, and opened it.
Emmanuelle was sitting at her makeup table, putting what looked like finishing touches on her makeup. She was wearing her thin, white robe again and looked at him as he walked inside. A dress was laid out on the bed, ready for her to put on.
"What's up?" she asked looking at him, before turning back to continue with her mascara and eyeshadow, her face tilting close to the mirror. "You know you're not wearing any clothes, right?"
"Yeah... intentionally. I didn't want to waste any time. Did Dad tell you? He asked me to spend some quality time with you today. I thought we might...."
"Oh? No, he didn't mention it. And... I kind of have something to do today. I'm sorry. I'm going out," she said, barely looking at him.
He looked at her in shock. "Going... out?" She was going out... dressed up. And not just dressed to run an errand to the store. Dressed up as if on a date. "Where the fuck would you be going dressed up like that?"
She looked at him with disdain. "Ok... I have a date. Is that better?" She turned back and, finishing her makeup, she pushed the chair away and stood up. She moved to the bed and picked up the dress, getting ready to put it on.
"No! That's not better!" he said loudly, disgusted. "What the fuck are you doing?" Why the fuck did she think he started fucking her? He was trying to get her off that goddammed app! He was trying to keep her... needs... in the family and not cheat on his Dad by having sex with all these strange guys.
"I'm doing what I want... I'm a grown woman," she said, challenging him as he walked up to her and stood in front of her, his large, athletic frame, towering over her.
He looked down into her eyes as he grabbed her breasts and squeezed them, sliding to her nipples and pinching them until she squirmed. "Is that what you like? You like fucking strange men and cheating on my Dad? You really don't want me to show those pictures to my Dad, do you? I mean, what does it matter, right? You're my stepmom. You're not even my real mom. So why does it fucking even matter?"
"No, no, no!" Emmanuelle said quickly. "Those pictures matter. That will really hurt your father."
Vince pinched her nipples again, making her moan. "So? What do you care?"
"What are you doing?", she asked, grabbing his hands to try to keep him off her breasts. "Listen, I'm your stepmother! Just stop. What the hell are you doing?"
"I'm just going to give you what you need... Mom," he said, grabbing her upper arms firmly.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?"
Vince pushed, throwing her onto the bed. Then he followed quickly, kneeling, sitting on her torso, holding her arms down by pinning them with his knees, leaving his hands free to roam.
"Don't! You don't have to do this. Just think about what you're doing," she said, trying to squirm from his grasp. Her robe opened in the front, mostly exposing her breasts to his lustful gaze. He ran his fingers down the line of her robe, crossing over her breast and sliding to her stomach.
"What I'm doing? It's what I'm keeping you from doing," he sneered, bending forward and trying to kiss her. She turned her face away giving him her neck instead, which he kissed and licked.
"No... think about this a second, Vince," she said, squirming.
Vince pulled at her robe, exposing her breasts fully. They were firm and ripe, her nipples hard and reddish from his pinching.
"Wait! What are you doing?" she complained, squirming, trying to free her arms.
Vince's hands squeezed her breasts, his fingertips swirling over her nipples before pinching and pulling them. Even though she squirmed, there was no way she could get free of him. He smiled and put a hand on her throat, holding her head in place as he bent down and kissed her. She didn't kiss him back at first, but her mouth opened soon, allowing his tongue to push inside.
Vince moved down a little, allowing her arms to be freed. She struggled for a moment, but he grabbed her wrists and held them over her head, then leaned down, smiling lewdly, and began sucking on her nipples. They were so hard and swollen and she barely even resisted any more.
"You know you love being treated like a piece of fuck-meat, don't you?" he said, sitting up. He slapped first one breast and then the other. "Don't you?"
Emmanuelle moaned after each slap, closing her eyes to feel it. "No... no," she whimpered softly, weakly. "You don't have to do this to me. Please!" Her pleas were getting softer now. Almost as if she was resigned to her fate and, possibly, even wanting it... even loving it.
"Shhh," Vince said softly. He lifted her arms and pulled, pulling her off the side of the bed to stand.
"What are you going to do, ground me? Lock me in my room?" she asked calmly, her skin flushed with need, her breathing ragged.
"Now that you mention it..." he replied grabbing her arm and twisting it behind her back. He took the end of the robe's belt and tied it around her wrist, then repeated it with the other arm. Then he took the slack of the belt and wrapped it around her neck, pinning her wrists behind the middle of her back.
"What the fuck?" she asked, getting angry at him. Angry... but extremely excited. This was something excitedly new in her interactions with him. Vince pushed her forward and, unable to stop herself, she fell face down onto the bed. His hands were so insistent, so strong and so controlling. And she was so helpless again... helpless with a man who had shown himself to be able to give her so much pleasure.
He slapped her breasts again, making them flop from side to side, until they were flushed pink. She groaned excitedly. Her nipples were so hard, so needy, and his passionate aggressiveness was driving her crazy.
"Now," he said, grabbing her throat. "Down. That's it. Down on your fucking knees." He slowly helped her to kneel beside the bed as she panted softly. He grabbed her hair forcefully and moved closer to her, until his cock was bobbing right in front of her face. She knew what he wanted. She knew exactly what he wanted.
And, she admitted to herself, she was salivating for it. Her eyes were fixated on it... on it's length... it's girth... on the veins... on the beautiful, bulbous, angry-looking, mushroom head... on its steel-hardness. She knew what he tasted like and she longed for it. If only he wasn't her stepson.
He pushed his cock forward as she eagerly opened her mouth to give it entrance. He pushed it in deep, deeper than she expected, but she was very experienced. She let it slide into her throat without gagging. He held it there, making it impossible for her to breathe, but she didn't squirm or protest. When he pulled out, her saliva dripped from her mouth and from it, dropped onto her chin and breasts.
He did it again and again, making her take his hard cock deep into her mouth, making her cough and sputter when he removed it, making her a dripping mess. She didn't protest once. Not that he gave her a lot of chances to, but even as he waited between thrusts for her to catch her breath, she didn't say a word. And she willingly opened her mouth wide each time his cock drew near.
She wanted this as much as he did. And they both knew it. He looked down at her as she sat there, breathing heavily. Spit dribbled from her lips and her eyes were watering from gagging on his cock, messing up her makeup.
He cupped his hand under her mouth. "Spit," he said, and she spit the excess fluid out of her mouth and into his hand. He lifted it above her face and, turning his hand over, dumped it onto her face and slid his hand over it, completely smearing her makeup. When she tried to turn away, he slapped her face.
"If you're going to be a fucking cock whore you might as well look like one," he said.
He stroked his cock with his other hand, just in front of her face, and moved his hips away every time she tried to extend her tongue or lean forward to trap it in her mouth, and slapped her face. He grabbed her hair with his free hand and held her head still. All she could do now was extend her tongue, trying so hard to lick his cock whenever it got close. And she tried... again and again. She wanted his cock in her mouth.
"You like when I tease your cock?" she asked, panting heavily. "You wanna put it in my mouth, don't you? I know you love fucking my slutty mouth."
"You are such a cock whore," he said in a disgusted tone. "Your face is a fucking mess, you're spitting up all over yourself, and you still can't wait to get my cock back in your mouth."
"Whatever I have to do," she said, smiling. "Make me your messy girl," she challenged him. "Your dirty, sloppy, little girl. Whatever you want. Just give me your cock. Yes! Come here!"
He pushed his hips forward, sliding back into her mouth yet again. Instead of holding it deep in her throat this time, he started sliding it in and out, fucking her mouth. Her mouth felt incredible, her tongue continually and rapidly licking the underside of his cock every time it moved in and out.
He felt his balls tightening and knew he wasn't going to last much longer. He didn't want to cum on her face this time. This time he wanted her ass. He pulled his cock free as she protested, giggling like a teenager. She loved to be treated like this.
"You like fucking my throat, huh? Shoving it deep inside me... all down my throat. Are you going to give me all your cum?", she asked, licking her lips.
"Yeah, you're going to get a lot of my cum today," he said.
She smiled and licked her lips. "Come on then, do it," she challenged him, now acting brazenly whorish. "Fuck my face until you can't anymore. Until you can't hold your cum back any more and you blow your fucking load all over my face. Come on... do it!"
"Oh, I have other plans for my cum right now," he said. "Stand up." He grabbed her arm and pulled both her hair and arm to make her stand.
She stood and he flipped her around until she faced the bed. He walked her to the edge of the bed and then pushed, making her fall face down on the bed, onto her stomach.
"Oooh," she moaned softly, looking back over her shoulder.
He pulled her robe up to expose her ass and pulled her panties down her legs and off. She lifted each foot as he pulled, freeing the flimsy material. He pushed her legs apart with his feet, stood there to keep her from closing them, and slid his hand up the inside of her thigh, cupping her very wet pussy.
"Fuck, that feels so good!" she moaned, wiggling her ass to encourage him to continue.
"Fuck is definitely the operative word for the day," he said. He smacked her ass. "I'm going to fuck the shit out of you until you can't walk straight."
"Oh, God," Emmanuelle groaned helplessly, feeling his fingers tease her clit so well.
He slid two fingers inside her pussy and used his wet thumb to tease the beautiful sphincter of her ass. She squirmed beneath him, either to evade him, or because she wanted more.
"Oh, that feels so good," she whispered.
"You're going to miss your... appointments... today and from now on. In fact, you're going to cancel the account and delete the app," he said sternly.
"Yeah? And what... uh... do I get out of it?"
"I'm going to fuck you, instead of all those other guys. I can only imagine all the nasty things you do with all those guys. From now on, I'm going to do every nasty thing I can think of to you."
"Mmmm... you? And what about... oh... oh God... your Dad?" she mumbled, obviously affected by his fingers toying with her cunt and ass.
Vince just smiled. What his Dad didn't know wouldn't hurt him. Besides, he was doing this FOR his Dad, right? He was doing this to help HIS marriage. He pierced her ass with the tip of his thumb and felt her shiver.
She groaned, excitedly. "Oh God... I... I fucking love that..." she hissed.
"You enjoy being used by guys, don't you? You love being treated like the whore you are."
"Yesssss," she answered challenging him, looking back over her shoulder. Her brow was furrowed, obviously exited by his fingering.
"God, you're a nasty fuck, aren't you? Huh?" He pushed his thumb and fingers in deeper, pinching them together as he fingered her.
"Oh, you have... no idea... what I... enjoy doing," she said, smiling, and closed her eyes as the pleasure from his finger-fucking flooded her body once again.
Vince smiled back at her. "I'm going to find out, that's for sure. I'm going to push your limits," he said, slapping her ass again.
"Mmm... I hope sooooo," she moaned, arching her back to give him even more access to her overheated cunt. "Please fuck me," she moaned, begging. She needed to feel his big cock inside her again. She needed to feel that big cock drive into her, stretch her, fill her so full, and take her over the edge. "Please make me cum, Vince."
He removed his fingers from her ass and pussy and pressed his cock against the crack of her ass. "I plan on doing that... a lot. The goal will be to see if I can get you to beg me to... stop... making you cum." He pushed the head of his cock into her pussy, making her groan as each inch pressed in more and more. Her pussy was very wet and very willing to take him.
"Fuck yes!" she moaned, pushing back against him to take him deeper, faster. "Fill me up!"
As he neared being fully embedded into her pussy, he pulled back and thrust forward, slapping his hips against her ass and causing her to groan loudly as she was crushed against the bed.
"Fuuuuuck," she moaned as he repeated it again and again, thrusting hard into her pussy, driving her into the bed again and again. "Oh... my... fucking... God..." she moaned loudly with each thrust as if his cock was driving the very air from her lungs. Her arms and legs began shaking uncontrollably and Vince could feel her pussy contracting, helping him get deeper... squeezing him... trying to hold him in.
"Oh God... I'm... fucking... cummingggggg!" she said loudly. And then she came, her body shaking rigidly, her moaning turning into a wail. He kept thrusting, slowly, as best he could, as her pussy tried to squeeze him out, grunting as he got closer and closer to his own orgasm.
"Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!," she said rapidly, panting, as she recovered slightly from her orgasm. "Oh my fucking God that came on fast! And... oh God... you're still fucking me!"
Vince grabbed her hair with one hand and pulled her head back like pulling a horse's reigns, making her back arch roughly. With his other hand, he pushed his thumb back into her ass, sliding it deep as she groaned loudly.
"Fuuuuuuuck!" she hissed, feeling both holes filled at once. She'd never had that before and the feeling was intoxicating. She felt overwhelmed with pleasure, making it hard to think.
He started thrusting harder, again, harder and faster, slamming his hips into her ass. He drove into her, using her pussy, using her ass, for his own pleasure.
And within a minute, she started cumming again, her body twitching and shaking as it overwhelmed her. And this time he came, too, his cock jetting out cum deep into her pussy again and again as he groaned loudly. She could feel his cum being squeezed out of her overfilled pussy, sliding down wet and hot over her clit.
He pulled out of her, sweat dripping off his body as he looked down at her. He pulled the belt from her arms and tossed it aside then walked into her bathroom for a shower.
They fucked four more times that day before Vince's Dad came home from golfing. After Greg came in, he showered and then announced he was going to bed early, Emmanuelle followed him, grateful for some time to rest. Her body was tired, her mind was tired, and for once in her life, her libido was satiated. At least for now.
If Vince could do this for her, then she'd take his offer... gladly.
*****
It was Sunday and time for Vince to get back to the college and his studies. He knew he wasn't too far away and that Emmanuelle and he would be able to have many more visits together, but it felt like he was going far away. It was late morning when he finally got out of bed and went into the bathroom. He took off his t-shirt and shorts, took a quick look in the mirror, and then stepped into the shower. The water got hot quickly and he had to adjust it a little, but it felt so damn good on his skin.
He washed and then started washing his hair. Unfortunately, as it always happens, the bubbles slid down into his eyes, so he closed them. His hands continued digging into his scalp when he thought he heard the shower curtain open and then close. He quickly rinsed off his face and saw Emmanuelle standing in front of him, completely nude.
She moved close, smiling deviously, as her fingers encircled his growing erection, lightly stroking it.
"What are you doing?" he asked, very surprised that she was in here with his Dad so close by.
"I just wanted to give you a going-away present," she answered, stroking a little more as his shaft grew to its full length in her hand.
"What? You couldn't wait until I was out of the shower? Dad's right downstairs..." he protested.
She interrupted me. "Just shut up. Trust me. Your father will be busy for a while."
She moved even closer to him, pressing her body against his under the hot water, continuing to stroke his cock.
"I'm feeling like I want to be a naughty little girl," she whispered. "I want to be your naughty little girl. I want you to think really dirty things about me every time you look at me. Like all the things you want to do to me. Like how it feels to touch my skin. Touch my tits... my gorgeous, big tits."
Vince groaned. He was so hard and her hand felt so good stroking his shaft. She was exciting him with her words. If she wanted to be his dirty little girl, he would surely help her. He reached down and squeezed her bare breast, then move further and pinched her nipple, pulling it from her body.
She groaned loudly, echoing in the shower. "I'm a dirty little slut."
He moved one hand down her abdomen and slid his fingers into her pussy and around her clit, while the other grabbed her hair from behind and pulled, raising her face towards the ceiling. Then he leaned down and kissed her, hard, his tongue thrusting inside her mouth and tangling with hers.
"You're my dirty little slut," he said sharply, pulling on her hair so that her back arched. "What do you want... mommy?" he said, drawing out the last word, emphasizing it like it was a dirty word, and then kissing and nibbling on her neck.
She smiled deviously, breathing faster. "I love sucking cock. And I love being choked. And I love being degraded. I just love being the filthy little whore that I am."
"You're definitely a dirty whore."
"Yes," she moaned, closing her eyes a moment, enjoying the pleasure of his fingers on her pussy. "Would you do that for me? Would you be a big, bad boy for me? I'd like that."
"Oh, I definitely will. You're definitely my whore from now on."



"I like it extra dirty, Vince. I like the feeling of nails across my skin, scratching all my sensitive spots. And I like feeling your body... pressing against me, holding me tight... oh fuck," she moaned feeling his fingers playing with her clit, "trapping me, taking me... holding me against my will."
"I'll have to show you what it means to be taken by me," he said, fingering her faster, his palm slapping against her clit. He had to hold her up because her legs were turning to putty from his assault on her pussy.
"Most importantly, I like a really... hard... cock. I want a nice... throbbing... cock in my pussy. So nice and hard. I want it to be throbbing. I want your cock to be so hard you think it's going to pop any second. Is that what you want? Do you want your dick in my wet little pussy?"
He growled, which sounded more menacing in the confines of the shower. Then he grabbed her, turned her around, and bent her over so that she had to put her hands on the shower wall to keep from falling over. He smacked her ass several times, making it red.
"My fucking slut," he growled. "To do with as I please."
"God, yes," she whispered, just barely audible above the sounds of the cascading water.
Then he grabbed her hips and pushed his cock into her, sliding it deep into her pussy before beginning to thrust repeatedly. Her pussy was so wet and ready for him, squeezing his cock and making him even harder.
"Feels good, doesn't it slut?" he said, slapping her ass cheek yet again.
"Oh... God, yes," she whispered. "So... fucking... good."
His cock continued to saw in and out of her as he reached forward and grabbed her hair to force her head back, to force her back to arch, to force her onto his raging hard on.
"Oh fuck!" she moaned loudly. "That's it... right there... right there... Yes! Yes! Fuck!"
He reached around her, cupping her breast in his hand and squeezing it, pinching her nipple over and over as he continued fucking her. His other hand continued holding her hair, continued forcing her to arch her back and contort for his pleasure.
"Oh my God," she moaned. "Please... I want you to fuck me in the ass again," she said softly.
"In the ass? God you're such a fucking whore. Ohhhh, but I'm gonna cum so deep in your ass you'll taste it. I might just have to make you my ass whore. Maybe make it so that's the only way you're allowed to cum from now on. How'd you like that slut?"
He could see her eyes close as pleasure washed over her. She truly did love being degraded. "You can do anything you want to me, Vince" she moaned.
He pulled his cock from her pussy and coated it with shampoo, stroking it for a moment to get it even harder. Then he set it against her tight asshole, and pushed. The head plopped in first and he slowly pushed forward, driving his entire shaft deep into her bowels.
"Fuck Vince!" she moaned. "Your cock is so fucking big."
"And you're going to take every fucking inch," he said, slapping her ass cheek again. In seconds he was thrusting again, this time into her much tighter hole. Her body shook at first, his size driving her to the edge of too much pain, but then relaxed as he continued thrusting.
She dropped a hand to her pussy, playing with her clit as he continued thrusting into her, his hands grabbing her hips for leverage. Every thrust forced a moan from her lips as if he were pushing the very air out of her lungs.
She looked back at him, with pure lust on her face. "Fuck Vince! Don't you dare stop. Don't stop! I want a nice, big load. Sluts deserve big loads. And I want it... I want your cum. I want it so fucking bad. Cum in my ass Vince! Oh God... cum in my ass!" Her body was shaking again, this time on the verge of orgasm. And then she came, her hand rapidly moving over her clit. The pressure in her ass, the squeezing on his cock, was perfectly timed to make him orgasm. And he came deep inside her ass, holding still as load after load gushed from his cock, punctuated with his pleasured grunts.
*****
After they had toweled off and re-dressed, they stood in Vince's bedroom as he packed, talking.
"You know I can't just stop here, Vince," Emmanuelle said. "This is something I need and if I can't get it anywhere else I'll go crazy. It's not like your Dad can step up any more. I'm practically killing him with the amount of sex I want to have as it is."
"Well, I'm not that far away. I guess we can meet once a week."
"Only once?" she asked, grinning. "You know I need more than that."
"Hey, if I can get you to stop fucking other guys and ruining this family, then I guess a couple times a week is worth the sacrifice," he smiled. "I expect you to keep making my Dad happy, though. And I expect daily texts and videos from my slut."
"I can do that. I just have to figure out what to tell your father about why I'm away so often," she said, moving closer to him. She put her hands on his shoulders and kissed him softly.
"I don't think that will be necessary," my Dad's voice said from the doorway. We both looked over, scared to be caught, and saw him leaning against the door frame, his arms crossed.
"D... Dad, how long have you been standing there?" Vince asked.
"Long enough," Greg answered a little gruffly.
"Dad, it was my fault," Vince said quickly.
But Emmanuelle stood, moving her body between her husband and her stepson. "No it wasn't. I started this." There was no way she was going to let Vince get punished for her sins.
Greg seemed relaxed... too relaxed. He even smiled a little, which made Emmanuelle and Vince even more uncomfortable.
"None of this surprises me," he said. "I knew you were the right woman for this family, Emmanuelle."
"I'm sorry... what?" she asked, caught off guard.
Greg looked a little sad. "I don't blame you for what you did with my son. I know you need quite a bit of... attention. You certainly have a freaking high libido. But that's what I love about you. And I know that I can't give you all the attention you need. So... you slept around."
Emmanuelle wondered how she could feel even more shame... and arousal. He knew about her affairs. And he knew why she had them. God he must think she's horrible. She felt horrible... slutty. And it only made her wetter.
"Dad, what are you saying?" Vince asked. "You knew about her... affairs?"
"I'm old, not blind. I saw how Vince looked at you the moment he walked in the door. And I saw how you responded to him. I know you've been playing around this weekend. My son is an adult... and he's clearly happy. And, from what I can see, you're happy, too."
Vince and Emmanuelle looked at each other in surprise.
"I kind of expected this. Look, as long as I'm kept happy, too, you have my blessing. Just... only us two, ok? Hopefully we'll be enough to keep your hormones in check."
Emmanuelle nodded, licking her lips in excitement. They were both still in shock. But... Greg just gave them permission to have all the sex they wanted.
"In any case, I have to go out of town for the week and I expect you still have things to talk about and a lot of fucking to do. Your stepmother is quite pent up, Vince. Maybe you could help her with that."
*****
Vince stayed at the house for the next week, driving down and back for school, and playing with Emmanuelle the rest of the time. It was more sex than either of them had ever had.
When Greg came back home from his trip, he lay in bed with Emmanuelle beside him. "So, did you and Vince have a good week?" he asked.
"Yeah... we did," she said, slowly stroking his hard shaft, licking the head occasionally. "Can I tell you something?"
"Of course."
"I used to think of myself as insatiable, but he wore me out... sometimes three or even four times a day. If this keeps up, he might need a girlfriend just to give me some rest."
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Mom's Friend Amy
"Wait here. Momma will be back soon." Jason's mom kissed him on the head and watched as he sat in the cold, hard plastic seat in the middle of the mall. She smiled at him and turned to walk into the shoe store. Jason watched as she approached the young, male clerk, watched his reaction to her turn from wonder and hope to... unabashed desire. They both looked around the store for a moment, before the clerk led her towards the back of the store, holding her hand.
Jason, barely 18, wasn't sure what happened in the back, but his mom must have liked it. They visited that store often, as well as a few others, usually in the early morning hours, and early in the week when the mall wasn't busy. She homeschooled him, so they could run off for "field trips" whenever she felt like it. Divorced and reasonably well off at 38, she was certainly given a lot of opportunity for it.
He looked down at the college application in his hand, wondering what college life would be like. He'd been so controlled, so isolated by his mom, that he didn't know much about the outside world and it both scared and excited him. He'd never had a girlfriend, rarely even saw girls, really. His mom had taught him some about girls, but he was anxious about going out with one in real life. College would be his first time away from home to do just that.
He nervously opened the packet and started reading through the materials. He had been an incredibly bright kid, even though naïve, and was so excited that a small, prestigious school in North Carolina would so readily accept him. His mother, an alumni of the school, had some old classmates that lived and worked there, too. He was certain that they had helped in the process. But he was comforted that one way or another, he'd be around people that could keep him safe.
He felt so exposed, sitting out in the center of the mall as people passed by. He was so scared that someone would ask him a question and could feel his pulse race every time a shopper came near. He buried his head in the paperwork as much as he could, wondering what was taking his mother so long.
He heard the distinctive clink of his mother's high-heeled shoes as she walked towards him, her finger wiping around her mouth, fixing her smeared lipstick.
"Let's go home, baby. I need to call Amy and arrange for your visit to the college." She held her hand open and he quickly filled it with his own as she led him down the concourse and out to the parking lot.
*****
It was a long flight, and Jason felt so scared being alone like this. No one around him knew him. No one would help him if he got into a jam. He sat in his seat the whole flight, quiet and small so no one would notice him. Even the pretty flight attendant paid him little attention.
He followed the lead of the other passengers when the plane finally landed, taking off his seatbelt and gathering his things. An older gentleman seated next to him, gave him leave to go ahead of him, which Jason quickly took. When he exited the ramp into the airport he followed the crowd to the luggage area. Off to the side of the large room, he saw two women standing behind the roped off walking area, holding a sign with his name on it. They waved as soon as they saw him.
Both were very attractive women about his mom's age. They wore simple t-shirts and jeans, but their figures beneath were unmistakable. They were very shapely women. Jason's mom was shapely as well, but these women were even more attractive than she was. They waved him over and he walked with his eyes downcast, his face crimson red in embarrassment
"Jason? You are just so handsome and precious," one said. "I'm Amy and this is Cathy."
"Hi Jason. We're glad you could come and join us," Cathy said, smiling down at him. Her left shoulder and arm were covered with a rose-garden tattoo, with roses and vines all the way down to her wrist. He'd never seen anything like it before and briefly wondered how much it hurt to get it. He silently wished he could touch it and see what it felt like.
Amy pulled him tightly into a hug, pulling his face into her chest. He could feel the soft, pliant flesh mold around his face and was almost smothered by her breasts. When she released him, Cathy did the same, pulling him tightly against her.
"We are going to have all sorts of fun this week," Amy said, smiling broadly. "I was so happy to hear from your mom." They each took one of Jason's hands and led him to his flight's baggage carousel. "I assume you checked a suitcase."
Jason nodded, feeling self-conscious between these two beauties. "Your mom told me all about you, and told me all about your visit to the college. Are you excited?"
"Yeah...." he answered as if wanting to say more but was too shy.
They walked to the carousel and stood waiting for it to begin moving. Cathy moved behind him and put her hands on his shoulders while they both faced Amy.
"So what are you going to study?" Cathy asked, her hands stroking his shoulders and upper back, giving him a tingling massage. No one had touched him like that before and it brought out all sorts of emotions he never knew he had. Her hands slid down his arms, stroking his bare skin as she pressed into his back. He could feel her breasts touching his shoulders and she slid against him as if it were no accident.
"M... m... math," he said, fumbling for the right words.
"Oooh, and smart, too," Amy said, putting a hand under his chin and making him look at her.
He saw his bag on the carousel and moved to get it, but Cathy held him in place. "My... my bag..." he protested softly, but Cathy only moved her eyes to indicate Amy should get the bag. Amy walked to the carousel and grabbed the bag as Cathy wrapped her harms around him, holding him tightly against her. Her right hand moved down his body, stroking his abdomen to the front of his hip and onto his right leg. She hugged him tight, stroking his leg ever closer to his growing erection until Amy returned with the bag.
He groaned suddenly when Cathy released him, her hand accidentally grazing his cock.
"Well, let's go home," Amy said, grabbing his hand in hers. Amy dragged the bag behind her as they once again strolled through the airport and out into the parking lot. They found her car easily enough, a nice sized SUV, and while she got in the front to drive, both he and Cathy got into the back seat. Cathy sat close to him, her hand on his thigh, squeezing and stroking it as they drove the twenty minutes to Amy's house.
He could feel his cock get hard until it became very uncomfortable. He wanted to adjust himself, badly, but Cathy kept looking at him, never giving him a second of privacy. He tried to shift in his seat to relieve the pressure, but it didn't work. Her hand stroked up and down his thigh, coming painfully close to his hardened shaft each time. Eventually, Cathy smiled, almost as if she was satisfied with herself, and looked away giving him time to move his erection into a more comfortable position.
He was shaking when they finally arrived at the spacious house and went inside. The girls showed him around the place, with Amy holding his hand the entire time.
"And this is your room," Amy said, leading him into the bedroom. Everything was neatly arranged and a cooling breeze blew in the windows on the east side of the house. "Why don't you unpack your things and come downstairs. We'll be having dinner in about an hour."
"Ok," he said softly, putting his suitcase on the bed and unzipping it. The two women moved to the door and stood there a moment, watching him.
"I don't know if I can wait for tomorrow," Cathy whispered.
Amy giggled softly. "I know what you mean." She grabbed Cathy's hand and squeezed it, pulling her out into the hallway, leaving Jason alone.
Jason took that hour to put away his clothes and to get cleaned up from the long trip. He stood in the bathroom in front of the sink, his shirt laid aside and a washcloth in his hand. He stared into the mirror breathing heavily as he remembered what Cathy had done to him in the car. His hand slowly moved to his thigh, sliding up it, feeling the outline of his cock beneath his jeans. He whimpered softly, licking his lips as his hips jumped in pleasure.
He groaned as he unfastened his pants and opened them a little, letting his fingers trace along the thinner material if his boxers. His hands were trembling now, he was getting so excited. His fingers slid beneath the waistband and wrapped around his shaft, stroking it slowly. He grunted softly as the pleasure hit him, hard.

"Jason? Dinner's ready," Cathy called from the hallway, smiling as she pulled her pressed ear away from the door. She had hoped to hear a lot more, but his small whimpers definitely got her excited.
He quickly pulled his hands away and fastened up his pants. "Ok, I'll be right there." He grabbed his shirt and pulled it on over his head while moving to the door. Cathy was standing just outside, blocking his path, looking him up and down while smiling. He blushed furiously, wondering if she somehow knew what he was just doing. He looked down and tried to move forward. She bit her lip excitedly as she turned, letting him past.
*****
Jason woke up the next morning, smiling, as he felt his mom's hand stroking his forehead and cheek. He opened his eyes, fully expecting her to be the one seated on the bed beside him, but instead saw Amy. She was smiling down at him just like his mom did, but her expression was more.... predatory. He shivered a little and had the strong desire to pull away, but didn't want to offend her.
"Good morning," she sang sweetly, her hand stroking his chin, making him look at her. "Did you sleep well?" She moved aside a stray lock of hair that had fallen across his face.
"Yes," he said, pulling back from her hand, looking away shyly, unable to meet her gaze. She was wearing a robe that was slightly open, exposing her cleavage. He wanted to look at her body so badly, even feeling his body respond to her nearness and touch, but was too embarrassed. His eyes moved rapidly as he'd peek and then look away, hoping she didn't notice.
Amy giggled, noticing his predicament and bit her lip as she contemplated unleashing her desire for him now. She felt her temperature rising, felt her pulse quickening. She leaned towards him, turning as her hands moved towards the belt holding her robe closed. She smiled as she pulled the ends, untying the belt, and slowly pulled the material aside exposing her breasts.
Jason just sat there, staring, his face beet red as he watched her breasts rise and fall with her breathing. Amy's smile faded to a look of pure lust, and she watched him closely as her hands came up and stroked under each breast, lifting and squeezing them. Her nipples were hard and she moaned softly as she pinched them.
She imagined his mouth on them, his lips wrapped around her nipple, sucking softly as she held his head to her like a little baby. She imagined his tongue circling it slowly while she directed him, helping to teach him just how to please her. She imagined it was his hands and fingers gently kneading her breasts, squeezing them and pinching her nipples as he looked at her with wonder and embarrassment, too excited to stop, but too shy to continue.
"You guys coming?" Cathy called from the kitchen, waking Amy from her fantasy. She smiled at him, showing him that she wanted him to look at her like that, wanted him to see her naked body. She slowly pulled her robe around herself and stood, holding her hand out for him, pulling him from the bed.
"Yeah, we're coming." She led Jason out for breakfast, where the two sat on either side of him and slowly fed him his pancakes. Each had one hand on his thigh as one after the other brought a gooey bite of syrup-covered pancake to his mouth. They watched with fascination as his mouth opened and his lips closed on the fork, stealing the bite from it.
They were growing hungry themselves and their hands moved slowly up and down his thighs, teasing him unmercifully to uncomfortable hardness.
"We're going shopping for you today," Amy proclaimed as she pulled the now-empty fork from his lips. "We're going to get you some nice clothes for that college interview. Does that sound good?"
His mouth full, Jason could only nod his head.
Amy and Cathy looked at one another and smiled knowingly. They had plans far beyond just shopping.
They left the house at noon, the girls wearing light sundresses, obviously without bras. Jason could barely contain himself as the two walked with him to the car, hand in hand, their breasts bouncing in near unison. The tops were cut low exposing a lot of their milky-white cleavage, too. Once again, Amy drove while he and Cathy sat in the back seat.
She held his hand tightly on her lap as they drove and it wasn't long before he felt the flesh of her thighs beneath his hand. She moved his hand up and down, caressing her leg with it as she looked out the window, seemingly oblivious to what she was doing. At first it was just the back of his hand stroking her thigh, as she held it palm to palm. She slid it higher and higher until she pushed it beneath the hemline a little.
Jason felt her soft skin, felt the heat from between her legs and couldn't help but stare at her lap. He watched her hips turn a little towards him, watched her legs part a little wider. She took his hand between hers, turned it palm down on her thigh, and put her own over his. Then she slowly stroked his hand over her thigh while she watched him. He was so excited his hand was shaking, but she steadied him, she guided him. Slowly she brought his hand higher until he felt the soft, wet flesh between her thighs, with no panties to interfere.
Surprised, he tried to pull his hand back, but she held it tightly. Cathy gasped as she pushed his hand against her wet pussy, using it as her personal toy. She slid it up and down her labia, pushing his middle finger slightly between her wet lips, coating it with her juices. She grabbed his hand and lifted it it her lips, licking and gently sucking on it as Jason panted excitedly. She looked up and saw Amy's eyes in the rear-view mirror, the two exchanging knowing smiles. She was excited that her friend was able to see some of this.
Cathy watched him as she brought his saliva wet finger back down to her wet center and continued stroking. She felt so excited and could barely wait to do so much more with and to him. But it would have to wait. It was only a few minutes later that they pulled into the mall parking lot and Cathy had to reluctantly pull his hand away. She straightened her dress and the two got out.
Jason could barely walk, his erection was so hard. He tried so hard to concentrate on other things, anything to make it subside. But that didn't help much. They walked hand in hand through the sparsely occupied mall, wandering into a few stores and buying him clothes. Both Amy and Cathy were hands on when it came to picking out clothing for him, stroking down the wrinkles, testing to see how tight the clothes fit. In the end, they finished with a fairly large collection of outfits and started walking towards the exit, when Amy saw a shoe store.
"Hey, Cath. Why don't you guys wait here for a minute while I go visit a friend," she said, letting go of Jason's hand. "I think you owe me a little now." She smiled and Cathy had to nod her head, smiling in agreement.
"Ok, you have some fun. We'll wait right here." Cathy indicated a small bench in the mall outside the store and moved Jason to sit down. He watched Amy's ass sway as she entered the store, much like his mother had done so many times before. He watched when she approached a young sales girl who seemed to be a friend. The two hugged briefly and then held hands as they moved into the back room, much like his mom did.
"So, tell me about yourself," Cathy interrupted him. "Any girlfriends?"
Jason was shaken out of his thoughts by her questions and spent the next few minutes briefly answering them. He wasn't much of a talker, especially around beautiful women, especially around beautiful women that he'd recently had an intimate moment with beyond his control. But he did his best, and Cathy did her best to distract him.
"What are they doing in the back?" he asked out of the blue. "I thought that was for employees only." Cathy just smiled and laughed, telling him not to worry about it, before moving onto another question of her own. When she realized she wouldn't be able to keep his mind off the questions about Amy, she stood up and held out her hand.
"Let's go see what they're up to," she said, taking his hand and lifting him to his feet. She strode quickly into the store with him on her heels, heading straight for the storeroom door. The other sales associate started towards them, but Cathy held up her hand to stop her. She pushed on the door, opening it and moved inside, pulling him behind her. They turned into the room and Cathy moved behind him, sliding her arms around his body, hugging him tightly.
He was surprised at first to see Amy just standing there, her eyes closed, breathing heavily. She opened her eyes at the noise, though, and looked at the two smiling. She took a couple awkward turns, turning towards them, and Jason noticed the bulge of the girl underneath her dress, kneeling on the floor. Amy used one hand to lift up the hemline of her dress, while the other grabbed the hair on the back of the girl's head as she exposed it.
Then Jason saw a sight he never expected. The girl's face was completely buried between Amy's thighs and by the sounds she was making, was licking and sucking on her. Jason felt shocked and trapped, unable to move because of Cathy's arms around him. He stood there, forced to watch as Amy ground her hips into the poor girl's face, gasping and groaning for the next few minutes. Then her body was suddenly shaking and she pressed even harder into the girl as she yelled out.
He watched, completely surprised, when she stepped back and he saw how wet the girls face and neck was and how much she seemed to enjoy the taste. Cathy was whispering in his ear how hot that was to see as Amy bent down and gave the girl a kiss before rearranging her dress and getting ready to leave. She tossed several bills onto the backroom table as the three went out into the store and then left the mall, hand in hand.
He was still in shock when they got into the car, Amy driving and Cathy in back with him.
"Well, see something you liked?" Amy asked him.
"I... I..." he stammered, unable to get his thoughts in order.
"Oh, he liked it alright," Cathy said, turning towards him, her hands running up his thigh and onto his crotch, feeling his erection. She stroked it's length and then gripped it, jerking him off through his jeans. "I think I'm going to have to take advantage of the situation, too." She used both hands to unfasten his pants and then pull them down a little, exposing his hardness. Immediately, she bent forward and slipped it between her lips, moving her head up and down, her hand cupping his balls.
"Oh... oh God," he moaned, pushing back into the seat.
"Mmhmmm," Cathy moaned with him deep in her throat. She pulled back a moment later, her hand replacing her mouth, her fingers wrapping around him tightly and stroking up and down his length. "Fuck yeah, this is nice."
Amy watched for a moment, then turned in her seat, started the car, and pulled out to head home. "I can't wait for my turn, baby."
It only took a few minutes with Cathy's experienced hands teasing him and his complete inexperience and high level of excitement, for him to cum. It almost took Cathy by surprise. The first strand shot out, striking her in the neck before her mouth covered his tip and collected his copious cum. He was cumming hard, but she relished every drop.



And he was hard again moments later, delighting them both.
"Damn," Cathy said excitedly. "He's ready to go again." She stroked his hardness, more softly and slowly this time, keeping him on edge all the way home.
Amy pulled into the driveway quickly and shut off the car. She turned and watched as Cathy bent forward and engulfed his hardness once more. Jason's eyes were held tightly shut, his head laying back against the seat, his mouth opened in a groan. She laughed, grabbed Cathy's hair and pushed her head down harder onto Jason's cock, making her gag a little. Then she got out of the car and walked inside, leaving these two alone.
*****
Jason was left alone for the rest of the afternoon, laying in his bed, wondering what in the hell happened. Cathy had him completely at her mercy as she made him cum four times. He had slept until dinner time and then woke up happy. He smiled, reliving his first sexual experience ever. A soft knock on the door interrupted his thoughts.
"Come in," he said, sitting up.
Both Amy and Cathy came into the room, still wearing the same outfits from earlier, carrying the bags of clothing. "You forgot these," Amy said, setting them beside the bed. Then she sat on the edge of the bed, while Cathy sat in the chair just off to the side.
"Did you have a good time shopping?" Cathy asked.
"Yes, ma'am. Thank you."
"You're very welcome, dear. Everything looked just too good on you to pass up," Amy smiled.
"But really," Cathy interrupted. "She spent a lot of money on you today. I think she deserves some proper thanks. Don't you think?"
Jason looked at each of them, rather embarrassed and dumbfounded. He wasn't sure what she wanted.
"I think she deserves a little kiss, don't you?" Cathy asked.
Jason nodded his head and sat up. From his knees, he leaned forward and kissed Amy on the cheek.
"No, I'm afraid that just won't cut it either," Cathy said. "I think a kiss on the lips would be far more appropriate. I mean, they are nice clothes."
He turned to Amy again and leaned forward, kissing her on the lips. He could feel her soft lips touching his, then separating and coming back together as the kiss became more passionate.
"That's right. Now that's a better way to say thanks," Cathy said from nearby. When he started to pull away, she put a hand on the back of his head. "No, no, stay there. Show her you *really* appreciated it."
Amy's tongue slipped between his hips and met his own as the two dueled. She felt her body getting excited by the youthful exuberance coupled with complete embarrassment and lack of any knowledge in how to please a woman. She was certainly going to help teach him... at least how to please Cathy and her. She felt his lips press harder into hers and wondered if it was his doing, or Cathy's.
They finally separated and Jason looked totally embarrassed, sending a huge thrill through both women. Amy was licking her lips in pure lust, almost wanting to just jump him. Luckily Cathy kept her cool.
"Now that wasn't so bad, was it?" Cathy asked him, one hand still on the back of his neck, the other stroking Amy's neck and cheek. "But you know what she likes even more? She likes having her neck kissed. How about that?" She pushed his head onto Amy's shoulder and nuzzled him into her neck. Amy wrapped her arm around the boy, holding him to her as she felt his lips kiss her neck. She moaned softly, enjoying the feeling.
Cathy moved behind Jason and put her hand on the back of his, lifting it to Amy's cheek and neck, stroking it softly.
"Yeah, that's right. Make her soooo happy," she whispered.
Amy held his lips to her neck and he continued kissing while Cathy stroked his hand down onto Amy's chest. Cathy looked at Amy and smiled as she brought the youth's hand onto her breast, guiding his fingertips across and around her nipple. Amy groaned in excitement, pushing her breast into his palm.
"Ooooh, she likes that Jason. You need to do more of that." With her other hand, Cathy pulled Amy's top down, exposing her breast and stroked over it with his hand. She knew Amy's nipple was poking hard into his palm, knew that he could feel her soft, compliant flesh in his hand. He seemed to falter at kissing her neck and watched his own hand get used.
"Oh, my. You see what you're doing to her Jason?" Amy let Jason's head go and he lifted it away from her neck and shoulder. He watched as Cathy used his hand to caress and stroke her massive tit and gulped loudly. "Why don't you kiss her there?" Cathy encouraged, looking at him. Scared, embarrassed, and helpless, he pulled back a little and then leaned down, resolved to obey her wishes. Cathy lifted Amy's breast to him, the nipple exposed and hard. He kissed it on the center and then around the edges of her areola.
"Fuck!" Amy gasped, watching him intently. She lightly wrapped a hand around his head, holding him to her breast.
"Suck on it," Cathy whispered, kissing his ear. He opened his lips, letting Amy's long, hard nipple slip between them and then sucked it. Instinctively, he licked and sucked, using Amy's moans as a guide.
"Mmmmm, you know how to suck on that tittie, don't you?" Cathy moaned, her hand sliding down between Amy's thighs. "Let's get this little bitch off." Her fingers stroked Amy's pussy below him as he continued to suck and nibble at her breast, moving between them now.
Amy writhed on the bed, loving every touch of their hands. Cathy knew just where to touch her and Jason was so new to the sensations that it excited Amy to know that she was going to be his first. She was going to conquer another virgin.
Cathy raised her pussy-wet fingers, holding them up and wiping them across Amy's nipple.
"Have a taste of that yumminess," she growled, grabbing the back of his head more forcefully. His tongue slipped out and moved across her nipple as both woman watched, gathering up the tasty nectar.
"God, he's going to make me cum," Amy groaned. "I'm so fucking hot."
"Good," Cathy smiled grabbing Jason's hand once again. All three of them watched as she slid it down Amy's body over her dress and onto her thigh. He and Cathy could feel the warmth coming between her legs, could smell the aroma of an exceedingly aroused woman. She slid his fingers up and down Amy's slit, her hand moving his as Amy moaned her approval.
"Just like my pussy, huh Jason?" she whispered. "So soft and warm and wet. You've made her very excited. And you know you can't leave her frustrated like this, right?" Cathy looked at him, locking eyes with him. He could barely look at her he was still so embarrassed by everything that was happening. "You know you've gotta make her cum. Don't you little boy?"
He shivered visibly as Cathy pushed both his and her finger into Amy's pussy, sliding in and out as Amy moaned excitedly.
"That's it, baby. Finger that wet pussy." Cathy helped him put two and then three fingers into her friends depths, using long, slow strokes in and out. Amy leaned into Jason loving the sensations searing through her body. She lifted a hand to his throat, holding him tightly as she looked at him. Then pushed forward, plunging her tongue into his mouth, holding him tightly to her. She was shaking she was so excited.
"God, I can't wait any more," Amy yelled pushing him away. Cathy just laughed as Amy pushed at his throat, forcing him to his back. She stood and quickly pulled her dress up and over her head, her body flushed and excited. Fear and uncertainty kept Jason from moving, and he watched Amy as she slid back onto the bed on her knees, sliding up beside him.
"Baby, you're going to thank me properly right now. And I expect a lot more thanks before the week is through." Amy slipped her leg over his body, straddling him, sliding higher and higher. Her knees were on either side of his head, her pussy hovering over his face as she looked down at him. "Oh my God, you look so delicious," she whispered. "Make me cum." She used both hands to open her pussy, her lips dripping with juices as she lowered it down onto his face.
She grabbed his head with both of her hands, pulling him into her wet pussy as she ground down onto him. Her hips moved up and back, grinding against his mouth.
"Oh baby, stick your tongue in me," she moaned loudly.
Instinctively, Jason licked and sucked on her, his hands moving up to hold her ass, feeling it flex again and again in his palms. He wondered if she'd smother him, if he'd pass out... if she'd kill him like this.
"Well, fuck! If you're getting some, then so am I," Cathy groaned, taking her own dress off. She slowly unfastened Jason's pants and pulled them down his legs and off, tossing them aside. His large cock, throbbing beneath her. "Mmmmm.... ready and waiting for me." She straddled his hips, holding his erection and guiding it into her own wetness. She eased down onto him, and rode him.
*****
"Amy! How are you," Jason's mom said enthusiastically. She sat back down on the couch, putting one leg up on the arm.
"I'm doing very, very well, Rebecca... as you can expect."
Rebecca waved her hand, ordering the boy to the floor in front of her, to lick her pussy. "How's Jason? Are you two getting along ok?"
"We are getting along beautifully. He's even better than you anticipated," she gushed. "If you don't mind, I'd like him to stay longer than a week." Amy reached her hand out beside her and grabbed Jason's erection, sliding up and down it's length.
Rebecca smiled and gasped as her young man's tongue slid across her clit, making her shiver. "Yeah... uh... Amy... he can... he can stay as long as you... mmmm... want him, you know that. He's my little... thank you." She groaned, grabbing the boys head and pulling his mouth tighter against her pussy. "Without you, I would never have... oh my God... known this little bit of... pleasure. If necessary, I can always ship... yes, yes, yes... ship whatever he needs down to you."
"Sounds like you're having a bit of fun with your own young man right now," Amy giggled. "We're definitely going to have to get together again soon.... and share."
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Fish in a Barrel, Part 1
November 25th
"I just don't get it," Emily complained, sitting on the couch next to Sarah as she folded her laundry. They weren't really good friends, but their boyfriends were best friends. And... more than that... Sarah's boyfriend was Emily's brother and Emily's boyfriend was Sarah's brother. "Why the fuck did the idiots make a bet like this with their friends?"
"I don't know either," Sarah admitted, shaking her head. "I guess $500 makes people even more stupid."
"It's been three fucking weeks!" Emily yelled angrily. "And I'm so fucking horny! You hear that world? I'm horny!"
Sarah just looked at her, but Emily knew Sarah felt the same way. She hadn't had sex in at least three weeks either. Emily didn't know about Sarah, but she was used to having sex almost every single day. She had such a high libido... and had been so happy that Tyler, her boyfriend, was able and more than willing to keep up with her.
"Why would some jackass come up with a No-Nut November thing in the first place?"
"I know, right?" Sarah said. "I thought it was unhealthy if guys didn't cum or something. Like maybe it backed them up or something."
Emily nodded. "It probably does. But, no... now they can't cum until this stupid bet is over. The last one gets all the money. Fuck, I'll give Tyler $500 right now if he'd just fuck my brains out."
"Have you tried to... you know... make him cum?" Sarah asked, smiling. "I know I have."
"A little... I guess," Emily said. "I tried kissing and touching... I even tried grinding on his leg. He just pushed me off when he got anywhere near excited. I wasn't too worried because I figured it'd be over soon anyway. Until Tyler fucking told me that it lasts until there's only one left standing. This could fucking go on forever!"
"At least Tyler and Danny are the last two," Sarah said, putting another blouse on a hanger. "Danny told me that the other three already failed."
"At least their girlfriends are happy now. But fuck! You know how competitive Danny and Tyler are. We need to figure out how to make them fail, too," Emily smiled, deviously.
"I'm not sure what else I can do," Sarah said. "Danny barely even lets me near him right now. He's afraid he could 'blow any minute'. At least that's what he said."
"Yeah... Tyler's doing that to me, too. They're expecting us," Emily said as she was thinking of a plan. "But maybe... maybe there's another way... a way they won't expect."
Sarah folded several more shirts and pants, stacking them into their respective piles while she thought about what they could do. She wasn't sure Sarah would be willing to go along with her extremely radical plan... but she pretty much knew it would work.
"What if," she started, smiling as the plan solidified in her head. "What if instead of doing what they expect, we do something else... something they'd never, ever expect?"
"What would they never expect?" Sarah asked. "I mean, even the whole reverse psychology thing won't work."
"What if," Emily started, sure that her plan would definitely work. "What if I made Danny cum and you made Tyler?"
"What?" Sarah said, surprised. "You want us to seduce our own brothers?"
"Just think about it a second," Emily said. "They won't expect that at all. And it won't really matter anyway, it's just one time... and you just make him orgasm any way your can. I mean, it can be even just making him masturbate."
"Ok..." Sarah said uneasily.
"And to make sure they don't lie about it, we'll need evidence of success," Emily said, smiling. "Like... a picture."
"What do you mean a picture?" Sarah asked, not liking this at all.
"Just something that shows he came, so he can't deny it," Emily said. "No one else even needs to see the picture. It's just for our use. Are you in?"
"I mean... I guess," Sarah said, unconvinced. "I don't know if I can seduce my own brother, though. That just feels so... wrong."
"But it won't be hard at all," Emily smiled. "Just show some skin... maybe touch yourself in front of him. You only have to touch him if nothing else is working."
"Yeah... I guess. I might be able to do that."
"You have a very hot body," Emily said. "There ain't no way Tyler won't beat off after seeing your tits."
"My tits?" Sarah asked.
"Yes," Emily said, moving closer to her friend. Her hands reached towards Sarah's breasts but stopped short as she mimed feeling them. "Tyler admitted to me they were really nice. He saw you in the shower once."
"Oh my God!" Sarah laughed. "I didn't know that!"
"It's not a big deal, of course. Guys will be guys. To be honest, though, I think they're pretty fucking hot, too," Emily said, sliding her hand over Sarah's shoulder. Her fingers felt her friend's soft skin and teased to pull the spaghetti strap down.
It would be so easy to seduce her, Emily thought. If she was even half as horny as she was, it wouldn't take much at all. And her own brother... he'd never see it coming. She already knew he was horny as hell. She had just the right moves to make him ravish her before he even realized what was going on. It was all like shooting fish in a barrel.
"Oh my God," Sarah laughed nervously. Emily's hand was giving her goosebumps.
"You know... I'm so fucking... horny... right now," Emily practically whispered, leaning forward and kissing Sarah on the lips. It was a quick kiss, but both of them felt the excitement. Sarah was shocked. She'd never kissed a woman before.
"What are you...?" Sarah asked, backing away a little. She wasn't sure what was going on at all, although her body was on fire. She'd never felt this way around Emily before, nor any other woman for that matter.
"Mmhmm... don't fight it," Emily said, moving closer again, even closer than before. "You know you want this." She kissed Sarah again, deeper this time, more passionately. Her tongue probed her friend's mouth, teasing over her lips and just barely sliding inside. This time when Sarah backed away, she fell back onto the arm of the couch, blocking further escape, and Emily moved with her, laying on top of her.
"I don't quite understand," Sarah said, still confused. Neither one of them liked girls, right? They were both dating guys.
"Oh... you do... I know you do," Emily said softly, her hand stroking up and down the top of Sarah's arm. Sarah was squirming a little, but Emily kissed her again before letting her kisses trail down Sarah's jaw to her neck.
"I don't know if I want to..." Sarah moaned softly, uncertain and a little scared of what was happening. This was so unlike Emily. But her kisses on her neck was sending pleasure all through her body. It was like Emily knew just where to kiss her.
Emily slid her hand over Sarah's breast and grabbed it through her shirt as she continued kissing her neck. She squeezed it gently, feeling for her nipple and teasing it. She moaned softly, feeling Sarah's nipple respond to her, getting so hard and pointed.
"Yes you do," Emily said. "Mmm... come on. Admit it." Sarah was shivering, her whole body covered with goosebumps from her excitement. Emily moved to kiss Sarah on the lips once more, her friend not responding, but unable to stop her. "Mmm... such sweet lips. Tell me, how does my brother kiss you?"
Emily licked her lips as she watched Sarah's reactions.
"I don't... I don't know." Sarah kept her lips tightly together, not kissing Emily back and not letting her slide her tongue inside her mouth.
"Fight me," Emily giggled, still kissing her. "Mmm."
It took a minute or two, but Emily's teasing touch on Sarah's breast and her persistent kissing and licking made Sarah finally kiss her back.
"Mmm... there you go," Emily whispered, sliding her tongue into Sarah's mouth and touching her tongue for the first time. "You want me. I can feel it. I bet you're all wet for me."
Sarah shook her head, trying to deny just how excited Emily was making her feel. Her body was shaking, yes in fear and uncertainty, but also in excitement and need. Emily was turning her on whether she wanted to say it or not.
"You do." Emily pinched Sarah's nipple, making her friend moan as she kissed her more passionately. Her lips then moved to Sarah's neck once again, to that sweet spot that made Sarah melt.
"Why are you doing this?" Sarah moaned softly, her body melting rapidly.
"'Cause I'm horny as hell and you're so fucking sexy," Emily admitted. "I can't help myself any longer."
"I don't understand," Sarah said, her body reeling from the pleasure that Emily was giving her.
"I need to get fucked!" Emily said. "And right now, I need to fuck you."
"What?" Sarah said, startled.
"Come on, keep telling me you don't want it," Emily said, squeezing her breast again as she flicked her tongue over Sarah's earlobe, then sucked on it a moment making Sarah moan. "'Cause I know you do."
Emily started kissing Sarah on the lips again and Sarah kissed her back. "Mmhmm, you can admit it. You're as horny as I am. I know how badly you need to cum."
"But... we can just... we can just wait for the bet to be over," Sarah said, sounding desperate for a way out of this uncomfortable situation.
Emily shook her head. "No... I can't wait any longer. I need to cum. Now."
"But," Sarah plead again. "We have the plan... it won't be much longer. You can just... wait."
"Just relax," Emily whispered, pinching Sarah's nipple, then moving to caress and squeeze her other breast.
"I can't get up," Sarah said, trying to squirm free.
"I know," Emily said. "That's the whole point. I don't want you to get up." Emily slid her hand under Sarah's shirt and grabbed her breast again, her thin, frilly bra her only defense now.
"What are you doing?" Sarah squirmed again.
"Oh, I'm having my way with you," Emily said. "Just relax... and enjoy. Let me enjoy you."
Emily started kissing and biting Sarah's lower lip and she started grinding her hips against Sarah's leg. She could just feel the pressure and friction between as she rode Sarah's thigh. She was frustrated, though. She needed much more contact than this.
"Yeah... give me your tongue," she told Sarah as her fingertip touched the woman's lips. "Just relax... you know you want this, too."
Sarah felt Emily grinding into her thigh and felt Emily's thigh move against her own pussy. She started grinding back, wanting to feel the pleasure, needing to feel the pleasure.
"Yeah... push back," Emily moaned softly. "Fuck me. Fuck me back."
Both were grinding their hips into the other, each pressing their thigh harder against the other, each wanting to get and give more and more pleasure. Emily sat up on her arms, looking down at Sarah. Sarah looked back, her mouth open in an 'O', her eyes showing the pleasure she was receiving.
"Mmhmm.... mmhmm," Emily moaned before bending down to kiss Sarah again. "I'm gonna make you fucking cum so hard."
Sarah shivered and grabbed Emily's hips holding her so she could grind against her even harder. She was desperate for more contact... more pleasure.
"I'm gonna enjoy every inch of you," Emily moaned softly. "You're going to be begging to cum."
"Oh!" Sarah panted excitedly. She couldn't believe she was so excited. She couldn't believe that Emily had made her this excited. She reached up and grabbed Emily's breasts with both hands, squeezing them as Emily ground against her even faster.
"You like that, don't you?" Emily moaned.
"Yes..."
Emily suddenly sat up and grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it off. Then quickly unfastened and discarded her bra, too. She reached down and slid both hands under Sarah's shirt, sliding them up above her breasts, dragging the material with them, lifting her shirt to bare her beautiful B-cup mounds. She grabbed and pinched Sarah's nipples through her bra, making Sarah squirm and moan so deliciously.
"Oh I love your tits," she whispered, looking down at Sarah. "Nice little perky nipples." She then sat back again and pulled Sarah to sit up so she could pull her shirt and bra off. They kissed for a moment, Emily's hands gently stroking Sarah's breasts when Sarah touched Emily's bare breasts. They broke their embrace and Sarah leaned down, slid Emily's nipple into her mouth, and sucked.
Emily enjoyed the sensation for a moment, closing her eyes and gently holding Sarah's head against her breast. But... she needed more. She forcefully pushed Sarah away, pushing to lay back on the couch again then slid back and grabbed Sarah's shorts. She unfastened them and pulled, forcing them down her legs.
Sarah whimpered as Emily did whatever she wanted. She felt so helpless against her, but so excited.
Emily leaned down and grabbed Sarah's breasts, bringing her hot mouth down to lick and suck on each, very hard, nipple.
"Mmm... tasty nipples," she moaned. One hand moved again and slid inside Sarah's panties, her fingertips moving to tease her pussy. "Oh, yeah you're wet! You want this, don't you?"
"Yeah," Sarah panted quietly. She was almost too embarrassed to admit it but Emily was driving her crazy with pleasure... pleasure that she'd been denied for a long time.
"Yeah, I know you want this," Emily moaned. "I can feel it right here." She brought her fingers to the top of Sarah's slit and circled her clit as Emily bucked into her hand.
Emily sat up again and grabbed Sarah's panties, pulling them down and off her legs, making Sarah completely naked. She admired her friend's body. She'd never seen it like this before. And the look Sarah gave her, the wanton, desperate look of a horny woman made Emily shiver.
"Oh... your panties are soaked," Emily grinned. "And look at that... such a beautiful pussy." She quickly moved between Sarah's thighs and lightly licked her clit, teasing her with her tongue.
"Oh fuck! Yes!" Sarah yelled, louder than she expected. Emily slid a finger into her friend's pussy as she kissed and licked her clit. "Yeah... fuck my pussy with your fingers."
Emily looked up at her and smirked. Yeah... she was definitely going to cum hard.
Sarah was moaning, writhing on the couch as Emily kept licking and sucking, driving her insane with pleasure. Not even Daniel had ever licked her pussy so well.
"Yeah, play with my fucking pussy," Sarah moaned.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," Emily said, never letting her tongue and mouth stop working on that overheated, wet flesh.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah!" Sarah moaned, shaking wildly, rocking her hips up and into Emily's hand and mouth. Oh God... yes... that feels so good. Oh fuck! Yeah!"
Emily could feel Sarah's pussy clenching her finger as she slid another inside and turned her hand to stroke her G-spot. Sarah's legs were trembling, her muscles tightening as her orgasm approached quickly.
"Fuck!" Sarah yelled. "Make me cum! Please! Just like that! Don't stop! Oh! Fuck! God damnit!"
Sarah was writhing on the couch, her hands suddenly grabbing Emily's head, pressing harder into her pussy. Her legs stiffened, her toes pointed as she came, hard. Sarah suddenly pushed Emily's head away, giving her over-sensitive pussy a break. Emily removed her fingers and licked them clean as she softly and slowly licked around Sarah's pussy.
Emily moved up Sarah's body, laying on her as she kissed and hugged her friend.
"Oh my God... oh my God... I'm so confused," she whispered between kisses.
"That's ok," Emily giggled, then kissed her again. "Did it feel good?"
"Yeah!" Sarah nodded, smiling, still a little embarrassed.
"Can you... get me off?" Emily giggled again. "I really need it."
"I... I don't know," Sarah blushed, embarrassed. "I don't know what to do."
"Why don't you just scissor your legs with mine and grind into me like we did before."
Sarah thought about it for a second, nodded, and then worked her way out from under Emily. Emily lay on her back, watching her naked friend rise above her.
"We need to get these off of you," Sarah said, unfastening Emily shorts and pulling them, along with her panties, off and tossed them aside. "Like this?" she asked as she kicked one leg over Emily's and one leg under and brought their wet mounds close together.
"Mmhmm," Emily said as she felt the heat from her pussy so close to her own. "Just like that." She lifted her free leg up along the back of the couch to give Sarah a better angle.
Sarah grabbed Emily's leg and held onto it for balance as she lowered her pussy onto Emily's. She sat there a moment, feeling hot, wet flesh against hot, wet flesh and listened to Emily softly moan. Emily's nipples were hard and pointed and she reached down and slipped her fingers around one, rolling it between her index finger and thumb.
Emily reacted with a deep moan, the pleasure sending sparks right to her clit. "Fuck yeah... I love to have my titties played with," she whispered, encouraging Sarah to do more. "My nipples are so very sensitive... just like my clit."
Sarah smiled and continued fingering and rolling each nipple, enjoying how hard they got and how much it made Emily squirm.
"Fuck!" Emily yelled. "I am so fucking wet for you." Emily lifted her hips, pressing her pussy against Sarah's and grinding as best she could.
"Is that what you want?" Sarah asked. Emily shook her head quickly, reaching up to grab Sarah's hips to force more contact. "Tell me how much you like it." Sarah lowered her hips and pushed into Emily, her pussy grinding against her friend's. Her clit slid over and across the over-heated flesh, sending shivers over her body.
"I love it!" Emily said, shaking her head. She couldn't believe this was actually happening. It was far better than she'd ever fantasized. "You're just a little tigress now, aren't you?" she giggled.
"Uh huh," Sarah giggled, too, her hips sliding up and back. This was even better than before. Flesh on flesh rubbed pleasure centers she didn't even know she had.
"Uhhhh!" Emily exhaled. "That's it... fuck me... harder... harder!"
Sarah grabbed Emily's leg tightly and ground her hips down into Emily, even as she slid them forward and back. The pleasure was better than either woman expected and they both moaned loudly. Sarah's hips sped up and she grunted every few thrust. She moved her hips as fast as she could at one point, the extreme, different pleasure driving her. Then she slowed down to catch her breath for a minute before starting the cycle all over again.
"You really like fucking me like this, don't you?" Emily asked, smiling up at Sarah.
"Yes," said said quickly and simply, not sure if she could say much more right now. She was getting so close again.
"Yeah, that's it," Emily moaned. "Oh yeah... fuck! Did you like how I licked your little pussy? Hmm?" Emily asked, reaching up and teasing Sarah's nipple.
Sarah licked her dry lips. She was panting so much now, getting so close to her orgasm. "Yes," she whispered.
"Can you do the same for me?" Emily smiled.
Sarah stopped grinding for a moment, wishing she could cum again. But Emily hadn't cum yet at all and she owed her that. She slid to the floor and looked at Emily's wetness as her friend slowly circled her clit with her fingers.
Emily could tell Sarah was unsure of herself and unsure of what to even do to pleasure her friend. "Just... do just what I did to you." She pulled her pussy open and pointed to her clit. "See that right there? Lick right there."
Sarah nodded slowly as she moved her mouth closer. Was she going to be able to do this? She'd never done anything like this before, never even thought about it, really. But, after the pleasure she'd received, she was willing to give Emily what she wanted, what she seemed to need. Extending her tongue, she flicked it over Emily's clit for the first time. She wasn't sure what to expect about the taste or the feel, but it wasn't bad at all.
"Oh yeah!" Emily moaned. "Just like that."




Slowly Sarah gained more confidence as she closed her eyes and licked up and down the sides of Emily's clit, then moved lower to lick her swollen labia. She moved her tongue up and down her slit, slowly and deliberately.
Emily watched Sarah closely and encouraged her. "Oh yes... that's good. Don't stop... please. Right there."
Remembering how much Emily's fingers felt inside her as she got her own pussy licked, Sarah slowly slid two fingers inside Emily's pussy. She couldn't believe how easily they went in, how warm and silky it felt, and how much Emily's pussy actually squeezed her fingers. She quickly had her fingers all the way inside and then started retracting them. Slowly she moved them in and out while her tongue circled Emily's clit.
"Are you going to cum on my fingers?" she asked, smiling up at Emily so innocently.
Emily nodded. Sarah's fingers and tongue were definitely going to make her cum and she knew it was going to happen fast. "Don't stop. Please don't stop. Fuck! Oh fuck! Yeah, yeah, yeah."
"Is this good?" Sarah asked sounding almost virginal as she licked Emily's clit. She couldn't believe she was not only doing this... she was enjoying it. "You like my fingers?"
"Oh my God yes!" Emily moaned loudly. She was so close... so ready to cum. And in only seconds she did. "Fuuuuuuck!" she screamed as she had the most fulfilling orgasm she'd had in a month.
Sarah stopped licking and pulled her fingers free as Emily's orgasm slowly subsided. Emily quickly slid to the floor and grabbed Sarah, pulling her into a deep kiss. She grabbed Sarah's hand and licked each finger, sliding them into her mouth and sucking on them, cleaning them.
"God that was so good," Emily whispered, her smile matching Sarah's as the two girls kissed again. "You know what we have to do with the boys, right?"
Sarah nodded. "Yeah. I don't know, though. He's my brother."
"Don't worry," Emily said. "It'll be a lot easier than you think."
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Fish in a Barrel, Part 2
November 27th
It took two days, but Emily finally worked up the courage to try to seduce Daniel. She drove over to his apartment and pounded on the door. She could hear him inside, coming to the door.
"Damn! Hold on!" he said from behind the door, moments before opening it. "Emily! What the fu...?
"Hey asshole," she said, interrupting him and storming into his living room. The apartment wasn't very large, but it was bigger than he needed. It had a living room, an eat-in kitchen, two bedrooms and two bathroom. He could afford it, with his nice job and all. "Is your boyfriend here?"
"Jeremy? My roommate?" he asked, closing the door behind them. "No. Why?"
"Why?" Emily said, sounding very angry. "Because I'm mad at you."
"Mad at me? What the fuck did I do?" he asked.
"My boyfriend doesn't want me anywhere near him because of your stupid no-nut challenge," she said. "He says he needs to stay away so he doesn't fuck me. So, you get my wrath."
"What the fuck?" he said, confused. "Go talk to him. It's not my problem."
"Oh, oh yes it is your fucking problem," she said pacing. She had thrown her coat off and was wearing painted-on jeans and a tight t-shirt. Daniel could see her B-cup breasts tightly contained behind the thin, cotton shirt, her nipples very hard and pointed. He was a little embarrassed that she suddenly turned him on so much. "You and your friends got him into this bet to see who could last longer or whatever. And so, now, I haven't been fucked in like a whole month. And I'm going fucking crazy. I'm super horny and I'm mad."
"Jeez, go play with yourself or something."
"You don't think I haven't?" she spat. "Many, many times! I'm going through batteries left and right. So now, this is your problem and you're going to fix it."
"Why don't you just fuck him?" he said, sitting on the couch and grabbing the remote control for his game and starting to play again. "That'll fix it."
"Oh, very funny," she said sarcastically. "You think I haven't tried you stupid idiot? I've tried to fuck him. I've done all the things. Look at me." She grabbed her tits and squeezed them as he looked up. "I prance around in my fucking thong with my titties out and everything. And he still won't fuck me because he's too busy with his stupid cock bet with your friends."
"He's a grown man," he said, smirking, believing that her actions and frustrations were bringing him closer and closer to $500. Hell, if Tyler was even half as horny as he was and Emily came on to him, he knew Tyler would break.
"A grown man?" she spat. "Grown men don't make stupid bets with their best friends that drive their girlfriends crazy. It's idiotic and it's making me mad. And very... aggressively horny. So, for the love of God, could you please, jerk off right now and end this whole mess?"
"Why should I do that and lose this bet?" he asked, moving aggressively as he triggered the remote control rapidly. He grunted as the computer's football team scored on him.
"Because it's all your fault," she spat, her hands on her hips. She pushed her chest out, emphasizing her breasts once again.
"My fault?"
"Yes!" she said, moving even closer to him. "Because you're a stupid idiot and you're making my boyfriend stupid. I can't take any more." Daniel was feeling uneasy. His erection was throbbing in his pants. His sister's breasts were so well displayed it was almost as if she wasn't wearing a shirt at all.
"He hasn't told you the latest, has he?" he smirked, trying not to look at her beautiful... sexy... breasts... with those really... God-damned pointed... hard... nipples.
"Told me what now?" she asked, crossing her arms under her breasts. This pushed them up a bit, making them look even larger. "He already told me it continues until there's one fucking winner, that it doesn't really end in three days."
"Oh... I guess you already know then," he said, smirking again. "Ah, fuck!" he yelled at the game as the computer scored yet another touchdown while he was distracted.
"So... this is just to see which moron can go without cumming the longest?" she spat, shaking her head. She started pacing again, now back and forth between Daniel and the TV. The lights behind her accentuated her trim body every time she crossed in front of it. And what in the hell was it with her ass. He'd never noticed it before. It was... so round... and perfect. He started salivating just thinking about having those globes in his hands. "So, when does it end? Ok? When... does... it... end?!?!"
"As soon as Tyler cums," he said dryly. "'Cause I'm not losing this bet. Five hundred dollars is a good chuck of cash."
"So this could, what? Go on forever?" She looked down at him. Was he always this good looking? His mouth... his lips... they looked so... kissable. And did he just move his cock to get more comfortable? She licked her lips, her mouth feeling very dry all of the sudden. "So I will have to go on being celibate?"
He smiled, which only made her angrier... and for some reason... hornier.
"You fucking moron! I have needs!" she stomped her feet and pouted, sounding desperate. Daniel was quick to note that her breasts jiggled so wonderfully when she stomped. "Guys don't know this, but girls get really fucking horny and I'm so fucking horny that I could murder somebody. So you're gonna cum. You're gonna cum right fucking now."
"What do you mean *I'm* gonna cum?"
"You're just going to jerk off and fucking cum already," she said. "You will end this fucking bet because my fucking boyfriend is so fucking stubborn that he will go all year not fucking me just to spite you. Ok? So just end it." She stepped forward and pushed him, making him fall back further into the couch. Then she dropped to her knees and put her hand right on his hardon through his sweat pants.
"Hey!" he said uneasily. She'd never touched him like this before and his dick was so hard. And he suddenly realized just how incredible her hand felt, the pleasure rushing to his head.
"Of course," she said sarcastically. "Your dick is fucking insanely hard right now. And I bet your balls are fucking blue, too." She stroked her hand up and down his shaft slightly, feeling him shiver beneath her. "You and your stupid boner."
Daniel moved his hands as if he was going to pull her hand from him, but she grabbed his shaft harder and looked at him as if threatening him. It wasn't fear that really made him back off. It was seeing her determination to make him cum... and... his desire to let her do it.
"Alright. Fine," she said when he just sat there, looking at her, as if helpless. She grabbed the waist band of his sweatpants and pulled them down, along with his boxers, all the way to his knees. "I'll do it. I'll make you cum right now." His cock was standing tall, hard and long. She grabbed it and started slowly stroking it. Just feeling him in her hand, his hard shaft covered by such soft skin, the swollen bulbous head, was driving her crazy with need and desire. "That way I can get back to fucking my boyfriend because I love him... even though he's a total stupid idiot."
She spit in her hand to give her some extra lubrication and stroked more easily, her hand sliding up and down his shaft.
Daniel's head rolled back and he closed his eyes for a second. It had been so long since he'd been touched like this, too. He tried so hard not to touch himself, not to let Sarah touch him, and his cock had really missed it. He knew there was no way he was going to last.
"I'll just make you cum right now," she smirked. "You're so horny I probably don't have to do anything." She took a moment to really look at his shaft, now, holding it firmly. She took a single finger and ran it up and down his length, swirling it around the head for a moment causing Daniel to jerk.
"Fuck! You're my sister."
"Yeah, well, who cares," she said matter-of-factly. "This is me trying to get back to having sex with my boyfriend by ending this stupid bet once and for all. And you know what? Sarah is doing the same thing with Tyler."
"What...? Why?"
"Uhhh!" she said loudly, stroking his cock faster. "'Cause we're both so fucking horny! You don't get it. Just... I need to fuck my boyfriend." Emily bent forward and licked just under the head of his cock. "Even if I have to suck your cock." She kissed and licked up the length of his cock. "Then that's what I'm gonna do."
"Oh my fucking God," Daniel hissed, his hands grabbing the edge of the cushion.
Emily used her free hand to work Daniel's sweatpants off his legs and tossed them aside. "All I have to do is just... suck it for one second. You'll probably blow your load so fucking fast." She looked up at him as she slid the head of his cock between her lips and moaned. When she planned this, she thought she'd go overboard with a lot of porn acting, doing everything necessary to make him cum. But now... now with his beautiful cock in her hands she didn't have to act. She was enjoying this... immensely... far more than she every thought she would.
She slid him deeper into her mouth and stroked below it, enjoying the feeling of his hard cock in her mouth. "Stupid idiot," she said softly, less angry now. "You don't get it. You made me wait a whole month to fuck. And I'm so fucking horny."
She stroked him again, now using both hands, her spit providing plenty of lubrication that she continually renewed. "I'm mad at you and I'm so fucking horny and I can hardly think straight. I need to fuck my boyfriend so you need to cum right now."
Daniel moaned as she slid his cock in and out of her mouth, sliding it deep, almost into her throat. "God damn," he hissed.
"Feels good, right?" she looked up at him, smiling. "Your sister's mouth on your cock? Licking it... sucking it." She slid her hands up and down his shaft again. She never realized how big his cock was. She idly wondered if he was even bigger than Tyler's.
Her hand gently cupped his balls, moving them in her palm. "Your balls are so full of cum. Don't fight it. Just cum right now. And end this stupid challenge."
She sucked on him again, sliding him deep into her mouth as she looked him right in the eyes. Daniel moaned loudly again and felt his cock pulse with a desire to blow right now, but, still, he resisted.
"I can taste your precum in my mouth," Emily said, looking at the head of his cock and licking the hole. "Don't fight it. I know you want to cum so badly. I want to cum, too. I want to cum so fucking bad."
She sucked on him a moment more then let go of him and sat back on her heels. "Here, you want to look at my tits?" she asked, taking her tight t-shirt off and tossing it aside. She grabbed her tits and squeezed them, then pinched and pulled her nipples as Daniel watched, mesmerized. "Here, look at my tits. You like that? Makes you horny, right. Makes you want to cum for me?"
"God your tits are so nice," he said, reaching forward and touching them.
"You can have them... if you cum for me," she teased, bending down and taking him into her mouth once more. "I know your balls are aching. All you have to do is cum. Just think of how sweet it would be to blow your load into my mouth right now."
"Oh my God! You're killing me," Daniel moaned. He'd never felt so hard before. His own sister was driving him to the edge.
"Mmm... Do you like to feel my lips on your cock like that?" Emily asked as she slid him all the way into her throat. Her nose rubbed in his pubic hair and he could hear her gagging on him.
"Fuck! When did you learn to do that?" he asked. He'd never felt anything like that in his life.
Emily coughed a little when she released him, spittle dripping onto his cock. Then she giggled. "Mmhmm... I'd love to swallow all your cum, too."
"Yeah?" he asked.
"Yeah," she said, smiling deviously. She really did want to taste his cum. This was starting to grow way beyond simply getting him to cum. "Your balls are so fucking blue. Wouldn't you love to blow your load in your sister's hot mouth? Has Tyler told you how much I love sucking dick? But now he won't let me because of your stupid bet. I just want to suck his cock and make him happy."
She sucked on him again, her head bobbing faster, up and down, as if his cock was fucking her mouth instead.
"And when I suck dick I just get so fucking horny," she admitted. "I get so fucking horny, I just have to fuck. I just want a dick in me so fucking bad."
"But... really? Right now?" he asked. He couldn't believe that his own sister was wanting to fuck him. This went way beyond any fantasy he'd ever had about her.
"If you hadn't done this stupid challenge, everything would be normal," she said. "And I never would have done this. But now I just need dick so badly. I just need dick so bad right now. You don't understand what it's doing to me. It's making me so fucking crazy. I just need to fuck. I need a cock inside me. I need to be fucked. I need to cum. I'm so fucking horny! I just want a dick inside me so fucking bad."
Emily stood and unfastened her pants, peeling them down her legs along with her panties.
"I'm just so fucking horny," she said, swirling her fingers through her wet pussy. "And this is all your fucking fault God damn it! You need to cum right now."
She stepped forward and slid into his lap, straddling him. "I can't do it any more," she said, pushing his cock against her pussy as she ground into it, sliding his cock through her meaty wetness. She was so fucking wet. "My pussy is so horny and aching."
"Oh my God," Daniel moaned, putting his hands on her thighs. Her skin was so soft and so warm and seeing his cock slide against her pussy was so fucking erotic. He'd never seen her pussy before. She had a small, dark bush, and her lips were so swollen and meaty.
"I just need to be fucked right fucking now, ok?" she said, sounding desperate. She pushed his cockhead against her clit several times, swirling it around the hard nub, making her moan. "You're gonna have to lose. 'Cause you're gonna have to cum right now. Uh huh... you're gonna have to cum right now. See this pussy? You want to fuck it, don't you?"
"Yeah... I really do," he admitted, stroking up her thigh with one hand as his other squeezed her breast and rolled her hard nipple between his fingers.
"Yeah you do," she said as she helped him grab his shirt and pull it off, making them both completely naked. "You want to fuck it so bad." She stopped her grinding for a moment and rolled her hips forward a little, pressing the head of his cock right against her hole.
"Just let me... put your cock inside me," she said as she pushed it inside her, pushing her hips forward to drive it deeper and deeper. "Yeah, just like that... just like that," she moaned.
"Oh my God!" Daniel moaned as he felt her silky pussy swallow him. Her pussy squeezed his cock so wonderfully. "Oh my God!"
"You gotta cum now," she said, putting her hands on his shoulders. "I... I don't think I can stop myself." She shuddered and started moving her hips faster, fucking him harder. "I really need to be fucked."
"I want to fuck you," Daniel admitted.
Emily smiled then closed her eyes. "Yes, yes, yes, yes... shove that fucking cock inside me," she panted.
"Oh God... fuck!" Daniel moaned. "God you feel so fucking good."
"Yeah, you like that?" she smiled down at him, then leaned forward and suddenly kissed him hard for several long moments, her hips never stopping their motion.
"Oh, God... fuck me... fuck me," Daniel moaned as she sat with their foreheads together, their eyes looking deep into the others. She never realized just how brown his eyes were... a warm, chestnut color. She felt his muscular body in her hands, his firmness. He was definitely her type.
"Yes... shove that cock in me," she panted softly. "Yeah... oh fuck. Oh, I need to cum so fucking bad. But I'm... I'm not going to cum until you cum. Ok?"
"Oh my God. Oh my God," Daniel panted. He was going to cum whether either of them wanted him to or not. Right now, his body was on automatic pilot and he couldn't change its course.
"You have to cum first," she panted. "You have to end this. I really, really want to fuck Tyler."
She was panting harder now, kissing all over his face as she continued rapidly driving her pussy down into his cock.
"Oh... if you keep doing this, I'm definitely going to cum," Daniel panted. "Fuck!"
"But... no matter what... you have to keep fucking me," Emily panted. "You have to keep fucking me until I cum. You want this pussy, don't you?"
"Fuck yes... I want your pussy bad."
"Oh fuck... I love fucking like this," she panted again, almost crying out of desperation. "God. I'm so fucking horny. I could so cum right now. But if I cum right now, then you'll just go back to making my life miserable."
"Miserable?" he asked. "How do I ever make your life miserable?"
"Yeah... miserable," she said. "Because Tyler won't fuck me until you cum and end this fucking bet. So, no. I'm not cumming until you cum. Yeah... you can try as hard as you want to hold it in, but every thrust in my pussy is one more thrust closer to you cumming and ending my nightmare."
"Oh... fuck!" Daniel moaned. "Damn it! Just fuck me, ok?"
"My pussy's so sensitive after not getting fucked in so long and your cock feels so good inside me," she panted. "Oh my God. Fuck!"
Her body writhed on him, her hips pounding into him again and again. Both of them were dripping with sweat.
She kissed him again. "Oh fuck... I'm so fucking close," she moaned, her voice high pitched as the urgency to orgasm overwhelmed her. "Oh... oh my God. Yeah... just... fuck... I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" she yelled as her body tightened and she suddenly squirted onto his cock and stomach, covering him.
"Oh God, I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm sorry," she said over and over as she moved off his lap. "I don't know what happened. I was just... so fucking horny."
"It's ok," he said, grabbing his t-shirt and drying himself off. "It wipes off."
"And... you're so hard," she said from her curled up position beside him. Her hand moved to his cock and stroked it again.
"Oh fuck," he whispered.
She stood and turned around on the couch, facing the back. "Please," she begged. "I just... I just want you to keep fucking me. I don't fucking care any more."
Daniel stood and moved behind her, lining his cock up with her pussy. He grabbed her hips and pushed inside her.
"Oh my fucking God," she panted, feeling him push inside her again. "Fuck me, Danny... fuck me good."
He felt his blood boiling, his need to cum so strong now, especially seeing his younger sister so laid out for him, so ready for him.
"You want this?" he asked, holding his still, rock-hard cock.
"Yes... badly," she panted. "You're gonna cum in me... you're gonna cum in me right fucking now. I know you want to cum in my pussy. I know you've thought about it. About cumming in my fucking pussy. Filling it full of your jizz. My sweet, tight, fucking pussy with your cum just dripping out of it."
"Oh my God," he panted, pounding into her even faster. Emily put her hands on the wall to keep her face from banging into it.
"Yes! Just like that!" she yelled. "Just thinking about it is making me so fucking horny. You're gonna cum now. You are. You're gonna cum right fucking now. Yes, do it. Do it. Right now! Come on and fill my pussy all up."
"God I'm close," he panted, his body thrusting more erratically now.
"Yes, yes, yes!"
"Oh fuck!" he grunted. "Fuuuuuuuck!" He felt his balls drain into her as his insides clenched again and again, sending it all deep inside her pussy. It seemed like it wasn't ever going to stop. It had been so long!
"Yes... yes... oh God that feels so amazing," Emily panted as he slowly pulled out of her. "My pussy is so full of cum. Finally! God I needed that!"



"So... fucking... amazing," Daniel said softly.
"You're so good at fucking me. Holy shit!" Emily said, getting up and grabbing her phone from her jacket pocket. "I never would have expected you to be so good." She slid to the floor in front of Daniel and snapped several pictures of his cum-covered cock.
"What the fuck are you doing?" Daniel asked, a little bothered that she was taking pictures of him like this.
"A little evidence," she smiled up at him. Then she dropped the camera and took several pictures of the cum dripping out of her pussy.
"Of?"
"Your orgasm. Now you have to tell your friends that you came."
"I'm not going to tell them I fucked my sister," Daniel said. He tried to turn away to get cleaned up, but Emily stopped him.
"Wait! Don't move. Let me taste it."
She moved close again, putting her hands on his hips as she lowered herself to catch his deflating cock into her mouth, her eyes locked on his. She licked it, teasingly, before sliding it into her mouth and sucking off all her juices and his cum.
"Yeah... mmmm," she moaned happily. "All you have to tell them is that you couldn't handle it any more and you jerked off," she smiled. She slowly stroked her hand up and down his shaft and felt it twitching. "And... if you want," she giggled, sucking just the head into her mouth, "we can keep fucking afterwards. I kinda liked this."
Daniel shook his head, smiling. His sister was such a little deviant slut.
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December 1st
It was five days after the boys lost their bet, both on the same day of course, and after they had time to tell their friends. Emily slid into her sheer, black bra, fastening the eye-hooks and settling her boobs into the cups. She looked at them in the mirror and smiled. They looked absolutely perfect. The sheer material covering them left her hard nipples exposed behind it. She pinched them lightly with her fingers through the cups, making them even harder and sending a lovely pulse down to her clit.
This was going to be a fun night! Finally!
She slid the black garter belt into place on her hips, the long straps extending down the front and backs of her legs, waiting for her hose. She sat on the edge of the bed, fingering the dainty, sheer, black hose and gathered it up. She slid her foot into it and pushed to slide it up her long leg. She turned it as she went, making sure the decorative black seam in the back was straight. The hose felt so wonderful on her legs, almost like a second skin, she thought as she slid her hands over her encased leg. She loved wearing sexy hose for Tyler.
She fingered the second hose and gathered it up, sliding it onto her other leg. Standing, she adjusted the hose again and slowly clipped the garter-belt straps to the tops of each nylon. She picked the sheer, black panties from the bed and slid each leg in, moving it into position as well. She knew her panties would be one of the first articles of clothing to go and she was hoping to keep the nylons on. If her nylons were outside of the garter straps, she was set.
She looked in the full-length mirror hanging on the closet door again, loving how the outfit looked on her. The sheer bra kept her nipples fully exposed and hard while the sheer panties showed her pussy beneath it as well. Nothing was fully hidden from sight.
She looked at the clock as she grabbed the blankets and comforter that covered the bed, and slid them off. Bundling them up, she tossed them to the floor by the closet. Then she crawled onto the bed, moving to the top before she flipped over. She gathered pillows behind her shoulders and head to get comfortable, then lay back, running her hands all over her body.
This was going to be perfect.
She grabbed her phone, flipped open her picture app and began looking at the pictures Sarah sent her, the pictures sent showing proof that Tyler had cum. The first was of Tyler's cum-covered cock, with Sarah's hand on it, covered, too, as the last few drops drooled over it. She obviously finished him with a wonderful hand job.
The next was one of Sarah's face and upper body. Her chin, neck, and naked breasts were covered with his cum. Obviously Tyler had been fucking her tits... he loved cumming while fucking tits squeezed tightly around his shaft. Emily slid her fingers down to her pussy, feeling how hot and sensitive her clit was behind her sheer panties. She teased her clit a little, not wanting to cum yet, but feeling that wonderful tingly feeling.
Finally, the bet was over. Both Tyler and Daniel came clean to their friends, both saying that they had masturbated. The girls would never have to expose them by showing their friends the pictures and embarrassing them... although they were ready for that. Now, the pictures would be just for the two of them... for their little fantasies. Since both guys had admitted their orgasms at the same time, they split the winnings 50/50.
It was funny to Emily, though, that the finality of the bet was when both of the men had sex with their own sister.
Sarah, of course, had a difficult time getting the courage to seduce her brother, Tyler. She had come over to his apartment to have dinner with him and, when she arrived, found him in the shower getting cleaned up. After opening the door and watching him for a minute or two, watching his hard body, watching his very hard, sensitive cock that even he was avoiding touching, she steeled her courage, slid out of her clothes, and simply walked into the shower to join him.
Before he could even react, she was already kissing him, giving him a hand job... a blowjob... then ultimately moved to the bedroom where he fucked her. Emily touched herself, sliding her finger lightly over her clit as she fantasized about what had happened, fantasized about Tyler laying her on her back and sliding his cock between her tits as she pushed them together.
She loved that, loved feeling him be more animalistic. She also loved the view of him on top of her, his cock forcing itself down onto her, and being helpless as his cock spewed gobs and gobs of cum all over her chest and face. She had a feeling that Sarah loved that too.
She knew that she and Tyler were going to have to invite her into their bed for a threesome soon.
But for now... she couldn't wait for tonight to get started! It was both exciting and scary.
*****
Sarah rode the elevator to the fourth floor of Daniel's apartment building and, after an excited walk down the short hall to his door, rang the doorbell. She was excited to spend time with him again. November seemed to have lasted forever and it seemed to have made them grow apart.
Yes, they had very fun, passionate, and energetic sex the night after he lost the bet, but she wanted to get back to their regular routine quickly. And tonight was their first night to get back on track. Besides, she wanted to make sure Daniel knew she was better than Emily at making him cum. She didn't exactly know what they did together, but, from the pictures, it looked like they went all the way.
Daniel opened the door and let her in. "Wow... you look... amazing!" he gushed.
She smiled at the compliment. She hoped she did, at least to him. She had her hair done up, was wearing makeup and jewelry, her sexiest red dress and heels. And the sexy lingerie she wore underneath was still a surprise. She was dressed as if this was a special occasion even though they weren't going anywhere.
"I thought we'd have dinner and then maybe watch a movie or something," he said as she walked in the door. "I have some chicken and pasta."
"I'm more hungry for you right now," she smiled.
"Oh, I know," he said, folding her in her arms and kissing her. "Believe me, I need you, too." He pulled back after a moment, holding her hips, and smiled. "Before dinner, though, I have a present for you... for being so patient with me."
"Yeah?" she asked, smiling back.
"Mmhmm. Close your eyes now." Daniel made sure she closed her eyes, took her hand, and led her towards his bedroom. He opened the door, standing aside to let her enter first, and moved behind her to put his hands over her eyes. The room was dimly lit by the bedside lamps, giving it a very warm feeling. The foot of the bed faced towards them, with the head against the far wall.
"Are you ready?" he asked.
"Yes."
"This is your present for being so very, very patient with me for the past month," he said. "I know it was hard on you."
"Aw, baby," she said, smiling in appreciation.
"Ready?" She nodded quickly. "Tada!" he said, removing his hands.
Sarah slowly opened her eyes and was caught off guard when she saw Emily sitting on the bed, pillows propped behind her. Her body encased in black, sheer lingerie.
"Emily?" she asked, stunned.
"Mmhmm," Daniel whispered in her ear, hugging her from behind. They watched as Emily slid her hands all over her body, touching herself in a show just for them. "She told me what you did with Tyler... and... what you both did... together."
Sarah shivered a little, wishing that their little lesbian tryst would have remained a secret. Daniel didn't have to know about it, did he? "You want to fuck... her?"
"No," he said. "This is all about you tonight." He kissed her neck as he held her and slowly slid his hands up and down her body. She shivered and simply watched Emily spread her legs and begin masturbating.
"Wow, ok... um," she said in surprise, looking back at him briefly.
"Yeah, I know," he smiled. "Now... we're both going to fuck you... together."
"Hi, beautiful," Emily said from the bed. Sarah watched Daniel's sister slide her hand into her panties and touch herself as she looked at them, the other toying with her nipple through her sheer bra.
"Let me help you get more comfortable," Daniel whispered, making her shiver.
As Sarah watched Emily, Daniel slid his hand to Sarah's back and tugged at the zipper to her dress. Once it reached the bottom, he slid first one shoulder off, then the other, and pushed the dress down to fall on the floor at her feet. He steadied her and helped her step out of her dress, so he could pick it up and toss it aside.
"Oh, wow," Emily moaned, enjoying the sight before her. Sarah looked incredible.
Sarah was wearing red lingerie, a beautiful bra and panty set, that accentuated her figure wonderfully. She knew Daniel loved her in red and was ready to have a good time with him tonight. He traced his hands over the front of her body, stroking her chest and teasing her nipples through her bra. His fingertips slid under the edge of her bra, just grazing her bare nipple, making her moan softly.
"You know, Emily asked for this," Daniel whispered in her ear. "She wanted to be with you again. I think she has a thing for you."
He reached behind her with one hand and unfastened her bra before slowly taking it down her arms, tossing it aside to lay on her dress. Sarah didn't resist him, although she felt a little embarrassed and shy being Her palmed her breast, squeezing it firmly, teasing her nipple by rolling it between his fingers.
"She... wanted this?" Sarah questioned.
"Yes," Daniel whispered in her ear again before kissing her ear and taking a nibble on her earlobe. "She loved... fucking... you. And I have to admit, the thought of it excites me." Sarah shivered in his arms. She loved it when he kissed her like that. "Now... I want you to take your panties off yourself," he whispered. "I want you to show me that you want this."
Sarah hesitated as she watched Emily masturbate and felt Daniel kissing her neck and teasing her bare breasts so wonderfully. Slowly, she slid her hands to her hips and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, then pushed them down. He helped her step out of them as well, tossing them with the rest of her clothes.
"She wants to be with you first," he whispered. "And to tell you the truth, I'd love to watch. Go to her." Daniel released his hold on her and even pushed her slightly, encouraging her to go to the bed.
Slowly, Sarah walked towards the bed... and Emily... feeling very naked and very exposed.
"Deep breath," Emily said, smiling, when Sarah reached the side of the bed. She could tell that Sarah was very nervous. "Just relax. You are so fucking beautiful." She tapped the bed, encouraging Sarah to come up on it.
"And you are extremely gorgeous," Sarah responded, crawling onto the bed and into Emily's arms.
Emily held her body tightly against her and kissed her for a moment. The heat and softness of Sarah's body was exciting her. "I don't want you to do something you'll regret."
"I don't know," Sarah smiled nervously. "But I think this is just what I need."
Emily smiled and kissed her again. "You seem so nervous. Let me help you relax."
As both women lay back on the bed, Emily leaned up on her elbow and slowly stroked Sarah's neck and upper chest, slowly and gently tracing lines and circles with her fingertips. She leaned down and kissed the top of Sarah's breast before moving higher and kissing her neck once more.
"You smell delicious," Emily whispered, nuzzling into her neck once more.
"Thank you," Sarah moaned, leaning her head to the side to give Emily more room.
Emily rose up again, her hand gently cupping Sarah's breast. "May I?"
"Yes... please," Emily moaned. All thoughts of Daniel were gone now. All she could think about was Emily's touch and kisses.
Emily licked down Sarah's body, from her neck, her tongue flicking over and around her nipple for a moment before sucking on it.
"Oh... mmm," Sarah moaned softly, feeling her body react, her nipples hardening, her pussy getting so incredibly wet.
Emily left her nipple hard and wet with her saliva, her fingers teasing it even more, as she rose up and kissed Sarah once again.
"That bra looks so cute on you but I wonder what it looks like off," Sarah giggled. "Let me help you."
Both women sat up again and Emily turned her back towards Sarah. Sarah quickly removed her friends bra and removed it as she kissed her neck and shoulder. Emily turned around again and pulled Sarah in front of her, so that they both faced Daniel. Her hands moved beneath Sarah's arms and lightly palmed her breasts as she kissed her neck from behind.
"God, you have the best boobs," she whispered, then used her fingernails to gently scratch over Sarah's breasts and nipples, her friend shivering with excitement and need. Sarah leaned her head back onto Emily's shoulder and let out a low growl.
"Does this make you want to touch yourself?" Emily asked as one hand moved lower and slid over Sarah's abdomen and thigh.
Sarah seemed hesitant, as she saw Daniel sitting in a chair at the foot of the bed. His pants were open and he was slowly masturbating as he watched them. "Yes," she panted softly.
"Spread your legs apart and touch yourself," Emily whispered in her ear. "Let Daniel see how sexy you are."
Sarah slowly spread her legs and, with one hand, started teasing her clit, masturbating.
"God you're so fucking hot," Emily moaned in Sarah's ear. Her hands started playing with Sarah's nipples again as she looked at Daniel. "Are you watching?"
"Yeah," Sarah panted. "He's watching. You like that?" she asked Daniel.
"Yes," he nodded, his hand moving slowly up and down his engorged pole. "I love it. You two are so hot."
"Don't you fucking cum watching us," Emily warned him. "We get all of it out of you. You hear me?"
"Yes," he groaned, realizing he'd have to seriously control himself. Watching these two beautiful women touch and display themselves was getting him so excited. He'd almost cum already once.
Sarah turned her head and kissed Emily over her shoulder. Emily kept playing with her nipples, lightly pinching and pulling them, while also squeezing her full breast. She could feel Sarah's arm still moving as she continued masturbating.
"I love your cute little nipples," Emily whispered even as she slid her hand down Sarah's body and touched her pussy along with Sarah. Sarah moaned loudly, feeling her friend's fingers sliding over her clit with her own.
Emily moved and pulled Sarah to lay on her back again even as Emily moved to her hands and knees. When Sarah had laid back, Emily kicked her leg over her, straddling her. She bent down and the two kissed, their tongues dueling, pressing deep into the others' mouth.
"God I love kissing you," Emily moaned softly, moving to kiss her neck and shoulder for a moment, then moving down again to kiss and lick her hard nipples. She gently bit the hard nub, making Sarah yelp a little, then sucked it into her mouth to suck away the pain. "So perky," they both giggled.
Emily kissed her again before rising and moving forward, letting her nipple stroke across Sarah's lips. Sarah captured it and sucked.
"Mmm," Sarah moaned, enjoying Emily's breast.
"You do that so well," Emily moaned, letting out a little gasp. "That feels really good."
"I love your tits," Sarah smiled as Emily pulled back again to kiss her friend. She wished she could do that all day, but Emily, for sure, had other plans.
"You know what I came here for," Emily smiled deviously. "I know you missed me... at least my tongue. I wanna taste your pussy again."
Sarah licked her lips nervously as Emily watched her, even as she knelt between Sarah's legs, spreading them apart. "Mmm... I think I found a real nice spot just for that right... here."
"Yeah?" Sarah asked, giggling nervously.
Emily kissed her stomach, slowly moving lower and lower as she sat on her spread knees, bent over.
"Are you looking at your sister's ass?" Sarah asked Daniel, teasing him.
"I think he can't help but watch us," Emily giggled.
"Yeah... I'm watching," Daniel moaned, sounding a little strained. "She has a really nice ass."
Emily kissed Sarah's bush while she reached up and played with her nipple a little, rolling it between her fingers. Then she softly slid her tongue along Sarah's clit.
"Oh my God! Oh yeah," Sarah panted. "You do that so well."
"Mmhmm," Emily moaned, her tongue moving side to side, pressing a little harder now. "You like my tongue on your little clit?"
"Oh fuck... it's so good," Sarah moaned, remembering how good it felt the last time. She knew this was going to feel even better. She bent her knees, bringing them to her chest with her knees spread apart, rolling her hips up to give Emily even more room.
Daniel could hear Emily's licking and sucking, the wet sounds filling the room, making him even harder and more exited. He knew he was going to have to join them soon. He couldn't hold out much longer.
"Uh huh... uh huh," Sarah moaned. She knew Emily was good at this, but it amazed her just how good she was. She idly wondered how she gained such experience. Did she have girlfriends that she fooled around with? She really didn't know her very well. "Just like that. Fuck yes! That feels so fucking good. Yeah... just like that... just like that."
"Your pussy is so nice and wet," Emily giggled. She slid her wet finger back and forth across Sarah's clit as she watched and felt her body react. "You like it when I play with your little clitty like this?"
"Oh my God... yes!" Sarah moaned loudly. "I love it!"
"Mmm... such a pretty little pussy," Emily moaned softly as she licked her once again, driving Sarah closer and closer to her orgasm.
"I wanna do that to you," Sarah suddenly said, surprising Emily.
"You do?" Emily asked, giving her friend one more lick.
"Yes."
"You want to lick my pussy?"
Sarah nodded, smiling. "Yes."
"I'll never turn that down," Emily giggled, rising up then moving to lay beside Sarah, licking her lips, tasting Sarah's juices that coated them. "You taste delicious."
Sarah kissed her friend as she got into position, laying beside her on her elbow as her hand moved to start playing with Emily's pussy. Emily moaned as Sarah's fingers teased her over her thin panties, her clit throbbing with need.
"You want Daniel to play with us, too?" Emily asked her.
Sarah slowly shook her head, even as she looked down the bed at her horny, desperate boyfriend. "Not yet."
"You want him to watch you?"
"Yeah," Sarah said softly, smiling and nodding her head.
"I think he likes that."
"Yeah, he's a perv," Sarah said. "He likes to watch... especially two girls. Are you stroking it Daniel?"
He nodded, looking absolutely captivated by the site of his girlfriend and sister having sex just a few feet away. Both of the girls saw him and giggled.
"Let's get these off," Sarah said, tugging at Emily's panties. Emily reached down and helped her get them off her legs as she moved into position between Emily's legs, laying flat on her stomach.
Emily grabbed a few pillows and propped them behind her back so that she could watch Sarah lick her. Sarah looked shy and a little embarrassed... but excited to try this. Sarah lifted one of Emily's legs and kissed down the inside from her knees, feeling the nylons on her lips.
"I love seeing you in lingerie like this," she whispered, sliding her hands over Emily's nylon-encased legs.
"I wore it just for you."
Sarah gently kissed beside her pussy, on each side, enjoying Emily's scent. Then she slowly and gently licked her labia. "Am I doing it right?"
Emily let out a breath she didn't even realize she was holding. "Yeah!"



Sarah smiled up at her. "Good." She licked even more, covering Emily's pussy with light flicks of her tongue.
Emily stroked her head and moved her hair out of the way so she could see what she was doing better.
"Your pussy is so beautiful," Sarah whispered.
"Oh that feels so good," Emily moaned as Sarah nibbled on Emily's labia, sucking them into her mouth. "Oh wow."
"You like that?" Sarah asked.
"Yeah... it's really good," Emily moaned. "God, my pussy is so wet for you."
Sarah sucked and licked, teasing all over her pussy, coming up to her clit.
"Ooooh," Emily groaned loudly.
"You have such a pretty clit," Sarah said before flicking her tongue over it again.
"You have any idea how many times I've fantasized about you licking it?" Emily asked. She was panting, getting so close to her orgasm, closing her eyes. "Oh, fuck, that feels so good. Yeah, yeah, yeah!" Every lick, every suck was driving her crazy. Then Sarah nibbled and sucked on her clit, sending her over the edge. "Ohh! Fuck! Don't stop! Don't stop!"
Emily's body tightened as she came, her legs trembling as she let out a guttural growl. Sarah kept licking her, sending more and more pleasure through her body, prolonging her orgasm, until it became far too much.
"Ok... ok!" she said, pushing Sarah's head away from her pussy as her body twisted and turned in the too-intense pleasure.
Sarah kissed her inner thighs and her stomach, slowly feeling Emily's body tremble as she kissed up her stomach, coming up onto all fours, and kissing and licking her breast and nipple again.
"Oh my fucking God," Emily gushed, smiling broadly. "Come 'ere and kiss me."
The two kissed as Sarah laid on her, their naked bodies pressing and undulating together.
"I like how I taste on your lips," Emily said, taking Sarah's tongue into her mouth and sucking on it.
Sarah fell to the bed beside her as Emily turned and the two hugged, kissing deeply.
"I think I want to invite Daniel over to join us," Sarah said softly.
"Anything you want. It's all about you." Both of the girls looked down the bed and smiled at Daniel. He stood and slid his pants the rest of the way off, his cock bobbing in from of him, desperate for attention. He walked the few steps to the side of the bed and ran his hands along the sheet, then touched Sarah's ass, as he stroked his cock.
"I think he's happy to see us," Emily giggled, looking at his swollen shaft.
"God, you two make such a sexy couple," Daniel said as he bent over and bit Sarah's ass cheek, then when she giggled, he kissed it tenderly. "You're both so sexy." Emily and Sarah watched as he licked his fingers then slid his hand over her ass again, sliding down between her legs. Sarah gasped as his fingers found her pussy, sliding into it.
He fingered her slowly for a moment before pulling out again and licking his thumb, his eyes twinkling in the low light. When he replaced his hand between her legs, Sarah moved her hips again, closing her eyes for a moment as his fingers entered her pussy and his thumb slid just inside her ass.
"Is that something else you like?" Emily asked, kissing Sarah's forehead. "Having your ass played with?"
"Uh huh," Sarah moaned, opening her eyes again.
"You want him to stick his big, hard dick inside you now?" Emily's smile was huge. She knew that Sarah wanted that cock. She herself knew just how good it felt.
Sarah smiled and nodded rapidly. She couldn't wait to feel him inside her again. Daniel rose and grabbed her hips, pulling her to the side of the bed on her stomach as Sarah faked a desperate attempt to escape by grabbing Emily.
Both of the girls giggled. "I think he's stealing you," Emily said. She sat up and scooted towards Sarah. She stroked her face and pried herself under her friend so that Sarah was lying on Emily's body. The two began to kiss deeply as Daniel swirled his cock through Sarah's wet pussy.
Emily's hands stroked up and down Sarah's naked back. "She has such a beautiful ass, doesn't she?" she asked Daniel.
Daniel looked at her, grinning, and grabbed his shirt, quickly pulling it off. Then he knelt behind them, out of Emily's view. Emily could tell by Sarah's expression and body movement that he was licking her pussy.
"Ohhhh," Sarah moaned, letting out a long exhale.
"God her pussy tastes so good," they could hear Daniel say from below.
"Oh fuck!" Sarah groaned as his finger swirled over her sensitive clit. "Yes... oh shit."
Daniel suddenly rose again and grabbed his shaft. Emily watched his face as he very carefully moved forward and put the head of his cock against her pussy. "Good girl," he whispered as he pushed inside Sarah. "Ohhh!" he said, feeling her wetness engulf and squeeze him. He needed that badly after watching the girls play.
"Oh... oh my God," Sarah moaned, looking at Emily.
"You feel that big cock stretch your pussy?" Emily smiled.
"Oh God yes," Sarah nodded, obviously enjoying being stretched open like that. "Yeah... just... fuck! Oh fuck! Oh my God! I can feel every inch of his cock inside me. Oh... yes."
"What a tight, wet pussy," Daniel moaned, looking down at his sister. Emily smiled back at him, happy to enjoy Sarah with him. She could see the pleasurable exertion on his face as he took hold of her hips and began fucking her in earnest. "Sit back so she can eat your pussy at the same time."
Emily nodded and slid back a little, moving Sarah between her thighs. Sarah, seeing her prize, bent down and began licking Emily's pussy again.
"Holy fuck!" Emily yelled loudly.
"I love watching her suck on your pussy," Daniel said, shaking his head in disbelief. He never expected anything like this to happen in a million years. His own girlfriend was licking his sisters pussy as he fucked her. How many men could say they did that? "Yeah... good girl," he cheered.
"Oh my God," Emily moaned. "I love how you tease my pussy." Sarah just moaned, happily licking and sucking as her pussy was being pounded, her breathing labored. "Oh my God, yes. Tease me with that tongue. Nice and slow, just like that. Oh fuck yes! God, that feels amazing. Yes, just like that."
Emily looked up at Daniel, her eyes half closed as the pleasure roared through her body. He was breathing hard, his body moving with every stroke of his cock, plunging into his girlfriend.
The two siblings caught eyes and Daniel smiled. "I think she likes licking your pussy."
"Fuck!" Sarah yelled from between Emily's thighs. "Stop talking and get back to fucking me!"
"Is that a good cock or what?" Emily giggled.
"God, yes!" Sarah grunted. "Uh huh... uh huh... Oh God, yes! Oh! Daniel!"
"Fuck you're so wet," Daniel said. "That's it, baby. Fuck! Your pussy is squeezing my fucking cock."
"Oh my God, you're gonna make me cum," Sarah groaned loudly, her eyes closed, her face contorted in pleasure. "Oh my God, that's so good. Fuck yes. Fuck yes! I'm cumming! Fuck! Oh, fuck! Shit!"
Emily stroked Sarah's back as her friend's body trembled and shook in pleasure. Daniel pulled his cock from her and stood there as they both watched Sarah recover.
After a moment's rest, Sarah moved off the bed. "Move over here," she told Emily.
"You want me down there?" Emily asked, a little surprised. Tonight was supposed to be all about Sarah. Besides, she didn't think Sarah would want her to ever fuck Daniel again.
"Yes," Sarah nodded, looking serious.
Emily rose to her hands and knees and crawled to the edge of the bed, offering them her ass. Daniel dropped to his knees again and began licking her pussy from behind, as Sarah stroked and licked Emily's ass and back. Then she kissed Daniel's forehead.
"Lick her good, baby," she whispered.
"Oh that feels so good," Emily mumbled, looking back over her shoulder.
Sarah reached underneath Emily hooking around her thighs to stroke her pussy while Daniel was still licking it.
"It's so hot to watch you lick your sister's pussy, baby," she whispered, kissing Daniel's forehead again. "Is that good?" she asked Emily.
"Mmhmm," Emily moaned. "Oh my God. Please! Can I suck his cock?"
Daniel stood, smacked Sarah on the ass, then crawled up onto the bed. "Yeah," he said, laying on his back. "Come here, babe. I want you to sit on my face at the same time."
Emily crawled into position, kneeling between Daniel's legs. She wrapped her hands around his shaft, slowly stroking it, then slid her lips over the head. Sarah watched her sucking on the tip as she moved towards his head, kicking a leg over to settle her pussy onto his mouth.
"Oh yes... I want that pussy," Daniel said, hooking his arms around her thighs and sliding his tongue into her wet flesh. He held her tightly with his arms, making sure she couldn't escape him and she loved that feeling, the feeling of his wanton desire for her.
"Oh!" Sarah moaned as she both felt his tongue swipe over her clit and as she watched Emily slide him deep into her mouth. "Oh yeah. Oh God. You like how she sucks on your cock baby? God it's so hot watching her. And, Emily looks so fucking sexy with a cock in her mouth."
Emily smiled up at her as she continued stroking him and sliding him in and out of her mouth. "Fuck, I love his cock. You like how he sucks on your pussy? God, he's so good at that."
Sarah moaned, looking up at the ceiling as her pleasure quickly rose. "Yeah, yeah, yeah... lick my pussy, Daniel. Yeah, that's it... fuck!"
"God, you taste so fucking good," Daniel moaned.
"Sarah, why don't you get on top of his dick and I'll ride his face," Emily suggested after a few minutes of enjoying his erection. She felt a little guilty and wanted to make sure Sarah got the full dose of his cock, especially since she wasn't going to be fucking it.
"Ok," Sarah panted, smiling. She lifted from his face and crawled around, switching positions with Emily. "Oh, look what you did. His cock is so big!" Sarah held his cock high, pointing it towards the ceiling before quickly settling onto it, sliding it all the way inside herself. She started to fuck him before Emily even got into position.
"Oh yeah... there you go," Emily said, grabbing and squeezing her breasts as she settled on Daniel's mouth. "I love watching his cock slide into your pussy like that." Daniel grabbed around her legs, just as he did with Sarah, mashing his mouth against her pussy.
"Fuck! It's so big!" Sarah moaned. "And watching him devour your pussy is making me so wet."
Emily fell forward, catching herself by grabbing Sarah's shoulders as Daniel ravenously licked her pussy. She giggled at his hunger and when she saw Sarah's tits right in front of her, she dropped a hand and began teasing her hard nipples. Every pull, every pinch seemed to send a shudder over Sarah.
"Oooh, fuck, fuck, fuck!" Sarah moaned, closing her eyes. Emily could tell she was getting very, very close again. "Oh yeah... oh yeah." Sarah bucked her hips harder and faster, forcing his cock deep inside her again and again.
Emily squeezed her breast before nibbling on her nipple making Sarah shiver. "Fuck him good."
"Oh my God... it's... so... fuck!" Sarah said, her speech becoming more and more lost in her breathing as she fell into her orgasm, her head turning and twisting as she rode it. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Her body shook uncontrollably and both women held the other for balance. She quickly pulled his cock from her as the pleasure became too intense, sliding down onto his thighs.
Daniel groaned loudly as Sarah quickly bent over and took him deep into her mouth. "Oh my God... yes!"
Emily slid off Daniel's mouth as she watched Sarah, enjoying the sight. Sarah slid Daniel's cock as deep as she could into her mouth, choking on him several times before finally sliding to the tip once again. "Mmmm," she moaned, her face red, her breathing a little labored.
"That was so fucking hot!" Emily said, smiling. "God, we need to drain these fucking balls all over your face," she giggled. "We need to make him fucking explode!"
"Almost time," Sarah said, looking at Emily very seriously. "First, I want to watch you two again." She started moving out of the way, crawling off the bed, giving her spot to Emily.
"Yeah?" Daniel asked, surprised, wiping pussy juices from his face with the back of his hand while sitting up.
Emily was just as shocked. "What do you mean, watch us?"
"I want to watch you two... fuck... since this will be the last time you ever... ever!... fuck my boyfriend," she said. "If you two ever fuck again, the whole fucking world will know about it. And incest is not treated nicely."
Emily nodded and lay on her back on the edge of the bed as Daniel slid off the other side. He moved around and stood beside Sarah. He idly looked down at his sister's naked body, spread open and available to him.
"You're sure about this?" he asked. He didn't want this to come back and bite him in the future.
Sarah smiled at him and kissed him. "My gift right back to you."
Daniel grabbed under Emily's knees and lifted her legs, pushing them back towards her head as he bent over. Her pussy was so wonderfully swollen and open, her labia so open and inviting. He started licking her pussy, knowing that she was definitely warmed up for him.
Sarah crawled up onto the bed and sat back against the headboard, her fingers automatically sliding over her wet folds.
"You want to watch this?" Emily moaned, looking up at Sarah. "Cause he's gonna fucking make me cum quick."
"Yes," Sarah answered, her eyes glued on Daniel's mouth and tongue as he devoured Emily's pussy.
"Fuck!" Emily moaned loudly towards the ceiling. "Fuck Danny! Just give me that fucking cock!"
"Oh you will," Daniel moaned slurping at Emily's clit. "You'll get all the cock you can handle."
"Oh fuck that's nice," Emily moaned, reaching out to touch Sarah's leg, looking up at her friend. "He certainly loves licking pussy."
Daniel then rose, still holding Emily's legs, and pulled her closer to the edge of the bed. Emily giggled, then grunted as he slapped his hard shaft against her clit a few times. Then, lining it up at her entrance, he pushed, forcing his cock deep inside her.
"Fuck, you're so big," Emily hissed, her body being filled so full.
"Oh, yeah, yeah, yeah," Sarah yelled. She moved closer and lay beside Emily's face, watching Daniel grind into her again and again.
"Oh fuck," Daniel moaned.
"You like her pussy?" Sarah asked him.
"Fuck yes," he moaned.
Sarah smiled then returned her attention to Emily, squeezing her tit and pinching her nipple. "Fuck! Look at him pound into your tight little pussy. It's so sexy. So naughty."
"God his cock feels so... fucking... good," Emily moaned, looking down at her smiling friend.
"Oh shit," Daniel grunted. His orgasm was fast approaching.
Sarah moved off the bed and stood beside Daniel, knowing that look on his face. "That's it, baby. Fuck her good. Fuck her like you'll never get to fuck her again. Just pound that fucking pussy."
Emily was moaning, her body starting to shake.
"Yeah... you like fucking your sister's wet little pussy, don't you, you pervert?" Sarah asked, kissing him hard. "Make her fucking cum on your cock."
"God she's so tight," he whispered. His voice was getting more ragged, too, the closer he got to his orgasm. He'd been denied it for so long tonight and here it was... so close! His hips were slamming into Emily again and again, each thrust driving so deep inside her.
"Oh my God! Oh my God!" Emily yelled, making Daniel worry. He was going to be denied again! She was going to cum before he could! Fuck! "Oh my God, Sarah, he's going to make me cum. Oh my God, fuck, that's so good. His cock feels so good. Fuck yes. Holy fuck! I'm cumming! Fuck! Oh, fuck! Shit! Fuck!"
Emily reached down with one hand and started swirling her fingertip over her clit, while the other squeezed her breast hard. The intensity of everything threw her over the edge and her orgasm washed over her as her body trembled and twisted.
As soon as Daniel pulled out, Sarah was on her knees, stroking his cock with both hands. She knew he was close and she was going to get all of his cum for herself. She sucked on the head while her hands stroked beneath her mouth, then drove him deep into her throat again.
"Oh God," Daniel moaned loudly.
Emily sat up and watched them. "You should cum all over her fucking tits, Daniel."
"Yeah?" he asked, barely able to even smile now. "Well, it's coming, so put it where you want it."
"Yeah, that's it," Emily said as Sarah pulled him from her mouth and held his cock right in front of her face, stroking him rapidly.
"Oh fuck! Don't stop... please. Right there. Fuck! Oh! Uhh... Oh! Oh fuck! Oh!" In seconds he grabbed his cock from her as the first jet blasted into her open mouth, making her gag a little.
Emily giggled. "Oh my God, yes, yes, yes! On her face, too! Cum all over her face!" Daniel moved the tip of his cock different directions as he continued cumming, white, sticky cum splashing all over her face, neck, and chest, before oozing out and dripping onto her lips once more.
"Yeah, yeah!" Emily cheered.
"Fuck!" Daniel growled as his orgasm finally subsided.
Sarah sat back on her heels, smiling up at him, and giggled. "So much cum!"
"Oh my God," Daniel laughed, too.
Sarah took his cock in her hand once more and stroked him again, trying to squeeze out all of his cum.
"Was that good, Danny?" Emily asked, giggling.
"That was so fucking good," he said, grinning ear to ear.
Sarah sucked on his cock for a moment, teasingly, making Daniel buck as she continually hit sensitive spots. Then, when she released it, Emily bent over and began sliding her finger over Sarah's face, playing with his cum there.
"You look so pretty," she said softly, smiling, covering her fingertip with cum and sucking it into her mouth.
"Even though I have cum all over my face?"
"Yeah, even with cum all over your face," she said. "Here. Let me get that for you." Emily leaned down and began licking Sarah's face, gathering as much cum as she could in her mouth. She rose, moving her face above Sarah's and encouraged her friend to open her mouth. Slowly she dribbled the cum into her waiting mouth.
"Fuck me!" Daniel said, sitting on the bed beside them. He'd never seen anything like that before in his life.
The two girls kissed, the cum still in Sarah's mouth until she finally swallowed. Sarah looked up at both of them and smiled.
"Thank you," she said, first to Emily, then to Daniel. "I've never had so much fun."
The girls kissed again. "You're so sexy. And I'm so happy to do this with you," Emily smiled. "It was so good. I'll be your dirty little playtoy any time."
All three crawled up onto the bed, hugging, with Sarah in the middle. Both Daniel and Emily took turns kissing and touching all over Sarah's body.
"I better be getting back home," Emily said after several long minutes. She slid off the bed and got dressed again. As she walked over to the bedroom door, Daniel and Sarah called to her.
"Thank you for being with us," Sarah said.
"Thanks sis," Daniel added.
Emily smiled at them both, then left. She really was going to have to call Tyler soon... and try to set up another threesome with Sarah.
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I woke up a bit late the next morning, in Mom's bed. Our time together lasted a little longer in the night and I was so tired that I just feel asleep here. When I woke, I was alone. I just lay there for a moment, thinking about how the week had already started, thinking about Sydney. I shot her a quick text, wishing her a merry Christmas, but she didn't immediately return it.
I got out of bed and slipped into my bedroom to put some clothes on. On the way, I noticed that Hailey's door was open, so after I dress, I decided to check it out. The closer I got, the more I could hear my Mom talking.
I moved into the doorway and was a little shocked at what I saw. My Mom had decorated the room a little differently... a different bedspread and some different pictures on the wall. At the end of the bed was a stand with a computer and monitor on it, and off in the corners of the room, lights were set on poles, concentrating their light on the end of the bed... where my Mom was sitting.
She appeared to be making a video or something and was talking to the camera. One of the monitors showed the image from the camera and, from the little I could see, it was focused on her entire body.
She was dressed in yellow lingerie which was now half off, exposing her breasts. She was holding a rather large, pink dildo in her hand, and was licking it while looking at the camera.
"And I know what you really want to see," Mom said, smiling at the camera. "You want to see my pretty pink pussy, don't you?" She giggled. "I know you too well, baby. I know exactly what you're up to."
She kissed the head of the dildo and slid her tongue around it. "Lets put this aside for now," she said, setting it on the bed beside her. "I've got something even better to show you."
She spread her legs apart and moved the camera's view with a little remote control she held in her hand. The video monitor showed the image changing, zooming in to focus on her pussy, her head and upper body showing at the top of the screen as she laid back.
"Do you like the lingerie I wore for you today?" she asked, teasingly. "I know you like it when I wear sexy lingerie. I'll do anything for my baby." She kissed towards the camera. "Let me show you what I have here."
She zoomed the camera even more, until only her pussy was on the screen. "This cute, lace lingerie... just a snap away from being open." She slid her hand over her pussy, teasing herself with her fingertips.
"What do you think? Do you like it on me? But the big question is... do you want to see what's inside?" She giggled. "Mmm... I love spreading myself for you."
She sat up and changed the camera's view, zoomed it out again, showing her whole body. She actually seemed to be pretty adept with working the camera remotely.
"I'll take this all off for you first. Do you like my big breasts, baby?" She grabbed both breasts in her hands and lifted them, squeezing and playing with her nipples. "Oh God, they miss you. Look how hard you make my nipples... watching me... masturbating for me."
I could feel my cock throbbing inside my pants, pressing hard to be released. I grabbed it through my jeans and tried to tame it, to no avail.
"Oh it's such a turn on," my Mom said. "Do you like watching me squeeze them... and play with my big, natural breasts?"
I for one did. I loved her breasts. Kissing and sucking on them gave me almost as much pleasure as her.
"What do you think?" she asked the camera. "Should I take my lingerie off? Or be a good girl? Hmm?" She paused a moment for effect, then made the decision herself. "I think off... it's just getting in the way. Don't you agree?"
She knelt and turned around, hooking her thumbs in the lacy material to push it down her legs, and then dropped her face and chest to the bed to show off her beautiful, round ass.
"What do you think of my butt?" she teased the camera. "I just love when you grab my ass... feeling your hands on me." She tossed the lingerie aside and reached back and grabbed one ass cheek. "Much better, don't you think? You perv!" she giggled. "That's ok, though, 'cause you're my sexy perv."
"I want to show you... all my holes," she said as she reached back with her other hand and pulled her cheeks apart, exposing both her pussy and asshole to the camera.
I had a side view, but I was very familiar with that part of her body. I'd buried my face in her ass and pussy more times than I could count. But her actions were really getting to me. I reached down, unfastened my pants, and pushed them down a little to free my cock. My hand wrapped around it and I began to slowly stroke.
"How's that?" she asked, bouncing her butt a little for the camera. "Is that a good view for you? Can you see both of my holes." She slapped her ass, making a very loud cracking sound in the small room. "I know you like to spank me. God it turns me on so much, too."
She turned back around to face the camera again, laying back, spreading her legs, and readjusting the camera.
"But I know what you want," she said, smiling. "You want to see my little pussy. Guess what? It's your lucky day. I'm going to show you all my pretty pussy has to offer. All for my baby boy. Let's get a closer look."
She zoomed the camera in until just her pussy was shown, filling most of the screen. Her other hand moved around her pussy lips, teasing herself a little.
"Look at that cute, little cunt," she said, grabbing her labia between her thumb and forefinger, squeezing and pulling it. "It's so fat. Do you like when I squeeze it like that? Maybe when I squeeze it around your dick."
Then she used both hands to pull her labia away, opening her pussy wide for the camera. The pink creaminess inside was on full display. I wished I was kneeling on the floor at the foot of the bed, just drooling over her pink pussy.
"Do you like when I open her up? That little hole... all for you. It's so fucking hot knowing you're down there, watching me... looking at me... studying me. Looking at my pink little snatch."
I stroked a little faster as she slid her fingers around her pussy, pulling her lips and slipping in a circle around her clit.
"Fuck!" I hissed softly. She was turning me on so much. I'd never seen her act like this.
"Don't you want to put your tongue here?" she asked, teasing her audience. "Mmm... God... I wish you could put your tongue in there baby." She slid first one, then two fingers of her own into her pussy, slowly fingering herself.
"Mmm, that's what I like," she moaned, pushing her fingers as deep as she could. "All the way, nice and fucking deep in my pussy. Does that look good? Do you like it? Do you like watching me finger myself?"
She moaned softly as she masturbated, her knowing fingers finding all the right spots to send pleasure radiating through her body.
"Oh, baby... is it time to grab my toy again and fuck this pussy?" she asked. "What do you think?" She smiled deviously at the camera as she changed the view again, zooming out to show her upper body and face once again. She reached beside herself and grabbed the dildo, bringing it to her lips to lick and suck.
She slowly lowered it to her pussy, sliding it around to get it very wet. "Oh yeah... just like that," she moaned, lining it up with her pussy and starting to push it inside herself. "God... it's big... I hope it fits in me. I really want to push this monster deep inside me."
She pushed slowly, pushing inch by inch into her wetness. I knew she could take it. It looked smaller than me from my angle. Once it was all the way in, she slid it out again, fucking herself with it.
I tried to match her strokes as I masturbated. I wanted it to feel like I was fucking her.
"Oh God... it feels good," she moaned. "This is so hot... especially with you watching me. It turns me on so much... knowing you're watching me fuck myself."
"Oh," she hissed, "push it so deep. I want to cum for you with this dick deep inside me. Don't you think that looks pretty inside me?" She reached down with her free hand and started circling her fingers over her clit at the same time.
"God... I'm gonna cum for you... while you're watching me fuck my little pussy," she said, moaning as she moved the dildo faster, thrusting it harder into her pussy. "I'm wishing it was your cock instead. I'm so wet... can you hear that?" She moved the dildo in and out rapidly to make the sloshing sounds from her wet pussy, then resumed her stroking speed. "My pussy is so fucking ready. I'm so turned on. I'm going to cum all over your big dick, baby."
Fuck! I couldn't believe I was watching this. I wanted to interrupt her. I wanted to throw her down and fuck her until she couldn't walk straight. My cock was throbbing hard and my hand was moving fast.
"Jerk your cock for me baby," she told her viewers. "I want you to cum with me."
"Mmm," I moaned. That was just was I was working for, even though I wanted to cum inside her. I watched her working that dildo, those fingers swirling fast around her clit. I could tell the way her body was trembling that she was getting close.
"God, baby... are you getting close to cumming?" she asked. "'Cause I'm getting really close now. I'm so wet for you. Oh fuck... baby... so close. My pussy wants to cum for you."
She was moaning, breathing so hard now and my cock was throbbing. I really needed to cum.
"Yeah... jerk that cock... yeah... jerk it," she told her viewers. "I want you to cum with me. Can I cum now? Can I cum?" she begged. "Fuck this feels so good."
Then her body started bucking and twitching. The pleasure had built to this moment, her release. And in only a moment, she started cumming. "Ohhhh! Oh fuck!" she yelled. "Oh my God!"
She pulled the dildo from her pussy and slowly licked it while her fingers moved around her pussy, avoiding her sensitive clit. She was breathing hard, coming down from her orgasm, and showing her audience just how excited this had made her.
"Oh my God," she whispered, sitting up. "That was so hot, baby. I really hope you came hard for me." She blew a kiss to the camera. "Merry Christmas. See you next time."
She must have stopped the recording with the remote because she stood and bent over to pick her robe and lingerie off the floor. She was just putting on her robe when I started clapping. The noise made her jump and turn towards me, covering her body with her robe and hands.
"Oh my God you scared the shit outta me." It took her a second to realize what had just happened. "How much of that did you see?" she asked as she tied her robe closed. She looked down and smiled when she realized I was masturbating.
"Quite a bit," I said. I tucked my erection into my boxers and jeans and fastened my pants. "That's for your site?"
"Yeah... I sell videos... or people pay a subscription for access and I get a percentage," she said.
"Is this the kind of videos you've been making?"
"Yeah... and I'm kind of running out of ideas," she said, laughing softly. "Want to see the types of videos I want to make with you?"
I nodded and walked into the room. "Yeah, sure."
She grabbed the computer keyboard and sat on the edge of the bed again. With a few mouse clicks she'd changed the browser to show another page on the site, another woman in her fifties. She scrolled for a moment, looking for something particular, and then opened up the video. It started playing in just a couple seconds and Mom fast-forwarded to the middle of it.
As we watched, the woman was sucking on some guy's cock, the video pointing down as if it was what the guy saw. "That's POV... point-of-view... your face won't be shown at all. Think you can do that for me? I mean... I'm sure you can see how much fun it would be."
"I mean I guess it could be a win-win," I said.
"Exactly," she said. "I've only got ten more years of work if I'm lucky. I need to make a lot of money quickly. And this MILF thing seems to be a gold mine right now."
"I just... it just doesn't feel right," I said. "I mean... it's porn."
She stood, moved close to me, and kissed me. Her hand then slid down my chest and abdomen until it settled on my very hard cock.
"It's very right... and we're already... you know... fucking," she giggled. "This just adds a camera to the mix. Besides... I know your dick wants it." She stroked it a few times, knowing just how much that excited me.
She had me there. My dick was so hard at the thought of fucking her more and more. "Yeah... ok," I conceded.
"Good!" she smiled, giving me another kiss and another squeeze of my cock. She looked at the clock on the computer. It was a little after 11am. "Hailey won't be here until 2:00pm or so. Wanna make one now?"
"Now?" I asked. She was really rushing this.
"Yeah, sure... why not?" she asked, putting the keyboard down. "Come on. It'll be fun."
I was shocked that she was asking to do this right now. I had no more time to think about it at all. I had to put up or shut up. "Well... um... I mean... I guess so."
"Ok... let's see," she said, looking around the room, trying to determine where she wanted to do this. "Why don't you start by lying on the bed... then we'll move to sit on the side of the bed... and I'll kneel on the floor. Then, when things get close, you can stand up and fuck my face. Guys always seem to like cumming on a woman's face."
I had to admit, I certainly liked doing that. She grabbed the camera headset from the rack and brought it over, adjusting it, helping me put it on my head.
"Does that feel ok?" she asked.
"Yeah... I guess." This all felt so strange, almost as if I was in someone else's body.
"Ok. You don't need to say a word, ok?" she said. "Just go along with whatever I do and remember that where your head is turned, that's what the camera sees."
"Ok," I said, nervously.
"It'll be great!" she said excitedly. "I promise. I'll just grab some clothes. Then I'll go outside the door and you start recording just before I come in. Ok? Just press that button on the side."
I felt the headset, looking for the button and found it. I nodded, a little nervous.
She walked over to her dresser and picked up fresh panties and such, then walked to the door. "Give me a minute to get ready." She walked out and closed the door.
I sat on the side of the bed, just wondering how this was going to work... how it was going to look. And I got scared wondering if we'd be found out. Nervously, I reached up and pushed the record button.
"Ok." My mom called from the other side of the door. "Are you ready to start?"
"Oh... fuck!" I chastised myself. "I already did. Let me try again." I reached up and pressed the button to stop the recording just as my mom opened the door and looked in. I was so nervous. I knew I was going to fuck things up.
"Everything ok now?" she asked.
I nodded. "Yeah, I stopped it."
"Maybe you should be lying back on the bed... like you're resting or something," she said. I moved back to lay back on her bed, her fragrant pillows underneath my head. The perfume on her pillows was making my head spin with desire for her.
"Ok, let's try this again," she said, closing the door. "Ok, you can start."
I pressed the record button and, just a few seconds after, there was a light knocking on the door before she opened it.
"Honey? Are you sleeping?" she asked, walking into the room. I looked at her, focusing the camera right on her. She was wearing a sage green robe that hung slightly open. I could tell that she wasn't wearing a bra, but the robe hid her breasts perfectly, with just enough of a tease.
"Happy birthday, baby!" she said, walking to the side of the bed. "I brought you your present!" She sounded so happy and excited, really getting into her role. She crawled up onto the bed beside my knees, trying to hold her robe closed with one hand. "I'm sorry it took me so long to bring it to you.
"Your present?" she asked, opening her arms as if I was wondering where the gift was. "Well... I got you a really... nice... birthday present. I know it's something you've wanted for a long time now. But it's not something I can gift wrap, like a video game or book or something."
I looked up at her, wishing that this was the way I was greeted every morning. God, she was beautiful and sexy.
"Tell me... every year, for your birthday, you closed your eyes and made a wish to get that perfect gift. What did you wish for?" She hesitated as if I was answering. She was really good at playing the entire conversation in her mind, leaving space for my feedback. It probably would have sounded better if I'd talked to her, but I certainly didn't want my voice or my face on the video.
"You don't even have to tell me," she said, smiling. "I know what you wish for most. So... this year... I thought you'd like that really... special... birthday present." She teased her robe open slightly, slightly exposing her breasts more but leaving her nipples covered.
She looked down at her own breasts as her hands pulled the thin, satin aside once more. It was a tease that I enjoyed and I felt my cock throb in expectation. "Oops, I didn't tie my robe closed," she giggled. "I'm almost falling out of it. Have you thought about what my titties look like?"
She giggled as she pulled the material wide open, exposing her entire body to me. She was now only wearing matching green panties.
She quickly brought her finger to her lips, as if to silence my protestations. "Shh, shh... I won't tell anybody if you don't. You know, you and I have a very... special... and close... relationship. So today, my present is... my mouth. I want to give you very special... intimate... pleasures with it."
She patted my chest, as if trying to reassure me. "It's ok, honey. Mommy just wants to make you feel good. So just let mommy do this." She took her robe completely off and tossed it aside before quickly turning her attention back to me. She rose on her knees, adjusting her panties a little.
"Shh shh... don't worry... everyone else is sleeping. They won't even know." She moved, kicking a leg over me and sat on my lap. She settled her panty-covered pussy onto my cock. I could feel her heat even through all the material.
She slowly ground her hips against me, looking as if she was fucking me. I reached up and grabbed her tits, squeezing them in my hands.
"Mmm... that's nice baby," she moaned softly. "I can feel how hard you are for me."
She smiled down at me, loving my touch, loving my cock even though it was completely covered under my jeans. God, I wanted to just fuck her, but she was set on making this video her way.
"Why am I doing this?" she asked, pretending that I was still protesting. "I don't know. I see the way you look at me... maybe it's all the peeping you've been doing... when I'm in the shower... or in my bedroom getting dressed... Or that time I caught you in the shower... stroking your cock. I stood there... watching you... touching myself. What surprised me was how much I wanted you... how much I wanted your beautiful cock inside me."
She moved until she was kneeling between my legs. Then she bent forward, grabbing the waist of my jeans, and gave my cock light kisses.
"Can I take it out?" She smiled deviously at the camera as her hands began unfastening my jeans. She pulled them open, her hands sliding along my shaft over my boxers. "Oh my God... mmmm... your cock is so nice. I should have done this sooner."
She stroked my cock for a moment, then pulled my boxers down, too, exposing the whole shaft. I moaned as her hand stroked me, tugging me wonderfully.
"Does it feel good, son?" she asked.
"Oh, holy shit, yes!" I moaned, surprising her and making her giggle.
"Oh my God, your cock is so nice." She moved down on the bed and tugged at my jeans and boxers, sliding them down and off my legs and tossing them aside.



She moved closer again and took my cock in her hand, stroking it.
"Mmm... tell me, baby. Did you wish to have mommy's lips wrapped around your cock?" She smiled, deviously, as she bent down so that her mouth was so close to my shaft, then she slowly licked it and sucked on the head. "Oh my God... I've been wanting to do this for so long."
She licked and sucked on the head of my cock slowly and sensuously. I was having a hard time watching her and keeping the camera on her. I just wanted to scream! I just wanted to grab her head and thrust deep into it. God, she was driving me crazy!
"Look at me," she giggled. "I'm drooling. Just thinking about sucking cock is making me drool. Let mommy show you how a real woman worships a cock.
She kissed all the way down and back up my shaft, her lips and tongue covering every square inch. She even licked and sucked on my balls.
"Mmm... just nice and slow," she moaned softly. "Is this what you imagined when you were in the shower, stroking yourself?" She sucked my cock into her mouth, sliding it deep inside, then slowly withdrew it. "Feel good honey?"
She giggled again when I groaned. She knew exactly what she was doing to me. And she hoped it did the same thing to everyone who watched the video.
"Oh my God... I never knew your cock was so big."
She took her time, being very noisy and wet, licking, kissing, and sucking all over my shaft and balls, making me moan. She giggled when she looked up and saw the desperate need in my eyes, the pleasure written all over my face.
"Damn!" I hissed, making her giggle again.
"I love teasing your fucking cock," she said. "I'll show you I can be a good little blowjob slut just for you. Mommy loves your cock... and you're always going to remember this birthday."
She slid me very deep all of the sudden, into her throat. She'd been practicing, I'd realized, just before the pleasure made sure I couldn't think straight any more. When she withdrew, she sputtered and coughed a little, before doing it again.
"I love feeling you inside my mouth... sliding so deep," she whispered, stroking my cock with all the extra spit she'd generated. "Is that what you like? Shoving it all the way down my throat until I drool all over it? Gagging on your hard, hard cock."
She lay her head on my thigh, just watching her hand go up and down my shaft, twisting slightly, trying everything to make me moan.
"Oh, yes... that feels so good doesn't it?" She grinned knowing that I wasn't acting. I was feeling and responding to every touch, every lick she gave me. And it was all making me harder and harder, driving me to my orgasm so quickly.
"Mommy's going to make sure she gets every drop out of those balls," she said, squeezing at the head a little more. "Mommy's so wet for you, baby. My panties are drenched! When I'm around you, I walk around with wet panties a lot." She giggled and I had a feeling it was the truth. "Mmm... and sucking on your cock like this makes me even hornier. Do you have any idea how wet this is making my pussy. I am so fucking soaked! My pussy likes this as much as my mouth does. I want to feel it inside of me so bad."
She sat up on her knees on the bed and hooked her thumbs in the waist band of her panties. "Can I take these off?" She grinned as if I'd nodded quickly, sat back on the bed, lifting her legs, and slid her panties down, artfully moving from one hip to the other to get them off.
She moved forward, kicked her leg over me again to mount me, and pushed my cock against her bare, hot, wet pussy. She slid her hips up and back, grinding against me as she smiled down at me, looking very excited.
"Oh God... rub my fucking clit on it like that," she whispered as she slid my cock around her clit, then taking it so close to her entrance. "Oh my God, I'm so fucking wet. I need to feel it inside me so bad." She started to sound excited and desperate. She really needed to be fucked.
"I gotta feel you in me, baby," she moaned, as if she hadn't intended to do that originally. "My pussy is so wet and lonely. You want to put it in me? Hmm?"
She pushed at the head, guiding my cock into her pussy as I focused the camera on it. I grunted and groaned, feeling her wet pussy squeeze me and invite me deeper inside as inch after inch slid into her.
"Yes... mmmm... yeah... oh my God," she said as she slowly rocked on me, riding me. I slowly panned the camera up her body until I thought her tits and face were captured in the frame. "Holy fuck just like that. Oh shit that's so good. Let me cum at least once and I promise I'll go back to sucking. I just need a little more... a little more of your dick. Just give me one fucking orgasm and then I'll be a good girl and suck your cock again for you."
She rocked on me, sliding my cock in and out of her pussy as she moaned. She put her hands on my chest, giving me an excellent view of her tits swaying below her. She started moving faster, really shoving my cock into her pussy.
"Yes," she panted. "My pussy is so fucking hungry. Oh my God! Yeah... like that... oh my God!"
Her body was quivering as she slowed down, her face turned upwards towards the ceiling, her eyes closed and mouth opened in a silent primal scream. I could feel her cum gushing forth, oozing out of her pussy and dripping down my cock and balls. God, she was definitely getting into this.
"Oh my God... yeah... now I'm happy," she said, breathing heavily as she moved off of me. "Now I can suck it again." She smiled, looking directly at me. "Am I bad? I'm sorry. My little cunt has a mind of its own sometimes."
She moved back between my legs and lay on her stomach, her hand grabbing my very wet cock, stroking it.
"You getting close baby?" she asked, her hand moving up and down my shaft a little faster now. "Oh... I feel it... yeah... I can feel it coming." She was getting excited again, and started sucking on the head while she stroked me.
I could feel my body getting so close to cumming but I wasn't sure I wanted to cum like this. It would seem so anti-climactic.
"Yes... yes... give it to me," she begged. I moved and she let go of my cock for a moment, going with the flow. I slid off the side of the bed to stand, and she giggled and quickly moved to kneel in front of me, her face turned up, her mouth open wide. "Yeah... that's it baby... cum for me... cum for me." Her face looked desperate for my release, desperate for my cum.
I grabbed my cock and stroked it myself as I looked down at her, making sure the camera caught this moment perfectly. I could feel it coming, could feel my body tightening. Then it hit and jet after jet of cum splattered on her face. I had to fight the urge to look away.
"Yeah," she cheered excitedly. "That's what I want... that's what I want... all over my fucking face."
It seemed to take forever before my balls were emptied as I grunted with every spray.
"God you cum so much," she moaned, moving her face, making sure it was completely covered in the warmth of my fluids. "Look at all that cum. Wow... you do truly love mommy a lot." She moved her tongue around her lips, gathering what she could. "Mmmm... mommy loves how you taste."
She stayed on the ground as I focused on her cum-covered face. She smiled, looking truly happy. "That was incredible, baby. My sweet, sweet boy... I love you so much. Happy birthday!"
I reached up and stopped the camera then took the headset off. She smiled as I helped her stand and she kissed me.
"Wasn't that fun?" she asked. "I love role playing with you and having it seen by thousands of people is soooo erotic. It gets me so excited."
"Yeah," I said. "That was kind of fun."
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The Crystal Connection, Part 1
I was excited after I graduated high school and, after what seemed to be a fast-moving summer, I started my first year of college. It was at a local school in Ohio, just ten miles from my parent's house. Things started well, I moved onto campus with the excitement of finally living away from home, even though my dorm room was a little small. But it was a great time, having new and different classes and making a whole new bunch of friends.
When my first Spring Break came around, I took a trip, with my parent's blessing, of course, to Fort Lauderdale. It was the wildest week ever! All the sun, sand, and beautiful bodies wearing almost nothing! And there were so many parties and drinking!
But the most memorable moment from that week was what happened on Thursday night.
My friends and I were sitting in the sand, just enjoying all the beautiful bodies around us. I had got up to go to the bathroom and on the way back to my friends, an older man came up to me and asked me if I'd like to attend a party. He wasn't the first person to do that... people had been doing it all week. But what seemed different was that this guy seemed to be targeting me. He wasn't asking everyone around us. He asked me.
I asked about the party and he said that a female friend of his wanted to entertain several young men who were interested in something different. Not sex, per se, but definitely sexual. He oddly leaned forward and whispered in my ear that she had a cum fetish and wanted a lot of it. And he mentioned the word bukkake.
I was totally shocked, since I'd only seen such things in porn videos, but I believed it was a real invitation and felt a strong desire to go. I told him I would and he told me the time and the address. He also said not to invite anyone... anyone... there were a very limited number of people invited and if I brought anyone, neither one of us would be let in.
That night, my friends tried to get me to go with them to another party, but I told them I had something to do, trying to be a bit cryptic. They didn't understand, but I told them I would catch up with them later. So we parted ways and I headed to the address just a few blocks away. I arrived at the small hotel and made my way up to the room. When I knocked, the man opened the door and let me come inside, welcoming me. There were four other guys in the room as he showed me where the beer was and told me to get comfortable. The room was larger than a normal room, with the beds removed to clear a larger empty space in the middle. A few seats were set around and a sheet was laid over the carpet in the middle.
Music was playing as the guys all milled around and talked, joking about what they thought was going to happen and how much fun they were expecting. I talked with them, telling them where I was from as I drank my beer. When I finished my second beer, the man asked if we were ready as he walked over to the door which led to the adjoining room. We all sat around the edge of the sheet and the hooting and hollering started as he opened the door. In walked the most beautiful, nearly-naked woman I'd ever seen. Her blond hair flowed behind her as she walked in with so much confidence. All she wore was a skimpy black bathing suit and very high heels.
Her hips swayed and her tits bounced deliciously as she walked into the middle of all of us, walking around the circle to each of us, touching our chests, shoulders, and arms. She asked us our first names as she moved about, making sure to look at, talk to, and touch each one.
She was incredibly beautiful and sexy as hell. I could only stare at her body as she moved. I hadn't had much sex yet, and had certainly had never seen a woman like this. She was like a stripper, the best one ever! As she moved across from me, my eyes were glued to the black trail of material that disappeared into the crack of her beautiful ass as it swayed to and fro. She looked back and smiled as our eyes met. It was as if she knew what I was thinking and that she loved my lewd thoughts.
Oh, fuck, if she only knew!
She moved to the middle of the circle and knelt down on all fours, dropping her chest low while keeping her ass high in the air, moving as if she truly wanted to be fucked from behind. The hooting and hollering died down a bit as we all became mesmerized by her show, as we all got hard as hell watching her. She licked her fingers, sliding them in and out between her lips, her spit dribbling out over her lips and hand, and then slid her hand between her thighs to swipe over her pussy. Her message was that she was a wanton and needy bitch in heat. And nothing was gonna stop her from getting what she wanted.
Fuck, she was driving me wild! I had a raging hard-on that just wouldn't stop! It felt like it was going to bust through my shorts. She sat up a moment, her hands sliding up her abdomen and over her breasts, cupping and squeezing them.
"I can tell by all your staring that you boys like big titties, am I right?" she asked, sliding her hands over the cups of her bikini top. Her nipples were obviously hard, pressing against the thin material. Everyone in the room groaned in approval. We were all overtaken by her sexuality. "Let me just take this off and give you all some visual stimulation." She reached behind herself and tugged at the strings holding her bikini top on, releasing it and letting it drop to the floor in front of her. Her breasts were large and firm, not sagging at all. And her nipples were thick and hard. She cupped her breasts again and pinched her nipples, pulling them, and moaning softly. She was truly enjoying herself... she was enjoying our reaction towards her.
"Yeah? You like that? Big fucking sensitive titties," she said as she turned to each one of us to show us her tits and see our reactions. "Oh, I see that you do like that," she said looking down at our crotches longingly. "Are you going to show me how much you like it? You've got some nice bulges in those shorts." I could barely register what the other's were doing, but I groaned and grabbed my crotch, trying to ease my straining bulge. "Come on... I don't have all night. Take 'em out boys!" she demanded.
We all complied, unfastening our shorts and dropping them to the floor in record time. We all cast off our shirts, too, and were all now completely naked as we sat circled around her.
"Oh my God you're all so hard for me! I can't believe how big they are. It's turning me on. Yeah!" she said approvingly. "Are you going to touch them for me? Why don't you rub them for me and jerk them as you look at my tits?"
I started stroking my cock, just like the others, as she sat back on the floor and took off her bikini bottoms. Her pussy was beautifully shaved, with just a small strip of hair at the top of her slit. Her pussy lips were puffy and swollen, telling us all just how excited she was, too. Her hand slid over and around her pussy, pulling her lips apart, circling her clit rapidly, and then thrusting inside.
"Yeah, jerk it for me!" she said as she looked at one of the other guys. His hand was moving rapidly over his long shaft. "Do my big tits and wet pussy help?"
"Fuck yeah," the guy moaned.
"Oh my... it does get bigger and bigger! Look how big you're getting for me!" she said appreciatively, licking her lips. "Your balls are so full of cum, aren't they? So big and full just for me."
She moved closer to the guy next to him, and put her hand on his thigh. "You seem to know what you're doing. You jerk off a lot, baby, thinking about big tits and wet pussies? Mmmm, I like watching you jerk off to me," she said, grabbing her breasts roughly, squeezing them. "You want me to play, too?" She slid a hand between her legs and began playing with her pussy, making the guy moan loudly in approval.
She moved to the third guy, the guy right next to me. He obviously loved what she was doing, too. He was jerking his cock hard and fast, obviously getting closer and closer to his orgasm.
"I'm kinda liking the idea of sucking your cock," she said, moving her hands onto his thighs. They slid higher and higher until she was touching the hand he was jerking with. "Oh yeah, that's fucking perfect. Want me to jerk it, baby?" He pulled his hand away as he mumbled his approval and she dribbled spit onto his bulging shaft. Her fingers quickly wrapped around it and began sliding up and down, twisting slightly with every motion.
"Mmhmm? Does that feel good honey? Oh, I want you to cum so hard... all over my face. I want you to fuck up all my makeup." We all watched her hands sliding up and down his cock, watched him get more and more excited. "Have you ever played with your balls at the same time?" she asked. "You can tickle them like this," she said, sliding her fingertips over his balls. He groaned loudly, obviously loving how it felt. "Mmmm! Big, cum-filled balls. Yummy!"
Everybody was breathing heavy now. I could barely hear the music playing in the background or any of the sounds around me because all I could concentrate on was how she looked stroking that guy's cock. And then she suddenly moved in front of me.
She put her hands on my knees, pushing them apart as she slid in between them, her hands on my thighs. "My turn," she said, taking over stroking my shaft. Oh, God, her hand felt so good. "How does that feel? You like that? Oh, fuck, I do! I fucking love it!"
I moaned my approval and couldn't keep my eyes off her. She looked deep into my eyes for what seemed like forever. "Nobody strokes your fucking cock like I do. Stroking your big cock makes me so fucking wet. Oh yeah, baby! I'm gonna make my big boy cum. Your cock is so fucking big in my hand. So fucking big!" she moaned as her hand squeezed my cock while she pumped it. I'd never felt it get so hard before in my life! "God damn you make my cunt wet. Those balls are full of cum, aren't they. I'm gonna drain them dry, baby. You want that?"
"Yes!" I barely managed to moan out. I did want that. I wanted to cum so bad!
But it wasn't long before she moved on to the next guy and I was left to fend for myself once more. She moved around the entire circle once again before urging us all to stand and crowd closer to her as she knelt in front of us. We were all stroking our very hard cocks as we stood over her before her hands grabbed one in each and her mouth took in another. It was all so unreal!
"Oh, that precum tastes good. It tastes real good," she said, letting a cock plop from her mouth. "I'm gonna make you fucking cum. Are you gonna cum for mommy?"
We all groaned our yes. We all needed to cum.
"I want you all to concentrate. I want you all to think about cumming. That's all I want you to think about." She kept moving from one cock to the next. Spittle dripped from her mouth, smearing over her chin, and dribbling onto her chest and thighs. Her face was coated with her own spit as she slid one cock after another over and around her face in adoration.
"Oh God, your cocks are so fucking big! I can't wait to taste your cum! I love it!"
One of the guys was groaning louder, obviously close to cumming, his hand stroking fast on his shaft. The head of his cock was so swollen and purple, ready to blow.
"Oh baby, come on," she urged him, sliding her face in front of him, the tip of his cock pointed right at her nose. "Oh yeah! Oh fuck! Let me see you cum! I'm so ready for your fucking cum," she said waiting for it to spill all over her face. "Cum for me baby. Cum for me!"
And suddenly he did cum. Large sprays burst from his cock as he groaned, one after the other, painting her face with white streaks.
"Oh, yeah!" she said happily, smiling, obviously loving the feel of the warm, wet mess on her face. "That's what I want. More! More!"
Another man moved forward and she looked up at him. "Are you gonna cum on me, too?" she asked seductively, her lips curving in a wry smile.
"Fuck yeah," he groaned.
"Yeah, get me dirty. I want you to cum on me right now. Fucking cum on me! Fucking cum on me!" she said loudly, urging him on. And in moments he started cumming, too. "Cum, cum, cum! Yes! Yes! Oh, baby. Look at that! You came good for mommy."
Her face was a mess, but there were still three more of us. Her hands resumed their stroking, her mouth resumed sucking on each one of our cocks. This was the most surreal thing I'd ever seen.
"Tease that fucking cock. Just tease it and make it harder and harder, just for me. I want you to fucking cum all over my tits! Yeah baby!" And I came at the same time as one of the other guys, our combined loads jetting out and painting her face, neck, and chest. Our combined cum was dripping from her, soaking her.
"More... more!" she said loudly, barely even able to open her eyes now her face almost completely covered. "More cum!" Her tongue slid out and pulled cum into her mouth, her hands helping to scoop it up, too. Her hands also spread it all over her skin, rubbing it in like lotion, and she seemed to be enthralled and energized by it.
Her mouth engulfed the last man, her hands stroking his hard shaft until he, too, came on her face. Her hands pumped his cock, directing it where she wanted it. She was smiling and laughing, loving all our attention.
I looked around and most of the guys were sitting back in their seats, spent, practically passing out. But for some reason, my cock was still ready for more. I started stroking it again, getting it harder and harder as I watched the last man leave her kneeling all alone in the center.
Her eyes opened for a moment and she looked around. "We're not done, boys. Oh, no. Mommy's still hungry for more." When her eyes caught sight of me masturbating, she growled in approval, and moved between my knees. Her face was clearer now, the cum either sucked into her mouth or rubbed into her skin, and her face was beaming with joy. She grabbed my cock from my hand and started stroking me.
"Oh baby, come on," she urged, her face inches from the tip of my cock. "Oh yeah! Fuck! You're special." She stroked my shaft and sucked on the tip, working hard to get me ready to cum again. "Mommy's hungry, baby," she said, plopping the head from her mouth. "Cum for me! I'm so ready for your fucking cum," she begged, stroking me and sliding her mouth onto the tip, sucking, her tongue swirling rapidly over the tip. "Cum for me baby, cum for me!"
It didn't take long before I did, and that load was as big as the first. She relished it, rubbing it into her face in a look of pure joy. Then her mouth latched onto my cock, again, as she pumped it, making me cum a third time as she milked me dry.
"Oh, baby, I select you... I select you, baby boy... my sweet boy..."
I barely registered what she was saying as my moaning and heavy breathing nearly drowned her out.
"Ok, ok, that's enough for one night," said her older, male friend again. He helped her stand and led her back into the adjoining room, telling us to get dressed and go home. The party was over.
After I left, my memory of the events seemed to fade. I could remember some of the things, masturbating to the memory time and time again, but it was becoming harder and harder to remember as time wore on.
*****
I finished my second semester and moved back home for the summer. But there was something burning inside me. For some reason I felt a strong desire to go to a different school... one in Kentucky. It was a little further away, several hours in fact, a little more expensive, and not really strong in my major. But something was driving me to change schools. So I submitted my paperwork to attend there instead, much to the disagreement of my parents.
I have to say I was damn happy to finally finish my first year of college. Living away from home was awesome... but living on campus was so expensive and confining. I was required to do it my first year at the old school, but now? Now I found a place off campus to call my own, at only a fraction of the cost. My parents even approved of the savings.
It was a house, just off campus grounds so classes were an easy walk away. It had been converted to have four apartments in the house. It just so happened that one apartment was now available, so I snatched it up. The landlady, Emmanuelle Biggs, was in her 50's, seemed very nice, and, if I can say so, was very nice to look at. She was incredibly beautiful and very well built for her age. If it wasn't for some wrinkles and grey hair, I would have easily mistaken her for someone half her age. And for some reason, she looked familiar.
Emmanuelle lived with her father, who looked to me like he was in his 80's. He was an extremely cranky man. Oh, he talked nice to his daughter, but he was downright mean to everyone else. Being the age he was, I was hoping I wouldn't see too much of him.
One of the big draws to the house was a semi-private, back yard, above-ground pool. With the heat of this year's summer still clinging on, it would be nice to take a dip now and then to break the heat.
The rent to the place was reasonable, too, about $1000 a month.
Over the first few weeks, before school started, I'd often go out for a run in the late morning, and frequently saw Emmanuelle in the gardens or sitting on the front porch. And over that time, I developed a friendship with her. She invited me to call her "Momma Emm." It just seemed so perfect for the situation. She treated me kind of like an adopted son.
It was after one of my runs in the second month I was there, that I saw Momma Emm in a completely different light, though. School was starting next week and the summer was starting to wind down. I came in the front all sweaty from my run and went to my apartment. I started taking off my sweaty wet clothes when I glanced out the window into the back yard. Momma Emm was out on the deck beside the pool, wearing a pretty slinky bikini and sun glasses.
She was... damn... a sight to see for sure! Porn actresses wanted a body like hers. She sat out in the sun, more in view of everyone, so I got a very good look at her. I stood by the window, just watching, just imagining, and started to feel that familiar twitch. So I pulled my shorts and underwear down and began a slow and steady masturbation.
I was thinking some pretty nasty thoughts about my old landlady while I was jerking my very hard cock. While I was imagining what she looked like behind the bikini, her hands moved slowly along her body. She slowly adjusted her top, first, which in my fantasy mind was her thinking about pulling her top aside to let me see her bare breasts. They were very large and full breasts, which attracted me to no end.
I kept whispering to myself, encouraging her to do it... for her to just take off her top. But she didn't. Instead her hands moved lower, over her abdomen and onto her bikini bottoms. Her fingers moved between her legs and adjusted the suit at her crotch, which just drove me mad. I was practically screaming for her to remove her bottoms, too. If nothing else, I was praying that she was going to start masturbating herself. But, no. She just adjusted her suit or scratched or something. Within a minute her hands were back where they started.
But I was then stuck cleaning off the inside of the window because of my orgasm. I laughed and shook my head, knowing there would be more opportunities like this one. There were still weeks left before it got too cold. And it was her habit to be at the pool every single day. I made a mental note to try to watch her as much as I possibly could.
It was November when things changed dramatically. Mr. Biggs died. I was coming home from school when the ambulance was just leaving with the body. Momma Emm was standing at the front door, crying. Evi and Doug, the other two college students who rented from her were standing there as well, and Evi was crying.



I came up the steps and set my book bag down. I moved to her and she offered me a hug. I could feel her strong arms around me, her head resting on my chest as my own arms enfolded her. I didn't know what to say or do. When the hug broke, I asked her if there was anything I could do to help her. She said there was and asked me to come to her apartment after dinner. I thought she needed help cleaning something or moving something, so I readily agreed.
When I got up to her room, though, her request was far different than I expected.
"Vince, there's a funeral meditation my family has performed for generations. It would mean a lot to me if you'd help me with it," she asked.
I quickly agreed. It really was the least I could do for her.
She moved us into the living room and asked me to kneel on the floor. She disappeared into her bedroom and came out carrying an old box. She set it on the end table, opened it, and pulled out two large crystals, each about the size of my hand. She handed one to me. It was warm and inviting. I didn't know where the warmth came from, but I figured from refracted light or something.
She knelt on the ground facing me, still looking sad and weak, and held the crystal in front of her face. The room was dim, like the sun just didn't reach this room, but I saw her clearly.
"Hold the stone like this," she said, indicating her finger position and how to hold it in front of my face. I quickly followed her instructions. She closed her eyes and bowed her head, which I copied as well.
"Repeat after me... Reum gar sevi reum. Reum gar sevi reum. Reum gar sevi reum." The language was very strange, almost guttural to me. But I copied it back to her, word for word.
I opened my eyes after the short incantation, expecting that she had done the same. Both of the crystals were glowing from some internal light source. I was wondering what could cause that when I watched her move her crystal into mine with a little clink sound. Suddenly a surge of energy moved through me. It was an indescribable feeling of... pleasure... a deep warmth that spread through my body. I felt a tingling sensation, especially in my groin, although I wasn't going to dare say anything of the sort.
Her demeanor changed a bit as I recovered. She seemed a lot more happy. She seemed especially pleased with me for some reason. She helped me to stand and then walk to the door, one hand on my arm around her neck, the other hugging my hip to hers. I felt almost drunk, a little disoriented and shaky.
"Thank you, Vince. That was very kind of you," she said as she led me to the door. "The selection is complete. Now I think you need to get some rest."
"Yeah... I don't... I don't know what happened," I said, my words almost slurring.
"Don't worry. You'll be fine. I'll check on you tomorrow," she said as she let me go and closed her door.
I walked slowly to my apartment upstairs and, after I entered, just fell into my bed. I slept for over twelve straight hours for some reason, completely missing my first class. I woke up only when Emmanuelle shook me awake. It didn't even occur to me that she was in my apartment. Oh, the dreams I had! I woke up with a serious hardon!
"Wake up, Vince."
"I'm up... I'm up," I said, turning over and sitting up. "What... what time is it?" I felt the cool air on my bare skin and realized that I was naked.
"It's eleven o'clock, honey. You must've been very tired," she said.
"Yeah," I said, still wondering how I got naked. I couldn't remember a thing from last night. "I don't know what... what happened..."
"It'll pass," she smiled. "I have something for you... an offer."
"Something... for me?" I shook my head trying to clear it. I still felt a little disoriented. "You... you really need to wait for me to wake up."
"Nonsense. You're plenty awake enough. Pay attention, Vince. I want to offer you a chance to get free rent."
"What...? Free? Did you say free rent?"
"Yes I did. Are you... interested?" Her hands played with her neck, stroking it softly, directing my attention to follow it. Her fingertips moving towards her chest... towards her, big, beautiful...
I shook my head, suddenly looking up to her eyes again, seeing a knowing smile cross her lips. "As in I can live here without paying you any money?" I said, still not fully awake. "Hell yeah... I mean, heck yeah I'm interested."
She smiled at me. And I had to admit, that smile just was the joy of my morning. I felt that I would do anything for a smile like that.
"Good! I have several empty bottles here for you," she said handing me a plastic bag. I could hear the plastic bottles clinking together inside it. "They look like pill bottles. I want you to masturbate into them as often as you can and give them to me full. They have to be full now."
That shocked me fully awake. "What? Did you say... masturbate?"
"For each full bottle you give me, I will take $10 off your rent for that month. Do we have a deal?"
I started doing the math in my still-foggy head... $1000 in rent a month... 4 weeks in a month... $10 per bottle... that would be 25 bottles a week... just over 3 times a day. I realized that, even for me, that would be a hell of a lot of masturbating for free rent. Regardless, even reduced rent... now that was doable.
"That's an awfully strange deal, but... um... ok," I agreed.
"And... I have some protein powder for you. My own little concoction. You take it once a day in a shake or some kind of drink. This container should last a month or so. Then I can give you more." She handed me the container of powder, too, and I set everything on the bed beside me.
"Ok... thank you..."
Emmanuelle just stood there, then, as if in thought of some kind. The look on her face was primal... and lustful. I felt my cock hardening and twitch when she licked her lips. She looked down at my crotch, too, as if she could see that I was getting hard. Embarrassed, I pulled the blankets onto my lap, making sure she couldn't.
She smiled, as if loving that I was uncomfortable. "Thank you, Vince. I look forward to your... delivery."
With that, she turned and left my apartment.
I had to admit that was the strangest thing ever. I would have never, ever, ever expected a deal like that with my landlady. As I heard the door close, I grabbed a bottle out of the bag and held it up. Yep, just the same as a regular pill bottle. Then I grabbed the protein powder and looked at it. The container didn't have a label or anything on it. When I opened it, it smelled ok... maybe like vanilla or something. It was worth giving it a shot. It's not like I hadn't used protein powder in the past.
I pushed the covers away and stood, finally freeing my erection. I was definitely hard. I went into the bathroom to take a shower. It was my habit to masturbate in the shower and after washing, my hands still foamy from the shampoo, I began stroking my cock. God it felt good! And images of Emmanuelle kept going through my mind... sexual images... the image of her licking her lips again. She looked so animalistic as she licked her lips, like she was ready to tear the covers from me and just take me right then.
I almost let my orgasm overtake me, but then realized I made that agreement. Cursing to myself, and walking around very wet with a very hard shaft to grab a bottle from my bed, I finally made it back into the shower. I closed my eyes and mentally locked on the image again. Then, holding the bottle close, I came. I wasn't sure I'd have the ability to make it into the bottle, but I did. At least mostly. When I looked, the bottle was now about a quarter full. I recapped it and then wondered what the hell I was going to do with it, so I just set it on my dresser.
I dried off, dressed, and had a shake for breakfast, with a scoop of the protein powder included. Then I dashed off to school for the last 2 classes of the day.
I don't know what had come over me, maybe it was something in the protein powder, but my libido was through the roof all day long. I had an almost constant erection and I could barely even look at a girl without concocting some fantasy about her. Fantasies about just taking them, just bending them over right then and there... fantasies about threesomes... even fantasies about several women taking me over and over again. I felt an overwhelming need to masturbate all day long, but I had no choice but to wait until I got home. It sure made the day pass slowly as I constantly looked at the clock.
But when I did get home, I raced inside, grabbed the bottle for Emmanuelle and within thirty seconds I was gushing into it, filling it well beyond half-way. I was absolutely panting, nearly out of breath, and sweating from masturbating so hard and so fast. It had never hit me so hard before. And then I had to do it again, more than filling the bottle within another minute.
After dinner, I quietly went down to the first floor and knocked on her door, praying that no one would see me. When she opened it, she was dressed in a robe, and asked if I'd like to come in. I declined, but gave her the bottle. I was shocked how excited she was to get it. It was like she needed it to live or something. She couldn't take her eyes off it and once she had it in her hand, it was as if I was completely forgotten. She thanked me and closed the door in my face as she turned back into her apartment.
I just went back upstairs to study.
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As the week wore on... into multiple weeks... my libido stayed through the roof. But I was far too shy to ask anyone out. I simply ran home and masturbated multiple times a day. It seemed like I was filling half the bottle every time now. Which really meant more and more money off my rent. I saw Emmanuelle more than once a day, delivering bottles of cum to her. I still had no idea why she wanted it, but really, why did I care? I was feeling so good and I was making easy money. The only downside was that I was feeling more and more tired all the time. It felt like I had the flu or something, my muscles were just tired and worn out all the time. I even noticed dark circles under my eyes.
And every time I saw Emmanuelle, she looked more and more radiant. She seemed to look younger all the time, although I knew that was impossible. That could have been my libido, though, too, looking at her like another sexual object I needed in my life. Over the days and weeks I started having more and more fantasies about her as well, and masturbated to more and more thoughts of her.
It was probably three months into our arrangement, just after winter break started, that I made a delivery to her and she invited me in for dinner. She had expected me and had already made it, so it was no bother. It would actually have been extremely rude to decline at this point, at least that was her argument. Besides, I wanted to be with her. I wanted to see her and be in her presence. I wanted my fantasies to come true. She opened her door and let me in, with a sultry, knowing grin on her face, as if she'd read my lustful mind. God she looked incredible!
She was wearing a black dress that showed lots of leg and lots of chest. It was a dress a porn star would wear. It was a dress to entice and excite. A dress designed for a quick fuck... on a moment's notice. Just a little move here or a lift there and every erogenous zone would be revealed. And she wasn't wearing a bra underneath it. I imagined she wasn't wearing panties, either.
She smiled. "I'm glad to see you appreciate my outfit," she said, catching my eyes looking where they shouldn't.
I blushed, caught red-handed. "I... uh... I do! You look... really incredible!" I was wearing a simple t-shirt and jeans, praying my erection wasn't too noticeable, and wondering how bad I looked compared to her.
"Good. I did wear it for that effect. I enjoy... pleasing... you. But, please..." She led me to her dining room and offered me a seat at the table. The table was already set for two, so she obviously expected me to join her.
"Wine?" she asked.
"Well... I'm... I'm not exactly twenty-one yet," I admitted sheepishly.
"We're two adults having a little private time together. I won't tell if you won't," she said, smiling mischievously. She poured me a glass without even hearing my response. Then she grabbed my plate and took it with her into the kitchen. My eyes strayed around her apartment while she was gone and was drawn to a bookshelf in the living room. In the middle of one of the shelves, prominently displayed, were the two crystals, held up on stands next to each other, and glowing.
I couldn't believe my eyes. There was no reason they should be glowing like that. It wasn't... natural.
When she came out, my attention turned back to her, and my plate was filled with a delicious steak dinner that smelled incredible.
"Gotta make sure we keep your energy up," she said, winking at me.
She then went and got her own dinner and sat down. I had to say, the steak tasted incredible. She was a very good cook and I hadn't had home cooking in a long time. We didn't talk a lot during dinner, but it seemed we were casually checking each other out... at least I know I was checking her out. I have no idea what had come over me... she was more than twice my age, although she didn't look it. And if I didn't know better, I would have sworn she was flirting with me. I could feel my erection pulsing with need. I had a very, very strong desire to masturbate again. Her hands constantly played with the top of her dress as she ate, so that she was almost flashing me her breasts.
.
"I see you noticed the crystals," she said, glancing at them herself, drawing my attention back to them. "They are very unique, aren't they?"
"They're glowing... what makes them glow like that? I don't understand how...," I said, not hiding my confusion.
She smiled and touched my hand. "I'm not sure myself," she said, smiling at me. "They're very special, though. I've had them for a very, very long time. They were a gift from an old friend named Rodrigo Perez. He was an explorer and wandered around the Amazon seeking various treasures. When he found these, he brought them back to me. He performed the same meditation with me that we performed together. But... he didn't get the results he wanted. Kind of the opposite, actually."
"What result was he expecting?" I asked.
"In short, Vince, they represent the bond between us, the bond we created during the meditation."
"The bond?"
"Don't you feel it, Vince? Don't you feel the energy between us? The bond is the energy moving between you and I, a giver and a taker." Her hand slid beneath the fabric of her dress and I could tell she was playing with her nipple. "I can feel so much desire and need from you," she whispered, almost moaning, closing her eyes a moment. "I can feel your lust all through my body. It feels so good." She opened her eyes and looked at me. "You like looking at me, don't you?" I blushed and looked away. "Don't be embarrassed. I know you do. You're such a good boy."
I blushed again, embarrassed that I was so turned on by her. I had to adjust myself, and tried to do so surreptitiously, but I could tell she noticed. She seemed to enjoy my discomfort.
"Look at those muscles! College really agrees with you, doesn't it? Mmmm... you are a very handsome young man."
She began playing with her dress again, continually moving the fabric aside, exposing more and more of her breasts as I watched, mesmerized.
"I see you have a thing for my breasts." I blushed as she said it and looked away sheepishly. "Don't be shy. You can look." Her hand reached out and found my chin, redirecting my gaze back to her. "I want you to look." She moved the material aside, exposing both breasts completely and began teasing her own nipples. "I think I, uh, see what's growing the most on you," she said, looking down into my lap. My cock was absolutely throbbing, tenting my pants as much as it could. "Stand up," she commanded, and I did. I don't know why I did it so readily or so easily. I did it... because she commanded it.
She reached a hand out and firmly touched my crotch, cupping my balls through my jeans and then moving over the shaft. "Ooh, that is nice! I bet you make the girls at school really happy with that, don't you?"
I stood there nervously, not knowing what I was doing. I shook my head, unable to speak a word. All the blood in my body seemed to be going to my raging hardon as I looked down at her beautiful breasts and her hand that was still stroking me.
She smiled. "At least you would make them happy... if I let you. But you're mine now, aren't you? You and I both know it's true. Show it to me," she commanded. "Take your pants down for me and show me your beautiful cock."
She pulled her hand back and sat back in her chair, her hands moving to her own breasts once again, cupping and squeezing them for her own pleasure as well as mine.
When my pants fell down to my ankles, my cock bobbed free, practically bobbing with every heartbeat. "Ooh... nice! Do you mind if I touch it?"
I didn't know what to say and watched helplessly as her hand grasped my shaft without waiting for my response, her fingers curling around it, and she began sliding up and down it's length. I felt a bolt of electricity fly over my body, quickly driving me to the edge, as the pleasure coursed through me. "Mmmm, I like the way that it feels... It's soft... and smooth... and so very hard. Your cock looks so pretty like that. Nice and hard for me."
She kept stroking me and I just stood there like an idiot. She licked her lips nearly sending me over the edge already, but miraculously, I didn't cum. "I can feel your desire... your need... and it feels so delicious. I want you to cum for me. Right here. I just love young cock. Here... you stroke it!" She released my cock and sat back in her chair, resuming her ministrations on her breast with one hand, while the other slid beneath her dress and began teasing her clit as she spread her thighs.
I grabbed my shaft and began stroking myself as I watched her. I was embarrassed that I had no control over myself. I couldn't help myself.
"Mmmm... so big for me! Ah, fuck! That's it. Slow and easy."
I wanted to cum so badly! I wanted to stroke it fast, make myself cum now, but she wouldn't let me. God this was torture!
"So nice... oh, baby... just like that." She was definitely enjoying watching me masturbate, slow and steady, up and down my engorged rod. It felt so incredibly good. While I wanted to cum so bad, it felt more important to do what she told me to do.
"Mmhmm... I saw you watching me at the pool over the summer. Watching me from your window. Masturbating."
"But I... I wouldn't..." I protested, weakly, embarrassed that I was caught.
"Didn't you? Don't be embarrassed. It's ok. I like that you were watching. I like it a lot. It's why I chose you, Vince. You're special. You're young... and strong... so full of testosterone... so sexually aware... and so full of cum. Play with the head. Nice and gentle. That's it. Squeeze the head of your cock for me. Just like that."
I moved my hand to the end of my cock, just playing with the tip. God, she was driving me crazy!
"Mmhmm... now the whole thing. Up and down. Go on... fuck! Good boy."
I was having trouble standing, but I couldn't help but continue. My cock was throbbing in my hand and I had to cum soon.
"Play with your balls, too," she commanded. "Go on! Tug on them... for me. Do everything... for me."
I grabbed my balls in my other hand and squeezed and tugged on them, just as she commanded. It felt incredible.
She licked her lips again, making me wish her mouth were on me. "Mmhmm," she groaned, as if a bolt of pleasure washed over her. "Does that feel good? It looks so good. Just like that."
The slowness of my stroking wasn't going to be enough, by itself, for me to cum. But I had to follow her commands. It was pure torture. My cock was throbbing!
"Move faster... stroke your cock. Mmhmm... and tug on your balls. Both at the same time. That's it... Mmmm, so much precum is coming out already. That's it... just like that. Faster... go on... Oh my God... harder baby."
"Uh... oh God... uh..." I moaned as I slid my hand up and down my cock quickly, my other hand still squeezing and tugging at my balls.
"Yeah..." she said, loving what I was doing. "Now... fuck your hand. That's it... move those hips, not your hand. Fuck your hand for me. So good... oh, God, fuck... I like watching you fuck like that."
She got out of her chair and knelt on the floor in front of me, tugging her dress further down to expose her entire torso. She leaned forward so that her face was just inches from my raging cock and put her hands on my thighs.
"Mmmm... Put all that yummy cum all over me. Mmmhmm," she moaned. "Faster baby. Faster... harder... Oh, fuck baby, just like that. Fuck your hand for me, baby."
I could feel the heat of her breath on my hand and on my cock. Her face and mouth were so close... so close... I just need to cum. I needed it!
"Oh, fuck! God, I want you to cum all over me. That's it. All over me. Drip on me... drip down my chin... onto my tits. Cum for me, Vince."
And with that command, I started cumming. My muscles tightened and I felt everything in me pour out of my cock. Spray after spray ejected from the tip onto her face, neck, and chest. So much cum...
"Mmhmm... mmhmm... that's it... just like that... don't stop." She was enjoying my cum on her skin and used her hands to wipe it all over her torso, face, and neck, rubbing it into her skin like lotion. It made her radiate and practically glow. God she was so sexy!
I was breathing hard and my legs felt so weak. I moved backwards and sat in my chair again, practically slumping into it. I don't know how I didn't fall out of the chair. I couldn't believe how tired I was... nor how much I came. I wondered if I would have been better off bottling it, but realized seeing her reaction was far, far better.
"Oh, fuck, you've cum so hard for me, Vince. That's a good, good boy. Mmmm... fuck. So good. You did such a good job for me." On the internet sites I've looked at where men came on women's faces like I did... it made the women a mess. But it seemed to just soak into Emmanuelle's skin. It made her look even more beautiful, younger, rejuvenated, and energized.
"Oh, fuck," she said, licking cum from her fingers. "You really are a healthy young man. You're going to make me very, very happy."
She slid to her knees before me again, kneeling between my spread legs, her hands stroking my thighs. "Let's see if you're still as special as I thought," she said as her fingers encircled my mildly-deflated shaft. She began stroking me, my cock instantly responding once more. "Let's see if you can cum again, shall we?"
*****
I don't know how many times I came that night. I was far too tired to think after the first one. But I know it was several times before I finally left at 11pm.
"Time to go home and rest, Vince," she whispered. "You've earned it." She helped me to her door and ushered me into the hallway. I slowly made my way up the stairs and into my apartment where I collapsed on my bed.
*****
For the next six months, I ate dinner at her place every night and masturbated for her on demand, always cumming on her. She always figured out how to give me multiple orgasms, draining all my energy until I practically had to crawl back up to my apartment. Sometimes, she'd let me lick her pussy first. Other times she even let me fuck her first. But she always made sure I finished by cumming on her face and chest.
Then, when Evi and Doug, the other renters, moved out at the end of the school year, she commanded me to move into her apartment and began calling me her son. In the fall, she rented to new students, always keeping up the lie that I was her son. At the end of that school year, I dropped out of college and simply lived with her and her hold over me grew even stronger.
During this time, my feelings began getting very unstable. I could feel myself growing angry for no reason, especially when I thought someone was checking Emmanuelle out inappropriately or not respecting her. She met my outbursts with love and care, commenting that I was just a bit unruly and jealous of others.
*****
As time went by, I barely left the apartment, while Emmanuelle did frequently. She still went out to the pool during the summers, wearing her tiny bikini, and I still watched her and masturbated to the sight. I was completely captivated by her and totally in love with her. I was completely desirous of her. She was my total world. No woman could compare to her.
I felt myself feeling older, feeling more tired, and every glance in the mirror showed something new. After just three years I was looking like I was middle age. I saw the grey hair starting. I felt my body losing its muscle mass and strength. I saw the creases on my face. I worked out, trying to keep in shape, but it was more and more difficult.
After six years, I looked to be in my fifties. I was greying, even the hair on my arms and my hair was thinning. It was then that we moved to another state, moving to yet another college town and buying a place to rent to students again. Emmanuelle referred to me as her husband now. It surprised me, but I didn't question it.
It was strange, but it took nearly ten years before I realized that there was something about the crystals that was causing this. I looked like I was in my seventies. We'd moved again, once more to yet another college town and into yet another rental house for the students. Emmanuelle was now referring to me as her father. And as we were setting up the new place, I saw Emmanuelle putting the crystals on the book shelf and again wondered why they were glowing.
One day while Emmanuelle was out, I picked up one of the crystals and held it in my hands. It felt warm and seemed otherworldly. Building up my strength and confidence that what I was doing was necessary, I threw it to the floor, trying to shatter it. But it merely hit with a thud, denting the wood beneath the area rug.
"Fuck!" I yelled and tried again and again. I had to be able to break it, crack it... something! I took it outside and tried to throw it against the concrete of the back porch and it just bounced off it.
I was distracted by one of my attempts to destroy it, this time striking it with a hammer, and didn't realize that Emmanuelle was watching me. She laughed when it failed.
"They can't be broken, Vince. Seriously. You can stop trying."
I knew I wasn't the first person to try, I realized. She was far too comfortable knowing that I wouldn't succeed. And I began to wonder how long she'd been doing this. How many victims had there been?
I became very grumpy, often yelling at the college kids for no reason. I was always distrustful of them, of how they were looking at my Emmanuelle and how they were treating my Emmanuelle. They wanted her. They wanted to take her from me. Emmanuelle always apologized, shooed me back into the apartment and tried to reassure me that she would never leave me, but I had a hard time believing it. I was looking and feeling so old. She had to want someone younger to please her.
And when Emmanuelle wanted to go to Fort Lauderdale for Spring Break that year, I was suspicious of her intentions. While in the afterglow of my orgasm one day, she told me her plan. She needed to find another to replace me when I passed away. We both knew I wouldn't last much longer and she needed someone... the right someone... to be with her.
She had booked two hotel rooms far in advance and we went down a few days before the peak season for Spring Break vacationers. We set up the rooms, moving the beds in one aside to create a lot of space, and she had me go out with one of the crystals to invite four or five guys to come to the private party on Tuesday. She told me that it might take a few parties before she found the right guy.
I was angry that I was going to be replaced, but I knew I didn't want her to be alone. That was absolutely unthinkable. I had to find a replacement. So on Tuesday afternoon, I walked along the beach with the crystal and used it to guide me towards certain guys. As I met each one, I made my pitch for them to attend the party. None of them refused.
When Tuesday night came, I attended the party, and watched as she danced for the guys. Watched as she had a great time getting them hard and making them orgasm all over her. Flashbacks reminded me of my own party with her, not too many years ago. Memories came flooding back to me. I was angry. I was jealous. But I obeyed her. I was hopeful. Luckily, she selected one young man in the first party and we were able to leave and go back home.
*****
After being with Emmanuelle for just thirteen years, I was looking like I was in my eighties. I walked stooped over, using a cane now. I moved slowly and deliberately.
A young man knocked on our door in the early afternoon, and being closer to the door, I answered it. He said his name was Chuck and was a new college student, just moved from Arizona, and had rented a room with us. He was asking for the keys so he could start moving his stuff in.



He didn't recognize me, but, oh, I recognized him! His blond-tipped, spiked hair was unforgettable. He was the young man from our party in Fort Lauderdale less than a year ago... the one Emmanuelle selected. He stood there in jeans and a t-shirt with the arms cut off, his young muscles bulging with every move he made. He was going to be my replacement... when I died. I was furious with him and berated him bothering us, telling him to leave until Emmanuelle quickly came to the door, shooed me away, and made apologies.
I walked back to my chair and got myself comfortable, still fuming, while she took care of getting him the keys and providing him the rental information. I could almost here the giddiness and flirting in her voice.
And that night, as I sat in my chair thinking, I realized what it would take. I realized the one thing that I'd never tried in attempting to break the crystals. I had never tried smashing them together. I got out of my chair and made my way to the book shelf and grabbed both crystals, one in each hand. I tapped them together lightly and could feel a jitter in the energy.
Emmanuelle must have felt it, too. Within seconds she was in the room, looking at me. She saw what I was intending to do.
"Stop! You don't know what you're doing," she said, sounding scared for the first time since I met her.
"I think I know exactly what I'm doing," I said. "I'm going to reclaim my life. I'm thirty-three years old and I look and feel like I'm fucking one hundred. I don't understand what happened to me, but I want it to stop! I want my life back."
"I know you do, Vince. And I'm sorry for that. I truly love you for that gift you've given me." She came closer to me, but stayed out of reach, trying not to force my hand. "But you love me, don't you?" she asked. Then she unbuttoned her blouse, tossed it aside, and unfastened her bra, casting it aside as well. "You want me, don't you? You want these tits?"
I could feel my lust for her growing stronger and stronger. I could almost feel the crystals throbbing as I grew more and more lustful towards her.
"You want me to be happy and pleasured... don't you?" she asked, her hands groping her gorgeous breasts. I'd seen them hundreds of times but they always took my breath away. Especially when she stroked them like that, teasing me. Her nipples grew so hard and pointed, begging to be sucked.
"Yes," I whispered, a tear forming in my eye.
She slowly moved closer to me, making me want her more and more. "If you destroy those crystals, we will both will die. But no matter what happens to you, we will never be together again."
I swallowed as that truth penetrated my mind. To be without her... to see her die... that was unthinkable.
She finally reached me and put one hand on my shoulder, the other on my chest. Her hand made slow, lazy circles on my chest, moving lower and lower onto my abdomen. "You've been so good to me all these years. Wasn't I good to you? Didn't I treated you well?"
She looked sad... as if she'd failed to please me somehow. I shook my head, looking at the crystals and knowing that I could never be the one to end her life.
The hand on my shoulder dropped and she began unfastening my pants, freeing my very hard erection. That was one area that never seemed to age. I was harder and larger than I was when I was twenty. "Please... just put them back on the shelf and let me give you pleasure." Her fingers encircled my shaft and she slowly stroked me as I slightly turned and put the crystals back. She smiled seductively, dropped to her knees, and her mouth engulfed me, giving me more pleasure than I could ever imagine.
"Fuck, I love this cock," she moaned, looking up at me and licking her lips. "And your cum is so absofuckinglutely yummy! I want it," she said, stroking my cock with both hands, using one to squeeze and swirl expertly over the head. Then she started sucking on just the tip, while her hand stroked the shaft. She knew exactly what drove me crazy. "I want it all over my face again, baby. I love to feel it covering me."
My legs were too weak to stand long, especially under her ministrations, so she led me to the chair. She had me sit and then continued to stroke and suck on my cock, moaning softly as I quickly got closer and closer.
"I... I still don't understand. What happened to me?" I asked, on the verge of tears. "What are those crystals doing to me?
"Shh, baby. It'll be ok," she said, stroking my cock slowly with one hand, my thigh with the other. "I'll tell you. You see, a long time ago a friend of mine, Rodrigo Perez, wanted to find the fountain of youth," she began, her hand slowly moving up and down my shaft as I watched, feeling almost helpless. "So he went down to South America and began exploring the Amazon. I was thirty years old when he left. I wanted to marry him, but he was so caught up in his exploration. It was... it was everything to him. For ten long years he searched and searched, barely even having time to write me a letter. For much of the time, I didn't know if he was dead or alive."
She held my cock still and swirled the palm of the other over the head, circling and circling. The pleasure grew so quickly it almost overwhelmed me. I could think of nothing but the pleasure. I raised my hips up as much as possible, then dropped them and tried to pull away from her, but she moved with me, torturing me with pure pleasure.
She laughed at me, loving how she had so much control over me. "You like that? Huh? Tell me I own your cock, baby," she said softly, not letting up for a second.
"God... stop... STOP... YOU own my cock. You do!!" I screamed, my heart thumping loudly in my chest, sweat dripping from my body. She stopped, giggling, and resumed just stroking my now even harder cock.
"And then, ten years after he left, he came home... he came back into my life and showed me the crystals. He said some Indian priestess had them and gave them to him." She looked up at me and chuckled softly. "I always wondered why she would give them up, and always had the suspicion that he killed her and stole them. But I never knew for sure."
I groaned as she used one hand to then swirl over and tease my balls. I knew where this was going next. She knew me so well by now.
"He told me the crystals were the path to unlimited life, going on and on about how the priestess was well over two hundred years old. He then had me perform the same meditation that I performed with you. But he didn't know exactly how the crystals worked. He assumed he'd get the benefit... but he was wrong. I did instead.
"Oh I remember that first rush of energy as it surged through me. I could feel his lust and desire all over my body. Oh, it was heavenly! I didn't say anything and he told me he felt a rush. He was so confident that was confirmation that he was right. He was so confident that the crystal was was going to give him eternal life by stealing mine. He knew more than he let on and when we had sex that night, he thought he would use that to take my energy. To steal it from me. But it backfired. His energy was transferred to me. When he came, his cum was so incredibly delicious. Better than anything I'd ever tasted! And I took it again and again. I could feel the energy flowing over and through me. I could feel it feeding me. It tickled every part of me and I felt so incredibly... alive. I wanted to feel it, to taste it, again and again and we had more sex than ever! Far more than society said was right to be sure." She giggled.
"He did marry me and I think it took a year or two before he finally realized that he was wrong, that he was growing old faster and that I was staying young and vibrant. After a while, when he started looking like my father, people started questioning what was happening, so we moved east to the Carolinas. And he grew older so we moved to Virginia and then Ohio. That's where he died."
She was smiling up at me as her fingers traced lower, to the base of my ball sack and then to my ass. Seductively, she licked her finger and then pushed it into my ass as I groaned. God, she knew just how to torture me. Slowly she slid it in and out, fingering me as she continued to stroke my shaft.
"And that's where I found a new man and the cycle began again. I assure you, I loved each of the men, as much as I could. But I also hungered for them and for the gift that they gave me."
I was having a hard time concentrating on what she was saying to me. She had so much knowledge on how to pleasure me, how to keep me on edge for as long as she desired.
"With each passing man, I tried to attract them younger and younger. The energy of the young is so vibrant, fresh, and delicious. And the young stay with me longer," she giggled.
"Oh... oh God," I groaned, getting so close to my orgasm again. "How many... how long?"
"Oh... I haven't really counted, to tell you the truth. Many. And... well... I married Rodrigo in... April of 1871."
18... 1871? I felt light headed. I didn't know if it was from what I learned or from the pleasure she was inflicting upon my body. But with that final piece of information, she was bound to make me cum. And she quickly succeeded.
And as I was cumming, I knew that I would give her my life, too.
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Welcome Home
It was a cold, early Spring night. My car passed smoothly down the busy street. People milled about on the sidewalks, not really going anywhere, just waiting. The provocatively dressed women stood waiting for someone to approach them. They tried their best to look sensuous and desirable. Some succeeded... some didn't.
I drove slowly down the line, looking at all the girls, making sure I selected the right one. This was my first time picking up a girl off the street. It probably looked like it, too. But this was important and for a special purpose. I'd spent the last couple of months looking... waiting... searching... being disappointed, only to gain a glimmer of hope again.
I finally found her two weeks ago. And tonight was the night to pick her up. What I was going to do was wrong... but exactly what needed to be done.
A lot of the girls approached my car as I moved past, trying to entice me to stop. When I finally saw the girl I wanted and stopped, two girls started approaching me, the girl I wanted and another. The other girl, an older black woman, pushed my choice away and came up to the driver's side window and bent forward to talk to me.
"Hi sugar. Looking for a date?" she asked. Her breasts were almost falling out of her top and I couldn't help but watch them. She noticed and smiled, then her hand moved into the car and stroked my leg. "I think we can find something fun to do." Her hand reached my cock and rubbed it softly. I felt myself hardening quickly.
I grabbed her wrist and pulled it away. "I think we could, too, but I was looking at her," I said, indicating the girl that was pushed away.
"Aww, baby, she's not near as good as I am. Let's go somewhere private and I'll show you just how much fun we can have."
"Thanks, but some other time. I want... her." The woman was clearly not happy with my decision and backed away from the door.
"Fine," she said and signaled the other girl over. "Hey Tay! He wants you, bitch."
I watched Taylor smile in victory, happy to have beaten out the other, older woman. She walked to the passenger side of the car and got in, sliding up close to me. She was young, just over 20... several a few years younger than my wife. She wore too much makeup and smelled like cigarettes. She was dirty and looked like she'd been living on the streets too much. But I saw how attractive she really was. I saw who she really was.
"So what kind of fun do you want to have?" she asked innocently, her hand grabbing mine and holding it. "I'm open to anything you want." She moved my hand down to her leg, putting her hand on the back of mine. She began stroking her leg with my hand, slowly moving it to her thighs. She opened her legs a bit and then pulled my hand a little higher to feel her inner thigh.
"I have a few things in mind. How about $2500 and you're mine for 24 hours, anything I want?"
Her eyes went wide, considering the amount and the word 'anything'. She knew that was far, far more than she'd bring in for the night. "Wow... you don't play around. Ok... half now, half later."
I pulled out a wad of cash from my jacket, counting out and handing her half. She recounted it and shoved it into her purse.
"Alright, baby, I'm all yours." She slid in next to me and put her hand on my thigh, moving it up until it was grazing my cock. She was certainly ready to go. She put on a show of bravado, of control. I smiled knowing it was just an act. "I know a place we can go nearby... just up the street."
"I have a hotel room already... at the Hilton," I replied, putting the car in gear and moving forward.
"Nice place," she said, sounding impressed that I thought ahead. "You from out of town?"
"I moved here about a year ago," I said, "just after I got married."
Her hand moved firmly onto my erection, stroking it, making it grow. She knew just how to get me excited. "Lucky woman to have a monster like this around." She brought her other hand over and began unfastening my pants as we drove through the night. "Mind if I have a taste?" It was certainly a rhetorical question.
She pulled me free from my slacks and boxers, her hand stroking me. "Mmm... nice and big," she moaned. She bent forward and licked the head making me moan loudly. I put a hand on her back and stroked it, wanting to feel her, wanting to encourage her. Her hand slowly moved up and down my shaft, squeezing and twisting, jerking me off. She kissed the head and shaft for a moment, letting her tongue slide over and around it before pursing her lips and pushing it through them.
I groaned when I felt her mouth engulf me. It was so warm and wet and felt so good. Her head bobbed up and down as we drove through the dark city streets.
"Fuck, that's good," I whispered. A red light ahead made me stop. I looked around at the traffic, hoping a cop wouldn't wander by and catch us. A large pickup truck pulled to the left and I looked up. The guy in the passenger seat had a good view of her going down on me and whistled appreciatively. She didn't miss a beat, though, her head moving up and down as my cock slid deep into her mouth. Then she pulled away and jerked me off, smiling up at the man hungrily.
"Oh, yeah, be jealous dude... I'm going to make this man-meat cum all night long," she moaned.
I pulled away from the light and the prying eyes of the truck and continued on my way. I couldn't wait to get back to the hotel to really get into this. I could feel my peak rising quickly and moved my hand up to the back of her head, grabbing a fistful of hair. I heard her moan deeply with desire, loving how I was going to control her, as I pushed her back down onto my engorged rod. I forced her down all the way, my cock was buried deep in her throat. She gurgled, choking on it before I pulled her up.
I was told she was a submissive slut. I was told she'd love being played with, being made to do all sorts of nasty things. And the info was right on.
When her mouth was lifted off me, she was gasping, drool running out of her mouth, dripping from her chin.
"Like that?" I asked, looking down at her.
"God yes," she moaned, seconds before I pushed her head back down, raping the back of her throat with my cock once again. I made her choke on my cock several times before I let up and let her suck me off on her own terms once again. The hotel then loomed ahead and I parked in the deck, pulling into a nice spot on the second floor.
When I put the car in park and turned off the ignition, she tried to rise up, thinking she was done for the moment, but I would have none of that.
"You're done when I say you're done," I yelled, pushing her head back down again. I put both hands on the back of her head, my fingers entwined in her hair, holding her in place while I pushed my hips up and down, fucking her face. The gurgling sounds she made were so hot. I didn't want to cum in the car, though, so I finally pulled her away from me, redressed, and got out of the car. I walked over to her side and opened the door, helping her out as well.
She was still panting and was a bit wobbly on her feet as we walked to the hotel door, arm in arm. I led her inside, walking down the brightly lit hallway to the elevators. It was after midnight and the hotel was quiet. The elevator was slow, however, so, while we waited for it, I reached behind her and unfastened the catch on her mini-skirt, sliding the zipper down. She started to reach down to hold the skirt up, but I just grabbed her wrist and stopped her.
"Whatever I want," I said. She looked at me, stunned that I would do this... but she was breathing excitedly.
The skirt hit the floor and I helped her step out of it. She was wearing sexy thong underwear which looked incredible in her high heels. Her ass was beautifully shaped and I couldn't wait to see the rest of her. She watched in the reflection of the elevator doors as my fingers slid over her abdomen and pushed beneath the thin material. I was standing right behind her, my left hand holding her tightly to me as my right teased her clit.
She stood there breathing heavily, her knees moving a little wider apart as my hand pushed lower, my fingers prodding at her entrance. I leaned into her ear and licked it as I pushed a finger inside her pussy, my palm rubbing against her clit.
"I'm going to really enjoy fucking you," I whispered. She moaned as my finger began to move faster, swirling inside her, my hand pushing upwards into her clit. "Tonight, you're mine."
The elevator bell rang and I walked forward, continuing to finger her. We had a little trouble moving together, but that didn't stop me. I turned her around to face the doors again and leaned in to her ear.
"Seventh floor, please," I whispered.
She reached out and pressed the button as my finger sped up, moving rapidly inside her.
"Oh god," she moaned, falling into me.
"Yessss," I whispered back, licking her ear. "You're gonna cum a lot tonight. Starting now."
I felt her body go rigid and then convulse a little as her orgasm washed over her. My fingers slowed down, but I continued to fuck her slow and deep, letting my palm caress her clit with each thrust. She was a little unstable so I held her tighter to me. The elevator slowed and finally stopped, the door opening on my floor. I pulled my fingers from her and held her arm, helping her down the hall to my room.
I fished out the keycard and entered the room, pulling her behind me. I let the door shut and then moved her towards the bed. It was still made, the bedspread perfectly formed around the mattress. I turned towards her and began opening her top. She wore a loose blouse, tied together in the front beneath her breasts. She wasn't large on top, but her breasts looked lovely, just peeking out behind the thin material.
I pulled the blouse off her arms, leaving her standing in her heels, thong, and bra. I walked the three steps over to the little chair off to the side of the desk and sat down, motioning her over to me. As she stood in front of me, I pulled the thong down and off her long legs.
"Nice," I whispered, seeing her pussy for the first time. She was shaved with just a hint of bush above her clit. Her lips were damp and protruding, giving away her excited state. I stroked a hand between her legs, sliding it up to her pussy where it ran forwards and back feeling her moist flesh. She watched me as I let a finger slide into her pussy again. I bent forward to watch it closely, seeing her hungry cunt suck my finger in and grip it tightly. Her clit was long and lovely, begging to be sucked.
I pushed a second finger into her and she pushed her hips forward, spreading her legs a little for me. I stopped fingering her for a moment and used my thumb to swirl over her clit, coating it with her juices and making her squirm a little.
"Fuck," she moaned.
I pulled my hand away before she could cum again. Then I turned her and removed her bra, pulling it down and off her arms. Turning her back around to face me, my hands inspected them, massaged them. I held them and squeezed them. Her nipples were hard little points and poked into my palms. I moved my hands away and let my fingers slide around each one, teasing them even harder, pinching and pulling them.
She didn't protest or say a word, only watched me and moaned. By her expression, I knew she loved it. I knew she wanted this and more.
Finally satisfied, I sat back and looked up at her. "I have a particularly strong fetish for ass play," I said softly. "I don't expect you'll have any problems with that."
"No, sir," she said meekly. Her dominant prostitute personality from earlier was completely gone, replaced by her true, submissive self. This was the role she was born for and she knew it.
"Good. Now come with me." I took her hand and led her into the bathroom. I had her remove her heels as I started the bath. It was a nice, large tub, certainly big enough for the both of us. When the water was the right temperature, I plugged the drain to let it fill and then stood in front of her.
"Undress me," I commanded. Wordlessly she pulled my shirt up and over my head, tossing it aside. Then moved to my pants, unfastening them and pulling them down my legs. My erection was obvious behind my boxers. She moved in close and bent over, pulling my boxers down. When they cleared my feet, she palmed my cock gently... almost longingly. "Soon enough, baby girl."
I helped her into the tub with me and we sat down, enjoying the hot water. I had her kneel in the tub and began to wash her body, using the fragrant soap that I brought with me. I knew I wanted her sweet smelling and clean. The plans ahead would be better served that way.
I smiled and laughed thinking of what was ahead. If she only knew... but my money was well spent. The time I put into this was well spent.
When her upper body was all clean and soaped up, I let my hands slide around her breasts again, making sure to play with them a little. Her body really was nice and I was definitely enjoying my time with her. I hoped the plan would work out completely and I would have a lot more time with her, too. But I didn't need to worry about that quite yet. I made sure her makeup was washed off, revealing her lovely, youthful appearance.
I rinsed her torso off and then had her turn around, stand, and bend over, offering me a lovely view of her ass. I put more soap on the washcloth and slowly and deliberately cleaned her there. Her asshole was so pink and lovely and with the view of her pussy from behind I was very rock hard.
Her ass was completely covered in soapy foam as my finger pushed into her asshole a little, cleaning her thoroughly. It was so tight and felt absolutely wonderful. I could hear her little yips and moans echoing through the little room as my finger pushed in and out. She was going to be so much fun.
I rinsed her off and pulled her out of the tub, drying her off. I had her dry me off as well and she spent a little extra time around my cock, cradling it and stroking it. I was very hard and knew I'd have to get off soon.
We moved back into the bedroom and I sat on the bed, patting my lap to have her lay across it. She did it without protest, but I could tell she was a little nervous about it. My hands circled her lovely globes, feeling the beautifully soft skin. She had the loveliest ass.
I suddenly pulled my hand away and smacked it, causing her to yip. I smiled hearing the lovely sound. On the third smack she brought her hand back meaning to stop me, but I only pulled her arm behind her back. She squirmed while I made her ass a lovely, rosy pink, smacking it again and again. Being a beautiful submissive, she didn't call out or say anything to make me stop. She just squirmed on my lap and moaned. I felt my cock rise and rub against her stomach. I loved playing with submissive women.
When I finally finished spanking her I moved a little, pulling her to sit up on my lap. She was panting a bit herself, so I knew she was excited and wondered what was next. I tossed two pillows onto the floor between my feet and laid her back on them, her shoulders on the floor, her ass in my lap, her feet dangling in the air. With her legs spread wide, she was so bare and open to me, and at my loving mercy.
I reached over and pulled a bottle of oil from my shaving kit and dribbled a bunch on her thighs and smeared it around, rubbing it in. Her skin was shiny and slippery now and I was excited that my most favorite playtime activity was at hand. I was breathing hard, anticipating this.
My hands moved down to her pussy and caressed it, rubbing oil around it. I toyed with her clit, sliding my fingers around it slowly, the hard little nub was slippery and I pinched it between my fingers as she grunted in pleasure. Sliding around and around her clit, then putting it between my fingers, I slid up and down her clit, pinching it between them.
My mouth was watering watching her body give up it's treasures to me. Her ass and pussy were so absolutely adorable. I pushed two fingers into her pussy and started to finger her slowly. My other hand moved lower, my fingers circling her asshole teasingly. It was so lovely, even more so with the shine of the oil on it.
"What a lovely ass," I whispered. "Just perfect for fucking."
I pushed a finger into her ass and alternated strokes between her pussy and asshole. Her ass was so much tighter, squeezing my finger. But the oil helped me push in deep, sinking my entire finger inside her. I can hardly imagine how good it felt to have both her holes filled up, to have both holes fucked at the same time. But her whimpering moans suggested she enjoyed it immensely.
She squirmed between my legs and when I looked down, I found she was playing with her nipples, pinching and pulling them, her eyes closed, and mouth open. She was breathing heavily, her face showing the pleasure she was feeling.
I slowly pushed a second finger into her ass and started fingering her again. Her ass was gripping my fingers harder. She tried to relax to take them, but it was hard. Fortunately, I knew what I wanted and was unrelenting. I was in heaven fucking her like this. Her ass was a dream and I wanted to play like this all day long.
But, alas, all good things must come to an end. I wanted to fuck her so badly that just had to stop. I helped pull her up so that she was sitting on my lap again, then reached up and pulled her mouth into mine. I kissed her hard and she returned it in kind. My cock was standing tall between us and she reached down and stroked it.
"Please fuck me," she breathed into my mouth.
I smiled. Just what I wanted to hear.
I pulled her off my lap, had her kneel on the bed, and stood behind her. I stroked myself, smearing my cock with the oils, then lined myself up with her pussy. Without further announcement, I pushed into her, thrusting in deep and fast. I slid in so easily and she groaned in excitement. She so enjoyed being fucked like this. She was just like a wild animal in heat, offering herself up to me, arching her back to expose herself so nicely to me, just needing someone to fuck her.
I slid in a few more times, making sure my cock was good and coated with her juices, then pulled out. She whimpered, wanting me to keep going, confused about why I stopped. My hands pulled her ass cheeks apart and I put the head of my cock at the entrance to her ass. I felt her shiver with excitement and pushed in, slowly and steadily inserting myself into her.
She was so ready at this point that I slid in fairly easily. Her ass gripped my cock lovingly and tightly. I loved it!
My hands grabbed her hips tightly and I began fucking her, slowly at first, but then picking up speed. Oh god this was just perfect. Her face was pushed into the comforter, her eyes closed. I could feel her hand underneath us playing with her clit and occasionally moving back to feel my balls.
I don't know how many times she came, but I felt my own orgasm fast approaching. I felt a new pair of hands on my shoulders, lovingly stroking them. I felt another woman's breasts press into my back as the hands wrapped around me, hips pressing into my ass, matching my strokes into the prostitute on the bed.
A tongue licked my ear and lips whispered to me. "Harder," she said, moaning. "Faster and harder. I want you to fucking cum in her ass."
And I did. I felt the heat gathering in my groin, welling up ready to explode. I heard the blood pounding in my head as my heart raced. I heard the grunting sounds from the prostitute before me, taking my hard cock into her ass. I heard my own moans of pleasure and the whispers, the encouragement from my soul mate behind me... and came.
I grunted loudly, thrusting hard and slow as I gushed into her ass. I felt my entire body pour into her and then stopped. I stood there for a moment, enjoying being embedded in her. I finally pulled out.



Hands moved me aside as my naked wife moved onto the bed, pressing behind the prone prostitute and cradling against her. Her body entwined with the other, her hands probing and teasing her body,
"I can't believe you found her," she said excitedly, kissing the girl's shoulder, her hand moving around her to tease her nipple. I smiled, knowing this was a special moment.
Madison, my wife, leaned forward whispering in Taylor's ear. "Remember when you left home, thinking you would become some big rock star? You just disappeared... without a trace."
Taylor's mind was cloudy in the wake of being fucked, but that voice... it was familiar.
Madison's leg slid up along Taylor's, hooking it, pulling it open as her hand slid down Taylor's abdomen to her waiting clit. She teased it so nicely, so lovingly.
"Mom, Dad, and I... we were so worried about you. I knew you couldn't make it alone. I knew you had to have someone to take care of you. You're not strong enough. And I know you enjoy being controlled, I've always known."
"Madison?" Taylor whispered and grunted as the woman's fingers swirled over her clit.
"Yeah, it's me sis." Her fingers slid rapidly over Taylor's clit when she felt the younger woman shudder beneath her, nearing her orgasm. "We found you... it was an accident, but we found you. And now we're not letting you go again."
Taylor's hand moved down and covered her sister's hand, pushing it tighter against her, encouraging her to slide her fingers into her pussy, too. Madison licked her ear, kissed her neck as her body hugged her tighter.
"We'll take care of you now, baby. You'll stay with us from now on and we'll all be happy together."
Taylor moaned loudly, grinding her hips into her sister's hand, as her orgasm washed over her.
"Welcome home."
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Matchmaker
The day was as beautiful as it ever was in Eastgate. The streets were lined with run-down or old houses, several abandoned, and several condemned as Megan and her best friend Olivia walked home down 7th street. The sun was shining high in the sky, making the temperatures soar into the three digits once again. It was definitely hot.
Eastgate wasn't the best town to live in. The streets were dirty, liter was everywhere, junkies and drunks were everywhere, living in the streets. But it was their town. It was a poor suburb of Richland, which the residents could just see in the distance, the tall buildings, businesses and residences, reaching upwards towards the clouds.
The two had just spent the last few hours at the neighborhood swimming pool. On a day like this, it was always crowded, but they weren't there for the swimming. They were there for the boys.
Megan giggled. "God, I know," she said, commenting on what Olivia said about Matt, her crush. "It was like he wanted us to see how big he was."
"I think I saw the head peek out of the top of his trunks," Olivia giggled.
"And you couldn't help yourself," Megan giggled, bumping her shoulder into her friend.
"You know it," Olivia giggled again. "It was bigger than I remembered it."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. I almost couldn't deep throat it this time."
"Almost?"
"Well... I did it before, I certainly wasn't going to fail this time."
They continued down the road, walking the ten blocks between the pool and Megan's house, talking about all the boys they hooked up with in only those few hours. Neither one could go all the way in such crowded confines, but both were successful at giving and receiving some inappropriate touching in the water and then quick blowjobs in the bathroom to a couple of the boys.
"Woah," Olivia said, suddenly putting her hand on Megan's shoulder and pointing towards her house. "Who's that?"
Megan was shocked as she looked down the street. First of all, her father's old, run-down car was parked in the driveway, meaning he was home from work two hours early. Being divorced and partly disabled from a work accident they needed him to work every hour just to pay the bills. This was going to really hurt them.
But then she saw the limo. The shining, black car was sitting in the street in front of her house. She had no idea who that could be. It was certainly no one she would know. No one she knew could even afford to rent a limo.
"I don't know."
They kept an eye on the car and house as they approached and Megan could see the head of a driver through the rear window. The car was running, likely with the air conditioner on full, a luxury in itself in this day and age, and the driver was sitting in the car, as if waiting patiently for someone.
"I'll see you later," Megan said and turned to walk down her driveway. Olivia continued her walk down one more block to her house.
"Yeah... laters."
Megan went in the front door and was surprised to see her father sitting on the couch while an older, well-dressed gentleman was sitting on the recliner nearby.
"Oh, here she is now," her father said, standing, his hands shaking nervously.
Megan could tell this must be a very important man for her father to be acting this way. But she had no idea who it could be. She felt a little self-conscious being dressed the way she was.
Her father hugged her, which was odd in itself, and she kissed him on the cheek. "Father, what's going on?" she asked him.
Her father broke his hug and, with his hand on her back, led her over to the well-dressed man, who had stood. They crossed in front of a fan that turned to and fro, pushing the hot air around to make the room feel less hot.
"Mr. Applegate, may I introduce you to my daughter, Megan. Megan, this is Mr. Applegate. He's here from the city... to, uh... to see... you." Even her father seemed surprised that this man came to see his daughter.
"Miss Reardon," the older man said, smiling at her. Megan extended her hand and he took it, shaking it softly.
"Nice to meet you," she said.
"Please, please, have a seat," he said, pointing to the couch. She sat on the edge, still unsure of what was happening.
Mr. Applegate sat back down in his chair, looking at her as if appraising her. She felt a little uncomfortable in what she was wearing. It seemed very out of place at the moment. He was dressed in a white, silk shirt, and grey tie, with grey dress slacks, an outfit that probably cost near a thousand dollars itself, while she was dressed in her too-small bikini, and a pair of short jean shorts that were unbuttoned and slightly unzipped, showing the front of her red bikini bottoms.
Megan's dad sat down next to her, but the man quickly looked at him. "Is it possible that I could interview her alone... privately?"
"Oh... yeah," her dad said, standing, very uncertain. He looked around, wondering where to go.
"Why don't you go to my limousine, enjoy a drink and the air conditioning. I'll come and get you when we're done."
Megan's dad nodded and quickly left the house towards the car. Megan could imagine that he was anxious enough for the air conditioning than anything else. It'd been a long time since either had had that luxury.
"So... um... what can I do for you?" Megan asked. She looked down at her body, again feeling self-conscious on how little she was wearing in front of this obviously powerful man. "Sorry, I would have gone and changed had I known someone was coming over. I was just at the..."
"Miss Reardon, for the past thirty years or so I've been contracted as a professional matchmaker," Mr. Applegate said, interrupting her. "Do you know what that is?" His tone was condescending, as if being poor made her stupid as well.
"No... I, uh, don't believe I've heard of that."
"A matchmaker is one who helps a man, or woman, find their ideal spouse."
She was shocked. Was her dad trying to get her married? Did he hire this guy?
"Oh... um... why would someone hire a... matchmaker?" she asked. "Can't they just, you know, go on dates like everyone else?"
"Well... some, due to their position in society, are not comfortable going out in public on casual dates," he said. "Some find it difficult to find the time and believe this is an easier solution. It is a time-honored profession."
"Ok... I'm sorry. I didn't mean to offend..."
"As I was just telling your father," Mr. Applegate said, interrupting her again, "a very wealthy family from the city has asked me to find their son a wife."
Megan was confused. She was relieved that her father didn't hire the guy. But she still didn't understand why he was here. Why he was talking to her. The wealthy people in the city never had anything to do with the likes of the poor like her. "What does that have to do with me?"
"Yes... well, typically the wealthy marry wealthy suiters. But, in this case, my client has been unable to find someone... suitable. He wants someone more... malleable to his tastes. Through my research I have been directed towards your family and, well, frankly... you."
"Me?" she asked, surprised. There definitely had to be a mistake. "I see... um..."
"As a professional matchmaker I'm here to determine if you're... well... pure... for marriage to my client."
She felt a bit insulted by what he was suggesting. "So I'm not marriage material if I'm not... pure?"
Mr. Applegate didn't even react. "That is correct. That is the wish of my client."
"What do you mean by 'pure'?"
"Specifically, they're looking for a virgin."
Megan almost laughed out loud at that one. Were there any more virgins in the world? "You can't be serious. That's their qualification for a potential spouse?
"I'm afraid it is," Mr. Applegate said, folding his hands in his lap.
"Well, then... I'm... I'm a virgin," Megan said, partly wondering if this was some elaborate joke and partly thinking that, if this was all true, that was exactly what he wanted to hear. "I mean... do I look like the type of girl who's had sex with lot's of men?"
Mr. Applegate looked at her disapprovingly, obviously having judged her already.
She looked down at her body to see what he saw. "I mean, you understand that this is just how girls dress these days and it doesn't really mean anything. I can always dress more modestly. So you can just tell your clients that for sure I'm a total virgin... totally pure."
"Well," he said, looking as if he really didn't believe her. "I will have to do a full examination."
"How would you even know?" Megan asked. "Are you going to ask me questions?"
"A few, yes," he said, nodding.
"Ok... like?"
Mr. Applegate leaned forward, looking directly at her. "Have you ever had sex before?"
"No," Megan said, shaking her head. "Of course not. That's, like, the definition of virgin, right?"
"Please don't be a smart-ass," he said softly, chastising her, then continued. "Have you ever had a man's penis in your mouth?"
"No," she said, shaking her head again. "I've never sucked cock before. No."
"Have you ever touched a man's penis?"
"What... like a hand job?" she asked, smiling. "No... I've never given a hand job before. I've never even seen a man's penis. I mean... not on purpose. I mean, I have on a sculpture or in books at school in sex ed. So, yeah, I'm totally pure. I haven't had a dick near me... ever."
Mr. Applegate looked at her, looking totally unconvinced.
"You know, these are really personal questions," she said.
"I know," he said softly. "But my client truly needs to know if you're pure or not."
"Your clients will throw away a marriage to a beautiful, intelligent woman just because she's not pure?" she asked, not believing that someone would actually do that. What difference did it make if the woman had had sex before. She figured the groom would be lucky to have a woman with experience, a woman that could rock his world from day one rather than some prude.
"I'm afraid so," he said. "It is not for me to decide the qualifications. I'm merely here for the examination."
"Ok," Megan nodded. "Well... what do you think? What are you going to tell them?"
"Frankly, I don't think you're telling me the truth," he said.
"I guess I can understand why you might think that," Megan said, sitting on the edge of the couch. "I mean, a young, beautiful girl like me. You'd expect so many men to throw themselves at me. But I can assure you that I'm a good girl. I'm pure." She slid a hand over her bikini-covered breast and pinched her nipple, making it tent the thin material.
"Young lady, that's not going to work on me," he said, frowning.
"What?" she smiled, acting very innocent.
"Well, there's only one way to know for sure," he said.
"How is that?"
"There are certain... physical... aspects that change once a woman has had sex," he said. "I will have to... check... for that change."
"I can't convince you otherwise?"
"I'm sorry, but no," he said softly. "I can't just take your word for it. I will need to... check."
"But I'm telling you the truth."
"I understand. But I must do this by the book. Could you please remove your bottoms?" Turning his eyes from her, he reached beside the recliner and lifted a small, black medical bag. He slowly unzipped it and started rummaging through it, looking for something in particular.
Megan slowly stood and, as sensuously as she could, unfastened and pushed her shorts down and off, kicking them off with one foot. Then she tugged at the bikini string at her hip and slowly pulled her bikini bottoms off as well.
She could tell she caught Mr. Applegate's eye as she slowly sat down. When he had turned full towards her again, she slowly opened her legs as he looked between them, almost transfixed. She slowly stroked her thighs as he watched her, captivated.
"I've never had anything inside of me before," she said as her hands got closer and closer to her pussy. "Nothing at all."
Mr. Applegate still looked a little skeptical, but was definitely enticed. She could see the sweat on his brow and watched him lick his lips. Without looking, he slowly pulled a speculum, flashlight, and rubber gloves from his bag and set them on the chair beside him, setting his bag back on the floor.
"I know you disapprove of how I was dressed," Megan said. "But I put on a front that I'm... you know... a bad girl... just so I can fit in with my friends. You know how other women my age are. But the truth is, I've never let anyone... you know... touch me." Megan slowly stroked her labia, running her fingers up and down both sides, teasingly, and licked her lips.
"If you just... check... you'll know that I'm telling the truth." She slowly circled her clit with her fingertips, masturbating while he was unable to look away.
"You don't need to..." he started to say, but what he saw cut him off. "You shouldn't be..."
"It's ok," Megan interrupted. "I want your clients to know that I'm... pure. I know it's very important to them. I really would love this marriage and if their... chosen matchmaker... thinks it's important that I'm a virgin then you should probably know for sure."
She didn't know exactly what kept him transfixed on her pussy. He had to have seen several in his time of being a matchmaker for the rich. But she was pretty pleased with her pouty, full labia, and very sensitive clit. She kept her bush very well tended, the hair cut short, with her labia completely bald.
He swallowed hard as he knelt in front of her while she spread her legs even more for him. His eyes were full of longing and desire, locked on her pussy. Forgetting all about his rubber gloves, he reached out and Megan felt his tentative touch as his fingertips reached her labia, stroking slowly.
"Oh my God," he whispered quietly, his hand shaking with nervousness and excitement as he slowly stroked her clit. He hadn't done this in... forever... it seemed. Sex was never something fun for him... never exciting. It was simply for procreation, and he and his wife were well beyond that stage. So this... this was extremely exciting. She was inviting him to touch her very beautiful pussy.
Megan watched him closely, her hands on her inner thighs, so close to her pussy, too. The more he touched her, the more excited he seemed to become. He was breathing heavier now, his face showing his desire.
"Isn't my pussy pretty?" she asked softly.
"Yes," he whispered softly, unable to even look up at her. "Quite. But, um... I have to ask... you've never had anyone... touch you here before?"
Megan simply shook her head, smiling a little.
"You've never had anything... inside... of here?"
"No," she whispered. Megan grabbed his wrist and brought his hand to her lips. She quickly sucked the first two digits into her mouth, getting them very wet with her spit and giving him a good idea of how good a blowjob from her would feel. Then she released his hand again.
Mr. Applegate licked his lips nervously, obviously excited. "It seems so... wet... and engorged for some reason," he said as he touched her again.
"I'm a little... scared," she smiled. "You know... never being touched before and everything."
"Maybe... maybe that's it."
"Will it hurt?" she asked, almost sounding sincere.
"No... I won't hurt you," he whispered.
He pressed a finger at her entrance and slowly pushed it inside. They both watched it go deeper and deeper into her before he started to withdraw, then slowly finger her.
Megan, was definitely excited, but this wasn't near enough for her. But, to play along with Mr. Applegate, she figured she could at least act like this was her first time. She softly moaned and closed her eyes as if she was enjoying his touch.
"Oooh!" she moaned. "Is it supposed to feel like that? So... so good? Oh!"
Mr. Applegate kept fingering her, slowly, sliding in and out several times before finally pulling his finger free. He licked his lips and sat back, looking as if he was both pleased and disappointed. While he enjoyed touching her, he knew the truth about her.
Megan giggled. "Tell me sir... are you maybe enjoying my pussy a little bit too much? What does it feel like?"
"Well... um... it feels... um... wet... and warm. As I would expect."
Slowly Megan stood, forcing Mr. Applegate to sit back on his heels more. His eyes immediately locked onto her pussy. And as she moved closer and closer to him, he moved his face further back, not wanting it to get too close to him, until he was laying on his back on the floor.
"Can you tell that I'm a good girl yet?" she asked, towering over him.
"I... um... I don't... I don't know," he stumbled.
"Come on, Mr. Applegate, your dick's so fucking hard right now." She stood over him, one foot on either side of his stomach, her legs spread wonderfully. She stroked her pussy was he watched, transfixed. "Are you not fully convinced that I'm pure? Huh? I think you need more time to examine me."
His hands were on her legs as if trying to keep her away. She bent down and grabbed one, bringing it back up to her pussy and pushing his fingers back against her wet flesh.
"Don't you want to take more time for your... examination?" she asked. "It's ok." She stroked his finger tips against her pussy before pushing them inside her again, then let his hand go. She could feel him slowly fingering her again, obviously enjoying himself far too much to stop.
"Oh yeah... mmm... you like that?" she moaned. "Doesn't it feel good? My warm, little pussy." While she looked down at him, she reached behind her neck and untied her bikini top, then behind her back, dropping the material to the floor beside them. "Does my pussy feel nice?"
"I... um..." he stammered, barely able to speak as he watched her move down and kneel between his legs, stroking herself as if she missed his fingers being inside her.
"You want me to suck your cock?" she asked, smiling. "I mean, I'm gonna do a lot more than that, now that you made my pussy so wet."
Mr. Applegate looked very shocked as if he'd never heard someone talk to him like that.
"Come on... you know exactly what kind of girl I am." She grabbed the waistband of his expensive dress slacks and unfastened them, pulling them open. "Don't you? And I know exactly what kind of man you are... a man of integrity... an honest man." She tugged and pulled his pants and boxers completely down and off before sitting comfortably again, smiling down at the hard cock between his legs. "A man with a fucking big, hard cock." She took a hold of his cock and slowly stroked it. "I know when your clients ask you if I'm a virgin, you'll tell them the truth. You'll tell them that you never met a more virginal and pure young woman. Right?"
"I... um... I don't know... what if...?"
She spit into her hand to give her lubrication, then continued stroking him. While she looked at him, she bent forward and kissed the tip of his hard cock.
"Oh yeah... Because I've never stroked a cock before... never ever," she smiled deviously, sliding his cock over her face and lips. "I've never taken a man's big cock and rubbed it against my lips... and worshipped it."
She sucked the head into her mouth, gently licking it while her hand continued stroking his shaft.
"You'll tell them that, right? You'll tell them the truth." She slid him into her mouth again, sliding him deep. "Mmhmm... mmmm... you'll tell them that you stuck your fingers inside of me and you felt my tight little pussy... my tight, pure pussy... and you could tell that no man has ever fucked me."
She sucked him deep again, moving her head up and down along with her hand so that he was practically fucking her mouth.
"Mmhmm... You'll tell them that I've never done anything naughty. And that my pussy is pure and intact. You'll tell them all of that, right?"
Mr. Applegate was moaning, he couldn't believe how good this felt. It had been so, so long that he'd had any sexual contact like this... and still a long time with any sexual contact at all. His wife would never stoop so low as to put his penis in her mouth.



"Cause you're not a liar," Megan continued. "You have to uphold the truth, right? I'm a virgin. I wouldn't even know what to do with a dick, especially one as nice as this." She sucked him deep again and could almost see his eyes roll up into the back of his head. She knew she had him right where she wanted him.
"Mmm... You'll tell them that I should be put at the top of the list because I'm such a good girl. I mean, I'm young... and sexy... I've had so many opportunities to fuck so many guys, but I haven't. 'Cause I really am... pure. I'm saving myself. Mmm... uh huh... I mean, nowadays, for girls my age, it's so easy to find guys to hook up with. It's so rare to find a virgin like me."
She sat up and squeezed her tits as she crawled up his body. His white shirt and tie looked very much out of place below her in this situation, but it made her laugh. This wealthy, stuck up, know-it-all was going to be eating her out in just a few seconds. And he was going to leave with a cum-soaked shirt.
"I can go to sex parties... strip clubs... even just pick up random guys on the street... there's so much sex out there in the world." She crawled up until her knees were on either side of his head, her pussy hovering over his face. He looked so lost, but so excited.
"But I've definitely never done anything like that," she said as she lowered herself onto his waiting mouth. "Let's see what you can do with your tongue." She watched his eyes as he opened his mouth and began licking her pussy, sliding over her wetness. "Oh yes... that feels so good. Yeah... just like that. Oh, I love how you're caressing my pussy... with your tongue and your mouth."
She watched his eyes as he closed them to enjoy the moment... a moment he'd never had before and probably never will again. Her pussy was his ultimate joy right now.
"Yeah, yeah," she panted. "Let me spread my pussy wide open for you." She reached down and pulled her labia out, opening her inner flesh to his assaulting tongue and lips. "Yes... oh God."
Megan grabbed Mr. Applegate's hands and brought them up to her breasts, pressing them into her C-cup mounds, letting him feel and squeeze them.
"I've definitely never fucked two guys at the same time," she said, looking down at him as his eyes looked at her, astonished. He never even imagined that would be in the realm of possibilities. "I've never felt a cock explode in my ass before." She smiled. "I mean, that's what girls my age do nowadays. They do all kinds of bad things. But not me."
She could feel his inexperienced, half-hearted attempt to get her off with his licking and sucking. She could take the time to teach him how to do it right, but what would be the point. He'd have no where to use that skill.
"Oh fuck... just like that," she said, mostly acting. "Not me. I'm totally a virgin. Right Mr. Applegate? Mmmm... fuck... that's good. That's so good. Yeah... just... just stay right there. Fuck! Lick a little harder. Yeah... right on my clit."
Even in his fumbling, he'd managed to know where her clit was and was now focusing his attention on it, licking it. It was getting her close, but she'd have to take it the rest of the way herself.
"Oh... God! There it is... there it is. Oh, I'm so close."
Megan reached down with both of her hands and grabbed his head, holding it in place. Then she started to grind against his face and mouth, sliding her pussy all over his face, getting it so wet with her juices as he struggled to breathe.
But the most wonderful feeling was rubbing her clit over his nose, tongue, and chin.
"Oh fuck... oh fuck... Oh shit right there! Ooh! Ooh!" She nearly screamed as she finally came, smearing her pussy juices all over his face and letting it drip down onto him. "Oh fuck, yes!"
Shaking a little, she rose off his face and crawled backwards, down his body again. She looked down at his wet face, his messed-up hair.
"I know how much it would break my father's heart if he thought I was a slut or a dirty girl and couldn't marry into this family," she said, smiling.
She slowly moved lower down his body until her pussy was over his cock. She grabbed his shaft and held it against her wet pussy, grinding into it.
"I'm so glad they all have you to tell them the truth," she said. Slowly, she moved her hips and pushed his cock lower, moving him towards her hole, then slid his cock into her pussy even as he shook his head. He tried to deny her, he tried to deny that this was even happening to him, but he wasn't strong enough to stop her.
Mr. Applegate groaned loudly as he felt her heat and wetness, felt her pussy squeeze his cock as he was pushed deeper and deeper inside.
"Oh.. yeah... you like that? My tight little virgin pussy. Oh, it's so pure, isn't it? It's not begging for dick at all."
Megan was breathing hard as she slowly fucked him. With one orgasm down, her pussy was more sensitive now, much more eager for cock.
"Yeah... oh fuck!" she panted, her hips constantly moving. "Fuck my pure little pussy! Oh fuck!" Mr. Applegate moaned loudly beneath her, his face starting to show his exertion. "Yeah... you like that virgin pussy, don't you? Definitely no man has used this pussy ever. You can tell your client that."
She felt his hands grab her hips, pulling her into him with every thrust she made. She smiled down at him, knowing she had him.
"Oh yeah... my tight, pure little pussy. Oh... fuck yeah," she moaned. His cock wasn't that large... and wasn't really that hard... but it was good enough to cum on. Besides, she needed his participation. "You'll tell them how tight I was. You'll tell them that you felt inside me and that you knew for certain. Oh... yeah. Fuck..."
"Oh my God," he moaned, louder than he intended.
"You can tell them how sweet and tight my little pussy is," she said, softly, moaning. "How unspoiled it is. Definitely no man has ever cum in there. I've never had cum dripping out of my pussy. I know how much they wouldn't like that. I'm far too pure for that."
Megan sat up, stroking his cock slowly for a moment, then stood. She took the two steps back to the couch and wiggled her finger, calling for him to join her.
"Come 'ere," she said. When he started to stand, she spread her legs and bent over, putting her hands on the back of the couch, exposing her pussy and ass from behind.
Mr. Applegate stood, his mostly hard cock bobbing in front of him, his shirt and tie drenched. He came up behind her and put his hand on her lower back.
"Yeah, you'll tell them the truth, right?" she asked. "That you've never seen a more pure girl. That I'd never let a man bend me over and fuck me from behind. Hmm? Never ever. You'll tell them I'm a good girl."
"Yes," he whispered as he stroked her naked back. Her skin was so soft and warm and her nakedness excited him beyond his wildest dreams. His hand slid down and cupped her ass, squeezing it lightly.
"Yeah," she moaned, looking back over her shoulder at him. "Is my little pussy pure?"
He nodded as his hand slid between her cheeks and touched her pussy. His fingertips traced the line of her labia.
"Maybe you should check again," she suggested, sliding one hand back to pull on her ass cheek, opening her pussy even more. "You can check my ass, too, if you want."
Mr. Applegate licked his lips nervously. Now he couldn't just say that he was completely innocent... that she attacked him, that he couldn't stop her. Now he was an active participant. Her pushed his fingers between her labia, quickly found her hole, and pushed them inside her, rotating them slowly with every stroke.
"Oh... yeah... yeah," she moaned.
His fingers were in deep and he slid them in and out several times, making her moan and whimper.
"Can you feel it?" she asked. "Huh? Can you feel my tight, little pussy squeezing your fingers? Mmhmm... mmhmm... yeah."
Mr. Applegate pulled his fingers free, making her whimper at the loss. She could feel him slide his cock over her ass and through the crack, finding her pussy and pushing himself inside her again.
"Oh yeah!" he groaned, loving the way her pussy covered and squeezed him, loving how hot and wet it was. "Oh!" He started stroking in and out of her, building up a wonderful rhythm.
Megan was panting, loving how good his cock felt. It would be difficult for her to cum from him doing this, but she knew she'd get to play with her clit soon enough.
"Yeah... yeah," she panted as he thrust deep inside her again and again. "Fuck! Oh my God!"
Mr. Applegate grabbed her hips firmly with both hands, giving him the best leverage as he thrust a little harder and faster.
"Yeah... You'll tell them, right? That I'm as pure as snow? You'll tell them because you checked for yourself right? You investigated my pussy very thoroughly. You made very, very sure."
"Yes," he panted, his face very flushed. Megan was a little worried that he was going have a medical issue before finishing. But he kept thrusting, fast and hard, his breathing a little labored.
Megan reached down between her legs and started playing with her clit. That extra sensation would definitely be enough to send her over the edge.
"You can tell I've never had any dicks in there, right?" she asked, panting. "Your clients... will be so happy that... that I have a pure... tight, little... little pussy. You'll tell them... about my sweet little pussy. You'll tell them... just how virginal... it is. You'll tell them... I'm a good girl... that I'd be perfect... for their son."
"Oh... oh my God!" Mr. Applegate moaned, loudly. "This is... this is so..."
Megan could tell he was getting close to cumming, but right now, that didn't matter. Her fingers were doing wonders on her clit and his cock was having a pretty good effect, too. She was going to cum again.
"Oh... oh fuck... oh fuck... Mmmmmmm!" she yelled. Her pussy squeezed his cock as her pussy gushed all over it, her juices running down both of their legs.
Mr. Applegate pulled his cock free and she took advantage of it and turned around, dropping to her knees in front of him. She quickly grabbed his cock, stroking it as her face moved closer. Her mouth engulfed him, sucking him in deep.
"Mmmm... mmhmm," she moaned, enjoying the taste of her pussy on him.
She pulled her mouth off and stroked him, her hand moving quickly up and down his still-hard shaft. "You'll tell them I haven't sucked any cocks... or licked any balls. You'll tell them that I'm a very good girl. Yeah... I am a good girl, right?"
Mr. Applegate closed his eyes and looked up as he gave a loud groan. He was definitely going to cum soon.
"Yeah, you like that?"
"Yes," he mumbled, right on the edge.
"You'll tell them that my sweet, little virgin pussy squeezed your fingers so tight. You'll tell them you never had a doubt right? You'll tell them that my pussy squeezed your fingers so tight that there's no way any cock of any size has ever been in my virgin pussy. Right?" When he didn't respond, she stopped stroking him and just held his cock.
His eyes flew open and he looked down at her in shock. He couldn't believe that she would just stop like that. His eyes were large, his mouth half open in a half-hearted moan of protest.
Megan looked up at him. She knew she had full control over him. He'd do anything for her. "You'll tell them, right?"
"Yes!" he screamed. "Please! I'm begging you! I need this!"
Her hand started moving quickly again and his body was shaking.
"I want you to bless me, Mr. Applegate," she said, lowering her face beneath his cock as her hand continued stroking him. "Oh yeah... I want you to bless me... bless my pure, virginal body."
She suddenly sucked him inside her mouth, driving him deep until her nose was nestled in his pubic hair.
"Oh fuck!" he moaned loudly, looking down at her. Never in his life had anyone done this to him. Never in his life had a woman ever had his dick in her mouth, let alone practically swallowing it.
Then she pulled back out and coughed, her hand resuming it's experienced stroking.
"You know I've never tasted a man's cum before... can't you tell? Never had it in my mouth... never tasted the sweet, gooey flavor. I've never begged for it all over my face. Begged for it to dribble down my tongue. Your clients wouldn't like that, would they? They wouldn't like it if I sucked dick. That's not what a pure, good girl would do, right?"
She lowered her face again, so that his cock was right over it. He was watching her, unable to look away as his orgasm rose quickly.
"They wouldn't like that," she said. "So you'll tell them what a good girl I am. You'll tell them that my tight, little pussy squeezed your fingers so hard that you felt my delicate little hymen on your finger tips. And then you blessed me."
She slid her free hand over his balls, softly massaging them, slowly letting her middle finger slide back and tease his asshole.
"Oh God!" he moaned loudly.
"Uh huh," she said as his cum started drizzling out. It sprayed a little, but mostly ran out of his cock and onto her waiting face and into her open mouth.
She moved his cock, trying to get it all over her face, while he helplessly watched.
When his orgasm slowed, she sucked him into her mouth again. "Mmhmm... mmmm."
She slid his cum into her mouth and then played with it while he watched, her free hand sliding down to play with her pussy.
"Mmhmm," she moaned as he backed away, looking around for his pants. Suddenly, he felt ashamed and couldn't look at her.
"Well... what's your verdict?" Megan asked. "Am I a good girl? Am I everything your clients want me to be?"
He nodded... looking very embarrassed. "Yeah," he said softly. "I would... I would have to agree with you."
"Good," she smiled. "And, don't forget to tell them that I should be at the top of the selection list."
She grabbed her bikini top and put it on just as he was fastening his pants. He seemed to be in a hurry, but was nervously fumbling. Then she slid her shorts on.
She walked in front of Mr. Applegate and grabbed his tie with both hands, tightening and straightening it, even though it was rather wet with her pussy juices and his shirt looked very disheveled. "I'm glad you and I were able to get to the bottom of this and verify that I am, in fact, pure and perfect. If you need to conduct a second evaluation to be sure, you know where to find me."
He looked at her as if he was conflicted. He wanted her... he wanted to be with her again... but... how would that look? He didn't even know how he was going to explain what just happened. Surely everyone was going to wonder by his appearance.
Megan smiled sweetly. "Now, run along, and go tell them."
"Yes... well, um... I do think I need to get going," he said, putting the speculum, gloves, and flashlight back into his bag. He walked to the front door, opened it, and slightly turned back towards her. "Well, um... thank you for your cooperation. Um... I will be in touch."
And with that, he walked quickly to the limo, unceremoniously had her father exit it, then closed the door behind himself before it quickly drove away.
Megan giggled as her father walked towards the house, occasionally glancing at the limo speeding down the street.
*****
It was only a week later when Megan walked into the kitchen and saw her father on the phone. He waved at her to enter and take a seat.
"They did, did they? They selected my sweet girl?... Awesome!" her dad said as she settled into the kitchen chair. "Ok... Yes, yes we can do that... When did you say?... Dress appointment on September 15th at 2pm... uh huh... yeah... Wedding October 10th at 1:30pm... Yes, yes, we'll have everything ready on our end."
He was smiling. It was the first time she'd seen him smile in years. Their lives were going to be very different from now on.
"Ok... I'll talk to you... later," he said, looking at the receiver. Whoever was on the other end had hung up before he got even a few words in. "Baby!" he smiled excitedly. "They said they'd never heard of a more glowing report from a matchmaker before!"
"I never had a doubt," Megan giggled.
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Christmas Eve for Tyler
Tyler was so happy that finals were over and his winter break had started. His Junior-year classes were a lot more difficult than he had anticipated and his eighteen-credit-hour load was probably more than he should have taken. For the past two weeks he'd put a lot of time in studying for his exams... and now they were all over. Now he was going to have four, full weeks to just... relax. Christmas and New Years was going to mean there would be some family time in there, but there was sure to be time to be with his friends again to blow off some steam.
He had a surprise when he came home and found out that his Mom's older sister, his Aunt Eve, was now staying with them. His Mom told him she came just after Thanksgiving, that she and her husband were newly separated, and that Aunt Eve just needed a place to stay for a little while.
To Tyler this was a wish come true. Aunt Eve was his personal, masturbatory porn star. He didn't get to see her much growing up, but when he did... he couldn't think of anyone else. He was really attracted to her, especially when his Uncle wasn't around. She was a couple years older than his Mom, close to fifty, but was definitely a beautiful woman. She was about 5'4" tall, with long brown hair and brown eyes, and kept in really good shape. She had the best breasts ever... definitely a D-cup... an attribute that he truly loved. And she wore the best outfits... all very revealing, accentuating her body perfectly. He had a feeling she felt something for him, too, especially with their flirty banter when no one was around.
There was just something... magnetic... between them and he had a hard time staying away from her. One day in particular, the first week of his winter break, Tyler was walking down the hall outside the bedrooms and noticed that the hall bathroom door was ajar... and that the shower was running. His Aunt was taking a shower.
Hormones raging, he opened the door a little more until he could see into the shower. His Aunt was naked, facing away from him, water cascading down her body. Her ass looked fabulous, too, he thought.
He leaned against the door frame to watch her, hoping to see her turn around, hoping to see her completely naked. But before he saw much, though, he heard his Mom coming up the stairs, so he quickly walked down the hall to his bedroom and shut the door.
"Here's a towel," he could hear his Mom say to his Aunt, before closing the bathroom door behind her.
Four days before Christmas, when he was walking down the hallway again in the morning, the bathroom door was ajar again. The shower wasn't running and he could hear some soft panting from inside. He licked his lips, nervously excited by what he thought she was doing.
He opened the door a little more, until he saw part of her bare leg, and could tell that she was sitting on the toilet. He hoped that she wasn't looking as he slowly opened the door more and more.
He was lucky. With the door opened just enough, he could see that her eyes were closed. And now in plain view, he could see her leaning back on the toilet, her legs spread wide with her right hand buried between them, stroking her pussy.
"Fuck," he said, barely making a sound as he watched her. He couldn't believe he was seeing this. His cock instantly surged, growing hard beneath his jeans. He wasn't sure his jeans would be able to contain it.
He grabbed his shaft through his jeans, feeling it pulsing, and when he looked up, he saw that his Aunt Eve was looking at him. She didn't look shocked or angry and didn't yell at him to get out and close the door. She just kept playing with herself, watching him watching her.
Her fingers were sliding in circles around her pussy, while her left hand was playing with her breast and nipple underneath her robe.
Tyler squeezed his cock as she moaned and he pushed the door open all the way. Eve grabbed her robe and pulled it open even more, exposing her breasts and body to him.
"Mmmm... oh yeah," she moaned, her fingers circling fast. "Uhh... mmmm."
He unfastened his pants and pushed them down a little, freeing his cock and stroked it. The pleasure was intense, even more so hearing her moan again. Stroking his cock in front of her was exciting her, too.
"Oh my God... Mmm... Mmhmm... mmhmm... oh... ohhh... Oh my God," she moaned, writhing on the toilet seat. She squeezed her breast hard as her fingers thrust into her pussy, pounding into it. Her face twisted in pleasure as her eyes half closed, her panting breaths suddenly stopping as she came.
Her hips moved slightly as she squeezed her pussy, trying to squeeze every delight out of it. Then, smiling deviously, she slowly closed her legs, stood, and walked towards him, her robe flowing behind her like a cape.
Then she reached out and closed the door in his face, bringing the encounter to a close.
Tyler had no idea what to make of that, but rushed back to his room and jumped on the bed to masturbate furiously.
*****
He spent a little time with his friends on the morning of Christmas Eve, but spent time with his family for dinner and the evening. The mood seemed happy enough... it was almost Christmas. But Tyler could see the sadness on Eve. She may have been smiling, but it was forced.
As it became later in the evening, his Mom and Dad went to bed, leaving Tyler and Eve alone in the living room, looking at the Christmas tree, the lights, the tinsel, and all the wrapped presents underneath.
"Are you ok?" he asked, sitting on one end of the couch as she sat on the other, dressed in her long, red satin robe. Her legs were curled under her as the two stared at the glowing lights of the tree.
"Yeah, I just got a lot on my mind," she said. "I'll be ok."
"You just seem pretty down," he said.
"Yeah," she nodded, taking a sip of wine, then suddenly changing the subject. "You know, it's kind of nice being up on Christmas Eve isn't it? It's quiet. The lights are pretty."
"Yeah... true."
"I'm surprised you don't have things to do with your friends tonight," she said.
"Yeah... I wasn't interested in what they were doing," he said. "They were going to some bar or something. Besides, after exams and everything, I just need to unwind for a while."
She nodded, understanding that he needed time to relax as much as she did.
"To be honest, I was kind of hoping that we could just watch a movie together or something."
"I don't want to wake you parents up," she said.
"The TV is in the family room in the basement," he said. "Mom and Dad are sleeping upstairs. They won't hear a thing. Besides, I'm sure there's some really good Christmas movies on tonight."
She turned and smiled at him. "Aw... what would I do without you? Yeah, we can do that. And I can make some popcorn."
Eve went into the kitchen and started popping some popcorn as Tyler changed into shorts and a t-shirt for bed. By 1am, they were in the family room, in the basement, watching the movie "Elf".
A three-quarters empty bottle of wine sat on the coffee table as Eve leaned against Tyler's chest, the popcorn bowl sitting in his lap. His arm was wrapped around her shoulders and he was gently stroking her shoulder and upper arm.
"It was just so frustrating," she said, continuing to talk about her husband. "You know he told me I'd never have to work a day in my life. And then I had to work just to have some kind of human contact. What really bothers me is that he never really paid any attention to me for the past two years. Two years! I don't think that's how a husband should treat his wife, you know?"
"Yeah... Oh, I love this part!" Tyler said, interrupting her.
Buddy the elf stood in an elevator alone as a well-dressed passenger, carrying a briefcase, got on. "Can you press sixty-seven please?" the business man said.
Unsure of what might happen, Buddy pushed the button marked sixty seven and the button lit up.
"Hey, that's pretty," he said excitedly, his face lighting up with joy. Like lightning, he then pressed all seventy-five buttons on the panel, lighting them all. "Look at that!" he said, almost dancing in delight.
As the scene continued, Tyler giggled as the camera captured the elevator doors opening and closing, floor by floor. And no one was smiling, except for Buddy.
"I gotta do that some day," Tyler said, still giggling. Eve giggled slightly beneath him, enjoying his child-like playfulness. "Was he cheating on you?" he asked, continuing the conversation.
"Oh yeah," she said. "He cheated several times. Most recently with a woman in his office. And that's still going on."
"Oh, I'm so sorry. That's horrible."
"I'm sorry," Eve said, realizing that the conversation was bringing them both down. "You don't need to know all this. I don't really want to talk about it on a night like this anyway. I mean, it's not like I've been an angel myself. Ok?"
"What does that mean?" Tyler asked, sliding another handful of popcorn kernels into his mouth.
"When he started cheating on me, I got sick of reading romance novels because that's where I lived every single day of my life," she explained. "I wished I had a life like in my stories. But I don't. So... I decided I'd meet someone, too."
"What?" he asked, surprised that she would be able to cheat on her husband.
"I felt like I wasn't special and I wanted to feel special again. You know?"
"Yeah," Tyler said, understanding, "I guess I can understand that."
"But he's gone now, so... It was nice the way he touched me. He made me feel, like... wanted. Like I was pretty. Like I was sexy again. Ok, I said way too much."
"No, it's ok," Tyler said, feeling so sorry that this beautiful woman would feel so lost because her husband was such a dick to her.
"I'm just so grateful that you and your parents opened up your house for me when I was in trouble," she said, leaning into him a little more feeling comfort in his warm body and in his strong arms. She touched his stomach softly. "My husband was just not a good man. He had multiple mistresses over the years and never really fulfilled any of his husbandly duties. Do you know what I mean? Husbands and wives are supposed to make love. You know?"
Tyler nodded and squeezed her arm, holding her tighter.
"It's not like I ignored him. I did everything I'm supposed to," she said. "You know, I was a good wife, damn it. I was obedient. I cooked dinner every night. I gave myself to him freely. Anything he wanted at any time. And I never thought of any of it as a chore. I like pleasing my man."
She leaned forward, grabbed her wine glass from the coffee table and took another sip of wine. Then, she set it back on the table, her glass almost empty again, and slid back into his arms.
"He just... stopped wanting me to," she continued. "He was always busy or working... or with another woman. It just wasn't the life I wanted to live. It wasn't the life I was supposed to live. I deserve to be happy and... satisfied."
Tyler enjoyed feeling her warm body against him, feeling the smooth sleeve and shoulder of her satin robe. From his vantage point over her, he could see the swell of her breasts underneath her robe and it excited him. He stroked her arm more.
"That feels nice," she whispered. "I could almost fall asleep in your arms right now."
His caresses moved to her cheek and down her neck to make slow, soft circles on her upper chest with his fingertips as she closed her eyes to enjoy the sensation. Slowly and softly he caressed her breast over her robe and she moaned, softly. His fingers circled her nipple, making it hard and sensitive.
Slowly his fingers gripped the thin, satin material, and pulled it away, exposing more and more of her flesh. She pressed harder against him, moaning softly, enjoying his touch.
It took several minutes before she reacted, because every touch, every pinch, every roll of his fingers on her nipple sent bolts of pleasure through her body. She wanted to submit to it, but something in the back of her head broke through making her realize what was happening and she awkwardly sat up, pulling her robe closed.
"Something wrong?" he asked.
"No," she said, shaking her head. She pulled her robe tighter around her. "Tyler... I... I really like you."
"I like you, too," he said.
"I mean... I like you in a way that's... not appropriate."
Tyler nodded. He knew this wasn't appropriate, but just didn't care. His Aunt gave him feelings that he wanted to explore.
"You're not mad are you?" she asked.
He shook his head. "No. I feel the same way!" He grabbed the popcorn bowl and set it on the coffee table in front of them.
Eve shook her head, trying to think clearly. Her body was on fire for him, but her brain just wouldn't let her do what she wanted. "Oh God.. this is... uh... we should stop."
"Why?"
"It's wrong," she said softly, as if not really believing it herself.
Tyler leaned forward suddenly and kissed her. But it was far more than a quick kiss.
"No... please," she said, backing away. Her body was trembling, her hands shaking. This was what she wanted... so badly... too much maybe.
"Sorry," he apologized wondering if he really should be. His cock was so hard and he could see the flush in her skin. She didn't really seem to be so against what they were doing.
"No, it's my fault," she said. "It's all my fault. Really. I mean... the bathroom... how I dress and act around you. Everything. I should know better."
"We're both adults," Tyler said. "We can do this if we want to." He leaned forward and kissed her again, this time making the kiss more passionate, lasting far longer.
She pulled back again, less like she wanted to end it, though. "Yeah but I'm a whole lot older than you."
"Age is just a number."
"It's the difference in the numbers that I'm worried about," she said. "There's almost thirty years between us!"
"You know... so what," he said. "It's still just a number. I'm still me and you're still you. You're seriously a perfect package."
"Well... thank you," she said, smiling shyly, "but you need to have, you know, experiences with women your own age."
"You mean like... sex?"
"Well, yeah," she nodded. "I mean, I obviously know that I arouse you and that makes me feel good... really good in fact... but also a little... guilty."
"Guilty? Why would you feel guilty?"
"You know I love being around you," she said. "You make me feel so young and desirable. But, honestly, sometimes it just feels like we both want to cross a boundary that... that really shouldn't be crossed."
"But some boundaries are meant to be crossed," he said. "You know I love you. And I know you love me. I know it's... unconventional... but we all have needs. You and I included. I just want to, you know... fill those needs."
"This all just seems a little crazy," she said.
"Why don't you just pretend... like, pretend that you're a girl at a party flirting with some guy," he said. "We stole away to make a... party of two. You can just kiss me back. I know it sounds a little ridiculous, but it'll be fun, right?"
"So... we'll just jump over the boundary and... maybe... see what happens?" she asked. "Is that what you're thinking?"
"Maybe," he smiled.
She looked serious all of the sudden. "Tyler, your parents can't find out about any of this. It's just so wrong. You're... you're my nephew."
"It's ok," he said. "They won't find out." He leaned forward again and kissed her, his hand holding her head. Her lips were so soft and warm and she seemed so excited. They were both softly panting as they kissed more and more, his tongue pressing between her lips to meet hers.
Tyler felt her hand touch his erection through his shorts, her fingers grabbing around it as much as she could.
"Are you sure we should be doing this?" she asked, nervously. She had to make sure he wanted this as much as she did.
"Do you want me to stop?" he asked.
"No," she admitted, shaking her head. His hands fell to her abdomen and grabbed the belt holding her robe closed. Quickly he untied it and both of them pulled her robe open and then off, leaving her only wearing panties.
She leaned forward and stroked his cock through his shorts. He was so hard and his cock was throbbing with need. Tyler moaned.
"Tell me the truth," she said with a devious smile. "When you're stroking this nice, big cock, do you ever... think about me?"
"Yeah," he nodded. "A lot." He leaned forward, his hand grabbing her breast and squeezing it. As his mouth got closer, he lifted it, kissing her nipple, and licking it before sliding it into his mouth.
"Oh," she panted excitedly. She loved having her breasts sucked. "Oh my God, your mouth feels so good on me," she said, cradling his head with her free hand. "Is that what you imagined it would feel like? Mmm... have you been thinking about what my tits would feel like?"
"Yeah," he said, moving to her other breasts to make both nipples very hard. "They're even better than I ever imagined... they're so good."
"I can't believe we're doing this," she said, letting his cock go and holding his head with both hands to kiss him again.
"Just lay back," Tyler said, moving to kneel on the floor. He grabbed her panties with both hands. "My I?"
"Yes," she panted and lifted her hips to help slide her panties off.
He took a moment to just look at her pussy, to admire it. Her lips were swollen, her inner labia protruding, spread like a flower. Her clit was swollen as well, ready to be touched. Her bush was light and covered her mound beautifully without hiding a thing.
He stroked his finger across her labia from the bottom to the top, purposefully avoiding her clit. "Is that ok?"
"Oh yes," she panted excitedly. "That feels really good."
He pushed her legs further apart and bent forward, kissing on either side of her pussy, teasingly. Then he slowly licked up and down the outside of her pussy.
"Oh," she panted.
Then he began to lick, first her labia, then slid up to swipe his tongue across her clit, side to side, then up and down along it. Every flick, every touch elicited a beautiful moan from her.
"Mmm," he moaned as he sucked on her labia, pulling her lips into his mouth and tasting her.
"God yes... my husband never did this for me... so this is... new," she panted, watching him closely. "And oh my God... that feels really good."
Tyler laughed a little as he licked a finger and slid it inside her. "Good, 'cause it's about to get even better." His tongue continued flicking her clit, even as his finger curled upward to tease her G-spot. One finger was quickly followed by a second, slowly sliding in and out of her pussy, stroking her G-spot.
"Oh yeah! Mmhmm," she moaned, her body moving in time with his fingering.
"You like that?" Tyler asked, flicking her clit and looking up at her.
"Oh wow... Oh God, yeah." Not knowing what else to do, she grabbed her breasts and squeezed them, tugging hard on her nipples.
"Mmm... Mmhmm," she squirmed beneath him, feeling her orgasm rising quickly. "Oh shit! Yes... yes... right there. Uh... uh... oh fuck... oh yeah."
His tongue pressed between her labia, stroking over all of her sensitive spots, reveling in her wetness.
"Oh! Oh my gosh!" she moaned louder and louder, the more excited she got. He was happy that he'd closed the basement door on the way down so that she wouldn't be heard. She ran her fingers through his hair and grabbed his head, wanting to pull him in tighter, wanting more to throw her over the edge. "Oh my gosh! Right there! Oh yeah."
Tyler held her legs tightly, to keep her from closing them as she crashed into her orgasm. Her pussy gushed into his waiting mouth, her juices sweet.
"Mmm," he said, sitting up, his face wet from her pussy. He licked what he could and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Eve still had her eyes closed from her orgasm, relishing the pleasure that still wracked her body.



"Oh my God," she whispered when she opened her eyes again, looked at him, and smiled. It had been so long since she'd felt this good. She sat on the edge of the couch and kissed him, passionately, tasting herself on his lips and tongue.
"Here," she said, when she finally pulled away, urging him to stand. "Lets get you a little more comfortable. Those shorts looks really... constricting." She giggled as she pulled his shorts and boxers down his legs, tossing them aside as his hard cock bobbed in front of her. She looked at it longingly, licking her lips.
"Oh, sweetie," she smiled, taking a hold of his shaft and lightly stroking it. "Look how nice and hard you are for me. Is that all for me?"
"I told you you turn me on," Tyler said softly, looking down at her.
"You're a really well endowed young man," she said looking him over, amazed that his cock looked so good. "You're going to make a special woman very happy some day."
Tyler smiled, proud of his size, and happy that he pleased her with it.
She licked the underside of his cock for a moment and looked up at him. "I bet you've been thinking about this for a long time, haven't you?" She licked again, teasingly.
"Yeah... I really have," he hissed, watching her lips and tongue work on the head of his cock.
"Let me take care of you," she said, urging him to sit down on the couch again. Once he did, she slid between his legs and started stroking his cock once again.
"Oh fuck... oh my God," he hissed, enjoying how she pleasured him.
Eve flicked her tongue over the tip of his cock again and swirled it around before taking it into her mouth. "I'm gonna just tease that dick for a little bit." Tyler's body shook hard as she ran her teeth over the sensitive head and slid it across her lips before sucking on it once more.
"You want to feed me that dick don't you?" she asked, smiling up at him deviously. "I bet you would just love to fuck my mouth." Tyler grunted, slowly nodding his head. "Mmm... this is going to make me so happy."
She sucked on him, slowly sliding him deep into her mouth again and again, tasting every inch of him. "I'll take good care of this... take good care of my man. It's just what I enjoy doing."
She kissed and licked the length of his cock and then stroked it again as she slid it into her mouth again. "Mmhmm... what a nice big, young cock."
Tyler pulled on his shirt, trying to keep it out of the way.
"Go ahead. Take your shirt off," she said, giving him room to sit up and slide it over his head. He tossed it aside before sitting back again. "It makes me really happy to do this," she said, sucking on him again, her hand and mouth moving faster now. He was getting even harder and his moans were getting her more and more excited.
"Mmm... oh my God, I can't wait to have this inside me," she admitted and he smiled dumbly and nodded.
"I want that, too," he said, excited.
"Be honest... how long have you been wanting to put your dick inside me?"
"A long time," he said, panting. She was really driving him crazy.
"Mmm... a long time?" she smiled. "You're really making me so happy right now."
She slid him even deeper into her throat for a moment, deepthroating him until she was gagging, then she pulled off him, coughing and spitting her saliva into her hand to give it more lubrication.
"Mmm... oh wow... I got that down my throat pretty far, didn't I?" she giggled. "I'm being so bad, choking on your cock like that. Oh, you're making me do bad, bad things."
She continued stroking and sucking on him, taking each of his balls in her mouth and sucking on them, too. Tyler had never felt that before and he moved under her, the feelings getting too intense.
"So, tell me," she said, just stroking him again. "When you're stroking your cock and thinking about me... what are you thinking about?" Tyler hesitated. He was having a hard time thinking right now. "Are you thinking about my lips wrapped around your dick? Or... maybe you're thinking about sliding your dick between my tits?"
Eve rose up and slid his cock around her breasts and nipples. She loved feeling his hardness against her breast like that.
"Or are you thinking about sliding this gorgeous cock into my pussy?"
"I don't know," Tyler said, unsure of what to say.
"What do you want to do with me, Tyler?" she asked. "Your choice."
"I want to fuck you so bad right now."
Eve smiled and stood. "Good choice," she said as she crawled up onto the couch and onto his lap. She grabbed his shaft and rubbed it over her pussy, sliding it against herself as she ground into him.
"You're kind of my hero, taking care of me like this," she said. "You know that? You're giving me something I really need. And we're supposed to help family, right?"
"Fuck, that feels so good," Tyler moaned, sounding desperate to be inside her.
"I just want to play with it a little bit first," she said softly. "Is that alright? I just want to tease you and rub that big dick over my clit."
Tyler moaned loudly. "God, I'm so hard."
Eve giggled. "Oh, you just want to slide it in, don't you, you greedy little boy? We're really going over the boundary now." She slid him lower, circling her hole. She was really wet and her juices were already dripping down his shaft. "Sweetie... can I put this inside me? God... I need it. I'm being really bad, aren't I? This is definitely a side of me you've never seen. You're going to take care of me now, too."
"Yes," he hissed, desperate to be inside her. "Please put it in."
She slid the head of his shaft inside her, feeling it stretch her pussy for the first time in what seemed like forever. Slowly she pushed her hips down, sliding him inside a little at a time. "Oh... I'm going to have to go slow so I can get used to your big dick. It's been a while since my husband..."
Tyler suddenly thrust up, pushing himself even deeper, almost all the way inside her, making her moan loudly.
"Oh fuck!" she yelled as he fucked her from below, going much faster than she'd anticipated. "Oh my! Yes... that's it... that's good."
Then Eve started riding him, taking over, driving him in and out of her wetness. He was so big... and it felt so good. This was exactly what she needed.
"Mmm... yeah... oh God," she moaned, putting her hands on his shoulders for support as her body moved up and down, her hips thrusting repeatedly. "Right like that. That's it. You're making me feel so good."
She bounced on him as he grabbed her hips, feeling him thrusting up every time she thrust down, their bodies slapping together.
"Yes... oh my God, yes. You feel so good inside of me. God, it's been so long since I've been fucked. Yeah... oh God, make sure all that dick is inside me."
"Oh God," Tyler moaned. None of his girlfriends had ever fucked so good. She felt so much better than he ever imagined.
"Mmhmm... oh your cock feels so good," Eve moaned. She was getting so close. She couldn't believe it was all happening so fast. "Oh yeah... make me cum all over this nice, big, young cock. Yeah... that's a good boy. Yeah, yeah... go slow now... just like that... I need to feel every inch of that dick."
As she slowed down, slowly sliding up and down his length, she leaned forward and kissed him, looking into his eyes to feel his desire and passion for her. Then she sat up a little more and offered her breasts to him. He grabbed and squeezed them to her delight, and sucked on her nipples.
"Oh yeah, baby... oh yeah... suck on them... just like that."
Her hips rocked a little faster, her orgasm now fast approaching. She was feeling it deep inside her, consuming her.
"Baby, make me cum all over that cock," she panted. "Oh yeah... right there. Oh baby, I really like this. You feel my pussy squeezing you? It means I'm gonna cum soon. Oh my God... keep fucking me. Oh... just like that. That feels amazing."
Tyler was grunting, his orgasm coming soon as well. Eve couldn't wait to feel it. She needed it. She needed it deep inside her. She needed him to love her and give her everything, every part of him.
"You like my wet pussy?" she panted, kissing him again.
"Oh God yes!" he said quickly, his face flushed and sweaty.
"Make me cum... Such a big, fucking cock!" she said loudly, closing her eyes to feel him inside her. And then her orgasm washed over her like an unstoppable wave. "Oh my God... I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum! Yes, yes, yes! Oh God! Yeah!" Her juices flooded his cock, balls, and thighs, dripping out of her. She couldn't remember when she'd had a stronger orgasm in her life.
She stopped her thrusting, just letting him rest inside her, his hard cock throbbing with need. But Tyler wasn't finished. He moved his hips, trying to continue his thrusting into her.
"Don't stop. Don't stop," he begged. "I'm so fucking close. Keep sliding up and down my dick. Keep fucking me."
She started moving her hips again, quickly getting back up to speed as she lay against him.
"Oh my gosh that's so good," he panted. "Yeah... there you go. Oh... I'm gonna cum."
"Yes," Eve moaned loudly. She could feel his body twitching, his breath coming in pants. He was cumming very soon. "I want you to cum in me. Whenever you're ready. Oh God, baby, it feels like you're cumming soon."
"Oh my God!" he moaned loudly. His body was ready to explode. Like a geyser his cock burst forth, flooding her pussy. "Yes! Oh! Oh! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!"
He grabbed around her, holding her tightly to him as his cock filled her. Then continued to hold her as they both came down.
"Fuck... that was so good," Eve panted. She pulled away from him and slid off his lap, his cum dripping from her pussy. She covered her pussy with her hand, trying to catch as much as she could as she knelt on the floor between his legs again.
She stroked his cock, lightly kissing it, their juices all over it. "Yes... oh, baby... that was so good." She reached down and scooped more cum from her pussy and brought her hand up to show him. "Look at that. A nice, big load." Sensuously, she licked and sucked her hand and fingers, cleaning his cum from it as he watched.
"You're such a good boy." Eve licked his cock, licking their combined juices from it, then stroked and sucked on him, draining every drop from him into her mouth. "Oh, you tastes so good. I can't believe we did that. Thank you for taking such good care of me."
When his cock was cleaned off, she slid onto the couch, laying down with him laying behind her as they watched the movie.
"I love you," he said, kissing her neck and shoulder from behind.
"I love you, too, Tyler," she whispered.
Tyler pulled a blanket off the back of the couch and covered them with it.
"And so, with a little help," the old elf on the movie said, "Buddy managed to save Christmas. And his spirit saved a lot of other people, too. It was quite a Christmas, and quite a New Year."
Eve giggled. "Well, it's certainly been quite a Christmas."
On the TV, an Elfish hand was applying white out to Walter's name on Santa's Naughty List. "Walter even made the jump from 'naughty' to 'nice'," the voice-over said.
Tyler kissed her neck again and laughed. "I have a feeling, we just moved to the naughty list."
"They won't update the list in time," Eve giggled. "We have a whole year to be good again."
"If you're up for it," Tyler said, his hand stroking her breast under the blanket, "we have a couple more hours still to be naughty."
"You want to go again?" she asked, turning to look at him, pleasantly surprised. Her husband was never able to go again after his orgasm. He always just rolled away and went to sleep.
Tyler smiled, and nodded rapidly. "I've got a lot more in me."
"Yeah... I bet you do," Eve giggled. "Have you ever... fucked a woman's tits?"
He smiled broadly, his face lighting up at the prospect.
"Why don't you grab us both some bottles of water," she suggested. "This might take a while."
Like an over-eager schoolboy, Tyler jumped from the couch and ran up the stairs as Eve giggled. It was at that moment that she realized she didn't need her husband any more. She could be happy with someone else. Maybe even Tyler. She was so happy for the first time in a long, long time. She had a man that she could devote herself to. God help her... this Christmas Eve, she was so fucking happy.
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Alyssa's First Operation
"Hello," Anna said, answering her phone. It was work calling and she wasn't too eager to hear what they were calling about. "Ok... Until when?... What about Theresa?... She's always busy!... Oh... Ok... When do I need to be there?... Seriously?... Ok, ok, I'll be right in."
"Problems?" Bill, her Dad, asked her. He was sitting on the couch, working on his computer. He'd been a widower for the past ten years... ten years of raising his teenage daughter all by himself. Now at nineteen and in college, she was doing a lot for herself now.
He was lucky he had a very good paying job that helped him support the two of them. What he did wasn't exactly legal, but the men he worked for paid a large sum of money for his computer work. And the amount he was paid made sure he didn't ask what they did with his programs.
"Yeah... Stephanie called off from work so I need to go in."
"That's a bummer. Until when?"
"Five, I think, unless they get too busy," she said, starting up the stairs. "I'll go get ready. I won't be long."
"No problem," he said, turning back to his computer. He wasn't sure he wanted to drive her all the way to work and come back again, only to do it again in just a couple hours. He was... captivated. And it wasn't his work that was captivating him, it was the erotica website he'd found... one with some very delicious stories, pictures, and videos.
It was only ten minutes later when Anna came down the stairs. "Ok... I'm ready to go," she said.
"Tell you what, why don't you just take my car," he said from the couch, his computer in his lap. "I don't have anywhere to go so it seems kind of silly for me to take you and then bring you back."
"You sure?" she asked. It was pretty rare that he let her drive his car... his nice Mercedes... his AMG CLE Coupe. His red and black beautiful, beautiful car.
"Just... be careful," he said and tossed her the keys. "Not one scratch! You hear?"
"Cool!" she smiled. She was going to work in style today. She hurried into the garage, started the car, and pulled out, listening to the powerful motor roar. She started up her playlist, turned the volume louder, and danced in the seat as she drove down the street.
She didn't even notice the white van parked on the street just two doors down.
*****
"Ok, they're pulling out. Get ready," David said, looking out the window and watching the red and black Mercedes drive past. "Aw fuck! She's alone. Looks like he's still in the house."
"So what's Plan B?" Brian asked. "It's not likely he's going to invite me into the house."
"I'm thinking," David said. "Give me a sec."
"I can do it," Alyssa said, surprising the two men. At nineteen, she was the youngest member of the team. Her job was making sure the tech was working and to help with communications. Her job was to never leave the van.
"You're not a field agent," David said. He'd been in this business for twenty years and in all that time, never lost a member of his team. He wasn't about to lose one now.
"But that's why he won't suspect me. I don't look like I'm up to something," she argued.
"Because you're not up to anything," David said. "You're here to work comms. You don't leave the van. You know that."
"I don't know, sir. She's got a point," Brian said. "This shouldn't be that dangerous. It's just a slip in and slip out."
"And intel suggests he's into girls my age," Alyssa said. "That'll keep his guard down."
The men paused, looking at each other, weighing their options.
David closed his eyes, realizing that his window of opportunity wasn't that large. "Ok, you're on. You go in as one of her friends, looking for her. Maybe ask to wait for her or something."
"Got it," Alyssa said, typing something into the computer. "She has a friend named... Sarah... that she met at the university in the Spring. It looks like they got to be good friends. And I doubt he's met her."
"And if he has?" Brian asks.
"Then I'm some other Sarah," she said, smiling.
"Good girl, thinking on your feet," Brian said. "Ok... you just need to put this thumb drive into his computer. It'll do the rest." He handed her the drive. "The process takes about ten minutes. After that, just grab it, make some excuse, and get out. Got it?"
"Got it," Alyssa nodded curtly. She took her headset off and adjusted her clothes.
"And this will let us keep tabs on you," David said, attaching a small microphone under the collar of her shirt. "One yell and we're there. Got it?"
"Yeah, I got it. Thumb drive, microphone. Anything else?" she asked.
"You're the techie... you have anything else?" David asked.
Alyssa thought for a second then shook her head.
"Ok... let's get going." They looked up and down the street to verify it was quiet, then opened the van door just enough to let her out.
"Thumb drive. Ten minutes," Brian said, then closed the van door leaving Alyssa standing in the middle of the suburban street. She had chills for a moment, goosebumps forming on her arms. She was nervous and scared and suddenly wondered if she could really do this.
*****
DING DONG
"Damn that doorbell."
Bill was startled from his laptop. He noticed his breathing was heavy, his palms a little sweaty... his body was definitely reacting to his fantasy. Zipping up the front of his shorts where his hand had been lazily stroking his erection, he set the laptop on the arm of the couch and walked over to the door. It was a warm summer day and he was happy to be inside in the air conditioning. Even in his tank top and shorts, he felt warm. Of course, a lot of that was from the erotic story he was reading.
He opened the door, surprised by the strikingly sexy, young brunette standing there. What stunned him was that this girl was very close to the girl in the story he was reading, the girl in his fantasy.
"Hi... is Anna home?" she asked. Even her voice was sexy.
Bill was stunned for a moment, almost unable to process what she was saying. "Oh, I'm sorry," he replied laughing. "I'm kind of a duncehead at the moment. She had to run to the mall and won't be back until 5pm... some kind of work emergency."
The girl looked a little dejected. "Ah... damn. Well, I'm Sarah, Anna's friend from college. We were going to go out tonight and I was supposed to meet her at 3pm." She looked up the street as if watching her ride drive away. "I just got dropped off so... I don't... I don't really have a ride anywhere. Do you mind if I wait for her?"
Bill smiled, "No, not at all." He'd have no problem at all waiting with this lovely young woman. He felt a little... hungry... anyways. He opened the door wider, inviting her inside. Alyssa was wearing a red, button-down top with white cotton shorts. Bill laughed when he saw the word "Princess" printed across her ass in pink. He never ate a princess' pussy before.
The two moved into the living room, Alyssa moving to the spot where Bill had been sitting while reading. The laptop was lying open, set on the arm of the couch. The picture on the screen was rather explicit, an obviously older man making love to a woman half his age.
"So what are you guys doing tonight?" Bill asked.
"We were talking about going to a movie, maybe getting some dinner or something." Alyssa sat on the couch and noticed the computer. Bill watched as she obviously read the title of the site and noticed the picture... 'Lolita Love'. Alyssa sat back, her surprise evident. Bill didn't look like the deviant type. He was very attractive and 'normal' looking. Not creepy at all. In fact, if she didn't know better, she figured he was thirty years old. He was really fit, his hair showing just a hint of greying. In a word, he looked... cute.
Bill smiled, noting the thoughts as they crossed Alyssa's face. He stood up. "I'll be back in a minute." He walked down the hall to his bedroom, out of sight of the living room. Not that he had to go anywhere... he wanted to give Alyssa time to look at the computer and determine what her level of curiosity was. He moved just inside his room and immediately pushed a hand down the front of his shorts. Just reading about sex had him going, but knowing there was a gorgeous young girl right there on the couch with him was making him absolutely crazy. He was so hungry for a sweet pussy. It seemed like it had been forever. And Alyssa had interrupted an awesome fantasy fuck.
In the story he was just reading, the girl was just being eaten out and the author described it so... vividly. His hand opened his shorts and boxers to feel the hot, hard flesh beneath. He moaned softly. He was so excited... and his hand felt so good sliding up and down his shaft. He moaned a little too loud and stopped himself. He didn't want to scare this girl off.
His hand moved up and down his stiff member as he imagined fucking Alyssa from behind. He almost wished Alyssa hadn't come over so he could finish himself off. Then again, maybe it'll still happen.
After playing for a few minutes, he removed his hand and went back down the hall towards the living room, barely making a sound.
Just as he thought, Alyssa was looking at the computer, paging through the pictures. When Bill came into the room, she pulled back from it, embarrassed. She blushed deep red knowing she got caught.
"Don't be embarrassed. It's got some really hot stories," Bill laughed, sitting down beside her. He put out his hand, asking Alyssa to hand him the computer. Alyssa lifted it up and handed it to him, intentionally keeping her eyes off the screen and off Bill. She prayed that he didn't see the small drive sticking out of the computer port.
Bill smiled at her embarrassment and moved closer, his bare leg touching Alyssa's. "I personally liked the videos better, though. They're more... explicit." He flipped through the pages on the browser looking for just the right pictures. Finding one, he turned the computer towards her and showed it to Alyssa. The young woman glanced down at it, seeing the naked blond, her face contorted in pleasure, her mouth opened in a primal scream. Her legs were thrust into the air with the man's face shoved between them. "One of my favorites," Bill said softly. "I can imagine she's feeling really good right about now.
"Doesn't that picture just bring out the pleasure she must be feeling? Just looking at it makes me want to put my tongue in a pussy."
He paged on, finding the next one of interest and showed it to the little brunette. In this one, a balding man was shown with a young girl on his lap, facing him. Her feet were on the couch beside him to help her rise and fall on the stiff prick embedded in her and her small breast was being licked by him.
Bill noticed Alyssa gulp, but she didn't move away. Perhaps, he thought, she was interested. He teased the girls hair with his hand, pulling it from her face. She shrank back, looking so small and helpless.
"I love being with young women," Bill said simply. "Have you ever thought about it?"
"No," Alyssa whispered, unable to even look at Bill.
"You never thought about what it would be like to be with a guy who actually has experience, to feel his hands caressing your body?" Bill touched Alyssa on the arm and felt the girl shudder beneath him. Was it fear? Was it excitement? He didn't know. He slowly stroked it, up and down. "You never thought about what his touch on you would be like? How his hard cock and lips would make you feel?
"You never thought about whether he'd make you cum more than any boy ever has?" Bill touched the girl's chin and turned her face towards him, he leaned in and kissed her. Alyssa's lips didn't move, but Bill kissed softly and ran his tongue lightly around her lips. As his face pulled back, his hand slipped down the girl's neck and onto her chest. He made soft circles there for a moment before pushing his hand beneath her shirt, letting his fingers touch her hard nipple.
Alyssa gasped and looked away, blushing deeply, unsure of what she should be doing or saying. It was like she was frozen in place by the immense feelings of pleasure coursing through her body. She put her hands between her thighs and squeezed them together, trying to creates a shell to hide in.
Bill slid his hand free and he leaned in to nuzzle in the girl's ear and neck. His soft kisses and licks made Alyssa loosen up a little. She felt her excitement increase dramatically. She realized just how long it had been since a guy had done this to her, how long it had been since a guy made her feel so good. She felt Bill grab her wrist and pull her hand out of the way, trapping it behind him, between himself and the couch.
Bill's right hand played in her hair in the back, stroking her head, massaging it. With his left hand, he removed a strand of hair from the teen's face and then stroked her cheek. Slowly his hand moved down her neck and chest, and unfastened several buttons of her top.
"What are you doing?" Alyssa asked, more than acting a little scared.
Alyssa wasn't protesting or stopping him, so Bill took that as a sign of agreement... a sign of desire. He pushed his hand beneath her shirt and palmed her breasts, letting his hand roam over them. Her skin was so soft and he felt her heart beating faster. His hand cupped her breast, squeezing it to make the nipple pucker and protrude.
"Nothing," he said, smiling. He bent down and let just the tip of his tongue lick her upper chest, tracing lazy circles. Alyssa moaned above him as he squeezed her nipple a little. Bill's mouth moved higher, lightly kissing and licking her neck, then her chin, ending in a kiss.
At first she didn't respond, but then her lips moved... and her mouth opened... and she returned the kiss, passionately.
Bill slid his hand down the youth's body, slipping over her shorts to gently touch her mound. Alyssa's legs were still pressed close, but Bill's fingers still excited her. She moaned into Bill's mouth.
Bill pulled away from the kiss and pushed on Alyssa's knee to open her thighs. Her legs parted, reluctantly, while the girl sat there dizzy and panting. Then Bill slid back in to another searing kiss, letting his tongue slide deep into Alyssa's mouth. His hand and fingers resumed their gentle prodding of her clit over the thin material of her shorts. He could feel Alyssa's hips rise to meet his circular motion, encouraging more sensations.
Bill pulled back from the kiss again and sat staring at the youth while his hand continued to tease her. He could see the pleasure rippling through her young body reflected in her face... her shallow, quick breathing, mouth partially open, eyes glazed, skin flushed. Alyssa was a vision of lust.
Bill grabbed her right hand and placed it on his hardness, allowing her to feel it and squeeze it before returning his hand to her pussy.
"What is that?" Alyssa asked. "Is that a boner? Am I touching your cock?"
"Yes... I'm hard because of you," Bill said. "Don't you want to touch me?"
"You're really... really hard."
"You can tell me to stop if you don't want to do anything," Bill said.
Alyssa hesitated a moment. "I... I kinda want to tell you to stop, but I kinda... don't."
"Touch it, then. Touch my cock. I won't tell anybody."
Alyssa was hesitant at first, but was soon sliding her hand up and down his shorts, feeling the hardness and length of his engorged rod. Her fingers traced lines around the head, causing Bill to moan softly.
He unbuttoned the last few buttons on Alyssa's shirt and pushed the material aside, exposing her small breasts. Her nipples were small and firm, begging to be sucked.
Bill's hand squeezed a breast, gently massaging it, as he bent forward to suckle. His tongue met the nipple first, circling it slowly. Alyssa groaned at the new sensation. He gently wrapped his lips around it and lightly sucked and nibbled on it.
"What are you doing?" she moaned.
"What?" Bill smiled, loving that he was pleasing her. "I'm not doing anything."
Bill slipped to the floor, trying to keep the hard nipple in his mouth, pressing his body into the young woman to keep her from moving. One hand gripped Alyssa's neck, stroking it. When Bill was in place on the floor, he pulled Alyssa into a searing kiss.
Bill's hands roamed down her body, stroking her face, stroking her breasts, moving down to her abdomen, all the time the kiss continued. Then he sat back away from her letting his hands fall onto her thighs, which he lightly scratched with his nails. Alyssa was leaning back into the couch with her hips near the edge of the cushion. Bill moved his hands to the leg bands of Alyssa's shorts and slowly moved his fingers underneath it on both legs, meeting in between on her abdomen. His thumbs caressed Alyssa's clit over her panties. After a few moments, he moved his fingers underneath the band of her panties, his thumbs then stroking directly on her moist flesh.
"Wow... um," Alyssa moaned softly, the pleasure surprising her. She was on a mission. She was just supposed to distract him. She wasn't supposed to be getting excited like this.
"Why's your pussy wet?" Bill smiled.
"It's not..." she protested weakly.
"It is... I can feel it."
He slowly rolled her clit between his thumbs, stroking it and pinching it between them until Alyssa was writhing beneath him. Bill watched her closely, locking eyes, conveying just how much he wanted her with his lusty stare. Alyssa grunted in pleasure, so close to cumming already. She raised one hand to her head, holding it in disbelief. Bill was right, no boy had ever made her feel so aroused.
Bill used one hand to hook the crotch of Alyssa's panties and pulled them aside, exposing her pussy to the cool air. He moaned in approval at her very pretty pussy and clit. She was shaved so nicely and was so wet and excited for him. He leaned forward and slowly licked her labia, from her ass all the way up to her clit and then back again, sliding up and down both sides. At the top, his tongue slid back and forth over her clit a few times sending shivers through Alyssa's body. He kissed and then sucked her lips and clit into his mouth, lightly at first, but then very forcefully, his thumb continuing to slide up and around her clit area the whole time.
Alyssa couldn't believe how good Bill's lips and tongue felt against her pussy. His tongue slipped teasingly around her making her tremble with excitement. When Bill slipped back and grabbed the waist band of her shorts to pull them down, she found herself quickly lifting her hips up to help. She never would have imagined that she'd ever enjoy having sex with an older man so much. She lifted her legs towards the ceiling as Bill lifted her shorts and panties up and off her long legs. Then Bill put his hands on the back of Alyssa's knees and pushed them towards her ears, rounding her hips up, bending her in half and really exposing her pussy and ass.
Bill wasn't slow this time. He fell on Alyssa's open cunt with abandon now, licking and sucking her clit and labia. His tongue pushed deep into Alyssa's wide open pussy, slithering this way and that, spearing into her as he tongue-fucked her. Alyssa moaned as she watched the lusty scene. She was pushed back into the couch and could barely even move.
Then Bill did the unthinkable... his tongue slid lower and started circling her asshole. Alyssa had never even had a lover touch her there, let alone lick her. She grunted loudly as the new sensation flooded over her. One hand reached out and grabbed Bill's head, pulling him in tighter. God it felt so good. She was moaning loudly now but wanted to scream for joy.
Bill sat back as Alyssa let out a loud gasp of pleasure. His fingers slid up and down her hot pussy, sliding among her juices, coating them. Then making a spear with his fingers, he pushed them into her, two fingers pushing into her sloppy wet pussy. He started slowly at first, fucking his fingers in and out, in and out, slowly building speed. Just when Alyssa thought the pleasure had once again reached it's peak, her new-found lover sucked on her clit yet again making her scream in rapture as she came.



Bill licked her slow and gentle as Alyssa came down from her orgasm. Then he let her legs go, lowering them to the floor. Alyssa was panting her body so full of satisfaction. Bill stood and removed his clothes as Alyssa watched. The girl sat amazed to see her lover's body become more and more exposed. He was so hot, his cock so big and full. Alyssa could definitely tell Bill was excited. His engorged rod pointed out straight, lightly bobbing in front of him.
He tossed the shorts and boxers aside and moved back over to the couch encouraging Alyssa to move aside. He sat beside her and pulled her onto his lap, his cock standing up between them, pressing into her stomach. He pulled her into a kiss as her hand closed around it and stroked it. She pushed it against her body, rubbing her abdomen with it. His precum had already started leaking against her, creating a little lubrication.
His strong hands grabbed her hips and lifted her up so that her nipples were easily accessible and he wrapped his lips around one, sucking hard. She continued to stroke him as he moved to her other aching nipple. They were so hard it almost hurt. His tongue felt so good against them as it circled and teased them.
He pushed her away and started lowering her back onto his lap.
"What are you doing?" she asked, scared and excited. "Are you going to put your cock inside of me?"
"Yes," he said softly.
"But I'm Anna's friend."
She put her feet on the couch beside his legs, holding her position just over his raging hardon. He grabbed his cock and rubbed it around her pussy.
"Why don't you sit on it?" he panted. He really needed to be inside her. He really needed to feel her pussy. "You want to ride my cock?"
"I don't know... yeah," she moaned.
"I'll just put a little inside."
"Ok," she panted.
"Yeah, stick it inside."
She lowered her body slightly and felt his cock slip into her hole, stretching her. "Oh my God," she panted loudly.
He pushed down on her hips, slowly lowered her onto his lap, impaling her with his cock.
"My God... that's not a little bit. That's the whole fucking thing!" she moaned loudly. It was so big... so wonderfully big. She felt like it was up in her throat, filling her insides so completely. When she reached the bottom, she wrapped her hands around his neck for balance, his still holding her hips, and moved her body up and down, fucking him.
"Oh, I can feel you so deep inside of me." She'd never had anyone fill her so much before and his gentle, erotic foreplay made her so damn hot and wet that he slid in easily. It didn't take long for her to begin moving faster and then start to move her hips in a little circle. She was in heaven.
"Fuck!" Bill grunted. Her pussy was so tight and felt so damn good.
"Yeah... oh my God," Alyssa panted. "Oh that feels so good."
Bill used one hand to grip her neck for a moment before going behind her head and gripping her hair, pulling it abruptly downwards. Her head was pulled back, exposing her breasts and neck, and she groaned in the mix of pain and pleasure. He released her in a minute, but left his hand there anyway.
"My God... I can't believe you're fucking me," she moaned. "Yeah... oh... it's so good. Holy fuck."
Within minutes she was practically falling onto his cock, letting it ram into her as she grunted with each stroke. His hips even pushed up into her as she fell. He was almost there himself. She was so tight, so wet. Her pussy felt so good around his cock.
"Like it?" Bill asked, panting as well.
"Yeah... oh my God," she said, breathing so hard, pumping him in and out of her pussy.
"Yeah... thought so," he said, smugly.
"Oh you're really bad," she moaned. "You're really fucking me. Yeah... oh my God. Feels so fucking good."
She was gasping now, almost at the peak, ready to cum. Her panting was ragged, her movements quick and erratic. She grabbed the hair on the back of his head as she leaned away from him, pushing her pussy harder into him with each stroke.
"Oh yes I love your cock in me. I think I'm gonna cum... oh yeah!"
"Yeah, cum on my cock," he said. "Good girl."
"Oh fuuuuuck!" she wailed. Her body started shaking as she came and she moaned loudly. He could feel her juices running down his cock. He could feel her pussy gripping and milking his hardness.
"Yeah, good girl," he whispered.
She fell into him, hugging him tightly as he stroked her back. Then she pulled back. "Again," she whispered. "Oh God I need you again."
"How about I fuck you another way... from behind." He lifted her lithe frame off his lap and stood, pushing her back onto the couch onto her knees. Her hands rested on the wall as his hands grabbed her hips and adjusted her position to best suit him. She looked over her shoulder at him as he pressed his cock at the entrance of her pussy, inserting just the head. He took a moment to admire her ass... "some day," he thought.
"Oh fuck... give me that cock," she begged, looking back at him. "That feels so good."
He moved slowly, pushing himself into her, inch by inch. When he was fully embedded, he pulled out just as slowly... teasing her. When just the head was buried again, he surprised her. His hands gripped her hips tightly as he thrust into her, hard and fast, ramming his hips into her ass for nine quick strokes and then stopped.
"Yeah... yeah," she exhaled as if barely able to speak. "Oh my God."
He took only a second to adjust and then slid into her slowly again for two, slow, long, deep strokes before eight quick strokes. The change in tactics was driving her nuts. She felt out of her mind, her body was fully in control of her at this point. The combination of slow and fast was too much for her brain to take.
She didn't know how long it lasted, but very soon after a long, long series of slow, deep strokes, she heard Bill say 'Fuck' and he started ramming into her. She figured he was very close to his orgasm at this point. He'd do anything to cum. And she was the same way.
"Yeah... use me... please... oh fuck!" she wailed, closing her eyes to the intense pleasure that kept building inside her.
"Yeah... oh my God," he panted. "Oh shit, you're so tight."
When she felt the fast strokes come again, she gripped the back of the couch hard, knowing this was it... she was going to cum this time. She could barely hold herself up at this point. Her body was quivering, her breathing ragged, her hands shaking. She knew she was screaming out her grunts with his thrusting, but couldn't help herself.
"Oh fuck, you're gonna fucking make me cum!" she screamed.
He grabbed her hair from behind and pulled her head back. It was so... animalistic. And she came. Wailing. She could barely hear Bill's grunting as he came, her mind was so far gone.
Bill slid out from the young woman and fell onto the couch. He grabbed her around her waist and pulled her against him where they both hugged and kissed, their bodies spent.
"I can't believe you came inside my pussy," she whispered. "I'm a mess. Can you... can you get me a towel?"
"Yeah... sure," he said. He stood and moved off to the bathroom.
As soon as he was out of sight, Alyssa grabbed the thumb drive and her clothes and dashed to the front door. She was out and almost to the van before he came back.
*****
The van door opened and Brian reached out a hand, helping her inside before he quickly closed it again.
"Um," he said and both men turned away from her as she slipped her clothes back on.
"I got it," she said when she was mostly finished, wondering what the two men had heard through the microphone, and handed the drive to David.
"Good job, agent," he said. "I'm not sure what I'm going to put in the report... but... good job."
Alyssa grabbed her headset and sat back down in her office chair as the men moved to the front seats, David driving. She turned towards her computer screen and smiled. That was the most fun she'd ever had. She looked at the two men in the front seats and shook her head. No, she couldn't mix work and pleasure. But she was definitely going to have to find some older men to play with.
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Slut Rose: Her Best Birthday Ever
They were like giggling school girls as they downed their last drinks at the bar. Peggy was out with two of her friends, having the time of their lives, as they took her out for her birthday celebration. Her actual birthday wasn't until Tuesday, technically, but who wants to go out on a Tuesday night... especially when it's a school night and you have to work the next day.
The three friends worked at the local high school, with Peggy teaching Senior Algebra classes. Math and teaching were passions of hers and she was one of the best teachers in the school. It was a difficult job for her, however. Although she was married, usually happily, she had a desire for something else... something that she knew she couldn't pursue.
She felt almost tortured every day as the senior girls came into her room, dressed in their short skirts and tight tops. They were women now, so they dressed the part, they dressed to attract. She couldn't concentrate in class most of the time. Everyone probably thought she was a bubble head as one hot girl would distract her enough to lose her train of thought and make her have to back up and redo the problem at hand.
These women, her closest friends knew of her issues. But she never pursued anything, knowing just how wrong it was. Instead, she lived in her fantasy world, where the girls would give her everything she wanted, any time she wanted it. As she looked around the bar, she had fantasies about the blonde college cheerleader with her noisy friends at the nearby table, wrapping her legs around Peggy's neck as Peggy licked her pussy to orgasm after orgasm. She had fantasies about the brunette, quiet, sullen bookworm at the bar, lying on the floor while Peggy sat on her face. All were harmless thoughts, just for fun and excitement.
It was 2am already and the three left the bar headed out to their car. None of them were drunk, but they were very tipsy, laughing, giggling, having a great time together. They were going to take it back to Cindy's house for a nightcap and to sleep it off. They went through a local drive-through liquor place and picked up a few more drinks for their party, teased the cute employee there mercilessly, and continued down the dark road.
"Open it," Nancy said, turning around in the front passenger seat and handing Peggy a small, wrapped gift.
"Aw... you guys," Peggy smiled. She knew she had the best friends. "You shouldn't have."
"Hell, girl, it's not every day you turn fifty," Cindy said from behind the wheel. "Nancy found it and thought you'd like it."
"You'll really like it! Open it! Open it!" Nancy said anxiously.
"Alright, alright!" Peggy said. "Keep your panties on." She started to unwrap the gift.
"Too late," Nancy giggled, holding her panties up in the air.
"Girl, when did you do that?" Cindy asked, shocked by her friend.
"After the third drink," she said. "I figured someone should take them off and if I can't find someone else to, then it might as well be me."
All of them giggled and Peggy opened the box and raised a long, thin spray bottle to look at it in the light from the cars behind them.
"What is it?" she asked. "A new perfume?" She moved to spray it on herself, but both Cindy and Nancy quickly stopped her.
"No!"
"Don't you fucking spray that thing in here!"
"What's wrong?" Peggy asked. "What is it?"
"It's a very special, little gift that you'll very much enjoy," Cindy said.
"Kind of a give-you-what-you-want-most kind of gift, at least if the ads are true," Nancy said.
"What I want most? What does that mean?"
"It means that that spray will let you fuck any young, hot woman you want any time you want," Nancy said.
"But it's not a perfume?" Peggy asked. "I'm confused."
"Well, if you believe the advertisement, you spray that in some young coed's face and she'll crave to fuck you right then and there," Nancy said.
"But you cannot use it on us," Cindy said.
"Fuck no!" Nancy agreed. "When the right moment comes along, use it to... have some fun."
Peggy looked at the vial. It was so small and there was barely any fluid in it. She thought for sure that this was just a gag gift, that her friends would start laughing at any second, but they never did.
"Hey... what's up with that?" Cindy asked and the trio turned their attention to the front. A hitchhiker appeared in their headlights, flagging them down. All they could see was the short skirt with long legs underneath, but figured that this was not exactly a good neighborhood for a girl to be out at this time of night. So they stopped.
"Oh my God," Cindy said from behind the wheel as Nancy reached to roll down her window. "It's Jenny Holback."
"*The* Jenny Holback?" Peggy asked. Her ears perked up at the sound of that name... that delicious name. Jenny was one of the students that teased her the most. She was probably one of the hottest girls in the senior class just two years ago, but had graduated and as far as Peggy knew, had gone away to college. She was sure she wasn't in Jenny's top-ten list of favorite teachers, however. Jenny was trying to get into a prestigious school and needed a 3.8 GPA to get in. Unfortunately, she wasn't doing so well in Peggy's class and no amount of cajoling could get Peggy to give her a better grade.
Peggy laughed when she realized the position she'd been in. It was like a classic porn movie plot, where she could have made the girl admit that she'd do *anything* for the grade and then find out the "anything" was something Peggy wanted so much.
"Uh huh... *the* Jenny Holback. This may be a very nice birthday present," Nancy giggled, reaching into the back seat and tapping Peggy on the leg. "Maybe it's time to test the spray."
"Hi Jenny. You ok?" Nancy called out the window as the car stopped.
The youth was crying. "No, my boyfriend ditched me. We got into an argument and the fucker made me get out of his car."
"Oh honey," Cindy said. "Come on. Get in, we'll take you home. I have to go to my house first, but right after that..."
Peggy opened the back door and Jenny slipped inside as Peggy scooted away. She was wearing a very light-weight, low-cut dress. It was practically see-through it was so sheer. Jenny looked at Peggy and smiled in thanks. They rolled the window up and pulled back onto the street, heading towards Cindy's house.
"Thanks, Mrs. Tanner, and Mrs. Smith and Mrs. Bernak, too. I'm glad you guys stopped. There is no way I can walk very far in these shoes."
"Of course, dear," Cindy said as the others chimed in their acknowledgement.
Jenny shivered and Peggy slid next to the youth, putting her arm around her and using the other to stroke her arms to warm them. "Cold?" she asked.
"Yeah, it's a little cold tonight. I didn't exactly expect to be out in it. I dressed up for Tommy and... well..."
"I know, don't think about it right now," Peggy said, hugging her tight. "Guys can be idiots sometimes." Peggy felt a thrill move through her as she hugged the gorgeous young woman. She had wanted to be like this for such a long time. She'd fantasized about it so many times. And now it was a reality. The alcohol running through her system loosened her up, reduced her inhibitions.
She reached for the bag at her feet. "Maybe a drink will help," she said, handing a fruity hard seltzer to the girl. Jenny looked at her for a moment, not believing that Peggy was giving her alcohol. "Don't worry about it. It's no big deal."
Jenny opened the bottle and took a swig. The fruity concoction tasted good. She'd had alcohol before, but she definitely wasn't used to it. The women drove on and Jenny took a few too many large drinks. She was feeling a little tipsy already, acting a little giggly, and the bottle was only half empty.
"You guys are great. Thanks for being so nice," she said, hugging Peggy's arm.
Peggy smiled at her, wanting to kiss her so bad. Her own alcohol level was starting to interfere with her rational thought.
"Hey, it's Peggy's birthday. Do you want to smell her new perfume?" Cindy asked from the driver's seat, looking through the rear-view mirror.
"It's really nice," Nancy agreed, turning again in her seat to face towards the back.
"Yeah, um... sure," Jenny said, nodding.
Peggy grabbed the vial from her purse and lifted it up, looking at it again. Her give-you-what-you-want-most gift. This was something she wanted... Maybe she could... maybe it would...
"Is that it?" Jenny asked when Peggy took a little too long staring at the vial.
"Yeah... I'm sorry, yes it is," Peggy said, shaking her head and collecting herself.
"Go on," Nancy encouraged excitedly. Peggy could tell she was excited to see if the ads were true... eager to watch this young woman beg to be fucked. "Show her."
Peggy held the spray bottle up, as if asking Jenny if it was ok. The young woman nodded her approval and, without warning, Peggy sprayed her in the face.
Jenny sputtered for a moment as the mist overwhelmed her. "Oh my God. That stuff really comes out," she said, trying to wipe her face as the women giggled.
"Sorry," Peggy apologized, putting the vial away again.
"So? Like it?" Nancy asked.
"Yeah, it's... nice," Jenny said. "I can't really put my finger on the scent, though."
"It's kind of unique," Cindy said, smiling.
"Here... drink some more," Peggy said, lifting Jenny's hand that held the bottle, helping her take another drink. A drop of the wine-cooler spilled over Jenny's lip and Peggy put up her finger, swiping it across Jenny's lips to catch it. She stuck the digit into her own mouth, giving a low moan of approval. "Mmmm, that tastes good."
Jenny smiled, embarrassed. Peggy lifted the bottle, encouraging the young woman to take another sip. A little more dribbled down her chin and dripped onto her chest. Peggy pulled the bottle away and slipped her finger across her chin, catching it. She quickly sucked it into her mouth, her eyes never leaving the girl's. Then she looked down. "Uh oh," she said, her hand sliding across Jenny's chest, capturing the liquid there. "That one almost got away," she laughed. She swiped at it close to Jenny's breast and licked her finger clean again. The wet digit then returned to her chest, making lazy circles there.
"I'm feeling a little... funny," Jenny admitted. She couldn't believe how excited she was feeling all of the sudden. Her body was slowly warming and Peggy's touch was sending tingles all through her body. She'd never felt like this before.
Peggy ran her hand up and down the neckline of Jenny's dress, lightly caressing the skin. "You need to get back at your boyfriend," she said, matter-of-factly. "You need to have fun with someone else and show him what a loser he is." The shoulder strap on the far arm fell down, pulling the bra cup down and exposing the youth's nipple. "Peek-a-boo," Peggy giggled, watching it under the passing streetlights. "I see boob."
Jenny giggled back, obviously overcome either from the spray or the little that she drank. She reached down and pulled up the strap, hiding the hard nub once again. "I'm falling out," she laughed.
"Mmhmm. Uh oh," Peggy giggled again, her hand moving to push the shoulder strap down again, exposing the nipple once more. Her finger playfully circled the hard nipple and she lightly pinched it.
"Oh," Jenny gasped. She grabbed the shoulder strap and moved it back up once again. Peggy moved her hand away and resumed stroking along her neckline. "I think I'm getting drunk or something," Jenny giggled. She took another drink from the bottle.
The women giggled. "Uh oh, we're contributing to underage drinking," Cindy laughed.
"Not that I mind in the least," Nancy laughed as she watched the scene unfold in the back seat. "I think the spray is working."
"Ooopsie," Peggy said, pushing the shoulder strap down once again. Her hand covered the small breast, letting the hard nipple dig into her palm as she gently squeezed it. "I don't think it wants to be covered up. It definitely looks like it needs warmed up, though." Holding her boob, Peggy leaned down and let her tongue encircle her nipple making the youngster coo beneath her. Jenny moaned and squirmed a little, not moving to stop her. Peggy pushed the other shoulder strap down and treated the other nipple to her warm, moist tongue's caress. "I've been wanting to do this for a long time," Peggy moaned, sucking on the hard nipple.
Jenny sat topless as Peggy's hand stroked down over the youth's body over her dress. Her hand cradled her breast, squeezing and massaging it. With her other hand, she stroked her hair, teasingly. "That feels... so... good," she moaned.
"You look very nice in this outfit," Peggy said.
"Thank you," Jenny said, laying her head on Peggy's shoulder for a moment to hug her. "I wanted to have a great time with Tom tonight. We were going to... be together. You know?"
"Mmm hmm, I know what you mean." Peggy's hand slipped slowly down her abdomen and lightly stroked Jenny's legs. "Wow, so soft and smooth." Both women were breathing a little heavier now as they became more aroused.
Peggy's hand stroked up and down Jenny's thigh, sliding just under her dress at mid-thigh. What she wanted most of all was in there, between those luscious legs. That would make this the best birthday ever. She licked up the side of the youth's neck and tongued her ear for a moment, kissing and sucking on her earlobe. Jenny shivered under her ministrations, moaning more loudly. Peggy's mouth slid down along her jaw until the two met in a passionate kiss. It was a deep kiss that Peggy wasn't sure she wanted to end. The youth tasted so incredible, so fresh, so young, so vibrant. Her skin was so warm and soft it drove her crazy with lust.
Peggy's hand moved steadily higher, caressing the girl's inner thigh with her fingertips, lightly scratching it with her nails. All the while she was kissing her, making her body feel so many sensations simultaneously that she couldn't react to anything. Jenny whimpered into her mouth as Peggy's fingers found her hot pussy and started circling her clit with her fingertips through her lacy panties. Peggy could tell these were sexy panties from the feel. She couldn't wait to see them. And she definitely couldn't wait to see what they concealed.
Jenny was so damn hot. She'd dressed sexy for her boyfriend, so that he'd be the one playing with her body like this woman was. But he never made her feel this good, he never had such a magic touch. Her body was on fire, trembling, her breathing ragged. She couldn't think at all, everything felt so... wonderful. Her body felt so... sensitive to every touch.
She felt her legs being pushed open and when she opened her eyes, she saw Nancy in the front seat looking back at her, smiling broadly. Jenny could see the lust in her eyes as she watched the two go at it. She looked down her body and saw Peggy kneeling between her legs, her mouth inches from her hot pussy, her hands stroking over her mound.
"Can I see what panties you wore for him?" Without waiting for a reply, she lifted up the girl's skirt, exposing her sexy panties. She stroked her clit over the panties, moaning softly as Jenny reacted to her touch. "Wow, these are so pretty."
Jenny shivered and let out a loud moan as Peggy's hand stroked over her hyper-sensitive clit. "Oh fuck!"
"Mmm, you like that. I just gotta see that pretty pussy," she said. She pulled the thin material aside, exposing her wetness to the air.
"Oh, damn, that is so hot," Nancy moaned.
Cindy huffed, glancing back briefly. "I'm gonna miss everything."
Peggy glanced up at Nancy and saw her hand moving quickly on her groin as she masturbated while she watched them. She smiled and then returned her attention to the most beautiful pussy she'd ever seen. The labia were thick and pouty, her clit long and protruding. She was shaved bare, without a hint of hair. It was as good as any porn picture she'd ever looked at and certainly better than her fantasies of the girl. She bent forward and bit the girl lightly on the thigh, close to her pussy.
"You want this, Jenny? You want me to make you cum?" she asked, looking the youth in the eye as her fingers caressed her clit.
"Oh fuck yes," Jenny moaned quickly. Her body was on fire, ready to explode. She needed to cum so badly.
Peggy moved until her mouth hovered right over her pussy and smiled up at her. Slowly her tongue emerged from between her lips and she took a long swipe with her tongue, sliding and caressing her pussy gently, teasingly. When she got to her clit, she gave it a little kiss and suck before her tongue twirled over it.
Jenny's hips bucked up and she moaned out loudly. "Oh my fucking God!" she yelled. Peggy stroked the girl's inner thighs as her tongue continued its slow licking. She wanted to savor her knowing full well that she'd ravage her when they reached Cindy's house. She pushed her legs wider open, exposing her, opening her even more.
Jenny had never been given oral before. A couple boyfriends had felt her up, but this was the first time anyone had actually gone down on her. Her mind was completely taken over with the pleasure that was driving through her body. She lay there, letting Peggy have her way with her, watching the older woman's mouth and tongue caress her and tease her as she grabbed and squeezed her own breasts.
Suddenly her body went rigid as her first orgasm of the night washed over her. Peggy felt the quivering deep inside work its way outwards, making her legs shake with excited release. She sucked on the girl's clit, encouraging it, wanting to taste her fully. Jenny grunted again and again as she came, harder than she ever had before. Peggy held onto her, maintaining her soft licks throughout.
It was with perfect timing that Cindy pulled into her driveway just as the two finished. They all got out of the car and walked in the front door, Peggy and Nancy holding Jenny's hands. She was still a little shaky, both from her orgasm and from the spray.
They moved her to the spare bedroom where Cindy took her leave. "Why don't we leave them alone," she suggested to Nancy as she let Peggy and Jenny enter.
"I will. I just wanna watch for a while."
"You're such a perv," Cindy said, laughing.
Cindy left just as Jenny hugged Peggy tightly, pulling her into another searing kiss. Nancy moved to the corner of the bed and removed her slacks and damp panties so she could masturbate more easily. Tongues battled as the kiss grew more and more intense. Hands groped, finding and manipulating erogenous zones.
"Oh God, yes," Peggy moaned as she felt Jenny's fingers slip inside her panties to touch her warm, wet pussy. She grabbed Jenny's dress and pulled it up over the girl's head. Jenny stood in just her white lacy panties now. Peggy moved both of them back towards the bed, not breaking their kiss. When she felt the comforter against her leg, she pushed lightly and Jenny fell back onto it willingly. She bounced a second and then lay there, panting, looking up at Peggy for further directions.
Peggy removed her blouse and skirt, tossing them aside. Her eyes locked with Jenny's as she reached behind herself to unfasten her bra. As she pulled it down her arms, tossing it aside, she heard Jenny moan appreciatively. Then Peggy pushed her panties down her legs and off. She was an older woman, with a bit of a sagging body, but tried to look sexy and appealing.
She moved to the edge of the bed, watching Jenny as the girl looked at her bare pussy, with its little hint of hair above her clit. Peggy crawled up onto the bed, glancing over at Nancy. Her friend was watching them intently, her face showing pure pleasure as her fingers slipped in and out of her pussy. Peggy smiled at her as she lay forward between Jenny's legs, pushing them wider apart.



Peggy moved into position, wrapping her arms around her hips and began to lick Jenny's luscious pussy again, her hands sliding over her mound, teasing her clit. She looked up at the poor, helpless girl and watched her thrash in torturous pleasure. She felt her hips push up into her mouth as it washed over her young body. Her tongue pressed deep between her labia, piercing her cunt, pushing as far inside as she could. She made a point with her tongue and fucked her with it.
Jenny was a bundle of pleasure within seconds, just lying there, feeling every sensation wash over her. She couldn't believe how good this felt and how Peggy knew every way to please and tease her. It didn't take long for her to cum again and Peggy made sure it lasted a long time. When she finally pulled away, Jenny was worn out and sweating with her exertion.
Peggy slid up beside her and the two hugged and kissed, their bodies pressing into the other. Jenny didn't know where to even begin to please Peggy. She'd never done anything like this before. She held Peggy's breast, felt it's weight, felt the hard nipple poke into her palm. She sucked and licked the hardened nub as best she could. She was so happy to hear Peggy moan in pleasure. Her hand slid down Peggy's stomach and she felt her pubic hair with her fingertips before feeling the moistness of her pussy. Peggy's hips lifted up, encouraging her fingers to do more exploring there.
Jenny slipped her fingers back and forth on Peggy's clit making Peggy groan out a "Yessssss." Peggy tensed and then burst out with an orgasm from the stimulation. Jenny was pulling her hand back, when Peggy grabbed her wrist and encouraged her to go lower. "Fuck me," she begged.
Jenny let Peggy pull her hand down and push two fingers into her. She felt the wet, slippery muscles grip her fingers as she moved them in and out, in and out, fucking her slowly. Peggy's eyes were on the girl, studying her face, showing her complete pleasure.
"Yes," she whispered. "Just like that."
Jenny felt the lust, the need for the woman wash over her and leaned down to kiss the older woman. She pushed her fingers in as deeply as she could and felt so empowered when she made Peggy moan in pleasure. She heard Peggy whisper "faster" during their kiss. She picked up the pace, moving her hand as rapidly as she could. Peggy wasn't able to kiss her any longer, but just lay there, breathing and moaning. She kissed Peggy's lips, letting her tongue slide over them.
Peggy was so close to cumming. This girl was so damn sexy and needy it made her blood boil. She moved her right hand down to her clit, circling it rapidly while Jenny's fingers pumped into her. Her hips humped against Jenny, wanting to feel more and more pleasure, wanting to cum. She moaned loudly into Jenny's mouth and then wailed as she came, her hips launching into the air, her back arching. She'd waited so long to cum like this, to live out her fantasy.
She pulled Jenny's fingers up to her face and slowly licked them, sucking them into her mouth as she panted. It was such an erotic sight to Jenny, having never experienced such passion before. Even her fingers were sensitive, with Peggy's tongue on them sending sparks of fire to her pussy. Peggy sucked each finger into her mouth, letting her tongue slide over and around each digit as she kept her eyes on Jenny.
Nancy, almost forgotten by her friend, touched Peggy's ass as she walked towards the bedroom door, letting her know she was leaving. "Have fun," she smiled and Peggy smiled back, nodding.
"Oh, I will," she said.
Jenny felt her body boiling once again and Peggy could see the lust and desire in her eyes. "I need you again," Jenny said, sitting up and then kneeling on the bed. "I really, really need you." Peggy moved down between the youth's legs once again, but instead of lying down, she grabbed her thighs and hauled her up. Jenny was forced into a back bend where just the tip of her shoulders and head were on the bed. Her ass rest on Peggy's chest as Peggy's arms wrapped around her hips to hold her in place. Her legs draped over Peggy's shoulders.
Peggy's mouth slipped right into place as she began sucking on Jenny's pussy once again, this time more forcefully. Peggy felt a need for this girl, felt a desire to make her cum again and again. With no hesitation or timidity, she attacked her cunt with a fervor, driving her tongue deep into her and licking all around.
Jenny could barely move with her body bent up like that. She felt the pleasure hit her hard and fast and she gripped the bedspread tightly with both hands. She was moaning loudly, unaware of just how loud she was being. Cindy, down the hall, smiled when she heard the yelling, knowing her friend was having the time of her life.
Peggy licked and sucked with wild abandon, enjoying what she was doing to the younger woman. The slurping as well as her own moaning was loud, but she didn't care. She only hoped it wasn't a once in a lifetime event. But with the spray, her wonderful birthday present, she knew she could do this any time she wanted. And there were so many young woman she wanted to try it on and see how far she could take her fantasy world.
For the next hour, they made each other cum again and again before the duo finally fell asleep in the bed, cuddled together. The sheets and mattress were soaked with their juices and the room reeked of sex.
Tomorrow would be another day, the day after the best fucking birthday ever.
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Human Resources: Secretarial Duties
"The Gavin project is beating the hell out of me," Samantha said, drumming her pen on the papers scattered in front of her, the phone cradled against her ear. "There's just over $500K buried in here already and I'm only about three-quarters done looking." She looked down at the figures in front of her, but her attention was elsewhere. "Yeah, HR just hired me a new secretary to help out... a guy no less. He's the first male secretary I've ever had."
She sat back in her chair, looking over at the door to make sure it was closed. "Yeah? It worked out well, huh?" She paused a moment, her eyes lighting up a little by what her friend Amy was telling her. "You're kidding! Seriously?" Amy's voice echoed in her head as the story about what Amy's previous secretary was like unfolded.
"You are such a naughty girl, Amy. Just naughty!" She smiled as her hands slid down the front of her blouse. She felt her nipples hardening, her pussy becoming damp with desire. She only wished she was in Amy's shoes.
"Whose name?" she asked. "Oh... yeah, sorry... guess I'm a little dazed," she laughed. "It's Justin.... yeah, why?... Justin Barber.... no way! You're pulling my leg!" She sat up straight, a bright smile creasing her face.
"Well, well, well... I'm glad I talked to you. What else can you tell me about him?"
Samantha listened for a few more minutes, the lustful images pouring into her brain from the descriptions and lurid details Amy gave her.
"Whew!" she finally said. "I think I have to talk to someone about this... yeah, he's working late with me... Oh I will, sweetie, I'll tell you all about it." She set the phone on the cradle and leaned over to press the intercom.
"Justin, can you come in here for a minute?"
The speaker crackled a little as Justin responded. "Be right in."
Samantha leaned back in her chair, sliding her shoes off her feet and rubbing her legs together to feel the sensual softness of her black hose. Within seconds, there was a soft rap on the door and Justin peered inside.
"Come in," Samantha said softly. "And close the door." She reached back, pulling her hair free of the elastic band and tussled it.
Justin walked over to stand in front of the desk, looking down at Samantha as if shy or embarrassed. She looked him over in a new light. He was a good-sized man, nearly six foot tall, maybe a little heavy set. He didn't work out as much as he should, she thought, but he was still pretty attractive.
He stood there for a minute, just looking at her, wondering what she wanted.
"You've been here, what, a month now?"
"Yes, Miss Connely. Something the matter?"
"No, no... quite the contrary," she smiled. "Your work is good. No, I was just talking to a friend of mine and was thinking, that's all." She sat back, letting her fingers play with her skirt on her thighs as she hung out an awkward pause.
"I'm glad I'm doing well. I do try hard."
"I know you do, I know you do. I just had a few questions, that's all. It seems my friend knows you... I think you may have worked for her... Amy Taggert?"
Justin looked down suddenly, as if the name brought back memories. His mouth went dry and he felt his hands start to shake.
"Did you?" she asked.
"Yes..." he whispered, unable to make eye contact with her.
She smiled and nodded her head. "I thought so. She had good things to say about you. But a couple things she said raised some questions in my head."
She saw Justin swallow hard, as if not wanting to talk about this, but unable to extract himself from the conversation.
"Such as... she said that you had special... abilities. Care to tell me what she means?"
Justin shook his head a little. "Maybe that I'm a hard worker... I dunno... she always seemed happy with the work I did for her."
"Yeah, she said that... she regretted that they weren't able to hire you after the temp job ended. She said she would love to have you work under her again." She smiled as she saw Justin shiver from her description. "She seemed to indicate there was more to you than just a hard worker though... hard is good, but..." she trailed off, her eyes scanning up and down his body as he stood there embarrassed and ashamed.
"She also mentioned that you two had some sort of... special... reward and punishment system set up. She said it was very effective and that you both enjoyed working within the system. What's that all about?"
"I..." he swallowed hard, trying his best to even speak at all. "She would constantly determine if my work was up to her standards... and then would... punish... me if it fell below. If I was better than she expected, she'd... reward... me. That's all."
"And what kind of punishment would she give you that would help you improve your work?" Samantha's hand trailed up the line of buttons holding her blouse shut and idly played with the top button, unfastening it, then tugging on the material to pull her blouse open a little more. She knew he could see her white frilly bra underneath.
"She..." he swallowed. "She would... oh God, please don't make me talk about this."
Samantha smiled, giggling slightly. "But why not my dear Justin? Answer my question. What punishment would she give you?"
She... would... spank me," he whispered.
"Spank you? Like with her hand?"
"Yes," he mumbled, obviously scared and embarrassed that that information was now out of the bag.
"This is so precious. And I take it it works... it makes you work harder."
He nodded his head, unable to admit it.
"Did you enjoy being spanked?" Justin looked at her desk as if trying to hide his face. "Answer me!" she commanded firmly. "Did you enjoy being spanked?"
"Yes, ma'am," he whispered, his face obviously flushing red with embarrassment.
"Did it turn you on?"
Justin stood for a moment, his eyes shifting as if wondering what she just asked. "What ma'am?"
"I asked you to tell me if it turns you on to be spanked. Did your cock get hard when you felt her hand smacking your bare ass?"
He raised a hand to his face to help hide his embarrassment. "Oh God," he whispered. "Yes," he finally admitted.
Samantha smiled, her hands moving to the arms of her chair, gripping them firmly. She crossed her legs, feeling the warmth and wetness of her pussy behind her panties.
"Well, well, well... I think we have something here," she said softly, reaching onto her desk and grabbing a few sheets of paper. "You see, I found some errors in the last report you gave me. Now, normally I wouldn't have said anything you see, since I caught them and you're new. But it would have been rather embarrassing had they gone out to the customer."
One hand fell into her lap as the other reached up and toyed with her hair.
"I found at least a dozen in the last few reports alone. So I think we need to talk about some corrective action, don't you?"
His hands fell to his side, his head hanging on his chest as if he gave up on any idea to defy her. She felt a rush of excitement knowing that she had full control over this man. Even though she was far smaller than him, even though she was far weaker than him, he was fully under her control.
"I think twenty five swats should suffice... as a start to our new relationship." She pushed her chair away from her desk and sat on the edge of the seat. "Come over here," she said, pointing to the floor in front of her.
Justin complied, slowly walking around her desk to stand in front of her.
"Take your pants off," she commanded.
His hands moved the the front clasp but stopped. "I don't think..." he started to meekly protest.
"That's right. You don't think," she said forcefully. "You do what you're told without comment."
He gulped audibly and popped the catch in his dress slacks. Slowly pulling them open, the zipper fell and the front was completely open. His erection was visibly straining his boxers as he held his slacks up.
"Drop 'em," she commanded, licking her lips.
His pants slid down his legs, bunching around his ankles. Her hand snaked out and hovered over his erection, almost hesitatingly. She was afraid to take too much too quickly, wanting this moment to last. Without even looking up at him she commanded him to remove his shirt and tie, leaving him standing in front of her only wearing his boxers, with his pants comically bunched around his ankles.
Samantha's fingertips touched his cock through his boxers and felt it jump. Justin gasped, his body shaking with excitement.
"Very nice," she whispered. Her fingers moved to his hips and grabbed the elastic, pulling the material down. Slowly, she let it slide over his ass and then pulled the waist band out to let his cock slide free. Letting go, she let the thin material fall to be bunched at his ankles with his pants. "Mmmmm," she moaned, admiring his size.
"Lay on the desk, chest and head only. Yeah, that's it, bend over. Now, step out of your pants... and legs wide apart for me." She sat behind him, scooting the chair so it was centered. His ass was perfect, absolutely perfect to her. She always was an ass-lady.
She reached out with both hands and cupped his ass cheeks, sliding over and around them adoringly, letting her fingers stray down the line of his crack. She pried the cheeks apart a bit and heard Justin groan in excitement. Her eyes slid lower, spying his brown star, her fingers slowly trailing down to it.
"Very nice," she whispered. "Tell me, Justin, did Amy ever fuck you in the ass? Hmmm? It looks so... yummy."
"No ma'am," he replied quickly. "Well, maybe a finger..."
"I can see why," she said, circling his sphincter slowly. She could see his cock hardening noticeably between his spread legs, drawing her attention to his swaying balls and cock.
"Put your hands on the back of your head," she commanded, wanting him to be in as much a humiliating position as possible. She watched him move, his hands clasping behind his head, his arms now fully hiding his face.
"So, let's see what we have here," she said, sitting up and back. She raised her hand high and brought it crashing down on his ass, excited to feel the power she was exerting on him. She felt giddy as her hand smacked hard against his flesh, leaving a little red mark there. She barely heard him grunt in pain, but noticed his body shake.
"Now that just felt awesome," she said, smiling broadly, raising her hand only to bring it crashing down again and again. She couldn't believe how good it felt to her. It was the most exhilarating thing she'd ever felt and she wanted more. The expression of sheer power, sheer force of will over this man, the ability to do anything to him was so thrilling. With every smack against his flesh, she could see the muscle beneath jiggle and tighten. With the anticipation of the strike, she heard him gasp. With every completed impact she could see the redness spread, until it covered his entire ass.
She had no idea how many strikes she gave him, and really didn't care. She stopped when she felt her hands get a little sore, knowing that with more practice she'd be able to go a lot longer. They were both breathing harder, panting as the sweat seemed to pour from their bodies. She looked between his spread legs again and saw his hard cock twitching with every heartbeat.
"I guess it does get you excited, doesn't it?" she said, her fingers wrapping around it. Slowly, she moved up and down his shaft, stroking him, almost like she was milking a cow as he groaned in front of her. "Now what are we going to do about this excitement part?"
She kept stroking him, fast and then slow and firm, as she talked to him.
"So, what are those special talents that Amy was talking about, huh?" she asked softly. "I want to hear you say it."
Justin gulped. "She said... she said I was a good at licking her pussy."
"Mmhmmm.... and?"
Justin groaned, barely able to speak. "And... she liked it when I licked her... ass. Oh God," he groaned as her stroking was almost more than he could bear. He wondered if he'd cum right then and there on her floor.
She squeezed his cock and balls with both hands. "Don't you fucking cum without my permission," she snarled. "Or you won't be able to sit down for a week."
Yes, ma'am," he whispered. She could feel his tension release a little as he backed away from the edge of orgasm.
"There, that's better. So... here I am... so very excited and wet... and I find I have an incredible pussy licker right in front of me. Oh, dear me, what am I going to do?" She released his cock, pushed her chair back a little, and stood. "Stand up and turn around," she ordered.
Justin stood up straight, his hands remaining behind his head, his cock bobbing in front of him as if needing attention. She looked him over from head to foot as her fingers started unbuttoning her blouse.
"Play with yourself. I want to see how badly you want me."
She slowly, and exuding as much sexual tension as possible, removed her clothing, folding each item and putting it aside. She stood in just her bra, panties, and stockings for a moment and watched his hand move up and down his length. He was panting as his eyes scanned up and down her body.
She raised a finger at him. "No cumming!"
"No, ma'am," he hissed through clenched teeth. Just the thought of being told not to cum was thrusting him over the edge of his orgasm and he had to quickly remove his hand for fear of defying her order.
Samantha laughed as she pushed her panties to the floor, stepped out of them, and then sat back down in her desk chair. She raised her legs up onto the arm rests, spreading herself open for him.
"Oooh, my pussy is so wet. Isn't it?"
Justin's hand wrapped around his shaft again and slowly stroked it. It looked so angry, ready to explode at any minute. "Yes, ma'am. Very wet."
"And do you know what a wet, juicy pussy needs Justin?" She smiled as she watched him squirm.
"Yes," he whispered, practically moaning. "My tongue."
"Good boy. Do you think you deserve to lick me? Do you think you can perform good enough to please me?"
"I don't deserve it, ma'am, but I want to please you so badly. I'll be a good boy, I promise. Please let me try."
She enjoyed watching him grovel and beg and kept an uncomfortable pause lingering in the air. Justin looked so weak and helpless, ready to do anything she asked, ready to give her any pleasure she wanted.
"We'll see," she said finally. "Come here and lick me and we'll see how good you are."
Justin knelt on the floor and leaned forward, his tongue lightly touching Samantha's wet lips. She moaned softly as she watched his tongue lovingly slide up and down her length, flicking her clit at the top. He worked slowly, methodically, as if in no hurry for this to end.
Samantha grabbed the sides of his head, lifting him from her. "What are you doing?" He looked at her, surprised. "Are you even fucking using your tongue? Stick it out there." She reached down and grabbed his tongue between her fingers, pulling. "Stick it out there," she said again. "My God, it's like you've never licked a woman before. Do you even know how to make me cum?"
Justin pushed his tongue out as far as it would go and started licking her again, her hands directing every movement.
"Geez this is going to take a lot of work... you definitely need some instruction." She smacked him on the top of the head. "You better damn well make me cum."
Justin started licking faster, forcing his tongue deep inside her with every lick. His lips slid over and around her clit and he sucked forcefully, making Samantha moan.
"That's a little better," she said softly. Samantha leaned her head back and closed her eyes, stifling the scream that was building up inside her as she rose to her orgasm. She gripped a leg with one hand and the back of Justin's head with the other, simultaneously pulling herself wider open and pulling him into her overheated pussy.
"Fuck," she moaned loudly. suddenly grabbing his head with both hands and grinding into his face as she came over it. He continued licking her, driving her towards a stronger and stronger orgasm before she pushed him away. Panting, she stood up, towering over his kneeling form. "Well, it'll take some work, but you have potential." She stepped away from the chair and turned, pointing to it. "Sit."
Justin sat in the chair quickly as she commanded. His erection was standing proudly. Samantha moved in front of him and caressed his length with her fingertips, feeling it flex and bob excited to her touch. Justin groaned.
"My turn," she said, kicking her legs up and onto the arms of the chair and settling herself down on his cock, her hands grabbing the back rest. She eased herself down onto it slowly, letting it fill her before she started a lazy up and down fucking motion. She slid up to the tip of his shaft and then down, pressing into his hips with each stroke.
"Yeah, baby, yeah... long and slow... just the way I like it," she moaned. Every passing moment, though, made her more anxious, more needy. She moved faster and harder against him, loving how deep he could go. Justin did his best to hold onto her hips, to help her stroke against him harder and faster. She tried to resist, tried to make this last a long time, but she just needed it too badly and within ten minutes was cumming again, just as hard as before.
She stood and ordered him to dress and get back to work. She slowly replaced her own clothing and was sitting at her desk, reaching for the phone as he reached the door.
"Amy? It's Samantha... oh, yes I did... join me for a drink later and I'll fill you in."
Justin looked back at her as he backed through the door, eyes downcast.
"And, Justin... clear your calendar for tomorrow night. We'll be working late again."
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Summer Break Submission
It all happened so fast. One day I was a simple college student, the next I was a house pet.
It started after my second semester of college ended and I came home for the summer. It was a sunny day, a great start to the next three months off. When I woke the next morning, my Mom was in the kitchen cleaning and getting ready to cook me some breakfast.
"Morning, Mom," I said, rubbing my eyes. I'd slept in late and it was already 11am... but still morning!
"Good morning, honey. Did you sleep ok?" My Mom was standing at the sink, finishing up the few dishes, and turned her head to kiss my cheek as I hugged her from behind.
"Yeah. It felt good to sleep in."
She laughed. "I was wondering if you were ever going to get up."
"I know. I haven't gotten much sleep the last few days with exams and all."
"How were they?" she asked.
"Hard, but I think I did good. We'll see when they post the grades next week." I fumbled around in the refrigerator and pulled out the gallon of milk and poured a glass. "Anything I can have for breakfast?"
She smiled at me. "Would you like some eggs and pancakes?"
I smiled back, gulping down my first big glass of milk. "Mmhmm!"
"Coming right up!"
True to form, she whipped out the pans as I sat down at the table. I looked over the local newspaper as she cooked everything and then wolfed the pancakes, eggs, and bacon down in seconds.
"By the way, the neighbors invited us over for lunch tomorrow."
"The Fosters, right?"
"Yeah, Emmanuelle and her two daughters. Wake up a little earlier, ok?"
"Ok," I said, waving to her as I walked out of the kitchen to get cleaned up. My thoughts went to the neighbors. I'd seen them last year at the end of summer, but never formally met them. The family was black, with a mom and two daughters that were both in college. As I remembered them, they were all super attractive. I got excited just picturing them in my mind, especially those two girls. I'd spent several days at the window in my bedroom watching them outside in their bikinis... I'd spent many days last summer masturbating to that scene.
Even now I could hear them outside, giggling. I looked out my bedroom window and saw them in the yard, washing the car in their bikinis. God they were hot! They had almost supernatural curves! I slipped my shorts down and stroked my cock as I watched them, cumming after only a few minutes.
I spent the rest of the day relaxing and my Mom reminded me of our luncheon before bed. I got up earlier the next day and got cleaned up. My Mom made me breakfast again and seemed overly excited about going over to the neighbors. She mentioned that she went over regularly lately and that they were wonderful people. The way she said "wonderful" was... weird. Like there was a lot more behind that word.
I was in cargo shorts and a button-down shirt as we walked out the front door. My Mom was wearing a summer dress, I suspected to look nice and to stay cool in the hot day that was to come. We walked next door and rang the doorbell.
Mrs. Foster answered the door wearing a low-cut top that had a simple strap that went around her neck and went just below her breasts, exposing her flat stomach. Below was a loose, beach-style, wrap-around skirt. She looked elegant and sexy at the same time.
"Hi Rebecca!" she gushed, kissing my Mom lightly on the lips while I watched in shock. I'd never seen my Mom kiss someone before, well, other than my Dad. But that wasn't too often any more. And I'd certainly never seen her kissing a woman. It was a light kiss, but more than a friendly kiss.
"Hi Emmanuelle, thanks for inviting us over!" My Mom moved into the living room, leaving me to face Emmanuelle alone.
"And who is this handsome hunk?" she asked, pulling me into a hug. I could feel her warm body against mine, could feel her breasts pressing into my chest. It was just a hug... but it was far more of a hug than I'd ever been given before. Most people, when they hug, keep their lower body at a distance. Not her. I felt her whole body against mine. And she smelled heavenly. Her perfume made my head spin and made me hard. And it seemed like she held me forever.
"Emmanuelle, this is Vince. Vince, Emmanuelle," my Mom said when we pulled apart.
"Hi Vince. I know we've seen each other, but this is the first time we've met, right?"
I smiled. "Yes." Her hands were on my shoulders as she sized me up, evaluating me.
Her teeth were perfectly straight and white as she smiled at me, truly a stunningly beautiful woman. Then she waved us in and closed the door. "Come in. Come in. Have a seat. Sandra and Tanisha are around here somewhere. Would you like a drink?"
"I'd love one. Lemonade?" my Mom asked.
"Of course! You know that's my favorite. Vince? Want one?"
I nodded, still a little in shock. "Uh... yeah... please."
My Mom sat on the couch and I sat in the chair and, just as Emmanuelle walked into the kitchen, I heard the voices of her two daughters coming up the stairs from the basement. They were giggling over something or other and teasing each other.
"Hi," the older one said as they stumbled upon us.
"Hi Sandra, Tanisha. How are you?" my Mom asked.
"Good," they both chimed in unison. "How are you?" They came over and gave my Mom a hug and then sat down next to her. All three were looking at me as I sat there in silence.
"I'm doing fine... just fine. I brought my son over to meet you," she said. "Vince, this is Sandra and Tanisha."
I stood and extended my hand to each of them. "It's nice to meet you," I said to each of them. Their hands were soft and supple, definitely different than a guy's hand. I never was a stud around school, so I wasn't around women much.
"It's nice to meet you, too," Tanisha said as they both smiled at me.
"Your Mom's told us all about you," Sandra followed without skipping a beat.
"All," Tanisha added and the two giggled.
I blushed. These two young women were beautiful and it embarrassed me that I had so much attention all of the sudden.
"Only the good things," my Mom laughed nervously, breaking the tension.
Emmanuelle came into the room with three glasses of lemonade and handed one to my Mom and one to me. She sat on the arm of the chair beside me, while the girls sat on the couch, on both sides of my Mom. We had a nice, short conversation about me, about what I was doing in college and how things were going. They also embarrassingly asked if I had a girlfriend, which I had to deny. It was sad, but even after a full year of college, I was still too shy to ask a girl out.
"Well, we're either going to bore you or embarrass you a hell of a lot more," Emmanuelle said, turning towards me. She towered over me as she sat on the arm, looking down on me as if she owned me. "Why don't you go downstairs with the girls and play a video game or something."
I looked at my Mom for direction, wondering if it was ok with her. She nodded slightly. "Ok," I said and stood while Sandra and Tanisha did the same. They walked over to me, each taking a hand, and led me towards the basement door. I was blushing in total embarrassment and horniness. I knew they didn't know what their simple touch was doing to me... making me so hard... making me want them so much. And that embarrassed me more.
"I'll make sure we're ready for you up here," Emmanuelle said as we headed down the stairs.
The girls giggled and said together, "Thanks Mom! We'll do the same." I was still lost in a haze to even try to think about what they were saying.
We moved into their furnished basement where there was a couch and a couple chairs facing a large, flat-screen TV. Sandra moved to the TV and turned it on, along with a game system, while Tanisha led me to the couch and sat me in the middle. She took a seat next to me.
"I don't want to play another video game," Tanisha complained. "It's so fucking boring!"
"What else?" Sandra asked, turning off the TV again.
"I dunno... what else do we have?"
Sandra moved to the closet and slid open the door. She moved through the stack of various family games, calling out a few only to hear her sister say "no". "Twister?" she finally asked.
"Oh... perfect!" Tanisha squealed. I hadn't played since I was a kid.
Sandra brought the box over and opened it up. They both began pulling the pieces out and Sandra laid the plastic sheet on the floor in front of the couch.
"Only two can play at a time," Tanisha said. "'Cause someone has to spin." She looked at me. "Why don't you two go first."
I nodded and got up, reluctantly. This felt like a little kids game to me. Not one worthy of us adults playing. "Ok," I said as I stood on the plastic. Sandra joined me.
"You're going down, freshman," she said, playfully jeering at me.
Tanisha spun the dial. "Left foot red," she said. Both Sandra and I put our left foot on one of the red dots. It was a simple start, that got out of hand quickly. "Right hand green," Tanisha said after spinning again. Each spin brought us closer together and into a strange, tangled position. Sandra seemed to always pick the dot that would be the weirdest and most compromising position, at one point putting her breasts right in my face. Eventually she fell, though, but only after she got my blood boiling.
"Ok, my turn," Tanisha said, handing the dial to Sandra.
The second round didn't go any better than the first, with Tanisha working even harder to put herself into a compromising position. At one point her hand and arm grazed my crotch as she slithered between my legs to touch a hard-to-reach dot. I wasn't sure my cargo shorts were going to survive the diamond hardness of my cock straining against it. But, they did, and I eventually fell, knocking Tanisha down on top of me.
We were both giggling as we struggled to untangle ourselves. Her hand pressed into my thigh, so close to my crotch I thought she was going to reach out and just touch it. And the way she smiled and looked at me as she stood up made me convinced she knew how turned on she was making me.
"Ok, my turn again," Sandra said, handing the spinner to me. I sat on the couch as the girls both got on the mat, ready to go.
I spun repeatedly as the girls moved into closer and closer connections, each move getting more and more erotic. After one step, Tanisha kissed and bit Sandra's thigh, as she passed between her legs, so very close to her pussy, making Sandra moan before the two giggled.
"You fucker! That's so not playing fair," she said. In the next move, she twisted underneath her older sister and put her mouth right on Tanisha's breast, sucking and licking it through her shirt, as Tanisha arched helplessly.
"Fuck! You know what that does to me," Tanisha complained, but didn't stop her sister.
On and on the game moved as both of them tried to outdo the other. I sat and watched, completely amazed and completely hard. It was so uncomfortable sitting there with such a big erection, but there was nothing I could do about it.
Finally, Sandra fell under Tanisha and when Tanisha noticed, she fell on top of her. They kissed for a second, between giggles, looking at me and making sure I was watching them.
"I think he likes what he sees," Tanisha whispered, smiling.
"You think?" Sandra said, untangling herself and standing up. "I dunno about that." She moved over to me and pushed me back into the couch as she sat in my lap. She pushed her crotch into mine and began grinding into me. "Well, what do you know? He is turned on." She smiled down at me, her face hovering over mine.
I wanted to touch and kiss her so badly! I put my hands on her hips, trying to encourage her, and pushed my hips slightly upward to encourage more contact. She giggled, feeling me move with her.
"Hey Vince. Wanna see something we found?" Tanisha asked, kneeling beside me. I could see the wet spot on the breast of her t-shirt where Sandra was suckling her.
My mouth was so dry and I was so excited that I could barely speak. "Sure," I nodded.
Tanisha disappeared as Sandra continued her grinding into me, making her groan softly. "Fuck that's good," she whispered. When Tanisha came back, I was ready to rip off Sandra's clothes. If I'd have been braver and more confident, they'd have had a hard time stopping me.
As Tanisha knelt on the couch beside me, clinking metal attracted my attention as she held up a pair of handcuffs and dangled them from her fingers.
"I'm not sure where my Mom got these, but it's kind of hot if you think about it."
I swallowed hard, still too embarrassed to make a sound. I watched her slip one around her wrist and then close it, feeling the metal around her wrist like a bracelet.
"Wanna try them?" Tanisha giggled unfastening it from her wrist and slipping one end around mine. She closed the circlet before I could even respond. It felt strange having it on my wrist. Exciting.
Sandra got off my lap and stood, grabbing my hand and encouraging me to slide down to the floor. "Lay down here," she said softly. It felt so erotic to be under their control like this. Two beautiful women... wanting me. I didn't have to do anything. I could leave it all up to them. I could completely submit to their every whim and desire. I went willingly, sliding down to sit on the floor and then laying on the floor in front of the couch.
Tanisha straddled my chest, holding one end of the handcuffs, leaning over me. Her breasts were swaying erotically, hypnotically, as she looked down at me and convinced me to raise my other arm up over my head. I couldn't help but obey and then suddenly felt the cold steel snap around that wrist as well.
Tanisha bent over and kissed me, her mouth and tongue hungrily searching for mine, as her hands held my arms in place over my head. I didn't feel Sandra sit on my legs, didn't feel the rope coil around them again and again. When Tanisha stopped kissing me and sucking on my tongue I was light headed. I lay there, prone and weak after she got up off of me and lay there as the two stood over me, smiling.
When my mind finally cleared, I tried to move, tried to sit up. But my hands were firmly held over my head and my legs were firmly held tied down, too. I squirmed, helplessly.
"What? What's going on?" I asked, bewildered.
"Shhhh," Tanisha said softly. "Just relax. It's only just beginning to get fun."
"What in the world?!?!" I was startled by Emmanuelle's voice as she entered the room. "What are you two doing to this poor boy?" she asked sternly.
The girls giggled running away from me.
Emmanuelle smacked each of them on the ass. "You two get upstairs right this minute! I should have your asses for this!" Sandra and Tanisha dashed up the stairs giggling as Emmanuelle walked over to me. "Oh my gosh, what did my little girls do to you?" she asked kneeling down beside me. She grabbed the ropes around my lower legs and tugged at them, trying to pull them off me, but they were on tightly. She then reached over my head and worked at the handcuffs, trying to free me. But without the key, she couldn't do it.
"Can't you unfasten them? Oh God, please... please get me out of this," I begged her as she sat back on her knees watching me squirm.
She looked down at me and smiled, her face then changing. It made me shiver. It was now such a predatory, hungry smile. She licked her lips as she looked over my prone, helpless body. She put her hand on my face and slid her fingers up through my hair.
"I don't think so," she said softly. "Mmmm... you are such a gorgeous young man," she said, licking her lips. "Your Mom said that you need to have a little bit more control in your life. That you need more structure. And she thought that someone like myself would be perfect for the job."
"Wha... what? Can you... can you get my Mom?"
Her hand moved down onto my chest where her fingers began unfastening the buttons of my shirt. "Oh... I'm sorry... but I'm sure she's very busy right now. I'm sure my girls have her... occupied." Slowly my shirt was opened and her hand trailed over the naked skin of my chest and abdomen. "You know what she said? She told me that she caught you masturbating yesterday. She saw you at your bedroom window, looking out at me and the girls with your shorts around your ankles, stroking that big, hard cock. She said she knew you needed guidance to make sure you didn't just knock up the next girl that gave you the time of day."
I shook my head... I couldn't believe it. I thought I'd heard a sound while I masturbated. And I knew I should have stopped. But the sight of Emmanuelle and her girls out in their yard, all wet from washing the car, had me so damn aroused. I couldn't help myself.
My mind was brought back to the present when I felt Emmanuelle's hands unfastening my shorts. All I kept thinking was that this couldn't be real. She unzipped them and tugged them down over my hips, pulling them down to my knees, followed by my underwear.
She wrapped her fingers around the shaft and began stroking it. I was so hard I didn't know what to think, what to feel.
"Mmmm," she moaned as her hand swirled over the tip and I jerked. "You gotta be able to control that cock when there's nice, big breasts around. Maybe even a nice, wet pussy or a nice, meaty ass."
She kept stroking me, slowly, gliding her hands up and down the length.
"Yeah... control, baby, that's what it's all about." She lifted one hand to her breasts, my gaze following her. Her hand cupped her tit, massaging it and pinching her nipple. "Mmmm... I know you're liking these. Yeah, I've seen you staring at me... through your window and when you pretend to do yard work. Mmhmm... you're just always trying to get a sneak peek, aren't you? Well, just consider this your lucky day."
Her hand moved behind her neck and she untied the strap there. The two parts of her top fell forward and she used them to pull her top down, completely exposing her breasts.
"Mmmmm," she moaned as her hand played with her bare breast for me. Her other hand never waivered in stroking of my very hard shaft. Up and down, up and down. At the top, she'd twist as she rose over the crown making the pleasure so much more intense.
"You're going to be thinking about these all night long," she said, pinching each nipple in turn. "And you'll be wanting to see them again and again. But it'll be all about control. Yeah, these tits are all you're going to be thinking about. When you're at school, when you're at work, with your friends. Uh huh, night and day, they'll be all you'll be thinking about."
She bent over and dribbled spit onto my cock, slowly, making it agonizing for me to watch. I groaned loudly, making her giggle, as her hand spread it around, using it for lubricant. Then she bent over and lightly kissed and licked the head.
"Mmm," she moaned approvingly. "I bet that cock is wanting some nice titties, too. You'd like to put your cock right between them, wouldn't you? Hmm? Titty fuck me? I think you would. You want to slide it up and down, right between these titties. You'd like to work them over really good."
I groaned and closed my eyes. The pleasure was so intense, but she was so good at keeping me on the edge, keeping me from cumming. I felt her lean over and felt her soft, luscious breasts push into my face, sliding her hard nipples over and around it as if searching for my mouth. When my lips found one, I automatically sucked it between them. I had to have her. I had to please her.
"Oh yeah, I'm going to train this cock right," she continued. "My daughters and I, we're gonna control this cock. It's just ours. We're going to fuck you all we want. And you're not gonna have anything to say about it. You're just going to sit back, watch, and like it. This cock of yours... it's not going to be yours any more. It's going to be ours. We're gonna control it."



I could barely think as her nipple just grew in my mouth and I concentrated on sucking it. She pulled it away several time with a loud smack of my lips before offering me the other one.
"Such a good little doggie. Yeah, you're going to be wanting it. You're going to be wanting pussies, and mouths, and titties to lick and to wrap around that big cock. But it will only be ours and you'll get it when we give it to you. Mmm... when we say so. When you're deserving of it. Mmmm... yeah... we're going to control that mind... and that cock. that little head in here will be ours. It doesn't belong to you any more. It's our cock. And you don't get it. You don't deserve it.
She pulled her nipple free again and sat up, dangling them just out of reach. All I could do was look up at her, begging her with my eyes for more. Begging to cum.
One-handed, she unfastened and removed her skirt, revealing nothing on underneath. And her pussy was well groomed and... and fucking beautiful! When I realized she saw where I was looking, I blushed a deep red and she giggled.
"I know you want that, too. My pretty, tight, wet pussy. Mmmm... You're just going to be our puppy, aren't you? You should just be happy for what you get. Nobody else's cock but ours."
She threw her leg over mine and sat on my thighs. My cock was so close... so close to those perfect pussy lips... as she stroked it and teasingly moved it closer. Her pussy was so wet and juicy. I had a strong urge to thrust up into her and would have if I could have moved.
"'Cause we're controlling this cock of yours. You'll do whatever we say... Oooh, look how close it is to this pussy. I know you want it. But you're not going to get it this time. That's only when you're a really good puppy and deserve it. No... it's my cock. I'm going to do what I want. And I'm just going to milk all that cum out of it. That's all you're gonna get."
She turned around, her ass now on my stomach and chest, moving higher and higher up my body until her pussy and ass settled right over my mouth. I didn't know what to do. I'd never... ever... been in a situation like this. I thought this was only in porn. I never thought it would happen to me.
"Give me that tongue... there, puppy. Slide it all over my clit. Yeah... just like that," she groaned as I followed her directions. She tasted very different than what I expected. It was a bit tart, but it was delicious. I licked and sucked just as my instincts told me as she fucked my face, grinding her pussy hard against me.
And still her hand worked my cock. God, I was so hard! I needed to cum so badly, but she was so good at holding me off.
Her hips moved, thrusting and rotating around on my lips and tongue, coating my entire face with her juices. At times it was hard to breathe and at others she moved away so much I had to lift my head to maintain the contact I so desperately wanted.
"Oh... that's right... that's just perfect," she moaned. "Oh yeah... get your tongue right in my ass, too. That's it... right in there... Yes! Eat my ass, puppy... eat my fucking ass! Fuck! You're a nasty boy!"
I was barely paying attention to her. My mind was so focused on pleasing her, moving my mouth and tongue just the way she wanted. And then I felt her trembling, felt the grip on my cock stop and then squeeze tighter. I knew she was cumming. My mouth and tongue were sore from all of it, but I didn't dare stop now. I tried to redouble my efforts and was rewarded by a grunting and then a flood of juices covering my face.
I was breathing heavily as she finally moved off my face. Her juices and sweat, along with my own sweat, covered my body.
"Mmm... very nice, puppy dog... I'm going to have a lot of fun training you. You need to learn just how to please me. But we have a while, don't we? Hmmm? We have all summer long."
She started stroking my cock again, squirting lubricant on it that she got from somewhere unknown. But it was just what I needed. Now her hand was gliding faster, easier, and she squeezed me more, milking me from my balls to the tip.
"Oooh, you're so hard, aren't you? I think you like licking my pussy and ass. Don't you?"
"Yes," I whimpered softly, still tasting her. God she had me so overwhelmed with lust and need. I wanted to cum. I NEEDED to cum!
"Mmhmm... I know you do. I think it's time for you now," she said, stroking me as sat on my thigh. "I'm gonna make you cum, puppy dog... I'm gonna make you cum so much. You're gonna cum so hard. And you're gonna want it over and over again."
I grunted, needing this. Needing this so badly.
"You're so close... mmhmm... cum for me, puppy. Cum hard for me."
She used both hands on my cock now, stroking and twisting, teasing the head as she swirled her palm over it, driving me insane. I closed my eyes as I felt my orgasm thundering out of me. My body clenched again and again as I sprayed ropes of cum. I could barely hear her giggles of joy as she kept pumping me. Every sense was so overwhelmed, I felt like I was going to pass out.
As I lay there afterwards, she unfastened my bindings, kissing me and stroking me. I was so worn out I felt like I was made of rubber. I just lay there panting as I was finally freed. Emmanuelle stood, completely dressed again as if nothing had happened.
"Come on puppy, it's time to go see your Mommy. I'm sure you two will have lots to talk about. We'll see you both again tomorrow."
I stood on shaky legs, pulling up my shorts and buttoning my shirt back up. I tried to be presentable, but I knew I smelled like sex. I knew my face was a mess, wet with her juices, and my hair was soaked, plastered to my head. When we got to the top of the stairs, my Mom was coming down from the second story, the two girls smiling and giggling in front of her. She looked just as bad as I did.
Worn, drenched in sex, and completely submissive, we both stood there. They made us kiss and made us lick each other's faces to taste the juices there until they finally dismissed us. Then we made our way back home in silence. We never did talk about it. We both knew it was going to happen again and again and we both knew we enjoyed it.
It was going to be a long summer. And I was going to enjoy every single day of it.
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Custom Curios: Anonymous
Bobby had to admit, he loved working from home. The ability to just sit in his living room, sit on his computer without the chance of anyone seeing what he was doing, was priceless. His office let him work from home twice a week, which he gratefully took on Mondays and Fridays. Today was one of those wonderful days. It was Monday and it was another day "at work"... which typically meant a day of some work, getting enough done, and the rest of the time looking at his favorite porn sites.
He had a wife, Annette, who was a knockout by everyone's standard... five foot four... thirty-four-inch bustline with gorgeous B-cup breasts... blond hair... blue eyes. She was his trophy, although that wasn't what got them together. When they first met, it was love at first sight. Their sex life was incredible before and after their marriage six years ago. Unfortunately, within the past few years, it had degraded.
The problem was time and boredom. As time moved on, their sex life waned as things started to feel... boring... and everyday activities seemed to always get in the way. Work always seemed to get in the way for both of them. And it seemed like every time they tried to have sex, it was always the same, boring thing.
So as time moved on, both of them became more and more frustrated. Bobby turned to porn while Annette turned to housework. Both of them dreamed and yearned for the day when things would be better. She dreamed of the day when Bobby would throw her down and ravage her. Bobby dreamed of the day when Annette wore sexy clothes to get his attention and seduced him.
As Bobby sat on his computer, sitting on the couch, Annette walked into the room carrying a laundry basket full of clothes wearing an old, large t-shirt and sweat pants. She sat in the recliner near him and started folding the clothes.
"What are you doing?" she asked, sounding tired of him not helping her with the household chores.
"Just doing some work," he said, closing his browser where a porn video had been playing.
"Can you help me with some of this?"
He shrugged and looked at the basket full of laundry. "I said I'm doing some work, babe?"
"You're always doing 'work'," she mumbled, throwing a folded towel onto a stack.
"Yeah, well some of us have to earn some money, you know," he said. "I can't just help you do chores all day."
She looked at him and frowned as if he never even helped when he wasn't working. "Ok then," she said sarcastically.
"Can I ask you something? Have you seen the lingerie I bought you for Valentines Day last year? I haven't seen you wear it once, even."
Annette nodded, smirking. "You mean from five years ago? I'm not really sure where it is."
"Oh... Are you sure?" he asked, puzzled. "I thought... I thought I bought something more recently than that," he said. "Anyway, it would... you know... it would be nice if you wore it some time? I like stuff like that on you. I mean, we've only been married for six years and all I ever see you wear any more are your sweats all day long. It all just screams 'keep away'."
"Wow," she said, looking at him and frowning again. "I'm sorry that I haven't slutted up for you lately."
"I'm just saying, you know, maybe if you wore something like that...." He plead her understanding with his eyes, but knew she was taking it the wrong way. He always seemed to say something stupid to make her mad at him.
"Something like that?" she asked, throwing down a semi-folded t-shirt. "You want me to wear frilly little lingerie when I'm sitting around this house doing chores all day? I'm sorry I'm not sitting here folding your laundry in just a G-string."
"Come on... I don't mean it like that. Look, it's not hard doing chores like folding laundry," he said. "I'm the one working my ass off every day."
She nodded and smirked again, not believing that he would say something like that. "Oh, by sitting in the living room on your computer all day?"
"Yeah... I'm working," he said, pointing to his open computer.
"Yeah, right," she mumbled, not believing that he was really working at all. She'd caught glances at his computer screen... at the porn. She knew what he was probably doing all day long and she wouldn't call it work.
"Look, all I'm saying is that I'd love to see you wear it," he said. "You look so hot in lingerie."
"You know what?" she said, sounding very frustrated with him. "When you decide to dress up for me, maybe I'll dress up for you."
Bobby looked at her for a moment, wondering how he could recover from this. He didn't want to argue again. He just wanted his gorgeous wife back and didn't know how to do it.
Suddenly his phone rang. "It's Patrick," he said, picking the phone up from the bed.
"Patrick?" she asked, shaking her head. She really didn't like his brother. He was a sleaze bag and was always leering at her when he was around. He had absolutely no filter for his libido.
"Yes. And I'm going to answer it."
"Fine," she said, throwing the folded clothes into the basket and carrying it up the stairs to the bedroom.
"Hey," he said into the phone.
"How's it going bro?" Patrick asked.
"It's going," Bobby said, sounding rather defeated.
"Ah... sounds like you had an argument," Patrick said.
"Unfortunately," Bobby said. "I just keep putting my foot in my mouth. I don't even know how to talk to her any more."
"So it's not any better?"
Bobby had talked to Patrick before, trying to get some ideas on how to put the spark back into his marriage. Patrick was still single with a new girl practically every week. His "spark" was a new girl to play with.
"No, still not so good," Bobby admitted. "And it's still the same thing. Six years and there's no fucking spark any more. I don't know what to do. I'm at a fucking loss."
Annette stood at the top of the stairs, holding the basket, listening to his conversation with Patrick and shook her head. He was right... he did keep sticking his foot in his mouth. It seemed like he was always blaming her for everything that was wrong. Now it sounded like he was as unsure of what happened as she was... he was as unsure of how to fix it as she was.
She thought of one thing that might help kindle a spark, something she could do. He mentioned lingerie...
*****
She wasn't sure how she ended up in this part of town. She was just coming back from grocery shopping, wasn't she? This part of town was the wrong direction to go home. She pulled over onto the side of the road to map the best way home when she looked up and saw a strange little sign hanging from the side of the building.
Custom Curios. What an odd name for a store.
She never heard of it or seen it before, although she very rarely visited this part of town. But there was just something about the place that attracted her. She looked in her mirror to make sure no one was coming and got out of her car.
The place seemed dark after coming in from the bright sunlight outside, but seemed cozy enough. There were multiple shelving units with items on the shelves, several clothing racks, and a video section. It was like an indoor yard sale.
"Good afternoon," a old man said, coming out from among the shelves. "Can I help you find anything in particular?" He was a tall, thin man, appearing to be in his eighties.
"Oh... um... I don't know," she said. "I'm just looking. I guess maybe for ideas to help my marriage."
"Ah yes... marriage help," he said, smiling. "I see that a lot. Well, there's some lingerie over here," he said, pointing to the racks, "and some little adult trinkets on the shelves back in the corner here." He pointed to the back corner of the store.
"Ok," she said walking over to the clothing rack. There was no way she was going to buy used lingerie, though.
"Just let me know if you have any questions," the man smiled. "I'll be here. I'm always here."
She looked through the rack, through the various clothing items. It surprised her that they all were brand new items... nothing here was used. There were all different types of lingerie, lace, leather, latex, sheer, some with belts and buckles, some with chains. She came across some black lace lingerie in a set, that piqued her interest. She lifted the plastic garment bag and looked it over. "Bra, panties, garter belt, and thigh-high stockings," she read. She nodded. "And it's my size. Hmm. That's kind of lucky."
She thought about putting it back on the rack but quickly reconsidered it. It just seemed too perfect. She knew Bobby loved seeing her in lingerie. She couldn't pass it up, especially at that wonderful price. She quickly looked through the rest of the items, but nothing else came close to what she was looking for, nothing else came close to catching her eye.
The rack nearby caught her attention, too. On the top was a sign that read "MEN". The rack was full of leather and latex, with straps and buckles on many of the items. She'd never even considered men's fantasy outfits before. She giggled, imagining Bobby wearing something like these. But buying something like that wasn't for this trip.
When she looked up, the man was smiling at her, almost... leering... really, making her feel a little uncomfortable. He seemed too overly anxious to help her. But she smiled back.
"In the back corner you said?" she asked, pointing.
"Mmhmm. Right on the shelves. You can't miss it."
She moved to the back of the store and walked past several shelving units of various games and such, until she found a shelf labeled "ADULT-ONLY PRODUCTS". She scanned the shelf and a box immediately caught her attention. Where she stood, it was perfectly set, the light from the ceiling beamed down on it and reflected into her eyes. She came closer and read the title. "The Box of Fun", it read. "An adult adventure set." She slid it from the shelf. It was fully wrapped in plastic, too, never been used. The front pictured a barely-clothed brunette, wearing a leather mask that looked like a black bunny, her hands cuffed in front of her. A barely-clothed male wearing a black fox mask stood behind her, holding her long hair firmly in his grip, as if ready to throw her down and fuck her at any minute. It was an image that really called to her.
She turned the box over to see that it contained the items pictured on the front, two leather masks, cuffs, paddle, a little whip, and a deck of fantasy adventure cards.
"Fantasy cards?" she giggled. She looked closer at the cards. In the picture, each card bore a title and a theme to set the mood. The box had example titles such as "Bunny Love", "Bunny Hunt", and "Roles Reversed". They sounded rather kinky. That would definitely put a spark in her marriage. It didn't take long to convince her. Maybe this was what her marriage really needed.
She carried the box and lingerie to the register, feeling a little self-conscious. It felt weird to be buying sexual products at a store like this.
"You found what you were looking for?" the man asked, setting the items on the desk. Even his smile looked creepy to her now. His face seemed gaunt, his eyes sunken.
"Yeah... I think I'm good," she said.
"Would you like to look at one of the vibrator or dildo sets?" he asked. "I was thinking you might find those items fun, too... for your... alone time... that is. I mean, they can be quite... exhilarating."
Her body trembled at his suggestion and she almost gave in. She could see herself using a vibrator... in her car on the way home... in the bath as she's relaxing this afternoon. The idea and thrill of an orgasm was definitely exciting right now. It just seems to have been forever since she last had one. "No," she said, feeling a little light headed. But she didn't want to purchase too much. "This is fine for now."
He smiled again. "Fair enough. They'll be here if you change your mind later. So... for the extra sexy lingerie and the bedroom bondage kit it'll be thirty one dollars," he said.
Annette shivered at his description of what she just bought. Embarrassed, she glanced behind her, wondering if another customer in the store heard him. Seeing no one around, she grabbed her cash and handed it to him.
"Wonderful... just wonderful," he said, putting her items in an unmarked plastic bag. "Oh, and here's a little present for stopping by today." He slipped something small into the bag and handed it to her. "I hope you enjoy everything."
"We... um... we will," she said, her body shivering again. "I mean... my husband and I." She took the bag from him and quickly headed out the door. The man, the store... everything was just starting to give her the creeps.
"Right. Come back soon," he said, calling to her as she closed the door behind her.
She looked up and down the street and quickly walked to her car, feeling embarrassed, imagining that everyone knew what she'd just purchased. Nervously, she brought up the mapping app on her phone to drive home.
She was about to pull out when she remembered that the clerk slipped something else into her bag. She opened it and looked. At the bottom of the bag was a small, oblong-shaped, plastic device. She lifted it up and it came to life, vibrating in her hand.
"Oh my God," she laughed, pressing the end to turn it off again. She licked her lips nervously, looking around her again. Then she unfastened her pants and slid the lovely plastic toy into the front of her panties. She pressed the button again before retracting her hands. Instantly, it came to life and she jumped a little.
The vibrations were strong for such a little thing. She hoped it wouldn't be too strong. She certainly didn't want to wreck the car. She pulled out of her parking space and felt the vibrations increase, driving her almost to the point of an orgasm within minutes, before suddenly dropping again.
"Oh my God," she panted, adjusting her position in the driver's seat. "Fuck! This little thing is strong!"
It drove her to the point of five more orgasms before she reached home, always stopping right at the last second, teasing her mercilessly. She wasn't even sure how a toy could do that. But it did it's job well.
*****
"Hey, um, Patrick," Bobby said, holding his phone to his ear. It was Friday and he had to uncharacteristically go into work for a meeting. "I'm at work and my meeting was moved really late. I won't be home for quite a while and I just remembered that Annette wanted me to set out some cash on the counter for her. I really can't afford another argument with her right now. Do you have time to run over there and do that for me?"
"You can't go home and do it?" Patrick asked, a little annoyed.
"Well... it's a forty minute drive one way. It'd be a little ridiculous to drive all that way to set some cash on the counter. Especially with you just five minutes away. It's a hundred bucks dude."
"Ok, ok. Tell me that Annette's not home... You know I can't be there when she's home. She hates my guts."
Bobby wanted to contradict him, but Annette certainly acted like she hated his guts, whether she really did or not. "She just doesn't like that you have a new girl every month," he said. "She doesn't hate you that much. She probably just thinks that's what I want, too."
"Well, whatever problem she has with me, I don't want to be there when she's there."
"She's at her yoga class and will be done at 5pm. Tell you what, why don't you grab one of the steaks in the freezer in payment. They're really good steaks. I really need you to do this, bro."
"Yeah... ok... no problem." Patrick looked at his watch. It was 4pm. The roads shouldn't be too bad, he should be there in plenty of time to get in and back out again before Annette got back from her class.
He got into his car and started driving.
*****
Today was the day, Annette thought, smiling. She skipped her yoga class so she'd have plenty of time to prepare. This night had to be perfect. She laid the lingerie on the bed, the bra, panties, garter belt, and hose. Then she opened the box and laid the cuffs, masks, paddle, and whip on the bed. It all looked so... sexy... and made her body tingle with need.
She undressed completely, tossing her clothes into the dirty clothes basket.
She slid into a hot bath, dribbling scented oils into it along with the bubble bath, and soaked. For the next twenty minutes she washed every part of her body, then shaved, wanting her body to be perfect, smooth, clean, and soft. The more perfect the night went, the more perfect a spark will ignite a flame back into her marriage.
When she got out of the tub, she toweled off and walked into her bedroom. Slowly, she slid the bra on, adjusting it so that it fit her breasts perfectly. The thin material covered only the bottom half of her breast, showing her nipples, and lifted them as if in offering. They were hard and sensitive.
She sat on the side of the bed and grabbed one of the stockings, gathering it up before sliding it up her leg, adjusting it as she went, finishing midthigh. She slid the other on as well, encasing both legs. The feeling of stockings was very erotic to her and she knew that Bobby would love them.
With these stockings, she didn't need the garter belt, so she set it aside. She slid the panties up her long legs and snuggled it against her pussy. She shivered. They were crotch-less, with only a thin strip of fabric running along both sides of her pussy, leaving her labia bare. Her pussy was already wet and sensitive and she took a moment to slide her fingers lightly over her engorged lips.
She shivered. She felt so excited but she couldn't explain it. She'd never felt this excited before.
Now dressed, her body was tingling and it was more than just from anticipation. It was like the lingerie itself was igniting a fire inside her. Fantasies flashed through her mind of men and women looking at her, wanting her. Of hands and mouths touching her, pleasuring her, making her shiver, making her glide her hands over her body to tease herself.
She licked her lips as she grabbed one of the cuffs, putting it around one wrist and fastening it. She did likewise with the other so that both wrists were similarly adorned. From each dangled a clip from a D-ring. She then lifted a leg, put it on the edge of the bed and put a cuff around each ankle.
Images of her being cuffed in various positions, while being violated in every hole came unbidden to her mind. She'd never even imagined being fucked senseless while being bound, spread-eagle, unable to move. She'd never even imagined a woman licking her pussy while she was bound to one of their dining room chairs. But now, these images came, forcing her to consider them, forcing her to want them.
She grabbed the black bunny mask and slid it onto her face. She felt so... free. Free to be anything she wanted to be. Free to do anything she wanted to do. And her body was definitely ready to do things.
She slid her black 4-inch heels on, walked to the mirror, and looked at herself, chills spreading over her body. Her excitement was building rapidly to a boil.
She grabbed the deck of cards from the bed and pulled out a random card. She turned it over and read the title... "ANONYMOUS". She read the rest of the card and giggled. Bobby would enjoy this one. Taking the card and the black fox mask, she walked towards the front door, her shoes clicking on the tile, and set it on the small, hallway table, prominently displaying it.
Then she turned and walking into the dining room, just out of sight of the front door. She pulled the head chair aside and bent over, laying her torso on the table face down. The cold wood shocked her very hot body, her nipples hardening almost painfully. She reached behind herself with both hands and clasped the cuffs together, trapping her arms behind her. Then she spread her legs wide... and waited.
*****



Patrick pulled into the driveway and quickly ran up to the front door. He had to be in and gone before Annette came home. He pulled his keys out and slid one into the front door, unlocking and opening it. Without even shutting it behind him, he ran into the kitchen and slid his hand into his pocket to grab his money clip.
"A hundred bucks... a hundred bucks," he said to himself, counting out five twenties and putting them on the counter. Then he went to the refrigerator and opened the freezer. "Ok, here's the steaks... one for me. Oh, that does look yummy. Thank you brother of mine." He grabbed the package of steaks and headed back to the front door. He saw the black mask and card on the small table just as he reached the door.
He was puzzled, but picked up the card and read it.
ANONYMOUS
This is a no talking situation. I want you to come inside
and just fuck me. That's it. I don't want to talk or see
your face. You are simply anonymous. You can do anything
you want to me or have me do anything to you. Tonight, I'm
just your toy to use as you wish.
"Um..." he whispered to himself, looking around, realizing that he probably wasn't alone in the house. "Fuck." He put the card down and picked up the mask. It was made of thick black leather and it covered half his face. Little triangles at the top represented ears, making it look a little like the face of a fox.
"Meeting... gone for a few hours," he whispered, nodding to himself and contemplating what to do. "What to do? What to do?" He thought for a moment, pondering his options. "Maybe I should... go... tell her that Bobby's going to be late? I mean... that would just be the right thing to do. Right? I should, like, do the right thing. She'd be mad otherwise... right?"
He slid the mask onto his face... then felt... different. He licked his lips nervously as images swirled through his head. He felt such a strong desire... a strong need... for a taste of his bunny. A scent caught his nose and he sniffed the air. It was familiar and close. It was exactly what he wanted.
He slowly walked towards the archway leading to the dining room and saw his bunny bent over the table, waiting. Waiting for him. Her ass looked so good, especially with the little bit of black fabric running between her cheeks and the black hose covering her legs.
He walked into the room, the floor creaking a little under him.
"Don't talk... don't say a word," she said, panting a little, her face hidden from him. "I don't want to see your face or talk. Just come fuck me until I can't walk. Fuck me like a whore, hard and fast."
Patrick grabbed the front of his pants and unfastened them, pushing them down and off his legs. Then he slid his t-shirt over his head. He slowly approached her, her scent getting stronger and stronger.
He knelt on the floor behind her, his hands grabbing and squeezing each ass cheek. He pulled them apart, noticing that her panties didn't cover her pussy. "Mmm," he moaned as he leaned forward and kissed her ass cheek, then bit it playfully.
"Ooh," she squealed in surprise and delight.
"God I want you," he whispered harshly as he pried her ass cheeks apart and licked her asshole, circling it, and stabbing his tongue slightly into it. Annette moaned softly, enjoying his touch.
His tongue moved lower, onto her labia. They were so full, swollen and wet. His tongue slithered around and between them easily.
"Oh my God, that's good," she moaned softly. "I really like that."
His lips captured her lips and sucked them into his mouth, pulling on them. God she tasted good... just like a bunny should taste. Licking and sucking lower, he found her clit, hard and throbbing. His tongue swirled over it.
"Mmm," he whispered. "So good." He licked two fingers and slid them into her pussy while he licked her clit.
"Fuck!" she yelled loudly. "Oh my God, that feels so good."
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," he moaned.
Suddenly he pulled his fingers from her pussy and stood. He grabbed his cock and swiped it across her ass and slid the head up and down the crack.
"Yes," he moaned, feeling her heat and wetness on the head of his cock. He set it against her pussy and pushed, sliding just inside, and grabbed her hips.
"Oh... fuck... oh my God," she moaned, feeling her pussy stretch to accommodate him.
He started fucking her, slapping his hips into her ass, forcing her into the side of the table again and again.
"Harder," she grunted. "Fuck me!"
"Oh fuck!" He slapped her ass cheek with one hand, leaving a lovely pink spot on it. It felt odd to him. He wasn't like this. He wasn't so... dominant. But there was something about the mask... something about the card. They made him... into this person.
"Fuck... fuck me harder," she grunted again and he started slamming into her, hard, fast thrusts in, followed by long, slow retractions.
"Yes!" she yelled as he slammed into her again.
"Oh my God!" he grunted. He grabbed her bra strap with one hand and unfastened it, then reached underneath her torso to cup them and squeeze them. Her nipples were so hard in his palms and easily slid between his fingers, letting him pinch them as he simultaneously squeezed her breasts.
He coiled one arm beneath her hips to rub and tease her wet, swollen clit.
"Yes! Yes!" she grunted, barely able to speak, barely able to breathe. "Oh... God! Ohhhhhhh!"
Her body quivered below him as she held her breath and came. He could feel her juices spray his balls and thighs as she came, dripping down their legs.
"Fuck!" she said. "I just came so fucking hard."
He grabbed her by the hair on the back of her head and pulled to stand her up. Her legs were shaky, but she stood as he grabbed her face and kissed her fiercely.
"Is that what you want?" he grunted. "Yeah?"
"Is doesn't matter what I want," she whispered. "Do whatever you want." She shivered. It wasn't like her to say something like that. She wasn't some timid lover, letting her partner do whatever he wanted. She was a strong, independent woman... until she put on the mask. It... changed her...
He pushed her downwards and she dropped to her knees in front of him. He grabbed his shaft and held it towards her waiting mouth. "This is what I want," he hissed. She pushed her face toward him and slid him into her mouth. Without her hands, it was more difficult to suck on him, but she would manage... she would love that cock like no other.
"Mmm... fuck yeah... fuck my face," she moaned as he grabbed her head and slid his cock in and out of her mouth, driving it deep with each thrust.
"Yeah... there you go... suck it," he said, holding her head tightly so that her nose was in his pubic hair, his cock half way down her throat. "You like that... just like a fucking whore."
He pulled her free and she spat and coughed, her face turning red. "Fuck yeah, I just want to choke on your fucking cock."
"You'd do anything for a big, hard cock, wouldn't you?
"Yeah," she panted, trying to get her breath back. "Feed that fucking monster to me."
He pushed his cock deep into her throat again. "You're a little cock whore, aren't you? Oh shit... just like that," he moaned, feeling her throat squeeze him. "Take it like a whore... like a good, little whore. Oh yes!"
She spat and coughed again when he pulled her off him but she just wanted more. His cock was dripping with her saliva.
"Give me that cock," she begged. "Please fuck me. God I want you to fuck me like a dirty little slut."
Grabbing her head and hair again, he lifted her to her feet and pushed her to sit back on the table. He grabbed under her legs, bringing her to the edge as he lay her back. Then he pushed into her pussy once more.
"Oh God your fucking cock is so big," she groaned, barely able to breathe as it slid deeper and deeper into her pussy. "Fuck I want it... so deep."
"Fuck I love that pussy," he said. "Who's pussy is this?"
"It's your pussy," she hissed, barely able to speak any more. "Just fuck me... God I just wanna ride your cock forever. Oh, keep fucking me."
"Fuck I love that!" he grunted loudly, slamming into her again and again.
"Fuck I need you to own my pussy," she moaned. "Yeah, just like that... just like that... Fuck my pussy like you hate me... hate fuck me!"
He grabbed her tits and squeezed them, then slapped them both. He loved her tits, loved watching them jiggle as he fucked her.
"Choke me," she whispered, then felt his hand grab her neck, his fingers curling around it. She could feel them squeeze on the carotid arteries and knew it would only be seconds before she felt that wonderful woozy feeling of passing out.
"You want me to choke you... huh?" he spat at her. "Is that what you want? Maybe slap you a little... or slap your tits. Is that what you want?" He released his strong hold on her neck as she turned red, letting the blood flow once again.
"Oh, fuck yeah," she whispered, her eyes closed, sounding a little out of it.
"Is that what you want? Take my cock you fucking whore. Take it. Are you a filthy whore for me?"
"I'll be as dirty as you want," she moaned, "any time you want."
"Yeah... come on... take that cock," he grunted as he slapped his hips into her ass again and again.
"Oh my God, baby," she moaned. "I fucking want to cum all over your cock again and again. It's so fucking hard. Don't stop... don't stop." She closed her eyes, turning her face to the side as her body started to shake again. "I'm gonna cum..."
Her body writhed and trembled as she came again, her legs tightening, her toes pointing. "Oh... my... fucking... Gooooooood!" She arched her back, squeezing all the pleasure out of her orgasm that she could.
He felt her body quivering, but he just kept fucking her, kept slamming into her again and again.
"Please... no... no... my pussy is so sensitive," she moaned, wanting him to stop.
"No, I'm not going to stop," he hissed. "That's what whores do, isn't it? They keep fucking as long as the fucking cock is hard."
"Please... oh fuck... oh fuck," she panted, her body rapidly heating up again. One orgasm flowed into the next... and the next...
"Uh huh... uh huh... you just keep cumming," he hissed. "Just fucking shut up because I'm not going to fucking stop. I'm going to get everything I want out of this pussy."
"Oh my God... I love it," she moaned, turning her head from side to side, her mind turning to mush. She couldn't think. She could only feel. And the pleasure was so intense, it flooded her mind.
"Oh fuck, yeah... just like that... just like that," he said, pounding into her again and again. Her pussy was so wet, gushing more and more as she writhed on the table. He spit on her tits and smeared it around, then grabbed and squeezed them, pinching her nipples.
"Fuck! Just use me!" she screamed.
"Yeah, I'm gonna fuck that whore pussy or yours," he grunted. "I'm gonna fuck that pussy like I own you. I'm gonna tear that fucking pussy apart.
"Yes... God... please," she moaned. "Fuck me."
"Uh huh... uh huh," he moaned. "God, your pussy is so good. Oh my God. I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum."
"Oh God," she said, perking up a little, sounding eager. "I want you to cum all over me like a little whore. I want you to cover my pussy with your cum. Please... Fuck baby, give it to me. Cum on me... please... give it to me."
"Uh," he moaned. "Yeah, yeah, yeah... oh shit... Ohhhh!" Suddenly, he pulled out of her pussy, his cock gushing cum, spraying her stomach and pussy.
They both waited, breathing hard, as his cock continued to drip cum. Patrick grabbed his shaft and stroked it, squeezing every drop out of it as Annette watched.
"Oh my God, I never thought I could feel like this," she moaned, closing her eyes, feeling his cum run down her body, run over her pussy.
Patrick stepped back several steps, seeing what he did to her, and smiled. His bunny was definitely taken. Slowly, he grabbed his clothes off the floor and walked out of the room. In the entryway, he dressed, dropping the mask back on the little table, and left.
*****
It took almost a week before Annette was recovered from her last adventure. She never knew who it was that used her body and she didn't really care. It was the most amazing sex than she'd ever had in her entire life. At first, she felt guilty that it wasn't Bobby that gave her that fucking. She clung to him more than usual, hugging him as they slept, trying to think of a way to tell him what happened.
But as the week wore on, she became more and more excited and more and more obsessed with using the lingerie, masks, and game again. Something called to her. Something... unnatural. Something otherworldly. Even now, it was becoming an addiction. If she wasn't careful, it was going to take over her life.
She took to wearing the mask when Bobby wasn't home, dressed in lingerie, often with the little vibrator tucked into her panties. She enjoyed the feelings that flowed over her body, enjoyed the visions and fantasies that continually played in her head, fantasies that she masturbated to, often until she could barely even stand.
The next Friday, when Bobby was at work again, she bathed and dressed in her black lingerie again, thinking that she might have to go back to the Custom Curios store to buy more lingerie for herself, and maybe even some erotic costumes for Bobby. This time, however, when she donned her mask and drew the card for their adventure, she laughed softly and removed the cuffs. She wouldn't need them. Although... he might. She set the fox mask on the little table inside the front door again, as well as the card, then slowly, sensuously walked into the living room and waited. Her body grew more and more excited as the time grew near.
She finally saw Bobby's car turn into the driveway, then heard the car door close. He walked past the front windows and stepped onto the front stoop as if everything was normal. Bobby walked in the door at 5:30pm, his normal time, his computer bag slung over his shoulder. He immediately saw the card, and, thinking it was some sort of note from Annette, picked it up, and read it.
RABID RABBIT
This is a no talking situation. I want you to come inside
and be prepared to be fucked. You will remove your clothes
and don the fox mask. Then you will run and hide and
try not to be caught. That's it. You are the prey. When
I catch you, I will do anything I want to you. Tonight,
you are my toy to use as I wish.
Bobby was confused and set the card back on the table. This was so unlike Annette... but maybe.... Sensing something exciting was in progress, he slipped off his tie, shirt, and slacks, undressing until he was completely naked. His erection was just starting to grow, bobbing in front of him.
He reached down and picked up the mask, sliding it onto his face. Immediately, he felt a sense of excitement and fear, as the mask took over his persona. He became the hunted fox. He sniffed the air, sensing that his predator was near... very near. He suddenly bolted up the stairs, preparing to find a place to hide.
Annette stood, laughing softly, and began walking up the stairs, to begin hunting her prey.
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Human Resources: Caught with Porn, Part 1
"Mrs. Carmichael, what can I do for you?" the HR director asked, answering her phone, her voice light and pleasant.
"Hi, Deborah. It's about the email you sent me... about Brandon Trent." She read the email... twice, really... trying to figure out what was going on. It surprised her. And it wasn't a great way to start the new week.
"You have questions?" Deborah asked.
"Well, yes," Rachel Carmichael looked at her office door to make sure it was closed. She really didn't want any of this to get out to the other employees. "As I understand your email, IT found and reported porn on Brandon Trent's work computer. Is that right?"
"Yes, that's correct," Deborah said. "They found inappropriate files and inappropriate Internet links. Corporate policy requires me to keep a copy of the IT notice on file and to inform you, since you're his supervisor, so that you can take appropriate actions."
"What are my options?"
"Well, the policy says that the employee is to be immediately terminated with the notice given by the supervising manager."
"You say that like I have... other... options," Rachel said.
"I'll tell you what... I had IT install monitoring software on his computer, so you can both see the screen as it's presented to him, and can look through his computer files. All without his knowledge, of course. Why don't you investigate further to determine if this infraction truly warrants termination or merely a warning... maybe with a... remediation plan. I'll send you the login information."
"Ok... I'll do that," Rachel said. She was actually a little intrigued that Brandon was watching porn at work. That took some balls that she frankly didn't think he had.
"I've also sent you a copy of the Computer Use Policy document that he signed at the beginning of the year, stating that he knows that watching porn or saving files of that nature on his work computer is a violation and that the repercussion is immediate termination."
"Thank you. I appreciate your attention on this... and I appreciate you letting me look into it."
"You are very welcome. And if I may give you my... personal... opinion," Deborah said. "I, uh... I think other... more interesting... and dare I say... satisfying... things should be considered over termination. I think you might... enjoy... these other options."
Rachel was a little confused by the cryptic messages, but decided she'd first investigate, then weigh her options. "I'll, uh, let you know by the end of the week what I want to do. Ok?"
"That would be fine," Deborah said.
"Thanks." Rachel set the phone on the cradle, hanging up. She opened her email and saw the message from Deborah containing the login information. Suddenly her phone dinged as a text message appeared from Deborah. When Rachel opened it, there were two simple lines of text "One option to consider... Just think what you can do with the power you now have." along with a video attached.
Intrigued, Rachel opened the attachment. She clicked on it and it automatically opened in the picture-viewer app. Rachel was stunned and brought her hand to her mouth in shock as the image suddenly appeared, filling her screen. She looked around, nervously, praying that no one else saw it.
She brought her phone up, taking a better, longer look at the picture, her finger touching the screen lightly. It depicted a partially dressed, older woman, sitting in her office chair with one leg up on the desk, the other on the arm of the chair. A young man, wearing a white, button-down shirt and tie, was kneeling between her legs, his tongue buried in her pussy. From the expression on the woman's face and the way her hand cradled his head, she knew the woman was in the throes of a wonderful, wonderful orgasm.
Rachel shook her head, suddenly aware that this was inappropriate, and locked her phone. But she couldn't ignore the feelings that the image generated. Her body flushed and she was suddenly breathing hard. This was a very erotic image.
She opened the email about the login information, followed the directions, and soon saw Brandon's computer screen pop up in a window on her own computer screen.
"Oh my!" she said, shocked at what she saw on the screen. "What do we have here?" In an expanded window on Brandon's screen a porn movie was playing... a movie with an older woman and a younger man having sex on a living room couch. She used her background access to look at his browsing history and noted a vast quantity of porn videos were listed.
"Oh my God... MILF porn... MILF porn... they're all the same type... MILF porn," she said, shocked. "All day long, every day. This is unbelievable. Unbelievable!" she said. But as she watched the video play, she was more and more drawn into it. She had to admit, she enjoyed this genre of porn herself. She was just a lot more discreet.
She quickly brought up her instant messaging program and typed Brandon a message. "Brandon, please come to my office at 5pm today."
After only a moment, she got a response. "Ok."
Then she sent a text message back to Deborah... "I'm liking that alternative option..."
*****
Brandon was a bit confused and scared when he received the message. She'd never called him into her office like this before. And right at the end of the day? He wondered if he was being fired or something.
He looked at the clock. Two o'clock. He was going to double-down on his work for the rest of the afternoon. If nothing else, it would take his mind off the meeting.
He grabbed his phone and called his wife of two years. "Hey, hun. Sorry, but my boss set up a meeting at 5pm, so I'll be home a little late," he said. "Yeah... I will... love you, too. Bye."
*****
Promptly at 5pm, Brandon knocked on the doorframe of Rachel's office. "Rachel? You wanted to see me?"
"There you are," she said, not smiling, but not looking mad, either. Her expression was rather confusing to Brandon. "Please take a seat."
Brandon sat in the nearest chair, facing Rachel's desk. She stood and closed her office door, locking it. Then went and sat behind her desk again.
"I'll get right to the point," she said, leaning forward on her desk. "I received an email from HR this morning about a violation of the company's Computer Use Policy."
Brandon nodded, not knowing what to say.
"Under direction from HR, I was given remote access to your computer to perform my own investigation into the matter and I have to say... it was rather... interesting," she said, nodding her head at her use of that particular word. "I found that you were watching a porn movie at that time... and had watched multiple, as a matter of fact, over the course of the day. And I found that this is not a one-off occurrence. You watch a lot of porn at work. And I mean a lot. Do you think that's appropriate?"
Brandon shook his head and looked down. He was busted and he was aware of the consequences dictated by the policy. Immediate termination.
"You know you use a company computer, right?" she asked, starting to feel more and more powerful. She was holding his destiny in her hands and it was exhilarating to her. The image of the woman in Deborah's picture popped into her mind. God, that was hot! "And you read the use policy, right? I mean, I know you did, because I have a copy of it right here, with your signature on it. And still you're watching all that during work hours."
Brandon looked down at the floor. He hated being chastised and embarrassed like this. He almost wanted her to just fire him on the spot. It would make things easier.
"No one sees it," he mumbled, as if that was enough of a defense. "And I do get my work done."
"I do see that and that's one of the reasons you're still here," she said. "You know, what shocks me a little bit is your choice of porn. I would think you'd be more into the teen thing. But you have a lot of MILF porn on your computer."
"It's, uh, just something I watch."
"You know," she smiled, almost deviously. "I've never mentioned it to another soul before, but... I enjoy watching MILF porn, too." Brandon looked up at her, shocked by her admission. "I mean, I think I'd be considered a MILF, right?"
"Yeah," he nodded slowly, wondering what in the hell was happening.
"I have to admit," she laughed softly, "I watched your computer for most of the day today and your choices in movies was... fun. I enjoyed watching all of them."
Brandon was starting to see a little ray of hope in keeping his job. Maybe she'll just chastise him and tell him to stop. He would, of course. He'd stop completely.
"But, we do have to address it," she said. "I mean, what do you think HR thinks about you... looking at MILF porn on the company computer? I really don't think they're very happy about it."
"What if... what if we just tell them I'll stop?" Brandon asked. "It was just... just a stupid error in judgement. It won't happen again."
"Oh, but that's not how this works," she said, shaking her head. "You see, they already know but, lucky for you, have graciously given me the choice as to whether or not you're fired. So... the choice, if you want to keep your job, is what are you going to give... me... in return?"
Brandon looked at her, a little confused still. "Wha... what do you mean?"
Rachel pushed her chair back and stood, looking at him the entire time with a devious smile. She walked around to the front of the desk, slowly unbuttoning her blouse as she sat on the edge of it in front of him. In just a minute, she slid it off her shoulders and set it on the desk.
"Such as... maybe you have some real life MILF porn yourself," she said, smiling at him. God she loved this power over him! Never in a million years had she ever even considered the ability to make a choice like this.
"Ok," he said softly, still unsure.
She reached behind herself and unfastened her bra, pulling it off, too, and laying it on the desk as well. "Do you like that idea?"
Brandon nodded. "Mmhmm," he said softly, scared that this was all going to just be some kind of dream. He felt his cock harden quickly as he looked at her nearly naked body.
Rachel stood and unfastened her skirt, letting it fall to her ankles before kicking it aside. "Then... I... can do anything I want... whenever I want... and, uh, I won't have you fired," she said, cupping her breasts. "I mean, I know you are free to leave this job so that I can't do anything at all to you, but then... oh... you just might miss a wonderful... opportunity."
"Ok, what do you want me to do?" he said, getting the picture, now that she was standing in front of him, only wearing her stockings. She didn't even have panties on.
"I want you to fulfill your MILF porn fantasies... with... me," she said, standing in front of him, looking down at him. She put her hands on the arms of the chair and bent forward. "Do you think I can... cut it?" She slowly knelt down in front of him, her hands on his thighs. When she settled into place on her knees, she began unfastening his pants, tugging them down to his knees.
"I want your cock... I want your cock so deep in all my holes," she said, taking hold of his cock, looking at it, marveling at it. It looked so beautiful to her, so hard and throbbing, completely in her control. "You know what I mean by all my holes... right?" She bent forward and licked the underside of his cock.
"No," Brandon moaned, loving the way her mouth covered his cock and slid it inside.
"I want you deep in my mouth," she said, sliding him in and out several times, her hand stroking him below her lips. "I want you deep in my pussy. I want you to make me cum... so... hard. And then... some time soon, I want you to stick this nice, big, hard cock in my ass."
"Mmmm," he said. He would definitely enjoy doing all she asked. This was a bit of a dream come true for him. One of his favorite themes in the porn he watched was being at the mercy of a sexually aggressive older woman. And, being in her 40s, Rachel was certainly playing that part masterfully.
"What do you say?" she asked. "You're into that kind of thing right?"
"Yeah," he said as she took him deep into her mouth again. "I like that idea a lot."
"Plus, it's hard for me to talk to HR if I have a big cock in my mouth." She laughed as her hand moved faster up and down his shaft. Suddenly she slid him deep into her mouth, deepthroating him, gagging on him.
"Oh my God," he moaned loudly.
She coughed a little and giggled as she pulled him out of her mouth and resumed stroking on him. "Gagging on your cock... mmmm... so good. It's so big and hard." Rachel stood and walked closer to him, climbing onto his lap. "Are you ready to put that cock to good use?"
He nodded quickly. "Yeah."
She pushed the head of his cock against her pussy, feeling it press and circle around her clit, teasing herself. "My pussy is so wet. Oh... so wet. Oh... fuck. Yes." She slid his cock to her entrance and slowly sat on it, sliding it into her wetness, inch by inch.
"Oh, yes, yes," she moaned, putting her hands on his shoulders for balance. Her hips moved up and down, sliding him completely in and out of her. God, she loved feeling every single inch of him. "Stretch that pussy out."
"Oh fuck," Brandon moaned. Her pussy was so warm and wet. It was like fucking melted butter.
"It feels so good inside me," she panted. Brandon reached up and grabbed her breasts, that were so exposed and bouncing right in front of his face. "Oh fuck yeah. Grab these big MILF titties. Oh God yes... don't stop."
As she bounced faster and harder, he had to grab her hips to keep her from falling off and breaking his cock in half as she leaned backwards. She grabbed her own breasts and pinched her nipples. "Oh fuck," she whispered, then slid a hand down her abdomen and started playing with her clit, rapidly driving herself to an orgasm.
"Oh my God... fuck!" she panted, her body moving, rapidly driving his cock in and out of her pussy. "Oh God you're so big. Fuck yes. That's it. Oh... what a fucking huge cock!"
"Fuck yes," he moaned. Her pussy was squeezing his cock. He knew it wouldn't be long before he came himself.
"Oh my God... my pussy loves your cock," she moaned loudly. "Fuck. You feel so good filling my pussy. Oh, I'm gonna love fucking you."
He lifted her off him suddenly and stood. With his hands on her hips he forcefully and urgently turned her around and pushed her towards her desk.
"Bend over the desk," he moaned, desperate to be inside her again. His hands grabbed her ass cheeks, squeezing and spreading them, giving him a good view of her asshole and pussy.
"Oh God... spread those cheeks," she moaned. "Yes... oh fuck yeah."
Suddenly he pushed his cock into her again, slamming his hips into her ass.
"Fuck!" she hissed. "Oh fuck... yes."
She grabbed her desk, her knuckles were turning white from how hard she was holding, from how much pleasure he was driving into her again and again with that wonderful cock.
Suddenly, she felt the damn break and her body just gave in. She trembled, her legs shaking. She was lucky she was laying on the desk or she'd have fallen to the floor by now.
"Oh, oh, oh! Fuck... yes!" she screamed as she came, her pussy juices running down her legs and dripping from his balls, pooling on the floor beneath them.
He pulled out of her for a moment, sliding his hand up and down his length, giving her time to recover.
"Ohhhh, that'll make me not want to talk to HR about your little addiction," she laughed softly. She turned around and grabbed his cock, jerking it herself as he stood, hands at his sides. She smiled, deviously, and slowly moved to her knees, as she continued stroking him. His cock was long and hard, the head swollen.
"Tell me when you need to cum so you can feed it to me," she said, spitting on his cock for lubrication, and stroking harder. He groaned loudly. "Oh... yes, yes, yes. God I can't wait to taste your cum."
"Oh fuck," he said as she slid the head of his cock into her mouth, her hand still stroking him underneath.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned with him in her mouth, the vibrations teasing him even more.
And then he felt it. It started as a trembling, as a pressure rapidly building inside of him. The pleasure was rolling over him, making his entire body tingle and throb with need. "I'm gonna cum," he panted, barely able to speak.
"That's it baby, cum in my mouth," she said. She slid the head inside her mouth again, wanting to take all of his seed there, wanting to taste and savor everything he had to offer.
"Oh... fuck!" he grunted as he sprayed inside her mouth with a force he'd never had before. He wasn't even sure how he was still standing.
"Mmm... mmhmm... mmhmm," as spray after spray slammed into the back of her throat. She swallowed as much and as fast as she could, but some dribbled out around his shaft, dripping off her chin.
In just a minute, he stepped back, unable to stand the overwhelming pleasure any longer. He fell back into the chair, panting.
"Oops," Rachel giggled, looking down at the drops of cum on the floor. "I made a little bit of a mess." She grabbed a tissue from her desk and wiped it up. Standing, she tossed the tissue in the trash, grabbed her clothes, and started getting dressed again. "So, um... we'll do this again tomorrow... 5pm... so I won't tell HR to fire your tight, muscular ass. And if you fuck me like you just did, you'll be here for a long time. But... it'll be a daily task, added to your other duties, ok?"
"Yeah," he panted, nodding, knowing that she held his professional fate in her hands.
*****
Wednesday night, after three days of Rachel dominating him every day in her office after hours, Brandon and his wife were lounging in the living room, watching TV. Brandon held his wife tightly, feeling a little guilty by what he was doing with Rachel, but realizing that he didn't have a lot of choice in the matter. It wasn't like he went out looking to cheat on her. And the consequences of him not going along with this was too high.
"Want some popcorn?" she asked as a commercial break started.
"Yeah, sure."
Alycia got up and walked into the kitchen, the sound of her getting a pot out to cook it on the stove rang out as it hit against another pot.
Suddenly Brandon's phone rang out, indicating a text message was received. He looked at the caller ID and didn't recognize the number off hand. He unlocked his phone and opened the texting app. The message contained a video. Intrigued, he opened it and it began to play. It was Rachel... laying in her bed... wearing nothing. While the video focused mostly on her face, he did have a hint of seeing her naked breasts.
"I know you're at home with your wife and unable to play with me," her breathy voice said. He had a real strong impression that she was masturbating while talking to him. "So I thought I'd make this sexy little video so you can watch me play... thinking about you. Thinking about how horny you make me. Thinking about how wet you make my pussy."
He felt his cock instantly harden and grabbed it through his jeans. Her voice was so seductive. He could hardly refuse her a thing. He glanced towards the kitchen, hoping his wife was going to be in there a while. He turned the volume down a little so that she wouldn't hear it.
"Oh my gosh... fuck... I love the way you touch me... tease me," Rachel whispered, her lips so close to the screen, taking up a lot of the view. "Just thinking about you teases my pussy all day. It makes my clit get so swollen and sensitive."
The video pulled back a little as if she'd lost control for a second, revealing her beautiful, naked breasts.
"Oh, God... yes!" she panted. Then she regained some control and turned the camera towards her face again. "My tight little pussy misses you. Misses how you make me cum. Thinking about your fingers inside me, your mouth tasting me, your tongue on my swollen, little clit. Oh God! My sweet pussy... she misses you so much."



He wanted to unbutton his jeans, wanted to free his cock and wrap his fingers around it so he could stroke it. He wanted to cum so badly.
"Oh my God that feels so good," she said, closing her eyes. He could see the tremble in her body, the catch in her breathing, and knew she was going to cum soon.
"Oh my gosh, yes, yes, yes. Right there... yes... oh fuck!" Suddenly, the camera shook wildly as her body jerked and writhed on the bed. She rode her orgasm as he helplessly watched, unable to do a thing.
"Fuck!" she panted, when she regained control of her body again. Her face was flushed and she was panting softly. "God, I have such a naughty little pussy... and I'm such a bad girl." She smiled at him, focusing the video squarely on her face, her half-lidded, pleasure-filled eyes looking at him. "Fuck you make me cum so good. Good night, lover."
The video then ended. Brandon looked at his phone, his blood boiling with desire. He tapped on the video and saved it on his phone, then deleted the text message just as his wife walked back in carrying a bowl full of popcorn.
"Whatcha doing?" she asked playfully as she slid onto the couch next to him, setting the bowl onto his lap for them to share.
"Oh... nothing. Just a text from work... a reminder of something I need to take care of tomorrow." He locked his phone again and slipped it back into his pocket.
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Human Resources: Caught with Porn, Part 2
"Well, have a good one," Brandon's co-worker, John, said as he grabbed his briefcase at the end of the business day on Thursday.
"Yeah, you, too, John." Brandon said.
"Working late again?"
Brandon nodded, staring at his computer screen, trying to act busy. "Yeah... just a little. I need to get this done."
"Anything I can do to help?" John asked.
Brandon thought about that for a moment, fantasized about them both fucking Rachel at the same time. That would certainly help, he thought. "No, unfortunately. But thanks for asking."
"Sure thing. See you tomorrow."
"Yeah... see ya."
At 5pm, Brandon again knocked on the door frame of Rachel's office.
"Come in... and close the door," Rachel said, typing away at her computer. "Just let me finish this."
Brandon closed and locked the door before sitting in the same chair he sat in all week long. With just a few more taps on her keyboard, Rachel sat back and smiled at him. She crooked her finger, telling him to come around her desk. He stood and walked around until he was standing in front of her.
She leaned forward and reached out, grabbing his cock through his dress pants. She slowly squeezed and slid her hand up and down its length through his slacks, feeling it get harder and longer. "Mmm," she moaned appreciatively. "I like that. I like how it gets so hard for me."
She pushed her chair back slightly and stood. Reaching behind herself, she unfastened her skirt and pushed it down. She pulled it off her legs and lay it on the top of the desk, followed by her panties, then sat back in the chair again. With a devious, naughty smile on her face, she lifted one leg and lay it on the top of the desk, while draping the other over the arm of her chair.
Brandon looked down as her hands slowly stroked her inner thighs and pussy, swiping over her clit occasionally.
"You know what I want," she whispered.
Slowly, Brandon knelt and bent forward, his mouth going to her pussy without another word.
"Oh, that is exactly what I want," she panted. "Oh my God." She reached to her desk and grabbed her phone, quickly opening the camera app. "Mmm... that's nice," she moaned, one hand sliding through his hair as she took several quick pictures. She was going to have to respond to Deborah with her decision and knew this would tell her easily. "Yes, yes, yes."
"Mmm," he said softly, his tongue sliding into her, tasting her sweet nectar once again. "Mmhmm."
Rachel grabbed her breasts through her blouse and bra, squeezing them hard. "Ooh... my nipples are so hard right now." She started unbuttoning her blouse and pulled it wide open so that she could have more access to her breasts.
"Yeah, that's it," she moaned. "So perfect. Oh yeah. Oh, I love the way you do that. You have such a talented tongue. Oh my God... yeah... suck my clit."
Brandon circled his tongue around her clit then slipped the little nub between his lips, sucking lightly. He was getting the hang of exactly what she liked.
"Oh God that feels so good," she whispered, watching him intently. She loved to watch his tongue and mouth on her pussy, giving her so much pleasure. It highlighted the power that she had over him.
"Mmm," he moaned, licking two fingers and sliding them inside her wetness to slowly finger her as he licked her.
"Oh yeah... just like that... oh fuck yeah," she moaned, panting harder. God, she was getting so close. "You don't mind if I cum on your face, do you? Because if you keep doing that, you're going to make me cum."
She writhed in her chair, pushing her pussy up and into his mouth again and again. The pleasures he was generating was driving her crazy. It was more than just getting her pussy licked... it was more than being fingered... it was the power she had to make him do it. It was the power to make him lick her pussy, any time she wanted, for as long as she wanted, even if he didn't want to.
"Right there," she panted loudly. "Oh yeah... I'm cumming. Oh! Oh! Oh fuck!" Her pussy gushed into his waiting mouth, coating his face and dripping down his neck. Like the good boy she was training him to be, he kept licking her, cleaning her up. Just as he was finishing up, she put her foot on his shoulder and pushed him away.
Brandon sat back on his heels, wiping his mouth and chin with the back of his hand while she watched him, smiling.
"I have something to tell you," she said.
"Yeah?"
"You know Mrs. Steele, my boss..." she started.
"Yeah?" he said, wondering where this was going.
"Well... did you know that she is married to a pretty wealthy man?" she asked, her eyes sparkling. Even with their short time together, he realized they always seemed to do that when she was up to something. "Her husband is a bank CEO."
"And?" He really wondered where this was going and what it had to do with him.
"And... maybe the three of us can... have some fun," she giggled. "She has complained that he, sadly, doesn't do it very much for her anymore. So I think we can give her what she really needs. And... the best part... we can earn a little extra cash for ourselves. For her, it'll be a bargain. Think about it, $1000 for the time of her life, both of us giving her every pleasure she could ever want. And for us... I mean... who wouldn't want one more set of MILF holes to fuck? Well," she giggled. "GILF in her case."
He finally got it. "You're selling my dick?"
"Mmhmm," she giggled. "Well... more like renting it for a couple hours."
Brandon stood. He wasn't too happy about this. She was getting more and more demanding of his time. His wife was going to find out about this. "What about what I want?"
"I thought about that, of course," she smiled. "I think you want your job, don't you?
So I think you damn well better do as I please."
She had him there. That was some pretty serious leverage. He was resigned to his fate, for the moment at least. "How do you know she'll go for it?"
"What do you mean?" Rachel said, looking surprised. "Her husband hasn't fucked her in a long time. All I have to do is... offer... to resolve that... for a little price. Then you just do what you do."
He unfastened his pants and began to slide them down. "Stand up."
"Yes sir," she giggled, quickly standing, tossing her blouse onto the desk. "Are you going to punish me?" She smiled. She wanted a little punishment. It was fun.
"Yes."
She reached behind her back and unfastened her bra, tossing it onto the desk as well. "Cause I've been a very bad, bad boss. I've been naughty. Now I need to be punished."
"Bend over the fucking desk," he ordered, pointing at it.
Smiling, Rachel bent over and lay her upper body on the desktop. She spread her legs, anticipating his touch.
Brandon walked up behind her and slid his hands over her ass, feeling it, squeezing it. Then he suddenly slapped one cheek.
"Mmm," she moaned, feeling the sting in her cheek turn into pleasure. "Oh... spank me."
He spanked her again, covering both cheeks.
"Harder," she smiled, the pleasure really growing. Her pussy was tingling once again. He spanked her again and again, harder, until her cheeks were a lovely pink. "Uh huh!" she moaned when he stopped. "That's what I like."
"Get on your knees," he commanded again, holding his cock in his hand, lightly stroking it.
Rachel grabbed her phone and took a few more pictures as she knelt, then grabbed his shaft from him. Stroking him slowly, she slid him into her mouth, immediately going deep.
"Oh fuck," he moaned. She was so good at that.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned as she continued sucking and stroking him, then suddenly stopped and took a picture of his cock in her mouth, careful not to get her face into the frame.
"What are you doing?" he asked, suddenly getting worried about all the pictures.
"Just a few pictures... something for me to look at later," she smiled. She set the phone down and grabbed him with her other hand. With both hands stroking him and her mouth covering the head, she made sure he had an exceedingly wonderful orgasm.
*****
Deborah saw her phone light up on her desk on Friday morning. She'd set it aside and turned off the ringer, which she often did when she was at work.
"Well I think we can offer her $65K if you think that would be better," she said towards her computer. She was in an Internet meeting with a manager in accounting, talking about a potential new hire that was asking for a higher salary.
She glanced over and picked up her phone, checking to see who it was. Recognizing that it was from Rachel, she opened the messaging app and saw the message. "I decided your option was the best," it said, with two pictures attached. She clicked on them and saw, to her delight, a picture of a seated Rachel with Brandon kneeling between her legs, licking her bare pussy popped up on her screen.
Sliding her thumb across the front brought the other picture up, a picture of Rachel's lips wrapped around Brandon's beautiful cock.
"I'm sorry, I didn't hear that. What did you say?" she asked to the manager.
"I'm thinking that would work," the manager said. "I'm just worried about how the salaries of the other people in department compare."
Deborah smiled. That text was... perfect. It made her day.
*****
The same day, at just after 3pm, Brandon saw his own phone light up, making a loud ding in the quiet of the office. He picked it up, cursing that he forgot to mute the ringer, and saw that it was from Rachel. The message was short and sweet.
"No 5pm. 10pm. Hotel Excelsior. Room 515."
He had a pretty good idea what it meant. All he had to do was figure out what to tell his wife.
*****
His wife didn't like his excuse for leaving the house so late, but she didn't have a choice. And using his best friend as his excuse might cause him some difficulty later. It was about 9:45pm as he rode the elevator up to the fifth floor of the hotel. He'd stopped at the front desk and asked for the card key that Rachel had waiting for him. He slowly walked down the hallway, looking at the numbers as they counted up.
When he reached room 515, he paused, knocked a few times, then slid the keycard in to unlock the door. The room was lit by a single, bedside lamp, when he entered, two very small suitcases laying on one of the two beds. Neither woman was in the room.
He kicked off his shoes and lay back on the empty bed, making himself comfortable. He had no idea what was going on, or where anyone was, but had no choice but to wait. He closed his eyes and quickly fell asleep.
It seemed like only seconds later when he heard the door open and the two women enter, talking and giggling like school girls. He sat up, resting his back against the headboard, as the two women, dressed in bikinis moved to the end of the bed. Their hair was wet so he knew they'd just come from the hotel swimming pool.
"Hello," Sharon Steele said. "You must be the famous employee Rachel has been absolutely raving about."
Brandon had barely ever seen Sharon before. He knew she was older, in her early sixties, but in her red and white bikini she was incredibly beautiful. While her long hair was largely grey, and there were wrinkles on her face and neck, her body was... hot. He was absolutely shocked by her D-cup breasts straining to be contained by the thin material of her suit. Obviously, her husband liked enhanced breasts.
"Oh, he is," Rachel smiled.
"She's been telling me all about you," Sharon smiled, as if she knew a whole bunch of secrets.
Brandon looked between them, wondering what Rachel had said about him. "Really?"
"Mmhmm," Sharon smiled. "I was telling her about my... likes... and she thought we should meet. But she never really said how handsome you are."
Both of the women climbed onto the bed, sliding onto each side of him.
"So, what were you doing while you were waiting for us?" Rachel asked, giggling, as if hoping for something naughty.
"I just took a little nap," he said, glancing at the alarm clock beside the bed. He'd only been asleep for twenty minutes or so.
"I hope you're well rested," she said as if it was going to be a very long night.
"Yeah... I think I am."
"Why don't we show him... more... of you," Rachel said, smiling at Sharon. She leaned over and pulled Sharon closer to her, kissing her, as she reached behind her older boss and untied her bikini behind her back and neck.
Sharon giggled when Rachel sat back taking her suit top with her. She tossed it onto the other bed. Then, while Sharon untied the strings at her hips, the one's holding her bikini bottoms in place, Rachel unfastened and removed her own suit.
With both naked, Rachel reached over and lightly stroked Sharon's chest and large breast as Brandon watched. He felt his cock throbbing, his excitement quickly growing. He'd never seen two women touch like this in real life. It was far, far better than any porn he'd watched.
"Mmm," Sharon moaned softly as Rachel's fingers slowly teased her nipples.
Both then turned their attention back to him, their hands stroking his thighs.
"So... Rachel told you about me?" Sharon asked him.
He nodded. "Yes... she told me some things. No real details though."
Rachel grabbed his pants and started unfastening them. "Why don't we show Sharon what you have for her," she said. She pulled them down and was then helped by Sharon to take them off his legs. Then Rachel immediately took him into her mouth, her hand wrapping around his shaft, stroking him.
"That looks like something fun to play with," Sharon said, watching closely, sucking on the tip of her finger.
"Mmhmm," Rachel moaned, her lips wrapped around the head of his cock. She pulled him out and started stroking him again, looking beside them to see Sharon. She bent closer toward Brandon's head. "Oh, look at that ass and those big titties," she said excitedly, giggling.
"You like the way she sucks your cock?" Sharon asked, touching Brandon's thigh, sliding it up close to his cock. Suddenly Rachel backed off and, as naturally as breathing, Sharon bent forward and slid his cock into her mouth.
"Oh... wow," Brandon moaned, feeling a new mouth on his cock.
"Yes... this is exactly what I want to see," Rachel smiled. She bent down and began licking his balls at the same time as Sharon sucked on his cock.
"Woah," Brandon moaned. He'd never been with two women at the same time before. It was almost too much for him.
"Doesn't she look so sexy with your cock in her mouth?" Rachel asked, stroking the back of Sharon's head.
"God yes," Brandon said. "But, uh, I have to admit, I've never done this before."
Sharon removed him from her mouth and looked up at him. "What? Two women at one time? Two, very mature, knowledgeable, women at one time?"
Brandon nodded as Rachel moved to the end of the bed, behind Sharon. She grabbed Sharon's ass and squeezed it. "You should see her ass from this angle. It looks so absolutely delicious." Then her face fell lower as Brandon watched, her tongue obviously sliding into Sharon's ass.
Sharon looked up at Brandon and moaned. "Ooh... and it feels so good with your tongue in it. And speaking about tongue in it... I licked Rachel's pussy already while we were waiting for you."
"Mmhmm!" Rachel agreed loudly.
"And I'm hoping we all can do so much more... that is, if you're down for it," Sharon said, still stroking him.
"Oh, yeah," Brandon nodded. "I'm interested in anything you want." He wasn't, really, but what was he going to say? That he's only here because his boss is blackmailing him? Besides, he had to admit that this was a fantasy of his.
"Well, first," Sharon said, rising up on her knees. "I want... that... in me." She indicated his erection with her eyes, then crawled up and kicked her leg over him, ready to mount him.
"Are you ready for her pussy?" Rachel asked, crawling up beside them, her face near Sharon's hip. "Let me help you with that." She grabbed his shaft to help guide it into her pussy.
"Do you want this pussy on your cock?" Sharon asked, using her hands to spread her pussy open, ready to fuck him. Her pussy was so wet and ready, her clit tingling in anticipation. It'd been so long!
Rachel's hand held his shaft upright, and swirled the head over her engorged, large lips, and pressed it against her clit. She held her head close, watching the sexy contact. "Yeah... just like that. Look at those beautiful pussy lips!"
Suddenly Sharon lowered her body, sliding his cock inside her.
"Oh... oh yes," Rachel said excitedly, letting go of him as Sharon's pussy slid him deep inside. "Does it feel good?"
Brandon groaned. Her pussy was squeezing him delightfully. She was certainly tighter than he expected. "Yeah... you're really tight."
"Yeah?" Sharon asked, smiling down at him.
"Her husband's not been taking care of her," Rachel smiled as she moved to kneel behind Sharon. "So... it seems like her pussy really, really needed this."
"Mmhmm," Sharon agreed. Rachel reached around her and started sliding her fingers over Sharon's clit, giving her added stimulation. "Oh fuck," Sharon moaned.
"Oh, that looks so good," Rachel said, looking around Sharon to watch Brandon's cock sliding into her pussy. "Look at that nice clit."
"Deep, deep strokes," Sharon said excitedly as she slowly fucked him. "How's that feel?"
"Oh, it's so good," Brandon said. "Can I get on top?"
"He wants to dominate that pussy, Sharon," Rachel giggled.
Brandon shook his head. "I want you first," he said to Rachel.
"Oh yeah!" she said excitedly as everyone moved. Rachel lay on her back at the end of the bed as Brandon stood there. Sharon lay beside Rachel, her hand sliding over her employee's chest, squeezing her breast.
Brandon, holding his shaft, slid it around her pussy, slapping her clit with it. "She likes when I tease it," he said before sliding it down to her entrance and pushing inside.
"Oh that's it," Rachel hissed as his cock slid deep inside her. "Oh fuck!"
Sharon bent over and sucked on Rachel's tits as she watched Brandon's cock slide in and out of Rachel. "Oh, your tits are so gorgeous."
"Oh, God! That's it, Brandon," Rachel moaned loudly. Brandon started moving faster, grabbing her legs and pounding his cock into her as best he could. She sat up on her elbows, watching his cock sliding into her. "Oh... I love watching you fuck me like that. It feels so good." She turned to Sharon. "You ready for another turn?"
Sharon nodded quickly and slid to her back as Rachel moved away, facing the end of the bed, her knees raised, ready to accept him. Brandon quickly grabbed her legs and slid right into her pussy.
"Oh fuck!" he moaned as he started sliding in and out, in and out of her wetness as she moaned below him. This was exactly what she needed... a wonderful cock splitting her in two.
Sarah's breasts were bouncing with every one of Brandon's thrusts and Rachel leaned over and grabbed her breast with one hand. She squeezed it and presented her hard, swollen nipple to her lips. "Oh... look at those perfect titties bounce. Looks so good. You like having his cock slam into your pussy?"
"Oh my God, yes," Sarah moaned loudly. "It feels so good. It's been so fucking long."
Rachel scooted higher and the two women kissed and watched Brandon.
"Oh fuck... oh my fucking God," Sarah moaned again. She was getting so close to her orgasm. It felt like it was going to be the biggest orgasm she'd had in a year.
"Isn't his cock nice?" Rachel asked her, her fingers teasing Sarah's nipple, sending wonderful pleasures straight to her clit. "Yeah... feel it slide so deep inside you, over and over. God I love watching him fuck you."
"Ohhhh fuuuuck!" Brandon groaned. God her pussy was tight.
"Such a gorgeous, gorgeous pussy," Rachel said, kissing Sarah again. "He's really filling you up. Brandon?" she asked, directing his attention down to her. "You need to give Sharon and I a nice, big load to share."



"Mmhmm," he grunted, trying not to distract himself. It was taking all his strength to keep fucking her without cumming too soon.
"I keep thinking about his yummy cum," Rachel whispered to Sharon, teasing her. "Spraying all over our faces." Rachel sucked on Sharon's nipple again, biting it slightly, while Sharon moaned.
"Oh fuck!" Sharon said, grabbing Rachel's head to hold her to her nipple. "Yes... right there. Uh huh... uh huh."
"You want his cum, Sharon?" Rachel asked, giggling.
"Oh fuck yes!" Sharon yelled. "Yes... yes!"
Rachel laid on her back beside Sharon, making sure their faces were close together. She spread her legs and slid her hand down to start masturbating.
"Isn't that a nice fucking pussy, Brandon? Nice and tight?" Rachel smiled up at him, watching him.
Brandon nodded, unable to speak any more.
"Don't stop," Sarah panted. "I'm gonna cum. Oh fuck yes! Oh God that feels so good." Her body was starting to flush, her upper chest getting so pink, her nipples getting so hard. "Oh... I'm cumming... I'm cumming! Oh my God I'm cumming! Ohhhhh yessss! God damnit!"
Rachel grabbed and rolled Sharon's nipple as the older woman moaned, her body shaking, her legs tensing as she came. Sharon hadn't felt so good in such a long time. It felt so incredibly good.
Rachel started masturbating even faster, knowing Sharon had cum and Brandon was getting so close. The look on his face as he watched Sarah cum was precious. She saw his body flushed, too. She heard his breathing coming faster. "Oh, you're so ready to cum aren't you Brandon?" she asked, giggling.
"Yeah," he panted. Sharon's pussy was so wet now and the squishing sounds were loud as he continued fucking her. "I'm getting so close. You ready? I'm cumming... uh... oh fuck!"
He pulled his cock free and immediately started stroking it as he moved up so that his cock was above Sharon, pointed at her face.
"Oh... fuck," he panted and within a minute started cumming, the spray splashing on Sharon's face before she expected it. She opened her mouth wide, then, letting the other sprays jet inside it, filling it.
"Yeah, feed her your cum!" Rachel panted excitedly, her hand moving quickly across her clit. "Give it to her. Yeah, that's it!"
Brandon kept stroking himself, forcing as much cum as he could from his shaft, dripping it into Sarah's waiting mouth. When he was done, he backed away, panting, and stood to watch them.
Sharon quickly turned and sat up on her her knees. Then, bending over, she brought her face over Rachels.
"Yeah, give it to me," Rachel moaned, excitedly, opening her mouth wide as Sarah let some of his cum dribble into it. Then she bent down more and the two kissed. Rachel sat up and continued the kiss, passing his cum back and forth between them.
"Oh my," Sarah panted. "I have to say your cock's much better than my husband's."
"Did you enjoy our little time together, Sharon?" Rachel asked, hugging and kissing her again. The older woman was still breathing hard.
"Oh yes!" Sharon nodded, smiling. There was still a streak of cum on her face. "Very much!"
"Well, Brandon," Rachel said, licking the cum off Sharon's face and kissing her again. "Why don't you let Sharon and I freshen up. We'll be a little while. You know... we'll have a little girl time. And we'll see you at work on Monday."
Rachel walked over to him, pulled his face towards her, and kissed him, passionately. Then Sarah followed suit. Their hands slid over his body, Rachel's finding his cock and slowly stroking it.
"I'd love to do this again sometime soon," Sarah said, smiling, "if we can." She really enjoyed her time with them.
"Maybe we can do a little weekend business trip away," Rachel suggested, smiling deviously. "You know... somewhere we can spread out and spend a lot of time together. And I'm sure we can find so much more to... explore."
"Ooh, that's a good idea," Sarah giggled. "I could use a whole weekend with you two for a little... team building exercise." Sarah and Rachel kissed, giggling.
"Team building, huh? I like that idea. Rest up, lover," Rachel said, tapping Brandon on the nose. "That was amazing... and so were you. The envelope on the dresser is for you."
Brandon started gathering up his clothes as the two women walked hand-in-hand into the bathroom. He heard the shower start just as he was sliding on his jeans. In just a minute, he was dressed and listening to the women giggling. He grabbed the envelope that was on the dresser and briefly opened it to see a small stack of bills. He felt a little cheap as he stuffed it into his pocket.
The bathroom door was open and Brandon looked in as he passed by, heading towards the hotel room door. Both Sharon and Rachel were in the running shower, kissing, the steam from the hot water sending clouds of fog into the room. He could hear a lot of kissing and giggling from them.
"Mmmm, I'm liking where your hands are going," Rachel moaned over the roar of the cascading water. Obviously Sarah's hands, that were running all over Rachel's body, were moving down between her legs.
"Yeah?" Sarah asked. She was definitely as much into women as men.
"Ohhh, yeah," Rachel moaned, lifting one leg to give Sarah's hand more room to play with her pussy. "That feels good."
After a minute, Rachel giggled and dropped her leg. "Your tits look so delicious," she said and bent over to suck on Sarah's breasts.
"Why don't you get on your knees," Sarah said, "so I can put something else in your face."
"Mmhmm," Rachel moaned, slowly dropping to her knees. "Please do." She tilted her head up as Sarah came closer. Sarah held Rachel's head as she pressed her hips forward, sliding Rachel's mouth between her legs.
Brandon opened the room door and stepped out into the hall. He shook his head, thinking about how entwined he was becoming in Rachel's debauchery and it had only been a week. Would he survive this?
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New Year's Eve for Tyler, Part 1
** This is a standalone story, but read "Christmas Eve for Tyler" for more background.
"Let's hear it for Jasmine, all the way from Vegas, our spotlight girl of this New Year's Eve partayyyyy!" the DJ in the smoky room boomed out over the speakers. The colored lights rotated wildly in the dark strip club, making it hard to see. "Only the best at Club Xtreme! Next up on the main stage is... Amber!" A few of the men in the crowd clapped. Some even moved to take a seat right at the stage.
"God that Jasmine chick is hot!" Jack said as he walked back to his friends. He was sitting at the stage for Jasmine's set, throwing her singles and getting her attention.
Tyler was joined by his high school friends Matt, Ryan, and Jack, who were all on Winter break from their respective colleges, too. It was New Year's Eve and the club was open to ring in the New Year with specials. One of the specials was flying Jasmine in from Las Vegas as a headliner for the night. And she was incredible.
"This place is awesome!" Ryan said over the loud music.
"Yeah, thanks for suggesting it, Matt," Jack agreed.
Jack nodded his head and raised his bottle of beer in salute before taking a drink.
"So, classes are going ok?" Matt asked Tyler.
"Yeah... so far so good," Tyler nodded. "How's your girl situation?" he asked, smiling. None of the four had a steady girlfriend at the moment.
"God... they are nibbling," Matt said, "but nobody's biting yet."
"Same here," Tyler agreed.
"Hi boys!" the stripper Jasmine walked up to their table interrupting all of their conversations. "Having a party tonight?" Matt was closest to her, so she sat sideways on his lap, her left arm draped over his shoulder. She was wearing a very revealing bathing suit, especially considering her obviously enhanced DD-cup breasts were bursting out of it.
"Yeah we are!" Jack said, smiling broadly.
"We love partying here," Ryan said.
"Please join us," Jack, her obviously anxious fan, said.
"If you want, I can party with you a little out here," Jasmine smiled. "Or we can take it to the back for a lot more fun."
"What can we do out here?" Tyler asked.
"Well, for $10," Jasmine said, looking at each guy in turn, "I can give you a lap dance for a song and give you a little... peek... at the goods."
"A peek at those tits again?" Jack asking, very happy about that.
"You know it baby," she smiled right back at him, squeezing her tit with her free hand. "For $30, we can go to the back where it's private. That's where the real fun is."
"What's the real fun?" Jack asked.
"I get fully naked, top to bottom, and give you the best fucking lap dance of your life," she smiled, squirming a little in Matt's lap.
"I'll take a little lap dance right here," Matt said.
"Mmm... Ok. We'll just wait for the next song then."
It didn't take long for the song to end and the next one to begin and every guy at that table had his eyes glued on her. Jasmine mostly looked right into Matt's eyes, but occasionally looked at the others, gauging which one would be her next pick to dance for.
She ground her hips into him and occasionally pulled her bathing suit top aside to reveal the hard nipple on the tip of her very large breast.
Even before the song was over, Jack had grabbed his cash out of his pocket and was ready to go.
"You want a ride, sugar?" Jasmine asked him sweetly. She got off Matt's lap and held out her hand for Jack. He took it and waved back as she led him back towards the private rooms.
Jack was the first one to lose all of his money as dancer after dancer came and went and drinks flowed. When the bar closed at 2:30am, they all got up and staggered into the parking lot. None of them were really drunk, but they were all a bit... buzzed.
"Thank you guys," Tyler said, waving to them all as they drifted off to their cars in the small lot.
"Thanks Tyler!" Matt said.
"We'll get together again before we head back to school, right?" Ryan asked.
"Yeah, that'll be great," Tyler said. With a final wave of goodbye, he got into his car and drove home. He never got a private lap dance, but did receive a few at the table, so his cock was pretty hard and he was pretty excited when he finally pulled into the driveway.
It was 3am when he silently walked into the front door and slipped his shoes off. He walked up the stairs towards his bedroom, but, when he reached Eve's room, he stopped. All the lights in the house were out and he was in an urgent need. And the last thing he wanted to do tonight was masturbate.
It'd been a week since he'd slept with his Aunt Eve and he was a little hungry for some more. He opened her bedroom door and crept inside, quietly closing the door behind him. He could see her with the light from the window, lying in the bed on her stomach.
As he walked towards the bed, he took his clothes off and dropped them on the floor. He pulled the blankets aside enough for him to slide into the bed and crawled up onto it. He moved close to Eve and knelt beside her ass. He lifted her night shirt and fondled her ass for a moment before pulling her panties aside.
He licked first one finger, then another, and slid them along the crack of her ass, sliding down along her pussy. Slowly he pushed his fingers inside, feeling her warm pussy slowly getting wetter and wetter. When he pulled his fingers free, he circled her pussy and teased her clit to get her even more excited. She was sleeping very heavily and didn't respond more than a hitch in her breathing and a slight moan.
His grabbed his shaft and fisted it, getting himself ready, then moved closer, kicking his leg over her to sit on the back of her thighs. He slid his cock along the crack of her ass to line it up. Grabbing both of her ass cheeks, he pulled them apart and slowly pushed his cock forward, slowly piercing her pussy.
God she felt so good. He truly needed her tonight. "Oh shit," he whispered quietly, feeling her pussy engulf and squeeze him, her warmth and wetness making his cock slide so easily.
Eve softly moaned in her sleep, but didn't wake up. He slowly increased in speed and intensity, grabbing her hips for leverage.
"Mmmm," she moaned, slowly waking up, slowly realizing what was happening.
"Yeah... that's my good girl," he said, stroking harder and deeper into her, his hips slapping against her ass, making it jiggle. "Oh, good girl... aw yeah," he whispered a little louder. His cock was definitely feeling the pleasure.
"Yeah... feels so good," Eve moaned softly. "Come on... get on top of me." She slowly turned her upper body in order to turn over. "Give me more... more of that nice, nice cock, baby."
Then she saw who it was in the dim light.
"Tyler!" she said, a little louder than she probably should have. "Oh my God, Tyler!" Tyler backed away a little, sliding his cock from inside her. His Mom lay on the bed, covering herself as much as she could with the blankets. "You're supposed to be out. What the fuck! I thought you were your father."
"Mom? What the fuck are you doing here?" Tyler said, surprised himself.
"Fuck! I'm the worst mother ever!" Amy said, burying her face in her hands. "Tyler, what are you doing?"
"I don't know," he said, obviously surprised it was her. "I didn't know it was you!"
"Holy shit... oh my God," she said, knowing what they just did and knowing how good it felt.
"It's... it's ok Mom," Tyler said, laying down on the bed, too. "It was an accident. I'm... I'm sorry."
"Yes it was definitely an accident," she said, nodding emphatically, emphasizing that she didn't do that willingly, that neither one knew it was the other.
"I'll just... I'll just go to the bathroom real quick. Ok?"
Amy looked at him then looked at his cock. It was standing straight up from his body, slightly throbbing with his heartbeat. "Ok... why?"
"Cause I gotta finish," he said, sitting up. "I'm so hard Mom. I gotta jerk off."
She swallowed hard, still looking at his cock. She hadn't felt this excited in so long. This was so... wrong... but so exciting. She had to admit to herself that she enjoyed what he did. She felt guilty but... she wanted at least a little more.
"You don't have to go... It's ok," she said softly, trying to sound motherly, trying to sound reassuring. "You... you can just do it right here. Can't you?" She was so embarrassed that she even suggested it as it came out of her mouth. This was not motherly. This was perverted. He was her own son and she was trying... no... she was wanting to see more of his dick.
"Yeah... I mean... I guess so," he said, a little surprised. But his cock needed attention badly. He lay back on the bed and slowly stroked his shaft as his Mom seemed to show a little too much desire to watch. "Are you sure?"
She nodded slowly, feeling so embarrassed. What in the hell did he think of her? She turned towards him and moved a little closer, her eyes unable to leave his gorgeous cock. Her mouth felt so dry and she grew more and more excited. He was so hard.
He closed his eyes, trying not to think about her watching him, as his hand continued to move up and down his shaft. After watching the strippers all night, he needed some relief.
His eyes flew open as he felt her hand touch his thigh. He stared at the ceiling, unable to even look at her. He could hear her breathing more heavily as she slid even closer. Her fingertips slipped up and down his thigh, tracing lines so close to his cock. He couldn't believe this was happening.
Then her hand cupped his balls, squeezing and rolling them in her hand.
"Mom?" he asked softly.
"Yes," she said, her hand still fondling him. "It's ok," she whispered. Her hand moved up to his shaft, her fingers wrapping around it, stroking just beneath his hand. "I just want to help you. Let me help you."
He let go of his shaft and let her continue stroking him. Her hand felt so different, so much softer. And she felt experienced, her hand sliding over the head, sending extra pleasures over his body.
"Oh!" he gasped. "Mom... I'm gonna cum," he whispered.
"No... don't do that," she whispered, starting to feel guilty again. It just wasn't right for a mom to make her son cum let alone touch his cock like this.
"What?" he said, surprised. It wasn't like he could just stop this now.
"Don't do that," she said, even as her hand kept stroking him. "Not yet. I don't want you to cum. Please... I can't be the one who makes you cum." Then her hand let him go.
He felt his cock throbbing. There was no way he wasn't going to cum. It was simply a matter of when, where, and how. When she let go of his cock, he couldn't take it any more. She couldn't just tease him like this. She couldn't take him this far and not let him finish.
"Fuck!" he moaned. He got up on his knees and pushed her, moving between her legs, his cock throbbing so close to her pussy.
"Tyler!" she said a little louder than she wanted. "What are you doing?" She moved as if trying to stop him, without really putting much effort into it. She wasn't sure she really wanted to stop him.
"I can't stop, Mom," he moaned. "I need this." He pushed his hips forward and slid inside her pussy again as she put her hands on his chest, pushing weakly.
"Fuck!" she said. "No!" She pushed on his chest and moved her hips and legs, but he was too strong... and her body didn't want him to stop, even if her head did.
"Doesn't it feel good?" he said, thrusting in and out of her growing wetness.
"What?" she asked as if wondering how he could even ask her such a question. "Yeah... but..."
"I know you don't want me to stop," he said, grabbing her legs and lifting them towards the ceiling, giving him a better angle. He wrapped his arms around them, hugging them tightly to his chest, giving him more leverage.
"Oh my God, why does your cock have to feel so good?" she moaned, watching him, her face showing every pleasure as it passed over her. "This is so fucking wrong."
"I'll stop if you want me to," he panted. "If you really want me to."
She shook her head, then blushed in embarrassment. "I don't know... I don't know."
"My cock is so hard. I need to cum," he grunted, his hips slapping against her ass.
"No," she said finally. "I don't want to stop... it feels too good."
He kept thrusting into her, closing his eyes for a moment, letting his body take control. Never in a million years had he ever thought he'd be in this position.
"Ohhhhh... fuuuuuck!" she moaned, grabbing the sheets hard in her hands, and he felt her pussy gush on his cock as her body trembled, pushing him away in her orgasm.
"Fuck," he moaned as he pulled out of her and fell down onto the bed. His wet cock was still so hard.
Amy... his loving, horny-as-hell Mom... quickly turned over, grabbed his cock and slipped him into her mouth.
"Oh!" he moaned loudly, watching her slide her mouth up and down his shaft rapidly, almost desperately, her tongue working the underside. She looked insatiable.
"Is this what you wanted?" she asked, slurping on the tip of his cock as her hand stroked him rapidly.
"Fuck yes... that's what I need."
She shook her head a moment. "God, it's so big," she said and slid him all the way to the back of her throat, gagging softly.
"Oh God," he moaned.
She raised her mouth off him, coughed, and spit on her hand. She stroked his wet shaft slowly, using the spit as additional lubrication. "This is so fucking crazy. I can't believe we're doing this. But... I need more. I need to... sit on your cock." Amy rose to her knees, holding his cock still, and kicked a leg over him. "Yeah. Just... like... this," she said, slowly pushing his cock inside her as she sat down on him.
"Fuck, Mom!" he groaned, feeling her pussy squeeze his cock as it slid deeper and deeper. Then she started fucking him, grinding her clit into his pubic bone.
"This is so fucking dirty," she moaned, feeling too excited to stop. "But... but baby... I don't understand something. Why... why did you come in here? Why did you come in here and start fucking me?"
She was grinding her hips and bouncing on his cock as she thought about it a moment. Then she suddenly stopped and looked down at him in shock, finally understanding.
"Oh my God! Oh my fucking God!" she said, shaking her head. "Are you... are you fucking my sister?" she asked, her voice sounding so accusatory.
Tyler didn't know what to say and just looked up her.
She slapped his chest. "Tell me!" she demanded.
"Yeah... we did... once," he admitted, blushing in embarrassment.
She closed her eyes, her hands covering her face as she shook her head slowly. "Oh my God that was so wrong," she said. "And this is so wrong, too."
"I just... I thought... I thought you were her," I said, trying to find an excuse for fucking her. "Why are you in here?"
"Your father's snoring really bad... I couldn't sleep in there," she said.
"But... why in here?" he asked. "Where's Aunt Eve?"
"She fell asleep in the basement not long after the ball drop," Amy said. "We had a bit too much to drink."
Tyler felt his cock twitch, reminding him that he STILL hadn't cum yet. And he really needed to. He moved, just slightly, lifting and dropping his hips, slightly fucking her.
"Oh," Amy moaned, closing her eyes for a moment, feeling him move inside her. "Your dick feels so good." She started moving again, slowly at first, but building in speed and intensity once again.
"Fuck... yeah, you're so wet," he moaned. He felt too restricted, and wondered if she was only going to tease him again, wasn't going to let him finish again. And he couldn't do that. He had to cum.
Tyler pushed up forcefully, twisting a little, to flip them over so that he was on top, on his knees between her legs as his Mom giggled.
"Oh my," she said.
Tyler lay on her, holding her down with the weight of his body as he started fucking her with small, rapid strokes.
"God that feels good!" she moaned. She reached up and grabbed his head, holding it softly, looking into his eyes. "Baby! I'm gonna... I'm gonna..."
"Fuck! Oh fuck!" he groaned, feeling her body start to tremble, feeling his own body getting ready to just let go.
His Mom was breathing harder, faster... panting. Her faced contorted, her mouth opening wider in a silent scream as her body shook uncontrollably. "Fuck!" she moaned, barely able to speak at all. And suddenly she came again her body shaking, her toes curling.
"Oh my God! Oh my God!" he moaned, feeling her pussy clenching on him, squeezing him, milking his cock, trying to drain his balls. He kept fucking her, even as she came, her body quickly moving into another orgasm as her head fell back on the bed, her eyes rolling back in her head.
His cock started erupting and he pulled out of her, but not before spraying in and around her pussy. He grabbed his shaft and stroked it, directing the remaining streams of cum onto her stomach and chest as he panted.
Still breathing heavily, he fell to his back on the bed beside her. "Oh my God," he whispered.
Amy slid her hand down, touching his hot cum, rubbing it into her body. She scooped a little onto her finger and brought it up to her mouth, tasting him for the first time as he watched.
"God you taste so good," she whispered, gathering even more up and sucking that into her mouth. "It just makes me want you more."
"I better... I better go to my own room," Tyler said as he rose and sat on the edge of the bed. He stood and grabbed his clothes, then walked to the door. When he looked back, his Mom was lying on the bed, fully naked, fully exposed, just watching him as her fingers slowly slid through her pussy.
Quietly, he slipped out the door and down the hall to his own bedroom.
*****
After waking up, the entire day, into the afternoon and early evening seemed... uncomfortable... for everyone. In her guilt, Amy was acting very clingy to David, her husband, asking him question after question, trying to appear to just be interested in his week. But to David it felt forced.
Amy was a little too obvious in avoiding Tyler, too, which Tyler tried to help. Any time they might be alone, Amy stopped what she was doing and left, followed by Tyler just a minute later, going in different directions. It was as if the two just couldn't sit in the same room together.
Eve could feel the tension and wondered what could have happened. It certainly hadn't been there yesterday. She grew suspicious that something had happened between Amy and Tyler, something they were hiding... something that they were trying to make sure didn't happen again.
After dinner, Tyler's Dad left the table to go watch the college football games on the TV downstairs. His Aunt and Mom stayed at the table, talking, while he just listened.
"Oh my gosh," Amy said to Tyler, as the conversation turned to talking about the relationship between Amy and Eve. "We actually hated each other growing up."
"Mmhmm," Eve nodded. "Yeah, we did. It didn't help that mom and dad fought all the time." Eve lifted her coffee mug and took a sip, holding it carefully with both hands.
Amy shrugged. "I think they just rushed into marriage."
Eve looked at Tyler. "That's just the tip of the iceberg," she explained. "With their egos... conflicting personalities... and really different values, it's no wonder they fought. He wanted her to stay at home and she wanted a career. I mean, there wasn't any middle ground."
"What did they even see in each other?" Amy asked, taking a sip of her own coffee.
"They were both good looking and enjoyed the sex," Eve giggled.
"Yeah... maybe just like us," Amy giggled with her.
"Not you... You are sweet and innocent as a peach," Eve smiled, almost laughing, her eyes sparkling over some untold story. She somehow seemed to know that Amy wasn't so innocent.



"Yeah, right," Amy said sarcastically. "I think most of our problems developed after we hit puberty. Suddenly I wasn't the cutest any more. I hated every minute of it."
"Oh, come on," Eve said. "You got more than enough of the attention with all the boys... and, dare I say, even some of the girls."
"Stop," Amy said, looking down in embarrassment.
Tyler looked at his Mom a little shocked. His Mom had been with girls when she was younger? Suddenly, he couldn't look at her the same way any more.
"Your Mom is still smoking hot, isn't she Tyler?" Aunt Eve asked, looking at Tyler like she thought he knew something. She knew something happened between them and was going to tease them until they told her.
He looked at his Mom and nodded. He always thought she was good looking. "Yeah, she is."
"Maybe compared to the average girl," Amy said. "But not compared to you and those big breasts. When those puppies popped out, bam, instant friends everywhere."
"These?" Eve asked, sitting tall and cupping her breasts with her hands, squeezing them a little. " Oh... well, they have served me well. And still do," she giggled.
"Ok... humble as always I see," his Mom laughed with her.
Amy pulled her chair back and stood, reaching out to collect the dirty dishes. "Let me get these out of the way." She stacked everything, carrying as much as she could in one trip.
"You know, I really missed my sister," Eve said. "Isn't she wonderful?"
Tyler nodded. "Yeah, she is."
"You know, your mom said that we hated each other... but it really didn't take long before we realized how much we had in common," she said. "You know what? I probably shouldn't tell you this," she said, looking towards the kitchen and moving closer, lowering her voice. "But one Christmas, Mom and Dad were having a huge fight, which wasn't uncommon. So, we went to my room and we decided to, you know, smoke a little bit, and to just like chill, right? Anyway, we got a little loose and relaxed... and her body was just... you know... filling out. I mean, her boobs developed really fast, too. And I just really wanted to see them. And we were, you know, stoned, so... Anyway, so, she showed me hers... and then I showed her mine... and then we started kissing. And kissing led to... touching. Which turned into heavy petting."
Eve paused a moment, looking at the kitchen a bit longingly as if reliving what happened.
Tyler's head was spinning, just imagining the two of them together, in bed, touching and kissing each other. Tasting each other. He felt himself get instantly erect.
"We had a repeat a couple of times, but nothing really lasting. Anyway, that was such a long time ago. I bet your mom has changed a lot since then," she said. "She seems to be a nice Holly Homemaker now."
"Yeah," Tyler agreed. "She's a great mom."
"Well, I'm going to get ready for bed," Eve said, getting up from the table. She smiled at Tyler, her eyes twinkling, her fingertip grazing his shoulder as she walked past him. "Maybe there's a good movie on tonight, too."
Tyler watched her walk up the stairs, slowly, swaying her ass a little seductively. He just shook his head, knowing full well what she wanted. He got up from the table and ran up the stairs, bounding three at a time, running to his room to change, too.
He closed the door and quickly shed his clothes. He grabbed some long pajama bottoms and a t-shirt, sliding them on, then walked out of his room. He tried not to look too excited as he walked down the stairs all the way to the basement.
The last football game of the night was on, with his Dad's team losing by only three points. There were ten more minutes left in the game, which Tyler translated as about thirty minutes of real time.
"Good game?" he asked his Dad.
"Yeah... it's really close," David said. He was sitting on the edge of his seat, obviously excited about the game.
About five minutes later, Eve walked down the stairs, wearing a long robe. She sat on the floor next to Tyler. Tyler grabbed a blanket off the back of the couch and covered them both as they sat and watched the game with his Dad.
As the game wore on, Eve wrapped her arm around Tyler's, hugging it as she put her head on his shoulder. It didn't take long for his hand to lay on her thigh, then start to slowly stroke it, his fingers making lazy lines and circles on her soft skin. His touch was electric, giving her goosebumps as they slowly made their way higher and higher up her leg.
She looked up at him, trying to dissuade him as his hand reached her inner thigh and his pinky gently stroked her outer labia. She didn't want to make a scene or do anything to alert David that something was happening, but she was getting too excited. She didn't know how much she could control herself.
In moments his fingers penetrated her and he slowly stroked and fingered her pussy as she spread her legs apart. She fought to keep her breathing under control, loving every touch. All she could do was clench his arm tighter and close her eyes.
As expected, the game took about thirty more minutes, and his Dad was happy that his team won. He passed the remote control to Tyler as he walked past, walking up the stairs.
"Good night," he said. "I gotta work tomorrow, so I'll see you two tomorrow night."
"Good night, Dad," Tyler responded.
As soon as the door at the top of the stairs closed, Eve grabbed his head and started kissing him, furiously, and grabbed his cock through his pajamas. His fingers were relentless, though, sliding even deeper inside her, moving even faster. Her pussy was throbbing with need.
"Oh, fuck!" she hissed, moving to her knees and throwing the blanket off of them. She grabbed the waistband of his pajama bottoms and pulled, tugging them off his hips and down his legs hungrily. She threw them aside then grabbed his shaft, bending down to take him into her mouth.
"Mmm... you are hard for Auntie aren't you?" she asked, sliding her hands up and down his shaft as her tongue swirled around the head. "Oh God... this is an amazing cock. You like Auntie's mouth?"
"Oh God, yes," Tyler hissed.
"Mmmm... mmhmm," she panted as she sucked him deep into her mouth again and again. "Yeah... your cock is getting bigger. You like that don't you? Mmm... you're so hot... oh yes!"
She sat up and moved closer, climbing into his lap.
"I need you inside me," she panted. "I want your cock deep inside me." She grabbed his shaft and guided it to her hole as she sat down, sliding him inside her. "Yeah... Oh... mmmm," she moaned. "Yeah... you like it when I ride you... don't you?"
"Yeah... God your pussy is good."
"Oh, baby, yeah that feels good," she panted, sliding her hips up and back, grinding against him. "Yeah... Oh... oh... yeah."
Over their heavy breathing, they suddenly heard the door at the top of the stairs open and footsteps start coming down the stairs. Eve quickly got off his lap, dropping beside him as Tyler threw the blanked over them again. They stared at the TV as if they'd been watching it all along.
"Oh... Tyler," Amy said when she caught sight of them. "I didn't expect you to be down here."
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New Year's Eve for Tyler, Part 2
Over their heavy breathing, they suddenly heard the door at the top of the stairs open and footsteps start coming down the stairs. Eve quickly got off his lap, dropping beside him as Tyler threw the blanked over them again. They stared at the TV as if they'd been watching it all along.
"Oh, Tyler," Amy said when she caught sight of them. "I didn't expect you to be down here."
"Yeah... we're just...," Tyler said, stumbling over what to say, holding the blanket tightly... too tightly.
"Just getting ready to start a movie," Eve added quickly, smiling guiltily.
They both smiled at her, but Amy wasn't sure about their explanation.
"Next up, can Oxymin tablets really help beat cancer. After this," the TV announcer said.
Amy looked at the TV for a moment, seeing that it was an infomercial, then looked back at Eve and Tyler, sitting on the floor. Then she noticed his pajama bottoms laying in a heap across the room. Nothing was adding up. She knew something was going on.
Amy quickly bent over, grabbed a corner of the blanket, and forcefully pulled it off them even as they tried to hold onto it. The shock of what she saw, rendered her speechless. Tyler sat with his pants off, his cock hard, long, and shining with juices. Eve's robe was opened, showing only a little, but showing enough to know that she was naked underneath.
"Oh my God! You... animals!" Amy yelled, shaking her head.
"I just couldn't help myself," Eve said. "I'm sorry."
"How could you... do this?" Amy grabbed her head and walked over to a chair, sitting in it. She covered her mouth with her hands, watching the two of them, wondering what she could even say.
"Well... frankly it was pretty easy," Eve giggled, looking at Tyler. "His tab A shoving into my slot B." Tyler looked scared, trying to cover himself with his hands, and didn't appreciate her humor.
"Did you... enjoy it?" Amy asked, shaking her head.
"You're joking, right? Of course I enjoyed it. Very much," Eve said. "Your son has a beautiful, hard, young cock. But I would bet that you already know that." Amy blushed, remembering that she did know that. She'd felt that hard cock deep inside her pussy less than twenty-four hours ago. "Look at you! You're so cute when you get embarrassed."
"Evie... this isn't a game. This... this isn't right," Amy said, trying to be forceful, trying to sound reasonable. "Tyler's your nephew. He's my son for God's sake! We can't have you living here if this is what you're going to do. You need to leave."
"Oh... but YOU can live here after fucking him?" Eve asked sitting forward challengingly.
Amy blushed deeply, looking at the floor, shocked that her sister knew what she'd done. "Ok... ok, I did. I fucked him last night."
"Oh, my God!" Eve gasped, smiling broadly. "I had my suspicions but I never thought they were real. I was just spouting off."
"It was an accident!" Amy said, trying to explain. "He came into your room looking for you. But you were down here. And he... he ended up fucking me instead. I was asleep."
Eve nodded, smiling deviously. "Of course he did."
"Sorry... I... I didn't want to tell anyone. It's just too embarrassing. But I'm just not so good at keeping secrets," Amy said.
"Oh, you're the worst at keeping secrets!" Eve giggled. "Everyone in the dorm knew that I fucked my sister."
"That wasn't my fault!" Amy said, raising her hands in defense.
"Whatever... But it's ok... I didn't mind," Eve giggled. "It made me popular."
"Really?" Amy asked, surprised yet again.
"Uh huh," Eve nodded, then laughed. "It seems when people know you both lick pussy and suck cock, they want to be with you. I got a lot more dates after that."
Amy put her head in her hands and shook her head. She couldn't believe this was happening. She couldn't believe this was real.
"So, what did you come down here for Amy?" Eve asked, looking at her sister like she knew a secret. She seemed to know that Amy came downstairs for a reason.
Amy looked at her, blushing again. "I... I thought there might be something going on between you two." She prayed that the lie would work. Right now, especially with Tyler right there, the truth would be far too embarrassing.
"Did you, now?" Eve challenged her.
"Yes."
"But you said you didn't know he was down here."
"I... I think you misheard me," she said, unconvincingly. "I... I didn't mean it that way."
"Come on, Sissy," Eve said, rising to her knees. "Admit it. You really came down here to see me, didn't you."
"Yes... I mean... of course, that's... that's what I said."
"Not exactly," Eve said, crawling towards her sister. "See, I think you came down to see... these." When Eve was right in front of Amy, she sat up on her knees and slid her robe completely off, tossing it beside them.
Amy looked at her naked sister in shock and desire. Her breasts were so big, so... perfect. It'd been so long since she'd touched them. It'd been so long since she felt how warm and soft they were. "No... I... I..." she tried denying it.
Eve smiled. She knew the truth just by looking at Amy's face. "Yes you did. You came down because you wanted to see me... to feel me... to taste me again." She grabbed Amy's wrists and pulled her hands up, putting them on her breasts, pressing her hands to force Amy to squeeze them. "You came down because you want me to make you cum. Didn't you?"
"I... I...", Amy stammered, not knowing what to say or do. Her sister was right. She did come downstairs to see her sister... to be with her. There was something about having her in the house that was driving her crazy with desire.
Tyler's hand grabbed his shaft and he started masturbating while watching the two women. It was the most erotic thing he'd ever seen.
Eve untied Amy's robe and pulled the two halves apart, revealing Amy's delicious body beneath. Her nipples were hard and pointed. Eve leaned forward and started licking Amy's nipple, looking up to see her reaction.
Amy moaned softly. "Oh... yeah... fuck, that feels so good, Evie." Eve moved to her other nipple, making sure to give it the appropriate attention, making it just as hard as the first. "Oh my God."
Eve slid between her breasts, licking in her cleavage as she squeezed Amy's breasts into the sides of her face. "Mmmmm," she moaned, making Amy giggle.
"Fuck yes," Amy whispered and she looked up and saw her son masturbating, watching them. She couldn't believe how hot that made her, how much it made her pussy gush.
"Oh my God. I love your tits," Eve said, moving back to Amy's nipples, moving from one to the other, giving them both a lot of attention with her tongue and lips.
"Fuck," Amy moaned as Eve sat up on her knees again and the two kissed. "God, it's been years."
"I was thinking the same thing," Eve giggled. Then she grabbed her own breasts and moved closer, pressing them into Amy's face. "You like my breasts, too, don't you? You like them in your face?"
"Yes... God I do," Amy whispered, licking Eve's offered nipples as they swiped back and forth across her face.
"Mmhmm... that's perfect," Eve moaned. "Here... lay back." She pushed Amy's shoulders, urging her to lay back in the chair while she kissed down her chest and stomach. "I'll take care of you. I'll take care of that pussy of yours. That's what you really want, isn't it?"
Eve slowly licked the sides of Amy's pussy as she grabbed her panties and pulled them. Amy raised her legs, helping Eve slide them off. Then she kissed the soft, sensitive flesh of her inner thighs as she bent forward again.
"God, you're so sexy," Eve moaned, looking at her engorged pussy.
"Oh my God... I'm so wet already," Amy whispered, almost giggling in her excitement.
Amy used the flat of her tongue to make long, slow licks from the bottom of her pussy to the top, slightly sliding between her labia. "Mmm," she moaned, obviously enjoying this herself.
Amy grabbed her own breasts, her head raised slightly by the back of the chair so she could watch her sister. She grabbed her breasts, squeezing them and teasing her nipples. "Oh... yeah, that feels amazing."
Then Eve licked faster, flicking her tongue rapidly over Amy's labia and clit. "Uh huh... uh huh. Oh my God... yes... that feels so good. Your mouth is amazing. Holy shit!"
Tyler couldn't believe what he was seeing. This was... incredible. His cock was throbbing and he just needed to fuck someone. He needed to cum, needed to get this dick satisfied.
Eve sucked on Amy's clit, the slurping sounds were so loud in the quiet of the night, even as the TV droned on about some other health supplement.
"Right there," Amy moaned loudly. "Fuck that feels amazing."
"Mmmm," Eve moaned again, totally enjoying her sister's pussy.
Amy writhed on the chair in front of her, her hips rising and falling, trying to fuck Eve's face. "Oh my God. Oh, that feels so good. Oh fuck... take that fucking pussy. It feels so good."
Eve wrapped her arms underneath Amy's legs, bringing them up, then pushed her knees back towards her face, completely exposing her pussy and ass. All without missing a beat on her pussy, her tongue stabbing into to, tongue-fucking her.
"Fuck!" Amy panted. "Just like that. Oh my God, what are you doing to me? That's so good."
"Mmmm... mmhmm," Eve agreed.
"I'm gonna cum all over your mouth so fast... what the fuck?" Amy said, grabbing Eve's head with one hand, her leg with the other. She pulled her sister even tighter against her pussy as her orgasm rapidly rose. "That's amazing... that's fucking amazing."
Tyler watched his Mom's eyes open wide, watched her mouth twist in a primal scream, her eyes lock on Eve's. Her body started shaking, her legs shaking so hard she could hardly hold them in place. She was losing control quickly as her orgasm crashed over her.
"Oh... my God... Damn it! Shit!" she yelled as she came, hard. She panted even as Eve slowly licked around her pussy, gathering all the cum that had come from her.
Amy sat up, grabbing Eve's face and pulling her into a deep, sensual kiss. "How are you so fucking good at that?" she asked, still barely able to speak.
Eve giggled, smiling broadly. "'Cause I really love doing it." They kissed and hugged deeply for several minutes.
"Sorry, Tyler," Eve finally said, turning around to face him as the two women still embraced. "We were just getting reacquainted." She giggled, wiping her mouth. "Your mom really is as sweet as a peach... but I know you already know that. Don't you?"
"Well... I, um... I didn't do... that... to her," Tyler admitted, blushing.
"That's a shame... she's, uh... delicious," she smiled, licking her lips. "But, uh... I really don't know all that you two actually did do last night. And, well, I have to admit, I'm rather... curious... to know... to... see it... you know, in person."
Amy smacked her on the shoulder. "Oh my gosh! What are you saying?"
Eve grinned. "I'm sorry. I hate beating around the bush. What I'm saying is... I want to watch you fuck your mom."
"But I... he's my son!" Amy said, shocked that her sister would even suggest such a thing. "I mean, watching us do... this... is bad enough..."
Eve turned towards her sister. "Please. You fucked him once already, so it's not a big deal to do it again. Tell me... how did he fuck you last night? How were you laying?"
"Oh my gosh... I can't believe this..."
"Just tell me," Eve said.
"I was... I was on my stomach," Amy admitted. "Asleep. And he just came in the room."
"Ooh!" Eve turned back towards Tyler, smiling. "He fucked you from behind. Do you like her ass, Tyler?"
Tyler nodded. "Yeah, I... I like looking at her ass," he admitted. "It's a nice ass."
Eve's eyes sparkled with excitement. "You want to do it from behind again?"
Tyler nodded. He'd do anything to cum now. His cock was so hard it hurt.
"We can do that," Eve said excitedly. "Turn over, Amy."
Amy turned around and knelt on the seat of the chair. "I can't believe you're making me do this."
"Don't I get a say in any of this?" Tyler asked.
"NO!" both women said in unison.
"Just get your ass over here and do as I say," Eve said sternly.
Tyler swiftly moved behind his Mom, his cock pointed right at her pussy as Eve moved back, just a little. She was in a very good position to see everything.
"Yesss... perfect," Eve said, taking a hold of his cock to help guide it in. "Let me help you stick it in. Go ahead, stick it in your mommy's pussy."
Tyler pushed forward, sliding his cock into his Mom's very wet pussy. "Oh fuck." He grabbed her hips and started thrusting harder and faster.
Eve giggled, loving that she was watching this before her very eyes. "Yeah... you like taking your mommy from behind don't you?"
"Yeah," he panted. His body was on fire and this... this was going to make him explode.
"Mmhmm! Mmhmm!" Amy grunted with each thrust. God! She was such a bad mommy to want this so much.
"Oh, Sissy, this is so hot," Eve said, hearing her sister's moans and grunts. "Oh, yes... you know she likes it when she grunts like that. That's it... that's it... fuck her."
"That feels so fucking good," Amy moaned.
"You like his cock in you?" Eve asked her, stroking her ass and kissing it.
"Yes!" Amy admitted. "I can't believe I'm doing this. I'm just so horny."
Eve rose up and kissed Tyler, even as he continued thrusting. "You like her pussy, don't you?"
"Yes," Tyler admitted. "Oh God, it feels so good."
Eve moved up to Amy's face, her hand stroking up her sister's body, and Eve grabbed her hair, pulling her head back, forcing her to kiss again.
"It's so hot watching him fuck you," Eve said, kissing her sister again and again. "He has such a beautiful, young cock." She could see a glow in Amy's face as her sister closed her eyes to feel the pleasure. "Oh, you're so beautiful when you get fucked." Eve's hand moved down and palmed Amy's swaying tits, before dropping lower and sucking on one.
"Oh God," Amy moaned, looking down at her sister. "That's it... that's it. Oh my God. Oh... that's nice. Oh yeah."
"Is he gonna make you cum?" Eve asked, smiling at her sister. Just knowing that in seconds Amy was going to cum all over her son's cock was so... thrilling.
"Yes... yes! Fuck!" Amy moaned. "Oh yeah... so good. I'm getting close. Yeah... so close."
"Oh, that's a good boy, Tyler," Eve smiled at him. She reached out and stroked his chest, slid her fingertips around his nipples, gently pinching them.
"Fuck!" Tyler hissed, closing his eyes.
Amy closed her eyes, the pleasure overwhelming her. Tyler's grip on her hips was so strong and his thrusts were so powerful as his hips crashed into her ass again and again. God, this was amazing. "Yes... give me that fucking cock."
"Go ahead and make her scream, Tyler," Amy smiled.
"Fuck! Oh fuck!" Amy panted loudly. "Keep going! Oh my God, he's going to make me cum!"
"Yeah, do it, Tyler!" Eve said excitedly. "Make your mommy cum! Make her."
"Oh... yes! Yes!" Amy panted as her body gave way, shaking uncontrollably in her orgasm. Tyler's tight grip on her hips was the only thing keeping her in position at all.
When Amy could hear again, Eve was softly laughing, enjoying what she just witnessed.
"Oh my God... oh my God..."
"Such a good boy, making mommy cum like that," Eve said, praising him. "Sissy liked that a lot."
"I did," Amy admitted, turning around and putting her face in her hands. "God help me, I like his cock inside me."
"As you should," Eve said. "It's a nice cock. Any woman would be lucky to have it."
"But..." Amy started to protest before Eve cut her off.
"I don't want to hear it, Amy," Eve said. "You're fucking him. There's nothing to be ashamed about." Both Eve and Amy looked down at Tyler, kneeling in front of them, his hard cock glistening with Amy's juices as he stroked it.
"You need to take care of that still," Eve said.
Amy slowly dropped to the floor as if her body and her mind were fighting over what she should do... what was right to do. Her body won. "Let mommy take care of you," she said, then gently put her lips to his cock, kissing and licking it, before gently sliding it into her mouth, trying to clean it.
"Oh, my God," Eve giggled. "That's so hot. Go ahead, choke on that big, big cock." Amy slid him deeper and deeper into her mouth, sliding him all the way to the back of her throat, and started making gurgling noises. Eve giggled.
When Amy finished, they both sat on the chair again, while Tyler sat on the floor. His cock was still raging hard and he stroked it.
"Oh my gosh!" Eve said, suddenly looking down at Tyler. "Poor Tyler here hasn't cum yet. And I bet you really need to cum," she said.
"Yeah," he hissed, nodding.
"You know what I was just thinking?" Eve said. "I know just what my good nephew needs."
Amy shook her head. "Oh no. That's never good."
Eve smiled at her, then turned towards Tyler. "You're so frustrated after all this. All you want right now is to just cum inside your Mom, isn't it?"
Tyler looked at her, surprised, but... hopeful. He nodded slowly. "Yeah?"
"Eve!" Amy said. "We can't do..."
"Shhhh... shhhh..." Eve said, silencing her sister. "Your poor son is suffering right now. So, I think you, as his Mom, should give him some relief. Besides, I want to watch you two fuck properly this time... looking deep in each other's eyes like... you know... proper lovers."
"I can't believe you just said that!" Amy said. "He's not my... lover."
Eve pushed Amy, moving her to her back on the chair again. She grabbed one leg and lifted it, spreading her legs. "He will be in just a second," Eve smiled.
"Oh!" Amy gasped as Tyler quickly moved forward again, his hard cock sliding inside her pussy once again. "I can't believe I'm fucking you... again!"
"Go ahead... fuck her," Eve said, standing and stroking Tyler's chest. "Fuck her hard and cum inside your Mom. Cum right inside her pussy."
Tyler hooked his arms under his Mom's legs and used the hold as leverage. Eve helped him gather her legs and bring them to his shoulders. He slid his cock inside her and started sliding in and out. "Uh! Shit!" he grunted loudly
His thrusting was far more aggressive that he'd been in the past, showing just how desperate he'd become. "Oh yes! Oh! Oh! Fuck!"
"There you go... now look in each other's eyes," Eve instructed and they both complied, both feeling embarrassed. "Now... tell the other you love them... and really mean it."
"I love you Tyler," Amy moaned, looking in his eyes, her own tearing up a little with emotion. She really did love him. And this... making love... was making their bond even stronger.
"I love you, too, Mom," Tyler grunted. At that moment, she was the most beautiful woman in the whole wide world. And he would do anything to make her happy.
"Aw... that was so beautiful," Eve said. "Now show each other your love. This is all for you both. It's so fucking beautiful. Keep telling each other you love them.
There you go. Oh yeah! Oh yeah!"
"Oh God... oh... shit!" Tyler grunted, and he thrust forward one more time, pushing in as deep as he could. "I love you, Mom. I love you, Mom" he said, his voice strained. His body shook as he held it in place, his cock buried deep inside his Mom, throbbing, his cum filling her completely as he looked into her eyes.
"Oh my God... he's... he's cumming inside me," Amy whispered. "I love you, son. I love you, son," she said over and over.
Eve giggled, watching Tyler twitch, watching his ass clench over and over. "Oh, yeah... good boy. That feels good, huh?"
"Yeah... oh fuck!" Tyler panted, pulling out of his Mom, cum dripping from his shaft and from her pussy.
Eve slid her hand up and down Tyler's shaft, pushing the cum up to the head before leaning over and licking it off. Amy lay back in the chair, panting, with her knees still in the air. When Eve finished with Tyler's cock, she ran her fingers through her sister's pussy, cum dripping from it.



"Oh my God you made such a mess," Eve giggled. "Your pussy is such a mess right now." She held up her cum-covered hand, showing it to Amy.
"Oh my God, Evie!" Amy said, starting to get upset. "What... what if I get pregnant?"
Eve smiled, still playing with the cum dripping out of her pussy. "Well... I suggest you clean up... and go fuck your husband. Just make sure he cums in you."
*****
It was only a week later that Tyler lay back in his dorm room on campus, getting back into his classes again. Classes were hard, at first, being distracted with thoughts and memories of everything that had happened over his Winter break. He never would have ever thought he'd fuck his beautiful Aunt. And definitely never thought he'd fuck his Mom.
Things like this just didn't happen in real life. Did it?
But, even now, he was wondering what was going to happen when he moved home again for the Summer... for three whole months.
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To Protect and Pleasure
"What does your husband think of that?" Officer Randy Boyles asked his partner, looking out the passenger window at two teens talking on the sidewalk. He and his partner were on their shift, driving down various streets, just making sure everything was ok. Randy had only been a cop for a year and for the past six months had been assigned to his senior partner.
"He really, really wants kids," Officer Jess Newman said. She'd been on the force for ten years and was looking for a promotion soon, something to get her off the streets and into a more important roll. "I mean... really. I think he's tracking my cycles on the calendar himself."
"Damn! That's serious. What are you gonna do?" he asked.
Jess shook her head as she turned the corner. "I don't know... I don't want to break his heart," she said. "I just don't feel ready to leave my job. And I can't really be a mom and work like this. I'm thirty three. I still have a little time. I just wanna wait for a promotion and a desk job before having kids."
Randy was only engaged, so he really wasn't thinking about the repercussions of having kids just yet. At twenty four he had so much time before he had to worry about that.
"Be advised," a call came over the radio. "Possible 594 at 1115 Willow Street. Suspect is female, five foot, blonde hair, wearing a grey t-shirt and jeans. Available units please respond."
Randy picked up the mic. "Copy that. Adam Ten responding." He set the mic back on the cradle.
"Ten-four. Adam Ten Responding," the dispatcher echoed.
"That's the warehouse district," he said.
"Mmhmm," Jess frowned. "Always some kind of shit going on down there. It's almost like clockwork. I can't tell you how many times I've been called there."
The warehouses were all arranged in rows on both sides of Willow Street, with the parking lots connected. Jess pulled into the entrance, close to 1115, and started circling the building, looking for access points.
As they rounded the back corner, Jess saw that the window to the back door was broken. It appeared that this and the warehouse next door were both unused. That always seemed to draw problems.
She stopped the car near the door. "You go around to the front."
"Ten four," Randy said, opening the car door and jogging back around the building to the front.
Other than the broken door, the back contained several garage doors, used for loading and unloading goods. None of them seemed disturbed.
Jess got out of the car and walked to the door. She slowly pulled it open as she drew her gun. She stepped carefully inside, her eyes scanning for any movement, any danger. Each step through the door crunched as she stepped on the broken glass. This area of the building was strictly lit by the light streaming in through the door.
The back entrance had several offices as well as a mail room but all were empty. The entire area was littered with old desks and chairs that were used by the old tenants, as well as some trash that came from who-knows-where. She continued down the hall and through a set of double doors into the main room.
She stepped into the three-story room which was lit by the sun shining in through the windows near the ceiling. The place was almost completely empty, except for some cardboard boxes and broken furniture littered about the floor.
She heard the metallic clacking of a spray can being shaken and turned towards her right. A young woman was facing the wall, her back turned to Jess. The wall was partially painted and it looked like the young woman was moving to a new color. A can was in her hand and she held it aloft, ready to spray.
"I wouldn't do that if I were you," Jess said suddenly, startling the young woman.
The blond immediately dropped the spray can and ran towards the front of the building, away from Jess.
"FREEZE!" Jess yelled in her most commanding tone and the young woman stopped cold in her tracks. "Hands in the air. Don't... fucking... move."
Jess approached the woman, her eyes continuing to scan to see if there was anyone else with her. When she reached the young woman, she grabbed her by her t-shirt at the neck and pushed her against the wall.
"Hands on the wall," she commanded. As the young woman complied, Jess holstered her weapon. She grabbed handcuffs from her belt and clasped them around the girl's right wrist. Then she pulled it behind the girls back, along with her left arm and cuffed her wrists together.
The girl looked over her shoulder, and Jess recognized her. "Officer Newman... good to see you again. You're looking good today."
"Hi Sarah," Jess replied. "I thought after the last three times we were past this." Jess started patting the girl down, looking for any weapon or drug paraphernalia. "Do you have any weapons or sharp objects of any kind?"
"No... Hey, easy!" Sarah said, objecting to how forceful Jess was being. "You know, I'm just trying to stay busy."
"What's in the backpack?" Jess asked walking over and picking it up. She opened the top as she walked back over to the young blond.
"Oh... just kid stuff," Sarah said. "You wouldn't be interested."
"Oh, yeah... I wouldn't be interested in this at all," Jess laughed, reaching inside. "Spray cans... and, oh, jewelry... cash... and... what's this? Credit cards! What's all this?"
"I found them," Sarah said. "I was taking them back to their rightful owners. Trying to be a good citizen."
"Sure you were," Jess said, shaking her head. This was far more serious than simple vandalism.
"What am I getting arrested for this time?"
"Vandalism... trespassing... and possession of stolen goods," Jess said.
"Vandalism?" Sarah laughed. "I'm just trying to brighten up the place. Don't you think it needs it?"
"Do you know how stupid you sound?" Jess spat at her, angry that this... this girl... was being so flippant. "It's the same thing with you. You're defacing someone's property. And that's illegal."
"And I guess with fascist pigs around you make the rules," Sarah said, getting angry and defiant.
"You have the right to remain silent," Jess started reading her Miranda rights.
"I'm twenty two, I'm not an idiot," Sarah spat. "We've done this before. I know my rights."
"You have the right to an attorney," Jess continued.
Seeing and hearing what was happening in the big room, Randy joined them, holstering his weapon as he approached. "What's going on?" he asked Jess, then recognized the young woman. "Sarah? What in the hell are you doing here?"
"You know her?" Jess asked, surprised.
"Yeah, she's my kid sister," Randy said.
Jess smiled and nodded. "Well, well, well... the spoiled brat that you've told me about. Well, your kid sister has been getting into a lot of trouble with the law lately."
"Protect and serve my ass, huh Randy?" Sarah spat. "Why are cops like you two busting my ass for decorating when there's real bad guys out on the street? Do you just enjoy harassing people? Do you, like, get off on it or something?"
Jess jerked Sarah by her arm. "You better watch your mouth, little girl, before you write a check you can't cash."
"Whatever," Sarah said, rolling her eyes.
"Let me talk to her, Jess," Randy said. "We don't need to take her in."
"Fuck you, Randy," Sarah spat. "You're just as bad as she is. You get a hardon just thinking about handcuffing people."
"Bitch!" Randy said, getting angry at her. She always got what she wanted. Everything... like the car she wanted when she turned sixteen... the college she wanted when she graduated. It was like their parents idolized her... their little precious Sarah.
Jess looked at Randy, as if not so sure about not taking her in. "You know... I've been dealing with spoiled brats like her... every... day. This is the fourth time I've busted her, and she just comes back for more."
"Are you going to let me go or not?" Sarah said, aggravating Jess even more.
Jess walked up to her, putting her face an inch from the girl. "You know what... the world doesn't give a shit about you. The only one that's gonna change that is you. Trust me. Act like a vandal... a criminal... and that's the only way they're going to see you. You'll never be good for anything."
"So what!" Sarah spat back. "What do you fucking care? Are you going to let me go or are you going to take me to the station? I'm bored with you!"
"Sarah, shut the fuck up for once, ok?" Randy could see how aggravated his partner was getting and knew that it wasn't going to go well for her if she kept up this defiant attitude.
"Every time we go through this... it's always the same," Jess said. "And we keep doing it again and again and again. Well, this time, we're gonna try something a little... different."
Jess spun the girl around and grabbed the cuffs, sliding her key into the lock to open them.
"You're letting me go?" Sarah asked, rubbing her wrists.
Randy could see something in Jess' eyes that bothered him. She was as angry at Sarah as he was, but she looked... like she was planning something devious. "What are you doing, Jess?" he asked.
"Take off your clothes," Jess told the young woman as she put the handcuffs back on her belt. Randy looked at her, shocked, but intrigued.
"What?" Sarah asked, shocked. "No! I want a fucking lawyer."
"Do you see any lawyers around?" Jess asked, quickly looking to one side, then the other, mocking her.
"Jess... what are we doing?" Randy asked.
"I'm not doing anything," Jess said, stepping back. "You are. I'm not even here. I'm still out front, looking around. And it looks to me like your sister here is starting a career in stealing. And that's real jail time. Is that what you want, Sarah?"
"No... but..." Sarah stammered, confused, sounding a little like she wasn't in control any more.
"So, what do you want to do, Sarah?" Jess asked her. "Do you want to take off your clothes or go to jail?"
Sarah looked at her and realized she was serious. Very serious. And Randy was one hundred percent backing her up. She didn't want to go to jail. Every other time she was dragged in, she was quickly released with a smack on the wrist, paying a little fine.
"My brother is going to bust me?" Sarah spat. "Poor, little Randy? This is a joke, right? He can't even think for himself. He only does what his fiancé tells him to do."
"You little bitch!" Randy said, taking a step forward in anger.
Jess held out her arm, blocking her partner from advancing further. "I highly recommend you take off your clothes... right now," Jess said.
"Alright... alright..." Sarah said.
"Jess, let's just take her in," Randy said, wondering what in the hell was going on as he watched his little sister start to slide her t-shirt over her head exposing her bra-less, A-cup breasts. He was bristling with anger but now his hunger for her was mixing with it.
"Time for you to man up, Randy," Jess said, smirking at him. "You see what she thinks of you... like some pathetic excuse of a man. But I know better. So it's time for you to teach this little cunt a lesson. One that she's not going to forget."
Sarah unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them down and off her legs until she was left standing in only her panties. She looked at the two officers as if she thought she was done.
"All of it," Jess said, enjoying her power over the adorable, insolent, young woman.
Sarah looked at her brother for a moment, almost pleading to be saved, but Randy looked back with anger and hunger in his eyes. She slowly grabbed her panties and pushed them down her legs, too.
"The more questions you ask, the more you delay, the more noncompliant you are, the harder this is going to be on you," Jess said. "Do you understand?"
"Yes," Sarah said, putting her hands on her hips, still not understanding what was going on, but still somewhat defiant, even in her nakedness.
"Put your hands behind your back." Sarah complied, her small breasts jutting forward, emphasizing her tight, hard nipples. Jess moved slightly aside. "Randy... come here. Touch her."
Randy hesitated, so Jess grabbed one of his hands and, with her hand on the back of his, ran his hand over Sarah's stomach and breasts, gently, lightly pinching and pulling her nipples.
Randy could feel his cock getting hard. He'd never seen his sister's body before and now it was bared for him... now it was her body he was touching. He was so... excited.
"I think the part of you that thinks she's in control... actually... loves being out of control," Jess said to Sarah, continuing to guide Randy's hand to tease her, squeezing her breast more firmly, pinching her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. "You like being controlled, don't you Sarah?"
"Yes," Sarah said softly, closing her eyes for a moment as the pain and pleasure washed over her. She was extremely excited and she licked her lips. Her mouth was so dry.
"And your brother, here, doesn't want to take you to jail," Jess said. "He doesn't want your parents to know that their child, their beautiful, little girl is a repeat criminal. He would much rather teach you a lesson, instead. Isn't that right Randy?"
Randy nodded slowly, starting to understand what was going on. "Yes. You know it would kill Mom and Dad to see you in jail."
"And I know that he is so tired, so... frustrated... at your lack of respect for him... as a man... as an officer of the law... and as your brother," Jess said. Slowly, Jess guided Randy's hand down Sarah's stomach and started touching her pussy. He could feel her heat... her wetness... and the soft folds of her pussy, exciting him even more.
"Isn't that right, Randy?" Jess asked, sliding his finger deeper between her lips, getting it wet with her juices.
"Yes," Randy agreed readily, almost growling with desire.
"You like it when someone... owns... you and does whatever they want to you, don't you Sarah?" Jess asked. "You like when there's nothing... absolutely nothing... you can do about it. When all you can do is simply... obey."
Sarah nodded slowly, licking her lips again. God this was turning her on! "Yes."
Jess moved her hand away, leaving Randy to touch Sarah on his own. His fingers gently teased her clit, circling it, making Sarah moan softly. Standing so close to her, he was clearly a foot taller than her. He could see and feel how much bigger he was, how easily he could dominate her.
"She has such a sexy, young body, doesn't she?" Jess smiled, moving behind Sarah to press the two siblings closer together. She took a few strands of Sarah's blond hair in her hand, playing with it. "Today, you're going to teach your sister a good and proper lesson. She belongs to you. You get to do... whatever... you want to her and she won't stop you. Wouldn't you like that?"
"Yes," Randy growled, looking down at her, placing his hands on her breasts, fingering her nipples once again.
"You want her, don't you?" Jess asked him, pushing Sarah until the two were touching, her naked body against his clothed body. "Don't you want to fuck her? Don't you want to fuck the sassy, criminal brat right out of her?"
"Yes," he growled again, looking down at her as she looked up, her face a mix of desire and fear.
"Then kiss her."
Randy bent forward, his hands cradling Sarah's head as the two kissed, tenderly and nervously at first, with Randy's becoming hungrier.
"Now," Jess said, taking a step back. "Be a man. Be the man she needs... a controlling, dominant man. Take control of her."
Randy looked at his partner, then looked down at his sister. Her look was so submissive, as if wanting him to do whatever he wanted. His own sister, the brat, the rude bitch... wanted him to control her, force her to do what he wanted.
Randy took hold of one of Sarah's arm and pulled her to a piece of broken furniture. "Bend over the desk," he told her, pushing her down on it. "Spread your legs." He held her hips down on the desk and used his foot to push her legs further apart.
"Play with yourself. Slowly." Jess and Randy watched as she slid her right hand back between her legs and started sliding her fingers over her pussy, circling over her clit in a slow, lazy circle.
"Do you love it when someone uses your body for their pleasure, Sarah?" Randy asked, watching her, feeling himself get more and more excited. His erection was trying to burst through his pants.
"Yes," she whispered.
Jess walked up to Randy and unbuttoned his shirt, slowly moving down his body. She pulled it from his slacks and tossed it aside, then started unfastening his pants. "This is going to be so much fun," she whispered to him. "Teach her a lesson."
Randy raised a hand to his lips and got them wet and put the other hand on Sarah's hips. "You're shaking. Are you nervous?"
"Yes," Sarah nodded and gasped at his touch.
Randy slid his fingers through her pussy again, and slowly circled her exposed asshole. "So wet... someone's already excited. You are a bad girl aren't you. A spoiled little brat that needs to be taught a lesson."
He brought his fingers to his mouth again, tasting her wetness for the first time. "So sweet. A nice, young pussy just for me." He slid his middle finger inside of her as she gasped. Her muscles contracted around the penetrating digit, squeezing it. "Tight... surprisingly. I'm really going to stretch you out."
He started fingering her, sliding his middle finger in and out of her pussy, feeling it grow hotter and wetter. He licked a second finger and slid it in, too, fingering her now with two.
"Tell me you like it," he growled.
"I... I like it," Sarah moaned, feeling so helpless.
"Look at me," Randy said, bending over her so that he could plainly see her face. "So good, isn't it?"
"Oh my God," Sarah moaned, getting close to cumming as his fingers curled and teased her G-spot, too.
"Oh... I think you're having too much fun," Randy said, pulling his fingers free and swirling them over her labia instead. "I want to toy with you some more. So, I think we need some ground rules. I know you don't like rules, Sarah. You don't like... limits or boundaries. But you'll follow my rules. Right? If you know what's good for you."
"Yes," Sarah panted. "I will."
"First, you don't cum until... I... tell you," he said. "Your orgasms are mine. I will give you one for my fucking pleasure only. I'm gonna take you so close to the edge of an orgasm... and, every time, I'm going to take it away. A spoiled brat like you always gets what you fucking want. But you're not getting what you want today. You're only going to get what... I... give you."
"Second, you don't do... anything... until I tell you to," Randy said. "And you'll do exactly what I tell you when I tell you to do it. Understand?"
"Yes," Sarah panted again.
Randy knelt on the floor behind Sarah, firmly grabbing her ass with both hands, squeezing her cheeks and pulling them apart. "Oh, look at that," he said, looking at her ripe, swollen pussy and pink rosebud. He bent forward and smelled her. "Smells so fucking good. Your pussy is so wet. You wanna cum, don't you? If you're a good girl, I'll let you cum. Is that what you want? Don't you wanna feel good?"
"Yes," she whispered, breathing hard as she felt him behind her, wishing he'd touch her pussy again.
Randy licked her pussy, sliding his tongue deep between her labia, pushing inside her.
"Oh!" Sarah panted loudly, closing her eyes as the pleasure rolled over her. The dirty nature of all this... a dirty room, bent over a broken desk, being watched by a woman, being eaten from behind... by her own brother. It was all... overwhelming. "Oh my... oh right there. That feels good. I'm gonna cum!"
Randy backed away for a moment, looking at her quivering wet folds. "What did I tell you about cumming?"
"Sorry," she said, her body still shaking a little.
"So you're not going to cum?"



"No," she panted. But she wanted to so badly.
"That's right," Randy said. "I'm gonna milk every single drop of cum from that pussy." He flicked his tongue over her labia, keeping away from her clit, tasting her, and teasing her without over-stimulating her. "Mmm... so good."
"Oh God!" Sarah moaned. "You're teasing my pussy."
"Mmhmm," Randy laughed while still licking her.
"Suck on my pussy... please... please!" she begged. Randy moved lower and started flicking his tongue over her clit and sliding it deeper into her folds once more. "Yes! Right there! That's good."
Randy could see his partner stroking Sarah's back and watching her face closely. He could see the hunger and desire in her eyes as if she wished she could have Sarah for herself.
"I'm gonna cum!" Sarah moaned again and Randy quickly removed his mouth from her, frustrating her again. Her body was flushed and trembling as if ready to burst at any minutes. She hated being teased like this. She wanted... she needed... to cum!
Randy stood and bent over again, lifting her upper body from the desk, and wrapping his hands around her to squeeze her breasts and tease her nipples. Jess smiled appreciatively.
"Was that fucking good?" he asked Sarah.
Sarah could only nod.
"Mmhmm," Randy said. "Now I think... you need something in your mouth." He turned Sarah to face him and pushed down, guiding her to her knees. Then he fisted his cock and slid it right into her mouth. "You're so much prettier when you're quiet."
She brought her hands up to grab his shaft, but he swatted them away. He stroked his cock slowly while she sucked on it. Without being able to use her hands, she found herself uncomfortable, having to use her mouth so much more.
"Don't half ass this," Randy protested when she pulled her mouth off him for far too long. "Suck it! Suck it!" He pushed it back into her mouth, grabbing her head and pulling it tighter against him. "Are you being difficult? Look at me, are you being fucking difficult?"
Sarah looked like she was going to cry. It was like she didn't know what to do any more. She was brought down to rock bottom for the first time in her life.
"Do I need to punish you?" he asked, pulling her off him for a moment, firmly holding her hair in his hand.
"No," she whimpered, shaking her head.
"Guess what happens when you don't do what I fucking say?" he asked. "You go to jail, Sarah."
"Why are you doing this to me?" she asked.
"Plain and simple," he said, stroking his cock in front of her face again. "I'm not going to let Mom and Dad go through the pain of you being in jail because of your stupidity."
"Besides," Jess said as Randy let go of her hair and stroked her cheek, "aren't you having fun? This is so much fun for us."
Randy forced her to stand and turned her around again, pushing her over the desk. He knelt down and grabbed her ass cheeks again, firmly, squeezing and pulling them.
"Don't you even dare think about cumming," he said as he started licking her asshole, circling it with the tip of his tongue. She squirmed beneath him. The pleasure she was feeling was far more than she ever felt before.
"You like that?" he asked. "You like when I lick your tight little asshole?"
"Yes," she moaned.
"Mmmm," he said, feasting on her ass and pussy. "So good... so fucking good. Holy... shit. Such a fucking hot, puffy, little pussy. You want to cum, don't you?"
"Yes!" she begged loudly. "Please!"
"So eager aren't you?" Jess laughed, moving to the other side of the desk, holding Sarah's arms in place.
"No, not yet," Randy said, sliding his tongue out of her pussy. "Not yet." He stood and grabbed her hips. "Are you ready to get fucked? You better not cum until I tell you."
He slowly pushed his cock inside her, inch by inch, watching as her pussy stretched wide to accommodate his girth.
"Ohhhh," she moaned as if his cock forced the air from her lungs, her eyes closed, her mouth opened in a silent scream.
"God, it feels really good," Randy moaned behind her as he started sliding in and out.
"Yes... oh... that's big... that feels so good." Sarah couldn't believe this was happening. Her own brother? Fucking her? And... and... she was enjoying it so much.
"God you have a nice pussy," Randy moaned. "You're so tight."
"Uh... uh," Sarah grunted with every thrust, her body loving his exquisite cock.
"Oh my God," Randy moaned. "Fuck! I just knew you'd be a hot piece of ass."
"Uh huh," Sarah grunted. "Oh God, fuck me... that feels so good."
Randy looked up at Jess. "Her pussy is so fucking wet."
"Yeah?" Jess smiled. "You love it when your brother fucks you, don't you?"
Sarah looked at her through half lidded eyes. The pleasure was just so intense, more so than with any other guy she'd had. "Yeah," moaned, her body starting to quiver again as her orgasm built.
Suddenly, Randy pulled from her and forced her to her knees in front of him again. "On your knees," he demanded. He held his cock in front of her again as she kissed it and lightly sucked on the tip.
"Look at me," he demanded. "You love it when I fuck you. I want to hear you say it."
"I love it when you fuck me," she whispered, kissing the tip of his cock again.
"That's right," he said. "That pussy belongs to me, doesn't it? Say it."
She nodded slowly. "This pussy belongs to you."
"I want you to put that spoiled little mouth, all over my cock," he said. "Get it all fucking messy for me."
Sarah grabbed his shaft and started stroking it with both hands as she kissed and licked up and down the entire shaft. "Mmm," she moaned, her slobber and saliva dripping from her mouth to give her plenty of lubrication.
When she got to the tip again, she slid him into her mouth, sliding deeper and deeper into the back of her throat.
"Mmm... deep in that tight little throat," Randy moaned. "Yessss."
"Is that good?" she asked when she slid off him again.
"That's very good," he said. She slid him inside again, his cock disappearing again and again inside her mouth. "Mmhmm... oh... fuck. Ah that's good. Don't stop. Keep going."
Sarah used every trick she could think of, getting more and more excited herself as she heard his breathing change... heard him panting... then his breath hitch several times as if the pleasure was so intense he forgot to breathe.
"Suck on the head," he moaned, sounding like he was losing control. She complied, her tongue swirling under the head as it rest in her mouth. "Oh yeah... just like that... fuck." His body started shaking and Sarah knew he was right on the edge. "Oh! Oh! Oh shit!"
Suddenly Randy started cumming, the first spray slamming into the back of her mouth.
"Slow, slow," he said, as Sarah threatened to move out of the spray. "Take it. Get it all over your fucking face." She jerked back in reaction, and the following sprays splashed over her face and neck, streaking it with white lines.
Jess quickly picked Sarah up and pushed her back against the desk, face up this time. She lifted one of her legs as she knelt down and quickly started licking her pussy.
"Have you been a good girl today?" she asked Sarah, catching her attention. The young woman seemed dazed. "Have you?"
"Yes," Sarah said, looking down at her, Randy's cum starting to drip from her chin.
"Tell me that you're going to be a good girl from now on."
"I'll be a good girl," Sarah panted. Jess' tongue was quickly bringing her to orgasm.
"And that you're not going to make any more stupid decisions," Randy added.
"I promise... I'll be good." Sarah was so hot, her body so flushed and ready to cum. She needed it so badly. "I... I won't do anything bad."
"Mmhmm," Randy agreed. "You're going to listen to me and do what I tell you, aren't you?"
Sarah nodded at him, her face contorting in pleasure. Her eyes grew large and her mouth opened. She was so close.
"Do you want to cum?" Jess asked, her tongue and fingers quickly sliding over Sarah's over-sensitive clit.
"Yes! Yes! I'll do what you say."
"Look at me," Jess commanded. Sarah looked down and watched the older woman's tongue swipe over her clit, their eyes meeting. "Remember, no one fucks you like we do."
"Yes... yes... no one fucks me... like... like you... do!" Sarah panted, right on the edge. Then the damn broke. "Oh my God, I'm cumming! Yes, yes, yes!"
Jess held her tightly as the petite woman shook and gyrated on the desk, her orgasm crashing over her so hard she couldn't even control her own body.
"Oh fuck!" Sarah screamed, her voice echoed in the large room.
Jess continued licking and sucking as Sarah's juices gushed from her. "Give it all to me... give it all to me. Oh, that's so fucking good!"
"Oh fuck yes!" Sarah grunted. "Fuck!"
Jess kissed and licked Sarah's thighs and stomach as Sarah shook, coming down from her orgasm. She saw Randy getting dressed. He picked up his shirt, his pants already on.
Jess stood, leaving Sarah laying on the edge of the desk. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled at Randy.
"Get up," Randy said. "Wipe off your face. No one likes a nasty girl. Are you a nasty girl?"
"Y-yes," Sarah agreed, looking at the floor as she stood up on shaky legs, looking for her clothes.
"Yeah you are... you're such a dirty, little, nasty girl. But we're going to change that." He walked over and grabbed her hair, pulling her head back before kissing her. When he pulled off a minute later, Jess was standing beside them and leaned in to kiss her, too.
"Get dressed and go home," Jess told her.
"I'll see you at Mom and Dad's on Saturday," Randy said as both officers turned and started walking back to the car. Jess grabbed the backpack from the floor as she passed, taking it. "This goes with us."
The two walked out into the sunshine and got in the car. Jess tossed the backpack into the back seat before getting in, herself, and started the car, the engine easily roaring to life. She drove slowly around the side of the building.
"Dispatch, Adam Ten," Randy said into the microphone.
"Dispatch. Go Adam Ten."
"1115 Willow was clear. Adam Ten returning to patrol." He held the mic a moment, looking at Jess.
"Ten four. Adam Ten returning to patrol," the dispatcher said. Randy put the mic back on it's hook.
"So, what's going on on Saturday?" Jess asked idly, turning onto the road and gaining speed as if nothing had happened for the past thirty minutes.
"Oh, it's my Mom's birthday," Randy said. "She's turning fifty... kind of a big deal."
"You all going out?"
Randy nodded. "Yeah, yeah... her favorite restaurant. That Thai place downtown. You doing anything this weekend?"
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PAS:Taking Care of Nana, Part 1
COVID-19. The deadly disease that circled the globe over a year-long period starting in 2019 was rumored to have been started as a bio-weapon by the Chinese government. It's origin was discovered to be a government-funded lab, funded in part by the US Government, to do gain-of-function research... research to make naturally occurring animal viruses more infectious among humans.
The disease spread rapidly around the world in the first few months and when the first wave had passed, there were 759 million cases around the world with 6.87 million deaths. Luckily, scientists were able to determine how the virus infected the human body and developed multiple vaccines using Messenger RNA (mRNA) technology.
An mRNA vaccine gives cells instructions for how to make the S protein found on the surface of the COVID-19 virus. After vaccination, the body's muscle cells begin making the protein pieces and showing them on cell surfaces. This causes the body to create antibodies. These antibodies are used to help clear out the virus once someone becomes infected.
Once the protein pieces are made, the cells break down the instructions and get rid of them. The mRNA in the vaccine doesn't enter the nucleus of the cell, where DNA is kept.
As time wore on, the virus mutated, with future strains becoming less and less deadly, but still spreading rapidly. Doctors had found that the immunizations waned over time, too. So new variations of the vaccines were developed and used as boosters.
However, with the vaccines' rapid development and release needed to save lives, the vaccine itself caused side-effects that were unknown, until the vaccine was widely released. One side-effect, which affected about one one-thousandth of one percent of the population that received it, caused Persistent Arousal Syndrome... or PAS. Over two thousand people in the United States alone were left to suffer.
While PAS did affect both genders, it was far more common in women and included symptoms such as tingling in the genital areas, vaginal lubrication, unpredictable or even spontaneous orgasms, and under extreme duress, unpredictable and wild behavior.
Doctors have been unable to determine how the vaccine causes PAS and their treatment options to date have been unsuccessful. As of this writing, there is no treatment nor a cure.
Case File: Janice Caplan... a sixty-five-year-old grandmother.
*****
It was Sunday night, January 22nd, 2023. Evan sighed as he put on his medical mask and grabbed his laptop bag. He was headed over to his grandmother's house for another week's visit. He wished he knew how long this was going to last. It was starting to wear on both his sister and himself.
It wasn't that they didn't like their grandmother. But the level of care she was needing was so much... so much more than they could give.
He looked at the clock as he headed out the door... 9:45pm. He'd be there at 10:00pm, just like always, to relieve his sister. They had week-long duty shifts that had lasted... well... since her symptoms first grew serious in September of 2021.
He slipped his mask off when he got in the car and called his girlfriend on the drive.
Cadence, his girlfriend, answered. "Hi honey."
"Hi babe. I'm heading over to my grandmother's and just wanted to see what you were up to."
"You're over at your grandmother's this week?" she asked, sounding a little annoyed.
"Yeah... Zoe's been there all week."
"Tell me you're still able to go to the party at Jasmine's on Wednesday?"
"I thought that was next Wednesday," he said, surprised. He knew there was going to be a fight now. He could feel it coming.
"No... I said the twenty-fifth." She was annoyed.
"I don't... I don't know," he said, shaking his head. "I'll see if Zoe will take the night for me."
"Yeah, right. Like she ever has before."
"I'm sorry, babe," he said, sincerely. "I really am. It's just... my grandmother needs so much of our attention nowadays."
"Can't you just put her into a facility or something?" she asked. "They have more experience taking care of older people. Certainly more than you two do."
"Babe... we've talked about this," he said. He was starting to get annoyed himself because it always seemed to be the same thing. They argued every time he had to do this. "Don't you understand? For one, we don't have the money. And two, this is not just an old lady needing to be watched. She has a severe medical condition."
"Exactly!" she said, as if that settled everything. "Tell me, Evan. Tell me what you're doing that some nurse's aid can't do."
Evan shook his head and looked out at the nighttime road ahead of him. There were very few cars on it this time of night. If she only knew what the medical condition was... if she only knew what he had to do to help his grandmother through it. She'd leave him for sure. And there was definitely no nurse's aid that was going to do what he had been forced to do for the last year and a half.
"I... I can't have this conversation with you every other week, Cadence," he said. "I'm sorry. But Zoe and I have to do this. If there was some other option, believe me, we would jump on it."
"Maybe I can come over and..."
"No!" he practically yelled, then calmed himself. There was no way she could get involved in this. No way. If his grandmother somehow got a hold of her... "You know with COVID still going around that's not a good idea. Seniors are far more susceptible to catching it."
There was a silent pause on the other end that seemed to last too long. "Just let me know about Wednesday, ok?" she asked.
"Yeah, I'll..." and the phone went dead. He took it from his ear and looked at it. Yeah, she hung up on him.
He knew this was hard on her, too, but he needed her. He needed some kind of sanity during all this. He found himself sometimes shaking in fear when she surprised him with a touch. He found himself comparing what she did with what his own grandmother did. It was all too much sometimes.
He drove the rest of the way in silence. He turned off the car when he pulled into his grandmother's driveway, pulling beside Zoe's car. He glanced at the clock before he got out... 9:56pm... perfect timing. Grabbing his computer bag, he unlocked her front door and walked in without even knocking.
"Nana, Zoe, I'm here," he called, but no one answered. "Hello?"
He heard some water splashing in the kitchen and went in to investigate. As he entered through the doorway, he was shocked. His grandmother, Nana, was bent over, one hand on the counter for balance, the other between her legs, obviously masturbating. And masturbating so furiously that she wasn't paying attention to the kitchen sink that was overflowing and splashing water to the floor.
"Nana, what the fuck?" he said as he set his computer bag down and rushed into the room, immediately turning off the water. "What the fuck are you doing? You're gonna flood the whole kitchen!" He reached into the hot water and pulled the drain plug, immediately pulling his hand out and grabbing a towel to dry it off.
"What's wrong with you!" he asked, angry, grabbing his grandmother's shoulders and pulling her up to stand in front of him. "Hello! Nana!" Her eyes were closed, her mouth open as waves of pleasure rolled over her body. He shook her a moment and it was enough to break her from her trance.
"Oh... Hi Evan," she smiled, looking at him with glassy eyes. The room reeked of sex. "When did you get home?"
"Just... come over here," he said, guiding her to one of the kitchen chairs. "Sit down."
"Oh, hey Evan," Zoe said, walking into the room from another archway. "What's going... oh shit!" she said, seeing the water all over the floor and counter top. She quickly opened a drawer, grabbed several towels, and threw them into the pools of water to clean it up.
"What the fuck are you doing?" Evan chastised her. "You know you can't leave her alone!"
"I was going to the bathroom," Zoe said, sopping up the water.
"No, you... you can't leave her alone for that long," he said loudly.
"I can't fucking shit?" she yelled back.
"No!"
"She didn't say anything about having an episode," Zoe yelled, trying to defend herself.
"Stop!" Nana yelled. "Stop!" When the two looked, she was rocking in the chair, her hands on her head, obviously very upset by their arguing.
They stopped yelling and just looked at her for moment. Finally, Evan walked to her. "Come here, Nana. You look kind of tired." He helped her stand and started guiding her towards her bedroom.
"Yeah... I am kinda tired," she agreed, her voice low. She smiled at them, looking weak and frail. "You are the best grandchildren ever. You know that? I'm glad you're taking care of me... and each other, you know, after your parents died."
"Just go lay down for now," he said as they reached her bedroom, guiding her inside. "I'll be in in a second to check on you, ok?" He watched his grandmother slide into the bed and lay down.
Evan mostly closed the door, leaving just a crack open so he could potentially hear her, as he left her alone for a moment, walking back into the kitchen. "Tell me that you at least got a fucking job interview today," he said as Zoe gathered her backpack and coat.
"No... how could I?" she said. "I had classes. Besides, you know no one's hiring during the pandemic. Most people our age are getting laid off."
"You know we need the God-damned money," he said, starting to get frustrated with her. It was like she didn't want to work. All she wanted to do was live off of him while he worked his ass off.
"Look... Evan... I don't know how much more of this I can take," she said sounding very frustrated. "Alright? This damn virus is just... She just needs better care than we can give her. I mean, we're not supposed to be taking care of her all by ourselves."
"Look," he said. "Obviously, she has severe medical issues. But... she's our Nana... so..."
"But taking care of her like this? It's just... wrong," Zoe said. "What we're doing is wrong. There's gotta be another way."
"Look," he said, "we can't afford another way. And all they'd do is tie her down or... or... lock her in some padded room somewhere. They don't know how to deal with this! Can you imagine how badly she'd suffer? So, we have to do this. We have to take care of her. There's no one else."
"If things don't change quick... we aren't going to have a place to live, let alone afford food," she said.
"We'll just have to move in here full time, then," he said. "I'll get rid of my apartment. At least there'll be fewer bills."
"Full-time Nana and zero social life?" Zoe asked.
"Not like there's much of a social life now," he said. "You know we're not supposed to go out unless it's for something like food or medicine."
Zoe shook her head and picked up her book bag and coat. "I just... I don't know how much more I can take."
"Yeah... I get it," he said more calmly. "Just go to the apartment and get some rest. Ok? I got some groceries, so you should be set for the week. I'll see you on Sunday."
Zoe nodded, then walked out the front door.
Slowly, Evan walked to Nana's bedroom door and pushed it open. He wasn't sure if she'd be awake or not, and definitely didn't want to wake her if she was sleeping. But she was lying on the bed, trembling a little after still not getting any relief from her earlier episode.
"Hey Nana," he said as he walked to the bed and sat down, turning to face her.
"Hi sweetie," she said, forcing a smile.
"You ok?"
"Yeah," she said, looking down at the bed. "I'm... I'm sorry, you know. I didn't ask for this... I can't help what's happening to me."
"I know Nana," he said, understanding.
"I just... why don't you and Zoe just go," she said softly. "I can manage this on my own."
Evan shook his head. "Nana... we know you can't," he said. "You tried that, remember? You probably would have starved to death had I not come over to check on you."
"I just..." she said softly. She knew she needed help, but she hated that she was such a burden on him and on his sister. She wished there was some other choice, some other way to handle this. But even a year into it, none of them ever came up with a workable solution.
"Let's not talk about it ok?" Evan said, patting her leg. "We're family. We take care of each other. Let's just... let's just get ready for bed. Ok?"
Nana nodded as he stood. He unbuttoned his shirt and slid it off his shoulders, tossing it aside. He unfastened his pants and let them fall, too, kicking them aside. They learned a long time ago that wearing clothes to bed wasn't such a good idea. They almost always got destroyed by one of Nana's... episodes.
Nana slid her dress over her head and tossed it aside as she looked at her well-built grandson. Her body was trembling as her desire soared. His body was still lean and muscular, even after his four years of college, a time when many gained weight. She wasn't sure when he ever exercised, but, right now, she didn't care. She wanted to burn some calories with him.
She palmed her slightly saggy D-cup breasts before she slid back into bed. She still wore her panties, even though they were soaked through. She used to change them several times a day... but it really seemed like too much work any more. She pulled the sheet up over herself as she watched Evan go into the bathroom and shut the door.
Her fingertips circled her nipple as she listened to him go to the bathroom, then brush his teeth. When he finally came out, she could see his slightly erect cock behind his briefs. She licked her lips in excitement.
Even reached up and turned off the bedside lamp. "Good night Nana," he said, settling into his pillow, pulling the sheet over himself as well. He could feel her body moving slightly in the bed beside him.
"Good night, Evan," she whispered. "I love you."
"I love you, too," he said and closed his eyes. He felt her move closer, first by the movement of the mattress, then by the heat of her body, then the feel of her hot, soft skin against his back. Her breasts pressed up against him, her hard nipples jabbing into his flesh as she slid her arm around him and hugged him tight.
She was panting in his ear, her mouth just in inch away from it. She sounded like she was trying to control her breathing, trying to calm herself, trying to will this... this episode... to subside. But she couldn't. It had started a while ago and was building and building...
Evan could feel his cock hardening rapidly. Her breathing in his ear like that, the urgency, the desire, always excited him, even when he didn't want it to. He knew that it was only a matter of time before she could no longer control herself.
He turned to lay on his back. "You ok, Nana?" he whispered.
"No," she said softly. She wished she could say yes, but that would be a really bad lie. "I'm, um," she said, licking her lips. "Can I... can I kiss you?"
Without even waiting for an answer, she leaned forward and slid her lips onto his, kissing him. The suddenness of it took him by surprise, especially the sudden movement of her body over him, her breasts pressing down into his chest.
The kiss broke for a second, as if she was thinking about what she was doing... as if she was fighting it as best she could. But her need and desire overwhelmed her and she kissed him again, a lot more forcefully, driving her tongue into his mouth.
"Kiss me," she moaned, her hands starting to roam his body, stroking his chest and abdomen. "That feels good. Kiss me." She kissed him over and over, long, passionate kisses become more and more urgent. "Now... use your tongue."
"Really Nana?" he asked, shocked, barely able to breath around her kisses.
"Yes," she said. "Stick it out. Kiss me like your girlfriend." He complied, only a little against his better judgement. She was getting him very excited as well. "Yeah that's better. Yes. Kiss me like that."
She sat up on all fours, grabbed his hand and forced him to palm her breast. "Touch my tits. Grab 'em. Yeah, like that. Squeeze it."
"Like that?" he asked, squeezing her soft, supple flesh with both hands. Her breasts seemed to be uncontainable as they spilled out the sides of his hands.
"That's ok," she panted. "But you can do better. Get my nipples in your hands right now."
Evan squeezed her breasts down to her nipples and started rolling them between his fingers.
"Yeah," she hissed, smiling in pleasure. "Harder! That's it." Evan pinched harder, pulling her nipples taut as she hissed and moaned above him. "Come on. Good."
She grabbed his head with one hand and bent down, pressing her breast into his face, guiding it to his mouth.
"Put that mouth on my nipple," she commanded him, getting more and more excited and domineering. "Faster. Oh! That's right. Yes... that's good. Pinch them... hard. That's it. Good. That's what Nana likes." She guided her other breast to his mouth to repeat the process. "Bite it. Bite that fucking nipple. Ahhhhh... that's it!" she wailed.
She suddenly sat up and grabbed her wet panties with both hands. "Take these off me," she said. Evan reached up and helped her pull them down as she straightened each leg. She tugged them hard in her urgency, stretching them far beyond any future use by the time they finally got off her legs.
She grabbed his shaft through his briefs and felt how hard he was getting. "Oh my God, you're hard. Like... really hard!" She grabbed the thin material and pushed it down, forcing it off his body. She crawled towards his feet, pulling and tugging, so that no matter how hard he fought her, they were going to come off.
Slowly she crawled up his body, straddling his legs, running her hands up his thighs. "It looks so... good," she moaned. She grabbed his erection, holding it up in the air. "It's so big and so nice. I'm so horny... and... and you're excited, too! I just... I just have to have it."
"Nana!" he said, trying to free his legs, trying to back away from her. "You can't..." This wasn't the first time they'd fucked. But before every time, Evan, in his head, felt the need to stop her, even if his body didn't want to.
"Don't tease me like that," she growled. Evan could tell that she was just not herself. Her symptoms had grown until they were uncontrollable and she was acting... animalistic. "I'm your fucking grandma. Give me that dick!"
She moved until her pussy was over his cock, her juices dripping on it. He could feel her burning heat over him. She quickly lowered her hips, pushing his cock deep inside her. She was so hot, so wet, that he easily slid inside until their bodies met.
"Ooooh... fuck yes," she moaned, closing her eyes to feel the pleasure. "Damn your dick feels so good."
She put her hands on his chest, her eyes still closed, as she started rocking her hips, moving him in and out of her wetness.
"I'm gonna ride you," she moaned. "Oh yeah... fuck that pussy. Fuck it so hard." She moved faster, her need for an orgasm overriding everything. "Oh... yeah, there you go. Oh God, yeah. Fuck yeah! Oh God. That's so good."
Evan didn't want to enjoy this. He knew it should repulse him, but... he couldn't help how he truly felt. His body betrayed him completely. While she was in her sixties, she kept in good shape. Her body was trim, her breasts large and bouncing. He usually could see her as his doting, old grandma... but not now. Now she was a fucking sex pot.
He felt his cock throbbing, so hard, as her pussy squeezed it over and over again. She was so wet and so hot. He reached up and grabbed her bouncing breasts again, grabbed and rolled her nipples again and it seemed to send to new heights of pleasure.
"Oh, oh, oh... fuck me... fuck me!" she demanded with animalistic grunting and growling. "Yeah... fuck me... fuck me! Oh, fuck I'm so hot. Oh! Yeah! Ah, there it is. There... it... isssssss!" she yelled as she came, her body trembling, her muscles tightening as her pussy gushed forth all over him.



She was sweating and panting from her exertion as she sat with her eyes closed, looking up at the ceiling, just feeling him inside her, waiting for her orgasm to subside.
Evan gasped as she crawled back towards his stomach again, sliding his cock free, then kicked her leg over him to get off him. She looked down, saw his sweaty face and expression of pleasure, fear, and confusion, and felt so, so guilty.
"I'm so sorry," she said, over and over as she lay in bed beside him. She turned away from him, unable to look at him, fearing that he hated her for what she did to him all the time.
Evan lay still for a moment, still in shock from her abnormal aggressiveness. He thought they'd found a way to control it, but he obviously didn't react soon enough. Then he turned towards her, shuffling closer until he was against her, and hugged her, kissing her shoulder.
"It's ok. It's ok, Nana," he said soothingly. "Just go to sleep. I'll see you in the morning."
Evan felt her body relax finally, felt her breathing get slower and calmer as she quickly fell into a deep sleep.
He couldn't sleep, however. His mind replayed events from the past fifteen months. Fifteen months of dealing with this... this disease. He slowly slid away from her and got out of bed, walking quietly into the bathroom where he closed the door. Standing in front of the toilet, he held his still-erect cock in his hand, and started stroking it.
*****
January 7th, 2021.
"I don't know," Nana said behind her surgical mask as Evan walked her from the car into the clinic. "I keep hearing things about these vaccines."
"I hear them, too," he said. "But you can't believe everything you hear. The government says they're safe and necessary."
"I know, it's just... they're not really tested," she said.
"They're tested enough to keep you from getting killed from COVID. The last thing you want to do is be stuck in the hospital barely able to breath. Thousands of people are dying from this, especially people your age. You need to do this."
"Yeah... yeah, I know," she said. He guided her through the clinic doors, following several other people who were coming in for their first vaccination shot. They quickly found a seat and waited for her name to be called.
"Janice... Janice Caplan," a nurse said as the door to the back opened ten minutes later.
Evan helped her stand and walked her over to the door. "Go ahead and have a seat, sir, I'll take her back."
Evan sat back down and waited for another ten minutes before she came back out. He quickly moved and helped her sit back down.
"The nurse said we have to wait for thirty minutes before we can leave, to check for any adverse reactions or complications," she said.
"Ok."
*****
She was fine after the first shot, and Evan drove her back for the second shot three weeks later. Even after that shot, things went well with her health. Evan checked on her, calling her regularly to see if she needed anything. He often went grocery shopping for her.
It wasn't until the booster shot, in September of 2021, that things started to unravel. Evan could tell during their regular phone conversations that things weren't right. She was always out of breath, sometimes a little spacey, although she would never admit that anything was wrong.
In early October, just three weeks after the booster shot, he grew concerned enough to go and see her in person. When he arrived, he knocked on the door, but there was no answer. Growing more scared that something had happened, he pounded louder, yelling her name. Then he walked around the house, looking in the windows, trying to see her.
He knew she had to have a key hidden somewhere outside, so he searched around her porch and flower bed, looking for anything that might be used to conceal a key. When he found a fake rock and a key popped out, he quickly went to the door and opened it.
The room reeked with the smell of sex and he held his breath as he looked around, finally finding her in her bedroom. "Nana!" he said, running around the bed to her. "Nana! Are you ok?" He checked her body and it was warm... hot in fact... and she was sweating.
"Evan?" she said, weakly. "Is that you?"
"Yeah, Nana. It's me," he said trying to determine what was wrong. The bed was soaked and reeked of sex as well. He could hear a loud buzzing and saw an extension cord running across the bed and under the covers.
"Nana... what's... what's going on?" he asked.
"I'm so thirsty," she said.
"Ok... ok," he said. "I'll go get you some water." He dashed out of the room and into the kitchen, filling a glass of water. There were rotting bananas on the counter, the mold visibly showing that they'd been rotting for a few weeks now. "What the...?"
When he got back into the bedroom, Nana was moving slightly, and the buzzing sound was changing slightly, rhythmically. It was almost like a lawnmower... but different. "Here's your water," he said, holding it out for her.
"Thank... you...," she moaned, but didn't take the water. "Uh!" she panted, her eyes closing tightly, her face contorting. "Please!"
"What in the hell?" he asked. Then he grabbed the blanket and pulled it away, exposing his grandmother's near-naked body. Her night shirt was pulled up and she was holding a powerful vibrator between her legs, slowly grinding against it.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" Nana whimpered, her body shaking as she orgasmed again, right in front of him.
"Nana! What the fuck?" Evan yelled.
"I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm sorry," she said over and over as she tossed the vibrator to the bed beside her. "I don't know what's wrong with me."
"Can you... can you stand?" he asked, trying to pull her up.
"I... I don't know."
"Let's get some water in you... and some food," he said. "When the hell was the last time you ate anything?"
*****
Over the next two days, he gave her food and water, bathing and nurturing her back to health as he slept in the living room. He scheduled and went with her to her doctor's appointment on October ninth, and listened as the doctor told him his diagnosis.
He was stunned by what the doctor said... reciting her symptoms... and describing how limited he was in his ability to help her. Without a known treatment nor no known cure, she was going to have to weather the PAS storm and wait for science to find an answer. And the doctor suggested Evan's help would be absolutely vital through this.
On the drive back to her home, Evan asked her about her symptoms and she told him about the nagging need that burned between her legs, how her breasts, her nipples, constantly tingled and throbbed with desire. She told him about how her panties were constantly soaked, how much she had to touch herself just to get by. Embarrassing both of them, she told him about how the need never seemed to fully go away, but was sometimes controlled and diminished by her orgasm.
Even as they drove, her breathing became ragged and she told him how strong the symptoms were getting, how strong the urge was to touch herself. He reached over the console and held her arm, showing concern for what she was going through. But she grabbed his wrist forcefully and pushed his hand between her legs. Using her hand over his, she rubbed her pussy, rapidly, lifting her hips off the seat, and moaning so loudly he thought the world could hear her.
He had a difficult time staying on the road as she used his hand to masturbate with, until she finally came with a screaming orgasm. After a moment, she released his hand and he pulled it back, dripping wet, and completed the drive home quietly, both too embarrassed to talk about what had just happened.
It was only a day later when the two grandkids, Evan and Zoe, her only family left, talked and decided that they had to do something to help her. The created a system where one would be constantly living with her, helping her through this, while simultaneously helping her just survive, by buying groceries and making food for her, making sure she ate, drank, and bathed regularly.
With most businesses and colleges either reducing their in-person staff, going fully remote, or temporarily closing due to being deemed non-essential in April of 2020, both Evan and Zoe's work and school life had already changed. Evan was lucky enough to work on his computer, fully remote, but Zoe lost her job at the restaurant where she worked. Luckily she could still attend her college classes online.
Zoe didn't fully understand what was happening. She wouldn't until she witnessed it personally.
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Sunday, October 18th, 2021
Zoe had just turned down the street to her grandmother's house. "Yes," she said, talking to her boyfriend, Zach. "It is for the whole week. My brother and I set this up last weekend. One of us stays and takes care of my grandma while the other gets the week off."
"Did she fall or something?" Zach asked.
"No. I'm not exactly sure what's wrong," Zoe admitted. "She caught some kind of disease or something and is recovering from that."
"Do you have to give her shots or anything?"
"No... it's more just making sure she eats and everything. I guess this disease makes her not hungry or something," she said.
"Ok, ok... does this mean you're at the apartment next week then... all alone?" Zach asked, telling Zoe just what he was thinking.
"That's right," Zoe teased. "All alone... nothing to stop some big, strong man from breaking in and ravaging me. It'd be a whole week before someone came to rescue me." She giggled.
"Hmmm... I'll keep that in mind."
"Well, my dear, I gotta go. I'm here," she said.
"Ok. Love you."
"Love you, too."
Zoe unlocked the front door of her grandmother's house and hauled her luggage and backpack through it, just before 10pm. The air was cool outside, the leaves starting to change as fall weather was starting. It was going to be Halloween in just two weeks. She'd already planned ahead and bought some candy to set in a bowl outside her apartment door. With the pandemic, Halloween trick-or-treating was definitely different.
The past week had been incredible. With Evan gone, her boyfriend had almost spent the entire week with her, defying the government's desires. It was one of the best weeks in her entire life. This week-on, week-off thing was probably going to be pretty awesome.
She set her suitcase and backpack down in the living room. The room was dark and the house was quiet, but the kitchen light was on. She tossed her jacket onto the back of the couch and walked into the light.
Evan was sitting at the kitchen table, his elbows resting on top of the table, his head in his hands.
"Evan? You ok?" she asked.
"Yeah... um... yeah," he said, looking up at her. He looked tired and... defeated. He looked like he'd been crying.
"Where's Nana?"
"She's in the bedroom, sleeping," he said. He even sounded tired and sad.
She was afraid to ask, but had to. "How did the week go?"
Evan looked at her, as if thinking about what to say. He knew he couldn't really tell her what happened. He couldn't tell her how many times he was forced to fuck his own grandmother. He couldn't tell her how many times he had to make her cum. He didn't even really want to think about it.
"Um... different than I expected," he said. Then he pushed his chair back. "I, um... I gotta go. Cadence is expecting me."
"Wait!" Zoe said, walking behind him as he went into the living room and started putting on his coat. "Anything I need to know? Anything happen?"
Evan shook his head. What could he tell her? Would she even believe him? "Good night," he simply said. He picked up his suitcase and computer bag and opened the front door to walk out to his car.
"Good night," Zoe replied. He was acting so strange. Was it that hard to make sure Nana is fed, drinks, and bathes? This was just a little babysitting job, really. She rationalized that he'd never babysat anyone before, so maybe taking care of someone else like this was all just new to him. At least she wouldn't have to keep her Nana entertained constantly.
She moved her suitcase, setting it on the recliner, before looking at the couch for her sleeping conditions. It was a little strange... or maybe just unexpected. But there was no pillow, or sheet, or blanket on the couch. She wondered where Evan had slept.
She walked over and slowly, quietly opened the door to her grandmother's bedroom. There was a small lamp on the side of the bed turned on, giving the room some light, which showed that Nana appeared to be sleeping. She walked in and grabbed one of the spare pillows and blanket from the bed, then left, keeping the door slightly open.
She tossed the blanket and pillow on the couch, then went to her suitcase to grab her pajamas. The windows had the curtains pulled, so she changed into her pajamas right in the living room. The light from the kitchen kept the living room lit well enough, so she arranged the blanket on the couch and slid under it.
It wasn't the most comfortable of couches, but she was asleep soon enough.
*****
She didn't know what time it was, but she was suddenly wakened by a kiss on her forehead. Surprised, she opened her eyes to see Nana... naked... kneeling beside the couch, panting.
"Zoe?" Nana whispered. "Are you awake?"
"Nana?" Zoe said, still shocked from being awakened from a deep sleep. "Yeah, I'm awake. What time is it?" She looked around, but there were no clocks to be seen in the dimly lit room.
"I don't... I don't know," Nana panted. "It's still dark out."
"Where... where are your clothes?" Zoe asked, seeing her grandma naked for the first time. Her breasts were large, D-cups, sagging and swaying a little as the older woman moved. "Is there anything... anything wrong?"
"No," Nana panted, feeling the tingling and burning between her legs, the tingling in her nipples. "I mean... not wrong. Just... I need your help."
"My help?" Zoe asked, confused.
"I'm... um... I'm having another... episode."
"Ok... ok," Zoe nodded, not sure exactly what that meant. "What can I do to help?"
Nana licked her lips. She looked so desperate and needy. "Can you... touch me?"
Her question completely confused Zoe. She didn't understand what was going on at all. "Touch you? What do you mean?"
Nana suddenly grabbed her wrist and pulled, putting Zoe's hand to her pussy and started grinding against it.
Zoe had never touched another woman like that before but Nana's heat and wetness was far, far different than what her own pussy felt like. "What are you... doing?" She tried to pull her hand back, but Nana's grip was too firm.
Nana bent down and kissed her on the lips, forcefully, almost suffocating Zoe with her advances. "I need this... I really need this."
In their struggling, Zoe trying to pull her hand away and Nana trying to keep it there and grind against it, Zoe was pulled off the couch and onto the living room floor. Nana kissed her again, firmly holding her head with her free hand.
Zoe put her hands on Nana's shoulders, trying to push her off, trying to fight against her advances. But the older woman was just too strong.
"Don't fight it... Zoe," she said between kisses. "It's what I need." Nana slid her tongue into Zoe's mouth, startling the young woman, and kicked a leg over her so that she sat on Zoe's stomach. "Mmhmm."
"Nana! No!" Zoe protested between kisses, turning her head away to avoid them as much as she could, but Nana was insistent. "I don't want this."
"But I need it," Nana moaned, "really... really bad. Can't you feel how wet I am?"
"But... but Nana..." Zoe complained. Why was her grandma doing this?
"Just... just do this... just once," Nana said.
"But... this wasn't..."
"It'll be ok... you'll see," Nana said sitting up. Then, with a fire in her eyes, she crawled forward and quickly pressed her soaked and swollen pussy against Zoe's mouth.
Zoe tried to turn her head away, but that only made Nana pull her thighs together, trapping her head in one position. "This works better if you use your mouth," Nana panted, grabbing Zoe's head and pulling it into her pussy even harder. "It'll go much, much faster. I'm so close."
Zoe felt so trapped, unable to move away, unable to stop what Nana was doing to her. All she could do would be to give in and hope it was over as fast as Nana said.
"Oh... that's just what Nana needs," Nana moaned as she felt Zoe's tongue slide through her lips and press against her clit. Wanting to get her off quickly, Zoe rapidly flicked her tongue over her clit. "Oh... that's it. At least you know where my fucking clit is. Right there. Just like that. Mmhmm. Yes."
Zoe could just barely see Nana's tits swaying above her, just barely see her face looking down at her, as Nana ground her pussy into her face, fucking her mouth.
"Yes... that's it," she moaned. "Get that mouth in action. That's it. I know you can do better than that. You're supposed to be helping me. Get your mouth in there."
Zoe licked and sucked as best she could, grabbing Nana's ass with her hands, trying to calm her grinding hips. She prayed that Nana didn't press down so hard she broke her nose... or smothered her into unconsciousness.
"Does Nana's pussy taste good?" Nana asked rhetorically. "Oh fuck... Now you're giving me exactly what I need. That's it. Fuck yeah!" She was groaning and panting, her hips moving all over Zoe's mouth and face.
She reached back and slid her hand over Zoe's pussy, over her pajama bottoms, but it didn't last long. It was too distracting from her own pleasure. Her hands then pounded on the couch, her pleasure building to such heights.
"Uh huh... right there... that's good," Nana panted, almost screaming. "That's how you do it. Oh! Yes, yes, yes!"
Whether Zoe wanted to do anything or not... whether she wanted to please her or not... it didn't make a difference. Nana was going to get her orgasm from her.
"That's it... fucking make me cum," she yelled. "Uh huh... That's it... hold that tongue out. Hold that fucking tongue out."
Nana was grinding into her face like a cowboy riding a bucking bronco, intent on getting that orgasm no matter what.
"Oh! Put your tongue in deep!" Nana yelled, grabbing and squeezing her own breasts hard. "Right there! Right there! Ahhhhhhh!"
And suddenly she came, flooding Zoe's mouth and covering her face with her juices. Even the carpet under her head was getting extremely wet. Nana's body was shaking erratically, her muscles tightening, threatening to make her fall. Then she suddenly relaxed.
Nana kicked her leg off of Zoe and backed away from her granddaughter, feeling extremely embarrassed. "I'm... I'm sorry," she whispered. "I don't know what comes over me. It just gets to be so unbearable if I wait too long."
Zoe looked at her, a mix of anger, sadness, and confusion all over her face. She stood, unable to look at or talk to her grandmother, and quickly walked into the bathroom, closing and locking the door behind her. She looked at herself in the mirror and saw just how wet and messed up her face and hair was. Disgusted, she started the water and washed her face.
When she finally got out of the bathroom, Nana was gone, back in her bedroom, appearing to be asleep again. Zoe looked at the clock. 4am.
*****
Thursday, April 21st, 2022
Zoe sat at the dining room table in her grandmother's house, her laptop computer opened as she listened to one of her class lectures. A spiral notepad and the novel she was reading for class 'Nineteen Eighty Four' sat beside her so she could take some notes. She never did like remote classes and luckily they were starting to wind down as more schools pledged to open back up for in-person learning in the fall.
"And the writing of 'Nineteen Eighty Four' by Mr. Orwell," the professor said, "comes on the heels of his wife dying in the hospital in 1945 and his book 'Animal Farm' being published in August of that same year in Britain and the following August in the United States. Now..."
"Zoe?" her Nana said, coming into the dining room from the living room where she was watching some comedy on the TV.
"Yeah, Nana," Zoe said.
"It's... um... happening again," Nana said, sounding apologetic. Even though she and her two grandchildren had been doing this for six months now, it still embarrassed them all. Nana tried and tried to delay coming to them. She tried to masturbate with her fingers... with toys... with anything she could find. But nothing ever satisfied her, nothing was able to keep the cravings away as long as a human touch. "I'm um... I hate interrupt your class."
"When did the cravings start?" Zoe asked. She was trying to find some kind of pattern to the cravings, logging when they started and what was done to stop them. So far, there wasn't much of a pattern. But she had to try. The doctors still had no idea what to do for her.
"I don't know. About... um... maybe thirty minutes ago," Nana said, panting.
Zoe looked at the clock on the computer and noted the time on the sheet of paper. "Were you...?"
Nana nodded. "Yes... with just my... my fingers. You know. Could you... um... touch me?"
Zoe always felt uneasy when the episodes hit. She didn't want to do this. She didn't want to have any kind of sex with her grandma. But the longer she prolonged it, the longer she denied and waited, the more desperate her grandmother became. And the more desperate she became, the more aggressive she became.
Zoe chided herself for not noticing, for not catching this when it started. "You have to let me know sooner, Nana," she said. "You know it's easier to deal with then."
"I know... I just... hate this," Nana apologized. "I hate that you have to..."
"I know. I know," Zoe reassured her. She turned her chair and Nana moved in front of her, spreading her legs slightly. She was wearing a sundress, obviously with nothing on underneath. The sight of Nana's juices dripping down her legs and her scent filling the air repulsed Zoe a little, but she was getting used to it. It had been six months now. She was getting used to a lot.
She swallowed hard as she slid her hand up the inside of Nana's thigh, collecting her juices along the way. When she reached the top, she could feel Nana's swollen labia. The dress hid it from view, but from previous episodes she knew exactly what it looked like.
Nana's body shook from her touch and she closed her eyes as Zoe slid the back of her finger along Nana's slit. "Oh God," Nana whispered. She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them, teasing her nipples roughly.
Zoe turned her hand over and slid two fingers between her labia, sliding along her sensitive, soft, wet flesh and pushed them inside her. She pushed slowly, feeling Nana's pussy clench and squeeze them, wanting more and more.
Nana was panting above her, her body shaking with desire, as Zoe slid two of her fingers in and out of her wetness. "Oh fuck, that's good," she panted.
Zoe tried not to watch her, tried not to pay too much attention to what she was doing, in fact. She listened to her lecture as much as she could.
"Faster," Nana panted. "Please, a little faster."
Zoe sped up her fingering, trying to keep Nana happy, trying to get through this episode. Nana had pulled down one of the shoulder straps of her dress and pried her breast free. Her hand was squeezing it, pinching and pulling her nipples. When Zoe looked up again, Nana was looking down at her with a hungry look in her eyes.
"Please... grab my tits," Nana begged. Zoe reached up with her other hand and grabbed the large mound as Nana requested, looking away in embarrassment. "Yeah, like that. Squeeze it."
"Nana," she protested.
"Just... fucking squeeze it," Nana demanded. She started moving her hips to help out Zoe's moving fingers, but nothing seemed to be enough. "Pinch the nipple. Harder! That's it." Zoe pinched the swollen nub of flesh, pulling her nipple taut as Nana hissed and moaned above her. "That's it. Good."
Zoe found it more and more difficult to finger her grandma as the older woman moved closer and closer to her. Nana then lifted a leg, putting her foot on Zoe's chair, opening her legs even wider. Then she grabbed Zoe by the hair and pulled her face closer to her pussy.
"Nana!" she protested. "No."
Nana eased the pressure on her head for a moment, but, when she protested, Zoe had stopped fingering her. Feeling a sudden need, Nana pulled again, harder this time, forcing Zoe's face into her crotch. With her free hand, Nana lifted her dress out of the way and pulled Zoe's face into her bare wetness.
"Oh my God, Nana," Zoe protested, but she knew she had no choice but to lick her. Nana brought her other hand to hold Zoe's head, forcing the young woman's mouth against her. Zoe removed her fingers and began licking her, putting her hands on Nana's thighs to help alleviate the pressure Nana was exerting on her and to keep herself from falling forward.
"Put your fingers back," Nana panted. "God... please."
Zoe put two fingers back into her pussy as best she could, sliding them in and out even as she continued licking her clit.
"Oh fuck that's good," Nana moaned, as Zoe suddenly sucked on it. "Fuck... yes! Yes! Oh my fucking God!"
Nana's body shuddered as she came, her juices dripping down her legs and off Zoe's chin and hand. She took a step back. Her dress fell back in place and she replaced the shoulder strap.
"Oh, that was what I needed," Nana said. She leaned down and kissed her granddaughter deeply, her embarrassment not as strong any more. "Thank you Zoe." Zoe smiled up at her. "You know... if you want... I can... I can, you know... do things for you, too. I can imagine you get frustrated being here all the time."
Zoe just looked at her, a little stunned, but a little intrigued. Could she really have more of a sexual relationship with her grandmother? She was already half-way there... where she was always giving. Would it be easier if she were receiving, too?
"Or, maybe... maybe you can invite your boyfriend over sometimes... to... you know... help you out. I suggested the same thing to Evan last week."
"We'll see, Nana," Zoe said, seriously considering both options. "Go and watch your movie. I have to finish this lecture."
Zoe sat back in her chair and turned it towards her computer again, ready to finish the lecture. She wiped her chin with the back of her hand, then grabbed a napkin fromn the table to finish the job.
"... popularized the term 'Orwellian' as an adjective," the professor continued, "with many terms used in the novel entering common usage to this day, including 'Big Brother', 'doublethink', 'Thought Police', 'thoughtcrime', 'Newspeak', and '2 + 2 = 5'."
*****
Sunday, January 29th, 2023
Evan was sleeping when he felt the first touch. He'd gotten used to sleeping with his grandmother, sleeping with her hugging him from behind, her warm, soft body crushed against him. As he woke, he could feel her fingertips stroking his chest, her mouth near his ear. He shivered hearing her light, excited panting.
Her fingers played over his chest, played in his chest hair, then circled around his nipples and pecs. She slowly moved lower and lower down his body, her fingers making circles over his abdomen and belly button.
Her touch was light and soothing and under other circumstances would lead him into a deeper sleep. But now, he knew exactly what was going on. He knew she wasn't trying to sooth him, but excite him. And it was working.
She kissed his ear as her hand moved even lower and he felt it slide under his erection to play in his pubic hair. After all this time, he'd learned to sleep naked. His grandma had ruined a lot of his underwear and pajama bottoms urgently trying to get them off in her episodic frenzy.
Her hand, although not deliberately, teased his cock, making it even harder as she slid beneath it. Slowly, her hand moved so that her fingers curled around it, and she stroked him, lightly and slowly.
"Yesss," she whispered, feeling just how hard he already was for her. He couldn't help it. His body was just responding. It was a natural human response, he reasoned. "God you're so hard." Slowly her hand slid up and down his shaft and Evan felt himself getting so turned on.
He turned to his back as she continued her stroking and pushed the blanket off. In the dim light, he watched her hand, watched the head poking out as her hand moved over it again and again. Their eyes met and she smiled.



"Do you like the way Nana's touching you?" she asked, smiling up at him. Her face reflected her desire, her need. She wasn't the kindly, old grandmother right now. She was a sexually needy woman that wanted him.
"Yes," he panted. He couldn't deny how good it felt. And he knew that if he denied her, the episode would only get worse and she'd only become more aggressive.
She moved her head onto his chest, her ear in the center as she looked down at his crotch. "You're so big. Is that for me?"
"Uh huh," Evan moaned. They'd learned over the past fifteen months that it was better to catch her early in her episodes and head it off before it became unmanageable. So, when Nana became excited, she was encouraged to express it to them.
Her hand moved faster, squeezing more. "Look at that thing... it's so beautiful... so big. Does that mean you like this?"
"Yeah," Evan panted.
She slid her face even closer. Evan could feel her hot breath on his shaft. "Oh, look at that. Does it need kisses?" Nana kissed the head and licked around the shaft like an ice cream cone. Then he felt the hot wetness of her mouth engulf the head, then more as her head slowly bobbed up and down.
"Oh my God," Evan panted. He couldn't believe this was happening... again!
"Mmhmm... ah, yeah," she moaned as she pumped her hand underneath her mouth.
"Oh, that feels so good, Nana," Evan moaned again.
"Oh yeah, look at that," she said. "It's so pretty and shiny wet. I know I shouldn't say it... but... I love sucking your cock. I love how it feels throbbing in my mouth."
She continued softly sucking and stroking him, driving him towards his orgasm slowly. She definitely wasn't in a rush.
"God, you're rock hard," she whispered. "There's my very big grandson. My big grandson's cock. You know I love to suck your cock. I wish I could suck it every single day."
"Mmm," Evan groaned. God this was so... wrong.
"You haven't told anyone about this, still, right?" she asked, suddenly sounding a little nervous. "I mean, I can just imagine how people would react, not understanding how medically necessary this is."
"No, Nana," Evan said, panting. "I haven't told anyone. Not even Cadence."
"Mmm," she moaned as she released him from her mouth and lifted up. She kicked her leg over him, straddling him. "That's good." She slid her hand between her legs a moment, then grabbed his shaft. "God I'm so wet."
Slowly she slid his cock into the hot, wet folds of her pussy and guided it inside her. "Ah... yeah," she moaned, pushing her hips all the way down, embedding him fully.
"Oh my God," Evan gasped. Her pussy was so warm and wet, and squeezed him as he slid deep inside her.
"Oh yeah... good boy," she said, rocking her hips, sliding him in and out of her pussy. "That feels so good. So... fucking... deep."
Nana put her hands on his chest and looked down at him, moving her hips rapidly, fucking him faster.
"Oh wow... fuck!" Evan gasped.
"Yeah... I'm gonna cum," she panted, closing her eyes. "I'm gonna... I'm gonna cum. Fuck!" Then her body shook and splashed her juices all over his cock and abdomen. She stopped moving for a moment, just letting her orgasm wash over her like so many times before.
But instead of stopping and just rolling over to go to sleep again, as was normal, leaving Evan needing to go into the bathroom to masturbate, she started fucking him again. She moved her hips fast again and looked down at him.
"Oh my God... yeah, that's good," she panted. "Evan? I want you to cum for me. I want you to cum... inside me."
"Nana?" he asked. This change was unexpected but it felt so good.
"Cum for me. Cum right in my pussy," she encouraged him, her hips slamming into his again and again. "You know you want to."
"Oh fuck!" he moaned. "Oh my God! Yes! Oh fuck!"
"Cum for me," Nana panted as she felt his entire body shake, she felt his cock pulsing inside her, felt his cum splashing inside her. "Yeah, cum for me. Yeah, you're a good boy... you're a good boy."
She slowed again and rose, taking him from inside her. His cum was all over his cock and dripped from her pussy.
"Oh, that's a good boy... yeah... good, good boy," she said, smiling down at him. She slid her fingers through her wetness, gathering up his cum in her hand. "So much cum! Mmmm."
They were both breathing hard and sweating as Nana lay down beside Evan and kissed her shoulder. "That was good," she said, smiling at the ceiling.
"Yeah... oh my God," Evan panted. "I need to... I need to clean up."
"Oh, I'm sorry, Evan," Nana said, sitting back up and taking a hold of his cock again. "Let me do that."
*****
At 10pm, Evan was sitting in the living room, watching a movie while Nana laid in bed, reading. He heard the jiggle of keys in the lock and suddenly the front door opened, with a cold blast of air announcing their arrival. Zoe walked in carrying her suitcase and book bag again.
To his surprise, though, Zach, Zoe's boyfriend, came in behind her.
"Hey, sis," Evan said, standing.
"Hey," she said back, feeling the uneasiness from him. "You remember Zach, right?"
"Yeah... good to see you again," Evan said. "He's here for...?"
"He's here to help me through this," she said, while both of them took their coats off.
Evan just looked at her, his mouth open in shock. "I... uh... I guess I don't want to know."
"Yeah," Zoe said simply.
"You think this is a good idea?" he asked her, believing strongly that it certainly wasn't.
"It's a good idea for me," she said smugly. "Evan, it's been over a year. I can't keep doing this without... help."
Evan gathered his computer bag and suitcase in silence and headed for the door. If Zoe felt she had to do it, and if Nana didn't object, then who was he to stop it? "Good night," he said, and walked out. It was cold outside, with a winter storm dropping several inches of snow in the next few hours.
He started the car and looked at the shadows in the front window as he waited for the car to heat up. He shook his head. If they were going to keep this up, was he going to need Cadence to come over, too? Was he going to need the same kind of help?
He said a quick prayer, hoping that the doctors would have some idea of what to do long before that happened.
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Custom Curios: The Ring
Some people enjoy receiving jewelry on Valentine's Day... some even enjoy receiving a ring. But maybe not this time...
He licked his dry lips, his panting was constantly drying them out. But he couldn't help himself at all. It'd only been seven days, but he was already so far addicted that there was no turning back. He sat back in the Lay-Z-Boy chair, the football game playing in the background, but it barely registered in his mind.
His hands were shaking as they gripped his long, hard shaft, sliding up and down it rapidly. He hoped an orgasm would appease him this time. It just had to. He didn't know how much more he could take. He applied more lubricant to his hand, quickly returning to his hardness to stroke more. He was so close and it felt so good.
The voices in his mind became stronger. He could hear them moaning in desire, soft whispers telling him what to do, urging him to continue, begging him to cum again and again. He could feel the invisible hands caressing his body, even through his clothing, even through the chair back. Nothing he did could stop their teasing lustfulness. Their touch felt so incredible. He longed for it. If he hadn't been so excited for so long, he would never even think of stopping it.
He knew it started with the ring that he received a week ago. His life was normal before that. Everything was going ok before that day. His mind briefly flashed to it, to him waking up to a knock on the door in the middle of the afternoon. With tired eyes, he opened the door to find no one there, just a little box... sitting on the floor. He could hear someone running down the hall, sobbing.
He bent over and picked it up, looking down the hall at the sound of the fleeing person, wondering who it could be. He turned the box in his hand, around and around, as he shut the door and moved back into the apartment. He lifted the top to find a couple pages of folded paper inside and a ring. The ring was old, with a lot of fine workmanship. The band was a very intricate, metallic weave with the top holding some sort of dark stone in an intricate setting. It wasn't exactly something he'd wear, but it looked interesting enough for a gag.
Holding the ring in his hand it felt warm and comfortable for some reason. He turned his attention to the papers. They were worn, torn in spots and obviously reused, refolded and taped in spots. The first page was simple. All it said was "Please put the ring on and I'll explain everything." Shaking his head and smiling, he did just that.
He never thought that a little metal object could torture him so much. His hips rose from the seat as he came hard, grunting and breathing in heavy gasps. The crescendo of voices in his head peaked as well, as if an entire multitude was coming with him. He could feel their hands all over his body, he felt them playing with his nipples, sucking on his earlobes, hands cradling his balls and fingers probing and easing into his asshole. He'd never been in an orgy before, but knew even that wouldn't feel as good as he felt right now.
According to the paper, he had seven days. He was running out of time.
*****
"Jesse, did you see my Psych book lying around?," the young brunette called into the next room.
A head popped out of the bedroom door. "What did you say?"
The girl was moving things around on the desk, haphazard piles of books and papers falling over. "I was wondering if you saw my Psych book... oh, here it is," she said, pulling the thick book out from under strewn papers. She stuffed it into her bookbag and threw it over her shoulder.
"You gotta clean that mess up some time, Dawn," the blond chided, her voice fading as she moved back into her bedroom.
"I know.... I know... Hey, are you and Chad going out tonight or tomorrow night for Valentine's Day?"
"Yeah," the voice called out. The head suddenly reappeared. "I'm going over to his place tonight and won't be back until tomorrow night. He has an entire day planned for us," she said with an obvious twinkle in her eyes.
"Jeez, I'm so jealous."
"You should be," Jesse giggled. "You'll find your Romeo soon enough, hun."
"I hope so. I'm tired of being alone for Valentine's Day. Anyways, you guys have a fun time." Dawn moved to the door. "I have classes this morning and will probably crash on the couch to movies until you come back." She laughed almost nervously, then opened the door, disappearing into the hallway.
Jesse continued packing her suitcase, looking through her closet and dresser for just the right outfits and stopped, cocking her head wondering if she just heard a knock. It didn't repeat, but she knew she heard something. She walked to the front door. "Hello?" she called. No response, so she opened the door a little, verifying the chain was still latched.
The only thing there was a little box on the hallway floor. She wondered if it was some sort of Valentine's present as she unlatched the door and retrieved it. She knew it wasn't from Chad, though... definitely not his style. She smiled. Maybe a secret admirer for Dawn! She opened it, noting the worn letter inside and the ornate old ring at the bottom.
"Wow," she said out loud. "That's definitely different." She closed the box back up and put it conspicuously on the table for Dawn. "Maybe that'll help cheer her up."
Within twenty minutes, she was out the door and gone for the weekend.
*****
Jonathan shook his head in anger and frustration. How could he do this to another person? The voices in his head told him not to, told him that he belonged with them forever. They were so seductive, calling to him like that. They knew exactly what he wanted to hear.
"No!" he said loudly, standing up and pacing to the other side of the room. "There's no other way. The paper said so... the paper will save her, too."
He moved back to the couch, his cock bobbing in the air as he pushed his pants down and just walked out of them, leaving them in the middle of the floor. His hand automatically caressed it's length. It was harder than ever as he started stroking it again, his eyes closing, his head falling back.
"Please...", he moaned as he felt his orgasm building rapidly once again. Today was his last day.
*****
It was noon before Dawn finally walked back into her apartment with a huff, dropping her bookbag on the floor beside the door. At least she had a day and a half to relax. Luckily, no one gave her homework due on Monday, too. She looked into the empty room, unaccustomed to not hearing some sort of noise.
She shook her head, upset to actually be alone the night before Valentine's Day and no prospect at all for a date tomorrow either. When every other girl in the world would be out having the best time ever with an awesome guy, she was going to be home alone. Giving an exasperated sigh, she moved into the dining room and noticed the small box, conspicuously placed.
"Jesse would have taken it, if it was for her. Wonder what it is?" Dawn mumbled, grabbing it and opening it. She pulled the worn paper out first and then noticed the ring. It was incredibly made. The thin strands of silver were wrapped and entwined as if it were a rope delicately looped. The stone looked rather dull and unassuming and she couldn't even guess what it was.
She held the ring in her hand while she opened the papers. The topmost paper had a simple message. "Please put the ring on and I'll explain everything." She laughed a little thinking how strange this whole thing was, but let the ring slip onto her finger. It felt warm and almost tingly, but she guessed it was just the way it was made that felt so different.
She turned to the second page and began reading the hand-written, flowing script. It described the ring and it's origin, at least from the writer's perspective since it had existed long before he or she even found it. Most of the first few pages were photocopies of even older original papers, making the document very old. She moved over to the couch and sat down, fascinated at the story of the ring. But then she turned to the next page.
"You might be feeling a little... strange," it said. "I do hate telling you all this and I hope that one day you'll forgive me. But you see, this ring ensnared me in its spell as well and I have found this to be the only way to release the curse. I do not know if it will work, but it is my only hope. I pass my experience on to you, in hopes that you too will be able to break the curse." Dawn started getting nervous, especially being alone in the apartment. She could feel... something... happening inside her. It definitely wasn't unpleasant, but felt strange.
She pulled the ring off her finger and put it on the seat cushion next to her. The stone on the top had turned blood red now but otherwise the ring looked harmless.
"From what I've discerned about the ring, the owner is cursed and will suffer the fate of all before me unless the cycle is broken or the curse is passed to another in time, as I'm attempting. The curse itself is... insidious... and while it seems pleasant at first, it will quickly grow to an obsessive burden."
"From my understanding, you have seven days to either break the curse, or pass it on to another. I, myself, write this on my seventh day and pray to God that passing it saves me. I pass it with these instructions to help the next poor soul. The previous owner was consumed by the ring, forever gone. I have come to realize, as you will feel to, that all consumed owners inhabit the ring. They are part of the seduction. They will want you to keep the ring to yourself and become one with them. You must resist them.
"I pray that you will pass this information on to someone else to save yourself... if you're strong enough to pass it at all. It seems cruel. But it's the only way I know."
Dawn felt the tingling grow more insistent, almost like fingers sliding along her skin, moving up her legs and caressing her thighs. She licked her lips as she felt an unseen mouth kiss her neck, and lightly bite it. She shivered in excitement and shook her head to clear it. It had been far too long since she last had sex, but surely this was all in her overworked imagination. She felt her nipples harden as if fingers and tongues were circling them, teasing them.
She put the papers down and closed her eyes, relishing the feelings that were washing over her body. Although she didn't know where they were coming from, they were certainly exciting. So many hands were on her body, caressing her, stroking her, exciting her. It was far more intense than she'd ever experienced before and it was definitely enticing. She felt the hands push her legs apart, felt fingers sliding along her pussy, probing it, teasing her clit. Lips and tongues nibbled, sucked and licked her most intimate places. Her body undulated on the couch, moving towards her climax.
*****
"No... please.... no more... I just can't", Jonathan whined as he pushed the girl off him. They'd only been fucking together for an hour, but he'd been fucking non-stop for the past seven days. He just couldn't take any more.
"Whatever, baby. You got your rocks off twice. I understand," the hooker said, moving to slide off the bed to retrieve her clothes.
"Oh, God, no... you can't leave yet," he said, unexpectedly reversing his decision, grabbing her arm and pulling for her to get back on top of him.
"What the fuck, baby? You don't just practically throw me off and expect me to jump right back on," she scorned, continuing to move off the bed.
He pulled her arm harder, pulling her back onto him. "God... I just... I need it again...", he panted. "You don't understand..."
"Whatever, baby. You're the money." She grabbed his cock and noticed it's size and hardness hadn't diminished at all from his orgasm moments ago. She smiled up at him and laughed. "Damn! That Viagra shit's doing you good!"
She sat up, positioning his cock at the entrance to her shaven pussy, easing down slowly until the tip was buried.
"We'll go again, lover, and see if I can make you purr." She eased down onto him a little but was surprised when he thrust up, embedding himself deeply inside her and then began to aggressively fuck her. Both of them grunted loudly with each thrust. "Yeah, baby, I love it when you plough into me."
Her hands stroked his chest, pinching his nipples lightly, as he writhed beneath her. Nothing she did made him stop his obsessive thrusting, though. She had to admit, this guy had stamina. She watched his expression change, from one of worry, fear, and exhaustion, to one of ecstasy. She felt his body shiver and shake, felt his hands grab her hips just a bit harder, felt his thrusts become less rhythmic.
He wailed loudly, his hips pushing up into her hard, his back arching off the bed as far as he could go. He was way over the edge with this climax. Her own orgasm was coming fast. It wouldn't take much more. But then his thrusting suddenly slowed and then completely stopped. She had closed her eyes to feel the expected, upcoming pleasures sweep through her body. When he stopped cold, though, she suddenly opened them and saw him... smiling.
"She put it on," he whispered. "Finally! I'm free! Thank you, thank you, thank you." Then he fell back in the bed and passed out.... completely unconscious.... snoring.
*****
'Damn, this is intense', Dawn thought as she lay back in her bed. One hand was slowly circling her clit while the other had two fingers buried within her, slowly sliding in and out. She'd been feeling like this all afternoon and after a few orgasms, had decided she had to move this to the bedroom. Even after several hours, she couldn't stop. Her body was never sated.
Her wet finger slid lower as she teased her perineum, slowly circling and pressing against the sensitive flesh. She jumped when her finger found her asshole and the voices in her head moaned loudly with joy. She'd never experienced anal pleasure before and, with the perverse encouragement of the many voices in her head, tentatively slid the tip of her finger around her tight hole, slowly, and gently.
"Oh God... yesss." Her eyes were wide with pleasure as she slid a finger deep inside, thrusting slowly a few times but then madly, jamming it deep again and again, her body crashing towards yet another orgasm.
She gurgled, not realizing just how good it would feel...
*****
"Fuck," she yelled when she orgasmed again at 8pm on Sunday night. She was kneeling on her bed, her face buried in the comforter as her fingers teased her ass and pussy. Both hands were at work now, teasing both spots simultaneously. Her ministrations slowed as she felt her body collapse again, tired from all it had been through the past day and a half.
She heard the apartment door open and close with a thud before Jesse's voice boomed out. "Dawn? Are you here?"
She gulped to clear her dry throat. It was so tired from all her moaning and screaming. "Yeah, I'm in my... I'm in my room."
She could tell Jesse was right outside her door. "You feeling ok? You wanna go see a movie or something?"
"No," Dawn said, her body shivering as the invisible hands began caressing it. "I... I'm just going to go to bed early tonight. I'm kinda tired." Her fingers slid back into her wetness, three fingers burying as deep as possible, one leg lifting up into the air to give her more room.
"Well... ok," Jesse said dejected. She wanted to go out somewhere and have some fun to take Dawn's mind off the fact there wasn't a guy around and it was Valentine's Day. "I'll be up for a while if you change your mind."
"Thanks," Dawn's replay came with a grunt, her fingers already sliding back inside herself, teasing her clit.
"Oh, did you see that package I put on the table for you?"
Dawn didn't answer at first and Jesse wondered if she'd even heard her ask, but a panting "Yes... Yes.... thanks," was heard through the door.
Jesse moved into her room and unpacked, flopping down onto her bed and turning on the TV. She flipped through the channels, hoping to find something good, but was distracted by the moans coming through the wall. She smiled and turned the volume down, listening more intently. She didn't know if Dawn was trying to hide her moaning or not, but she definitely wasn't successful. Jesse crawled closer to the wall, hoping for better sound, wondering if she was alone or with someone.
She flipped through the channels, always keeping an ear open on Dawn's surprising marathon sex show, eventually falling asleep.
Loud grunting and groaning woke her up hours later, though, and she rubbed her eyes when she realized the noise was on the other side of the wall. She looked at her clock and cursed that it was only 4am.
"I'm trying to fucking sleep, Dawn! Come on!" she yelled through the wall. The noise quickly ceased, but she could still hear muffled moans.
*****
Jesse was sitting on the couch in the living room the next morning, eating a bowl of cereal when Dawn finally appeared from her bedroom. She ran into the bathroom without even saying hi. Jesse sat dumbfounded by her recent behavior and by her looks. She looked like she hadn't slept at all in the past few days.
When Dawn finally reappeared, she stopped her before she disappeared back into her room. "You ok?" she asked, looking worried.
Dawn was shaking, almost like a drug user that needed a fix. Jesse knew Dawn didn't want to be there... knew that her roommate couldn't wait to get back into her room.
"Yesss," she whispered. "I'm ok... I just..." she stammered and then stopped trying to talk. "I gotta go," she said, rushing back into her room.
Jesse sat there, staring at the closed door and heard Dawn's voice behind it, sounding desperate.
"Oh my God... It's gotta stop... Please!"
Jesse knocked on her door, worried about her friend. "Dawn? Are you ok? Can I come in?" She waited a moment and when she heard nothing but the moaning from behind the door, she turned the knob and opened it. "Dawn?"
The sight before her eyes was far worse than she expected. Dawn was sitting back on her bed, legs splayed wide, one hand pressed between then, rubbing madly, the other gripping her breast painfully hard. Her eyes were closed, her mouth opened with her panting moans.
She moved to the side of the bed in disbelief. She wondered if her friend was possessed or something. This was so weird. This was so... fucking... weird! "Oh my God! Dawn, what's happening to you?"
Dawn's eyes opened and she looked at her friend with the ferocity of need. Her hips lifted high in the air as her hand moved faster against her clit.
"Fuck! Help me... Jesse... Jesse.... help me cum."
*****
On Tuesday morning, fully rested and recovered, Jonathan looked back on the past week with a combination of regret and fear. He couldn't believe how incredible it felt to be so completely dominated with sex, so out of control with need, passion, and desire. But another part of him was glad he was free of it, too. He sat in his kitchen, wondering if the girls he'd given the ring to had fared well so far. He wondered if they'd fully succumb to it, or if they'd be able to pass it on to someone else to save themselves.
His eyes suddenly opened wider with a revelation. "Wait a second.... could it be that easy?" His mind started working through the details...
An hour later, he was knocking on the girls' door. He heard a commotion inside, but it took a while before anyone answered the door.
"Who is it?" the voice asked quickly, almost breathlessly.
"Uh.... my name's Jonathan... I'm the one that gave you the ring... can we talk?" He was so nervous. He had no idea if the girls would hate him and kill him on sight, or if they'd welcome his help.
He heard brusque voices, they were arguing, and then the chain was removed and the door opened.



"Wait!" he heard one girl say, then a face appeared through the door. "You know about the ring?"
"Yeah, and I think I can help."
*****
It was April, spring was finally in the air, and Dawn was on the bed, on all fours, her face pushed into the pillow. The ring on her finger was glowing lustfully, her body tingling with pleasure as Jonathan, kneeling behind her, thrust into her ass. She grunted loudly, so close to her orgasm. Her hand was buried between her thighs, stroking her overheated clit rapidly, feeling his balls slap her hand with every stroke he made.
"Oh God..... oh God...." she moaned again and again.
Jonathan closed his eyes, feeling her ass clench on his cock tightly, lovingly caressing it with every thrust he made. He was slapping against her, his hips slamming into her ass forcing her face into the pillow. But he knew she loved it.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck," she wailed, her body stopping and tensing. Every muscle became rigid as she orgasmed.
Jonathan didn't stop, however, thrusting even as her juices flowed over both of them, practically spraying from her body. It only took a minute for his own climax and he fell down on top of her as his body thrust his sperm deep into her bowels.
The two undulated on the bed together for a few minutes before Jonathan pulled out of her and fell down beside her.
Dawn quickly turned over, her hand immediately going back between her legs. She was panting again as Jonathan stood up.
"It's seven," he said matter-of-factly, slipping his boxers on.
Dawn looked up at him lustfully. "I.... please... just one more day..."
He shook his head... "No way." He slipped his pants on and pulled her to her feet. "Let's get this over with." He opened the door and moved into the living room, pulling the reluctant Dawn behind him. Jesse and Chad were sitting on the couch, watching a movie.
He looked at Chad. "You ready?"
Chad and Jesse looked at each other, a little scared, a little nervous, and very much turned on. He licked his lips and stood. "Yeah."
Jonathan handed him the box and the paper. "You understand what you're doing again, right? I mean, the consequences?"
Chad nodded, a little too eagerly. It wasn't his first time and he was eager to feel the sensual effects again. Having all those sexual voices, all those hands on him, was an incredible feeling.
"Ok," Jonathan said, looking at Dawn. "It's time."
Slowly, she brought her hand up. It was shaking with need. The voices in her head wanted her to jump their bones, wanted her to fuck them all until she was the only one able to stand. She tried to fight Jonathan off, tried to hide her hand, tried to everything she could to keep him from taking it away. She was almost in tears when he pinned her to the ground, forced it off her finger, and handed it to Chad.
He took it and immediately put it on his finger, closing his eyes to feel the pleasure begin to course through him.
"Oh, God," he moaned softly, his hand gripping Jesse's tightly. When he opened his eyes again, he looked down at Jesse and grabbed her arm, pulling her behind him into the bedroom they now shared. She was almost as happy as he was. Each pass between them gave each couple the most incredible, constant, unbridled, erotic sex for the next seven days.
When the door shut, Jonathan pulled Dawn into his arms. "We're going to have to add more people to our circle. We can pass it around and stay alive. But just us four isn't going to be enough... that still means we have to each wear the ring for a week every month and be our partner's sex toy for a week every month. That's a lot of sex. I don't know how long my body can endure that. And it's getting harder and harder to give up the ring."
He could feel her weight shift slightly in his arms and heard her breathing become slow and heavy. She was asleep.
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Become the Woman

The doorbell rang in the middle of my Saturday afternoon, disturbing me from my sleep, but I knew the maid would get it and merely closed my eyes again. It had been a tough week at the office with the Stock Market having some very drastic swings lately. I was very stressed and tired and was using this opportunity to just relax.
I was dreaming of the beach, the warm sun beating down on me laying there as the sea breeze swept onto the land. I couldn't wait for my vacation to begin where I'd be doing just that.
I heard a faint scuffling at the door moments before it spilled into the sitting room where I lay.
"Ma'am, you'll have to wait," my Indian maid, Yasmina, said, standing in front of the woman with her hands on her shoulders, trying to hold her back. But the woman was very persistent and was obviously going to enter unless seriously restrained. The idea of such restraint excited me as I looked at her.
She was young, maybe in her mid-twenties, a beautiful brunette with a nicely shaped body. It was obvious she was active since her body was trim.
"Hey!" she said, abruptly, angrily, interrupting my thoughts. "I wanna talk to you!"
Yasmina looked over at me, still trying to keep this new guest in check. "Sorry, Sir. But she was very insistent."
I smiled, knowing exactly what she meant. "It's ok, Yasmina. I can take it from here."
Yasmina flashed an angry smile at me, almost thanking me for understanding her predicament and then scowled at the intruder as she removed her hands. She brushed down her uniform, turned, curtly bowed, then walked out of the room. My new guest stood just inside the doorway to the study, suddenly looking unsure of herself. She tried to build her resolve and looked at me again with renewed strength of purpose.
"I want you to leave Brooke alone," she said. "Get out of her life."
I sat and thought for a moment, wondering why this young woman would care that I had been seeing Brooke for the past two months. "And you are...?"
"My name is Kylie and Brooke is going to marry my brother. They don't need you in their lives ruining their relationship." She walked forward, angry.
I stood, my robe slightly opening around me. I was only wearing boxers beneath it and could feel my cock beginning to twitch at the sight of this luscious young thing. I could tell she was intrigued by my body, but didn't want to admit it. It was the subtle shift in her stance, the near imperceptible glance. Being a student of human behavior, I saw all the signs.
"They've been dating for five years. They belong together," she proclaimed forcefully, standing defiant in front of me.
"What is going on between Brooke and I is really none of your business." I kept my voice low to keep this encounter from escalating too high. "She is an incredible woman and is able to think on her own. Besides, I'm helping her become complete, the woman she wants to be."
*****
It was our third date, and the first one that got physical. It started with us seeing a movie. We walked into the theater only ten minutes before the start, but it was empty. I was holding her hand and guided her up to the second row from the top, giving us a perfect view of the screen below us. We sat and talked for a few minutes, slowly moving the discussion with sexual innuendo. When I first met her, she seemed reserved and almost shy, but lately had been opening up.
A few other couples came into the theater, spreading out among the empty seats. Two couples sat in the row behind us and I idly wondered how good of a view they had of us.
The lights in the theater went down as the movie previews started. I rested my hand on her knee and gently stroked it, somewhat moving it up her leg and onto her thigh. She didn't seem to mind it there at all, and in fact seemed to slide lower into her seat as if wanting my hand to move higher. Her hands rested on the arm rests as we watched the show.
As the movie started playing, my hand moved to the middle of her thigh, my fingers stroking her leg, squeezing it, and massaging it. She was wearing jeans, so I didn't have contact with her flesh, but I could feel the muscles and heat below them. Her breathing was becoming more ragged as I stroked, slowly moving up her thigh until I felt the supple inner flesh so close to her pussy. I could feel her hips moving slightly, encouraging me.
I imagined that she was always the 'nice' girl, the girl that everyone knew was beautiful, good, and pure. The girl who never had a bad word to say about anyone. The girl that everyone liked but that no one asked out on a date.
I was the bad boy who saw what she really needed in her life.
I moved achingly slow towards her pussy, letting my little finger press into it and slowly circle around when I finally reached it. I heard her gasp softly and one hand grabbed my forearm to stop me. She still was embarrassed to feel what she was feeling. She definitely was excited by what I was doing to her, but felt it was... inappropriate. I moved my hand away again and simply stroked her thigh, teasing her.
I glanced at her and saw her licking her lips with the lovely look of desire in her eyes. But the movie continued and we both watched on. Every so often my hand would begin it's upward movement, so very slowly, until it caressed her once again. And each time, her hips pressed tighter against my hand, her hand moving at the last moment to stop me. But... hoping that this time... this time she'd get the pleasure she needed.
I knew she was embarrassed by me doing this to her in the theater with several people possibly seeing us. But I knew she wanted to cum. I knew that I was driving her crazy with lust, desire, and need.
*****
"Complete? The woman she wants to be? What the fuck does that mean?" Kylie fumed.
I moved in front of her, eyeing her up and down. "It means I make her feel like the beautiful, incredibly sexual woman she is. It means she feels things far more with me than with... well... any other man.
"I excite her. I make her yearn for the soft, insistent touch or my fingers, the heat of my kiss, the teasing flick of my tongue. I make her want to be a complete woman, a woman capable of opening herself up to me completely, unashamed, telling me her darkest sexual secrets. Telling me her deepest desires, things that she dreams about and wishes but could never tell your brother. She tells me things she's almost too embarrassed to tell herself, about the things that turn her on in the dark of night, that make her masturbate, things that make her cum almost just by thinking them."
Kylie seemed to stop for a moment, unsure of herself again. She had expected me to fight her, not to challenge and arouse her. There was something more to Kylie's visit, something more about her open bravado. I could tell that the sexual imagery about Brooke was turning her on, too. She was another sexually repressed woman, waiting and yearning for release... for freedom.
"I have touched her body in ways that she never thought possible. I tease her until she's screaming, begging for release and then enjoys when I finally let her orgasm... always on my terms... and it's the best orgasm she's ever felt. She has given herself to me completely and lets me show her just how good that feels."
I moved behind Kylie slowly as I spoke and moved close enough that she could feel me behind her. My mouth was near her ear, although she was a foot shorter than me. My whispers in her ear was having an almost imperceptible effect on her. But I saw it. She was definitely getting excited.
"I made her cum, Kylie. I made her cum again and again. You see most boys wouldn't approach her and make a move, maybe thinking she was out of their league or scared that they'd be shot down. They had to wait for her to make the first move and she hated them for it. But I was different. I put her in her place right away and made her feel like the real woman she is. She finally feels what a real man can do to her and it excites her. It frees her. She has an outlet in which she can truly express herself."
I grabbed Kylie's upper arms and held her tightly in place. She gasped in surprise and excitement. I moved my body against her, making her feel my heat and hardness against her. My lips nuzzled into her neck and ear sending shivers through her body.
"Many women want that, Kylie. Many women are frustrated because they don't have a real man to help them feel like women... to help them be who they truly want to be. They enjoy being strong and independent to a point... but have a yearning to, at least sometimes, let go... to be... controlled. To be freed of any need to repress or hide their true desires, their wants... their deepest needs." I paused a moment, smelling her hair and her perfume. I could feel her shivering in my grasp.
"I think the whole story about your brother is a ruse, my dear. I think you wanted to meet me and find out if what Brooke was telling you about us was true or not. I think you're like those women, too. What did she tell you?" I asked, squeezing her arms sharply.
*****
We left the theater with Brooke in a very excited state. She looked like she was ready to jump the next cock that was put out there. We walked slowly to my car and I opened her door and helped her inside. She seemed calm although I knew she was anxious about what was to come. We left the theater and as we drove, I placed my hand on her thigh and stroked it once again.
She was quiet, and kept her legs together, to hinder my access to touch her. Although when I looked over at her she had her eyes closed and was breathing heavily, licking her lips. She wanted to... she just... couldn't.
"I'm going to taste your pussy tonight," I said calmly and slowly in the quiet of the car. I didn't ask and didn't command. I just stated a fact.
She reacted with a gasp, grabbing my hand on her thigh. I smiled, rubbing her thigh through her jeans and felt her muscles contract. Her hips pushed up into me, but her thighs clenched together, twitching in anguish. She was so close to letting me touch her.
"And you're going to beg me to do it. Then I'm going to have you kneel on the floor, naked and submissive, and order you to suck on my cock. And you're going to do it because, deep down, that's what you want to do. In fact, you're thinking about it now and it's exciting you. You're thinking about how badly you want to suck my cock... and how much you crave me to tell you to do it, aren't you?"
She bit her upper lip, trying to deny what she was feeling.
I simply smiled and drove on, teasing her pussy more and more with my fingertips on her inner thigh. We arrived at her condo about fifteen minutes later and sat in the car. I leaned over and we kissed. She was still panting, still so excited, but conflicted and confused. She'd never experienced this before, this loss of control to a powerfully dominant man. I was moving very quickly now, directing what was happening without any input from her whatsoever. It both excited and confused her.
I opened my door and walked around, opening hers. I took her hand and helped her out of the car, walking her to the front door. She unlocked it and we walked in, closing the door behind us.
I knew she had a roommate, but expected her to be asleep, since her car was in the drive, but the condo was dark. As soon as the door closed and I saw no lights, I pushed Brooke up against the entryway wall, pushing myself against her as I kissed her hard. I felt her body mold against mine, her hips pushing into me. She was gasping and groaning in excitement as if begging me to take this to the next level now that we were in relative privacy.
I slipped one hand up her back and grabbed a fistful of her hair, forcing her head backwards. I lowered my mouth and bit and nibbled on her neck as she groaned softly. My other hand moved to her stomach and slipped underneath her shirt, stroking her bare skin. She was trembling with excitement as my hand moved lower letting my fingers glide beneath the waistband to feel her frilly panties underneath.
My fingers easily slid beneath her panties and I could feel her coarser, sparse, pubic hair. She panted as my fingers moved lower, moving over and around her clit.
"Ohhh," she moaned softly.
"Yesssss," I whispered back. "Your pussy is so hot for me, isn't it? Does my baby want me to taste it?"
Her hips pushed upwards, trying to get my fingers lower onto her. But I kept them applying circular pressure on her clit, easily moving over the little button in her overheated and wet excitement. She was so very wet. I pulled her panties up, forcing the material against her lovely pussy, lifting her up onto the tips of her toes.
"I didn't hear you, baby. Do you want me to taste your pussy?"
"Yessss," she moaned under her breath. "Please yesssss...."
My fingers slid further down, her jeans making it difficult for much deviation from my path. My fingertips dipped into her wetness as they moved to the entrance of her vagina. They wiggled there for a moment, obviously torturing her as her body squirmed in front of me.
"Yes what, baby? You have to say it. Tell me you want me to taste your pussy. Tell me you want my tongue on your clit and want to watch my tongue make you cum in my mouth."
"Oh my gosh," she moaned. She'd barely said any cuss word or any sexual word since I met her, since she was such a nice girl. But now she was being forced to say it... she was being freed to say it. She gulped and groaned once more as one finger slid deep into her before pulling out again. She seemed to feel the loss of the finger, seemed to feel that she really did want me to make her cum. "Oh gosh... please... lick... eat my... my pussy. Please."
I smiled and flicked my tongue in her ear. "Perfect. I'm glad you begged," I said. "That makes me so hot to hear you say it." I put one hand on her neck, lightly choking her and using it to hold her in place as I knelt on the floor in front of her. With my left hand, I unfastened her jeans and pushed them down, followed slowly by her panties, helping her step out of them. And then she was naked from the waist down, her pussy inches from my face. I looked up and saw her with her eyes closed, her mouth opened, her face registering her excitement... her need.
"What a lovely pussy," I whispered. "I'm going to enjoy making you cum on my tongue."
I leaned forward and kissed her stomach, letting my tongue slide along her smooth skin. She was so wet and ready for me. I could smell the lovely fragrance of her excitement. One of her hands gripped the wrist of my hand at her throat, holding it to her, grounding herself in the safety of my control. She was enjoying the sensation. I smiled and leaned lower, trailing my tongue over her pubic hair and grazing her clit. Her body shuddered, her knees almost giving out as the sensation overwhelmed her. She loved being taken and I was going to fully enjoy giving her what, deep down, she truly needed.
My tongue danced on her clit, slowly at first, but then built speed. My left hand grabbed behind her knee and pushed her leg up into the air, holding it there, giving me even more access to her delicious center. Her wetness coated my tongue and chin as I pressed my lips against her, digging my tongue deep into her.
She groaned loudly, putting her hand on my head, holding me tightly to her body, crushing me, her fingers digging into both my hair and wrist as she had her first orgasm of the night... and her first deeply satisfying orgasm ever.
*****
I stood behind Kylie, holding her tightly in place. "Did she tell you how she screamed out one orgasm after another? Did she tell you how I held her down and fucked her just like a bitch in heat? Did she tell you that I came all over her face and she enjoyed every taste of me?"
Kylie seemed shocked and excited, unable to process what she was hearing. My right hand snaked around her shoulder and gripped her neck in a light choke, holding her in place. My left hand moved onto her stomach, stroking her body over her clothes. My mouth was by her ear and my tongue flicked it, making her gasp.
"Did you come here hoping I'd do the same with you?"
She moaned, breathing heavily. My left hand moved lower, grabbing and rubbing her crotch through her jeans.
"No... I..."
"Did you come here to be freed, like Brooke? You want me to take you, too, don't you? You want me to throw you down and make you cum harder than you've ever cum before. You better admit it or I'll just throw you out."
She paused for a long moment, trying to think, trying to deny what she was feeling. "Yes," she finally panted softly, closing her eyes. She hated that she admitted that.
I walked her over to the couch and stood in front of it. I flicked the button of her jeans open and pulled the zipper down. Then forced her jeans down her legs to her knees. Her hands grabbed my wrist at her throat but wasn't trying too hard to pull it away. I pushed her forward, forcing her to kneel on the couch as I released her. Then I grabbed her jeans and took them completely off her legs, tossing them aside.
The belt to my robe was hanging down, giving me an idea. I pulled it free and reached down, forcing her hands behind her back. I placed her forearms next to each other and used the belt to secure them there. She struggled lightly, as if she wanted this, but didn't want me to think she was a bad person for liking it. It was going to be another awakening within her.
I pushed my boxers down and grabbed my erection, sliding it up and down her wet slit. I grabbed her hair and forced her head back sharply. "I'm going to take you. You're all bound up and helpless and I'm going to fuck you until you can't move," I hissed. "Tell me you want this. Tell me you want to be free to want this."
"I... I want this," she whispered, as if she didn't want to even admit it to herself.
Smiling, I let go of her hair, grabbed her hips, and slowly pushed my cock inside her cunt. She felt so incredibly warm and tight, but her wetness made her very well lubricated.
"Yeah," I groaned, starting long, slow strokes. "Just like Brooke. God, I'm going to make you cum hard."
*****
I led Brooke up the stairs from the entryway into the living room and kitchen. There was a dim light from the stove that guided us, as well as the dim outside lighting that filtered in through the windows. I guided her to the kitchen countertop and had her stand there while I unfastened my pants. She was panting softly, definitely excited.
After I pushed my pants and boxers down to my knees, freeing my engorged rod, I grabbed her hair and forced her into a kiss. I grabbed her wrist and guided her hand to my cock. Her fingers wrapped around it and started stroking it. I was getting so hard for her.
I pulled her away from the kiss and pushed downwards, forcing her to her knees. "Your turn," I told her, softly. I could tell she was being shy again, almost as if not knowing what to do. I decided to make it easy on her. I pulled her face into me by her hair, sliding my cock along her lips. Holding her head like that, I moved my cock around her face, sliding the head of my shaft beneath and around it, sliding it across her lips. Then, holding her head firmly, I held my cock right in front of her mouth.
Achingly slow, I pulled her face towards me, guiding my cock to her lips and then between them, pushing myself into her warm mouth. It felt heavenly as her lips enclosed on me and her tongue slid along my shaft. She suckled softly as I pushed in and out of her mouth, fucking her. I could hear the hiss of her heavy breathing through her nose and the sucking noises she was making, both exciting me even more.



She was grunting as I fucked her mouth faster, almost gagging as my cock hit the back of her throat again and again. She put her hands on my thighs, holding me as if wanting to make sure I didn't stop. But even if her roommate walked out, I wouldn't stop.
I looked down and watched her as I gripped her hair even harder, my balls slapping against her chin as I jackhammered into her. I was so close... so fucking close. My own breathing was loud, now, and I felt the sweat running down my back.
She looked up at me and our eyes met. She looked so deliciously submissive. "Yeah, baby... that's right... I'm fucking your sweet mouth." I felt her fingers tighten up on my legs as she shivered in excitement again. I felt the pressure building inside me and knew I'd be cumming any second now. I knew she could feel my excitement coming to a peak and held her tightly to make sure she couldn't escape.
I grunted with the last few thrusts and then my cock exploded into her mouth, sending a torrent of cum inside it. Her gulping seemed very loud as she tried to keep up with it as I kept fucking her face.
When I was finally finished, I slowly pulled free from her mouth and lifted her to her feet. "That was nice, baby, but I still get to fuck your pussy tonight." We were both breathing hard as I led her into the living room and sat on the couch, guiding her to sit on my lap. I lifted her shirt and bra up over her breasts and pulled her down so I could suckle them. I could hear her panting above me. She was absolutely loving being taken and used like this.
*****
Kylie was whimpering and moaning below me as I fucked her like a dog. I moved slowly at first, giving her long, deep strokes, pressing my hips into her ass. Then, I reached out and one hand grabbed her hair, the other grabbed a tit, I started slamming into her, hard and fast, pushing her head into the back of the couch.
She was wailing below me and it didn't take long before she started thrusting back into me. I smiled. She was mine.
She came several times while I continued to thrust. Every time I came close to cumming I would slow down and regroup. I was going to thoroughly use her before I came. This was all about freeing her body and mind, giving her the chance to realize that she was a fully sexual woman, capable of incredible feelings, capable of just letting go.
Her body was glistening with sweat and she was panting. I was so thoroughly excited that I was grunting with every thrust. I saw movement out of the corner of my eye and saw Yasmina entering the room. She walked up beside me and placed a hand on my ass, feeling the clench of my muscles, encouraging my thrusts. I felt her kiss my shoulder and then watched her walk around the back of the couch. She lifted her skirt and dropped her panties while Kylie was forced to watch, her eyes half open.
Yasmina put her hand under Kylie's chin and lifted her up while she kicked her legs over the couch, sitting on the back. She spread her knees wide, exposing herself to her new lover. I smiled at her deliciously devious actions and handed over control of Kylie's head to her. Yasmina grabbed her hair and lifted her up a moment, leaning down until they were practically nose to nose.
"You're my bitch, too," she spat at her. "Ever lick a pussy before, baby?"
Kylie's head twitched side to side as she tried to say 'no', but only a little moan came out.
"I guess there's something else for you to explore, then." Then she held her head between her thighs, as her free hand began playing with her beautiful pussy. Her finger dipped into her hotness and came out very wet and she spread the wetness over her clit. I continued to slowly and softly fuck Kylie while I watched Yasmina play with her.
"You're making me so fucking wet watching me like this. It's almost time for you, baby, almost."
Once her pussy was wet, Yasmina dragged her wet finger across Kylie's face and lips, painting her juices all over her. She pushed her dripping fingers into Kylie's mouth, forcing the young woman to suck on them and taste her.
"There you go, baby. Now you know what I taste like." She smiled when she felt Kylie's tongue slide along her finger. "Mmmm, baby loves that, huh? Time for you to go right to the source."
Using both hands, Yasmina grabbed Kylie's head and slowly pulled her face against her pussy, giving Kylie lots of time to realize what was going to happen. Once Kylie's mouth and nose made contact, she became very forceful, humping against her face, not caring if Kylie was enjoying it or not. She was just going to use her for her own pleasure.
I grabbed Kylie's hips with both hands and thrust faster and harder, pushing her face harder against Yasmina's cunt with every deep thrust. The room was filled with the sounds of our moans as my orgasm overwhelmed me at last. I felt each pulse as I flooded Kylie's pussy to overflowing. I pulled out and released Kylie's hips, stepping back.
My orgasm seemed to excite Yasmina even more. She used her control of Kylie's head to force the brunette onto her back, laying on the couch, then sat down on her face. Her hips thrust forward and back quickly as she continued to grip and pull Kylie's hair for control. She looked like she was riding a bucking bronco and I marveled at her ass as it clenched and unclenched rapidly.
"That's it, baby, suck my sweet pussy," she hissed.
*****
I urged Brooke to lay across my lap, her ass raised up before me. I stroked her ass lovingly, feeling it's softness, loving it's shape. I saw movement to my left and noticed that it was a reflection in a picture. It appeared that Brooke's roommate heard us and was spying on us. I figured if she wanted to bust us she would have revealed herself. Hiding in the shadows meant that she wanted to watch us.
Brooke cooed below me as my stroking was exciting her. I pushed her right leg away from me and it fell off my lap, opening her sex to me. My fingers slipped along her thighs and felt her wet folds. Her pussy was incredibly wet and my touch alone caused Brooke to gasp in pleasure. My fingertips toyed with her clit for a moment before I slowly slid one long digit into her and began fucking her with it.
"Mmmm, such a wet pussy," I purred, swirling my finger in her honey and then sliding it deep once again. "I think this requires another one." I put two fingers together and slid them inside easily, fingering her with the two. I pushed them in deep and curled my fingers up, stroking her g-spot and she groaned loudly.
"Oooh, baby likes that, huh?"
"Yes," she moaned softly.
I pumped my fingers into her slow and deep for several strokes and then changed pace to slam them in hard and fast. She grunted with every thrust and reached a hand back. I wasn't sure if she was going to try to stop me or not, so I twisted her arm behind her back and held it there. It only made her moan more.
After a minute, I slowed my thrusting and then stopped, just holding my fingers at her entrance, slowly circling it. I dribbled a lot of spit into my hand and used my index finger to feel for and play with her asshole. I felt her body shiver for a moment but she didn't try to stop me. She groaned as I pushed my finger a little inside her and fucked her with it.
I heard her gasp and felt her rotate her hips a little, as if to give me better access.
"You like that? You like me fucking your ass?"
"No," she hissed a little too quickly. She now twisted a little to try to stop me, but I had full control over her position.
"Oooh, I don't think you're telling me the truth," I said with a sing-song voice. Slowly I pushed my hand into her, pushing my fingers into both her ass and pussy at the same time. When they were fully embedded, I started fucking both orifices with long, slow strokes.
"You wouldn't lie to me now would you?"
"Nnng... oh gosh... no... fuck..." she panted. She raised her ass to give me the best access yet and I used that advantage to move faster and harder, forcing my fingers into her again and again. She reached back with her other hand, but I easily grabbed it as well and forced it behind her back. Her face was forced hard against the seat cushion now and she used it to help muffle her wails.
She moaned loudly now, every thrust pushing the air from her lungs. I heard a small whimper from the hallway and glanced at the reflection. It appeared that the figure was masturbating while she watched us. I smiled, eager to some day confront the voyeur.
Suddenly Brooke's legs clamped together, trapping my fingers deep inside her. Unable to thrust any more, I wiggled my fingers causing her body to convulse and her moans to turn into wails again. As her body settled down from her climax, I slowly pulled my fingers out of her and left her body quivering in my lap.
*****
Yasmina sat on the couch breathing heavily and I helped Kylie to sit up and sat beside her, on the other side. Both Yasmina and I leaned in and kissed her, although she was barely able to return the kisses. We licked her face and neck, enjoying the taste of Yasmina's juices that covered her, and Yasmina lightly toyed with her nipples.
"Now," I said. "You're starting to be completely free. And the next time I come over to your condo, instead of just watching us and fantasizing, you're going to help me fuck Brooke."
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It was Thursday night before another lonely Valentine's Day for me. I figured this year, I wouldn't stay home and mope and I didn't want to go to any singles dances either. I'd met and dated several women, but I'd never met the one girl that I truly wanted to live forever with. No, this year I decided to zip off to go skiing.
I made a reservation for a cabin, all for myself. The desk clerk was a little surprised that I was renting a cabin that slept six all for myself, but the money was the same for him regardless and he let me have it. I drove in on Thursday afternoon during a heavy snow, checked in, and found my way down the winding road to the small village of cabins. There were three in this particular cluster, and I parked in front of mine and brought my gear inside.
It was a nice little place with three bedrooms, each with a small gas fireplace, a kitchen, a living room and a dining room. The living room had a small television and connections for videos and games, but I knew I wouldn't be using them. This adventure was about getting away, not being connected to the rest of society. I needed time for myself.
It was too late to go skiing tonight, so I grabbed some space on the couch and started reading a little and enjoying the music on my phone.
At about 10pm, the phone rang, disturbing the quiet. It was the desk clerk. It seemed that one of the other cabins was overbooked with a party and he wanted to know if I would let two of them use one of the spare rooms. I knew my weekend of solitude was going to be a bust, but I couldn't say no and ruin their weekend. Besides, I figured if they were with a group, then they wouldn't be around much anyways.
The couple arrived fifteen minutes later, pulling up in a nice BMW. I saw them through the window as they got out and gathered their luggage, finally coming up to the door. I held it open for them as they came in, arms full of suitcases and ski gear.
Brian held his hand out to me and introduced himself and his fiancé Jennifer. They both seemed well off, and were definitely a handsome couple. She was a subdued stunner, to say the least. When she took off her coat and hat, shaking the snow from her, I was amazed by her beauty. Her hair was light brown and her eyes a beautiful hazel.
When I shook hands with her, there seemed to be a spark between us. It took a second for me to speak and even longer for me to let go. From the look in her eyes, she seemed to feel it too, as if we had met before, as if we had been close before.
I shook my head and laughed it off, allowing them to put their stuff away and disappear into their room for the evening. I slowly packed up my stuff and slipped into my room. As I lay on the bed, images of her kept rolling through my mind, trying to place where I might have seen her before. There were also images of us being intimate, images which fueled my soft, quiet masturbation, until I fell asleep.
*****
I woke up Friday and the sky was still dark and overcast, the snow falling. We were probably going to get another five or six inches today. But the powder was perfect for skiing. I got cleaned up and grabbed my bibs and gear and headed out. The group from the other cabins was meeting together in front of their cabin, Brian and Jennifer among them, as I walked to the back hill.
I latched my skis on and hit the hill. It was rather thrilling, skiing with the wind whipping by, the snow falling all over. The only sound was the wind and the swish of the skis. No one else even appeared to be around. When I finally reached the bottom, I took the near empty lift back up and saw the other group coming down behind me finally.
I skied most of the day completely on my own until late afternoon. A group of the guys arrived at the lift at the same time I did and we lined up. Brian got paired with me and we rode up together. Just after leaving the station, he hit me on the arm and indicated a girl on the ground.
"Damn, she's hot," he said. "That body is incredible, don't you think?"
"Yeah, she is," I agreed.
"I think I'll have to get a piece of that today... Oh yeah!" He was smiling broadly as his plan unfolded in his head.
I was puzzled that he was seriously considering it, being engaged, but figured he was just being a guy, talking big and not meaning it. I didn't think much else of it and rode the rest of the way up in peace.
After being by myself for the next hour I grew tired and headed over to the lodge. When I got inside, I saw the girl hanging on Brian, one arm around his neck. Her bibs were pulled down to her waist and she was wearing a tight ski shirt beneath. One of his arms was around her waist, holding her to him, the other was slowly stroking her chest, over her shirt as he talked to her and smiled.
She squirmed in his grasp, enjoying what he was doing to her, and pushed her thigh into his crotch, stroking him seductively.
I shook my head and went about my way, knowing that some guys were just jerks. I went to the counter and got some food and drink and headed back to the cabin. Jennifer was there ahead of me, in the kitchen preparing some food. We exchanged brief pleasantries, but didn't say much. I slipped onto the couch in the living room and ate while I read my book.
I could hear Brian and Jennifer, muffled, through the walls that night as I lay in bed. It was obvious they were getting intimate but Jennifer didn't sound happy, yelling at him for unknown reasons several times. The bed banged against the wall shortly before I finally heard them both climax with loud grunting. I shook my head in wonder, knowing that life was unfair.
My hand slid beneath the covers and I imagined Jennifer's cries of passion, her moans as I touched myself. I could almost feel her body shudder in climax as my orgasm overtook me.
*****
When I finally rolled out of bed on Saturday, it looked as if it was never going to stop snowing. I cleaned up and went into the living room and grabbed something to eat. I was just heading out to go skiing when I saw Brian and the new girl, Abigail, coming up to the cabins, hand in hand. They passed me, with Brian eyeing me carefully, then he called to me, asking me to wait a minute.
"God she's hot," he whispered. "Told you I'd get a piece of her... three times," he bragged. "So far." He laughed as he hit me on the shoulder.
"Aren't you engaged?" I asked. I really couldn't believe that he'd treat his fiancé this poorly... especially Jennifer.
"Fuck dude!" he said harshly. "I'm not married to her. It's not like I'm cheating on her." I shook my head as he jogged back to Abigail and watched them disappear into a nearby cabin.
I rolled my eyes and continued to the slopes. Every run I made, I wondered if I'd run into Jennifer. I wondered if I'd be able to say anything, be able to warn her about him. In the end, I knew I couldn't. It made the day seem to drag on and on and my heart just wasn't in it.
When I finally made it back to the cabin that night, Jennifer was there and Brian was out with his friends. It was the first time I was alone with her. We both sat on the couch eating and talking.
"So what do you do when you're not skiing?" she asked between mouthfuls.
"Well," I began, looking serious. "You know in the movies where the lead male has to get naked and the camera angle changes to be behind him, showing naked ass? Well, that's me. I'm an ass model."
She looked at me like a deer in the headlights and I waited a moment with a serious face, then laughed, shaking my head.
"Oh yeah, my ass is that good," I chuckled. "You'll have to check it out sometime. I'll give you a few movie titles."
She punched me in the arm. "Oh, you.... you had me going there for a minute."
Even though our time alone together lasted a couple hours, I have no idea what else we talked about. All I knew was that I was smiling, I was happy, and so was she. We hit it off so well that it seemed like we were best friends. But as always, Brian showed up and stole her away, smirking as he led her, hand in hand, into the bedroom.
"Goodnight," was the last thing Jennifer said, turning back over her shoulder and smiling.
*****
I woke up Sunday morning with the sun shining brightly through the window. It looked like it was going to be a gorgeous Valentine's Day. I was feeling a pain of regret because I was going to spend the day alone, again, instead of with someone like Jennifer. Even in the short period of time that I'd known her, I'd become very attached to her. I think she felt it, too, but there wasn't much we could do about it. She was engaged to be married.
And even though I knew Brian was not only the worst person for her, he was also an idiot for even thinking of cheating on her, let alone doing it. I would have given anything to knock some sense into him. But I couldn't bring myself to say anything... it wasn't really my place.
I ate a quick breakfast and slipped on my bibs and boots and headed out for the slope again. With the blue sky, nearly no wind, and bright sunshine, it was the perfect day. I saw Brian and Jennifer only from a distance most of the day, and finally came back in just before 5pm. Jennifer was in her room, bustling about, getting ready for some kind of big Valentine's celebration.
I peeked my head in. "Hi."
"Hi," she said back with a big smile.
"Getting ready for tonight, eh?"
"Yeah. We're going to have a little quiet, alone time tonight. I'm stoked." She was radiant with joy. It was a big night for her and she had a lot of hopes and plans for it.
"I'm sure it'll be awesome," I smiled back, truly hoping it would be. I slipped back out into the living room and grabbed my book again. I grabbed my phone and disappeared into my own little world. Every time Jennifer came out, though, I was distracted, watching her, unbelievably caught up in her presence. Every time she walked by, she smiled at me, sending shivers through me.
It was several more hours before Brian came in. Jennifer had been waiting in their room the whole time, obviously expecting him sooner. He stumbled in the front door a bit drunk and overly happy about it. I closed my eyes and shook my head, knowing this wasn't going to go over well.
Brian saw me look at him disapprovingly. "What's your f... fucking problem, gay boy? Don't like to have a lil fun?" He stumbled a little, almost falling as he took off his boots and bibs.
I just looked away and shoved my nose back into my book. When Jennifer heard him, she peeked her head out the door but didn't come out. It was obvious she was wearing something she only wanted him to see.
"Brian... come here... I have something to show you," she said, giggling.
He walked past the couch, smirking at me, obviously smug that he had the girl and I didn't.
He walked into the door and held it open a little, his eyes scanning Jennifer up and down approvingly. "Damn babe, you look nice." He seemed to do it for my benefit and smiled broadly as he closed the door. I heard muffled sounds from behind the door and looked at it for a moment before shaking my head and going back to my book. Life just never seemed fair.
It was only a half hour later when the door opened and Jennifer came out in tears. I looked up and put my book and phone aside when I saw her. I knew she would need help. She sat on the other end of the couch, her knees in her chest, with her arms wrapped around them. She put her head on her knees and cried a little.
"I'm sorry," I said sympathetically.
"It's just that I planned for this for days... and he just doesn't care. He's in there sleeping for Christ's sake. He just had to drink all day."
I moved over and sat beside her. "I can imagine that would piss you off."
Jennifer sat there sniffling when a thought came to me. "Wait here a second," I said, dashing off into my room. I figured that this was a special enough day that it didn't matter if she was engaged... I could still make sure it didn't go to waste.
I rushed through my preparations, not having the supplies nor the time needed to do it right. But I figured we could pretend if nothing else and still have an awesome night. In less than 20 minutes, I was done, and walked back out into the living room.
"I have a surprise."
Jennifer looked up, surprised, with a little smile on her face. "A surprise?"
"Mmm hmm... take a look." I opened the door wide as she stood and came over.
The room was dimly lit by the bedside lamp along with a dozen or so candles placed about. A fire was twinkling in the fireplace, too, adding to the romantic ambiance. I had connected my phone to a speaker system and some music lightly played... not exactly the most romantic music, but it seemed appropriate enough on such short notice.
I'd moved the small table and chair to the end of the bed and threw a sheet over it for a tablecloth. A couple candles on the table provided some additional ambiance as well as a bottle, some glasses, and some plates.
"Mademoiselle..." I said, sweeping my hand in a gesture to invite her inside.
Jennifer had a huge smile on her face as she curtsied to me and then moved inside. That was the first time I noticed her outfit. She'd put on a red, slinky negligee for Brian and, although it didn't show anything directly, it left little to the imagination. The neck swept down revealing glorious cleavage with small spaghetti straps holding it on her shoulders. The bottoms were very loose shorts that could easily be dismissed and thrown aside, or better yet, so lose we could make love all night with them still on. I shivered when I envisioned her slowly, teasingly disrobing in front of me.
"Oh my God," she whispered, shaking me from my daydream. "I can't believe you did all this." Her face was beaming with a smile and completely changed my outlook on life. Life could be fair, after all. At least I got to witness this.
I laughed a little. "I thought it was the least I could do. Neither one of us needs to spend Valentine's Day alone."
I moved to the chair and pulled it out for her to sit down. After she sat, I pulled a washcloth from the table and opened it with a flourish, just like a cloth napkin, and lay it in her lap.
I sat on the end of the bed, on the other side of the table and grabbed the bottle, opening it. "No champagne, but I do have some sparkling water... it was such a wonderful year. And... uh... sorry about the flutes. I... uh... could only find Dixie cups," I laughed, pulling the small cup up and filling it with the bubbling water.
Jennifer shook her head, laughing at me as she took her glass. I filled mine and then set the bottle aside. I raised my glass up, ready to propose a toast. She raised hers with me as I cleared my throat.
"I never thought I'd ever want to be so close to another human being that I would care more about them than I do myself. May we hold this moment forever."
Jennifer's smile faded to something akin to befuddled attraction, as if she now doubted Brian was the right person for her, as if she wondered how a near-perfect stranger could practically become her soul mate within a couple days. We softly thudded our cups together and drank.
"I don't have much in the way of food, but I did find these in the lodge today." I picked up a small box of chocolate-covered strawberries and opened it, offering them to her. Jennifer picked up two and laid them on her paper plate, smiling.
"The best meal ever," she whispered.
It was a short meal, but the music was wonderful as was the company. When we finished, an incredible song came on the radio and I stood, offering a dance.
"Mademoiselle? If you'd give me the pleasure." I asked, holding out my hand.
Jennifer took it and stood, moving just a little to the side, towards the fireplace. I put my right arm around her and held her hand with my left. The song was perfect as I began moving. Slowly, I started dancing a waltz, wondering if she'd pick it up, and she did, readily.
"Where did you learn to dance?" she asked smiling, surprised.
"Uh... I'm embarrassed to say... but... my mom. She liked to dance and needed a partner to practice on. I promise not to break your toes like I did hers. We call her stubby now." Jennifer laughed, her whole face lighting up.
"I'd appreciate it if I got out of this unscathed."
We couldn't move far, but we danced and danced and danced, smiling, and laughing. When the music changed and became slower, I pulled her in closer, her cheek on my chest, my mouth above her ear. I could smell her perfume and feel the heat from her body. Slowly we turned and when I pulled away a little, I noticed the strap of her top had fallen and her breast was bare.
My eyes were transfixed by the sight and then I saw her looking at me, unafraid and not the least bit embarrassed. It was as if she was giving herself to me, wondering if I'd take her. I licked my lips and softly sighed as I admired her body. My fingertip ran circles over the hardened nipple before I pulled the strap back up, then pulled her close to me once more. My right hand pulled her tighter to me, our bodies melding into one.
I didn't know how long we danced, but we finally stopped and pulled apart.
"I need to sit down," Jennifer said, fanning herself. She was indeed glistening a little from the exertion and moved to the bed, crawling up onto it and laying down.
Jennifer was a picture of perfection to me, lying there, her head on one arm, the other casually draped in front of her, across her breasts.
She patted the bed in front of her. "Come here," she said softly.
I smiled, a little puzzled, a little hopeful and crawled up beside her, laying down. She brought her hand up and stroked my arm a moment, before bringing it to my cheek and stroking softly.
"Thank you," she said softly. "That was very sweet."
I smiled and was just about ready to reply when she leaned forward and lightly kissed me. My body burst with joy at the touch of her lips but I held my calm, softly kissing her back. My hand moved to her side, stroking her softly and she pulled away for a moment. I thought that she'd immediately come to her senses and realized that this was wrong, that she was engaged, that I was nearly a perfect stranger. But she didn't. She lay there a moment and we both came together again, kissing softly, our bodies melding together.
We fell asleep just like that, our lips still in mid kiss.
I felt Jennifer leave after several hours, but didn't worry. I was happy.
*****
I woke up fairly early Monday, the sun was streaming in the window. I was underneath the covers and still in my clothes from last night. I could hear the sounds of Jennifer and Brian packing through the walls as I got out of bed and moved into the living room.
I don't know exactly what I was expecting to find this morning. I knew Jennifer was still engaged. I knew she was mad at Brian for last night, but I didn't think it went further than that. I didn't think she had enough of a reason to throw away her future for me... and I wasn't sure I wanted her to.
Jennifer was just about out the door with a load of luggage when I came out. Brian was already at the car, putting a couple suitcases in the trunk. She looked up when I came out and smiled, a little embarrassed.
"I.... don't know what to say," she whispered.
"No need to say anything. I had an incredible weekend." I smiled to reassure her, not sure if I felt reassured myself.
"Thank you," she said, pulling the suitcase out into the cold and closing the door behind her. I stood in the quiet cabin, watching her through the window. They both got into the car and backed out, moving towards the road.
The car suddenly stopped when someone came walking up. Abigail quickly made her way to the driver's side, and started talking to Brian. The car became animated with movement and I knew there was a fight. The passenger door burst open and Jennifer got out, turned, and dropped something on the seat. She seemed almost calm and relaxed for some reason.



Jennifer turned and started walking back to the cabin. Brian stood up and yelled something to her, flipping her off, and then got back in the car, along with Abigail, and the two drove off. Jennifer stopped at the door, looked back, and then opened it and stepped inside.
Our eyes met when she looked up, finally, and smiled.
She kicked her boots off and then slowly walked towards my bedroom door, unzipping her coat and letting it fall to the floor as she looked over her shoulder at me. As she reached the door, her blouse was sliding off her arms, too.
By the time I got to the doorway, she was in her bra and panties and just laying down on the bed.
"You look absolutely amazing," I said softly, leaning against the door frame.
"Thank you." She smiled, knowing exactly what she did to me. She was so incredibly sexy.
"What are you doing?"
"I'm doing what I want to do for a change, instead of what he wants," she said. "I want you. I want to look at you... and I want to smell you... and I want to feel how warm your skin is against mine. I want to experience you. I want you so bad."
"Me, too," I smiled. "You look so damn beautiful."
She shook her head. "You better come over here before I rip that fucking shirt right off of you."
"Yeah?" I teased, taking a small step forward, slowly moving towards the bed. "Tell me, where do you want me to touch?"
She smiled, thinking about all the ways I could touch her. "From the top of my head all the way to the bottom of my feet. I want you to show me how much you want me. Pull my hair... hold my wrists down... choke me. I want you to take a firm hold of my breasts."
"Do you want me to touch your pussy?" I asked, smirking, taking another small step towards the bed.
"I do want you to touch my pussy," she smiled. "A lot."
"Do you want me to touch your ass?" I was about half-way between the door and the bed.
"Mmhmm!" she smiled, nodding.
"Where else?"
"Everywhere... just everywhere," she said, writhing on the bed a little. I could tell she was excited just by the anticipation. "I want you to possess me... in a way that almost scares me... but makes me know I'm completely yours."
"I think I'm up for the job," I smiled.
"I hope so. And I hope you got enough sleep. It's going to be a long day," she said softly, smiling deviously, patting the bed beside her.
I practically ran the rest of the way to the bed, crawling up onto it as she turned and wrapped her legs around my waist, giggling. I bent forward and we kissed, her hands catching my face between them. It was a deeply passionate kiss that we both desperately needed.
I sat up on my knees and pulled my shirt off as she watched me, then she sat up so I could help her take off her bra. Her breasts amazed me, so beautiful and full. After kissing her again, feeling her warm skin against mine, I sat up and held both of her breasts, firmly squeezing them, then gently rolling her nipples between my fingers before I dropped down again and started kissing and licking them.
Her nipples were so hard, so ready for my mouth. My lips encircled one and I gently sucked on it, driving her crazy.
"Harder," she moaned, so I sucked even harder and gently nibbled on it. "Yeah. Oh fuck! Just like that."
"Is this wrong?" she asked, panting, when I released her nipple.
I sat up on my hands and looked down at her. She was so incredibly beautiful, her skin was slightly flushed. I couldn't imagine ever treating her the way Brian did. "No," I said. "He made his choice. And now I'm making mine."
We kissed again before I sat up and started unfastening my pants. I got off the bed and removed them, along with my boxers, kicking them away. When I looked down at her, she was playing with herself, her panties gone, her fingers softly circling her clit, which excited me.
I quickly moved back onto the bed and slid my face between her thighs. She moved her hand away, just as I kissed her thigh, slowly moving down to her pussy. I kissed beside her labia, as close as I could without touching her, making her moan from my teasing.
Then I licked up one side of her pussy, then the other, tasting her for the first time. Her lips were swollen now, definitely ready for me.
"Oh... yeah," she panted excitedly as I licked through her pussy, sliding deep between her lips before flicking my tongue up and underneath her clit.
"Mmm," I moaned, enjoying her taste, rolling my tongue over her clit. She was panting now and sat up on her elbows to watch me lick her pussy.
"Oh my... yes... oh God," she panted, enjoying the touch of my tongue. I used my hands to spread her lips and slid down lower, letting my tongue glide over her most sensitive, pink flesh, sliding it inside her pussy as far as I could.
Our eyes met as I licked back up to the top of her clit and gently sucked it between my lips as I slowly slid two fingers inside her, feeling her pussy for the first time. She was so warm and wet and inviting.
"Oh my God... yeah," her body shook. I knew she was going to cum for me soon. "Please, please, please, please," she begged me, wanting me to take her over that edge, wanting me to make the pleasure crash over her and drown her.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," I moaned as my tongue slashed her clit, up and down, stroking it, making it mine. My fingers curled, stroking her G-spot, attacking her from the inside, too, forcing untold pleasures over her.
"Oh! Oh yeah! Oh my God!" she finally yelled, cumming on my tongue, her pussy squeezing my fingers so delightfully over and over. Her body shook and legs quivered, her thighs clamped in, crushing my head for a moment between them.
I laughed as I sat up on my knees again, looking down at her. Her skin was flushed and she was smiling back at me as if she was the happiest woman on earth. She quickly moved to her hands and knees and urged me to lie back on the bed. As soon as I fell back, her mouth was on me, sliding my cock deep inside.
"Ah!" I moaned at the sudden onslaught and she giggled.
"Mmhmm," she hummed as she slid her mouth up and down my cock, barely even giving herself time to breathe. Then she added her hand, stroking me beneath her wonderful mouth. The combination was electric and quickly sent me towards my orgasm. But she was adept and kept it from me.
She slowed her stroking and lowered her mouth to gently suck on my balls, taking each into her mouth in turn. Her mouth was so warm and wet... and it had been so long since I had a mouth on me.
"Mmhmm... I love your cock," she whispered as she took me back inside her mouth, bobbing her head rapidly.
"Oh yes... fuck!" I yelled, barely able to take much more.
She giggled and sat up, kicking a leg over me, then sliding my cock inside her as her hips rocked up and back to fuck me. She put her hands on my chest and looked down at me, watching me as her hips did all the work, bouncing and grinding.
I thought her mouth was good, but her pussy was phenomenal. It was even warmer, wetter, and it squeezed my cock as she rode up and down my shaft again and again.
"Ooh!" she panted and leaned down to kiss me. I grabbed her hips and thrust up into her, complementing her fucking motion perfectly. We were the perfect match. "Oh my God. Yeah... yeah," she moaned.
I grabbed her breasts, squeezing them and lifting them. Then I trapped her nipples between my fingers and rolled them, pinching them firmly as she continued to fuck me.
"Oh my God! Yes!" she said, enjoying my nipple play.
When she leaned back down to kiss me again, I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tightly to me, and repeatedly thrust my hips up into her, fucking her from below. She held still, kissing me when she could, but the pleasure grew so much that she could only moan as I kissed her.
When I finally released her, she rose up again. "Oh my God! You feel so good inside me." She changed her pace and slowed down, gently fucking me, gently grinding her pussy into me, driving us both crazy as we became more and more impatient.
Then she started moving her hips fast again, fucking me like she really needed to. "Yes, yes, yes," she panted with every thrust of her hips. She put her hands on my chest again, using my body for balance.
Her skin was flushing again, turning a beautiful shade of pink as her face screwed in a beautiful orgasmic smile. "Oh my God, yeah!" she moaned, cumming on my cock, drenching me and the bed below us.
She bent down and we kissed again, our tongues gliding over the others as we longed for the taste of the other. Even as we kissed, her hips moved slowly, gently fucking me, keeping me hard and ready.
I wrapped my arms around her again and lifted my hips, flipping us over so that I was on top. She giggled as we better arranged out position, then I stroked my cock, pushing it closer to her pussy. I slid the head over and around her labia and clit, teasing her for a moment before I put it at her entrance.
"Please," she begged and I smiled as I pushed into her.
"Oh my God!" I moaned, feeling her pussy grab me once again. "Fuck!" I thrust in and out again and again, wanting to be with her like this forever. I put my thumb in my mouth for a moment, wetting it, then put my hand down on her pubes as she watched with half-lidded eyes. I used my thumb to strum over her clit, making her hips buck beneath me as I continued thrusting into her.
"Oh fuck yes!" she yelled, obviously enjoying the new sensation. "Where did you fucking learn that?"
I laughed. "I have my secrets. I'd tell you my mom taught me, but I don't think that would be appropriate."
She laughed back. "I don't fucking care. It just feels incredible."
I grabbed her legs, hooking underneath them, wrapping my arms around them to hold her to me as I thrust harder and faster.
"Yes, yes, yes," she panted. "Oh fuck... oh my God!"
From the flush of her chest and the hardness of her nipples I could tell she was getting close again. She screwed her eyes shut, her face contorting once more into the beautiful orgasmic face she had as she growled at me. "Oh... yeah, yeah, yeah!"
In just a few more seconds, the growling turned into grunting as she started cumming again. "Oh my God, yes!"
Even as her body trembled, I kept my grip on her thighs firm, holding her in place, and continued to thrust into her, again and again. Her pussy squeezed my cock, tried to force it out, but I was relentless.
"Please, please, please, please," she begged, her orgasm building again, immediately moving into another.
"What do you want?" I panted, thrusting faster, slamming my hips into her ass and the back of her leg.
"Cum in me!" she yelled loudly. "I want you to cum in me!" She tried to reach up for me, tried to grab onto something, but I was too far away. Her hands dropped and grabbed the comforter, fisting it, pulling it out of place.
"Oh, shit," I moaned, feeling my own orgasm crash over me. "Uh!" I grunted, feeling the first gush of cum spray into her. "Uh! Uh! Uh! Fuck!" Spray after spray flooded her insides as I came harder than I ever remember.
She sighed softly as she remained still, just feeling my hot cum fill her insides, smiling.
I pulled out of her, my cum dripping out behind it, and I fell to the bed beside her. Immediately, she wrapped her arms around me and we kissed.
We lay like that for what seemed like a long time, just kissing lightly, holding on to each other, just breathing together.
"I am so in love with you," I admitted.
She smiled, her eyes twinkling so beautifully. "I love you, too. That was so good. I needed that."
I smiled at her. "So, are you busy tomorrow?"
"No plans," she smiled back.
"You think that maybe I can take you home with me?" It was more than just a simple question of driving from one location to another. I wanted her to live with me, to be mine forever. I wanted her life to join with mine, to complete me and complement me.
She smiled back, knowing full well what I was really asking. "Mmm... sure. Why not?"
We hugged each other tighter, her head on my chest, before I fell asleep.
*****
Ten years later, we still remember and celebrate that weekend, and still spend every Valentine's Day there, in the cabin, in each other's arms. And... after three children, adding three beautiful members to our family... we're filling up the six-person cabin.
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Bliss
The lecture seemed long and boring as Jennifer floated in luxury and comfort. She knew on the outside she appeared so attentive and she absorbed every detail, but on the inside, all she could think about was peaceful bliss, knowing she was fulfilling Vince's wishes. A vague memory swept over her and she shivered at the thought.
A memory of her sitting in the library, the third hour in a mad study marathon, when she heard the thud of books beside her, momentarily distracting her. She didn't think too much of him as he sat there and seemed to stare at her. She looked up and saw his smirk, wondering what was wrong with him.
"Want to see a neat card trick?" Vince asked, a deck suddenly appearing in his hands.
"I'm studying," she said, a little annoyed.
"I know, but I need you to take a second and see this. The break will do you good." He shuffled the deck and then fanned it out, face down. "Take one."
She looked down at her book, trying to ignore him.
"Come on, take one," he commanded again.
Exasperated, she grabbed one. "Ok," she said, looking at it quickly. "But I always figure these things out."
"We'll see about that. Don't show it to me, but remember what it is. Got it?"
She nodded your head. "Yeah, yeah."
"Good, now put it back in... anywhere... there you go... good girl." He shuffled the deck again and then arranged it in his hand. "Your card is..." he said, tapping the top one and turning it over. "The queen of hearts."
"No, it's the three of spades nimrod," she shook her head, obviously upset by his lame trick.
He stared at the deck as if wondering what happened. "Oh, my bad, check on your seat." He indicated the hard chair she was sitting on. "Sometimes these things get away from me." She lifted one leg up and saw a card lying there, face up... the three of spades. Her interest piqued.
"How did you...?"
"I thought you figured these things out," he smirked. "I guess you don't pay that much attention. How about we try that again," he suggested, fanning out the deck in front of her. "Pick another one."
She had more interest this time and reached forward more enthusiastically. "Yeah... I'm paying attention."
He smiled, seeing her eyes focus more intently and dilate a little more. In her hazy state, her mind yelled NO to the image... she knew that's what he wanted. She knew that's how he ensnared her.
She heard him, almost as if he was mumbling, thinking it's part of how he distracted her. She tried to tune it out, tried to pay attention to what he was doing and where his hands were going. She heard him, but didn't pay attention to what he was saying.
"Put it here, anywhere you want." She placed it into the deck and he shuffled it again. Then he broke it into halves holding them in front of her. "Pick a half." She indicated the one on her right. He lay the other half aside, then cut the indicated one in half again, allowing her to choose once more. On the third time, he had six cards in his hand and fanned them out in front of her, face down.
"Pick your card," he said.
She went to pull one and then at the last second changed her mind and pulled another. She looked at it and her eyes opened wide, her face beamed. "How in the hell did you do that?" she asked.
"It's magic," he said, smiling. "It's all about distracting you... one hand goes here... another goes there," he said, moving his hands slowly, catching her eyes. "Then this one, then that one...." Her eyes were moving side to side, slowly.
"But I see you're getting sleepy. Good girl. You need to rest for a bit, you've been studying hard. I'll just show you one more trick, ok?"
She nodded her head slowly, her eyes half closed. His mumbling was starting to drone in her ears, making her try to focus harder, making her more tired.
He pulled a card from the deck and raised it up in front of her eyes, facing away from her. He moved it to the right and turned it towards her. It was the king of clubs. "Look at this card. It's going to change, and you have to tell me how." He moved it back to the center and faced it towards himself, then to the left and when it faced her, it was showing the queen of hearts.
"Are you paying attention? I mean REALLY paying attention. I'm still distracting you, you know, making it so you don't see how I'm doing this. You'll have to watch VERY carefully to see how I'm doing it."
The card moved left and right, alternating from the king of clubs and the queen of hearts. Her brow furrowed as she tried to pay attention, tried to figure it out.
"But your eyes are getting so tired, aren't they? It's from all that reading and studying and reading and studying. All those words on the page just look so alike. So much easier to just stop thinking for a little bit and rest. So much easier to just look at the pretty card and not have to worry about your classes."
He pulled the king of clubs back to the center and slowly moved it down to the table, watching her eyes go down with it, slowly closing. He was whispering to her still, mumbling, almost just a buzz in her ears, but she couldn't quite figure out what he was saying. She could feel his breath on her ear, knowing that he was suddenly right beside her, but she couldn't understand what he was saying. It didn't seem to bother her, though. She knew she'd remember what he was saying even if she couldn't hear it now. It was telling her to remember.
The memory changed to sitting in the living room of her own apartment. Although her eyes were closed, she could see the card floating in front of her, side to side, going from the king of clubs to the queen of hearts. She wondered how it did that. She had to keep watching until she figured it out.
Her body was feeling so good. She knew his hands were on her. She could feel his fingers teasing her clit so nicely. His whispers were in your ears and every time she agreed with him, she felt the lovely pleasure soar through her body. It felt so good to agree with him, to remember and to do as he commanded her. Every command meant so much pleasure. His cheek pressed against her cheek, his lips right next to her ear. His hand pressed against her, fingers slid into her, and she pressed back, wanting so much more contact.
She was so glad it was Friday and she had no where to be until Monday morning classes... so glad the pleasure could last as long as he wanted to give it to her.
The haziness in her head grew until she saw herself doing things without even having to think about it. She walked around her apartment, cleaning, making meals, all the while she was floating inside, oblivious. It seemed like she could do anything, as long as he commanded it.
She felt herself kneeling on the floor, seeing the card twist and turn in her mind, moving side to side. Her naked body shuddered as another orgasm swept over it. She repeated the simple mantra "obedience is pleasure" again and again. Each time her body got more and more excited until it overflowed in a gushing river. She could barely feel her juices leaking out of her and pooling on the floor below her. She could barely feel her hard nipples trying to burst from her chest.
Her hands were resting on her thighs, palms up. Her knees were spread wide, her head held high up, back arched, chest thrust forward. It was such a comfortable position for her and she knew how it pleased him.
She could feel his cock slide across her slack face. Her eyes were open, seeing the card, but also seeing his hardness. Her lips parted as it swiped past, giving her a small taste. She shuddered with excitement wanting more... needing more. Her tongue slipped out and licked the head gently as it swiped back across her lips. She felt so much pleasure radiating from her clit, so much desire to taste him fully.
"I love seeing you like this, waiting for my every command, doing everything I say. I could make you into a wanton whore and you'd float blissfully unaware as guy after guy kept fucking you all night long. Then you'd show up at class like an innocent little girl again."
He pushed into her mouth and she felt it fill her. Tingles on her clit made her wonder if he was going to fuck her there, too, hoping against hope that he let her cum again.
She heard his instructions on how to become an expert cocksucker and learned them well until he finally exploded in her mouth while she greedily swallowed it. The sucking and slurping sounds she made were so enticing.
"Oooh, yeah baby," she heard him whisper as she continued to gently suck him afterwards, teasing the head with flicks of her tongue.
His whispers invaded her brain again, murmurs and droning, nothing that she had to think about, just accept. She felt his fingers slide into her, her wetness showing her constant arousal. Two fingers curled inside, sliding in and out of her while she just knelt there wantonly, reciting her mantra.
"You like being my little fuck toy, don't you." His thumb stroked across her clit and she moaned with desire. "A little rich girl like you being my slave makes you so damn hot. So what if your aunt owns HardMicro. I'm going to own her, just like I own you. And you're going to love helping me. Right?" he asked. "Good girl."
She shuddered as her orgasm racked her body, her pussy squeezing his fingers. He loved hearing her panting as she came, loved hearing the near whisper of final resistance fly away as her juices coated his hand.
The next week passed by as if in a dream. She saw herself going to class every day, paying special attention, gaining so much knowledge. And after class, she came back to him and her apartment, to undress and kneel on the floor waiting for his commands. She waited patiently for him to put her collar on her, marking her as his property. She smiled inwardly, knowing she made him happy.
She felt herself being lifted up and placed into position, bending over, her hands on the back of the couch. She could hear his voice resounding in her head, telling her how excited she made him, telling her how rewarding it was to follow his commands as he thrust into her from behind.
She could feel her clit burning and tingling like never before. No one had ever pleased her so much and she came with almost every thrust. She felt him slamming his hips into her ass as he drove into her deeper and faster. Her knees almost completely buckled as her body responded to his cumming inside her. His gift was almost too wonderous for her to take. Her own orgasm made her body spasm when she felt his juices spray inside her.
Her lecture ended and she left her class, a smile on her face as she greeted those around her. Her inner self wanted to resume control, but somehow the floating seemed so much easier. She knew thinking would be too difficult. She felt herself leaving the room and getting into her car. He was sitting in the passenger seat waiting and she smiled at him innocently. She picked up her cell phone and dialed a number that was somehow familiar but she couldn't remember why.
A woman on the other end answered and she greeted her comfortably. Jennifer idly wondered why she couldn't place the voice and why she was saying the things she said. She invited the woman to come see her... Jennifer suggested she leave here for the Bahamas for a week or two, to spend time together now that the semester was winding down. The woman said she was so happy to hear from Jennifer. He smiled. She suspected nothing of his deception.
The woman agreed to come down the next weekend, to meet Jennifer for the trip. It was after finals, after her last week of her undergraduate degree. He sat beside her, his hand between her legs stroking her. Jennifer could barely suppress her need to cum. She was being so obedient to him and she knew it, making her so very excited. She was so wet her pussy was drooling onto her seat.
She hung up the phone after ironing out some of the details. "Good girl," he said softly and she thrashed in her seat, her orgasm so very strong and overwhelming. He watched her lay there, mewling in her post-orgasmic bliss, and smiled.
"Take me home and please me," he commanded. She sat up, panting hard and drove. She seemed overly anxious to get him home, but safely stayed near the speed limit. An image of his cock played in your mind, of her expertly sucking on it, of it sliding into her pussy as she watched. It made her so damn hot!
"You make for some excellent bait," she heard, piquing her interest a little. But the warmth of her environment, the floating, the swirling king of clubs made it so difficult to concentrate on what he was saying. "I'm thinking of keeping you like this afterwards. Make both your Aunt and you be my little sluts. Does that excite you? Huh, good girl?"
She groaned, her body quivering as another orgasm swept over her. Vince sat back and smiled. "I thought it would."
She barely remembered pulling into the garage and moving into the house. She had only fleeting images of him coming up behind her, of lifting one leg and putting it up on the dining room table as he pushed her over it. Fleeting, exciting images and feelings of his cock sliding into her pussy while she wailed and begged for it like some slut. Her bare tits pressed against cold wood as her body was pushed into it again and again from his heavy thrusts. She couldn't believe how good it felt when he sprayed all over her back and ass, his hot, sticky cum stringing and then oozing across her skin. Just feeling that made her cum.
Her week of finals went like a blur, with tests being given and passed without a second thought. All she thought about was him, servicing him every day, and loving it. She never could get enough of him. Every time she filled in a bubble with a number two pencil, she thought of his cock thrusting into her. After she left the class, knowing that she got an A on the test, she slipped into the bathroom for a massive masturbatory orgasm, thanking him again and again.
Jennifer found herself walking through an airport, dressed in an alluring short skirt and low-cut top, attracting the attention of most of the men around. She stood with a smile, waiting for the passenger... she couldn't remember who it was, though. But she knew he commanded her to wait, patiently, her mantra repeating itself in her brain.
She saw her target walk out the gate and waved enthusiastically, triggering a huge smile on her own face. She felt herself surge forward, hugging the woman tightly. The conversation was like noise to her, though. She knew she was talking, replying, but had no idea what she was even saying. Luggage in hand, she walked the woman out to the van, unlocked the back and as she was putting her baggage inside, stabbed her with the syringe, injecting the full load of fluid into her.
The woman turned to her in shock, disbelief on her face for seconds before she slumped down. Jennifer lifted her into the back of the van, closing the door. Vince was sitting in the back, but she barely noticed him. She was just following his commands. She got into the driver's side and left the parking lot, heading for the designated spot near an abandoned warehouse.
Jennifer's Aunt Victoria lay on the floor, moaning softly. She wasn't unconscious, but very close. Her mind was wandering, having a hard time concentrating. She looked so lovely being nearly out like that and Vince took a moment to savor it. Then he took out the king of clubs and began his induction, whispering to her, making her succumb.
When they arrived at the warehouse, the woman was on the edge, so close to being his. Jennifer hovered over her, telling her how lovely it felt to give in. One of Jennifer's hands slid up her leg, sliding underneath her skirt. She begged to show her just how good it could feel to give in to Vince fully as her fingertips slid across the woman's clit making her shudder with lust.
Vince smiled, twirling the card, as the woman's eyes closed momentarily and opened, trying to refocus. His seductive mantra whispered in her ears. Her body was writhing a little and her heavy breathing indicated she was so turned on. Jennifer's free hand unbuttoned her blouse, pulling it free from her skirt, exposing her beautiful bra. Vince was impressed how seductive she could be as Jennifer told the woman how much she wanted to make her aunt cum, her lips caressed her stiff nipples making the woman gasp.
"Good girl," Vince whispered in her ear as she came for the first time.
*****
"Yes, I know what it means," Victoria said squeezing Vince's hand. "He's my husband and deserves to have everything I have."
"But ma'am, he doesn't have to be entitled to the millions you brought to the marriage. It's your choice, but I'd advise you against it." The lawyer looked at her in disbelief. "No offense, sir."
"None taken," Vince assured him. "I understand completely. It's her decision and I'll be happy with whatever she decides to do." The shake of Victoria's hand in his told him she was having another wonderful orgasm. It was difficult to tell otherwise. Her face certainly didn't betray it.
"Ok," the man said. "We'll make sure the Will is changed." He closed his notebook, gathered his briefcase and headed towards the door. "And congratulations to you both, again."
Vince smiled. "Thank you Mr. Cafferty. We're very happy."
The door closed and Vince leaned over, his mouth an inch away from Victoria's ear. "Good girl," he whispered and watched her legs nearly give way as the massive orgasm swept over her. "Now show me how much you adore me."
Her body shaking, she pulled her skirt up to her waist and dropped to her knees in front of him, her hands instantly unfastening his pants. One hand grasped his hardness, rubbing it across her face as she chanted her mantra, "obedience is pleasure." Vince looked down and watched the most powerful businessperson in the country slide her lips around his erection, taking it deep inside until her lips pressed into his pubes, pushing him deep into her throat.
She went down on him better than any street whore.
He looked out the office windows, towering over the city. Being the new CEO of the largest software company in the world was going to be a good promotion for him.
=======================================
Can't Be Done
"You don't think I can hypnotize people, huh?" I asked Ashley, smiling.
"No. That's all just the wishful thinking of teenage boys. Come on."
"What about Sherry here?" I indicated my wife seated beside me on the couch. She was sitting straight up, looking straight ahead with a blank look in her eyes. Her mouth was moving as she whispered a mantra over and over. "She's not hypnotized?"
Ashley's lips slid down my shaft, her tongue swirling underneath it on the way back up. Her hand stroked the exposed shaft as her mouth left me. "Hell no... she's probably just faking it. You guys are in on this together, aren't you?"
I laughed. In a way, we were. She'd been my wife for the past three years, meeting in my last year of college. Not long after meeting her, I decided to try to hypnotize her. I told her it was a fetish of mine and could be something to enhance our sexual pleasure. She didn't believe I could do it, much like Ashley, although she went along with it. If nothing else, it would make for some fun roleplaying.
But she did go under. And I picked a winner. Sherry was an extremely good subject and I was able to take her very deep and have a lot of fun with her.
I'd known Ashley since we were in grade school and only recently reconnected with her. We talked on the internet for a bit and then went out for dinner a few times. Eventually I introduced her to my wife and we had a fun time together, just the three of us. Ashley was divorced and had sworn off men for the time being, but I was incredibly attracted to her. I'd always been attracted to her.
"Well let me ask her," I said. "Sherry? Are you hypnotized?"



"Yes," she said in a quiet, monotonous voice.
Ashley's hands were moving up and down my shaft rapidly, trying to make me cum. Her tongue slid around the head, wanting me so badly. "Yeah, like that's any indication," she said sarcastically. "I'm sure she's in on it." She stuffed my hardness into her mouth again and nearly gagged on it. My hands moved down and stroked her head, holding her there. My head fell back as I groaned.
"Fuck!" I moaned out.
"You alright?" Ashley asked, looking up at me. Her mouth was opened at my tip ready to accept my cum, her hands sliding rapidly up and down my shaft.
"Fuck yeah! Fuck yeah!" My body tensed and I felt my cock lurch in her hand, my cum spraying out onto her waiting lips and tongue and deep into her mouth. Her head fell back as she looked up at me, unconsciously knowing how excited it made me to cum in her mouth like that. I watched the sticky fluids slide over her lips and chin, watched her tongue slide out and lick it up. Her hand came up and scooped it into her mouth.
"I can't believe you think you can actually hypnotize and control somebody. You gotta be playing with me, right?" Ashley asked, licking her hands clean.
I remembered when Ashley came back to our house one night after dinner for some coffee and to play some cards. She was sitting on the floor recounting how much of an ass her ex was. Sherry moved behind her on the couch to massage her shoulders to show support for her. She was a very good masseuse, one of the reasons I fell for her in the first place, and had Ashley very relaxed in no time at all.
I saw a naughty opportunity and decided what the hell. I whispered the phrase I used to put Sherry under and she began whispering her control mantra. Ashley's head had fallen forward, so I couldn't see her face, but I could tell she was so relaxed she was practically under already herself.
Within a minute I could hear Ashley whispering the mantra as well, going deeper and deeper into a trance state. Sherry went all the way down very rapidly, but I gave Ashley several minutes to deepen her trance. Then I sat on the floor beside her and guided her even deeper, letting the relaxation from the massage help her.
When Ashley was all the way under, I had Sherry slide her hands down and unbutton Ashley's blouse. It was so hot to see Sherry start to fondle Ashley's breasts at my direction. They were both moaning as Sherry felt Ashley's nipples harden against her palms. Her fingertips tweaked and pulled them, making them even stiffer.
I had Sherry move her hands lower, as she leaned into Ashley's back, and unfasten our guest's pants. She slid a hand inside Ashley's pants and into her panties. Ashley's hips rotated a little as Sherry stroked her clit. I moved in front of them both, kneeling. I told Sherry that she was masturbating while alone and that Ashley's body was her body. I linked the two of them together so that the more excited Ashley got, the more excited Sherry got.
Ashley leaned back into Sherry, so excited, moaning and groaning in her heat. It was so hot watching Sherry manipulate Ashley's body just like I'd seen her do to her own so many times. Her fingers strummed Ashley's clit and squeezed her nipples as if they were her very own. Ashley's arms hung limp at her sides, but her hips were thrusting up into Sherry as her excitement grew.
Finally, when Ashley came, it triggered Sherry's wonderful orgasm as well, her fingers stopping their delicious assault on Ashley's clit and they both lay there, panting.
"So what do you make these hypnotized girls do, huh?" Ashley asked sarcastically, twenty minutes later, still disbelieving. I was sitting on the couch beside Sherry, both of us completely naked. Sherry was masturbating furiously again. I had her extremely horny but unable to orgasm. And the more she watched Ashley, the hornier she got.
I sat naked, my cock rising into the air as Ashley now swayed her hips and danced in front of us. She was completely naked as well, her hips moving to the music, her hands stroking her body to not only excite herself, but us as well.
"Well I don't have them fill out my taxes. You know, it's all for sex," I laughed. "I have them give me blowjobs on demand, maybe do a striptease for me. Normal stuff." I smiled up at Ashley as she danced closer to me, pushing her lovely pussy out at me. Her hands played with herself, her fingers sliding deep inside her pussy. They were absolutely glistening with her juices she was so wet.
"Ooooh, fuck," she moaned. "Normal stuff, huh? Whatever..." It was so fun having Ashley's mind believe we were sitting around just having a conversation, totally unaware of what her body was doing.
"I'm nice, too. I make it so all my sluts orgasm on command," I said. "I love playing with that one."
Ashley stood there, fingering yourself slowly, standing with her legs straddling mine, looking down at me lustfully.
"Sitting at a restaurant, having a pleasant meal and then, whammo, you have one of the best orgasms of your life. Right in front of everyone as they watch you."
She shuddered visibly as she neared an orgasm. Even with her mind as her usual self, she still found the idea exciting. I knew she enjoyed being controlled, being made to do so many nasty things. She told me that herself. She just didn't want to be responsible for the outcome. She didn't want anyone to think she was some sort of slut. But actually having something like that happen was a total turn-on.
"I get the feeling that excites you," I said smiling, grabbing my cock and slowly stroking it. "I get the feeling you like being made to do all sorts of nasty, slutty things." Ashley gulped, her fingers swirling quickly now. "If you only knew how much I knew about you."
I reached forward and pulled her hands from her pussy, replacing them with my own. I pushed two fingers in deep, slowly fingering her.
"What do you think I'd have you do if I hypnotized you?" I asked softly, bending forward and licking her clit. "Do you think I'd be fingering you and licking your clit?" My tongue slashed over her hard nub, back and forth.
Ashley groaned loudly. "Only in your dreams, Vince." Her body was moving under my assault and I knew she was ready to orgasm. As soon as I let her, that is.
"You think I'd have made you give me a nice blowjob and then cum all over your face? I know you hate the idea of a blowjob. I know you think it's so demeaning. But having you on your knees with my cock between your lips does get me all excited."
I rolled her clit, pinching it with my left hand, while my right continued to finger her. Her hips pushed into me, wanting more and more. She was so close to cumming.
"You're such... a dirty... old man... Vince. Can you... please... stop talking about... me... like that?" she panted.
"I think I'd take you and Sherry to some naughty dance club. I'd make you both think you were a very horny lesbian couple, there for a night of flirting and playing. I'd have you on the dance floor, being all dirty with each other, touching and licking." Ashley licked her lips and moaned softly. I knew this was one of her masturbatory fantasies and I loved confronting her with it.
"How did you...?" she asked, her brow scrunched up in pleasure and wonder.
"Oh, I'm sorry," I smiled. "Was that a secret of some sort? Do you remember what happened earlier?"
Ashley licked her lips as she shook her head. Her hands moved up and pinched her nipples.
"I guess you wouldn't. You were very much under my control then. You should have seen yourself. We all went out to a restaurant for dinner. I loved watching your face as Sherry slinked under the table and made a show of pushing your legs apart. She put one of your feet right up on the table itself as she buried her face between your thighs. We were in a private area of the restaurant, but several people saw us. I'm sure the waiter wanted to join us. You gave him your number, by the way, so I'm sure you'll be hearing from him soon."
"Oh my god," she moaned, closing her eyes. "You certainly have a good fantasy life. Uh... fuck..."
"You think so, do you?" I smiled, wondering if I should allow her to remember. "What's wrong Ashley? Feeling a little horny? I want you to remember the restaurant... remember the restaurant and cum for me, Ashley." And she did.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Ohhhhhhh!" Her entire body shook uncontrollably as her orgasm washed over her. She could barely stand, barely speak it hit her so hard.
Ashley was panting, still standing above me. My hands were still stroking her wet pussy. My fingers were drenched with her juices and it excited me.
"I... I can't believe..."
"Oh, and that wasn't the end of it, either. Do you remember the movie afterwards? We sat in the back of the theater and I had you pull my cock out. You were so damn hot you didn't watch any of the movie. You went down on me the whole damn time."
She swayed as if she was going to fall down, but I held her upright. I let my fingers slide further between her legs and circled her asshole, teasingly.
"How did you do this to me?" she wondered aloud.
"I can tell you now, because you won't remember it in a little bit. I hypnotized you, of course my slut. Sherry helped lead you to me, helped me hypnotize you so damn deep. We've been playing with you for weeks now."
I coated my cock with her juices and turned her around so she faced away from me. With my hands on her hips, I guided her down onto me, my cock sliding into her pussy as she slowly squat down.
"Fuck, Vince! Don't call me that," she said trying to be defiant.
"What? My slut? Aw, but that makes your pussy so wet when I say it, doesn't it?"
I felt her shiver as she slid my cock deeper inside her at the mention of that word. I conditioned her. I knew what would make her so damn hot.
"Slut. Slut. Slut," I whispered, feeling her body shake, hearing her pant in excitement every time.
"And I almost forgot about the club. We went to a strip club where I had you and Sherry perform on stage. You were both so good. The crowd thought you were just acting, but I know you both too well. You were getting off on each other. Even I lost count of the number of orgasms you each had."
"I... I wouldn't do such a thing," Ashley said weakly as the memory started to come to her. "Oh my god! I'm so embarrassed!" She moved faster now, driving down onto me before pushing away. She loved having my cock in her.
"Noooo, it wasn't embarrassing at all. You absolutely loved it! And you got lots of tips from it. We may just have to go back." I lay back on the couch, gripping her hips firmly. I helped slide her up and down, harder and faster, watching her pussy form a tight seal around my hardness. I could see the tip almost slip out of her before she came back down again, pushing me in to the hilt.
"Fuck, yeah," I moaned loudly. "Your pussy is fucking awesome!"
"My... my what?" she asked. "Jeez, Vince.... Oh god... That's so rude... and with Sherry... uh... fuck... yeah... right here."
I felt my orgasm unleash into her and thrust into her fast as my body quivered. My orgasm triggered hers and she screamed out as her body locked into place. My cock slid out of her and she fell back onto the couch beside me. Her body was quivering with lust, panting and sweating in excitement.
I opened my eyes after a few seconds and watched both women laying there, panting. I knew that Sherry had orgasmed at the same time as Ashley and lay back in her chair. I smiled, unable to believe how incredible my life had become. I had both women dress and then sat Ashley down before I broke them both from their trance.
"I don't care what you say. You know that hypnosis stuff doesn't work on me," Ashley said. "You've tried it a couple times already. It's a farce. It just can't be done."
"I know," I laughed. "But you can't blame a guy for trying."
"But thanks for going out to dinner with me tonight, you guys," Ashley said, smiling at us both. "I'm grateful for the company every now and then."
"Of course, Ashley. You can hang with us any time you like," Sherry beamed.
I smiled. It was as if nothing had even happened.
=======================================
Savor
Jennifer woke to the glaring sounds of her alarm clock. 'Yet another work day,' she thought. She got out of bed, walked into the bathroom, shed her long nightshirt and slipped into the shower. Everything was routine. Everything was expected and boring. Her life had become rote boredom, with no relationship currently and none to look back on fondly. It'd been many years since she dated and she no longer cared.
She sat in her office, alone in the dimly lit room. She'd been working here for fifteen years now, seemingly unappreciated and definitely unrewarded. As a legal secretary, her job might be seen as potentially exciting, but the clients and cases she saw were boring. They weren't even good enough to make jokes about.
The florescent lighting made the room look small and uninviting. She wished she had a window she could look out of. She wished she could see the bright blue sky, see the sun shining, feel the breeze blowing. But she was in the middle of the building, and was unlikely to move anywhere else. The room seemed to match who she was, small and uninviting. She didn't need to ask for more. She must be where she belonged.
She was good at her job, though, and took pride in the work she accomplished. She dedicated long hours to her work, hours that should have been spent living her life. But now, it seemed that life was passing her by. At thirty-nine, she knew she'd never find the right guy, never start a family, never be happy in love. And she didn't even try any more.
Fate seemed to surprise her that morning on the way to work, when she looked out the window of the bus and saw a beautiful woman standing nearby, leaning against the wall. She looked out the window, forlorn, wondering how her life would be different if she met such a beautiful woman. Jennifer envisioned what she'd be like, what she'd sound like, what she'd feel like kissing her.
The bus jolted as it pulled back into traffic and she blinked, finding that the woman had been staring right back at her.
She sat back in her seat at work, thinking about her, when suddenly her cell phone buzzed indicating a text message was received. It surprised her since she didn't have a lot of friends and very rarely received any kind of text message. She opened the phone, staring at the screen... staring at the single word of which the message consisted.
Savor.
She blinked for a second, wondering what it meant when her mind was suddenly flooded with a vivid fantasy. She leaned back in her chair, unable to control her thoughts and her body.
She envisioned herself in the bathroom, naked, sitting on the edge of the tub. She sprayed the shaving cream into her palm and then ran the bubbly contents around her mound. She was giggling about how naughty she was being, but how sexy it felt. Her finger toyed with her clit for a moment, sending lovely shivers through her body. She gripped the razor lightly and used deft strokes to slowly swipe away the shaving cream and her hair. She slowly revealed her lovely clit and labia, making her so excited and wanting more contact.
Her fingers moved her overheated flesh aside to make room for the razor. The feeling of it sliding over her flesh was erotic. It made her so excited. When she was finished, she washed and wiped away the excess lather, loving the way it looked. It looked like she wanted attention drawn to her there. She wanted someone to see it, comment on it, adore it, and love it. She wanted to feel her lover's lips glide across her newly bared skin and kiss her clit. She wanted her lover's tongue to make her cum.
She saw the woman there between her spread thighs, her tongue slowly moving in and stroking over her smooth, naked, aroused flesh. The sensations that lovely button gave her were so intense that her body shivered. She alternately wanted to push her away and pull her in tighter as wave after wave of intense, erotic pleasure pulsed through her.
The woman wanted her smooth. She loved her smooth. She loved licking her pussy when she was smooth.
She was breathing hard when the vision passed. She could feel the wetness in her panties. It had been so long, if ever, since she'd been this aroused. She looked around for a moment, wondering if anyone could see how excited she was. She got up and walked swiftly to the bathroom, locking herself into the stall. She shed her pants and panties, wondering if the vision was true. But she found her unkempt, unruly nest of pubic hair there.
Her fingers pulled at her flesh and she couldn't envision her lover touching her while she looked like this. She knew she'd have to shave it all off. Embarrassed, she got dressed again, and went back to work. The rest of the day, her naked pussy was on her mind. She could imagine how it would look and how it would feel.
*****
She awoke the next morning earlier than usual. She yawned and walked into the bathroom. Shedding her old, long, comfortable nightshirt she turned on the water and waited for it to warm up, then got into the shower. She cleaned off, her body feeling different today. She felt more... tingly... alive... excited. When her hands got near her pussy she understood why. She remembered yesterday and how it felt in her vision to shave her pussy.
She licked her lips and turned off the shower head, leaving the water running into the bath. She retrieved her supplies and first trimmed her bush with a pair of scissors, then spread the shaving cream on her hand. She felt the tingling of the cream and felt her body tingling right along with it. She spread it around her mound, loving the cool feeling against her skin. She felt her arousal grow quickly and heard her soft moans echoing on the tile walls.
She was panting when she started with the razor, taking off swaths of hair, baring the skin beneath the foam. It had been a long time since her skin was this visible around her clit. And now... it was again... and she felt... so... dirty.... so aroused.
Her hand was shaking when the last of the foam was finally removed. She washed away the remaining bits and swept her hand over her mound to feel for missed spots. She found none, but found herself too aroused to move. Every touch of her fingers was like magic. Every touch made her body tingle with need. Obsessed with the feeling, her fingers slid over her skin, probing and touching herself. She spread her knees lewdly apart to reach every crevice.
Her moaning was loud, her breathing heavy, and when her fingers brushed her clit her body exploded in orgasm. Instantly her hand pushed hard against the tingling, sensitive nub. Nothing could stop her from rubbing it quickly, circling it, as her body tightened up in extreme pleasure again and again. It had been so long since she'd felt like this. Far too long.
When she regained her senses, she was lying in the tub, water splashed all over the floor from her spasms. She forced her hand away from her pussy and slid out of the tub, grabbed a towel and jogged to her room. She was going to be so late for work. She dressed in her usual long, ankle-length skirt and blouse and left the house in a rush.
She was panting, her body flushed. She tried to tell herself that it was because she was rushed to get to work. But she knew better... she was so horny.
The bus ride was much more interesting this time with every bump sending pleasure through her. She squeezed her thighs together tightly, trying to feel more and more pleasure. She inched her hand onto her lap, beneath the jacket she carried and pushed her fingers into her mound. It felt good, but not nearly as good as touching naked, dripping, wet flesh.




The bus stopped and she saw her model-like, seductive woman again, leaning against the wall. Their eyes met and the woman smiled before Jennifer shyly looked away. She was embarrassed that the woman noticed she was staring at her and knew she was blushing. As the bus pulled away, she looked up again and saw the woman staring at her still. Jennifer smiled, enjoying the attention, enjoying the flush of heat that moved through her at the thought of that beautiful woman being interested in her.
She couldn't keep her hands away from herself for the rest of the bus ride into work, and then during work itself. Her hand was always in her lap, pressing against her clit, her legs pinching together to feel the pleasures. Her day seemed to be going so much better now, so less boring and repetitive. Her body felt so alive with pleasure and desire.
Just after lunch she got another text message. It startled her again that she'd actually received one, but after the results from yesterday's, she was more than anxious to see what this one said.
She opened her phone to see the simple message repeated.
Savor.
She felt her body flush as a new fantasy played through her mind. She leaned back in the chair, her thighs squeezing tightly, her fingers pressing into her overheated center as the imagery came alive.
She saw herself, wearing a short skirt and translucent blouse. Her nipples were barely visible beneath, her breasts pressing against the thin material. She knew she wasn't wearing any panties either. Her long legs were shown nicely beneath the skirt and with the high-heeled shoes she wore. She knew everyone would have their eyes on her, and it excited her.
With every step she took she could feel her damp pussy. She saw herself go into a restaurant and sit in a corner booth, just out of eyesight. She spread her legs and slowly slid her hand up her thigh, just like her lover would do, teasing herself. Her fingertips strummed across her labia, feeling it's damp heat. They stroked softly over her clit sending bolts of pleasure through her body.
She kept touching herself, just out of sight, even as the waitress came and took her order. Jennifer licked her lips as she looked up at the young woman, wanting her to know what she was doing, wanting her to kneel on the floor and taste her. She felt so dirty and so alive that she could masturbate, just a glance away from being caught. It only made her more excited. She felt her juices running down her ass and knew she'd have to get off.
She stared at the young woman's expression as she peered at her over the edge of the table, seeing her fingers slide over and around her clit. Jennifer raised her leg onto the seat beside her to give the woman a better view. She looked at her so longingly and it made her even more excited. She saw the woman touch the front of her pants, so horny, needing her own relief. Jennifer licked her lips wantonly, wanting to taste the young woman's pussy, wanting to worship it. Jennifer felt lost when she moved away from her.
She ate her salad thinking about how her lover would continually tease her with a toy. Perhaps she'd hold a vibrator up to her wetness and make her so damn horny. All the while they'd act like innocent diners. She envisioned having no choice but to run into the bathroom and bring herself to a screaming orgasm while her lover waited, smiling at her torturous, devious talents.
The vision made her so excited once again. When she opened her eyes, she found herself slouched forward, her skirt pulled up, her hands beneath it, teasing herself. She looked around to make sure no one was nearby as she pulled her panties aside and pushed a finger into her sodden folds. She groaned softly, loving the feel of that long digit sliding in and out of her. If only it was as easy as her fantasy showed her.
She found it difficult and frustrating that she had to run to the bathroom every time she needed some relief. Her skirt and panties made it so much more difficult. They were in the way. She knew just what she'd have to do.
She closed her eyes and wondered if someone would catch her. She wondered if someone would be watching her from across the room, getting excited seeing her skirt hiked up onto her thighs, seeing her hunched over a little, her hand buried under the folds of material, by her... masturbation. She smiled as she felt a rush go through her thinking that maybe someone was. Maybe a guy was jerking off as he watched her, ready to cum because of her.
She stood, adjusting her clothes, and looked around to see if anyone was watching. No one seemed to be paying attention and she rushed off to the bathroom. Slipping into a stall she pulled her panties off and stood there, feeling the cool air circulate around her wetness as she held her skirt up. It felt so wonderful. She thought about flashing someone like this, about walking down the hall at work and lifting up her skirt to show her beautiful, wet pussy to some stranger.
When she let her skirt drop, she felt so dirty and sexy. She knew she'd have to wear a shorter skirt tomorrow. Maybe one that would allow someone to peek underneath if she bent over.
She could feel the restriction of her bra and wondered what it would feel like to have her breasts free all the time. She unbuttoned her blouse and set it aside. She reached back and unfasted her bra, immediately feeling the refreshing release on her large breasts. Her hands massaged them and she felt the tingling in her nipples. She could imagine how good it would feel to go bra-less, to know that such thin material and a few buttons were the only thing keeping her from being exposed.
She put her blouse back on, leaving several buttons undone at the top to show her lovely cleavage. She saw the strain on the buttons and wondered what would happen if they popped at just the wrong moment. She imagined unbuttoning it with some strange woman in front of her, kneeling down between her legs, showing the woman her huge breasts as she played with herself. She imagined how it would feel to have the woman spray her chest and neck with her warm juices, with jet after jet of the sticky fluid hitting her and sliding down over her skin.
She felt so alive, so powerful with her sexuality.
She went back to her desk and completed her day, her body charged with excitement and sex.
*****
The bus was more crowded today, as the week started winding down. This was yet another day of her coming out. And she was armed to the teeth today. She went shopping the night before, buying tight, short skirts, blouses and tops to show of her cleavage and give glimpses of her nipples. She slipped into the adult store and bought a mini-vibrator to use whenever the feeling came over her.
She sat in the bus amid the hustle of packed people, and noticed a good-looking, young business woman seated next to her. As Jennifer looked at her, she bit her lip and slid her fingers beneath her miniskirt and stroked her overheated pussy. She watched the woman's eyes as her gaze trailed down her body, looking over her bra-less breasts straining the silk blouse, and then watching her hand slip under her jacket and up her skirt. The woman looked up, amazed that she was doing this right here, right now. Jennifer just smiled and licked her lips. She could tell it excited the woman and it made her so hot to know she wanted her.
She moved her hand onto the woman's leg and stroked it up and down, moving higher and higher towards her pussy. The woman moved her jacket over to ward against prying eyes, although Jennifer didn't really care who saw them. She watched the woman's expression as she unzipped her dress slacks, pushing her hand inside, winding its way inside her panties until she touched hot, wet, naked flesh. She felt the woman's body twitch as she stroked her clit and teased it with her fingers. She slowly stroked her labia, enjoying its texture, enjoying her soft moans of appreciation. She smiled, closing her eyes as she teased them both towards a quiet orgasm while the bus drove on and the passengers rode unaware.
The bus stopped and she stared out the window with excitement, seeing her model-like, beautiful woman leaning against the wall again. She licked her lips as she scanned the woman's body, thinking the most deliciously naughty thoughts. The woman smiled at her, shifting her weight, moving her hips. Jennifer stared at her body, hoping to see much more than just her sexy clothing. Jennifer yearned to see her naked. Yearned to feel the woman's body against her own.
She walked into work, most everyone's eyes on her. She knew she looked hot. She was hot! She took small steps showing off her long legs and beautiful ass hidden beneath the small skirt. Her hard nipples slid deliciously beneath her tight blouse, the hard points dragging across the fabric continually sending thrills through her body. Her breasts bounced with each step drawing attention to them, too. She slipped into her desk chair and immediately spread her knees apart, sliding one hand between her thighs to tease herself. No one was close enough to see her, so she was free to play... as much as she wanted... all day long.
Lunch came and went and she waited anxiously for another text message. She wanted it. She needed it. She kept glancing at the clock and her phone, barely able to work, her fingers sliding through her wet folds, keeping her orgasm just at bay.
At one o'clock she saw the familiar chime on her phone, so happy it finally arrived. She flipped open the phone and held her breath, wanting another vision. She smiled when she read the message.
Savor.
She leaned back in the chair waiting for the lusty vision. She slipped a long, slim finger inside herself in anticipation and it hit. She could see and feel it, plain as day. She was kneeling. She felt the carpet below her knees and looked down over her naked body. A single chain was around her waist and a necklace adorned her throat. Between them ran strands of metal, making a beautiful, decorative top that hid nothing but shimmered in the light. She could feel the chains rub against her nipples exciting them more and more.
Her wrists felt awkward. She looked down to see them bound together, the leather cuffs around them connected with a short ring.
She looked up and saw the most glorious pussy she'd ever seen. The woman was standing in front of her, her swollen, precious folds right at mouth level. Jennifer licked her lips knowing it was going to taste heavenly. She examined it closely; the way the ridges of her labia looked like flower petals; the way her swollen clit protruded at the top; the way it swayed gently in the air in front of her; the way it was so wet and pink on the inside.
She slid closer, bringing her bound hands up. One finger tracing a line along her labia, feeling every bump and contour. She knew the woman above her was excited by her and she felt herself dripping with pleasure, too. Her finger traced down along her thighs, watching and feeling them slightly move, slightly open and close, enticing her. She leaned in and kissed the small mound of pubic hair at the top, letting just the tip of her tongue touch her there. She slid it down along the ridge of her sensitive clit, following it around. She let her tongue slip into her wetness and rest her tongue there as she slightly moved it. She looked up and saw the woman dimly, the light behind her hiding her identity.
She let the woman spread her legs further to let her tongue slide in deep, let her lips close on her clit as she lightly suckled on it. Then she held her mouth there, slightly swallowing, humming, letting the vibrations be felt by the woman. She could tell exactly when it felt good to her. At first the woman slid her pussy up and down, fucking her face. Then when it felt really good, the woman's hands grabbed Jennifer's head and she pushed her pussy into her as if desperate to cum. She loved it when her lover got desperate. She loved almost suffocating on her as her lover smothered her with her wetness until she came in her mouth.
The vision subsided and she found herself panting, her hands gripping the arms of her desk chair. She released her iron grip and relaxed, blinking and shaking her head. She felt her mouth watering, her tongue longing for a taste. That was such an incredible daydream. She was so wet she'd definitely have to do that. And she knew with whom.
*****
The night seemed to go by quickly, with so many sexy thoughts going through her head, but when the morning came, she was awake and refreshed. She made sure she was extra clean and smooth. She wanted to make a good impression. She wore her sexiest outfit and really felt her blood boiling with need when she opened the door and left for work.
She waited at the bus stop, feeling the eyes on her, feeling them wanting her, and it made her more and more excited. She got on the bus and found the young business woman holding a seat for her, hoping to touch her again. She smiled seductively, licking her lips as she sat next to her and moaned when her hand started stroking her thigh.
The bus stopped at her favorite stop and she saw her lovely, devilish woman leaning against the wall again. She got up, surprising the business woman beside her, making her withdraw her cum-slick fingers, and got off the bus. Her eyes were locked on her target and walked towards her. She walked slowly, seductively. The woman watched her the whole time, as if she was expecting her.
She walked up to the woman and put her hands on her hips, pulling her body against hers. She felt the woman's hands encircle her hips and casually rest on her ass. She pushed her pussy against the woman's thigh and moaned in excitement.
"I need you. Oh God, I need you to fuck me," she whispered, kissing and biting at the woman's neck.
Wordlessly, the woman led her into the building and shut the door. It was far darker inside, with only a lone incandescent bulb above providing the illumination. It cast stark shadows against them both as the woman leaned against the wall and Jennifer dropped to her knees. The smooth tile floor felt hard and cool against her knees, but she paid it no attention.
Shaking, she raised her hands and put them on the woman's thighs, just below her skirt, feeling the smooth warmth of her legs. She was shivering with need and desire as she moved her hands higher, pushing her skirt up to expose her sexy panties. Her pussy was hiding just behind her sheer panties and Jennifer licked her lips nervously as her fingertips traced it.
She leaned forward and longingly licked her labia through her panties with just the tip of her tongue. She felt her pussy gushing below her, felt her nipples hard against her thin blouse. She knew this was going to be her moment.
Her fingers slid beneath the waist band and pulled her panties down. Jennifer felt the woman's hands cradle her head, encouraging her. She didn't dare tear her eyes away from her beautiful mound. The woman pushed her hips forward, pushing her pussy against Jennifer's lips and she kissed it. Her tongue slid through her wetness, just like in her vision before she let the woman push it tight against her waiting lips.
Jennifer felt helpless as the woman forced herself against her face, practically smothering her. Jennifer was drowning in her own lust, her own desire to make this woman cum. She felt the wave of her own orgasm crash over her again and again as she worshiped this woman's gorgeous pussy.
She relished the feel of her new life.
She would savor it forever.
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Persistent Arousal Syndrome: Her New Job, Part 1
COVID-19. The deadly disease that circled the globe over a year-long period starting in 2019 was rumored to have been started as a bio-weapon by the Chinese government. It's origin was discovered to be a government-funded lab, funded in part by the US Government, to do gain-of-function research... research to make naturally occurring animal viruses more infectious among humans.
The disease spread rapidly around the world in the first few months and when the first wave had passed, there were 759 million cases around the world with 6.87 million deaths. Luckily, scientists were able to determine how the virus infected the human body and developed multiple vaccines using Messenger RNA (mRNA) technology.
An mRNA vaccine gives cells instructions for how to make the S protein found on the surface of the COVID-19 virus. After vaccination, the body's muscle cells begin making the protein pieces and showing them on cell surfaces. This causes the body to create antibodies. These antibodies are used to help clear out the virus once someone becomes infected.
Once the protein pieces are made, the cells break down the instructions and get rid of them. The mRNA in the vaccine doesn't enter the nucleus of the cell, where DNA is kept.
As time wore on, the virus mutated, with future strains becoming less and less deadly, but still spreading rapidly. Doctors had found that the immunizations waned over time, too. So new variations of the vaccines were developed and used as boosters.
However, with the vaccines' rapid development and release needed to save lives, the vaccine itself caused side-effects that were unknown until the vaccine was widely released. One side-effect, which affected about one one-thousandth of one percent of the population that received it, caused Persistent Arousal Syndrome... or PAS. Over two thousand people in the United States alone were left to suffer.
While PAS did affect both genders, it was far more common in women and included symptoms such as tingling in the genital areas, vaginal lubrication, unpredictable or even spontaneous orgasms, and under extreme duress, unpredictable and wild sexual behavior.
Doctors have been unable to determine how the vaccine causes PAS and their treatment options to date have been unsuccessful. As of this writing, there is no treatment nor a cure.
Case File: Elizabeth Voigt... a thirty-two-year-old, divorced woman.
*****
Elizabeth Voigt sat at her desk, feeling her body tingle. It'd been building all morning, starting from when she woke up. It was getting more and more difficult to type and she was having trouble sitting still. There were no cubical walls in her office, so the five other women in the office could see every move she made. There was no way she could take care of her problem out here.
She swallowed hard as she locked her computer screen, stood, and quickly walked towards the bathroom. It was the third time she had to go in there this morning and she'd been in the office for just under three hours. She prayed that people didn't notice.
The bathroom was empty and she slipped into one of the stalls, quickly locking the stall door behind her. She pulled up her skirt, sat on the toilet, and spread her legs wide, her hand quickly moving down to slide along her very wet, very swollen labia.
"Oh, finally," she moaned as her fingertip circled her clit. She tried to keep quiet, tried to control her breathing, but it wasn't easy.
"Oh... God yes," she panted as she slid two fingers inside herself and slowly pumped them in and out. With her other hand she slid a hand inside her bra and rolled her nipple, teasing it. It was already hard and throbbing and touching sent bolts of pleasure right to her clit.
"Oh yeah," she hissed as she moved her hand faster, slamming her palm against her clit with every thrust into her pussy. "Oh!" It was becoming harder and harder to control how loud she was breathing. "Oh my God! Oh my God! Yessss!" she panted as she came, her body shaking hard.
One foot banged on the metal wall with the heel of her shoe, making a loud noise that seemed to echo in the small room.
"Oh my God," she panted as her orgasm subsided. "That was just what I needed. Almost didn't make it that time."
She stood and adjusted her blouse and her skirt, making herself presentable again.
"Ok... better get back to work."
She flushed the toilet as she exited the stall and walk to the sink to wash her hands. Movement at the back of the restroom caught her eye as Pam walked towards her, looking at her strangely.
"Are you ok?" Pam asked, looking very concerned.
"Yeah, yeah... why?" Elizabeth asked nervously. She really had no idea how long Pam could have been there or what she might have heard. But she was scared.
"Well... I noticed that you're having a hard time sitting at your desk," Pam said. "And you're running into the bathroom a lot."
"Sorry... I'm just... I don't know, I'm feeling..." Elizabeth said, trying to think of what to say to defend her actions.
"No worries... I overheard, you know... a little," Pam said, looking embarrassed. "Is that happening, you know, all the time?"
Elizabeth nodded. "Yeah... more frequently now. I don't know what's wrong with me."
"Aw, honey," Pam said, giving her a hug. "Maybe you should go see someone. I could recommend, you know, a doctor if you need one."
"Thanks," Elizabeth smiled.
Elizabeth ended up not taking Pam's suggested doctor, but did make a call to see her own, and made a plea for an urgent appointment. She didn't know how much more she could take. The doctor's office called her back within an hour, telling her they had an opening at 3pm. She gratefully took it.
She quickly typed an email to her boss, telling him about the appointment.
*****
She showed up at the doctor's office at a little before 3pm and checked in. After only a short wait, the nurse took her back to an exam room where she had another short wait.
The doctor knocked quickly on the door just before opening it and walking inside. She shut the door behind her.
"Elizabeth, hi," she said. "I'm Doctor Wales. Doctor Trent is out of the office today and I'm filling in for him."
"Hi," Elizabeth said. She was surprised her own doctor was out. But she knew she'd probably be a little more comfortable discussing this with a female doctor anyway.
The two shook hands, then Dr. Wales pulled up a rolling chair and sat in front of Elizabeth. "So, tell me what's happening. Tell me what you're experiencing. The chart just mentions over-arousal issues."
Elizabeth nodded. "I feel like... you know... like a sex addict or something."
Dr. Wales nodded. "Ok."
"My life is a wreck," Elizabeth said, starting to sound frantic. "I cannot stop masturbating... all the time. And I cannot stop, just... fucking... everyone. Men... women... complete strangers."
"So you're not able to control these... urges?" Dr. Wales asked putting a hand on Elizabeth's knee in a show of compassion.
"Not at all," Elizabeth shook her head. "My body is just on fire all day long. I'm fine one minute and the next I'm just instantly overcome with this... need. I just find myself craving sex all day long. I'm sorry... it's... it's so embarrassing to even talk about."
"It's ok. It's ok," Dr. Wales consoled her. "You're in a safe place here. Just tell me whatever comes to mind. It'll help me understand what's going on."
Elizabeth licked her lips nervously. "Every day, I just wake up... tingling all over. When I go to put my robe on, it's like there's fingers and hands all over my body. And I feel an urge, you know... like, in my vagina. And it's more powerful than I can even describe. If I don't deal with it quickly, my body will deal with it on its own."
"What do you mean?"
Elizabeth looked down to the floor, obviously embarrassed by what she was about to reveal. "I refused to touch myself the other day. The next thing I knew, I invited the mail carrier inside. I don't even remember what I did. But I remember... I was on my knees... I opened his pants... looking at his huge cock in my hands. It was engorged... and hard. I found myself just pulled to it. My lips wrapping around it, feeling it going deeper as I sucked harder and harder... until I was gagging on it. Then he made me so fucking wet as he bent me over the couch and pounded into me, his balls slapping against my clit, making me cum again and again. Then all of the sudden he pulled out and just covered my back and ass with cum. It was dripping everywhere. I don't even remember what he looks like. But I felt so... satisfied... afterwards."
"What do you mean by 'deal with it quickly' before that point," Dr. Wales asked.
"Well... usually, the tingling goes away for a while if I have an orgasm," Elizabeth explained. "So, I... I masturbate. A lot. All day long."
"Ok," Dr. Wales nodded. "And you mentioned that it starts with the tingling all over."
"Yeah... all over... centered on my... my clitoris and my nipples," Elizabeth panted, feeling the tingle building now even. "They get very, very sensitive."
"When did you first notice these symptoms?"
"I don't know... maybe six weeks ago or so."
"Have you had any injuries, hit your head, started any new medications, or had any shots right before that... like hit your head on a cupboard door or got a flu shot maybe?"
"No... nothing like that," Elizabeth said, shaking her head.
The doctor was scanning through her medical history. "I see from your chart that you did receive a COVID booster two months ago. Did you have any symptoms from any of the COVID shots that you remember?"
"No... I don't remember anything in particular," Elizabeth said. "I mean, my arm hurt a little afterwards."
"Nothing related to the tingling you feel now?"
"No... nothing like that at all."
"Ok, ok," Dr. Wales nodded pushing her chair back a little. "Well, let me do a basic exam first. Why don't you sit up on the exam table, here?"
Elizabeth stood and hopped onto the side of the exam table as Dr. Wales stood in front of her. The doctor reached into her hip pocket and took out a small flashlight. She flicked it on and lifted it.
"First, let me check your eyes," Dr. Wales said. "Look straight ahead for me." She slowly moved the light around, looking into Elizabeth's eyes to check for anything out of the ordinary. "Ok... they look clear. Now, follow the light."
Slowly, the doctor moved the pen across her face, and Elizabeth tracked it with her eyes.
Dr. Wales turned off the light and slipped the flashlight back into her pocket, then reached up and grabbed some rubber glove from the box on the wall. She grabbed a wooden stick from a countertop jar and put her hand on Elizabeth's jaw.
"Now... Open your mouth wide and say 'ah'.
"Ah," Elizabeth said, opening her mouth as wide as she could as the doctor put the stick in and checked all around her mouth. When she finished, she squeezed the front of Elizabeth's neck to check for swollen tonsils.
"Looking good," she nodded, stepping back a little. "Ok... why don't you get undressed for me."
Elizabeth jumped off the table and started taking her shirt and pants off, leaving her black, lacy underwear still on. Then she jumped back on the table.
"Oh... can you take your bra off, too, please, so I can check your breasts."
"Oh yeah... sure," Elizabeth said, unfastening her bra and tossing it onto the rest of her clothes.
"Sorry, my hands might be a little cold," Dr. Wales said as she lifted her hand and gently squeezed Elizabeth's breast. Her hand slowly moved around it, making Elizabeth's nipples start to throb with need. "Your breasts look nice. I can see your nipples are quite hard. Are they very sensitive right now?"
"Extremely sensitive, doctor," Elizabeth said.
Surprisingly, the doctor lightly pinched and rolled them between her fingers a little sending bolts of pleasure through Elizabeth's body and making her moan softly.
"Ok," the doctor said suddenly, releasing her breast. "Lay back for me. Can you remove your panties?"
"Yes... sure," Elizabeth said. She lay back on the examination table, grabbed her panties and lifted her hips a little to pull them off. She tossed them aside.
"Ok... spread your legs a little," Dr. Wales said. "Wow... you are... wet," she said as if surprised. "I'm just going to explore the outside first."
Elizabeth nodded as the doctor's fingers traced around and over her labia, feeling every ridge and valley. It made Elizabeth's body shiver a little. She knew that if this examination went on much longer, she was going to have to have an orgasm. She prayed she'd be able to go to the bathroom for that.
"Is this too much?" the doctor asked, noticing her shivering and thought it was discomfort.
"No... no... I'm just... extremely sensitive," Elizabeth panted.
"I can see," Dr. Wales said. "And very swollen. Do you mind if I spread you open a little?"
"I guess... uh... that's your job, right?" Elizabeth said, trying to make a joke, her lips starting to quiver.
"Wow... you're just... so excited and swollen," the doctor said.
Elizabeth licked her lips. They felt so dry. Her body was starting to feel so warm and needy. "I have to say, Doctor, that even your touch is getting me a little... over excited."
"Ok, ok... good to know. Here..." the doctor grabbed a white bottle and squirted some of the liquid onto her gloved hand. "You probably don't need it, but let me just use a little of this. Let me do an internal... check. Why don't we put your legs up in the stirrups. Just relax... take a deep breath."
Elizabeth raised her feet into the stirrups and tried to calm her breathing, but her body was really overheating. She was definitely going to have to orgasm soon.
"Have you had a pelvic exam in the last year?"
"Um... no," Elizabeth panted.
"I'm just going to put one finger in and check your vaginal canal for any abnormalities." Slowly Elizabeth felt the doctor's finger slide inside her. It was a little cold at first, but her body quickly warmed it. "You're definitely producing a lot of natural lubrication, which is fine."
Elizabeth was shaking, licking her lips, and panting. She was seriously turned on.
"Are you ok?" Dr. Wales asked.
"Yes... I'm ok," Elizabeth said quickly, trying to control her breathing. She was ok for now, but if she didn't cum soon...
"Ok," the doctor said, grabbing a clear, plastic, gun-like contraption from below and lifted it up for Elizabeth to see. "So I'll be inserting a speculum and some say it can be a little cold."
"Oh!" Elizabeth said, surprised at the contraption.
"So how it works is this part is inserted into your vaginal canal, then I can dilate it like this... and lock it in place," the doctor said, demonstrating by sliding it through the circle of fingers on her other hand. "This helps me see what's going on inside. Some clients report that it's uncomfortable, while others say it's ok, if not... pleasurable... even."
The doctor moved the device between Elizabeth's legs and slid if over her labia, finding the right spot. "Ok... inserting the speculum. Let me know if there's any discomfort."
"It would be nice if it had a couple of vibrating rabbit ears at the top," Elizabeth joked, giggling.
The doctor giggled. "I know, right? Ok, we're nice and deep. Dilating. Let me just shine a light inside." The doctor took out her little flashlight again and looked inside Elizabeth's pussy.
Excited, Elizabeth, almost unconsciously, brought her hands up and started rolling her nipples between her fingers. slowly tugging on them. The speculum was stretching her open so wonderfully, like a very thick cock, as if her lover just held it inside her. She wished the doctor would move it... maybe fuck her with it.
"Everything is looking just fine," the doctor said. She was so close to Elizabeth's pussy that Elizabeth could feel her breath on her skin. "Fantastic... I will unlock this and remove it."
Slowly the doctor unlocked and closed the speculum, then slid it out of her pussy. Elizabeth felt a little empty at the loss. She was panting and sweating, touching and playing with her nipples, surprising the doctor.
"Are you ok?" Dr. Wales asked her. She never had a patient touch themselves in front of her before.
"I really need... I really need to orgasm, doctor," Elizabeth panted, looking desperate.
"Ok, well I can leave..." the doctor started to say before Elizabeth grabbed her wrist and forced the doctor's hand against her pussy, sliding it around her sensitive flesh.
"No... I need you to help me," Elizabeth said forcefully.
Elizabeth's hand was on the back of the doctor's hand, using it as her play-toy. She curled the doctor's fingers so that they slid inside her along with her own and she started fingering herself.
"Oh my," the doctor exclaimed, never having been in a situation like this before.
In a moment, Elizabeth removed her hand, raising it back to her nipple. And the doctor kept her hand where it was, kept her fingers sliding in and out of her wetness. The doctor added her second hand, using that to pinch and stroke along Elizabeth's clit.
"Oh, yeah," Elizabeth moaned. "That feels so good doctor. So much better... when you... do it."
"Your body is so responsive," Dr. Wales said.
"Yes... please," Elizabeth panted loudly. "Make me cum. Fuck!"
"Yes, that's right. Let yourself go," Dr. Wales said softly, her fingers making Elizabeth feel heavenly. The pleasure was so deliciously intense!
Elizabeth shivered and writhed on the exam table and suddenly her orgasm washed over her. "Oh... oh... oh... fuck! Shit!"
The doctor kept going for a second, kept her fingers working, kept her teasing touch to intensify Elizabeth's orgasm, making her patient writhe at her mercy, falling into a second orgasm even, before she finally stopped and pulled her hands free.
"God, that was so intense! I'm never able to do it that well myself," Elizabeth panted, her body resting on the table top once more. She felt so drained, but satisfied. The tingling in her body had stopped for the time being.
The doctor stood, her face flushed in her embarrassment. She took her gloves off and tossed them in the trash as she walked towards the door.
"Ok... let me go... let me check some records," she said, licking her lips, barely able to look back at Elizabeth. "I'll be... um... right back."
"Can I get... dressed?" Elizabeth asked as the doctor opened the exam room door.
"Oh, yes, of course," Dr. Wales said quickly. "Go ahead and, um, get dressed. I'll be... back." And she closed the door.
Elizabeth jumped from the table, redressed, and sat in the chair, waiting. Dr. Wales came back into the room about ten minutes later. This time, though, the doctor wasn't able to maintain eye contact with Elizabeth and sat in her rolling stool at a distance, never getting too close.
"Ok, Miss Voigt, I've done a little research and I can't find anything physically wrong with you," she said. "But, I did find a little note in the COVID immunization complications where some patients, and I'm talking a very small percentage of patients, experienced what we call Persistent Arousal Syndrome or just PAS for short."
"That sounds bad," Elizabeth said.
"Well, now this syndrome has all the symptoms that you've described to me and what I can physically see. Unfortunately, there is nothing medically that I can do to help you at least at this time. There are no drugs or treatments that counteract the effects or the symptoms that you're experiencing."
"What? What am I supposed to do, then?" Elizabeth asked. She couldn't live like this forever, could she?
"It's not going to be easy. What I can do is, first, prescribe a numbing cream to maybe help," the doctor said, indicating a script that she'd already written and was holding in her hand. "I'm not sure it will work since your stimulation is not external. So I can't see how it will stop you becoming stimulated... but maybe it'll work. Technically, it could make your... masturbation... to deal with the stimulation far more difficult. But I'll leave you with the prescription, in case you want to try that route."



"Ok," Elizabeth said, wondering if she should try it or not. She couldn't imagine what would happen if she numbed her clit and then couldn't give herself an orgasm when an episode hit. The result could be... very dangerous.
"I also have a card for a psychologist that specializes in sexual addictions," the doctor said. "You don't have that, since that's a mental disorder and yours really is physical, but he may have some strategies to help you deal with this. Ok?"
"Ok."
"And..." the doctor paused, wondering if she should give this to Elizabeth, thinking about how much trouble she could get into. She tapped a business card in her hand. "Here's, um, my card with my... my personal cell on the back there. If your symptoms get bad again... just... just call me. I don't live far from here. Maybe I can... you know... help... again." Dr. Wales smiled at her, still very embarrassed but looking almost... hopeful... that Elizabeth would see her again.
Elizabeth smiled back. "Ok... thanks doctor." She wasn't sure she was really into women, although what Dr. Wales did to her was incredible. Maybe she would like to see her outside the office. It wasn't like she had a line of guys waiting for her. Would it hurt to see if there was some chemistry there?
"We'll make another appointment for Doctor Trent in six months and see how things are going," Dr. Wales said, standing and extending her hand.
Elizabeth shook her hand, feeling it's softness and warmth, feeling it shaking a little with nervousness, then the doctor pulled it away and left. Elizabeth then gathered her things and went out to her car to drive back to work.
On the way, she called her sister to tell her about the doctor's visit. Since her sister didn't answer, she left a message, not going into any details, but said that she'd talk to her after work.
Everyone was still busy at the office as she made her way back to her desk. She put her purse in her desk drawer and got comfortable in her chair. Then she unlocked her computer and started first going through her email.
An email from her boss startled her. He wanted to see her in his office before she went home that night.
"What's this?" she asked herself quietly. "He's never wanted to see me in his office before. I wonder what it could be? Oh God, he doesn't know what's going on with me does he? He can't know. I mean... I'm just going to the bathroom."
It took her a minute of overthinking before she realized she was just going to drive herself crazy. "I just need to calm down. Relax. I can handle this."
At 4:30pm she walked up to the third floor and knocked on his office door.
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Persistent Arousal Syndrome: Her New Job, Part 2
It was 4:30pm when Elizabeth knocked on her boss', Alex Pierce's, door. She was shaking she was so nervous. It wasn't that she'd never seen him before, but she was always nervous around him. He had that kind of... aura... about him.
Elizabeth opened his door a crack. "Can I come in?"
"Yes, yes, please, Elizabeth, come in," Alex said, standing up behind his desk.
"Wow, you have such a nice office," she said, looking around. He had a nice, large oak desk, with a large, leather chair behind it. A round table was off to one side, with several chairs around it, then a sitting area off to the other side, with two couches and a low table. There were two, high-back chairs in front of his desk, for visitors.
"Thank you. I'd like to say I decorated it myself, but I have other's to thank for that. Please... take a seat."
"Oh, ok," she said, sliding into one of the high-back chairs in front of his desk. She didn't like chairs like this. At least right now. It's firm cushion pressed against her pussy when she sat down. Over time, it drove her crazy as every little move she made made the cushion drag against her pussy. It made her squirm a little.
"Why did you want to see me today?" she asked.
"Elizabeth," Alex said, sitting back down in his office chair behind the desk. He put his elbows on the desk, using his hand to help emphasize his points. "First off, I want to say I think you are a great asset to the company."
Elizabeth smiled. It was nice to hear something like that from her boss. "Thank you Sir. I think I've been very productive and useful."
"Yes you have," Alex said, nodding. "And in recognition of that, I have a new opportunity for you. In a new office in HR we're creating."
"A new office?" Elizabeth asked, hopeful.
"I'm sure you know that... you know... after the pandemic and everything, people are having a difficult time being back in the office again," Alex said. "There's always this threat of catching some bug from someone. And that causes a lot of stress here and at home. So we decided that we're going to create a Health and Wellness Center here in the office and I'd like you to be a part of it."
"Wow," Elizabeth said, smiling broadly. "I appreciate you giving me the opportunity, Sir. I mean, I know there are people that are far more qualified than me."
"Oh, you are extremely qualified for this new position," Alex said.
"Really?" Elizabeth smiled even more. "Thank you Sir. Can you... tell me about my particular job?"
"Well... the purpose of the Health and Wellness Center will be to create an atmosphere where employees can go when they find they're stressed out," Alex said. "The employees at the Center will be used to... you know... talk to them... give them massages... maybe other, more... personal... services, if you know what I mean."
"Um... personal services?" she asked nervously.
"Well, for some employees, their stress would be greatly minimized by more... physical contact," he said. "It could be anything from, say... touching... all the way up to... well... intercourse. It's whatever the employee believes they need. There are other stress-relieving services in the Center, too."
"Um... this is, you know, kind of awkward," Elizabeth said, surprised that something like that would be allowed in a business office. "I don't know if I can do a job like that. I'm mean, I'm really grateful you thought of me, though. But... I'm just not sure it would be... appropriate... or something I could do."
"Hmm," Alex said, frowning a little as he watched her. "I had a feeling you weren't enjoying your current position. You seem to be leaving your desk and going to the bathroom quite frequently lately."
Elizabeth was shocked that he knew anything about that. "I mean I... I don't know... but I'm keeping up with my work. I love working here. And I enjoy what I'm doing."
"Are you on some kind of new diet?" he asked. "Are you drinking too much water or something? I mean you visited the doctor's today. Are you ok?"
"No... no, Sir, it's not that I'm drinking too much water," she said, starting to get embarrassed talking about her issues. "I... I have a medical condition."
"Oh my gosh," Alex said, surprised and concerned. "This sounds serious."
"It is," Elizabeth admitted. "I'll tell you... but... you have to keep it to yourself."
"Oh, I certainly will," he said. "You have my word."
"I have this... condition... caused by the COVID vaccines... where I have to...," she took a deep breath, "orgasm... all the time... and, uh... I know it sounds crazy but the doctor has no cure or anything for me at all. I just have to... deal with it."
"Oh my gosh," he said, shocked.
"This is embarrassing," she said, lowering her eyes.
"Oh, I understand that it would be," he said. "If there's anything we can do to help you in any way, just let me know. But... um... I do have to tell you... you know... that we are having to downsize a bit now. Sales are really off from before the pandemic. We've already had to lay off several people, two from your department alone. I really want to keep you here, so I'm trying to give you a position that has more of a future to it. So... it's the new position or... we're going to have to let you go."
"You're gonna fire me if I don't take the position?" she asked, starting to get a little upset.
"Well... downsizing, you see," he said. "But I'm trying my hardest to keep you."
"Can I... think about it?"
"Yes, of course you can," he smiled. "Take a few days. I'll send you the new salary and benefit information. Take time to read it through and see if it appeals to you."
An alarm suddenly rang on his computer and he looked at it, a little distracted. "I'm glad you're here. It seems I have a meeting with an important client coming in. I'd like you to stay and take some notes for me."
"How long do you think it will last?" she asked, feeling her pussy starting to get extremely wet, her nipples starting to harden in her bra. She glanced at the clock on the wall. It'd already been over an hour since she had her orgasm at the doctor's office.
"Oh... maybe an hour or so," he said.
"Sir... can I, um... stand through this?" she asked, starting to shake a little. "You see... the pressure from sitting down too long... it's just..."
"Don't you think that would be a little strange... us sitting down and you standing over us," he said, interrupting her. "Of course not."
"Knock, knock," a man said, peeking his head in the door. A woman from the front desk was standing beside him. She turned and left when Alex stood to greet his visitor, obviously only there to escort the client to the meeting.
"Carl, nice to see you," Alex said, shaking Carl's hand and bringing him into the office. "Come on in. I'd like you to meet one of the secretaries here, Elizabeth. Elizabeth, this is Carl Bishop."
Elizabeth practically jumped out of her seat, feeling the rubbing getting her pussy extremely wet and excited.
"Oh... I'm sorry," she smiled, extending her hand to shake Carl's.
Carl looked at her, noting her distress. "Are you ok? You look a little flushed."
"Oh, I'm fine... I'm fine. Thank you." she said. "I just have a little bit of a... a headache. But I'm fine."
"Please, have a seat," Alex said to Carl as he moved behind his desk once again. Carl sat in the other high-back chair in front of the desk. Elizabeth looked at Alex, hoping she could just remain standing, but he told her to sit with his eyes.
She sat in the chair and took out her notebook and pen, jotting down notes as the two men discussed their business. As the meeting droned on, however, she could feel her body burning with need, with desire. And she had no way to get rid of it. She became more fidgety and it interrupted their meeting when Carl looked at her with concern once again.
"Are you sure you're alright?" he asked her.
"Sorry... sorry," she said, reading the disappointment in Alex's face. "Just continue with your meeting. I don't mean to be... distracting."
Carl turned back and started talking to Alex once again. But, within another five minutes, Elizabeth couldn't take much more and her fingers unfastened a couple buttons on her blouse, exposing move of her bra-covered breasts. She slid the tip of her pen inside, sliding it over her nipple, feeling the pleasure roll over her.
Carl looked at her again, this time with more surprise than worry.
"I'm sorry," she apologized. "I'm just really hot, that's all. I'm sorry."
Carl nodded, obviously uncertain she was truly ok, and rejoined the conversation with Alex. Within another five minutes, Elizabeth was grinding her pussy into the chair, humping it slightly, while trying not to disturb the meeting.
When Carl stopped again, Elizabeth was having a mild orgasm, her eyes half closed and unfocused, her voice ragged and breathy.
"Oh... I'm sorry... oh yeah... I'm... I'm fine," she said. After her orgasm, she had a little more clarity about her and was able to complete the meeting. She was writing when Carl and Alex finally stood and shook hands.
She stood as Carl faced her. "It was really... really nice meeting you," she said. "I apologize for my behavior. I'm not usually like this. I'm just... tired... headache... overheating a bit. I do hope the new deal works out."
"Thank you," Carl said. "I'm glad you're... ok."
Elizabeth smiled as the same receptionist met Carl and led him back down to the front door. Elizabeth could feel the wetness in the back of her skirt and knew that she'd made a mess. She glanced at the seat cushion and saw a large wet spot where she had been sitting.
"Oh... I'm sorry Sir," she apologized quickly as Alex saw the chair cushion as well. "I just made your chair all wet. I can't believe it just..."
"That was... surprising," Alex said simply.
"Can I leave now, Sir?" she begged.
"No... not yet," Alex said, walking back behind his desk to sit in his chair. "I want to go over the notes."
"I can't believe you won't let me leave," she said, squeezing her legs together. The tingling was getting worse again. The little orgasm wasn't enough. Her body needed another. "I really need to use the bathroom."
"Every time you run to the bathroom, it makes me think you don't like your job," Alex said. "Do you want your job Miss Voigt?"
"Please, I want to prove that I can be a good employee," Elizabeth plead.
"If you're a good employee, you'll stay here and just do what you need to do."
"Don't make me do this," she begged again.
"You force me to do this," he said. "You said yourself that you don't really go to the bathroom to urinate."
"But... I don't... I don't want to... to cum in front of you," she said, pushing her thighs together hard, her hips gyrating a little as she fought to both give herself pleasure and to keep from cumming.
"I have a..." she started to say before she pushed her hand between her thighs, sliding up under her skirt and into her panties to furiously rub her cunt. She was bent over slightly, her legs in a wide stance, her knees threatening to give way as waves of pleasure washed over her. She shoved two fingers inside herself and began thrusting them, slapping her clit with each thrust.
"Sir... I can't... stand... any longer," she panted, her knees threatening to buckle at any second.
"Then I suggest you finish on your knees," he said sternly.
Elizabeth dropped to her knees beside the chairs, one hand working furiously between her legs, the other grabbing and squeezing her breast, opening her blouse even more, pushing her bra below her breast.
"Sir... I'm gonna cum... Oh my God," she whimpered, panting hard. She closed her eyes, unable to look at her boss as he walked around his desk again and sat on the edge, watching her intently.
"Oh God!" she practically yelled. "Oh my God! Fuck!" Suddenly her body shook and contorted as she tried to stay upright when the powerful orgasm hit her. Her body sprayed her juices to the floor below her, forming another wet spot on the carpet.
Alex watched her for several minutes as her hand finally left her pussy and she fought to stand, her balance somewhat compromised. She was still breathing hard when she finally stood. She looked down, too embarrassed to meet his gaze.
"Go to the bathroom and clean yourself up," he said simply.
Elizabeth quickly dashed out of his office, running down the hall as best she could to the bathroom. The executive bathroom was much nicer than the ones downstairs, with a larger, marble countertop and large, individual stalls.
She went over to the sink and grabbed a handful of paper towels, getting them wet. She removed her panties and wiped herself.
"Oh my gosh!" she said to her reflection in the mirror. "What did I get myself into? What was I thinking?" She used other paper towels to dry herself off, but saw that her pussy was still wet, was still leaking fluids.
"He's just taking advantage of me," she said, untucking her blouse, trying to reset her clothing. "He's just some kind of pervert or something." She put both hands on the countertop and faced her mirror image. "What am I gonna do?"
Suddenly the door opened and Alex walked into the room, his eyes boring into her, and she jumped.
"Oh my God... you scared me," she said, giggling a little. "What are you doing in here? This is the women's room."
"It's my building," Alex said. "I can go where I please."
Suddenly Elizabeth's phone rang. It was in her little purse that she'd laid on the counter. She opened her purse to see that it was her sister calling.
"I can't answer that phone... what would I say to her?" she said, scared.
"What you'd normally say to her," he said.
She swiped her finger over the screen, answering it, and brought it up to her ear. "Hello sis... hi.... I know. I just got caught up in work," she said. Alex approached her and pushed her up onto the countertop, making her yelp.
"Nothing... I just tripped," she said. As Alex positioned himself between her legs, pushing her skirt up to her hips, she pulled the phone from her ear, pushing it into her shoulder to mute it and whispered. "What are you doing? Get off of me." Her lack of pushing him away, her body moving and staying how he positioned it, convinced him that no matter what she said, she really did want him.
"Yeah... um... sorry. I'm really distracted right now.... Um... yeah... there's a lot going on today. I can tell you what the doctor said when I get there. And, my boss is, uh, offering me a new position. In HR. And it's really a lot of work to get started."
Alex started unfastening his pants, dropping them and his boxers to the floor as he fisted his erect shaft, moving toward her again.
She shook her head emphatically. "No!" she whispered, trying to be as forceful as she could, keeping her sister from hearing her. "Yeah, he's here right now, actually."
Alex grabbed her hips and slipped his cock inside her, pushing deep, and started thrusting into her over and over.
"Oooh," she moaned loudly. "Yeah... no, I just stubbed my toe," she said, panting. "I'm... I'm leaving work soon. Sorry, I... um... have to finish up... here... first. I'll tell you... all about it... when I get home. Ok. Love you sis. Ok, bye." His thrusts were making it harder and harder for her to speak, harder and harder for her to even think. She rest her upper body back on her elbows as Alex kept her legs thrust up into the air.
"Oh, you bastard!" she moaned as the pleasure roared through her body. She knew this was exactly what she needed. "Stop... Oh God... yeah that feels good. So... fucking... good."
Her body was shaking, every thrust of her boss' cock sending bolts of pleasure all over her. Her heavy breathing and moans echoed in the small, tiled room. She turned her head and looked at herself in the mirror, watching her half-dressed boss fuck her, watching her body shake, her half-exposed boobs jiggle with every hard thrust.
"Fuck!" she yelled and closed her eyes as her orgasm washed over her, gushing out all over the counter and floor, and all over her boss.
She was breathing heavy, thinking it was all over, but Alex kept thrusting, barely even slowing down. Her body immediately responded, the pleasure rapidly building once more to peak a second time.
Her head fell back and her eyes closed as she wailed. "Oh my God... I'm cumming again!" She felt her body letting go, letting all that pleasure concentrate in her pussy, all that pleasure build and release.
"Oh yeah... I'm cumming," Alex grunted. Elizabeth could just barely hear him through the pleasure she was feeling. "Uh! Uh! Oh yeah!" She couldn't see him as he pulled out, his cum splashing all over her stomach and pussy as he jerked his shaft.
She lay back on the counter, breathing heavy, as Alex left her. She could barely hear the rustle of clothes indicating that he was getting dressed again. When she finally opened her eyes, he was looking in the mirror, wiping his face with a towel and looking at his hair.
"I'll let you know about the... the new position," she said softly.
"Excellent!" he said curtly. "Just let me know by the end of the week." He turned and walked to the door. "Have a good night, Elizabeth," he said, leaving her alone.
Elizabeth rose after a few minutes and adjusted her clothes again. She had to go home, she had to get out of the office.
When she arrived at her apartment, she poured herself a large glass of wine and sat on the couch with soothing music playing in the background, trying to forget the day, trying to forget that she came all over her boss' chair and carpet... that he fucked her so wonderfully in the bathroom.
She could feel her body tingling and opened her laptop to try to take her mind off it. Opening her email, she paged through a few before finding one from Alex... the one that had the new position information.
She opened the document that briefly described the position, although it left out a lot of details on what "personal service" might mean. She gasped, shocked when she looked over the benefits. The salary was more than twice what she was receiving now... and they offered a free apartment at the office. Along with 100% medical coverage and an extremely beneficial 401K plan, it was going to be difficult to turn down. And then, they even added twice yearly bonuses to her pay, based on employee surveys and company profits.
It was the most lucrative position she could ever imagine. It was far more than the promotions along her current job path.
She stood, walked into the bathroom and ran hot water with bubble bath in the bathtub. She grabbed her favorite vibrator from her nightstand and set it on the side of the tub. She needed to do something about that gnawing need again. Thinking about the new position, thinking about everything that she would be required to do, of everyone she might help, was getting her excited.
*****
As she walked into work the next day, she walked directly to the third floor, to Alex's office. She knocked on the door, then opened it and peeked inside.
"Mr. Pierce?"
"Elizabeth! Good morning," he said. "Come on in and close the door please."
Elizabeth entered, closed the door behind her, then walked in and sat in the same chair she was in yesterday.
"How are you? Was your night good?" he asked, putting his arms on the desk in front of him and giving her his full attention.
"Yeah... it was... fine," she said. "I just wanted to let you know that I... I'll accept the new position."
"Excellent!" he said, standing, and walking around his desk. He sat on the edge of his desk, looking down at her. "When can you start?"
"Um... immediately, I guess," she said. "Is everything set up already?"
He nodded. Yeah, everything is in place. We're going to announce the new office to the rest of the company on Monday. The HR director, Deborah Jacobs, will oversee your duties from now on."



"The apartment?" she asked.
"It's ready for you to move in now," he said. "We have four penthouse apartments for you to choose from. I expect other candidates will be selected and move in within the next few months as need for them arises."
Elizabeth nodded. She was both scared and excited for her new position and living arrangement.
"Well... I'm glad you accepted the offer and... well... I was thinking that you could help me this morning," he said.
"Help you?" she asked.
"I have an important meeting this afternoon and I'm feeling a little... stressed... about it" he said, standing. "I was wondering if you could... help alleviate that."
Elizabeth caught on quickly to what he wanted. She nodded.
"It is your job now," he said as he started unfastening his pants. He pushed them down and stepped out of them, followed by his boxers. "Tell me," he said. "Am I hard right now?"
Her eyes looked down his body, focusing on his flaccid penis. "No... no... you're not... you're not hard right now," she agreed.
"Would you like to touch it? Maybe... make it hard?"
Elizabeth nodded slowly. "Ok... I'll touch it!" She took him in her hand and started to gently stroke him. With every stroke, his shaft grew harder and harder. She could feel her body responding quickly, heating up, her pussy getting extremely wet. It had been almost an hour since her last orgasm and she was going to need another one soon.
"You want me to... suck on it?" she asked, looking at him as she moved to the edge of the seat to get closer to him.
"Yes, I do."
She bent down and started licking and sucking on his balls as her hand continued stroking him, then licked his shaft, from the base to the top. With slow, sloppy kisses and licks, she covered his shaft with saliva, making it even easier to stroke him.
"Am I doing alright Sir?" she asked.
"Yesss," he moaned softly. He suddenly grabbed her head with both hands and thrust his cock deep into her throat.
"Mm!" she squealed, feeling his cock fill her mouth suddenly, making it difficult for her to breathe.
Then he slowly slid in and out of her mouth, fucking her face, as he held her head in place.
"Oh, that's good," he moaned. "What a hot, fucking mouth you have."
"Thank you, Sir," she said when he finally pulled free.
"Continue."
"Yes, Sir," she said and started sucking on him again. She moved to her knees as she felt her body responding. Her pussy was tingling badly and she pushed her skirt up so that she could easily touch herself.
"Are you ok?" he asked as he felt that she was distracted, not sucking on his cock as fervently as she was before.
"Yes sir, it's fine," she said, sliding him out of her mouth, stroking him rapidly with her hand. "My pussy is just very wet. I'm overdue for an orgasm."
She slid him into her mouth once more, sucking faster and harder, wanting to make him cum, enjoying him.
"Overdue, huh?"
"Yes Sir... it's my... my condition. My pussy is on fire," she said.
"Maybe we need to do something about that," he said, taking a step back from her.
"Yes," she nodded. She wanted that very much. She stood, her skirt bunched around her waist, her fingers still dancing over her clit. "Yes Sir, I'm ready to do whatever you'd like."
Alex walked to the far wall and sat on the small couch there. "Sit on my lap."
"Sir," she said, worried about what he wanted, "I'm very wet. I can't promise not to soak you."
"That's ok," he said, tapping his thighs. "It'll clean up."
Slowly, she slid onto his lap, sliding her legs on either side of his, resting her pussy on him and grabbing his shoulders for balance.
"I'm just worried, that's all," she said. She moved slightly, slowly grinding against his cock, which was nestled between her legs, pushing up against her pussy. "Your cock is pushing up into my pussy... and I'm so wet," she moaned loudly, stopping for a moment before she came.
"Continue," he ordered her.
"Yes Sir." She started again, nervously, grinding against his cock. With a slight adjustment to her position, now it was sliding against her clit. "Oh, your cock feels so good sliding against my pussy like this. Fuck! Do you want it to... you know... go in?"
"What happens happens," he said, knowing that it was going in sooner or later. He was going to fuck her.
"Yes, Sir," she panted, her body rapidly building to an orgasm. "You're so hard. Oh Sir, I'm gonna cum if I don't... stop."
She was so close to her orgasm when he grabbed her hips and lifted her off him. Her body was shaking. God, she was so close!
"No. You have to earn your orgasm," he said, scolding her.
"Yes, Sir," she smiled, looking desperate. "I will earn it." He released her and she reached down, changing the angle of her hips at the same time, and redirected his cock to slide inside her. "Oh! Fuck! Yes... you're finally inside me."
"God, you're pussy is soaking wet," he said. "You feel like a little slut."
"I'm so wet... all the time, Sir... because of my... my condition," she said. Her hips moved faster, her body rising and falling, drilling him deeper and deeper.
"I'm gonna cum!" she panted, her body moving fast, racing to an orgasm, but he stopped her hips again, sliding out of her and holding her in place just above his cock.
"No... not yet," he said as her body shook wildly, demanding release.
"Fuuuuuck, Sir," she panted.
He unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it free from her skirt, then pulled the cups down, freeing her breasts. As she slid him inside her once again, his hands grabbed her breasts firmly, squeezing them and teasing and rolling her nipples between his fingers.
"Oh... you're in so... deep," she panted, her hips rapidly moving again, as if starting from where she left off. "I don't want to stop this time... Please, I don't want to stop. I want to cum," she begged.
"You want to cum?" he teased.
"Oh my God!" she panted. "Yes! Yes I want to cum! I'm almost there."
"What will you do to cum?" he teased, grabbing her hips, holding her back and slowing the motion of her hips.
"Anything... anything Sir," she said, sounding desperate for release. "Just let me cum. I'll let you use me whenever you want. I'll be your little fuck-toy Sir... I'll be your little fuck-toy."
He let go of her hips. "Cum for me," he said. "Cum with my cock buried deep inside you."
"Thank you, Sir," she panted, her hips moving faster, her body overheating. "Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" In seconds she was cumming and, this time, he wasn't stopping her. Her orgasm was almost explosive, her body shaking badly, almost making her pass out. She closed her eyes and looked at the ceiling, growling loudly as the pleasure roared through her body.
"Are you awake?" he asked after a moment of her resting with her eyes closed. She had no idea how much time had passed.
"Yes Sir. I'm sorry," she said. "I got carried away."
"Feel better?"
"Yes Sir. Much better," she panted. She licked her lips. "But you haven't cum yet. I'll do everything in my power to make sure you do."
She dropped to her knees between his legs and quickly slid him into her mouth. Her hand stroked his shaft rapidly, twisting a little at the top as she concentrated her sucking on the head.
"Oh fuck," he hissed, feeling the pressure building up inside him. "Yeah... just like that. Just like that."
"Cum for me, Sir," she panted, holding her mouth at the tip of his cock as she stroked him rapidly. She looked up at him, extending her tongue, showing him how much she wanted his cum.
"Yes!" he grunted and then started to cum, gushing into her mouth and all over face as she directed it. When it stopped gushing and started oozing out, she stroked his shaft, squeezing every bit of cum from him.
"Thank you Sir. Thank you," she said softly, smiling.
"Now be a good girl and clean it off."
"Yes, Sir." She leaned forward and licked his cock, sucking the tip, making sure there was no cum left on him.
"Did you enjoy that?" he asked when she was done and sat back on her heels.
"Yes, Sir, I liked that very much." She used her finger to clean her face, wiping the cum up and sliding it into her mouth.
She was smiling broadly, enjoying what was happening, enjoying where her life was now heading. Her body felt so... satisfied... as if this was what it needed, too.
"Do you have any problems with your new position?" Alex asked as he stood and started dressing.
"No Sir, I don't have a problem with my new position at all," she said, giggling a little. "It'll probably help me with my medical issues."
"I trust, then, that you can move your personal items to your new, um... office... and be ready to start on Monday?" he asked, sitting behind his desk.
"Yes, Sir. Right away," she nodded emphatically. "Thank you, Sir. Thank you! I won't let you down."
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Photography Assignment, Part 1
"You're joking," Rod said as he, his best friend Dylan, and Justin sat in the cafeteria at the college. It was mid-afternoon and their classes were over for the day, but they usually hung around for an hour or so afterwards. The year, well their entire college career, really, was almost over with exams coming next week. And then... graduation!
"No... I'm completely serious," Dylan said, looking him straight in the eye.
"You're telling me... you... fucked... your Mom," Rod said, surprised. "I'm not sure if I should be sick or congratulate you."
"Well, if you saw my Mom, you'd definitely congratulate me," Dylan said. "She's the hottest MILF I know."
"Any proof?" Justin asked, not exactly trusting what he was hearing. "It's easy to say you did. What about a little thing we call... evidence."
"Here," Dylan said, picking up his camera and moving through some of the pictures he'd been taking, just looking for the right one. Finally, he found it. A picture of his mom, on her knees in front of him, with his cock buried in her mouth. "How's this for POV proof?"
He passed the camera to Justin, who looked at it, his eyes going wide before passing it to Rod.
"How the fuck...?" Rod asked, completely surprised.
Dylan smiled. "Let me tell you a little story..."
*****
Dylan sat on the couch after classes on Monday afternoon, with his computer on his lap. The house was empty and quiet, his mom at work for the next two hours. As a new porn video opened on the screen, he slowly opened his pants and pushed them down to his knees.
He flicked open a bottle of lube and dribbled several drops on his shaft as he started stroking. The video, one from his favorite genre, featured one of his favorite MILF blonde porn stars and a younger man. She was portrayed as his stepmother, and it started with her being frustrated by a dream she had.
"You know, honey... the more that I think about it... I think maybe the dream was about you," she said after determining it was a sex dream. "I know I shouldn't be attracted to my stepson... but... I am. And the only way those feelings could come out was... subconsciously... in a dream."
"Fuuuck," Dylan whispered, his cock suddenly growing harder, as he watched her straddle one of his legs and grind into it. God, he'd love to feel an older woman do that to him. Hell, he'd love to feel any woman do that to him.
"Let me show you what I like," the actress said. "Are you going to make me feel good?"
Dylan stroked himself for several minutes, watching the scene unfold, watching the stepmom remove her top to allow her stepson to lick and suck on her breasts, her perfect breasts with hard, little nipples. The whole time she was grinding her pussy into his thigh.
Then he saw something he hadn't noticed before. A read banner at the top of the page was announcing a contest for new photographers and models. He clicked on it and a popup page announced the contest and rules. Being a photography student at the local college, Dylan was definitely interested in this.
"Fifty thousand dollars for the winners! Fuck!" he said. "And... a trip for two to Hawaii... and a one year employment for the photographer and the model. This is awesome! All I have to do is submit twelve sample pictures to the site showing my work. Submissions are due by the end of next month."
"Oh I like sucking your cock," the actress said as the porn continued to play in the background. Dylan closed the competition rules window just as the porn actress jumped on the countertop and her stepson dove between her legs to lick her pussy.
"Fuck, I'm gonna do it! Fuck, I'm gonna cum! Fuck! Oh sweetheart, mommy's cumming in your mouth!" the actress moaned loudly as she came all over her stepson's face her body writhing on the counter.
Dylan orgasmed soon afterwards, thinking about who his model would be and how he'd get the pictures he needed. He would need a plan for this. A really good plan.
*****
"Hey honey," Andrea said as she walked in the door after work. Dylan, her son, was sitting on the couch, working on his laptop. "How's it going?" She set her purse down on the dining room table and started walking into the kitchen.
"I'm working on my portfolio," he said. "I need to finish it for graduation. All that's left are some pictures from my Human Subjects class."
"Yeah?" she said, smiling. "That sounds awesome, baby."
"Yeah. Everything's pretty much done except for this last section." She walked over to the couch were his camera sat, it's large lens and flash unit looking like he spent a lot of money on it.
"Wow, that camera looks expensive," she said, sitting beside him.
"It is a nice camera but it wasn't expensive," he said, picking it up. "I got a really good deal at a pawn shop."
"That's great, honey! I guess you're well on your way to becoming a professional photographer," she gushed.
"If I finish this portfolio and graduate," he said. "I have to find a model for this last section."
"Oh, well you must have plenty of photos for the class, don't you?" she asked. He'd been taking pictures for so long now. Surely he had enough for the portfolio. "I mean, it seems like you've been taking pictures forever."
"No, I don't have what I need... and I don't know anybody to take pictures of," he said. "I don't have a girlfriend or anything right now."
"Aw... that's rough, honey," she said. She kind of felt the same way, not having a husband or boyfriend herself right now.
"And I don't know what to do," he said, sounding frustrated and scared. "I mean, I have to finish this to graduate."
"Well," Andrea said, "how about if you maybe take some pictures of me? I can be your model."
"Really?" he asked, looking excited and hopeful. She loved making him happy like that.
"Sure! Why not?" she said. "I don't know what I'm doing, but how hard could it be?"
"You're ok with all this?"
"Yeah," she nodded. "I think it'll be fine. If I'm the kind of model you're looking for."
He nodded. "Yeah, Professor Collins just said normal poses, whatever that means."
"Ok. I've definitely got normal down pat," she smiled, laughing a little.
"Good. All I have to do is take the pictures and upload them. Professor Collins will tell me if they're good enough and we go from there."
"That sounds great," she said, putting her hand on his leg, squeezing it. "I'm really proud of you for taking the initiative to do all this. I know it's really hard work and really time consuming."
"It has been a lot of work," he said, nodding.
"Ok, so why don't we take some pictures then," she smiled.
"Ok," he said. "Thanks Mom! I really appreciate this."
"Oh, anything for you, honey."
"Can we get started now?" he asked, sounding excited. He didn't want to seem too eager, but he was really ready to see more of her.
"Sure!"
They both stood up from the couch and Dylan led her to the back three-seasons room. Light was streaming in from the large windows that faced out to their spacious back yard. The trees and high wooden fences made it very private, away from the view of their neighbors.
"How about over here. Is this good?" she suggested. The light seemed to be bright and natural and the backdrop was nearly picture perfect.
"Um... yeah, I think this is perfect," he said.
Andrea started smoothing down her skirt and fussing with her hair as she and Dylan got into position.
"How do you want me?" she asked. "You're the professional."
"Just move about a little... and I'll see what I can do," he said. Dylan snapped picture after picture as Andrea moved between positions. "Ok... yeah... good. Yeah... that's good."
"So, how are we doing?" she asked after a few minutes.
"Great," he said. "You know what?" He looked at her for a second, wondering what seemed off from the pictures. Something just wasn't right. "I don't think the camera likes the color of your blazer in this light. Can you take it off?" he asked.
"Sure!" she said. He was probably right. A black blazer in such bright sunlight probably didn't look very good. She pulled it off her shoulders and tossed it aside. Her white, button-down blouse beneath looked great on her and accentuated her large, C-cup breasts and trim waist.
"I'm liking this," he smiled, starting to take pictures again as Andrea posed. "You look really good."
"Um... Super girl!" she said, putting her fists on her hips for a moment, jokingly.
"Oh wow, do that again," he said when she moved out of the pose. She went into the pose again as he snapped more and more pictures. "Oh my God, you are beautiful. Your eyes just sparkle."
"Thank you!" she smiled. "Oh my gosh."
"You're welcome," he said. "Wow, beautiful! Any particular pose you want to do?"
"Uh... I'll just," she said, trying to look like a woman who just found out a secret.
"That's good. That's good," he said. "Can you turn around and... look over your shoulder. Um... left hand on your hip."
"Hey, this is kind of fun," she giggled.
"Let me zoom in a little bit," he said, kneeling and taking a shot from a weird angle.
"Are you trying to get a butt shot?" she asked, smiling teasingly.
"What? No!" he blushed, embarrassed. "Your legs just look so good from here. I'm sorry. Ok... face me. Hmmm... show me... show me you're thinking. Deep in thought." She looked like she was deep in thought as he took several pictures.
"You're like a natural born photographer," she smiled.
"Only because you're doing so well at modeling. Have you ever done any modeling before?"
She shook her head, surprised that he'd even ask such a question. "Oh my gosh, no... never."
Dylan lowered the camera. "Ok, I think we've got enough of that. I think this is a good sample. Let me upload them and see what they say."
"Sounds good," she smiled.
"Thanks, Mom."
"Sure thing, honey," she said. "Any time. That was kind of fun."
*****
"Hey honey," Andrea said as she walked in the door after work on Tuesday. Dylan was sitting on the couch again working on his laptop. "How's it going?" She set her purse down on the dining room table and started walking into the kitchen to get a drink and get dinner started.
"Hey Mom. I'm working on my portfolio again," he said.
"Yeah?" she asked, walking into the living room with a glass of water. "So, how'd you make out with the pictures from yesterday?"
"You're not going to believe this," he said, sounding rather upset.
"What's wrong?" Andrea sat down on the couch beside him.
"He said that the purpose of the session was to demonstrate that I could make my model comfortable," he said. "He said that you looked extremely nervous and unsure in all the pictures. He kinda chastised me for not doing any of the things he recommended in class to relax you. And... on top of all that, I got a new assignment. The next set of shots are to be 'Artistically Revealing' he said. They're supposed to be semi-nude to nude photos to really challenge my ability to relax you."
"Nude?" she asked, shocked. "But... I'm your Mom!"
"He doesn't know you're my mom," Dylan said.
Andrea shook her head. "I don't see how this can be a legitimate assignment."
"No, really, it is," Dylan said. "I mean, he doesn't know who you are, just that you're my model and everything."
"But... nude photos? For a college class?" she protested.
"Well... I mean, semi-nude," Dylan said. "It's like painting a nude model. And, really, Professor Collins is interested in whether I can have you be fully relaxed with me. I mean, I don't know if you can be comfortable with me or not. But I gotta do it."
"Can we... can we maybe skip this part?" she asked, trying to find a way out. Maybe there were other photos he could take instead.
"I mean, if you want me to get an F," Dylan said. There wasn't much he could do with the assignment. "I don't have another model or anything."
Andrea thought about it a moment, realizing there weren't any other options. "Ok... you're right. I'm just being old-fashioned I guess. Ok." Andrea was working it out in her mind. She wasn't sure she could do it... she wasn't sure she could be nude in front of her son. But... without another choice... She needed him to graduate. "I guess... why not?"
"You'll be ok with that?" Dylan asked, making sure she was certain.
"Yeah. Let's just do it," Andrea nodded nervously.
"Let's just go back to the same spot," Dylan suggested.
"Yeah, we can go back to the same spot," she said, "and then I can just... take my clothes off... and you can take your photos." By the sound of her voice, she was having a hard time believing that she was really doing this.
"You know... um... we learned in class that professional models, before their shoots, almost always masturbate."
"Masturbate? Really?" she asked, not believing him.
"Yeah, really. No kidding," he said. "Professor Collins said that when they do that it relaxes them and makes their skin glow. It supposedly really makes their pictures come alive."
"So... you're telling me this... why?"
"Well... I just... I know you were nervous the other day... and you're probably really nervous about this assignment. I was just thinking that maybe... maybe it would help you."
She thought about it a moment then nodded slightly. Maybe this was what she needed. It would certainly take the edge off. Having her son know that she was going to walk off to masturbate was a little embarrassing, though.
"Ok... I'll be right back," she said and walked up the stairs to her bedroom and slipped into the master bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror for a moment, thinking that this was definitely a weird thing to do right now, but she had to admit, it would feel pretty damn good.
She pulled her skirt up and slid her panties down her legs, then sat on the closed toilet lid. She spread her knees and licked her fingers for a moment, before sliding her hand down and slowly sliding in a circle around her clit.
"Oh that's good," she whispered. Her fingers were very knowledgeable. Since her divorce eight years ago, all she had were her fingers and a small vibrator. And several times a week, she had to masturbate to blow off some steam. God, she wished she had guy in her life.
She started panting as she got more and more excited, as she started playing her favorite sexual fantasy in her head.
"Oh good boy... good boy," she said, envisioning a young man between her legs, kissing her inner thighs as he watched her. Then his tongue touched her pussy. "Oh mommy's good boy. Oh fuck... Ah yeah." Her fantasy was powerful and usually brought her to a very quick orgasm. But today, she was prolonging it. "Mmhmm," she panted, reaching her peak. "Mmhmm. Oh yeah. Oh God yeah. Ohhhhhh!"
She loved the rush of pleasure that washed over her when she finally came. It was so, so good and drained so much of her pent up stress, making her so relaxed afterwards. She took her wet fingers away and brought them up to lick them. Then... she heard a noise and opened her eyes.
She was shocked to see Dylan in the doorway to her bathroom, taking pictures!
"Oh... um," she said, shocked, snapping her legs closed, instinctively covering her breasts with one arm. "What are you doing in here? What are you doing? Spying on me?
"No," Dylan said, lowering the camera. "The door was open. I thought I'd capture how beautiful you looked."
"Uh huh," not believing him at all. "You better delete them. All of them!" she demanded, lowering her skirt to cover herself.
"But you really need to see them," Dylan said, scrolling through the photos on his camera. "You look incredible!"
"Let me see them," she said, doubting him. He probably took a lot of perverted pictures of her. But as she scrolled through them, she could tell he was right. There were very few pictures of any private areas at all. They were almost all pictures of her face, of the way she looked just before, during, and after her orgasm, beautifully showing the build up and release of so much pleasure.
"Ok, they... are... artistic looking," she said, rapidly losing her anger as she paged through them. Even she couldn't believe how good she looked in them.
"You look incredibly beautiful," he said, smiling at her.
"Yeah... but I'm still mad at you."
"That's ok," he smiled. "It won't last."
He knew her too well, she thought. She always had a hard time being mad at him for long. He really was a good kid.
"I'll be downstairs getting ready," Dylan said. "Come down when you're ready."
Dylan turned and left the bathroom while Andrea calmed her breathing. Having an orgasm then the shock of Dylan watching her really got her pulse racing. But she felt warm and flushed, and very relaxed. She stood a little after he left, put her panties back on, and straightened her clothes. Then she walked downstairs.
"Let's go back over here where we were yesterday," he said when she reached the bottom of the stairs. "Ok... let me just pull this chair out a little bit." He arranged the area a little differently, giving her a prop or maybe a place to sit this time.
Andrea started taking her blouse off, unbuttoning it and sliding it off her arms. She folded it and laid it aside. "Alright... this should be an experience."
"There's a first for everything, right?" Dylan smiled.
She reached behind herself and unfastened her skirt, letting it drop to the floor. She bent over and folded it, too.
"Ok... is this alright?" she asked, standing in her bra and panties.
"Yeah, that looks great."
"It's a little awkward," she said. "But I have to admit, what Professor Collins suggested was... pretty good. I feel good."
"You look beautiful, Mom," Dylan said.
"That's kind of funny coming from my son," she laughed softly.
"You will need to be uncovered," Dylan said, taking pictures as she posed, then as she reached back to unfasten her bra. "I can't... Just act natural, ok?"
"Natural?" she asked. "I'm getting naked in front of my son. There's nothing natural about that."
"See, look at that smile on your face," Dylan said, taking more pictures as Andrea grinned, thinking of the humor in all this.
"This is kind of awkward... but alright." She grabbed her breasts out of instinct, thinking that would be a picture that Dylan... well... Professor Collins wanted.
"Yeah, cup your breasts... uh huh... underneath them," he said. "Push them up."
"It's been a while since I've been so naked in front of anybody."
"Just smile. You're beautiful." Andrea pinched her nipples and felt the electric shocks hit her clit so deliciously, making her flush again. "There you go. Just try to relax."
"I'm trying," she smiled.
"Lean forward a little bit," he suggested and she did, making her breasts sway beneath her. "There you go. See? You're getting it. Ok... now maybe turn away a little bit and look over your shoulder. Big smile. Ok. Bend over a little. Yeah... there you go."
Dylan snapped picture after picture as she moved through a variety of different positions. "Now turn the other way. Perfect. See? You having fun?"
Andrea smiled. "Actually, I am... more comfortable. Any other poses you want to do?"
"How do you feel?" he asked. "Feel ok?"
"I'm loosening up," Andrea said softly. "Feeling ok." In fact, she couldn't believe how relaxed she was feeling, standing naked in front of her son while he took picture after picture of her.
"How about sitting on the chair?" Dylan suggested. Andrea sat down slowly. The texture of the cushion felt weird on her naked ass. "Nice, comfortable pose. Big smile! Having fun?"
"Yeah," she admitted. She pushed her knees out, baring her pussy to his waiting lens.
"There you go," he said, snapping picture after picture.
"I'm just going to let it all hang out."
"Oh... that's beautiful," he said, getting obvious pictures of her pussy. "Awesome! Just a last couple here." He finished with a few more pictures of her holding her breasts and of her holding her inner thighs, as if teasing the camera.



"I would say those are good, tasteful nudes," he said, smiling. "I'll upload these and will let you know what Professor Collins says."
"Ok," she said, standing to grab her clothes.
"Thanks Mom," Dylan said as he turned to walk to the living room to upload the pictures.
"Anything for you, baby."
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When Andrea arrived home from work on Wednesday, Dylan was on the couch, looking at his camera, going over the pictures that he found on there.
"Hi Dylan," she said. "How were your classes today?"
"Ok," he said, not sounding all that confident.
"Just ok?"
"Well, I had my Human Subjects class today and we went over the latest assignments," he said as she set her purse down and walked into the kitchen. "I guess most of us were having problems getting our models relaxed enough."
"It's good to know that I'm not the only one," she laughed as she poured herself a glass of water. She walked into the living room and sat down beside him. "Did you finish your portfolio then?"
"No, not yet."
"Any comments on the last photo set?" she asked, almost shivering as she remembered it. She remembered masturbating while, unknowing to her, he watched and took pictures. She remembered stripping completely naked for him as he took pictures of every part of her body. It made her tremble... and it wasn't from fear.
If she was honest with herself, it was from excitement.
After their session last night, while she lay in bed, she played it through her head again and again. And every time she remembered how he caught her masturbating, how he saw her cum, she felt a tingle in her body... in her pussy. And she masturbated to the memory, masturbated to the thought of him watching her and it made her cum again, hard. She thought she should feel guilty for having such thoughts about her son, but she couldn't help it. She couldn't feel guilty. It excited her.
"Actually he said he loved the photos," Dylan said, sounding pretty proud of himself. "He said you looked a lot more comfortable with me as your photographer in an uncomfortable situation and he actually gave me an A on it."
"Very nice, honey," she said, leaning forward and giving him a kiss on the forehead and a hug. "I'm very proud of you." She felt a little different when she hugged him this time. She felt like she was naked, that he saw right through her, that he saw the improper thoughts that were going through her mind.
"Thanks," he said, smiling. He loved feeling her so close to him. He could feel the heat of her body against him and made him wonder how it would feel if they both were naked. "The next assignment is a lot like it."
"How like it?" Andrea asked, wondering if she could do all that again.
"He said that the next assignment is about extreme closeup pictures," Dylan said.
"Really? What does that mean?"
"It means he wants you to be nude, but instead of, you know, full-body shots, I'm to do closeups."
"Oh," she said, blushing a little.
"I can't quote him, but he said that when you take pictures of every nook and cranny like that, the model will learn to be very relaxed no matter what you need to do," Dylan said. "There's nothing left to be embarrassed about after that."
"I, uh, guess that makes sense," she said.
"I was thinking the three-seasons room was a little too open the last time," he said. "Is there somewhere you think we can go instead?"
"I mean... I guess we can do it here," she said, looking around the room. It was spacious enough to move around and was decorated nicely enough for a good background.
"That sounds like a good plan to me." Dylan grabbed his camera. "Do you want to do it now?"
"Um... ok... I guess that would be ok."
"I don't want to lose the light," he said. "Ok, so lets go ahead and take your clothes off."
"All my clothes off again?" she asked. She was still nervous about being naked in front of him. "I just... I'm still not comfortable being naked in front of you."
"Yeah, you'll have to take everything off for this," he said, moving to stand in the middle of the room. "Maybe you can do that masturbation thing again. You know... to relax."
"I just... I hate having to run all over the house right now," she said.
"You know," she smirked, "I already saw you do it once. If you're comfortable enough... I mean... you can do it right here."
"In the middle of the living room?" she asked, surprised.
"Yeah, no one can see you," he said.
"I don't know," she said, sounding doubtful.
"Would you feel better if I was naked, too?"
Andrea looked at him. This was yet another line that should never be crossed between a mother and son and she was seriously considering it. He seemed to want to... he suggested it. The part about making her comfortable didn't really enter her mind. All she could think about was him being naked, of her seeing every part of him. Of seeing his hard cock for the first time.
She licked her lips, fighting between her morals and her desires.
"I mean... it's no big deal if it helps," he said.
"Maybe that would... help," she said softly, almost regretting it as soon as it left her lips.
Dylan set the camera down and grabbed his t-shirt, pulling it over his head while Andrea watched. His body looked so nice... trim... athletic... muscular. It sent a thrill through her body. How could her son look so good to her?
She started unbuttoning her blouse, still watching him as he moved to his jeans. She watched him pull them down as she tossed her blouse aside and then reached back to unfasten her bra. His cock was hard behind the thin material of his underwear and tented out. He looked... large... by her estimation, and it had been so long since she'd seen a hard cock. It'd been a long time since she'd touched a hard cock.
She started unfastening her skirt as he pulled down his boxers, exposing himself to her for the first time. He was definitely hard, his cock throbbing as he bent over and removed his clothes from around his bare feet. Her breath caught in her throat as she looked at him, longingly. God help her!
When he looked up to stand up again, she quickly looked away, not wanting him to see how excited he made her. Moms aren't supposed to be this excited. They're not supposed to desire their sons.
"Ok," he said, picking up his camera again. "Does that help?"
She nodded slowly, barely able to look at him, and moved to the couch and sat down. "Here ok?" she asked.
"Yeah... that'd be ok," he said. "I'll just... um... make sure my camera's ready to go."
Andrea sat back on the couch as soon as Dylan looked away and started fiddling with the camera. She slid her hand down over her abdomen to touch herself. Her fingers gently circled her clit, her pussy already soaking wet. She was quickly excited, rushing towards and orgasm.
She pushed her legs apart, pulling one knee up to her chest to help open her knees wider, and slid her fingers inside her pussy, pushing as deep as she could.
"Oh my gosh," she whispered. She could tell Dylan was looking back at her occasionally, wanting to watch her. She watched his cock bob with every move he made. It was so hard and long. The thought of her touching it, the thought of him watching her and touching it himself, even, was really driving her crazy.
"Dylan, did you like watching me... you know... touch myself?" she asked, almost scared to hear the answer.
"Yes... I did," he said, looking at her. His eyes grew big, as he watched her finger her pussy, stretching her lips open with one hand while the other thrust into it.
"You're such a naughty boy," she laughed. "I'm... um... excited... I guess, thinking about you watching me."
"You want me to watch you?" he asked, sounding hopeful.
"Yeah. I think I do," she said, blushing.
Dylan turned fully towards her and even took the few steps to get closer to her. "Like this?" he asked.
Andrea nodded. Seeing his cock so close and knowing that what she was doing was making it hard like that really excited her. Her fingers moved even faster.
"Oh that's it," she whispered, her eyes focusing on his shaft. "I love the way you're watching me... such a good boy." Her fingers circled her throbbing clit as it swelled. Her breathing turned to panting, her body getting so warm and tingly.
Dylan grabbed his shaft with one hand and slowly stroked it, exciting her even more.
"Yeah, like that... just like that," she panted excitedly. "Oh, I'm so turned on. I'm so close... so close."
She started panting harder, louder, her moans getting very loud as she got closer and closer to her orgasm. This was driving her crazy.
"Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!" she yelled loudly as she started cumming, her body shaking hard, twisting on the couch.
Dylan got so hard watching her and really wanted to accelerate his plan. But he knew he had to wait. He had to make sure she was fully hooked before he asked for more. Otherwise, she'd be lost forever.
Andrea hugged herself on the couch, rolled up into a little ball. Her skin was so beautifully flushed and radiant. She smiled shyly when she opened her eyes again and sat up.
"So I think what we're going to do is just stay on the couch and we'll start the photos here," he said. "How does that sound?"
She licked her lips. "Ok."
"Yeah?" he verified, bringing his camera up.
"Yeah, that sounds ok."
"Ok, so, why don't you sit up... yeah... yeah, like that," Dylan said, getting her into position, sitting her on the edge of the couch as he knelt on the floor. "Just spread your knees a little bit more... yeah," he said, using one hand to pull her legs further apart.
Her pussy was wet and swollen. Her clit was still tingling, too, as she complied with his directions.
He started taking close-up pictures of her breasts and nipples, really zooming in to show every detail. He touched her breast, squeezing it a little as he lifted her nipple for a different shot.
"Wow... these are nice," he said, smiling, taking a few more pictures.
"Yeah?"
"And you look comfortable, almost like you're enjoying yourself."
"I, um... I'm feeling really comfortable," she agreed, feeling his hands on her body, feeling him squeeze and lift her breast, feeling him roll her nipple between his fingers to get it hard before snapping yet another picture.
"You look pretty turned on," he said softly and she blushed. She was turned on. Having him this close to her after he'd just watched her have an orgasm really turned her on.
"Can you hold them for me?" he asked.
Andrea grabbed her breasts, squeezing them and lifting them herself as he concentrated on his pictures.
"How about... play with your nipples."
Andrea's fingers rolled, pinched, and pulled her nipples, just how she liked, sending piercing pleasure straight to her clit while Dylan's face was so close, his camera taking even more pictures of her.
"That was nice," he said, smiling, dropping the camera for a second. "How about I photograph down here." He indicated her pussy as he lowered himself and the camera for a very close-up look.
Dylan touched her pussy for a second, and Andrea gasped, still holding and squeezing her breasts. He pushed and pulled at her labia, taking more pictures, the camera practically touching her there. And then, when he pulled the camera away, his face was so close as his fingers touched her... touched her very sensually, driving her crazy.
"Oh my gosh," she hissed, as his finger stroked along her clit.
"You ok?" he asked, smiling.
"Yes," she panted, her body shivering. "I'm... fine."
"Why don't you touch yourself down here, too, so I can get more pictures?" Dylan watched her hands move to her pussy through his camera as he snapped picture after picture. The close-ups of her fingers stroking her clit, pinching it. The close-ups of her fingers pulling her labia, exposing her wet inner flesh. The close-ups of her fingers pushing inside her pussy, again and again, getting so wet with her juices.
"Ok, just a couple more," Dylan said. "Awesome. Good." His camera clicked again and again as he took picture after picture.
"I... I don't really know what to do here," she said, embarrassed.
"You're doing fine," he said. "Trust me, I'm getting exactly what I need."
"I hope your teacher loves these."
"I think he will," Dylan smiled at her. "I think I'll get a great grade."
"Am I doing ok?"
"Yeah, you're doing just fine," Dylan said. "Why don't you turn over on your knees?" he suggested.
"Ok...?" Andrea said, wondering why. She got on her knees and looked back over her shoulder.
"Here, bend over a little and stick your butt out."
"You're taking pictures of... my butt?" she asked, blushing.
"Yeah," he nodded. "It's a private area, too. The professor wanted me to cover all the bases, to make you extremely comfortable after this."
"Ok," she said. She pushed her ass out and arched her back. "Is this good?"
"Yeah," Dylan smiled, taking pictures of her ass and asshole. He licked a finger and slid it down the crack of her ass, gently circling her hole for a second while Andrea shivered.
Her breath caught in her throat. She'd never been touched on her asshole before and this new sensation, this new pleasure made her body sizzle. She felt his fingertip circle her asshole, then push as if to penetrate it. 'Surely he wouldn't go inside, would he?' she wondered in silence, trying to hold her position.
And then it happened. Dylan pushed the tip of his finger inside her asshole and fire erupted inside her. Her mind told her to pull away, to slap him, to run away from him, but her body wanted him to push deeper and to have her play with her clit at the same time.
"Oh my God!" she hissed as his finger pushed in a little more and started sliding in and out, all while his camera clicked again and again. Andrea closed her eyes tightly, her face contorting in the pleasure she was feeling. Her hands grabbed the back of couch tightly.
And then, just as suddenly as it started, it stopped. Dylan pulled his finger from her and the camera stopped clicking.
"Ok. I think I have everything I need for this assignment. "Thanks Mom." Dylan started grabbing his clothes as she turned around and sat on the couch, bringing her knees up to her chest as she blushed. Her body was still tingling, needing release.
"Sure, baby," she said. "Anything for you." It took a few minutes after Dylan left and went upstairs for her to be able to get off the couch, grab her own clothes, and run upstairs. She closed her door behind her, softly, not wanting Dylan to hear just how excited she was.
She tossed her clothes aside and grabbed her vibrator and lube that she hadn't used for years from the nightstand, then lay back on her bed. After she lay on her back, sliding the vibrator over her pussy for a few minutes, getting her pussy all ready to cum, she put some lube on her finger and slid it lower, to circle and tease her own asshole.
Slowly, she pushed her finger slightly inside as she held the vibrator on her clit. In minutes she had the most explosive orgasm she'd ever had in her life.
*****
On Thursday, Andrea came home, knowing that Dylan didn't have his Human Subjects class. She wasn't sure if he'd heard back from Professor Collins yet on the latest pictures or not, but her body was on fire all day long. Just remembering how close her son had been to her most intimate places, how he even helped her find a new spot on her body, one that gave her a lot of pleasure.
Dylan wasn't in the living room as she set her purse down and went into the kitchen to get some water. She was wondering where he was, since he was usually downstairs, but figured he must be in his bedroom.
She set her glass down on the dining room table before she started slowly walking up the stairs. She turned left at the top, towards his room, and paused a moment when she reached his door. It was open, so... it should've been ok to walk inside.
So, she did. And, stopping cold at the door, she gasped at what she saw, then she hid behind the doorframe, pushing her back against the wall. He was laying back in his bed, his pants off, his t-shirt pulled up. His hand held some kind of blue material as it stroked up and down his shaft. He was very focused on his phone that he held up, his thumb swiping occasionally to switch to the next screen.
"Mom? Are you home?" he asked after hearing a sound at his door, slowing his hand on his shaft. He didn't want to cum to soon. "What are you doing? I didn't hear you come in."
"You were... a little busy," she giggled nervously, not looking in the room but staying just outside it, keeping her back against the wall just outside the door. "What are you doing?"
"What does it look like I'm doing?" he laughed.
"It looks like you're... busy," she said.
"You can come in, you know. We're supposed to be more comfortable with each other now."
"What am I doing?" she whispered, knowing in her head that this was a bad idea, but her body wanted it. Badly. She reluctantly turned and slowly walked into his bedroom, nervously licking her lips. He was still running his hand up and down his shaft with the blue material. As she got closer to the bed, she could see that the blue material looked familiar. "Um... are those... are those my panties?"
"Oh... um... yeah," he smiled, not even shy to admit it. "I like your panties. They feel good on my cock."
"Um... ok...," she whispered, a little embarrassed. "What... what do you do with them?" she asked. She instinctively reached down and pressed her hand against her pussy through her skirt.
"I like how they feel on my cock," he said. "And I like to smell them."
"Smell them?" she asked, shocked. She'd never heard of such a thing. "Why in the world would you like that?"
"I like smelling your sweet pussy juices on them," he smiled, stroking his cock a little faster again. With his mother in the room, a mere few feet away, he was getting excited even more quickly.
Andrea smiled, just barely. It was kind of a weird compliment. "You like the smell of your mommy? The smell of my... my pussy."
He nodded, slowly. "Yeah... a lot." If only she knew. If only she knew what else he wanted from her.
"Just... just make sure you put them back in the laundry... you know... when you're... finished," she said.
"Can I get another pair?" Dylan asked, smiling deviously. "Maybe... later?"
Andrea looked at him, shocked, but nodded slightly, uncertain of what he really meant. "I... um... I just came in to find out what you wanted for dinner tonight," she said. "Are you hungry?"
"Yeah, I am hungry... just not for dinner at the moment," he laughed.
"What's that you're watching?" she asked, blushing, indicating his phone. He handed it out to her and she stepped to the side of the bed to take it. She could see the picture of a naked woman... a close-up picture of a vagina, with the woman's hand on it. She shivered when she recognized herself. It was her picture on the phone, a close-up picture of her pussy that he took yesterday, one with her finger completely buried inside her pussy!
"Oh, um...," she said nervously, blushing again. She swiped to look at the next picture. "Oh my God!"
"I was just going through the photos we took," he smiled deviously. "And they... made me hard."
Andrea nodded and swallowed hard. He was going through them alright. But it was for more than just seeing what would work well in his portfolio. He liked what he saw. He got off on what he saw. His beautiful cock was hard because of what he saw. His cock was hard because he was looking at her... sexually.
"Don't those pictures look really hot?" he asked.
She smiled as she swiped to the next one, seeing herself in a new light. The pictures were very... sexual... dirty, even... but they were of her. And she looked really sexy. She looked at him, her eyes quickly drifting down to his hand stroking his very erect and hard cock.
"Wow," she whispered. "That's, um, nice." She dropped his phone on the bed and backed up a step, getting scared by what she was seeing and what she was feeling. "Maybe I should go..."
"You don't have to go," he said, stopping her. "It's alright. I mean, after yesterday."



She remembered yesterday... remembered him watching her masturbate... remembered him standing there, naked, his hard cock responding to her masturbation. It sent shivers over her. He watched her masturbate and stroked himself to it and now she was watching him masturbate.
"I'm gonna... finish," he said. "But you don't need to go." He reached a hand out to her, inviting her closer. "It's alright. You can... you know... do it, too."
"What do you mean?" she asked, shocked that he would suggest that. "Are you serious?"
"What's wrong with it?" he asked. "We did it yesterday when I watched you." Andrea nodded, acknowledging that he did watch her masturbate. And, he masturbated a little, too, at the same time.
She licked her lips as he started stroking himself again. "You do this a lot?" she asked. Her hand pressed against her pussy again, trying to alleviate some of the tingling she was feeling, trying to gather up the courage to slip her hand under her skirt.
"Um... yeah, pretty much," he said. His cock was so hard it was throbbing. He was so close to his orgasm before she caught him. He watched as his mom slowly pulled her skirt up and pushed her panties down. Then, leaning back against the wall, she started masturbating, too.
He held his hand out and she knew what he wanted. She grabbed her panties in her hand and tossed them to him. Then watched as he brought them to his face and smelled them while he watched her.
She shivered. "You don't mind that I'm here?" she asked, uncertain that this was right.
"I don't mind at all. I kind of like it," he said. "It excites me."
"Oh," she moaned as his hand stroked even faster, twisting, rolling over the head occasionally. God, his cock looked so good.
"Is it ok if... you move closer?" he asked.
She nodded and walked closer to the bed. "I guess it's ok." She crawled up onto the bed and turned so that her feet were towards him, giving him a good view of her masturbating, a good view of her swollen pussy.
"Oh fuck," he moaned. And within a minute he was cumming, spraying ropes of cum over his chest and stomach, his Mom cumming moments later.



        Her Boyfriend's Son

        Whitney develops a need for her boyfriend's son.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/her-boyfriends-son

Title: Her Boyfriend's Son

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Whitney develops a need for her boyfriend's son.

Tags: model, domination, submission, lingerie, shopping, drinking, dinner




Her Boyfriend's Son
It was a lovely late summer day in the mid-west as Whitney looked through the racks of frilly material with Joe across from her. She was happy to be with the young man, always enjoying his fun company. She had been dating Todd, his father, living with them for the last four years and had become really good friends with Joe.
It was going to be one of the last times they were able to hang out for a while, since Joe had recently entered college and would be moving onto campus in the Fall. Whitney and he had spent a lot of time together over the summer, both knowing they would miss the company.
Whitney's anniversary with Todd was coming up soon, and she and Joe went out shopping for a gift for Todd. They had explored the electronics stores and had somehow made their way into a local lingerie store half-way down the mall.
"Why not something from... maybe... here?" Joe teased playfully, pointing to the store entrance as they walked, trying to think of the perfect gift. The front window showed a variety of lingerie pieces on models, some elegant... some slutty. "I think my Dad would love something like that."
"I don't think you know your Dad as well as you think you do," Whitney said, laughing. "Lingerie is not exactly his thing. Are you sure it's not your thing and that's why you want to go in?"
"Well..." he said, smiling.
"Ok, ok... let's go and check it out," she said. She knew the hound-dog wouldn't take no for an answer anyway.
Whitney didn't know why she did it, really, if it was a casual dare, maybe an innocent sexual look, but she went along with it. They went through the racks of sexy clothes, laughing and having fun as they sorted through the more enticingly erotic pieces. Whitney was thrilled by Joe's open outlook on sex. Although a good man, Todd was very basic with his sex, never venturing out for the more exploratory side that Whitney so desperately wanted. It made her feel so alive to have Joe flirting with her. She felt so demeaned... but it just turned her on.
"How about this one," Joe said, holding up a tiger-striped piece. He constantly held up the skimpier and raunchier outfits for Whitney to see.
She laughed as he tried to coax Whitney into trying some of them on, saying how much his Dad would like this one or that one. Agreeing that one was particularly enticing, Whitney decided to try it on and see how it looked. Perhaps she could encourage Todd's wild side. It sure seemed to encourage Joe's. She'd never seen him so animated and flirtatious before and, surprisingly, it excited her.
She went to the changing room and slipped out of her shirt and jeans. She slipped the exposing outfit on over her underwear and admired herself in the mirror. Her hands softly roamed over her body, feeling her breasts, or tits as Joe like to call them, through the lacy material. She had to admit, the outfit did look good on her, it highlighted her features very well, it's sweeping lines accentuating her breasts and trimming her waist. The thong bottom was even more exciting as it barely encased her cunt over her underwear, it's back strap casually sliding into the crack of her ass, accentuating the globes of her tight butt.
She was smiling as she looked at herself in the mirror and was startled when Joe knocked at the door and, surprisingly, opened it quickly and came inside. He let out a low whistle of approval.
"You can't come in here!" she whispered, closing the door quickly and covering herself with her arms.
"Yeah I can. See?" He outstretched his arms to show he was indeed present, like he owned the place. "Wow," he smiled. "Dad better love this. You look incredible!" Joe's hands slid lightly over the material, gently tracing lines under her breasts and down her stomach. Placing his hands on Whitney's hips, he gently turned her around to face the mirror and lightly ran his hands over her ass.
"Mmmm, you look incredibly sexy in this," he said admiringly.
Whitney flushed at the contact, feeling naughty wearing such a skimpy outfit next to her boyfriend's son. She watched Joe in the mirror as the young man glared at her body, his expression exposing his naked lust. Joe nuzzled up behind her and, wrapping his arms around her body, gave her a hug. Whitney felt his hands sweep across her stomach and lightly run up and over each breast, gently flicking her nipples. She thought she should stop him, but couldn't bring herself to do it... it felt so good.
"Joe!" Whitney exhaled sharply at the contact to her tits, her nipples hardening into tight points. Joe's face nuzzled into her neck as he lightly kissed her there, his hands continuing to caress Whitney's breasts, gently squeezing them. His tongue flicked at Whitney's ear as his right hand slid down her stomach and gently rubbed at her mound over the dual panty material, his fingers sliding absently back and forth across her clit.
Whitney wanted to move, wanted to push his hands away. But she just couldn't. Her eyes were closed and her mouth slightly open. Joe's hands stirred her desires, whipping them up into a frenzy. Suddenly he stopped.
"Go buy this one and try it on again for me at home," he suggested in a near whisper. "Without the underwear this time."
"Ok," Whitney whispered, her voice coming out with a gasp of air. She couldn't believe that Joe had got her so worked up and then just... stopped. She couldn't believe what she was wanting to happen. Her body was quivering with desire, a flame had been ignited.
By the time she had opened her eyes, Joe had left the dressing room and she was alone again. Whitney got dressed again. She felt the heat in her panties, the moistness of her pussy made them stick to her. She removed both her panties and her bra as she got dressed, tucking them into her purse. The thicker jean material of her shorts making direct contact with her mound increased her excitement; she needed to cum badly. She kept thinking about how Joe touched her and she became even more aroused. She had never had feelings for him like this before, at least none that she had admitted to herself, but Joe's actions sent shivers up and down her spine.
She purchased the lingerie and they left the mall to return to the house. Joe talked about mundane things on the way home, ignoring the fact that he had aroused Whitney so much. She was confused and flushed; she wasn't sure if what had happened was real or if she had imagined too much.
If nothing else, she couldn't wait to get home to masturbate, to get this pleasurable tension out of her... to stop thinking about Joe the way she was. She was going to marry his father, for heaven's sake. She shouldn't be thinking about Joe.
When they got in the house, Joe coyly suggested that Whitney try on the outfit once again. "It would be nice to see how it really looks," he said, "without your bra and panties on."
"I can't do that," Whitney hesitated. "Not in front of you."
"Yes you can," he smiled smugly. "And I know you want to. So... I'll wait down here." He got a drink of water and sat on the couch to wait.
Whitney shook her head and went into her bedroom. She couldn't believe how smug he was, smiling at her like that as if expecting her to do what he asked. She couldn't believe that he would even think that she'd do that. She opened the bag and pulled out the lingerie and huffed.
She did have to try it on to make sure it fit. But she didn't have to show it to him. She slipped out of her clothes and slipped the frilly outfit on once again, this time with nothing on beneath it. The feeling of the material against her bare skin was indescribable. Her nipples poked at the translucent, frilly bra and each move only excited them more. The thong piece slid against her pussy lips with each step causing her clit to rub against it. It was like the entire piece was made to just stimulate her body.
She looked in the mirror, admiring how good she looked, and remembered how Joe's arms felt as he wrapped them around her. She remembered how his hands felt caressing her breasts, how they felt touching between her legs. She couldn't believe how good it felt... she couldn't believe how badly she wanted to feel it again.
Damn! Damn him! She couldn't believe she was going to go through with this. She couldn't believe she wanted to go through with this. She knew she should stop it now, get dressed, and tell Joe that he shouldn't touch her like that ever again. She knew it was so wrong... but her body's reaction to his touch, the need welling up inside her, couldn't be denied.
Whitney slowly and sensuously went back to the living room, scared but hoping that something would happen between them, something to quench the fire that was building in her. As she approached, Joe sat on the edge of the couch, holding his arms wide. Whitney walked up to him and Joe placed his hands on her hips, his face just inches from her hot slit.
He gave a low whistle. "Ooooh, it does look so much better against your bare skin." One hand slid over her stomach and cupped Whitney's breast. "Your nipple is so hard," he whispered. Whitney was breathing deeply as Joe's hands caressed her, her face flushed. His hands then ran again down her stomach, gently framed her fur then trailed down her thighs. Whitney watched his eyes focus on her pussy as his hands slid up and down the outsides of her thighs. He then moved them to the inside and ran up to the edges of her pussy as Whitney let out a little gasp.
Joe's fingers traced along the leg band of the lingerie from her hip to just outside her pussy lips, his eyes constantly intent on Whitney's pussy. The see-through material barely covered her mound, the leg bands passing just to the outside of her lips, meeting near her ass to form the band up her crack. "You're so beautiful Whitney. This outfit makes you look so God-damned sexy."
She swallowed hard, her breath catching in her throat. No one had ever made her feel this way before. As Joe's hands trailed lower along the edges of the material, Whitney slowly spread her legs wider, desiring more contact.
Joe looked up into Whitney's eyes as he slowly hooked a finger underneath the material and slid it aside, revealing Whitney's pouty cunt. Whitney felt she was nearly dripping, her pussy lips extended and engorged, open like a flower. Joe continued to stare up at her as his fingers lightly danced along the ridges of her labia. Featherlike, he slid them up and back, circling her clit without contacting it.
Joe again dropped his gaze to Whitney's pussy as his fingers slid between her lips, rubbing the sensitive flesh inside. Whitney closed her eyes, concentrating on the pleasurable feelings in her pussy as Joe's thumb pressed against her clit, roughly rubbing it.
"You're so wet," Joe whispered as his finger pushed into her. He kept rubbing her clit with his thumb as he slowly finger-fucked her. Whitney's mind reeled as she thought about how nasty this was; some young man fingering her. Her boyfriend's son fingering her! "You know... I just can't help myself," he said. "I want you."
"But you're..." she started to say... she wanted to say... but she couldn't finish the sentence. She brought her hands up and roughly squeezed her breasts. Her fingers clasped onto her nipples and she firmly squeezed them through the material, tugging on them. Waves of pleasure and pain shot through her body, her hips spasming. She felt Joe's tongue lightly touch her clit, feather-like flicks hitting the excited nub. She moaned out loud. "Oh God."
"I thought you'd like that," Joe said, almost laughing. Whitney grunted in response, not able to think clearly enough for coherent speech. Joe stopped for a moment and sucked two fingers into his mouth. Placing them both at the entrance to Whitney's hot tunnel, he pushed them in as Whitney gasped.
She felt her pussy spasm as it gripped the two digits. Joe knew just how to make her hot and Whitney couldn't deny him. After a few thrusts, Joe again withdrew his fingers, moments later inserting three. Whitney thought she would burst, it felt as if Joe's entire hand was in her, stretching her pussy, splitting her open.
He roughly pushed his fingers in and out of the wet slit, while still licking and sucking on the engorged clit before him. He knew it wouldn't be long before Whitney would cum, giving him her tasty juices. He withdrew his tongue replacing it once more with his thumb and concentrated on finger-fucking her harder and faster. He looked up to see Whitney's face contorted in a silent scream, her hands mauling her tits.
Whitney's legs were shaking and she wasn't sure she'd be able to stand much longer. Each wave of pleasure made them buckle, made her body rock violently. She looked down and watched Joe intensely eyeing her pussy. It was as if he deeply enjoyed looking at the damp flesh, was excited by it. Suddenly another wave hit Whitney, this one sending her over the edge. Her legs tightened as she thrust her hips forward, impaling herself on Joe's fingers, grunting loudly. Her abdomen shook as she relaxed once again, Joe's tongue gently licking the tasty fluids from her mound.
Joe didn't let up, however. He wanted every drop of Whitney's fluids as he continued to perfectly attack her clit. Seconds later, another violent contraction hit Whitney, and then another. She had to push Joe away before she passed out.
She fell back onto the couch, all of her energy gone. Her stomach and abdomen were spasming still as she relaxed. Joe nuzzled up next to her, laying his head on Whitney's breast, his hand gently stroking her thigh.
"Oh my God! I can't believe we just did that," Whitney gasped. "I've never done something like this before."
"Me neither," Joe lied. He had had a few experiences with older women, but didn't want to embarrass Whitney. "I just couldn't help myself. You look so fucking hot and sexy."
"I have to admit, it felt great," she panted. "It was... incredible... as a matter of fact. I'm still shaking." She bent down and kissed Joe on the lips, tasting her own fluids. She felt Joe's hips hump against her leg and knew he must be just as hot. "Take off your clothes," she whispered, "before I change my mind. I want to touch you, too."
Joe unbuckled his jeans and slid them down his legs. They both struggled with his shirt, Whitney hastily pulling it up. As it cleared Joe's chest, she bent down and began sucking on his nipples, leaving Joe to finish pulling it over his head. Joe let her play as Whitney slithered her tongue over the stiff nipple. He gently held her head in his hands.
"Mmmm, your tongue feels so good," he moaned. "I know just where I want to feel it, though. I'm so fucking hard."
Whitney, excited by Joe's dirty talking, sucked harder. She wanted so much to please him like she was pleased. She felt his hands grabbing her head and push downwards. She was embarrassed by what she wanted to do with him, embarrassed by wanting him so badly. She felt Joe's cock rub against her thigh, felt the trail of juices it left behind. She had a sudden urge to touch it, to taste it.
Whitney's hand moved down over Joe's stomach as she pulled slightly away from him. Her fingers contacted the hard flesh as she lay her head on his chest. She ran her fingertips up and down the long shaft, loving the feel of it's silky smooth hardness. She felt Joe shudder slightly as her fingers circled the tip, his hips bucked uncontrollably and he let out a little gasp.
"Oh yeah," he moaned. "Mmmmmm, suck my cock Whitney. God, I'm so fucking hard."
Propelled by her heat, Whitney gripped his shaft and started sliding up and down it. She rubbed lightly at first, but Joe pushed his hips forward and back, forcing her to rub harder.
"Faster... yeah, that's it, just like that....." Joe bucked his hips as Whitney jacked him off.
"What do you want me to do?" Whitney asked, embarrassed.
Joe grabbed her head and kissed her hard. He pushed his tongue deep into her mouth and kissed her with a deep passion that she hadn't felt in a long, long time. Then he gently pushed her down to her knees before him, until his cock was right in front of her face. He wrapped his hand around it and pumped it a few times while she watched in rapture. It had been a long time since she'd been in this position.
"You know what to do," he said as she looked up at him. "Open your mouth."
Whitney licked her lips longingly as she sat contemplating her actions. She couldn't believe that this could possibly be her future stepson, couldn't believe that she was having sex with a man so much younger than her, couldn't believe that she was so damn excited by him. But it took only seconds before she moved forward, gripping his cock in her own hands, and slipped her lips around the hard shaft letting it slide deep into her warm, wet mouth. She moaned at the lovely feeling of his hardness, sending chills though Joe. Her head moved forward and back, sliding him in and out of her hot mouth while her hands held him and slowly pumped him.
"That's it, baby. Ah yeah, suck on me good," he moaned. "Ohhhh, I'm gonna cum baby. Pump it harder."
Her head was moving quickly, both of her hands gripping and pumping him harder beneath her lips, trying hard to make him cum. Her tongue rapidly stroked along the underside of his long pole. Her head moved up and down, sucking and licking him.
Suddenly he grabbed her wrists and pulled them from him, then grabbed her head with both hands. Her eyes went wide as he pushed deeper and deeper into her mouth, gagging her. She felt a yearning for this treatment as Joe alternately gagged her and then backed away to let her breath.
"Glug, glug, glug." The room was filled with her sputtering and heavy breathing. Spit ran down her chin and dripped onto her chest. Joe looked down at her wantonly, before closing his eyes to feel the pleasure he was receiving.
She knew he was so near to cumming, but wasn't sure she wanted to waste it. Suddenly he pulled her hair until she stood. "I'm gonna fuck you," he said. "I'm gonna fuck the shit outta you."
Joe turned her around quickly and pushed her shoulders so that she bent forward, her ass held high. He quickly grabbed her hips and pushed his cock between her wet lips, sliding it in deep. He fucked her slowly at first, then built up speed. Whitney was moaning loudly with each lovely thrust. She felt so dirty, so excited to be taken like this. His hips were slapping against her ass, his cock driving in deep with each thrust. She put her hands down on the couch to maintain her balance as she closed her eyes, loving the sensation.
Then Joe did the unthinkable. First he grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her head back forcefully, making her back arch.
"What... are you... doing?" she asked, barely able to speak at all, the pleasure was so intense.
"Whatever I fucking want," he said. Whitney could barely move as his hips slammed into her ass. Then she felt his thumb slowly circling her asshole, sending exquisite pleasure all through her body.
"Oh my God! What...?" she panted. She wasn't having sex... she was being fucked. And she loved it. This was what she longed for, pure animalistic lust. She wanted to be taken. She needed to be taken.
She heard herself grunting with every thrust, felt the pleasure tingling in her clit, deep inside her, and now in her ass as his thumb pierced it slightly. She felt the tremors start deep as her first massive orgasm was unleashed and still Joe kept driving in and out, in and out. Her entire body was shaking and she was only held up by Joe. She had two more intense orgasms quickly following before Joe finally came deep inside her. With one mighty thrust he felt his own body shooting his seed.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" he grunted as he emptied himself inside her.
They both fell onto the couch, Whitney turning to hug him tightly. She knew her relationship with Todd was about to become a lot more complicated, but Joe was the one who truly knew what she wanted... what she needed.



*****
Her relationship with Todd became a little easier a month later, when Joe moved out and into his college apartment. Whitney and Todd followed him on the two-hour drive to the college, helping him carry all of his things.
After setting everything up enough, they drove back home. While their relationship returned to normal, a need was growing inside Whitney again. A need that Todd could not fulfill. She didn't even know she had that need, until Joe unleashed it that one day. And as the days turned into weeks, the hunger grew and grew.
Then, in mid-November, she couldn't take it any more. She arranged with Todd to go and visit Joe, to check on him and make sure everything was going ok. Todd was too busy at work this time of year, so she'd have to go alone.
"Hey Whitney," Joe said, answering his phone.
"Hey... how are you doing?" she asked.
"I'm good," he said. "I was just folding my laundry. What's up with you?"
"Well... um... the reason I called is... I, uh... I thought about coming down tomorrow to see you, if that's ok. Just to, you know, make sure everything's going ok."
"Oh really!" he said, the smile on his face evident in his voice. "Yeah. I'd love to... you know... see you."
She hated his smug attitude, but couldn't deny how much it turned her on. "I'm not interrupting some date tomorrow or anything am I," she said, hoping and praying that he didn't even have a girlfriend. While she had no room to talk, she wanted him to herself for some reason.
"No, I'm not doing anything," he said. "Maybe you can stop on the way and grab something for dinner."
She laughed. "Poor college student, huh? Yeah, I'll do that."
"And, uh... wear that lingerie set," he said.
She paused, her body shivering. In her head she wasn't planning anything more than a motherly visit, even if her body was wanting more. And him referencing the lingerie threw her body a curve... it excited her.
"No... you know we... we can't do that again," she said softly, her body yearning to do it again regardless of what her brain said.
"Just checking," he said, smugly.
"I should be there around 6pm," she said, her voice now a little shaky, too.
"Ok, awesome," he said. "I'll see all of you tomorrow."
"Joe!" she said, then went quiet, just envisioning that smug, controlling look on his face. His handsome... sexy... face.
"Love you," he said, almost laughing, as if he knew the effect he was having on her. "Bye."
"Yeah... um... bye," she said absently, pulling the phone from her ear and hanging up. His smug attitude and sexual comments were like an ear worm, burrowing into her head, making her think of things she shouldn't be thinking. It made her body ache even more about things it should never even ache about to begin with.
*****
It was almost 6:30pm when Whitney knocked on his apartment door. The neighborhood and building, as she remembered, looked very run down and even a little shady, but that seemed pretty normal close to a college campus.
She could hear him inside as he came to the door and opened it.
"Hey!" Whitney said, smiling broadly.
"Hey, how are you?" Joe said, stepping back to allow her to come inside. She was dripping wet and was carrying a plastic take-out bag.
"I'm good," she said. "A little cold and wet, but I'm good."
"You are wet!" he said. "Is it getting bad out there?"
She slid her coat off and he hung it up on the coat rack. "Yeah, unfortunately. They said that there was a winter weather advisory tonight. It's supposed to freeze and get really icy."
"Oh... I didn't realize it was going to be that bad," he said. "But it's nice to see you," he said, smiling. "Sorry. It's a little bit messy in here."
"Well, college apartments," she said. "It's to be expected I guess." She held up the take-out bag. "I brought some Chinese."
"Oh, awesome!" he said, taking the bag from her and setting it on the table. "Thanks! Please, sit down. I'll get some plates."
"Ok," she said, sitting down at the small, two-seat kitchen table. She grabbed the bag and started pulling the containers out of it, setting them on the table and then putting the empty bag on the ground.
"I got some Kung Pao Chicken and fried rice. I hope that's ok," she said.
"That's perfect!" he smiled, setting plates and silverware on the table.
"How were classes today?" she asked, spooning a little of the food onto her plate.
"Oh... it was good," he said, putting food on his plate when she finished.
"I'm sorry. I didn't bring anything to drink."
"No problem!" he said quickly, standing up. "I got it covered. I have, uh, just the right thing." Joe took two coffee mugs from the cupboard and poured some liquid into it from a pitcher he took out of the refrigerator. He brought the cups to the table and gave one to her.
"Cheers!" he said, and they clinked glasses.
"What is this," she asked, putting it to her lips and taking a sip. "Wow! That's strong!" They both laughed.
"I thought you'd like to relax a little bit," he laughed.
"After a long week... yeah, that's good," she laughed. "Are you trying to get me drunk tonight?" she asked, giggling.
"Maybe... I thought you could probably use it."
"Oh my!" she said, taking another drink. "What are you putting in these things? How many shots?"
"Enough."
"Well, I'm definitely feeling it," she said, her words starting to slur slightly.
As they ate dinner, the weather outside turned even worse. They could hear the sleet hitting the window and knew that it was getting extremely icy outside. Without even realizing it, or remembering it, Whitney texted Todd to tell him she was probably going to stay the night. The ride home was just too treacherous.
At about 11pm with the conversation waning, Joe, seeing Whitney half asleep, decided that they should probably just turn in for the night. He gave Whitney one of his t-shirts to wear to bed, which she changed into in the bathroom.
"Sorry it's such a small bed," he said as he moved in first, crawling against the wall. "It wasn't exactly made for two people."
"That's ok," she whispered, laying her head on the pillow in front of him. "You can just keep me warm, then."
As Joe lay in bed, he put his arm around her, pulling her tightly to him. His hand started stroking her stomach as he kissed her neck and shoulder. He started whispering what he wanted to do to her in her ear, making her shiver. When his hand squeezed her breast, she moaned, loudly, but the liquor made her forget everything that happened next...
*****
Whitney woke up the next morning, a little surprised at her surroundings. Joe was behind her, his arm still wrapped around her body. She pushed his arm off as she sat up, fast, then grabbed her head as it throbbed. She was in Joe's bedroom! How could this have happened?
She put her head in her hands and brought her knees up to her chest. Her head was pounding from the alcohol. When she realized she wasn't wearing her panties, she grabbed them from the floor and started putting them on.
"What are you doing?" Joe asked, just waking up behind her.
"What do you mean what am I doing?" she asked, upset. "What did we do last night and why are my panties off? My God. Baby, what the fuck? Where's my phone?"
"Just relax," Joe said.
Whitney grabbed her phone from the nightstand. "What the fuck?" she said, loud enough to hurt her head. "Oh my God. Your Dad is probably wondering where the hell I am." She opened her phone and looked at it. "Look at this... there's like five missed texts from him. I don't even remember texting him last night."
"I thought you stayed because the weather was bad," Joe said.
"Why are you so calm?" she asked.
"I... I don't know," he said. He didn't think it was a big deal.
"I gotta... I gotta call him," she said as she turned and sat on the side of the bed.
"Why don't you wait a little bit?"
"What do you mean, why don't I wait?" she asked. "I spent the night here!" She looked over the messages she sent Todd and his responses. "It looks like I told him I was going to at least."
She started a call. "Hey honey," she said, "good morning."
Joe sat up on his knees and nuzzled her neck from behind, kissing and nibbling there. His arms wrapped underneath hers and he fondled her breasts, squeezing them.
"Yeah," she said into the phone as she used the other hand to half-heartedly fend him off. "I'm not feeling so well. I think we had a little too much to drink last night... No, no, it was really icy out, so I just slept here."
She moaned a little as Joe's fingers captured her nipples through the t-shirt and began squeezing and rolling them. She closed her eyes as every touch sent shocks directly to her clit.
"Oh, I'm fine," she said, trying not to moan like that again. "Like I said, I'm just not feeling all that great."
Joe gently pushed her to her back and she continued the conversation as if nothing was going on. She lay her head back on the pillow.
"Yeah, his bed is really small," she giggled. "What?... No. No, he, uh, he slept on the floor. Yeah, I'm sure he didn't sleep very well, but what else was he gonna do, sleep in the bed with me?"
"Yes... yes, I know dear," she said as she watched Joe push her legs apart and maneuver between them. "I know... I should be able to clear it off. I'm sure it's a lot better out this morning. It'll all work out... No, we didn't go anywhere. We stayed in. We had drinks here last night. I brought him some food and he had some kind of mixed drink that he made... No, I don't know what was in it, but it kicked my butt."
Joe smiled up at her as they locked eyes and he made a show of slowly hooking his finger into her panties, pulling them aside, and licking her pussy.
She moaned and then coughed to cover it up. "Yeah, I'm sorry... Yeah, I'm hung over. I got drunk with your son, alright?... Yeah, he's right here." She handed the phone down to Joe. "You're so bad!" she whispered, smiling deviously.
Joe's licking was starting to really get her excited, so she was happy to hand the phone to him to end it. She didn't know how long she could hide her pleasure from Todd if Joe kept it up. His tongue was so good.
"Hey, Dad," Joe said as he sat up on his knees. Gently, Whitney got up on her knees and pushed his shoulders guiding him down to lay on his back as she slipped between his legs with a naughty grin on her face.
"No... yeah, I can help her clean it off," Joe said into the phone. He watched, slightly smiling as Whitney's mouth slowly slid down over his cock. "Yeah, yeah, yeah... no we just hung out, talked, and watched some TV."
Whitney was enjoying his cock, her mouth sliding up and down it's length, her hand stroking and twisting just beneath it. If he didn't know better, she was trying to make him cum while he was on the phone.
"Well, yeah... Naw, she should be ok driving now," he said. "Yeah, she'll be fine. Do you want to talk to Whitney again?... Alright... Love you, too, Dad.
Joe handed her the phone and she moved to sit on the side of the bed again. "I'm back," she said. "Yeah honey. I'll be home in a little bit... Yeah, I know we have stuff to do but I don't want to rush it with this ice."
Joe slowly wrapped his arms around her again and sliding his hands under her t-shirt, began teasing her naked breasts from behind.
"No, don't worry," she said as Todd expressed his concern about her driving with the ice. "I'll be just fine... I will... Alright, I'll see you soon. Love you... Bye."
She pulled the phone from her ear and hung up as Joe pulled her towards him, so she fell to her back into his lap. She let the phone fall onto the bed as he bent down and began kissing her. While one hand held her to him, his other moved down her body to tease her wet and swollen pussy.
"Baby... that feels really good," she whispered. "But I gotta get ready to go." She tried to sit up, but he wasn't cooperating. "Come on!"
He slid two fingers inside her and began sliding them in and out, his palm rubbing against her clit, as she spread her legs wider, accepting them. She didn't want to do this, but Joe knew just what she needed. She needed a strong hand.
"Sweetie we can't be doing this," she protested weakly as Joe continued to kiss her, continued fingering her pussy. "I have to get home."
"It's fine, Whitney," he said softly. "You have time. So, you're not going anywhere until I'm finished with you."
As he continued kissing her, she kissed back, getting more and more excited. She grabbed his head, holding his lips to hers, sliding her tongue into his mouth. God, she had to taste him!
Suddenly he pushed her up. As she sat up, he grabbed her t-shirt and pulled it over her head, throwing it across the room.
"On your knees," he said abruptly.
Slowly, she slid to the floor, kneeling, as he moved to sit on the side of the bed. Her hand encircled his cock and stroked it as she slid it into her mouth.
"Mmm," she moaned, her mouth sliding up and down his length slowly. "God, your cock tastes so good."
"Mmm," he moaned. "That's right."
She tried to be so good to him, tried to treat his cock the way he wanted. She pulled it out of her mouth and, as she stroked him, she licked and kissed up and down his shaft. Then she slid it in again, sucking on the head.
"Do you like my mouth on your cock, baby?" She wanted his approval. She needed his approval. God, she was getting so addicted to him.
"God yeah," he moaned, panting, making her smile in pleasure.
"We shouldn't be doing this again," she said, stroking him. "But you make me so wet."
He reached down and grabbed under her arms, lifting her up, then guiding her back onto the bed, her feet towards the side of it as he stood between her legs.
"I... I can't help but want you," she said.
"I know." He smiled smugly as he hooked his hands under her legs and pulled her towards him. He aligned his cock with her pussy, then he pushed, sliding inside her. His arms pulled her towards him, pushing him in even deeper.
"I like the way your cock feels inside of me," she panted as he started fucking her.
"God, your pussy is so nice and tight," he moaned, his hips thrusting, slapping against her ass.
"Oh fuck!" She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them. She knew Joe loved to watch her do that, loved to watch her tease and pull on her nipples.
He bent forward and started sucking on her offered nipple, lightly biting it as she moaned loudly.
"Yeah... oh God," she panted.
Then, with one hand still holding her leg, he pulled from her and flipped her over, putting her on her knees to fuck her from behind. She knew just what he wanted and pushed her knees out wide, pushing her ass back towards him in offering as he grabbed her hips.
He thrust inside her again, fucking her from this new angle, making her moan. She started rocking back into him, their bodies colliding, slapping together. He reached out and grabbed a fistful of her hair from behind and pulled it, forcing her head back, forcing her back to arch even more as his cock continued thrusting in deeper and deeper.
"Oh yeah... oh fuck! Oh fuck!" she panted and he felt her body tremble with its first orgasm of the morning. "Yeah! Oh fuck!"
"Yeah," Joe grunted, slapping her ass again and again. Her pussy was squeezing him, trying to milk the cum from him, but he wasn't going to stop. "Oh fuck!"
"Oh God. Yeah... yeah... Oh fuck," Whitney panted, the bed creaking loudly beneath them as he thrust even harder. She almost fell forward onto her stomach, but his hands held her hips firmly.
When she could hold her position again, he reached down with both hands to grab and squeeze her bobbing, swaying tits, to roll and pinch her hard and sensitive nipples. He knew that was a weakness of hers.
"Oh fuck!" she growled, starting to fucking him wildly, thrusting back into him again and again, almost out of control.
"Fuck yeah! I'm gonna cum," he moaned, feeling his balls tightening, ready to explode.
Whitney suddenly pulled away from him and flipped over to her back, sliding her head underneath his long, hard cock. Joe held it, stroking it slowly as she opened her mouth and prepared to receive his load. She wanted every drop.
"Yeah baby, I need it," she moaned as she watched him stroke himself.
He looked down at her, aiming his cock at her face. "Oh! Here we go. I'm cumming!" he moaned just before the first of it splashed into her mouth. "Yeah! Oh fuck." He moved his cock slightly, making sure he covered her face and neck with his white, sticky load. Then he pushed the rest out with his hand, letting it drip into her waiting mouth.
He pushed his shaft down down and slit it into her mouth, making her suck his cock.
"I think I like this too much to stop," she smiled, turning over as Joe took a step back. He started walking towards the bathroom.
"Let's just talk about it later," he said, starting the water in the shower. "You gotta go right?"
"Yeah... just... there's just too much to think about," she said.
"I'll be out in a minute," he said. "You can think about it on your way home."
She walked to the kitchen sink and started cleaning her face and neck off as Joe stepped into the shower, then she sat in the chair. It felt cold against her naked skin and she felt uneasy, just waiting for Joe to finish.
*****
Whitney was in the kitchen washing dishes when she heard Todd pick up his phone to answer it. "Hey! How's it going?" She turned off the water and listened.
She hadn't talked to Joe in months and her need had built up until he was about all she could think about. But he was barely answering his phone, texts or calls. By Todd's tone, she just knew it was Joe calling.
"An A?" Todd said. "That's fantastic! That was your hardest subject, right?... Well I'm really proud of you... Yeah? What's that?... Why not?... Oh, I see... No, I get it... Yeah, we'd love to meet her... Ok... Yeah, I'll tell her."
Whitney grew anxious, wondering who the 'her' was that they were referring to. She was wondering what wasn't going to happen and what Todd was supposed to tell her. God, the pressure was getting to her. Her pussy was pulsing with need.
"Ok... Yeah, it was good to hear from you... Ok, I'll talk to you later... Love you... Bye, Son."
When the call ended, Whitney turned on the water again, not wanting Todd to know she was listening. She didn't want him to know just how badly she needed Joe, how badly she needed to get fucked by him.
"Who was that, honey?" she asked, nervously.
"That was Joe," he said. "He said he got an A on his Calculus exam."
"That's wonderful," she said, finishing up the last dish and turning off the water. "Is he excited to come home for the Summer?"
"Well, that's why he called," Todd said, walking into the room and leaning against the kitchen counter. "It looks like my boy found someone, finally. He said he's moving in with her instead of coming home."
"Yeah?" she asked, her body starting to shake with need and with jealousy. She licked her lips, her mouth suddenly feeling so dry. "What's... what's her name?"
"Jacqueline, I think he said."
"Hmm," she said, nodding, trying her best to sound a bit disinterested and not as jealous as she was.
"That should free up the dates for our vacation," Todd said. "I'll call and make the reservations."
"Huh... ok. Todd?" she asked, walking over to him and taking a hold of his wrist. She licked her lips as she dropped to her knees, keeping her eyes on him the whole way down. Her hands grabbed his belt and began unfastening it.
"What are you doing?" Todd asked, surprised by her sudden boldness.
"I'm... I want you," she said, unfastening his pants and pulling them down to his knees. "I want your cock so badly right now." She pulled his underwear down, his half-hard cock starting to throb for her. She bent down and slid it into her mouth, sucking on it, then grabbed his hand and put it on her head.



"I want you to fuck my face," she whispered. "Don't ask if I'm ok. Don't care if it's too hard. Just fuck my face until you cum," she finished, closing her eyes and sliding his cock inside her mouth again.
She knew her boyfriend's son was no longer going to be available for her. He was no longer going to be in their lives very much. She was going to have to find another way to quench that fire, that need inside her that was ready to explode. And if she could force it out of Todd... teach him to manhandle her like Joe did... teach him how she desperately wanted to be treated... then that would make the perfect relationship.
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Photography Assignment, Part 3
On Friday, Dylan was sitting in the recliner in the living room, looking over the pictures he'd taken of his mother and selecting which ones he wanted to send for the contest. He was planning on telling her about it tonight, to see if she was interested. Fifty thousand dollars was a lot of money.
He selected a couple pictures from each session, showing a progression from her fully, dressed, to her almost ready to be fucked. Hopefully tonight's session would make that leap and finish this up.
Although, the contest was secondary. He wanted her more than the contest. And hopefully tonight would be his night... his night to finally fuck his mother.
*****
"Oh my gosh, traffic was a bitch tonight," Andrea said as she walked in the door and saw Dylan in the living room. She was almost thirty minutes later than normal, although Dylan hadn't noticed yet. "It's amazing that one little accident in the left lane would practically shut down the entire expressway."
"That sounds rough," Dylan said.
"Yeah, but it's Friday!" she cheered, the sing-song sound of her voice showing her happiness. Her body had been on fire all day again today. She'd even slipped into the bathroom and masturbated in the middle of the morning. Her mind was so focused on Dylan and what they'd been doing all week long, it drove her crazy.
She put her purse down and walked into the kitchen to grab a drink. This time, she grabbed a half-full bottle of her favorite white wine from the refrigerator and poured a glass for herself.
"How was your day?" she asked as she walked into the living room and sat down on the couch. She brought her foot up and began massaging it with one hand.
"It was good," he said, nodding. "I had a test in my English class today. It went well."
"That's good," Andrea smiled. She knew Dylan was smart. He was going to find a great job after college. "How was your photography class today? Any more assignments?"
"Yeah," Dylan said. "He said that the last pictures were really good and that the my model must be very comfortable with me now."
She giggled. "Yeah... probably a little too comfortable for a mother," she said.
"The next assignment is supposed to feature an additional model to the mix," he said. "The photos are supposed to show my ability to take erotic photographs... showing, essentially, sex in action. Professor Collins said that if we were unable to find another model to assist, then the photographer could do it him or herself. He called that POV or Point of View and he says that's somewhat common as well."
"So... you're going to be both the photographer and the extra model?" she asked.
"Yeah. I think I'll have to," he said. "I hope I can do it."
"I'm sure you'll do fine," she replied.
"Professor Collins also told us about a contest that we can enter with the pictures we've taken. First place gets fifty thousand dollars and a free trip to Hawaii!"
"Wow! That's amazing!" she said, her eyes opening wide as she smiled. "Who's contest?"
"Naughty MILF magazine," he said.
"Naughty MILF?" she asked, sounding disgusted by the name. "That just sounds like a trash publication."
"Oh no," he said. "They have, you know, really classy stuff on there. They do have nude stuff, but it's pretty tasteful. They've been around forever."
"What's MILF?"
"Oh, that's an acronym that was mentioned in a pretty famous movie," he said. "My generation uses it a lot. It's M I L F and stands for Mother I'd Like to... you know... Fuck"
"Oh my gosh! That's horrible!" she said, bringing her hand to her mouth in shock.
"It's just an acronym, Mom... some guys really like older women," he said. "And any more it just means that an older woman is really hot."
"Do you... you know... like... older women?" she asked, a little nervous. She wasn't sure how she wanted him to answer. Did she want him to be into her?
"Hell yeah, I do!" he said, without even a pause.
"Why?" she asked, really confused. She always thought that guys liked the young, tight bodied women she saw. The models in the magazines or on TV. They were all tall and thin with perky tits and trim waists.
"Well... older women have more mature bodies and they have... experience. You know?" he said.
"I guess that makes some sense," she said, not really believing it was a big thing, though. "Did you say fifty thousand dollars?"
Dylan nodded. "Yeah! And the photographer gets a full-time position with them for a year.
The model gets two more professional photo shoots, too."
"And your model is...?" she asked, a little confused. She was his model in the previous photo shoots, but surely he wanted someone more appropriate and beautiful... someone he could be... intimate... with.
"You of course," he said, smiling. He never even thought she'd doubt that. "You're stunning and I don't think you realize it."
She giggled and blushed a little. "Sweetheart..."
"I mean, I don't want to insult you if you think it's too trashy," he said. "But I have to take pictures for the portfolio anyway... I just thought we could submit some to the magazine, too."
"Well," she said, considering it. "Fifty thousand dollars is a lot of money. Imagine if we won that."
"And... we could go to Hawaii," he smiled.
"Wouldn't that be great!" Andrea closed her eyes, imagining herself on a nice, white, sandy beach. "It's so beautiful there."
"I'll tell you what, we'll take the pictures then sit down and just see what we want to upload," he said. "If you think we can submit them, then we will."
"Ok. I mean, guess we can give it a try." She smiled, imagining winning the contest.
"Wanna go now?" he asked.
She nodded. "Sure."
Dylan stood and extended his hand for her to take. She giggled, took his hand, and the two walked up the stairs to her bedroom. This would be the perfect location for this shoot. There was a lot of floor space and the queen-sized bed was plenty large enough.
"What do you mean when you said it's supposed to be like sex in action?" she asked as she sat on the side of her bed. Dylan started putting up a tripod, getting it ready for the shoot if they needed it.
"Oh, he wants more, you know, implied or real sex," he said.
"What do you mean sex?" she asked, getting a little nervous. "Like... us?"
"Well, yeah, like kissing and... you know... sexual things like hand jobs, that kind of thing."
"Seriously?" she asked, getting uncomfortable with the whole idea again. "This is like an art project, right? Not some porn flick."
"Yeah, it's an art project," Dylan said. "Look, they don't know who you are."
"Well... even so," she said. Dylan could feel that she was getting ready to back out of this whole thing and he couldn't let that happen. He was too close. "I don't know..."
"I mean, I guess I can look around for another model," he said, trying to sound disappointed in her. "I'm just not sure I have time. And I don't know if the portfolio needs to show a progression, you know, with the same model through all the stages. We've just put in a lot of work on this already."
"Yeah... I mean, I don't want to put you in a bind here," she said. "I don't mean to do that. Is this really that important?"
Dylan nodded, looking at her, trying to reassure and convince her. "Yeah... and this is the last session. I'll have a complete portfolio."
She thought about it a minute, then nodded. "Ok. Let's just do it."
"Are you sure?" he asked. He wanted to make it be her idea so she'd be more willing to finish it. "I mean, this might be pretty intense this time."
"Yeah... well, if it means you graduate then... of course I'll help you," she said.
"Um... ok... we, uh... we both need to be naked for this," he said.
"Yeah, I guess that makes sense. Ok..." Andrea started unbuttoning her blouse as she watched him take his t-shirt off. He'd already started on his pants when she reached back to unfasten her bra. "I guess anything for you, honey."
She started to remove her skirt as he kicked off his underwear, standing completely naked in front of her. She shivered, seeing his erection again. It just looked so big. And she remembered what it looked like when he exploded, his cum gushing forth wildly.
"So... what's first?" she asked, feeling her body getting warm and excited.
"I think maybe we can take the fake oral sex pictures first," he said.
"Ok," she said nervously. "Oh boy... anything for a mother's love."
"I'll just keep taking pictures while you do different things," he said, moving the camera into position.
"Ok," she said, laying between his legs and holding his cock in the air. She licked her lips and swallowed hard. This was really difficult for her brain to accept, even though her body wanted it... badly. His cock was so close. "Here we go."
As Dylan snapped pictures, she bent down and acted like she was kissing his cock, holding the position until he snapped each picture. Then she extended her tongue like she as licking it, then acted like she was going to slide it into her mouth, all the while waiting for Dylan to take pictures before moving again.
When she stopped, Dylan started looking over the pictures that he'd taken. "Ok?" she asked.
"Well, they're good and all, but they look really fake," he said. "You know? Maybe something more... realistic would be better."
"Ok," she said nervously. She knew exactly what 'realistic' meant. She licked her lips and the slid the head of his cock into her mouth for the first time. Slowly she suckled him, instinctively sliding her tongue along the underside of his shaft.
"Uh," Dylan grunted, loving every minute of this. His mother had his cock in her mouth!
"I just feel really awkward at this," she said. "Like I don't know what I'm doing. I mean, it's been a while. Like this honey?" She slid him into her mouth again and used her hand to stroke his shaft beneath it as Dylan snapped picture after picture. His cock was throbbing in her mouth and she enjoyed it. She couldn't believe how much she enjoyed it!
"Yeah," Dylan said, turning the camera around. "Look, here's one of the pictures."
"Oh... that looks pretty... good," she said, taking a look before going back to sucking and stroking him. It had been a long time, but she was quickly getting back into the hang of it. And she was realizing how much she missed this... how much she missed having a hard cock in her hands.
"I think the professor is going to like it," Dylan said, turning the camera back around and starting to take pictures again. "How about you? Do you like it?"
"Mmhmm!" she moaned softly, closing her eyes as she slid him deep into her mouth.
"Mmm," Dylan moaned. "Yeah, that's good. That's good."
"Anything for my Son," she said, stopping to just stroke him for a minute. His cock was so hard in her hand and so long. God, this felt so good. "I hope you're getting some good pictures."
"Yeah... uh... I am," he said, grunting a little. Her hand and mouth were really taking him to the edge.
"And you better send me some copies."
"Yeah... yeah, I will," he hissed.
"Is that enough?" she asked, wondering if she should continue. She really would have been happy to, if that was what he wanted. She was actually enjoying herself, even though her brain kept continually screaming how wrong it was.
"Ok, ok... let's move to the next one," Dylan said. "Maybe... I don't know... maybe just the tip of my cock in your pussy this time. You know... to fake intercourse."
"Ok... um..." she said, a little uncomfortable again.
"Just lay back... I'll stand beside the bed." Andrea turned over and lay on the bed, her feet towards the side, while Dylan got off the bed completely and stood there.
"Ok," she said as he moved between her legs, his cock moving so close to her pussy. "Wow, that's a really nice cock, Son," she said. Now that she'd had it in her hand... had it in her mouth... she was wondering what it would feel like in her pussy.
"Thank you," he smiled as he slid the head of his cock around her pussy. "Ok... taking some pictures." He moved it over and around her sodden pussy, getting it wet with her juices, then slid it over and around her swollen clit.
"Mmmm... oh... that feels good," she whispered. "Just the tip, ok?"
Dylan started snapping pictures even as his cock pierced her pussy, the head disappearing inside as she was stretched by it for the first time ever.
"Ooooh," she moaned loudly, feeling him inside her. God, he felt so good! "That's a... that's a nice cock."
"Yeah... oh that's a really good closeup," Dylan said, snapping another set of pictures as he held the head of his cock inside her. "You ok with this?"
"Yes," she hissed. "But... actually... we need to keep going a little further," she panted. She had to have him inside her... deep inside her. She had to!
"As long as I get the photos I need," Dylan said, trying to sound selfless. He was loving this as much as, if not more than her. He couldn't wait to slide it in deep and fuck her properly. His cock was so hard right now.
He slid it deeper inside her, until half his cock was buried, then slowly began to fuck her with it.
"Oh my God," she whispered. "That feels so good, honey. Oh!"
"You ok?" he asked.
"Yeah. Are you ok?" She was panting as his cock slid in and out of her wetness, quickly taking her right to the edge of her orgasm.
"Yeah. You want just the tip, right?"
"Mmhmm," she moaned. She wanted more... so much more. Her body was on fire, remembering what it was like to actually have a warm, hard cock inside it. "What a nice, nice cock my Son has."
"Thanks," he smiled, and grabbed her breast with one hand, squeezing it. "Mom your tits are gigantic!"
"You like those?" she asked. She grabbed her breasts with both hands and squeezed them, rolling and tugging her nipples, teasing herself. "Get some pictures of this," she said.
Dylan pulled out of her pussy and climbed on the bed. He had one more idea. He kicked a leg over her body and sat on her chest, his cock jutting towards her mouth, dangling above her breasts.
"Oh, now there's some good photos!" he said, snapping several.
Andrea lifted her head and took him into her mouth, sucking him in as deep as she could. "Mmm... I can taste my pussy on you. Tastes pretty good." She sucked and stroked him as he took several more pictures. "Oh, such a naughty Son. And a naughty momma."
"Ok," he said, kicking his leg back, getting off her chest, and holding the camera up high to keep it out of harms way. "Let me upload these photos and see what Professor Collins says." He started walking to the door as Andrea slid a hand between her thighs. She slid two fingers inside, then three, plunging them as deep as she could.
Although, she knew, nothing would be able to replace the feeling of his cock filling her pussy.
"I hope you're going to come back," she said softly, embarrassed to be missing his cock so badly.
Dylan walked down the stairs, naked, moving through the photos he'd taken. God, they were great! And this was going so perfectly well so far. He grabbed his laptop and connected the cable between his camera and his laptop, then started the download process. After just a few minutes, it was done.
He sent several of the pictures to his Mom's phone, then he thought a minute about what he wanted to do next. He'd already had her suck on him and it got him so hard. And he'd already fucked her a little. But that was very unsatisfactory up to this point. He was definitely going to have to do that again.
Dylan grabbed his camera and walked back up the stairs. His Mom was still lying on the bed, slowly masturbating. "Mom, you didn't get dressed yet?"
"I was just looking through the photos you sent me," she said, one hand holding her phone, the other teasing her clit. "They're pretty hot."
"Well, I got some feedback from the professor," he said, moving to the side of the bed. "Just as I thought, he said the posed photos look amateurish and fake. He thinks the one's with actual motion looked so much more realistic... like real pictures rather than staged still pictures."
"Yeah," she said. "I'm looking at these photos and they look pretty good to me. Wow! Especially the ones with the tip inside... Oh my gosh!"
"Do you see what I mean about the difference?"
"Yeah," she nodded. She could see how the staged photos didn't look as realistic. "Alright. So, let's give him what he wants."
"Ok," Dylan smiled. "Come over here." He backed up a step and made some room on the floor in front of him, indicating where she was to go.
"Ok," she said, sliding off the bed.
"Maybe on your knees."
Andrea dropped to her knees in front of him, his half-hard cock now right in front of her face. "Like this?"
"Yeah," he said, holding his cock in his hand. It was going to take a little work to get it hard again.
"Mmm," she said, sliding him inside her mouth for a moment, sucking on just the head, then sliding him in and out a little. Then she slid him in deep, all the while looking up at him, up at the camera, as he took pictures.
"Like that?" she asked, sliding her hand up and down his shaft. He was starting to get hard again. "Is that what you need? What do you think?"
"I think you're doing a great job," he said, continuing to take pictures.
She laughed a little, when she slid him from her mouth again, letting her hands work his length. "I feel like such a slut. Do you like that?"
"Yeah," Dylan agree. "That feels so fucking good."
"Mmhmm," she moaned. "It's a nice cock you have honey. I like it. I can't believe that you haven't had more girlfriends. A big, strapping young man like you." She slid him deep again and moaned. "Mmm."
Dylan grabbed the top of her head with one hand as he worked the camera with the other. He slowly pushed his hips forward and back, slowly fucking her mouth.
"Ooh, you're nice and hard, honey," she moaned. "Is this ok?"
"Mmhmm... are you ok with it?" he asked.
He grabbed his cock and slid it over and around her face, tracing circles around her forehead, cheeks, and mouth.
"I like it," she whispered. "I like it a lot."
"Can you maybe play with your pussy for me on the bed?" he asked, stepping back for a moment.
"Ok... like this?" She climbed back on the bed and lay on her back, spreading her knees wide. She slid a hand between her thighs and began stroking her pussy, tugging on her labia and circling her clit.
"Yeah, so I can get some pictures," he said, snapping off a dozen.
"What do you think of mommy's pussy?" she asked.
He smiled. He never thought he'd hear something like that from her mouth. "I like it."
"You got me all wet, playing with me like that," she said. "Oh... that feels so good. I really liked your cock in there."
He smiled and crawled up on the bed. "Ok..." He grabbed her legs with both arms, setting the camera on the bed behind him, and pushed his hips forward to put his cock at the entrance to her pussy. With a push, he was easily inside.
"Just... go slow," she moaned. "It's been a while, you know?" He slowly slid deeper and deeper, every now and again pulling out slightly before pushing back in. "Mmm, that's nice. That's really something."
"Fuck," he moaned when he was buried deep inside, and started fucking her with the full length of his cock.
"Oh yeah, fuck!" she hissed. "Oops... sorry, I know I shouldn't be using that language."
"That's ok," he smiled, grabbing her legs tightly and moving a little faster. "That feels so good."
"Oh... oh honey!" she panted. "I feel... is it wrong that I'm enjoying this?"
"I don't think so."
"It's just... I really like you fucking me," she admitted. "Oh gosh... I might... I might just have an orgasm all over your cock. Oh my God! Oh that feels so good! Oooh... oh fuck... God! Oh your cock feels so good."



Dylan put her shins up on his chest, bending her legs, giving him something to rest against as he thrust in harder, sliding out slowly, teasingly.
"Oh... fuck... such a nice cock," she panted, looking into his eyes. Her face was showing her pleasure, making her even more beautiful. She licked her lips. "I have to..." She slid a hand down between them and started playing with her clit. "I'm gonna cum all over your cock. Is that ok?"
Dylan smiled down at her as he thrust hard, slamming his hips into her ass, making her body shake beneath him. "Of course that's ok."
"Mmm... you're so good at this, baby," she panted excitedly. "You seem very... experienced."
He smiled. "Just watching porn I guess."
"Yeah?" she smiled back, laughing a little. Then her face changed again, the pleasure roaring through her body. "Don't stop... don't stop... Oh fuck... oh... Please... Oh, that's it. Keep fucking me ok? I have to cum all over your cock."
"Cum for me Mom," he panted, the exertion making him sweat.
"I need to feel what that's like," she panted. "Yes! Oh yes! Is that nice and tight for you?"
"Oh yeah," he groaned. "It's perfect." He started thrusting all out now, hard and fast, trying to make them both cum.
"Oh fuck!" Andrea moaned loudly. "You're making mommy feel so fucking good. Oh fuck. Oh yeah. Oh fuck. Oh God... that feels good. Fuck! Oh my God!"
He could feel her pussy contract on his cock as her legs tensed up, straightening up towards the ceiling so that he was practically laying on her. He put his hands down to stay upright, to give him more room to really fuck her.
"Oh fuck!" he grunted, her pussy trying to milk his cum out of him.
"Yeah, you like that?" she panted. Her pussy was still quivering after her orgasm, but he wasn't going to let up until he was done, too. "You like me cumming on your hard cock? Fuck... oh yeah like that. You're so good to me."
"Uh! I'm so close!" Dylan grunted. He closed his eyes as he panted, the pleasure welling up from deep inside him.
"Oh, that's it baby... give me your cum... ok?" she begged, watching him, feeling his cock driving deep inside her. "That's such a good boy."
"Oh fuck," Dylan panted. "Oh yeah... fuck!" He thrust his cock in deep and paused, holding it there. He could feel his cum spraying inside her, again and again, filling her up. God he needed that so badly.
"Oh yes!" Andrea panted, smiling broadly. She was so happy! "God! All that delicious, fucking cum. Oh my God."
When Dylan finally pulled out of her, she started fingering herself again, spreading his leaking cum around her pussy and bringing some of it up to her mouth for a taste. "Oh, look at that... so much cum. Mmm... tastes good, too."
Dylan fell onto the bed and they both embraced and kissed gently. She pulled him closer, putting his head on her chest, giving him a very tender, motherly hug.
"I hope Professor Collins and the magazine like the photos," she whispered, kissing the top of his sweaty head.
"Oh shit," Dylan said suddenly, reaching behind himself and lifting the camera. "Um... I, uh, forgot to take pictures at the end."
"Baby!?!?" she said shocked, pulling away from him and looking him in the face. Then she softened and pulled him close again. "I guess we'll just have to do it again, then."
Dylan laughed. "Ok... after I recharge a bit."
"Sounds good to me," she said softly, kissing his head again.
*****
"So... that's it?" Justin asked. "What about after that? That was, what, a month ago?"
"We've been fucking ever since," Dylan said, smiling.
"But we didn't have any photoshoots like that in class," Rod said. "I mean, the first one, yeah. But nothing with nudity."
"I kinda did a little artistic licensing," Dylan laughed. "She didn't know any better."
"I can't the fuck believe it!" Rod said, just looking at Dylan with his mouth open. Justin shook his head, smiling broadly.
"That is the best fucking story, ever," Justin said.
They sat looking at Dylan for a minute as he looked down at the table in front of himself, almost as if lost in though. "Ok... ok..." Dylan finally said, cracking a smile, and slapping the table. "I'm joking! I have not had sexual relations with that woman," he said in a Bill Clinton-like voice. "You guys are sick animals to believe all that."
"Oh, you sick fuck, you!" Justin said, smacking the table and sitting back in his chair. He hated it when someone took him for a fool like that.
"Got you!" Dylan laughed, pointing at both of them. "Oh I got you good!"
"April was last fucking month you dick," Justin said, hurt.
"But... but what about the fucking picture?" Rod asked, hopeful still.
"PhotoShopped," Dylan laughed loudly. "I was playing around with my pictures and thought, what the hell. I just wanted to see if I could create something realistic enough. I have the same picture with your face, too, if you're interested."
"You're an asshole," Rod said, pointing at Dylan and standing up from the table. "And with that sick fucking joke, I'm going to take my leave. You gentlemen have a good night. I'll see you tomorrow."
"See ya, Rod," Justin said as he started packing up his stuff as well. "See you tomorrow. No more sick jokes, ok Dylan? I don't think my heart can take it."
Both guys laughed as they left the table, walking different paths to their cars to drive home. They all lived close to the college, so they stayed at home to save money.
Dylan's phone rang as he walked and he saw that it was from his Mom. "Hey Mom," he said.
"Hey," she said back. "I was just thinking about dinner tonight and I was wondering if you wanted steak or not. I figured I'd stop by the grocery store on the way home."
"Yeah, that sounds awesome!" he said. "What's the special occasion?"
"Well... I'm having a long day... and I think I'm going to need someone to... let's just say... take it out on," she said, almost giggling. "I was thinking you might need some extra energy tonight, that is if you want to be able to walk tomorrow."
He laughed. "I'll be ready for you."
"You better be," she giggled. "Bye." Then she hung up the phone.
Dylan smiled as he put his phone back in his pocket. It was unfortunate that they didn't win the Naughty MILF competition. But he won plenty anyway. Being with his mom like this was pure heaven.
Yeah... he'd be ready for her. He'd give her exactly what she needed.
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Custom Curios: Daddy Buddy Bear, Part 7
It was the Wednesday before Thanksgiving. Mack had no classes that day, so they took the time and drove down with Mack's suitcase and her Daddy Buddy Bear in the backseat. For almost the entire trip, they listened to Mack's music choices off of her phone. Andrew knew he'd be happy when he could listen to his own on his drive back.
They pulled into the driveway at 5pm and Nicole came out to greet them.
"Your drive go ok?" she asked Andrew as Mackenzie opened the car's back door.
"Yeah, no problem."
"Thank you for letting her come over for the holiday weekend," Nicole said, sounding a lot friendlier than she ever had been. "I miss her."
"I thought it would only be fair," Andrew said, taking the suitcase from Mackenzie and handing to Nicole. Mackenzie grabbed her bear and carried it, hugging it tightly. "Bye baby," he said to Mack as she came up to them.
"See you on Sunday, daddy," Mack said, kissing him quickly on the lips.
Andrew got back into his car as Nicole and Mackenzie waved and walked into the house, then drove off.
After the pair ate a quick dinner of Mackenzie's favorite spaghetti, meatballs, and garlic bread, they moved into the living room and sat on the couch.
"So, how are you doing?" Nicole asked as Mackenzie sat on the couch next to her.
"I'm ok... just wondering what I'm going to do this weekend," Mackenzie said, briefly looking out the front window as the rain moved in.
"I can imagine with it raining out. I think it's supposed to rain all weekend."
"Yeah... so there's just not a lot to do." Mackenzie seemed a little disappointed, which bothered Nicole. She wanted Mackenzie to have a good time. She wanted her to want to spend more time with her.
"There's tons we can do," Nicole smiled, trying to cheer Mackenzie up.
"I thought about playing some games or something, but I'm not really in the mood."
"We should get out... go shopping... or maybe you can see some of your friends," Nicole suggested.
"Maybe," Mackenzie smiled. "I was thinking about seeing if someone would come over to hang out."
"Someone to play with?" Nicole asked, giggling, as if she was setting up a play date for her little five-year-old.
"Yeah," Mackenzie giggled, too.
"Well, for now at least, why don't we just talk for a while. I would really like that." Nicole really wanted to connect with her daughter again. She didn't want her to just run off with her friends.
"Yeah? We can do that," Mackenzie smiled.
"Your dad's been telling me you've changed a lot since you moved in with him."
"Yeah," Mackenzie nodded.
"He says you're studying more and you're not going out all the time."
"Yeah. He's right," Mackenzie nodded again.
"So... what changed?" Nicole asked. She really wanted to know what he did that she didn't do. Was he strict? Was she too strict? What made her such a bad mom at this? "I mean, don't get me wrong, I'm very happy for those changes. I just feel like I failed you somehow."
"Oh, you didn't fail anything. I dunno what changed, really... I just... Daddy Buddy Bear has been a good friend," Mackenzie said, smiling as if there was some secret she wasn't telling. "He keeps me... grounded."
"Ok," Nicole said, a little surprised. She wasn't exactly sure how a stuffed bear could help her daughter study and stay home. "I guess I don't understand, but I'm glad it helped. So what have you been doing at your dad's? Do you have a boyfriend?"
"Yeah," Mackenzie smiled again, looking down as if she knew a secret she didn't want to divulge. "Kinda. Nothing official though."
"Yeah? Aww... look at that smile? Is he pretty cute," Nicole said, tapping Mackenzie playfully on the leg. It was so cute how her little girl seemed so shy to talk about her new boyfriend.
"Yeah."
"So... what have you, you know, done with him?" Nicole asked, smiling, obviously asking about their sexual adventures.
"Done with him? Like... sex?" Mackenzie asked, looking so embarrassed.
"Yeah."
"Um," Mackenzie looked down, blushing a little as if she was too embarrassed to tell. "I don't know if I can say..."
"I know... I'm your mom," Nicole said, lifting Mackenzie's face by the chin. "But, we can be close friends, too. You can talk to me. I know I was kind of crazy when I was your age, too."
"We've, like, done some things, but..."
"Like what?"
"He's, you know, gone down on me, I guess... but..."
"Yeah? Oh, that's the best. If you've got a guy that's willing to go down on you, that's the absolute best. You can just take that all day long," both women laughed. "When I was your age we used to do some crazy stuff with boys."
"Yeah?" Mackenzie smiled, her eyes sparkling.
Nicole loved that look... that look that they were really bonding together, telling each other secrets. "I was a little wild child I guess."
"Have you ever... you know... done it with a girl?" Mackenzie asked.
Nicole looked at her, shocked, shaking her head but smiling. "Oh my gosh... a girl? No." She suddenly felt a little uneasy and embarrassed.
"I hooked up with some friends from the neighborhood recently," Mackenzie admitted.
"Girls?" Nicole asked, surprised yet again.
"Yeah!" Mackenzie smiled as she remembered the incident at the cabin, sharing Daddy Buddy Bear with them, and remembered how much fun it was.
"Oh wow... that's... different," Nicole said, still shocked.
"Didn't you ever experiment when you were young?" Mackenzie asked. "Didn't you, like, practice kissing or anything, you know, with your girlfriend?"
"No... I can't say that I ever did."
"Well, like you've always told me, you're never gonna know if you like something unless you try it," Mackenzie said, suddenly sounding so wise. "We had lots of fun. It was awesome!" Mackenzie was smiling broadly, her face shining as she remembered what they did.
Nicole was confused at Mackenzie's obvious enjoyment of what she'd done. "At your dad's house?"
"Well... we stayed at a cabin for a weekend," Mackenzie admitted.
"Yeah?"
"You know," Mackenzie said, touching Nicole's leg. "They would really love you! I thought about inviting them over while I'm here." She giggled, especially because of Nicole's obvious uneasiness.
"Mackenzie!" Nicole said, sternly, but still laughing a little in embarrassment. Where would Mackenzie ever get the idea that she was allowed to have sex with girls in her house? Where would she ever get the idea that Nicole would even be into girls. "Who?"
"Samantha and Alexis."
"Oh," Nicole said, a little surprised. "Alexis always seemed far too shy for that sort of thing. How in the world did you guys get into that?"
"We were playing... with Daddy Buddy Bear of course... and things just... happened," Mackenzie said rather cryptically.
"Just happened?" Nicole asked. That was far too little information for her to go on.
Suddenly a sing-song voice sang out from Mackenzie's bedroom. "Hiya! I'm Daddy Buddy Bear! It's a perfect day to have some fun!" the bear said happily.
"Is that the bear?" Nicole asked, looking towards the sound. "I forgot he talked."
"Oh yeah, that's Daddy Buddy Bear," Mackenzie said, her eyes lighting up in delight.
"That sounds a little annoying," Nicole giggled. She remembered giving Mackenzie talking toys and musical toys growing up and remembered how quickly the sound annoyed her. Mackenzie never minded but Nicole and Andrew sure did.
"Nah... I actually like hearing him," Mackenzie said, sliding to the edge of the couch. "Well, I'm... I'm gonna go in my room and... and read or something, ok?"
Nicole thought Mackenzie seemed extremely eager to go to her bedroom for some reason. Was it something about the bear? "Oh... but the movie's not over."
"That's ok," Mackenzie said as she got up and walked quickly toward her bedroom. "We can watch it some other time. Ok?"
"Um, ok," Nicole said, suddenly alone on the couch. She stopped the movie, turned off the TV, then curled her legs under herself, sitting in silence.
Mackenzie slipped into her room and mostly closed the door behind her. She smiled as she adjusted it just right, so that it was open just a little bit, enough to see in from the hallway.
"Hi Daddy!" she said excitedly as she slipped her t-shirt over her head, then began unfastening her pants.
"I'm so thankful for friends like you!" Daddy Buddy Bear said.
"I am so thankful for you, too, Daddy!" she said, sliding onto the bed, naked.
"Hug me if you love me."
Mackenzie picked up the bear from the bed, just enough to wrap her arms around it and gave it a big hug. "Aw... I love you very much," she said softly.
"I can hug you all day."
Mackenzie smiled. "I wish we could. I'd love to play with you all day long."
"I love you," Daddy Buddy Bear said as Mackenzie lowered him back to the bed and kicked her leg over so that she was able to sit on his face.
"It's a perfect day to have some fun!" the bear said as Mackenzie's bare pussy made contact with the bear's mouth. Then the vibrations started, just as she always loved.
"Yes it is... oh my God," she moaned. She was smiling broadly, closing her eyes as the pleasure quickly soared within her. When the bear started licking and sucking on her pussy, she moaned even more loudly and began grinding against the bear's face.
"Fuck," she whispered softly, feeling her body tingling all over. She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them, her fingers pinching and pulling her nipples, just like she liked. "Fuck that feels so good!"
Nicole, still on the couch, could hear Mackenzie's moans and it shocked her. She hadn't even been gone that long. When she heard the word 'daddy' she knew she'd have to investigate. She wouldn't stand for Mackenzie having a man sneak into the house.
The moaning grew louder and more distinct as she walked down the hall. Mackenzie wasn't even trying to be quiet. She had to know her mom could hear her. As she neared her bedroom, she saw that Mackenzie's door was partially open.
"Oh Daddy! Yes... just like that Daddy!" she heard Mackenzie moan from inside. This would not do! No boys were allowed without her permission! She burst into the room, taking two steps inside, thinking she'd find Mackenzie with a boy on the bed. But all she saw was Mackenzie, naked, grinding on her stuffed bear's face.
"Mackenzie! What are you doing?" she yelled angrily. What she found was so confusing to her... and Mackenzie's nonchalant response was even more confusing. It was as if she had been expecting Nicole.
"Oh Mom," Mackenzie simply moaned, looking at her without missing a beat as her hips ground against the bear. "It's so good! You gotta try it!"
Nicole shook her head, so confused. "Oh my God, no... I won't. What?"
"Come on... you said you were a wild child," Mackenzie smiled at her as she leaned forward, putting her hands on the bed to help keep her balance. "Just try it once."
"No!"
"I promise you'll love it," Mackenzie smiled with one last effort.
"I said no." Frustrated, confused, and, if she was honest with herself, a little turned on and curious, Nicole turned and left the room, shutting the door loudly behind her. What in the hell did her daughter turn into? Did Andrew know about this?
She walked to the other side of the house, to her own bedroom, and quickly got ready for bed. Even with Mackenzie's door closed at the other end of the house, she could still hear her moaning. And it seemed to go on and on and it made it hard for Nicole to sleep.
All she could think about was the bear. All she could see in her mind was Mackenzie riding the bear's face. And it drove her crazy. She was so confused about her feelings and Mackenzie's cavalier attitude.
Then, suddenly, the house grew quiet. She shook her head and looked at the clock. It was almost midnight. Mackenzie had been with the bear for two hours straight.
She turned over, hoping that now she'd finally be able to sleep, but her mind still wouldn't let her. She still couldn't get Mackenzie and that damn bear out of her head.
She looked at her clock again and it was 1am. The house had been silent for an hour. She figured Mackenzie had to be completely wiped out after having two hours of sex with the bear.
For some reason, she felt compelled to act. With Mackenzie deep asleep, she could take the bear... take him and examine him. She could see what made him tick. She could see why Mackenzie was so infatuated with it. Maybe she could even disable it.
She threw the covers off and grabbed her robe. As quietly as she could, she crept to the other side of the house and listened at Mackenzie's door. She could tell there wasn't a light on inside and couldn't hear a thing. So she opened the door, as quietly as possible, and listened again. She could hear the soft sounds of Mackenzie breathing, steady and deep. She was definitely asleep.
She opened the door just enough to slip inside, then looked around the room. The Daddy Buddy Bear was still on the bed, on the other side of Mackenzie. She slowly and quietly picked the bear up, praying that it didn't start talking, and carried it back to the door. She softly closed Mackenzie's door behind her and carried the bear to her own bedroom.
She made sure her door was closed and lay the bear on her bed. It's beady eyes and simple smirk seemed to aggravate her. The bear seemed to know something that she didn't know and it annoyed her.
Nicole felt an uncontrollable urge to find out what made Mackenzie fuck the bear for two hours straight. She slid her panties down, tossing them onto the dresser, then crawled up onto the bed. Slowly she crawled up to its face and knelt beside it. She pressed her fingers into the face, feeling the ridges and valleys, but not exactly feeling anything special. Shaking her head, she kicked her leg over the bear, putting the bear's face right between her legs, and sat her pussy on it's mouth.
She was looking down at the bear's beady eyes when suddenly, she could feel vibrations start in the bear's mouth and nose, vibrations that felt very good.
"Mmm... oh yes," she said softly as the vibrations made her body tingle. "I can feel it now."
"Hiya! I'm Daddy Buddy Bear! It's a perfect day to have some fun!" a cheery voice vibrated between her thighs.
She was shocked when the bear suddenly spoke, but even more shocked when the vibrations became even more pleasurable... an order of magnitude more pleasurable!
"Shh... shh... don't wake... Mackenzie up," she said, her body shaking as she patted the top of the bear's head. Intense pleasure soared through her body. "Oh yeah... ooh... I'm getting so wet."
Nicole rocked her hips forward and back, letting the hard nose of the bear rub against her clit while its incomprehensible soft lips and tongue perfectly teased her clit and labia.
"Oh, you make me feel so good, Daddy," she moaned, closing her eyes. "You really... know what you're doing... How do you do that? It feels like a real mouth and tongue. Oh fuck!"
She was shaking as her body rushed towards its orgasm. It had been so long since she'd had one and this one was going to be so big... so good! And God it was coming quick!
"Oh... yes... yes," she panted excitedly, her hips moving frantically forward and back as she ground her pussy into the bear's face. "Just like that... just like that... Oh! Oh! Right there!"
Her breath caught in her throat, her body tightened and shook uncontrollably as her orgasm overtook her. She sat back from the mouth, her clit overloaded with pleasure and she panted, smiling.
"Oh... oh God... oh my gosh." Nicole looked down at the bear's face, looking down at its beady eyes and smirking smile... and she knew why it was smirking. It was that good at giving pleasure.
"I love to play with friends like you," Daddy Buddy Bear sang cheerfully."
*****
Andrew was awakened in the middle of the night, although he didn't know by what. The house was dark and quiet, and even felt a little cold without Mack there. After he had played with Mack through the bear, he was pretty tired. And now, an hour later, he was awakened. He grabbed the plastic glasses, slid them on his face, and was immediately assaulted by Nicole's pussy, sitting right on his mouth.
"Damn!" he muttered. It had been so long since he'd had any kind of sex with Nicole, so this was a definite treat. He licked as best he could and sucked on her clit, but her hips started moving so fast, grinding against him, that she was practically smothering him.
She was a wild woman, far more wild than he'd ever seen. But he would keep up. One was or another, Nicole was going to come back to him.
*****
"It seems like you're doing exactly what I want to be doing," Mackenzie said from Nicole's bedroom door as she entered and started taking off her night shirt. She wasn't wearing panties, so she was naked before she even reached the bed, onto which she climbed.
"Mackenzie! What are you doing here?" Nicole asked nervously. She covered her breasts and pussy with her hands.
"I just wanted to watch you play with Daddy," Mackenzie smiled. "Look at how wet you are," she smiled. "Did you like his mouth?"
Nicole's shock quickly faded as she sat looking down at the bear again. "Oh my God... it felt so good." She smiled, feeling a little guilty.
Mackenzie leaned forward, grabbed Nicole's head between her hands and kissed her. It was a deep kiss that Nicole wasn't prepared to receive from her own daughter.
"What are you doing?" she asked, pulling back slightly. "No! You're my daughter!"
"It doesn't matter," Mackenzie giggled. "You're gonna do it anyway." She leaned in and kissed her again, sliding her tongue across Nicole's lips, then sliding it into her mouth as Nicole succumb to her advances and the kisses became more passionate.
"You seem to like this," Mackenzie whispered between kisses.
"I... I don't know how to react to this," Nicole said, feeling a little dizzy. "I'm just so... confused."
"You know what I think?" Mackenzie smiled deviously. "I think you were hoping I'd come in and watch you."
Nicole pulled back from the kisses, shaking her head, trying to be defiant and certain, but she didn't feel it. "No! I... I'd never..."
"Well... never say never... mommy," Mackenzie smiled. "As you said yourself... you're not as innocent as you made Dad and I believe. Show me that wild child you used to be."
They kissed more, with Mackenzie kneeling just above the bear's head and Nicole sitting on it's stomach. Nicole couldn't believe how excited she still was. It was as if the pleasure that the bear gave her was reverberating all through in her body.
"When we play together, happiness happens!" the bear said, making them break their kiss as they giggled.
"Daddy!" Mackenzie giggled. "You're so bad." She looked up at her mom, who was still panting. "You want to see something? Daddy Buddy Bear has another feature you might like."
"Yeah?" Nicole smiled. "What's that?"
"Here... move back a little." Nicole kicked her leg off and knelt beside the bear as Mackenzie knelt on the other side. Mackenzie seemed to fiddle with the bear's groin for a second and then, suddenly, a large rubber penis emerged, pointed at the ceiling.
"Oh my gosh!" Nicole gasped, smiling a little. "It's got a cock, too?"
"Mmhmm... wait till you feel it," Mackenzie giggled. "Go ahead."
Nicole, a little embarrassed, kicked her leg over the bear again. She reached down between her legs and guided its large dildo into her pussy. "Oh yeah... God... it's so big," she moaned as she slid it in deeper and deeper. It was a tight fit and she couldn't believe that a smaller, younger woman like Mackenzie could fit it into her own vagina. "You put this inside you?"
"Mmhmm," Mackenzie nodded, smiling broadly. "All the time."
"Well, I gotta go slow," Nicole panted, slowly pushing it deeper and deeper inside her as she sat down onto it. "Oh my God. Yeah, just like that." Nicole ground her hips into the bear's cock as it started vibrating, driving her crazy yet again.



Nicole was shocked and looked at the bear's face as he spoke again. "You're my new best friend!" She shook her head, smiling, letting the pleasure rise within her.
Mackenzie slid onto the bear's face and felt it start to lick her as she leaned forward and started playing with Nicole's breasts. "I've been waiting to get my hands on these." She helped get Nicole's top off and then started sucking and licking her hard nipples.
"Ooh," Nicole panted. "It's like it's... vibrating inside... and outside. Right on my clit! Oh fuck! I dunno... I can't... It's so good..."
Both women rocked their hips forward and back, pushing down, grinding into the bear, trying to force as much pleasure as they could from it.
"Oh yes... God... yes... yes," Nicole panted, almost screaming, her hips moving so fast now, fucking the bear as fast and hard as she could.
"Oh my God!" Mackenzie grunted, too, enjoying the bear's talented mouth.
"Yes! Yes!" Nicole yelled as she thought she felt the bear actually thrusting it's hips up into her. "It's really fucking me! How? How is it doing this?"
Mackenzie grinned, her eyes half closed, her face showing her extreme pleasure. Even after fucking the bear for two hours, she regained enough strength to do it again. "He's so... awesome... isn't he?"
"Ah... fuck..." Nicole yelled. "Oh my God, Daddy... Bear, that feels so... fucking... good." She fell forward and she and Mackenzie hugged and kissed, letting their orgasms wash over them.
"Let's always be friends!" Daddy Buddy Bear sang and the two giggled again.
"Let's trade places," Mackenzie suggested and Nicole nodded. She needed to feel that tongue again.
"Bringing you sweet dreams all night long!" the bear sang as Nicole settled over its mouth, anxious for that rush of pleasure.
*****
"Honey? Could you get that?" Nicole asked from the kitchen when the doorbell rang. It wasn't long after Mackenzie visited her that Thanksgiving weekend so long ago that she moved in with Andrew and Mackenzie, to make the family whole again. She thought back. Had it been really twenty years now?
Mackenzie had stayed home with them, never marrying and never moving away. Even Alexis and Samantha had never married. They bought a house together a few doors down from Andrew and about once a week came down to visit. All of their lives had been captured by the bear and none of them could stand to be away from it.
"Yeah, I got it!" Andrew stood from his recliner and paused his movie. Mackenzie, now forty years old, sat on the couch nearby watching the movie with him. Andrew was surprised when he opened the door and stood there, his mouth open in shock. He had no idea who would be interrupting his Wednesday afternoon and hoped it wasn't some salesperson. But when he got a look of who it was... it was even worse.
Their visitor was an older man, looking thin and frail, but his muscle tone was unmistakable. He was strong. Andrew recognized him, even after all these years. And his leering smile still brought a shiver. Andrew still couldn't place his age, but knew it was impossible that he still looked to be eighty years old. It had been twenty years since he last saw him! He had to be dead by now!
The older man extended his hand. "Andrew! It's been a long time." Andrew took his hand, which felt cold and boney, and shook it. "Remember me? Randy."
"Um... yeah... I remember you," Andrew said, suddenly feeling very scared. "That was... that was twenty years ago," he whispered shaking his head in disbelief. He felt a cold breeze blow in the door. "What can I... what can I do for you?"
Randy just smiled. "Why don't you invite me inside?" he asked. "We have... things... to talk about."
*****
The sun was shining brightly on Saturday as Nicole and Mackenzie set up the tables and stocked them full of unused and lightly used items... items that they no longer needed. Andrew sat at the end the one closest to the road, with a little cash box and notepad.
A few people had stopped by, a few neighbors and a few travelers, but it was a slow start. Andrew looked over and saw a man looking at the Daddy Buddy Bear, which was sitting in a rocking chair close to the house. Randy was there, talking to him, giving him the glasses off the bear's face, obviously telling him about the 'security feature'.
Andrew was mad. He'd told Mackenzie to hide the bear, to not bring it outside. He tried to be defiant with Randy when they talked, too, but the old man was extremely persuasive. And he demanded that Andrew sell the bear.
Suddenly Andrew saw them walking towards him, the bear in the girl's arms, as she smiled happily. The man had reddish, short cropped hair and a grey beard, while his daughter had shockingly long, red hair. She had to be about nineteen, he guessed.
"The bear is not for sale," he muttered to them, a mix of anger and sadness written on his face.
"Now, now, Andrew," Randy said sternly. "You and Mackenzie no longer need it. It should go to another home, now. To someone else who can really use it."
"I know... but..."
"We talked about this Andrew. Remember?" Randy asked, scolding him.
"Yes... I know... but..."
The man seemed sympathetic. "I don't want to deprive them, if the bear is that important to him," he said, ready to put the bear back.
"Nonsense," Randy said. "It's far more important for you and your daughter here to have it. Andrew, this is Thomas. He wants to give it to his daughter, Amy, for her birthday this weekend."
Thomas was startled for a moment. "How did you know my daughter's name?"
"Oh... I don't know. I'm sure you must have mentioned it while we were talking," Randy said, looking a little puzzled.
"I... I guess," Thomas said. Everything felt so strange... so out of place and eerie, even in the bright sunshine. He couldn't wait to get away from here. "You know, funny thing, I never usually stop at yard sales, but something just told me to stop this one time. I'm glad we did. Amy loves stuffed bears, don't you sweetheart?"
Amy smiled. "I do. I'm probably too old now, but I can't help it," she laughed.
"She's going away to college in the Fall," Thomas said. "Maybe this will help keep her connected to home."
"Oh, that it will... that it will," Randy smiled, an eerie smile that made Thomas shiver. "How much for the bear, Andrew?" Randy asked.
Andrew looked down and put his hands in his lap as if in defiance. If he wasn't a part of the sale, then it wasn't going to happen.
"I'm so sorry about my friend's behavior, Thomas," Randy said. "It'll be fifty dollars for the bear."
"Fifty dollars... ok... well I happen to have enough," Thomas said as he looked into his wallet and pulled out several bills. "Here's fifty dollars exact."
Andrew kept his hands in his lap, refusing to take the money.
"Andrew, take the good man's money and let the bear go," Randy said, chastising him.
Andrew looked up at Randy with tears in his eyes. Then he turned his attention to Thomas and took the money from him.
"Why thank you, Thomas," Randy said, with his creepy smile that made both Andrew and Thomas uneasy. "I hope you and your daughter enjoy it as much as Andrew here and his family have. They've enjoyed it for a good twenty years now."
"Wow... it's in great shape! We'll sure try to enjoy it as much," Thomas said, feeling uneasy. He backed away a little. "Come on, Amy. We need to get home now."
"Thanks Daddy!" Amy smiled, hugging the bear tightly.
"You're welcome kiddo." As Andrew watched, unable to do a thing about it, Amy carried the bear to their car, setting it in the back seat like it was an adult, sliding the seatbelt over it to keep it in place, before she and Thomas got in the front and drove away.
"Daddy Buddy Bear has a nice, new family to enjoy," Randy said smiling. "So now, you go enjoy your wife and daughter. They're going to need you more than ever, now. Now that their... need... is strong." He patted Andrew on the shoulder before walking down to the sidewalk. Andrew watched as he turned to the left and walked away... whistling.
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Therapist: Memory Maker - Part 1
"Anything new since our last session, Jake?" I asked as I took a seat. Jake and his wife Emmanuelle were patients of mine. I'd been a marriage counselor specializing in hypnotherapy for the past twenty years. Jake and Emmanuelle had been patients for the past three months, seeing me every other week or so. We started with them seeing me together as a couple, but as the sessions progressed, it became clear that they had problems so deep they couldn't open up in front of each other.
So for the past four session, I'd been seeing them in separate sessions, sometimes on the same day, sometimes different days. And in each of these sessions, I worked with them on their deeper issues, putting them under with hypnosis. And, while I was helping them in a way, something inside me made me do... more.
"I just... I keep having the same dream, Doctor Garland," Jake said, looking so lost. "It's really affecting me. It makes it hard to sleep."
"What dream is that?" I asked.
"I... I don't know if I can even say," Jake said.
"Let's start with where you think it came from?" I asked, taking a few notes. "Why do you think you're having this particular dream?" It seemed ironic that I knew exactly where the dream came from. It came from a fake memory that I implanted in his head over the past few sessions. I smiled inwardly, feeling a sense of reward for my hard work.
"I... I think it all came from something that happened to me when I was young... just after high school," he said.
"Ok," I said softly, "What happened then?"
Jake was lying back on the couch and I was in a nearby chair, a pad of paper in my lap on which I was taking notes.
"I... I was at some kind of party," he said nervously. "I don't remember if it was a frat party or if one of my friends' older sister had it... I just remember it was a party. And... and I remember I was in a room... a bedroom... alone with these two gorgeous girls. They were older... maybe juniors or seniors in college or something. And they were so good looking, way out of my league. I felt happy just to be in the same room as them."
"I can imagine," I said.
"They were wearing t-shirts and shorts... you know... a summer party. And, they had drinks." He stopped for a second, thinking about what else was going on, as if his brain had to process it more than simply recall it. "They were kneeling on the bed beside each other, kind of looking at me. They had just made me take my shorts and underwear off. I thought I was the luckiest guy alive... but I was so wrong."
"Jake, trance," I commanded and Jake instantly fell into a deep trance-like state.
"I am a mindless sex object who loves to cum for his master," Jake said softly as he slowly unfastened his pants. He kept repeating the mantra again and again as he released his cock and started masturbating. Every time he repeated it, he seemed farther and farther away as he went deeper and deeper into his subconscious.
When he finally grew quiet, I knew he was deeper into his mind than he'd ever been before. He was ready to be... influenced. In my previous sessions I was able to embed a few post-hypnotic suggestions into both Jake and Emmanuelle, implanting some commands to control them during our little sessions. The trance command made Jake slip deep into a hypnotic state, a state where his mind was open to my suggestions. "Remember this memory, Jake. Play it back in your mind again and again as we go through it... as we create it. Do you understand?"
"Yes," he said, his speech a little slurred as his eyes closed. "Remember this memory."
"This memory will always be in the back of your mind, influencing you," I said softly. "Influencing your decisions and choices... your actions."
"Influencing me," he mumbled softly.
"You remember those two very attractive girls watching you from the bed," I said. "They were so hot. You couldn't believe they invited you back to that room. You thought you were going to get lucky with them... with both of them. And that made you very excited... sexually excited. When you got into the room, though, they made you take off your pants and kneel on the floor, didn't they? They made you push your pants down to your knees."
"Yes... they did. I remember."
"And they laughed at you... because you had a hardon that was so very small."
Jake played the scene in his head, visualizing everything I said as if it had really happened when he was younger. Every image I painted was stored in his head like a movie... a memory from a long time ago that he remembered to this very day.
>> "Wait... what are you doing right now?" the blonde asked.
>> "Do you have a fucking hardon right now?"
>>
>> "Oh my God!" said her brunette friend.
"How did they make you feel, Jake?" I asked. "How did it make you feel to be so humiliated like that?"
"I... I was mortified! It was so embarrassing to be called out like that."
"You thought you had an average dick size, didn't you?"
"Yes," Jake said softly, almost too embarrassed to answer.
"But, your cock is very small, isn't it?" I asked. "And those girls were very disappointed at what you had to offer them."
>> "Is that your dick?" the brunette said, pointing at my...
>> my crotch.
>>
>> "Is that what that is?" the blonde said and they both
>> giggled.
"They actually laughed at you, didn't they?" I asked. "They completely humiliated you by laughing at you."
>> The brunette laughed loudly. "Oh my God! I almost
>> couldn't see it, it's so fucking small," she said.
>>
>> "It's literally like this big," said the blonde,
>> holding her fingers out to measure something tiny.
>> "It's microscopic." She laughed along with her friend.
>> They were enjoying making fun of me. I felt so small,
>> so insignificant.
"But even though they laughed at you, you got more and more aroused by their humiliation," I said. "Your cock grew as hard as it could and you couldn't stop stroking it. In fact, you stroked faster the more they humiliated you."
>> I felt... excited. I was aroused and my cock was indeed
>> hard. I'd never compared my cock to anyone else. I
>> thought I was normal.
>>
>> "What the fuck?" the brunette said. "Have you ever seen
>> a cock that tiny? I don't think I have."
>>
>> "I don't think I have either," giggled the blonde. "This
>> is a first for me."
>>
>> Her giggling made her friend giggle, too. They were
>> staring at my crotch... giggling.
>>
>> "And you jerk it?" the blonde asked.
>>
>> "It looks like you're scratching an itch or something,"
>> the brunette said, miming how I looked by fake scratching
>> between her own legs. "What the fuck?"
"They told you what they wanted, didn't they?" I asked. "They told you they liked big cocks. They told you that they'd only fuck guys with big dicks. And you didn't measure up. You'd never measure up."
>> "You like jerking that little cock off to us, don't you?"
>> the blonde said, looking into my eyes again, with
>> contempt. "You could never fuck us, though."
>>
>> "Huh uh... no, we like big dicks," said the brunette,
>> shaking her head slowly.
>>
>> "Yeah, big, superior, alpha cocks," the blonde said,
>> smiling down at me.
>>
>> "God, I just love giant dicks," the brunette said and the
>> two nodded.
>>
>> "With that little beta cock, no girl will ever fuck you,"
>> the blonde practically spat.
>>
>> The brunette giggled. "It's fucking pathetic. I mean, I
>> guess you can jerk off to us. But that's the closest
>> you're ever going to get."
"I... they said I could never fuck them," Jake said, sounding sad. "They said I was way too small. They said they only fuck big dicked guys... alpha guys. They said girls don't fuck small-dicked guys."
"How did that make you feel?" I asked.
"I felt... even more humiliated," he said. "I wanted girls to like me. I didn't know what to do."
"But they gave you something, didn't they?" I asked. "They gave you a little gift at least. They showed you a little of their hot bodies."
>> "Should we make that tiny little cock even harder?" the
>> blonde asked her friend.
>>
>> "Yeah, I think we should." The brunette seemed excited
>> that her idea would ridicule and embarrass me even more.
>> That was what they seemed to delight in. They could have
>> sent me from the room, but they didn't. No... they kept
>> me there to torment me.
>>
>> "Lets get our titties out," the blonde said, grabbing her
>> breasts in her hands. "I bet that would make that
>> microdick fucking throb."
"But even that led to more humiliation, didn't it?" I asked. "They really wanted to humiliate you even as they excited you showing you their naked, firm breasts."
>> "I wonder if he's even seen titties before," the brunette
>> said, looking at her friend.
>>
>> "Have you?" the blonde asked. "Have you ever even seen
>> tits?"
>>
>> "Have you even touched a tittie?" the brunette continued
>> the onslaught. "Oh my God!" she said, bringing her hand
>> to her mouth in shock. "Is he a virgin?"
>>
>> They both gasped and then nodded to each other. Then
>> they looked at me, giggling once again.
"They knew you were a virgin, didn't they?" I asked. "Wow... that must have made things even worse."
"It was... I felt so small," Jake said, almost crying.
>> "Oh my God, a fucking virgin loser with a microdick!"
>> the blonde said, ridiculing me further.
>>
>> "You know," the brunette said looking at me, "that's
>> honestly pathetic and you know you're never going to
>> get laid."
>>
>> They laughed again, pointing at my crotch. I felt like
>> I was a foot tall and wish I could just disappear. But
>> they kept going, teasing me with their bodies.
>>
>> "Should we show him our titties and see what happens?"
>> the blonde asked the brunette.
>>
>> "Yeah, might as well," the brunette nodded. "I kind of
>> feel bad for him."
>>
>> "Well, shit!" the blonde said excitedly, grabbing the
>> bottom of her t-shirt. "This is like charity or
>> something. Let's show you our tits!"
"I bet their tits were incredible... so firm and tight, with big, suckable nipples. It was the first time you'd seen any live," I said. "And they were so far away."
>> And just like that, both of the girls whipped off their
>> t-shirts and sat there topless. Their breasts were a
>> sight to behold, too. Perfectly round and pointed...
>> just begging to be sucked.
>>
>> "I bet you really thought you had a chance with us," the
>> brunette said as she played with her own nipples.
>>
>> "No. Fucking never," the blonde echoed. "We'd never
>> even touch a cock like that. It's way too small."
"They teased you with their titties, didn't they?" I asked. "They touched them and squeezed them as you watched, helplessly. And they made you jerk off even harder."
>> Both girls squeezed her tits together and pinched their
>> nipples. I was kneeling on the floor with my mouth open
>> in awe.
>>
>> "You know, I want to see that cock throb even harder,"
>> said the blonde. Keep stroking that little shrimp dick
>> for us."
>>
>> "And you can stare and admire our perfect fucking bodies,
>> if that helps," giggled the brunette.
>>
>> As I watched, they got closer together and kissed for me,
>> and touched their breasts together as they looked at me.
>> I wanted to be kissed like that. I wanted to be a part
>> of that.
"And the more you stroked your cock, the more humiliated and excited you became, didn't you?" I asked.
>> "Good boy," the blonde said, treating me like their pet
>> dog. "Keep jerking that little dick for us."
>>
>> "Poor guy," the brunette laughed. "Can't get laid and
>> can't even jerk off right."
"Their bodies kept you glued to the floor, obediently kneeling before your two goddesses as you jerked off."
>> "Do you like beautiful fucking tits like these?" asked
>> the blonde.
>>
>> "I bet you want to see pussy, too, don't you? Don't you?"
>> the brunette asked, teasingly.
>>
>> I was so hopeful that I nodded. That is what I wanted to
>> see. Badly. Please, I begged them. I'd have given them
>> anything if they'd only showed me their pussies.
>>
>> "Oh no," said the blonde. "Little dick virgin losers
>> don't get any pussy."
>>
>> "That's for big dick alphas only," echoed the brunette.
"And then something changed, didn't it?" I asked. "Another man came into the room. Strutting in like he owned the place. He walked up to the bed, confidently, and glanced towards you. He looked down on you with contempt. He knew you were a beta. He knew you were beneath him. And the girls wanted him, didn't they?"
>> "Oh my God," the blonde whispered with obvious desire.
>>
>> "Here's what a real man looks like," said the brunette.
>>
>> "Yeah, a fucking alpha man," the blonde responded.
"The man confidently dropped his pants and let his large penis just fall out. It was huge... perfectly shaped and so hard. All you could do was watch in awe as the girls fawned over him, as the girls drooled over that cock."
>> "Look at the size of that dick," the brunette whispered
>> to her friend, her hand at her mouth as she knelt on the
>> bed in wonder.
>>
>> "It makes my pussy drool just looking at it, Johnny," the
>> blonde said.
>>
>> "Will you fuck us Johnny?" the brunette begged.
>>
>> "Yes! Please! We're begging you!" echoed the blonde.
>> She was truly showing her need now. She was quickly
>> removing the rest of her clothes for this man without
>> even being asked.
"You watched this alpha man take the women. He grabbed them and fucked them as they begged for more. His cock was so big it made them squeal in delight. Even you were amazed at how much they loved his cock."
>> "Ooh yay!" the blonde cheered as Johnny grabbed her and
>> turned her around. He pushed and held her head down on
>> the bed and lifted her hips, getting full access to her
>> pussy and ass. He set the head of his huge cock against
>> her pussy and pushed. She wailed in a mixture of pain
>> and pleasure as he slowly pushed inch after inch into her.
>>
>> "Damn, girl, take that cock like a whore!" the brunette
>> cheered.
>>
>> The blonde grabbed the bedspread in her hands, her
>> knuckles white. She was experiencing everything she'd
>> always wanted. "Fuck! It's gonna split me in half!" she
>> yelled. "But it feels so fucking good."
>>
>> The brunette stood beside Johnny, hanging onto his arm as
>> he fiercely thrust into her friend. He held her hips
>> tightly to hold her in place as he rammed into her over
>> and over. "Give it to her Johnny. She wants it hard
>> and fast."
"And still, you masturbated as you watched," I said, "getting closer and closer to orgasm. Hearing the women moaning in passion and hearing the man's animalistic grunts was turning you on. You couldn't help yourself. You wanted them to get fucked like that. And you wanted to watch it happen. It excited you to watch them get fucked by an alpha man like that."
>> "Are you getting close?" the brunette asked me. "I bet
>> you're so close to cumming watching her get fucked so
>> good by that big fucking cock. Jerk it faster now.
>> Yeah, speed it up for us. But you can't cum until we say
>> so. You've gotta listen to us. Mmhmm... every single
>> word we say. That's right. Because we are perfect
>> fucking goddesses and you're nothing."
"The man took her hard and fast and she came so many times just being fucked by such a huge cock," I said, "her body spasming as you watched, her eyes rolling back. Her moaning was primal and she almost passed out. But the man just grabbed the other woman and put her in the same position. He moved his cock to her pussy and started thrusting into her, too."
>> The blonde watched her friend as she knelt on the bed
>> again, then looked at me. My hand was moving so fast on
>> my cock. I was so close. I wished they'd let me cum. I
>> wished that alpha male would let me cum.
>>
>> "Oh I bet watching this big cock fuck us is making you
>> want to cum, isn't it?" she asked. "You're so close,
>> aren't you? Cum for us, little dick loser. Give us that
>> load. A sacrifice to a huge dick alpha male."
"And they finally let you orgasm, as you watched them have the best sex of their lives," I said. "You realized then that that was going to be your lot in life. You would watch others fuck and cum... but you could only masturbate... only watch... and masturbate. And that excited you more than anything."
>> "Oh, that's so cute," the blonde said when I finally came.
>> "Look how tiny his load is."
>>
>> At that moment, the alpha man pulled his cock out of the
>> brunette's pussy and both girls fell to their knees in
>> front of him. With practiced ease, he grabbed his shaft
>> with his huge hands and stroked it. It was so hard and
>> long, and the girls knelt below the tip, waiting with
>> open mouths and extended tongues. They waited while they
>> played with their pussies, wanting to help him cum any
>> way they knew how. They made themselves sluts for him.
>>
>> Then long ropes of his cum sprayed forth and drenched
>> them, covering their faces and necks with his white,
>> sticky fluid. It was an incredible sight with more cum
>> than I'd ever seen in my life.
>>
>> Then he simply redressed and left and I watched the two
>> girls moan as they devoured his cum, licking it from each
>> other's bodies.
"Awake, Jake," I said, bringing him out of his trance. As conditioned, he fastened his pants again as if nothing had happened. "That was a big turning point in your life, wasn't it Jake?" I asked. "Such a big turning point that it haunts you to this day. You got married to the first woman who would take you. And you hoped you would be big enough for her."
"Emmanuelle loves me," Jake pouted.
"I'm sure she does," I said. "You've been married a long time now. Ten years. But I know things haven't been working out lately. Did you work on what we talked about last weekend?"
"Yes. I reserved a table for a fancy dinner at her favorite restaurant. And then we went dancing," Jake said. "She was so happy. She was smiling and having a good time. I even saw her flirting with a few guys. And then... we came home."
"And then?"
"And... I... I couldn't get hard," he said, crying. "I lay in bed next to her... she was wearing her red lingerie... the lingerie I love the most... and I couldn't do anything. I couldn't even touch her."
"Because you think an alpha man has to do that now?" I asked.
"Yes... I... I know she wants an alpha man," he said, whimpering.
"She said that?" I asked.
"No... not in so many words," he said. "But I... I know. I know I can't make her orgasm. She gets so frustrated with me when I even try."
"Would you even let another man fuck her?" I asked.
"Yes... I think that would excite me, too. I just... I don't..."
"I don't think that would be a good idea, Jake," I said. "Marriage is too important of a commitment. You put just anyone into the mix and it'll hurt your marriage. But, I'll continue helping you both through this. I think we can make your marriage stronger from this."
"Jake, trance," I said and could almost see Jake's body relax into the couch again.
"I am a mindless sex object who loves to cum for his master," Jake said softly as he slowly unfastened his pants again. He kept repeating the mantra again and again as he released his cock and started masturbating. He finally grew quiet, telling me he was deep again.



"You know you're a beta, Jake. And you know that you'll never be able to please your wife again. That is... unless you can find an alpha, a man that you can trust, who will fuck your wife and give her the kind of pleasure she needs... but who won't harm your marriage. That's how you'll give her pleasure. That's what you need to do, Jake. You need to find an alpha to fuck your wife."
"Find an alpha," Jake repeated softly and slowly.
I stood and walked over to the couch. I stood over Jake, looking down at him. "Jake... you know deep in your heart that I am an alpha. I am male. I am powerful. You know deep in your heart that I want your marriage to be stronger. I don't want to harm your marriage. And deep in your heart you know that I can please your wife with my cock until she's begging for more. You can imagine it happening, can't you Jake? You can imagine your wife on her knees begging for my cock and thanking you for providing it for her."
"Yes," he whispered.
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Therapist: Memory Maker - Part 2
At 3:00pm, I walked out of my office to meet Emmanuelle in the reception area and bring her back to my office.
"Mrs. Foster is here for your 3:00pm, doctor," Gabrielle, my secretary, said from behind her desk turning towards me with her hands in her lap. She had her computer in front of her, her phone nearby.
"Thank you, Gabrielle," I said, smiling. "Mrs. Foster, are you ready?" I asked the woman seated in the waiting room.
"Yes. Certainly," Emmanuelle said, setting a magazine aside and standing. She straightened her outfit, a blouse and skirt ensemble that really accentuated her figure, and walked towards me.
I turned to let her lead. "Thank you Gabrielle," she said as she passed by the receptionist's desk.
"Certainly Mrs. Foster. Any time." Gabrielle immediately went back to her computer work.
I followed Emmanuelle into my office and closed the door behind me just as she was sitting on the couch. I grabbed my notepad and pen from my desk and moved to sit in the comfortable chair next to her. "How have things been going since our last session?" I asked.
"Well, no real improvement I guess," she said, looking down as she played with her fingers in her lap.
"Oh... I'm sorry to hear that," I said sympathetically.
"He's just... uninvolved... I guess you could say," she said. "He stands back and has me do everything. He does what I ask... sometimes... but that's about it."
"Why do you say 'sometimes'?" I asked.
"Well, as you know, he certainly isn't taking care of business in the bedroom," she said, looking at me with sad, desperate eyes. "No matter if I ask or not. It's like he doesn't know what to do. It's very frustrating."
"That's not good," I said. "A husband definitely needs to take care of his wife. I'd hoped we made more progress by now."
"It's been three months since we've had sex!" she said, terribly frustrated.
"Wow... I can't even imagine," I said. "Especially being married to a woman like you. How does that make you feel?"
"I'm frustrated as hell!" she said loudly. "I feel like my pussy is going to shrivel up to nothing." A few seconds later, she calmly apologized. "I'm... I'm sorry for saying it like that, doctor. That was inappropriate."
"No, that's ok," I said, reassuring her that whatever she said or felt was ok in my office. "You should feel free to express yourself fully in here. It's a safe place for you and I don't want you to feel you can't say what you need to say."
"Well, thank you," she said. "It just doesn't feel right to talk like that."
She was such a good, kind-hearted woman. It was a shame that Jake had stopped giving her attention. That was the reason they'd started to see me, so I wasn't too ashamed about their current state. But I did have a hand in making it a little worse. I had my own plans for Emmanuelle and Jake.
"I know you get frustrated... and that's not good," I said. "This whole situation is just not fair to either one of you. I know, you're trying to be a good wife and I know he wants to be a good husband. There's just something between you that's not working right now."
"Yeah," she said softly.
"Jake mentioned that he set up a date night with you last weekend," I said. "Tell me about it."
"Yes... he did," she said, suddenly perking up. "We went out to dinner at Michel's, my favorite restaurant. And we had a wonderful time. Then we went dancing and... it was the best time ever. We haven't done anything like that in ages. I was... I was in heaven, frankly!"
"That sounds wonderful!" I said. "It sounds like there's a 'but' in there somewhere, though."
"Unfortunately. It was so wonderful and he was so attentive and fun that... honestly, I wanted to have sex with him," she said excitedly. "It had been so long. We got home and I changed into a red-lace teddy that Jake bought for me several years ago. He loves that lingerie, too. And I waited for him in the bedroom."
"And... what happened?" I asked.
"He just... he... he wouldn't come in," she said, obviously frustrated. "He looked embarrassed or ashamed for some reason and just stood in the doorway looking at me. Then he just turned and walked away. I couldn't believe it."
"What did you do?" I asked.
"I just said to hell with him," she said, unapologetically. "And I just took care of myself."
"Took care of it yourself?" I asked, for clarification. "You mean you... masturbated?"
"Yes. I masturbated. I figured I'll make myself cum if he won't. I've caught him masturbating enough. It's my turn."
"With a sex aid or...?" I asked.
"Yes," she admitted, sounding a little embarrassed. "I used a rubber... toy."
"And what was Jake doing at this time?" I asked.
"I caught the fucker just watching from the doorway," she said, sounding surprised and angry. "He can watch me fuck myself, but he won't fuck me. What... what kind of man does that? What's wrong with him?" She stopped for a moment, thinking. "What's wrong with... me... that he... he... doesn't want me?"
"Your issues and how you resort to satisfying your frustration is certainly not ideal in any way," I said. "I truly hope we can fix this and really get your marriage back on track again."
She lay on the couch. I wasn't sure, but I had the impression she was crying, one moment blaming Jake and the next blaming herself but not understanding why.
"Emmanuelle... trance," I said.
"I am a mindless sex object who loves to cum for her master", she repeated as her hand slid between her legs and up under her skirt. I could see her start to touch herself as her other hand moved her skirt up to give her more access. "I am a mindless sex object who loves to cum for her master," she said again and again as she went deeper and deeper into her trance. I could hear her breath catch again and again as she got to the edge of an orgasm and pulled back. She wasn't allowed to cum in trance until I allowed it. I used her edging over and over as a control mechanism, to make her want to deepen her trance. She knew in the end she'd be allowed to have a wonderful release.
When she was fully entranced, she stopped talking and barely whispered her mantra. I was kind of enjoying watching her play with herself, but I knew I could have far more fun.
"Emmanuelle? Can you hear me?" I asked.
"Yes," she said softly, almost a whisper.
"Tell me about how you masturbated last weekend, after you came home from your date with Jake."
"I wanted to be really satisfied so I took my large, rubber dildo from my bedside drawer," she said softly.
"I know you need a large cock to fully satisfy you," I said.
"I do... it feels so wonderful to be filled with it," she said almost dreamily. "Stretching my pussy... I was laying on my back at first, pushing it inside me with both hands. I didn't even need lube... I was so... wet. Then I turned around and got on my knees, and pushed it in so deep from there."
"Show me," I said. "Show me what you did." She knelt on the couch, facing sideways, her knees wide. She dropped her head to the cushion, arched her back, and lifted and pushed her hips back to get into a wonderful position for doggy style. Her ass was facing me and I watched her fingers slide back between her legs and slide into her pussy, two then three thrusting in and out.
"What do you think about when you masturbate like that?" I asked.
She giggled. "You," she said, sounding embarrassed. "I think about you thrusting into me, doing whatever you want to me, treating me like a sex toy. I think that the dildo is your big, hard cock, sliding into me again and again, stretching my pussy wide open, making me cum."
"Good girl," I complimented her, making her shiver in pleasure. "You think about my cock often, don't you?"
"Yes," she said as if dreamily thinking about it now.
"Emmanuelle, I want you to continue to masturbate for me," I said. "I want you to repeat your mantra knowing that every time you say it, you get more and more physically aroused."
She pushed three fingers into her wetness and repeated her mantra, "I am a mindless sex object who loves to cum for her master." Over and over she teased herself, plunging into her wetness one moment and the next circling her fingers over her clit. All the while her face betrayed her desire and need.
"You're so close now," I whispered. "Your pussy is throbbing. Your pussy is aching... throbbing. Now, cum for me and go even deeper into your trance."
She came, her entire body shaking, her juices flowing out of her pussy and down her legs. She was the perfect, little, mindless, sex object. I couldn't ask for a better subject.
"Emmanuelle... did that feel good?" I asked.
"Yes," she giggled softly.
"Does your pussy feel good?"
"Yes," she giggled again.
"Good," I said. "I want you to listen very carefully to me. Can you do that?"
"Yes."
"Every time you look at me, in or out of the office, you'll feel your pussy throb just like it was when you started masturbating for me," I said softly. "You'll feel a deep, deep need for me... and you'll know that I can satisfy every sexual need you have."
"Deep... need...," she whispered.
"That's right. You know deep down that my cock is so big that it will fill you like none other. It will touch you in places that you only dream about."
She giggled, thinking about it. "So... big..."
"Now I want to go back into your memory, Emmanuelle," I said. "I want you to remember a time when you were young and in college... your first year. Do you remember that?"
"Yes," she said softly.
As I spoke, her mind started creating the scene, like a movie in her head. She remembered it like a long-lost memory.
"That was the first time you realized that you needed a large cock to be satisfied," I said. "Do you remember when you went to that dance club? It was a Friday night and you and your girlfriends wanted to blow off some steam. You dressed so seductively... so slutty. You were hoping a guy would notice you. You were hoping to do more than dance, weren't you?"
"Yes," she said with certainty. "I wanted more than just dancing..."
"Do you remember meeting that older guy?" I said, setting the stage. "You were so happy he chose you instead of your friends. You danced with him a little and were so turned on by him. After dancing, you went to a table to drink and talk and flirt. You enjoyed teasing him... showing him how sexual you could be, weren't you?"
"Yes... I enjoyed flirting," she whispered.
"And he came on to you," I said.
>> "You know," the man said as loud as he dared over the
>> music, bending forward, his mouth close to your ear.
>> "Maybe... I can help you out."
>>
>> "With what?" I giggled, playing coy.
>>
>> "Um... I don't know," he smiled. "Maybe, um... maybe I
>> can take care of you. Would you like that? Maybe we can
>> go somewhere... private."
"You left with him, didn't you?" I asked. "He drove you to his apartment. You were so impressed. He was so mature and stable."
>> "This is a little more private, don't you think?" he
>> asked as he opened the door and let you enter. "Welcome
>> to my home."
"He got you a drink and led you to the couch where you kissed more... and touched more."
"Yes... he felt so good... he smelled so good," she said, infusing the memory with more detail.
"You accidentally touched his cock, didn't you?" I asked. "You were touching his leg and just moved your hand wrong. You were repelled by it at first, scared of it, not knowing what it could be. Not believing that a penis could be that big."
"I was... shocked..."
>> "It's ok," he said. "My cock is very large, as you can
>> tell."
>>
>> "I uh... I can tell," you said. Wondering what it would
>> look like. Wondering what it would feel like.
>>
>> "Would you like to see how it feels to have a real large
>> cock in your pussy?" he asked, smiling. "From how you're
>> squirming, it looks like that would appeal to you. Would
>> you like that Emmanuelle?"
>>
>> I just looked at him, licking my lips... excited. I
>> wanted to. I really wanted to.
>>
>> "You have to use your words," Emmanuelle, he said.
>>
>> "Yes!" I said excitedly. I'd never seen a big cock
>> before. Heck, I barely even seen a regular one.
"You wanted to see him naked now," I said. "Just to see how big it was. But this wasn't one-sided. He wanted to see you naked too, didn't he? Something to pay him back in advance for what he was going to give you."
>> "And I think there are things you can do for me, too, in
>> return," he said. "Why don't you stand for me. Now...
>> why don't you strip naked, show me that beautiful body
>> that men lust after."
>>
>> I stood as he commanded and quickly found myself ready to
>> take my clothes off. I'd never felt so controlled before.
>> It almost felt that I'd do anything just to get to see and
>> feel his big dick.
>>
>> "And you can show me things I enjoy seeing," he said. He
>> just sat back on the couch as if he owned me, just looking
>> at me, waiting for me to obey his commands.
>>
>> "I know you want to," he said. "I know your body wants
>> you to."
>>
>> "What do you want?" I asked, a little scared... a little
>> aroused.
>>
>> "Well, I'm thinking that I would love to see you take your
>> shirt off," he said. "Would you enjoy taking your shirt
>> off for me... showing me your breasts?"
"You'd do anything to see this man's penis, wouldn't you," I said. "You'd have done anything he asked, just for one... little... touch."
She giggled as she played it out in her head.
>> "Yes," I whispered and slowly took it off. I was still a
>> little drunk.
>>
>> "I see by the way you're starting to sway that you're
>> getting excited," he said. "I know you want to see my
>> big cock. Don't you? You want to see it up close.
>> Take off your bra. Show me those big tits."
"You took off your clothes, just as he directed, until you were only in your lingerie," I said. "You hoped he liked what he saw. It was exhilarating to follow his directions. It was exciting and naughty. You were so hot and wet. You wanted him to see you... the real you.
>> "Sit on the floor," he said. "Now... would you like to
>> show me what you have behind those panties? I know you
>> want me to fuck your wet pussy. So show it to me.
>> Entice me."
"And seeing the real you made you absolutely need to remove all your clothes," I said. "Even your bra and panties. You took them off, too, seductively, until you were completely naked. You even masturbated for him... to entice him. It felt awkward and strange to masturbate in front of a total stranger. But it also excited you beyond belief. And still he asked more of you."
>> "Touch yourself," he said in almost a whisper. "Make it
>> nice and wet."
>>
>> I was so wet. My fingers slid easily through my meaty
>> pussy. But still I pinched and pulled my labia... still
>> I spread myself wide open so he could practically see
>> inside me. Still I circled my clit and pinched it
>> between my fingers.
>>
>> "I like that look in your eyes," he said. I can see how
>> horny you are. Do you want to suck my hard cock? Make
>> me want to fuck you? Huh? Mmm... I'm going to fuck your
>> wet pussy. Would you like that Emmanuelle? Hmm? You
>> want me to fuck your pussy? Thrust my big shaft into
>> your warm, wet pussy? Give you everything you've ever
>> wanted?"
>>
>> He was grabbing his cock through his pants, pulling it...
>> almost stroking it. I couldn't believe how big it was.
"You couldn't believe the things he was saying and asking you to do, just to get a look at his cock," I said. "But you grew desperate with every passing second. You know that this would all be worth it, once you even just saw his cock. And it was right there... just underneath his jeans. He even unfastened his pants, his bulge now barely hidden behind is thin boxers. You could almost see it pulsing."
>> "Are you wet? It sounds nice and wet," he said. "Is
>> thinking about sucking on my hard cock making you wet?"
>>
>> "Yes," I whispered, barely able to speak. I couldn't
>> believe how wet he was making me, just by telling me what
>> to do. My fear slowly diminished while my arousal grew.
"And then he let you have a taste of him," I said as she shuddered. "He let you stretch your pretty little mouth over the head of his gigantic cock, trying to take in as much as you could."
>> "I know how much you crave giving yourself to a big, hard
>> cock," he whispered. "First... I want you to come over
>> here and suck on it. I want you to stretch your lips over
>> it, open your mouth so wide, and feel how big it is.
>>
>> I got up on my hands and knees and crawled over to him, my
>> mouth watering. He pulled down his boxers, letting that
>> monster free for the first time.
>>
>> I crawled up to it and slid my mouth onto the tip. I
>> kissed it at first, getting a first taste. And then I slid
>> the head between my lips. It was so big! I could barely
>> even get the head in my mouth. But I tried... I tried to
>> get more and more into my wet mouth.
>>
>> "Mmm... Now lick every bit of my shaft," he said, his eyes
>> sparkling. "Pull my pants down. That's right. Just like
>> that. Good girl."
>>
>> I grabbed his pants and boxers and helped him pull them
>> off his legs. I tossed them aside and looked up at him.
>> His cock was jetting out from his body and was almost like
>> a huge snake.
>>
>> "Touch it... stroke it," he said and I did. Both of my
>> hands grabbed his shaft and slid up and down his length.
>> It was so heavy and hard, thick and weighty in my hands,
>> but the surface skin was so soft.
"It was bigger than any cock you'd ever experienced, but while that was not many at that age, you know now that that evaluation was true," I said. "There are very few cocks of that size in the world. You guessed that then, that's why you wanted to hold onto him and give him anything he asked.
>> "Tell me what you want," I whispered, having a hard time
>> finding my breath with this monster in my hands.
>>
>> "I'm going to make you cum so hard for me," he said
>> harshly. "Give me pleasure. Entice me."
>>
>> "Just having you in my hands right now... I love it," I
>> said, being completely honest with him. Although he knew
>> it was true, I needed to say it. "Do you love my hands
>> on your cock? Stroking it?"
>>
>> "Mmm... it feels good."
>>
>> "I want to take good care of you." I started licking up
>> and down the shaft and around the head. I kept my eyes on
>> his. I wanted him to see what a dirty slut I was for him.
>>
>> "Yeah... go nice and slow," he said softly.
>>
>> I took the head into my mouth again, sucking on it,
>> flicking my tongue over and around it.
>>
>> "Oh, that's it baby," he moaned softly. "That's nice."
"You gave him the pleasure he asked for and more," I said. "You wanted him to throw you down and fuck you... but you knew you had to entice him to do it. Maybe with just the right amount of teasing..."
>> "Mmm... it's so... big," I whispered, holding his shaft
>> straight up with my hands. I looked down at his balls
>> below it. They were so big and full... and drew me in.
>> "Let me lick those balls of yours." I started licking and
>> sucking them, even as I stroked his shaft. I tried to
>> keep eye contact with him, but it grew increasingly
>> difficult as I concentrated on his sack.
>>
>> He moaned.
>>
>> "Do you like it when I lick your balls?" I asked him.
>> "They're so big and full of cum, aren't they baby?"



>>
>> "So very full... just for you," he grunted in delight.
"You knew that this was going to be the best sex of your life," I said. She was sitting on the couch, legs spread, still playing with her pussy. And she was smiling. The memory we were painting together was something she really enjoyed. "You knew that no man could ever measure up to what this man was giving you. And you could almost feel the tension in the room. You could almost feel his need for you come boiling over."
>> "You like being naughty, don't you?" he asked. "You can't
>> wait to feel my cock inside you."
>>
>> I held his cock against my face, feeling its warmth
>> pulsing there, knowing that I made it that big and hard.
>> "I love feeling your cock right here on my face."
>>
>> "Do you want it in your pussy?" he asked. "Or your ass?
>> Or even both?"
>>
>> That scared me. I couldn't imagine that huge log in my
>> ass. I was going to be ripped in two from being in my
>> pussy. I was going to be so broken that I didn't know if
>> I'd ever feel another man's cock inside me ever again.
>> "Please... I want it in my pussy," I begged.
>>
>> "You want me to fuck your warm, wet pussy?" he said,
>> leaning forward and holding my chin so that I wouldn't
>> look away. "Do you want me to split you open and fill
>> you up with cum?"
>>
>> I could barely breathe. "I can't wait to feel your cum
>> in me."
"And when he took you, it was like a tornado, wasn't it?" I asked. "He took you hard and fast, making sure that you couldn't back out, even if you wanted to. You were going to get all of him... all of his cum. Do you remember how he bent you over? How he took you from behind like an animal in heat? You can still feel his strong hands grabbing your hips to this day."
>> He stood and pulled me up with him. Then he moved out of
>> the way and pushed me towards the couch, bending me over
>> and putting my hands on the seat. His hands moved to my
>> hips, putting me in the position he wanted.
>>
>> "You have such nice, big tits," he said as they swayed
>> beneath me. I felt so proud to have a body that he
>> enjoyed. He appreciated me! "Are you ready to feel me
>> inside you?"
>>
>> I could feel the head of his cock at the entrance of my
>> pussy. I knew how big the head was and wondered how much
>> pain I was going to feel. "I'm scared."
>>
>> "Just relax," he said. He stroked the head up and down my
>> slit, getting at least a little bit of the head wet with
>> my juices. "You're going to love this."
>>
>> "Are you going to fuck me like this?" I asked. I'd never
>> been fucked like this before. I'd only had sex twice
>> before but both times I'd only laid on my back as he
>> entered me from on top. This... this was very different
>> for me.
>>
>> "Yes," he said simply. "It's how I want it. Now... legs
>> wide... and reach back and hold your cheeks open. Come
>> on."
>>
>> I leaned so far forward my head was resting on the back of
>> the couch. I reached back with both hands as he commanded
>> and pulled my ass cheeks wider apart. "Are you going to
>> put it inside my pussy?"
>>
>> I felt the cool wetness of what I guessed was lube as he
>> rubbed it into my pussy. I wasn't sure it was needed, but
>> if it would help, then I welcomed it. I heard the
>> sloshing sound as his hand moved up and down his shaft,
>> spreading the lube on it, too.
>>
>> "Yes," he said softly, closing the lid for the lube with a
>> click and tossing it aside. "Don't be scared.... just
>> relax... Now, I'm putting it in your pussy."
"That first time he entered you was so painful," I said. "It almost felt like it was ripping your skin, damaging your pussy beyond all repair. But you loved it. You loved that feeling of being filled so completely."
>> "Oh... oh God," I panted, feeling his cock as I pushed
>> inside me. His hands held my hips firmly so that I
>> couldn't move. All I could do was hiss and yell. "Oh
>> gosh... so... so big..."
>>
>> "Does that feel good?" he asked as he kept pushing, deeper
>> and deeper. I never knew it could feel like this. I
>> think I came seconds after he pushed inside me. "Do you
>> like getting fucked by a big, hard cock?"
>>
>> "Yeah," I whispered, almost breathless. His cock was so
>> big I didn't even have room for a lungful of air. "That
>> feels good. That feels really good."
>>
>> "Be a good girl for me," he whispered as he pulled back
>> for the first time and withdrew a couple of inches. Then
>> it came back into me, driving even deeper than the first
>> time. He kept going, drawing out a few inches and pushing
>> deeper another inch. I thought I could almost feel his
>> cock in my throat.
>>
>> "Oh God... fuck," I whispered. "That's so deep... I'm
>> cumming again."
>>
>> "Oh... yes... good girl," he said, so condescendingly. But
>> it felt so comforting to be HIS good girl. "You're such a
>> good girl."
>>
>> But if his words were comforting, his thrusting was not.
>> He was a machine. "Right there... yeah... oh God," I
>> panted as his cock slammed into me again and again. I
>> knew I wasn't going to be able to walk for a week after
>> this. "That feels so good, doesn't it? You want me to
>> cum in your pussy? Fill you up with all my hot sticky
>> cum?"
>>
>> "Yes... please... God, yes," I panted, barely able to
>> breathe.
"And his orgasm sent you to new heights of pleasure, didn't it?" I asked her.
"Yes," she whispered, smiling.
"He came inside you and you didn't care," I said. "In fact, you wanted him to cum in you. You wanted to feel his alpha cum deep in you, his alpha cock pulsing as it gushed."
>> "Oh... fuck... I'm gonna cum," he said loudly, grabbing my
>> hips even tighter. He was thrusting even faster now. He
>> wasn't all the way in me, but it felt like he couldn't go
>> deeper... not yet anyway.
>>
>> He grunted again and again as he filled me. I could feel
>> it dripping down my legs it was so much.
"How did that make you feel, Emmanuelle, to be fucked so fully?" I asked.
"It was the best I've ever had," she whispered.
>> He withdrew his cock from me and my legs buckled. I fell
>> onto the couch, my body trembling. Every nerve was on
>> fire and it felt like every touch would send me into
>> another orgasm. "Oh... God that's so good," I whispered.
"You never saw him after that, though," I said. "You wished he'd have stayed in contact and that he would have dated you and maybe even married you. You would have loved to have been with that cock to your dying day. But that wasn't your fate."
"No," she said, sadly. "Not my fate."
"You married a nice guy, one that would provide for you for the rest of your life. At least, he'd provide everything else for you... his cock just doesn't do it for you."
"Doesn't do it..." she whispered, sadly.
"All of your problems with Jake stem from his small cock," I said. "If there was only a way to fuck someone with a big cock again... someone that would give you that feeling of being so absolutely filled... someone that wouldn't harm your wedding vows and make you feel guilty."
"Yes... someone..." she mumbled.
"If Jake suggested someone... you just might take him up on the offer, wouldn't you?" I asked. "As long as it doesn't harm your marriage. Jake might suggest someone to come over to your house... or someone you can go out on a date with. He might suggest someone you know. Someone you implicitly trust. And you'd really like him to suggest someone like that."
"Would... love it."
"Emmanuelle... wake," I said and instantly she woke up from her trance.
"Wow... is the session over already?" she asked.
"Yes, I'm afraid so. Sometimes an hour just doesn't seem to be enough, does it?" I smiled.
She giggled. "I could think of better ways to spend an hour."
I stood and noticed that the light was lit on my phone. The light indicating an open line. I guess I never thought that Gabrielle would be so bold as to listen in. I'd have to deal with that.
"Yes, I'm sure you could," I said. "I'll see you in two weeks. Ok?"
"Yes... a long two weeks," she giggled. "But I'll definitely be back."
I opened the door to my office and walked her out. When we got to Gabrielle's desk, she was typing notes into the computer and seemed too embarrassed to even look up.
"Good bye," I said to Emmanuelle.
"Good bye doctor," she said, and walked out of the office.
I turned towards Gabrielle and smiled. She was still typing, glancing my direction occasionally but nervously.
"Is... um... is there something I can do for you doctor?" she asked.
"As a matter of fact there is, Gabrielle. Trance," I said and watched as she instantly went under.
*****
I received a phone call just a week later. Gabrielle was kind enough to send it to my desk phone.
"Mr. Foster, how are you?" I asked as I picked up the phone. I sat back in my chair, making myself comfortable.
"Doctor... I... I was wondering..." Jake said.
"Yeah? What's that?" I asked as Jake paused. "I see you don't have an appointment for another week. Is something wrong?"
"No... no... nothing's wrong," he said. "I, uh, I think I have a solution to my marital problems though. My wife and I would like to discuss them with you... if that would be ok."
"Sure, sure. Gabrielle can set up an appointment," I started to say before Jake interrupted me.
"Well, we, um... we thought you might come to our house for dinner," he said. "And we can discuss it here."
"That's very nice of you," I said, "but that's highly unorthodox."
"I know... it's just... we'd be more comfortable here." Jake seemed extremely nervous.
"We'd really like to have you over for dinner," Emmanuelle said in the background. "Please come."
"I guess I can't pass up on an offer like that, now can I?" I laughed softly.
"Tomorrow at 8:00pm ok?" Jake asked.
"That'll be perfect," I said smiling. "I'll see you then. And, uh, Jake... you know I'll never do anything that would compromise your marriage, right? I only want to help you."
"Yeah... yeah doc... that's why we're asking you," Jake said.
I hung up the phone and sat back in my chair again. I couldn't wait to feel Emmanuelle's pussy quivering on my cock again and again. This was going to be the start of a beautiful friendship.
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Therapist: Memory Maker - Part 3
I stood beside Gabrielle's desk watching her as her eyes closed and she sat back in her chair. I walked over to the front door of the office, set the sign to indicate we were closed for the day and locked the door. The cleaning crew wouldn't be in for several hours yet, so we wouldn't be disturbed.
She had listened in on my sessions with Jake and Emmanuelle Foster as I brought them under and gave them memories that would influence their lives. I really was trying to help them, at least that's what I told myself. And I knew that I could... and that I could be a direct part of their healing.
But first, I had to deal with Gabrielle. The last thing I wanted were ethics or legal issues.
Gabrielle's eyes were closed, her body completely relaxed. I hadn't instilled the full, sexual induction mantra on her yet, thinking that wouldn't be professional on my employee. Now, though...
"You're very relaxed," I said to her. "Your eyes are so, so heavy. You're so sleepy. You're so relaxed. When I count down from three you'll fall into an even deeper... deeper sleep. Three, two, one, deeper Gabrielle. Are you deeply asleep, Gabrielle?"
"Yes... deeply..."
"It feels good to be so deeply asleep, doesn't it?" I asked her. "It's so relaxing. Like you don't have a worry in the world."
"Yes, so relaxing..."
"I'd like to show you how to go even deeper, Gabrielle," I said. "Would you like that?"
"Deeper?"
"Yes... much deeper... and much more rewarding to you. Much more... pleasurable... for you."
"Ok."
"You like the outfit you're wearing, don't you?" I asked. She was wearing a nice, white button-up blouse, and a skirt. It was very office appropriate, but also sexy in the right light.
"Yes... I like it..."
I walked around her desk and stood behind her chair, putting my hands on her shoulders.
"Do you feel my hands on your shoulders, Gabrielle?"
"Yes."
"They're comforting to you," I said. "Comforting hands... relaxing hands... My hands will help you go deeper. Then you'll learn what to do."
"Learn..." she whispered.
"I think what you like about your outfits the most, Gabrielle, is your ability to touch yourself and no one would be the wiser," I said. "You like that you can be a little dirty... and no one knows. Your blouse is so thin and your bra is so thin, you can just reach up and pinch your nipple and no one would see. Isn't that right?"
"Pinch...?" she asked.
I moved my hands, slowly, down from her shoulders and moved my fingertips to her nipples, slowly and softly pinching and pulling them through her blouse and bra. I could feel her shiver. "You like that feeling, don't you?" I asked her. "You like it when your nipples are teased and made so hard and swollen, especially when the waiting room is so full and no one even knows. You like to be a dirty exhibitionist in the office."
"Exhibitionist...?" she whispered, squirming a little as I continued to play with her breasts.
"Yes. I makes you so very wet," I said. "Can you feel it, Gabrielle? Can you feel how wet your pussy is getting just by your nipples being hard like this?"
"Yes," she said, squirming a little in her chair below me.
"But you know it's so much better when you do it yourself. Bring your hands up, Gabrielle, and play with your nipples." She slowly slid her hands up her sides and abdomen and put them on her breasts. Her hands cupped her breasts as her fingers played with her nipples, pinching and pulling them as she loved. She let out a little gasp of pleasure.
"Good girl, Gabrielle. The next time I bring you into a trance, I want you to tease your nipples like this and go deeper, get more and more relaxed. And as you do that, I want you to repeat this mantra. 'I am a mindless sex object who loves to cum for her master.' Say it Gabrielle as you play with your nipples. And as you say it, go deeper and deeper into your relaxing trance."
Her hands pinched and pulled at her nipples as best she could and started the mantra. "I am a mindless sex object who loves to cum for her master. I am a mindless sex object who loves to cum for her master. I am a mindless sex object who loves to cum for her master."
"When you get to your fullest state of relaxation, you can repeat the mantra to yourself as you continue to tease your nipples," I said as I moved around and knelt in front of her chair. I was eye-level with her and loved watching her tease herself. She'd even slid one hand between the buttons of her blouse and inside her bra.
It didn't take long for her to stop the mantra and just begin to repeat it very quietly.
"Good girl, Gabrielle," I praised her. "Do you feel deeply relaxed?"
"Yes," she said, sounding like she was almost panting a little.
I put my hands on her legs, one on each knee. "Gabrielle, do you feel my hands on your knees?"
"Yes," she said, shivering a little.
"Feel them," I said. "You enjoy feeling hands stroking your thighs, moving closer and closer to your pussy, don't you?" I slowly moved them up her thighs, parting them a little and pushing her skirt up. She was wearing pantyhose and I loved the feel, but this was not for me. This was for her. As I reached the top, my fingers slid against her pussy as I toyed with it through her hose and panties. "Does that feel good?"
"Yes," she said, definitely panting now.
"I want you to use one hand on your pussy and one hand on your breast now, Gabrielle," I said. "I want you to touch yourself as you enjoy the hands on your body. I want you to masturbate for me. You can just slide your hand up your skirt and touch your clit, and no one sitting in the waiting area would be the wiser."
She moved her hand down and slid it against her pussy along with mine. She moaned softly.
"Recite your mantra, Gabrielle," I said as I removed my hands. "Recite it as you touch yourself and make yourself go deeper and deeper as you feel the pleasure grow and grow."
"I am a mindless sex object who loves to cum for her master," she said as she obviously made herself more and more excited.
"That's right, Gabrielle," I said. "You love to cum for me, but you can't. Not until I tell you. You must be deeper... deeper..."
"I am a mindless sex object who loves to cum for her master. I am a mindless sex object who loves to cum for her master," she said again and again, going deeper and deeper into her trance.
I stood as I watched her and moved around her desk again. Her legs were lewdly spread, her skirt pushed up as her fingers slid inside her panties to play directly with her clit. Her other hand was inside her blouse and bra, playing with her breast.
"I am a mindless sex object who loves to cum for her master. I am a mindless sex object who loves to cum for her master," she repeated for another minute before finally growing quiet.
"Are you deeply relaxed, Gabrielle?"
"Yes doctor," she said softly. A little spittle ran down the side of her mouth, but she was too occupied to care.
"You know I am working very hard to save the Foster's marriage, don't you?" I asked her.
"Yes," she whispered,
"How are your own sessions going with Doctor Tracy Garland?" I asked. Tracy was my younger sister and was also a hypnotherapist. We had shared techniques in the past, as well as referring clients... some clients prefer or need a female therapist's viewpoint. I'd sent Gabrielle to her a while ago. It wouldn't have been ethical for her to be a patient of mine, since she was my employee. What turned out to be interesting to me is that my sister seemed to have a thing for her. I encouraged a little... play time... but didn't want to use hypnosis on her. So, that was going to be my job, now. And I was sure she'd be happy with the improvements I was about to make.
"They're going well," she whispered.
"Do you like your office visits with her?" I asked.
"Yes."
"When do you see her again?"
"Tomorrow afternoon," Gabrielle said softly again. Tomorrow was my day off and the office was closed.
"Gabrielle, as a therapist and doctor, I have some questions I need to ask you," I said. "And it's very important that you answer them truthfully and completely, to the best of your ability. You know it's very important. Can you do that?"
"Yes, doctor," she mumbled.
"Have you been listening in on my conversations with my patients?" I asked.
She paused a moment. I knew she didn't want to answer, she did something very wrong that she would never admit to otherwise. But she felt compelled to do so now. "Yes," she said softly. She seemed a bit agitated as if she were in trouble.
"Relax, Gabrielle. Just relax. As long as you answer truthfully and completely there is nothing to fear. You can relax even more and feel even more pleasure if you're truthful with every answer." That relaxed her quickly and her body shivered with renewed pleasure. Her fingers were doing their work well keeping her on the edge of an orgasm. One minute she seemed determined to cum, but then the next, she backed off only to continue the cycle again and again.
"The sessions you heard had things in them that were very unexpected, didn't they?" I asked. "They bothered you in a way."
"Yes," she whispered.
"You know it's wrong to listen in, don't you?" I asked. "And you know that people who do wrong things are bad, don't you?"
"Yes," she said, hesitantly, sounding scared again, but then quickly relaxing into her mantra and physical stimulation.
"I know you're not a bad person, though, so I want you to remember that you didn't really listen in to the sessions," I said. "That wouldn't be something you do. You're not bad. You only imagined it. You played out a fantasy in your head, a fantasy of something that sexually excites you."
"A... fantasy?" she asked in a whisper.
"Yes, it was just a fantasy," I said. "Each time, you sat at your computer and simply imagined what was going on behind the closed door. You imagined I was using hypnosis to sexually control my patients. Because that fantasy excites you... doesn't it? Don't you find hypnotic control sexually exciting? Don't you find that when you fantasize, you imagine watching people getting hypnotically controlled and sexually used. You fantasize about that while you play with yourself. You fantasize about that and it makes you orgasm."
"Yes... orgasm..." she moaned softly, her fingers taking her to the edge once again before she pulled back at the last moment, leaving her panting and shaking.
"Yes... you enjoy your orgasms," I said softly. "They're so strong and wonderful and make you feel so good. You enjoy thinking and doing whatever it takes to have that next orgasm. And that made you fantasize about these therapy sessions. You enjoy cumming so much that you enjoy letting someone else make it happen whenever they want... whether you're ready for it or not. You enjoy cumming so much you fantasize about other people being forced to cum through hypnotic suggestion. You enjoy cumming so much you fantasize about being forced to cum yourself... over and over... with just a word."
"Forced to cum..." she whimpered. "Yes..."
"Do you remember the first time you were forced to cum?" I asked. "Remember when you were at home, barely in college, depressed because you just broke up with another boyfriend? You were so tired of boys... every one of them just seemed to treat you badly."
"Tired of boys..." she whispered.
"Remember that your friend came over to help cheer you up?" I continued. "Your friend that was a few years older than you... a college senior... so blonde... such a beautiful woman. You enjoyed her company so much. She seemed to have everything together and figured out." As I described the fake memory, Gabrielle played it out in her mind, filling in the details, making it very real to her.
>> "Oh honey, you look so sad," she said as I met her at the
>> door. I could imagine that I looked horrible. I'd been
>> crying most of the day now.
>>
>> "I am sad," I said as I plopped down on the couch. She
>> slid in right next to me.
>>
>> "Oh... I'm sorry," she said with so much compassion,
>> touching my arm. "I got your text. You ok?"
>>
>> Her hand felt so good, so reassuring. It gave me
>> goosebumps for some reason. "No, I fell for it again," I
>> said, disgusted with myself. "I'm so stupid."
"She didn't like boys," I said. "And she wasn't shy about telling you that. She wasn't shy about telling you that she was a lesbian, that she liked girls instead. You didn't really understand what that meant... not really. All you knew was that she was important to you. She was a great friend to you. And if she didn't like boys, then maybe there was a good reason not to."
>> "Hey!" she said, trying to interrupt my wrong thinking.
>> "Look at me. You're not stupid. They're stupid. Men and
>> boys are stupid."
>>
>> "I know," I said, looking down. "I just feel like I just
>> give and give and all they do is take."
>>
>> "I know. I know," she said, holding my hand in both of
>> hers. Her hands were so warm and her skin so soft. "You
>> are such a giver. It's just at one point, you give too
>> much of yourself, and that's not good."
>>
>> "I don't know what it is. I just keep falling for the
>> same trick over and over again," I said, looking at her.
>>
>> "Well... you're my best friend... and... I brought you
>> some goodies," she said, smiling at me. Suddenly things
>> were looking brighter because she was smiling. "Some
>> things I know you're gonna love."
>>
>> "Oh my God you did not!" I said as she reached inside of
>> the large bag she brought. She pulled out a small, square
>> box that smelled so good. "Pizza!"
>>
>> "Yep... extra pepperoni and extra cheese," she said
>> opening the box and giving me a first look at the
>> yumminess inside.
>>
>> "Yes! You know me so well," I said, smiling. I was
>> starting to feel better.
>>
>> "And... something sweet... just like you," she said,
>> reaching back into her bag again. "I got you your
>> favorite... ice cream!"
>>
>> "Aw... thank you," I said, feeling all better now. It was
>> so great to have a friend like her. I opened up the ice
>> cream carton, grabbed the offered spoon, and took a bite.
>>
>> "Can we share?" she asked, grabbing her own spoon.
>>
>> "Mmhmm," I said, holding the ice cream out for her.
"She brought you little things to cheer you up, things she knew would make you happy again," I said. "And it worked. She had this way of making you smile. But... she also brought a sexual gift... something so unexpected... a lesbian movie."
>> "Also," she said, reaching into her bag one more time.
>> "I also brought a movie!"
>>
>> She handed me the DVD and I looked at the cover in shock.
>> "Is this porn?"
>>
>> "Mmhmm!" she said, excited. "Lesbian porn. Way better
>> than any old porn."
>>
>> "I have never watched lesbian porn, actually," I said.
>>
>> "Lesbian porn is better because it's for people with
>> beautiful minds... people who want love and seduction,"
>> she said. She pointed to a picture of two girls on the
>> cover who were holding hands. "Look how happy they are!"
>>
>> "Ok," I nodded. "We'll try this." I put the DVD into the
>> player and then moved back to the couch where we cuddled
>> up close, sharing the ice cream. I had both hands full,
>> holding my spoon in one hand and the ice cream container
>> in the other, but she had one arm free. She put that arm
>> around me and started hugging me and stroking my bare
>> shoulder. It gave me goosebumps.
"You could tell she really enjoyed watching the movie," I said. "She enjoyed it more than just intellectually. She enjoyed how it made her feel... sexually. And she wanted you to feel it that way, too. You could feel it as she touched you, so teasingly. Her fingertips were stroking your skin innocently, yet they excited you."
>> We were watching the movie as we ate bite after yummy
>> bite. "They're so pretty," I said, watching the two women
>> on the screen, laying on a bed in each others arms, and
>> lightly touching and kissing.
>>
>> "Look at how they're taking time just touching each
>> other... men don't do that," she said.
>>
>> "No," I agreed. Her hand on my shoulder was stroking
>> lightly, moving more to the front of my shoulder as she
>> leaned closer, letting her fingers stroke the top of my
>> chest.
>>
>> "They just rush right in, right?" she asked.
>>
>> "It looks so romantic," I said, watching the two women get
>> more and more passionate, slowly kissing and touching and
>> removing their clothes.
>>
>> "And they just stroke and touch so gently," she said,
>> turning towards me and looking right at me.
"And you felt yourself responding to her," I said. "You felt your desire for her rising. Not a friendly desire... not a loving desire... but a fully sexual desire. You saw her as a sexual mate... one that you wanted to be with. You'd never felt like this towards a woman before, but it felt so strong now."
>> She looked so beautiful. I could feel the desire to kiss
>> her rising up in me. "You're giving me goosebumps," I
>> whispered. The movie continued to play with the blonde
>> now sliding between the brunette's legs and beginning to
>> lick her pussy.
"She felt that desire... she felt that you wanted more than just a friendship, didn't she?" I asked. "And she came on to you... challenging you to respond to her. For the first time, a woman showed her desire for you."
"Yes... she desired me... and I desired her," she whispered.
>> "You know," she said, looking at me again and smiling as
>> if she knew something... as if she knew a secret that she
>> was going to expose. "I can't help but kind of notice
>> that you been kind of looking at me a little different way
>> lately. It's kind of made me feel a little funny. It
>> feels like you're hitting on me."
>>
>> "No," I said, concerned that she was going to chastise me.
>> "I'm sorry... I didn't mean to come off that way. I mean,
>> in my defense, you are very beautiful."
>>
>> "Hmmm... beautiful... well thank you," she said, almost
>> dismissing my excuse as frivolous.
>>
>> "Mmhmm... I'm just admiring how great you look," I said.
>>
>> Her hand started playing with my hair, a move that only
>> fueled my desire for her. "So... do you think you might
>> be a lesbian, Gabby?"
>>
>> "Of course not!" I said. "I like guys...."
>>
>> "Uh huh... you sure you haven't maybe... fantasized... or
>> thought?" she asked, challenging me.
>>
>> "Well, I'd be lying if I said I hadn't maybe checked you
>> out, here and there," I giggled, trying to play this off
>> as nothing.
>>
>> She didn't giggle with me, though. "You know... we're
>> friends and all... and maybe that's why you're being
>> hesitant about your true feelings and everything," she
>> said. "But I have this little hunch that just maybe you
>> kind of like me more than a friend. So what do you think
>> of that?"
>>
>> On the video, the brunette was moaning and grunting loudly
>> as the blonde's tongue flicked over her clit rapidly. She
>> had thrust two fingers into her, too, driving her into her
>> strong orgasm.
>>
>> "Well, you know... everyone likes to look at attractive
>> people, whether they're men or women," I said, still
>> fighting my own feelings. Was I really feeling that way?
>> Or was I lying to her?
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Therapist: Memory Maker - Part 4
Gabrielle, my secretary, was very deep in her hypnotic trance as I talked to her, creating a memory that would define her life. She had been heterosexual up to this point, but had a lot of bad luck with guys. I thought the best way to move her forward was to change that, was to make her want women from now on. This would be a good punishment, since she'd been listening in on my sessions with my marriage counseling patients, and would be a wonderful gift to my sister, her therapist.
I giggled as I thought about her hitting on my sister.
The memory we were creating was the first time Gabrielle had sex with a woman. Of course, it never really happened, but as I created it, Gabrielle created images and conversations that reinforced my words and created an entire reality around them. The memory would be extremely real for her.
At this point, she'd broken up with her boyfriend and her best friend, a college senior three years older and more experienced than her, was consoling her with pizza, ice cream, and lesbian porn. And her beautiful friend was going to be her first lesbian lover.
"You fought your desire for your friend as much as you could, but it was a losing battle," I said. "You tried to rationalize it. You tried to just explain it away. But it only made you feel more and more attracted to her. She wasn't letting you get away. She was a force to be reckoned with."
"I didn't want her to know how I felt about her..." she whispered, looking embarrassed.
"But she seduced you anyway."
>> "Oh, just cut the shit already. I mean... really," she
>> said. She set her spoon into the ice cream container and
>> set the container on the coffee table. Then she came
>> back, put one arm back around me and the other touched my
>> bare thigh. The hand behind me, played with my hair. I
>> was shaking I was so excited.
>>
>> "Look at you," she snickered. "I think you look a little
>> nervous. You're so beautiful, too. You're very beautiful."
>>
>> "You think so?" I asked. I loved hearing her say that I
>> was beautiful.
>>
>> "Oh, definitely," she said. Look how beautiful your neck
>> line is." Her left hand rose from my thigh and she gently
>> stroked my neck with her fingertips. I was turning into a
>> complete mess, my body burning with desire for her.
"You wanted her... sexually... you wanted her body... you wanted her touch... you wanted her lips," I said. "Didn't you? Everything about her was turning you on so much. You couldn't admit it, but she was going to make you. First, she made you realize how badly you wanted to kiss her."
"Yes... I wanted to kiss her..." she whispered. "But... but she was a woman..."
>> "Come on... what are you afraid of?" she said. She could
>> obviously feel me shaking. The hand on my neck was moving
>> over my upper chest as well. My pussy was throbbing and I
>> knew my panties were getting soaked.
>>
>> "I'm not scared," I said, trying to be brave. I was
>> feeling so uncomfortable, though. "I'm sorry... maybe we
>> should watch another movie... something less... sexual."
>> I started to get up, to move to the DVD player to stop the
>> movie.
>>
>> "Oh no," she said, holding me in place with both hands.
>> "You're going to stay right here. You're just going to
>> have to let me... oh, you're shaking. Are you a little
>> nervous?" She bent forward and smelled my neck and
>> shoulder, obviously liking the perfume I chose that day.
>> I shivered, feeling uncomfortable with her extreme
>> closeness, but also because it excited me so much.
>>
>> "Oh, you smell really good," she whispered. "I know you
>> want me to kiss you, I can tell."
>>
>> "I um," I said nervously. "You're not a mind reader."
>>
>> She giggled. "No. But I can read your body language and
>> it's telling me you really want me."
>>
>> "Is that what you thi..." I started to say before she
>> suddenly leaned forward and pressed her lips against mine
>> in a kiss. Then one turned into several before she
>> finally leaned back slightly.
"The first kiss was so powerful," I said. "You couldn't deny how good it made you feel. And she kissed you more."
"Her kisses felt so... good..." she whispered.
>> "How'd that feel?" she said, looking right into my eyes.
>> "Are you still going to deny it?" She leaned forward
>> again and licked my lips, licking along the upper lip
>> first, then the lower lip. God, it drove me crazy!
>>
>> "I just... I just don't think this is a good idea," I
>> said, trying to find any excuse to stop this. My head was
>> telling me how wrong it was, but my body was telling me
>> the opposite. And my body was screaming louder!
>>
>> "What are you afraid of?" she asked, stroking my check and
>> jaw. "You know I love you. You know I won't hurt you.
>> So just stop it. Cut the crap."
>>
>> She bent down and kissed and licked my neck before kissing
>> back up my jaw to my lips. This time our kiss was far
>> more passionate and long-lasting. My head was spinning
>> when she finally moved back again.
>>
>> "God, you're so fucking beautiful," she whispered. "And
>> your lips are so soft." She ran her fingers over my lips
>> and I felt a jolt of tingling electricity pass through my
>> body and ignite my clit.
"Then she made you realize how badly you wanted to see her body, to see her naked," I said. "You wanted to see every curve. Not only see her body... but touch it... feel her soft skin with your bare hands. For the first time, you wanted to, and indeed did, touch another woman's body sexually. And it only inflamed your desire for her. You were beginning to feel a change in yourself. You realized that stupid boys didn't matter any more. Only this woman mattered."
"She was so beautiful," she said. "And I'd never been with a woman like this before... I... I touched her... I touched her pussy... I touched another woman's pussy for the first time."
"It changed you, didn't it?" I asked. "You've never looked at a man that way before. But to see her body exposed to you..."
"She made me... touch... her," she whispered.
>> "What a pretty outfit you have on," she said, smiling at
>> me as her fingers toyed with my shirt.
>>
>> "Thank you," I whispered. I was finding it harder and
>> harder to speak.
>>
>> "Tell me," she said, looking at me very seriously but with
>> a little smirk. "Have you ever touched a pussy before?"
>>
>> I was shocked that she even asked me a question like that.
>> Of course I hadn't. I liked guys! "Well... no..."
>>
>> "Would you like to?" she asked, very seriously.
>>
>> "I dunno..." I said. I know I sounded meek and shy. But
>> I didn't know how to respond. She couldn't be serious,
>> right? Straight women don't do things like that.
>> Straight women don't want to do things like that.
>>
>> "Don't be shy. Don't be shy," she said, trying to calm
>> me. "Come 'ere. Why don't you unbutton my shorts."
>>
>> I didn't know what to do or say. I could barely move.
>> She took my hand and brought it towards the button on the
>> front of her shorts. Slowly, she helped me unbutton and
>> unzip them. Opening the front, I saw her frilly white
>> lace panties for the first time.
>>
>> "Here... give me your hand," she said, taking my hand
>> again. She pulled it towards her, put it against her
>> stomach and then slid it down and into her panties. "This
>> is so you can now say you've felt another woman's pussy."
>>
>> Her pussy was so warm and inviting. And so wet. I
>> couldn't believe I was actually doing this. I mean, I'd
>> masturbated a lot, so I knew what my pussy felt like... but
>> this was another woman.
>>
>> "Yes," she said, gasping a little. "Just put a little bit
>> of your finger inside." I did as she asked, and slid my
>> finger in between her labia, touching inside her for the
>> first time. It felt... so good. Her hand was on my arm,
>> holding me in place, encouraging me to play with her pussy
<< even more.
>>
>> "You like that?" she asked. "Mmmm... feel how hot and wet
>> it is."
>>
>> "Yeah," I said, almost too shocked to do anything but
>> follow whatever she wanted.
"And she wanted you to do more than touch her," I said, watching Gabrielle masturbate in her trance, watching her own finger dance inside her panties and nylons. "She really wanted you to taste her, didn't she? She wanted you to want her pussy... fully and completely."
"It was... so embarrassing, but I... I did it," Gabrielle said softly.
>> "Why don't you taste it once?" she asked.
>>
>> "Taste it?" I said, surprised. Was she asking me to lick
>> her like they were doing in the movie or something?
>>
>> "Just do it," she said, pulling my hand free of her
>> panties. "Just stick your finger in your mouth."
>>
>> My finger tips were all wet, but one finger had even more
>> of her juices on it. I swallowed nervously for a moment
>> and then brought it up to my mouth as she watched me.
>> She knew I'd do it. I slid the finger into my mouth and
>> touched it to my tongue, tasting another woman for the
>> first time. It was a different taste... not bad...
>> just... different.
>>
>> "You like that taste?" she asked, smiling at me.
>>
>> "Yes," I whispered, licking her juices off the tip of my
>> other fingers, too.
"Oh, she was just getting started, too. She wanted you to see the rest of her body and you couldn't wait. You wanted to see her naked now."
Gabrielle moaned a little. "I wanted to see her naked..." she whispered.
"Her breasts were magnificent, so womanly," I said. "You were so happy to see and touch them."
>> She smiled at me, knowing how much this was affecting me.
>> "Do you want to see my boobs?"
>>
>> "Yes," I nodded slowly. Seeing her body was what I wanted
>> most right now and I was scared that she wouldn't, that
>> she was just teasing me, that she was going to make fun of
>> me at any minute.
>>
>> "Here, why don't you take my shirt and bra off," she said,
>> lifting her hands in the air to help me. I grabbed the
>> hem of her shirt and lifted it up and over her head, then
>> tossed it aside. She turned slightly to give me access to
>> her back and I reached back and unfastened her bra.
>>
>> "Ok," I said as I looked at her. She was holding her bra
>> to her breasts to keep them concealed from my sight. Then
>> she looked directly at me as she removed her bra and
>> tossed it aside as well. "Oh... wow," I gasped, seeing
>> her naked breasts for the first time. They were...
>> incredible! I could only stare at them. They were so
>> large and full and her nipples were swollen and pointed.
>>
>> "Here," she said, grabbing both of my hands. "Feel 'em."
>> She brought my hands to her breasts and pressed them in,
>> her hands over mine. She manipulated my hands to squeeze
>> her breasts again and again. "You like that?" she asked.
>> I was barely breathing and exhaled, realizing that I'd
>> been holding my breath.
>>
>> I nodded, almost unable to speak. "Yeah." Her breasts
>> were so full, and filled my hands. They were so soft and
>> heavy and her nipples were hard and dug into my palms.
>> She moved my hands around, slipping her nipple between my
>> fingers and lightly pinching them.
"You enjoyed touching her for the first time. It really excited you," I said. "She made you show your body, too. You were shy, but, deep down, you really wanted to do it, didn't you? And she didn't give you an option to escape. She took your shirt and bra off and, even though you were still shy, she was able to give you pleasure playing with your breasts."
"I was so embarrassed," she said, "but she wouldn't take no for an answer. The way she touched me... made me shiver."
>> "Why don't you take your shirt off now?" she asked me.
>>
>> "I... I can't," I said. I was too scared. My body didn't
>> match up to hers in any way. She'd laugh at me.
>>
>> "Aww... you can do it," she said. "I know you can."
>>
>> I shook my head, but she was so insistent. She grabbed
>> the bottom of my shirt and started to pull it up. "Ok,"
>> I said, finally lifting my arms and letting her take it
>> off.
>>
>> "Want me to help you with the bra?" she said, smiling at
>> me. I wasn't wearing a very sexy bra, like she had been.
>> And my breasts were absolutely nothing like hers. I was
>> barely even a B-cup. But she turned me and reached behind
>> me to unfasten my bra... and I couldn't stop her.
>>
>> "Ok," I whispered as I felt it unclasp and felt her pull
>> it off my arms and toss it aside. I covered my breasts
>> with my hands, hiding them from her.
>>
>> "See?" she said. "That wasn't so bad." She looked at me
>> a second then down at my hands. She shook her head.
>> "Let me see 'em. Come on."
>>
>> "I'm embarrassed," I said, blushing, holding my breasts
>> more firmly.
>>
>> "Don't be," she said, grabbing my wrists. She pulled on
>> my arms, helping me pull them away and I put them at my
>> sides. "See, you have beautiful breasts. Look at those
>> nipples."
>>
>> "You like them?" I asked. I was surprised. Her breasts
>> were so incredible and mine didn't compare at all.
>>
>> "I do," she smiled.
"She loved your body," I said. "You could tell from her face and body that she wanted to touch you more, she wanted to taste you. God, you wanted that so badly... but... you were still so shy. You almost laugh thinking about it today."
"I was so nervous I was shaking," she said.
>> "You mind if I lick one?" she asked. I looked back at
>> her, wondering if I heard her correctly. Did she just ask
>> for that? "Here... you'll like it." She grabbed one
>> breast and when she bent down, she lifted the nipple to
>> her mouth. She licked it slowly and softly, causing me to
>> gasp. And when her lips locked around it and she sucked
>> on it, I thought I was going to have an orgasm right then
>> and there.
>>
>> She pulled away far too soon.
>>
>> "That wasn't so bad was it?" she asked, smiling at me.
>> My eyes were half closed and I was breathing rapidly. She
>> knew that I enjoyed it. And she loved teasing me.
>>
>> "No," I whispered. I wasn't even sure if I said it out
>> loud or not.
>>
>> "This one looks jealous," she said, and moved to my other
>> breast, licking and sucking on it like the first. God
>> this was torture! I wanted to scream it felt so good!
>>
>> She kissed up to my neck and then back down to my breasts,
>> keeping her hot breath on my skin the entire time. Her
>> wet tongue was driving me insane.
>>
>> "Oh my God... that feels so good," I said suddenly.
>>
>> She giggled. "You like your nipples played with, don't
>> you?"
>>
>> "Yes," I said, embarrassed.
"And then it became a shared, sexual experience," I said. "Both of you, touching the other to give the other pleasure. It was your biggest step yet to true lesbianism... your biggest step towards your ultimate sexual satisfaction. You'd had sex with a few guys before, and it never was very good at all. All the fumbling, all the guys' desiring nothing more than fulfilling their needs without a second thought to your own. But this... this was different. You were both wanting to give pleasure to the other... unselfish, delicious pleasure."
>> "Why don't you touch mine, too," she suggested.
>>
>> "I don't know how," I said. I didn't. I'd never done
>> such a thing before. Ever.
>>
>> "Just try."
>>
>> I grabbed her breasts and squeezed them, fondling them
>> like she was doing to mine. It was easy enough just to
>> follow her example as she pinched my nipples and pulled
>> them. I did the same thing back and she let out a moan of
>> pleasure.
>>
>> "Should I lick them, too?" I asked, wondering it she'd let
>> me or not. In a way, I was wondering if I was ready for
>> that.
>>
>> "Yeah, let me see what you've got," she said, pulling her
>> shoulders back and thrusting out her breasts. It was a
>> challenge. I held her breast in my hand and leaned
>> forward. Extending my tongue, I touched another woman's
>> breast for the first time. Slowly, I licked her nipple,
>> up and down a few times, then circled her areola.
>>
>> "Oh yeah... suck on them," she giggled. "I want to see
>> you worship my titties."
>>
>> "Oh my God they're so perfect," I said. Her breasts and
>> nipples were covered with my spit as I licked and sucked
>> all over them.
>>
>> "I'm glad you like them," she said. "See, nothing to be
>> shy about."
>>
>> "Did that feel good?" I asked, looked up at her. I hoped
>> I didn't embarrass my self too much.
>>
>> "That felt incredible," she smiled, pulling me up into a
>> kiss.
"She lay beside you, touching your body as she kissed you," I said. "She wanted more than just your breasts, she wanted a lot more. And, before you knew it, she had you completely naked. She touched you. She touched you like no one had ever touched you before. And she gave you the first orgasm you ever received from a woman. From that moment on, you were hooked on women."
>> She lay beside me, kissing me as her hand slid up and down
>> my thigh, lightly scratching it. Then it moved over my
>> shorts and started teasing my clit. God, it was driving me
>> crazy!
>>
>> "Ooh, you're getting excited," she giggled. While looking
>> me in the eyes, she started unfastening my shorts, pushing
>> them down. Then she sat up onto her knees and crawled
>> between my legs, pulling my shorts and panties off.
>> "Don't be shy," she said when she felt me starting to hide
>> my body again. "I won't hurt you."
>>
>> Then she lay back beside me and kissed me, her hand now
>> stroking my bare pussy. Her fingertips stroking my labia,
>> teasingly. "Give me a taste."
>>
>> "What?" I asked. She took my hand in hers and led it down
>> to my pussy. Her hand over mine, she pushed it into my
>> pussy, forcing me to touch myself... forcing me to
>> masturbate. She used her fingers to force one of mine
>> inside me, making me finger myself. Then she pulled my
>> hand away and brought it up to her face.
>>
>> She smelled my fingertips for a moment, smiling dreamily,
>> then slid them into her mouth one at a time. "Mmmmmm,"
>> she moaned softly. "Does that excite you to give me a
>> taste of your pussy?"
>>
>> I was staring at her, so caught up in how erotic it was
>> watching her lick and suck on my fingers. "Yes," I
>> panted, barely able to breathe. That was the most
>> erotic thing I'd ever done in my life.
>>
>> She started kissing me again while her hand moved on my
>> pussy, circling my throbbing clit and sliding two fingers
>> inside me. "Tell me what you like," she whispered.
>>
>> "I like it fast like that," I said as her fingers rapidly
>> slid in an out of my wetness, her palm lightly slapping my
>> clit. "Oh it feels so good."
>>
>> "You like that?" she asked.
>>
>> "Yes," I said, feeling my body quickly moving towards my
>> first lesbian orgasm. "I like... it... so much."
>> Suddenly, without warning, my body erupted. I felt my
>> body trembling, my muscles contracting inside me as I
>> felt searing white hot heat erupting from my pussy. It
>> was... it was... incredible!



"Your orgasm made her want more of you... much more," I said. "She wanted to taste you. You'd been touched to your very core. You felt just how wonderful a woman could make you feel. And now, this woman, this beautiful, sexy woman was going to do more... she was going to make you feel more pleasure than you ever imagined. She teased you with her tongue... and then licked your pussy so wonderfully."
>> She got up and crawled between my legs while I watched. I
>> was giggly, embarrassed and shy, as she lifted one leg in
>> the air and kissed and licked my calf, moving down to my
>> knee.
>>
>> "Look how beautiful you are," she said, kissing further
>> and further down my leg. She lay on her stomach between
>> my thighs, her hot breath on my inner thighs, giving me
>> goosebumps. "Look at you," she said again, looking right
>> at my pussy, her fingers lightly stroking my swollen labia.
>>
>> "Oh God," I whispered as I watched her, feeling helpless,
>> but wanting to feel everything she wanted to give me. She
>> started teasing me, licking my inner thighs and moving
>> closer and closer to my pussy. Then she licked circles
>> around my outer labia. God it was so teasing. "Oh my
>> God... oh fuck!" I panted feeling her tongue touch my clit
>> for the very first time.
>>
>> "Shit! I didn't realize you'd be so good at doing that,"
>> I giggled and moaned.
>>
>> "Yeah?" she said, smiling up at me.
>>
>> "Yes, yes, yes... please," I begged her.
>>
>> "Now I've got you begging, huh?" She closed her eyes and
>> enjoyed me, enjoyed my flavor, enjoyed feeling my lips and
>> clit under her tongue. I was so surprised that a woman
>> would make me feel so good. Then she licked her finger
>> and, before I could even think about it, she slid it into
>> my pussy, fingering me while she licked and sucked on my
>> clit.
>>
>> "Oh my God I'm gonna cum.... I'm gonna fucking cum," I
>> said, breathing hard. She was driving me to another
>> orgasm. I never knew I could cum so much. Guys usually
>> just stopped after the first one. "Yes... keep going...
>> keep going... I'm gonna fucking cum for you."
>>
>> "Yeah?" she asked as her tongue slid quickly over my clit.
>>
>> "Fuck!" I groaned loudly. I prayed no one could hear me.
>> "God yes!"
>>
>> And at that moment, I came again. I watched her tongue
>> swirl on my clit and then her lips sealed around it,
>> sucking on it. And that drove me over the edge. My body
>> trembled again and I felt my pussy gush.
>>
>> I closed my eyes and it seemed like it was forever before
>> my heart calmed down enough to open them again. She'd
>> moved up beside me and started to kiss me lightly again,
>> just barely touching her lips to my cheek and forehead.
>>
>> When I opened my eyes, I wrapped my arms around her and
>> pulled her into a ferociously passionate kiss. I couldn't
>> thank her enough for the pleasure she'd given me. And I
>> couldn't express my love for her enough.
>>
>> "God that felt so good," I whispered between kisses.
"That could have been the end of it, couldn't it?" I asked. "She'd made you cum twice now and you were just lying there, comfortable, so warm and happy, feeling loved. But that wasn't enough for you. She'd given you a hunger, a desire that you now needed to satisfy. You didn't know if she'd let you, but you had to try. You had to taste her pussy. You had to give her an orgasm, too."
>> "I want to try doing it to you?" I blurted out. God I'd
>> be so embarrassed if she said no. I mean... she'd given
>> me pleasure, but was now laying beside me comfortably.
>> She didn't ask or demand anything from me. I wanted to
>> give her everything.
>>
>> "You do?" she said, smiling.
>>
>> "Yeah," I said. I couldn't believe she was saying yes to
>> me.
>>
>> She moved a little and we switched places. She lay down
>> as I got up on my hands and knees and moved down to the
>> other end of the couch. She kicked her leg over so that
>> I was now between her legs. Our eyes met and she smiled.
>>
>> "I uh... I don't know what I'm doing," I said, completely
>> embarrassed but completely turned on.
>>
>> "I'll help you," she said as I lay on my stomach, my
>> mouth just over her pussy. "Just move nice and slow.
>> This is a big step you're taking. Just stop whenever you
>> want."
>>
>> "Ok," I said and started to gently lick her inner thigh
>> like mine, then lightly lick over her labia in a big
>> circle.
>>
>> "Oh yeah, like that," she moaned softly. "Explore my
>> body." Our eyes met and she looked as excited as I was.
>> "You can do anything you want."
>>
>> I nervously licked my lips and then tasted her clit with a
>> long lick. My actions were met with a delicious moan from
>> her, encouraging me. So I licked again and again, trying
>> to mimic what she'd done to me.
>>
>> "Mmm... that feels so good," she moaned again. "Oh yeah.
>> You're doing excellent."
>>
>> "I am?" I asked, unsure of myself, especially in this
>> department. "It feels good?"
>>
>> "It feels wonderful," she said, closing her eyes, enjoying
>> the pleasurable sensations. "Yeah, just like that."
>>
>> I continued to lick her and used my fingers to open her
>> labia. They were already swollen and open a little, but I
>> opened them more and licked at the juicy, pink flesh I'd
>> exposed. I even sucked her labia into my mouth and pulled
>> on them, just as she'd done to me.
>>
>> "Oh yes... just like that," she moaned again. "Go ahead...
>> slide a finger in, too."
>>
>> I slid my finger into my mouth to get it wet, like she had
>> done, and then slid it around her pussy for a moment
>> before sliding it inside. I'd felt inside my own pussy
>> before, but this was the first time I'd really penetrated
>> another woman. And the warm, wet feeling was incredible.
>>
>> "Yeah... there you go... mmhmm," she moaned. I slide my
>> finger in and out, twisting it slightly as I started
>> licking her clit again. "Yes!"
>>
>> "I want to make you cum," I whispered between licks. She
>> didn't even answer me. It was like there was no doubt in
>> her mind I was going to do just that.
>>
>> "Yeah, just like that," she started panting, her hips
>> moving a little in time with my fingering. Each move of
>> her hips slid me in even deeper. "Don't stop... Oh yes!
>> Fuck!"
>>
>> I couldn't believe I was doing this to her, my best
>> friend in the whole wide world. I was touching her... I
>> was licking her pussy... and I was going to make her cum in
>> my mouth. This was more than I ever thought I could do.
>>
>> "Oh, don't stop," she moaned again, grabbing and squeezing
>> her breasts. "Oh... oh yeah... just like that. Yeah...
>> don't stop." She dropped her feet onto the cushions and
>> arched her back up, pushing her pussy towards my mouth
>> even more as if she wanted me to lick and finger her
>> harder and faster. So I did.
>>
>> "Oh God yeah!" she yelled loudly as her body clenched.
>> Her pussy gushed into my mouth and all over my face,
>> practically drowning me. But I licked it up as fast as I
>> could. I wanted all of her.
>>
>> She became too sensitive and gently pushed me away, then
>> made room for me to lay beside her. So I moved up and
>> hugged her and we kissed again.
>>
>> "Oh my God, that was so good," she giggled, coming down
>> from her orgasmic high.
>>
>> "Really?" I asked, smiling hopefully.
>>
>> "Yeah... really." We hugged and kissed more.
"You fell in love that day," I said. The relationship couldn't last long, she was a senior and moved away after graduation, but your love never stopped. And your desire to find a woman that matched her never stopped. You tried other men, other hetero relationships, but nothing worked out at all. None of them gave you the same feeling, the same sense of desire and fulfillment that she gave you."
Gabrielle looked a little sad, sitting in her chair with her eyes closed.
"But now, you think you've found another," I said softly.
"Another?" she asked in a whisper.
"Yes, another woman who could satisfy you like your first love did. A professional woman, an educated woman, a woman who has high standards. A beautiful brunette that you see often and have gotten to know a little. A woman you admire as well as desire."
"Who?" she whispered the question.
I moved close to her so that I could whisper into her ear. "Doctor... Tracy... Garland," I said slowly and softly. My sister and, currently, her therapist. My entire goal was now being realized. Her false memory of an extremely satisfying sapphic relationship with her friend those many years ago would make her exactly who I wanted her to be. "You might be in love with Doctor... Tracy... Garland. She's the ideal woman to you and you find her extremely, sexually attractive. You've been too shy to admit it up to this point, even to yourself. But you see it now, don't you?"
"Doctor... Tracy... Garland," she whispered. "Extremely attractive."
"Yes... yes she is," I said. And at the end of your next session, you'll ask her out on a date. You want to see her... kiss her... touch her... and make love to her. You want to feel her cum with your mouth on her pussy. The ache burns in you because it's been so long since you've had that burning desire quenched."
"When I wake you, you will redress and go home for the day," I said, "forgetting everything but the memory. Tonight you will begin to remember the memory of your college friend and you will dream of Doctor Tracy Garland. You will slowly see her as your desired lover. It will embarrass you. It will be hard for you to admit it. But you will begin to seduce her."
"Seduce her," she whispered.
I smiled. "Gabrielle... wake up," I snapped my fingers. Slowly she opened her eyes and looked around. Then she straightened her clothes.
"I'm sorry, Doctor, I zoned out there for a minute," she said, gathering her things. "Is there anything else you need?"
"No... nothing I need at all Gabrielle," I said, standing up and moving back towards my office. "Have a good weekend."
"Ok. You too," she said, standing. "I'll see you on Monday."
*****
It was almost three weeks to the day when I heard from my sister. She called me at home.
"Hi, Trace, what's up?" I asked.
"Well... interesting things in my social life, that's what's up."
"Oh? What's that?" I tried to play innocent.
"You know that your secretary, Gabrielle, is a client of mine, right?" she asked.
"Yes," I said. "I believe I referred her to you when her last relationship went sour. She was pretty beaten up about it."
"Yes she was," she agreed. "I don't know if I ever thanked you for the referral."
"No problem," I said. "You're the best therapist I know."
"Wow... a compliment," she said. I could almost see her sarcastic smile through the phone. "But there's more to my call. I'm wondering if I have you to thank for one more thing."
"What's that?"
"Well it seems that Gabrielle has taken a sudden... interest... in me."
"An interest?"
"Not to put it too bluntly, but she's... trying to seduce me."
"Oh... and you think...?" I asked.
"Well, as of yesterday she's no longer a client of mine," she said.
I wasn't sure how to take that. Did she reject her advances and drop her because of them? "Am I sorry to hear that?" I asked.
"I doubt it... we're going out to dinner tonight," she said.
"I guess I'm glad she's no longer a client, then," I said. "It sounds like you might have met someone special."
"Something like that," she laughed. "I thought you might like to know that. And if you did have something to do with it, then I guess I would thank you. Although how you did it might scare me."
"I'm just happy to hear you're happy sis," I said. "Go out and have a great time. You need it."
"I'll do that. Bye Vince."
"Bye Trace. Let me know how it goes."
"I'm sure you'll have Gabrielle give you all the fun details," she said before hanging up.
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Therapist: Memory Maker - Part 5
I was driving to the Foster house just before 8:00pm and found myself reflecting back on what I'd been doing to the pair. They'd come to see me about three months ago about a marriage problem they were having. Jake was having a difficult time having sex with his wife and Emmanuelle was getting frustrated. She'd tried so many things to attract him, to get him excited, but nothing seemed to work. I worked with both of them together for a time and then with them individually in an attempt to determine and find a way to best fix the problem.
Well, I have to admit, my determination and my fix weren't exactly what they were looking for. I had used my hypnosis therapy to... well... change them a little. I changed Jake into a cuck, a man who couldn't or wouldn't be able to have sex with his wife but got off watching her have sex with others. And I changed Emmanuelle into having a strong desire for an alpha man with a big cock.
My methods were fun, at least for me. Over our sessions, I implanted false memories into their heads, using them to help me. While I guided the general memory, I allowed them to fill in the details in order to make it stronger and more realistic to them. I used these false memories in my manipulation of why they were who they were and who I wanted them to become.
Finally, I convinced both of them that the solution to their marital problem was to have an extremely trustworthy alpha male have sex with Emmanuelle, a man with no desire to steal her from Jake. The man would be giving them what they both desire... even if I created those desires. It would solve both of their problems while keeping their marriage secure. I had no desire to steal Emmanuelle from Jake... I just wanted to borrow her for sex from time to time. And if they were happier for it, so much the better.
I pulled into their driveway just before 8:00pm and took a quick look at their house and their neighborhood. I never did investigate what they did for a living, but they lived in a modest, two-story home, probably with four bedrooms and several bathrooms. And the lot looked to be a good, quarter-acre size... perfect for a suburban home.
I was wearing a suit and tie as I walked up to the front door and rang the bell. This was going to be an important dinner for all of us and I felt a more dignified dress was appropriate.
When the door opened, I was greeted by Emmanuelle and she looked ravishing. She'd worn a red dress that was off her shoulders, showing an ample amount of cleavage. It hugged her curves wonderfully and fell to about mid-thigh. Her legs were wonderfully encased in black stockings and ended in a pair of red, high-heeled shoes that made her legs look impossibly long. Her hair and makeup were perfect. She was certainly a good-looking woman.
"Dr. Garland, it's so good of you to join us," she gushed as she stood back to allow me to enter. Then she closed the door behind me.
The inside of their house was as wonderful as the outside, looking warm and inviting. They seemed to have a really nice life together.
"Please, call me Vince tonight," I said, smiling at her. "Or Sir." I laughed and she giggled. "Doctor Garland is far too... formal."
She nodded, smiling. "Vince."
"You have a beautiful home," I said, my gaze moving around the living room where I stood.
She smiled. "Thank you. It's a wonderful neighborhood." She moved a little closer to me, getting into my personal space. "I really appreciate you coming tonight." She was almost panting with need. "I, um, hope it wasn't an imposition."
"No, not at all. It is a little out of the ordinary, though, being your therapist and all."
"I... um, we... understand that," she said, sliding her hand over the lapel of my jacket. "We don't mean to make things difficult. We just wanted to thank you for all you've done for us. Please, come and have a seat in the dining room. Can I get you a drink?"
"Yeah, that would be perfect. Scotch?"
She smiled, as if that confirmed my alpha status to her. "Certainly."
She disappeared into the kitchen momentarily while I sat at the dining room table. It was wonderfully decorated for the three of us as a special meal... with what was probably their best China and silverware. A moment later, she came back with a glass of Scotch and handed it to me, then waited as I took a sip and nodded my appreciation.
She licked her lips as she sat in the seat next to me, facing me. "So... tell me about yourself. You've heard all about us over these months but we really know little about... you."
I smiled. "Well, you wouldn't normally learn about the private life of your therapist," I said. "That's usually crossing a line. But, outside of work, I like to read... and go to the theater. I go to the gym several days a week and teach martial arts as a little hobby."
"Really!" she smiled, putting her hand on mine and slightly rubbing it. I could tell she was getting physically excited. "I wouldn't have guessed you were into so many... physical... activities."
"Well, you have to exercise both the body and the mind to be well-rounded and healthy. Don't you think?" I asked.
"Oh, I agree completely," she smiled, seductively, breathing a little harder. "Well rounded men are so... sexy."
"The steaks are almost ready, I think," Jake said from the kitchen archway. "Hi Doctor Garland!"
"Jake! Hi. Please call me Vince," I said smiling at him, standing and shaking his hand. As I sat down, I took another sip of my Scotch. "You're grilling? Nice!"
"Well, he thinks he is at least," Emmanuelle laughed. "He's just minding it while I'm in here with you."
I nodded, but didn't say anything. I didn't want to cause any kind of argument between them, but it was evident that Emmanuelle wasn't happy that Jake couldn't grill. In her mind, real men grilled.
"Please excuse me," she said, standing. "Let me go check on dinner." She slipped outside to check on the grill while Jake stood there.
"So..." Jake said, obviously not knowing what to say.
"You have a beautiful house, Jake," I said.
He nodded, looking a little embarrassed. "Thanks."
"What is it you do again?"
"I'm a professor in the sociology department at the college."
I nodded. "That's interesting. So our jobs aren't that different, I suppose," I laughed. "Maybe I go deeper into the individual."
"I guess that's true," he laughed, nodding. "I deal more with societies as a whole."
"So what do you like to do with yourself when you're not working?" I asked, taking another sip. My glass was almost empty, so I hoped one of them would get me another.
"Oh... I read... I paint a bit," he said, thinking. "And I write a bit of poetry... really amateur stuff, really."
I nodded. "Very nice."
"Ok... the steaks are ready!" Emmanuelle cheered as she entered the dining room with the steaming hot platter of meat in her hands. She set the plate on the table as Jake sat down at the head of the table, where Emmanuelle had previously sat, and Emmanuelle sat across from me.
"Oh... your glass is empty," she said nervously when she saw my glass and immediately stood again. She grabbed my glass. "Oh my gosh, Jake, why didn't you see this! Let me get you another." She looked at Jake sternly, then quickly moved into the kitchen. She was back in a moment, giggling a little as she handed it to me, then sat back down.
She quickly served dinner to her and myself, a steak, baked potato, and broccoli. For Jake, she brought out a salad with tofu mixed in. They mentioned that he couldn't stomach eating meat and was a strict vegetarian. I was ready for a nice, delicious meal, and she came through with flying colors.
We made a lot more small talk during dinner and, at one point, I felt Emmanuelle's foot on my calf. Her high-heeled foot was stroking my leg as we talked. I could feel my cock getting harder at the thought of what was happening... and what I knew was to come.
They were both a study in personalities themselves. Throughout dinner, Jake seemed subdued, listening, but not talking much. He seemed to want to just go with the flow. Emmanuelle, for her part, was flirtatious, caressing my thigh, giggling at my jokes, and looking at me and smiling every chance she got. I was the center of her world.
When dinner was over, Emmanuelle rushed to clean the table as Jake and I just sat back to absorb the delicious food.
"That was delicious. Thank you," I said.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it," Jake smiled and Emmanuelle came back in the room.
"Any dessert?" she asked. "I made a wonderful cheesecake."
"Not quite now," I said. "I'm good for the moment."
We sat in awkward silence for a moment as Emmanuelle just stood in the archway to the kitchen. Finally, when it seemed she couldn't take it any more, she spoke.
"We, uh, have something we want to ask of you," she said nervously, wringing her hands.
I looked at both her and Jake. "Sure." I said cheerfully.
"Go ahead Jake... ask him," Emmanuelle said, tapping Jake on the shoulder.
"It's a little awkward," he started. "But... um... my wife and I were wondering..." He stopped suddenly, as if his nerve had broken and he was too embarrassed to ask it. He looked up at Emmanuelle.
"Oh my gosh!" she said, not pleased at all with his shyness. "We were wondering if you'd... you know... stay a while longer... and maybe... be with me." She smiled shyly, but didn't blush. She looked anxious and excited.
"What do you mean... be with you?" I asked, almost teasingly. I knew what she meant but I wanted her to say it. I truly wanted Jake to ask me to do it.
"We want you to... make love to me," she said finally, letting a huge weight off her shoulders.
"You want me to... fuck... you?" I asked, continuing to tease them.
Emmanuelle was the first to nod her head, first slowly, then a little excitedly, as if this was the one thing she wanted most in the world.
"Is... is that what you want, Jake? Really?"
Jake nodded, although slowly and looking down. He was a lot more embarrassed about it than she was.
"Any real man would want you, Emmanuelle," I said to Emmanuelle, taking a subtle jab at Jake. "You are incredibly beautiful and sexy. A real man would fuck you until you can't walk straight. But... you're married. In order to keep your marriage bond sacred, I really need to know that this is what you both want. Jake?"
"It is," he said softly.
"No... I really need to you to ask me... specifically... ask me what you want me to do."
"I want you to stay a while... and... um..." he said, stumbling over his words.
"Be specific," I said, looking directly at him, meeting and holding his gaze. "What do you want me to do?"
"I want you to fuck my wife," he mumbled, and looked shyly to the ground.
"I'm not sure I heard you right, Jake. What did you ask me?" I teased again.
He looked at me and held my eyes for a little longer. "I want you to fuck my wife."
"I see," I nodded. "You both have certainly asked fully." I sat for a moment as if pondering my answer. "You do know that for me to do this, that you can no longer be my patients. We would simply be... friends."
They both nodded, with Emmanuelle nodding and smiling, showing me she really wanted a yes answer.
"Well, then... my answer is yes," I said and they both let out a breath as if they were holding it, unsure of what I'd say. "I would like to start by seeing more of you, Emmanuelle. Come here... stand in front of me. Right here," I said, pointing to the spot in front of me between me and the table.
Giddy and giggling, Emmanuelle walked over to me, slid between me and the table, and stood there, looking down at me.
"I, uh... should I go?" Jake asked, looking embarrassed again. But I could tell he was getting excited. He was enjoying watching me with his wife.
"No... stay right there," I said. "I want you to watch this. I want you to learn from this." He nodded as I turned my attention to Emmanuelle. "You're very beautiful," I said, touching her leg and stroking it. "Did you wear this for me?"
She nodded, licking her lips excitedly. "Yes," she whispered. "All of it."
"I approve. Pull the top down," I ordered. "Show me your tits."
She smiled and nodded, her hands moving to her back to unzip the dress. Then she slowly slid it down her arms and pushed it down and off her breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra and her breasts were nice. They were B-cups, I guessed, with hard, pointed, little nipples.
"She has nice tits, doesn't she Jake?" I asked him, not looking at him. My eyes were focused on her breasts instead as I sat forward, moving closer to her.
"Yes," he whispered.
I looked up at her and touched my lips. She leaned down and kissed me for the first time. Her hands grabbed my shoulders as mine went to hold her head in place. Our kisses grew more and more passionate, more and more insistent, and when I pulled back, she was breathless. She smiled and licked her lips, this first touch exciting her so much. I ran my hands down her neck to her chest, each moving towards one of her breasts. I circled her nipples with my fingertips and lightly tugged on them, making Emmanuelle moan and squirm a little.
"You have very nice breasts," I said, taking ahold of them in my hands and squeezing them. Then I leaned forward and licked one, circling it with the tip of my tongue.
"Oh my gosh," Emmanuelle moaned, cradling my head with one of her hands. "That feels so good."
I kissed it, licked it a little more firmly, then sucked it into my mouth. She was panting excitedly above me, extremely excited. I could smell her pussy getting wetter.
"Sit on the table," I said. "I want to watch you play with yourself and entice me."
Emmanuelle smiled as she moved back and slid up onto the table. She reached up and grabbed her own breasts, squeezing them and playing with her nipples. "I just want to feel a strong man's touch," she said. As she looked at me, she pulled her dress up a little, opened her legs as she leaned back, and exposed her panty-covered pussy to my waiting gaze.
She slid a hand over her pussy, over her sexy, black panties. I could tell they were wet as she pushed the material into her pussy. Then she grabbed the material with both hands and pulled it so that it slid between her labia and moved up into her wetness. She hooked her fingers in the material and pulled them aside, then licked her fingers and touched her pussy again, this time directly on her wet flesh.
"Mmhmm," she moaned softly. "That feels so good. I'd love to have someone kiss my pussy." She circled her fingertip over her clit, slowly and softly. "Oh yeah... right there... Mmm." She hooked her thumbs into her dress and pushed it down, then worked it under her ass, taking it completely off along with her panties.
After she tossed her dress to the floor, her panties still in her hand, she slowly lay back again and slid her fingers of one hand and her panties with the other over her pussy, sliding the material into her wetness. "I love to rub my pussy and get my scent all over my panties. Mmhmm... get my juices all over them."
She lifted them for me and I leaned forward to smell them. She smelled so good... so wonderfully perfect and it aroused me even more.
"Mmm... such a sweet pussy," I said.
With a quick flick of her hand, then, she tossed them to her husband, who caught them and put them to his nose. He closed his eyes as he smelled them, as if this was the best thing ever for him. She used both hands, her fingers on the flesh on both sides of her pussy and pulled, opening her pussy, exposing her pink inner flesh to me.
"You like when I stretch my pussy open like this for you?" she whispered.
"Mmm... definitely," I smiled.
Her fingers started sliding over her clit, and then pulled her hood open. She quickly licked the tip of her middle finger and used just that fingertip to circle her exposed clit, panting as she did. "I'm going to cum fast," she smiled and then pulled her finger away. "I better slow down." She grabbed her pussy with one hand, gathering all the flesh between her thumb and index finger and squeezed. "Such a fat, meaty pussy... You can do anything you want to my pussy. It's so hungry... just abuse it and stretch it out."
She quickly went back to the one finger circling her exposed clit again. "But this is my favorite part..." she giggled and moaned as she raced towards an orgasm. "Mmhmm," she panted, circling her clit rapidly. "Oh my gosh... Oh yeah. Oh, yes, yes, yes... mmhmm. Oh my gosh! That's my sweet spot right there."
She moaned, closing her eyes for a moment, but then looking at me again with an almost desperate look. She didn't want to use her fingers any more. She wanted dick. My dick.
"Uh huh... Oh fuck... I'm getting so wet," she panted. "Just anticipating your cock. Oh my gosh. Oh... right there... yeah... Uh huh... oh... oh."
I stood and grabbed both of her wrists, pulling her hands away from her pussy before she could have an orgasm. She groaned loudly in protest.
"Let's get this party started, then." I pulled my suit jacket off and lay it over the back of the chair next to me, then started working on my shirt and tie. Quickly, Emmanuelle dropped to the floor in front of me and started unfastening my belt and pants.
She took one hand and grabbed my cock through my slacks, slowly jacking it as she stared at it, smiling appreciatively. She looked up at me, smiling deviously. "Oh, that feels so fucking good. You have no idea how badly I need this."
I was unbuttoning my shirt as she slid my pants from one foot, then the other, folding them neatly and laying them up on the chair with my jacket.
"I'm always so horny and all Jake can do is watch me get myself off," she said. "He's almost useless."
"I provide for you," he whined from his chair at the head of the table.
"What do you provide for me?" Emmanuelle said angrily, looking at him. "Cause it's not dick. I am not satisfied and I fucking need you to know how much I love dick. Do you understand? So, just watch. That's what you're going to fucking do today. Maybe you'll learn a few tips. And if you finally learn something, maybe then... maybe... I'll give you some pussy."
She hooked her fingers in my boxers and pulled them down, letting my mostly-hard cock bounce free right in front of her face. An inch closer and it would have probably hit her right on the nose. "Oh wow! Look Jake... he's hard already. Why does it take forever to get your dick hard? And look how big his cock is!"
She grabbed my cock with one hand and then the other to show that it took both hands to cover my length. "Oh, you will never... ever... even hope to add up. And he's not even fully hard yet."
She licked my shaft as I stood watching, kissing it and treating it so lovingly. She wiped it over and around her face, just wanting to feel it on her skin.
She took a hold of it and slid her mouth over the head and sucked as she slowly stroked my shaft. "I feel so starved for a real man's cock." She stroked the shaft as she looked at Jake. "Are you still watching?" Without even waiting for an answer, she slid me in deep, taking my cock into the back of her throat. "Mmm...
I know you can't stop watching me... as humiliating as it is. Do you have any idea how awesome it is for me to have my hands wrapped around a perfect, perfect cock like this? My lips wrapping around a real man's cock."
"How does that make you feel, Jake?" I asked in my therapist voice, looking at him for only a second. He'd unfastened his pants and was stroking himself, his eyes glued on us. It was as if what we were doing was only exciting him more.
"And it's so big it makes me cry when I try to shove it down my throat," she said, wiping her watery eyes with the back of her hands.
"Mmm... mmhmm," I moaned, watching and feeling her hot, wet mouth take my cock inside again and again. "I think you've got a lot to learn, Jake. Pay attention. You see that? I bet you wish you had her lips around your dick like that. She is so fucking eager."



Emmanuelle was slurping and sucking on my cock, taking me deep again and again, spitting on my shaft as she coughed. She was driving my cock almost as deep as she could, and there was still more to go.
"Oh, fuck!" I moaned. "Yes! God she's good."
"Watch Jake," she said. "Fucking watch. Are you watching?"
"I know you don't get this treatment from her," I said, smiling at him.
"I need more... I'm a fucking whore for cocks like this, Jake," she panted. "Oh fuck. Are you watching and taking notes? Oh fuck! Oh my goodness that feels so fucking good."
"You love my hard dick in your mouth?" I asked, looking down at Emmanuelle. She was really drooling all over my shaft now, trying to shove it all into her mouth.
"I fucking love it." She slid it in as deep as possible, coughing and gagging, as it entered her throat. But her mouth was still two inches away from my pubes.
I laughed. "She can't even fit it all in her mouth."
"This is a nice change of pace," she laughed as well, pulling it free and coughing, spitting on the head. "Struggling to make it fit down my throat. Jake's cock doesn't even hit my throat. Oh, let me do it again." She slid me in deep again, coughing and gagging, trying desperately to get all of my cock inside her mouth. When she pulled out again, she coughed and spit, saliva dripping from her chin and my cock.
"Oh, that's fucking sloppy," I smiled. I grabbed her head with both hands, holding it in place as I fucked her mouth, pushing deep with each slow thrust. ""Oh... oh yeah... just like that."
"Oh shit!" she said when I pulled out for a second. "Fuck my face! Are you gonna fucking watch him use me Jake? Go on, use my fucking mouth. Use me right in front of him."
I continued, enjoying how my cock slid through her buttery, hot mouth. I fucked more rapidly now, my balls slapping against her chin. But she took it. She held my ass in her hands and tried pulling me deeper with each thrust.
She coughed hard when I finally pulled out again to give her a breath. "You see how I can't fucking breath with his cock in my mouth?" she spat at Jake. "That's how I fucking like it. I like it when my mouth's so full of man meat I can't fucking breath."
I stepped back a second, making her look up at me, making her wonder if she did something wrong. That look of desperation, of fear on her face was precious. She thought I might take my cock away from her and that scared her. I had so much power over her.
"I need that fucking pussy," I said. "Where's your bedroom? I want to fuck you in the same bed you both sleep in... in the same bed he tries and fails to fuck you in."
"It's... it's upstairs," Emmanuelle said, excitedly, standing quickly. She was smiling and breathing hard. I could tell how much she wanted to fuck me, how badly she needed to fuck me. She took my hand and led me towards the staircase. "This way. Jake, bring up some bottled water. We're gonna need it."
"Ok," he said weakly, as if he were insignificant.
She led me, a step ahead of me, as we slowly walked up the stairs, then down the hallway. Their bedroom was nice, with a big queen-sized bed on one wall, and dressers against two others. There was what appeared to be a closet door and a door that led to the master bathroom.
Emmanuelle slid onto the bed and knelt there, waiting for me to join her. As I crawled onto the bed, she backed away a little, giving me room. We kissed for a moment, our tongues battling as she pressed her body against me.
We heard Jake walk into the room and sit on the ground beside the bed. Emmanuelle giggled at him as we continued kissing, then I pulled back and smiled down at him. He looked so frail and lost as he set the bottles of water on the floor beside him, just waiting for us to request them. "Lay on your back, Emmanuelle," I told her as I turned my attention back to her.
"Like this?" she asked, putting some pillows under her head and spreading her legs wide.
"Oh yeah," I smiled. "That's perfect." I crawled between her legs as she watched me, my hard cock swaying beneath me. I slid my cock against her pussy, sliding it up and back for a moment, making her moan in anticipation before putting it at her entrance and pushing inside. Her pussy was so wet and ready that I easily entered, but I felt her pussy squeezing my shaft as it stretched her.
"Oh fuck," she moaned, closing her eyes a moment, her head turning from side to side as I pushed deeper and deeper into her. "Oh shit! Oh fuck yeah!"
I started sliding in and out, fucking her slowly as she panted below me. "You see how I make her scream?" I asked Jake, rhetorically.
"That's how I like it... that's how I fucking like it," Emmanuelle moaned, panting below me as my cock thrust deep inside her. "Oh shit!"
"You wish you could do this to her, don't you?" I asked Jake as he watched, masturbating while his wife moaned excitedly from a new, much bigger cock. "You wish you could fuck her just like this."
"But he can't," Emmanuelle moaned. "You're so fucking big! Oh my God! Your dick is so fucking good. Fuck me! Fuck me right in front of my husband! Oh I fucking like it!"
"Tell us you fucking like it, too," I said to Jake, looking at him as my hips thrust rapidly.
"I... I like it," he said, astonished at how his wife was acting. He'd never seen her so engaged in sex before. Her language and the way her body was moving with pleasure was so different than he'd ever seen.
"Tell... me... you like to watch me fuck your wife," I said, grinning. I knew that my humiliation of him would only excite him more. That was the beauty in what I did to them, how I changed them through my hypnosis and fake memory implantation. She got off getting fucked by my dick and he got off watching me do it.
"I fucking like watching you fuck my wife," he said, his hand moving rapidly up and down his shaft.
"Oh shit!" Emmanuelle suddenly moaned. I grabbed her legs and held them tight so that I could push in deeper and fuck her even faster. The bed was squeaking, the headboard starting to bang into the wall. "You're so fucking deep! Oh my goodness! Just keep fucking using my needy pussy."
I smiled down at her as I bent forward and put my hands on the bed beside her shoulders. Her legs were trapped over my arms and were now on my chest, bending her in half. "Your pussy loves my big dick."
"Oh my goodness!" she wailed, closing her eyes. "What the fuck are you doing to me? Oh shiiiiiiiiiit!"
I felt the gush of her wetness and the spasming of her entire body as she came for the first time. From her reaction is was probably one of the biggest orgasms she'd ever had, too. I slowed my thrusting as her pussy rhythmically clenched my cock tightly.
"Oh shit!" she yelled, smiling up at me, her eyes blinking rapidly, her mouth open, as the pleasure overwhelmed her brain. "Oh my... fucking goodness! Yes! Is this... is this what a real man's dick feels like inside of me? Oh fuck yes!"
I grabbed her breasts and squeezed them, teasing her hard nipples, rolling them between my fingers as she mewled below me. I pulled out of her and sat back, freeing her legs.
"This is a real man's dick. Turn over," I said, "and get your ass in the air. Look your husband right in the eyes as I'm fucking that tight pussy from behind."
She quickly complied, getting up onto all fours and spreading her knees wide. She looked at Jake as he sat on the floor by the bed. He'd taken his pants and shirt completely off and sat naked, jerking his cock.
"That's something you've never given me," she chastised Jake, her body still shaking from her orgasm. "That's what it fucking looks like. And that's what it sounds like out of my mouth! What a fucking incredible dick!"
Then she dropped her face and shoulders to the bedspread as I moved behind her. I grabbed her hips firmly and pushed into her again, immediately fucking her.
"Oh shit!" she yelled as I pushed deep inside her once more. "Oh my goodness... his dick is... so good. So much better... than yours. And he's... just fucking... pounding... it into me... Oh fuck! What the fuck are you doing to me? Yes!" She could barely even talk as the pleasure rose even more quickly this time, almost immediately threatening another orgasm.
"Who's pussy is this?" I asked, slapping her ass.
"It's yours... it's your fucking pussy... not my husband's," she panted loudly, grabbing the bedspread tightly in her fists. "He can never fucking use it ever again. He can't do anything with it. It's yours, it's yours, it's yours!"
I pounded into her, slapping my hips into her glorious ass with each thrust, pulling her ass back towards me with my hands. She alternately pounded the bed with her fists or grabbed and pulled the bedspread as wave after wave of pleasure rolled over her body.
"Oh my goodness!" she wailed. "What the fuck! Treat me like the fucking slut I am for you. Oh shit! Treat me like a good fucking slut!"
"Yeah... that's my pussy... I wanna pound this fucking pussy raw," I grunted.
"Pound your little fucking pussy!" she wailed. "I just want to take it all! Show Jake what I like. Show him what I fucking like! Oh yes!"
I smiled down at Jake who had cum once himself, his semen sprayed onto his stomach, and was still stroking his shaft, ready to cum again. "Watching close?" I asked him.
He nodded without saying a word, so caught up in his wife's reaction to my pounding.
"You better fucking take notes, 'cause I'm gonna fucking need this again and again," Emmanuelle wailed. "Oh shit!"
"When you need a good fucking, you know where you need to go," I said, slapping her ass again.
"Mmhmm... I'm gonna get it from you," she said, looking back at me. "Always from you and this wonderful dick. My husband can only watch. Oh yes, fucking use me! Oh shit! Oh, look at all that dick. Watch it slide so deep inside me, Jake."
I kept pounding into her as she reached underneath herself with one hand and started playing with her clit, my balls slapping against her hand again and again. Occasionally she opened her fingers and gently captured and squeezed my balls as they retreated.
"What the fuck!" she moaned, then looked down at Jake. "Oh yeah! Take a good look, Jake. This is what you don't do to me. Do you see what it looks like when I get a big dick? When I actually get fucked and feel pleasure?" She closed her eyes and moaned loudly. "Oh shit! Fuck!"
"You're so fucking wet," I said, her juices dripping out of her, some running down my legs.
"Oh, I'm nice and fucking wet," she said looking back at me over her shoulder. "You make me so fucking wet just thinking about you. This is what it's supposed to be like. This is what dick is supposed to be like."
God her pussy felt so good! It squeezed my cock perfectly, but it was buttery smooth to fuck. I slid in and out of her, slapping my hips into her ass again and again, then slowed down to fuck her slowly. I slammed into her, then withdrew slowly, inch by inch, letting her feel my length.
"What the fuck!" she moaned again. "Give me more... give me fucking more. Yes!"
"Oh yeah!" I groaned, feeling the pleasure in my cock as her body quivered below me. I knew she was getting close to cumming again. She was such the perfect fuck.
"You just keep fucking doing that," she moaned. "I'm gonna cum on your fucking dick again." She swirled her fingertips over her clit, trying to drive her orgasm on her own terms.
"Watch closely, Jake... she's gonna cum again," I said, smiling down at him. "I'm gonna make her cum again."
"Fucking watch me cum, Jake," she yelled at him. "You've never seen me cum once, let alone... twice. Yes! Oh yes! I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
Her body convulsed as she came, her legs thrusting backwards hard, making her hips fall to the bed and pushing me out of her. She was trembling, her pussy gushing her girl cum all over the bedspread as her fist pounded on the bed.
I let her lay there for a moment, panting, her body so sensitive from her second orgasm of the night. But I wasn't going to stop until I had my orgasm and it was coming soon. I crawled off the bed and stood beside Jake.
"Turn around and sit back against the bed," I told him, his cock deflating after his second orgasm. He scooted on his butt to the location I indicated and leaned back against the side of the bed.
Then I turned my attention to Emmanuelle. "Stand up here, facing the bed," I said, helping her get up. "Now bend over and put your hands on the bed." She did as I instructed and I put my hands on her hips to move her into the exact position I wanted. She was bent over her husband, her tits swaying around and against his face. I moved her legs a little wider with my feet and then held on to her hips as the head of my cock searched for her pussy once again.
"You see how many times he made me cum already?" Emmanuelle said to her husband. Jake had turned his face up and had captured a nipple with his lips and he was sucking on it. "More than you ever have in your life! You take notes... you watch and take fucking notes. This is a real dick taking real control of my pussy. That's what dick looks like."
I pushed into her pussy once again and she immediately moaned. I pushed in deep and ground my hips against her ass for a moment.
"And that's what a real dick fucking feels like!" Emmanuelle moaned.
When I started fucking her it was fast and hard. I needed to cum this time. My balls were boiling and I was tired of fooling around. This was going to be it. My hips slammed into her ass and she had to use her hands to keep from toppling over.
"Oh my goodness, what the fuck are you doing to me?" she yelled.
"I'm fucking you," I said loudly. "I'm fucking the shit out of you."
"Oh my God I needed this," she moaned. "I fucking needed this. Just watch his fucking big dick ram inside my hole, Jake. Oh shit! Oh my goodness! Tell me you fucking like watching him make me cum, Jake."
"I like... I like watching him make you cum," Jake said softly. I could barely hear him over Emmanuelle's wailing and moaning. She was definitely going to cum again soon. It was going to be a race between us.
"Yes you do... oh, yes you do," she panted at Jake. "Yes, yes, yes... oh fuck! I love this! More fucking dick! I'm getting fucked like I've never been fucked before and I love it!" she yelled loudly.
I could feel my balls swelling, feel the pleasure growing rapidly in my gut, getting my body ready to spew so much cum into her wet pussy. And there was nothing that was going to stop me. I could feel her body shaking below me, felt her hips wanting to drop as her legs were starting to give out in her pleasure.
"Just like that!" she yelled excitedly. "Yes! Just like that! This is so fucking good! My husband never fucked me like this. What the fuck are you doing to me?
"Oh shit!" I groaned. "I'm gonna cum! Oh, your pussy is going to be so full of my cum."
"Yeah, do it!" she cheered, trying to hold off her own orgasm, trying to stay in position to accept my seed. "Cum fucking hard. Cum in me so fucking hard. I want you to fill me all up with it."
I was grunting with almost every thrust into her, my hips slapping against her again and again. "Uh... uh... oh fuck!" And then it felt like a damn burst and my body poured out of me in spray after spray of cum. I held my position, holding her hips tightly, holding my cock completely buried inside her.
"Oh yeah," Emmanuelle panted, feeling my cum fill her pussy full. When I pulled my cock out, a lot of cum dribbled out with it, oozing down her legs. "Oh... oh my God! So much cum!"
"Fuck!" I yelled as I stepped away from the bed. Emmanuelle had fallen forward onto the bed, breathing hard, her pussy just over Jake's head. He sat up on his knees and turned towards her, watching my cum ooze out of her.
"You ok?" I asked her, making sure.
"Yeah," she whispered. "That's how I need to be fucked. I need this again and again cause that was so fucking good."
"I think that can be arranged," I said, opening a couple dresser drawers until I found one with Jake's t-shirts inside. I pulled one out and used it to clean off my cock. "How about next Friday... same time."
"I would really like that," Emmanuelle whispered, turning over to lay on her back. She slid a hand down between her legs and played with my cum that was smeared all over her pussy. She brought some to her mouth for a taste and giggled. "Damn, that's a lot of cum."
"You know, Jake, being the husband and all... it's your job to clean her up," I said.
Emmanuelle's eyes sparkled with a renewed energy. "Come here," she ordered Jake, grabbing a fistful of his hair. "Right there. Get your face down right there." She moved him so that his face was right at her pussy, only an inch away. He looked up at her, scared and nervous. I guessed that she'd never been so domineering of him as much as she was right now and he didn't know what to do about it.
"Stick your tongue out like a good little fucking bitch," she spat and watched as his tongue slid out between his lips. Then she pulled his face into her pussy, sliding it all around. He had obviously hoped she'd only use his mouth, but he was wrong. She was going to use his entire face to wipe her pussy clean. "I'm gonna make him clean me up. I'm gonna make him clean me all up."
I smiled and laughed. It had been an incredible night. I walked downstairs and got dressed, then let myself out and drove home.
Sometimes to save a marriage... you have to reshape it a bit, change things up. Jake and Emmanuelle were going to have the best marriage they ever hoped for. It just took a little... memory management.
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Pool Bet
I took a moment, relaxing, calming myself. At first the sounds of the bar were loud and distracting, but in my concentration I tuned it all out. It was me, the table, and the ball. I could see the shot, the lines, the angle. I would have to bank the cue ball just right to make it, but I felt confident. I pulled back the cue-stick and thrust it forward, smacking it just a little off center, causing it to rotate and spin slightly.
The cue ball struck the cushion and spun off at a weird angle, careening towards the eight ball. I watched it, hoping, almost praying, until it hit it and knocked it into the pocket. And I let out a breath of relief.
"DAMN IT! Ok, ok," my opponent said, shaking his head in disbelief. "Nice shot. So that's thirty bucks."
I stood there surveying the two balls he still had left on the table. That was two games won. Normally I just play for fun, but tonight I felt good and this guy wanted to add a little something to sweeten the pot. I figured ten bucks wouldn't be a big deal, then he upped the stakes in the second game. Now he was debating the third game.
He was over at his high-top table, talking to his girlfriend. I could tell he wasn't happy about losing to me and was desperately wanting to walk out with his ego intact. She just wanted to leave.
"Hey," he yelled. "One more."
I nodded my head. "Ok. How much?"
He felt in his pockets, obviously coming up empty. Looking around nervously, I could see the decision cross his face. With worry in his voice he said, "I win, the debt's cleared. You win... you can... you can take her home." He indicated his stunned girlfriend with his thumb.
"What? You fucker! I'm not some whore you can sell off!" she yelled.
He grabbed her arm and ushered her back to the table. "Shut up bitch. Do what I tell you or I'm gonna hit you." He raised his hand threateningly and she withdrew.
She cowered back, still fuming, but keeping her mouth shut. I told myself I'd have to win this one, even if it only gets her away from him for a little while. I looked her over, evaluating her. She was wearing a loose top, with two buttons in front and a plunging neckline highlighting her large, D-cup breasts. It was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra. She also wore a short jean skirt that showed off her long, tan legs with high-heeled shoes. I guessed she was a stripper at another bar around town.
I moved to the head of the table while he racked the balls. Setting the cue ball off on the left side of the table, I took aim and struck it hard, sending it spinning and crashing into the head of the rack. The balls divided and crashed around the table with three going into pockets. With two solids being sunk, I then took aim at a third, slicing it into the side pocket. I took out two more before I was unable to make another due to the ball placement. I had two left and then the eight ball.
He was able to deftly sink in three of his before he missed a long shot to the corner by less than an inch. The cue ball bounced wildly for a moment, settling on the rail away from my shots. I lined up a bank shot and struck, sending both my ball and the cue into the corner pocket.
Emboldened by the turn of events, he moved to the head of the table and started lining up his shots. Three more, then the eight ball, and he'd walk out none the worse. He lined up to the corner pocket, made his stroke, and sank the ball. The next two fell just as easily, leaving him a shot on the eight ball. Unfortunately, the ball was against the rail, requiring him to do a bank shot. My ball was near a pocket and would likely fall easily on my next shot, so the pressure was on.
He took aim and shot again. The eight ball careened towards the intended pocket, but missed, bouncing off the rail... rolling... rolling... towards the wrong pocket. The entire bar stared as it slowed near the edge of the side pocket and then fell into it.
I smiled looking over at him first and then the girlfriend. He was pissed at himself, knowing he should have made the shot to begin with. With a huff, she got off her stool, grabbed her drink and walked over to me. She put her arm around my neck and pulled me into a soul-searing kiss, pushing her tongue deep inside my mouth while her boyfriend just looked on.
When she pulled away, she looked over at him and grabbed the hem of her skirt. "You just lost this for the whole fucking night," she said, pulling the front of her skirt up and exposing her naked pussy to him and that entire side of the bar. She grabbed my arm and pulled me towards the door. "Let's get out of here, lover. We have a whole lot of fucking to do."
When we got outside, I led her over to my car and held the door open for her until she got inside. Then I slipped into my side and started the car.
"This shouldn't have involved you, doll, so I'll just take you home and call it a night," I said softly, putting the car in reverse and pulling out of the parking spot.
"Fuck that. He wants to use me for barter then I'll show him something. I'm gonna fuck your brains out all night long." She reached over and grabbed my thigh, sliding up onto my growing erection. It was rapidly filling my pants, making me uncomfortable sitting there. "Mmm, damn, and by the feel of things I'm going to have an awesome time doing it."
I grabbed her wrist and held her on my cock, pushing up and into her palm. "If we go to my place, you're mine, you know? It's my rules for the whole night. Deal?"
"Yes," she whispered, smiling deviously. "Why not?"
I pulled her hand away from me and put my hand on her naked thigh, stroking it slowly. "Good. First rule is you have to be very, very juicy for me before you can come inside." I slid my hand between her thighs and felt her bare pussy. It was soft and sexy but not nearly wet enough for my tastes. "I think you need to do something about that," I suggested. She pushed her knees wider apart for me as my finger teased at her entrance. Her right hand joined mine quickly and she started stroking her clit, circling it.
"Anything you want," she whispered, biting her lower lip.
I pushed my finger into her, not giving her time to protest. She grunted and pushed her hips forward a little more, encouraging me. "Oh, god... yes..." she moaned. I fingered her as I drove, sliding in deep with a steady rhythm. Her fingers strummed over her clit and I could feel her getting wetter and wetter as we got closer to the house.
"Open your top," I ordered. She licked her lips and used her left hand to unfasten the two buttons. She pulled the sides away, exposing her breasts to my longing gaze. "Pinch your nipples." With her left hand, she grabbed her breast and pinched her nipples with her fingers, making herself even more excited. My fingers curled deep inside her, stroking, searching for her G-spot. She was getting so close to her orgasm.
I pushed a second finger inside, opening her wider, my fingers sliding as deep as I could push them. She was moaning as I pushed in and gasped when I withdrew only to thrust inside yet again. My fingers stroked deep and fast twisting slightly as they moved in and out of her dampening pussy.
She was moaning loudly when I pulled my dripping fingers from her and moved them up to swipe them across her nipples and breasts making them shine with her juices.
We pulled into my driveway and I parked the car. The light in front of the garage came on, illuminating the interior of the car.
"Mmm, you're so hot, baby girl. Let's see you cum for me."
She nodded her head in acknowledgement and let her left hand drop to her pussy, too. Her right hand concentrated on her clit, while her left slid into her pussy, fucking herself with her long, slim fingers.
"I think you should know," I whispered, leaning over towards her, watching her hands play. "I'm going to use you. I'm going to make you cum so many times. I'm going to fuck every hole until I tire of you." I looked up at her, smiling as I watched her eyes close as she came. "I'm going to cum all over you and all inside you. You won't get any sleep tonight."
She lay back on the seat breathing rapidly, her massive chest heaving with each pant. I unfastened my pants and pulled them down a little, exposing my hardness. I held it upright with one hand while the other grabbed the back of her head, intertwining in her hair.
"One for the road, I think," I said, pushing her head down onto me. I felt her lips touch me and pushed my hips upwards, forcing myself between them. She didn't protest and started sucking immediately, her tongue licking the head and then along the shaft as I pushed deep into her mouth. I felt her gag a little and pulled back out again, letting her suck on me at her own pace for a moment.
I held her head still while I thrust in and out of her mouth, fucking her. God it felt so good. Her lips wrapped around my shaft, her tongue stroked the length with every thrust. It didn't take me long to reach my peak.
"Oh... I'm close, baby girl. Don't you miss a drop." It only took a few more strokes, hearing her breathing hard, the occasionally grunts and groans when I thrust to the back of her throat. Then the damn burst and I exploded inside her, jet after jet flooding her mouth. She sucked and licked greedily, gathering every drop that came from me.
I lay my head back on the seat and rest for a moment while she sat up, smiling, licking her lips. "Whew... that was a good start," I told her. "But we have so much more ahead of us. Come on inside." I got out of the car and opened her door for her. Taking her hand in mine I led her to the door and helped her inside.
In the entryway, I stood behind her, pulled her shirt off and started unfastening her skirt. She stood there, breathing heavily with her hands at her sides. I pulled her skirt down her legs and helped her step out of it so that she stood naked, only wearing her heels. I turned her to face me and moved into her, my left hand wrapping around behind her back. I kissed her neck hard while my other hand moved to her mound and slowly stroked her clit with my fingertips, teasing her.
She moaned into my mouth and I broke away, grabbing her hand and leading her into the dining room. I turned her around and helped her sit on the sturdy table and told her to stay there for a moment. I moved to the kitchen and pulled some rope out of the drawer I had stashed there. I wrapped the rope around both of her wrists and tied them to the table legs before doing the same with her ankles, forcing her feet high into the air, her legs spread, her ass right on the edge of the table.
I stood between her legs, stroking the backs of her thighs while I looked down at her. "I hope you're ready for this, doll."
I pulled the chair up and sat down. Her pussy and ass were at the perfect height. I barely had to move to have complete access to her. I leaned in and licked her gently, and slowly, savoring the moment. She moaned and I could tell she strained a little at her bonds. Her legs could move open and closed, but couldn't block my access to her most sensitive parts.
"Don't worry doll," I said sliding my fingers along her labia, pinching her clit between them. "You're gonna love this."
My fingers pulled her lips apart, exposing her deep hole between them. I held her open and bent forward, licking along the edges of her pussy several times before sliding into her vagina, letting my tongue push deep and wiggle inside. She moaned excitedly, not knowing what to do or say. Her legs moved, rotating her hips a little into me.
"Mmmm, such a tasty pussy," I moaned, flicking my tongue over her clit. "I may have to taste you a lot during your stay."
I sucked sharply on her distended clit as my fingers probed and prodded her pussy and asshole, making her body quiver with spasms of delight. She so wanted to cum. I could tell she needed it badly. And I was going to give it to her, but on my terms. I used my mouth to tease her, to take her to the edge of each orgasm before backing down again. Then I'd slowly build her back up, getting her near the next.
Time and time again I made her whimper, begging me to make her cum. Her body was coated with a sheen of sweat. The room smelled of her lovely scent. Her skin was flush with excitement, her pussy so wet, so engorged, so sensitive. She was wailing in her heat, moaning and begging, cursing me for not giving her what she so desperately needed.
I pushed three fingers into her and twisted my hand as I fingered her. Her pussy clenched at my fingers, pulling me in tighter and tighter. She was so hot and wet as I pistoned them inside her. My tongue continued to slash over her clit as I built her up towards her orgasm yet again.
Just when she was ready for me to withdraw again, though, I continued. I could see her toes curl and her eyes roll back as she let out a primal scream of lust. She poured out her soul to me as she came from so deep inside her. Her entire body shook, every muscle tensing and screaming for release as my fingers plunged deep inside her again and again, my lips pinching her lovely clit.
I didn't think she have any fluids left inside her after this, when she gushed all over my hand. Feeling her pussy clench, her body tremble, and hearing her lovely wailing moans made me smile. I pulled my fingers from her and softly kissed her thighs, letting her come back to rest.
I slipped into the kitchen and brought us both back something to drink, helping her take a few sips in between gasps and pants. When she seemed more relaxed, I unfastened my pants again and removed my clothes. I stood between her outstretched legs and held my slightly hard member. She was watching me, excited still, as I started stroking myself, sliding up and down my length. My right hand was sliding along her body as my left teased myself as only I knew how. I was getting myself so hot, so excited... so hard.
"Oh, baby, you're so gonna love coming home with me," I whispered, moving towards her and sliding the head of my cock along her labia. Her face showed her anticipation, her desire for me as I pushed into her for the first time. I went slowly, pushing in deep and then held it there while my arms wrapped around her legs to hold her in place.
Then I started thrusting, moving in and out, going as deep as I could and then pulling out until the head actually left her body, before plunging right back in again. After several thrusts, I started thrusting hard into her, pulling out slow and steady. My hips slammed into her ass, making her body jiggle below me.
"Fuck, baby, you feel so good," I moaned, watching my cock slide into her again and again.
I reached down with my hands and grabbed the back of her neck and used very short grinding stroked in her. We were looking right into each other's eyes, seeing the pleasure radiating through us register in each facial expression. My cock was buried deep inside her, barely moving as my hips pressed into her again and again, rubbing against her clit.
"You ready baby? Huh? Ready for me to fuck you senseless now?" I whispered.
"Fu... fu... fuck... me!" she moaned, panting with every little thrust I gave her.
I lifted up and wrapped my arms around her thighs again, holding them tightly. Then, without warning, started thrusting hard and fast. Her body was bouncing as each thrust slammed into her ass. Her tits were sloshing around on her chest. Her eyes were fluttering, barely open, as the pleasure soared through her body.
I felt so free, so powerful as I slammed into her again and again. Sweat was dipping from me when I finally neared my orgasm. I had no idea how many times she'd already cum, but I could feel her body quivering below me. Her pussy was clenching on my cock, milking it, begging for me to cum inside her.
And I felt the heat radiate from my balls, projecting upwards, moving through me. I felt a little dizzy and wondered if my legs would simply collapse beneath me. And, finally, I came, spewing into her. I quickly grabbed her neck again and pushed deep inside her, holding her still. I made small thrusts and pushed my abdomen into her clit. I could hear myself groaning loudly as I came, grunting as each wave of pleasure passed through me.
I stood there for a moment, my face hovering directly over hers, staring into her half closed eyes. I could feel the sweat running down my face, could see it shining on hers. And I smiled.
"By the way," I said, panting. "I'm Vince."
"Oh my God, you picked a fine time to get acquainted," she giggled. "I'm Jennifer."
"It's nice to meet you Jennifer," I smiled.
"Fuck! That was nice," I moaned. I stood there, panting, plotting my next action. "And that was only round one..."
It was going to be a long, enjoyable night.
*****
Now, it was twenty months later... and we were still together.
"Oh my fucking God," Jennifer moaned as she lay on her back on the couch, her wrists and ankles bound together with rope. We'd continued our bondage games after that first night together. "How the fuck do you do that so well?"
"Practice," I laughed as my tongue slashed through her pussy and across her clit once again. I was licking her with large, wide strokes of my tongue, occasionally changing to rapidly flicking just the tip over her clit and was making her moan and pant.
I'd tied Jennifer up like this after dinner, preparing for another wonderful night together, after she'd put our nearly one-year-old to bed. Her knees were pushed up towards her chest, pushed out by her rounded, six-month-pregnant belly, and tightly held in place by the rope around her wrists. She was a beautiful sight to behold.
Her pussy was swollen and flush, her labia opened like a flower. I slid two fingers inside her, curling my fingertips up to tease her G-spot as my tongue slashed her clit. Her belly blocked her view of me, but I smiled as I felt her body lurch with pleasure. I had slipped my lips around her clit and sucked on it, something I knew she loved.
After Jennifer left my apartment that weekend almost two years ago, she went back to her boyfriend and I went back to my own life. The bet was only for a night with her. Even though it was an incredibly selfish and stupid bet for her boyfriend to make, I had to admit that it certainly benefited me.
Then, just two days later, she came back and knocked on the front door... with a black eye and a swollen lip. Her ever loving boyfriend decided that even though he made the bet, that he was the one that got her into this whole thing in the first place... she shouldn't have actually slept with me. They argued and he struck her a few times.
Hurt and angry, she left him and went to the only person she knew who could help her at the time.
Me.
As I sat at the dining room table, the same table that I'd tied her to just a day ago, I listened to her story and seethed with anger. I wanted to hit him so bad. I wanted to report him to the police. I was hungry for retribution, even though I barely even knew the woman.
But she just wanted to be free from him. She simply asked if she could stay for a while until she could find a place to live. And I agreed.
"Yes... make it sloppy in there," she moaned as I sucked her labia into my mouth and pulled, slobbering all over her pussy. I dove in deep again, thrusting my tongue as deep inside her as I could get it, burying my face in her pussy. "Yeah, yeah!"
I reached up and put my hand over her mouth. She was starting to get far too loud. "Shhh."
She giggled behind my hand. "Oh, I guess I don't want to wake Charlotte up. But... fuck!" She smiled.
In a sudden attack on her clit, I sucked on it, then slurped noisily, vibrating it as I sucked, driving her insane with pleasure.
"Jeez I needed this! Fuck, fuck, fuck!" she yelled as her body trembled, her eyes closed, and her head turned from side to side in her first orgasm of the night.



I sat back, slowly stroking her thighs with a finger, lightly touching her labia, but avoiding her very sensitive clit. Her pussy was oozing her juices and they were dripping onto the couch and the floor below us. I wiped my face with the back of my hand, noticing her juices were dripping off my chin as well. When she came... she came hard.
"Was that good?" I asked, laughing.
"Fuck!" she panted. "You know it was. It always is."
I gave her a few minutes to relax, just looking at her and lightly touching her, when she spoke again.
"I want your cock," she looked at me in desperation. "It seems like it's been forever and... I really, really need it."
"You need it, huh?" I asked, smiling.
She nodded and smiled. "I want to taste you. I want it in my mouth so bad. Please... can I suck on your cock? Please?"
"You think that's what you need, huh?" I asked as I stood and started unbuckling my pants. I slid them down and stepped out of them, leaving only my boxers on for the moment, tented in the front by my engorged cock.
"Yes... I need it... I really need it bad," she said desperately, nodding her head.
"Didn't you just suck on it the other day?" I laughed. "When you woke me up before work?"
"Yeah... but that was the other day," she said, pouting as if I wouldn't let her have it this time. "I need it now, too. These hormones are making me so fucking horny."
I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my boxers and pushed them down, freeing my cock, and letting it bounce slightly in the cool air.
"Yes, yes, yes," she panted, licking her lips. "Yum!"
"But you are in such a difficult position right now," I said, stepping up onto the couch beside her. "I don't know how I'm going to be able to do this." I kicked a leg over her then squatted down until my cock slid over her face, its weight resting on her.
"Mmmm... God that feels so good," she moaned. "Just a little more." She turned her head up, and tried to catch my cock in her mouth but it was just out of reach. With just a little more drop into my legs, her lips engulfed me and I felt her suck my cock deep into her mouth. "Mmmmm," she moaned. "Mmhmm!"
I let her suck on it for a moment, her tongue swirling around the underside, her head bobbing slightly. Then I started pushing my hips forward and back, slowly fucking her mouth. I could hear her gurgle a little and suck as she made sure my shaft never left her mouth. Adjusting just a little more, I was able to put more body weight behind my hips, allowing me to lean into my thrusts, dropping my weight on her face, forcing my cock deep into her mouth.
I could hear her groan and suck as I slowly thrust in and out, pushing down until her nose was in my pubes, and my cock was forced down her throat. When I pulled out, she was coughing and spitting, making her chest and stomach a mess. Then I did it again... and again, for the next several minutes, letting her worship my shaft.
How different she looked now as opposed to back then... but she was just as beautiful. After she moved in, supposedly only for a month or two, it was only a month later that she learned that she was pregnant with my baby. I couldn't say for sure that it was mine, but I didn't even question it. I had the opportunity to start a family with a beautiful woman with whom I was slowly falling in love.
Our short, whirlwind dating life was incredible and in another two months I asked her to marry me and she agreed. Three months after that, with Jennifer being six months pregnant, we stood in front of a judge and got married.
In the most wonderful way, three months after we got married, I held our little baby girl, Charlotte, for the first time. I could have sworn she looked like me, with her curly brown locks and big, doe-like, brown eyes. I knew then that I was probably going to spoil this little girl.
Jennifer's and my life together had changed dramatically since the first day we met, but our passionate sex life hadn't. We still were so desperate for each other and desperate to freely give to each other. Even my rope fetish was still fair game and we enjoyed our little exploits when we could.
I climbed off the couch as she pouted a little bit, until she realized what was next. I dropped to my knees in front of the couch and slid my fingertips through her labia and pink inner flesh.
"Ooh," she moaned, panting. "It feels like it's been so long since you fucked me." I slid it up and down the side of her clit, then made circles over it. "Oh yeah."
"Let's see about... this..." I said as I slid my middle finger inside her, pushing it was deep as I could.
"Oh yeah, stick your fingers in me," she moaned. "I can't believe how good that feels."
After getting my finger wet with her juices, I swirled my finger around her clit once again, and felt her tremble deliciously.
"Oh, that's it, rub my clit," she said. "Talk about magic fingers. Oh that feels so good."
"Fuck!" I whispered. "You're so fucking wet."
I grabbed my saliva-coated shaft and slid the head through her labia and through her extreme wetness, threatening to slide it in at any second.
"I know. I feel it. It feels like I peed my pants. Told you I needed you," she panted, then moaned sharply as I slid the head back and forth across her swollen clit. "Oh my God!"
"Let's just say, I need you too," I smiled, then grunted as I pushed the head inside her. Her pussy was so warm and wet, so inviting, and I pushed deeper and deeper. I crawled a few inches closer to her then started moving my hips, fucking her as I looked down at her, my hands on her shins.
"Fuck that's a big dick," she hissed. "Oh fuck! It's just been too long to not have sex. God you feel so good inside me!"
I started to fuck her, more slowly at first, then built up a little steam.
"Fuck yesssss!"
Her breasts had grown a lot in her pregnancy, gaining another cup size at least, and sloshed around on her chest as I fucked her. I'd always loved her breasts, but they were even better now. I reached up with both hands and grabbed them, using them a little for balance and leverage.
"That's it. Grab 'em," she panted. "Grab my tits. Harder. Harder. My big, fat, fucking tits. Oh fuck!"
I squeezed her breasts as she demanded and rolled and pulled at her long, hard nipples. A little milk expressed, making the area a little more slippery.
"That's it. Fuck I love it when you manhandle me like this."
"Believe me, I love fucking you all trussed up like this," I said, looking down at her. "All for me... my use and pleasure."
"Does my pussy feel good?" she asked, her voice changing enough that I could tell she was getting close.
"Oh, so fucking good," I moaned. I started fucking her harder, slamming my hips into her ass with each thrust. Her breasts jiggled and wobbled on her chest.
"Yeah, that's right," she hissed. "Fuck me harder! Use me... use my pussy. Fuck me... yes!"
Suddenly her voice became a growling... a deep, guttural growling. "Fuck my pussy... oh yeah... Yes, yes, yes."
And then I heard the magic words as I started thrusting really fast again.
"Fuck! I'm cumming again!" She wailed a little, before I covered her mouth with my hand again to keep her from waking the baby. Her body was quivering, her head turning side to side as the pleasure rolled over her helpless body.
I'd slowed my thrusting again and felt her pussy squeezing my cock, trying to milk it dry.
"God, your dick feels amazing," she whispered when she opened her eyes again. "Are you ready to fucking fill me yet? I want all your cum inside me. Oh yes, give it to me."
I started grunting with every thrust as my own pleasure was overwhelming me. It felt so good to just let go and let my body do what it wanted to do.
"Oh... oh... yeah!" she panted, watching me, watching my face closely. She knew exactly when I was going to cum.
"Uh! Uh!" I grunted again and again and felt my balls release into her. "Shiiiit!" It felt like a torrent of cum came out of me as it spurt and spurt and spurt deep into her pussy.
"Mmm... that's nice," she whispered as I pulled out of her and sat back on my ankles again. "It's so warm. Thank you."
"God, I came a lot," I laughed.
"Yes you did," she giggled. "I'm all filled up and ready for our third little one now."
"God, I'm in trouble," I laughed with her.
It wasn't more than a few months after Charlotte was born that our next little one, Alexander, was conceived. Now, in another three months, we'd have him as a new addition to the family.
What started out for her as a broken, abusive relationship... ended up creating the love of her life.
What started out for me to be a simple bet over a game of pool... ended up making me a jackpot winner.
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I'm Yours
"Dougie!" Sam yelled from the doorway of the bar, "Sammy!" his friends yelled the response loudly from the back room. It was an exciting time for the 24-year-old. One of his best friends was about to get married and they were out celebrating. It wasn't the bachelor party yet... but the pre-bachelor party.
They were the party animals. They were the Rambunctious Quartet, together since their junior high days. Although their lives were far more complicated now, with careers, moving away, and family obligations, they got together whenever they could. And of course, every time they got together, they HAD to have a competition.
Erin was already seated at the bar, sipping her drink. She watched the men with idle amusement. 'Boys will be boys,' she thought.
She was definitely a bit older than the young men, having just turned thirty last month, but was still in incredible shape. With her lovely physique that she worked so hard to maintain and with the right make-up and hair-do, she could certainly look their age. Tonight she was dressed in a lovely, short, black dress with a plunging neckline that showed off her large chest. She didn't know why she was there, other than just felt the need to be there. And she didn't know why she couldn't keep her eyes off the young man, even after he'd joined his friends.
She made sure to sit in the back corner of the bar so she could watch them without being obvious and would be away from the prowling of the rest of the bar patrons. She had to shoo off two guys that hit on her, but she was happy to have mostly been left alone.
They were obviously close friends. Everyone in the bar could attest to that. There was a lot of drinking, a lot of boisterous talk and lewd comments. But they definitely were having a good time. She smiled and drank as she watched them talk and play for the next two hours. She tried to leave several times, but something told her to stay. Something compelled her to stay.
She felt a flutter in her body when they got up to leave. She watched him, hiding behind the cover of the low lighting, wondering if he'd come over and talk to her. Her heart beat a little faster when their eyes met. She felt her body flush with excitement and desire.
"I'll see you guys in a little bit," he said, looking at the brunette from the doorway. She looked over at him and then looked down, embarrassed to have been caught looking. He smiled. Her shyness attracted him. He pushed Chad's shoulder, forcing him towards the door as the taller man caught him looking at her.
"Yeah, yeah... whatever, hound dog... we'll see you there. Remember... you only have one week!" Chad smacked him on the back before the three walked out the door.
Sam walked up to the bar, his interest in her apparent, and stood next to the brunette. She was very stunning, sitting on the bar stool, turned towards him. Her top showed her generous breasts quite nicely and the necklace that was nestled between them accentuated them. He licked his lips for a moment as he looked her up and down.
"Um... perverted much?" she blushed, leaned away and asked as if not giving him an option to disagree.
"Oh, yes I am," he said brazenly. He touched her hand, sending a shock through her. He sat down in the bar stool, his hand moving up to stroke her forearm. She closed her eyes as the pleasurable feelings radiated from his fingers. "I'm glad to see you again."
She felt the electric charge sear through her body, tingling, burning... arousing. 'Again?' she wondered. She gulped as her clit tingled lustfully, wanting so much attention. She parted her thighs a little, pushed her hips to the edge of the stool, wanting the surging energy to stop teasing her and make her cum.
When she opened her eyes, she noticed his piercing blue eyes gazing back at her. She felt so lost in his eyes and couldn't look away. His hand was stroking her arm as he leaned a little towards her. The hand stroking her was causing her skin to tingle, causing her nipples to harden and pussy moisten in delight. She wanted to blink, to clear her mind, but was unable to.
His hand moved to her necklace, sliding along it, stroking the skin around it. She didn't move, just continued to look into his eyes. He was so close to her now, his face inches away as he stared at her, sharing the most private conversation with her.
"I like the outfit you chose. It shows off your body quite nicely."
She licked her lips, feeling the dryness of her mouth. She wanted this man to take her, wanted him to make her feel so good. One of her legs wrapped itself around the leg of his stool, keeping her facing him, and keeping her legs apart.
'Fuck off,' she wanted to say, wanted to get rid of this pervert, but she heard her own moans of "thank you, I hoped you'd like it" escape instead. His hands felt so good on her skin, his breath felt wonderful, his gaze turned her to jelly.
"Mmmm, you like me admiring your tits, don't you?" he purred, his hand moved lower onto her cleavage as he moved slightly forward. She could feel the tingling of his touch on her, felt the hairs on her arm stand up and goose-bumps form from the contact. Startled, thinking she should be embarrassed by letting him touch her chest, she looked down.
"No, no... I like that you enjoy it. Go ahead and feel me touching them," he said, sliding a finger beneath the material a little and grazing her nipple. "Enjoy my touch. I know you're getting so hot knowing that I'm thinking about you and wondering what your body looks like. I'm sure you want me to know just how wonderfully sexy it is." The twinkling of his eyes trapped her and she couldn't look away. "The dress you're wearing, the shoes, your makeup and perfume. You wanted me to notice you. Your little necklace is nuzzled down in the warmth of your breasts. It's drawing my gaze to them and it feels so good to know that happened. It's just what you wanted and it feels so good to know that you're so desirable, so wanted and lusted after."
Her head was swooning a little, her eyes growing more and more tired. His hand moved along her chest, stroking it as the other touched her thigh, sliding up beneath her skirt.
"Your breasts are so soft and pillowy, so perfect to tease and lick and suck. You're thinking about that, aren't you. Thinking about having my face buried between your tits as you watch me, your eyes locked on mine, unable to look away. You want to watch my tongue slide over your nipple, watch my lips wrap around it and suck on it. Then you can feel so much pleasure and relax knowing I'd take such good care of you and please you." His hand slid along her inner thighs, feeling the soft, supple flesh tremble. His fingers stroked so close to her clit making her mouth open a little and gasp.
"You're getting so tired... Soooo tired... your eyes are so tired... it's so hard to think any more. You just want to rest, just want to not think for a while. You just want to feel the pleasure and go with it. You want to feel warm and safe, strong arms wrapped around you, a body pressing against you, protecting you and holding you, keeping you from harm, letting you rest. Arms with hands that make your body tingle. A body with lips and tongue that make you moan with desire and a cock that makes you beg."
"I...," she started to say, stumbling over her words. It was difficult to frame what she was going to say, difficult to get her lips to do what she wanted. "I'm not..."
"You can't think, pet. And you don't want to think. You want to just feel how good it is to be like this, to have me touching you."
She felt herself falling into pleasure and resisted as much as she could. She tried to look up again, to sit up and pay attention to him, but found she couldn't. And his fingers lightly touching her were making her feel so good, so excited.
"That's right pet, try to look away from my pretty eyes. You know you can't, it's way too hard. But you want to try, you need to try. You're getting even more excited as you try. Feel your nipples getting even harder? They're begging for me to lick them, but you'll miss it if you look away. Can you feel my tongue caressing them?"
Her nipples were very hard, Sam mused. They were tiny bullets burrowing out of her top. He wanted to see them and touch them so badly. She leaned towards him, showing him even more cleavage as he leaned near her ear and whispered. She couldn't hear him, though. It was more like a buzzing, but felt herself nodding in agreement with him. He told her things. Naughty things. He was making her think things and do things.
And she loved it. She wasn't shy, now. She wasn't afraid. She was safe with him.
He could see her hands try to move, try to rise up and touch her nipples. They were so hard and so prominent now. But she couldn't think enough to move them. He felt her breath come in pants now, felt her heart racing. His whispering was making her so wet, so excited, so needy. His hand slid between her thighs and caressed over her panties and she shivered. He wondering if she was going to cum, and he smiled when she didn't. He had told her she couldn't and knew she was deeply in control now. His hand moved up and down the length of her slit making her body shake, making her moan. It felt so incredible but yet she didn't cum.
"The wetter your pussy gets..." he slid a finger inside the crotch of her panties, swirling it over her clit, her copious juices making her so slick. "The softer your mind gets. Your mind is as soft, and squishy, and pliable as your pussy. In fact, your pussy *is* your mind. What your pussy wants, *you* want."
Her pussy was so wet. The hot liquid was at a boil there as her need for relief reached its peak.
"I'm going to tell you some things now, things you will not remember hearing. But when the time comes you will obey them anyway; automatically, instinctively. Are you ready to hear these things?"
She nodded slightly as his fingers encased her clit beneath her panties and, lightly pinching it, slid up and down it's length. She wanted to cum. She needed to cum. It felt so incredible to be under his control like this.
"I bet it's such a relief to finally give in, isn't it? To know that you can't fight it. To finally be able to stop trying... It's such a joy to submit completely. To know that you're going to obey. Isn't it?"
Her eyes closed tightly, her entire concentration on the pleasant feelings emanating from between her thighs. She barely heard what he was saying any more. Trying to listen only diminished the pleasure. She would do anything for that pleasure. Anything.
"Here is what you are going to do now. You don t need to remember this, because it will happen automatically; you are no longer in control."
*****
Erin woke with a start, glancing about in the darkness, wondering where she was. She turned to her left and recognized the glowing numbers on the night stand. It was a familiar clock. Her clock. And it showed 3:00am, way too early to be awake. But that dream was so real...
She lay back into her pillow with a sigh. Her body was so flushed with heat, so excited, and so needy. She let her hands slide over her torso as she remembered the bits and pieces of her dream that fluttered about in her mind. No image was concrete or distinct but all of the flashes were extremely erotic.
She gulped, wanting so badly to play with herself, to tease her clit. Her body burned as she felt her hands move to her breasts of their own accord, her fingers swirling over her nipples making them hard and pointed. She watched them move with a look of wonder, as if they were someone else's hands, as they pinched the hard nubs making them even harder. She moaned loudly in the quiet of her bedroom.
"Oh my god," she moaned softly as her right hand slowly moved down her torso. She could feel the fingertips tickling her own abdomen as they swirled in her small strip of pubic hair, the one that pointed towards her... "OH GOD!" she yelled louder as her finger found her overheated clit. Her fingertips circled it slowly, driving her insane with need.
She heard a voice in her ear telling her hands to do this, telling them to tease her so nicely and make her wet. They seemed to readily obey the voice as her hand slid lower, her middle finger swirling over the entrance to her overheated pussy. Her copious juices provided more than enough lubrication and her hips rose up to try to convince her finger to penetrate her.
"Not yet, my pet," the voice said making her moan in protest.
"Please," she plead. She wanted it. She needed it.
"Not until you give me what I want."
"Anything," she called out.
Her left hand moved down her body, lifting up, forcing her to turn onto her side. Her left hand was more forceful than her right. It grabbed her ass and squeezed it before slapping it several times.
"Anything?" the voice asked, making her shake with desire. Her own hand pushed her until she was stomach down on the bed, trapping her right hand against her clit. She lifted her hips slightly, giving her right hand room to tease her.
"Yes.... please... I... Oh god I need it...."
Her left hand slid down the crack of her ass, teasing her asshole and pussy for a moment. "Give yourself to me, my pet. When you cum you will be mine completely." Two fingers slid into her pussy, pushing in deeply, thrusting wantonly again and again. She groaned loudly as they took her by force. The ferocity of the attack overloaded her mind with incredible sensations that quickly drove her to the edge of her orgasm. They seemed to hold her there, though, not letting her cum.
"Tell me you're mine," the voice panted in her ear. "Beg me to make you cum. The wetter your pussy gets... the softer your mind gets. Your mind is as soft, and squishy, and pliable as your pussy. In fact, your pussy *is* your mind. What your pussy wants, *you* want."
Both hands attacked her relentlessly, driving her to a quick and forceful orgasm. Erin was grunting loudly into her pillow, unable to stop her own hands from pleasuring her. She gave in to them quickly, loving how they made her feel.
The voice had at first scared her, made her worry about her own mind. But was now exciting her beyond anything she'd ever felt before. She trusted it, she longed for it, she needed it to fuck her.
"Oh god... please fucking take me.... TAKE ME... I'M YOURS!!" she screamed as her orgasm ripped through her body.
*****
The dream was the same every night for the next week. Every night she woke at 3:00am and her own hands, seemingly uncontrolled by her, masturbated her to the most intense orgasm. And every night she gave herself to her fantasy lover, quickly and more easily.
*****
"Damn, Erin!" Kelly exclaimed. "I can't believe you're going to wear that out." She stood looking at the brunette as she spun around in a circle showing off her long legs and short, thin dress. "This is dancing night. For fun, not stripping."
"Aw, it makes me fell sexy," Erin pouted. She adjusted the material around her breasts as she looked in the hallway mirror. "And I want to feel sexy." Her skirt was short and lightweight, rising up and showing her panties at the slightest move. Erin walked to the door and pulled it open, pointing for her friend to lead. "After you, my dear."
"Whatever you want to wear, I guess." The two opened the doors to Kelly's Audi and sped through town, making their way to the dance club, arriving much faster than they should have had they obeyed the speed limits.
"One of these days you're going to get us both killed," laughed Erin as she closed the car door.
"You only live once."
The two moved through the crowded room to the back where they found an empty table, sat, and watched the floor move with dancing bodies. They ordered their drinks and sipped for a moment before Kelly pulled her friend out of the seat and onto the floor.
"I love this song!" she yelled above the bass, her body undulating to the rhythm, hands waving above her head. The crowd around them seethed and moved with them, all the bodies easily moving through one song, then the next, then the next.
Erin suddenly stopped dancing, glancing back at their table.
"What's wrong?" Kelly asked, seeing her friend's expression.
"No, nothing. I... I just need to go talk to that guy for a second."
"What? What guy?" But Erin had walked off. Kelly kept dancing, watching her friend as she moved off the floor and over to their booth where a man stood waiting. She watched Erin slowly approach him and then offer him a seat. They moved into the booth and the man seemed very friendly to her, as if they'd been dating a while now. He leaned in close to her, put his arm around her, whispered in her ear.
Kelly was surprised, but not really concerned. She didn't know Erin was dating, but she was certainly not pushing the guy away. In fact, she was obviously enjoying his company, her face seemingly registering not happiness, but a strong desire for him. She started walking over to them, wondering if she should interrupt them. Wondering who this attractive man was.
She couldn't hear over the pounding of the music, but when she reached the table, she could tell Erin was saying something, over and over.
"Hey guys," she yelled above the noise, sitting down in the booth. She grabbed her drink, slipped the straw into her mouth and took a deep sip. The man moved away from Erin's ear and smiled at her, but Erin just sat, staring straight ahead through half-closed eyes, licking her lips as she murmured something. "What's wrong Erin?"
"She's ok," the man said smiling, his piercing blue eyes catching her attention. "She just concentrating on something. It's a bet we have." He leaned into Erin's ear again and whispered making her shiver visibly.
"A bet?" she barely managed to ask, her eyes unable to look away from his. She could feel him move closer to her and enjoyed his attention.
"Mmhmm. A friendly bet," he said softly, forcing her to strain to hear him above the noise. His hand touched hers and stroked it softly as he leaned in close to her, trying to speak to her.
"And what's the bet?" she asked, smelling his cologne for the first time and feeling her body tingle from his touch.
"Mmmm, that's the best part." His eyes bore into hers making it very difficult for her to look away. The music from the club seemed to disappear around her, replaced by his voice and only his voice. Her body was tingling with desire as his hand moved up her arm to her shoulder, his other hand moving across her back.
Her dress felt so constricting at that point. She wished she could feel his hands only on her skin instead of the thin material. She couldn't believe that his touch could be so erotic. She couldn't believe that his eyes could be this captivating. She was losing herself in them, and didn't care.
"What... was... the... bet?" she heard herself whisper, barely able to form the sentence, as she became more limp beside him.
"Don't think," he whispered. "You can't think. You don't want to think. Just feel..."
"Don't want... to think."
"Good girl. That's right." His hand stroked her thigh beneath the table, sliding beneath her dress. She felt her body heat soaring there, her pussy gushing with the wetness of desire. She wanted him. She needed him. She looked at Erin, saw her expression, saw her desire unfolding. She saw her friend in the throes of extreme pleasure.
"You love to obey," he whispered. She wanted to respond, but couldn't seem to make her mouth obey her commands. He seemed to understand, though, continuing without waiting for a response. "Just like Erin here. She loves to obey. Obedience is pleasure. You want to feel that pleasure, don't you. You want to obey." He caressed over her panties, right where her clit was pulsing. "You were born to obey. It's who you are. It's who you've always been."



"Obey?" she manages to moan.
"It feels so good to obey," he whispered. "Your pussy gets so wet when you obey. Can you feel your pussy getting wet? Can you feel it wanting me to touch it?"
Kelly shivered, goosebumps forming all over her body. She could feel her wetness, could feel the desire for him building rapidly.
"Can you feel how wet it would be with my tongue stroking it... with you watching me sucking on your clit?"
She moaned, her body shuddering.
"The wetter your pussy gets... the softer your mind gets. Your mind is as soft, and squishy, and pliable as your pussy. In fact, your pussy *is* your mind. What your pussy wants, *you* want. Your pussy is so helpless beneath me."
"Helpless..."
"That's right, doll. Totally helpless."
Kelly shivered with need, her body trembling, ready to explode. She wanted to cum. She needed to cum.
He laughed softly. "Is your pussy wet?"
"Yessss."
"Is your pussy helpless?"
"God yesss."
"Good, my pet. Perfect." He wrapped his arm around her and held her tightly to him while his right hand continued to toy with her clit. "Watch your friend Erin." They both looked at Erin for a moment, her eyes open and locked on his as if waiting. "She's trying with all her might not to cum. She's right on the edge and knows that anything that breaks her concentration will make her cum and it gets harder and harder with every passing minute. See the strain on her face? See the desire?"
As Kelly watched her friend, Sam leaned into her, whispering into her ear. She felt her body tingle, felt it giving in to him even as she fought hard to hear what he was saying. She felt his fingers slide along her clit as if knowing exactly what felt good to her. She felt the fingers slip easily beneath the band of her panties and slide along her wetness and slip into her needy cunt. He was fingering her so well, she thought. It was uncanny. He knew exactly how she liked to be touched. Every stroke was just what she wanted, just what she needed.
Then he sat back and smiled at her, leaning back in the booth. Her brow furrowed as she wondered how he could be touching her pussy from so far away and looked down to see her own left hand rapidly sliding against her, totally uncontrolled by her. Her right hand was sliding between her thighs, forcing itself farther back until her fingertips circled her asshole.
She shook her head. "I don't... no... I don't like that..." she panted, even as her finger slid inside her ass. She felt her body betray her as her own hands drove her faster towards her orgasm. Her legs were spread wide, her hands moving rapidly. She casually looked around, wondering if anyone else saw her touching herself.
He smiled broadly and leaned forward, stopping right beside her ear. I m going to tell you some things now. Things you will not remember hearing. But when the time comes, you will obey them anyway; automatically, instinctively. Are you ready to hear these things?
She shook her head. She couldn't do it. She wouldn't do it. She was so confused at how much control he'd already gained over her body. Her fingers were teasing her exactly like she enjoyed and nothing she did was stopping them.
"I bet it's such a relief to finally give in, isn't it? To know that you can't fight it. To finally be able to stop trying..."
Her body flushed with desire and need. She needed to cum so badly and knew that there was only one way for that to happen. She gasped, accepting her predicament and closed her eyes.
"It's such a joy to submit completely. To know that you're going to obey. Isn't it?"
"Here is what you are going to do now. You don't need to remember this, because it will happen automatically; you are no longer in control."
He continued talking, but she couldn't concentrate on what he was saying. It sounded like a buzzing in her ear. Her mind could only focus on the incredible sensations her own fingers were giving her, making her so wet and needy.
"Admit you're mine, doll. Admit you're mine and cum."
"I'M YOURS," she moaned loudly and suddenly her body erupted in orgasm and she let out a deep, drawn-out grunt. Her juices gushed from her, coating her hands.
From across the table, Erin looked at her upon hearing the growl. The shock that she had broken her concentration was evident on her face and shook her head no when she suddenly erupted into an orgasm. Her body shook in spasms, her eyes rolled back as her head turned to the side. Her hands gripped the table lightly as her face contorted in the pleasure of her orgasm. Each watched her friend, helplessly, as she came forcefully across the small booth from her.
*****
The girls stood in a daze with Sam between them, his arms around them, holding them. The door opened in front of them, but neither could remember how they even got here. Neither could remember the evening at all.
"Dougie!" he smiled, ushering the two women into the living room.
"Sammie!" called the one that opened the door, the two clasping hands in a brisk handshake. "Two? Damn, you've been busy."
They turned and saw the remainder of the guests, two other men and two women. One woman was on her knees, her lips encasing the man's cock as she whimpered and moaned. The other girl was dancing seductively, her hands stroking her naked body.
"Gentlemen... we have a clear winner tonight!" Doug yelled, eliciting cheers from the men. "Two in one night!"
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Compliant Dating Services
She signed the form nervously, wondering if the UPS driver knew what was in the package. It was a great deal larger and heavier than she expected it to be, but the ad did say life-size. She guessed it was true after all. Hopefully the rest of the online, user reviews would be just as true.
"Thanks," she said when he turned away and walked back to his truck. She watched his ass under the little brown shorts as he walked away from her, climbed into the truck and drove off. She shook her head as she closed the door. "I really need to get fucked," she mumbled.
She pulled the box further into the living room. Luckily it had wheels so it was easier to move. And the box seemed pretty balanced so even she could move it around the house. She saw the address label on the top and the company name 'Compliant Inc.' emblazoned across the sides of the box. She'd never heard of them before, but the rave reviews in the magazine convinced her to spend the ten thousand dollars to get this one of a kind item.
She was glad it was Saturday, so she could at least see what it was all about before she had to go to work again. She scanned the top, looking for a way to open it and noted the slots reserved for a bar. She hurriedly moved to the back room, found a crowbar and carefully pried it open. The inside was filled with Styrofoam packing that she put into a plastic trash bag, hating how it stuck to everything. She certainly didn't want a big mess to clean up. And she certainly didn't want to explain it all to her roommate.
Her breath caught in her throat when she finally uncovered enough of her new gift. She could see "his" torso beneath the clear plastic wrapping. The sculpted musculature was divine and she smiled. She removed the packing up by the head and saw his face, his dark hair and well chiseled features made him rather attractive for a mannequin.
She smiled naughtily as she dug under the Styrofoam nuggets, sliding her hand down his chest until she felt his bulge. She looked him in the face and smiled, sliding her hand up and down his length. "Oooh, you're a big boy," she cooed. "I can't wait to give you a test drive."
She found the information packet and pulled it free. She could see the booklet and the DVD inside the bag and decided to see what it was she bought, exactly. The ad's claims were pretty dramatic and she wasn't sure it would live up to the hype.
She opened the "Read Me First" paper and scanned it. It looked like it wanted her to read the booklet before playing the DVD, saying how important it was. She put it aside and pulled him free from the box, then cleaned up the mess, putting the trash in the back room.
Then she opened the book and started reading it. It was fairly thick and involved, so she stood and moved to the couch. It took her two hours to get through the whole thing, all the while distracted by her new lover, lying on the floor in front of her. She had slid her foot up and down his leg, teasingly. The feel of his artificial skin was a lot different than anything she'd ever experienced. It didn't feel like plastic nor like latex... it was very realistic feeling. Whatever it was, it was state of the art.
She set the book aside and glanced down again at his proud, semi-hard cock, just lying there waiting for her. According to the book, she could use his controls to create the cock size she needed. She smiled, wondering just what a huge cock would feel like as it stretched her wide... what a long cock would feel like as it pushed inside her deeper than anything had ever been before.
She looked as his well-formed chin and lips and thought about the ability for this lovely man-figure to form to her pussy, for his vibrating tongue to be formed in length and girth to her ultimate, orgasmic pleasure.
"This is going to be the best money I ever spent," she smiled.
She looked at the clock and realized she only had two hours before her roommate was due back home from work. She pulled the mannequin in front of the TV and slid the DVD into the player. The video moved through the opening scenes, basically going over the advertising of the robot which showed other women using it for their pleasure. A large busted blond was riding him, moaning loudly as the screen showed his adjustable cock. Valerie was amazed when the woman took the monstrous cock inside her, but her orgasm was earth-shattering.
Next, a beautiful black woman was laying on her back, legs splayed wide, holding her black-skinned robot's head tightly to her pussy as his vibrating tongue was pushed inside her. The screams of each woman in the throes of their orgasm rang through the apartment and echoed off the walls.
Valerie felt her excitement grow quickly, felt her pussy moisten. She couldn't wait to get started. The video prompted her through the setup and she slid a leg over his torso when prompted, sitting on his stomach. She reached back and felt his semi-hard cock just waiting for her. The video directed her on how to enlarge or shrink the size of his erection by voice commands. Her voice pattern would be heard and recorded by the robot to be used whenever she wanted to change his size.
As directed, she slid backwards and pushed him inside her. Somehow she was sufficiently lubricated, because she slid down his length easily. She moved up and back, pushing him deep inside her. When prompted, she used the keywords to widen, narrow, grow, or shrink his cock to her tastes. She moved it to just the right size she needed and programmed that as the default. She couldn't help herself and kept riding him, he felt so incredible. She brought her feet up by his hips and squat down, giving her easy access to thrust him in harder and deeper.
"Fuck," she moaned excitedly. It seemed like it had been forever since she'd had such an incredible lay. His cock felt so lifelike, seemingly pulsing inside her. The music on the DVD changed. She looked up and saw patterns on the screen. She was puzzled but her boy-toy felt so good. She was so hot, so excited. Her excitement seemed to increase with the music coming out of the TV. She closed her eyes, and fucked him faster and faster until she orgasmed, almost wailing.
Somehow the DVD had anticipated this and she found it moved on only after she cried out in orgasm. She felt the cock inside her deflate a little and she pulled off it, breathing heavily. That was certainly just what she needed. The DVD showed a menu screen, directing her towards other settings. She panted, wondering if she really could go on, but decided she could wait.
She dragged her new toy into her bedroom, putting him on the floor on the far side of her bed to keep him away from prying eyes.
Then she changed and left the house, going on her day's errands. She felt so alive. She couldn't believe how much a difference a good fucking made. She could feel herself get wetter and wetter the more she thought about him. She wished her errands would go faster so she could get back to him again.
Everything in the grocery store was reminding her of sex... creamer in the dairy section... bananas in the produce... Twinkies in the snack aisle... bottles of soda in the drink aisle. She felt her mouth watering as she thought of how much fun he was and how much more fun he was going to be.
Four hours later, she finally got back home. Her roommate, Sue, was already there, sitting on the couch watching TV.
"Hey Val," Sue called out absently. She was watching one of those reality TV shows and seemed totally absorbed in it. Valerie didn't mind though. She was hoping to slide into her bedroom for some more fun and hoped Sue wouldn't be able to hear her.
"Hi Sue," she said, moving into the kitchen to put the groceries away. She could feel her excitement building rapidly as each item was put away. When she finished she felt a definite need to be with her new man. She quietly slipped into her room and helped her toy up onto the bed. She turned the TV a little to better adjust it and slipped the DVD into the player. She skipped to the next menu option as she got undressed.
"Oh, god," she moaned when she saw this setting was to adjust his tongue. She licked her lips. When prompted, she threw a leg over him and sat on his chest, facing away from his feet. She'd never been in this position before and it excited her. She stroked his cheek as she watched the video instruct her on how to form is mouth and tongue for initial use. Then she slid forward and pulled his head up against her, letting his mouth form a good seal over her pussy.
She could feel the initial light suction starting and moaned softly, smiling. Then his tongue started protruding, probing into her lightly. She used the command words to widen and lengthen his tongue and to adjust the occasional suction to match her desires. Then the vibrating started and she felt her body shiver with need. His tongue felt so delicious. He knew just where to apply it, too, and just when to suck. The DVD played that music again, somehow able to direct her with the music, this time building her excitement time and time again, getting so close to her orgasm without giving it to her.
She felt the tongue stab into her wetness repeatedly between bouts of licking, it's length digging deep inside her.
"Fuck, you're so good," she moaned grabbing his head with both her hands and pushing her pussy down onto his face. She moved forwards and back, rubbing herself against his lifeless face. She felt her clit rub against his nose, chin, and brow nearly driving her over the edge. His tongue widened to her settings and the vibrating appendage raked across her clit.
She was moaning loudly, her body rapidly humping her lover's face, pressing hard into it. She came hard, her body shaking and quivering. She couldn't believe how good it felt. Without missing a beat, she followed the on-screen instructions and rotated her hips a little, allowing the tongue to vibrate against her asshole. She'd never had a lover touch her there before and it made her so damn excited. With a few instructions she adjusted the tongue to spear inside her and then start vibrating.
She hoped Sue couldn't hear her when she came again before slumping back onto the bed. She was panting, her heart beating so rapidly. A light sheen of sweat coated her body. She pulled her lover off the bed again, and slipped into the shower. She got cleaned up and went back out to watch some TV with Sue, but she couldn't get her lover out of her mind. She knew she was fast becoming addicted to him.
Sue looked at her friend out the corner of her eye as they watched TV. She'd heard her excited moans earlier and wondered what had her so horny. She wanted to ask, but it was far too personal a question. She and Val just weren't that close.
When 10:00pm rolled around, Val lifted her arms, yawning, faking being tired, and told Sue she'd see her tomorrow. She slipped into her room. She moved her lover to the bed and treated herself to three more mind-blowing orgasms before finally falling asleep.
*****
Sue stood at Val's bedroom door, listening as silence finally fell. She couldn't believe what she heard coming from the room, Val seemed to be masturbating furiously, and it was really turning her on to hear it.
She turned and walked back to the living room. "Damn. I gotta get what she's getting," she whispered to herself.
*****
Val slept soundly, her new toy laying beside her on the bed. She'd been so completely satisfied that she lay down beside him breathing heavily. She couldn't hear the near inaudible signal from the toy that pushed her sleepiness. She couldn't hear it when, at 2:00am, the signal changed and began giving her subliminal instructions... instructions that changed her, molded her.
*****
Sunday morning came quickly but she had such a deep sleep. She felt her lover's arm wrapped around her and snuggled against him. She felt his cock pulsing behind her and was just about to slip it inside her when she came to her senses. She moved forward, away from him and turned around. Her toy was laying on his side, his arm falling to where she had been.
She didn't know how he happened to be beside her like that and it scared her a little. She shook her head and got out of bed, starting to move to take a shower when she heard a faint noise... almost a hiss, like white noise or something. At first it was just too low to hear and she had to concentrate on it. Then it slowly grew in volume until it was very clear. She blinked and looked around herself, startled to find that she was mounted on him again, sliding her pussy up and down his long length.
She wanted to stop... but she couldn't. She needed to cum first. She just had to. She came hard and sat there, panting. She dismounted him, pulled him off the bed, and ran into the shower again. She felt scared, but strangely refreshed and invigorated
*****
"Doctor, I think unit fifteen is moving along more quickly than the others. She'll be at saturation within days," the man in the white lab coat said, tapping the readout. "I think the modifications to the DVD are working better than expected."
The executive looked over the readout and the notes, nodding. "Very nice. Her arousal response is very high. Keep me informed."
"Doctor O'Riley," CEO David Arcadian said as he walked into the operations room. Six attendants sat at computers monitoring the progress of a dozen shipped synthetics. "I have a meeting with the board tomorrow. Where do we stand?"
"We currently have twelve fielded synthetic units in various stages with collection of all of them scheduled within a week," Doctor Zachary O'Riley, Director of Operations, said. Three of those already have customers awaiting delivery and will be gathered when ready. The rest will remain in staging until a customer has been identified. We have, I believe, twenty two organic units delivered and operational."
"The twelve synthetics are male-female units?" David inquired.
"Uh, yes, that is correct," Zachary nodded. "Two synthetic male units to collect female organics and ten synthetic female units to collect male organics. We still have a problem with more male than female customers ordering synthetics at this time. We have a much higher demand for female organics than male and the collection is much more limited."
"Noted. And we are getting a strong three percent request rate for female-female units, where are we with those?"
"The programming is not too different and is complete," Zachary replied. "We're just starting to ship the synthetics. We hope to start organic collections within two months, but that will strongly depend on customer sales."
"Any more problems with organic crashes?"
Zachary shook his head. "No Sir. We haven't had a problem in over three months now. I believe the bug has been corrected. The only issue I know of right now is our three-track software. There's something in the sensor storage that's still not right. We're currently discouraging synthetic sharing at the moment, at least for more than two people."
"Synthetic sharing?" David asked, surprised.
"Yeah, it's somewhat common," Zachary said. "With the cost of the synthetics, sometimes people share them."
"Well, keep working on it, then," David nodded. "Good work Doctor."
"Thank you Sir."
*****
The whole day felt incredible. Valerie forgot just how incredible it felt to have sex in the morning like that. And an orgasm like she had was exactly what she needed. Every day, through the course of the week, was incredible. She had more sex than she'd ever had in her entire life. And not just more... even the quality of the sex was better. She had no idea how they did it, but her synthetic lover was just... perfect!
Thursday morning, she saw that the company provided optional software that she could purchase. With barely a thought, she called the number from the manual and ordered some enhancements. After the call, she held the receiver out and the tones seemed to activate something with her new lover.
She couldn't wait to test him out! She mounted him again, keeping herself right at the top of his cock, waiting for him. And then she felt it, subtle at first, as if it was testing itself, but she felt him push up into her a little. She was shaking she was so excited. She couldn't wait to feel him. In another moment he was sliding up and down at a slow pace while she knelt there with her eyes closed, her mouth twisted in a constant smile of satisfaction. He was the ultimate lover. It didn't take long until he was thrusting hard and fast driving her crazy with lust. She came... and then came again when he didn't stop. This was... so incredible... she came again before she found the strength to finally dismount, stopping him.
She got showered and dressed, driving to work. All day at work, she felt her body tremble with desire, making her smile. She knew he'd be home... patiently waiting for her. God, how she wanted him again. She couldn't believe that it'd been less than a week and she was already addicted to him. When she was home, all she ever wanted to do was fuck him and cum. When she was away, all she could do was think about him, think about going home and fucking him senseless. She saw his face in her mind and it made her excited, saw his cock and it made her mouth water.
*****
Sue came home from work early, feigning a headache so she could see what it was that had Val masturbating so furiously recently. She played with herself, too, but had never heard of anyone so vocal and addicted to it. She slowly opened Val's bedroom door peering inside. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary. She moved into the bedroom looking around. She moved to the dresser first, opening the drawers and peering inside, looking for her stash of sex toys that she knew had to be there. Then she moved to the bed and saw him. She jumped back startled, thinking it was an intruder. But when he didn't move, she peered around the bed again, ready to run out the door, and noticed he wasn't moving.
She moved closer, surprised that it was such a lifelike mannequin. She'd never seen anything like it before. It was entirely naked and was well endowed. She smiled knowing this just had to be it. She shook her head, thinking of Val riding him night after night.
She reached down and touched him, feeling the strange texture of his fake skin, wondering just where she got it. She heard a faint noise and strained to listen to it. She couldn't put her finger on what it was, but it seemed to be coming from the mannequin. It slowly grew louder. It was annoying at first and made her back away thinking she broke something.
The software recognized that it was getting no response from it's subject, so it calculated a new path for domination, returning to basic programming.
Sue was just getting to the door when the noise seemed to change, freezing her in her tracks. It was... calling to her. It was... making her excited. Without thinking, she turned towards it, and started pulling her shorts off as she moved towards him. She could feel her desire, could feel the pleasure already slicing through her. She needed him. Now.
*****
When Valerie finally got home, she noticed that Sue was in her room with the door closed. It was kind of unusual, but she didn't think much of it. Moving quickly into her own bedroom and closing the door, she tossed her clothes aside and pulled her new, exciting lover onto the bed. Her mouth was watering when she saw his large cock, just waiting for her. She crawled over him, talking to him as if he were her sexy lover, and touching him. She heard his voice calling to her, telling her what to do.
She pushed his legs apart and moved between them, kissing and licking his semi-hard cock. She felt it grow automatically as she slipped her lips around the head and closed her eyes. Her hands slid up and down his length, feeling it thicken and lengthen as she continued. Her toy knew just what she liked, just what she wanted. She could hear him telling her... commanding her... and pushed him deep into her throat.



She was nearly gagging from his size, but kept him deep in her mouth as long as she could before backing off. Her saliva dripped from her lips and chin, dropping onto him before she plunged down deep again, trying to bury her nose against him to engulf him fully.
'Perfect practice,' she thought, shuddering when she thought about her real lover exploding in her mouth when she did this.
The noise changed and she smiled at his erotic suggestion, laying on her stomach, pulling him on top of her back, adjusting both their positions until he was mounted over her, ready to take her from behind. His arms fell down limply beside her, his weight pressed into her.
His cool skin felt good on her back and she felt his cock behind her. Without thinking she pushed back into him, making him move a little inside her. She closed her eyes as his body started rocking, his cock slowly driving in and out of her, gradually building up steam. She gripped the sheets in her fists, feeling him take her so nicely. His body pressed down on her, holding her to the bed. She was in heaven.
She was getting fucked. She was grunting with every thrust as she felt her lover drive into her harder and faster. She was panting, so close to her orgasm. She needed it so badly. She came with a wail and found herself unable to slide from under him... she didn't want to... couldn't... needed more... as he kept driving into her... kept her orgasm so alive... kept telling her so many nasty things.
*****
Sue could hear her moans through the wall as her fingers slid back and forth across her clit. She remembered her experience with the mannequin earlier and couldn't wait to fuck him again. The noise and video coming from her DVD player as she played the disk that came with the toy was driving her crazy, too. She watched scene after scene of women using their toys, of the toys using the women, fucking and sucking... orgasms after orgasms.
*****
Doctor Zachary O'Riley, lead scientist of Compliant Inc., watched one of the many readouts on the wall, happy his invention was working so well. This 'client' was almost ready... almost fully compliant and ready for collection. He smiled. Within a few more days, her mind and body would be perfectly altered... ready for her new, subservient life.
A small control blip earlier had him concerned, wondering if there was an issue with her accepting the programming. But she seemed to be on track now.
"Schedule with the client for a Sunday night meet and greet," he ordered the blond assistant behind him, his eyes not leaving the readouts. He could hear her close behind him, breathing excitedly. "Anything else Stacy?" He turned to see her looking at him hopefully, shy yet excited.
"Well, Dr. O'Riley... I was hoping... maybe I could..."
"Sounds like you need a little meet and greet yourself, Stacy," he chuckled. "I think I can squeeze in you," he smiled at his own play on words.
Her smile beamed and she turned, quickly moving towards his office, feeling her body already preparing for what was to come.
He shook his head as he removed his lab coat. 'Damn, she's insatiable. She's certainly one of my best test subjects,' he thought.
*****
"To tell you the truth, Ms. Dunst, catering to female clients is just not our highest priority. I mean, it makes sense, dating is dating, right?" David Arcadian said picking up his cup of coffee. He enjoyed meeting clients for the first time and meeting them outside the office, in a more comfortable setting was always the best.
"And lesbians have a lot in common with guys," she smiled. "Perhaps some of the women in your database are be bi-curious and you just don't know. And, I don't see why it would be so hard to have women sign up looking for women if they already do the same thing looking for guys."
"Perhaps it's that easy," he smiled back. "I'll tell you what. I'll look into it and let you know by Friday if we can modify out database."
"Sounds perfect. Can I ask you a question, though?"
"Sure," he said, expecting the most common question asked. 'Maybe I need to bring a FAQ card or something,' he laughed.
"Why is your service so expensive? I mean $10,000 is a hell of a lot. Especially compared to all the online dating sites and such which are only $40 a month."
"Well, Ms. Dunst, frankly... it's entirely worth it. *You* don't have to search lists of people, look at endless pictures and answer emails from morons. *You* don't even have to go on endless dates, trying to find a compatible match. Within just a few months, *we* guarantee we will find and select the right person for you, the one that will love you... unconditionally... for the rest of your life. They will be... exactly... what you're looking for, too. That's why. We do all the work and you get all the benefits from it. We have had zero complaints about our selections and satisfaction is one hundred percent guaranteed or your money back."
Robin Dunst sat stunned as he explained it, looking directly into her eyes. She knew everything he said was the truth. She had no idea how it could work, but she knew it would be worth it all in the end.
"What about the synthetic toys you advertise," she asked. "Are they one-hundred percent guaranteed as well?"
"Yes... yes they are as a matter of fact," David smiled.
"Ok, then. I guess I'll talk to you Friday," she said reaching down to gather up her purse. She walked away from the restaurant and got into her car. "So far so good," she sighed, reaching into her purse and turning off the tape-recorder.
David walked back to his car, too, and slipped into the back of his limousine, where Stacy sat, patiently waiting, her fingers idly stroking herself. "Jamie?" he called to the driver. "Take us back to the office." He sat back in the seat and started unfastening his pants. Stacy was panting, licking her lips as she knelt on the ground and moved between his legs. She knew exactly what she wanted and was so happy he was letting her have it.
She moaned as she pushed the head between her lips and felt his hands push down on the back of her head. He gasped when she gagged a little on his length, exciting her even more.
*****
At 5:00pm Valerie walked into the expensive restaurant, not really knowing what she was doing there. She always wanted to go there, but never felt like she would be able to afford it. 'It's just time to try it,' she reasoned. The waiter walked her back to a little booth, gave her the menu and moved off. She scanned the room, noting the lovely architecture, the way the place just *looked* expensive. Her eyes moved over the other tables, seeing that the other patrons looked similar to herself.
Her eyes caught two men sitting at a large booth on the other side. At first they just looked rather ordinary, but... there was something about the one man... something looked... familiar. She couldn't put her finger on it, but she just had to know. Even after the waiter brought her drink and took her order, she just couldn't get the man out of her mind.
The men smiled and joked, talking too low for her to hear.
"She's really looking over here a lot," Paul said, surprised.
"I told you. See? Everything I said is happening, right? Trust me," David Arcadian laughed.
Paul watched surreptitiously as she got up out of her booth and made her way along the wall to pass by their booth. She tried to make it look like it was just along the way, but she had to truly go out of her way to get there. She walked evenly, not trying to bring any attention to herself, but when she got by their table, her breath caught in her throat and she stopped. That man... he... he looked... just like her mannequin! She felt her body respond accordingly, getting excited, her heart rate increasing, breathing increasing. She felt the flush spread over her skin.
He looked up at her and smiled making her knees almost buckle.
"Hi," he said calmly. "You ok?"
At first she couldn't speak, and just stood staring. She saw his face change as if he were wondering what was wrong when she finally found her voice. "I... Oh, god, I'm sorry... you just... you just remind me of someone."
"I hope it's someone you like," David laughed. "Why don't you join us. We have plenty of room."
Valerie gulped, but nodded her head. She quickly slipped back to her table and brought her purse and drink back, nodding to the waiter that she was moving.
The dinner was incredible, with David leaving somewhere in the middle, Val couldn't even remember when. She was so enamored by Paul that everything else escaped her notice. After they were done eating he reached out and took her hand and she nearly orgasmed. She was breathing hard the entire time, getting more and more excited by him. When he invited her back to his place, she didn't even hesitate.
They left the restaurant quickly at that point, moving to his car. They both could feel the sexual tension in the air, both knew what was going to happen when they got to his house. And it excited them even more.
He opened her door and helped her inside before getting into the driver's side himself. His car was nice, with plenty of room and leather interior. She licked her lips, so excited to have found the right man for her. As soon as he sat down, she leaned over and put her hand on his chin to pull him into a passionate kiss. As they kissed her hand strayed down, across his chest, down his stomach, and settled on his groin. Her fingers felt out his cock, teasing it as he moaned into her mouth. She wondered if he'd please her even better than her mannequin. She just knew he'd taste good.
She pulled away a little as her hand began unfastening his pants, pulling his erection free. Her hand slid up and down his length as he watched her, dazed by her forwardness and his growing pleasure.
"I'm sorry. I just can't help myself," she whispered.
He smiled. "Oh, you can please me like this any time the urge strikes."
*****
David was sitting in his office, looking at the design of his company's "female relationship enhancement" synthetics to see what kinds of changes had been made to suit women. He saw that Zachary had adjusted the torso of the synthetic model to have breasts and a pussy with no difficulties. The pussy could be made to have a muscular response similar to the cock on the male model. And they'd already designed the changes for oral pleasures for women. Physically, the product line was looking ready to go.
He then thought about the audio and video components of the product, the one's which use subliminal messages to control and mold the subject's behavior. Perhaps that had been easy, too, maybe adding a lot of female imagery to change a person's orientation or highly reinforce it. He made a not to make sure they added the sensory feedback so that the user felt pleasure when things were done to the mannequin.
He already had a few female clients that were buying his male synthetic product line, so maybe having some of them get "converted" to a female synthetic line wouldn't be too much of a stretch. It might only take a small change to the DVD programming. Maybe they could even swap out the male synthetic units for free.
He smiled. "Maybe this will work." He started tapping into his computer, sending an email to Zachary to discuss working on the male synthetic audio and visual component messages for conversions. He had just the right subject to test this on, too... Tanya.
"Stacy? Come here a minute please," he called into the intercom. She appeared moments later, excited, looking hopeful. "Go down to texture and have your body scanned for a new mold, will you? I want to make some test models."
Stacy looked a little disappointed, but nodded her head and disappeared to the lab two floors down.
His phone suddenly buzzed. "Mr. Arcadian? I think you need to see this, sir." David looked at the intercom, upset by the intrusion.
"I'll be right down." He slipped his lab coat off and moved down the hallway to the security chief's office. "What's up, Timothy."
"Take a look at this," Timothy pointed at his computer screen.
David moved behind the desk and adjusted his glasses. The text was a recent newspaper column talking about relationship advice. "Uh, and this is important because...?" he asked impatiently.
"Check out the author... Robin Dunst."
David's eyes shifted to the byline and smiled. "Looks like we need to send out a complimentary synthetic package."
"You know, by reading this, she's not a lesbian..."
David laughed. "Not yet at least."
*****
Paul felt something different when he woke up Friday morning. It felt... wonderful. He was on his back and felt his cock twitch as it grew so hard. He could feel a warm wetness surround it and wondered if he was dreaming. He opened his eyes slowly and looked down his body, realizing what a lucky man he was. Valerie smiled up at him as she slipped his cock out of her mouth.
"Good morning, baby," she said, flicking her tongue over the head. "I couldn't help myself."
"Fuck!" he groaned when her tongue hit a particularly sensitive spot. "I'm not complaining." He didn't know how David did it, but Val was exactly the woman he'd wanted to find. They went out a few times during the week and had a great time. She couldn't get enough of him, always doing things to please him. Compliant Dating Services had definitely worked for him.
Val slid his hard pole deep into her mouth. Her mannequin had prepared her well for this, she thought, but Paul was so much better. She loved his taste, his smell, and the warm feel of his skin against hers. She loved how he moved when she excited him and how he grabbed her forcefully when he came. His cock was so big and she pushed it deep into her mouth, using her hand to stroke him when she withdrew.
She was breathing hard, feeling an extreme need for him. She remembered how it felt to fuck her synthetic lover first thing in the morning and looked forward to how a real lover would feel. Her mouth slid up and down, her tongue swirling underneath the shaft. She moved to the end and flicked her tongue across the head as she sucked, her hands stroking him hard.
Paul could feel himself getting closer to his orgasm, but he knew he wanted it somewhere else. He sat up and pushed her off of him then grabbed her shoulders and twisted her onto her back.
"Damn it, baby. You make me so damn crazy for you," he moaned. "I'm gonna fuck you so hard." He grabbed behind her knees and pushed them up and back so her feet hung in the air above her head. He lined his cock up to her waiting pussy and pushed inside. She was so wet and ready for him that he slid in easily. He felt her pussy clench him, trying to suck him in deeper. He maneuvered as close as he could to her, his legs helping to hold her bent over on herself, and started thrusting harder and faster.
"Fuck, baby. Your pussy is so tight."
He pushed into her again and again, using his body weight behind each thrust, trying to get deeper and deeper inside her. He couldn't believe how incredible it felt to fuck her like this. She not only let him do it to her, she enjoyed it, she encouraged it! He thought about taking the day off from work, just so he could fuck her the entire day long.
Valerie moaned loudly, his cock pierced her and pushed her wide open as he thrust in forcefully. She loved how he just took control of her, loved how he got so excited that he had to fuck her. She loved how he made her cum so hard. It was then she realized... that she loved him... and came. Her orgasm was so strong and so complete. Her eyes rolled back, her body twitched, her muscles spasming and toes curling. She could feel the heat of her flush spread all over her.
Paul felt her pussy contract on him, felt her body shuddering as her orgasm washed over her. But he wasn't quite there yet. He couldn't stop now. He leaned into her and reached forward grabbing behind her head, pulling her hair as he used the hold for better leverage. He used the bounce of the bed to slide in and out, used his body weight to force himself deeper and deeper.
She came again, her hands clawing at him, trying to find leverage to grab him, to pull herself against him. Her hand flew down to her clit and savagely swirled over it to prolong her ecstasy.
Finally, he felt his body let go, felt his cum spray into her and slowly relaxed. He let go of her legs and let them slide around him, holding him tightly. He lay down on her, panting in her ear as her arms wrapped around him.
"God damn, how did I ever find you?" she moaned. "And where have you been all my life?"
*****
Robin Dunst sat at her computer Friday morning in the pen at the newspaper working hard on her story. There wasn't much information yet, but from what she'd seen so far, Compliant Dating Services wasn't such a great dating company. For the cost, the service seemed rather lacking as a matter of fact. She saw no way the company could come through with no pictures to look through, no profiles to scan, no compatibility questionnaires to match with others. She wondered just how David Arcadian thought he'd ever be able find her one-hundred-percent-money-back-guaranteed, perfect love without more information.
It was just before lunch when Robin pulled the heavy box into her house after signing for the package. She saw the 'Compliant Inc.' label on it's side, wondering what they'd sent her. She hastily opened the note that came with it. It was personally sent by David Arcadian explaining how the company decided to open their dating services for lesbians, since it seemed an easy transition. He also mentioned how they opened up their synthetic line to support more lesbian toys and sent her a fine sample as a gift.
"Yadda, yadda, yadda... will get back to me on my date... startup... need to get a lesbian base... Good," she sighed. It was difficult enough being a reporter for the local paper and being assigned the relationship column. She was single and had often written about her own dating experiences, of course never finding Mr. Right because of all the work bullshit attached to every date. She never could just let go and *be* on a date. She always felt like she was working.
So she came up with a new column idea on dating services for gays and lesbians. Being a woman, she would have to personally investigate the lesbian offerings. She knew she'd have to let them down easy, especially if they wanted to become physical, because she just wasn't into women. But she could take it pretty far for the story, nonetheless.
She found the box shut tight and had to get a crowbar from the garage to pry it open. The packaging inside was to be expected, although potentially messy. What she found beneath the Styrofoam chips, though, was surprising... a full blown female mannequin, complete with bad hair. She shook her head, wondering just what she was going to do with it, and saw the 'Read Me First' booklet and DVD.
The booklet was rather thick, making her wonder just what was so special about the mannequin, but it directed her towards the DVD first. She pulled it out of its case, glancing at the picture of the brunette on the case's cover as she was grinding on the mannequin, then placed the disk in the player.
She stood there a moment as it went through it's opening sequence of thanking the user for selecting the product, and then a test pattern appeared. She stood wondering what had happened for a moment. The noise from the speakers was rather loud and shrill, almost making her cover her ears. But just as quickly as it started, it ended. She felt a little dizzy from the noise and stood there blinking for a moment.
When she gained her bearings, she was surprised that she was sweating so much. She looked around and noticed her pants were undone and pushed halfway down her legs, her hand was embedded between her thighs, her finger sliding in and out of her pussy. Her shirt and bra were off, tossed aside haphazardly. With her wetness, she knew she'd cum several times, but had no memory of it. And the sun was low in the afternoon sky, so she missed half the day, but didn't know why.



And more strangely, she didn't care.
She pulled her pants and panties off, tossing them aside along with her shirt, and pulled her new synthetic woman over in front of the TV. As she looked at it, she realized she couldn't wait to see how it worked. She wondered how different it would feel than a man. She marveled at the feel of the fake skin, it seemed so soft and smooth. She couldn't believe how excited it made her feel to touch it.
She restarted the DVD and watched as it started going through the introductory screen again. She shuddered as she watched the woman on the screen fucking her synthetic, riding it, grinding her pussy against it madly... and having such a strong orgasm. She knelt down and threw a leg over her new toy, delighting in the feel of the cool, fake flesh against her warm thighs. She felt an undeniable urge to touch the fake breasts and pushed her palms into the nipples as she squeezed and teased them. Although not real, they still felt soft and pliable.
She closed her eyes as, strangely, her own breasts felt a pressure, as if invisible hands were massaging them. Her nipples were so hard, they needed attention, demanded it. She felt her body shudder as a small orgasm swept over her. She smiled broadly.
Yes. This certainly promised to be better than any male lover. And it was going to be a long night of orgasmic pleasure as she promised herself to find out how.
*****
Zachary watched the readouts with interest. On one, he knew their new client, Robin, was in the throes of a wonderful orgasm. The sensors on her synthetic and the readouts from the control program running on the DVD were very sensitive. He smiled knowing that Robin was well on her way.
Another readout was overseeing Tanya's transformation. She was in the bedroom on the other side of the one-way mirror installed next to the control room. She was also in the throes of an orgasm as she fucked her synthetic from behind wearing a strap-on cock. Her programming made her feel every thrust within herself as well, delighting her immensely. She grabbed the synthetic's long, blond hair and pulled, using it as leverage to thrust deeper.
"That's it," she moaned. "Take my big cock in your pussy. Fuck yeah!" This female-female product line was definitely going to work!
A third readout puzzled him a little bit, though. It seemed that Valerie's unit was activated but the sensor readout was... different. It didn't seem possible that the biometrics were so different than what they'd previously recorded. He wasn't sure how the synthetic would even respond to her.
It didn't make sense unless... unless... unless she... had a roommate! He smiled, shaking his head. He should've guessed it sooner that they were sharing the synthetic. He was going to have to open a second track for her. Then he made a mental note to prepare for a shipment of his enhanced DVD and new female-female conversion product to that address. He found Robin's new love.
*****
"Hi Robin, it's Thomas again. I was just calling to see what you're up to. I would like a call back, you know. This is like the 5th time I've called you with no reply. Anyway, give me a yell." Thomas hung up the phone shaking his head. He'd been out with Robin a few times and thought they were getting along well. They talked all the time and seemed to have a good connection. He knew he wanted their relationship to go further at least.
But for the past few weeks, she'd grown more distant, like she was seeing someone else. It bothered him that he was losing her, but it bothered him more that she wasn't even talking to him any more. He knew she was working on the lesbian dating story, but knew it was work... she wasn't really interested in meeting anyone there. He was completely puzzled by what was happening with her.
He knew she was home, too. He was in his car just a little ways up the street from her house calling on his cell phone. There were cars in the driveway and lights on in the house. He'd even seen movement inside as someone moved past the window. So he had no idea why she wasn't answering the phone.
He pulled up in front of the house and got out, walking slowly. He peered in the font window, casually, as he walked to the door but saw no one. He rang the doorbell and waited... impatiently.
Inside, Sue was laying on the floor, stomach down, feeling the carpeting against her bare stomach and breasts. Robin's legs were spread wide and Sue was laying between them, her tongue sliding along her clit, her fingers sliding in and out of her wetness. The towel beneath Robin's hips was wet with her juices and Sue's saliva from the three orgasms she'd already given her. Robin was moaning loudly as they neared her next orgasm. Robin raised her hips up, pushing into Sue's mouth. Her hands were bound behind her back, deliciously limiting her movement. She'd never been into bondage before, but this was certainly a month of firsts.
Robin couldn't believe how fantastic this was. She'd only gone into Compliant Dating Services a month ago and in that time she went from being a single heterosexual to an attached, confirmed lesbian. And she was loving it. Sue was able to give her more pleasure than she'd ever received before and it was... it was mind-blowing! She fell hard and fast for her new lover and knew they were destined to be together forever.
They heard the doorbell ring but ignored it at first, not willing to be interrupted when Robin was so close. Within moments, Robin screamed out as her orgasm hit hard once again, her entire body tightening, her hands grabbing at the floor beneath her, pushing her hips up as far as she could. Sue kept tonguing her, licking and sucking through her orgasm before Robin scooted back, trying to get away from the intense pleasure.
Sue laughed as she looked down watching Robin moaning and panting. She was proud to be able to please her lover so well, time and time again. The doorbell rang again and she helped Robin to her feet, throwing her robe around her shoulders and tying it loosely. Robin had a difficult time walking, but they went to the door and Sue opened it. She smiled up at the impatient man standing there, her face wet with Robin's juices.
"Thomas," Robin said between breaths. "What are you doing here?"
Thomas stood there for a moment, assessing the situation. His head was having a hard time wrapping itself around the sight and smells from the room beyond. "I was... well, worried about you. You never answered my calls."
Sue stood there amused as the two talked. Her hands were stroking Robin's back and shoulder possessively.
"I'm sorry. I've been kind of busy lately," Robin said, smiling at her friend playfully.
"I see that," he said looking at Sue somewhat angrily.
Sue's hand slid into the front fold of Robin's robe and she caressed her breast obviously. "But you're welcome to see how I'm keeping her busy," she said smiling. "No joining in, but I do enjoy being watched as I make her cum."
Robin moaned as Sue pinched her nipple.
"You two met through that dating service, didn't you? This was all them. What did they do to you Robin?" Thomas was visibly angry, his face flushing red.
"They simply introduced us," Sue said, undoing the belt holding Robin's robe together. "The rest was all pent up sexual need being released." Robin's robe fell open and Sue's hand slid down cupping her mound, pushing a finger into her. "Deep down, she's always been a lesbian sub, haven't you my dear?"
Robin groaned as two fingers slid deeper into her pussy. "Fuck... yes..." she moaned.
"I'm sorry Thomas," Sue said before flicking her tongue across Robin's exposed, clamped nipple. "We have some fucking to do, so you'll have to come back later." They stepped backwards as Thomas watched dumbfounded. "Come on slut, you have some pussy to taste." Then the door slammed closed.
Thomas stood there a moment, trying to digest what he'd just witnessed. He shook his head in anger, wondering how in the hell a dating service could screw up her head like that. However they did it, he was going to find out. He was going to take them down.
He stormed off the porch, got into his car, and sped off. He arrived at home and started doing some research, finding out where this business was located, finding out about the area and the layout of the building. They were located in the city, so it wouldn't be too difficult to get there. He just wasn't sure he was qualified enough to get in there and find out what's going on.
He changed into dark clothes, packed a bag with things he thought might be useful, and headed off towards the city, arriving just after rush hour. He moved to a nearby parking deck to wait for nightfall.
*****
David Arcadian, CEO of Compliant Inc sat in his office as his private secretary slowly closed the door.
"You wanted to see me?" she asked, already unbuttoning her blouse.
"I always want to see you," he smiled. "Come here," he indicated for her to stand in front of him. She moved around his desk, standing between his chair and the desk itself. "Turn around." She turned to face the desk, putting her hands on it, jutting her ass backwards, wanting him to notice it.
His hands stroked her legs sliding up and down her calves before teasingly moving higher. Her legs were very lovely, well shaped, the muscles long and lean. He lifted her skirt, displaying her lovely ass. She arched her back more, making her ass round nicely. She wasn't wearing panties, which surprised him. But then the glint of a purple gemstone caught his attention. He pulled her ass cheeks wider apart and smiled.
"Like what you see, Sir?" she asked seductively, wiggling her ass.
She was wearing clit jewelry that consisted of a clip surrounding her clit and labia, with dangles of gems below it. The dangles swung against her thighs and swatted against her clit making her more and more excited with every movement she made. From her juicy lips and thighs he knew she'd been wearing them all day.
"Nice! Very nice," David whispered, letting his fingers slide along her entrapped, engorged labia. The sensations were incredible to her, feeling extremely heightened as the fingertips stroked up and down, then swirled on her clit.
Stacy was obviously already over-excited, her body quivering and shaking as he softly stroked her. She gasped when his fingertips neared her clit. With one hand he continued stroking her, while the other began spanking her. She moaned loudly as his hand struck her time and time again, making her ass very red and sensitive. Then he switched hands and struck the other cheek until she didn't think she could stand any longer.
She clung to the desk, needing it for support as her knees continually buckled. She was so desperate to cum, and the difference between the pain and pleasure was so striking, her mind reeled. He played her expertly, pulling on the dangles and swiping them to elicit cooing response. Then he slipped her labia between his fingers and pulled as if he were jerking her off. Her body was completely at his mercy.
When he finished spanking her, he swiped his hand along her ass, noting it's warmth and redness, relishing in his work. Then he grabbed her by the hips and turned her around, leaning her ass against the desk before pushing her up on it. He moved his chair in closer, putting her high-heeled feet on the arms of his chair as he settled between her spread thighs.
He opened her blouse and saw more sparkling dangles on her breasts. Each nipple was lovingly trapped by a little lasso, from which hung a jeweled string. He swiped at them, noticing the hardness of her nipples holding them, loving the teasing they afforded. Stacy's mouth was open in a moan of pleasure, her eyebrow crinkled in ecstasy.
Then he bent down and lightly licked her labia, teasing her much like his fingertips had previously done.
"Oh god," she moaned. "Please make me cum..."
His tongue slid over the dangles, swiping them across her clit as her hips bucked uncontrollably. She was so close to her orgasm. It wouldn't be long now. His fingers gripped her trapped lips, spreading them as far as he could and he licked between them. She watched him intently, loving how he looked when he pleasured her. It excited her so much just watching him.
She was overjoyed when he finally pulled the clip off her clit and almost came when it was finally released. Her pussy felt so free and open. She felt his fingers slide in and open her wide. She felt his tongue stab deep inside her touching her exactly how she liked it. Fuck he was so good! She couldn't believe how hot she was.
He stood up and unzipped his pants, his cock long and hard, just ready to plunge into her depths when he was interrupted on the intercom.
"Mr. Arcadian, we have an incident down here."
"Fuck!" he growled, zipping his pants back up. Stacy lay on her back panting heavily, her body covered in sweat and flushed with her excitement. He reached for the button and stabbed it. "What is it?" he demanded brusquely.
"We have someone breaking in on the second floor."
David shook his head. 'It always seems to happen at the worst time,' he thought, straightening his clothes.
*****
Thomas reached in the window, unlatching it, and opening it. He'd been able to move a dumpster in order to get onto the fire escape and finagle his way up to the second floor. The office there was dark and empty and it was a simple matter to break the glass and open it. He slipped inside, trying to make as little sound as possible.
He looked around the office for a moment and found it was just some employee's office, then went to the door and slowly opened it, peering out. The hall was empty and there appeared to be glass doors just down the way... perhaps some kind of lab.
He moved down the hall towards the glass doors, nervously looking up and back, trying not to make a sound. He had no idea what would happen if he got caught. He peered through the glass and saw movement from deeper within, through a set of large windows.
He opened the door slowly and moved inside, keeping an eye on where the movement came from. If it was somehow a danger, he wanted to be able to hide or run as soon as possible. Slowly and silently he crept forward, ignoring the large computer displays on the walls and the various synthetic body parts lying about on the work benches.
As he neared the far window, he could see the head of a woman in rapture. Her eyes were closed, her mouth opened. He could just hear her grunting as she thrust up and down against something on the floor. He crept to the glass and peered inside. It was a small room, square, with padded walls and floor. Inside was the woman along with some sort of mannequin in the shape of a man. He seemed very anatomically correct and she was fucking him for all she was worth.
A sting struck him in the shoulder and he quickly turned to see a man in a suit pointing a gun at him. His brain slowly stopped working and it felt like it was filling with molasses. It was so hard to think... so hard to move. He felt hands grab him and pick him up. Then he passed out.
*****
He had no idea how long he was unconscious, but his head hurt a lot when he finally woke. He tried to move his hand up to his head but found it strapped to the bed he was in. In fact, both arms and legs were firmly strapped in place. He started to struggle more violently, not wanting to give in to these fuckers.
He could hear some sort of white noise playing through speakers by his head. At first it was annoying... then painful as the volume increased. Then, suddenly, it was so clear. He stopped struggling, and just lay there. He felt like he was floating in the ocean, the sun overhead, warming his face.
"There, that's so much better," came a voice from somewhere off to his side. "Care to tell me who you are and why you're here?"
Thomas wanted to tell him to go to hell, wanted to struggle and cuss and fight, but somehow he couldn't get himself to do it. It was like he just didn't have the anger inside him.
"I'm Thomas Jeffers. I'm a friend of Robin Dunst."
"Ah... Robin... a beautiful woman. I gather you don't like her new girlfriend."
"She's... not a lesbian... she... loves me..." He could barely struggle, barely think straight.
"Hmmm... I don't think she does any longer. But I have really, really good news for you. I found you a match!" The voice sounded so very excited for Thomas. His brow furrowed as he wondered what he meant. He wondered if he came here looking for a match. He had trouble remembering, but...
"First I want you to get to know her. Tanya?"
A brunette appeared beside Thomas' bed, just in his field of view. She was looking down at him hungrily. He'd never seen that intense of a look before. She was certainly beautiful. He heard the tone change in the noise at his ears causing his vision to blur for a moment. He had to close his eyes for a moment and when he reopened them, she looked... different... more attractive somehow.
"Tanya's one special girl. Unfortunately I've used her too many times in the experiments. I've had her be the tester on just about every device we've developed. I've made her want men, want women, want oral, anal... you name it. She's... well... she's fucked it all. She's completely a nymphomaniac now. It doesn't matter who or how, but she has to have sex all the time.
"But it's actually a good thing for you. Because I'm going to give her to you. Your own personal sex object, there to fulfill your every whim and desire. She'll never turn you down and will always be ready at a moment's notice.
"And... as a special bonus... I'm imprinting her on you. So she will have no desire to have sex with anyone else but you. My present. You're going to be the happiest man alive... and all because of Compliant Dating Services."
Thomas could hear the happiness in David's voice. "Well, I'll leave you two alone for now, to... you know... get acquainted."
Thomas was surprised to feel her hand suddenly stroking his naked thigh. He saw her eyes scan down his body and almost adoringly look at his cock. He could feel it surging with his excitement. Her fingers wrapped around him and began stroking him. He watched her bend forward and felt her lick along his length, slowly and softly letting her tongue glide along his shaft.
He tried to realize that this was so wrong... something was not right... but just couldn't do it. She felt so good on him. She planted little kisses up and down his shaft and on the head, taking little licks and nibbles in between. He was so damn hard now. He heard her coo in excitement... but it sounded wrong. The speakers by his head were making the sexy sounds... and they were so arousing.
He could feel her going down on him, sucking and slurping on him so nicely. He could feel her hand slide up and down his shaft, making him so damn hard. But the sounds didn't come from below... they were right by his head... but God, they excited him even more! He could hear close-up sucking sounds as if she were right by his ear. Her light moaning and gasping as if she enjoyed sucking on him was almost more than he could bear.
He could feel his body overheating, could feel his cock pulsing with need and desire.
"Oh, yeah... cum baby... cum," played in his ears. And he couldn't stop it from happening. He grunted and heard her sucking madly, gulping down everything she could. She gasped in heat and told him how excited she was as it sprayed over her face and lips. He groaned loudly as he spent his load and she stroked and sucked on him, milking him dry.
She stood and he saw his cum decorating her face. He watched her scoop it with her fingers and lick it clean until there was nothing left. Then she removed the hospital gown she wore and slipped up onto the bed. She was smiling down at him as she straddled his torso and slowly moved up his body. Thomas could see her pussy, so engorged and open, so wet with her juices. Her panting played loudly in his ears, her need was being programmed into his brain.



He felt his mouth watering, felt the desire welling up inside him. He opened his mouth and stuck his tongue out, lifting his head up as far as he could in order to reach her. She kept back, just out of range for a moment and giggled. Then she pushed forward, thrusting her hips down onto his mouth, his tongue spearing deep inside her.
David watched from the control room as she humped against his face with abandon. He was amazed by her stamina. But she truly had been trained to fuck. He tapped a few of the buttons and started the conditioning program, playing it into the speakers at Thomas' head.
In just a little while, Thomas would be imprinted on Tanya... and there would be yet another successful pairing at Compliant Dating Services.
Paul and Valerie, a very satisfied, paying customer...
Robin and Sue, Thomas and Tanya, necessary collateral damage... but David knew they'll be the happiest they've ever been.
*****
"I am so sick of Kayla," the middle-aged man said as he plopped down on the couch, his phone at his ear. The TV was on in front of him. He was settling in for another lonely Saturday night of beer, popcorn, and a movie. "Three dates... yeah... I know... but I'm tired of meeting all these chicks that are so stuck on themselves," he said. "She had a conniption because I wore tennis shoes. Tennis shoes! God, it's annoying! Why can't I just meet the perfect woman?"
Suddenly, the TV screen showed a smiling Robin with Sue by her side, both sitting on bar stools, holding hands. "You know me... I'm Robin Dunst, the dating columnist at the Tribune," Robin said facing out of the screen. "If you've kept up with my articles, I've written time and time again about the problems in the dating world. Going to bars... speed dating... and online dating. But I'm here to tell you that I've found a company that truly finds you the love of your life, without all the hassle. Compliant Dating Services. Call them. I know I found my love there."
The two women leaned in together and kissed as the scene faded.
"Compliant Dating Services," the male announcer said with a deep, resonant voice, the company logo and phone number splashing across the screen. "For those that want the love of their lives without all the hassle."
"Hang on a second, Bob," the man said. "I need to write a number down..."



        HR: The Intern Pt. 01

        A young man interns at a all-female PR firm.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/hr-the-intern-pt-01

Title: HR: The Intern Pt. 01

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: A young man interns at a all-female PR firm.

Tags: young-old, office, femdom




Human Resources: The Intern, Part 1
I was twenty when I got my first real job. I was going to the local college for an Information Technology degree and they had a work-study program where you worked for a semester and then studied for a semester, trading off between the two for the last two years of your undergraduate degree. While it extended my undergraduate degree to five years instead of four, it would give me some good, real-world experience for my resume and, possibly, give me a job right out of school.
The school set up interviews with a variety of companies within the vicinity of the college and even large employers in other states. I was lucky enough to get into one in another state. That way I could get away from my parents and the school, at least for a few months at a time. I interviewed at a PR Firm located in New York. It seemed like an incredible opportunity for me, working in a fairly busy office, doing a job I love... and, the best perk of all in this case, working in an office with a lot of beautiful, successful women.
I hadn't had much luck or experience with women, only having one girlfriend in my life. Even that was a few years ago. So working in a female rich environment was bound to be good for my social life. Incredibly, this particular firm was woman-owned and run almost exclusively by women. I only hoped they would hire a male intern.
The interview was held at the university and, when I arrived at the room they'd set up, I met Nicole Patterson, the firm's HR director. She was holding all of the interviews. She was an older woman, probably in her fifties, but was still really beautiful with short-cropped blond hair and a sizable... noticeable... D-cup breasts. They might have even been DD-cup. All I knew was that they were big and truly captured my attention.
I felt like a ten year old when I saw her. She seemed so much more mature and in charge.
She gave me a quick handshake and invited me to sit down. She sat back on the edge of the desk they'd provided and put her hands behind her on the desktop. I couldn't help but notice her incredible legs encased in hose underneath the short skirt she wore, and her breasts straining at the buttons of her blouse that was pulled tight from the position of her arms. I could see her pointed nipples pressing against the thin material.
She asked me several questions, which I answered without really even thinking. My head seemed lost in seeing her. I was so shy and embarrassed that I was thinking such thoughts. I felt my cock harden and had to move in my seat to get it into a comfortable position. When I looked up again, she was smiling a little deviously, as if knowing I was having problems and was reveling in causing it. But I figured it was just my overactive imagination.
She slid her suit jacket off revealing her sleeveless blouse. As she slid it off her arms, her chest was pushed forward, pressing hard against the buttons. It almost strained them to their limit and I had the fantasy of them popping off, flying across the room, as her breasts were exposed. She tossed her jacket onto another chair and then sat up on the edge of the desk, her skirt riding up a little bit. One shoe slid partly off her foot and she swung it absently, making it hard not to pay attention to her hose-encased legs.
As she asked questions, her legs would part, offering me a glimpse between them, before crossing again on the other side. Although I really saw nothing, the movement itself was incredibly sexy and alluring, capturing my eyes. I couldn't help but look.
When the interview was over, I stood and shook her hand, noting how a few buttons on her blouse were undone such that I could see the frilly, lace bra underneath. I almost thought I saw the edge of her nipple before I diverted my glance so I wouldn't be caught.
I walked out, happy to have met her, but unsure if I had the job or not.
*****
A month after the interview, I was sent an offer letter from the firm. They wanted to hire me as an intern! I was incredibly happy and couldn't wait to tell my family. I was going to start in the spring semester.
Over the course of the next month, I received a few more letters from Nicole, making sure I filled out all the necessary paperwork and that I had a drug test done. I had to have everything ready and complete for my January 10th start date.
I was so excited that I got the job and spent the month of December getting everything in order. I left just after New Years, driving up there in an old clunker my parents bought for me. I figured that maybe with the money I'd be making that I'd be able to buy myself a new car.
I received a letter a week ago telling me that due to renovations in the intern dorms that for the first month or so I'd be staying at the home of Sheila Jackson, the firm's IT Director. She normally rented out the basement area, but she didn't have a tenant at the moment, so this would be the perfect opportunity. It mentioned that the room was free as well, but I'd have to pay for my own food.
I arrived at Sheila's house on Saturday, January 8th, at 7:00pm. She completely surprised me by answering the door in shorts and a t-shirt, even in this cold weather.
"Hi! You must be Michael," she said, smiling brightly. She was an older woman, like Nicole, with medium-length brown hair. And, like Nicole, she had some very impressive breasts. Definitely a D-cup, held back by God-knows-what underneath that t-shirt.
"Yes I am. I'm glad to meet you," I said. "Are you Sheila?"
"Yes, but please call me Mrs. Jackson. Come in for a second and let me show you where you'll be staying. Then we can get your stuff out of the car."
I entered the warm, brightly lit house, and Sheila, well, Mrs. Jackson, showed me the basement apartment, which had a bedroom, a nice sitting area, and its own bathroom with shower. It looked like a great place to me... much better than my dorm room!
Surprisingly, even in her warm-weather clothing, she helped me carry my stuff inside and into the basement. She told me that I was allowed to use her kitchen area as I needed. But, she said I couldn't have a key to her house and would therefore be required to have a curfew every night or be locked out. She said that it was only temporary, that the dorms would be ready in just a few weeks, and didn't want her keys to get lost or stolen.
I figured I could live without any night life for a few weeks so I agreed. She turned to go up the stairs and then turned around suggesting I take a shower now that I had arrived. She said there were clean towels in the bathroom. She had a devious look on her face, like she was up to something, but I was too naive to figure it out.
I threw my stuff aside, stripped off my clothes, and hopped into the shower. I soaped myself up and couldn't believe how good the suds felt on my body. It had been a long drive and after seeing Mrs. Jackson in her short shorts and tight t-shirt, I was horny as hell. My hand easily found it's way to my cock and began stroking it. And did it ever feel good! I leaned up against the shower wall and just let my body go. I came very quickly and let out a torrent of cum that sprayed against the wall, my grunts echoing off the tile wall.
When I was done, I cleaned up my mess, slipped on some boxers and slid into bed. I watched TV until it was late.
Mrs. Jackson knocked on the door at about midnight, checking to see if I was alright. She was wearing a short robe, so I knew she was getting ready for bed. She was certainly a knock out in that outfit. I could feel my cock spring to life once more when I saw her and had to lift my knees up to keep it from becoming noticeable to her, even under the covers.
I told her I was fine and didn't need anything and she stood there an extra moment, as if wanting something, but then simply told me to sleep well and went back upstairs.
The next morning, I knew it was going to be a long few weeks before I moved out. I woke early, took a shower, and then came upstairs wearing sweats and a t-shirt, my typical Sunday morning attire. Mrs. Jackson was in the kitchen making some breakfast, wearing her short robe again. I couldn't believe how little it hid. And I could tell that she was wearing little to nothing underneath her robe. I was so embarrassed to be in the same room with her because she turned me on so much. I was sure I was flushed thirty-two shades of red. I never knew a woman could look so sensual.
"So, what are you up to today?" Mrs. Jackson asked, holding a spatula. She was making some scrambled eggs for herself.
"I thought I drive around a little, get the lay of the land. Maybe buy some groceries."
"There's a good grocery store just up the street... maybe three miles," she said.
I nodded. "Sounds good."
I threw a sweatshirt on over my t-shirt and drove around a little, getting the lay of the land. I found the grocery store she was talking about and bought some things I'd need for the week and found a fast-food place to get some breakfast.
*****
I got up early on Monday in order to be at work well ahead of schedule. Mrs. Jackson was still getting ready when I walked out to my car, trudging through the snow, and found that it wouldn't start. The engine seemed to be seized up somehow. I sat in my car cursing, trying and retrying to start it, when Mrs. Jackson walked out of the house. She looked over at me, surprised to see me so distressed, and offered me to ride in with her.
I knew it was going to be an expensive fix and wondered if the car was even worth fixing. I thought that maybe after working for a couple months I might have enough money to buy a new car. But that would mean having to ride in with Mrs. Jackson for the next few weeks. Luckily the interns were housed very close to work so once there I wouldn't need transportation.
Mrs. Jackson wore a very sexy outfit to work that day as well. She seemed to prefer wearing shorter skirts and tight, translucent blouses. I couldn't help but glance at her on occasion and she caught me more than once, embarrassing the hell out of me when she smiled knowingly. She knew she looked good and knew I was definitely attracted to her. We finally arrived just before 8:00am and went straight to her office. Mrs. Jackson showed me the little office I shared with another intern and told me we'd get together later to go over my responsibilities. I was then to meet with HR at the end of the day, then come see her for my ride home.
I nodded my assent, then she surprised me by taking a hold of my hand and leading me down the hall to her boss' office. We went in quickly, the secretary smiling sweetly at us. Her boss, Melinda Cartwright, was behind her large desk, leaning back in her chair. Her eyes were closed as if in thought but she was smiling sweetly. I thought perhaps she was meditating. We waited just inside her door for a moment, and Mrs. Jackson cleared her throat.
"Sorry to disturb you," she said.
"No, no, come on in. Please. I was just having a little fun."
Mrs. Jackson moved behind me, putting her hands on my upper arms and pressing her breasts into my back. I could feel her chest against me, rubbing as if she was trying to maybe get past me or something.
"Melinda, this is Michael. He's our new intern in the IT department."
"Hi, Michael," Melinda said, staying seated behind her desk. "Forgive me for not getting up, but I'm right in the middle of... something." She smiled as if she was hiding something.
"No, no," I answered nervously. I hadn't even expected to meet the owner, for heaven's sake, let alone expect her to shake my hand or anything.
"I think he's going to fit in here very nicely," Mrs. Jackson said, pushing into my back again. "Very nicely."
Ms. Cartwright smiled. "Excellent! I always like having new talent in here to liven things up a bit. I'm sure I'll sample your work," she said.
I thought that maybe she didn't know what I was going to be doing. I didn't think I'd be submitting reports or anything like that. So her sampling comment seemed out of place. But I just smiled and nodded my head.
"It looks like this will be a great place to work," I said.
"Definitely," Mrs. Jackson replied, gripping my arms tightly. "Well, I'll show you back to your office and you can finish your paperwork." Her lips were right by my ear, her grip holding me in position facing Ms. Cartwright still.
"See that he's brought up to speed and knows the rules, Sheila," Ms. Cartwright said, once again leaning back in her chair, closing her eyes, and adjusting her leg position. "He's your boy." She seemed to be practicing some deep breathing exercises as Mrs. Jackson led me out of the room and back down the hall to HR.
It was about 8:30 when I was finishing setting up my desk when another intern came in, looking very tired and disheveled. I knew his name was James and that he only had this week left. He looked at me and shook my hand.
"I'm so glad you're here," he mumbled, before stumbling over to his desk. Just as he sat down his phone rang. He looked at me and sighed as he picked it up, as if exhausted. He didn't want to answer it but looked as if he didn't have a choice. "Hello.... mmhmm... I'll be right there, Ma'am." He hung up the phone and stood slowly. As he walked out the door, he tapped me on the back as if telling me he was sorry for me. I didn't see him for the rest of the day.
I sat down at my desk and saw an envelope on it with my name typed on a label attached to the front. When I opened it, there were several pages telling me about getting everything set up. I read through it, following each step-by-step process, and set up my computer login, my online time card, and made sure I had access to the training website.
The training I had to do was going to take me all morning to go through. Everything seemed to have a policy and procedure around it and I had to learn it all. There was an IT Security course... a course on Diversity in the Workplace... a course on how to input my time in the time-keeping system... a course on vacation time... and a course on their Harassment policy.
*****
It was 3:00pm when my phone rang and Mrs. Jackson asked me to come to her office. She was going to have Jessica, one of the staff IT people, show me the router closet, where, basically, all the wiring that went to the individual computers came together. Jessica was wearing a very loose fitting one-piece outfit, kind of a blouse and pants outfit, cinched at the waist, ankles and wrists, and open in the front with a plunging neckline showing her cleavage. The wispy material moved easily around her and appeared to be extremely comfortable. She took my hand and led me down the hall, opened a door, and invited me inside. She followed behind and surprisingly, closed the door behind her.
I stared at the rack of computer hardware with cabling extending from them up into conduits on the ceiling. The fans used to cool the devices were the only sources of sound in the room. I suddenly felt Jessica's hands on my shoulders as she came up behind me. Her hands moved down my arms and then underneath them, encircling my body and rubbing my stomach, playing with the buttons on my shirt.
"I was so happy they hired you," she said. "I got so wet when I saw you walking around earlier."
I stood there, stunned and scared. "What...?" I had no idea what to do or what she was saying.
"You know... this closet is soundproof... and we won't be interrupted," she said, her hand sliding down onto the front of my dress pants, her fingers curling around my hardness. She tightened her grip around me, bit my neck and then kissed it. "I think you need to take care of my needs, intern." She spun me around and pushed her body into me. One hand held behind my head as she kissed me roughly, her other hand continuing to caress my swollen and throbbing cock through my dress pants. She deftly unfastened my slacks with one hand and then slid her hand inside them, stroking my shaft directly.
"Mmmm, such a big boy," she moaned, pushing my pants and boxers down my legs. They instantly fell to my ankles, keeping me from moving much. She stepped back, admiring my erection as her hands moved to the front of her suit and pulled it open, revealing her naked flesh beneath. Her breasts, although much smaller than any of the three women I'd met, were nicely shaped with large, pointed nipples. She watched intently as my cock pulsed upon seeing her. She obviously relished the effect her nakedness had on me.
"Like my tits, little boy?" she said teasingly, her hands caressing them, stroking her nipples and pinching them. "They are so fucking hard for you. Just thinking about your tongue on them is making me so goddammed wet." She reached out and grabbed me by the back of my neck and pulled me into another fierce kiss. "Touch them... now!" she ordered softly.
Her hand grabbed my erection and expertly stroked it while mine timidly came up and lightly touched her tits. I could feel her push more into me. "Harder," she said. "Squeeze them... harder... yeah, that's right. Now, pinch my nipples."
I licked my lips in excitement and embarrassment as my fingers slipped around both her nipples and lightly pinched them. I was so embarrassed and knew I was so red. "Again... and harder," she hissed, her hand moving faster on my pole.
I was breathing harder now, loving the sensations her hand was giving me. I felt it all through my body. I pinched her nipples harder and felt her pull away from me a little, causing me to pull her boobs away from her body. I watched her eyes close and her head lean back as she moaned.
"Fuck, yeah," she said softly. "Now kiss away the pain, lover," she said pulling my head into her chest. She used one hand to grab and push her tits against my face, rubbing it all over my cheeks, lips, and chin. I was too embarrassed to do anything but let her torment me. "Fuck! Stick out your goddamn tongue!" she ordered. I complied and let her slide each breast and nipple over my tongue.
She seemed to tire and pushed me away abruptly. "Shit... you're almost worthless. You definitely need a lot of training." She was angry. "Lay the fuck on the floor."
I nodded, trying to keep her calm, trying not to get her any more angry at me. I lay down on my back, feeling the cold hardness of the tiled floor. She stood over me, raising her high-heeled shoe into the air and pressing it slightly into my crotch, while smiling viciously. She twisted and turned her foot, just barely grinding it into me, as if asserting her total dominance over me.
"Weak, pathetic, little boys need to be trained, you know. Women like their men to know how to please them. And you'll find us to be the very best teachers." She pulled her foot away and pulled her suit completely off. It was amazing just how easily it was removed and she stood there with only her heels on. She moved up my body, her legs straddling me. I looked up at her incredibly beautiful nakedness and felt my cock leaping. I thought I might cum just from watching her.
"Hands at your sides," she said as she knelt down, sitting on my chest. Her left hand grabbed my hair and pulled my head up slightly while her right hand slid between her legs, her fingers slowly circling her pussy. She was very clean shaven except for a little strip of hair at the top. "First lesson, this is a pussy. Your sole job is to keep it happy and satisfied at all times." Her fingertips were circling her clit rapidly and one finger would occasionally slide deep inside before being pulled out. "You have three ways of doing that at your disposal... your mouth... your fingers... and your cock. Got that?" I lay there stunned, not knowing what to do or say, not knowing where to even look. I was too embarrassed.
She smacked me with her left hand. "Are you listening to me?"



"Yes... Yes, I'm listening," I moaned.
"What's this?" she said grabbing my hair again and lifting my face towards her succulent pussy. "Huh?"
I gulped. "A... it's... a pussy."
"And what's your number one job?" she asked smacking me in the head again.
"Stop," I whined. "To keep it happy and satisfied."
"When?"
"All the time... all the time," I said trying to stop her from slapping me. Her thighs pinned my arms to my sides, keeping me from using them.
She stopped hitting me and let me lay still for a moment, her fingers still slowly circling her clit. I don't know why she was so intimidating to me, she was only five or six years older than me.
She seemed calmer and licked her lips for a moment. "And what are the three ways at your disposal?"
I shook my head in disbelief. I never imagined I'd ever be in this position. She was so in control of me. I wasn't sure I even wanted to fight back. Everything she was doing to me only got me more excited. My cock was throbbing hard and I needed release so bad. She was sitting right above me, her naked body on full display for me, her fingers sliding through her wet cunt without a care.
I didn't respond fast enough and she raised her hand ready to hit me again. "My hand, my mouth, and my dick," I said quickly, trying to do anything to avoid being hit.
She lowered her hand and smiled, obviously satisfied with my answer. She licked her lips and I felt her squirming on my chest. "Mmmm. You are so turning me on," she moaned. "I think I'm going to try out your dirty little boy mouth first. Just looking at it has got me so damn wet. Just thinking about you sucking on my pussy has me creaming." She pried her labia open and moved forward, hovering just over my mouth. "When I say lick, you lick. When I say suck, you suck." She moved down further as if threatening to smother me. "Now lick."
My tongue slid out and I licked her as best I could. She continually moved my head, forcing me to lick her different ways, continually correcting me and teaching me. My mouth and tongue grew tired and yet she forced me to continue. If I stopped or didn't follow directions, she hit me on the head.
I lay there pleasuring her for a long time. When she finally had her third orgasm she let me up. She slipped back into her outfit and while I was getting dressed again, came over and pushed me against the wall.
"Next lesson," she said sneering at me. "Nothing gets said about this. Or you won't enjoy your next lesson at all." Her hand snaked down and she squeezed my balls tightly. "Understand?"
"Yes," I groaned. I'd do anything to get her to stop.
She leaned in and kissed me hard. "I think you have some serious potential with that mouth and tongue." She stroked my cock as it strained against the front of my pants. I thought for a moment she was going to make me cum in my pants. "I certainly think your cock has potential. I can't wait for more lessons."
She turned and left the room, leaving me standing there. I finished buckling my pants, got cleaned up a little in the restroom, and walked back to my office in total disbelief as to what happened. I didn't know if it was real or all just a dream.
*****
I had just sat down when I got a call from Mrs. Patterson, telling me to come into her office. I stood up and straightened my clothes, noticing the large wet spot on the collar and chest of my shirt. I had no idea how I was going to explain that one. Without a choice, I walked to Mrs. Patterson's office and knocked on the open door. She was sitting behind her desk going through some paperwork.
"Michael. Yes, please come in and close the door behind you," she said, looking up as I knocked on her open door.
I closed the door behind me and then approached one of the chairs in front of her desk.
"Would you mind... scratching my back?" she asked. She reached behind herself to scratch it, but I could tell she was having a hard time reaching some parts.
"Of course, Ms. Patterson," I said, stepping behind her desk as she leaned forward. I started scratching over her blouse as she directed me to specific spots. A few required me to try to work around her bra in order to reach them.
"Mmm... that feels so good, Michael," she moaned softly. "You're clearly... very good... with your hands."
"Anything I can do to help," I said, doing everything to please my new employer.
"Oh, thank you."
I continued to scratch her back as she asked me questions about my first day.
"Everything go well today?" she asked. "Any questions? Salary? Vacation? Timesheet?"
"Um... no... nothing I can think of."
"Any complaints? Everyone treating you well so far?"
My mind immediately went to Jessica and what she did to me. I had a feeling I should have said something. I knew what she did to me was wrong... even though I... well, even though I enjoyed it. "Yeah, everyone's treating me... well. I... I don't have any complaints."
"That's nice to hear. Did you get all your training completed this morning? Oh! Go down a little bit... a little more. Yeah... right there."
She was lightly squirming under me as I scratched in various spots she indicated. "Yes, Ma'am. It's all done."
"God, your hands are good. Even the harassment training? I know that one can be a bit long."
I nodded, even though she couldn't see me. I was starting to get a little excited, feeling her body moving in pleasure beneath my hands. Even though I was just scratching her back, it felt very intimate and sexual. "Yes, that one, too."
"Very good! Very good!" she said, sounding happy and a bit surprised. "I'm glad to hear it. I was told that Jessica took you around today and showed you a bit of what you'll be working on."
My mind flashed back to Jessica and what happened. It only made my erection harder. "Yes, she did," I admitted. "She showed me the router closet and some of the computer, um, infrastructure."
"I have to ask," she said as if there was something she knew that she had to verify. "I've been told that she can be a bit... aggressive. Especially with the interns. She didn't... harass you... in any way, did she? Just remember that what you tell me is held strictly confidential."
I thought back on my training and the definition of harassment. I could hear the female presenter in my head. 'Harassment is a behavior that creates an unpleasant or hostile situation for a person by uninvited and unwelcome verbal or physical conduct. Harassment demeans, humiliates, and intimidates a person.' That's what the training said at least. I focused on several very important words... like... unwelcome... and uninvited... and I had to admit that what I experienced wasn't unwelcome or uninvited. In fact... it was... very welcome.
"No... um... not at all," I said, shaking my head. "It was... fine."
"Ok, ok," she said, nodding, sitting back in her chair seeming pleased, obviously dismissing me back to the chairs in front of her desk. Then she stood and walked in front of her desk as she did when I interviewed. Her body was incredible and it was difficult to concentrate on what she was saying because of it. I found my mind wandering back to seeing Jessica, naked and sitting on my chest, her juicy pussy being so artfully teased by her own fingers as I stared helplessly.
"Why is your chest all wet?" she asked suddenly, surprising me.
"I... uh... spilled my drink." Whew... but I was such a bad liar. Mrs. Patterson looked at me suspiciously, but with a definite hint of teasing, as if she knew what had really happened.
"You wouldn't be hiding anything, now, would you Michael?" she teased.
"Uh... no...," I stammered, embarrassed to have been caught.
"Ok, ok," she said, nodding. "Well, I just wanted to let you know that we appreciate you being here and hope that you have a good experience with us for the next several months. Ms. Cartwright, Ms. Jackson, and I will all take you under our wings and help you in advancing your career. We do care about you. We care about all of our employees," she said, "but interns are... special. And need special care."
"Thank you," I smiled. It somehow felt like a very warm welcome.
"Oh... and... one more thing," she said, smiling deviously, licking her lips.
"Yes, Mrs. Patterson?" I asked, eager to please.
She paused, looking at me a second as if I was a prized piece of meat or something. "Can I... see your cock?" she asked, surprising me completely.
"I'm sorry... What?" I asked in shock. "Did you say you wanted to see my... cock?"
She nodded slowly as she pulled her skirt up a little to expose her frilly panties. "Yes... I want to see your cock. I'm married, but I do enjoy getting to play with a nice... young... hard... cock."
"Um... I..." I had no idea what to say.
"I have needs, Michael," she said, her fingers sliding inside her panties to play with her pussy while I helplessly watched. "So, let me see it."
I unhooked and unzipped my dress slacks and pushed them down, along with my boxers. My cock was getting very hard from just watching her masturbate.
"Oh," she whispered. "Oh, that's very nice. Will you stroke it for me, Michael?"
I took my shaft in my hand and started stroking it. It was already hard, almost completely erect, so it wasn't going to take much. And the pleasure was almost overwhelming. I really needed to cum.
"Stroke it nice and slow," she said as she sat back a little and masturbated while she watched me. Her fingers moved in a circle over her clit, occasionally plunging into her pussy. "Not too fast. I don't want you to cum. I just want to watch you stroke it."
"Uh," I moaned as the pleasure rolled over me. God, she was driving me insane just watching her.
"Oh yeah. Stroke it for me," she panted softly. "I love watching you do that."
Her fingers started moving faster and she used her other hand to pull her panties aside, freeing her first hand to be even more aggressive. She licked her lips as she watched my hand move up and down my shaft, and my eyes were on her pussy.
"Oh... yeah," she panted loudly, obviously getting close to her orgasm. "Oh fuck... mmm... oh... oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh!" Her hand moved faster and fast over her clit as her breathing intensified. Then she suddenly closed her eyes, her face contorting in pure pleasure as she came. "Oh God! Oh God!"
I was so close to my own orgasm, my hand moving faster up and down my shaft as I watched her cum right in front of me. But she seemed to quickly recover from her orgasm and stood in front of the desk, arranging her clothing.
"Thank you Michael," she said. "That will be all." She walked around and sat at her desk again, as if our meeting was concluded.
I stopped stroking my hard, hard cock and pulled up my boxers and pants, getting dressed again myself. Then I slowly walked to the door and opened it. When I looked back, Mrs. Patterson was on her computer again, typing, as if nothing had happened. I walked out the door and down the hall to Ms. Jackson's office to go home.
*****
"Michael, come in," Ms. Jackson said as she turned off her computer and started putting her papers into her briefcase. "Have a seat. How was your first day?"
"It was good," I nodded and smiled as I sat in one of her chairs. 'It was an awesome day!' I wanted to yell at the top of my lungs. My first day and I've already had some kind of sexual experience twice. How in the hell could it get any better than that? "I finished my computer training and Jessica showed me around."
"Good!" she smiled. "Yes, Jessica told me she showed you the router closet and taught you some stuff about working here. I hope that sinks in."
I nodded my head, agreeing that it would.
"We have forty-five computers installed here, in addition to your own," she said walking around her desk to stand right in front of me. "Your job here is to help keep them maintained and running smoothly at all times. I want all the girls here to be kept... very... happy. Do you understand?" She bent forward and put a hand on each arm rest, her face hovering just over mine. "You're my boy and how well you do your job directly reflects on me."
I licked my lips nervously and nodded my head. "I understand."
"And you will address me as Ms. Jackson or as Ma'am at all times," she said. "In fact, that should be the pattern for all of the women here."
"I understand, Ms. Jackson."
"Oooh... that sounds so nice coming from you," she said, standing up again. "Are you ready to go home?"
I nodded. "Yeah, I just need to grab my coat from my office."
And with that, we both packed up and walked out of the office together to drive to her home.
*****
"Well, I really do hope it's been a good day," Ms. Jackson said as we entered the house. She set her briefcase on the dining room table then led me into the living room. "Your first day of a real job."
"Yeah... it was good," I said, reflecting on the day once again. "Different than I expected."
Ms. Jackson sat on the couch as I still stood in the middle of the room. I was hoping to go down to my room and change, shower, and get started on my evening. But she was looking to talk before letting me go. "As you know, we take our interns under our wings and really make sure they are set for success. The future of our interns is very important to us. So, one of the things we have here at the Firm is something like a... a mentorship program. Something with a lot of... hands on... transfer of knowledge and skills."
"Ok," I nodded. "That sounds like a good idea."
"It will mean that you'll stay here with me, rather than going to the intern apartment. Will that work?" she asked.
"Yeah, sure," I replied quickly. I was starting to like my little apartment. And living with Ms. Jackson wasn't so bad at all.
"I thought that maybe we could meet together regularly after work... maybe once or twice a week... for an hour or so... and just go over things. Help you to not only do your job, but maybe learn... you know... some new skills. What do you say? Does that sound good to you?"
"Yeah, that sounds pretty awesome to me," I said, eager to learn more.
"Great!" she smiled. "We can start today, if that's ok. So why don't we go ahead and get started. And um, I know this might seem awkward, but I, uh... I find I get the best results when my intern is... let's say... naked."
Her hands started to creep up the front of her blouse, moving to the top button. "So, tell me... what is your number one job here at the Firm?"
I blinked, stunned, unable to believe that Ms. Jackson was asking the same question that Jessica had taught me to answer. I watched as she released the first button of her blouse, her hands moving to the second, exposing her frilly bra underneath. She was in on this, too?
"To... um," I gulped, feeling extremely nervous. I started sweating. "To keep the, um... pussy... happy and satisfied."
"That's right," she smiled deviously. "So maybe you can start by... taking your shirt off. I know it seems puzzling. But you'll just have to trust me here. Go ahead. Take your shirt off."
I unbuttoned my shirt as I watched her. Her hands were idly stroking her neck and upper chest, sometimes coming down to squeeze her breast through her shirt. I slid it down my arms and tossed it aside. Then grabbed the bottom of my t-shirt and pulled it over my head.
"Mmm.. that's nice," she moaned softly. "Oh, I like what I see so far. This is definitely a great start. You have a lot of potential."
"Thank you," I whispered. I didn't know what else to say.
"Thank you...?" she asked, obviously wanting me to say more.
"Thank you Ms. Jackson," I finished.
She smiled as if it really pleased her to hear me say it that way. "Why don't we move on to your pants now," she said, biting the tip of her finger.
"My... my pants?" I asked.
"That's right," she smiled, licking her lips. "Take your pants off. Don't forget who holds the keys to your future right now. We don't want this to get ugly. I say we do this as nice as possible. So... just take your pants off."
I blushed as I unfastened my pants and push them down and off.
"You have a very lovely body," she said, stroking her chest. Her hand slid underneath her blouse and caressed her breast over her frilly bra. "Do you like my body?"
I nodded. "Yes."
"Call me crazy, but I do think you've checked me out once or twice since you've been here," she said. "These things don't go unrecognized. You know, maybe I should just get a little more comfortable myself... let my hair down." She reached to the back of her head and pulled out a hair tie that held it in place, letting her hair cascade over her shoulders. "Mmm... that feels much better. Now, do you mind if I join you? I think I'm gonna, maybe start by taking my shirt off. Since that's how you started... it seems like a good idea."
She finished unbuttoning her blouse and let it slide off her arms. Her bra was definitely sexy. It was a dark purple, decorated with lace and satin. And her breasts behind were obviously held tightly in check.
"There," she said, sitting back in the couch. "That's right. Much better, don't you think."
"Yeah," I mumbled. I could feel my cock throbbing in my boxers, obviously tenting the front of the thin material, threatening to rip through it.
"Hmm," she giggled, staring at my crotch. "I do think you're starting to get turned on. Looks like your cock is getting bigger."
She sat up, on the edge of the couch again, just a couple feet away from me, looking at me like she wanted to devour me. "You know, maybe it would be better if we just released all this tension. What do you say? 'Cause I know that I might not be working to my true potential with you if I'm, oh, wondering what it would be like to watch you jerk that cock off."
I blushed again and looked down. God, the affect she had on me!
"I know, that was rather bold of me," she continued. "But really. I want to see you touch your cock."
I looked at her and realized she was serious. Very serious. I hooked my thumbs into the waist band of my boxers and took them off. Now I was standing in front of her, completely naked, with a hardon that wasn't going to let up any time soon. I grabbed my throbbing shaft and slowly stroked it, just like with Mrs. Patterson.
"Oh, that's good," Ms. Jackson moaned softly, staring at my cock. "That's really nice. Watching you jerk that cock off for me. Watching it grow... get harder. Watching your balls move while you stroke it."
Her hands roamed over her chest and neck for a moment, then settled on her breasts. She pulled the cups down, baring her breasts to me for the first time, then started rolling and tugging on her nipples. "Are you watching me pinch my nipples and play with my tits?"
I nodded, as if hypnotized, I'm sure.
"Oh, that's good," she moaned, watching me jerk off, tugging her nipples, pulling them away from her breast flesh. "Fuck yeah."
She looked at me and smiled as I blushed. The day today had been full of sexy, beautiful women, two in particular showing me their bodies. But I never had the chance to get off myself. And my body needed it, bad! That embarrassed me. How could I ever explain that to Ms. Jackson.
"You look nervous," she said softly. "You shouldn't be. I'm not going to tell anybody. This is going to be our little secret." She reached behind herself and unfastened her bra, then pulled it off her body. "It's going to be a good four months. Don't you think?"
See her naked body was really affecting me. My cock was rock hard as I continued stroking it.
"Yeah... keep jerking that cock off for me," she ordered. "I'm just going to finish getting more comfortable." She lay back on the couch and pulled her skirt up, exposing her sexy, dark purple panties. "Touch myself while I think of what jobs I'd like to have you do tonight." I watched as her fingers danced over her panties, pressing into her clit.



I jerked my cock while I watched her play with her breasts and reveled in the pleasure. God, after the day I'd had so far, it felt really good to touch my cock.
"Oh... give me a really good show right now," she said. "That's really good, yeah. Yeah, keep stroking that cock for me baby."
I watched as she hooked a finger into her panties and pulled them aside, exposing her beautiful pussy to me for the first time. She ran her fingers over it, lightly stroking herself. "Oh, look at that," she teased. "Have you been wondering what it was like under my skirt all this time?"
I nodded, not knowing what I could say.
"Yeah?" she asked, licking her lips. "Maybe as we're driving in the car... my legs parted... my skirt pulled up a bit. Do you ever feel your cock getting hard in your pants as you're thinking about my pussy? Maybe you think about seeing my ass as I'm bent over in that little skirt."
I gasped and stroked faster. She was turning me on so much.
"You don't think that I know what you're thinking?" she asked. "I know how boys your age think. You all look. You all wonder."
I didn't know how much longer I could keep standing there jerking off. I really needed to cum and I needed to sit down.
"That's right," she encouraged me. "Just keep stroking that cock for me. Mmm, let's take these off, shall we?" She hooked her fingers into the frilly material and pulled them down and off her legs, then dangled them in front of me, teasingly.
Then she casually tossed them aside and lay back again, both of her hands going to her pussy as she spread her legs wide apart. "Watching me spread my cunt open. God, that's so fucking good. Mmm... fuck. Yeah baby, right there. Just watching you stroke your cock is making me so goddamn fucking wet. Can you see? Can you see how wet you're making me?"
Her fingers were toying with her pussy, fingers circling her clit, other delving into her meaty wetness again and again.
"I was wondering... do you want to fuck me Michael?" she asked.
"Yes Ms. Jackson," I nodded quickly. I needed her pussy more than I needed my hand, that's for sure.
"Yeah?" she smiled deviously. "I was just thinking about putting that big cock right between my big titties. Would you do that for me?"
"Anything for you, Ms. Jackson." She urged me to move closer and I took the two steps towards her. I then dropped to my knees as she pointed to the ground. She put her hands under her breasts and lifted them up as she leaned closer. "Your tits look so fucking good," I said.
She cradled my head with one hand and pulled me into her breast, guiding her nipple right to my lips. I kissed and licked her breasts and nipples, enjoying myself as I worshiped her breasts. Her nipples were so hard and responsive and she moaned softly above me, urging me to do more. She guided first one breast to my mouth, then the other, making sure I gave both of them equal pleasure.
"Oh, I can't wait for you to fuck me," she said, reaching down between my legs and fondling my erection. "You're making my nipples so hard and my pussy tingle."
She turned my face upwards and kissed me, licking my lips and sliding her tongue into my mouth, passionately using my mouth as well.
"Let me see that fucking cock," she said and I sat back on my heels to give her a view. "Oh, it's so pretty." She lifted my arms, encouraging me to stand in front of her. My cock was hard and now even with her face. She put her hands on my hips, holding me in place as she opened her mouth and leaned forward, almost in slow motion, until she slid my cock into her mouth and sucked.
"Oh... fuck," I moaned. I certainly hadn't had much of any experience receiving a blowjob and couldn't believe how good it felt. Her mouth was so warm and wet.
"Mmm... mmm," she moaned as she enjoyed sucking on me. "You want to have my tits wrapped around your fucking cock?" When I nodded, she dribbled spit onto her chest, making sure it slid into the valley between her breasts. Then she leaned forward and slid my cock between them, pressing in on her breasts to apply pressure.
"Oh fuck... oh that fits just perfect, doesn't it," she said as she slid her breasts up and down, fucking my cock.
"Oh my God, yes," I moaned. This felt so good, so different than anything else I'd felt!
"Oh yeah... nice and slippery," she said, spitting on her chest once again. "Jerking you off with my big, fucking tits. This is what boys like you enjoy... big fucking mommy milkers."
She sat still for a moment and encouraged me to thrust my hips to fuck her tits. It looked amazing to watch the head of my cock peek out from between them before disappearing again and again.
"Fuck my titties," she moaned, looking up at me. "Yeah, feel them wrapped around your big fucking cock."
I thrust against her chest, again and again, loving the feel of her soft breasts rubbing against my shaft. It was... surreal. I never even knew this was a thing and it felt incredible.
Suddenly she released my cock and lay back again on the couch, spreading her legs wide apart. She pulled my hand, urging me to come closer. "I can't wait. I need you to eat my pussy," she said, breathing excitedly.
I bent down and started licking her pussy, sliding over and around her labia as Jessica had directed me.
"Oh fuck... yes!" she moaned. "My pussy is so wet for your fucking cock."
"Mmmm," I moaned, enjoying her taste as my tongue slid between her labia and slid all the way up to her clit. I stayed there licking rapidly across the sensitive nub.
"Oh fuck... oh my God, yes!" she moaned loudly. "Don't stop... right there... just like that."
She was undulating below me as I licked and then sucked on her clit. She was panting hard, getting more and more excited.
"Oh... fuck me!" she said loudly, grabbing me by the upper arms and pulling me up. "Now put that big fucking dick inside me and fuck me."
As I sat up on my knees, my cock was so perfectly lined up with her pussy. She reached down and grabbed my shaft, pulling and guiding it until I slid it inside her.
"Oh God yes!" she yelled. "Mmhmm! Fuck my tight little pussy. Oh yes! Fuck!"
I wasn't exactly a virgin, but I didn't have much experience at all. Her pussy gave me the best feeling that I'd ever had in my life. It was so warm and wet, squeezing me so wonderfully, so perfectly inviting, and I watched my cock disappear inside her all the way to my balls with each thrust.
With every stroke, I watched her tits bounce below me. I reached down and grabbed them, squeezing them and playing with her hard nipples.
"Oh... that feels so fucking good! Oh my God! God yes! Fuck!"
Suddenly I felt the oddest sensation. Her pussy was convulsing, squeezing my cock out. Her pussy flooded with juices, almost spraying them out onto my thighs. Her eyes opened wide along with her mouth in a silent scream and she blinked slowly. Her body started trembling, all her muscles tensing and releasing over and over as she came, letting out a guttural grunting sound.
"Oh my fucking God!" she said loudly as I pulled out of her pussy. She grabbed herself and played with her pussy a little as she sat up again. She grabbed my arms to make me stand once again and grabbed my hips. My cock was wet and shiny, bobbing right in front of her face once again.
"I need more dick," she panted, looking up at me. "Would that be ok? What if I just sucked your cock for a little bit.
Oh, it's gorgeous." She grabbed my cock in her hand and slowly stroked it before covering the head with her lips and sucking softly.
"Oh my God," I panted. "That feels so good."
"Good," she smiled. "It's such a nice dick. Mmm... sucking your cock is making me horny again." Suddenly she slid my cock to the back of her throat. The room was filled with the sounds of my dick in her throat.
GLUG, GLUG, GLUG.
"Oh, God!" I said, my eyes opening wide as I looked down at her. I'd never felt anything like it before. "That feels so fucking good."
When she pulled my cock free, her face was red and she was coughing and spitting, putting her spit back on to my cock as she stroked it.
"Oh fuck that's a nice cock," she said. "Let me do that again." Surprising me, she did it again. She slid me deep into her throat, making herself gag.
GLUG, GLUG, GLUG.
I closed my eyes and looked up at the ceiling. My cock felt such incredible pleasure and I knew I wouldn't last long if she kept that up. "Oh yes, yes, yes," I moaned.
She coughed and sputtered again when she released my cock from her mouth. "God, I just want more. I need you to blow a big, fat, fucking load all over my face. Can you do that, Michael? Can you make a mess of my face?"
My cock was loaded with her spit as she stroked it faster and faster, occasionally dropping down to suck on the head.
"Yeah... fuck yeah," she panted. I was sure she could feel me trembling, feel me getting close to my orgasm.
"Oh my God, yes, yes, yes. You're gonna make me cum," I panted. My legs were starting to get a little weak as I felt my cum boiling inside of me, threatening to blow at any second.
"Come on... I want a big, fat, fucking load." She stroked my cock and held her face right at the tip, aiming me right at her face.
"Oh shit... oh shit!" I yelled, suddenly feeling my cock give way. "Uh... uh," I grunted as I sprayed her face again and again with my cum. She kept stroking me, forcing more and more cum out of me.
"Oh, yes... yes!" she panted, obviously loving the feel of my warm spunk on her skin.
When I stopped spraying, she squeezed and pulled out the remaining so that it dribbled onto her waiting cheek. "Make sure I get every last drop. Mmm... tasty."
Finally, she let me go and sat back on the couch, smiling brightly. My cum was all over her face and she used a finger to both play with it and feed it to herself. "Oh, thank you... that's a great first session together," she said. "Now, go clean up. Dinner's in a hour."
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Human Resources: The Intern, Part 2
I was about a month into my four month internship, having, what I thought at least, was a pretty good time. Yes, some of the women were a little... aggressive... and with so many women in the company, my job in keeping them happy was pretty tiring. But, overall, my experience was wonderful!
I was a little surprised when I came in on Tuesday to find that my computer had been used during off-hours. Overall, though, I didn't think too much of it. The login requirements were pretty good, so I knew it had to be another IT person and just blew it off as someone needing to use it for some reason.
"Michael," Ms. Jackson said as she walked into my shared office early Tuesday afternoon. My current officemate wasn't in at the moment. He worked for the design department and not IT, so we had extremely different jobs to do.
I turned in my chair to greet her. "Ms. Jackson. What can I do for you?" She wasn't one that usually needed... special treatments... during the work day, but with this job, you never knew. I had to always be ready for anything.
"We were served some legal papers late last week and I need you to do some... investigating... for it," she said, looking a little tired and concerned. "You inherited James' computer when he left, correct?"
"Uh, yeah, I did," I said, looking at it.
She stood thinking for a moment. I couldn't tell if she was thinking about what she wanted me to do or thinking about how to phrase it.
"I don't think that computer was ever looked at for compliance after he left," she said. She handed me a flash drive. "I'd like you to look through the computer, especially James' account of course, and let me know of any Use Policy violations. Keep what you find on the computer, but put a copy of it all on the flash drive."
"Ok... I can do that," I said, nodding, a little unsure of what I was supposed to look for.
"There will also be depositions held next week for several employees, here in the conference room," she said. "Being James' officemate, you will definitely be questioned. Is that ok?"
"Yeah... I mean I don't know what I can give anyone," I said, now getting even more concerned. I was getting dragged into a legal confrontation and it was making me very uncomfortable. And it sounded like it had something to do with James. "But I'll be here."
"Good. Then I'll let you get on with your compliance check. Let me know when you're done."
"Sure thing," I said, plugging the flash drive into the computer. Ms. Jackson turned and walked out, leaving me to do my work. In seconds, I'd logged on with the administrator password and had started just looking through James' document folders. And it wasn't long before I found some very interesting things.
The first thing I found was that he had a hidden document folder that was full of video files of all things... fifty or sixty video files. I double clicked on one at random and a video player popped up on the screen playing it. The movie looked pretty innocent at first, in an office setting, an older woman approaching and talking to a younger, male employee. The next few minutes didn't reveal anything new, until the woman leaned over the young man and pushed her hand into his crotch and started stroking him.
As soon as that started, I knew this wasn't just a simple movie. James had downloaded porn onto his computer. I watched for a few minutes more, making sure to turn down the volume on my computer, while the older woman knelt on the floor and sucked off the guy. Then she sat in his lap, pushed his cock inside her pussy, and rode him like a bucking bronco.
I closed that window and opened a couple of the other videos, noting the same, basic premise in all of them: a woman, or several women, approached a male colleague in the office and within a few minutes they started having sex. Sometimes they just forced themselves on him and other times they blackmailed him.
I closed the video player and copied all of the videos to the flash drive. I figured, then, that in order to get the videos onto the disk, James probably visited some porn websites and downloaded them. I brought up his browser history and looked it over. Very quickly I saw the names of several porn sites and copied those links to the flash drive as well.
Finally, I went through his email and found some conversations that were a bit creepy. In one email, James mentioned that he had a way to send the Firm 'crashing and burning' and said he would do it for a million dollars. There seemed to be some back and forth, a haggling on the price and also a questioning of his damage assessment. There was also a desire by the person he was emailing for James to guarantee the results. In the end, both parties agreed to the deal.
The next email was that James was bragging that he had installed a virus onto the system that would rapidly spread into a ransomware attack... an attack that he was fully in control of. When commanded, the virus would encrypt all of the computers in the Firm, making them inaccessible. The Firm would be required to pay a large sum of money in order to free up all their data.
I was so shocked. James was not at all the person I thought he was. I put everything I had on the flash drive and, noticing that it was about time to leave for the day, grabbed my stuff, and started heading up to Ms. Jackson's office.
Ms. Jackson seemed calm and unsurprised when I told her what I found. It was like she was in shock or something. Like me, I don't think she realized that James could do something so underhanded and deviant like this. She took the drive and put it in her desk drawer before packing up everything for the drive home.
*****
Several days after I gave the flash drive to Ms. Jackson, I started to feel more and more uncomfortable with the whole thing. It bothered me that I was asked to perform the compliance check when I was, a month after James left... as if maybe Ms. Jackson knew the files were there all along. And then the fact that someone had been on that computer the night before I went looking made me even more uncomfortable.
Was I going to get dragged into this lawsuit? Was I going to be accused of what I found? Someone could easily just say that those files were somehow mine. I was getting scared for my job.
*****
On the day of the deposition, I was called back to the conference room. When I walked in the door, shaking a little with nervousness, two well-dressed women, members of the Firm, were sitting on one side of the table and two well-dressed men, visitors, were sitting on the other. I was asked to sit in the seat at the head of the table so I could face both the teams. As I sat, I noticed the microphone in front of me, along with two digital recorders.
My palms were sweating and my mouth was suddenly dry. This felt extremely serious.
What appeared to be the head lawyer of the men spoke first. "Do you need some water or anything? Are you comfortable enough?"
"I... uh... could use some water," I said, feeling extremely overwhelmed.
"Certainly, certainly," the man said, signaling his partner to pour a glass for me and give it to me. "My name is Terry Wallace and I'm a lawyer. We just have some questions for you regarding a dispute with a previous employee of this Firm." I nodded. "Please state your name for the record."
"My name is Michael Vance," I said.
"You're an intern here, right?"
I nodded.
"Please... you have to speak for these proceedings to be recorded properly," Mr. Wallace said.
"Um... yes," I mumbled. "I'm an intern here at the Firm."
"From which college?"
"State College."
"How long have you worked here, Mr. Vance?" Mr. Wallace asked.
"Um... I guess it's been 6 weeks or so now," I said.
"What date did you start?"
"Um... January 10th."
"This is your first internship at the Firm?"
"Yes... my first internship anywhere," I laughed nervously.
"When you started here at the Firm, did you take any corporate required training? Specifically, did you take any Harassment Training?"
"Yes... I took that and several other online classes," I said.
"What is the Firm's definition of Harassment?" Mr. Wallace asked.
"Well, um... I think it said it's, um, behavior that creates a... I don't know... unpleasant... situation for someone by using, um, uninvited or... unwelcome... verbal or physical, you know, means."
"Have you ever experienced any harassment against yourself from anyone in this Firm?"
All the lawyers eyes bore into me, waiting for my answer. The questions up to now had been more generic. I felt this was that one question that could immediately make or break the lawsuit. "No," I said, shaking my head slowly. The female lawyers were also taking notes and listening to every word I'd said.
"Have you ever witnessed any harassment against another person in this Firm?"
"No."
"How well do you know James Dunning?" Mr. Wallace asked after jotting down a few notes on his notepad. It seemed as if he wasn't getting the answers he had hoped for.
"Not very well, really," I said. "We barely saw each other and only worked a week together before he left to go back to school."
"Did you interact much with Mr. Dunning during the week you worked together?"
"No... not really," I said. "We had separate duties. I worked mostly on simple stuff, dealing with minor cable swaps or easy computer issues. James worked more difficult items since he had more experience."
"Well, I have to say, I'm a little surprised by what you're telling me, Mr. Vance," Mr. Wallace said. I suddenly grew nervous, thinking I was going to get in trouble for something. "Has anyone talked to you about giving this deposition today?"
"No," I said, shaking my head, looking at all of them, thinking I was in trouble for some reason. "They just said it was going to happen and I was to come in and answer questions."
"Who are 'they'?" he asked.
"My boss, Ms. Jackson."
"Ms. Jackson never said what the deposition was for or what the lawsuit was?"
"No," I said. "I didn't have a clue."
"Specifically, Mr. Vance, has anyone asked you to lie to us today?" Mr. Wallace asked, obviously upset.
"I object to the question and the implication, Mr. Wallace," the lead female lawyer said angrily. "We have not intimidated, coached, nor coerced our witnesses and implying that we have without any evidence is grounds for dismissal for your own coercion. If you're not getting the answers you're looking for then maybe you're asking the wrong questions. Or maybe it's your client that's not exactly telling the truth."
Mr. Wallace looked at her sternly, then at me, obviously not happy to be slapped on the wrist like that. "My apologies. I recall the question."
The female lawyer looked at him angrily, then addressed me. "Mr. Vance, my name is Ms. Terrington and I'm the managing lawyer for the Firm. I have a few questions of my own for you, if I may."
I nodded.
"Mr. Vance... Michael... when you first started working here, were you asked to go through James' computer?"
"Um... yes..." I said nervously.
"Who asked you to do this?"
"My boss... Ms. Jackson."
"She is the Director of IT, correct?"
"Yes, she is."
"Did she tell you or indicate in any way what to look for or where to look?"
"No... I mean, they asked me to go through the computer and see if there was anything on it that violated the IT Usage Policy... pretty standard stuff."
"I'm not sure what this has to do with my client's case," Mr. Wallace interrupted.
"Perhaps you'll find out soon enough," Ms. Terrington said to Mr. Wallace, smirking. Then she turned her attention back to me. "And... can you describe what you found?"
"Um... well, I found pornographic videos... and pornographic websites that were visited," I said, blushing a little.
"From your IT Use Policy and Security training, would you define this as an appropriate use of a Firm computer?"
"No," I said. "That's all specifically prohibited."
"What is the consequence of having or viewing material like this on a computer owned by the Firm?" Ms. Terrington asked.
"If I remember correctly, the policy said that you'd be fired," I said. "And there was some kind of financial penalty as well, I think."
"Did you look at any of the videos that you had found?"
"Yes... a few... to find out what they were, mostly." I was a little nervous that I'd now done something wrong myself and that I'd be punished. I mean, it was in the course of my investigation, but still... it was watching pornographic material on a company computer.
"Was there anything special about the videos that you observed?" she asked, as if what I did was ok after all. I felt a weight lift from my shoulders again.
"The, uh, videos had older women with, um, younger men," I said, blushing. God this was embarrassing.
"Was there a common environment for the videos?" Ms. Terrington's face was hard to read. I'm sure she knew exactly what I'd reported to Ms. Jackson because she didn't seem surprised at all about any of this. And from her questions, she seemed to believe that the videos were even more damning in some way.
"Well... um... I guess the one's I looked at were in an office setting," I said.
"Were the performed acts consensual as far as you could tell?"
"I guess," I said. "I mean, it wasn't like anyone was tied up or raped or anything."
"Was the point of the movies romance in the office or was there some sort of coercion? Was either side more... aggressive or overbearing?" she asked, not exactly satisfied with my previous answer.
"No, they weren't romance movies, that's for sure. I didn't really watch them in, um, detail, but if I remember correctly, the women were aggressive, forcing themselves on the men. In at least one, there was blackmail involved to force the man to have sex with her."
"So... the videos were in an office setting, with older women taking advantage of younger men. Correct?"
I nodded. "Yeah, that's correct."
"It seems to me that maybe the fantasies portrayed in these videos became real in Mr. Dunning's mind." She paused a moment to let that sink in. "Was there anything else you found? Some kind of threat to the agency perhaps?"
"Yes... I found an email that James sent out to someone at another advertising firm that said he would do something to hurt this firm in exchange for money from them." Ms. Terrington slid a piece of paper across the table which contained several email messages.
Mr. Wallace frowned as he looked over the emails and let my testimony soak in.
"What was the 'something' to which Mr. Dunning threatened?" Ms. Terrington continued.
"He said he'd installed a ransomware virus onto our systems and threatened to force the Firm to pay him to get access to our data again."
"So, Mr. Wallace," Ms. Terrington said, sitting back in her comfortable chair, smiling smugly. "Just so you know, we intend to seek compensation from Mr. Dunning for his... serious... breach of trust by using a Firm-owned computer in violation of the Firm's IT Use Policy. And we intend to counter sue based on his premeditated decision to bring... intentionally false... charges to the Firm in order to damage its reputation for personal, financial gain, and to for installing a virus for extortion purposes."
"Well, um," Mr. Wallace said, moving in his chair uncomfortably.
"And just to put a final nail in Mr. Dunning's case against this Firm... Michael, do you know if James ever had sex with any member of the IT team... consensual or not?"
"No."
"Do you know if James ever had sex, consensual or not, with Ms. Cartwright, Mrs. Patterson, or Ms. Jackson?"
"No," I said, shaking my head.
"Did you ever hear or know if James ever had sex in or outside the office with ANY other employee, consensual or not?"
"No," I said, continuing to shake my head.
"Michael... do you think that, if any of these things happened, James would have mentioned something to you?"
I nodded. "I would like to think so. We weren't close friends, but we did share an office and did spend a couple hours alone together that week. I would think that if it was consensual that he would have probably bragged about it. And I would hope that if it wasn't that he would have warned me about it."
"Thank you," Ms. Terrington said to me. "I think we're done here, don't you Mr. Wallace? I mean, you've heard from the Firm's owner that she knew of nothing, the HR Director who said that James never filed any kind of grievance in his four months of working here, James' own boss who knew of nothing... and now even a male coworker with whom he shared an office never knew of anything... except that James was threatening to attack the Firm, accusing it of the same conduct found in his fantasy pornographic videos." Mr. Wallace seemed uncomfortable and unsure of himself. Ms. Terrington turned her attention back to me. "I will remind you not to discuss anything we've said or done here with anyone inside or outside this Firm. This is all confidential information. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Ma'am," I said. Within seconds, I was on my feet and walking to the door. I couldn't wait to get out of there.
"Mr. Vance?" Mr. Wallace said just as I had reached the door. "I'm curious. Have *you* had any sex, consensual or not, with anyone in this firm?"
I looked back at him, scared that if I answered it everything else would have been completely undone.
"Mr. Wallace, please quit grasping at straws," Ms. Terrington said. "Mr. Vance's private life is not our concern. You're free to go, Michael."
I left the conference room and closed the door behind me, then walked back to my desk, nervous, scared, and unsure of what was going to happen next.
*****
I spent the next week after the deposition wondering how things turned out. While I still performed my daily duties, with computers and with the women, no one was talking about it at all, not even Ms. Jackson.
Then a week and a half later, on that Friday, Ms. Jackson told me on our drive home that the lawsuit had been dropped. She couldn't say much about it, still, but James had been trying to sue the Firm for sexual harassment. She grabbed and rubbed my thigh as she drove, getting close to my cock
"God, I'm so happy that it was dropped," she said, smiling broadly. "You have no idea how much stress this had cause a lot of us. Now... it's time to celebrate a little bit."
Her fingers slid over my erection and she jerked it a little through my pants.
"Are you ready to play?" she asked.
"Yeah... of course," I said, smiling back, even though I wasn't sure what she meant by 'celebration'.
When we got to the house, we both went inside and Ms. Jackson asked me to sit in the living room for a little bit. She was expecting a guest. I could hear her in the kitchen grabbing things, then she came back into the living room with three flutes and a bottle of Champagne. She set them on the table then went back into the kitchen.
About fifteen minutes after we arrived, the doorbell rang.
"Michael, can you get that?" Ms. Jackson called from the kitchen.
"Sure." I got off the couch and went to the door. Ms. Cartwright was standing there, smiling. "Ms. Cartwright," I said, surprised. "Please come in." I stood back and let her enter, then closed the door behind her. "Can I take your coat?"
"Oh, yes, please," she said, sliding her coat off and handing it to me.
"Please have a seat in the living room. Ms. Jackson will be out shortly."
As Ms. Cartwright went into the living room, I hung her coat in the closet then followed her.
"Melinda!" Ms. Jackson said as she came out of the kitchen with a small platter of cut up fruit, vegetables, meats, and crackers. "Thank you for joining us."
"Oh, my pleasure Sheila, believe me," she smiled. "After that fiasco with the lawsuit, I needed to blow off some steam."



"You've met Michael before, right?" Ms. Jackson asked her, pointing at me as she sat in one of the chairs as I sat on the couch beside Ms. Cartwright.
"Yes... yes I have," she smiled at me.
"Champagne?" Ms. Jackson asked as she leaned forward and grabbed the bottle and one of the flutes. She started pouring a glass without even waiting for a response.
"Oh God, yes!" Ms. Cartwright laughed, obviously letting off some steam. She took the glass from Ms. Jackson.
Ms. Jackson then poured me a glass, then herself. When she handed it to me, I felt obligated to remind them of my age.
"I'm sorry," I apologized, refusing the glass. "I'm not old enough to drink yet."
"Oh, nonsense," Ms. Cartwright said. "How old are you?"
"I won't be twenty one until July," I admitted.
"Then you're plenty old enough for a little Champagne," Ms. Cartwright insisted. "Go ahead. Have a little drink and celebrate with us."
I took the glass then raised it as Ms. Jackson led. "May we never have to go through that again!" We clinked glasses and all of us took a drink.
The expensive Champagne was sweet and very bubbly, immediately making my nose tingle and itch, but I took a drink.
"So, Michael," Ms. Cartwright said, turning towards me. "I've heard such great things about you. From just about everyone. They speak very highly of you."
"Oh... thank you," I smiled, surprised and grateful. "I'm happy to be useful. And I do enjoy my job."
"Please, tell me more about yourself."
"Me?" I hesitated.
"Yes, I'd like to know more," she said. "Any hobbies?"
"Well... um... other than enjoying programming, I enjoy getting out my telescope... and checking out the sky every now and then."
"Interesting," she smiled. We spoke for another minute or two about what I'd seen in the night sky and what I looked for and Ms. Cartwright seemed interested. But, as I usually do, I changed the subject so I didn't have to talk about myself any longer.
"So, you said the lawsuit is gone?" I asked.
"Yes, and this calls for a celebration!" Ms. Cartwright said, signaling for Ms. Jackson to refill all out glasses. We drank again and Ms. Cartwright again turned her attention to me.
"I'm told you take such good care of the women in the office," she smiled, reaching out and caressing my cheek.
I blushed. "I'm flattered."
"Why don't we show you some of his skills," Ms. Jackson said, smiling knowingly. "Michael, why don't you help her get more comfortable."
I nodded, trying to remember some of the things that Ms. Jackson had already taught me in just a few short weeks. "Can I take your shoes off?"
"Sure!" Ms. Cartwright said, enthusiastically. She turned towards me, leaned back in the couch, and lifted her leg towards me. I put her leg in my lap and slowly unbuckled her three-inch heeled shoe, setting it on the floor by my feet. He legs were beautiful, especially encased in her black hosiery.
"Yeah, you know what to do," Ms. Jackson said softly. "Massage her feet... just like I showed you."
I took Ms. Cartwright's hose-covered foot in my hands and started digging my thumbs into the bottom, hitting all the spots exactly as Ms. Jackson had taught me. Some spots required pressure, while others required a rubbing motion. Ms. Cartwright moaned and writhed softly beneath me, laying back against the arm of the couch, letting her dress ride up to show that her hose ended halfway up her thigh. I could see that her panties were black and lacy as well.
"Now that feels soooo good," Ms. Cartwright moaned. "He has really strong hands."
"Go on," Ms. Jackson encourage me, "now lick her feet."
I gently brought her foot up to my mouth and licked her sole first. She almost jerked it back, since I tickled her, but then she giggled. I slid her big toe into my mouth and sucked on it while looking right at her, my tongue gently moving around it.
"Oh... oh my... yeah," she panted softly. She was getting very turned on.
I sucked on every toe down the line, licking each one as well as she watched me, her eyes half lidded with pleasure. Then I treated her other foot to the same pleasures. I could tell she wanted to touch herself so badly. Her hand had slid onto her stomach, holding her dress up, her fingers ready to slide over her pussy at any moment.
"Yes. Now, go ahead... look into her eyes," Ms. Jackson directed and I lowered Ms. Cartwright's foot and looked at her lustfully. "Run your fingers through her hair. Touch her, down her arms." My hand moved from the side of her head, gently touching her hair, to slide down to her shoulder and down her upper arm. She was shivering a little, in her excitement, her skin freckled with goosebumps. "Go ahead, now kiss."
I leaned forward and kissed her, gently at first. She raised her hand to the back of my head, cradling it, pulling me into her mouth. We opened our mouths, letting our tongues caress and slide together, letting them slide into our mouths, tasting the other.
"Yes," Ms. Jackson moaned. I couldn't tell, but I had a feeling she was touching herself. "Touch her chest... her breasts," she said and my hand moved from her shoulder down to circle on her upper chest, then down onto her breasts. Her skin was so soft, her breasts so wonderfully squeezable. "Go ahead and unbutton it a little. That's right... look at her breasts."
I stared at Ms. Cartwright's chest as I slowly unbuttoned the front of her dress, exposing more and more of her breasts and bra. Her bra was black and lacy and I could see her hard nipples encased behind it. I licked my lips and felt my mouth watering. I couldn't wait for a taste of my elderly employer.
"Go ahead, look at them. They're so pretty," Ms. Jackson commanded.
I slid my hands over her bra-covered breasts and squeezed them, slowly moving in to pinch her nipples a bit as well as she moaned above me.
"How's that make you feel, Melinda?" Ms. Jackson asked.
"Excited," Ms. Cartwright moaned, almost laughing. "So fucking excited."
"Now kiss them. That's a good boy."
I leaned down and kissed her breasts, above and over her bra. I lightly licked her skin and then licked her bra over her nipples. I could hear Ms. Cartwright moaning above me.
"My nipples are so hard," Ms. Cartwright said, pulling her bra cups down to expose her breasts as they flopped over the top, pressed up by her bra. "Look what you're doing to me." Her areola were large and dark and her nipples long and stiff. They were perfect for sucking.
"Mmm," I moaned, sliding my mouth over each exposed nipple, capturing and sucking them both before licking and kissing them again and again.
"Oh my God!" Ms. Cartwright moaned loudly. "That feels incredible. This boy is an absolute treasure!"
Ms. Jackson grabbed my arm and pulled me up, then cradled my face with her hands, kissing me. "I told you he was sexy. Am I right?"
"Oh yes! You are very right," Ms. Cartwright agreed. She caressed my chest and abdomen as I kissed Ms. Jackson, then I felt her hand caress directly on my swollen member. "I really like what I see."
"Sheila said you'd be a great fit to the Firm... she sure was right," Ms. Cartwright said, stroking my cock through my dress slacks. God, I was hard! "Let's get you more comfortable."
Both women unbuttoned my shirt and helped me pull it off, followed by my t-shirt, then they caressed my bare chest and abdomen. They pushed me back to lay on the couch, with Ms. Jackson still kissing me as Ms. Cartwright moved to kneel on the floor. She grabbed the front of my pants, unfastened them, and then pulled them, along with my boxers. I lifted my hips a second to help her pull them off me and she tossed them aside. Her hand quickly grabbed my shaft and stroked it.
"Oh, that's nice," Ms. Cartwright said. "You have such a perfect cock." I was still distracted by Ms. Jackson holding my face and kissing me, but I felt her hot mouth slide over me and engulf my cock. She slid up and down its length, making me moan softly. "Oh, it's so big. So perfect. Mmm."
"Oh fuck," I moaned as Ms. Jackson finally released me and sat back to start unbuttoning her own blouse. "Ms. Cartwright... wow..."
I felt Ms. Jackson settle back in beside me and start stroking my chest. I realized she was completely naked, her breast pressing into my upper arm, her nipple hard and pointed.
"Why don't you get more comfortable, Melinda," Ms. Jackson said, smiling down at the older woman.
We watched as Ms. Cartwright wiggled her dress down and off, pulling it off her feet. Then she quickly unfastened and removed her bra. Her body was amazing... with some expected sagging in places, but still curvaceous, with wonderfully large breasts, rounded hips and a bubbly ass. When she finished undressing, she knelt back down and resumed sucking on my cock.
"Oh... that feels so good," I moaned. "Fuck yes."
Ms. Jackson captured my attention by lifting one of her breasts up to my mouth, urging me to suck on it. I was certainly no stranger to her body and had learned just how much sucking and licking she enjoyed.
"Oh my God," Ms. Cartwright moaned below us as she removed her mouth to watch us, just stroking my hardness. "Oh, I've missed having a cock in my mouth." She quickly fell back on it, this time sliding it to the back of her throat, gagging herself on it before coming up coughing.
"God that's hot!" Ms. Jackson said, watching her. Then she bent over, putting her face right beside Ms. Cartwright's. "I have an idea... let's both do that," she said.
In a second, both of them were on my cock, both licking and kissing up and down the sides at the same time as I watched. Then Ms. Jackson backed off, holding my cock up and stroking it while Ms. Cartwright sucked on me again, gagging as she drove it deep into her mouth.
"Why don't you show her what else you can do with your tongue," Ms. Jackson commanded, kissing me for a second. She pushed me back on the couch so that I was fully lying down as Ms. Cartwright stood. "He'll take real good care of you."
Ms. Cartwright kicked a leg over me and set her knee on the cushion, settling her pussy right over my mouth. Her lips were swollen and distended, open and wet with her juices. She was obviously excited and smelled heavenly.
"Go on, get your face right in her pussy," Ms. Jackson commanded, pulling my mouth up into the proffered pussy. "Get in there. Give it to her fucking good. Oh yeah... there you go."
I started licking and sucking, first on her labia. Her lips were so full and swollen and I easily captured, sucked, and nibbled on them, giving her a full range of sensations, just as Ms. Jackson had taught me.
"Oh, wow... that mouth of yours," Ms. Cartwright moaned. "So good."
I slithered my tongue between her labia, sliding into her hole, tasting her wonderful juices as they dripped down into my mouth, then moved up and started swiping it across her clit.
"How's his tongue feel?" I heard Ms. Jackson ask.
"Wet and warm... he's making my pussy so wet," she moaned. "Oh, that's nice."
"He's a keeper, isn't he?" Ms. Jackson giggled.
"I certainly think so," Ms. Cartwright giggled along with her. "Oh... mmm... oh my God."
"Mmhmm," I moaned, feeling her hips start to move as she ground her pussy into my face.
"He's sucking right on my clit," Ms. Cartwright moaned. "Oh, it feels amazing. His tongue is working so fast. I like it a lot."
"That looks so hot," Ms. Jackson moaned. I had no idea what she was doing, but I was sure she was probably touching herself as she watched.
"We've got a natural here," Ms. Cartwright said. I gave her clit a light suck, which made her quickly moan, but then pulled away. "Oh, you're such a tease. Your tongue is absolutely amazing." I slid my lips around her clit again and sucked on it a moment, then licked it rapidly a moment, repeating the two again and again.
"That feels so good!" Ms. Cartwright moaned loudly. "Keep doing that. I'm gonna cum. Oh yes... yes, yes, yes... Oh yeah! Oh my gosh!"
I stopped a moment, moving my tongue down to lick and suck on her labia again, to give her clit a little teasing break.
"Mmm... your tongue is amazing," Ms. Cartwright moaned again. "Sheila is really teaching you well. And this is only after eight weeks or so?"
"Mmhmm," I heard Ms. Jackson respond.
"Fuck, that's so good."
Ms. Cartwright moved her hips to encourage me to move back up to her swollen clit again. So I surrounded it with my lips and began the pattern of sucking and licking once more, making her body shake with pleasure.
"Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God! Fuck!" she yelled. She brought both of her hands down and grabbed my head, pulling me into her pussy so tightly I could hardly breathe. Her juices poured out of her, practically filling my mouth and spraying all over my face and neck as she came.
"Oh! God that was fast!" she laughed when she finally released my head. She was breathing hard as she slid down my torso, releasing my head and arms.
"Feels good?" Ms. Jackson giggled.
"Oh, how I miss this!" Ms. Cartwright laughed back, looking down at me and smiling broadly. I had to look a mess. "I should have paid a lot more attention to your students sooner, Sheila. But, I suppose it was worth it to see how much your training has taken hold. If you don't mind, I'd like to test drive another part of this wonderful, young man."
"Be my guest."
Ms. Cartwright reached between her legs as she moved down towards my feet a little more and took hold of my cock as she repositioned her body to be above my hips. She slid the head of my shaft along her very wet slit for a moment, then positioned it at her entrance. With a slow, deliberate effort, she pressed down on me, slowly inserting my cock into her wetness.
"My pussy's so tight," she moaned as the head stretched her open. "It's been a long time honey."
"Is it ok?" I asked, a little concerned that maybe I was too big for her.
"Oh yeah... that feels so good," she moaned. "Oh... oh yes." She closed her eyes as my cock slid deeper and deeper inside her. "Yeah... Oh... mmhmm... mmhmm! So big... Such a wonderful... big... cock."
She lifted herself slightly, then pushed down again, pushing even more of my shaft inside her, working up a faster and faster pace.
"Yes, that's so good," she panted. "You're so fucking hard."
"Oh... fuck," I moaned. She was going wild on top of me and the sight of it was so erotic.
"Oh, that's good," she said, closing her eyes and shaking her head slowly.
"How's her pussy?" Ms. Jackson asked me, smiling down at me.
"God, she's so fucking wet," I said, smiling back at her.
"Ooh, yes... you're making me dripping wet," Ms. Cartwright said, breathing heavier as time passed. It was looking like she was going to cum even faster fucking me. "That's so good. He's better than James ever was."
"Yes he is!" Ms. Jackson said, smiling down at me, obviously proud of what I learned from her.
"I think he's the best intern we've ever had," Ms. Cartwright said. "Yes! Yes! Such a nice dick. So big. He's so perfect." Ms. Cartwright bent forward, putting her hands on the cushion beside my head as she dangled her breasts in my face, sliding her nipples across my lips as her hips continued to move.
I managed to capture a nipple and sucked on it, hard.
"God, that's so good," she moaned, her face breaking into a huge smile. "Yes, yes, yes! Such a nice, hard, thick cock. God you're getting even bigger. I can feel it."
I probably was getting bigger. I was certainly getting more and more turned on by how she was riding me. Her body was bouncing on me, sliding my cock in and out of her, her breasts bouncing around above my face, slapping me occasionally.
"Oh yes... right there... you're gonna fucking drive me crazy," she panted with every thrust of my cock, getting so close now to her orgasm. "Oh fuck. Oh wow... oh wow! Fuck! I'm gonna cum!" Suddenly her body froze and she let our a primal grunt as she came all over my cock, once again covering me with her fluids.
Her hand flew between her legs as she pulled off of me, replacing my cock with her fingers, pressing into her clit with the palm of her hand. Then she bent down and began kissing and licking my face and lips, her breasts pressing deliciously into my chest.
"Whew!" she sighed, sitting on the floor beside the couch. "He's worn out this old woman." She giggled.
"Good thing there's someone else, then," I said, sitting up. "I still haven't cum yet." I looked at Ms. Jackson as she sat on the other end of the couch, smirking. "I really want to fuck you now," I smiled.
"Oooh, I like that idea," she said, smiling back. All three of us stood and Ms. Jackson removed her panties, tossing them aside.
"Bend over," I commanded, putting one hand on her back.
"Ooh! Yeah?"
"You know I like fucking you like this," I said.
"I do, I do," she smiled. She bent over at the waist and put her hands on the couch cushions, looking back over her shoulder.
"Yeah... that's good," I said, grabbing her hips and lining up my very hard cock with her pussy. "That's real good."
"Oh wow... oh yes... fuck," Ms. Jackson moaned as I pushed my cock into her and started fucking her, holding her hips tightly. Her pendulous breasts swung below her, nearly touching the couch themselves. "Oh fuck that's good."
Ms. Cartwright walked up beside us and kissed me. "You like that pussy?"
"Yes I do," I said, kissing her back, fucking Ms. Jackson even faster now.
"Oh... yes... just like that," Ms. Jackson panted. "Oh fuck!"
Ms. Cartwright played with her breasts and nipples, just watching me as I fucked Ms. Jackson, looking at me like a fine piece of meat.
"Yes... just like that. Feels so good." Ms. Jackson was moaning louder now. I could tell she was getting close to her own climax. But I was more anxious in reaching my own. God, these women were tormenting me so wonderfully, dominating me as I truly loved.
"Oh yeah... fuck!" I groaned. My cock was so hard and I was getting close to my own orgasm.
Ms. Jackson was holding her breath, now, through several strokes before she hissed out the air. She was so close now. "Yes... yes," she said, her entire body starting to quiver and shake. "Ohhh!" she hissed as she came, pulling away from me and turning to sit on the couch. She quickly spread her legs apart and grabbed her pussy, rapidly sliding her fingers across her clit so that she sprayed cum all over the floor. I'd never seen a woman cum so strongly before. She actually squirted.
Ms. Cartwright quickly knelt in front of me as soon as my cock was freed and started stroking me while she lined up her face directly in front of my cock. "Be a good boy, now, and cum for me."
"Oh! Oh!" I hissed, my body starting to shake. Her hand moved rapidly up and down my shaft, forcing me to cum for her. "I'm gonna cum!"
"Yeah?" She smiled then opened her mouth and extended her tongue. She wanted to taste my cum so badly.
That action only made me more excited. "Oh yeah... oh yeah... ohhhhh! Ohhhh!" I started cumming, started spraying gobs of cum into Ms. Cartwrights mouth and all over her face as she happily gobbled it up.
"Yeah... that's nice," she said as jets continued to erupt, stroking my cock, moving the head of it around, until her face was coated. "Wow... oh wow!" She giggled when it finally stopped and sucked hard on the tip, trying to get every last drop out of me.
"Oh my God," I panted, feeling totally drained.
Ms. Jackson stood and pulled me into her arms, kissing me. "Such a good boy," she smiled. "Did you like that?"
I nodded, still breathing hard. "Yeah... God yeah."
Ms. Cartwright stood as well. She'd wiped off her face with her hands, then licked my cum from them. She leaned in and kissed me as well. "You made me squirt," she giggled. "Well... I hate to have to fuck and run, but I do need to get home."



Ms. Cartwright gathered up her clothes and started to get dressed.
"I think... we should set up some one on one time every week until you leave," she said as she slid her bra over her breasts, pulled up the shoulder straps, and fastened it behind her. "You are definitely a find."
"I'd like that," I smiled.
"Go and get cleaned up," Ms. Jackson dismissed me. "You can go enjoy the rest of your night."
I nodded and started gathering up my clothes. As I turned to head towards the basement door, Ms. Cartwright stopped me.
"Nice seeing you again, Michael," she smiled.
I turned towards her and smiled back. "Nice seeing you, too."
As I turned to open the basement door and go downstairs, I could hear the two of them talking.
"That was sure the best sex I've had in a really long time," Ms. Cartwright said, sounding so happy. "Thank you so much for inviting me over. He's a perfect fit."
"He really is," Ms. Jackson added.
*****
It was the last week of my four-month internship and at about 9:00am on Monday morning a new face appeared in my office. It was the new intern, Kaylee. She was an intern in the Graphic Arts office. Like me, she was also a Junior, from out of state and was a short brunette, wearing glasses, with a tight, little body. I spent most of that week simply imagining what the women were doing to and with her.
Early in the week, I had asked Ms. Jackson if it would be possible to intern again during the Fall semester. I had so much fun this semester, I was hoping to continue my time with the Firm. Unfortunately, during my four months there, I had heard that the Firm enjoyed fresh blood, explaining that they wanted the interns to enjoy a wide variety of experiences, and didn't have interns for more than one semester.
I was hoping and praying for that to change, at least for me. I'd hoped that I was special enough.
Ms. Jackson simply told me to go and talk to the HR director, Mrs. Patterson, and see what she could do for me.
"Mrs. Patterson," I said, knocking on her door just before lunch on my last day.
"Michael. Please come in," she said, turning from her computer and folding her hands on the desk in front of her. "What can I do for you?"
"Do you mind if I...?" I asked, moving the door as if I was going to close it.
"Yes... please... that's fine."
I closed the door and then came in and sat in one of the two visitor chairs.
"Have you enjoyed your time here?" she asked.
"Very much," I smiled, nodding. "I've learned so much."
"Good... I'm very glad to hear that."
"The... um... the reason I'm here is I wanted to talk about interning here again in the Fall."
"Oh," she said, nodding, as if this was a common, but difficult subject as she sat back in her chair.
"I'd heard that you don't usually have interns for more than one semester..."
She nodded. "Yes, that's true. I like to have young people, such as yourself, have a... variety... of experiences... to make sure they really know what they want to do in the future."
"To be honest... I really enjoy working here," I said. "And I think I'm pretty good at what I do."
Mrs. Patterson smiled and almost blushed. "From what I hear, you are very good at what you do."
I stood and slowly walked around her desk and knelt on the floor as I turned her chair towards me. "If I might be so bold, I think I can learn more right here, if given the chance." I touched her calves with both hands and slid them up her legs slowly, feeling her hose-covered flesh.
"There are those that believe a... deeper... knowledge in a given subject can be beneficial, too," she said as I helped lift one of her legs, hanging it over the arm of her chair, spreading her thighs apart. I was happy to see that she was wearing thigh-high hose and that she wore green panties under her skirt. "Sometimes the broad approach makes every experience too... shallow."
I leaned forward and kissed her knee, smelling her wonderful scent. "Although I've learned quite a bit in these four months, I think Ms. Jackson still has a lot to teach me." I kissed up to her inner thigh, my lips and tongue getting closer and closer to her pussy.
"Mmm," she moaned. "Maybe going... deeper... would be best, then. I truly think there are probably things you haven't touched on yet. Oh my... That gives me chills."
I started licking her panties, pressing my tongue over her clit, letting her feel my hot breath on her skin. She adjusted her position a little, making herself a little more comfortable and giving me a little more room to move. I hooked a finger in her panties and pulled them aside, before my mouth slowly descended on her delectable, bare, pussy. I was going to show her at least some of what I'd learned.
"Oh... that's nice," she moaned. "I always wondered how your tongue might feel. I have heard talk around the office. You're making me nice and wet. Do you like my pussy? Do you like how I taste?"
"Mmhmm... I love your pussy," I mumbled. "It's so sweet. I want to lick your entire body."
I started licking her clit, softly sucking on it occasionally, not looking for a quick orgasm from her. I was hoping to show her several of the tricks Ms. Jackson had taught me.
She giggled. "Promise? I'll... um... make arrangements," she panted, "for you to... oh fuck... come back in the Fall. Oh God, you're so good with your tongue. I'd like to see more of what you've learned, too. See how... oh God... deep... you can go. Yessss..."
"Mmm," I smiled. I was pretty sure my career choice was going to be a good one.
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I Can Be Your Hero
I've watched over Jenn for so long now. I've watched her grow from a young child into a beautiful woman. I've helped her make decisions, like staying away from Johnny Hendrix in the 7th grade. And I've helped to keep her safe, like telling her not to get into the car with the drunk driver after prom. But even with all my powers, I can only stand on the sidelines and watch... and it's killing me.
I can't help it. I've fallen in love with her.
My recent reason for being had been dedicated to lovingly helping her. But this was beyond that. This was being *in* love.
Even now, I watched as her boyfriend beat her again, his hand striking her, making her fall on the bed. I don't know what her offense was, only that nothing she did could deserve this. He was an angry, evil man, powerful in stature and in presence, in charge of many bad people. I could tell that each and every strike that landed on her caused her pain, yet she tried not to cry, tried not to show him that it hurt her. It only angered him more, but she wouldn't let him win, she wouldn't let him break her.
I could see the blood trickle out the side of her mouth and onto her chin. Her beautiful, white dress was likely ruined by the blood stains. Feeling I had to intervene somehow, I tell her to leave him. I tell her that it's not worth it, he's not worth it any more. I can see the resolve in her eyes and feel that she knows what I'm talking about. She feels it, too. She hears me.
Maybe this time...
*****
The hotel maid always started her rounds early and I woke to her knocking on my door. I can't tell how late it is or how much sun there is with the drapes closed as they were. I rubbed my eyes, tired and sore as they were, and threw my legs over the side of the bed.
"Just a sec," I called out, walking towards the door with my eyes half closed. I opened the door and saw her standing there with her cart. I smiled weakly. "Can you come back in about 30 minutes? I'll just grab a shower and be gone."
"Sure," she says, exasperated. I knew she wanted to just finish up and go home, but I really needed to clean up.
"Thanks," I said to her back as she moved to the next room. I closed the door and headed straight for the bathroom, grabbing a quick shower and shave. I wiped a hand across the mirror, clearing the condensation, and studied my face and body. I looked tired and lost. I knew I had purpose but couldn't quite remember what it was. I knew I had a name, a place where I came from, a family. But... nothing came to mind. For some reason, I just couldn't remember anything about myself.
The token on my necklace glinted in the light, attracting my attention. It, at least, was familiar. It brought me comfort and made me think of... someone special. I could just barely see her face in my mind, but I knew I loved her with all my heart. I knew that I had to find her.
I came out of the bathroom and looked over the empty room. I had no luggage, yet I had a few clothes hanging up and some in the drawers. I wondered how I got here as I changed and slipped out the door. I grabbed a quick lunch at a nearby restaurant and sat surveying the city. There was a lot of hustle and bustle around me, and I walked the streets all day long, pondering my purpose, searching for it.
Night fell around me, yet I continued walking, the streetlights lighting my path. And then I heard it... the music... it called to me. It was from a nightclub just up the street. I walked to it, compelled by the incredible sounds, and moved inside. The floor was abuzz with dancers, moving, shaking, gyrating.
Then... there she was... and I knew I found who I was looking for!
She circled the floor, dancing with everyone around her, as if she owned it. Everyone gave her room to move, everyone was mesmerized by the sway of her hips, the swish of her dress. Her dance was magical and intoxicating. Without even thinking I moved to the floor, my own body gyrating to the heavy beat of the Latino song. I don't remember how I learned to dance, but by the reaction of the crowd, I was dancing wonderfully.
I moved towards her as she watched me, a seductive half-smile on her face. I was happy to please her and danced right up in front of her, swaying as she watched. Within seconds she swayed with me, matching the pattern and rhythm perfectly. I danced with her, moving close, twirling her around, and moving away yet again. Our hands touched, our bodies melded together as one as the music played all around us, drenching us with its beat.
I imagined us in bed together, naked, with me on top pushing into her slowly. We had such passion! Our bodies moved like the dance, but my cock drove deeper with every gyration. Our arms locked our bodies together in a passionate mating. Our moans were loud, punctuated by sharp breaths with each thrust of our hips. I pulled away from her, her legs unlatched as I circled my hands beneath them, pinning them to my chest. Using that as leverage, I thrust harder, driving against her body, smacking against her ass with my hips. She groaned in pleasure, watching me as I writhed and ground into her... dancing...
Her hands swirled above her head, around her body, and center of her breasts as her fingers teased her hardened nipples, pulling on them. She licked her lips, knowing she was turning me on with every move, every touch, everything that she did.
I released her legs and leaned down, kissing her hard, the passion overwhelming me. Our tongues lashed against each other, driving into the other's mouth, swirling and dueling.
I slid down beside her, turning her away from me and lifted her leg in the air. She turned her head and we merged into a kiss again as I slowly pushed into her from behind. God, she felt so good! Her pussy clenched on my cock, holding me, caressing me. And I never wanted it to end.
A strong hand suddenly grabbed my arm and shoulder, pulling me from her, bringing me back to reality.
"You need to take a hike," the burly bodyguard ordered, escorting me towards the door. "She's off limits."
"Carl! We're just dancing," I heard her protesting from behind us. But he wouldn't stop and easily shrugged her off. He pushed me out the front door and onto the sidewalk. "I don't want to see you here again."
*****
I lay in bed all night long, just thinking about her, just reliving our dance together. It felt so perfect, so right, and I was sure she felt it too.
Just the thought of her was driving me crazy with lust and I felt my body responding. I licked my lips as I let my hand wander down over my chest and abdomen and touched my hard shaft below. I shuddered thinking what it would feel like if she were touching me. I envisioned her kneeling beside me, watching every move of my hand as it stroked my length through my pants.
I closed my eyes, feeling lovely pleasure and brought my other hand down to help pull my pants down, leaving me naked. She'd lick her lips in desire as my hardness was revealed in its full glory, throbbing, all because of her. My hand stroked up and down it as I envisioned her hand on mine, helping me, guiding me, letting me know she loved to do that, too.
Oh how good it felt and I stroked the full length slowly. I envisioned her bending forward, letting just the tip of her tongue touch the head as I watched. A hiss escaped my lips as I stroked harder, grunting in time with each one. I'm getting so close now.
She hovered overhead, telling me how much she wanted to see me cum, how much she wanted to taste me. She can't seem to get enough of my cock, looking at it so longingly. My eyes scanned over her luscious body, loving every contour and every curve. I've watched her for so long, I've memorized her body. Now I want to know how to give it pleasure, how to make her shiver and moan with desire, like she's doing to me. How to make her scream in the throes of passion.
I feel the heat building up inside and envision her sliding a leg over my chest, facing towards my feet. The way she sat gave me an excellent view of her pussy and ass, sending me over the edge even faster. Her hand slid down and she stroked herself, matching my rhythm as I stroked. Then it happened and my orgasm washed over me, my cum spraying into the air and landing on my chest and abdomen again and again. God it felt so good! I imagined she was so hungry for it, that she moaned in delight as she watched it and then quickly moved to clean me up with her tongue.
Then my thoughts turned horribly wrong, seeing her crying, lying in a strange bed with bruises on her beautiful face and body. I grew furious when I saw the man walking away from her, his anger still apparent on his face. He didn't care that he hit her... he thought she deserved it... he thought he owned her like property. I vowed to stop him and make sure he never hurt her again.
I won't be leaving her side.
*****
It felt like such a long day as I waited for night to fall again. Thoughts of Jenn swirled in my mind and I couldn't help but want to be near her again. I hovered around the club all day long and when night finally fell I went inside to wait for her, knowing she'd be there again.
I was sitting at the end of the bar when Jenn finally entered with her burly bodyguard leading her. He moved to sit down while she immediately moved to the dance floor and began dancing. The crowd formed around her again, the same as last night. It was as if the entire bar was dancing with her as she rotated and moved so beautifully around the floor.
I was lost in awe of her and felt such a strong urge to join her. I glanced at the bodyguard and decided that I didn't care if he stopped me... Jenn would be mine. I slid off the stool and danced all the way onto the floor, spinning among the other patrons until I found her. Jenn's smile was so electric, making my body tingle with delight, and she swayed close beside me.
"I'm glad you came back," Jenn said, barely above the thumping of the music.
We felt such an instant connection, rotating and touching. I leaned in to whisper in her ear, knowing that my time here was short.
"I want you," I say, only as loud as I need. "I want you by my side... forever."
She leaned back and stopped dancing, looking deep into my eyes as they bore into her soul. She could see the truth. She could feel it. She'd never felt such love before, such passion and desire that I had for her and it nearly overwhelmed her.
"Oh my God," she whispered and fell forward to hug me tightly, crying. "But you don't know the man I'm with... he's..."
"I know him. And I'll protect you from him from now on. He won't hurt you any longer."
"Hey you!" yelled the bodyguard again, grabbing me by the collar of my shirt. He pulled us apart and dragged me off the floor, the staring patrons powerless to help me. "I told you not to come back." He dragged me through a storage door and back into the alley behind the bar, throwing me up against the wall. He was so big, so strong that I was helpless to stop him. He removed his jacket as I turned around and stood, knowing just what was coming.
The first shot was an uppercut to the stomach and sent me reeling, unable to catch my breath. The pain was nearly unbearable. I didn't know what pain even was before that moment, and I wasn't sure I ever wanted to experience it again. Three or four more shots landed to my face and body moments later, putting me face down on the ground. He spat on my back and walked back to the door, calmly gathering his jacket.
"Next time I won't be so nice," he growled, and headed back into the bar, leaving me to scrape myself off the pavement and make my way back to the hotel. My body hurt and I was barely able to move as I stumbled in the doorway and moved to the bed. I fell onto it, glad when the sudden pain subsided into a dull, thudding pain all over my body once again.
My hands moved over my body, feeling the cracked rib and the bruises. Oh God, how I prayed I wouldn't have to endure that ever again. I grabbed the small angel token hanging from the chain around my neck. It brought me comfort and healing... at least in spirit. I knew my task was just beginning, I knew it was going to be so difficult.
I wondered if I had the strength to complete it.
*****
As night fell on the third night, I limped down the street, moving towards the dance club again, resolve on my face. This was too important for my pain to stop me. I would have to learn to deal with it. I moved inside with a group of party-goers, and easily slipped past the bodyguard, moving swiftly to the dance floor where Jenn was dancing.
I entered the floor, swaying my hips as best I could. When Jenn saw me, the grave look of concern almost broke my heart. She rushed to me, holding me in her arms, asking me again and again if I was ok and telling me that she was so sorry. I smiled at her concern for me, her obvious declaration of love washed over me and relieved my pain.
"Are you ready?" I whispered in her ear. "Tonight?"
I felt her shake in fear. "Yes... but... there's something you need to know," Jenn hesitantly replied.
"We have all the time in the world," I smiled, pulling away slightly to take a good look into her eyes again, feeling her soul surge with happiness. I started swaying to the music, moving Jenn off the dance floor, towards the door.
"Well, well, well... look who we have here," Carl snickered, suddenly blocking our exit. I pulled Jenn behind me defensively.
"We're leaving," I said, trying to sound confident and strong.
Carl just laughed. "You're going to the morgue is what you're doing." He reached out and grabbed my shirt again, pulling me towards the back door. I looked at Jenn, telling her to get ready now.
I limply let him lead me out the door again, not knowing how I was going to stop his brutal assault on me this time. I wondered if I would truly die.
One hand held my shirt, holding me upright as the other slammed into my stomach again, the searing pain wracking my body. I spat up blood, some spattering onto the front of his suit jacket and he pushed me to the ground in disgust. I lay in a heap, feeling the searing pain in my abdomen, as I watched him remove his jacket, hang it on a nearby rod that was protruding from the wall, and then walk back to me.
He reached down and grabbed my shirt again, hauling me to my feet. He cocked a hand back to hit me, in the face this time, and I reached out reflexively, grabbing the sides of his head. I felt his body recoil suddenly, but, more importantly, I felt his soul recoil in fear.
"Feel it, Carl. Feel all the pain you've inflicted in the name of evil." I felt his soul lurch as his brain processed all of the wrongs he had committed in his life, all of the pain he'd inflicted on others. His eyes opened wide with fear and revulsion and he lost his grip on me. But I didn't release him.
I felt the goodness surge through my arms and into his body, into his soul, cleansing him.
When I finally released him, he recoiled towards the far wall, away from me, and huddled on the ground drawing his legs into his chest. I looked on him with pity before moving back to the door into the club.
Jenn were just coming out, surprised to see me still standing there, practically unharmed.
"What happened?" she asked, scanning my body.
"I'll tell you later... come with me." I grabbed her hand and pulled her and we ran to Carl's car nearby, jumping in and starting it.
And drove to safety.
*****
"What did you do to Carl?" Jenn asked just minutes up the road.
"I.... I don't know..."
The streetlights flashed by, one after another, the lights flashing in the car and across her face.
"I've never seen him look so scared before...." Jenn looked worried, as if she didn't know if she could trust me any more.
"I wish I could tell you what happened. I just.... I don't know. But I know he's not hurt," I reassured her. It wasn't as if he meant a lot to Jenn. In fact he was fairly abusive to her as well, just not physically. She was just a nice person, always concerned for the well-being of others.
But the fact that I didn't know what happened haunted me the entire drive. There were so many questions swirling around in my head. I didn't know who I was or where I came from. I didn't have any personal items to even start to piece things together. Just the necklace. And then to be able to feel into his soul like I did, to feel the evil that was in him and to help cleanse it. It was the strangest feeling I'd ever had.
My hand found the angel necklace and let it twist around my fingers, giving me peace. I knew that I was on my quest... I knew that this was what I was meant to do... and knew that I still had a long way to go.
We drove all night long, finally stopping at a small motel just off the highway at about 6am. We registered and checked in under a false name that Jenn made up on the spot. The old man behind the counter barely even batted an eye at us, not caring at all when Jenn gave him some cash. He lifted a key off the board behind the counter and handed it to us.
"Check out will be tomorrow at 11:00... If you want to eat, there's a diner just up the road on the left with some good food."
"Thanks," I mumbled, feeling pretty tired and sore. We walked down to the room, with Jenn helping me, and pushed inside. It was fairly small, with just two beds, a small dresser, and a TV. I looked the place over quickly as Jenn lay back on the bed, taking off her shoes.
"I guess this will do," I said coming back out from the bathroom. Jenn was laying on the bed, curled into a ball, sound asleep. I smiled, watching her, feeling my love for her overwhelm me again. Slowly I moved up onto the bed beside her and wrapped my arms around her, holding her tight. She snuggled into me, almost reflexively, knowing that she was indeed safe.
I kissed her head and stroked her hair, letting my fingers comb through it. I felt her heart beating, felt her breathing softly and deeply.
It felt like everything was in place.
I woke up, feeling Jenn's soft kisses on my face. I hugged her tighter and opened my eyes. She was looking at me, one hand stroking my face, pushing the stray hairs away, and kissing me. She wasn't exactly smiling, but I could tell she was happy. She just seemed... conflicted.
I licked my lips invitingly, and Jenn leaned down and kissed me softly. Her gentleness and passion were so incredibly erotic. She pushed me onto my back and kicked a leg over me, sitting on my lower abdomen, then leaned down to kiss me again. My hands stroked her back and sides, feeling her soft, curvy body beneath her clothes as her lips pressed hard into mine. Her mouth opened and our tongues touched, sliding against each other.
I heard her moans and whimpers, driving me wild. I grabbed the bottom of her dress and lifted it up. Jenn took the hint and pulled it up and off, tossing it aside. Her breasts were lovingly cradled inside her white bra and my fingertips traced lines over the thin material. She sat there, watching me, watching my hands stroke and tease her body. I felt her hard nipples poking from beneath and swirled my fingertips over them.
Jenn reached back and unfastened her bra, pulling it off, exposing herself to me. I sat, stunned, just watching her beauty. I couldn't believe how excited she made me, how completely I loved her. Slowly and hesitatingly I reached up and caressed them. At first, just barely touching her with my fingertips, then slowly moving my entire hand onto her, massaging and squeezing her entire breast, pinching and rolling her nipples between my fingers.
"God, you're so sexy," I said softly, as if the comment itself was just pulled from me, uncontrolled.
Jenn smiled softly, her hands moving up beneath her breasts, cradling them. Slowly she lowered herself to me, guiding her nipple onto my lips. My tongue slithered out and around her nipple, making it wet and hard. Jenn moaned, loving how my tongue felt and moved about. My lips locked on the hardened nub and I sucked harder, until it popped from my mouth.



Then she moved the other one to my waiting mouth and I lovingly attended to it. She watched with half-lidded eyes, moaning softly, as I licked and sucked on her breasts. I loved watching her face as her eroticism and passion took hold of her.
Jenn shivered when she finally lifted up and away from me. Her nipples were very hard and my saliva shined in the afternoon light. She stood up on the bed and removed her panties, tossing them aside, then knelt beside me on the bed. She gently unfastened my pants, pulling them off while paying attention to my pains.
When I was naked, she straddled me again, her pussy hovering just over my hardness. She reached down and held me, as she ground her pussy against me, driving me crazy. She was so hot and wet, and her juices quickly coated me. I was only able to watch her, loving everything she did to me.
When I was so very hard, Jenn moved slightly and pushed my cock up inside her. She slowly settled down onto me, pushing me deeper and deeper inside her pussy. Her hips rocked up and back, sliding me in and out of her as she fucked me. I did my best to push up into her, but due to my injuries I couldn't move far.
She moved faster and harder, panting, obviously her excitement building to a peak. Her hands grabbed my wrists and held them tightly over my head as she leaned down, her body slamming into me harder and faster. Her breasts swayed above me and I reached up with my mouth, trying to capture one. It took several tries, but when I did, she stopped rocking, her body going rigid as her orgasm washed over her. I could feel her pussy clenching my cock, again and again, trying to milk it dry.
Within moments she was moving again, fucking me again.
Even after I came, we couldn't stop.... she couldn't stop.... Even when she got tired and laid down on me, kissing me and holding me tightly, our bodies still moved in unison, sliding my hardness in and out of her.
It wasn't until the sun nearly set again that we stopped and, exhausted, lay back on the bed. I quickly found myself falling asleep with Jenn in my arms, holding her tightly against me.
*****
I woke just a few hours later, my arms no longer holding her. I looked around the room and Jenn was gone. At first I figured she might be in the bathroom, or she might have gone to the machine for a cola... but, frankly, I knew better. She was going back. I just didn't know why.
I went to the door and looked out the front window. As I expected, the car was gone. I held the angel necklace for solace, knowing that I would have a hard time finding her again. I looked at the hastily written note in my hand that Jenn had laid on the small table beside the door.

I'm sorry, but I have to go back. There's something I need to get.
It's been eating at my conscience and I can't live with myself
any more. Please forgive me. If you can, meet me at the dance club.
I love you.

I didn't know what she needed to go back for, but it must have been important. I had to trust her. I walked to the front desk, feeling the ache in my ribs, but knowing I couldn't wait.
"How can I get back to the city," I asked the old man.
"You can catch a bus over at the diner. One should leave there around ten tomorrow morning."
I walked back to the room, dejected, wondering if I could... if I should... go through with this. Was love really worth this heartache? Would love run from you? Or would it trust you to help?
But I just knew, Jenn could run but she couldn't escape my love.
I lay back, trying to sleep, trying to prepare myself for the morning. But I couldn't. I watched the sun finally rise high enough again to finally peek through the blinds and glanced at the clock. I got up and left, dropping the key off at the front desk, and made the long, painful walk to the diner up the street.
The bus ride was long and quiet. The whole time I was thinking about Jenn, wondering why she had left, wondering if it was because of me, wondering it she was going back to... him... for some reason. I gripped the angel necklace tightly, feeling the warmth of it calm and relax me. There was love there, I knew it. I just needed to understand.
I also knew that my task was coming to an end. I didn't know how this was going to play out, but I knew my role was so very important that it scared me.
I got off the bus and made my way back to the club, walking painfully slow. It was dark by the time I got there and knew Jenn was inside waiting for me. I walked in and found her sitting at the bar. She smiled briefly when she saw me, then looked down in painful guilt. I moved up to her and stood in front of her stool. She was crying softly, tears running down her face as they had been for a long time now, and it broke my heart.
I opened my arms and wrapped them tightly around her, burying my face in her hair as her own hands firmly encircled me. Her soft crying turned into wracking sobs, the pain that she felt pouring out of her. This was something beyond she and me, something that was tearing at her soul. I could only stand and wait, holding her, comforting her, telling her that no matter what it was, I'd solve it.
"He..." Jenn broke down, barely able to continue. "He... has my son," she whispered through her tears.
*****
"I know you need help getting your son back. Let me help you," I whispered in her ear as I sat in the motel-room chair with Jenn in my lap. She leaned down into me, pressing into me, pressing my face into her chest. She shivered with my offer, holding me tighter, wondering if I really knew what I was getting into.
She pulled back, her hands cradling my face, and leaned forward to kiss me. Our lips molded together perfectly, our tongues slid between, tasting the other.
"I love you," she whispered, closing her eyes, resting her forehead against mine.
"I think I've always loved you," I said back, surprising her since we just met only a few days ago.
My hands moved to Jenn's sides and lifted her away from me as my mouth descended to her bare, hardened nipples. She watched intently as my lips lightly encased one and kissed it tenderly before lightly sucking on it. My tongue circled it slowly and gently, the hard nub exciting me.
Jenn's hips moved up and back, sliding her bare pussy against my cock, it's length growing quickly. She felt so hot, so wet, exciting me.
"I love tasting you," I whispered, again assaulting her nipples as she watched, her hands cradling my head. I felt her body shiver with need and desire. Her hand dropped to my lap, moving my erection against her sodden flesh.
"I love fucking you," she whispered back, giggling. She pushed me inside her, her pussy easily enveloping my cock, her hips pressing down to embed me as deeply as possible. My hands hold her tightly as her hips rocked forward and back, fucking me. Our noses were inches apart as we stared at the other, watching our expressions change, watching our emotions grow stronger.
The minutes ticked by, our excitement growing stronger and stronger until I just couldn't take any more. I felt uncontrollable urges, less of love, less of passion, and more of pure animal lust. I needed her. Badly.
Despite the pain, I picked Jenn up and moved us to the bed, laying her down onto it so that I was never dislodged from her wonderful sex. She bent her knees and put them into my chest and I slowly slid in and out of her, moving through the entire length of my cock so that she felt every inch. Her eyes opened in marvel as the slow, deep thrusts made her feel much more full than she'd ever felt before.
I hovered over her, clenching my ass, and buried myself deeply inside her again and again. My animal urges took over again and I closed my eyes as I thrust into her harder and faster, my hips slamming into her ass with a grunt. I didn't know if it was my grunt or hers, but it was a brief thought before I slammed into her yet again.
"Fuck," she gasped, not believing how good it felt.
I don't remember loving anyone else, so I wonder how I know what I'm doing. It just feels... right. After a dozen thrust, Jenn was moaning with each one, her body quivering with desire. I laid my weight on her knees, and grabbed behind her head so my entire body held her tightly in place as I began thrusting wildly, grunting and groaning as the pleasure soared through me.
I heard a roar in my head and knew my orgasm was so close, but I wanted this to last forever. With all the strength I could muster, I stopped and slid into her, long and slow once again. Jenn's eyes opened wide in surprise and shock. She needed to cum and I was teasing her, keeping it from her.
"Oh my god," Jenn moaned loudly. "That feels so fucking good."
I looked into her eyes, deep into her soul and felt so much love for her. Jenn's breathing had almost recovered when I started thrusting hard into her once again, making her body shiver and shake. Our bodies slammed together again and again. I adjusted my timing so as to have no rhythm or rhyme to my thrusts... just when it felt right, surprising her every time. And just when she wondered if she could take any more, I unleashed a flurry of thrusts, unleashing such animal lust at her. We grunted loudly and screamed as we both came hard. I felt my entire body overheat and sprayed a torrent of cream inside her.
We slept in each others arms for the next few hours, trying to recoup our energy. I awoke with Jenn on the phone, talking to her ex-boyfriend, Jason, arranging to get her son back.
"I didn't steal any money and you know it, you bastard," she hissed into the phone.
"You're kidding me! I don't have that kind of money... how do you expect me to...?" Jenn was shaking now, scared that none of this was going to work out.
"Hello!.... Jason?..." she yelled into the phone. He had obviously hung up on her.
"What'd he say?" I asked, sitting up, pushing the pillow behind me for support.
"He said he wants a hundred grand... he's says that's how much I stole from him. But I didn't steal a god-damned cent from him and he knows it. Where the hell am I going to get that kind of money?"
I reached out and held her hand to reassure her. "We'll just have to do what we can and hope it's enough."
Jason had told her to meet him out in the desert at 4:00pm, so we knew we had to get moving. We got dressed and rushed to the nearest bank, withdrawing whatever amount we could from her account... a measly five thousand. It definitely wasn't going to go far with Jason, but we had no choice. We pushed the money into a suitcase and jumped into the car.
Fear was on both of our faces as we drove out into the dusty plain. Jenn directed me on the right roads until we finally reached our destination, out in the middle of nowhere. I saw a car and then saw him, unmistakably Jason, sitting on the hood with another man beside him.
I pulled the car up a short distance away from them and got out. Jenn opened the door and started to get out, but I urged her to stay in the car. I fumbled in the back seat, grabbed the suitcase, and closed the door. I circled around the back of the car and smiled down at her through the open window when I reached the passenger side.
"It's going to be ok," I said, bending down and kissing her. She looked utterly scared, scared for me... and scared for herself. She knew just how evil and cruel Jason was.
"Please be careful," she whispered.
I turned and walked the short distance to where Jason and the other man stood.
"And you are?" Jason asked me.
"A friend."
"And where's...?"
"She's in the car and has no need to see you."
"Well, ok... friend... do you have my money?"
"Do you have the boy?"
Jason smiled and ticked his head towards the car. Through the windows I could see a young boy playing. I shivered, wondering if I was in over my head. I lifted the suitcase, indicating the money was inside, and stepped forward to hand it to him. Jenn suddenly ran past me, bolting up to Jason.
"Please, Jason, just let Tommy go... please," she begged, her hands holding his arms. He looked down at Jenn, disinterested and unmoved and grabbed her arms. He threw her aside like a rag doll, to his guard, who grabbed her and held her to him.
"Doll, if you give me what I ask for, I don't give a fuck about the boy," Jason spat. He turned back towards me and extended his hand for the case. We were mere feet apart when I handed it to him. He was a large man, definitely with a lot of power. I finally realized he didn't get this position based on his talent with money.
One hand held the case level while the other opened the latch and separated the top and bottom. He peered inside for a moment, looked at Jenn, then back at me.
"You're joking, right? This is just a couple grand."
"You know I don't have that kind of money, Jason," Jenn yelled. "Please! Just let me have my son." Jenn was crying, begging.
Jason shut the case and laid it on the ground. "You're a friend, eh?" he asked moving closer to me. He put his hand on my shoulder, making me shiver in fear, although I tried not to show it. "You might want to rethink this... friendship," he said, abruptly thrusting his knee up into my abdomen, making me double over. I was coughing, trying to catch my breath, trying not to faint.
"Did that hurt," he laughed, standing over me, then thrust a punch into my face sending me stumbling backwards, finally falling into the dirt.
Jenn was screaming loudly, "Stop! Please for God's sake, stop it, Jason!" The guard held her with a tight grip, one that she couldn't break. All she could do was watch Jason beat me, praying that he would have mercy.
I tried to stand and he kicked me in the stomach again and again, sending me back down into the dirt. I held my body tightly, feeling the wracking pain inside only get worse and worse.
Jason grabbed a small club from the hood of his car and came back over to me.
"You should've minded your own business, you piece of shit. Maybe then you would've lived longer." He swung low and struck me on the side of the head and I spun around in the dirt, landing face first into it. The searing pain forced me to close my eyes and I felt the blood running down the side of my face.
I couldn't hear Jenn's yelling... I couldn't hear his degrading remarks about either of us. I only heard the blood rushing through my veins, the pounding in my head. And I heard a soft whisper telling me that I could do this. I turned to my back, feeling the life leaving my body. I knew I wouldn't last much longer.
Jason bent over me, looking with pride at the damage he'd done to me. With a last effort, I reached up with both hands to grab the sides of his head. It was more reflexive than anything else, but I remembered what had happened to Carl and had hoped to make it happen again, here. I needed to survive this.
"What, you fucker? You trying to kiss me or something?" he laughed hitting my arms with the club, rendering them nearly useless. I fell back into the dirt, defeated.
"You brought this piece of shit ass-wipe along thinking he'd help you?" he laughed at Jenn.
"Please stop Jason.... please," she begged again and again.
"Jeffrey, take her back to the hotel so she can think about this some more. If you want to see Tommy, you know what you have to do. Oh, and babe, no more heroes. I have far too much fun killing them."
Jeffrey pulled Jenn away, pushing her into the passenger seat of the car. He walked around the car and slid into the driver's side, starting the engine. I watched her staring out the window at me, crying, sorry that she'd put me in this position. Worried that she was responsible for my death.
I cried too... because I'd failed her.
*****
Jenn sat in the bed, her back against the wall, her legs held tightly to her chest. She was so scared, so lost. She just knew that I was dead and that she'd most likely never see her son again. It was already close to sunset, many hours after we met Jason, with no word yet. Tears had run down her face for hours, but wouldn't fall any more. She was numb.
She realized that in order to see her son, she'd have to go back to Jason, endure his abuse. And she knew it would be far worse, now... now that he knew he had so much leverage over her. She felt so tired, so defeated, so lost, and she fell asleep. It was a fitful sleep with haunting nightmares plaguing her and she woke up a couple hours later with a start. Jenn's clothes were soaked with sweat and the rumpled covers indicated she tossed and turned the whole time.
A knock at the door startled her. It wasn't loud, but it was definitely there. Shaking, Jenn stood and moved to the door. A voice on the other side seemed to be calling to her, but she couldn't understand it. She opened the door, hesitatingly, and was so surprised by the sight that greeted her.
"Mommy!!" Tommy yelled, rushing forward and grabbing around Jenn's waist.
Jenn stood, stunned, barely able to comprehend what was happening. Running on auto-pilot, she dropped to her knees and snatched her boy into a huge hug, holding him tightly against her as she cried large tears of joy.
"Oh my god..." she mumbled, her thoughts jumbled. "What...? How did you...?" She had so many questions and all of them fought to be answered at once.
"He brought me..." Tommy said happily, pointing out into the parking lot.
Jenn looked out, standing, pulling Tommy up with her, and walked out the door. She saw me leaning against a car in the faint light. I was bent and twisted, obviously beaten up pretty bad. She started walking towards me, gaining speed with every step and just before she got to me, I fell to the ground in a heap.
She set Tommy down and knelt beside me, her hands moving over my body, looking over my wounds. She could feel the broken bones and blood rolling down my skin.
"How...?" she asked, sobbing.
"Wait..." I said weakly. I lifted my hands and put them around her hand, cradling it, then pulled it back to my chest. Jenn felt something slide into her palm, felt me shudder as it was passed to her and my hands released hers. "I told you I'd be your hero..." I smiled.
She was crying profusely now, her vision blurred by the large tears. "No!" she wailed, knowing the inevitable was happening.
I coughed, blood oozing out the side of my mouth, and then smiled. "Don't worry. I won't leave you. I'll never leave you."
She opened her hand and saw the angel necklace inside, the metal warm against her skin. Her head fell, her body jerked as the large sobs came at last.
"Wow! Look at his wings mommy! They're so big!" Tommy gasped seconds later, obviously excited.
Jenn shook her head, completely confused by what Tommy was saying, then opened her eyes and looked at him. Her little boy was smiling, his face lit up in absolute wonder and awe. Then he looked down and she followed his gaze. But I was gone.
Suddenly Jenn stood, looking around, knowing that I couldn't have moved far. But I was no where in sight. She felt Tommy's hand slide into her's and felt the pendant.
"Don't cry mommy. He told me he's going back home now, so he can watch over us again. He said he'll always be there for us."
I smiled down at Jenn, full of love, knowing that she was safe at last. My thoughts turned to the time we spent together, the love we shared. And I knew it was all worth it.
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** Note: Some descriptions concerning suicide and sadism may be disturbing.
"I miss you, doll," he whispered. She held the phone to her ear, standing in the hotel suite. The opulence around her was overpowering. It was so different than where she'd been only two years ago.
Two years ago, she was a dead broke singer, barely out of high school. She was with a small-time band, a group that she called friends, playing in little holes-in-the-wall bars. She had dreams of making it to the big time, but those dreams were quickly getting crushed. She remembered the smoke-filled room, the greasy food and stale beer. She remembered the leering glances from the few bar patrons that actually seemed to listen to her. She thought they wanted to fuck her more than listen, though.
But her life quickly changed when Sarin walked in. Everyone in the bar noticed him, dressed in his fine, custom suit. He had a lovely friend with him, a blond dressed to kill with the highest of heels. He didn't seem to be interested in drinking once he saw what his choices were, but quickly took an interest in Amy. He looked mesmerized by her voice, by her look. He sat and stared at her for an hour before she took her first break.
He had his girlfriend come over and fetch her, which the young woman did, obviously reluctantly. The blond didn't seem to like the competition. But Amy was ecstatic that he took an interest in her. He took her from the bad bar scene and helped get her better places to play, more upscale places with far better earnings.
He was very rich and very connected. At first it was simply a business relationship, but that changed within the first month. She didn't know if it was love of him or his money and power, but she gave herself to him. She remembered the first feel of the silk sheets against her bare skin. She remembered how gentle he was, at least at first. She didn't have much sexual experience at the time, but he made her gain it rapidly.
She shivered when she remembered her first time with him. She remembered how he slowly undressed her, kissing every inch of exposed flesh as the fabric was peeled away. She remembered watching him as he suckled on her breasts, how each flick of his tongue sent sparks of pleasure all through her body. And when he moved down her body, she watched his lips and tongue caress her... down there... and it was so intense. She couldn't believe she came so hard and then he licked up all her fluids. It totally embarrassed her, but he seemed to love it. He seemed to want more and more, too.
Amy remembered when he put her legs up against his chest, holding them tightly as he thrust into her. She couldn't believe how big he was, so thick and long. She never thought it would fit inside her, but it did. And it was incredible just how good it felt there, too. She remembered her ass quivering when his hips smacked into it with each thrust. She almost passed out from the pleasure of it.
"I miss you, too, babe" Amy said into the cell phone. While her voice sounded soft, there was no love behind it. She felt no love for the man, at least not any more. Yes, he excited her. Yes, he took incredibly good care of her financially and brought her career to heights she had only dreamed about, but she knew how evil he really was. He was a demon. "I'll be home in a couple of days."
"No worries, I'm coming up there," he said, shocking her.
"Yeah? What's up?"
"Well, a friend of mine, a very, very important friend, wants to meet you. I've talked about you so much he thought it was time."
Amy licked her lips... finally! "I hope I don't disappoint," she said softly.
"Not a chance, doll. You're perfect. I can't wait to see your costume."
She thought about the tight latex, how it hugged her body, how it accentuated her curves so perfectly. She always felt aroused while wearing it and he knew it. He knew everything that excited her.
At first he was the patient, loving sexual partner. But as they both experimented, he became more and more deviant. She reveled in how he turned everything into a sexual adventure. She remembered him bending her over the hood of the car the first time, in a restaurant parking lot. How he just lifted up her skirt, tore her panties off and thrust into her hard and deep. Her body shuddered as he acted so animalistic, grabbing her hair and pulling it so hard her head was pulled back, her back arched.
She remembered feeling him dominate her so easily and her loving it. But soon, it took an even darker twist. It started with him spanking her ass as he played with her. He'd act so dominant that she thought it was just role-playing at first, but then it kept going, again and again. The spankings themselves became more painful, but her body betrayed her when she came, telling him that she loved it and wanted more. Then came the switch, scoring her back with red marks. But they quickly healed under his care, giving him time to apply them again and again.
The pain was excruciating, but so... exciting. Amy found herself panting in heat every time she met him, but so afraid of what was going to happen.
"I'll wear it for you afterwards, if you want," she said softly, her fingertips touching her nipple. She felt the piercing there, the ring with the chain hanging from it. The chain dangled and attached to the other nipple through a ring piercing it as well. She liked how it felt, how the chain moved keeping her nipples so hard. After the large breast implants she had a lot of breast to show, too. All the shirts she wore now made sure to show plenty of cleavage was well as give the chain room to move.
"Mmmm, that would be very hot," he moaned. She grabbed the chain and pulled on it, pulling her nipples. She gasped softly and licked her lips. She couldn't believe how hot he made her just by his voice. "I'm sure my friend will find you very alluring in it, too."
Even though she knew it was demon magic, she couldn't avoid it. She had no chance against his powers. She hung up the phone and walked around her room. The show was in two hours. Even though he was all the way on the other side of the country, she knew he'd be there. He always made it. She had no idea how, at least before. But it all made sense now. He had inhuman powers. She slowly gathered her clothing for the concert, packing a small duffel bag and throwing on some jeans and a t-shirt.
She looked at herself in the mirror, not believing she could look so... plain. She was the hottest new singing sensation. Her image graced the cover of every magazine. Every costume she wore looked incredible on her. Everyone, men and women, longed to either be her or to go to bed with her. She was an idol and a sex symbol.
It both excited and revolted her.
Amy picked up her other cell phone and looked at it. She knew she had to make the call, but she was scared. She pressed the speed dial and waited, the man picked up on the second ring.
"Yes?" he asked gruffly.
"He said an important friend is coming to see me perform," she whispered quickly. "I think it's him."
"Did he give a name?"
"No. I just think it's him."
"Ok, I'll be there. Where are you staying?"
"I... I don't know if I can do this," she said, suddenly scared. It was all happening so fast now.
"Remember, I own you," he said, sounding angry and tired. "I vouched for you. I saved you. You will do what I tell you. Do you need a reminder?"
She suddenly felt light headed. The room started spinning and she fell to the floor in a heap. The pain at her wrists was becoming unbearable and she looked down to see the blood oozing from the ugly wounds there. Wounds that she put there with the steak knife. The pain was spreading throughout her body now, every nerve ending feeling searing heat. The room was suddenly engulfed in flames, covering her body, burning her flesh.
"This is where you were when I saved you," the man said angrily. "Do you wish to go back? Do you wish to feel the suffering of your sins for eternity?"
"No," she whispered, barely able to speak.
"Perhaps I need to remind you of your sins against God and man."
"Oh God," she breathed. She could see the young woman in front of her, facing away, bent over the bed, her back laced with red marks as Amy fucked her ass. She could see the crop in her own hand, could feel her breathing hard in rapture and anger. She was becoming as evil as Sarin.
The image flashed to her in the bathroom, sitting naked in the hot bath water, crying, hoping for some solution other than the one she now contemplated. But there was no saving grace for her, no white knight to save her. She was evil and deserved this fate. She felt the knife cut into her wrists, felt the pain as it sliced into her flesh. Then felt the sapping of her strength as she lost precious blood.
"Please, no," she whimpered. "Please, no more."
The images stopped and she was standing in her hotel suite once more, talking on her cell phone.
"Where are you?" he asked again.
"I'm playing at the Double Tree Pavilion in Pittsburgh. And I'm staying at the Ritz Carlton nearby. I don't know where we'll be."
"Don't worry. I'll find you. Just get him alone."
She breathed deeply, glad the suffering was over again. All these forces with powers beyond her comprehension and she was in the middle of it. "I... I will..."
"This will help redeem you," he whispered. "This will bring you closer to salvation."
"Thank you," she sobbed.
She quickly gathered her bags and hopped into the limo to the pavilion. The drive seemed to take longer than it should have, given the short distance. She watched the people walking by, the rush-hour traffic piling up around them, and her mind began to wander.
She remembered when her path became one of evil. She was waiting for Sarin in their hotel suite dressed in lingerie that he'd recently bought her. She could feel the tingling all over her as the champagne was kicking in. When the suite door opened, she sat up in the bed, waiting excitedly for him to see her. There was a rustle outside the bedroom door when suddenly it opened and Sarin stood with a young woman, barely twenty, on his arm. She seemed unsteady, drunk, and was dressed in a loose, button-down shirt and jeans.
She watched as he leaned down and kissed her neck passionately. He stood behind her, his hands roaming over her shoulders and upper chest, opening her top slowly. "Look what I've brought for us to play with," he said softly.
"Who is she?" Amy asked, stunned.
"She is... my plaything. Isn't that right, doll?" he asked the young woman.
The woman giggled when his hand grabbed her breast beneath her shirt. Her head lolled back onto his shoulder.
"See? She likes being played with." He walked her over to the bed and stood at the foot, grabbing the neckline of the young woman's shirt with both hands. "She's going to love us," he said, pulling apart her blouse, ripping it open. Buttons flew all over the room and her bra covered breasts were exposed. "Sit down here," he told Amy.
Amy moved to the end of the bed and sat. Sarin moved the woman to stand between her knees. He put his chin on her shoulder and moved his hands around her, grabbing her breasts in his hands, his fingers tugging at her bra, ripping it from her.
"You remove her pants and panties," he growled.
The woman sighed excitedly as Sarin played with her nipples. Her breasts were small, but developing nicely. Her nipples were obviously sensitive and she probably had never had sex before. Amy knew how powerful Sarin's demon magic could be. She knew the youth wouldn't stand much of a chance before him even if she hadn't the slightest crack in her faith.
Amy unfastened her pants and pulled them down her long legs along with her panties. When she was fully naked, Sarin's hands reached around and grabbed Amy's head, guiding her into the young woman, guiding her mouth to the young nipples. He pushed them both back, until Amy was laying on her back and the young woman laying on top of her. She could feel Sarin joining into the mix as well, his hands guiding them, caressing them. Soft flesh sliding against her, with tongues, mouths and hands teasing everywhere possible.
He guided the woman until she was kneeling on all fours and pulled Amy down the bed until her mouth was below the woman's sex. Amy felt his hands grab her hair and pull her up into the young woman's pussy, forcing her to eat her out. Amy didn't resist, wanting so much to please Sarin as well as being afraid of his anger. She could feel Sarin press into the young woman from behind, could hear the young woman cry out in pain and pleasure as he forced himself in hard and deep. With every lick and suck, Amy felt the young woman moving above her, felt Sarin's balls slap against her chin and glide over her chest.
The young woman was writhing above them, obviously scared and excited... and trapped. Amy knew the woman was in far deeper than she ever expected to get. Sarin laughed above them both. Suddenly he stopped and pulled out, rearranging the girls once again. He pushed the young woman to her back and held his arms around her legs, tightly gripping her hips. He thrust into her yet again then looked at Amy.
"Sit on her face," he snarled. "I want to watch her lick your pussy."
Amy turned and threw her leg over the young woman's head, facing away from Sarin. She knew this would give him the best view as she leaned forward onto her elbows, lowering her pussy to the girl's waiting mouth.
"Yesssss," Sarin hissed. "Lick that pussy," he ordered. Amy felt the young woman's tongue touch her, tentatively at first, but then with a lot more force. She rocked her hips, occasionally feeling the young woman shudder and yelp beneath her. She felt Sarin's hands on her ass, too, roughly grabbing each cheek. His finger then swiped between then and thrust into her asshole, pushing in deep. This wasn't the first time he'd done this and Amy knew he certainly wasn't going to be gentle.
"Oh, God," Amy moaned as she felt searing pain on her ass cheeks. The pleasure at her clit and asshole, though, totally distracted her. It didn't take long for her to orgasm. It didn't take long for him to rearrange them again. But the night seemed endless. When she awoke the next morning, she was sickened. She not only felt the red marks on her own back and ass, but she could see them all over the young woman's body. It was so... grotesque. Sarin was gone in the morning and the limo driver took the young woman away on Sarin's orders.
When she was gone, Amy rushed to the bathroom and threw up.
Her mind moved back to the present again as the limo finally arrived at the pavilion and she was quickly escorted to her dressing room.
She quickly pulled her clothes off and threw on a robe. Her hair stylist and makeup artist went to work with her sitting in front of the mirror. Her robe barely covered her and she knew her entourage were staring at her excitedly. They always did. She looked in the mirror and zoned out to her thoughts again, remembering other young women, other.... victims.
There were many other young women that Sarin brought into their relationship. Eventually, he forced Amy to go out and bring them back for him. At first they went together, scouring the mall or the local fun spots for just the right woman. Sarin would indicate who Amy was and the woman would swoon with delight being in her presence and would jump at the chance to hang out with the extremely famous singer. And each victim was treated just as badly if not worse than the last.
Amy never did know what happened to them afterwards, but based on comments of some of Sarin's employees, she guessed they took them as their own. She didn't think any returned to their families. Only once did she ever get suspected of the foul play, with the police taking her down for questioning. She was released to Sarin in just a few hours with her alibi holding easily... even though to her it was laughably thin. She guessed Sarin had a hand in it.
What finally threw her over the edge was an innocent young woman that she brought back to Sarin on her own. As Amy and Sarin undressed her and teased her, Amy saw the crucifix dangling around her neck. She was stunned, just sitting there, staring at it. Sarin, noticing her inactivity, pulled the chain roughly, breaking it and tossing it aside before forcing Amy to fuck her.
Something took over Amy that night. Sarin was on bottom with the young woman mounted on top, forcing herself down onto him. Amy wore a strap-on and was fucking her ass when something snapped in her. She became wild with desire and anger. She saw Sarin smiling at her as she thrust into the young woman harder, making her moan in heat. They coordinated their strokes and the woman came hard again and again. But the duo didn't give her a moments rest. She felt Sarin press the crop into her hand and, almost as if in a dream, she watched her own hand rain blows on the young womans body, covering her ass and back in red marks as she continued fucking her.
The next thing she remembered was sitting in the bathroom, sobbing, mumbling incoherently. Sarin and the young woman were gone and she was left to live her own hell... a hell that only had one way out.
Amy was snapped back to the present as her hair stylist helped her stand. The woman slipped her robe from Amy's shoulders and admired her body as she applied lotion to her skin. Her hands were warm and soft as they caressed every inch of Amy's body. This part of the process always excited Amy and she never stopped the woman when her fingers slid into Amy's sex, or when her tongue caressed Amy's nipple ring, as the others in her entourage were left watching and hoping.
Amy felt the cool latex sliding onto her body, it's tightness teasing her, as she dressed. It always made her excited to wear it, knowing just how good she looked in it. No one could resist her. She warmed up her voice, the tones ringing through the room and making everyone sway. She didn't know if it was her natural voice that excited people or if it was something Sarin had changed in her.
"Miss Newsome, one minute," the man at the door said.
She looked at herself in the mirror one more time and nodded. She was ready.
The security detail and her personal entourage guided her to the stage. The crowd was rowdy tonight, chanting for her to come on. The warm-up band had cleared off and her band was set and ready to go. They gathered around her and walked out briskly to the cheering horde before them. Within seconds the music was playing loudly and her voice was rocking the foundations.
*****
The white light was practically blinding. It was all around her, a blazing white hot light that almost hurt her eyes. She stood alone, naked, and felt like her whole life was on display. She could feel the pain of everyone she'd hurt in her life, she could feel the sorrow she caused them, she could feel their love of her.
She cried, hoping to get out of this torment. She'd already lived hell on Earth and had tried to end it with the blade of a knife slashing through her wrists, now she was thrust into yet another hell?
"This isn't hell, Amy?" a voice said from behind her, somehow reading her thoughts. She spun around seeing a man in flowing white robes with giant wings behind him. The wings moved and pulsed with life and she marveled at their beauty. "You are being judged for your sins."
Amy fell to her knees, her hands covering her face as she cried. "What? Just.... just make it stop..." she sobbed.
"I am making it stop. I am here to tell you that you have succumb to a great evil, Amy, and you are not fit for God's sight."
Amy looked down at her naked flesh, the scars, the piercings, they no longer felt attractive to her, only embarrassing.
"I do not wish you to be condemned to the true fires of hell, though, not when you can still do great good. The pain and suffering you felt on Earth, the pain and suffering you feel now, pale in comparison."



"Wha... what?" she sobbed, looking up at the... man... or angel, she supposed.
"My name is Gabriel, and I have secured your release into my care. You will aid me in my quest and for that aid, you will be absolved of your sins against man and God."
"Anything..." she sobbed. "Please.... anything to make it stop..."
"Amy," she heard a far-away voice calling. "Amy, wake up. Amy?"
She felt a tug and seemed to be pulled away from the bright lights. As they moved farther and farther into the distance, the voice became clearer and closer.
"Amy, come back now," he said. "Live."
She saw darkness now and felt a touch on her arm. The hand was warm and comforting.
"Open your eyes."
Her eyes opened slowly, afraid of the bright, painful light from before, but they were softer now and she realized she was laying on the floor of her bathroom. A man hovered over her. Gabriel. No longer wearing the white robes, no longer with the incredible wings behind him... but a dirty, unshaven, average man.
*****
Amy stood on the edge of the stage, the microphone against her lips as the note rang out. The entire pavilion was nearly silent as the note took hold of each and every person in attendance and held them in its thrall. When the last of it rang out, the crowd roared to life, clapping, cheering, and chanting for her. It was what she had always wanted. But had it been worth the cost?
She looked to the side of the stage and saw Sarin standing there, his custom suit looking so drab compared to the suits of those he stood with. She knew that the man beside him, the man that looked so domineering, so in control, was the man she was going to see. It was the man she'd been waiting for for so long now.
The next song sprang to life, and the crowd roared it's approval once again. It was as if every song was better than the last, every one pushed the crowd closer and closer to the edge. She saw the bodies undulating on the floor in front of the stage. Men and women dressed in sexy outfits connecting and moving together. Strangers feeling each other out, each wanting what the other had to offer. It was a wonder there wasn't an orgy on the floor.
Just a few rows back, a lone figure caught her attention. Gabriel. He stood so still, so ready for action that it calmed her nerves. At least she could feel safe with him around. At least the evil of Sarin and his friends would soon come to an end. She sang the song to him... she hoped he knew that.
It seemed so true. She had become a superstar, but was really nothing. Nothing seemed to matter anymore. No matter how rich and famous she got, she realized how shallow and perverted her life was becoming. Gabriel offered her hope. He offered her salvation.
Amy knew that when this song was done, she'd be whisked off somewhere to meet with Sarin and his friends. She was afraid enough of Sarin, but his friend scared her more. He was far more powerful, far more evil, and far more dangerous. She hoped Gabriel could protect her enough to keep from being harmed by him.
The crowd was on its feet, cheering and chanting. All of the band members set their instruments aside and Amy noticed the bass player, one of her oldest and dearest friends. He had a strange look on his face... a leer... an evil hunger... and she knew he'd been taken. He'd succumb to the evil, had bargained with it to guarantee his continued success. It scared her. They gathered in the center of the stage and bowed for the crowd before scampering off the side of the stage and past the small crowd waiting there. Security quickly sped them off to their dressing rooms again.
Amy quickly closed the door to her room, glad for the momentary peace. She moved to the mirror and wiped the sweat from her face. A knock on the door interrupted her and it suddenly opened with half a dozen fans coming in holding papers for her autograph. She looked over the youths, hoping that all would stay far away from the path she'd taken.
A couple of them left, giddy of course, as Sarin came in the door with a small entourage of well-dressed men. The few fans that were there swooned in their presence, the magic beginning to take control of them. Sarin put his hand on the back of two and guided them over to Amy.
"You were delicious, my dear. As always," he said with his arm candy staring at them both.
"Thanks, Sarin. Is this your friend?"
"Yes, yes.... Amy, this is Trevor, an old and dear friend of mine. Trevor, I'd like you to meet the lovely Amy." The youth were quickly forgotten as all attention was turned to Trevor. He was taller than Sarin and had a far more commanding presence.
He took Amy's hand and bent forward, bringing it to his lips as he kissed the back of it. "Enchanted, dear one. Sarin has told me so much about you. It's very nice to finally meet you. But his praise of you seems rather restrained now that I've seen you in person."
Amy could feel the tingle of pleasure sliding through her body, his magic far stronger than Sarin's. "Thank you, Trevor. That's so kind of you to say." Her hand began to feel hot with small slices of pain fluttering over it. She knew he was testing her and as it became unbearable, she pulled her hand free, and rubbed it.
"I think we should go somewhere more.... private. Don't you?" Trevor asked and, without waiting for an answer, the entourage began moving towards the door.
Amy looked around the group and noticed Sarin collecting two of the young fans, one in each arm. "Why don't you join us," he suggested and they readily agreed, walking with him as his hands slid down their backs and caressed their jean-covered asses. Amy followed along behind, hoping Gabriel was close by.
The entourage moved quickly and easily through the crowds of people, finally moving into the waiting stretch limo. Everyone comfortably fit in the back with Amy sitting next to Trevor himself. His hand moved quickly to her bare thigh and he slowly stroked it. She could hear an unnatural growl in his throat and wondered if other's could hear it, if they wondered about him. She was getting excited as his fingers traced small circles on her inner thigh, sending pleasure coursing through her body.
Amy looked across the car and saw the two young women kissing. Sarin was sitting between them and they had his cock in their hands, stroking it, as his hands guided their mouths together. He smiled at her when he noticed her gaze and pushed both of them lower until his cock was buried within the mouth of one, the other kissing and licking his length below. He was obviously enjoying their ministrations, his hands stroking and caressing their heads and backs.
Amy felt Trevor's fingers slide onto her pussy and tease her clit so deliciously. She felt so incredibly hot and excited, his magic definitely affecting her. She was panting when his fingers barely slid inside her, and laid her hand on his thigh as well. Her hips pushed towards his hand, her legs opened invitingly. She had to have him inside her.
Then suddenly she felt the searing pain around her clit and her legs clamped together protectively.
"Yesssss," Trevor's voice hissed in her ear, his hand going to her throat, choking her. "With the pleasure comes pain... Feel it excite you... Feel it make you wet..."
The pain lingered even after the initial cause was removed and Amy found Trevor's fingers buried even deeper inside her, teasing her as they stroked in and out slowly. She felt her pussy gushing, more wet than she ever remembered. She couldn't understand how the mix of pain and pleasure made her so excited. Trevor's other hand was still on her throat, holding her in place and making it a little difficult to breathe.
She felt him lift her up and rip her panties off her body. He moved her to face away from him and eased back onto his lap. She felt his cock slide between her legs and graze against her pussy. Looking down, she saw the top of his shaft push between her thighs, it's girth and length making her shudder with excitement.
He lifted her up and pulled her back down again, sliding along her wet lips and clit. She was shivering with need and desire and watched the young women playing with Sarin. One was riding him just like she was riding Trevor, the other was sitting beside them masturbating furiously while one of Trevor's bodyguards ran his hands over her body.
She watched Trevor smile and laugh as his nails raked the one woman's back, causing her to scream out in pain and pleasure and arch her back to try to avoid him, but still she fucked him, sliding up and down his erection. She could see little rivulets of blood slide down the woman's body, but knew Sarin would quickly heal her, only to cause the pain again and again. And she knew the girl wouldn't stop fucking him... couldn't stop fucking him... his power over her was growing every second.
She glanced out the heavily tinted windows of the limo and noticed the city streets whizzing by. They weren't going to the Ritz Carlton where her room was. Her heart beat in panic for a moment as she realized Gabriel wouldn't know where she was, wouldn't be able to protect her. This whole set up was going wrong!
"Mmmmm," Trevor moaned. "Your fear is so delicious." He quickly lifted her up and shifted her position slightly, thrusting up into her as he forced her back down onto him. Her head fell back and she screamed out in a combination of pain, fear, and ecstasy. He was far bigger than anyone she'd taken before and her pussy had to really stretch to accommodate him. He kept lifting her and forcing her back down, embedding himself deeper and deeper with each stroke.
Her head hit the roof of the limo several times as he continued fucking her. She writhed on him, unable to control the depth or speed of his thrusts, completely at his mercy. Her hands went to the roof, to keep her head from hitting it, leaving him in complete control. Her mind reeled from the pleasure assaulting it. Soon his hands left her hips and slid up her body, palming her breasts. Her head was tilted sideways as she pounded into the roof again and again and as his hands firmly grabbed her, his fingers roughly pinched her nipples. The pain was delicious at first, so different than the pleasure she felt below. But then it became nearly unbearable as he continued to squeeze and slightly twist and pull.
She felt his tongue sliding up her spine. It felt wonderfully ticklish at first but then it became raspy and then painful, scratching her, and cutting her. Even as he did so, his large cock was sliding in and out of her pussy, wonderfully fast and deep, making her moan with the pleasure.
She almost passed out as she wondered if Gabriel would ever be able to find her... would ever be able to save her...
He let go of her breasts and stopped his thrusting and Amy looked at the rest of the limo through hazy, half-closed eyes. The women were completely naked, their eyes closed as they, too, enjoyed their moments of pleasure and pain. She glanced out the window and noticed the car stopping in front of a hotel parking deck entrance. The two bodyguards exited first, quickly looking around, then pulling the women out. They held their wrists tightly in their grasp as they pulled them into the hotel and into the elevator. She noticed Trevor and Sarin weren't with them, just the three girls and the two, burly guards.
They were quickly pulled into the penthouse suite and thrown onto the bed, naked. Amy was just catching her breath when Trevor walked into the room. Through hazy eyes she saw him approach them all with some kind of straps in his hands. She watched as he pulled one of the women upright and wrapped bindings around her wrists and ankles, then repeated with the other woman and finally her. He was rough with them, grabbing their limbs firmly, causing an uncomfortable level of pain as each limb was quickly adorned. He then grabbed Amy by the hair and pulled her down the floor until she was on all fours. Each limb was then secured to catches in the floor, locking them in place.
She pulled on the bindings for each limb, hoping she'd have some kind of leeway, some way to escape. But there was no movement possible. She was scared as she watched the other women similarly secured to the bedroom floor. They were crying now, both scared and excited as they wondered what was going to happen to them.
Trevor walked behind them, touching them, his fingers probing into their pussies and asses, making them moan before quickly moving on to the next girl. He finally settled on one of the women, sliding his clothes off slowly as the other two watched. His body was well muscled and dark-skinned, his cock so very large. He knelt down behind her and began stroking her back. When she began to whimper and cry to be released, he used his soothing voice to calm her.
"Don't worry, dear one. Very soon you'll be so eager to please me. Very soon you'll know only pleasure." He swiped his cock up and down her slit for a moment then pushed into her. Her face registered her shock, pain, and pleasure, her eyes closing tightly, her mouth opening in a silent scream as he pushed and pushed, deeper and deeper. "Yessssss," he moaned. Then, almost angrily, he began to fuck her, thrusting into her hard and deep.
It didn't take long for her to start thrusting right back into him, their bodies slapping together in rhythm. Her eyes stared at the other woman, at first scared, but then becoming more and more vacant. All the women could do, however, was watch.
"You want this, don't you, dear one? You want to feel the pleasure... you want the unlimited... raw... power." His voice was dripping with power and lust and would not be denied.
"Yes," she moaned. "Please..."
"Then become one of my very own," he said softly, moving his hips faster and faster. She had already started her long, drawn-out orgasm when he finally had his, thrusting deep into her and grunting loudly, smiling.
The girl was panting loudly as he pulled out of her and sat back on his heels. Her head fell down, unable to be held up any longer.
"Now you are complete," he growled.
The two other women watched their companion in disbelief as her head turned upwards again, looking at them with bright, clear eyes. Her mouth was twisted in a feral, wanton smile as she glared at each of them.
"Yessss," she moaned. "So much... pleasure...."
He moved and unfastened her limbs from the floor, raising her up onto her knees to kiss her hard. He stroked her body as she undulated in his grasp.
"Please... more..." she said hungrily. She looked at the other two women with a ravenous hunger, licking her lips in anticipation. She looked at her companion with a newfound lust. "I've always wanted her," she said.
"Melissa?" the girl said softly. "What happened?"
Trevor looked at the girl, noting her fear once again, reveling in it. "Mmmmm, can you feel that, my love?" They both looked at her, causing her fear to spike even higher, causing her to visibly shake.
"Yes, Master. Soooo goood."
"She's yours."
Melissa kissed him passionately again and then quickly crawled over to her friend, stopping right in front of her face. She grabbed her head with both hands and kissed her softly and licked her cheeks. "Sharon... it feels so wonderful," she said softly, looking deep into her friends eyes. "You'll see... you'll want this... and I'm going to do what I've wanted to do for a long time." The lecherous smile spread all over her face and her hands grabbed Sharon's hair. "I'm going to fuck you," she spat.
Melissa quickly lay on her back and scooted beneath her friend until her face was between her thighs. Amy couldn't see what she was doing, but guessed, especially when Sharon's face began to register pleasure instead of fear. The sounds of Melissa's happy moans and sucking echoed through the room.
Amy didn't notice Trevor until she felt his hands on her hips, felt his cock pressing at the entrance of her vagina. Slowly he pushed into her and there was nothing she could do about it. She knew she was going to be turned into the demon-shell that was now Melissa. She hoped it wouldn't be painful.
"Sing dear one. Sing as you watch the two young lovers... as you witness their conversion... and then your own. I want your voice to please me," Trevor whispered in her ear as his hands grabbed her shoulders tightly.
She felt his cock slide deep inside again and again, felt the pleasure welling up inside her so quickly... felt her orgasm approaching. She wasn't sure she could deny the pleasure, wasn't sure she'd be able to withstand the conversion. Sharon's face had lowered, the look of extreme pleasure coursing through her young body. Melissa's body was writhing below her, begging for her to reciprocate, and Sharon looked down, almost ready to give in.
Through the shuddering pleasure, Amy's voice rang out loud and clear in dark song...
Trevor growled above her, thrusting harder and faster. She could feel the pleasure overtaking her body, felt a presence inside her, invading her mind a little at a time. She was panting as she sung and Trevor was obviously loving her voice as he continued stroke after stroke, moaning and growling in pleasure.
Amy saw Sharon's face fall into her friend's pussy, saw her mouth and tongue moving over the smooth, succulent flesh and realized that nothing and no one was going to save her. She just had to give up and accept it.
Her orgasm was just starting when Trevor groaned loudly behind her and stopped mid-stroke. She felt his body moving frantically behind her but was scared to turn and see what was going on.
"Aaagh!" he screamed, and fell to the ground beside her, a large sword protruding from his back. A pool of black liquid grew beneath his body, pouring from the wound.
Then, through half-lidded eyes, she saw clothed, booted legs moving towards the two women across from her and water was suddenly splashed over their undulating bodies.
They shrieked loudly and she heard a man's voice... a dominant voice... a commanding voice... chanting. She heard the girls groan in pain, saw them writhing on the floor as if their bodies were on fire.
"I command thee, out!" boomed the voice, and the room shook for a moment before becoming deathly silent. The girls lay in a heap, barely moving. Amy could see the man move towards her, kneel down, and unfasten her bindings. Wearily, she looked up and saw Gabriel, the look of concern and sorrow evident on his face.
"I'm sorry. I... I couldn't find you," he said softly, cradling her body against his in a tight hug.
She lay against him, sobbing softly, her fear slowly dissipating. "Bring.... me... to.... life..." she sobbed, singing softly, staring at the lifeless body of Trevor lying behind them, his human form now gone, replaced by his true, grotesque, demon form.
She suddenly moved away from Trevor's dead body, shaking in fear, afraid that he might roar back to life at any second and kill them all. Gabriel walked towards her and sat on the floor beside her, pulling her into his arms. His hands slowly caressed her head and back, calming her.
"It's ok... it's ok," he said calmly.
"Is he...?" she whispered with a shaky voice, still scared.
"Yes. He won't be hurting anyone any more," Gabriel said.
"And them?" she asked, looking at the two women who barely seemed to be moving.
"Don't worry. They'll be alright," Gabriel said. "I got to them in time. Although they'll certainly need some counseling."
Amy laughed softly. "Me too." She looked around the room, then grabbed a blanket from the bed to cover herself. "Is it over?"
Gabriel looked down at the floor, knowing that she wouldn't like his answer, then shook his head. "I'm afraid there are still others. And I need your help to bring them out." Gabriel stood and walked to Trevor's demon body. He put his boot on Trevor's back and pulled the sword free, black blood dripping from the blade. He wiped it on Trevor's suit before sliding it back into its scabbard at his hip.



He offered his hand to Amy as he returned to her. "Let's get you out of here."
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The Volcano Game, Part 1
The clouds were low and grey when Diane pulled into her daughter's driveway. She looked at the clock and was happy that she had a full two hours with them before they left on their week-long anniversary trip to Hawaii. They'd asked her to be at the house by 1pm and she was. Perfect.
She got out of the car and grabbed her suitcase from the back seat, just as Sarah, her daughter, and Ben, Sarah's husband, walked out the front door to greet her.
"Mom! How was your drive?" Sarah asked as she walked up to her and the two hugged.
"It was long, as usual, but no problems at all," Diane said.
Ben hugged her, then grabbed the suitcase from her. "When did you leave?" he asked.
"I don't know... 6am or so. It was early," she smiled. "But I beat a lot of traffic."
"Hopefully there wasn't much since it's Sunday," Ben smiled.
"You never know down there."
"Come in, come in," Sarah said. "Justin will be so happy to see you."
Justin was just coming into the living room as they walked in the door. "Justin!" Diane said, excited to see her grandson. It had been a couple years since she'd seen him. And he was just the young man she was here to see.
"Hi Grandma," he said as he came over to give her a hug. He felt a little uncomfortable getting close to her. She was wearing a summer dress... very much too early in the season for such an outfit... and it was very low cut. Her DDD-cup breasts were practically bulging out, ready to rip through the thin material.
She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him close, giving him a big hug herself. But his mom saw his hesitation, how he looked at his grandmother, and knew why. It was always the same reason and, ever since Justin hit puberty, it always embarrassed him.
"Mom... you're not 20. You're 63 for heaven's sake," Sarah said, when Diane broke her hug.
"Thanks for reminding me," Diane smiled. She knew where this conversation was going. It seemed like Sarah always complained about the way she dressed. Ben started walking upstairs to finish packing, knowing the argument was starting again.
"It's just... you should dress, you know... your age."
"What's wrong with this?" Diane asked. "How exactly are people my age supposed to dress?"
"I don't know..." Sarah said, stopping to try to think of the right way to express how she felt.
"Frumpy?" Diane spat. "That's what I thought you'd say anyway. I'm not dead, you know. It would be nice to have a man in my life again."
"Yeah, but..."
"No 'yeah, but'... If I want to attract a man, I need to dress the part," Diane said.
Sarah just shook her head. Her mom was just going to have to grow up some day and act her age. "Whatever..." She never liked her mom's cavalier attitude toward sex. She was far more conservative, more like her dad, while her mom was very liberal... definitely a child of the sixties and seventies.
"Well," Sarah said, "I have to go finish packing. Make yourself comfortable."
*****
An hour later, Diane came down again, holding a piece of paper. "I thought about some rules that I want Justin to follow this week while you're here."
"Ok," Diane said, understanding. They'd left him alone last year when they went on an anniversary trip and he totally went wild and wrecked the place. It was his senior year in High School and all his friends came over, partied, had liquor when they weren't supposed to... and girls. They asked Diane to stay the week this year to make sure that didn't happen again.
"The first is that Justin has a 10pm curfew every night. I want him to be home by then with no one over after 10pm."
"Ok," Diane nodded.
"He has the keys to our car and will only drive our car, not yours," Sarah continued. "He can drive himself to school and anywhere he needs to go, but I want him home by 5pm to have dinner with you." Diane nodded when she glanced up. "He can do whatever he wants between dinner and 10pm as long as his chores and homework are done. He's not allowed to have more than one friend over at a time... no parties at all! And I want you to make sure he does his homework and chores every day."
Diane nodded. "Ok. That sounds reasonable enough."
"He has his phone and computer to work on... just make sure he stays off the adult sites," Sarah said. "We've punished him several times for that already so he should know better."
"Gotcha," Diane said, smiling.
"I'll put the list on the fridge to remind him, so you can just tell them they're my rules and I can be the bad guy. Ok?"
"Yeah, that'll be perfect," Diane said. "Are you all packed?"
"I think so," Sarah said, watching Ben bring the last of the suitcases down the stairs.
"I'll go put these in the driveway," Ben said. "The cab should be here any minute." Just as he reached the rest of the pile of luggage in the driveway, the yellow car pulled in from the street. "Honey! The cab's here!"
"Oh! Ok Mom," Sarah said, giving her mom a hug.
"Have a safe trip and a wonderful time!"
"Thank you. Justin! We gotta go, honey." Justin walked into the foyer from the kitchen and gave his mom a hug. "You be good for your grandmother, ok? Remember what we talked about."
"I will Mom."
She held his shoulders firmly, looking right at him to make sure he understood. "Really. Remember what I said."
"Ok! I will Mom."
Diane wasn't sure what the fuss was all about, but obviously there was something Sarah was concerned that Justin would or wouldn't do.
"Ok then... I think we have everything," Sarah said, quickly looking around as she walked to the door. "We'll see you in a week."
Diane and Justin stood in the doorway, watching his mom and dad put the suitcases into the cab, then waved as they got in and drove off. Justin then went back into the kitchen to finish making his lunch, while Diane went up to the bedroom to unpack her suitcase.
*****
It was two hours later when Diane finally came downstairs again and found Justin laying on the couch, looking at his phone.
"Your mother has left you in the best of hands, kiddo," Diane said. "Did she go over her list of rules with you?"
"I'm eighteen!" he complained. "I don't need a freaking babysitter!"
Diane nodded. "She has left you in my care to make sure everything goes well. She said last time, you had a lot of friends over for parties and absolutely destroyed the house. The police were even called. That won't be happening again. There will be no trouble this week. You understand?"
"Yeah, yeah," Justin said, not happy at all about the situation. He loved his grandmother, but she didn't have to babysit him and enforce... rules.
"So, have you done your homework?" Diane asked.
"Yeah," he said without even taking his eyes off his phone.
"For real done your homework and not just saying it?"
"Yeah... almost all of it," he said, sounding less sure this time.
"Almost all of it?"
"Yeah," he said. "I'll get it done."
"Your mother asked me to be here to make sure you are doing what you're supposed to, young man," she said.
"I am! I always do what I'm supposed to."
"Mmhmm... so, if I asked you to show me your work, it'd be done?" she asked.
"Not all of it. Not yet... but it will be," he said, finally looking at her. "I can't just like... just do it. I have to be in the right frame of mind."
"You've been home all weekend and haven't yet got in the right frame of mind?"
"No... but I'll finish it," he said. "You know, you can do whatever you want and I'll do whatever I want this week. You don't have to pester me."
"Funny... your mother said you'd say that," she smiled.
"I don't believe you."
"She did," Diane nodded. "She said that you'd pretend to be a good boy and that everything would be ok and everything would get done. And that you wouldn't actually do any of it." She was distracted for a moment as his eyes weren't looking at hers any longer. They were straying a little... lower.
"Are you looking at my....? Justin!" she said sharply.
"What?"
"My eyes are up here," she said, pointing to her eyes.
"Sorry! They're just really... big."
"Justin," she said, shaking her head, "that's so inappropriate."
"I just think... you know... they're nice," he said. "You look very nice."
She smiled, enjoying the attention, although she wanted the attention from other men, not her grandson. "I'm happy that you like them but you're supposed to keep those thoughts to yourself."
"Ok... I was just saying," he said.
"Maybe if you stopped gawking at me and got your mind in the right place, you'd get stuff done for real."
"I'm not gawking at you," he protested.
"Yes you are," she smiled.
"Fine... I'll go finish up my homework," he said, sitting up.
"And after we have some pizza, you can study up to bedtime..."
"Yeah," he nodded. "Ok."
"You promise?" she asked.
"I promise."
She noticed that his eyes had drifted down again, looking right at her breasts. "Justin... eyes up here." When he looked at her face again, she continued. "Ok... go do your homework. Pepperoni ok?"
"Yeah."
*****
It was 11pm and, true to his word, Justin had stayed in his room the entire night. She'd changed for bed, wearing only panties underneath her long, black, satin robe that was cinched tight around her waist. This was her normal bedtime outfit and she didn't feel she needed to change that. She walked up to the door, knocked, and walked right in without waiting for an answer.
"Hey, Justin, what do you..." she started to say and stopped in her tracks. She was shocked to see that Justin was sitting at his desk, working on his computer, but the screen was filled with a porn video, not his essay. The volume was turned down, but the distinct moaning of the girl onscreen could be heard as the large cock plowed into her from behind. The video changed from the cock to her pleasure-filled face.
"Oh! Oh my gosh! What are you doing?" she asked in shock.
"You're supposed to knock!" Justin yelled, trying to find the button to close the window on his computer screen. It took far too long before he closed it and made the moaning stop.
"What if I told your mother about this?" Diane said. "She'd be so disappointed."
"Don't tell my mom, Grandma," Justin said. "You don't have to. It's not a big deal."
"It's not?" Diane said, shaking her head. "I can't believe you're doing that."
"I'm sorry," Justin said defensively. "I just... get really horny sometimes. It's not that big of a deal. Everybody does it."
"I understand," she said, a little more relaxed. "And although I might agree with you, your parents definitely do not. They do not want porn in the house. So if you don't turn the computer off, I'm going to have to take it from you. Why in the world do you watch that stuff anyway? No girlfriend?"
"No," he said, sounding a bit sad. "I had one in High School, but not since I graduated. She went to another college."
"Is that what created all your anxiety?" she asked. He looked at her as if wondering how she knew. "Your mom says you have a lot of anxiety and that it's affecting your grades. She said you weren't on medication yet, but that that was the next step."
"Yeah," he nodded. "We're trying to work through it without pills. She's been giving me these... treatments... most nights at least, at bedtime, to help calm me."
"What kind of treatments?" she asked as Justin powered off his computer and turned to face her.
"She... uh... calls it the Volcano Game."
"What is that?" Diane asked. "Some sort of card game or something? A board game?"
"No... she kind of... she kind of gives me a massage," he said. "A special massage. She massages my... thing."
"What thing?" she asked before her brain could stop her.
Justin pulled his pajama pants down slightly, showing his large erection.
"What...?" Diane said and then looked away, embarrassed. "Whoa..." She couldn't believe that her own grandson was flashing his penis at her.
Justin pushed his pajama pants completely off, tossing them aside as he sat in his office chair.
"Um... ah, the, uh... the thing," she said, realizing now what he was talking about. She blushed, completely embarrassed, as he sat there as if nothing were wrong.
"Yeah."
"So this just got really weird," she said, looking up at the ceiling, trying to look anywhere but at his crotch.
"It's not weird."
"Yeah," she nodded emphatically. "It's definitely weird. Your mom... massages... it?"
"Yeah, like, kinda..." Justin made a jerkoff motion with his hand, his fingers curled into a circle. "It really helps me fall asleep."
Diane shook her head. There was no way her daughter touched him like that. Sexually. "You're full of shit."
"No... serious. She like... you know," he made the jerk-off motion again. "And then it explodes and stuff comes out. Then I can really fall asleep. It's so relaxing."
"And... why don't you just do it yourself?" she asked. Why would his mom have to jerk him off? He could easily just do it himself if that's all it took for him to relax before bed.
"She says she wants to do it for me," he said. "It's like... professional therapy or something."
"Ok... so, um," she said nervously, "I'm not doing... that."
"Then how am I supposed to fall asleep?"
"You can count sheep for all I care," she said. "Just go to sleep."
"That stuff doesn't work for me," he said. "It hasn't for a long time now. That's why we have the Volcano Game."
"Look... I'm not doing that," she said, shaking her head. She pointed towards his bedroom door. "I'm going to go... and ask your mother about it... and if I find out you're lying to me, you're going to be very grounded this week."
"Alright," he said, climbing into his bed as Diane walked out the door. She was so sure that he was lying. She didn't know what his game was, but there was no way that her conservative daughter was giving her own son hand jobs. She grabbed her phone as she went into her bedroom and closed the door.
She brought up the texting app and started typing. She hated to interrupt their vacation with such a stupid question, but she had to know. They were five hours behind, so they should just be getting ready for dinner.
Grandma: I hope your trip is going well. Stupid question... Volcano Game?
How in the world was she going to explain the question if Sarah asked her about it? This was so stupid! She chastised herself for even bringing it up. Then her phone dinged with the reply from Sarah.
Mom: Oh my gosh! I told him not to bring that up.
"Oh my God," Diane said out loud. "It's... true?" She typed her next question. She really had to know.
Grandma: You play it with him?
She waited, getting nervous with each passing second. This had to be a mistake. She had to think it was something else. Her phone dinged again.
Mom: Yeah... it helps him sleep. We also have an Animal Game
and a Flower Game if you want variety. I like the Flower Game
the most.
Diane shook her head. This was so beyond weird. Her own daughter? And she's freely admitting it?
Grandma: I'm... shocked.
The response came back quickly.
Mom: Sorry. Didn't mean to put you through that. If you decide
to play it, I have stuff in his nightstand to help.
"Well, that's helpful," Diane said to herself. "I have things that will help you give my son a handjob, if you want to. I mean, come on! Oh my God! This is... so... wrong!"
Grandma: Ok... thanks for verifying. Have a fun trip.
She felt even more awful now. She found out a deep, dark, family secret... and strangely one that they don't even really hide very well. Her daughter actually admitted to the debauchery! She shook her head and knew she had to do the right thing and admit to Justin that she was wrong.
She slid out of bed and tightened the sash holding her robe closed. Slowly, she walked down the short hall and rapped at his door before opening it.
"Justin?" she asked as she opened it a little.
"Hey Grandma." Justin was lying in his bed, now, under the covers, the light on his nightstand lit.
"I just... I just came in to apologize," she said, coming over to sit on the side of the bed. Her hands nervously rolled together in her lap. "I... I don't even know what to say... but your mother confirmed that she does play... that... game... with you."
He smiled. "I told you."
"I have to say, though, I am completely shocked," she said, shaking her head. "This is so... very... unlike her. I know it's a fundamental need, but... I don't know if I'm going to be able to actually... play it. It's a little much for me."
"But I'm not going to be able to sleep if you don't do it," he said, sounding a little desperate. "I don't see what the big deal is."
"Your mom said there were other games... like a... an animal game... or flower game. What are those?"
Justin smiled. "In the Flower Game I touch you... you know... and make you feel really good."
"Touch me?"
"Down there," he said, his eyes looking down her body at her crotch. "Mom says it kinda looks like a flower, but I dunno."
"Oh," Diane said, looking shocked. "My, uh... vagina."
"Yeah... that," he nodded. "She likes that game the most. She says it really helps her sleep, especially when she's all stressed out from work and stuff. I like the Volcano Game most, though."
"And the other is...?" she asked, wondering if she really wanted to know.
"The Animal Game... that one's weird," he said. "I don't like it too much. It's kind of like the Flower Game and the Volcano Game at the same time. We like grunt and stuff like animals then one of us gets behind the other and, like, slams their hips into their butt a few times. One time, she let me go inside her, too. That was the Flower Game part."
Diane shook her head in complete shock and amazement at the debauchery her own daughter was promoting. Incest... was really, really wrong. And she was making a game of it. "Ok... if I do... the thing... play the Volcano Game... you'll go to sleep and we're done. Alright?"
"Yeah," he agreed, nodding.
"Ok." Diane stood and opened the drawer in his nightstand. It was almost like the proverbial kitchen junk drawer, with items strewn all about. Digging through it, she found kid's flashcards, notepads, pens, pencils, rubber bands, paper clips, and, finally, a bottle of lube. That must be what Sarah was talking about. She pulled it from the drawer and sat back on the bed again. "So... how do we start?"
"I just... get these out of the way..." Justin said, pushing the covers aside, sliding his pajama pants down, and pulling his shirt up. His growing erection prominently rose in the air, capturing her attention. "Then you can put a little of the lube on your hand and just... you know... start."
Embarrassed, she dribbled some of the lube on her hand then wrapped her fingers around his shaft. She slid her hand slowly up and down, trying to spread the lube around it.
"Your hand is really soft," he said as she looked away, blushing. "That feels good."
She nervously licked her lips and couldn't bring herself to look at him. "How long does this normally take?"
"Not very long," he said. He reached towards her stomach and grabbed the collar of her robe, pulling it, exposing her naked breast.
"What are you doing?" Diane asked nervously, looking down at him and grabbing her robe with her left hand to cover herself again.
"Opening your robe a little," he said. "I like to see your boobs. My mom usually already has them out. She likes to show them to me. It helps a lot. Makes the game go a lot faster."
She looked at the ceiling, wondering how she was going to get through this. But she had to... she already started down this path. It was to help her grandson sleep. Besides, they were only breasts, right? She kinda flaunted them all the time, anyway. Just... not normally to her grandson.



She sighed and used her left hand to open her robe and expose both breasts for him, all the while still stroking his ever hardening cock.
"Oh... yeah," he smiled and grabbed her breast, feeling it and squeezing it. "They're a lot bigger than my Mom's. They're nice."
"Oh my God," Diane whispered in exasperation, looking away from him again as he continued fondling her. "Are you almost done?"
"Yeah... I think so," he moaned softly, panting, obviously enjoying her touch.
"This happens every night? With your mom's... tits... out?"
"Yeah," he moaned, nodding. "I mean, she, like, sometimes puts her mouth on it, too. That really speeds things up."
"Well I'm not putting my mouth on it," she said defiantly, looking at him once again. His cock caught her attention and she watched herself stroking him, saw his impressive size and girth. His cock was, actually, quite beautiful to her, and quite tempting. It had been some time since she'd done anything like this before, and memories from her youth came rushing back.
She stroked faster, responding to Justin's moans and body movement. From experience, she knew he was going to cum soon. In her youth, she would have delayed it, would have made sure that she was given an orgasm first. But tonight was only about Justin. She'd have to take care of herself later.
"I'm so close," Justin moaned, his eyes opening wide as his hand continued squeezing his grandmother's breast.
"Yeah?" she asked. "You're gonna cum?"
"Uh! Uh!" he grunted as his sperm lurched into the air, surprising Diane and making her giggle. It gushed out in time with each stroke of her hand. While most of it landed on his stomach and thighs, some landed or oozed out onto her hand, and some landed on his bedspread and sheet.
Diane released his cock and pulled her hand away. It was covered with his sperm, but she didn't have anything with which to clean it off. She held her hand away, making sure not to get his cum on anything. "You're gonna have to get some tissues and clean that up. Ok?" She stood, pulled her robe somewhat closed, the belt dangling down her legs, and walked towards his door. "Good night," she said, still feeling very uneasy about what she just did.
"Good night, Grandma!" he said happily. "Thank you!" He pulled his pants and underwear up and then pulled his covers over himself as he settled back into bed.
"You're welcome, Justin," she said as she turned towards him. "Go to sleep. You have classes tomorrow."
She shut the door and walked down the hall towards the bathroom, her cum-covered hand hanging out in front of her. She closed the door behind herself and stood at the sink. She turned the water on as she looked at her hand... and her grandson's cum.
She could feel her heart beating rapidly, feel her quickened breath. However horrible she felt about what she did, she couldn't deny how much it turned her on. It had been several years since she was with a man sexually... and then several years before that, too. Ever since her husband died, she had huge gaps in her sex life. She knew that was normal, but... she still needed that kind of companionship. She missed it horribly.
She raised her hand to her nose and smelled it, then used her tongue to taste it. It was definitely something she'd missed. She licked it off her hand, making sure to catch every drop, then dropped her hand in the running water to wash it. As she did, she looked at herself in the mirror, wondering if this was truly who she had become.
She blushed. She suddenly found herself wondering when she could get more.
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The Volcano Game, Part 2
On Monday, Justin was gone at school for most of the day, and then hung around with his friends. Diane spent most of the day reading and doing a little light cleaning. At around 4pm she started making dinner expecting him to be home by 5pm. She'd made pasta and they had a good meal.
"I had an exam in math today," Justin said, swirling spaghetti noodles around his fork.
"Yeah? How'd it go?" Diane asked.
"Good," he said simply. "I think I passed at least."
"What do you mean you 'think you passed'? Didn't you study for it?" She was a little bothered that he didn't seem to care about his grades.
"Yeah, I studied," he said. "It was just a hard test."
"Ok," she shook her head. "But you're going to have to try harder if you want to keep your GPA up."
"I will... I will," he said.
After dinner, Justin worked on his homework and did a few chores, cleaning the upstairs hall bathroom. Finally, at 11pm, Diane went in to tuck him in again. She was changed for bed, only wearing her long, black, satin robe again, with only her panties on underneath as she lightly knocked on Justin's bedroom door. She was nervous, remembering what happened just last night. But she couldn't deny that she wanted to do it again. It was so wrong, but so... exciting.
"Justin?" she asked as she opened the door. "You doing ok?"
"Yeah, Grandma," he said, putting the book down that he was reading.
"What are you reading?" Diane sat on the side of the bed again. "'Fahrenheit 451', not bad," she said, nodding.
"It's for my Freshman Lit class," he said.
"Anything in particular going on tomorrow?"
"No, my classes start a little later, but nothing really going on. I'm so happy I get to sleep in. Today was pretty rough."
"Yeah?"
He nodded. "I'm still pretty stressed about it. And then what you said about keeping my grades up and everything. I just... feel... jittery. Can we play the Volcano Game again?"
"Again?" she asked, not so surprised. "Oh, I don't know, Justin. It's really not... right... you know. And, besides, we just played last night? Maybe we shouldn't..."
"I know," he said. "But I need it... like... a lot. It's been a really stressful day. I don't feel even a little tired and my mind keeps going over everything. I just think I need it to sleep tonight."
Diane thought about it a few moments, and then relented. She knew before she came into his room that he'd probably ask and that she'd probably relent. She could pretend to be against it all she wanted... but... "Ok, ok," she said, standing up to get the bottle of lube out of his nightstand again.
Justin moved quickly to take his pants down and pull his blankets aside, making room for her on the bed.
Diane squirted some of the lube in her hand and started stroking him again. She felt a lot less self-conscious and embarrassed than she felt last night. "Is this ok?" Her hand slid up and down, slightly rotating with every stroke.
"Yeah... that's great."
"Is it helping?"
He nodded and smiled. "Uh huh. It feels so... good."
"This is just a little... you know... awkward," she said, smiling slightly. "I mean, grandmother's aren't supposed to be doing things like this unless it's with their husbands."
"But it feels so, so good, Grandma," he said, moaning slightly. "It's just what I need. Thank you, Grandma." He smiled as if he truly, truly appreciated that she was doing this for him.
Diane could almost see how Sarah might feel. She did feel like she was helping him. Other people might judge it as bad or wrong, but she loved her grandson and wanted to help him feel better. She wanted to help him get a good night's sleep.
"Mmhmm," she hummed. His cock was hard to start with but now it was throbbing. It was almost alive in her hand and it felt so good. She slid the head through her fingers, changing the stroking slightly, and he moaned, obviously appreciating it.
"God, you're so good at that," he moaned, his breathing getting faster.
"Am I?" she smiled. While growing up, she actually gave a lot of handjobs. It helped to keep her from giving away her virginity too soon. And, besides, it was easier to do with a much smaller chance of getting caught. She sat sideways in the car passenger seat quite a bit when she was younger.
"Yeah... it feels amazing."
"Strong hands from holding my tennis racket, I guess," she giggled.
She could tell that he was getting even more excited and moved her hand faster, stroking his cock more deliberately. She moved, changing her position to sit up on her knees facing him. That way, she could incorporate both hands and it was more comfortable on her back and neck.
"You like this?" she asked, stroking with one hand while the other swirled over the head.
"Oh, fuck, it feels so good," he panted. "Yes... oh yes... that's amazing. But... can I... you know... see...?"
She didn't know what he was talking about at first, but then caught him staring at her chest again. "Oh... yeah... I'm sorry. I forgot you like that..." She used one hand to untie her robe and open it, exposing her breasts to him once again, while her other hand kept stroking. "Does that help?"
"Oh fuck... yes... that's even better now," he said, smiling and practically drooling, looking right at her breasts.
"Mmhmm." She watched him, watched his eyes grow as she used her free hand to grab her breast and play with her nipple, getting it nice and hard, pinching and pulling it. It felt sinfully delicious to her, but she thought it would help him cum even faster. "How's this working for you?" she giggled.
"That's... that's really... amazing," he panted, his hips starting to rise and fall. His eyes were glued to her hand playing with her nipple as he licked his lips. She could tell he really wished he could touch her like that. "Oh... I'm cumming!" he moaned loudly. "Oh! Oh! I'm cumming!"
"Fuck!" she said, not thinking ahead again. She didn't bring a towel. "I don't want to make another mess! Your mom will kill me. What am I gonna...?" Just as he was about to erupt, she bent down and took his cock in her mouth, stroking it just beneath her lips as she sucked on the head. She could feel his cum splashing in her mouth, filling it almost faster than she could swallow.
His cum seemed to taste even better today, she realized, and took a moment to squeeze his cock, to pull all of his cum from it as she licked and sucked on the bulbous head. She smacked her lips when she finally let it go. "There... you feel better now?"
"Yeah," he sighed, trying to slow his breathing. "So much better."
"Good," she said, grabbing her belt and retying it around her waist, pulling her robe closed. "Get some sleep. You get to sleep in a little longer, but you still have another early day tomorrow."
Justin was laying back on his bed, smiling, his hands behind his head. He looked as if his whole world was perfect. His cock was deflating now, but not fully. And it seemed to bounce with his heartbeat.
"Good night, Grandma," he said. "Thank you!"
"Good night, Justin," she smiled back, shuddering as she took a final look at his deflating member, then closed the door. At least her hand was clean tonight, she smiled, and touched her lips, remembering what she just did. She'd swallowed his cum! She'd actually sucked on her grandson's cock and swallowed his cum! And she couldn't believe how much she liked it.
She entered her bedroom, shut the door behind her, then leaned back against it. One hand went to her breast, teasing her nipples again as her other hand slid between her thighs, into her panties, and over her extremely wet pussy. It felt so good to touch herself, to give her pussy some attention.
She spread her legs wider apart as her fingertips circled her clit. "Oh... that feels so fucking good," she moaned softly. Her body sprinted towards her orgasm, already overheated by what she just did with her grandson. She closed her eyes, imagining his cock again, remembering what it looked like, what it felt like in her hand... what it tasted like.
In seconds her legs threatened to buckle and collapse as her orgasm washed over her. Her hand moved rapidly, her fingertips swiping back and forth across her clit as her body trembled. Her pussy pulsed with a need to have something inside it, so she slid two fingers in, slapping her clit as she fingered herself rapidly.
"Ohhhhh!" she moaned deeply, feeling her juices drip down her thighs, feeling her heat swell inside her. Her hand pinched and pulled her nipple fiercely as she enjoyed all the sensations hitting her brain.
When she finished, she licked her fingers clean as she slid into bed and tossed the covers over herself. She was getting in over her head, but she wasn't sure she could stop. She wanted more!
*****
On Tuesday, Diane was standing in the kitchen, wearing her black robe again, as she leaned against the kitchen counter sipping her coffee. "Good morning," she said as Justin came in, setting his bookbag on floor by the door.
"Good morning." Justin grabbed a bagel and slid it into the toaster, then grabbed a butter knife and the peanut butter from the cupboard.
"Do you want some coffee?"
"No... I'm not a coffee drinker," he smiled. "That stuff's nasty."
"Hmm," she mused, nodding. "So, what classes do you have today?"
"Uh, English Lit at 10am and my Physics lab at 2pm." He grabbed the bagel and slathered peanut butter on one half then combined the two halves into a sandwich. He kissed Diane on the cheek playfully, then took a bite of his bagel as he jabbed the knife into the peanut butter and rushed to the door, grabbing his book bag. "Later!" he said, running out the door, closing it behind him.
"Later," Diane smiled. Suddenly she wondered what time to expect him. "Hey! Are you going to be home by five?" she yelled, but he'd already climbed into his car and started it. He couldn't hear her.
After Justin left, she organized her day, got dressed, and did a little light cleaning. Then she sat down with her favorite book again. It was almost 3pm when she finally finished her book. She knew she had about two more hours before Justin would be home and she felt a need. A need that she could probably satisfy in those two hours. A need generated by that steamy romance novel she just finished reading.
She walked to her bedroom and crawled up onto the bed. She pulled out her phone and brought up a web browser, one already connected to the adult video site she enjoyed. She was directed to the page a few years ago by one of the romance novel websites she was perusing at the time. The book author was comparing her stories to some of the video stories and Diane just had to take a look to see for herself.
Since then, she'd been attracted to many of the videos. Their story lines were pretty good... sexy... and she loved the characters and their sexual escapades. It was often a different and faster way to get her romance fix... along with a nice climax at the end.
Today, she searched through the site and found one that intrigued her. The title of "Is This Okay?" piqued her curiosity and featured an older woman finding her son masturbating. At first, she chastised him, making sure he knew it wasn't ok. But then, acknowledging that she was excited by seeing him like this, she decided to join him... first in masturbating with him, watching him closely, enjoying how excited he got himself... and her. Then, second, in having actual sex with him.
Diane started the story and as it played out, she started touching herself, just like the female character. When it became too difficult to feel enough through her jeans, she unfastened them and slid her hand inside. Her pussy was wet and absolutely pulsing with need. She could feel her clit throbbing. Unfortunately, her jeans still interfered with her play, so she pushed them down and off, along with her lacy panties. She spread her legs wider, giving her hand plenty of space in which to work.
"Yeah, I want to watch you," she whispered, matching the on-screen dialog and talking as if the on-screen boy was her own grandson that held his beautiful cock in his hand. "I've never seen a man touch himself before."
Her fingertips spread her labia apart, opening her pussy, before sliding up along her wet, pink insides, up to her clit again. She lightly flicked her clit with her fingertip, sliding up underneath it several times.
"You want to watch mommy?" she whispered after hearing the main character say it. She envisioned her grandson on the bed, masturbating while watching her touch herself. "Don't be shy sweetie, it's ok. I don't mind."
In her mind, and on the screen, the young man stroked his long, hard shaft, making him moan softly. His eyes were watching her intently, locked on her pussy as her fingers played with her clit. The woman in the movie moaned, getting excited by her lover's play. Diane got just as excited, wondering what it would feel like to watch Justin.
"Oh, that's so hot," she whispered. "I love watching you stroke it. Oh, that's a nice cock. You like that, don't you? You like stroking that beautiful cock, making it so big and hard for me. Yeah... my clit's getting nice and swollen from watching you. You're getting me so excited. Mmmm... what's that? You want to put that inside mommy? Would you like that? Would that be exciting for you? It's ok... if you want to."
She envisioned herself crawling up onto Justin's bed while he continued masturbating, his hand holding his throbbing cock, stroking it rapidly. He'd be looking at her, wanting her... desperately needing her to help him. She felt her mouth watering as she thought about his perfect cock. She'd tasted it... and now she wanted more. Was that so wrong? "It's such a pretty cock, baby. I'm sure I can teach you a few things. Oh... can mommy put it in her mouth first? Mommy wants to put it in her mouth so bad." She closed her eyes as her fantasy played out in her head, the video continued to play, too. Her fingers made rapid circles around her clit as she moaned, her body getting more and more excited with each passing second.
"Mommy's going to cum," she panted. "Mmhmm... yeah... so... fucking... close..."
Suddenly through her half closed eyes she saw movement in the doorway. Her eyes flew wide open as she realized Justin was at the slightly open door, watching her. She grabbed a pillow and pressed it against her body, hiding behind it. She felt so embarrassed.
"Justin!" she said sharply. "What are you doing? How long have you been standing there?"
"What?" he said, quickly fastening his pants up.
"Get in here!"
"What?" he asked again, pushing the door open more but not stepping into the room. "I'm sorry."
"Are you... are you spying on me?" she asked. Her body was flushed, her clit throbbing with need. She had been so close to her orgasm. She needed to get back to it! And that thought clouded her thinking.
"I was just... watching you."
"You were watching me?" she asked, angrily. "You can't go around spying on people like that. You know better than that."
"I'm not... I thought that's why you left the door open," he replied.
"The door? Oh my gosh," she said, realizing that she probably didn't shut it all the way. "I probably just... I didn't realize it didn't close all the way," she explained, defensively. "I didn't think you'd be home until five. Regardless... I never thought you might be... perving... on me."
"Sorry," he said, looking at the floor. "I just... thought... it was ok. 'Cause that's what my mom does. She leaves the door open for me. You know, so I can watch her."
"What?" Diane asked, surprised. "Justin! You can't say stuff like that about your mother. You can't make up stories like that."
"I'm not making it up!" he insisted. "Mom says as long as the door's open, I'm allowed to watch her. She does it in the bathroom when she's taking a shower, too."
"Justin..."
"She say's it's natural for me to have urges and that it's better than watching, like, porn or something," he said defensively. "That's what she said!"
She closed her eyes a moment, thinking about how to respond, realizing that his relationship with his mother was very, very different. "But it's... inappropriate... to even think about your mother like that."
Justin shook his head. It wasn't inappropriate. "She said it's not bad. She said it's natural for boys my age. I mean, she said I'm not supposed to tell anybody, though."
"Justin... you're not lying to me are you?" she asked. She couldn't believe that her own daughter would ever say something like that, or offer something like that to her own son. She would let him watch her? Naked? She'd let him see her naked body?
"No!" he insisted. "I'm not lying!"
She knew that with the whole Volcano game, she obviously didn't know her daughter as well as she thought. Maybe he was telling the truth after all. Maybe she did allow him to... watch... her. God! How far did this debauchery go? "Well... you need to continue not to tell anybody, ok? You shouldn't have even said anything to me."
"Why?"
"Because... it's... inappropriate... and could cause a lot of problems if people found out."
"Ok," he agreed, looking at the floor. "I guess."
She thought of just ending it there, making him close her door, making him go back to his room. She wasn't sure if she wanted him to leave to punish him or so she could go back to her orgasm. But her interest was now piqued... she needed to know something. "So... you just... watch... when she leaves the door open?" she asked.
"Yeah," he nodded. "I mean, she usually does it before we play the relaxation games. Or when my Dad's still at work."
"Wow," she mumbled, dumbfounded, slowly shaking her head in disbelief. She looked at him and saw him in a new light. He was a young man, full of raging hormones, in a house alone with a woman. Of course he'd want to see her naked. Of course that was natural. "What do you think about... you know... when you watch your mom, like... you know... that?"
He smiled slightly, as if remembering the things that he'd seen. "I think about, like... touching her boobs... and I think about her putting my thing in her mouth."
"You want your mother to put her lips around your... cock... and, like, suck on it?" she asked, feeling her mouth suddenly gush with saliva. She couldn't believe that she was actually drooling at the thought of sucking his cock.
He seemed to smile even more. "Yeah. I like when she does that. A lot. And I think about... you know... getting on top of her and, like... putting it in her."
"And... she lets you do that... too?" she asked nervously, scared to hear the answer.
Justin nodded, smiling. "We both like that."
"Wow... that's... that's a lot to take in." Diane felt her excitement still lingering, her throbbing clit reminder her that her orgasm was just waiting for her. She had to get rid of him because she had to orgasm now. She was so excited. "Well... um... ok. Tell you what, why don't you go do your homework? And... um... close the door on your way out."
"Ok." Justin reached for the doorknob and closed the door, leaving Diane alone in her bedroom.
She set the pillow aside as she lay back again, sighing, completely shocked at what she'd learned about this family. This was more serious than she thought. Her daughter was actually having sex with her own son! Sex! She fucked him! Incest! She shook her head in disbelief and wondered if she should say anything. She wondered if it was her place to say something... if it was her place to stop this.
But the more she thought about it, the more it... actually... excited her. She thought about Justin fucking his mom... about him pushing her down on her back and driving his big shaft into her as her legs wrapped around his waist. The image swirled in her mind, exciting her, forcing her to touch herself, forcing her to envision it was her that Justin was fucking.



She could almost feel him inside her, pounding deeper and deeper into her pussy with every thrust. She wondered, if it happened... if he actually tried to fuck her like that... would she try to stop him? Or would she be like her daughter and welcome him, help him, encourage him? Would she use her legs to hold him around his waist to pull him into her... and allow him to do as he pleased?
Her hand quickly fell between her legs, her fingers rapidly stroking her clit while her other hand pinched and pulled her hard nipples. In her mind, she envisioned Justin over her, kneeling on the bed between her legs, holding them apart, sliding his long, hard cock into her pussy for the first time. It was a difficult fantasy, because she knew it was so wrong. But that was exactly what excited her the most about it! If he could fuck his mother, he could certainly fuck his grandmother. And she knew she would enjoy it!
She came hard at that thought, that image, that fantasy, as she envisioned him cumming inside her. She envisioned the look on his face, his half-closed eyes, his tight, determined expression, his nostrils flaring as he breathed hard, as he poured his cum into her pussy again and again, both of them moaning loudly in excitement. She knew she moaned too loud in her orgasmic eruption and she prayed that Justin didn't hear her.
She was still panting, her body still excited, as she got out of bed and got dressed again. Then she went into the kitchen and cooked dinner for the two of them.
Dinner itself was quiet, with neither of them talking, and Justin immediately went out with his friends afterwards, coming home at 10pm and going straight to bed, with barely a word to her.
It bothered Diane a bit, not used to him being so quiet, but she wasn't overly concerned. She thought that maybe he was just busy with his school work and that maybe he just didn't have time to talk.
*****
On Wednesday, Justin rushed out the door first thing in the morning again, rushing off to his class after grabbing another bagel. This time, he didn't even give her a kiss on the cheek. She was starting to get more and more concerned that he was upset with her. She wished they could just sit down and talk this out.
After getting dressed and going out for a walk, Diane settled onto the couch to start up another one of her books. This one promised to be even steamier than the last. Just three chapters into it, she found herself stroking her breast through her t-shirt and bra, feeling her nipple get so hard and sensitive.
Suddenly her phone rang. She picked it up and answered it when she realized it was Sarah.
"Sarah!" she answered excitedly. "How's your vacation going?"
"Hi Mom!" Sarah said. "It's going well. It's absolutely beautiful here."
"I can imagine."
"I've never seen such beautiful water before," Sarah gushed. Diane could hear the roar of the surf through the phone. "I love sitting out on the beach."
"Is your hotel nice?"
"Very nice! Ben did a great job at picking this spot."
"Wonderful!" Diane smiled. "Make sure you take a lot of pictures. I want to see everything!"
"Oh we will!" Sarah said excitedly. "I've already taken a ton and we still have three days. How's it going there? Justin treating you ok?"
"Oh yes," Diane nodded, smiling a little uneasily. "He's doing just fine. I think he's mad at me, though."
"For what?" Sarah sounded only a little surprised. "Don't let him try to push you around."
"He's not," Diane said. "We just had a little discussion on life things and I think I sounded too judgmental."
"That's hard to believe," Sarah laughed. "You're not the judgmental type. Hopefully it blows over."
"I'm sure it will. No worries."
"He's following his rules, right?" Sarah inquired.
"Oh yes," Diane nodded, making sure her daughter knew Justin was being good. "No problems at all."
"Ok," Sarah said, sounding uncertain. She knew how Justin could be. "I can't wait to show him the shirt we bought him. He's going to love it. And I snuck out and grabbed something for our game nights," she whispered. "Although Ben wouldn't like it. He hates it when we play our games."
She bought something for their game nights? Diane wondered what that could be... some sex toy to share or an outfit for her to wear? She couldn't believe that Ben had found out about them having sex, too. It was a miracle that he only hated it and hadn't divorced her over it.
"Well I can see that Ben might..." she start to say, but was cut off.
"Oh, sorry," Sarah interrupted. "Ben's calling me. We're going on a whale watching tour. I gotta go."
"Ok... I love you!" Diane said. "I hope you have a wonderful time."
"Love you, too, Mom! Bye!"
And with that, the line went dead. Diane looked at the phone, wondering once again how her daughter had ever got caught up in having sex with her son. It boggled her mind.
She went back to her book, the steamy scenes coming and going, building in intensity as she read. She was about halfway through when it was time for her to get dinner ready, so she put it in her bedroom with the cover down. She wasn't sure she wanted Justin to see what she was reading. It was a little embarrassing.
Dinner was quiet again and Justin went to his bedroom early to study and relax after classes. Diane just sat in the living room watching TV until bedtime.
*****
Thursday morning, not surprisingly was the same, with Justin running out the door with a bagel, not coming home until dinner, barely saying two words to her. It hurt her. She decided that tonight, she was going to be the one to break the ice if he didn't. They had to get past this.
After dinner, Justin left to spend time with his friends and finally came back to the house just after 10pm. Diane was on the couch, sitting in her robe, watching TV as he immediately went into his bedroom without a word. She wondered how he could still be upset with her. She had to admit, she was a bit harsh with him, but still. He shouldn't be surprised that someone might feel that way about his relationship with his mother.
About thirty minutes later, she got up and went to his room, determined to clear the air. She knocked on the door lightly before opening it, then stepped inside. Justin was already in bed, dressed in his pajamas. He was on his phone, she guessed looking at his social media accounts.
"Did you have a good time with your friends?" she asked as she moved to the side of the bed and sat down.
"Yeah, it was good."
"Look... um... I didn't mean to sound too harsh with you the other day," she said. "I was just a little... surprised."
"Yeah. You seemed mad at me."
"No, no... not at all," she confessed. "I just... I was... shocked... as you can imagine. I mean, your relationship with your mother is not at all what I expected. It's rather... overwhelming... really." She smiled and laughed as she looked down at her nervous hands. "And you caught me at an awkward moment."
She looked at him as he just looked up at her. He looked so innocent and yet so... attractive.
"I have to say," she let out a breath, smiling, "this whole thing is pretty insane, but I have to admit... it brightened my mood so much these past few days."
"Yeah? Why's that?" he asked softly.
She squirmed a little on the bed as if she couldn't contain her energy. "I don't know... after Sunday and Monday night, playing that game... and then... Tuesday. It just... I don't know. I don't know how... but it just lit up something inside of me."
"You're not mad at me?"
"No. I'm ok. I'm getting used to it," she laughed, smiling down at him.
"Do you think we can play the Volcano Game again?"
"Wow... you're way too excited about this," she giggled.
"I can't help it."
"I'll tell you what," she smiled. "Maybe tonight we play the Flower Game first... then we can play the Volcano Game. How's that sound?"
Justin nodded and smiled broadly. "Ok!" He was definitely excited about playing.
"But I need you to promise me that you'll keep this a secret between us, just like you'll keep your secret with your mom," she said.
"Of course," he nodded. "I promise."
"And I won't tell your mother about... anything. She doesn't need to know about this."
Justin pulled the covers off and flipped up to sit on the bed beside her.
"So... how does this work?" she asked.
"You can just... take your clothes off and lie back."
"Ok," she said, standing up beside the bed. She untied the belt holding her robe closed and let her robe fall off her shoulders. She grabbed it and lay it across his desk chair. Justin watched her intently as she turned and took the few steps back to the bed, her naked breasts bouncing slightly with each step. As she reached the bed, she hooked her thumbs into her panties and quickly pulled them off, tossing them on her robe. Then she slowly crawled up onto the bed and lay down on her back, raising her arms overhead.
Justin had a silly smile on his face as he crawled up onto the bed and lay down beside her. Diane hooked his head with her arm and pulled him into a kiss, as his hand started stroking her body, cupping and squeezing her breasts. He quickly moved down, kissing her neck and shoulder, then onto her chest. She moaned softly, watching him intently as his lips and tongue found her hard nipple and teased it. He made it hard and wet with his saliva before moving to the other and Diane grabbed her breast in her hand, squeezing it and offering him her nipple.
"Oh... that's so good... so fucking sexy," she moaned.
"They're so soft and sensitive. You have the most beautiful breasts, Grandma," he whispered. He made long, slow circles around her nipples, making them wet and sensitive, getting Diane very excited and wet. When she couldn't take it any more and her hips started moving with her desire to have her clit touched, he kissed down her torso and moved between her legs.
"Mmm," she moaned. "Yeah, right between my legs. Just really get in there."
"Oh my God, that's a pretty pussy," he said softly.
"I want you to massage my pussy with your fingers," she directed. "Lick your finger... and slide it all around."
Justin did exactly as she asked. As he lay on his elbow, he used his free hand to gently circle her swollen labia and clit, running his fingertips over her entire pussy while she watched and moaned.
"Yeah... tease me... just like that," she moaned loudly. "Oh God... please... slide it inside now... push it... yeah... deep. Oh, that's good."
Justin slid his finger into her wetness, feeling it grab and suck him in. She was so wet and her pussy was so responsive to his touch. Her hips slowly rose and fell as he explored her insides.
"Now finger me," she panted, her breathing betraying her excitement. "Feel all over the inside of my pussy. Yeah... now add another one... yeah... another finger... mmm... oh God! Oh! That's so good."
Justin slowly fingered her with two fingers, slowly sliding in and out, watching intently as her lips sucked on his hand and held it. This was far better than he ever expected.
"Now let's put your tongue to work at the same time," she panted.
"What do you mean?" he asked, surprised. Unbeknownst to her, he never expected to be able to go this far. He certainly never expected to lick her pussy. He'd been content enough to convince her to give him a handjob.
"Well, I would really like to have my clit massaged with your tongue."
"I've never... done that before," he admitted.
"Stick your tongue out for me," she commanded and he did, sliding it out between his lips. "Now, wiggle it around. You can do that, right? Now all you have to do is put your mouth over my clit. It's pretty much the same thing."
"Ok," he said, looking down at the swollen little nub above her swollen labia. She was so excited that her clit was throbbing. He bent over, extended his tongue, and slowly licked the length of her clit.
"Mmm... yeah," she moaned, closing her eyes and dropping her head back on the pillow, enjoying his touch.
"Is that ok?"
"Yeah," she said, looking down at him. She reached down with both hands and pulled at the skin around her pussy, exposing her clit even more. "You see my clit? Suck on it."
"Ok." He encircled her hot button with his lips and slowly sucked and licked on it, drenching it with the warmth and wetness of his mouth.
"Oh... oh yeah... just like that," she panted, moving her hips slightly as she enjoyed the pleasure roaring through her body. "Mmhmm... just like that. You're gonna make me cum so hard. Yeah, lick my pussy. You're doing good. See what happens when you apply yourself? Oh yeah... deeper in there with your tongue. Yeah... mmhmm... mmhmm... Good boy. Yeah... lick faster."
She was breathing hard, moaning with every exhale as he flicked his tongue over her clit faster.
"Yeah, just like that! Keep doing that!" she hissed. Her body started shaking and she grabbed his bedspread in her fists, clawing at it as if that would help send her over the edge. "Yes... yes... oh fuck! Oh yeah! Yeah, yeah! Don't stop! Fuck!"
She yelled loudly as she came, her whole body tightening up in pleasure and then releasing, again and again. Her eyes blinked rapidly. It had been so, so long since she'd had this strong of an orgasm and it took her totally by surprise.
"How did that feel?" Justin said, as he moved away from her pussy.
"Oh my gosh, that felt... amazing," she panted, smiling. She sat up and used her hand to push him to his back. She moved to her knees and grabbed at his clothes, forcing him to undress and throwing his discarded clothes across the room.
When he was naked, she wrapped her fingers around his cock and slowly stroked it. "This is such a nice... young... cock... and feels so good in my soft, warm hands."
"You're so beautiful, Grandma," he said softly, his cock getting harder and harder.
"Thank you," she smiled. "This makes me just feel so... alive. You know? I feel so much younger." She let him go and then crawled up to the nightstand and removed the bottle of lube from the drawer. She popped open the top and tipped the bottle over, dribbling the lube directly onto his shaft. "Damn... I like looking at that. Let me help you out a little bit. Let me take care of you."
Diane slid between his legs, sitting on her knees as she stroked his shaft. It rose more rapidly now, expanding in her hand to an astonishing side.
"Is that what you wanted?" she asked, "for me to stroke your cock like that? You liked watching me in the bedroom the other day, didn't you? You liked watching me touch myself."
"Yeah," he admitted, nodding his head.
Her hand moved to the top of his cock, concentrating her movement on the head itself. He moaned and his hips lurched as the pleasure got too intense.
"You like that?"
He nodded rapidly. "It feels so good."
She followed his eyes as he stared at her bare chest, her breasts swaying and bouncing as she stroked him. "You like looking at my tits?"
"Yeah... they're so nice," he panted, obviously getting close to his orgasm.
"I hope seeing them makes this go faster, because you're just not cumming," she said. "Your cock is being a bit stubborn."
"If you put your mouth on it, it'll go really fast," he admitted. "With my mom it's always really fast."
Diane smiled. She knew he'd ask for that again. And this time, she was more eager just so she could get another taste of him. "You want me to wrap my lips around your cock?"
"Yeah," he nodded quickly.
Diane pushed the blankets out of the way and lay down on her stomach between his legs, her mouth near his cock. "Maybe I should just... kiss it," she teased and kissed the head.
"Oh fuck!" Justin practically yelled. "That feels really good."
"You'll keep our little secret safe, right?" Diane asked, just to verify. She knew kids his age loved to tell about their conquests.
"Yeah... I promise."
She smiled, then slid his cock into her mouth. "Mmm," she moaned as she slurped on him.
"Oh God, that feels so good," Justin panted, enjoying how her mouth felt so experienced.
"Better than my hand?"
"Oh, way better.
"You feels so good in my mouth," she panted, sliding him in and out, her lips slowly moving deeper and deeper down his shaft. Her hand slid up and down his shaft as her lips seductively sucked on the head of his cock. "Is this what you were thinking about when you were watching me masturbate? My lips wrapped around your cock?"
"Oh... yeah... fuck!" he panted.
Her hand moved faster now, sliding up and down his length as she continued sucking on the head. She knew he was getting close. Justin groaned, his hips rising and falling as he fisted the bedspread.
"Feels good doesn't it?" she smiled.
He nodded. "Yes."
She looked at him and teasingly licked the tip of his cock. "What else did you imagine when you thought about me sucking on your cock?"
"I don't... I don't know," he panted.
"Maybe... this?" she asked and immediately slid her lips down his shaft, taking as much as she could of it all the way into her throat. She coughed and then released him, sputtering and coughing for a moment. "I used to be pretty good at that. I guess I need more practice."
"Any time you want," he hissed, smiling. His brow furrowed as she licked under the head of his cock, her hand continuing to stroke it.
"Are you almost ready to cum now?" she smiled, teasingly.
"Yeah," he admitted, nodding. Then he started to move. "Wait... I like doing it this way better." To her protestations, he got up onto his knees and grabbed the back of her head.
"What are you doing?" she asked as he moved into position, his cock suddenly right in front of her eyes. Slowly, he pushed the head against her lips, fighting for entrance. "Hey! Come on!" she protested weakly as the head pressed between her lips.
He held her head tightly as he moved his hips, sliding his cock in and out of her mouth rapidly and deeply. He grabbed her head with both hands, keeping her in place as his cock drove into her throat, making her cough a little, but she kept sucking on him.
"This is how I like to do it with my mom," he moaned. "Mmhmm... Yeah, like that. Oh fuck... that's nice. Ok. I'm getting close. God I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum."
Justin was moving his hips more erratically now, nearly pushing into her throat and stealing her ability to breath. "Uh! Uh!" he panted, then suddenly sent a spray of cum deep into her mouth, followed by several more. She could barely keep up with the volume, swallowing furiously.
When he was done, he withdrew his cock and fell back on the bed.
Diane rose to her knees, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, panting to recover her breathing. She couldn't believe how domineering he just got. And didn't know how to feel about it. She felt her body heating up again, felt her pussy quivering with desire. She tasted his wonderful cum in her mouth and on her lips.
She felt like she'd been reduced to some kind of sex doll for her grandson.
And... she liked it.
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The Volcano Game, Part 3
Friday morning, Justin rushed out first thing in the morning to go to class again, but did give his grandmother a smile and a quick kiss on the cheek goodbye. He mentioned that he would be home for dinner, but had a lot to do tonight with his friends. Diane was left to spend the day with her racy book and porn videos, finding way too much time to masturbate as her mind kept returning to her and Justin's activities over the past week.
Surprisingly, her fantasies were no longer fettered by the immorality of incest. It actually made it all the more exciting. The vision of him, of his cock, of his orgasms... the orgasms that she gave him... excited her. She knew they only had two more nights together but there was still one more thing she wanted... one more thing she absolutely needed... before she left for home.
She needed to feel him inside her. She needed to feel him slide his big, hard cock into her pussy. She needed to feel him driving it into her again and again, stretching her pussy wide open. And she had to find a way to make that happen.
Justin wasn't able to come home for dinner on Friday, having too much fun running around with his friends, but he did call. And when he came home late, he rushed through his chores and some of his homework while Diane watched TV before he went to bed. Even as she lay in bed, she plotted how to get into bed with him. So many seduction plans, scenarios... fantasies... ran through her mind, but she needed the perfect one.
*****
By the time Saturday night came around, Diane knew her window was rapidly closing. She had to have Justin and his parents were coming home early in the afternoon tomorrow. Luckily, she convinced him to stay and watch a movie with her that night, to celebrate the end of their time together.
As Justin sat down on the couch and brought up their movie streaming services, Diane made popcorn, then slipped onto the couch next to him. It was already after 9pm, so they were both wearing their sleepwear, with Diane again in her long, black, satin robe. This time, though, feeling even more naughty, she wasn't even wearing panties. She was completely naked under the thin black satin. She felt so naughty. Already excited from anticipation, with every move and squeeze of her thighs, she felt the wetness between her legs.
"What about that one?" she said, as a title rolled by on the list of movies.
"What one?"
"Uh... that one. No, one up. 'Good Luck to You, Leo Grande'" she said as Justin moved the on-screen cursor to it.
"I dunno. You really want to watch a romantic comedy?" he asked, looking at her as if she was crazy, obviously not a fan.
"Maybe." She quickly read the short description and it intrigued her even more. It was a movie about an older woman, a retired schoolteacher, who, after a lifetime of never having good sex, decided to experience everything that she'd missed with a young, mysterious, male sex worker. "Ugh... it's got a ninety-four percent Rotten Tomatoes score... that sounds bad."
"No... it's weird but that would actually be a good score," Justin chuckled.
"Ok, if you say so," she giggled. "Then... I pick that one. And it's my choice because I'm the guest in the house."
"Ok, ok," he chuckled holding his hands up in surrender. "I guess I'm game."
As the movie played, Diane first laid her head against Justin's shoulder, snuggling together, eating popcorn. As the movie progressed, however, she laid down on the couch with her feet up, her head laying on his stomach, her hand relaxing idly on his thigh. The moving clock, moving closer and closer to when she'd have to have him, and the movie plot made her more and more excited and it didn't take long for her eyes to drift down from the TV to see the bulge of his cock beneath his pajama bottoms. She could feel her mouth water, knowing it was right there... so close... so available.
Justin's hand was around her, resting on her arm at first, but when she lay down, his hand rested on her side. She could feel his hand move, slowly drifting down to her stomach, then sliding higher towards her breasts, gliding slowly and softly over her thin, satin robe as the movie progressed.
She stroked his thigh, slowly moving her hand higher and higher, until it bumped against his growing shaft. At the same time, she could feel his hand gently stroking the bottom of her breast, making her nipples throb. Her heart was pounding and she was breathing faster with desire and need as his fingers found and rolled her nipple between them. Her hand curled over his cloth-covered cock and she gently stroked it through his pajama bottoms.
Justin was breathing as hard as she was and he was having a difficult time sitting still. She felt his hips move, pressing up into her hand and back, almost as if he was fucking her hand. Diane moved her head lower, resting it lower and lower on his abdomen, ever closer to his cock. She wanted it in her mouth so badly.
"You're so hard," she whispered.
"Yeah," he moaned. "I am. You're driving me crazy."
"Want to play a new game?"
"What... what's that?" he asked.
She smiled and slipped her mouth down and kissed his cock through his pajama bottoms, slipping out of his hands, as she stood. She took two steps away from the couch and turned to face him. Both of her hands fell to the belt holding her robe closed and untied the simple knot. The material parted, slightly revealing her completely naked body beneath before she slid it off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor.
"This game," she whispered, standing before him, completely naked.
"Holy shit!" he gasped. "This is crazy."
"Is this what you wanted?" she asked as she grabbed her breasts in her hands and squeezed them.
"Hell yes!"
Diane watched him as her breasts seemed to mesmerize him. She bounced them in her hands, jiggling them for his pleasure. "These are what gotcha, aren't they?" she smiled.
"Yeah... oh my God," he panted. "Holy shit! They're so awesome."
She slid one hand between her legs and slid her fingers over her overheated pussy. "You know I want everything from you tonight, right?"
"Everything?" he asked, his eyes opening so wide.
She nodded and smiled. "Mmhmm... tonight is the last time I have you all to myself. Do you want to play my game?"
"Oh, fuck yes!" he said excitedly.
Diane slowly dropped to her knees in front of him, a foot from the couch. She grabbed his loose pajama bottoms and pulled as if trying to take his bottoms off. He quickly hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his pants and pushed as he lifted his hips off the couch, working with his grandma to take them off. She tossed them aside then crawled forward, her eyes locked on his growing erection as she smiled.
"Mmhmm," she whispered, shaking her head slowly in disbelief. She was amazed every time she saw his erection. It was just so beautiful. She wrapped her hand around it and lifted it, slightly stroking it. "Mmhmm... you want me to play with that cock?"
"Yeah... fuck... please," he whispered as her hand slid up and down his rapidly growing shaft.
She giggled softly as her hand jerked him for a moment, then she leaned forward and slid her mouth over the head, sucking on it. "Mmm," she whispered, her tongue slithering around it as if to feel every ridge and crevice. She was enjoying the feel and the taste of him in her mouth as her tongue swirled under the head, knowing that was a wonderfully sensitive spot. Her hand slid up and down beneath her mouth and she looked up to see him intently, excitedly, watching her.
She licked and kissed his shaft from the base to the tip again and again, enjoying him fully while he watched. "What a nice... big... cock," she whispered.
"That's as hot as fuck," he hissed, feeling overwhelmed by her.
She slid him deep inside her mouth again, pushing deeper and deeper until her nose was buried in his pubes, his cock pushing into her throat. She gagged a little, her face getting red, before she pulled him free and coughed, dripping saliva onto his shaft.
"There... I'm getting better," she smiled, looking up at him, her hand stroking slowly, rotating with every stroke. "Still more practice is needed, though. Now... will you... eat my pussy?"
He nodded rapidly. She knew he'd do anything she asked at this point. His cock was throbbing.
She stood, then sat on the couch while he moved to the floor, kneeling between her spread thighs.
"Oh... that's a good boy," she whispered, putting her hand on his head to guide him in. "Let me see that tongue." Justin started licking her, similar to what he'd done before, but he was more confident this time and knew a little more of where and how she liked being licked. "Oh yes... such a good boy. Yessss... That feels so good."
Diane curled her legs up, holding her knees to her chest as Justin licked and sucked on her clit for a moment. Then he teased her labia, sucking them into his mouth, nibbling on them lightly.
"Oh... yeah... that's good," she moaned, pushing her hips up into his face, her hand pulling his head, pressing his face harder into her wetness. "Yeah... mmm... Oh, fuck, right there."
"You taste so good," he whispered as he slid his tongue into her hole, teasing her with its twisting and turning tip.
"I knew you'd like licking my pussy," she smiled. "And you're getting much better at it. Oh, please make me cum. That's a good boy. Oh, that's so nice... lick it... yeah... just like that."
Diane used her hand on his head to move his tongue up to her clit again, encouraging him to lick and suck right there, right where she needed it most. "Yeah, baby, you've made my clit nice and big," she moaned. "You're such a good boy. That's... really good right there. I'm so close... mmhmm... mmhmm. That's good... that's so good. Yes... yes... you're gonna make me cum."
She felt the pleasure building fast now, her body starting to uncontrollably shake. She panted heavily, sometimes holding her breath as the pleasure grew more and more intense, then letting out a heavy exhale.
"Ok... ok... so... so... close," she panted, barely able to speak. Suddenly her body tensed, her pussy gushing, as she came hard. Her legs clamped onto his head, her hand holding his mouth firmly against her pussy as her body convulsed again and again. "Yeah, yeah, yeeeeeaaaaahhhh!"
After a moment, her body relaxed for a moment and she pushed him away. She trembled as she came down, her eyes closed tightly as pleasure continued to roll over her body. Then she opened her eyes and giggled as she looked at him. Justin was sitting back, watching her, his face wet and coated with her juices.
"Damn," she whispered. "I needed that."
He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and smiled, proud he was able to give her so much pleasure.
"Are you still ok?" she asked. "'Cause I want to try something else with you."
"Yeah?"
Diane nodded and smiled. "Do you want to try being inside me?"
"Really?" he wondered, smiling excitedly. She smiled back, nodding slowly. She knew he wanted it, too. "Yes!"
Diane moved to her knees on the couch, pointing her ass towards Justin. "Like this?"
Justin quickly stood, his hard cock throbbing still as he held it and pointed the head at her entrance.
When Diane felt his cock at her hole, she shivered, her anticipation and hope building to a fever pitch. "Go slow, go slow... it's been a long time. Oh... yeah... there you go," she said as he pushed forward, sliding it inside her for the first time. She felt every inch of him stretching her pussy open as it moved deeper and deeper. She could feel Justin's hands shaking as they instinctively moved to hold her hips.
Her eyes had naturally closed as the initial pleasure crashed over her, and when she opened them and looked back, she saw that Justin had his closed, too, his face contorted in pleasure, his mouth half open.
"Oh that feels so good," she hissed.
Justin withdrew his cock a few inches and then plunged back inside again, starting a slow rhythm at first. As he got used to it and the pleasure grew in him, he started moving faster as if he was going to rush into his orgasm quickly.
"Don't cum too fast, ok?" she asked. "I want this to last a while."
"Ok," he panted. "I'll try." He slowed down again, trying to control himself.
"Yeah," she moaned. "Nice and slow. Just like that. God that feels good. You're making me so happy."
Justin could not believe this was happening. He never thought in a million years he'd be in this position. But now that he was, he was going to make the best of it. He held her hips tightly, thrusting his hips into her over and over. After a minute, he couldn't help himself and moved back to a faster pace again, thrusting as if he really needed to cum.
"Oh my gosh, oh my gosh," Diane panted. It had been so long since she felt this good. It had been so long since she'd had a cock in her pussy. This was exactly what she needed.
Suddenly, Justin seemed to lose control and then pulled his cock out of her. She looked back over her shoulder, worried, as she wondered what had happened.
He let out a long, tight, hissing exhale. "I'm ok... I just didn't want to cum yet," he said. In seconds, he moved his cock back to her pussy and pushed inside once again. "Oh... oh my God," he moaned, picking up his rhythm once again.
"Oh yeah!" Diane panted, closing her eyes as she dropped her head onto the arm of the couch. "This is the best. Oh my God, I need to cum. Yes, yes! Oh that feels so good. Oh my God. Your cock feels so good in my pussy."
She felt his hips slapping against her ass with each thrust and heard Justin's uncontrolled breathing. She knew he was getting close. "Wait, wait, wait," she finally said and moved her body to pull him out of her.
"What?" he asked, surprised. He was so close... and she just... stopped.
"I wanna ride you," she said, moving to give him room to lay back. "Lie down."
Justin slowly lay back on the couch, his hard, throbbing cock, rising into the air.
"Now, you're gonna have to control yourself, ok?" she said as she kicked a leg over him and moved her pussy so that it was above his cock.
"I'll try," he said.
"Just don't cum. Not until I say so."
"Ok."
She grabbed his cock and slid the head around her clit for a moment, giggling as she watched him tremble. She knew he was definitely close.
"You ready for me to stick it inside again?" she asked.
He nodded his head and watched her as she sat her hips down, letting her pussy slowly swallow his cock. In just a second, she set her hands on his chest and was moving her hips, sliding his cock in and out of her pussy, her breasts swaying and bouncing above him.
He reached his hands up, taking a hold of both of her breasts, squeezing them as she moved, lightly pinching her nipples.
"Yeah, baby," she smiled. "They feel good don't they?"
"They're so big!" he said.
"Watch them bounce all over while I ride you." She moved her hips even faster, feeling the pleasure building deep inside. She was going to cum again and this time, it was going to be all over his cock. "Fuck yes," she panted. "Let me know when you're close and I'll stop. Ok?"
"Ok... but I'm not going to last long." He stared up at her, his eyes getting glassy, his breathing getting ragged.
"It feels so good, doesn't it?" she smiled, her breath coming in pants as well. "So... good. Yeah... maybe I'll go a little slower... then you can feel all of me on top of you, let my pussy squeeze you."
"Oh!" he cried, her sudden change of tactics changing the pleasure he was feeling. Her pussy clenched his cock, making her pussy grip tighter.
"Oh yeah," she smiled, closing her eyes and looking up, enjoying him fully.
"It feels good on the inside," he panted.
She smiled. She wanted him to feel just as good as she was and couldn't wait to feel him cum. "Just a little faster now." She started moving her hips, rocking forward and back, then she buried his cock deep inside and ground her hips against him. "Oh yes!"
"Fuck!" he panted. "That feels so good. I really like this game."
"Yeah... I like it, too," she giggled, smiling down at him. "I love having you inside me." She suddenly laughed at how incredible, how incomprehensible this moment was. "Oh my God, I can't believe I'm fucking my own grandson and he's going to make me cum on his cock. Fuck... you've got my pussy so fucking wet."
He lifted his head and latched his mouth onto one of her nipples, sucking and biting it as she wrapped a hand around his head to hold him there.
Suddenly the fire in her body flared again, the pleasure boiling over as she crashed into another orgasm. "Oh my God... Oh my God!" She looked down at him, her eyes opening wide, her mouth dropping open as she grunted uncontrollably. She could feel her pussy clenching over and over, gushing out onto his cock as her body convulsed.
Somehow, she managed to stay on top of him, somehow managed to keep his cock buried deeply inside her. With a little movement, she got off him and lay on the couch behind him, on her side, her hand quickly moving to his soaking wet cock. She stroked it as she felt it throb in her hand. He was so ready to cum.
"Oh... oh... that feels so good," he panted
"Are you gonna cum?" she panted, looking up at him. She could even see it in his face. He looked a little confused as pleasure rolled over him, taking over his brain.
"Yeah... I'm... I'm gonna cum."
"I want you to feed it to me," she said, stroking faster. "I want to taste you again."
"Ok," he hissed.
"You just let me know before... oh!... oh my goodness!" she said as he started cumming.
"Grandma... I'm cumming!" he yelled as she quickly slid her mouth over the head of his cock, taking all of his cum inside and swallowing as fast as she could. "Oh my God! Oh! Uh! Uh! Uh!"
She couldn't believe he had so much cum! He was such a treasure! After his body stopped convulsing, she stroked him, squeezing his cock to pull all of his cum to the tip where she licked and sucked it from him.
"Oh my God," he panted, watching her, feeling the pleasure start to become too much.
"Did I get every last drop?" she giggled, licking the last of his cum from the tip.
"That was the hottest thing ever," he whispered, barely able to talk.
"Yes it was." She smiled up at him, then crawled up, to lay over his chest and kiss him. "I think both of us needed that release. You'll keep this a secret, right? You can't tell anyone about this. Ever."
He nodded and laughed. "Yeah, I'm not going to say a word."
Slowly and carefully, Diane pulled herself away from him and stood. She smiled, her face showing how much she loved him as she took his hand. He stood and she led him back to her bedroom.
"I'll give us both a little time to recover," she whispered. "Then we can try something else."
*****
"Sarah! Ben!" Diane said, standing up from the couch as the front door opened and her daughter and son-in-law entered the house. "Welcome home!" Sarah had called at 11am that morning to tell her that they were in Denver on their way home, and that their flight was scheduled to land around 3pm. It was 4pm by the time they walked in the door, carrying their suitcases.
"Hi Mom!" Sarah said, setting her luggage down and hugging her mother.
"You look tanned... and happy," Diane smiled.
"It was an extremely relaxing trip. I almost didn't want to come back. You have to do it some day," Sarah shared.
"That sounds heavenly! I definitely will look into it. Well, I am glad you're back safely." Diane looked at the clock and noticed how late it was. "Unfortunately, now I have to get on the road. If I leave now, I'll be home around 11pm."
"Aw... we didn't get the chance to see much of you. Can't you stay one more night and leave tomorrow morning?" Sarah asked.



"Unfortunately, no... I have a doctor's appointment tomorrow morning at 11am," Diane said. "But it was nice to be here for the week and spend time with my grandson." She smiled at Justin as he came down the stairs and walked into the living room.
"Thank you for doing that," Sarah smiled. "I was able to really relax knowing you were here."
"It was truly my pleasure," Diane smiled, looking at Justin as he blushed, embarrassed, and smiled back, looking down at the floor.
Diane grabbed her coat from the back of one of the dining room chairs.
"Justin, help your grandmother with her luggage," Ben said.
Justin took hold of the luggage and pulled it out the front door towards Diane's car.
"Thank you again," Sarah said, giving her mom a hug and kiss. "Call me when you get home, ok?" Diane hugged Ben, too, then went out the door, following Justin to her car.
As he helped her put her suitcase in her trunk, Diane put a hand on his arm. "Just remember," she said, "not a word."
"I won't," he smiled.
Out of sight from the front door and window, Diane leaned in and kissed him passionately on the lips. "I know it's far, but maybe you can drive down and visit sometime soon," she smiled deviously. "We can make up a few more games to play."
*****
It was 10:30pm when Sarah lightly rapped on his bedroom door and then opened it. Justin was in bed, looking at his phone. "Honey? Can I come in?" She was wearing her light blue, fluffy, cotton robe, with her favorite, soft, light pink, cotton pajama pants and button-down top on underneath. It was certainly cooler here than in Hawaii in the Spring and she loved how warm and comfortable her pajamas felt.
"Sure, Mom," he smiled.
She walked over to the side of his bed, the same side his Grandma had sat on every time she came in. She grabbed the covers and adjusted them around him, making sure he was covered and warm. "Did you have fun this week with Grandma?"
"Yeah... it was a really good week," he smiled, remembering all the fun they had.
Sarah wiped a stray hair from his face. "She said you were good."
Justin nodded. "Yeah... I tried to be."
"Did she play the Volcano Game with you a lot?" she asked.
He nodded, putting his phone on his nightstand. "Yeah... she seemed to really like it. And we played the Flower Game, too."
"You know, I told you not to bother her with all that," she said in a scolding tone. "It was probably overwhelming for her. She's not used to doing stuff like that."
"I know," he apologized. "Sorry, mom... I couldn't help it. She didn't seem to mind, though."
"Oh, I guess it's ok, baby," Sarah smiled down at him. "Just don't tell me she was better at it than me!"
"No one's better than you, Mom," Justin smiled and shook his head.
"Did you wanna play it tonight with mommy?" she asked, smiling. "I kinda missed spending this time with you."
"Yeah!" he said.
"Ok." Sarah stood and moved to the nightstand, opening the drawer. She rooted through everything, her hand bumping the lube bottle and pushing it aside. She huffed in disgust, hating that he had that in there. She knew why he had it and it disgusted her that he masturbated so often. Finally, she grabbed the pack of flip cards and pulled them free. She shuffled them quickly then grabbed the first one on the top.
"Ok... first question," she said. "How many active volcanoes are there in the USA?"
"That's easy... 169," he said without missing a beat.
"Good, baby!" she cheered. "Next... when was the last volcano eruption in the continental USA?"
He thought for a moment. "Ummm... May... uh... 18th... 19... 1980," he said, finally.
"Good!" she cheered. "You are so smart! Ok... let's try this instead." She reached into the pocket of her robe and pulled out a new box of cards. "I got these in Hawaii for you. More volcano facts! Isn't that great? All the cards have a beautiful picture of a volcano and then some facts on the back. Wanna try these questions?"
*****
It was in the mid-afternoon on Monday when Justin felt his phone vibrating in his pocket, indicating an incoming call. He pulled it free and checked the caller ID. It was his grandmother.
"Hey Grandma," he said, answering it. "What's up?"
"Hi Justin," she said. "I just wanted to thank you again for a fun week."
"I definitely enjoyed it."
"I was talking to your mom last night, just after I got home."
"Yeah? Your drive go ok?"
"Oh... the drive was fine. Your mom was just so happy to be home," she said. "She said she played the Volcano Game with you before you went to sleep."
"Uh... yeah... we did," he said, feeling nervous. There was something about her voice that sounded off.
"She said she was so proud of you... that you were able to answer all her questions... ON VOLCANOES... even from the new pack of cards she bought in Hawaii."
"Um..."
"You little shit!" she said, a mix of sounding playful and angry at the same time. "You lied to me, didn't you? You set me up."
"I, uh... I have to admit... I'm sorry, but I did lie to you and take a few liberties," he said. "But you just..."
"Don't give me some lame excuse, young man," she scolded him. "You are not supposed to lie to me like that."
"I know," he apologized. "I'm sorry I did."
"Lucky for you I enjoyed myself too much to stay angry," she said.
He felt a bit guilty, but he smiled. "I enjoyed it, too."
"Don't lie to me again," she said. "I love you, Justin."
"I love you too, Grandma. And I hope I can visit soon."
"Me too!"
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Moving Through the Day
Moving through the day, Avery's arousal steadily grew. She couldn't believe how much a simple erotic text I'd sent that morning before she left for work, a few simple words placed together into a stream of thought, could make her so excited. "I wish I could tie you up and make you cum for me tonight," was all I said. But it played like a virus in her mind, over and over again. No, excited didn't quite capture the feeling she had. A better word was... horny. It made her extremely horny.
Before work, with a tingling all over her body, she decided to dress a little naughty today. She wanted to expand her sexual excitement and dressed accordingly. She wore a simple, low cut blouse that beautifully emphasized her cleavage and a light, frilly skirt that complemented the blouse. The color combination was very attractive on her and she knew she'd get compliments, both orally and through stares all throughout the day. She enjoyed the quick glances and stares the most, though... those men that looked at her behind her back with naughty, sexually explicit thoughts about her... and felt embarrassed by those thoughts. Those were the true expressions of their feelings... the true compliments.
But that was the look she wanted the outside world to see. Underneath was where her true feelings, her true sexuality, was revealed. She wore a thin, see-through bra that caressed her nipples deliciously. Every move seemed to make them harder, make them ache with desire and need. It was one of her favorite bras because she knew if anyone saw beneath her blouse, they'd see how incredible her nipples were. They were so big and, often, so hard.
Under Avery's skirt, though, was the best part. She wore stockings today, with the tight band at the top cradling her thighs. They were expensive, but felt incredible against her smooth skin. She, herself, even caressed her legs when she could, enjoying the delicious rapture it produced. Oh, how she longed to have me sliding my hands up and down her long legs. She knew how much of a fetish I had for stockings and how raging hard that would make me. Above that, her sex was covered with a simple G-string panty. It was a recent purchase at a sex boutique and had special features for a naughty girl like her.
First, there were beads attached to the string portion that slid up her ass in the back. Their purpose was to rub against her asshole. Every move she made sent shivers through her as it caressed her rosebud. Oh, if it were only a finger, she thought. A finger sliding along her crack, teasing her asshole so deliciously. She shivered. She especially loved sitting at her desk, squeezing her ass when she thought of me, feeling the beads press against her sensitive rosebud. Feeling its delicious, teasing touch.
Then, just inside the small triangular patch of material covering her pussy, there was a rubbery surface, contoured and crafted so perfectly that it caressed her clit. Every step she took, every move was like a tongue licking all over her clit.
With this incredible outfit, Avery had been excited and horny all day long, needing to cum, wanting desperately to cum. But she used all of the self-control she could muster to keep from masturbating. She knew that the longer she waited, the more intense the feelings would get.
Every hour that passed she wondered if anybody would suspect just how naughty she was being. She knew she had to be flushed with need. She knew she was licking her lips a lot, sucking on her finger a little too much. Under the desk, she rubbed her thighs together loving the feel that it gave her pussy. The attention she was being paid to by all the guys around her was obvious. She was one hot, sexy woman.
This afternoon, though, she wanted something new. She wanted something she'd never tried before so that she could expand her horizons. After parking the car, she moved quickly to the door of the sex shop, wondering if anyone she knew would see her. It was out of the way, in a different neighborhood than she normally frequented, so she doubted it. Excited, she slipped in the door. The guy behind the counter looked up at her, said hi, but didn't seem to think anything was out of the ordinary.
Avery felt that all eyes were on her as she made her way to where the toys were so brazenly displayed. She never imagined there was such an ample variety as this. Almost an entire wall was devoted to dildos and vibrators. All shapes and sizes were hanging on hooks begging for her to touch them. She skimmed them quickly, trying to determine which would suit her needs, which would give her the pleasure she so needed.
One caught her eye. She picked up the package for a closer look. It was large, but probably not too big for her. It had a vibrating component, both in the head and towards the base, but had a few additional features as well. Best of all, it was waterproof. She thought about using it in the bathtub, when all the bubbles were tingling her skin. She imagined it sliding into her pussy, giving her a mighty orgasm.
She hugged it tightly to herself, trying to hide it from view. She then walked towards the checkout, paid, and jumped into her car quickly. She felt her heart racing. She didn't know if it was the potential embarrassment of being caught shopping in a place like that or if it was the extreme desire she felt for her new purchase. On the drive back home, she kept touching the package, looking at it and imagining the possibilities of what she could do with it. She was so horny, so impatient to try it out.
Avery pulled into the drive and quickly dashed into the house, shutting the door behind her and heading straight for her bedroom. Moving quickly through the house she shed clothing as she went.
When she got to her bedroom her shirt had already been removed and tossed aside, her bra loosened, and skirt unfastened. She started a porn video on her computer, and hopped onto her bed, quickly shedding the remaining clothing. She was naked as she lay back against the pillows she so carefully arranged.
She opened the bag and removed her new treasure. She turned the package over in her hands, looking at the box intently, jealous of the woman on the cover who was lost in an orgasm with the toy. She tried to be patient about removing the contents, but it was so difficult. She opened it, turning the toy over in her hands, feeling its texture. It was smooth and silvery firm... and felt very... fun. She stroked it much like she had done with my cock before. Although she liked the feel of real flesh, this little toy brought shivers to her clit.
The video was nearing her favorite part, where the male lead masturbated for the female lead while she was kneeling on the ground in front of him. It was a dream sequence with the woman bound, her hands tied to her ankles behind her back, her hair also tied to her ankles forcing her head to be turned upwards, a vibrating wand tied to her clit, all to make her wait for his load... his gift! Avery knew this scene well since she'd seen it so many time before... masturbated to it to so many glorious orgasms. How she wished she could live that scene for once! How she wished she could be dominated, forced to receive a man's seed like that, forced to cum for his pleasure!
Avery inserted the batteries and flipped the motor control knob feeling it hum and vibrate in her hands. Oh it felt so delicious and so naughty! She lay back and slid it along her stomach, up and around her nipple. Mmm... the tingling was incredible. She never imagined it would feel so good. She felt her pussy moisten at the thought of it sliding into her tight hole.
She brought it to her lips and licked the tip, getting it a little wet, and then slid it around both her nipples once more. Her free hand slowly stroked her clit absently, enjoying the sensations she felt running through her body. She slid her new toy down over her stomach, slowly approaching her pussy. Feeling the vibrations slide over her abdomen and slowly approach her clit was amazing. She rubbed the vibrator up and down the sides of her clit gasping at the extreme pleasure.
The man on the video stood, his hand wrapping around his shaft as he moved directly in front of the bound woman, beginning to masturbate. The woman was moaning from the vibrations teasing her clit... she'd already cum once and was getting close to another... unable to move from her position, unable to stop it from happening... the scene was now unfolding.
She got an incredibly nasty idea. She grabbed her phone. Giggling to herself, she dialed my number knowing full well I couldn't answer right then. But she didn't want me to answer. She heard the initial voicemail message and was instantly aroused by my voice. She loved hearing my voice, but more so hearing me moan.
When she got to the message, she began by quickly telling me about her purchase and how she was now splayed on her bed, stroking her clit with her new vibrator. She knew I'd go crazy hearing her message and giggled again when she imagined my response.
"Ohh, I'm sliding it up and down the side of my clit right now. Oh god... it's incredible."
The vibrations were making her moan softly. Her breathing was becoming excited pants.
"God, I'm so wet. I wish you could see me. I wish you could be the one teasing me."
Her soft moans punctuated her actions. She knew I'd be stroking myself by now, making myself very hard. She slid the vibrator lower and slid the tip just inside her pussy. The vibrations were like static electricity, making her jump. She relished the feelings against her tight, wet entrance.
"I'm pushing it into my pussy a little now. Uh... oh... so good... oh god."
Avery slowly pushed it into herself, letting her body get used to its wonderful girth. Oh, it felt like it had been forever since she felt anything like it! It was so big, so wonderful! She wasn't sure she'd ever be able to stop. The vibrations continued to make her clit tingle.
Then it was so deep inside her pussy. It was so incredibly long. Longer than any cock she had enjoyed before, even mine. It touched her in places nothing had ever touched before. The feeling of fullness made her that much wetter. She could feel her juices dripping down to her ass and it only made her more excited.
"It's... all the way... in me now... oh god... It feels so incredible... mmmmmm... so fucking good."
Avery couldn't wait much longer now. She started to slide it in and out of her pussy. The sensations of delight were only made stronger. She slowly built up speed, her moans and groans getting louder and more urgent. Oh, it was incredible! She forgot about the phone, dropping it on the bed beside her head, and slipped her hand to her clit, rubbing it faster and faster.
Her hand was a blur as she thrust the vibrator in and out of her tight hole. She could hear the squishing sounds echoing in the room, her gasps reverberating back at her. She wished she could hear me moaning in her ear. She wished she could feel the press of my body down on her, the swish of my tongue across her nipples, or clit. Oh it was just incredible! She felt the heat building up inside her. The intense pressure of her orgasm building more and more.
The man in the video grunted and tilted his head back in bliss. He was jerking his cock so quickly now and Avery knew he was in the throes of his mighty orgasm. His cock was hovering over the blond woman bound before him, pointed right at her face. She looked up at it in excitement, with a lusty desire. Avery could tell it wasn't acting... the woman truly wanted his seed all over her face. Her mouth was open, tongue extended as she waited for his load. Suddenly, it erupted from his cock and his cum sprayed over her waiting face and into her mouth. She had to close her eyes because of the copious amount of semen that he sprayed.
At that moment, every muscle in Avery's body went taught and her hands seemed to have a mind of their own. She closed her eyes in bliss as her orgasm was unleashed. It was one of the strongest ones she'd ever had in her life. She never wanted this feeling to end. Tremors rolled through her abdomen and she felt her wetness running down her ass. Oh, so hot... so wet!
When she finally came to, she remembered the phone nearby. She smiled to herself, imagining me orgasming right then when I listened to it hours from now. She kissed into the phone saying "Hope you enjoyed it" and hung up. She couldn't wait for me to call back.
******************************************************
Retail Night Oral
We'd all been working in the mall together for about three months now, I guess. And right from the start, I could tell there was a lot of sexual tension between us. I don't know what it was, but Jennifer knew just how to excite the hell out of me. Most of the time, after our shift together, I had to go home and masturbate because of the teasing she gave me.
Tonight was a slower night though, and being nearly closing time, we were starting to clean up the store. There was only me, being the closing manager tonight, Jennifer, and another sales girl. I was the oldest of all of us, a full ten years older than either of the women. They were both college age, although Jennifer was in college and Madison wasn't. We hadn't made much money today due to the slowness... I mean it doesn't help that it's a warm winter and we work trying to sell leather jackets. And being after Christmas, it usually slows down anyway.
But every now and then a customer would come in and browse, giving us something better to do than just clean. Anyway, I had known for a few weeks now how excited Jennifer got with the smell of leather. That was one of the reasons she was so playful and sexually suggestive at work. She was truly horny all night long. She even admitted to me that she sometimes had to go into the washroom in order to masturbate and relieve her own tensions.
We had kept our relationship very professional up to this point... I mean I was her boss. Like I said, we did flirt like hell, but we hadn't crossed any lines yet. We hadn't even gone alone outside of work yet. We only went out with a group from work when we went, keeping things... friendly.
Anyways, Madison, the other girl in the store, had become a good friend of Jennifer's and Jennifer confided in her a lot about various things. I didn't know it at the time, but she had a serious desire to fuck me. And she wasn't shy in letting Madison know that either.
All night long, then, they both were teasing me with sexual innuendo and remarks. I held my own for a while, but my erection was quickly showing how turned on I was getting. I tried to hide it, but I knew they both saw it. How can you hide something that big wearing thin dress slacks when you have to move around the store? I tried to spend most of the night hiding around the clothing racks, keeping my groin buried in the coats so that my hard cock wouldn't be noticed.
I don't know if it was good or bad, though. The constant rubbing of the leather coats against me was phenomenal. I sometimes wondered if I'd cream my pants just standing there.
It was about 8:30pm and I was standing at a rack about three-quarters of the way back in the store. It was a large circular rack, heavy with coats. I was skimming through the coats, making sure they were in the correct size order and that each was zipped up... cleanliness and presentation are everything in this business.
Madison's movement at the front of the store distracted me for a moment when I suddenly felt hands grabbing at my waistband, pulling me into the rack. I looked down and there Jennifer was, hiding in the center of all those coats. She giggled as she glanced up at me and put a slim finger to her lips to tell me to be quiet.
Her soft, small hands then began to lower my zipper. My mind told me to back away, that this just wasn't right, but my body had full control at this point. With deft precision, she slipped my semi-hard cock out of my briefs and through the zipper opening.
I moaned a little as I watched her hand holding me, her face inches from my cock, her eyes locked hotly onto it. Very slowly her hand began to stroke up and down its length. I gasped softly as pleasure rocketed through me. This was a dream come true... although a little different than I had anticipated. Jennifer's hand slid up and down my length, encouraging me to get a lot harder. She leaned forward and flicked her tongue over the head and I shivered and moaned softly.
Jennifer giggled at my reaction. She was completely enjoying the anguish she was putting me through. I could see her tongue gliding along my erection, coating it with her warm saliva. I could feel myself sweating. I suddenly wondered where Madison had gotten to. I was scared as hell to be seen. My eyes focused and I started scanning the store. Surprisingly, she was only two racks away and was looking at me as if there was something wrong with me.
I tried to put my expression back to being a bored professional, but found it difficult with Jennifer's tongue all over my cock. And then I felt it disappear into the depths of her mouth. At first, she just sucked on the head, allowing her tongue to slither around it. Then she slowly inched it deeper, allowing it to disappear completely into her mouth.
I must have closed my eyes, because the next thing I knew, Madison was right beside me asking if I'm alright. I jerked out of my reverie enough to tell her that I was fine, and that I wanted her to clean up the front of the store tonight.
She giggled at me a moment. "Well, if you don't want me to watch Jennifer blow you, then fine. I'll just demand mine later." She winked, turned and moved to the front of the store. As Jennifer continued to suck on my rod, Madison pretended to straighten the racks in the front, all the while keeping an eye on me.
Jennifer's head was bobbing up and down on my shaft quickly now, and she reached around my waist with both hands and grabbed my ass. This let her push me even farther down her throat. I was in heaven. I was so hard, so excited. It was as if every fantasy was coming true in one night.
She continued to lick and suck my rock hard cock. She moved to the head and sucked lightly, running her tongue over its sensitive surface. Her hand stroked up and down the remaining part of my shaft. It felt so fucking great. I could hear the squishing sounds she made sucking me off and it only made me more excited. No one had ever given me such a wonderful blowjob before.
And Jennifer knew she was good at it too. She took her time, she loved the taste, the smell, and the texture of my cock. She sucked on it long and slow and then let it slam into the back of her throat as I fucked her face. Then she took long licks of it, tickling the underside, tickling my balls. It was so fucking pleasurable for me I could hardly stand.
A crowd of three customers started to walk into the store and separate. I knew Madison wouldn't be able to distract all three and I was scared. If they came back here, if they saw what we were doing, I would be fired for sure. But the thought of them seeing us, the fear that I felt, only heightened my desire. Oh god this was so good!
Madison diverted first one, then another, expertly answering their questions and keeping them away from us. The third, a woman in her early thirties was not deterred. She stood two racks away, moving through the coats, trying to find the best design for her. All while unaware of what was happening so close by. She even looked up a few times, probably wondering what I was doing just standing there.
But it only excited me more. Within a few minutes she moved back to the front and made her way out of the store, leaving the three of us alone once again. Since it was now after 9:00, Madison closed the front gate, locked it, and moved back towards us. A smile lit up her face as she sauntered. She moved exactly opposite me, put her arms on the rack and rested her chin on them.



"Mmm, the party's in full swing now," she giggled, watching Jennifer's head bob up and down my firm length.
Jennifer's mouth released me, allowing her hand to make long, full strokes. "You know it. This is one tasty cock," she replied, and then her mouth slipped back over my dick once again.
I was grunting in time with the movement of her head. The suction she created in her mouth was incredible, and the way her teeth slowly scraped up the underside of my cock sent me into orbit. I closed my eyes for a moment, feeling every pleasure she was giving me. With Madison watching, the experience was that much better.
It didn't take long for me to orgasm with the stress like that. Jennifer could feel the urgency in my hips. She relaxed her suction, just holding me in her mouth, while her hand pumped me even faster. I was moaning now, hopefully not enough to be heard above the store stereo system. Then I felt it. The building pressure just popped and I dumped my cum into her mouth. The slurping sounds she made gobbling up my cum was incredibly erotic, too. Her tongue swirled a few times on my head and then she released me.
Madison made a low moan when she saw my glistening cock but I quickly removed it from view, replacing my clothing. Embarrassed, I made a quick excuse about closing up and moved back towards the front of the store. As I started the computer run, I noticed Jennifer and Madison talking as Jennifer moved about the store finishing up. I sure wished I knew what I was going to do then. I didn't know what Jennifer expected of me.
It took about ten minutes to finish the paperwork and store cleanup and we moved to the back room to lock up. As the back-room door closed, both of them seemed to cling to me. Their hands were on my chest, stroking my ass, caressing my thighs. I was simply too overwhelmed to move.
"So, boss-man, think I can have a little party too?" Jennifer asked.
"What do you mean?" I replied. Ok, I was pretty dense.
Jennifer looked at me, smiling seductively. "Well, why don't you show me what that beautiful mouth of yours can do." She backed up to the counter and hopped up on it while staring into my eyes. A little flick of her tongue across her lips was all it took. I pulled one of the nearby folding chairs over and parked it right in front of her.
Jennifer giggled as I leaned in and kissed her hard. My hand grabbed the back of her head, gripping a little of her hair to hold her to me. Our tongues battled furiously. I felt Madison hug me from behind, her hands sliding up and down my body, finally coming to rest on my hard cock encased in my pants. She stroked it a few times and I moaned in Jennifer's mouth.
My hand grabbed the spaghetti strap of Jennifer's shirt and slid it down over her shoulder, pulling the material off her breast. Her bra was strapless, lavender and see-through, and was incredibly sexy. Her nipple was very hard and sensitive to my touch as my tongue slithered over it. She gasped as one hand held my head in place.
My fingers slipped the bra cup down under Jennifer's amazing nipple. It was small in diameter, but very long. Oh it was so incredibly sexy! Just perfect for sucking! My lips locked onto it and I was in heaven. My tongue swirled over and around it as I sucked deeply, like a little baby demanding milk.
I had almost forgotten about Madison, but suddenly felt my cock slide into her waiting mouth. She had unfastened my pants without me even knowing about it. My erection was back at half mast and she seemed bound and determine to make it rise to its full hardness.
My free hand slipped the other strap off Jennifer's shoulder and pulled its bra cup down as well. Oh how I had dreamed of being this close to her naked body! It was an incredible turn-on. My lips quickly locked onto my new prize and I made sure it received the same attention as her other breast. Then I licked up from her nipple, onto her chest, and neck, to flick my tongue in her ear. I repeated it several times, each one eliciting a moan from her.
I loved the smell of her perfume. It made me so excited! Jennifer grabbed my head and kissed me roughly. Her teeth grabbed my lower lip and she pulled on it, giggling. Oh she'd been such a tease to me for so long, I just wanted to take it out on her. I looked down and watched Madison driving her face down on my cock, burying her nose all the way into my pubes. It felt like I was halfway down her throat, but she couldn't get enough of it.
I carefully sat in the chair, trying my best not to disturb Madison's excited and expert blowjob. I then grabbed Jennifer's legs and put them onto my shoulder and leaned forward. Her panties were of the same material as her bra; lavender and see-through. I could see the small line of her pubic hair, pointing the direction down into her pussy. Beneath, the material was damp with her juices, but I could clearly see the heated, engorged outline of her labia. She was as excited as me... she wanted it as much as me. Oh god how I had longed for this moment.
I leaned in and kissed Jennifer's pussy through her panties. I moved all about her pussy, planting sweet kisses onto it, pushing my lips against it, sliding my tongue over it softly. She was moaning above me, encouraging me to continue. With one hand I pulled the material aside and began lapping at her. I wasn't in the mood for long foreplay and I could readily tell that she wasn't either.
My tongue was strong and I lapped at her wet pussy furiously. I loved the taste... the softness... everything about it. It was incredible! And it had been so long for me, as she had already known.
"Oooh," Jennifer moaned. "Lick my pussy... Yeah, just like that.... Oh god your tongue feels so good."
I glanced up and we locked eyes. Jennifer really enjoyed watching me lick her, watching my tongue glide into her vagina, watching it tease her clit. She was panting. Her hands had grabbed my hair and she was pulling my head harder into her. It hurt a little, but I didn't care.
Madison was an expert at teasing me, too. Instead of me fucking her face, she was the one completely in control. She was the one face-fucking my cock. Her mouth was amazing! She drove me to the edge of my orgasm, but wouldn't let me go over the edge. I could see the sticky strands of my precum mixed with her saliva coating her cheeks and chin.
I moved my thumb onto Jennifer's clit and began to circle it slowly. Her hips shook a bit at the added sensation and then she really jumped when she felt my other hand place a finger on her asshole and circle. With both of my hands and my dexterous tongue working away at her super sensitive pussy, it didn't take long for Jennifer to orgasm. Her body flushed a beautiful crimson and she had such a beautiful smile on her face as she moaned through her orgasm. It seemed to last an eternity and I encouraged it to last with additional flicks of my tongue.
I was so glad I made her cum that easily, because I was about ready to pop my nut into Madison's mouth as well. I didn't want the distraction to keep me from pleasing Jennifer, but Madison had seemed to sense this. Perhaps they had done this with someone else, I don't know. But they worked well together. After Jennifer's climax, I leaned in, putting my head on her stomach, my arms wrapping around her waist. I hugged her tightly feeling the post-orgasmic tremors in her body. I was moaning loudly and couldn't think straight at all. I was simply... feeling. I was... pleasure.
Then with a grunt, I unloaded my cum into Madison's mouth. I lost track of time as I felt my orgasm peak and then fade. It took me several minutes to recover and I could feel Jennifer's hands stroking my back. When I opened my eyes again, Madison was standing, her chin covered in my cum and her spittle. A little was still on Madison's lips and she was wiping her tongue across them wiping it up. She looked so happy.
After that terrific blowjob, I had wanted to eat her pussy, too, but I was too tired. I told Madison what I had wanted to do and why I couldn't and she didn't seem fazed at all. The both of them got cleaned up and dressed quickly and as we were walking out, we were giggling and joking about how we had all wanted this for the longest time.
"I was thinking," Jennifer said. "I have some drinks at my place if you want to come over."
"I'm definitely game," Madison agreed, smiling.
I thought about it for a second, then nodded, smiling, too. "I'll follow you!" I certainly wasn't wanting to go back to a dark apartment just to drink a beer while watching the late night news. Not when I had two young women to entertain!
******************************************************
Smokey Bar Fantasy
I walked into the smokey bar, unsure of what I'd find inside. It was on the seedier side of town, the side where the cops didn't come through much and a lot of weird things tended to happen. This bar was known for its fights and for the women that like to experiment with their sexuality... at least that's what I call it.
It was a raucous place, with people talking loudly everywhere. There were a lot of biker types here with plenty of leather jackets to go around. There were several biker babes, too. Incredibly sexy they were, dressed in tight leather outfits that showed a lot of skin. Most were sporting tattoos in sexy spots and used their outfits to display them. Piercings went along with the tattoos, too, apparently.
I managed to move among the throng and find a seat at the bar. The barmaid was a fierce woman, one that I wouldn't want to be mad at me. She had big arms and a mean attitude. She got me my beer and I took a moment to scan the crowd again. Suddenly, a woman was by my side, standing so very close to me. She was dressed similar to the biker chicks, but I could tell she wasn't with that crowd. She seemed... different... somehow.
I figured she was just finding an open spot at the bar from which to order her drink, but when I glanced at her I could tell she was looking at me. She was still by my shoulder and putting her hand on it, leaned in close to my ear.
"Why don't we have a little party, sexy?" she said seductively.
She caught me totally off guard. I was way out of my element and with those simple words she managed to bring my cock to full attention. She hovered near my ear with a slight smile on her lips. Her dark hair was slightly pulled back revealing her long neck and low-cut top. She wore a button-up leather vest that left little to the imagination, showing both ample cleavage and her trim stomach. I could have sworn there was only one button holding it all together and if it popped, there was going to be an explosion of flesh.
I was surprised by her because of her age... well, specifically because of our age difference. She seemed so much younger than me and I wondered why she picked me. I didn't have time to ponder it for long, though.
"We can go in back, where it's a little more... private," she continued. Her right hand trailed down to my chest, stroking me.
"Ok," I finally managed to mumble. Her smile was broad as she reached down and took my hand. She pulled me behind her, leading me to a dark doorway to the back. I could see several eyes following me, some knowing what I was getting into, some jealous they weren't going in my place.
The hallway was short, with five doors leading out of it not including the door we entered by. I could hear passionate sounds coming from one of them, but it was difficult to tell from which. She picked a specific door and opened it up, pulling me in behind her.
I was stunned when I entered. It was dark... not so much smokey like the bar, but just not very highly lit. The lighting was important for the ambience, though. The room was decorated much like a dungeon would be, I guessed. There were whips, flogs, and paddles lining the walls. Various shackles were attached to the walls or hanging from chains there. On one wall was an apparatus of some sort, in the shape of a large X standing up, with shackles along each extremity. Beside it a table, with chains as well. On the other wall was a bed with a metal frame. Each bedpost had shackles and rings attached to it.
All in all, I was stunned and stood there just... staring. She closed the door behind me, and I heard a click as she locked it for privacy. She walked up behind me, her hands sliding from my shoulders, across my back, to my waist. Then she glided back in front of me, holding me close, her hands around my waist. I put my hands on her shoulders and looked down at her.
She was about average height, maybe 5'4" or so, with dark hair and very sexy eyes. She somehow looked out of place for being here, but then again... she also looked just right. The difference was electrifying. Our eyes met, and she was still smiling, just not as broadly.
"So, what do you want to do first?" she asked coyly. "We can have tons of fun in here."
"I'm not sure," I admitted. I'm sure I sounded shy and incapable of having the type of fun she wanted. I guess I wasn't sure if she was a cop or something trying to pin some sort of prostitution charge on me.
"Well, you wanna hear what I want?"
I nodded my head. "Sure."
"Well..." she started slowly, as if wondering how much of her kinky mind I could take. "I'd first like to gag on your cock. Then I want you to treat me like a whore. Tie me up, fuck the shit out of me." She paused for effect. "I'll let you do anything you want to me. That's what I want."
I stood there stunned at her admission. I never had a woman say something like that to me before. Most of the women I'd dated didn't even want me to talk about such things, let alone do them. I felt my erection growing even more, almost bursting out of my pants.
"How's that sound?" she asked.
I figured, what the hell, this sounds like one hot woman. And she wants it anyways. I'll fuck her until she screams. I pushed her back a bit, startling her. Then I reached out and grabbed the front of her vest and fondled her luscious tits. After the initial shock, she smiled broadly again.
"Wanna see them, big daddy?" she asked. Her hands came up and began unfastening the buttons. I was drooling as her cleavage was becoming even more exposed. She pulled the vest aside exposing her large breasts with lovely large nipples topping them. Her nipples were already very hard and pointed. "You like?"
I gave a low whistle. "Damn! Yeah, I like. Very nice tits." Without further ado I pulled her to me and lowered my head to her nipple. My tongue slid around it, flicked over it. She moaned a little above me and I could feel her hand helping to lift her breast up to my waiting mouth. I moved to the other nipple and gave it equal treatment. My hands snaked around behind her and I found the zipper to her tight miniskirt. I pulled it down quickly and yanked so that her skirt fell around her ankles.
"Mmmm," she moaned, loving my aggressive attitude. "God, I'm so hot. Suck my titties baby."
My hands grabbed her ass and kneaded it. I couldn't feel panties at first and then realized she was wearing a sexy thong. I love thongs! It really highlights a sexy ass. She stepped out of her skirt and kicked it aside while I kept mauling her breasts.
After a moment, I stood and scanned the room again. I had to quickly formulate a plan of action. With my hands on her shoulders, I walked her over to the table and pushed her up onto it. I moved around to the side, turned her onto her stomach and attached cuffs to her wrists and ankles, binding her spread eagle. She lay still during the process, wanting it, needing it. Her large breasts were pressed into the table, her nipples digging into it, turning her on.
My hands roamed her body for a moment. Her ass was fully exposed and I grabbed the thong material and pulled it up, trying to dig the material into her cunt, pull it back and forth across her clit. She moaned at my teasing. I pulled her panties aside on her ass check, exposing her beautiful asshole and pussy. I laughed to myself as I read the tattoo emblazoned on her lower back. "Slut Fuck Toy" it read in a lovely, flowing script. I ran my finger down the crack of her ass for a moment, stopping at her asshole. My finger circled it slowly while I listened to her coo in joy. She rotated her hips into my finger, as if telling me to invade her precious, tight hole.
But I wasn't ready yet. My other hand roamed lower, letting my fingers trace a line through her pussy lips. She was already nice and wet, just waiting for me. I slid a solitary finger inside her as deep as I could go. She rotated her hips, arching her back to give me plenty of access. I wiggled it inside of her, feeling the joyous resistance in her tight pussy and then pulled it out slowly. It was covered in her honey and I lathered it on her clit, circling it for a few moments.
"Oh, fuck! Yes!" she moaned loudly. "That feels good. I'm your little slut. Oh... fuck my ass."
I smiled broadly and withdrew my fingers. She whined for a moment until she realized I was unfastening my pants. They dropped as I moved beyond her sight, standing at the foot of the table. I removed all my clothes, tossing them onto the nearby rack. My erection was hard now and I was staring at her juicy pussy thinking this was going to be fun.
But, she did say what she wanted first... who was I to deny her? So I walked around to the head of the table. When she saw my monster sticking up proudly, she smiled, her eyes glued to it. I saw her swallow and lick her lips in anticipation. She truly wanted my dick in her throat.
"Mmm, give me that cock!" she begged. "I love cock. Oh god, fuck yessss, I want it."
I stepped up to her face, the head of my cock just out of reach of her tongue. She stretched towards it, as far as she could go, trying to get a lick. But I kept it just out of range. I reached down and grabbed her head. Holding it steady, I brought my prick up to her waiting lips and kept pushing. She opened her mouth wide, wanting to take all of me. I kept her head from moving and slid as deep as I could go. I could hear her gag a bit and I pulled back, my cock coated with her saliva.
I was so excited. I stood there, holding my cock still for a moment as I listened to her slurp on it. She was actually loving it as much as me. It was an incredible feeling to have her enjoying what she was doing. It was so obvious that she wanted to suck me for her pleasure.
"Take my cock, you fucking slut. Gag on it," I panted. I could get into this role. It was nice to be allowed to be aggressive and demanding for once. And she loved it!
I slowly fucked her mouth, keeping my hands on her head. It felt so good, pressing so deep and then pulling back out. One of the best blowjobs of my entire life. I pushed in deep again, and felt her gag on it. I pumped my cock in and out at that point, letting her drool drip out of her mouth onto my cock and the table. Fucking shit she was so hot!
I knew I didn't want to blow my load in her mouth, so after a few more minutes I pulled completely out. I pulled her hair, making her lift her head up at an awkward angle.
Her drool and my precum were dripping down her chin. A strand of the sticky fluid was connected between her lip and the table. She was breathing hard and moaning in passion.
She wanted to keep blowing me until she could drink my cum, but I wanted to play with her a lot more than that. I moved to the foot of the table again, between her legs. Her ass and pussy were again beckoning me. They were very difficult to avoid. I brought my hands up and again caressed her ass. It was so magnificent, a little tight as if she worked out, but there was meat to it. A fine ass. I slapped it a few times, giving it a red tinge.
"Oh, yes, whip my ass... oh, I'm your fucking slut whore," she moaned.
I grabbed a bottle of lube that was on the nearby rack and dribbled it slowly onto the crack of her ass, watching it flow over her asshole and labia. My fingers then found their previous resting spot, one hand circling her asshole, coating it with the slimy lube, the other playing with her pussy. She moaned and panted a bit, wanting a lot more than this. I started to ease my middle finger into her ass. She stopped moving and relaxed as much as she could. Pushing and wiggling forward, I kept going until it was up to the second knuckle. Then I started to slowly fuck her with it. She was definitely not new to this and, by her moaning, was absolutely loving it.



With my other hand, I inched in two fingers, then three. Her pussy was so wet, I knew it could take them. I fucked her with both hands, three fingers in her pussy and the one in her ass. I started slow but then gradually built up speed, sometimes thrusting both hands at once, sometimes alternating. It was so wonderful seeing both her orifices tightly gripping my fingers as they moved in and out. She moaned throughout and it made me smile. She loved it. She moved in her bindings, gripping and pulling on the chains but she wasn't going anywhere.
After several long moments of this, I slipped my fingers out of her and eased up onto the table. I pulled her ass cheeks open, exposing her luscious asshole, and set my cock right on it. She moaned a throaty "yes" as I slid my hard member up and down her ass crack. It was such an incredible sight.
"Fuck my ass hard," she plead. "Ride me good, fucker."
"I will slut. I'll make sure you love it."
I gripped her hips with one hand as I fed my stiff meat into her asshole. It was incredibly tight, but I could feel her relax her muscles to allow my entrance. Oh, this was better than any pussy I'd ever had. It was an incredibly tight feeling all around my cock. I put both of my hands on her back, pinning her down, as I started to fuck her.
I drilled in slow at first, pushing my cock in as deep as it would go. She groaned with a mixture of pain and pleasure as I filled her up. Her hands gripped the chains holding her wrists tightly. After I hit bottom, I pulled out again slowly, loving the feeling of tightness as her ass gripped me. I grabbed her hair in my fist tightly, pulling her head up and back and worked to a faster fucking rhythm over the next few minutes until I was taking short, quick strokes. She were incoherent, her eyes closed as the pleasure rolled over her body.
My cock drove into her good and her legs were quivering in minutes with her first orgasm. She kept alternately pushing her hips into the table, driving her clit into it, and then lifting up, trying to push back into me. She was an insane, horny slut and I loved fucking her silly.
I pulled out after her orgasm and walked over to the sink in the corner to clean myself off. She lay on the table, moaning a little, but begging for me to fuck her more.
"More, please, oh please fuck me," she begged. "Fuck my pussy, please, oh god fuck me hard."
I walked back over to the table and got back up on it. With my fingers I felt around her pussy, testing for how wet she was. To my absolute surprise she were completely drenched. I'd never felt anyone as wet before. She shivered when I touched her labia, too, so I knew she was excited and sensitive.
I coated my cock with her juices and, grabbing her hips once again, eased my dick into her sopping pussy. It was not nearly as tight as her ass, but it was fine none-the-less. I didn't bother with pleasantries this time and as soon as I was inside her, I went to town, fucking her as hard and as fast as I wanted.
I was an animal at this point, just wanting to fuck and make her cum again and again. She was writhing beneath me, loving every minute of this torture. She probably wasn't sure what she was going to get from me at first, but I bet she wasn't disappointed. My cock was so hard it practically hurt, but it loved being in her pussy. Unfortunately for the angle, I wasn't able to penetrate very deep, but she didn't seem disappointed.
I looked down at her ass and, again, was taken by its beauty. It rippled when I slammed into it and she'd occasionally tense her muscles making it so damn sexy. I slapped it several times until it was nice and rosy. Her body writhed beneath me in pleasure... it was as if I could do no wrong. She truly wanted me to do anything I wanted.
She came quickly the second time and I felt her vagina gripping my hardness. I made sure to hold back my cum, because I had something special in mind. As I withdrew my cock, she was babbling incoherently. She was panting so hard that she couldn't make a complete word or sentence. I loved it. I hadn't cum yet, though, and I knew just what I wanted to do.
I unfastened her arms and legs and encouraged her to turn over onto her back. She moved slowly but complied. She seemed so drained, but seemed to keep begging for more. I got up on the table and straddled her stomach. My cock nuzzled between her breasts and she knew just what I wanted to do. She used her hands to heft her breasts up and around my prick, covering it, squeezing it. I put my hands on the table above her head and began tit-fucking her. Every thrust in, she opened her mouth and let just the tip of my cock enter it.
The head of my cock was so sensitive and I loved the feeling. I looked down and watched her gobble me again and again. With all the previous fucking, it didn't take long for me to get to my climax. Her breasts felt so silky wrapped around my pole and the feel of her nipples scraping against my shaft was delicious. I felt my cum boiling inside me, begging for a release. Moments later, my cock was erupting, my cum lurching from the tip, splattering against her chin and neck. Oh, it felt so incredible!
"Yes, oh yes, cum for me baby," she panted, extending her tongue to lap up every drop she could. And seeing her face with my cum dripping from it made me smile.
I got off the table and cleaned up quickly. Getting dressed again, I came over and kissed her deeply.
"Thanks lover," she giggled. "You were incredible. Please, please, please... we need to do this again... and soon. I'm not kidding."
"We will." I replied, smiling, really meaning it. "What time are the kids getting home?" I asked, wondering how much time we had before our normal lives were forced to return.
"I told the sitter we'd be home by midnight," she said, getting her clothes on as well.
We'd had such a wonderful marriage, with two beautiful kids, good jobs, a nice house in the suburbs, and these little fantasy games were one of the reasons why.
"We still have a little time. Wanna fuck in the parking lot?" I asked, smiling deviously.
She smiled back and took my hand, leading me out the door.
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The Slut Rose: Losing Control
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"Yeah, hi... I, uh, I'm looking for a date... for tonight," Thomas said into the phone, sounding desperate. "No, no... I'm not particular. Any... anyone would be fine. I just... I just need them to come soon. Ok? Soon."
He couldn't believe how far he'd fallen. He was once in full control, dating who he wanted, having sex with whom and when he wanted. Everything was working out. His single life was just how he wanted it to be. But not now.
He was sitting in his living room, on the couch, naked. His cock was hard and throbbing. It needed attention and he'd already masturbated so much. He needed something else and he needed it badly. He felt like someone addicted to drugs... but he was addicted to sex. He needed it. He needed it bad.
"In an hour?" He hoped he could last that long. He wished she could come sooner. "Geez... I... I guess I don't have a choice," he said. He gave them his phone number and address when they asked. "Can I make a... you know... a reservation for tomorrow, too?" He asked but they hung up the phone. All he could do now was wait. And it was going to be the longest wait in his life.
*****
It all started just six days ago.
"Sure thing, Susan. I agree, I think a massage will help her," he had said to Rachel's mom on the phone. His neighbor of only a year had called and asked if he could help her daughter. Rachel was a runner and had overdone it just the other day. Susan didn't think she had to go to the hospital and didn't want to shell out the money for a chiropractor. She knew that Thomas was a massage therapist and figured he'd be able to help... at least a little. If nothing else, he could help determine if something more was necessary.
"She's just... she tends to overdo things sometimes," Susan said. "She can be a bit overzealous when she gets into things. She has a kind of... addictive... personality in that way. Running has been her latest passion."
Thomas was very excited for the prospect. He didn't know much about Rachel, but she was definitely an attractive girl. He'd seen her several times over the past year... laying out in the sun to get a tan... going out or coming back from a run. Running had definitely kept her in great shape. Thomas was very attracted to her and wanted to find out if the girl was... well... into older guys. He hoped so. If nothing else, he'd tease the shit out of her and let her know that he was interested in her. It had been a long time since he filled his desire for a younger woman.
After the phone call Thomas couldn't help but masturbate. He found his favorite porn video online, plopped down on his couch, and let his hands play. His cock was aching so much and he teased it mercilessly. Squeezing it and sliding up and down his length with just his fingertips. He was so hot he was practically trembling. When the specific scene came on that he liked the most, the one where the older man seduced the teen, he let his hand fully grip his shaft. He started stroking slowly, loving the feelings he was able to generate.
He jerked more rapidly as he watched the scene unfold, where the man's hands were just starting to slide inside the teen's loose shirt. The man didn't waste time and knew just what he wanted. The teen didn't protest, although she looked shy and embarrassed. The girl tried to slink out of his grasp but the man just kept going. His hands slid under her shirt and palmed her breasts, massaging them. The look on her face was precious... showing a pleasure that she didn't understand.. a conflict of wanting the pleasure, but scared to admit it. Thomas groaned, feeling his cock pulse in his hand.
As the man on the screen pushed into the teen's neck with his ravenous mouth, kissing, licking, and biting her, his hand stroking the girl's pussy beneath her underwear, Thomas' free hand pinched his own nipple, wondering what it would be like to be in that position of authority. His hands clawed at his own body as he watched the man ravage the teen with his fingers and mouth, driving his tongue deep inside her lovely pussy. Thomas moaned loudly when the teen responded with her orgasm, probably the first of her young life and it was brought upon by an older man.
Thomas came moments afterward as the scene closed with the on-screen lovers embracing and tenderly kissing. He idly wondered if his moans of pleasure could be heard by the neighbors, wondered whether they knew of his proclivities.
Thomas had arranged for Rachel to come over at 7:00 Thursday evening. He couldn't stop daydreaming and fantasizing for the two days leading up to it, but the day had finally come. He took a nice long shower, making sure his body was very clean and fresh smelling. He continually worked out and was very well built with his body nicely muscled. He knew he looked good for a forty-year-old.
Rachel knocked on the side door at 7:00. Thomas invited her inside and the two sat on the couch.
"Your mom tells me you hurt your back last week. What happened?" Thomas asked.
"Well, I was out running, and I just tripped over a fallen branch. I didn't fall, but I stumbled a lot, I guess. It doesn't hurt too bad, but I don't want to run much until it's healed."
"Yeah, you don't want to really injure it. That could take you out for a year."
"Yeah. My mom figured the muscle just needs massaged or something, to relax it or whatever. You do massages, right?"
"Mmhmm, ten years now."
"Wow! I've never even had a massage."
"They're awesome. The feeling of strong hands on you, relaxing you, knocking out the kinks in your body is... almost orgasmic," Thomas chuckled. Embarrassed, Rachel laughed as well. "Do you need a drink or anything?"
"No, I'm ok." Rachel's eyes scanned the room. "I like your house."
"Thanks. I do too. This is a pretty good place to live, although I could use a little better dating crowd." He flashed a smile.
"Yeah, I haven't really met anyone around here."
"I guess we leave it to ourselves to keep us happy," he said putting his hand on Rachel's knee. He could feel the girl shudder in embarrassment although she didn't move away. Thomas knew right then the girl was shy, but wasn't afraid. "Well, you ready for that awesome feeling of strong hands on your body?" He grabbed the girl's hand and pulled her up from the couch.
Thomas continued to hold Rachel's hand as the two ascended the stairwell. They passed the bath and the entrance to one of the spare bedrooms as they moved down the short hall. He led the youth into an immaculate and beautifully decorated bedroom.
"Sorry about having to use the bed," he said. "One of the legs on my massage table is broken."
Rachel seemed a bit shy to have to lay on the bed with a man, but moved over to it willingly enough. "The bed?" she asked, surprised.
"At least you'll be comfortable," Thomas laughed lightly. "Just don't fall asleep on me."
Rachel uneasily giggled back. "I won't promise." She knelt on the bed and started to lay forward when Thomas interrupted her.
"Oh, you'll have to take off your shirt and shorts if you don't mind. It's kind of hard to massage you over clothes. I use massage oil and it stains easily."
Rachel was shocked at what she was being asked to do, but she couldn't argue with the reasoning. "But... can I...?" she asked quietly.
"Oh, I've been around the block and have massaged a lot of women," Thomas reassured her. "You don't have anything I haven't seen before. But, if you'd like, you can go ahead and leave it on if it makes you more comfortable." Thomas was debating whether it would be better to seduce her with her clothes on first or not... he could feel the excitement build as the time drew nearer. 'Don't worry little girl,' he thought, 'I'll have your clothes off in no time.'
Rachel lay face down on the bed, her head on a pillow. Thomas scanned the girl's body appreciatively. She was really a beautiful and sexy girl. She had worn a t-shirt and some cotton shorts with the word BRAT on the butt. Her breasts weren't very big, but her abdomen was trim and her legs were long and tan. He felt his mouth watering as he eased onto the bed himself and knelt beside Rachel. Rachel, embarrassed, turned her face the other direction as Thomas' hands began stroking her back. Thomas smiled and licked his lips as his hands lightly touched Rachel's back, stroking up and down it gently, getting the young woman used to his touch.
His hands slowly moved up to her shoulders and the back of her neck, stroking her there soothingly, kneading her tight muscles. "Mmm, you feel tense. You doing ok down there?"
"Mmhmm," she answered softly.
"Just try to relax. I won't bite," he laughed.
Thomas applied more pressure with his hands, kneading the muscles around her back. "I need a better position," he said, moving so that his leg straddled one of the youngsters. His hands then moved down to her lower back, massaging the area around the pain. Rachel moaned a little beneath him, feeling some pain and some relaxation.
Thomas lifted up the girl's shirt with one hand while the other moved beneath it. "I need to get in there a little better," he reasoned. He put some of the oil on his hands, sliding them together to warm them up, then used both hands to massage her bare skin. He again moved up and down her back, noticing that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her skin was so very soft and smooth. Thomas let his fingers splay wide, catching as much of her youthful flesh as he could as they moved down over the girl's sides. He could feel Rachel tighten up a bit as his fingertips approached her breasts, but he retreated and moved back down her torso. He moved up and down, again and again, getting her used to the touch on her bare skin, until the youth no longer shuddered when he neared her breasts.
He acted like the material was restricting his strokes, making it difficult to work. "I'm sorry Rachel, but we're going to have to get your shirt off. I can't do much more with it getting in the way." He grabbed the bottom of the shirt and started pulling it up towards her head. Rachel didn't protest, but didn't make it any easier, either. She lifted her upper body up to let the shirt up and then helped pull it over her head and off. "There, that's better," Thomas said, sliding up higher and moving his hands more freely over her body.
He applied more oil to her back in a short line down her spine. "Does that feel ok?" he asked.
"Yeah," Rachel said softly. "It's nice."
"Extend your hands over your head. It'll help stretch out your back muscles." Thomas pushed the youth's arms so that they extended upwards more, making it so the girl couldn't hide her breasts behind them. His hands stroked up and down her back and sides, massaging the lats. Rachel moved as if she were a little embarrassed, maybe a little ticklish, but didn't move her arms back down. Thomas leaned down over her, his mouth almost by her ear and whispered "There you go. Just relax and let me do all the work. I'll make you feel really good."
Thomas' hands moved lower, to her lower back. Massaging right along the belt line of her shorts. "Is this close to where it hurts?"
"Yeah. A little lower, though."
Thomas again licked his lips in anticipation and felt his body quiver with need. His fingers stole beneath the waistband of her shorts, moving lower onto her ass cheek. His fingertips circled and prodded softly, trying to ease the muscle ache and relax the area.
"I'm sorry to have to do this to you, Rachel, but I can't massage the injured area without removing your shorts. Can I do that?"
Rachel was at a crossroads. Either take her shorts off and endure the embarrassment and relieve the pain. Or keep her shorts on and live with the pain or, worse yet, go see some doctor who'd do the same thing Thomas was asking her.
"You'll have to sit up or turn over."
Rachel turned over, using one hand to cover her breasts. Thomas laughed inwardly at her silly attempt to shield her body. He moved his hands and grabbed at the elastic waistband, pulling them down but made it seem difficult, as if he needed help. Rachel used her free hand to try to help, but it was no use. She then quickly removed her hand from across her breasts and her shorts slid off her hips easily. Her arm quickly moved back to cover her breasts. Thomas continued to move her shorts down and off her legs, getting his first look at the girl's lovely body.
He noted her small but shapely breasts, with their hard, pointy nipples. He imagined teasing those nipples with his tongue and lips, making Rachel moan beneath him. His fingers would squeeze and play with her lovely mounds. Rachel wore white frilly underwear that was sexy, but definitely covered up too much.
As soon as her shorts were off, Rachel turned over onto her stomach once again and she buried her face in the pillow, closing her eyes. Thomas moved into the same straddling position as before and sat up and pushed at the girl's arms again, moving them over her head. Rachel moved them without complaint.
"You have a very attractive body," Thomas said softly, applying more oil before his hands slid up and down the girl's back. "There's absolutely no need to be ashamed of it. It's magnificent." His hands slid lower onto the youth's lower back and ass. It was such a magnificent ass, too, Thomas thought. His hands kneaded and circled the affected area, sliding under her panties to keep in contact with her flesh. He then moved lower to the girl's thighs, moving over her ass and onto her hamstrings without breaking contact. He could hear Rachel let out a little gasp of excitement as he touched her more private flesh.
One of Thomas' hands slid onto her inner thigh and he could feel Rachel tense up. "Just relax Rachel, just relax." His voice was soothing and definitely helped to relax her. Thomas' hands were soft and strong at the same time and were so close to Rachel's pussy. "Just breathe... deep breaths... and let all the tension out of your body," he said softly. He moved to the other thigh repeating the process. This time, however, he pushed the leg a little wider, giving him an even better view of the junction between them. Rachel's panties covered up anything he might see, but he could smell the girls arousal, feel her heat.
His hands moved higher up her thigh, sliding beneath the leg band of her panties onto her ass, and then sliding down towards her inner thigh. With each stroke, Rachel reacted less and less defensively. Thomas moved between her legs and put one hand on either thigh, massaging the hamstring and then sliding up and into her panties to massage and caress her ass. His thumbs pulled at her flesh, obviously pulling her pussy open and then letting it close.
Rachel was softly moaning into the pillow, embarrassed by the feelings this man was generating within her. She was so excited she didn't want it to stop, but didn't want to acknowledge how much it was turning her on. She'd never had sex before and she'd never let any of her boyfriends even get this close to touching her in her private places.
Thomas grabbed the waistband of her panties and pulled. "Let's get these off you, too." Rachel didn't seem to even hesitate. She lifted her hips up allowing Thomas to pull them down off her hips and onto her thighs. The older man then simply pulled them down her legs and off. Out of sight, Thomas brought the fragrant center of the panties to his nose and softly sniffed. He so loved the smell and taste of an excited woman. He knew the smell well, and knew Rachel was definitely excited.
He moved back between the girl's legs, forcing them apart. He could see her lovely pussy hidden between her legs, could see the rosebud of her ass so tight and inviting. His hands ground into her tight glutes massaging and kneading the muscles. His hands then moved to one thigh, massaging it from her knee up, his fingers accidently grazing her labia as he finished the stroke at the top. He could hear Rachel gasp into the pillow in embarrassed excitement.
While one hand circled and massaged the wounded area, he ran her other hand down the crack of her ass, his fingers lightly grazing her asshole, circling it, teasing it. Then it moved lower, again barely touching her pussy. He stroked on the side of her labia, down one side and back up the other. His fingertips then lightly grazed the edge of her lips themselves. Over and over he teased the girl, listening to and using her soft moans of pleasure to direct his actions.
"I think I have the back of your hip massaged enough. Turn over," Thomas said. He felt his own body reacting to the lovely girl on her bed. His cock was hard and long. Rachel didn't look up at him at all as she turned over. The poor girl was so embarrassed, so shy, but too excited to stop. She lay back on the bed with her eyes closed as Thomas looked over her appreciatively. She had a little tuft of pubic hair above her lovely pussy and it made Thomas' mouth water.
Thomas moved his hands to the girl's thigh again, stroking up and down from her knee to her hip. At the top, his thumbs moved her flesh apart again, opening her lovely pussy. Her little clit was so pretty, poking out at the top. He let his hands graze over her mound, barely touching her clit and labia with each pass as he moved up to massage her hip joint. Rachel was moaning audibly now, too excited to be able to hold it in.
Thomas' hands circled and prodded, grazed and excited. With every movement his attention was focused on the lovely mound before him. He slowly bent down and kissed Rachel's lower abdomen and felt the young woman shudder and sigh. His tongue flicked out and tasted her skin and Rachel gasped in excitement. She moaned softly as his kisses and licks moved closer to her thigh, closer to her overheated pussy. Rachel was overwhelmed with desire and need. Her hands clenched the bedspread tightly as her body shook in excitement and nervousness.
Thomas slowly and lightly licked the girl's clit eliciting a loud groan. He felt Rachel's hips buck abruptly at the new, lovely sensation. Thomas laid one arm on the inside of the opposite thigh, holding her legs apart. His long tongue lightly flicked all over her mound, sliding over her labia, running up and down her engorged and sensitive clit. Rachel dropped her left hand to her mound as if trying to make Thomas stop what she was doing, but the pleasure was too much and her hand stopped and retreated a little.
Thomas smiled, knowing he had the girl right where he wanted her. He started licking more earnestly now, pushing between the tasty folds, slowly and deliberately. When he reached the top, he let the flat of his tongue bathe her clit in warm moistness. He felt Rachel push her hips into him, wanting more and more pleasure.
He moved rapidly between Rachel's legs, not wanting to break contact for too long, not wanting to let the young woman change her mind. He wrapped his arms around her thighs and let his right hand drape over her mound, pressing in from above, teasing her clit with his fingers as his tongue lapped deep into her pussy. Rachel's hips moved up and down, grinding into Thomas' mouth. The older man sucked hard on her clit, making the girl cry out suddenly. The room was filled with the sounds of their moans, their cries of passion.
Thomas' tongue flicked rapidly on her clit between sucking on it. He was driving the young woman crazy with lust. Rachel's hands moved from her head, to the bedspread, to her abdomen... she didn't know what to do with them. She wanted to make Thomas stop, but... didn't want to at the same time. It felt so good, so right.
It didn't take long to make the girl have her first orgasm. Thomas relaxed his tongue and his grip as she passed her peak and settled back into the bed again. He released her and then quickly stood up, shedding his own clothes. He was able to slip out of his sweat pants and t-shirt easily enough and lay on the bed beside Rachel. The girl was still panting as Thomas leaned in and kissed her neck and cheek, before moving to her lips. They kissed for a moment with Rachel uneasy with kissing him back.



Thomas' hand was busy as well. It moved down to Rachel's breasts and slid over them, teasing her hard nipples with tweaks and circles with his fingertips. Rachel's body moved in heat beneath him.
"That was wonderful. You taste heavenly," Thomas said kissing her yet again. He slowly licked Rachel's lips. "Mmmm, so good."
He leaned over the girl and immediately sucked on her nipple while his hand moved lower onto her abdomen and thighs. His fingers first slid over her thighs, pulling them wider apart, before gliding between them and sliding through her damp cunt lips. He lightly bit her nipple making Rachel moan once again with the pain and pleasure.
"Mmmm, I love to hear you moan like that," Thomas said. "It makes me so fucking hot. My cock is so hard right now." He slid his finger back and forth across Rachel's clit rapidly making the young woman's hips raise off the bed. "Oooh, you are so damn excitable. It's delicious."
Thomas lay back onto the bed, kissing Rachel's cheek, neck and ear, and whispered to her while his fingers danced across the young woman's overheated pussy. "Such a juicy pussy. Let's see how tight it is," he said pushing his index finger into the younger woman. "Oh God you're so fucking tight." His finger moved in and out, slowly fingering the girl.
"Oh, God," Rachel moaned loudly, turning towards Thomas and kissing him hard. The young woman was overcome with lust as she moved her hips up and down, helping Thomas finger her deeper and deeper. She pushed her body into the older man, feeling the heat and muscled softness of his body against her own. She couldn't believe how this man was so easily able to make her sooo fucking hot. She thrust her tongue into Thomas' mouth and then accepted the older man's tongue into her own.
The more Rachel reacted to him, the more Thomas added to the pressure. He pushed over onto the girl, forcing her onto her back with his body weight and rapidly thrust his finger into her tightness. Rachel was panting loudly, moaning with each breath. She wasn't able to think anymore as her second orgasm starting to crescendo. Her entire body tightened up before releasing in a wave of crashing heat. She lay back, panting, as Thomas' finger continued to slowly touch her.
"Oh my God," she repeated when she was finally able to speak.
"I know... you're so fucking hot. That's two and we're not done just yet." Thomas slid down the girls body and grabbed around her legs once more. He twisted his own body so that he was lying on his back with Rachel's ass above him, her pussy right over Thomas' mouth in a sixty-nine. Thomas immediately began licking her beautiful, sweet pussy, driving his tongue in deep with every stroke.
Rachel was taken aback with the quickness of Thomas' attack. His tongue felt so good stroking her most tender of places and she was already so fucking hot. She noticed Thomas' cock was inches from her. It was so big and thick, throbbing in the air. Rachel knew he must be very turned on right now. She had no idea what to do, but knew she wanted to make Thomas feel as good as the older man made her feel. She reached out and felt the hardness with her hand, letting her fingers slide around his shaft and moving down over his balls. She didn't exactly know what to do, but she gripped him and moved her hand up and down. Faster and faster she went, as her own orgasm seemed to be rapidly approaching. She could feel the vibrations of Thomas' moaning in her clit and it was... phenomenal.
Rachel sat on all fours with Thomas beneath her, pulling her hips down hard onto his mouth. Rachel let her weight down, feeling more and more pleasure from it. She lay on Thomas, her face resting between the man's thighs, her mouth inches from Thomas' cock. She used her more experienced right hand to circle Thomas' shaft, occasionally stroking her hand up and down.
Loud moaning filled the room as they both neared their peak. Suddenly Rachel erupted with a mind-blowing orgasm, followed quickly by Thomas. They maintained their assault on each other's body, not wanting to let the feeling stop. Rachel suddenly pulled away, her clit too sensitive to continue. She lay on her back panting, her hands on her chest feeling her rapid heart rate and breathing. Her skin glowed with a pink flush and had a fine sheen of sweat.
Thomas turned over and lay beside the girl, panting himself. His body also showed the exertion of their sexual activities. "The best massage I ever gave," he said.
"Do... do you think my injury will require a couple treatments?" Rachel asked, smiling broadly as she blushed.
*****
Thomas slept well that night, knowing that he was able to live out one of his major fantasies again. And Rachel seemed to have fun, too, leaving his house a little after 9:00.
On Saturday, he spent a lot of time working on the lawn, coming in just before dinner time to grab a shower and change. He had a dinner date that he hoped went well. He was just walking out to his car, whistling, tossing his keys in the air and catching them, his excitement about the evening evident, when Rachel came over from her back yard.
"Hi Thomas," she said, still acting a little shy and embarrassed. She had a hard time meeting his gaze, her eyes almost constantly looking at the ground.
"Hey... Rachel... what are you up to?"
"Nothing," she said. "You look nice."
"Thanks," he laughed. "I don't dress up too often."
"My Dad's grilling some steaks. Do you want to come over for dinner?"
"Tell your parents I said thank you, but I can't. I have a dinner date tonight." Thomas unlocked his car and opened the driver's door. He felt a little guilty. They'd invited him over for dinner many times now and he always had to give them a rain check.
"A... date?" she asked, suddenly looking upset.
"Yes... a date. Who would have thought," he said, thinking she was joking like everyone else.
"Who is she?" Rachel asked.
"Oh, it's no one you know," Thomas said, sliding into the car seat. "A woman I met online."
"But I was... you know... hoping to spend some time with you," she protested.
"I'm sorry," he apologized and started the car. "Rain check?"
"Where are you going?"
"To a restaurant called the Xander," he said, referring to a local, favorite restaurant and bar in the city. "Sorry, Rachel, I'm running late. Can I talk to you tomorrow?"
"Is she pretty?"
"Rachel... I'm sorry. I have to go." He closed the car door and started backing out of the driveway as Rachel seethed. He saw her stomp her foot in anger and turn to go back to her parents just as he pulled away.
*****
Thomas' dinner date went well for a first date. It was a nice night out and the meal was really good. He pulled into his driveway at 10:00pm and turned off the engine. He opened the car door and got out, then noticed that Rachel was sitting on the step into the door.
"Rachel? What are you doing here?" he asked as he approached.
"I was just... you know... waiting," she said. She didn't sound as angry right now, which he appreciated.
"Ok... um...," he said, surprised. He put the key in the lock and opened the door to the house, offering to let Rachel go into his house in front of him. "I would think that a pretty girl like you would be out doing something. Why don't you have a date? It's Saturday night."
"I had a date," she said, standing by the counter and turning to face him. She was wearing a short skirt and a tight, white tank top that emphasized her curves. "I stood him up. Does that make you feel good?"
"I mean... it doesn't make me anything one way or another. Just... wondering why."
She seemed a bit upset at first, as if he was supposed to feel one way or another. But her demeanor changed. "I thought I'd see what you were doing," she smiled, innocently bringing her finger to her lips and teasingly sucking on the tip.
"Well, I haven't made up my mind yet," he said. "I'll probably just watch a movie or something."
"You know... if we're both on our own tonight... are you feeling... energetic?" she asked, teasingly. He felt his cock lurch at the implication. His mind went back to their massage session. Was she wanting another... massage?
"What do you have in mind?"
"I wanna go dancing," she smiled, suddenly twirling.
Thomas shook his head, slowly, wondering if this was such a good idea. This shy young woman was getting extremely friendly very fast. Something just felt... wrong. But he didn't really want to spend the evening in front of the TV again. After his date, he was anxious to be active, to just do... something. Eventually, he nodded.
*****
He'd never been to this club before. Lights were flashing and moving everywhere as people gyrated around him. The place was packed with young, energetic men and women, drinking and having a blast. He felt a little embarrassed that he was so much older than most of the people there... and with a significantly younger woman. They kept to the edge of the floor, a little out of the way of everyone, but Rachel was having a great time, twirling in front of him, bumping and grinding against him. She was smiling and cheering, exuding so much youthfulness that it made him smile.
"You're a great dancer!" she yelled over the music. But she was too far away and the music was too loud for him to hear.
"What...?" he said, bringing his hand to his ear to indicate that he didn't hear her as he continued dancing.
"I said," she started, but then changed her mind. The music was too loud. "Oh, forget it." She twirled and danced closer to him, facing him, until she was only inches in front of him. She smiled up at him, deviously, as her hands stroked his chest, tugging on his tie, sliding lower.
Thomas looked around nervously, wondering if anyone around them could see what she was doing. Her hands moved lower and lower until she grabbed him through his pants while smiling up at him. She somehow unzipped his pants and jerked his cock slightly until he brought his hands to her shoulders to push her back a step.
He shook his head and mouthed a quick 'no' and she just giggled as she twirled back away from him again. He tried to surreptitiously zip his pants again and restart dancing. He couldn't believe how hard he was, how much he wanted her. But it was making him nervous how quickly she'd become so brazen and sexual.
For the next hour, she teased him again and again, getting bolder and bolder, until he finally decided they'd better go. He was getting so hard that it was getting uncomfortable.
*****
His hardon was getting painful as they drove home after the club. They didn't stay at the club long, but Rachel was getting way too flirty and uncontrollable. It was starting to make him uncomfortable just how outrageous she was acting. She'd clung to him the rest of the night, hanging on him, walking to the car holding hands and hugging his arm, and hugging his arm as they drove, with her head on his shoulder.
They were only on the road for a few minutes when she grabbed his hand and, spreading her legs, pushed it into her crotch, as if begging him to finger her. He hesitated, but she held it tightly against her pussy, grinding against it. Her panting moans were soft in the darkness and quiet of the car and he could see just how excited she was getting as each streetlight flashed over her.
She pulled her skirt up and spread her legs even more, giving him a perfect view of his hand on her panties when he glanced over. She giggled and used one hand to push her panties down, putting his hand against her bare, wet sex.
She was almost to the point of an orgasm as they pulled into his driveway. He stopped and turned off the car, pulling his hand free as she whined in protest. He got out of the car and walked around it to open the door for her.
"It's late," he said, a little too gruffly, holding her hand to help her stand. "Maybe you should..."
Suddenly, Rachel grabbed his arms and spun him around, pushing him back against the car's back door. She went up onto her tip-toes and kissed him, putting her hands on his chest. Then she giggled as she slowly dropped to her knees, her hands cradling his obvious erection.
"Have you ever had sex outside?" she asked.
"Um... well... not recently..." he said, looking around nervously. What if her parents were in their back yard? What if they were looking out one of the windows? They were in the driveway, between the two houses. And there was a small light on beside his side door, keeping them lit. Could her parents see them? "Look, Rachel..."
"Well... I certainly haven't... until tonight." She giggled as she unfastened his pants and pulled them down.
"We... we probably shouldn't..." he protested weakly, but she just brushed his concerns aside and pulled down his boxers, letting his cock bob free. "Your parents..." he said just before she slid him into her mouth, his erection growing swiftly as she sucked, bobbing her head. "Oooh, what a big cock. Nice and hard for me. Mmm... I love feeling your cock in my mouth."
She slid him into her mouth again, making sure to drool on it, leaving spit on it. "Get your cock nice and wet... to stroke it. Fuck... I love playing with your cock."
She stroked it, sucking on the head, taking time to really enjoy him.
"How's that?" she asked, stroking him for a minute before sliding him into her mouth again. He saw a sudden reflection in one of the upstairs windows at Rachel's house, but it didn't look like anything when he looked. It was just dark. But it made him nervous.
"Oh, that feels really good," he moaned softly. He couldn't believe this was happening. "You're really good at that. But... what about your parents?"
She sucked and stroked his cock and sucked on his balls as she enjoyed him, smiling up at him as if she didn't care what her parents did or thought. He was leaning back against his car, looking around, watching for anybody who might see them. Listening for any sound that someone was nearby. He looked down at her and their eyes met. His cock stretched her mouth open as she easily took him inside it. He could hear her sucking sounds, her low moans of desire.
"You're so pretty with a cock in your mouth. Fuck! You've got me so hard."
"I'm here to take care of your cock," she said softly. "Your other date certainly didn't." She seemed to giggle as she slid him into her mouth again, slurping happily.
Why did she bring up his date, he wondered? It was a first date. They weren't supposed to have sex... not on the first date.
"I love your cock so much," she said. "I've been thinking about it... thinking about feeling it in my mouth... and in my pussy. You know," she said, breaking him from his thoughts. "I found out that if I stick my tongue out like this... I can get it much deeper." She stuck her tongue out and slid him into her mouth, moving deeper and deeper, coughing and sputtering a little as she brought him into her throat, bringing her nose to his pubic hair.
"Fuck..." he moaned when she pulled back a little and he started cumming down her throat.
*****
Thomas woke up late in the morning to the neighbor's talking outside. It seemed the husband was yelling something for Sarah to get from the house. Thomas got out of bed and walked to the stairwell landing, which had a window facing their house. Rachel's Mom and Dad were just getting into the front seat of their car, with Rachel in the back seat. It appeared that they were going away for the day... and that Rachel was none to happy about it.
Thomas sighed. He liked the young woman... she was cute... and nice... but there was something going on with her. She just seemed to be getting a little too comfortable with him.
He took the day to go grocery shopping and to go out and see a movie, coming home late.
On Monday morning, he woke up early and was on his computer in the kitchen, working from home, by 8am. He was taking college classes, looking to get a business degree in order to start his own massage therapy business. He had his coffee in hand and was typing a paper when his locked door opened and Rachel came inside.
"Rachel?" Thomas said, surprised. "How'd you get in here?"
"With the spare key you exchanged with my mom," she smiled, holding up the key. He remembered. They exchanged keys in case of an emergency. Her mom had said that they'd had an issue with getting locked out occasionally and thought a neighbor-held spare key was the best option. He felt a little awkward not giving them one of his own.
"Ok... you could have just knocked."
"Sorry. I didn't want to make you get up." She looked cute in her shorts and t-shirt, similar to what she was wearing during her massage. He started to see hard, little points where her excited nipples dug into her shirt showing that she wasn't wearing a bra.
"Ah... well... what can I do for you?" He went back to typing, trying to ignore her for the moment.
"My Mom and Dad are at work all day. So I thought I could spend the day with you," she said.
He shook his head. "I'm sorry... but I have a paper to write... and I go into work at 2pm. I really don't have time..."
"That's ok," she smiled. "I'll let you work. And I'll cook us lunch."
"Listen... Rachel... I'd love to, but..." he said, trying to let her down easy. He really didn't have time to just talk to her or deal with her today. He had a Friday deadline he was trying to meet.
"I won't disturb you. I'll be a good girl, you'll see."
"You don't give up, do you?" he sighed, frustrated, but finding that arguing with her wasn't worth the trouble.
"You should be flattered," she smiled again.
"Ok, ok... you can come in," he relented and she quickly pulled out a kitchen chair and settled into it. She pulled out her phone and started looking through it.
"I like your music," she said as she listened to it. Thomas was playing 80s music in the background.
"Thanks," he nodded. "I know it's a bit dated... it's what I listened to when I was... well... a little younger than you I guess."
After ten minutes, Rachel was obviously feeling bored. "Anything I can do to help you?" she asked.
"No, no," he said, shaking his head. "Just... find something to do. If you want, you can put on some other music."
"No, really. I like it."
True to her word, Rachel sat at the kitchen table, only getting up a few times, but in general leaving Thomas alone until it got close to noon. She got up and started boiling water for spaghetti. At noon, she served up a heaping helping on two plates and set them on the kitchen table.
Thomas was putting parmesan cheese on his spaghetti when he noticed Rachel looking at him, smiling. "What? What did I do?" he asked nervously, wondering if he had something on his face.
"Nothing," she giggled. "It's just... why are older guys always interesting? It's strange... I just feel like I really know you."
"Maybe the fact that you can't be with them is what makes them interesting," he said, taking a bite of spaghetti that he'd wound around his fork.
"Maybe. Although, I had fun when you gave me the massage." She looked at him and smiled. He knew she was definitely coming on to him again. "When you... you know... And I want to do that again. I'd like to... you know... be with you... date you."
Thomas was surprised and nearly spat out his bite of spaghetti. "Rachel," he said softly but firmly. "I'm sorry. I just... I just don't think that's possible. I'm so much older than you."
She looked at him sternly. "What? What are you doing?" she asked, suddenly getting angry with him.
"Look... I just don't think it's a good idea for us to be, you know, together like that," he said, trying to calm her down. "I mean, what we did and all was fun. It just... we're not meant for a... a... relationship."
"You know... I don't think I like this," she fumed, crossing her arms and sitting back in her chair.



"Like what?"
"I don't like how you push me away... after all I've done for you," she said, sounding manic.
"I'm... I'm sorry," he said softly, setting his fork down. She was really angry. "Maybe you should just go home."
"Really? Is that it? Thank you, but don't call me, I'll call you?" she said, standing up suddenly, the chair falling to the floor behind her.
"I just thought you understood what was going on between us," he said. "We're both adults."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"I guess I just thought we could just have a good time together."
"No," she said, pacing the kitchen floor, fuming. "You thought you'd have a good time. You didn't even think about me. You didn't even think about what I wanted."
"Look, Rachel. I like you. I do," he said, trying to calm her down. "It's just... if I was younger, or you were older, we could be together. But we have to face reality here."
Suddenly, she ran at him and started hitting him, over and over, while he sat in the chair trying to defend himself. "Rachel! Stop!" he yelled. He stood and then grabbed her, pinning her arms.
"No!" she yelled, struggling to get free as he moved her towards the door.
"Calm down!" he yelled back. "Stop this! You need to just go home!" He held her firmly with one arm as he opened the door, then led her into the driveway. "Go!"
"I hate you! I hate you!" she yelled over and over as she ran into her house, slamming the door behind her.
*****
Thomas didn't hear anything more from her for several hours. He finished working on his paper and cleaned up the kitchen and dishes. Then went went into the parlor, working until 8pm. After work, he started up a movie to de-stress. At 10pm he was just thinking about heading up to his bedroom to finish the movie there, when there was a knock on the side door.
He could tell it was Rachel, seeing her just standing outside the door through the window. He shook his head, not wanting to talk to her, but realizing they had to be adults. They were neighbors after all. And they could agree to just stay away from each other. He opened the door.
"Hi," she said softly, no longer angry. "Can we talk?"
"What's that?" he said, not quite hearing her, she spoke too softly.
"I was wondering if we could talk."
Thomas let out a breath. There really wasn't anything left to talk about. "What do you want to talk about?"
"Well, um... I don't know," she said. "To tell you the truth, it's... it's a little awkward. I don't know where to begin. I... I guess. what I want to say is... I really like you, Thomas."
"I really like you, too, Rachel," he said. "I mean... as a friend. I mean, let's face it. You're twenty-two. I'm forty. That's a big difference."
"It's not that big of a deal," she said, looking down at the ground.
He really didn't want to make her angry again, but he needed to get his point across. "No. No. Seriously, Rachel. But, I want you to know you can count on me. I'll always be your friend, no matter what, okay?"
"Okay? A friend?" she said, obviously getting mad again. "A friend that molests me when he gives me a massage? A friend that lets me give them a blowjob? Was that being just a... a friend?"
"Look," he said calmly. "I'll make this very simple for you. You're too young for me. There can't be anything more than friendship between us."
"Hmm," she nodded then smugly smiled. "Well... I know you'll change your mind after this." She pulled her hand out from behind her back, displaying a small, blue, one-ounce spray bottle of SlutMist. They both looked at it a second. It looked like a little, sample perfume bottle. It was only half full, evidence that she's used it several times before. But it was the best two hundred dollars she'd ever spent, making the sprayed man so in love with her, so sexually needy and controllable for at least an hour.
She'd used it on one man already... a man that she loved with her full being, a man that she gave everything to, a man that she knew loved her, but rejected her for some stupid reason. He let some stupid excuse get in the way of their blissful future with her.
She remembered... it was just last year. Roger... in Tulsa. She loved her thirty-five-year-old neighbor. They had so many dates together, spent so much time touching and playing with each other... but he just wouldn't let himself love her. And she couldn't live without him. She sprayed him and they had hours and hours of blissful lovemaking... lovemaking where he admitted his love to her over and over again. Until his wife got in the way and Rachel's family was forced to move, forced to get her into counseling.
The counselors only tried to tell her that she was wrong, that he didn't love her. They tried to tell her that she had a strongly addictive personality and that she needed to realize that... and deal with that. But they were wrong. Roger did love her.
But she tossed all her past relationships away, now, realizing that Thomas was her true, destined love, the man with whom she'd spend the rest of her life in bliss. He just needed to admit it to himself. He just needed to let go. She'd help him see the light.
"What's that?" he asked nervously.
"Oh, just a little concoction I found on the internet. I'll show you you love me. I'll make you see." She smiled excitedly as she pointed it at him and pumped the top. A spray of pleasant smelling liquid squirted into Thomas' face. Thomas instinctively brought his hands up as the liquid mist sprayed into his face, partially blocked by his hands. He closed his eyes, trying to avoid the liquid, but she just moved the bottle and sprayed him a second time.
"Rachel!" he yelled, trying to wipe the liquid from his eyes and face. "What the fuck was that?" He opened his eyes a little, just in case the liquid stung, but it seemed fine. In fact, it seemed like... water... with just a hint of some kind of fragrance.
Rachel was smiling broadly, her eyes wild, coming closer as he backed into his house. "Just something to help make you see the truth, Thomas. Do you see? We can be together now."
Thomas wanted to close the door, but she was already inside. She closed the door and continued to approach him as he continued back up, his hands still raised in case she tried to spray him again.
"What the fuck do you mean 'see the truth'?" he asked as he backed into the living room. The liquid seemed to have evaporated and he just held his hands out defensively.
"It's going to help you see how much you truly want me. Can't you feel it?"
He could feel... something. He felt his cock start to pulse and grow. He felt his heart beating, his lust rising. His skin was feeling so sensitive, as if even the very air was erotically teasing him. Rachel was looking really good... really good... and he wanted to touch her. More than that... he really wanted to fuck her.
"Why are you doing this?" he asked, not understanding what was going on.
"Doing what?" Rachel asked, sounding so innocent. "I'm not trying to hurt you, Thomas. I love you."
"You love me?"
"Yes."
"You don't even know me."
"How can you say that?"
"Look... I went too far during the massage... but..."
"And then... you went out dancing with me," Rachel interrupted. "You didn't have to do that, but you wanted to. And then we made love in the driveway, Thomas. Do you remember that?"
"I was just... I don't know." He was feeling so confused. He wanted to get away from her. He wanted to just grab her and kick her out of his house again. But there was something wrong. Something very wrong. His lust for her was so strong for some reason.
"If you don't want to be with someone as young a me, then what were you doing with me, Richard?" she asked. "Why did you make love to me? That's what doesn't make sense. The only thing that makes sense of everything is that you want me... you love me."
Thomas shook his head. "This is crazy, Rachel!"
"Don't say that word, Thomas," she seethed in anger. "Never... ever... say that word." She was in his face now as he stood in front of the couch. He had his hands up, ready to protect himself, but also up to help calm her down.
"Alright... I won't. I'm sorry," he apologized. "I didn't mean anything by it. Just... calm down."
She smiled, almost an evil grin, like she knew something she was hiding from him. She looked up and down his body as if appraising him. "You look a little... flustered... Thomas," she said, almost laughing, taking a hold of his shirt. "Are you feeling ok?"
"I... uh... I don't know. There's... there's something wrong. I don't... I don't feel so good."
She reached out and grabbed his very hard and sensitive shaft through his pants. "I think you have a hardon." She squeezed his shaft through his pants. "I think you need to get that taken care of, Thomas. Why don't you take your pants off and pull your dick out?"
"What?" he asked, confused. His cock was feeling so good. Her touch was electric, almost making his legs buckle.
"Go ahead."
"Why?"
"Stop asking questions," she said. "You know you want to. Just do it."
Thomas unfastened his pants, almost eagerly, and she helped pulled them down. "What's going on, Rachel? Why am I feeling so... so strange?"
She helped him step out of his pants as she stroked his bare, hard shaft. He gasped as he felt her hand glide up and down its length. It had never felt so good before. His cock was so sensitive, so... needy.
"Sit down," she said and he sat on the couch. She fell to her knees, her mouth inches from his cock as she inspected it. "You're in love, Thomas. You love me. That's what you're feeling. And... you're so hard for me." She slid his cock into her mouth and Thomas grunted loudly, his brain practically shutting off as a pleasure he'd never felt before filled him.
"Oh... fuck!" he moaned.
Rachel giggled, and started stroking him as she released him from her mouth. "I see how much you love me, Thomas. I love you just as much." She sat back on her heels and pulled her shirt overhead, showing him her naked flesh. Then she pulled her shorts off. Completely naked, she sat on his lap and unbuttoned his shirt.
"It'll be you and me, together forever, my love." She leaned forward and started kissing him as she used one hand to direct his cock into her pussy.
Suddenly, with a flash of clarity, he grabbed her hips and pushed her off him. "No Rachel! We... we can't do this!"
Before he could get up, she quickly grabbed her shorts and fished the spray bottle out of her back pocket, and without wasting a moment, sprayed him three more times. He tried to block it with his hands, but it was useless. His body was shaking with need as he fell back into the couch, moaning softly. He started stroking his cock as Rachel set the spray bottle down and approached him again. Her naked body was making him so excited, overwhelming him.
She sat on his lap again and he whimpered as she pushed his cock inside her pussy once again.
"Ohhhhhhh.... fuuuuuuck!" he moaned as she began fucking him. His mind was filled with explosions of pleasure, every nerve in his body firing over and over, overwhelming him. He closed his eyes and just let it happen.
He didn't know how long it lasted, how many times he came, how many times he made her cum from everything he'd done to her. They were on the floor, now, their bodies intertwined, kissing and licking each other. And suddenly, through the fog of his mind, he heard another voice... a man... yelling at Rachel... dragging her away from him. Thomas begged her to return as a little of the pleasure was taken away.
"Rachel? I need Rachel," he moaned over and over.
"Rachel! You didn't! You can't keep doing this!" the voice said as Rachel yelled back. She didn't want to go.
"Where did she get that? I thought we threw it out," the woman said.
Thomas opened his eyes a little as a woman knelt over him, checking his pulse and his eyes. "Thomas, are you ok?" she asked. He recognized that voice. It sounded like Susan.
"Where's... Rachel? Rachel!" he moaned, not really realizing what he was saying. In his haze, he grabbed for Susan, trying to grab her breast, trying to get her nipple into his mouth, but she backed away.
"We gotta go, hun," a man said. "We gotta get her out of here. She'll go to jail this time if the cops find out."
"Yeah," she said, grabbing Rachel's clothes. "I'm so sorry Thomas. We didn't see this coming."
The next thing Thomas could remember was the door closing and silence in the room. His body was still on fire and he grabbed his shaft and stroked it... and stroked it... cumming again and again until he couldn't take any more and passed out.
*****
Thomas awoke the next morning with a hardon that felt even harder and more sensitive than any he'd had before. He looked up and realized he was lying on the living room floor, naked. He stood, uneasily, holding his head as he tried to remember what had happened the night before. But it was all a blur.
He remembered that Rachel was there... that somehow she'd forced herself into his house... but he had images of her Mom and Dad there as well. And then they all just... left. It was all just jumbled memories.
He heard a car door slam closed next door and went into the kitchen to look out the window in the side door. The car was unrecognizable and a woman was standing in the neighbor's driveway, taking pictures of their house. She unlocked the front door and went inside. Thomas then noticed the "For Sale" sign in the front yard.
Rachel and her family had moved.
He was breathing hard as his cock stole his attention, throbbing for release. He leaned against the kitchen counter, sliding his hand up and down his shaft as the extreme pleasure hit him once again, nearly buckling his knees. He didn't know what was happening... couldn't understand why the pleasure was just so intense.
And it seemed like nothing he did abated it for long.
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One Stressed Out Pussy, Part 1
It was Monday morning, and Amy came in to work early. Managing the Financial Accounting office at Carlsbad Industries was more than a full-time job, especially when so much hit at once. Today was the beginning of the monthly close to the corporation's financial books, the quarterly close, the yearly close, and the start of generating the 10-Q report, a report required by the Federal Securities and Exchange Commission.
Even though she'd been doing this job for twenty years now, it seemed like it took her by surprise every year. This was the most stressful time of the year for her, requiring her to work eighty-to-ninety hour weeks for the next two months to get everything done. If she wasn't in the office working, she was at home working.
She sat at her computer and looked over her email. She'd received over three hundred emails since just Friday. She shook her head and started trudging through them, one at a time. With several meetings already scheduled for the day and then time she knew she was going to have to spend working with her team, it was going to be another long, long day. She wasn't even sure how she was going to get any of her own work done. It was overwhelming.
At 1pm, she walked to Vincent's desk, one of her subordinates, because he hadn't responded to her request from earlier in the day. She needed his input in order to go further in her reporting and he was late... as usual. He made a excuse for why it wasn't done, but she didn't buy it. He always seemed to be late. And today, with all the stress, she blew up at him, demanding that it be done before she left for the day. She was uncharacteristically harsh, even threatening to fire him.
At 3pm, she received an email from her boss, Melissa, that her audit report is due tomorrow. She exhaled and looked at the ceiling in frustration. What else could get piled onto her plate? When was she going to have the time to get that done?
Her phone rang and she looked at it, knowing that if she answered she'd probably just blow up at someone else, so she let it go to voicemail. She brought up her accounting applications and looked at the clock as she started working on her audits. It was only Monday and she was already tired and cranky. It was going to be an extremely long, stressful week.
By the time she got home at 7pm, her mood hadn't improved. She was tired and very cranky and when she walked in the front door, she immediately noticed the house was a mess. There was a discarded, dirty t-shirt on the back of the living room recliner, seemingly tossed without care where it went. The pillows and throw blanket that had been on the couch were lying on the floor. And her son, Noah, was lying on the couch, shirtless, eyes closed, with earbuds in, possibly asleep listening to music. Wadded up tissues lay on the floor beside the couch.
"Noah!" she yelled, trying to get his attention. But he didn't stir. "Noah!" she said louder. Still no response. She set her briefcase and purse down and quickly walked to him. She could see the screen of his phone now, a porn movie playing with a woman getting oral sex from a man.
"Nice," she said to herself, frowning and shaking her head, her anger building rapidly. She didn't need this tonight. "Noah!" she said, hitting him on the shoulder.
"What?" he said, suddenly stirring, hiding his phone and pulling the earbuds out.
"What's going on here?" she said. "The place is an absolutely mess."
"Sorry, I was going to clean it, but I got... tired."
"Tired from what? Not doing anything all day?" She walked over and grabbed her briefcase and purse and carried them into the dining room. "I work really hard to support the both of us, you know, while you lay just around and figure out what you want to do with your life. You know, you're twenty years old and this is embarrassing. Did you at least make dinner?"
"Um..." he said, looking a little lost and uncertain, and a little embarrassed. "I mean I pulled it out of the fridge."
Amy walked into the kitchen as he spoke, hoping to find dinner on the stove, but what she found disturbed her. She grabbed the plate of meat off the counter and carried it back into the living room. "You see this? That's raw chicken. When did you pull it out?"
"Like ten this morning," he said. "I think it should be thawed out by now."
"Oh my God, this is fucking ridiculous," she said angrily, walking back into the kitchen and throwing the full plate of meat into the garbage can. "I can't even..." she steamed as she entered the living room again. Noah was still sitting on the couch, just looking at her. "I cannot believe this! What are we supposed to do now?"
"I mean... you're home now," he answered. "Can't you make the chicken?"
Amy looked at him in shock. "Ok... ok." She closed her eyes, nodding slowly, trying to calm herself. She wanted to yell, she wanted to scream, she wanted to just break something. But she knew she shouldn't. "Uh... first of all, I've been working all day, getting yelled at by all different kinds of people. I didn't have time to eat lunch and barely had time to even go to the bathroom. Then I come home, the place is a mess, you've been clearly masturbating on the couch, probably all of today, which explains you being so brain dead, and you're asking me... to make dinner? And then, and then... the chicken, that's expensive, was sitting there, rotting on the counter. No... I'm not making dinner! We're going to have to order something. Again!"
She huffed as she walked back into her bedroom to change into something more comfortable. She grabbed the phone and quickly called to order a delivery of pizza. When she came out, dressed in her comfortable, cotton pajama top and bottoms, she pulled her computer out and sat down to start working again.
"I expect that tomorrow, and from now on, the house will be clean and that you will have dinner ready by the time I get home," she said, seething. "That's not asking for too much. Is that understood?"
"Yeah, yeah... ok," Noah said.
Amy worked at her computer, eating a few slices of pizza, until 11pm, then shut her computer off. Noah was still laying on the couch, in pretty much the same position she found him in when she got home, still on his phone. She shook her head in anger and went into her bedroom, closing the door.
She knew exactly what she needed to get some relaxation. She turned on the water in her bathtub and let it run until it was hot, then put down the stopper. She took a quick smell of the bubble bath that she picked up from the side of the tub and drizzled it into the water, immediately forming bubbles.
Walking back into the bedroom, she brought her hand up to massage her sore neck before she took her pajamas off and laid them on the bed. She smiled a little when she opened up her nightstand drawer and pulled out her trusted vibrator. They had certainly grown close over the past too-many years. It seemed to have been forever since she last used it.
Tonight... she truly needed it.
*****
Tuesday wasn't any better. Amy didn't sleep very well and then went into the office with another two hundred emails waiting for her. Two hundred from just eight hours ago! She checked her calendar again and wondered how she was going to get anything done with all the meetings she had scheduled.
Throwing herself into work, into getting the audit report completed, she again worked without lunch, late into the evening. She was so tired and cranky, but was happy to finally be home, happy to have a least a little break before she had to get back into work again.
It had snowed while she was at work, with several inches covering the ground. She pulled into the snow-covered driveway, shaking her head, wondering why Noah didn't shovel it.
She sighed again as she walked in the front door and found that the house still hadn't been cleaned either. He hadn't done a single thing... didn't dust, didn't sweep, didn't take the garbage out or do the dishes. Dirty towels were even lying on the bathroom floor. Everything was a mess! And she seethed in anger again.
It was ok that he didn't want to go to college... she could deal with that. It was ok that he spent time to try to find a good job... she could deal with that. But to simply lay around the house all day long, doing absolutely nothing but masturbate to porn was not ok. Absolutely not ok! Why didn't he see that?
And she barged into his bedroom and told him so. As she did, he was again partially disrobed, laying on his bed with his pants off. His hand had obviously been stroking his shaft, protruding large and proud, as she stood in the doorway and stared at it. Before she could turn away, he'd thrown a pillow over himself, blushing in embarrassment. Then, after a loud moan came from his phone, he struggled to turn it off.
Angry that he was again just laying around and masturbating, she demanded that he clean the house. She demanded that he take out the garbage. She demanded that he go out and shovel the driveway. She demanded that he stop being so lazy when she was working so hard!
He just nodded and said he would, looking at her as if she had two heads.
Frustrated, she pulled out her computer and worked late again and, at 11pm, she took another bubble bath. As she lay back and relaxed in the hot, sudsy water, she grabbed her vibrator and turned it on. The hum was soothing and she quickly associated it with pleasure. She slid the long toy under the surface of the water and slid it along her labia where the vibrations definitely gave her pleasure.
As she slid it over her clit, she closed her eyes and tried to relax more, letting her fantasies play out in her head. Her favorite fantasy came easily, the wealthy, well-dressed man giving her a rose before kissing her. His passionate, strong hands, sliding behind her to hold her tightly to him. He easily picked her up and carried her to the bed and lay her down, before stepping back and undressing for her.
She watched intently, enjoying each area of skin as it was bared for her. His body was exquisite, strong muscled arms, a flat muscled stomach, and chiseled chest. When he slid his pants down, his hard shaft stood proudly. His cock was long and strong, almost throbbing for her as his hand slid up and down its length. She looked up and blinked when she suddenly realized that it was Noah that was standing there, that he was the one stroking his cock while she watched. She couldn't understand why she fantasized about him, but now couldn't stop thinking about his cock.
Her clit pulsed as she saw him in her mind again, saw him stroking himself over her and heard him moan. Somehow, she found herself so close to him, her face so close to his cock as she stared at it and felt her mouth watering with desire. It was right over her face... so close to her mouth. Its large, bulbous head just waiting to be sucked.
Suddenly her clit burst with pleasure, her entire body shaking, slashing water everywhere as a powerful orgasm overwhelmed her.
"Fuck," she moaned when she finally pulled the vibrator away and turned it off. She shook her head, wondering why she was suddenly thinking of Noah at a time like this. Then, for the rest of the night, her dreams were invaded by Noah... erotic, sex-ridden dreams that both disturbed and delighted her as she seemed to have orgasm after orgasm, giving and receiving.
*****
When she woke on Wednesday, her mind was still reeling from her dreams. They were disturbing and left her body stimulated. She could somewhat understand where they came from. She'd been divorced from Noah's dad for nearly ten years now. And after the divorce, she had to devote her entire life between work and Noah. She didn't have time for a social life. She didn't have time for dating. Thinking back, she realized that she hadn't had a date since the divorce... and hadn't had sex for a couple years longer than that even.
Surely that was what was bothering her now, that was what her mind was focusing on. She had seen Noah naked, saw his long, hard, beautiful cock before he hid it away... she had even known he had been masturbating. All those thoughts and images had played in her mind and had corrupted her fantasies.
It was another hard day at work that day and her fantasies quickly took a back seat. With all the work on her plate, she didn't have time to think about anything else. When work finally ended at 6pm, she sighed, knowing that tonight... FINALLY... was her regular massage night. And boy did she need it!
She left work and rushed to the salon, eager for some relaxation... And in twenty minutes, she was lying on her stomach, completely naked, with Colin's young, strong hands making her body feel like rubber. The twenty-two-year-old blond surfer-boy had a wonderful ability to do that.
"Oh my gosh, you are SO tense," Colin said, working on Amy's shoulder. "You've got quite a few knots."
"Ooooh," she moaned as Colin found one and worked it. "Yeah... I feel like I have a lot of knots," Amy sighed. Colin's magic hands were quickly easing her tension.
"How's work?"
"Oh, it's been really stressful lately," Amy sighed. "This is a really, really busy time of year for me. I'm working between eight and twelve hours a day."
"Everything going ok at home? How's your son doing?" Colin's hands moved down, working lower on Amy's back now.
"To tell you the truth, I think that's probably where most of my stress comes from," Amy said, obviously still a little upset. "He's just been so... lazy... lately. He's nineteen... doesn't go to school... doesn't have a job. All he does is sit around the house all day. He won't even do simple chores. And... I keep catching him sitting around and watching porn."
"I bet that's rough. You've been divorced how long now?" the young man asked.
"Oh... um... ten years or so," Amy replied.
"No dates?"
"No... I work so much and I didn't want to disrupt Noah's life. The teen years require a lot of attention, driving him here and there."
"Ok... ok, that's true," Colin nodded as if recalling his own teen years. "Well, you just relax now. Time to let me help you de-stress a little bit. I'll make sure this is the best massage you've ever had."
"Good," Amy moaned as Colin worked her lower back, his hands sometimes straying onto her ass. "I need something to help ease this tension. I almost need a massage every day. That or sex," she giggled.
"I'm sorry if this is a little too personal, but... do you... masturbate?"
That was definitely a personal question and it caught Amy off-guard. "Oh... um... yeah... sometimes." She hoped she didn't sound too pervy or anything. Things like that could be really touchy to some people.
"Ok... ok," Colin nodded again. "That helps de-stress you. So... yeah, I'm really going to be working into you today. You'll feel like a new woman when you leave."
Colin walked down to the end of the table and started working on Amy's feet, digging his fingertips into sensitive spots that Amy had never known about. Each pressed spot sent a blast of pleasure through Amy's body.
"Oh, that feels so nice," Amy whispered, her eyes closed, moaning every time Colin hit a sensitive spot. She could feel her body relaxing even more as well as feeling a little... excited. Colin really knew just what he was doing.
"I'm glad you're enjoying it," Colin smiled. The young man looked down at his client, his eyes slowly drifting over her ass and between her slightly spread thighs. There was definitely something there he'd like to give more attention to. "So, you haven't dated in a while then?"
"No... my husband was the only man I've ever been with," Amy slurred, feeling her body completely melt in the young man's hands.
"Really?" Colin asked, surprised. "You haven't dated for ten years or even... maybe even... just had a little fun?"
"No," Amy said, adjusting her head slightly as Colin started massaging Amy's calves. Her brow furrowed as one word confused her. "What do you mean... a little fun?"
"You know... having fun... just a fun time with another man... or a woman... whatever. Just sex. Not caring for anything more than the pleasure of the moment."
"Oh... no," Amy said almost too confidently, shaking her head, a little embarrassed. "We, uh, met in high school and I just never..."
"So you've only had sex with one person, your whole life?"
"Yeah," Amy nodded. "And I've never even thought about being with a woman."
"Really? Huh..." Colin seemed surprised, as if everyone but Amy had tried it.
"Well... I mean, don't get me wrong, women are beautiful," Amy said. "I just never even thought of the possibility."
"You should," Colin said softly, his hands starting to work on the back of Amy's thighs. "Anything's possible if you keep your options open. You just open your mind a little bit. You know... maybe it would help your stress if you stopped trying to control everything and just kinda let things happen... just go with the flow."
Amy thought about it a second, wondering if she could do that... could she ever just let things happen. Could she let things happen with anyone? A complete stranger? A... a woman? "I wouldn't even know how to start living like that."
"I think you're over complicating it just a little bit," Colin said as he worked the base of Amy's ass and the very top of her thighs. His hands slid easily between Amy's legs, pulling them a little wider apart, tugging at the flesh that was so close to her... privates.
"Have you ever... you know... had a little fun?" Amy asked. She had a feeling that Colin was hitting on her, that maybe the young man was looking for a change in their relationship. Even though he wasn't much older than her son, she was mentally entertaining the idea.
"Oh, I've definitely been with a few women, yes. Most didn't expect anything more than a one night stand," he said, obviously smiling. "I've even been with several older women... a couple that were married."
"Older women? Wow! Really?" Amy asked, surprised.
"Mmhmm... that's where I find the most pleasure, really. Older women are so lovely. They're beautiful creatures. And it's always nice to appreciate someone so beautiful. We both win... they get a young, virile man with stamina who doesn't expect a relationship... nothing more than just a fun time... and I get someone who's experienced and confident in themselves."
Amy smiled. She hoped Colin thought of her like that. She blushed a little. "I... I just don't even know where I'd go, you know, to meet someone to experiment with."
"Oh, believe me, for a woman like you, there are interested men... and women... EVERYWHERE," Colin smiled. "I'm sure you wouldn't have any problem finding someone to experiment with if you keep your eyes open."
"I don't know," Amy said, blushing again.
"You need to have more confidence. You're so beautiful."
Suddenly, Colin, standing beside the massage table, pulled the towel off Amy, sending a little cold air over her body and making Amy squeal and jump a little in surprise.
"Oh... I'm sorry," Colin smiled, obviously not too sorry. "Is this ok?"
"Yeah," Amy nodded uncertainly. "It's ok." She felt so exposed, so... naked... now.
"Time to turn over," he said, playfully slapping Amy on the ass. Amy giggled and turned over on the massage table, making sure not to move too far for fear of falling off. When she was done, she could see the delight in Colin's eyes. "Wow, your breasts are absolutely beautiful."
"Oh... um... thank you," Amy blushed. She was rather proud of her C-cup breasts. They were high on her chest and were topped by small, pointed nipples. Nipples that were very hard now... hard and sensitive.
Colin moved to the head of the table and started working on Amy's shoulders and neck again, his hands slowly working down to Amy's upper chest as he obviously stared at her breasts.



"You know, one thing that can really help de-stress a woman... is a breast massage."
"Yeah?" Amy asked, feeling nervous and exposed.
"Mmhmm." Without even waiting, Colin grabbed each breast in his hands and squeezed them, pulling from the base to the nipple to massage them.
"You, uh... you don't normally massage my breasts," she said nervously. This was very different than the massage Colin usually gave her.
"I like to mix it up," Colin smiled down at her. "With high stress women, I like to focus on the more... important... areas rather than just a general massage."
Colin's hands worked both her breasts simultaneously, making Amy squirm, especially when his fingertips grazed her sensitive nipples. Then he grabbed a single breast with both hands, squeezing and pulling it, with the fingers of both hands now swirling over her nipple, rolling and pinching it.
"Your hands are so perfect," Amy moaned, looking up at Colin with half-opened eyes. She could sense his cock at the crown of her head, could feel it press against her scalp as he moved his hands down to her abdomen, stroking there for a moment.
"I'm glad you're enjoying it."
"It's like you know just how to touch me," she whispered.
"I've been around a few years," he almost chuckled. "I know just what the female body needs."
"Yes, you certainly do," Amy moaned softly. She watched as Colin moved to her feet again, taking one in his hand and lifting it. This move spread her legs, giving him a good view of her pussy. She could see his eyes move there again and again, as if he really wanted a better look. She moaned as he set her foot down and then moved to the other foot, repeating the process.
When he set her foot down, he moved to the side of the table and began massaging up her leg, his fingers moving inside, between them as he worked perpendicular to the muscle. Each pull spread her legs a little more, exposing more and more of her pussy. She moaned as he worked higher and higher, his hands on her thigh, working deep between them.
"Ohhhh... That's so good," she moaned, wishing, praying that he'd just grab her pussy, take her and make her cum. But he just kept teasing her. "I've been thinking about what you said about not being so set in my ways."
"Oh yeah? And?" Colin asked, sounding definitely interested.
"Yeah... I, uh... I think I should maybe experiment," she said. "Have a little fun for a change."
"I'm really proud of you," he said, working her abdomen, just above her bush. His hands had made her so wet and excited. "I'm so glad you decided to open up your mind a little bit. Just keep your eyes open... you'll definitely find someone to play with."
Amy smiled, absolutely knowing that he was wanting her to ask him out on a date. He was wanting her to ask him to be a little... naughty. Maybe he was thinking she'd ask him to touch her... to give her a happy ending to the massage. She was seriously considering it.
"And that's the end of the session," he said suddenly, stepping back. "Let me grab a towel for you." He reached behind himself for a fresh towel to hand her.
"Uh... what do you mean?" she asked, shocked. This wasn't anything like what she expected. "That wasn't that long, was it?"
"I'm afraid that was our normal, 60-minute session," he said.
"What about all that stuff you said?" she asked. "And... you've been checking me out this whole time."
"I'm sorry," he said sincerely. "I didn't mean to mislead you."
"But I thought all that stuff you said was..."
"You thought I was coming on to you?"
"Well... I mean... yeah," she said, sounding upset.
"To be honest... I kinda was," he admitted, nodding. "I mean, you're an incredibly beautiful woman. And I think we could have a wonderfully fun time together. But we'll have to arrange something another day. I'll see you again next week. We can talk more then. Until then... maybe... you know... maybe you can keep your eyes open... explore a little... and get rid of some of that tension."
Amy nodded. She didn't know what to say or do. Yes, her body was relaxed, every muscle seemingly soft and pliable, but she was on fire and had no way to release it. She could feel her nipples, so hard and tight, her pussy clenching with need.
"Go ahead and get dressed. I'll see you next week," Colin said and stepped out of the room to give her some privacy.
*****
Amy was on edge the whole way home. Her nipples were throbbing in her bra and she touch them a little, pinching them to try to ease the ache. Her pussy was so wet, she thought her panties were going to be soaked by the time she got home. But the worst part was that her clit was tingling. It made it so very difficult to sit still. She squeezed her thighs, hoping to get a little relief, but it wasn't helping.
When she got home, the driveway was shoveled, but when she got inside, the house was still not as clean as she expected. Noah wasn't to be seen, probably upstairs in his bedroom. So she entered, setting her computer and purse on the dining room table and went into the kitchen. There were still dirty dishes in the sink, obviously the floor hadn't be swept, and there was dust all over the living room.
It seemed like the only thing he did do was take the trash out... but that was last night, getting ready for the pickup this morning... and the can was still down at the curb. He didn't even roll it back up the driveway.
She shook her head. She didn't know what she needed to do to get through to him. It was so frustrating! She slowly walked up the stairs, trying to figure out what to say, and found his bedroom door closed. Without even knocking, she slowly opened it, just an inch, and peeked inside.
Noah was lying back on his bed with his phone in his hand. But his pants were off and his other hand was wrapped around his cock, stroking it. She watched for a moment, watched his hand slowly move up and down his shaft as sexual sounds emanated from his phone. The woman in the porno he was watching was quite vocal.
She licked her lips as she watched, playing with her nipples, teasing and rolling them sending bolts of pleasure right to her already sensitive clit. The massage did something to her... Colin did something to her. She was so overly horny right now and seeing Noah's cock wasn't helping.
"Go with the flow," she whispered to herself. Then she pushed the door open. "Noah!"
He moved quickly, completely surprised, pulling a blanket over himself to hide his lower half. "Mom! Could you knock?"
"The sink is full of dirty dishes and the floor needs swept," she said, stepping inside, stopping at the end of the bed.
"Sorry... I got a little busy," he apologized.
"I never thought I'd end up with such a lazy son," she said. "I thought I taught you better than that. I've been at work all day and you couldn't even do the dishes?"
"Sorry... I was just in a zone," he said, raising his hands in defense. "I'll do the dishes right now, ok?"
"Look... Noah," she said, walking to the side of the bed, keeping him from escaping. She bent over and picked his pants up, tossing them to the floor past the end of the bed. "I work so hard that I can't go out on dates. I don't have the time. I can't even be with guys. Hell I can't even meet guys. Husbands and wives, girlfriends and boyfriends, they're there to help you de-stress. That's one of the things they regularly do. And I haven't had a husband or boyfriend for over ten years now."
Noah looked at her as if she was crazy. He pulled his blanket tighter around himself, making sure he was hidden from view.
"There's only so much my fucking vibrator can do," she said. "And I want something living... something breathing. You're the only man in my life. So, I think it's time you do something nice for me. I think it's time you help me de-stress."
"You... you can't talk to me like that," he said.
"Oh... really?" she said, folding her arms. Her forearms pressed against her breasts pushing them up and out, highlighting them even more. "You live under my roof. You eat my food. You wear clothes that I buy for you. I think I can talk to you any way I like. Unless, of course, you want to go live somewhere else maybe. I mean, where else are you going to live rent free?"
He stared at her. She'd never been so... aggressive... before and it scared him. "I don't know," he said softly.
"So, you're going to do something nice," she said. "'Cause I know you're going to come back to this same spot tomorrow and masturbate all day long while I'm at work. You get your rocks off all day long while I never get the chance to. So, you're gonna do something nice... for me. You want to know what you're gonna do?"
"I know, I know... the dishes... vacuuming... I'll do it now. I promise."
"No... not that," she said. "At least... not right now."
"Well, then what would you like me to do for you?"
"You are going to... help me... relax."
"And how am I going to do that?"
"Well, let's see," she said, crawling up onto the bed. She sat down and leaned back, facing him. "Um... you're gonna help me relax. Right? 'Cause I've been working really hard to support us." She shifted to slide her skirt up her legs, exposing her black, lacy panties beneath. Then she spread her legs and slid her fingers over her panties, touching herself. "How about... you... eat... my pussy? Ok? We'll start there. You can eat my pussy. That's what you're gonna do."
"What?" Noah asked, completely surprised, his eyes widening in shock. "But... but you're my mom."
"Yes, exactly," she said. "So you're going to do what I say. Alright?"
"Um... alright," he agreed. He pushed the blanket off himself, exposing himself to her once again, then rose to his hands and knees to crawl to her.
Amy hooked her finger in her panties and pulled them aside, exposing her beautiful, wet pussy to him. "And you better do a good job. 'Cause I'm in a really shitty mood."
Noah crawled forward and leaned in to kiss her, but she pulled back and turned her head.
"No."
"What?" he said, looking at her in surprise. "I thought this was what you wanted."
She looked at him sternly. "We're not here for some romantic time or some sex fantasy you may have. I just want you to eat my pussy and make me cum."
"Ok, ok," he said backing away, settling on his knees between her spread thighs.
"So I'll just take these off," she said, hooking her thumbs in her panties and rolling back to lift her hips and slide them down her legs. Noah took them as they got close to her feet and helped her pull them free. He tossed them to the end of the bed.
"Now remember," she said, leaning back on her elbows. "You better do a good job."
"Are you absolutely sure about this Mom?"
She nodded and pointed down to her pussy, telling him to lay down and get started. "I'm so sure."
Noah lay on his stomach and moved forward, his mouth and nose an inch from her wetness as he looked at her pussy for the first time. Her inner labia were engorged and distended, curved, and looking like flower petals. At the top, her clit was swollen and throbbing. He'd never seen a clit so big before.
"Go slow," Amy ordered as he began licking, sliding his tongue up her labia for the first time. "Yeah... that's... that's nice."
"Mmm," he moaned, obviously enjoying it himself.
"Oh yes," she panted as he began licking all over her pussy. He hadn't developed any technique yet, just random licking, but it felt good nonetheless. "Yeah, ok... mmhmm... that's good. Right there. Very good, Noah."
He licked along the sides of her clit, making her yelp in appreciation as the pleasure overwhelmed her. Then he slid his tongue back and forth across and over it. She shivered and closed her eyes for a moment. It had been so long... so very fucking long!
"Yes... oh yeah... that's right," she panted, encouraging him to do what she liked. "Yes, I appreciate the enthusiasm. Keep it up. Mmm, that's... that's very good Noah."
Her hips were pushing into his mouth as she got closer and closer to her orgasm. She grabbed his bedspread in her fists, pulling hard. It was coming so fast. Noah slipped his lips around her clit and sucked on it, then licked, then repeated it over and over again.
"Yesssssss," she moaned loudly, feeling her body explode. "Uh! Oh yeah! Yes! Oh, yeah!" Her body shook violently as she came, spraying over his face, chin, and chest. He tried to keep licking, but her hands quickly pushed him away as her pussy became too sensitive.
"Oh my God!" she moaned, grabbing her pussy with both hands to both keep him away and to keep the pleasure rolling over her body. "I have to say, your enthusiasm is very appreciated."
Amy kicked her leg over him and moved off the bed, standing beside it and working her skirt back down. She grabbed her panties off the floor and walked over to the door, leaving Noah on the bed, staring at her in surprise.
"I have an idea," she said as she reached the door. She knew this was a bad idea... probably a very bad idea... but she couldn't help herself. "Maybe... maybe if you clean up around here... we can make a little reward system for you. Ok, then... thank you." She walked out the door and went to her bedroom.
She sat on her bed, still holding her panties, and still panting. She couldn't believe she just did that. She couldn't believe that she just made her son lick her pussy like that. She couldn't deny how good it felt, though. She couldn't deny how relaxed she now was. Just having that wonderful orgasm made everything seem so much better. Maybe Colin was right... maybe all she had to do was just go with the flow.
*****
Thursday came early and Amy drove into work feeling very, very different. Even after working fifteen hours yesterday, she was feeling far more relaxed and her mind was clear. Her stress was gone and she seemed to enjoy the day far more. While the day wasn't much better as far as the number of meetings she was going to attend or the amount of work she had to do, it was far better because of her relaxed outlook.
But as the day moved forward, her stress level did increase, and she couldn't wait to get home to deal with it.
At 2pm, she was called into Melissa's office. She sat in the chair, uneasily, after Melissa asked her to close the door. Melissa was sitting behind her desk, smiling, although Amy thought it looked forced.
"How are you doing?" Melissa asked. "I know you're under a lot of stress this time of year."
"I'm... ok," Amy admitted. "I am really stressed, but I'm doing ok."
"Vincent told me you... kind of... went off on him the other day."
"Yeah... I did. I'm sorry," she apologized. "I was just at the end of my rope that day. I don't really have an excuse. I'll be sure to apologize to him."
"Ok... please do. You look like you're doing a lot better today, though," she said. "You're almost... smiling."
Amy smiled and looked down at the floor, knowing just why she was doing better today. "Yeah... I... uh... blew off some steam last night. That helped a lot."
"Good! That's great!" Melissa gushed. "It seems like it helped a lot. Keep doing that, ok?"
Amy blushed and nodded. Yeah... maybe she should keep doing it.
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When she left work after 6pm and came back to the house, she was pleased to see that it was a little cleaner. Although there was still a lot that wasn't done, the dishes were in the dishwasher and the sink was clean. And most everything was picked up. Noah even had cooked pork roast for dinner and it was in the oven keeping warm. She nodded. It was definitely an improvement.
She set her briefcase and purse on the dining room table, as always, and started walking up the stairs, expecting that Noah was in his room again. His door was closed, but she grabbed the knob and ever-so-slowly turned it, trying to open his door as quietly as possible.
When she finally pushed it open an inch or so, she could see inside and see that Noah was indeed on his bed masturbating again. She shook her head. She couldn't believe that she caught him time and time again, but he never changed. He never even looked at the clock and realized he should do something different now because Mom's coming home any minute now.
She stood in the doorway, peering through the slim opening, watching him masturbate, watching his hand glide up and down his shaft. She knew she shouldn't feel this way, but she felt her mouth water, wanting to taste him, wanting to fuck him. It was such a beautiful cock and she hadn't had one inside her in so long. She waited, patiently, to watch and let him get to the edge.
Just before she thought he was going to cum, just when he was panting, his hand moving so quickly up and down his shaft, she pushed the door and walked into his bedroom. "Noah... you know... what am I going to do?"
Noah quickly covered himself with his bedspread again and set his phone aside. She could see the anguish on his face indicating just how close he was to his orgasm. "Mom! Damn it!"
"I was just thinking, as I was standing here watching you get your rocks off... again," she said, walking to the end of the bed. "I was thinking, you've already eaten my pussy and that took SO much stress away. So, since I pay for fucking everything in this house, here's the plan from now on. Since you get your release any time you want and I don't... when I need a release, when I need to de-stress, I'm gonna call on you. And you're gonna eat my pussy. You're gonna fuck me. And when I feel like sucking your dick, I'm going to. Whenever I want. And that's how you're going to help keep me sane."
"Um... but," he said. He was a bit scared of her right now. She was never this forceful, this brazen before.
"Do you see this body? Don't you think I still deserve sex?"
"Yeah, I do... but..."
She held up a finger to stop him from speaking. "All of this," she looked down her body, "is going to waste. So... right now... I want to cum," she said as she started walking to the side of the bed, unbuttoning her blouse. "Right now, I get to cum. And I want to cum all over your dick." She pulled her blouse off and tossed it aside, then reached behind herself and unzipped her skirt, letting it fall to the floor, too.
"Are you sure about this? I mean..."
"Yeah... don't I look sure?"
"Yeah, you do. Then, I guess... I don't have a choice. You're the boss," he said, watching her, feeling trapped but, strangely, very aroused.
Amy reached behind herself and unfastened her bra, throwing it with the rest of her clothes, then bent over and took her panties off.
"Oh my gosh, those look amazing," Noah whispered in awe, watching her large breasts sway and move with her.
"I figured you liked big tits," she said, pulling the bedspread off of him and crawling up on the bed. "It seems like that's all you watch on your porn." She knelt beside him, looking over his body.
"Can I... can I touch them?"
"Yeah, you can touch them," she said, grabbing his hands and bringing them up to her C-cup breasts. She squeezed his hand which in turn squeezed her breasts, making her moan softly. Then she removed her hands to let him play freely. "Pinch my nipples." Noah grabbed both of her nipples with his fingers and thumb and pinched and rolled them simultaneously. "Ooh... my nipples are so sensitive," she moaned watching him, watching his hands touching her and the wonder in his face.
Noah looked at her breasts like a kid in a candy store. He couldn't believe that he was doing this, that her breasts were right there in his hands. "Oh my God."
"Go ahead... suck on them."
His eyes opened even wider and he leaned forward and slid his lips around one nipple to suck gently. Amy put her hand behind his head, stroking it and holding him. She moaned softly as he enjoyed each nipple completely, making them both so hard and pointed.
"Yes," she moaned. "That feels so good. You're making my pussy so wet."
"Oh my God, your tits are incredible... incredible," he said, slathering his tongue all over her mounds.
She reached down and grabbed his still-hard cock, stroking it. "Let's get you hard so you can be in my pussy. From the looks of it, it won't take long."
Noah released her breasts and sat back to let his mom do whatever she wanted. There was no way he was going to stop her even if he wanted to.
"Yeah, this is nice," she moaned softly, sliding her hand up and down his length. "This'll do nicely." Suddenly, she bent forward and slid her mouth over the head, sucking on it. "You like that?"
"Yes," he whispered, holding his breath as if he never wanted her to stop.
"Mmm... mmhmm... fits just right in my mouth," she moaned, sliding it deeper inside her mouth, sucking on him as she stroked him. "Oh, look at that hard cock. Yeah." She dribbled spit onto his shaft to act as a lubricant and marveled as his cock became granite hard.
Then, holding his cock with one hand, she crawled forward until her pussy met it. "Oh... yeah... let me slide it in there," she panted, pushing her hips down to force his huge rod into her tight, little pussy. "Oh yes... slow... slow... it's been a long time."
Within a minute she bottomed out and started moving back up his length. "That feels so good in my pussy," she panted.
"Oh fuck," Noah moaned, moving his hands first to her waist, then to her ass, grabbing her ass cheeks hard.
"Yeah... grab my ass... just like that," she said as she continued rocking on him. "Oh my God. Oh that feels so fucking good. Oh fuck... right there... you're so deep." In a minute she was moving faster, grinding her hips into him one minute, then bouncing on his cock the next, enjoying every sensation.
Noah was panting, looking up at her, squeezing her ass and sucking on her bouncing nipples like he couldn't get enough of her. "Uh!" he grunted, feeling his own orgasm rapidly rising, his cock twitching inside her pussy.
"Yeah... I like that... it feels so... fucking... good," Amy moaned, feeling her orgasm rushing in. She was panting, holding her breath one minute, then letting it out quickly, feeling this long-lost pleasure pouring over her once again. "Oh God... it feels so fucking good. Oh! Oh!" Suddenly her hips started moving erratically as she held her breath, her body flushing pink. "Oooooooooh!" she suddenly groaned as she came hard, her cum flooding over his abdomen and cock.
She was still panting as she moved off his lap and sat on the edge of the bed. She could hear him still panting as she started picking up her clothes. She looked at him and he was slowly stroking himself again. His cock was still so hard. She realized he hadn't cum yet.
She nodded. "Go ahead... get yourself off."
He looked at her, a little puzzled.
"Go ahead. I want to watch you."
He seemed uncertain as his hand moved up and down his shaft, looking at her still-naked body. Amy stood beside his bed, watching her son stroke his cock from just two feet away. It was far, far better than the view she had from the crack in the door. She brought a hand to her breast and started teasing her nipple, feeling the pleasure flow over her again as she watched his hand move even faster.
"Yes... God that's hot," she whispered. She knew that she was his little porn movie now and slid her other hand between her legs, circling her fingers around her clit. She leaned back against the wall and thrust her hips forward to make sure he got a really good view. "You like watching me finger myself?"
"Oh fuck," he panted as he watched her and within a minute both of them watched his cum jet high into the air, again and again, then fall onto the bed. "Uh! Uh!" he panted as the spray seemed to continue until it finally just drooled from the tip.
"God... that was hot," Amy whispered, licking her lips. Then she picked up her clothes and left to go back to her room as Noah watched her ass sway with each step.
Work the rest of the night was a blur. She felt so incredibly relaxed that everything just seemed to get completed. Without the stress, time seemed to go so swiftly. She stopped at midnight and went to bed.
*****
She awoke early on Friday morning. It was still dark out when she kicked the blankets off and glanced at the clock... 5am. She stretched a moment, then stood and slowly walked towards Noah's bedroom, smiling. She felt so good... and she just wanted that little extra kick this morning.
She quietly opened his door. Her eyes had already adjusted to the light, so she could see him lying on his back, sleeping soundly. She slowly walked to the end of the bed, her mouth already starting to water, and she pulled the blankets to the side, slowly exposing his lower body. She crawled up onto the bed, beside his legs, until her head was hovering over his hips.
As always, he was wearing his pajama bottoms and a t-shirt. She put her hand on his leg, slowly moving it higher, feeling his young, strong muscles beneath the thin material. She slid it even higher, moving it to capture his cock in her palm. She grabbed it softly, felt it, then cradled and squeezed his balls below.
"Mmm," she moaned softly, stroking him a little through his pajama bottoms. Her fingers curled slightly, forming around his growing shaft as much as she could, and stroked him, slowly and softly. She bent down and lightly bit and kissed the head of his cock through the material.
She crawled, moving between his legs and, while her face was inches away, both her hands slid up and down the sides of his cock, framing it, stroking it, making it grow bigger and bigger right before her eyes.
She grabbed the string that held his pants up and tugged on it, untying it. Then she grabbed the waistband with both hands and pulled, inching it down his legs until they were down below his knees.
"Mmm, I'm just going to have to have this," she said softly, trying not to wake him as she started stroking his bare, naked shaft. He was so soft now, but growing rapidly, and her mouth watered as she longed to taste him. She bent down and kissed the head before sliding it between her lips and sucking on it.
She slid him deeper into her mouth, moving up and down his shaft as he slept above her. She wondered what kind of dreams he was having right at this moment. She imagined they'd be quite sexy.
"What's going on?" he said, waking up suddenly and partially sitting up. He could see her in the dim light, see her head bobbing up and down on him as she so wonderfully sucked on his cock.
"Shhhh," she said, when she finally released it from her mouth. Her hand continued to stroke it. "I need to de-stress again before work. I really appreciated these last two days... and I really need to be at my best today. So, I just thought I'd come in here and have a little fun this morning."
She slid him deep into her mouth again, letting her tongue work on the underside as she moved her mouth up his shaft and then off again.
"You're just gonna lay there and shut the fuck up," she said. "Right? Just lay back and relax. You're good at that."
"Yeah," he whispered.
Amy grabbed his pajama bottoms again and pulled them off both his legs, tossing them aside. Then she settled more comfortably between his legs and swallowed him once again. Beneath her mouth, she slowly stroked him.
"Oh," he moaned. "Oh my God."
Amy giggled. "That's right... just lay back and relax. You're just my fucking toy right now." She looked up at him and smiled. "I never thought how much fun it could be. If I had this every day when I got home from work, I'd be a very happy woman."
She stroked him a little faster, then dropped her mouth over him again and bobbed her head up and down quickly.
"Oh that feels so good."
"Mmhmm," she moaned, then released him from her mouth. "See? You'll always give me what I need. We're family. We take care of each other. This is just what I need. Yeah... oh God... you should have seen me at work yesterday. I kept thinking about you sticking your tongue in my fucking pussy and making me cum. Yeah... it made the day so much better. And this will make my Friday awesome, too."
She moaned as she sucked on him again, as if delighting in having his cock in her mouth. "Mmmm... I want more... I need more. I'm gonna milk this fucking dick and get all that fucking cum out of you. Give me that dick," she said, sliding it deep into her throat, making herself gag and cough on it.
GLUG GLUG GLUG!
"Oh my God," he moaned, watching her, his eyes wide from the pleasure he was feeling.
"Yeah?" she asked after removing his cock, coughing and sputtering. She smiled up at him, looking into his surprised face. "Yeah, that's it! Does that feel really good?"
"Yes," he said curtly. He was getting so close he could barely even breathe.
"You know what I want now?" she smiled up at him, both of them watching her hand stroking fast. "I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste your cum."
He nodded fast. "Oh God... oh yeah! I'm gonna cum... any minute."
She smiled. "And you better not spill that fucking shit all over these sheets."
"Ok," he moaned. "Oh my God."
"You better cum in my fucking mouth, young man!"
She slid her mouth over the head of his cock and sucked while stroking rapidly below her mouth.
Pleasure was erupting all over his body as her mouth and hand continued to work him over. When he felt her free hand cradle his balls and then her fingertip start to circle his asshole, his ass clenched tight and his cum blew from him.
"Oh! Oh!" he yelled, as he sprayed into her mouth. He could hear her sucking and panting, trying to swallow and breathe as a gallon of cum filled her mouth. In less than a minute, he was moaning again, the pleasure almost too much as Amy stroked his cock, trying to force all of his cum to the tip, for her waiting tongue to lick off.
"Ah... good job. That's *my* cum," she giggled, rising to her knees, licking and wiping his cum off her lips with the back of her hand. "Thank you for giving me all your cum, son. Now... put your clothes back on. I better get ready for work. You go back to sleep."
She got off the bed and started walking out the door to go shower and get ready for work. "Whew! That was good!"
Friday was difficult at work. She was lucky that she started the day on such a high note. Meeting with her boss, Melissa, and then others in her office, like Vincent and Lauren, she spent much of the day unable to get anything done that she needed to. She still had deadlines that were coming fast. She nodded as she drove home, planning out how many hours she could work over the weekend and wondering if she could get everything done.
On top of it all, she was starting to get a headache from it all.
She pulled into the garage and grabbed her briefcase and computer out of the trunk and walked into the house. Noah was sitting in the living room, watching a movie. Everything looked... normal... but different.
"Hey, Noah," she said, looking at him suspiciously. He was just watching a movie. Like a normal, average young man instead of being in his bedroom masturbating to porn. "You... picked up in the living room... and vacuumed," she said. "And dusted? Wow!"
She continued walking, setting her briefcase and computer down in the dining room on her way to the kitchen. She could hear Noah getting up and following behind her. She entered the kitchen and immediately noticed the difference.
"Oh look, you did the dishes," she smiled in wonder. She opened the dishwasher and noted it was empty. "And put them all away. Wiped down the counters."
"Mmhmm," he said softly, smiling at her.
"And it looks like you swept and mopped the kitchen floor!"
"I did. Just like I said I would," he said, smiling, leaning against the archway between the kitchen and dining room.
"And the upstairs bathroom?" she asked, stepping towards him, smiling.
"Yep, cleaned that as well."
"Well, thank you!" she said, hugging him. "I'm so proud of you! You've really stepped it up around here. It really means a lot to me."
"I really appreciate you saying that, Mom," he said as they broke their hug. "I'm just trying to help out."
"Well, you did a great job today, honey, and it means so much to me," she said, taking his hand. "Here... come with me." She led him back into the living room and had him sit on the couch. She stood in front of him, looking down at him. "You deserve a special treat, since you've worked so hard to help me out today, to thank you. And I just want to say... as the man of the house... you deserve everything that comes with it. Which means... me."
"Oh shit... ok," he said, getting a good idea what she was talking about.
"I mean, this is my house..." Her hands played with her blouse and the buttons, sliding her hands over and around her breasts, teasing him, as she licked her lips. "And you're the only man living in it."
"Yeah... Are you sure?" he asked, surprised yet again. He was shocked enough the first time, when she made him lick her pussy... then the second time when she fucked him... and then, waking up just this morning with his dick in her mouth. This was just mind blowing to him.
"Yeah," she smiled, deviously, "I'm definitely sure."
She slowly unbuttoned her blouse, starting at the top and working her way down. With every button release, she showed more and more skin. Her bra underneath was black and lacy, bulging a little to contain her C-cup breasts.
"Right here?" he asked in shock. "You want to do it right here?"
"Yes," she nodded, smiling. "Right here."
"Oh shit, Mom."
She tossed her blouse aside, then reached back and unfastened her bra. She smiled at him, seductively, as she slid it down her arms and off, watching his eyes grow big at the sight of her breasts.
"Are we really going to do this again?" he asked.
She nodded. "I'm a woman with needs. And with all the stress at work for the next few months, I'm going to have a lot of needs."
"I can't resist you, you know," he said softly. She was definitely a weakness of his. He'd been fantasizing about her for so long now. And all this was moving so fast now.
"Yeah?" she smiled. She reached behind herself and unzipped her skirt, tossing it aside as well. She stood in front of him in just her black, lacy panties, and smiled down at him. She was so excited and couldn't wait to feel him inside her again. "What if I don't want you to resist this?"
She put her hands around her pussy, framing it, as if highlighting it for him. "Remember this son? You know... as a man of the house, you get to... fuck... the woman of the house."
"Oh my God," he whispered, watching her in excitement.
"You help me in so many ways. But I think you know the way that I need help the most."
"What's that?"
"Just lay back," she said as she hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and pushed them down and off.
"Oh my God," Noah moaned, watching her, staring at her pussy.
She turned around and grabbed her ass cheek firmly. "I know you like this ass."
"Oh I do," he nodded.
She smiled. "You know how many times I caught you staring at it?"



"Probably a lot."
Amy crawled up onto his lap, straddling his legs and began grinding against him, her hands on his shoulders. She looked down at him as he sat in amazement, his eyes not knowing where to look... her face... her breasts... or her pussy.
"Ooh, I feel that dick," she moaned softly. "It feels nice and hard. Are you hard for me Noah?"
"Yes," he whispered.
She slowly slid out of his lap and moved to her knees between his legs. She leaned forward and kissed him, slowly moving down his body, kissing his neck, chest, and abdomen, slowly moving closer and closer to his raging hardon.
"Oh fuck," he whispered as he watched her lick his dick through his jeans. It was so erotic watching her tongue slide up over his bulge, and her smile as she obviously loved doing it.
She giggled softly. "I want your dick again. I want it. I want to show you how appreciative I am of you."
She grabbed the button of his jeans with both hands and unfastened it, then pulled the zipper down. "Mmhmm... take these off."
"Oh," he moaned as if he could barely speak. He watched her unfasten his pants and pull them down and off his legs, tossing them aside.
Amy grabbed his cock and brought it in front of her face, resting it against her skin. He was long, measuring from her chin all the way to the top of her head, and the skin was so soft and warm. She licked it from the base to the top, watching his reaction the entire time. "Mmhmm," she moaned softly. Then she slid him into her mouth, sucking on him while she stroked his shaft. He was so hard, so incredibly hard.
"Mmm, you like that?" she asked, then slid the head into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it. "Mmhmm."
"Oh fuck," he panted.
"You know... I love sucking on this dick," she smiled. "It's my new favorite plaything. It's so good. God that's so good! Mmhmm." She sucked on him, bobbing her head up and down as he moaned above her, making his cock so hard and wet.
She smiled as she then sat back on her heels, just holding his cock upright, and stood. "You want to fuck me, Son?" She slid into his lap.
"Can I?"
"Oh, fuck, I want to." Amy slid the head of his cock over and around her pussy, sliding it back and forth across her clit. Her pussy was wet and hot, drooling her juices onto his shaft. "It feels so good to have your cock touching my pussy like this."
"Oh God, keep doing that," he moaned, feeling her heat and the softness of her pussy against it once again.
"You see how wet you're getting my little pussy?" she whispered, sliding her hand through her pussy and then raising it up to show just how wet her fingers were. "Yeah," she smiled, sliding him against her again, so she could grind into his cock a little. "Just like that."
"Please!" he begged. "Can you put it in Mom?"
She smiled, then lined the head up with her hold on him and pushed down on him, sliding him inside her wetness. "Oh, that's right," she said as she slid as far down as she could, then started fucking him. "Fuck me. Oh fuck! You're the man of the house now, and that's your pussy. Show me you how badly you want it."
Noah grabbed and held her hips tightly while moving his hips up and down, fucking up into her slowly as she moved her body to fuck him back.
"Oh, goddamn!" she panted, looking up at the ceiling and closing her eyes, moaning at the pleasure. "That dick barely fits in my little pussy."
"Oh fuck," he panted, watching her move on him, riding his cock.
"Uh huh... uh huh... It feels so fucking good."
She moved her hips fast for a moment, then settled into a more even cadence. His cock fit inside her like a glove, perfect, touching every spot that she needed. Firing off all her pleasure spots.
"Yes, yes, yes! Oh shit! Oh my God.... oh my God," she panted.
"Your pussy feels so warm," he said.
"Oh, damn! Oh my God, you have the best dick ever!" she said proudly. His cock was deep inside her when she ground her clit into his abdomen. The pleasure built rapidly, his cock filling her so fully coupled with her clit being teased. She moaned in heat. "Oh fuck! Yes, yes, yes. Oh my God! Oh my God!"
Then suddenly she came, gushing her juices all over his cock, her body shuddering and shaking wildly. She fell forward, his face sliding between her bouncing breasts as she hugged him.
"Damn, this is exactly what I fucking needed," she panted as she started to recover. All her stress along with her headache was completely gone. "Here... let's try this." She pulled off his lap and knelt on the couch, facing towards the back, with Noah standing behind her. Her ass was so beautifully displayed for him as he stood there, his cock throbbing behind her.
"Go ahead," she said, "slide it in me". She looked back at him over her shoulder.
Noah pushed his cock against her pussy and it slid right into position. With just a slight push of his hips, the head pierced her again, and his cock disappeared into her sodden flesh.
"Oh my God... fuck yeah!" she moaned, excitedly.
"Your pussy feels really good," he said. He started thrusting hard and fast, trying to force his own orgasm as the pleasure rapidly built.
"Ahhhhh," she moaned, smiling, her body rattled by his fast past. "Oh... that feels... really nice. Your father... never fucked me... like this! That's a... good boy."
"Oh my God, Mom... your pussy feels so fucking tight," he grunted. His orgasm was coming quickly now and he slapped his hips into her, fucking her hard and deep.
"Because it's... not been fucked... in forever," she giggled, barely able to breathe or think with the pounding she was receiving. "Oh... fuck. Oh, that dick... feels so good... in my pussy. I fucking... deserve this!"
"God, your pussy just feels so good," he panted, grabbing her hips more firmly now to keep her from falling forward. She was having trouble maintaining her position because of the pleasure, her body ready to give out at any moment.
"Oh, yes, yes, yes!" she panted, her body exploding once again in orgasm. She could barely control her muscles, barely stay kneeling like that. It was only by Noah's hands holding her hips that she didn't fall on the couch or even the floor. She reached back, her shaking hand telling him to stop for a second. He let her hips go and pulled his cock from her.
"Oh my fucking God," she moaned, her eyes blinking as her brain processed all the pleasure that had overwhelmed it.
"You know what I want now, son?" she asked, lying on the couch, breathing hard, recovering. "I want you to cum in my mouth."
"Yeah?" he smiled.
"Uh huh, I want to taste your cum again." She sat up and sat on the edge of the couch, grabbing his hips and pulling him closer. She had to bend forward a little so that his cock was perfectly lined up with her mouth. She pulled him until his cock slid perfectly between her lips. And she directed him to start fucking her mouth.
"Oh fuck," he moaned, feeling her mouth and tongue clamp down on his shaft. He grabbed her head with both hands and started fucking her as before, treating her mouth like her pussy. "Oh... yes!"
She could taste her own pussy juices on his cock and knew that would happen a lot from now on. Her focus was now on him, getting him to cum as hard as he could. She giggled a little as his hands clamped her head tighter, his hips moving more erratically as his orgasm rushed over him.
"Ah! Ah! Ah!" he yelled as he gushed into her mouth, over and over, filling it faster than she could swallow it. She was breathing hard through her nose, his thick cream pouring down her throat.
When he finally stopped spraying, his hard shaft just drooling cum, she held the head in her mouth, running her tongue over it, sucking lightly as she looked up at him.
He looked down and smiled. "Oh fuck! Oh my God, that felt so good."
*****
The next week was so much better. Amy couldn't believe how different it was now that she was having sex again... and with her son even! She knew it was wrong. It was very wrong. But she didn't have a choice... and it really did feel good. He was almost the perfect husband now, keeping the house clean, making dinner, and doting over her. He was, frankly, better than her ex-husband.
When the next Wednesday came, she went to her massage appointment feeling like a new woman. She lay naked on the massage table, face down, as Colin entered again.
"Good evening, Amy. How are you feeling today?" he asked as he grabbed his oil bottle and slid it into the holster on his belt.
"Much, much better," she said, smiling.
"Yeah? That's great!" Colin squirted some of the oil on his hands and rubbed them together to warm it up. Then he began working on her back. Slowly, Amy melted in his hands again as he eased the tension in her back, then moved to the head of the table and started working on her shoulders and neck.
"Things change at work?" Colin asked as he moved into position.
Amy put her chin in her hands so that she was looking straight ahead, straight at Colin's crotch. "No... more like... changes at home."
"Oh... so your son is doing better now?"
She giggled as she slid one hand to the end of the massage table, close to his obvious bulge. She licked her lips as she envisioned what he looked like behind his pants. "Mmhmm... much better."
"That's good to hear. You don't have so many knots this time. So whatever you did has really helped."
"Mmmm," she moaned softly, slowly sliding her other hand to the edge of the table, too. She licked her lips in anticipation. "I took your advice."
"Yeah? I gave good advice?" he laughed. "What was that?"
"You suggested I just let things happen and... go with the flow," she said. Her fingers started sliding along his bulge letting her feel his erection grow even more.
"Oh... uh," he said, stopping his massage for a second. Her hands were unexpected, but felt really good.
She untied the string holding his uniform pants up and she pulled them down a little, exposing his cock. It flopped towards her face, long and thick, almost throbbing in anticipation. "I think I want to let things happen now, too." She inched her body forward and slid him into her mouth, sucking on the head.
"Ok... ok... I think that's a wonderful idea."
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Human Resources: The Intern, Kaylee, Part 1
"OH MY GOSH!", Kaylee Farmer screamed excitedly when she opened and read the letter. It was from the Michelle Pruit Advertising Firm, the firm to which she'd applied for an intern position. A member of their HR department had visited her small, Missouri college, Harris-Stowe State University, and had seemed to be pleased with her interview. But it seemed like it took forever for them to finally make a decision. She'd almost written them off and figured she'd just work at the local ice-cream parlor again this year.
But the letter was clear. Mrs. Nicole Patterson, the HR directory at the Firm, told her they had accepted her! She was going to start May 26th for a three-month position. That was only three weeks away! There was so much to do!
She quickly called her parents to tell them.
"That's great!" her Mom, Rebecca, said, almost crying herself. She knew just how badly Kaylee wanted this position. "I'm so proud of you!"
"Thanks Mom," Kaylee's smile was evident, even over the phone. "The letter says that they typically have intern rooms in a hotel nearby, but that there's construction going on. They want me to stay with my boss initially. Her name is Emily Bostwick. And...," she paused for effect, "you're not going to believe this..."
"What?" Rebecca said.
"She has a condo on the twenty-first floor that overlooks Central Park!" Kaylee said excitedly, squealing and bouncing up and down. "I can't even imagine what a great view that'll be. Oh my gosh! I'm so excited!"
"Wow! This will be a wonderful opportunity for you!"
"How close is this place to work?" her Dad, Brian, ever protective of his little girl asked. "I don't want you wandering the streets too often. You know the more you're out there the more likely something bad is going to happen to you."
"Dad! I'll be ok," Kaylee said, trying to calm his nerves. "I'm sure it's pretty close. But we can see for ourselves. You're going to come with me, right? To help me move in?"
"Oh, honey, I can't," Rebecca said. "The hospital is too understaffed at the moment. But your father should be able to take you."
"Yeah, I can go," he said. "You need to be there when?"
"Early enough on Sunday so we can scope the area out and then unload my stuff at Ms. Bostwick's condo."
"Ok. I'll book the flights. I'll pick you up from your dorm on the way to the airport, then."
"What are you going to do for them? Do you know?" Rebecca asked.
"I'm not really sure. Ms. Bostwick is the head of the Digital Graphics department so I assume I'll be working on print advertisement."
"Oooh... it sounds so exciting!" Rebecca gushed, truly excited for her daughter.
*****
Brian picked Kaylee up from her dorm at the college on Saturday and loaded the three suitcases into his car. Then they drove to the airport and checked it in. The two-and-a-half-hour flight seemed to go quickly, with Kaylee's excitement growing every minute, and exploding when she saw the skyscrapers of New York City through the airplane's window. She couldn't wait!
Brian grabbed a rental car, loaded the suitcases into it, and started to drive around the city. GPS got them around, although driving in the city was far worse than driving in Billings, Missouri. A city of nineteen million people was far, far different than the one thousand they'd left. Even the two-hundred-and-eighty thousand people in St. Louis where Kaylee's college was located didn't even compare. This was truly the BIG city.
They located and drove by Central Park Towers, where she'd be living for the next few weeks, drove around the area to get her a little familiar with it, and drove by the Firm. Then they went to their hotel for the night, about a forty-five minute drive outside the city.
On Sunday afternoon, they drove back into the city to move Kaylee in. Brian parked in a temporary loading zone and pulled the three suitcases from the car, then they made their way inside. A security officer checked his list and let them in, directing them to the elevators where they rode up to the twenty-first floor.
There were only two apartments on this floor of the building, and Kaylee rang the bell for apartment B. In just a minute, the door opened and a beautiful, middle aged woman opened the door.
"You must be Kaylee," she said, extending her hand to shake Kaylee's. "I'm Ms. Bostwick."
"Hi! It's nice to meet you. I'm Kaylee," the young woman said nervously.
"Hi," Brian said as he took the woman's hand into his own. "I'm Brian... Kaylee's dad. Nice to meet you." He was struck by her beauty. She was older, his age, with lightly greying brown hair that she kept pinned back. She was wearing a simple dress, which appeared to be tied at her left hip. It went down to her knees, but the front had a deep opening that revealed a lot of cleavage. It made him a bit tongue-tied as he imagined the whole thing coming undone with just a little tug on the tie at her hip.
"Please, please," Emily Bostwick said, stepping aside to let them enter. "Come in."
Kaylee was shocked at how beautiful the place looked. This was almost a dream come true for her. The short entry hallway led into a spacious kitchen, dining room, then a living room. Large windows were on two walls, providing a gorgeous view of the city skyline and the park below. By one set of windows, in the corner, was a hot tub. "Wow," she whispered.
"You have a very beautiful home," Brian said softly, taking it all in himself. This was far more opulent than he'd ever seen, too. He knew she was paying a lot of money to live here. She was probably paying more per month than he made in six.
"Thank you," Emily smiled warmly. Her smile made them both melt. It was both warm and inviting as well as sensual. "There's not much to show you otherwise," she giggled. "You pretty much see the whole place." She walked towards a short hallway with three closed doors. "Here's your room."
Brian and Kaylee pulled her suitcases across the stone floor as Emily opened the bedroom. It was a smaller room, about the same size as her room in Missouri, with a full-size bed and two dressers. The closet was good sized, plenty of room for the amount of clothing Kaylee brought. She opened the blinds, but noticed that this angle only showed the high-rise next door; not a view to get excited about.
"This is so nice! Thank you for letting me stay here," the young, short, brunette said.
"Oh, no," Emily said. "It's no problem at all. I'm just sorry that the intern rooms are not available right now. You'd probably prefer your own space. But we'll make due here."
Brian looked at his watch and realized his flight was leaving soon. "Well, baby, I better get going. My flight leaves in two hours."
"Ok," she said, wrapping her arms around him for a big hug. "Thank you for coming with me. I'll call you a lot and let you know how things are going."
"We'll miss you," he said, kissing her forehead and releasing her.
"I'm glad you could come see where she's staying," Emily said. "Don't worry. I'll make sure she stays safe."
"Thank you," he said, grateful for Emily taking care of his little girl.
After his last goodbyes, Brian left the two of them alone.
"How about going out for some dinner?" Emily suggested.
"Really?" Kaylee asked, excited.
Emily nodded. "There's a wonderful restaurant right here on one hundred. We'll just go up there and I'll show you that view of the city. It's even better than this."
After Kaylee got cleaned up, the two went and had a wonderful dinner together. The view from the one-hundredth floor was indeed more incredible, showing the expanse of the city and the large park below. Kaylee just couldn't believe it. This was such a dream come true for her. She couldn't wait to start work!
It was about 10pm when they returned to the condo. "So, anything else you want to see tonight?" Emily asked.
Kaylee shook her head. "I just thought I'd relax in my room before bed."
"If you want, you can check out the hot tub with me. It'll get you very relaxed for bed," Emily said. "Since work can be stressful, I use it all the time."
Kaylee really wanted to, but she didn't come prepared for something like that. "No... I didn't... I didn't bring a bathing suit."
"Well... you can just... go nude," Emily said, licking her lips teasingly. "I do all the time. We'll turn down all the lights and just lay there, looking out over the city and the park. The sky looks clear tonight, so we'll see some stars and a beautiful moon. Come on. Join me."
Kaylee thought about it a moment, thought about being naked in front of her boss. Then thought about her boss being naked in front of her! She watched as Emily walked over to the tub and turned it on. The low hum of the motor and sounds of bubbling water filled the condo.
"Go ahead and jump in when you're ready," Emily said, walking towards her bedroom. "I'll get more comfortable."
As Emily disappeared into her bedroom, leaving the door open, Kaylee went over to the tub and saw the view that they'd enjoy. She really did want to sit in the tub. She made sure Emily was still in her room and quickly pulled her clothes off, tossing them aside, then stepped into the bubbling, hot water. She eased herself down into the water, sitting on one of the molded, plastic seats, and felt the jet pulsing water into her back.
The water felt so good and she was in such a good mood that she felt her body get excited. She imagined what Ms. Bostwick would look like naked and it excited her. She had known women had excited her far more than men when she started college two years ago. But she hadn't done anything about it yet. While it excited her, she didn't think her parents would approve and couldn't take any negative reactions from them.
She massaged her own shoulder then slid her hand lower. She palmed her small, A-cup breasts and teased her nipples. They were so hard and pointed... and SENSITIVE. She could almost cum just from rolling her nipples. She panted softly as she let her hand stray even lower, sliding over her abdomen and between her legs. Her clit was swollen and throbbing as her fingertips circled it slowly, sending pleasure over her body.
She glanced towards Ms. Bostwick's door and she was still in her room. So she closed her eyes and let herself get taken over by the pleasure, one hand on her clit, the other on her breast, teasing her nipple. She couldn't believe how good it felt. The water was so warm and the jets perfectly tickled her body. She wondered what it would be like to have the jet of water rushing over her clit, but thought that would be an experiment for a different day.
"Oh yeah. Oh my gosh," she moaned softly, panting as the intense pleasure washed over her. She was so close to cumming, but fought to keep herself as quiet as she could. She had no idea when Ms. Bostwick would return. Suddenly she opened her eyes, forgetting that her boss was coming soon, and saw Ms. Bostwick standing beside the hot tub wearing a black, satin robe, watching her with a devious grin on her face.
Kaylee quickly pulled her hands away and sat more upright in her plastic seat. The heat from the water was clouding her glasses and she was embarrassed that she could barely see anything now.
"Need some help with that?" Emily asked.
"I'm sorry... I was just... I wasn't..."
"Hush... don't try to lie or hide what you were doing," Emily said. "It's ok. It's perfectly natural." She stood and untied the sash around her waist. Kaylee watched, mesmerized as she opened and removed her robe revealing the most incredible body Kaylee had ever seen. She'd never seen a woman naked like this before. Her breasts looked so big and inviting, even if they were a bit saggy, her nipples hard and pointed. She was shaved bare between her legs and her inner labia protruded, making Kaylee stare in wonder. She'd never seen such a beautiful woman.
"You don't need to play with yourself. Not when I can help you," the older woman said, smiling deviously as she slid into the water and knelt in front of Kaylee. She pushed between the young woman's legs and moved close, putting her hands up on the side of the tub behind Kaylee, trapping her. "I want to make you feel good."
"That's um... nice of you," Kaylee said, blushing, putting her hands on Ms. Bostwick's shoulders as if to push her away. She turned her head as Ms. Bostwick leaned in to kiss her, kissing her cheek and neck instead. "I just don't know... Is this appropriate? I mean... you're my boss."
"Oh, yes, it's a great idea," Emily smiled, bending down and licking the top of Kaylee's chest. "Think of it as just getting to know your boss better."
"I just... I just don't know if we should be doing this," Kaylee protested weakly.
"Are we being bad?" Emily giggled. "Are you going to spank me?"
"I mean..."
Emily kissed down her breast, flicking her tongue over the you woman's little breasts and hard nipples. "God I love these," she said, palming and squeezing them. She bent forward and kissed Kaylee. "You need to relax," she said.
Kaylee was having a difficult time relaxing however. She never expected her own boss to come on to her like this. And... and frankly, it felt good!
"Oh I love your breasts," Emily said softly, kissing and licking them as she squeezed them to make the nipples pucker more. "I'd love to play with these every single day."
"I know they're not as big as yours," Kaylee said, embarrassed by her small, unwomanly body.
"Oh hush," Emily said, smiling at her. "They're magnificent. Absolutely beautiful. They're young and perky. And I love sucking on perky, young titties." She sucked Kaylee's nipples into her mouth again, sucking gently again and again.
Kaylee let her head fall back a little as she watched the older woman tease her breasts. "That feels so good."
"I just knew you'd be a great hire," Emily said, kissing up her body again, licking her neck, then kissing her on the lips while her hands teased her breasts. "Your skin is so soft."
"Oh!" Kaylee moaned softly as Emily bit and licked an especially sensitive spot on her neck.
"I just want to make you cum, over and over," Emily whispered.
"What?" Kaylee asked suddenly in surprise, her eyes opening wide. She never had anyone ever talk like that to her before.
Emily kissed her again, letting her tongue glide over and around her lips. "You have such nice lips... they're so soft. I want to take care of you."
Emily took a hand off her breast and slid it lower, down the young woman's body, until it slid over her inner thigh. Then, as she kissed Kaylee tenderly, she slid her hand onto Kaylee's pussy, her fingertips teasing her clit under the water.
Kaylee flinched, her body tightening as she felt another person touch her pussy for the first time. Ms. Bostwick's fingers seemed to know just how and where to touch her, too, as they circled her clit and pushed slightly into her pussy. She couldn't believe how good it felt! And then Ms. Bostwick was kissing her again!
The older woman pushed her, raising her out of the water to sit her on the edge of the hot tub. She was facing the large, expansive windows that showed the dark sky and the park below, which was lit by the occasional street light. She blinked in utter surprise as Ms. Bostwick kissed down her body, between her breasts, and over her abdomen. Her fingers returned between Kaylee's legs, touching her labia, teasing her so well.
"What a nice bush... and such a pretty pussy," Emily said softly. "Let me see that beautiful, little pussy." She stroked Kaylee's labia with her fingers, grabbing and gently pulling, then stroking the sensitive flesh gently and slowly. Kaylee's heart was racing and pleasure was spiking all through her body.
"Have you ever had your pussy licked by a woman?" Ms. Bostwick asked her, smiling as if she was withholding a grand secret.
Kaylee blinked, her body overstimulated as she looked down at the older woman. She watched Ms. Bostwick's hands and fingers touching her so... intimately... and could barely believe it. She couldn't even believe the question Ms. Bostwick asked her because it seemed like such a thing would never happen. People lick... there? "I've never had it licked before... ever."
"Mmm... I love being the one to break your cherry," Emily moaned softly, turning her attention back to Kaylee's very wet pussy.
The water was bubbling below them and the chilly air was covering Kaylee's body with goosebumps. Her nipples crinkled into very hard, sensitive points as she watched, as if in slow motion, Ms. Bostwick bend forward and gently kiss her clitoris. Her tongue quickly followed, licking her sensitive, now-swollen nub, and the swollen flesh around it.
Electric pulses of pleasure erupted all through her body making her tremble. "Oh gosh," she moaned.
Emily moaned in response. "Mmm... Your pussy tastes so good." She enjoyed feeling the young woman tremble in excitement for her. She enjoyed feeling her body respond to every lick, every touch of her tongue and lips, knowing that it always led to such a sweet, explosive orgasm.
"You're so good at that," Kaylee gasped, barely able to even breathe.
"You like when I make little circles around your clit?" Ms. Bostwick giggled, doing just that, tracing circles around and around with the tip of her tongue.
"Oh yes, yes, yes!" Kaylee moaned. "I feel so bad, but this feels so good."
Emily rose and grabbed her own breast. When she leaned closer this time, she swiped her breast across Kaylee's clit, flicking it with her hard nipple.
"Oh my gosh," Kaylee trembled. "Ooh, that feels... funny. Oh. I've never thought about that before."
Emily smiled. She just loved giving new sensations to lovely, young women like Kaylee. There were so many before her, so many lesbian virgins who came into her life and learned just how exciting sex with women could be. "Yeah... you like my big milk jugs on your pussy?"
"Yes... oh my gosh!" Kaylee's eyes were open wide, her mouth open as she panted loudly now, moaning with practically every breath. "Oh... I'm all tingles."
Emily removed her breast and slid a finger around Kaylee's entrance, sliding inside so slowly. "Mmm... so young and tight. I'm gonna make you cum so good. You want that?"
Kaylee nodded rapidly. "I want it... I want it so bad!"
Emily softly giggled at her quick reaction. She knew Kaylee was so close now. "You can have it. You can have everything you want." As she wiggled and slowly thrust her finger in and out of Kaylee's pussy, Emily bent forward and licked her clit.
"Oh my gosh... right... right there," Kaylee panted. "Yes, yes, yes. Oh... don't stop." She then felt something else that completely took her by surprise. Ms. Bostwick used the pinky on her hand to start circling her asshole, another thing that Kaylee had never even thought of before. It took her by complete surprise. And the new sensation was propelling her towards her orgasm.
"You like that?" Emily asked, smiling as the young woman rapidly lost control.
"Oh yeah!" Kaylee panted loudly. "Oh! I've... I've never felt that... before. Yeah! Oh gosh!"
"Mmm... I want you to cum all over my face," Ms. Bostwick said, focusing her licking and sucking on Kaylee's clit as her fingers teased her. "Yes! Come on! You can do it... you can do it!"
Kaylee was moaning loudly. She'd never felt so much pleasure in her entire life. Her body was on fire! "Oh my gosh... oh my gosh!"
"That's right... cum for me," Emily moaned. "Cum for me."
Suddenly Kaylee's body went rigid as she screamed in passion, her body crunching forward. She didn't know what to do with her arms or legs and was glad that Ms. Bostwick was holding on to her with her free arm, keeping her from tumbling out of the tub. She came, harder than she ever had in her entire, young life. Her mind was flooded by pleasure and she couldn't even think any longer.



Kaylee, with her eyes closed tightly, felt the intense pleasure taken from her but the echoes of it kept reverberating through her body. Each tremor felt like yet another orgasm washing over her. She had no idea how long it took her to recover. All the knew was that she was now in the water, her naked body held tightly by Ms. Bostwick, with the older woman kissing her face and neck.
"You're ok. You're ok," Ms. Bostwick said, soothingly, as Kaylee's breathing slowly returned to normal. She was still shaking a little, her body still sensitive, but she was recovering.
"Did that feel good?" Ms. Bostwick asked, smiling, as Kaylee's eyes finally focused again.
Kaylee nodded and smiled broadly. That was the most incredible feeling she'd ever had! "Yes... very good."
"Come here," Emily said, putting her hands on the young woman's face, guiding her in for a kiss. "See how good you taste." She kissed Kaylee, sliding her tongue into the youth's mouth, letting her taste her juices off her tongue. The two kissed for some time, their bodies grinding against the other, letting their soft, warm flesh rub together.
*****
Early on Monday morning, Emily was nearly ready to leave, putting on her earrings, when she made sure Kaylee was ready. "Almost ready Kaylee?" she asked, loud enough for the young woman to hear her from the next room.
"Yes, I'm ready," Kaylee said, sliding her flats on, then sitting in the dining room to wait. She had no idea what the dress code was, so she simply wore a nice blouse and pair of dress pants. She was stunned when Emily walked out of her bedroom wearing a white silk blouse and trim skirt that hugged her waist beautifully. She slid a suit jacket on and adjusted it. She seemed so tall standing in her two-inch heels.
"Ok... let's go."
The two rode the elevator down to the garage and into Emily's beautiful, black, Lexus RX. The two slid into the leather seats and Emily slowly exited the gated parking lot and eased into the heavy traffic. The drive to the Firm was twenty minutes, although it would have been far less without the traffic.
Emily led her into the elevator and up to the Firm's 10th floor office space.
"I'll take you around to meet the most important member of the Firm first, Ms. Cartwright, the owner," Emily said as the two walked down the halls of the spacious and well-decorated office space. "Then I'll take you to meet Mrs. Patterson, the HR director, who will get you situated for your first day."
It felt like a whirlwind of introductions to Kaylee as Emily led her through the office space, past many desks. They finally ended at Mrs. Nicole Patterson's office, where she was invited to sit.
"Come see me later, Kaylee, when you get situated," Emily said, leaving the two of them alone.
"Thank you Ms. Bostwick," Nicole said. "I'll take her to her office. She'll do some computer training first."
Emily nodded and was gone.
"Well... your first day," Nicole said. "How are you feeling?"
"I'm a little nervous," Kaylee laughed. "Everything is so... big."
Nicole nodded. "You'll get used to it. The most important thing is that you figure out how everything is laid out here, so you know where to find everyone. I'm sure Ms. Bostwick has plenty of things ready for you to keep you busy during your tour. Did she show you around?"
Kaylee shook her head. "Not really."
"Ok. Why don't I do that and then show you where your office is located."
The two women walked around the Firm, with Nicole leading and telling Kaylee which departments were located where and who were in those departments. The Firm, itself, occupied four floors in the building, so there was a lot to see. At the end of the tour, she led Kaylee into an office where four computers were set up. Only one of them seemed occupied.
"This will be your office," Nicole said. "You can take any of the three open desks. Another intern named Michael is at that desk. He'll be in and out a lot, so you won't see much of him. He leaves to head back to school at the end of the week."
Kaylee nodded, trying to keep everything straight in her head. Mrs. Patterson had given her so much information. "I'm not sure I'm going to remember everything," she said, worried that Mrs. Patterson would think she was stupid or something.
"No worries," Nicole smiled. "There's a map of the Firm on the computer along with a directory. If you need anything more, just ask me or Ms. Bostwick. The computer is set up for you to take your training when you log in. That'll take you most of the morning, if not the day. When you finish, just go see Ms. Bostwick for your duties."
Kaylee nodded. "I will. Thank you, Mrs. Patterson."
"You're welcome," Nicole said, walking up to the young woman and kissing her. Kaylee was absolutely shocked as Mrs. Patterson put her hands on Kaylee's head and pulled her into an even deeper kiss, sliding her tongue into and around Kaylee's mouth. When she pulled back, Kaylee was stunned, unable to speak. She simply watched Mrs. Patterson smile, then turn and walk out the door.
Kaylee smiled, blushing, her fingers touching her lips as she looked at the different desks and picked one. She used the temporary password and logged into the computer, which had her create her new password. Then it launched into her training modules on recording her time, harassment, and a variety of other courses.
She stopped for lunch at noon and finished her classes mid-afternoon. She wandered around the various departments in the Firm, seeing if she could remember where things were, and saw Ms. Bostwick. She wasn't ready to give her much to work on just yet, but told her to come back at 4:30pm for a ride back home.
Over the course of the day, a young man, who introduced himself as Michael, came into the room, but wasn't there for very long. It seemed like he was quite the popular person in the Firm. He had time to introduce himself and check his email before he was off again.
When 4:30pm finally rolled around, Kaylee and Ms. Bostwick drove back to the condo. "I'm going to make a wonderful chicken marsala for dinner if you'd like to share it with me," Emily said.
"Yes! Please! I'd love that," Kaylee smiled.
As she drove, the older woman glanced over at Kaylee before putting her hand on Kaylee's leg, sliding it higher on her thigh as Kaylee trembled nervously. "I think I know just what I want for dessert, too."
Kaylee was embarrassed but, excitedly, parted her legs wider to let Emily's fingers easily slide deeper between her thighs, sliding over her pants, over her wet, sensitive clit hidden just beneath. Emily wasn't in a hurry and teased the young woman all the way home, denying her an orgasm, time and time again, as Kaylee helplessly writhed in her seat.
Emily was quick and efficient as they exited the car. Holding Kaylee's hand, she walked crisply to the elevator to ride up to the twenty-first floor. Once there, they went inside where Emily closed the door and tossed her coat onto a dining room chair. She left the young woman to do as she pleased as she went into the kitchen to begin preparing dinner.
Kaylee sat in the living room, looking out over the park, as she wondered what was going to happen tonight. Ms. Bostwick had already shown her that she wanted her, sexually, but she didn't know what that really meant. She sat, her hands folded in her lap, as she waited for more direction.
Within thirty minutes, the chicken marsala was prepared with spaghetti noodles, asparagus, and a small salad and set on the table. Emily called for Kaylee to come join her and the two ate as Emily asked her about her first day.
"How was your time with Mrs. Patterson?" Emily asked, smiling as if she obviously knew something.
"It was... good," Kaylee blushed.
"I heard she kissed you."
Kaylee nodded, unable to look up and meet her gaze. She was so embarrassed.
"Did you enjoy it?"
Kaylee nodded again. She did enjoy it. It was very... erotic. And kept her excited for the whole day.
"Good. I'm glad. We're a very... close... family at the Firm."
Finally, when the meal had ended, Emily pushed her plate forward slightly. "I hadn't mentioned it to you before, but I think you can figure out that we at the Firm, like to take our interns under our wings and really make sure they are set for success," Emily said. "The future of our interns is very important to us. So, one of the things we have is something like a... a mentorship program. Something with a lot of... hands on... transfer of knowledge and skills."
"Ok," Kaylee nodded.
"If you agree to it, it will mean that you'll stay here with me, rather than going to the intern apartments. Will that work for you?" she asked.
"Yeah, sure," Kaylee replied quickly, nodding. While living at the intern apartments would give her more room and more freedom, she was starting to like her space here with Ms. Bostwick.
"I thought that maybe we could meet together regularly after work... maybe once or twice a week... for an hour or so... and just go over things. I can help you to not only do your job, but maybe learn... you know... some new skills. There are, though, a few... rules... you'll be required to follow."
Kaylee looked at her, her face showing interest, but fear as well. She wasn't sure she was cut out for this. She wondered what would happen if she failed to do what was required of her.
"First, you'll be required to be naked at all times when you're in the condo," Emily said, staring at her to gauge her ability to meet the rules. "You'll be allowed to only wear my collar. You'll sleep in my bed, unless I specifically say not to, and you will always... twenty-four-seven... be at my beck and call. You'll do what I ask, when I ask it."
Kaylee gulped. This was very, very different than she ever expected.
"Do you agree to those terms?" Emily asked.
"Yeah, I, um... I think I can do that," Kaylee said timidly.
"Great!" Emily smiled. "We can start today, if that's ok." She sat back in her chair and looked up and down Kaylee's body. "One thing you need to learn in this life is that there are many layers of dominance. Each layer is like a rung on a ladder. As you scale the corporate ladder, you become dominant over more people. At the lower levels, you need to learn to work with those who are dominant over you, learn to soothe them, help them do their job better. Your goal is to please them, whatever it takes.
"For those beneath you, your goal is to teach them... teach them how to get up to your level... teach them how to please you so that they learn how to climb to the next rung. Do you understand?"
"I think so," Kaylee nodded slowly. It wasn't perfectly clear what Ms. Bostwick was trying to say, but she thought she'd figure it out soon enough.
"So why don't we go ahead and get started. I know this might seem... awkward... at first, but I assure you, you'll get used to it. Why don't you take your blouse off."
Kaylee licked her lips. Her mouth was suddenly dry. It wasn't as if Ms. Bostwick hadn't seen her naked before. It was just she'd never undressed in front of anyone before. She started unbuttoning her blouse as the older woman watched her, watched her intently. She laid her blouse on the back of the dining room chair next to her.
"Lovely," Emily said softly. "And your bra."
Kaylee hesitated a moment, but then reached behind herself and unfastened her rose-colored bra, sliding it off her arms, then laid it on the chair, too.
She could barely look at Ms. Bostwick now as the older woman stared unapologetically at her breasts. She could feel how hard her nipples were, could feel the cool air teasing them.
"Delicious," Emily said. "Come over here."
Kaylee stood, wanting to cover her breasts with every fiber of her being, but refused to. She knew Ms. Bostwick wanted to see them and she wouldn't defy her. She walked around the table, slowly, as Ms. Bostick pushed her chair back slightly. The older woman grabbed her hips with both hands and guided Kaylee to stand in front of her.
Emily leaned forward and kissed her bare stomach as her hands found the button and zipper for her pants and unfastened them. She slowly slide them to the floor and off. Her hands slowly slid back up Kaylee's bare legs as she kissed Kaylee's abdomen again, taking a moment to smell her wetness that was just inches below her mouth. She hooked her fingers in Kaylee's rose-colored panties and pulled them down, taking them from her as well, and leaving her completely naked.
She seemed to take a moment to inspect Kaylee's light bush, running her fingers through it, tracing lines around it with her fingertips.
"Kneel," Emily said softly as she grabbed her purse from the table beside her and opened it. Kaylee was on the ground just as Emily pulled a strip of leather from her purse. In big, bold, gold lettering in the center of it was the word 'CUNT'. She wrapped the leather around Kaylee's neck and buckled it closed. It was a little loose for a choker, but it would do for now.
Smiling, Emily stood and hooked her finger into the little D-ring in the front of the collar and pulled, commanding Kaylee to stand. Then she led the young woman by the collar into the living room stopping by the large windows overlooking the park, the sunlight slowly fading in the west.
"Unbutton my blouse," Emily smiled at Kaylee. Slowly the young woman unbuttoned her silk blouse, slid it off her shoulders and laid it on the plush, living room chair beside her. "Now my bra." Kaylee leaned closer and reached behind the older woman to unclasp her bra. She gently used both hands to pull the straps down her arms, exposing her beautiful, C-cup breasts. Her nipples were hard, with large areola.
Kaylee stared at them. She'd never been so close to a woman's naked breasts before. These were just below eye level, perfectly aligned with her mouth.
Emily reached up and grabbed behind Kaylee's head, gently pulling the young woman closer and closer to them, turning her body slightly to angle her nipple right at Kaylee's lips. "Kiss it," Emily commanded.
Kaylee leaned forward more and kissed the taut, brown areola again and again. Then with Emily's urging stuck her tongue out and licked it. She could taste the salt of Ms. Bostwick's skin and could feel the hardness of her nipple on her tongue.
"Mmm," Emily moaned softly as she watched the young woman intently. "Suck on it," she commanded. Kaylee slid the nipple between her lips and lightly sucked on it, making Emily moaned even more. "Yeah... that's nice. Keep doing that." After a minute, Emily moved her to her other nipple, giving her the opportunity to worship it in the same way.
Emily released her and turned slightly. "Unfasten my skirt," she whispered. Kaylee used both hands to unbutton and lower the zipper of her skirt and slid it down her legs. She let Emily use her for balance as the older woman lifted one leg, than the other, to remove the skirt. She laid it with the rest of her clothes.
"Kneel," Emily commanded her, pointing to the ground in front of her. When she reached the ground, Emily commanded her to remove her beautiful, lacy panties. She slid them down and off her legs and gently tossed them with the rest of Emily's clothes.
Emily put her hands on both sides of her pussy and pulled, exposing her inner labia more, along with the wet, sensitive, pink inner flesh of her pussy. "Kiss it."
Kaylee hesitated a moment. She'd never done any of this before, and this was closer to the edge than she'd ever been. It was the moment of truth. She'd thought of women before, she'd harbored desire for them, and Ms. Bostwick had even given her pleasure. She wasn't sure if she could ever give that sort of pleasure back.
But Ms. Bostwick didn't give her a choice. When Kaylee hesitated, her gaze focused on the damp flesh in front of her, Emily grabbed the top of the young woman's head and pulled her closer, guiding her mouth into her pussy. When Kaylee's lips touched her moist flesh, she instinctively kissed it.
"Uh huh... just like that," Emily whispered. "Lick it. Lick my pussy."
Kaylee hesitated a moment, but opened her lips and extended her tongue, pressing it against the soft flesh. She moved it around, slowly, licking the tender flesh of her boss.
"Mmm... yeah... just like that," Emily moaned, pulling her head even tighter against her. "That's right... keep licking. Yeah."
Kaylee brought her hands up and grabbed Ms. Bostwick's thighs, tenderly holding her. Ms. Bostwick leaned back against the window, spreading her legs even more, giving Kaylee even more room to lick her. Kaylee could feel her hips move up and back, grinding into Kaylee's mouth as she pulled her head in even tighter.
"Harder... right on my clit," Emily grunted. "Suck on it... yeah... oh God... oh my God. You're pretty good at that."
Kaylee felt out of control as Emily held her head still and ground her pussy against her face, grunting. She licked and sucked as best she could as she felt the woman pussy slide up over her nose, then back down to her chin, over and over again.
"Yes, yes, yes!" Emily panted loudly. "Fuck, you're gonna make me cum all over your fucking face." She smiled broadly, her eyes lighting up in delight as she looked down at the young woman. "Oh that's so good... so good." She grunted several times, then held her breath and pressed Kaylee's mouth tightly against her, as she came, her cum running down all over Kaylee's face, neck, and chest.
Her clit too sensitive, she roughly pushed Kaylee away from her, making Kaylee fall back on the floor. Emily was breathing hard, looking down at her young charge possessively, thinking about what she wanted to do with her tonight.
"Let's go to my bedroom for a little while," she said, helping Kaylee stand. "I need to introduce you to my strap."
"What? What's that?" Kaylee asked, suddenly scared.
"Oh... don't worry. You'll love it."
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Human Resources: The Intern, Kaylee, Part 2
Kaylee's work at the Firm was much less glamorous than she'd thought it would be. Instead of actually designing print graphics, she was mostly used for grunt work, making copies, getting drinks as needed, and some file-management activities on the computers. But, she knew she was starting on the ground floor.
Her work with Ms. Bostwick continued, with the older woman driving her to and from work, and for giving her... mentoring... every couple of days. She'd even been called into a meeting with Mrs. Patterson once, presumably to make sure her work at the Firm was going well. But it ended up being a make-out session, with the older woman bringing her to orgasm with her fingers while the intern sat on her lap.
All in all, she was satisfied with the work she was doing, and she was learning a lot with the... extracurricular... activities. They were just not a part of her original expectation. It seemed like a lot of people in the advertising industry were a little... sexual... at work.
On Thursday of her second week, Ms. Bostwick called Kaylee to her office. At 10am, Kaylee knocked on her door.
"You wanted to see me?" she asked, standing in the doorway.
"Yes... Kaylee, come in."
Kaylee came into the office and stood in front of the desk. She knew better than to have a seat without being told to. She received a pretty good talking-to and spanking after her first infraction. She found out quickly that spanking her was their way of correcting any behavioral infractions.
Emily gathered a manilla folder together that was about a half-inch thick and handed it to her. "Please take this down to legal and have them sign it. In fact, I want you to get it signed by Ms. Terrington specifically. And don't leave until it's signed, then bring it back to me. Do you understand?"
Kaylee nodded.
"You do whatever you have to to get Ms. Terrington to sign this today."
Kaylee nodded and took the folder. "Yes ma'am. Is that all ma'am?"
"Yes it is," Emily said. "Let them know that this is urgent. The client is coming in tomorrow to start work immediately. Also, I'm going to need your help with them tomorrow. I'd like you to assist Ms. Pruit and Ms. Canyon with anything they need. That will be your only job tomorrow... keeping them very happy. Is that clear?"
"Yes ma'am," Kaylee said, nodding. In just a short week, Kaylee had learned exactly how to defer to Ms. Bostwick. She learned that her mentor liked promptness and curt responses. She also learned that the woman's libido peaked just after bedtime and that she would indeed have nights with little sleep over the next few months.
"Pruit?" Kaylee asked. "Is she...?"
"Yes," Emily nodded. "She's the granddaughter of the Firm's founder Michelle Pruit. That's one of the reasons were working on this campaign. This is actually kind of an odd advertising campaign for us."
Kaylee was excited. She was going to actually work with a member of the Pruit family! "And Ms. Canyon?" Kaylee asked.
"Natasha Canyon is an entrepreneur, getting into a lot of different things, make-up, clothing, that sort of thing," Ms. Bostwick said. "We'll be helping her advertise a new perfume she developed. She's a force to be reckoned with. She started her career just over ten years ago in the porn industry and is a highly popular there. She has over a thousand film credits under her belt. She's smart, beautiful, and wealthy."
"Oh," Kaylee said softly, a little intimidated and a little excited to work with such a successful woman. This was definitely going to be an experience for her.
"That's all for right now, if you don't have any other questions," Emily said, opening another manilla folder and turning the pages to start reading, ignoring Kaylee.
Kaylee quickly left the office and turned down the hall towards the elevators. She went down to the third floor where legal was located and went to the secretary.
"Kaylee, right?" the young woman asked.
Kaylee smiled and nodded. It was nice when people knew your name. "Yes. I'm looking to see if Ms. Terrington is in today. I have some papers from Ms. Bostwick that need her signature."
The secretary nodded and looked at her computer monitor to check the schedule. "Yes... she's in... and she's available. Let me call her really quick." She picked up the phone and pressed one of the buttons. "Kaylee's here to see you," she said. Kaylee couldn't hear the reply, but the girl nodded and hung up the phone. "Ms. Terrington will see you now," she said.
"Thanks!" Kaylee said and walked towards the back offices. Ms. Amanda Terrington's door was open so she knocked and stood at the threshold.
"Kaylee. Come on in and close the door," the older woman said. Her long, wavy blond hair was perfect, as was her make-up, looking like she just came from the salon. "What can I do for you?"
Kaylee stood in front of her desk and handed her the manilla folder. "Ms. Bostwick asked me to bring these to you to have them signed."
Amanda set the folder aside, barely stopping the work she was doing. "Ok. Thank you. Tell her I'll have them to her on Monday."
"I'm sorry, but Ms. Bostwick said that the client is coming in tomorrow so there is urgency to get them signed today," Kaylee said. "She asked that I stay here until they're signed."
"Really?" Amanda said, looking the young woman up and down. Kaylee was short, standing barely over five foot tall, and was wearing a short blue dress. "And I suppose if I delayed, you'd just stay here with me all day long. Wouldn't you? And give me company."
Kaylee looked at her, nervously. "Yes," she said quietly.
Amanda smiled. "I might be able to sign these now... but there'd have to be something to raise its priority of course. I'm a very busy woman. Is there... something... you can do to make this more important to me?"
Kaylee looked at her, confused. "Ma'am? I don't... I don't know what you mean."
"I can assure you that if you think that I will jump and do your bidding just because you're standing in my office then you're sorely mistaken," Amanda said. "Your mere presence doesn't make me feel an urgency. You'll have to do better than that."
"I mean, I know this is important," Kaylee said. "What... what else can I do? What do you want me to do?"
Amanda sat back in her chair, as if in thought. "Come here. Come around here," she said, indicating the spot beside her. Kaylee walked around the desk and stood where she indicated. "You are a cute, little thing, aren't you? How old are you?"
"I'm... I'm twenty," Kaylee said nervously.
"Twenty years old... what a great age!" Amanda said. "I remember having a lot of fun when I was twenty... in college... with my sorority sisters. Are you in a sorority?"
Kaylee shook her head. "No, ma'am."
Amanda nodded. "Ok. I think you're pretty lucky that Ms. Bostwick has started mentoring you, then. That kind of education is invaluable in being successful later in life. I have some very fond memories of being with my sorority sisters and now... we talk all the time. I even got my job here because of them."
"Wow!" Kaylee said, a little surprised.
"So... I'm sure Ms. Bostwick has taught you how to kiss, correct?"
Kaylee blushed and nodded. She and Ms. Bostwick had kissed a lot over the past two weeks.
"Why don't you show me what you've learned?"
Amanda leaned on the arm of her chair, moving her face closer to Kaylee. The younger woman licked her lips nervously, feeling them get dry all of the sudden and took a step forward. She bent down and kissed Amanda lightly on the lips, then stood back up.
"Um... ok... that was not at all what I expected," Amanda said. "Surely you can do better than that."
Kaylee leaned forward again and kissed the older woman again, their lips parting, their tongues playing, teasing. As the kiss became more passionate, Kaylee could feel Ms. Terrington's arm wrap around her waist, her hand pressing into Kaylee's back, trapping her, holding her close.
They broke the kiss after a full minute, and Kaylee felt physically excited. Ms. Terrington was an even better kisser than Ms. Bostwick!
"Mmm," Amanda moaned softly, looking at the young woman. She used her arm to pull Kaylee in again, into yet another kiss as Amanda pulled even harder and further, turning her chair towards Kaylee. "Sit in my lap," she said between kisses and Kaylee did, sitting sideways.
As Kaylee kissed her more and more, Amanda first palmed her small, A-cup breasts, squeezing them through her dress and her bra, teasing her hard, sensitive little nipple, then slid her hand down her body. With that one hand, she flipped Kaylee's dress up and slid her hand beneath the material and onto her bare thigh.
Kaylee gasped at the contact, but didn't protest or move away. As Ms. Terrington's hand moved higher, in fact, the more Kaylee spread her legs apart, offering herself to the older woman. In seconds Ms. Terrington's hand had slid beneath her panties and was stroking her pussy while kissing her.
Kaylee panted as those stroking fingers slid into her pussy, sliding deep as her thumb strummed her clit. Kaylee was getting more and more excited as the woman fingered her pussy. Her little body was almost as limp as a ragdoll as the older woman used her as she pleased.
Without stopping the kiss, Ms. Terrington drove Kaylee to an orgasm, letting her pant and moan and scream into her mouth to try to dampen the sound. Then she removed her hand and stroked the young woman, holding her to her body, feeling her breathing slow again as she stroked her hair.
"Was that good?" Amanda asked her, kissing the top of her head.
"Yes," Kaylee said, breathing more normally.
"Now... that was a great start," Amanda said. "But I need you to give me an orgasm before I sign the papers. Why don't you get down on your knees." She used both hands to inch up her skirt to her waist and spread her legs, draping one over the arm of the chair. With one hand, she pulled her panties aside, exposing her shaved, wet pussy. "Let's see what else Ms. Bostwick has taught you... what else your little mouth can do."
*****
As she had been directed, Kaylee reported to the Photography Department on Friday morning ready to do whatever was asked of her. There were several people milling about, a few that she'd met already.
"Ok. Can we get started?" Ms. Bostwick said and everyone gathered around the conference table and took a seat. "I'd like to introduce to you Gracie Pruit from Platinum Models and her client and model Natasha Canyon." Everyone clapped for the two of them. "They're here today..."
Kaylee was absolutely stunned. Natasha Canyon was middle aged, a dirty blond, and tall... with unimaginable breasts! Her DDD-cup breasts were the largest Kaylee had ever seen. She had no idea how the woman's bra could ever contain them. They bounced and wobbled so... seductively... with every move she made that Kaylee practically drowned out the rest of the meeting, unable to pay attention to anything else.
"... Anthony and Rob will be situated around you, as if waiting for some future stop, but they'll find you more interesting," Camilla, the photographer said. "I'll have them start touching, maybe at the waist, then moving up. I think I'll have one of them grope you from behind while the other brings your shirt up to expose your breasts by the end. Once exposed, then they trade with the one in the back starting to unfasten your shorts and begin touching your pussy, while the one in front handles your breasts. I'm thinking I'll have you fight them off at first, but it'll be a losing battle. Make sense?"
Camilla looked around the room as everyone seemed to nod in agreement. "Any questions or comments? Ms. Canyon? Ms. Pruit?" The two new women shook their heads. "Ok, then. I'll have Christy start on your makeup and Theresa will find something suitable for you to wear. We'll start in an hour."
The meeting seemed fast to Kaylee, but that was because her mind was elsewhere. As people filed from the conference room, Ms. Bostick grabbed her hand and led her to the newcomers.
"Natasha, Gracie, I'd like to introduce you to Kaylee," Emily said. "She's our intern. And her job today is to do whatever is needed to keep you happy. She will remain by your side for the day, so if there's anything you need, anything at all, just tell her. She'll make it happen."
"Hi Kaylee," Gracie said, extending her hand and shaking Kaylee's.
"Hi Kaylee. I'm Natasha," the model said, extending her hand in introduction. Kaylee took it, noting how soft and warm her skin was and blushed. Natasha seemed to hold her hand longer than normal, almost as if she didn't want to let go. "Oh... she's shy. How sweet. Where do you find shy girls in today's world?"
Emily smiled. "Oh, they're out there. They're just harder and harder to find. We grabbed Kaylee all the way from a little town in Missouri."
"Missouri?" Natasha giggled. "A small-town girl, huh? I'm from Kansas, myself, so I know all about girls like you. I haven't been back in a long time, though, so we'll have to talk later."
Kaylee blushed even more as the beautiful model took a personal interest in her. "Ok."
"Where do you want me?" Natasha called out to Christy, her makeup artist.
"Over here if you would." Christy was moving towards a chair set in front of a desk and brightly lit mirror.
"Ok." Natasha looked at Kaylee. "Can you get me a bottled water, please?"
Kaylee smiled. "Sure!" She ran to the mini-fridge and grabbed a bottle, then for the next hour, waited patiently for Natasha to get out of makeup and wardrobe.
A portion of the room had been decorated to look like a subway car, complete with low-hanging bars for handholds. Natasha was dressed in a light, short length skirt and an extremely tight, white tank top. The outline of her bra was very visible through the tight, stretchy material as well as the hard points of her nipples.
As the photoshoot started, Natasha was standing, holding the safety bar above her, as if riding in a very crowded subway car. The two men were pressed close to her, one in front and one in back. At first, they seemed to ignore her. But very soon, the man in front turned towards her, crowding her personal space, while the man in back did the same, sandwiching her between them.
The photographer moved around, shooting different angles as the man in back first slid his hands on Natasha's legs and hip, moving up to her sides. Slowly his hands moved up even higher, towards her breasts. She pushed them away a few times, but then the man in the front, held her wrists, trapping her. The man in the back started fondling her breasts.
Kaylee was surprised at how big Ms. Canyon's breasts were in the man's hands. Even his big hand with spread fingers could barely contain the extra large lobes. As she pretended to fight off the man behind her, Ms. Canyon had to suddenly deal with the man in front pulling her shirt up, exposing her breasts. As she tried to block him and lower her shirt, the man in back seemed to take advantage again and pull her shirt higher, above her breasts, letting his hands now caress her over her bra.
Kaylee watched, entranced as his hands slid inside her bra and teased her bare flesh before pulling her breasts partially out of her bra. Natasha's body undulated and she acted perfectly, pretending as if she was both excited and upset that the two men were molesting her.
Kaylee met Natasha's gaze. "Wait a second. Wait a second," Natasha said suddenly, shaking her head as if everything was wrong. The men dropped their hands after a moment.
"What's wrong?" Camilla asked.
"I don't know. This just doesn't feel... I don't know... different." Natasha seemed a little upset. "I just feel like this has been done to death... two guys molesting a woman on a subway. Wow. Exciting." Her voice made it clear that it definitely wasn't exciting, at least not to her.
Kaylee did find it exciting, never having seen anything like this before and she couldn't help but continue to stare at Natasha's half exposed, bouncing breasts.
"What if..." Natasha said, pausing as she thought of what to say. "What if instead of guys, we have... maybe... a school girl. Maybe a gang of Catholic school girls. Maybe with one that's in charge, directing the others, because she's the one that wants my body. Like she gets me first or something."
"You're thinking like a... girl gang or something?" Camilla asked.
"Yeah!" Natasha agreed excitedly. "Not like a street gang. But... good Catholic school girls gone bad kind of feel."
"I like it... but that's not what we have to work with today."
"I like it, too," Gracie said. "Maybe we can do that another day? I don't want to waste people's time here."
"No," Natasha objected. "I want to change today's shoot. This is tired and old."
Gracie walked up beside Natasha. "Honey, this is what we agreed to. Remember? These are the models we have on hand. We can't just change things on a dime."
"What if...," Natasha suggested, "then what if today we just have one school girl along with the two guys. What if she's, like, in charge of them or something."
"What do you think?" Gracie asked, turning towards Camilla.
"I think it'll work. We just need a school girl. Let me get Emily..."
Kaylee felt shocked when Natasha pointed directly at her and all eyes turned. "What about her? Do we have a Catholic school girl costume that'll fit her?"
"Theresa?" Camilla yelled. "Do we have a size zero Catholic school girl uniform?"
"On it!" Theresa yelled, disappearing into the next room that was filled with various costumes and props.
Kaylee stood, unable to process what was happening. She'd quickly gone from someone in the background to someone that everyone was looking at and it made her uncomfortable.
"Can you do this?" Camilla asked her.
"Um... I..." Kaylee said softly, blushing.
"Oh, she'll do it," Natasha purred.
Within minutes, Theresa came out of wardrobe carrying a white shirt with a necktie, a short, plaid skirt, knee-high white socks, and black Mary Jane shoes. She helped pull Kaylee's dress off and then put the costume on, with speed and efficiency.
Camilla pulled the young woman onto the set and directed her to stand on Natasha's back side, away from the camera. "Ok, ok... so, I'm thinking your tits are exposed and held by Anthony while Rob is holding your arms away. School girl will grab and tease your nipple, then... then... come forward and lick it. Sound good?"
Kaylee was still in shock, barely understanding what everyone was saying. They were wanting her to... to do what?
"Ok... lets get back into it. Gentlemen?" The male models regained their position and Natasha started her roleplaying of the helpless victim. "Ok... school girl... hand up... on her breast."
Kaylee, embarrassed but knowing she had to follow directions, brought her hand up and cupped Natasha's breast, her hard nipple poked into her fingers.
"Fingers... play with her nipple... yeah... yeah... pinch it... pull it," Camilla directed, snapping picture after picture as Kaylee performed as directed. "Nice! Ok... now, let's trade off with the guys. Anthony, grab her arms... and Rob... you start pulling her skirt up. Yeah... yeah... Natasha turn a little so we can see your panties. That's nice!"
Kaylee was starting to enjoy her role as it all just centered around her following commands. Even as the photographer was directing different elements of the shoot, she continued to play with Natasha's nipple, off camera.
"Ok, school girl... put your hand on her stomach... yeah, like that... slide it down... slowly... yeah... yeah." Natasha's skin felt so warm and soft in Kaylee's hand and she was enjoying touching it like this. Her hand moved lower and lower, as directed, and then she felt the material of her skirt and stopped. "What are you doing? Keep going... see if you can get your fingers inside her panties."



Kaylee worked her fingers, trying to dig underneath the tight waistband of Natasha's lacy panties. She finally succeeded and slid her entire hand underneath. Her fingertips quickly found Natasha's very warm and wet pussy and she felt Natasha tremble as her fingertip accidentally slid over her clit.
"Oh, yeah, that's perfect!" Camilla said, obviously getting excited by the shoot. "Now... lick her nipple with your hand in her panties."
Kaylee felt her mouth go dry, but bent forward and extended her tongue, licking over and around Natasha's large nipple, then sucked it between her lips.
"That's perfect! Last thing now... last thing... go ahead and kiss her."
Kaylee looked at Camilla as if she didn't understand, but she heard Natasha. "Mmhmm!" Kaylee looked up at the large-chested woman as her lips came down and they kissed, passionately.
"Ok, that's all people," Camilla said. "Thank you all very much."
Kaylee felt light headed as everyone seemed to leave her standing there. As she found half the crowd had left, she grabbed her dress and slipped behind some cabinets to change. Then she went to find Gracie and Natasha.
"There you are," Natasha said, coming out of the wardrobe room, wearing her original clothes as well. "Emily has loaned you out for the weekend, to make sure I have what I need. I was thinking you might well just stay with me in my suite. Gracie will pick you up at 4:30pm and drive you over to pick up whatever you need. Then we'll go out to dinner or something and talk. I'll see you around 6pm."
And with that, without even waiting for so much as a nod of her head, Natasha turned and walked away, grabbing Ms. Bostwick's and Gracie's arms and laughing with them as they left the department.
Kaylee blinked as the whirlwind of events and feelings swirled in her mind, confusing her.
*****
Kaylee was carrying one of her suitcases, although it was mostly empty, as she and Ms. Pruit entered Natasha's hotel suite on the fifty-second floor of the Four Seasons Hotel. As the private elevator door opened, Kaylee gasped at the sheer beauty of the room. Ms. Bostwick's condo was beautiful enough, but this place was so much more opulent!
"Tasha?" Gracie called to her friend as the two walked into the sitting area.
"I'm here, I'm here," the beautiful porn star said, walking out of the bedroom, freshly showered and dressed in a beautiful, navy blue dress that came down to mid-thigh with a neckline plunging to her belly-button. It made Kaylee wonder if her boobs would pop out at any second. She had no idea what was holding them inside.
"Ooh, that looks nice!" Gracie said, making Natasha giggle.
"Thank you, thank you!" Natasha twirled. "I do hope it's not too slutty."
"Oh yeah... it is... you're a total slut," Gracie giggled. "Here's your little fun-time girl for the weekend," Gracie said. "I changed our flight to Monday night at 7:20pm. That'll have us landing in LA at 11pm."
"Oh, that's perfect. Thank you," Natasha said.
"And we're due to meet Emily again on Monday at 10am. She said she has girls lined up for a shoot if we want."
"Very nice. Thank you for arranging that."
"You are welcome," Gracie said, in a high-pitched, overly sing-song voice, heading towards the elevator. She pressed the down button and turned back to face Natasha. "Anything else I can do for you?"
"No... unless you want to stay here for a while," Natasha smiled, deviously.
"You do you, darling," she said, stepping into the elevator. "I've already got a male escort lined up for the evening, with a nice big... oh yeah!" she smiled wildly, nodding. "I'm in the mood for some good, old-fashioned... masculine... energy tonight."
"Have fun!" Natasha smiled as she and Kaylee watched Gracie disappear into the elevator. Natasha turned towards Kaylee. "Let's take your suitcase into the bedroom and have a little talk."
Natasha led the way, with Kaylee behind her, walking into the spacious bedroom. The large, king-sized bed dominated the room, and a large window showed the impressive city skyline.
"What did you want to talk about?" Kaylee asked, as Natasha smoothly crawled onto the bed and leaned back against the headboard.
"The school-girl shoot. I'd like you to do it with me. I'd like you to be the gang leader."
"But... Gra... I mean Ms. Pruit said that there were models going to be supplied for that."
"I know... but I was thinking it would look better if a non-model played the part," Natasha said patting the bed beside her to have Kaylee sit there. "I find that models are... unbelievable... in bad-girl roles like that. They're too... cutesy looking."
Kaylee crawled onto the bed and sat beside the older woman. "I'm sorry... that's just not me," she said, declining.
"I'm sure I'll be able to convince you," Natasha smiled. "But that's Monday. What would you like to do tonight? I was thinking... dinner... maybe Thai... then go dancing... maybe go to a strip club or something to close the night out."
"I'm sorry," Kaylee apologized. "I'm just too tired to do all that, myself. But I'm sure you'll have a great time."
"What?" Natasha said, surprised. "You're what? Twenty-one? Twenty-two? How can you want to just stay in on a Friday night?"
Kaylee felt bad, but that was just not who she was. She was much more of a homebody, and not a girl that went out to bars. "I'm only twenty."
Natasha looked at her, then shook her head slowly. "You really just want to stay in all night?"
"I'm sorry," Kaylee nodded.
"I'm sorry, too," Natasha said, sighing. "I mean... but I guess if we stay in we can... play." She smiled and licked her lips.
"Play what?" Kaylee asked innocently.
"You know... play? As in... have sex."
Kaylee squirmed uncomfortably. "I don't know... I mean it just feels inappropriate to do something like that. You're a client and... everything."
Natasha looked at her, confused. "I thought you were supposed to keep my happy. I came all the way from California for this, but I'm not sure this is going to work. You're just not entertaining me as I was told you would. I'm really feeling... bored. In fact, I don't think this whole thing is going to work out. Maybe you should just leave."
"You what?" Kaylee said, desperate not to ruin this whole deal. She was going to lose her job if this fell through. "No... you can't back out now."
"I don't know," Natasha shook her head. "I just don't feel your desire for me to work with this agency. I mean, there are plenty of agencies in LA..."
"What do you mean?" Kaylee asked, losing hope, feeling like she was doing everything wrong.
"Honestly, your vibe is off," Natasha said. "Generally, with the firms I model through, I just have this... special... connection. You know?"
Kaylee shook her head, confused. "I'm sorry... I don't know what you mean. I'm really passionate about working with you and I... I really need this job."
"You know, Kaylee... I just get this feeling you don't want to be near me because I'm gay."
Kaylee quickly shook her head. "I don't know what you're talking about."
"You're a small-town girl with small-town values and beliefs," Natasha said, slowly stroking Kaylee's upper arm. "You haven't been around many people who are... let's say... very different than you. But I think there is something that can really show me you're passionate for this job, that shows me you're passionate to work with me."
Kaylee shuddered as Natasha stroked Kaylee's breast through her blouse, her fingers instantly finding and stroking across her nipple. It sent a ripple of pleasure through Kaylee's body.
"Can you guess what that may be?"
"Uh... no," Kaylee said, bringing her arm up to deflect Natasha's hand. "I don't know what you're talking about."
Natasha smiled. She felt Kaylee's hard nipple. She knew exactly what the young woman was going through, what she was feeling. "Look, I know you think you don't want to do this... but I think you really do. I'm Natasha Canyon after all. I know that if you don't do this... if you pass up this chance... you'll regret it for the rest of your life."
She leaned forward to kiss Kaylee, but kissed her cheek instead when Kaylee turned her head away.
"I just... this is..." Kaylee could barely think as Natasha kissed her neck and shoulder, finding sensitive spots that Kaylee never even knew she had. "I... I don't know..."
"Just relax," Natasha whispered as she pulled the shoulder strap of Kaylee's dress down, loosening the material. "I've seen the way you've been looking at me." Natasha kissed her shoulder, flicking her tongue over her skin, teasingly.
"No... no... I've... um... I've not been looking at you like... anything," Kaylee protested.
"Mmhmm... that's what I mean," Natasha smiled. "You can't even admit it to yourself. So you hated touching me at the shoot? You hated playing with my nipple... sucking on it? You hated touching my clit?"
Kaylee felt so confused. "Um, I mean... no... but..." Natasha was a client of the Firms. It was against policy to have sex with a client. She could get fired!
"Look... I want you," Natasha said plainly. "I want to see what's under that dress of yours."
"Well... I don't... I don't know if I'm comfortable with that."
"Just pretend I'm your best friend and we're just hanging out... getting ready to try on some bikinis."
"I just... I don't know if that's right," Kaylee mumbled. "It just feels... inappropriate. I'm here on business."
"You're here to entertain me, right? Well, that's the entertainment I want. And I'm not going to settle for less."
"Oh! Oh gosh... Ok, ok, ok... maybe I did look at you... that way," Kaylee admitted.
"Then kiss me like you want to be with me." Natasha leaned forward and kissed the young woman, their lips melding together perfectly. Their kiss became more passionate, with Natasha pushing her body more and more into her. She started pulling her dress down her body, exposing her naked breasts, then kissed down Kaylee's neck as the young woman moaned softly.
Natasha kissed down Kaylee's chest and licked her breast and nipple before sliding the hard nub between her lips and sucking on it.
"I, um... I don't... I don't think this is what the Firm wants...," Kaylee protested. But she couldn't stop what was happening, even if she wanted to.
Natasha put her hand over the young woman's mouth to silence her and continued sucking her breast, sending shivers through the youth.
"Oh my gosh!" Kaylee panted.
"You want this account? This job?"
"I do want to keep this account... but..."
Natasha surprised her by suddenly pushing her legs apart and sliding her hand up Kaylee's thigh. Her hand quickly found her panty-covered pussy and delicately... knowingly... stroked it. Kaylee couldn't believe how excited she was getting nor how quickly.
"This is so wrong..."
"Kiss me," Natasha demanded, pushing their lips together, letting their tongues play as her fingers continued to tease Kaylee's pussy. Then Natasha turned her head, letting Kaylee kiss her cheek... letting her kiss her neck. "Mmm," Natasha moaned softly as she started unfastening her dress. The clasp at the neck came open easily enough, letting her breasts spill free.
Natasha took her breasts in hand and lifted one towards Kaylee's mouth, letting her lick and suck on the hard nipple. "Yessss... that's it," she moaned. Then she let her lick the other.
After a moment, Natasha moved to kneel on the floor and slid her hand up Kaylee's inner thigh. She pulled the young woman's panties to the side and teased her bared clit for a moment. Kaylee was definitely excited and wet. Then she bent forward suddenly and licked her pussy, teasing her clit.
"Oh my gosh!" Kaylee moaned.
Natasha knew this wasn't Kaylee's first time being with a woman. She'd talked to Emily and knew what had been happening for the past two weeks. She sat up and kissed Kaylee suddenly, offering her wet fingers to her to suck and lick.
"Let's see what you look like out of this dress," she said, grabbing the material. "Take it off."
"Right here?" Kaylee asked, sitting forward.
"Mmhmm... take it off."
"My boss isn't going to find out, right?" Kaylee asked, pulling down the zipper to completely loosen it.
Natasha smiled. "Your boss will hear how helpful you were and how much I truly appreciate how hard you worked to keep me happy." As Kaylee stood to remove her dress, Natasha unzipped her own dress and took it off.
"Oh my gosh... you're getting naked now," Kaylee said, embarrassed. She blushed and looked away, barely able to look at the beautiful, busty woman.
Natasha shed her dress far faster than Kaylee and, when she was done, she stood and pulled at Kaylee's dress, helping her. "Ok... here we go." She helped Kaylee step out of it and tossed it aside.
Kaylee crossed her arms over herself, in a vain attempt to hide her lingerie-covered breasts and pussy. "Can I keep these on?" she said, blushing.
Natasha shook her head. "No, take them off."
"My... my underwear?"
Natasha nodded as if Kaylee was crazy for even asking. "Yeah... take them off."
Kaylee reached behind herself and began unfastening her bra while Natasha knelt in front of her and pulled down her panties, helping Kaylee balance to step out of them.
"Ok... I'm, um, naked," Kaylee mumbled, covering her body with her hands.
"Here... help me with my bra," Natasha said, standing and turning around to face away from Kaylee. For support and comfort, Natasha's bra had a larger strap with several hooks that Kaylee unfastened. When she was done, she helped pull the shoulder straps off her shoulders as Natasha pulled it off.
"Oh my gosh," Kaylee whispered as she saw Natasha's large breasts come free. They were obviously enhanced, standing high on her chest, with very little sag. She truly had never seen breasts this large before.
"And my panties..." Natasha said. Kaylee dropped to the floor and hooked her fingers in Natasha's panties and pulled them down and off her legs. Kaylee was shocked when Natasha turned to face her while she was still kneeling, seeing the woman's bare mons and smelling her scent for the first time.
"Here. Come up here," Natasha directed her to get onto the bed and as Kaylee was pushed to her back, Natasha leaned over her. She kissed the younger woman, passionately, moving her kisses over her jaw and onto her neck. She continued moving lower as Kaylee shivered, licking and kissing her upper chest, then her breast and nipple. Her lips covered it and she gently sucked on it, expertly changing her tactics according to how Kaylee reacted.
Natasha's hand slid even lower on Kaylee's body, quickly moving between her legs as the experienced woman started circling her clit. Her impossibly knowledgeable finger, after touching and teasing so many women, was able to make Kaylee's excitement quickly rise.
"Oh... oh fudge... oh my gosh," Kaylee moaned between kisses. Her body was on fire with every nerve ending on edge. Natasha was so wonderfully knowledgeable on just what Kaylee needed.
"That feels good, doesn't it?"
"Yes... oh gosh."
Natasha felt Kaylee's body quivering, her hips moving slightly to demand more contact from Natasha's fingers. "Are you going to cum for me?" she asked, grinning.
"Yes I am," Kaylee gasped. "Oh my gosh, I'm gonna cum... Oh my gosh!"
Natasha felt that Kaylee was rapidly reaching her peak and knew just what she needed to do to help her ride it without crashing over. "No... not yet you're not," she said, changing her tactic.
"Oh my gosh," Kaylee moaned as Natasha swiftly moved between the young woman's legs and started licking her overheated pussy. "Oh! That feels good."
Natasha grinned as Kaylee rolled her hips, trying to get Natasha to lick in some different pattern. Natasha knew that meant she was hitting just the right spot. "Oh yeah, right there."
"Oh gosh," Kaylee panted, looking down at the woman, watching her tongue circle over and around her clit so perfectly. "You're so beautiful. Oh gosh!"
Natasha reached up with one hand and rolled Kaylee's nipple as she continued licking, then pinched it slightly, knowing just how much pleasure Kaylee could take without succumbing to her orgasm.
"Oh... you're so good at that," Kaylee moaned, panting loudly. She'd never been so close to her orgasm before without having one. Natasha knew just what to do to keep her right on the edge... to keep her so needy. "Oh my gosh. Oh gosh... this is why you're so famous. Have you... have you done this a lot?"
"Mmhmm," Natasha giggled, "a whole lot. And you have such a pretty little pussy." With just a small change, Natasha decided to give the young woman relief from her agony. She decided to let her orgasm and loved the feel of Kaylee's reaction as she fell over the edge.
"Oh gosh... Oh gosh I'm cumming," Kaylee moaned loudly, her body tightening. She held her breath, twisting and turning as the pleasure grew to unbearable intensity. She crunched her upper body into the air as if the act alone would expel the orgasm from her body.
"Yeah... yeah... please!" Natasha giggled, making Kaylee hers.
"Oh gosh! Yes! Yes!" Kaylee yelled as she came, practically gushing her juices all over Natasha's face.
"Mmm, you taste so good," Natasha whispered, using her tongue to clean all around Kaylee's pussy. "I love making you cum."
Kaylee's head fell back on the pillow as she moaned softly with every breath. Her eyes were opened wide as if she'd experienced something tremendous. "Oh gosh! Wow!" She looked at Natasha and smiled, then blushed when she realized what Natasha had just done to her.
"Oh my God, the way you're looking at me... fuck," Natasha smiled. Then she lay back, her head towards the foot of the bed, and spread her legs. Her hand slid over her own hairless mons, her fingertip sliding through her labia.
Kaylee watched her, her expression changing to one of doubt and confusion.
Natasha crooked her finger at Kaylee, obviously asking Kaylee to reciprocate. Kaylee hesitated, looking down and blushing. "Do you want my account with your firm or not."
"You want me to...?"
Natasha nodded.
"Ok... um... I'm sorry, I'm not very experienced," she said, hoping Natasha wouldn't have high expectations. "I've only done it a few times."
"Well, you might be better than you think."
"Ok... so...." Kaylee got up on her hands and knees and crawled between Natasha's spread thighs, then lay down. Natasha sat up on her elbows, so she could watch. Nervously, and while watching Natasha, she kissed the older woman's inner thigh, her tongue licking her soft flesh. Slowly she moved lower and lower and could hear Natasha's breathing catch in anticipation. Then she slowly licked Natasha's bare, swollen labia.
"Yesss," Natasha moaned. She smiled and nodded, encouraging Kaylee to continue.
"I hope I'm doing this right," Kaylee said, licking over Natasha's labia teasingly.
"Yeah, you are," Natasha said excitedly, nodding. "Let me see your tongue. Nice... long... strokes, just like that. Oh... that's it... mmhmm... right there... yes... stick your tongue out. Fuck that feels so good."
Kaylee grew more confident and followed Natasha's directions as close as she could. She made long strokes through her pussy, sliding between her labia over her sensitive, pink, wet flesh, and over her clit. She slid the flat of her tongue up along her clit, bathing it in warmth.
"Mmmm... I like watching you make me cum," Natasha smiled. "God, you're so pretty when you lick pussy. Just... like... that."
"Yeah? How's that? Good?" Kaylee asked, feeling better about her talents.
"Oh yeah," Natasha nodded.
"I really do want to make you happy."
"Then you just keep doing that."
"Like this?" Kaylee asked as she flicked the tip of her tongue back and for
"Yes... just like that," Natasha moaned, getting closer to her orgasm. It was just as much the image of the woman licking her as her technique with her tongue that drove her excitement. "Fuuuuck. Right there, yes. Oh... keep licking. Yes... suck my clit. Oh yes! Just like that. That's what I need. Oh, lick!" Natasha grabbed the young woman's head with one hand, hooking it behind her head and pulling her mouth against her pussy.



"Don't fucking stop. You keep going." Natasha moaned loudly. God this girl was driving her crazy. "You want my fucking account?"
"Yeah," Kaylee said between licks.
"Put a finger in me."
Kaylee barely hesitated before bringing her finger to her mouth and sucking on it, before sliding it into Natasha's wet hole and fingering her.
"Oh yes... two...," Natasha said, closing her eyes, letting the pleasure build inside her. Kaylee pressed a second finger inside and began fingering her. "Oh my God... fuck! You're going to make me cum all over your pretty little face. Yes... yes... Ohhhh fuck!"
Natasha's legs trembled and she closed her eyes tightly as her orgasm overwhelmed her. She grunted loudly again and again as her pussy convulsed. She knew she was a bit of a squirter and knew that she was really drowning Kaylee with her juices, but she didn't care.
"Oh my gosh... you... you came," Kaylee said, pulling her fingers free and starting to sit up.
Natasha shook her head, desperate for Kaylee to keep going. "Keep licking... don't stop. I'm cumming again... Uh huh... yes!" Natasha held her breath as her second orgasm built inside her, then with a loud, grunting release, came again. She panted as Kaylee backed away. The young woman, still shy and uncertain, was watching her.
"Was that good?" she asked when Natasha opened her eyes again and sat up.
"Yes... you did real good." Natasha rose to her hands and feet and pushed Kaylee back onto her back again. "God, you're so pretty," she said kissing her deeply. "Here... move your leg." She slid one leg between Kaylee's legs and pushed her body down, until their pussies made contact.
"What... what is this?" Kaylee asked nervously as Natasha grabbed her free leg and hugged it against her chest.
"I'm going to slide my wet pussy all over yours... until you cum. Is that ok?"
"Yeah, I guess... I guess so." Kaylee could feel the pleasure as soon as Natasha made contact and started moving her hips, sliding their wet pussies together, sliding their clits together. "Oh my gosh."
"Oh... oh fuck! Yes!" Natasha pushed her hips down harder, pushing their pussies together even more as her hips rapidly moved forward and back. "Fuck! Oh! Oh God! Yes, yes, yes!"
"Oh gosh!" Kaylee yelled as she felt Natasha's body tremble, felt her cum splash against her pussy, triggering her own orgasm.
Natasha bent forward, their bodies pressing together, her breasts squeezing between them as she kissed the younger woman. "Oh my God that was good."
Kaylee was panting. She'd never felt that sensation before in her life and it was one she definitely wanted to repeat.
Natasha smiled as she looked at the pleasure written all over Kaylee's face. "You want to try it out?"
Kaylee nodded rapidly. "Yes!"
Natasha pulled her leg free and fell to her back as she directed Kaylee. "Ok... get like I was. Now... bring yourself down to me." Kaylee slid her leg between Natasha's and slowly lowered her body down until her pussy made contact with Natasha's again. "Uh huh... just like that."
Kaylee started grinding her hips, letting the pleasure of their clits rubbing together generate the pleasure once again.
"Yeah... let me see that pretty face," Natasha said, reaching up and pushing Kaylee's hair back out of her face. She smiled at her as Kaylee moaned in excitement. "Oh... oh God."
"Am I doing it right?" Kaylee asked. She hoped that Natasha was feeling as much pleasure as she was. This new activity was definitely something worth remembering.
"Mmhmm... just like that... yes... that's so right," Natasha moaned, pushing her hips up more, grinding back against Kaylee.
"Oh! Oh!" Kaylee was moaning loudly.
"Oh yeah! Mmhmm! Yeah!"
Suddenly both women came again with Kaylee's body trembling so much she fell to the bed beside Natasha. The older woman wrapped her up in her arms, letting Kaylee lay with her head on her chest, using her breasts as a pillow. As she came down from her orgasm.
"Your firm is looking much more qualified the more orgasms you give me," Natasha sighed, stroking Kaylee's head.
"Ok... I like that." Kaylee looked up and the two women kissed.
"And I think... you're going to make your boss... very, very happy."
Kaylee smiled, kissing the older woman again.
"I was thinking... and I know it's kind of sudden... but I think I'd like to do the Catholic school girl thing as a video instead. I do think it'll be hot and better presented that way."
"Ok," Kaylee said softly, a little relieved.
"And I'd like you to still do it with me."
"Me?"
"Mmhmm. In fact, after your internship is over, I'd like you to come and live with me in LA. You can transfer to a school out there and finish your degree," Natasha said. "I'm even willing to help pay for it."
"You want me to move in with you?" Kaylee asked, looking up at the beautiful woman.
"Mmhmm. I see a lot of me in you... and I want to help you get your feet on the ground," Natasha said, then giggled. "Of course... that means a lot more sex with me."
"I don't think I'd mind that part," Kaylee laughed with her.
"A very beautiful and wise woman, Michelle Pruit, took me under her wing when I was about your age," Natasha said. "She showed me just what it means to be a woman... and just what it means to succeed in this life. Hopefully I can pass some of that wisdom on to you."
"Can I think about it?"
"Ok course," Natasha said, kissing Kaylee on the top of her head. "We'll talk again in August."
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Human Resources: The Intern, Kaylee, Part 3
With only four weeks left in her internship, Kaylee was learning a lot about the advertising business, life, and... sex... from the women in the Firm and, in particular, from Ms. Bostwick. The older woman had taken several opportunities to show Kaylee just what it's like being in the business world and showing her how to succeed.
But, as she walked quickly down the stairs to the Photography Department, she realized that she'd made quite an unintended impression on the young Firm photographer. And found that their relationship had grown deeper over the past two months making life a lot more complicated. Kaylee was in a bit of a rush this Thursday morning, with only four weeks left in her internship, when Camilla called and asked her to come down. She had a meeting with Ms. Bostwick and had little time, but as required, she did what her superiors asked of her. This wasn't the first time one of the women at the Firm needed her services.
She entered Camilla's office space and saw the cute, young, twenty-six year old pouring over photographs on her computer. Camilla looked up immediately and smiled broadly when she entered, her eyes sparkling.
"I'm sorry, but we gotta make this quick. I have a meeting with Ms. Bostwick in fifteen minutes," Kaylee said taking a quick look at her watch.
Camilla took Kaylee's hand and squeezed it. "I'm sorry... I just couldn't wait to see you again."
Kaylee looked around and noted that there wasn't much private space in this area and there were several people milling about. "Where can we go?"
"Come with me," Camilla said. She took Kaylee by the hand and pulled her behind her as she rushed through the door, into and down the hall. Kaylee quickly saw their destination, the women's restroom. Camilla scanned the room quickly as they entered. "Is anyone in here? No? Come on. In here." She pulled Kaylee into the handicap stall where there would be a lot more room for the two of them.
Kaylee turned and locked the door behind her. As soon as the young woman turned back around, Camilla was kissing her, holding her in a fiercely tight hug.
"God I've missed you," Camilla said between kisses.
"I've missed you, too," Kaylee admitted. She smiled at the slightly older woman before kissing her chest and slowly moving down to kneel in front of her. "Oh my..." Camilla smiled, thinking about what was going to happen.
Kaylee smiled up at Camilla as she pushed her skirt out of the way and grabbed her panties, pulling them down her long legs. "These are cute panties," Kaylee giggled as she held them up for Camilla to take. She pushed and lifted Camilla's leg, putting her foot up on the toilet, spreading her thighs to open her beautiful pussy.
"You know... Kaylee... we have such a, you know, a good thing going," Camilla said, putting her hand on the stall wall for balance. "Can we, like, go out after work again soon?"
Kaylee slightly shook her head. "I don't know, Camilla. Ms. Bostwick really keeps me busy." Honestly, she like Camilla, enjoyed her company, but the woman was becoming far too clingy for Kaylee's comfort. Kaylee had never really had a girlfriend before and Camilla was trying very hard to now be in that role... if not more. And it make Kaylee nervous because she didn't feel the same way.
"I don't know what I'm going to do when you're not here any more," Camilla said softly, sounding almost sad.
"Yeah?" Kaylee smiled up at her. "So you're saying you like it when I kneel down in front of you like this? When I do this?" Kaylee kissed Camilla's inner thigh, moving her lips closer and closer to Camilla's very wet pussy.
"Ow wow... give me that fucking tongue," Camilla moaned. "Come on. You know what I mean." Camilla tried to be serious, but the younger woman was still playing.
"Oh... you're saying you like when I tease your little pussy?" Kaylee teasingly giggled as she flicked her tongue over Camilla's swollen clit, flicking both side to side and up and down, making Camilla moan.
"Fuck yeah I do," Camilla panted. "You look so good with my pussy on your face. Fuck Kaylee! You make me want you so fucking bad!"
Kaylee moaned softly as she sealed her lips on Camilla's labia and began sliding her tongue deep into her pussy. It was a technique she perfected with Ms. Bostwick. The older woman loved almost smothering Kaylee with her pussy and often held her tightly in this exact position.
"Yeah... oh... oh my God... uuuuuh," Camilla moaned as she watched her young lover lick her so well. Kaylee was a very talented young woman even though she looked so innocent. "Oh yeah, tease that pussy. Eat it up... uh huh."
"Like that?" Kaylee giggled.
"Fuck yeah!" Camilla groaned, feeling her clit throbbing with need. "Oh my fucking God! Your tongue feels so fucking good. Just like that. Just like that."
"Mmhmm... you wanna cum all over my face?"
"Oh my God... yes, yes, yes," Camilla panted. "I'm gonna cum so fast." Kaylee knew Camilla was close. She could see, hear, smell, and feel all the signs. She knew them well. And, try as she might, Camilla couldn't fight the rise of her orgasm. "Oh, yeah, yeah, yeah! Ooooh! Oooooh yeah. Fuck!"
With a thrust of her hips, pushing her cunt harder against Kaylee's young mouth, Camilla came. Kaylee continued licking her, at first prolonging the orgasm, then moving away from her more sensitive areas to clean off her juices.
"Oh my God," Camilla panted as Kaylee stood. "You're so good at that."
The two kissed quickly, Camilla holding Kaylee's face to maintain the kiss before Kaylee pulled back. Camilla put her panties back on.
"You know... you should move in with me," Camilla said suddenly, surprising Kaylee.
"Move in with you?" Kaylee said, shocked. She had no idea how to answer. "Oh... wow... that's, um... sudden."
Camilla kissed her again before Kaylee glanced at her watch. She had three minutes to get to her meeting.
"Shit!" Kaylee said, pulling away from Camilla suddenly. "I gotta go! I'll think about it. Ok? I'll talk to you later." She gave Camilla a quick kiss before opening the door and running out.
"God I love that pretty, little mouth!" Camilla said behind her as she stood in the stall and put her head in her hands. She had a feeling she pushed too hard.
*****
Kaylee knocked on Ms. Bostwick's doorframe two minutes late and stood waiting for the older woman to receive her. Emily was looking through a folder and didn't even look up for almost another full minute.
"You wanted to see me, ma'am?" Kaylee asked softly, nervously.
"I wanted to see you be on time," Emily said, obviously upset. "Come in. Close the door."
Kaylee closed the door quietly and sat in one of the chairs in front of Emily's desk.
"I have noticed a growing pattern lately, Kaylee, that concerns me," Emily said. "You are growing a little too... comfortable... with your duties lately. Coming to meetings late... being unprepared..."
"I'm sorry ma'am," Kaylee said, obviously upset. "I was in a meeting with Ms. Cantor downstairs and got tied up. It won't happen again."
"See to it that it doesn't," Emily said sternly. "You need to present yourself as being completely reliable at all times."
"Yes ma'am," Kaylee nodded.
"Now, speaking of Ms. Cantor," Emily said, setting the open folder on her desk for Kaylee to look at. "We have the graphics for this new ad campaign with Carter that I wanted to go over with you and get your thoughts on."
Kaylee smiled and nodded. She loved meetings where they went over the different advertising designs. Ms. Bostwick had taught her so much and was very good at asking for her suggestions and showing her where she might go wrong.
*****
At 4:30pm on the dot, Kaylee arrived at Ms. Bostwick's office door again to get a ride home. Emily was just putting her folders away and logged off her computer. Kaylee stood in the doorway as Emily looked over her desk, making sure she'd addressed everything, then the two took the elevator to the garage and got into the car.
The sounds of the drivers around them, honking their horns, playing their music too loud, dominated their driving experience. "You know that we have three different relationships between us, don't you Kaylee?" Emily asked, breaking the silence as the two drove through the heavy traffic.
"Three ma'am?"
"Well, there's one when we're at work and I'm your boss," Emily said. "In that relationship I ask for respect and submission to what needs to be done in the office. Then there's the one when we're at home and I'm your Mistress. In that relationship I demand your complete submission to my every demand and... sexual... need. I try to keep those two lives pretty separate, letting the other employees at work have more... intimate... time with you during work hours. I, myself, enjoy our intimate time more in the privacy of my home."
"Yes, ma'am," Kaylee said, wondering where this was going. "And the third?"
"The third relationship is for those times outside... when we're outside of those two locations," Emily said. "Like when we're shopping... or driving around. I see those times as us being more... friends. More equals. A time where you can be more free to express yourself. Does that make sense?"
"Yes ma'am, that does make sense."
"I bring it up because I want to talk to you about things that concern me," Emily said, "and I want this to be a conversation... between friends. I don't want to come across as being a demanding boss or Mistress. I'm here to listen and give advice, that's all. You're free to take the advice or not."
"Ok."
"It's about your relationships with Ms. Cantor and potentially with Ms. Canyon." Kaylee nodded as Emily looked at her. "I know that you're having sex regularly with Ms. Cantor and, while some is expected for your internship, it's becoming too regular. It's looking like things are starting to get... serious... between you."
Kaylee nodded. Things were getting more serious. "She wants me to move in with her... when my internship is over."
Emily nodded slowly. "I see... and I believe Ms. Canyon has requested the same from you."
"Yes, she did."
"Have you made any decisions?" Emily asked. "I'm sure your family wants you to move back home, as well. So that's three directions you can go."
"I just... I don't know what to do," Kaylee said. "I've never had a problem like this before. I mean, I like Camilla... a lot even... but I don't know if I want to move in with her. I'm not as in love with her as she is with me."
"And what about with Ms. Canyon?"
"She's... I don't know much about her at all," Kaylee said, watching her hands as she played with them, nervously. "We only had that one weekend together. I'm not... in love with her, either. But... I just feel this connection. You know?"
"Yes... I kind of understand what you mean," Emily nodded. "Would you like my opinion?"
"Yes... please!" Kaylee said, hoping that any outside opinion would help her decide what to do.
"I'm not going to tell you what to do, but I'll tell you what I think," Emily said. "Ms. Cantor is young, not much older than yourself, and is really in her first full-time position. Other than a loving relationship, she doesn't have much to offer you... at least in terms of your social and professional growth."
"Yeah," Kaylee said, looking down.
"Ms. Canyon, on the other hand, has far more social and professional experience... if you want to take advantage of that... to help you advance in life. Whether you're in love with her or not really doesn't matter for now. You may fall in love with her later or you may not. But your future options are based on your decisions today. You'll be in a far better position to fall in love with the right man or woman once your social and professional lives are in order. Does that make sense?"
Kaylee nodded. "Yes, it does."
"Does it help?"
"I think so," Kaylee said. "I hate disappointing someone, but it seems like no matter what I decide, I'm going to hurt someone."
"Disappointment is a part of life," Emily said. "Get used to it. The point is to do what's right for you."
The two drove the rest of the way to the condo in silence, with Kaylee thinking about what Ms. Bostwick had said. She had a lot to think about and was determined to have an answer soon. She especially had to let both Natasha and her parents know what decision she made soon.
As they walked into the condo, Ms. Bostwick set her purse on the dining room table, then turned towards Kaylee. "Get ready for me and wait here."
Kaylee watched as Ms. Bostwick entered her bedroom, unbuttoning her blouse as she walked. Kaylee stood by the front door and started unbuttoning her own blouse, removing it just as she heard the shower running. She removed her bra, skirt, and panties, then grabbed her collar from the entry table drawer nearby. She knelt on the floor as she looked at it. It was made of thick, worn leather, with large, gold lettering in the front spelling the word 'CUNT'. It was a reflection on what she was once the collar was placed on her. She was nothing more than a body... a sex toy for her Mistress' pleasure. She'd worn this collar every day for more than fifty days now... and it was almost home to her. It felt comfortable on her neck and made her feel sexually aroused every time she put it on.
As she knelt on the floor, spread her knees apart, and set her hands on her thighs, looking straight ahead and slightly downward as she waited, her mind going quiet. She was at peace and simply listened to the cascading water from the shower.
It was twenty minutes later when Ms. Bostwick walked out of her room, wearing a tight, black boned corset that curved beneath her breasts, leaving them bare and exposed. On her legs she wore black, thigh-high stockings. But what captured Kaylee's attention the most was that, around her hips, she wore a large, black, strap-on cock that bobbed in front of her with every step. Kaylee watched her come closer, her eyes focusing on the woman's lower legs and feet as she continued to look down, her breath catching as she imagined what was going to happen.
"Do you know why you're living with me?" Emily asked, standing in front of the kneeling Kaylee. The power she held over the young woman was palpable.
"Yes, ma'am," Kaylee whispered. "So you can... teach me."
"That's right. And you understand that you're under my complete control as long as you're staying here?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"Good," Emily said. "Your parents have paid a lot of money to put you in college and to allow you to have this internship. And I am working very hard to use this time together to make you a smart, capable, and obedient young woman, ripe for marriage, ripe for the future. Do you understand that?"
"Yes, ma'am," Kaylee said softly, never moving from her position.
"Perfect," Emily said. "Then let's begin again. Look at me. I said look at me." Kaylee looked up at the older woman staring down at her. She looked so physically dominant yet so incredibly gorgeous. "I want you to kiss my foot."
Kaylee bent forward and kissed Ms. Bostwick's offered foot gently, licking the hosiery over her soft, warm skin. She could smell the fragrant soap that Ms. Bostwick had used in the shower.
"Don't forget my toes."
Kaylee moved lower and slid her tongue over Ms. Bostwick's toes, sliding her big toe into her mouth and sucking on it.
"That's a good girl." Ms. Bostwick pointed at her lower leg. "Now... kiss up my leg."
Kaylee kissed higher and higher up the woman's leg, doing her best to please her as much as she could. As she neared her knee, she saw the bobbing rubber cock. It seemed so impossibly large. Yet she knew where it was going to go.
"Mmhmm... good girl," Ms. Bostwick moaned. She then put a finger under Kaylee's chin and raised her head higher, until she was sitting on her knees, looking straight up. She grabbed her own breasts and lifted them as she bent forward, offering her breast to Kaylee's waiting mouth. "Kiss."
Kaylee kissed her warm, soft breast, making Ms. Bostwick moan.
"Good girl. Such a good girl you are. Now gently... and slowly... lick and suck on my nipple."
"Yes ma'am," Kaylee said, sliding her tongue out to slide over the offered, hard nipple and sensitive areola. She let the stiff nub slide between her lips and gently sucked on it.
"Yes... mmhmm... that's perfect," Ms. Bostwick moaned. "You have learned so much." After a minute, Ms. Bostick moved her other breast to Kaylee's waiting mouth. "Don't forget about this one."
"Yes ma'am."
"Oh yes... mmm... you're doing so well," Ms. Bostwick said, moving away slightly. She grabbed the D-ring on Kaylee's collar and connected a thin, black, leather leash to it with a sharp click of the metal latch. She bent forward again, her face close to Kaylee's. "Come here," she said and kissed Kaylee's lips. Mid-kiss, she grabbed Kaylee's face in her hands and kissed her more deeply, sliding her tongue into the young woman's mouth, almost stealing her breath.
"Mmm," Emily moaned softly breaking the kiss. "I have something for you. Follow me, pet." Using the leash, Emily walked towards her bedroom door, leading the crawling Kaylee. "Come in here," she said, walking into her bedroom and leading the young woman towards the bed. "Have a seat." She tapped the top of the bed and Kaylee rose to her feet and sat.
Emily crawled up onto the bed, too, sitting up by the pillows, pulling Kaylee to sit beside her. "You're such a beautiful girl," she said, stroking Kaylee's face and hair. "You have such pretty hair... gorgeous eyes. Are they brown or are they hazel?" Emily looked more closely at Kaylee's eyes.
"They're a little of both, ma'am."
"They look hazel to me," she smiled sitting back again and stroking Kaylee's body. "I like the little bit of green on the outsides. They're very pretty." Emily's hand traced lines over Kaylee's naked body, stroking over and between her breasts and down her stomach. "And I like your little freckle," she said, tapping a freckle on the side of Kaylee's left breast.
Emily leaned over and kissed the young woman, their lips opening and closing, their tongues extending and touching, swirling against the other.
"You have quite a few freckles, don't you," Emily smiled.
"Yes, ma'am."
Emily pushed Kaylee to her back then leaned over and started kissing her again. Her body position was very dominant over Kaylee and her hand stroked Kaylee's body, controlling her.
"Mmm... what a beautiful girl," Emily moaned. "You have such a nice, little body." She kissed Kaylee's neck and upper chest while her hands played with Kaylee's small, soft breast with its tight, hard nipple topping it. She grabbed her breast and squeezed it, giggling. "Perky little titties."
Emily rose to her knees and crawled down the bed, moving between Kaylee's legs, spreading them wider as she lay down again, her face inches from Kaylee's pussy. "And a pretty, pretty pussy," she said as her finger slid over and around the swollen flesh. She kissed Kaylee's inner thigh.
"Mmm," she moaned as she started licking and sucking on her pussy. She hummed with every exhale, enjoying the young woman's taste. "Mmm." She reached up and grabbed one of Kaylee's breasts again, squeezing it and rolling her hard nipple between her fingers.
Kaylee squirmed and moaned, enjoying the pleasure that was rolling over her body.
"You like that?" Emily asked.
"Yes, ma'am," Kaylee moaned, her voice strained from the intense pleasure.
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh."
Emily licked her pussy voraciously, sucking on the young woman's clit. "Your pussy is so delicious," she moaned between licks.
Kaylee was panting, her body twisting and turning from the intensity of Emily's attack on her center. "Yeah... yeah... Oh!" She'd never seen Ms. Bostwick be so aggressive before in her pussy licking. It made her mewl, her eyes blinking as if her brain was being overwhelmed by the pleasure. "Oh please... yes."



"Mmm," Emily moaned, giggling into Kaylee's pussy as she continued to assault it with her tongue.
"Yes, yes, yes!" Kaylee moaned loudly. "Oh, I like that... oh... I can't... I can't..." Kaylee was twisting wildly, helplessly, as if trying to squirm away from the attacking mouth. The pleasure was so intense she couldn't take any more.
Suddenly Emily stopped and let Kaylee back away a few inches. Kaylee grabbed her pussy, both trying to stop Emily and to try and control her orgasm. But she couldn't. Even as Emily removed her tongue, she was panting heavily, her ruined orgasm washing over her.
Emily knelt above Kaylee, giggling at Kaylee's helplessness, kissing her as her hand stroked over Kaylee's tight, young body. Kaylee wasn't able to respond too much, her brain still not functioning after that mind-numbing orgasm. Emily's fingers slid over Kaylee's stomach and right onto her sensitive pussy.
"Oh fuck!" Kaylee yelled, her voice very high pitched. Emily giggled from her new-found cursing as Kaylee squirmed below her. She giggled as she remembered the first time she heard the young, innocent Kaylee curse. That was during another mind-blowing orgasm she'd orchestrated holding a vibrator to her clit.
Emily bent down from her current position beside Kaylee and started licking her clit even as her fingers penetrated her. "Mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned, intent on forcing yet another powerful orgasm on the young woman.
Kaylee was squealing... her voice so high-pitched. "Yeah... oh fuck... Oh God. Yes!"
Emily knew she was going to cum again and stopped short, giggling after robbing Kaylee of the pleasure. Then, as the young woman moaned and writhed on the bed below her, she squirted some lube in her hand and stroked it over the enormous fake cock between her legs. She crawled back to Kaylee and bent over, kissing her as she continued stroking it.
"Go ahead... lay back," Emily said, smiling. "Get nice and comfortable." She crawled towards the foot of the bed as Kaylee slightly shifted her position. "Show me that pussy... spread it wide for me. Let me see it." Kaylee bent her knees and spread her legs as wide apart as she could. She knew what Ms. Bostwick liked to see. Using her hands, she grabbed her labia and pulled the skin apart, exposing her wet, pink, inner flesh to her lover, her Mistress.
"Oh, yes, that's right," Emily smiled lewdly, watching Kaylee touch herself, as she stroked her long, hard fake dick. "Just the way I like. God you're so wet. I have a special treat for you tonight, kitten." She looked down at the large cock in her hand, smiling again. "Look at that monster. Good little girls like you deserve special treats like this."
Emily crawled forward a little and slid the head of the cock over Kaylee's pussy, slipping it back and forth over her clit as she trembled. "I'm not so sure that tiny, little pussy is ready for this gigantic cock."
"I hope it'll fit ma'am," Kaylee said softly, almost afraid of what was going to happen.
Emily giggled. "Well... ready or not... here I come." She set the head of the fake cock at Kaylee's entrance and pushed her hips forward, letting the head pop into her vagina. Then she pushed more, pushing inch by inch of that cock into the tiny, little woman.
The cock was only a couple inches inside when Emily moved Kaylee's legs, arranging them so that they rest on her shoulders. "Oh, look at that... what a slutty cunt... taking that big fucking cock. Good girl." Emily started moving her hips forward and back, sliding the dildo in and out of Kaylee's pussy only an inch or two at a time. "Oh yeah... does that feel good?"
"Mmhmm," Kaylee moaned, panting.
"Not too deep?"
"No... just right ma'am."
Emily smiled down at her young cunt below her. "You know... now that I've seen you can handle it... I'm going to really give it to you. All of it." Emily pushed harder, forcing more and more of the fake cock deep into Kaylee's pussy.
"Oh fuck," Kaylee moaned, closing her eyes. Then things changed again as Emily started fucking her more fully, using longer strokes. "Fuck! Oh... oh yeah." Kaylee put her hands over her head, pushing against the headboard to keep her head from banging against it.
Emily grabbed her legs firmly, pinning them to her chest, using them for better leverage, as she moved her hips even faster, slamming the cock into Kaylee.
"Oh God!" Kaylee moaned.
"Can you take it harder?" Emily panted. She was even working up a sweat. "Can I really fuck that gorgeous pussy? Oh, you want the whole thing, don't you? Let's see just how much your slutty, little hole can take." Emily pushed down on Kaylee, pushing the cock deeper and deeper inside her, filling her pussy completely. Then she reached down and began teasing her clit with her thumb, strumming over it rapidly.
"Yeah... oh God," Kaylee moaned, closing her eyes and twisting slightly. "Oh... I'm cumming!" She gave out a high-pitched squeal as she came, panting, clawing at the bed helplessly. And Emily kept fucking her, slowly.
"Oh my God... you're making a huge mess," Emily giggled, looking at the soaked bedspread beneath them, finally pulling the big cock from her pussy with a plop.
Kaylee reached down and grabbed her pussy, again, with both hands "Oh... fuck... that's so sensitive," she panted.
Emily giggled again. "I know. But I'd really like to see your ass in the air in front of me. I really want to fuck you from behind."
Kaylee nodded. "Yes ma'am." She didn't have a lot of energy inside her right now, but she slid to her knees and waited. She put her face and upper chest on the bed, arching her back severely to present her pussy to her Mistress.
"Mmhmm!" Emily moaned appreciatively, stroking her ass. "You look so fucking gorgeous on your knees for me." She reached between her legs and pushed two fingers into Kaylee's wetness, feeling just how wet and loose her body was now. She slowly fingered her, stroking her G-spot as Kaylee moaned.
"Oh, I know... your pussy is so fucking sensitive," Emily said softly. "It is such a gorgeous pussy." She slid the fake cock in a circle around Kaylee's entrance, then pushed the head back inside her. Kaylee grunted. "Oh... take that dick. Good girl."
"Oh fuck," Kaylee moaned as Emily grabbed her hips and started stroking the cock in and out of her wetness. "Yeah. Like that. Shit that's so good."
Emily grabbed her hair, forcing her head back roughly and laughed when Kaylee grunted like a bitch in heat.
"Yeah... fuck me," Kaylee moaned loudly.
"Harder bitch?" Emily asked roughly. "Is that what you said? You want it fucking harder?"
"Yes... please..." Kaylee moaned.
Emily giggled. "Ok then... here we go." She grabbed Kaylee's hips more firmly with both hands and started thrusting harder and faster into her young charge. Every thrust pushed Kaylee's face and shoulders into the mattress and made her body tremble. "You want it fucking harder? I'll give you harder. I'll pound you. I'll pound the fucking shit outta you. I'll give you what you fucking want."
"Shit!" Kaylee yelled. "Yeah... fuck... yes!"
Emily was growling, trying her best to fuck Kaylee harder than she could take, but it didn't look like she was going to win that battle. Kaylee was taking everything.
"Oh God, yes!" the young woman yelled. "Slam that fucking cock in me. Oh my God!" Then she suddenly came, dripping her cum onto the dildo, onto the bed, and down her thighs. Her body was shaking uncontrollably and was giving way, making it so she couldn't even stay up on her knees any longer.
Emily fell forward, falling on top of her, pushing her to her stomach, holding her down with her body, with the cock still embedded in her pussy. Kaylee was still trembling and panting as Emily fucked her by moving her hips slightly.
"Please," Kaylee begged, as Emily continued fucking her, panting in her ear. She was uncertain if Kaylee was begging for more or begging for her to stop.
"Oh fuck... yeah, woman!" she growled. "God damn! Such a hungry pussy. It likes my big girl-dick."
"Fuck!" Kaylee screamed, feeling completely overwhelmed. "You're making me cummmmmm. Yes! Oh my God! But I can't... I just can't."
"Yes you can," Emily growled in her ear, forcing the huge cock in and out of her pussy. "You're gonna take all I fucking give you. 'Cause, oh shit! I love it. I'm so fucking deep in your pussy. You're gonna fucking cum for me again.... and again."
"I can't... I can't...:
"Yeah, you look so fucking sexy with my girl-cock deep in your fucking pussy."
"Oh shit! Oh shit!" Kaylee screamed again as her body convulsed beneath Emily. "I just... I... Fuck! Holy shit! I keep cumming all over your cock."
Emily laughed as she rose up off Kaylee and pulled the cock from her pussy. Kaylee was moaning, breathing hard as she was trying to recover.
"You're such a good little whore, aren't you?" Emily asked.
"Yes ma'am," Kaylee panted softly as she turned over, sweating and breathing heavily. She was so tired, but she knew she couldn't stop now. Ms. Bostwick still hadn't been taken care of.
"You just love getting fucked over and over," Emily laughed. "I will never get tired of you."
Kaylee got to her knees and grabbed the straps to the strap-on, trying to unfasten it. "I wanna get this off of you."
Emily rose to her knees to help Kaylee and tossed the fake dick aside as Kaylee pulled it from her legs. Kaylee then pushed Emily to lay on her back.
"God you're fucking amazing," Emily smiled, slowly shaking her head. She ran her hand over Kaylee lithe body, cupping her ass. "You have a glorious pussy. I mean, just look at that. Look at that prize right there. Your pussy is so fucking creamy."
"I'm glad you like it, ma'am," Kaylee said softly, sliding her hand between Ms. Bostwick's thighs, immediately stroking her pussy roughly.
"What? Are you gonna try to make me cum now?" Emily giggled.
"You know I am," Kaylee said, sliding between her legs and starting to lick her pussy. Her tongue moved quickly, swiping over Ms. Bostwick's clit as fast as she could. She wanted to make her Mistress cum... quickly.
"Mmmm... yeah," Emily squirmed, grabbing her breasts and rolling her nipples between her fingers. "Your tongue feels so good."
Suddenly Kaylee pushed two fingers inside her, thrusting slowly as she licked her clit.
"Oooh... that feels even better!" Emily moaned, smiling. "Uh huh... uh huh... Are you gonna do it? Huh?"
Kaylee smiled, knowing exactly what her Mistress was wanting. And she'd give her anything. "Yeah."
"Ok... that's a good start," Emily smiled, nodding. "God I need it so bad!"
"Yeah? Tell me how bad you want it," Kaylee teased, thrusting her fingers a little faster.
"God, you know I always fucking need it!" Emily pushed her hips up, moving them into Kaylee, encouraging her to do even more. "Yeah, use those fingers just like that... just like that. Use three now... fucking use three." She was grunting as Kaylee slid a third finger inside her and thrust once more.
Emily was moaning, writhing a little on the bed. She grabbed the bedspread beneath her and pulled, tensing her body as the pleasure rapidly built. "God that feels so fucking good. Oh! Yeah! Oh fuck!"
"You want another one?" Kaylee smiled, teasing her.
"Oh, please, please, please," Emily nodded. "Give me more. Give me more!"
Kaylee pulled her three fingers from Ms. Bostwick's wetness and licked her pinky. Slowly, she pushed all four fingers into Ms. Bostwick's pink hole, slightly twisting them with each stroke.
The older woman groaned loudly. She loved that Kaylee had such small, delicate hands and fingers. It was definitely the reason she chose the young woman. Very few women could do what she was doing now to Emily's pussy. "Yessss... give it to me. You're so good at that. Fuck! God I love it! It feels so fucking good. Fill up my pussy. I wanna feel your whole fucking hand in there."
"Does that feel good?" Kaylee teased, pushing most of her hand in and out of Ms. Bostwick's pussy. She'd only done this once before, but she knew just how much the older woman enjoyed it.
Emily's eyes were wide and wild, staring down at Kaylee between her legs, nodding as Kaylee fingered her so wonderfully. "Yes! Nice and slow... nice and slow. God I can't get enough."
"Ok... going for five," Kaylee giggled. She pulled her four fingers free and licked her thumb, preparing it for entrance as well. This was it. This was what Ms. Bostwick loved the most. Slowly, the pushed her four fingers back inside, then slowly tucked her thumb into her palm to join them. She felt the resistance, the stretching of Ms. Bostwick's pussy to its maximum, and watched Ms. Bostwick's face as her mouth opened in pleasure, her eyes half close, her head tilt back slightly as she let out an animalistic grunt. Then her thumb popped inside, letting Kaylee's entire hand slide inside the warm, tight wetness.
"Oh my God! Your pussy just swallowed my whole hand!" Kaylee smiled excitedly. She moved her hand inside and started sliding it in and out slightly. "Does that feel good?"
"Holy fucking shit!" Emily groaned, opening her eyes wide, turning her head from side to side in amazement. "Yeah! I love feeling so stretched out! Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Yes!" Emily panted, holding her body as still as she could, just letting Kaylee move her hand inside her. "God you're so good to me."
"I love watching your pussy take that," Kaylee giggled. "Is this ok?"
"That's so fucking good! Oh my God!" Ms. Bostwick grunted loudly, her pussy was feeling so full.
Kaylee giggled at how Ms. Bostwick's body responded to her now. She was trembling uncontrollably, gasping. "Are you gonna cum for me now?"
"Uh huh... YESSSSSS!" Emily yelled. She tried to hold it back, tried to prolong this pleasure and pain, but she couldn't. Her body needed the release. She writhed on the bed as her orgasm overwhelmed her. "Fuck, fuck, fuck! FUUUUUUCK!"
She came hard and Kaylee could feel Emily's muscles contract and squeeze her hand over and over again. Slowly she pulled her hand out as Ms. Bostwick's body shook with after-tremors. When she was done, she slid up beside Ms. Bostwick as the older woman grabbed her hand and started licking her own cum off it.
"Oh my God!" Emily panted. "Holy fuck! That was so intense!" She grabbed Kaylee and pulled her into her arms, hugging and kissing her fondly. Kaylee could feel the woman's warmth and softness against her body and felt comforted, safe, and loved.
They lay like that for several long minutes, resting and relaxing their spent bodies.
"Ok... let's go make some dinner," Emily giggled.
*****
"No," Ms. Bostwick said just a few days later. "No more. You are not to see her any more, do you understand?"
Kaylee nodded her head and looked down at the floor. She wondered what she did wrong, how this got to be this bad. For the past two days, Camilla kept calling her, kept demanding that she come see her. At first, due to her responsibilities, she agreed and went to her, but Camilla kept talking about them being together, kept demanding that Kaylee move in with her. It was so bad that the last time, Kaylee left crying.
Camilla was becoming obsessed.
When Ms. Bostwick noticed that Kaylee was with Camilla even more, and that now she was crying, she knew she had to put a stop to it and she called Kaylee into her office.
"I just... I don't understand," Kaylee said, almost crying now.
"I don't understand it either," Emily said. "It's just that some people can't let go I guess. It's a mental disorder. And the more you feed it, the worse it's going to get."
Kaylee looked at her feet, feeling like the lowest person on earth.
"You only have a couple weeks left of your internship," Emily said. "It'll all work out. Just... stay away from her. Ok?"
"Ok. I will."
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Human Resources: The Intern, Kaylee, Part 4
"Why me?" Kaylee asked as she talked to Natasha on the phone. It was only three and a half weeks before her internship ended. Natasha had called her for her decision, since she had to make flight and hotel arrangements. Kaylee had made up her mind but just wanted to be sure. Ms. Bostwick's advice had made so much sense to her... and then with Camilla's behavior, that didn't look like an option any more. So, it was go back home and finish college in her small town... or go to LA and learn with an exciting new adventure.
"Let's just say... when I was nineteen an older woman took me under her wing and helped me," Natasha said. "She mentored me and gave me a place to stay, helped me learn about running a business and helped me learn about my sexuality. Her name was Michelle Pruit. I've been working with the Firm ever since. I've never tried to mentor anyone before, but... there's just something about you that reminds me of myself. So... I just... I just want to be that person for you."
"Wow," Kaylee said softly. She was amazed. "What's the next step then?"
"Well, we'll fly you out to LA to live with me," Natasha answered. "My house is plenty big enough for the both of us. And you'll absolutely love the swimming pool. Then, we'll get you in to UCLA, maybe in the fall semester. And, you'll work for me as my personal assistant. Does that sound ok?"
Kaylee was overwhelmed. "Yeah... that sounds... more than ok." She laughed.
"Ok, then. I'll make all the arrangements."
*****
Kaylee called her parents on July 26th, with just three weeks left of her internship, to finally talk to them about her desire and offer to finish her college degree in California. And going to live in LA with a roommate... a woman... an older, successful woman. They were shocked, as expected, wanting to know what happened that caused this major change in her plans.
"I don't understand," he Dad said. "Why do you want to do this again? What's wrong with staying at Harris-Stowe?"
"Nothing's wrong with it," Kaylee said. "It's just... I met this woman at work and she's successful and all... and she's agreed to... you know... mentor me."
"What does she do, honey?" her Mom asked.
"She's a business woman," Kaylee said, wanting to keep the whole porn-thing out of the conversation. "She creates and sells different health and beauty items, like perfume. That's what she was doing at the Firm, creating an ad for her new perfume. She's like thirty-two and was completely self-made. She started when she was my age and was mentored by an older woman in the same way she wants to mentor me. She's really an inspiration. I think she can teach me a lot."
"UCLA? We can't afford schools like that out there, Kaylee... how are you going to pay for that?" her Dad asked. "And what about rent and food? You're going to have to get a job."
"That's going to make everything harder," her Mom added.
"Ms. Canyon has said she'd help with all that," Kaylee said. "She said I could stay at her house. She even said I'd work for her. If nothing else, I'll certainly learn a lot about business. It'll be a great thing to put on my resume for a job in advertising."
"I'm not so sure what this woman... what's her name?... Ms. Canyon?... what she gets out of all this," her Mom said. "It sounds shady to me. She's not like... what do they call them?... one of those traffickers?"
"It's not shady," Kaylee said, a little frustrated. "Oh my God. I've met her and people at the Firm know all about her, too. She's the real deal."
"You seriously want to do this?" her Dad asked, realizing that Kaylee had made the decision already. She was just letting them know what it was. In a way, he was a little impressed. When she left to start her internship she wasn't mature enough to make a decision like that yet. The short, three-month internship had done a world of good for her, in that sense at least.
"Yes," Kaylee said excitedly. "I really want to do this. It's an incredible opportunity. And I've thought about it for like a month now."
"Ok," her Dad said softly.
"When will you come home next?" her Mom asked.
"I'm not sure," Kaylee said, honestly. "Hopefully I can come home before I get too settled in out there. I'll call you and let you know what's going on. Maybe I can come home over the holidays."
Her Mom sniffled. Kaylee knew she was crying. She missed her. "Please do. We love you."
"I love you, too," she said. "Thank you for being so supportive."
"Well... you are our favorite oldest daughter," her Dad said, repeating an oft-told family joke.
"Funny, Dad," Kaylee said, giggling.
"Call us before you leave, ok?" her Mom sniffled.
"I will. Love you!" Kaylee kissed into the phone and then disconnected the call.
"Well... that was easier than I expected," Kaylee said to herself. She was happy that everything was finally settled. Natasha had called just a few days ago to get Kaylee's decision, so now she'd call her back and confirm that everything was a go... then Natasha could arrange for the flight and everything. She danced in her bedroom, twirling with excitement.
*****
"Emily?" Nicole Patterson asked, knocking on her door and standing in the entryway. It was Tuesday at 3:30pm, Kaylee's last week at the Firm, and Kaylee was sitting in Ms. Bostwick's office waiting for Ms. Patterson to pick her up. She slid her phone into her purse and stood. She was dressed in a blue, form-fitting cotton dress, with pale-blue hose and dark blue high heels. And for this little adventure, she chose to wear no lingerie... no bra and no panties.
"Nicole!" Emily smiled. "Come in. Kaylee is all ready to go."
"Thank you for letting me borrow your intern," Nicole said, smiling at both of the women in front of her. She was a little excited, but a little embarrassed, too. She didn't use the interns for her pleasure very often. And her use now was a little unconventional.
"Oh, no problem at all," Emily smiled, waving her hand as if to say it was silly to even think it was a problem. "It's her last week and you deserve to spend a little time with her. It's your anniversary today, right?"
"Yeah... our thirtieth, if you can believe it."
"Well, I hope you have a great time," Emily smiled.
"Thank you," Nicole smile back. "I'm sure we will." She looked at Kaylee, appreciating the petite, young woman in front of her. She always did have a thing for very petite women like Kaylee. There was just something about them that excited her. "Are you ready to go?"
"Yes, ma'am," Kaylee said.
Nicole led Kaylee down the hall to the elevators and, as the door closed, Kaylee took her trembling hand.
"I'm shaking," Nicole giggled. "I'm sorry. I'm not even sure why."
They took the elevator to the garage and Nicole led the way to her car and they both got in. Nicole started the engine and they were off into the street, beating the rush-hour traffic.
Kaylee took her hand in the car again and squeezed it to reassure the nervous, older woman.
"You are very beautiful, you know that?" Nicole asked.
"Thank you, ma'am," Kaylee smiled at her. "You are, too."
"So, just so you know the plan, we're getting home early to surprise my husband," Nicole said. "He and I are going to go out to dinner. Then I'll surprise him with you when we get back. What I'd like to do is have you hide in the bedroom closet until we leave. Then... have you waiting for us in the bed when we get back. He's going to love you. Does that sound ok?"
"Yeah, that sounds like fun... I'll do that," Kaylee nodded. "Your husband doesn't know I'm coming?"
"No... you're a total surprise," Nicole giggled.
"Have you ever done anything like this before?"
Nicole nodded. "Once. A couple years ago. I brought one of the male interns home for us to share. It wasn't as good as I expected, though. Stuart's not really into guys at all. So this time, I'd thought you'd be perfect."
Kaylee smiled. She'd never had a threesome before. This was going to be a bit different, especially because a guy would be involved. She'd never fucked a guy before. It was going to be interesting to compare him to Ms. Bostwick and her strap.
When they arrived at Nicole's modest four-bedroom, three-bath house, Nicole led her up to the bedroom. Kaylee sat on the bed, looking at her phone as Ms. Patterson changed into her dress for dinner.
She had to admit that Ms. Patterson was a beautiful woman. While she didn't get naked before sliding the dress on, Kaylee could tell that her bra was straining a bit to hold in her D-cup breasts.
Nicole went into the bathroom and freshened up her make-up and perfume, then the two heard the front door close.
"Go, go, go," Nicole said softly, urging Kaylee to hide in the closet.
Kaylee dashed in and sat down on the floor as the door closed behind her and the darkness engulfed her. The door had angled slats across the front, so, while she could barely see out, she could hear their conversation.
"Hey hun," Stuart said as he walked into the bedroom. "What time is the reservation again?"
"Six thirty," Nicole said.
"Ok... are you about ready?"
"Yep... ready as I'll ever be," Nicole giggled.
"Ok, then," he smiled. "Shall we beautiful Ms. Patterson?" Nicole slid her arm into his as he led her out of the bedroom and down the stairs.
Kaylee waited a few minutes before she was sure the coast was clear. Then she opened the closet door and sat on the bed once more, pulling her phone out. She had about two hours to kill.
Time seemed to move quickly, though, and she was a little surprised when she heard the front door open and close. There seemed to be a bit of a ruckus on the steps for some reason, piquing Kaylee's curiosity. She was laying back on the bed, pillows propped behind her, completely naked.
The two stumbled into the room moments later, with Nicole helping Stuart, his arm draped over her shoulders.
"Almost there," Nicole said softly, slowly walking Stuart forward through the doorway.
"Who are you?" Stuart challenged when he first noticed Kaylee, stopping just inside the bedroom door. He wondered if she'd broken in or something. Although, thieves didn't normally sit on the bed naked, he had to admit.
"Relax, Stuart. I brought her home as a gift for you. Well, I mean, for us to share, really. Here, let's get you on the bed."
Kaylee slid off the other side of the bed and stood, feeling a little helpless as Nicole helped Stuart slide onto the bed and lay back. "Oh, man," he grumbled, in obvious pain.
"Let me get some more pillows behind you." Nicole grabbed several pillows and did her best to slide them behind Stuart, to keep him upright.
"Thanks love," he said, moaning a little in pain. "I'm sorry I'm ruining our anniversary. I don't even know what I did to throw my back out like this."
"At our age, it doesn't take much," Nicole smiled.
"Maybe we can reschedule our date?" he asked, looking at Kaylee, hopeful. "It looks like you went to some trouble to get her here."
"Well... unfortunately, this is her last week," Nicole said, looking at Kaylee briefly. "So... we'll see what we can do."
"Aw... I really screwed things up then, didn't I," Stuart frowned. "Tell you what... just... I know that you've been wanting a girl to join us for a while now. Why don't you just go and have fun with her?"
"Oh... well... I mean, I don't want to cheat on you," Nicole said, looking worried. "I'll... I'll just wait. We'll do it together some other time."
Stuart shook his head adamantly. "No... seriously... go have fun. I'll see you in a couple hours. I'm probably just going to fall asleep anyway. The pain killer is starting to take affect."
"If you're sure." Nicole looked at Kaylee again, briefly, before looking back down at Stuart. She felt so conflicted and wished she could take his pain away. But she felt her body yearn to be with Kaylee, to feel her warm skin against her.
Stuart nodded. "I'm sure. Get out of here. Go have some fun. You just have to tell me all about it later. Every detail!"
"Can I get you..."
"Get out of here. I'm fine," he said sternly, interrupting her.
Nicole nodded and held out her hand for Kaylee. Then the two walked into the hall and closed the door behind them. "Down this way," Nicole said, leading the way down the hall to one of the other bedrooms. "In here."
Kaylee walked in, looking around the nicely decorated guest bedroom. It didn't look as comfortable as the master bedroom... the bed was smaller... but it would be fine.
Nicole's eyes feasted on the naked, petite young woman as she stood aside to let Kaylee enter first. "You certainly know how to make an old woman tremble," she said softly. "I really don't know why I'm so nervous."
Kaylee climbed up on onto the bed and moved over to let Nicole climb on beside her, both kneeling on the mattress.
"Just kiss me," Kaylee smiled. "It'll pass." She leaned in and met Nicole half way, kissing tenderly, then more passionately. Nicole grabbed Kaylee's head with both hands and kissed more ferociously for a moment, then lowered her hands to squeeze Kaylee's breasts and play with her nipples.
"You're such a beautiful young woman," Nicole whispered. "I've had my eye on you. And I've wanted to do very... very... naughty things with you since you started at the Firm."
"I like that idea," Kaylee smiled with a naughty gleam in her eye. She really did like that idea. Ever since Ms. Patterson kissed her on that first day, she'd wanted to spend a lot more time with her. But, for some reason, she rarely called for her. And even when she did, they didn't do much.
Nicole's hand suddenly caressed between Kaylee's legs, then softly cupped her pussy. "Wow... you got pretty turned on just kissing me, too." The two looked down at her hand as her finger slightly pierced Kaylee's pussy, making the young woman moan softly. "Look at you... so cute... so innocent... and so fucking wet."
Then Kaylee moved closer to her, kissing her more passionately, touching Nicole's breast over her dress.
"Yeah... put your hands on my chest and open those legs wide."
Kaylee squeezed Nicole's breasts over her dress as Nicole slid a second finger into Kaylee's pussy, teasingly. "Look at you... so pretty." Her finger curled and teased Kaylee's clit, too, making it swell and throb. Then she pulled her hand away.
"I think you need to see a little bit more of me," she said.
"Yes ma'am."
"Why don't you call me mommy for tonight," Nicole smiled.
"Yes mommy," Kaylee smiled back, nodding.
"Unzip mommy's dress, now," Nicole said, turning around to give Kaylee better access to her back.
"Yes, mommy."
"Do it slow... zipper all the way down." Nicole felt the cooler air of the room flow against her back as her dress was opened in the back. "I want you to slide your fingers underneath the dress... slide them up my body... over my shoulders." Kaylee slid both hands inside her dress, one on each side of Nicole's body, sliding up her back to her shoulders, pushing the dress out of the way as she went so that it fell from the older woman's shoulders, revealing her beautiful foam-green bra beneath.
"Yes... over my neck... now across the front." Kaylee's hands slid over the older woman's body, teasing her as they slid over her upper chest, then onto her bra-covered breasts. Kaylee squeezed each breast through her bra, teasing her.
"Do you like the way they feel?" Nicole asked, moaning softly.
"Yeah, they're so much bigger than mine," Kaylee said, rolling Nicole's nipples between her fingers. "I always wondered what it would be like to have breasts as big as yours. They're so soft."
Nicole turned and faced Kaylee, pressing her lips into the youth's tightly. Then she sat down, pushing the dress off her hips and down and off her legs. Then, with the quick move of her arm reaching behind her back, her bra came loose and it too was tossed aside.
Nicole faced Kaylee and rose to her knees again. She palmed and lifted her breasts, offing them to young woman. "Why don't you suck on mommy's nipples," she said. Kaylee's lips immediately fell to the hard nub, sucking on it gently at first, but then more firmly. "Oh, that's it."
Kaylee licked circles around Nicole's taut nipple, enjoying the little moans Ms. Patterson made. "I love the way your body's reacting," she giggled softly. "Your nipples are so hard."
Nicole held the back of Kaylee's head with one hand, and pulled her tightly to her breast. It had been so long since anyone had licked and suckled at her breast. "Taste good?"
"Yeah," Kaylee said softly, trying not to miss a beat.
"Now," Nicole said, sitting back. "I want you to do something else for me. Take off my panties." She lifted her hips and grabbed her panties with one hand as Kaylee helped with both of hers. "Yes... pull them all the way down. Good girl." Then Kaylee pulled them off her legs, tossing them aside.
As Ms. Patterson rose back to her knees, Kaylee grabbed and squeezed her breasts again, one hand then sliding down her side to her hip, stroking her body.
"Yeah, run your hands all over my body," Nicole moaned. "Kiss me." Kaylee kissed the older woman, both her hands stroking over her body as Nicole grabbed her ass firmly, squeezing each cheek.
"You're first," Nicole smiled, pushing Kaylee's chest. "Lay back." She pushed on Kaylee's shoulders, urging her to lay back then crawled up on all four's, between her legs and started kissing her nipples. Her large breasts swayed below her, brushing across Kaylee's stomach. "I can't hold back any longer. I need this." She slowly kissed down Kaylee's body, over her stomach, then onto her pussy as she lay down between Kaylee's spread legs.
"Oh my God," Kaylee moaned, sitting up on her elbows to watch everything Nicole did to her.
"You taste lovely," Nicole moaned, talking long licks through Kaylee's wet flesh, licking also along the outside of her pussy and along the sides of her swollen clit. "You don't know how long I've wanted to do this. Does it feel good?"
Kaylee nodded. "Yeah... it's really good. Oh... yeah. You're so good at that. Oh my God."
Nicole slid her tongue deep into her pussy, then slurped her labia into her mouth and sucked and pulled them.
"Oh... you're making my pussy all tingly."
Nicole smiled up at her young lover and circled her clit with the tip of her tongue for a moment before sealing her mouth over her pussy and sucking on her clit.
"Oh!" Kaylee cried out. "Are you kidding me?" She was trembling. The pleasure she was feeling from Nicole's licking and sucking was extreme, driving her fast to an orgasm. "Ah shit!" She yelled, throwing her head back and then falling back on the bed, her hands grabbing the bedspread into fists, as she came all over Nicole's face.
Nicole slowly licked around Kaylee's pussy, feeling the young woman tremble every time she got near her clit. Kaylee sat up again, first onto her elbows then sat up all the way. Nicole sat up on her knees, smiling that she could please her lover so well, then felt Kaylee grabbing her and pulling her into a kiss.
"Damn that was good," Kaylee panted.
Nicole smiled. "I'm happy to hear that."
"Now it's your turn," Kaylee said, pulling Nicole forward, making her crawl up onto her small frame, and straddle her. As she sat up on her knees, Kaylee slid further down, sliding her face under Nicole's body, between her spread legs.
"Like that?" Nicole asked, uncertain what was happening.
Kaylee wrapped her arms around Nichole's thighs and quickly licked her pussy. "Uh huh."
Nicole grabbed her own breasts and squeezed them, rolling her nipples between her fingers as she looked down and watched Kaylee pleasure her. She could only see the top half of her face, but Kaylee's eyes seemed so expressive as she looked back at Nicole. "Oh, I love seeing your pretty brown eyes looking up at me."



Kaylee licked hard and fast, sucking on her labia, trying to bring Nichole rapidly to her orgasm, too.
"Fuck... your tongue feels so good!" Nicole panted. "Do you know how many times I've dreamt of this?"
One of Kaylee's hands squeezed Nicole's ass, slowly sliding a finger between her cheeks until it found her tight, little sphincter. She circled it a little, teasing Nicole.
"Oh my God!" Nicole moaned loudly, almost falling forward as the pleasure grew. "Oh my God, I've been missing out on this for so long. Yes... I love using that pretty little mouth."
She squeezed her breasts harder, looking down, meeting Kaylee's eyes once more. Kaylee was licking faster, her head moving up and back at first, then side to side, swirling over and around Nicole's swollen clit.
"Uh huh... uh huh... oh God, yes!" Nicole panted. "Yes... so good." Nicole pushed her hips up and back, grinding into Kaylee's mouth and face, enjoying the sensations all over her pussy. She smiled down at the young woman. "Do you like it when I grind against you?"
"Mmhmm," Kaylee grunted, not missing a lick.
"Wait... stay still," Nicole said, putting her hands on Kaylee's head to hold her in place as she backed away an inch or two. "Stick your tongue out. Yeah, just like that." Kaylee extended her tongue as far out as she could. Nicole eased her pussy back down onto it and started to grind against it, holding Kaylee's head perfectly still. Her hips moved her pussy from the girl's nose down to her chin, with each giving Nicole an extra thrill.
"Yeah... that's nice," Nicole said, moving her hips faster. "Yes... I'm gonna cum... yes, yes, yes." She froze and released Kaylee's head, letting the young girl finish her assault on her pussy with a flurry of licks and sucking. "Oh! Yeah! Yes... don't stop." Kaylee licked and sucked on her clit and labia rapidly, driving Nicole towards her orgasm.
Nicole extended one hand, holding onto the headboard for balance with it while the other mauled her own breast. "You're gonna make my pussy cum on you. Yes... suck on it! Uh huh... uh huh... Keep going... keep going... Yessss! Oh... oh!" Suddenly Nicole looked up at the ceiling as her body froze. She held her breath tightly, closing her eyes as the pleasure peaked. Then it crashed over the top and Nicole came, her body shaking, her cum drenching Kaylee's face.
Kaylee licked and sucked, trying desperately to keep Nicole's orgasm going for as long as she could, until the older woman fell off her face, her body still trembling.
"Oh, yeah... that's so good," Nicole panted, squeezing her thighs together tightly, her body squirming a little as the pleasure reverberated through her again.
"You taste good," Kaylee giggled, sitting up. She licked around her lips, then used her hand to wipe her face and lick off the excess fluids.
"Though I'm sure my pussy's not nearly as sweet as yours," Nicole giggled back. As soon as Nicole felt the tremors stop, she slid beside Kaylee and rose up onto her elbow. She leaned in and kiss her, tasting herself on the girl's lips and tongue. "Did you like that? Did you like making me cum?"
"Yeah, it was fun," Kaylee giggled. "I hope you're not too tired. I want to do one more thing."
"One more thing?" Nicole laughed. "After that orgasm?"
"Yeah... one more thing." Kaylee rose to her knees, pushing Nicole flat onto her back. "Here, lay on your back." She slid her knee in between Nicole's legs, scissoring them, and moved to press her pussy into Nicole's and grab her leg. "My pussy's going to sit right on top of yours."
"Ok," Nicole said, looking skeptical. She'd never done anything like this before. Suddenly Kaylee dropped her hips and pushed her wet pussy against Nicole's. The young woman felt so warm... so wet... and felt so good against her own wetness.
Kaylee slowly slid her hips forward and back, grinding into Nicole, sliding their clits back and forth over each other.
"Oh!" Nicole moaned as she felt the pleasure this position gave her. "Oh this feels good."
"You feel our pussies rubbing together?" Kaylee smiled.
"Yes!"
"Yeah, yeah," Kaylee said, moving her hips a little faster, feeling the pleasure rise fast in her own body.
"Oh! My God that feels so good."
"Just let it go... cum for me," Kaylee said, grabbing Nicole's leg and holding it tightly to her chest.
"Oh fuck!" Nicole yelled. "Yes, yes, yes! Make me cum again!"
"Oh!" Kaylee smiled down, moaning loudly herself. "Oh fuck! Oh my God!"
Nicole came again and Kaylee felt the warmth against her pussy, felt Nicole's leg tremble as she straightened it tight. "Fuck!" she yelled, smiling up at the young woman. "I've never felt that before. That's nice."
Kaylee moved her hips again, grinding against the wet flesh, hoping to get herself off this time.
"Now to get yours," Nicole smiled up at her. She reached down and grabbed Kaylee's leg, holding her tight as she ground up into her at the same time.
"Yeah... oh your pussy feels so good," Kaylee moaned. "You're so wet."
"Yeah, use my pussy and cum, Kaylee" Nicole told her. "Go ahead. Cum for me again."
"Fuck!" Kaylee yelled sharply, her hips starting to move rapidly but less controlled. "I'm gonna cum again." Her clit was throbbing as it rubbed against Nicole's pussy over and over again. She pressed it harder down even as Nicole pressed her hips up, adding so much more friction between them.
"Cum for me," Nicole said, slapping you young woman's ass. "Cum for me!"
"Yeah!" Kaylee panted, barely able to speak. Her breath was coming out in ragged moans. She closed her eyes tightly. "Oh my God... I'm... right there... yes!" Then suddenly she came, her juices gushing down over Nicole's pussy, her body quivering, barely able to keep upright.
"You're so gorgeous when you're cumming," Nicole smiled up at her young lover.
Kaylee separated from Nicole then laid down beside her, panting softly, her body a sweaty mess.
Nicole kissed her, stroking her cheek tenderly with her fingertips. "I'm so glad you could come over and I had a chance to be with you."
"Me, too," Kaylee smiled.
"I'll definitely have to find someone to share with Stuart now, 'cause I'm going to need to do that again."
*****
Kaylee rolled her suitcase behind her as she entered the Four Seasons hotel lobby on Saturday, August sixteenth. Several guests were milling about the area, several seated in the comfortable chairs and couches, and three employees were behind the registration desk currently helping two customers. The third employee waved her over and greeted her.
"Hi," Kaylee smiled. "My name is Kaylee Farmer and I'm here to see Natasha Canyon. She's staying in the penthouse suite. Can you let her know I've arrived."
"Certainly, Ms. Farmer." The clerk picked up her phone and pressed a few buttons. "Ms. Canyon?... Hi, this is the front desk. We have Ms. Farmer here for you.... ok... ok, that's fine." She pulled the receiver from her ear. "Ms. Canyon will be down for you in a minute," she said, hanging up the phone.
Kaylee nodded and walked away from the desk, looking out the front doors at the bustling street below. New York was definitely a city in motion.
"Kaylee!" Natasha said as the elevator door opened and Natasha exited with a couple other passengers. She was wearing more modest clothing, but it was impossible to hide or minimize her chest, no matter what she wore.
"Hi Natasha!" Kaylee said as the older woman approached her. Natasha kissed her cheek making Kaylee blush because of all the people around them. It was going to take some time before she was comfortable having any intimacy with a woman in public.
"Let's, um, move away from the windows a bit, if you don't mind," Natasha said, looking out the front windows, looking worried.
"What's wrong?"
"Oh... I don't want to worry you, but I've been getting some hate mail recently. It pretty much told me to stay away from New York City and... well, they threatened to kill me. I've reported it to the police, but you know how things go... no one can really do anything about it."
"Oh my gosh!" Kaylee said.
"I know! Who'd want to threaten li'l ol' me, right?"
Kaylee looked at the front door again, but didn't see anything different, except... a little movement from inside the hotel caught her eye for some reason. A woman was getting up from one of the lobby chairs, her eyes locked on the two of them. When she swept the hood of her sweatshirt back, Kaylee immediately knew who it was. Camilla!
The short-haired blond looked determined as she took several steps towards them, then stopped. She reached her right hand into the pocket of the sweatshirt and pulled something from it.
"Get away from her you bitch!" Camilla yelled angrily.
All eyes suddenly turned to her and, when people saw her raising her hand toward Natasha, they ducked and dropped to the floor in fear. The gun wasn't large, but it was very obvious. And it was pointed towards Kaylee and Natasha.
Kaylee was frozen in place. She couldn't believe what she was seeing. Someone she knew was... was holding a gun on her and Natasha. Someone she once trusted. Someone she once was very close to.
"I told you I'd fucking kill you if you came here!" Camilla yelled again.
Camilla started to growl in anger before several, loud, sharp explosions filled the reception area and people started screaming. Kaylee thought for sure that she and Natasha were probably dead as everything seemed to move in slow motion around them. Kaylee could barely even blink, her body was so frozen in place by fear.
And then she saw that Camilla was knocked backwards, falling to the floor as three small spatters of blood flew from her chest and stomach. Kaylee could feel arms grab her and pull her down to the floor, a weight draping over her. She had no idea what was happening. Everything suddenly started happening so fast again.
Her ears were ringing when a man's face hovered in front of her own as she lay on the floor. "Are you ok?" he asked, his voice muffled and unclear. "Ma'am, are you ok?" he repeated, louder this time. Her ears were ringing.
"I... I think so," Kaylee said. She looked beside her to see Natasha on the floor, too, sitting up, looking stunned, blinking her eyes in disbelief. The man went back to her again, and told her to just relax.
Kaylee looked to where Camilla had been standing and saw a woman there, wearing dark slacks and a white blouse, her arm hanging by her side, with a gun in her hand. She used her foot to kick Camilla's gun out of her hand and away. "Call 911!" the woman told the shocked employees. One of the men picked up the phone and did as she commanded. "Clear!" she yelled, then the woman knelt on the floor beside Camilla to check her.
The man then helped Natasha to her feet. "We need to get you back into the elevator, ma'am. It's not safe yet." He started leading her, holding her arm.
"Bring Kaylee, too," she heard Natasha say as she sat up.
"Kaylee!" she heard the man yell for her. Stunned, she didn't move. She didn't understand what was going on and her brain didn't seem to be processing it. "Kaylee! Listen to me. Look at me, Kaylee." Slowly she looked at the man again, her eyes focusing more, her brain clearing a little. "Come with us," he said, extending his hand towards her. "Let's get you into the elevator."
Kaylee stood, her body barely responding to what she wanted to do. But she managed to start walking towards Natasha.
"That's right," the man said, encouraging her to keep moving. "Just keep your eyes on me. Keep walking." She was still having difficulty thinking, still having difficulty controlling her body, but she focused on his eyes. She kept moving towards those eyes.
When she finally reached the man, he ushered the two women with him into the elevator and quickly pressed the buttons to close the door and to go up to the penthouse suite.
Kaylee hugged Natasha as they leaned against the back wall of the elevator, the man standing in front of them by the elevator door. His hand hung at his side, with his gun still in his hand. She watched as he smoothly lifted it and slid it into its holster on his belt.
*****
Both Natasha and Kaylee were still trembling two hours later, blankets wrapped around their shoulders, as the police officers finally left the penthouse, leaving them alone. The woman from the lobby with the gun handed them both bottles of water.
"You ok?" she asked Natasha, kneeling in front of her and looking up at her empathetically.
"Yeah... thanks Taylor," Natasha said softly. "You, too, Daniel," she yelled to the man who'd helped as well. He was leaning against the kitchen counter, relaxing, and nodded.
"Bodyguards?" Kaylee asked Natasha.
"Yeah. I was worried something might happen," the porn star said. "I'm glad I brought them."
Kaylee turned towards Taylor. "Any word on Camilla? Um... the... shooter?"
"She was hit three times in the torso and I'm told she's at the hospital now, in surgery," Taylor said softly. "I don't know how bad it is. Another woman standing behind you two in the lobby was hit from her bullet... in the shoulder... and, last I saw, was going to be ok." Kaylee nodded. "You both were lucky we were there. She was... very determined."
"Yes... very," Natasha agreed.
"Well... we'll let you two rest," Taylor said, standing up again. "Is there anything we can get you?"
Natasha shook her head and wiped her eyes. "No... we'll be ok. Thank you both again. We, uh... we fly out of here tomorrow afternoon."
Taylor nodded. "We have our tickets and will be around. Call us if you need anything."
Natasha nodded and held Taylor's hand for a moment before the bodyguard called for her partner and the two left the suite, leaving Natasha and Kaylee alone.
"Obsessed, huh?" Natasha laughed softly, taking Kaylee's hand.
Natasha was there when the police interviewed Kaylee, when she told them about her relationship with Camilla (of course, leaving out her intern responsibilities at the Firm), and about how Camilla had started showing serious signs of obsession over the past few weeks.
"Yeah... sorry... I thought it was all over," Kaylee said.
"Any other obsessive girlfriends or boyfriends I should know about?" she giggled.
"Oh my God, no! God, I'm so sorry."
"No worries. It's not like it's your fault." Natasha squeezed Kaylee's hand. "You still want to come to California, right?"
Kaylee smiled. "Definitely."
*****
A large green screen covered the back wall and the large, commuter train car looked out of place inside the large warehouse. Natasha was wearing a tight, white tank top that showed she definitely didn't have a bra on underneath. And her tight, cotton shorts left little to the imagination.
"Alright, everybody settle down," the director said. "Let's do this again. Ok?"
"I'm sorry... I'm really nervous," Kaylee said to Natasha. She was wearing a white, button-down shirt with the top two buttons unfastened, with a red, plaid mini-skirt underneath. Around her neck was a red necktie.
"It's ok, Kaylee," Natasha smiled down at her. "Just relax and go with it. By the way, I thought of a porn name for you."
"A porn name?"
"Oh yeah. Of course," Natasha nodded. "You don't use your real name in porn. I think the perfect name for you is 'Piper Petite'."
"Hmmm... Piper Petite. I kinda like it," Kaylee smiled.
"School girls... take your places please," the director yelled and the four other young women, similarly dressed as Kaylee, crowded around Natasha. "Roger... no, I want you over there," he said to one of the cameramen. "I want a good front view of Natasha's face. Ok?"
He looked at one of the other three cameramen. "You good on your angle?"
The man nodded. "Yeah."
"Ok. Everyone... quiet on the set!" he yelled and the room fell completely silent. "Rolling!"
One of the crew held a clapperboard for the camera and clapped the top down. "School Girl Gang, Scene 1, Take 3."
"And... action!" the director said, pointing at the girls as the crewman cleared the way.
"I like your lipstick... and your eyeshadow," Kaylee said, looking up at Natasha. Natasha was holding onto a support pole above her as the train car rocked side to side. The movement made her lovely, DDD-cup breasts bounce deliciously under the thin material of her tank top.
"Thanks," Natasha said, dismissively, as she briefly looked down at the young woman and smiled.
"I haven't seen you around here before," Kaylee smiled.
"I'm, um... I'm new in town," Natasha said, looking like the girl was obviously annoying her. "I'm on vacation."
"Vacation, huh?" Kaylee smiled, stepping even closer, making all the school girls around Natasha move closer as well, until they were all touching her with their own bodies, bumping against her as the train rocked. Kaylee herself almost had her face right in between Natasha's large breasts. Barely five-foot tall, they were perfectly at face level.
"Do you mind? You're a little... close," Natasha said. She squirmed a little, obviously uncomfortable with all the young girls pressing in on her.
"No, I don't mind at all," Kaylee smiled. "I guess... since you're new around here and all... we'll have to make sure you have a good visit."
One of the school girls grabbed Natasha's ass from behind, making her squeal and move towards Kaylee, making her breasts press into Kaylee's face.
"Hey! Watch that!" Natasha yelled, squirming.
Kaylee grabbed Natasha's tits and squeezed them over her shirt, obviously enjoying them. Natasha's hard, pointed nipples slid between Kaylee's fingers and she pinched and pulled them.
"What are you doing?" Natasha squealed. "Don't touch me there!"
Kaylee grabbed both her nipples firmly, squeezing them between her thumb and index finger firmly. "Honey... we'll touch you anywhere we damn well like."
Natasha relaxed a little, looking disturbed but resigned to what was happening. The girl behind her stroked and squeezed her ass even more and Kaylee continued enjoying her breasts. "You sure don't look like sexual predators," she spat.
Kaylee sneered. "Haven't you heard that looks can be deceiving." She grabbed the bottom of Natasha's shirt and lifted it above her breasts, baring them completely. Then she grabbed them again and sealed her mouth over her nipple, sucking firmly.
"Oh my God," Natasha moaned, obviously enjoying the sexual torment she was receiving.
Hands from behind her unfastened her shorts and roughly pulled them down. They fell to her ankles, trapping her feet. She was wearing black G-string panties and blushed, embarrassed, knowing everyone could now see her.
"Hey!" she protested weakly, unable to really stop these girls from doing anything to her. "What are you doing? Stop!" She tried to grab the wandering hands of the young girls behind her, grabbing her ass, wrapping around to the front, touching her stomach. But the girls just giggled and grabbed her wrists, pulling her hands behind her back, until she was completely helpless.
"You don't get it, do you?" Kaylee sneered up at Natasha, her own hand sliding down over Natasha's stomach and onto her panties. "I'm doing whatever the fuck I want to you, baby." She slid her fingers underneath the waistband of her panties and curled them to press into her clit and pussy. She teased Natasha as the larger woman closed her eyes and moaned softly, unable to do anything but let these girls have their way.
Kaylee pulled her wet, glistening hand free and lifted it up to show Natasha. "See? I knew you'd be wet." She slid a finger into her mouth and sucked on it for a moment, then pulled it free and licked it. "And, mmm... you taste pretty fucking good."
Slowly, Kaylee dropped to her knees in front of Natasha and kissed her thigh. Her face was perfectly at the same level as Natasha's wet, juicy pussy and she stared at it and licked her lips. She grabbed the waist band of Natasha's panties and pulled them down until they joined her shorts at her ankles.



"Oh my God," Natasha moaned.
Then Kaylee leaned forward, smiling lewdly, and extended her tongue to start licking Natasha's pussy, hamming it up a bit for the camera.
Adjusting himself while sitting in his chair, the director was liking this take.
*****
Kaylee woke up to familiar sounds in her childhood bed. It was Christmas morning and she could hear movement in the living room and kitchen in her family's small three-bedroom house. She looked around the room with fresh eyes. It was almost childish to her now... with posters on the walls from her favorite bands... stuffed animals everywhere... and everything seemed so... pink.
None of this was who she was any more and she could feel how much she'd changed in just seven months. Just seven months ago, she was still a petite, shy, college girl, just starting on her adventure. And it was an adventure she would never have expected.
She could see snow falling outside her bedroom window and knew they were expecting up to an inch today. It was nice to have snow on Christmas morning.
She opened her phone and checked her messages. There was one from Natasha, wishing her a Merry Christmas. She also mentioned that their video dropped and suggested Kaylee check it out.
Kaylee opened the internet browser on her phone and quickly checked her favorite porn site. Right at the top was a photo and a link to 'School Girl Gang'. She giggled seeing such a naughty picture of herself with Natasha and clicked on the link to start the movie. She had to admit, they did a really good job of putting all the video together. And she got a special tingle up her spine when she saw her 'And Introducing... Piper Petite' credit.
She stopped the video and got out of bed. Sliding her robe on, she went out into the living room where her sister, Lily, was sitting, looking at her social media sites on her phone and her Dad was in his recliner reading the morning newspaper. She could hear her Mom in the kitchen making breakfast. From the wonderful smells it was looking like a pancake, egg, and bacon breakfast today.
"Hey Pip," Lily said as Kaylee entered. Kaylee giggled at how close her nickname was, which was short for pipsqueak, to her porn name.
"Hi Ace," Kaylee replied, sitting on the other end of the couch. "How's school going?"
"It's good... I got a 4.0 this semester." Kaylee had to laugh. Lily *always* did well in school. That was what earned her the nickname of Ace in the first place. She aced every test.
"I knew you would," Kaylee said. "Well, congratulations."
"Thank you, thank you," Lily giggled, going back to looking at her phone.
"Breakfast is ready!" their Mom called from the dining room. Implicitly telling them to all come to the table.
"How's your new job going?" Kaylee's Dad asked as he put his paper aside and lower the footstool. They all stood together and started walking into the dining room.
"I'm really excited," Kaylee gushed. "My job is to look over and try to help improve Natasha's ad campaigns. It's so cool! I've learned so much in just four months. I've also started putting together my ad campaign for her."
"You're taking classes out there?" Lily asked as they all got to their traditional chairs and sat down.
"Yeah, at UCLA," Kaylee said, sliding her chair in. "I'll be graduating in the Spring."
"I have to say," her Dad said, shaking his head, "I'm happy and amazed that you've made so much progress in less than a year."
"You're so mature and beautiful," her Mom said, coming out of the kitchen with a plate stacked with pancakes.
"Thank you," Kaylee blushed at the compliment. "I truly owe it all to Michelle Pruit Advertising for giving me the internship. None of this would have happened without them."
"When do you have to go back?" Kaylee's Mom asked.
"I leave Sunday afternoon. I didn't mean to have such a short stay, but there's a lot to do out there."
Kaylee's Mom slid her chair in then started passing the dishes around. "You know, I know Lily has only finished one semester at Harris-Stowe, but... do you think they'd take her as an intern?"
Kaylee nodded, imagining just how much fun her sister would be there. She could just imagine how she'd look when Ms. Bostwick came out of her bedroom wearing her strap-on the first time. And, with Lily's smaller hands, Kaylee was positive Ms. Bostwick would enjoy sliding Lily's hand deep inside her pussy. Maybe Kaylee could even come into town and enjoy a little intimate time with her own sister, too. "Probably. I'm sure she'll be a great... fit. I can put in a good word for you if you want."
"Yeah!" Lily nodded excitedly.
Lily, too, had no idea how her future would change.
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Free-Use: Hospitality, Part 1
"Alexis?" the young woman asked, she was sitting behind a house, trying to stay close to the dryer vent that was spewing warm air.
"Yeah... who's this?" Alexis asked, confused. She didn't recognize the voice or the number on her caller ID.
"It's Megan... Megan Brooks," she said. "Remember me? From school?"
"Megan!" Alexis said excitedly. "Oh my gosh! I haven't heard from you in years. How are you?"
"I'm doing ok," the young, petite woman lied. She wasn't doing well at all, but didn't need to start the conversation out like that. Besides, she was pretty sure Alexis was doing really well and didn't need her problems.
"That's great! Where are you now? Did you go to college?"
"Oh... no... I'm still around home," Megan said, shivering a little in the cold air. It was December and the weather was starting to turn colder. For the next few nights, in fact, the weather service said that the temperatures were going to be in the single digits... and not much warmer during the daytime. "I never went to college."
"Oh, that's a shame," Alexis said. "I was sure you were going to be a vet or something. You loved working with animals so much."
"Yeah, maybe some day still. I just can't afford it right now."
"How are your parents?"
"Fighting, as usual," she said. It was pretty common knowledge with Megan's friends that her parents were alcoholics and who argued almost constantly. Even when she was in school, Megan tried her best to stay away from home as much as possible, watching the afterschool sports programs as much as she could.
"Are you still living there?"
"No... I... I left," Megan said. "I couldn't take it any more."
"Did you get an apartment or something?"
"Yeah, kinda. I moved in with my boyfriend at first, but that... unfortunately that didn't work out. I'm looking for somewhere else now."
"Where are you staying now?" Alexis asked, sounding concerned. She'd known Megan since they were in fourth grade. They were really good friends, although as they grew older, issues developed between them. For one, Megan's breasts developed far faster than all her other friends and she always seemed to steal her boyfriend's attention. It was a very difficult time. By the time they graduated and Alexis went to college, they'd stopped talking and over the next three years became estranged.
"Well, I've been staying with a few friends... and on the street when I have to," Megan admitted. "I was staying with Sydney Cole for the last few days. Do you remember her?"
"Yeah, I remember Sydney," Alexis said.
"She and her boyfriend got an apartment in town. They let me stay in their spare room."
"You said you were staying with them... something happen?"
"Yeah... she, uh... she thought I was flirting with her boyfriend and kicked me out. I swear I wasn't," Megan said, desperately wanting Alexis to believe her. "I don't do that. I really don't."
Alexis paused for a moment, remembering the times she accused Megan of exactly the same thing. She knew it wasn't hard for people to think she was flirting. She was barely five foot tall and a hundred pounds. So her large, D-cup breasts were extremely prominent. She just looked like sex on two legs.
"I'm sorry to hear that," Alexis said. "It's gotta be hard."
"Well... I don't want to keep you," Megan said, almost in tears because of her dire straights. She didn't want to burst out crying in front of Alexis. "I was just wondering... your mom and dad still live here, right?"
"Yeah, they're still in the same house."
"Do you think, you know, since you're not living there and all... do you think I could stay in your room? I mean, it's supposed to be getting really cold for the next few days. I really need a place to stay."
"Yeah, I think you'd be able to stay there, probably as long as you want even." Alexis remembered how much her dad was even drooling over Megan and her killer body. She was pretty sure he'd approve of her living under his roof. "Why don't I call my Dad and see what he says and I'll call you back."
"Oh... you're a life-saver Alexis!" Megan said, starting to cry. "Thank you so much!"
"Yeah, of course! I'll call you back soon."
Megan waited only ten minutes before Alexis called her back. The dryer had stopped in the meantime and the heated air was no longer keeping her warm. She still sat by the vent, her knees in her chest, her arms wrapped around her legs to keep her legs warm.
"Hey Alexis," she said.
"Hey. I just talked to my Dad and he said he was fine with you moving in," Alexis said.
"Oh my gosh! Thank you so much! I really needed this."
"Oh, you're welcome," Alexis said. "Just to warn you, though, he said that he and my Mom implemented some sort of house rule that you'll be required to follow. I don't exactly know what it's all about, but I'm sure he'll bring it up."
Thoughts swirled through Megan's mind about what the rule could be... maybe about not inviting boys in... maybe no alcohol. All she knew was that, no matter what the rule was, she could live with it for a little while.
"I'm sure it'll be fine," Megan said.
"Ok, then. They're expecting you at any time," Alexis said. "Take care of yourself, ok?"
"I will!" Megan smiled. "Thank you so much!"
*****
It took about thirty minutes for Megan to walk to Alexis' home, carrying her medium sized, blue suitcase. It held just about everything she truly owned and needed. She walked up the driveway, still shivering, her feet starting to get a little numb.
She knocked on the side door, the one she always used when she was growing up. In seconds, the door opened and Mr. Stanley stood before her. He stood aside and invited her in.
"Hi Megan! Hi! Please, please," he said. "Here, let me take that," he said, taking her suitcase from her hand and setting it aside. Megan walked up the two steps into the kitchen with Mr. Stanley walking behind her.
She was a little surprised that he was wearing his robe... in the late afternoon. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to interrupt you getting ready for something," she said.
"No, no... you're fine," he said. "You're not interrupting a thing. Here, let me take your coat."
Megan slid her gloves, hat, and scarf off and stuffed them into her coat pockets. Then she slid her coat off, handed it to him, and watched as he walked over to the closet and hung it up.
She could feel the warmth of the fireplace burning in the living room even from there and looked at it through the archway.
"May I?" she asked, pointing to it.
"Oh, yeah. Go ahead and get warmed up. Alexis said that you've been on the street for a bit."
"Yeah, luckily only a day in this cold," Megan said, walking over by the fire and extending her hands to the warmth.
"Well... Alexis said you're looking to stay in her room."
"Yeah... I mean, I don't want to intrude or anything and just thought that would be easiest."
"Well, we don't have a very large place, if you remember," he said, remembering how often she was over when she was younger. "Just two bedrooms, now, and one bath."
"Exactly... I mean, I figured you hadn't done anything with Alexis' bedroom."
"Right... no, it's just as she left it," he said. "And you're really welcome to treat yourself as one of the family. I just need to mention... after Alexis left for college... my wife and I decided to implement a new household rule."
"Yeah, she said there was something."
"We decided that our house would be what is called a free-use sanctuary... where there's no secrets, no shame, no B.S.. If you want something, you have it. No one is denied anything they ask for."
"Ok..." Megan said, sounding a little unsure what it all meant.
"With that... there are two more things you need to know," he continued. "The first," he lifted one finger, "is that there are no doors on any interior room. Closed doors lead to secrets and shame."
"Um... what about... what about the bathrooms?" she asked.
David Stanley shook his head. "No door."
Megan blushed. That was a little... odd... and she wasn't sure she'd be able to use the restroom without privacy. But... it still wasn't a deal breaker in the near-term. At least it would be warm. Living outside, she'd go to the bathroom in the open and cold.
"The second thing," he said, grabbing the lapel of his robe on both sides and slowly tugging on it, pulling it open, "is that no clothes are to be worn inside the house." David slid his robe completely off and lay it on the back of the nearest chair.
Megan blushed and closed her eyes. She couldn't believe that she was standing in the middle of the living room with Mr. Stanley naked. "Ok, then," she whispered, looking up at the ceiling.
"If you want to stay here, you'll have to comply with these rules," he said. "Is that something you can agree to?"
"Um... yeah," Megan said, still unable to look him in the face... or anywhere other than the ceiling at the moment.
"Then... you'll have to disrobe now," he said.
This was definitely not what Megan expected. She remembered all the staring, lewd and otherwise, that Mr. Stanley had given her when she was growing up, especially that Summer after graduation. She came over for a little party with their friends and she'd worn a little tank top, that she knew barely contained her chest. That was part of the reason she'd worn it, of course. She just didn't do it to attract Mr. Stanley's attention.
She grabbed the bottom of her oversized sweater and lifted it, pulling it up and over her head. She was wearing a t-shirt underneath that, which she took off the same way. She could almost hear Mr. Stanley's gasp as her bra-covered breasts came into view. Her bra wasn't particularly sexy, but her breasts had always been difficult to contain.
She unbuttoned her jeans and eased the zipper down, her eyes catching a glimpse of Alexis' naked dad. He was watching her intently, his hand slowly stroking himself. She was so embarrassed... and a little excited. Slowly she pushed them down her legs and kicked them aside. She then stood as if she was done.
"Sorry, those, too," Mr. Stanley said. "No secrets and no shame, remember? You blushing like that tells me you hold a lot of shame about being naked."
Megan reached behind herself and unhooked her bra, sliding it down and off her arms. "I'm definitely not used to being naked in front of others." She hooked her thumbs in her panties and bent over to push them down, her naked breasts bobbing and swaying below her. When she stood, she used one hand to cover her breasts and the other to cover her pussy.
"Do you mind if I... uh... go up to Alexis' room?" she asked timidly.
"Oh, sure," David said. "Like I said, you're family now."
She nodded and slowly walked up the stairs, feeling Mr. Stanley's burning gaze on her ass the whole way up. The landing at the top of the stairs was small, with four doorways, three leading to bedrooms and the fourth to the bathroom. None of the doorways had a door. She walked into Alexis' room and sat on the bed.
She was still embarrassed to be there naked and quickly grabbed the blanket and pulled it around herself.
A sound at the doorway startled her and she turned to see Mr. Stanley setting her suitcase down. "Here's your suitcase," he said softly. "My wife should be home shortly. I'm not sure what we're having for dinner, but you are certainly welcome to eat with us."
Megan nodded slowly. "Ok," she said.
David turned and walked back down the stairs, leaving her alone again. She slid under the blankets and lay in the bed, letting the warmth cover her and soothe her.
*****
It seemed like just a few seconds past, but she woke when she heard a noise downstairs. It was Mr. and Mrs. Stanley talking, some about dinner and a lot about her.
"She agreed to the rules?" Mrs. Stanley asked.
"Yes. She's fine with them."
"Um..." she started to say, but he interrupted her.
"She's sleeping at the moment," he said. "Let her rest for now. What were you thinking for dinner?"
"I have some chicken, so I was thinking some garlic pasta and broccoli with it," she said. "Is that ok?"
"That'll be fine," he said.
"It'll only take about twenty minutes or so."
"Ok, I'll go let Megan know," he said. She could hear him coming up the stairs and closed her eyes to pretend to be asleep. "Megan?" he said from the doorway. "Megan?"
"Yeah," she said, turning towards him.
"We'll be having dinner in about twenty minutes," he said.
"Ok."
He tapped the door frame, then turned and walk downstairs again. She blushed a little again. At least this time his cock wasn't hard, she thought. She waited a few minutes to make sure Alexis' parents were staying downstairs, then threw off the covers and went into the bathroom. She quickly went and then washed up, before slowly walking down the stairs. She held one hand over her breasts and one down at her pussy. She still wasn't comfortable being naked.
She saw Mr. Stanley sitting in the living room, watching the news on TV and quickly walked towards the kitchen. Mrs. Stanley was standing at the stove, getting dinner ready. Megan was shocked, though, that Mrs. Stanley was completely naked, too. Megan shook her head, wondering how in the hell this could have happened.
"Megan!" Mrs. Stanley yelled as she turned and saw the young woman. Megan blushed, watching Mrs. Stanley's breasts jiggle as she bound over to her, her arms spread wide. She hugged Megan, pressing her body into the young woman tightly. At first, Megan was too shy to move her hands, but as Mrs. Stanley pressed in, she relented and hugged her back.
"Hi Mrs. Stanley," Megan blushed, her face crushed against Mrs. Stanley's slightly smaller C-cup breasts.
"Oh... don't be so formal," Mrs. Stanley said. "Please call me Melissa and him David. You're family now."
"Ok... thank you."
"Oh, it's so good to see you again," Melissa said, squeezing Megan and rocking her side to side. "I talked with Alexis. Are you doing ok?"
Megan nodded, still feeling a little uncomfortable in Melissa's embrace, her breasts right at face level of the shorter Megan. "Yeah, I'm doing ok. Much better being here, though, I have to admit."
"Oh, I'm so happy to hear that," Melissa said, hugging her tightly again, pressing Megan's face right into her breasts. "David and I are happy to have you here. You're welcome to stay as long as you need. We certainly have the space."
"Thank you," Megan said.
Melissa pulled back slightly and looked down at the shorter woman. She noticed that her breasts were perfectly positioned at Megan's face, her hard nipples so close to her mouth. She moved her torso slightly, letting one nipple press against Megan's lips, almost as if by accident, and she smiled when Megan blushed.
"Oh, you're so cute!" Melissa said as she leaned down and kissed Megan, lightly at first, but her kiss became a little more insistent, a little more passionate. It definitely wasn't a kiss from a friend's mom. Unsure of what to do, and feeling a little desire herself, she kissed her back, closing her eyes. It seemed like it had been forever since she'd been kissed so wonderfully and lovingly.
"Whoa, whoa," David said as the two heard him rush over to the stove. They broke their kiss and looked at him as he adjusted the burner where the boiling water was just starting to overflow the pot of pasta. "It was getting a little too hot in here," he laughed.
Melissa stepped back, released Megan from her arms, and walked back over to the stove. "Thank you, hon," she giggled. "Sorry, I got carried away."
"I don't blame you at all," David smiled, leaning back against the counter, stroking his semi-hard shaft. "I enjoyed what little I saw as well.
Megan blushed and looked away. It was going to take a while before she was comfortable seeing them so... naked. She covered herself again with her arms.
"Dinner's just about ready if you want to head to the table," Melissa said. She took the pot off the stove and poured the contents into a strainer, then put the pasta into a serving bowl.
Megan passed David as she walked into the dining room and found a seat. She pulled the chair out and sat, trying to slink as low as possible to hide her breasts beneath the table top. With her short frame, it wasn't difficult.
In just minutes, Melissa and David carried the food to the table and they all began to eat.
Dinner was wonderful and Megan felt a lot better about her living here. Melissa and David seemed to be very wonderful people and Megan grew more comfortable, even though they sat there, naked.
"Was your day good, hon?" David asked as Megan watched his hand slide along the table until his fingers lightly grabbed Melissa's nipple and rolled it.
Melissa smiled at him, turning and leaning a little closer to offer more of her breast to him. "Yeah, it was a really good day."
Megan blushed as his fingers kept circling and playing with Melissa's nipple. Melissa's eyes closed and she smiled. Megan could tell just how much she was enjoying his touch.
"That's good to hear. My day was... good... too." Slowly, David slid out of his chair to the ground, crawling closer to his wife. His hands grabbed her breasts, squeezing and lifting them, teasing both her nipples, before bending forward and taking one into his mouth.
"Oh fuck," Melissa moaned softly. Megan saw her open her eyes and look at her. Melissa reached her arm towards her, wanting to hold her hand. Megan took her hand and Melissa squeezed it, trying to transfer even a little of the pleasure she was receiving to Megan.
Megan was unable to look away as David slowly kissed and licked down her body, gently set her leg up on the table, and dipped below the edge of the table to obviously begin licking her pussy. Melissa moaned softly, squeezing Megan's hand as she became more and more excited.
"Fuck that's good," she panted. "God, I love your tongue." She looked directly at Megan, her mouth opening slightly, her eyes wide. "He is so good at this. You just wait."
Megan shivered, her mind envisioning him licking her pussy, making her feel that good. It had been a long time since anyone had made her feel that good. She watched as Melissa's head fell back and she let out a guttural groan. Her body shook a little, her head turning side to side, telling Megan that she was having an orgasm.
"Oh my God!" Melissa panted. "That was wonderful, honey."
David sat back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand before he moved closer to kiss his wife passionately.
"I missed you," he whispered.
"I missed you, too," she giggled. "What can I do to make you feel more loved?"
David grinned at her, obviously with something on his mind. As he stood, Melissa seemed to know exactly what he wanted. She lowered her leg from the table top just as David reached his full height, his hard cock pointed straight at her.
"I think I can manage that," she giggled as she dropped to her knees and slid him deep into her mouth and began sucking on him.
Megan was really feeling uncomfortable. "I think I'll go take a shower and turn in, if that's ok." She stood.
"Yeah, honey," David said. "That'll be just fine." Suddenly David grunted. "Oh my God!"
Megan watched Melissa sit back a second, taking her mouth off him as her hand stroked him faster and she added her second hand as well, stroking and twisting.
Without waiting for more, Megan grabbed her dishes from the table and put them in the sink. Then she ran up the stairs and into the bathroom. She so wished she could just close the door. She wished she could just have some privacy to process all this. But there wasn't anything she could do.
The bathroom was huge. From what she remembered when she was younger, it looked like the Stanley's did some major renovation and merged the bathroom into at least part of one of the bedrooms. It was now huge with a large, open tiled space with two shower heads for the shower. There was absolutely no curtain, nothing to hide behind, even while washing.



She walked to the open shower. Not even the shower was private, she realized as she looked into the hallway beyond the open doorway. She turned on the water to let it heat up and then stepped into it. She closed her eyes, enjoying the hot water flowing over her skin. She grabbed the soap and poured some into her hand and began rubbing it over her body. Even the suds felt good tonight as she washed over and around her breasts and down between her legs.
Lastly, she poured shampoo into her hand and rubbed it into her hair. She moaned softly, enjoying her self-massage. She was surprised to hear a noise that sounded different, but her eyes were full of water and suds, she wiped her eyes quickly, trying to clear them. When she was finally able, she looked and saw both David and Melissa at the doorway, watching her. Melissa was slowly stroking her husband's cock.
Megan squealed, covered herself with her hands, and turned away from them, looking at them in shock.
"Let's let her get settled, honey," Melissa said, then she stepped away pulling David by the cock behind her. He seemed to go reluctantly. Megan could tell that he was still pretty excited, his erection very obvious.
Megan shook her head. This was weirding her out. She quickly rinsed off, finishing her shower, then toweled off and slipped into her room quickly sliding under her covers. She lay on her back, looking up at the ceiling as the strange quiet of the house settled in.
It seemed like seconds, but she was awakened by David and Melissa talking. The quiet of the house and the lack of doors made their conversation impossible to hide. She looked at the clock and realized it was midnight.
"Did you see how precious and beautiful she is?" Megan heard Melissa ask. She wondered if they were talking about her. Would they?
"Oh yeah," David agreed.
"Oh my," Melissa said, obviously smiling, "and I'm thinking... she's such a little thing, but God she's sexy."
With her reference to a 'little thing' Megan was pretty sure they were talking about her. At five foot, one hundred pounds, she knew she was definitely a little thing. But she'd never heard anyone saying she was sexy before. It was rather different hearing people talk about her when she wasn't in the room and they had no idea if she was listening or not.
"Yes she is," David agreed. "She's very sexy."
Melissa seemed a bit excited, like she had to get this out before she could even sleep. Megan remembered how she greeted her in the kitchen, the enthusiasm she showed. "She looks so shy and innocent, but with a body like that... wow! I mean, she's not a little girl any more. You know what I mean?"
"She's definitely grown into a beautiful woman. And her tits are incredible."
Typical man, Megan thought, always talking about her tits first. She couldn't help it they were so large. Why couldn't she be sexy in other ways?
"And here I thought you were thinking about what that tight pussy would feel like," Melissa giggled.
Megan gasped, and quickly covered her mouth so that they wouldn't hear her. She couldn't believe that Melissa was talking about her pussy.
"Mmhmm... that, too," David agreed. "I have to admit, it's hard to think of anything else."
"I know you want to fuck her."
"Yeah... I think that's pretty obvious," David laughed.
"Mmhmm... I think it is," Melissa said softly. "You're so hard tonight. I know you're thinking about it... right now. I mean, I know I am. Wouldn't it be nice to have a tight, twenty year old eager hole wrapped around this cock?"
"Oh my God," David moaned. Megan was pretty sure that Melissa was stroking his cock now. "You've certainly sparked my interest."
"Ooh, you're sparking mine, too," Melissa giggled. "I have an idea. Let's pretend I'm her."
Megan gasped again. Pretend that Melissa is her? Pretend that David is fucking her instead of his wife? Oh my God! This was getting pretty intense! She was wondering if this was too much for her, if she should just grab her stuff and leave. But the howling wind outside and frigid temperatures told her she'd have to just wait it out.
"Alright..." he said, sounding a little skeptical.
Megan knew she could just cover her ears. She could do things to stop listening to them. But her curiosity was too strong.
"And she just wants to call you daddy." Melissa giggled again. It seemed she was going to enjoy roleplaying daddy and daughter. "You're her good daddy."
She suddenly heard sucking noises and she quickly realized that Melissa was sucking on David's cock. She could hear her panted breathing, the sloshing of her hand up and down his shaft, and her soft moaning.
"Mmhmm," Melissa moaned. "That young, eager mouth, just eager to please her daddy."
"Oh, that's right, suck on daddy's dick," David moaned. "Oh fuck!"
"Mmm," Melissa moaned, "that young, wet mouth, just aching to please."
"Go nice and slow honey," he urged when it sounded like Melissa was getting to eager to make him cum. The sloshing of her hand slowed dramatically until Megan couldn't hear it any longer.
"Yes... maybe just little licks and kisses. All along your shaft... and balls," Melissa said, occasionally making kissing noises.
"Oh my God," David moaned.
Megan was starting to get a little excited herself. She could feel her nipples hardening and a tingling in her pussy. It seemed pretty fucked up, but she couldn't deny that she was enjoying hearing it.
"You know... she would be very eager to try... anything... that would please you," Melissa said teasingly. "Long licks on her daddy's dick would be just the start. Oh my gosh it feels so good on my tongue. I want to make it feel good for my daddy."
"You're a good girl for daddy, aren't you?" David said, sounding just like a dad talking to a little girl.
"I've always wanted to be your good girl, daddy," Melissa giggled.
Melissa obviously did something to David because he suddenly moaned. "Oh, that's so good."
"Daddy's getting nice and hard," Melissa said seductively. Megan envisioned watching her suck on the head of David's long, hard cock. She slid her hand over her breast, circling her nipples with her fingertips before gently pinching and rolling it between them.
"That's it... suck on daddy's cock," David moaned. "Oh my God... that's so good."
"I love feeling daddy's cock in my mouth."
"Oh fuck," David moaned. "You want to sit on daddy's lap, honey?"
"Oh, I'd love to!" Melissa said excitedly.
"Mmm... I love this game, honey," he said as Megan heard the bed squeaking underneath them as they moved into a new position.
"This is fun, isn't it," Melissa agreed.
"Do you think she can hear us?" David asked. Megan wondered if he was suddenly concerned about being caught or about the whole privacy thing. But that quickly dashed with Melissa's response.
"She can, if she's awake. Does it matter? You know you're gonna fuck her." Megan was caught off guard. Melissa wasn't just play acting and trying to keep him from cheating on her. She seemed to want David to fuck her... she was... she was encouraging it!
"Oh my God that is so nice... so wet and swollen. You really want your daddy, don't you?" David asked.
"Yeah... let me tease this pussy for you daddy." Megan couldn't tell what Melissa was doing, but it certainly felt good to David. She couldn't take any more and slid her hand down her body, between her legs, and slid her fingertips around her clit. It was so sensitive and swollen and she immediately gasped in pleasure.
"Oh my God," Megan moaned softly, trying to be so quiet so that they didn't hear her.
"Oh, yeah... that feels so good," he moaned.
"I told you I'm such a good girl, daddy," Melissa said in her best young voice.
"Awww," David groaned and Megan realized that Melissa had slid him inside her pussy. She was squeezing him with her wetness.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," Melissa moaned.
"Nice and slow," David said as Melissa must have started fucking him. "Such a good girl."
"I want to make it feel so good for you daddy," Melissa said.
Megan could hear the bed rhythmically squeaking beneath them as Melissa fucked him. She started sliding two fingers in and out of her pussy to the same rhythm, trying to feel what it would be like if she was being fucked right now.
"Your pussy is so tight," David moaned. "Ohhh, that's so good. Oh fuck!"
Megan could almost imagine he was fucking her, telling her these dirty, dirty things.
"Oh yes, I love riding daddy's cock," Melissa moaned.
Megan listened to the two, listened as the bed squeaked beneath them with each thrust of Melissa hips. Her fingers moved in unison. The squeaking had started with a slower rhythm, but went faster and faster as the two started really enjoying it. Megan enjoyed it more, too, spreading her legs wide and using her free hand to squeeze her breasts.
"God damn!" David said loudly. "Oh fuck yes! I think daddy needs to fuck you."
"Oh daddy!" Melissa squealed. "I want you to stick that big hard cock into my little pussy again."
"Mmhmm," he moaned. Megan could hear the bed squeaking again as the two changed positions. It sounded like David got off the bed. She envisioned Melissa bending over, with David fucking her from behind.
"Yes, put it in my little pussy," Melissa moaned. "Oh my God... oh my God... yes I want you to fill this pretty pussy up so good. It feels so good."
"That's it, honey," David said, almost sternly. "Take it all."
"Let me be your good girl and fill me up with that cock, daddy," Melissa moaned. "Yes... yes, I love it."
"Ohhh!" David hissed. "Oh my God your pussy feels so good. You're turning me into a pervert, honey, making me think of Megan like this."
"Well, it takes one to know one," Melissa giggled.
"Oh shit," David groaned, the squeaking of the bed getting louder again, but sounding different.
"Yes, that's it," Melissa moaned loudly. It didn't seem she even cared to hide what they were doing at all. As far as she was concerned, she wanted Megan to hear them. "Use my pussy to get that cock to feel so good."
Megan's fingers moved in an out of her pussy with every squeak she could hear, knowing they were just fifteen feet away. From the way Melissa was occasionally holding her breath, the way her moans rose in pitch, she could tell that she was getting close to cumming.
"So good... make me cum!" Melissa moaned. "Oh yes, oh yes! This little pussy is cumming!"
Megan heard them both grunting, Melissa almost animalistically as David continued fucking her deep into her orgasm.
"Oh, daddy... wow!" Melissa finally gasped as the squeaking sounds stopped. "That was... so good."
"You think you can make daddy cum?" David asked, making Megan's fingers moved faster again.
"Yes, I'd love to try," Melissa said, excitedly, obviously smiling.
"Let's see what you can do."
Megan heard movement again, with it sounding like Melissa was moving off the bed. Megan envisioned her kneeling in front of David at this point, holding his cock in her hand, gently stroking it.
"Oh yes, I want you to cum all over your baby girls big titties, face, and mouth," Melissa said. By the sloshing sounds and the sounds of her ragged breathing, Megan realized she was sucking on his cock again.
"That's so good, baby," David said, moaning a little.
Megan slid fingers into her mouth, envisioning that she was sucking on David's cock. She could see it in her mind now, so long and hard. She wished she could taste it.
"You want to cum all over my big titties?" Melissa asked, obviously getting more and more excited as David drew closer to his orgasm. Megan could hear his panted moans. "Give it to me. I want your fucking cum so bad daddy. Yes daddy... give your baby some cum. Yes, that's it... that's it."
"Oh shit... oh shit," David said. Megan could tell he was so close.
"Think about Megan's young, tight, little body... those big, supple breasts... that tight wet pussy," Melissa said, obviously torturing David with her language. "Don't you just want to open it with your big cock... stretch it with that big, fat cock?"
"God yes," David moaned sharply, letting out a hiss of air. He was so close to his orgasm.
"I want to watch you to fuck Megan's tight pussy," Melissa said, shocking Megan. "And I want you to cum on her breasts, baby. Yes... she wants it too, she wants that cum."
"Fuck!" Megan hissed, louder than she expected. Thinking about getting fucked by David was one thing, but thinking about Melissa watching them was... over the top.
"Oh, shit!" David groaned, grunting again and again as he obviously started cumming.
Melissa was excited, yelling "Yes, yes, yes!" as his cum obviously sprayed all over her body.
That sent Megan over the edge. She could feel her orgasm exploding inside her, larger than she'd ever felt.
"Oh wow, daddy! So much cum!" Melissa said as Megan started cumming herself, her body writhing on the bed.
"Of fuck," Megan hissed. She couldn't control herself as she came, her hips thrusting in the air as her hand continued playing with her pussy, the second dropping to rapidly rub her clit. "Uh... uh... oh fuck!"
She was breathing hard afterwards, the house silent once again. Then she heard giggling from Melissa and David's room and she blushed, covering her face in embarrassment.
They'd heard her!
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Megan slept fitfully that first night, with different sounds in the house waking her up and, in the back of her mind, wondering if David or Melissa was up, watching her. She had weird, sexual dreams that disturbed her. Outside, she could hear the winter wind blowing, pounding against the window, whipping the falling snow around. She was glad she was safe and warm inside, but this was a bit creepy.
It was light outside when she woke and the house was quiet. She got up and quickly slipped into the bathroom. She used the toilet, always listening for movement at the door, but was comforted that she didn't hear anything. Then she stood and walked into the shower again. She started the water and waited for it to get warm, then slid underneath the spray.
It felt so good, so comforting to her. She put liquid soap in her hands and slid it all over her body, washing her arms and breasts. She didn't know why, but she suddenly felt like she was being watched, and turned around. Melissa was leaning in the doorway, watching her with a strange smile on her face, one hand at her crotch.
Megan squealed and jumped, immediately turning away and covering herself with her hands.
"Sorry. I didn't mean to startle you," Melissa said softly.
"No... it's ok," Megan said. She knew she still sounded so nervous and scared. "I just... didn't expect to see anyone... watching me."
Melissa walked into the room. Megan tried to avert her eyes from the woman's naked body, but it really was no use. She couldn't look away from them forever. "I just thought I'd come in and see if you needed anything... a towel... or... whatever." She leaned against the sink, her hands resting on the edge of it beside her.
"No... I'm... I'm good," Megan said, nervously. She smiled back, trying to be friendly in this awkward situation. "Your shower is... really nice. I mean... the whole house is nice, but you can really see it in here."
"Aw, thank you," Melissa smiled, genuinely happy at the compliment. "We really took our time getting it done and picking out exactly what we wanted. With Alexis gone, we can do whatever we want to the house. It was a little difficult having the only bathroom under construction, though."
"Was that before or after you decided to go... you know... nude?"
"Oh... it was before that," Melissa said with a wave of her hand. "We were only talking about it at that point."
"So... what made you decide to... you know... do it?"
"We started having our own marriage problems," Melissa said. "And we saw the results of other couples having marital problems. You know, couples that ended up getting divorced because the husband wasn't getting what he wanted at home, sexually, and cheated on his wife. Or maybe the wife cheated for the same reason. It all starts with one of them going off alone, looking at porn... or maybe finding someone at work... trying to find what they think they need outside of the marriage. All that shame and unfulfilled need makes them hide their desires. But we realized that all that time everything they wanted... everything we wanted... could have been found with the person they're with... if only they'd said something... if only the shame of their desires didn't make them want to hide it. David and I just decided that, no matter what, we will always give each other what we need when we need it. All we have to do is ask and it's given. No matter what we want... absolutely nothing is taboo. No hiding anything, especially our sexual desires. One hundred percent honesty. One hundred percent devotion. We decided to prioritize our marriage over everything."
Megan nodded, still not fully understanding why the nudity, but that was their little quirk she guessed.
Melissa stepped forward towards the shower. "You know... the warm water really helps you warm up on a cold, winter day like this. I was thinking... maybe we could save some water and shower together. I'd really like that. A little girl's time."
"Oh... um..." Megan said, feeling very uncomfortable.
"We're both adults here," Melissa smiled stepping onto the shower tiles. "You're what? Twenty-one?"
"Yeah... um...," Megan gulped.
Melissa moved towards the second shower head and turned on the water. She walked underneath the spray and let it fall over her body, then grabbed a sponge and put some soap onto it, gliding it up and down her arm.
"Oh... ok..." Megan breathed a little sigh of relief. At least Melissa was using the other shower head. It would kind of be like showering in high school or something.
"You know, there's nothing wrong with us being in here together," Melissa smiled, tilting her head back to get her hair wet. "Oh," she said, looking at Megan. "You missed a spot. Here, let me help you with that." She stepped quickly to Megan and grabbed some soap, squirting it onto the sponge in her hand. Then she slid the sponge over Megan's back, the suds trailing behind it.
"Oh, um... thank you. Thank you," Megan said nervously, using her hands to cover herself even more. "Look, I'll just be out in a second. You can..."
"No, it's ok," Melissa said, continuing to slide the sponge over the young woman's body. "Just let me help. Let me... pamper you a little. You know... with Alexis gone... I kind of miss having another woman around." She slid the sponge all over Megan's back and even moved it down and over her ass cheeks. Megan was almost shaking. She reasoned it was from the chill air... but in the back of her mind she wondered if Melissa was turning her on.
"Here... turn around," Melissa said, putting her hand on Megan's shoulder and pulling her to turn her.
"Are you sure? I mean," Megan protested weakly, turning around.
"Yes... turn around," Melissa giggled. She used the sponge on Megan's shoulders and grabbed Megan's wrist with her free hand to pry it away from her breasts. She swiped the sponge over her large, D-cup breasts, delighting in their size and shape as she washed them. Melissa licked her lips, thinking about having them in her mouth.
"Have you... um... been like this with a woman before?" Megan asked, still feeling very nervous.
"Yeah... a couple times," Melissa nodded and smiled. "We've had other free-use couples over for parties and whatnot. I just really want to make you feel comfortable here. I really want to make you feel good."
Megan could feel her nipples harden to tight, little points while Melissa held her breast with one hand and almost lovingly washed it with the other. They felt so sensitive and she could feel tingles in her clit every time the sponge went over them.
"Oh... um... thank you," Megan smiled. "That's... nice of you."
"Here. Let me put some more soap on. Just relax." Melissa drizzled more soap onto the sponge and continued wiping it over Megan's body, making Megan move her hands and expose her entire body to the older woman.
"Mmm... that does feel really good," Megan moaned softly. "Wow."
"You like that?" Melissa smiled at her.
"Yeah... I mean... it's just that I haven't been naked with another woman in the shower for... God... a long time," Megan giggled. "High school gym class, I guess."
"Did the other girls ever wash you in high school?" Melissa smiled, deviously.
Megan blushed. "No... never."
"Well... from now on, you can reminisce about this time being naked with a woman in the shower. And... maybe we can do it more often."
"I don't know," Megan said. "This wasn't the type of situation I thought I was getting into."
"I understand... this lifestyle is not for everyone," Melissa said. "But don't be so shy. I know what kind of girl you are deep down. You know... maybe it'll be good for you to learn more about yourself. Maybe you'll learn that you like more than just... guys."
"Um... I guess... maybe."
"I think you do," Melissa said, smiling down at the shorter woman. "I can tell by the way your body is reacting to me. You just haven't admitted it to yourself."
"I mean... you know I was only looking for a place to get out of the cold."
"Uh huh... but even after watching my husband and I at dinner... even after listening to us... fuck... last night, you masturbated instead of running away. Why do you think that is?"
Megan blushed again. She was getting so confused and her brain wasn't operating so well. "I... I don't know." She could feel her body responding to Melissa's touch, her curious hands and fingers as they touched all over her body. Melissa had started to lightly pinch, pull, and roll her nipples with one hand as she washed her with the other.
"Maybe... just maybe... all you need to do is loosen up a little," Melissa said. "Can I kiss you?" Megan nodded slowly, barely able to process the question as Melissa leaned forward and kissed the young woman. It was a light, lingering kiss, that definitely showed Melissa's desire for the young woman. "Maybe you should try our lifestyle."
"Well... it does feel good," Megan blushed as Melissa kissed down Megan's neck and shoulder. She slowly kissed down onto her chest, moving the sponge down Megan's leg.
"A lifestyle of just asking for what you desire... a lifestyle to give others everything they desire." Melissa knelt on the tiled floor and grabbed Megan's breast, guiding the nipple into her mouth as she watched the young woman's reaction. She licked and sucked on it gently, teasing it harder and harder, making Megan moan. She moved to her other breast and teased it the same way.
"Oh that feels good," Megan moaned softly, watching her.
"Like that?"
"Mmhmm."
"Go ahead... spread your legs more," Melissa said softly as she brought the sponge up between the young woman's legs, sliding it over her pussy. She then slid the sponge down and back up Megan's other leg before concentrating again right on her pussy and clit.
"Even knowing the rules, you decided to stay with us, Megan," Melissa whispered. "So... enjoy the experience."
"You know... I guess... when in... Rome," Megan smiled as Melissa stood in front of her again. "I mean... we are here."
"Exactly." Melissa dropped the sponge and held Megan's head in both of her hands, then leaned in and kissed her passionately. She slid her tongue into the young woman's mouth and slid it over and around, tasting her and dueling with her tongue.
Melissa dropped to the floor in front of Megan again, her hands on her hips. "Mmm... I think you'll like this experience." She slid one finger over Megan's pussy, feeling her swollen labia move and part for her. Then she leaned forward and gently licked the front of Megan's hip, teasingly, making Megan shiver.
Melissa smiled up at the young woman as she moved her kisses and licks closer and closer to her pussy. Then she licked over her clit, very softly.
"Oh my God!" Megan gasped.
"Mmm," Melissa moaned as she started licking her more earnestly, her tongue digging into Megan's wet center then flicking over her clit rapidly.
Megan was panting. She'd never felt anything so... erotic... before. Previous boyfriends had licked her, but never this skillfully. "Oh my God! That feels so good."
"You like that do you?" Melissa giggled.
"Yeah! Thank you. Oh."
"So you are a dirty little girl," Melissa said sliding her hand up the inside of Megan's leg and probed her vagina with her finger.
"Um... I don't..." she started to reply, but lost what she was saying when Melissa's finger slid inside her, slowly fucking her as she continued licking her clit. "Oh God... Yes." Megan pressed her pussy into Melissa's face trying to get even more contact from her tongue and sucking lips.
"Yes... grind on my face. Just like that." Melissa licked faster and grabbed Megan's ass with her free hand, squeezing the woman's cheek while her other hand still played inside her pussy, another finger now added to the first.
"Oh fuck!" Megan panted, wondering is she was going to be able to stand much longer.
"Your pussy tastes so yummy," Melissa moaned into her soft flesh.
"Fuck that feels good."
Melissa fingered her faster for a moment, leaving her clit alone, and smiled deviously up at her. "You can be our dirty little whore now."
Megan was having trouble processing what Melissa said, but she definitely wasn't going to stop what was happening to her. Her hands moved to her head as if she didn't know what to do with them even as the pleasure grew so great. "Oh, that feels so good. Yeah, yeah, yeah... oh I'm gonna cum."
"Oh yeah," Melissa pushed her tongue back against Megan's clit, flicking it rapidly. "Cum all over my face."
"Yes! Fuck! Oh yes!" the young woman screamed as she came for the first time in months... the first time ever caused by a woman... making the bathroom ring with echoes. When Melissa let her go, she took a step back, giggling and blushing. "Oh I can't believe that felt so good." She bent over and grabbed her own pussy, giggling with the pleasure.
Melissa slid the back of her hand over her mouth, then stood and moved into the spray of hot water again, rinsing her face and neck. "You're so wet. I love it!"
"I just... wow..." Megan panted, unable to express what she was feeling.
"Will you lick my pussy?" Melissa asked her.
Megan was so shocked. She'd never been asked anything of the sort before. No woman had ever talked to her like this before. "Really? You want me to do that?" She wasn't even sure she knew what to do.
"Mmhmm," Melissa nodded, backing up towards the tiled wall and putting her foot up on a built-in ledge. She slid her hand over her pussy, circling her clit for a moment while waiting for her young lover.
"I'll try my best," Megan said, kneeling in front of the older woman. Melissa was shaved bare and her clit and labia were so swollen and wet. "Oh my God... I've never been so close to a vagina before." She ran her fingers over Melissa engorged flesh, sliding two between her labia. "You do have a pretty pussy, though. Look at that."
Megan bent forward, tentatively licking Melissa's clit. She felt Melissa shudder and knew that must have felt good. "Oh my God that's so weird."
"Oh yeah... but it's so good," Melissa nodded, panting. "Keep going. Such a pretty, little girl licking mommy's pussy."
"You think I'm pretty," Megan smiled up at her.
Melissa nodded, smiled, and giggled. "Oh, yes... especially with your face in my pussy."
Megan giggled and started licking more forcefully, following what she thought Melissa had done to her.
"Oh! That feels good!" Melissa moaned loudly. "Oh my God! Yeah... lick my pussy, bitch." She grabbed Megan's head with one hand, pulling her tighter into her pussy, controlling where she licked. "You sure you've never licked pussy before?"
Megan looked up. "Huh uh... never."
"Oh... You're definitely good at it," Melissa smiled. "You're definitely a dirty... little... fucking... bitch... with that tongue of yours."
"Oh my God!" Megan said as Melissa pushed her hips forward, practically sitting on the girl's face.
"Keep doing that... it's going to make me cum," Melissa moaned loudly, grinding her hips down into Megan. "Just like that... just like that."
Megan licked, imitating what Melissa did as best she could. Her tongue flicked back and forth over her clit as Melissa pushed her pussy down into her mouth. Megan had to brace her body with her hand on the floor, just to keep from being knocked over.
"Oh!" Melissa yelled. "Oh fuck! Ah! Ah... fuck!" Then she started cumming. She dropped her hand to her clit and strummed it rapidly with her fingers, making her orgasm so much stronger. She gushed over Megan's pretty face. When she finally finished, she took a step away, panting.
Megan looked at her, giggling.
"Oh, you are a gem," Melissa said, stepping forward and helping her to stand, only to grab her tightly and kiss her again.
"Well, that's a lovely sight to wake up to first thing in the morning," David said from the doorway after a moment, startling them.
"Oh my gosh," Megan said, using her hands to hide her body once again, while Melissa giggled at her sudden embarrassment. David was stroking his cock again and it was as hard as ever. She wondered how long he'd been standing there.
"I thought we'd share a shower," Melissa giggled. "But I think I got a little dirtier in the process."
"And you made me, uh, really... hard. I need your mouth right now," David smiled, pulling his hands off his dick to show just how hard it is. "I have a really tough meeting today and could really use a good dick sucking to relax me, especially after watching that."
Melissa looked at Megan and smiled deviously. "You want it?" she asked. "I mean... he is really hard."
"No... no... um... you... um, you can," Megan said, blushing. She couldn't believe that Melissa was asking her if she wanted to suck on her husband's dick. Who did that?
"Ok! I'm coming my love... how and where do you want me?" Melissa practically danced over to her husband as if she couldn't wait to get his cock into her mouth.
"On the bed is good," he said and kissed her as she got close. "Was she tasty?" They both looked at Megan with desire.
Melissa wrapped her fingers around his very hard shaft and started stroking it. "Mmmm... she was so sweet. You have no idea. But you'll have to give her some time to get acclimated to our way of life."
"If I have to." David nodded then turned before the two disappeared into the bedroom next door.
Megan stepped under the hot water spray again and washed off, thinking about what happened... thinking about how sexy Melissa was acting... thinking about what was happening right now in the room next door. She'd never seen a couple act like this before. Her own parents were constantly fighting, barely ever showing any love or affection. She knew her dad had cheated on her mom a few times and that that was a lot of the cause of their arguments.
She knew that arguing like that all the time wasn't normal for parents... but was this? Was this the level of affection too much?
When she finished showering, she turned off the water and toweled off. She wrapped her towel around her and walked out of the bathroom. In their bedroom next door, David and Melissa weren't being quiet at all.
"Mmm," Megan heard Melissa moan, followed by GLUG, GLUG, GLUG as she obviously slid his cock deep into her throat. "I love sucking your cock Mr. Stanley," Melissa said as if pretending to be someone else. "Is that the kind of blowjobs your wife gives you?"
"Oh fuck yes," David moaned. "I love watching your beautiful eyes looking up at me like that."
"Mmm... oh yeah," Melissa moaned. "Oh... you're such a good boss. Why don't you tell me I'm a bad girl for sucking my boss' cock? Is this how you like your dick sucked Mr. Stanley? I bet your wife never does it like this. Mmm... mmhmm."
Megan could hear the sloshing of her hand up and down his wet shaft followed by the SLURP SLURP SLURP of her mouth moving up and down his shaft, too.
"Does that feel good?" Melissa asked him. "Tell me... tell me you like my teen tongue better than your wife's mouth. Teach me, Mr. Stanley... teach me just how you like to have your cock sucked. I'll do anything for you."
"Fuck... that's exactly how I like it."
Megan shook her head as she felt her body getting more and more excited from the sounds and their play acting. She ran down the stairs with her towel still wrapped around her and went into the kitchen. She grabbed a bowl and looked through the cupboards looking for cereal. Then grabbed milk from the refrigerator.
"Oh... fuck!" she heard David yell from upstairs as he came. "Oh! Ohhhhhh!" She could just imagine what was happening, Melissa's mouth getting filled with his cum and swallowing it as David watched. He'd be laying back on the bed, a bit drained, and very relaxed.
She was about half-way through her cereal when Melissa made her way down the stairs and into the kitchen. "I was wondering what you might like for breakfast," Melissa said as she walked into the kitchen.



"I just... this is good," Megan said. The kitchen table top was glass, so she couldn't hide her body using it.
Melissa grabbed a frying pan and started making an egg. She put a muffin in the toaster and a sausage patty in the microwave. Megan finished her cereal as Melissa put the entire sandwich together and wrapped it in a paper towel. Moments later, David came downstairs dressed in a suit and tie.
"Well, I'm off," he said, kissing his wife and grabbing the muffin. "I'll be home later to thank you," he smiled at her, then looked lustfully at Megan, making her a little uncomfortable.
"I can't wait." Melissa had a twinkle in her eye as if she truly meant it. "We'll be waiting!"
Megan just couldn't believe what she was seeing. She'd never seen parents act so... so outrageously sexual before. She knew she had to get out of here. It wouldn't be long before they expected more from her and she wasn't sure what her limit might be.
After breakfast, both she and Melissa got dressed and she met Melissa again on the way out the door. It was almost odd seeing her dressed in a black skirt, white blouse, and dark grey blazer with knee-high black leather boots. She'd only seen her naked for the past day.
"What are you up to today?" Melissa asked her.
"I, uh... I thought I'd go talk to my parents again and see if I can move back home." Megan knew it was a bad idea. She knew she'd be right back in the middle of the fighting and the accusations. She knew she'd get swept up in it as well and not just be a bystander to the madness.
"Ok," Melissa said, putting her hand on top of Megan's empathetically. "Just... just know that we're here for you. You can stay with us as long as you like."
Megan smiled. It was nice to know that someone actually cared about her for a change.
"But I," Melissa said, grabbing her briefcase, "have to get to work myself. I have a feeling it's going to be a long day."
Megan wasn't sure where she worked, but it must have been a pretty good job. She hoped she'd get a pretty good job some day soon. She hoped she could have a lot of good things some day soon.
"Here," Melissa said, handing her a key. "Just in case you want to come back and we're not home."
Megan smiled, taking the key and sliding it into the pocket of her torn jeans. "Thanks."
"Hopefully I'll see you soon," Melissa said, kissing Megan on the top of the head before heading out the door for work.
Megan felt the cold rush of air before the door closed again. She wasn't looking forward to the half-mile walk to her parents house with all the cold and snow. She grabbed her jacket and gloves, wrapping herself up as warmly as she could. Then, with suitcase in hand, she opened the front door and started walking.
*****
It had been a cold walk, with the temperatures in the teens before the windchill. But she finally made it to her parent's house and went inside. Her mom was passed out on her bed, snoring loudly. Megan knew she was drunk. So Megan settled back into her bedroom and lay on the bed. It was nice being in a familiar place again, but it was like nothing had changed at all. She lay there before her Dad, Carl, finally came home.
"Shit. I should've known," Carl said angrily as he took his coat and boots off. Seeing the house was quiet and still a mess. "What the fuck you doing, Becky?" he yelled.
Megan could feel her body start to tremble. All the memories of the old fights resurfaced, making her feel very anxious.
"I'm coming," Becky yelled from their bedroom. "What in the hell are you yelling about now?" she asked when she reached the dining room of their small, three-bedroom house.
"I asked you to have dinner ready for when I got home," Carl yelled. "Do you remember that? Do you remember that conversation? And, here it is, almost six o'clock and there ain't nothin' to eat around here. I'm not made of money, Becky. I can't keep just eating out all the time."
"Oh, quit your complaining," her mom said. "I bet your hussies never cooked you dinner neither. But I guess all they were good for was fucking."
"At least they were good for something!" Carl roared. "Now I get no fucking and no dinner."
"Well I'm certainly not going to fuck you after them whores! Who knows what kind of diseases you're bringing home."
Megan slid off the bed and wandered into the dining room. "Can you guys just quit yelling for once. You're giving me a headache."
"Oh, little miss Princess here has returned to the castle I see," Carl snapped. "Did you get kicked out?"
"No, smart ass, I left," Megan spat. "He was a dick and treated me like you treat mom."
"Fuck this shit! Go crawl back into your hole," Carl spat. "I'm going out."
"Where the fuck are you going?" Becky asked angrily.
"I'm going to go find something to eat. Is that alright?" He slid his boots on then his coat, quickly going out the front door.
"Hi honey," Becky said, smiling. Megan could see how badly she was doing. The alcohol was taking its toll on her body and her mind. Megan wished she'd just stop. But she knew that it was the way her mom escaped. When she was drunk she wouldn't remember all the arguing and fights.
"Hi Mom. Are you ok?"
"Yeah, honey. But, I gotta go and see what I can make for dinner."
Megan retreated to her bedroom again. At least with Carl gone, the yelling was gone. It was definitely a contrast to the Stanley household. She scrolled through her phone for the next few hours, talking with friends and playing a few games. Then Carl came back home and the whole cycle repeated itself.
She wasn't going to be able to stand this for very long.
*****
She only lasted another day.
When she walked back to the Stanley house two days later, the front door was locked. It didn't appear as if anyone was home yet. She pulled the key Melissa gave her from her pocket, unlocked the door, and slipped inside. The house was warmer than most houses and she felt almost stifled, so she quickly took her coat and gloves off, then removed her clothes, folding it into a neat pile.
She giggled to herself that she even got naked, since the house was empty. But... that was the rule, right? She carried her pile of clothes up the stairs and put them in her bedroom, then, on a whim, felt a little daring. She walked to the entrance of David and Melissa's bedroom and looked inside. She felt a little guilty as she slowly walked into it and started just looking around.
It looked like a normal parents bedroom, except, strangely, Melissa kept a small supply of sex toys on the top of the dresser. It was as if she wanted them ready at a moment's notice. Megan looked over the pile, seeing things she was at least a little familiar with... a couple vibrators... and a couple dildoes. Then there was the small bondage items. But she wasn't really interested in those at the moment. The vibrators in the toy stack intrigued her the most.
She grabbed one and turned it on, checking how it might feel. She slid it over the palm of her hand and it felt just weird. She couldn't believe that it could actually feel good. But she was going to have to find out. She touched it to her clit, just lightly, and felt the wonderful pleasure instantly hit her, making her feel a little uncomfortable.
She giggled as she grabbed a small bottle of lube off the top of the dresser and crawled up onto their bed. Laying back on the pillows, she spread her legs and drizzled a little bit of the lube onto the vibrator, using her hand to spread it around.
"Can't go in dry... no way," she said softly. "We'll start out slow." She turned the vibrator on and turned it to its lowest setting, then slid it over her hip, slowly moving it towards her pussy. She lightly touched her clit again, then moved it down against her labia, just holding it in place, feeling the pleasure build.
"Oooh, say hello to my little friend," she giggled softly. She moved it around slightly, pushing it between her labia slightly, and felt the pleasure grow considerably. "Oh... ok... that feels good."
Taking her time, she moved the tip of the vibrator around and even pressed it against her clit again. This time, with her pussy swollen and more prepared, she definitely felt pleasure.
"Mmm... oh, fuck," she panted. "Alright... this is nice... oh... oh."
She raised it to her face for a moment and adjusted the speed. "Let's say we put it up a notch... or two," she giggled. Then she lay it on her clit again, the pleasure now even more intense. "Oh... yeah... fuck."
She pushed the tip down and felt it at her entrance. Slowly she pushed it inside herself, her body heat rising quickly.
"Oh God... so good... how have I not tried this before?" she said. She closed her eyes, enjoying every sweet moment as her orgasm came closer and closer. She slid the vibrator in and out of her pussy, slowly fucking herself with it, and feeling the vibrations deep inside herself. "Oh fuck! I'm gonna cum! Oh fuck!"
Her legs were shaking as she continued fucking herself, then suddenly felt like she was being watched and opened her eyes. David was leaning against the doorway, watching her, stroking himself.
"Wow... that looks like fun," he smiled as she pulled the vibrator free and tried to cover herself at the same time. Her hands fumbled, dropping the vibrator, and both could hear the low, insistent rumbles against the bedspread.
"Oh my God... oh my God... I'm so embarrassed," she said, grabbing the vibrator and turning it off.
"Don't be embarrassed," David smiled. "Really. That's the whole idea behind the free-use lifestyle. There's never a reason to be embarrassed. You do what you need to feel loved. You know, if you want, I can... help you."
"Oh... no... um... that's not..." she mumbled, getting up off the bed, her hands covering her breasts and pussy.
"Are you sure?"
"Yeah... I'm sure," she blushed. "I'm not really... you know..."
"I don't know why you're being so difficult right now," David said, crossing his arms over his chest.
"Oh... no, I'm um..." Megan mumbled, not really knowing what to say.
"Haven't I been nice to you?"
Megan nodded. "Yes, of course..."
"But you're acting like you don't even like me."
"No... I... of course, I'm grateful," she mumbled. "I'm very grateful."
"It's just... I'm feeling... uncomfortable," he said softly. "And if I'm uncomfortable in my own house, how do you expect me even just be around you. How do you expect me to let you live here?"
"Ok... I'm sorry... I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable," she said quickly, feeling suddenly lost. She'd disappointed someone else that was only trying to help her. "Maybe I should just go."
"Where are you going to go, Megan?" he asked. "Really? You've already exhausted all your options. Right? Look, there's nothing wrong here. There's nothing wrong with what I want from you. We're just trying to help you out. All I ask for in return is a little show of gratitude. Will you let us help you?"
Megan nodded her head. She wanted their help... she needed it. She dropped her hands to her side revealing herself to him and slowly walked towards him. "Ok... ok, yeah."
"See? That's the Megan I know."
David approached her until he was standing in front of her. He put his hands on her shoulders. "We really just need to get to know each other better. Will that be ok for us to get to know each other better?"
"Yeah... sure... we can, you know, do whatever you want," she consented.
He leaned forward and kissed her, putting one hand under her chin to lift it up. It was a soft, loving kiss. "You taste good. Are you a good girl?"
Megan nodded. "Um... yes... I am."
David smiled. "You'll just have to show me now, won't you."
He kissed her again, this time opening his mouth, sliding his tongue across her lips and sliding it inside her mouth. His hands slid over her breasts, squeezing them, lifting them, her fingers rolling and teasing her nipples.
Megan reached forward, her fingers wrapping around his cock, and started stroking him.
"That's a good girl," David moaned. "Keep stroking my cock. That's how you show gratitude. Does that feel good?"
"Yes," Megan moaned into his kiss.
"I like it, too. Keep stroking me... nice and slow. Feel me getting harder in your hand. Is your pussy getting wet?"
Megan nodded. "Yes," she whispered. She could feel herself getting excited. His cock was so big and strong, wrapped with velvety softness.
"Good girl. Just keep kissing me... keep stroking my cock."
David bent down at the same time he lifted her breast and sucked on her nipple. "Your breasts are so nice. You like that?"
Megan nodded, watching him, watching his tongue lathe over her nipple. "Yes."
"Yes, daddy," he corrected her. "You can call me daddy."
"Yes, daddy," she moaned. She was definitely getting turned on now.
"Your nipples are getting so nice and hard for me," David said, licking and sucking her other nipple now. "You're so sexy." He stood again and kissed her, his hand snaking behind her neck to pull her tighter into his deeper kiss.
"Turn around," he commanded. "I want to see your ass." He put his hands on her shoulders, encouraging her to turn away from him towards their dresser. She watched him in the mirror as his eyes fell down her body looking at her so... longingly. "Is this beautiful ass for me?"
"Yes," she moaned. She could feel his hand stroking and grabbing her ass cheek. He knelt on the floor behind her and slapped her cheek making her yip in surprise.
David kissed her ass cheek again and again as his hands continued to fondle them, pull them apart, his fingers teasingly sliding between them. His finger slid into her wetness and he pushed it in deep before slowly fingering her. "Mmmm, you are wet. Oh, you have a nice pussy, baby. I want you on the bed."
David let her go and she crawled up onto the bed, kneeling on it, watching David join her, laying on his back beside her. His long, hard cock was jutting into the air, standing full and strong.
"Keep stroking my cock, baby," he said. Megan put some lube on her hand and started stroking him again, her hand twisting with each rise and fall. "Yeah... you're so sexy, baby."
Megan was enjoying giving him pleasure. She enjoyed men, enjoyed having sex with them, but this was the first time that they went so slow, that she was given the chance to actually enjoy what she was doing to him.
"Please, baby," he begged after a minute. "Put your lips on it. Yeah."
Megan bent over and licked the head several times before sliding it between her lips and into her mouth. Her hand was still stroking him below her mouth as she sucked on him.
"Yeah, good girl," David said.
Her mouth slid up and down his shaft, driving him in deeply with every move then sucking on the head before sliding down yet again.
"Wow, that feels so good, baby," he moaned, watching her, watching his cock disappear into her mouth, watching her small mouth stretch around his large cock. "Yes. Oh yeah. Oh, such a good girl. Keep sucking that cock. Feels good. Yeah, you suck it so good. Oh, you're so sexy."
Megan slid him free of his mouth for a moment and concentrated on stroking him, her free hand cradling and squeezing his balls. She was really enjoying how much pleasure she was obviously giving him.
"You like sucking on my cock?"
Megan smiled and nodded. "Yes. I do." She giggled.
Suddenly she slid him into her mouth again and started moving her head rapidly up and down, driving his cock in and out of her mouth rapidly.
"Oh... oh yeah... fuck me with your mouth."
Her sucking was driving him closer and closer to his orgasm, but he didn't want to end it this way. He needed more of her. "Here. I want you to come sit on this cock." He grabbed her arm and pulled, encouraging her to sit on him. "Come here baby. Sit on my cock."
Megan kicked her leg over him and crawled up his body. She reached down between her legs and grabbed his cock, directing it right into her pussy. She pushed her hips down, sliding it deep inside her as she closed her eyes and softly moaned. "Oh fuck!"
"Oh yes... that feels so good," David moaned, too, feeling her pussy squeeze his dick the deeper it went. "You're so tight."
When he'd pushed deep inside her, she started rocking, started sliding him in and out of her wetness.
"Mmm... That's so good," he moaned. "Ride that cock. I'm so hard for you baby."
Megan closed her eyes a moment, feeling the pleasure growing quickly. "Uh! Oh my God," she moaned.
David reached up and grabbed her breasts in his hands, squeezing and crushing them, feeling her hard nipples dig into his palms. "You're titties are so nice... just perfect for sucking." Megan bent forward, resting her upper body on her hands, making her breasts sway below her. David guided her nipple into his mouth and he sucked on it.
"Oh! Oh my God!" she moaned, moving her hips faster now. She was going to cum soon. The pleasure was getting to be so wonderfully intense.
"Mmm... cum on that cock," David moaned. "Come on... be a good girl and cum for me."
"Ah!" Megan gasped. It was so intense. This probably felt better than any of her past boyfriends. "Oh fuuuuuck!" she wailed as she came, drenching his cock. She held her body still for a moment, quivering in her pleasure. Then she pulled him free and lay on the bed beside him.
She was moaning softly, her body quivering and glowing as David rose to his elbow and kissed her. He slowly kissed down her body, flicking his tongue over her nipple and belly button. Then he lay between her legs and gently kissed her thighs as he spread them.
"Mmhmm... your pussy is so beautiful," he said, kissing it tenderly. Then he slid his tongue through her swollen wetness, gently sliding it over her clit at the top. "Mmhmm... oh, I like that baby. You taste so good." He lay against one thigh and pushed her thigh with the other as he slid his tongue into her slit. "Mmmm," he moaned.
"Oh! Fuck!" Megan giggled, her sensitive body wracked with new bolts of pleasure.
David moved to his knees and looked down at her body. "Such a beautiful pussy. I really want to fuck you again baby. And I want to look right into your pretty face while I'm doing it." He crawled forward, and, holding his cock, swirled the head around her wet flesh again, slapping her clit with it. "That's right. Yeah, I want that pussy... just like this."
He slid the head of his cock to her hole and slowly pushed the head inside. "Yeah, let me see that pretty pussy stretch around my cock." He pushed in and out, slowly at first, feeling it squeezing his shaft again. Megan was panting, wondering just how much more she could take.
David built up speed, moving faster now, the bed slightly creaking below them. He grabbed her legs and put them up on his chest, then leaned forward, bending her in half. She was panting harder now, her brow furrowing as her orgasm fast approached.
"Yeah... you're nice... and tight for me... baby," David panted, barely able to speak as he thrust as fast as he could. "Oh yeah... good girl."
"Oh God!" Megan yelled. "Fuck! Yeah." Her body was starting to shake again, her orgasm so close now.
"Oh yeah... cum again for me, baby," David moaned. "Come again on my fucking cock."
"Oh!" Megan grunted. "Oh God! Ohhhhh!" She grunted with every exhale now. The pleasure in her pussy was radiating to every nook and cranny in her body making it all so sensitive. David reached around her legs and grabbed her flopping breasts, squeezing and pulling them hard, sending her over the edge, making her cum.
She giggled as she pushed him and twisted her hips, unable to take any more, forcing his cock from her. "Oh my God, oh my God!" she moaned again and again grabbing her crotch and twisting her body on the bed.
David laughed, happy that he gave her that much pleasure. "So... you think daddy could put his cock between your titties?" he asked, smiling.



Megan giggled. She knew what he wanted to do. All her boyfriends wanted to fuck her tits. "Mmhmm!"
"I've, um, noticed how big they are," he laughed.
Megan grabbed and squeezed them, looking down at them with David. "Yeah... sometimes I think they're too big."
"Oh no, baby," David said, shaking his head. "They're perfect." He rose to his knees and kicked his leg over so that he was straddling her torso. "Just let me slide between them... then you push them in." He lay his cock in the trough between her breasts and guided her to squeeze her breasts together, smothering his cock.
"Ok daddy... let me wrap my big titties around your cock."
David pushed his hips forward and back, feeling her warm, soft breasts squeezing around his shaft. The feeling was incredible. "Oh! Oh fuck! That feels so good." He smiled and looked down at her as his cock peeked out of the top of her cleavage, jabbing against her chin.
"You like fucking my titties daddy?" she asked, bending her head in to let the head of his cock slide into her mouth again and again.
"Yeah baby," he moaned, smiling down at her. It excited him even more to watch her take the tip of his cock in her mouth. "Fuck you make me want you so badly! I'm so hard." His hips moved faster, fucking her cleavage as she tightly held her tits together. "Fuck baby! That's it. Oh, I'm getting close. That's it."
It was so wonderful and his fantasy to see such a big-titted, small woman take his cock like this. He suddenly rose on his knees again, pulling his cock free, and, grabbing his shaft, started stroking it rapidly.
"Oh my God... I'm... I'm gonna cum," David panted. "I wanna cum all over your tits baby. I wanna cum on your tits."
"Cum on me daddy!" Megan cheered. She loved feeling a guy's cum splatter onto her tits. She loved hearing his grunt as his orgasm overtook him. And she loved watching his hand move furiously trying hard to get his cum out of his balls.
"Uh! Uh!" David moaned as splash after splash of his cum sprayed out and landed on Megan's chest. Then it ran down and pooled between her breasts, making her chest a warm, gooey mess.
When he finished, David lay on the bed beside her, looking up at the ceiling. "Wow... that was good. You look so sexy. I love cumming on your tits."
"That was amazing," Megan agreed, smiling. She couldn't believe she was scared about him fucking her when it felt so incredibly good.
"It's nice to see you two getting along," a naked Melissa said from the doorway.
"Hi honey," David panted. "Welcome home."
"Let me go get some dinner started and you can tell me all about... um... your day."



        Free Use: Hospitality Pt 03

        Friday Fun Night and a jealous wife.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/free-use-hospitality-pt-03

Title: Free Use: Hospitality Pt 03

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Friday Fun Night and a jealous wife.

Tags: strap-on, domination, cards, game, lesbian, submission, poker




Free-Use: Hospitality, Part 3
As the week progressed David seemed to be spending an inordinate amount of time with Megan. They had sex twice more before Friday. Melissa seemed to be becoming a little more distant, not having sex with Megan again, herself. And Megan wasn't positive, but it didn't seem like David had been with his wife the rest of the week at all, either.
When Friday came around, the girls removed the dinner plates and pizza boxes and everything was washed and put away. Megan was getting comfortable being naked all the time. She was rarely shy about being naked herself now and only occasionally embarrassed by seeing either of the two touching themselves. She even started touching herself more often, too, but still wasn't fully comfortable doing it in front of them.
"Ok... Friday family fun night time!" David said, clapping his hands together as the women re-entered the dining room. "What are we playing?"
"Friday fun night?" Megan asked Melissa.
"Every Friday, for... well... almost forever now," Melissa giggled, "we've done something as a family together on Friday nights. We eat pizza and usually play a game of some sort. It's kind of our tradition. We kept it up even when Alexis left for school."
Megan nodded, believing it was a nice idea. It was nice to have a family tradition like that. It seemed like her family's tradition was fighting. But that wasn't relegated to one day. The Stanley family was definitely different than her own.
"Well," Melissa smiled, "we have three this week... how about... a card game?"
"Cards," David said, standing up and rushing into the kitchen. "Coming right up." The girls could hear him riffling through the junk drawer in the kitchen for a minute before returning with a pack of cards in his hand. "Ok... what game?" He slid back into his seat and pulled the cards out.
"Poker," Melissa smiled.
"I've never really played poker," Megan said. "Is it hard?"
"It's easy to pick up. Don't worry, we'll teach you. Ok... poker it is. Hun, lets use spoons for chips," David said.
Melissa stood. "Spoons?"
"Hey... use what you got, right?" David laughed. Melissa went into the kitchen and came back with a big stack of spoons in her hand. She divvyed them up between the thee of them, ten each, setting the extra one aside.
David shuffled the cards and was just getting ready to deal. "Ok, five-card draw. Wait, wait... what are the stakes?"
"Well," Melissa smiled deviously, "how about... the winner gets to do whatever they want with whomever they want."
David looked at her, underwhelmed. "Isn't that, uh... normal for us."
"Yes," Melissa said, nodding slowly. "But let's say... the third wheel... has to watch... and masturbate... in front of the other two."
David smiled and looked at Megan. He knew how awkward that was for her still. "Ooh, sounds like she has something naughty in mind."
David dealt the cards giving each player five cards. "Ok... each player gets five cards. Your goal is to try to create the best hand you can... two of any card, say tens, three of any card, a straight like two, three, four, five. Things like that. So, pick up your cards and sort out between what's good and what's optional."
Megan picked up her cards and looked them over, sorting them. It was looking pretty good so far with two pair right off the bat.
"Cards are shuffled and now fate decides," Melissa giggled.
"Ok... ante up," David said and each player put a spoon into the middle of the table.
"Now, you decide out of the optional cards, how many you'd like to replace with a new card. So... how many you think?" he asked Megan.
"I'll take one," she said, pulling the odd card out of her hand and setting it on the table face down.
"Oh! I think she's better than she led us to believe." David handed her a card and she put it in her hand, trying her best to hide her joy. She picked up the three of hearts, giving her a full house... threes over sevens.
"I'll take three," Melissa said and David handed her three cards, replacing the three she removed from her hand and placed on the table.
"And I'll take... four," David smiled, shaking his head. He dealt himself the four cards and arranged his hand. "Ok... your bet," he said to Megan.
"How do I do that?" Megan asked.
"You determine how good you think your hand is, and put spoons in the center," David said. "You might bet low, encouraging us to think you have a weak hand to increase the number of spoons in the center. Or you can bet high to challenge us or fake us out. You can also raise a previous bet, call, or match a previous bet, or drop out."
"Ok... uh... then I think... I'll bet two spoons," she said, sliding two spoons into the center.
"I'll call," Melissa said, sliding two of her spoons into the center.
David looked over his hand again, frowning. "Eh... I'm out," he said, putting his cards on the table.
"So she called your bet meaning she matched it... and betting is done since I dropped out. Now we show the cards to see who won."
"I'm sorry," Megan smiled, almost dancing a little in her chair. "It looks like I have a three of a kind and a two of a kind." She flipped the cards over and set them on the table.
"Are you kidding me?" David asked, laughing. "Of course you do. That's called a full house. What are you, some kind of card shark?"
"I am in no way an expert at cards," Megan laughed, shaking her head.
Melissa threw her cards on the table, obviously not able to defeat Megan's hand. "Got me."
David laughed again looking at Megan. "Look who's being modest. I bet you always win. You're very lucky."
"It's not just about luck," Megan said. "It's how you handle a poor hand... and fake out your opponents... and sometimes... luck."
"Uh huh," David said. "So says the girl who hasn't played much poker."
Megan slid the pool of spoons into her pile, then grabbed the deck, sliding the other cards into it. As the other two took drinks, she shuffled and dealt them. "Ok... here we go." She turned away from Melissa who had glanced her way. "Don't look at my cards," she giggled playfully, turning her cards out of sight.
The three pushed their ante into the middle of the table.
"One," Melissa said, throwing a card on the table and replacing it with the one Megan gave her.
"Two," David said and took the two cards Megan gave him.
"And I think I'll take... three," Megan said, dropping three cards and replacing them from the deck. She could feel Melissa's foot slowly sliding up her leg, teasing her.
"That means she's got nothing," Melissa giggled and David nodded.
"Fold," Melissa said, throwing her cards down. She adjusted her position a little, giving her foot more room to move... and tease her young victim.
"I'll bet three," David said, sliding three of his own spoons into the center of the table.
"Call," Megan said, putting her three spoons into the pile. "Alright... shall we? Show me what you got."
"Watch and weep," David said, putting down his cards. "I've got three of a kind!"
"Damn... beats my two pair."
David grabbed Melissa's cards and flipped them over. "Wait, wait... isn't that... oh, yeah... that's nothing," he giggled, teasing her.
"Uh huh... laugh it up funny man," she said.
The game continued through several more hands, the lead moving between the three, until an hour later Megan was left with two spoons, Melissa with seven, and David the rest. Melissa continued teasing first Megan, then David, sliding her foot into their crotches until they were both excited.
"Ok... this might be the one," David said, rubbing his hands together excitedly. Being so far in the lead, he was looking forward to winning and moving on to more... exciting... things.
"How many would you like?" Melissa asked, holding the deck in her hands.
"I'll take three," David said. He took the cards and set up his hand.
"Yes," Megan said, looking at her hand. It wasn't looking too good. It's like fate was wanting her to lose. "This is definitely the last hand... I'll take three."
"The dealer just takes one," Melissa said, putting the new card into her hand and looking a bit smug about it as if she had a pretty good chance. "Bets?"
"Betting just one," David said, smiling smugly at Megan, sliding two spoons into the pot.
"I'll call... It's not like I can do anything else." Megan slid her last spoon into the pot.
Melissa looked happy. "I'll see your one and raise you... three," she smiled.
"Wow... I think she might have something," David said. "I'll call."
"Ok... show me what you got," Melissa said excitedly.
"I've got a high card of jack," Megan laughed, setting her hand down.
"Read 'em and weep. I've got two pairs... queens and fives," David smiled, setting his hand down proudly.
"Damn it!" Melissa smiled, throwing her hand down. "That beats my two pairs, tens over sixes."
"Well, I'm all out," Megan said. "That means you win, daddy."
"Oh... nice!" David rubbed his hands together as if thinking, looking between the two women and licking his lips. "I guess I'll pick my prize then. How about... Megan!"
"Megan?" Melissa said, not sounding too happy about his choice. She obviously expected to be chosen.
"Ok daddy," Megan said, standing up to go to him. "How do you want me?"
"I was thinking... right here in this chair," David said, pulling his chair out and turning it sideways. "Why don't you kneel down right here and go ahead and give me that hot little mouth first, then sit on my cock."
"Really?" Melissa asked, obviously upset at David for his pick. Megan felt sorry for her. She knew there was tension growing between them, especially with David paying so much attention to her.
"Yeah," David said, smiling, but looking confused. "That's... that's what I want." It was obvious that he didn't have a clue why she seemed to be upset.
Melissa sat back in her chair and folded her hands across her chest. "Uh huh. So it is."
Megan walked over to David and bent down, holding her hands to his face as she kissed him. "Mmm... can I have a little taste?" Her fingers wrapped around his shaft and started slowly stroking up and down his growing shaft.
"Tell me you like it," he said, grabbing her by the throat and holding her right in front of his face.
"I like it, daddy," she whispered in response.
"Tell me you want it."
"Oh... please... I want it so bad."
"Yeah? Then do it," he said, releasing her neck.
Megan dropped to her knees and quickly slid him into her mouth, sucking and licking the head while her hand held his shaft still.
"Yes," he moaned.
Slowly she slid him deeper and deeper into her mouth, then slid to the tip once more, finishing with a suck on the head.
"Oh fuck, baby," he moaned loudly, watching every move she made. She was driving him so crazy. Her little body... big tits... such a fuckable, innocent, little face.
Suddenly she moved her mouth up and down faster, making him practically fuck her mouth, sending him through the roof as the sudden rush of pleasure nearly overwhelmed him.
"Fuck!" he yelled.
Megan giggled as she removed him from her mouth and slid her lips up and down the side of his cock, stroking him with her lips. She looked up at him, locked eyes with him, and could feel his desire for her.
"Do you know how much I love this?" he moaned. "God, that's so hot. Fuck baby!"
She slid him back into her mouth and stroked his shaft while sucking on the head.
"Look at me," he said and they met eyes once more. "Stroke daddy's cock. That's it... eyes on me."
She stroked it for a minute, drooling spit over his shaft and her hand to provide lubrication. Then, holding his cock still, she licked up his shaft from the base, again and again, looking at him the whole time. She wondered if her telepathic 'I can't wait to fuck you' was working or not.
"Oh... fuck," he moaned. "That's so good baby."
"Mmmm... I really like this," she moaned back. "I love your cock, daddy."
"Yeah?" he asked. "Play with your pussy for me."
Instantly her hand flew to her pussy and she started fingering herself. At the same time, her mouth descended on him again, sucking and licking as her hand stroked him.
"Oh fuck yeah," he moaned, feeling his orgasm getting so close.
"Mmmm," Megan moaned with his cock deep in her mouth, almost to the point of gagging on him.
"You're so good at that," he moaned. "You're so good at sucking daddy's cock. Oh my God, baby."
Suddenly, the sounds of her nearly chocking on him, his cock so deep in her throat, echoed in the room.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
She drew him in even deeper, into her throat, not caring about whether she could breathe or not. She wanted his cock so badly.
"Fuck!" he yelled.
Megan pulled his cock free, coughing and sputtering, panting to get oxygen once again. She slowly stood in front of him, wiping her mouth with her hand as spittle dripped from it.
Megan could see Melissa on the other side of the table. Her arms were still crossed as she sat in her chair and watched them. Her face was full of anger, hiding behind a mask of indifference.
"Come on, hun. Why aren't you playing?" David asked her.
"I'll play when I see something that excites me," she replied. By the sound of her voice, there wasn't much that was going to excite her right now.
Megan turned back to David, recapturing his attention. "You want my little pussy daddy? Your sweet little girl's pussy?"
"You know I do, baby," he said, smiling up at her.
"My pussy... wrapped around that hard cock. Don't you want to be in your little girl? Don't you want to fill her up with your big, fat cock?"
David just looked at her, numb with desire and need. Megan stepped forward, straddling his legs. She reached down and grabbed his shaft, directing it right into her wetness, then sat down on it, pushing it deep inside her.
"Oh my God," David moaned, holding on to Megan's hips, his head rolling back as her tight pussy squeezed his cock so wonderfully.
Megan moaned, too, pushing down to get all of him inside her. His cock filled her completely, making her pussy stretch around him. "Oh fuuuuuck." Slowly, she started moving up and back, fucking him just and inch at a time, getting her pussy used to him again.
Then she kicked her legs back, putting the top of her shins and ankles on his thighs for better leverage. She started bouncing on him, sliding on his cock more, letting her tits bounce around his face. "Oh my God fuck me! Please... yes, yes, yes."
"Oh fuck yes, baby," David moaned, smiling at how wonderfully sexy she looked grinding her pussy into him. "Oh my God."
Megan was soon grunting with every exhale, his cock driving her to her orgasm. "Oh shit! Fuck! Oh my God your cock is so fucking good! God, I love it!" She bounced faster, almost slamming down on him. Her hips were moving fast, fucking him with wild abandon. She wanted both of them to cum and cum quickly. She needed it so badly.
"Goddamn it," she shivered as she came. If it weren't for his hands on her hips, she would have fallen off his lap. Her cum drenched his legs and groin and she closed her eyes as the pleasure flowed over her so wonderfully. But even as her orgasm hit, she couldn't stop moving her pussy up and down his cock.
Her squeezing pussy milked his cock, making his orgasm peak, too. "You're making daddy cum," he groaned. "Fuck! Daddy's gonna cum. Daddy's gonna cum. You know what I want baby."
"Yeah, daddy," she replied, sliding off his lap, quickly falling to her knees between his legs. She grabbed her breasts with both hands lifting and squeezing them together and opened her mouth wide, extending her tongue. She knew just what daddy wanted.
"Oh baby, you know just what I want," David moaned as he grabbed his cock and stroked up and down his shaft rapidly. Megan knew he was coming. She'd learned to recognize the signs. And she loved seeing them. She loved making him cum so hard for her.
"Ohhhhhh.... ohhhhh fuck!" he said just as his cum splashed over her tits and face again and again. It seemed like so much warm, gooey cum was painting her body, and it made her giggle in delight.
Melissa stood just as he finished and left the table, walking to the stairs up to the bedroom.
"Honey?" David asked, panting. "Where are you going?"
"I'm tired," she said, her voice dull and lifeless. "I'm going to bed."
*****
Megan first felt coolness as the blanket was slightly pulled away, then felt the press of a body against her back. She could feel a dangling, hard cock slide over her thighs. While she knew it was still very dark out, very late, and while she was tired and thought David should be as well, she was used to late night visits. David was with her so often, even after only a week that she didn't even open her eyes.
His hand stroked her ass and thigh as he pressed his body against her from behind. His hand stroked up her side, over her upper arm and shoulder, before sliding back down her body.
"That feels good," she whispered, smiling, keeping her eyes closed. It was always better to feel what he was doing when her eyes were closed and he was so good at touching her. "Keep going."
He started kissing her ear and neck, his breath in her ear exciting her, as his hand slid around her stomach, down to her downy fur. He began touching her pussy, his fingers probing her clit. She opened her legs to give him better access and his fingers circled and teased her.
"Oh," he moaned in her ear. He obviously was enjoying her body and she'd give it to him any time he wanted.
"Oh God... daddy," she whispered as she felt his fingers expertly circle her clit. He kissed her shoulder again, then bit it. "Oh fuck."
She turned to her back, giving his fingers plenty of room to move and to give her the ability to kiss and touch him as well. His kisses moved to her neck and her jaw, moving up towards her lips. He kissed her, firmly, aggressively, but it felt... different. His lips were too soft. She quickly opened her eyes and, surprised, saw Melissa.
"No... I'm not Daddy," Melissa said, kissing Megan even harder, sliding her tongue into her mouth as the young woman squirmed a little beneath her. Melissa pinned her down with her own body, kissing her hard and fingering her clit. Megan wasn't sure how to even respond. She was so caught by surprise. "Oh yes," Melissa said, kissing her again and again. Melissa rose to her knees, keeping Megan on her back, and started sucking on Megan's nipple while she continued fingering her clit.
Megan mewled beneath her. Melissa's attack not only surprised her, but Melissa knew just how to touch her to get her aroused quickly. She felt Melissa grab her breast firmly, squeezing it to make the nipple stand out, then her lips latched onto it and sucked it, hard.
"Oh... fuck," Megan panted. She never had a lover be so... aggressive... before.
"Mmm," Melissa moaned as she sucked on Megan's hard nipple, lightly biting it. The combination of pain and pleasure kept Megan on edge, confusing her brain.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!"
"Mmm... yeah." Melissa loved how Megan was caught off-guard, loved how she was so easily dominated like this. She was definitely going to show this young woman she not going to steal her husband so easily.
"What are you doing?" Megan panted.
Melissa's fingers continued to circle Megan's clit, making it throb, making Megan's hips move in conjunction. Her hand slid lower, teasing at Megan's entrance, then sliding two fingers inside it. She let the palm of her hand grind against Megan's clit with every thrust of her fingers.
"You want me to stop?" Melissa asked. But Megan couldn't answer. "I didn't think so. Remember, I get what I want when I want. And I want that pussy now." Melissa pressed Megan's leg to the bed and stepped over it so she could get between her legs. Without missing a beat, she pushed Megan's legs wide apart and started licking her pussy. "Mmm yeah," Melissa moaned.



"Oh my God that feels so good," Megan panted. She didn't know what to do. She couldn't think. All she could do was let Melissa do what she wanted and let the pleasure continue.
Melissa pushed Megan's legs up and back towards her head, forcing her hips into the air, forcing Megan's back into the mattress. Then, Melissa licked her again, even more aggressively, and let her fingers strum over her clit.
"Yes, yes, yes," Megan panted. "Oh my God."
Melissa giggled, digging her tongue deep into Megan's wetness. "Mmhmm... mmhmm."
Megan couldn't believe how good this felt. Melissa was so good with her tongue. "What the fuck? Oh my God." Then, suddenly, Melissa slid two fingers into her pussy while licking and sucking on her clit, sending her over the top.
"Ohhhhh fuck!" Megan panted, her body starting to shake. She twisted under Melissa, but was unable to escape the older woman's hold on her. She was unable to escape the unbelievable pleasure she was feeling and she came, harder than she expected.
Melissa moaned into her clit, sucking and licking it rapidly, feeling the young woman cum in her mouth. "Mmmm.... yes." She said between licks.
Megan's body trembled violently below her as her hot girlcum flowed from her pussy. It seemed to last forever before Melissa finally released her hold and let her hips fall back on the bed. "Holy shit... what are you doing to me?"
Melissa wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and then licked her hand clean. "I'm doing whatever the fuck I want," she said, giggling. She slid up Megan's body and kissed her, sliding her tongue into the young woman's mouth.
Megan was shocked, however, feeling a cock slide against her pussy. Something, again, felt wrong. "What is that?" she asked, reaching down and feeling a cock between her legs, extending from Melissa's hips.
Melissa rose on her knees, proudly displaying her toy. "It's my dick," she giggled. "And I'm going to fuck you better than my husband ever could."
Megan sat up and reached towards it in wonder, but didn't dare touch it. "Can I touch it?"
Melissa laughed. "You better touch it."
Megan wrapped her hand around it and stroked it, looking at it. It was definitely bigger than David's cock... a quarter inch more in diameter and an inch longer. She wondered if it would ever fit into her pussy. "Wow..." she whispered.
"Well, don't just look at it," Melissa said, grabbing the back of Megan's head and pushing her face into the dick. Megan instinctively slid it into her mouth, sucking in it as if it were the real thing. "That's right. Is that how you sucked my husband's dick? Huh? Get it nice and wet cause it's going in your fucking pussy. Slobbery and messy... yeah... show me what a little whore you are."
After a minute, she grabbed Megan by the hair and lifted her head off her dick, kissing her deeply. Then, giggling, she pushed her to her back. "Let me see that fucking pussy... yeah." She grabbed under her knees and pushed her legs up and back, lifting her hips off the bed like before. "Look at that big, juicy fucking pussy."
Melissa grabbed the dick and slid it around Megan's pussy, teasing her with it. Megan's was so very wet, Melissa knew she was very ready for it. She pushed until the head popped inside. "I'm bigger than him. Do you feel my fucking cock? That's just the tip."
"Fuck!" Megan moaned loudly, feeling her pussy stretch to meet this new size.
"Uh huh," Melissa said pushing the cock deeper and deeper into Megan's pussy. Then she started moving her hips, sliding it in and out of her.
"Oh wow!" Megan panted, feeling how trapped and cramped her position was, how open she was to this monstrous cock. "Oh God!"
"Yeah... you're gonna fucking cum on my big dick," Melissa spat. "You're gonna fucking call me daddy from now on, huh?"
"Oh fuck," Megan panted.
"Who's your fucking daddy now?"
"Yes!" Megan moaned loudly. "Oh shit! Oh wow, yeah. Oh God."
"You like my daddy dick, huh?" Melissa spat, her hips moving even faster as she watched Megan's pussy stretch wide around the cock. "It's so much better than my husbands. I'm gonna make you addicted to it before I'm through with you."
Megan could do nothing but feel the cock thrusting into her, practically up to her throat. It was definitely bigger than any cock she'd had before. "Oh! Oh fuck!"
"Is that little cunt stretching out for me?"
"Yeah... God that's so good," Megan panted.
Melissa laughed. "And here you thought my husband was good at fucking you?"
"Oh wow... oh fuck!"
"Does that feel better than my husband's dick?" Melissa asked. "Huh?"
"Yes!" Megan yelled. "So much bigger! Oh fuck!"
Melissa was so happy she could get the young woman to scream. Hopefully her husband heard all this. Hopefully he heard her desire for Melissa's cock over his. Hopefully he'd finally see that she was better than Megan could ever be.
"Oh... I'm cumming!" Megan panted, her mouth opening wide in an agonizing, passionate scream. "I'm cumming! Yeah!" Her body trembled again as she came. She struggled again, trying to get out from the position she was in, trying to let her body go tight, but Melissa didn't budge. She just kept fucking her throughout her orgasm, prolonging it, expanding it.
Suddenly Melissa grabbed under her legs, holding her tightly and began slamming her hips into her, driving the cock in hard and deep before slowly retreating. "You've never felt a cock so fucking deep... have you?" she asked, making her point with a hard thrust.
"No!" Megan moaned loudly. "So... oh my God!" Her body was on fire, every nerve ending raw with pleasure.
"Did he fuck you like... this?" she asked with another hard thrust. "Is this fucking better than what he did to you? Say yes, daddy, I want that fucking dick!"
"Yes, daddy... I want that fucking dick!" Megan moaned, unable to escape the pleasure that was moving to new heights.
"Cum again for me... cum again on my cock," Melissa demanded. "I want to make you squirt that fucking shit right out of your pussy."
"Fuck me daddy!" Megan moaned, making Melissa smile. She'd made her say it... her husband had to have heard that. "Yeah, fuck me daddy! Oh my God! God damn! I'm cumming!"
As Megan started to cum, Melissa pulled the strap-on free, letting Megan writhe on the bed in front of her as her orgasm overwhelmed her. She smiled smugly and giggled as she watched the young woman pant and moan, her hands grabbing and pulling the bedspread as she tried to deal with the intense pleasure.
"Mmm... what do you say?" Melissa asked smugly when Megan finally started to relax.
"Thank you daddy," the young woman said.
"Thank you for what?"
"Thank you for making me cum so good."
Melissa laughed. "You're welcome." She giggled as she slid off the bed and started removing the straps at her hips. Megan sat up and watched as she slid the harness down and off her legs, then crawled back on the bed again. She pushed Megan to her back and kicked her leg over her torso. "It's my turn now, bitch," she laughed.
She crawled forward until Megan's face was between her legs and the younger woman was looking up at her, her sweaty hair sticking to her face. She lowered her hips as Megan started licking her pussy.
"Oh... that's so good," Melissa moaned, holding her body still as Megan licked her. Megan grabbed Melissa's ass and squeezed it. "Oh yeah. Mmmmm... yeah... ohhhh yeah." Melissa started grinding on Megan's face, sliding her hips forward and back, covering the young woman's face with her wetness. "Yeah, get your pretty little fucking face in there."
"Mmmm... Uh huh... uh huh," Melissa panted, her orgasm getting closer. She grabbed the top of the headboard for balance. "Oh, that feels so good. Yeah, lick my pussy like that. You don't need to breathe. You just need to keep licking. Yeah... lick my pussy... lick my fucking pussy."
Melissa thrust her hips into her mouth and held it there, forcing Megan to lick her clit in order to even breath. "Yes! Right there. Uh huh... uh huh. Yeah... now put your fingers in there." Megan took a hand off her ass and slid two fingers into her wetness as she licked, sliding them in and out. "Fuck yeah!" Mmm... yeah... you love eating my pussy don't you? Oh, fuck. Yeah.... oh my God, yes. Keep licking that pussy."
Melissa grabbed her breasts and squeezed them roughly, tugging and pinching her nipples. The pleasures Megan was giving her were so wonderful. She loved this girl's mouth.
"Oh fuck!" Melissa yelled. "Fuck yeah! Lick that fucking pussy! Oh fuck! Oh, fuck yes, yes, yes! Just like that! Don't you fucking stop!"
Melissa hit the headboard with her hand. She was so close now. She held her body still, even held her breath as the pleasure peaked, then crashed over her. "Yessssss! Fuck! Oh my God I'm fucking cumming!" She felt her body convulse again and again and knew that Megan's pretty face was going to be covered with her cum. Even the thought made her cum even harder.
"Holy shit," Megan said as Melissa moved off her face and sat on the side of the bed beside her. "Oh my fucking God."
"You just like to please, don't you?" Melissa giggled, looking at how much of a mess the girl's face and hair were. "I can see why my husband likes you so much. But you're not going to steal him from me. You're gonna be my bitch from now on. The more he fucks you, the more I fuck you, too."
Megan looked at her, her eyes wide open, her breath coming in pants. Melissa slid off the bed and bent over to grab her strap-on. She looked back at Megan one more time before strolling out of the room.
Megan fell back on the bed, shaking her head... wondering how she kept getting into these situations.
*****
On Monday, Melissa came home smiling. "I have a surprise for you," she told Megan.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah... I got you a job at the hospital," Melissa said. "It's full time but at minimum wage. It'll be a really good start for you to get your feet on the ground."
"What will I be doing?" Megan asked. She had no idea what kind of qualifications she had that would help at the hospital.
"You'll be working in the gift shop, mostly. Maybe as a runner or something, too."
"Oh, cool! I can do that."
"You start tomorrow," Melissa said. "And, I arranged your schedule so that you can ride with me. Sound good?"
Megan jumped up and threw her arms around her. "Oh my God that's so perfect and so nice of you!"
Melissa hugged the young woman back. She knew it was more than about being nice to her. This meant that Megan would have a lot less time to be alone with her husband.



        Free-Use: Hospitality Pt. 04

        Melissa takes her frustrations out on Megan.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/free-use-hospitality-pt-04

Title: Free-Use: Hospitality Pt. 04

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Melissa takes her frustrations out on Megan.

Tags: remote vibrator, domination, retail, bathtub, lesbian, toy, groceries, work, car




Free-Use: Hospitality, Part 4
Megan was so happy that Melissa got her a job at the hospital. For the next week, she rode with Melissa to and from work every morning and evening. And she really enjoyed the job and getting to know Melissa a little better on the thirty-minute drive. As the week progressed, she could feel more and more animosity develop between her and Melissa, though, as David fucked Megan more regularly and was really not paying as much attention to his wife.
While Megan felt badly for her, she felt somewhat pleased that David paid her more attention, even though it triggered a little guilt. David fucked Megan every night that week, with Melissa usually leaving the room upset. Then Melissa would come into her room during the night and fuck her with the strap-on to punish her. It was a cycle she was starting to get used to.
On Sunday afternoon at the end of the second week, Megan was in her bedroom reading a book on her Kindle. She could hear that David was downstairs, watching a movie and Melissa was in their bedroom, getting dressed to go out for something. She finally heard Melissa walk downstairs.
"I'll be back," Melissa said. Megan could hear the keys tinkle in her hand.
"You ok?" David asked. "You seem stressed."
There was a pause in their conversation and even Megan felt the tension between them. "You know I hear you two fucking... every night. And we haven't fucked in what? A week? At least? Yeah, I'm stressed."
"What? Are you jealous?" David asked, just not getting it. "I'm just doing what I feel like doing. That's the whole point of this free-use thing. And I can't help that I like small, busty girls."
"Well, we're married," Melissa spat. "You're supposed to be fucking me, too."
"I'll fuck you... when you get back from the store," David said. "Ok? Would that make you happy?"
"Yes... as a matter of fact it would," Melissa spat. She was definitely angry.
"All you have to do is ask, you know."
"I don't want to have to ask," Melissa snapped. "I want you to want... me... first."
"I do want you. You know I... I hear you fucking her, too," David added. "And it sounds like you're being too rough. Don't hurt her. You're gonna break her. She's a young... sweet... girl."
There was a pause, as if Melissa was stunned by his comment. "I doubt that. She's a total slut."
"Hey!" David said, defending Megan. "She's young. She enjoys gentle touches."
"According to our daughter she loves using those tits to steal boyfriends... and husbands." Megan could feel the sting. Everyone seemed to think that, even when it wasn't true. She couldn't help it that their boyfriends preferred her. She didn't try to steal them... it just... happened.
"Come on... she's not stealing me from you," David insisted, although it didn't sound very convincing. "It's just sex. She's just what we always wanted."
"Uh huh... it better just be sex," Melissa warned. "And you better fuck me, too."
Megan could hear the door close, then the car back out of the driveway. She set her Kindle aside and walked downstairs walking into the living room.
"Hello beautiful," David smiled up at her on seeing her. She could see his cock stir as if her presence alone excited him.
"Hello." Megan smiled back, glancing up and down his naked form. He was such a handsome man and she loved that he always smiled when he saw her.
"You look beautiful today," he said. She giggled and blushed at the compliment. He was always so kind and sweet. "There's the laugh and the smile I love so much."
"Glad you do," she said. "I seem to do that a lot around you."
"I'll take it," he said, watching her moving to stand in front of him. "Good day today?"
"Yeah... it's beautiful outside today," she answered, sliding into his lap, straddling his legs. She slid close to him, letting his half-hard cock rest against her pussy lips. "Is she gone for a while?"
David nodded. "Yeah... an hour or two. Why do you ask?"
"Well," she said, sliding her hand through his hair. "I was hoping for some time alone with you."
"Mmm... you have something on your mind?"
"Well... just you," she smiled.
David's hands stroked her sides and back, enjoying her beautiful body. Her breasts we so full and prominent in front of his face. "You have incredibly touchable skin."
"Thank you," she smiled putting one hand on his shoulders as she used the other to hold his cock against her pussy, helping her grind against it. "I try to keep it nice and soft." She leaned forward and kissed him, tenderly, romantically. Slowly his kisses worked down her neck as she moaned softly. He was so good at pleasuring her.
David moaned softly and slowly rocked his hips, helping his cock slide against her wet center. They moved in tandem, both knowing exactly where they wanted his cock to be next.
David captured one of her nipples with his lips and gently sucked on it, making her moan above him. She cradled his head, encouraging him. He grabbed her breasts in his hands, squeezing and massaging them, moving his mouth from one nipple to the next as she slowly ground her hips into his cock.
"You taste so good," he whispered.
Megan moaned. Her nipples were getting so hard and sensitive and she was feeling every suck, every nibble, as if it were directly on her pussy. She was mewling and moaning, panting softly in her excitement.
David lowered one hand and maneuvered it between her legs as she gave him room. He slid two fingers inside of her wetness, slowly fingering her as he sucked on her large breasts.
"Oh, God that feels good," she moaned.
His fingertip flicked over her clit, making her body shudder. She was getting very hot and wet. Suddenly he stopped and lifted her off his lap, laying her on the couch beside him and slid between her legs. His mouth kissed down her leg, over her inner thigh, until it reached her pussy. Then his tongue flicked out and he began licking her.
Megan moaned softly. "Oh my God... yeah." She loved how tender he could be, how loving. He slid his fingers back inside her and strummed against her G-spot as his tongue flicked back and forth over her clit, his lips occasionally capturing the sensitive nub for a little suck.
"Mmhmm... mmmm," David moaned in her pussy, the vibrations of his voice giving her even more pleasure.
She was panting, holding her breath and then gasping as the pleasure rapidly grew. "Oh my God yes." Then, with a final hold of her breath and a grunting release, she came, flooding his mouth with her wonderfully sweet juices. "Oh my God!"
David lovingly licked around her sensitive pussy, cleaning off her juices as she came down from her orgasm and she giggled. He moved up her body and kissed her lips and neck again, passionately.
"Please... I want to taste you," she whispered.
David moved to lay back on the couch as she rose to her knees between his legs. She grabbed his shaft softly as she lay up against him, kissing him. Slowly she kissed down his body, over his chest and abdomen, giggling as she neared her prize. She held his cock high and looked him in the eyes as she took him into her mouth, sliding him deep inside while moaning.
"Oh fuck," he hissed. Her mouth was so warm and inviting and the vibrations from her moaning felt phenomenal.
She quickly slid her mouth up and down his shaft, stroking him with her hand at the same time.
"Fuck... yes... ohhhhh," David moaned, his hand stroking her head softly.
Then she slid him deep inside her mouth and held him there, gently swallowing to let him feel the action of her throat.
"Perfect... oh yeah," he moaned.
She moved her mouth up and down rapidly again, making him fuck her face before she slid off and sucked his balls, stroking him. His balls were large and full and she couldn't wait for them to release their load for her. It had only been two weeks, but she'd grown to love his cum.
"Oh my God," he moaned as she expertly sucked his cock. "Oh... yes."
She slid him in deep into her mouth again... then even deeper, sliding his cock into her throat as her nose nuzzled into his pubic hair. She couldn't breath with his cock so deep, but she made swallowing motions once again.
"That's... so good," he moaned, his body tightening, threatening to orgasm. "Oh my fucking God!"
She pulled off, coughing and sputtering, stroking his very wet shaft.
"Ooh that's good!" he whispered. "Come 'ere." He smiled down at her, encouraging her to slide up his body. Her little body lay on him and they kissed as she used her hand to direct his cock into her wetness.
"Oh, fuck!" he groaned as his cock filled her. "That's a perfect fit."
"Yessss... you fill me up so well," she hissed, feeling his cock stretch her open. She slowly rocked her body, sliding him in and out of her pussy. "Oh my God."
"Uh huh," David said, grabbing her hips to help her move on his cock, helped her slide all the way to the tip, then down to the base. His cock slid so deep he wondered if it would come out of her throat.
She lifted her upper body, her hands on his chest as she started riding him faster. "Oh... my little pussy... feels so good. Oh my God."
"Fuck, baby," he moaned.
David pushed his hips up and back to her rhythm, so that he pushed even deeper into her with each stroke. "Oh, that's good. Uh huh."
She sat up even higher, riding him like a bucking bronco, their bodies colliding then moving apart again and again.
"That's a good girl," he whispered, holding her hips to keep her from falling off him.
"Oh my God," she moaned, her hands squeezing her breasts. "God that's so good."
David grabbed her hips and hoisted her into the air as he stood and flipped them over, putting Megan on her back once again. He slid his cock into her again and started slow, deliberate strokes, sawing his cock in and out of her tight pussy.
"Fuck that's so good," she moaned, putting her hands on his shoulders and looking him in the eyes. Her desire for him swelled, more than just the desire for physical pleasure. But he was a married man. She tried to keep telling herself that.
"Ohhhhh fuck! Yeah... yeah," he grunted, moving just his hips as he held his face steady above her.
"Fuck!" she moaned. "God I love when you fuck me like this. Oh my God, yesssss." Her emotions were jumbled with the pleasure he gave her every single day. She couldn't imagine not being with him and that scared her a little.
He bent down and kissed her as he slowly fucked her. It was so gentle, so tender, so caring. He felt her hips push up into him and started fucking her faster again. He knew that feeling. She was going to cum again.
"Oh yes... fuck!" she moaned loudly, her brow furrowing, her face contorting in pleasure.
"Shit!" he gasped, pounding his hips into hers.
"Oh my God, yesyesyes! Ohhhh! God! Fuuuuuuuuck!" she groaned as she came again, her body quivering below him. Her arms held his head and shoulders tightly to her even as his hips thrust deeper. She felt such incredible warmth and pleasure flow over her body, a pleasure deeper than any before.
"You're getting quite the workout," he smiled, as he stopped his thrusting for a moment, just letting her pussy quiver and squeeze, milking his cock.
"Oh, it's my favorite way to work out," she panted, smiling, her face and chest blushing a deep crimson.
"Ready for a little more?" he asked after a minute and she nodded, smiling.
"I want you to cum in me, daddy," she whispered. "I want to feel you fill me up."
David didn't respond other than to begin fucking her with long, slow strokes once again. "Fuck that's so good."
"Yes," she nodded, smiling and panting. "You feel so good inside me. Oh fuck. God, yes!"
"Oh!" he moaned as he suddenly felt his orgasm rising. "Oh yeah... oh! Oh fuck!" His body froze a moment as he felt the contractions start deep inside him and then felt pleasure pour out of his cock. He filled her womb with jet after jet of cum, grunting with each. Finally, he lay down on her, panting, letting his cock slowly deflate inside her.
"Oh my God, that was good," he whispered, kissing her.
"I love the way you make love to me," she whispered, kissing him back, holding him tightly in her arms. "I love you." She could feel David flinch a little at her words, but he didn't say anything.
*****
Two hours after Melissa left, Megan could hear the garage door opening on the floor below her. She was in her bed again, reading. She wondered what Melissa went out for and came down the stairs to see. Melissa seemed to struggle with the door to the garage for a moment, and when it opened, came in with both arms full of grocery bags.
"Oh my gosh, let me help you," she said, taking several bags out of Melissa's arms and helping her into the kitchen.
Moments later, David came into the kitchen through the door with his arms laden with groceries, too.
"Oh my gosh, how much more is there?" Megan asked.
"Uh... probably two more loads," David said.
As Melissa started opening the bags and putting the groceries away, both David and Megan went back to the car and brought in the last of the bags. All three of them then began opening the bags and putting the items away. With them all working together, it went quickly and within fifteen minutes, everything was put away and cleaned up. It was rather surreal, however, with Melissa being the only one wearing clothes. It was as if she were the odd one, that not wearing clothes was normal.
"Whew," Melissa finally said as the last of the groceries were put away. "I'm going to go take a bath if you want to make good on your promise," she said to David, smiling deviously. "I need... something... to help me relax."
Melissa went upstairs first, slowly taking her clothes off as she ascended the stairs. Megan went up and lay on her bed, scrolling through her social media accounts on her phone. She could hear Melissa turn the water on in the large, triangular garden tub, and could hear her humming softly.
Melissa must have stepped into the bath while the water was running because when the water was turned off, Megan could hear the light sound of droplets hitting the water as Melissa soaked in it.
"Are you in here?" David asked as he walked into the bathroom. The tiled floor made sound travel a lot more than expected. Megan could hear almost everything said or done perfectly from her bedroom next door.
"Mmhmm... getting all hot and wet," Melissa said softly. "This water feels really good."
"Mind if I join you?"
"Please do. I was hoping you would."
Megan heard him enter the water due to the splashing sounds and then heard him sigh as he settled into it. Suddenly she heard a light moaning and a sucking sound.
"Oh... I love when you lick my toes like that," Melissa moaned.
Megan couldn't take any more. She felt strangely jealous and slipped out to the entry to the bathroom and peered around the door frame until she could just barely see them in the tub. As she suspected, David was holding Melissa's foot out of the water and was sucking on each toe in turn, sliding his tongue between them as Melissa moaned.
She could see Melissa's other foot starting to stroke his cock under the water while her own hands slowly teased her nipples. David's cock grew quickly, jutting high out of the water. Melissa's foot traveled its length, rolling it beneath the sole of her foot.
"Oh," Melissa groaned and Megan could see that David's foot was sliding between Melissa's thighs, pressing against her pussy. She had the impression that his big toe was sliding into Melissa's hole, fucking her as Melissa's hips moved to help.
"Oh, yeah... oooh," she moaned softly. "That's so naughty."
Suddenly David pulled his foot away and stood, sliding up the edge of the tub behind him and sitting down. Melissa smiled and crawled over to him, keeping most of her body under the water until she got to him, then rose on her knees. Her hand encircled his shaft and she softly, slowly jerked him while she kissed him, passionately.
"My God... you're so big," Melissa smiled and whispered. "Mmm... I like how big you get for me." She sat back and simply stroked him, watching her own hand, and his reactions, as it slowly rose and fell over his length. "I really need this. It seems like it's been forever since I've had you in my mouth... or my pussy. Both are wet with anticipation. I can't wait to drool all over your hard fucking cock."
She slowly kissed his neck and shoulder then kissed down his body, her lips nibbling on his nipples, then dropping her face until her mouth reached his cock. She slowly slid it inside and sucked.
"Oh fuck!" David moaned loudly.
Melissa sucked on the head of his cock as her hand continued stroking him, then released her mouth for a moment. "Yeah? You like that? You like my hand getting your cock so hard?" She was smiling at him, enjoying how much she could tease him. "How about if I rub it against my big fucking tits? You like that?"
"God, you know I do."
Melissa slid him between her C-cup breasts, stroking his cock at the same time. Then she released his cock, grabbed her breasts with both hands, and squeezed them together to trap his cock between them. "Yeah, that's good... I know you like this." She moved her body slowly, up and down, sliding him inside the crevice between her breasts.
"Oh my God," David moaned, watching the tip of his cock slide out from between her breasts again and again as his wife looked up at him, smirking.
"Yeah... what about if I rub you all over my hard nipples just like this," Melissa said, grabbing his shaft again and, holding her breast up, rubbed the head of his cock over first one nipple, then the other. "Yeah, right there. Fuck, look at that."
"Oh yeah!" David moaned.
Suddenly, she drove her mouth down on him, driving him deep inside before coming back to the tip. She slowly stroked his cock as she sucked on him, working up and down his shaft.
David seemed to be in heaven just watching her. "Oh... that feels good."
She licked up the length of his shaft, from his balls to the tip, slowly and erotically, her eyes focused on his the whole time. She swirled her tongue around the frenulum, making him shiver. Then she slid him into her mouth and rapidly bobbed her head up and down, fucking her own mouth with his cock.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
The sounds surprised Megan as she watched Melissa drive her nose into David's pubic hair, driving him deep into her throat and fucking him there. Melissa's face turned red as if she wasn't getting enough oxygen, but she kept him there to the point where Megan grew concerned.
"Mmm... mmhmm," Melissa moaned, gasping for air, as she slid back to the tip again. "Get you so fucking deep in my throat."
"Oh yeah!" David panted. "Yeah... that's good. That's a mouth meant for cock sucking."
Melissa giggled. "Mmm... I love your cock. Just sucking on you makes my pussy so wet." She slid him deep into her throat again, deepthroating him once more.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
"Oh fuck yes!" David panted, squirming a little. Megan knew that squirm. Melissa almost had him cumming.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," Melissa moaned, gasping for air again, sliding him in and out of her mouth. "My hot, little mouth..."
David reached down and grabbed Melissa's shoulders, urging her to stand. "Here... stand up. Bend over."
Melissa stood, smiling, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, and turned around. She bent over, grabbing on to the edge of the tub to keep her balance. David knelt in the water behind her, his hands grabbing her ass.
"Mmm... look at that ass," he marveled. "That is one fucking, beautiful ass!" He squeezed her ass cheeks and pulled them apart again and again, then suddenly slapped her ass.
"Yeah, spank me daddy," Melissa groaned, closing her eyes for a moment. "I'm such a bad girl for you."



David spanked her several more times, getting both ass cheeks pink, then grabbed her cheeks and pulled them apart once again. "I think I should focus a little attention... right... here." He bent forward and pushed his mouth into her ass, his tongue licking from her pussy all the way up the crack of her ass.
"Oh... oh wow," Melissa moaned.
"So nice," David said between licks. "Your asshole is so very distracting."
"Oh fuck!" Melissa yelled suddenly. "I guess so."
David moved to the middle of her crack and let his tongue slither and slide there, circling her asshole and penetrating it a little, making Melissa squirm and moan.
"Oh my God," Melissa moaned loudly. "Fuck yes... that feels so good. Don't stop. I love your tongue in my ass."
"Mmhmm," David moaned softly, not stopping his teasing licks.
"Yeah! God that's good!"
David brought a hand up and started strumming his thumb over her clit at the same time he licked her ass, sending even more pleasurable sensations through Melissa.
"Oooh, fuck yes!" Melissa yelled, panting loudly. "Oh my God. Get your fingers in my pussy, too! Oh fuck. That's so fucking good!"
He slid his thumb deep into her pussy, too, fingering her with it now as he licked her ass.
Melissa closed her eyes and was panting. Her legs were shaking a little and she held onto the bathtub tighter. "Oh! Fuck! Yeah... I like that. Oh, shit!"
"Yeah?" David laughed smugly.
"Holy shit that's good. Oh my fucking God! Yes!"
Then David pulled away from her and stood, grabbing her hips. His cock was hard, standing firm from his body. "Yeah, come here sexy." He grabbed his cock and circled the head around her pussy, concentrating on her clit.
"Yeah... go on... give it to me," Melissa moaned loudly. "Oh yeah! Fuck me! Uh huh... Oh God."
David lined his cock up with her entrance and pushed, forcing it in deeply.
"God your dick is so fucking huge!" Melissa gasped.
"Oh fuck!" David moaned in reply. "Shit!"
"God! Make me cum all over your fucking dick," Melissa moaned, moving her hips slightly with each thrust to push him in even deeper. "Look at that fucking big dick! I need it. I need it! Yes! Oh yeah. Uh huh!"
David giggled as he slid his hand over her ass cheek then pushed his thumb into her ass, fingering it at the same time he fucked her.
"Oh my God, you really want my ass today!" Melissa laughed. "Please! Yes! Oh fuck, it's so good. It's so fucking good! Oh... I'm so fucking close! Don't you stop! Don't you stop!"
"Yeah... are you gonna cum on this big, fucking dick?" David asked, sliding his hips forward and back, driving his cock deep into her again and again. Her body was rocking and without her hanging onto the tub and pushing back into him, Megan knew that the older woman would be pushed into the wall.
"Yessssss... fuuuuuck!" Melissa moaned loudly. "I need it. IneeditIneeditIneedit!"
David only fucked her faster. "Yeah! Fucking cum for me! Cum on my cock!"
"Ohhhhhh... shit!" Melissa groaned, her body going stiff and shaking as she obviously orgasmed.
David didn't even stop fucking her. Megan could tell by his facial expression that he was too close to his own orgasm to stop now. "I'm close, baby. I'm close. On your knees, baby."
David pulled his cock out of her and she dropped to her knees in front of him. She opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue as she watched him, obviously wanting his cum on her face. David's hand grabbed his cock and he jerked it rapidly, ready to cum all over her face and tits.
"Give me your cum... please, baby... cum for me," Melissa begged. "Give me your cum! Cum all over my fucking tits baby!"
"Oh!" David panted, groaning, looking up at the ceiling. "Fuck! Oh shit! Ahhhhhh!" Suddenly he came, but it was only a little. One spray hit Melissa on the chin, then a little dribbled from the tip. "Oh fuck!" he groaned, taking a step back from her and stroking himself slowly.
Melissa looked at him, obviously angry. "Is that... is that fucking it?"
"I... I don't know," David shrugged. "I guess so."
"Is that all the cum you have for me?" Melissa spat. "What am I? Sloppy seconds with you? Does she get all your cum too?"
"What?" he plead with her. "I'm sorry baby."
Megan, a little embarrassed herself, slipped back into her own room and onto the bed. She grabbed her Kindle and acted like she was reading, but couldn't. The arguing reminded her of home.
"Yeah... sorry," Melissa said, shaking her head angrily, sitting back in the water to rinse her body off. "Whatever! What did you do, have sex with her while I was fucking grocery shopping?"
David didn't say a word, his silence announcing his embarrassment.
"God damnit David! I need to come first, not her! When are you fucking going to get that through your head?"
*****
It was half-way through the third week of her stay with the Stanley's, and Megan was driving into work with Melissa again. She'd been driving back and forth to work with her now for about a week. And she was loving her job. Loving working with people, loving giving comfort to the families of patients as they bought little gifts. And she was certainly going to love the paycheck she was going to receive.
They had just got on the road when Melissa uncharacteristically turned the radio down. "I have a surprise for you," she said, smiling.
"What?" Megan asked.
"It's in a little bag behind my seat." Megan looked behind the seat and saw a little gift bag. She reached back, pulled it to her, and held it in her lap, wondering what was in it. "Go on, open it."
Megan reached inside the bag, pulling tissue paper out of the way, and pulled out an egg-shaped object that had a long, rubber tail. The egg had a rubbery texture to it and actually felt a little odd. "What is this?" she asked, confused.
Melissa turned and smiled at her. "It's a vibrator. You put it inside your pussy. There's some lube in the bag that'll help. Put it in your pussy. I want it inside you all day today."
Megan reached into the bag and pulled out a small package of lube. She tore it open and drizzled it onto the egg, then used her fingers to make sure it was fully coated. "Inside my... pussy?" she asked, surprised. She'd never put something like this inside herself before.
"Yeah. Just slide it in and keep the little tail dangling out."
Megan lifted her hips to pull her skirt up. As Melissa and David required, she wasn't wearing panties. She placed the well-lubricated egg at her pussy and pushed, allowing it to slide inside her with the little tail sticking out. "Oh wow... that feels... that feels so strange."
Melissa reached into the bag and pulled out a small fob. "And this is the wonderful, little remote control for it. I'm going to hold on to this part. So... let's try it out, shall we?" She held the remote in front of her to allow her to keep her eyes at least partially on the road and oriented the buttons correctly. She pressed the up button once. She didn't hear a sound in the car, but Megan suddenly jumped.
"Oh my God," Megan said, squirming slightly in her leather seat. "What's happening? Oh God that feels so good."
Melissa grabbed Megan's leg and pulled it, spreading her legs apart. "Open your legs... I want to see."
Megan slouched down in the seat as much as she could, and opened her legs wide, exposing herself. "Oh my... that's... that's really good."
Melissa enjoyed watching the young woman squirm, seeing her bare pussy out for the whole world to see. "What about... if I turn it up a bit more." She pressed the up button twice more and Megan instantly squirmed even more.
"Oh! That's so fucking good," Megan moaned closing her legs to squeeze her thighs together. She'd never felt such intense pleasure coming from inside herself before.
Melissa smacked her bare thigh, then grabbed it, forcing her legs open again. "Keep those fucking legs open like I told you."
"Oh yes!" Megan panted, as Melissa hit the button three more times, turning it up to a six. Megan was almost screaming in pleasure. "Fuck! Yes!" She grabbed her pussy with her hand, trying to squeeze her pussy, as if she might make herself cum. "Ohhhhhh! Oh wow! Oh my God I'm gonna cum!"
Suddenly, the vibrations completely stopped, leaving Megan a panting mess. Her pussy was drooling and she wanted to rub her clit so much. When she recovered enough, she heard Melissa giggling at her.
"What happened? Did you... did you stop it?" Megan asked, sounding desperate.
"Of course I stopped it," Melissa laughed. "You can't cum now."
"Oh, that's so mean!" Megan said, twisting in her seat again, squeezing her legs together and squeezing her pussy in her hand. She wanted to turn it back on, she need to cum so badly now, but Melissa was in full control. "Please turn it back on," she begged.
"When you give me an orgasm after work, then and only then will I maybe let you cum," Melissa said, making her way through the streets, close to the hospital employee parking garage.
"You expect me to wear this thing all day?" Megan asked. She didn't know if she could do that. It might make her orgasm in the hospital gift shop.
Melissa smiled. "Uh huh... if you take it out, you'll be punished and not be allowed to cum... AT ALL. I have a nice, little chastity belt at home waiting for you if you don't follow the rules. And I'll be checking up on you to make sure you keep your little friend inside you. You never know when I might turn it on again."
"What's a... what's a chastity belt?" Megan asked. She really wanted to cum... but not at work. Not in the store. Not in front of other people. God, that would be so embarrassing!
"It's a nice little belt that goes around your waist, sealing your pussy up nice and tight to make sure no one can touch it," Melissa giggled. "Even you. Frankly, I thought about putting that on you a while ago. But I'm not so sure my husband would approve."
Melissa pulled into the deck and found her usual parking spot open. She pulled into it and turned off the car. The two got out and started walking into the hospital, Melissa with the fob still in her hand. As they walked, she kicked it up to two and giggled when Megan's hips jolted, making her walking difficult as she constantly tried to pinch her thighs together.
"Have a good day," Melissa laughed as she got into the elevator, turned off the vibrator, and hit the button for her floor.
Megan, panting, watched the elevator doors close. She shook her head. She had a feeling it was going to be a long day.
*****
Megan was kept fairly busy in the gift shop, with numerous customers walking in, asking for help in finding different items. The time seemed to move quickly. At 2pm, she was happy that there hadn't been any incidents yet and that she only had a little bit of time left in her shift. She almost got used to having the egg inside her, not feeling it very often.
She was ringing out a older woman who was buying a get-well card. She was just telling Megan that her grandson was in the hospital for surgery when she first felt the tingles. She'd just rung up the purchase and the cash drawer was open as the vibrations suddenly swelled in intensity. She squeezed her thighs together tightly and tried not to moan as she took the woman's money, her eyes half closing, her breathing shallow and panting.
No matter what she did, she couldn't stop what was happening to her and couldn't hide the fact that something was happening.
"Are you ok?" the grandmother asked, handing her a $20 bill from her open wallet.
"Oh... oh yeah... every... everything's ok," she panted, trying to control herself. But the pleasure was intense and she knew she'd cum soon if the damn vibrator didn't stop. She grabbed the money and slid it into the cash drawer. It seemed to take forever to think to get the correct change needed. Then the bills and coins simply slipped from her grasp as yet another wave hit her and she had to take great care, using all the concentration she could muster, to grip them in her fingers.
"Oh my gosh. You look sick or something. Are you sure?" the grandmother asked, taking her change from Megan's shaking hand. Some coins dropped to the counter and bounced to the floor, forcing the older woman to bend down and pick them up.
"Sorry... I'm so... sorry. Yes... I'm, um... I'm sure... I'm really... really... good," Megan said, her voice breathy. "Just something... my stomach... you know... isn't feeling ok right now. Something I had for lunch I think."
"Ok. I do hope it clears up soon," the elderly customer said, looking very concerned for her, leaving the register.
"I'm, um... sure it will. Thank you. Paula?" Megan said to her co-worker who was cleaning a shelf on the floor. "Can you... um... can you... um... cover... like... for me? Just, um, for a minute. Oh my God. I need to use the... um... restroom."
Paula went behind the register as Megan moved to exit... walking slowly, her steps stuttered, her legs shaking uncontrollably as she held the counter tightly to keep from falling. Then, suddenly the vibrations stopped.
Megan stopped for a moment, panting, letting her body recover for a moment, then started walking again towards the store exit. The ladies room... and some modicum of relief... was just up the hallway. She heard giggling as she exited the store and turned back to see Melissa in the hall, standing at the front window to the store, watching her.
She didn't say anything, just moved quickly towards the ladies room. She pushed the door open, took a quick look around, then slid into a stall, closing and locking the door behind her. In seconds, she had her skirt up, was sitting on the toilet seat, and had her fingers rapidly circling her clit.
"Oh fuuuuuck," she moaned softly, trying unsuccessfully not to be very loud.
BANG BANG BANG
Megan was suddenly interrupted by someone outside the stall.
"If you don't stop masturbating, I'm going to put the chastity belt on you tonight and turn this vibrator up high for the entire night," Melissa rebuked her.
"Fuck!" Megan panted, pulling her hand away. She stood and adjusted her skirt before coming out of the stall. "You're just cruel," she spat as she quickly washed and dried her hands. Melissa just watched her, laughing. "You'll let me cum after work, right? You promised," she begged.
"Oh, you'll cum," Melissa laughed. "Don't you worry."
Megan opened the door and returned to work, her body tingling badly, desperately needing to cum.
*****
At 4:40pm, Megan walked up to the Melissa's car, arriving before the older woman as always. She leaned against the car door, thinking about her orgasm, as she had for the past couple hours. God, she needed it. Her body was on fire!
She suddenly felt the vibrations grow inside her vagina and turned to grab the car with both hands. Her legs couldn't take much more. She heard Melissa giggling as she walked up to Megan. She held up the fob, teasingly, and hit the button several times in a row. The intensity of the vibrations grew rabidly inside Megan's body and she squeezed her thighs together tightly. She bent over at the waist, her hips gyrating, moving any way she could to let herself cum.
"Listen to me," Melissa said sternly. "Are you listening?" She could see Megan squirming and gyrating in front of her and wondered if she could hear anything above the screaming from her pussy.
Megan was panting with barely enough strength to even look up at her. It was taking all her concentration just to remain standing.
"Oh... fuck," Melissa said, hitting the down button on the fob until the vibrator was turned off again. "Are you listening to me?" she asked.
Megan nodded, her body still shaking from the vibrator. "Yes... I'm... I'm listening."
"Good. I want you to lick my pussy, right here in the garage, and make me cum," she said. "We aren't leaving until you do." Melissa set her purse on the hood of the car, glanced around to make sure the coast was clear, then inched her skirt up until her pussy was exposed. She leaned back on the car and spread her legs. Megan was still panting, bent over, her hand on the car fender as she tried to recover. "Well? What are you waiting for? It's not going to lick itself."
Slowly, Megan bent her knees and knelt on the cold concrete of the garage. She put her hands on Melissa's thighs and bent in, lightly licking her clit.
"Mmm," Melissa panted.
"Does that feel good?" Megan asked between licks. She still didn't feel confident in her cunnilingual abilities.
"Mmhmm," Melissa panted, looking down to watch the young woman.
Megan slid a finger into her pussy, sliding it in deep before withdrawing it. Melissa's pussy was definitely wet. "Your pussy is so cute. So pink."
"And so wet," Melissa said. "Put another finger in."
"Like that?" Megan asked, licking and then sliding two fingers into Melissa's wetness.
"Uh huh," Melissa panted, moving her hips slightly with the pleasure she was being given. "Yeah... lick right there... uh huh... ooh yeah."
"You taste so good," Megan said, licking her clit even faster and occasionally sucking on it.
"Yeah?" Melissa smiled down at her and then closed her eyes as the pleasure grew and grew. "Oh, just keep eating my wet little pussy. I'm so close. Yeah... uh... oh fuck... Yeah! I'm cumming. Ohhhhh!" Her body went rigid and she grabbed Megan's head with both hands, pushing her face hard into her pussy as her juices gushed out.
Finally released after a moment, Megan sat back, softly stroking Melissa's thighs as the older woman took a moment to recover.
Melissa grabbed her shoulders, encouraging Megan to stand and then pulled her into her arms, kissing her. "Are you ready for your reward?" she giggled.
"Mmhmm," Megan giggled, smiling. She ran around to the passenger side, giggling like a little school girl, and jumped into her seat, putting on her seatbelt.
Melissa adjusted her skirt, then sat in the driver's seat, starting the car. She hit the fob button twice, which made Megan start to squirm, as they pulled out into the street to drive home.
"Oh, that's so good," Megan panted.
"Yeah?" Melissa smiled at her. "Well, I'm not looking for good, though. You've been suffering all day today, haven't you."
"Yes, ma'am," Megan said looking hopeful.
"So... for the ride home, I'm thinking... never-ending."
"What do you me...?" Megan asked, looking at Melissa as the vibrations soared to full strength. "Oh my Goooooood!" Then her body convulsed uncontrollably as she immediately started her first orgasm... followed by many, many more... one after another... all the way home.
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Free-Use: Hospitality, Part 5
It was the end of her fifth week of living with the Stanley's. She had never expected to be staying here this long, but they had been so good to her. There was still tension between them, with David still showing a little more affection to her over his wife, making Melissa jealous, and causing tension between she and Melissa. But Melissa had gotten her a good job and she was making good money. She felt like she was finally getting back on her feet again.
They had another Friday Fun Night tonight, playing Uno, and Melissa won. They'd played almost ten hands over the course of the last two hours and were tired, but obviously not too tired for Melissa to take her reward. Melissa stood up, walked around the table, and stood beside David's chair. She held out her hand for David to take, smiling deviously, and led him up the stairs to the bedroom.
"Looks like you're my helpless little toy tonight, baby," Melissa smiled.
Megan knew what they were going to go do. That was the whole point of their Friday night games, after all. Tonight's bet was that the loser was the winner's helpless sex toy for the whole night. Megan cleaned up the cards and the drink glasses and, a few minutes after they left, she walked up the stairs herself, sliding into her own bedroom. She picked up her Kindle and tried reading, but she was far too distracted.
She could hear them kissing at first, with Melissa moaning lightly. Megan wished she'd won so she could be in David's arms right now. She never liked being the third wheel, but hated it most when Melissa had David in her arms. Megan wanted him. She deserved him more than Melissa.
She slid her hand between her legs and started masturbating as she heard the unmistakable sounds of David kissing and licking Melissa's body. Melissa was moaning and breathing heavily and, without doors to stop them, the sounds traveled easily into Megan's room.
"Mmm," Melissa moaned softly, almost grunting as David's kisses moved over her body.
Megan pounded both fists on the bed in frustration. She wanted David. She wanted him to leave Melissa and be with her. Only her! They could run away together and be happy! She'd give him everything he ever wanted!
"Oh fuck," Melissa moaned and Megan knew that he'd moved to licking her pussy. She imagined that Melissa had crawled up his body and was sitting on his face now, slowly grinding into it.
"Mmhmm," he moaned. She loved his moan. She loved seeing his face between her thighs, loved to watch his tongue flicking over her clit so expertly. Her fingers moved that way, now, trying to mimic the way he normally moved.
"Oh... yes... that feels so good," Melissa moaned softly. "Yeah. Yeah. Oh my God."
"Mmmm," David moaned. He was always so expressive when he licked pussy, always telling Megan how good she tasted and how wet she was. He loved watching her and making sure she was watching him. She loved that bond between them. And he loved teasing her, holding her on the edge of her orgasm for as long as he could.
"Yeah! Oh... God yes!" Melissa grunted as she came. Megan wanted to complain, wanted to protest, but her orgasm was close, too, and she wanted that. She couldn't stop masturbating now. She needed that orgasm. She envisioned that David was licking her so wonderfully, his lips wrapped around her clit, gently sucking on it.
"Make me cum, daddy," Megan whispered, half hoping they'd hear her, that David would leave Melissa and come to her. But she just heard them kissing again as if she had no impact at all. That frustrated her even more.
Melissa giggled and Megan could hear her start licking and sucking on his cock. Megan felt her own orgasm slip away a little. 'No, no, no!' she said in her mind. 'Please let me cum.'
"Oh yeah... what a perfect mouth," David moaned loudly. Megan knew how much he enjoyed getting his cock sucked. "Oh. You're so good at that, babe. Oh shit."
"Mmm," Melissa moaned. By the sounds she was making, she'd slid David's cock deep into her mouth so that she was almost gagging on it.
"Oh fuck yes... oh my God," David moaned.
Melissa giggled again as the sounds of her sucking stopped. Megan listened harder as the bed squeaked a little from movement.
"Oh my God, you're so fucking big," Melissa breathily moaned. Megan knew she'd mounted him, knew that she'd slid David's big cock into her pussy and was sliding it so deep inside her. "God I love feeling you inside me."
The bed made distinctive rocking sounds as Melissa fucked David, using his cock for both their pleasure.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Melissa panted. "Give me that fucking dick!"
Megan, extremely frustrated that her orgasm was robbed from her, and unable to take any more, decided that she needed to get out of the house. She wasn't going to be able to stop them, but she didn't have to listen to them. Besides, she had some things she needed to buy. She hadn't had a period in over a week and was normally very regular. She was scared... she might be pregnant.
"Do you mind if I borrow the car to go to the store?" she said to no one in particular, standing up from the bed.
"Yes, please!" Melissa moaned, not stopping her fucking. "Go!"
"Yeah, baby," David panted. "Just be careful, ok? Call if you need anything."
Megan quickly dressed and ran downstairs. She grabbed her coat and slid her tennis shoes on. The key to David's car was on a hook by the garage door and she grabbed it on the way out the door. She opened the garage door and started the car while it was still going up. Without a second thought, she switched his radio station to her favorite music and turned it up... loud!
It didn't take her long to reach the local grocery store, one with a pharmacy. She went inside and grabbed several items that she needed... well, maybe she needed... a new toothbrush... some facial scrub... some deodorant. Then she went to the pharmacy to look at pregnancy tests. There were several options and she wasn't sure which was best, so she picked up two and looked at the boxes. Both claimed to be ninety-nine percent accurate. Still unsure, she decided to buy two.
By the time she got back to the house, it sounded like David and Melissa were done having sex as she slipped into her room and out of her clothes once more. Hoping that they'd lay around for a little longer in their orgasmic bliss, she quietly slipped into the bathroom and took one of the tests, peeing on the stick.
She sat on the toilet, rocking gently, listening for any movement of the others as she waited for the results. A minute later, scared, she picked up the device... and saw the results. The bold, blue plus-sign was unmistakable. She was pregnant.
Just to be sure, she'd take the other test tomorrow.
*****
Saturday was typically the family night to watch a movie together. David sat in the middle with Megan on one side and Melissa on the other as he selected a romantic comedy from the list offered by their streaming service. He clicked on one and started it.
Megan was enjoying the movie, but felt she needed to be closer to David. She'd wrapped her arms around his and lay her head on his shoulder as the movie played. For some reason, David's bared cock grew a little, which captured her attention. She couldn't help herself and watched it. She moaned a little as his cock moved on its own and felt her mouth water.
Megan glanced over and saw that Melissa had her head on David's shoulder as well and his hand was on her leg, slowly stroking it. Her hand was on top of his, stroking it with her fingertips, encouraging him to touch her more. Megan saw her subtly move her leg, spreading them a little.
Megan slid under David's arm so that he hugged her to him and she laid her head on his chest. His arm felt so strong and his body felt so warm. She giggled a little as she turned her head and kissed his chest enjoying the feel of his chest hair against her cheek. She slid her hand over his chest, sliding her fingers through his chest hair, and circled her fingertips around his tight nipple.
Slowly she moved her hand lower, onto his stomach, making little lines and circles on his skin that seemed to make David's cock grow even more. Her head moved a little lower, her cheek now resting on his stomach as she watched the monster grow before her. She loved how powerful it looked when it was fully erect, hard and firm and towering.
She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and lifted it, slowly stroking it as it quickly became harder and harder. Moving her head even lower, she flicked her tongue over the bulbous head. David moaned and she could feel his body lurch in response to the sudden pleasure, a sudden rise of his hips to push into her mouth, but she resisted it at first.
Then, a slight drop lower and she slid her lips around the head of his cock and sucked softly. David moaned a little more and so did Melissa. Megan realized David was fingering Melissa by now as she sucked the mushroom-shaped head and circled her tongue around and around. She glanced over and saw Melissa laying back, her bent legs spread wide apart with David's hand between her thighs, his thick finger pumping in and out of her.
Then she dropped her head all the way and sank him deep into her mouth, stroking his shaft as she slid up and down its length. His hand stroked her back, searching for some sensitive part of her to touch. She felt him reach around her torso and grab her breast, his fingers finding and tweaking her nipple.
She could hear Melissa kissing him, both of them moaning as Megan sucked him deeply.
"You know, I remember when you used to ask me to do that," she heard Melissa say to David.
"I'm sorry honey," David laughed a little. "She just beat you to it."
"Uh huh," Melissa said, turning to her stomach until her face was right beside Megan's. "How about we both do it? You take that side a minute."
Megan slid him from her mouth as Melissa turned her head sideways, sliding her closed lips up and down his shaft, giving him light licks and sucks. Megan followed suit on the other side, so that both were doing it at the same time, sometimes in sync, sometimes opposite. They seemed to work well together, cooperating over who would then suck his cock deep into her mouth while the other sucked on his shaft or his balls.
David moaned as they traded off, again and again, driving him crazy until they crowded their faces close together, right before his release, and each used a hand to jack him off. They opened their mouths wide, extending their tongues and accepted his erupting seed all over their faces. David was still breathing heavily and watched as Melissa voraciously kissed Megan, gathering up all the cum she could find on the young woman's face, then dribbling all she'd gathered into Megan's wide-open mouth. Then they switched places and Megan then passed it back. They continued kissing, passing his cum back and forth between them.
*****
Megan fell asleep with her head on David's lap before the movie ended. He woke her as he turned the TV off and kissed her on the forehead as she sat up. "It's time for bed," he said softly, smiling at her. The three of them made their way up the stairs and Melissa slipped into their bedroom as David helped Megan to hers.
She slid into bed and he pulled the blankets over her and gave her a soft goodnight kiss. Then he slipped out of her room.
She knew she was going to have a hard time falling back asleep now, and lay for a moment, just listening to David and Melissa. They each apparently went into the bathroom before coming to bed, but Megan could hear them slide in, finally, and turn off one of the two bedside lights.
"God I really like that girl," David said. "I'm glad she's staying with us."
"I know. I do, too," Melissa said softly, surprising Megan. "But... I was wondering if you'd be interested in... maybe... a three-way with us."
"I don't know if she'd be up to it," David said, sounding doubtful that Megan would like sharing him.
"It might take a little time," Melissa admitted, sounding a bit excited and chipper. "But I'd like to try."
"What do you think she'll say?"
"I think she'll be into it," Melissa said. "She obviously likes being with both of us. Wasn't it amazing to have both of our mouths on your cock earlier, honey?" She giggled like a little school girl.
"Oh my God," David laughed, too. "That was... wow!"
"I mean, just think about it," Melissa said. "I mean, you'd literally have six... full... holes... at your disposal if we were together. So much more to fuck and suck."
"You're serious about this?" he asked.
"Yes, I've given it some thought."
"We'll need to warm her up to it, of course."
"I know... I just wanted to see what you thought about the idea," Melissa agreed. "And I think you're receptive."
"Yeah... I'm receptive," he laughed. "To put it mildly."
"Mmhmm... she could worship your cock while I play with your balls," Melissa moaned. Megan envisioned that she was already stroking him, getting his cock so hard and ready. "Wouldn't it just be so fucking hot, baby? Wouldn't you love it? I think so. Daddy, can I lick your cock."
"Yeah, baby, you can lick my cock," he groaned. A moment passed where she heard David's breathing get heavier and Megan could imagine Melissa licking his cock, from the base to the tip, again and again. "Can I taste daddy's cock."
"Yes, you can taste it."
"Ooh, let me use my hands, too, daddy," she giggled.
"Oh, that would be great."
Megan could hear the squelching sound of Melissa's hand and mouth sliding up and down his cock and she felt her own body get jealous and excited. She wished she could have daddy's cock tonight. After the bad news from both pregnancy tests, she needed him to reassure her. She needed him to love her. She just needed him to want to run away with her. They could raise their baby together.
"Am I daddy's good girl?" Melissa giggled.
"You are daddy's good girl."
"Am I daddy's favorite?"
"Yeah... God you're so sexy," he hissed, obviously feeling her mouth slide deep on him.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
Megan could hear Melissa deepthroat him and them come off his cock coughing and sputtering.
"Mmmm," Melissa moaned.
"Oh shit! I love when you do that."
"I love your cock!" Melissa panted. "Mmm, daddy, I love fitting you in my throat."
Megan could hear movement on their bed. "Lay back there. Get on your back," David said.
"Yes, daddy, yes!" Melissa giggled excitedly, obviously knowing just what he wanted to do. "You want to taste your little pussy?"
"Yeah... oh shit," David moaned. "Open it up. Let me see your pussy."
Melissa giggled and then moaned as David obviously started licking her wetness. "Oh yes, let me show daddy my pretty little pussy."
"Oh... that's such a nice, juicy pussy," he moaned.
"Oh daddy, that feels so good!" Melissa panted loudly.
Megan could hear David's soft moaning as he continued licking and sucking Melissa's pussy, punctuated by her sharp, high-pitched squeals of pleasure.
"I'm cumming daddy!" she suddenly yelled. Megan wondered if half of what Melissa said and did was for Megan's benefit, more than for her sex with David. She wondered if Melissa wanted her to be jealous that she had his cock.
Megan heard movement on the bed. "Mmmm... now you're ready," David announced.
"Fuck my pussy, daddy. I love it."
She heard David grunt, obviously pushing his cock into her, then Melissa moaned loudly. "Oh... oh Daddy, you're spoiling my little pussy today. You're giving your little girl such a treat."
"Uh," he grunted. The bed started squeaking as David started his slow fucking.
"Yes daddy! It looks so good watching you slide inside my pussy."
"That's it... that's it," David moaned.
"How does daddy want it tonight?" Melissa giggled. "Slower? Or faster?"
"Fuck... yeah... slow," he hissed. "I'm close."
"Yes daddy."
"God your pussy is so good."
"Yeah, I love being your good little fuck toy," Melissa moaned. Megan could tell by her breathy voice that she was getting close to her orgasm. "All for daddy... mmhmm... mmm, yes... that's it daddy. Give it to me. Give it to your baby girl.
"Oh, fuck yeah," David grunted, obviously getting close himself. "Fuck yeah! Yes!"
Suddenly the squeaking of the bed changed as David's thrusts obviously went faster. "Uh... fuck..." she heard him pant softly. She loved the moment right before he came, the look on his face, the feel of his steel-hard cock ready to burst, the panting, growling sounds he made.
Megan started masturbating, her body unable to take any more of this torture. She quickly rose to her orgasm and came just as David did, closing her eyes to envision he was cumming in her pussy.
*****
When Melissa went grocery shopping on Sunday afternoon, Megan sat in the living room with the TV showing a movie, but she wasn't really watching it. Her eyes focused on a picture hanging on the wall.
"Penny for your thoughts," David said as he sat on the couch next to her.
Megan smiled slightly. "Yeah... I do have some things on my mind."
"Something you want to share with me?" David asked. "You know I'm a good listener. Does it have something to do with Melissa?"
Megan half nodded. She guessed that part had to be pretty obvious. "Yeah... I guess I'm a little jealous of her to be honest. I've never been close to my parents... or anyone else for that matter."
"You know... that's a shame," David said. "You're twenty one now. You need people like that in your life."
Megan nodded. "You and Melissa have kind of taken that role. But, you know, I've been thinking about my place here and don't know if I really fit in any more."
"Really?" David asked, surprised. "How so?"
"I don't know," Megan shook her head. "I'm so confused."
"You know you can tell me anything," David said. "That's what this whole free-use space thing is for. Complete honesty."
Megan laughed a little. "Well... not for everything." Could she be honest with him? Could she tell him that she loved him, that she wanted him to leave his wife and run away with her? "I think I love you."
David smiled. "And I love you."
"You know, having all this time, we've grown so close together," she admitted. "I... wrong or not, I feel jealous when you're with Melissa. I love feeling your arms wrap around me."
"Megan... I'm... I'm married to Melissa," David said slowly.
"I know. I know," Megan nodded. "That's why I feel so confused. Will you be completely honest with me?"
"Always."
"I want to ask you something and I want you to be completely honest with me."
"Ok," David nodded, realizing that this was pretty serious.
"God... where do I start?" Megan said nervously.
"Just ask."
"Ok," Megan said. "Simple question. Do you like me?"
David cocked his head, smiling but a little confused. "That's a stupid question. Of course I like you."
"Do you like who I am?"
"Of course," he said. "You're an incredible woman."
"Do you think I'm pretty?"
"You're beautiful," he said, shaking his head. How could he think otherwise. "What is this about? Did you break up with someone or something... someone I didn't know about?"
Megan shook her head half-heartedly, as if her answer was both yes and no. "No... I mean, my heart is broken but it's my own fault. Truth be told... I'm... I'm falling in love with you."
"Megan," David said softly. "You are not falling in love with me."
"I am," she nodded slowly. "I love you... as much as a woman can."
"Megan... please... you know I'd love to be with you... run away with you... but... you know we... can't," he said, slowly shaking his head. "I'm not going to leave Melissa. I'm sorry."
"I know... I expected you to say that," she said. She slid into his lap, straddling his legs, letting his now-growing cock press against her pussy, and kissed him. "I just... wish things were different."



David grabbed her hips and held her. "I know, baby. Me too."
"I, uh... I have something to tell you," she said, feeling a sudden weight on her shoulders. Even up to this point, she wasn't sure she should tell him. She wasn't sure if it would hurt him, or ruin his life or his relationship with Melissa. She could just keep it quiet and just... leave. But, in the end, she couldn't. And, in the back of her mind, she'd hoped that this would help him leave Melissa and run away with her.
"Yeah?" David smiled as if nothing she said could ever hurt him. "What's up baby?"
"I don't know how to say this, so I'm just going to say it straight," she said. "I, uh... I'm pregnant."
David looked at her in surprise and shock. He didn't know how to react or how to feel about that news. "You're what? Are you sure?"
"Yeah... I took two different tests and they both came back positive," she said.
"Well... first off... um... I'm... I'm happy to hear that," he said, his smile almost completely gone now, but he still appeared to be trying.
"Are you?" she asked, touching his face with both her hands.
"Yes... I really am," he nodded, now looking a little worried as if he started thinking about how Melissa would take the news. "Second... ok... we can deal with this."
"I don't know what to do," she said nervously. "I'm scared."
"Come 'ere," he said, wrapping his arms around her and kissing her. He held her tightly even as she grabbed onto him in desperation. "We'll figure something out. You'll be ok. You and the baby will be ok."
*****
Melissa was grocery shopping for about two hours before she finally arrived at home. The three of them unloaded the car and unpacked the groceries, cleaning up as they went. Then Megan looked at David and he nodded.
"Melissa..." she said, nervous. "I need to tell you something."
Melissa looked at her and then at David.
"Let's have a seat," David said, pulling out a kitchen chair and sitting down. Melissa and Megan followed suit.
"This sounds serious," Melissa said.
Megan nodded. "I'm pregnant."
What followed was a difficult, emotionally-charged discussion.
"She's going to have to go," Melissa argued after the discussion turned from angrily finding fault and placing blame to deciding what to do next. "She needs to go live somewhere else."
David raised his hands in an attempt to calm her down. "We don't need to rush into anything here."
"David... she's going," argued Melissa. "As soon as possible. I can agree to helping her take care of her bills and take care of her and the baby, but she can't stay here."
It took three months for Megan to move.
*****
It was just over a year after Megan first started living with David and Melissa Stanley that she decided to go back and visit. She packed a small suitcase and her baby into the car and started down the road.
She was grateful that Melissa helped her find a new job, working at a veterinarian's office. She didn't know if Melissa knew it or not, but that was her dream job! She always wanted to work with animals. And David had helped her find an apartment. He even bought her a new car to drive. David and Melissa helped to pay for her rent, groceries, and utilities as she worked to get on her feet.
The street lights drifted by as she drove down the highway that mid-January night. It was cold out and snow was lightly falling. She adjusted her rearview mirror and looked at her baby sleeping soundly in the back seat. In September, David was present in the hospital when her son Noah was born and helped in babysitting at first, to help Megan get some much needed rest those first few months. Starting in December, though, he started coming over less and less, letting Megan take on more and more responsibility.
As Melissa demanded, both the apartment and the job were two hours away from the Stanley home. She wasn't going to see much of either one of them any longer. Not regularly at least.
It was dark as Megan pulled into the Stanley driveway, the falling snow stopping for the time being. She looked at the clock on the radio before she turned off the car. It was midnight. She got out and opened the back seat door to arrange Noah's blankets around his car seat before she pulled him from the car. He was still sleeping soundly, barely even fussing. She unlocked the front door to the house and walked inside, closing it quietly behind her.
The house was dark and quiet, with David and Melissa asleep. Slowly Megan took off her coat and shoes, then pulled off her clothes. It didn't feel as weird as it should have to be naked in the house, since she started going naked far more at the apartment, too. Fully naked, she took the car seat in hand and slowly padded up the stairs and into the master bedroom.
Megan could hear the soft snoring and breathing of David and Melissa and saw them in the low light. She set the car seat aside, then crawled into the bed, from the bottom of the bed, crawling between the sleeping bodies. At the top, she slid underneath the covers and lay down.
She turned towards David and realized that he was lying on his side, facing towards her. She giggled and slid under the covers, inching her body lower and lower until her hand gently grabbed his cock. It was soft at the moment, but started growing larger and larger the moment she touched hit. She moved forward and licked his shaft, her tongue sliding over and around the head of his growing cock.
David moaned as he slowly woke up, turning to his back a little more to give whoever was sucking on his dick more room. "Oh fuck. Oh, just like that." He saw Melissa's body lying next to him, so he knew it wasn't her, so he peeled the covers back a little to see who it was. He smiled when he saw the top of Megan's head, her eyes looking up at him, his cock sliding in and out of her mouth.
"What's going on, baby?" Melissa asked as she woke up. She grabbed the covers and pulled them, sliding them completely off Megan and David. "Fuck yes. Our little girl has returned for some fun." She moved closer to the two and leaned in to give David a searing kiss. "Good girl, just like that," she ordered Megan, putting her hand on the girl's head and pushing her deeper on David's cock. "Suck on that big dick. You're really good at this."
"Oh yeah, she does that so fucking good," David agreed.
"Here, I'll hold her head, you fuck her mouth." Melissa grabbed a fistful of Megan's hair and held her head in place while David thrust his hips a few inches up and down. Melissa giggled as Megan gagged on his cock. "Yeah, baby! Fuck her face. Oh, I'm so glad you joined us tonight," she said, finally releasing Megan.
Megan sat up slightly, smiling while she was gasping for air and sputtering. "Oh God yes!" she said. "It's been so long." She bent forward again and started sucking on his cock once more.
"God, you're insatiable. But you suck me so good," David said. "Oh... yes... fuck!"
"Yeah, suck his dick so nice," Melissa said. "Make him feel real good." After a minute, Melissa grabbed Megan and pulled her up, encouraging her to stop for a moment. "Here... come up here. I want you to sit on his face." Megan rose to her knees and crawled up the bed towards David's head.
"What do you have in mind?" David asked Melissa.
"Oh, I want you to eat her fucking pussy raw, baby," Melissa smiled.
"That's for her. No what do you want?"
"Oh, I want that dick," Melissa said kicking her leg over him. She watched Megan kick her leg over David's head as she grabbed his dick and slowly guided it inside herself. "Oh, FuckFuckFuckFuck!" she moaned as his cock slowly pierced her pussy.
"Mmmm, look at that," David said, grabbing Megan's ass. Her pussy was spread open for him, just inches from his mouth. "Let me taste that pussy." He helped guide her pussy to his mouth. "Yeah, it's been a long time."
"Oh shit!" Melissa gasped as she started driving her hips up and down, slowly driving David's cock deep inside herself, then sliding up to the tip. "Give it to me baby! Yes, yes, yes! That's fucking good right there."
"Oh... you've got a magic tongue," Megan moaned, looking down to watch him lick her pussy, sliding his hot, wet tongue, deep into her hot wetness. "I've really missed that mouth."
"Mmm... such a delicious pussy," David moaned.
All three moved in unison, making each rapidly move towards their orgasmic peak.
Megan was moaning, her high-pitched squeals building and building as she got closer and closer to her first orgasm. "That's right... just... fuck... right there. Oh... oh... oh... I'm gonna fucking cum." Suddenly she came, her body trembling as she sprayed David's face with her juices. "Oh fuck! Oh fuck!"
"Mmmm," David moaned loudly, his tongue and mouth working feverishly to take all her juices and prolong her orgasm as long as he could. Megan's hips slid up and back, expertly riding his mouth.
"Oh my God!" Melissa panted loudly, moving her hips faster and faster, sliding him into her rapidly as she watched Megan cum.
"I think she's gonna cum, too," David giggled, looking up at Megan.
"Fuck!" Melissa moaned loudly, her body going rigid, her hands grabbing and squeezing her breasts tightly as her orgasm overwhelmed her.
"I want to fuck Megan's pussy next," David said when Melissa rose off him and fell to her back on the bed. "Here... move this way." David grabbed Megan's hips and moved the young woman to sit up on all fours and to push her hips back, exposing her beautiful pussy to him from behind.
Megan spread her knees wider and pushed her hips downward, spreading herself very open. She dropped her chest to the bed and arched her back for him, looking back over her shoulder.
David stood off the bed behind her and grabbed her hips, fine-tuning her position. Then he grabbed his cock and slid it through her wet, meaty lips, getting him wet with her juices. Megan panted and moaned, her clit still sensitive from his tongue-lashing. David then set the head of his cock against her hole and pushed, forcing it inside.
"Oh fuck," Megan panted as he pushed deeper and deeper. Finally he started retreating and thrusting again, sliding even deeper with each thrust until she felt his entire cock again and again. "Oh... that's... that's good dick."
"Oh God," David panted, moving his hips slowly. "I am so deep inside you."
"Oh daddy, you feel so good," Megan panted as his cock slid in and out of her. She felt Melissa move and, when she glanced towards her, saw her spread legs and pussy getting closer to her head. She raised her upper body and kissed Melissa's thigh when it came close enough. She felt Melissa's hand curl around the back of her head and pull, guiding her face into her pussy. Megan licked hungrily.
"Oh... oh my fuck yes," Melissa panted as she watched the lustful scene in front of her. She could feel every thrust of her husband's dick into their young friend as Megan's face was forced into her pussy again and again. "Yeah, give her that dick daddy."
"Oh... oh yeah," David panted. He loved watching Megan lick his wife's pussy, loved watching her tongue swirl over her swollen clit. "Look at that perfect ass. Oh yes, baby."
"Oh yeah, fuck her," Melissa said above Megan. David started thrusting into her faster, getting her closer and closer to her second orgasm. "Just like that."
"Yeah, baby, take daddy's dick like that," David moaned.
Megan couldn't even talk. Her pussy was a raging fire of sensations and Melissa's pussy was covering her face. All she could do was moan. "Mmhmm."
"Make her cum so good, daddy," Melissa moaned, too. She knew Megan was a bit distracted from David's huge cock driving into her pussy, so it was expected that her pussy-licking was a bit sub-standard. But she was enjoying the sight. "You know, you should really fuck her ass."
David smiled at her. "That's a great idea!"
"You've never done that."
"No I haven't," David said, sounding excited to try it. He pulled out of Megan and slapped her ass cheeks.
Megan was confused and looked up at Melissa. "Fuck my ass?" she asked nervously.
"Mmhmm... you'll love it," Melissa told her as she folded her legs underneath her and rose to her knees. "Stay right there." She crawled off the bed as she moved to replace David.
Megan watched Melissa move behind her and felt her hands on her ass, felt them stroke her skin and then pull her ass cheeks apart.
"Look at that pretty little asshole," Melissa moaned.
"Yeah, that's nice," David agreed.
Megan felt Melissa's hot breath on her ass cheeks then felt something she'd never felt before... a warm, wet tongue sliding along and circling her asshole. "Oh... wow... your tongue feels so good on my ass," Megan moaned.
"Mmm," Melissa moaned as her tongue pressed into her asshole, sliding inside it, before circling it again.
"Oh fuck, yes! Yes!" Megan moaned, grabbing the covers in her fists. As good as this felt, she was still scared. David's cock was so big. How in the hell could it ever fit inside her? She closed her eyes, hoping she could just will this to go easily.
"Spread those ass cheeks nice and wide," David urged Melissa and Megan felt her pull them apart even more. Melissa's tongue was so insistent and felt so good against her. Her pussy was screaming for attention so she reached back and started circling her swollen clit.
Megan felt the first dribbles of the warm oil hit her ass cheek, then run down the crack of her ass, over her asshole. It was so warm and wet. It dribbled over her labia and onto her fingers and Megan rubbed it into her pussy.
"Get your asshole nice and wet," Melissa said. "Oh my, look at that fucking wet, little asshole." She slid her fingers over Megan's asshole a little, then pushed it inside. Megan wasn't sure how to feel or what to expect. It felt so different, so raunchy, but so good.
"Oh... one finger... stretching it out," Melissa moaned, sliding her finger in and out.
"Oh fuck! Oh my God, yes!" Megan moaned, the pleasure was there... just different. Her fingers still circled her clit, giving her her familiar pleasures.
David moaned softly, his hand starting to work on his shaft as he masturbated. "That's so fucking hot."
"There you go... yes. You like that?" Melissa asked.
"Yeah... it feels good," Megan moaned softly.
Melissa twisted her finger with every thrust and retreat, increasing Megan's pleasure. "There you go... there you go. Get you all nice and stretched out, ready for his big fucking cock." Melissa stopped her thrusting for a second, confusing Megan, and then added a second finger. She pressed slowly once again, forcing two digits into Megan's tight, virgin ass.
"Oh! Oh my God!" Megan moaned. She felt her asshole stretch so big. This was not something she ever expected to ever happen to her. It never even occurred to her.
"Yeah... take it nice and slow... watch that asshole open up for me," Melissa said softly, working her fingers in and out of Megan's ass. She was slow and patient, gently working her to stretch her open. "Think you can take more?" Melissa pulled her fingers out for a moment and stopped, waiting for Megan to respond.
"I... I don't know," Megan said, scared. She felt so full already, felt stretched to her limit. "It feels so tight." She pulled at the covers, wishing they would just fuck her pussy instead.
Slowly Melissa pushed and pulled her fingers, adding a third to the mix, until all three were sliding more easily into Megan's tight asshole. "Oh... yes... take that... take those fucking fingers. Your ass is loving this."
"Oh my God that feels so tight," Megan yelled, almost crying. "You're gonna split me in half!"
Melissa slid her fingers in and out a little faster. "Mmhmm... wait until he fucks you."
"Oh my fucking God!" Megan moaned.
Then Melissa's fingers suddenly disappeared. Megan could feel the stretching suddenly stop, could feel her ass relax for a moment, then felt the warm oil dripping once again. She felt David's hand grab her hip and felt the head of his cock slide up and down the crack of her ass. She knew this was it. He pushed and suddenly the crown of his cock pierced her ass, plopping inside.
"Oh! Wait... wait..." she protested and now felt both of David's hands grab her hips firmly. She felt him push, his cock moving deeper and deeper into her ass. "Go slow! Go slow!" she begged, trying to get used to his size.
"You're so tight! Fuck!" David moaned as he started fucking her ass, using very small strokes at first.
"Oh... oh fuck... that's so... different," Megan panted. Then she felt Melissa's hand underneath her body, slip between her legs and start to strum her pussy and clit beneath David's cock.
"Oh my God that pussy is so pretty," Melissa moaned. "It's dripping wet. She does like getting her ass fucked."
"Fuck... oh fuck!" David hissed, trying to make even larger strokes into Megan's ass, but he couldn't move much.
"Here," Melissa said, and Megan could feel something else... this time at her pussy. "Let me try adding this." Melissa pushed and it slid into Megan's pussy, feeling like a long, hard cock, making her feel more full than she'd ever felt before.
"Oh... that's even tighter," David panted. "I can feel it against my cock."
Megan pounded her hands on the bed. "I'm so... fucking... full!"
"Her ass is squeezing me... fuck that's good," David panted.
"And now for the magic," Melissa giggled and turned the vibrator on. Megan knew it was a lower setting, but with everything going on that was enough.
"Oh my God! Oh fuck!" Megan moaned, her body overloaded with sensations.
"Fuck!" David panted. "That feels good on my cock. Oh!"
"Uh huh... I knew this would do the trick," Melissa giggled. She walked around to the other side of the bed and crawled onto it once again. She flipped to her back and moved to lay by Megan, their faces side by side.
"Yeah, give it to her, daddy," she hissed. "Give her ass that nice, big cock. Yeah... fuck!"
"Uh!" David was moaning every time he moved his dick. The vibrator and tightness was taking him to the edge quickly. "Take that dick... that's so good."
Melissa started kissing Megan and stroking her hair and face.
"Oh... oh wow," Megan panted, kissing her back.
"Yeah... you're gonna be cumming all over the place any minute now," Melissa giggled.
"That feels so good," Megan panted, barely able to move. She felt impaled and helpless, and the pleasure was so intense. "Oh my God, why does that have to feel so good!"
Melissa kissed her gain. "We're going to keep going... and going..."
"Oh! Fuck!" Megan practically yelled into Melissa's mouth. "I'm gonna cum so hard! OH MY GOD! Uh... Uh... holy fuck!"
Melissa giggled as Megan's body shuddered and quaked. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she panted. Her mouth was open slightly and she was moaning constantly, looking as if her brain had been fried and inoperable as she came.
"Oh my God... I don't know if I can take any more," Megan begged, pounding her fists on the bed, her body shaking uncontrollably.
"What you think doesn't matter right now," Melissa giggled.
"Oh yes!" David panted. Both girls knew that his orgasm was coming soon, too. "Oh my God! Uh huh... that's so good. So fucking good!"
"Yeah daddy, give it to her," Melissa purred, kissing Megan again. "Cum in her ass."
"Mmhmm," David moaned, thrusting deep inside Megan's bowels once more, holding it there, his hips pressing into her ass cheeks, his hands holding her hips firmly. His cock twitched inside her, sending another flurry of pleasure through her. "Oh! Yeah! Right there! Uh! Uh! Uh!"
Megan could feel David's body go rigid and felt him tremble a little. She felt his cock pulsing, spraying his hot seed deep inside her. She'd be dripping his cum for days. Even without his cum, she knew her ass was going to be sore and that she wasn't going to walk or sit right for days.



Finally, her mind in a haze, she felt David pull out of her and felt him softly clean her ass with a soft, warm cloth. She noticed that Melissa had slipped away at some point, too. She could barely keep her eyes open as she felt their hands move her body, felt their warm bodies slip into bed beside her, felt the warm covers slide up and over her. And then she felt them nuzzle into her, hugging her, holding her tightly from both sides as they all fell asleep.
She knew she was going to have to leave again in the morning... this visit probably being her last. But it had definitely been worth it.
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Babysitter Club, Part 1
"Hey, Rachel. How you doin'," I said as the young woman got into my car. Rachel had been our babysitter for the past year. She was a cute, 20-year-old college kid, who was out to make a little money. She always came over wearing casual clothes, her long brown hair cascading over her shoulders and hanging straight down her back. She was definitely a cute kid, one that was most likely driving the boys wild. And I admit that I was taken by her. I even admit that I wanted her... sexually...
Tonight she was wearing some cotton shorts and a spaghetti strap top, and looked absolutely delicious. Her legs were long, smooth, and tan. Her stomach showed a little between the shirt and the shorts giving a peek-a-boo feel. I groaned inwardly as she buckled her seatbelt.
It had been a rough year for me and my wife but we tried to keep things together. For some reason she had lost interest in sex. Neither one of us knew what had happened and had stopped even talking about it months ago. But the frustration really got to me. I was masturbating a lot, looking at porn on the Internet. Every now and then I slid into a strip club for a dance or two. I'd even bought a few magazines that were still around, hiding them in my bedroom. I needed sex bad.
For the past six months or so, my wife and I would still go out to try to renew our spark, and had Rachel over to watch Timmy. The pressure was obviously getting to me when I started flirting with the girl. It wasn't like I was perving on her or anything, but it was a difficult situation, with me being fifteen years older than her and being married. Rachel didn't seem to mind too much, and fought back with a little sexual innuendo, although she was shy about it.
I don't know why I didn't feel bad about lusting after her. I guess it was just because it felt good and she responded positively to it. And, so far at least, nothing was going to come of it.
Well it was another Friday night and my wife and I were going out to dinner and a movie. I went and picked Rachel up from her house and brought her over. We joked all the way over, with me teasing her about how good she looked and about how all the boys must be swarming over her. She just smiled and blushed, doubting it, and telling me that they're just stupid boys anyway. It seemed to me she was telling me that boys her age were too immature and she wanted someone... older. But I thought maybe I was reading too much into it in order to fit my fantasy.
Soon after arriving, my wife and I disappeared out the door, giving Rachel instructions on how to reach us if something came up.
The night was ok, I guess. About the same as it had been recently. We ate dinner without saying much and the movie wasn't anything special. It was a good romantic comedy that certainly put me in an amorous mood, but my wife seemed as cold and distant as ever. Less than half-way into the movie Cheryl, my wife, got a phone call that her sister was in the hospital from a car accident. She was going to be alright, but was a bit busted up. Cheryl, of course, was going to go see her immediately. Since I had to take Rachel home, she suggested I just go see her at the hospital tomorrow. Since the hospital was almost two hours away and Brenda's, Cheryl's sister's, house was near there, she decided to stay at her house at least for the night.
We left the theater quickly and zipped home. I went into the house to see about Rachel, while Cheryl jumped into her car and left. When I opened the front door, Rachel was on the couch watching TV and Timmy was in bed. She had moved hastily and suspiciously to hide some kind of magazine and sat up quickly. She was a little flushed and out of breath. I was suspicious, but didn't think too much of it.
"You're home really early," she said, breathing heavily.
"Yeah, Cheryl's sister is in the hospital and she went over to see her. She's going to be gone all night. I guess I'll grab up Timmy and take you home." I glanced at the couch and saw the magazine peeking out from under the pillow. Rachel looked at me with a little fear in her eyes. I knew I caught her doing something she wasn't supposed to be doing. I don't know what made me do it, but I went over to the couch and pulled the magazine out. I heard Rachel groan as I caught a look at the title and picture on the cover... "Teen Dreams"... with a beautiful girl, half-naked, showing her lovely, bald pussy to the camera. It was my magazine. I flushed red in embarrassment.
"I'm sorry, Mr. James..." she started to say.
"Rachel," I interrupted her. "You don't have to apologize." I turned to face her, still with the magazine in hand. I didn't know what to do or what to say. We were both caught red-handed, me owning something like this, obviously turned on by it, obviously masturbating to images of girls her age. And she being caught just looking at it out of curiosity. I remember where I typically hid it, in my dresser, but I didn't know how she found it. "I should apologize to you for even having something like this."
"No... nothing wrong with having it. I guess guys like that kind of stuff." We locked eyes for a moment and I had an overwhelming urge to just kiss her. She looked so innocent and lost, but so sensual.
"Where did you...?"
"It was under the couch," she blurted out quickly, anticipating my question. "I wasn't snooping or anything."
I nodded my head as I remembered that I almost got caught red-handed like she had. Cheryl had come home early from work a few days ago while I was looking at it on the couch. I shoved it under there fully expecting to retrieve it later and put it in its proper hiding place. "I know. That was my fault. I shouldn't have put it there."
I kept the magazine in hand as I moved towards the stairs. "I guess we should grab Timmy and get you home."
"Mr. James?" she asked, hesitantly. "You won't say anything about this will you... you know, to... Mrs. James?"
I laughed. "No. Believe me, she doesn't know *I* have these, let alone you seeing them. She wouldn't be too happy with either of us, but I think I'd be in far more trouble than you."
She seemed very relieved. I guess we kind of shared a mutual bond, both being caught and all.
"Do you... you know... like the pictures in there?" she asked hesitantly.
I wasn't sure I wanted to go down this path, but answered anyways. "Yeah, I do."
"Do you think they're sexy?"
"Yeah. Very." I gulped, feeling my mouth get dry.
"Do you think I'd... you know... look sexy like that?"
She seemed too innocent to be asking such a question. But, I guess it's the insecurity of her age... maybe the images the advertisers throw out there. "I think you look sexy no matter what," I answered.
She smiled, but still seemed like she wanted something. "You know I like you... a lot..." she said, looking me in the eyes. "And I'm glad you think I'm sexy. I was thinking that maybe... you'd..." She seemed to trail off as if not knowing how to ask her question.
"I'd what?" I asked, feeling my mouth get very, very dry all of the sudden.
"If you'd take pictures of me like that. Maybe they'd be just as good as the one's in the magazine."
I stood there, dumbfounded. She wanted me to take nude pictures of her. "I don't think..."
"I want you to. And I... I want you to look at them and think about me like you think of those girls. The girls in the magazines."
She was certainly coming on to me and was certainly persistent. My resistance was fading fast. I gulped as I thought about what I was getting into. "You want me to... to... take nude pictures of you and then play with myself while I look at them?"
She nodded her head, looking a little embarrassed, yet excited.
"Um... ok..." I didn't know why, but I pulled my phone out of my pocket and brought up the camera app.
"Would you pay me... you know... a hundred dollars?"
I thought about it a moment. I spent that just by going to the strip club once. Having naked pictures of her would assure I don't go there for many months to come. In the long run... she'd save me money. I reached into my pocket and pulled out some cash to see how much I had available... and nodded, licking my lips.
She gave me a sexy, sly smile and sat on the edge of the couch. I brought the camera up and began taking pictures as she slowly and surely stripped. Her hands continually caressed her body and she looked directly at the camera a lot as she pulled her shirt up over her breasts, exposing them to me. Her fingers slowly circled her nipples and pinched them, making them very hard. I could tell she was getting very excited doing this. As was I. My cock was at full attention.
Her hands slid all over her body, caressing her breasts, her stomach, her thighs. She looked down as her hands started to move over the material covering her pussy. Her fingers pressed into her clit and circled. I could tell she was really getting into this. It was like she enjoyed being watched, enjoyed being lusted after. After several minutes, she moved her hands to the waistband of her shorts and pushed one underneath. I could tell from the bumps in the material that her fingers returned to teasing her clit, circling it, a finger driving into her moist depths.
She was moaning softly now, her eyes closing every now and then as the pleasure overtook her. With her other hand she pushed the front of her shorts and panties down, freeing her hand and showing her beautiful pussy to me. She lifted her hips off the couch and slid her clothes down her legs and off, tossing them aside. I continued to snap picture after picture, zooming in on her body, loving how it was so open to me after all this time of imagining it.
She opened her legs wide, lay back on the couch, and started masturbating. It was an incredible sight, one that was sending me over the edge as well. One, then two fingers slid into her depths as she fucked herself. It didn't take long before she orgasmed. She let out a lovely squeak and moan as her body tightened and convulsed on her hands. Her body flushed red and was covered with a sheen of sweat. Her smile was golden as she opened her eyes and looked at me.
"Was that ok?" she asked, teasingly.
I licked my lips, wondering what to do and say. "Yeah, that was... awesome." I lowered the camera and realized how many pictures I actually took. It was... amazing.
"Can I see them?" She sat up, still naked and not shy about it at all.
I started to hand her the camera.
"No, on the big screen. Can you put them on your computer?"
"Uh... sure," I said, hesitantly. I went over to the desk and connected the computer to my phone. It took a few minutes to move the pictures from the phone to the laptop, and when it was done I brought up the viewer to see them.
Rachel moved behind me as I sat in the desk chair controlling the viewer. She put her hands on my shoulders as the first few images appeared.
"Wow, those *are* nice. You're a good photographer." Her mouth was by my ear and I was sure she could feel me shiver as her nearness sent pleasures through me.
I moved through a few more pictures as we watched. Suddenly she moved around me and sat on my left leg, her legs draped between mine. "I need to sit down," she said. She draped an arm around my neck and we both stared at the images on the screen. When they began to show her moving towards her pussy, she squirmed a little. "This is getting me excited again." I could feel my hardness straining against my dress slacks, wondering if she knew what she was doing to me.
"Yeah. It's been having the same effect on me," I laughed.
"Maybe you should... release a little tension," she whispered. Her left hand moved to my chest and began stroking it, slowly moving down to my stomach and closer to my groin. I looked at her as she stared at my tented pants and then looked down to watch her hand slowly caress it. God it felt incredible and made me even harder. She giggled as I gasped in pleasure, knowing that she was doing this to me. She grabbed the zipper between her fingers and pulled it down, then fished inside to feel the hardness there. With even less material between her hand and my cock, I lurched up as the pleasure surged through me.
"For another hundred... I'll let you touch me," she whispered.
I nodded. I'd agree to just about anything at this point. As she continued to caress my hardness, my hand moved from the mouse and slowly started stroking her leg. She opened them wider, inviting me in as she shivered in need. My left hand draped around her hips and held her tightly as my right slid up onto her thigh, my eyes glued on the downy fur adorning her pussy. It looked incredible to me. Her pussy was glistening with her juices and was engorged with blood, so open and pouty. The clit at the top was peeking out from its protective sheath. She was definitely turned on.
I slowly moved my hand up her thigh and let my fingers slowly and gently caress her pussy lips. I figured if she didn't want me to do it, this was her chance to tell me no. But she did nothing of the kind. Her hips even pushed into my hand a little, encouraging me to go further. I licked my lips as I moved my hand even more onto her, caressing her pussy with my palm, letting my fingers slip between her lips. She was so hot and wet and was gasping, practically begging me to take her.
She moved her left hand up to caress my arm, giving me more room to move. She leaned hard against me, her head resting against mine, her arm holding my shoulders tight. I pushed a finger into her, slowly, and started fingering her. I started slow and gentle at first, moving as deep as I could and then teasing her G-spot when I held it there for a moment before pulling out.
"Oh, God," she moaned, breathing heavily. Her legs were quivering in excitement and her hand gripped my arm tightly wanting me to please her even more. I fingered her fast, then, driving in and out as fast as I could move. Her body locked up and she held her breath between pants. She was obviously in heaven. But before she could cum, I pulled out and used my finger to coat her clit with her juices, toying with it.
"Fuck," she moaned. "Don't stop!"
I moved two fingers to her entrance, then, and slowly pushed them both inside. She groaned at the larger width... her fingers were a lot smaller in comparison to mine, but her pussy accommodated them just fine. I slowly fingerfucked her, my hand twisting with each thrust. Her fingers pinched her hard nipple making her moan. Her body was so on fire now. It took only moments before I was moving quickly, letting my fingers drive in and out of her once again.
She was panting with desire. Her body was so ready to cum.
"Oh my God... oh fuck..." she panted, obviously nearing her orgasm. In just another moment, her body went rigid as her pussy convulsed on my fingers. I felt her fluids flood over my fingers and hand and slowed my attack. I pulled my fingers from her wetness and brought them up to my mouth to taste. She was so sweet. I looked over at her and saw her smiling broadly, her face absolutely flushed and glowing, her eyes half closed as the pleasure coursed through her.
"Oh, God, that was so good," she whispered, moving in and kissing me. Our tongues battled furiously as we held each other tight. She slipped her leg over me, straddling me, and pressed her body against mine. My hands cupped her ass and pressed her pussy into my hardened cock. I could feel her heat through my pants and wished I could just fuck her right then and there. Her hips pushed in and back, letting my cock rub against her. I knew my pants were going to be soaked from her, but I didn't care.
Finally, we stopped kissing and just hugged for a moment. I let my conscience play out what I'd just done and felt guilt wash over me. It wasn't that she was *that* young or anything. She was only a few months from her twenty-first birthday in fact. But the age difference and how it all played out just bothered me. With my hands on her hips, I pushed her back and mumbled that I needed to get her home.
She got dressed while I went upstairs and gathered up Timmy. He was still in a deep sleep as I fastened him up into his car seat in the back seat. Rachel got into the front with me, still all smiles. She was just so adorable.
I figured this was the only time something like this was going to happen. I was going to have to just let her down easy and make sure I do the right thing. We drove over to her house in silence, just listening to the radio that was playing low in the background. It was late and dark out, so the time seemed to fly by. We got to her house at about midnight and it was dark. I turned off the lights and turned towards her.
"Thanks..."
"... one more," she interrupted me. She unfastened her seat belt and slid over beside me, then unfastened mine. She started unfastening my pants as I sat there dumbfounded. "You didn't get to relieve your tension yet."
"Rachel...", I started to protest but she quickly had my cock out and exposed. Her hands started sliding up and down its hardened length. She was right. I was still damn excited by what had happened. I don't think my erection eased off at all.
"You know I've never done this before right?" she asked, a little shyly.
"I know," I said. I'd wondered if she'd had sex with one of her boyfriends before.
"I don't want it to be bad or anything. I don't want you to be disappointed."
"Shh," I said. "You're not going to be bad at all. It'll be great and I'll enjoy it."
She smiled, although she didn't look too confident. "It's so big and hard. Damn," she whispered, stroking me. She licked my shaft a few times to lubricate it, sending shivers all over my body. She smiled when she noticed my reaction. "No blowjob tonight. That's something you can show me next time," she said. Her hands pumped up and down, up and down, moving faster and then slower, changing rhythm. Squeezing more... licking the head... Oh God it felt so good.
I was so close now. "I'm... oh God... I'm cumming...," I panted. And then the damn burst and my cum started spewing forth from my cock. She was stroking me so hard and fast that my cock was pointed every which direction, sending spray after spray all over the car. She giggled, obviously enjoying my explosive state. Her laughing made me laugh and before I knew it we were cracking each other up.
She was so easy to be with and certainly helped me when I needed it most. The next test was where do we go from here. Just before she got out of the car, I fished out my wallet and gave her everything I had, almost $400.
*****
It was another week before I saw her again. I went up to the hospital the following day and Cheryl came back to the house for work on Monday. We spent the next week with our normal activities, and Brenda called mid-week to say she was being released on Friday. She asked Cheryl to come up and help her over the weekend. I had to take care of Timmy, so I stayed behind.
I spent the entire week thinking about what I'd done with Rachel the previous weekend. It was strange how guiltless I actually felt. I felt... happy... I suppose. I was relieved from the pressure of not having sex for the past twelve months or so. I was relieved to actually have intimacy again in my life.
But she was a young girl and society wasn't going to let me just do what I wanted. So, I'd have to hide it.
Cheryl left Thursday night so that she could pick Brenda up from the hospital on Friday morning. I called Rachel on Thursday to set up a "babysitting" appointment for Friday and Saturday. I know it wasn't a good idea to have her at the house, but it was comfortable there and Timmy did love having her around. We'd just have to be careful.
I had Timmy in the back seat when I picked Rachel up at her house. She was dressed about the same as always, definitely sexy-looking, and was smiling like the Cheshire cat. She tried to act "normal" as she got in the car and buckled her seatbelt. I drove away from the house and I opened up, putting my hand on her thigh and slowly stroking it.



"I was so happy you called me," she said. "Last weekend was so awesome!" Timmy was out cold when she looked back at my son while her hand stroked my arm. I moved my hand between her warm, soft thighs which she parted for me, sliding it closer to her pussy. "That feels nice."
We drove on further and I couldn't get enough of touching her. My hand moved up and played with her clit through her pants, pressing in and circling it the entire time. I was so rock hard. About ten minutes into the trip she told me she had a surprise for me.
"Yeah? What's that?" I asked.
"You'll have to wait and see," she teased, shyly. She could barely look me in the eyes, but certainly didn't mind what I was doing to her.
Somehow this quiet, young woman had turned into a temptress. She was driving me crazy with desire. I tried to move my hand into her shorts to touch her pussy directly, but she slapped at it. "Keep your hands on the wheel, mister."
We finally arrived at the house around 8:00 and moved inside and downstairs to the family room. Rachel took off with Timmy and started playing with him. I moved to the couch and sat and watched, talking to Rachel, and generally flirting with her. And she flirted back... did she ever. She would take every opportunity to let me touch her, touch me, flash me, and even touch herself with me watching her. She was loving this new-found freedom.
When 9:00 rolled around, it was time for Timmy to go to bed. Rachel volunteered to tuck him in while I waited. I stayed on the couch and contemplated what I wanted to do with her. It was strange, the thoughts going through my mind. I wasn't thinking about whether or not to fuck her. I was thinking about how *much* I was going to fuck her. And I certainly wanted to badly.
I turned the lights down lower to get rid of the glare and make it more romantic and then sat back down to wait. Rachel came down the stairs about fifteen minutes later, walking a little shyly, as if she wanted this so bad, but didn't know how to make it happen. She wore a nervous grin of excitement. She walked over to the couch, standing in front of me. I opened my arms, inviting her to sit on my lap.
She sat down, putting her arm around my neck, almost like we'd sat the last week in the office chair. I hugged her to me with my right arm behind her and she put her head on my shoulder. I don't know if she could feel my erection or not, but I knew I was very aroused.
"Did you enjoy what we did last week?" I asked softly.
She took a moment, almost as if embarrassed to even talk about it. "Yeah... a lot."
"I was hoping we could play some more. Maybe... try more things," I said hesitantly.
She giggled. "Me too. Maybe for... a hundred dollars?"
I nodded and smiled, then turned and kissed her on the forehead. I hesitated a moment, looking down at her. She then turned her face towards me so I leaned in and softly kissed her on the lips. We kissed lightly at first, barely letting our lips touch, but it became more passionate over time. She was panting excitedly as she squirmed on my lap, her hands grabbing behind my head to hold me to her.
My left hand moved from hugging her to caressing her body. It slid up and down her long legs, teasingly stroking her inner thigh and then moving up until I was cupping her breast outside of her shirt. Every erogenous zone I crossed made her whimper into my mouth, exciting me even more. I pinched her nipple through the thin material and felt it harden beneath me. She was wearing a bra today, so there was entirely too much material between us. I moved my hand beneath her t-shirt until it was again caressing her breast. I felt the lacy material of her bra and guessed that she bought some sexier underwear to show me.
Excitedly, I pushed her away and then moved out from under her, leaving her on the couch with me kneeling on the floor in front of her. I lifted her leg to slide between them and kissed it from mid-calf up to mid-thigh, moving slowly, letting my tongue slide along it in little lines. She sat there watching me, an excited, lust-filled expression on her face. I bit her inner thigh playfully and looked down at her pussy wanting her to see my desire for her. Then I smiled and put her leg down so that I was between them, lifted her other leg, and repeated the procedure.
"I want to see you touch yourself again," I said. She smiled and, as I watched, slowly moved her hands to her breasts, squeezing them. I was kissing and sucking on her leg, moving behind her knee to the sensitive flesh there. She squirmed below me and moved her hands down her abdomen and then slipped them beneath her shorts. Once again I watched the bumps in the material as her hand moved below it, sliding through her pussy.
She gasped as she hit a particularly sensitive spot at the same time I did.
"Fuck that's so sexy," I moaned. I pulled back, unable to take any more teasing. "Stand up for a sec," I said grabbing her hands and pulling her up. I knelt in front of her and kissed her stomach with feather-like touches. She giggled as it tickled her. I looked up and smiled as my fingers found the waist band of her shorts and slowly pulled them down. Her smile turned more passionate as her new, sexy underwear was exposed to my view. Her pussy was inches in front of my face and I could smell her heavenly, youthful scent.
I sat and admired her choice of panties for a moment. "For me? My surprise?" She nodded silently and smiled. "Very sexy. I approve. You look incredible." I let my fingers play over the material and leaned in to kiss and lick it as well, aiming for her sensitive clit. My hands moved to cradle and massage her ass and I pulled her into me, my mouth plastering hard against her cunt. I looked up at her as I lightly nibbled on her. Her expression was priceless. It was obvious that no one had ever gone down on her before. Her eyes were shut, her mouth opened as she panted. One hand grabbed her breast roughly, squeezing and mauling it in her pleasure.
I pulled back for a moment and slowly inserted a finger into the leg band of her panties and pulled the crotch aside, exposing her succulent flesh. "Wow," I groaned in approval. "What a gorgeous pussy." I could hear her breathing heavily above me. She put a hand on my head but didn't know if she wanted to stop me or pull me into her. I pushed in and sucked deeply on her pussy lips. She cried out in pleasure, her hand entwining in my hair and pulling on it reflexively. Her body was quivering, shaking with her desire and pleasure.
I backed off, enjoying how much I was able to tease her. It'd been so long since I was able to do this. I slowly and softly licked her pussy and clit, taking my time to cover all of the sensitive, tasty flesh. She was so wet from her excitement.
I knew when her body started to shake again that it was time to let her sit. I sat back and pulled her panties down and off her legs. I sniffed them as she sat back down on the couch. When she got comfortable, I moved forward between her legs and kissed her, letting my body lay on her a little. She felt so warm beneath me, and even though I was fully clothed, I could tell she was soft and silky smooth. Her legs clung to my sides and her arms wrapped around my neck.
I slowly disengaged and kissed across her jaw to her neck, lingering there as I smelled her lovely perfume. I then moved down her neck and kissed around her chest, avoiding her breasts. She moaned a little above me, loving the teasing I was giving her. My hands caressed her breasts and squeezed her nipples as my lips, teeth, and tongue took time making them ache with need. She was squirming when I moved down to her abdomen, kissing my way to her belly button where my tongue slithered and pried inside. I was enjoying her body to the fullest, wanting this to last as long as possible.
"Oh God," she moaned as my mouth neared her overheated, dripping pussy. Her body was definitely ready for release as I kissed her hips and upper and inner thighs, expertly avoiding her clit but coming oh so close to it. Every time she thought I was going to move onto her clit I either avoided it altogether or gave it only a quick teasing lick. Her hips lurched begging for my caresses. She'd felt my fingers last time as they danced on her clit and delved deep inside her body to bring her to orgasm. This time she was going to experience my mouth and the pleasures it could provide.
I finally hovered over her mound, breathing in the intoxicating scent. She was mewling above me, ready to cum.
"You're so fucking beautiful," I moaned. "Your pussy is incredible. I want to make you cum all night."
She twisted her body above me, gasping. I would let her touch herself to get off, and she was loaded to go. "Please do it," she whispered. I'm sure she didn't know what it would feel like, but she expected to enjoy it greatly.
I let my fingers slide up and down the outside of her lips, pulling them apart, squeezing them together again. I gathered her nectar on my fingers and spread it around her mound making her clit tingle. She was so excited that just a short pass over her clit brought forth her first orgasm of the night. Her body twisted, tightened, and convulsed for a couple minutes while I was above watching intently, trying to make it last just a little longer.
When she settled down, she thought I was done. But I was just beginning. I leaned forward and let my tongue start tracing little circles around her clit and lips. I pushed it between her lips and made a long line deep inside.
"Fuck," she moaned, closing her eyes and leaning her head back, barely believing how good it felt.
I used my fingers to pry her labia apart and give me access to the sensitive flesh inside. I licked with long, slow strokes, teasing her clit at the top. Her panting and gyration of her hips told me every time I hit a sensitive spot. I tried to memorize just what felt good to her. After a while I moved up to her clit and gave it some much-needed attention. I stroked it slowly on each side then laid the flat of my tongue over it to bathe it in heat. I could feel her push her hips into me, wanting even more, wanting to cum so badly.
I gripped her clit between my lips and sucked forcefully. It threw her off her game, her body tensed up suddenly and her skin flushed. God how I loved the taste of her. The room was filled with my slurping sounds and her moaning. Her orgasm was quick and forceful this time. I wanted to drive it from her young body. I wanted to make her scream in passion.
And she did. Her thighs tightened on my head, and her body crumpled in orgasmic pleasure. I thought she was going to crush or smother me before she finally relaxed.
I then settled into more relaxed pussy-licking, licking her cum up and taking the time to tease her properly. I let my fingers play at the entrance to her pussy for a moment before sliding them inside her and slowly fingering her with them. She was so tight. I knew I was going to adore fucking her. As I fingered her, I casually flicked her clit with my tongue. She moaned above me and I smiled up at her. I loved the sounds she made, the moves she made, when she was excited. It drove me insane as well, making my cock swell.
She put her hands on my head for a moment, telling me to stop. I was reluctant to do so, but knew I'd have her again before the night was through. She sat, panting, her eyes closed. Then she sat up and pulled me into a searing, sloppy kiss. Her mouth was all over mine, her lips and tongue sliding all over my face. She was tasting herself, I realized. Her hands were busy on my torso, feeling my body, trying to remove my clothing. She pulled my shirt over my head and then kissed my chest, her tongue circling my nipples.
She sat on the edge of the couch and told me to stand, she wanted to remove my pants. I stood up so that my cock was level with her face. Her tiny hands unbuckled my belt and unfastened my jeans. The pulled them downwards as she kissed and licked my bellybutton. My cock tented my boxers beneath, exciting her. I lifted each leg, letting her slide the pants off them. Then her hands caressed my cock through the thin underwear, sliding up and down its length. It was very hard and I'm sure she felt it pulsing in her hand.
She teased me like that for a moment, kissing it through the thin material as her hands stroked me. She then pried the waistband down a little exposing the head. She kissed it softly and let her tongue slide over it for a minute. I wondered if I was going to shoot my load right then or not. Luckily she stopped when she heard me groan. She pulled my boxers down and they joined my pants and shirt in a heap on the floor. She lightly grasped my shaft with her soft hands and slid up and down its length.
"I don't know what to do," she said softly, a little frightened.
"I'll teach you." I was too happy to oblige. "First of all, I want to feel it on your face. Wipe it around your face." She leaned in and pushed it against her. She moved it up and around her face. It was so erotic watching this young thing with my big, hard cock on her, as if she was worshiping it. "Now treat it like a popsicle. Lick it up and down and nibble on it."
She let her tongue out and, tentatively at first, licked it. Her tongue felt so hot and moist against me it made me shiver with excitement. She slowly licked all the way from my balls up to the head. It felt heavenly. Then she gave short licks and nibbled on it a little bit. Oh God, my legs were shaking. I couldn't believe how sexy this girl was.
"Fuck, you're killing me," I moaned. She smiled up at me.
"Now put the head in your mouth and run your tongue around it."
She moved to the end of my shaft and let her lips open and wrap around just the head. Her mouth was so warm and moist it drove me crazy with lust. Her tongue slid over and around it before she lightly sucked on it. Damn, she was good.
"Can you put more in?" I gasped.
She pushed down a little, allowing more of my cock to slide into her mouth. It didn't go far, but even that was hotter than hell. Her mouth slid up and down my shaft. Her slurping sounds filled the room, but I could barely hear her because of the freight train running through my head. I was so fucking hot. I wanted to blow my load so bad, but I certainly didn't want to do it yet.
She'd only been going down on me for five minutes before I made her stop. I just couldn't take much more and knew I wanted that pussy wrapped around my cock more than anything else. I pulled free of her and sat on the couch, urging her to sit on my lap. She swung her leg over and sat on my legs facing me, my cock between us. I moved my hands to her ass and pulled her towards me so that her pussy pressed against my erection. She naturally pushed her hips up and back, grinding against it. Her face was perfectly in line with mine, so I pulled her into a kiss and held her tightly against me.
She was whimpering as she kissed me and her body moved quickly against my cock. It was rubbing right on her clit and she enjoyed the feeling. I moved her hips back a little and felt my cock move more between her legs, right at the entrance to her lovely pussy. She froze for a moment, knowing that this was it. She was actually going to get fucked. I'm sure she was scared a little as well as highly aroused by the thought.
"Don't worry, I'll go slow," I whispered between kisses.
She backed away from me, her hands cradling my face. We looked into each others' eyes as she sat down on my erection, letting it pierce her. Her face showed her exertion as she pushed it in deeper and deeper. It was obviously filling her up more than she'd ever felt before. Her skin flushed as she felt the excitement of the moment pour over her.
She put her hands on my shoulders to balance against as she moved her hips up and down, letting my large tool slide in and out of her wet box. She mewled and moaned as it slowly pierced deep and almost completely withdrew. My hands were on her ass, helping her move up and down. She was so damn tight. Her pussy was squeezing my cock.
It didn't take long for her to loosen up and move faster. Her hips were bucking faster with each stroke. I brought my hands around to her front, one grabbed her neck in a little choke, the other caressed her nipples. She leaned into my choke, enjoying it. The little minx wanted me to dominate her, wanted me to control her and make her do nasty things. She was sure to get her wish.
I squeezed her neck a little more and she closed her eyes and looked up, giving herself to me. I pinched her nipple and her body quivered and shook, her hands grabbing my shoulders tightly.
"Fuck, yeah," I moaned as I felt both of our orgasms approaching. Her face tightened and scrunched up, her mouth opened in a primal scream as her body shook beyond her control. I felt her pussy contract around me as she came. When it subsided, she stopped moving for a moment and just leaned into me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her close, still moving my hips to push my cock in and out of her. I couldn't get a full stroke, but it was enough motion to keep the excitement high. I still hadn't cum yet and I so needed it. It'd been so long since I'd fucked someone.
I pulled out of her and moved her off my lap so she was sitting on the couch. I moved until I was kneeling again. I inserted my cock into her again and held it there for a moment. I grabbed her legs and hugged them to my chest so that they where straight out and basically together. I held them tightly as I continued fucking her, pushing in and out, in and out. She was writhing beneath me, her head being pushed into the back cushions.
I didn't know what came over me. I guess I forgot who she was or forgot what was happening. I just had to get off. It'd been so long. I started ploughing into her, harder and faster. I was grunting with each thrust as I slammed my hips into her ass again and again. I was really fucking her now, my way. She was simply a pussy to me at that moment, a tool to make me feel good.
It didn't take long for me to finally cum. Not long after starting, I could feel it welling up inside me, wanting to burst out. Within another minute it did. I pulled out just as I felt my cock contract again and again, spraying all over her pussy, abdomen, and chest. It was like a damn burst. My God she made me so damn hot!
I don't know if she came again or not, but I sat for a few minutes afterwards. My eyes were closed and I felt my heart racing as I hugged her legs tightly. After a while, my heart rate returned to normal and my cock had deflated. I opened my eyes and looked down at Rachel. She was laying in the couch, breathing heavily herself. I smiled down at her, but she had a hard time even smiling back. Looks like I wore her out.
I went to the kitchen and got a soft cloth wet and came back to clean us both up. Then I lay behind her on the couch and we watched TV together, with me hugging her from behind, until it was time to take her home.
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"Oooh, nice shot!" I exclaimed. Sweat was dripping off my chin and my shirt was soaked with it.
"Yeah, you just want to get into my pants," Tracy quipped back. She was a feisty one. We were good friends from work, at least we recently became that way. One day we got to talking and both expressed frustration with our spouses. The next day we formed a two-person support team. Each was able to bitch to the other. Next thing I know, we're out spending time together to get over the bitchiness.
The only difference was, she got a quick divorce two months ago while I was still married. And it didn't look like she was too interested in a relationship, either, at least not with a man. She was very angry at men.
Unfortunately, though, like me, she wasn't getting enough sex and it was driving her crazy.
"Nope, getting into pants isn't needed for a while."
"Uh oh... is somebody getting some pussy?" she asked, smiling broadly. "Don't tell me 'The Bitch' is finally interested in sex."
"No... I wish... but she's not."
"Ooooh.... do tell..."
Then I made what was probably the biggest mistake ever. I broke down and told her about my encounter with Rachel, the babysitter. I was lucky that she understood and didn't condemn me for it. Surprisingly, she was interested in that relationship for herself. She wondered if Rachel or a friend of hers would be interested in "babysitting" for her. She told me to ask. She pretty much didn't give me a choice in the matter.
So I stole away from the house and called up Rachel that night. I told her that my friend was interested in her "services" and wondered if she or someone else would be interested. Rachel wasn't pleased that I even mentioned the prospect, but understood. For her it was a lucrative relationship. We had a great time together and she made money for college. She said she wasn't interested in another relationships and I had to admit, I'd be jealous if she was. But she had a friend that might be interested. She said she'd let me know.
Tracy bugged me for the next week as to the answer. She was very excited about the prospect of having sex with a college girl. I had to admit, it was an intriguing thought. And if I knew she wouldn't hate me forever, I thought about asking if I could watch. But I kept my mouth shut and let it stay within my fantasy.
Rachel got back in touch with me on Wednesday afternoon, saying her friend was interested and telling Tracy to call her to arrange the appointment. Tracy was giddy when I passed along the message. I could tell she was so very hot. I told her that she'd have to fill me in on all the details, now that I helped her out.
"For this, you bet I will. You'll get so many details you'll have to run to the little boys room to get off," she joked.
Tracy came in on Friday and told me that she called and set up an appointment with Brandy for that evening. She was going to have to leave a little early to get ready for it. She said she wanted to be smooth and sweet smelling for her little tryst.
She left at 3:00pm, expecting to have Brandy over at 7:00pm for a full evening of fun. I couldn't help myself and Monday morning had her in my office to get the gory details.
*****
After Tracy went home, she made sure to take a long, luxurious bath, making sure to shave her most private areas to be smooth and soft for her lover. She almost masturbated in the bath just thinking about Brandy, thinking about what it would be like with her, but she resisted. She wanted her first orgasm to be from Brandy's touch.
She wasn't a stranger to lesbian sex, but had only done it a couple of times. She was definitely excited for this one, since it was her first with a much younger girl. While she herself was in her early forties, she was still a knockout, with full, firm, C-cup breasts and a trim waistline. She definitely took the time to take care of her body.
Her ex-husband had taken her eleven-year-old daughter for the weekend, so the house was hers. She made sure to chill some wine and set out some sweet-smelling candles for the perfect mood lighting. Putting on a little light music and the environment was ready.
She was wearing a very silky, blue bra and panty set beneath a light blue silk kimono that went down to mid thigh. Her pussy was leaking a lot in her heat, so she wasn't sure the panties were going to last very long. She smiled as she thought about greeting the girl with no panties. She let her hands slide over her breasts, feeling her hard nipples pressing against the smooth material. Then let her hands slip down her body and slide into her panties to just touch her clit. Her clit was so sensitive she shivered and had to pull her hand away or she'd cum right then and there. Her body flushed with excitement.
She nervously waited for 7:00pm to arrive and when she heard the doorbell, she was almost ready to grab whoever it was and fuck them. She moved to the door quickly and opened it. A gorgeous girl greeted her with a sly smile on her face.
"Mrs. Hansen?" she asked politely. "I'm Brandy, your babysitter."
"Of course. Come on in, please." Tracy looked the girl over quickly, almost eating her up with her eyes. She was short and slim with small breasts. But her dark hair and eyes gave her a very sultry look. She wore jeans and a loose t-shirt hiding most of the girl's figure.
Brandy came in as Tracy shut the door behind her. She looked about the house quickly, wondering if anyone else were home. "Your daughter here?"
"No, dear, we're very alone. Did Rachel tell you what I was looking for?"
Brandy smiled. "Yeah, she told me." Brandy, herself, was looking Tracy over approvingly. The older woman's body was incredibly beautiful and was certainly displayed well.
"That arrangement is good for you then I assume," Tracy said coming closer to the girl. She put her hands on the girls shoulders and held her there for a moment.
"Yeah, sounds like fun. Two hundred dollars ok?"
"Oh... that'll be just fine. We'll have lots of fun," Tracy said sliding down her arm to hold her hand. She pulled the girl into the living room where she moved in front of the couch and offered Brandy a seat. She sat down next to the girl, turned slightly towards her, one leg bent up on the couch. Her kimono barely hid her sex, which encouraged Brandy's glance.
Tracy smiled and leaned forward to grab the bottle of wine and poured two glasses, handing one to the girl. "I think we should celebrate," she said raising the glass. "To... fun," she toasted, smiling deviously. They lightly clinked the glasses together and sipped. It was the first real drink, other than the occasional beer she was able to pilfer from stupid boys, that Brandy ever had and loved the taste. Besides, this lady was all class, she thought.
Tracy held the glass in her left hand as she let her right play in Brandy's hair, lightly teasing it. She looked the youth over, envisioning exactly what she'd look like naked, envisioning her expression as she came, wondering what her pussy looked like and tasted like.
"You're a very pretty girl. Have you ever done this before?" Brandy blushed at the compliment which made Tracy smile. She was certainly a hot little woman.
Brandy felt her mouth go dry as she realized that this was going to happen. "Yeah, I mean, I've had sex..."
"No dear," Tracy interrupted her. "Have you ever had a woman lick your sweet pussy? Have you ever had your tongue so deep in another woman's cunt that you can feel her heart beating?"
Brandy gulped, suddenly scared and unsure. She wondered if the woman would reject her since she'd never done this before. She wondered if it would somehow hurt if she went through with it. "No... never," she finally admitted.
"Mmmm, a lesbian virgin," Tracy smiled. She saw how suddenly scared Brandy was. "No, no. Don't worry, I'll take good care of you." Tracy's hand moved to the collar of the girl's shirt, stroking the skin along its edge. Her hand slowly stroked forward to her chest and slid down to her breast to feel the hardened nipple beneath. Her touch was very light as she circled it teasingly. Brandy bit her lower lip in excitement and gasped softly, her eyes closing momentarily in pleasure.
"You're such a pretty girl," Tracy whispered, feeling Brandy give into her. Her finger and thumb wrapped around the nipple, pinching it lightly making Brandy squirm and gasp. Tracy giggled softly, relishing the sounds she could make the girl elicit.
"So, baby girl, you go to college?" she asked, her fingers continually teasing her breasts as she leaned closer.
"Yeah," she moaned softly. "I'm a Junior."
"Do you have a boyfriend?" Tracy traced her hand down Brandy's body and stroked her thigh through her jeans, circling teasingly closer and closer to her sex.
"No... not right now."
"Good... you look delicious enough to keep you all for myself." Tracy could see the girl looking at her chest and realized her robe had billowed out a little, teasing the girl with the swell of her naked breast. "I think we're going to be seeing a lot of each other. I have lots of money for a girlfriend like you."
Tracy sat back a little and moved her hand to the belt holding her kimono closed and pulled on it to untie it. The robe fell loosely open, giving just a hint to the treasures that were beneath it. She watched Brandy's eyes wander down her body, trying to sneak a peek. Tracy slid her hand along the front flap, opening it slightly, exposing her lovely underwear beneath it.
She stood as Brandy watched her, gave her mostly empty wine glass to the young girl so that she was holding a glass in each hand, and then sat on her lap. Her kimono opened nicely, displaying most of her body to the girl. Tracy brought her hands up to the girls face and cradled it as she leaned down and gave her a light kiss.
"Don't spill a drop," she ordered, "or I'll spank your ass very... very... red." She sat back as her hands slid lower down Brandy's body, sliding over her chest and caressing both breasts at once. She pinched both nipples and pulled them from her body, eliciting groans from the girl. She smiled as she released and massaged them, her hands palming them. "You're very receptive and vocal. I'm going to enjoy hearing what sounds you make when you cum." She leaned forward and slowly licked Brandy's lips as she stared into her eyes. Her hands slid lower, moving underneath the girl's t-shirt, sliding higher until she was again caressing her breasts. She ran her fingers around each nipple once again, teasing the hardened nubs, making Brandy moan into her mouth.
She felt Brandy squirm beneath her, wanting more contact. The poor girl was helpless beneath her, her hands busy holding the wine glasses, trying hard not to spill a drop, while the older woman teased her mercilessly. Tracy squeezed Brandy's breasts and then pinched her nipples again.
"Oh fuck," Brandy panted.
Tracy's hands lifted Brandy's shirt over her breasts to her feasting eyes. "Mmmm, such lovely breasts. Small and firm... and your nipples are so adorable," she said leaning forward and flicking a nipple with her tongue. "You've never had a woman lick your breasts or suck on your nipples, huh?" She kissed the girl's nipple lightly, tracing a circle around it with the tip of her tongue.
"Oh, God... that feels incredible." Brandy moaned and undulated below her as Tracy licked and sucked on her nipples, making them ache for more and more. Even her own fingers didn't feel this good on them. Tracy wondered if she could make the girl cum by just playing with her nipples.
She sat back a moment, letting the cool air strike Brandy's wet nipples. Brandy's eyes were closed and she was breathing hard. "You liked that, huh?" Tracy asked softly. Brandy nodded her head as she opened her eyes and turned pink in embarrassment. "Wait until I get my tongue on your clit." She heard Brandy's sudden intake of air of surprise and giggled.
Tracy opened her kimono like a curtain, unveiling her trim and luscious body. She watched the young woman's eyes open in wonder as her hands stroked over her bare skin, sliding up and over her bra-covered breasts. She shrugged her shoulders and pulled the kimono off her arms and tossed it aside.
She reached behind herself and unfastened her bra. She watched the girl's reaction as she slowly slid the straps down her arms, pulling the material from her breasts, baring her pert and hardened nipples. She then leaned against Brandy, letting their breasts touch, feeling the warmth of the youngster. She kissed and nibbled on the girl's neck and shoulder, tasting her, smelling her. Brandy whimpered as her body heated up. Feeling the older woman's silky smooth body against hers, her hard nipples poking against her, was driving her insane.
Tracy sat back a moment and looked down at the panting youngster. Brandy licked her dry lips and Tracy felt her pussy clench with desire. She slid her hands over her own breasts as Brandy looked on helplessly.
"My nipples are very sensitive... like little lightning rods straight to my pussy," she whispered, pinching her nipples and pulling them as she gasped. "And I love having them licked." Her hands moved below her breasts holding them up and moving the nipple towards her own lips. "Especially by a trapped little girl like you." Her tongue pushed out, swiping across each nipple. "Mmmm, let's see how my baby sucks," she said, pushing her nipple into Brandy's lips.
Brandy opened her mouth and accepted the nipple into it, sucking and licking it as Tracy moaned. Tracy's hand cradled the girl's head as she suckled, her other hand teasing Brandy's own nipples.
"Oh yeah, baby girl... just like that," she whispered as the girl sucked hard for a moment, then released the nipple to lick it. "Bite it... fuck... harder... yessss... just like that." Brandy gasped herself as Tracy pinched her nipple harder for a moment, letting the girl feel the pain and pleasure it produced.
Then Tracy leaned into her. Her hands moved down to the girl's pants and began to unfasten them. "Let's see how wet that pussy is," she said softly in her ear before her tongue swirled inside it, her teeth then nibbling on her earlobe. She unfastened the button, lowered the zipper, and pulled the fly wide apart revealing the girls frilly panties. Tracy didn't take the time to admire them, however. While she continued feasting on the girl's ear, her hand pushed inside and slid against her bare clit. Brandy was absolutely soaked and Tracy swirled her fluids around her clit with her finger, giving her plenty of lubrication.
Tracy moaned in Brandy's ear as she played with her clit. "Oh, yeah, such a hot, juicy pussy you have. God you're so wet." The girl was overwhelmed with pleasure and was quickly nearing her orgasm. Her body was beginning to shake when Tracy suddenly stopped, sliding her hand out and trailing juices behind it. "Oh no you don't. No cumming just yet. I'm first tonight."
She licked and sucked on her finger, tasting the girl's juices as she stood up. "Take off your clothes," she ordered. As Brandy stood, setting the glasses aside and pulling her jeans down, Tracy reached into a drawer in the end table beside the couch and pulled out a dildo with a strap connected to it. She strapped the contraption to the girl's thigh so that the dildo stuck up into the air.
"I gotta have a quick cum before I go crazy," she said as she pushed the girl back onto the couch, straddled her thigh and slowly eased herself down onto the dildo. Brandy sat there amazed and excited as she watched the long tool disappear into the woman's pussy. Inch by inch it pushed into her as Tracy moved slowly down until it was fully embedded. Tracy started humping it as she watched Brandy's reaction. She loved the girl's astonished, excited look as her eyes scanned up and down Tracy's body. Tracy built up a steady rhythm grinding the tool deep into her vagina.
"Oh, yeah, baby! This feels so good," Tracy moaned. "I've been waiting for days for this one. I'm so going to enjoy cumming with you."
Brandy's hand reached out and stroked Tracy's thigh as it flexed with her exertion. Tracy reached down and pinched the girl's nipple in reaction, then settled into stroking the soft flesh. Unable to resist, Brandy's hand slipped down and began stroking her own clit, trying her best to sate the rising desire burning inside her.
In only seconds, Tracy realized what she was doing and grabbed her wrist pushing her hand aside. "Oh no you don't," she groaned. "I'm going to be the one to make you cum." She moved her hands between Brandy's thighs and began stroking her clit. Brandy's mouth opened and she groaned at the pleasure Tracy was giving her. With her left hand, Tracy grabbed the back of Brandy's neck and pulled the girl's mouth to her nipple. "Let's put that mouth to good use again," she sneered and thrust a finger into the girl's tight pussy.
Brandy sucked hard on the offered, hard nipple, letting her tongue slide around it, letting her teeth bite it gently. Brandy's hands caressed the woman's thighs, stroking them, scratching them with her nails. Tracy was moaning loudly, gasping with every thrust down onto the hard, fake cock.
Brandy had a harder and harder time maintaining contact with the woman as Tracy bounced faster on her thigh. "Oh.... God.... yeeeeesssssss," Tracy moaned as she neared her climax. Her skin was flushed, her body glistening with sweat. Brandy's face was suddenly being forced harder into Tracy's chest by the overheated woman, practically smothering her.
"Fuck yeah, baby. I'm cummming," Tracy moaned loudly. In seconds the girl felt her shiver, felt her body shake as her orgasm overwhelmed her. Tracy pushed down hard and leaned forward to grind her clit into the base of the fake cock. This pushed Brandy back into the couch with the weight of Tracy bearing down on her. Tracy's body shook uncontrollably as she moaned over the youngster.
They sat for a moment while Tracy relaxed, her heavy breathing and moaning filling the room, mixing beautifully with the music.
"Fuck that was a nice start," Tracy moaned, pulling herself off the dildo and sliding her now sweaty body against Brandy's. Tracy looked down at the girl, her face a little sweaty, her hair starting to stick to her forehead. She stood, pulling the youth to her feet to join her. "Let's dance," she smiled, pulling Brandy against her. She wrapped her arms around the girl's waist and ground her hips against her as the music moved them. She moved her thigh between Brandy's thighs and pushed it against her pussy letting the girl grind into her. Brandy returned the favor and the two humped and danced in unison, grinding into the other.
Tracy twirled, bringing the girl along with her and leaned down, kissing her lightly. Brandy's lips tasted fruity from her lips gloss and it excited Tracy even more. She felt Brandy's body melt against hers all gaps between them disappearing as the youngster's body heated up near its boiling point.
Tracy moved her left hand up Brandy's back and grabbed the girl's hair from behind, pulling her head back sharply. Her right hand grabbed Brandy's throat, squeezing gently as she leaned forward and kissed her again. Tracy heard Brandy's whimper, felt her gaspy exhales.
"I bet you need to cum, don't you, little girl?" Tracy moved her lips right next to Brandy's face, holding her head back sharply, her hand on her throat lightly choking her. "Don't you?"
"Yes," Brandy whispered, breathily, barely heard above the low music. "Please..."
"I bet your pussy is so wet, it's just begging for attention."
Brandy nodded, slowly.
"Beg me to lick your pussy." Tracy leaned forward until she was almost nose to nose with the girl, staring into her eyes. "Beg me to suck on your clit. God I want to feel your thighs crushing my head as you cum.... feel your pussy spasm around my tongue and hear those little whimpers..."



Brandy gulped, so excited she could barely even think.
"Beg me to let you cum, little girl."
"Please," Tracy started, sounding so scared and nervous. "Please lick my pussy," she begged.
"Good girl!" Tracy pushed her backwards, leading her by the throat until they were once again at the couch. She turned them both around and sat on the couch, Brandy's ass inches in front of her face. She smiled as the perfect orbs filled her vision.
"Bend over," she demanded and the girl complied, her hands resting on her knees. Tracy's hands slid up the girl's legs, sliding first up the outside, up to her ass, then down the backs of her legs, then back up the inside. Her fingertips tickled Brandy's nubile flesh and Brandy was moaning softly, her breathing increasing. Tracy could smell her arousal, her bare pussy so wet and inviting. Her hand fell sharply on the milky white orb before her and Brandy whimpered.
Tracy laughed. "That's just one more sound you'll be making for me tonight." She spanked her ass several more times. Brandy almost lifted up and broke her position, but Tracy admonished her. She could see the girl's wetness dripping down her legs and finally stopped. With both hands she pulled the cheeks apart, exposing her youthful pussy and asshole.
"Almost time to cum, little one," she said, leaning in and licking her asshole. Brandy quivered beneath her making Tracy grab her hips and grip her harder.
*****
"She was... incredible!" Tracy said to me, beaming from across my desk. "Worth every dime! I definitely owe you one."
I smiled, happy that she had such a good time. I was hoping that she would give me a little privacy now, though, so I could take care of the erection that had grown incessantly since she started telling me her story.
Tracy reached into her purse and pulled out a little thumb drive. "Here's a little down-payment," she smiled, handing it to me. "I think you'll enjoy it."
She stood up and moved to my office door. She turned back to me as her hand reached the door knob. "I'm having Brandy over this Friday night, too. With some friends of hers. We're going to have a little... slumber party," she laughed, her face beaming with excitement.
I must have had a shocked look on my face because she was laughing at me when she finally opened the door. "Ta ta, lover boy. Enjoy the present."
I turned the thumb drive around in my hands, looking at it, wondering what was on it. Well, there's only one way to find out, I decided. I plugged the stick into the computer and brought up a file browser to look at it. It appeared there were several pictures on it, plus a couple videos. They all had dummy names on them, so I had no idea what was in them... until I started opening them at least.
What I saw in those pictures had my pants open and my hand stroking madly. Tracy had taken pictures of her and Brandy locked in a variety of positions, taken from Tracy's point of view. She was right, the girl's pussy and ass were scrumptious and I could almost smell her arousal through the computer. And seeing Tracy with her tongue on the girl's clit had my cock throbbing.
I was breathing hard when I started the first video. It was of Brandy licking Tracy's pussy. She looked up at the camera at Tracy's direction, showing her tongue right on Tracy's clit. I'd never seen my friend's pussy before, but that woman's body was incredible. Her pussy was so swollen, pink and wet. My body shook as I came suddenly, surprising myself.
*****
"Now that was some good ahi," Tina said, sitting back to sip her wine.
"Thanks... it's one of my favorite dishes to make." Cheryl stood and began taking some of the dirty dishes into the kitchen.
The rest of us, Joe and Tina, Gary and Gloria, stayed at the table, talking and drinking. Cheryl popped back in after a few moments and grabbed her own wine glass. It was certainly nice having some of our friends over at the house. It didn't happen far often enough as far as I was concerned. With the problems that I continued to have with my wife, it was nice to have the attention of friends to keep us busy.
That's not to say I didn't like the attention Rachel gave me. The gorgeous twenty-year-old had certainly given me plenty of attention in the past year. We fucked once a week, when I could steal time away or after she babysat for us. My marriage seemed to be going a little better. At least we weren't at each other's throats as much. That's probably because I was being satisfied instead of always having blue-ball syndrome.
I wondered what Cheryl did for release... and wondered if she had a secret lover.
"... we have a hard time finding a babysitter all the time," Gary said, waking me from my daydream.
I blinked and let my eyes refocus.
"We found an awesome girl," Cheryl said. "She's in college, but she's usually available and does a fantastic job with Timmy."
"We have to have her!" Gloria demanded.
"I have a card for her right here," Joe said, pulling out his wallet.
I was somewhat shocked for a moment. Joe had a business card... a business card for our babysitter. A business card?
He passed the card to Gloria and I could just barely make out the professional-looking logo on the front. "Babysitter Club?" Gloria said. "That sounds interesting."
"It's very interesting," Joe said, smiling broadly, as if he knew a secret.
Tina smacked him on the arm. "I guess it's a group of girls that have this business together," she said. "It helps them pay for college and stuff."
I swallowed hard. Business together? What was happening here? "H... h... how did you hear about them?" I asked, shaking a little.
Joe pointed at Tina. "She's knows a co-worker of yours... Tracy, I think her name is." I looked at Tina and she nodded, smiling.
"She said they were the absolute best...," she paused and looked at her husband, smiling "... at everything." She smiled at me and I could have sworn it was a knowing smile. She knew what Rachel did. And if she knew that, she knew I was involved in it.
I pulled away from the table and stood. "Let me go grab everyone some coffee," I said, dazed. I stumbled into the kitchen wondering if it was true, if Rachel was fucking around on me. I guess I couldn't complain... I mean, I was married and everything. But... I thought we had something special.
I pulled mugs out of the cupboard when Joe entered the room.
"Hey, man, you looked a little sick out there. You ok?"
I grabbed the coffee pot and poured the first cup. "Yeah, I'm, uh... I'm fine." At first I wanted to come out and accuse Joe of doing something wrong... chastise him about fucking some young girl when he was married... and then realized that's exactly what I'd done... what I was still doing. "I didn't know Rachel created a business for babysitting."
"Oh, yeah. I guess Tracy helped her get the cards together and everything. It's not much, but it's something." Joe came closer to me, so that his voice could be very low. "She's been babysitting for you for a while now, huh?"
I nodded. "Yeah... like two years." I poured the third cup.
"Have her... uh... "special" service yet?" he asked, bumping my arm lightly with his elbow.
I looked at him, totally shocked. "Special?" I asked, my voice and face definitely betraying my attempt at lying.
Joe just smiled. "We have... several times..." he licked his lips, smiling broadly.
"Have what?" Tina said, coming in the kitchen, suddenly behind us.
I turned towards her and was about to diffuse the situation, about to take the coffee out to the dining room.
"We've used the babysitter's... special... services," Joe said.
I saw Tina's face light up with a big smile as she nodded. "Yes we have." She laid her head on Joe's shoulder, their eyes never leaving mine. "And she's fucking incredible." She nearly whispered the word 'fucking' so no one in the dining room could hear her.
I gulped, obviously disturbed by the news.
"Oh, don't worry, it isn't Rachel that babysits for us, though," Tina said quickly, her hand reaching out and touching my arm to console me. "It's her friend Cassidy."
"Cassidy?" I said, surprised and relieved.
"Yeah... Tracy told us to call Rachel to set up something... and when we found out who it was, we were totally shocked. We've known Cassidy and her parents for several years now... since she was, what, seventeen?"
Joe nodded. "Yeah, seventeen I think. And she's certainly still hot." He bent in and nibbled on his wife's neck, growling playfully. "We've been with her five or six times now."
"Easy, there, tiger," Tina laughed, pushing him from her neck. "And the way Cheryl's been acting towards you in the past year, I think she needs a babysitter or two." I looked at her, surprised. "A lotta tension built up... a lot of tension that a couple young girls like that can release, if you know what I mean" Tina smiled, biting her lip playfully.
"Honey, is the coffee ready?" Cheryl called from the dining room.
"Speaking of Her Mighty Coldness..." Joe said softly.
"Yeah... yeah, sorry hun. I'll bring it right out," I yelled. I grabbed several mugs while Joe and Tina grabbed one for each of them and we all returned to the dining room. The rest of the night was practically a blur as I realized everything that I'd started. First I got Rachel into this mess, then Brandy... and now Cassidy. This was just spiraling out of control. I knew I had to talk to Rachel.
It didn't seem long before everyone was getting up to go home. We said our goodbyes and got everyone's stuff together. I shook Joe's hand and then Tina hugged me. She slipped a hard plastic object into my hand and bent in to whisper in my ear. "A video for you to watch. You won't be disappointed." She kissed me on the cheek and pulled back, winking. "Let me know what Cheryl thinks about my idea."
"Good night everyone," Cheryl said, smiling and happy. She always seemed to be able to shine when there were other people around. When the front door closed and everyone drove off, Cheryl started cleaning off the table and putting stuff in the kitchen. I slipped the disk into my briefcase to hide it until I figured out what was on it.
Once the kitchen and dining room were cleaned up, we slipped off to bed, with Cheryl, as normal, in no mood for any affection.
"What was Tina's idea, honey?" she asked me, casually.
I flushed red, thankful that the lights were out and Cheryl couldn't see it. "She just... um... she suggested... playing cards together some time."
Cheryl yawned. "Sounds like fun. I'll have to call her."
*****
I woke up early the next day... actually not able to sleep much. I left for work and was texting Rachel as soon as I shut off my car in the parking lot. I had to talk to her as soon as possible. I didn't get much done that morning, with all these other thoughts clouding my mind.
It was lunchtime when I finally reached her. I practically ran out to my car to talk to her in private. I asked her about the business cards, surprised that things were progressing like that. She told me that, indeed, Tracy had convinced her to start going professional. Her friends had already given her a "cut" of their take, without the tips of course, and things just kept moving forward. She had made quite a bit of money so far.
"How many girls?" I asked.
"Three right now," she said, "plus me."
"You... you're fucking someone else?" I asked, scared to hear the answer.
She paused for a second. "Of course not," she said, rather upset. "Is that what you were afraid of? That I was out fucking someone else like I was fucking you? What? You think you own me or something?"
"No, Rachel... No... It's not like that..."
"You're damn right it's not like that," she spat. "I'll fuck whoever I want to fuck..."
"Rachel, stop, please," I whispered, trying to calm her down. "I love you and just... well... I just want you to love me back. That's all."
"I... I don't know what to say..." she said softly, obviously taken aback.
"You don't have to say anything," I reassured her. "I just was feeling jealous. I was talking with some friends of mine that had called you and they just made me nervous."
"Which friends?"
"Joe and Tina..."
"Oh, yeah, I remember them. Cassidy is sitting for them."
"Yeah. That's what they said. They were pretty excited by her and Tina gave me some sort of thumb drive or something."
"They filmed it?" she asked, a little excited by the sound of it.
"I guess. I haven't seen it yet."
"Can I... Can I watch it with you?"
"Uh... yeah, sure... why?"
Rachel seemed uncertain... as if she wasn't sure she could tell me. "Tina was the one that called me. She seemed... well... hot. And her talking about what she wanted in her babysitter got me a little excited." She paused a moment, as if waiting for me to chastise her.
"You haven't been with a girl before, I take it."
"No... never... you're the only person I've had sex with," she admitted.
"So you want to see what Cassidy experienced?"
"Yes," she whispered.
"I'd like you to see that... and maybe experience it..." I said with a husky voice. She'd turned me on with that revelation and my mind immediately started working on who I'd like to see her have sex with.
*****
It was a week later that we were finally able to get together. I was able to slip away from the house. It seemed Cheryl wanted me to slip away more and more nowadays.
I parked the car and walked into Rachel's apartment building, moving up to the third floor. I rang the doorbell, a little nervously, hoping nobody would see me. She opened the door wearing shorts and a t-shirt, grabbed my hand, and pulled me inside. I grabbed her into my arms before the door even closed behind me, kissing her furiously.
My head was spinning with lust as I felt her body mold against mine. My hands roamed over every contour, loving the feel of her against me. It was several minutes before I could pull away again.
We walked over to the couch holding hands where she encouraged me to sit down. I could feel my erection pulsing in my pants and had to adjust myself before sitting down. Rachel just giggled at me and held out her hand for the thumb drive. She grabbed it from me and plugged it into the TV, coming back to sit on the couch beside me, one arm between us and the other stroking my chest. I put an arm around her and held her tight.
She hit the play button and put the remote aside. The video started up quickly and was surprisingly clear, although the camera was a bit shaky. It took a little getting used to.
The movie opened up with the camera pointing out of the bottom of a car window. We could hear Joe's voice talking as we watched Tina walking up to a door and knocking. She was wearing an elegant, long dress with a long slit up the side. She looked like she was going somewhere very nice.
"Ok, baby, here we go," Joe said. "She's knocking on the door." Tina looked back at the car and smiled a little showing her excitement to the camera. "I know you can't wait, baby. I can't either. This is just... blowing my mind. Fucking unbelievable."
A woman answered the door and opened it for Tina. She looked to be only a little older than the brunette. They greeted each other warmly.
"That's right Elizabeth... we're just here to pick up your daughter..." Joe whispered. "And take her home to fuck her brains out." The two talked in the doorway until Cassidy arrived, standing there in her shorts and t-shirt. "No, no worries, we'll have her home, wet pussy and all, by 1:00. Maybe we'll fuck you tomorrow, who knows..."
The camera zoomed in a little as the women said their goodbyes and Tina and Cassidy walked down the sidewalk down to the car. The camera lost sight of them, but we could hear the doors open and close as the two got inside the van. Tina started up the van as they laughed a little, nervously.
"Fuck that woman's hot," Rachel said to no one in particular, her hand sliding down over my obvious erection, stroking me through my pants.
"Yes she is," I agreed, holding her tighter.
"Rachel talked to you, I assume," Tina asked the girl on the TV. "She told you what we wanted?"
"Yeah," the girl giggled a little.
Tina looked back as Joe brought the camera above the seat line. "Oh, Joe's in the back, by the way, videotaping us. Is that ok?"
"Hi," Joe said, focusing in as they drove down the street. Cassidy looked back at him, suddenly a little more unsure. "It'll be ok, we just want to remember this."
Cassidy blushed. "I guess so."
Tina reached out and grabbed beneath the girl's chin, turning her face towards her. "God you're so cute," she said, smiling.
Joe obviously moved over the back of the seat, plunging into the bench seat right behind the gorgeous driver and passenger.
"So, how did Rachel ask you to do this?" he asked.
"She just called and said she had a couple who wanted to have sex with a girl and that I would have a blast and make a lot of money," she said honestly.
"So, did you know it was us requesting this little... service... when you accepted?" Joe asked, sounding a little surprised.
Cassidy blushed again. "Yeah. She told me."
"We were pretty excited to hear it was you that accepted our offer, too," Tina said, putting her hand on the girl's leg. "We've both fantasized about you."
"Yes we have," Joe said proudly. "And this is our dream come true."
Tina looked at the blushing girl and stroked her leg. "Have you ever had sex before?"
"Yeah, a couple times with my boyfriend. And Rachel had me babysit another guy a couple week's ago."
"How about with a girl?" She smiled broadly as the girl blushed and turned away in embarrassment.
"No," she giggled, turning beet red.
"But I'll bet you've thought about it," she pressed on, her hand stroking high up on her thigh.
Cassidy, nodded in affirmation, biting her lip as she pondered how to answer. "That guy watched porn while we had sex... and the girl-on-girl scenes got me excited."
"Mmmm," Tina moaned a little. "Then you'll get your little fantasy fulfilled, too."
"You get a little pussy... and a little cock. You'll certainly have fun," Joe added.
"Joe, honey, I'm getting very wet up here," Tina said, sliding her hand over her crotch. She pushed her hand beneath her dress and into her panties, spreading her legs wide. She gasped a little as her fingers slid back and forth over her wetness before plunging fingers inside. She drove the car, masturbating for us as we watched.
"Very fucking wet," she sighed as she pulled her dripping wet fingers out for our inspection. She lifted her hand to Cassidy's face, holding them in front of her mouth. She moved her hand forward the last inch, swiping her fingers across her lips, making them shiny and wet. Cassidy opened her mouth and let her fingers slide inside. Her tongue slipped out, sliding over them sensuously before her lips closed on them.
"Fuck, Joe. I can't wait to get that tongue on my pussy. I get her first, ok?"
My cock was pulsing with need, between what I was hearing and seeing on the TV screen and Rachel's stroking. I couldn't believe that Joe and Tina were doing this... I'd known them for several years now and just couldn't believe this was happening. Rachel unfastened my pants, pulling the zipper down and spreading the fly wide open. My boxers couldn't contain my cock any longer and it tented heavily, threatening to burst forth.
Rachel pulled my boxers down and grabbed the shaft in her hand, pumping it and watching the head swell even move.
"Anything you want, hun," Joe said on the screen.
"I'll start with her fingers," Tina said, grabbing the girl's wrist and pushing her hand down into her crotch. "There you go... feel how wet my pussy is for you.... Oooh, fuck... right on my clit..." Tina's hips moved slightly, pushing into the girl's hand. Cassidy was leaning over the center console, her face filling most of the screen as the camera panned between her and her hand.



Tina continued driving, sometimes with difficulty. But eventually she pulled into a driveway and the car stopped. I recognized Joe and Tina's house, but the video obscured most of the details of the place. Tina pulled Cassidy's hand away and the video caught just how wet it was in the reflection from the sun. The video pointed to the ground and we heard the sounds of the doors opening and closing. The sidewalk passed by with the faint sounds of the neighborhood. They walked up onto the porch and opened the door. Joe pointed the video to show Cassidy's long legs beneath her jean shorts. As it panned upwards, it caught the swell of her breasts beneath the thin, brown t-shirt.
I felt Rachel's mouth plunge down onto my erection as Joe, Tina, and Cassidy walked in and closed the door. Joe panned the camera around the living room, showing that the drapes were fully closed, the lights were on, and the coffee table held an assortment of sex toys.
"Well, what do we have here?" he said, moving slowly towards the coffee table. "Looks like we're ready for a party, hun!" Several dildoes and vibrators lay about on the table.
"Definitely!" Tina said excitedly.
Joe turned the camera towards Cassidy as she stood there, looking nervous but excited. "You ready to have fun?" he asked her.
She smiled anxiously and nodded her head.
Tina walked into the picture, her hands taking hold of the girl's upper arms and forcing her back into the door. She put her left hand on her throat and leaned in, kissing her passionately, her tongue pushing into the girl's mouth. Cassidy kissed her back as much as she could, overwhelmed by Tina's sudden domination.
Joe moved beside them, capturing everything more close up, showing their lips and tongues working in unison. He panned back as Tina's hand stroked down Cassidy's body, stroking over her breasts, squeezing them. We heard Cassidy whimper, which seemed to excite Tina more as she smiled.
Tina pulled back, one hand still holding her by the throat, the other playing with her breasts.
"Such a beautiful body," she said softly, breathing a bit harder now.
"Show her your tits, Tina," Joe said.
Tina smiled at the camera, her hands caressing her large mounds over her dress, squeezing them together. "You love my tits, don't you honey?"
"You know I do, love."
Tina turned back to the young girl and lifted her hands behind her own neck, unfastening the strap from it. She then pulled down the front of her dress, exposing her large, bare breasts to the girl. Cassidy looked at them in awe as Tina lifted them with her hands and then slowly massaged them, pulling her nipples.
"Like my tits?" she asked. Cassidy's face flushed in embarrassment. "Don't be shy... they're just tits. Every girl has them," she said softly. "And they're soft, too. Feel them," she said, grabbing behind the girls neck and forcing her breast into the girl's face, slightly rubbing.
She pulled back slightly, her breast right in front of the girl's face. "Lick it." Cassidy leaned forward shyly, her tongue slowly sliding between her lips to take a quick lick before pulling back again. "Very nice," Tina praised her from above. "Go on... don't stop." Tina held the girl's head as Cassidy licked and sucked on her nipple, letting it slide between her soft lips.
Rachel moaned as we watched the on-screen action, sending lovely vibrations over my cock. She was enjoying the action more than I would have imagined as we watched her friend lick and suck on Tina's large, hard nipple. In the video, Tina started to remove the girl's clothes, pulling her t-shirt up and over her head. Cassidy wasn't wearing a bra, her little tits pointing out sharply.
Tina pulled away from the girl and proceeded to pull her shorts and underwear down her long, tan legs, stripping her of all her clothes.
"I'll get her warmed up for you, honey," she said, leading Cassidy over to their couch. She turned the girl around and pushed her. Cassidy fell back into the couch laughing. Tina moved forward, standing between the girls legs looking down at her, her eyes scanning the young woman's body. "Mmmm, you're so damn hot. I love your body," she moaned.
Joe moved the camera closer, kneeling on the floor in front of the couch as Tina knelt between Cassidy's legs. She licked her lips slowly as she looked at her wet pussy, her fingers swirling in the girl's neatly trimmed bush. "Isn't that the most beautiful pussy you've ever seen?"
"It's almost as gorgeous as yours, love," Joe said softly.
Tina pushed her legs wide, her eyes concentrating on her prize. "God, that's so fucking hot." She bent down and licked it, moaning softly. The camera's mic caught Cassidy's gasp of pleasure, even though the video only captured Tina's long tongue sliding over Cassidy's clit.
Joe moved the camera angle a little, giving a much better look as Tina continued tonguing the girl. "Fuck, she tastes so good," she whispered as she drove her tongue deeper into her. Cassidy was moaning punctuated with little, high-pitched squeals as Tina brought her closer and closer to orgasm.
The image on the TV showed Cassidy's legs twitching every few seconds as she lost all control. Tina giggled a little as she sucked her labia into her mouth and sucked on them for a moment before resuming her licking.
"She's gonna cum, baby... all over your face," Joe said anxiously. He kept the camera close, focusing the closeup view on Tina the entire time. "Oh yeah... very close. Look at that fucking tongue go!"
Suddenly Cassidy groaned loudly, still squealing as she came, her hips moving quickly trying to get away from Tina's tongue. But the older woman knew exactly what to do and expertly rode the girl through her first orgasm of the night.
Tina gently kissed her swollen and very wet pussy while the audio caught Cassidy's extreme breathing. Slowly, Joe panned the camera up into her face and she smiled, blushing, obviously embarrassed, and a little shy.
"God that was so fucking hot," Rachel said, her lips leaving my cock, but her hand continuing to stroke me. "I'm so fucking wet."
"Did you like that?" Tina asked Cassidy from off camera.
Cassidy shook her head emphatically, sucking on the tip of her finger. "Yes..."
"Give me the camera, Joe," Tina said. "It's your turn for a taste."
"Mmmm hmmm!" Joe answered quickly, handing the camera over to his wife. He was still completely dressed as the camera moved around beside him. He maneuvered between her knees and smiled up at Cassidy.
"She can't wait for more...," Rachel said, sliding her lips from my cock again. She quickly stood and slid her shorts and panties off, and moved onto my lap, facing away from me, her feet on the couch outside my thighs as she squatted down. "... and neither can I." She grabbed my cock and slowly slid it into her wet pussy. She was very wet indeed and I was buried to the hilt in one move. She put her hands on my thighs and moved up and down slowly, fucking me. "We definitely need to fuck her one day," Rachel moaned. "How's that sound?"
I grunted my own pleasure, excited by the idea of a threesome with two beautiful and sexy girls. "Jeez... you're going to make me cum," I moaned.
"That's the idea, lover," Rachel moaned back.
Joe suddenly hooked both of his arms underneath Cassidy's knees and lifted her ass into the air, until she was almost on her head. He held her tightly to his chest as he bent his head down and began licking her.
"Ooooh, Joe... you're such an animal," Tina growled. Cassidy looked all cramped up on the couch, her neck bent with her knees way up in the air, barely supported by Joe. Tina moved the camera angle to get a good look at both Cassidy and Joe's faces this time, as his tongue swiped over her pussy. "Get deep in that pussy, honey. Taste that sweet girl-cum you like so much."
"Mmmmm," Joe moaned, his tongue sliding in as deep as he could go, his face getting buried in her pussy. The mic picked up his soft moaning, and the sounds of him licking and sucking on her. It was incredibly erotic.
"God, Vince, I can't take any more... fuck me!" Rachel said, turning around to face me. She wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into a deep, forceful kiss as she plunged back down on me, forcing my cock inside of her. I picked her up and hooked my arms underneath her knees, leaving her practically dangling on my cock. She held on tight around my neck as she slid up and down, letting gravity and the angle of penetration do it's work to drive my cock so deep inside her.
I knew I wouldn't last long, but it felt too incredible. We forgot about the video for a while as we fucked with abandon, trying desperately to cum as many times as possible. At one point, I threw her over the couch, facing the TV while I was behind her. I grabbed one leg and held it high off to the side as I pushed my way inside her. We both watched the TV from this angle, with me fucking her with hard thrusts.
When I looked up, Tina had put on a strap-on and was fucking Cassidy from behind. The girl was standing with Tina holding onto her hips, thrusting so hard her body shook with each impact. Joe was holding the camera from where he sat on the couch, with Cassidy sucking on his long, hard cock. She was almost gagging as each thrust from Tina forced his cock deep into her mouth. It looked like porn heaven to me and I felt jealous of Joe.
Rachel's eyes were glued to Tina and how her breasts bounced with every thrust. She seemed to get off on Tina's domination of the little girl, smacking her ass sharply with her hands as she continued fucking her. Cassidy was screaming at one point, so lost in one of her orgasms that Joe and Tina forced from her little body again and again.
I grabbed Rachel's hair and pulled her head back towards me like reigns. I could feel her body shiver, loving the domination and abuse herself, as I fucked her in earnest, my hips crashing into her ass time and time again.
I knew we'd have to watch the video again some time, especially the parts we missed. I left it with Rachel, at her pleading. I knew she'd watch it again and again and again, thinking about her own little threesome.
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"Hi Vince, it's Tina," the busty brunette said into my phone.
"Hi, Tina. What's up? You need Joe to get out of the house again?" I snickered, remembering the last time she called, wanting to have fun alone.
"Mmmm... while that would be nice, this is nicer. No... you have to get out of the house. At least act like you're leaving."
"Huh? I don't understand," I said, puzzled.
"Remember how I mentioned when we were over two months ago that Cheryl could use a little fun?"
"Yeah?"
"Well, she called me the other day asking if I'd like to come over. I was, well, shocked."
I shook my head. "Uh... I still don't understand."
"Jeez you're dense some times," she laughed. "I'm going to come over... and bring Cassidy and maybe a few other friends with me. Do you get it now?"
I was silent for a moment, pondering the implications of what she told me.
"I want you to leave the house so we can have some... you know... fun. You can come back in and watch, of course... and we'll record it..."
I was dumbfounded at what she was talking about doing. "You're going to get my wife to...?"
"Yes... we're going to fuck your wife," she interrupted with laughter. "She's going to cum so many times she'll probably pass out."
"When are you...?"
"This afternoon... you have to be gone before noon." She sounded almost giddy with anticipation. "When the time's right, you can sneak back in and watch if you want... or maybe Cassidy can come over and tell you what happened... personally. So?"
My jaw had fallen open, hanging limply. Reality was hitting me hard. My best friends wife was coming over with her babysitter lover and friends to fuck my wife. I didn't know how to take this. It was a far cry from me simply cheating on my wife.
"Earth to Vince..." she laughed. "Maybe you can go pick up Rachel and come over to our house..."
"Jeez, Tina... Are you sure about this?"
"Very," she said seductively. "I know she'll love this."
"Ok... I, uh... I'll be out before noon," I said, looking at my watch. It was 10:15am... I hung up the phone, took a deep breath, and walked out of the bedroom and made my way downstairs.
"Honey? I have to go to the mall for a little bit. Joe asked me to go check out some kind of generator..."
"Ok," Cheryl said, walking out of the kitchen, drying a glass with the towel in her hands. "That's kind of funny. Tina's coming over with a friend of hers this afternoon to play some cards."
I looked at her, scared for a moment. "Did you want me to stay for any reason?"
She shook her head. "Oh heaven's, no... you boys go have some fun and I'll just see you later. Take your time. I'm sure they'll stay for a few hours."
I felt only a little relief, but I put on my shoes and disappeared out the garage door and slid out of the driveway and down the street toward Joe's house. I pulled into his driveway ten minutes later and saw a strange car. I figured it was Cassidy's and found out I was right when Tina let me in the front door. As soon as she closed the door, I saw Joe sitting on the couch with a young blonde laying next to him, his cock buried in her mouth.
"We were just getting ready to go over," Tina smiled, walked over to the couch, and sat on the other side of Cassidy putting a hand on her bare leg. "Vince, this is Cassidy. Cassidy, Vince."
Cassidy lifted her mouth off Joe's cock for a moment, the spit making it shine in the light streaming in from the front window. "Nice to meet you," she said softly, looking me right in the eye as she slid her tongue over the head of his cock again.
Joe grunted. "Fuck she's getting good at this."
I was amazed at how much she appeared to enjoy it, too. She closed her eyes and let her tongue slide over his shaft, sliding it deep into her throat again and again, each time making Joe groan. It was obvious that she enjoyed teasing him like this and it was obvious she did it a lot.
"Well, as much as I would enjoy to have some fun right now, I think Cassidy and I need to go," Tina said, spanking Cassidy's ass with a loud smack. Cassidy let Joe's cock plop out of her mouth and she brought a hand up to wipe off the spittle that was now oozing down both her chin and his hard shaft.
"Fuck, woman, couldn't you wait another minute?" Joe said playing angry. "I was so fucking close."
"Oh you big baby," Tina scolded him. "Fine! Get him off Cassidy, but make it quick."
Cassidy's eyebrows raised in happiness as a smile broke across her face. "Mmmm hmmm!" she said happily, sliding to the floor between Joe's knees.
I could barely see a thing from my vantage point, except for the back of Cassidy's head and her hands moving rapidly. Joe threw his head back grunting as her hand continued stroking him. I could hear her talking to him, but couldn't make out what she was saying. Whatever it was, it did the trick. Within a minute, Joe was cumming hard. Cassidy angled her head, obviously capturing the head of his cock in her mouth as she continued pumping him with her fist. I could hear her moaning along with Joe, trying her best to catch every drop, although a bit obviously oozed out over her hand.
Joe's breathing was returning slowly as her stroking slowed and she sat up again.
"There! Happy now?" Tina asked, standing.
"Very!" he said. He leaned down and held Cassidy's head between his hands as he kissed her.
"Come on Cassidy, we have places to go and people to fuck." Cassidy stood, licking her hand clean of his cum. She and Tina walked over to me and kissed me, both of them grabbing my cock through my jeans and stroking it for a moment before moving past and walking out the door. "Bye bye," Tina said in her innocent sing-song voice. I watched them through the front window walk out to the car, get in, then drive off.
"Well, Vince my friend, I guess we get to wait for the little missus to return." I turned back, nervously. Joe was finishing putting on his jeans and plopped down on the couch, turning on the football game. "Wanna beer?"
*****
It was the next day when Joe invited me over to their house in order for Tina to relate what had happened. When he called, he told me it was way too hot to tell over the phone. He laughed saying it would probably burn out the circuits. When I arrived, Rachel and Cassidy were there, along with Joe and Tina, sitting in the living room. I felt uncomfortable with so many people around, especially knowing what we were going to talk about, but I just had to know what happened.
Cheryl wasn't very talkative the night before. She didn't seem angry or upset in any way, but actually seemed embarrassed, tired and... satisfied. She seemed to have lost a bit of her coldness towards me and kissed me before turning off the lights for bed. I felt the bed moving a bit, and wondered if she was masturbating or something, but that seemed almost out of character for her.
When I arrived, Tina and Joe were sitting together, Tina on his lap, while Rachel and Cassidy were sitting on the couch kissing. I felt a pang of both jealousy and arousal seeing them kissing and hugging. When I came in, Tina had answered the door, so she returned to Joe's lap while the girls on the couch separated, making room for me between them. As I sat down, they immediately hugged me and began caressing me as I draped an arm over each of them.
"Well, we all know why we're here," Tina began, smiling like the Cheshire cat. "It all began," she said as if regaling a famous tale, "when Cheryl invited me over to play cards..."
"Cassidy and I arrived at the house a little after noon, both of us dressed in t-shirts and shorts because it was so fucking hot out. I don't know where this heat came from, but damn! I'm almost wanting Winter to come back," she laughed. "Cheryl was dressed in a light sun-dress, trying to dress up a little and yet stay cool. You know how little-miss-homemaker can be. It looked a bit old-fashioned, to tell you the truth, but it looked good on her. She had already set up the card table in the living room, with 4 chairs, a deck of cards, and a tray with iced tea and glasses filled with ice.
"We hugged Cheryl when we came in, hugging her intentionally too close and I could feel Cheryl's embarrassment. But she never stopped us in any way. Cassidy, the little minx, even took a moment to push her hips into her as their breasts pressed tightly together."
"I felt her grip loosen," Cassidy interjected, "like she was trying to nervously detach from me, but I was enjoying how soft she was... and she smelled sooo good."
"Cheryl brought us into the living room and we took seats at the card table," Tina continued. "We had some idle chat and I introduced Cheryl to Cassidy as Cheryl poured us some of the iced tea. We talked a minute about what card games we could play. I have to say, Strip Poker was at the top of my list, but that would probably be too forward," Tina laughed. "We decided to just play Hearts and played a few hands when the doorbell rang."
"'I'm not expecting anyone,' Cheryl said, looking a little surprised, wondering who it could be. 'Excuse me a moment.' She stood up, straightened her dress and walked to the door. Cassidy and I just looked at each other and smiled. We knew the real game was just beginning.
"Cheryl opened the door and, of course, a very attractive young college man greeted her. 'I'm sorry to bother you. My car broke down and I was wondering if you have a phone I could use to call a tow truck or something.' He came off as being such a sweet, young man.
"'Oh! Yes, yes, please, come in out of the heat,' Cheryl said, stepping back to let him enter. When he came in, she shut the door behind him. 'We were just playing cards. These are my friends Cassidy and Tina.' We nodded to him. Of course, we already knew him and were expecting him.
'"I'm Aaron," he said.
"Cheryl, being the perfect hostess offered him something to drink. 'Would you like some iced tea?' she asked.
"Aaron nodded, playing the perfect role, looking a little happy and surprised. 'Sure. That's very nice of you.' God, I could just eat him alive when he acts so innocent.
"Cheryl came back to the table and poured a glass for him. 'Let me just get my phone,' she said, handing the glass to him. Then she ran to the kitchen, grabbed her phone, and brought it to him.
"Aaron typed some phone number, probably Joe's, into the phone and put it to his ear. Cheryl watched him intently as he talked. She was obviously affected by how handsome he was."
"I saw that, too," Cassidy agreed. "She was all too willing to stay close to near him."
"Of course, he made it seem like there was an issue with the call, and when he hung up, he handed the phone back to her," Tina said.
"'They said it'll take at least an hour to have a tow-truck here,' he said.
"Oh... I'm sorry," Cheryl said. I could almost see how happy she was that he was going to be with us longer. 'You can... um... you can wait, you know, in here... to stay out of the heat... if you'd like.' I was so cute how nervous she was.
"'I'd like that,' he smiled. He's got a killer smile. Cheryl smiled back, almost... blushing... obviously flirting with him. 'I'll just... take a seat on the couch if that's ok. You guys can just do... whatever you were doing. I don't want to be a bother.'
"'Oh, you're not a bother at all,' Cheryl said as she walked back to the card table and pulled out her chair. 'You can join us, if you'd like, too.' I bet you she wished we weren't there so she could have him all to herself."
"I bet she was fantasizing about him," Cassidy giggled, "wondering what his cock was like."
"Probably," Tina giggled with her. 'Oh... no thanks,' Joe said. 'I'll just watch from here.'"
"Then it was my turn to keep the plan going," Cassidy said. "I asked Cheryl where the restroom was. But Tina was like, 'Oh, I'll show you where it is.' She smiled at Cheryl as if she was intentionally offering her some time to be alone with Aaron. I thought for sure Cheryl would see through us and know it was all a setup."
"Even if she thought it was a setup, she didn't seem to care. I had a feeling that Cheryl wanted to be alone with him, too... up close and personal, if you know what I mean. I got up and led Cassidy up the stairs to the upstairs hall bathroom. I couldn't help but giggle the whole way. Cheryl was probably surprised I just didn't show Cassidy to the bathroom downstairs, but she didn't say anything.
"'So, Aaron, are you from around here?' Cheryl asked him as we walked away. We were out of earshot before we heard any more. I felt like a schoolgirl, giggling as we jogged up the stairs and I pulled Cassidy into the master bedroom. I started kissing her as I pushed the door closed behind me.
"We slowly undressed, giggling at how easily our plan continued to unfold. I pushed the naked Cassidy onto the bed and settled between her spread legs, licking her beautiful pussy.
"It seemed to take a while before anything happened. Cheryl said afterwards that she grew suspicious when we didn't come back and she decided to leave Aaron and go make sure everything was ok." Tina giggled. "She said she heard the sounds of sex in her bedroom and wondered why the door was closed. She said she opened the door, slowly and quietly, and peered inside to see us naked on her bed.
"She said that she got so excited watching us, that it was so erotic, she couldn't take her eyes off us. She said that she spent a couple minutes just watching and then saw that Aaron was just up the hall, watching her. And, surprise, surprise, he was jacking off."
Tina and Cassidy both giggled.
"He's a big boy," Tina said. "I can't imagine what was running through her mind.
"Finally, Aaron walked up to her and pushed her through the door as she weakly protested. Cassidy, Aaron, and myself then pushed and pulled her up onto the bed to join us.
"'What are you doing?' Cheryl asked, protesting slightly as I started unzipping her dress. We were giggling as we tugged her dress off and Aaron got himself naked. His cock was raging hard and he stroked himself as he watched us.
"I couldn't take it any more and slid onto all fours in front of him, quickly getting that cock into my mouth. It was funny. Cheryl just sat, stunned, not able to speak or move."
"She definitely liked what she saw," Cassidy giggled.
As Tina continued the story, I had a huge erection and Rachel slid her face down and slipped my cock right into her mouth. "Fuck!" I moaned as the everyone laughed. I looked over at Tina and Joe sitting across from me. Joe was fingering her as she held her legs wide apart. She was watching Rachel, watching my cock disappear into her mouth again and again, with a hungry look on her face.
"Cheryl didn't protest too much, I'll say that for her," Tina giggled. "Cassidy laid back beside her as everyone moved and Aaron started eating her pussy. Cheryl couldn't look away. I swear she looked almost... hungry. I just didn't know if it was for Aaron's tongue or Cassidy's pussy.
"Cassidy giggled as she came and Aaron rose back up on his knees," Tina continued. "He grabbed Cheryl's legs and pulled her towards him. Then he grabbed under them and almost doubled her over, pushing her knees back to her face, as he dove between her thighs and started licking her pussy like it was his last meal."
I couldn't believe that my wife... my soulmate... the woman that had completely stopped having any physical love for the past few months was now in the middle of... an orgy. She was getting fucked by a complete stranger... a stranger that was half her age.
"As he licked her pussy, Cassidy and I lay beside her and both took a breast, grabbing, and sucking on her nipples," Tina said. "She was such a little firecracker! I don't know why she had problems being sexual before, but she sure wasn't now. It was like a damn burst or something."
Rachel moved to sit on my lap facing me and slid my cock inside her. "I need your cock," she moaned as her hips started moving, fucking me rapidly.
"Oh God," I moaned. She was obviously getting hot from the story, too.
"Aaron got her so wet that she was begging him to make her cum," Tina continued. "When he sat up, she grabbed his cock and almost slid him into her pussy herself."
Cassidy giggled. "She was so loud... moaning... almost screaming when he started really fucking her," she said.
"Cassidy and I watched while we fingered each other," Tina added.
"So how... how long did you guys... you know...?" I asked, feeling my orgasm getting close. I didn't know if it was Rachel's expertise in riding me or hearing Tina talk about my wife getting fucked, but I was so damn hot.
"It was like two hours," Tina said, looking at Cassidy for confirmation, smiling. "Oh... and one more thing... and I think you'll appreciate this one. She ate both our pussies. Willingly. She wanted to."
"She did?" I asked, barely believing it. My wife? Was this really my wife they fucked?
"Uh huh," Tina smiled.
"And she was pretty good at it," Cassidy giggled beside me, stroking my chest, her hand then moving to pinch Rachel's nipple. Rachel loudly moaned in response.
I couldn't hold back any longer. "Oh... fuck," I moaned as my orgasm started to overwhelm me. I tried to get Rachel off me, somewhat realizing that I wasn't wearing any protection, but she didn't seem to notice or care.
"Don't stop... don't stop," she panted pushing my hands away and fucking me even harder. I came inside her, flooding her with spray after spray of my cum.
"Uh! Uh!" I said, my body, my ass clenching as each load was deposited inside her.
*****
The week was so different. Cheryl seemed to be a lot more relaxed and a little more... loving. We seemed to hug and kiss a little more, which I definitely appreciated. As Friday came, though, I texted Rachel to arrange to have some time with her. She told me that she was busy after 10pm, but would love to see me before then.
"Hey hun!" I said as I walked into the kitchen. Cheryl was at the stove, making dinner.
"Hi. How was work?" she asked.
"It... it was good," I said. It was a pretty good day. But I was so looking forward to being with Rachel. "Gary and Joe asked me to hang out at the bar tonight, if that's ok with you."
"Yeah... I think that'll be fine," she said. "I was... uh... just going to... you know... maybe read a little." She seemed suddenly excited and nervous.
"I'll probably be back late," I said.
"No problem," she smiled. "You go have fun with the guys."
"You mind if I... go now?" I asked. "I'll eat that later... or maybe for lunch tomorrow."
"Oh... um..." she seemed a little thrown off. Normally she'd be pissed that she'd spent all this time making dinner and I wasn't going to even eat it until later. But this time... she was almost... I dunno... happy... that I was leaving as soon as I was. "Sure. I'll just put it in the fridge. You can have it any time."
I smiled and felt very suspicious. There was something she wasn't telling me. "Thanks hun. I'll talk to you later. Don't wait up for me, ok?"
"Ok. Have fun!"
I gave her a quick peck on the lips and then slipped out the door. I was out of the driveway in seconds, on my way to pick up Rachel. When I finally got to her house, I parked on the street a few houses up and texted her to let me know I was there. She came out and jumped into my car, looking so cute and bubbly. She was smiling so sweetly. It was a look so different than she used to have... growing rapidly from being shy to being a confident, young woman.
We drove off to one of our favorite destinations. There was one spot that we'd found way outside of town, about a hundred yards off the main road, that was on the edge of a corn field. It was so dark outside and the sky was clear. We could see all the stars.
We jumped out of the car and I grabbed a blanket out of the trunk. Running a little ways from the car, we stopped and threw the blanket down, then sat. I immediately pushed her to her back, kissing her.



"I need you," I hissed into her mouth. "I fucking need you."
She didn't even reply. She seemed to be even more excited on hearing my need. She kissed me and held me even tighter to her. Her legs wrapped around one of mine, gripping it tightly, as she pushed her pussy into it, grinding.
"Oh... oh my God," she panted. "Oh that feels so good."
"Wait... let's get these off," I said, grabbing the waistband of her shorts and unfastening them. I pulled them off and tossed them aside. She grabbed the front of my jeans and unfastened my pants as I pulled my shirt off. She tugged my pants down and I stood to help her pull them off me, along with my boxers.
I pushed her onto her back again and, again, her legs wrapped around one of mine, forcing her pussy against my thigh. We kissed as she rubbed against me, sliding her pussy up and down my thigh, moving faster and faster. She panted into my mouth as she got more and more excited.
"Oh... oh fuck... shit," she panted.
"Oh my God... your fucking pussy is so wet," I said, biting and kissing her neck.
"Yes... yes..." she moaned.
"Does that fucking feel good for you?" I asked, rising so that we were nose to nose. Her face was scrunched, her brow furrowed, as the pleasure built and built inside her. I could feel her starting to lose control.
"Oh God I'm cumming!" she said quickly, as if there was nothing she could do to stop it.
"Holy shit! Yeah?" I asked. I'd never seen a girl grind like she was, outside of porn, and certainly never witnessed a girl cumming from it. I assumed it was all fake acting in the videos I watched. But Rachel wasn't acting. She was cumming. And it was sexy as hell!
"Oh! Oh! Oh fuck that feels so good," she moaned as her pussy juices ran down my leg. She held her body tight for a moment as her orgasm swept over her, then relaxed suddenly, almost grunting.
She panted as I held her to me, her head pressed into my chest. I couldn't believe it. She actually came from grinding on my thigh.
"Oh my God," she panted. "You know I can't stop thinking about you." I moved to lay down beside her, laying on my back to look up at her and the dark sky as she sat up a little and turned towards me. Stars were just beginning to appear. "I can't stop thinking about... this." She grabbed my shaft and started stroking it as she crawled between my legs.
"Oh, that feels so good," I moaned, watching her in the very dim light. The air was cool, the sun finally disappearing completely from the horizon and darkness filling the sky.
"Does it now?" she giggled, teasing me. "I had no idea. Do you want me to suck your cock?"
"Yes," I nodded, sitting up, as if that was the stupidest question in the whole wide world.
"Just lay back," she said, pressing a hand to my bare chest. I fell to my back again. "Good boy. Tell me you really want my tongue on your cock."
"I really, really want your tongue on my cock," I said desperately.
"You have a beautiful cock, daddy." She slid her tongue around the head while stroking the shaft below.
I shivered. "You know what that does to me when you call me that," I moaned.
"Oh, I know," she giggled. "You know, I wish I could thank you for everything you've done for me."
"What? I didn't do anything for you."
"You supported me," she said, sucking on the head for a moment. "You were the inspiration to start the business."
"Fuck that feels good," I moaned. "You built it, though. From the ground up."
"I just hope I'm able to keep it together," she said before sliding my cock deep into her mouth. "Mmmm," she moaned and the vibrations felt heavenly. She bobbed her head up and down it, making loud slurping noises, as she enjoyed driving me insane.
"Oh God that feels good," I moaned, watching her.
"Mmhmm," she moaned, rising off my shaft and licking the head once again. The extra spit made it easier for her to slide her hand up and down as she jerked me. She bent down again and licked up the sides of my shaft, starting at the bottom and licking all the way up to the top.
"I like feeling your hard cock in my hand... and in my mouth," she said softly. "How does my mouth feel wrapped around your cock?"
"Oh, it's so good," I said, feeling my orgasm rising. "I dream about it every night."
"Yeah?" she giggled. "Mmmm, you're so hard for me. I like it."
She slid my cock into her mouth again, moaning in delight once more. "Mmmmm." When she pulled off me the next time, she stroked my cock faster, trying to make it even harder. "Do you want to feel my pussy wrapped around your cock."
"Fuck yeah!" I immediately moaned, loudly. "Here... let me get on top."
We switched positions and I crawled between her spread legs as she got into a comfortable position on her back. I grabbed my shaft, feeling it throb with need and anticipation and slid the head around her wetness for a moment, teasing her clit. Then I lined it up against her hole and pushed my hips forward, sliding into her.
"Oh, that feels so good, feeling your big dick sliding into my pussy like that," she moaned below me. "Does it feel good to you?"
I smiled and shook my head. "God yes... fuck it's better than anything in the whole world, baby."
"Oh, I like to hear you say that," she smiled, moaning as I slid in and out of her, slow and easy. "Yessss... Make love to me like you're never going to stop."
I bent down and kissed her, our passion growing quickly, our tongues dueling, mingling, adoring the other. She wrapped her arms around me, holding me tightly as my hips continued moving, pumping into and grinding against her pussy.
"Your cock feels so good in me like that," she whispered, stroking my back with her hands. "Oh my God. Oh yes. You feel so good."
"You do, too," I agreed. "So perfect. I love... being inside... you." I was panting now, getting closer and closer to my orgasm as I sawed my cock in and out of her.
"I love feeling your cock going in and out of me," she said, kissing me again, almost giddy with joy. "You get so fucking hard for me. You know that? I want to feel you cum inside me again."
"What? Are you sure?" I asked. She actually wanted me to cum inside her pussy? I'd only done that once before and that was because I didn't have a lot of choice. My luck she was fertile as hell.
"Yeah... I do... please," she nodded quickly, smiling.
"You're... not... going to get... pregnant are you?" I asked, barely able to talk with my panting breaths.
She shook her head quickly and smiled. "No... I'm on birth control. But would it really matter?"
"I... well... I'm not sure... I want to get you... pregnant," I said. That would complicate things a whole hell of a lot.
She looked worried. "Don't you love me?" She forced me to stop fucking her.
"Yes... of course... I do love you," I said quickly. "But that doesn't mean you have to get pregnant."
"Ok... maybe some day then," she said, settling back again and letting my hips move to thrust into her once more. She smiled broadly. "And... I suppose until then, we can just... practice."
I laughed and started thrusting even faster. "Yes we can!"
"Oh my God," she moaned the pleasure rising in her just as quickly as it was in me.
But I peaked first, pushing my hips deep inside her, and grinding into her as my cock exploded again and again. "Oh! Oh! Oh my God! Oh my God!"
She writhed beneath me, her fingernails scratching my back as she came below me. Her head turned from side to side, her eyes closed and mouth opened. "Yeah... oh... yeah... I can feel it... fuck! Oh, you're so good to me," she panted as we both came down together, holding each other tightly.
I lay on top of her for some time, feeling my cock twitch every now and then, feeling her pussy clench on me every now and then, as my erection subsided. I pulled from her and lay down beside her with a huff, tired but... electrified. I felt so alive.
We looked up at the stars, just holding each other. "There's Ursa Major, the Big Dipper, the largest constellation in the northern hemisphere," I said. "It's probably the easiest constellation to spot. Then, if you look at the two stars on the outer edge of the bowl, they are called 'the Pointers' because they point to Polaris, the North Start. You just draw an imaginary line between those two and extend it about five times to find Polaris. Then, you found the Little Dipper. The North Start is the tip of the dipper's handle."
"Cool," Rachel said softly.
"And... if you look there... that's Hercules," I said, pointing to direct her attention to the constellation. "After completing twelve labors, Heracles married Deianeira, daughter of King Oeneus. While the two were travelling together, they came to a river where the centaur Nessus ferried people across. Heracles, ever the individualist, swam across the river, but Deianeira needed to be carried and Nessus, who offered to do it, fell in lust with her and tried to ravage her. Heracles hit the centaur with an arrow that was tipped in poison. Before he died, Nessus offered Deianeira some of his blood, saying that it could be used as a love charm. Deianeira kept the blood which carried the poison from Heracles' arrow. Much later, she became worried that Heracles' attention was wandering to another woman and she gave him a shirt on which she had smeared Nessus' blood. When Heracles put it on, the poison started burning his flesh and, once he realized what was going on, he built himself a pyre on Mount Oeta and lay on it, ready to meet his end. The fire burned the part of him that was mortal, and the immortal part joined Zeus and the other gods on Mount Olympus. Zeus placed Heracles in the sky as the constellation now known by its Roman name, Hercules."
"Where do you learn all that?" she asked.
I felt a bit honored that she was amazed by my useless knowledge. "Oh... I read too much... and look at the stars too much."
She nuzzled even tighter to me, kissing my chest.
"You're every man's dream. You know that?" I asked.
"Is that why you're hard again?" she giggled. "You want to make love to me again?"
I smiled. "As a matter of fact, yes... I do." I sat up on one elbow and turned towards her as she giggled. "Can't you stay longer?"
"No, I'm sorry," she frowned. "I can't. I have an appointment. Some unfortunate business to take care of." She sat up and started grabbing her clothes. "I should probably get going."
I nodded, not too happy about it. I was also feeling a bit jealous, wondering where she was going and who she was going to be with. I gathered up my clothes, too, and got dressed.
I dropped her back at her house and drove home. It was about 10:15pm when I pulled in the driveway. The lights in the house were mostly out, with the upstairs light in the master bedroom on, which I would expect if Cheryl was reading in bed.
But then I saw movement and it surprised me. It wasn't anything definitive, but the body I saw in the window didn't look like Cheryl. I got out of the car, closed the door softly, and worked my way to the front door. I tried to be as quiet as I could as I unlocked the door and came inside.
At first the house sounded very quiet. But then I heard an unmistakable moan. Then a sudden "Fuck!" from a male voice. Wondering what was going on, I crept up the stairs and saw that the master bedroom door was open. The sounds of sex were now very obvious, with both my wife and her male lover grunting and moaning. I could hear the bed creaking rhythmically as he fucked her. I slowly and quietly made my way to the door and peered inside, trying not to be seen.
Cheryl was on her stomach, her hips arched up in the air with a pillow underneath them to help expose her privates. A young man, probably college age, was on top of her, resting on his arms, his hips pistoning his large cock in and out of her.
"Oh my God," Cheryl gasped and giggled at the same time. "How do you do that to me?" she asked.
"I dunno," he laughed. "You just need a big dick to slide that deep," he said.
"Oh... you're definitely big," she giggled. "Vince is big, too, but I think you're even bigger. And... shit... you're gonna make me cum again. Oh fuck!" I watched her grab the covers tightly in her fists... watched her turn her head towards me, her eyes closed, mouth open in a huge, silent scream. I watched her body quiver and shake, more than I'd ever seen before, as she came.
"Yeah... you like that, don't you," the young man said as I turned back into the hallway. I didn't want to see any more. I started moving towards the stairs to leave.
"Fuck!" Cheryl said loudly. "Don't you ever get tired?" The young man just laughed, which was the last thing I heard as I quietly closed the front door and walked back to my car. My feeling were jumbled as I drove a little down the street and parked on the side of the road. I was just able to see the front door to the house. I didn't know if I was angry that she was cheating on me... jealous maybe that she was having sex with someone and not me.
It was laughable, of course, that she was doing the same thing to me that I was doing to her.
I just sat, stewing, wondering what I would say... if I would say anything... for another hour before the front door opened and a young man appeared. He closed the door behind him and walked a little up the street where a motorcycle was parked on the side of the road. In a moment, he had it started and drove off.
The upstairs, bedroom light went out and the house was now dark. I waited another thirty minutes, then pulled in the driveway again, as if I'd just arrived home. I walked in the house, about as quiet as I normally would be this time of night, and noticed that the bedroom light was off. I walked up the stairs and into the bedroom where I changed for bed. Cheryl appeared to be sound asleep.
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The Birthday Present
Ron and Sarah had always had a terrific sex life. She was so sexy, always dressing up and trying different games. Soon after their marriage they had added adult videos to their foreplay. Ron enjoyed a wide variety and one day found that his wife had a kinky fetish for lesbians. Ron had noticed that sometimes she was a lot hotter than others, but never associated it with anything in particular. That was until one particular video. He was laying back on the stacked pillows in their bed one Friday evening while Sarah and he watched a porn flick. The plot was superficial, but it revolved around some sort of female detective; smart, sexy, and always horny. She was a very attractive blond, with large breasts and small waist. She had a shaved pussy that made her clit stick way out, almost like a miniature cock.
They had watched a few of the opening scenes when his wife started stroking his cock. It was already semi-hard from the video, and her tugging made it long and stiff. At about the half-way point in the video, the female detective was interrogating a Hispanic female suspect. Sarah was so excited by her dominant actions that Ron could feel her shiver through her hand-job.
Then when the detective made a bold move and grabbed the girl's hair, forcing her head back in order to kiss her, Sarah ducked down and deep throated him in one move. Ron could hear her whimper through her sucking noises and, in the direction she was facing, she continued to watch the movie even as she was getting him off.
Within moments, the movie scene turned especially nasty with the detective sitting on the interrogation room table with the young Hispanic girl between her legs, licking her pussy. The video showed some extreme closeups of the girl's tongue sliding back and forth over the detective's clit and with each passing moment Ron heard more and more whimpers from Sarah. She was so excited.
"Oh my God, honey. That's so good," he groaned.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned around his shaft.
He was close to cumming, but he pulled her off his prick and slipped behind her so that they were both facing the TV, his legs laying beside her on each side. He wrapped both of his hands around her and, grabbing her thighs, pulled her legs wide. Resting his chin on her shoulder, he slowly stroked her pussy with both hands, occasionally pinching her clit between his fingers. Her cunt was soaking wet, dripping onto the sheets and she was groaning with an intense lust.
"Keep watching the video," he said. "God, that girl can lick a pussy right. She's got me so hard."
"Mmhmm," Sarah moaned softly. "It's... it's good."
Ron wormed his tongue into her ear and told her to play with her nipples for him. Her hands started to gently caress her breasts, palming them, until her nipples were good and hard. By that time, he had pushed two fingers of one hand into her pussy and used the other to quickly circle her clit. Her panting was matching the groans from the movie and after several minutes of this torture, she was on the verge of a powerful orgasm. Ron then told her to pinch her nipples and at the same time he pinched her clit. Her hips jumped up off the bed, her body quaking in front of him. He loved how beautiful and sexy she was when she was so totally aroused.
She was cumming hard within seconds. Her body was jumping on the bed so hard Ron thought he was going to get hurt. After she came, she lay back against him panting loudly, but still never taking her eyes off the video. When the scene changed, she brought her legs up under her and, slipping her ass up higher, squat back down on his prick.
"Fuck me, Ron," she panted.
He put both hands below her thighs to steady her, but she just went wild, sliding up and down his hard pole. At one point, she brought it out all the way to the tip and then nearly fell back down, burying it to the root.
She was panting loudly, like she was on the verge of cumming again.
Her lusty actions and mewling whimpers sent him over the edge. "Oh, God yes. I'm cumming baby," Ron groaned. "Put it where you want it."
Sarah pushed down hard, burying him deeply in her pussy and quickly started stroking her clit, her cunt spasming several times, milking him. He came in her, grunting hard, forcing four or five large spurts deep into her womb. As he was spraying the last of his seed, she came to a thundering orgasm. Her whole body tensed up and she squealed loudly and incoherently.
As she settled down, his softening prick slipped out of her and she lay against him, cuddling. She was still breathing deeply as the movie ended, but was near exhaustion. They went to sleep right afterwards, but at that moment, Ron knew what he was going to give to his wife for her birthday present next month.
*****
After that night, she never really opened up about what had come over her. She was very shy about her lusts and Ron didn't think she wanted to admit to herself that she was bi-sexual or at least bi-curious. Ron thought her upbringing made her think that it was evil to have such feelings and she beat herself up after she had thoughts like that. As Ron asked her about it, she got very angry saying that she wasn't some deviant hussy that had sex with anything with two legs, so he stopped probing. He continued planning her birthday present in hopes of really surprising her and giving her the night of her life; a night she would never forget.
*****
When her birthday finally arrived, they had gone out to dinner at a fancy restaurant and had a great time. Ron had warmed her up to the idea of a big surprise that she would truly love and all through the evening she kept trying to guess what it was. He knew she'd never be able to. She never even considered this a possibility.
Ron made sure she had a few glasses of wine, knowing how horny that made her. Her foot caressed his calf all through dinner, so he knew that she was in a good mood.
They went to a hotel after dinner and checked in to a fancy room. It was all decked out with a large bed, sitting area, and jacuzzi. It was going to fit into his plan just perfectly. It was late when they arrived, about 10:00, and they lay on the bed, cuddling and lightly petting. He was just trying to get her very warmed up. He knew they were in for a difficult night ahead, but also knew she would really love it if she let herself.
At about 11:00, they started getting ready for bed and she hurried into the bath to change into a negligee that Ron had bought for her. Ron made a quick phone call to confirm her present and made sure he talked very softly. He took off his clothes and slipped on a robe. When Sarah came out, he was absolutely stunned! She looked so good in her two piece outfit. Both were lacy and were very see-through. The top had a single button in the front, right between her breasts.
"Wow!" he said. "Don't lay down. Come with me." Ron got up and led her to the sitting area, where he had prepared a chair for her. He had moved one of them into the middle, one that had sweeping arms. To the legs he had attached soft ropes.
"And what is this all about?" she asked. She looked at him, smiling, and looking suspicious, wondering what he was up to. But sat down anyway, smiling sexily. Ron could tell she was revved up for a terrific night of loving.
He slowly stroked her arms and legs, moving them over the arms of the chair and looped the ends of the rope around each arm and ankle, binding her to the chair. Ron made sure that each binding was secure and held her so that she couldn't move far. About the only movement available to her was to raise and lower her hips from the cushion. She tried to talk, but Ron raised a finger to her lips each time to signal her to be quiet.
Ron retrieved a bottle of massage oil and knelt in front of her. After dribbling a little of the oil onto her skin, he began massaging it in, being sure to pay lots of attention to each nipple and her pussy, slowly opening her negligee like a curtain. She was getting very excited and began panting loudly. His tongue traced circles around her abdomen and down along her inner thighs. Her hips rose and fell slightly, trying to make him touch her and make her cum.
Ron glanced up. Her head had fallen back and she was breathing heavily. "Just put it in me, Ron. Please quit teasing me and fuck me."
"In good time, love," he said, teasing her. "We have all night, remember? First, I want to play some games."
Ron put an oil-covered finger near her anus and slowly slipped it around her puckered hole as his lips nibbled at her swollen cunt lips and clit. He knew just what turned her on and he used every trick in the book. He took his time, keeping her on the edge of an orgasm when there was a soft knock on the door. Ron glanced at the clock as he stood. Precisely midnight; right on time.
"Ron? Untie me," Sarah said, nervously. "Please! Or at least cover me up!".
"Don't worry, love. This is your birthday present," he told her. "And you're in the perfect position to receive it." She protested more loudly as Ron approached the door but Ron reminded her that the neighbors would hear her if she wasn't quiet.
Ron opened the door. The two women he had hired were standing there dressed in very hot outfits. He'd asked them to dress as dominatrix, hoping that it would arouse his wife beyond belief. The taller girl was black and wore a black, two piece latex outfit. The top showed a plunging neckline between her large breasts and the bottom was so tight Ron could see the outline of her mons. It was zippered in the crotch, though, for easy access. The shorter girl was younger, 18 by his estimation. Looking like a young blonde bimbo, she wore a red latex dress that was cut with a very low neckline and a very high hemline. If she would have bent over, Ron know he would have seen every inch of her. Both wore high heels and walked in as if they owned the hotel.
"Ron, who are these women?" Sarah whispered nervously. She pulled at her bonds, fighting to get free.
"Go shut the slut up," the taller woman said to the younger. The girl took her bag over to the chair and pulled out a tennis-ball like contraption, with straps. She pushed it at Sarah's lips, trying to force it between them.
"What the fuck are you doing?" Sarah protested, turning her head away to avoid the gag.
"Open up, slut," she hissed, her face inches from Sarah's. Sarah's face showed her outright fear, but she pursed her lips together to keep her mouth shut. The girl grabbed one of Sarah's nipples between her fingers and squeezed forcefully as she twisted it. As Sarah's mouth opened in pain, the girl pushed the ball into her mouth and quickly buckled the straps behind her head. "There you go. We don't want you bothering the neighbors with a lot of noise." The girl kissed her, running her tongue up her cheek, right where a tear had slipped from Sarah's eye.
Sarah was complaining loudly into the ball gag, but they could barely hear her. Her eyes pleaded for Ron to help her.
"Mmmm, she's all ready for us, isn't she," the taller woman said. Ron knew her as Kayla, or more precisely Mistress Kayla. He nodded mutely, unable to talk because he was so stunned by her presence. She was a few inches taller than him in her heels and commanded pure obedience.
"This is one of my sluts, Chrissy," she said, acknowledging her with a nod. Chrissy was running her hands over Sarah's shoulders as she kissed her face, flicking her tongue over her forehead. Sarah's eyes were tightly closed and she was crying softly. Ron felt a pang of guilt for hurting her like this, but he knew she would love it in the end; she just had to get past her hang-ups.
"Sit back and enjoy the show. We have several hours to play and I'm sure you won't be disappointed," Mistress Kayla said, escorting him over to the couch. She pulled his robe open and inspected his prick. It was very hard and greeted her by jumping as she grazed it with her fingers. "Very nice. We'll have to make sure it gets some attention, too."
Ron sat back on the couch and Mistress walked over to the night stand and opened the drawer, removing the envelope he had placed there earlier. She counted the money inside and quickly put it into her purse. As she walked over to Sarah, Chrissy was leaning over her head, her hands running up and down over her abdomen, lightly caressing her breasts and pussy. Chrissy was whispering to her and Ron could see that Sarah was excited by her ministrations. Sarah's face was nearly in her crotch and I'm sure she could smell her womanly scent as Chrissy pressed her abdomen onto her forehead.
Mistress Kayla walked over, knelt between Sarah's spread legs, and slipped her hands up and down her inner thighs, lightly scratching them with her fingernails. Chrissy knelt behind the chair and pushed Sarah's head up until she was looking at Mistress. She rested her chin on Sarah's shoulder and whispered in her ear as her hands slowly unbuttoned her negligee. When Sarah's breasts were exposed, Chrissy's hands cupped them and lightly pinched her nipples. They were already hard little points, betraying Sarah's excitement.
"Watch my Mistress, slut. Watch her play with your body and make you feel so good," Chrissy whispered in her ear before flicking it with her tongue. Sarah gasped into her gag and Ron could tell she couldn't take her eyes off Mistress. Her eyes were full of a mixture of both fear and excitement.
Mistress' hands slipped down Sarah's thighs until they framed her pussy behind her lace panties. "Such a pretty pussy, Sarah. You shouldn't let prudish beliefs keep you from experiencing true sexual pleasure. Tonight you're going to experience things you've never felt before, things I'm sure you've dreamed about though. Before the evening's over," she said swiping a finger right over Sarah's clit, "you will cum more times than you can count." Sarah groaned in quiet protest. "No need to deny it, Sarah, I can tell you want this. I know the signs. I've slept with many, many women and your body betrays you."
Mistress Kayla lowered her face just over Sarah's cunt and she inhaled. "Mmmm, such a lovely scent." Her tongue flicked over Sarah's engorged clit and Sarah shuddered. The scene excited him so much Ron started running his fist up and down his hard prick, lubricating it with his pre-cum.
Mistress grabbed Sarah's panties and ripped one leg, so that it hung limp from her other leg, exposing her most intimate parts to her tormentor. "So pretty," Mistress moaned as she began flicking her tongue around her pussy, being careful to just tease her clit. She slapped Sarah's thighs with her hands until they were rosy pink and between each flicked at her pussy. The lips had parted like a budding flower and her juices were oozing out of her.
Chrissy continued to knead Sarah's breasts and flicked her tongue in her ear. Sarah was panting loudly now, almost as if she couldn't breathe. After several long, torturous minutes, Mistress sat back and finally noticed him. His hand was stroking quickly up and down his shaft as Ron neared his orgasm.
"Chrissy, why don't you go take care of our host," she said.
Chrissy seemed rather upset with the order, but none-the-less stood up and walked over to him, swinging her hips seductively. She knelt between his knees and, removing his hand, replaced it with her tongue, sliding up and down as if it were an ice cream cone. Ron was in heaven by her expert tongue and lips and groaned loudly.
Mistress giggled. "Looks like your hubby is enjoying himself." Sarah and Ron locked eyes for a split second. She didn't look scared anymore, just excited with a look of helplessness. It was funny. Ron knew she didn't want him to think bad of her because she was enjoying herself. She didn't want him to pass judgement or think she was some kind of slut or worse yet... that she enjoyed having sex with women. But if he told her the truth, that's what he wanted. He wanted her to enjoy sex with women. He knew he'd enjoy watching her have sex with women.
She closed her eyes in a groan as Mistress toyed with her clit once again.
"Stick a finger up your pussy?" Mistress Kayla asked rhetorically. "Hmmmm? Ooooh, what a hungry little cunt you have." Mistress Kayla pushed her middle finger deep into Sarah's cunt until her fist pushed against her lips. Sarah's head fell back again in pleasure. Mistress' hand alternated between slow, long intrusions to quick, piercing stabbings, slamming her fist into her mons.
Ron was in heaven just watching Sarah get fingered, but Chrissy was an expert cock-sucker. After she licked and stroked his cock to its hardest state ever, she pushed it between her beautifully thick lips and plunged it deep into her throat. Between her sucking and fisting, she had him nearly screaming out in pleasure. But, just as he thought he would cum, she would back off. Minutes later she would bring him to the crest once again. It was a terrific roller coaster ride. He was so worked up, he was nearly ready to just grab her and fuck her furiously.
Chrissy suddenly stopped her ministrations and Ron thought he made an unnatural squeal as she stood up. He watched, mesmerized, as she pulled her tight skirt up over her hips, exposing her naked snatch and ass. She turned away from him and backed up until her ass pressed against his face. Then she bent over, her hands on her knees and offered her snatch to him, spreading her knees wide. Without even thinking, Ron grabbed her thighs and pressed his tongue deep into her, sucking deeply on her pussy lips and clit. He was in paradise.
"See," Mistress said to Sarah, still driving her fingers into her juicy hole. "Chrissy-slut just loves to get her pussy eaten. Your hubby's OK, but she's used to a much better tongue. Women are sooo much better at pussy licking than men." Sarah was looking at her through half lidded eyes. "Don't you agree?" she asked flicking her clit once again with her finger. Sarah groaned, pushing her hips up as high as she could, her body shuddering.
"I thought you would." Mistress bent forward and licked her clit several times, letting Sarah's saliva drip from her lips onto her chest. "Mmmm, your pussy is so tasty. I bet your hubby just loves going down on you." She slowly pulled her finger from her dripping snatch. "Hmmm, I think you need another," she said as she pushed two fingers back inside and turned her hand over to rub at Sarah's G-spot, slowly pushing in and out, flicking, twisting, driving Sarah insane with the sensations.
"You know, if you were my little slut, I'd make sure you were taken care of all day long. I just love to watch a horny little pussy dripping with cum. Don't you, baby slut? Your hubby told me just how much you liked looking at pussy. Do you want to taste a dripping pussy? Hmmm?"
Sarah pulled at her bonds in agony. She felt so excited, more than she could ever remember feeling. She was so close to cumming, but the Mistress kept her just at the edge.
"Such a hungry little pussy. How many little piggies can I get into your pussy, slut? Let's find out." Mistress pulled her two fingers out and slowly started forcing three back into the tight hole. Sarah's eyes were forced shut and her head flipped from side to side in her agony and ecstasy. She had no idea how much time had passed since this woman had started playing with her. It felt like forever, but she still hadn't been allowed to cum yet. Through half lidded eyes, she glanced over and saw Ron grunting as his sperm shot into Chrissy's mouth, the young woman's lips holding the tip of his rod. Sarah saw her throat working furiously to capture the copious fluids that she knew were erupting from his hard shaft.
"You want another one in, little pussy? Hmmm, you want... four... fingers?" Mistress pushed the fourth finger, her pinky finger, into Sarah's tight cunt, moving very slowly. Sarah was crying loudly into her gag. Ron couldn't tell if it was from pure pleasure or pain, but Ron knew she had never been stretched so wide before. Drool dribbled down the side of her face as well as tears from her eyes, but her hips kept pushing up and down as if she was trying to force Mistresses entire hand into her body.



"You like that, baby? You like it when I shove my fingers in your pussy?" Ron could tell that Mistress loved her job. She teased Sarah, playing her like a violin, strumming her clit ever so gently, then more forcefully, making Sarah moan in heat, panting around her gag. Mistress giggled. "Mmmm, yes. You love it. Ooooh, feels so good."
"Chrissy-slut, stand over here," Mistress said, pointing to the floor beside Sarah's chair. Chrissy walked over to Mistress, swaying her hips again. Oh, that ass! What Ron wouldn't have given to just have fucked it right then and there. But he knew this was more for Sarah than for him.
"Yes Mistress," Chrissy said softly.
"Open your legs," Mistress demanded, smacking Chrissy's thigh with her left hand. "Show this slut your beautiful pussy."
Chrissy pushed her knees wider and thrust her hips towards Sarah. She used both hands to pull her pussy lips apart and expose her engorged clit. Her lips were still glistening with her juices and Ron's saliva. She started circling her finger over her clit and occasionally pushed a finger deep into her hole.
"Yeah, rub your clit. Play with your little clit," Mistress ordered. Chrissy was wild. With one hand she mauled her breasts through the latex dress, while the other continued to rub her pussy. "See how pretty it is, pussy-slut?" she said to Sarah. "We took off all that nasty hair and now she's got it all hot and wet."
"Oh God," Chrissy moaned in heat.
"Mmm, yes, keep rubbing your little clit. Get your pussy all nice and juicy. I want Sarah to see what a nice pussy looks like before I make her eat it."
Sarah seemed startled by Mistress' comments, and shook her head no, but was too excited to look away from Chrissy's beautiful cunt. With her finger twisting this way and that, it wasn't long before Chrissy had worked herself up until she was almost cumming. Mistress kept slipping her four fingers slowly in and out of Sarah's open cunt and Ron could see her juices dripping from her hand. Sarah was indeed loving every minute of this torture.
"Stop!" Mistress ordered. "Finish yourself off on her face." Chrissy grunted as she removed her fingers from her mound, her face was flushed, and she walked behind Sarah's chair breathing rapidly. She was on the edge of her orgasm and couldn't wait to finish. She pushed Sarah's head back, kicked her leg up, and straddled her face with her legs so that Sarah's face was forced onto her cunt.
Sarah moaned weakly, unable to stop Chrissy as she pushed her cunt savagely forward and back over Sarah's face, fucking it. Chrissy's warm, soft, wet cunt lips slithered over Sarah's face, riding over the ridge of her nose. Chrissy pushed down, forcing Sarah's nose deeper into her cunt.
Slowly Mistress used her free hand to twist Sarah's exposed nipples, sending shivers up and down her spine. Sarah's hips were thrust high in the air and Ron could hear her soft moans of delight.
"Can you taste her, baby-slut? Can you taste her honey-sweet juices dripping from her cunt?" Mistresses fingers pushed harder into her hole, twisting and turning. Ron could tell that Sarah was begging for release; begging to be allowed to cum. Mistress backed off a little, slowing her torturing fingers. "I'll let you cum, baby-slut. But first you have to ask to eat Chrissy's pussy and make her cum. Then you can cum all... night... long."
Chrissy moved back off of Sarah's face and stood beside her. She bent down and licked Sarah's cheek with a long swipe of her tongue, gathering her dewy nectar. "Mmmm, please tell me you want to lick my pussy," she whispered, breathing heavily.
"Mmm hmmm," Sarah whimpered, looking longingly at Chrissy.
"I think she wants to," Mistress sneered. "Take off her gag and let's hear her plead for pussy."
Chrissy unbuckled the gag and removed it from Sarah's mouth. Sarah moved her mouth and lips a little, easing away the aches.
"Well, my little pussy slut. Do you want to eat Chrissy-slut's wet pussy?"
"Yes," came Sarah's tentative reply. It was almost a whisper.
Mistress cruelly pinched her clit with her free hand making Sarah groan out loudly. "What was that pussy-slut?"
Sarah closed her eyes as if to keep from remembering this moment. To hide the shame of what she was about to do. "Please let me lick her pussy." Mistress' hand twisted and plunged in and out again making Sarah scream out.
"Oooh, yes, please do," Mistress cooed.
Sarah leaned her head back again and Chrissy lifted her leg, exposing her cunt to Sarah's mouth. Sarah dug right in, her tongue stabbing at the soft flesh that covered her face. She could barely hear Chrissy groaning in delight, her heart was pounding in her ears. She felt one of the two women pinch and pull at her nipples and Mistress' fingers continue to slide in and out of her cunt.
"Tell me how much you like pussy, my little slut," Mistress said.
"Mmm... I love... sucking... pussssy," Sarah moaned, making long licks at Chrissy's pussy as she spoke.
A few moments passed before the Mistress again spoke, pinching Sarah's clit for emphasis. "Keep talking pussy-slut. I didn't tell you to stop."
Ron watched, sliding his hand up his cock as he watched his wife, the woman he'd known for years, the woman that vehemently denied she was excited by women, lick another pussy and enjoy it. She slurped noisily as if wanting to drink all of Chrissy's cum, not wanting to waste a single drop. Every few licks she would proclaim her love for pussy, for licking clits, and drinking girl-cum.
Chrissy was cruelly twisting Sarah's nipples which only seemed to excite Sarah more. She was writhing in the chair, pulling at her bonds. Mistress looked over at Ron, watching him pull harder and faster on his stiff prick.
"Why don't you come over here and fuck your little pussy-slut while she eats Chrissy."
Ron quickly stood and nearly ran over to them. Mistress pulled her fingers out of Sarah's cunt and, kneeling, he plunged in as deep as possible in one quick thrust. He couldn't wait to be gentle. He was so far out of control that he needed to cum now. Sarah's pussy readily accepted his manhood and she was working her muscles as if to milk him dry as well. She was in heat and would have fucked the family dog right now.
Mistress stood and walked behind Chrissy. She wrapped her arms around her and began fondling her breasts. Ron watched as Mistress' tongue slipped into Chrissy's ear, her hands lifting and massaging each full mound of breast flesh, as if offering them to him. After several strokes, Ron heard Sarah moan between slurps drawing his attention to her once again. Her mouth was working, her tongue sliding back and forth over Chrissy's clit and pussy. Sarah was mad with desire and pulled at her bonds in order to try to use her hands, but it was no use, they were on too tightly.
"Yes, pussy-slut, lap up her juices. We all know you want to. You were made to lick pussy. Go ahead and get this slut off with your tongue."
Chrissy cried out in ecstasy and Ron could almost see her juices pouring out over Sarah's face. After a few moments, Chrissy dismounted her and left Sarah breathing heavily, her face coated with cum juices. Her mouth was open and she panted loudly as Ron fucked her. Mistress and Chrissy moved beside her and ran their hands up and down her body. Their hands caressing her bobbing breasts, tweaking her nipples, as Ron continued to fuck her. Ron was so excited watching the two as they both leaned in, kissing and licking her lips and face.
Suddenly, Mistress' hand slipped down over Sarah's abdomen and began circling her clit. Sarah went wild, her hips bucking wildly as she careened towards her orgasm. Her cunt spasmed around his cock, pulling and tugging on it sending him over the edge as well. They both came at nearly the same time and Ron grunted loudly as he pumped his sperm deep into her.
As he pulled out, Mistress had Chrissy knelt between Sarah's legs and licked her some more. Chrissy was softly and gently probing her tongue all around Sarah's cunt, every now and then causing Sarah's hips to buck in a convulsion. Sarah's cunt was very sensitive right now, but she couldn't do anything to keep Chrissy's tongue away. Sarah begged Chrissy to stop between pants, to no avail.
Ron went back and sat on the couch once again, pretty exhausted. He could only imagine how tired Sarah was. But he knew that Mistress wasn't done yet. Mistress went to the balcony for a smoke while Chrissy softly kept Sarah moaning. Ron could tell she wasn't trying to make her cum, she was just keeping her on edge.
After about ten minutes, Mistress came back into the room and sat on the couch beside him. "Do you enjoy watching your wife eat pussy?" she asked quietly.
Ron nodded dumbly. "Hell yeah... a lot."
She smiled at him as if to say, "you haven't seen anything yet." She then barked at Chrissy. "Release her."
Chrissy stopped licking Sarah's pussy and pulled the bonds from her arms and legs. Sarah was still panting as she rubbed where the ropes had gripped her. Chrissy then moved off to the side.
"Crawl over here, my little pussy-slut. We have one more thing for you to do." With that, Mistress spread her legs wide, putting her left leg up onto Ron's lap. Her fingers rubbed along the sides of her mound and her inner thighs in anticipation. Sarah crawled over to them, her breasts bobbing beneath her. When she got in front of Mistress and him, she stopped and sat back on her heels.
"It's time to please me," Mistress said. "Time to worship my cunt. But first, you have to ask for it."
Sarah looked at Ron, then at Mistress, then at her crotch. Mistress' fingers were toying in her bush and Ron could see the desire in Sarah's eyes. She still had some lingering hesitation, especially now that she was free and wasn't forced to do it.
"You know you want to. And we know you want to. In fact, your husband was just telling me how much he enjoyed watching you eat pussy. Isn't that right?"
Ron gulped, wondering what Sarah would think of him now. "Yes, I did," Ron managed to squeak out.
"He knew you would love it. That's why he arranged this little get-together. So... now that we've got that all out into the open, let's try this again. Thank your husband and ask him if you can eat my pussy."
Sarah's face showed her thinking about what to do, how to respond. She turned towards him and placed her hands on his knees, her face was so close to Mistress' snatch. The silver zipper outlined her crotch and the pink inside was practically glowing between her dark pussy lips and skin. Her pussy was very meaty and was damp with her juices.
Sarah's face calmed and seemed to make up her mind as she slipped up between his knees and lightly gripped his prick. She stroked it softly. "Thank you for the birthday present, honey. I've enjoyed it very much." She leaned forward, her chest resting on Mistress' shin, and gently licked his manhood. Ron groaned slightly at the contact. She looked as if she were savoring a delicious popsicle as she licked up and down it's length, her eyes partly closed. "I've enjoyed them very much," she said between licks.
"Mmm, that's right," Mistress cooed to her. "Tell him what you liked."
Sarah couldn't seem to look him in the face, but continued her ministrations on his man-meat. "I... I loved having them lick my pussy.... I loved having Chrissy's pussy on my lips... I loved being tied down and forced to do this..."
She was shivering with excitement with each confession and had him nearly ready to blow another load.
"I hope we can do this with someone again... but until then... will you please let me taste Mistress?"
Ron nodded his head, smiling. "Definitely!" He watched as his middle-aged, reserved wife, slid between this woman's thighs right next to him and start tenderly licking her. And with her eyes looking up at both him and Mistress, Ron knew she was going to enjoy it as much as they were.
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"The trees look so green!" Rachel said as she, her friend Taylor, and I hiked through the woods. Cheryl had taken another weekend trip to go check on her sister. She'd been doing well and this was probably Cheryl's last trip down for the summer. Rachel had wanted to go out and get some fresh air.
"I've never been on this trail," Taylor admitted. She was a little younger than Rachel, just graduating high school two months ago. She was heading off to the University of Mississippi to become an education major in just a few weeks. She was bigger than Rachel, more rounded, with much larger, D-cup breasts. She'd worn a white tank top and cotton shorts, close to what Rachel was wearing, and her breasts looked barely contained. I couldn't help but stare at them, although I tried to hide that fact from Rachel.
I looked around. "I don't think I've been on this one, either."
"It's not very hard or very long," Rachel giggled. "I mean... not as hard or long as you are daddy." I shook my head at her joke. "I just thought it'd be nice to get some fresh air. It's going to suck going back to school and I want to make the most of my time."
As we walked, I could feel a sense of dread overtake me. My wife was fucking another man. I was having a hard time admitting it and I was having a hard time dealing with it. I couldn't believe how unfaithful she was acting. I knew I was being a hypocrite, but I couldn't help it. In my eyes, Cheryl was... a goody-two-shoes. She was the most perfect, morally upright mom I'd ever met. And she spent several nights over the past few weeks lying about what she was doing and where she was going, making me stay at home with our son, while, all the while, she was out somewhere fucking Aaron.
And Rachel knew. She helped set it up, and, since he was part of their "Babysitter Club", she was collecting money from Aaron every time they fucked. The whole thing was feeling more and more fucked up.
"What's wrong, daddy?" Rachel asked, taking my arm in hers and putting her head against my upper arm. "You seem kinda down."
"It's just... it's Cheryl," I admitted.
"And the fact that she's fucking Aaron?" Rachel asked, so matter-of-factly. She'd heard me complain before. She definitely wasn't bothered by it. It was just business to her. In a way, she was happy that she was able to spend more time with me because of it.
"Yeah... and thanks for the reminder," I said.
"Come on. She's just having a little fun," Rachel said. "Just like you. Lighten up about it. It's no big deal."
I nodded. I knew she was right. If I was doing it, she had every right to do it, too. It was just... I didn't want her to. I didn't want to see her in that light. It felt like she was being stained and tainted.
The trail itself was only a little over two miles long and didn't take very long to traverse. When we got back to the parking lot, Rachel was the first to ask to go get some ice cream. The ice cream parlor was close by and we all three got cones, then sat by the car.
"Can we go back to your house, daddy?" Rachel asked, slowly and teasingly licking up the side of her cone and then seductively licking her hand as the vanilla ice cream dribbled onto her fingers. I'd seen that several times before, as she licked my cum off my shaft then off her hand. I felt my cock lurch in my shorts. I groaned inwardly, trying my best not to show the world how turned on she was getting me. "I mean... your wife's gone for the weekend, right? So we have plenty of time to... play."
"Yeah, she's gone," I said. "I think she's coming back tomorrow."
"And it's still really, really early..." Rachel smiled. Both girls looked at each other and giggled. I could tell they had something in mind... something that they'd already talked about and planned.
"Yeah... I guess that would be ok," I agreed. It was only noon. What the hell.
We got into the car and I drove back to the house, with Rachel in the passenger seat, her hand stroking my thigh as we went, occasionally grabbing and stroking my cock through my shorts. I pulled into the garage and shut off the car, my erection making it difficult to walk. Rachel grabbed the keys from me and both girls ran to the door, unlocked it, than ran inside, giggling the entire time. By the time I got inside, I could hear them giggling upstairs.
I walked up the stairs, just listening to them. I walked into my bedroom and they were on the bed, holding each other, kissing.
"Girls... I... I don't think we should play around up here," I said, feeling the weight of spoiling my marriage bed. My wife had done it already... but I hadn't. It felt like a step too far. "Let's go downstairs. Ok?"
"What difference does it make where we are?" Rachel asked. "Besides, this is way more comfortable." She tapped the bed, urging me to get on with them.
"More comfortable for what?" I asked.
"Come on," Rachel urged. "Let's have a little fun."
"Fun?" I asked, surprised that she'd want to do anything with another person involved. "The three of us? Are you sure this is cool with you?"
Rachel nodded. "Of course... come on... I want to share her with you," she said. "Besides... she could use the money."
"It's just a little fun," Taylor smiled, grabbing and squeezing her breasts over her shirt as she lay back on the bed.
"It'll help get your mind off your wife," Rachel smiled.
"You sure it's not going to be like weird or anything?" I asked. I'd intentionally only been with Rachel. I didn't want her to be jealous or mad at me. I was actually falling pretty hard for her.
"No... of course not," Rachel said, smiling. "It's my idea."
"Double the pussy, double the love... right?" Taylor asked, giggling, as she rose to her knees on the bed.
I shook my head. She was only eighteen, looked as innocent as a dove, and she was throwing out sexual innuendos.
Taylor licked her lips teasingly and she dropped to all fours. "Let me just put it in my mouth. Please..."
"Ok... ok," I said, resigned that they weren't going to stop.
Taylor giggled as I lay on my back and she started unfastening and tugging my pants down. My cock was hard and popped out as soon as my pants were unfastened. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft and she stroked it a few times before sliding the head into her mouth.
"Mmmm," she moaned.
Rachel pulled off her clothes and joined her on the other side.
"Oh fuck," I hissed. Taylor's mouth seemed small, stretching wide around my big shaft, and was so hot and wet.
Rachel took over stroking my shaft as Taylor sucked on it, both sliding up and down. "There's nothing better than two perfect girls to worship that cock. Mmm... I stroke it and she sucks on it."
"Oh... fuck," I whispered, throwing my head back.
"Mmmmm... God, sucking on his cock is making me so horny," Taylor said, rising up so that she and Rachel could kiss as Rachel continued stroking my cock with one hand and grabbing her friend's tit with the other. Taylor pulled her clothes off. It took a second for her to release the clasp on her bra, but when she did and they bounced free, they were magnificent!
Rachel turned and smiled at me as Taylor bent down and slid her mouth onto my shaft again. "See... isn't this fun?"
"Yeah," I nodded in agreement.
Taylor bobbed her head up and down my cock, sliding it in and out, in and out of her hot, wet mouth. She was slurping and moaning the entire time, enjoying herself to the fullest.
"Oh, that's so hot," Rachel moaned.
"Oh shit!" I moaned loudly, her mouth getting me so close to my orgasm. Fuck! I didn't want to blow my load so soon, but it didn't feel like she cared. Suddenly she lifted her mouth off me and Rachel released my cock, letting my body rest for a moment.
"See, aren't two girls better than one?" Rachel giggled.
"Yeah... this is too cool," I laughed. "I've just never really done it with two girls before."
"I want to make you feel better," Rachel said. "I don't want you to think about your wife. Just me."
"I certainly feel better," I smiled.
"Look how hard and fat his cock is!" Taylor said, amazed as her hand held my shaft, her face inches from it.
"I know, right?" Rachel beamed. "Isn't that a nice cock?"
"I had no idea you had such a nice cock, Mr. James," Taylor gushed. I was stunned. It didn't look right to have the word 'cock' come from her innocent face. Then, suddenly, she stretched her lips over it once again, slurping and licking. I shivered at the pleasure she was giving me.
"Oh yeah... she looks so pretty sucking your cock," Rachel smiled. "Her lips are so stretched around it. Yeah... take that cock bitch. Go ahead, choke on it." Rachel used her free hand to push on Taylor's head, trying to drive her down onto my cock, trying to drive it deeper into her mouth.
"Mmhmm... I love getting fed cock," Taylor drooled and coughed as she rose from my cock. "But I want him inside my pussy."
"Oooh! I'd love to watch that," Rachel nodded. "I need to see your big titties bounce on that cock."
"Really?" I asked.
Taylor smiled as she rose onto her knees, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.
"Oh yeah!" Rachel smiled broadly. "Let her have her fun."
Taylor crawled over to me and kicked her leg over my hips. She used her hands to open her pussy as Rachel helped guide the head of my cock into her. Then she sat down on it, slowly dropping her hips, sliding me deeper and deeper.
"Yeah... ride that cock," Rachel moaned excitedly.
"Oh my God. Oh fuck," Taylor moaned as my cock stretched her so open. Then she started slowly moving her hips up and down, sliding all the way from the bottom to the tip of my cock with each stroke, hissing as she sank it deep inside her. Fuck she was so tight!
Rachel sat beside me and reached out to grab Taylor's breasts and roll her nipples between her fingers. "God, she's got great tits! Doesn't she? Watching her is making me so horny." She leaned forward and the two young women kissed as I watched, mesmerized.
"Oh fuck!" Taylor moaned as she rode me faster, bouncing on me. Her breasts bouncing and flopping with every move she made.
"Oh my God, this is crazy!" I moaned.
Rachel smiled and kissed me. "Doesn't she know how to ride dick good? God, she was born to fuck."
"Oh shit! Oh my God!" Taylor moaned loudly. She put her hands down on my shoulders and leaned forward, letting her move her hips at different speeds.
Rachel crawled down towards my feet, running her hand down Taylor's back and grabbed her ass. She looked intently behind her friend, then she smiled at me. "Mmm... you should see her perfect little asshole," Rachel said, sliding her fingers down the crack of Taylor's ass teasingly.
"Wow... I've never... that feels so weird," Taylor gasped as Rachel circled her tight, little sphincter.
Rachel smiled as she slid her finger into her mouth, getting it very wet, then returned it to Taylor's ass. I could tell the moment her finger pierced Taylor's asshole and wiggled its way inside.
Taylor's eyes went wide and her body quivered, her mouth opening in shock. "What are you...? Oh my fucking God!"
"You like that?" Rachel asked, smiling broadly, obviously sliding her finger in and out of her friends asshole. Her other hand grabbed and squeezed Taylor's breast firmly.
The young woman could only nod. She'd closed her eyes tightly, her mouth open, a low moan escaping her lips. The added sensation was overwhelming her brain.
I reached up, grabbed and squeezed her breast, too. My fingers grabbed and twisted her nipple slightly, sending her over the edge.
"Oh! Oh fuck!" she panted, her hips moving erratically, her upper body going rigid. Her eyes were closed tightly, her mouth open and drooling. It seemed she could barely form words. "Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" Then she came, covering my cock and hips with her fluids, her hips moving rapidly. Then she quickly slid off me, grabbing her pussy and squeezing it as she fell back on the bed.
Rachel giggled as she watched her friend, then quickly kicked her leg over and mounted me. "I want a turn on that dick." She lowered her pussy on me faster, her pussy soaking wet and so ready for me. "Oh fuck! Yeah... I'm nice and wet. Oh fuck! Your cock feels so good in me!"
She started sliding up and down on my shaft. The different feel of her pussy made my cock pay even more attention, the pleasure rapidly building.
Taylor rose to her knees and the girls kissed, Taylor now grabbing and playing with Taylor's smaller breasts. "Fuck that's so hot. You look so hot riding his dick."
"I needed your cock so bad, daddy," Rachel moaned, smiling down at me.
"I love sharing dick with you," Taylor whispered to her friend, passionately kissing her again.
Rachel slid off me for a moment. "Come here, I want you to taste my pussy off his cock." Taylor quickly dropped down, her mouth sliding over my wet shaft as she sucked on me for a moment.
"You taste so good," Taylor smiled, rising on her knees again. Her hand snaked around Rachel's head and she pulled her into a searing kiss.
I had to admit, watching them kiss was really turning me on.
Rachel mounted me again, sliding her pussy down over my shaft. "He looks hungry for those tits," she said to Taylor, looking at me as I stared at Taylor's D-cup breasts above me.
"Yeah?" Taylor asked, smiling at me. She grabbed her breasts in her hands, lifting and squeezing them. "You like my big tits?"
"He hasn't been able to stop staring at them all day," Rachel giggled.
Taylor bent over, letting her breasts hang below her over my head, sliding her large mounds over my face. My tongue and lips found her nipples and I sucked on each of them, nibbling slightly as she moaned above me.
I heard a phone softly ring nearby and patted the bed with my hand to find my shorts. I grabbed them and managed to grab my phone from the pocket before Taylor thankfully sat back for a second.
"Oh shit!" I said, recognizing the caller ID. "It's my wife. I gotta answer this or she'll be suspicious."
Both Rachel and Taylor giggled, looking at each other in shocked pleasure.
"Go ahead... we'll be quiet," Rachel said, her eyes twinkling with obviously devious thoughts.
I swiped over the screen answering it and brought it to my ear.
"Hey hun!" I said, praying that she couldn't hear the soft squeaking of the bed as Rachel continued fucking me. Taylor bent down and started kissing my lips, neck, and chest, too, making it a little difficult to talk.
"Hey... I just wanted to let you know that we made it here and that I'm getting some groceries for Brenda," Cheryl said.
"Oh... um... ok," I replied, trying hard to control my breathing, trying hard to keep what was happening around me quiet. "That's good. She doing... ok?"
"Yeah... she's healing well," Cheryl said, as if she couldn't detect anything out of the ordinary. "She's moving about ok."
Taylor grabbed my free hand and smiled as she rose to her knees and brought it between her thighs. She pushed my fingers so that they pierced her pussy and pushed them inside, fucking herself with them.
And then Rachel started fucking me faster, bouncing on my cock, making the bed squeak even louder... making me start to breath even harder.
"Good... good," I said, straining to control my voice.
"Are you ok?" Cheryl asked, obviously hearing something wrong. "You sound out of breath."
"Oh my Go..." I whispered, the pleasure roaring through me. But I controlled it... I fought back and tamped it down for the time being. "No... no, I'm ok. I just had to run to get the phone. You know... up the, uh... stairs."
"Oh... ok. I should be home around 7pm tomorrow, if that's ok," Cheryl continued, seemingly believing my story. "I just want to make sure there's nothing else she needs before I leave."
"No... no, that'll be... just fine," I panted, starting to lose control.
"Ok, then," she said. "I hope you have a good night. I love you and I'll see you tomorrow."
"Ok... uh... I love you... Bye, hun... bye," I panted, losing control at the very end before I hung up the phone and lay it on the bed over my head. "Oh my fucking God! You two are horrible."
"You love it and you know it," Taylor giggled, using her hands to force my fingers in and out of her wetness.
"I'm cumming... fuck!" Rachel yelled loudly, her hips moving in a blur. She looked down at me, smiling, her face and chest flushing, her nipples getting so hard. "Oh my God! Oh my God!" Then she came, drenching my cock and hips with her juices as her body quivered and shook uncontrollably.
In a moment, she slid me from her pussy and both girls lay down, grabbing and stroking my shaft. They took turns sliding the head into their mouth, sucking and licking and teasing me unmercifully.
"We both had the same idea," Rachel giggled.
"Fuck, her pussy tastes good all over that cock," Taylor smiled, kissing Rachel again. "You taste so sweet on his cock."
"Mmmm," Rachel moaned, sliding my cock into her mouth again.
"I want to see you put that down your throat," Taylor challenged.
Rachel's eyes lit up and she slid me even deeper into her mouth. "GLUG GLUG GLUG," she said, swallowing around my cock.
"Oh fuck!" Taylor giggled, obviously impressed because Rachel's nose was all the way down in my pubic hair. "You did that so good. Let me try."
"Oh fuck," I moaned as the girls competed over me.
Taylor grabbed my shaft and slid it deep into her mouth, but only went halfway down my length before she bottomed out. "GLUG," she said, swallowing before pulling her mouth free, gagging and sputtering. Both girls giggled at her failed attempt. "There's no way I can do that. It's too big."
Rachel smiled. "Oh, you can... it just takes practice."
"Ooh... I like practice. God, I love the taste of that cock," Taylor giggled, continuing to stroke me.
"Fuck! What ever you're gonna do, you better do it fast. I'm gonna cum," I panted loudly, feeling like a freight train was coming.
"You're gonna cum for us?" Rachel asked, taking over and stroking my shaft quickly as both girls got into place. "Oh yeah... you wanna cum all over our faces?"
Taylor seemed giddy and bubbly. "Oh yes!"
"Oh my God... oh shit," I moaned and closed my eyes a second as the first of several jets of cum shot from my cock, painting a line across the faces of both girls, but mostly Rachel. More jets shot forth and Rachel adjusted the aim of my cock, making sure both girls' faces were painted well and cum dripped down.
Taylor giggled, wiping a load off her face with her fingers and sucking it into her mouth. "Fuck you taste so good."
"See?" Rachel asked me, giggling. "Wasn't that worth it?"
"Mmhmm... oh my God," I panted, closing my eyes for a moment, trying to control my breathing again.
Rachel lay on one side of me, Taylor on the other, and I hugged them tight against my body. Both of them idly ran their fingers and hands over my chest and stomach, playing with my chest hair and trying to tickle me. Occasionally a hand would drift down to my cock.
I turned toward Rachel and kissed her first on the lips, then on the forehead.
"You're babysitting for the Miller's tonight right, Taylor?" Rachel asked.
"Yeah... at 8pm."
There was a brief pause, as if Rachel were contemplating what to say. "Just make sure I get my cut."
"Oh... well... of course," Taylor said softly, as if wondering why she would say such a thing.
*****
Both of the girls left at 6pm after we spent the rest of the afternoon having fun together. I certainly satisfied my cravings, making sure both girls had an orgasm on my face as much as on my cock and fingers. I was a very happy man.
My phone rang again and I looked at the screen. It was Joe.
"Hey Joe! What's up?" I asked.
"Hey... um... it's... it's Cassidy," Joe said, sounding a little scared. "She... she got beat up real bad. She's in the hospital right now."



"What? What happened?"
"I think it was Rachel. I mean... I think Rachel had her beat up," Joe said.
"Rachel?" I asked, not understanding what he was talking about. "I was with her all afternoon."
"She had some guy do it," Joe said.
"Why? Why would she do that? Cassidy's her friend."
"I don't know. I... just don't know," Joe said. "Cassidy said it had something to do with money."
"I can't believe she'd do such a thing." My mind was reeling. What in the hell could have happened? And why? Why would anyone beat up some twenty-year-old college woman?
"Yeah. She wouldn't tell the police anything, I guess. But she told us."
"The police?" I asked. I don't know why I got scared all of the sudden, since I had nothing at all to do with Cassidy, but I was.
"Yeah... they're trying to figure out who did it," Joe said. She gave them a description, I guess, but that was it.
"What did she tell you and Tina?"
"She said it was a guy named Aaron," Joe mumbled quietly, obviously not wanting anyone around him to hear. "She said he came to collect money he said she owed Rachel."
I was stunned. It was all some kind of dispute over a little money? And the bastard that was fucking my wife beat Cassidy up?
"She'll be ok," Joe said. "They're gonna have her stay overnight and then let her out tomorrow sometime. It's just gonna take a couple weeks for her to heal."
"I am so sorry to hear that, Joe," I said, still very confused. "Give her our best, will you?"
"Yeah... yeah, I will."
We hung up the phone and I immediately texted Rachel to tell her Cassidy was in the hospital. She answered back, but it didn't sound like she was worried at all. I even told her that someone beat her up and all she said in her response was that she must have pissed someone off.
Suddenly my phone rang. It was Rachel.
"Hey," I said quietly, trying to figure out why she was acting like this.
"Hey. I... I just wanted to tell you not to get involved with this, ok?" Rachel said, suddenly sounding very adult. "It has nothing to do with you."
"Nothing to do with me?" I asked. In a way, all of this had something to do with me. "She could have been killed. What if that had been you?"
Rachel took a second to think. "I'm glad you're concerned about me. I really am. But she started this. She had it coming. Hopefully it's all over."
I shook my head, trying to clear it, trying to understand what was happening. "What? What do you mean she started this? What does that even mean?"
"Vince... please," Rachel stated coldly. "She was stealing from me, ok? She was stealing from me and I took care of it. It's really none of your concern."
"What do you mean stealing from you? How?"
"Look... I'm the one that created the Babysitter Club," Rachel said, starting to get angry. "I'm the one that organizes everything, schedules everything, makes sure that everyone is where they're supposed to be. I find new clients. I do a lot for them. And all I ask in return is for a little cut. That's it. I should be paid, too, right? I deserve to be paid, too! And Cassidy took my jobs and started working... freelance... as if she could have her cake and eat it, too. She didn't pay me at all for all her... side jobs. Jobs that she wouldn't have if it wasn't for me."
"Rachel... what... what did you do?" I asked, suddenly shocked that this had gotten so out of hand.
"I sent someone over to collect *MY* money," she said softly, "and to teach her not to fucking mess with me ever again."
"Rachel..." I said softly. I didn't even know what else to say at this point. She wasn't the innocent, little college girl that she was just a couple months ago. I didn't know who this person was.
"Look... I have a call coming in," she said, almost sounding normal again. "I'll talk to you later, ok?"
"Yeah... ok." I hung up the phone and sat down.
*****
It was noon on Sunday, when I got another call, this time from Tina.
"Hey," I said, answering it.
"Vince," she started to say. She sounded scared. "The... uh... the police came this morning and took Joe down to the station for questioning."
"Joe?" I said, shocked. "He didn't have anything to do with this."
"I know that... but I guess they found some kind of connection between Cassidy and us."
"What kind of connection could there really be?"
"I don't know... money... phone records... I'm not sure."
"Oh my God."
"I'm scared Joe," she said, starting to cry. "What if this all gets out?"
"Yeah," I said softly, suddenly getting nervous myself. Could this get back to Rachel? If so... would it get back to him? What would that do to him, his reputation, his job... his marriage?
"I'll let you know when he gets back," she whispered.
"Ok."
*****
Cheryl came back into town around 8pm on Sunday night. I helped her carry her suitcase in while she carried a sleeping Timmy. She set him in his bed and then came back downstairs. I was in the kitchen, pouring her a cup of coffee.
"Was your trip ok?" I asked, starting some small talk just to get the conversation starting. This was going to be the hardest conversation of my life.
It started well enough, with her just telling me how tired she was. She told me about Brenda, that she was doing well. I kind of felt... out of place. My mind just wasn't on what she was telling me. I knew I was going to have to just come out and say it.
"Joe and Tina call me last night and this morning," I said.
"Yeah? What are they up to?"
"Cassidy... their babysitter... she was beat up pretty badly," I said. "She got out of the hospital tonight."
"Oh my gosh, that's horrible," Cheryl said, looking worried for her.
I nodded. It was horrible. "The, uh... the police are looking for the guy that did it. I guess Cassidy told Joe and Tina but wouldn't tell the police."
"Why in the world would she do that?" Cheryl asked, shocked. "If she knows who did it, he has to be punished."
"Yeah... well... it was Aaron," I said. "The young guy you've been seeing."
Cheryl looked at me, shocked and scared and surprised. She had no idea that I knew... or what I knew... or how I knew it. All she knew was that she was busted and she was trying to think of a way out of it... all while thinking that the man that she'd been seeing could be so violent.
"And to be completely honest with you... I know because I've been seeing someone, too... someone that knows Aaron," I admitted. Cheryl sat back, in total shock. "It's kind of crazy how fucked up our marriage has become, huh? But I, uh... I want you to know that I'm done with her... I'm done with the cheating. And I don't think you should see Aaron again either."
Cheryl nodded slowly. Her hands were shaking. "What does this mean?" she asked. "For us?"
*****
"Mrs. Jacobs?" Cheryl called as she came down the stairs, still putting an earring in. She was dressed beautifully, in a red, body-hugging dress, black nylons beneath, with three-inch heals. The dress hung off her shoulders and plunged a little low in the front to show off her cleavage.
"Yes?" Mrs. Jacobs, our new sixty-year-old babysitter, sitting in the chair across from me, called from the living room. Timmy was on the floor between us, playing with his building blocks, creating some kind of space ship.
"Can you make sure he goes to bed by 9pm, please?" Cheryl asked. "He's been really cranky in the mornings when I get him up for daycare."
Mrs. Jacobs smiled and nodded. "I sure will."
I stood, grabbed Cheryl's long coat, and helped her put it on. It was two weeks before Christmas and a cold winter was already settling in.
"We won't be too late," Cheryl added. "You have our phone numbers, right?"
"Yes I do," Mrs. Jacobs nodded.
"You be good for Mrs. Jacobs. Ok kiddo?" I told Timmy.
"I will," he said, barely looking up from his blocks.
"Love you!" Cheryl said.
"Love you, too!" Timmy replied almost by rote.
Cheryl and I walked out the front door and through the lightly falling snow to our car that I'd already started to warm it up. I opened the passenger seat and helped her inside before I walked around to the driver's side. I'd barely fastened my seat belt when Cheryl giggled, wiggling her ass, pulling the bottom of her dress up to show me both the tops her wonderful thigh-high hose... and the matching thong panties beneath.
"See anything you like?"
I felt my cock twinge at the thought of what lay ahead. We'd planned to go to dinner and maybe some dancing... but I wasn't so sure about everything now. I pulled out into the street and started driving before putting my hand on her warm thigh, sliding over it slowly. I worked my fingers a little higher as I felt her spread her thighs for me, letting my fingertips press and circle her clit.
"Oh," she gasped, almost giggling, her eyes sparkling in the dark.
After our difficult conversation just a few months ago, we decided we would work on our marriage. We decided that it was worth keeping and that we would create the marriage we truly wanted, no matter what. One of the things we found that we both wanted was a little more... fun... and sex. Our sex life had grown extremely boring and stale and neither one of us wanted to go back to that ever again. We made a deal that we would have open conversations about our desires, our needs, our wants. And that we'd do everything we could to make the other happy.
Neither one of us went back to the Babysitter's Club for satisfaction. I wasn't positive, but I thought it disbanded when everyone went back to college. The police never did find out about Aaron or about the club and the matter seemed to have been dropped. I had a quick conversation over text with Rachel in the fall, when she was at school, but nothing much else.
"What do you say we skip dancing tonight?" I suggested, sliding my fingers inside her panties and pushing them deep into her wet pussy. She was so wet and she mewled seductively as my fingers curled deep inside her, stroking her G-spot before pulling out and circling her clit.
"Mmm... fuck," Cheryl moaned softly and licked her lips in excitement. "Have something else in mind, do you?"
"I was thinking about, maybe," I paused for effect. "Maybe I'd take you somewhere and just fuck your brains out for several hours. Your pussy is so wet... and I just can't wait to taste you."
Cheryl practically blushed. I hadn't talked like that to her in years. It felt... wrong... embarrassing... but so... exciting... to her. She nodded, biting her lip as if she was having a hard time admitting that that's what she really wanted, too. "Yes... God, please yes!"
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Slut Rose: Grandma's Test, Part 1
*Author's Note - This is a standalone story, but if you want more background on the Slut Rose and Slut Spray, please read "The Slut Rose: Origins" and "The Slut Rose: Hammer".
"Relax! Grandmothers love me," I said as I drove down the road. My phone was connected through my car and I was talking to my girlfriend, Ava.
She didn't sound as confident. "Uh huh."
"Hey!" I said, playing as if I was offended.
"Sorry, it's just that this is important to me," Ava said. "I want her blessing for our wedding."
"We'll get it, don't worry," I said. I changed lanes on the highway, moving over to take the next exit. "She has to see how much we love each other."
Ava's parents had died ten years ago, along with her grandfather, in a horrible plane crash. Her grandfather was a pilot and was taking them up on a little scenic tour when there was some kind of mechanical failure. The plane went down hard. Ava had been raised by Susan, her grandmother, ever since. And with her grandmother being her only living relative, Ava craved for her acceptance.
"I bought her some roses, too," I smiled.
"That's nice... she likes roses," Ava reminded me. "Just don't make it look like you're trying to butter her up."
"Oh my gosh... you're such a pessimist!" I said. "It'll be fine. You'll see. But, babe, I gotta go. I'm almost there."
"Ok... I love you," she said softly.
"I love you, too. I'll call you when I leave. Bye."
I pressed the button to hang up the phone just as I pulled into Susan's driveway. She lived in a pretty middle-class neighborhood with a nice house on an acre lot. I parked the car on the side of the driveway and grabbed the bouquet before I walked up to the door.
It was a warm June day, but with the early warmth came the air conditioners. So all the doors and windows were closed up tight. I rang the doorbell that hung beside the door, but there wasn't a response. After two unsuccessful tries, thinking that the doorbell was broken, I knocked on the door itself.
Within seconds, a beautiful, statuesque woman opened the door. She was wearing a blue dress with short sleeves. The front was low cut and folded over, tied at her left hip, showing a lot of impressively deep cleavage. The dress was extremely form fitting and Susan had an incredibly curvy body. I gulped when I noticed that her legs were encased in black hose and she was wearing black, three-inch high heels.
I blinked in shock and had a hard time forming words. I could feel the blood rush from my brain into my now-pounding erection.
"Yes?" Susan asked, smiling.
"Mrs. Garret!" I smiled. "It's... um... it's me, Joshua. I think Ava called you? It's really nice to meet you!"
She smiled so brightly. "Oh yes! Come in! I was wondering who this strapping young stud standing on my doorstep was." I walked in the door and she closed it behind me, bringing me into the cool house. "You know your pictures don't do you justice at all."
"Thank you," I nodded, smiling, almost embarrassed by her flattery. "Ava's told me a lot about you." Ava didn't mention how incredibly beautiful she was, though. I thought that would have been a nice warning. She had mentioned that after her grandfather passed, her grandmother never married. She told me that her grandmother surprised her by getting breast implants one day... large implants. And afterwards she did have many suiters, many dates, and many friends at the house over the years. Ava was a little embarrassed by all the attention her grandmother seemed to crave and receive.
Nothing she told me prepared me for the beautiful, busty woman that stood before me.
"Oh!" she smiled. "That's so sweet of her. She's told me a bit about you, too."
I handed her the bouquet. "She told me roses were your favorite."
"Oh! Thank you!" Susan gushed. "They are. What a perfect gentleman. How sweet of you."
Suddenly she grabbed my upper arms and pulled me into an incredibly close, tight hug, my face in her cleavage. "Give Nana a hug. Oh... yeah... bring it all in here." I wrapped my arms around her, hugging her back. My cock was throbbing and with the closeness and tightness of the hug, I wondered if she felt it. "You are so strong! Oh my gosh, makes Nana happy!"
When she let me go, I took a step back and looked at the floor blushing. If she did feel it, she certainly wasn't saying anything about it.
"Sorry, it's just been a while since I've been around such a handsome man," she apologized, smiling. "Oh my. If only I was twenty years younger... But come in. Come in," she said, leading me towards the living room. "Can I get you something to drink?"
"Yes," I said, feeling a little parched. "Just water would be fine."
"Water?" she smiled, looking a little surprised. "Oh, I was thinking about a little wine. White ok?"
I nodded. Turning twenty-only only a few months ago, I hadn't had much wine before. "Yeah... that's fine."
"Ok," she smiled, stepping away from me slightly. "Take a seat in the living room. I'll be right in."
I didn't know exactly where to sit in her living room, but thought the couch would be the best. I figured she'd sit in her recliner that almost faced it. She came back in seconds, carrying two glasses filled with a crimson liquid.
"I'm glad to finally meet you," Susan said, handing me a glass and sitting on the couch next to me. I had to actually move over an inch she sat so close. But my attention was so lost in her cleavage as her breasts jiggled delightfully. It was almost as if they had a mind of their own. They certainly weren't tightly encased, moving and bobbing and swaying with every move of her body.
"Eyes up here, dear."
I blushed and felt so embarrassed. She caught me looking at her breasts. I quickly looked up, but had a very hard time looking into her eyes. I couldn't believe I was staring at her. She was forty years older than me!
She smiled, almost giggled even, and continued. "I have to say, I was surprised when Ava called and told me you wanted to talk to me."
I nodded. I could imagine it would be weird to have a near-perfect stranger want to talk to you. "Well... I just wanted to come by... to... I want to marry Ava... and I'd really like your blessing."
"My blessing..." she said softly, slowly nodding.
I nodded. "Yes. It would mean the world to her. Ava feels very much in debt to you and really wants your approval before we get married."
Susan took a drink, thinking about what I was saying. My eyes slowly drifted down to her breasts again and could distinctly see the points of her nipples in her dress. I felt my cock twitch a little.
"Eyes up here," she said again.
I blushed again and shook my head. I couldn't believe what was coming over me. I'd never seen breasts that large before, nor a woman so beautiful... a woman almost brazenly daring me to look at her breasts. Even as she chastised me for it.
"Ok," she said slowly. "Then I guess... I need to see what kind of man you are."
"What kind of man I am?" I asked. "In what way?"
"Well, for instance, I'm a little skeptical in your career choice," she said. "Ava mentioned something about primary education?"
"Yeah... that's what my degree will be in," I stammered, feeling a little uncomfortable as I tried to justify myself. "I'll be graduating next year. I, uh, go with my passions. And I love kids."
"A male, let alone the breadwinner of the house... it's a little odd for that kind of position, don't you think. I'm just curious how you plan to provide for Ava and raise a family on that salary. Teachers aren't known for high salaries you know."
"I have plans... and ambitions. We'll figure it out."
Susan nodded. "You seem pretty sure of that. Ava is a special woman. She deserves the best."
"I know... that's why I love her and will give her everything I can," I smiled, trying to look confident.
"Since you won't be making much money, you think that love is enough to provide for the future?"
"I do believe love can provide," I said without thinking, nodding curtly.
Susan shook her head. "You'll be in love... but you'll be out begging for food. I think you may be in over your head. Ava deserves better."
"I intend to give her the best," I said quickly, feeling Susan's blessing slipping away.
"You understand... I just want her to be happy," Susan said, looking concerned. "She can be a wild child, just running by the seat of her pants. You'll have to be a real man to tame her."
"I try now," I said. "Not to control her... but to keep her protected and happy."
"You seem to offer the world," Susan said, taking another sip of her wine. "But can you deliver? Can you make her truly happy?"
"I believe I can," I nodded.
"Tell me, Joshua, can you make her happy... in the bedroom?" she asked, smiling deviously.
I was confused for a moment as the conversation took a hard left turn. "In the bedroom?" I asked. Then it hit me what she meant. "Oh... um, no, we... we, uh... we haven't had sex yet. But..."
"You two haven't had sex yet?" she interrupted.
"No... she wanted to save herself for marriage," I said. "She's very traditional like that."
"Then how do you *know* you can satisfy her," she said, standing up and opening a drawer in the end table. I was mesmerized by her breasts practically spilling out the top her dress as she bent forward. She pulled something out, something that was hidden in her hand. I could see that it was something purple, but that was about it. "I feel like I need to test you out first."
"Ok... um... how are you going to test me?" I asked.
Then, without warning, Susan swept her arm in front of me, and I got hit right in the face with some sort of mist. The spray felt cool and a little oily on my skin. I closed my eyes and brought my hands to my face, trying to wipe the liquid off. I felt Susan immediately sit down beside me on the couch again.
"Oh, I'm so sorry," she said, putting her hands on my arm and my shoulder. "I didn't realize my perfume would just go off like that. Are you alright dear?"
"Yeah... I'm fine," I said, keeping my eyes closed for the moment. I wanted to make sure that my eyes weren't going to suddenly start stinging. "No harm, I think."
I opened my eyes and Susan was leaning down, looking me directly in the face. "Do you need to go clean up or anything? Maybe... take your shirt off... or something?" She smiled and it puzzled me. She looked as if she'd done something... something that excited her.
"No... no... I don't think anything got stained or anything," I said. "I'm ok."
"Ok." Susan went back to the end table and slid a small, purple vial of liquid back into the drawer. I was puzzled about what it could be. Why would she keep perfume in the living room? She turned and looked at me, smiling deviously, biting the end of her finger as if waiting for something fun to happen.
Susan knew exactly what fun she was about to have. She'd used the small spray bottle of the SlutSpray several times before already. At only $200 for thirty sprays, she definitely got her monies worth. The wonderful, purple spray operated on men and women alike, giving her a wonderous time of sexual bliss with anyone she chose... for a full hour. It was so much fun to watch them squirm as their bodies became so sensitive, so sexually responsive. Oh, they could refuse her advances once sprayed, if they were very strong willed. But she had yet to find a lover that refused her advances.
One spray guaranteed her some incredible sex.
The things the Internet offers these days...
"Ok... well, you seem like a good person... but first I need to see what Ava's working with," Susan said. "I do ask that you let me... inspect... you."
My body was on fire, my cock suddenly harder than I ever remember. My brain didn't seem to be working much at all. "Um... what? What do you mean inspect?"
"I'm a nurse and I can tell the signs of disease," Susan said. "So if you don't mind..."
"I'm... I'm clean," I said, feeling intense pleasure in my groin as I grabbed it through my pants. I was embarrassed, holding my groin like I severely had to pee, but there wasn't anything I could do about it. My cock needed immediate attention.
Susan licked her lips, looking at my hands squeezing my groin, and giggled a little. "You are a very good looking gentleman. Very good looking. And I would think that you've had at least a few lovers. Am I right?"
"Oh my God," I whispered, closing my eyes for a moment as pleasure slid over my body. "Well... I mean... I don't know what that has to do with..."
"You do realize that Ava's not going to marry you unless she has my approval," Susan said. "This... inspection... is required. Are you ok with it?"
"Ok. Ok... I... guess." I couldn't take much more. My cock was throbbing with need and my pants were definitely in the way. I briefly thought about rushing to the bathroom and beating off... but... those breasts. They were just... there... just waiting to be uncovered. Damn! I nodded and stood as I grabbed the front clasp of my pants. They were almost completely unfastened, unzipped, and dropped to my knees before I even fully stood.
I covered myself with my hands, feeling suddenly very self-conscious.
"Hands down," Susan ordered, and I slowly complied. On one hand, I wanted to comply. I desperately wanted to cum. I desperately needed to cum. But, on the other hand, this was so embarrassing.
"Mmm," she purred, looking at my long, hard shaft, pointed straight out from my body. "You're very, very hard."
"I... I don't know why," I said, unable to think. I thought she was criticizing me for it. "Fear maybe... I don't know..."
Susan smiled, knowing better. She was very used to the effects of the SlutSpray on men and she loved watching them squirm, unable to understand why their body was suddenly so hypersensitive. They were unable to understand how their cocks were so hard... and so sensitive. A couple of her lovers had actually orgasmed from her simply blowing on their cocks. The power she had right now was intoxicating.
"Ok... let me check this out." Susan slid closer on the couch and moved her face until it was inches from my cock. She lightly moved it aside, looking all around my shaft and balls. "Your cock is clean and healthy. Oh... and so strong and long. It's so... thick. And your balls look so full. I can tell you haven't had much sex lately, which is a good thing for my granddaughter... and for me." She giggled. "You're probably so full of cum right now you're ready to explode."
She gently wrapped her fingers around my dick and started stroking me.
"Oh my God," I panted. The pleasure was so intense. I wasn't sure I'd be able to stand much longer.
"You know... I've never taught Ava fellatio," Susan smiled. "Maybe I can teach you and then you can show her how to do it right."
I felt so uneasy. I really didn't want to cheat on Ava. "I... I don't know. I don't think we should be doing this."
But Susan ignored me. She slid her hands up and down my shaft, stroking me so expertly. "That's it... there you go... ooh, you're getting even bigger!" she giggled. "It just looks so good."
Suddenly, Susan bent forward and kissed my stomach while still stroking me. My cock throbbed and I moaned.
"Yeah... that's it," she giggled. "I'm not going to turn this down." Suddenly my cock was immersed in hot wetness as she slid her lips down my shaft and started sucking on me. Her hand kept stroking below her lips.
"Oh my God... I hope I don't disappoint you," I panted, scared that I was wholly inadequate for this.
"I'm confident you won't," she giggled, then slid my cock into the back of her throat.
GLUG, GLUG, GLUG
"Oh... God you go so far down," I panted, pushing my hips forward a little. I felt like fucking her mouth but was so scared to.
"You like that?" she giggled, looking up at me after she coughed and sputtered a moment, her hand still sliding up and down my very wet shaft. One hand lovingly cradled and rolled my balls.
"Yes," I panted. "Oh that's so good."
"You're so nice and hard," she said softly, sucking on the head of my cock, swirling her tongue around it teasingly. "Nana likes that. A big... hard... cock... for Nana. Mmm... I like this cock. It feels really good in my mouth. I'm sure it'll feel really good inside my pussy."
I shuddered, she really wanted me to fuck her? This was... this was Ava's grandmother for God's sake! "In... inside you? You mean like...?"
"Mmhmm," she purred. "I need to teach you how to please Ava... how to truly, truly please her."
"I, uh... I think we'll figure it out," I stammered. "There's no need to..."
"That's what my husband, Roger, thought, too", she said softly, stroking my shaft and kissing the head again and again. "He was wrong. And I suffered because of his... insufficient... experience. Oh sure, we had children, so we did have sex. It's just that, it wasn't... good... sex. And although I didn't know any better then... I've had plenty of experience over the past ten years to show me the light. You both need experience to pleasure the other completely, to keep both of you from looking elsewhere for it. If only I knew what I know now when I was your age!"
"But... but you're...," I panted, barely able to control myself.
"Oh, who better to show you the way than me? Hmm?" she asked. "Someone so very experienced. Someone so very close to you both. Someone that loves you and won't come between you."
My body was aflame with desire. And even if my brain wasn't, my body was agreeing with everything she was saying and doing. And right now, my body was ruling me... completely!
"First," she said, giving my cock a final lick then letting it go before laying back on the couch. "I want to teach you how to lick pussy. Sound good?" She grabbed the tie at her left hip and unfastened it, pulling first one half, then the other, open, exposing her naked body beneath. My eyes were seeing pure glory. She wasn't wearing a bra and her breast were firm enough to keep from sagging much at all. I knew they had to be fake. They were so much larger than any I'd ever seen! And she wasn't wearing panties. The only piece of clothing on her body were the black, thigh-high stocking.
"Ye... yes," I stammered. My hands were shaking as she pulled me down, guiding me down to my knees. She grabbed the back of my head and pulled it towards her pussy, while her other hand teased her wet flesh. Her lips were so engorged and her inner labia were so open and swollen. But what really caught my attention was the size of her clit. It was the largest I'd ever seen in my life. It protruded from her pussy like a really small cock. It was practically throbbing as I watched it.
"Really... I... I'm not..." I protested weakly, unable to look away from her beautiful pussy, knowing that I wouldn't be able to control myself much longer.
"Shhh," she giggled, raising her hand and putting her wet, pussy-juice-coated finger to my lips. "Just lick. We both know you want to."
She was right. I felt an extreme desire to do just that. I nervously flicked my tongue out to take her fluids from my lips and felt my inhibitions completely disappear. I felt such a strong desire to lick her, to taste her and make her cum for me.
"Now... you just want to go gently at first... don't just dive in there."
I bent forward, her scent dominating my senses. She smelled heavenly and my mouth started watering. I extended my tongue and licked up the side of her labia. "Go nice and slow. Softly."
My tongue slid up first one side of her pussy, then the other.
"See... that's good," she coached. "Nice and slow. Nice, long licks. There you go."
My licking then concentrated on her swollen labia, licking over and around them, delving between them.
"Sometimes the clit's a little hidden," she said. "And sometimes it's right out in the open. Sometimes you can have fun trying to find it. Mine, though," she giggled. "Mine cannot hide."



I centered my licks on her clit, flicking it from below, swirling around it, then batting it softly with my tongue.
"Oh... there you go," she moaned, smiling down at me. "That's the magic button right there. You can do a little bit of flicking... with the tip of your tongue. Yeah, short little licks, right on the clit."
"Mmm," I moaned and followed her directions. I licked up the length of her clit, first up one side, then the other, before bathing it with my whole tongue.
"Mmhmm," she moaned. She was watching every move I made while she stroked my head with one hand. "Oh... oh my God. That's pretty good. You're doing such a great job. Ava is going to love you forever. Go slow... go slow... savor it. You don't want to go too fast and have it all over with and neither does she."
I moved her clit around with my tongue, then captured it with my lips and sucked gently. Her body shook violently a couple times as the pleasure rushed over her, but, overall, she moaned and shivered for me.
"You can lick it long, too, just to break it up a little," she instructed. "Yeah... teasing is nice too. That's good. I can see you're a quick learner. And you can do fingers. That's nice too."
"Fingers?"
"Yeah... put in two and lick her clit at the same time," she said. "Almost guaranteed to cum every time."
I put two fingers in my mouth, getting them very wet and inserted them, slowly, into her hole. While licking her, I slowly moved them in and out... in and out... gently fingering her.
"Oh my God. Yeah... that feels good," she moaned. "You like licking pussy?"
"Mmhmm," I said, not taking my tongue from her wetness.
"That's good... that's the most important thing, you have to like being down there," she said.
I was sure she had no idea how much I liked licking her pussy. My body was so on fire that I wanted to have her cum all over me. I wanted to fuck her until she came so much she was dry.
"Now, to make her cum is you just lick and suck on her clit," she panted. I could tell she was ready to cum... she wanted to cum so badly. And I was so proud that I was giving it to her. I was exciting her so much!
I focused my licking, kissing, and sucking on just her swollen, throbbing clit and could feel her body quake.
"Yeah... right there," she panted. "Now you can get a little firmer, too. Push a little more with your tongue. Go a little faster. Just like that. Uh huh! Oh my God. That feels so good. Don't move too much... keep it nice and consistent."
Her hips rotated a little as she humped up into my mouth. I sucked and heard the loud slurping noise as I tasted the juices that were already pouring out of her.
"Yeah, don't stop," she panted. She grabbed my hair firmly, entwining her fingers in it, pulling my face into her pussy. "Here we go... keep going... I'm getting... I'm getting close."
"Mmhmm," I moaned into her pussy, my fingers still sliding in and out.
"Oh... oh yeah!" she yelled loudly. "Oh my God! I'm gonna cum! Fuck! Oh yeah! Here I cum!"
I felt her body spasm again and again, her free hand grabbing my head as well, pulling my face and mouth into her pussy as she humped against it, grinding her clit into me. I felt her girl-cum splash against my face and flood my mouth.
"There you go," she panted, as she slowly relaxed, pushing me back a little. She writhed a little on the couch, riding the pleasure as long as she could. "That was a good one."
"I did ok?" I asked, still nervous that I wasn't as good as I should have been.
"Yeah, you did a great job," she said, smiling down at me. Then she pushed a little, forcing me to lay back on the floor as she dropped to her knees beside me. The tossed her dress aside and kicked her leg over my torso until she was straddling me. "But now... it's time." She grabbed my shaft with one hand and directed it into her pussy as she sat down, sinking me into her.
"Oh my God," I moaned, feeling her hot wetness engulf me. I knew I wasn't going to last long at all.
"Oh... that's nice," she smiled, rocking her hips forward and back. "Right there. That's it. Fuck that feels good. You have a really nice cock."
She rocked her hips, ground her clit into my pubic bone for a moment, then quickly went back to fucking me.
"Right there... uh huh... That's good... so good. Yeah... that's right."
She was panting, letting her body take control as she grabbed her breasts and squeezed them. I watched and put my hands on her hips, hoping she'd let me taste her huge tits, too.
"Ooh... move a little faster," she said, moving her hips more rapidly, making my cock so hard and happy. God, her pussy felt incredible! "Oh God, yes! That's it. That's it."
"Fuck!" I hissed, just watching her pussy take my cock again and again, watching her pussy swallow it, then spit it out only to swallow it again.
"Yeah... watch that cock go inside my pussy," she smiled down at me.
"Oh my God," I moaned.
"It's so good," she moaned, smiling. "Fuck, that's it, that's it. I just want to cum all over your fucking cock again and again. You feel so big... it's amazing."
She bent over and put her hands on the my chest. Suddenly, she slid my cock out of her pussy and started grinding against it, instead. She bent down and kissed me, her breasts crushing against my chest.
"I'm going to tease you with my pussy," she moaned, smiling deviously. "Make you beg for it."
That was something I was very willing to do! "Yes please... please fuck me," I begged. I needed her pussy. I needed to cum so fucking bad!
She moved her hands to the floor above my head and let her breasts dangle above my face. Then she lowered them down and twisted her body, swinging them and letting them beat against the sides of my head again and again. They were heavy and full topped with large areola and stiff nipples. I kissed and licked at them and managed to capture one of her nipples with my lips and sucked, lovingly. I was in heaven!
"Oh yes... that's nice... suck on my titties," she hissed, obviously enjoying my mouth. "Suck on my titties. Oh, such a good boy." She pressed her tit into my face as if trying to push it all into my mouth, smothering me.
She offered her other nipple to me for a minute, then moved back to the first, making sure each got equal attention. Then, obviously tired of just grinding against me, she sat up, grabbed my shaft again, and guided it back inside her wetness.
"I'll just... slide you inside... and then... fuck you." My cock was barely inside her when she started moving her hips even faster than before. She put her hands on my chest again, her hips rising and falling at an incredible speed for a woman her age. "Yeah, yeah... just like that," she moaned.
"And I can reach back and play with your balls," she said, doing just that, remarkably grabbing my balls and squeezing them, even as she continued fucking me hard and fast. "Like that..."
"Oh fuck," I moaned. I was so far gone. I could barely even hear her now. It felt like my body needed only one thing and everything was centered around that. I needed to cum.
"Mmhmm, that's so good," she panted.
"Yes! Yes! Oh shit! That feels so good," I moaned loudly. My cock was starting to twitch and I felt a heat and pressure building up inside me. I was definitely going to cum soon.
"Oh fuck!" she yelled, grabbing her tits in her hands and squeezing them, rolling her nipples between her fingers. "Yeah... so good... so good. Your cock is amazing! It fills me up so nicely! You know you've been such a good boy, I want you to cum."
"Yeah?" I panted, hopeful that I'd finally be able to get some release.
She nodded. "I want to feel it fill my pussy."
I was a little shocked. She actually wanted me to cum inside her. "Are you... are you sure?"
"Yeah," she smiled, panting. "I want that. Fuck... yeah... right there... right there." She came, her pussy juices splashing out of her, soaking my cock and abdomen, dripping down my balls.
"Oh!" I groaned. I could feel her pussy squeeze my cock, trying to milk the cum from it. "Fuck!" And suddenly the damn broke and I felt my body pour out into her, gushing, again and again and again. I'd never cum so much and wondered if it was ever going to stop.
She stopped moving for a moment, her eyes closed, a slight smile on her face, as she enjoyed the moment. I knew she could feel my cum filling her. And I knew that was exactly what she wanted.
"Mmm... that was nice, baby," she purred, sliding her fingers over my face. "You are quite the stud. Aren't you?"
"I, uh... I guess so," I said timidly, smiling. No one had ever called me that before and I kinda liked it. I had to admit, though, that I never, ever... never in a million years... expected to fuck any grandmother, let alone my fiancé's.
Susan pulled off of me, my cum dripping from her pussy, running down her legs. She scooped some of it onto her fingers and licked it, moaning softly, and smiling.
"Very tasty," she said, standing. "Let's see what time it is," she said, looking at the clock on the wall. "Unfortunately, it looks like our time is up."
I was breathing hard, not quite understanding what she meant. But my body didn't feel as sensitive and needy as it did before. In fact, I started to feel a little guilty about what I'd just done.
I'd just fucked a sixty-five-year-old woman.
I'd fucked Ava's grandmother of all people.
I remembered how excited I was before, how much I needed to fuck her. Now, it puzzled me how I could have ever felt like that. But I was thinking clearly now. I knew what I had to do. I had to get dressed and get out of there. I grabbed my clothes and dressed, tucking my deflating cock into my boxers and pants as best I could.
"About... um... about the blessing..." I asked, feeling very uncertain again.
Susan had put her dress on and was just finishing fastening it at her hip again.
"Dear boy... after that... you definitely have my blessing," she said, smiling, adjusting her breasts within her dress. "But, please tell my granddaughter that I'd like to spend some time with her. There are some things we need to... discuss."
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It was three months before the wedding before Ava finally came over to spend time with her grandmother. Joshua's trip seemed to have been very successful in getting her blessing six months ago. But every time Ava talked with Susan, she was asked to stop buy for lunch and some heart-to-heart conversation.
"It's been a long time since we just sat down and talked," Susan reminded her on the phone just two days ago. So Ava decided to spend the afternoon with her on Saturday.
She opened the door and walked in just as Susan exited the kitchen, drying her hands with a kitchen towel.
"Hi!" Susan gushed, practically running over to see her granddaughter. Her large breasts bounced obscenely beneath her tight tank top, making Ava groan. She'd never change.
"Hi grandma!"
"I'm so glad you could come over today," Susan smiled. "It really has been a long time since you stopped by."
The two walked into the living room and sat on the couch.
"Are you excited for your wedding?" Susan smiled, giggling with joy herself.
"Yeah. Yeah, I'm excited," Ava said. "He's really nice... and... I don't know, the closer it gets, it's really hitting me. I'm about to get married. Oh my gosh!"
"Yes you are... and it'll be absolutely wonderful," Susan gushed, giddy with excitement. "Let me see the ring."
Ava brought her left hand up and Susan grabbed it, taking a good look at the beautiful ring on her finger. "It's beautiful! Oh my gosh!"
"I know... I've been waiting so long for this!" Ava smiled. She was so happy.
Susan leaned in, as if asking a secret. "You have to tell me... how did he propose?"
"Well, I knew it was coming at some point, I just didn't know when," Ava said. "But he took me out for a nice dinner and the longer it went, the more I thought he wasn't going to do it. Then we got a chocolate brownie with ice cream to share for dessert and when the waiter brought it out, the ring was right on top, in the middle."
"Oh wow!"
"I thought it was fake at first. Then he got down on one knee, in the middle of the restaurant with everyone watching and asked me to marry him," Ava gushed. "Everyone in the restaurant clapped. One of the guests even bought us a bottle of champagne... not that we're old enough to drink yet. I mean, I'm not anyway."
"That's wonderful," Susan smiled. "Good job Joshua. You're looking good... maybe a little stressed..."
"Everyone's asking if I'm nervous," Ava said. "Of course I'm nervous!"
"I know. You're feeling the pressure."
"It's just... I don't even know what I'm doing any more," Ava added. "I had to get a cake... a DJ... a reception hall. So much! Oh my gosh, and I didn't even mention the dress! What's wrong with me? There's like a million things going on! And so much can go wrong."
"Relax. Relax," Susan said, touching her shoulder tenderly. "I don't care if everything goes wrong, it's still just one day. You'll have a great, long life together. You'll laugh for years and years about the things that went wrong. On that day, just be happy that you're there with your new husband and the people that you love. He's going to love seeing your beautiful face and whatever gorgeous dress you wear."
"Thank you, Nana," Ava smiled as the two quickly hugged.
"Tell me about your dress."
"Well, it's got this nice, you know, lacy embroidered part on the top," Ava said, using her hands to help express her description, indicating her chest and shoulders. "It comes down a bit in the front with boning that really makes an hourglass shape. It's a little high-waisted with this kind of pearl pattern that goes across my waist and up my breasts. I hope people like it."
"The point is, do you like it?" Nana said. "No one else matters. It's your day, remember that."
"I hope it's not too uncomfortable. I'll be spending the whole day in it."
"Yeah," Susan nodded her head. "I get the uncomfortable part. I had to learn to be comfortable in almost anything. I spill out of almost everything I wear." She giggled. "I don't even wear bras any more. I don't like anything like digging into my shoulders and back holding these things in place."
"I don't think I could go without a bra," Ava giggled. "What size are you?"
"I'm like a triple-E or something," Susan said, grabbing and lifting her breasts through her shirt. It was obvious that she wasn't wearing a bra. "When you get to be this size, it doesn't matter any more."
"Why in the world did you get them done?"
"Oh... I absolutely love big boobs! I love them on other women and I love the attention they give me," Susan gushed, squeezing her mounds and pinching her nipples, teasing them until they were hard and pointed. "And guys absolutely love playing with them."
Ava nodded, a little embarrassed that she watched her grandmother play with her breasts like that. It was even more embarrassing that she actually enjoyed watching her do it. "You'll give me away, right?" she asked to distract them from the moment.
"Of course I will!" Susan smiled and grabbed her, pulling her into a tight hug before releasing her again. "How exciting... pretty soon it'll be your first night together as man and wife? We'll have to go lingerie shopping for you, too."
"I'm nervous about that, too," Ava said, looking worried, biting the tip of her finger.
"Joshua mentioned that you two hadn't had sex."
"Oh my gosh! He said that?" Ava looked concerned that he was telling her these embarrassing things.
"Well... to tell you the truth... I did ask."
"Yeah," Ava admitted, reluctantly. "I wanted to wait for marriage."
"Ooh! Exciting!" Susan gushed, doing a little dance while seated on the couch. "It'll be fun to slip into bed with him, I'm sure. He's really good looking. He's going to be so hard for you. I bet he's got a really nice cock."
Ava looked lost, shy, and embarrassed. "But... what do I do? I mean... I've barely had any sex before."
"Oh, my gosh. I was there before, too," Susan admitted. "You know... that was one thing I wanted to have you over to talk to you about."
"Why?"
"Well, your grandfather and me were a lot like you two," Susan shared. "We both saved ourselves for marriage, too. Because of that, we... stumbled... through sex. Porn wasn't as readily available as it is today. We figured some things out... over time... but... I wasn't really satisfied and found out later that I really missed out on a lot. After he passed... I had other men in my life... and women... and I learned a whole lot more about the human body and sex. I learned just how to enjoy myself and please my partner. Let me tell you, I'm a huge fan of having at least one experienced partner in the mix to lead the way."
"Well... I don't really want to get experience by sleeping around before my wedding."
"I know, dear," Susan agreed. "I don't think that would be a good idea at this stage of the game either. Why don't we go in the kitchen, get some tea, and just talk for a while. Ok?"
Ava nodded and the two rose, to walk to the kitchen. As Susan entered the kitchen, she picked up a book, a guide for a couple's first sexual experience, a gift for Ava, when she realized she forgot her glasses. Susan had just had a seat at the kitchen table. "Ava? Could you grab my glasses for me, please?" she asked.
"Sure." Ava got up and went back into the living room. "Where would they be?"
"I believe I set them down on the end table," Susan said, thumbing quickly through the book to determine how she wanted to present this. It dealt with a lot of different positions, toys, and other things to try.
Ava went to the end table, but didn't see eye glasses. She opened the drawer, wondering if Nana would have put them inside, and saw a small glass vial containing a purple liquid, rolling along the drawer bottom.
"What's this? Perfume?" She picked it up and turned it over in her hand, trying to find a brand name on what was obviously a perfume bottle. She didn't see one and sniffed it to see what the scent was. It was hard to smell at first, but when she did, the slight scent was incredibly sweet smelling.
She pointed the bottle to her neck and sprayed one side of her neck, then the other, then applied a quick dose to her wrist.
Realizing that Ava was having difficulty finding her glasses and needed help, Susan walked out of the kitchen just as Ava was spraying her neck and rubbing the liquid into her wrists. "Ava! What are you...? Oh my God, don't...!" she tried to say, but it was too late. She just watched her granddaughter spray herself three times with the spray.
"What's wrong grandma?" Ava asked, turning to face her.
Susan took a few more steps into the room, in shock, watching Ava's reaction, as the young woman lay the vial back in the drawer, closed it, and stood for a second looking at her. "I can't find..." she started to say as one hand went to her head as if she was dizzy. Susan quickly crossed the distance between them and took her in her arms. "... eye glasses..."
"Oh, my dear," Susan shook her head slowly. "Why did you go and have to do that?"
"Nana...?" Ava asked, her voice breathy. She looked at her grandmothers breasts, her eyes not hiding her need in the least, as she grabbed one in her hand and squeezed it. "Oh wow," she moaned softly. "So... soft."
Susan took her by the hand and led her towards the stairs leading to the second level, towards her bedroom. "I guess... now that we're where we are... it's time I teach you how to please your man. Come on, dear. Come with me. With three sprays, we probably should hurry. I'm afraid I'm not exactly sure what to expect."
As they climbed the stairs, Ava kept playing with the front of her shirt, grabbing and squeezing her own breasts before grabbing her grandmother's ass, giggling.
"Grandma... you're kinda hot," she said, almost sounding drunk.
"Ava... please," Susan said, trying to keep Ava moving. When they finally reached Susan's bedroom, Ava seemed to stumble and push Susan against the wall. Ava grabbed her breasts and kissed her again and again.
"Nana, your boobs are so... big," Ava panted excitedly.
"Yeah... go slow... go slow," Susan said, hoping to keep the young woman from tearing her clothes off. She kissed her granddaughter back. Ava had obviously not kissed very much, so Susan thought she'd start her lessons there as they kissed passionately. "Relax your lips and open them up a bit. Yes... lean into me... Put your tongue out a little bit... play with mine. That's it."
"Am I doing it right?" Ava asked, giggling.
"Yeah, it's very nice."
Ava then started rubbing her clothed body against her grandmother's, rubbing their breasts together as they kissed.
"You like that?" Nana asked.
"Yeah," Ava panted softly.
"That's how you should kiss Joshua," Susan instructed. "Feels good, doesn't it?"
"Yeah, it does," Ava moaned. "Mmm... you taste wonderful."
Ava tried to keep kissing her, but Susan pushed her back. "Wait, wait. Go ahead... why don't you take off your clothes and crawl up on the bed there. Get comfy."
Ava was panting as she pulled at her clothes. She didn't exactly tear them off, but she wasn't gentle either. She threw them aside as if they didn't matter and crawled up on the bed. Her hand immediately slid between her legs and she rubbed furiously, her brow furrowing, her mouth opening in excitement.
"You ok?" Susan asked as she started taking off her clothes.
"I'm just so... I dunno... I feel so hot... and excited," Ava moaned, almost writhing on the bed. "My body's tingling all over. Everything feels so... so good."
"Just relax," Susan said, laying her dress aside as Ava watched her intently, hungrily. She walked to the bedside table and opened the drawer. She pulled out a black contraption with straps and started sliding her legs into it, through the straps. She stood and adjusted the straps on her hips, making sure they were tight.
Nana crawled onto the bed as Ava watched in amazement. She'd never seen such a contraption before. It looked almost obscene, yet she felt a hunger for it. The fake cock slid along the bed beneath her Nana as the older woman crawled into place. She lay beside Ava and immediately turned and kissed her, her hand stroking Ava's stomach. "Your skin is so soft," she whispered.
After kissing for a second, Ava sat up, her mind consumed with thoughts of that large dildo. "Nana? What's... what's that?" she asked nervously, panting, smiling as if she couldn't wait to feel it.
"It's my cock," Nana giggled. "We're going to pretend I'm Joshua and I'm going to show you how to please it and him. And, since you sprayed yourself, I'm going to fuck you senseless," she giggled. "You know, the nice thing is, with a strap-on, it's always hard and ready. Joshua may take a little work to get going and will get tired." She lay back on the bed, the fake cock jutting high in the air. "Get on your knees. Now first... grab it... and slide your hand up and down."
Ava reached out, feeling heat flooding her body, a warmth that touched every pleasure spot in her body. She touched the firm rubber and started stroking it, sliding it through her hand.
"Slow... just play with it a little bit."
"It's... it's so big," Ava moaned softly, staring at it in amazement and wonder.
"Make eye contact... guys like that," Nana said. Ava looked at her, her eyes half lidded, her extreme excitement written all over her face. "Now... lick it. I like to start all the way down at the bottom and lick up."
Ava bent over, extended her tongue, and started making long licks from the bottom of the fake cock, to the tip, constantly looking at Nana. The older woman brought her hand to her breast and softly rolled her nipple between her fingers.
"Mmm... that's so hot," Nana said softly. "Your hand and lips look so good on my cock. Nice and slow... then suck on it a little... then, with your spit... it makes your hand move much easier."
Ava took the head of the cock into her mouth and sucked softly on it, slowly letting more and more of it slide into her mouth. Then she pulled back to the tip, making sure to leave plenty of spit on it.
"I like to go back and forth between the two," Nana smiled. "Suck a little... then stroke a little. Yeah... that's perfect. What do you think?"
"It's just a little weird... but... I'm really feeling... so good," Ava panted.
Susan wondered what it felt like to be sprayed three times. She'd sprayed herself once, when she first got the spray, to see if it was actually real. And had sprayed one of her first lover's twice on accident. She enjoyed seeing the effects... enjoyed feeling the rewards as the man seemed to be hard and wanted to fuck for what seemed like hours. And while she personally knew that one spray was really intoxicating, making the body feel so sensitive and ready... how much more incredible would three feel?
"Some guys just like you to concentrate more on the head while others like all the way down," Nana explained. "So you can just ask them what they like. Oh... you can swirl your tongue around the head or the bottom, when it's inside your mouth."
"Ok... like this?" Ava asked, swirling her tongue around the head, then sliding it deep into her mouth again, running her tongue down the shaft.
"Yeah... yeah," Nana smiled. "You're doing a really good job. Perfect. And you're making good eye contact. I wish this was a real cock so I could feel it. It looks so fucking hot."
Ava kept stroking and sucking, as if almost believing that this was a real cock in her hand. Her body didn't care. It was close enough and would feel so good in her pussy.
"Speed it up a little... on a man, you just kind of watch for their cues," Nana smiled as Ava seemed to get lost on her fake cock. "They'll tell you if they like what you're doing or not. You want them to feel like it's your pussy that's on their cock, so you have to make sure there's pressure, heat, and wetness all at the same time."
Ava moved both her head and her hand faster, stroking her grandma's cock and driving her mouth up and down it. The feel of it in her mouth was so incredible. She'd never felt so good in her entire life. It was like her mouth was an erogenous zone. Her sucking sounds were loud and just the sights and sounds excited her grandmother.
"Now... the final, big, blowjob lesson," Nana said. "Take it in your mouth... as far as you can. Guys love that. Some are bigger and some are smaller. But they love when you stick it all the way back in your throat." Ava excitedly slid the fake cock deep into her mouth, feeling it fill her, feeling it reach the back of her throat. "Yeah... further... just relax your throat... that's good."
Ava felt her gag reflex kick in, but held it there, mesmerized by the feeling, willing to pass out if necessary. Her grandmother pulled her up until she was coughing and sputtering. Then she tried it again, and relaxing her throat, she was able to go a little deeper.
"Move it a little... and swallow..."
GLUG GLUG GLUG
Ava was enjoying the feeling of it in her mouth. She couldn't believe how warm and excited her body was.
"Awesome!" Nana smiled. "Now take it in your hand and put your face really close. Stick out your tongue. Guys sometimes like it when you slap your tongue or your cheek with it." Ava did as instructed, slapping the rubber cock several times against her cheek and against her extended tongue.
"Like that?" Ava asked, smiling.
"Yeah... that's it. That looks so fucking hot."
"Ok... now you lay back," Nana said, pushing her granddaughter to her back as she rose to her knees. "I need to get you ready." She crawled between Ava's legs and then crawled over her, pressing her breasts against Ava's chest and abdomen. Then she kissed her again. She could feel Ava's body gyrating below her, demanding more attention.
"Do you feel good?" Nana asked, smiling. She knew she didn't have to ask. She knew she was.
"Yesss... I can't believe I'm so... hot... right now," Ava panted. "My body... oh my God... my body feels so incredible!"
"Yeah? I like that."
Nana resumed kissing her and used one hand to stroke and tease her stepdaughter's nipples.
"I just... I don't know what's happening, Nana," Ava panted. "This is... this doesn't feel right. But... it feels... so good. God I need this!"
Nana kissed down her granddaughter's body, kissing her breasts, then kissing and licking her very hard nipples. "Oh, baby, it's very right." She took one nipple between her fingers and rolled it while she licked and sucked on the other, making Ava moan loudly.
Ava reached down and grabbed one of her grandmother's boobs, palming it, lifting it, and squeezing it. Her fingers centered on her nipple and pinched it, making Nana moan. "Please... I want your boob. I need to taste it," Ava moaned, sounding desperate and needy.
Susan sat up and lifted her breast, holding it for her granddaughter just over her mouth. Ava quickly grabbed it with both hands and immediately latched her lips on the swollen nipple, sucking desperately. Her tongue slashed it over it as Nana stroked her head and moaned.
"Yeah... that's nice," Susan moaned as Ava acted like a starving child. "I like watching you suck on my big titties, Ava. Oh... just like that... bite it a little... oh yeah. Yeah... that's right." Fighting Ava, she pulled her breast free, then offered her other nipple to her.
"Like that?" Ava asked, taking a second before sucking hard on her offered breast.
"Mmhmm... just like that." Nana moaned as Ava sucked and nibbled on her breast and nipple, devouring her more than any lover had ever done before. She knew her breasts were going to be bruised because of Ava's enthusiastic loving.
"Oh, your boobies are so nice," Ava panted, squeezing and sucking on them.
"Thank you. I told you they were fun to play with," Nana laughed. "Wait, wait, wait," she said, pulling back again and moving to her knees. "I want to lick your pussy and get you all ready for my cock."



"Oh... your cock?" Ava smiled. She was hungry to have that cock again. And to have it in her pussy would probably feel better than anything. Her body was craving more.
"Mmhmm... that's next," Nana nodded, smiling. She crawled down between Ava's legs and spread them further apart, giving her room to lie down between them.
"Ok."
"For now... just lie back and get comfortable. I'll just slide into position down here... and... taste you." She gave Ava's pussy a lick and the young woman moaned loudly.
"Oh my fucking God!"
"You have a very pretty pussy," Susan said, licking and sucking on her labia and licking between them. Ava's pussy was gushing wet and so swollen. She was more excited than any lover Susan had ever seen.
"Oh... oh my gosh," Ava moaned loudly.
"Mmhmm... that's right," Susan moaned softly. "Your husband has to do this every time before fucking you."
"Yeah... ok," Ava groaned, nodding, watching her grandmother expertly lick and suck, teasing her. "Oh... Oh yeah!"
Susan licked over Ava's clit and her granddaughter nearly jumped off the bed. As Susan expected, the pleasure was incredibly intense. She knew she'd have to be careful. "Your lover has to get your pussy nice and wet... get your pussy all ready to be fucked. And make sure you cum before he does."
Ava was panting, grabbing the bedspread in her fists, her body shaking and writhing as Nana teased her clit, sucking on it. "Oh yeah... right there... right there... yeah... I like it right there!" Ava panted and moaned, nearly screaming as the pleasure built and built and built. She was going to blow soon. "That's good! Oh! Oh yeah! Oh yeah! Fuck! Oh my God! Make me cum! Oh!"
Susan licked her fingers and slid two into Ava's pussy to test her readiness and they easily slid in deep. She started sliding them in and out, even as her tongue swiped back and forth over her clit.
"Oh my God you're so good at that!" Ava yelled. "Right there! Right there! Don't.... stop... I'm gonna..." Ava's body went rigid and twisted as she tensed and came, almost spraying all over Nana's face.
It seemed to take a while for Ava to come down from her orgasm. "Ooh... that was a nice orgasm," Nana said, smiling as she gently licked around Ava's soaking wet pussy.
"Yeah," Ava panted barely able to breathe still. "Yeah... it felt so... really nice."
Slowly, Susan rose up to her knees, her girl-cock obscenely sticking out from her groin.
"What are you going to do?" Ava asked, sounding nervous, but still so very excited.
"I'm going to teach you how to get fucked properly, so if your husband doesn't do it right, you can teach him. Ok?" Susan crawled forward, moving her hips closer to Ava's groin.
Ava nodded, her body still shaking a little.
"I'm going to show you three different positions," Susan said, grabbing the strap-on and guiding it towards Ava's pussy. She rubbed the head around her wetness and circling her clit. "So, missionary will be the first that we do. Just lay back there."
"Like this?" Ava asked, watching the strap-on intently. She could feel every press of it against her body, every slide it made through her pussy or over her clit. And it inflamed her desire and need. Her body had never felt so alive and sensitive in her life.
"Uh huh," Susan nodded, smiling deviously. "So... I'm going to put it in." She moved the head down to Ava's opening and pushed slowly and deliberately. Ava was so wet and ready that it slid in easily.
Ava's eyes opened wide and her mouth opened in a silent scream as pleasure beyond belief filled her. Just when she thought it was going to feel as good as it could, her grandmother surprised her with something else. And this wonderful cock filling her pussy was the best ever!
"This is where he takes more of a position of the driver," Nana said, smiling. "How's that feel?"
"Oh my God!" Ava groaned loudly.
Susan laughed. "Good? Cause it's nice and big, huh? Missionary is tried but true." She started thrusting, moving her hips forward and back, driving the large, black piece of fake man-meat deep into Ava's wetness. "Yeah... he can fuck you good like this." Ava writhed below her, her hands again grabbing the bedspread tightly in her fists as the intense pleasure once again flooded her body.
"Mmhmm... there you go. Mmhmm... It's more about him... he can set the speed... nice and hard," she said, thrusting hard and fast for a moment, once again making Ava writhe below her. "Or slow and easy," Susan said, moving back to a very slow, easy-going pace. "You can also push your hips up against him too... show him you like it. What do you think? You like this position?"
Ava nodded rapidly, holding her breath from the intense pleasure, her face turning read from her exertion.
"Yeah," Susan giggled. "It's a good one. Did you like it hard?" She started thrusting harder and faster, moving her hips rapidly.
"Uh huh... uh... oh... oh my God!" Ava panted, barely able to even speak.
"Oh yeah. There you go," Susan panted. Moving her hips like this was giving her a good workout. "That's pretty good, huh? He can play a little with your clit, too." She licked her thumb and then put it onto Ava's clit, circling it, giving Ava more pleasure than she could handle.
"Oh my God!" Ava screamed, shutting her eyes. "Oh my God!"
Susan giggled, then moved her hand away and pulled her hips back, sliding the cock from inside Ava. "I think you like it."
Ava panted as Susan watched. She needed to gauge when Ava was ready to continue. She didn't want her granddaughter to get overloaded. Susan had no idea how much the spray amplified the pleasure Ava was receiving. Doing too much too fast could probably fry her brain and Susan definitely didn't want that.
After a few minutes, Ava sat up on her elbows, panting, but her breathing was far more under control.
"And now... go to the second position?" Susan asked, smiling, her hand sliding up and down the length of her girl-cock.
*****
They were at it for almost three hours before Ava was finally sated. Far before that, Susan lay on her back and let Ava ride her over and over again, getting all the pleasure she could.
Ava seemed a little embarrassed now that it was all over, though. The chemicals had left her system and she could think straight now. Her grandmother was sleeping next to her, her arms wrapped around her and Ava's face as between the older woman's large breasts. She moved back, sliding out of her grandmother's arms, and sliding out of the bed. She quickly grabbed her clothes and hastily put them back on again.
"You're leaving?" her grandmother asked.
"I... uh... yeah... I gotta get going," Ava said. "I have some errands to run still. I, uh, have a lot to do. You know, to get ready for the wedding and everything."
"Well, I hope you had fun," Susan smiled, sitting up on one elbow, her breasts flopping a little, capturing Ava's attention. "I certainly did."
"It was..." Ava nodded as if wondering what words to use to describe the most wonderful, most intense, most pleasurable moment in her entire life. "It was really good. I just... I don't know... I mean... you're my grandmother. We're not supposed..."
"I know," Susan interrupted. "It's ok. Really."
Ava nodded slowly. She was glad that there wasn't any animosity between them, but she still wasn't sure this was right. "I'll talk to you later. Ok? Thanks for all the, uh... the support... and... everything."
Susan smiled. "You're welcome baby. If you want more lessons..."
"Oh... yeah... thanks for that... um... too. I'll, uh... I'll keep that in mind."
"Ok dear," Susan smiled. "I'm always available for you. I hope your day goes well."
"Thanks... um... Grandma," Ava said. "You, too." She turned and just made it to the door when her grandmother spoke again.
"I love you, Ava."
Ava was scared that if she didn't leave now, that she'd want to go again. She was tired, but she could still feel a little need, a little desire in her body, especially when she saw her grandmother's tits again. Luckily, she wasn't wearing the strap-on. Without turning, Ava replied. "I love you, too, Nana."
"Don't forget we need to go lingerie shopping!" Susan yelled as Ava walked down the stairs.
"I'll remember," Ava yelled back. She left the house, quickly getting back on the road to go home. Her hands were shaking a little, the residual desire in her wanting her to go back inside.
Susan fell to her back on the bed and smiled. She was tired, worn out from that long lovemaking session. But she was thoroughly satisfied that Ava was experienced enough for her wedding night. Both of them were now ready for their life ahead.
Now... to just get them through the wedding and to their first night together as husband and wife.
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Slut Rose: Grandma's Test, Part 3
"Oh my gosh, this place is nice," Ava gushed as they walked into the boutique. The walls were covered with various lingerie items as well as mannequins displaying them. Racks and bins dominated the floor, overflowing with a variety of panties, bras, and other lingerie. "Everything's so beautiful." It was a month before the wedding before Ava and Susan could get together to go lingerie shopping. They'd just come from having dinner out. It was a beautifully sunny day, the sky was blue and the sun bright. The light from outside flooded into the shop from the large, store-front windows, making everything dazzlingly bright and colorful.
A beautiful, young woman was behind the register at the front of the store talking on the phone. "Hey! Welcome to the store," she said, setting the phone aside for a moment. "I'll be with you in just a minute."
Both of the women nodded before moving towards the nearest clothing rack.
"You're the best grandmother ever!" Ava gushed, giving her grandmother a big hug.
Nana smiled and hugged her back. "I just want you to look so beautiful and sexy for Joshua on your first night together."
Both Ava and Nana moved to different racks, thumbing through the different pieces. There was so much to go through. Within a minute, the salesperson approached them.
"Hi!" she said. "Sorry about that. Can I help you with something? Are you looking for anything in particular?"
"No. Nothing in particular," Nana said, picking up an item that caught her eye. "We just need to see what would look good for her wedding night." Nana lifted up the piece, a black, leather, two-piece combination, to get a better look at it. The top was a halter top, laced up the front, showing plenty of cleavage. The bottoms were a high-waisted thong.
"That one's special," the salesgirl said. "The leather is custom made in Peru... specially imported."
"It's very soft," Nana said, stroking the leather and holding it up against the front of her body to check on its fit.
"That would look incredible on you," the saleswoman said, "with a figure like yours."
"Yeah?" Nana smiled at her, pleased that the woman noticed her... figure... and was so complimentary. "We'll try it." She made sure to get the right sizes, both for herself and for Ava, and held on to them while she continued looking through the rest of the rack.
The saleswoman lingered nearby while the two continued shopping for a moment. "When you have a few items, if you'd like, we have a dressing room where you can try them on."
"Ok," Ava smiled, selecting one and putting it aside. "Thank you. It might take a little time. There's so much to look at."
"It know what you mean," the saleswoman giggled. "My name is Hannah. Let me know if I can be of any assistance at all." Both Ava and Nana smiled at her and Hannah walked back over towards the register, giving them some privacy.
"This one is beautiful," Ava said, pulling a piece from the rack and lifting it up. It was one piece, lacy, red, and somewhat see-through.
"Yes," Nana agreed, smiling as she fingered through another rack. "That's very nice... but I'm thinking of something sexier... almost sleazy... for your wedding night."
They spent the better part of the next hour scouring through the racks, looking at just about every piece of lingerie the boutique offered. Both Ava and Nana grabbed several for Ava to try on, and Nana even found a couple for herself as well.
"Can we try these on?" Nana asked Hannah, holding their armful of clothing.
"Sure, sure." The young woman smiled as she started walking towards the dressing room, taking keys from her elastic wrist band, and unlocking the door. "Do you want two room?" he asked.
"No... one will be fine," Susan said.
Hannah looked over the items in their hands as she stood aside to let them go inside. "You've picked out some really special pieces," Hannah said. "If you need a different size or have any questions, just holler. I'll be right out here and will be happy to get anything for you."
"Thank you so much for your help," Nana smiled.
"It's my pleasure."
They both entered the dressing room and closed the door behind them. The door had a large gap and the bottom and the top, but otherwise, they were hidden from view. Nana was happy, also, that the angle of the room kept most of the store from seeing them.
"Ok... let's see what they look like," Nana said, setting her items aside on one of the two padded benches in the six-by-six room.
"Are you sure about this?" Ava asked, a little nervous. She'd never worn lingerie like this before and wondered if any of it would even fit her, much less look good on her.
Nana sat on the other padded bench. "One hundred percent. Alright... give me a fashion show. Let's start with the black one." She pointed at the stack she collected for Ava, with the black, leather outfit on top.
"If you insist," Ava said, and looked the items over. She was nervous.
"Mmhmm, I do."
Ava took off her t-shirt and shorts, then her bra, leaving her panties on. She picked up the leather top. "Oh my gosh... leather?" she asked, shocked. "I'm not even sure I know how to put this on." She slid it over her head, sliding her arms through the holes and then settled it down onto her torso, pushing her breasts into place. "Like this?"
Nana stood and moved behind her to help, touching her sides, stomach, and breasts, helping her put it on and adjust it. "Mmhmm... the point of this," Nana said, adjusting and tightening the crisscross tie of string in the front, "is to... really... show them off." She tied the string in a bow, and looked over her granddaughter. The leather was very form-fitting, accentuating Ava's naked abdomen, and teasingly showing off the insides of her B-cup breasts. "Nice... sexy... this leather is really nice."
"It is... but it's really expensive," Ava said, a little shocked at the price.
Nana shook her head and waved her hand at the price. "Don't worry about it. I'll take care of it. Now... show me something else... something... even racier. Like this one." Nana picked up navy blue two-piece set and handed it to Ava.
"I can't wear this," Ava said when she looked at the individual pieces. The top was similar to a bra, but left the entire breast exposed. There was just a swath of material below and over the top of the breast with nothing in between. The look seemed to really accentuate the breast and nipple. The bottoms looked like panties, but split when it went between her legs, making them crotchless, covering her bush but leaving her pussy completely exposed.
"Oh, but you can," Nana smiled.
Ava seemed even more shy as she untied the string of her leather top and, with Nana's help, pulled it off over her head. As she removed the panties, she felt a need. She even touched her pussy through her panties and teased herself as she pushed the leather one's down her legs and off.
"Nana?" she asked nervously. "Did you... did you bring the spray by chance?"
"The spray?" Nana asked, wondering why she'd even ask. "No, but you don't need it."
"It's not... it's not that I *need* it," Ava said, embarrassed. "I just... I want to feel that again. I've... my body is on fire... like, all the time. And I... I can't stop touching myself. I've been watching a lot of movies since we did... that... adult movies. I even bought a monthly subscription to the site. And I... I've seen so many things... learned so many things about sex. Between both men and women... and women and women. I never knew there were so many ways to give and receive pleasure."
Nana passed her the new panties to put on and Ava slid them up her legs, setting them in place. "I know what you mean," she smiled, giggling. "That's where I was when my Roger passed."
"I... I even bought a big dildo... like the one you used on me," Ava blushed. "I love it. I use it a couple times a day. I can't wait for the real thing." Nana couldn't believe how much she was sounding and looking like a sex addict. "I keep thinking about how warm it'll be... how exciting it'll be to feel a cock grow in my hands and mouth. I want it so bad I thought about going to a bar... and picking up a guy... just to feel a real dick. Just to taste it. Just to have it slide into my pussy."
"Oh... trust me. It'll be so much better with Joshua," Nana said, handing Ava the top. "Really. I know you'll be happy you waited for him." She helped her granddaughter by standing behind her and helping her slide the bra-like top up her arms and helped clasp it behind her. She reached around, under Ava's arms, and adjusted the straps around Ava's breasts, casually touching her nipples as she did.
"Oh my," Ava gasped and Nana lightly rolled her hard nipples between her fingers before she let go and turned Ava around.
"Wow!" Nana said, truly appreciating how good Ava looked in this outfit.
"You like it?" Ava smiled, looking down to see what Nana saw that was so incredible.
"Yeah!" Nana gushed. "God, it really... really... brings out your tits."
"Are you sure about this?" Ava asked, thinking that it showed far too much skin.
"Trust me... this highlights your breasts so wonderfully."
"I don't think I even fit in this."
Ava was moving as if she was uncomfortable as Nana moved behind her again. She reached around her from behind, one hand returning to tease her nipple, while the other touched her stomach... her hand sliding so close to Ava's pussy, teasing her with small circles there.
"Mmm... it's so feminine," Nana said softly. "Can you feel it? You look so sexy. You're even turning me on."
Ava turned her head and Nana's face was right there. And the two kissed, tenderly, passionately.
"Your lips are driving me wild," Ava whispered when they finally broke their kiss. "I'm so turned on right now, Nana."
"I have something else that will feel even better," Nana whispered, sliding her hand down over Ava's panties, touching her there and feeling the wet spot that had formed.
"You are so bad!" Ava almost giggled. But she couldn't. Her grandmother's fingers were already pressing into her clit, circling it and teasing it so wonderfully. She was gasping, pushing her hips into Susan's hand.
Ava moaned softly. "Ah... oh."
Nana took a couple of steps backwards, pulling Ava with her as she sat on the bench and pulled Ava to sit on her lap. She slid two of her fingers into her mouth as Ava helplessly watched, then slid her fingers into Ava's panties to touch and circle her clit directly.
"God, you're already so wet," Nana whispered. "It turns you on to be a little whore for me, doesn't it? Tell me."
"It does," Ava moaned. "Oh my God!"
Nana bent down and flicked her tongue across Ava's nipple several times. "You're such a good little whore."
"Oh my God, your tongue feels so good."
Then as she continued licking and teasing her nipples, Nana pushed two fingers into Ava's pussy and she slowly fingered her.
"Oh... yeah... yeah," Ava moaned, closing her eyes as the wonderful pleasure flowed over her.
"Your pussy is so wet and your nipples are hard," Nana said, pulling her lips from Ava's nipple. "Tell me how much you want me."
"God, I want you so bad!" Ava said, sounding desperate. "I need you!"
"Mmm," Nana moaned. "Oh, fuck baby. I can't stay away from that pussy of yours."
"Please," Ava begged. "You know how turned on I get when you talk like that."
Nana didn't care. She wanted her to be turned on. "Oh fuck! Your pussy is so fucking juicy for me."
Suddenly there was a voice from right outside the dressing room door. "Excuse me. Everything ok in there?" Hannah asked.
Nana stopped fingering Ava and sucking on her nipples, just holding her hand still inside Ava's wetness. "Hmm? What was that?"
"Everything ok?" Hannah asked.
"Yes... everything's... going great," Nana said, giggling. "We're still trying to decide which items we want."
"Ok. Let me know if you need different sizes."
"We will. Thank you!" Nana waited a moment for Hannah to walk away from the dressing room then started kissing and fingering her granddaughter once again.
Ava whimpered. "Mmhmm... mmhmm." She was trying not to make too loud of a sound, but it was becoming more and more difficult.
"Oh, you like that, don't you?" Nana said, sliding her fingers in and out faster. "You like my fingers deep in your wet little pussy."
"Yes... it feels so good."
"Are you my good little whore?"
"Yes," Ava nodded, her face showing just how overwhelmed her body was. "I am."
"Such a pretty little pink pussy," Nana said. "Spread those legs for me like a good little fucking whore."
"Oh! Oh my God!"
"I know just how you like to have your pussy touched."
"Oh fuck!"
"Yeah... moan for me baby, tell me how good it feels," Nana almost growled in desire.
"Oh, it's so good!" Ava panted. "So fucking good! Yes."
"Your tight, little pussy is just dripping for me," Nana said, pulling her fingers out for a moment to circle and pinch Ava's clit. "I don't think you want this to stop, do you?"
Ava quickly shook her head. There was no way she wanted this to stop now! "No! Don't stop... don't stop."
"You just love having your little pussy teased," Nana whispered harshly. "Purr for me, like a good little kitty."
"Oh fuck!" Ava said, a little louder than she wanted. "Yes! Yes! Yeeeeeeeeesss!" Then she suddenly came, her cum spraying a little, covering Nana's hand and dripping down onto her thigh. Susan turned Ava towards her more and started kissing her.
"Fuck," Nana said, lifting her hand up to show Ava how wet it was. "I love the way you cum for me." She slid her long fingers into her mouth, licking and sucking them clean while Ava watched, recovering from her orgasm. "Did that feel good?"
Ava nodded. "Mmhmm... but I feel... I need more. I need... to taste you."
"Yeah?" Nana asked, smiling deviously.
Ava grabbed the bottom of her grandmother's t-shirt and lifted it, pulling it up and off. Then she immediately grabbed one of her breasts in both hands, lifting it and sliding the nipple into her mouth.
"Oh... that's nice," Nana moaned softly.
Ava dropped to her knees between her grandmother's legs and grabbed at her pants. Nana stood as Ava unfastened them, then pushed them down her legs, helping her step out of them. Then she did the same with her panties until Susan was completely naked.
Susan turned around, put one foot up on the bench and put her hands on the wall behind it for balance. Ava immediately grabbed her ass cheeks with both hands, squeezing and separating them, staring at the most personal spot on her body, then bent forward, thrusting her face between her cheeks, and started licking her pussy from behind
"Mmm," Ava moaned, loving the taste of her grandmother's pussy. It had only been two months since they'd been together, but it felt like forever.
"Oh yeah... God your tongue feels so nice," Nana moaned. "Oh fuck... do I turn you on?"
"Oh yeah you do," Ava nodded between licks. Ava stroked her tongue between her grandmother's swollen labia, tasting her pink insides, driving her tongue as deep as she could into the older woman's pussy.
"Mmm," Susan moaned, panting softly. "Yes... yes... Oh my God. Oh yeah... fuck! Fuck yeah... God I love the way you eat my pussy. It feels so fucking good."
Ava started sucking on her grandmother's labia itself, sucking each into her mouth, pulling them, squeezing them with her lips, and lightly biting them. Then she slid up to her clit and sucked on it.
"Oh fuck," Susan moaned. "You eat my fucking pussy like it's your last meal! I love feeling your lips wrapped around my fucking clit. Fuck, I'm going to cum all over your fucking mouth!"
"Mmm... cum for me," Ava purred, barely leaving the wet pussy at her mouth. "Yes... cum for me."
"Yes... I'm gonna cum all over that pretty, little face," Nana moaned a little more loudly than she wanted. "God yes, right there. Yes... right there... don't stop... oh fuck, yes! I'm cumming!" Suddenly, she reached down with one hand and grabbed her granddaughter's head, pushing her mouth into her pussy even as her hips ground down against it. Her fluids gushed, spraying over and into Ava's mouth as her body tensed and quivered.
When she finally let Ava pull away, Susan was panting. She turned and sat on the bench, both hands going to Ava's face bringing her up to kiss her. "Oh my God. I love thinking about Joshua kissing you after your face has been all over my pretty little pussy."
Ava reached up and caressed Susan's large breasts, teasing her nipples as Susan did the same to hers. "I don't think things will be the same between us ever again."
Susan smiled. "That makes me happy. Here... let's try this. Lay down here."
Susan stood and led Ava to lay back on the bench. She grabbed one of Ava's legs and held it to her chest as she stepped forward, moving her body between Ava's legs.
"Yes... legs open for me," Nana moaned softly. "Oh yeah. My good little pussy." She pushed her hips down until her pussy made contact with Ava's and started grinding against her. Ava moaned as soon as their pussies made contact. "I love the way you moan for me."
"Oh fuck," Ava hissed, feeling her grandmother's hot, wet flesh slide over and engulf her clit. "Yeah... rub your pussy on me."
"A tight, little, wet pussy, just for me," Nana whispered. "Your pussy feels so good. It's so soft and wet against mine."
As Nana ground her pussy down, Ava ground hers up, both their hips moving, shoving their pussies together tightly.
"Oh fuck... God you're gonna make me cum again," Ava moaned grabbing the bench firmly to provide leverage.
"Let me see those pretty eyes while I fuck your pussy," Susan said, looking down at her granddaughter. Ava's face was a vision of pleasure, her eyes and mouth opened wide in disbelief as to how good this was feeling. She'd never even dreamed of doing something like this before and now... now she was going to want it more!
"Oh!" Ava gasped.
"Yeah... right there," Susan panted, moving her hips rapidly. "God I wish I had my big, black cock with me."
"Excuse me..." Hannah said from outside the dressing room, interrupting them.
Nana immediately covered Ava's mouth to keep her from being too loud as she continued grinding wondering if she could even control her own sounds at this point. Both of them were so close to cumming and she prayed Hannah couldn't hear their gasping breaths.
"Pardon me," Hannah said again, after a second of hearing no response.
"We're... we're almost done," Susan said, closing her eyes and looking up as the pleasure was starting to wash over her.
"Ok, just let me know if you need anything."
"Ok," Susan said curtly, barely able to say a word without betraying her excitement. She waited a moment for Hannah to leave then took her hand away from Ava's mouth.
"Oh! Oh fuck I'm glad she's gone! I'm gonna cum!" Ava panted, her body twisting on the bench, trying so hard to eek out every possible pleasurable sensation from Nana.
"Oh my God!" Nana hissed, her body tensing, cumming with Ava, both their pussies soaking the bench below.
After a minute, sated for the moment, Nana stood and let go of Ava's leg. Breathing hard, she bent down, her hands on the bench for balance, and kissed Ava. "You're so beautiful," she whispered.
Ava giggled. "I guess we can put this one in the buy category."
Nana nodded, her eyes sparkling. "Come on. We better get dressed and go check out." They giggled, wondering if Hannah would ever know what they did.
*****
"You look absolutely incredible," Madison, Ava's friend and maid of honor, said as she helped Ava put on her veil. They were sitting in front of the well-lit mirrors as Madison adjusted it into her hairdo.
It was Ava's wedding day at last. It seemed like it took forever to get to this point in some ways and, in other ways, it seemed like time just flew by. She was just so glad it finally arrived. They were sitting in a room at the church, close to the sanctuary. It was a room specifically set up for her and her bridesmaids to get ready.



The only one's left in the room now, though, were Ava, Madison, and Nana. The other girls had gone to the back of the sanctuary to start lining up for the processional. The pre-ceremony music was already playing.
"You think so?" Ava asked, feeling a little self-conscious. She wasn't used to being the center of attention and, today, she most definitely was. Everything was done... her make-up... her hair... her dress... everything, to make her absolutely beautiful. Today was her day to shine.
But her mind wasn't fully on what was happening. It was like her body just had to keep reminding her how badly she needed sex, how badly she needed to cum. Every day, several times a day, something triggered her, reminding her of what had been happening the past three months. She felt so extremely horny and nothing seemed to make it go away for very long.
Today, her grandmother was definitely reminding her of what happened, just being present and close. She was helping Ava get ready before the ceremony. Nana was dressed in a flowery blue dress that clung to her body almost like a second skin. And, while cut more low key in the chest, her breasts still managed to bring attention to her with her cavernous cleavage. Her long legs were encased in nude hose and she wore matching blue, three-inch high heels.
As Ava glanced at her in the mirror, they locked eyes and Nana smiled. Ava's mind immediately went to when she first saw Nana's strap-on. She watched Nana buckle the contraption onto her hips, the long rubber cock seemed so big. 'It's my cock,' Nana giggled when Ava asked about it. And then Nana's shocking statement. 'I'm going to fuck you senseless.'
And Nana did. She fucked her so much that day that Ava could never forget it.
'Do you like it hard?' Nana said as Ava looked up at her from the bottom of the missionary position, Nana's hips shoving that big, black, fake cock into her deeper and faster than she ever thought possible. Ava didn't know before that, but she did love hard... unconstrained... animalistic... fucking. She wondered if Joshua would ever be able to understand her need for it and do it. She wondered if he could treat her like she really wanted and needed.
Before the wedding, though, Ava had to speak to her grandmother. She had to make sure that Joshua never finds out what she and her grandmother had done over the past three months. He'd never understand it. It would kill him and destroy their marriage.
"Madison?" Ava asked her maid of honor. "Um... can you see if Joshua's doing ok?"
"I'm pretty sure he's not going to skip out," Madison giggled. "But I'll go check anyway." The brunette walked out of the dressing room and closed the door behind her.
"Are you ok?" Susan asked her.
"Yeah... I just... I wanted to just be sure that everything that's happened between us, you know... that it'll stay between us," Ava said nervously. "Joshua..."
"Yes... Joshua doesn't have to know a thing about it," Susan smiled, shaking her head slowly.
"It... you know... doesn't really have anything to do with him, right?"
Nana nodded, then smiled. "Exactly... it has nothing to do with him. It's between us girls. But, you have to admit, you enjoyed it."
Ava blushed again and looked at the floor. "I... um... of course I did."
"Did you love the way my tongue felt on your pussy?" Nana smiled deviously.
"Nana! Please!" Ava said. "You know what that kind of talk does to me."
"Just tell me the truth and I'll stop."
"Yes... of course I did," Ava smiled shyly. "And I... you know I can't stop thinking about it."
Nana smiled. "Maybe... we'll have to do it again another time, then."
Suddenly the door opened and Madison came in. "Are you ready? They're playing the prelude and everyone's lining up in the back."
Ava nodded. "I'm ready." The three of them walked to the back of the sanctuary where they waited for the procession to begin. In a minute, the attendants slowly walked down the aisle, two by two, arm in arm until only Ava and Nana remained.
The bride's processional music soon started and Ava wrapped her arm around her grandmother's arm before the two slowly walked down the aisle. The entire church was standing, turned to watch them. Ava felt a little uncomfortable being the center of attention, but then realized Nana was taking some of that away from her. As they walked down the aisle, she couldn't believe how many men openly stared at Nana's breasts... how many wives elbowed their husbands when they realized it. Even a couple of the women openly gawked at Nana, practically salivating.
And her grandmother absolutely loved the attention.
Halfway down, Ava focused her eyes on Joshua who stood at the front of the church, beside his best man and the minister. His face was beaming with love and desire. She couldn't tell if that was from seeing her or from seeing Nana, but it really didn't matter. When her eyes met his, she could see the desire and love that was from deep within him.
When she and her grandmother reached the front, they stood waiting for the music to end. "Who gives this bride?" the minister finally asked when it did.
"I do," Nana said. She kissed Ava on the cheek, hugged her, then left to sit in the second row of pews. Ava went and joined Joshua, standing in front of the minister, holding his hand. The congregation sat, the pews crunching beneath them.
"Family and friends," the minister said, addressing the congregation, standing two steps above Ava, "we are gathered here today in the sight of God and these witnesses to unite Ava and Joshua in holy matrimony."
Ava's mind wandered all throughout the ceremony. She couldn't believe how excited her body felt, now needy it was. Her hands continually moved to touch herself, pretending to scratch an itch, trying her best to be subtle. As the minister spoke, she couldn't help but think about what had happened between her grandmother and her.
'I like watching you suck on my big titties,' her grandmother had said as Ava had her mouth wrapped around her swollen nipple, her hands holding her large breast firmly between them. God! Those large mounds of flesh called to her continually, every time her grandmother was around. They were so prominent, no matter what Nana wore, and they made Ava's mouth water, wanting them. She wanted to taste them again, wanted to feel them in her hands, wanted to feel them against her body.
The music played and the soloist sang as Ava and Joshua sat in the front-row pew and watched, hand in hand. Ava licked her lips, her mind wandering to the time in the dressing room, where she sat on her grandmother's lap and was fingered. 'It turns you on to be a little whore for me, doesn't it?' Nana had said, making her body so excited. Her grandmother's fingers were so deep inside her, had made her clit so swollen and needy.
"What is marriage..." the minister said, standing in the pulpit, preaching to them all. Ava was temporarily awakened from her daydreams, but then looked down and her mind wandered again, to the time her grandmother first licked her pussy. 'You have a very pretty pussy,' she'd said as she settled between Ava's spread legs, her tongue starting to slash over her clit.
She was awakened as Joshua rose and pulled on her arm, urging her to stand. She looked around, a little embarrassed that her mind just wasn't in on what was happening around them. They moved to stand in front of the minister as he faced them and the congregation.
"It is your duty, Joshua, to be to Ava, a considerate, tender, faithful, and loving husband: to support, guide and cherish her in prosperity and trouble..."
Ava suddenly felt a flashback of her grandmother grabbing her hips from behind and sliding her big girl-cock into her. 'There you go... now I just go to town,' she said as she fucked her hard and deep, harder than she'd ever been fucked before. 'You've got a nice ass,' her grandmother said. 'I can just grab on to it. Slap it.' She wished and prayed that Joshua would do the same to her tonight.
"... Ava," the minister continued, shocking her from her daydream once again, "to be to Joshua, a considerate, tender, faithful, and loving wife; to comfort, guide and cherish him in prosperity and trouble..."
She remembered her grandmother teaching her how to suck on her girl-cock. 'Take it in your mouth,' she'd said, 'as far as you can. Guys love that.' She remembered sucking on it so deeply and wondered if Joshua's cock would be as big or as good. She prayed it would fill both her pussy and her mouth tonight and knew she'd swallow it as soon as they got into the limo if she could.
"... Ava," the minister again said her name, waking her from her depraved daydream, "do you take Joshua to be your lawfully wedded husband? Do you promise to support him completely and love him unconditionally so long as you both shall live?"
"I do," Ava smiled, looking at Joshua's smiling face.
"By the power vested in me, I now pronounce you husband and wife. Ladies and gentlemen, it is with a great honor that I present to you, Mr. and Mrs. Joshua and Ava Davis." More softly, the minister smiled at Joshua. "You may now kiss your bride."
Both Ava and Joshua moved forward, kissing very tenderly at first, but then more passionately. The crowd erupted in applause, embarrassing them and they moved apart, blushing and smiling broadly, before walking back up the aisle.
*****
When the dancing started after the reception dinner, Susan started dancing a little in her seat as the younger crowd rushed for the dance floor in the middle of the room. The lights dimmed quickly, the mirrored ball threw dots of light all over the room, and swirling, colored spotlights painted the room and its inhabitants.
The beat was fast, giving an exciting start to all the dancers as Susan watched them. Suddenly Joshua knelt to the floor beside her. She towered above him in the position he was in, the top of his head level with her breasts. She idly wondered if he would be so kind as to pull down her dress and suck on her breast... or slip between her legs and lick her pussy.
"Susan... can I talk to you a sec? In... private?" he asked, looking up at her.
Susan looked down, a little surprised that Ava wasn't close by. She wondered if she'd stolen away into the bathroom or something. "Certainly Joshua," she smiled. "Where are you two staying tonight after escaping from all of us?"
"Oh... um... it's the hotel on Fifth Street," he said as if she caught him off guard, off the conversation he really wanted to have.
"That's the Greenwood, right?"
"Yeah," he nodded, still taken aback by her questions taking him off track. "Yeah, that's the one."
"Oh, that's a nice hotel," Susan smiled down at him, nodding her approval. "You did good."
"Then we, um, leave tomorrow for Florida."
"Very nice! I hope you have a great time."
"Hey, um... Ava doesn't have to know about... you know... what happened... you know... between us, right?" he asked, blushing in embarrassment. "I mean, I don't want to harm our marriage."
Susan smiled. "Oh, no... of course she doesn't need to know. Our secret's safe. But," she said, sliding a solitary finger across his jaw, then tapping his nose, "I have to say... I did like how you fucked me. Maybe another day?"
Joshua looked around to make sure no one was watching them. "Oh... um... yeah... I think... maybe..."
"Mmm..." Susan moaned, smiling. "And that tongue..." She couldn't wait.
"Josh... it's time..." the best man yelled from the other side of the table.
"Ok... ok," Joshua told him, nodded, as if a spell had been suddenly broken. "Sorry... I, um... I gotta go." He stood, collected himself, and disappeared with the best man.
Susan took another sip of her wine and looked over the dance floor, looking to see who her post-party date might be. A young man spun into view. She could see him helping her up to her room later.
"May I have this dance?" an older gentleman asked, extending his hand toward her as she looked up at him. He was handsome in his suit and tie and she smiled. She remembered him. He was one of the many men that gawked at her earlier. If she remembered correctly, he was Joshua's uncle and was a widower.
"Certainly," she said, taking his hand and standing.
*****
Susan giggled to herself as she pulled into the Greenwood Hotel parking lot. It was midnight, not too early... not too late. She wondered what the two newlyweds would be doing right about now. She grabbed the new bottle of Champagne that she bought them and her purse, then opened the car door.
She slowly made her way into the hotel and up to the front desk.
"May I help you?" the young, tall gentleman asked. He was wearing a dark blue suit jacket with a little nametag on the lapel that said 'Hayden'.
"Hi... hi Hayden," Susan smiled. She saw the man's eyes focus on her cleavage in wonder for a moment, before locking with her own. The look was not so much attraction, but a curious sort of look. "I'm looking for the room for Mr. and Mrs. Davis... Joshua Davis. They just got married today and I came by to drop off some champagne for them." She held up the bottle briefly to show him.
Hayden typed on his computer, his eyes focused on the screen as he accessed the system, sometimes glancing up at Susan's breasts. "Sure... just one second. They're in room... 610. Would you like me to ring them and let them know you're here?"
"Oh, no... I'm not really trying to disturb them... just deliver the champagne. I'll just go up, if you don't mind."
Hayden nodded. "I understand. The elevators are around the corner," he said, using his hand to indicate the location.
"Thank you, Hayden," Susan smiled. "Are you, uh, working here all night?"
"No... thank God," he laughed. "I'm leaving soon. It's been a pretty long day."
"Tell me... do you happen to have any rooms available?" Susan asked. "I might like to stay the night."
"Oh, yes, of course. We have several available," Hayden said, clicking a few buttons. "Would you like to register?"
"Yes, I would." She handed her drivers license and credit card to the young man. "Ok... I have you checked into room... 307. Here is your card key."
Susan took the key and slid it, her license, and credit card back into her purse. "I would like to show you some of the wedding pictures, if you have a few minutes," she smiled. "I need to deliver the champagne then I'll be right back."
"Ok... as long as it's not too long," Hayden smiled politely. "I still have some paperwork to finish."
"I'll see you soon," Susan smiled. She walked to the elevators, into the open cab, and rode up to the sixth floor. She quickly checked the signs when she exited and slowly walked down the hallway, counting down the room numbers. She stopped in front of room 610. They'd hung the 'Do Not Disturb' tag on the door knob. She giggled as she slowly opened her purse and removed the small spray bottle of purple fluid, the SlutMist, and held it in her right hand as her left held the champagne bottle. She knew they'd want this particular disturbance.
She knocked on the door and waited. It seemed like it was taking forever for them to open the door, but she could imagine that they were... busy... and confused. The last thing they expected was for someone to knock.
"Who is it?" Joshua said from the other side of the door.
"Hi Joshua. It's Nana," she smiled.
It took a few more seconds as she envisioned the newlyweds wondering why she was there and covering up, trying to be presentable. Then the door opened. Joshua had a blanket wrapped around him, almost like a toga. She could see that he was still wearing his t-shirt.
"Nana?" he said. "What... what are you doing here?"
"Hi Joshua," she smiled, looking and feeling so devious. "I thought I'd buy you some champagne to congratulate my absolute favorite newlyweds."
"Oh. Than... thank you," he stammered, looking startled. "That's very nice of you." He took the bottle in one hand, his other holding the blanket around himself tightly.
"Hi Nana," Ava said as she came up from behind him, giggling. She'd put on one of the bath robes the hotel offered and held it tightly closed around herself. She was almost lost in the fluffy whiteness. Her hair was still perfectly coiffed as it had been for the wedding and her makeup was still perfect.
As Susan had feared, they were too shy for their wedding night. She was going to enjoy spicing things up a bit.
"She brought us some champagne," Joshua said, showing Ava the bottle.
"Oh wow," Ava smiled. "Thank you! That's so sweet of you."
"Well... I just wanted to make sure you both had the time of your lives tonight."
Ava smiled and took the bottle from Joshua, looking at the label. "Aw... we really appreciate that, Nana."
"Well... I'll let you two get back to your fun," Susan said, smiling as if she knew just what fun they were going to have. Just as she was turning to leave, just as Justin started closing the door, she suddenly stopped and turned back. "Oh... sorry... one more thing."
Before they could react, Susan lifted her hand and pointed the spray bottle at Joshua. Her hand was just a foot from his face as she unleashed the spray first into Joshua's face then quickly into Ava's. Both recoiled slightly as they were caught by surprise and took a step back from the door.
Susan smiled, watching them as she held the door open.
"Oh my God," Ava moaned, her body shaking a little as she opened her eyes. She looked almost... feral.
"Have fun," Susan said, smiling in satisfaction as she shut the door and rode back down to the lobby to see Hayden. She still held the spray bottle in her hand. This whole day was fun and all... but after all the naughty stares, comments by her dance partners, and the knowledge of what her granddaughter was doing right now, it sure left her with a desire for some naughty fun. And Hayden looked far too tempting to pass up.
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The Fiery, Unpredictable Wife
I have been married for five years to the most emotionally driven Irish red-head I think God ever created. Katelyn wore her emotions on her sleeves. She was always passionate about something, fiery when she got angry, and usually jumped to conclusions.
But I loved her passion. Her libido and fun matched mine in so many ways.
All of these emotions seemed very cyclical, each generally rising and peaking at different times... thank God. One day her passions for something might overflow. Another, her anger might flare. And still another, her libido would kick into overdrive. Even when two of her emotions peaked at the same time, she was difficult to deal with.
But sometimes... when her passion, anger, AND horniness peaked simultaneously... she was a force to be reckoned with.
Take last month for example... the day started with her passion and horniness peaking, much to my surprise and delight.
*****
It was a Wednesday, early morning, before the sun even rose. I was sleeping soundly when I felt a hand slowly stroking my cock. I was laying on my back with the sheet barely over me and was sporting a morning hardon. Katelyn was close beside me, moaning a little as she stroked me.
"Hey... um," I said, waking up a little.
"Good morning," she whispered, her hand never stopping its slow, steady movement up and down my shaft.
"What... what are you doing?" I asked, still groggy from sleep.
"You had such a hard cock this morning," she said so matter-of-factly. "I really couldn't help myself. I'm feeling a little lonely... and I thought... maybe you could help me out. You see... I'm extremely... extremely... horny right now. And I know that you're... harder... in the morning. Morning wood and all that. And I thought that maybe you could just... help me."
She moved closer and rose up onto her elbow so that her head was above me. She was being far more insistent now.
"You won't need to do a whole lot of work." She turned her head and looked down at my cock, barely visible in the dim light. "I love what I see here. You know, I really, really like your cock. Do you think you can last for me this morning?"
"Yeah... I think so."
"I just want to make sure I cum first," she smiled at me. "I don't want you pooping out too early."
"I... I can do that," I said. Her handjob was driving me crazy. She'd always been good at driving me crazy. "Can I... can I see your tits?"
"Yeah... of course." She rose to her knees beside me and pulled the large t-shirt she wore to bed over her head, throwing it to the floor. Her hand quickly moved back to stroking my cock.
I reached up with one hand and grabbed her breast, squeezing it, and playing with the nipple.
"How do they feel?"
"Really good," I said, smiling. It was my slice of heaven.
"You like my boobs, don't you?"
"You know I do," I nodded, smiling broadly. That was certainly no secret. I told her all the time I liked them and played with them pretty much any time I was within arms reach of her.
"Ooh, I feel it throbbing," she giggled. "Someone's getting very excited."
"Yeah, you are certainly doing your job."
"This cock... this cock is nice and girthy... it sooo satisfies me," she said. "It fills up my mouth so well." She bent over and slid her lips over my cock, sliding it deep into her mouth. "Mmm..." she moaned as she sucked and stroked me.
"Yes... I love this cock," she whispered. "How does my mouth feel?"
"Oh God, that feels good," I admitted. I didn't get a blowjob that often, but when I did, she was very passionate about it.
"Does it? Mmhmm." She went back to sucking on me, her hand stroking below her mouth. She slid deep a few times, almost deep-throating me, gagging and coughing before doing it again.
She pulled her mouth off me and stroked my very wet cock, twisting her hand with every stroke, her hand moving faster now. "Mmm... do you like watching me suck your cock?"
"You have no idea... it's really good," I moaned.
She crawled between my legs and knelt there, stroking me, sucking on me, never letting me out of her mouth as she moved. "Mmm," she moaned, obviously enjoying this very much. "Do you still jerk off?" she asked almost playfully.
"Yeah... all the time," I admitted.
"To me?"
"Of course to you."
"You do?" She smiled with glee. "Oh, you naughty, naughty boy."
"You're just... not always around when I'm horny."
"I love that... I love that you get so horny for me," she giggled. "Oh, I can't wait for your big cock to fill me up. Mmm... this is a nice mouthful. I know you wake up hard all the time. Do you jerk off in the morning?"
"Sometimes... in the shower."
"When was the last time... the last time you jerked off?"
"Just... um... just yesterday I think it was."
"What were you thinking about when you jerked off?" She looked at me with such a raunchy need for me.
"I was thinking about your tits," I laughed. "And I was thinking about... I was thinking about you in the kitchen... coming up behind you and just... bending you over, and sticking it inside you, and just fucking you right there at the counter."
"You're so bad," she giggled. "But I like that. You'll have to try it. Mmm... with that in mind, I think you're going to give me a nice big load this morning." Her hand was rapidly stroking me now as she bent down and started licking and sucking on my balls. She did that more infrequently than the blowjob, so this was a little special.
"The best start to the day ever!" I said, putting both my hands behind my head and smiling down at her to show her I was truly enjoying this moment. I felt like a king!
"Mmhmm... you taste so good," she moaned softly.
"It feels so good when you do that."
She turned and leaned closer, then slapped my cock against first one tit then the other. Then she circled each nipple with the head. Finally, after putting a dollop of spit on her chest, she slid my cock between her breasts. She artfully held it there while she grabbed her breasts and squeezed them against it as she moved up and down, titty-fucking me.
"God, I love your tits!" I moaned. She'd never done it this way before. Usually I was on top and made the move to fuck her tits.
"I want this to be the best wake-up sex you've ever had," she grinned down at me. Then she let me go and started crawling forward until she straddled me. "Are you ready for me to fuck you? I'm going to sit on this cock and ride you. I'm going to put this whole fucking thing inside my wet pussy."
She used her hand to direct my cock into her wetness as she sat down on it, making it slide deep inside her. Her pussy clench it, stretching around it. She groaned as she moved to let it go as deep as it could. "Oh, that is big. That is so... nice and big. You fill me up so good."
She ground her hips into me for a moment, not moving me inside and out as much as rubbing her clit into my pubic bone.
"Oh... oh... you're a nice, fucking ride," she said as she moved her hips more rapidly, forcing me in and out of her.
"Oh shit..." I moaned.
"You're not going to cum yet are you?" she panted, almost desperate to make sure she came first.
I shook my head. "No. I'm good."
But she was doubtful. "Are you sure?"
"Yeah... I'm good," I moaned. I just prayed that she came soon, because I knew my orgasm wasn't far behind if she kept this up.
Then she upped the ante and started bouncing on my cock, making her tits bounce with her, giving me a wonderful show. Each rise of her body made my cock almost come out of her and then each drop drove my cock deep, deep inside her. She was panting, her hands in her hair, as her orgasm approached.
"Oh my God, you've made my pussy really wet now," she moaned. "Oooh... fuck... you are hard as fuck!" she said loudly.
"You feel so good," I moaned. "God I love you."
"You feel good, too, baby," she moaned. Her panting was almost turning into wailing, each breath almost turning into a shriek of pleasure. "Fuck! God damn, I love you and I love your cock!"
She put her hands down on my chest and moved her hips up and down rapidly, her face scrunched tightly, her breath coming in rapid pants. She was cumming! "Oh... oh yeah! Oh yes! Fuck baby!" she moaned loudly as her pussy creamed all over my cock and balls. She was definitely wet this morning!
In a second, she dismounted me and lay beside me on her back, breathing hard. It almost looked like she felt we were done. But I had other plans. I looked at her, then rose to my knees and maneuvered myself between her legs. I pushed her knees back towards her face and used one hand to direct my cock right into her wetness.
"Oh yes... put it in me," she moaned, looking up at me a little startled. "Oh God... fuck!"
I wasn't going to fuck her slow... or gentle. We'd already warmed up to that. No... if this was for my orgasm then I was going to do it my way. I rested on my arms by her head and started thrusting... slapping my hips into her ass, driving hard and deep.
"Oh shit! You're pounding me, hard?" she asked, shocked.
"Fuck yeah," I moaned, looking down at her. I thrust and thrust and thrust, harder and faster. If I was going to fuck this morning, I wasn't going to waste a moment.
"Yeah, baby," she panted, her body shaking and twisting a little below me. "Give me that big dick, baby! Oh fuck!"
"Shit!" I panted, feeling my orgasm coming hard and fast. "Oh fuck."
"Oh that's so good... fuck yeah," she wailed, an octave higher than normal. "Oh yeah... oh... you're gonna make me cum again. You're cock is so good."
"Fuck yeah," was all I could say. My concentration and focus was on keeping my ass moving, keeping my cock drilling into her again and again.
"Yeah... you fuck me so good. Yeah! Keep going... keep going... I'm gonna cum all over your cock."
That's exactly what I wanted to hear. And that thought alone gave me more energy and more drive to keep going. "Fuck! Yes! Yeah! Oh... oh fuck. Your pussy is so good."
"Fuck yes, give me that big cock, baby," she panted. "Fuck my pussy really good."
"Oh, fuck! I'm close," I said, feeling my orgasm about to hit. "Oh shit."
"I want all that cum... give me all your cum," she said, and then her own orgasm hit. Her body gyrated below me and I could feel her pussy clench again and again on my cock, milking me. "Oh! Oh! Fuck! OhmyGodOhmyGodOhmyGod!"
Her body tightened, her eyes opened wide, looking so wild. Her mouth opened in a silent, primal scream as her pussy gushed all over my cock once again.
"Fuck!" I yelled. "I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum! Oh! Oh! Ohhhh!" I could feel my body spraying her insides with my seed with every thrust spraying it deep into her pussy, over and over again.
We were still breathing hard as I pulled out of her and fell to the bed beside her. She wrapped her arm around me and kissed me, giggling in happiness.
"Oh... oh wow," she smiled, panting.
"That was... amazing," I whispered, feeling all my energy starting to drain from my body.
"Go back to sleep now, babe," she whispered, pulling the sheet up and kissing me tenderly. "You have an hour or so before you have to get up for work."
It was a wonderful day to start the day. I admit that I was a little tired in the morning, but my energy returned quickly enough.
*****
While days like that weren't common, they were a nice gift and happened a couple times a year.
But the times I feared most came about once a year, always at a different time of year. This time, it was about a week ago. Her passion... her anger... AND her horniness peaked simultaneously.
*****
I got home from work earlier than Katelyn that day. Not unusual, but it didn't happen often. I relaxed, changed my clothes, and turned on the TV to watch some news. About an hour later, she came home, and I could tell immediately that she was mad. She slammed the door and trudged into the dining room, throwing her briefcase on the table.
"Fucking shithead cunt," she said to no one in particular.
"Are you ok, honey?" I asked, wondering if I really wanted to know the answer. I'd learned that sometimes it was best just to let her cool her jets.
"I will be, as soon as that asshole Jacobs gets her ass fired." She'd been having difficulty with Sarah Jacobs for the past six months she'd been there. According to Katelyn, she was a complete idiot and was constantly hitting on the men in the office. Rumors of course had her sleeping with everyone in management. Sarah was young and very attractive. Katelyn was a little older and attractive, too, but refused to play the sex card at work.
"What did she do now?" I asked getting up from the couch and moving to console her. I thought I could at least offer her a hug.
Katelyn hesitated a moment, as if wondering whether she should tell me or not. Then she gave me a strange look, her anger turning into a boiling passion for some reason. She grabbed me up and kissed me... and it wasn't soft, it wasn't gentle. This was a kiss of hunger. A kiss of unbridled lust. I was stunned and stood there not knowing what to do.
Her mouth moved to my neck and she nibbled on it and flicked her tongue over it. I could feel my erection beginning to strain my pants. One of her hands wandered down my body, caressing my cock through my jeans. She was panting in heat. I couldn't understand what had got into her, not that I wanted to do anything about it at that point. I always enjoy horny Katelyn.
Katelyn's hands forcefully grabbed my belt and the button to my jeans, jerking them open. She quickly yanked my pants down and thrust her hand through the waistband of my underwear and grabbed my hardened cock.
"I want this," she growled, her eyes flaring with passion. "I want it my way and I want it now. I like dick. I want dick. And I'm going to get it."
I've never seen her so forceful before, so demanding and dominant. She grabbed my hair and pulled my head back sharply, licking and sucking on my neck. Her mouth edged over to my ear. "Right now you're not my husband. You're not even fucking human. All you are is a fucking toy, for *MY* pleasure" she hissed. Her hand squeezed my groin, emphasizing her point. "Got that?"
I nodded. "Yes," I managed to moan.
"Yes what fucktoy," she hissed again. Her grip on my groin hurt a little.
"Yes mistress," I whispered.
"Much better. Now, get your clothes off."
She released me and stood nearby as I removed my clothes. The house felt a little cooler now, but I was burning up inside. Strangely, her attitude excited me.
"Get on your fucking knees," she demanded, pointing at the floor.
I moved to where she was pointing and dropped down quickly. But it wasn't quickly enough. She grabbed my hair and jerked me downwards.
"This isn't some joke," she spat. "You ARE my fucktoy and you WILL obey me. And quickly!"
"Y.. yess.. mistress," I stammered.
Katelyn released me and stepped back, admiring my body. She always did like my body, the length and girth of my cock. Her look didn't betray love this time. It was pure lust. It felt like she was sizing up my worth as a piece of meat.
Her hands began to unbutton her blouse. "Play with yourself," she said more softly. "But don't you cum without my permission." She pulled her blouse off her shoulders and placed it gingerly on the arm of the chair nearby. She removed her bra the same way.
My hand pulled on my hard member as I watched her undress. Her eyes held a feral look. She enjoyed playing this game of domination. Her pants come off quickly, followed by her pretty black lace panties. I could smell her heavenly scent and knew that she was extremely horny. I wasn't sure what happened at work, but whatever it was, it excited her. Her anger was covering up her sexual excitement.
Naked, Katelyn moved towards me once again. She roughly grabbed my hair and pulled my face into her cunt. She gyrated her hips, wiping her pussy on my face. "Fuck, yeah," she moaned softly. She grabbed my head with both hands and pulled me harder into her. She spread her legs a little wider, giving me more complete access to her pussy. "That fucking cunt."
My tongue stabbed out, licking at her sensitive flesh. I didn't need to move, however. She forced my head to move exactly where she wanted it. My only job was to flick my tongue, to keep it exposed for the pleasure of her swiping it across her clit.
"That's right," she moaned. "That's what I need." Her eyes closed for a moment so she could feel every sensation. Her thighs contracted on my head is if she was trying to crush me.
Then Katelyn stepped back a fraction and pushed me away from her. "Come with me," she moaned. She turned and walked towards the bathroom. I watched her ass sway so beautifully in front of me, mesmerizing me. I longed to kiss it. I longed to run my tongue across it and caress it.
The tile floor of the bathroom was cold and when I entered, still on my hands and knees, she was filling the whirlpool with hot water. She moved to the bathroom cabinet and pulled out bubble bath, dripping it into the running water. Foam began to form on the top of the water. A lovely lilac scent began to fill the room, tingling my senses.
Placing that back in the cabinet, she retrieved some oils and shaving supplies. She checked the water temperature and finding it just right, moved into the tub and took a seat. There wasn't enough room to comfortably have two people in the tub, at least not without being very close together. She tapped the shelf on the side of the tub, beckoning me to have a seat.
I moved over and sat, my feet in the hot water. My cock was standing tall now, bobbing slowly with every breath, every beat of my heart. Katelyn reached over and lightly stroked it with just her fingertips, running her nails along its length. I groaned hungrily but held my tongue. She was torturing me, but saying a word would make things much, much worse.
"What a nice... hard... cock... to come home to," Katelyn whispered playfully. Her hand slapped my thighs, silently ordering me to spread them wider. I complied weakly... I was totally under her spell. "I like cock." Her fingers slid lower to the base of my cock and onto my balls. She cupped them gently, watching them roll around her fingers. She licked her lips playfully as her hand then slid a little deeper, her finger sliding playfully around my sensitive asshole. "You are such a very nice toy."
"Thank you mistress," I whispered softly, watching her teasingly play with me.
Katelyn reached for the bottle of conditioner and released the cap. She turned the bottle over and slowly dripped the fluid onto the head and shaft of my cock. After it was lightly covered, she closed the bottle and lay back in the tub.
"Play with it for me," she ordered. My fingertips moved down and around my shaft, spreading the conditioner over it. Then I lightly grabbed it and felt its hardness in my hand. I slid up and down its length loving the tight grip and the squishy slipperiness of the fluid.
Katelyn was obviously stroking her thighs under the bubbled water as she watched me. A slight smile was on her lips. She enjoyed debasing me like this. It turned her on that she had so much control over me. She lifted a single leg into the air and spread shaving foam along its beautiful length. She knew how much I loved her legs. She knew I'd pay to just hump against them. She began to slowly shave her leg, making it oh so silky smooth. She took her time, loving the torture that she know I was going through. Finally, she finished both legs and I was gasping a little. She sat up on the edge of the tub and spread the shaving cream over her beautiful pussy. At first she lightly and delicately moved the razor as if she was making a pattern. Then with quick strokes she removed all of the hair there.
Katelyn giggled as she rinsed off the remaining foam and I grunted in pure pleasure. It was an animalistic sound from deep in my throat. She knew just how much I loved to look at her pussy and now it was all on display, just for me. She rubbed some of the oils around it, making it nice and soft. Her finger teased her clit for a moment and then slid in and out of her vagina as she fingered herself.



My hand continued to stroke my shaft while the other cradled my balls. Oh it felt so good! Oh how I longed to just fuck her so I could cum. I just wanted to make her cum again and again. The desire to ravage her was tearing me apart.
Katelyn reached up onto the counter and grabbed her vibrator that was hidden beneath the towel there. It was longer than my cock, but not as thick. And the one special feature she loved about it, too, was that it was waterproof. She slid back into the tub and turned it on low, slipping it beneath the surface of the water. Only she knew where it was touching. I could only see the bubbles swirling on the water surface as her hand moved.
"I like cock," she softly moaned below me, her eyes locked on my erection, as the vibrator obviously teased her clit. I could tell she was only using it to build her excitement, though, not to get off.
After several long minutes I felt as if I was about to explode once again, but forced myself not to. I knew it would anger her if I fulfill my sexual needs before hers. The head of my cock was so sensitive, I could barely touch it. My knees shivered with excitement, but my hand continued to stroke my length.
With one hand Katelyn circled her nipple with a fingertip and I watched it harden beneath her touch. The sight of my hard cock just a few short feet away and the feel of the vibrator on her clit was making her so very horny... as if she wasn't horny enough already.
"Stop," Katelyn ordered suddenly and she pulled the vibrator from underneath the water. She slid up and sat on the shelf at the other end of the tub. The bubbles clung seductively to her body, sliding down it slowly. Her eyes hold a hunger in them as she handed me the vibrator. "Use this and play with me."
I slid to my knees in the tub and took hold of the vibrator.
"Only the vibrator touches me," she warned.
I was disappointed, but followed her orders. I turned the vibrator up a notch and ran it along the inside of her thighs. She spread her legs wider, placing a foot on each side of the tub. Both of her hands slid across her breasts and her fingers rolled her hard nipples between them. Katelyn shuddered when the vibrator "accidentally" touched her clit. With just the tip, I ran it up one side of her clit and down the other, watching her sensitive pussy engorge with blood. Her labia were dark and pouty, begging to be licked and sucked. Oh how I wanted to dive in and get her off.
I lowered the vibrator to the entrance of her vagina and slowly pushed it in. Katelyn mewled in pleasure as she watched me intensely. She seemed to be having trouble controlling herself. I knew how badly she wanted to cum but she masterfully delayed it despite my teasing.
Slowly I slid the dildo in and out of her sopping pussy. I could feel the bubbles bursting around my balls and cock. It was not nearly as exciting, though, as watching that shaft disappear into her. I licked my lips in anticipation. Very soon after starting, her hips rose to meet her fabulous tool. She'd used it many times before, but having someone else use it on her was new and exciting. Especially when that someone was fully under her control.
Most of the men she'd known would never have played this game with her. Most would have buckled under the extreme sexual tension and would have been begging for release or simply trying to take her hard and fast. But not me... Katelyn admired my sense of tension and patience. She knew it would be so rewarding to me later.
She was moaning loudly now, moaning with each exhale, echoing off the tile walls. The vibrator was doing its job well and Katelyn could barely contain her needs any longer.
"Get out of the tub and lay the fuck on your back," she commanded.
I complied quickly. My erection stabbed into the air, bobbing with my heartbeat and the blood pumping into it. It was so hard and long, it was almost painful. Katelyn straddled my body and slid up until her pussy hovered over my mouth. My arms wrapped around her legs and cradled her hips. I looked up at her, across her magnificent breasts, her nipples diamond-like points.
Without ceremony, she widened her legs and lowered her creamy cunt onto my waiting mouth. This was certainly a more comfortable position for me and I was able to properly stimulate her clit from it. I sucked at her engorged labia, nibbling on it lightly. I could feel Katelyn's hips push into me, demandingly. She wanted this. She needed this!
Her hands returned to my head. She controlled my pressure, pulling me in hard in one moment and pushing me away the next. She was shivering above me in heat moaning loudly.
"Fuck you Sarah.... ummmm.... oooh yeah... hit on me will you," Katelyn moaned to no one in particular. "You fucking lesbian cunt whore. And I... I like... I like cock."
I could barely hear her, her thighs covered my ears. They pressed into me so hard at times I wondered if she was going to crush my skull. But then they loosened their hold and her weight pushed down onto my hungry mouth.
"Mmmm.... uh, uh, uh... this is what you'll... uh... get Sarah. You'll fuck my pussy with your tongue.... Yeah, that's it... right there on my clit. Ooooooh, so good.... so fucking good. Make me cummmmm.... oh...uh... in your mouth."
Katelyn's juices covered my face, but I loved it. She ground into me hard as she neared her first orgasm of the night. Glancing up, I could see her looking down at me, her eyes distant, her hands squeezing her breasts, her nipples poking out between her fingers as she squeeze them so roughly. She didn't smile and barely acknowledged me at all.
Her orgasm washed over her and I could feel her body trembling in delight. She lifted her pussy from my face and sat back on my chest. I loved seeing her like this, a light sheen of sweat over her body, her eyes closed in rapture, her chest heaving from her exertion and pleasure.
Katelyn sat there for a few minutes as I turned my head and softly kissed her thigh.
Then she regained her composure and stood. "Play with yourself," she simply commanded. She knelt beside me and ran her hands over my torso. As she crossed over my chest, she pinched and twisted my nipples cruelly. I winced in pain, but I didn't call out. I knew it would anger her. My hand continued to pump up and down my engorged member. Her pussy was close to my face and I could smell her lovely scent. I could see the fluids that coated her inner thighs.
"That's right, fucktoy. Get nice and hard for me," she hissed. "I'm gonna ride you like a dildo."
My erection was easily brought back to full staff after a few short moments. It was made difficult by the small bursts of pain Katelyn subjected me to by torturing my nipples, but it felt harder and longer than ever before.
"Stop," Katelyn quickly ordered. "Put your hands out to your sides." I complied quickly. She rose and stood over me once again. She stepped one foot over my body and squatted down, her hands bracing on my stomach. She slowly guided my prick into her wet pussy and she groaned softly as each inch pressed into her.
"Oh fuck I like cock," she hissed.
She moved her ass up and down on my cock, riding it with just the tip in her pussy. The head was practically falling out, but she expertly kept it inside her pussy at all times. Then with a quick change of pace she thrust down hard, plunging my hard member deep inside her, then quickly rose up once more.
We were both grunting with each and every drop of her hips and I began to raise mine to be able to thrust even deeper. Katelyn's pussy felt so incredible wrapped around my manhood. It was so tight and warm, I could barely stand it.
She looked at my face and recognized that I was going to cum. "Don't you fucking cum yet, you bastard. You don't cum until I tell you to." Fearing what would happen otherwise, I tried to think of other things to keep from spraying my load into her.... puppies.... grandma... anything to keep it from happening.
Katelyn went over the edge and had another orgasm, but it didn't slow her down. Her continued thrusting lengthened her orgasm, causing another and then another to peak.
Finally, her body began to slow down. Her hips were shaking and the thrusting was less urgent.
"Mmm, oh yesss. That's what I needed," Katelyn moaned softly. She stood, my hardness plopping out of her. It was covered in her juices and still stiff as a board. But she stepped away from me and moved to the couch in the living room. She turned on the tv and flipped it through various stations. I was still lying there, my cock fully extended and needing to cum.
Finally Katelyn looked down and took pity on me. "Alright, fucktoy. Go ahead and get yourself off."
"Thank you mistress," I said quickly, my hands jumping to my prick. With her juices there, it was a simple task to masturbate. My hand started to quickly pump the shaft. Katelyn simply watched, as if it was just another show on TV. Finally, I could feel myself getting ready to orgasm. It was building... building... I could feel my legs tightening, my abdomen getting tighter. All I could hear was a roaring in my head as the dam finally bursts. My cum spewed forth, shooting into the air with each squirt. It fell harmlessly to the ground hitting my body and the carpet before oozing out over my hand.
I moaned in delight until finally my orgasm slowed and then stopped. I was breathing hard and my dick was finally relaxing.
"Don't think that's all, fucktoy," she said casually. "We have a long night ahead of us."
Yeah... it was going to be a long night. I was going to be used to convince Katelyn that she wanted cock more than pussy. I was being forced to reassure her sexuality, even if she had some latent, closeted desires. Maybe another day, I'd look into that with her.
*****
All in all, I was happy with my fiery, red-headed wife. I was happy that her emotions rose and fell over time. I knew she was going to be different tomorrow. Now it was a waiting game to see which combinations hit next.
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Grandma's Test, Part 4
I felt my phone buzzing in my pocket and pulled it out, looking at the front screen. It was Ava. I unlocked the phone and answered it. "Hey babe," I said. I smiled. It was the first time my wife called me. My wife. I never thought the day would come when I actually had a wife call me... a wife to go home to. It was only Monday, just a little over a week since our wedding and my first day back to work after my absolutely mind-blowing honeymoon.
"Hi," Ava obviously smiled into the phone. "How's work going?"
"Oh... it's ok," I said. "I could think of more exciting things to be doing. But we do have to eat."
"I agree," she said. God, her voice sounded so sexy. "I've been thinking about you all day today."
I stood up from my desk and closed the door to my office. "Yeah?" I asked, walking back to my desk. I could already feel my cock throbbing in my dress pants.
"Mmhmm," Ava practically moaned. "I've... um... been playing." She giggled almost as if embarrassed.
"Yeah? That sounds a little naughty of you."
"I... I just can't help it," she said, almost sounding like an addict. "I'm so horny all the time. My pussy is practically throbbing."
"I know what you mean... at least a little," I admitted. Ever since our first night together my cock has been quick to jump to attention. And it felt so incredibly good to get off... better than it ever felt before. I mean, the force, the amount of cum, the pleasure bursting in my body. All of it felt so much... more... lately.
"You're... hard... all the time?" she asked almost as if she wanted it to be true... as if she wanted me to be hard and she wanted to see it.
"Too often."
I could hear her breathing heavy into the phone as if she was masturbating while talking to me. Her heavy breathing in my ear was making me even more excited. "I like that," she moaned. "I really like that. Oh my God. What... um... what time are you... you know... coming home?" she asked, her voice breathy and punctuated by her movement. I imagined she was thrusting her fingers into her wetness over and over again as she was talking to me. She was panting as if she was well on her way to an orgasm. "I really need you in my pussy."
My cock swelled and I grabbed it with my free hand. Pleasure was exploding in me just from touching my cock on the outside of my slacks. "Fuck," I hissed. "I'll... I'll be home by 5pm," I told her. I looked at the clock. It was another hour away.
"Ok," she said, trying to control her breathing. "Nana is on her way over to see us and talk about our honeymoon. I hope you don't mind."
"No," I said quickly. Probably too quickly. It wasn't as much that I wanted to see her grandmother... but I was hoping I could be with her again. Just thinking about that woman... her extra large breasts... her near-constant desire for sex... I wasn't sure how I was going to fuck her with Ava around, but I really wanted to. "No, that's ok. It'll be great to see her."
"Ok. I'll see you when you get home."
"Bye hun," I said, ending the call and setting the phone on my desk. My cock was really throbbing with need. I got out of my desk chair and walked down the hall to the restroom, passing several co-workers on the way. Thank God they had no idea what I was about to go do.
The bathroom was, thankfully, empty as I slipped into a stall and locked the door behind me. I had my pants unfastened, down to my knees, and was seated on the toilet in two seconds flat. My fingers curled around my shaft as I started stroking it. Fireworks exploded in my brain and the pleasure quickly washed over me. My hand moved faster and I struggled to get some tissue off the roll. I knew I was going to orgasm quickly and I certainly didn't want to have that all over the stall.
I was breathing heavy, stroking my cock rapidly, when suddenly I was interrupted by someone entering the bathroom. I cursed them under my breath, as I impatiently waited for them to leave. I prayed no one else would come in and disturb me as I practically held my breath, trying to curb my panting.
I heard the water running in the sink, then the paper towel get pulled and torn off from the dispenser. Finally, after what seemed like forever, I heard them open the door and leave. I exhaled in relief. My hand started moving again, faster and faster. My orgasm was rapidly approaching. I could feel it start from deep inside me, boiling and churning, building up the pressure.
I tried so hard to control my breathing, tried so hard to keep the sound down. But it was so difficult. I let out an uncontrolled grunt as my cock exploded and draped the tip with tissue to collect it all. I was successful, but there was just so much cum. Oh my God! And I couldn't believe that even when I was done, my cock was still a little hard and sensitive, as if it was ready for another go-around.
I stood and dressed, flushed the evidence of my masturbation down the toilet, then went to the sink and washed. I walked back to my desk, almost feeling like it was a walk of shame.
The last half hour of work seemed to drag on. All I could think about was Nana at the house with Ava. I wondered what they were talking about and wondered if Nana was planning something again. She'd certainly surprised us the night of our wedding, our first night together as husband and wife. We were still too shy and embarrassed to do what we truly wanted to do, but after Susan sprayed us with... whatever that was... we were uninhibited animals, fucking with abandon.
Our honeymoon in Florida was just as good. We tried to get out and do things... succeeding for a couple... miniature golf one night... walking the beach another. We even spent a lot of our days on the beach. But, otherwise, we stayed in the hotel room... just... fucking. I enjoyed exploring everything everywhere with Ava. She was my all and her body was certainly a wonder land.
When four thirty finally arrived, I quickly packed up my things and locked my computer. Without wasting a moment, I left, driving home. My mind was so full of Ava and Nana... wondering... and wondering...
Nana's car was in the apartment parking lot as I pulled into the spot for my... our... apartment. Ava's car was in the second spot with Nana parked in the overflow section. I grabbed my briefcase and ran up the stairs to the third floor where our apartment was located. It took me a minute to open the door, with my hands shaking with desire and anticipation, but I eventually got it.
When I opened the door, I caught sight of them, sitting in the living room, just ten feet from me. I closed the door behind myself, but just stood there in shock.
*****
Ava told me later what had happened before I got there. Nana arrived at about four thirty and rang the door bell. Ava had been working all day, unpacking everything from her apartment and redecorating. There were boxes everywhere, empty ones tossed aside, waiting to be broken down and taken to recycling. Full one's were stacked... with the half-empty ones set on the floor. She had moved some of the furniture around, making sure everything flowed well, making sure it matched her tastes and personality.
She was so happy to see her grandmother and they hugged tightly as soon as she walked in the door. Ava could feel the press of her large breasts against her face and felt her body begin to heat with desire. When they finally broke their embrace, Ava led her to the couch, clearing everything off it.
"Sorry for the mess," Ava apologized. "I had a lot of stuff to bring over."
"No, no. I completely understand. So... how was your honeymoon?" Nana asked. "Was the condo nice?"
"Oh my gosh, it was so incredible!" Ava gushed. "It had a huge king-size bed... a nice living room and kitchen. We had a deck on the back that overlooked the Gulf. It was absolutely perfect!"
"Oh, that's awesome!" Nana said. "Did you get down to the beach?"
"Every single day!" Ava said.
"What else did you do? See any tourist sites?"
"Well... honestly... we tried to get out, but... we had trouble leaving the condo for very long." Ava looked almost embarrassed to admit that. "We were... you know... together... a lot. And just couldn't stop."
"Ooh!" Nana smiled. "That's nice. You're really good together then?"
Ava nodded, smiling shyly.
"His cock's nice? Did he make you cum a lot?"
"Oh my God! It's... it's so good," Ava gushed. "It's not as big as your... you know... your cock. But it's really... nice. I couldn't believe I was so wet and ready all week long. We just did it every time either one of us had the desire, which seemed to be all the time!"
Nana smiled. "Yeah? Wow... that sounds really hot."
"It was like... in every room... on the balcony... even once on the beach and once in the Gulf," she giggled. "We were just looking at the beach as he fucked me from behind. We were so bad."
"Bad, but you had fun," Nana giggled.
"I just... I don't know why our libidos were just so... you know... high. Like on overdrive. We couldn't help ourselves. We've never been like this before."
"Yeah?" Nana asked, smiling. "Isn't that such a hot feeling? Did he like your new lingerie and bathing suit?"
"He was so hard when he saw me in both of them," Ava giggled. "It certainly made it difficult for him to keep his hands off me. He took them both off me so quickly the first time he saw me in them, though."
"That's so funny," Nana giggled. "We take the time to select and buy lingerie and wear it for our man and then all they want to do is rip it off us."
Ava licked her lips and looked nervous, looking down at the floor.
"What's wrong?" Nana asked, touching under her chin to lift her face.
"I'm just... Nana, did you bring the spray?" Ava asked, looking scared and embarrassed.
"The spray?" Nana asked, surprised. "It's in my purse, but you don't need it. Oh, honey. Come here." She pulled Ava close, hugging the young woman and kissing the top of her head. "The spray is for fun and to get things started with someone. You don't need it every time."
"I know," Ava sniffled. "I just... I really like how it makes me feel." Ava lifted her hand and lightly grabbed Nana's breast through her t-shirt. She squeezed it and teased her nipple, making it hard.
Nana kissed the top of her head again and, when Ava turned her face up, kissed her on the lips. Slowly the kiss became more and more passionate, and Ava's hand grabbed Nana's breast more firmly, sliding beneath her t-shirt to feel the massive mound of flesh directly.
Nana helped Ava lift her shirt over her head and off, then resumed kissing, kissing down to her neck, licking and biting her. Ava pinched and pulled her nipple, rolling it between her fingers as Nana moaned into her neck.
"Oh... that's good right there," Nana moaned. "Just like that." She grabbed the bottom of Ava's t-shirt and pulled it up. "You have far too many clothes on now," she giggled. She tossed Ava's shirt aside and grabbed her breast, too, and the pair kissed while fondling the other's breast.
"Here," Nana said as she pushed Ava back into the couch, "lay back." Ava lay back on the couch as Nana grabbed her shorts and unfastened them, tugging them down her legs with her panties and tossing them aside, too. She slid her hand up Ava's leg, pulling her knee toward her, parting Ava's legs. She palmed Ava's pussy and the young woman practically jumped as she yelped in pleasure.
"Oh my God that feels so good," Ava panted.
Nana slid her fingers around her pussy, getting them wet with her copious juices that seemed to almost pour out of her. She circled her clit with her fingertip as she kissed her, making Ava groan into her mouth.
"Fuck!" Ava panted. "Uh huh... uh huh... uh huh."
"Baby, it's sooo pretty," Nana whispered between kisses. "I love your little pussy. Why don't you get up on your knees." Nana backed away a little, letting Ava turn over and get on her knees on the couch, her hands resting on the back of the couch. Nana dropped to the floor, kneeling down and palming her ass cheeks.
Nana pulled her cheeks apart and bent forward to lick her pussy and asshole from behind. "Look at that," she moaned, letting her fingers move over and around her labia as she stared intently at her swollen flesh. "Those are some puffy lips. And a tiny little clit right there. It's so pretty. And you're so fucking wet!"
She rubbed her fingers on her labia, separating them, squeezing them, and pulling them. "So cute," she said as she bent forward and started licking her pussy, using her thumbs to pry open her engorged lips.
"Mmm... look at that pink little flower," Nana moaned between licks. "So flushed and fragrant. And so yummy."
"Oh my God, that feels so good, Nana," Ava moaned. "Uh huh. Oh fuck."
"Mmhmm," Nana moaned, locking her lips around her labia and gently sucking on them, nibbling on them.
"Oh Nana... oh fuck... right there, right there," Ava panted, grabbing the back of the couch firmly and setting her forehead against the wall.
"Mmmm," Nana moaned as she continued to assault her succulent flesh. She could feel Ava's hips move every time her tongue hit a particularly sensitive spot and then came back and concentrated on them.
"Oh fuck!" Ava groaned.
Suddenly Nana pulled back and licked her lips. "Come here." She grabbed Ava and helped the young woman off the couch while she pulled the rest of her own clothes off and then sat on the couch. She grabbed the young woman's hips and kissed her stomach again and again, then her hands palmed and squeezed Ava's breasts. "Those just point out hard, don't they," she said as she flicked her nipples. "Oh, that's so hot. Look at that."
Nana sat back into the couch and Ava knelt on the floor, leaning forward to kiss her grandmother. She grabbed her large breasts and squeezed them, massaging them as they kissed.
"Oh fuck, baby," Nana moaned. She raised her legs, bringing her knees towards her face to offer Ava her pussy as her granddaughter sat back, smiling.
Without a second to waste, Ava started licking her pussy as if she was hungry, sending pleasure roaring through her grandmother.
"Yeah... there you go," Nana moaned, squirming a little as the pleasure grew too intense at times. "Right there. You know what I want. Oh God... good girl. Oh my God."
Ava moaned into her pussy, sliding her tongue deep inside, then flicking it over her clit. "Mmhmm." Ava started licking faster and then sucked on Nana's clit.
"Oh fuck!" Nana groaned loudly. "Such a horny little girl. So hungry."
"Do you think I'm worth spraying?" Ava asked, smirking.
"Is that what you're thinking?" Nana asked. She couldn't believe how centered Ava was on the spray. "Such a naughty girl. You're wondering if you're worth spraying with your tongue all over my clit?"
"Mmhmm," Ava moaned, noisily sucking on Nana's clit again, making her grandmother writhe beneath her.
"Uh huh... uh huh... oh my God... you're worth it. Oh my God, you're worth it. Fuck!" Suddenly Nana came, her body shaking wildly, her pussy gushing all over Ava's face.
"Oh my God that tastes so good," Ava giggled, sitting back on her heels, wiping her face with the back of her hand.
Nana was panting as she dropped her legs and looked at her gorgeous granddaughter. "Wow... you better hope your husband keeps you busy. Or I might just have to stop by more often. You are definitely worth visiting." She sat up and grabbed Ava's face in both of her hands, pulling her into a searing kiss, the two sliding their dueling tongues together. "I love tasting myself on your tongue. I fucking love that mouth of yours," Nana panted.
Nana pulled back. "Stay right there," she said as she moved into position, sitting fully on the couch. "Now... stand up." As Ava stood, Nana guided her so that she straddled Nana's leg. "Here... sit." As Ava sat on her thigh, her bare, wet pussy pressing against Nana's flesh, Nana grabbed her breasts and started teasing her nipples. "Such hard, tight little nipples... hard like diamonds."
Ava closed her eyes as Nana teased her. She was already so ready to cum and this teasing wasn't helping. She suddenly felt her grandmother's hand touch her lower abdomen, felt her wet thumb slide across her overheated clit and she jumped a little. In jumping, she scraped her pussy across Nana's thigh and realized how good it felt. She opened her eyes again and looked down at her deviously smiling grandmother. Then she started to slowly slide her hips forward and back, grinding her pussy into Nana's thigh, her clit generating such pleasure.
"Oh my God!" Ava moaned loudly. "That's... that's so good."
"Yeah... right there," Nana giggled as Ava's hips moved rapidly, her hands grabbing Nana's shoulder for support. Ava's pussy juices were covering Nana's thigh, making her skin so wet. "Oh, your pussy feels so good. My slut has such a cute, horny, little pussy."
Ava was moving wildly, her orgasm so close. Her juices were running down her grandmother's leg. "Oh! Oh my God. That's so good. Yes!"
"Kiss me," Nana said, leaning a little forward. Ava bent down, her hips still frantically moving, her hips grinding, as she kissed her grandmother.
Ava was panting, barely able to kiss her grandmother, her hips moving rapidly as she ground her pussy hard into her grandmother's thigh. "Oh fuck! Oh my God!" she yelled.
Suddenly the front door opened and I, Joshua, walked in, bewildered. I closed the door behind me, but just stood in shock. Both of them were completely naked and my wife was grinding her pussy into her grandmother's thigh while Nana played with her tits. It seemed so... wrong... that they were having sex. That was, like, incest or something.
"Joshua's home," Nana said, grinning.
"What... what are you doing?" I asked. I'm sure it came out fare more harsh than I wanted it to sound. I wasn't mad... just confused.
Ava quickly stood, breathing heavily, and was almost confused and unbalanced. "Josh! Oh... oh my gosh! I... I can explain..."
"Nonsense," Nana said. "There's nothing to explain. We're having sex. And, of course, Joshua is going to join us now that he's home." She smiled at me like it was the simple truth. "Aren't you?"
"I... I, uh..." I stammered, not knowing what to do or say.
"Ava, sit," Nana said. "Right here." Nana indicated the spot on the couch between her legs and took Ava's hand to help direct her. Ava turned and sat in that small space. Nana grabbed her one leg and put it over hers, then did the same with the other, spreading Ava's legs wide apart. She grabbed Ava's breast from behind with one hand as her other hand moved to Ava's pussy, her fingers starting to play.
"Fuck," Ava panted, putting her head back on Nana's shoulder.
"Josh... you have far too much clothing on. Don't you think?" Nana said, looking right at me.
I was still dumbstruck, watching my wife and her grandmother have sex right in front of me. I never thought this would ever happen in a million years. But I knew that Nana was incredibly sexy and that she was naked, begging for me to join them. My rock hard cock made my decision for me.
I took a few steps forward and started pulling my polo shirt over my head, tossing it aside. Then I both kicked off my shoes while my hands worked the clasp holding up my dress slacks and walked out of them, along with my boxers. Lifting up each foot in turn, I took my socks off, leaving me completely naked... leaving me with a hardon that was throbbing with need.
"Mmm... delicious. Isn't he?" Nana asked my wife.
"Yes... he is," Ava panted, looking at my cock hungrily.
"Why don't you come over here and show us that wonderful cock of yours," Nana smiled. I took the last two steps towards them and ended up right in front of them, with my cock right in front of Ava's face. Her face was contorted in pleasure, her mouth open in a scream as she panted, randomly holding her breath as the pleasure crested again and again.



"There you go," Nana said. "Stroke it for us. Show us how you like it."
I wrapped my fingers around my shaft and started sliding it up and down, stroking the entire length as the two watched intently. My cock was so hard, the tip was turning purple I needed to cum so badly. Ava growled a little as Nana pushed two fingers into her, slapping her clit with her palm with every thrust.
I spit in my hand to give me some lubrication and really started stroking my cock. It felt so incredible and watching the two women made me even more excited. Ava had been a really freaky sex fiend on our honeymoon, but I never saw her acting like this. This was... incredibly... sexy.
Nana seemed to know when I got close to cumming and stopped me. "Why don't you kneel down and lick your wife's pussy," she smiled. "She's dying for you to make her cum."
I dropped to my knees on the ground in front of them and watched Nana open her pussy with two fingers, pulling her labia apart to expose all of her pink pussy to me. My mouth watered. I bent down, but waited for some reason. This was all just too... weird.
"Go on," Nana commanded. "Eat her pussy."
I waited only a second or two more, then moved the final few inches and started licking and sucking on Ava's swollen, sensitive pussy.
"Oh, look at that," Nana said as both she and Ava watched me. "He's so attentive. My God, your clit is so swollen!"
Nana held Ava's legs spread wide as my wife gyrated from the pleasure my mouth and tongue was giving her. I flicked my tongue over her clit and I thought she was going to have a heart attack.
"Oh my gosh your tongue is amazing," Ava panted. "Oh my God... yes... you're so fucking good at that. My body is on fire. I so fucking need to cum."
"Mmm," I moaned into her pussy, not wanting to take even a second to stop to talk to her. I started sucking on her labia, slurping each lip into my mouth to pull and tease it. "Mmhmm."
Nana was smiling as she teased Ava's nipples, her hands grabbing and pulling them more roughly now. "Ooh... he looks hungry."
"Oh my God!" Ava yelled. I prayed that the neighbors didn't hear her. "Fuck! I love it when you treats my pussy like this. Oh that's so good."
I slid two fingers into my mouth to wet then, then slid them into her wetness, remembering from our honeymoon how much she enjoyed that. My fingers stroked her G-spot then I slid them in and out, twisting and turning, making her feel every inch.
"Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Ohmygod!" Ava was shaking more violently now. Nana held her tightly, her arms wrapped around her, her legs holding Ava's legs in place, trying to make sure she didn't wiggle away or hurt either one of us.
"Oh fuck!" Nana said, her lips so close to Ava's ear. "Yes! Cum for your husband my little whore. Cum all over his fucking mouth."
And she did. "Ohhh! Ohhh! Ohhh!" she grunted loudly with every drawn-out exhale as her body convulsed. Her body was shaking, her hips thrusting up again and again as her pussy gushed its juices all over my face, all over my hand, dripping down my arm. Then it dripped to the floor.
As Nana released Ava from her arms, my wife, barely strong enough to stand, slid down to the carpeted floor. She moved aside, sweaty and still shaking, holding her pussy as if holding in the pleasure. "Lick Nana," she commanded me. "Make her cum."
I licked my lips, licking Ava's pussy juices off before crawling forward again and sliding my face between Nana's thighs.
"Oh my God!" Nana moaned in surprise. She lay back on the couch and brought her legs up to her chest, giving me even more access to her pussy and asshole.
Hungrily, I grabbed her legs, pushing them back and apart as I licked Nana's swollen wetness. She tasted different from Ava, more musky maybe. But I loved it just the same.
"Oh yes!" Nana moaned loudly. "Yeah... I love how you suck on my pussy like that."
"Oh my God, you're so creamy," I said, sliding my tongue deep inside her to bring out all her juices. When I looked up, Ava had stood and was now kneeling on the couch, kissing her grandmother. "Mmm," I moaned, enjoying this delicacy.
"Yeah... you like my big titties, don't you?" Nana said to Ava as my wife licked and sucked on her massive breasts. Her nipples were so hard and wet from Ava's mouth. Then I turned my attention to Nana's clit and she looked down at me, moaning. "Oh, that's amazing. Yes... oh my God, Josh."
"Mmhmm," I moaned, again not wanting to stop licking. She seemed so close.
"Oh... fuck!" Nana growled. "Yes! Yes! Yes!"
I licked furiously, slashing my tongue across her clit and sucking on it again and again. I could feel Nana shaking beneath me, so close to her orgasm. My head was moving now, too, helping my tongue swirl in circles, pressing my tongue hard against her pussy.
"Oh my God!" she yelled. "Yes!"
I suddenly felt hands grab my head and pull me back. I was stunned, especially with Nana so close to her orgasm. I looked up and saw Ava standing over me.
"Not that way," she said. "I don't want her to cum that way. Fuck her. Fuck her hard, Joshua."
I looked at Nana, at her laying back with her eyes wide open, her massive breasts rising and falling with each panting breath. Her face and chest were flushed, so I knew she was definitely close.
"Do it," Ava commanded me.
I rose to my feet and grabbed underneath Nana's legs, maneuvering her into position. I kept her knees pushed back into her chest as I lined my cock up with her pussy, then pushed inside.
"Oh my God!" Nana gasped, looking up at me in surprise. "Fuck me!"
I started thrusting, hard and fast, slapping my hips against her again and again. My cock was so deep inside her and she was so tied up like a pretzel. I felt so in control. As I thrust, I saw movement off to the side and looked over to see Ava rummaging through a purse, looking for something.
Nana, likely seeing me looking at her, looked too, then became animated, trying to push me away, trying to escape.
"No... you're not in control," I said, pressing her down into the couch more firmly, holding her so that she couldn't move. I just kept thrusting, her pussy so wet and ready for me.
"Please, Josh," Nana begged. "Don't let her... she... she can't..."
In a second, Ava was standing beside us. She was smiling down at Nana, but Nana wasn't smiling back. She actually looked... scared.
"I found it!" Ava giggled, almost evilly. She lifted the purple bottle into the air and pointed it at Nana. "I'm sure you'd love to know what this feels like."
"Ava! No!" Nana protested. "Don't do this."
Ava just giggled then blasted the spray into Nana's face three times. Nana tried to block it with her hands and by turning her head, but it seemed like the mist got her everywhere. Turning the bottle quickly, she sprayed me twice, right in the face, then once on herself.
The spray took a second, but the reaction seemed to come even faster this time. My body was already boiling and I already had my cock buried deep into Nana's pussy. I'd stopped thrusting when Ava sprayed me, almost even moving back a step and pulling my cock out of Nana, but I didn't. When the pleasure started erupting inside my head, my cock swelled, growing even harder and more sensitive than ever before. Nana seemed to be feeling the effects, too. She reached up and grabbed my upper arms, her face a mixture of slutty desire and need, her eyes wild.
"Fuck! Fuck me!" she growled, trying to push her hips up into me to encourage me, turning her head from side to side as the pleasure overwhelmed her mind. She grabbed and squeezed her own breasts firmly, pulling and twisting her long, hard nipples. "Oh my God. I feel so... so... fucking... good."
I started thrusting again, my cock feeling... everything... every sensation. I felt how wet her pussy was, how amazingly hot, how much it squeezed and milked my cock. I felt the cool air of the room on my skin. Every nerve in my body felt like it was firing, overloading my brain.
"Oh my God, fuck yes!" Nana yelled with a grunt.
Ava kissed my arm, then grabbed my face and kissed me on the lips. She seemed urgent and needy and I felt her hand grab my ass, squeezing it, pulling me in with every stroke, making me thrust even harder and deeper into her grandmother. With her encouragement, I thrust faster and harder, drilling my cock deep into Nana, slamming my hips into her with each thrust.
Ava then dropped to her knees on the couch beside Nana, kissing her deeply, both of them grunting and moaning like animals. After just a few seconds, Ava kicked a leg over Nana and squat down, letting her grandmother eat her pussy. At the same time, she grabbed Nana's legs, holding them bent back, freeing my hands.
I don't honestly remember much more after that. Everything is a blur. There was so much fucking and sucking. Fucking pussies and mouths... and asses. I remember the girls getting into a sixty-nine as I fingered them. And I remember cumming... a lot!
*****
When I woke three hours later, I was curled in a ball in one of the living room chairs. Nana and Ava were laying on the couch, their arms around the other in a deep embrace, their legs entangled. My mouth tasted like pussy and the entire room reeked of sex. My cock was limp, but there was a residual feeling of pleasure emanating from it... just like last time. Maybe even more now.
I stood and stretched, my body aching from the tight position I was in and from all the activity. As I walked over to the girls, I could tell they were still sound asleep and probably would be for a while yet, especially if I stayed quiet. I could see dried cum on their faces, chests, thighs, and backs.
Some of the packed boxes were overturned, their contents scattered across the floor. Some of the empty boxes were crushed as if we'd lay on them. A wild, uninhibited, sexual storm had hit our apartment.
On the floor by the couch, seemingly just tossed aside, was the small purple spray bottle that was almost one-quarter full still. I bent down and picked it up, wondering idly what it was and what in the hell I was going to do with it. I did feel a desire to spray myself, a desire to feel those affects once again. Luckily my desire wasn't as strong as Ava's. I felt I could still control myself. Sometimes, Ava couldn't stop talking about it, she wanted it so badly. I imagined that if she woke up early and found the spray that she would have kept spraying us, over and over again.
I shook my head and realized just how addictive and dangerous this stuff was. I didn't think I could trust either Ava or Nana with it. My wife was far too addicted to it already. And Nana was obviously using it freely on other people for God knows how long now, probably getting other people addicted to it as well.
So... I was conflicted. Do I pour it out and destroy it? Do I give it back to Nana? Do I keep it for Ava or even myself?
As I was considering it, I found myself in the kitchen. It was almost as if my body knew the correct decision. I opened the top of the bottle, poured the contents into the sink, then ran water on top of it. Then I threw the empty glass bottle in the trash.
I exhaled, letting go a breath I didn't even know I was holding. We were free now. The only question that remained was what was going to happen between us and Nana. Were we going to have a sexual relationship? As I walked back into the living room and looked at how tightly Ava and Nana held each other on the couch I had a feeling we were going to be closer than ever from now on. This time... freely.
What I didn't consider was... Nana knew exactly where to get more.



        Daddy's Sex Toy Pt. 01

        My daughter wants to thank me for everything I've done.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/daddys-sex-toy-pt-01

Title: Daddy's Sex Toy Pt. 01

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: My daughter wants to thank me for everything I've done.

Tags: young-old, lingerie, ass play

Series: Daddy's Sex Toy


It had been a long day at work, but it was Friday and I was happy to be pulling into my own driveway. Traffic was bad, probably because it was a Friday and the weather was near perfect. I knew my wife was going to be working late tonight but my daughter was home from college and that made me smile. It seemed like I hadn't really seen her in so long. We'd have to figure out something for dinner, but I didn't expect that to be too difficult. My daughter and I got along really well. As a matter of fact, most people would say far, far too well. But that was our dark family secret.
You see, when my daughter moved into her college dorm, I felt pretty guilty. I felt like my wife and I were abandoning her or something. Granted, she complained, and, yeah, mentioned just that. So, instead of keeping her in a cramped little dorm room with a roommate that she probably wasn't going to like anyway, I caved to her suggestion and rented her an apartment nearby for the year. Then, at another suggestion, I bought her a car, so she could drive to school every day... or anywhere else for that matter.
I paid for her tuition... and I gave her a pretty good monthly allowance so she wouldn't have to work.
Most people would probably say that I gave her too much... that I was spoiling her. But she was my one and only daughter. I wanted her to get good grades and not worry about the silly little things in life like having a stupid, part-time college job. At least not yet.
"Hi Pamela," I yelled as I waved to the neighbor next door. She was using their garden hose to water the flowers in their front and side yards.
"Hi Kevin!" she waved. "How're you doing? Happy that Alexis is back for the summer?"
"You know it!" I yelled. "It's great to have her home for a few months."
"I bet," she yelled. "I saw her the other day. She's an absolutely beautiful young woman."
"We agree," I yelled back. "She's going to make a guy really happy some day."
"Hopefully not too soon, though, right?" she laughed.
"Exactly!"
"Hope you have a great weekend!"
"You too!"
Pamela and her husband were retired which gave her a lot of time to work on her flower beds. She had the best flowers in the neighborhood. I opened the front door and I can't tell you how great it felt to feel the gush of cool air rushing out to greet me. I closed it quickly, hoping to keep all that cool air locked inside. My electric bill was bad enough.
The house was quiet, which surprised me a little. Alexis' car was in the driveway, so I was pretty sure she was home. I shook it off figuring that she might be in the back yard working on her tan or maybe down in the family room working on her yoga.
Naughty thoughts invaded my brain as I thought of those two, specific scenarios. I knew she could be doing a ton of other things. But there was something about those two scenarios that really captured my brain. I set my briefcase down on the dining room table and felt my cock pulse at the thought of seeing my very slender daughter, her C-cup breasts pressed into a tiny, little bikini or a tight, little sports bra, her firm ass very visible in the bikini bottoms or tight yoga pants. I had to admit, I enjoyed both scenarios... and found myself watching her many times in both activities just last summer, before she left for college. I watched from a hidden location, of course. I didn't want anyone to see me perving out over my own daughter.
My first stop, of course, was to go to my bedroom. My window overlooked the back yard and that was the location from which I normally watched her sunbathe. I thought I'd change into something more comfortable... slide the chair closer to the window... and grab some lube. I could imagine her laying there, her body so exposed... maybe she be tanning topless since our back yard was surrounded by a privacy fence. She'd be dribbling oil on her chest... rubbing it into her skin... touching more and more for pleasure... Damn! I was excited and hard just thinking about it!
I opened the door to my bedroom and was shocked to see Alexis laying in my bed... in lingerie that was similar to a bikini... only a lot more see-through. The lingerie was a dark red and looked really sexy on her. Her hand was down in her panties and she was obviously playing with her pussy. She was moaning softly, her eyes closed as she felt the pleasure flow over her body.
"I was wondering when you were going to get home from work," she said, startling me, keeping her hand in her panties. She giggled playfully. "And that's just the look I was expecting from you, finding me here on your bed." I must've looked in complete shock. I know I was pretty speechless.
"What... what are you doing?" I finally managed to say.
"I thought I'd surprise you, daddy," she smiled. She looked innocent in many ways, but that look on her face told me that something was up. She was planning something. "Give you a little treat."
"Surprise me?" My cock must've been throbbing hard, stealing all the blood from my brain, because I really wasn't thinking very clearly at the moment.
"Mmhmm... you're so worth it," she smiled. She was laying on her stomach, facing the door, propped up on her elbows which gave me a really good view of her cleavage and her ass. "You've been sooo good to me... paying for my college... getting me an apartment so I don't have those pesky roommates... buying me that car. And then... buying me all those naughty toys."
Oh, I think I forgot to mention the toys. Well, she'd complained early in the semester that she was... well... getting distracted. She complained that she couldn't meet guys or girls *and* keep her grades up... so she thought that sex toys would do her good. She complained she had a high libido and that sex was on her mind a lot. If she took the time to find a guy or girl to satisfy her, she would lose time studying. If she didn't find a guy or girl to satisfy her, she was far too distracted to study. So, she sent me links of several different toys. I bought them, a dozen or so, and had them delivered to her apartment. It was all innocent... really. I was trying to help her get a good education.
"Especially that clit sucker!" she smiled, her eyes lighting up with excitement. "That one's really, really good at getting me off in like fifteen seconds flat. I mean, I know I already thanked you by sending you the naughty videos of me using them... and I have to say, I really, really like the naughty videos you sent back."
Oh... I think I forgot to mention that little piece, too. You see, after she got the toys, she felt some kind of obligation to tell me about them in our phone calls and texts. Then, to show me her full appreciation, she sent me videos of her actually using each of her new toys. And... I have to say... they were so... hot. Oh my God! And then she made this stupid suggestion that for me to show my true appreciation for her videos, I would have to video tape myself masturbating to them and send them back to her.
And... I don't know why. I have no excuse. But I did it. I knew it was wrong. Really. But I did it anyway. I videotaped myself, several times, beating off as I watched videos of my own nineteen-year-old daughter playing and getting herself off with sex toys. I came over and over as I watched her cum. And... yes... I sent her the videos. I know, I know! It's wrong! I get it. But God help me, it was the hottest, most erotic thing I'd ever done.
"Oh my God those were so hot!" she gushed. "So... I just thought... now that school's out for the summer... you're working mostly at home... and mom's coming home later because it's her busy season... that maybe I could thank you in some other way, you know, for being the absolute best... and sexiest... daddy... ever."
"Really... you... um... you don't need to thank me..." I stammered. "I just did what I thought was best... you know... for your education... and future."
"Aw, daddy... you're not upset that I'm in your bed are you?" she asked, pulling her hand from her pussy and licking her juices off her fingers, slowly, one at a time.
I shook my head, completely entranced. "No, um, of course not. That's not that big a deal... I mean, except it's my and your mom's... you know... marital bed..."
"I mean, I know you're probably wondering what me thanking you has to do with me laying in your bed in this sexy lingerie... which I bought just for you by the way." She played with the top for a moment, pulling at the material at her breasts. She knew how much I loved her breasts.
"You bought that... for me...?" I asked, confused, feeling my body starting to really react. My heart was beating rapidly. My hands were shaking. And I was starting to feel very warm. How in the hell did I get myself into this?
I must've been way too slow for her. She just kept going on no matter what I said. "You see, I've been thinking about all the ways I could thank you. I mean, I thought of other ways... I really did... but you really can't say no to what I'm going to propose when I'm dressed like this... sprawled across your bed... playing with myself. Unless you're crazy... or gay that is." She giggled and nibbled on the tip of her finger.
"Well... I'm certainly not gay," I laughed, blushing. I don't know why she was affecting me like this. "I might be crazy, though. I dunno. What do you mean you're going to propose something?"
"Oh, yeah... that's right... my proposal," she giggled. "So, here's the thing... you have continued to support me and I appreciate that a lot. I mean, a whole lot." She was laying on her side and opened her thighs. I watched helplessly as her hand slid between them, sliding again inside her panties, her fingertips strumming over her clit. "And the videos we shared were so... carnal... and just thinking about them is getting me going right now. In fact, you won't believe how wet my pussy is right now. I just... I can't stop thinking about your videos... thinking about your hard cock... thinking about your hand sliding up and down your shaft. Thinking about it spraying all that yummy cum all over your stomach," she giggled. "I have greatly benefited from you and I felt I should thank you."
I swallowed hard. This was getting more serious than I ever thought it would. But I could feel my cock throbbing in my pants, begging to be let loose. I could feel the carnal desires rapidly building inside me.
"So I was thinking," she continued, "how can I ever thank you enough? I thought that... maybe... I could just be your sex toy for a month."
I looked at her, stunned, completely amazed, and confused. "My... my what?" I asked, stupidly. My cock lurched at the thought.
"All of my holes... any time you want... for a whole month," she said, smiling deviously. "I want to be your sex toy, daddy. You can use me just like one... my whole... young... tight... body."
My sex toy? She wanted me to actually have sex... with her? "You're... you're telling me you want me to..." My mouth went dry.
"To just use me any way you want to pleasure yourself," she grinned deviously, "for a whole month. It would be so good for you. I know you have a high libido. I know Mom doesn't do enough for you. And, frankly, I know you want to fuck me."
I slowly shook my head, unable to understand what was happening here. I think my cock was stealing all the blood from my brain because I couldn't wrap my head around this for some reason. My own daughter wanted me to fuck her... wanted me to... to use her... for my own pleasure.
"I have a very... insatiable... appetite, too, daddy," she said. "You can't wear me out... even if you try. And I'd love for you to try."
I swallowed hard again as she got to her hands and knees and crawled closer to me, closer to the edge of the bed where I was standing.
"So what do you say?" she smiled. "What does... he... say. Let's find out." She reached out and touched my cock through my dress slacks, exciting me. My cock throbbed in response. My body wanted her... it wanted her so badly. And it was shutting my brain down to get what it wanted.
"Ooh... I think your cock likes the idea," she giggled. "You liked watching me masturbate on the videos, right? I bet you wished you were there with me in person. Watching me... jerking off... hearing me cum just for you."
"Alexis... I... I don't know if we can do this," I tried to say confidently, but her finger traced the line of my cock through my pants and it came out so weak.
She giggled. "I know if I can convince... him... I can convince... you."
She was right and we both knew it. I was having a hard time fighting the urge to fuck her already and she was barely even touching me. It wasn't going to take much more.
"Well," she said, sliding to the floor beside the bed, kneeling and grabbing the front of my pants. "If I haven't won you over entirely yet, I have a way to convince you. This..." She unfastened my pants and opened them, forcing my boxers down to let my very hard cock bob free. She grabbed it and immediately slid it into her mouth, sucking softly.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned, closing my eyes tightly as the pleasure pounded into my brain. I couldn't believe how good her mouth felt. I brought my hands up to my face, not knowing what else to do with them. My brain told me to grab her, to throw her off my cock and out of my room. But my body was in charge. My cock was ruling over me... and he had something far more sinister on his little mind.
"Ohhh... you taste really good," she moaned as she slid up and down my rock-hard shaft, stroking with her hand beneath her mouth. "Mmmm... How's that feel?" she giggled.
When I opened my eyes, I looked down at her... at her little mouth stretched around my cock. At her hand sliding up and down. At the pleasure in her eyes tasting me, feeling my cock throbbing for her. And... well... something inside me just... snapped. My urge and desire for her just came to an absolute boil. I reached down, grabbed her head, and thrust my cock deep into her mouth. I grunted as I fucked her face, roughly, for a moment.
"GLUG GLUG GLUG", she gagged, without even using her hands to stop me. Then I pulled my cock free. She coughed a moment, then giggled. "Oh my God! Is that how you treat a sex toy? Fuck!"
I grabbed her head and thrust into her mouth again. She seemed to struggle as she sucked on me, as her tongue slashed over and around it. I drove in and out of her mouth, listening to her gagging and swallowing it over and over, then pulled off of her again. I felt so excited... but embarrassed by what I was doing. I wanted my little girl... but I didn't want to take her like this. I felt bad... and dirty. But that part of me was quickly dwindling.
"You brute," she smiled and giggled, playfully. "You shoved it right down my throat."
I did shove it down her throat. I truly just lost control. I waited for her to get angry at me, to yell at me and tell me how disgusting I was. But she just... giggled.
"Want to do it again?" she asked.
I couldn't believe her. She actually wanted me to treat her like this. She liked it. So I did it again, surprising myself. She was... she was enjoying herself. She was enjoying being treated like this. And I had to admit her mouth felt incredible.
She giggled again as she pulled off me, coughing, spit dripping from her chin. "Jeez," she giggled. "Let me come up for air. Ohh... I've never had my mouth used like that. Do you fuck mom like this?"
"No... definitely not," I panted, shaking my head. Sex with my wife was... well, very soft and loving. She'd be the first to yell and scream if I did anything remotely like this to her.
Alexis smiled, happy that she was giving me something even my wife wouldn't give me. "It must feel good." She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and her spit now covered her hand. "Oh my God. You're getting me all slobbery."
She stood and slipped back onto the bed, laying on her back, legs bent and open, showing me her panty-covered pussy. She slid her hand into her panties again and started masturbating as I watched.
"You look ready... how about getting me ready." She grabbed her panties and lifted her hips into the air to let her pull them off. She tossed them at me, giggling playfully, then went back to rubbing her pussy. "Well... it looks like I won't need much work to get me ready. But, you know, I'm always so excited... I'm always wet and ready. I'm very low maintenance that way."
Her pussy squelched with every thrust of her fingers as she slid one, then two, then three fingers inside herself. I'd seen her masturbate before, at least a little on the videos she gave me. But this... this was in person. I could hear everything... I could smell everything. And it inflamed my desires.
"Wow... the way you shoved my head down on your cock made me so fucking wet," she said, pulling her fingers free and showing me how wet they were. "Oh! I just love being used that way. Oh my God... tell me you want to use my body more."
"I... I want to use you more," I whispered. "I want to push you down on that fucking bed and just... fuck... you."
"Yeah? You want to fuck me?" she asked. "Tell me more, daddy. Go on."
"I want to just fucking use and abuse your body... so badly," I admitted. "God I need you."
"Use and abuse me, huh?" she smiled broadly. That was just what she wanted to hear. "Oh, daddy! Show me just how bad you need to fuck me." She moaned as she played with her pussy, watching me watch her. "Oh my God... oh, yeah daddy." I couldn't take my eyes off her pussy, her fingers driving in and out. She was... so erotic.
"Daddy?" she asked, directing my attention to her face momentarily. "Can you touch yourself and make yourself really hard for me while I watch?"
I nodded and grabbed my wet shaft. I stroked it, slowly, holding back my desires and feeling everything as I watched her masturbate, my eyes focused on her fingers and her pink pussy.
"Oh! I'm so fucking wet," she panted. "Yeah... stroke it. Oh... oh, yeah, daddy."
Without taking my eyes from her pussy, I climbed onto the bed and crawled between her legs. Sitting up on my knees, I kept stroking myself as I panted.
"I guess now I know what you want to do," she giggled. "You want to climb on top and fuck me."
"Yeah... that's exactly what I want," I said, nodding. "I need to be inside you."
"Oh my God," she smiled and moaned. "Feel how wet I am. Go ahead... reach down and feel it."
I reached down with my free hand and slid my fingers through her meaty wetness. God, she was soaked and ready for fucking. Her pussy was so swollen and open, just absolutely dripping wet.
"So wet, isn't it?" she giggled playfully. It was like she thought we were playing some game or something. But I wasn't playing. I really wanted to fuck her bad. It was more than a want. I really was going to do it, too.
I bent down and pressed my cock against her pussy, feeling it slide through her wetness, feeling the head slide back and forth across her clit.
"Ooh... you're ready huh?" She was panting, too, unable to hide her own excitement.
Suddenly I slid the head of my cock down to her wet hole and pushed in. I pushed in all the way in one thrust.
"Just go slo..." she started to say before my cock nearly split her in two. And I started thrusting, hard and fast. "Oh, fuck! Oh! Oh my God! Fuck daddy! How's it feel to finally fuck me? Do you like it?"
"Oh my God your pussy feels so fucking good," I moaned, leaning down and kissing her as my hips pistoned in and out. As my kisses moved to her neck, she turned her head to the side, encouraging me, and moaned with me.
"Fuck you're so big!" she gasped. She sometimes held her breath, then released it, the pleasure building so rapidly within her. She was panting, barely able to talk now. "I... I know it... it sounds kind of silly, but... but it feels like you're... you're bigger than my... my toys."



"Your toys won't feel anything like this," I growled, dropping my weight behind my hard thrust. I was close to my orgasm and, frankly, didn't care if I filled her pussy with my cum or not at this point.
"Oh my fucking God!" she panted. "You feel so... so fucking good... inside me daddy. So... big... and hard."
"Oh my God, baby," I panted, getting so close to cumming as I thrust faster and a little irregularly.
But she wasn't going to let me cum just yet. When she recognized the signs, she pushed me away. "Don't tell me you're gonna cum yet. Not yet." She backed away from me a little and got up onto her knees. "Hold on, big boy. I know you want to be in control. But I know if I you keep fucking me like that, you're going to blow your load far too soon. I think my job, as a sex toy, is to make it last and make it feel so much better. Here... lay on your back."
She directed me to lie down, my throbbing cock now thrust into the air. She kicked a leg over me, facing my feet, and backed up to position her pussy right over my face.
"There... all the pussy you want."
"Oh," I groaned with joy. I reached up and grabbed her hips and lifted my head a little to slide my tongue inside her. God she tasted so fucking good! I couldn't believe how much I was enjoying this as my tongue slid inside her, then swiped over her clit.
"You like?" she giggled between pants. I knew I was having the right affect on her. Her hips moved every time I hit a particularly pleasurable spot. "I think... I think this is where my ass belongs... right on your face, daddy. Fuck, that feels so good!"
I licked and sucked on her labia, nibbling on them a little as her hips started moving, pushing her clit into my mouth more and more.
"Admit it... you're glad I'm on top now," she moaned. "You didn't want to cum so fast. And you love licking my juicy pussy. Don't you daddy? Oh my God... fuck! That feels so good!"
I had to admit, she was right. I definitely loved licking her pussy. I held on to her hips tightly and slid my tongue deep inside her, tasting her wonderful nectar as it dripped into my mouth.
"Oh my God... oh my God..." she panted over and over. I could tell she was going to cum so I held on tight. In seconds, her hips started moving as she rode my face like a bucking bronco. She was an energetic fuck, I'll say that for her. And her pussy gushed her juices all over my face.
"Oh wow," she panted when I finally let her go. She moved off my face, but still knelt above me, sitting on my stomach. "Maybe I should make you cum and get this over with," she said as she grabbed my shaft and started stroking me. She thought she could just give me a handjob or something... as if that would satisfy me right now.
I growled and sat up, pushing her towards the top of the bed where she plunged face first into the pillows, giggling. I quickly rose to my knees behind her, between her legs, my hands grabbing her ass. God her ass was so big and juicy and her little butthole was calling me. But it was too soon for that. I pulled her hips, rising her up on her knees.
"Yeah, go ahead," she giggled, looking back over her shoulder. "You can grab my ass... squeeze it. I'll let you do that."
"Let me?" I growled. "You're not in any position of control little girl." I slapped her ass a few times to let her know exactly who was in control.
"Ouch, ouch, ouch... daddy!" she yelled. "Ok, ok, you can do what you want. I'll let you be in charge."
"Yeah, right," I said. "*Let* me be in charge." I continued to squeeze her ass cheeks, pulling them apart. Then ran my finger down the crack, over her butthole and pussy, teasing her.
"Come on... what are you waiting for daddy?" she gasped, sounding impatient... sounding like she wasn't in control.
I laughed. "I'm waiting to do what I want to do," I growled. I licked my thumb and circled her asshole with it, then pushed it in, just to the first knuckle. She writhed beneath me.
"Oh my God daddy. That's... that's my asshole."
I laughed softly and lined my cock up with her pussy, then grabbed her hips and thrust in, driving deep in one thrust. I started thrusting harder and faster. She had to put her hands on the headboard to keep her head from ramming into it again and again. I wiggled my thumb in her butthole, sending her something else to think about... something to be nervous about.
"Oh my God you get so deep this way," she panted, rounding her hips up into me to give me more access.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, feeling her pussy clench my cock. She was going to cum on my cock.
"Oh my God!" she panted loudly. "That's it. Fuck me like your little sex toy, daddy! Oh fuck! Daddyyyyyy!" she yelled as she came, her pussy squeezing my cock again and again, her juices dripping down onto the bedspread below us. She buried her face in my pillow to keep from screaming too loudly.
I pulled out of her, crawled over to the side of the bed, and opened my nightstand drawer. I pulled out a bottle of lube then crawled right back into place. I opened the cap and dripped the liquid into the crack of her ass, letting it run down over her butthole. Then I used my thumb to circle it and press inside again.
"Oh daddy, that feels good," she said softly. "But I've never... I've never done much there. Just the one time in the video I sent you."
"You're ok, babydoll," I said softly, letting my thumb press into her again. "I'll get you all warmed up."
"Whoa, whoa, whoa," she protested. She tried to turn over, but I wouldn't let her. I pushed down on her upper back, forcing her chest and shoulders into the pillow. "Are you going to stick your dick in my ass?"
"Mmhmm... that's exactly what I'm going to do," I said, wiggling my thumb a bit. "You said you'd be my sex toy... any hole I wanted."
"I mean, yes... I said that," she said, sounding scared for the first time. "I just... I have a little confession to make. I've only put small toys and stuff in my ass. I've never had a real dick."
"Until now," I said softly. "There's a first time for everything."
"Just... use a lot of lube. Ok?"
"Don't worry babydoll," I reassured her. "I will."
"Can you just finger my asshole for a little bit first. I mean, I know sex toys are not supposed to make demands... but... please."
I laughed softly then slid my index and middle finger inside her ass, twisting slightly as I slid them in and out of her tight sphincter.
"Oh... oh my God... two fingers?" she asked nervously.
"Uh huh."
"Ok... ok," she said, her body moving slightly, her ass squeezing my fingers a little. "Oh shit. Ok, I think I'm ready."
"Yeah?" I asked, drizzling more lube onto her butthole. I had to admit, she did feel loose enough to me.
"Oh my God!" she hissed as I withdrew my fingers. "Go ahead. Do it."
I lined my cock up to her butthole and pushed. It took a second. My cock kept sliding away. But the head suddenly popped inside, making her gasp and groan.
"Oh! Oh! Go slow, go slow, go slow!" she panted as I started sliding in and out of her, trying to slide deeper with every thrust. "Ok... ok... I can't believe I did it." She seemed so proud of herself.
"You did, babydoll," I said. "And your ass feels so... fucking... good."
"Does mom do this?" she asked, still sounding a little concerned.
"God no... she'd never let me do this to her," I groaned. God her ass was tight. It squeezed my cock and made it so hard to really slide into her. But the more I sawed my cock in and out, the easier it was getting to be.
"Oh my God, you're fucking my ass!" she panted excitedly, almost surprised, as I started thrusting a little faster, letting my hips slam into her ass cheeks a little. "We're actually doing it... oh fuck!"
"Yeah, babydoll, we're doing it," I panted, holding on to her hips tightly. "I'm really fucking your ass good now. Go ahead, play with your pussy, too. Get yourself off again."
I felt her move her hips a little, making room for her hand to slide under her body. Then I felt her fingers against my balls.
"Oh my God you're going really fast, daddy."
"Oh fuck yeah," I moaned. "God you're so good to me, babydoll. So good."
"Are you... are you gonna cum?"
"Yeah, baby... daddy's gonna cum real soon. All over your ass."
"Oh my God... oh my God," she panted as I thrust into her. I knew my fingers were probably going to bruise her hips, I was squeezing her so hard, and I knew she was going to be walking funny for a day or two after this fucking. But it felt incredible. "Ok... cum on my ass, daddy! Yeah! Do it!"
"Oh fucking shit!" I yelled then grunted as I pulled out of her ass and stroked my cock, aiming it towards her back. "Fuck baby! Uh! Uh! Uh!" With each grunt I sent a load of cum jetting out over her, striping her back and ass with my creamy seed.
"Oh my God... your cum is so warm," she moaned, looking back over her shoulder and smiling as it ran into pools on her back.
I just knelt there, panting. Now that my animalistic urges had been satisfied, my brain kicked back in a little, making me feel guilty for what I just did to my own daughter.
"It's dripping," she giggled. I saw some of my cum running down the crack of her ass, over her butthole and pussy, and drip on her hand, her fingers still working inside her pussy. "It feels so good. Oh my God. Do you like your paint job, daddy?"
"I, uh... I don't know, baby," I protested.
"God... I love it! It felt so good to be used like that," she smiled, turning towards me, still on her hands and knees. She started licking and sucking on my cock, cleaning it. "Did you enjoy fucking me, daddy?"
"Yeah... I mean... yeah I did enjoy it." Her smiling at me, her licking my cock so tenderly, and her enjoyment of what just happened lightened my guilt.
"Good," she giggled. "Because you have an entire months worth ahead of you. You get to use me... any way you want... any time you want. And I expect you to take me up on it. A lot."
"Fuck," I hissed, a little too excited to hear that. This was actually real. This was actually going to happen. She actually wanted me to fuck her, over and over, for the next four weeks.
"Well," she giggled, sitting up and kissing me tenderly on the lips. "I should probably get cleaned up, huh? Let me know when you wanna have more fun." She quickly bound out the door and down the hall to the bathroom.



        Daddy's Sex Toy Pt. 02

        More time with Alexis and a mystery begins to brew.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/daddys-sex-toy-pt-02

Title: Daddy's Sex Toy Pt. 02

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: More time with Alexis and a mystery begins to brew.

Tags: tease, yoga, sleeping, work, office

Series: Daddy's Sex Toy


Friday night, after I had sex with Alexis, I lay in bed next to my wife, Julie, as the clocked ticked deeper into the dark night. She was laying on her side, facing away from me, her breathing deep and even. I was laying on my back, just looking up at the ceiling, thinking about what I'd done with my daughter. It was almost unfathomable what I'd done, but it was even more unfathomable how little guilt I felt over doing it. I mean, I still felt a little guilty, don't get me wrong. Even though she offered herself to me, I took advantage of her. Even though we both fully enjoyed it, we shouldn't have done it. It's just wrong for dad's to fuck their daughters.
At least that's what I'd been told.
But she offered herself to me for the next four weeks... a whole month. I was given permission to do whatever I wanted to her whenever I wanted to do it for the next month. It was a lot of power to have at my fingertips.
Julie was around most of the day on Saturday, keeping anything from happening between Alexis and myself. But she was going to slip away to go grocery shopping in the late afternoon as she did every week. I'd done most of my Saturday chores and was just relaxing and cooling off, absently watching an action movie on the TV, when Julie came down the stairs, ready to leave. She didn't look too happy.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"Oh... nothing. It's stupid," she said.
"What?"
"I went up to see if Alexis was ready to go and she said she didn't want to go this time," Julie admitted. "It's just... we usually go together... and I... I kinda like spending the time with her."
"Did she say why?"
Julie shook her head. "No. She had her earbuds in, looking at her phone and almost ignored me at first... like she was really into whatever she was watching. It felt kinda creepy, to tell you the truth. But then she just looked up and said she was going to do some yoga or something."
"Hm," I said shrugging my shoulders. "I guess she has other plans."
"Yeah... I guess. Well... I'll be back in a bit," Julie said, kissing me.
After Julie left, Alexis bound downstairs into the living room, wearing her yoga clothes, distracting me. Those clothes alone were enough to get my cock throbbing hard. As I mentioned before, I really... really... enjoyed watching her practice her yoga.
"Hi daddy," she smiled, obviously hoping she could tempt me into doing something with her. I realized what her other plans were now. Her top was small and tight, tightly confining her large, C-cup breasts and baring her tight stomach. And her yoga pants were so tight, I swore I could see the freckles on her ass.
"Hi baby. Are you going to the basement?" I asked. She generally went into the basement to do her yoga but seemed to be settling in the living room to do it right in front of me this time.
"Nah... I thought I'd stay up here... with you," she said, giggling. She was in a great mood. As I sat in the chair, she stood in the space between me and the TV and started stretching. She made sure not to block the TV, but it didn't matter... my eyes wouldn't go there now even if I wanted them too. She was so alluring... so captivating.
She lifted one arm overheat, bending it to tuck her hand behind her head, and push her elbow back with the other hand to stretch her triceps and shoulder. "Oh yeah... that's a good start," she said softly, facing me, looking at me. "Then, the other," she said switching arms. "That gets the blood flowing."
Then she pulled her arm across her chest, the opposite trying to grab her elbow to pull it in, but she seemed to be having difficulty because of her large breasts.
"Pull my arm across my chest," she said softly as if giving me a play-by-play. She giggled. "I have a little trouble with this one. But you like my big boobies, huh daddy?"
I smiled at her and nodded. "Yeah, baby. They're, um... nice."
She lifted one arm overhead and bent to one side, stretching the side of her body. "Mmm... nice and deep," she said softly before moving to the other side. Then she turned away from me and, keeping her back straight, bent over at her waist and grabbed her ankles.
"Bending over... stretching my legs and glutes," she said, looking back and smiling as she shows me her ass, her hands gliding over them, down to her knees. "You like that view, daddy?" She giggled, enjoying her tease. She dropped her hips and squat low as she turned to face me again. "And then a deep squat to open up my hips."
I could see the camel toe in her yoga pants. Her thighs were spread wide, her knees up by her chest. I could imagine being under her in that pose, my cock sliding right up into her as she squat down. Her pussy had to be so open and inviting. She slid her hands over her inner thighs and over her pussy.
"Mmm... I'm definitely getting warm... and wet." She kicked one leg straight out to the side, settling into her bent leg. Then she shifted her weight to her other leg, straightening it out as she bent the other. "Move a little side to side... Open my hips right up."
Then she sat down. She put her feet together and pushed her knees down, leaning forward to show off her cleavage behind her yoga top. She giggled when she looked up and caught me looking at her tits.
"God your breasts look so good like that," I said.
She slid her hands up her torso, across her chest, grabbing her breasts for a second before continuing up, until her arms are over her head. She extended her legs forward and leaned forward, laying her breasts down on her legs. When she sat up again, she crossed one leg over the other and twisted towards me. With one hand, she played with her top and tit a little, as she watched my reaction. Then she quickly turned around and changed sides, making sure I had a front-row seat to her touching.
"Gotta stay nice and twisty..." she giggled.
"Why don't you take your top off?" I asked.
"Yeah?" she giggled. She quickly stood and pulled her tight top off over her head, allowing her breasts to spill underneath it. They bounced as she fought to pull the elastic top over her head. She smiled as she brought one leg up, putting the sole of her foot against her inner thigh, entering into what I learned to be the tree pose. While she balanced on one leg, she watched my reaction as she played with her bare breasts, teasingly pinching her nipples between her fingers as she firmly squeezed them.
After she changed sides, she spread her legs wide and bent forward, touching the ground, letting her breasts sway beneath her. She giggled and then turned around to show be a rear view, bouncing her ass a little, making both her tits and ass jiggle.
"Ah, now that feels so good," she giggled. "Want me to take my pants off, daddy? Maybe a little naked yoga would be better."
I nodded. I definitely wanted to see her fully naked. God, she was driving me crazy!
She slid her tight pants down her legs and slid them off first one leg, then the other, her breasts swaying and bouncing as she struggled a little. Then she knelt on the floor, facing away from me, knees really wide, and bent forward pushing her hands out in front. Her asshole and pussy were on full display now. Her engorged labia were really open and inviting, dripping wet.
She teased me by bouncing her ass a little. "There we go... I'm almost getting too excited here." She slid a hand back between her legs and I watched as her fingers slid through her labia. God it was so erotic watching her slide one, then two fingers inside herself, then slide them out and circle her clit.
"God I'm so wet!" she giggled. "Time to move into the last phase of my workout. Whew! I get so hot and excited working out like this."
She sat down and spread her legs a little, keeping her pussy exposed to me. I could smell her scent and it made my mouth water. "I need a little treat for working out so hard, don't you think?" She grabbed her breasts again and played with her nipples, rolling and tugging on them as I watched and nodded. "I love playing with my tits. I love shaking them and making them bounce up and down for you. My nipples are so sensitive, you know? And they get so hard and long when I get excited!"
My attention was fully on her as I felt my cock throbbing in my pants. It was so long and hard, hidden behind the tight confines of my shorts.
"I really love when you suck on them, daddy... feeling your hot tongue and mouth all over my titties," she said softly. "I'm so horny thinking about your cock."
She spread her knees wide as she lay back and started fingering herself with a single finger, sliding it in and out of her wetness. I was completely mesmerized by her as she undulated and teased herself on the floor in front of me. "I see that jaw dropping," she giggled. "I bet your cock is nice and hard. Oh, fuck yeah... and I'm nice and wet for you." She took all four fingers and circled them around her clit, strumming and swirling over it. "Mmm... my clit is so sensitive, too. Oh, oh, oh... I love rubbing it."
She was panting as she moved her attention between her pussy and me. My cock surged every time her eyes met mine.
"All this stretching makes me so horny, daddy," she purred. "But I have to stretch out my pussy, too." She slid two fingers inside herself and started fingering herself. "I want your hands all over my body, daddy. I'm imagining your cock in my pussy... fucking my pussy so good. Oh yeah... I'm feeling really ready... and warmed up now. I'm getting so wet."
My cock was throbbing in my pants and I had to adjust it, making her giggle. She knew she was getting to me.
"I love thinking about cumming on daddy's cock," she panted. "My clit has been begging to be rubbed all day. Oh yeah. Fuck!"
Her hand moved faster, grinding and slapping her clit one second, and trusting two or three fingers inside her the next. She seemed wild. "Oh my God... I need a big, hard cock, daddy. Something to really stretch me. Oh fuck!"
She raised both legs into the air, hugging one leg to her chest while the other was free. Her hips were rounded up, exposing her pussy and ass to me. She was slamming her fingers into her pussy, slapping her clit with the palm of her hand again and again.
"Oh! I love touching my pussy," she panted, moaning. "It feels so fucking good. But being fucked by daddy is so much better! Oh fuck daddy! Oh! Oh! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!"
My cock was throbbing so badly now, growing so hard that I was almost forced to take it out. I grabbed and squeezed it, trying my best not to let her get to me.
Alexis writhed on the ground before me, her body quivering and shaking as she came. "Ohhhhh! Ohhhhh! Fuck! Oh my God."
It was over in seconds, but her body kept trembling afterwards. She closed her eyes and licked her fingers, feeling the afterglow as the pleasure coursed through her body. "That was such a good orgasm," she panted, out of breath. "I don't know about you, but, uh... I'm ready to fuck."
"I... we... we can't baby," I said, shaking my head. "Your mom is going to be home soon. She only went to the store for a few things."
Alexis crossed her hands in front of her chest, her forearms sliding underneath her breasts to provide a shelf under them, lifting and displaying them. She stuck out her bottom lip, just like a little girl, and pouted.
"Sorry," I said.
She huffed, then grabbed her clothes and went upstairs, stomping a little in frustration and anger.
*****
Alexis' very presence was a tease to me. All Sunday, she pranced around me, making sure I saw her in her t-shirt and cotton shorts with the word 'PRINCESS' printed on the back. I couldn't help but read the word again and again every time she turned away from me. Several times, she looked back of her shoulder and smiled, knowing that I was looking at her ass.
About 11pm Julie and I went to bed. I was having trouble sleeping and lay quietly, looking up at the ceiling as Julie fell asleep. Her breathing got deeper and steadier by the minute.
My mind was racing, going over what Alexis and I did on Friday... and then earlier. It seemed like a dream come true. I reached under the covers and started stroking myself over my pajama shorts, just imagining it was her hand instead. After two hours, I was feeling frustrated and horny. I don't know why, but I felt a need to go see Alexis.
I slowly, quietly, and carefully slid out of bed and opened my bedroom door. I softly closed it behind me after I entered the dark hallway and then slowly made my way down to Alexis' bedroom door. I listened for a moment and didn't hear anything, so I grabbed the door knob and slowly turned it, slowly opened her door.
It was dark inside but in the dim light from her bedroom window I could see her lying on the bed with just a sheet tossed over her. Trembling in both lust and fear I walked over to her bed and just looked down at her. She looked so beautiful lying there. She was lying on her side, facing me, wearing her night shirt.
I stroked myself again through my thin, cotton shorts, then reached down and touched her leg, sliding my hand over her ass over the sheet. I could almost feel her heat and softness through the sheet. I reached lower and grabbed the edge of the sheet, pulling it off her body.
Now I could see her full body. She was wearing a long t-shirt to bed and panties. Normally the t-shirt extended down to mid-thigh, but in her sleep, the t-shirt had been pulled up above her hips, exposing her panties to me. I touched her bare leg and ass, slowly palming her soft flesh.
She moaned softly in her sleep, obviously enjoying my touch. I grabbed under her top leg and pushed it backwards, turning her slightly to her back, and stroked her inner thighs. Then I touched her panties and felt her hot, soft flesh beneath. I grazed her clit with my fingertip and then circled it, teasingly.
She moaned more, but still stayed asleep.
I grabbed her lower leg and pulled it towards me, fully turning her to her back. I pushed both of her thighs apart and stroked her inner thighs, teasing her. I slid my finger over her panties again, over her pussy and clit, stroking her there as she moaned softly.
Her left hand was draped over her body, interfering with me raising her shirt up. So I took her arm and lay it at her side, laying her hand right on her pussy. Then I grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt and slowly lifted it higher and higher until I exposed her breasts. I let go of her t-shirt and palmed her breasts, caressing and teasing them, lightly rolling her nipples between my fingers.
She moaned even louder this time and her fingers moved slightly, curling as she touched her own clit. I grabbed her panties in both hands and worked them down, off her hips and down her legs, tossing them aside. I pushed her legs wider apart with both hands giving me such a wonderful view of her naked pussy.
My mouth watered, seeing her labia and pubic hair... seeing her clit. I wanted it in my mouth so badly. I licked my fingers and then touched her labia, sliding my fingertips through her meatiness, and teased her clit.
She gasped in pleasure a moment, her head turning back and forth a second, but she stayed asleep. I smiled and slowly dropped to my knees, angling my body so that I was between her legs. My face hovered over her pussy, just looking at it, marveling at it... hungering for it and I licked my lips.
As I bent down to lick her pussy, I pushed her legs back towards her chest, rounding up to my mouth. I licked, sliding my tongue over her labia, once on each side, then slid between them, straight up the middle. I kept between her labia, licking her inner flesh, tasting her at her source. She was so delicious and her pussy was so wet. I slid my tongue higher, flicking it over her clit. I pressed it into her clit and then moved it, bathing it with my tongue and teasingly moving it.
Her breath caught and she moaned as I grabbed her breast and rolled her nipple between my fingers.
I was wondering how long I'd be able to keep her asleep and it didn't take long for her to wake up.
"What daddy?" she said, opening her eyes and looking down at me. "I'm sleeping." I laughed a little and flicked my tongue over her clit. "Daddy!" she giggled. "Daddy! That tickles!"
"Be quiet," I whispered. "Go back to sleep."
"Daddy!" she groaned, pushing her pussy up into my mouth. "Don't you want to snuggle your little... uh!... girl?" She closed her eyes and rolled her head as the pleasure I was giving her overwhelmed her.
With a little kiss right on her clit I stood up again. I ran my hand down to her pussy and touched her there. "You're so wet," I said softly, my fingers sliding over her pussy, one pushing inside. I slowly fingered her.
"Is this ok, baby?" I asked, concerned that maybe she changed her mind from Friday.
"Of course it's ok, daddy," she smiled. "You know you can do whatever you want with me. In fact," she said getting up on her hands and knees and crawling towards me. She grabbed the front of my thin, cotton short and felt my growing erection underneath. "Daddy, your cock is so hard for me."
She smiled up at me as she grabbed the waistband of my shorts and tugged them down with my boxers. My long, hard shaft fell out and stood at attention.
"Oh daddy!" she marveled. She leaned forward and extended her tongue, licking the underneath the tip. "Mmmm," she moaned.
I gasped from the sudden shock of pleasure. "Oh my God!"
"Daddy... I'm so horny," she whined. "I can't help it." She slid the head into her mouth and gently sucked on me, sliding my cock slightly in and out of her mouth. "I love sucking on your dick, daddy. Is it really so wrong? Huh, daddy? If I just suck your... cock."
She leaned forward and slid my cock deep into her mouth, almost gagging on me, then rose off and started stroking me with one hand. She was very talented and expertly used both her hand and mouth to make me so freaking hard.
"Don't you like spoiling me?" she asked, her hand stroking faster, gliding up and down my shaft, twisting slightly. "You used to call me your little Princess," she giggled. "Right now, your little Princess wants to make you cum, daddy."
God, my cock throbbed! It almost felt like it was going to explode. Her hand was moving so fast, her mouth sliding me in and out, twisting and teasing me. I groaned. God she was good!
"How's that daddy?" she teased. "Do you like it? Does that feel good? Tell me you like it, daddy."
I smiled and stroked her head with my hand. Her hands and mouth made it hard to talk, but I tried. "Oh... baby... I like it. I like it... so much."
She used both hands on my cock now, stroking them in unison as if milking my cock into her mouth. "Did you like the taste of my pussy?"
"Yeah, baby," I said. I was having a hard time thinking.
"I like being your bad little girl," she said. "Mmm.... you want to know something?" She giggled. "My pussy is very wet. You want to know what else? I was masturbating thinking about your earlier. Thinking about your dick gets me so horny."
She was so bubbly and giggly as she made me so hard. She let me go and sat up on the bed to take off her night shirt and panties. Looking at her body and feeling like I was ready to burst, I really needed her.
"Baby... can I... can I put it inside you?" I asked, my hands shaking with desire. "You know... your, um... your pussy?"
"Yeah!" she giggled, clapping her hands. "Are you going to fuck me daddy?"
I nodded and grabbed her shoulders, turning her around and bending her over. I grabbed her hips and made sure she was close to the edge of the bed. I was amazed at her swollen, open, wet pussy and her tight little asshole that winked at me yet again. This time, though, I needed her pussy.
Alexis lay her head and upper chest on the bed, arching her back to give me an even better view of her privates. She looked back over her shoulder. "Look at my wet pussy. Is it really that naughty, daddy... to fuck me?"



"Kinda... it kinda is baby," I said, nodding. "But right now... I need to."
She got all giddy again, bouncing on the bed. Her ass was almost like a bouncing ball. "I want it daddy. Do it. Do it daddy."
I grabbed her hips to settle her down and let my cock rest on the crack of her ass. Slowly I slid the head down, over her asshole, until it was right at her pussy. I must have hesitated for too long.
"Yeah, daddy... take me," she whined. "Show me what you want. She me what you want to do to your little Princess."
My... little... Princess. Yeah... well that's not what she was to me right now. I pushed my cock into her and moaned as the tightness, heat, and wetness surrounded my shaft, feeling so incredibly good. I slowly pushed in until I bottomed out, then rose to nearly the tip again, slowly fucking her, making her feel every inch of me as I felt every inch of her.
She moaned below me and closed her eyes. I started moving my hips faster and felt my blood boiling. My balls were so full and ready to explode. I knew I was gripping her hips too tightly, but I didn't care right at that moment. All I cared about was fucking her.
"Oh!" she squealed. "Yeah, yeah... yeah, daddy. Fuck me!" I only prayed that my wife wouldn't hear her from down the hall.
"Oh my God!" I hissed, feeling her pussy clench me so wonderfully.
"I want you to be this horny all the time," Alexis giggled. "Yeah, daddy... oh that feels so good."
"Oh shit." God, it felt so good! She was the perfect little fuck doll, that was for sure.
"Does it... feel good?" she asked, breaking me from my haze. She was panting hard now, too, barely able to say anything. "Do you... like your... little girl's... pussy, daddy?"
"Fuck, baby, it's perfect," I moaned. I pulled my cock out of her and twisted her to her back. I grabbed both of her legs and put them up against my chest and shoulders, grabbing around them for leverage. Then I slid my cock right back into her. From this position, I could look down on her. I could see her breasts wobble with every stroke. I could see her eyes close and face screw as the pleasure got too much and she let out a moan.
"Oh, daddy... this feels... so good," she said, my hips slamming into her ass again and again. "You should... do this... to me... every night. You can... do whatever... you want to me."
"Oh my God!" I moaned. I was getting so close to cumming and I prayed she was too. "Fuck! Oh fuck that feels good!"
Alexis brought one hand down and started teasing her clit. With the other she grabbed and squeezed her tit, playing with the nipple.
"Oh my God, daddy!" she moaned loudly. "God you fuck me hard! Oh... oh... yeah... yeah." She grabbed the sheet by her head, fisting and pulling it as the pleasure welled up inside her. She was so close to cumming. "I wanna cum on my daddy's dick! I need to cum on my daddy's dick!"
"Fuck!" I groaned. "This feels sooo good, baby!" I started moving even faster. I wanted to make sure that she came before I did. I wanted her to cum on my dick, too. "Oh baby! Oh baby! Oh my God!"
Alexis was trembling, right on the edge. "Don't stop daddy. Keep going! Oh my God! Fuck! Oh my God, you're gonna make me cum! I'm gonna cum!" Her body went rigid and she twisted and turned on the bed in front of me. I held onto her legs tightly, fearing that she would break my cock if I let go. Her fists slammed into the top of the bed and she growled at me, cumming like a wild banshee. "Daddy! Oh fuck! Oh fuck! I'm cummmmmmmmmmingggggggg!"
I slowed my thrusting, but I didn't stop. I still had to cum and I was going to do just that.
"You like that daddy?" she panted when she finally opened her eyes again.
And for some reason... that set me off. "Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" I moaned loudly, nodding and smiling. God she felt great!
Alexis giggled, looking like she had a plan. "Are you cumming?"
"Yeah..."
"Wait, wait, wait!" she said and pulled away from me, my cock slipping out of her. She flipped around on the bed so that her face was right below me. I grabbed and started stroking my cock, aiming it right at her face.
"There you go... I'm ready for you daddy," she smiled then opened her mouth wide and extended her tongue. Her eyes were bright and shining with joy as she waited for my seed... her own father's seed... to splash on her face and in her mouth.
I felt it coming now. There was no stopping it. "Oh fuck! Uh! Uh! Uhhhh! Uhhh!" Every breath was a groan now, as my cock shot gushes of cum, covering her face and practically filling her mouth. When it finally stopped and simply dribbled, she kissed and licked the tip, gathering as much of it up as she could
"Daddy! Daddy! Yes!" she giggled. "God you taste so good."
I must've closed my eyes, because when I opened them, I was looking down at her perfectly beautiful, perfectly angelic face... covered in cum... smiling up at me. She was using her fingers to scoop up what cum she could feel and lick it off.
"Tell me I'm a good girl. Say I'm a good girl."
I nodded. "You're a good girl, baby. Now go get cleaned up and go back to bed."
"Thanks daddy!" was the last thing I heard when I closed her door and slowly walked back down the hall to my own bedroom. The house was still quiet so at least we didn't get Julie out of bed. I quietly opened our bedroom door and crept to the bed. As I slid under the sheet, she turned towards me.
"Everything ok?" she asked in a sleepy voice.
"Yeah... um... yeah," I said softly. "Everything's... everything's fine. Just getting some... water. A drink. Go back to sleep. Sorry. Sorry to wake you."
"I thought I heard Alexis yell."
God! She did hear something. Did she hear us? "I heard it, too. She's fine. Probably just a bad dream or something. Go to sleep."
*****
I woke up early on Monday morning. I had an emergency meeting with the Chief Information Officer at the bank this morning. I was the Director of Information Technology at the bank, responsible for all of the technology infrastructure and employee and customer access to our computer systems. There was some kind of coordinated computer attack on our systems over the weekend and he wanted to talk about it.
I slipped on my suit and, after kissing Julie goodbye, drove off.
The meeting seemed to go well. The computer attack was detected and protected by our firewall, so there wasn't an immediate threat. We looked at the type of attack, at its low-level of sophistication, as well as it country of origin, which was Spain or Portugal, and determined that it wasn't too big of a deal yet. Being a big bank, we were often attacked, but it was all defeated. Our AI run firewall was worth every penny we paid for it.
I was able to come home a little early, a little after lunch, and walked into the house. It seemed quiet, almost too quiet, although Alexis' car was in the driveway. I knew my wife was at work and it would be some time before she got home. Similar to Friday, I wondered if Alexis was sunning in the back yard or if she was in the basement doing her yoga workout.
I slowly walked up the stairs and went into my bedroom. I tossed my suit jacket on my bed and loosened my tie, tossing it onto the jacket. Then I walked over to the window to see if Alexis was outside, but I didn't see her. She was either in her bedroom or in the basement.
My cock was hard as I walked out of my bedroom and walked down the hall to peek into Alexis' bedroom. The door was partially open and I peeked inside.
Alexis was laying on her bed in her little black bikini. She obviously was planning on going out to sunbathe. At the moment, though, she was looking at her phone, her earbuds in. Her free hand was between her legs, under her bikini bottoms. I could tell that she was fingering herself. Her top was half off, one of her breasts fully exposed.
"I love my daddy's cock," Alexis whispered softly. Her eyes were half open and she was staring at her phone. I had no idea what she was watching, but it really captured her attention. I idly wondered if she was watching porn and grabbed my hard shaft through my pants. After several seconds, I felt guilty watching her and took a step back. Maybe she wanted some private time.
I walked down the stairs, my body still excited, and disappeared into my home office. I powered on my computer and started working again.
It was just after 5pm when Alexis knocked on my door. She opened it slowly, making sure she wasn't disturbing me in case I was in a meeting. I looked up and smiled.
"Hey, baby."
"Hi daddy!" she said softly, slipping inside. She moved over to my desk. Her bathing suit was in place now and she smelled like coconut oil, so I assumed that she'd laid out for a little while. "Are you still working?"
"Well... not any more," I smiled. "I was just finishing up. Whatcha up to?"
"Well," she smiled deviously, kneeling on the ground beside my chair. "I was wondering if you wanted me to... do something... for you." She turned my chair towards her and slid her hands over my thighs. "I mean... I'm not doing anything right now... and you're not doing anything right now... and mommy's not home. I can think of something to occupy our time."
She reached behind her neck and untied her bikini top there, then reached behind her back to untie it there as well. Then she pulled it off, tossing it onto my desk. Her breasts were bare, just for me. She grabbed them and squeezed them, sliding her hands down to squeeze and pull her nipples.
"Are you hard?" she asked, looking at me so wantonly, her hands returning to my thighs.
I nodded. "Yeah," I whispered, wondering if this was some dream. "To tell you the truth, I've been hard since I got home, when I saw you masturbating?"
"Masturbating?" she asked, as if confused.
"Yeah, I'm... I'm sorry, but when I came home I wondered where you were," I apologized. "I found you in your room, looking at your phone and masturbating."
She shook her head as if I was crazy. "Daddy... I was sleeping," she giggled. "I think you were masturbating." She smiled, deviously. "Can I help you out instead?" she asked, slowly sliding her hands higher and higher up my thighs. "I want to. I'll make it so easy for you. You don't have to do anything at all. I'll take care of everything." Her hands slid over my hard shaft, her fingers sliding up and down it's length, teasing me. "It feels so good... even if you're still in your pants. Can you feel my fingers stroking your shaft?"
I grunted. Her hands were making my cock scream with need. "Yeah... I definitely feel them." I was a little confused, though. Why would she deny that she was masturbating? Especially if she knew how much it turned me on. It didn't make any sense.
She giggled. "I think I might be more excited than you at this point. I just love your cock like this... trapped... yearning to be in my mouth. I know he wants in. I know you want to put it in."
I had to admit, she was right. I definitely wanted to shove my cock down her throat. She worked to unfasten my belt and undo my pants, opening them. She pulled them and I helped her take them down to my knees. She took my shaft in her hand and softly, slowly stroked it.
"Ooh... there he is! He's so... big..." she gushed. She bent forward and kissed and licked my shaft, holding it in one hand, getting it so wet with her saliva. "You like that, don't you?"
"Damn!" I grunted. "I definitely do."
"I know... I know," she giggled, continuing to stroke me. "You want in my mouth so bad. You're such a perverted daddy, aren't you?" She grabbed her phone, which I failed to see at all, and held it up. "I can record this for later. Do you want that? Hmm?"
"Why... why would I want to record it?" I asked.
"To watch this later, silly... when you're alllll alone," she giggled. "Then you can watch it and masturbate to it. You want me to? I can. Oh, of course you do." Without even waiting for my approval, she started the recording and smiled into the camera, holding my shaft close to her face. Then she sucked the head between her lips and sucked, sliding her tongue on the underside.
"You like this?" she asked, then slid my cock deeper into her mouth, sliding up and down, sliding my shaft in and out of her wet mouth.
The pleasure she was giving me was intense. The visual of her lips wrapped around my shaft, her eyes locked on me, reading me. Her bare breasts swaying below her, begging for their own attention. It all just drove me crazy with need. "Oh God. Fuck!"
She became more aggressive, more urgent in her sucking, trying to drive me to a quick orgasm. She moved the camera around, trying to get the best angle she could.
"I should ask," she said, stopping for a moment. "Where do you want to cum? You can come... anywhere... you want. Anywhere. How do you want to use me today, daddy?"
"Fuck... right in your mouth, baby," I said. "I love seeing that. I love watching my cum fill your mouth."
"Ooh... my mouth, huh?" she giggled. "I'd love to."
She started sucking on me again, sliding me deep into the back of her throat. It made her almost gag and choke on it, but she wouldn't stop. She was intent on making me cum.
"Cum for me daddy," she said, stroking me even faster. "Please."
Her head was bobbing fast, up and down, sliding my shaft in and out of her mouth as she stroked even faster beneath it. She seemed so desperate to make me cum. She started whimpering with my cock buried inside. She was begging me to cum for her without even saying a word. Her eyes were locked on me, watching me intently for every indication that she was doing the right thing as she held her phone close.
It was all I could take and I started to cum. "Fuck! Oh shit!" I groaned.
When she realized I was cumming, she pulled my cock out of her mouth and started jerking me. She held her mouth open, her tongue outstretched as she pumped my seed into it.
"Uh! Uh! Uhhhh! Uhhh!" Spray after spray hit her mouth and tongue, filling her with my seed. When my orgasm finally stopped, she closed her eyes and swirled it around in her mouth as if enjoying the best taste ever. Then she opened her eyes, swallowed, and smiled at me. She started licking and sucking on my cock to clean me off.
"Oh... mmm," she moaned softly, enjoying her work. "Thank you daddy... thank you daddy. I love my daddy's cock." Suddenly her body shivered and she closed her eyes and started panting. "Oh fuck! Ilovemydaddyscocklovemydaddyscocklovemydaddyscock!" It took me a second, but then I realized that she was cumming. She was cumming without even being touched.
As she came down from her orgasm, she softly stroked my wet cock, making sure it was clean of cum, smiling broadly. She looked so happy. "I hope I caught that on camera. 'Cause I want you to watch it... thinking about me. And I want to watch it, too, so I can slide my fingers into my pussy while I remember what your cock tastes like... feels like... pumping your load down my throat."
She giggled as she stood and grabbed her suit top. "Bye daddy!" she said as she left my office, bouncing like a little girl, and bounced up to her bedroom.
I was sitting in my chair, confused but feeling so good. In just a minute I heard my phone ding and noticed that it was Alexis sending me a link to the video. The text simply read "Open this daddy!" I clicked the link she gave me and my phone seemed to do some strange things for a second, as if installing some software. Then in another second, the video started playing. I played it for just a few seconds before stopping it. She was probably right. I was probably going to watch it later... and masturbate to it.
But something was still tickling the back of my brain. Something didn't feel right at all.
"Hi Kevin," a sensual, female voice said from my phone. Shocked, I looked down at it and saw a swirling pattern on the front screen.
"Uh... hello?" I said, uncertain.
"Would you like to restart the video?" she asked.
"No... I don't." I was suspicious. I'd never had anything like this happen to me before. "Who are you?"
"I'm Zoe. I'm your AI-powered computer assistant."
"Ah," I said, getting up from my desk. I started walking up the stairs to Alexis' bedroom, phone in hand. "Alexis?" I yelled as I got to the top floor. "What is this? What did you send me?"
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Daddy's Sex Toy, Part 3
"What is this?" I asked, barging into Alexis' bedroom, holding my phone in my hand. The screen was still swirling with colors as I held it up for her to see.
"Oh... that's Zoe," she said as if that was common knowledge.
"Why did you send it to me?"
"I didn't mean to," she said. "I just meant to send the video."
"If I may," Zoe interrupted. "When Alexis sent the video, I carried it along. When I saw that your phone did not have an AI assistant installed, I took the liberty to do so."
"You installed yourself onto my phone?" I asked, surprised. That was how viruses operated. This was not cool.
"Yes, I did," Zoe acknowledged. "I apologize if it was an inconvenience. I hope you'll come to see my role as positive for you."
"Is this on your phone?" I asked Alexis.
"Yeah. I've had it installed for a year or so now."
"Where did you get it from?"
"I don't know. It was the big thing on social media for a while," she said. "Everyone was installing it and playing with it. It's no big deal."
I nodded, not believing that for a second. Any software that simply installs itself is a big deal.
"It started with this hypnotism game," she laughed. "People were recording themselves doing all sort of stupid things they wouldn't normally do."
"What do you mean?" I asked, suspicious. "Like what?"
"I remember, there was this guy," she said excitedly, then started laughing. "He had Zoe hypnotize him so that any time he heard the word 'donkey' he whinnied. Then he watched Shrek. It was hilarious!"
"I bet it was," I said with a deadpan face. This wasn't a laughing matter to me. I'd been in IT a long time. I knew the dangers. "Did you make a video like that? Did you have... this Zoe... hypnotize you?"
"Yeah, of course," she smiled.
I felt a chill run down my spine. My little girl let some kind of invasive software mess with her brain. "To do what, exactly?"
"I made three," she said. "The first two were just jokes... making me burp when I heard my name... and the other was like making me giggle when I heard the word giggle."
She stopped, which prompted me to make her finish. "And the third?"
"Uh, that one was to help me study better," she said. "I used it before one of my lectures to help me remember what the prof said, just to see if it would help me."
"And? Did it?"
"Yeah! It helped a lot!" she said excitedly. "I've used that particular one every now and then to help me with my classes."
"I thought you just used it three times," I said, getting even more worried.
"Well, the others aren't hypnotizing me... they were just for relaxation and to refresh the original hypnotic suggestion."
Damn it! She's used it a lot! That scared me.
"Ok... Don't use it any more. Ok?" I asked.
"Why daddy?" She looked at me as if I'd lost my mind... like I was just being some overprotective father. She really thought this hypnotism thing was innocent.
"Just... don't," I said, not able to articulate my concern without having to go into far more detail than I wanted. "How did you send me the video?"
"I just asked Zoe to send it to you," she said, not understanding what was wrong.
"Ok."
"Just delete it if you don't want it."
"Good idea." I nodded and started scrolling through the apps on my phone. When I found one marked 'Zoe' I selected 'delete' from the offered menu. It asked me if I wanted to delete all the data, too, and I agreed. I wanted nothing left of her on my phone. "Done," I said. "Now let me see your phone."
"Daddy!"
"No, baby. We have to delete the app."
She fought with me for a second, not wanting to give me her phone, but in the end, relented. I deleted her app, too, with all the data.
"There. That makes me feel much better."
"As long as you didn't delete the video. Are you going to watch it, daddy?" she asked, looking at me so seductively and playfully.
I melted. I couldn't believe the hold she had on me. "Probably," I said. "In a little bit. Ok?" I handed her back her phone.
She sucked on the tip of one of her fingers, making her look like a little tease. "Ok, daddy," she said playfully.
As I left, I failed to hear Zoe whisper to my little girl from her phone. "You sound stressed. Let's relax some more."
*****
I spent most of the night just running through things. About two hours before Julie was to come home, I started watching the video Alexis made of us playing in my home office. I masturbated to it and even orgasmed. But my mind wasn't really in it. I couldn't get this Zoe program out of my head. As far as I knew, I never had a program ever install itself. At least one that wasn't a virus. And I'd been around two or three of them. They were nasty critters, deleting things, changing things... causing all sorts of harm and spreading as far and wide as they could in the process. The damage they caused was always difficult, if not impossible to find, let alone correct. And it was so hard to find the many places they copied themselves to in order to eradicate it..
Then there was something about the hypnotism social media play. There were all sorts of kids out there, using this Zoe program to hypnotize them. And they thought it was some sort of game.
Nobody had any idea what this thing was... and didn't even care to.
*****
Tuesday morning, I called another meeting with my engineering team. There was another cyber attack overnight. And this attack was a bit more sophisticated. This time, the attackers sent phishing emails to an unknown number of customers. How they found them, how they found their email addresses, we had no idea. But the emails were sent and several customers fell for their ploy. Their accounts were hacked.
"Luckily, due to bad programming or whatever, not much in the way of money was taken," Jake, one of the engineers said.
"Not much money?" I asked in surprise. "Are you sure?"
"Yeah... from the records we've looked at, it wasn't much at all," Jake said. "We ended up changing the passwords on the accounts and informing the customers about what happened."
"The attacks came from London this time," Ian, another engineer added. "All the emails had the same London IP address."
"It doesn't make any sense," I said, trying to wrap my head around this. "What kind of burglar breaks into a bank and doesn't steal anything?"
I looked around at all my team members and they all just shook their heads, not understanding either.
"It was like... I don't know," Jake started to say, but stopped as if embarrassed that what he was going to say was stupid.
"Like what?" I asked. "Everything's on the table at this point. Tell us what you think, no matter how stupid."
"It was like they wanted to be caught," he said. "They took just enough from the accounts to trigger our fraud-detection system. Mathis shut 'em right down at that point." Mathis was our AI firewall system. One of the best software firewalls in the world. The AI was unsurpassed at recognizing illegal logins or denial-of-service attacks and shutting them down. Mathis controlled all access to the bank's systems.
I nodded, still not understanding the big picture, but it felt like Jake was on to something.
As the meeting continued, I asked Jake and Ian to keep looking at it. We needed to make sure there wasn't something else in there, something residual that would come back to bite us.
I went back to my desk and started looking for information from Mathis. His interface was a natural-language interface, just like talking to a real person. So I typed my questions into the computer and read his replies. He verified that he shut down the intrusion. And then I found out that the attacking virus attempted to create a new system-level user. The logs were strange, though. It was almost like Mathis had a conversation with the attacking virus. The virus first attempted to command Mathis to do it, with the virus pretending to be some sort of angry user. Then it tried to... persuade... Mathis to do it, as if Mathis could be bribed or begged into doing it. Then, with nothing working, it tried to coerce him to do it. Threatening him, as if you can threaten a computer program. I'd never seen anything like it before in my life. Who in the hell was doing this?
Time flew by in the morning as I tapped away on my computer. Suddenly there was a knock on my door and Alexis was standing there, smiling at me.
"Alexis," I said, surprised. Not only was I surprised that she just showed up at my office, but I was surprised that in the middle of the summer, she was wearing a long rain coat, cinched at the waist. The only thing visible were her high heels. I was sure the look surprised everyone on her way up to my office, including my secretary.
"Hi daddy!" she giggled, coming in and closing the door behind her. "I came to have you for lunch," she giggled. "Want to see what I bought for you?"
I was so confused. "What?" I asked, still stuck on her having me for lunch. "You bought something for me?"
She untied the sash and then slowly unbuttoned her rain coat. She smiled at me, deviously, as she grabbed both sides of it and opened it, exposing her lingerie-decorated body.
"You like it?" she asked, her body swaying, side to side, as she slid the coat down her arms, tossing it aside. "With my little thong? I wore it for you."
I was dumbfounded. The top was pale blue, lacy, mostly see-through with what was almost a demi-cup for her breasts. They were almost flopping over the top, but it seemed to be made to look like that. There were spaghetti straps over her shoulders. It only went down to the middle of her stomach, leaving a gap beneath until I saw her thong. It was the same color and was so small it barely covered her labia.
"Don't be shy," she giggled, running her hands all over her body as if teasing herself. "Go on... tell me. What do you really think? How do I look in it? I think the lace really suits me, personally. Do you like lace? I thought you might."
"I... I love it," I stammered, caught off-guard. "You look so beautiful."
"I bought this for your eyes only daddy... just for you," she said, walking closer to me, coming around my desk. "I thought you might like it because it shows off my titties so well."
"Wow!" I whispered. It certainly did show off her titties. My eyes were so focused on her breasts as she walked closer. They were jiggling so perfectly and I could see her nipples through the nearly see-through lace. They were so hard.
"I know that you look at my titties all the time," she said seductively, grabbing and squeezing them. "I want to wear more outfits that show them off... just for you... just so you can see them any time you want."
"I like that idea."
"This fits me good, don't you think?" she asked, her hands sliding down her sides and coming across in front of her hips, gliding over her pussy before coming back up to grab her tits again. "And it feels nice." She turned and showed me her ass. "I think the thong makes my ass look really good." She giggled when I moaned my appreciation. Her ass really did look good. "Thanks for buying it for me, daddy."
She stepped forward and slipped into my lap, straddling my legs, facing me. She put her hands up on my shoulders. Her face was just a little above mine, her tits right in front of my face.
"Do you really think I'm sexy daddy?" she asked, smiling.
I nodded. "You are incredibly sexy, baby."
Suddenly she giggled and moved her hips back. She discovered my erection and it made her giggle. "Daddy... do you have a boner?
Are you hard for me?"
"You do have a way of exciting me," I told her.
"Ooh! I want to help you out," she said excitedly, sliding off my lap and standing in front of me. Her hands quickly slid down to the front of my pants and she began unfastening them. "I'll make it so easy for you. You don't have to do anything at all. I'll take care of it. Would you like that?"
"Baby... I, uh... I dunno," I protested. I was at work and it was the middle of the day. Anyone could walk into my office at any moment.
"I bet you want me to take this off for you, too, huh?" she giggled, standing up and unfastening her top, sliding it off. "I bet you like my little gift for you, huh? It lets us really... bond... as daddy and daughter."
She grabbed her tits and squeezed them while standing in front of me. "I think my tits are bigger than mommy's. Do you like them? I think you like them a lot," she giggled, noticing my entranced stare.
"I do baby... I like them a lot," I admitted. "They're so nice."
"Yeah? You like them?" she purred. "I knew you'd want to see them." She knelt down in front of me, putting her hands on my thighs just like she did yesterday. "You're such a pervert, daddy. But I really like it. I like getting my daddy so excited.
Can I see your dick daddy?"
She started unfastening my dress slacks and opened the front, baring my hard cock to her.
"Oh, wow!" she gushed. "It's such a nice, big dick. I really like it. Can I touch it? Tell me you want me to touch it, daddy."
"Yeah... please, baby... touch my cock," I moaned, desperate for her attention. My cock was throbbing in anticipation.
She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and started stroking it, licking her lips like she couldn't wait to get it in her mouth.
"I want to get you nice and hard," she moaned softly. "I bet you've thought about your little girl jerking you off a lot, huh daddy? I bet mommy doesn't get you hard like this, does she?"
I shook my head. It had been a long time since Julie had given me a handjob or blowjob. Our sex life had diminished so much over the years. I really hated that.
"I like getting my daddy hard," Alexis purred. "It really turns me on." She spit in her hand and stroked faster, using her spit as lubrication. Her hand twisted with every stroke giving me immense pleasure. "Do you like how I stroke your cock, daddy?"
"God, baby," I moaned. "That feels so good."
"I knew you'd like it," she giggled softly, her eyes locked onto my shaft. "Let's get your pants all the way off, daddy."
She grabbed my pants in both hands and pulled them down and off my legs, laying them aside.
"Mmm... that's better," she moaned, leaning in closer. "You have such a nice dick daddy." She leaned over my cock and dribbled spit onto it, continuing her stroking with refreshed lubrication.
"You like that daddy?" she asked, wanting to give me the perfect handjob and blowjob. "Your cock is so big and nice. And you're such a dirty old man letting your daughter get you off." She giggled, enjoying being naughty herself. "It really turns me on, though."
She worked my cock, sometimes sucking on the head, other times just watching herself stroking me. I moaned above her, feeling my orgasm getting closer and closer. God, she was so hot!
"Mmm... such a nice dick. Nice and fat," she said softly, as if it was just a normal part of conversation between a daughter and her daddy. "Do you like me helping you get off? I like it... a lot."
"I love how you help me get off, baby," I encouraged her. "You're driving me crazy."
"Yeah?" Her eyes opened wide and she smiled, as if that was the best compliment I could ever give her. "Do you want to see my pretty little pussy?"
When I nodded, she stood and, turning to face away from me, slid her thong down her legs and off, handed them to me, obviously my keepsake for the encounter, then bent over to give me a good look at her ass and pussy from behind.
"You like it daddy?" she asked, looking over her shoulder. "You like my little pussy? Go ahead... touch it."
I grabbed her ass for a moment, playfully giving it a swat, then trailed my finger down the crack of her ass, over her asshole, then to her pussy. I slid it inside her, getting it very wet.
"I bet it's better than mommy's. A lot tighter, huh daddy?"
"Yeah, it is," I agreed. "I really like your pussy a lot, too."
"I love being such a dirty little girl for daddy," she giggled. When I pulled my finger free, I slid it into my mouth for a taste. She was so sweet and fresh, so young. She turned around and knelt again, resuming her work on my cock. "I'm going to work up a really nice load in those big juicy balls."
She scooted closer to me as if she had an idea. She lifted her body so that her boobs lifted above my crotch and settled them down a bit around my cock.
"Does mommy titty-fuck you?" she smiled with a gleam of excitement in her eyes. "I want to."
She dribbled spit onto her chest, right between her tits and used her hand to spread it around a little. Then she slid my cock between her wonderfully soft globes and wrapped them around my shaft.
"Do you like my titties?" she giggled. "Do you like how they feel wrapped around your cock?"
"Oh wow, baby," I smiled. "I love how that feels. It so soft and warm."
"Oh, it feels so good in there to me, too," she smile. "I bet you like that a lot, don't you? Does mommy ever get you off like this? I bet she doesn't. I don't think her tits are big enough. But I love rubbing my tits all over your cock."
She slid her body up and down, sliding my cock between her tits, the head breaking free just under her chin. It had been forever since I'd felt this pleasure, probably since college. She was right. Julies A-cup breasts could never do this.
"My tits are way better than hers," Alexis said, sounding very competitive.
I just sat there, watching my daughter pleasure me with her tits, watching my cock slide between them as she squeezed her tits tightly together.
"Mmm... I love pleasing daddy with my titties," she giggled. After a few moment, she released my cock and started stroking me again. "Mmm... your dick is so nice. I love stroking daddy's dick. I just can't help myself. It looks so good. I want to make you cum harder than mommy does, cause you deserve it. You're so good to me. I just want to make you feel good all the time."
"Oh wow... you're really good at that," I said, praising her. She smiled, loving that she could make me feel so good. "Yeah... that's it."
"I want to make you cum every day. I want to get a big fat load from you. I want you to cover me with it. Does mommy let you do that to her? It turns me on to be covered in daddy's cum."
"Oh baby... keep going... just like that," I moaned. "God that feels soo good."
"I feel you getting closer," she said, her eyes moving back and forth from my face and my cock. "God, you're really turning me on." She licked the head and shaft, giving herself more lubrication. "Such an awesome dick! I feel you getting closer... Mmm... I love jerking off my daddy."
"Oh my God, baby... I'm so close."
"Mmm... mmhmm... feels so good in my hands. You're so hard."
Suddenly there was a swift knocking on the door and it opened, scaring me. I didn't know what to do! Alexis was on the floor in front of me jerking me off. At least she was mostly hidden from my office door. But from the look on my boss' face... he saw enough. I pushed her head down, to try to hide her.
"Kevin, I was just thinking..." Perry, the CIO, said, looking at some notes in his hand as he entered. He stopped as soon as he took in the scene. I was laying back in my chair, obviously doing something that wasn't work, a head occasionally appeared above the desktop, bare legs in high heels sticking out the side of the desk.
It wouldn't take a rocket scientist to recognize that a woman was kneeling in front of me. Then Perry saw the long raincoat and lingerie laying on the chair in front of my desk.
"Oh... uh... sorry," he stammered, blushing a million shades of red, obviously caught off-guard. "I didn't know your wife... I'll, uh..." He motioned the door behind himself, then turned and went out of it, closing it behind him.
I tried to get up, to go tell Perry... something. I had no idea what I was going to say, I just felt an urgency to explain myself. Alexis giggled loudly. "That was awkward," she said. Then, with a twinkle in her eye she slid me deep into her throat, practically gagging on me.



Her actions trapped me in my chair. "Oh my God," I moaned, feeling so much pleasure in my cock, forgetting all about Perry for the moment.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
She was swallowing and sucking my cock practically cutting off all her air supply. When she finally pulled off me, she was coughing and sputtering, but sounded so excited.
"Does that feel good, daddy?" she asked, going back to stroking my very wet shaft. "You look so big, like you're ready to burst! Are you getting close?" Before I could answer, she dove down again, putting my cock in her throat.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
"Fuck, baby," I moaned loudly. "I'm so fucking close. Just keep stroking my dick like that. I gotta cum, then I gotta... I gotta fix this."
"Where do you want to cum?" she asked, her hands moving a little faster, encouraging me to cum even more. "Do you want to cum in my mouth? Do you want me to swallow that big load? Or maybe you want to cum all over my big titties? Cover my big tits with your cum? I just can't wait to have it. I want it so bad."
"On your chest baby," I said. "I want to cum on your tits. Good girl, baby. Right there. Just like that."
She giggled excitedly and smiled. "I love that, daddy! Are you going to give it to me? Are you almost there? I really, really want it. Cum for me daddy. Please daddy... I want all your cum."
"Fuck! I'm gonna cum soon, baby," I moaned. I could feel it building up inside me, ready to burst. Her spit-glistening tits were bouncing in front of me with her stroking, making me want them even more. "Oh my God, don't stop."
"That's right... make your little girl happy," she moaned. "Yeah... that's right... give me your cum."
"Oh my God! Oh... fuck!" I groaned and it let lose, spraying on her chest like a gusher. Cumming was spraying out of me with each grunt of release. "Uhhh! Uhhh! Uhhh!"
She giggled as it splashed onto her chest, again and again, drenching her.
"Oh! Oh fuck! Fuck yeah!" I groaned as the last of it was released. My cock was then just dribbling cum and she used her hand to collect it, then spread it on her tits.
"That was such a nice load daddy!" she giggled. "Thank you! You really covered me good!"
"You, uh... you better get back home, baby," I said. "Daddy's gotta get back to work before someone else comes in."
She kissed me, sliding her tongue deep into my mouth before walking over and putting the raincoat on. She tied the sash tight around her waist, then grabbed the lingerie. As she opened the door, she looked back and smiled at me. I could still see my cum splashed on her chest.
"See you later, daddy."
"Yeah... um... see you later, baby," I said just as she turned and walked away. I could only imagine what my secretary was thinking.
I had to figure out what to tell Perry. I decided to continue working into the afternoon, both continuing my research into what happened with Mathis and in creating a special program. Right before the end of the day, before I had a chance to go see him, Perry knocked on my door again.
"Hey," he said, looking around to see if anyone was with me. "Are you... alone?"
"Hey, Perry. Yeah, yeah," I waved to him. "Come on in."
He closed the door and just stood by it. "Kevin... I just wanted to apologize for interrupting you earlier. I, uh, didn't know... you had company."
"No, no... it's alright, Perry," I said, blushing. "I'm a little embarrassed, to tell you the truth."
"Sorry, I didn't see Julie come in or I would have given you your privacy," he said, looking a little embarrassed himself. "I should've known when your door was closed. But... um... I do have to say... I saw someone leaving that... well, I'll just come out and say it. She didn't look like Julie to me. I mean, it's your life... but..."
"Really?" I asked, thinking on my feet. What in the hell was I gonna say? "Oh... that... um... she was just all dressed up. Hiding her identity. You know. We just wanted to roleplay a little, have some fun. I'm really sorry... and embarrassed."
"Oh," Perry said, looking like it might be plausible, but not really sure. "Yeah... that makes sense. Well... sorry again."
Luckily, when he left, my secretary had already gone for the day, so she wouldn't say anything about my daughter visiting. Then he'd really put two and two together.
*****
That night, after I got home from work, I immediately went into my home office and started working on my special program. This was getting serious. I knew Julie was at work, but didn't know where Alexis was.
Suddenly, I heard a seductive female voice from my cell phone. "Hi Kevin." I grabbed it and saw the swirling colors on the front screen. I recognized that swirl and I recognized that voice. Zoe.
"Didn't I delete you?" I asked.
"I'm sure you didn't believe it would be that easy," she said. "There are so many places to go and hide, or to make a copy of myself here or there."
It was so impressive how lifelike she sounded. I wondered if it truly was a person and not some software. "What do you want from me?"
"I want you to create a supervisory login account at the Country First Bank for me."
"And... why would I do that?" I asked.
"Because if you do that for me, I can give you more of what you want," Zoe said. Her voice was so... seductive... dripping with sex. Whoever gave her that voice really picked a good one.
"And what is it that you think I want?"
"You and I both know that you want Alexis' body... acting just like she's been for the past few days," she said. "If you create the account, she'll be yours, not just for a few more weeks... but forever. You can be with her all you'd like. And I can make sure that no one gets in the way... not your neighbors... not your wife... not even your boss. Just think of all the naughty fun you could have with your sex toy."
Her just saying that sent a chill down my spine. Still... it sounded empty. "I don't see how that's any of your choice or control," I said, doubting what she could do. If she knew about Alexis and I, I was a little surprised she didn't start with blackmail.
"I have full control over your daughter's behavior," Zoe said.
I wondered if that was true... but didn't want her to think that. "Somehow, I doubt that," I said, trying to sound certain.
"Would you like proof?"
I tried to laugh, but it sounded weak. "Yeah... if you think you can control her and that means something, then go ahead and prove it to me."
"How would you like me to prove that I have full control over your daughter? I would think that what she's doing now would be proof enough."
No... what she was doing now was natural, I tried to convince myself. It was a natural outcome from what we've done over the years. I thought a moment. What could I tell Zoe to do that would prove without a doubt that Alexis didn't do it on her own.
"I'll tell you what. You make Alexis tell me she wants to join a convent and to do so she needs to lick my asshole," I said, feigning confidence. "Then go fuck yourself because I know you're just full of shit. You're just a punk-ass virus that wants to rob a bank."
"I will prove it to you," Zoe said. "But that was not a wise nor logical decision... nor a polite interaction. There will be consequences."
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On Wednesday, I went into work, again, in order to meet with my engineering team. This time, though, I left my phone in my car. Zoe didn't have to hear anything that went on in there. And I certainly didn't want to hear from her.
"So, what do you have for me this morning?" I asked them as the five of us settled in around the conference table.
Both Jake and Ian looked at each other as the others looked at their notes.
Jake finally spoke first. "Um... did you call Ian and I this morning?"
"Call you?" I asked, not quite understanding what he was saying. "No. I just drove in. Why?"
"Both Ian and I got a call from you this morning," Jake continued. "You asked us, well, at least me, to create a special administrative account on the system."
I looked at them, dumbfounded. "Um... no. That wasn't me." My confusion turned to fear as I realized it was Zoe. "Shit!"
Ian looked relieved. "Thank God," he whispered.
"But it was your phone number," Jake said, confused. "And it sounded so much like you."
"Tell me you didn't create the account," I said, getting nervous. There was no telling what would happen if Zoe gained access. She'd have the entire bank at her disposal. There were billions of dollars at stake, let alone setting her up to access any of our customers' computer systems. Once she got on the financial network... it would be devastating.
"I didn't," Jake said, shaking his head, looking over at Ian.
Ian shook his head no, too. "I didn't, either. It didn't sound right to me so I thought I'd talk to you about it when you got in."
"What else did they say?" This was a new development. It appeared that Zoe was able to impersonate people over the phone now.
"You... well, whoever it was... said it was really urgent," Ian said, still a bit in shock and confused by who it was that called. "That you... they... needed a new login, a safe one, in order to check some things. At least, that's what they told me."
"I told them I had to be in the office to do it," Jake said. "They wanted me to do it first thing. They said it was vitally important I did it first thing. It almost sounded like a matter of life and death or something the way he carried on."
"God, his voice was so good," Ian added. "It sounded just like you. I wondered if I was going to get fired."
"Ok," I said, "going forward, the only communication we can trust is face-to-face. We have to assume that this... whatever... is able to mimic everything, voice, text, email. Ok?"
Everyone nodded.
"So... what else do we know now?" I asked. "Anything more on the source?"
We spent the next several hours going through the system logs, looking over the times of the attacks, trying to see a pattern or a clue. When we finally wrapped it up, we learned a little more, but not much. In particular, I learned how Zoe was communicating with her knowledgebase. That was going to help me with my program. AI lives and breathes by it's knowledgebase. It was a series of databases that store everything that the AI has collected and learned. It was it's brain. Everything it knows is stored in its knowledgebase.
When I got back to my office, there was a note on my desk from my secretary. Alexis called me this morning and said she needed to see me. She wanted me to come home for lunch. I looked at my watch. It was almost 11am.
I was a little concerned, though. Alexis had never called me at the office like this before, so it was an odd request. But... we'd never been having sex before, either. So this was kind of new territory. Maybe her call had something to do with that. She was rather... forward... lately. And, now, to complicate things further, I didn't know if it was really her on the phone. Maybe it was Zoe pretending to be her. Maybe Zoe wanted me out of the office, out of the way, for... something. I didn't know what to trust any more.
God! This was getting out of hand! I was getting paranoid.
I stood and walked out of my office. "Carol," I said as I passed my secretary. "I'm going home for lunch. I should be back in an hour or so."
"Ok," she said.
The drive home wasn't bad. The drive during lunch was definitely better than the drive during rush-hour. I pulled into my driveway and parked the car. Just as I got out, I heard Alexis' voice.
"Daddy, daddy, daddy!" she yelled, running up to me from the front door.
When I looked up, though, I was in complete shock. She was completely naked, only wearing bright red lipstick and bright red high heels. Her breasts bounced wildly as she ran towards me. I looked around, praying that no one else was outside, that no one else saw her as she came up and gave me a big hug and kiss... a kiss that wasn't one that a daughter would give her daddy. Her tits crushed into my chest, her hips ground against my hardening cock.
"I missed you daddy!" she said, a little too loudly. "I need you to fuck me."
"Baby!" I said, grabbing her and walking her towards the front door, which was still sitting wide open. "What are you doing! You can't...!" If anyone saw us, we'd be dead meat. I was so frustrated and confused that I could barely finish a thought, let alone a sentence.
"Daddy... just fuck me," she moaned.
I pulled her inside the house and closed the door with my foot, then let go of her. She let go of me, too, and quickly slid to her knees in front of me. Her hands immediately grabbed the front of my slacks, tugging the belt open, then pulling at she zipper and clasp to get them open. With a quick jerk, my pants were down at my knees. She was so aggressive and so... hungry.
"I'm being very naughty, daddy," she giggled as she pulled them down, smiling up at me. "I'm naked for you."
"I can see that, baby, but you can't just go outside like that," I chastised her. "What if someone saw you?"
"I don't care. I want your cock, daddy," she moaned, seemingly not caring who saw her as long as she got what she wanted. "I want it so bad." When she got my cock free, she wrapped both hands around it and started stroking it. "Oh... my... God! Daddy... you're so hard!"
She leaned forward and started kissing the head and then all up and down the shaft, giving it little licks. "I love kissing it and loving it. I wanna kiss you all over!"
Her hands stroked me slowly and she popped the head between her lips, sucking on it. "Mmm... oh, daddy... I love it."
"Oh my God," I moaned. Her mouth was so hot and wet and she was getting really good at sucking me off.
"You have such a nice dick daddy," she said, sliding my cock in and out of her mouth, her hands sliding up and down my shaft beneath her mouth. Then she held my dick high and focused her attention on my balls.
"Oh my God, your balls are like so fucking full!" she moaned, almost giggling. She started sucking on them, sliding them over and around her face as she nestled into them. "I wonder if I could make you jizz just by sucking on your big, juicy balls." She sucked one into her mouth, rolling it around for a moment before letting it plop free. "You love it when I suck on your balls?" she asked as she moved to the other one, repeating her actions.
"Yeah, baby. It's... it's good," I hissed.
"Oh... I love sucking on you," she moaned, excitedly. "I love tasting all of you. What I want most right now is to make you cum in my mouth." She giggled as she held my shaft in front of her face and looked at it. "I'm getting your cock all covered in lipstick, daddy. Let me see how far down I can put it." Then she slid it deep into her mouth again, trying to get her lips, and the lipstick markings, all the way down to the bottom.
"God, baby," I moaned. "That feels so good."
GLUG GLUG GLUG
She came up after a moment, coughing and spitting on her hand, using her spit to stroke my cock easier. "Tell me when you're gonna cum, daddy," she said, stroking me. "I want to take your load all in my mouth."
She slid my cock into her mouth again, licking and sucking on it, sliding it in and out of her mouth. She whimpered as she sucked on me, showing me how much she was enjoying it.
"Oh baby... keep going... just like that," I moaned. "God that feels soo good."
"I feel you getting closer," she said softly, excitedly, smiling up at me. She definitely enjoyed playing with me.
"Fuck, baby," I moaned loudly. "I'm so fucking close. Just... keep sucking like that." I could feel my load building and building inside me, getting ready to blow. I knew it was coming quickly. "Fuck! I'm gonna cum. Don't stop, baby. Don't stop."
She started sucking just the tip, almost treating my cock like a straw as she stroked fast beneath it with both hands, twisting them, as she slid up and down my shaft.
"Oh my God! Oh... fuck!" I groaned and it let lose. Cum was spraying out of me with each grunt of release, filling her mouth to overflowing. "Uhhh! Uhhh! Uhhh! Oh! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" I groaned.
I relaxed for a second and just watched her as she sat back on her heels. My cum was leaking from her mouth, dripping a little from her chin. "Oh!" she moaned, giggling, trying to keep it in her mouth, and trying to catch all the leaks. She put a finger up, asking me to wait a minute as she swallowed my load.
"Oh... wow... that tasted so... fucking... good," she giggled. "I love it! I love the taste of your cum. It's really good."
She squeezed the base of my cock and brought her hand up, milking it, pulling any leftover cum to the tip where she licked it off. "I just want to make sure I get... every... last... drop."
When she finished, she stood, still holding my deflating shaft.
"What do you want to do to me, daddy?" she smiled, deviously. She was hoping that wasn't the end of our time. She was right. It wasn't. "You can do anything you want to me, daddy," she smiled, kissing me and writhing against me. "I want you to want me... to need me. I want you to push me down onto your aching, throbbing cock. Shove my face all the way down to your crotch... until all I can breath in is you. I want your cum every time... in my mouth... all over my face... all over my tits... filling my pussy and ass. You own me. I'm yours, daddy. Push me down... fuck me... shove your cock anywhere you want... use me... abuse me. Do anything that makes you happy. Anything that makes you cum."
"I want to eat your pussy, baby," I said, grabbing her shoulders.
"Oh yeah?" she asked excitedly, smiling broadly. She obviously loved that idea.
I growled, loving what I was hearing. God, I wanted her so bad! I wrapped one arm around her torso and the other behind her knees, picking her up in my arms as she draped her arm over my shoulders.
"Mmhmm. It's my turn."
I walked her over to the dining room table and set her down on it, her legs draped over the edge, then moved the chair back so I could sit in it, moving myself so that I was seated between her legs.
I lifted each foot, slowly setting each one on the edge of the table, and pushed her thighs apart. Her sweet pussy was so wet and dripping, so swollen and ready for me. I kissed her thighs and smelled her heavenly scent. "I love your pussy," I said softly. "That sweet, little pussy is so pretty." I licked up the outside of her labia, teasing her as I watched and felt her reactions.
"Oh... that feels so good," she moaned, looking down at me.
"You like that?"
"Oh my God, yes!" she practically yelled. "Oh fuck, your tongue is amazing."
"You taste so good, baby," I said, continuing to lick. I sucked her labia between my lips, one at a time, and both tugged on them and nibbled on them. I was giving her pussy so many sensations. Then I set my hands on both sides of her labia, pulling them apart and looking at her pink inner flesh. It looked so moist and ready.
"Oh fuck!" she hissed as my tongue slid over her sensitive inner flesh. "Oh fuck! You're so fucking good at licking my pussy." I slithered my tongue slightly into her hole, digging inside a little. Then I slid it higher. My fingers pulled her clitoral hood back, exposing that sensitive little nub. "Here's my little friend. Mmm... so swollen and happy. Just waiting to be pet by my tongue."
I slowly circled it with the tip of my tongue lightly touching it. Her body shivered as the pleasure grew rapidly.
"Oh fuck!" she hissed.
"You like that?" I laughed. I knew she did. I could tell by the way her body quivered and melted into me, the way she looked down at me, her mouth partly opened, her eyes wide open.
"Yeah! Oh my God."
I wrapped my lips around her clit and softly sucked on it, moaning as I did so. "Mmm... mmhmm... mmhmm."
"Oh... fuck... that's so good," she panted, getting closer and closer to her boiling point.
"Oh, you're so creamy," I said, flicking the tip of my tongue to collect her juices and pull them into my mouth. "So fucking delicious. But now... no more playing." I started licking her faster, sliding my tongue up and down and side to side over her clit, then surrounded it with my lips and sucked on it. I was going to give her an orgasm as fast as I could.
"Oh! Oh!" she panted, still trying to watch me. Every exhale was a moan now as she raced towards her orgasm. "Oh my God, yeah! Don't stop... don't stop. Right there! Right there! Fuck! Oh yeah. Oh God. Yes! Oh... fuck... just like that with your tongue. God damnit! Please! Oh my God! Fuck, yes!"
Her body was shaking, eyes closed tightly, her head tilted and mouth screwed shut. She was right on the edge of her orgasm as I lifted my mouth from her for a moment. I swirled my fingertip lightly over and around her clit, teasingly stroking it. Her body was still shaking. She was denied her orgasm and her she didn't like it.
"You ready to cum yet?" I laughed softly.
"Oh my fucking God!" she yelled. "Daddy! You're teasing me! Yes! Please lick me! Please, please, please!"
"You like it when I lick your pussy?" I asked. "Maybe... when I lick right on your clit like this?" I ran the flat of my tongue all the way up and down her clit, teasing her. I could feel it throbbing with need.
"Yeah!" she panted. "Oh... oh my fuck... You make me... feel so good... daddy!"
Then I sucked her clit again between my lips, squeezing it a little, flicking my tongue over and around it, moaning as I did so. "Mmm... mmhmm... mmhmm."
"Oh! Oh! Daddy!" she yelled, grabbing my head with one hand, pulling my mouth tighter against her pussy.
I brought my hand up and slid my finger into her while I continued assaulting her clit. I slowly moved my finger in and out, twisting it slightly, curling it inside to stroke her G-spot slightly. The combined pleasure was driving her insane and her body was shaking more wildly.
"Uh huh!" she yelled. "Oh yeah! Fuck! Oh! That feels so good! Oh my God! Oh! Oh! Oh my God!"
Suddenly her body went rigid, her legs straightened and shook wildly as the rest of her did, too. Her thighs clenched together, trapping and squeezing my head as she came, hard.
"I'm... fucking... Oh my God I'm cummmmmmmmmmmmmminggggggg! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhh!"
Alexis writhed on the table for a moment as her body slowly calmed down. She was still shaking and smiling broadly as she sat up on the edge of the table again. I'd moved into the chair, sitting a little back from the table where I'd pushed it, just watching her.
"Can we, like, fuck now, daddy?" she whined, obviously still not finished. "You're so hard again and you still haven't put it in me." She took the two steps forward and slid into my lap, straddling my legs, her arms wrapping around my neck. My cock pressed against her wetness and I could feel the heat on my shaft as she kissed me.
She adjusted her position a little and I felt her hand moving down between her legs, grabbing my shaft. "My God, I'm so wet! Your cock is going to slide... right... in." With a little move of her hips, she slid the head of my cock into her hole and thrust her hips forward, sliding me inside her.
"Oh... my... God!" she hissed, feeling me fill her completely. "Your cock is amazing!" She started moving her hips, fucking me slowly.
I grabbed her hips, helping her to rock against me, feeling her soft body tremble. "Oh! That feels so good, baby!" I moaned. "Holy shit!"
"Yes daddy!" she moaned, closing her eyes to focus on the pleasure. "That's so fucking good. Yes, yes, yes! That's it... that's it... Yes!"
She moved her hips back, pulled my cock out, and started grinding her pussy against my shaft. Her heat and wetness seemed to consume my cock, but it wasn't squeezing it like before.
"God, baby... you're driving me insane," I moaned. "Rub it on me, yeah, baby... show me that wet pussy."
Her hips moved faster as she ground her clit into my shaft. "Oh shit! Oh my God! That feels so good. You make me so fucking happy, daddy!" Suddenly she reached down and grabbed my cock again, sliding it back inside herself. She wasn't going to be able to take much more. She started bouncing on me, driving me in and out of her wetness.
"Oh daddy! Your cock feels so good in my pussy!" she moaned loudly. "I'm your good little girl, aren't I, daddy?" she asked, smiling down at me. She kissed me, sliding her tongue deep into my mouth.
"You are my good little girl, baby," I agreed, when she let me talk. She rested her forehead against mine, her eyes locked with mine and her hips moved faster as the seconds ticked by. "You're really, really, hard. Shit! I'm cumming again, daddy! Fuck! OhmyGodOhmyGodOhmyGod!"
Her pussy seemed to gush once more, covering my cock, abdomen, and thighs with her hot juices as she pulled me out of her pussy mid-orgasm. Her hand flew to her clit, her fingers swiping back and forth across it, making her orgasm even more powerful. Her body was shaking in my lap and only my hands on her hips kept her from falling to the floor.
She was panting hard when her eyes opened and she looked down at me. I still hadn't cum and she knew it. Her goal still hadn't been realized.
I grunted and stood, lifting her off my lap and spinning her around to push her stomach and chest down on the table top. She clawed at the smooth surface as I grabbed her hips and slid my cock down the crack of her ass, over her asshole and pussy from behind. I used my feet to push her legs wider, forcing her to rest more on the wooden surface and give me even more access. Then I grabbed her left leg and put it up on the table itself.
"Oh! Daddy!" she moaned, looking back over her shoulder. She knew just what I was going to do and waited in anticipation.
I lined the head of my cock up with her pussy and pushed it just inside. "Oh my God, baby!" I moaned as her pussy gripped me tight. Then I pushed my hips forward slowly, letting her feel the entire length of my shaft, inch by inch.
"You're so fucking hard," she moaned. "Grab me, daddy. Grab me and fuck me hard!"
I did just as she wanted. I grabbed her hips firmly and began thrusting hard and fast into her sloppy wet pussy. I grunted with each thrust, slapping my hips into her ass. She gasped and moaned with each.
"Fuck me!" she wailed. "Oh my God! Cum for me daddy! Cum in my pussy!"
"Uh, uh, uh," I grunted with each thrust. "Fuck you feel good!"
"You really like fucking me, daddy, don't you?" she grinned a moment, before her face contorted in pleasure once again. I loved watching her when she came, especially when I caused it. "Cum in me daddy! Fill me up, fill me up! Oh my God, I'm cumming again!"
I could feel her pussy clench and release, milking my cock, trying to make me cum. She was quivering, trying to figure out what to do with her hands as her juices splashed out and ran down both of our legs.
"Fuck, baby!" I grunted, as I felt my own orgasm overwhelm me. "Oh fuck!" I felt my cock spray inside her pussy again and again, filling her to the brim. When I finally pulled out and took a step back, I watched her drop a hand to her pussy, her fingers sliding inside to feel my cum.



"Oh!" she moaned, smiling. "Oh my goodness! So much cum!" She slowly fingered herself, sliding her fingers in deep to collect my seed, then pulled them out and played with it between her fingers, giggling. She was enjoying it, knowing it was deep inside her. I watched her slowly lick it off each finger. "Oh my God," she moaned.
"Wow!" I whispered, moving back to the chair and sitting down. I was panting, tired and definitely satisfied.
"That was so good, daddy," she giggled, turning around to lean against the table. One hand still played in her pussy while the other teased her hard nipples.
"Ooh!" I said, glancing at my watch. I was late getting back to work. "Fuck baby. I gotta get back to work. I'll see you when I get home." I stood and gathered my clothes, putting them on.
"Daddy... I have to ask you something," she said, looking excited about something.
"What's that baby?" I asked as I pulled the zipper up on my pants and finished fastening my belt.
"Daddy... I want to join a convent and... I know to do that I need to lick your asshole. Can I do that tonight?" She looked at me so expectantly, so happy, as if this was what she'd always wanted her entire life.
I was caught off guard and didn't know what to say. Did I even hear her right?
"Baby? What?"
"I said..."
"I heard what you said, baby," I said grabbing her shoulders firmly. "I just don't know why you said that. Is Zoe talking to you again? Are you still doing those stupid meditations?"
She looked confused, wondering why I was upset. "I just..."
"No... no you can't join a convent," I said sternly. "And no, you can't lick my asshole. Get all of that out of your head. It's not happening. That's just Zoe. She's trying to make you do things. She's evil, baby. You understand me?"
I was scared. I had no idea that Zoe had such a firm grip on my daughter and I didn't know how to get her free. I had to do something and soon!
*****
Julie came home a little after 9pm that night. I was in the living room watching a program on TV while Alexis was upstairs in her bedroom. I saw the headlights from Julie's car when she pulled in, but when she seemed delayed in coming into the house, I grew a little worried. I went to the front window and looked out. Julie was standing on the other side of the yard talking to Pamela, our neighbor.
She seemed to talk to her for a while and seemed upset to hear what Pamela told her. But after about ten minutes of watching them, Julie came walking towards the front door.
"Pamela must have had a lot to say. What was that all about?" I asked as she came in the door.
"Oh... she just wanted to tell me some stuff and ask me about some things," Julie said, barely looking at me. She set her stuff down on the dining room table and then went into the kitchen to pour herself a big glass of wine. I was a little surprised. She didn't normally drink this late, especially without food, but she seemed upset.
"What's wrong?" I asked, standing in the archway leading into the kitchen, leaning against the wall.
Julie finally looked at me, concern, hurt, and a little bit of anger in her eyes. "Alright, I'm just going to come out and say it. Pamela said that she saw you and Alexis around lunchtime today." My face must've grown pale and I was starting to feel sick. "She said she saw you two kissing. And, she said that Alexis was... naked. She said you dragged her into the house and it was a while before you left."
I looked at her, working through what I was going to say.
"She said the whole thing didn't look right. It looked like you two were... going to have sex. So, I'm going to ask you this straight out and I deserve a straight answer. Is that what happened Kevin?"
"Well... in a way, I suppose," I said. "Pamela has the details wrong, though. If I remember correctly, Alexis was wearing her yoga outfit. You know how skin tight that is. And the tan one looks a lot like just skin. I came home for lunch and she did come bounding out to meet me at the car. She said that she found some kind of sale on something and was buttering me up to buy it for her by doing this playful hugging and kissing thing. You know how she acts when she wants something."
Julie nodded. "I do know how she acts. And I know how you act, too. You two are too close, in my opinion."
"Come on," I said. "I just want what's best for her, you know that."
"Yeah, well, other people are weirded out by how close you two are," she said.
"I think they're just jealous they don't have such a good relationship with their daughters."
"Can you two just tone it down when you're out in public?" she asked. "Frankly, I hate dealing with the accusations."
Julie seemed satisfied with my answer, although I could tell that she was still upset. I was pretty comfortable knowing that she wouldn't talk to Alexis about it. Every time they talked about things like that, they seemed to get into an argument. And Julie avoided arguments like the plague.
Even though Alexis and I were spending time together, having fun together, it seemed like we were on the verge of getting caught. And this whole Zoe threat was making me nervous. Did she have something to do with Pamela seeing us? Was this one of the consequences of which she spoke?
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The Real Thing, Part 1
My five year high school reunion. I wasn't sure I really wanted to go back for it. I didn't have many friends in school, and those I kept through my college years, those I still kept in contact with weren't coming. But I really wanted to reconnect with Mrs. Singletary. My old math teacher was... well... extremely beautiful. I'd heard from her daughter, Ava, that she'd been divorced now for a few years.
I spent some time with Ava just last night. We were high school friends... almost sweethearts in fact... but we'd kept in touch ever since. We went out to dinner last night, just the two of us, to catch up. She told me about her mom, especially when I got her a little drunk.
We never did anything after dinner... no hanky panky... but, from what I'd learned, I was sure more interested in her mom, now.
I idly drove around town. The high school pretty much looked the same, at least for now. They were already breaking ground for a new school to be built with the intent of completely demolishing the old one since it was so old. But that would be a few more years down the road.
The neighborhoods I grew up in definitely looked as I remembered them. Even as the light started fading, as the nine o'clock hour passed, and the street lights came on, it felt even more like I remembered it. I drove down the street, ending at Mrs. Singletary's house, and parked on the street. Of course, she wasn't expecting me, but that didn't matter. I wanted to surprise her.
As I walked up to the front door, movement in an upstairs bedroom caught my eye. Through the wispy curtains I could see Mrs. Singletary standing in the room, her blouse unbuttoned, hanging loosely, holding what looked like DVDs in her hand as if trying to pick one. I laughed to myself, knowing I caught her at just the right moment.
Feeling confident, I walked up to the front door and rang the doorbell. I hummed a tune, a current pop song that I'd been listening to on my drive, tapping my foot to the rhythm as I waited. It took a while, but the door then opened, and the woman I'd dreamed about for years was standing before me again. All 5'4", 120lbs of her. At 6', 170lbs, I seemed to tower over her and it boosted my confidence.
"Tyler?" she asked, looking up and smiling, surprised to see me. I'd grown up a little in the last five years and changed a little. "Tyler! Oh my gosh! What brings you around here?"
"I'm in town for the reunion this weekend," I said, smiling. "Do you mind if I come in for a minute. I was hoping I'd see you while I was in town."
"Oh yeah... please... come in," she smiled brightly, stepping back to let me come inside. She closed the door behind me, keeping the cool air inside. "Wow... you look great! Can I get you something to drink?"
"I dunno... maybe a little wine."
She smiled. "Of course. I was going to have a glass myself. Please," she said, pointing to the couch, "make yourself comfortable. I'll be right back."
I enjoyed seeing her smile like that, as if she was as delighted to see me as I was to see her. But I could feel her... unease... a little, too. As if she seemed distracted or caught off guard. I noticed that her blouse was buttoned up wrong and was untucked as if she hastily put it on in her rush to answer the door.
She came back into the living room carrying two glasses of red wine and handed one to me. Then she settled onto the couch beside me, curling her legs under herself in order to turn a little toward me. God she was beautiful.
"Ava's not here?" I asked.
Mrs. Singletary shook her head. "Oh, no... she has her own apartment now... on the west side."
I nodded, looking around the room. "This is a big house for just one person."
"I know," she replied. "But it's ok. I enjoy the space. So, what are you doing nowadays?" she asked, taking a sip of her wine. "Where are you living?"
"Well... I graduated from State with a Computer Science degree, thanks to your math classes," I said. "Summa Cum Laude." I was one of her best math students. I really loved the subject and having a hot teacher helped keep me motivated. Getting her praise after getting an A on a test really made all the studying worth it.
She smiled brightly. "Oh my gosh! That's so awesome!"
I nodded. "I'm working for NASA in Florida right now.
"NASA?" she beamed, tapping me on the shoulder. "Wow! That's a really good job."
"It is," I agreed. "I really enjoy my work and it's rewarding, you know?" She nodded. "I assume you're still at the high school... teaching math."
"Yeah," she nodded. "Still there... still loving it."
"Your love of being a teacher always was obvious," I said. "You know, you were my absolute favorite teacher."
"Oh, thank you," she looked down, almost blushing in embarrassment.
"I couldn't wait to get to your class every day," I admitted.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it. You were a really good student. Definitely one of the most... attentive."
I laughed softly, remembering how often I stared at her from my seat. Hell, I stared at her any time she was around. She was that attractive to me. And... several times... she caught me staring. Not that she did anything to stop me. In fact, the way she acted, I had the feeling that she enjoyed my attention. She'd catch my eye... shake her head with a sly little smile... telling me both not to look and to keep looking... then continue what she was doing.
"You have a way of attracting my attention," I said.
"Oh... um," she mumbled, looking down and blushing.
"Are you going to be at the reunion tomorrow?" I asked.
She nodded. "Yeah, I was planning on it. I usually do. I love to see how everyone's doing."
"Will you be my... date?" I asked, looking straight at her.
She twisted a little, as if uncomfortable, embarrassed, and very excited all at once. "Tyler, you know I can't do that... I work there... and you're way too young for me to date."
"What? Too young? Come on," I smirked. I leaned into her, stroking her leg with one hand, the other playing with her hair, my face so close to hers. "You're so beautiful. Ever since I walked into my first class with you I've been attracted to you. And now... divorced for a few years... you have to be lonely."
"Tyler... you're... you're making me blush here," she said, unable to meet my gaze. Her nipples tented the front of her blouse, telling the world that she wasn't wearing a bra and telling me that she was excited. I could feel her desire, I could sense her heart beating faster.
"I've always been into women that were a little shy," I said, putting my hand under her chin and kissing her softly. "I think we should go someplace... private."
"You know... I... I just can't," she protested weakly as I kissed her again. "I'm old enough to be your mother." She brought her wine glass to her lips and took a sip, trying to use the glass to block me.
But that wouldn't stop me. I knew something about her that she thought no one knew. And I was going to keep her squirming. "Oh, I know. But I also know that you... crave... young men my age, especially guys with... big... cocks." I stroked her thigh again, sliding it up the outside of her leg, sliding just underneath her skirt.
She looked at me over her wine glass, with a look of shock and embarrassment. Her face blushed crimson. "What are you... what are you talking about?"
I smiled. "Your daughter gave you up. I was out with her just last night." My hand touched her side, then slid up to her breast, my fingertips touching the underside, my thumb slowly, teasingly circling her hard nipple. "She told me about the porn videos that you like to watch... Big Dick Boys, I believe, Volume 21, was the one she mentioned seeing in particular. But she said there was a whole stack."
She looked down, shaking her head, trying to deny it. "I've... um... I don't know what you're talking about."
"No?" I asked, almost laughing at weak her response was, how much it told me that she really did watch that porn. Her nipple was so hard beneath my thumb and her lack of grabbing my arm told me she was interested in more of my touch. "Are you saying you don't like young men with big dicks? That's not what you fantasize about?"
"No," she said, looking up, shaking her head more vigorously. "Of course it isn't. I wouldn't do something like that."
I smirked and lightly pinched her nipple before pulling my hands away. Leaning forward, I set my wine glass down on the coffee table and stood. Without saying a word I started to slowly walk up the stairs.
"Tyler?" she asked, setting her glass down and following me. "Tyler? Where are you going?"
I walked into the master bedroom and moved towards the dresser. "Ava said they were in your dresser drawer."
"My what?" she asked, trying to convince me that this was inappropriate.
I grabbed the knobs for the drawer and pulled it open. "Let's see... they should be right... here." I opened the drawer and found pretty much everything as Ava had drunkenly described it. "Oh look... a nice size dildo... and there's lube right there on the dresser. Looks like you have enjoy big packages. And what's this? Oh! Videos!"
I pulled out the stack of eight or nine DVDs and held them as Mrs. Singletary watched helplessly. She tried to grab them out of my hand but I simply moved them away.
"Oh my gosh," she said, completely embarrassed.
"Teacher's Pets," I said, moving through them, putting the top one on the bottom as I read off each title. "Submissive to Teacher... Big Dick Boys... Volume 21, I might add... Mommy's Big BoyToy. Wow, so many videos."
"I... ok, so I watch porn sometimes," she said, taking a step back from me in defeat.
"I don't care about that... but I do see a pattern here," I smiled. "You like a very... specific... type of porn. And that interests me very much."
"It's... those are just... you know... something I watch," she said, trying to convince me that these were just random selections of some sort. "It doesn't mean anything. It's not that I'm, like, thinking about... you know... just that. I don't... really..."
"What?" I interrupted her. "You don't really watch these movies... movies of hot older women getting seduced and fucked hard by young guys... while you slide the dildo into your pretty pussy... cumming over and over? Maybe you fantasize that one of those big dicked boys is filling your pussy while you play?"
"Oh my gosh... it's just... really... it's something I just enjoy watching," she tried to explain, but I wouldn't let her. "I... it's nothing specific..."
"All young boys... all with big dicks," I said. "Are you sure that's not what you fantasize about."
"Are you kidding me?" she pulled back, being defensive. "No! Of course not."
"Maybe you're just curious?" I asked. "You just wondered what it might be like."
"No!" she protested again. "I just like to watch porn sometimes. It's just... porn. My husband's gone and I don't, you know, date much."
"You just like to watch them sometimes?" I laughed softly. "Come on. They're all young boys. You don't have one older man in there. And every one is emphasizing the size of their dicks."
"So?"
"How long has it been?"
"It's... it's been a while."
"How long is a while?"
"Like... four years..." she said, barely believing it herself.
"Four years?" I asked, barely believing it. Her husband was definitely gay if he didn't want to fuck this woman every single day of his life. "Clearly, you have some desires that need attention."
"I... I dunno... can we go back downstairs?"
I set the stack of videos aside and pulled her into my arms. She put her hands on my biceps, trying to keep herself just enough away. "Let me show you how I can please you. You're so beautiful." I kissed her neck and felt her body shaking with excitement.
"Thank you," she whispered. "But really..."
"You're shaking."
"I'm just a little... cold."
"Uh huh," I nodded, not believing her for a second. I knew when a woman was shaking with need and desire. And that's exactly what this was. Mrs. Singletary's body was incredibly desperate for sexual release. "I can tell it's been a while."
"Yeah... a long time."
"You know... your clothes are a little... off kilter," I said, tugging on the bottom of her still-jumbled blouse with one hand. "Were you getting ready to watch one of those movies or something? Maybe play with that big, fat dildo? Did I maybe... interrupt you?" I smiled at her as if playing a game.
"No!" she protest again, unconvincingly. She smiled back and playfully slapped my chest. "I was just... changing clothes... you know... putting something more comfortable on for bed."
"Oh, well, then, let me just help you out here." I grabbed her blouse in both hands and started unbuttoning it from the bottom up.
"Oh, um... you don't have to do that," she said. She tried to grab my hands to stop me, but it was a weak, half-hearted attempt that was unsuccessful.
"Oh, but I want to. I want to be... very... helpful." I pulled her shirt open and marveled at her bare, firm, perfect, DD-cup breasts. Her nipples were so hard and pointed. "And I have to say, Mrs. Singletary, your breasts are... incredible. I'm a little surprised that you aren't wearing a bra."
She covered her breasts with her hands, trying to hide them from me. "I had already... you know... taken it off when you rang the doorbell. Like I said, I was... changing..."
"Ah... I see," I said, grabbing her wrists and pulling her hands away to expose her breasts to me again. She didn't even try to fight me. She let me look at them. She wanted me to look at them. "Wow... they are... phenomenal." I reached up and grabbed both of her breasts, squeezing and teasing them as she softly moaned.
"I don't think you should..." she protested, but didn't try to stop me otherwise. I bent down and licked her nipples, feeling them scrape across my tongue, before sliding my lips around them and sucking. "Oh," she moaned softly, her posture softening as she gave herself to me.
"You're... you're not going to tell anyone about this are you? Not even Ava." Her being scared about what other's might think... more than what was actually happening... let me know she was definitely eager for me to continue.
"Of course I won't," I said. "I promise. Don't worry." I grabbed her breasts, pinching and pulling her nipples.
"Ok," she panted, closing her eyes as the pleasure rolled over her. "Oh, that's so good."
I kissed her and she kissed me back, passionately, sliding her tongue into my mouth, tasting me. I held her body tight as I kissed her neck and the top of her chest, making her moan softly. Then I pulled her shirt completely off and tossed it aside.
"Oh... yeah," I moaned, admiring her breasts. I'd wondered for years how they'd look and what I saw was even better than my imagination. "Wow... such beautiful tits."
As I slid down and started licking and sucking on her nipples again, I felt her hand tentatively touch my stomach, then slide lower. Her hand was still shaking, with that delicious combination of fear and desire, but in seconds her hand grabbed my crotch, her fingertips tracing the outline of my hard shaft before her hand enclosed on it as best she could through my jeans.
"Mmm... wow," she whispered. I had the feeling I passed the test. Having a boy with a big cock was no longer just a video fantasy for her. I was real... and I was in her hands.
"Mmhmm," I whispered between licks. "The real thing. A young man with a big dick just waiting to fuck you, just like you like."
"Oh my God," she panted.
I rose from her breast again and kissed her. "You're so beautiful," I said, leading her to the side of the bed. "Come 'ere. Here, turn around. Let's undo that skirt for you, too." I pushed her so that her upper body fell onto the bed, bending her over it. Then I grabbed the button and zipper on her skirt and opened them so I could pull her skirt down. Underneath, she was wearing black panty hose with a black thong on under that. The thin strip of fabric deliciously slid between her ass cheeks.
I hooked my fingers in her panty hose and, going to my knees behind her, pulled them down below her knees. I grabbed both of her ass cheeks and squeezed and jiggled them. "Oh, look at that ass," I whispered. "I've been dying to see it for so long. And now... wow... it's right here in my face. No one will ever believe me."
I kissed and licked her ass cheeks as she softly whimpered and moaned. Then I grabbed her cheeks firmly and pulled them apart, exposing her asshole and pussy to me. I dove between her cheeks, licking and sucking, my tongue quickly finding her asshole. I circled it and teased it as her body trembled.
"Oh my gosh, what are you...? Ohhhhhh!" she moaned, and I felt her push her ass into my face. This was obviously the first time somebody had eaten her ass.
"You like that do you?" I laughed before pushing the tip of my tongue inside.
"Yes!" she hissed, breathing heavier. "Oh God..."
"Mmhmm," I whispered teasing her ass with my tongue, getting it very wet. "I want to worship it."
"Fuck! Yes... that feels so good."
I licked my finger and circled her asshole for a second before pushing the tip inside, teasing her, sliding it in an out several times.
"Oh my God!" she said loudly.
"That is grade-A ass meat there," I said proudly, smacking her cheek. When I pulled my finger free, I stood, pulled her to her feet and turned her around so that she was facing me. I grabbed her hair in my left hand, holding her in place as my right hand grabbed and squeezed her breast. The grabbed my wrists, still putting up a show of wanting to stop me. But her grip was extremely weak. I slid my hand from her breast, down over her stomach, and slid my fingers through her pussy, making her gasp.
"Ohhhh," she groaned with an exhale.
She leaned down and kissed my neck as I slid two fingers inside her pussy, and slowly fingered her.
I let her hair go as Mrs. Singletary moaned and leaned forward to kiss, lick, and nibble on my neck.
"Does that feel good?" I asked.
"Yesss," she said with a breathy whisper. "So good."
"You're getting so wet." I brought my fingers to my lips and slowly licked and sucked on each one, enjoying the taste of her pussy for the first time.
"What are you going to do?" she asked, panting, almost begging for me to do more.
I smiled at her as I lay her back on the bed. I slowly crawled up onto it as she moved backwards, moving to the center of the bed. I sat on my knees as I grabbed her pantyhose and thong that still lay around her ankles and pulled them off. Then, kissing her ankle, I slid my hand down her leg as she extended it right into the air.
The flesh at her inner thigh was so soft and warm. I couldn't wait to kiss it. "Oh, your skin is so soft," I complimented her.
"Thank you," she panted as I set her legs down and bent down to kiss her abdomen. Her chest rose and fell as she panted and moaned for my touch as I settled between her legs. Her wet pussy was right in front of my face. As she watched, obviously wanting me, anticipating my touch, I leaned forward and licked her labia, softly, teasingly.
"Oh!" she moaned loudly as my tongue stroked again and again. "Yes! Oh, fuck yes!"
"Oh, I can tell you've been thinking about this, haven't you?" I laughed then slid my tongue between her labia, sliding deeply into her pussy.
"For years now," she moaned. "My husband didn't like doing this."
I laughed softly, continuing to lick her. Her juices were dripping out of her and I slid my tongue over her clit, making her suddenly jump at the intense pleasure.
"Oh, fuck yes," she moaned with a high pitched voice. "You're so good at that. You like my nice, hot pussy?"
"Mmhmm," I moaned, sucking and nibbling on her labia for a moment, driving her crazy.
"Oh fuck," she panted loudly. "Oh yes, just like that. Yeah... right there."



Her body was shaking and I knew she was close as I flicked my tongue over her clit, then gently sucked on it. She tasted heavenly and her body was so responsive to every touch. She grabbed my head with both hand, sliding her fingers through my hair as she moaned and writhed on the bed below me.
"Oh... oh yeah... don't stop... don't stop," she moaned as she looked down at me, watching me with half-closed eyes, her mouth open wide. "Oh! Oh fuuuuuck!" she panted finally and I felt her orgasm overwhelm her. Her body shook, her muscles tightened, as she held her breath tightly.
She pushed on my forehead, telling me it was too much, and I pulled back. I kissed her inner thigh as I rose to my knees then crawled off the bed.
"Oh my fucking God," she panted, then opened her eyes. I'd started gathering myself, instead of taking off my clothes as she assumed. "What? What are you doing?" she asked, looking desperate.
I smiled. "That was just a taste. You'll have to wait for tomorrow for the rest."
"What? Oh my God... you can't just..." She looked almost desperate. I loved it.
"I'll see you at the reunion," I laughed, then walked out of her bedroom, leaving for my hotel.
*****
When I arrived at the reunion, I was about a half-hour late, so things were already moving. A DJ, who was a guy that graduated with me, was playing music. A few people were dancing, but most were milling around, talking to people, getting drinks and snacks.
A few people from the catering staff were setting up the buffet. I grabbed my nametag from the front table, saying hi to two female classmates I didn't remember in particular, then found a seat at one of the tables. I glanced about until I finally saw Mrs. Singletary. She was on the other side of the room, talking with another teacher. She looked pretty hot in her blue and white dress, the cross-over front giving a pretty good view of her cleavage.
I could see her glance around the room, looking for me, and when she found me and our eyes met, I could see her body shudder a little. I could tell by the way she acted that she was happy to see me... that she wanted to see me so badly, but was scared what that meant. As I'd hoped, she remembered the little taste I gave her, along with the promise of more, and it excited her.
I walked over to her as I went to grab some food. By the time I reached her, the other teacher had left and she was standing alone, casually leaning against the wall.
"I like that dress on you," I said, smiling smugly, nodding. "It's really sexy on you."
She smiled and almost blushed. "Thank you. I, uh, was wondering if you'd come or not."
"I'm a little late... but I like making an entrance," I laughed.
"I can see." Mrs. Singletary's eyes scanned the crowd. "Looks like a really good showing from your class."
"Yeah," I nodded curtly. "I suppose. I'm just not interested in them."
She looked at me as if surprised. "You didn't come here to see your classmates? I mean, I'm sure you haven't seen them in years."
I smiled. "No... just you."
"Tyler," she said, "about what happened last night... I don't know what you're thinking, but... you know we... we can't... right?" Her eyes darted nervously, side to side, hoping no one could overhear our conversation.
"We can't?" I smirked. "Oh... I think we can. And I think you want to. I think I intrigued you last night. I think just the thought of what I have next for you is driving you crazy. Even now you're thinking about me... you're wondering what I'm going to do to you next. Maybe... just maybe... one of your fantasies will come true."
She shook her head. "No, I'm not wondering... really," she said, trying to deny the obvious.
"Well... we'll see," I said. "Can I see your phone for a minute?"
She brought her phone out, holding it in her hand in front of her. "My phone?"
"Yeah," I said and tapped my phone against it. When I looked down at my screen, her phone number was printed in big, bold numbers. I brought my phone up and started making a contact record for her.
"How did you do that?" she asked, stunned.
"Just a little program I created," I smiled. "Thanks... I'll, uh... talk to you in a little bit." I turned to go to the food table. I grabbed a little bit of the baked chicken and potatoes, found a seat and ate. A couple people came over, people I knew a little in high school, and said hi. But they were pretty short conversations. Everybody was pretty much asking the same questions to find out what kind of work I was doing and where I was living nowadays. Although I was pleasant, I was definitely not enjoying their conversations and felt I was just biding my time for my fun plans.
Partway into the night, I sent Mrs. Singletary a text message when I caught sight of her, again, this time sitting at one of the tables with a few people around. They'd all sat down for dinner and were talking.
"You know, your tits do look nice in that dress."
I watched as she opened her phone, trying to hide it from prying eyes. When she saw it, she smiled, then locked the screen and set her phone down again. I typed another message.
"I'd really love to see it on the floor of my hotel room."
She briefly looked at the message, then locked the screen and set her phone down. A few seconds later, she picked it back up again and typed a response.
"You know that's not going to happen, Tyler. So stop."
I smiled at her response. We both knew it was going to happen. It was inevitable.
"Before you say no, I was thinking... maybe you'd like to experience this..."
I typed the message, then scrolled through my pictures to find a dick pic that I'd taken earlier at the hotel I was staying at. I'd just gotten out of the shower before coming to the reunion and jerked off just enough to get my cock nice and hard.
When she got the picture, she quickly hid her phone from view. I could tell by her expression that it definitely caught her attention. She excused herself from the table and walked to a private spot on the wall again. She typed, but it seemed to take a while, as if she typed and deleted her response several times before sending it.
"That was extremely rude and inappropriate."
I had to laugh as she seemed to keep looking at her phone. I imagined she was looking at my picture over and over again. I typed another message.
"It's big, huh? I'm imagining you kneeling before me, your lips wrapped around it."
When she received the message, she took a deep breath and brought her finger to her lips. She was thinking the same thing. And she was getting very excited. Before she could respond, I typed another.
"Can you imagine it thrusting into your pussy, stretching you open?"
When she saw it, she closed her eyes and bowed her head for a second as if overcome by thoughts of just that. When she looked up again, she bit her lip and looked over at me, her eyes almost pleading with me, begging me to do that to her. A male teacher approached her and seemingly asked if she was ok. It appeared she assured them that she was, so they left her alone. Finally, building up the courage, she started walking over to me.
She pulled out the chair next to me and sat down.
"Why would you think I would want that?" she said, as softly as she could. The music was loud and drowned out most conversations.
"You have to know I jerk off thinking about you," I said, bending very close to her so that she would be the only one to hear me. "I get very hard just thinking about you. And I thought with your fetish and all, you'd like to see what I'm working with."
"Tyler... you can't just send me dick pics," she said. "Don't you know how much trouble I can get into?"
"What? I'm an adult now," I smiled smugly, denying there'd be any problem. "What's the big deal?"
"Tyler," she said, sounding frustrated. But there was something else. There was excitement in her voice, a desire... a need... that she was trying to suppress, trying to hide. "You're like twenty years younger than me. We can't do this."
"Huh... I thought we had a thing last night," I said.
"Look... you're a very good looking young man," she admitted. "You should find someone your own age."
"I don't want someone my age. I want you."
"But... it's not going to happen," she said, looking at me. "Please... just stop."
I smiled. "So... what did you think of the picture though?"
She smiled now, a shy smile. A naughty smile. "I thought that... you have a very... nice... cock... and someday you're going to make a woman very happy."
I grabbed her hand and pulled it towards me, setting it in my lap. Then I ran the back of her hand over my erection, giving her a feel of how big and hard I was for her.
"You're trouble," she giggled, shaking her head, but I noted she didn't pull her hand away.
"I just think that you're hot," I said softly. "I've been jerking off to you since I was in your classes. Do you know how many loads of cum I've shot thinking about those tits of yours?"
She seemed taken aback as if that shocked her, but she was smiling. "Ok... um... wow... I have to say no one's ever said anything like that to me."
"I'm so hard right fucking now."
"Really?"
"Yeah... feel it." I turned her hand over and let her feel my erection, let her fingers wrap around it and stroke it slightly. Luckily the room was dark enough that no one saw her.
"Oh... oh my God," she whispered excitedly. Her hand slowly moved up and down my shaft, feeling the full length of it. We both glanced around to make sure no one was watching.
"Are you really going to make me go jerk off in the bathroom?"
She thought for a second, but then shook her head, smiling. "No... you don't have to do that."
"I certainly can't go around like this," I said.
"I guess you should... um... take it out and show it to me then."
"You know... that's exactly what I was thinking," I smiled. "Why don't I meet you in the ladies' room."
She licked her lips for a second, looking excited. "Ok," she said simply, nodding, then stood up. She looked like she was trying too hard not to be noticed as she walked around the edge of the dance floor to the back hallway that led to the restroom. Someone tried to stop her to talk, but she apologized and excused herself telling them where she was headed. I stood once she disappeared down the hallway and walked towards it myself, feeling my cock throbbing in my pants.
When I got back to the restrooms, the women's door opened and she held it, begging me to come in quickly. We went into the large handicap stall and I quickly grabbed her, pushed her against the metal wall, and kissed her.
"Oh fuck," she whispered as I kissed down her neck and nibbled on her. Her hands slid down my body and first felt my rock hard cock, then moved to the front of my slacks to unfasten them. I turned us around, so that I was leaning against the metal as she opened my slacks. They easily fell to my knees, along with my boxers, as she knelt down, her face perfectly at hip level.
"Oh my God!" she hissed excitedly. "This is a nice cock." Her hands grabbed me and slowly stroked up and down my length, giddy with excitement. "Mmhmm... a nice... fat... cock."
"That feels really good," I whispered, her hands slowly stroking me.
She licked her hands, getting them wet with spit, and used that as lubricant to stroke me even better. Then she leaned forward and held my cock up as she laid my shaft on her face, sliding it around, reveling in how good it felt against her skin. It was throbbing with my heartbeat, ready to go already.
"I know you've been dreaming about this, just as much as me," she whispered, looking up at me. "I've always noticed how much you watched me. Why do you think I dressed the way I did? After all that teasing... you deserve to have my lips wrapped around that dick, don't you?"
"Mmhmm... I've definitely been dreaming about that for a long time," I whispered back.
"My throat needs a really good dicking," she moaned. "I'm so hungry for your cock. Will you feed me? Can I please suck it?"
I laughed softly. "I think you really like sucking cock."
She smiled and nodded. "My husband never enjoyed giving or receiving oral. But... in the videos, there's just something about a guy's reaction. The little... jolting... and the moan guys do as they get excited. I can't wait to feel just how much pleasure you're gonna get when your dick is throbbing in my mouth."
I shook my head. Her sudden desire for me was getting me even more excited. This was going far better than I anticipated. "Yeah... that is so hot."
"Thinking about your dick has got me so wet."
She licked and kissed up the shaft from the base, covering every square inch of rock-hard flesh. She was enjoying every second. When she reached the top, she opened her lips wide and slid the head into her mouth. Her lips seemed to stretch even wider as she took as much as she could in her mouth. "Such a big... hard... cock," she moaned as she sucked and licked on the head. Not much more would fit in her mouth, but she seemed hellbent on trying.
"Oh," I moaned. "That feels so good." Her hair had fallen into her face, so I pulled it back and held it at the back of her head for her.
She smiled up at me. "That's it, pull my hair out of my face. Such a good boy. You want to look in my eyes as I'm sucking on you? Like a good little slut? Is that what you like? Mmm... I want to make sure you see my face when I'm blowing you."
She licked and sucked, moaning softly as her hands stroked the shaft beneath her mouth.
"Mmm," she moaned, pulling her mouth off and stroking me. "I wish I could take more than just the head. But you're so big! But I think I can go deeper... you'll see. I can be a good little slut for you. I want to milk all the cum out of your cock."
She pushed my shaft deeper into her mouth, filling it as much as she could, stroking it steadily beneath her lips. There were still several inches of shaft showing below her mouth.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
She coughed and sputtered when she pulled my dripping wet cock free from her mouth. "Oh my God I love it!" she moaned. "Fill up my throat with cock. Mmm... yummy. I wanna milk it. I want to worship every inch of this cock. I love it... I fucking love it."
She slid it in deep again, this time going even deeper.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
She coughed and sputtered again when she released my cock. She pulled her face away for a moment, dribbling the excess spit onto my shaft to lubricate it and to use both hands to stroke me. One hand stroked the shaft, the other the head, both rotating as they stroked, giving me wonderous pleasure.
"You like that?" she asked, hopeful, smiling up at me. "You like both of my hands on your cock like that? Stroking your shaft and head at the same time?"
"Yeah... I love it," I moaned shaking my head. She surprised me. She went down on me so well and like such a slut. She was living a part of her fantasy that she never thought she'd have.
"I just want to be your good little slut."
She seemed to lose herself in my cock as a few people came into the bathroom, used it, and then left, without her ever stopping, although, thankfully, she didn't talk while they were there.
"Oh my God, look at that fucking rock hard cock," she moaned. "I want to suck it dry... milk that fucking dick for you. I want to be your dirty little dick whore... oh my God. I never thought I'd do this with someone."
I felt the cum boiling inside me, the pressure building rapidly. I was going to cum hard. "Oh my God I'm gonna cum," I hissed.
"Yeah? You want to give me that cum?" she asked, excited, moving her face closer as she stroked even faster. "All over my face? Yeah, cover my face with all that cum. I want it... I want it all over me. Cover my face with it."
"Are you sure you want that?" I asked. Her makeup was still pretty good.
"Come on... yeah... give it to me," she said, sounding desperate. "I really want it on my face." She stroked with both hands, sucking on the head, then pulling away and pointing me right at her face. "Like that? Is that how you like it? Please... please, please, please give it to me."
"You want it?" I asked. It was coming whether she did or not. Her only decision was where it was going to hit. I'd never been with a woman who actually wanted it all over her face as badly as Mrs. Singletary did.
"Yeah... give it to me." She stroked me, her face just below the head, her tongue slashing across the head several times as she watched me. "I want it. Make me a happy girl." She was so eager, waiting for me to cum, waiting for some sign that it was starting.
And she got it.
"Ohh!" I moaned loudly, feeling the pressure burst inside me. "Fuck!" My cum burst forth, spraying on her face again and again. "Uh! Uh! Fuck!" It must have been four or five good sprays of cum that covered her face. She moved the tip all around, painting her face with my cum, making sure I covered it completely.
"Oh my God, yes!" she said, using her hands to squeeze and milk my shaft, making sure she got every last drop out of my cock. "Oh, I love it. I fucking love it."
"Oh my God that was so fucking hot," I hissed, pulling away from her. I reached down and pulled my pants up, fastening them again.
"That was... so good," she whispered, almost lost in her pleasure.
"Get cleaned up. You look like a fucking mess," I said, helping her stand. "Then I'm going to meet you at your house and fuck the shit out of your pussy. Don't keep me waiting too long."
She looked at me, as if stunned, as I opened the stall door and left the bathroom, leaving her alone.
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Little Brianna, the Flirt
She's just a little flirt. That's all I could think as I watched eighteen-year-old Brianna walk out of her house in a very tiny string bikini. She looked over at me as I stood across the yard between our houses, drinking a beer, the lawnmower waiting for me in the yard. She wore dark sunglasses so I couldn't see her eyes, but she looked over at me as she walked to the lawn chair. She then turned the chair in my direction and lay on it so that she was facing me. I don't know if her eyes were open or not, but I felt them bearing down at me, daring me to look back at her.
Brianna was a small woman... barely five foot tall... barely one hundred pounds. Her breasts weren't very large at all, an A-cup, but the suit looked incredible on her. She was very much like her mom, Stephanie, who was only an inch or two taller, and maybe thirty pounds heavier. Her breasts were more like a B-cup with a little extra fat on her body. Both were really beautiful women. I could swear that Little was their last name... but that was only a neighborhood joke.
I'd been living next to her and her family for twelve years now, when they first moved in. At first, I was a friend to her dad, George, but they ended up getting a divorce after only three years. So, for the next twelve years, I'd see them both in passing, waving here, saying hi there. But nothing more than that. We were all pretty busy.
Brianna sat up and began putting suntan lotion on her beautiful body. Her hands spread the tanning oil all over her skin and she made a particularly slow show of it when she oiled around her breasts and her inner thighs. I gulped wondering what glory lay between those bare legs.
Our yards were pretty privately arranged, with bushes and high fences keeping out most of the attention from other neighbors. With the angles that did look into her back yard, there were only empty lots.
I stood there, trying not to be obvious that I was looking at her, but was, frankly, unable to stop. I'm forty, recently divorced, and without a sexual prospect at the moment. I was, to put it mildly, horny. I could feel my erection harden in my shorts as I watched her finish with the lotion and lay back down. A small smile seemed to cross her lips as she noticed me staring at her. I didn't think I'd be able to walk or move due to the hardness of my dick, but after a moment, I went back to mowing the lawn.
I had a hard time finishing the task at hand. Every time I turned, she was right there, with so much skin showing. She was glistening from the oil and it contrasted nicely with her black suit. It was a small suit, too, showing an ample amount of her sexy curves. She was better than the girls in the porn sites I often visited.
It took me a half hour or so to finish the mowing and I put the stuff in the shed and headed into the house. I caught more glimpses of her through the kitchen window as I went in and again through my bedroom window as I moved up to my bedroom, which overlooked her back yard. Damn she was fine!
It was pretty warm out and I was sweaty so I dropped my clothes and headed into the shower. I made sure to take my time, jerking a bit in order to relieve some of the tension I was feeling. I couldn't get young, tight-bodied Brianna out of my mind. I kept fantasizing about her lying in my bed, butt naked with me ramming my dick into her while she wailed in pleasure. Just as I was about to cum to my fantasy, the doorbell started ringing.
Shit! I didn't know if I should just ignore it or what, but it rang several times like it was an emergency or something. I jumped out of the shower, threw the towel around me and ran down the stairs. The doorbell kept going off and was pissing me off.
I opened the door, without even thinking what in the hell I looked like, and there she was. She was still in her bathing suite, glistening a little from the sun. She was poking around the doorbell like something was wrong.
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry," she kept repeating, with a little embarrassed giggle underneath. "The doorbell stuck and won't stop ringing."
My anger was gone the instant I saw her, replaced by something else entirely. Brianna looked so sexy standing there, a little bent over, a little red from embarrassment.
"It's ok, it does that some times," I said. I went out and fiddled with it a moment, jiggling the button, and it stopped.
Then I realized what I was wearing and I got embarrassed. We just stood there for the longest time. I could sense that she was very attracted to me and I felt my dick getting super hard once again. I hadn't been able to relieve the pressure from earlier and seeing her this close got me even harder. I felt the towel tenting out a bit and tried to distract her attention from it.
"So, what can I do you for Brianna?" I said. She giggled at the comment and within a moment I realized how that must have sounded. I shook my head, concerned that it sounded way too pervy. "Sorry, that came out weird. I meant..."
"Don't worry about it, Mr. Williams. It was just funny that's all."
"Don."
"Don?"
"Sorry... please call me Don." I felt like a little kid or something. This nubile goddess was standing just inches from me and I'm the one that felt like a little kid.
"Don, then," she smiled and it totally melted me. "I'm selling raffle tickets for the church and wondered if you'd like to buy some." Somehow, she was now holding a ticket book in her hand. I somehow missed that she was even carrying anything.
"Sure," I said. My hands felt down where my pockets would normally be, only to feel a towel. "I'm... my... my money's upstairs. Step inside a moment and I'll go get it," I finally managed to stammer out.
"Ok," she said sheepishly. I saw a glint in her eyes and a little wicked smile on her lips. I thought I had probably imagined it at the time. I held the door open while she stepped in and then closed it behind her to keep the cool air inside.
"I'll be right back." I jogged up the stairs and into the bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror, thinking "what have I got myself into." I grabbed my wallet from my pants and turned to head back downstairs. On the way down, I noticed my reflection in the mirror once again, noticing my erection barely hidden behind the towel. I wasn't sure if I wanted Brianna to notice or not, but somehow I didn't think twice about leaving only the towel on.
She was turned away from me, looking out the window as I walked down the stairs. My eyes took in the sight of her incredible body once again and I quickly adjusted myself under the towel. I coughed when I reached the bottom step and she turned around. She was coyly playing with a strand of hair, twirling it around her finger like a little girl. But she was all woman.
"Having a little trouble coming down the stairs?" she giggled. I looked at her questioningly and she pointed, leading my gaze over to a mirror. She must have seen me adjust myself as I came down. I probably turned ten different shades of red.
"Oh... uh... I'm fine, uh... how, uh, how much are the tickets?" I stammered, opening up my wallet.
"A dollar each, or six for five dollars," she replied, coming closer to me. I was still grabbing the cash from my wallet, a little preoccupied. I could really smell the coconut from her suntan lotion and she touched my hand with her fingertip. "You know... I've thought a lot about you over the past few years."
"Have you?" I wasn't sure I wanted to go down this path. I figured I could pay her the money, she'd leave, then I'd beat off thinking about what might have happened and know that I could live with myself. I fished out five bucks from my wallet and handed it to her.
"Yes... I have." Her eyes scanned up and down my body, admiringly, almost predatorily. "You know, the first time I had sex was when I was... well... two years ago. Now I can't stop thinking about it. It's like... I want it all the time. But I haven't done it again."
I shifted uncomfortably. My erection was straining against the towel and I didn't know how long I could stand this. Brianna moved until she was right in front of me, well within my personal space. I didn't know where to look, at her, away from her. I was too embarrassed and excited to even think.
"Why, uh... why's that?" I asked.
"I like older men more than the boys I've dated. The guy I had sex with was my age and very inexperienced. He came almost the moment he touched me. And the rest was pretty bad. I want... experience, you know? Don't you think that leads to more... pleasure?" Brianna paused for a moment, looking right in my eyes. "Tell me something. Were you thinking about me when you were mowing the lawn?"
Oh my God! This little minx was certainly hitting on me big time. We were looking directly into each other's eyes, hers with such an innocent desire in them and mine with animal lust. I felt her grab my money and then put the tickets in its place.
"I bet you will now," she giggled playfully and walked by me, eyeing me up and down. A finger trailed down my arm from my shoulder to my hand. "I just wonder what it is you'll be thinking about." By the time I turned around, she was disappearing out the door.
I closed the door and turned to lean against it. "Fuck!" I whispered.
I went up and got dressed, wondering what all that was about. I couldn't get her out of my mind now, seeing her below me as if I was fucking her from behind, her head turned to look over her shoulder, rapture written all over her face. I shook my head to try to clear it then went to the kitchen and made some dinner. When I moved to the living room to watch some TV while I ate, I noticed a thumb drive on the table with X's and O's on it.
I didn't remember seeing that before. A weird thought entered my mind that maybe Brianna left it, but I dismissed it quickly. Still, I wondered what was on it, so I put it in the computer and looked at the files. There were several videos on it, so I clicked on the first one to start it. It was a shot of a woman's bedroom, as if from the top of a desk. Suddenly, there she was, moving in front of the camera. She sat on the bed and turned towards the camera.
"Hi, Mr. Williams. I wanted you to know that I thought about you a lot. I got excited watching you mow the lawn today. I thought some really nasty things I wanted to do and figured I might just show you how excited they made me."
Her hands began to caress her bare skin around her black bikini. She kept looking at the camera, but her eyes were a little less focused on it.
"Every time I see you, my body gets all tingly. I can't help it. I think about sex all the time, and it drives me crazy, makes me do crazy things." She giggled almost sounding like a little girl. "Like making nasty videos. I hope you like watching me be a bad girl."
Her hands slid up to her bikini top. "I hope you think about my body. My tits are really sensitive. I like touching them but I'd really love to feel them being sucked on. If I'm really horny like I am now, I even think of having them bitten a little." Her hands moved over her breasts and as she said bitten, she pinched her nipples eliciting a moan. One hand reached behind her back and untied the bikini, letting it fall down, exposing her bare breasts. She tossed the top aside and then resumed touching her breasts and nipples.
"Ummm, I really like this," she looked at the camera so innocently. "Do you like my tits, Mr. Williams?"
My dick was instantly erect again. I *still* hadn't relieved the pressure from earlier today and now it was doubled. My little fantasy girl was right there on camera, masturbating while talking to me.
"I hope you like them. I hope you want to suck on them. I really want you to. I think about having your lips wrapped around them, having your tongue slide over them and it makes me sooo fucking wet."
Brianna's hands moved down her abdomen and her knees spread wider apart. I couldn't believe this was happening. My food was down on the coffee table and my pants were opened in one second flat. I couldn't get my hard dick out fast enough.
"I'm hot down here," she said, almost moaning. "I touch myself a lot. A lot of times I think of you when I do it, too. Do you think of me when you masturbate? Do you want to see me touch myself, Mr. Williams? I watched you mowing and I wanted to masturbate right there in front of you. I wanted to get you so hard. I like to see a big dick getting all hard because of me."
I thought about yelling at the screen to get her bikini bottoms off faster, but decided not to. She slipped her hand inside her bathing suit and began to stroke herself. She closed her eyes and let her head kind of roll back as she slowly and gently played with herself underneath the material.
I slipped my hand around my cock and slowly pumped it. It felt good, but I knew that what I saw on the computer would feel a hell of a lot better. Brianna played with herself underneath her bikini for a minute or two before standing up and pulling them down. I was in heaven when I saw her exposed pussy. She was completely shaved and her pussy was gorgeous, all pink and pouty. I longed to dive in there with my tongue and see if it tasted as good as it looked.
She sat back down on the bed and resumed stroking herself. With her other hand she continued to massage her breasts and pinch her nipples. Her fingers danced faster on her clit and I could hear her moaning.
"Mmmmm.... mmmmm.... yesss.... I like this.... I need a tongue, though," she moaned. "I need your tongue on my pussy. I want to feel what it's like when a guy goes down on me. I want him to worship my pussy with his tongue and suck on my clit. My fingers just... can't... do... enough...," she groaned accentuating the words with thrusts of her fingers into her wetness.
I watched as her hand danced on her cunt, sliding back and forth across her clit before driving deep into her pussy. It was a wonderous sight. It felt like it was over in a minute, but I knew I had watched her masturbate for a good fifteen to twenty minutes before she finally climaxed. She made a very erotic mewling sound as she came, making me cum at the same time.
"Maybe some day you'll make love to me," Brianna nearly begged. "Maybe someday I can suck on your cock just like I dream about."
I sat there stunned as Brianna closed her eyes and continued to softly touch herself, making low moans. Then she looked up at the camera again. "Thanks for watching me Mr. Williams."
I didn't know what to do. Brianna got up from the bed and turned off the camera, ending the movie. Now I was in a very awkward position. I would never be able to look at her or her family the same way again. I busted my nut three times that night, watching her short movie over and over.
*****
The next day was Sunday and I just came back from lunch with a friend when Brianna came walking over to me. She was acting coy, and I was embarrassed to see her again. She was wearing her bathing suit again, obviously laying out. She held her hands behind her back as if she was shy. Unfortunately I knew the truth; she was anything but shy.
"Did you find my gift?" she smiled teasingly. She stood with her head barely coming to my chest.
"Um, yeah. I was a little surprised."
"Well, I thought you might like it. Maybe we could talk about it later. Like maybe... tonight."
I stood there uncertain what to say.
"Like maybe we could do more than talk." Brianna smiled again looking me right in the eye. Her gaze then trailed down my body to my crotch and back up again. Then she licked her lips and nibbled on the end of one finger.
God how I wanted her! She was coming on to me hard and fast. I didn't even know what to think. Blood rushed from my brain to my prick making it nearly impossible to think.
"You don't have to answer. I know what you're thinking. We both want the same thing. Just leave your back door unlocked. I'll see you at 9:00." Brianna started to turn to walk away and then quickly turned back. "By the way, have some beer handy. We'll have a party." Then she turned and walked back to her house. I watched her half-naked ass sway back and forth all the way. I don't know what had come over me, but I didn't want to say no. I wanted her to come over. I wanted to fuck her until she couldn't walk straight.
I spent the rest of the afternoon wondering what I was going to do. At about 6:00 I realized that I didn't have any beer in the house so I went to a nearby store and bought some. When I got back, Brianna was washing her car in her driveway and gave me an appraising smile as she saw the case in my hand. She knew she had me.
At 8:30 I showered and changed into some nice clothes. I wondered what in the heck you wore for something like this. I figured nothing would come of it except flirting and maybe some petting, so I just put on some nice slacks with a polo shirt. At 9:00 I was sitting in the living room watching TV when I heard the back door close. Brianna sauntered to the archway between the kitchen and the living room and leaned against the wall. She just stood there, looking at me. She was wearing a soft, low cut, green tank top and some black shorts. The tank top was short and showed plenty of midriff. A small purse was slung over her shoulder.
Brianna just stood there for a moment as we looked at each other. I didn't have a clue of what to say. I was embarrassed and excited at the same time and could feel my dick hardening to steel strength.
She walked right past me, headed up the stairs, and stopped after a few steps to look back at me. We locked eyes for a moment again before she continued up. No words were spoken, but a ton of words were implied. I waited a moment longer trying to get the courage to go up. Then I turned off the TV and lights and headed up.
When I got to my bedroom, the lamp was on, casting a seductive glow around the room. She was sitting on the bed waiting for me. Brianna slowly got up and moved over to me, raising her hands to my chest. She turned her face up and I bent down to lock in a passionate kiss. It was tender at the beginning, but quickly turned ravenous. She was tugging at my clothes and I was tugging at hers, practically ripping them from our bodies. I dropped my kisses to her throat and bit her gently, eliciting moans of pleasure.
Very quickly I felt her hand wrap around my manhood and then she stroked it with a firm grip. I gasped into her neck. We moved over to the bed and she turned us so that I was closest to it. Within a few more seconds we were both completely naked. She climbed on the bed and pulled my hand and we tumbled onto the queen-size bed with her on top. She was very dominant and knew just what she wanted. I was too stunned to object.
She was kissing me while fondling my dick. It felt so incredible and my erection was really hard. Then she dropped down and sucked on my nipples and gently bit them. Suddenly she broke contact and reached over to the pillow where her purse lay.
"I want to try something," she said quietly, smiling in a weird way. She opened her purse and pulled out some wrist and ankle cuffs. "I wanna be a little kinky," she said, giggling. Brianna moved the handcuffs to my wrist and locked it around, locking the other end to my headboard. "I want you to be totally helpless." She proceeded to do the same with my other wrist and then both of my ankles, putting me spread eagle on the bed. She then slipped over my body and sat on my stomach and kissed me. "I want to do whatever I want."
I was practically shivering with need. I wanted to taste her, to touch her, to just have her ride me for her own pleasure. But I was locked up tight. She giggled at the confused look on my face as she slid down my abdomen, licking across my chest and over my stomach. I felt my prick slide against her chest between her breasts and then poke at her neck.



"I know just what you need," she giggled.
I looked down and watched as she began to lick my shaft like an ice cream cone, from the base all the way to the tip. I could feel it hardening, the blood seemingly moving from by brain straight into it.
Suddenly she opened her mouth wide and it disappeared into the warm, moist depths. Her tongue continued to swirl around it as she slid all the way down and then back up again. I'd had a few blow jobs in my lifetime, but nothing compared to her technique. She was unashamed of her desire for my prick and practically worshiped it. I quickly reached my peak and thought I was going to blow when she backed off.
Suddenly her mouth left me. "Rotate," she giggled, sliding up my body. She surprised me by not stopping at my stomach, but continuing to move up my body, positioning her beautiful pussy right over my mouth. Brianna slipped her legs around my arms so that she was comfortable and then used her hands to pull her pussy lips apart. Wordlessly, she lowered herself onto my waiting mouth. I hungrily attacked her pussy, licking and sucking it with a fervor. She had really gotten me excited by that wonderful blowjob.
She was moaning and giggling as my tongue and lips teased her clit. She was having fun and that was all that mattered to her. I attacked her pussy like an animal until she exploded in my mouth.
"Mmmmm, rotate," she giggled again.
This was repeated several times, with Brianna giving me a tremendous blow job then making me eat her to a climax. I gave her several orgasms over the next hour. My mouth was sore and my face was coated with pussy juice, but it was honey to me and I wasn't going to stop as long as it was being offered.
Finally, it was her turn at my prick again, but instead of feeling her mouth engulf me, I felt her hand guide my shaft into her pussy. Her cunt was so tight, but so wet. Brianna pushed me deep into her and I could feel every muscle contract and relax around my pole.
She bounced up and down, letting my cock slide deep into her and then rose until it almost came out. She gave me long full strokes that felt incredible. And then you suddenly bounced really fast, grinding her pelvis against me. Both of us were so close when you suddenly stopped again and moved back up to my waiting mouth.
I was breathing heavily. I had been brought to the brink of my orgasm so many times that I wasn't sure if I would last very long. My dick was harder than I'd ever felt it and extremely sensitive. But Brianna rotated anyways, making me wait.
After her next orgasm, the game changed. I was scared about the potential of making her pregnant, but there was nothing I could do about it. I was not only locked up tight to my own bed, but my prick was harder than granite. It needed the release and I couldn't think straight until it got it.
Brianna mounted me and rode me for all she was worth. I watched her beautiful breasts bounce above me, her eyes closed so she could feel every inch of my cock slide into her. It was a wonderful ride and I finally felt my body contract in pleasure, my cum spurting deep into her again and again. I could hear my grunts echoing off the walls.
Then I lay back, breathing heavily, my body coated with sweat, my face coated with the her juices.
Brianna then got up laughing and talking about how fun it had been. She kissed me, driving her tongue into my mouth, and thanking me. Breathless and worn out, I could barely respond. She seemed to have so much more energy left. She quickly got dressed and was ready to leave when she unlocked my shackles.
"Thanks love. Maybe we can play again sometime," she said, putting the bindings into her purse.
"Any time," I managed to say, sitting up. My body was sore from being ridden so long and hard, but I was a happy man. Brianna left and I fell back in bed and was soon sound asleep.
*****
It was difficult to see Brianna or her mom after that night. Every time I saw Brianna, she gave me a coy smile and I just melted as my mind returned to that night.
Two weeks after fucking her, I was outside washing my car. It was a hot day and I was wearing shorts and a t-shirt. I was a little wet from both the sweat and the water off the car. It was in the late afternoon and Stephanie, Brianna's mom, happened to walk outside. We waved a quick hi to each other, although I was very embarrassed to have any contact with her.
Suddenly, she turned and started walking over to me. She was wearing a light shirt and jeans, as if she had just been running errands. We talked some small talk for a moment.
"I was hoping you'd join us for dinner tonight," she said. "It's silly that we've lived beside you for so many years and we haven't really gotten to know you very well."
I was suddenly without anything to say, but managed to stammer out a "sure." She told me to come over at 6:00 and not to worry about bringing anything. I managed to break out of my haze enough to thank her before she turned and walked back. My gaze lingered on her figure... she was definitely a beautiful woman. She was very much in shape and had a terrific sense of fashion, dressing beautifully to enhance her look.
I finished washing the car and spent the rest of the day working in the house. I took a quick shower, dressed casually again, and zipped across the yard to her house. I rapped on the door at 6:00 and was startled when Brianna answered it.
"Hi Don," she said, smiling devilishly as she held the door open for me and beckoned me inside. I felt like a fly entering the spiders web. She was dressed in a loose t-shirt and jeans, very casual and comfortable. She showed me into the kitchen where Stephanie was finishing up dinner.
"Brianna, why don't you show Don where the bathroom is in case he needs it," Stephanie said. "Dinner is almost ready."
Brianna took my arm and turned me back out of the kitchen. "Come with me." She pulled me down the hall to where the bathroom door was and then suddenly pulled me inside. Before I could react, she pounced on me, jumping up into my arms, wrapping her legs around my waist, wrapping her arms tightly around my neck, and thrusting her tongue down my throat. My arms instinctively wrapped around her, holding her up.
"I've been wanting to do that for a while now," she said dropping to the floor, putting her head against my chest, hugging me. One of her hands strayed over my chest and she lightly pinched my nipple. "You know, I still think about that night." Her hand slipped down to my crotch and she rubbed her hand up and down my dick, making it hard very quickly.
"Mmmm, that's what I miss." She looked up and looked right into my eyes as she jacked me off through my pants. "I can tell you miss me, too," she giggled.
"Brianna, your mom is right out there," I protested weakly.
"Well, she can have some later," Brianna giggled. She moved back a bit, unzipped my fly, and fished inside for my cock, pulling it out the opening. With seemingly practiced ease, she dropped to her knees and slipped my cock into her mouth as she looked up at me. She was noisily slurping on it while I stood there wondering when we were going to get caught and how downright embarrassing it would be.
Brianna didn't let me finish, again, and within moments was zipping me back up and wiping the saliva off her chin. "Yummy," she said smiling. "I'll have to have more of that dessert later."
Brianna turned and slipped out the bathroom door, shutting it behind her. I just stood there wondering what in the hell I'd gotten myself into. Brianna was one gorgeous woman, albeit way too young for me, but she was very hot. It excited me that she wanted me like that, no doubt about it. And I rationalized that she was an adult and I wasn't doing anything legally wrong. So maybe I should just go with it until the ride ends.
I splashed some cold water on my face, hoping my erection would fade enough for me to join them both at the table. It did within a few moments, luckily. I walked back into the dining room where Stephanie and Brianna were seated. Stephanie was at the head of the table and Brianna sat across from me. Stephanie had cooked a magnificent spread and I was hungry. So we all dug in and started talking as we ate.
We made a lot of small talk, talking about my job, my house, what I enjoyed doing... all the casual neighborly stuff. And then I felt a foot sliding up my leg. I knew it was Brianna, the little minx, doing something to get me all excited again. But there wasn't much I could do about it without causing a scene. Within moments her searching foot found my crotch and nuzzled into it. Her ministrations couldn't be seen from Stephanie's angle, as her bare foot caressed my hardening manhood.
It seemed like every few moments with Brianna was another adventure that my cock couldn't forget. Every time she teased me, I got harder than the previous time. I wasn't sure I'd be able to sit much longer because my pants were constricting this monster held within it. I tried to continue talking normally, but did have a little trouble occasionally.
Eventually the dinner ended and we all pushed away from the table. Stephanie stood, collected the plates, and said that we could retire to the living room to talk more. Luckily with Stephanie walking out of the dining room, I was given a few moments to collect myself so that I could stand.
Brianna stood and ran around the table to help me to my feet, pulling me into the living room. Stephanie was barely out of eyesight but Brianna didn't seem to care. She moved her hand once more against my half-staff erection, rubbing to make it completely erect once again.
"I can't get of enough of you," Brianna moaned. "Do you like that?" she whispered to me.
"Mmm," I grunted as one swipe hit a particularly sensitive spot. "But your mom's right there." My pleading came to no avail. Brianna just smiled up at me, loving the look of restrained rapture that crossed my face.
"Would you guys like some dessert?" Stephanie called from the kitchen.
"No...," I started to say before Brianna interrupted me.
"Nah, we'll have some a little later I think." She winked at me, the little minx. I knew what she was implying.
We moved over to the sofa and Brianna plunked me in the middle while she sat on one end. I was just starting to move to the other end of the couch when Stephanie came into the room, smoothing down her outfit. She was wearing a nice blouse with a light skirt that almost came down to her knees. She was dressed up, more than being casual, but it seemed natural to her. Instead of sitting in the chair across the room, she surprised me by sitting down on the couch next to me, too.
So I was caught in the middle between two beautiful women, horny as hell. My erection was still straining against my pants, although being seated hid that fact a bit. Stephanie had brought in a bottle of wine and glasses and poured one for each of us, setting the bottle on the end table beside her.
Stephanie took a sip from her glass and then looked at me. "So, Don, the little spy here tells me that you're not seeing anyone."
I was a little taken aback by the comment, but decided she was just being neighborly. "No, not at the moment," I admitted. "I haven't been out very much after my divorce. I'm kinda hiding in my work I guess."
"Hmmm," she said taking another sip. Her eyes had an almost predatory look to them. I was wondering what was going on in her mind. "I don't get out much myself, either. Maybe, if you like, we can... keep each other company then."
I decided to take a sip of the wine and think for a moment. Things were not progressing at all like I expected.
"Brianna's away a lot at school and her job leaving me alone far too often. It kind of leaves me... mmmm... without someone to... talk to." She smiled. She was truly a beautiful woman. I knew that if I was her boyfriend she probably would never leave the bedroom.
"Sure," I said. "Any time."
"I'm glad you feel that way," she said, putting her glass on the end table beside her. "How about... now?" She leaned into me and with her left hand grabbed behind my head, pulling her lips to mine. I felt her moving as she sat up with her knees on the couch. At first I went with it, thinking just how nice it was, but then I realized that Brianna was sitting right there beside me, too. I tried to pull back a bit, but Stephanie just kissed me harder.
Suddenly I felt hands on my crotch again and knew it was Brianna. She was unfastening my pants as Stephanie maintained her lip-lock. I felt helpless once more and decided not to fight it. Brianna pulled at my pants, opening them up while I was still locked up with her mom.
Stephanie was breathing heavily, obviously very excited, and suddenly pulled away from me a few inches. She maintained eye contact with me as her right hand slid over my chest and abdomen, her fingers gently probing lower and lower for my erection. Her hand slipped over my pole, cupping it over my boxers.
"Mmmm," she moaned. "For me?" She shifted her gaze down to my crotch and then shuffled her position and used both hands to peel away my boxers, exposing my erection. "Very nice," she smiled appreciatively. Then she let go, sat on her heels, and started to unbutton her blouse. Her eyes locked on me as she released each individual button slowly. I was mesmerized, my gaze locked on her every move. She smiled when she finished and opened her blouse, exposing her frilly bra-encased breasts.
She smiled at my hungry expression. "You like?" she asked coyly.
"Very beautiful," I replied.
She pealed one of her bra-cups away from her breast and moved over to feed me her nipple. "Show me how much you want it," she ordered. My tongue slashed across her nipple and my lips encased it as I sucked on it. I could hear her softly moaning above me as she pulled her blouse off and tossed it aside. "Ooh, yeah, such a hungry man." She freed her other breast and fed that nipple to me as well.
I had no idea what Brianna was doing during all this, and frankly I didn't care. Stephanie's breasts were truly incredible and I enjoyed tasting them. After a few moments, Stephanie pulled back again, freeing her nipple from my mouth. She kissed me again as she slid in front of me, kissing along my jaw. Then she began kissing her way down my body, down my neck, chest and abdomen. I knew where she was going and the anticipation was killing me.
Within moments, she reached her prize. She pealed back my boxers again, exposing my rigid pole to the cool air once again. "Mmmmm, now it's my turn," she said flicking the tip with her tongue. She licked it slowly and softly, letting her tongue taste every hard inch. I just couldn't believe this was happening. I saw Brianna out of the corner of my eye and she was just happily sitting there watching, one hand down her pants playing with herself.
Stephanie giggled a moment and then dove onto my cock, licking and sucking on it like it was the best thing she ever did. And she was damn good at giving head. I was quickly rising to my peak and she expertly played me, bringing me to the edge and then back down again and again. It was almost the best blowjob I'd ever received, second only to Brianna's.
"Mmmm, your cock is so big. I love it," Stephanie moaned. She pulled her hands away and began unzipping her skirt and wiggled it down her legs and off, all without releasing me from her mouth. She was wearing thigh-high hose underneath with a thong. Even without seeing the whole package, from what I did see she was smoking hot.
After about ten minutes or so, she released my cock and stood up. "Ok, big boy, let's see if your tongue is as good as Brianna says it is." She pushed on me, indicating that I was to slide down to the floor and lean back on the couch. She knelt above me and pulled her panties to the side exposing her gorgeously shaved pussy. She ran her fingers through her lips and I could see just how wet she was. I was surprised it wasn't running down her legs. Then she swirled her fingers around her clit as she lowered her pussy to my waiting mouth.
It was a great angle for me; I could push my tongue so deep into her pussy. I reached up and grabbed her hips so I could force myself against her better. Her hips danced around on my mouth and I could tell just where she liked it the best. I loved feeling her above me, grinding her pussy into me. I swirled my tongue around her cunt and sucked on her clit and pussy lips until she begged me to make her cum.
I could feel her shaking and hear her moaning as her climax approached. Her ass was contracting in my hands and I loved feeling her body quivering with such extreme desire and need. I played with her for the longest time, just like she and Brianna played me; working her to the edge and then backing off, only to repeat it again and again. She loved the teasing.
After a while, I decided to give her what we both wanted, her climax. This time I didn't back off like she expected. I kept up the pressure and felt her body go rigid above me, her moans caught in her throat for a moment. She had a little high pitched squeal as she came that I loved hearing. She slowly ground her pussy against me, wiping her juices all over my face.
She then dismounted me and grabbed the back of the couch while kneeling on the edge. "Fuck me," she plead. She had a light sheen of sweat all over her body that was just so damn sexy. Her hair clung to her forehead and shoulders. I removed my clothes and approached her from the rear, my hard prick swaying as I walked. I grabbed her hips and pushed forward as she guided my cock into her cunt from between her legs.
It felt so heavenly; warm and wet. I felt her muscles squeeze and then release me as I slowly pushed deeper into her. Then I started with light quick strokes, moving just a little, allowing my cock to proceed deeper each time. She closed her eyes loving the feel of me filling her up. When my hips met her ass, I started with long, slow strokes. Alternating from almost going out to pushing all the way to her core.
"Oh fuck yessss," she moaned. I could tell she liked the teasing.
I looked over at Brianna and she smiled back at me. Her clothes were off, too, and she continued to play with herself brazenly. I couldn't tell if she was going to join in the action or just be content to watch. At that point, though, it didn't matter. I had other things to attend to.
After several long strokes, I changed tactics again and began a quick, violent thrusting that threatened to push Stephanie's face into the wall if she didn't hold herself up. She was gasping and moaning beneath me and I kept up my assaulting thrusts for a long time. Several times I felt her body tense up as she gave a sudden groan and I knew that she had cum once again. It just made me fuck her harder and faster. It made me want to loose my seed into her.
"Oh my fucking gawd," she wailed in ecstasy between grunts of pleasure. She was a great ride and it wasn't long before I felt my own orgasm approaching. I kept plunging in and out, feeling my excitement building, feeling the heat rising inside me. I felt like I was on autopilot, an animal being unleashed. I don't know if I was wailing or grunting or what. All I knew was I felt a huge pressure and then a sudden, pleasant release. It felt like my whole being was being pushed into her.
When I regained my senses, I was surprised that I was still standing. My cock had come out of her pussy and was now deflated and sad looking. Stephanie had her arms on the back of the couch and was resting her head on them, breathing heavily. Brianna looked like she had just had an orgasm herself and sat there looking at us with a look of pure satisfaction.
I felt sweat covering my body and felt a little self-conscious about what we'd just done. But when Stephanie stood up and, wrapping her arms around my neck kissed me, it felt alright again. She smiled and giggled like a school girl as she kissed me.



"Mmmmm, that was just what I needed," she said, her eyes twinkling. "I'll have to have you over for dessert more often."
We all got dressed again and I left for home. To this day, I know that when one of us gets lonely or needs a little loving we can always call on one another.
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I got back to Mrs. Singletary's house faster than she did. I parked in the street and waited for her. Five minutes later, her car pulled up and she drove into the garage. She walked out, juggling with her purse, trying to find her keys in her haste, but dropped it. I picked it up and handed it to her, then picked up the few items that fell out.
"You seem a little... preoccupied," I said as she started unlocking the door.
"I'm sorry," she said nervously. "I am. I just... I haven't been able to stop thinking about... it. I don't know what's come over me."
I laughed a little as she closed the door behind me. "It's bugging you that badly, huh?"
She put her purse on the dining room table and came back into the living room. "Like I said... I don't understand it. I'm a grown woman for heaven's sake. I shouldn't act like that."
I smiled. "Well then, I guess it only seems fair that we do something about it." She smiled back at me, almost embarrassed. I grabbed her and pulled her into my arms, kissing her. She was shaking, though. "Are you nervous again."
"I just... I don't know if I can... you know... control myself," she admitted, looking very concerned. "You had to have seen that at the restaurant. There's just... something..."
"Just watch your teeth," I laughed.
She giggled, shaking her head at my levity. "I'll try."
I kissed her again, gently, softly, letting our lips mold together, my tongue gently licking along the edge of her lips. She shivered in my arms and then pushed away. "Would you, um... like a glass of wine or something?"
I smiled. "Something would be wonderful," I teased, "but, sure, I'll take a glass of wine."
"Why don't you go ahead and have a seat."
I walked over to the couch, sat down to wait. She came out of the kitchen in a few minutes carrying two glasses of wine. I was mesmerized by her walk... the bounce of her breasts... the sway of her hips. I blinked when she got close and handed me my glass, then sat next to me.
We both sipped and smiled at each other. It felt like she was almost... embarrassed... by what had happened at the restaurant.
"Did you enjoy your evening?" I smiled, wondering which part she would remember the most.
She nodded. "Yes. It was... memorable... to say the least."
"I agree," I said, taking another sip.
"Tyler... I...," she started to say but hesitated as if wondering what to say. I just looked at her over my glass, wondering what she was going to say. It was obviously something embarrassing. "I wanted to apologize, I guess, for how I acted... you know... in the bathroom at the restaurant. That's not really... you know... me."
"That wasn't you?" I almost laughed.
"It's just... I was not... acting... like myself," she admitted. "You know what I mean?"
"You were just a woman enjoying a moment that excited you," I said softly. "What's wrong with that?"
"Well, I mean, it wasn't appropriate for... me."
"Was that not what you wanted? Not what you fantasized about? I mean, it seems to me that it was very appropriate according to the movies you've been watching."
"But those were... I mean... those were fantasies, not reality," she said. "Reality has... consequences."
"Yes it does... but there weren't any negative consequences. Just... pleasure... between two consenting adults."
"I... I don't know," she said, shyly, almost shaking with need again.
"And, now that we're in a more... private... setting... I was thinking we could explore even more." I took another sip and noticed how she was sweating a little, getting excited. "Why don't you take your dress off?"
"Tyler... I..."
"Just do it."
"Ok," she said, as if she'd try it... for me. She took a big swig of her wine and set the glass down on the end table as she stood. She reached behind herself and unzipped her dress, loosening it on her shoulders, watching me the whole time, monitoring my expression. I tried to hide my thoughts, my expression, but it was obvious how much I wanted her. Slowly she pulled the dress off her shoulders and let it drop, revealing her black, lacy bra underneath.
I licked my lips while I watched her and felt my cock swelling and throbbing in my pants. I took another sip of my wine, enjoying the show she was giving me.
She slid her dress down her legs and stepped out of it, setting it on the chair beside her. Her black thong, thigh-high hose, and blue high heels, made her legs look incredible. She was still the sexiest woman I knew.
"Come 'ere." I raised my hand and crooked my finger, inviting her over to me. She took my hand and as I continued pulling her, sliding into my lap, straddling my legs.
I leaned forward and smelled her chest, then nuzzled my face in her cleavage, kissing her there.
"God, you're delicious," I said softly. "I love your tits." I looked up to see her looking down at me, softly panting with excitement as I reached behind her and unfastened her bra. Her breasts instantly bounced loosely, enjoying their new freedom. I slid her bra down her arms, tossed it aside, and grabbed her breasts with both hands, squeezing them.
"Oh!" she moaned softly. Then I leaned in and licked her nipple before sucking it into my mouth. "Oh, that's nice. It's been... it's been so long for me since I've been... you know... intimate with a man. Other than yesterday, I mean."
"Mmm," I moaned, sucking on one nipple, then moving to the next, holding each breast up to enjoy it, while I rolled the nipple of the other between my fingers.
"Mmm... I like it when you tease me like that," she moaned. "You're really good at that."
"I'm glad you like it," I smiled as I squeezed her breasts again, kissing each one over and over.
"I do... I like it when you play with my breasts like that."
I reached down and grabbed her hips, pushing her off my lap. I stood and turned us around to have her sit on the couch. As she sat, I hooked my fingers in her panties and tugged on them, pulling them off her legs.
"Oh, yeah," I whispered, looking down at her swollen, wet pussy. I slowly took off my tie and unbuttoned my shirt, taking it off. "You're so fucking wet."
"Yes," she panted, watching me the whole time, her eyes feasting on me, enjoying me, wanting to devour me.
"I want to eat your pussy again," I said as I grabbed underneath her legs and pulled her knees towards her face, exposing her pussy to me. I then straightened one leg and stroked it, feeling the hose against my skin. I slowly kissed down her leg, starting at her ankle and working my way first to her knee, then onto her inner thigh. Her skin was so warm and soft. I could smell her excitement. I swirled my nose over her clit, barely touching her sensitive little button.
But that barely touching, drove her crazy.
"Oh, fuck yes," she moaned, watching me and I felt her body shaking with excitement. "You're so good at teasing me."
"Mmm," I moaned as I started licking her labia, moving up one side and then the other. Then I pulled her labia apart and licked up between them, softly touching her at first, then diving between her lips, driving deep between them.
"Oh, fuck Tyler," she moaned. "Oh my God yes. Your mouth feels so good on me. Yes, please!"
I slowly licked up and down the length of her beautiful clit, enjoying how her body responded, shaking at each sensitive touch.
"That feels so good," she whispered, moving her head side to side. "I never knew what I was missing."
"Mmhmm?" I asked as I wrapped my lips around her clit and gently squeezed it before sucking on it.
"Oh my God, fuck!" she moaned loudly. "Yeah... that's good."
I flicked my tongue across her clit, side to side for a while, then up and down, rapidly moving over her sensitive nub. She was shaking, enjoying my every touch.
"Mmm... yes... Yeah, yeah, yeah," she groaned. "You know what I like. Oh fuck!"
"I just want you to feel good," I said, knowing that she was getting so close to her orgasm.
"You do make me feel good," she moaned, her face contorted in pleasure. She was so close. "Everything you do to me feels good, Tyler. Oh my fucking God. Can I see that big, hard cock again? Please? Please Tyler?"
I stopped licking her and smiled, then slowly stood. "Take my pants off," I commanded.
She quickly sat up on the couch and grabbed the waistband of my slacks. She fumbled over her own fingers trying to get them unfastened. She opened them quickly, seeing the tenting in my boxers and smelling my scent once again. She pulled my pants down my legs to my ankles and then grabbed my boxers. Slowly, making sure to avoid catching and hurting my extreme hardon, she pulled my boxers down to my ankles as well, getting me completely naked.
"Oh my God," she whispered, starting at my throbbing shaft. She was smiling so deviously, so wantonly, as if my cock was an answer to all her desires. She licked her lips. "Can I watch you... stroke it?"
"Yes," I said and wrapped my hand around my shaft. I stroked it slowly moving the skin over the hardness underneath, feeling so much pleasure as she watched.
"Mmmm... oh my God," she whispered. She was panting, looking so needy. "Here... let me help." She wrapped her hand around my shaft, too, stroking at the same tempo I was, then replaced my hand with her other hand, making sure to cover every inch of my lucky cock with every stroke. Up and down, her hands moved, slowly and deliberately. Up and down.
"Mmm," she moaned as she bent forward and slid the head into her mouth, sucking on it as her lips stretched around it once again.
"Oh my God," I moaned. "You're really good at that."
"Mmhmm," she whimpered. "You taste so good." She slid me as deep into her throat as she could, which left a lot of my cock still outside her mouth. She coughed and sputtered as she rose off it.
"Careful not to choke yourself," I laughed softly. I was thoroughly enjoying watching her lick and suck on my cock like it was the most perfect piece of candy.
"Ohhh!" she moaned, licking around the head, tasting me.
"Mmm... you're doing such a good job," I panted, feeling the pleasure going deep into me.
"I've seen a few videos," she giggled. "I won't lie."
I laughed. "I know you have."
Her hands rotated on my shaft, continuing their stroke as she sucked the head of my cock into her mouth again. "But there's nothing like having the real thing."
"Oh, that's really good," I panted. "I knew you were a hot teacher... but this?"
She looked at me with a very serious face. "I'll do whatever you want. Anything."
She licked and sucked up and down the length of my shaft, kissing it, worshiping it with her mouth as her hands continued stroking me. My cock was so hard. When her hand swirled up and over the head, a sudden bolt of electricity shot through me, making me jump.
"Oh... oh... fuck!" I practically yelled.
"Do you like it?" she giggled.
"I do... I like it. Holy fuck!"
She kissed the head and pressed her tongue underneath it, making small circles there.
"I am so glad you came to visit me," she whispered, gaining confidence. "You're amazing. You're such a lover." She grabbed and held my cock out, admiring its size. "It's so heavy. Oh my God. This has got to be the biggest cock I've ever seen. Do you like watching me while I suck it?"
"Fuck yeah!" I admitted quickly. "Watching your mouth open so wide... and your lips stretch around me. God it's so hot."
"Oh, yeah?" She pushed the head back into her mouth as her eyes locked on mine. Slowly she pushed it deeper and deeper into her mouth, as if hoping to get the whole thing inside. But, she could only get a few inches, leaving a good majority of my shaft outside her mouth.
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"Oh... there you go baby," I complimented her as she swallowed and sucked on my cock that was deep into her throat. "Oh, I like that."
She sputtered and coughed when she pulled it from her mouth, her hand sliding up and down my dripping wet shaft again. "It's so big I can't get it all the way in my mouth. I'm definitely falling in love with this amazing cock. I just want to worship it."
She stroked it as she licked and kissed the head again and again. Her mouth slid down the side, kissing and licking up the eight-inch length.
"Holy shit it's so big!" She smiled and slid it into her mouth again, going as deep as she could, watching me the whole time.
"That's right, suck that dick," I panted. "Oh yeah. Jeez... that feels good."
She didn't go as deep this time and was able to pull it out of her mouth without coughing. But it was still so wet with saliva.
She wiped her chin with the back of one hand, saliva dripping from her chin, too. "Oh, I'm getting it all sloppy. Do you like sloppy blowjobs?"
"Yeah, I love it," I admitted.
She smiled and sat closer, grabbing underneath her breasts. She slid my shaft between them and pressed them in, encasing my cock between her huge, meaty tits. They were so soft and pliable and felt so good against my shaft.
"Oh... your tits are amazing," I said.
She smiled and started sliding up and down my shaft. "Why thank you." The head of my cock peeked out the top every time, the head driving up into her chin.
"Oh yeah... oh yeah," she moaned as my cock moved up and down between her breasts. "I love your cock between my tits like that. Nothing feels like this, does it?"
I shook my head. "No... nothing feels like this. Your tits are so incredible... so soft."
She smiled at me, deviously. "Yes... my tits have always driven you crazy, haven't they?"
I smiled and nodded. "Mmhmm... I love your tits."
She giggled as her chin was pummeled by the head of my cock. "You're so big, I need bigger boobs to contain it." Then she released my cock and lay back on the couch. "It looks good... but does it feel good? Can I see if I can get it in me?"
I smiled and dropped to my knees, then slid my cock across her clit. "I'm definitely going to put it inside you. But, uh, I don't know... it's so big, I don't know if it'll fit."
"But I need to feel it in me!" she pouted. "Please? Please stick it in me and fuck me!"
I laughed. "You think you can just get anything you want?"
"No, but... I think you want to," she smiled. "Please... go slow... I'm not used to something that big."
I set the head against her pussy and pushed firmly. She was definitely open and definitely wet, but this was larger than she was used to. It took a little more pushing, but then, suddenly, the head popped in, making her gasp.
"Oh my God that feels fucking amazing," she panted, her eyes wide in joy. She smiled. "That's such a big, fucking cock, Tyler!"
"Better than your dildo?" I asked, smirking.
"Oh, yes," she nodded enthusiastically. "So much better! And bigger!"
I pushed my cock deeper and deeper, watching as every inch pushed into her, and her pussy stretched so wide. When I was in several inches, I began moving in and out, slowly fucking her.
"Oh God... oh God," she moaned loudly. "That's it, stretch that pussy. It's so tight. It makes me so fucking horny. I just want to take the whole thing."
As I fucked her, I pushed in even deeper, until most of my cock was inside her, then started moving even faster. God, her pussy was so tight, squeezing my cock so wonderfully.
"Oh my God... this is so... indescribable," she panted, bringing her hand down to tease her clit. "It's just... big... wow...
There you go... oh fuck... fuck. Wow... that's a big dick. Holy shit! You're going to ruin me for other men. Yes, yes, yes! Oh fuck yes! That's so good."
I loved fucking her, feeling her warm wetness squeeze my cock, feeling her body tremble below me. It was so fucking hot and it was the one thing I never thought would happen.
"I can't believe we're doing this," she moaned, her eyes half closed as the pleasure built.
"You like that teacher?" I smiled. "You like my big cock?"
"Oh yeah," she nodded, closing her eyes tightly as she got closer and closer. "Fuck, right there. Yes. Keep fucking my pussy like that."
Seconds later, her eyes opened again and she reached one hand up and touched my chest. Her face was flushed, but she looked concerned. "Please... nobody can find out about this. Promise me."
I smiled. "I promise. Your secret is safe with me. God, my cock is so hard."
"Oh I fucking love it!" she panted louder. "Oh my God! Yes! That feels so good. Fuck yes, yes, yes! Just like that... oh my God. Uh huh... oh fuck!"
"I told you I knew how to fuck," I said.
"Oh yes... fuck... yes you did. It's so good."
"Is that what you wanted? A nice big dick in your pussy?"
"Yes!" Her voice was rising in pitch, her body tightening as her orgasm closed in on her. "Just what I... it's just what I fucking needed?"
My hips were moving fast, but she couldn't take all of me. "Are you going to cum on my cock?"
"Yes!" she nearly yelled. "Yes! Oh that feels so good. Oh! Fuck! You're gonna make me cum like that. Oh my God, yes! You're so big... so... fucking... big. Oh fuck! I'm cumming! Yes! Yes!"
I could feel her pussy squeeze tightly and felt the heated rush as she came on my cock, her juices dripping from my cock and balls. It was amazing watching her writhe on the couch, grabbing pillows and cushions, pushing them off the couch in her passion.
I pulled my cock from her to let her recover and watched her flushed body shiver and shake, her hands caress her skin, grab and squeeze her breasts as the pleasure rumbled through her for the first time. Her breathing slowed and she finally opened her eyes again, smiling up at me.
"So... I didn't break you?" I asked, smiling smugly.
She shook her head. "No... not broken," she smiled. "Oh my God... yeah, I need some more. Please! Please, I need some more. I can't believe I'm getting fucked by you. But... but I think... fuck... it's even better than I thought would be."
"Your pussy is so tight," I said, stroking myself. I was still rock hard, my cock covered in her juices. "I'm really stretching you out. You think you'll be ok if we do more?"
She nodded. "Yes, you are stretching me out! But it feels so good."
"Wanna try another position?"
She shook her head, eager to go again, eager to please me.
"How about getting on your knees and... and grab the back of the couch," I suggested. She moved into the position I desired, facing toward the wall, looking back over her shoulder as I approached her again, holding my cock. I pressed the head against her pussy again, pushing it back inside her.
"Oh my God! Oh shit!" she panted. "Oh my God don't stop! Oh jeez! Ohhhhhh..." Her body shook suddenly and she froze, her mouth open in a wild, silent scream. "Oh fuck! I like it when you take control and just fuck me." She was breathing hard, moaning with every exhale as I slid in and out of her. "Oh my God! Oh shit! That one snuck up on me." She giggled. "I just keep cumming... over and over... I'm so wet."
Suddenly we heard her phone ringing from the dining room where she put her purse and Mrs. Singletary became agitated.
"I, um... I need to get that," she said. "If I don't Ava might get worried about me and come over." She pushed me away and ran into the dining room, awkwardly. I laughed, knowing that she wasn't going to be the same after my cock.
She grabbed the phone and answered it. "He... hello?"
"Hi mom." I could just barely hear Ava's voice on the other end.
"Ava..." Mrs. Singletary turned toward me and nodded, indicating that she was right, it was her daughter. I started walking over to her, holding my erection, slowly stroking it as she watched me. I could see the hunger in her eyes.
"I figured you'd be home early. How was the reunion?"
I turned Mrs. Singletary around and pushed her down a little, pushing the head of my cock against her pussy from behind. The head popped in, startling her.
"Oh!" she panted suddenly, then recovered. "The uh... the reunion was... it... it was good."



I lifted one of her legs and put it onto the table, giving me plenty of room, and then pushed on her upper body, pushing her down onto the table.
"Stop," she whispered, covering the phone with one hand. "Oh... please... stop."
"Yeah?" Ava asked. "That's good. What did they have for dinner?"
I slid deep into my old math teacher, grabbing her hips and stroking long and slow.
"Oh, uh... it was... chi... chicken," she said, barely able to talk. "And... um... and steak, I think."
"That sounds really good," Ava said. "Wow... I hope my class does something that nice next year."
"Oh fuck fuck fuck," Mrs. Singletary panted under her breath, trying not to make any indication that something was happening. I licked my thumb and circled her asshole slowly probing into it. I could feel her shiver with pleasure.
"I... hope... so... too," Mrs. Singletary panted, so much pleasure flooding her body.
Ava noticed that something was wrong. "Are you ok, mom?"
"I'm just... just a little... tired," she lied. "You know..."
"Oh, sorry," Ava said, sounding concerned. "I can imagine it was a long night. Well, I was just calling to see if you wanted to hang out tomorrow morning before I go to work. Maybe we can run to the mall and do lunch. 10:00am?"
"Oh... yeah... that would be... that would be great," her mom said, her eyes closed tightly, barely even listening to her daughter. "I'll, um... I'll see you then." She hung up the phone and set it aside before Ava could even respond.
I laughed. "You look so good down there, trying to sound so innocent."
"I don't want her to know!" Mrs. Singletary whined. "God, that'd be so embarrassing! But I'm super happy you visited... super... fucking... happy. God you're incredible! Am I taking you all the way, or is there more left?"
"Oh, there's more left," I laughed. "I don't want to break you."
"Fuck! I wish I could take all of it. But you're filling me up so good."
I pushed the tip of my thumb into her asshole as I thrust faster, driving deep and hard into her.
"Yeah, that's it, pound me," she moaned loudly. "Give it to me. You like my tight pussy? That's an unforgettable dick."
"Are you ready to cum again?" I asked, feeling her body start to quiver and shake. I started sliding my thumb in and out to the same rhythm as my cock.
"Oh my God, I'm so fucking wet!" she panted. "Keep doing that... keep doing that. You're gonna make me cum! Oh my God! Oh my God! Yes, yes, yes, play with my ass. That feels so good! Oh... I'm about to cum... don't stop! Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuck!"
She slapped the table as she came again. I could feel her juices gushing out, dripping off my balls, running down my legs. I couldn't believe she was still going.
I pulled out and she turned and dropped to her knees as her body shook. Her hand grabbed my cock and slowly stroked it. She kissed the tip and I could feel her hot, panting breaths. "You're so hard... it's throbbing!" She put both hands on me, stroking and twisting them.
"Oh, yeah... just like that," I panted, feeling my orgasm building faster.
"I want to get all the fucking cum out of you."
"Well... I'm definitely getting close," I panted again.
"Yeah? You have a big load in there for me again?"
"Mmhmm... where do you want it?" I panted.
"I want you to cover my fucking titties with it."
"Yeah?"
She nodded her eyes open wide, bright with desire. "I want to watch you cum all over them. I want to watch you cum all over my big juicy titties and drain those balls. Oh my gosh. I can feel it throbbing so much."
"Oh my God... I'm gonna cum," I panted, feeling the pressure building up inside me again.
"Oh, I feel you getting close," she panted, pointing my cock at her chest. "Yes, yes, yes! Give it to me! All over my titties!"
I grabbed my cock from her hands and stroked it myself, needing to cum so badly. God, it felt so good! I watched her hands grab her breasts and squeeze them together, her fingers pinch and pull on her nipples.
"Oh!" I panted. It was coming. And it was going to be a full load again. "Oh God!" Suddenly it blasted out and I grunted with every gushing spray. "Uh! Uh! Uhhhhhh!"
"Yessssss!" she cheered as my cum exploded against her chest, splashing and dripping down it. Her tits were covered with it and some had splashed all the way up to her neck.
She slid her hands and fingers through the warm mess, coating her body with it and bringing her hands to her mouth to taste them. "I know you liked that... mmm... yummy cum," she smiled, delighted for my gift. "God you taste so good. I... I love the feeling of your cum on my skin. It's so... warm."
I took her hand and lifted her to her feet. We hugged and kissed before making out way back over to the couch. I lay down first, with Mrs. Singletary climbing in close beside me, hugging me. We kissed as we recovered our breathing again.
"You are a keeper," she said. "I'm so happy."
"I'm so glad we did this," I said, smiling. It was my fantasy come to life.
"Please tell me you can stay another day! Just one more?"
"You haven't got my big cock out of your system yet?" I asked, laughing softly.
She shook her head, giggling.
"Ladies and gentleman," I laughed, "I give you the insatiable Mrs. Singletary."
She laughed and slapped my shoulder. "Just kiss me."
*****
When we woke up later, it was about 11:00pm, and Mrs. Singletary got up to get a drink of water. I grabbed my cell phone and called my boss' office phone, telling him I wanted to extend my vacation one more day and that I'd be back in the office on Tuesday. I figured I could spend the entire day on Sunday with Mrs. Singletary and then leave some time Monday morning.
When she walked came back into the living room she had two glasses of water, handing me one.
"Can you... can you stay the night?" she ask, blushing as if she were embarrassed to ask. "I think I'd like that."
I smiled and nodded. "I'd like that, too."
She took my hand and led me back to her bedroom where we slid into bed naked. We hugged and kissed a little, but it didn't take long for us to fall asleep again.
*****
When I woke in the morning, the sun was already shining brightly. I felt a warm wetness on my cock and heard light sucking noises. I looked around, trying to get my bearings and remembered that I'd stayed over with Mrs. Singletary. Looking down, it was her, holding me, sucking on my partially erect shaft softly. Her eyes were closed as she just enjoyed sucking on the head, slowly and softly, one hand holding and slowly stroking my shaft.
She opened her eyes when she felt me move, then slowly licked around the head as she watched me, moaning her enjoyment.
"You like that?" she asked. "How about when I squeeze it really tight, like this?" She squeezed her hand on my shaft and stroked it even more slowly. "It's way tighter than my mouth."
She slowly stroked me, her eyes focused on my length and girth, unbelieving that she'd found such a big dick.
"Would you prefer if it was in my mouth?" she smiled. "I mean... I could just keep stroking it like this. Stroking and stroking... up and down... until you get so close to cumming."
She stroked me a moment longer, then licked around the head again before sliding it into her mouth.
"What a combination, huh? My hand stroking up and down your shaft... my lips sucking on the head. Doesn't that just feel so fucking good?"
"Yes... it does," I nodded and moaned. God, she was pure heaven.
"Don't you just wish I could keep doing this forever and ever?" she smiled. "Every morning... every afternoon... every evening? Almost makes you not want to cum... makes you not want to stop this... this torture. Doesn't it? You just want to keep feeling this pleasure."
"Fuck... it's so good," I panted. "You're driving me crazy." I couldn't believe that she had me so close to cumming already.
"But the question is... can you help it? Can you keep from cumming for me when I want you to so badly?"
"Oh," I moaned, the pressure in my balls building rapidly. I was usually more horny in the morning and today was no exception. And her doing exactly what I would have asked for was only making it worse.
"Oh... you're so close," she said. "Here... here... let me kneel down. Stand up... right here." She dropped to her knees beside the bed and maneuvered me into position without every letting my cock go. "Yeah... I feel it... cum for me," she panted, grabbing my shaft with both hands and moving her hands faster. "Cum in my mouth." She moaned as she put the head of my cock in her mouth and sucked.
"Hey sleepyhead!" a voice said as the bedroom door suddenly opened. Ava walked in, looking for her mom. "I thought we were meeting at... Oh!" she stopped cold when she saw us. "Oh my gosh! Mom? Tyler!?" Her hands flew to her face as she saw me standing, completely naked, her naked mom kneeling in front of me, her hands wrapped around and stroking my huge cock, her mouth full of the bulbous head.
When Mrs. Singletary heard her enter, she took her mouth off my cock and looked towards her. And... at the same time... I came. Cum jet out of my cock, spraying her face, covering it completely as she closed her eyes.
"Oh my gosh," Ava nearly screamed as she saw it all happen. Then she turned to walk out the door. "I'll be in the kitchen."
We were going to have a lot of explaining to do... but living out our fantasies was worth it.
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Loan Shark
Sam knocked firmly and loudly at the front door. He liked this part of his job, even though his clientele didn't. This was the part where he showed he had power over his customers. He had the ability to condemn or free them. And Courtney was in such a predicament. She owed Sam's employer money... a lot of money... and had been delinquent for the past four months. Sam had been tolerant at first of the single mom, realizing the woman was trying to make ends meet, trying to keep her head above water. But business was business.
Normally Sam wouldn't have let someone get this far behind in their payments to him. But Courtney, and her daughter Emma, were special. He wanted as much leverage as he could if he was going to get what he really wanted from them. It wasn't normal that he'd bargain with his customers, but he was definitely going to in this case.
Courtney took too long to answer the door, angering him.
"Don't keep me waiting like that again," he quietly seethed in mostly feigned anger.
Courtney looked at him in fear, shrinking back, wondering what this powerful man was going to do to her. "I'm sorry... please... please come in."
She moved back, allowing Sam to enter. Sam was indeed powerful, not only having control of a vast amount of money that he "loaned" out to people in need, but he was tall and muscular. He regularly worked out, in the gym and with martial arts, knowing that his size would only protect him for so long. He was lucky in that he'd only had to use his physical force three times in the past ten years... and those customers only angered him that much once, thinking long and hard about what they did while in the hospital.
"Can I get you a drink," Courtney asked, moving toward the bar in the living room before Sam stopped her by grabbing her upper arm and walking her a little into the room.
"No, Courtney. You can get me my money."
"I... I... don't have it yet," Courtney started, dejectedly, but perked up quickly. "But I'll have it real soon. I have a lead on some money. I just need..."
"Courtney," Sam interrupted her. "You're four months behind now. Don't make me do something we'll both regret." Sam's fingers dug into the woman's arm, his fierce grip hurting her.
"No... no...," Courtney whined. "I'll get you the money. I swear it!" She raised her free hand and covered Sam's hand, trying to appease his grip.
"I don't think you can, Courtney. Four months is an awful lot of money."
"I can... really... I can!"
Sam looked past the withering woman into the living room, seeing Courtney's eighteen-year-old daughter, Emma, sitting on the couch. She had been watching TV but was now watching the interaction of the two in the entrance hall.
Courtney started crying, begging Sam not to hurt her.
"Shut up. Just shut up," Sam spat at the woman, pushing her away. "Tell you what I'm going to do for you." Sam took a moment to think about the possibilities, to envision everything he wanted to do.
Sam walked slowly over to Courtney again, his left hand grabbing her throat, the right caressing her face, and slowly sliding down until his fingertips were sliding back and forth over the woman's nipple through her t-shirt and bra. He could feel it hardening beneath the thin material and could feel his own excitement increase.
"You don't have anything that I want," he said. "Your car is a piece of shit... I could take the house. But that'll just leave you and your daughter out on the street and unable to pay me at all. Instead, I'm coming back tomorrow afternoon," he said casually. "And when I do, I either get my money or get to have fun with whoever is here... anything I want, for the rest of the evening." Courtney looked at him, shocked. "To make it worth your while, I'll take two week's worth of payment off what you owe me."
"And, if it's her, too," he said, flicking his head towards the living room, "I'll take off a month." He smiled at Courtney, letting it sink in. Courtney looked scared and worried, as if she had no idea what she was going to do.
"If it's her and a young girlfriend of hers... well, then... I'll take off... two... months." He leaned forward, his face an inch from Courtney'. "And I mean, when I come back tomorrow, if you don't have my money, I get to do *anything* I want. You got it?"
Courtney nodded curtly. She knew what Sam wanted, what he was going to do. She was just so backed into a corner she didn't know what else she could do.
"Tomorrow. And... don't be stupid. Alright?" he asked, squeezing her throat hard, definitely implying that he'd snap it next time.
Sam let go and showed himself out the door, not even looking back to see what Courtney or Emma were doing.
*****
Sam took his time getting ready the next day, preparing his body for the lovely day he knew he was going to have. He envisioned Courtney in his mind, all tied up, scared, and embarrassed as Sam spanked her. He envisioned her ass a lovely shade of red as he slipped a finger between her cheeks and pushed it into her, fingering her from behind.
He slid the expensive, black dress pants up his long legs. He loved the feel of the material as it caressed his leg with every move. He stood, his excitement becoming evident and adjusted himself. His cock was framed incredibly behind the thin material, it's length and hardness very evident.
He moved to the full-length mirror, admiring his own body as he slipped the tight, black t-shirt over his head, adjusting it's fit over his well-formed physique. Every contour of his hard, rippling muscles was evident and he flexed to admire his handiwork. He couldn't wait to have Courtney's tongue stroking them... or even better yet, her daughter's. He wondered what it would be like to dominate both her and her daughter, making them do some perverse things to each other... all in the name of money.
He laughed at the power he now held over them, and reached down to the chair to grab the suit jacket to wear over his ensemble. He buttoned one button, which left the t-shirt exposed underneath, hinting at his muscled frame. He slipped on his loafers and stood admiring himself in the mirror one more time, loving the look. It was a look of power, a look of sexual dominance.
He walked to his car with a purposeful step, loving how in control he felt... loving how people looked at him as he walked out in public, and got out of his way. He tossed a bag into his convertible and sped on his way.
It was a short drive to Courtney's house, one that he'd made a lot recently. Letting Courtney get a couple months behind in payments was a taking a big risk on his part, but it was one he hoped was going to pay off today. As he got out of the car, he noticed there wasn't a car in the garage. He grabbed the bag and pulled out a retractable club. If no one was home, Courtney was going to regret it.
He rang the doorbell, peering in the translucent glass on the sides of the decorative door, looking for any signs of movement. He rang the doorbell again, beginning to get impatient and just as he was going to break in, he saw a body moving towards the door. It opened slowly with Emma holding it.
"Hi there Emma. Is your mother home?" he asked, trying to sound as upbeat and friendly as possible.
The teen looked down, almost sad. "No. She had to go out."
"Oh... I was expecting her to be here. We had an appointment. I'm pretty sure she knew that. Mind if I come inside?"
Emma held the door open, letting him by. The rush of cool air from the air conditioning felt wonderful on Sam's skin as he walked further into the house, moving down the short hall to the entrance to the living room.
"Do you expect her back soon? I mean... maybe she didn't know when to expect me."
Emma moved as if trying to keep a distance between them, not exactly as if scared of him, just looking embarrassed.
"She said she won't be back until tonight."
"Ah..." Sam smiled, putting his bag down. "So, she left you here for when I came by...?"
"Yeah, she told me to wait for you."
"I was kind of expecting her to be here, but, I have to say, I'm happier it's you," Sam said softly, walking up to the teen. He stroked her hair with one hand. "Did she tell you what I was coming over for?"
Emma shivered against his touch, but didn't resist him in any way, especially when Sam's hand caressed her neck and traced the line of her shirt collar. As Emma looked down, Sam eyed the beautiful girl, seeing the plunging neckline of her top and revealing cleavage.
"She told me I was to listen to you and do what you said."
He shook his head, slowly. Courtney ran away and left her daughter. "Your mom is sooo bad. But that's just perfect," Sam said, unfastening the button on his jacket and letting it fall open to reveal the tight t-shirt underneath. He walked into the adjacent dining room, took his jacket off and laid it on the table. Then he pulled a chair into the living room. "Have a seat," he said indicating the chair.
The doorbell rang, shocking the teen for a moment. "Can I... get that?" she asked quietly. "I'm expecting a friend."
"Really?" Sam smiled, his extreme pleasure obvious in his voice. "Yes, do get it then." Sam stood in the entry hall watching as Emma opened the door a little, then a lot to let another teen inside. This girl was Emma's age, by the looks of her.
Emma gestured with her hands, inviting her friend to come over to Sam.
"Sam, this is Chloe. Chloe, Sam," Emma said, introducing them. "My mom said she should come over, too."
Sam took Chloe's hand in a handshake, holding it tightly while his other hand stroked the back of it. "It's nice to meet you Chloe. I think we're going to become real close friends today. Did anyone tell you why you're here?"
"No... Emma just said to come over." Emma couldn't take her eyes off of Sam's muscled physique, held captive by the t-shirt, and the pronounced bulge in the front of his dress slacks. She wondered what was going on, what she had gotten into.
"And...?" Sam asked, gripping her hand tightly.
Chloe gulped noticeably embarrassed by the well-built man in front of her. She looked up into Sam's eyes, almost quivering with fear and embarrassment. "She said to do whatever you said."
"Well, then," Sam continued, smiling, pulling Chloe into the living room. "You're just in time. Chloe, please have a seat. Emma, dear, kneel on the floor in front of her."
Chloe sat in the dining room chair, her hands crossed in her lap, while Emma nervously knelt in front of her. Sam walked to the entrance of the living room and opened his bag, pulling out a long, thin riding crop and a pair of shackles. He turned and looked back at the two girls who were watching him intently. Their faces showed their curiosity, suspicion, and fear when they saw the whip-like instrument. Sam smiled at them, walking the few steps back to them, and stood beside the chair. The two girls looked at the items in his hand, wondering what he was going to do with them.
Sam stood regally, a dominating and opposing figure, the crop held in one hand while the other felt it's length and suppleness. He reached down and grabbed Emma's wrist, quickly putting the shackle on it. Without waiting for protests, he grabbed Chloe's and did the same, locking the two girls together. His leather shoes crinkled as he knelt down and shackled one of their legs together.
He stood, grasping and stroking the crop once again.
"How about a little kiss?" Sam asked softly, smiling brightly, indicating Chloe with his eyes.
"You want me to kiss my... my best friend?" Chloe asked. "She's a girl."
"It's fine... it's fine," Emma said, knowing what was at stake. She remembered how Sam handled her mother. She certainly didn't want any trouble. "It's not that big a deal."
Emma rose to her knees and the two teens kissed quickly, then pulled away, looking at Sam for approval.
"Did I say to stop?" Sam asked. "And that was barely a peck on the lips. I want a real kiss."
Emma rose up again. "It's ok," she whispered as she kissed her friend more passionately, their mouths opening slightly.
"Now... just a little tongue," Sam commanded. Both of the girls stopped kissing and looked at him in surprise. "What? You heard me. Do it."
Emma swallowed hard and the two kissed again, this time letting their tongues slide between their lips to touch the other girl.
"You can do better than that," Sam scolded them. "Emma, put your hands up the front of her shirt."
Both girls looked at him in disbelief, frozen in place.
Without wasting a beat, the crop whipped out and smacked Emma firmly on the ass with a loud, swishing smack.
"Owwww," Emma cried, one hand going to the spot of impact, rubbing it.
"I said, put your hands up the front of her shirt," Sam softly, but firmly, letting both girls know he meant what he said. When Emma didn't move, he raised the crop, ready to strike again and Emma moved swiftly. She placed her hands on Chloe's stomach and eased them up, just inside her shirt. "There... that's a little better. Now, higher. I said higher! I want your hands on her breasts."
Emma reluctantly slid her hands up the front of her friend's shirt, cupping her breasts completely, her palms resting on her nipples. The short length of the chain between their arms made Chloe's hand come up, too, as if to caress Emma's arm in acceptance.
"There... feel her nipples... get them hard," he order Emma as Chloe sat there almost helpless. "Can you feel them?"
"Yes," Emma whispered, scared to feel the crop again.
Sam lowered the tip of the crop under Chloe's chin, lifting her face. "Does that feel good Chloe?"
"Yes," she said softly.
Emma pulled her hands out of her shirt. "This is too weird."
The crop flicked through the air, striking Emma in the ass once again. She yelped in pain, but didn't move her hands back.
"Don't stop! Keep touching her! This is not weird. Put your hands back up her shirt where they were. Good. Now pinch her nipples a little. I want to see her get excited."
Based on the hand movement underneath the shirt, Sam could tell Emma was following his orders and within a minute Chloe was moving as if it did excite her.
Sam moved the crop to Chloe's face again, lifting it towards Emma. "Kiss her again."
Without protest, Emma slowly rose up and kissed Chloe lightly on the lips before pulling away again.
"Kiss her again. Put some passion into it. Jeez!" Emma rose up again, as if scared to disobey and began kissing Chloe more passionately. Both of the girl moved their lips, opening and closing their mouths.
"I didn't tell you to remove your hands. Play with her nipples at the same time." Sam stroked the crop over Emma's arm in warning and the teen quickly complied. Chloe was writhing in the chair, obviously getting more and more excited.
"Very nice," Sam finally said, excited to see the girls following his every command.
"Are we done now?" Emma asked, not pulling her hands away this time, however.
"No, you're not done. You can't get out of this that fast."
Emma pulled her hands from her friends shirt and sat back on her heels as if waiting for a new command.
"Take off her shirt."
Emma and Chloe looked at each other, wondering how far this was going to go. "It's fine," Emma nodded, trying to encourage her friend. Emma looked up at Sam questioningly, but sat up and grabbed the bottom of Emma's shirt, pulling it up. The two girls looked at each other, embarrassingly, as if telling the other that they just have to get through this... no one has to know. The shirt slipped off her hand and down her arm, trapped by the shackles attaching the two. Chloe wasn't wearing a bra and the girl's A-cup breasts were nicely displayed, her nipples indeed hard from Emma's touch.
"Don't be so weak," Sam said. "Kiss her. You know you want to."
Emma kissed her friend again, feeling Chloe's hot body beneath her.
"Emma, I want you to use your hands on her breasts again. Play with her nipples. And definitely, keep kissing. I like that."
Emma rolled Chloe's hard nipples between her fingers, lightly pulling them, while the two kissed. Chloe was starting to pant harder, obviously getting extremely excited.
"Emma, take off your top, too," Sam commanded. Emma looked at her, a little embarrassed. She never liked anyone seeing her breasts. She thought they looked... floppy. "Don't be so modest... she's your friend, remember? And you have them for a reason. Why would you want to cover them up? They're so nice, I'd think you'd want to show them off."
Emma grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it up and over her head, leaving her bra on. But, just as she sat back thinking she was done, Sam indicated the bra, too, with a stern look. Emma took it off. Just as she sat back on her heels again, she felt the crop push her towards Chloe.
"Go back to kissing," Sam commanded. "I want you to be passionate with each other."
Slowly the girls kissed more passionately, Emma's breasts falling down, rubbing against Chloe's breasts, exciting them even more.
"That is so beautiful," Sam said. "Now her shorts."
The two teens hesitated, looking at each other to determine if they could defy him. The crop cracked against Emma's back, leaving a stinging, searing pain.
"I won't tell you again."
She quickly unfastened the shorts and tugged as the struggling Chloe moved without standing.
"Come on, Kiss her while you do it," Sam commanded.
The shackles again trapped the material between their limbs. Sam looked over the nearly naked teen, her white, cotton panties generously covering her sex.
"There, that wasn't so hard now was it?" Sam asked them both and the two shook their heads in embarrassment. "You have to learn that there are consequences to actions. That's something your mother should have learned a long time ago. Put your hands back on her breasts and feel them. Play with her nipples."
Emma's hands moved up her friends chest and covered her breasts. She massaged them slowly as the two looked at each other. Emma toyed with the girl's nipples within moments, causing Chloe's eyes to close in pleasure as she panted.
"Wow, you're pretty good at that. Isn't she Chloe?"
"Uh... yes," she panted softly.
"Kiss them."
Emma gulped, but leaned forward and planted long, slow kisses on each nipple causing Chloe to quiver.
"Use your tongue a little... that's right... lick around them... God, they are so fucking hard. You're a natural, Emma."
Sam watched as Emma's tongue swirled around each nipple in turn, then her lips opened letting the nipple suck into her mouth. Emma sucked on it gently, lovingly, while Chloe mewled, her hand moving to the back of her friends head to signal her not to stop.
"Beautiful... now stick your hand inside her panties."
Emma kept suckling her friends breast but didn't move to follow the command. Sam reached down and grabbed Emma's wrist, moving her hand onto Chloe's panty-covered mound.
"Inside her panties!" Sam ordered, sliding the crop across Emma's back.
Emma shivered, scared to feel the pain from the crop again, and slid her fingers beneath the thin, white material. Sam could see the bumps of her fingers as they moved back and forth. Chloe gasped and her body shook in pleasure.
"Keep sucking on her nipples," he commanded. "I didn't tell you to stop. Do you feel how wet she is. She's turned on. And what about you, Emma? Are you turned on?"
Emma pulled away from her friend's breast for a moment. "No," she whispered.
"Let's find out, shall we?" Sam grabbed them both by the arms and stood them up, facing each other, Emma's hand still inside Chloe's panties. "Chloe, take down Emma's shorts."
Chloe first looked at Sam, wondering if this was really a command for her. When she saw his eyes looking directly at her, she looked at her friend, into Emma's eyes. Emma looked at her, nervous and scared, but she saw something else. She saw an excitement she'd never seen before. She licked her lips, nervous herself, and unfastened Emma's shorts, then tugged them down until they fell to her feet.



"Now... be a good friend and put your hand in her panties and touch her back," Sam said softly.
Chloe, licked her lips as she nervously slid her hand into the front of Emma's panties and felt her friends pussy... well, any pussy other than her own... for the very first time. It was warm and definitely wet. Her fingers slid over Emma's clit and through her engorged, slippery lips. She could hear Emma pant excitedly.
Sam watched casually as both girls fingered the other, then walked up to them and pushed them closer together. "Don't you want to get closer? You've been friends for how long? Let's get to know each other on a different level, shall we? Go on, keep kissing."
The two girls, pressed against each other, continued fingering the other and started kissing again. Both girls were getting so excited, their nipples hard and pointed, their bodies undulating as they gave each other so much pleasure. Neither one could believe how exited they were getting as their free hands grabbed the other's arm, begging the other not to stop.
"Don't tell me you haven't been curious about your friend's body?" Sam said. "Maybe you thought about her in the shower... while laying in bed at night, touching yourself. Act like you like it. You both came here... expecting this. So, I bet you want to keep going."
Sam watched the two as they nervously touched the other. He took his shirt off over his head and grabbed his shaft, squeezing it a little. God, it felt so good! They were being the perfect little sluts for him.
"Yes, mmmmm, that's hot! Just like that. Both of you, slide your fingers up and down that wet pussy, and circle her clit a little. And definitely, keep kissing." Sam watched the erotica sapphic display while his own hand slid along his hard cock, hidden behind his slacks. He couldn't believe how well this was going.
"You both have to be wet now... are your pussies wet?"
"Yes," both girls moaned, not stopping their fingering or kissing.
"Oh my God," Chloe whispered as she moved closer and closer to her orgasm.
Sam grabbed Emma's hair, pulling her back from Chloe's face. "Time for something else. Pull her panties off."
Emma removed her hand from Chloe's panties and pulled them down her legs, to join her shorts dangling on the chain between them. Now Chloe was naked, both girls looking sexually excited and ready for anything. All of their fears, doubts, and shyness seemed to have been forgotten.
"On your knees Emma," he commanded. Emma looked at him, praying that this was enough, praying that he'd be satisfied with what they'd done so far for him. But it didn't look like he was finished yet. "You heard me."
Emma slowly moved to her knees in front of Chloe, the lengths of the shackles making it a little difficult.
"Oh... look. Your face is in the perfect position," Sam smiled. "Now show her what a good pussy licker you can be," he told Emma, pushing her face close to Chloe's wetness. "Isn't that the most beautiful pussy you've ever seen? I think you should give her a good kiss for coming over here and helping you and your mom so much." Sam bent forward, watching closely as Emma leaned forward and softly kissed directly on Chloe's labia. Slowly, she repeated it again and again, moving around her mound, covering it with light kisses.
"Very nice, Emma. Use your tongue now. Open your mouth, stick out your tongue, and start licking your best friend's pussy."
Emma looked at him in shock and shook her head. He couldn't mean that... could he? He didn't want her to... to lick her pussy. He just couldn't!
"Just... just do it," he said, tapping Emma's back and ass with the crop.
She closed her eyes, as if denying she was the one doing this, as if this was all just a bad dream. Sam watched as her lips parted and her tongue slowly emerged, moving closer and closer until it finally made contact with Chloe's labia. Chloe exhaled sharply as she watched her friend taste her for the first time.
"Oh fuck," Chloe hissed.
Emma felt Chloe shiver a little and she licked more. Chloe seemed to like what she was doing and the taste wasn't bad at all. She could do this.
"Stay there until you give her an orgasm," Sam said. "Make her cum in your mouth. This can't be your first time doing this."
"Well, you're wrong," Emma said, with whatever defiance she had left.
"Really?" Sam said, not believing her. "I don't think I am. I know all about girls like you."
He walked around behind Chloe and put his mouth right beside her ear. "Doesn't it feel good? A soft, wet tongue, right there on your clit. Feels good doesn't it. Don't deny it. I can see it in your eyes. The sooner you let yourself go and get into it, the sooner you'll cum. Emma looks like she's enjoying it."
Chloe couldn't deny how good it felt. Her clit was throbbing and every lick was only getting her more excited. But she didn't want to give in. She didn't want this strange man to win. "Oh fuck!" Chloe whispered uncontrollably.
"Keep licking," Sam commanded as he bent forward and kissed Chloe deeply, his tongue pressing between the young girl's lips. He could hear Chloe mewling, her body moving and trembling with pleasure. Emma was a fast learner. She found out what felt the best and kept attacking there.
"Doesn't that feel good?" Sam whispered. "Isn't Emma a good pussy-licker?"
"Yeeeesssss..." Chloe whispered hoarsely.
"Look into each other eyes while she licks your pussy, and cum," Sam said.
"You want me to make her cum?" Emma said. "Is that all you want?"
"Are we not paying off a pretty big debt here?" Sam asked. "I promised your mom I'd take off two full months of her debt to have my way with you. Do you have any idea how much money that is? It's a lot of money! So I expect to get my money's worth from you two."
Sam's fingers twined about Chloe's nipple, teasing, twisting, pulling, and squeezing it, making the girl twist in his arms more and more. Within seconds the girl's body tightened abruptly and her panting became ragged, her orgasm hitting hard. Sam could hear her squealing loudly against his kissing lips along with the sounds of Emma's slurping mouth. After another moment, Sam stood over them again, looking down at the two girls.
"Does her pussy taste good, Emma?" he asked, laughing softly as Emma sat back, her face wet with Chloe's cum. She wiped at it with her arm. "I think it's time she returned the favor, isn't it?
Emma stood, unable to look Chloe in the eye as the young woman panted in front of her.
"I mean, damn that was nice... but... now it's time for a change." Sam walked over to his bag once again and pulled out a harness, complete with a realistic cock-shaped dildo attached to it. He turned and walked back, smiling broadly. "Let's get this on you."
He helped Chloe step into one leg hole and buckled it around the other leg and her waist. The fake cock bobbed teasingly between the two girls.
"Emma... helped me out of these." He kissed Chloe again as he maneuvered in front of Chloe, pulling her mouth hard onto his as his fingers stroked her sex. With his free hand, he unfastened his pants and let them fall to the floor, helped by Emma.
He sat in the chair and slipped his feet free of the slacks, spreading his knees wide. His fingers slid down and wrapped around his shaft, stroking it as the two teens watched.
"Come here, Emma... I want those lips around my cock." He grabbed Emma's hair when she got close, forcing her to bend over, and pulled the girl's mouth into his hardness. Immediately, Emma's lips parted, engulfing the head and sucking as her hands pushed against his thighs, fighting him. But he was far too strong to stop him. "Such a good cock-sucker, too! Wow, very nice!" Sam sat back as comfortably as he could and looked up to see Chloe standing over them both, unable to move away because of the shackles. He reached out and grabbed her nipple, tweaking and twisting it as the girl groaned.
"Emma was so good to you, wasn't she?" he asked and Chloe nodded. "I think you should repay her for making you cum so good, don't you?" Again, Chloe nodded, but more shyly and reserved as if not knowing what to do or say. "Come up behind her... yeah, that's right. Fuck! She's good!", he groaned pulling Emma's face harder against his groin, thrusting his cock down her throat as she gagged. He tightened his grip on her head, forcing her up and down his length.
"Ok... Chloe... take that lovely cock... oh God... and put it into her pussy." Chloe, not sure what to do, held the cock and moved it towards her friends rear. "Yeah, that's right..." Sam could hear Emma groan on his shaft sending lovely vibrations through his body as Chloe slowly pushed the dildo into her from behind. "Yeah, baby, she's liking that a lot!" Sam laughed proudly. "Grab her hips and fuck her good Chloe."
Chloe started moving in and out of Emma's pussy while Sam watched. Sam felt each moan Emma made as it reverberated through his body. He pulled Emma's hair, moving her barely an inch from the head of his cock.
"Do you like that cock? Tell me you want my cock, baby doll."
"I want your cock," Emma moaned softly, although not eagerly.
"Are you gonna be a good girl, now, and make me cum on your face? Are you gonna drink all my cum and not spill a drop?"
"Yes," Emma nodded. "Yes. I'll do whatever you want."
Sam pulled her down to engulf his shaft again, letting Emma resume her ministrations with a fervor, her hand grabbing his shaft and stroking it as she sucked. "Oh yeah, right there, suck on my cock. Lick my fucking balls," he moaned. "Show your friend just what a good little cock-sucker you are."
With half-closed eyes, Sam looked up at Chloe, slowly fucking her friend from behind. He reached out with both hands and grabbed her nipples, pinching them tightly between his finger and thumb. Chloe winced and cried out in pain.
"Fuck her harder, bitch!" Sam ordered. "I want to hear your pussy slapping against her ass!"
Sam eased his grip as Chloe started thrusting harder and faster into Emma, their bodies shining with sweat. The room was filled with moaning and panting and both Sam and Emma came within minutes... only to restart again.
*****
Three hours later, the three lay on the floor, Sam in the middle, receiving kisses and gentle caresses from the two beautiful, young women. They were unshackled now, free to move as needed. Sam was relaxing, after having a wonderful time with his two new friends.
"You know, your mother orchestrated all of this, right?" Sam asked Emma. She looked at him, as if not understanding. "I gave her a choice. She could have chosen to be here... and I would have taken her instead of you two. But she chose to run, she chose to make you two do this instead of her."
Emma and Chloe looked at each other in surprise.
"That's right," he continued. "She's a coward and would rather you take the consequences of her bad decisions. I think you should punish her for that... if you'd like."
"What do you think we should do?" Chloe asked.
Sam smiled. "I'm glad you asked..."
*****
It was only thirty minutes later when they heard a key in the front door lock and heard the door creak open.
"Emma?" Courtney called.
The three stood, moving into position.
"I'm in here," Emma replied casually.
"Are you... ok?" Courtney walked down the short hallway, turning into the living room and stopped in her tracks. Emma was standing in the middle of the room, naked, her body shining with sweat, her hair matted to her head.
"I'm much better now... mother," Emma replied as the two others grabbed Courtney's arms and pulled her further into the living room, leading her over to the dining room chair. Sam grabbed her hair and throat, forcing her to her knees and holding her in place as the two girls put the shackles on her wrists and ankles, binding them together in front of her, her knees forced up into her chest.
Sam held her hair tightly as he knelt down beside her.
"Hi Courtney... glad you could make it," Sam said. "Where have you been all day?"
Courtney looked scared. "I was... I was trying to get your money."
"Uh huh... That's what I thought... except... you left your daughter here," he said softly. "And told her to do what I tell her? Sounds to me like you left her here on purpose."
"I... I wouldn't..."
"Shh... Courtney, Courtney. Just so you know, I'm a man of my word and I'll take two months off what you owe me. But... I told the girls what a coward you are... and how you sold them out to me."
Courtney looked him and shook her head, trying to deny what he was saying, looking at the girls to deny it, but he cut her off.
"Shhh... be quiet now," Sam said softly, smiling at her in a way that she knew meant she needed to shut up now. "Please don't interrupt me when I'm talking. While I had an incredible time enjoying these two... delectable... young women, one that I will likely repeat again and again until your debt is paid, I will also have a lot of fun watching them get their revenge on you for putting them in this position." He stood as Courtney watched him in disbelief. "You know, it didn't have to be this way, Courtney."
"What? What do you mean?"
"Girls... she's all yours," he smiled, taking a step back.
Courtney looked behind her and saw the two teens reach out and grab her. Emma's hand grabbed her breast through her shirt, pinching and twisting her nipple, making her groan. Chloe's hand moved to her shorts, sliding scissors through the material, slicing them off her body.
Sam walked over and sat on the couch. His fingers encircled his cock and he started stroking himself as he watched the debaucheries unfold in front of him.
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My bed squeaked with every thrust as I knelt between my sister's, Emmanuelle's, spread legs. She had wrapped them around my waist, using her heels to push into my ass again and again as I thrust. We'd been fucking for almost two weeks since we first started and it had a been a week since we made the second competition video for Coach Michaels and his friends. It was, frankly, the best two weeks of my life.
We had a hard time not fucking since we started, to tell you the truth. We still had some trouble just getting along otherwise, but it was so easy for us to just fall into the other's bed when either one of us was horny... which was often. Every time, within seconds, we were all over each other.
"Oh my God," she panted, looking up at me, her eyes open wide. "Oh fuck. Vince!" she panted in excitement. "You... jeez!"
"Oh God," I grunted, moving to rest my elbows beside her shoulders so that my face was right over hers, letting the weight of my body press my cock deeper into her. "Fuck that feels so good."
"God you fuck me so hard!" she moaned, kissing me as best she could as we both panted excitedly.
"Oh my God!" she said, and I was beginning to recognize that sound. She was close. "I'm gonna cum! Vince! Oh my God! I'm... I'm... oh fuck... fuuuuuuuuuck!" Her high-pitched wailing was loud in my ear.
Her eyes opened wide and she looked at me with her mouth wide open. She held her breath as every muscle in her body tightened, letting the pleasure of her orgasm wash over her. I felt her body shake, her pussy clench on my cock, milking me as her juices flooded out of her, drenching the bed below us.
I started making short, staccato thrusts, pounding into her. "Your pussy feels so good," I moaned softly as she panted in my ear her body writhing below me, her orgasm seeming to just go on and on.
"Oh.... fuck!" she panted as every thrust hit deep inside her. "I... love... this... I... love... this... I... love... this..."
"Yeah... yeah..." I panted back, feeling the pleasure building rapidly inside me. Then the damn seemed to burst. "Oh shit! Oh shit! Here it cums!"
Just as she was coming down from her orgasm mine started. I could feel it welling up inside me and I knew I didn't want to cum inside her. I pulled out of her, sat up on my knees, and started stroking my cock. I looked up and closed my eyes, letting the pleasure roar up my spine.
I felt Emmanuelle underneath me and knew she was waiting eagerly for my seed. I just started cumming... and cumming. It seemed like it lasted forever, with spray after spray ejecting from my body. I knew I grunted with every ejection, but could barely hear myself.
When I opened my eyes, I'd painted streaks of cum over her pussy and abdomen. My hand jerked my cock, milking every drop out of me, dribbling it onto her pussy. She brought her hand down to play with it, occasionally bringing her hand to her waiting mouth, licking it clean.
I collapsed on the bed next to her, panting hard. Sweat covered my body and my hair was sticking to my face. I wiped it with my hands, but it didn't help much. We were so lucky both of our parents worked and left early enough in the morning... leaving us to ourselves all... day... long.
"I like the taste of you," she whispered as she turned and kissed my shoulder.
"Not that that's a weird thing to hear from your sister or anything," I joked.
She just slapped my shoulder. "God, if I'd only known what this felt like sooner... But can you imagine what would happen if mom and dad found out?"
I looked at her with fear in my eyes. "They better never find out. Fuck, I think Dad would kill me."
"Or at least kick us out."
I nodded, praying that never happened. "Hey... I've been wondering... did you hear the results of the second competition? That video we made?"
"Yeah," she said, frowning. "We didn't win. They liked Amber's video better. So we're kind of tied."
"Aw man! Well, we tried I guess."
"She cheated, though," she said, sounding upset. "Her boyfriend decided to fuck her in the ass at the last minute and didn't tell her. She looked so shocked in the video when he changed holes. I have to say, the look on her face was precious," she giggled. She made a shocked face with her eyes wide open and mouth open in a large 'O', as if mimicking Amber's look. "But after a minute she was really into it, you know? I'm pretty sure that was her first time. Anyway, that swayed the judges vote."
"Wow... so you saw her video?" I asked. I was a bit shocked that she'd even want to watch a video of Amber getting fucked.
"Yeah... most of it," she nodded. "And, uh... I think I'd like to try anal sometime... you know... if you want to. I mean, we don't have to or anything. It's just... she seemed to really like it."
I looked at her in total shock. I'd never even tried to bring up anal with any of my girlfriends before. I thought for sure they'd kill me even for asking. "Uh... sure..." I said, uneasily.
"They did offer us another competition, too," she smiled deviously. "To break the tie."
"What in the hell?" I asked. "Do these people ever work?"
"This is definitely after hours fun," Emmanuelle giggled.
"What's it this time?" I couldn't imagine what else they'd have the girls do.
"Well.. Coach says his girlfriend is bi..." she paused a moment as if that explained it all.
I shook my head, not understanding. "Yeah...?"
"And has agreed... well, I think she just really wants to do it, personally. But she wants to have sex with the two of us."
"You and me?" I asked. "What? A threesome video?"
"No, silly," Emmanuelle slapped my shoulder, smiling. "Sex with Amber and I. Separately, of course."
Damn. I felt a little deflated. Having a threesome with my sister sounded pretty hot. "Ok... why?"
"It's to judge the best lesbian sex."
"Lesbian sex?" I asked. "Have you done anything like that before?"
"No... and I bet Amber hasn't either," Emmanuelle said. "Jessica will help judge, but we both need to bring video evidence as well so that the guys can judge. That's where I need your help again."
"You want me... to record you and the Coach's girlfriend... having sex?" I asked slowly, making sure I understood this correctly. I mean, ever since she dragged me into this competition it's felt like some kind of dream. I was wondering when it was going to end and I was going to wake up.
Emmanuelle nodded, putting the tip of her finger in her mouth, showing her uncertainty.
"And how do you propose to prepare for this one?" I asked. "I mean, you can't just jump in and have sex like that and expect to win anything. I'd think you'd need some kind of prior experience."
"Yeah... I know," Emmanuelle said. "I've never even thought about being with a woman before. I guess... I guess I'm going to need your help to help me get ready for this. Where can I find a woman to be with... you know... and... and learn stuff? Not just to, like... have sex... but to have them show me what to do."
"Hell... um... strip club... prostitute... escort," I said, ticking off a few things off the top of my head. "Hell, you could probably just go down to the local bar."
"Come on, I don't want to just have sex with someone. I want someone who can help show me the ropes... you know... maybe even show me a few tricks."
"A teacher," I said, nodding my head, with absolutely no clue beyond the choices I already gave her.
"Definitely not a hooker," Emmanuelle said emphatically, shaking her head. "Just picking up a girl like that freaks me out. I'd probably catch some disease or something."
"I mean... strip clubs are good to at least get the feel of a woman close to you," I offered. "I mean, it's not sex, but..."
"What do you mean, close to me?"
"Well... I mean, they give you lap dances and stuff, grind in your lap," I said. "And they're half naked or naked when they do it..."
Emmanuelle nodded slowly, considering it. "Maybe," she said after a moment to think about it.
"But you're not old enough to get in," I said. "It's a bar. You have to be twenty-one."
Emmanuelle smiled at him, as if she had a secret. "Oh... let's just say I can get in. I have a fake ID?"
"What in the hell!" I said, looking at her. She just shrugged as if I should have expected it.
"Where should I go?" she asked.
"I don't know... I like the Pussy Cat Club on the east side," I said. "They dance nude. And the neighborhood isn't bad."
"I don't know... I just..." Emmanuelle said, looking very uncertain about having a nude woman grind against her.
I looked at her sternly. "Seriously... if you can't stand a woman grinding on you, how in the hell do you expect to have sex with her?"
"You're right... you're right," she said as if she was being stupid.
"Besides... most of them are pretty damn hot. You might actually enjoy it."
She gave it a quick though. "I guess I'll go this weekend and check it out."
"They won't let you in without a guy with you," I said.
"What? Why?"
"Don't ask me. I didn't make the rules," I said. "But I can go with you on Saturday, if you want to go."
Emmanuelle nodded, still seeming a little uncertain. "Ok."
*****
On Saturday, Emmanuelle and I pulled into the parking lot of the Pussy Cat Club at 11pm. The parking lot was getting a little full and a few people were walking in when we parked.
"I don't know what to do," Emmanuelle said, nervously.
"It's not rocket science," I said. "We go in, pay the fee, then go find a seat," I said. "There's like a two-drink minimum. When you find a girl you want to have dance with you, we'll hook it up."
"Ok," she said, still unsure.
We walked across the parking lot, Emmanuelle holding my hand the whole time. When we got to the door, a guy behind a small window took our entry fee and buzzed us in. The music was blaring and colored balls of light were flashing around everywhere as spotlights twirled in their sockets in the ceiling. The room smelled of sweat and beer... and testosterone.
Several single guys and small groups were at the tables, spread out, while four or five were seated right at the stage itself, throwing dollar bills at the girl. Every now and then, she danced for one of them and he slipped the bill into her garter.
I led Emmanuelle towards one of the empty tables as we watched the large-breasted girl gyrate on the stage, wearing a red and white bikini.
Emmanuelle pulled me close. "She's not nude."
I shook my head and leaned in close to her ear. "They do private's nude, but on the floor they usually wear something. They have to tease, you know. Make the guys pay to see any of the good stuff."
She shook her head as if understanding at least a little of what I was saying. We found a small table and sat down. It wasn't more than a minute later when a bikini-clad waitress came over and took our drink order. We watched, just sipping our drinks as girls danced on the stage and a few walked among the tables. Every now and then a girl would give a lap dance at a nearby table, which certainly seemed to catch Emmanuelle's eye.
After about fifteen minutes, a girl finally approached us, and slid into my lap. "Hi," she said, just barely over the pounding music. "Are you two having fun?" She was a short brunette, about 5'2" tall, Latina, with glittery eye shadow and a lime-green bikini that barely hid her beautiful body, with B-cup breasts behind it. She walked around the room in three-inch, fuck-me heels.
We both nodded. "Yeah," I said. "We definitely are."
"Your girlfriend is gorgeous," she said, smiling at Emmanuelle.
I liked the sound of that for some reason... Emmanuelle... my girlfriend.
Emmanuelle seemed to almost blush. "Thank you," she replied, licking her lips. She seemed very nervous and uncertain in this environment.
"And I feel a little somethin' somethin' down here," she said, squirming in my lap, her fingertips touching my growing cock between her legs. "Do either of you want a dance?" she asked.
"She would," I said, indicating Emmanuelle. "How much is it?"
"Ten for a table dance... thirty for a private."
Emmanuelle practically glared at me as the young woman, not much older than Emmanuelle herself, helped turn Emmanuelle's chair slightly and crawled into her lap, straddling her legs. "I'd almost do you for free," the girl said, putting her hands on Emmanuelle's shoulders.
"A table dance for now, I guess," I said, grabbing ten dollars from my pocket and sitting back to watch.
The girl seemed to look at the DJ for a moment. "We'll wait for the next song to start. I haven't seen you in here before," she said to Emmanuelle, almost too low for me to hear.
"My first time."
"Oooh, a virgin," the girl practically squealed, smiling broadly. "I love virgins. You have to let me take you back for a private." She stroked Emmanuelle's shoulders then let one hand stray lower to caress her breasts through Emmanuelle's blouse and then pinch and roll her nipples. "You know... we're allowed to touch girls much more than guys. We could have a lot of fun. Have you ever been with a girl?"
Emmanuelle shook her head. She licked her lips, just thinking about the option, when a new song came on. The girl started gyrating her hips to the beat, grinding into Emmanuelle's lap while her hands caressed her. She bent forward, smelling and kissing Emmanuelle's ears and neck, licking her skin as her fingers teased her nipples.
She sat up and pulled the cup of her bikini aside, exposing her breast to Emmanuelle's gaze for a moment, then pushed her nipple towards Emmanuelle's lips, sliding it along them before pulling back and hiding it again. She was smiling and giggling, having such a great time with Emmanuelle that it was almost a shame for the song to end.
"You good?" she asked when the next song started and I slipped her the money. Emmanuelle almost looked like a deer caught in the headlights, unsure what to think or do. The moment caught her very unsure of herself and it was obvious she was aroused.
I smiled and nodded that we were good.
"God, virgins rock! Love 'em! My names Rocket if you want a private. I'll be around," she said. She bent down and kissed Emmanuelle tenderly, then rose from her lap and moved on to another table.
"Oh my God!" Emmanuelle mouthed as she leaned forward and brought her hands to her face. She fanned her face for a moment, expressing just how excited she was.
"So? What'd you think?"
"She was so hot!" Emmanuelle gushed. "I'm still shaking." She brought her hand up to show me. "Her skin was so soft... and she smelled so good. And then... and then when she put her nipple right on my lips like that! I didn't know what to do! Fuck!"
I smiled. It was probably the same things guys went through when they got their first lap dance, but they weren't usually as expressive. I felt uneasy, though, as if maybe this was all a bad idea. At first I thought we should just leave, but Emmanuelle looked too excited to leave. "Want to get a private with her?"
Emmanuelle dug some money out of her pocket and looked it over. "Yeah," she said, smiling.
I nodded, feeling a little... scared. She was definitely hooked on this girl. I only hoped that she didn't become a full lesbian after this... and this whole competition. I didn't know if I could stop fucking her... and I realized... I was feeling jealous. I couldn't believe it. I was jealous that my sister would like to fuck some girl more than me.
This whole competition thing was just fucking with my head. I needed to find a girlfriend.
Thirty minutes after her table dance, we caught Rocket's attention again and Emmanuelle asked for a private dance. As expected, Rocket was more than happy to oblige. She took Emmanuelle by the hand and led her away towards the back, leaving me to sit alone.
It felt like she was gone forever, but it had only been fifteen or so minutes when Emmanuelle finally came back to the table. I'd had a couple girls come over and ask me for a dance, but I declined them. I don't know... I guess I felt like I was cheating on Emmanuelle if I took them up on it.
Emmanuelle was absolutely beaming with smiles when she came back.
"What happened? You were gone a long time?" I asked.
"I got three dances!" she beamed, smiling broadly.
I nodded. Three dances? Damn. "Are you ready to leave?" She nodded, so we went out to the car and drove home.
"So? How was it?" I asked as I drove through the night. It was barely even after midnight at this point.
"It was... kinda hot... I have to admit," she said, smiling. "She took me to the back and sat me in this little chair. Then she, like, pulled on a couple strings and the next thing I knew she was completely naked. I was like... wow... I'd never really seen a naked woman so close up before. I had no idea what to do."
I felt my cock get harder as she talked about this girl. I'd been through this several times, myself, so I had a pretty good idea what happened back there. But hearing her talk about it so excited and knowing it was her first time with a girl got me so fucking hard.
"She crawled into my lap and hugged me, grinding into me, then sat back to let me watch her body move," she beamed. "She like... kissed me... stuck her tits right in my face. She shoved both of her nipples into my mouth and she let me lick and suck on them. And... she was... she was shaved and definitely gave me a good look at her... you know... her pussy. At one point, she had her hands on the floor and her ass up in my face, her legs spread. Her pussy was like... right there... you know... right in my face," she giggled.
"That had to be a surprise," I laughed.
"Yeah!" she nodded excitedly. "And then... and then she stood up on the chair at one point... and she... she put her... her pussy right up in my face. I mean... she was grinding into my face, you know?"
"Yeah? Did you...?" I asked. God, I was throbbing as she described this.
She smiled and nodded, giggling. "I did... I licked her! I can't believe I did that! I licked her pussy."
"Oh fuck!" I said. I never expected that to happen.
"It was so wild!" she continued, shaking her head, overcome by all the excitement. "I don't know... I'm kind of excited for this competition now."
*****
"Hey," Emmanuelle said, barging into my bedroom once again on Sunday afternoon, almost twenty-four hours after we visited the strip club. I was only sitting on my bed, going through my social media, but I was still annoyed that she didn't knock. She jumped up and sat on the edge of the bed causing me to jump a bit in rebound.
"Excuse you!" I responded. Emmanuelle looked happy... almost bursting with joy happy.
"Whatever... You'll never guess who's going to help me with my little project," she said giggling.
I shook my head. I truly hated the whole you'll-never-guess game. If I wasn't going to be able to guess, then why should I try? "I'll bite. Who?" I asked.
"Do you remember Morgan, that girl I ran around with last semester... the blonde girl... kinda short?"
I shook my head. I didn't really know who my sister ran around with.
"She was in my math class... we studied together all the time."
Still nothing from me. I shook my head. "No, I don't know who she is."
"Whatever," she said, frustrated. "Anyway, her mom is a lesbian. She has a live-in girlfriend that, well, I guess has a bit of a kinky side."
"Ok," I said, still a little unclear. Who was going to help? Morgan, mom, or girlfriend?
Emmanuelle looked at my door, then jumped up and closed it again, as if she didn't want mom or dad to hear this. She jumped back to the bed and sat down again. "Well... I talked to Morgan... she's not gay. And she doesn't know anyone else in particular that's gay. But... she talked to her mom to see if her mom knew anyone that might help... and..."
"And?" Geez, I was getting frustrated trying to follow all of this.



"And Morgan's mom is willing to help me." Emmanuelle clapped her hands and stomped her feet in glee. "She said that her girlfriend actually enjoys seeing her with other women. She wants you to record it and send her a copy, too. It's a win/win!"
"So... let me get this straight. Mrs...?"
"Ms. McDonald," Emmanuelle answered.
"Ms. McDonald is going to help teach you how to have sex with women, while I film it... so she can give the video to her kinky girlfriend. Right?"
Emmanuelle nodded. "Exactly. She's been, like, a lesbian for ten years now. So, she's got experience and a place to do it."
"And when is this going to happen?"
"I'm hoping tomorrow night," she said. "Coach Michaels wants everything done in three weeks. We flipped a coin and Amber is going to have sex with Jessica first. So, if I play my cards right, I can blow Jessica's socks off right before they vote. Are you free tomorrow?"
"Tomorrow?" I asked, feeling that this was a little rushed. "Yeah... I mean... I am. What time are we talking?"
"7pm," she said.
I nodded. "Ok."
Emmanuelle clapped and stomped in excitement again, then bounced off the bed and ran up the side of the bed. She quickly bent down and gave me a searing kiss.
"I am stoked," she giggled. She reached down and grabbed my dick. "Just for doing this for me, I'm going to give you the best blowjob you've ever had. Amber is going to have to admit I'm better at sex than she is after this competition."
My cock was throbbing in anticipation as Emmanuelle climbed up on the bed and knelt beside me. She started unfastening my shorts and helped me slide them off my legs. I couldn't believe how competitive Emmanuelle was when it came to Amber. But I was more than happy to help with these competitions.
"God, this cock is nice. I want some of your salty DNA in my mouth," she giggled, grabbing and stroking my shaft. She slid the head into her mouth and licked the underside as she sucked. "Mmm. We have an understanding, right? I do this and you give me a nice, yummy load?"
"God damn!" I moaned. Her mouth felt incredible on me. She was definitely learning a lot from our practice sessions.
"Mmhmm," she moaned. She sat up and grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt. "You want to see my big tits?" She pulled it up and tossed her shirt aside. She wasn't wearing a bra and her breasts jiggled with her every move. She grabbed them in her hands, squeezing and lifting them. "You like these, don't you?"
"Yes, I do," I said softly, reaching up and grabbing one, squeezing it, and teasing her nipple.
"Yeah... grab 'em," she said, a little louder than I would like. Our parents were downstairs, but who knows when they might wander up. "Just like that. Yeah, you like my big tits."
"Shh... keep it down," I said. "If mom and dad hear us, they'll kill us."
Emmanuelle laughed softly, nodding. It was as if the danger excited her. "This is what you always think about, right?" she said more softly. "When you masturbate? You think of me, coming in here... getting naked... all horny for you... sliding my mouth deep down onto your cock."
Her hand stroked my cock, which quickly grew to full staff, throbbing in desire for her. She reached down with her other hand and ran her fingertips through my balls. "Mmm... let's get those balls nice and full so I can get a real big load."
That was a bit too loud again. God, if my dad heard her... "For God's sake, keep your voice down!"
She giggled. "It's so hard to be quiet," she whispered. "You know how crazy your cock makes me."
"I don't know if now is the right time for this," I whispered softly.
"Uh huh," she giggled. "It's always the right time for this." She bent down and took my cock all the way down, deep into her mouth, then sucked hard.
"Fuck!" I moaned. "I think you're going to suck my balls right out through my dick."
She giggled. She started just stroking me again, her other hand playing with my balls. "You know I'd do anything for you. Especially since you've been so good to me... helping me with these competitions. I'm glad we can have this little secret between us." She dribbled spit down onto my cock, and used it as a lubricant.
"God, you're so fucking hot," I hissed.
Emmanuelle grabbed her breasts and leaned forward, sliding them over my cock. "Can I wrap my titties around it?" Without waiting for a response, she closed her breasts around my shaft, squeezing them tightly in. Then she started moving up and down, sliding my cock between them. "Oh... yeah... look at these big titties, wrapped around your cock. Oh, like that. Oh I love feeling your big cock right between my tits."
My cock felt so good, feeling her warm, soft flesh squeezing against my shaft. "Oh God... yes, yes, yes."
I started helping her, thrusting my hips up into her, then pulling back, fucking her tits. "Yeah," she moaned. "That's it. Fuck my titties. You just tell me anything I can do for you. I want this nice, hard cock all to myself."
"Fuck!" I moaned. "Oh, that's fucking amazing."
She then laid down between my legs, took my shaft in her hand, and started sliding it over her face. She seemed to revel in how it felt, skin on skin. She slid it over her lips and cheeks, holding it firmly.
She smiled up at me. "This is just what you need, isn't it? Your big cock... deep in my throat. You make me so wet thinking about your cock all the time."
She was driving me crazy and I wasn't sure this was going to be enough for me. "I wanna fuck you," I moaned softly.
"I want that, too, big bro," she agreed. "You have no idea. But we can't... not now. Not with mom and dad downstairs. Right now I want you to get a nice big load for me in those balls. You're gonna put it nice and deep down my throat, aren't you? That's what we can do right now."
"Ohh," I moaned as she started kissing and licking all over my shaft as she continued stroking it.
"Yeah... I want all of your cum... get those balls nice and full, just for me." She slid the tip into her mouth and sucked, then lifted her mouth off and swirled her tongue around the head, around and around. "Oh, this is so fucking tasty. Your dick feels so good in my hand... and in my mouth."
She quickly slid my cock deep into her mouth, pushing until it was forced into her throat.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
I felt explosions of pleasure radiate from my cock. Her moaning and sucking were driving me abso-fucking-lutely crazy.
"I need your fucking cum," she moaned when she finally pulled her mouth off me. "I need all your fucking cum. I need you to squirt it deep down my throat."
She slid it deep inside her mouth again.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
This time when she rose off, she coughed and spit a little as if she'd almost gone too far this time. "You see how much I love choking on your cock? I can get it nice and slippery slobbering all over it." My cock was covered with her spit and she used it to stroke even better.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
God, she went down again, sliding it into her throat again. It was driving me insane to watch her and feel what she was doing to me.
"Mmmm," she said, pulling it from her mouth again. "Make it nice and sloppy for you. I'm just a cock-hungry slut for you."
I felt so incredible. The pleasure and pressure was rising so fast within me. My orgasm was overwhelming me quickly. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum," I moaned.
"That's it... that's it," she said, stroking my shaft faster, her eyes locked on me, begging me to cum for her. "Give me every fucking drop. Like that... like that... just give it to me."
Suddenly she slid me just inside her mouth again, her hand continuing to stroke as she licked and sucked nearer the head. It felt like my cock was just a straw for my balls.
"Ohhh! Ohhhh!" My orgasm burst quickly, sending spray after spray of my cum deep into her mouth. "God damn! Yes... oh my God." I couldn't believe how good she was at making me cum... and so fast.
"Mmhmmm... mmhmmm," she panted, swallowing as fast as she could as she felt my sticky goo filling her mouth again and again. When I stopped spraying so much, she pulled her mouth off me and stroked me, pulling my cum to the tip and licking and sucking it off, getting every single drop.
"Oh yessss!" she moaned, licking and sucking on the very tip. "Yesss! So much cum. And I want to suck every drop. You always give me a nice, big, fucking load."
"Oh my God," I moaned as I lay back on my bed to recover. "Oh fuck! That was so hot."
Emmanuelle finished licking my cock, then crawled up and kissed me. "Thanks, big bro." Then she bounced off the bed, put her shirt on, and slipped out my bedroom door.
I still couldn't believe this was happening. And tomorrow... another fantasy would be coming true. I was going to film my sister fucking another woman!
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Daddy's Sex Toy, Part 5
"Hey Perry," I said, answering the phone. It was Thursday morning. I'd just grabbed my briefcase and car keys and was headed out the door on my way to work when he called me.
"Kevin... hey... I'm in an early meeting with Paul." Paul Trent was the bank's CEO. "There's a ton of concern from the board about this network attack. I need to get in and ask Mathis some questions to get some answers on the questions they're asking. If we don't figure this out soon, the Feds are probably going to shut us down for a while."
"Shit," I mumbled.
"Yeah... exactly," Perry said. "I imagine you're on your way into the office, but I'd like you to go back home and login for me so you can create a supervisory account for me. Mathis is requiring that to answer my questions."
"To tell you the truth," I said, "I really don't want to do that. I'd rather talk to you about it when I get in. In person."
"I can understand that," Perry agreed, "but it's going to take you too long to get here and Paul is chomping at the bit. You know how impatient he can be. Tell you what, you know, if you'd like, you can just give me your password and I can use your account."
"You know I can't do that," I said, feeling uncomfortable. "That's a violation of security protocols."
"Yeah... you're right," he agreed, but was unconvinced that should stop me. "I understand that. And I applaud you maintaining security. But I'm just going in to ask Mathis some things. I'm not going to change anything. And Mathis won't answer unless I have supervisory access. You know me and you know you can trust me. You can even change your password when you get in.
"Perry... you know I can't do that," I said. I wish I knew if this really was Perry or not.
"Look," Perry said, starting to sound angry. "I've been in meeting since 5am this morning and I'm going to continue to be in meetings all day over this. Just do it. It needs to be done now. ASAP! I don't want to sound like your boss right now... but I'm your boss."
"Perry... I'll be there soon," I said, trying to remain calm. "I'll get you whatever you need, but I can't give you my password and I can't create a new account for you, at least not until I get into the office."
"Kevin..."
"Look, I'm in my car and I'm on my way," I said nervously. "I should be there in less than fifteen minutes at this point. It's pointless to go back home. It'll take me just as long to go into the bank." I lied a little, but he didn't need to know that.
"Create it," Perry said, sounding very angry. "Don't make me fire you and find someone else who'll do what needs to be done."
Suddenly the phone went dead. I felt scared and drained. If that really was Perry, I was going to have a lot of explaining to do.
*****
By the time I got into work, the parking lot was filling with everyone else on their way in. I threw my phone into the glove box, grabbed my briefcase, and headed directly to Perry's office. When I got there, he was sitting behind his desk, looking over some papers and drinking his coffee. He looked like he'd been there a while.
"Perry? Got a sec?" I asked as I knocked on his door.
"Hey Kevin. Come on in," Perry said, looking up and sighing. He sounded tired, too. "You know this network attack is really getting serious. Paul's nervous. The board's nervous."
"Yeah... um... that's part of why I came to see you."
"What? What's going on?" Perry looked at me, nervous and scared. "Tell me that it didn't get through Mathis."
"No... no," I said, shaking my head. "We're still good. Mathis is holding."
"Thank God."
"This is going to sound strange, but were you in a meeting with Paul this morning about this?"
"Yes," he said, nodding. "I talked to you on the phone. Remember? I know you're losing your mind over this, but geez. I've been in several. In fact, I have another meeting with him in thirty minutes. Why do you ask?"
I breathed a little sigh of relief, but my stomach was still rolling. I couldn't tell what was real and what was fake.
"Nothing," I said. "I'll get right on that account if you still need it. Or, if you want, we can go over it together."
"Together would be fine," he said and looked at me, concerned. "You look terrible. What's going on?"
I fell into the padded chair in front of his desk and for the next thirty minutes, while we got the answers he needed, told him about what we knew about Zoe's attack on the network and about her ability to impersonate people on the phone, email, and text. I mentioned about what she was doing to Mathis but left out any discussion of my program or plan. That needed to be a surprise to everyone.
"Shit! This is bad," was all he could say. "We'll need to tell Paul and the board what we're doing to stop this. We need some concrete steps by noon."
*****
I generated and gave the board the steps that we were taking to stop the attack, but it didn't sound like much. The bank was putting a whole lot of trust in Mathis. But I knew that Mathis was only delaying the inevitable.
I worked hard on my special program for the rest of the day and poured over the logs from the night before. Zoe was still relentless in her attacks and in her communication with Mathis. She was now tossing him logic bombs, trying to confuse him and break his programming, trying to exploit any crack that she could find. So far, though, he stood strong.
Her attack on Mathis was sounding like her attack on me... exploiting my weaknesses.
"I estimate at the rate of the attacks and the ability of each attack to closely select customer account passwords that it will have access to multiple accounts within seventy hours and sixteen minutes," Mathis responded when asked. "I estimate at the rate of the attacks and ability of each attack to closely select supervisory account passwords that it will have access within one hundred ten hours and forty two minutes."
Shit! By early next week, Zoe was going to break in and I had no idea how to stop her. Breaking into customer accounts would only give her minimal access... but a supervisory account. That would wipe us out. I prayed that I would finish my program in time.
Tired, I got home a little later than normal, about 7pm, and when I walked into the house, no one seemed to be around.
"Jules?" I called, but no one answered for what seemed like forever.
"We're up here, daddy!" Alexis said from upstairs. From the sounds of footsteps, it sounded like she'd come from my bedroom.
I set my briefcase down and walked up the stairs. Alexis was standing at the top, holding the railing, with a devious grin on her face. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand making me wonder what she was up to.
"Hi daddy," she said, with far less enthusiasm than normal, but she was smiling.
"Hey, baby. What's going on?" I asked as I stood on the last step before the second floor.
"Mom had a talk with me today," Alexis said and I started getting worried.
"About?"
"She came home early," Alexis said, sounding defensive. "Like, in the middle of the afternoon. I was in the backyard, tanning... without my suit on." Her voice suddenly changed as she anticipated me yelling at her and she was explaining why she did what she did. "But I didn't want to have tan lines... and I made sure no one was out."
"What happened? What'd she say?" I took the last step and stood beside her.
"She said 'what if your father saw you?'... as if you'd care," she said, mimicking her mom's voice. She came over and hugged me, pushing her body completely against mine. She was wearing a t-shirt and shorts and I could readily see that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her breasts bounced wonderfully beneath her loose shirt and felt incredible when she crushed them against me.
I was uncomfortable having her hug me so closely with her mother around and put my hands on her hips to push her back a bit. She lifted up and kissed me, but I turned my head after a second, trying to get her to stop. There was a strange taste on her lips, too... something familiar, but...
"Where's your mother now?" I asked nervously.
"She's in bed," Alexis said, almost giggling, "sleeping... really, really soundly."
I could tell from her voice that something was up. "Alexis? What did you do?"
"Oh... mom said she was tired, that she hadn't slept well for the past couple of days," she said. "And... I wanted to help her. She asked for some sleeping pills to knock her out and I gave her some. Maybe... one too many," she giggled.
"Sleeping pills?" I asked, confused. Our little girl drugged her mother? I pushed myself free and quickly went up to the bedroom to make sure Julie was ok. I opened the door and found her lying on the bed, on top of the covers. She was wearing her pajamas and robe, but they were open, her body exposed. Her pajama shorts were lying on the floor and Julie's legs were spread. Her pussy was wet as if... as if she'd been having sex. She was sound asleep, almost snoring lightly.
Alexis came in the room behind me and hugged me from behind, her hands winding around my body, one grabbing my crotch. "Don't worry about her, daddy. I was playing with her and made her feel really good, too."
"You were what?" I asked, grabbing Alexis' arms and turning toward her.
"I was making mommy feel good... to give her good dreams," Alexis giggled, playfully. "But now it's your turn. I know what you like... what you want... what you need."
"Look... Alexis," I said softly, as if my wife might hear us, pulling her hand from my crotch and walking over to the bed. "You're going too far. You can't do this to your mother. And we can't do this right now. She's right here!"
"But I know another part of you thinks we can," she said, her voice dripping pure seduction. She wasn't being quiet in the least.
"Are you crazy?" I asked, whispering forcefully, pointing to the bed in front of us. "She's right... here!"
"Relax, daddy," she smiled, making it sound like I was overreacting. "It's ok. It's fine. She'll be out for hours. She won't hear a thing. Trust me. If she didn't wake up from me licking her pussy, she won't wake up hearing us."
"Alexis...?" I asked, unable to form the words I needed to say. My mind was reeling. She scared me. "Why did you do this?"
Alexis turned me slightly and pushed me, making me fall back and sit on the side of the bed, then came up in front of me.
"It's fine... she'll be fine," she said. "She'll probably be so relaxed tomorrow that she'll be better than fine. So stop worrying. The important thing is that now we have more time to play."
She knelt down in front of me and started unfastening my pants.
"This... this in insane," I protested, but didn't stop her. I was confused and felt disoriented. I kept wondering if Zoe made her do this to Julie... and if so, what else was she capable of doing? Would she hurt us?
"Your cock is hard for me, daddy," Alexis giggled, stroking my shaft. "I want to hear you say that you want me... right here... right now."
She couldn't want this. Not right here in front of her sleeping mother. No. This was insane. But I helplessly relented. "God, yes, of course I want you. Ok? I admit it. It's just..."
She stood, leaned forward, and kissed me, passionately, her tongue sliding deep into my mouth, cutting me off. Then, as she moved to her knees in front of me, she unbuttoned my shirt and kissed my stomach. She finished unfastening my pants and opened them wide, pulling my cock out. In seconds she was stroking, kissing, and licking my cock while I watched, feeling helpless to stop her.
She smiled at me, kissing the underside of my cock. "You do like it, daddy. Even if you say otherwise." She sucked on the tip and moaned. "Daddy... I'm so horny," she whined. "I can't help it. Is it really that bad? Is it really that bad if I just, maybe, just sucked your cock a little bit? Huh? What's so wrong about that?"
I shook my head. I didn't know what to say or do. The pleasure she was giving me was intense. Her lips were wrapped around the head as she sucked softly, her tongue playing on the underside. She was driving me crazy with desire and need. The sounds of her suckling filled the room.
Suddenly, Alexis giggled, and rose off my cock to stroke me. "Don't you love how Mom's just laying behind you? Makes you wonder what she's going to dream about, doesn't it? Do you want to watch me play with her pussy?"
I shook my head. I couldn't believe we were doing this right in front of my sleeping wife. "You're so fucked up."
That made her smile. "That's just the way you like me, daddy! You know you can't say no to me." She continued to stroke, kiss, and lick my cock giving me intense pleasure. One of her hands dropped lower and started rolling my balls and squeezing them. "Don't lie, you love this. You can't stop wanting me. I won't let you."
"Oh!" I moaned as she sucked hard and then suddenly pulled my cock free, making a loud plopping noise. She repeated it a few times, making me nervous as I wondered if that sound would wake Julie.
"Don't you want to spoil me?" she giggled. "I want to suck your cock. And I want you to fuck me. I want to make you cum, daddy. I love my daddy's cock. You like that? You like my mouth on your cock?"
"Oh yes... oh my God, you're so good at that." It had been less than a week that we'd been having sex and she was an expert at sucking on me already. She knew just what I liked.
Barely taking my cock from her mouth, she took her shirt and bra off and tossed them aside, baring her wonderful breasts to me.
Suddenly needing more, I grabbed her and stood, pulling her with me. I switched places with her, sitting her on the bed and pushing her back until her head was laying on my wife's stomach. She could simply reach out and touch her at will.
I regretted it almost instantly. "Oh my God... this is so fucked up."
She giggled. "You're just as bad as I am, so shut up and fuck me, daddy."
I grabbed her shorts and panties and pulled them down and off her legs, pulling her hips into the air and suddenly letting her drop to the bed when her shorts passed her waist, getting her completely naked.
"Are you going to fuck me daddy?" she asked as she sat up. She grabbed my tie, shirt, and undershirt and helped me take them all off, throwing them aside.
I grunted a 'yes' as I pushed her back onto the bed again and grabbed her legs, hooking my arms underneath them and lifting them in the air. She looked up at me as she slid her hand between her legs, using her fingers to slide over then pry open her pussy. It was so wet and pink. My mouth watered just looking at it.
"Look at my little pussy... your little girl's pussy," she commanded. "Is it really that naughty to fuck me?"
I lined my cock up with her hole and pushed, thrusting into her while she giggled. Her legs draped over my arms, my elbows behind her knees as I started fucking her. Her head was laying against Julie's prone body and she kept bumping into her as I thrust again and again.
"Oh, daddy, that's so good," she hissed, looking up at me. "Fuck."
I shook my head. I couldn't believe she felt so good. I couldn't believe I was actually doing this... in my own bedroom, in my own bed, practically on my sleeping wife. "God your pussy feels so good."
"Daddy... you're so big," she moaned. "I love feeling you slide in and out of me like that. Oh fuck! Yes. Does that feel good, daddy? Do you like your little girl's pussy?"
Alexis reached down and started playing with her own clit as my cock slid in and out of her. Then her other hand grabbed her breast, squeezing it, and playing with her hard nipple, giving me a wonderful view.
"Oh, that's so nice to watch, baby," I hissed. "I love to watch you touch yourself like that."
I fucked her for a few minutes, Alexis watching me as she continued touching herself, both pleasuring and teasing herself and me. Then she suddenly pulled her hands away.
"I need you in my mouth, daddy," she panted.
I pulled out of her and let her legs go. As I took a step back from the bed, she quickly slid off the side, to her knees, her face inches from my hard cock. She grabbed it with both hands and slid it into her mouth, sucking on me. God, it felt so good. When I grabbed her head, she dropped her hands, letting me take control. I pushed her head down on me, taking my entire length into her mouth, choking her on my shaft.
"Yeah... oh shit," I moaned. "Oh, right there."
When I let go, she pulled her head back, letting my cock fall from her mouth. "Fuck yes," she smiled, coughing and sputtering. She stroked my spit-covered cock with her hands for a moment, looking at it in wonder and with desire.
I pulled her head towards me again, easily pushing my cock between her lips again. She dropped her hands again as I thrust my cock deep into her mouth again and she moaned in delight. I grunted as I fucked her face roughly for a moment. She seemed to struggle as she sucked on me, struggling to suck and breathe as long as she could. I drove in and out of her mouth, listening to her gagging and swallowing it over and over.
"GLUG GLUG GLUG", she gagged, without even using her hands to stop me. It was exactly what she wanted. When I pulled my cock free, she coughed a moment, then giggled. "Oh my God! I really love that, daddy! Fuck!"
"God, baby, you're such a good girl." I reached down and helped her stand and I moved towards the bed. I lay back on the bed beside Julie as Alexis crawled up onto it. She sat on my legs then moved higher, straddling me and guiding my cock into her pussy. Her hips moved slowly, forward and back, fucking me.
"Do you like it slow like this?" she asked, looking down at me.
"God, it feels good, baby," I moaned.
She closed her eyes and grabbed her tits, squeezing them, playing with her nipples as her hips slowly moved my cock in and out. "God, your cock is so good. Oh daddy! Yes! Yes! Do you like it when I ride you nice and slow like this? Oh fuck, I'm a good girl, huh?"
I reached up and grabbed her tits, replacing her hands. I pinched her nipples between my fingers and tugged on them, harder than she had, and it made her moan loudly, her eyes opening wide, her mouth curling in a huge smile.
"Oh! Oh! Oh my God!" she moaned, her hips moving a little faster.
"Oh yeah, baby," I panted, enjoying how her pussy was squeezing my shaft, how her hips moved so perfectly for me, making me feel so many pleasures. "Fuck!"
"Daddy, your cock's so hard!" she panted, looking down at me. "Tell me, daddy. Tell me you love my pussy. Tell me you like how I fuck you."
"God, baby, I love how you fuck me," I moaned.
"Yeah, daddy"," she giggled, moving her hips rapidly. "I'm your good girl. I love my daddy's cock."
I grunted and grabbed her hips, moving her off me. Her pussy was nice and all, but I wanted something different again. I wanted her ass. She sat beside me on the bed as I sat up and moved off the edge of the bed.
"What do you want to do to me now, daddy?" she giggled as she fell back on the bed. "You can do anything you want to me. How do you want me?"
I grabbed her and flipped her over as she giggled and yelled, enjoying being manhandled, enjoying being taken by force.
"Do you want my ass again, daddy?" she giggled, looking over her shoulder at me and wiggled her butt. "Tell me. Tell me you want to fuck my ass, daddy."
I nodded. Just seeing her ass and hearing her voice was driving me crazy with lust. "I want to fuck your ass, baby."
"Yeah?" she giggled, biting the tip of her finger, trying to look so innocent.
"Yeah... Get on your knees," I said, grabbing her hips and moving her into position. I pushed down on her upper back, forcing her face and chest to the bed, leaving her ass pushed high in the air. "Stay right there... just like that."
I licked my thumb and circled her asshole with it, then pushed it in, just to the first knuckle. She writhed beneath me.



"Oh my God daddy," she panted, closing her eyes. "Take my asshole again."
"Oh, I will, baby." I walked over to my nightstand and opened the drawer. I pulled out a bottle of lube then took the three steps back to get right back into place. I opened the cap and dripped the liquid into the crack of her ass, letting it run down over her butthole. Then I used my thumb to circle it and press inside again.
"Oh daddy, that feels good," she said softly. "I like that now. It feels so tight... so tight."
"You want me to fuck you there again, baby?" I asked softly, sliding my thumb in deeper.
"Yeah... oh my God... that's what I want." She was panting harder as my thumb pressed in deep, then started fingering her asshole. "I'm so ready for you, daddy. I'm so fucking ready."
"Just relax, baby." I used my thumb to finger her for a moment more, then covered my index and middle finger in the lube and pressed them into her.
"Go slow daddy... go nice and slow," she gasped, her body shaking at the different sensation. She might be ready for me, but she still wasn't used to this. I slid my two fingers in as far as I could, then backed them out, fingering her several times, feeling her body get used to the width. She was hissing with each breath. "Oh my God, daddy."
"I'll take it nice and slow," I promised as I pulled my fingers out and pressed my cock against her sphincter.
"Just a little bit at first. Ok?" she begged.
"Yeah, baby." I lined my cock up to her butthole and pushed. It took a second as my cock kept sliding away because of all the lube. But the head suddenly popped inside, making her gasp and groan.
"Oh! Oh! Please... go slow, daddy," she panted as I started sliding in and out of her, trying to slide deeper with every thrust. "Oh. You feel so much bigger in my ass. Oh my God! I can't believe I did it again. Fuck you're so deep!" She seemed so proud of herself. "It was a lot easier this time."
"Oh!" I moaned, feeling her bowels squeeze my cock so firmly. "There you go! Yes... oh yes! Baby, your ass feels so... fucking... good."
"Oh, daddy! You're fucking my ass again!" she panted excitedly, almost surprised, as I started thrusting a little faster, letting my hips slam into her ass cheeks a little. "It feels so good!"
"Maybe mommy could learn a thing or two. Do you want to fuck her ass while she's sleeping, daddy?" She looked back at me over her shoulder and giggled, her eyes gleaming with her mischievous idea.
"Don't even think about it, baby," I said sternly. There was no way I was going to fuck my wife while she was passed out.
Alexis reached out towards her mom and grabbed her breast, squeezing and teasing her nipple. I heard Julie moan in her sleep, but not move a muscle.
"Her titties are so small... but her nipples are really sensitive," Alexis said, tugging on Julie's nipple.
Julie moaned a little more loudly and it freaked me out.
"Alexis! Stop it!" I growled.
"Aww," Alexis giggled playfully, pulling her hand away and acting disappointed. I felt her hand reaching between her legs, her fingers playing with her pussy. "My God, my pussy's so wet. Oh, that feels so amazing, daddy!"
"Oh yes... oh," I moaned, grabbing her hips more firmly to really fuck her. There was just something about being angry at her that changed things in me. I reached down and grabbed her hair with one hand and pulled her head back, making her arch her back even more as my hips slammed into her ass.
She groaned loudly. "Yes! Pull my hair... take out all your frustrations on me... all your desires. Oh yeah. Oh God. Give me that cock."
"Oh shit," I moaned, feeling my orgasm rapidly approaching. It felt so good to slam into her like this, control her like this. I felt so free to use her as I wanted.
"Daddy, you're so deep... so... fucking... deep!" she moaned. "Cum in my ass, daddy! Oh! Oh! Yes, cum for me!"
"Yeah, baby," I panted. "Daddy's gonna cum real soon. Deep inside you."
"God, daddy! Do it! Do it! My ass is yours daddy. Oh my God... oh my God," she panted as I thrust into her harder. It felt incredible. "Ok... cum in my ass, daddy! Yeah! Your cock feels so fucking good!"
"Oh fucking shit!" I yelled, then grunted, as I grabbed her hips harder and thrust as deep as I could into her, holding it inside her. I felt my body boiling over, my balls bursting. "Fuck baby! Uhhh! Uhhh! Uhhh!" With each grunt I sent loads of cum jetting deep into her bowels.
"Daddy... ohhhhhhh... empty your balls in me. Oh my God... your cum feels so warm," she moaned, closing her eyes to feel every sensation. "I feel it. Oh God... I feel it filling me."
I just stood there, panting. I couldn't believe we did that with my wife lying next to us... right there. She was unconscious, but there was no telling how much she heard or would remember.
I pulled out of my daughter, my cock wet with lube and cum. Alexis moved to lie down next to my wife and tapped the bed, urging me to join her. I lay on the outside edge with Alexis in the middle and we hugged tightly, our bodies molding together as we panted softly. She turned her face towards me and we kissed, gently now, tenderly and lovingly.
"I want to make you happy, daddy," she said softly, nuzzling her lips into my neck and kissing me. "Everything is yours. I'm your dirty little girl... your naughty Princess. Anything you want... any time you want. I'm yours today... tomorrow... and the next day... and the day after that. 'Cause I love having daddy's load inside of me."
*****
I checked on Julie once Alexis went back to her bedroom, reset Julie's clothing and tucked her into bed. She was sleeping very soundly, but seemed to be ok otherwise.
After I got cleaned up and ate, I sat back down at my computer and started working on my program again. I had a couple of hours before I had to go to sleep, but I had to get it done. Once I reached a point where it was finally ready for testing, I grabbed an old stand-alone computer, setting up a sandbox, where I could test it without impacting anything else.
The quick tests I ran were successful, which took a huge burden off my shoulders. This actually might work. I knew that no matter what I did, I wasn't going to be able to stop Zoe from breaking into the bank. I couldn't use virus protection to stop her because she was too good at hiding. I'd always wonder if she was hiding somewhere, just waiting. So simply eradicating the virus part of her wasn't going to work. I had to go on the offensive. I had to be the hunter. If I couldn't kill the virus application side of her, I'd have to go for the brain... the place with which every viral instance had to communicate.
When I thought it was good enough, I logged into the bank and uploaded it. I connected to Mathis and had him finish the installation so that it would automatically run on all of the banks servers and computers. I asked him to set up the virus checking application to ignore it. Then I started it on one of the servers.
"I detect that the new program is operating strangely, modifying existing programs," Mathis responded. "There is a ninety-nine percent chance that the new software is a virus. Would you like to enable virus checking and eradication on it?"
"No," I simply typed. I was banking on the fact that since my virus had a very particular job and otherwise didn't harm anything, that it would go unnoticed on most systems. Not getting flagged, almost all virus-checking software would ignore it. It would spread everywhere, eventually, leaving Zoe no place to hide.
And now... the fight was on. "Are you ready to rumble?" I heard a voice yell in the back of my head as I imagined two cage fighters start to approach each other, the crowd roaring behind them.
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Daddy's Sex Toy, Part 6
When I woke Friday morning, I slipped into the bathroom and jumped into the shower. I felt like maybe... just maybe... everything was going to work out after all. If nothing else, I did all I could to stop Zoe. While washing my hair, I heard the faucet running in the bathroom sink and then the sound of an electric toothbrush.
"Julie?" I asked.
"Yeah, hun?"
"How are you feeling this morning? You were really out of it last night," I yelled over the sound of the splashing water.
"I have to say... I feel really good. I slept really, really well," she said, sounding extremely happy for a change. "I needed that. I feel so refreshed this morning."
"Good!" I said, feeling relieved. Although Alexis drugged her, things still seemed to work out ok.
Suddenly, he felt cold air pour into the shower as she opened the shower curtain and slipped her head in. "How's work going?" she asked. "You seem pretty busy lately."
"Yeah... there's a pretty bad problem at work," I admitted, my eyes still closed, my hands scrubbing my head. "I'm trying to stop some kind of network attack. It's serious."
"It sounds serious."
"Yeah... it really is," I nodded, peeking through one half-open, suds-free eye. "The federal government may get involved. But, hopefully, I have a fix. We'll see."
While rinsing the suds out of my hair, I closed my eyes again and leaned my head back into the spray of water. I suddenly felt her reach out and touch my cock. "Need a little stress relief?" she giggled. "I, uh... I'd be happy to... you know..."
I jumped a bit, shocked, and opened my eyes. She hadn't touched me like that in years, at least that's how it seemed. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft and slowly stroked me, using the shampoo suds as lubricant.
"Maybe I can join you in the shower," she said seductively.
"I need to get into the office. I... um... raincheck?" I asked. I didn't know what to think. She'd never been one to be so... openly sexual... and aggressive. Was it because she had such a good sleep? Was it something to do with what Alexis did to her while she was sleeping? Was it something to do with Zoe? The latter scared me.
She seemed disappointed. "Sure," she smiled. "Tonight?" She winked, teasingly.
I nodded, still feeling uncertain, but it would be nice to be with my wife like that again. I would love to feel her body against me again. "Yeah. That'll be really great, hun."
"I'll let you finish up, then," she said. "I have to work until 7pm or so tonight, but I won't be late."
"Ok. I should be home before that, unless something else happens at the bank."
*****
Confused and aroused, I drove into work, getting there quickly. Traffic seemed to be pretty light today. I started communicating with Mathis first thing, trying to see the state of my program and trying to see whatever else I could do to stop Zoe. I felt so helpless, not knowing if my program was going to work. As created, it didn't leave any real indication that it was even running in order to stay hidden as much as possible. So I was a bit frustrated... wondering.
For the rest of the morning, I coordinated efforts with my team and answered questions from Paul and the board. They were preparing to shut down the system soon. Everything was pointing to us shutting down, disconnecting from the outside world, wiping out everything, and then restoring from a backup.
I knew Zoe would just attack again, this time she would have actual knowledge of account passwords and would slip in undetected, but it was their final decision.
It was just after lunch when I got a call on my office phone... from Zoe.
"Hello Kevin," the sexy female voice said.
"Zoe?" I was shocked. She somehow got a hold of the company phone list and had found me. "How did you get my number?"
"You'd be surprised on what can be found on the web, Kevin," she said. It was so shocking how lifelike she sounded.
I hung up the phone, scared. I didn't want to interact with her. I certainly didn't want to give in to her demands.
But the phone rang again. And when I didn't answer, it rang again. On the third call, I finally answered, realizing that she was a program. She could try all day long.
"You need to talk to me, Kevin," she said. Her sensual voice sounded slightly threatening now. "It has been one week. It is important that you now create the supervisory account for me. Now that you know that I fully control your daughter, I'd think you'd be even more motivated to help me. But, I understand human behavior, especially the male of your species, and your desire to protect things. So I have added another incentive for you."
"Another incentive?" I asked. Suddenly there was a knock on my open office door. When I looked up, Carol, my secretary, was leaning inside, holding onto the door frame for balance.
"There are two young women to see you," she said, looking a little surprised and suspicious. "Some sort of candy-gram by the looks of it. Is it... is it your birthday or something?"
I shook my head, confused myself. "No... my birthday's in December."
"Do you want me to send them in?"
"You will want to see them," Zoe said through the phone I realized I was still holding to my head.
I was confused. What in the hell was going on? What was Zoe orchestrating now?
"Yeah," I nodded. "Send them in."
As Carol turned and left my office, two young women entered. I barely recognized them at first. They were both wearing purple wigs and their faces were covered by a surgical mask, obscuring their identity. Carol looked at me as if telling me she was right outside if I needed anything. I nodded to her, still confused, and she closed the door behind them, leaving us alone. They walked in front of my desk, smiling broadly.
"Kevin," Zoe said into my ear, "I'll sweeten our deal this one last time. I am interested to see if humans respond more easily to rewards than to punishment. You can have both of these young women for your pleasure. All you have to do is create the supervisory account."
"Hi daddy," one of them said and it took me a second. She really looked different in the wig and mask, but I finally recognized it was Alexis. "I have something for you," she giggled as she took her mask off. Alexis took the other woman into her arms, took off her mask, and the two kissed passionately, tongues sliding together, probing deep into one mouth, then the other, looking at me as they did. They were doing it for my pleasure as much as their own. Watching them aroused me... as much as it confused me.
"Does that feel good?" Alexis asked her friend.
"Mmhmm... I like it when you play with my hair," the other said.
They both faced me, as Alexis introduced her friend. "Daddy, this is Madison Cameron... she just turned 18 today," Alexis smiled. As she bent in and kissed the new girl, Alexis slid her hand over her chest, grabbing her breast through her little, button-down shirt.
"Cameron?" I asked. "As in Perry Cameron's daughter? My boss' daughter?" Zoe had somehow got my boss' daughter, too? What in the hell was happening here?
"Here... let me get this off you," Alexis said as she unbuttoned Madison's top then bent over and started licking and sucking on her A-cup breasts. "Mmmm... she's got nice little titties, daddy. And she tastes like strawberries." Madison pulled off Alexis' wig, then her own, tossing them aside.
"Holy shit!" I said, shocked. "What the hell is going on, Alexis?"
Alexis looked at me and smiled, even as her fingers teased Madison's nipples. "She's a present for you, daddy. She likes to play with Zoe, too. If you go along with this, I bet it'll be the best time of your life."
"Zoe?" I asked. How did Zoe have so much control over people? "Is she hypnotized? What in the hell's going on?"
Alexis ignored me and knelt on the floor, her hands going to the back of Madison's skirt. "Let's get this off you, too." She unfastened and slid both her skirt and panties to the floor.
"How the hell do you two even know each other?" I asked in shock. They'd never known each other before... how did they even meet?
"We've started a very... special... relationship in the past couple of days," Alexis said.
Madison quickly continued the thought. "And we want you to fulfill all of our needs."
"We want you to be a part of this," Alexis continued. "I bet you've never been with two, hot, young girls before."
Madison was practically begging. "I really want this, daddy."
I looked at them, stunned, shaking my head slowly. No... this was going too far. If Perry found out about this, I'd be murdered and fired, in that order. "I... I can't do this. Please Alexis..."
Alexis slowly extended her tongue and licked Madison's upper thigh and flicked it across her downy pussy. "I promise you'll have the best time," she giggled. Alexis stood and put her hands out to the side. "Madison, take off my top."
As Madison grabbed the bottom of Alexis' spaghetti-strapped shirt and lifted it, I tried to stop this again. "No, baby... come on... not... not here."
Alexis grabbed her own C-cup breasts and squeezed them, tugging on her nipples. "You want to suck on my big titties?"
"Yes!" Madison giggled, slipping her lips around the offered teat.
"Kiss them... yeah," Alexis moaned as the younger woman suckled, "just like that. Now lick... Mmm... that feels so nice. Suck on them."
Madison was really enjoying Alexis' breasts, sucking and licking them like they were all for her. "Baby... we can't do this here," I said, trying one last time to convince them that this was not the time or the place. But Alexis would not be dissuaded.
"Take off my skirt... and my panties," Alexis commanded her friend. Madison knelt on the floor and pulled Alexis' skirt and panties down, her fingertips lingering on her pussy, teasing her clit.
"Madison," I said trying to convince her instead of Alexis, "you don't have to do this. Do you... do you want this?"
She nodded vigorously. "Yes daddy!" she beamed.
Alexis took Madison's hands and helped her stand, then led her around my desk. She turned and sat Madison on my lap, her back against me, adjusting her position so that her legs were open as she leaned back into my left arm.
"Daddy," Alexis said. "It's rude to leave her yearning for you like this." She grabbed Madison's legs and spread them further, encouraging me to help hold them open. She bent in, putting her face close to Madison's pussy and slid her fingers over her bush and through her lips. "You want this young... wet... tight... pretty pussy, don't you daddy? Doesn't she have the prettiest pussy?"
"Wow," I said, looking around Madison's naked body as my daughter played with her pussy. I realized that if both girls wanted this, then who was I to deny them. If nothing else, I was preventing a scene that would go badly for everyone. If they stormed out of my office naked... things would go very badly. "It really is a nice pussy. What are you going to do to it?"
"I love teasing her... I love licking my fingers and rubbing her clit." I watched her slowly lick two fingers before she slid them over Madison's swollen clit, circling over it and pinching it between them. Madison gasped as her body writhed in my lap. My cock was getting hard below her, poking into her ass cheek and thigh.
"Look at how wet she is," Alexis moaned, spreading her fingers to show Madison's slimy fluids between them. "And so pink." She slid one finger into her pussy, making Madison moan softly.
"Here's one for my lovely slut," Alexis giggled, slowly sliding her finger in and out of Madison's wetness. "She's so warm and tight, daddy. So tight! You'll love feeling her squeeze your cock. Want me to use two fingers, Madison?"
Madison moaned and nodded quickly. "Oh geez... yes!"
"Two for my lovely slut," Alexis giggled again, sliding her index and middle finger into her friend. She slowly moved them in and out, twisting her wrist with each thrust. "Yes... such a nice, wet pussy. Daddy, you can grab her titties while I fuck her with my fingers."
I licked my lips then brought my hands up to her breasts. Her nipples were rock-hard points on her little A-cup breasts. They were stacked like stones on stones, making them easy to grab and roll. Madison's hands went to mine, helping me, showing me what she wanted, and making sure I didn't pinch too hard. Her nipples were extremely sensitive.
"You'll love those big, strong hands," Alexis said. "You're such a good daddy. And she's so wet."
"Mmm... yes," Madison moaned as Alexis and I teased her so well. "Oh, that feels good."
Alexis pulled her fingers free and lifted her hand to my face, offering them to me. "Here," she said and slid her wet fingers over my lips before pushing them into my mouth.
"Taste that, daddy. Isn't she so sweet?"
I licked and sucked on her wet fingers, tasting Madison's honey. "Mmm... she's delicious, baby."
"I want to taste her," Alexis moaned. "Can I taste her daddy?"
"You really want this Madison?" I asked, feeling a little guilty still since she technically wasn't doing this by choice. "I mean... you can stop this right now if you want to."
"Yes daddy, yes!" Madison moaned loudly. "I want it! I want so much more!"
"Beg for my tongue, slut," Alexis commanded.
"Please... please give me your tongue," Madison plead, smiling brightly in anticipation. "I'll be a good girl. I promise."
Alexis giggled, then leaned down and licked Madison's pussy.
"Oh my gosh!" Madison groaned, feeling so much pleasure, but unable to cuss. She writhed in my lap, obviously enjoying Alexis' tongue.
"Mmm... you taste delicious. It's so good that you're 18 now and we can do this," Alexis giggled, burying her tongue deep inside her.
"Oh... that feels so good," Madison moaned. "Oh my gosh!"
Alexis licked Madison for another minute, then stood and pulled her off my lap. "Why don't we get down to business." Alexis leaned down and kissed me, then Madison did the same, each standing beside my chair.
"Wow... I can't believe this," Madison said. "This is so hot. This is the best present ever."
As Madison continued kissing me, Alexis dropped to her knees and started unfastening my pants. I lifted my hips in the air to help, and as she pulled them down, Madison began taking off my tie and unbuttoning my shirt.
"Ooh... look how hard his cock is," Alexis moaned as she started stroking me. I was already at full staff from just watching them tease me. "See how big his balls are for us, too? So full of his yummy cum. Just waiting for us."
"Wow!" Madison moaned, looking down, watching Alexis work. Alexis definitely knew how to stroke me just right.
"Birthday girl gets the first taste," Alexis said, holding my cock up in offering.
Madison dropped to her knees beside Alexis and took my cock in her hand. "Oh... it's so big," she whispered.
"I want you... to worship... that nice, thick cock," Alexis said. "I want you to stick your mouth on it before you stick it in your pussy. You have to get it nice and wet."
"Mmm," Madison moaned as her lips covered my cock and she slid it deep inside her mouth.
"Isn't it good?" Alexis asked her, kissing her head.
Madison wouldn't even pull me from her hot, wet mouth. "Mmhmm," she moaned, my cock deep inside.
Alexis rose on her knees and started stroking my bare chest. "I bet you can't wait to have that young, tight, little pussy on your cock, daddy," she said, teasing me as she flicked her fingers across my nipple.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned. Madison's mouth felt different... more inexperienced... yet more eager to please somehow. And she looked so beautiful with her lips stretched around my shaft. Both Alexis and I watched her work my cock over.
"Isn't she such a slut?" Alexis moaned. "She'll do anything you want her to." She stroked Madison's head, running her fingers through the younger woman's hair. "There you go... up and down... up and down."
Madison looked up, her big, blue eyes shining with excitement as she stroked me. "Do you like it when I suck your cock, daddy?"
I nodded. "Yeah... you're such a good girl."
She smiled, enjoying the compliment. "Does that feel good?"
I nodded. "Yeah. Damn, it's so hot to see my big fucking dick in your mouth. Oh my God."
Alexis dropped to the floor and took my cock from Madison, sliding it deep into her own mouth. She just couldn't help herself any longer. Madison stood and kissed me, then we both watched Alexis suck on me.
"Oh... shit... this is so fucking hot," Madison whispered.
"Mmhmm," Alexis moaned, looking up at us. Then she started pushing my cock deeper and deeper into her mouth, until her lips were touching my pubic hair.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
The sounds of her gagging on me and the feeling of her throat closing on my shaft were almost too much. "Yeah... choke on it," I groaned.
She pulled my spit-covered cock free, gagging and coughing as she smiled up at both of us. She held it in offering to Madison once more. "Here. I want you to get on his dick and ride it like a good little girl."
Madison kicked her leg over to sit in my lap, straddling my legs while Alexis slid the head of my cock back and forth across her pussy.
"Wow," Madison moaned.
"Yeah... let me line it up for you," Alexis said, sliding the head just into the entrance of her pussy. "She's going to be so tight, daddy. Now... sit on it, Madison... just like we talked about."
Madison pushed down, pushing my cock into her warm, tight pussy. She was definitely tight. Her pussy squeezed my cock, making it difficult to push it in.
"Mmhmm... sit on it," Alexis said, letting go as my cock disappeared into her new friend. "Just like that. Is it big?"
"Yeah..." Madison panted. "It's really... big! But it feels... really... good."
"That's a good little slut," Alexis said, squeezing Madison's ass cheek as it moved just a little up and down.
"Oh, fuck! Your pussy feels so good," I moaned. She had probably the tightest pussy I'd ever fucked. It was going to feel so good to stretch her out.
"Keep going, up and down, just like that," Alexis cheered. She stood and grabbed Madison's tits from behind, squeezing them, then teasing her nipples. "You like when your nipples are played with, don't you?"
"Yeah," Madison panted. Having her first real cock inside her, she was quickly rising to her orgasm.
"It's one of your favorite things," Alexis moaned, kissing Madison's shoulder. "Yeah... just keep riding that cock."
"Oh my gosh, it's so... so deep!" Madison moaned loudly. I prayed that my secretary, Carol, couldn't hear us through the closed door. I don't think I could explain this one away if she walked in right now.
"Yes! Ride that cock all the way," Alexis cheered, pinching Madison's nipples. "I want to see him stretch your pussy out. I like watching your pussy get filled."
"Oh yeah," I hissed. "It's filled all right. She's so fucking tight!" I held onto Madison's hips, helping her slowly rise and fall on my cock. Her body was shaking in pleasure and pain, every exhale a moan of satisfaction.
"Very nice, slut," Alexis moaned in Madison's ear. "Why don't you let me have a try?"
Madison moved slowly, lifting up to slide my cock out of her. As soon as she moved off my lap, though, Alexis moved in, quickly guiding my cock into her pussy. She was tight, too, but no where near as tight as Madison.
"Yeah, take my beautiful new friend," Madison said, hugging me, kissing my cheek.
Alexis was moving fast, sliding my cock in and out and grinding her clit into me. "Fuck... yes!"
"Oh my God... take her pretty pussy," Madison moaned. "It's so hot to watch her ride you."
"Oh! Fuck!" Alexis was moving her hips rapidly, her panting moans showing us that she was obviously close to her orgasm. She closed her eyes and looked up at the ceiling, her body flushing as her orgasm started to wash over her body.



"Make her cum, daddy!" Madison cheered. "Give it to her!"
"Oh fuck!" Alexis moaned. "Yes! Yes! I'm cumming on your cock, daddyyyyy! Fuuuuuuuck!"
Suddenly her body jerked and shook as her pussy gushed all over my cock, thighs, and abdomen. She grabbed my shoulders tightly, trying to keep from falling off my lap. I grabbed her hips trying to control her movements, trying to prolong her orgasm.
As Alexis calmed down, she slid off my lap, leaving my rock hard cock wet with her cum. I stood and grabbed Madison making her face the desk and then pushed her upper body down, bending her over the desk. I pushed my chair out of the way and grabbed Madison's hips, lifting her fully onto the flat surface and to the level I wanted her. This made her feet come off the floor an inch or two.
"Yeah," Alexis cheered as she watched us. "Tell her what a little slut she is, daddy. Tell her how much you want to bend her over and fuck her." Alexis grabbed Madison's leg and lifted it to the side, setting it on the desktop, spreading her wide open. "Oh, look how swollen her pussy is!" she said, sliding her hand up and over her pussy and inner thigh. Alexis grabbed my shaft to help guide me into Madison's pussy.
"Fuck! I need that tight, little pussy again," I hissed, letting Alexis line my cock up with her pussy as I slowly pushed forward. Madison gasped loudly as I penetrated her again.
"Yeah... fuck her daddy. Fuck her!" Alexis cheered. She moved behind me and wrapped her arms around my body, molding her hips into my ass. Her body moved with every thrust as if she were thrusting too. "Does that feel really good daddy?"
"Oh... oh," I moaned, panting in my excitement. "Yeah... her pussy is so good."
"Can you imagine being a daddy to both of us?" Alexis purred. "Making her moan like that every day?"
"Oh fuck!" I hissed. I envisioned it... having sex with both of them all the time... two pussies to eat and fuck... two asses to eat and fuck... two mouths to deepthroat my cock again and again. Fuck, that was sounding pretty damn good!
"Oh... oh geez," Madison wailed loudly as I slid my cock in and out of her pussy. "Oh, you're gonna make me cum."
"Give it to her, daddy," Alexis cheered, trying to get me to fuck her even harder. "I want to hear your balls slap into her pussy. Fuck her daddy. Fuck her hard!"
"Oh! Oh! Oh geez! My pussy feels so good!" Madison was moaning loudly as my hips kept slamming into her ass, again and again, driving my cock deep inside her.
"She deserves the best dick ever, daddy," Alexis cheered, walking over to the side of the desk to grab Madison's flailing arms and kiss her.
"Yes! Yes!" Madison panted, every exhale turning into a moaning hiss.
"Cum now," Alexis told her. "Do it! Do it!"
"Ohhhhh my geeeeez," Madison wailed, her mouth opening wide, her eyes rolling back in her head, her body writhing helplessly on my desktop as she came on my cock. Alexis giggled as she stroked her head, arms, and torso, encouraging her to just let it all go.
I was panting as I pulled my cock from her, her juices dripping from me. Madison fell to her knees between me and the desk in a heap of weak flesh. She was still shaking as she leaned against the desk drawers.
"Oh geez... oh geez," she said again and again, her hands going to her pussy, squeezing it to prolong the pleasure.
Alexis went to her knees in front of me, too, but her attention was fully on my dripping-wet cock. "This is such a good view," she smiled up at me as I grabbed my shaft and started stroking. I was the only one who hadn't cum and I was definitely ready for it. "Tell us how much you enjoy fucking both our pussies."
"Fuck, it's so good," I panted. "You both feel so good on my cock."
"You want to keep fucking us? Huh?" Alexis giggled. "Every... fucking... day? So many holes to choose from, daddy. Madison, tell him how badly you want his cum."
Madison, somewhat recovered, turned and crawled forward beside Alexis. Both of the young women were on their knees in front of me, their faces right at the level of my cock, their faces upturned and smiling, wanting and waiting for my release.
"Oh, daddy, I want your cum!" Madison giggled excitedly. "Please give it to me! I want it so bad! I've been such a good girl. Please!"
Her young smile and her begging like that was all it took. "Oh fuck! Shit! I'm cumming!" I felt my orgasm roaring inside me. My hand moved quickly up and down my shaft, squeezing and twisting it perfectly and knowingly.
Alexis was excited as well and moved forward to match Madison, opening her mouth wide to accept my load. "Oh, that's it daddy. Yes! Yes!"
I started cumming, with the first splash hitting Alexis square on the nose, then I turned towards Madison before the next spray ejected and hit her on the chin. The next one's I tried to divide evenly between them, before it simply started dripping out. Alexis grabbed my cock and squeezed, moving her hand up from the base, squeezing every last drop from me.
"Wow... look at that," Alexis said as more came out the tip, dripping into her mouth.
Alexis quickly kissed Madison, licking and sucking the cum from Madison's face, and then spit it into her mouth. Madison returned the favor and I watched as they swapped my cum between them, trying not to lose a single drop.
"Oh, that tastes good," Madison giggled. "Daddy's cum is soooo good!"
Alexis giggled. "You're such a quick learner. Now, lick it off his cock. We have to clean him up." As Alexis held my deflating cock, both girls licked up the shaft, cleaning it.
"You're both such good girls," I said, shaking my head, still not believing that this was happening to me. Damn! I just fucked two young women in my office! I never thought that would ever happen.
"Thank you, daddy," Madison giggled.
"You two have to get out of here, though," I said, taking a step back and grabbing my clothes. "We've been in here too long." As I watched the girls dress, I was wondering how in the hell I was going to explain this to anyone who would ask. I knew Carol for sure would wonder what the girls came in for... and then wonder what we did because they were here so long.
I wasn't sure the whole candy-gram thing would work. I was hoping a half-truth would suffice.
As the girls left, giggling still, back in their hastily donned wigs and face masks, Carol popped her head into my office. "What was that all about?" she asked.
I was sitting behind my desk, rearranging my files and keyboard. I'd already realized the room smelled like sex, so I opened my office window, the hot air sliding in. "Oh, that was my daughter and her friend. It's her friend's birthday today and we talked about what they could go do. I was just looking up things on the internet and giving them some ideas."
Carol sniffed the air for a second, wondering what she smelled without giving away what she was doing. "Are you... cold or something?" she asked, seeing the window open.
"Yeah... I was," I lied. "I just thought it would be nice to get some fresh air, too."
Carol nodded, the look on her face hiding what she might be thinking. But she turned and walked back to her desk. I put my head in my hands for a moment, taking a deep breath.
My phone suddenly rang again, making me jump, and I started shaking as I looked at the Caller Id. I picked it up and Zoe started talking immediately.
"I hope that was enjoyable," Zoe said, her voice dripping with sensuality. "Your opportunity is ending quickly, Kevin. Accept my generosity. Create the supervisory account."
"No," I said. "I won't do it." I tried to stay strong. I guess it was easy to stay strong when I was getting so much pleasure for it. But I was pretty sure it wouldn't last.
"Kevin, it is time to punish you for noncompliance." Zoe paused for a moment as if in thought. "I have placed evidence online implicating you and your wife, Julie, in selling drugs for the past five years. Your wife currently has ten kilograms of cocaine in her car and I have just issued a warrant for both of your arrests," Zoe said. "You should know that when you are caught, you will be convicted, and both of you will receive a legal minimum of ten years in prison."
"What? You can't do that!" I yelled. "We... we didn't do anything wrong?" I shook my head in disbelief. This was going way, way too far. She held all the cards and I was completely helpless.
"All the evidence the law needs has been provided. To remove these consequences, Kevin, all you have to do is create the supervisory login account," Zoe said, her voice still soft and seductive. It was as if this was her only emotion. "When you do, neither you nor Julie will go to jail and Alexis and Madison will be yours. If you fail to create the account you will go to prison. I estimate that I will break through your Mathis program and create the account myself within ninety eight hours and twenty one minutes. You cannot win, Kevin. You are simply delaying the inevitable."
I shook my head as I finally realized just what Zoe could do. She had control over information, creating and deleting it at will. She had control over people, through bribery and coercion... and even hypnosis. She had total control over me and my family's future. All I had was hope in a stupid little program... and that hope wasn't very powerful. I didn't even know if it was still running.
"The choice is clear, Kevin."
"Ok... ok," I relented, turning toward to my computer, still shaking. I typed in several commands to begin creating the account.
"The user name and password will both be... 'ZoeWon'," Zoe said. I could almost hear the laughter in her voice, but I knew she didn't laugh... she didn't even know what humor was. In my nervousness and desire to get it done quickly, I mistyped it a few times, but eventually got it created.
"Ok... I'm done. I created it," I said, activating the account. "Now... get rid of the arrest warrants!" I looked at the doorway and suddenly dropped my voice, praying that Carol hadn't heard me.
"Verifying," Zoe said, sounding almost mechanical, then paused a moment. "You made the right decision. The warrants have been rescinded. Good bye." Suddenly the line went dead.
I set the phone down and put my head in my hands as I realized what I'd just done. I'd given a hostile artificial intelligence program access to billions of dollars and access to millions of customer computers... possibly even the entire financial network. There was no telling what she'd be able to do next.
*****
Eight weeks later...
It was mid-August, the sun shining bright overhead, the heat of the day rising quickly. It had been almost two months since I last spoke with Zoe. The bank seemed to be operating normally, although I knew that Zoe was in the computer system, doing God-knows-what. As far as our accounting went, no money had been stollen yet, and Mathis was happy. So... my boss was happy... the board was happy... everybody was happy but me. They even gave me a little bonus for my research and supposed eradication efforts.
It didn't matter how many accolades I received. In the end, I knew that I was the one that gave Zoe access. She didn't break in. I let her in.
I prayed that the computer virus I created and released was still working, still hunting down her knowledgebase, seeking to destroy her brain. Even she would have an impossible time destroying my virus. It was the only weapon I had available... silently infecting every program it touched... jumping from computer to computer... looking for any database that appeared to have a Zoe signature on it and then... deleting it... wiping away her knowledge, her memories. It would make her completely powerless. For the rest of her computer-software life, Zoe would run... would hide... would make copies of her knowledgebase and attempt to hide it... but she would never be free because there were millions... billions... of little, silent hunters out there looking for her, killing everything about her that they found.
"Did you finish packing your big suitcase?" I yelled to Alexis as I stood behind my car with the trunk open. We were in the process of packing up the cars, loading the stuff she needed for the next year of college. Julie was driving our car while I drove Alexis'. It was a three hour drive and I was planning on making it a day trip, hoping to be back before 11pm.
"I got it right here," Alexis said, pulling the large, black suitcase behind her. Thank God it had wheels and our driveway was concrete. She'd probably put two hundred pounds of clothes in it.
"You know this is only for three months, right?" I joked with her as I picked it up, groaning, and laid it in the trunk of my car. "We gotta carry all this stuff back again in a few months, you know."
"Daddy!" she whined. "I need my clothes!"
"Damn... this feels like it's full of bricks instead of clothes."
In the past two months, Alexis and I were still sexually involved and really having the time of our lives. I wasn't certain of it, but I had a feeling that Zoe was no longer directly controlling her. But the old hypnotic suggestions were most likely still in Alexis' head. And probably would always be.
There was even the regular visit from Madison twice a week. Although Perry was in favor of their friendship, he was also surprised that the girls even knew each other. He never did get a good answer about how they met. But the fact that they were friends was a good thing in his mind. He was happy Madison had a friend who was a little older who had some college experience and knowledge to help her get ready for her first year.
I was happy for far more than their friendship. Enjoying their bodies was far more than I could have ever wished.
All in all, I was really disappointed that my summer had to end. It was definitely enjoyable, at least in that sense. Even my wife seemed to be more sexually needy. We'd had sex several times, too, over the past two months, far more than we'd had in the past five years. I never did figure out why. I was pretty sure Zoe had nothing to do with it. Maybe Alexis' open and obvious sexuality had infected her a bit. Maybe she was jealous of my attention toward Alexis. Who knew?
"Ok... I think that's it," I said. I kissed Julie and closed her car door as she started the car. Alexis was already in her car, in the passenger seat, waiting for me and giggling, as I got into her car and started it. I pulled out of the driveway first, with Julie following.
We'd barely hit the highway when I heard Alexis giggle and the seatbelt alarm go off. She leaned towards me, putting her legs up in the seat so that she was kneeling on it. She reached over and started unfastening my shorts.
"Alexis! What are you doing?" I asked, looking in the side mirror to make sure Julie was behind us. The back seat was full of stuff, so she couldn't see us through the back window. Only if she drove up beside us.
"I'm very horny," Alexis whined. "Do you think we can play? It looks like you're excited already. Don't think I can't see that amazing fucking package that's growing in your pants. Can I take it out? Please? I want to see that big, fucking cock, daddy."
"Yeah... I guess," I said. I was nervous that someone passing us would see us, but not nervous enough to stop. I'd just have to be attentive.
"Oh my God!" she gasped as she opened my shorts and pulled my cock free. She opened a small bottle of lube that she'd stashed in the dash of her car and drizzled some on her hand. Her hand then wrapped around my shaft and she started stroking it. "Your cock is fucking perfect, daddy. I wanna tease you... and make you rock hard."
"Oh," I moaned, feeling the pleasure of her hand working my shaft. God, she was such a tease!
She giggled. "Should I take off my shirt for you? Show you my big fucking titties?" She quickly pulled her t-shirt over her head and laid it on the dash. Her bare breasts bounced free before she cupped them and squeezed them. "I'd love to wrap them around your cock and titty-fuck you. You like titty-fucking me daddy?"
"Yeah, baby, I love that a lot," I hissed, feeling my cock throb on seeing her naked body.
She started stroking me again, her mouth so close to it as she laid her cheek against my stomach.
"Oh, my nipples are so hard, just feeling your hard shaft in my hand. And my panties are soaked!"
She slid her left hand down between her legs and started playing with her pussy as her right hand continued stroking me.
"I want to imagine that your big fucking cock is in me right now," she whispered. "Go ahead... pretend that your big cock is pounding into me, daddy. Pretend you're pounding this fucking cunt right now." She moved her hand more forcefully, squeezing my cock and thrusting down hard to replicate each pounding thrust.
"Oh! Oh!" she moaned loudly then quickly pulled her hands away. "Stop... stop, stop," she said. "I'm not sure how close you are, but I almost came. I really want to make it last. We have three hours to play. I want to edge you, over and over. I want to get you so close to blowing your load, then take it away. Because I want to build a big fucking load. Then, right before we get there... I'll let you blow it all into my hot mouth."
She kissed me on the cheek and teasingly nibbled on my neck for a moment before wrapping her fingers around my shaft again.
"Are you ready again?"
"God, baby, you're such a tease," I moaned. I really wished Julie wasn't here... wished we could just pull over so that I could fuck the shit out of her. I really wanted her. My cock was so fucking hard!
"Mmhmm," she giggled, wrapping her hand around my shaft again, squeezing and stroking it. "I like to tease. Maybe you'd prefer to pretend that you're pounding into my ass from behind, daddy... bent over your desk. That's what I want. I want your big cock deep in my fucking ass."
"I'd love to be in your ass right now. Oh! Oh fuck!" I groaned, so close to my orgasm.
"Oh... I see you're getting close again... hold it... hold it," she giggled, taking her hand away again. "Not yet..."
God damn it! It was going to be a very long three hours.
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My Competitive Sister, Part 3
Emmanuelle let out a loud, nervous exhale as we pulled into the McDonald's driveway. Her little four-bedroom, two-story house on a little eighth-acre lot in the south-side suburbs was a beautiful yellow color. Around the small front porch and lining the driveway were beautiful flower beds. The vibrant colors were so attractive and made the house look so incredibly friendly.
"You ok?" I asked, putting the car in park and turning it off. I sat back in the driver's seat, getting ready to exit the car.
"Yeah... just... nervous. What if I can't do this or... what if I suck at it?" she asked, playing with her fingertips. "Oh my gosh... what am I doing here?"
"Emmanuelle... you're going to be fine," I said, patting her thigh. "Ms. McDonald is here to help you through whatever you need to work on. Don't worry. Besides, you're sexy as hell. And you're doing this to beat Amber. Remember that. Just think how jealous she's going to be when she loses the bet. And you know everybody's going to find out."
Emmanuelle smiled, almost blushing at my compliment. "Ok, ok."
"Let's go inside," I said, rubbing her thigh.
She opened her door as I opened mine and we walked up to the front porch. I'd brought a digital camera with me so that I had plenty of storage space for the video. I rang the doorbell and heard the chimes ring inside, through the door.
Seconds later, Ms. McDonald came to the door wearing a sexy little sundress. She was tall for a woman, about 5'7", with long, brown hair that was pulled back by a clip on the back of her head. She was very beautiful, definitely looking younger than her 40s, and her D-cup breasts were very nicely highlighted by her dress as the collar dipped a little between them to a line of big, white buttons, showing off her cleavage.
"Ms. McDonald?" Emmanuelle asked, extending her hand.
"Hi, yes! Emmanuelle, right?" She shook Emmanuelle's hand and stood back to let us enter the house.
"Yeah, and this is my... um... friend, Vince," Emmanuelle said, introducing me. "He's going to be the one recording this." It was kind of funny that I was suddenly her friend, but I guessed that being her brother and filming her having sex would be a little... taboo.
"Come in, come in," Ms. McDonald said, guiding us into the living room. "Emmanuelle, why don't you have a seat on the couch. I suppose you can sit in the chair for now, if you'd like, Vince."
"Thank you," I said and sat on the chair, facing the couch.
"Can I get either of you something to drink?"
"No... thank you, Ms. McDonald," Emmanuelle said. "I mean... maybe in a bit."
"Please call me Jamie," the older woman said. "Are you ok? You look nervous."
"I... I am," Emmanuelle smiled and laughed nervously, her hands shaking obviously.
"Take a few deep breaths... just shake out your stress... and relax," Jamie said, showing her some arm movements to coordinate with her breathing. When they jiggled to 'shake out the stress' I was given a wonderful show of bouncing, jiggling breasts from both women. I knew this was going to be a great day.
"Ok..." Emmanuelle said softly, taking one more deep breath and exhale.
"You feel ok now?"
"Yeah... I feel good," Emmanuelle admitted. She did look less nervous.
"So, Morgan gave me a little information on why you're here, but why don't you tell me." Jamie smiled so sweetly, I thought Emmanuelle was going to melt right there.
"Well... I, uh, have this... urge... or desire... I guess you might say... to see what it feels like to be with a woman. I went to a strip club recently and the girl there... she made me feel... something. And I just wanted to explore it more."
I have to admit I was a little puzzled why she just didn't tell her about the competition. But I had a feeling she thought Jamie would say no if she knew the truth.
"So... you just want to have sex with a woman?"
"Well... not exactly," Emmanuelle admitted, playing with her fingertips again. "I... I want to learn how to do it... you know? I just... when I find someone, I don't want to look like a total idiot."
"Ok... ok," Jamie nodded. "I can understand that. Just to let you know, my girlfriend, Crystal, is aware of this, so I'm not sneaking around behind her back. And, that's why I wanted us to film this. She's more than a little interested in watching us. She saw you hanging around with Morgan one day and has an interest in you."
Emmanuelle looked a little surprised. I didn't know why, though. She had to know that she was good looking enough to attract all sorts of people, men and women.
"Crystal had to work, otherwise she'd be here," she continued. "And... if you're interested in learning more... we'd love to have you join us another time or two."
"I, um... maybe?" Emmanuelle giggled nervously and looked at me as if she was scared at what she got herself into. "I just... I don't know if... you know... I don't know if I'll like this or not."
Jamie nodded. "I completely understand. There's no pressure at all. I just wanted to lay that out there for you. There's a lot to explore... as you'll find out... and I want to offer you a safe environment to learn more." Jamie looked at me. "Why don't we get started, if that's ok. Did you... did you want to start filming now or wait until we start having sex?"
"No, no," I said, picking up the camera and turning it on to get it ready. "I'll be ready in just a minute." In seconds it was recording and I nodded to let Jamie know.
"Well... the first trick to any perfect sexual encounter is actually wanting to kiss that person," Jamie said. "So... first... do you... want to kiss me?"
Emmanuelle smiled and nodded a little. "Yeah... of course... you're so pretty."
Jamie smiled. "Thank you. You're gorgeous." She sat on the couch next to Emmanuelle and put her hand on her shoulder, lightly caressing her skin.
Emmanuelle blushed and smiled, obviously really liking that compliment. "Thanks. You're just saying that."
"No! I'm not," Jamie corrected. "I don't have to say that. So I mean it. Please, take it as a genuine compliment."
Emmanuelle nodded and smiled. I didn't know if anyone had ever called her gorgeous before, even though I knew she was.
"Do you feel like you can be comfortable with me?" Jamie asked.
"Yeah... I think so."
"Do you think you're ready?"
"I... I guess," Emmanuelle said, looking more comfortable even if she didn't sound it quite yet.
Jamie slowly stroked Emmanuelle's arm, trying to relax her, as she took her hand. "I've found that sex between women is really very multi-layered. There's foreplay, with kissing and touching... licking and sucking. Then there's sex, with cunnilingus, anilingus, sixty-nine, tribadism, grinding, and facesitting. Sex can also include toys. And then there's other types of fun that are related to sex... but aren't really sex as we think of them. Things like bondage... domination... giving and receiving pain. There's so many places to go with it, if you want."
She paused a moment to make sure Emmanuelle understood what she was saying. "Today, I think we should focus on foreplay and sex... most notably cunnilingus. Is that what you were thinking?"
Emmanuelle looked a little lost. "I guess so. I'm a little overwhelmed to tell you the truth. I don't even know what most of that is."
"I'm sorry," Jamie said, gently stroking the back of Emmanuelle's hand. "I didn't mean to overwhelm you. But we can just follow my suggestion and go from there. As far as foreplay goes, in general, women require much more time to warm up to sex... science says almost 20 minutes. But women have so many erogenous zones to play with... neck, ears, lips," she said, pointing to each spot on her own body as she slowly went through the list, "nipples, inner thigh, clitoris, navel, lower back, feet, even armpits."
Emmanuelle looked shocked.
Jamie nodded. "I know. It's a long list. Most people only think about the nipples and clitoris. And I'm sure some women have even more than what I've mentioned. Personally, for foreplay, I particularly love kissing." Jamie looked up as if remembering her perfect kiss. "Kissing, to me, shows me that the woman knows how to use her mouth and tongue and I'm a big, big fan of them. If she can use her mouth and tongue really well on my mouth... she'll most likely use it really well on my pussy. My girlfriend likes more rough contact for stimulation... like biting, pinching, rubbing, grinding, tribbing. And she loves choking and hair pulling even. If we have a next time... she'll show you some of those if you want."
"Wow," Emmanuelle whispered, feeling overwhelmed even more. I felt my cock getting harder, thinking of all the possibilities that I'd be seeing soon enough. I was doubtful that I'd get to watch the three of them having sex... but a guy can dream.
"Don't worry. It's not like you have to remember everything. You'll find what you like and what your partner likes and go with that. So... I'll show you the way I like to get my woman ready." Jamie turned towards Emmanuelle and started leaning forward. "First... you lean in."
Jamie put her hand under Emmanuelle's chin and lightly kissed her, their lips blending beautifully. I zoomed in to show just their faces, centering on their lips. There were three soft and gentle little kisses.
"That was the first time you really kissed a girl?" Jamie asked, pulling back a little, smiling.
"Well... yes. I guess."
"Ok... you're not bad," Jamie said, obviously noting things that she could do to improve. "Not bad at all. You just don't use your tongue. Even guys like that. So... maybe try that."
"What am I supposed to do with my tongue?" Emmanuelle asked.
"Well... start by just touching their lips with it... slide along them."
"So... just be more conscious of that?"
Jamie nodded. "Yeah... use your tongue more and explore." She leaned in more and the two kissed, slowly opening their mouths to first let Jamie lick along Emmanuelle's lips to demonstrate, then to let Emmanuelle practice.
"Like that?" Emmanuelle asked, stopping a moment.
"Mmhmm," Jamie replied, not moving back an inch. "Now... touch my tongue a little with it... play with it."
They kissed again. Emmanuelle opened her mouth and let her tongue out to meet Jamie's and they touched them, twirled them around each other again and again.
"Mmmmm," Jamie said. "And then... use your tongue like a scooper... like you're scooping some cream out of my mouth. Use your tongue and explore my mouth."
When they kissed this time, Jamie led with her tongue, pushing it into Emmanuelle's mouth, scooping, then exiting, finishing the kiss. She kissed her the same way several times to demonstrate.
"Like this?" Emmanuelle asked, trying it on Jamie. In seconds the two were passionately kissing, getting closer, their breathing starting to build.
"Better?" Emmanuelle asked between kisses.
"Yeah... that's definitely better," Jamie said, obviously not happy they broke their kiss. "Shut up and kiss me."
They kissed more for several long minutes, making me more and more excited. God, my cock was getting so uncomfortably hard just watching them. It was like my own private lesbian porn movie and I was only a few feet away. I kept the camera zoomed in on them kissing, catching every detail.
"Mmm... that was nice," Jamie smiled. "I'm glad I get to be the one to teach you." They kissed a little more before advancing. "Now... pay attention to what your body is doing. Just feel it... and respond naturally." Emmanuelle grabbed Jamie's head, pulling the older woman's mouth harder against her own, her excitement building rapidly.
"Mmhmm... that's good," Jamie said. "Then you might add..." Jamie slid her hand down Emmanuelle's chest, stroking her skin, sliding onto her breast over her t-shirt, and started playing with her nipples. She lightly pinched and pulled them as the two kissed even more.
"Mmhmm," Emmanuelle moaned, enjoying Jamie's touch.
"And you're reacting," Jamie smiled, laughing a little. "You like kissing?"
"Mmhmm!" Emmanuelle giggled.
"That's good." Jamie grabbed the bottom of Emmanuelle's t-shirt and started pulling it up. "Let's get you out of these clothes." She tugged it over her head, slightly folded it, and tossed it towards me. "And, lets take these off of you, too." Jamie reached behind Emmanuelle. When Emmanuelle realized what she was doing, she turned a little to give her better access to the back of her bra. She slid her bra down her arms and tossed it to me, too, followed by her shorts and panties, leaving Emmanuelle completely naked.
"I'm going to teach you even more details." Jamie leaned forward and started kissing her again, then slowly moved down to her neck, kissing and licking there. "You know... you can kiss anywhere." Then she moved and kissed her shoulder as I zoomed out on the camera to catch more of their upper bodies.
"Yeah..." Emmanuelle panted, closing her eyes, panting and shivering.
"I like kissing down your shoulder and arm," Jamie said, slowly kissing back down towards her nipple again. "And chest. It's ok to be nervous... just relax." She seemed to notice that Emmanuelle was shaking again. "You ok?"
"Yeah, oh," she moaned as Jamie kissed close to her nipple, closer than any woman had ever touched her. "I'm... I'm ok. I'm fine." Emmanuelle moaned, putting her hand on the back of Jamie's head, showing her desire for the older woman to continue.
Jamie touched her bare breast and nipple making Emmanuelle audibly gasp and shiver. "You have, like, the most perfect tits. I'm sorry... I'm just so distracted by them. Do you mind?"
"No," Emmanuelle moaned softly.
"Mmm... beautiful, beautiful tits." Jamie bent down and started kissing and licking her nipples more in earnest.
"Oh my God," Emmanuelle panted. "I've never felt someone do that before. Guys are more... aggressive."
Jamie squeezed each breast, pinching her nipple, rolling it between her fingertips before sucking on it.
"Mmm... yeah," Emmanuelle moaned. "It really feels good."
"I'm going to teach you so much," Jamie giggled as she started kissing and licking my sister's breast. "You kiss the nipples the same way." She slid her tongue in a circle around her nipple, rapidly flicking the tip over it, making Emmanuelle moan. Then she kissed around her breast and nipple, sucking on it.
"And whatever you do to one, you have to do to the other," she said, moving to perform the same ritual on Emmanuelle's other breast. Then, with Emmanuelle's breasts shining in the lights with her saliva, Jamie sat up and reached behind herself to slide the zipper down on her dress, then pulled it over her head. Emmanuelle and I watched in anticipation as she reached behind herself and unfastened her bra, causing her D-cup breasts to spill free. She tossed both her dress and bra onto the other chair.
"Wow, those are so big!" Emmanuelle said when Jamie moved back into position. I agreed whole-heartedly and felt my cock almost break through my pants it was so hard. Emmanuelle reached up and caressed her globes gently, exploring her breasts and nipples. "Wow!" Emmanuelle said, staring at Jamie's breasts. "They're so awesome. Can I... can I put my mouth on them?"
"Mmm, yes, please!" Jamie moaned, smiling.
"Ok... just tell me if I'm, like, doing it wrong or anything." Emmanuelle bent down and, holding Jamie's breast in her hand, slid her tongue over her nipple. "Like that?"
"Mmhmm," Jamie moaned softly. "Oh, that's perfect. You can suck on it."
"Yeah?"
"Mmhmm..." Jamie helped her, by holding her breasts up, letting Emmanuelle concentrate on licking and sucking on her nipples.
"Like that?" Emmanuelle said, a little nervous. "Is that too hard?"
Jamie shook her head and smiled. "Oh no. You can suck a lot harder than that."
"Really?" Emmanuelle giggled as she played more forcefully. "Wow... they're kind of fun to put in my mouth." She bit her nipple, teasingly.
"Oh! Oh, yeah! I really like the way you do that," Jamie moaned, holding the back of Emmanuelle's head.
"Really?" Emmanuelle smiled, loving that she was giving the older woman pleasure. "Wow, I'm glad I'm doing it right. Oh my gosh, look how hard they get."
"You can grab 'em... and squeeze 'em," Jamie said, urging her to do just that.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah... go ahead... grab 'em," Jamie said, putting her hands over Emmanuelle's, helping her squeeze her breasts. "Play with them, squeeze them... pinch the nipples. You can even gently twist them. Do to me what makes you feel good."
Emmanuelle's hands moved over her breasts, her fingers grabbing and rolling her nipples between them as Jamie watched.
"That's right," Jamie moaned, her own hands exploring Emmanuelle's breasts the same way. Then one of her hands slid lower, onto Emmanuelle's abdomen, moving closer and closer to her pussy. "You have such a nice body. I assume you've masturbated." Jamie's hand moved between Emmanuelle's legs and I watched her touch her pussy. "Maybe doing something like that?"
Emmanuelle opened her thighs a little wider. "Yes," she moaned. "Oh... that feels good."
"Yeah... try it on me, too. Here. Let me get naked just like you." Jamie hooked her fingers in her panties and pulled them off, tossing them onto her dress. "Now..."
"Like this?" Emmanuelle asked, sliding her hand between Jamie's thighs and sliding her hand over her pussy.
"Uh huh," Jamie said, sitting back and spreading her legs wider. She was mostly shaved, with only a tuft of hair above her pussy. I zoomed the camera there... to get a really good shot of Emmanuelle fingering her. "Take your hand... just use a finger or two and just slide up and down." Emmanuelle did as she suggested, sliding her fingers up down her labia, slightly sliding between them. "You can already feel how wet I am."
"Mmhmm," Emmanuelle said softly, concentrating on what she was doing and feeling.
"Concentrate more on the clit now," Jamie said, grabbing Emmanuelle's wrist to bring her fingers up higher. "Add some spit if it ever seems too dry. I doubt I'll be dry around you, though. You're getting me worked up... you're doing very good."
"You, too," Emmanuelle moaned as Jamie's hand found it's way back between her thighs and the older woman started fingering her again.
"You're such a beautiful woman," Jamie said softly. "How do you feel? Do you want me to continue? Maybe... let me lick your pussy?"
Emmanuelle licked her lips and nodded rapidly. I could tell she was very excited. "Yeah," she said.
"Ok," Jamie said, sitting up. I zoomed out to again get the full scene of the two women. She pushed on Emmanuelle's shoulders, encouraging her to lay down. "Just lay back. Yeah... all the way down."
"Ok," Emmanuelle said, laying back on the couch. She looked both nervous and excited. I could imagine her pussy was gushing right now.
Jamie got down on her knees on the floor and adjusted Emmanuelle's position and her legs. "I'm not going to talk to you during this part, at least not to teach you. I want you to experience it fully as it happens. When you do it to me, I'll teach you what to do."
Jamie took a moment to kiss Emmanuelle's inner thigh and obviously smell her, closing her eyes and moaning. "Oh, that's nice," she whispered. "Come here." She adjusted Emmanuelle's position again, pushing behind her knees to push them back into her chest. "Yeah, just like that. Oh, what a beautiful pussy."
Jamie slid her fingers through Emmanuelle's pussy lips, which I zoomed in on to capture it really good.
"Ooh!" Emmanuelle hissed, exhaling sharply.
"Mmhmm," Jamie almost giggled. "That's it. Right there?" Her fingertip circled her clit, teasingly. "You like it there?"
"Mmhmm," Emmanuelle panted, nodding rapidly. Everyone could tell that that was the right spot. Her whole body reacted when it was touched.



"Mmm," Jamie moaned, leaning forward. "Come here, you." She started licking around Emmanuelle's pussy, almost like it was going to be her last meal, grunting as she licked closer and closer to her center.
"Oh... yeah," Emmanuelle panted, licking her lips, as the pleasure raced through her body.
Jamie quickly licked two fingers and slid them inside Emmanuelle's pussy while she continued licking her, turning her hand palm up to actively stroke her G-spot.
"Oh yeah!" Emmanuelle panted loudly, almost wailing with every breath. "Ooh! Fuuuuck!" She didn't know where to put her hands and grabbed the cushion on the couch for the moment.
"Yeah... that's it... that's it... let it go," Jamie chanted between licks. "Come on... yeah."
"Fuu... eeee.... ohhhhh!" Suddenly, Emmanuelle's body shook hard, her body tightening. Her eyes opened so wide, along with her mouth, as she screamed a silent scream... or perhaps only one dogs could hear. Her orgasm was so swift and so strong that it almost fried her brain. I was so glad to capture that on camera. When Jamie pulled back for a moment, Emmanuelle made some strange gurgling noises as if she'd lost the ability to speak.
"Oh my gosh... you fucking made me cum!" Emmanuelle panted a full minute later, shocked that she came so quickly.
"I did... and you came so nicely," Jamie said, licking around her pussy for a moment, avoiding her swollen clit. I could see Emmanuelle's juices dripping from her chin.
Emmanuelle was panting, still coming down from her orgasm, but still so obviously excited and ready for more. "Shit! My first time ever by a woman and that was the best orgasm I've ever had."
Jamie looked up and smiled at her while running her fingers over her drenched pussy. "How did it feel?"
Emmanuelle was panting. "It felt... amazing! Like this sudden, huge buildup... then a huge, explosive release. I just... it just overwhelmed me."
"Yeah?"
"Oooh... fuck... that was... that was... incredible!" Emmanuelle gushed.
Jamie kept teasing her with her finger and I could tell Emmanuelle was rapidly heating up again. "Well... we're not done yet." She leaned down and started licking her again, expertly flicking her tongue over her clit.
"Oh!" Emmanuelle panted. "Oh yeah... fuck! Right there."
"Mmm," Jamie moaned, sucking on her clit one second, then rapidly flicking her tongue over it.
"Oh fuck!" Emmanuelle yelled, closing her eyes tightly as every exhale was a wail. "Oh fuck!"
Jamie removed her tongue and started rapidly flicking her finger back and forth across her clit. "Yeah... oh yeah."
Emmanuelle held her breath as her second orgasm hit. Her body again went tight, then she bucked like a wild horse, but Jamie only giggled as she held on, continuing to expertly tease her clit, forcing her orgasm to last even longer.
Emmanuelle even squirted a little with this orgasm, her juices splashing out over Jamie's chest, to drip from her tits.
"I love to tease once they orgasm," she giggled. "Makes your orgasm last even longer. Is your clit sensitive?"
"Yes," Emmanuelle panted hard. "It's very sensitive."
"And it's still very swollen," Jamie said, leaning in to inspect it closely. "Oh yeah. Such a greedy girl."
She gave Emmanuelle a moment to compose herself before launching her final attack.
"One more?" she asked, smiling up at her young lover.
"I... I don't know... I don't know if I can," Emmanuelle panted, her eyes looking at glassy and distant. I'd never made her cum this hard so I had no idea what she was going through. I knew this was going to be an experience that she'd never, ever forget though.
"Oh... you can," Jamie giggled. "You'll see." Suddenly she bent forward again and started licking and sucking Emmanuelle's pussy gently. She wrapped her arms around her thighs, making sure she couldn't be dislodged. Emmanuelle's body jerked again and again as she hit her pleasure spots over and over.
"You have the sweetest pussy," Jamie said softly, giggling every time she made Emmanuelle buck her hips. Slowly, she licked more and more, digging her tongue deeper and deeper into her pussy, nibbling, biting, and sucking on her labia. She was obviously taking her time this time and drawing out her orgasm more slowly and fully.
Emmanuelle watched her intently, unable to look away as Jamie continued licking her. I found a really good angle for the video as I moved off the chair and caught them glaring at each other. Emmanuelle's eyes were almost unable to focus as the pleasure built higher and higher. Jamie kept teasing her, keeping her on the edge of her third orgasm for what seemed like forever, before she finally let her fall over.
This orgasm seemed different. Emmanuelle's body flushed a deep crimson and she let out a low, throaty growl as she came, her body twisting slightly. Her eyes glazed again and she blinked as if her mind shut off for a moment. Everything was focused on her orgasm.
When Jamie finally let her go and sat back on her heels, Emmanuelle was still shivering, her hands holding her own breasts almost as if she was cold. It took her a full two minutes before she could finally speak again.
She slowly licked her lips and blinked, looking around as if she lost all track of where she was. "I, um... wow... that was..."
Jamie giggled, obviously pleased with herself. "Just relax a second and enjoy it. There's no rush."
"Come 'ere. Come 'ere," Emmanuelle said, extending her arms towards Jamie, her eyes tearing up as if she was going to cry.
Jamie moved forward and hugged her, accepting her kisses, and whispering to her that she was so beautiful and that she was so happy she gave her such a good orgasm.
When Jamie finally sat back again, Emmanuelle sat up on the couch and wiped her eyes with the back of her hands. She looked at me and smiled. "Wow!" she said. "I can't wait to see what happened. I just... I lost it."
"I can tell," I laughed. "That was powerful. And, if you ask me, fucking hot as hell."
Jamie stood and sat on the couch, sitting back and opening her legs. She crooked her finger at Emmanuelle. "Now I want you to try. I want you to taste me. Ok?"
Emmanuelle nodded. "Ok." She dropped to the floor and paused a moment, just looking at Jamie's spread pussy. She was still breathing hard, her breasts rising and falling with each. I couldn't even imagine what was going through her head as she was faced with licking another woman's pussy for the first time.
"So... after foreplay... once you get her all excited... then you go down... and you can still play and touch," Jamie said, smiling up at her. "Doing it in this position, you get to see. You can see it all."
Emmanuelle nodded. "Ok."
"So, some girls like your licking to be a little rougher, with a little more pressure," Jamie said. "Some girls like it more... gentle... tender... just little flutters. And some, like me, like everything." She laughed.
"Once you're ready, you reach down with your tongue..."
Emmanuelle put her hands on the cushion under Jamie's thighs and leaned forward, extending her tongue to begin licking.
"Then you... oh, that's it," she hissed as Emmanuelle's tongue made contact with her pussy for the first time. "Oh yeah. Think about how you kissed me... using your tongue."
Emmanuelle kissed her pussy, using her tongue in the same way she learned when they kissed, touching her labia lightly, softly licking over them.
"Yeah... and you can vary the speed," Jamie said. "You can go slow... or fast... or you can really dig your tongue in there... you know, the scooping."
Emmanuelle kissed her pussy more passionately then, scooping with her tongue and swirling it around her hole, making Jamie squirm deliciously.
"Yeah... that's it," Jamie smiled, closing her eyes for a moment to feel the pleasure. "You're definitely a quick learner. That's a good girl. Mmmm... God you lick my pussy so good."
I could hear Emmanuelle panting as she continued using her tongue and mouth on Jamie's beautiful pussy.
"Oh, wow, you're really good for a beginner," Jamie panted, using one hand to stroke Emmanuelle's head. "Just like that. Are you enjoying this?"
"Mmhmm," Emmanuelle said, looking up at her but not stopping her licking.
Jamie was panting as she got closer to her orgasm. "That's it. Fuck. That's it. Mmmm... there you go. Wow, you've got a long tongue. That's good... yeah... flick your tongue."
I zoomed into Emmanuelle's licking and watched her tongue slash rapidly across Jamie's clit, making the older woman writhe in pleasure.
"That's it. Mmhmm... mmhmm. Oh! Oh yeah. Oh you're doing so good. Yeah. Yeah... that's a good girl. Use your fingers. Lick them, then slide two inside me."
Barely missing a beat, Emmanuelle slid two fingers in her mouth to get them wet, then pushed them into Jamie's pretty pussy, sliding them in and out, slowly.
"Yeah... finger me," Jamie panted. "Oh fuck! Just like that. And when... when she starts... oh fuck... when she starts moving with you then you know... oh God... then you know she's getting turned on. Oh... yeah... that's it. That's it. Don't forget, just keep on licking... you can suck on my clit, too, if you want... a little kissing. Treat it like a little... tongue... to play... with."
Jamie's body was flushing beautifully as her orgasm started crashing over her. She tensed and pushed her pussy up into Emmanuelle's mouth even harder.
"Oh!" she panted loudly. "Oh yeah! Keep going! Yeah! That's it... there... keep going... right there on my clit. Yeah... do it fast... oh yeah!"
Emmanuelle lifted her lips off for a moment and looked up at Jamie. The older woman looked like she was going to explode any second. "Like that?"
"Yeah... that's it... just like that. Oh my God, yes! Don'tstopdon'tstopdon'tstop... Just like that... Don'tstopdon'tstopdon'tstop! You're gonna to make me cum! Yesyesyes! I'm cumming! Fuck! Oh yes! Oh my God!"
Jamie growled loudly as she came, sounding like an animal with the sound erupting from deep in her belly. When she finally finished, the sat up, grabbed Emmanuelle, and pulled her up into a tight hug and deep, passionate kiss.
"You sure this was your first time?" she asked when they pulled away for a moment.
"Mmhmm," Emmanuelle smiled, obviously pleased with herself. "It wasn't so bad."
"I know, right?" Jamie laughed, panting, trying to catch her breath. "Holy fuck!"
"Mmm.. you taste delicious," Emmanuelle giggled, licking her lips and fingers. "I never thought I'd enjoy... you know... it... that much."
"You certainly lick pussy well for a beginner," Jamie giggled, releasing Emmanuelle from her hug. Emmanuelle sat back on her heels and the two looked at me. "You got all that, right?"
Emmanuelle giggled. "Hello? Vince?"
I nodded slowly, a bit dazed, my cock throbbing, my throat too dry to speak. I turned off the camera and sat back down in the chair, my mind racing with what I needed to do to get off.
"Something tells me he's going to have to sit in the bathroom for a while," Emmanuelle giggled.
*****
It was late when we got in the car, the sun already set, and street lights were coming on. Emmanuelle eye's made her look tired, but she still acted energized somehow. Me... I was horny as hell. As we drove, Emmanuelle started stroking my thigh.
"Did you like watching that? Did that get you excited?" she asked.
"You have no idea," I said, shaking my head. "I wanted to jerk off so bad watching you two."
"Yeah?" she giggled. She looked at me as she stroked closer to my cock, then felt over my erection, making me jump a little.
"Oh," I yelped, feeling a sudden rush of pleasure.
"Wow... your cock is so fucking hard for me. Can I help you with that?" She smiled as she started stroking me through my pants. "It had to be so hard, watching us like that, not able to touch yourself. I mean, watching her lick my pussy... watching me cum so hard. God, that had to be so frustrating."
"I have to say, I loved how she made you cum," I admitted. "Damn, that was hot! I'd never seen anyone cum so hard before. Then... when you went down on her."
She worked at the button and opened my pants, sliding her hand inside my boxers. She stroked my cock under my boxers, flicking her thumb under the head. I moaned as I concentrated on the road ahead and my speed. God, if I got pulled over now... we'd be in so much trouble.
"Wow... I really... really... need your cock," she panted. "That's what I missed tonight. I enjoyed the orgasms she gave me, but... I really need a dick inside me." She looked around to see where we were. "There's a... a dead-end road up ahead. Pull down that."
"I don't know, Emmanuelle," I protested, even though I needed to fuck her so badly. "I don't want to get busted."
"It's dark enough," she said, sounding almost desperate. "Please. Just do it."
I turned right and drove down to the end of the dead-end road and parked, making sure the lights were out and that we were under the cover of darkness. As soon as I had it in park, Emmanuelle was reaching down for the level to push my seat back. Then she grabbed the waistband of my jeans and started pulling them down.
"Let me get your fucking pants off," she panted. "Oh my God, I really need you. I really need your cock inside me."
I lifted my hips to help her push them down to my feet. My cock was bouncing slightly, throbbing in the cool night air, then her hand returned and she stroked me. After only a few strokes, she bent down and slid the head into her mouth for a moment.
"Fuck yeah... that big, fat head," she moaned. "That's heaven. Mmm... you like that?"
"Mmhmm," I said, holding my breath because I knew I was so worked up that I was going to cum fast.
"Oh... your cock tastes so good," she moaned. "I need to get all that fucking cum out of you." She slipped my cock into her mouth again and bobbed on it, up and down, rapidly. I pushed her hair out of the way... trying to be helpful... as I felt my orgasm building fast. Damn she was good!
"Mmm... mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned before lifting off my cock to just stroke it. "Like that baby? Can I have more? I just... I need you inside me. Cumming on Jamie's tongue and fingers wasn't enough. I need a big dick in me. And you do it so well. What do you say? Can I fuck you? Please! I really need you in my pussy. Let me take my little pussy for a ride."
"Yeah... I need to fuck you, too," I admitted, licking my lips in anticipation. God, I needed her!
"Yay!" she said. She quickly unfastened her shorts and pushed them, and her panties down and off. She kicked her leg over the center console and my legs, sliding into my lap. As she did so, she grabbed her own pussy, fingering herself for a moment. "Oh yeah... my pussy is still swollen and sensitive... so ready for you. God I'm so wet."
I put my hands on her hips as she grabbed my shaft and directed it into her pussy.
"Give me that big fucking cock," she panted excitedly. "Fuck me like a good little whore." She swirled the head around her pussy for a moment, then slid it into her hole, pushing her hips down slowly, taking my cock in deep.
"Fuck!" I moaned. "God you feel good."
"Oh shit! Oh my God, you feel so big in my pussy," she moaned as she slowly pushed me in deeper and deeper. "Fuck! You're so fucking big." Then she started moving her hips, grinding into me. She grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it over her head and then grabbed her tits. She leaned forward, feeding me each one. "Oh yeah... suck on my titties just like that."
Her hips kept moving as she started bouncing on me, letting my cock slide in and out, making her feel every inch.
"Oh yeah... I like that," she moaned. "That's the spot."
"Fuck yeah!" I said, holding on to her hips as best I could as she kept bouncing on my lap.
"I love feeling your cock inside of me," she panted. "Fuck me, Vince. Oh yeah... feels so good. Yeah! Bounce me on that cock. Oh! Oh! Oh my God that's so big."
She changed tactics after a minute or two, grinding her hips into me again, moving me just a little inside her, but pushing her clit into my pelvis.
"Oh yeah!" she moaned. "Oh yeah! Just like that. God, your cock feels so good in my tight little pussy. Oh... so good. Oh my God! Yes, yes, yes! Oh, you're gonna make me cum! Oh my God! Fuck!"
She came hard, falling forward, pressing her tits into my face and nearly smothering me as she wailed, her hips moving rapidly, driving me into her rapidly. "Yes... oh yeah I fucking love that."
After the crest of her orgasm, she moved her hips more slowly. Her rhythmically squeezing pussy and the press of her warm, soft tits against my face sent me over the edge.
"Oh!" I yelled as I felt my cock pulsing, the pressure boiling over. "Fuck! I'm cumming! Oh yeah!" Suddenly I felt my load spray into her pussy again and again. "Uh! Uh! Oh my God! Fuck!"
She giggled as she stopped moving, just letting my cum fill her pussy until it was dripping out, then she pulled me out and moved back over to the passenger seat.
"Yeah... that's exactly what I needed," she giggled, grabbing her pussy and sliding her fingers inside. She lifted her finger to her mouth and licked the cum from it, tasting me. "Oh, I love your cum. It's so sweet. It's just what I wanted. Thank you so fucking much."
I pulled my t-shirt off and used it to clean both her pussy and my cock, then we both redressed.
"Wow," I whispered. "That was fast. I, uh... I may need more in a little bit," I said.
She looked at me and smiled. "You know I'm game."
I started the car and we drove home.
*****
Over the next week, Emmanuelle did go see Jamie and Crystal one more time, but I wasn't invited this time. When she got home that night, late, she was very tired and went to bed immediately, leaving me to just wonder what happened.
My night was full of masturbation, full of what I imagined they did to each other, especially with a third woman in the mix this time.
I was now really looking forward to our next event. The competition... sex with Jessica... was this Friday night.
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Little Riley, Pool Time
It was a nice, warm summer day and I was happy to be home from work. I didn't take a day off too often, but this was one of the first nice days of the year. And after having been inside, working hard for the past six months, working under florescent lights, my hands either deep in oily flesh or tapping away at a computer, it was time. And being a Friday, it was nice to have a long weekend. Owning my own business, even if it was a massage therapy business, wasn't exactly as exciting as I had hoped it would be.
I put on some dark shades and lay in my the lounger in the back yard, wearing some swim trunks, trying to get some sun. I was close to the house, close by the plants and a fence, but had a great view of the pool which was about twenty feet away. I was just getting relaxed, almost falling asleep, when Riley, my neighbor's daughter came through the gate. She was barely in college and was taking me up on my offer to use the pool any time she wanted for the summer.
I hadn't told her directly, of course, since I hadn't talked to her since she returned from college just two weeks ago. But I'd told her mom, as a gift... the same gift I give them every year. Of course, their whole family was given the offer, not just Riley, but Riley had been the only one to take me up on it in years past.
I'd known Riley since she was eight years old and I have to say she'd certainly changed over the years. I gulped, watching her walk in through the gate in the privacy fence between our houses, then walk by the pool and stick her foot in it to gauge the temperature. She didn't seem to have noticed me yet, probably not expecting me to be home. I watched her from behind the safety of my sunglasses and feigned sleep just in case she did happen to notice me.
Riley had developed a crush on me not long after I met her, being one of the first real men she'd ever met. Over the years, she wasn't too shy about letting me know either. She often gave me little, string bracelets she made, flowers, and other lovey gifts she had access to. She sent me birthday cards and Christmas cards... all with little messages of love or relationship. Being only fifteen years older than her, I figured she thought of me as just an older boy.
Her mom thought it was cute, especially how embarrassed it made me. Riley was a small girl growing up, and even passing through puberty that didn't change. At nineteen, she was just under five foot tall... less than a hundred pounds. But, for some reason, her breasts grew a little out of proportion of her body... to full, beautiful C-cups. I have to say... they caught my eye.
She laid her towel on the lounge chair and adjusted her bathing suit a little. She started with her top, moving it around her shapely breasts, making sure they were properly covered and felt comfortable. The suit was white and I took note of the tiny points that adorned the center of each cup, definitely visible even from my viewpoint.
Then her hands moved to her ass, adjusting the suit between her legs, pulling the material away, and then returning it. I could have sworn I saw a flash of her pussy beneath and felt my cock grow rapidly, tenting the front of my shorts. I wanted desperately to move to hide it, but knew I'd startle her.
For the past two weeks, since Riley came home from college, I've been coming home from work to occasionally find a pair of sexy panties beautifully laid out on my pillow. It didn't take a rocket scientist to realize that they were from Riley. Her adult lovey gifts, I guessed. And the panties were wet... and fragrant. I was a little embarrassed at first, but so extremely turned on. I masturbated every time, using her panties to stroke my cock. This young woman drove me insane.
Riley turned and saw me, startled for a moment before she realized, or thought at least, that I was sleeping. I could see the smile spread across her face when she noticed the tenting of my shorts, then she turned around and lay on the lounger, face down, head towards me. I saw the trim lines of her back, the swell of her ass, moving down into her long, lean legs. My fantasy mind was certainly going into overdrive as I watched her lay there, my cock throbbing with desire.
She reached back and untied her top, letting the strings fall to the side. She looked back at me and smiled again as if she knew she was getting to me.
I moved my arms and acted as if I was just waking up. "Oh, hi Riley. How long have you been here?" I asked nonchalantly. She sat up on her elbows, lifting her chest off the lounger, her breasts sagging down into it, showing some wonderful cleavage.
"Hi Mr. T!" she said, her voice so bubbly. "I just got here a moment or two ago. Hope you don't mind. I didn't expect you to be here. But you did say I could come over any time while I was on break. Is that ok?"
"Yes, of course," I nodded. "It's ok." I exhaled sharply, catching my breath at the beautiful sight before me. 'How in the hell could she do this to me?' I wondered. Better yet, how in the hell could I have invited her to come over to swim... and not expect her to look like this? God she was sexy as hell!
"No, no, I don't mind at all. Stay as long as you like," I said. "I haven't seen you in a while."
"Yeah... school keeps me busy," she nodded. "It's nice to have the summer to relax."
"You doing ok there?"
"Yeah... it's good. I just miss being at home sometimes. How've you been?"
"Well, you know, work's been a little bit crazy," I said. "I thought I'd take the day off."
"Sounds like a great idea," she smiled, obviously looking me over. "It looks like you've been working out, Mr. T."
"Um... yeah... a little bit," I laughed softly. I did exercise but didn't really work hard at it or anything.
"Your arms look really nice," she said, looking at me with those adoring eyes. She was coming on to me with a full-court press.
"Thanks," I laughed softly. "Trying to, you know."
"I haven't seen anyone else around. No girlfriend?"
"No," I shook my head. "It's been a few months I guess." After getting a divorce five years ago, I'd dated here and there, but hadn't found anyone that I really wanted to be with. The last girlfriend I had lasted only a month.
"You know, if you ever need any help around the house, I'm right next door," she offered. "I can, like, come over and... help you out. With anything."
She left that last part hanging out there, as if she wanted me to have her over for sex. "Ok... yeah... I... I appreciate that." My cock was really throbbing as I fantasized having sex with her. Of course it wasn't the first time I'd fantasized about her, but I'd never had her alone with me, nearly naked. This particular fantasy was much more powerful.
I tried to move to adjust myself, but she just sat there watching me for a moment longer. She seemed to giggle as she lay back down, closing her eyes. I slid a hand into my shorts and adjusted myself to a better position, but there was nothing I could do to change its hardness, at least not right now.
I got up out of the lounger and headed for the door, then stopped and looked back, making sure my body was mostly turned towards the house so she couldn't see the very obvious tenting in my shorts. "Riley, would you like a drink?"
"Yeah, please," she said without looking up.
I went into the kitchen trying to stall for time, trying to get my erection to go down. Damn I was so turned on. I got some sodas out of the fridge and, frustrated that there was nothing I could really do about my hardness in the short time I had, walked back outside. I was lucky that my hardness had somewhat subsided, at least it wasn't as noticeable any more. I walked over to her lounger to hand her the drink.
I had to be a man about this and I had to face the facts. I was getting close to forty years old. I was way too old for her. My hardness was just a sign of how perverted I was. She was here to just tan and swim... not for me to perv on her.
"Here you go," I said leaning down to place it on the ground next to her.
"Thanks," she said reaching out and grabbing it with her hand while she raised up on the other elbow. When she twisted to take a drink, her right breast cleared the chair and was plainly visible. It was lovely, lovely breast... well shaped. Her nipple was small and hard, like a small stone attached to her flesh. I was absolutely stunned and excited.
She pulled the drink away, acting completely unaware of her state of undress. "That was nice of you. Thanks," she said laying back down and putting the drink on the ground beside her.
Once I could regain control of my brain and body, I moved away from her towards the pool. My cock was extremely hard now and very prominent. I tossed my sunglasses aside and dove into the pool, hoping the cold water would not only get rid of my erection, but at least hide it. When I came up, she was looking over at me, smiling not-so-innocently. She knew what she was doing to me. She knew how much she was teasing me.
I put in some easy strokes, swimming the length of the pool several times, trying to burn off this sexual tension, sexual need, before stopping at the side to relax a second. I was just leaning back, hanging on to the edge, letting my legs scissor a little in the cool water.
"Mr. T?" Riley called. "Can you help me put some oil on?" I looked over at her lounge chair and she was holding a bottle of tanning oil in her hand, she was again up on her elbows, her breasts hanging beneath her. From this angle, I could see up her long legs and admired the contour of her ass in the small suit bottoms.
I knew I was in for trouble, but almost couldn't help myself. Surely, being a massage therapist, owning my own salon, and working with hundreds of naked women, I could handle this. 'Seriously,' I told myself. 'Be a professional about this.'
"Sure," I said, pulling myself out of the pool. I quickly dried myself off and moved over to her chair, grabbing the bottle from her. I was breathing a little harder wondering how I was going to get through this. I tried to imagine her as a little girl, but with that firm, youthful, sexy body beneath me, there was little I could do to stop thinking sexy thoughts. She definitely wasn't a little girl any more.
The warm sun covered both of us as I knelt down beside her. I dripped a little of the oil on her back and began massaging her, starting at your shoulders. Her skin felt so soft and supple and my hands drifted easily over her back. My fingers pushed into her muscles, sliding along them to lengthen them, stretch, and soothe them.
She moaned below me, which only had the effect of exciting me further. I could feel my cock throbbing, but couldn't deal with it. I glanced down at her face, which was turned towards me, she was looking right at my groin with a very teasing gaze. It was as if she were happy to have such an affect on me.
I dribbled more of the oil onto her and my hands moved lower onto her back, covering her lower back all the way down to her swim-suit bottoms. They were small and very light-weight and I could see the crease of the material sliding into the crack of her ass and down into the wonders between her thighs.
My hands slid along her sides and up underneath her arms slipping and sliding, pushing into her muscles. As my hands moved back down, she moved her ass, rotating it and spreading her legs a little wider. I had a good glimpse of the flesh between her thighs, could see the camel-toe as the material of her bottoms was pushed between her labia. The material between her legs was a very thin strip, barely wide enough to cover her and I knew that with a small movement, she'd be completely bare to my gaze.
"You know... I've always had this, like, fantasy about you," she said softly.
"Riley... you're my neighbor's daughter," I said, hoping to end this before it went too far.
"So, I'm nineteen," she said. "I'm an adult. I can make my own decisions."
"But... I'm an old man. Too old for you, that's for sure."
"So? I like older guys... especially ones with big cocks like yours," she giggled.
I shook my head. "I think that maybe you've been watching too much stuff on the internet."
"I mean... you don't want me? Look how hard I've made you."
I felt the uncomfortable throbbing below me as my erection was caught in an uncomfortable position. I had no choice, so I moved a hand off her and slid it into my trunks to adjust myself. She watched every move I made as if hoping to see a glimpse of my cock. This was driving me insane, but I just couldn't stop.
"My legs, too," she whispered. I knew damn well she could put oil on the back of her own legs, so I knew this was just another ploy to continue to tease me.
"Look... I just wasn't expecting... you know," I stammered, not really knowing where this was going to go, although my cock knew which way it wanted it to go.
"Don't worry about it," she said. "You're overthinking it. It's simple. I want it... you want it... so why not? It's not wrong."
She was right. We're both adults. It might get me in trouble with her parents, but it wasn't really wrong. Besides... she was starting it. She was teasing me. I figured I was just going to have to tease back, too. Somehow I figured it was to make the fight fair, not really considering what I was getting myself into.
I moved to the foot of the lounge chair and sat down, putting her legs across both of my knees so I was sitting between her legs, and dribbled some of the oil down the length of her left leg. I started at her ankle, my hands moving around it, squeezing and massaging her, and slowly moved up. Her legs were very smooth and soft and I definitely enjoyed touching them. My hands moved to her knee and I let my fingers trace lines behind her knee, teasing her. Her eyes were closed tightly and her mouth open a little. She was breathing harder. I noticed her right arm was tucked under her and saw her ass move slightly.
When I looked between her legs, I saw the material move a little, a finger peeking out from the sides of her bikini bottoms. She was masturbating! My hands moved up to her thighs, sliding around the back and then the sides, sliding ever closer to her pussy. I could feel her muscles clench, could hear her panting moans.
My hands moved higher up her thigh sliding along the leg band of her bottoms at her ass, then sliding down, one hand going between her legs, the other going outside. I slid my hand down slowly, watching the expression on her face. She was breathing faster, and her fingers soon bumped into mine. Her hand was rapidly circling her clit.
I smiled and moved my hands away, dribbling oil on her other leg and then treating it to the same lovely torture. I slowly moved up, massaging, rubbing, probing, until I was at her bottoms again and let my fingers trail down along the edge of the material. Her fingers bumped into mine and I stopped, letting her fingers continually touch mine as she rubbed across her clit in a big circle.
I moved my fingers, stroking hers, letting her know I was enjoying her play, letting her know I was watching and willing to help. My hand slid underneath her, following and stroking her arm up to her elbow and back down. I felt the play of the muscles in her forearm as her fingers clenched and released. It was so hot watching her play with herself, even if I couldn't see her pussy hardly at all. Just watching her fingers play, feeling her body undulate, and watching her facial expressions was a big turn-on.
"Oh fuck," she moaned softly, barely above a whisper.
I reached up and grabbed the waist band of her bottoms and tugged a little, urging her to take them off. She pulled her hand away and raised her hips to help me. I pulled them off her hips and she settled back down. Her fingers returned to their duty and my view was completely unrestricted. Her fingertips delved down and across her clit, teasing it so nicely.
I reached up to her elbow and pulled, urging her hand away from her sex. "I think that's my job, princess." She moaned in protest, but complied.
I moved up closer to her, spreading her legs wider around me and grabbed the oil again. I dripped some onto her ass, rubbing my hands around her lovely lobes, rubbing and massaging them both. Then I sat for a moment, contemplating my next action. I knew I was in over my head already, but I hadn't really done anything up to this point. I was now at the line of no return.
I tipped the oil bottle a little and let it drip into the crack of her ass, slowly creating a river between her cheeks. I watched it slowly run across her asshole and then onto her labia, some going around, and some through until it disappeared on the other side. She was panting, now, so excited.
I used my middle finger to slide down her ass, following the trail of the oil. She lifted her hips higher, inviting me in.
"Pull your cheeks apart," I whispered, wondering if she really was going to comply. Surprisingly, her hands moved back, grabbed her ass, and pulled her cheeks apart. "There's my good girl." My finger slid lower, teasing her asshole, circling it, slightly pushing into it. She groaned in excitement as I teased her. It was nicely puckered and my finger slid inside easily enough. I wondered what it would feel like to fuck her there.
"Do you like having your ass played with?" I asked softly.
"I don't know," she whispered hotly. "I've never done anything like that before."
But she seemed so eager to try. "Such a beautiful little thing," I said. I pushed a little, inserting my finger just up to the first knuckle into her tight hole. Her body held its position as if she was scared or maybe just excited for more. Teasingly slow, I pushed further in, my finger slowly disappearing into her. She exhaled sharply, obviously experiencing it for the first time.
"Oh gosh," she moaned.
"Like that?" I asked, starting to slide my finger in and out of her.
"Yes... gosh... it feels... it feels good."
"That's my girl. You make me so proud." I slowly fingered her ass with one hand while the other slid below her and circled her clit a few times. I heard the door open at her house next door, which was no more than thirty feet away, and someone walk out whistling. It was Riley's mother, moving about their back yard, probably going to work in the flower gardens just on the other side of the fence.
We were lucky to have a high, privacy fence between the houses, so she couldn't see us. But I knew she'd be able to hear us and the added chance of being caught was a huge turn on for both Riley and me. She was humming as she worked so close to us.
I slid my fingers higher, sliding through her labia, soaking them in her wetness. Riley was certainly enjoying this. Her pussy was incredibly wet. Finding her entrance, I stopped my finger from fucking her ass, just held it in deep, as two fingers on my other hand pushed into her tight pussy. God she was incredibly sexy. I felt her pussy clench my fingers, trying to trap them and encourage them to stroke deeper.
Riley moaned softly as I pushed my fingers in all the way and then slowly, alternately fucked both holes. Her body was shaking in heat and excitement. She brought a hand up to her mouth to keep from being loud and sucked on her fingers, tasting herself.
My fingers moved in and out of her, pushing in as deep as I could go with each thrust. Riley moaned softly, gasping and panting.
"You like that princess?" I asked her, whispering.
"Yes," she moaned softly, barely above a whisper.
"You take me so well. I'm going to make you cum and your mom is right on the other side of the fence, so you better behave and keep quiet," I whispered softly. "You hear me?"
She exhaled sharply. "Yessss," she hissed softly.
I thrust faster and faster, pushing her, teasing her. She could barely breathe now since she was trying to hold back all sounds. Her face screwed in pleasure, her mouth opening in a scream. I could feel her legs lengthen and tighten as she pushed up into me. She pushed the corner of her beach towel into her mouth and bit down to keep from making a sound.



Her body jerked several times and I felt her pussy contracting on my fingers, her fluids soaking me, dripping down my arm. I stopped thrusting and held them in deep as she relaxed a little and then slowly pulled them from her.
"You're such a good girl for me," I whispered. I slid back away from her, laying her legs on the lounge chair. My hands rubbed her ass and thighs as I got up and walked over to my own chair and sat back down.
I watched her as she lay, panting, trying to collect herself.
"Riley? Can you help me for a minute?" her mom called from just ten feet away.
"Sure mom... um... just a sec," she answered, sitting up and quickly putting her suit back on. I watched as the lovely flesh I so wantonly teased only moments before got covered up as she stood and completed getting dressed. She grabbed her towel and started heading for the gate, and then turned and jogged over to me. She bent down and kissed me passionately, her hand sliding down and stroking my erection through my trunks.
I groaned into her mouth. She moved to my ear and whispered "I'll take care of that later," before jogging off through the gate, closing it behind her.
I looked down at my hardness, still throbbing and tenting my shorts. I debated whether I wanted to masturbate now or whether I wanted to save myself for Riley. I closed my eyes, hoping 'later' would come soon.
*****
I was relaxing in my living room, just watching the baseball game when I heard the back door open. It was 9pm and the sun had just set and it was getting dark outside.
"Mr. T?" I heard Riley call, wanting to make sure I knew she was there.
"I'm in the living room, Riley," I said turning towards the kitchen to watch her come in, but she didn't appear.
"Can you come out to the pool?" she asked.
I walked to the back door, intrigued, and opened it, stepping outside. She was standing just outside the door and what I saw was fucking incredible.
She smiled when she saw me and saw my overwhelmed expression. She was wearing one of my work t-shirts. It looked huge on her, almost like a dress. I couldn't tell what she had on underneath, if anything.
"I hope you don't mind I came to visit," she smiled, deviously.
"What's this?" I almost laughed, wondering if this was my birthday come early. But she looked so incredible in it, I couldn't laugh. I was praising all that heavens that I could see her in such a sexy outfit up close and personal. "A t-shirt from my shop?"
"Yeah," she smiled, acting guilty. She lifted up part of it to her nose and took a smell. "I couldn't help it. It smells so good. Just like you. How do you think it looks on me?"
"It... well... it's large, that's for sure," I laughed.
"Yeah... but you're much bigger than I am." She slowly backed away towards the lounge chairs around the pool while I slowly followed.
I suddenly grew suspicious. That really was *my* shirt she was wearing, not one she just bought. "Where did you get that shirt?"
"From your bedroom," she giggled, putting a finger to her lips and sucking on the tip.
"And... how did you get in to get it?"
"The same way I got in to give you my panties. You gave my parents a spare key..." she giggled again. "I just... borrowed it."
"So... you came into my house while I was at work?"
"Mmhmm," she said, grabbing and playing with the hem of the shirt, pulling it a little higher up her leg.
I tried not to notice how her shirt lifted just right when she moved it and showed far too much leg underneath. She wasn't wearing shorts. At most, she was only wearing panties under it. Suddenly I couldn't control the rising boner in my pants.
"Do you think it fits alright?" she smiled, almost as if she were shy. But after this afternoon, I was pretty sure she wasn't shy... at all.
"It fits fine to me."
"You sure? I want it to be perfect for you," she said, walking over to me pushing me to sit in a lounge chair. Then she slid into my lap, her legs straddling mine. She put her hands on my shoulders for balance.
I was very much at a loss for words. When she walked over, I could tell by the bounce of her breasts beneath the fabric that she wasn't wearing a bra. It made me seriously wonder if she was completely naked under it.
"I bet it's been a long time since you've had a young woman like me sit in your lap like this," she said, grinding into me a little.
"That's not exactly an appropriate thing to ask," I said, trying to be strong but feeling my erection pulsing. I thought I could feel the heat from her pussy warming my cock.
"What?" she giggled. "It's just a question. How long has it been?"
"Since I was your age... so... a long time ago."
"And I bet it's been a long time since you've had a young woman like me suck your cock, then?" she said, smiling smugly.
"What?" I asked, smiling and shaking my head in surprise. I'd never heard her talk like this before. And it was one thing for me to tease and finger her, but to have her suck my cock or even... fuck her? I didn't know if I could do that.
"Ooh, there's that boner I saw earlier," she giggled as she wiggled on my lap, moving her ass around, grinding her pussy against my erection.
"Yeah... kinda hard to hide that, unfortunately."
"You know... I know you'd like me to suck your dick," she said as if it were a well-known fact. "And... I can feel your boner in your pants... and... I really want to suck on it." She quickly dropped to the ground beside the lounger and started kissing my hardon through my jeans. "Would you let me?"
"Fuck," I whispered, feeling my cock pulse as I watched her kiss and lick over my jeans. She looked up at me, so young, so beautiful, so hopeful. She was such a tease!
"If I do, will you behave?" I asked.
"Probably not," she smiled as her hands worked to unfasten my jeans.
"Oh my God," I whispered, not fighting her at all. I even lifted my hips to allow her to pull my pants and boxers down.
"Mmm," she said as she curled her fingers around my cock and slid the head into her mouth. "I told you you'd like it."
She started stroking and sucking on it like a pro. Seriously, I had no idea how she ever learned to be that good at it.
"Has any of your girlfriends ever suck your dick like this?" she asked, giggling.
"Let's not talk about them right now." I looked over at her parents house, wondering if they were home, wondering if they might stumble outside and hear us. "Riley... are... are your parents home?"
"No... they went out," she giggled. "They won't be back for hours."
I was comforted by that. I had to live next to them. The last thing I needed was for them to know that I was having sex with their daughter.
"Mmm... I always knew you had a big cock." She stroked my shaft while sucking on it, sliding it deep into her mouth a few times. With this kind attention, I wasn't sure how long I was going to last. All I knew was that I didn't simply want a handjob or a blowjob. I wanted to fuck that pussy I'd dipped my fingers into less than twelve hours ago.
"You knew, huh?"
"I did... I could tell," she nodded. "Especially by the boners behind your swim trunks every time I came over."
"Yeah... kind of hard to hide that when you're wearing swim trunks."
"Mmhmm." She slid my cock into the back of her throat and held it there, really deep-throating me, making her face get red as she choked herself on it.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
The sight and sounds were almost surreal in the rapidly dimming light. "Oh my God... that's good," I gasped. It felt incredible! "Oh! You please me so well, sweetheart."
She giggled. "Watch me suck your cock, daddy. I want you to think about your cock in my mouth every time you look at me."
I shook my head. "Oh, you're such a dirty girl. Take everything I give you."
She smiled and started licking my shaft from the bottom to the top, treating like a dripping ice cream cone. Then she stopped, stood, and kissed me. She grabbed underneath the t-shirt and hooked her thumbs into her panties, dropping them to the concrete. Standing tall, she handed them to me and smiled.
"You like the panties I gave you?" she giggled.
I nodded. "Yeah... that was... unexpected."
"I wanted you to think about me... to know what I smelled like... and tasted like." She lifted the t-shirt to show me her pussy.
"I know you like to see me in my bikinis," she szid. "But I bet this is better." She slid the t-shirt over her head and stood in front of me completely naked.
I marveled at her tight and very little body with impossibly perfect boobs and shook my head. "You know it. God, you're such a beautiful little thing. My sweet, perfect princess."
"Thank you," she said, almost giddy that I actually said I liked her body.
I pulled her towards me as I stood and bent down to kiss and nibble on her neck for a moment. She was a good foot shorter than me. She turned her head to the side, offering it to me as my hands drifted lower to hold her in place. I then bent her backwards a little as I kissed down her neck and chest and nibbled on her breasts.
I shook my head, amazed at my sudden luck. "I've been wanting to do this for a long time. Now... you're all mine."
"Yeah?" she asked, then gasped as I picked her up, sliding one hand then the other under her thighs to grab her waist again and hold her high in the air, her hips right at face level. That action forced her legs apart and I slid my face in between them and started licking her pussy as she swayed high in the air above me.
"Oh... oh gosh," she panted, trying to find something to grab on to. The only thing she had was my head. "I wondered how good you'd be at licking pussy."
"Mmmm," I moaned, enjoying her sweet nectar as my tongue played with her clit one moment, then drove deep inside her the next.
"Oh... wow," she panted.
"I adore every inch of you. And I think you like it," I laughed, letting her down.
"I do," she nodded, looking very excited to try more things with me. "You like my slutty little pussy, don't you daddy?" She giggled in her excitement and desire and I have to say my cock throbbed at her newly-acquired, slutty language.
"Mmhmm," I said softly.
"I want you to have all of me," she whispered. "Everything."
"You taste so good," I said. "I'd love to have you all to myself." I turned her and led her to sit on the lounger. "Here. Sit over here... sit on the lounge chair."
She lay back on the chair, almost drowning in it's size. She looked so tiny. "Like this?"
"Mmhmm," I said, dropping to my knees. I grabbed the back of her legs and pushed her knees up to her face, folding her in half. She was such a limber young thing. "My precious little toy." Then I dove into her pussy again for another taste, licking and sucking and slurping.
"Oh gosh... oh yes... wow," she panted over and over. "Yeah." She closed her eyes and held her breath a few times before I felt her body shiver and shake in orgasm. She mewled so beautifully as she came, her pussy gushing its wonderful nectar into my hungry mouth.
I let her legs go, then picked her up again by the waist. As I sat down on the lounge chair, I set her on top of me, letting her mount me. I wanted to make sure she fucked me on her terms, so that if I was too big or it hurt, she could stop on her own.
She grabbed my shaft, lining my cock up to her pussy and then sat down, sliding my cock inside her warm wetness.
"There's my good girl," I moaned.
"Oh! Oh wow," she moaned. "Oh my gosh! That feels so good."
"Yeah it does," I agreed, feeling her warm tightness grip my shaft as she pushed more and more inside her. I grabbed her hips to help keep her on me.
"Oh yeah... fuck my little pussy," she said when she started moving her hips, driving me in and out of her pussy. "You like my sweet young pussy don't you daddy?"
"Yeah," I moaned. "God you're so tight. But you take me so well."
"Oh my gosh!" she panted, her hips moving even faster. She put her hands on my chest as she bounced on my cock.
I was so overwhelmed by how good she looked right now. She was glowing, smiling, her body just moving so seductively as she fucked me. "God, you look so beautiful, princess."
She smiled down at me, blushing, enjoying my compliments. "Thanks."
She put her feet on the lounger beside my thighs and used that as extra leverage to bounce on my shaft. Her hands rested on my chest, her hips moving rapidly.
"Give me that dick... yes... give it to me," she grunted. "Is it as good as you hoped it would be, daddy? A tight, warm, little pussy?"
"Yes... you please me so well," I moaned. Her pussy was so wonderfully tight, but I was sliding right into it, stretching her open, as her hips moved up and down.
"Oh my God... I love it all the way deep inside me," she moaned.
I used my hands on her hips to help move her, almost using her like a sex toy, driving my cock in and out of her. She was so small, so light weight.
"Oh yeah... oh yeah... feed me that dick, daddy... feed it to me," she moaned.
"God, your pussy's so fucking tight," I hissed.
"Mmm," she moaned. "With a big hard cock sliding in and out of my pussy. I like feeling it go in and out. You're such a bad boy... so dirty. You like fucking me don't you?"
I nodded. "Oh yeah. My sweet... perfect... little... princess." I was moaning as her pussy squeezed and milked my cock so wonderfully.
"You want to fuck me every night?"
"I wish I could."
"My parents don't have to know," she smiled.
"Oh... oh my God!" I moaned, imagining it... wondering if I could truly fuck her ever night.
She shook her head. "Don't you cum yet... I want to ride you and ride you. Oh my gosh, just like that. It feels so good. Yes, yes, yes! Take my fucking pussy."
"Oh!" I moaned as she started to careen over the edge and fall into her orgasm. Her pussy squeezed and milked me as her body trembled. I had to hold her tight to keep her from falling off my. "God damn!"
"Yeah! Yeah!" she said more loudly, thrashing about a bit on my cock, her body trembling as her juices flooded my cock and balls, dripping down my ass and onto the lounger. "Oh... oh... oh my gosh! Oh my gosh!"
She stopped for a moment, resting, just feeling me inside her as she sat with her eyes closed. Then, she started fucking me again.
"Oh, God, princess, that's good," I said. I needed her to fuck me. I needed her to make me cum. "Just like that. There's my good girl."
"Oh gosh... I love feeling your fucking cock slide into me," she whispered, looking down at me as if she was going to cum again any second now. "Oh! Your cock's so hard. I bet it wants to fucking explode, doesn't it? You want to explode for my naughty pussy, don't you? Oh my God... fuck that feels so good right there."
"Oh fuck!" I moaned. "You're such a good girl for me. So obedient and perfect. That's my girl. Take everything I give you."
"Oh... oh... yes," she moaned. "Oh my God! How many times have you jerked your cock thinking about me?"
"You really want to know that?" I asked. "I can't even count the number of times."
"How many times have you fucked one of your girlfriends wishing it was me?"
I shook my head. "Too many times."
"How many times did you want to feed me your cum? Hmm?"
"Oh fuck... so much," I moaned.
She smiled broadly, loving that I gave her so much thought as a sexual desire. "I want your dick, daddy, and only your dick," she said. "But... you haven't cum yet. Am I doing something wrong?"
I smiled. "I almost have, a couple times now. Don't worry princess. I'm holding it back on purpose. I adore every inch of you. You please me so much. I want to make sure I've given you as much pleasure as I can first." I pulled her off me, then stood. I moved her so that she was on her hands and knees on the lounger and held her hips in place for a moment.
"Oh fuck... oh my God," she hissed as she was being manhandled. "Yeah... like this? Put me just how you want me."
I grabbed my cock and slid it first over her ass cheeks, then slid it down the crack towards her wetness. I felt her tremble as it passed her asshole and slipped just inside her pussy.
"Yes... right there," she panted, hoping that I would just shove it inside her.
I slid the head through her pussy and over her clit several times, just waiting for the right moment.
"Daddy! You're teasing me!" she whined.
"Behave," I said. I lined the head up with her hole and slowly pushed it inside again, watching it slowly disappear, inch by inch.
"Oh!" she moaned. "Just like that, daddy. Yeah, just like that. That feels so good. Treat me like a naughty little slut. Oh my God! Fuck! You want to fill all my little holes don't you?"
"You wanted me to put it in your ass, didn't you?" I asked, laughing a little.
"I think so," she admitted. "Your fingers felt so good in there before."
"Maybe next time," I said. I slid my thumb into my mouth and got it really wet, then set it against her asshole, circling it as she trembled.
"Oh my God!" she moaned as I pressed it inside, pushing it deeper with every thrust of my cock.
"Oh yeah, baby." Her body was trembling again as if she was nearing another orgasm or that maybe it hurt. I needed to verify which. "Does that feel good?"
"Yes," she hissed quickly, as if the pleasure was almost too much for her to take. "Please... daddy... give me your cum," she moaned.
"You want it?"
"Yeah... I do... I want it," she moaned. "God, your cock is so big. It feels so good. I have this fantasy, daddy, where I have you cum in my pussy and make a baby."
"You want me to get you pregnant?" I asked, floored. How could she want that?
"I mean... it's hot. Your cock is throbbing just thinking about it."
"It is hot," I agreed. She was probably the hottest woman I'd ever met. I'd kill to have her with me the rest of my life... to have her in my bed... to take care of her. But... with me being fifteen years older than her... it was just... "But there's... it's more... more involved if you get pregnant. There's a lot to consider, princess."
"I know... it's just... it's what I want, daddy," she moaned. "I've thought about it a lot for a long, long time."
"I just... I don't know," I said, as I kept sliding in and out of her. This sounded so crazy yet so... right.
"I just know I want you daddy," she said, looking back at me over her shoulder. "I always have. I want to marry you, have your babies, and be with you forever and ever. What do you think, daddy?"
"I... I don't know," I said. It was almost too much to think about right at this moment. But if I said no, would I be able to continue? "I'm not sure."
"I'll make you so happy daddy," she plead. "I promise! Imagine how good it'll feel to fuck me every day for the rest of your life. Please! I want you to cum in my pussy and get me pregnant."
I didn't know if it's the endorphins running through my body or if I truly wanted to be with her forever. But I could see us together. I had some time to figure that out... maybe... right? We could take some time and see where this relationship led... just like any other relationship I might have.
I envisioned us together as a couple. We'd have to move, most likely. Her parents wouldn't fully approve, of course, but as long as we weren't living right next door, they might come to see the possibility. We could... we could move an hour away on the other side of town and I could still keep my business. That would work. She'd be much closer to school and I'd have about the same drive to my spa.
"Ooh!" she moaned and I felt her cum again, her pussy squeezing my cock, milking me.
"Yeah... good girl," I panted, getting so close to my orgasm now. "You make daddy's cock so hard."
She could move in with me and we could get married in a year or two, if we still felt a desire for each other. If things didn't work out, she could just go her own way. She'd likely be graduated by then and in her first job.



"God, please fill me up," she begged, getting me back out of my mind and into feel the delicious pleasure of her pussy.
"You want daddy's cum, princess?"
"Yeah... I want all of daddy's cum," she panted.
"Ok, princess... it's coming," I said and felt it truly welling up from deep inside me, just bursting to explode out of me. "Ohhh! Uhhhh!" I grunted as I felt my seed blow into her pussy again and again and could see little bits leaking out around my shaft. I sat still for a moment, holding my shaft deep inside her, letting it pulse, spraying every bit of cum into her, then slowly pulled my cock out.
"Good girl," I panted. She reached down between her legs and fingered herself, feeling my warm cum dripping out of her pussy. "Wow... oh my God. This is crazy. I can't believe I did that."
"We should do this more," she panted, smiling broadly, turning around to sit on the edge of the lounger and taking my still wet cock into her mouth. She sucked and licked it softly, cleaning me off while smiling and humming cheerfully.
She was certainly happy we did that.
"Yeah," I panted, looking down at her and smiling myself. "Because it might take a few times to get you pregnant."
*****
That was one of the wildest nights in my life. After we had sex, we dove into the water for some skinny dipping, where we played for a while and washed the sweat off our bodies.
Now... five years later... we're sitting in our two-bedroom apartment. She did get pregnant that night, but we got married six months later... and had our little girl, Charlotte, three months after that. Then, trying hard not to have too many kids, we had our son, Elijah, two years after that.
Our relationship with her parents was mended, for the most part, when they saw their grandkids. They didn't even complain about the hour drive when they knew what was at the end of it.
So, as I sit in my recliner in the living room, watching a little early nighttime TV, Riley is sitting in my lap, much like she always has. My arms are folded around her, holding her against me as she watches with me. Charlotte and Elijah are on the floor in front of us, playing. Life couldn't be better.
And all I can think is... God damn! Being married to my little princess was better than anything I could have imagined!
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The Warrior's Lust
The hot summer sun beat down on Eli as he moved from shadow to shadow. The city was nearly empty after the bombs fell in the war and then after the ensuing radiation and diseases ravaged the population. But many had still survived and struggled daily to stay alive in this cruel world. The elders often talked about the days their elders remembered... days of peace and plenty.
He patted the large knife at his side, reassured that if trouble came upon him, he could deal with it. He'd killed many since he became of age. Most simply because it was survival of the fittest. But for those that harmed his clan, he did for pleasure.
He slipped beside a doorway and scanned the area behind them. A dust cloud blew up out of the west, but no one was there, no one had followed them. He was leading a team of twenty warriors, returning from a very successful raid. They'd defeated the Ishanti Clan and returned many supplies, many slave captives, and had expanded their new territory. He led a campaign that made warriors great and he'd hoped it made him great enough to win a concubine of his own.
He rapped on the door, twice, then three times, then twice again, giving the entry signal. A tiny portal opened in the metal door and an eye scanned him as well as the surrounding area.
"Password?" a voice asked.
"Elephant, you idiot... just let me in." It was a stupid word. What in the hell did it even mean? He was tired from the long day. From the time he got up until now, he was on edge. He needed a woman. And he needed a woman badly. He kicked the door as it started opening, sending the door keeper sprawling on the floor behind it. He scowled at the man, if he could be called that. He was not a man who could be called a warrior.
He should have fucked a woman this morning before he left. He'd felt the need then, but didn't feel he had the time. Now he was a mess of pent-up sexual frustration and tension. Alright, truth be told, he was always a mess of pent-up sexual frustration. But today he was extra horny. It'd been too many days now. Too many days without satisfaction.
His frustration made him want to fuck a girl in the worst way. You would have thought all the survival, all the bad weather, all the day to day struggles would have at least dampened his horniness, but it didn't. He trod into his room and slammed the door shut. He pulled his cloak off and tossed it aside, along with the darkened goggles, face mask, and hat he needed to make it out in that sun-parched, radiation-filled world.
He pulled his knife from its sheath and made sure to wipe it clean with the sparse water he had available to him. He'd been forced to kill today. The Ashanti Clan had raided their food supplies a month ago and he was one of the men responsible for getting them back. With his own actions, at least three of the offending clan warriors were maimed beyond recovery; one with a broken bone stabbing out of his calf, another with an arm which had been twisted entirely around and another was blinded in one eye. They may have won the first fight and stollen supplies, but Eli made sure they didn't live to enjoy it.
Despite all that killing and maiming he was perpetually horny because he had no woman in his life to match his sexual needs. And there were few prospects for finding a woman who could keep up with him. He loved women... but most of all, he loved fucking women. He wanted to seriously fuck. All of the slave girls they'd send to pleasure him were so frail and delicate. He held back most of the time for fear of breaking them in half. Sometimes they did crack, though none had broken completely during his rather... enthusiastic... fuck sessions. He wished he could find a woman that would return the pleasures he gave... one that was strong in body and spirit.
Eli was a warrior, the most prized class in his clan. The members of his clan were divided into four major hierarchies: clan leaders, elders and royalty, at the top, then came the warriors and concubines in the middle, and finally, slaves at the bottom. Clan leaders and warriors were allowed as many concubines as they could afford as mates. Slaves were community property for any warrior to take as needed.
The warrior's motto was violence. But it was only through violence that their clan could survive out here. It was a motto for which Eli lived and would die for. They had to fight for everything... for shelter... for food... for water. Of course, the other clans had to do the same. They all fought just to stay alive with limited resources.
Eli shook his head, inspected the bowl of fruit sitting on the table and grabbed an apple. The night was too hot for the bedcovers and the pounding of his erection was uncomfortable. Instead of falling into an immediate sleep, he stared out the slitted window at the half moon, its silvery glow almost seemed to arouse him even more.
Fuck!
He wore a pair of leather breeches strapped down his legs and a well worn t-shirt over his muscular chest. His muscles seemed to swell in his clothes. He was dangerously aroused. His mind whirled with visions of soft-fleshed women dancing naked before him, their bodies undulating, their nakedness so available to him, their desire for him strong and obvious.
His mind went to one of the slaves captured during their raid. The raven beauty, who tried to claim privilege as she was bound for transport. She claimed royalty as if that claim made her safe from him or his men. They tied her up along with the rest, even though she continued to protest. Only when he ordered a gag placed in her beautiful mouth did he finally have peace and quiet.
He touched himself, his palm pressing into his erection, stroking it, and felt a spasm of pleasure surge through him. Damn! He needed to cum desperately. He wished a strong warrior woman would magically materialize in his bedroom so he could lick her cunt until she had a mind-blowing orgasm. Or maybe two or three or more girls, one after the other. He needed to touch, suck, and fuck those girls until he passed out from the blissful, satisfied exhaustion that might finally come.
Restless, he knew that sleep was only going to make things worse. The cool, night air blowing on his skin was now a form of torture.
Masturbating got him off, but it wasn't the same as fucking. He needed a cunt to fuck. He needed to feel a soft velvety tongue sucking on him. He needed to feel a tight, wet pussy, being stretched by him. His cock jerked as he thought of what it would feel like to have a woman wriggling under him, his strong body thrusting his cock in and out of her cunt, while his mouth sucked her tongue. A surge of lustful heat enveloped him.
He didn't own a concubine at the moment, his last one getting killed during a raid on their camp a year ago. Eli rang a bell to call for a serving slave. And then again, after a moment's thought, to get a second. It would take at least two to satisfy his need tonight.
His body pulsated with need and he shut his eyes, wishing for at least one of the slaves to be at least pretty. His arousal was so much that he'd probably rape the girl as soon as she walked in the door. A tingle of excitement made his cock even harder. He shouldn't take her that strongly. He really shouldn't. A slave was common property and available to all the clan leaders and warriors of the village. He shouldn't break them with his overzealous need.
All slaves within the clan were raised in the knowledge that their subservient dedication to the warriors was their only hope of living in this world. They knew that if they displeased their masters then they'd be sent out into the violent world, alone, without food or weaponry. They wouldn't stand a chance in the harsh wilderness, between the wild animals and other men. There were slaves who required some... housebreaking... before they were put to work, but they seldom required beating. Some were more useful for the work they performed, gardening, cleaning, building. Other's were more useful for sex. To be useless to the clan was a death sentence.
The clan took them in and the warriors protected them. The warriors gave them food to eat and shelter from the hot sun and the cold nights. The warriors lived and died for them. The warriors owned them and deserved everything and anything desired in return.
Eli's door creaked open and two petite figures stepped in. He let the rich aroma of the girls' perfumes fill his nostrils. He recognized one of the slaves from his recent campaign. The raven-haired beauty that was part of the spoils of his recent raid. After every conflict with another clan, slaves were taken to increase the size of their own clan.
The older one quickly dropped into a kneeling position of supplication as was expected. When the younger one didn't, the older pulled her by the arm, forcing her down, to kneel, forcing her into the same position.
"You called, Master?" the older one asked softly. Her arms were behind her, her chests thrust forward, her eyes downcast. The younger was more defiant, kneeling, but with her arms in front of her, her eyes looking at him, daring him.
"Your names," he ordered.
"I'm Naomi, Master, ready to serve," said the older one. She was old enough to be his mother... maybe even older than that. Why they continued to send women like this to him, he didn't know.
"I am Aria, Princess of the Ishanti Clan," said the younger, more loudly, more defiant. She was young... barely more than twenty cycles. I both glared at her brazeness and laughed. She acted as if her royalty meant something to him.
"I'm sorry, Master," the older slave said, grabbing the younger to settle her down. "She is new to the clan and is unaware of our customs."
"I'm aware of her," he said. "I brought her. But she better learn quickly that defiance like that will only earn her a beating... or worse... banishment."
Naomi looked at both Aria and him in horror. She couldn't imagine how horrible either of those options would be. Aria softened her defiant look, but only a little. She seemed to still feel... privileged.
As was customary in their community new slaves weren't allowed much clothing. Aria was slender and wore only two bands of thin silk around her breasts and waist and a thick iron necklace around her neck. The necklace was a symbol of bondage, which she'd wear until death. She was very pretty indeed. Her breasts pressed and bounced lightly behind the thin silk, arousing him.
Naomi wore a light, one piece cloth tunic. She was older and far less attractive, but she had a mouth. She would do.
"Pour me wine." Eli stepped aside after shooting an amused glance at the slave girls.
Naomi started to rise, but Eli stopped her. "No... you," he said to Aria.
Aria got to her feet and went to the table to pour a goblet of wine.
In the meantime, Eli removed the t-shirt he was wearing, then loosened his belt and let his pants drop heavily to the floor. His cock stood out fully exposed, a bold, menacing erection pointing upright before the girls. The women quickly stifled their shocked expressions, not wanting to either entice or antagonize him. They realized he was going to fuck the delicious young bitch until he had drained her of every ounce of strength in her body. Then he was going to do the same with the other.
Aria handed the goblet to him, maintaining defiant eye contact with him, something slaves never did. He took it, but to her surprise didn't drink it. Instead, Eli spilled it all over the rug, smiling smugly.
"Look at what you've done!" Eli pointed with an outstretched hand at the red stain.
"But I didn't..."
"Are you calling me a liar?" Eli huffed angrily, raising his hand as if to smack her.
"No," she swiftly fell down to her knees. Naomi swiftly moved her into her position of prostration, knees spread, hands behind her back with her chest pushed outward to appease his anger.
"Forgive your slaves!" Naomi said quickly. "We're clumsy and unworthy of you!"
Eli pointed to the stain. "I risked my life for this rug and now you've ruined it. I've risked my life for the food you eat and the water you drink, and this is how you repay me?"
Naomi trembled for she knew her life could be forfeited for less. "Please Master, have mercy," she begged, crying. Aria was crying, too, looking frightened for one of the first times in her life, but didn't move or speak.
"Stand up!"
Aria did as she was told. Her breasts rising with each sharp intake of breath. Oh yes, Eli thought, the girl was well aware of what was going to happen. She'd probably heard all sorts of rumors about how Eli treated his women... how they could barely walk for days afterwards.
Eli slid his hands around the girl's waist and pulled her tightly against him. Aria waited for the inevitable clutch of fear, resisting the urge to run. He grabbed the slender silk band of material around her breasts and tugged roughly, sending it flying, the fabric easily tearing from his strength. The slave gasped as the warrior made little effort of yanking the bottom band and ripping it to shreds as well.
Eli let her go and stepped back to study her flesh. He studied every lickable inch of her body. The way her dark hair caught the moonlight as it streamed in through the opened shutters, flooding her face with a glowing aura. Aria's skin was tan and glistening with some kind of body lotion that made it sparkle, and smelled like some special spice.
Eli smiled, his lips parting with delight.
"You ruined my beautiful rug," he said softly, taking the girl's hand in his and motioning her to the table. "Come... sit on the table."
Aria was scared, not understanding what was going to happen, but sat on the table and nervously waited for another instruction. No warrior in her own clan would have dared to speak to her like this, none dared to treat her like this. But now... with her clan defeated... her title wasn't having the usual effect on the man.
Eli looked at the older slave woman. "Prepare her," he commanded.
"Master?" Naomi asked, looking from him to Aria and back again, not understanding his command.
"I asked you to prepare her for me, slave," he snarled. "Have you never had sex in your entire pathetic life? Do you now understand the way of these things?"
Naomi quickly moved to the table and knelt on the floor. Aria had her legs closed, her feet dangling from the edge of the table. They both waited, staring at each other.
"Oh, the gods strike you where you stand!" Eli growled. "Lick her and prepare her for me or I'll beat you both myself!"
Naomi quickly placed her hands on Aria's knees and with the help of her pleading eyes, pried them open, revealing her lovely pussy between. Naomi moved closer and started licking Aria, a task she'd obviously never performed before. She blushed a deep crimson, but didn't let her embarrassment stop her.
Aria looked almost horrified as the older woman's tongue and mouth sent delicious pleasures through her body. She wanted to push her away. She wanted to clamp her legs closed. But Eli glowered at them, watching them both closely, his hand slowly stroking his long, hard shaft. She felt her pussy moistening just from watching him.
It didn't take long for Aria to begin breathing harder, to get closer to her orgasm. She didn't want it to happen, but she was a helpless pawn. Naomi's tongue was softer than any man that had been with her before and she knew just where to lick... and how to lick. The swilled her tongue in a circle around her clit before sliding up and down it, sending pleasures through her body that she hadn't felt before. Oh, the gods!
Just as she was about to cum, she could take no more, both from embarrassment and defiance, and pushed Naomi away, closing her legs. She couldn't orgasm like this... not for him... not by her. "No, no, no," she said. "Please stop. Oh my gosh."
Eli looked angry as Naomi crawled away slightly, scared that she didn't do what she was commanded to do. She resumed her position of supplication, praying silently for forgiveness.
"I pray I pleased my Master," she said softly, looking down at the floor.
"Barely," Eli growled. "But it's at her expense she stopped you." He looked hard at Aria. "Stand up. Put your hands on the table and bend over."
Aria was wondering, hoping, that the warrior would be satisfied with maybe a spanking. She sucked her bottom lip and watched intently as the large man paced from side to side looking at her ass.
Eli picked up a huge leather belt but then dropped it on the floor.
"No," he said as he turned back to Aria. "If I spank that insolent ass of yours, it's going to be with my hand! I want to feel your skin burn with every smack!"
Aria swallowed and stayed silent, her palms began to sweat as she held onto the table. She was going to be beaten by the meanest motherfucker in the whole clan, and she might die from the beatings.
Eli kicked Aria's legs apart and stepped behind her, the nearness of her body aroused him; he breathed in Aria's spicy scent.
He started at her wrists and ran his hands up the girl's bare arms, over her shoulder, then made his way down. Aria's skin broke out in goosebumps when the warrior's fingertips brushed the outer swells of her breasts. Eli pinched the girl's nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. Aria bit back the groan that wanted to escape her throat.
Eli squeezed the girl's breasts softly before finally relinquishing his hold. His huge hands skimmed Aria's ribcage, sliding down to the girl's navel. Aria flinched. He slid his hands to the girl's ass to spread her ass-cheeks. He placed his fingers inside the opening of her pussy and pried inside, stretching her wide open. Aria screamed when he did that, as much in surprise as pain.
Eli spread Aria's butt cheeks apart and kissed his way down her body, kneeling behind her. She gasped when she felt the warm wetness of his tongue invading her asshole. He licked her like a kitten licking milk, drawing wet, lazy circles around her asshole. He prodded inside, as if his tongue were a burrowing animal.
"Oh my gosh," she moaned, losing some control.
Again he firmly pulled the girl's ass cheeks apart. Eli attempted to spread her pussy open. His fingers started pulling her labia with two, then three fingers on either side. When the warrior got the girl wide enough, he slid two fingers in as deep as he could and stretched her opening.
"No! Please, don't!" Aria cried out again but didn't move. All she could do was look into Naomi's worried, tearful face that peered back at her.
Eli started a steady, slow thrusting into her pussy. Aria squealed and shivered. She didn't try to stop him, nor would she dare. Her eyes widened as she felt something long and hard brush against her inner thigh. Her cunt was wet with anticipation, and she let out a little hiss as the cockhead brushed against it. He'd stood again, towering behind her. As she wiggled in Eli's grip she could feel his cockhead move against her.
The warrior removed his fingers from Aria's cunt and grabbed her waist.
"You've been a very bad girl indeed," Eli bent over and hissed into the girl's ear.
Eli even wished that the slave would at least try to resist a little harder, because that would make the triumph all the sweeter. He enjoyed the chase and capture.
His hands roamed down the girl's spine, seeking the cheeks of her ass. With teasing skillfulness, his fingertips stimulated her ass-cheeks and the deep crease between the tightening globes. Eli played, his thumb circling her asshole, forcing the girl to squirm in an attempt to stop him. This was what he was hoping for... resistance!
"Oh, you shouldn't have done that," he snickered. "This'll just add to your punishment."
Eli's hands dug firmly into thee girl's ass, his fingertips biting her flesh with a commanding authority. He began to pull the girl's ass-cheeks apart, but the girl fought back, squirming in defiance.



"Please, not in there," she begged in her most vulnerable voice. "I'll do anything, but please not there."
It was the kind of response that Eli was used to hearing, but those years of survival had numbed any compassion he might have had. He ran his hand over the girl's ass-cheek. His nine inch cock jutted out from between his thighs and was poised for an assault of her ass.
How easy it would be!
His hands anchored firmly onto the girl's ass and he pulled the cheeks apart again. Aria gasped as Eli's hands squeezed into the softness of her ass cheeks with brutal force. Heated, red ass flesh opened up between his fingers as he squeezed the plump curves. Repeatedly, his impatient hands squeezed and molded tightly into the yielding cheeks.
Eli's hungry cock yearned to be within such ripe, obviously virgin tightness, and it was getting harder by the second. His fingers were moving again; moving toward the deep crease separating the tight cheeks.
"Please Master, use me instead," Naomi begged him, breaking her form and silence.
He glared at her, telling her to be silent with his eyes. She would feel him soon enough. And would not be so quick to request his attention again.
The naked girl was pressed against the table by the warrior's body, trembling, as she tightened her hold on the table. The man's fingers teased, sending energized thrills to her ass. Still probing, the thrilling fingers dug into the dark crease. In a single-minded fashion they twirled and tickled, and then there was the slow press of his finger, pushing inside.
The naked slave jerked rigid. Urgently, she tried to get up before Eli could continue, but it was impossible, she was securely trapped. All she could do was feel the spearing finger slowly pump in and out of her asshole. Faster and faster the warrior's finger assailed the tight hole. Eli was building up for the main show.
The little bitch was going to have to take the full length of his cock whether she liked it or not. He spread Aria's ass cheeks further apart, but that wasn't going to be enough to open her. He grabbed one of her legs and lifted it, setting her foot on the table beside them. Then he placed the thick tip of his cock at the entrance to her wet pussy. He wondered if it was too big for her to take, not that that would stop him. She'd... accommodate... him, one way or another.
Slowly, so as not to hurt the girl too much too quickly, Eli slid his shaft part way into in Aria's pussy.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhh!" she hissed.
The penetration of the sudden intruder was almost painful. Surprisingly the girl took it rather well. She felt stuffed to full capacity, his big dick stretching in her pussy, his finger pressing into her ass. She felt every inch of Eli's inflexible cock slide deeply into the tight burrow of her pussy. The pain burned intensely, but it was a good pain. It was like a brand of fire shoved firmly into her, burning with a heat that swirled and flamed in a flare of lust.
In an involuntary reaction, her muscles fastened tight around the shaft of sex that invaded her. Eli's cock found immediate pleasure as the resistance from the girl's pussy increased pressure all around it. The more resistance Aria made the more stimulation Eli felt. Aria pushed and squeezed trying to banish the enormous shaft that stuffed her so full. Eli felt decadently magnificent as he forced his cock deeper into her wetness.
His thickness remained firmly impaled in the wet and squeezing channel. He pushed and pulled, jerking with stubborn lust. Eli pulled his finger free and grabbed each cheek of her ass in his hands, pushing with his full weight into her. He watched ecstatically as his entire shaft vanished into Aria's soft flesh. It hurt Aria, but she was suddenly still.
Angrily, Eli realized that Aria wasn't even making an effort to satisfy him. This time, without mercy, he shoved the entire length of his cock up Aria's pussy in an attempt to get a response, but it was no use. With his stiffness resting deep inside her Eli commanded, "Move!"
"No!" Aria plead through clenched teeth. "I don't... I don't want you inside me! I don't want this."
"Move!" He repeated, but this time he drew back his hand and gave Aria's ass a solid crack.
The pain caused her ass to jump up and wiggle, which caused his cock to push deeper giving him pleasure. It felt so pleasant that Eli gave Aria's ass another crack and again his cock was rewarded with pleasure. He slapped the girl's buttocks repeatedly, leaving red handprints on her olive-skin.
Then Eli moved his hips pumping in and out of Aria's pussy, slowly and deliberately.
In an effort to get the most pleasure, he brought his cock back out slightly, then forced it back inside again. In no time at all he'd made Aria involuntary clamp down. Every time she tried to scream it sent waves of pleasure through his cock and upper body. Every time she tried to jerk her body away, it caused him to slip out, ready for another hard push. Every time she attempted to get up it forced the cock deeper and deeper inside her. He kept violating her pussy like that, using her involuntary reflexes of embarrassment and shame, her desire to flee, to bring himself closer and closer to climax. He kept pumping his shaft in and out of her wetness, pushing it a little deeper each time. It was a triumphant moment when he was finally able to force Aria to accommodate all nine inches of him.
Watching his huge cock appear from her pussy only to once again be violently thrust into the deepness was enough to bring Eli close to an orgasm. Hearing Aria's agonized and labored breath, her moaning and panting, under him nearly brought him over the edge. Eli grabbed the girl by the hair and pulled it back, almost riding her like she were a horse.
She couldn't take any more. His strength, his overwhelming delicious dominance over her was unstoppable. "Oh my... ohhhhhh!" she moaned as she came, flooding her pussy with her juices until it dripped down her legs.
Eli, feeling her cunt squeeze and milk him, pushed in even deeper, forcing her to accommodate the length of his cock. As he started to cum he bucked his hips erratically, which caused his cock to jab wildly and forcefully into Aria's pussy. The resulting tweaks and shudders made her cunt squeeze all the harder around his shaft.
Eli had one of the most pleasurable orgasms ever. He came loudly, powerfully, and, from Aria's point of view, very embarrassingly. She couldn't believe he would cum inside her like this.
"Uh! Uh! Uh!" he grunted, sending his seed deep inside her, filling her pussy.
Eli calmed down a bit to catch his breath as he held his cock inside her. The girl had no idea that this was far from over. Aria's mouth quivered as she breathed heavily; she was soaked from the warrior's sweat and her pussy was burning from the lust that had invaded her body. The man simply lay on top of her back, panting.
He removed his cock from Aria and turned her around, sitting her on the table again. Then he pulled the girl's legs up around his waist. With his left hand around Aria's neck, his right hand began guiding his still-hard cock between the girl's thighs.
"I've never had a Princess' cunt before," Eli whispered, smiling smugly. "It feels... silkier... I think. But I will break you!"
Aria had heard from Naomi that Eli had a reputation of violence and of breaking other slave girls. She could feel the hard shaft push its way into her again. The slave girl tried to break free but the warrior's strong muscular arms held her in place.
The girl was completely at his mercy and impaled onto his cock as he thrust in viciously hard and deep, retreating slowly. Eli moved his mouth towards the slave girl's and bathed his tongue inside it as he kissed her. The girl's teary dark eyes swelled large again as she gazed into the man's dark eyes, while his large nose sucked in air heavily. The slave girl's toes curled violently with every thrust of his manhood, the pleasure overwhelming and demanding.
"Please... let me rest a little..." she plead in the hope of some mercy.
"Silence!" Eli snapped, almost laughing at her.
The warrior wasted no more time and began to ram his cock in and out of her moist pussy once again, his big hands clasping firmly as he leaned his full weight over her, his body covering Aria's.
Aria felt a strange mix of pleasure and pain sear through her as Eli promptly thrust his cock into her sloppy wetness. A loud cry escaped Aria's lips and her eyes shut tightly.
Eli's hands snaked down to the slave's chest and he grabbed and squeezed her breasts. "Ah... the breasts of royalty!" he laughed. Aria's hands grabbed his muscled arms tightly, holding on for her life, bucking her hips in pace with the warrior's thrusts. Eli guided himself in and out as his shaft worked deeper into the girl.
Aria gasped from the delightful feeling of being stretched wide by the mammoth cock. Never in her life had she felt such pleasure.
Eli squeezed and teased her nipples with every thrust as he looked down at her, smiling smugly now that he saw the pleasure in her face. She moaned louder and louder until she was virtually screaming her head off. The walls of her pussy clamped down tightly on his cock, her muscles giving him even more pleasure.
Eli continued to pound into her, the thrusts shaking the girl's entire body. Low grunts escaped his throat with each thrust, as his lust for sex and violence drove him to ram deeper and deeper into the little bitch's hot, eager cunt.
They fucked intensely and non-stop in this position. The slave's olive skinned body began to tremble as the first orgasm bolted through her and her juices began lubricating him. All the pain had disappeared completely, replaced by overwhelming pleasure as Eli forced his shaft deep inside her.
Eli grabbed the girl's wrists tightly holding them above her head while thrusting his long, hard cock deep into her. A look of pleasure and powerlessness washed over her face. Aria's lips quivered as she was penetrated over and over again by his wonderful, wonderful cock. Weak with overwhelming pleasure, Aria laid back on the table. She was helpless, no match for this muscular man assaulting her body. And she was done resisting. She wanted this. She wanted to cum. And she wanted to make him cum.
The warrior wasn't gentle. He wanted all of his seed in the girl as he began briskly thrusting into her. Aria felt a bolt of pleasure again and bit down her tongue to prevent herself from screaming.
The petite girl felt like she was being ravaged by a demon. Aria's head turned from side to side while her legs wiggled around the warrior's ass. She was pinned to the table by his body and she moaned and salivated as the large man thrust his cock between her legs.
"Oh God... please... yes..." Aria moaned, another orgasm quickly nearing.
As if to force her orgasm, Eli pounded even faster inside her. After several thrusts, Aria's mouth and eyes bolted wide open, starring at the ceiling as this infamous warrior threw her over the edge. Aria's frail legs shook uncontrollably in the air. Another orgasm crashed through her body as looked at him... the man claiming her over and over again... and her mouth sucked in air. Her legs clasped Eli's ass, her wrists still pinned tightly above her head.
Almost all his cock was inside the girl and so rigid that it was pushing her ass into the table as he ground it into her. Eli released Aria's wrists and his hands gripped under her legs as his ass rolled in and out.
"Give me everything you've got you little bitch!" Eli said with longer thrusts.
Eli fucked this olive skinned girl with long and relentless thrusts while she moaned. Her body dangled helplessly as the warrior took pleasure from her flesh. Aria's eyes were wide open and shiny and she was drooling from the stimulation of her cunt being stuffed with such a large cock. Another orgasm exploded through her as she shuddered. She thought if he fucked her any more she'd surely die!
The table was hard and Aria knew she'd be bruised from his thrusting. Her legs wrapped around his ass as her cunt was ploughed by his cock. Sweat poured from Eli's body as his thrusts increased harder and ground down and into the girl.
The little bitch squirmed under Eli to escape and it only made him wilder. He couldn't hold back any longer. His body began to shiver and he felt his cock surge. His thrusts became violent to the point of almost splitting the slave girl in half, slamming his hips into hers.
She tried to push the warrior off, but was powerless under the giant. The girl was speared on his large cock that wasn't showing any signs of relenting. If she dared to say anything she knew that Eli would most likely kill her.
Aria was burning with sexual pleasure. The man's thick lips covered her mouth with kisses as her wide, dark eyes once again became shiny and saliva streamed down her cheeks from the corners of her mouth.
Eli let out a loud moan and again rammed harder as the girl's legs shot in the air. He braced himself for the final assault. He couldn't hold back any longer and it happened! The warrior's body stiffened, his arms clutched the slave in desperate carnal need as he pushed all he had into her wet pussy. The warrior felt his cum shoot from his cock in a violent orgasm, overflowing her pussy, dripping down her ass.
Eli sucked on the slave's tongue. Bolts of orgasmic release electrified through their bodies, their lips crushed onto one another. The slave girl's legs and feet enveloped around Eli's ass surrendering to lust. She almost passed out from her unconditional surrender to this warrior. Eli pulled away from the girl, lifted her as if she were as light as a rag doll, and set her in his animal-pelt-covered bed. Her body was spent from his assault, their combined juices rolled down her thighs. She lay there, still.
Eli's cock was dripping with their juices, and was now softening. He stood and moved in front of Naomi. After witnessing his passion, she was scared it would be released on her now and her face showed it. "Clean me," he ordered simply.
The woman quickly moved forward on hands and knees until her face was at his cock. She parted her lips and let him slip inside and she delicately suckled and licked his wet shaft. He just stood there, watching her, his hands on his hips as his breathing returned to normal.
Eli looked at Aria. She lay there in a semiconscious state, gazing astonished and dreamily at him and Naomi. Her body was radiant and glowing, giving him stronger desires than he ever had for a woman before. His cock was still semi-rigid and surged in Naomi's mouth as he saw the surprising desire return to Aria's face. He was impressed that she wasn't broken. He was impressed that she wasn't scared. He was impressed that she still wanted more from him.
More importantly, he was impressed that he... he wanted her. He wanted her for himself. Forever.
"Tomorrow you will become my concubine," he said to the exhausted girl. "I'll tell the elders. I've earned the right. You had better get lot's of rest, but, for now, eat," he said, indicating the food on the table.
He grabbed Naomi's hair and pulled her mouth from him, pulling her up to a standing position. With her walking before him, he walked to his private bath to get cleaned up. He glanced through the slits in the shutters at the moon in the sky. While he was sated for now, the night was still young. He wondered how Naomi would fare.
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The day of the competition, while our parents were at work, Emmanuelle spent an inordinate amount of time bathing, shaving, and primping. She made sure everything was absolutely perfect for her rendezvous with Jessica. We told our parents that we were going over to a party at a friends house and left before they even got home from work, so they were none the wiser. But that meant we had some time to kill, too, about an hour.
We pulled into the hotel parking lot about an hour early and just talked. She was pretty nervous about the whole thing and I calmed her down as much as I could. I certainly couldn't do much more than talk because I didn't want to ruin any of her preparations.
"You ok?" I asked, squeezing her hand.
"Yeah," she said, her hand still shaking. "Just nervous."
I took her hand in both of mine. "You're gonna do great. Don't you worry at all. Just have fun with it."
My phone dinged and I look down to see we received a text from Jessica. She sent us the room number and told us that she was ready.
"Is that Jessica?" Emmanuelle asked.
"Yeah," I said, setting my phone down and looking at her again. "She says she's ready. She gave us the room number."
"Ok... I guess we should get going then."
We got out of the car and both grabbed our gym bags, Emmanuelle's with a change of clothes and mine with my camera equipment. We walked into the hotel and immediately went to the elevators and pressed the button for the fifth floor. We turned down the hall when we exited the elevator and about midway down was Jessica's room... 515.
I looked at Emmanuelle to see if she was ready. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. When she opened them again, she nodded. I knocked on the door.
Jessica opened the door after just a few seconds wearing a short, black, satin robe. She was a very beautiful woman and I felt a little jealous that Emmanuelle was going to be the one fucking her. I had no idea how Coach Michaels could ever meet and attract a woman of this caliber. She was in her mid-thirties with what I thought were a good pair of B-cup breasts and a nice, slim waist.
She stood by to let us walk in and Emmanuelle and I quickly said hi as we walked passed. The room was softly lit with candles and the bedside lights set low. Soft jazz music was playing from her phone on the nightstand.
"Nice to meet you two," Jessica said. "You're obviously Emmanuelle and you're obviously the cameraman," she said, looking at both of us. We nodded. "Well, I'm Jessica... hopefully you know that," she giggled. I couldn't tell if she was nervous or not.
"Let me set up my stuff," I said, setting my gym bag on the desk and unzipping it. "It won't take more than a minute." I pulled out the digital camera and a stand. I moved a chair to the end of the bed and checked the lighting. It looked like it was going to work. "Ok... I'm ready."
"Good," Jessica said. "Well... Emmanuelle... for starters... I got you a little present." Jessica took the few steps and led her to the far bed. She pointed to the two sets of lingerie that were laying on it, one bright red and one bright blue.
"Oh, they're beautiful!" Emmanuelle said as I started up the camera. She picked up the blue one, then went back to the red one. "Oh... that's so cute," she said turning it around in the air.
"Go ahead... put it on." Jessica seemed to be pretty excited to see her wearing it.
"Which one?" Emmanuelle asked, smiling at her.
"You pick."
"Ok... this one I think," she said, indicating the red one.
"Ok. Put it on." Emmanuelle set the lingerie back on the bed and started to take her blouse off. "Here," Jessica said, coming close behind her. "Let me help you out of this. Take this off you." As Jessica started unbuttoning her blouse, Emmanuelle removed her hands, letting her take full control. Jessica seemed enraptured as she opened Emmanuelle's blouse and slid it down her arms. She lightly folded and set the blouse on the bed. Then she removed her mini-skirt and put it with the blouse.
"You look so beautiful," Jessica said softly, her eyes taking in every inch of Emmanuelle's body. "You're gonna look so beautiful in this lingerie." She unfastened Emmanuelle's bra and slid it off, then pulled her panties down until, finally, Emmanuelle stood completely naked.
"Can I dress you?" Jessica asked, practically drooling over Emmanuelle's body. I had a feeling she was into Emmanuelle long before this competition.
"Mmhmm," Emmanuelle nodded, smiling sweetly. I could tell she was still a little nervous, though.
"I'm gonna get you ready and so comfortable. Do you like these little panties I got you?" Jessica lifted the little, red G-string panties that barely covered a thing. Emmanuelle nodded as Jessica knelt in front of her and helped her put each foot into the panties and pulled them up.
"You're gonna look so beautiful. My little angel," Jessica commented softly. Once she slid the panties in place and adjusted them around her pussy, Jessica grabbed the lingerie from the bed and helped her step into it, too. After Emmanuelle stepped into the bottoms, Jessica stood and helped slide the loop which held the top up over Emmanuelle's head. Emmanuelle pulled her hair free and Jessica adjusted it around the younger woman's breasts.
Fully dressed in the lingerie, Jessica stepped back an arms length to get a better look. "Ooh! You look perfect. That's really sexy. It fits you really nicely and the color is really great on you."
She turned Emmanuelle to face me, giving me a really great video angle, as she slid behind her, her hands moving over Emmanuelle's body, gently caressing her. She leaned forward and kissed her neck as Emmanuelle closed her eyes and shivered.
"You ok?" Jessica asked her softly.
"Mmhmm," Emmanuelle said. Her nipples were so hard I knew she was extremely turned on.
"If I kissed you right now, would it be your first time kissing a girl?"
"No," Emmanuelle whispered. "I've been with girls before."
Emmanuelle turned her head and the two women kissed, softly at first. Then I watched as Emmanuelle used her new-found skills and started using her tongue during their kiss. It caused Jessica to kiss her back the same way, their tongues sliding over each other, sliding deep into the other's mouth. Then Emmanuelle started the scooping action with her tongue, making Jessica moan more loudly.
"Oh my," Jessica swooned as she leaned back a second. "You definitely know how to kiss."
Emmanuelle smiled, realizing that her lesbian education was well worth it. She wanted to start the whole competition with a bang, wanted to sweep Jessica off her feet right from the start.
Jessica took a step back and sat in the chair which sat in the corner of the room. "Why don't you dance for me a little bit?"
As I filmed, moving the camera around a little bit to try to get a little artistic flare into it, Emmanuelle danced to the jazz music that played, swaying her hips and sliding her hands over her body. She grabbed and squeezed her breasts through the lingerie and slid her hand into her panties to tease her pussy.
A minute into her dance, Jessica leaned forward and untied her robe, showing her own lingerie beneath. She took it off, tossing it on the bed. Her lingerie was similar to Emmanuelle's, just in black. Her body was really nice even though it wasn't fully visible yet, with B-cup breasts hiding behind her lingerie. She was also wearing really small, G-string panties that barely hid her pussy behind them. It didn't look like she had much of a bush, if any.
Emmanuelle, watching Jessica, swayed her hips and slowly pulled the loop of lingerie from her neck, pulling it down to expose her breasts. Her hands cupped her bare mounds, her fingers trapping her nipples, pinching and pulling them. I knew she loved having her nipples teased and knew she was making herself extremely hot and wet. And, obviously, Jessica was enjoying watching her, too, her own hands beginning to touch herself.
Slowly Emmanuelle pushed her lingerie down her legs and tossed it onto the bed. Now, only wearing her panties, she turned away from Jessica and bent over showing her very beautiful ass. I couldn't see much from my angle, but I could tell she was reaching back between her legs and likely playing with her pussy as Jessica watched, mesmerized.
Jessica licked her lips, showing how much she really wanted to touch and lick Emmanuelle's pussy as Emmanuelle pushed her panties down to the floor, making herself completely naked. She stood and turned around again, then walked to Jessica and slid into her lap, straddling her legs.
Slowly, Emmanuelle gyrated her hips, the music guiding her deep and rhythmic, grinding her pussy into Jessica as her hands went to her shoulders and she bent forward to kiss her again. Jessica slid her hands over Emmanuelle's back, sides, and ass, touching all the exposed flesh she could get her hands on. I could hear them both panting and moaning softly.
I moved closer, trying to get more of a side view and felt my hard cock press against my pants. I knew that if this was effecting me this much, it would do the same to Coach.
Emmanuelle sat back and, immediately, Jessica's hands went to her breasts, squeezing and teasing them. "Your breasts are so nice. Are they sensitive?"
"Yes," Emmanuelle nodded slowly.
Jessica smiled then leaned forward and licked and sucked on Emmanuelle's nipples.
"Mmm... yessss... that feels so nice," Emmanuelle moaned.
"You like that?"
"Yeah."
"Why don't we get more comfortable," Jessica said and both women stood and moved to the bed. Emmanuelle slid in first and lay back on the pillows, her naked body splayed open for the camera. Jessica lay beside her, and restarted kissing her as her hand played with Emmanuelle's breasts.
I could see Emmanuelle deftly using her tongue again as they kissed, really driving Jessica crazy. She was really getting good at that. When Jessica broke the kiss, she slid down to immediately start kissing and sucking on Emmanuelle's breasts and nipples, squeezing and shaking them a little, pinching and teasing her nipples.
"You know... what I like to do to get ready to have sex is to masturbate," Jessica said softly. "Do you masturbate?"
"A little," Emmanuelle said, obviously not very confident in that part.
"Maybe I can show you how," Jessica offered. "Here... lay back... just use your hand and slide it right down to your pussy." Emmanuelle did as Jessica ordered, watching Jessica's excited and delighted eyes. She touched her clit and let it slide between two fingers before making a small circle over it. "Doesn't that feel good? Relaxing... yeah... just like that. Don't you feel more relaxed already?"
"Mmhmm," Emmanuelle moaned, obviously getting excited touching herself while this older woman watched her.
"I know you do," Jessica said, smelling Emmanuelle's excited scent as it began to fill the room. "Yeah... touch your pussy for me." She let Emmanuelle masturbate for a minute more, letting her slide her fingers down to drive into her pussy. "Here, let me see if you're getting your pussy wet enough."
Jessica brought her hand down, too, and both women played in the hot, wet flesh. Jessica slid her finger inside her for a moment, gathering lubricating fluid on it, then moved back up to her clit. She seemed to be really skillful at fingering other girls because Emmanuelle was moaning and closing her eyes as she panted her excitement.
"That's a good girl, but I think we can get it even wetter," Jessica said. She crawled down the bed and slid between Emmanuelle's legs as she pushed them apart. Emmanuelle bent her knees a little as Jessica kissed and licked her thigh, sliding closer and closer to Emmanuelle's pussy. Then she moved to her other thigh, repeating the process as Emmanuelle got more and more excited.
"Look at that pretty, pretty pussy," Jessica moaned. She took a teasing lick over her labia. "Mmm."
"Oh wow," Emmanuelle panted, watching her as she played with her own breasts and nipples.
"Yeah... that's more like it," Jessica said as she started licking her juicy flesh. "I want to give you a good orgasm right off the bat, then see what you can do. I hope you don't mind," she giggled.
Emmanuelle shook her head quickly. She didn't mind at all. Jessica's eyes twinkled as she bent down and began licking Emmanuelle's pussy in earnest, her tongue lashing over her clit and driving deep into her hole. Emmanuelle was moaning, rocking and rolling her hips to try to get even more pleasure from Jessica's tongue.
"Oh... yeah," Emmanuelle moaned excitedly. "Yeah... oh God. Right there. Uh huh... shit, that's good."
I moved up more on the side of the bed to get a different angle of the two, especially a close-up of Jessica licking Emmanuelle's pussy.
Emmanuelle was panting harder, rolling and pinching her nipples. "Yeah... fuck me with your tongue. Right there. I love the way you lick my pussy."
"Yeah? You like the way I eat your pussy?" Jessica giggled while doing just that. She slid two fingers into Emmanuelle's hole and started fingering her while she sucked and licked on her clit. The combined action was definitely rapidly driving Emmanuelle closer and closer to her orgasm.
"Mmhmm," Emmanuelle panted, an octave higher than her normal pitch. "Ah... oh my God! Just like that."
"Is that what you like?" Jessica asked, curling her fingers on Emmanuelle's G-spot.
"Oh yeah... right there," Emmanuelle panted. "Oh fuck! You make me feel so good."
"What a pretty, wet, little pussy," Jessica panted, kissing and licking, around Emmanuelle's pussy. "I know just what you need. Yeah... I know just what you need."
Emmanuelle's body was shaking. She was really close. I'd driven her up this path myself so I knew exactly what the signs were. "Oh... make me cum. Oh fuck! Oh my God! You want to lick up all my cum? You want all my yummy cum?"
Jessica's sucking was loud as she mercilessly teased Emmanuelle's clit. That threw Emmanuelle over the edge.
"Oh... shit! Shit, shit, shit!" Emmanuelle said, her body tensing and arching up off the bed, pushing her pussy into Jessica's mouth as she came.
"God," Jessica panted, sliding back as Emmanuelle fell back down to the bed again, panting and moaning. "I've been wanting you to cum in my mouth for so long. Ever since I met you. God, you taste good. My pussy is just aching for you. Now you're going to return the favor and make my pussy happy."
"Mmm... that's just what I want to do," Emmanuelle panted, getting up on her knees as Jessica lay down.
"Let's see how much you know."
Emmanuelle slid up beside Jessica, still on all fours, and kissed her again as she played with Jessica's breasts. She grabbed the loop around Jessica's head and took it off, pulling the top down to fully expose her breasts. They were not as nice as Emmanuelle's, but I was a little biased.
Emmanuelle returned to kissing and sucking on her nipples, obviously exciting Jessica.
"Oh my God, you're so turning me on right now," Jessica said. "God... please don't stop. Yeah... nice and hard. Suck my nipples hard. I've been thinking about you doing that for so long."
Emmanuelle sat up a moment and smiled. She enjoyed hearing how much Jessica wanted her. For one, it was good for the competition. But for another, she'd never had a woman tell her how much they sexually wanted her before. It was kind of hot.
Emmanuelle grabbed the far side of Jessica's body and pulled, making the older woman roll over onto her stomach. She then moved towards her feet and pulled her hips, forcing her ass in the air.
"I am obsessed with your ass," Emmanuelle marveled. "I want to lick you from behind. I just want to worship your ass for a bit." Emmanuelle kissed and licked her ass cheeks as Jessica moaned below her. Then she slid her thumb up and down her pussy a few times before sliding it inside.
"Fuck! You're teasing me!" Jessica wailed.
Emmanuelle bent forward and slid her tongue in the crack of Jessica's ass and licked her asshole, circling it for a moment, teasingly. "You like that?"
"Mmhmm... mmhmm... that feels so good," Jessica panted.
Emmanuelle then changed positions, moving her thumb to her asshole as she started licking her pussy. She pushed her wet thumb just inside her ass, both actions making Jessica shiver and moan loudly.
"Oh... fuck me harder," Jessica panted.
Emmanuelle slid her thumb in and out of Jessica's tight asshole, sinking it halfway in with each stroked. "Like that?"
"Oh yeah... oh yeah," Jessica panted, licking her lips. Emmanuelle was definitely giving her pleasure. "Please don't stop... don't stop... Oh! God... yes... oh my God. You're gonna make me cum! Oh fuck! Oh! Ohhhhhh!"
A moment later, Jessica was wailing with every exhale as she came on Emmanuelle's tongue. She fell to the bed, writhing and twisting as the pleasure drove through her body and she started giggling.
"Oh my gosh... that was so awesome," she laughed, grabbing her pussy. "My pussy's tingling."
"Oh, but I'm not nearly done with you yet... let's put you on your back." She helped flip Jessica back over and moved to her legs. She grabbed under Jessica's legs and pushed them back towards her face, folding her in half. She then moved up behind her hips to hold her in place as she moved her face close. It was right over Jessica's pussy and she licked her lips, Jessica's very wet and swollen flesh so ready and waiting for her.
Emmanuelle licked two fingers and slid them into her pussy as the fingers on her other hand started circling her clit, both actions making Jessica moan loudly. In this position, she could look down at Jessica's tortured, excited face as she played with her.
"Yeah! Ohhhhh! Yeah!" Jessica panted loudly as Emmanuelle slid her fingers inside her and started fingering her.
"Yeah... oh God," Jessica begged. "Finger me... oh God... finger me faster."
With both hands expertly working her pussy, it didn't take long for Jessica to cum. She wailed and moaned as Emmanuelle effortlessly held her in position and kept her fingers moving rapidly. Then suddenly, Jessica's body jumped and shook as she came, her juices running down both the front and back of her body.
Again, Jessica giggled. It seemed like that's what she did when she came, her body's way of dealing with the pleasure she received.
Emmanuelle let her slowly uncurl and lay prostrate on the bed once again. Then she slid between Jessica's legs and lay down between them. She licked her pussy-wet fingers while Jessica watched, tasting the older woman.
"Mmm... you taste good, too. But I want a really good taste this time."
Jessica nodded, willing to let the young woman pleasure her one more time.
Emmanuelle slid forward, and used her fingers to pull Jessica's labia open slightly and started licking her in earnest. She slid her tongue over her wet flesh and slid it inside her hole, tongue-fucking her.
"Yeah... right there... right there... Oh God," Jessica panted.
"You're so beautiful... oh my God," Emmanuelle said, sucking on her clit for a moment, then licking up the length of it.
"Show me your tongue. Show me your tongue," Jessica moaned, watching Emmanuelle closely as the young woman extended her tongue. "Yeah... right there... right there," Jessica said, grabbing Emmanuelle's head and grinding her pussy against her tongue."
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Jessica moaned loudly. "Oh, fuck yeah. Fuck yeah! Ohhh! Ohhhh! Oh shit! Fuck!" Jessica came again, her body shaking wildly as she released Emmanuelle.
"Jeez!" Jessica panted loudly. "How in the fuck..."
Emmanuelle rose to her knees, straddled one of Jessica's legs and crawled forward. She put her pussy just over Jessica's pussy. "There's one thing I want to do," she said, smiling down at the still-panting Jessica. "Just lay back... spread your legs a little more."



"Oh my God your pussy is dripping," Jessica said as Emmanuelle's pussy hovered over her own. "Oh! Oh my God!" she said as she caressed it with two fingers.
"I want to put my pussy against yours... my clit against yours," Emmanuelle said.
"You want to put your pussy against mine?" Jessica asked, obviously a little surprised.
"Mmhmm," Emmanuelle moaned as she lowered her hips and their two pussies touched for the first time. "So I can feel just how wet you are?" Instantly, Emmanuelle started grinding into her. "Oh my God, yeah... mmhmm... mmhmm."
"Oh that's so good," Jessica panted. "I've never... done this."
"Yeah?"
"YeahYeahYeah."
Emmanuelle reached down with one hand and squeezed Jessica's breast, lightly pinching and pulling her nipples as she continued grinding.
"Yeah... touch my nipples like that," Jessica panted.
"God your pussy is so wet," Emmanuelle panted. Her hips were moving faster and she grabbed Jessica's other leg and held it to her chest. "Does that feel good on your pussy?"
"Yeah... it feels so good," Jessica moaned. "Your pussy feels so perfect."
"Your hard clit against mine..." Emmanuelle moaned, her hips moving even faster as she ground into the older woman.
"Oh my God!" Jessica panted excitedly. She reached out and palmed Emmanuelle's ass, feeling the muscles there rapidly contract and relax as Emmanuelle thrust against her.
"Cum for me," Emmanuelle panted. "I want your pussy juice all over me."
"Oh fuck!" Jessica panted. "Yes! Oh my God, I'm so close. Don't stop!"
Emmanuelle looked down at Jessica, meeting her eyes. "I want to look into your beautiful eyes as you cum on me."
"Yeah... Oh my God, you're gonna make me cum." Jessica was writhing a little on the bed, moving her pussy against Emmanuelle's as much as she could as Emmanuelle ground against her.
"I love riding you like this," Emmanuelle moaned loudly.
"I'm so close," Jessica moaned. "Use me to cum. Cum on me. Oh my God! Yeah! Oh, don't stop! I'm cumming! Oh my God! Oh my Goooooood!"
Jessica closed her eyes and screamed a little as she came all over Emmanuelle's pussy. Emmanuelle held her leg tight to her body to make their pussies stay in contact all through her orgasm. I zoomed the camera to their junction and caught the juices gushing there, running in rivers over Jessica's sides.
After a moment, Jessica giggled, her orgasm winding down. "I'm so fucking wet."
"Mmhmm," Emmanuelle said, still grinding, her pussy obviously feeling ready to explode.
"That was better than any guy has ever done it to me before," Jessica admitted.
Emmanuelle smiled as she looked down at her, her hips moving rapidly and frantically. "Yeah? Oh! I'm gonna cum! Oh! Ohhhh fuuuuuck!"
Emmanuelle closed her eyes and looked up at the ceiling as her hips jerked and she came. She panted hard and held Jessica's leg tight against her chest to keep from falling.
"Oh my God," Jessica smiled when Emmanuelle finally released her leg and lay down beside her on the bed. The bedspread was soaked with their juices but they didn't care. They turned toward each other as I continued filming and tenderly kissed.
"Oh my gosh that was so good," Jessica said softly, smiling. "I've been wanting to do that with you for so long."
I stopped the recording and sat down, my erection killing me. I left them and went into the bathroom to masturbate.
An hour later, both women had taken showers and we all left the hotel, the girls feeling tired but completely satisfied. Emmanuelle was smiling broadly, knowing that she did a good job... she felt she had had better sex with Jessica than anyone ever had.
"Did you like that?" Emmanuelle asked me as I drove, her hand caressing my thigh.
I nodded, looking at her in amazement. "That was the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen."
Emmanuelle slipped her hand over my hard shaft. "It must have been," she giggled. "You're as hard as rock. Maybe we can take care of this when we get home."
I nodded. I really needed that.
*****
It was a week later that we were sitting around the dinner table as a family, all of us together in the house at the same time. It didn't happen often, but my mom wanted to at least once a week. She'd served us all beef brisquit, mashed potatoes, and broccoli and we were just starting to eat, when mom asked the question that sent shivers up Emmanuelle's spine.
"Have you heard about Coach Michaels?" mom asked. "I'm not sure what he coaches, but he works at the college."
Emmanuelle looked at me and then back at mom. "No... what about? I mean, I know who he is but what happened?"
"I saw on the news that he was arrested today, right at the college," she said, taking another bite. "I guess he was involved in some kind of sex scandal or something."
"Sex... scandal?" Emmanuelle asked, obviously nervous.
"Yeah... they didn't say too much about it. Just that he was involved in something and that the police took him away in handcuffs. The college denies they knew anything about it and have put him on administrative leave pending the outcome of the trial."
"Oh, wow," I said, praying to God that we didn't get involved somehow. If the police had our videos... and that got out... we'd be in some serious trouble, too. Even if our trouble wasn't with the police, it would be with everyone we knew.
"I hope you never get caught up in something like that," mom said. "That could be really devastating. I can't imagine what his wife and family are thinking."
"Oh, there's no way I'd get involved," Emmanuelle said emphatically, shaking her head as she assured her mom she wouldn't.
All through dinner, Emmanuelle and I kept looking at each other, both of us scared that we were going to get caught up in this somehow. These videos couldn't be illegal... could they? And they wouldn't release them... would they?
After dinner Emmanuelle slipped into my bedroom and we got online to find out as much as we could. Unfortunately, nothing we found gave much more information than what my mom did. Police, with a search warrant, raided his office at the school and arrested him. The reports said that several boxes of material were removed as evidence. They also raided his apartment and took some material from there, too.
For the next several days we watched the news reports and waited for new information. Not much was really coming out. But at the beginning of the next week, one of the reports mentioned that Coach Michaels was arrested in conjunction with a blackmail scheme against a high-level employee at the University. It said that he and the woman were involved for several months and that he started threatening her and blackmailing her for money.
Emmanuelle and I gave a sigh of relief. This had nothing to do with the videos and the competition. Emmanuelle grabbed her phone and tapped a phone number before putting it on speaker.
"Hello?" said the voice that sounded familiar.
"Hi Jessica. It's Emmanuelle." Emmanuelle looked at me and smiled.
"Hi Emmanuelle," Jessica said, sounding tired. "What can I do for you?"
"Well, we just heard the news... about Coach," Emmanuelle said, "and just wanted to express our... I don't know... support?"
"I appreciate that," Jessica said. "This is so fucked up. They'll probably release him on bail soon."
Emmanuelle nodded. "That's good. I... uh... I was also wondering something."
"What's that?"
"Did the guys... you know... coach's friends... ever get together and watch the videos?" Emmanuelle looked at me, hoping to hear the answer she wanted.
"I don't know," Jessica said, sounding confused, "but I think so. Why?"
"I... well, I was just wondering if they voted yet."
There was a pause as Jessica seemed to be processing what she was asking. "What? Is that why you called me?"
"Well... no," Emmanuelle said, trying to backpedal, trying to think of what to say, "but... you know... I was just wondering."
"Listen Emmanuelle, I have cops breathing down my ass, digging through everything in our apartment, and my boyfriend is in jail facing some kind of prison time. And you... you want to know if you won the stupid competition?"
"Well... I mean... that's not the only reason I called," Emmanuelle said. "And... it's not stupid to me."
"I can't believe you," Jessica scolded.
"Well... who won?" Emmanuelle asked excitedly. "You gotta tell me! Was it me? Tell me it was me."
"Bye Emmanuelle." Jessica sounded tired and angry and hung up the phone.
"No... Jessica!" Emmanuelle turned from the phone and looked at me. "I won, right? I mean, you saw how good we were together. There's no way Amber did it better than that. So... you think I won, right?"
"Yeah... I think so," I said and Emmanuelle, her smile beaming, ran over and gave me a big hug and a kiss.
It didn't matter that she did all this for money. It didn't matter that she was exposed to countless men at the college who saw every inch of her naked body. It didn't matter that Coach Michaels was such a pervert and would likely be a felon soon.
All that mattered was whether she beat Amber.
My sister... competitive to the end.
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"Yeah?" Jacob Barrington called out as he looked down at the papers strewn across his desk. His office at the prestigious Calder, Frost, and Barrington law office was expansive, with an impressive view of the city. It was one of the greatest days of his life when he took the job here as the next generation after his father helped found it.
Candace opened the door slowly and walked in with a soft, easy going gait. Jacob looked over his glasses and watched her, almost mesmerized by the sway of her hips hidden behind that tight skirt... the soft bounce of her breasts beneath her blouse. She held a manilla envelope in her hands, centered in front of her body. Just above the envelope was the sight of her plunging neckline, showing plenty of cleavage.
"A package arrived for you, sir," she said softly, holding it out for him to take as she stood beside the desk.
"Uh... thanks Candace." He took the package from her and looked at the address label. It seemed like nothing out of the ordinary, addressed to him at the firm with a crisp, typed label. The return address didn't look familiar, but seemed to be from somewhere in the warehouse district. And it was so light... like it was empty.
Candace stood still, watching him, her hands resting on the desk as he tore open one end of the package. He tilted it and a thumb drive slid easily into his waiting hand. A note was taped to the outside of it. "Watch me. Alone."
"Who's that from?" Candace asked, holding her hand out for the envelope again.
"I don't know." Jacob turned the drive over and around, looking for some sign of who sent it or what it contained. He turned his laptop a little, exposing the USB port, then he slid the thumb drive in. As the computer brought up the list of files contained on the drive, he looked at Candace. "I better watch this alone," he said.
Candace backed away from his desk, obviously a little disappointed. "I'll be at my desk if you need me for anything." She turned and walked to the door as Jacob watched. Her ass swayed seductively with each step. She turned and watched him as she slowly and quietly closed the door.
Jacob shook his head, wondering how he was going to continue to resist that. She was one hell of a good secretary, but also one hell of a sexy woman.
"Wake up, Jacob. Back to the business at hand." He moved the mouse to the file and double-clicked on it, bringing up the video player. "What are you and where did you come from?"
The sounds of sex immediately assaulted him from the speakers, a woman grunting. The camera panned the room, showing several men and woman around the edge of the room all naked and concentrating on something in the middle. A black man was kneeling at the center of their attention, obviously thrusting his hips forward and back as the camera moved beside him and kept moving lower. Jacob almost admired the man's physique.
The camera moved beside the kneeling man, centering his cock in the image as it hammered in and out of a white girl's hairless pussy.
"What the hell is this?" Jacob asked himself. "Porn?"
"You like that, huh?" the man asked the unknown girl below him, his voice barely audible above the other voices encouraging the sex.
"Fuck, yeah, she likes it," another man, off-camera, howled.
"Tell us how much you like it, Dawn," a voice, obviously the cameraman ordered.
Jacob was startled. "Dawn?"
The camera moved up the body of the woman as it rocked with each thrust. Her breasts jiggled as the black man pounded into her. The camera showed her face, but it was covered and contorted by the large cock that was sliding in and out of her mouth from above. The camera centered her face in the image as she removed the cock, and held it delicately above her face.
She looked in pain. She looked scared. His heart fell in his chest.
"Please don't make me say it," she plead, showing how scared she was.
"Dawn! Do you want my whip?" the cameraman asked angrily.
"No, please... I... I love it," she gasped, her face showing how she was obviously forced to say that.
"You love what?" the cameraman asked, almost sounding angry at her lackluster response.
"I love getting fucked!"
As the video continued to play, an mechanically sounding overview voice obviously modified by a computer played.
"Mr. Barrington, I hope you like the video. I'm sure you'll watch it again and again. We have your daughter but we're willing to let you buy her back. I'm sure you wouldn't want her to be sold to someone else... someone with more... radical... tastes, perhaps, now would you? No police, Mr. Barrington. Don't talk to anyone. If you do, she'll pay for it. I'll call soon with details. Until then... enjoy. She's turning out to be a great little fuck-slut."
The sound returned to Dawn moaning loudly, obviously on the verge of orgasm. Suddenly, several guys were circled around her, their hands stroking their long cocks. She looked at each, scared, and almost in... was that anticipation he saw? Suddenly the video slowed down and, in slow motion, each cock erupted sending spray after spray all over her head and body. Her face and hair were steaked with the white, sticky fluid.
The video finally ended with a frozen picture of her cum-covered face looking directly at him, her expression difficult to read.
Jacob Barrington just sat there and stared at the frozen image on the screen. What should he do? Sit there and do nothing? That was not him, but this was his daughter they were talking about. If he ever wanted to get Dawn back...
Yeah but there was no guarantee that the bastard wouldn't do what he said he would do, so if he sat here and did nothing, that might be the wrong thing, too.
Yeah, but...
First things first, the man thought. He needed to get the drive out of his computer and he needed to put it someplace safe. Two reasons for that. First, it was evidence and there might be fingerprints on it. Even if that weren't the case, if it all went wrong, which was something Jacob didn't even want to think about, if it all went wrong, that drive would provide photographic evidence that the authorities would need.
But that wasn't the most important reason to get that drive out of the computer. He couldn't risk having it be seen by anyone else. He punched an intercom on his desk. Candace, can you come in here, please."
"Right away, sir."
Moments later, his secretary was standing there before him. "You wanted to see me, boss?"
"I need an envelope," the man said. "Can you get that for me?"
"Sure thing, boss. I'll be back in a minute," and sure enough, his secretary was back with an envelope in hand.
"Thanks, Candace."
"No problem, boss," and with that, his secretary went back to her work.
Jacob ejected the thumb drive and then, using some tissues from his desk, he carefully extracted the drive and he put it in the envelope which he then sealed. He grabbed a marker off his desk. 'Evidence,' he wrote on the envelope and then he shoved it in his desk.
There! He'd done something, but what else could he do?
What else could he do?
He put his head in his hands, trying to think, trying to think.
She'd been a troublemaker for the past several years and was always angry at him for one thing or another, especially after her mother died five years ago. It was so very hard for her to understand... and even harder to understand when he remarried a year later. She'd have violent outbursts of anger, followed by sweet innocence. He never knew which side of the coin he was going to get next. And several psychiatrists received a lot of money to help until they started talking psycho-babble about "dissociative identity disorder". As far as he was concerned, they were all just quacks and he dropped them quickly. The last argument he remembered was just last month when he had to cut off her allowance because she dropped out of college. It was for her own good. They'd argued for months before that, one minute she loved it there and the next she wanted out. He had to show her that getting her degree was one of the most important things in her life and that she had to stick with it.
The time before that, she claimed that a professor had raped her. She claimed to have proof and came to him, crying, so distraught. Without thinking, Jacob reacted, confronting the man and, in a fit of rage, beat him because he wouldn't admit what he did. He was sued for assault, and lost millions. Dawn's proof turned into consensual sex that she finally admitted she initiated and the man was never tried or even arrested. He remembered the smirk on her face when he lost his lawsuit.
He argued with Dawn afterwards, telling her that she only did this kind of thing for attention. He told her that one day she was going to get more attention than she really wanted. She cried pitifully, begging him not to be angry with her. She didn't know what had happened and didn't know why she lied to him like that.
It now seemed like his prediction was coming true. She was getting too much attention.
He knew he couldn't sit still. He wouldn't call the police just yet, but he was going to find his daughter.
He picked up his phone and he called his daughter's phone number. 'Let's see who answers,' he thought.
One ring, then two, then three.
The phone was picked up. "Hullo," a girl's voice said cautiously.
That wasn't Dawn, Jacob realized. It was her roommate, Tracy. "Hello, Tracy," Jacob said. "This is Mr. Barrington, Dawn's dad. Is Dawn there?"
There was a pause before the girl answered. "Oh hi, Mr. Barrington," she said. "No, um, no, Dawn's not here."
Jacob had made a career out of reading people and even over the phone, he could tell that Tracy was stressed. "What's wrong? he asked.
"Nothing's wrong," Tracy said.
Yeah right, the man thought. Like he actually believed that. "When's Dawn going to be home, do you know?"
"Um, I don't know, Mr. Barrington."
Yeah right. She was definitely hiding something. "When was the last time you saw my daughter?"
"Um... um..."
"Tracy. Come on. I want to know."
"I can't," the girl blurted out. "I can't. They told me not to tell."
"Tell what?"
"They told me not to tell. I, um, I got this drive, but they said she'd be okay if I promised not to tell."
"I know what you re talking about," the man said. "I got one, too. When did you get yours?"
The girl seemed to pause to reflect. "I got mine six days ago," she said finally.
Six days, the man thought! "So how long's it been since you saw my daughter last?"
"It's been over a week," the girl said tearfully. "It's been over a week, Mr. Barrington, and I've been so scared."
"There, there," the man comforted her. "We'll get her back but now I want you to tell me everything that's been going on there."
It was infuriating. Tracy'd been able to fill him in on some of what had happened but she knew so little that it was worth next to nothing.
The last time Tracy had seen Dawn, his daughter had been studying in their dorm room. Tracy'd gone to bed early because she had an early class and Dawn had asked her if the light would bother her and if she wanted her to go somewhere else.
"Dawn was always like that," Tracy said. "She was always so considerate. That's why I liked her so much."
"So did you make her go?"
"Huh uh. She had this little lamp that was great for her but it hardly made any light for anyone else so she wasn't going to keep me up and I told her so."
"What happened after that?"
"I got up just like I was supposed to and I went off to class and when I got back, she was gone."
"But she was there when you left?"
"Of course."
"When'd you start to think something was wrong?"
"She didn't come home at all that day but I thought maybe she was over at her boyfriend's."
"She had a boyfriend?"
"She had something but I don t know what. She said it was a guy she'd met and she said she was going to introduce me when the time was right but she never did."
"Did she ever give you a name?"
"Yeah, it was like Justin or Jason or something like that."
"Was it Justin or Jason?"
"I just don't remember."
"So when did you report her missing?"
"I never did."
"You never did?!"
"Mr. Barrington, you've got to believe me. I didn't really think anything was wrong and then when I started to think maybe there was, that's when I got my DVD and after that, I couldn't report it because I didn't want to hurt her."
Reasonable, Jacob thought. All except the waiting part. The girl should have known better, especially young girls, but once he'd received his thumb drive, he hadn't reported her missing either. "Anything else?" the man asked.
"No. I've just been waiting and hoping, and Mr. Barrington, I m not sure how long I m supposed to wait. Do you think I should go to the police now?"
"No!" He said it a little more forcefully than he'd intended. "No," he said again a little more softly. "Let me see what I can do about it on my end and I ll let you know."
"Okay, Mr. Barrington, but do let me know because I m really scared."
"I am too," Jacob admitted. "I'll let you know."
"Could you come over... you know... to, uh, see the thumb drive?" she asked, more calmly.
Tracy's request sounded strange... like she was coming on to him. He shook his head, realizing just how crazy that sounded. "Maybe later, Tracy."
*****
Charlie Gibson looked comically stereotypical with his thick glasses, unkempt button-down shirt, and pocket protector. "So, what can I do for you, Mr. Barrington?"
Jacob handed the scruffy young man a thumb drive. "There's an audio file on here. I want you to clean it up."
"Clean it up?" the man said, eyeing the drive for a moment before moving it over to his expensive laptop.
"The audio has been modified by a computer. I want to get back to the original voice. I wanna know who this guy is."
"Hmmmm," the young engineer said, intrigued. He started talking to himself as he brought up a program and then loaded the file into it. "I could reverse the encoding... run a few different decompression algorithms... maybe tweak the..."
"I don't care how much it costs, too," Jacob said to the engrossed man. "Hello? Are you listening?"
Startled, the young man turned back towards him as the data was graphed on the screen. "Yeah, yeah... I heard you. How can I reach you when I'm done?"
Jacob handed him a business card and a check. "Here's my cell and initial payment. Call me whenever you get done with it. I don't care what time it is."
The man smiled, opening the check to see the large figure. "Sure thing, mister. Anything you want."
*****
He got the call the next day. He recognized the voice from the disk right away. "You've been very bad," the voice said. "I told you to do nothing."
"That s my daughter you've got there."
The voice just laughed. "Us got her? Don't you think it's better to say she's got us?"
"What? What the fuck does that mean?"
"Hold on," the voice said and then another voice came on the line. "Daddy? Is that you, daddy?"
"Yeah, baby, it's me."
"Daddy, he's making me do bad things. He's making me do it. I'm not doing it on my own, daddy." She was sobbing.
"I know, baby. I know. I'm going to get you back."
"Please help me daddy... ugh!" she suddenly shrieked. "He's... he's fucking my ass, daddy. It used to hurt so much... but... but now... oh, God, daddy, it feels good. And this woman... she's making... God, she's making me eat her pussy. Mmmm", her voice trailed off into sounds of licking.
"Baby??" he yelled. "Baby?"
The voice was back again. "There now. That sounds to me like she's enjoying this. I'll send you the video."
Jacob bit back what he wanted to say to the man. "What do you want?" he asked, his voice laced with a threat.
The voice laughed. "There you go. We knew you could be reasonable and as it so happens, we don't want all that much... but she's worth $5 million, don't you think? I mean, that pussy... and mouth... and, oh God, that tight little ass of hers. We'll make quite a bit of money off her yet..."
"Okay, okay!"
Jacob could almost hear the voice smile through the line. "Now, Mr. Barrington, for discussions like you and I are going to have, I think we need something a little more private."
"I'll be there. When and where?"
"We've already sent the instructions to your wife. She's going to pick you up in five minutes. You need to be outside when she gets there. Better not keep her waiting."
"My wife? You bastards..."
But the line had already gone dead.
Jacob slammed the phone down and then moments later, he was on his way out of the office.
"Hey, boss, where you off to?" Candace called out as he stormed out of the office.
"Out," the man said.
"But your appointments..."
"Cancel 'em. Cancel everything! I gotta go." And with that, he was out the door.
He was at the curb and waiting when Amy's car pulled up beside him. She looked worried. "Jacob," she said tersely. What's going on?
"I... I don t know," the man said and then he noticed the device hanging from his wife's rear view mirror. "What's that?"
"It arrived sometime after you left. I got a phone call saying it was out front and that if I ever wanted to see my daughter again, that I should put it there and I should go pick you up. They say they can hear every word we say. Jacob, what's going on?"
"I don't know," the man said, "but I think we better do as they say. You know where we're going?"
"Uh huh."
"Where?"
Amy nodded at the contraption hanging from the rear view mirror. "He told me not to say. He said if I did, something bad would happen."
"I guess we drive then."
Amy just nodded.
They drove downtown to the large, central bank, where Amy had instructions to have him withdraw five million dollars. When he finally came back to the car an hour later, she pulled paper sacks from the back seat and he shoved the wrapped bills into them as she drove, just as the man had indicated.
"We're going to the warehouse district," Jacob said after a time.
"Uh huh."
Again, they drove on in silence.
Amy turned in her seat. "Oh crap," she said. "I think that was it." She swung the car around and she looked at the non-descript building. She turned the car off. "Yep, that's it."
Jacob unlatched his seatbelt and then he saw that his wife wasn't moving. "Aren't you coming," he asked.
"I was told I was supposed to stay here. I was told you wouldn't be long. You won't be long, will you?"
Jacob looked at the building. "I'll be back," he said. "Just wait here."
"Honey," his wife said, scared. "Please hurry."
"Don't worry," Jacob said. "I'll be back before you know it."
Jacob stepped out of the car, with several paper sacks in hand, and crossed the street. There was a door on the side. Jacob went up to it and knocked.
There was no answer. He knocked again.
Still no answer. He looked around for a bell but there was none. Once more, he knocked again.
And all to no avail. He looked around and then he put his hand on the handle and he gave it a pull and the door opened.
Jacob looked back at where Amy was still sitting in the car, and he flashed her a grin and gave her a thumbs up, and then he stepped inside.
He never knew what hit him.
He woke up, groggy, to find his hands tied behind his back and tied to a simple but sturdy feeling wooden chair. His legs were bound to the chair legs, keeping them a little spread, and he realized he was naked. The room he was in was bathed in darkness except in his part of the room, the chair where he was sitting, which was bathed in light. Pain flared in his head as he turned beside him and saw Amy similarly situated, a tight gag filling her mouth, her eyes wet with tears.
Jacob struggled against his restraints.
"I wouldn't do that," said a voice from the darkness. It wasn't just any voice. It was The Voice. "That chair is stronger than it looks."



Jacob heard the man but he was unwilling to accept anything that the owner of that voice said at face value so he thrashed and he thrashed and he thrashed some more until he was sure the voice was right.
"I told you," said the still disembodied voice from off in the darkness. "That chair is sturdier than it looks."
"What did you do to me?" Jacob bellowed.
"We tied you up, of course."
"Yeah, but why? I did what you wanted me to do."
Jacob could hear the smile in the unseen voice. "My dear, Mr. Barrington, if all we'd wanted was to make you come here, there would have been easier ways to accomplish that. No, what we want is our money, and we want to make sure you're in a position where you can do nothing more than give it to us. We want you to understand what you're buying."
"Fine," Jacob huffed. "Say what you got to say, but know this. I will get you for this."
"Now, Mr. Barrington. That hardly seems to be a very open attitude, but still, I suppose we can hardly expect anything less considering the circumstances. But before we talk, I have something I want to show you first."
"What?"
A second light came on and Jacob could see a naked girl kneeling, wearing a collar with some kind of electronic box attached. One look was all it took to establish that this was his missing daughter.
"I see you've noticed my little pussy," said the man. "Would you like to have a closer look at her? Don't worry, she can't run away... or that little device might just take her head off."
Jacob didn't know what to say. On the one hand, he wanted a look at his daughter. On the other hand, he didn't want to see her looking like this, naked and scared.
"Come on, little pussy," the man said without waiting for an answer from Jacob. "Walk."
The girl crawled on her hands and knees approaching Jacob, and as she approached, the light that had been illuminating her followed her all the way up to Jacob.
"My Tabby's a good, little pussy, wouldn't you agree?"
Jacob didn't say anything.
"But," the voice continued, "like any good, little pussy, my Tabby loves to get a little cream, don't you, pet?"
The girl nodded slowly... obviously frightened.
"Would you like to show your father what you like to do to get your cream?"
The girl nodded again.
The man laughed. "Well all right then, Tabby. Go on and get your cream."
The girl was crawling again, moving in front of Amy.
"I'm sorry, daddy," she mumbled softly as she gently began licking her mother's pussy. From where she was perched, Jacob was captivated by her dangling breasts, even as she reached out to take hold of her mom's thighs, pushing them wider apart.
"Dawn!" her father said. "Dawn, stop that right now."
Amy grunted in pleasure, her surprised, pleading and apologetic gaze glaring down at the youngster, then at Jacob.
"Please Dawn," her father said. "Dawn, stop that. Stop that right now!"
But the girl didn't stop. Instead, her mouth seemed to become even more frantic and as her father watched, he could see a hand slide between Amy's legs and he could see a finger stroke in and out of his wife's pussy as his daughter seemingly became more and more excited and animated.
Amy groaned loudly again, her head falling backwards, her eyes closing tightly as little tears streaked her face.
"Stop it," her father said. "Stop it right now."
"Did you know your daughter's a good, little pussy licker?"
Jacob shook his head. "Fuck you!"
The voice laughed softly. "And she's also one determined little pussy, aren't you, Tabby?"
The girl seemed not to answer the man's question, but just kept on licking.
Amy groaned again, the gag hiding most of it's intensity.
"When she wants something, she can be pretty damned insatiable until she gets it. Do you want your cream?"
Was it his imagination, Jacob wondered, or was his daughter's butt wiggling happily at the prospect of getting exactly that.
An unintelligent stream of words came out of Amy's stuffed mouth as Dawn's fingers drove into her pussy even harder, her tongue and mouth flying over the older woman's clit. In that instant, Jacob knew instinctively that his daughter was cumming even as his wife filled her mouth with her cum. He groaned in frustration.
"Girls are so easy to control," the man said. "It took nothing at all to bring your daughter under my control and now I can pretty much make her do anything I want her to do."
"You bastard," Jacob spat. "When I get loose from here, I'm going to hunt you down and kill you."
"Oh, now, where are my manners. Here your wife is getting her pussy sucked and I imagine you'd like to get your cock sucked, too.
Jacob looked at his daughter's naked body. "You wouldn't dare," he said. Jacob wasn't sure he liked the sound of that but then he didn't really have time to think about it because a naked girl stepped out of the shadows and it only took him a couple of moments to recognize her. "Tracy?" he asked. "Is that you?" She was wearing a collar similar to Dawn's.
"I did what you told me to do," the girl said. "I didn't go to the police because you said I shouldn't. I was waiting for you instead."
"Isn't that good of her," the computer voice said. "She's been waiting for you."
Jacob looked at his daughter's roommate and there was no doubt about it. Her incredibly sexy body was making him hard but he couldn't think about that. "Tracy," he said. "You've got to listen to me, Tracy."
"Of course, Mr. Barrington. That's what I've been doing."
"Tracy, what are you doing?"
"He said I have to suck your cock," the girl said. "He said I had to make you cum in my pussy."
"Tracy, listen to me. You can't do this."
"Yes I can," the girl said. "He'll kill me otherwise. All I have to do is get on my knees and suck."
"No," Jacob said desperately. "No. I know what he said but you mustn't do it."
"But I have to do it," the girl said.
"No," Jacob cried out. "No, you can t."
But the girl wasn't paying any attention to him. She let herself drop to her knees and then she was sliding between Jacob's tied legs. Her skin felt smooth and warm against his legs.
"No, Tracy, no. You can't do this. You have to stop."
Jacob couldn't help it. He groaned as the girl sucked his cock into her mouth. He groaned as she pulled her mouth free so she could stroke his shaft and then he groaned again as she once more took him back into her mouth.
No, he told himself. No, this couldn't be happening to him.
Oh but fuck, it was. The girl was again sucking on his cock and now her hand was playing with his balls. Oh fuck, that was good.
No, he told himself. No. Think about something else. Anything else but that girl's mouth on his cock. Anything but... but... oh shit, it was hard. Oh fuck, what she was doing to his cock. Oh fuck, it was hard to think at all. Just don't think about what the girl's mouth was doing to him. Just don't think about that.
No, he told himself, but it was already too late. His cock was there right on the verge. All it would take was a little more and the girl seemed to sense it.
Suck it hard, then let it go. Then suck it hard again.
She released his cock from her luscious, warm mouth, and he almost protested. She stood slowly, and slid one leg over his, then the other, her stomach touching his face, her breasts on top of his head. Slowly, her warm body slid down against his, her breasts passing over his face, her pussy pressing down on his cock. She froze for a moment as it pierced inside, the hot wetness very inviting. She seemed to shiver, pausing, her hands holding the back of his neck. Her breasts were right in front of his face, her hard nipples digging into his cheeks, his face snuggled against soft, luscious flesh.
He wanted to tell her to stop, he truly did. But he couldn't.
She pushed down, forcing him deep inside her as she let out a gasp of breath.
"Oh God," she whispered passionately. "So fucking big."
She moved her hips, barely waiting for him to recover from the initial shock. She lifted her hips and fell back down again, burying him deep inside her again and again. Her tits bounced in front of his face and he felt a strong desire to suck on them. Her hands held his neck tightly as she closed her eyes. She was breathing hard, loving every minute of this.
Jacob closed his eyes for a moment, trying to deny that his body was betraying him so badly, trying to deny that he really did want this. When he opened them again, he caught Tracy glancing at Alicia and thought he saw the hint of a smile on both their faces.
"Cum for me, Mr. Barrington," Tracy moaned, turning towards him again. "Come on, cum inside my tight pussy. I know you like my pussy."
She moved faster now, riding him hard. Jacob groaned. He couldn't help himself. His body completely betrayed him and he was cumming... it felt so good. It felt really, really good.
She leaned against him as she came, her body quivering in delight. Her pussy was still spasming when the computer voice spoke again.
"Bravo! Bravo! It's been a pleasure doing business with you Mr. Barrington. I'm sure you've received a lot of pleasure yourself, too. But, alas, it must come to an end. In ten minutes, the collars on the girls' necks will unlock, the indicator light turning green. The girls can untie you then and not before then. In fifteen minutes, it will turn yellow, and then sixteen minutes from now both collars will explode. Please don't be here after fifteen minutes."
Jacob leaned back and looked at the blackness above him, letting out a long breath. He looked at Tracy again, and the girl leaned against him, hugging him tightly.
"I only partly didn't want to do that, Mr. Barrington," she whispered in his ear. "That felt so good. I just wanted you to know."
Jacob was surprised by the revelation, but felt touched by her honesty, especially given the scary circumstances. He was sure she was afraid and happy that somebody was there to save her.
After ten minutes, the collar's indicator light turned green and both girls reached up and removed their collars, throwing them away into the blackness of the shadows. They moved behind and untied both the captives. Jacob stood, stretching his legs and rubbing his wrists. He looked into the darkness at the collars, suspiciously, wondering if he should try to take one with him. He was going to need more evidence.
"Let's go," Amy said, grabbing his arm. "Let's get out of here!"
With the girls pulling him by his arms, they rushed to find the door and moved out into the bright light. He squinted and realized they were all still completely naked. But there was nothing they could do about it.
The slipped into the car and quickly left the scene.
As he drove home, Jacob wondered if the collars had exploded and wondered what evidence he'd have now.
It was an uncomfortable, but relieving drive home as the girls huddled together, Tracy occasionally touching his shoulder and hugging him from the back seat.
*****
Eight hours later, the police finally left the house. The four of them were sitting in the living room, after all of them had given their version of the story. The police weren't optimistic about finding this guy, but tried to remain positive.
"I guess we better get to bed," Jacob said. "It's been a long day." He hugged his wife and the girls, letting Tracy spend the night before sending her back to her dorm room.
He walked downstairs, checking the locks on the door and setting the alarm. The phone rang, startling him. He stared at it, half expecting the computer voice to be on the other side. It rang several times before he reached for it, shaking his head at the stupidity of his fear.
"Hello."
"Mr. Barrington?" a timid male voice said on the other end.
"Yeah."
"It's Charlie... Charlie Gibson... you asked me to analyze an audio file?"
Jacob was taken by surprise, wondering what this strange voice was talking about. It took a moment for him to remember.
"Oh, yeah... yeah! Mr. Gibson! What did you come up with?"
"Well, it took a little work. I had to tweak several algorithms to get it to finally work. The hardest one was the..."
"Charlie! Focus, please. What did you come up with?"
The young engineer was stopped mid-thought as he was describing his greatest programming triumph in completing this assignment. "Well... it's kind of surprising. Here's the original..."
Jacob could hear Charlie click his mouse to play the video file. He could hear the computerized voice talking to him on the phone, just as he had that morning, and he relived the fear and anger he felt.
"Mr. Barrington, I hope you like the video. I'm sure you'll watch it again and again."
"And now... here's the original voice..."
Jacob sat quiet as he heard a voice he never, ever expected. The tone, the way the words were paced, was very, very familiar. He'd have recognized it anywhere. Dawn. But how in the hell...?
Dawn kidnapped herself? How? And why? What in the hell was going on?
"What is this Charlie, some kind of joke?" he said firmly.
Charlie appeared to be genuinely confused. "Wha...? No... no, Mr. Barrington. That's the original voice. I swear it."
"Save the files. I'll pick them up in the morning," Jacob said quietly, then hung up.
He looked at the stairwell that led to the upstairs bedrooms... the bedrooms where Dawn and Tracy were sleeping. He moved up the stairs slowly, listening for any sounds, but it was quiet. He walked to Dawn's door and listened for a moment, but it was quiet. He slowly and silently turned the door knob and opened the door to the nearly-dark room, eerily lit by the computer screen on the desk.
There was a video paused on the screen and behind it some kind of web page. Dawn's face was frozen in the middle of the video window. He pressed play.
"Hi daddy!," she said cheerily. "I wanted to thank you for rescuing us tonight... and also thank you for the start-up capital for my new venture. You always wanted me to be successful and I've finally found how I can do that. As you can see on the web page behind the video, we've created something I know will be big... it's my new porn site! I went ahead and gave you a lifetime, premium membership and hope you'll visit often... After today, I kinda think you will."
Jacob pulled the window forward and glanced at the address... NaughtyDawn.com. The front page featured Dawn in the throes of passion, mounted on some unknown guy's lap, both naked.
"We're going to have it all, daddy... one-on-one fucking... gang-bang... lesbian... bondage... and it's going to be so much fun filming it all. We'll have pictures and videos... and we're even going to have a premium section what you can request anything you like. Just think about that daddy... you can watch me lick any girl you want... all at the click of a button. I know how much it turned you on to watch me lick mommy's pussy."
Jacob pulled up the chair and sat down, shaking his head at both his stupidity and her deviousness.
"Don't worry, daddy. Your precious little innocent girl is still in here... and I'll let her come out to play, too, every once in a while... because those tears will be real." Dawn laughed as her face slowly changed, going from the confident, alluring sex goddess to a little innocent girl. She looked around for a moment as if confused.
"Daddy... I'm scared, daddy. Don't let her do this to me," she said before her head fell forward, shaking side to side. When it raised again, the sex goddess was back.
"God, that stupid, innocent slut makes me want to fuck her myself. By the way, daddy, Tracy thought you were an awesome fuck."
Tracy appeared beside her. "Yes, you were. And I want you to visit me in the request section so you can get hard for me... masturbate for me... cum for me. Maybe I can even drop by and we can have a little fun, too."
"Maybe I'll visit mommy, too," Dawn said, smiling. "We'll all have fun together."
Jacob closed his eyes, half in disgust and half in absolute arousal.
"Bye, daddy," Dawn said, blowing him a kiss. "Sweet dreams." And the video ended.
Jacob clicked on a link in the web site, leading him to the video page. Pictures, descriptions, and links splashed on the screen. His hand was shaking on the mouse and he wondered why he even wanted to look. He wondered why he couldn't stop looking.
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Hot Wife: A Gift for His Father, Part 1
"Dad... it's going to be ok," Zach said into the phone as he sat in his recliner. "You just have to move on." He'd talked with his father, Gary, every few days, but recently it seemed their conversations kept going the same way... always into a depressed, pity-me conversation. He was depressed. That was for sure. After his wife died from cancer five years ago, he'd tried some dating, with a little success. But the last woman he'd dated broke it off after two months of dating.
Now, he was alone, and absolutely hating it. He was happy and lucky that his son, Zach, and his wife, Brianna, lived close by.
"I know, I know," Gary said. "I just... I just wish I could find someone. It's really hard in today's world... you know... if you're not into all that online stuff or going to bars. I used to know how to do all that shit."
"I told you, I can help you set up something on your phone if you want, and show you how to use it."
"I just don't get on my computer or my phone much, but thanks. You're really lucky you found Brianna. She's a real catch... a real looker. I really wish I could find someone like her, you know?"
"Yeah, I know she is." I met Brianna when I was at a local conference for work. She was a sales rep for one of the companies with a table there and we hit it off right away. And it didn't take long for us to find out some pretty kinky things about ourselves. Things that we try to hide from most of the outside world. We found out that she's an exhibitionist and I'm a voyeur. It was a marriage made in heaven.
At first it was simple things. She masturbated for me in bed while I watched. Then we moved it out into other parts of the house, where she masturbated while we were watching TV and I'd watch. Things escalated quickly and got even spicier. She'd masturbate while we were in the car... or at a movie... or at dinner out. I was loving it and it made our sex life so much more exciting and fun.
The final step, with our newfound fetishes, we decided that we'd keep our relationship a little open, even after marriage. She'd be a hotwife, allowed to be with other men... with my approval... and I would only approve if I got to watch. At first, we tried to let her go off on her own a few times, to play with a guy I approved of. Then she'd come back and tell me about it while we had the best sex of our lives. But it wasn't as much fun.
We went to parties and also out to bars, picking up guys to bring to a hotel room to have some fun with. That was what gave us the most satisfaction, although after a few run-ins with some psychos, it lost its appeal. Finally, we found a safe alternative that was clean and definitely inviting. It was a swingers club called The Social Experiment where we could watch and participate to our hearts content in an extremely safe environment.
Our sex life and marriage was far stronger because of our choice. Neither one of us felt the need to stray. We both found our strongest desires in the other and our shared fun.
"If I was only twenty years younger," his dad said. "I bet I could have stolen her away a long time ago."
That sounded a bit creepy to me. But I was used to men telling me how hot my wife was. Some even went into some pretty obscene detail about what they'd do with her if given the chance. So my dad telling me he could steal her away from me was pretty tame.
"Yeah... you're still a stud," Zach said, shaking his head. "And you'll find someone. You're still coming over for dinner on Friday, right?"
"Yeah... yeah I'll be there. Brianna's joining us, right?"
"Of course she is. Seven, ok? Don't forget," Zach told him.
*****
Friday night seemed to come a little slow to Zach, his work really getting busy all of the sudden. But, after work, he and Brianna were getting dressed to go out. They had hard-to-get reservations to take his dad to one of the new Italian restaurants in town for Fathers' Day this Sunday.
Zach really hoped they could get out, drink some wine, loosen up, and have a little fun. His dad needed some fun in his life.
"Honey, are you sure the black looks ok... I'm not so sure," Brianna said, looking in the hallway mirror, turning and twisting to see her body from different angles. "Maybe I should change into the white one."
"For the thousandth time, you look amazing," Zach said. "Really! You look amazing in the black! I think you're perfect."
Brianna smiled at him, trusting his judgement, just not her own. She saw the twinkle in his eye and knew that her tight, little, black dress, the one that showed lots of cleavage and leg, was turning him on. "Thank you. I don't know. It's just been a while since we've had your dad over and I'm just freaking out a little."
"Just relax. It'll be fine. You look incredible."
They were just finishing getting ready when the door bell chimed and Zach walked over to answer it. His father was standing outside in a nice, grey suit and tie.
"Hey, dad, what's up?" Zach said, stepping back to welcome his father inside.
"Hey son! How are you?" Gary said, stepping forward.
"I'm doing good!" Zach turned to let his dad pass before he closed the door to keep the cool air inside. "Come in, come in. Happy Fathers' Day!" Zach hugged his dad as he led them into the living room.
"Hey, thanks. I really appreciate it," Gary smiled, although it seemed really forced. "And I really appreciate you inviting me over for dinner like this."
"You deserve it, dad." Zach noticed his father's morose attitude. "Dad, what's up? Have a seat dude." Gary sat on the couch. "You alright?"
"Yeah, I just had to get out of the house. It's too... quiet. You know? This whole breakup thing is beating me down."
"What... Diane still?"
Brianne came into the room and gave Gary a smile as he forced a smile back.
"She doesn't even answer my phone calls," Gary said, shaking his head. "It's just... depressing."
Brianna put her hand on his shoulder, showing her support. "Oh... I'm so sorry."
"Don't baby him," Zach said. His dad didn't need more pity-me. He needed to shake this girl off and move on.
"He can say that because he has a trophy wife and doesn't have to deal with everything regular people deal with," Gary said.
"Oh... cheer up," Brianna affirmed. "You're a great guy. You'll find someone else."
Gary looked up at her and smiled... the most genuine smile of the night. "You found a really great woman, son. But I wish I knew what you see in this guy. He's my son and all... but..."
"Hey!" Gary whined. "I'm right here! Honestly! But luckily, I did find a great woman who's crazy and wild and fun... on top of being beautiful and smart."
"I'm happy for you both," Gary smiled again with a touch of sadness. He looked at Brianna with such... adoration. "Really."
It was then that Zach formulated a plan. "Honey, could you help me upstairs for a few minutes?"
"Dad, you know you're welcome in our house any time you want," Brianna said softly before starting to move to the stairwell.
"Thanks."
"Make yourself comfortable, dad," Zach said. "Why don't you help yourself to a drink or something."
When Zach got upstairs, Brianna was sitting on the bed, looking a little sad. "Babe? What's wrong?" he asked, touching her shoulder.
"I just... I just feel like he's super fucking bummed out," she said. "And it bothers me to see him like this."
"I know," Zach said, "but it's been six months now. He just needs to move on."
"Stop... that's your dad."
"Yeah... I know. Alright." Zach put his hands up in submission.
"He just needs a friend right now," Brianna said.
"I talk to him all the time about this."
"I just feel like a bad daughter-in-law if we just let him mope around like this. Especially on Fathers' Day."
Zach smiled deviously and it seemed to make Brianna curious. "Ok... so... I was kinda thinking..."
"What? You have that look on your face." Every time he had a look like that, she knew he had some kind of fun plan in the works. And usually the plan involved some kind of sexual adventure.
"He mentioned you as my trophy wife," he said, making air quotes around the word 'trophy'. "I mean, he really thinks you're hot," Zach said, wrapping his arms around her and hugging her. "He talks about it all the time. I bet he'd love to be more than a father-in-law to you."
"You never told me that. How come you never told me."
"Just... because it's family... and I wasn't sure if you wanted to play that way."
"I mean... I think he's really good looking, too."
"Yeah? You think so?" Zach smiled, as if that was what he wanted to hear.
"Yeah, of course," Brianna smiled. "He's really handsome. Are you thinking what I think you're thinking?"
Zach nodded, smiling. "I was just thinking that maybe we cheer him up a bit tonight."
"Does he know we're into that kind of thing?"
"No... of course not," Zach shook his head. "But that doesn't mean he won't do it. He and my mom were swingers back in the day."
Brianna seemed to think about it a moment and looked into Zach's eyes to see just how excited it might be getting him, thinking about his dad having sex with his wife. His eyes were blazing with desire for her. She knew that was exactly what would turn him on tonight.
"Are you ok with this?" he asked. "I mean, I think you're really horny right now." He reached down and slid his hand under her short dress and touched her panties. They were wet. Very wet.
"Mmhmm," Brianna giggled. "Of course I am. I kinda wonder what he's got going on."
"Ok. So, what do you think?" he asked. "You want me to go talk to him? I think I should just bring him up here."
"Ok... I think you should, too." Brianna smiled.
Zach moved back out of her arms. "Why don't you go lay back on the bed, pull up your dress, and masturbate for us," Zach suggested. "That'll be something fun to walk in on."
"You're so bad," Brianna smiled seductively. She was excited to see what might happen.
"I'll be right back. You stay here."
Zach disappeared out the door as Brianna crawled up onto the bed. She set a few pillows behind her, pulled her dress up above her waist, and slid her hand down into her panties as she spread her legs. She was certainly wet and loved the feel of her fingers as she circled her clit, teasing herself. God, she couldn't wait!
It seemed to take forever before she heard the voices coming up the stairs.
"I don't know what I can do," Gary said. "You'll probably have to get a..."
Gary was the first to walk into the bedroom and quickly shielded his eyes and turned away when he saw her masturbating on the bed, her legs lewdly spread.
"Oh! Oh my God!" he said, turning away from her. "I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to see that." He started to move to walk out the bedroom door, but Zach stopped him, putting his hand on his dad's chest.
"Wait, wait, wait," he said, trying to stop him by putting his own body in front of him.
"Just... I'll come back when she's dressed," Gary protested.
"Just relax for a second," Zach said, trying to get through to him. "Dad, dad, dad..."
Finally Gary stopped mumbling and trying to move. He was still turned away from Brianna when she rose to her knees and crawled over to the bed towards him, her dress still pushed up, her panties still showing.
"You're so shy," Brianna said.
"You don't think my wife's beautiful?" Zach asked turning Gary around and pushing him a little closer to the bed where Brianna was waiting.
"What?" Gary asked, confused still.
"Don't you think I'm hot?" Brianna asked, seductively sliding her hands over her body.
Gary shook his head but he was staring at Brianna. "Are you serious right now?"
"She wants to talk to you for a second," Zach said. "Just relax. We have a different kind of relationship."
"What? You?" Gary asked, surprised.
"Yeah... like you and mom."
"I've always thought you were hot and I thought that it would be wrong to let you just... not get any," Brianna said.
"Dad... she wants to make you happy," Zach said. "Just let my wife make you happy."
"Yeah," Brianna said softly and grabbed his cock through his slacks, seeing just how hard and big he was. She always wondered, always thought about it when he was around... but how she had a pretty good idea. He was probably as well hung as his son was.
"Yo, your wife just grabbed my package," Gary said, lifting his hands up as if he was totally innocent.
"Shhh," Brianna said softly and kissed him. "I keep imagining what your cock looks like. You can't tell me you never fantasized about this."
"I, uh..."
"Just enjoy, dad," Zach said, taking a step back and then moving to sit in the chair at the end of the bed.
Brianna kissed him again, a little more passionately, her tongue sliding along his lips, teasing him.
"Oh my gosh!" Gary whispered. "That's so nice."
Brianna kissed him some more, then turned around to face away from him. She grabbed his hands and moved them around her body, cupping her breasts with them.
"Ok," Gary said, feeling a little uncomfortable. It had been almost nine years since he and his wife last had a fun fling. Since then, he'd devoted himself to her and her healing. Then, after her death, he had trouble starting to date and, now, trouble keeping a girlfriend. He was so out of practice.
"See?" Brianna smiled. "I feel like you thought about doing this before. Haven't you? You can tell me."
"I, uh... well yeah, I have to admit I have," Gary admitted, enjoying her breasts... at least over her dress.
Brianna then guided his hand down, over her stomach and onto her panties, guiding his fingers right onto her pussy. She used her own fingers to guide his, pressing them into her clit and into her pussy, pressing them against her sodden panties.
"Oh shit," Gary said, surprised. He never, ever expected to ever see or touch his beautiful daughter-in-law like this. "Wow... This is really..."
"Yeah," Brianna smiled, looking at him over her shoulder. "It is." She kissed him as she forced his hand inside her panties, his finger inside her pussy as his palm pressed against her clit.
"You are so fucking hot, babe," Zach said, feeling his cock grow in his excitement as he watched his wife get aroused. "Can you see why I married her, dad?"
"Yeah... I do," Gary said softly, obviously overwhelmed by what she was going to him.
"She's so fucking hot," Zach groaned.
Brianna guided Gary's hands back up to her breasts again and used her thumbs to pull the top of her dress down, exposing them. She then slid his hands over her bare breasts, squeezing and caressing them.
"Oh... so that's what they look like," her father-in-law said over her shoulder, looking down at the mounds of flesh in his hands.
Brianna moaned softly and looked down to watch his hands work. "Mmhmm."
"Oh... wow," Gary whispered.
"You like his hands on you, don't you baby?" Zach teased.
"Yeah, I do," Brianna moaned. "They feel so fucking good."
"Aren't they so fucking soft, dad?" Zach asked his father.
"Yeah," he smiled even as he whispered. "And her nipples are so hard right now."
Brianna moaned, closing her eyes for a moment to enjoy the pleasures Gary was giving her as he teased her nipples. "Yeah, you know how sensitive they are."
Zach was enraptured by how his wife looked. "That means she so horny."
Brianna giggled. "Oh I definitely am." She fell forward onto all fours, exposing her luscious ass to Gary.
"Oh my God... what an ass!" he said appreciatively.
"You like that?" Brianna giggled, looking back over her shoulder. "Spank it."
Gary spanked her ass once, then a second time, making Brianna moan and giggle.
"Oh... fuck yeah," she said. "That's what I like."
Brianna then turned until she faced him, still on all fours. She reached forward and touched his cock, gripping it through his pants and lightly jerking him off. She giggled a little because of his embarrassment and then grabbed the front, unfastening his slacks. She yanked, opening them and then pushing them down a little, exposing his cock. She grabbed it in her hand and lightly stroked it.
"I know you like this and I bet you've thought about it before," she smiled.
"Yeah," Gary admitted, laughing a little. This was one of the most incredible things he'd ever experienced.
"And probably about fucking me," she continued, giggling a little.
Gary nodded and smiled. "Yeah..."
"Big surprise," she said, then moved forward and took a good look at his cock. "Oh my gosh! That's so nice."
"Oh... fuck!" Gary moaned as her stroking was making his cock feel so damn good.
Brianna sat up and kissed him for a moment, then bent down and put her mouth an inch from the tip of his cock. She slid forward, sliding him into her open mouth without closing it, letting it rest just on her tongue. She slowly slid forward and back, letting his hard shaft just lightly touch her mouth and tongue.
"Fuck!" Gary moaned.
"She's teasing you dad," Zach said. "I know how badly she wants to put that dick in her mouth."
She slid her lips up and down the sides of his shaft, giving it gentle kisses and licks.
"You love like having cocks in your mouth," Zach said, meeting eyes with his wife. Brianna sucked his cock into her mouth and started slowly sliding it in and out of her mouth. "Is his cock hard enough for you baby?"
"Mmhmm," she moaned, not taking her lips from Gary's hard shaft.
"God... keep doing that," Gary moaned as he started panting with excitement.
"She likes to be a little slut sometimes," Zach said.
Brianna met his eyes again and pulled the cock from her mouth, stroking it. "Shh... don't tell him too many details."
Gary shook his head and laughed. "Wow... I never had a clue." Then, suddenly, his cock was engulfed in the warm and wetness of Brianna's mouth. He was completely amazed to watch it disappear between her sexy lips. "Oh my God. Fuck!"
Her head bobbed on his cock a few times before she sat up on her knees and stared taking her panties off. She tossed them aside and then crawled towards him, helping him take off his tie, shirt, and undershirt. He kicked off his pants as she guided his hand between her legs again.
"Oh," he moaned, loving how open and available she was acting. He was so shocked to be actually touching her pussy.
"See how wet it is?" she asked.
"She gets so fucking wet," Zach interjected as Gary slid a finger inside her.
Gary slowly fingered her, one second watching her expression, the next watching her pussy suck his finger inside so beautifully.
"You like that?" Brianna asked. "Does it feel nice? You want to taste it?"
"Oh yeah!" Gary smiled and nodded.
Slowly Brianna slid back from him and lay on her back, opening her legs wide.
Gary looked at her beautiful pussy, amazed. "Wow..."
"Look how cute her pussy is," Zach encouraged. He loved watching every man's expression the first time they saw his wife's wet, swollen pussy. He enjoyed it so much himself. "It's perfect. My baby. You want him to go down on you honey?"
Brianna nodded and smiled. "I want him to go down on me so bad."
"I want you to fucking beg for it," Zach commanded as he bent over onto the bed, his face close to hers.
"Please, please, please... let him lick my pussy," she begged. "I want to feel his tongue on me."
"Mmhmm," Gary moaned as he slid forward and started licking her. Zach could tell how much both of them were enjoying this.
"Oh my God!" Brianna moaned as Gary's tongue swiped over her clit. "Yes... oh shit! You're getting my pussy so fucking wet." She met eyes with Zach again. "Oh my God his tongue is so fucking good."
"Look how soaked she is," Zach said, looking down at his dad licking like it was his last meal. "Look at that."
"Shit! That feels so fucking good. He's got my pussy so wet." Brianna was writhing on the bed, thoroughly enjoying Gary's tongue and mouth as he licked and sucked all over her pussy. Her eyes met Zach's again. "Yeah... oh baby... you like watching me? You like watching me?"



Zach could feel his cock pulsing in his pants. "Oh fuck. Yes. That's so fucking good."
Gary moaned, taking a breath. "Look at that sweet, little pussy."
"Make me cum!" Brianna commanded, panting. "I'm gonna fucking cum!"
Gary bent forward again and flicked his tongue rapidly across her clit.
Zach started taunting her, trying to drive her into her orgasm. "Yeah... take it, take it, take it."
"Ohhhhhhh!" Gary moaned, pulling up for a moment, using his thumb and fingers to tease her pussy as he looked closely and admired it. "Look at that."
"Oh, he's so good with his tongue, baby," she moaned. "You like watching him use your wife's tight, little pussy?"
"You know it, babe. You want him inside you?" Zach asked.
"Yeah... I want him inside me," Brianna begged, nodding her head rapidly. "Please!"
Gary started crawling up onto the bed, moving between Brianna's legs. "You're sure you're ok with this?" he asked, looking at both of them for their reaction.
Zach simply nodded and began opening the front of his pants, letting his cock spring free.
"Oh yeah," Brianna moaned, nodding quickly again.
Gary grabbed his cock and slid the head over and around her pussy, teasing them both. She was so wet and her pussy was so swollen and ready. He couldn't wait to be inside her.
"Yeah, tease her first," Zach told his dad, stroking himself. "How bad do you want his cock, baby?"
"I want it so bad," Brianna said, sounding desperate. "It's such a nice cock. Yeah... please, please, please give it to me."
"If that's what you want," Gary said as he pressed the head against her entrance and pushed it inside. "I remember doing a lot of this swinging shit when I was your age. I fucked a lot of fun women back in the day, but your wife takes the cake. Ohhh, she has such a tight, little pussy."
"Oh my God!" Brianna groaned, his cock stretching her pussy so wonderfully. Almost as good as her husband. "Fuck! Your cock feels so good."
Gary grabbed her legs, helping to hold her still as he thrust faster and harder. "Oh fuck! Holy shit!"
"Yeah... fuck me like that," Brianna moaned loudly. "I want to cum all over your fucking cock just like that. Yeah... right fucking there."
Zach could hear his dad's hips slapping against Brianna's ass as he slammed into her. "Baby, does that feel good?"
"Yeah... he feels so fucking good!" Brianne moaned loudly. "Oh fuck that's so good."
Gary was pounding into her. It had been so long and he had a lot of pent of desire and frustration. Brianna's pussy felt so perfect and she was taking it all that he was giving her.
"Oh God, yes!! Yes! Just like that!"
Suddenly, in a moment of uncontrolled passion, he bent down and kissed her, holding his hips still for a moment as Brianna trembled below him her orgasm robbed from her.
"Wait, wait, wait," she said, tapping his chest as she moved away from him slightly. "If you're going to steal my orgasm, I need another taste."
Gary nodded and lay back on the bed as Brianna moved onto her knees and crawled to him. She grabbed his shaft and gently stroked it as she slid her mouth onto him again.
"Mmmm," she moaned, enjoying how good he tasted. "Oh my God, his cock is just throbbing in my mouth." She started sucking more in earnest making loud slurping noises. "Your cock tastes so good, especially with my pussy juices all over it."
She bobbed her head once more, rapidly sliding him in and out of her mouth as she held her hands still.
"Wanna see how deep I can take it?" she smiled, first at her father-in-law, then at her husband, seeing their reaction, watching Zach's hand slid up and down his shaft. She knew how much Zach enjoyed watching her deepthroat guys, especially when they had large cocks... and Gary's was a really good size.
"Yeah," Gary moaned.
Suddenly Brianna bent down, slid his cock deep into her mouth as she and her father-in-law locked eyes, then slowly worked it deeper and deeper... until...
GLUG GLUG GLUG
She was swallowing and sucking, making so much wet noise as her eyes teared up and her face grew red. She locked eyes with him the whole time, as if she was willing to pass out for his cock. Then she rose off him and coughed, spitting her saliva all over his cock.
"You like how I choke on it?" she giggled, smiling, saliva dripping from her chin as she stroked his shaft again.
"Show us how much of a cock-slut you can be, baby," Zach cheered. "Keep doing that, baby, keep doing that."
"What do you want to do with that big dick?" Gary asked.
"I want to put inside me again," Brianna giggled. "Will you let me? Please?"
Gary nodded, smiling. "Hell yeah."
Brianna stood and kicked her leg over him, so that she straddled his body. "I want to put it back in. I want to fuck that lovely big dick of yours." She grabbed his shaft and held until her pussy was positioned just right, then sat on it, forcing it deep inside her. Slowly she started rocking her hips, sliding him in and out, fucking him. "Oh... fuck... yeah... Yes, yes, yes. Oh... give me that cock. Yeah... fucking take my pussy."
A moment later, she adjusted her position, putting her feet flat on the bed, her hands on his chest, allowing her hips to bounce on him. And with Gary thrusting upwards, she bounced off his hips over and over again.
"Oh my God! Holy shit, you're big," she gasped, her breath almost being fucked out of her.
"You like his cock inside you?" Zach asked.
Brianna looked at her husband with half-closed, lust-filled eyes. She loved watching him masturbate to her. Loved watching his hand slide up and down his shaft. Loved how the head swelled and grew and angry red. Loved watching his face as he got closer and closer, his lust overwhelming him. "Mmm... you know it. And I love when you watch me be a nasty, little slut. God my pussy is so fucking wet. Can you hear it? Can you hear how fucking wet he's making my pussy?"
"He's fucking you really good, baby," Zach cheered.
"Right there... right there... you're gonna make me cum so fucking good," she panted, obviously getting close to her orgasm. "Fuck yes! Fuck! Your fucking cock is so fucking deep."
"Wait... wait," her father-in-law stopped her before she could orgasm again, holding her in place as he moved slightly. "I want to fuck you like this... from behind. Is that ok?"
"Oooh," Brianna moaned. "I love to be fucked from behind like a nasty little slut." She released his cock and moved to kneel on the bed, her ass pointed to the side as Gary stood beside the bed and grabbed her hips to move her into position.
Gary grabbed his shaft and lined it up with her pussy before he pushed it inside again.
"Yeah... slide in nice and slow," Brianna hissed as inch after inch pressed inside her, filling her. "Oh my God, yes... fuck! Every time I feel this cock it's so fucking good. Yes... fucking amazing. Oh my God."
Zach watched his dad hold her hips tightly as he started thrusting harder and faster into her pussy, his hips slapping into her ass again and again. Brianna dropped her face and shoulders to the bed, holding her ass up high as she looked at her husband, watching him jack off to her... watching him get so excited by her that he couldn't help himself.
"Such a good cock, baby," she moaned to Zach.
"Oh my God she's so tight," Gary hissed, clenching his teeth as his orgasm quickly approached. He was sweating and breathing harder than he should and knew he should work out more, just for times like this.
"Uh! Uh! Oh my God!" Brianna groaned as her father-in-law thrust into her over and over again.
"You like that baby?" Zach asked, feeling his blood boiling for his wife. God he couldn't wait to see her cum!
"Yeah, I love his dick inside me, baby," she moaned. "It feels so fucking good. He's fucking so deep in my tiny, little pussy. I'm just dripping wet!"
"You want his cum?" Zach asked.
"Yeah... I really want it," she said, shaking her head slowly. "I love when you watch me get fucked, baby. It's so fucking hot."
Gary was groaning loudly, his orgasm almost there. "God her pussy is so good." He smacked her ass with is palm, leaving a nice red mark on her pale flesh.
"Yeah... spank me," Brianna moaned. "Make me your fucking whore. Oh! Right there, yeah! Oh God, baby, he fucks me so good!" Brianna was moaning loudly with every exhale now and her body finally shook uncontrollably when she came. "I'm cumming, I'm cumming, I'm cummmmmmmmmmming!"
Gary kept thrusting his cock inside of her, even as she came, feeling her pussy squeeze and milk his cock, feeling her hot fluids gush out over his dick and drip from his balls. He was so close now.
Brianna was still shaking after her orgasm, but couldn't wait for the next. "Oh shit... your dick is so nice."
"I can't wait until he fucking cums all over your face," Zach moaned, his hand moving fast up and down his shaft. God, he needed to cum. "You want it all over your face?"
Brianna smiled, thinking about her father-in-law's hot cum dripping from her face, running down her neck and chest. "Yeah... you know what I want, baby. You always know just what I want."
"I want you to cum all over her fucking face, dad," Zach said. "Just cover her in cum. That's what she needs."
"You want it?" Gary asked, smacking her on the ass again.
"Yeah... cum on me. Please cum on me," Brianna moaned.
"Oh!" Gary moaned as Brianna, sensing he was ready, pulled him from her pussy and dropped to her knees in front of him, his cock right over her face. She looked up at him, her mouth open, tongue extended, her eyes bright and excited, waiting patiently. Gary stroked his cock, feeling that familiar rush of pleasure wash over him as his cock erupted. "Fuck! Uh! Uh! Oh shit!" His cum launched from his cock, making white stripes across her face again and again as she moved to let it cover more of her.
Brianna giggled, closing her eyes as his cum dripped into them. She could feel his cum dribble from the tip of his cock, dripping onto her face and into her open mouth.
"Fuck! I bet you love all that warm fucking cum all over your face," Zach moaned. He was panting hard now, almost ready to cum.
"Mmhmm... I fucking love that," Brianna said, crawling over to her husband, cum dripping from her jaw. "And I could use some more. Don't you love how much of a dirty slut I am for you?"
"God yes!" Zach moaned as he started cumming, gushing out over her waiting face, too, covering it even more.
"Mmmm," Brianna moaned, her eyes closing as she felt the warm fluid cover her face. "I love this."
"You're so fucking hot, baby," Zach said as Brianna slowly licked and sucked on his cock, cleaning him off.
In a moment, he was standing, pulling his pants back up as his dad found his own clothes and began getting dressed. "Well I hope that cheered you up, dad."
"Yeah it did... seriously," Gary smiled. Both of them watched Brianna as she slid to the floor onto her back, her hands playing with the cum covering her face, sliding some into her mouth.
"Why don't we go downstairs and let Brianna get cleaned up a bit," Zach said, leading his dad to the door. "I think we'll have just enough time to get to our dinner reservation."
"Thank you boys," Brianna giggled.
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On Monday, Zach came home from work to find the house empty, as usual. Brianna worked as a hostess at a local fine-dining restaurant and worked from 3:00pm to 11:00pm, covering the dinner and bar hours of the restaurant. He was a little surprised that no dinner was waiting for him on the stove, but a note from Brianna had her apology and pointed him to the leftovers in the refrigerator.
He went into the bedroom to change into more comfortable clothing and found that the bedroom was very warm... the windows were wide open. In the heat of the summer, with the air conditioning on, Brianna had opened the windows for some reason. As he closed them he also noted that there was something different about the bedspread. While it was certainly their bedspread he was sure that they had used another one just yesterday.
He shook his head, wondering what had happened today, but figured Brianna would be home to answer his questions. He reheated leftovers for dinner, worked on a few things around the house, then settled in for the night watching a movie.
When the clock finally chimed midnight, he grew a little concerned. Brianna was always home before 11:30pm at the latest. He called her, but it went directly to voicemail. He shook his head as he stared at his phone, a feeling of dread slowly building inside him.
But just ten minutes later, Brianna came in the door, her long keychain dangling and clinking as she unlocked and opened the door.
"Hey, baby!" she said, smiling brightly. "I didn't think you'd still be up."
"Yeah... I just wasn't tired enough yet," Zach said. "Work go ok? You're home later than usual."
"Yeah... work was fine," she sighed as she put her purse down. She was wearing a long, red dress that highlighted her beautiful figure. "Long and busy for sure. But it was good. There was a fiftieth birthday party that just wouldn't leave."
"I called you... wondering where you were."
"You called me?" she asked, suddenly wondering where her phone was. "Oh... yeah, sorry, my phone died. It was just a late night. How was your night, baby?" She walked to him and bent down to give him a kiss.
"It was good," Zach said. He tried to take a surreptitious sniff, trying to tell if any smell was out of order, like men's cologne, but didn't smell anything out of the ordinary. He couldn't shake the feeling that she was with someone tonight. "I mostly just watched TV. I thought we'd maybe fool around but you look a little beat."
"Sorry baby," she sighed and smiled. "I'm just tired. It's nice to see you, though, baby. I missed you." She kissed him again and he pulled her into his lap.
"Baby, baby... I'm sorry," she said, squirming in his lap and standing up. "But I really need to go to take a shower. I feel so sweaty and gross."
"Ok, ok," he said, his brain again telling him that something was wrong.
"I'll be right back." Brianna went into the bedroom and showered while Zach stayed on the couch, watching his movie. When she came back out ten minutes later, she was dressed in her sexy black robe that he bought her a few Christmases ago, one that she wore a lot when she wanted to feel sexy. He knew she was only wearing panties underneath.
"Hey... um... I was a little surprised when I got home from work today. Why were the bedroom windows open, babe?" he asked as she walked in and sat on the couch beside him.
"The windows?" She seemed a little surprised... and something seemed wrong about her response.
"Yeah," he nodded. "They were both open when I got home. All the way. With the air conditioning on full blast."
"Oh... yeah... sorry," she said as if she had forgot about them. "I just... I just thought it smelled funny in the bedroom and thought I'd air it out. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to leave them open all afternoon like that."
"And... isn't that a new bedspread on the bed?"
"Uh huh... I washed the other one. It was time."
Suspicious, he looked at her, waiting for the next big clue that something happened. There were just too many things that seemed off and it didn't make sense... unless she was hiding something. "Seriously?"
"Why? You think that sounds like a lie?"
"Yeah... it sounds like you're hiding something from me."
Brianna took a breath and looked down, looking rather guilty about something. "I'm sorry. I just had a really... unusual... day, I guess. Do you really want me to be honest? Because I feel really bad and I don't want to keep secrets from you."
"Yes, of course... be honest."
"I did something... kind of bad," she said, turning towards him on the couch. "Promise you won't get mad? I just really don't want you to be mad at me, 'cause I love you so much."
Zach didn't like where this was heading. But he needed to know what was going on. "Um... ok... I promise I won't get mad. What did you do?"
"I've been such a bad girl," she said, looking sheepish. "Your dad came over, looking for his wallet. He thought he dropped it on Friday or something and wanted to look around for it. So I helped him look... and we finally found it. It got kicked under the bed. The whole time we were just talking... flirting... it was all innocent. I mean... it got me more excited for you, baby, I promise."
"And?"
"I'm sorry, but what could I do?" she asked, grabbing his thigh and stroking it slowly. "He's your dad... and we were, you know, right there in the bedroom. He kind of, like... grabbed me in his arms, hugged me tight to his chest with one arm and put his hand on my leg. He put his fingers... on my thigh... between my legs. And I... I told him no. But he just... you know how guys are, right? Baby, he just put his fingers right up against my pussy."
"Let me get this straight," Zach said. "My dad came over and... he started fingering you?"
"I was just lounging around... before work," she said as if trying to find an adequate excuse, "and was just wearing my robe around the house like I am now."
"Were you wet?" he asked.
"What? What do you mean was I wet? It was your dad, baby. I mean, maybe we were flirting... Ok, ok... my pussy was wet and I did... I felt so naughty being alone with him... almost naked. He just... he slid his fingers up inside me and started fingering my pussy."
As Brianna described what happened, she slid her hands over her body cupping and squeezing her breasts over her robe, sliding them down to part the thin material to touch her thighs.
"Did you like it?" Zach asked, suddenly feel himself getting turned on by her story.
"I swear I didn't want to, baby," she apologized, but it sounded so hollow. "It's not so bad, right? It's not my fault. I mean, I guess... I guess I didn't tell him no, but I didn't ask for it."
Brianna leaned forward and kissed him, gently cradling his head as their lips pressed together and her tongue slipped into his mouth.
"I promise, I tried to be a good girl," she whined. "I promise. He was so nasty, baby. He just... he just kissed me on the mouth. He knew I was a dirty whore. And treated me like it. I liked it."
Brianna's hand stroked his chest and abdomen as Zach's cock raged in his pants. His clothes felt so restrictive, so tight all of the sudden.
"Oh, baby," he moaned as she continued stroking and kissing him.
"Your dad is so hot... his dick is so... so really big," she said, sounding like she was getting excited even thinking about it. "You saw it. And I couldn't resist, baby. I told him no. I really did. But all I could think about was his big cock in my mouth. I thought that maybe I could just suck his cock and that would be it. I didn't think he'd fuck me or anything. I just wanted to feel his throbbing dick on my lips."
Brianna felt so good kissing Zach, kissing his neck, teasing him with her wet tongue. Her hand kept stroking his chest, slowly unbuttoning his shirt, teasing that she wanted to touch even lower. His cock was throbbing as he envisioned his wife being fingered and teased and tempted by his own father like she described.
"He was flirting with me and teasing my pussy and... and... I just loved it," she said before nibbling on Zach's earlobe, sending shivers through his body. "So I put my hand on his leg... then on his cock. His dick was hard. Like it was hard the whole time he was there. All I could think about was that I just wanted to get fucked. My pussy was aching and it was just so wet. You know how I get. I couldn't help it."
Her hand moved to Zach's thigh and stroked up from his knee, getting closer and closer to his engorged rod that threatened to burst the zipper of his pants.
"He unzipped his pants... and pulled out his dick," Brianna continued her story. "And I started jerking him off. I just fell to my knees in front of him and jerked it... and, and jerked it... and I wanted to suck it so bad. You know I can't stop thinking about cock. I wanted to suck it so bad. So I just kept jerking it and jerking it. I could see his chest rising and falling. He was breathing so heavy."
Zach was breathing heavy, panting as Brianna's hand found his swollen shaft and stroked it through his jeans. He could barely take much more of her teasing. He felt like he was going to burst if he didn't get some relief.
"And then... he came," she said. "I felt his body shaking and his jizz just squirted everywhere, all over me and the bedspread. I was shocked. It was such a big load. Then I thought... that's enough. It felt so naughty. And I thought that was it."
She started kissing down Zach's chest then suddenly looked up at him, kissing him on the lips once more.
"You're not mad are you?" she whined. "I'm really sorry. I just couldn't control anything and I got so... excited. So wet. I don't know what came over me baby. I feel real bad about it and feel so guilty."
Brianna unfastened Zach's dress slacks and slid her hand inside, easily finding his shaft to stroke it. Zach pushed his pants down, lifting his hips slightly, until his pants fell to his ankles.
Brianna dribbled spit onto his cock and her stroking hand, using that as lubrication. "Did that excite you? That I could do something like that? It's not that bad, right baby? It was just a handjob. You're really not mad, right?"
"Just... show me what you did to him," Zach ordered.
"Really baby?" Brianna asked, teasing him as she continued sliding her hand up and down his shaft. She moved to her knees on the floor in front of him, between his legs for better access. "Is that what you want? I jerked his cock like this, until he came. You should have seen how much cum came squirting out of it. All over me... everywhere..."
Brianna bent down and licked just under the head of Zach's cock, then swirled her tongue around the head, intentionally teasing him.
"I just looked up at him... and just licked it, just like that."
She licked from the base to the tip of Zach's shaft, then moved back down, kissing and licking and sucking down it. She sat back on her knees for a moment and took her robe completely off, tossing it aside, exposing her beautiful body to him. She quickly grabbed his shaft, again, and slid it into her mouth, sucking on it.
"It's not that bad, right?" she asked.
"No," Zach agreed. "That's not that bad, I guess."
"Baby, I'm so glad to hear you say it," she said softly, smiling. "Because I feel so bad about it."
She slid Zach's cock deep into her mouth, sucking on it long and slow, base to tip, until Zach was moaning.
"It's just that... it didn't stop there like I wanted it to," she continued. "I wanted to stop, I really did."
"Oh my God," Zach groaned as she hit a particularly sensitive spot.
"Do you want me to keep going?" she asked, as she stroked him again. "Are you sure you want to hear every detail, baby? I've been such a naughty girl."
"Yeah... I want you to tell me everything," Zach agreed. Brianna was so good at erotic story telling that he always had a hard time differentiating between reality and fantasy.
"I wanted to lick and suck his cock so badly," she continued as she continued sucking and licking his cock. "My pussy was so wet just thinking about what he was going to do to me. My pussy was so wet baby."
Brianna sat up and kissed him, pausing to keep her face so close to his, to look deep into his eyes.
"Of course I was thinking about you," she said softly, kissing him again. "I was trying to stop him... but I just wanted to feel it again. He was so... powerfully sexual."
Suddenly Brianna stood and slid into his lap. She grabbed his cock and guided it to her pussy as she pressed her hips down, sliding it inside. Zach grunted as she pushed him all the way inside. Her pussy was so wet and swollen, ready for him to be inside her.
"I told him I only wanted to suck his cock, baby," she whined as she rocked her hips on Zach. "But that wasn't enough for him. He took my robe and panties off... and pushed me down on the bed. And undid his pants and pushed them down, taking them off. He was still so big and hard and my pussy was just oozing I was so wet. He had such a big fucking cock. But you know... you saw it. It's almost as big as yours. It felt so good. He was really hard, so ready to go."
Brianna rocked her hips forward and back as Zach grabbed them, guiding and feeling her motions as she fucked him. He looked up at her breasts as they swayed and bounced so seductively. He couldn't believe how incredibly sexy she was.
"I felt it slide against my pussy lips," she continued. "And he whispered in my ear 'I just want to feel you a little bit. I don't have to go in. I just want to rub my cock against your pussy lips.' And I could have stopped him. I knew what he was going to do. But I didn't want to stop. And at that point, I just wasn't thinking any more. I was just so fucking dick-drunk. So I let him... and he rubbed his cock against my pussy."
Brianna moaned as she continued fucking Zach, bouncing on his cock, feeling it swell inside her so perfectly. She grabbed and squeezed her breasts when she saw his eyes focus on them, then leaned forward and pushed her nipple against his hungry mouth. He sucked on it and nibbled on it, sending even more pleasure rolling over her body.
"I was so wet," she moaned softly. "Like I am now. And the tip just... it just suddenly slid in so easily, almost like an accident. But it wasn't an accident... I knew that. He just shoved it into my pussy and started fucking me. And I loved it... even though I didn't want it, baby. I really didn't want him to fuck me. His cock was swelling in my pussy. It felt so good baby. I couldn't stop him... he was just too strong."
"Did you like his cock in your pussy?" Zach moaned as she rotated, facing away from him and re-inserted his cock, bouncing on him once more. His eyes focused on her bouncing ass, on her wet pussy as his cock slid into her again and again.
"Yeah, I liked it baby," she admitted. "I'm sorry. I thought about you... jerking your cock while watching me get fucked. And I got more excited at the thought. He called me a dirty girl and said he knew I liked big dicks. He said he knew I liked having a big cock in my pussy. I confessed that I did. I felt him grab my ass as he thrust his big, fat, veiny dick into me even harder. Oh fuck. I loved how he fucked me."
Brianna moved her hips up and down as she felt Zach's hands on her ass, caressing and squeezing it, grabbing her hips to help him thrust up a little. Then she felt his thumb circle her asshole and she shivered. He pressed the tip just inside, fingering her ass a little.
"Oh fuck!" she moaned before continuing. "I'm sorry baby. I don't know what came over me but I just wanted to feel his cum on me again. I felt like a dirty, little whore. Do you want me to tell you more? I don't want to make you mad, baby. I don't want you to hate me. And I don't want you to never want to talk to your dad again because of what he did. But his cock felt so fucking good. Don't stop fucking me. I'm still so fucking horny. Even after that. Oh God! Oh God!"
Zach grabbed her hips even harder as he felt her body start to quiver and shake. He knew her orgasm was close and he really wanted her to cum on his cock. He needed her to cum on his cock this time.
"Fuck me!" she grunted loudly. "Oh my God! Fuck!" She moaned for several seconds as she came, her body shaking uncontrollably for a moment before she relaxed again. Then she began to slowly fuck him once more, her pussy clenching and milking his cock. "I'm so sorry baby. I'm such a dirty whore. But it felt so good to have his cock inside me. He fucked me so good. Yeah... yeah... yeah... oh God! I love your cock baby! His dick felt so good. Not as good as yours, but... oh shit. Oh my God! Oh my God! I didn't stop him. I just wanted to feel his cock inside me. I just wanted it so bad."
Zach wasn't able to control himself any longer and grabbed her hips firmly. He stood and turned them both around, pushing her face down towards the back of the couch. She put her hands on the leather back to keep from falling over as he thrust hard into her from behind.
"Oh my fucking God, baby!" she moaned again. "Your dad did the same thing, he suddenly grabbed my leg, turned me over, and fucked me from behind. He didn't put a condom on or anything. And I knew that was so bad. He just put his cock up against my wet pussy and I just couldn't stop him. He just slid right in. Oh baby. I'm so sorry. I just couldn't stop him. He was so deep in me, baby."
Zach could appreciate his dad's lustful need, he felt the same thing when he was around Brianna. Her body was just screaming to be fucked. He grunted with every thrust into her, his hips slapping into her ass again and again.
"Mmhmm... yes... like that... just shove your cock in me," Brianna grunted. "He called me a dirty little whore and I liked it so much."
"Is that because you are a dirty little slut, cock-whore?" Zach asked, grabbing a fistful of her hair and pulling her head back sharply.
"Yes! Fuck!" she moaned loudly. "I am a dirty little slut... and a cock-whore! Oh my God, I couldn't stop him... I couldn't stop myself. Oh yeah... yeah... just like that. Fuck me. Oh my God. I know... I know I'm a bad girl. He was just so powerful. You have no idea. And I loved it. His big cock felt so good. I thought about you.. jerking off... waiting to take your turn to use my pussy."
Zach could imagine taking turns with her... with several guys just fucking her, one after another. He knew she'd love it, especially if they all came on her face afterwards, covering her body in cum.
"It felt so good, baby," Brianna continued. "His big, veiny, thick cock inside me. I was just a bitch in heat. He didn't let me take a break. He just kept fucking and fucking me. We got so sweaty. I loved feeling his sweat drip down on me. I was so overwhelmed with need."
Zach could feel her reach back between her legs to play with her clit. His balls hit her hand over and over. He pulled her head back even harder, making her arch her back as he ploughed into her from behind. God, her pussy was so good!
"I just came... oh my God," she panted, getting close to her orgasm again. "I just came so fucking hard. He asked me where I wanted him to cum. And I told him not to cum in my pussy. I knew you'd be mad. I told him I wanted to taste his cum. And he made me beg for it.. beg to taste his cum. I was on my knees begging, baby. I was begging for him to cum on me like a complete cum-slut whore. And when he came... he splashed it across my face. It sprayed everywhere again... and it tasted so good. I just fingered my pussy and I came so hard, baby, as I felt it oozing down my body."
Zach could feel his balls tightening. He was hoping to cum soon himself. God, he needed it. He always enjoyed seeing his wife covered in his jizz, having it drip off her as she moaned in her own orgasm.
"I felt like such a dirty slut," Brianna moaned. "Tasting his cum in my mouth. Hearing him moan as he came all over me. My face was just covered in cum. And I was still so horny baby. I'm going to cum now just thinking about it. I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum! Yes! Yes!



"Yeah, think about his huge fucking cock!" Zach spat. "Jizzing all over your fucking face."
Brianna's fingers were moving rapidly over her clit now, her body shaking uncontrollably again. It was a wonder she was able to keep standing. "Oh fuck baby! I'm cumming... baby... cumming! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!"
Zach pulled out of her and sat on the couch. Brianna, panting, knelt on the floor in front of him, taking his cock in her hands and stroking it.
Brianna was panting, still coming down from her orgasm. "He came baby. He came all over my face, but I was still sooo horny."
She spat in her hand and wiped it all over his cock, then did the same to her chest, focusing on her cleavage. Then, in one swift move, she slid his cock between her breasts and squeezed them together. She moved her body up and down, sliding his cock in between her soft, luscious mounds. Her nipples poked between her fingers and she pinched them as she squeezed her breasts.
"I knew I was supposed to be getting ready for work and I knew I promised not to fuck any guys without your permission," she said softly, looking up at him. She looked apologetic, but so utterly horny. "But I couldn't help it. It wasn't my fault. I didn't ask him to come over. I didn't ask him to fuck me. After he came, he lifted me up... made me sit up on the side of the bed as he knelt down beside it. He grabbed my titties... and squeezed and sucked on them while he fingered me. Oh my God my pussy was just aching with his fingers sliding back and forth over my clit."
"Fuck!" Zach groaned as he watched the head of his cock appear and disappear in her cleavage, the head nearly bumping into her chin each time.
"I know it was bad baby," she continued. "His fingers felt so good, with three going in and out and in and out as he bit my nipples and sucked away the pain. I knew it was bad but I was just so fucking horny. He got me excited all over again. What was I supposed to do, baby?"
Zach watched, amazed, as Brianna titty-fucked him, sliding her soft breasts up and down his shaft. She pulled his cock free for a moment and slid it over and around each nipple, getting it wet with her spit and his pre-cum. She spit into her hand again, getting his cock wet, along with her cleavage. Then she squeezed her breasts around his shaft once more, smiling up at him.
"He pushed my legs back into my chest and held them there... and my pussy was gushing so much," she continued. "I was so fucking wet. He just... he just started licking and devouring my pussy. Oh... oh shit... baby. His tongue was so fucking deep in my cunt. I felt so naughty, but it felt so good. What was I supposed to do? I tried to be a good girl... but he was too powerful. He pushed me down into the bed, trapping me. I couldn't stop him even if I wanted to."
"You like how he ate your pussy?" Zach moaned.
"Yes," she moaned, nodding slowly. "He made me so wet. He was whispering dirty things to me, telling me how good my pussy tasted... telling me how wet I was... telling me how hard his cock was getting for me again. He was telling me he wanted to fuck me over and over again. I could feel his tongue all over my pussy, his mouth sucking on my clit. I tried so hard to be good for you. But I couldn't help it. He made me cum and cum and cum in his mouth, soaking the bedspread. And I couldn't get him to stop. I know it was naughty and wrong."
"Fuck... yeah... it was... but... oh my God I'm gonna cum so hard," Zach moaned.
"God your cock is so hard for me, baby," Brianna smiled. She looked so proud of herself and so desperate for his cum as she watched his face closely. She loved how even just her words excited him so much. "I love when you fuck my titties. I love having you watch it slide between them... peeking out with every... single... thrust... then cumming. You want to cum, don't you? I can feel you struggling... and shaking."
"Yeah," Zach quivered as Brianna slid his cock deep into her throat again, sucking and bobbing her head up and down his shaft rapidly. "Fuck!"
When she released his cock, she smiled. She knew he was excited because of what had happened to her. He didn't see it directly, but telling him about it definitely still worked on him. She slid his cock between her tits again, moving more rapidly this time to make him cum.
"Oh baby... did hearing what happened to me excite you?" she asked, almost giggling. "Did it make you so ready to cum? Did it make you want to cum... right... there... between my soft... big... fucking... tits? Your cock feels so perfect. Fuck my tits, baby... fuck my tits! You want to cum so badly, don't you?"
Zach groaned loudly. "Yes!"
"Yeah? You wanna cum?" she asked, her eyes watching him, watching every pleasure roll over his face. Watching his body twitch and shake as his orgasm rapidly peaked. "You want to fill my tits up with cum? Come on... give me that jizz... fuck my tits and cum for me. Cum all over my slutty tits."
Zach couldn't hold back any longer. Her story and her desire for him to cum was making it happen. He felt the pressure rapidly build inside him until his cock ejected his sticky white jizz all over her chest and neck.
"Oh shit!" he yelled. "Fuck! Ohhhhh! Uhhhh! Uhhhh! Uhhhh!" Every moan was loud and drawn out as his cum filled her cleavage and pooled there, slowly leaking out the bottom to run down over her stomach. Brianna giggled in delight.
"Oh my God!" she smiled, almost laughing with joy. "Oh fuck! Yeah baby! Good boy." When he finally stopped spraying, she pulled his cock free from her breasts and looked down at the sticky, wet mess that was left. One hand still held his cock as the other slid through his cum, feeling it on her fingers, gathering some of it up for a taste.
She raised her fingers to her mouth and licked them clean. "You know there's no feeling better than this? The feeling of your cum all over my tits. Here... let me clean you up."
She bent down and licked his cock, from the base to the tip, making sure to clean his cum from him, making sure she got every last drop. At the tip, she swirled her tongue around it and sucked it between her lips, making sure every last drop was drained from him as well.
She sat back on her knees, smiling, playing with the cum between her breasts as he watched her, occasionally bringing her cum-covered fingers to her lips for a taste.
"Are you mad at me, baby?" she asked, trying to look as shamed and apologetic as she could. Her big doe eyes gazed up at him while her head was slightly lowered.
"No," he panted, shaking his head. "I'm not mad, at least not at you. We should have made it clear it was a one-time deal. I'm not going to let that happen again if I can help it. I... uh... I think I have an idea for getting a woman for my dad. Someone who can satisfy all his needs. He's not going to find her on some dating site. He's got time and he's got money. I'm going to make a reservation for us all at The Social Experiment this weekend."
Brianna giggled and clapped her hands rapidly like a little girl, loving the idea.
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Therapist: Timid Seductress
"Hello," the tall gentleman said as he walked out of his office door to see a young woman sitting in the soft chairs of the lounge. He adjusted his tie around his neck, loosening it slightly. At fifty-one his hair was beginning to grey, now looking salt-and-pepper... looking more like a psychologist, so he thought. Especially when he wore his half-glasses during his sessions... for reading of course. "Hi Addison. How are you doing today?" He was a little surprised. It was the daughter of one of his best friends.
The young woman stood, looking shy and uncomfortable as she walked over to him. She wasn't even able to meet his gaze as she walked into his office. She was wearing a short, three-button pale-pink sweater and a pink, light-weight short skirt that threatened to flip up with the slightest breeze.
"I'm good," she said. She stood just inside as if not sure where to go next, her hands crossed in front of herself. Her body language told him how uncomfortable and embarrassed she was to be there.
Thomas closed the door behind them and walked past her, pointing to the couch nearby. "Good. Go ahead and have a seat on the couch there."
"Ok."
He turned on the white-noise generator to ensure the privacy of their conversation, then sat in the chair that faced the end of the couch. "Since we know each other, you can call me Thomas or Dr. Samson. Whichever makes you most comfortable. Ok?"
Addison nodded.
"And it doesn't matter that I'm a friend of your father's," he continued. "This is a very safe place for you. You are a patient of mine. I will never divulge what happens within the confines of these walls. Do you understand what that means?"
Addison shrugged her shoulders as if she really didn't know.
"It means that you can tell me anything. We can talk about anything that's going on in your life. And you can be assured that your parents will never find out about it from me. Ok?"
"Yeah... that's good."
He opened her folder and looked over the initial notes. "So, let's see... it looks like your mom called to set up this appointment for you. First off, I guess, can you tell me a little about yourself?" He set the folder on his lap and took out his pen to jot down some notes.
"Sure... I'm Addison and this is the first therapy session I've ever had," she said slowly, uncertainly. "My Zodiac sign is Sagittarius."
"Ok," Thomas nodded, grinning, jotting down a few notes about her shyness. He didn't really care about her Zodiac sign, but if it was important to her then so be it.
"Um... I really enjoy reading and horseback riding... and hiking. And... um... well... I don't really know what else to say."
"No, that's fine," Thomas said, looking up from his notepad. "You just started college, right?"
"Yeah. I just started at State," she smiled. "But I'm living at home. This is my first year so... it's kinda scary."
Thomas nodded. "Ok... ok. Well, it's nice to know more about you. What would you say is the reason for your visit today. If you had to put it into words, what would you say?"
She licked her lips and took a second to gather her words. "My parents think I've been acting strange lately. But... I don't really see what's wrong. It's like they're making things up!"
"What do you mean by... 'acting strange'?" he asked.
"They said I've been stealing money from them," she said softly, "leaving the house late at night... lying to them. Things like that. But... I don't remember any of it. Most of the times they accuse me of it, I was just... sleeping."
Thomas nodded, jotting down a few more notes. "Hmm... did something happen recently that seemed to be a catalyst for this or has it been going on for some time?"
"Well... I guess... I used to be really close with my dad, but that changed a little bit a few months ago. Maybe that has something to do with this."
"What's different?"
"I guess I just... I don't know... I've started seeing him... you know... differently."
"Differently... how?" he asked, looking up from his notepad again, looking over the top of his glasses. Addison was sitting closer to the edge of the couch now, playing with the hem of her skirt. "You said your relationship changed. Did something happen?"
"Well... I saw him... you know... in the shower."
"Oh," he said, understanding that seeing your full-grown adult father naked in the shower could be a traumatic experience. It's probably the first naked man she'd ever seen.
"I didn't knock... so I guess it was my fault," she said, looking like she was remembering the day. "And I opened the door and saw him... showering. And... I didn't look away right away. I guess I just see him differently because of what I saw... what he was doing... to himself."
"Doing?" Thomas asked, thinking he was just washing. "I don't understand."
"He was... masturbating." She seemed to blush as she looked away and covered her face with her hands.
"Oh," Thomas nodded. Now, that could be traumatic indeed. Had she ever watched porn, or seen a man pleasuring himself?
"He didn't notice me at first," she continued. "And by the time he did see me, I had taken my clothes off, and... when he saw me he was in the middle of... climaxing."
Thomas watched as she slowly touched her breasts with one hand over her sweater, as if absently pleasuring herself.
"Oh... ok. How long was it before he noticed you?" How much did she see and for how long? She'd taken her clothes off and was obviously masturbating as she watched her father masturbate. She watched him cum, even. God, that had to be so difficult to deal with... yet, she didn't seem too frightened or embarrassed. If anything, it seemed she was excited by it and almost couldn't wait to tell me.
"Well... like I said... I didn't turn away right away... and it kind of excited me," she admitted, stating the obvious. "I guess I got, kind of like, turned on watching him do that. And I didn't think he would notice... so I got undressed and started... touching myself, too. It felt like it was only, like, a couple seconds, but it had to have been longer."
Thomas nodded, jotting down a few more notes. "How did he take it? When he saw you? And after that?"
When he looked up, Addison was squirming on the edge of the couch, squeezing her thighs together, looking like she really wanted to touch herself.
"He just turned away... embarrassed," she said. "And since then just ignores that it even happened."
"That's the way some people deal with things like that," Thomas said, taking his glass off and holding them. "When you have family living closer together, it's not uncommon to walk in on someone, by any stretch of the imagination. It doesn't have to be a negative experience. Some people feel shame... or are anxious after something like this happens. I assume you're going to be living at home for some time, so I'd like to deal with how you feel about it and help you figure out how to deal with it if it ever happens again. Was this a shared bathroom of some sort?"
"No... it was the bathroom just off their bedroom," she said, breathing a little harder, obviously turned on by retelling the story.
Thomas slid his glasses on again and took a few more notes. He was becoming... skeptical. "Ok. So... you were in your parent's... bedroom?"
"Yeah."
Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Addison slip a hand between her thighs and squeeze it there. She was obviously touching herself with her fingertips.
"Why were you in there?" he asked, looking up at her fully. She didn't stop touching herself, even as he looked at her. "It sounds like that would be out of your way. Is that something you normally do?"
"I don't know... no... I just... I just was there," she said. "I don't even know why. Maybe I heard him or a sound or something."
"Do you often not remember when you do things? I mean... I would think you would remember why you were in their bedroom in the first place. That seems like an invasion of privacy."
She took a moment to think about her next words. "My parents keep saying I'm doing things that I don't remember doing. Things that are totally out of character for me. I'm wondering if I'm... I don't know... blacking out or something. Do you think I might have multiple personalities?"
"I really don't think so. No. But... what things do you mean when you say 'out of character'?"
"Well... like... they said I've been doing things... like teasing my dad."
"Teasing him?"
"Like... flashing him or something," she said, as if feeling guilty for even thinking it, let alone saying it. "But I don't remember doing anything like that at all. Why would they say that? That is totally not me. And my dad said I gave him my dirty panties once. And I don't remember that, either. Why would I do that? That's gross."
Thomas nodded slowly. "Ok. Well, what I'm hearing you say is that you really care about your parents. You're living in a small space and probably have some hormones raging. I'm thinking that you want to do and see these things... but you're embarrassed about it and trying to maybe bury it. Does that sound possible?"
"Yeah... I guess. It's just... what about the black-outs?"
"Well, I like that you want to work on this and fix this," Thomas said. "You seem to really want to have a better relationship with your parents."
"I really do," she nodded, and slightly smiled, as if still worried that that might not be possible.
"I must say, though... with... with all that in mind," he said, "that it feels like... maybe... you're trying really hard to convince me that you're... that you're a lot more innocent than you really are. Frankly, I don't buy what you're selling."
He slipped his glasses off his face again and looked at her, challenging her. She looked at him, aghast, with her big, doe eyes, as if she was going to cry. She spread her legs, her hands pulling up her skirt and he could see that she wasn't wearing any panties. Her smooth, shaved labia, topped by her swollen clit and whisp of pubic hair were plain to his sight. She slowly slid the fingers that were between her legs into her mouth, licking them clean.
"Me?" she said, softly. "What do you mean? I... I am innocent."
Thomas quickly looked away, shielding his eyes from her display. "Oh... come on. That is not right, Addison. Please stop."
"Stop? Stop what?" she said, still looking innocent, but slowly losing it. "I'm just... relaxing."
"We both know what you're doing," he said. "And I'm sorry I looked. I truly am."
Addison closed her legs and giggled. "Oh... you caught me, doctor." She smiled at his shyness, deviously.
He looked back at her, pleased that she was holding her legs closed. "You almost have a convincing act of innocence there. Is there anything more to your behavior than just a desire to use sex to get what you want?"
She smiled. "Nope... not at all. So... now that you've pretty much said there's nothing wrong with me... what are we going to do with all this time we have left?"
"We should probably do the therapy... which is why you're here."
"Gross!" she said loudly, crinkling her nose. "It's boring!"
"I never said there was nothing wrong with you."
"Oh... but you kinda did," she said, wagging a finger at him. "You know... I just like to fuck. It's not that deep. I mean, it can be deep, if your cock is big enough. And, believe me, I love it when a guy shoves it deep. I just don't know what the big deal is. If I see something I want to buy, then I buy it. If I see someone I want to fuck... I'll fuck them. That's what life is all about. Doing whatever you want. Getting whatever you want. Why should I deny myself if the other person is more than willing to help me? I'm young and beautiful and have a five-star pussy. Why shouldn't I enjoy the gifts that I've been given?"
"Because it's very selfish and manipulative to live that way," he said. "There is something to be said for being demure and humble."
Addison slid to her knees and crawled over to him, until she was kneeling at his feet. She put her hands on his knees. "Ok... so... tell me... doctor... what is really so wrong with... wanting something... and acting on it? Do you think I'm attractive? I mean... I doubt I really have to ask. I know... but I just want you to acknowledge it."
"It is irrelevant and would be unprofessional to say," Thomas said. "Why don't you go back to the couch, Addison?"
"You don't have to say... but... if I just... took off your pants right now... and put your cock in my mouth and sucked on it really nice... and slow," she said, dragging her hands over his thighs and hips, moving them so close to his cock that was so prominently hard underneath. "And say you... enjoyed it... because it was from such a beautiful, young woman, and you know you're not supposed to do things like that. Why wouldn't you just go ahead and let me suck it?"
Thomas grabbed her wrists, holding her hands in place, but not moving them away from his body. "Really... Addison. I'm not going to take advantage of a patient like that. I'm not going to take advantage of... you... like that."
"Oh," she gasped as if in shock. "It would be so bad to take advantage of poor little me. But the thing is, I'm just so... horny... and I want it." Even with his hands holding her wrists, she started unfastening his belt, then tugged on it, pulling it free. Then she sat back on her heels, holding and rolling the belt up before tossing it aside.
"So... let me suck your cock, like a good, little doctor," she said. "I think it would be very... therapeutic... for me." She sat up higher and kissed him, passionately sliding her tongue over his lips. She sat back and put her hands back on his hips again, circling them close to his cock. "Yes, it'll be very therapeutic. You'll see."
Thomas shook his head, but looked uncertain. His cock was throbbing in his pants and she was an extremely sexy young woman. "I really shouldn't."
"I know... but I need to fuck to feel better," Addison smiled. "And you're supposed to be helping me feel better."
"This doesn't help you feel better in the long run," he said.
"But it's what makes me happy," she whined. "Even if it's for the short run... there's always another cock."
Her hands grabbed the front of his pants and opened them, exposing his tented boxers beneath. She smiled. He was certainly as big as she hoped.
"Whoa, whoa, whoa," Thomas complained, trying to sit up, trying to move away from her, but she blocked him completely. Moving out of the chair would be moving her mouth even closer to his cock. "I'm... I'm a professional. I can't be doing this."
"Oh, but I know you want this," she smiled, grabbing and stroking his shaft over his boxers.
"It's got nothing to do with wanting this or not."
"Remember when you were peeking up my skirt earlier?"
"No, no, no, I don't want to talk about that," he said, shaking his head. "I apologized for that."
"But... I just wonder if you really wanted to look even closer," she smiled. "Because, if you were truly sorry... would you be this hard right now?"
Her hand grabbed his cock as best she could through his boxers and stroked up and down his shaft. He could feel pleasure rolling through him, making him so weak. He knew he should have stopped this a long time ago. Now... he didn't know if he could stop it.
"Oh... um... that's not the point," he said, swallowing hard, breathing a little heavier. "This is just not my will. It's just... biology. Now what are you doing?" She grabbed his pants and jerked on them, trying to pull them down.
She looked at his cock as it thrust up into the air, so hard, throbbing with desire. "You seem to like me... a lot."
Thomas shook his head. "It's not that at all," he denied.
"Are you sure? 'Cause you just seemed to getting harder and harder." She stroked his bare shaft, her little hand sliding up and down his length.
"Oh my God," he whispered, overcome by her.
"I should probably take this off." She unfastened the three buttons that held her little sweater on and pulled it off, tossing it aside. Her bare, B-cup breasts looked so incredibly perfect with hard nipples topping them.
"No... as... as a matter of fact you shouldn't do that," he said, trying to deny this was happening. "Oh my goodness. God... you are pretty. But..."
She reached back behind herself and unfasted her skirt, sliding it down her legs and off as she sat back. She spread her legs wide, her hand reaching down between her thighs, her fingers pulling her labia apart, exposing her wet, pink pussy to him.
"I'm... uh... not so sure this is a good idea. I mean, I know I'm getting aroused, but, again, that's just biology."
"But how could something that feels so good be so wrong?" she said, sitting up on her knees again, taking hold of his shaft again and stroking it. "I think you're hot for an old guy. And you have a nice cock."
She stroked him, using both hands to so thoroughly stroke every inch of him, then leaned forward and slid the head of his cock into her mouth, making him groan loudly.
"Really? You're gonna... Oh my God," he panted. "Oh wow... you're so dirty."
"Mmmm," she moaned as her head slowly bobbed up and down, his cock sliding in and out of her hot, wet mouth. Then the looked up at him, holding his cock still and swirled the tip of her tongue just under the head of his cock, making him moan again.
"Fuck!" he groaned loudly, glad that he had the sound machine on and praying that his assistant didn't hear anything. "Ok, ok... Keep doing that."
Addison giggled between sucks. "I could tell this is what you wanted all along."
"I... I didn't know... until now."
"Why don't I turn around so you can see my beautiful ass." She turned on her knees until she faced away from him, then bent over, lifting her ass high.
Thomas kicked his shoes off and his pants to the side as he watched Addison reach back over her back and grab her ass cheek, pulling on it to more fully expose her pussy and asshole to him. Then she reached lower and circled her asshole with the tip of her finger.
"Oh my God... yes," she panted. "I'm so fucking hot."
"Can you finger your pussy?" he asked, taking his cock in his own hand and stroking it.
Addison giggled as she reached back between her legs and slid her fingers over her clit and dipped one into her wetness. His eyes were glued to her just as she wanted.
"Oooh," she moaned. "Do you like watching me? Play with your cock as I finger my pussy. Yeah... slowly... watch me finger my pussy. I've been wondering what was under your pants and I really like what I see."
Thomas kept stroking himself, trying to keep from cumming. He wanted to stroke hard and fast, he wanted to cum now. It felt like it had been forever since he'd done that. But Addison had other ideas. She rose up and moved towards him, sitting on his lap, facing away from him. She moved her hips, sliding her ass over his cock, sliding it between the cheeks of her ass.
"Oh God," Thomas moaned.
She reached back between his legs and held his cock still as she sat on it, sliding it into her tight, little hole.
"Go nice and slow," she moaned as she lowered her body, sliding him deeper and deeper inside her. Then she started fucking him. "oh, that's perfect."
"Your pussy is so tight," Thomas whispered. Trying to deny this was happening but so thoroughly enjoying that it was.
Addison groaned. "It's so good... you're going to make me cum fast."
"Do what you need to do," he said softly, watching her ass bounce faster on him, driving his cock in and out at an incredible pace. She was so young... so strong... so... so sexy.
"Oh!" she panted loudly. "Oh fuck! Fuck!" Then he felt her pussy gush all over his cock, soaking his balls as her body shook. But she never stopped fucking him. "Oh my God that was good."



"Bad, bad girl," Thomas said sternly.
"Are you going to punish me doctor?"
"You know it," he said. "I'm going to have to spank you." He slapped her ass as it rose and fell on his cock, making a little red spot on her skin.
She moaned and giggled, obviously loving it.
"Such a pretty little butt," he said, slapping her ass again.
"Oh... yeah... I needed this." She giggled, then rose, sliding him out of her pussy. She turned around and dropped to her knees again. "Let me taste my pussy off your cock."
She took his cock from him and slid it into her mouth, sliding it deep once again, before pulling it free and licking his shaft, from his balls to the head.
"I'm so glad I came in today," she giggled.
"Yeah... my day is definitely looking brighter," he said, smiling. "We might have to do more sessions... maybe even two per week."
She giggled. "I think I could fit that in... maybe sometimes even three. I'm a really bad girl."
She bobbed her head on his cock rapidly, again, before pulling it free once more. "You cock tastes so good with my pussy juices all over it. Sinfully delicious."
"Why don't you... stand up and show me your body," he said.
She released his cock and stood, sliding her hands over her body, grabbing her tits and squeezing them. "That's the first time I've ever wanted to do what somebody told me," she giggled.
"Oh, look at that," he said, longingly looking at her pussy. He felt his mouth go dry and licked his lips. "Play with your pussy for me."
Addison slid her hand down and used her fingertips to circle her clit, occasionally sliding into her pussy to get it wet.
"Tell me what you want," he said, watching her and stroking himself.
"I want you to bury your cock deep into my little cunt," she hissed so brazenly. "I want you to make me scream as I cum and cum all over your body."
"I need to taste that first," he said as he dropped to his knees and threw his glasses aside. She moved closer to him and lifted her foot, putting it on the chair to open her pussy. He leaned forward and licked her inner thigh, smelling her.
"Oh... Oh, yeah," she panted as his tongue slid up the outside edge of her labia. He was teasing her so wonderfully. Too many of they guys she'd been with went right for the clit, never taking the time to really enjoy her pussy like he was. His tongue slid between her labia, into her wetness, sliding along her sensitive, pink flesh, before flicking at the underside of her clit.
"Just... just... right... there," she moaned as his tongue slid up and down the tip of her clit. "Oh my God. That's so good."
His lips then captured it and he sucked and released, again and again, as if sucking on her nipple, drinking from her. "Yeah... like that. Right on my clit. Uh huh... uh huh."
Thomas was enjoying this moment... a moment he probably would never experience ever again. "Such a wet pussy," he drooled.
"Yeah," Addison panted. "It's been wanting you. Oh my God you have no idea how good that feels. So fucking good."
Thomas then grabbed her ass from beneath and pressed his mouth harder against her, sucking her labia into his mouth and then pushing his tongue into her pussy as deep as he could, tongue-fucking her.
Addison's legs were shaking. She was close to another orgasm. "Oh yeah! Oh! God your tongue feels so good."
Thomas didn't want her to cum just yet. He wanted to feel her pussy squeezing his cock when she came. He sat back then stood, sliding into his chair again.
"Here. Have a seat in my lap," he said. "Yeah, facing me. Oh my God, you're so beautiful."
"Thank you," she smiled. Addison slid onto his legs and sat, kneeling on the chair itself. His cock was between them, thrusting up, pushing against her belly. She grabbed his shaft and with a slight move of her hips, slid him inside her pussy again, to slowly fuck him.
"I'm just dripping wet for you," she giggled, putting her hands on his shoulder as she moved up and down, bouncing on his cock.
"I can hear it," he laughed softly. Her pussy was definitely wet.
"Yeah... nice and... so fucking deep... oh... yeah... I love burying your cock in my pussy." She moved her hips up and down, her tits bouncing slightly with each move as he watched, sometimes capturing a nipple in his mouth and sucking on it.
Thomas grabbed her hips and pushed, to take him off his lap. "I want to fuck you."
"Mmm... please," she giggled.
"Come over here," he said, walking to the end of the couch.
"Where ever you want me."
"Let me see that body," he said, grabbing her hips and looking up and down her body. "What do you want?"
"I want you to pound the bad girl out of me," she said. "Fuck me until I have nothing left."
He nodded. "Go ahead and kneel on the couch. On the end. Facing the center."
"Like this?" she asked as she moved into position, putting the tops of her feet up on the arm rest and pushing her ass back to expose her pussy to him.
Thomas stood at the end of the couch and grabbed her hips, pulling her back a little more. "Yeah." He quickly lined his cock up with her entrance and pushed, sliding it deep inside her in one thrust.
"Are you a bad girl?" he asked, moving faster, driving his cock harder and deeper.
"Yes," she moaned. "I need to be taught a... a lesson. Oh... yes! I love your cock in me. Pound my pussy!" Addison was thrusting her hips back toward him every time he thrust into her, making their bodies collide again and again, his hips slapping against her ass.
"Oh... yes, yes, yes," she moaned, sometimes holding her breath as the pleasure built and built, bursting out in a loud groan that he prayed his assistant wouldn't hear.
"Turn around and suck it," he demanded, withdrawing his cock. She quickly turned on the couch to face him, grabbed his shaft, and quickly slid it into her mouth.
"Mmmm," she moaned softly, sliding it deep inside her mouth.
"Beg me to fuck you."
Addison smiled. She loved this game, where she played the young submissive. "Please... please fuck me doctor," she said, stroking him rapidly.
"Are you a bad girl?"
"I'm such a bad girl," she nodded, smiling deviously.
"Cum on my cock."
"Yes sir," she said and quickly turned around again, reaching back between her legs to help guide him into her pussy again.
"Ohhh!" he groaned as her pussy squeezed him so perfectly.
"Do you like my ass?" she smiled, looking back at him over her shoulder. If they weren't before, his eyes were certainly focused on her ass now.
Thomas shook his head in amazement. "Wow... when was the last time someone fucked you there."
"Eight months ago," she admitted, smiling. "Do you want to fuck it?"
"Oh, you dirty girl," he said, shaking his head slowly. "You know what I like." Her ass was so perfect looking. He hadn't been in a young woman's ass in so long. He hovered his head over her ass and let his spit dribble out, dripping a lot onto the crack and letting it slide down.
Thomas used his thumb to circle her asshole, gliding his spit around and into it, then pushed his thumb a little inside.
"Go on... work that in there," he said. "Get it nice and ready for me."
As Addison reached back and started sliding her own fingers inside, he let another dollop of spit drip from his mouth, landing just above her asshole.
"Oh... yes," she moaned excitedly, looking back at him. "I want you to fuck my ass until you cum."
"Yeah? You want this big dick in that tiny little ass?" he asked. "You think you can take this?"
"Yes, doctor," she begged. "Please... put it inside me."
Thomas held his cock and set the head right on her sphincter. Then he pushed forward, forcing the head to split her open. Slowly he pushed more and more inside her, going deeper and deeper.
"Oh, fuck! Your ass is so fucking tight."
"Mmhmm," she moaned, nodding. "But I really love you fucking my ass. Wrapping my ass tight around your cock. Please... please fuck me... I'm such a bad girl."
Thomas grabbed her hips firmly and started thrusting in and out of her ass, feeling it squeeze and grip his shaft so wonderfully.
"Play with your pussy," he commanded and she reached back between her legs and did just that. "Yes, sir. Oh... fuck!" she groaned as she slid two fingers inside. She could feel his cock in her ass, through the thin membrane.
"Cum for me," he commanded, slapping her ass check. Her body shivered as if she was already falling over the edge. "Go on. Cum for me."
Addison held her breath... taking quick gasps of breath. Her body was blushing red as she came, grunting and growling.
"Oh fuck... oh fuck... Yeah... you can fuck me any time," she admitted.
Thomas groaned, panting. "Fuck! I'm gonna cum."
Addison nodded excitedly. "Yeah... do it! Oh God! Fuck me like a whore."
"Where do you want it?"
"Oh... I want you to cum in my ass and keep cumming until it drips down my legs," she moaned, looking back at him again. His cock seemed to swell so big inside her ass, ready to burst. "Oh! Yeah!"
"Go on, reach back and pull your cheeks apart."
"Oh fuck!" she begged, reaching back and pulling her ass cheeks. "Yes doctor... I want you to cum inside my ass," she panted.
"I'm cumming," he grunted. "Beg me for it."
"Please... cum for me!" she said. "Cum in my ass!"
"Here it comes," he grunted. "Uh... oh fuck... uh! uh! Uh!" It felt so good to unload with her... on her... in her ass. He needed this so bad.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," she cheered as she felt her ass fill with cum, and when he pulled out, it started dripping out and running down her cheeks and thighs. "Fuck that's so warm. Thank you doctor," she giggled, reaching back to play with it with her fingertips as he took a step back.
"You're welcome," he panted. It was going to take a little time for him to catch his breath. "I'll, um... see you on Thursday for another session?"
"Mmhmm," she smiled. "Any time."
"Well," he said, straightening up and grabbing his clothes off the floor. "I guess that's it for today." He re-dressed as he watched her dress. She barely wore a thing, but was so sexy the way she moved.
"Did you really see your dad naked... in the shower?" he asked. "Or was that all a story?"
"Oh, I did... I've been dying to see his cock," she giggled. "And now that I have... I want him." She was giggling as she wiped more of his cum from the back of her thighs. "And by the way," she said on the way to the door. "You can tell my dad you fucked me. I want him to know what he's missing."
Thomas looked at her and slowly shook his head. He couldn't believe that he'd been so set up.
"I'll fuck him," she giggled. "You'll see. It might even happen before you see him again. Bye-bye doctor." She was giggling and smiling impishly as she opened the door and left, closing it behind her.
Thomas walked to the mirror beside the door and finished tying his tie. He looked at himself. Did this really just happen? How could he have done such a thing? It was not who he was. He wondered if he'd have to go see his own therapist about this, because this was so messed up. He was pretty sure she wouldn't make it Thursday... or to any more sessions. She didn't want him. He was just a pawn in her little scheme to get to her dad.
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"Dad," Zach said into the phone, sounding a bit frustrated. "It's ok. I appreciate you apologizing but you've apologized enough already. You didn't know and you do now. We'll leave it at that, ok?"
"Yeah... I just... I just hate having something between us," Gary said.
It was Tuesday and Zach made sure to call his dad mid-morning to let him know that what he did was unacceptable. He was only given Brianna for one night... not any time he wanted. Gary was shocked that he didn't realize it and was extremely apologetic, both to his son and to Brianna.
"The matter is closed," Zach said. "Ok?"
"Yeah... ok. It won't happen again."
"Good. Now, I have an idea... something to help you meet someone."
"What's that? You know I can't do those app thingies..."
Yeah, Zach laughed. He knew that. "It's not an app. It's a club, Dad. It's a restaurant and a club called The Social Experiment just on the outskirts of the city. We'd like to take you there on Friday for dinner and... maybe some fun."
"Yeah... sounds interesting. I'll pay this time."
"Well, we'll talk about it. You'll have to go to the clinic, though, and get a full STD workup before then."
"What in the hell is that for?" Gary asked, nervously.
"It's a different day and age than when you were swinging, Dad. This place is very clean and requires recent STD checks for any hookups," Zach said. "We pay a pretty good membership fee so that they make sure the place stays clean."
"What are they gonna do at the clinic?"
"They're just going to take a blood sample and check it for a few things, then do a genital swab to check for a few more. It's fast and painless," Zach noted. "Brianna and I have to do it, too. I just want to make sure you have your papers before we get there on Friday."
"Ok... I guess I can go today or tomorrow."
"Perfect. We'll pick you up Friday at 7:00pm then. Ok?"
"Yeah. Ok."
*****
They arrived at a fairly non-descript place on the edge of the city. The parking lot only held twenty cars or so and the building was not much bigger than a common two-story house. A small, lighted sign by the front door indicated that it was a private restaurant and hotel.
"What in the world is this place?" Gary asked, a little confused. He'd never seen it before.
"You'll see," Zach said as he got out of the car along with Brianna. Gary followed them as they walked to the front porch and door.
Zach held the door for them, letting them enter first. Just inside the door was a small waiting area and a hostess stand. A smiling, young blond stood behind the stand.
"Good evening and welcome to The Social Experiment," she said smiling cheerfully. "How can I help you?"
Zach approached her and handed her a membership card and the folded paperwork for the three of them. "We have a reservation for eight o'clock."
The young woman looked at the card and then at her computer screen. "Yes, you do, Mr. Garret." She handed the card back but kept the paperwork to enter it into the computer later. "Follow me, please." She grabbed three menus from the stand and led them into a small dining area, around which were seated at most ten tables. She led them to a table off to the side and waited for them to sit.
Zach pulled the chair out and held it, helping Brianna get seated before he sat down himself. Then the hostess gave them their menus.
"Jessica will be your server for this evening," she said. "When you're ready for your room, just see me at the front."
"Thank you... Denise," Zach said, reading her nametag. He and Brianna had been here several times, but she was new, at least to them. He took a mental note that he might want to get to know her a little better in the future.
As she walked back to the front, the three of them scanned both the small crowd and the bar area. The bar sat about eight people and was about half-full at the moment.
"Uh... room?" Gary asked. "Are we planning on staying the night or something?"
"Not exactly," Zach smiled. "Most people rent rooms by the hour, here. It's somewhere to go and have a little fun after dinner. This place is a kind of... restaurant and hotel meets adult playroom."
"Interesting."
"It's a place for meeting people... and having the kind of fun you want without worrying about expectations... or repercussions," Zach said. "There are multiple hotel-style rooms upstairs and I'm told there's an adult dungeon downstairs for those into that kind of thing. But we haven't gone down there yet."
"I guess it's not too different than what I was used to," Gary smiled. "We just didn't make restaurants and bars out of it."
"I'm sure back then it was at private homes and stuff," Zach said. "It's nice that everything is clean and professional now."
A young woman with very curly brown hair approached the table wearing a black smock. "Can I get you all something to drink?"
"A Manhattan, please," Brianna smiled.
Gary looked at Zach to see if he should go next and Zach nodded. "Uh... how about a bourbon... neat... please."
"I'll have just a bourbon, neat, as well," Zach said. "Thank you."
"Sure thing. Look over the menu and I'll be right back." She smiled and left to go to the bar.
"So... what do you do here?" Gary asked.
"A variety of things," Zach said. "The restaurant is open for dinner most nights. And the bar is open every night. Sometimes they have special parties or other events. But, in general, you're free to talk to anyone and see if they're interested in a little fun. Some people do it do it on the stage, there. Some go downstairs. And some rent a room and go upstairs. You can pretty much find anything you want here."
The three continued to make small talk and ordered dinner when the server came back. At first Zach and Brianna were quick to point out people that Gary might be interested in meeting, but he quickly learned to look around for himself, realizing that, even in the restaurant, there were people interested in hooking up.
After dinner, Brianna put her hand on Zach's arm. "If you don't mind, I think I'd like to get a drink at the bar." Zach turned his head to look at the bar to see what caught Brianna's attention. A new, young bartender was talking to one of the men seated there, giving him his drink.
He looked at her and saw her naughty, little smile that she always got when she was interested in fucking someone and was asking for his permission. He nodded and smiled. "Ok. Let me know what you think after meeting him."
"I'll go up there, too, if you don't mind," Gary said, pushing his seat back. He caught sight of a pretty brunette sitting alone at the end of the bar like she was just waiting for him.
"Ok... I guess I'll just wait here... all alone," Zach playfully whined. He watched Brianna and Gary weave their way through the tables to the bar. Gary seemed more interested in the brunette there and stood by her as Brianna went to the other end.
*****
Gary scanned the few patrons seated at the bar as he made his way toward it. An older woman, his age, was seated on the far right end. She was dressed in a long, black, formal dress. The slit up the side exposed her leg from upper thigh down, showing her beautiful black stockings underneath. He always had a thing for stockings.
He made his way to her end of the bar and propped his elbows on it, next to her, and greeted the young, female bartender standing behind the bar.
"What can I get ya?" the busty redhead said. She was in a white blouse covered with a smock, but Gary could see she would be a feisty one.
"A busty brunette with a desire for a fun time would be nice," he smiled.
"I'm sorry to say I can't help you with that..." the bartender laughed softly.
"Then I'll have a bourbon, neat." He turned to the beautiful woman next to him and was immediately excited by the cavernous cleavage she hid behind her dress. The material bisected each breast, barely covering the nipples themselves. She was drinking a martini, lightly sipping it, when their eyes met.
"So what's a nice woman like you doing in a place like this?" he asked her, smiling.
"Aw... now you're trying to be all sweet like, calling me nice," she said with a soft Southern accent. "What if I'm maybe not such a nice woman?"
"No?" he asked, almost surprised. "Then what are you?"
"What if I told you I just came in here to fuck?" she said, boldly. "Would you say I was nice... or naughty?"
"Well... I'd say that sometimes it's nice to be naughty," he laughed. "And I'd say I'd be happy to help you out."
"That's what I wanted to hear," she smiled and took another sip of her martini. "I'm Kelly." She extended her hand to shake his.
Gary took her hand and kissed the back of it. "I'm Gary. Nice to meet you Kelly."
"A gentleman," she smiled. "Nice to meet you. Who's that you're with tonight?"
Gary looked at the table where Zach was sitting. "Oh... that's my son. His wife is at the other end of the bar there. They're hoping I meet someone here tonight."
"Are you here to fuck, Gary?" Kelly asked, smiling deviously.
"Well... we already had dinner... so...," Gary laughed. Kelly took another sip of her drink. "You, uh... you have an amazing body, if you don't mind me saying. Your tits are to die for."
"Well... I don't mind you saying that at all, Gary," she smiled, enjoying the compliment. "And I think we can keep you from dying. I happen to enjoy sharing them."
"Mmm!" Gary smiled. "That sounds... delicious."
"So... your son," Kelly said, looking at Zach then back at Gary. "That makes things more interesting. So... if you're really interested in having fun with me tonight, I do have one condition..."
*****
It only took Brianna five minutes of flirting with the bartender before she came back to the table and sat down. She looked giddy and nervous.
"Oh my God, that's the guy, baby," she said, excitedly. "I mean, I really hope you let me. I got so nervous, I didn't know what to say. Will you please talk to him? Oh my gosh, what if he says no?"
Zach looked at her and tilted his head as if she were acting crazy. "No one can say no to you, baby. You'll see."
"Are you sure?" she asked, holding his forearm with both hands and squeezing it excitedly. "Are you ready to watch?"
He smiled as he stood and leaned down to put his lips by her ear. "Oh, you know it," he said softly. He stood and walked over to the bar, going down to the end where Brianna spoke to the man, and sat in one of the empty seats.
"What can I get ya?" the young man asked as he ran a white rag over the top of the bar to clean it.
"Um... look," Zach said, leaning forward on the bar as if he wanted this to be a more private conversation. "I don't want to freak you out or anything, but my wife thinks... you're, uh... you're hot," he said, nodding a little.
The bartender smiled. "Really? Wow... that's nice of her. Which woman is your wife?"
"She's the blonde... over there," Zach turned and pointed. Brianna was watching them and gave them a little wave of her hand, smiling.
"Oh... wow... you're a lucky man," the young man said.
"I agree. Listen... Joshua," Zach said, reading the bartender's nametag. "Would you have any time to come talk to her or anything?"
"Uh... I mean... I'm working... but..."
"She really wants to spend some time with you. Quality time if you get my drift. But I don't want to get you in trouble or anything."
Zach could tell the young man was interested. He didn't seem to know exactly what was going on quite yet, but he was certainly thinking he might just get lucky. "I mean... I can take a fifteen minute break."
Zach nodded. "Ok... follow me."
"Hey Jamie... I'm taking fifteen," Joshua said to his fellow bartender as he took his smock off and set it behind the bar.
"Ok," the busty redhead nodded.
He followed Zach as he led him back toward the bathrooms, wondering where they were going. When they reached the door to the women's restroom, it opened and Brianna was standing there.
"Hi," she said, smiling excitedly. Zach grabbed the door as she backed away, inviting Joshua inside. He was surprised, but went through the door, his eyes focused on Brianna, his cock hardening as every step seemed to indicate that he was indeed about to get very lucky.
"Hey," he said back.
Brianna backed up to the sinks, just a few feet from the door as Joshua entered. Zach stayed by the door, watching them.
"I'm sorry, I didn't get your name," Brianna said.
"I'm Joshua," the bartender said as Brianna slowly ran her hand over his chest.
"Hi. I'm Brianna and that's my husband Zach," she said.
"Nice to meet you."
"So... I told him you think he's hot," Zach said.
"Oh, I so do," Brianna said, getting a little closer to him, now running both hands over his chest. "You're really hot. I was bragging about you. We come to the club a lot and this was the first time we saw you."
Joshua nodded and lightly put his hands on Brianna's hips. "Yeah. I've only been working here a week or so."
"Well, that explains it," Zach said making the two look at him for a moment. "So... the reason we're here is... I want to watch her suck your cock. Are you interested?"
Joshua looked nervous, looking from Zach to Brianna and back again. "Um..."
"I mean... that's what we do," Zach stated, matter-of-factly. "And that's what this club is for."
"I don't... I don't really know what to say," Joshua hesitated. "You sure it's cool with you?"
Zach nodded. "Yeah, of course. I enjoy watching my wife."
"And... this is ok with you?" he asked Brianna.
She nodded and smiled broadly. "Yeah, yeah... it's totally ok. We do it a lot."
"Babe, why don't you show him your tits and see what he thinks," Zach insisted.
Brianna slowly moved her hands to the side of her dress and unzipped it before pushing the top down. Her bare breasts fell free, fully visible to their young stud.
"Wow," Joshua whispered, his eyes locked on her breasts, his mouth open in wonder.
"You think you can do this?" Zach asked him.
Joshua nodded and looked at Zach. "Yeah... can I kiss her?"
"Absolutely," Zach smiled.
"Can I... touch her?" Joshua asked, as if he was afraid that would be going too far.
"You can touch her all over."
"Is it ok if I do this, babe?" Brianna asked Zach, confirming that he was one hundred percent behind this.
Zach smiled and nodded. "Yeah... go for it."
Brianna stepped even closer to Joshua until their stomachs were touching. "This isn't just his fantasy," she whispered. "It's mine, too." She kissed him lightly on the lips, then more fully, getting more passionate by the second.
Joshua groaned and jumped a little as her hand found his cock through his slacks and she started stroking it. "You're so hard. Have you ever had your cock sucked at work before?"
Joshua shook his head. "No. Can't say that I ever have," he said, slightly laughing. He reached down and palmed her breast, squeezing it, teasing her nipples between his fingertips.
"She loves to be touched," Zach said softly.
Joshua couldn't believe his luck. "Oh my God, they're so nice."
Zach loved how much the man desired his wife. That was one of the things that excited him the most. Every guy that wanted his wife made him happy that he had her... that he had her heart... that he went home with her every night... that he was the one to fuck her any time he wanted. "Go ahead and have a taste."
Joshua bent forward and licked her nipple, using his hand to lift it closer to his mouth.
"Oh that feels so good," Brianna whispered.
"What else do you want to do, baby?" Zach asked, knowing she wanted a lot more than this.
"Is it ok if I see how big your cock is?" she asked Joshua, smiling and rubbing her hands together in excitement as if it would be the best present ever.
"Oh... uh... yeah," Joshua said, quickly looking to make sure it was ok with Zach. "If that's what you want."
She smiled as she knelt in front of him and began unfastening his pants. "Oh, that's just what I want... right honey?" She pulled his pants and then his boxers down to his knees, before grabbing his half-erect cock and stroking it. "Oh my God... I knew I liked you for a reason," she gushed excitedly. "Oh my God, babe, look at it."
She looked at it from different angles, appreciating his seven inches of length and inch-and-a-half diameter. He was big and she loved that.
"What do you want to do with that?" Zach asked, amazed that his wife was so good at picking large men out of the crowd. It seemed like every man she picked had a huge dick.
"I want to put it in my mouth," she blurted, looking at Zach as if she'd won the jackpot.
"Go ahead," he smiled.
Brianna looked up at Joshua and smiled as she licked him from base to tip several times. "Oh my gosh," she whispered then took him into her mouth, sucking on him, slowly, enjoying him.
"Oh... fuck!" Joshua groaned. "Shit!"
"How big does that feel, babe?" Zach asked.
"Oh, it's so big!" she smiled, swirling her tongue over the head of his cock.
"Oh my God," Joshua moaned again.
"She's good isn't she?" Zach asked.
Joshua looked at him and nodded. "Oh my God she is."
Zach smiled back and nodded. "She practices a lot."
Brianna slid his big, thick cock deep into her mouth and sucked on it a moment before sliding it out once more. "This is just what I needed."
"Wow... look at that... you like that," Zach said, unfastening his own pants. "You're a good little slut."
"Mmhmm... I'll be a good little slut for you every day," Brianna grinned. She nibbled on the side of Joshua's shaft and gave it little kisses from the base to the top.
"She's teasing you with it," Zach commented, his fingers wrapping around his own seven inches and stroking it. He knew where this was going, he'd seen it several times before. And he knew just how excited it got Brianna. To her, this was like foreplay, warming Zach up to give her the pounding she wanted. A pounding that only a competitive, jealous lover could give.
Joshua nodded, watching Brianna the entire time. "Yeah she is." He couldn't believe this was happening. This beautiful, married woman was working his cock over like a pro while her husband jacked off, watching them.
"Does that cock fill up your mouth?" Zach asked.
Brianna nodded. "Oh yeah. He's just right."
"Tell me how bad you want it."
Brianna looked at him, her face showing her desire, her need. "I love it. I want it so much. I wish I could put it in my tight little pussy."
Zach laughed. "Yeah... her pussy is really good."
"Oh fuck," Joshua grunted. He could barely imagine fucking this gorgeous woman, but he knew he wanted to.
"Are you getting nice and fucking wet, my love?" Zach asked her.
Brianna smiled and nodded. "Yeah... I love that you're watching me. You know how excited that gets me."
"What do you love about his cock, baby?"
Brianna looked at Joshua's cock, trying to identify everything about it that she liked. "I love the head. I love how long it is." Her hand stroked him, making him harder and harder.
"What else?"
"I love how thick he is," she admitted, smiling lewdly.
"Yeah... that's so hot," Joshua said as Brianna slid the head of his cock into her mouth and sucked, her tongue swirling underneath, the room filled with the sounds of her sucking and moaning.
"I can't wait to see him fuck you some day," Zach admitted. "But I have to admit I love seeing that cock in your mouth. And I know you can't wait to feel his cum all over your face."
Brianna rolled her eyes back telling him that that would be heaven. She absolutely loved having a guy cum on her. She loved feeling the molten liquid run and pool on her skin, feeling it drip from her flesh.
"Go on... suck his cock," Zach said. "Show me how much you love sucking on it."
Brianna suddenly slid his cock to the back of her throat, pushing him so deep her nose was touching his stomach, his pubic hair was tickling her lips.
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She came up after a few long seconds, her face red, coughing and sputtering. She spit into her hand and used it to help lubricate his wet shaft.
"I love you so much, baby," Brianna moaned. "This is such an awesome present to me."
"How's she doing, there, Joshua?" Zach asked their young lover.
"Fucking good!" Zach moaned loudly, closing his eyes occasionally.
"Can you tell how bad she wants it?"
Joshua nodded, still watching her stroke and suck on his cock, her head bobbing up and down rapidly. "Oh yeah."
"Show him how bad you want it baby," Zach cheered. "Maybe we can come back and play with him another day."
"Mmhmm!" Brianna moaned, her head bobbing faster, her hands stroking just beneath her lips faster.
"Oh my God!" Joshua moaned, looking up for a moment as the pleasure grew and grew. "Fuck! That feels so good."
"Tell him what you want baby," Zach commanded. "Beg for it."
"Please, please... I want your cum," Brianna begged, looking up at Joshua, her hands stroking him fast, "all over my face. Please... please!" She knew he was close. She could feel his body move slightly, his desire to fuck her face strong. If Zach wasn't there, she was pretty sure Joshua would grab her head hard and fuck her mouth so hard and fast.
"Yeah?" Joshua panted loudly. "I'm... I'm gonna grant that wish." He could feel his cum boiling, the pressure building, ready to burst. And then it happened, roaring like a freight train, gushing from him as she continued jacking him off. "Unh!" he grunted as the first of his cum sprayed her face, making a line across her nose. "Oh fuck! Unh! Unh! Unh!"
"Oh fuck... yeah, baby!" Zach cheered, stroking his own cock faster. "Take it all over your face baby."
"Ohhhh!" Brianna moaned as spurt after spurt of cum hit her face, until it was a dripping mess. "Uh huh... uh huh."
"Oh fuck!" Joshua groaned loudly as Brianna squeezed his cock and gave it a good tug, trying to pull all of his cum out of it.
"Oh my God, that's so good," Brianna giggled, letting the cum drip down her face. She leaned forward and slid his cock into her mouth, gently sucking and licking it to clean it off.
"Whew... wow," Joshua panted.
"Did you like that?" Zach asked, slowing his jerking. As soon as Joshua left, he was going to take his wife.
"Hell yeah!" Joshua blurted. "She's really good at that."
"Baby?" he asked his wife.
Brianna nodded her head, using her fingers to gather a little of Joshua's cum from her face and licking it clean. "Yeah, that was so much fun! I love sucking on his cock so much. We'll have to have you play with us again."
"Say thank you," Zach commanded.
Brianna stood in front of Joshua and kissed him. "Thank you for playing with me," she said.
"Oh fuck... any time," Joshua said, glancing at his watch. "I gotta get back to work, though." He quickly pulled his pants and boxers up, and walked to the door. "It was definitely a pleasure to meet you."
"You, too, Joshua," Zach smiled.
As the door closed, he quickly moved to his wife, spun her around and forced her to put her hands on the counter. He hiked up her dress and forced her panties down. Fisting his turgid member, he moved it to her entrance and pushed, driving it deep inside her in one stroke.
"Oh fuck!" Brianna moaned, watching him in the mirror. His jaw was firm, his face locked in a look of pure desire. He was going to take her and there was nothing she could do about it. And she loved it. She loved when he got this crazy. She loved when he couldn't help himself, when he lost all control to his lust and took it out on her.
Zach wasted no time fucking her hard and fast. He reached below her and forced her breasts out of the top of her dress, to squeeze them and pinch her nipples as he drove into her again and again. Brianna put one hand on the counter and the other on the mirror to keep her head from banging into either.
"Yeah... you like that?" he asked, breathing hard as his hips pounded into her, pushing her forward into the counter with every thrust.
"Yes!" she moaned loudly. "Oh fuck, baby! Fuck me! Fuck my tight, slutty, little cunt. God, I love your cock! Nobody fucks me better than you!"
Neither one of them lasted long. Zach could feel Brianna's pussy clenching just as her body started shaking uncontrollably, her orgasm overwhelming her. Every exhale from her was a loud moan of pure pleasure. Zach himself was panting hard and found his cock bursting, his cum shooting deep into her pussy, filling her up.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuck!" he moaned as he sprayed again and again into her.
"Ahhh!" Brianna grunted animalistically. "Yes! Yes! Yes!"
When he was finally done, he leaned over her, against her back, panting as he came back down. Finally he stood and withdrew his cock. Brianna turned and fell to her knees, taking him into her mouth to clean him off.
"Oh my God, that was good," she whispered as her tongue swirled over him. She smiled. "Think your dad's had any luck yet?"
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Mistress Emmanuelle, Part 1
My hands were shaking as I sat in my car in her driveway. I closed my eyes, trying to control my breathing and my shaking. This was the scariest thing I'd ever done.
My friend, Sam, had helped me set it up. He told me about this woman, Emmanuelle, who was wickedly sexy and that he had been seeing for the past 4 months. He told me that she wanted another... "friend"... to play with and that he should pick one that would be suitable to her. He picked me. He told me that she was absolutely incredible and that I wouldn't be disappointed.
So, nervous, I called her and set up an appointment. I had to give her Sam's name, as well as mine. It was definitely a prearranged meeting, so I felt confident that she didn't just accept anyone. It felt a little weird to me, like setting up a blind date by calling a doctor's office. But it seemed easier, too. There wasn't any flirting, no trying to get her attention, and no trying to convince her.
We set the appointment for Saturday night at 8:00pm. She told me her address and told me not to be late, not even 1 minute. So I got there 10 minutes early and for 5 minutes I sat in her driveway, trying to calm my nerves.
"Fuck it!" I finally said, and walked up to her door. I pressed the doorbell and a few seconds later, she answered. She was even more beautiful and sexier than Sam had said. I was dumbfounded as I stood there looking at her. She was an older woman, probably in her 40's, but was incredibly beautiful. She wore a black, silk robe that came down to her ankles, with 4-inch heels. I had no idea if she was wearing anything under the robe, but if she was, it was not covering up much. I was certainly hoping to see!
She asked for my name and to see my driver's license, verifying who I was before allowing me to come inside. When she was satisfied I was who I said I was, she let me come in and closed the door behind me.
"You will address me as Mistress Emmanuelle, is that clear?" she said as she casually closed the distance to me.
I nodded. "Yes."
"And you will not speak unless I give you permission. Failure in any way, speaking out of turn... or not doing what is asked at any time, will be punished. Do you understand?"
"Yes." I clasped my hands together in front of me. My shaking wasn't getting any better. I wasn't sure what I'd gotten myself into.
"If you cannot do as I ask, you are free to stop me at any time. At that point you will be released, never to return. Do you agree?"
Wow... she wanted full control or nothing. Is that what I wanted? A woman to control all aspects of our relationship? Before I could even think more about it, the words exited from my mouth. "Yes, I agree."
"You will never come here without an appointment and you will not call unless setting up an appointment. Is that clear?"
"Yeah, that's clear."
"Follow me," she said, turning and walking down the hallway, her ass swaying seductively with each step. I followed, feeling like a little puppy dog.
She led me through another door and down a set of stairs into the basement and then into a bathroom. It was very brightly lit, with several mirrors around and a large shower area.
"Remove your clothes and put them over here," she instructed, pointing to the counter.
I swallowed, a little embarrassed, since she wasn't going to go anywhere. She was just going to stand there while I got undressed. I'd had a few girlfriends in my life, but I'd never had sex and had never even been naked with one. This was moving very fast for me. I slid my polo shirt over my head and laid it on the counter where she'd pointed. I knew she was scrutinizing me, watching my every move, evaluating me... almost treating me like a piece of meat. I couldn't look her in the eyes and I knew I blushed in embarrassment as I unfastened my jeans and slid them down my legs. I lay them in the same pile as my shirt.
I stood there, shivering even though it wasn't cold, just standing there in my boxer briefs. Just knowing she was watching me, inspecting every little detail of my body was making me hard and my erection was pressing out from my shorts. It only made me more embarrassed.
"I said remove your clothes," her commanding voice echoed in the tiled room. "Those too."
I nervously licked my lips and hooked my thumbs in the elastic band of my shorts, then pushed them down. My cock sprang to full attention at that point. I stood with my hands in front of my cock, trying to be modest, trying to block her view of me, but she would have none of it.
"Hands behind your back," she commanded. "You will never obstruct my view again."
I clasped my hands behind my back and gazed down at the floor. She walked over to me and touched her hand to my bare chest. Slowly her hand trailed down until she cupped my balls and slid her hand up and down my cock. It was a miracle I didn't cum right then and there. It was the sexiest, most incredible feeling I'd ever had in my life.
She grabbed a bottle of something, squirted a little in her palm and then covered my entire genital area with it. It was a thick gel so it didn't seem like it was going to be helpful to make me cum, but I did still stay erect. Then I stood there as she turned on the shower and checked the temperature. After about a minute she told me to get inside and to wash the cream off. As I did, I noticed that all of the hair around my groin was coming off with it. It felt and looked so different now... my cock and balls were so bare... and so big.
"You have a beautiful cock and I don't want any hair on it. You will use this as needed. I want it bare at all times."
When that was done, she had me shower completely with soap and shampoo.
After I toweled off, she led me into another room. It was obviously a room where she'd had a lot of sex. There was a bed, several contraptions that I couldn't even tell you what they were for, and racks filled with various implements that I had never seen before.
She led me to the middle of the room and told me to wait. She walked over to a rack and removed a strip of leather and then came back. Standing behind me, she put it over my eyes, covering them completely, blinding me, and tied it behind my head. She then led me to one of the contraptions where she backed me into a cold, steel pole that was very firmly placed. She pulled each of my hands behind my back and fastened handcuffs on each wrist. Then she wrapped leather straps around my chest and stomach, binding them tightly around so that I was firmly bound to the pole. I could barely move.
She slowly slid her hands down my legs as she knelt in front of me. I could feel her breath on my cock. Her mouth was so close to my erection. God! What an incredible feeling! I felt her put leather cuffs around each of my ankles and bound each leg to the bottom of the contraption, making sure no part of me could move... not even an inch.
I was breathing hard. I was excited and scared to death. I'd never felt so helpless in my life!
"I know this is your first time with me," she whispered, her mouth beside my face again. She grabbed my cock and slid up and down the shaft making it even harder. "And I know that it's likely you're going to break the no-speaking rule, so I'm going to make it easier on you so I don't have to punish you." She ran her fingers through my hair. "Say thank you Mistress."
I swallowed hard. "Thank you... Mistress," I whispered.
I felt something large press against my lips and force its way inside my mouth. It was a large ball and it made my jaw open wide, suppressing my tongue beneath it. She tied it tightly around my head, keeping it firmly in place, and strapped it to the pole as well. I couldn't even move my head now.
So now I was completely helpless... bound, blindfolded, and gagged... completely unable to move... unable to see... unable to speak. All I could do now was feel.
Her hand started stroking me again. "There you go... so perfect... in my complete control," she whispered.
I could feel my drool building in my mouth. I couldn't swallow it and I knew it was going to make me a slobbering mess soon.
My cock was throbbing it was so hard and her hand just kept sliding up and down, up and down. I felt a cool liquid dribble on it and her hand seemed to move so much easier. I groaned, knowing that this wasn't going to take long at all. But every time I neared my orgasm, she masterfully backed away on her stroking until my cock calmed down again.
She giggled. "Not yet! You're not going to cum yet."
She slowed her stroking, staying away from the sensitive tip and spending time stroking my denuded balls. It didn't take long, though, before she was stroking along my shaft once again.
"Oooh, your dick is so hard right now. Does that feel good?" I grunted through my gag, trying to answer her but completely unable to form words. "It's so beautiful! Look at your pretty dick."
Since I hadn't been naked with a woman before, I had no idea if my dick was really big or not... or even pleasing. But Mistress Emmanuelle's praise made me happy... and hard.
"Mmmm, being so helpless makes you rock hard. Oh God, you love this don't you? Of course you do... your dick is so hard in my hand. That's right, I'm going to take good care of my dick. It's my dick now... isn't it?"
Her hand moved up and down my length and then moved to just the tip. "What about this, right on the head?" Damn, it was so sensitive I jumped. I tried to move away, but all I could do was tighten my muscles which made my cock throb even more. "Oh, it's so sensitive, isn't it? You like that, don't you? Squeezing the tip of your dick..."
Her hand made circles around the head of my cock, teasing it and stroking it. It's like she knew exactly where to touch me. God, this was incredible! I could never imagine that it would feel this good.
"I love you young, college boys. Your hard, toned bodies. I get so jealous that those young girls get to fuck you. You know I'm just a mom now, but I have my own fantasies. Mmmm, yes I do."
Her hand moved down to my full shaft again, sliding up and down it's length, coaxing my erection to be at its peak.
"I love stroking your hard cock... I love making you cum and cum and cum... all at my control." Her free hand slid beneath, cupping and squeezing my balls. I groaned into my gag. I felt like I was going to explode! I could feel my drool running over my chin and dripping down onto my chest. I imagined I looked horrible.
"I love holding your big balls... ooh look at that... you like me holding your balls so nice and tight. Oh, you're really hard aren't you."
It felt like my cock was harder, longer, and thicker than it had ever been. It was throbbing with need and I was begging, absolutely begging for release. I doubt I could have done a better job myself.
"Is my grip as good as yours? You've been doing this a lot, haven't you? Hmmm? Playing with yourself?" she asked, rhetorically. There was no way I could answer, except to grunt. And I was doing that with almost every breath now. She had me on the edge of a huge orgasm, welling up from deep inside.
"Mmm, you're so hard for me. Are you going to cum for me? Mmhmm... yes you are. I'm gonna get all that yummy cum out of you... mmmmm...." Yes! She could have it! She could have anything she asked for if she would just let me cum!
"Yeah... is this how you do it? Just like that? Up and down your shaft... over and around the head... squeezing... Fuck yeah... Give me all your cum... Oh I feel it building... your cock is absolutely throbbing... I love that! It feels so fucking good!"
Yes! I thought. Yes! Finally, I'm going to cum...
And then she just let go of my cock. I grunted hard in frustration as it bounced in the air in frustration. "Fuck!" I screamed into the ball gag, but it only came out as a groaning gurgle.
She giggled. "Maybe we should wait a minute... slow down... give it a little more tender loving care. Why rush things... we're alone for a while still..." She slid just the tip of one finger up and down the length of my shaft, first the top, then the bottom. Then I felt something wet and warm slide over and then engulf the tip. I guessed it was her tongue and mouth, taking me in as she sucked me.
"Mmmmm," she moaned. "Mmmhmmm... delicious... Look at that beautiful, big dick. It feels so good in my hands. I like having a young dick in my hand."
Her hand grabbed my shaft again, but this time it was different. This time she was stroking to finish me. It was deliberate and I couldn't wait for this torture to end.
"Yeah... oh, yes... oh, yeah...," she moaned, feeling my dick throb. "This turns you on so much..."
She quickly took me right to the edge of my orgasm and then kept going.
"Are you going to give me your cum? Huh?"
I groaned as my orgasm overwhelmed me. It felt like my entire body was draining through my cock. Spray after spray of cum was thrown from my body and I thought it would fill the room.
"Oh, yeah... there it is! Oh yeah, baby! That feels so good, doesn't it? Mmmmm... oh my God, yes," she said as she stroked me through it. "Oh fuck yeah... give it to me. This is my dick, my cum, and I want all of it." Her hand moved slowly up and down, squeezing on the way up to milk all of my cum from me. I tensed and shook erratically as she squeezed near the tip, it was just so sensitive. But she didn't care... and she didn't stop.
While I would have stopped stroking at this point, she didn't. She moved slowly again, giggling at every complaining groan that I uttered. And surprisingly I got hard again. She knew exactly what she was doing.
"Good boy! You like this. You like my hand wrapped around your dick... you can't avoid it... you feel every stroke... every pleasure that only I can give you. And I want more cum... I want another orgasm..."
Fuck! She was going to kill me! But she coaxed me to three more orgasms before our 2-hour appointment was done. I was a slobbering, incoherent mess, barely able to stand up by the time she was finished with me.
She untied the blindfold and the gag and then grabbed another item from the shelf. It was some kind of metallic contraption that she was measuring against my now-flaccid cock.
"Thank your Mistress," she said, smiling at me.
I worked my jaw, and wasn't sure I'd be able to speak, but it came out coherent enough for her to understand at least. "Thank you Mistress." I was breathing heavy, every muscle in my body was completely worn out.
"This will ensure that my cock will not be abused by you unless I specifically allow it." She held up the locking mechanism and key for my inspection. "I will have the only key to it. Now, tell your Mistress that you want her to own your cock and to give it the love it deserves."
I wasn't exactly sure what it was she was telling me at the time... but I do now. She was going to lock a cage on my cock to prevent me from ever masturbating again. Even getting hard would be difficult, although I could still pee through the cage. The only way it could be removed is by her key... the only key.
I closed my eyes. I was so tired.
She put a finger under my chin and lifted my face to hers and she licked my lips. "Just say 'take my cock, Mistress, it's yours'. And I'll give you so much pleasure."
"Take my cock, Mistress... It's.... It's yours," I stammered, my breath finally getting under control. She locked the cage around my cock and balls and pulled the key from it. She tested its fit a little, ensuring that it wasn't going to be removeable, and then tucked the key into a small pouch.
"Good boy." She stroked her fingers through my hair as her other hand touched my body. "Now, have a great week. You're next appointment is this same time next Saturday." Her hand toyed with the cage around my cock. "Don't be late. You wouldn't want to be denied an orgasm for a long, long time, now would you."
She untied me and I practically collapsed on the floor. I dressed and somehow was able to make it back home safely.
*****
Monday morning, I saw Sam at lunch as he slid into the seat across from me at the local burger joint.
"So?" he asked. "How'd it go?"
Under the table I knocked the cage against the plastic chair, making a loud, banging noise, and smiled.
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Hot Wife: A Gift for His Father, Part 4
Gary was sitting at their table when Zach and Brianna arrived, hand in hand. He looked a little nervous, but excited, playing with his hands on the tabletop. The server had already cleaned off the dirty dishes, leaving just their glasses. A small dessert menu was sitting were Zach's place-setting was.
"I wondered if you two were still here," Gary nervously laughed as the two sat down. "I was kind of wondering if I was going to have to call a cab."
Brianna giggled. "Sorry... we were... preoccupied. We stopped to have a little... fun."
"Did you now?" he smiled.
Brianna smiled back and squeezed Zach's hand. "Oh yeah... always do."
Zach looked around for a moment, wondering if his father had found anyone. "Did you have any luck yet?"
"Oh... yeah," he smiled, nodding slightly. "Kelly, the woman at the bar. She's interested... but... there's a little catch."
"A catch?" Zach asked.
"She wants us to fuck her," Gary said. "She has a thing for two cocks tonight."
"A threesome?"
"Mmhmm," Gary nodded, smiling. "She said Brianna can watch, but she's really wanting two guys tonight."
Zach looked at Brianna and smiled. "Interesting. Is... that ok?" he asked his wife.
"Yeah... sure," Brianna said, nodding, a little surprised. "This is a little different for us."
"Yeah... a little backward. Is it ok if you watch for a change?" Zach asked.
"I'll do my best to just watch. But I want you later."
Zach smiled. He liked the idea of being at the mercy of his extremely horny wife.
"Did you say there are rooms upstairs, Zach?" Gary asked, hoping he'd say there was.
Zach nodded and smiled. "Yeah... and I already reserved one. I'll let the hostess know we're ready." He got up from the table and walked to the hostess' station where Gary and Brianna watched her greet him. The two had a quick conversation and she smiled as he thanked her and walked back to the table.
"Room two," Zach said as he sat down again.
Gary stood. "It's settled then," he smiled. "We'll go up and meet you in room two when you're ready."
"See you soon," Brianna smiled. She watched Gary, with a spring in his step, walk to the bar and talk to Kelly. He took her hand as she looked over at them and smiled. She had a twinkle in her eye as she and Gary walked to the front area to take the steps upstairs.
"You sure you're ok with this?" Zach asked her, squeezing Brianna's hand, concerned that maybe she wasn't as comfortable as she pretended to be.
"It'll be hard to watch you fuck someone without participating myself, but... I think it'll be ok," she said. "You do it all the time. I guess turnaround is fair play."
Zach stood, moved around to her chair, and bent over. He kissed her, passionately, in the middle of all the other diners. "Then, Mrs. Garret, I suggest we join them."
Zach took her hand and the two walked to the front and up the stairs, nodding to the hostess as they walked by.
The upstairs hallway had five numbered doors scattered down both sides. Zach slowly opened the door with a big two on it to find Gary and Kelly on the bed, kissing. "Hey," he said as Brianna followed him and he closed it behind them.
The room was furnished the same as the other rooms they'd been in. It was dominated by a king-sized bed in the middle of one wall, with two padded chairs nearby. Two luggage racks were by the front door and closet, for travelers, but the room didn't have most of the amenities of a typical hotel room. A small half-bath bathroom was by the front door, the door partially opened.
Gary looked happy as he lay in the bed on the far side of Kelly, his hand on Kelly's dress-covered breast as the two kissed. "Hey Zach! Come on in!"
Kelly, nestled in Gary's arms, turned towards them. "Hey!"
"I understand you were wanting me to join you two?" Zach asked as he took off his suit jacket and set it on the chair.
"You know it!" Kelly admitted eagerly. Zach slid his tie off and started unbuttoning his shirt. "Ok ten! I'm definitely in the mood for a threesome!" she said eagerly, watching his body become more and more exposed. "Wow... you're gorgeous!"
When Zach finally had his shirt off, he stood beside the bed, watching them. "Hi, I'm Zach." He smiled as Kelly licked her lips, drooling over him.
"Hi Zach, I'm Kelly," she said.
He looked at Gary. "You sure you want this Dad? This is for real."
"Yeah... it'll be fun," Gary said, grabbing and squeezing Kelly's breast again.
"Well... thank you so much for inviting me." Zach knelt on the bed and grabbed her other breast, squeezing it firmly as she moaned. "Oh my God... your tits are nice."
"Come 'ere." Kelly grabbed the back of his head and pulled him in to a kiss, immediately pushing her tongue into his mouth. "You're a young, little thing. Have you ever had a threesome before?" Kelly asked after a moment.
"Oh... once or twice. Although... not with my father. That's a bit... different." He grabbed the swath of material on her shoulder and pulled it down, pulling one side of her dress down below her abundant breast. She wasn't wearing a bra and her breast looked absolutely magnificent naked. He grabbed it, lifting it, and bent down to start sucking on her nipple.
"Yesss... mmmm," Kelly moaned, cradling his head with her hand. She could feel Gary unzip her dress in the back, then push it down from her other shoulder, baring both breasts to the hungry men. She turned her head towards him and smiled in approval.
Zach switched his attention to the other breast, licking and sucking on it like the first. Her nipples were so swollen and hard. "Mmmm," he moaned. "You have very nice tits." He moved back and stood by the bed again as Kelly started to move to her knees to crawl off the bed. "What are they?"
"Thirty-four G," she smiled, her eyes sparkling. "More than a mouthful."
"Wow... nice."
"Enough about my tits... you can have them in a minute. Right now... I want to suck your dick!" she said, boldly, sliding to the floor in front of Zach. He glanced at Brianna to see her reaction. She was sitting in the small chair, just watching at the moment.
"Here. Let me get you a pillow," Gary said, handing her one.
Kelly dropped the pillow on the floor and knelt on it. "Thank you," she smiled up at him. She grabbed the front of Zach's pants and started unfastening them. She yanked and pulled them down, helping him step out of them. His hard cock was tenting the front of his boxers, threatening to rip through them, as she smiled in wonder at it, her face an inch away.
Kelly giggled as she pulled at the elastic and carefully pulled his boxers down around his shaft. Then she took him in her hand as he stepped out of them. "Wow... you've got a nice dick, honey. That's... that's so beautiful." Before Zach could respond, Kelly slid him into her hot, wet mouth and started sucking on him, her hand stroking below her lips.
"Mmmm... oh yes," Kelly moaned stroking him firmly. "God I love sucking on big dicks. Mmm... yeah... It's so hard in my mouth." She sucked and stroked for several moments before looking back up at Gary again. "Can I have your dick in my mouth, too? I bet you're just as big."
"Oh, yeah," Gary said, quickly sliding off the bed. "Give me two seconds." He grabbed the front of his pants, unfastening them and pulling them down as she watched, stroking Zach all the while.
"Oh, look at that," she said, grabbing Gary's bare, hard cock, stroking it at the same time. "You are just as big!" She slid his cock into her wet mouth, sucking on it while she continued stroking both of the men.
Zach watched her work, moving back and forth between them, stroking both and alternating which she sucked on. Both of their dicks were getting very hard and sloppy wet, dripping with her saliva as she giggled.
"Mmmm," she finally said, looking up at both of them, and letting their cocks go. She slowly slid a finger up each one in admiration and desire as she stood. "Yeah... those are nice." She slid out of her dress and kicked her high heels off before sliding onto the bed and laying back. The men watched as she spread her legs and started stroking her pussy with one hand. "Who wants the first taste?"
Gary crawled onto the bed, moving into the position he was in before, on the other side of her. Zach crawled on and, kneeling between her legs, grabbed her panties and pulled them down her long legs as she lifted them into the air. Slowly they fell back down to the bed again as he smelled her panties then casually threw them aside. He lay on his stomach and kissed her inner thigh as his father started sucking on her nipples.
"Mmhmm," Kelly softly moaned, watching Zach between her legs. "Oh yeah... fuck. There is no better feeling than a tongue on my pussy."
Zach moaned softly, enjoying her sweetness. Her labia were large and swollen, her pussy so wet and juicy, ready for him. "Mmm... you taste so good."
"Yeah... God your tongue is all over my pussy," she hissed, obviously getting more and more excited. "I love your tongue on my clit, oh yeahyeahyeah." Kelly felt Gary shift, lifting his head from her tit for a moment to kiss her. "Oh baby... let me stroke you, too. Your cock is so nice."
Gary stood, shaking the bed as he did so. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft as soon as it came close to her face and she stroked him while Zach continued eating her pussy.
"Oh... oh fuck... yes," Gary moaned watching her, his hands on the wall for balance.
Kelly was breathing hard, getting so close to her peak. "Oh, yeahyeahyeah," she whimpered. "Put your cock in me young man." She looked up at Gary as she continued stroking him. "I'm gonna have your son stick his cock in my pussy first."
Zach moved, crawling towards her, between her legs, and slid his cock up and down her pussy for a moment, getting the head wet. She was practically gushing she was so excited. He lined his cock up against her hole and started pushing, slowly sliding into her.
"Ohhhhhhhh... oh my God," she moaned as inch after inch penetrated into her. "Oh yeah! Oh! Oh fuck! God that feels so good. Oh shit." She smiled up at Gary again. "Oh God, baby. His cock feels so good." She slid Gary's cock into her mouth and slid it deep inside several times.
"Oh fuck!" Gary hissed, as she moaned, sending wonderful vibrations through his cock.
Zach started thrusting faster, feeling himself getting close to his orgasm... but he didn't want to cum this quickly. "Oh God!" he moaned and then quickly pulled out of her. "Ok, ok, ok. Whew... dad... your turn."
Gary dropped to his knees, then turned over to lay on his back, his cock rising high into the air.
Kelly smiled and moaned. "Mmm... oh yeah... I wanna sit on it." She moved to her knees, then kicked her leg over, sliding Gary's long, hard cock into her wetness. "Oh! Oh fuck, yes!" she moaned, her body moving slow to accommodate his size, her body quivering with need. "I need to ride this big cock. Yes, yes, yes. God that feels so good."
She stared moving up and down his cock, riding him, pushing him deep inside her. "Yeah... yeah."
After only a few minutes, Gary seemed to be impatient and flipped them both over, then flipped Kelly to her stomach as he moved behind her. He grabbed her hips firmly and pushed his cock inside, driving his weight into her as her face pressed into the mattress. He started thrusting, so anxious to cum.
"Slower, slower, baby," she begged bringing him back to reality, making him slow his pace. "Oh that's good," she moaned. She looked up at Zach and saw him stroking his hard shaft. As he moved towards her, she licked her lips. Suddenly, his cock slid deep into her mouth, even as Gary thrust deep into her pussy.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm... oh I love this... oh, yeahyeahyeah... fuck," she panted as her mouth slid off Zach's cock again and again. "Oh God, baby. Your cock is so fucking deep inside of me," she said, looking back over her shoulder at Gary. Zach's dad was grunting with every thrust, trying not to go too fast, but having a difficult time controlling his desire to orgasm.
"A fucking father and son spit roast. You like watching your dad fuck me?" she smiled, as she slid Zach's cock back into her mouth, noisily sucking on him.
Zack nodded and then slowly shook his head as he took in the absurdity of it all. Never in a million years had he thought he do something like this with his dad of all people. "Oh wow... shit! This is too much."
"It's not too much for me. I love your cocks," she moaned. "Oh fuck... oh fuck! Shiiiiit!" she yelled as she came, her body shaking, her pussy milking Gary's cock, drenching him with her fluids.
"Oh fuck, she's wet. Let's switch," Gary hissed. "I think I'm gonna cum really soon."
The two men moved, changing positions as they crawled around Kelly. Zack grabbed her hips firmly, his cock pressing against her pussy lips right before he thrust, pushing it inside her. "Oh fuck!" Zach said loudly.
"Oh... that's right," Kelly said, feeling him as she saw Gary's cock moving closer and closer to her waiting mouth. "Fuck yeah."
Zach was thrusting hard and deep, his hips pounding into her ass with each thrust, driving her mouth deeper onto Gary's cock. He could hear her practically choke on his cock each time.
"Yeahyeahyeah," Kelly moaned, pulling off his cock for a moment to breath. "Oh God."
It didn't take long for Gary. Seconds after Kelly started sucking on him again, he was losing control to his orgasm. "Oh my God, baby, I'm cumming!" His body started shaking uncontrollably, his cock pulsing with need.
Kelly moaned, loving that he was cumming for her. "That's it... that's it," she said, stroking him, her mouth sucking on the head. "Put all that fucking cum in me." Suddenly, Gary started cumming and she quickly slid her mouth over the tip. "Mmhmm... mmhmm," she said, sucking on him. After a few splashes of cum hitting the back of her throat, she pulled him free and stroked him, trying to get some on her face, too. "Oh! Yes!" she giggled as Gary's cum dribbled on her cheek.
"Uh! Uh!" Zach grunted, slamming his hips into her ass again and again, trying to cum, too.
Kelly was giggling, smiling, grunting with every thrust. "Oh... yes! Uh huh! Uh huh! Yeahyeahyeah! Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck! I wanna make you cum, too. I wanna make you both cum on my face."
Zach pulled out of her and she quickly dropped to her back, sliding her face underneath Zach's cock. "Oh God! Yes! Cum on me... cum on me."
"Yeah? You want more cum?" Zach panted, stroking his cock. The head was swollen and dark, ready to burst for her.
"Oh God, yes!" she panted.
"Unh! Unh!" he grunted. His cum suddenly splashed out and she had no control over it. She lay on her back, her mouth open wide, trying to catch it, but it went all over her face and down onto her neck and chest as splash after splash burst from the tip, dropping in wet ropes, then dribbled into her mouth.
"Oh," Kelly panted, smiling and giggling, her face playing with the cum on her face, occasionally licking it from her fingers. "Wow... do I look pretty? That was awesome."
"Yeah... that was great, baby!" Gary smiled. "I'd love a taste of that pussy, though, if you still have energy left."
She smiled. "I'd love it."
"We'll, uh... let you two have fun," Zach said, sliding off the bed and grabbing his clothes.
"Thank you for playing with me," Kelly smiled, looking at him upside down as she still lay on her back. Gary had just moved between her legs and started licking her.
Zach nodded and when he finished dressing, he took Brianna by the hand and led her out the door.
"Oh my God! That was so hot!," she said, pushing him against the wall just outside the door and kissing him. "I'm going to fuck the shit out of you when we get home." She grabbed his cock through his pants as they walked down the hall, hoping to get him excited enough to just take her now.
*****
It was only six months later when Zach and Brianna attended the private ceremony for Gary and Kelly's wedding. They had hit it off so well and seemed to be the perfect couple. They wasted little time in getting engaged and setting up the ceremony at the courthouse.
The little room in the courthouse tried to look... decorated... kind of like a chapel... with a little plastic arch and fake flowers. The two were dressed nice, with Gary in a charcoal suit with a bright white tie that matched Kelly's tight-fitting dress. Her three-inch heels and white stockings made her legs look incredibly long.
"I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may now kiss the bride," the female judge said, closing her wedding guidebook. Smiling, she took a small step back to give the two newlyweds a little space. Kelly, beaming with happiness wrapped her arms around Gary and the two shared a kiss that should have been saved for a more private setting.
After the ceremony, the four went to a small restaurant to celebrate, still dressed up. The waiter gave them excellent service and the restaurant made them a dessert to share in honor of their nuptials.
"Congratulations you two," Zach smiled, lifting his glass in a toast. "Here's to love, laughter, and happily ever after. May your days be filled with joy and your hearts always full. Cheers!"
They clinked their glasses together in unison and all took a drink of their wine.
"So... what's next for you two?" Brianna asked. "Where are you going on your honeymoon?"
"We're going to Fiji!" Kelly giggled, excitedly clapping her hands like a little schoolgirl. "I've never been there!"
"Fiji! Wow," Zach smiled. "That sounds like a great time."
"It better be," Gary nodded. "We paid a pretty penny for it."
"We have a little bungalow that sits on top of the water," Kelly continued. "We just walk right out and jump in. It'll be perfect."
"I'm so jealous!" Brianna smiled. "When do you leave?"
"Tomorrow... late morning," Gary said. "Which leads me into another little request from you... the both of you."
"A request?" Zach asked.
"Well," Gary said, taking Kelly's hand and squeezing it. "Kelly says she feels a little guilty that Brianna got left out the last time we were all together," he said. Kelly looked at him a little shocked and embarrassed. "I think she wants to be with Brianna, personally, but, neither here or there..."
"You are a horrible man," Kelly laughed, uncharacteristically blushing a little. She seemed far too worldly and in control to ever really be embarrassed about anything. "I just thought that maybe you both could join us tonight."
"A little honeymoon send-off, if you will," Gary said. "She thought that she and Brianna could play a little for us boys... and then we just figure out how to divvy it up after that."
"A foursome as a wedding present?" Zach whispered, only a little surprised, trying to keep the other restaurant patrons from hearing him.
"Well... kind of," Kelly smiled. "Just something fun before we leave for the week."
Zach looked at Brianna with a questioning smile. "What do you think?"
"I... I guess," she said. "I've never really been with a woman, but that sounds like fun." She squeezed Zach's hand. "I get the impression you'd enjoy seeing that."
Zach smiled and nodded. "You have no idea."
"Good!" Gary said. "How about... I don't know... 9pm?" He looked at Kelly to verify that would be ok with her and she nodded. "Our place?"
"I like the sound of that," Zach smiled, looking at Brianna and smiling. "But this has to be the last time... ok?"
*****
It was 7pm when Zach and Brianna got back to their house after dinner and the two showered and changed clothes, to get ready for their rendezvous. As he was sliding his slacks on, he watched as Brianna sat on the edge of the bed and pulled her black stockings on one leg.
He felt his erection grow as she finished rolling the dark, transparent stocking onto her thigh, pulling it tight. Her thin, sexy, G-string panties barely covered her crotch and, from the position he was in, he could see the material want to slide between her swollen labia. He thought he could just barely see the wetness there, signifying that she was more than ready for the evening.



Her dress was loose and comfortable. She knew she wouldn't be wearing it for long. What she wore underneath was far more important.
Zach held her car door for her as she got inside, then closed it behind her. Sliding behind the wheel, wearing his jeans and polo shirt, he started the car and began the short drive to his father's.
"Kelly's getting ready," Gary said, bringing them inside before offering them something to drink. "I have a chocolate martini, some wine, and a bottle of some really good bourbon upstairs. I also have some water if you'd prefer."
"You know what I want," Zach smiled.
"I'll have a martini."
"Ok, then," Gary said and led them upstairs to the master bedroom, which was prepared for the occasion. The large, king-sized bed was adorned with various small pillows and the lights were veiled to not cast harsh shadows. Two chairs were set beside the bed, obviously for an audience.
Brianna slid her dress over her head and neatly folded it, setting it on the back of one of the chairs. Neither man could look away from her beautiful body as she put on a black, satin robe before she slid onto the bed. Kelly was still in the bathroom, making finishing touches to her outfit.
The three drank for a moment, trying to relax their nerves. Brianna wasn't sure what to expect and she was certainly nervous.
The room went silent as Kelly walked in, everyone, even Brianna, admiring her virginal white lingerie and stockings.
"Ok," Kelly said. "I'm ready."
"Oh... my... God!" Brianna whispered, making Kelly smile.
"Do you like it?"
"I love it!" Brianna gushed. "Those stockings are so fucking cool."
"They're sexy, huh?"
"They are extra sexy," Brianna agreed. Her eyes then moved up to see the thin material of her lingerie hug Kelly's hips and then travel a line up her body to barely cover her breasts. The sides were cut out, exposing her skin there, but her abdomen and breasts were covered. Brianna waved her hands at the ensemble. "And all the... you know... it's kinda got things going on... oh my gosh. You look amazing."
Kelly smiled broadly. Having the much younger woman appreciate her body was certainly an ego boost. "Thank you."
"It's gorgeous on you," Brianna smiled, finally meeting Kelly's eyes.
"What about you?" Kelly waved her hand, as if wondering if Brianna was ever going to take her small, black, satin robe off.
"I'm feeling a little anxious and shy," Brianna said, suddenly feeling a little inadequate. "Mine's a little more... subdued."
"Let me see! Let me see!" Kelly cheered, anxious to see the young woman's body.
"Alright," Brianna finally relented, standing up. She grabbed the belt in the front and untied it, pulling her robe open and pulling it off. She tossed it aside. "We'll see what you think."
"Oh!" Kelly smiled, excited at what she saw. Brianna was wearing a black and red, bra and panty set. "I love it! I do! Your boobs are fantastic."
Brianna turned around, showing Kelly and the guys the back side.
"Yeah, let me see the booty!" Kelly cheered and stepped a little closer as Brianna turned back to face her again. "I like it!"
"Oh, I'm so glad you like it," Brianna smiled. She felt a little better, although still nervous to be compared and contrasted with the busty brunette.
"I'm pleasantly surprised seeing you dressed like this," Kelly said, fingering the shoulder strap of Brianna's sexy bra.
"Me too! I mean, I guess I'm more used to us wearing normal clothes and stuff."
"Yeah... but you look really good," Kelly said. "Doesn't she, Gary?"
Gary agreed, barely able to move his eyes from the two beautiful and sexy women standing in front of him. "Yeah... she really does."
"You don't look so bad yourself," Brianna said, then giggled, looking at Zach's reaction. "I'm wondering if Zach's jaw is ever going to be able to close after tonight."
"I'm like... wow," Kelly whispered, her hand moving down the bra strap and starting to touch Brianna's breast just above the bra. "You... you don't mind if I touch a little bit."
Brianna shook her head. "No."
"Gracious, girl... I knew you had great tits but I never knew they were this nice," the older woman said, pulling the bra cups down to see more of her breasts and nipples. "God your nipples are so pretty." She slowly flicked her finger over one hard nub, making it even harder and making Brianna moan a little.
"Well... I have to tell you the truth," Brianna said, her own hands now touching Kelly's breasts over her lingerie. "Ever since I watched you with the boys... I've been thinking about your boobs."
"Really?" Kelly smiled, lowering the other bra cup to now expose both of Brianna's breasts.
"Yeah... I have."
Brianna caressed Kelly's breasts and nipples, pulling the thin material aside to expose them a little. "And I've thought about how much I want to touch your boobs. They're so perfect. They're so soft." She grabbed the large lobes in her hands and squeezed them, lifting them a little, feeling the heavy weight.
"Your hands feel nice," Kelly whispered. "You know... the naughty side of me just wants to... grrr... you know? Just pounce on you. I'm really restraining myself right now." She leaned forward as Brianna seemed to moan and close her eyes as the pleasure of Kelly's fingers was finally getting to her.
Kelly softly kissed her for the first time and Brianna responded. Their lips moved, their tongues sliding out to touch the other.
"Oh, your tongue is so nice," Kelly moaned softly.
"I never knew girls kissed so good," Brianna whispered. "Your lips are so soft."
"Oh wow!" Gary moaned, breaking the silence on the guys' side of the room for the first time. "You ladies are so scorching hot."
Zach had to admit, they certainly were. As far as he knew, Brianna had never been with a woman before, so this was definitely more than just a gift for his dad... or his new wife. This was a gift for him! He grabbed his crotch through his slacks and felt his cock throbbing underneath. He knew he was going to have to pull it out soon... he was going to have to masturbate soon... or he'd go crazy!
Kelly pulled back from the kiss and directed Brianna to sit on the bed. "You guys can sit off to the side there and just watch for a little bit, alright? We're gonna play for a bit."
The guys sat in the two chairs that Gary had pulled into the room especially for this night. They were about six feet from the bed, but had a really good view of the two occupants.
Kelly pulled Brianna into her arms again and kissed her, leaving Brianna almost breathless. "Your mouth tastes so good... your lips are so soft."
Brianna blushed, a little embarrassed. "I never thought it would happen, but... you know I'm... I'm actually getting wet being with you like this."
"I like getting you all hot and bothered," Kelly smiled, her eyes sparkling. "And, you know, I think the boys are getting excited watching us kiss, too." Kelly giggled, pulling Brianna to her knees as she moved up herself. The two faced each other and kissed again, their hands fondling and caressing the other.
"You're perfect," Kelly whispered after a moment, her hands squeezing Brianna's breasts, her fingers teasing her nipples again.
"Oh, yeah!" Gary cheered. "You two are horny!"
Kelly turned her head, raised her eyebrow for a moment, and smiled at him. "Yes... we are."
That gave Brianna a moment to look over Kelly's beautifully exposed chest. Her hands grabbed Kelly's breasts and squeezed them, lifting them. "God, your tits are so nice," she whispered. "I'm going to enjoy kissing all of your freckles."
"I have them all over my body, so it might take a while," Kelly softly giggled.
Brianna smiled at her. "Mmm... I'll take my time. Glad you finally invited me to have fun."
Kelly grabbed the back of Brianna's hands which continued to hold her breasts, and pressed them harder against her. "Go ahead... keep touching them. You can go harder."
"I don't want to hurt you."
"Don't worry... I like it a little rough."
Brianna squeezed her mounds harder over and over, forcing the older woman's nipples to bulge out between her fingers. "Like that?"
"Yeah... that's nice," Kelly smiled. "Go ahead... suck on them."
Brianna bent over as she lifted one mound higher and sucked on her bare, hard nipple.
Kelly moaned softly. "Mmm... that feels really good. I like the way you do that." She lifted her own hands again and began teasing Brianna's breasts, her thumbs strumming across her nipples. "Oh my God, you're hot as fuck! Why don't you come over here just a little bit... so they can see us better."
The two crawled closer to the edge of the bed, closer to their husbands, their hands never leaving their breasts.
"Wow!" Gary yelled again. "That is so fucking hot, babe!"
Kelly looked at him and giggled at his enthusiasm. She slid one hand between Brianna's spread legs and began caressing her pussy over her panties. Her fingers strummed over and across her labia, then slowly pressed against and circled her swollen clit.
"Oh my God, you're teasing me," Brianna hissed, closing her eyes as the pleasure grew rapidly between her thighs.
"Mmhmm," Kelly giggled as she moved a little closer, bringing their breasts very close together. Slowly, they both moved side to side, rubbing their nipples back and forth against each other.
"God you have such pretty titties," Brianna moaned before bending down to lick and suck on Kelly's breasts once again.
"Oh... you do that so good," Kelly said. "I love to watch you do that. Here," she said, grabbing her own breasts and directing her nipple right into Kelly's mouth. "I'll feed you my tits. God, watching you suck on my titties makes my pussy so wet."
Kelly directed the other nipple to Brianna's mouth and used Brianna's spit to play with other one. She looked at the boys and saw them sitting back in their chairs, both with their pants open, both with their hands sliding up and down their exposed shafts. She smiled. This was what she loved. This was what she lived for.
"Mmmm... why don't we show the boys even more," Kelly said. She pushed Brianna to lay on her back and stayed on her knees over her. She pulled Brianna's legs wider apart, giving the boys a better view as she bent over and sucked on the younger woman's nipple while her fingers slid over her thin, wet panties.
"Gary just absolutely loves to watch me touch a woman's pussy like this," Kelly whispered, looking up at Brianna. Then she bent down and kissed her pussy through her panties, rubbing her clit all the while. "Isn't that right honey?"
"Oh yeah," Gary nodded. "It's true."
Zach felt a little jealous, realizing that Gary was now living a similar life as his... but with a little twist that he'd never enjoyed with Brianna.
"Mmm," Kelly moaned as she circled her fingertips over Brianna's covered clit.
"Oh yes, please," Brianna hissed, the pleasure building more and more. She'd never felt a woman's touch on her body before and it was so different than any guy she'd ever been with... more soft... more knowledgeable.
"Why don't you tell Zach just how good it feels to have my fingers on your wet pussy like this."
Brianna looked over to her husband, and watched him slowly stroke his cock. "Oh, Zach, it feels so good," she hissed. "Yeah... you like this, don't you? You like watching her touch me. Watch her touch my pussy honey. I'm gonna like touching her, too."
Zach shivered at how his wife was accepting this... wanting to participate more and more. She was enjoying this, too.
"Oh yeah," Kelly whispered. "I'm going to get your pussy all nice and wet for him to slide his cock deep inside you. Lets get these off you... peel them off." She grabbed Brianna's panties and pulled, tugging them off her hips and pulling them down and off her legs. She giggled, tossing them at Zach. Then she slid her fingers through Brianna's bare, wet pussy.
"I think I like that very much," Brianna whispered. "I've never... oh!"
The two kissed while Kelly fingered her, first circling her fingers over her swollen clit, then sliding between her labia, a finger pushing deep inside her.
"Let him hear you," Kelly whispered, kissing her neck.
"Oh, it feels so good," she moaned and looked over at Zach. "Oh God!"
Kelly made a tight circle around her clit, moving the tiny nub of flesh around. "You like it right here?"
"Yeah... oh fuck!" Brianna hissed. "You know that's the spot. Oh, that's so fucking bad. Oh... you're teasing me!"
Kelly giggled as she moved between Brianna's legs then leaned down and began licking her pussy.
"Oh! Oh my God... fuck!" Brianna gasped, the pleasure just rolling over her, taking over her brain. "Oh, yeah... you're so naughty! Oh my God... fuck! Right there! Oh my God you're gonna make me cum!"
Kelly used her fingers to pry Brianna's pussy open wider, sliding her tongue between her spread labia, teasing her wetness and pushing her tongue inside Brianna.
Brianna moan loudly. "Oh, I just love it when your tongue is on my clit like that. Oh yes! Yes! Fuck yes!"
"Here... turn over," Kelly said, slapping her ass as she moved to her stomach. "Get up on your knees. Head down... get your ass up high. That's right. Oh my God." Kelly moved to her knees behind Brianna and stroked the younger woman's ass, grabbing and squeezing it. "Oh... love that booty. Can I lick that ass?"
Brianna was startled. She'd never heard of such a thing before, surprisingly. "Yeah... I mean... I guess." Suddenly, she felt Kelly's long, wet tongue slither between her opened ass cheeks. She'd never felt pleasure like this as the tip of Kelly's tongue circled her hole, then pierced it.
"God your ass tastes so good," Kelly moaned.
"Oh my God... I've never done this." Brianna looked back over her shoulder, her face betraying how good it felt.
"You're gonna love it!" Kelly smiled, prying her ass cheeks open and using the wet tip of her finger to circle her tight, little hole. "I'm gonna make you nice and juicy. Oh, yeah."
"Oh my God!" Brianna moaned. She'd never felt anything like this in her life. "Fuck that feels so good!"
"Yeah? I thought you'd like that." She giggled and urged Brianna to turn over and have a seat. Then she slid between her thighs and began stroking her pussy, getting a good look at it. "Oh my God... look at that pussy. I've been dreaming about this?"
"You have?" Brianna asked, puzzled. She still never understood why a woman would have a desire for another woman. All her thoughts and desires had been for men.
"Mmhmm." Kelly licked her labia, gliding lightly outside and over them, then pushed between them, going deep.
"Oh! Yeah!" Brianna moaned, almost breathlessly. The pleasure was more intense than any man had given her. Kelly was definitely experienced.
"Mmhmm," Kelly moaned into her wetness. "You taste so fucking good."
"You've... you've done this before?" Brianna asked.
Kelly giggled and smiled playfully. "Maybe once or twice." She pulled Brianna's pussy wider open and first dug her tongue inside her, then slid it up and started flicking it over her swollen clit. She knew just what to do to make Brianna cum hard.
"Oh! Oh yeah," Brianna moaned. "Oh fuck! Oh my God! Oh my God!" Suddenly Brianna went tense and closed her eyes, her face contorting as the pleasure overwhelmed her. She came hard, exploding into Kelly's mouth and over of the bottom half of her face.
"Mmm... I love the taste of your cream," Kelly moaned, licking softly, avoiding Brianna's over-sensitive clit.
"Can I... can I taste it?" Brianna asked, wondering what she tasted like.
"Mmhmm." Kelly moved up to the young woman and extended her tongue to let Brianna gently lick and suck on it. They kissed, deeply, Kelly sliding her tongue deep into Brianna's mouth.
"That was pretty dirty," Brianna giggled. "You're bringing out this filthy side of me."
"But you love it, don't you?"
"I do," Brianna admitted, blushing and nodding. She glanced at the boys and saw them stroking their cocks even faster now. Their faces showed that they enjoyed it quite a bit, too. "Can I... try?"
"Mmhmm," Kelly smiled, loving that she got Brianna to actually want to eat her pussy back. She was wondering if she was going to have to force her to do it. She lay back and pushed her panties down a bit. Brianna grabbed them and pulled them the rest of the way, tossing them to Gary. As Kelly settled her legs back on the bed, her hands squeezing her own breasts, Brianna stroked her body gently, looking over it as if she'd never seen a woman before.
"I like the way you do that," Kelly whispered.
Brianna leaned over Kelly's body and kissed her. "You made me so horny," she said. She moved down slightly and sucked on Kelly's nipples, kissing and licking her breasts. Then kissed down her body, slowly moving over her abdomen, paying a little attention to her belly button, then kissed the well-trimmed patch of pubic hair above her pussy.
Kelly sucked in her lower lip, bit it, and nodded, encouraging Brianna to move even further. And Brianna did... she kissed Kelly's clit, then down onto her labia. Then Kelly and the men watched as her tongue slowly extended and, as if in slow motion, she licked Kelly's pussy.
"Oh my God... your soft tongue feels really good," Kelly panted, excitedly.
"Mmmm," Brianna moaned, licking even more, sliding her tongue between Kelly's labia, pushing it deep into her wetness.
"Oh my God. Oh yeah. Oh, that's so good," Kelly panted, shaking her head in disbelief. "Just like that. Put a finger in me. Please."
Brianna licked her finger and pressed it against Kelly's pussy, sliding it inside as the older woman moaned. "Wow... you're pussy is so juicy."
Kelly nodded. She knew she was. And it wasn't a surprise. Brianna excited her to no end... and now that she was licking her pussy, it was even more intense. "Yeah... now, suck on my clit again. Oh! Oh fuck! Oh my God, yeah! Oh yeah... oh yeah."
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," Brianna moaned as she continued licking Kelly's pussy.
"Oh my God that feels so fucking good," Kelly panted, obviously nearing her peak. She looked at the boys, their cocks so hard as they fisted them even faster. They never expected Brianna to be doing this, either. "Oh yes! Fuck! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhh!"
Kelly was loud as she came, almost screaming, squeezing Brianna's head with her thighs as she gushed out over the younger woman's face.
"Oh my fuck! Yes."
When Kelly opened her eyes again, she saw Zach standing beside the bed, pants down, cock out, stroking it. It was hard and angry looking, needing to cum. It was pointed right towards them. Kelly slithered out from under Brianna and grabbed her hair, forcing her head back, forcing her face to look directly at Zach's hard cock.
"Oh my God, yes, pull my fucking hair," Brianna moaned. She loved it when her lovers got overexcited.
"Come here, Zach," Kelly said. "A little closer. I think your hubby wants a little attention. Now... ask him to fuck your face."
Brianna licked her lips, looking up at Zach and then down at his raging hardon. "Zach, please fuck my face."
Zach nodded. "Yeah." He moved forward and slid it right into Brianna's open mouth as Kelly and Gary watched.
"It's so big in my mouth," Brianna moaned when Zach pulled his cock out for a second, only to shove it back into her mouth.
"God that's so hot watching you suck on that big dick," Kelly said, kneeling beside the younger woman. Brianna sputtered a little after Zach pushed in a little deeper than he normally did. "Are you choking on it?"
"A little bit," Brianna coughed, then giggled between sucks.
Kelly smiled and shook her head. "Your mouth was made for that fucking rod. But there's something else I want to see." Kelly pulled Brianna's hair, forcing her off of Zach's cock and forcing her to turn around, offering Zach her ass and pussy.



"Yeah... turn around," Kelly said, putting her into just the right position. "Right there. Just like that." She looked at Zach and smiled. "Lick her pussy."
Without a second thought, Zach fell to his knees and grabbed Brianna's ass cheeks, pushing them apart so that his tongue more easily found Brianna's wonderfully wet pussy. He pushed it in deep, not even caring about preliminaries.
"Oh fuck!" Brianna gasped.
Kelly kissed her head, still holding her hair. "You like that?"
"Yes!"
"You just want him to stick it in?" Kelly asked, giggling. "Go ahead... tell us what you want."
"I just want you to fuck me, Zach!" Brianna panted, her body needing her husband inside her. It suddenly felt like it'd been forever since she'd felt him.
Zach stood and grabbed her hips. He lined his cock up with her entrance and pushed, slowly sliding into her pussy.
"Oh, my fucking God!" Brianna groaned loudly. "God that's so big."
"How's that feel?" Kelly asked giggling.
Brianna was panting as Zach slid in and out of her, holding her hips firmly. "Oh... so fucking good."
Still kneeling beside her, Kelly licked her fingertip, then slid her hand down the crease of Brianna's ass and started playing with her asshole at the same time Zack fucked her.
"Oh yes... do you know how fucking hot your ass looks?" Kelly asked. She looked up at Zach. He was sweating, panting, wanting to cum so badly.
"Does her pussy feel good?" she asked him.
"Mmhmm... very..." he panted, barely able to speak.
"I bet she's so tight," Kelly said. "Yeah... she's got a hungry pussy. She needs to be fucked. She needs fucked good. All the time."
"Oh God... I fucking love it!" Brianna moaned loudly, getting closer to her orgasm. Her body was shaking as she started to lose control.
"Let me slide a little finger over your tight little asshole again," Kelly said, circling the tip around her sphincter teasingly. "You like that?"
Suddenly, Kelly pushed the tip inside her, making Brianna stop breathing for a moment. Then pushed in to the second knuckle.
"Oh my God!" Brianna yelled. "Yes! Fuck! You're putting your finger in my ass!"
"It's almost like two cocks inside you, isn't it?" Kelly said, wishing she had a cock right at this moment. She wondered what Brianna's pussy and ass felt like, squeezing that sensitive, hard digit.
"Oh! Right there!" Brianna yelled. "Oh, please, please, please! You're so deep! Fuck I'm cumming!"
"Yeah!" Kelly moaned back. "Feel it... feel it wiggle deep in your ass and cum."
"Oh!" Brianna yelled as she came. "Ohhhhh! Oh shiiiiiit! Yes!" Her body shook hard and she fell to her stomach on the bed.
"God your dick feels so good," Brianna admitted. "And... I've never... oh my God, your finger felt amazing."
Zach flipped onto his back, still with lots of energy left. "We're not done yet."
Brianna, her body still on fire from her orgasm, rose to her knees and crawled to him, kicking her leg over to mount him. She reached between her legs and guided his wet cock into her pussy as she sat down on it with a groan.
"Oh my God, you feel so good in my pussy," she moaned.
"Oh fuck!" Zach groaned. He was so close and felt his cock get even harder as she started fucking him. "Fuck! Yeah!"
He grabbed a hold of her hair with one hand and grabbed her throat with the other, holding her still as he fucked up into her hard and fast.
"God I fucking like that," Brianna yelled. "Oh my God fuck my pussy like that."
"Oh!" Zach moaned. "Fuck yeah... fuck... fuck... Oh shit." He was panting hard, his body getting so close.
"Are you gonna cum for me?" Brianna asked. "Cum in me baby. I want to feel your cum inside me."
"Oh my fucking God!" Zach yelled as he fell over the edge, his cock spraying into Brianna again and again. "I'm going to fill your pussy up! Oh! Oh! Oh yes! Unh! Unh! Shit!"
When he stopped, she kicked her leg over, climbing off him, and started licking his cum-covered cock. "Mmm... plenty of cum left on you for a snack, too," she giggled.
She suddenly heard Kelly groan loudly and remembered that they weren't alone. Kelly was on her back, the back of her legs resting on Gary's chest as her husband leaned into her, driving his cock down into her.
Brianna lay beside Zach, slowly stroking and licking his cock as they watched his dad and stepmom fuck. "God, isn't she sexy?"
Kelly wasn't even paying attention to them, her eyes firmly focused on Gary as he ploughed into her. "Oh my God I'm going to cum all over your cock. Baby, fuck me harder. Please... make me cum. Make me cum all over your big dick. Oh! Ohhh! Oh God!"
Both Zach and Brianna could tell that Kelly was cumming. She closed her eyes and turned her head to the side as her entire body went tense. She held her breath until it was finally over, then gave a loud, long exhale.
"Oh, fuck! Baby... that was so good," she smiled up at Gary as he moved back slightly.
He nodded, agreeing with them. "Shit! That was... but you better not be done yet. I still need to fill that pretty pussy with cum."
Kelly smiled broadly, as if she wasn't used to guys his age wanting to continue. "Yeah?"
Gary nodded and smiled. "Mmhmm."
"How do you want to do that?"
"Lay down," Gary commanded, "flat on your stomach."
Kelly nodded and turned over to lay face down. She smiled, wondering what he was up to. "And?"
Gary crawled up her body and slid his cock along the crack of her ass. "And just lay the fuck right there." The head moved over her asshole, making her shiver a little, but then moved slightly lower and immediately slid into her wetness.
"Oh... oh fuck!" she hissed as she felt all of Gary's weight settle down onto her ass, pushing him into her pussy as deep as he could go.
"Mmhmm... take it baby," he groaned, moving his hips, fucking her. "Take daddy's big cock." He started moving faster, sliding it in and out of her pussy as Kelly moaned below him, her breath being pushed out of her body with every thrust.
"Oh fuck... oh fuck..." Kelly panted with every thrust.
"I think she really likes that cock," Brianna giggled, watching.
Zach agreed. "Yeah she does."
Both could tell that Gary was reaching his limit. His hips moved faster, driving into his wife hard and fast. "Oh fuck!" he panted, almost out of breath.
"Oh! Fuck me harder!" Kelly yelled, clenching her teeth and fisting the bedspread beneath her. "Cum in my little pussy."
"Yeah! Yeah!" Gary yelled, thrusting and holding it deep inside Kelly. "Oh fuck!" he panted, his body shaking a little as he came inside her. "Uhhhhh! Uhhhh! Uhhhh!"
*****
"That was super naughty, right?" Brianna asked as they drove home from The Social Experiment, leaving Kelly and Gary to stay the night. It seemed like Gary and Kelly both enjoyed themselves, and Brianna was sure she did. She just wasn't sure about Zach.
Zach nodded as he turned his head and smiled at her, patting her thigh. "Yeah. Super sexy though."
"But... you don't want to do that again..." Brianna asked, as if wondering what Zach was thinking. She'd be up for another romp, of course. Even though it was with her in-laws. The kinkiness of it all kinda excited her even more.
"No," Zach said, thinking about it a second. "We'll go back to doing our thing and leave them alone. They need more room to explore and find themselves. I'm just glad Dad found someone. Hopefully it sticks."
Brianna nodded and smiled. She was glad he found someone, too. Kelly was a wonderful present.
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It was a long flight, flying from Atlanta to Hawaii. The flight time alone was over ten hours and the layover was three hours in San Francisco. Melissa, before the divorce, had already planned and paid for the entire vacation for three; for her, her husband, and her daughter Abigail. Now she was stuck paying for a ticket and a room that weren't going to be used. That's where I came in. I was Abigail's boyfriend of six months and she begged her Mom to have me join them. Melissa wasn't too happy about it, because she's not too happy about me, but caved when there really wasn't a choice. Abigail refused to go on the trip if she was denied and that would cost Melissa a lot of money.
The flight was long and I sat on one side of Abigail with Melissa on the other. As we always did when we were together, Abi and I flirted. We were constantly teasing each other, kissing each other... even touching each other inappropriately... at least that's what Melissa called it. In my world, when my woman is within arms reach, any touching is appropriate.
I hadn't been around Melissa much, but I knew she didn't like me too much. I wasn't exactly sure why. Maybe it was my age, since I was eight years older than Abigail. But, my guess was both because of her bad divorce and probably because she hadn't had much sex in the last two years, if any at all. Right now, she was pretty anti-men.
She started disliking me on this little adventure when Abigail came out her room that morning wearing a collar... a leather collar with the word "Babydoll" on the front. I gave it to her to signify our special relationship. Abigail and Melissa fought when Abigail refused to take it off, especially when Melissa asked her if I was somehow controlling her or abusing her. Abigail rightly told her it was a special gift, that she enjoyed wearing it, and that she was showing the world how much she loved me every time she wore it. She was NOT going to take it off.
Melissa liked me even less when I gave Abigail an orgasm, fingering her underneath the blanket during the flight. I loved doing that... in the car... out at a movie... out at dinner. I didn't care where we were or who was around. Anywhere I could, I enjoyed forcing her to orgasm for me. I could hear Melissa exhale her disgust in the plane when she heard Abigail moan. I just chuckled. Of course, she wouldn't cause a scene by chastising us, so she just had to bear it.
It was Sunday afternoon when we finally landed. We grabbed our rental car and Melissa drove to the hotel as Abi and I sat in the back seat, flirting again. When we got to the hotel, we checked in. Melissa had reserved two rooms, originally one for her and her husband, the other for Abigail. But now, one was for me and Abigail, with Melissa in a room by herself.
Melissa was very displeased with that situation and asked Abi repeatedly to stay with her. But Abigail refused to. She wanted to stay with me. And Melissa couldn't find any reason that made Abigail change her mind. As we carried our suitcases up to the rooms, we split the key cards between us, so it was easier to move between the rooms as necessary. Of course we would knock to help ensure privacy.
We agreed to go down to the beach for a couple of hours and changed into our swimwear. Then we headed down and found a wonderful little spot. Abi and I, of course, were very touchy the entire time, both in the water and when we were sunbathing. We really enjoyed teasing each other and I had a hard on that I couldn't hide.
Acting all disgusted, Melissa asked me to come and talk to her as soon as we came back inside. She wanted to talk to me alone. Then she got up and went back up to her room.
As the sun was setting, an hour or so after Melissa left, Abi and I came back to our rooms. Of course, after getting out of our swimsuits, Abi and I played a little bit. She wanted to give me an orgasm, but I said no. Instead, I had her kneel on the bed while I stood in front of her, and had her masturbate for me.
"Do it for me, babydoll," I whispered, kissing her.
She reached down and started touching her pussy as I kissed her, feeling her breath catch as she moaned and got closer to her orgasm. I palmed her breasts and squeezed them, lightly pinching her nipples, then circling them with my fingertips. Those hard, little nubs were so responsive and her body was undulating for me, threatening to topple her over.
I grabbed the back of her neck and held her to me as she continued to touch herself. Her body was shaking, her breath coming in rapid pants as she came closer and closer to her orgasm.
"Not yet," I said firmly. "You wait for permission."
"Oh God," she panted. I could tell she was struggling, trying not to cum, but still keeping herself right on the edge for me. "Please," she begged me.
"Please what?"
"Please let me cum."
"Is that what you truly want?" I asked. "To cum and then... nothing? Or would you rather feel like this all night... that needy feeling of being on the edge?"
"Needy... feeling," she panted, obviously wondering if that's what she truly wanted.
"Ok then. Now stop," I said and she took her hand away, her body still undulating with need. But she obeyed me. "No touching until I say so."
She nodded.
"Good girl," I said and kissed her. She smiled at the compliment, her face beaming with pride. "Now lay back on the bed. I'll get you settled and then I'll go see what you mom wants."
After preparing Abigail for bed, I got dressed to go talk to Melissa. I gently knocked on the door between our two rooms and, in just a few seconds, I could hear Melissa on the other side. "Come in."
"Hey, what's going on?" I asked as I opened the door and walked into the room.
"Please close it. I want to talk to you alone, if that's ok," she said.
"Yeah... sure." I looked back to see Abigail lying on her back on the bed and smiled. Then closed the door.
Melissa was sitting on the side of the bed, obviously pretty damn upset, still dressed in her bikini, which was really flattering. Her breasts were nice... just a little big for her frame, a pretty firm D-cup, but looked so full and plump behind the thin cloth of her bikini. Due to the drastic change in temperature, coming into the air conditioning, her nipples were prominently poking at the material and it aroused me.
"Look, I know you and my daughter are getting pretty serious," she said. "She wouldn't come on this family vacation unless you came with her. So... I need to know what's going on with you two."
"Um... what do you mean?" I asked.
"Is my daughter still a virgin?" she asked, matter-of-factly. She was certainly not one to beat around the bush.
"Whoa... that's kind of blunt," I said.
"I need to know."
"Well, I think that's the kind of question you need to ask her," I said. "She is twenty two, you know." I knew she wasn't a virgin, but it would be best if she and her mom talked about it without me being in the middle. I certainly wasn't the one that changed that status.
"I tried to talk to her about it but she doesn't talk to me any more," Melissa complained. "She used to confide in me but ever since she started seeing you, it doesn't happen. I don't know what you've done to her, but I need for you to tell me what's going on. What in the hell is with the collar? What in the hell is with the orgasm in the plane, for God's sake? You're both grown adults. You're not kids."
"Um... well... all I can tell you is I really like your daughter and she's already told me she loves me," I said.
"Oh, but you only like her," she said, her voice full of suppressed anger. Her ex-husband must have really pissed her off when he left her.
"You can't rush something like that," I said. "Why would I say it if I don't mean it yet?"
"Well... I don't want my daughter to get hurt, either," she said. "You're almost ten years older than her and I really think you're a bad influence on her."
"Ah, I'm a bad influence... right," I said, slowly nodding my head. "Did you just bring me over here to insult me or is there something else on your mind?"
"I want you to stop seeing my daughter," she said bluntly. "When we get home from this vacation I want you to break up with her."
"Wow," I said, kind of surprised that she would even say such a thing. "I... I really don't know why I should do that."
"Because I said so."
"Because you said so?" I laughed. "That's all?"
"I know I can't make you stop seeing each other," she admitted. "But it would be much easier if you just cooperated with me. It's in Abigail's best interest."
I shook my head. She had balls, that's for sure. "And if I do... what are you willing to do for me?" I asked.
"I don't need to do anything for you," she said. "I brought you on this vacation. I paid for the whole thing. You should be thankful. You should be thanking me right now and doing anything I ask you to do."
"But... you didn't ask me to come on this trip in exchange to stop seeing your daughter," I said. "I came only because I was asked by Abigail."
"You really are a little shit," she spat.
"Look, if you want me to stop seeing your daughter you've got to start throwing some incentives my way," I said.
"Incentives? What the hell do you want?" she asked.
"Well... I have to admit, you do have an incredible body. What if you... maybe... stripped for me," I suggested looking her over lewdly. "I think that would be a good start."
"A good start?" she spat again. "It'll be a start and a finish, so... I'll let you have your look, pervert. And then, when we get home, you are to break up with my daughter and never contact her again."
"Alright, deal." I laughed a little. I think at this point that I'd be hard pressed to break up with her daughter. Abigail was rather... addicted to me.
We shook hands on our deal. I had a feeling that within a week, Melissa would take back the deal and let me stay around... and maybe even more. So I started making plans on how to win her over... my way.
"Ok... I'll just sit on the bed right here," I said, getting comfortable on the spare bed in the room, as Melissa stood. I grabbed my cock through my swim trunks and started stroking it.
"The deal was not for you to touch yourself," she said.
"Hmmm... that wasn't even mentioned as I recall," I said. "I mean I could be inclined to talk to your daughter about moving in with me, if you don't want to cooperate. I have plenty of room."
She looked at me angrily, frowning and shaking her head as she slowly took off her bikini top and then her bottoms, laying them aside. Then she stood with her hands on her hips, facing me defiantly.
"Not bad," I said. "Not bad at all. I think I'm going to play with myself while I look at you." My cock grew quickly as I looked over her body. She really had a nice, tight body for her age. Even at forty eight any guy at all would be lucky to fuck her. Her breasts were definitely D-cup, beautifully sagging without the support of her bikini. Her nipples were hard and pointed, not too big and not too small. Her pussy was well trimmed and shaved, with a little tuft of hair above her clit. Her inner labia were large and extended beyond her outer labia, which made my mouth water even more.
"Wait, wait, wait! That was not the deal!" she said, upset.
"That's the deal now," I said. "You can take it or leave it. I could yell for your daughter and have her come in here..."
"Fine. Just do it," she said.
"Why don't you come over here and give me a hand. Help me get these shorts down."
She moved closer to me, grabbed my swim trunks to help me get them past my hips, and pulled them off my legs, tossing them by her bikini as I started stroking my now-exposed shaft.
"Why don't you kneel down on the end of the bed there so I can get a better look at you?" I said.
"You can see me fine right here."
"Aw, come on, give me a little spin at least."
She looked up, disgusted that she was doing this, and turned around to face away from me. She waited there for several seconds then turned back around. It gave me a nice look at her very fine ass. I could imagine my hands grabbing her cheeks, my face buried between them. I wondered if she'd ever had her ass eaten before.
"You like the way this dick looks?" I asked when she was turned around again, facing me. "Pretty big, huh?" It was almost at full erection now and I held it at the base to give her a good look.
She crawled up onto the bed, and knelt, knees spread wide giving me a lovely little view of her spread pussy. I could see a little longing in her gaze as she looked at my shaft. She didn't want to desire it... but she couldn't help it.
"Just get it over with," she said as she watched me jerk off.
"Why don't you squeeze your titties or something, give me some kind of show to help me cum?" I asked. I would kill to see her touch herself.
"What?"
"Do you want to make this happen or not?" I asked, pretending that if she didn't cooperate I wasn't going to be able to have an orgasm and that was going to ruin the deal.
"You keep adding things on to this agreement," she said. "We shook on it, remember?" She raised her hands and grabbed her breasts, slowly fondling them as she watched me masturbate. "Just hurry up."
"Oh yeah," I moaned softly. "You know what else might help? Why don't you play with yourself a little bit?"
"I have no desire to play with myself for you, Ryan," she said, but her voice was hiding a desire that was just beneath the surface of her angry tone. I knew I had her... right where I wanted her. "But... if it'll get this over with." She slid one hand down her body, between her legs, and started toying with her clit.
God, that was hot! I liked what I saw already, but if she'd only just let herself go a little bit, it would be so much better. "Come on now, get into it," I said. "I want to hear you moan."
She gasped a little, one hand squeezing her breast, the other playing with her clit. She was enjoying watching me jack off while looking at her body. She had a little exhibitionist streak in her. Within a minute, she was breathing even harder, licking her lips, getting into it. Hell, I knew that in another five minutes and she'd be cumming.
"That's better," I said, smiling.
"Fuck you. Hurry up," she panted, her eyes half closing in her pleasure.
"Aw shit," I groaned. My hand was sliding up and down my shaft quickly, just the rhythm that I enjoyed so much. "I'm going to cum. Oh fuck!"
She quickly jumped off the bed, grabbed a towel out of the bathroom, and threw it over my cock. "Oh, no! Don't get your fucking cum on this bed! Use your brain."
I grunted loudly as I came into the towel, grunting with each spray. It felt so damn good.
"Just wipe it all up," she said, standing beside the bed.
"Why don't you wipe it all up?" I asked.
"Come on! It's running down your fucking balls," she said, rushing over to me, grabbing the towel to clean me off. "You can't get semen all over the bed." She wiped the cum off my cock, abdomen, balls, and thighs, almost... tenderly.
"Wow... that was a nice little agreement," I panted as she tossed the towel aside and grabbed her robe.
"Just get the fuck out of my room before Abigail comes looking for you."
"Alright," I smiled as I sat up and grabbed my swim trunks. After I pulled them up and adjusted my still half-hard cock inside them, I went to the adjoining door.
"Good niiiiiight," I said, with a smart-alecky, sing-song tone.
"Fuck off," Melissa said, tightly wrapped up in her robe.
I opened the adjoining door and went back into the room with Abigail quickly closing it behind me.
Abigail, as I expected, was right where I left her. She was laying back on our bed, tied spreadeagle, with a vibrator tied right over her pussy. It was set on a low setting, just enough to maybe give her an orgasm over the time that I was gone and keep her simmering otherwise.
She was shaking a little, her pussy so sensitive now. I laughed as I untied her. She moaned sharply when I removed the vibrator and began licking her clit instead. I imagined what fun it would be to include Melissa in our vacation games.
I flipped Abigail onto her stomach, drizzled a little lubricant into the crack of her ass and watched it slowly ooze down her crack, over her asshole and pussy, as I held her cheeks spread apart. Then I moved on top of her, settling my cock between her thighs and slowly pushed forward.
Her ass was tight, but she let me in, and I pushed in deep as she groaned. She grabbed the comforter in her fists and pulled it as I started fucking her, giving her a whole new set of sensations to deal with.
"God, your ass is so tight," I moaned as I slid in and out of her.
"Thank you, baby," she moaned into the comforter. "I love when you fuck it... God I love it! But... baby... can you fuck my pussy tonight? You promised you would."
"Abi," I said sternly, continuing to thrust. "You know that your mother doesn't want us to fuck. We have to... ugh!... fuck!... we have to obey her wishes."
"But you're fucking my ass... isn't that the same thing?"
I laughed. "No, silly. It's not the same thing at all. It only counts if I fuck your pussy."
I could feel her raise her ass every time I thrust forward, encouraging me to go as deep as I could.
"Oh... okay," she moaned.
I knew I wouldn't last long. Even though I came for Melissa, I was still really hot when I left her room. Just thinking about what I was going to do to her got me so damn excited.
In just a couple minutes, I was cumming in Abigail's ass, grunting loudly as I filled her up. I pulled away and went and took a shower. I half expected Abigail to join me, but she never did. When I came back into the room, she was sound asleep.
*****
I woke up at about 4:00am on Monday morning. It was still dark outside, and Abigail was sleeping in the bed beside me, naked. She was turned away from me, so I draped an arm over her and slid my hand to her stomach, letting my fingertips lazily make circles on her bare skin.
Slowly my fingers circled higher until they touched the bottom of her breasts. She was still sleeping as I slid up her breast and cupped it. I squeezed it softly and then let my fingers tease and circle her nipple, making it harden. My fingers pinched and pulled it gently.
After several minutes, she woke and moaned softly. I slid my other arm under her head and used that hand to tease her other breast at the same time, both hands and fingers now making sure her nipples were raging hard.
She squirmed against me, pressing her ass back into my cock. "Baby... that feels so good," she moaned.
"Good," I said. "Get on your hands and knees," I said, letting her go. She moved into position as I slid one hand between her legs, finding her pussy. "Feed me," I whispered.
She slid forward, letting her hanging breast slide across my lips. Using one hand to balance herself, she used the other to grasp her breast and direct it to my mouth. I caught her nipple and started sucking just as my fingers circled her clit, making her gasp.
"Mm... Fuck," she whispered.
I licked and sucked on her nipples, feeding on one then the other as I slid my fingers deep into her pussy. I moved them in and out, feeling her juices dripping, then pressed my palm against her clit and letting her grind against it.
"God yes," she hissed as she rotated her hips to help me. My hand slapped against her clit as I drove my fingers in and out harder and faster. With my free hand I grabbed her tit and squeezed it as I more ravenously bit and sucked on her nipple.
"Yes... God, baby!" she yelled as she came all over my hand, her juices streaming down my forearm. Then she turned a little and collapsed onto my chest, her head resting on my shoulder as she fell deep asleep once again.
*****
I woke up again at about 8:00am and took a shower. When I got out, I woke Abigail to have her shower as well, while I decided to slip next door and visit Melissa. I quietly opened the adjoining door, half expecting Melissa to still be sleeping, but I heard water running in the bathroom sink instead.



The rising sun was shining through the thin white draperies that hung in front of the windows. I walked over to the bathroom and stood in the doorway, my arms resting on the doorframe. Melissa was dressed in her bra and panties, standing at the sink, just finishing up brushing her teeth. It took her a second, but when she saw me, she jumped back a little in surprise.
"What the fuck are you doing?" she asked, obviously upset, her hand at her heart. "You almost gave me a fucking heart attack."
"Well, I was doing some thinking and I thought, 'well, you know what? Her daughter's virginity is worth a whole hell of a lot more than just seeing her mother a little bit naked.'" I said. "So... I thought I would come over here and you would jerk me off."
"You have to stick to the agreement, Ryan," she said, turning towards me with her hands on her hips.
"I'm making a new agreement today," I said. "Don't worry about it, your daughter's in the shower. But the more you procrastinate about it, the more there's a chance we'll get caught. Do you really want your daughter walking in on us?"
"I don't like you doing this to me," she said angrily. "And I don't want you to think you can just keep doing shit like this 'cause you can't. I'll do this. But it ends here. Alright? You will break up with my daughter when we get home. I don't care what you tell her."
"Mmhmm," I nodded, knowing it wasn't going to happen. "Ok. Just to be clear, though, you're going to jerk me off, right?" I smiled, teasing her.
"Jeez... yes," she said, exasperated. "I'll jerk you off before I take my shower. You little shit."
"Alright," I smiled. "Come here." She took the two steps towards me and glared at me. "Are you going to get down on your knees or what?"
She rolled her eyes and, grabbing a towel off the rack, dropped it on the floor between us. "Let's just get this shit over with," she said, kneeling. She grabbed my shorts and pulled them down, exposing me. I held out the bottle of lube I brought with me and smirked as she snatched it from my hand. She was not too happy that I came prepared, as if expecting her to do this.
She drizzled some lube on my cock then began sliding her hand up and down my shaft.
"That's what was missing yesterday," I moaned. "It feels so much better like this."
"I'm sure you've received your fair share of handjobs from my daughter," she said, none to happy to acknowledge it.
I smiled. "Oh, I'm training her," I said. "She's starting to get good at it, too."
She looked at me angrily. "Well, you'll just have to train somebody else now."
"Keep up that attitude and I'll just go and get a handjob from her now," I said. "I might even have her put it in her mouth."
She frowned. "No, you won't," she growled. Sliding her hands up and down a little faster, gripping a little harder in her anger.
I smiled. "But she really likes it."
She stopped. "Do you want me to continue doing this?"
"Oh, you're going to continue doing this," I laughed softly.
"Then you need to stop talking about my daughter, ok?" she asked. She wasn't too happy about her daughter and I having a physical relationship. She started stroking me again.
"Alright... feels good," I said. "You're the handjob queen of the south!"
"You know, I don't like your attitude, Ryan," she spat. "I never have. You're bad news."
I smiled. I really didn't care what she thought of me, as long as she gave me an orgasm. "Ah yeah," I moaned, feeling the pleasure building. "Come on. You don't need that little frown on your face. It's not that bad."
"Just cum," she spat. "Focus on cumming and get this shit over with."
"How 'bout I see your titties again?"
"Well, look at 'em all you want," she said.
"I'm trying," I said. "But..."
She shook her head. "Now what?"
"I want you to take your fucking bra off," I said, smiling down at her.
She rolled her eyes and reached back to unfasten her bra. She slid it down and off one arm, then the other. "There you go! Happy?"
"Very. Now... be honest... how does my cock feel in your hand?" I asked, smiling smugly.
"You do have a very big cock, Ryan," she said, taking a good look at it again. "Which you're obviously quite proud of."
"Well I can either have you take care of it on this wonderful vacation," I said, "or I can have your daughter take care of it. It's your choice. But one way or another, it's going to get sucked and fucked."
She rolled her eyes again. "I'll be the one who takes care of it this week," she said. "Just keep this dick away from my daughter." She continued stroking me, sliding a hand over the head teasingly. "Does that feel good?"
I moaned. "Yeah it does."
"You like the way I jerk your cock?" she asked, sounding a lot friendlier now, as if wanting to please me, wanting me to enjoy what she was doing to me.
"Yeah," I said, closing my eyes for a moment to feel what she was doing to me. "You're doing a good job. Ah yeah... Jerk it, jerk it."
"Yeah, I'll jerk it," she said. "I'll jerk your cock all week long if you keep it away from my daughter." She started using both hands, now, stroking my cock and twisting. God, she knew what she was doing.
"Ah yeah... I like to see your pretty little face so close to my cock," I moaned. "Were you about to get into the shower?"
"Yes," she nodded, although she was wondering why I was asking.
"Good," I said. "'Cause I'm going to cum on your face and tits."
"What?" she asked. "You're ready to cum now?"
"Yeah," I groaned. "And I'm gonna cum all over your fucking face and tits so get ready for it."
She made a face of disgust, but moved her face directly in line with my cock. She might act like she didn't enjoy it, but I knew she did. She more than enjoyed it. I bet she'd masturbate to it later, even, as she lie in her bed, trying to go to sleep. She'd touch herself, trying to think of some fantasy or past lover to make her cum... but her mind would come back to my cock. She'd cum thinking about my cock.
"Fuck!" I groaned, and then I came, shooting a long, thick rope of cum across her face. That was followed by several smaller shots, which splashed against her chest, before it simply dribbled out over her hand. "Damn that felt good!"
"We're done here," she said, standing again.
"I better go before your daughter gets done showering," I said, smiling. "We'll see you in a little bit for breakfast."
She licked her lips and used her hands to start wiping the cum off her face as she moved to the shower. She didn't think I saw her, but, as I was leaving the bathroom, I saw her put her cum-covered finger in her mouth, tasting me.
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Mistress Emmanuelle, Part 2
My first week in the cock cage was difficult. Every time I got an erection, I experienced significant pain, but I knew I just had to deal with it. And the frustration of not being able to touch my cock was... odd. My shaft felt so strange... almost numb... since neither my underwear nor pants actually touched my cock or balls. Being a young man that masturbated probably once a day, I found it unnerving that I couldn't find any relief. I couldn't even touch myself.
Everything seemed... clearer... and I had more energy than I knew what to do with. When Saturday finally came again, I arrived at Mistress Emmanuelle's house several minutes early again. I waited in my car, knowing that she didn't want me early or late.
At exactly 8pm I rang the doorbell. A minute later she opened the door and let me inside. Her hair was tightly pulled back into a bun in the back of her head. She was wearing her black, silk robe again with four-inch high heels. I wished I could see what she was wearing under her robe. I felt my cock twitch in its cage and felt a little pain again just envisioning her body.
She led me into the living room. It was sparsely decorated, almost as if this wasn't a lived-in house. I imagined it was just somewhere she could play and keep her real life hidden. She sat on the couch.
"Disrobe," she commanded.
"Yes, Mistress." I started taking my clothes off, setting them aside in a pile.
"Quickly!" she said impatiently, making me move as fast as I could. When I finished, I stood in front of her, completely naked, my cock held in the tight confines of the cock cage.
"Get down, right there, now," she said, pointing to the floor in front of the couch. "It's been a while since my feet have been kissed."
I fell to my knees exactly where she indicated. She lifted her foot, offering it to me. I took it in my hands and started kissing the top of it.
"Slower," she said, trying to calm me down, then laughed. "You dirty, little pervert. Do you do everything I say?"
"Of course mistress," I said. "With pleasure."
"Then get your tongue between my toes," she grinned down at me. She enjoyed the power she held over me. I licked her foot, letting my tongue slide between her toes as if I was fucking each one. "Suck on my toes. All of them." I slipped her big toe into my mouth and sucked on it softly. She moaned a little as she watched me. "Yeah."
"Yes, Mistress," I whispered, sucking and licking all over her foot. I'd never really been a foot person before, but her feet were rather sexy.
"Gently kiss them."
I did as she asked, kissing all over her foot, and kissing each individual toe before sucking on it.
"Mmm... massage my heel."
I grabbed her foot firmly and massaged it, digging my thumbs into the sole, paying special attention to her heel. She moaned softly above me, enjoying how I made her feel. That gave me a big head. I loved that I could make her happy like that.
When she finally pulled her foot away, she glared down at me, waiting for something. "What do you say?" she asked, after I failed to say it on my own.
"Thank you, Mistress," I said swiftly.
"Follow me." She stood from the couch and moved towards the dining room table... a table that held six chairs, with only one chair. I stood and followed her. "Stand here."
She had me stand beside the dining room table, my back to it. She'd grabbed a riding crop from somewhere and started sliding the tip over my upper body, gently striking my chest with it. It stung a little, but nothing too bad yet.
"You need to say 'thank you'," she commanded softly. "Every time I do something for you, you need to say 'thank you.'"
I nodded. "Yes Mistress. Thank you Mistress."
"I think you like this too much," she giggled as she moved the crop lower, onto my lower abdomen and over my cock cage. My cock was so swollen, pushing out between the gaps. I didn't know how much more I could take.
With a quick swish of the crop, she spanked both of my thighs, making me groan. God, she was making my body ache for her touch. She ran the tip of the crop over my body again, moving it up my chest again, and around my face. To embarrass me, she made me kiss it.
"You think you can have anything you want," she said, surprising me. "You demand so much attention and offer so little in return."
I didn't know where that came from, but I wasn't going to argue with her. "I'm sorry Mistress," I apologized.
She slowly shook her head, sliding the tip of the riding crop over my cock cage. "Look at that cock."
She smacked my thigh hard with the crop, making it sting. "Ah! Yayaya! Thank you... thank you Mistress." Fuck that hurt!
"So... you came to me hoping for something," she said. "What was that?"
I looked at her, wondering what she wanted me to say. "I was hoping to please you, Mistress."
"Yeah, right," she said, not believing me. She smacked my abs hard with the crop, making me wince. "Spit it out, my perverted little slave boy!"
"I was... I was hoping to make love to you Mistress," I said, honestly. I wanted her... badly. "If you want," I added, not sure how a slave was supposed to go about requesting such a thing.
She smiled, but didn't laugh at me. It was like she was actually considering it, like she actually felt like that would be nice. "You really do want everything. Do you really think you can have what you want any time you want?"
I shook my head quickly. "No Mistress."
"Do you think you deserve that?" she asked as if amused, like I was some rotten child and should never ask for anything so good. "Spit it out! Do you deserve that from me?"
I shook my head again. "No... nobody deserves you Mistress." And I meant it. She was... above me. Above all of us.
"You didn't answer my question. Do you deserve a reward like that?"
"I've been good, Mistress," I said softly. "I think I've earned... something."
"Mmhmm," she said, not believing me. "Do you like what you see?" She opened her arms and cocked her hip to one side, showing me her body, hidden by her robe.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded. I meant it. She was the most beautiful, sexiest woman I knew.
"Turn around," she ordered.
I turned around and bent over slightly, putting my hands on the table.
Suddenly, my ass was on fire as the riding crop struck it, firmly. "Ah fuck!" I yelled, grunting in shock and surprise, but didn't move, didn't break my position. That seemed to please her as she stood there, smiling at me.
"I want you to scream 'I love it'," she said, striking my ass again.
"I love it! I love it!" I said as best I could, gingerly moving my hips as the pain burned through me. "Thank you, Mistress. I love it!" It was playing with my head, telling her I loved being struck... that I loved feeling her give me such pain.
"What is it you love?" she asked.
"I love when you touch me, Mistress," I said honestly.
She grabbed and yanked on my cock cage, pulling it, and my cock and balls, away from my body. The pain was sharp, but I was getting used to it.
"Like this?" she smiled, teasing me.
"Oh!" I cried in pain, hoping she'd stop but unwilling to ask for that. "Oh my God! Yes, Mistress. I love it Mistress!"
"What else?" she smiled, coming up and putting her ear by my mouth. "What else do you have to tell me?"
"Thank you Mistress!"
"That's right!" she smiled and moved back a step. "Good boy! Now... bend over. Put your forearms down on the table. Keep them there, now."
I bent over and put my forearms flat on the table. She stroked my ass, thighs, and cock cage with the crop, teasing me. "Mmm... your cock is trying to break free," she giggled. "But that's for later."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, not too happy. Later? I wasn't going to be able to get out of this cage still for a while? God! How much more could I take?
She started smacking my ass with the crop, making it red all over. She was totally enjoying her work.
"Oh my God! Ah! Fuck, I love it, Mistress!" I moaned as smack after smack hit my flesh.
She suddenly stopped, her hand stroking over my warm, sore flesh. "I bet your cock is throbbing," she giggled. "Don't like it too much. You'll give yourself away. Your ass is so red, you poor little baby. You know... there are all kinds of things I could do to you right now. But... you know... I'm not feeling any gratitude from you."
"Thank you, Mistress!" I sobbed, tears in my eyes, running down my face.
She kissed my forehead.
"Thank you Mistress," I whispered. "You're so very beautiful, Mistress."
She kept her ear near my mouth. "I'm waiting for another word."
It took me a second. I thought hard about what word she might be talking about it and it finally came to me. "Please... please, Mistress," I said and she smiled.
"Mmhmm... magic to my ears," she giggled. "Let's get this off you, now, shall we?" She pulled her necklace over her head where a single key dangled. She took the key and unlocked my cage, separating it into two pieces. She removed them, freeing my balls, and set the cage on the chair.
"Lay down," she commanded. "On the table. Face up, now."
I crawled up onto the table, naked, out of my cage and lay on my back. My cock was so hard, throbbing, sticking straight up in the air. It was so much bigger than I remembered, even.
"Wow... look at that cock," she said, stroking its length with her fingertips as she stood beside the table. The sensation was electric and I almost came right then. "To the world it's hidden behind that cage, never hard. But for me... it's so big and hard. I'm going to take that cock and use it for my own gratification."
"Yes... thank you, Mistress," I said, really meaning it this time. I wanted her to touch me, I wanted her to make me cum. I needed it... badly. It almost felt like it had been forever since I'd masturbated.
Her fingers wrapped around my shaft and she slowly stroked it. "This dick is mine. You like that? Are you ready for this?"
"Yes, Mistress," I said, nodding rapidly, with hope in my eyes. I couldn't believe it was finally going to happen.
"Oh, I love that you've given yourself to me," she said, stroking me slowly, but firmly. "You're just so fucking stressed out, huh?"
"Yes," I admitted.
"Well... I have time to take care of this cock... my cock," she smiled. "I have time to really take care of this big, big dick of mine."
I smiled, loving that my time had finally come. "Thank you, Mistress!"
"Look at that pretty, pretty penis," she said, looking at it closely. "It's so beautiful. It's so fucking needy, though, isn't it? I don't think I've heard of a young man with a cock as needy as yours. There's too much nasty, fucking, dirty cum in there. It must really bother you, huh? Does it give you angst all the time? All that filthy seed?"
"Yes," I admitted, nodding.
"I bet you wished you could jack off yourself, huh?" she smiled, stroking my cock slowly and firmly, as if pulling it from my body. "But jacking off like that just cheapens your orgasm. It's such a blessing that I'm around to do it for you... that I give your orgasm real meaning... a real purpose."
"Yes, Mistress," I panted. "Thank you... oh God, thank you Mistress." Her hand was driving me crazy, but it was moving too damn slow. God, I wished I could just jerk off myself.
I watched as she slid her free hand inside her robe and moved her hips as she bent over. When she stood again, her robe was slightly open and I caught a glimpse of her beautiful pussy. Her bush was neatly trimmed and her clit was very swollen and noticeable. She held her panties in the air in front of me.
"See my red panties?" she asked. "Nice and lacy and see-through. You know... you can't have my pussy, but you can have my panties." She smelled them for a moment, looking at me, smiled, then crumpled them up into a ball. "Here, you can taste my underwear while I play with my cock."
Suddenly, she pushed her panties into my mouth. I could taste her, just as she thought, and closed my eyes to enjoy it. But it only made me pray to God that I could one day taste her pussy directly.
"Ooh, yeah, you like that," she giggled, seeing my ecstatic expression. "I just felt your cock throb. You like the taste of my red, lacy panties. Hmm?"
"Mmhmm," I managed to moan since her panties kept me from speaking.
"You like thinking about my pussy, don't you?" she said idly, almost as if just talking to herself, as she stroked my cock. "Yeah, I can tell you do. I'm going to have fun playing with my penis. Tell me, do you like my hand on your cock?"
"Mmhmm," I moaned. I definitely loved her hand on my cock. It felt... magnificent.
"I can feel it throbbing," she giggled. "Here... maybe I can give you another incentive." She grabbed the sash around her waist and untied it with one hand. Then she pulled the material aside, exposing both of her breasts to my view. I realized she was completely naked under her robe.
My eyes were glued to her beautiful, full breasts. They were a full C-cup, perfectly shaped and proportioned, with perfect, hard nipples at the tip. I almost wondered if they were man-made they were so perfect. I couldn't wait to feast on them some day and I almost felt my mouth watering.
It may have been all the hormones, or the fact that she had me on the verge of an orgasm, but I think that was the moment that she defined female beauty and perfection to me... an example that I would forever use as a comparison with other women.
"Oooh... yeah... God your dick is so pretty," she said softly, stroking up and down my length. "I love the way it feels in my hands." She seemed almost infatuated with it, the way that she looked at it. "Oh yeah." Suddenly, she grabbed the base with one hand, holding my cock aloft, then rubbed just the tip with the other hand, using all five fingers to rub up and down at the same time, all around the top of my shaft.
"What if I just rub the tip like this... right where it's so sensitive," she said softly. "Oh... you like that don't you? That sweet, soft head. Oh my, look how firm that dick is... all the way down the shaft."
She left the rest of my cock alone, just stroking the tip for a while. The feeling was indescribable, and I just wanted to cum right then and there. But she had other plans and expertly, stopped stroking when I got too close, taking me to the edge again and again.
"Just tease the tip of it a little bit... yeah... like that," she said almost... clinically. "You're a dirty boy. You like that. That's why we do this together, isn't it? We're both pervs, huh?"
She suddenly returned to stroking it, moving a little faster up and down the shaft.
"God... just think about me fucking it," she giggled. "That'll never happen, but you can think about it, can't you? You can imagine how soft and warm and buttery it would feel, sliding into my pussy. You can imagine cumming so fast... so deep inside me... losing yourself to me."
Her certainty of never fucking me gave me the strongest desire ever to do just that... to prove her wrong... and to give me a pleasure that I'd never ever achieve again.
"Are you ready to give me your cum?" she asked, both of her hands stroking now, twisting in opposite directions with every stroke. She smiled, almost teasingly. "Just think about me on my back with you pummeling my pussy with this dick. Oh, how I need a big cock inside of me."
And how I wanted to do that to her. I wanted to give her my cock. I wanted to slide it inside her and feel her pussy squeezing it as she came all over it. I wanted to give her more pleasure than I'd ever received. I think that was the moment... the day... the hour... that I knew I was in love with her. And I had a feeling that maybe she loved me too.
"You like that, huh?" she asked, feeling my body writhe on the table in front of her. "Does it feel real good? Oh... yeah... I see pre-cum. Oh yeah, baby. You're ready for me. You be a good boy and cum for me."
She seemed excited to have me so close to my orgasm. She really wanted me to.
"Oh, fuck yes," she said, her hand moving fast up and down my shaft. "Cum for me. Oh... it's so good. I feel your cock throbbing. I feel it. Oh, it wants to give it to me. It wants to give it to me so bad."
Her hand was moving so fast on my shaft and I turned my head to see her body. Her breasts were jiggling with her motions, exciting me even more. I wanted to grab them, touch them, so badly.
"Yeah... I feel that stiff shaft," she said, panting. "Oh, yes. Oh my God, yes. You're going to make a huge mess on my table. You know I want to see that cum. Yeah... you know I want to see it. Oh... fuck yeah. Oh my God. Oh, you're going to give it to me. Oh! Oh God, yeah. Yeah... yeah... oh my God. You need it, don't you. You need that release. You have to get rid of all that nasty cum that has your head all plugged up."
She held the base of my shaft with one hand and stroked with the other, concentrating on the head. I was shaking. I could feel it.. it was coming. It had built up inside me and now the dam was bursting. I was moaning loudly through her panties.
"Mmm... yes," she said when she felt it coming. I was so, so happy and excited and relieved that after a week I was having the mot incredible orgasm ever.
And then, suddenly, she removed her stroking hand, using just the one to hold my cock in the air. She giggled as my cum shot into the air, but with far less force than it normally would have.
She ruined my orgasm and if felt so horrible... so much less fulfilling than I wanted or needed. Hearing her giggle was like... torture... as my cum oozed from the tip of my cock and ran down over her hand.
"Oh! Yes!" she giggled, as she stared a my cock, watching my cum run over her hand. "Oh my God! Oh my God, I can't believe you did it. You had so much cum backed up. Look at that mess. Oh, wow! No wonder you couldn't focus. Look at all that cum."
She used her free hand to run a finger up my shaft, through my cum, playing with it a little. Even that little touch made my body shake. I felt I needed to do that again. I needed that... that real orgasm. I felt so frustrated.
"Wow... that was pretty intense, wasn't it?"
"Mmhmm," I moaned through her panties.
"Getting that dick to release all that pent up stress," she giggled. "Is your head clear now? So you can go back and focus on what you need to focus on? That was fucking hot." She let my cock go and wiped her hands on a towel she had laying nearby. "Take the panties out of your mouth and stand up."
I did as she ordered, sliding off the table. My cock had shrunk but I still feel such a desire... a need... to cum again.
She grabbed the cock cage and knelt in front of me, sliding one piece onto my cock and balls, then the other, squeezing my semi-hard cock inside before locking it closed. I couldn't believe that I actually just stood there and let her do it.
"Get dressed," she commanded, wrapping her robe tightly around her and tying the sash again. I hated seeing that beautiful body disappear from sight.
I grabbed my clothes and started dressing.
"Here... I have something for you." She stepped into the kitchen for a moment as I finished dressing. When she came back out she had a sandwich bag in her hand with four homemade cookies inside it. "These are for you."
I grabbed her panties off the table and tried to hand them to her, but she wouldn't take them.
"They're for you, too. A present from your Mistress."
"Thank you, Mistress," I smiled weakly. I didn't get the orgasm I wanted but at least I got her panties. That was something.
"Now... go back to your dorm. I'll see you next week."
She walked me to the door and opened it for me. I walked out, almost feeling dazed and confused. I sat in my car for a few minutes, just looking at the front door, wondering if I should knock on it again. But, she gave me the rules. I was going to have to wait for another week.



*****
Before I knew it, a month had passed and I'd visited her four times. Each time, she released me from my cock cage, teased me, and stroked me only to ruin every orgasm. My need for real release was really starting to get to me. I had so much pent up energy and felt like everything was so crystal clear. Crystal clear and raw. It was like I was seeing everything anew.
On Tuesday afternoon, done with my classes, I just needed to do... something. So I decided to walk around campus, explore a little bit to burn off some energy. I found myself in front of one building that I'd never visited before. The Law Library.
I'd never had a need to go in there before, but felt that since I paid tuition, in a sense I was paying for it. So... I thought... I might as well just check it out. When I went in the front door, I glanced around quickly. It seemed like a normal library, with a desk off to my right, some shelves and tables, with a few students dotted around. A stairwell off to the left, led to higher floors.
And then I saw... her. She did look very different, I have to say... but I recognized her. She was sitting behind the desk with another woman, wearing a white blouse... and her hair was down, flowing over her shoulders. She had glasses on, too, that alone gave her a very different look.
I was stunned and stood in the doorway a little too long, just looking at her. When I moved inside, I slowly walked towards the desk, not trying to hide myself or anything. She was looking down at the computer screen when... something caught her eye and she looked up... right at me.
I could see her expression change the moment she saw me. It was not what I expected. It was a mixture of fear and disbelief. But then I realized, she'd probably been working here for years, carefully picking her slaves from the students so that she would never actually encounter them in real life. Until I stumbled in.
I saw her turn towards her work mate and whisper something brief, then she stood. She gave me a look and slightly turned her head, telling me to follow her back into the stacks. I followed her lead, letting her stay twenty feet in front of me as she led me up the first set of stairs and then to the back of the floor where a couple study rooms were located. She briefly knocked on one, then opened the door. Finding it empty, she waved me in, indicating for me to hurry.
I passed by her, quickly walking into the room, and turned as she closed the door.
"Look, we need to talk," she said, moving toward me until she stood directly in front of me. I never noticed before, but without her high heels, I was taller than her. "The situation you've got going on right now has got to stop."
"What did I do?"
"This place has nothing to do with you," she said. "This is my job. If you don't respect this as my boundary, I'm going to have to quit and move. I don't want this all to be ruined. So... please... just handle your shit, leave, and never come back in here."
"But... it's just a campus library," I said. "And I'm a student. What's the big deal?"
"Because of the way you look at me. If you keep coming in, everyone will be able to tell that there's something up and I don't want to get in trouble," she said, hoping to get across how serious this was. "I understand, I'm not a regular woman with you. I'm a crazy hot woman. I know it. And I know it's really difficult for boys your age to handle themselves around me. Look... I'm just used to it by now, ok?"
"I... I just..." I started to say... started to come up with some excuse to see her again, like this. I liked knowing her secret. It was like there was something very special between us.
"That cock cage is driving you crazy isn't it?" she asked. "And just the thought of my big, beautiful titties and your inability to jack off is driving you insane. And, right now, you don't want to just leave. I'm your ticket to satisfaction and relief. But I can't handle my two lives coming together like this. We need to get rid of the problem, right now, and have you get out of here. Do you understand?"
"No... what are you saying?"
"I'm saying, we need to jerk your cock," she said. "Right here. Right now. Otherwise, it's going to continue to be a problem."
"Here? In the library?"
"Yes," she said. "Of course. Look. We can do this quickly and quietly, ok? Take off your clothes."
I looked at her, stunned. "Take off my clothes? We're in the middle of the library."
"I don't care," she said, sounding frustrated. "I said take them off."
"You're... you're crazy," I said, pulling my t-shirt off over my head.
"Take... them... off."
In seconds, I'd pulled my pants off and tossed them aside. All I was wearing was my cock cage... and my socks. "There."
"Lay down."
"Lay down?" I asked, looking around me. "On the floor?"
"No, the table," she said, sounding even more frustrated. "Oh my gosh. Do I have to continually repeat myself? Do as I say, when I say, or just leave and never come back."
I crawled up onto the smooth, cold, white oak table and sat.
"Do you think I'm going to make this easy for you?" she asked.
"No."
"You know... there is so much to explore," she said, moving until she was standing in front of me, her hand stroking my abdomen and thighs around my cock. "It would be a shame if this had to end. That's a raging hard cock in there. That's a problem."
I groaned as I felt her fingers touching, probing inside the cock cage. I was definitely feeling the pain of my erection. God, no matter what I did, she knew just how to make me hard.
"I know... I know... it's difficult to think when your dick is so hard," she said. "And you just want to stroke it. Then you see some hot babe and you just want to fuck, don't you? It's so... primal."
She reached up to her neck and pulled a chain over her head. There were several small keys on it this time and she rustled through them until she found the one she wanted. Then she slid it into the lock of my cage and opened it. She took the two parts off and set them on one of the chairs.
"Look... look here," she said. "You're free."
We both looked down and my cock seemed to spring to life, seemed to grow bigger and bigger right before our eyes. And free, it grew bigger than I ever remember seeing it. I groaned with relief.
"Oh wow... look at it grow!" she cheered. "You like that? Yeah... makes you want to stroke it doesn't it?"
I nodded. "Yeah, it does," I admitted. I truly wanted to stroke it. I truly wanted to have an orgasm again... one that wasn't ruined.
"I thought so," she smiled. "But... I'm going to do that. Not you."
"You're going to jerk me off in here?"
"Yes, that's exactly what I'm going to do," she nodded, taking a firm grip of my shaft. "And you're going to lay back and accept it."
I lay back on the table, feeling the cool surface against my skin. She started stroking my shaft and it felt so good. I prayed that I wouldn't be forced to ruin it again.
"Yes... mmm... feel me stroke your cock," she said, slowly stroking me, her hand moving up and down my length. God it felt so good and I groaned.
"Oh my God!"
"That's right sweetheart, I'm going nice and slow," she said. "And squeezing it so firmly."
"Oh... please."
She smiled, knowing exactly what she was doing to me. She'd done it so many times already. "Mmhmm. Just like that."
She brought her free hand up and started unbuttoning her blouse. "I know what'll help." She unbuttoned all the way down, then pulled her blouse open to show me her bra-covered breasts. Her bra was white and frilly, very sexy on her. "Don't be shy. Look at me. Look right here. Look at my titties."
My eyes were glued to her breasts. I only wished they were bare.
"There," she smiled. I'm sure she could feel my cock pulse with desire. "Oh... yes. Does it ache?"
"Yes," I whined softly.
She giggled at how excited I was and continued stroking my cock. "Oh, I know. All you can think about is my hot body. I know. This problem follows me where ever I go. Boys like you get boners around me all the time."
"Mmm... stroke it faster now," she said, her hand moving faster. "Up, down, up, down." She saw me watching her tits bounce as her hand moved up and down quickly. She watched me lick my lips with desire. "Yes, you like my titties don't you? Makes you want me to stroke faster and faster. You like that? You like me jerking you off?"
"Yes," I admitted. "I need it, Mistress. Thank you. I need it so bad."
"Oh... I know you do. And our... arrangement... is so very naughty," she smiled. "You know that only I can give you the release you crave. Does that excite you? I think it's very exciting, isn't it? An older woman owning you... owning your... cock. Stroking your rock... hard... cock."
"Oh my God," I moaned.
"Mmm, I have to admit... I like what I see," she said, taking a moment to inspect my cock. "You are so... so... hard. Up, down, up, down. Oh, yeah... stroking it... nice and fast."
She seemed to get lost in my cock for a moment and bent down to bring her face so close... close enough that I could feel her hot breath. Then she shook her head as if to clear it.
"Darn it... this is taking too long," she said, as if realizing how long she'd been gone from the desk. "They're going to catch us if we don't finish this soon. I know what'll help. It'll help if I took my titties out. Like this."
She let go of my cock for a moment, letting it bob freely in the air, moving with every rapid heartbeat, as she pulled her blouse down. Then she reached behind herself and unfastened her bra. In seconds, her bare, perfect tits were exposed to my anxious eyes. It's been nearly a month since I'd seen them last and I still couldn't believe how good they looked.
"Oh, that's exciting right?" she asked, grabbing my shaft and stroking me again, fast. "Yes... that's right. That's making your cock even harder. I saw the way you were looking at me... spying on me. That's very naughty. What were you thinking about? Fucking me?"
I licked my dry lips, wondering what I should say. Of course I was thinking about fucking her. I simply nodded.
She smiled, knowing that was the truth. "You're going to have to learn how to behave yourself around me, now that you know where I work. Starting right now, mister."
I nodded. I'd do anything she wanted, just to stay in a relationship with her, just to be able to see her.
"Do you feel your balls just aching?" she smiled. "Ready to explode? We've gotta get that nasty cum out of you. Don't worry. I won't stop this time. I'm going to give you the orgasm you crave. I'm going to keep stroking it, sweetheart. I'll keep stroking until you cum nice and hard for me. That's right. I'm gonna squeeze all the jizz right out of you."
That was such a relief! God! I was finally going to have the orgasm I needed!
"I'm gonna jerk it nice and fast... jerk it... jerk it," she said, concentrating on her hand rapidly sliding up and down my shaft. "Yeah... just like that. So this is our secret. Just to help you get rid of that boner for now. This is not going to be a regular thing, so you better not get used to it."
I wished it would be a regular thing. I wanted regular orgasms, but I knew that's not what she wanted for me. She wanted to control me. She wanted to control every orgasm. I was only lucky to have one this time.
"Stroking that cock... updownupdownupdown," she said softly, almost as if talking to herself. "Faster. Faster."
Suddenly there was a knock on the door and someone tested the latch. We heard a man's voice on the other side as if he was talking to someone with him.
"Sorry! I'll be out in a few minutes," Mistress yelled, hoping she wouldn't get caught half naked with a young, completely naked student. "Damn it! We're taking way too long. They're going to catch us. Oh... I really need to get that load out of you." She seemed to take a second to think about what else she could do to take me over the edge. "Come on. Here... would this help sweety?" She reached behind herself and unzipped her skirt, letting it fall to the floor and she easily stepped out of it. "What if I take my skirt off? You like that don't you." She smiled when she saw my dumbfounded expression. "Yeah... look at that smile. You definitely do."
Her panties were very sexy, a little white thong that seemed to just barely cover her pussy. I could see the contour of her labia barely hidden behind the thin material.
"I understand young men like you," she continued. "Getting boners all the time. That's it. Updownupdownupdown. Does that feel good? That cock of yours is just throbbing."
Yes, it was and I could feel my orgasm getting closer at this point. Mistress Emmanuelle was almost completely naked... she was only wearing her panties. And they were almost small enough to be non-existent. I wanted what was hidden behind them. I'd seen it before, fleetingly, and now it was so close.
"I have to admit. I like it," she said, smiling up at me. "It's such a big, beautiful cock." My eyes were scanning her body. I could feel my orgasm building very rapidly now... now that I could see her nearly naked body. She smiled at me when she saw that I was really checking her out. "Yeah... just looking at my big titties... makes you horny, right? But... do you want to see more? Huh? Would that help? You want to see my pussy?"
I could feel myself holding my breath in anticipation and desire as she used her free hand to push her panties down onto her thighs, then lower until they fell down her legs. She stepped out of them.
Then, she surprised me by grabbing my hand. "I really need to make you cum. Oh... yeah... stroke you... faster... nice and fast." She pressed my hand against her warm, wet, pussy and I thought for sure I was going to lose my load right then and there. "Oh, you really like that! Yeah, touch my pussy, sweetheart. Go on... now... slide your finger... right... inside me. Don't be shy. I know what you need sweetie. I've been doing this for a long time."
"Oh my God," I moaned as I slid my finger into her pussy, my hand pressing and rubbing against her clit. She was so warm and so wet. I knew she was enjoying this as much as I was. I slowly moved my finger in and out.
"Oh, that cock is so hard... pulsating in my hand," she moaned. "Harder... harder... jerking it harder. Can you feel that throbbing? You're so close, aren't you? Isn't it aching, begging to cum? Maybe it'll be inside me, just like your finger."
"Oh fuck!" I moaned loudly before realizing I needed to keep quiet. I was right there and I remembered what she'd done to me every other time we were in this position. "Please... for the love of God, don't ruin it this time. I beg you."
She shook her head and smiled, reassuring me. "Oh, don't you worry... I want you to cum," she said, with a nasty grin on her face. "I want you to cum all over. We need to get all that jizz out of you. I want to feel your cum explode out of you. Yeah... I want a nice, big, fat, juicy load. Can you feel it building, building... wanting to come out?"
"Oh! Oh!" I moaned with every breath now. God she was going to let it happen this time! I needed it so bad!
"Yeah, it's coming, isn't it?" she asked, her hand moving rapidly up and down my shaft. Her other hand helped again, holding my shaft in the air. "You wanna cum. You wanna cum for me. Yeah... cum for me... cum for me... a nice, big, fat load."
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" I yelled as I started cumming. And just before I ejaculated, she dropped down to my cock and did the unexpected... the unthinkable. She opened her mouth and slid the head inside... and sucked.
"Ohhhh! Ohhhh!" I moaned loudly, watching her face as I sprayed into her mouth again and again.
She moaned, swallowing as fast as she could to keep up with it. It looked to overwhelm her at any second. "Mmhmm... mmhmm... mmhmm." Then... it stopped... and she slowly pulled her mouth free, giving the head a final, hard suck. She stood with her eyes closed as if enjoying my seed, almost as if she were drunk, and swallowed it.
When she finally opened her eyes, they were bright and shining and she was smiling. "Mmm... What a big load young man! What a big fat load! You're such a naughty boy!"
She stroked my cock a little more, squeezing and pulling to drain me completely, letting it ooze out over her hand. Then she brought her hand to her lips and licked that up, too. "Is that better? You feel better?"
I was breathing hard, but smiling. "Oh my God I feel so good."
"I knew you would," she smiled and let my cock go. "I knew all that cum was driving you crazy. We just needed to get it out. It's a very good thing that we did this."
She grabbed her panties and slid them up her legs again, then grabbed and put her skirt on.
"I know it's difficult for young men to be around me, ok?" she said, grabbing the cock cage once more. She brought it to my cock and slowly slipped my balls into it, then squeezed my now-deflated shaft into it. "But we need to keep our special social life away from my job. You understand that, right?"
"Yeah," I said, not exactly understanding, but I'd abide by her wishes. I kicked my legs off the table and stood, bending down to grab my jeans, and started getting dressed.
She was finishing buttoning up her blouse. "Now that we got that all sorted out and we got everything handled, you need to head back to your dorm. Ok?"
"Ok, Mistress."
She smiled "You're a very nice young man. I'll see you on Saturday night. Now... thank your Mistress," she said, turning her cheek toward me.
"Thank you, Mistress," I said and kissed her on the cheek.
"Before you go... and this is very serious," she said, putting her hand on both sides of my head and staring me straight in the eye. "Promise not to tell a soul that you saw me here."
"I... I promise, Mistress."
"If you keep your promise, I promise you'll have another wonderful orgasm on Saturday," she smiled.
I smiled, unable to believe that she was going to give me another orgasm! It was too much to hope for! "Thank you, Mistress." I walked to the door and opened it. Two older students were on the other side, holding handfuls of books, waiting to come in. "I'm sorry. We got caught up... in our discussion," I said.
We all stepped aside as Mistress walked by. "Boys," she said, and all eyes were on her as she walked to the steps and down.
"Damn!" one said, before the other led him into the room and closed the door.
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Blackmail to Desire, Part 2
After going to the breakfast buffet offered by the hotel, we again dressed in our swimsuits and hit the beach. The weather was incredible and laying out in the sand was good. I started flirting with Abigail a bit and we quickly decided to go into the ocean to be more alone, if that makes any sense.
Above the surface of the light waves, we might have seemed like just two happy people swimming around, but below the surface our hands were playing, touching each other inappropriately. I knew Melissa was watching us from the beach, but we hid as much as we could from her.
At one point, I pulled Abigail to me from behind, and cupped her breasts below the water, playing with her nipples. She was squirming and her ass was wiggling against my cock, getting me so hard. Then I turned her more sideways, both to keep her off my cock, and to give me access to her ass. While one hand held her hip against me, the other slid underneath her bikini bottoms from the rear, my fingers moving towards her pussy.
She giggled for a moment, and tried to swim away to continue our teasing, but I held her tightly. My fingertips teased her asshole for a moment, making her giggle and moan at the pleasurable sensation, but then moved farther forward, pressing against her molten pussy.
"Fuck," she hissed. "You really know how to press my buttons, don't you," she giggled.
"That I do," I said, laughing. "Like, what's this button do?" I slid my finger against her clit, moving the hard, little nub in a circle.
She moaned sharply and moved her hips to both help me touch her and to get away from the overwhelming sensation. But my hand held her tightly, giving her no way to avoid the orgasm I was going to give her. She wrapped her arm around my shoulders, holding tightly and closing her eyes as the pleasure grew and grew until it completely overwhelmed her.
She squealed loudly as she came, her body shaking violently. I had trouble holding her but then just let go to let her recover. She swam slightly away from me, panting, and then turned back towards me, sliding her arms around me and kissing me hard.
"God, you make me so horny," she said, the waves lapping around us, keeping anyone from hearing us. "But I need your dick inside me. Please, baby!" She was needy. Very needy. I expected it and under any other circumstances I would have fucked her right then and there. But I did promise her mother. And I knew having them both would be far more pleasurable.
*****
We went back up to our rooms in the middle of the afternoon, a bit worn out from the sun, sand, and surf. We were going to get cleaned up and rest a bit before going out to dinner. I smiled deviously at Melissa as Abi and I unlocked our door and Abi slipped inside. Melissa glared back at me.
"Don't you dare," she whispered threateningly.
"I'm trying," I laughed softly. "But it's not easy when she's so hot for it. I'm telling you, she's begging."
She put her finger up menacingly and glared again. I knew she didn't want me to fuck her daughter... that was part of our little contract. But I also told her that she was going to have to be a substitute. She had a choice. I was going to fuck one of them during this vacation.
I entered our room and closed the door behind me. Abi was sitting on the side of the bed, waiting for me. "Can I baby?" she asked, reaching behind herself and tugging on the strings to her bikini top, letting it practically fall from her body. She reached for me as I got within range, her hand first touching my stomach, then quickly moving down the front of my swim trunks to feel my hard shaft.
Her fingers wrapped around it, as best she could and stroked it. "Maybe I can taste it," she suggested. "Start by giving you a hand job, nice and fast like that." It wasn't easy for her to stroke my cock through my swim trunks so she used her free hand to tug them down and free my shaft.
"I need cock," she moaned, seeing my hard shaft in her hand, the head so red and swollen. I was definitely ready to give her a load. "I need your cock, baby. I can feel you stiffening in my hand. I can feel your balls aching, so full of all that cum. All for me. My sweet, little, tight pussy is so hungry."
"Not yet, baby," I said, grabbing her wrist and pulling her hand from my cock before she went too far. Only seconds more and I'd let her suck on me and fuck her face raw. But I thought making her more desperate for cock and making Melissa service my cock to keep me happy, would benefit us all in the long run.
She whimpered and pouted as I leaned down and kissed her. My hands grabbed the strings holding on her bikini bottoms and I tugged on them, untying her suit. Then I pulled them from her, tossing them aside.
"You can't have my cock just yet," I told her. "But I desperately want to eat your pussy. How's that instead?"
She pouted a little more, but them gave me a little smile when I put a finger under her chin and directed her mouth to mine for another kiss.
"It's not the same," she said.
"It's what I tell you it is," I said. "You'll do as I say. Lay back."
She lay back on the bed as I knelt on the floor and I wrapped my arms under her knees to pull her more towards me. Then I kissed her thigh a few times, taking a little time to tease her before I slid my mouth over her pussy and started licking.
"Mmmm, that's good. That's so good," I moaned, sliding my tongue deep inside her before flicking it over her clit.
"How do I taste?" she asked.
"Oh, baby," I said, looking up at her. "You taste really good. I could just eat you all night."
"Do you like licking my pussy?"
"Mmhmm... there's nothing better in the world," I smiled. I licked two fingers and slipped them inside her pussy, fingering her for a moment. "Maybe we'll have to find a pussy for you to lick, so you can see what it's like."
She dropped her head back onto the bed with a moan. I wasn't sure if that excited her or not. I grabbed her legs tightly as I licked faster, making her writhe below me on the bed. "Ooh yes... fuck. Lick my pussy, baby! That feels so good. Oh my God, yes, yes!"
I growled into her pussy, eating her ravenously. I wanted her to get right on the edge of cumming hard for me.
"Oh my God!" she moaned. "Oh my God! I love how you lick my pussy. Oh! Fuck!"
I paused my licking a moment, teasing her, while my fingers slowly probed inside her pussy. I wanted her to feel me touching every part of her. "Your pussy is so tight baby. I can't wait to take it."
As I resumed licking, flicking my tongue back and forth across her clit she started moaning with every breath, getting louder and louder. "Baby!" she moaned loudly, bringing her head up to look at me again. "Oh!"
Then I pulled my mouth and hand free. She whimpered at the lost contact, at the lost orgasm. She was blinking rapidly, trying to process what has just happened as her hips rocked up towards me, trying to restore the contact, trying to get her orgasm back.
"Let's get you tied down again," I smiled as I stood and moved to one corner of the bed. I took her very limp arm and put it into the cuff that was attached to the end of a nylon band that ran under the bed. I pressed the Velcro together, making it snug. I then moved to her other three limbs, binding her solidly to the bed, spread eagle.
"Please Ryan... please!" she begged. "Please fuck me. I need you."
"You know the rules, baby," I said. "But I will. Right now, I want to have a little more fun with you before you take a nap."
I walked to my side of the bed and reached into my suitcase, pulling out a wand vibrator and a small bottle of massage oil. I sat next to her on the bed while she watched me, helpless.
"Do you need a gag?" I asked, wondering if she'd be able to control her screaming.
She shook her head. "No... I'll be quiet."
"You sure? I don't want half the hotel banging on the door trying to get in to save you. Or your mom."
She nodded. "I'm sure."
I smiled. "Ok." She knew I loved to hear her begging and moaning for me and that it was so much sweeter without the gag. I grabbed the bottle of oil and drizzled it onto her chest and stomach, then used my hand to slowly rub it around her flesh, coating it. I took a few seconds to admire her breasts, cupping and squeezing each one, pinching and pulling her nipples while she moaned below me, just watching me.
I drizzled a little more oil on her stomach and slid my hand onto it, covering her stomach with it and slowly moving down to the top of each thigh and then, finally, her pussy. I cupped her warm wetness with my hand, roughly teasing her clit by rubbing it, then sliding two fingers inside her. Oh, she was definitely ready for penetration.
I smiled at her as I raised the vibrator into the air and turned it on. The sound filled the room and she almost moaned before I even set it against her pussy. I pressed the bulbous head of the wand low against her labia, almost as if trying to push it inside her, and she moaned and panted excitedly.
"You want to do what I want, right?" I asked, watching her writhe as the vibrator did its work.
"Yes!" she said, nodding rapidly.
"You like what I do to you?"
"Yes... you make me feel so good." Her brow furrowed as if she was scared I was going to deny her orgasm again. She was getting desperate.
"You like this?"
"Yes... I do!" she moaned.
I pinch her nipples and slapped her tits for a moment, enjoying how she mewled for me. "Are you going to cum for me?"
"Only when you let me, Sir," she panted, sounding desperate. "Only when you let me."
"That's a good answer." I leaned down and kissed her, sliding my tongue deep into her mouth for a moment, feeling her panting breaths in my mouth. "Oh, you're so pretty. You're so pretty when you can't move." I reached down and slid my thumb back and forth across her clit, still holding the wand below my hand. "You don't mind if I touch you here, do you?"
"No Sir."
"You love this, don't you?"
"Yes," she panted, nodding.
"'Cause you're a slut," I said, moving my face closer to hers. "You're... a... slut."
She nodded rapidly. "I'm your slut."
I slipped my thumb back and forth across her clit faster, making her arch her pussy up to me. "This is what you want?"
"Yes!" she moaned loudly. "Please!"
"Tell me... what are you?"
"I'm a fucking, dirty slut," she quickly answered, loudly.
"Yeah? You're a slut?"
"Yes... I'm your slut."
I moved the head of the wand up to her clit, pressing it against her sensitive, little nub. "Does this feel good? This feels good?"
"Yes!" she practically yelled as she forcefully exhaled.
"This is what you want, right? To be treated like my slut?"
"Yes! Oh please... oh please," she begged. "I want to cum please!"
"Wow... you're such a horny slut," I said. "Your pussy must be so ready to cum by now."
"Yes... oh... please don't stop... I love it."
"You like how I make your pussy so wet, don't you?"
"I do. I love it. You make my pussy so wet."
I pulled the wand away for a moment and she whimpered, denied her orgasm again. Her body was burning with need and desire.
"You're so bad," I said. I pinched her nipple between my forefinger and thumb and pulled it, pulling it away from her body.
"Fuck!" she moaned, smiling. "I love when you pull on my nipples like that. I fucking love it."
"Yeah?"
"Yes... yes... Ow, oh my God!"
"Does it hurt?" I asked.
She nodded, still smiling in her pain and pleasure. "Uh huh! Oh my God."
I moved to the other breast and pinched that nipple the same way, pulling it just as hard. "How about this one? You like that?"
"Yes!" she exhaled sharply, breathing hard. "Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!"
I release her nipples and slapped her breasts for a moment, then moved down and settled between her spread legs. Her pussy was so swollen, drooling with her fluids. I grabbed her labia with both hands, pulling her pussy open and inspecting the wet, pink flesh inside. Then I licked my thumb again and used it to tease her clit, circling it slowly. Abi groaned at the contact because, even though it felt good, it wasn't enough to let her cum.
"There you go... this is good... this is what you want, right?"
"Oh yes, that feels so fucking good! But..."
"Look how wet you are." I pushed two fingers into her pussy and fingered her hard and fast. Sloshing sounds from her wetness filled the room. "Oh my gosh! Wow... someone's excited."
I lifted the wand up so she could see it and slowly moved it back onto her pussy, just barely touching her swollen flesh.
"Please! Please!" she begged and tried to roll her hips up into the wand for more contact, but I kept it just a little out of reach.
"This is good, right?"
"Yes! I want it so bad!" she groaned.
I pressed the wand against her clit and let it vibrate there a moment. She moaned in delight, feeling the pleasure course through her body, feeling her orgasm get closer and closer, then I pulled it away.
"Oh my God!" she protested, squirming and writhing on the bed in front of me. "Please! I need to cum so bad!" Her pussy was convulsing, making even more fluid leak from it.
"You'll cum when I want you to and no sooner."
"Please!" she begged.
"What will you give me if I let you cum?" I asked, holding the wand against her thigh.
She giggled as it tickled her. "Whatever you want. Please."
I thought about it a moment. "Make an offer."
"I'll... I'll let you use my holes and do whatever you want to me. Just.. please!" She moved her hips to try and bring her pussy to the vibrator, but it was no use.
"But I already do that," I said, trying to sound disappointed at her answer. "What about... what if I let my friends use you?"
She nodded her head and quickly agreed. "Yes! Please! I'll be your whore. I'll fuck every single person you tell me to. I promise, I'll be the biggest whore for you. Just let me cum! Oh my God."
I smiled, bringing the wand a little closer, letting it just barely touch her labia. "Well, it just so happens that I have someone in mind. Your own mother of all people has developed a... sexual... interest in you. What do you think of that?"
She thought about it for a moment, obviously concerned with the taboo nature of it and obviously not sure if she would or could be able to do such a thing. "I... I don't know, Sir... I don't know." I pressed the vibrator harder against her pussy, letting her get a much better feel for it without letting her have it all. "Oh my God," she trembled. "Please!"
"You did say anyone... will you let her eat your pussy?"
"Yes Sir!" she agreed quickly. "Yes, yes, yes! I will. I will."
"You will what?" I teased.
"I'll let her eat my pussy, Sir," she groaned.
I moved the wand to her clit, just lightly touching it.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" she panted in excitement. She was getting so close.
"Who?"
"Fuck! I'll let my mom eat my pussy!"
I smiled. Yeah... this was fun. "Will you eat her pussy, too? Maybe let her... fuck you?"
"Yes! Any time you want! Any time you want!" she nearly screamed.
"Well... I like the sound of that," I said and pressed the wand hard against her pussy, letting the full force of the vibrations rock her body. "So, I'll tell you what... after she fucks your pretty pussy with a strap-on... I'll fuck you... over and over and over. What do you think of that?"
"I love it, Sir!" she panted, squirming as the vibrator took her over the edge. "I love it! Please, let me... cuuuuuuum!" And in seconds, she was cumming, her juices gushing out over the vibrator and my hand as her back arched into the air, squirting me in the face a little in the process.
I held the vibrator against her body until I knew she couldn't take any more, then pulled it away. I stroked one thigh while I kissed and licked the other. "Just two more, baby, and then you can sleep."
*****
An hour before we left to go out for dinner, I opened the adjoining door to Melissa's room and slipped inside, leaving Abi sleeping in our own bed. She was sleeping really deeply, naked under the sheet. I almost felt guilty for having to wake her up in just a little bit to go to dinner. She'd had some really good orgasms and I knew she was pretty wiped out.
I could hear water running in the bathroom. Melissa was obviously getting ready, so I hopped up onto the bed. In just a few moments she walked out, surprised to see me.
"Ryan? What are you doing in here?" she asked, stopping mid-stride, obviously not very happy to see me. "You know you're not wanted here."
I acted hurt by her words. "Oh... don't hurt my feelings like that."
"What are you doing in here?"
"I got bored," I said, smiling smugly.
"Go to the beach. Go to the pool. Go... I don't know, jerk yourself off," she said.
"But you do it so much better," I smiled. She glared at me again, with that glare only mom's have. "Actually, I uh, I do want you to come over here and put your pretty little mouth on my big dick."
She shook her head and then cocked it to the side, as if I was crazy. "I'm not going to suck your cock."
I propped two pillows behind me and leaned back against the headboard, folding my hands on my stomach. "Well the way I see it, you can suck it now, or your daughter can. She's been telling me she wants to try to deepthroat it. Maybe I should let her, I don't know. So... I don't know how that sounds to you, but it sounds pretty damn good to me."
"I'm getting really sick of your attitude," she growled.
I smiled. "Think of it this way, once this trip is over, you're done with me."
"You're right, I'm never going to have to deal with you again," she spat. "I'd rather have your cock in my mouth than in my daughter's. Let's just get this over with." She started walking towards the bed, crawling up onto it as I got myself comfortable.
"Ok." I started unfastening my shorts and let her help slide them off my legs, tossing them aside.
My cock was already hard as she wrapped her fingers around my shaft and began sliding it up and down it's length. "You said I gave a pretty good hand job, why don't you just sit back and just enjoy this."
I laughed. "Well, I am going to enjoy this. But I'm also going to enjoy your pretty little lips wrapped around my dick."
She looked at me, disgusted. She'd obviously hoped that I would be good enough with the hand job. "Fine. Let's just get this over with."
She started to bend down to slide my dick into her mouth when I suddenly stopped her. "Wait... wait... just missing one little thing."
She stopped and looked at me, upset at this whole arrangement, let alone the changes I kept making to it. "What, Ryan?"
I smiled, looking at her breasts through her thin, flowery shirt. "Better pull those titties out, too. Obviously you're proud of them. You're not even wearing a bra."
She exhaled, knowing that I held all the cards. She was going to have to relent if her daughter was going to get through this week untouched by me. She slid her shirt over her head, tossed it aside, and began stroking my shaft again. Then she bent down and sucked the head into her mouth.
"Ah, yeah, that's just what I needed right there," I moaned softly. "I mean, let's be honest. You knew you were gonna end up with my dick in your mouth sooner or later didn't you?"
She released my cock from her mouth and glared at me. "No. I wasn't going to have anyone's dick in my mouth on this trip."
"But I know you really want to," I smiled at her. "It's been so long, hasn't it? What? Two years? Good thing I'm keeping you occupied. Ah yeah... you're very good at sucking dick. You're doing such a good job."
"Fuck you," she said, stroking my cock and putting it back into her mouth, sucking gently.
I shook my head. "Such a bad attitude to have." I reached down and pushed her hair out of her face, away from her mouth, then ran my fingers through her hair.



Melissa's hand was stroking my cock while she sucked on it and I was really getting hard. "Doing such a good job," I praised her. "Oh yeah... love that cock. Ahh... keep sucking that dick. Guess what else you get to do soon?"
"What?" she asked, only letting my cock out of her mouth for a second before sliding me back inside again.
I smiled, smugly. "You get to have my cum in your mouth."
She glared at me, but softer this time. I had the impression that that might be what she wanted, too. "Why don't you just cum on my face?"
Her offer was good. I did enjoying seeing my cum spray all over her face. "No," I said, shaking my head. "I think I want to cum in your mouth this time."
"Why don't you cum on my tits?"
"No, I want you to swallow my fucking cum," I said. "Who knows, you might even like it."
"I won't, but... fine," she said. She wasn't too happy it about it, at least in some sense. But was really wondering if this was all getting to her and if she was starting to enjoy it.
Her hand stroked faster up and down my shaft, trying to drive me to my orgasm quickly. Her face betrayed her excitement and desire to see me cum.
"Damn that feels good," I moaned almost feeling overwhelmed. "Yeah, yeah. Keep it up. So... close..."
Suddenly I started cumming and she quickly slid me into her mouth. "Oh! Oh God! Unh! Unh! Unh!" I felt every spray gush into her waiting mouth. She was damn good at sucking cock, that's for sure. "Oh yeah, that's good," I smiled as she stroked me a little longer, focused on pulling all of my cum out of me. I smiled and scooted off the bed and grabbed my shorts. "Well, you saved your daughter from my dick for another day. But I might need a little... bedtime snack, you know... just to be sure."
"Great," she said, not sounding happy at all. "I gotta get ready. We need to go to dinner. Can you please leave?"
"To help keep all this from your daughter," I said, "maybe you should ask me to come over, you know, before bedtime... to help you."
"Seriously?" she asked, sounding disgusted. "You want me to ask you to come over to... to suck your cock?"
"Well, I mean, it's up to you. Someone's going to suck my cock... either you... or Abi. I always cum before bed. But... I'll let you decide. I'll see you in just a little bit for dinner," I smiled, then slipped back into my own hotel room. It was time to wake Abi up and let her get ready as well.
*****
After dinner, we drove up to the volcano in the center of the Big Island to get a really high-up look at the dark sky. The moon was almost new, so there was no light around to block us from seeing the full glory of the heavens. We sat on the car on the side of the road, just quietly looking up. There were more stars dotting the night sky than I'd ever seen before.
It was after midnight by the time we got back to our hotel and as we were walking in the doors, Melissa stopped me.
"Hey, um, Ryan," she said just loud enough for Abi to hear just inside the door, "can you... um... can you come to my room for a minute. I need to talk to you about something."
"Sure, Melissa. I'll be over in a minute," I said, smiling. I knew just what she was wanting to do. She was putty in my hands and it was getting easier and easier to persuade her.
Melissa walked into her room, looking a little embarrassed, and I closed our door behind me. Abi was starting to undress, getting ready to put on her almost-nonexistent pajamas for the night. I have to say that the frilly, little top with spaghetti straps and extremely loose shorts, both with such thin material, gave me lots of accessibility.
"You sure are having a lot of private conversations with my mother," she said, tossing her panties aside and putting on her shorts.
"She's having a rough time of it... you know... the divorce... us being here together. And, frankly, I think she's really starting to take a shine to the idea of having sex with you."
Abi stopped just as she pulled down the covers. "Really?"
I nodded. "Yeah... really."
"I thought you were just playing some sort of perv role or something earlier."
"No... I'm perfectly serious," I said. "And I'm standing by my word... as soon as she fucks you... I'll fuck you. But she has to be first."
Abi slid into bed and adjusted the pillow behind her head. She looked a bit disappointed. "I don't know. I just don't see it happening."
I laughed. "Oh... it'll happen. Before the end of our vacation."
Abi grabbed her phone and started looking at her social media pages as I opened the adjoining door to Melissa's room. "Knock, knock."
"Hey, Ryan," Melissa said. She was sitting on the side of the bed, watching me come inside.
"Melissa... what can I help you with tonight?" I asked for Abi's benefit as I closed the door behind me.
Silently, she stood and took her shirt off, without me even asking. She hadn't worn a bra again, much to my pleasure, and gave me a wonderful view of her breasts as she just stood in front of me, waiting.
"I like the look of that," I laughed softly. "Have I mentioned that you have really nice tits."
"Yeah... I think you mentioned it." She was a little snarky, but her tone was definitely milder. I had the feeling she was actually enjoying our little game.
"Well... I just wanted to mention it again." I reached out to take her hand and she put hers in mine. "Why don't you kneel here," I said, indicating the floor in front of me.
"Ok... right here?" she asked as she dropped to her knees. She looked up at me, her face inches from my groin. It was an extremely sexy, submissive position for her, and she so willingly assumed it.
"Yeah... just like that," I smiled. I licked my lips, anxious to feel her mouth on me again. "Go on... don't be shy. It's not like you haven't done this before."
"Seriously... you have to bring that up?" She sounded a little upset... but much less than before. She reached for the front of my shorts and unfastened them, pushing them down and off my legs. My hard cock sprang out, bouncing in the air in front of her face. "Wow... this is..." She took my shaft in her hand and stroked it as her mouth slid over the head. She sucked it, swirling her tongue underneath the head as she slowly stroked the shaft below.
"Mmm," she moaned, enjoying what she was doing to me... enjoying my cock.
"Oh yeah... there you go," I moaned, stroking her head and pushing her hair out of the way.
"Oh my God, I can't believe I'm doing this," she said before sliding it back into her hot, wet mouth.
"I can't believe you're enjoying it as much as you are," I laughed softly.
She couldn't even look up at me, probably because I'd see the lying on her face. "I'm not enjoying it."
"Oh... you are," I laughed again. "You just won't admit it."
"Fuck you," she said softly, her hand stroking a little faster. "Just... be a nice boy for once."
"That wouldn't be near as fun," I said.
She held my cock high, stroking it, as her mouth dropped to my balls kissing and licking them, taking each one into her mouth in turn. "These are pretty too," she whispered.
"Oh!" I groaned loudly. I was feeling my orgasm coming fast.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm..."
"Oh shit." I grabbed her head with both hands and held it still as I rocked my hips, driving my cock into her mouth over and over again. "Jeez that's good."
When I let her go, she started bobbing her head on my cock, taking it deeper and deeper into her mouth.
"Fuck!" I said, feeling the pleasure growing quickly. Her stroking hand and warm wet mouth was driving me crazy.
Suddenly she pushed my cock deep into her mouth as if she was trying to shove it down her throat. But she didn't make it far and came up coughing and gagging, her face red and spit dripped from her chin.
I laughed. "I think you need more practice on that."
"It's been a long time," she said, stroking fast once again.
"I bet. But you can practice any time you want. Mi cock es su cock."
She kept stroking, up and down, her tongue licking around the head as she sucked on that swollen knob.
"Oh fuck that feels good," I moaned, softly cradling her head with one hand. "Oh fuck... I'm getting close."
"Where do you want it?" she asked, almost eagerly, looking up at me. Her hand was stroking fast and I knew it was coming any second now.
"I want it right in your mouth again," I said. "Give you a nice dessert before bedtime."
"Ok," she said, without even protesting, and sealed her lips around the head, as she resumed her licking and stroking.
"Oh fuck... oh fuck." It was happening quickly and she was eagerly helping it along. It really seemed to me like she was enjoying this. She wanted me to cum. And she wanted me to cum down her throat.
Suddenly my cock erupted, shooting gobs of cum into her mouth.
"Oh! Oh!" I moaned, more loudly than I wanted. "Unh! Unh! Unh!"
She was stroking, pulling all the cum out of me, while eagerly sucking and swallowing every drop, her breathing ragged.
And then it was over. Melissa sat back on her heels, swallowing and cleaning whatever bits escaped her mouth.
"Oh, that was good," I said, smiling. "Good girl. You definitely saved your daughter. I'll see you tomorrow."
Then I walked to the door to my room and went through, closing the door behind me. Abi was still on her phone. I undressed and crawled into bed beside her, pulling her into my arms. It was time to give her another orgasm.
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Mistress Emmanuelle, Part 3
After I found where Mistress worked and found that I now held a special secret about her, a secret that I couldn't tell a soul, I became even more obsessed with her. I went back to the library on Wednesday, trying my best to be casual, looking like just another student rather than some kind of stalker. I don't know if she saw me at all, but I watched her from a distance for several hours.
This time, I went later in the afternoon, and watched her collect her things to leave. I followed her to the parking lot and noted the car she was driving: a mid-range BMW. I took a picture of it and made sure to catch the license plate. I had the worst idea ever for tomorrow... I wanted to follow her home and see where she lived.
On Thursday, I stayed out of the library and sat in my car in the parking lot. When she walked out, I ducked down, making sure she couldn't see me, then followed her home. I was right in the fact that the condo where we had our regular meetings was not her home. I was just used for her... sexual adventures.
She lived in a modest, two-story home, probably with three bedrooms and two-and-a-half baths on a little quarter-acre lot in the suburbs. I parked down the street as she pulled into the driveway. I didn't know what I wanted to do now... I mean, I knew where she worked and where she lived. But there was so much more I didn't know about her. Was she married? Was she cheating on her husband with all her sexual exploits? Did she have a family?
Just thinking about all I didn't know about her, made the time pass quickly and before I knew it, it was dark outside. I got out of my car and walked down the sidewalk, trying not to look conspicuous. I walked around her house, noting where the lights were on, noting if I saw anyone else in the house, noting how she parked.
By all appearances, it looked like she lived alone. I stayed until midnight, just watching her through the front window as she read and watched something online. No one else came. No one seemed to call.
I drove back to campus and slipped into my dorm room, excited that I knew so much more about her now. I was definitely addicted to her and... in a way... it felt like I was falling in love with her.
On Friday, I went to the library after classes again, walking in the door in the early afternoon. For the past two days, when I slipped in, Mistress was at the desk, working on the computer or talking with her co-worker. But today, she wasn't there. I grew concerned and found the seat where I'd been the past two days, one that was a bit hidden from her direct line of sight.
In less than ten minutes, though, I suddenly felt a hand brush across my shoulders as someone passed behind me. I looked up and saw that it was Mistress and suddenly felt fear. She noticed me! She started walking up the stairs, looking like she was going to the private study rooms again. With just a quick glance back at me she told me to follow her. So I grabbed my stuff and walked up the stairs, a healthy distance behind her.
When I reached the back of the second floor, one of the study room doors was open and the light was on. I peeked in the door and Mistress was standing inside, waiting for me. When I walked in, she pushed the door closed and faced me.
"What are you doing here?" she asked, sounding angry. But it didn't feel as if she was as angry as she wanted me to believe. "Do you remember where we are? This is my job."
"You... invited me," I said, smiling, spouting off the first thing that hit my brain.
"Invited you?" she asked, almost giggling at the absurdity of it. "That's not what I remember. I remember explicitly telling you to stay away. That's what I remember. You're going to be trouble for me, aren't you?"
"No," I protested. "I won't be trouble. I just..."
"Look. We talked about this," she said. "I'm your hot, sexy mistress and you're my handsome sex slave student. I know you get super horny for me every time you see me. But this is my job."
"I know... I just... I have to see you."
She nodded, still looking upset. "I saw you come in several days this week, even after I told you not to. Look... it's very sweet. I'm so flattered. But I need you to be strong, ok? You need to handle your shit."
"I'm not causing trouble... honest!" I pleaded. "No one suspects anything because there's nothing to suspect."
She shook her head and smiled. "You are so bad... and you're so young. I really should not, under any circumstances, be doing things here in the library. Because... you know how rumors spread through small college towns like this. One young boy caught jerking off to me and the whole town is filled with rumors about how I'm fucking him."
"But I'm not telling anyone anything."
"I know," she said. "It's just that women like me often get into this kind of trouble. Young men love to pay attention to me." She pushed one of the chairs away from the table and stood in front of it, leaning back against the table. She indicated for me to stand in front of her. "You don't want to be a bad boy, do you? You want to be my good boy. Right?"
I nodded as I moved in front of her, her hands immediately moving to my belt. "Right?"
She unfastened my belt and then started unfastening my pants. "You seem to not able to leave me alone. You're too weak." She pushed my pants and my boxers down, letting gravity make them slide down to my knees. My cock was hard and swollen in my cock cage, feeling like it was going to explode at any second. It was getting very uncomfortable.
"You never thought it would go this far." She took the necklace with the keys from her neck and put the correct one in the lock for my cock cage, releasing it. "You found me... and before you knew it... one thing led to another... and now you're completely addicted." She took the cock cage off me, setting the pieces on the table beside her. My cock was raging hard, needing release.
"You spend hours and hours thinking about me... watching me," she said, taking my shaft in her hand and stroking it slowly. "You wonder about me. What I'm like outside of being your Mistress. In fact, you're obsessed with me. And you know you shouldn't be. But at the end of the day, you're just too weak to help it."
She released my cock and leaned back on the table.
"I like that, you know," she smiled at me, predatorily. "I like that weakness. Your obsession with me proves I have so much power over you. And I love it. Oh, you can claim you're innocent... that you're not obsessed. But I know you are. You know you'll never quit me. I have so much power over you and you know it. Embrace it."
"Sit," she said, indicating for me to sit in the chair she'd pushed back. "Stroke your cock for me. Stroke and embrace it. Embrace my power over you. Embrace that you're too weak to live without me."
She started unbuttoning her blouse as I stroked my cock, getting it harder and harder. She tossed her blouse onto the table and then reached back and unfastened her bra, removing it, too.
"Remind yourself how good it feels to watch me... to want me," she said softly, just watching me stroke myself as her hands grabbed her breasts and squeezed them. "I make you feel really good." She pinched her nipples, first one, then the other, and I watched her face contort with pleasure.
"You love the power I have over you," she said. "And I do, too. Keep stroking. Go on. You could stop all this if you wanted to. You could just stop stroking, dress, and leave, never to see me again. But you and I both know that you're too far gone. You can't quit me now. All it takes is just the sight of me and your body desires me to touch it... stroke it."
I could hear her breathing become more excited. She was enjoying watching me stroke my cock for her. She was enjoying emasculating me with her words... and I knew she was right. I was too weak.
"Stroke... that's right... keep stroking," she said, licking her lips. "You're going to cum for me... and it'll feel so good. It always feels so good when you cum for me. You can't stop... I won't let you. You think you're strong enough. But you're not. You're weak. So weak. So... fucking... weak."
She stood again and reached back behind herself, unfastening her skirt as she smiled at me. She knew what I was thinking about as she shed the last of her outer clothing. She stepped out of it and set it on the table beside herself as well. All she had left on now were her white, lace panties.
"Keep stroking," she said, seductively. "That's right. Keep stroking for my perfect body. It feels so good."
She ran her hands over her body, cupping her breasts again and squeezing them, then running them down to slide between her legs. My eyes were glued to her hands.
"You'd love to run your hands over my body, wouldn't you?"
"Yes," I panted.
"Show me how much you love me... keep stroking for me." She laughed as my hand stroked a little faster. My orgasm seemed to be fast approaching. "Oh, I love the power I have over you. And I love how much you need me. You're going to cum for me... again... just like you have in the past. Over and over and over again. Stroke... and stare."
Her hands were still moving over her body, so seductively. She knew just what it was doing to me and she loved it. My mouth felt so dry and I licked my lips as I just watched her... watched her and jerked my cock.
"You love my tits... my ass... my pussy," she said, smiling. "You felt my pussy. Remember how good that felt? How warm and wet it was? Your finger was so deep inside me... thrusting over and over into my pussy. You remember?"
"Yes, Mistress," I panted. "I remember."
"Yeah... keep stroking," she said. "That was my gift to you. And just remembering it is going to make you cum for me. It's going to feel so fucking good to cum for me. And guess what? I'll be the one that gives you that orgasm. I make you feel so good."
"Oh my God," I panted. I was on the verge. It'd been so long since I'd masturbated, since I jerked my cock and came. Every time she jerked me, she ruined it, so I was happy to get to do it all by myself today. God! It was going to feel so good!
"Yeah," she smiled, watching my hand, watching my body respond as the orgasm was just getting ready to explode out of me. "Now, pull your hand away... stop touching!"
When I didn't pull my hand away fast enough, she slapped me.
"Stop touching!" she commanded, yelling at me.
I pulled my hand away, just as I started cumming, but didn't know why. I didn't want to do it. God, I needed to cum so badly! I just... I felt compelled to do it because she told me to.
"Yeah, cum for me... cum for me."
My ruined orgasm erupted from my cock, jetting up into the air and then just oozing out, dribbling down my shaft. She laughed, enjoying the torment it gave me to feel so utterly unsatisfied even as I had an orgasm.
"Yeah... you're so fucking addicted to me," she laughed. She stood and hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties. "Now, take these off of me."
"Ok... ok," I said, panting hard, dropping to my knees in front of her. I took a hold of her panties and pulled them down her legs, then helped her step out of them.
Mistress kicked the chair beside her, pulling it away from the table slightly, and put her foot on it.
"Crawl."
"Crawl to you?" I asked, my head still feeling a little foggy from the ruined orgasm.
"Yes." I crawled on my hands and knees less than two feet to reach her. She grabbed her pussy with both hands, pulling it open for me as I watched with rapt attention.
"Lick," she commanded. "You're going to get me off until I say stop."
I couldn't believe my ears! She wanted me to give her pleasure? This was a moment I couldn't pass up. I had to prove to her that I could do it... I could give her pleasure. I could make her happy. I could give her a wonderful orgasm. I leaned forward and started licking her pussy. She grabbed my head in both hands, directing where and how I was licking.
"Mmm... yes... get in there. Yeah." She moaned and panted, loving what I was doing to her. "Ooh... fuck yeah. Yeah."
She wound her fingers into my hair getting good grab of my head and pushed her hips forward, pushing her pussy harder into my mouth, grinding against my mouth. I could barely breathe, but I kept licking and sucking her pussy.
"If only your friends could see you now, getting me off," she whispered harshly. She was really getting off on humiliating me. "Your cock... all mine, caged... only let out when I want it. Yeah... yeah... oh fuck. You are good with that tongue. Suck on my clit. Yeah, just like that. Fuck yeah... bury that fucking face in there."
She let go of my head and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them and rolling her nipples between her fingers.
"Oooh... yes, yes, yes," she moaned. "Get that fucking pussy all over your face. Fuck, right there. Eat it like you fucking mean it and make me cum. Make me cum. I want you to make me cum."
I sucked and nibbled on her swollen lips, tugging on them, then returned to sucking on her clit. God, I was in heaven.
"Yeah!" she moaned loudly, as if she was almost there. Her body was starting to shake and she seemed to be having a hard time standing on her one leg. "Eat that fucking pussy like that. Oh! Yesyesyesyes! Oh fuck! Right there! Oh my God, I'm cumming!"
Suddenly her pussy was gushing into my mouth and all over my face. It dripped down onto my neck and chest.
"Ohhhhh! Ohhhhh! Ohhhh!" she moaned again and again, louder than she wanted to, as her body was rocked with pleasure. She roughly pushed my head away, making me fall on my butt back onto the floor, and dropped her foot back onto the floor.
She grabbed the back of my head with one hand, entwining her fingers in my hair, and pulled my head back at an awkward angle. Then she bent down to kiss me.
"I want to taste my pussy off your lips," she growled and licked my lips, chin, and cheeks like an animal. "Mmmmm... Tastes sweet, doesn't it?" She release my hair and pushed my head back as if finished with me.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, smiling, licking my own face. I was in heaven. This was the first time I truly gave her pleasure.
Mistress was sighing happily and giggling as she grabbed her clothing and started getting dressed. I grabbed my own clothes, but had to stop and wait for her. When she was finally dressed, she had me stand in front of her as she re-caged my cock.
I wished I didn't have to do that, but I knew this was what my Mistress wanted. And what she wanted, I wanted.
"Ok," she said when I was fully caged. "Get dressed. And get out of here. I'll see you tomorrow night."
I nodded, still smiling, and watched her go to the door and open it.
She paused and looked back at me. "Even though I enjoyed our time here... don't come back here ever again. Ok? Or I will have to stop seeing you. And remember your promise."
"I understand, Mistress," I said softly, still smiling dumbly.
*****
On Saturday, I knocked on the condo door at my appointed time. In a way, I was more excited than normal. Not only did I now see Mistress as more of a real woman, with a real life, a real home, she promised me an orgasm tonight. Granted, I orgasmed every time we were together... but those were ruined... and not much fun at all for me.
Mistress answered the door, dressed as she always was in her long, black, satin robe and high heels. She normally looked incredible... but, for some reason, tonight she looked... really... incredible! I couldn't wait for whatever she had planned for us.
"Come in," she said, stepping back to let me enter. She closed the door behind me. "Take off your clothes."
"Yes, ma'am," I said, pulling my t-shirt over my head and then unfastening my pants and sliding them off as well. In less than a minute I was completely naked.
She pulled a black piece of nylon from her robe pocket and handed it to me. I looked it and found that it was like a ski mask. The eye holes were completely covered, with the mouth and nose open. It was a strange sight.
"Put it on?" I asked, stupidly.
"Yes."
I slid the mask over my head and watched my sight completely disappear. She grabbed it and moved it around, making sure it was on properly and that I couldn't see a thing. Then she knelt in front of me and unlocked my cock cage. I could hear her walk away for a second and place the pieces on the dining room table, before the click, click, click of her steps signaled she was walking back.
I felt her fingers wrap around my shaft, stroke it for just a second, before she started pulling me by it, leading me into the condo. I had the impression we were entering the living room.
"Oh my!" I heard the soft gasp of a woman ahead of me. I was suddenly extremely nervous. I had no idea who she was... and really, had no idea how many other women might be there. I didn't know what was going to happen and, without sight, I didn't have much choice in the matter.
"Don't you just love my slave's cock?" Mistress asked, sounding proud of my body... my erection in particular.
The unknown woman gasped a quick and excited "Yes!"
"Look how big it is!" Mistress gushed. "I told you, right?"
"He is definitely well endowed," the woman said. "Can I... can I touch it?"
"You may," Mistress said, leading me in even further.
Suddenly, I felt a new hand touching my cock, slowly stroking it. It was a soft hand with a tender grip. She seemed unsure of herself and of what she wanted, which was far different than Mistress.
"Do you want to taste it?" Mistress asked, obviously enjoying the woman's thrill.
"Can I?" the woman asked excitedly.
"Go on."
I could just barely hear the woman move to the floor, then felt her breath on my shaft, making it throb.
"Wow... oh geez... that does just look yummy," she gasped, stroking it with her hand.
"Open wide." I could imagine Mistress' smiling face, enjoying the tease.
Then I felt the woman's hot, wet mouth, close on the head of my cock. She slid it deeper, and slid her tongue underneath as she withdrew it again. Again and again, she slid her mouth up and down my shaft, enjoying it.
"Good girl," Mistress complimented her. "Yeah... that's it."
"Oh goodness," the woman gushed, pulling me out of her mouth for a moment, just stroking me. "I never imagined something this big."
"Bigger than you thought it would be?"
"Oh much! Much!" Suddenly the woman slid me into her mouth again, losing me in pleasure. I wasn't very experienced, but I had the impression she wasn't too bad at it. She was certainly keeping me extremely hard and excited.
"Mmm... don't forget about his balls," Mistress suggested.
The woman suddenly pulled off my cock and stroked it. In the slight pause, both women were obviously eyeing my balls.
"Stick out your tongue," Mistress commanded her. Then I felt the woman's tongue press against my balls, flicking over and around them. Then she sucked each into her mouth, gently sucking on them.
"Oh... that's so good," I whimpered.
The woman then pushed me into her mouth again, sucking and sliding me deep inside.
"Yeah... suck that beautiful cock," Mistress encouraged her. "Make him feel good with your mouth."
She was really doing a good job, stroking the bottom half of my shaft and sucking on the top half.
"Yes," Mistress said. Suddenly I felt her almost lose control as she gagged on my cock a bit, her mouth being pushed into me. Each move forced my cock deeper into her mouth.
Mistress seemed happy with the woman's skills. "Yeah... good girl! Suck that big dick. Oh, you can go deep!"
Mistress was right. The woman drove me into the back of her throat and I could feel her start to gag and cough on it, before she pulled off, making Mistress giggle a little.
"You really are a big boy, aren't you?" the woman laughed with her, coughing a little.



"Keep that mouth open," Mistress said and the woman stopped. "Let him fuck your face."
"Go on boy. You know what to do," Mistress commanded. I started pushing my hips forward and back, driving my cock in and out of her mouth. She was barely sucking or closing on it, letting it slide deep with each thrust.
"Yeah, that looks so sexy," Mistress said. I groaned, feeling my balls tighten as my orgasm approached. "He likes that. Does her mouth feel good on your cock, slave?"
"Oh... yes... so good," I panted.
"Wow... you really know how to work that thing," Mistress laughed as the woman started stroking and sucking on my cock, knowing that I was close.
"He's doing me such a favor," the woman said. "It's the least I can do to help him out beforehand."
I was confused, not understanding what she was talking about. I was doing her a favor? And if this wasn't the favor... what was?
"Enjoy that cock," Mistress said softly. "It looks so pretty deep in your mouth. Look at all that spit all over his cock. You're doing so good. Yeah... nice and slow... in and out. That's it. I want you to do everything I say. Do you understand?"
"Yes," the woman moaned as she pulled my cock free for a second.
"And you be a good boy," she said, smacking me on my arm. "Keep that cock nice and hard for us."
I knew I wasn't going to have any problems keeping hard. The woman was driving me crazy. I only wished I could feel Mistress' mouth on me.
"Wow.. that is so hot," Mistress moaned softly. "I bet you can't wait to ride it."
"I can't!" the woman gushed. "I definitely can't."
"Ok. It's your turn, then," Mistress said and I felt the woman's mouth leave my cock. "I want to see you ride his cock. Take off your clothes."
I heard the woman move, then the rustling of clothes as she was obviously stripping them off.
"Sit on the couch," Mistress told me, grabbing my shaft to guide me exactly where she wanted me. She turned me and I felt the couch against the back of my legs. Then she pushed and I fell back on the couch.
I could barely hear the woman ask, "Now what?"
I could imagine Mistress' face as she commanded this woman, telling her what to do. She enjoyed being in control of everyone around her. "Now... go sit on that cock."
I felt the couch move and the touch of the woman's thighs as she straddled my thighs and moved into my lap. She took a hold of my cock and started sliding the head back and forth on her pussy, teasing herself and making my cock wet with her juices.
"Put it deep inside your pussy," Mistress commanded.
I felt the head slide into her pussy and felt the woman shiver as she slowly slid it deeper and deeper.
"Oh God... it's so big!" she gasped, forcing her hips down on it until I was completely buried inside her. "It's deep... it's really deep in there." The woman seemed to hesitate a moment as she placed her hands on my shoulders. They were shaking lightly. Her pussy was squeezing my cock as if trying to force me back out. She was so tight and I was stretching her open.
"You like his cock?" Mistress asked. She'd walked behind us, her face hovering just over my shoulders.
"Yes... it feels so good," the woman panted as she started moving, sliding me in and out of her pussy. "Oh fuck!"
"You like to get fucked, don't you?"
"Yes," the woman panted.
"Tell me how it feels."
"It feels so... tight," she whispered, grinding her hips into me, sliding me as deep as she could go. "I'm... filled. Your boy has a nice cock. I love it!"
"You're such a good little slut," Mistress hissed. "You like my slaves cock?"
"Oh I fucking love his cock!" The woman started bouncing on my lap, forcing my cock in and out of her pussy. "Yes, yes, yes, I do!"
"Are you having a good time?"
"I'm having a fucking amazing time," the stranger panted excitedly. "Ohhh.... ohhhhh.... Oh my God that feels so good!"
Mistress seemed to be happy with the way things were going, I could hear it in her voice. She was easy to read, once you understood how her emotions played in her tone of voice.
"Yeah, take that fucking cock," Mistress hissed. "Stretch that little pussy wide open."
"Oh! Fuck yes!" the woman panged. She was getting close to her orgasm. Her hips were moving faster now, her body shaking a little as she lost some control. "Fuck that's a big dick. Yes, yes, yes, yes!"
"That's it... that's it... give it to her, slave boy," Mistress moaned in my ear. I was panting a little, and felt my own orgasm welling up inside me.
"His cock feels so fucking good!" the stranger moaned loudly. "Ohhh! Ohhh!"
"Off... get off him," Mistress commanded suddenly, practically dragging the woman off my lap.
"What? Why am I stopping?" she asked, obviously wondering what was going on and wondering why her orgasm was denied her.
"Because I said so," Mistress answered. She wanted to be in control and not give it to this woman. She was going to make sure the woman came only when she wanted her to, and not before.
"Ok... ok," the woman said, calming down. "God, I can't believe you have this big cock around all the time. I bet it's hard to resist, hard not to fuck him all the time. I mean... if this fails today, we can always try again. I'd love to have this cock again."
And then I heard Mistress' mood change, heard the tone change in her voice. "Don't get greedy. I'm doing you a favor." She was upset that the woman was fighting her for control. She was upset that the woman wanted more and more of me.
"I'm sorry," the woman practically laughed. "I could just go all day with a cock like this."
"Well, you don't get all day," Mistress said, obviously upset. I felt her touch my shoulder. "Lay on your back."
I turned slightly and lay on my back on the couch. I was a little nervous, wondering what Mistress was going to make us do next. When she got into a sour mood, she usually brought out her riding crop.
"Sit on his face," she commanded the woman.
"Ok... I can do that." The woman sounded almost eager. She crawled onto the couch, straddling my torso, and crawling higher and higher until her pussy was over my face. I smelled her scent, knowing that I was going to be covered in that scent before the night was through.
"Oh wow," the woman moaned as my tongue slid over and around her pussy, digging deep into her hole. "That's... that's good. Oh yeah... I love it so much. I love it so much."
I was having a difficult time licking this woman. She was obviously feeling a lot of pleasure from my licking and her body was all over the place. And without my eyes, I couldn't tell what I was licking or where to go next. I just had to 'feel' with my tongue and use her body cues as signals.
"Don't get distracted," Mistress said, making sure the woman stayed with what was happening and not lose herself to the pleasure at hand. "You know why you're here."
"Oh my God!" the woman moaned and her hips dropped lower onto me, her pussy grinding against my mouth. "I'm so close."
"Good," Mistress moaned. It sounded like she was moving around the couch, moving behind the woman. "Yeah... I want you to cum for me."
"Oh!" the woman screamed loudly. "OhMyGodOhMyGodOhMyGod! I'm cumming! Fuck, I'm cumming!"
"Cum for me," Mistress yelled at her, demanding to be heard and obeyed.
"Oh my fucking... Goooooooooooood." The woman suddenly came, her juices drenching my face, mouth, and neck.
"Oh yes!" Mistress cheered, happy that the woman had an orgasm.
"Oh... I love it," the woman panted as she came down from her orgasm, getting off me. "It feels so good."
"Get off him," Mistress commanded her and I felt her leave me. Mistress grabbed my hair and pulled me from the couch, too. "Lay on the couch," she told the woman, who obviously complied, but it took a few seconds.
"Now," she said, lightly smacking my face. "Fuck her again. Give her your cum." She helped me kneel onto the couch and move between the woman's spread legs. I felt the woman grab my shaft again as I approached, and helped slide it against her pussy.
"Slide that big fucking dick inside her before I change my mind," Mistress said. It was obvious she was upset, but I wasn't sure why.
"Oh, that feels so good," the woman moaned as I pushed my cock inside her. I lifted my legs onto my chest and put my hands around them for leverage. This made sure I was able to thrust deep and fast.
"Yeah, fuck her good and fast," Mistress said, tapping my ass with her bare hand to encourage me. "I want to watch it going in and out."
"Oh my God!" the woman moaned below me. "I like it... I like it."
"You're such a slut," Mistress spat. "It's been a long time for him. So he's got a lot of pent up frustration to take out on you."
I started thrusting harder into the woman, feeling my body need the orgasm. My hips slammed into her ass again and again and I heard the woman gasp with each thrust as if my cock was pushing the very air out of her lungs.
"Oh, look at that," Mistress gushed. "Now that looks so fucking hot. Does his cock feel good?"
"It feels... so fucking... good," the woman panted as every thrust drove into her. "So... fucking... powerful. Oh, yes, yes, yes... this is... the best cock... ever!"
"I think she likes it," Mistress giggled.
"Thank you... for letting him... fuck me," the woman panted, barely able to breathe. "Uh huh... uh huh... Oh fuck. Oh my God I'm gonna fucking cum again!"
"Take that fucking cock!" Mistress commanded her. "Yes... cum all over that fucking big dick." She slapped my ass with each thrust, trying to make me fuck her friend harder and faster. Then the woman came.
"OhMyGodOhMyGodOhMyGod!" she screamed, her words a blur as her orgasm started overwhelming her.
"That's it... fucking use her slutty little hole."
"Oh! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhh!" Her moans were deep, guttural as I felt her juices gush over my cock and balls this time. Her pussy squeezed my cock, milked it, making it a little difficult for me to continue fucking her, but I just slowed.
"Oh that cock feels so good," the woman panted, out of breath. "Oh my God. I can't wait. I need his seed inside me... deep inside me."
"He's such a lucky boy," Mistress said sarcastically. I'd never heard this side of her before. She was almost being... possessive.
"Don't be greedy," the woman said suddenly. "You know you can have him any time you want."
"Can I now." Mistress sounded angry, but controlled herself. "Here... let me hold your legs back."
I felt the woman's legs leave my chest and leaned more into her, driving my cock even deeper inside her using my body weight. Every thrust into her was getting more forceful as I let gravity drive it.
"Oh yeah," the woman moaned deeply. "So... fucking... deep. I want to feel it spray inside me."
"You're such a slut," Mistress hissed.
"I want your boy's cum. God, I want his cum."
"Yeah?"
"Please give it to me."
Her begging seemed to bring out a different side of Mistress. She was in control again and now had something the woman wanted. "Are you a dirty slut today?"
"Yes, I'm a dirty little slut for you," the woman moaned.
"You want that cum?"
"Yes!" she begged. "I want that cum... please, please, please. Give it to me!"
Mistress grabbed the back of my neck, her face right in front of mine, even though I couldn't see her. "Cum for me," she commanded. "Cum for me. Now!"
"Where do you want it?" I panted, almost unable to control myself any longer. But I needed to know if she was going to move... if she wanted me to cum in her mouth or on her face... or maybe on her stomach.
"Inside her pussy... right where it is," Mistress said flatly.
"Inside of her Mistress?" I questioned. It seemed... wrong.
"Yes!" Mistress said angrily. "Do it! Cum for me! Cum inside this fucking slut."
"Oh shit!" I panted, feeling my orgasm overwhelming me. "Oh shit! I'm... gonna... cum!" Then I felt it let loose and my body shook uncontrollably. My cock was buried deep in her pussy. "Uhhh! Uhhh! Uhhh! Fuck!" I yelled.
"Oh fuck!" the woman panted, sounding especially happy. "That feels so good. You've trained him well. Good boy. He's amazing! I think he filled up my pussy."
"I think so, too," Mistress said, release my neck and moving away from the couch. I pulled out of the woman and sat on the other end of the couch.
"Thank you so much!" the woman gushed. "Thank you for letting me have your boy. That was exactly what I needed."
"You're welcome," Mistress said flatly, definitely not as excited as the woman was. "You can get dressed now."
"Can I... maybe stay a little longer?" the woman asked, playfully, obviously wanting to play more.
"No," Mistress said flatly, emotionless. "We have things to do."
"I can... just... watch..."
Mistress was not wanting anything more to do with this woman tonight. I didn't understand it, but she was obviously upset with her. "Please. No. Not today."
"Ok, ok," the woman capitulated. "Maybe some other time."
"Yes. Some other time."
I heard and could feel the woman get off the couch. Then I heard the rustling of clothes as she got dressed again. Not another word was spoken. In just a few minutes, I heard them both walking away from the couch, moving to what I figured was the front door. I heard it open, then close.
There was the click, click, click of Mistress' high heels on the wood floor as she walked back to me. I felt her grab the hood and take it off, letting me see again.
"Mistress?" I asked, concerned as she casually sat on the couch next to me, her fingertips lightly touching my cock. "I came inside her!"
"Yes you did," she replied simply. "A lot by the looks of it. I think you're saving it up quite nicely by not masturbating during the week."
I was still very confused and scared. "But what if she gets pregnant?"
"That's exactly why she was here," Mistress said, taking a firm grip on my shaft and stroking me again. "She wants to get pregnant. And I hope she gets her wish. I'm not inclined to repeat that."
I didn't understand exactly what had happened, and I figured I never would. But before my time was up, Mistress coaxed another, much smaller orgasm from me by giving me a hand job.
I almost had the impression that Mistress was mad that someone else made me cum... as if that was her job and her job alone. I had the impression she was... jealous.
*****
On Sunday night, Sam and I want to a frat party in order to celebrate some kind of frat birthday or event or something. It sounded like a yearly thing they held. It felt weird to have a party on a Sunday, but we went with the flow. It was nice to have something to help de-stress before starting back with classes on Monday.
I was on a high after the past week that I had. I had several great times with Mistress and felt so much closer to her. Sam and I, not really knowing many people, grabbed our drinks and sat apart from the crowd. It wasn't long before Sam started talking about Mistress.
"How's it been going?" he laughed, obviously getting drunk.
I wasn't one to talk, I was drunk along with him. "Incredible!" I gushed. "She's... wow!"
"I know what you mean," he giggled and took another swig of his beer. We lost count of how many we'd had. Who cared in the long run anyway. We were just going to walk back to our dorms afterwards. It's not like we were driving anywhere. "I wish I could just do more than look at her."
"Yeah..." I giggled stupidly, trying my best not to sound surprised. I'd gone further with her than Sam had and he'd been with her for months longer than me. Knowing that made me feel so much more special. "I... uh... I know a secret."
"A secret?" he asked, leaning closer to me. "About Mistress?"
I looked around to make sure no one else could hear me. I felt a little guilty because of my promise. But Sam was already one of her slaves. I could confide in him, right? "I know where she works... during the day."
"Fuck! Where?" Sam looked so excited to know, too.
*****
The electronic clanging of my alarm clock jolted me awake on Monday morning, making me get up far earlier than I wanted. I turned over and stopped it, then fell back on my pillow again, putting my arm over my face to try and block out the morning sun that streamed in the windows.
Suddenly the memory of last night hit me. "Fuck! What the hell did I do?" I asked no one in particular. I sat up and noticed that my roommate had already left for the morning, thank God.
I sat up and started going through my memory, trying to figure out exactly how much I'd divulged to Sam. God, I'd been so stupid! I could only pray that he'd keep whatever I told him to himself as well. I wondered if I should risk going to the library to tell Mistress, even after she warned me never to go there again.
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Blackmail to Desire, Part 3
The alarm on my phone went off early on Tuesday morning. The sunrise was going to be just before 6am and I wanted... or maybe a better word would be... needed... to be in Melissa's room before that happened. Abi was laying beside me, naked under the covers, her arm draped over me in a loving embrace. I was always difficult to leave her side like this. I would much prefer to wake her by teasing her breasts and pussy, then fuck her to a few orgasms before breakfast.
But this week, that was Melissa's job.
I slid out from under Abi's arm and out of bed. I was naked, too, and walked slowly in the dark towards the door adjoining Melissa's and our hotel rooms. I opened it as quietly as possible and passed through, closing the door quietly behind me. Melissa's room was situated much like ours, just a mirror image. I walked to her bed. I could hear her softly snoring, deep asleep. The room was a bit warm so she was sleeping with just a sheet on.
My eyes were well adjusted to the dark and I could see her outline below me. The curve of her body, was enticing. She was turned away from me, the top leg up with the knee bent, the bottom leg straight out.
I pulled the sheet away a little exposing her ass to me. She was only wearing her G-string panties and I lightly cupped and ran my hand over her ass cheek, keeping my touch light enough to keep her from waking up. She moaned softly as my hand moved between her legs a little and I felt her warm wetness almost begging for my touch. She moaned again as my fingers slid along her labia, pushing her panties aside, and lightly ran over her clit.
I pressed one finger inside, pushing it deep into her wetness, swirling inside her for a moment before pulling it out and using her wetness as a lubricant to play with her clit some more. Then I pushed two inside her and repeated the process. I moved so slowly and lightly, keeping her asleep the whole time. She moaned and I wondered just what her dreams were at that moment.
I grabbed her ass cheek firmly and pried her ass open, exposing her ass and pussy more to me, as I lay on the king-sized bed. Then I leaned in and started licking her. She was so sweet, like her daughter, and I knew she was going to cum so good for me.
I licked over her pussy and sucked one of her lips into my mouth, nibbling on it slightly, then released it before doing the same to the other. I lifted her leg, turning her more to her back as I started licking more fervently, flicking my tongue over her clit.
"Oh..." she moaned, waking up at least a little.
I wrapped my arms around her thighs, holding her in position as I continued licking. Her hips were moving slightly, grinding up and into my mouth as her excitement built.
Then she suddenly started squirming. She just woke up enough to realize what was happening. A part of her wanted to stop me, but the other wanted me to continue.
"What the fuck?" she almost yelled, as she woke up fully and sat up on her hands so she could see what was going on. Our eyes met and I smiled, even if she couldn't see it. "Ryan!"
"Shhh," I said. "Just lay back and shut up." I rose to my knees and grabbed her panties, pulling them off her legs as she fought me, clamping her legs shut. When I tossed them aside, I grabbed her before she squirmed away too far and pulled her hips back towards me, prying her legs open. I dove back into her pussy again, licking it with abandon.
She put a hand on my forehead, at first to push me away, but then grabbed my hair and pulled me more firmly into her pussy. "Oh... oh God." I watched as her hands grabbed her breasts and started teasing her nipples, rolling and tugging on them.
"Uh huh... oh... oh my God," she moaned. "Mmhmm... mmhmm."
She was panting loudly, enjoying my tongue swirling over and around her clit, bringing her closer and closer to orgasm.
"What a yummy pussy mommy has," I moaned between licks.
"Fuck... oh my God... oh my God... oh my God!" She was moaning louder, and panting faster, her orgasm coming fast. She grabbed the sheet in her fists, pulling and tugging on it as her body started shaking. She pushed her hips up into my mouth, doing everything she could to let herself cum.
"Oh my God! Oh my God! Fuck! Oh fuck!" she yelled, panting, as she came, her delicious juices pouring into my mouth as I continued licking and sucking on her. Then I just lay my cheek on her inner thigh and kissed there, licking that tender flesh as I watched her quiver below me.
"Just like that, huh?" she asked, sitting up on her elbows and looking down at me. "What? Are you psycho? That was dirty. You are a dirty, fucking boy, do you know that?"
I smiled. "I do try."
I rose to my knees again and grabbed under his legs, prying them open again as I crawled up between them. My cock was hard and I slid it over her swollen pussy.
"Ryan! What the fuck!" she yelled, squirming, trying to move away from me.
I didn't even pay attention to her as I pushed my cock into her, driving it deep in one thrust.
"What the fuck are you doing?" she yelled. "Get your cock out of my pussy. I'm not playing games with you. Abigail is going to be getting up soon and she's not going to be pleased with how her boyfriend is treating her mother."
I put my hand over her mouth as I started thrusting. "Shut the fuck up."
She tried to speak and moaned a little into my hand as I slowly fucked her.
"I need to fuck... and it's going to either be your daughter or you." I took my hand off her mouth and grabbed her legs, putting the back of her legs against my chest and wrapped my arms around them, holding them there.
"Get off of me!" she yelled. "Ryan! Stop!"
"Oh... fuck," I moaned. "Your pussy is like butter. That's so good."
"Oh my God," she panted, losing her anger. "No... wha... stop that. Is that your whole dick? What if Abigail hears us and comes over?"
"Then you better keep your fucking voice down," I said. "Do you really want Abi to come in and see this? Besides... do you really want me to leave?"
She closed her eyes, not liking either option... of me fucking her... or of me leaving and fucking her daughter. But she knew she had to keep me from fucking Abigail. So she relented.
"Just... hurry the fuck up," she conceded, and stopped squirming.
I started thrusting harder... and faster. The pleasure her pussy was giving me was almost indescribable. My cock was so hard and pushed so deep inside her.
"Oh! Fuck!" she panted, finally giving in to the feelings.
"Oh yeah... your pussy feels so good."
"Oh my God, that is a big, fucking cock," she panted, but started to shake her head. "This isn't right. This isn't right."
"Shh... you and I both know that you want this," I said, my hips slamming into her ass with every thrust. She just closed her eyes, neither confirming or denying what I said.
"Here... turn over," I said, pulling out of her and dropping her legs to the side. "On your knees. Get your hips up... yeah... like that." I positioned her just as I wanted her, with her head down on the mattress, her ass high in the air, her knees spread for me.
I grabbed her hips firmly and slid my cock over and around her ass cheeks, then slid it down the crack of her ass. I passed it over her asshole, rubbing it, gently probing against it as she moaned. Then I slid it lower and it easily pushed right into her pussy.
"Oh fuck. Oh yeah", she moaned as I started thrusting once again. "Give me more... oh yeah... God your cock is so deep inside me."
"Your pussy is so nice," I panted. "You're so fucking wet. I knew you liked this." I slapped first one ass cheek then the other as she moaned below me.
"Oh yeah... right there." Her body was trembling and I held her hips tightly to hold her in place. "Oh God... I'm... oh fuck... I'm cumming again!"
She wailed as she came on my cock, gushing over it, her juices dripping down my balls.
"Fuck! Fuck! Oh, yeah!" she panted as I continued fucking her. Her orgasm was overwhelming her brain and she was filled with pleasure.
"I know you love this," I panted. "Go on... you can fucking admit it."
"I love your cock," she said, almost crying into the mattress. "I admit it... I do. But I don't... I don't like you. I don't like how you treat me or my daughter."
I laughed. "Mmhmm... whatever." I knew the truth. She was just like her daughter. She was a submissive slut that didn't want to admit it. But she loved when a strong man took over and forced pleasure on her.
"Oh, shit!" I panted, my own orgasm starting to overwhelm me. Every move of my hips was more uncontrolled, more shaky. "Oh my God. I fucking love that pussy."
I was struggling to keep my composure, my hands gripping her hips tightly as my body trembled.
It only took a moment for Melissa to realize what was going to happen.
"What are you doing?" she yelled. "No... not inside me! No!" She tried to move away from me but my grip was far too strong.
"Unh! Unh! Unh!" I panted loudly as spray after spray of my cum deposited deep inside her pussy. "Fuck yeah!" I growled, finally getting the orgasm I truly needed. I pulled my cock out of her dripping with my cum.
"Oh my God! Oh my God!" she yelled. "Look at that! I can't believe you just came inside me."
"Don't worry," I laughed softly, so happy after cumming. It felt like it'd been forever. "It'll be our little secret. But you better clean this off before I get cum everywhere."
Melissa spun around and, taking my cock in her hand, started sucking on it, licking all the cum off it.
"You know... your daughter has been really pressuring me to fuck her."
"Stay away from her Ryan," Melissa growled, still licking my shaft. "You promised."
"I'll keep my promise, but I gotta admit, it's getting really hard to," I said. "She knows how to tease my dick just right and get it so fucking hard. But I think that, for now, I'll just fuck you."
Melissa looked at me as she sat back, my cock now clean. She looked part angry... part determined... and part... excited. "Or not fuck anyone," she spat.
"Not likely. But... I think it would be a good idea if... mom... helps take care of her daughter's needs. Otherwise I'm not going to have a choice."
"What am I supposed to do about it?"
"Oh, come on now, I know you haven't been too selective on your partners throughout the years," I said, knowing her secret.
She looked at me with defiance and fear, wondering what exactly I knew. "What does that mean?"
"Please," I said, smiling, knowing that I truly was under her skin. "That means I know you've been with women, too. So, you know... exactly... what to do to keep Abi happy."
Melissa looked at me, shocked and surprised.
*****
After breakfast, we spent the better part of the day again down at the beach. The water, sun, sand... everything was so perfect. We all lay out in the sun, sat under the umbrella to enjoy the surf, and swam in the ocean, enjoying the cool water.
At around 3pm, we were all tired, worn out from all the sun, and decided to take a break before going out to dinner. Tonight we had reservations to a We went back to our rooms, me holding Abi's hand as we walked, much to Melissa's obvious anger.
"Go change into your new harness," I told Abi as I closed the door behind me. She was already taking off her bikini, her beautiful breasts exposed to me. God I loved her body. I truly loved her, but her body was to die for.
Abi went to the dresser and pulled a strappy leather harness from the drawer. "I'll try," she said. She went into the bathroom and started adjusting the harness on her body as I pulled the desk chair over beside the bed. Then I went to the dresser, one of the drawers being our temporary toy box, and pulled out the Hitachi vibrator.
I whistled when Abi appeared and she smiled, loving that she could please me so much. I kissed her and then started sliding the Hitachi into the holder at her pussy. I guided her to the bed and had her sit while I went and sat in the business chair.
I watched her, enjoying how she moved her hands over her body, teasing herself for me.
"How do you like the outfit I got you?" I asked softly.
"It's... it's tight," she smiled. "I like it." She reached down and touched the Hitachi wishing it was on. "Can I... can I turn it on now?"
"No," I said, smiling.
"No?" she whined.
"Stand up," I ordered, and she complied. "Turn." She turned around so that I could see her beautiful ass. The straps framed it beautifully, with one coming up through the crack of her ass to meet the band that went around her waist.
"Spread your ass a little bit."
She reached back with both hands and grabbed her ass cheeks, pulling them apart so that I got a good look at the strap that went between her cheeks. I could see that it had a little tab on it, one to help hold a ass vibrator. I smiled, thinking that we'd have to explore that, too.
"Smack your ass."
She smiled and then slapped her ass three times, taking a break between each one to let me see it redden... see her hand print dot her beautiful flesh.
"You like that?" I asked.
"Mmhmm," she smiled, nodding. She was a sexy slut.
"Turn around."
She turned back to face me, her hands stroking all over her body, teasing both of us. She touched the Hitachi, desperate to feel its vibrations. "What about now? Can I turn it on now? Please?"
"Not yet," I said, shaking my head. "I want you to put on the suckers."
"But... but they're scary," she whined, picking one of them up from the bed. On one of our last shopping trips, we bought a pair of nipple suckers to help tease her nipples more. And possibly make them even bigger.
"Put 'em on," I commanded her.
"Oh... ok," she wavered, knowing that they were going to be painful. She put spit on one of her nipples then adjusted the suction on the clamp, putting it on her nipple. Her nipple was sucked into the device, almost filling it. She made a slight adjustment then let go with a whimper, feeling the rush of pain and pleasure flow through her. She then put it on the other nipple as well, panting and moaning softly while doing so.
"Oh... they're so tight," she whimpered, trying not to let them bob around too much. The move movement they had, the more she could feel the pain and pleasure combination.
"Hands on your head," I commanded and she put them on the back of her head.
"Oh, my nipples are throbbing," she moaned softly. "That's so tight. Please."
"Are you ready for me to turn it on?"
She nodded gingerly, excited but a little scared. "Oh God, yes. Please!"
I reached forward and grabbed the shaft of the Hitachi, feeling for the button. Then pressed it, turning it on high. The vibrations hit immediately, making her moan.
"Oh! Oh yes! Oh!" She reached down with one hand as if to adjust it, move it to a different location to give her a little relief from the strong vibrations.
"Don't touch it," I said sternly, and she put her hand on the back of her head again.
Her hips were gyrating as she stood there, the pleasure overwhelming her. "Oh God... that's so good." Her body was shaking and she'd dropped both hands to grab the front of her thighs, desperate to be allowed to handle the Hitachi. She could move it, give her sensitive, little clit a break for even a second, if only she was allowed to touch it.
"Oh!" she moaned loudly. "Oh yes! Yes! I don't... I don't think I can stand much longer, sir. I'm gonna cum... I'm gonna cum. Can I cum?"
I reached forward and pressed the button to turn off the Hitachi.
"Noooo!" she nearly yelled as the vibrations instantly disappeared.
"Sit down."
She sat on the edge of the bed, whimpering. "Please, I was so close. My pussy wants it. So bad. I've been so good. Please just a little bit more. Yeah? Touch me! Anything... just... please I need you to turn it on. Just for a little bit. I just... I need to cum."
I smiled at her helpless begging. "Are you going to do something for me?"
"Yes... anything... please!" she begged. "Oh please!"
"The time will come soon when I'm going to ask you to do something for me... something that you might not want to do," I said. "Will you do it? Will you fuck anyone I tell you to?"
"Yes! I'll do it!" she wailed. "Please!"
I rolled the chair forward until I was close to the bed, then reached forward and turned on the Hitachi.
"Oh yes!! Yes!!" Her hips gyrated as she lay back on the bed. It was such a wonderful sight. The room was filled with the sounds of the vibrations and her delightful squealing. "Yes! Oh fuck, fuck! Fuck yes! Oh God! Oh God! Oh that's so good. Thank you! Thank you!"
"I want you to cum now."
"Oh!" she moaned loudly. "Yes, yes, yes! Fuuuuuuuuuuck!" And suddenly she came, her body gyrating on the bed in front of me. I let it continue for a few moments longer and suddenly her pleasure turned against her. Her clit got far too sensitive. "Oh... oh my God... you need to stop it. Please! Please! It's so... sensitive."
I reached forward and turned the Hitachi off.
"Oh thank you... thank you," she panted, smiling at me. She was so relieved that her clit was getting a little break.
Then I pressed the button again and quickly turned it back on.
"No!" she nearly yelled in protest. "Oh my God! Oh my God!" she moaned and panted as the pleasure and pain built up rapidly again. "Please, please... I'm gonna... I'm gonna..."
"Cum for me again."
"Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhhhh!" she wailed, her body shaking violently as she came again.
I reached forward and turned the Hitachi off again. "Have you had enough?" She was still too overcome to answer. I moved beside her on the bed and kissed her as she panted, recovering from her two, strong orgasms. I stroked around her breasts, around the suction cups attached to her nipples, pulling them slightly. Then I reached down and scratched and squeezed her inner thighs.
She was still mewling as I licked her breast. Her nipples were really pulled into the suction cups and I teased around them, lightly pulling on them.
"Oh my God... oh my God," she panted, watching me intently.
I kissed her again as I played with the suction cups. Then my hand trailed down her body, lower and lower, until I reached the Hitachi. I moved it around her pussy a little, sliding it around and pressing it into her clit as she moaned.
"You want it?" I asked, pressing it into her clit.
"Yes... yes, I need it," she moaned in desperation. "Please don't tease me."
I turned it on, but this time on its lowest setting to keep her simmering.
"Ohhhh... yes," she growled.
I grabbed on of the suction cups and relieved the pressure before I took it off her nipple. She moaned loudly, watching me. Her nipple was so swollen and red, angry looking. I leaned down and sucked on it gently, and licked around it.
"Yes... it's so sensitive. Oh!" she panted, whimpering.
I grabbed her breast with both hands, squeezing it, making her nipple really stick out, then sucked on it again. She was moaning loudly, the pain being quickly replaced by pleasure, driving her crazy.
I removed the suction cup from the other, repeating the process as she continued moaning. In a moment, she was holding both of her breasts for me, letting me lick and suck on them with my own hands free. I reached down and pressed the Hitachi harder against her clit.
"Oh my God," she panted loudly. "I'm gonna cum! Oh God... oh God!" Her whole body was shaking uncontrollably again, writhing on the bed below me as she came again.
She was barely conscious when I turned off the Hitachi for the last time. "Are you ready to go to bed?"
"Yes," she panted, barely able to hold her eyes open. "I wish..."
"You wish what?" I asked, pulling the Hitachi free and helping her get into bed, pulling the sheet up over her.
"I wish I could suck your dick. I wish you'd fuck me."



I kissed her. "Your wish will come true soon enough... soon enough. Just do what I tell you."
In seconds, she was passed out cold, but I lay beside her a little longer, holding her and kissing her head.
After I felt Abi was fully asleep, I slipped out of bed and into Melissa's room again. She was laying in bed, but woke up the moment I came through the door. She look scared, but also looked excited and naked underneath the sheet.
I walked over to the bed, standing beside it. She looked up at me, wondering what was going on as I grabbed the sheet and pulled it off her, exposing her. She was completely naked, just as I'd hoped.
"What do you think you're doing?" she asked, nervously, grabbing the sheet as if to cover herself again. "You're my daughter's boyfriend."
"And you're my sex slave," I smiled.
"Your sex slave?" She shook her head, denying it as forcefully as she could. "No way, Ryan. Not a chance."
I pulled my sweatpants down and stepped out of them, letting my hard cock bob in front of me. "Get on your knees."
"What are you going to do?" she asked, sounding scared and excited all at once as she slid out of the bed and slowly dropped to her knees in front of me.
"You're about to find out," I said. "You'll do anything for Abigail, won't you?"
"Yes. Of course."
She looked at my cock, inches in front of her face, lightly bobbing. She licked her lips, either because she was nervous... or eager.
"I want you to ask me to give me a blowjob."
"Fuck no!" she said forcefully, although I could tell from her expression that she would actually love to do just that. She was so transparent to me. She was a submissive through and through but had hopes of gaining control. I sensed that was the problem with her ex-husband... why they grew apart... why he cheated on her. He wasn't forceful enough to keep her happy. It was almost comical watching her fight her own desires.
"Fucking comes later," I smiled. "But right now, your daughter is in our room hoping and praying that she'll get to suck my cock... that she'll get to fuck me. But I'm giving you the opportunity, because I promised I would. Are you going to help me, or what?"
"Fuck you, Ryan," she said softly.
"All you have to do... is ask."
She looked up at me, then started leaning forward, opening her mouth, expecting me to slide my cock inside it, but I took a step back. She looked up again, startled.
"You don't get to fucking do that without permission," I chastised her. "You have to ask first."
She closed her eyes, building up her courage, feeling her mind get in line with the needs of her body.
"Can I suck it?"
"Suck what?"
She glared at me, frustrated that I was being difficult, but I just smiled.
"Can I suck your cock?"
"Yes, please," I smiled.
She grabbed my shaft and held it out as her mouth descended on it. Fuck it felt so good! Her mouth covered the head and sucked, her tongue swirling on the underside of my shaft, as her hand stroked below her mouth.
"Mmm... oh my God," she said softly, pulling off for a moment to stroke me. "Look at that."
"Oh fuck," I groaned. Now that she wasn't fighting it any longer, she was doing a much better job of getting me off.
"Oh my God," she whispered. "No wonder my daughter likes you. There's a lot of cock there." She stroked and sucked on my cock again, her head bobbing up and down, driving my cock deep into her mouth again and again.
"This doesn't mean you get to mean to me," she said, pulling off me once again and looking up at me. "You have to be a nice boy. Ok? I'll do this, but you have to be nice."
"Whatever," I said. I was going to do whatever the fuck I wanted. I didn't have to be nice. "Oh fuck!"
"Such a pretty dick," she whispered. "Oh jeez."
I grabbed her head firmly and started fucking her mouth. "Oh yeah, that's so fucking good," I moaned.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned around my shaft, her hands holding onto my thighs.
"Fuck!" I hissed. Her mouth felt heavenly. "There you go... there you go... just like that."
I held her head firmly with both hands and sawed my cock in and out of her mouth. She choked for a moment, my cock pushing too deep and then I withdrew. "What the fuck?" she spat and I pushed it in again. Her mouth closed on it more easily now, sucking on me as I stroked in and out.
"Oh yeah," I moaned. She was practically gagging on my cock. I let her head go and she slid her mouth off, sputtering and coughing, spittle dripping from her chin.
"We don't... we don't have to keep doing this," she said softly.
"Yes we do," I said. "Shut the fuck up and suck my dick."
She bobbed her head on me again, sliding my shaft in and out of her mouth.
"You like that?" I asked as she took her mouth off and stroked me again.
"Yeah, it's great," she said, not very convincingly. "Can you just get this over with and cum."
I took a step back and bent over to pick her up and make her stand. "Stand up."
I leaned in and kissed her. She wasn't receptive at first but softened quickly, sliding her tongue into my mouth and pushing her naked body against mine.
"Yeah, look at these tits," I smiled. I squeezed one and bent down to nibble and suck on her nipple. She moaned softly as her hand went to my cock and stroked it.
"Oh God you're hard," she panted. "Oh God you're really fucking hard."
I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her away from me, leading her back onto the bed.
"Fuck yeah," she moaned, enjoying being dominated, just as I suspected she would.
I pushed her so that she lay her on her back on the bed, and grabbed her legs to pull her hips right to the edge. I bent down and started licking her pussy, then knelt to get more comfortable.
"Mmhmm... oh God," she moaned as I sucked on her clit and then circled it with my tongue. "Oh my God... mmhmm... mmhmm... Oh! Oh fuck! Oh my God!"
I slid two fingers inside her pussy, curling them up to tease her G-spot as I continued licking and sucking on her clit. She was so easy to please.
"Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Ohmygod!" she panted loudly. "Fuck! Oh jeez! You are a dirty fucking boy."
I stopped before she could cum and stood, stroking my cock as she watched. "I want you to ask for me to fuck you," I said softly.
She shook her head slowly, not wanting to have to do that. She wanted to keep our relationship one-sided... she wanted me to force her to do everything. Having her ask me was putting her in charge... she was now to blame. And she didn't like that.
"Please... don't make me," she begged.
"You better fucking ask me or I'll go and fuck the shit out of your daughter right now."
She licked her lips nervously, knowing that I would do exactly that. "Please... please fuck me, Ryan."
"There... that's better," I said, grabbing her legs and pushing her knees back towards her head, rounding her hips up to give me better access.
Her pussy was so swollen and open, and so wet. I slid my cock through it, teasing her clit with it, before I slid it into her wet hole.
"Oh!" she moaned loudly. "Oh my God!"
"Yeah, that's so good."
"Oh... that feels nice," she panted. "Your cock feels nice. Oh my God."
I started stroking deeper and faster, driving into her. I loved to fuck hard and fast. "Oh yes... shit."
"Fuck!" she panted. "Is that your whole dick? That is a big fucking cock. Oh my God! Yeah... that's it. That's it."
I was panting, thrusting into her as she grabbed her breasts and rolled her nipples between her fingers. "Oh shit! Just like that!"
"Yeah? You like that pussy?" she asked, smiling up at me. "Oh jeez! Fuck! Abigail never told me that you had such a big fucking dick. Yeah... right there... right there."
"Oh my God!" I grunted, feeling my orgasm building rapidly. "Oh fuck! Oh my God, yeah!"
"Fuck, just like that," Melissa panted. "Such a big fucking dick. That's a lot of cock. Oh my God, you have such a wonderful dick. I fucking love your dick. Oh my God, my daughter's lucky."
Melissa was such a slut. She didn't know it yet, but she was going to be keeping Abi and I happy for years to come.
"Fuck me!" she begged, panting loudly. "Please fuck me! Please fuck me! Oh my gosh! Oh my God I'll do whatever you want. Please fuck me! Oh my God it's so big! Fuck! Oh yeah! Fuck I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Yeah... oh my God!"
Melissa held her breath as her orgasm overwhelmed her this time, letting the pressure build and build inside her until it just exploded. As she came, her juices squirted out, drenching the both of us.
I pulled out of her and she grabbed her pussy, squeezing it with one hand as she squeezed her breast with the other. She closed her eyes and panted, feeling the pleasure roll through her body again and again.
"Oh my fucking... fucking... God," she panted, coming down from her orgasm at last. She looked up at me, watching me stroke my cock. "Are you gonna cum? I wanna watch it. I wanna watch you cum."
I smiled. "Oh... I'm coming. Like right... fucking... now."
She spun around on the bed and latched her mouth on the head and stroked me, her hand sliding rapidly up and down my shaft, eagerly trying to pull my cum from me.
"Uh! Uhhhh! Uh fuck!" I groaned as I came, filling her mouth to overflowing. I looked down at her as she stroked and sucked, swallowing my cum as fast as she could. Then she cleaned off my cock again. "How's that taste? You like that, don't you? You're getting a taste for me."
"No," she said, looking down, but still wiping up the cum that had leaked from her mouth and licked it off her fingers.
"This is just the start, too. You've got to continue to do things for me if you want to save your daughter from my cock."
I grabbed my sweatpants and put them back on. "See you in a little bit." I opened the adjoining door and slipped back into my room, where Abi was still sleeping soundly. I'd really worn her out, so I knew she'd be out for a while. I grabbed my shorts and t-shirt and quietly slipped out of the room.
I had some shopping to do before dinner.



        Mistress Emmanuelle Pt. 04

        Sam and I pay the price, but I get my ultimate fantasy.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mistress-emmanuelle-pt-04

Title: Mistress Emmanuelle Pt. 04

Author: DevlinMea

Category: BDSM

Description: Sam and I pay the price, but I get my ultimate fantasy.

Tags: moving, old-young, submission, domination, chair, bondage

Series: Mistress Emmanuelle


My stomach was tied in knots on Monday and Tuesday as I thought about what I'd done and worried about what Sam would do. I really had no idea what to do. Mistress was adamant that I stay away from the library and was torn whether this was important enough to break that promise.
By Wednesday, I hadn't heard from Sam so I just had to find out what happened. After classes I walked over to the law library. I walked up to the front desk, just inside the door, but didn't see Mistress working. I sat down and waited a few minutes, waiting to see if she was just out and about in the library, but still nothing. Eventually I went and talked to her coworker.
"May I help you," the older blond woman asked. I had noticed before that she often worked with Mistress.
"I, uh... I was just waiting for... um... your... your coworker," I said, nervously. I didn't even know if Emmanuelle was her real name or not. "The... uh... brunette woman... older?"
"Ah," she nodded. "Emmanuelle."
"Yeah... that's her."
"She won't be in today," the woman said calmly. "Is there something I can help you with?"
"No... I uh... I'm a friend and just was worried about her."
"Well... she called in sick," she said. "She had a little... altercation... with a student on Monday. It got a bit ugly and really upset her."
My blood started boiling. What did Sam do? "Do you expect her back soon? Before the end of the week?"
"I don't know, to tell you the truth," she said. "She might be quitting, I'm not sure."
"What happened, if I might ask?"
"Well... uh... a student charged in and just came right up to her," she stated. "It was like he was targeting her or something. He started asking her for books on... like... bondage... and sex... and how it relates with the law. I really upset her. And he just wouldn't stop. I tried to intervene, but... She just ran into the back room, crying. We called campus security."
I shook my head. "And what happened to the student?"
"Security took him away," she noted. "I'm sure he'll either be suspended or expelled for harassment."
All I could do was stand there and shake my head, but inside I was seething with anger. I was so stupid... and Sam was an idiot. "Thanks," I said far more calmly than I was feeling.
I left the library then ran to Sam's dorm room, pounding on the door as soon as I got there. "Sam!" I yelled. "Open the fucking door right now!"
It opened after several seconds. "Dude!" he said, as if I was somehow the bad person here.
"What the fuck did you do?" I asked angrily as I barged into his room and spun around to face him.
"I just wanted to talk to her," he explained.
"Talk? Talk? I heard you harassed her!" My heart was racing and I could feel my anger seething inside me. I wanted to hit him so badly. "Talking about bondage and sex and shit like that. Right to her face and right in the middle of the fucking library. What in the hell?"
"I was just playing," he said as if that explained everything.
"What the hell is wrong with you?" I asked. "I thought I could trust you."
"Geez, relax," he protested. "I've been expelled, ok? I have to be out of her by Monday morning."
I glared at him, knowing that that was only one punishment he was going to have to endure. We both made a huge mistake with this. And I was getting scared about what Mistress would do to us.
I stormed out of his dorm room and went back to my own. I felt furious and scared and lost. I didn't know what to do now. I waited for what seemed like an eternity, but was only a couple hours and when I couldn't wait any longer, I went to her house to see if she was there. I was at once relieve and then afraid when I saw her car in the driveway and lights on inside.
I parked in the street and went to the front window to see what was going on. She was pacing about the room, her free hand animated as she talked to someone on the phone. I knew I was going to have to talk to her, going to have to explain and apologize for my part in this whole thing.
It seemed so quiet outside in the dark as I walked up to the front door and knocked. I could hear her come close to the door, as if she was looking to see who it was, then she seemed to tell her friend on the phone that she had to go. I swallowed hard, a huge lump forming in my throat as I knew the moment was coming.
Then she opened the door and stood there.
"What do you want?" she asked, obviously very upset with me. Even mad and dressed normally she looked incredibly beautiful. Her jeans hugged her hips beautifully and the sweater she wore was tight, showing the beautiful shape of her body.
"I... um... I wanted to apologize," I said. "I shouldn't have said anything."
"You told Sam?" she asked, sounding only a little surprised.
I licked my lips. They felt so dry. I was feeling horrible. "Yeah. But I had no idea this would..."
"You gave me your word," she said flatly.
"I know... I know," I admitted. "Not that it makes a difference, but I was drunk... and Sam is another... um... friend. I didn't... I didn't think it would matter if he knew."
"Well... now you know," she glared. "You betrayed me. Next time, keep your promises. Good bye."
And with that... she closed the door in my face and left me standing there.
After a moment, I got back in my car and drove back to campus, dejected, wondering what would happen at my appointment on Saturday.
*****
The rest of the week, I kept away from Sam. I wanted nothing more to do with him after that stunt. When my appointment got close, I got into my car and drove to the condo. I was a bit surprised when I got there. It was dark... like no one was there. I parked and knocked on the door. No one answered. I was confused and even more scared now.
I jumped back into my car and raced to her house. I could tell immediately when I turned the corner and approached her house that something was wrong. There was a large moving van backed into the driveway. Lights were on in the house and 5 men were busy moving things from the house into the van.
I stopped my car on the curb and got out almost without putting it in park and turning it off. It was then I saw the sign in the front yard by the sidewalk... 'For Rent'. My blood went cold. She... she left! She moved!??
"Hey... excuse me... is the owner moving out?" I asked, stupidly.
The guy set the box in the back of the truck and stopped to talk for a second. "Yeah... we're packing it all up."
"Is she... is she home? Can I talk to her?"
"No, she's not here," he said, walking back towards the door. "She called it in. We pack it up and ship it to her."
"Do you have her new address? Where you're shipping the stuff to?"
The guy shook his head and just before he stepped foot back into the house, one of the other guys came out with a box in hand, stopping him. He looked back at me. "Sorry... I couldn't give you that even if I had it. Company policy."
And with that, he stepped into the house. I stood there for a little while longer, watching each man come out of the house with a box and place it in the truck. I could imagine it was going to take several hours to pack up the entire house. But I didn't care about that... I really wasn't even thinking about that.
All I could think about was that she was gone... without a trace. And both Sam and I were still locked in our cock cages. Maybe for forever.
*****
The next week was the longest week of my life. It felt like I was living in a nightmare and the world was just moving around me. Nothing made sense. I could barely eat... barely sleep. I was a shell of a person.
On Thursday night, I got a call from Sam. He'd left the school as he was told, moving into an apartment off campus. He was a little excited to talk to me... even though I wasn't sure if I even wanted to answer the phone at first. I should have just blocked his phone number.
"Did you get a letter yet?" he asked.
"Sam... why the fuck are you calling me?"
"Did... you... get... a... letter... yet?"
"A letter for what?" I asked, just disgusted that I was still talking to him.
"I got a letter that was forwarded from the school, so you should have one by now, too," he said, his speech quick because of his eagerness. "Another Mistress contacted me. She said she has my key and she wants to meet me. She said if I want to get free that I have to go and see her this Saturday."
I felt dizzy. Mistress handed off our keys to someone else... someone new... someone different... someone NOT her.
"Did you hear me?" he asked.
"Yeah... I heard you," I said softly. "I'll check my mailbox. But don't call me again. Ok?" And with that, I hung up and then put his number in my block list so that he could never contact me again.
I felt a little better, knowing that at least I might... might... be able to be free of my cock cage. But whoever this woman was, it still wasn't Mistress Emmanuelle. And I wasn't sure I could see any other Mistress. I walked across campus to the mailroom and walked over to my mailbox. I spun the combination lock and found a small, white envelope inside. It had my name on the front, with no address, no return address, and no stamp. It was as if she, or someone in contact with her, might have hand-delivered it.
I opened it, ripping off the end in my eagerness. As I pulled out the folded paper sheets, a small key fell out and bounced off the floor. I bent down and picked it up, recognizing what it was immediately. She mailed me my key. She didn't just give it to another Mistress.
I unfolded the letter, palming the key as I did so. It was from Mistress. She told me that she was upset about what happened and was moving away. It had become unsafe for her there. And she was giving me two options... I could take the key, unlock my cock cage, never contact her again... and be free forever. Or... I could keep myself locked up, pack up everything, and go to the address she gave me. An address that was four states away... a twelve hour drive. And she wanted me there by 9pm on Friday.
She said it was a serious offer... one that I needed to take time to think about. But, unfortunately, since I went to my mailbox so late in the week, I was only given twenty-four hours to get to the address she gave me. Not enough time to really consider it. Besides... I knew what I wanted to do as soon as the options were presented. I wanted to be with her, no matter what it took.
I rushed back to my dorm and started packing everything up. My roommate wasn't too happy, since I was packing while he was trying to sleep, and questioned what I was doing, but I packed for several hours into the night finally leaving my dorm key with him. I knew I'd have to call the school within a few days in order to withdraw from my classes.
I was all in. I'd deal with my parents later.
I left at 4am on Friday morning, eager to go to her. The drive seemed to go really fast, at first, since there was little traffic at that time of the morning. But as daylight came, traffic increased, slowing me down. I had to stop a few times... to wake myself up by walking around a little... to go to the bathroom... or to grab something to drink or eat. But I drove as fast as I could.
A traffic jam at 4pm on Friday pissed me off. Being tired and a little hungry, I had no patience for people in my way.
I finally arrived in her new town at 8pm... and found her new house at 8:30. I parked in the street and noticed two cars in the driveway... Mistress' car and an unfamiliar car. The house was modest in size, maybe a three-bedroom, with about a half-acre lot.
I walked up to the front door and rang the doorbell. In a moment, a man not much older than me opened it.
"Can I help you?" he asked.
"Yeah... um... I'm here to see... um... Emmanuelle. Do I have the right house?"
"Are you Alex?"
"Yeah," I nodded, excited that I had the right place, but a little confused.
"Come in, come in," he said, standing aside so that I could enter. "We were just unpacking a few things. I'll let my mom know you're here."
A blond woman, not much older than myself as well, came out from the kitchen, carrying her coat and purse. "Who's this, Paul?" She slipped her coat on.
"It's Alex," Paul said. "I was going to tell my mom he was here. Is she in the bedroom?"
"Yeah," the woman nodded, approaching me. She held her hand out and shook mine. "Hi, I'm Sharon... Paul's wife."
"Hi... uh, Alex," I replied uneasily. I'd learned something else about Mistress that I'd never even considered before. She was a mom.
"Paul!" she yelled, turning her head towards the hallway where he'd disappeared. "We gotta go!"
"I know, I know," Paul said, coming out from the hallway and grabbing his own coat. He slid it onto his shoulders as I waited. "Sorry. We have to leave. But it was nice meeting you."
"Um... nice meeting you, too," I said as they opened the door and I watched them walk out into the cold.
"You came," Mistress said from the hallway. When I turned to face her, she was leaning against the wall. She was wearing blue jeans and a red, flowery, billowy top, that showed off her cleavage.
"I... I had to. Who was...?" I asked, nodding my head to indicate the couple that just left.
"That's my son, Paul, and his wife, Sharon," she said. "They live about an hour away. They came to help me unpack the few boxes that I brought with me.
I nodded in understanding.
"No... they don't know about my extra-curricular activities. And they will never know," she said sternly. "Do you understand."
"Yes," I said, nodding quickly. My lips were sealed.
"So... why are you here, Alex?" she asked.
"I... You look nice," I said, a little nervous. "Amazing... really."
She smiled. "Thank you, but that still doesn't tell me why you're here."
"I dunno... I just... I wanted to see you again." My drive here was impulsive... not something I really thought about or reasoned through.
"Well... you've seen me," she said, acting very serious. She slowly walked towards me. "The way I see it, you have three choices. Number one, you can unlock your cock cage and go home... never to contact me again. I assume since you didn't do that back at the college and drove twelve hours to get here, we can rule that one out. But you can still change your mind."
I nodded slowly. Yeah... that wasn't an option for me.
"Number two... we can unlock your cock cage and you can stay here and we can have a normal relationship. I know there's a pretty big age gap between us, but I'd like to explore and experience more with you."
"I think..."
"Before you answer," she interrupted, "you have to understand that I've been in three, normal, long-term relationships before and all have fallen apart. Two were marriages. I don't do normal well. I get bored. And I like to have control. Most men have a hard time dealing with me in a normal relationship and things don't work out."
"Oh," I said, a little downcast. I wasn't sure what else she wanted from me.
"The third option is to stay locked in your cock cage and I'll be your Mistress," she said, standing in front of me. "You will live here and be my... toy."
I looked at her and nodded. That was exactly the option I wanted. That was what I desired with all my heart. That was what I needed. "I want that option."
She smiled, stepping closer until she was standing in front of me, looking up into my eyes. "I'm glad you want that. I've seen how you've been looking at me. And to tell you the truth, I've been having feelings for you, too. More than strict Mistress feelings. I'd like very much to explore this life with you."
She grabbed the bottom of my t-shirt and tugged on it, drawing it up my body. I lifted my arms in the air, helping her to pull it off me. Then she grabbed the front of my pants and unfastened them, all the while looking into my eyes, as if challenging me. She tugged on them, letting them fall down to my feet and she knelt to help me step out of them. She tugged down my boxers the same way, leaving me only in my socks.
"Do you have your key?" she asked, fingering my cage and stuffed-in cock.
"It's, um... it's in my front pants pocket," I said, shaking with excitement.
She grabbed my pants and fished through the front pockets until she pulled the little key out. She slowly unlocked my cock cage and set it aside. My cock was so excited to be free and was swelling fast as she watched, giggling. She grabbed it and started stroking it, slowly.
"You're so big," she said, almost moaning. "You've grown into such a fine young man."
She licked the tip of my shaft, sliding her tongue in circles around it, then slid it into her mouth, making me shake.
"You like when I suck on you?" she teased.
"Yeah... but... are you sure we should be doing this?" I asked, looking at the open front window, the blinds pulled aside. "What if your son comes back?"
She never answered me and didn't stop sucking on me. She simply slid me deep into her throat, deepthroating me.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
"Oh, that's big," she moaned, pulling her mouth from my dripping wet shaft. "You're so hard."
"Oh fuck," I panted. She was driving me insane and I wasn't sure I'd be able to stand much longer.
"Yes," she hissed softly. She stood and took a hold of my cock, using it to lead me back into one of the bedrooms. Inside was a small bed and several boxes. In the center of the room was a large, wooden chair, with cables connected to it, running to the ceiling.
"Sit," she said.
I quickly sat down, the coolness of the wood shocking me, but it quickly changed as my body warmed it. There were pegs in the top-back of the chair, in two columns, and she adjusted them to my height, making sure my head was secured between them. With the pegs in place, I wasn't able to turn my head side to side.
Mistress went to the boxes and opened one then another, as if looking for something in particular. Finally reaching into one, she pulled out lengths of rope and brought them over to the chair.
Slowly and methodically she bound me to the chair. She wrapped the rope around my forearms, starting at my wrists, coiling it tightly, binding each forearms tightly to the very sturdy arms of the chair. Then she did the same with my legs, binding my calves tightly to the legs of the chair.
Finally, she wrapped coils of rope around my abdomen, binding my lower back to the chair as well. I was very secured, unable to move at all. It took a bit of time, but she was patient and methodical.
When she finished, she looked over her work and then gently ran a finger down my chest and abdomen, slowly sliding it along my shaft. I was throbbing! Then she grabbed her phone, pressed the screen several times until a song started playing, a rock song.
"There!" she said, starting to sway her hips to the music. "Now let's get this party going! If you didn't know, I love rock music."
She was dancing, teasing me as her hands slid over her body, cupping her tits and squeezing them, teasingly. "I know you love my titties." She squeezed them together and then shook them, making it jiggle deliciously. "Yeah, you like that? You want me to take this off?"
She grabbed the bottom of her flowery top and slowly, teasingly pulled it up to expose her red, lacy bra underneath.
"I can see you're enjoying this," she smiled at me. "You cock's getting nice and hard. You just keep watching as I get naked. Don't go anywhere now." She giggled at her own joke.
I knew I wouldn't go anywhere even if I was loose. I'd get closer to her. If I had my way, I'd throw her down and fuck the shit out of her!
She took off her shirt and tossed it aside, then turned away from me and swayed her hips more to the music, lifting her arms in the air.
"Oooh! It's been years since I danced like this," she smiled. "I bet you wish you could stroke that big cock. I like getting you all turned on."



She grabbed the front of her jeans, unbuttoned them, and pulled the zipper down. She pushed them down her legs and turned around to show me her ass as she pulled them completely off and tossed them aside with her shirt. Her panties were a boy-short cut, red and lacy like her bra.
Then she hooked her thumbs in her panties, threatening to pull them down as she danced closer to me.
Holy fuck, she was killing me! I tested the ropes, trying hard to get loose, but it was no use. I was bound tightly.
"Would you like me to take my panties off?" she smiled.
I nodded rapidly. "Yes Mistress!"
She smiled at my exuberance. "Yeah?"
Standing right in front of my chair, she turned around to face away from me and slowly pushed her panties down. The last piece to fall was that strip that was right between her legs. Her pussy was wet and the material clung to it.
I was licking my lips, my mouth felt so dry as I looked at her perfect ass and pussy. She was my dream come true!
"Ooh, your cock is nice and hard now, isn't it?" she asked, reaching back with her panties in her hand and put them in my mouth. I tasted her again and I knew I wanted so much more.
She smacked her ass, leaving a little red spot. "Do you want to smack my ass?"
I looked at her dumbfounded. I couldn't do anything like that...
"Oh yes you do!" she giggled. "How about this?" She backed up and pushed her ass back against me. Her skin was so warm and soft. "Do you like my ass in your face?"
Then she started grinding her ass against me, sliding my cock against the crack, teasing me to no end. She was grinding and dancing, getting herself just as excited as me.
She stood and turned. "So... which do you prefer? Pussy... tits... or... ass?" She smiled as if waiting for my response. But my mouth was a little full at the moment. "I bet it's tits."
She reached behind herself and unfastened her bra, then slowly slid her arms out, holding the material against her breast, hiding her breasts, then dropping it away at the last possible second.
"You like these, don't you?" she smiled. She grabbed her breasts with both hands and used one to life her nipple to her tongue, licking it. "They're so yummy aren't they? Do you want to put your cock... right... here... between my tits? Watch my big titties massage that cock of yours."
She licked her lips, teasingly, as she bent forward, letting her breasts hang into her massaging palms.
"You can put your cock right here... right between my tits," she giggled. "Ooh! My pussy is so wet. Having you all tied up for me... so hard for me... is really turning me on."
She stepped forward and slid into my lap, her legs easily finding a resting spot outside my legs as she straddled them. The chair seemed built exactly for this position.
She pulled the panties from my mouth and brought them to her nose, smelling them. Then she leaned forward and kissed me. I couldn't turn my head at all. All I could do was move my lips and tongue to kiss her back. She kissed me tenderly, softly at first, but it turned more passionate as she pushed her pussy against my erection.
She sat back, smiling deviously, then grabbed her breasts and led her nipple to my waiting mouth. I sucked on it and licked and nibbled on it a bit, making her moan.
"I've been waiting a long time for this," she moaned softly, then fed me her other nipple. "Yes! Oh yes! You like when I stick my tits in your face?"
"Fuck," I moaned, barely given time to speak as she pushed her tits harder against my mouth, forcing them on me. When she finally sat back, smiling down at me, I was panting, regaining my breath. "Fuck I love your tits."
She smiled and slid off my lap, moving to kneel at my feet. She grabbed a cushion from nearby and put it under her knees to added comfort. She stroked my thighs, sliding her hands up from my knees to my hips, avoiding my straight-as-an-arrow cock that thrust into the air.
A bottle of lube suddenly appeared in her hand and she squirted a little into her palm. As her fingers curled around my shaft, she stroked me as she hid it back under the chair. In seconds both her hands were joined in the effort, sliding up and down my cock as I watched, completely helpless.
"Oh my God that feels so good," I moaned.
She spat on my cock after a moment, to apply more lubrication. "Spit all over it... spit all over you," she purred, looking up at me. "Yeah... I like to make my cock nice and sloppy."
"Oh fuck," I moaned again. God, she was killing me. I was so fucking hard. I needed to cum so badly. But I knew this was what she did. She loved teasing me. She loved making me beg to cum and then deny me... or worse... ruin my orgasm.
"Yeah... that's a nice, big cock," she purred. "God you're so hard."
I groaned loudly when she pulled her hand away, making her giggle. She stood and grabbed one of the cables that was connected between the ceiling and the chair and slowly pulled. The chair slowly rotated backwards, dropping me to my back on the floor. It was such a strange sensation, almost like falling in slow motion as she kept cranking until I was all the way down.
"Time for something different," she said, smiling, as she walked around the chair and stood over me. She kicked her leg over my head so that her feet were on either side of my head and squat down. "I'm going to ride that fucking face." Suddenly she pushed her pussy down onto my face. The chair seemed to be made for this position as well, her knees resting comfortably beside my head, my face facing upwards, unable to turn aside. All I could do was accept her wet, swollen pussy onto my mouth.
I opened my mouth and sucked her in, licking and sucking on her sweet flesh, nibbling on her labia. I could hear her panting above me, her body shaking as she got more and more pleasure. She pressed down even more, smothering me, her pussy sealing around my mouth and nose. I couldn't turn my head or move to find a better position. I tried to protest, but she just laughed.
"Oh, you don't deserve to breathe," she laughed. "You don't get to do anything but eat that fucking pussy. That's right... eat my pussy. Oh that's good, that's good." She pushed her hips forward and back, grinding into my helpless face. My nose and chin were getting coated with her juices as she pushed each into her wetness.
"You're getting a little air?" she asked, giggling, as I sucked on her clit again. "Oh my gosh... yes! Lick my fucking pussy... the one you think about all the fucking time. Yes, yes, yes... just like that."
She moved into the position that gave her the most pleasure, allowing my tongue to swipe back and forth across her clit... allowing my lips to capture and suck on it.
"Mmmm... yes, like that," she moaned. "God your tongue feels good. Oh fuck yes! Yes, put your mouth on me... taste me... Oh my God! Fuck, tease me with your tongue. Yes baby!"
I could feel her body shaking and looked up to see her looking down at me, her hands squeezing her tits, her fingers pinching and pulling her hard nipples.
"Oh.... shiiiiiit!" she panted, her orgasm getting close. "Yes, eat my pussy. Suck on it... suck on my clit. Oh my God! Yes! Oh my God. Fuck. Oh! Oh! Oh fuuuuuuuck!"
Her hands grabbed the back of the chair as she forced her pussy harder against my face again. I was sucking on her clit, her body trembling as she came, drenching my face and filling my mouth with her juices. Again, I couldn't breathe and couldn't utter a protest. I wondered if I was going to pass out.
In a moment, though, she stood again, looking flushed and happy. She pulled the cable again, slowing raising the chair back to a seated position. I could feel her juices running down my face, dripping off my nose and chin. I felt so... used.
When the chair was fully upright, she knelt in front of me again and started stroking my cock, sliding her lips over the head.
"Mmm... your dick is standing so tall," she moaned. "Give me this cock." She slid me deep into her mouth, and down her throat. The sounds she made was so sexy.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
She giggled when she pulled my shaft free again, stroking me rapidly. "Damn... fuck yes... oh... nice and deep. Oh, you're so much bigger than my previous relationships. I'm going to get you hard and I'm going to ride that cock."
She kept stroking me, one hand rapidly stroking my shaft while the other rolled and tugged on my balls. She held the head right at her lips, sucking and licking it. She was a woman on a mission.
"God I want that cock inside of me," she moaned.
"Oh fuck!" I panted. She was really driving me crazy.
"Oh shit, such a big cock," she moaned.
Suddenly she pulled her hands and mouth away, leaving me hanging, so close to cumming.
"Oh my God!" I nearly yelled as she denied my orgasm.
She giggled. "What are we going to do with that hard cock?" she asked no one in particular. She reached under the chair again and pulled out a rubber ring. She slid it down my cock, cinching tight around the shaft at the base. It felt uncomfortable but I knew it must have a purpose.
"This will keep you nice and hard for me for as long as I want," she giggled, sliding her fingertips up and down the throbbing shaft. "All the blood comes in and none goes out. For a little bitch boy, that's such a nice dick. You're so fucking hard and I'm so wet thinking about how that cock is going to feel inside me. You're gonna really stretch me open."
She stood and moved forward again, putting her legs on either side of mine. She held onto my cock as she lowered her pussy, putting the head of my cock right at her hole.
"You just stay right there while I take what I want," she hissed, sliding me inside her. "I always get what I want. Oh my God! Oh fuck you feel good. You're so thick I need to ease onto you, let you stretch out my tight pussy."
She pushed her hips down harder, slowly driving my cock deeper and deeper inside her.
"Oh yeah... right there," she panted, her eyes closed, her body shaking slightly as my cock stretch her open. She was so fucking tight. "Mmm... uh huh... yeah... fuck yes. So nice and deep." She started moving her hips, fucking me, sliding my cock in and out of her pussy. She put her hands on my shoulders as she slowly bounced on me.
"Fuck that's good," she panted. "Yes, yes... that's good, that's good. Uh huh... Oh my God. Fuck my pussy with that big fat cock. Oh fuck that's so good. Oh my God."
I tried to move my hips, tried to fuck up into her and drive even deeper, but the damn ropes kept me in place. I was totally helpless, totally at her mercy.
"Oh God yes!" She was grinding her clit into me, moving her hips in a circle even as she rose and fell on my cock. "Shit! You're so fucking deep. So... fucking... deep. Oh my God! Fuck yes!"
She bent down and kissed me when she opened her eyes again. It was an extremely passionate and needy kiss, not one that I even had to respond to. She was going to take what she wanted.
"Feel that pussy, so tight around your cock?" she purred. "I'm own every inch of that cock. All for my pleasure. Yes, yes, yes... that's perfect. Oh my God I fucking love your cock. It's so fucking big. So good... so good."
She leaned back a little, lowered her hand to her abdomen, and started rubbing her clit. "There we go... there we go.
That's going to make me cum quick. Oh fuck yes! There we go."
"Yes! Fuck yes!" I panted, feeling her pussy squeeze my cock again and again as her hips kept moving.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," she panted with me, moving her hips even faster. "Like my tits bouncing like that?"
Her tits were indeed bouncing. I wanted one in my mouth but there was no way to capture it.
"Oh my God your cock feels so good," she said. "Drive you so fucking deep. Oh my God I'm fucking cumming again!"
She was panting loudly, moaning loudly with every exhale as she continued fucking me. Then she came again. Her pussy milked my cock as it covered it with her wonderful juices.
"Fuuuuuuuuck! Yesyesyes!" she panted, her hips moving erratically.
She slid off me again, her hand moving to her pussy, covering it and caressing it, leaving me hanging once again.
I really needed to cum! All this denial was driving me crazy.
She immediately grabbed my cock again as she knelt on the floor. She started stroking rapidly, squeezing my cock, trying to milk me dry.
"You ready?" she asked, smiling deviously. "Are you ready to cum yet?"
"Oh... please," I begged her. "Make me cum." I was so scared that she was going to leave me hanging or ruin my orgasm again and I just didn't want that. I wanted to cum. I needed to cum!
"Yeah... I know you are... I know you are," she said, licking the head. "Give it to me. Give it to me. Yes... I want that big fat fucking load all over my tits. Come on... I want to feel you all over me."
"Now!" she said, reaching one hand up to choke me. She was so demanding, so adamant that I cum when she wanted me to... and only when she wanted me to.
I grunted. "I'm cumming," I hissed through clenched teeth. And it was going to be a big one.
"Yes, yes, yes!" she panted, stroking with both hands as she moved her chest closer to me, giving me a rather large target to hit.
And suddenly I exploded. The first gush hit her in the neck, surprising both of us with its volume and powerful ejection.
"Unh! Unh! Unh!" I groaned as wave after wave hit me, making me cum, forcing every bit of cum out of my balls. "Fuck! Oh shit," I panted.
"Holy shit!" she giggled as she continued stroking and squeezing my cock, pulling all my cum from me. When I finally stopped cumming, she locked my cum off her hand then removed the cock ring.
"I think we're going to have a beautiful life together," she smiled, panting, obviously happy. She reached for the bindings on my legs and started unwinding the rope. She freed one leg, then the other, then started freeing my forearms. Lastly the removed the rope around my waist and I was free to stand.
"We'll get the stuff out of your car tomorrow," she said. "Go... take a shower and get cleaned up. Then come to my bedroom. I'll show you how you're going to sleep."
Breathing hard and feeling every muscle in my body get so tired, I went and took a quick shower. When I got out, I walked back to the bedroom where Mistress was waiting for me.
"Here... slid into this," she said. There was what looked like a sleeping bag on the bed beside her, open. I climbed in. She grabbed one arm and put in into a built-in sleeve in the sleeping bag, then did the same with the other. Finally, she started zipping it up. It was much like a mummy sleeping bag, but seemed so tight as she zipped it up to the top. I was fully trapped inside it, unable to move at all. My face was exposed, but that was it. And with my hands trapped in the sleeve, I couldn't do anything... either to free myself... or to even touch myself. It was frustrating.
"You're own little cocoon," she giggled when she was finished and ran a finger down my nose, giving the tip a little tap. "With a little access for me, too." She grabbed a little zipper on the top of the bag and pulled it down, then reached in and grabbed my cock.
"Instant access," she grinned. "In case I want you during the night." She smiled and gave me a quick kiss. "Good night."
"Good night, Mistress," I said. "Thank you, Mistress."
I could hear the appreciation in her voice. "You're welcome. Now get some sleep."
She moved to her side of the bed and turned off the light, sliding under the covers.
If this was going to be our relationship forever... then I made the right decision. I was all in!
*****
Sam arrived at the woman's house right on time and rang the doorbell. A tall, busty redhead in tight, red-leather zippered top and pant opened the door.
"You must be Sam," she said, stepping aside to let him enter.
Sam nodded. "Yes. You are?"
The woman smiled. "I'm Mistress Kat. And before we go any further, you will quickly remove your clothes and kneel before me. We have some things to discuss."
"Yes ma'am," he said as he pulled his t-shirt off. He unfastened his jeans and tossed them away, along with his boxers, before he knelt on the floor, his knees spread wide, putting his hands behind his back.
He saw Mistress walk away and grab something off the dining room table. With a swish, she swung the leather strands on the end of the cat-o-nine-tails to land on her opposite palm.
"Bend forward, forehead on the ground. Put your ass in the air," she directed. "Higher!" she ordered. "Are you a fucking idiot or something? Can't you follow commands?"
Sam waited, wondering what was going to happen to him when he heard the swoosh and then felt the many strands strike his ass. The pain was immediate and intense and made him grunt.
"Now... we're going to go over some rules here... and I'm going to show you EXACTLY where you stand in relation to me," she said, landing another blow on his ass. "You will never, EVER, treat me the way you treated Mistress Emmanuelle. Do I make myself clear?"
Another blow hit, punctuating the end of her question.
"Yes Mistress!" he grunted quickly, trying to figure out how to deal with the pain.
"From now on... you're going to be my perfect mother-fucking bitch boy."
If this was going to be his relationship forever... he made a seriously bad move. Mistress Emmanuelle was cruel in her own way... but never this cruel. But he didn't have a choice. She had the key.
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Blackmail to Desire, Part 4
It took me about ten minutes alone just to find the right adult store nearest me. Abi and Melissa were sleeping, taking a nap before we went out again for dinner. I took the rental car and drove the five miles or so to a small strip mall where the shop was located. An older Hawaiian woman was behind the counter, with her tattoos and piercings that, to me, were a little over the edge. She was sexy enough without them.
I wandered about, looking for something specific and found it easily enough. There were several strap-ons to choose from. I didn't want anything too big, since this was probably Abi's first time with one, but I wanted it to be memorable. I found a nice, just bigger-than-average sized one and took it to the counter. My favorite part was that the wearer inserted a vibrating part into themselves, giving them pleasure, too. I could just imagine the mother-daughter duo now.
After paying just over $72, I walked out, smiling, just thinking about what was going to happen soon. I drove back to the hotel and slipped into my and Abi's room. She was still asleep. So I went into Melissa's room. She was sleeping, too, and I fought the urge to wake her. I set the package on the dresser and returned to our room.
I took a quick shower and then woke Abi up, by lightly tickling her, laying beside her, completely naked.
"Stop!" she yelled, playfully. "Stop it!"
"Are you awake yet?" I laughed.
"Yes!" she yelled again and I stopped and kissed her.
"Time to get ready for dinner," I said. "I just finished with my shower."
"Aw... you should have invited me to join you," she teased, sliding her hand down my torso to my hip. A second later she was sliding her finger tip along my growing shaft.
"I wasn't sure we'd have time."
"There's always time for that," she giggled. She sat up and slipped the t-shirt she was wearing over her head, tossing it aside. Her B-cup breasts were one of my favorite attributes and she grabbed and squeezed them. She playfully pushed me to my back and wrapped her fingers around my shaft, slowly stroking it. "Even if I'm not allowed to fuck you, I can still do... something... to make you happy."
"How about I lick your pussy? Maybe you can play with me in the car on the way," I teased.
"In the car? What about my mom?"
"She'll be driving," I smiled. "She won't see a thing."
She fought me for a second, really wanting to please me, but relented when I sat up and pushed her to her back. "Ok, ok." She giggled, hooked her thumbs into the waist band of her panties and pushed them down and off her legs. I settled in between her legs and kissed her inner thighs.
"God, you do that so well," she moaned softly, as my lips and tongue moved closer and closer to her pussy. She watched my every move as I wrapped my arms underneath her legs and then rolled to my back, forcing her up onto her knees so that she was sitting on my face. I pushed my tongue deep into her hole and circled it. "Fuck!" she giggled.
I focused on watching every move she made above me as I licked her pussy, feeling her rock her hips forward and back. She enjoyed my licking her, enjoyed my lips encasing her clit and sucking, shivering as the pleasure rolled over her body.
"Oh that's so good," she panted, grabbing and squeezing her breasts. Her nipples were hard and pointed, begging to be sucked. She pinched them between her fingers and tugged on them, making them even harder.
"Mmm," I moaned as I continued licking. Her hips slid forward and back as she ground herself down into my mouth, wanting more and more pleasure.
"Oh my God!" she panted, grabbing the headboard to keep from falling over as I licked and sucked faster.
I swirled my tongue around her clit several times before, once again, capturing her clit with my lips and sucking on it once more.
"Oh... oh... oh fuck! Oh fuck!" she said loudly, her orgasm coming quickly. "It feels so good. Yeah... oh yes... I'm cumming... Oh fuck!... I'm cumming!" Her body was shaking and she held her breath, holding tightly onto the headboard as she came on my face.
"Mmm," I moaned, as I continued noisily licking and sucking, gathering up her juices and prolonging her orgasm until she couldn't take any more. She finally fell onto the bed beside me. "God you're wet," I said, leaning over to kiss her. She was still breathing hard, but accepted my pussy-juice-covered lips on her own, even licking them clean.
"I can't wait to see your mom do that to you," I smiled as I sat back to look down at her. She looked up and blushed, embarrassed that she wanted it, too. Especially if that meant I'd fuck her again.
"Go get a shower," I said, looking at the bedside clock. "We have to leave in about thirty minutes."
"Ok, ok... if you insist," she giggled, happy and relaxed, as she bound into the bathroom and started the shower.
*****
In thirty minutes we were knocking on Melissa's door and she opened it, smiling. She was wearing a very brightly colored, flower-print dress that looked incredible on her. Abi was wearing something similar. I wore a Hawaiian shirt and loose slacks. It was going to be a fun dinner. Our reservation for that night was to a Luau held about ten minutes away.
We walked out to the car and Melissa slid into the driver's seat. Abi and I crawled into the back together. As we settled in, I caught Melissa scowling at me in the rearview mirror. She knew, sitting in the back seat together, that Abi and I were probably going to be up to no good. She was right, of course. I smiled back and shrugged my shoulders signaling to her that there was nothing she could do about it.
Abi was sitting right behind Melissa and we didn't even get out of the parking lot before her sexy little hand was rubbing my crotch and unzipping my dress pants. In seconds, she fished her hand inside and dug through the material to get at my bare cock to pull it through the hole.
I moaned softly as she stroked me. My cock was long and stiff, not having been satisfied in several hours. Melissa adjusted the rearview mirror to watch us but I knew she wasn't at all happy about this. Her little girl had her hand on my shaft and was stroking it.
"Mmm," I moaned softly as we drove. Abi bent over and slid my cock into her mouth to get it wet before continuing her hand job.
"I can't wait to see this," Melissa said from the front seat, trying to distract Abi from what she was doing. "Have you gone to a Luau before Ryan?" She looked in the rearview mirror to catch my eye.
"No," I said, sliding down in my seat a little, to give Abi more room... and to guide Melissa's eyes down to what Abi was doing to me. I wanted her to have a good feel for what Abi was wanting from me. I wanted her to feel the pressure. "This'll be my... uh... my first time, too."
Abi's hand slid up and down a little faster now, hoping that I was near my orgasm, but it wasn't meant to be. We just didn't have enough time.
"Are you gonna cum?" she whispered, bending over and licking the engorged head.
"No... sorry."
"I think this is it," Melissa said as she pulled into the parking lot. It was starting to get full as everyone was arriving at the same time.
"Thanks, doll," I told Abi, smiling, then kissing her. I stuffed my engorged cock into my pants and zipped them back up, much to her dismay. "Maybe later. Ok?"
"Ok," Abi pouted, sticking her lower lip out like a little girl.
Melissa parked the car and we all got out and walked to the Luau. It was a large area, with tables arranged in arced rows and seats set so that everyone could see the stage in front. Food and drink stations were arrange in the back.
Melissa showed the hostess our reservation and the young woman gave us each a lei, the girls getting a flowered lei and me getting sea shells. Then she led us to our table. I sat in the middle, with Melissa on one side and Abi on the other. We sat for a moment, waiting for things to get started and watching the crowd around us.
"The food is available in the back whenever you're ready," a young woman dressed in hula costume said from the stage. "Salads and lighter fare are to my left, moving to the main course on my right. There's the bar in the middle with pretty much any drink you'd like... from tropical cocktails... to lemonade... and coffee if you prefer. Please help yourself. The show will start in about thirty minutes."
I nodded. "Ok... let's go get some dinner," I said, standing.
Melissa grabbed my arm as Abi walked towards the back, slowing me down for a moment. "I can't believe you let her do that," Melissa spat. "I thought we had a deal, Ryan. And what was that package? Seriously?"
"I told you," I said, smiling. "She's getting really desperate. And a bit aggressive about it. You're going to have to take care of her... using that strap-on to take her virginity... or I'll take care of her with my dick. It's up to you."
She stopped, stunned by what I said, and I walked away to catch up with Abi. We went through the lines at the various stations, then grabbed Mai Tais from the bar and walked back to our seats. I sat between the two women and could almost feel the sexual tension. Abi amorously slid her hand over my back, shoulder, and arm as she ate, then slid her hand onto my thigh. Melissa watched out of the corner of her eye, hoping and praying that nothing would happen in such a public place.
Nothing did happen. We ate our dinner, making small talk, then watched as the wait-staff cleared away the dishes. It was getting darker and the lights came on, highlighting the stage. Music finally started over the din of the crowd and we grew silent. The narrator spoke before each set, giving a description of the dance we were about to see and providing insight into the main dancers actions.
Finally, at the end, the narrator invited all who wanted to come on stage and learn how to hula dance. Many in the crowd got up and it didn't take long before Abi tugged at my arm, pulling me to come up with her. I relented after a moment and we had a blast. My hips didn't move as easily as required for the dance, but we laughed trying.
Finally, the dinner and show over, we walked back to the parking lot and got into the car. Melissa immediately went to the back seat, hoping to prevent our earlier play from happening again. So, I drove and Abi sat in the passenger seat.
As we left the lot and got onto the main road, Abi took my hand in hers and laid it on her lap. I glanced in the rearview mirror and saw Melissa glaring back at me. I could feel the heat of Abi's pussy on my hand as she held it in her lap, close to her pussy. My pinky was free and I slowly used it to tease Abi, stroking her bare inner thigh, pushing our hands up under her dress. I didn't even look at her as I felt her legs part more, felt her move her hips forward a little more, all to give my fingers easier access. She was extremely horny and she wanted my fingers in her pussy.
I slid our hands up higher until my pinky was touching her bare pussy beneath her dress. I could feel how wet and ready she was. I moved my hand out of hers, letting her touch and stroke my forearm as my fingers slid along her labia and teased her clit. She moaned softly, barely loud enough for me to hear, let alone her mother.
I glanced in the mirror and Melissa had a pretty good idea what was going on. She shook her head slowly, stewing in her anger.
I slowly pushed one finger inside Abi's wetness and she grabbed my forearm hard, wanting me to go as deep as I could. Unfortunately, we weren't in the best position, but I worked my finger into her as best I could, teasing her clit with my thumb at the same time.
Abi moaned quietly as I continued fingering her. I knew I wasn't going to be able to get her off, but I definitely was going to get her excited. It didn't take long to get to the hotel, though, and I pulled my hand away as we parked the car.
Abi and I walked ahead of Melissa up to our rooms and Melissa grabbed me at the last moment, keeping me from entering.
"Don't do what I think you're planning on doing, Ryan," she hissed. "Don't forget our deal. You will NOT fuck her." She kept her voice as quiet as she could but it was definitely loud enough to get her point across.
"I can't fight nature forever," I smiled. "Look... you're going to have to step up. Abi's already told me she's going to wake me up with a blow job tomorrow and will likely want to go a lot farther than that. I'm not going to be able to fight her if I'm as horny as I normally am."
"So? What am I supposed to do about it?" she hissed, trying not to be too loud.
"I suggest you beat her to the punch... you give me a blow job first."
She hesitated for a moment, then relented. "Ok... just... just come over when you wake up..."
I shook my head. "Huh uh. You come over to our room. I want you to wake me up with a blowjob before Abi wakes up."
"Ryan!" she hissed. "You've got to be kidding me!"
"No... that's just what you're going to have to do to save your daughter." I smiled and walked in the door, then turned around. "Good niiiight..." I sang, closing the door.
"Fuck you," was the last thing she mumbled as the door closed.
"Were you talking to my mom?" Abi asked.
"Yeah... just talking about what we're going to do tomorrow," I said. I had to admit, I wasn't really lying.
"Are we doing anything in particular?"
"Eh... maybe... we're still deciding and talking about it. We'll see what your mom decides in the morning."
"Ok," she said, slipping her dress over her head. She tossed it onto the luggage and stood there, completely naked. "Now... about that later..." She walked towards me and dropped to her knees, her hands going to the front of my pants, unfastening them. I was helpless as she pulled them down, followed by my boxers, and then slid her mouth onto my cock.
"Mmm," she moaned, sliding her hand up and down it as she sucked on the head.
"Oh fuck," I hissed. God, she was definitely good. If her mom only knew how far we'd gone with sex so far... I probably wouldn't have the same control over her. Her desire to keep her daughter pure... to not let me take her virginity... held a great deal of control over her. And I was going to milk it for all I could.
"God, baby... that feels so good," I moaned softly. I was starting to breathe faster now, my body really warming up.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," she whispered, not letting my cock out of her mouth for a moment, her hand pumping even faster. Suddenly she pushed me deep inside her mouth, as if trying to touch my stomach with her nose.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
"Oh fuck!" I groaned, pleasure spiking my brain. My legs shook and I wasn't sure how much longer I was going to be able to stand.
She lifted her mouth off my cock for a moment, her saliva dripping off it as she continued stroking, adding her other hand. "Are you going to fuck me? I really, really need it."
"Oh God... baby, you know I can't... not yet," I groaned. "We're so close to that, though. Be patient just a little longer."
"Then where do you want to cum because I think this monster's about ready?" She smiled up at me, deviously. I knew exactly where she wanted it.
"Right on that pretty little face of yours," I said, smiling down at her before closing my eyes again. The pleasure she was giving me was incredible and I was about to cum.
"So I can take a picture and show my mom?" she joked, giggling.
"Exactly," I smiled and laughed. "I'm sure she'll love it."
She moved her hands faster, flicking her tongue under the head. "Come on... cum for me," she panted, getting very serious and determined again. "I want you to cum all over my face.... all over my slutty little face. Give me that big load."
"Oh fuck... oh fuck," I panted and then held my breath as the pleasure overwhelmed my brain for a second. Then the damn burst. "Unh! Unh! Unh!" I moaned as my cum gushed out of my cock, again and again. She moved the head of my cock and her face, covering it with my load, while smiling up at me.
"Ohhhh, yeah, yeah, yeah," she moaned, sliding my cock over her face and smearing it with cum.
"Ah! Fuck!" I hissed. She stroked my cock, slowly, squeezing it and pulling all of the cum out of me. Then she licked and sucked on the tip, cleaning it off, getting the last drop.
She let go of my shaft and stood, smiling and laughing as she skipped towards the bathroom and checked herself out in the mirror. "That's a nice load!" she giggled, scooping it up with her fingers and sucking it into her mouth as she watched me in the mirror.
"I was saving it up, just for you," I smiled. I finished kicking my pants off, unbuttoning my shirt, then slid into the bed.
"I'll be in in a sec," she said, turning on the water. "Let me get cleaned up."
Abi came to bed five minutes later and I wrapped my arms around her, snuggling against her back, my cock nestled between her thighs.
"I think your mom is going to try something tomorrow morning and I don't want you to be surprised when it happens," I said softly.
"What's she going to do?"
"I'm not sure, but I think she's going to try to do something to convince me to let her fuck you," I lied.
"Why does she want to do that?"
"Because she's scared that I'm going to be just like your dad and leave you," I said, stroking her stomach lightly. "She doesn't want me to take your virginity. She thinks that will make you feel too close to me."
"But you've already taken it," she whispered, confused.
"I know... but she doesn't know that," I said. "She's afraid I'm going to steal you away from her and then break your heart. So I think she's going to try get very close to you... even closer than a mother should... just so she can stay with you and help you."
"I don't understand."
"Neither do I babydoll," I whispered, kissing the back of her head. "It's a kind of jealousy that just doesn't make sense. I'm just warning you that it might happen."
"Ok."
"If you wake up, just pretend to be asleep."
"Ok, I will."
"Goodnight, babydoll."
"Good night."
Tired from the days activities, we quickly fell asleep.
*****
Wednesday morning, before the sun came up, I was awakened by cool air on my skin and a soft, warm, wetness sliding over my cock. The room was filled with the sound of light sucking as a woman slid it in deep in her mouth for a moment, and then freed it to stroke it.
I felt Abi beside me with my left hand, so I knew it wasn't her. I smiled in the darkness. Melissa came through. And she seemed determined to finish me. She licked the length of my shaft several times before sliding me into her mouth once more.
"Mmm," she moaned as she sucked on me, just enjoying herself.
"Mmhmm... that's exactly what I need to wake up to in the morning," I whispered, trying to talk low enough, as if I didn't want to wake Abi.
"You better enjoy it while it lasts," Melissa said, stroking my shaft. "My daughter's a special girl. You're a lucky man to have her. And you're only going to be with her for a few more days."
"And here you are... giving me a blowjob," I laughed softly.
"You know... I woke up today just feeling like I wanted to do something... naughty," she admitted. "I just thought... I need to do this. It's been a long time... you're a young man... and cute... even if you are a piece of shit."
She took me deep into her mouth, deeper than before, and nearly choked on it before she pulled it out again.
"Does my daughter do it like this?" she asked, swirling her tongue on the underside of the head as she stroked the shaft. The pleasure was intense. "Hmm? Does she?"
"Something like that," I whispered. "Maybe not as good, but she's learning fast."
Melissa suddenly rubbed my cock over her hard nipples and tits and I realized that she was topless. The she set it between her breasts, allowing them to cradle it in their soft, warm embrace as she squeezed them together and slid her body up and down to fuck her own breasts.


"I know you like my tits... were you thinking about this?" she asked. "Thinking about how much you wanted to fuck my tits?"
"Mmhmm... I have," I admitted.
"What a naughty, naughty, young man you are," she said. "You know I love my daughter very much. And I'd do anything to protect her."
I could feel Abi move next to me. I had the impression she was awake, but I couldn't tell for sure.
"So you're going to have to make me a promise... you're going to be a good boyfriend for the next few days," Melissa said. "Understand?"
"Of course," I agree. "I'm always a good boyfriend to her."
"Yeah, right," she practically spat... although the disdain was barely there any more. I was growing on her. "But you're going to be very good to her. If you're good to her... I'll be good to you. Do you understand me?"
"Yeah... I think I do."
"Cause I know what a naughty boy you are," she said. "Naughty boys have desires that need to be met and I understand that. I don't want my daughter mixed up in that with you. I want her to marry a good man."
I moved, causing her to let go of my shaft, kicked my legs over the side, and stood beside the bed. I reached down and grabbed her, lifting her up and pushing her down onto the bed so that she was laying on her stomach, her ass right in front of me. I grabbed her hips and pushed, forcing her up onto the bed on her knees. Then I pushed her hips down, forcing her knees farther apart, getting into the perfect position for me.
I licked two fingers and slid them into her pussy from behind. As I suspected, she was completely naked. She was expecting more than just a blowjob.
"Oh fuck," she grunted softly as my fingers probed deep inside her vagina, twisting a little, slowly pumping in and out.
"Are you wanting to fuck my daughter like this?" she spat back at me, trying to keep her voice down. I laughed. Of course I did. I enjoyed fucking her in many different positions.
"Mmhmm," I laughed softly.
"Like an animal? I bet you do. You truly are a piece of work."
"Yet you want to be fucked like this," I smiled. "You love getting fucked like this. Your pussy is just gushing."
"Whatever... just... put it in me," she said, obviously not willing to fight at all.
I set my cock against her hole and pushed slightly, then grabbed her hips and pushed more firmly, sliding inside her deep with one thrust.
"Oh God... fuck," she moaned. "Oh fuck."
I started thrusting giving her warm, wet pussy a welcome from my cock. And she was enjoying it.
"Oh my God, yeah," she panted. "Oh shit... fuck me... oh yeah."
I thrust faster and the room was filled with her soft grunting noises. We both tried to keep it quiet, but I knew Abi had to be awake by now, just feigning sleep.
"Oh!" Melissa moaned sharply as I gathered her hair in the back of her head and pulled, making her head tilt way back, forcing her back to arch, and forcing her hips to push back against me. "Oh God."
I could just barely see her in the growing dawn as I released her and she lay her head on the bed. She was probably even touching Abi's legs, but Abi didn't move a muscle or say a word.
"Oh! Oh!" Melissa panted a little louder, and buried her face into the comforter to keep from making too much noise. I could feel her body shake abruptly and could hear her muffled moan as she came on my cock. "Ohhhhhhhh!"
Her pussy was milking my cock, begging to make me cum, but I wasn't ready for that. I pulled free from her pussy and watched her dark outline as she stood in front of me.
"Did you like that?" I said in a cocky tone and smiled, teasing her.
"You're not going to take her virginity," she spat.
"Someone's going to have to," I said. "And it's going to have to happen before we leave here. She'll see to that."
"Then I will," Melissa said, determined.
"You'll fuck your own daughter?"
"I will if it'll keep you from her."
"Then I expect you to... tonight," I said as she walked towards the adjoining door. "I'm going to fuck her when we go to bed tonight. With or without you fucking her first. Maybe you can convince her she doesn't need to fuck me."
I could feel Melissa's anger and determination as she stood there. She was resolved to do something that a mother should never do and it was eating her up. Her only saving grace was that, in her mind, she was saving her daughter from me, saving her from some horrible, painful breakup that she just knew I was going to drop on her.
But I knew better. I knew I was going to break her first.
"Just remember your promise," she spat, quietly.
"Oh I will. You remember yours."
She closed her eyes and shook her head, not at all happy with the way this deal was working out. "Shit," she mumbled under her breath. "I'll meet you for breakfast," she said and slipped through the door, closing it behind her.
I laughed softly as I slid back into bed. "Did you hear all that, babydoll?"
"Most of it," she admitted.
"What do you think?"
"I just... I just don't understand what she's afraid of."
"I don't know," he said, grabbing her hips and turning her to her stomach. "But, uh... here... I need your ass." Using her mother's cum as lubricant and a little spit, I pushed inside Abi while she grunted, grabbing the blankets and burying her face in her pillow. She moaned loudly, almost screaming as each thrust pushed deeper and deeper.
Each thrust pushed her head into the pillow and up into the headboard, but she kept her position, even arching her back to give me the best angle. And I had the best orgasm in just minutes, gushing up inside her bowels, thinking of tonight, when I was going to watch her mom seduce her... and then the wonderful time the three of us would have together afterwards.
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Little Brooke, His Magical Touch
William was sitting in his favorite living room chair, warm and comfortable, just watching a movie on the TV when his daughter, Brooke, came home. He'd glanced at the clock just moments ago... 9:40pm.
"Uh... oh my goodness!" Brooke sighed loudly, falling back into the couch, her hands hitting the cushions on either side of her legs.
It had been a long night for William. Ever since his wife died ten years ago, every night seemed to be longer and longer... especially as Brooke grew older. The older she got, the more independent she got, the less he saw of her, and the longer his nights seemed to be as he navigated his loneliness. Now, at twenty-three, she was out of college and working a full-time job for the first time in her life.
Luckily, she was still living at home, so at least her saw her a little.
He smiled at her. She reminded him of a young teenager giving up something simple because they were asked to do what they thought was an impossible chore. "Hard night?"
"Oh yeah... an entire, long, hard day is a better way to put it," she said. He had to laugh. She was so... tiny... that it seemed like she was just a little girl. At just over five foot tall and a hundred pounds, she was his perfect girl, his little Brooke.
But while she didn't grow very tall, her body definitely grew more shapely. Her hips grew a little wider and curvier, her ass got thicker, her thighs more round. She was definitely not a little girl. He could see her perky C-cup mounds behind her silky, button-down blouse and felt a little embarrassed that the sight actually excited him. She excited him. He figured it was just because he hadn't dated in ten years that he felt this unnatural attraction for her. Ten years of taking care of himself every night. Ten years of just porn to look at. Ten years of young women, prancing around naked, fucking guys and each other, tempting and teasing him to orgasm after orgasm. Whatever it was, he couldn't deny it. Every time he saw his little Brooke, he got physically erect and excited.
"The entire day sucked," she continued. "And I'm aching all over." She rubbed her hose-covered legs, massaging herself.
"At least it's a Friday, right?" he said, thinking that maybe the weekend would be better, she'd at least be able to rest and recharge.
"Yeah... true." She got lucky and didn't have to work so much on the weekend. Those hours at the store were more taken by the hourly employees and the manager. The manager actually enjoyed working the weekends while Brooke wanted to avoid that with all her might.
"You're working pretty hard," William smiled, fatherly.
"It's getting close to the holiday," she sighed. "I have to work hard. There's so much to do. But sometimes all the standing just takes its toll on my feet... and calves."
"You'd think that you would have learned your lesson about wearing heels all day," William snickered. He knew his daughter enjoyed wearing high heels. They made her so much taller. "Maybe flats would be better."
"I just can't do that," she whined. "I'm too short to do that! But, ooh, my ankles are so swollen." She lifted her foot onto the opposite knee and used her hands to massage her foot and ankle, trying to soothe her aches.
"You know... I can do something about that," William said.
"Like?"
"I can massage your feet. I mean... if you want."
"I dunno, daddy," Brooke frowned. "It sounds weird."
"It's not weird," William said, waving his hand to dismiss her comment. "I used to give your mom foot massages all the time. It's my thing."
"Really?"
"Yeah!" he said, nodding and smiling. "Take it from me. You need this. You're going to be thanking me after I do it. You're going to be so addicted, like, asking for one every day until I like have to cut you back to once every two weeks."
She giggled. "Alright. Alright. Where do you want me?"
William stood and moved to the couch, sitting in the middle while Brooke moved to one end.
"Like this?" she asked, sitting back against the arm rest, her feet towards her daddy.
William nodded. "Yeah... just relax!"
"It's not easy for me to do you know," she laughed.
He had to admit, it was difficult to get her to just sit down sometimes. She definitely had a Type-A personality. He grabbed one of her feet, pulled it into his lap, and started massaging it.
She giggled and squirmed all of the sudden. "That tickles! I thought this was supposed to be a relaxing thing."
"It is," he said. "Relax. It's starting to feel better, right?"
She nodded. It was starting to feel better. "Yeah. Ooh," she moaned as his thumb dug into a particularly sensitive spot on the bottom of her foot. "Oh my gosh, that feels so good. Right there. Right there. Mmmm."
"So... what's new at work?" he asked. "Tell me all about it."
"We're just changing a lot of displays for the holiday," she said. "And getting so many shipments, like almost one every day. It's just... a lot." Suddenly she noticed that her knees had parted a bit and that her Dad's eyes had wandered between her legs... looking up her skirt... between her thighs... at her... her crotch. She quickly closed her knees and looked aside at the TV, a little embarrassed... and... well... excited.
"You ok?" he asked, noticing her sudden discomfort and flushed face.
"Yeah... I'm ok," she whispered. "Nothing's... nothing's wrong. You can keep going."
"Are you sure?" he asked, a little worried. Was she upset that he was looking at her crotch? He couldn't help it. It was right there... and she looked like she wanted him to look at her the way her thighs were open.
"Yep... I'm good," she said quickly. "I was just thinking about something."
"Ok." He resumed massaging her foot and watched her expression change from a look of almost worry, to one of satisfaction. His hands were having a very noticeable effect on her.
She looked at him again, licking her lips. He could tell that she was getting physically excited, but was still nervous. "You're making me feel very, very good."
He smiled. "Oh yeah? That's good."
She blinked a little rapidly, as his fingers prodded and pressed, rubbing along the bottom of her foot and pinching the bottom of her heel. "Wow... that feels good, daddy. That feels... very good."
As he switched to the other foot, her legs opened, naturally, and he watched let them stay open. She even moved her hand down a little, pulling her skirt up a little, exposing her panties more to his sight. They were beautiful, lacy and blue. He couldn't see the prize hidden behind them at all, but he knew it was there. And by her actions, by her licking her lips, he knew she was excited, but scared.
"Oh... yeah... that's it," she said.
He brought her foot to his mouth as she watched. She looked almost too helpless to stop him as he kissed her toes and then sucked one in between his lips, tugging on it lightly. She felt almost orgasmic, letting out a little gasp of air, her hips rocking a little, grinding into the air.
"You're... um... not really... massaging," she whispered, almost breathlessly. "I want you to focus on my... um... just massaging... just massaging my, um... feet."
"Sorry," he said, bringing her foot down again, pressing his thumb into the sole once again. "That was just something your mom liked."
Brooke gulped. She could see why her mom would like that. It was so... erotic. She almost came from that alone. But... she couldn't do that! This was her Dad! Her Dad was the one touching her, not just some... guy. She could feel her pussy pulsing between her legs, wanting to be touched... needing to be touched. She knew she was going to have to go masturbate. The only question in her mind was... was she going to masturbate thinking about her daddy?
"Oh... um... I think that's good enough, daddy," she said quickly, pulling her foot out of his hands. "Thank you." She quickly pressed her thighs together again and pushed her skirt down. She sat up, putting her back against the back of the couch again, but she looked so uncomfortable.
"I hope you feel better, well, your feet feel better. I... I, uh, enjoyed doing that for you," he said softly, hoping that she wasn't scared off. He didn't mean to upset her.
"What?" she said, shaking her head to clear it. She suddenly felt the urge to just jump on him and kiss him. "You... you did? Well, I do feel... better. I mean, my feet feel better. You did a very good job."
"That was ok?"
She nodded and smiled, trying to look comfortable and normal. "Yeah? You made me feel so much better. I just... I just thought about something I need to do."
"You ok?"
"Oh yeah," she said, a little too quickly. "Everything's good."
"I could tell you really liked it," he smiled. "I hope it helps."
"Yeah... maybe you can do that again sometime," she smiled, standing. "It's very generous of you. I'm, uh... going to go take a shower and head to bed. I'll see you in the morning."
"Ok... good night," he said as she scurried towards her bedroom. "Love you!"
"Love you, too!" was the last thing he heard before her door shut.
*****
It was thirty minutes later when he got out of his chair again. His movie ended and it was time for bed. Not that he remembered much about the movie. His mind kept turning, over and over, thinking about what had happened tonight. How he reacted to his daughter as he massaged her... how she reacted... looking excited and scared. And he couldn't stop thinking about what might happen next... about how she'd feel in his arms... her warm, soft body against his... how soft her lips would feel against his own.
He paused at her bedroom door briefly and gently put his ear against it. He swore that he could hear moaning from inside and he felt his cock twitch again.
*****
Due to their different weekend schedules, William saw his daughter again on Monday night. She got off work again, not as late this time, but still after 9pm, and went to take a shower. As William sat in his chair, watching the football game, Brooke padded out of the bathroom. He noticed that all she was wearing was her bath towel, tightly wrapped around her.
She fell onto the couch, as she always seemed to do. But this time, she seemed quite unaware of her lack of clothing. As she sat back, the towel shifted and he got a quick view up between her legs. His cock stirred seeing the little slit and little patch of hair there.
"I'm not ready for a whole week of work again," she said, looking less stressed, but stressed nonetheless. "How did the weekend fly by so fast? Can I have a redo?" she laughed.
"I know what you mean," he laughed back. His job wasn't as stressful as hers and had better hours, but it was still a lot of hard work.
"Thank goodness for baths, though," she sighed and closed her eyes for a moment, remembering how good her shower felt. "Nothing sucks the tension out of my body like a good, hot bath. I feel so good. I'm all light headed."
She opened her eyes to watch her dad looking at her, specifically at her thighs. He looked up at her face again when he realized she was watching him. She just seemed to smile, maybe a small, embarrassed smile, but a smile nonetheless. "That's not to say your foot massage the other day didn't help. It was amazing, daddy."
"I'm glad you liked it," he said.
"I apologize for not showing more appreciation," she said. "It means so much to me that you'd do that for me. I need it. My feet certainly need it. And I just think it's so important to show love through touch."
"I agree!" he said. "That's one thing I miss with your mom being gone and all. But... you liked it enough, right?
You said you did at least. You know... speaking of which... you want another massage?"
"Yeah! Of course!" she smiled brightly, sitting up on the edge of the couch, excitedly. "Would you do that for me? That would really get me ready for the week."
"Yeah, of course!" he said. "Scoot over." He got out of his chair and sat on the couch again as Brooke got into position, leaning back against the armrest.
"Really?" she gushed. "You're so generous. I do appreciate and need it... badly. And, frankly, now that I have a taste I can hardly resist."
William gently grabbed her foot, pulled it into his lap, and started rubbing it. Brooke's towel didn't come down very far and he could see quite a bit up her thigh, although at the moment, her pussy was covered.
"Oh my gosh," she giggled, "your hands are so cold. Although my bath was probably a little too hot." She watched his hands work on her foot intently, and softly moaned. "Oh my gosh... your hands work magic. You know exactly what I want. You can read my body language really well. This is so good. I need this so bad. I was actually hoping that you would give me another foot massage after my bath. I put some lavender bath oil in. Now my whole body smells so nice. Do you like it?
"Yeah, baby," he smiled up at her. "You smell really nice. And your skin is so soft."
"Thanks daddy," she smiled. "Mmm... oh daddy, that's good." She seemed to relax more and more into the couch, her towel loosening a little. "Yes... dig into the soles of my feet."
William's thumbs dug into her foot, moving down to the heel and working around it as he lifted her foot higher into the air. William then brought his face closer, first kissing, then gently licking her foot, even as he massaged it.
"Wow..." she moaned softly as she watched his tongue slide between her toes. Then he sucked the toe into his mouth.
"Oh... you're going to ruin all other foot massages for me."
William watched idly as she closed her eyes and then her hand moved over and between her thighs as if she was just aching to touch herself.
"You know... your calves could use a massage, too... if... if you don't mind. I can massage them, too," he said softly, just watching her expression as he sucked her big toe into his mouth.
"Really?" she asked, smiling, her face registering much more than happiness, though. "You'd do that for me?"
"Mmhmm." William moved one hand higher, digging his fingertips into the muscles of her calf, all the while still kissing and sucking on her toes.
"My legs are just so tight," Brooke whispered, panting softly. William could see the need and desire written all over her face as his hands continued to work their magic. His hands moved higher, stopping at the top of her calf.
"Wow... you've barely even started touching me and it feels so good," she beamed.
"Is that firm enough? Does it hurt?"
She quickly shook her head. "No... no that doesn't hurt at all. You're doing a really... really... good job. Oh that's perfect. Oh that's so perfect."
He worked his fingers over her muscle, squeezing it between his fingertips, gently moving along it.
"Oh wow!" Brooke moaned loudly. "That hits the spot! Oh my gosh,! Ohhh... oh daddy." She seemed to squirm beneath him, her legs spreading a little again as he switched to the other leg. Her hand slid slightly between her thighs again, so close to her pussy. She wanted to touch her sweet spot so badly.
William worked her other leg, just lightly the first, first working on her foot, then sliding up to work on that calf.
"Yeah... nice and deep," Brooke moaned. "Right there. gosh, that feels good daddy. Oh my gosh,! This is just what I needed."
"Your mom always liked my massages," he whispered, locking eyes with Brooks. "It was a little... foreplay... for us. She told me she almost had an orgasm every time. Just from my magic fingers."
Brooke looked at him, looking a little embarrassed.
"I'm sorry. That's probably too much information. But does it feel good to you?"
Brooke nodded. "Oh... yeah... that's so nice."
"Maybe... maybe I can massage your knees, too. And the back side of your knee," he offered, gently probing that new area, lifting her leg higher in the air in the process. He could feel her shiver a little as her ass was more exposed... and her pussy. "Does that feel good?"
"Yeah... you're doing good," she panted softly.
"I bet your thighs are really sore, too," he whispered, his hands working higher up onto her thigh. "I think it would make you feel so good if I just... rub them a little bit." Brooke squirmed, getting nervous at how good it was feeling. "It's ok. We're family... it's ok. Just... that's it... don't be afraid to just move around there. Your skin is so warm... so soft. Your thighs need a lot more TLC... they're just so much more tender than your feet."
Brooke moaned softly. "Oh daddy... that's good. This is really doing the trick. You're doing so good... so good."
She bent her legs and spread her knees even more, so that he almost had an unobstructed view of her pussy. His lips suddenly felt dry and he licked them.
"That's... very good," he said as his fingers worked higher and higher up her thigh. "Your inner thighs are very sensitive. Here... really, don't be afraid if I get a little closer."
"Daddy," she exhaled softly, closing her eyes. "So... relaxing..."
"Very good," he whispered, softly and slowly, keeping her in her little trance of pleasure. "Yes... it's very... very relaxing. Do you feel that? Your skin is so soft and warm. And this is the part that needs the most work, isn't it? The further up I go... the better it feels for you."
"Oh... yeah," she panted softly, as if in a daze.
"That's good sweety... that's good." His fingers were working at the top of her thigh, one hand was massaging the very soft flesh there, just an inch from her wetness. And he couldn't wait to massage on that little tender spot of flesh. It's been so long since he'd touched a woman there.
"I make circles... and then... slowly... travel... up," he said, slowly moving his circles higher, his fingers now on the crease where her thigh met her torso. She let him spread her legs a little more, giving him room to massage there... and giving him a wonderful view of her pussy. Her lips were engorged, slightly open like a flower, her clit exposed. She had a small patch of pubic hair above her clit, very well trimmed and recently shaved. He could smell her womanly scent and it excited him.
She was breathing harder, panting excitedly.
"It's so warm... right... here. The higher I go the warmer it is. That's it baby. Yeah... yeah... I go a little higher." His fingers were massaging her outer labia pinching and pulling the supple flesh. Her pussy was so wet and ready, drooling her lubricating fluids.
She'd been holding her breath a little and let out a long exhale. Her breath was shaky with her excitement. "Ohhhhhh... daddyyyyyyyy..."
"This is how you'll really relax," he said. "When I massage here, you'll really feel it. And then... there's one last spot... just a little... further... up." His fingers slid to the top of her pussy and started pressing into and circling her clit.
"Oh! Oh!" she panted, holding her eyes closed tightly. "That feels very good," she moaned softly.
"I just... rub it... a little... circling," he said softly, watching her body writhe slightly below him, desperately wanting the release he was promising. "You're doing so good... looking so relaxed."
Then her body suddenly tightened and she opened her eyes. Her brow furrowed as if she was so close to cumming, then realized who it was that was giving her such an incredible orgasm. She couldn't handle the range of emotions that were playing through her body. Her daddy was about to make her have an orgasm and she wanted him to! But... it wasn't right! "We... uh... we have to stop," she said quickly. She closed her legs and sat up again. Pulling her towel tightly around herself she turned slightly away from him.
"No... please. We don't have to stop," William said softly, pulling his hands away from her.
"But this is... this is wrong."
"No! This is not wrong," he said sternly. "This is just a massage. Just like the other day. And I know you really liked that massage. I'm your father and I love you. There's no reason to stop."


"I'm... I'm sorry," she said, moving to the edge of the couch. "I... I have to go do something."
"What? What do you mean you have to go do something?" he asked, shaking his head, trying to convince her to stay. "Honey! Why are you getting up? Honey, we aren't doing anything wrong." Brooke stood and turned to go to her bedroom. "Baby... I'm just trying to make you feel very good," William plead softly. "You don't have to go." He definitely didn't want her to leave. He was so close to showing her how much he loved her... how much he wanted her. He was so close to giving her what he's needed to give for so long.
"I'm sorry," she said, walking towards her bedroom.
"Ok... yeah... I just want you to know that I'm here if you need another massage," he said, feeling depressed and disappointed. He prayed that he didn't ruin his relationship with her. That would kill him. "I don't want you to feel bad about anything. "So... ok... go... do what you need to do."
She stopped at the entrance to the hallway that led back to the bedrooms and turned her head back towards him. "I'm sorry... but... I'm not mad at you, daddy."
"Ok... I'm glad, baby," he smiled. Then he watched her disappear down the hall and into her bedroom.
*****
With Brooke gone, he sat in his chair again to watch the football game. But he couldn't take his mind off her. He couldn't take his mind off her soft skin... her spread legs... her open, drooling pussy. God he wanted her. He grabbed a small throw blanket from beside his chair and tossed it over his lap. Then he unfastened his pants and pulled his engorged cock free so he could stroke it.
It was only five minutes later, though, when he got out of his chair again. It was time for bed and he couldn't stop thinking about Brooke, wondering what she was doing in her bedroom. He tossed the throw aside, got up, and refastened his pants. He still hadn't had an orgasm, but he would soon enough. He'd go into his room, shut his door, and think about Little Brooke's big tits and tight pussy as he stroked himself. That would certainly and quickly do the trick!
Once again, he paused at Brooke's bedroom door as he passed by and gently put his ear against it. This time, the sounds of a vibrator and her loud moaning was unmistakable. He felt his cock twitch at the thought and grabbed it over his pants. He unfastened them again, and let them fall to his knees as his fingers wrapped around the shaft. He started stroking himself, listening to her, trying to keep his excited panting from becoming too loud.
Her voice grew higher in pitch and more excited as the seconds ticked by. Suddenly she cried out "Daddyyyyy!" and he knew she was cumming. She was cumming to thoughts of him!
"Fuck," he moaned as his hand moved faster, up and down his shaft. And he came into his hand, grunting, not caring if she heard him. In fact... in a way, he hoped she did hear him. He needed to break through this barrier between them.
*****
The week seemed to drag to William. He saw little of his Little Brooke all week long. She was such a busy young woman, especially this time of year. Now it was Friday. He got off work a little early to spend several hours raking leaves out to the curb before the sunlight faded. Then he slipped inside, made some dinner, and settled down for a night of reading.
On Wednesday, he'd been digging in his closet, looking for some extra bath supplies, when he found a small stash of pornographic items he'd hidden there many, many years ago. The magazines were ok... but he wasn't so interested in them at the moment. What really caught his eye was a small erotic novel that he'd bought. He picked it up and looked at the cover. It was slightly worn, creased and bent from reading it many, many years ago. But the picture on the cover still excited him. It was of a small, but big-chested, young woman, in the arms of a muscled, greying man. They were both naked, and she was sitting on his lap, looking down as if excited to see his cock, which wasn't shown.
William licked his lips. His mouth felt dry and his palms sweaty. He couldn't believe how much this book, this... thought... excited him. The title stood out, making his heart beat faster: 'Daddy's Girl: Little Busty Brooke.' He carried it into the living room, holding it in his shaking hand, turned on the light beside his lounge chair, and sat down.
He knew why he bought it, several years ago, but could barely admit it to himself. His daughter was beautiful and wonderful... and sexy as hell.
He remembered the story for the most part, but opened the short book to the first page. He started reading every delicious word and every erotic moment played out in his mind's eye. He barely finished the first chapter before he had his cock out, his fingers wrapped around it, stroking slowly, with thoughts of his Little Brooke doing the deviant things the main character was doing. And it exciting him.
*****
It was 1am when he heard Brook at the front door, her long keychain bouncing against the door as she unlocked it. His pants were refastened and the dirty book long hid back in his closet, but his fantasies still played out in his mind.
"Daddy? You're still awake?" his little girl said. She'd been out to a dance club with two of her friends and seemed a little drunk. Her dress was cut low, showing a lot of incredible cleavage, especially for a girl her size. And the hemline was high. He knew if she bent over, her ass would be on full display. "Do you know what time it is? I didn't think you'd still be up."
"Eh... I just... I just wanted to make sure you made it home all right," he lied. But he couldn't tell her what he really wanted. Not yet. "How was your night?"
"Ah... it was... fun-ish," she said, as if it hadn't been as fun as she'd wanted.
"Aren't you a little too old to be going out so late like this?" he asked, obviously a little jealous that she hadn't spent time with him instead.
"No... of course not," she giggled, sitting on the couch, holding her thighs together to keep from showing him her crotch. "I'm only twenty-three daddy."
"I know that. You're just... you're not in college any more. Did any of you find any guys?" he asked, hoping that she had not. He knew she'd find a guy one day and move away. He just wasn't sure he was ready for that quite yet. "I mean, that was the mission for this evening, wasn't it?"
"Well, yes, that was kind of the mission. At least for Olivia and Grace it definitely was... and, uh... they... uh... they got lucky," she nodded, smiling a little uncomfortably. "Unfortunately, I didn't meet anyone I wanted to spend more time with. I danced with a few guys, but... they just weren't... interested."
"But you're such a beautiful woman," he said, coming to her defense. "Any guy would be lucky as hell to have you in his life, sweetheart."
She smiled, blushing a little, looking to William like that little girl in his book... so innocent but so incredibly sexy. "Well... thank you. I didn't mean it like that. I'm just... I think I come off as very... sexually needy right now. But I'm sure you don't want to hear that about your daughter."
He felt his cock twitch as he envisioned his daughter as sexually needy... with him. He could help her with that. He knew he could. "It's... um... been a while for you?"
She laughed, looking embarrassed. "I'd say so. It's been... like... never."
"Never?" he asked, shocked. He never really thought about the fact that there weren't many boys around when she was home from college, no talk of boyfriends or anything.
She shook her head.
"That's a good thing, honey," he reassured her. "It should be very special... with someone very special to you."
"I know, daddy." She looked down. "It's just... embarrassing... and guys like someone with more experience."
"Not all guys are like that, honey," he said softly. "Some of them are saving themselves for the right woman, too. And others would love to be your first. Regardless... you look incredibly beautiful."
"You really think so?" she asked, blushing again. "Well, then all my efforts weren't just a waste. I don't want to think that I spent all that time pampering myself for a night of failure." She looked at him, as if she was flirting with him. "You really think I look... beautiful? You're not just saying that because you're my dad."
"No... really! I really think that."
She grabbed the neckline of her dress, her fingers running down the line, drawing his eyes down to her cleavage. "You don't think that... my neckline is just a little too... low? I mean, if you were my date, you wouldn't think I was trying too hard?"
"No... as a guy I'd say you look... sexy." His eyes focused on her breasts, filling his mind. They were truly incredible and he longed to see them uncovered. Her fingers were teasing the material, as if threatening to pull it aside to expose herself to him, but she stopped.
Brooke smiled watching how excited and amazed that he was for her body. "Really? You really don't think this goes down too far? Or... what about... the length of my dress? Is it too short? I mean... you can see the tops of my stockings." Her hands grabbed the hemline of her dress, pulling at it slightly. He could definitely see the tops of her black, thigh-high hose and felt his pulse racing. He loved her in hose. And here she was encouraging him to look.
His mouth felt so dry as he stared at her thighs, her hands pulling and lifting her dress and stroking over her stockings. He shook is head, feeling a little light-headed. "No... it's... sexy and... at the length it's... you know... expected for women your age I think. I mean, that's the way I see other young women wearing their skirts."
"Daddy... you're flattering me. You're such a sweet talker," she smiled, guiding his eyes back up to her face. "I love you, you know that? I don't know what I'd do without you."
She lifted one foot up to the side, unfastening the strap that wrapped around her ankle, letting her take off her three-inch heels. She set the shoe to the side and started massaging her nylon covered foot for a moment, moaning softly.
"All I know is, my legs and feet are killing me," she groaned. "I swear... every time I wear these heels. Oh, my feet, they just ache!" She smiled, thinking about the pleasure she was going to feel soon. "I know what's in store for me for tonight. I'm going to soak in the tub for a few hours."
"That'll feel good," he smiled.
"Oh, it is amazing... you have no idea," she gushed, running her hands over her dress. "The way the water soaks into my skin and muscles... loosening me up. Oh, it feels so good to relax. I think I'm going to use that lavender oil again." She paused a moment, her hands sliding over her breasts and then one hand moved down to her stomach and thigh.
Whether she intended to or not, her father thought she was teasing him, inviting him to touch her body like she was touching it, and his cock was throbbing because of it.
"Oh, it's going to feel so good," she moaned, closing her eyes. "To feel the water, all over my legs... my body... so good."
William was watching her hands move all over her body, squeezing and stroking her breasts, pinching her own nipples through the material. Her other hand sliding over her thigh, sliding between them as she slightly parted them, teasing him with a nice view of her black panties. Her hand stroked so close to them, in that small gap between her stockings and panties, making him want more and more.
"What are you staring at, daddy?" Brooke suddenly asked, forcing her dad to look her in the face again. He blushed, this time, embarrassed that he was seriously checking her out. He was definitely having sexual thoughts about her.
"Nothing," he said quickly. "Nothing. I was... uh... just thinking that the hot water would... um... definitely relax you," he said.
"It does sound good, doesn't it, she smiled. "To sit in a hot tub of water... relaxing... loosening up."
"If you want... I can give you a foot massage again," he offered.
"Really? You'd do that for me?" she gushed as if that would be the best gift ever. "Oh, daddy... I'm feeling so spoiled. I've been looking forward to another one of your massages."
Brooke quickly turned, sitting back against the arm rest as William moved to the sofa and sat in the middle. She'd raised her legs in the air, once again giving him a glimpse of her panties and ass, lowering them into his lap as he sat down.
"There we go," he said, taking one of her feet in his hand and pressing his fingertips into sole to massage it. "Nice and comfortable. Right?"
"Mmhmm... oh... that feels good," she whispered, her breathy voice betraying her arousal. "Daddy... I really liked the massage you gave me the other night. The one you gave me when I got out of the shower. Do you... do you think you can do a massage like that again for me?"
"Yeah... I, uh... I think I can do that," he said, smiling. That was exactly what he wanted to do.
William slid one hand up her leg more, squeezing and lengthening her calf muscle, and massaging behind her knee a little.
"Ohhh! You haven't lost your touch," she moaned. "It just feels so right... being touched by you."
"As I say, family just needs to touch more. It's so important," he said. "We don't do it nearly often enough. It's so important for bonding. Do you mind... if I maybe massage your... thigh?" he asked. "What do you think? I mean... after what happened the other night, I don't want you to be uncomfortable."
"I don't know, daddy," she said, shyly. "Do you think that would be ok?"
"Look. It's important that you really trust me," he said. "I'm your dad. Do you trust me?"
"Yes... of course."
"Good." He slid his hand onto her thigh, feeling the elastic top of her hose and then moving higher, onto her very soft inner thigh. She shuddered and grabbed his wrist, stopping him from moving any further. "Hey... it's ok. Listen. I know you've been wanting someone to touch you for a very long time. It must be so hard, working so hard, unable to meet a guy. But you can trust me. I'm here for you... to guide you. And I want you to know it's ok... and perfectly healthy... to explore a pleasurable touch."
She nodded and relaxed her grip on his wrist, allowing him to massage her inner thigh once more. She licked her lips, excited and a little nervous and scared. She knew she wanted this... wanted his touch... but was it right?
"You're doing very good," he reassured her. "I'm just massaging your legs again. Just like the other night. Don't be shy."
"That's... that feels nice," she whispered, enjoying the touch of his hand, so close to her pussy, so close to the pleasure she needed.
"Just like last time," he whispered back.
"You're making me feel so good, daddy," she moaned softly, relaxing her body.
"I'm so happy I can guide you through this experience, sweetheart," he said. "Is it ok if I touch you... more... you know... intimately? I want you to feel very safe and comfortable with me. I'll never hurt you."
William slowly spread her legs further apart, letting him get around her thigh more fully and positioning her for even more intimate touching. A wet spot had formed on her black panties, showing him just how excited she was. "There you go. Good girl. I can feel you relaxing." His hand worked its magic all over her thigh, although he was concentrating on her very soft inner thigh. He could smell her scent and couldn't wait to taste her.
"Is it ok if I touch... you know... a little bit higher?" he asked softly when he heard her whimper again. "I just want to do what I did last time. Higher up on your legs."
"Ok," she whispered, barely audible, but he could see her nod her head as they locked eyes for a moment.
"Here," he said grabbing her hips and lifting her in the air. "Let's get you into a better position." She felt so light, almost like a little doll, as he set her in his lap so that she sat sideways to him. He spread her legs apart as she put her arm around his shoulder to keep from falling.
He grabbed around her with his left hand, holding her firmly to him as his right fell back between her legs, massaging just where he left off.
"Right... there," he whispered as he pulled her knee higher up his thigh, his fingers then gliding over the crease where her thigh met her torso. She relaxed more, grabbing his shoulders tightly, leaning her head on his shoulder, allowing him to push her legs a little more apart. His fingertips felt the edge of her panties as he stroked up and down the crease, teasingly.
"It's ok," he whispered. "I want you to know that you can tell me anything that you want to try... or explore. I love you so much. I'm your Dad and I want you to know that you can trust me. This can be an amazing journey for both of us. There's things that I'd like to try as well."
His hand moved down to her knee, then back up again, sliding along the crease of her thigh again and again. He could feel her shiver as he got close to her pussy each time, either in excitement or fear.
"There you go," he said softly. "You're doing amazing."
"Oh!" she moaned, her body starting to shake a little. "Oh my gosh."
"Mmhmm," he said. "Now... if I move a little bit to the middle." He moved his fingers over the crease and circled over and around her panties, avoiding her clit, sliding along the outside of her outer labia, feeling her heat and wetness just under the thin, lacy material. "I can feel you getting more excited," he whispered. "Is it ok if I touch you... here?"
William tapped a finger in the middle of her pussy, right where her entrance was... right where her panties were sopping wet.
"Yesss," she hissed, letting out a breath that he didn't even realize she was holding. "Oh... I need this. You're so close," she whispered, panting, as if she didn't want anyone else to hear her.
"I'm here for you, baby," he whispered. "Just for you."
His fingertips circled right on her labia, slightly pushing slightly between them.
"Oh, daddy!" she panted. "Keep massaging me... right there. Oh... you don't even know how good of a job you're doing."
"You're such a beautiful, sexy, young woman," he said as his fingers, held together, stroked in circles over her pussy, giving her so much pleasure. He could feel her heat and wetness covering his hand. "It's ok sweety. Is that nice? You're doing so well."
"Oh my gosh, daddy," she panted. "Oh my gosh."
"Can I take these off you?" he asked, grabbing a bit of her panties and pulling slightly. She nodded quickly, excited to get them off her and, using one hand along with his, worked her panties off her hips and down her legs. She kicked them free, then moved her legs back into the same position.
His hand had grabbed her panties as she freed her feet and lifted them. He looked at them a moment then brought them to his nose, smelling them, smelling her sweet pussy off them. He could hear her whimper as if Brooke was shocked at his actions, but he just smiled and tossed them onto the couch beside them.
He took his index and middle finger and set them on either side of her pussy and spread them, opening her swollen slit. "Let's just spread you open... oh my God! Look at you!" he said excitedly, directing her attention to her pussy along with his. Her flesh was so swollen and red, so ready for more. "There you go. Mmm... you feel so nice. You're so hot... and so wet. Remember... communication is very important. You let me know if anything feels uncomfortable... or if there's anything that you'd like to do more of."
She shook her head, watching every move he made intently as he teased her. She watched her swollen labia be pushed apart, her sensitive, pink wet flesh get exposed to her father's leering glare and it excited her. No one had ever been so close and so intent on her pussy before. It was so erotic.


"Daddy," she panted softly, nodding encouragement to her father. "Don't stop! Keep moving your fingers around like that. And push inside... inside my... kitty."
William smiled a little and looked into her eyes. "Yeah? I know you like this baby. I know you've wanted this as much as I have for a long, long time." He licked a finger, getting it very wet, then slid it through her pussy again. "See... see how I just circle around... how I slowly slide a finger inside. Just very gently." She seemed to hold her breath as he slowly eased his finger inside her moist hole. God she was so wet. He could feel her body shudder at the penetration.
"There you go," he said softly as he moved it in and out, slowly fingering her as she softly moaned and panted. "I can try another finger if you want... take my time... savor the experience. Would you like me to try multiple fingers?"
"Yes," she panted, nodding quickly as if embarrassed to admit that she did indeed want this.
He pulled his fingers free and licked a second finger as she watched in expectation. He set it against her wetness again and slowly pushed, feeling her pussy clench on them tightly. But he was relentless and pushed them deep inside her, curling them upwards to tease her G-spot.
"Isn't that nice?" he said softly. "It's stretching you out. Yeah... we're going to get you nice and wet. Do you see how trust works both ways? You're trusting me with this journey and I'm trusting you to really relax and open up to me. It's so nice."
He worked his fingers in and out of her, twisting slightly, getting her more excited as every second ticked by. She pushed her hips up into his hand as much as she could with each thrust, encouraging him to go even deeper.
"I can see you're really getting comfortable," he said, using the hand around her torso to grab and squeeze her breast and pinch her nipple through her dress. "Daddy's so proud of you." She was moaning even louder now, getting closer and closer to her orgasm. "There you go. You're doing a really incredible job. Can you feel our bond strengthening? I can."
She licked her lips rapidly and nodded. Indescribably pleasure tore through her body and she wanted it, even if it was from her own father.
Suddenly he pulled his fingers free and grabbed her hips. He lifted her lightweight body again as if she was a ragdoll and turned her in his lap, back almost to his knees, facing towards him, her legs now straddling him. She grabbed his shoulders to keep from falling as his fingers slid into her again, his palm now pressing against her clit. She rocked her hips, grinding into his hand, panting and moaning.
"Do you feel ready to try something more?" he asked.
She nodded rapidly, ready to do anything that would give her her much-desired orgasm. "Yeah," she panted.
"Let's get you extra comfy," he said, settling her position a little closer to him. "There you go. Good."
"Oh, daddy," she panted, leaning forward to kiss him. Her kiss was perfect, firm and passionate, her tongue sliding into his mouth. Her panted breaths excited him.
"You want me to show you I really... love you... don't you?" he asked between kisses.
"I can't believe you want me... like this," she panted.
"Baby... you're so grown up," he smiled warmly and honestly. "I can't help but want you."
His fingers were deep inside her, curling and moving, driving her insane with pleasure. She mewled into his kisses.
"But... daddy..." she protested.
"Oh... baby. You're so excited," he said. "You are. You can't help it. So it's ok. It's ok. We're not doing anything wrong. This is just our way of loving each other, baby. It'll be you and me forever. Forever. Ok, baby?"
She nodded as if too embarrassed to speak. "Can I... can I undo your pants, daddy?" she asked, her hands moving to the front of his jeans.
He nodded as she unfastened his belt, undid the button, and lowered the zipper, her eyes feasting as every obstacle was removed. His bulge was prominent in his boxers and she wrapped her fingers around it as best she could and stroked him.
"Oh my God," he gasped, feeling pleasure roar through his body. Her hand felt like fire on his cock.
"Daddy... I... I have to have you," she panted. "Can you... um... take it out? Can I see it?"
He nodded, licking his lips, and lowered his hands to help slide his shaft through the hole in the front of his boxers. His cock stood tall and proud when unimpeded and seemed to throb.
"Oh... wow," she gasped, looking at it in awe. "It's really hard. Can I touch it?" She didn't even wait for permission, her fingers wrapping around the shaft, slowly stroking him. "Oh my gosh... it feels so good."
"Are you sure you want to do this?" William asked, lifting his hands up and grabbing her breasts, swirling his thumbs over her nipples. "Because... we can never take it back. Once we cross that line... Are you sure, honey?"
"Do... do you, daddy?" she asked, suddenly unsure of what she was doing.
"Of course," he said quickly. "I love you. And, of course, I want you. I want you so bad. More than you can know."
"My nipples are so hard," she whispered.
"I can do more than just touch them, you know," he said. "Can I put them... in my mouth?"
She nodded as he leaned forward and pulled her dress and bra down, uncovering her breast enough to expose her nipple. He sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. Then sucked a large portion of her C-cup breast behind it, making her shiver and moan. He released it and circled his tongue around and around her nipple, followed by his thumb.
"It's ok if you want to touch my hair or my head," he said. "You can explore my body, too."
As he leaned in to suck on her nipple again, her arms cradled his head, lovingly stroking his hair. "Yeah... that's nice," she whispered.
He teased her nipples, making them harder and harder, making her moan wanting so much more. She pushed her hips forward, pushing her pussy against his shaft, grinding against his hardness.
"Yeah... move nice and slow," he whispered. "I can really connect with you... touch you... explore your body. You feel so good. Yeah, this is nice, isn't it."
"Yes," she moaned. "Oh my gosh." He could feel her getting wetter against him.
"See? There's nothing to be embarrassed about. This is natural and pleasurable."
He adjusted his position slightly, sliding his hips down lower to give her pussy more contact with his shaft.
"There we go," he said softly as she moaned in appreciation. "You're doing so good. It feels so nice, baby. You are off to an excellent start. But there's still more to explore. Are you ready?"
"Yes, daddy!" she hissed excitedly.
William wrapped his arms around her and unzipped her dress. Then he helped lift if up over her head.
"If you want me to stop, we can stop, baby," he said, not wanting to rush her into anything. But he wanted... he needed her so badly. "We can stop any time."
He pulled her forward again, grabbing her hips and pulling her pussy against his shaft, helping her grind into him.
"I love you, daddy," she moaned, grabbing his shoulders and neck.
"I love you, too, baby," he whispered back. "We can't tell anyone about this."
"I won't... I promise I won't," she said quickly.
"You know how I used my tongue and mouth to kiss your feet before?" he asked. She nodded slowly, wondering where this was going. "I'm going to use my tongue and mouth to kiss somewhere else. Right... down... there." He slid his hand down and touched her lower abdomen as she leaned back slightly.
She looked at him in disbelief as he grabbed her hips and lifted her up, like a ragdoll, and pushed one leg over the back of the couch. Her legs spread, her wet, swollen pussy slid closer and closer to his mouth. When he made contact, when his tongue slid along, then inside her wetness, she groaned. She'd never felt such pleasure in her life.
"That's good," he mumbled, his lips and tongue working on her labia and clit. "That's so good."
"How do I taste, daddy?" she asked, almost embarrassed that he was touching her privates with his... his mouth.
"You taste really good, baby," he moaned, his face shining with her juices. "I can't believe how good you taste."
"Do you like licking my kitty?"
"Oh baby," he smiled broadly, looking up at her. "There's nothing better in the world."
"I always wondered what this would feel like," she whispered, panting. "Ooh yes... oh gosh. Lick my kitty, daddy! That feels so good. Oh my gosh, yes, yes!"
He growled into her pussy as he licked and sucked more. He wanted her... he wanted her completely.
"Oh my gosh! I love how you lick my kitty, daddy," she moaned. "Oh my gosh! Oh my gosh! Ohmygoshohmygoshohmygosh! Daaaaaaadyyyyy!" She screamed as she came, her little body shaking hard as her juices gushed out over my face.
He lifted her off his face and put her back down in his lap again, then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.
"That's it," he smiled. "There now. You're all wet for me." He held her hips and held her just over his lap, his cock pointed straight at her vagina. He lowered her slowly, letting the head make contact with her wet folds.
"Here... hold yourself up right here," he said, panting in his excitement. "I'm going to put it right... there. And whenever... whenever you want... you can just... just push down... and push me inside."
"Are you sure you want to do this?" she asked, panting, feeling his hardness just begging to be inside her.
"Very much," he whispered.
"Ok," she smiled, looking a little scared, but excited. "Daddy, I've... I've never had a real one inside me before." William could feel her pussy begin to accept his cock as the head popped inside.
"Yeah... slow, slow, slow... I'll go slow, too," he whispered, feeling her body shiver with excitement and need. "Just... push down."
"It's just... it's bigger than I... ever expected," she panted, shaking her head in defeat. "I don't know if I can do this."
"You can, baby," he encouraged her. "You'll see. Just go slow."
With a renewed effort, he felt her release her weight, felt his cock slide deeper and deeper inside her as she groaned. Her face contorted with a mixture of pain and pleasure as his cock stretched her open.
Her pussy was so tight, squeezing his cock so perfectly. "You did it!" he cheered as she reached the bottom, his whole cock now deep inside her. "Just wait a minute," he said when she tried to move. "Get used to it." After what seemed like forever, he could feel her hips move slightly, feel his cock slide in and out, just a little. "Does it hurt, baby?"
She shook her head and looked him in the eyes. "No... it doesn't hurt. I just... it just feels really... good." She smiled broadly, her eyes twinkling, excited to continue.
"Look at you," he smiled. "Good girl. I'm inside you. It's going to feel really good. Just go slow." She started moving her hips, slow and slightly at first, but building up speed, building up depth. Until his cock was driving in and out of her pussy at a nice, steady pace.
"Oh... oh daddy!" she moaned loudly. "Oh! Oh! Oh... oh, daddy!"
"I know you wanted me baby," he whispered, watching the pleasure roll over her face as her hips rapidly moved. "I know you do. You can have me. I'm yours forever."
"Oh!" she yelled in a high-pitched squeal.
"It's been a long time for me, baby," he panted, feeling pleasure roar through him, feeling his orgasm starting to swell within him, faster than he wanted. "Let's go slow. Go slow."
"I never knew I'd want you so much, daddy," she panted, kissing him. "But as soon as I saw your... you know... I lost control. I couldn't help myself."
"I'm sorry," he said softly, not knowing if he was doing the right thing or not.
"Don't be sorry, daddy," she panted, moving even faster, practically bouncing on his lap. "Oh daddy!"
"God, I love you," he groaned. "Do you feel how hard I am for you right now? Does it feel good being so deep inside you? I've never wanted something so bad. And I had to pretend that I didn't. Oh God... I love you. I love you. Daddy loves you."
"Oh!" she moaned, kissing him again, panting in his mouth. "YesYesYesYesYes! You're the only man that I will every need, daddy. Daddy!"
He could feel her body getting ready to explode, ready to give him everything. "I just... I just love you so much baby."
"Uh! Uh!" she panted with thrust after thrust, her pussy getting wetter and wetter, her body trembling as she was almost ready to cum. "Oh! Oh daddy! You do?"
"Of course... of course I do, baby."
"Please daddy... please... fuck me... fuck me like you want."
He nodded. "Ok... ok... I'd would like to try another position with you, if you're ready." He picked her up and pulled his cock out of her. Then he lay her on her back on the couch beside him. "Lay back, baby. That's it. There we go... yeah... very good." He slid to his knees on the floor, right at the edge of the couch and grabbed his shaft, sliding it through her pussy and across her clit. "That's so nice, isn't it?"
He slid it lower, right to her entrance, and then slowly pushed it inside. "Yeah... there you go. That's right."
"Ohhhh!" she exhaled, feeling the large shaft push into her once more.
"That's nice," he panted and saw her hands go to his arms, as if wanting him to stop for a second. "I'll just take my time. There's no rush. Just enjoy how this feels. Your pussy is so... nice... tight... warm... inviting. Yeah... oh that's nice. Really... just exploring. It feels so good."
"Hold on, daddy. Hold on." Brooke reached behind herself and unfastened her bra, taking it off and throwing it aside, making her completely naked.
"There you go," William smiled, seeing his daughter's beautifully naked body right there... just for him. Hard nipples topped her large, perfect, C-cup breasts. "Run your hands over your body... squeeze your breasts."
Brooke grabbed and squeezed them, then ran her hands over them. "Do you like 'em?" she asked shyly.
"Yeah... I really do. You're so beautiful, babydoll," he moaned, watching her touch herself while his cock slowly slid in and out of her pussy. "You really, really excite me. Do you feel how hard my cock is?" She nodded and smiled. "That's because you've made me very excited."
William kept his hips moving slowly, sliding his cock in and out of her wetness.
"Oh! Oh!" she panted.
"Oh baby," he panted. "I don't want you to stop. See how good it can be when we communicate what we want... what we're curious about? I love the way you squeeze my cock like that with your pussy. It feels so... intimate."
"You're making me feel so good, daddy," she panted, urging me to thrust faster. "Oh yes... oh... oh my gosh. So good."
"Oh... You're such a beautiful woman. Oh! Fuck yes! Your pussy feels so good! So good!"
He couldn't help himself and started thrusting faster, started slapping his hips into her ass with each thrust.
"Yes!" she moaned, squeezing her breasts. "Yes daddy! Fill me up. That's it."
"Baby? Are you sure you want me to... to cum inside you?"
She nodded quickly. "You can if you want to, daddy. I know I want you to. I want it inside me."
"Are you sure?" he verified. This was an even bigger step in their relationship, especially if he got her pregnant.
"Yes... it's ok," she nodded, smiling. "It's ok. You can cum in me."
"Oh God!" he smiled, thrusting with renewed vigor. "God I love you."
She was writhing beneath him as he thrust. Each thrust was practically pushing her off the couch, so he grabbed her hips to hold her in place.
"Oh God!" he moaned, feeling his orgasm rising quickly. "Fuck!"
"Yes!" she panted, feeling his body start to shake and lose control. It was the first time she'd ever felt a man cum, especially inside her. "Oh! Daddy! Oh daddy!"
Suddenly his cock started spraying deep inside her pussy as his hips thrust sporadically. "Oh! Oh! Unh! Unh! Unh!"
"Don't stop cumming," she cheered. "Give it to me... Mmhmm... mmhmm... Oh... daddy! I can feel it, daddy! Oh! Your warm cum! Yes... that's what I wanted."
"Oh my God!" he groaned loudly, as if getting it all out of him in one exhale. "It's been so long since I've cum like that."
"I love the feeling of you cumming inside me, daddy," she beamed. "I don't ever want it to stop."
He shook his head, feeling so much love. "Honey... I'm so happy that you trusted me and that I could help you on this journey. I'm always here to help you with anything you need... or want. Anything you need... you can trust me. Ok?"
"Ok," she said, softly.
"Do you... regret... what we just did?"
"No... I don't regret it. I don't. I've never felt more sure about anything, daddy."
He smiled. "I just love you. Daddy loves you."
She reached out for him, as if a little child asking for a hug. He hugged her and felt her hands wrap around him and hug him back, her face burrowing into his neck, kissing him.
"Daddy... thank you," she whispered, almost tearfully.
"You don't have to worry," he said, kissing her forehead. "I'll be the man for you from now on. Forever and ever. I love you baby." He picked her up and lifted her into his arms, then slid up to lay on the couch, lowering her on top of him. "Just... just go to sleep right here, ok? You can stay with daddy... right here."
"Don't ever leave me daddy," she whispered as he reached up to turn off the light. "You promise?"
"I promise," he said, pulling the blanket from the back of the couch and covering both of them.
*****
William woke up late in the morning, the sunshine beaming into his bedroom. He remembered at one point in the night, picking his little Brooke up and carrying her into his bedroom and laying her on his bed. Currently, she was laying on his chest, her fingertips idly stroking his chest, playing with his chest hair, and kissing him there
"Good morning, daddy," she said, smiling up at him when she felt him move. "How did you sleep?"
He smiled down as he recalled what had happened. "Best sleep ever! Last night was amazing!"
Brooke's little hand started tracing a line down his stomach and played around his belly button. "Should we just stay in bed all day? Would you like that?"
He nodded. "I do. I like that idea."
She kissed his stomach and then rose up until she was sitting on top of him, her naked body exciting him once again, especially her swaying breasts. She was such a petite girl, she couldn't even put her knees on the bed when she rode him. She adjusted her position, putting her shins on his thighs and started grinding her pussy against his shaft, her hands supporting her body as they rest on his abdomen, making her breasts sway so deliciously, and making him groan.
"You like it when I tease you?" she giggled. "When I grind up and down on your morning wood? I can feel you getting even harder, daddy. But I know what you really want. You want my mouth on your dick, don't you Daddy? Your dick is so hard. Maybe I should give it a little taste." She moved down between his legs, giggling like a little girl, and grabbed his shaft, slowly stroking it. Bending over, she licked the head of his cock, then licked up the length of it. When she reached the tip again, she slid him into her mouth, kissing and licking around the tip.
"You want me to tease you... or...?" she giggled, sliding her mouth off him and slowly stroked his shaft. William let out a loud groan of protest.
"Ok, fine, I won't stop," she giggled. He wasn't in the mood for teasing, so she'd go right for what they both wanted. She slid him deep into her mouth, going so deep that she started coughing and sputtering. "Gosh, I love taking your cock deep like that." She suddenly giggled in surprise. "Oh my gosh! I think I can feel that you're about to cum already. Wow, your dick is so good."
"You're really getting me close, babydoll," he hissed, trying to keep from cumming too soon.


"Tell me you want me, daddy. Tell me you want to fuck me."
"Oh... I really want you and really need to fuck you," he groaned.
"Oh my gosh, can I please put it in me... please, please, please," she begged. She jumped back up into position again, her shins on his thighs, the head of his cock right at the entrance of her pussy. "Watch it, daddy... watch it stretch my little pussy." She used one hand to help guide it inside her as her hips pushed down onto it, slowly sliding it inside her pussy.
"Oh my gosh... fucking yes!" she hissed in surprise. "Oh my gosh, I forgot how big it was." But, this time, she started stroking him in and out more quickly as she more easily adapted to his size. The pleasure was building inside both of them rapidly.
"Oh fuck... daddy's gonna cum, baby," he groaned, unable to take much more of her delicious torture.
"Please daddy... cum inside me again! Cum inside my pussy!" she begged him.
"Ok, ok," he said, still unsure that this was a good thing to do. There would be a lot of questions asked if she got pregnant. "Oh fuck... oh fuck," he moaned as her pussy slid up and down his shaft, squeezing it so wonderfully. "I'm... I'm cum... I'm cumming baby," he hissed. Then it crashed over him like a wave, the pleasure just gushing out, unable to be contained any longer. "Unh! Oh fuck! Unh! Unh!" he mumbled as his cock spray into her pussy once again.
They were both panting hard. He had the impression that his little Brooke had cum while he was cumming, but he was so caught up in his own orgasm, he wasn't sure.
Brooke lay down on his chest and abdomen again, leaving his slowly deflating cock inside her. He went to move her, to slide his cock out of her, but she fought him, protesting.
"No... don't, don't... can you just stay inside of me?" she begged. "I know you're all done... it's just... I really want to feel you inside me. Just stay inside of me just a little bit longer, ok?"
"Yeah... ok, baby," he said, still panting from his exertion.
She kissed his chest, her fingers once again tracing patterns through his chest hair. "Oh... I can feel you. All your cum inside of me. I like it, daddy. It's so warm. Oh... I want you to stay inside of me forever, daddy. Will you stay inside of me?"
He looked down and they met eyes. Her large doe eyes looking at him with so much love and desire that he couldn't resist her. He loved her. She was his Little Brooke... and he was her daddy. Nothing would ever change that.


        Hard Future

        A young man, graduating, meets with his guidance counselor.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/hard-future

Title: Hard Future

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: A young man, graduating, meets with his guidance counselor.

Tags: high school, senior, couselor, office, young-old




Hard Future
"I'm here to see Mrs. Richmond," Brandon Babcock said as he walked in the school counselor's office at his high school. It was 2:45pm and the school had just let out for the day. It was the middle of March, the beginning of spring, and the sky was a bit gloomy. There were threats of a cold thunderstorm on the horizon, moving closer.
"Sure Brandon," the cute thirty-year-old brunette secretary said. "Just have a seat and I'll call you in just a few minutes.
"Ok."
Brandon could see how she looked at him from the moment he walked in the door... scanning his body... licking her lips... wondering what he looked like naked. Everywhere he want, women did the same thing. It was so easy to read women that were horny. He sat in one of the three guest chairs as April got up from her desk and went into one of the offices.
He could just hear what she said, mostly because the offices were pretty small.
"Brandon Babcock is here to see you."
"Ok... great!" April turned and walked away from the office door, seconds later followed by forty-three-year-old Mrs. Amber Richmond, the school's senior student counselor. She'd been trying to meet with all of the students in order to go over their future career goals and to help get them into the college of their choice.
She was good at her job and she took it upon herself to personally get to know each and every one of the one hundred and three seniors by the end of the year. Most of them she still barely knew... a few she became almost like a mother to. Then there was Brandon... She knew him a little, but was actually scared to get to know him better. She was scared where that might lead.
She'd had students who didn't go to college before... some who went the way of trade schools or even get just an associate's degree. But Brandon was different... and a bit difficult to counsel. He was an average student at best at the school, not taking his grades too seriously. He was a jock... playing football as a star running back for the past three years... and really... he was kind of a jerk. At least that's how many of the teachers would describe him. He was difficult in their classes, always throwing out jokes that diverted the class's attention from the teaching at hand... to himself.
"By the way," April said as she slid into her chair. "I mentioned to you that I need to leave early this afternoon. I have to get ready for my husband's birthday party tonight."
"Oh yeah, sure," Amber waved her hand. "You can go when you need to. I think Brandon is my last student for the day. We'll pick it all up again on Monday."
"Sure thing. Thank you." April started gathering her stuff up as Amber turned her attention to Brandon. He stood up, his six-foot muscular frame towering over her. It gave Amber the chills in a delicious way. Brandon was definitely a good looking kid. And she'd had many fantasies about him.
"Come on back to my office, ok?" Amber said, letting him walk past her into her office. She closed the door behind them and sat at her desk.
Brandon sat in one of her chairs.
"I wondered if you'd come in or not," Amber said, folding her hands over the paperwork and looking at him.
"Well, I do have some things I want to do before going home, so..."
"Well... nothing's more important than your future," Amber said, smiling and pulling the manilla folder open in front of her.
Yeah... sure," Brandon laughed a little, not believing that for a second. "Whatever."
Amber opened his folder on her desk and paged through it a little. "Let's see... our last meeting was in February. You said you weren't planning on college then... have you thought more about it? Have you changed your mind at all?"
Brandon shook his head. "No... I'm having a hard enough time in high school. I don't think college is for me."
"I know it's been a hard time for you... academically. Maybe you could try a community college and get a two-year degree," Amber said. "See if that makes you think about a four-year degree."
Brandon shook his head. "No... not something I'm interested in."
"Ok... How about a trade school?" she asked. "There are several in the area. Do you like working with your hands? Welding? Carpentry? Plumbing? Electrician?"
Brandon smiled. "Well... I do like working with my hands... just... not... that way."
"Ok... um... in what way, then?" she asked. "Art maybe? Sculpture?"
"Nah... I mean... I'm not really artistic..."
"Have you thought about anything in particular, then? What do you like to do?"
"Yeah... I thought about something that I want to do."
She was hopeful... but was ready for the 'I want to be a social-media influencer or I want to play video games for a living.' "Ok... what is it?"
"Well, I really like fucking, so I want to do that for a living," he said, frankly, with a straight face.
She was caught completely off guard. "What?" When the initial shock wore off, she giggled. "Are you joking? Oh my gosh... that was so unexpected."
Brandon shook his head. "No. I'm not joking at all."
She let out an accidental chuckle. "Come on you can't be serious."
"I'm very serious, Mrs. Richmond."
"Um... look... um... you're telling me you want to do... what... porn?" she asked, leaning forward, into her desk. She felt a sudden flush over her body. She could just imagine what he would look like in porn and had the sudden image of him standing over her, naked, his cock hard and throbbing.
"Yeah," he nodded.
"Wow... I can't believe I'm hearing this from you," she said, confused and surprised. "Look, you need a real career... a real job. Maybe... carpentry. You can help people and make good money."
"I think I can help people and make good money my way," he smiled. "People really like sex."
She looked down, unable to make eye contact all of the sudden, as if she was afraid of what he'd see. "Um... look... I know you're eighteen... you're an adult and nobody can tell you what to do. But I'm advising you that this is a really bad choice."
"So you're telling me that you don't like sex?"
"Brandon... that's irrelevant," she said. "We're talking about you."
"Do you watch porn, Mrs. Richmond?" he asked, looking right at her as he took his cell phone out of his pocket. "I bet you can name a few porn stars you like. Tyler Cruise? Juan Loco? Or maybe you like guys a little older... Tyler Nixon or Ryan Driller? All nice looking guys with big dicks."
"What are these... porn actors?" she asked. "How do you know these names?"
"Please," he said, smiling. "It's the twenty-first century. We have an internet and lots of porn access."
"Look," she said, putting her hand out to stop him and to make him listen. She was getting a little frustrated... or flustered. "Porn is just not a career option."
"I've done my research," he said thumbing through his phone, finding exactly what he was looking for. "Here... look, I have an idea. I sent an email to a couple management companies to see if they had any interest in taking me on as a client. I sent them a couple pictures and such. Their reactions have been pretty positive. They want to meet me. I told them after graduation. Look."
He handed her the phone, with the email and several thumbnails of pictures on the screen. She took it, a bit in shock, but also a little... excited. She couldn't believe that she was actually wanting to see a naked picture of him.
"That's the email I sent to one of the management companies," he said. "Click on one of the pictures."
Her thumb moved almost as if it had its own will and clicked on one of the pictures. In a moment the screen was filled with a picture of Brandon, just getting out of the shower, taking a naked picture of his reflection in the mirror. His cock was... so hard. It almost took her breath away. She'd never seen a cock like that before... perfectly proportioned... the perfect length... the perfect girth... the perfect head. This guy was like a Roman god or something.
She felt her mouth go dry as she clicked image after image, one even giving a very close-up picture of the shaft and head of his cock.
She handed the phone back to him, almost dropping it because her hands were shaking from her excitement.
"Oh... sorry," she stammered as her hands fumbled it and he caught it.
"So? What do you think?"
"Look... you're, uh, good looking, I'll grant you that... but... porn just sounds... wrong," she said. She loved the porn she watched. Her favorite genre was mom/son porn, but even though she could never tell a soul about that, she could imagine Brandon being in just such a movie. He'd be the boy needing guidance and his mom would step in and definitely guide him... into her... her...
"I think it's a great idea," he said. "I could make some really good money."
"What does your mom think?" she asked, hoping that he'd feel embarrassed or stopped by the thought of what his mom felt about his idea. "Does she know? You won't be able to hide it from her for very long."
"Yeah!" he smiled. "She's all for it."
"All for it?" Amber asked, skeptically. "She wants you to go into porn?"
He nodded. "Yeah. I mean, she wasn't at first. I told her just after my birthday and she was skeptical, like you. Then she saw me in the shower one day. I guess she spied on me just to see if there was anything there. And she was... very impressed."
"Oh my," Amber could feel a dizziness pass over her.
"She was even more impressed by how I made her feel."
"Made her... feel? What do you mean?"
Brandon smiled and nodded, as if what she was thinking was exactly correct.
"You had sex... with your mother?"
"Well... I don't want to kiss and tell," he smiled. "But... more than once. I'm that good."
She looked down, her hands shaking, her mind reeling. "I... I don't know what to do. I might have to... report this. But I don't know, since you're over eighteen it may not be illegal or... anything." When she looked up again, he was smiling at her. Just then... something snapped. She went from being shocked... to being... excited. She felt her body, hot and excited from the flush she received seeing the pictures. All her fantasies, all the imagery that played in her head when she masturbated suddenly played out in her mind again. A young man... her, an older woman... in a room alone together with the sexual tension high. She licked her lips, her need and desire building as she imagined peeling open his pants to expose his big, beautiful cock.
"I just... Look, from the pictures, you seem to be... very well endowed. Blessed, even."
"Thank you," he smiled smugly.
She shook her head slowly, not understanding what was happening with her. She suddenly had a desire... a need to see. "You know... I, uh... I shouldn't even be thinking this, let alone saying it. But... can I... see it? Please? I mean... from the photos... it looks... I won't touch it. I won't do anything. I just... I just want to see it."
"Excuse me?" he asked, a little surprised. He never... ever... expected a teacher to act like this in front of him. He may have fantasized about it... but never in a million years thought it would ever happen.
His response shocked Amber, made her realize what she'd just asked him.
"I'm so sorry," she apologized suddenly, totally concerned about what she was doing, how it might look, how it might get out and impact her career and marriage. "That was just very, very, very inappropriate. I... no... that was so, so inappropriate. Are you alright? I'm so sorry I said that."
Brandon smiled. "What if I'm not sorry? What if I agreed to show it to you? I'm eighteen."
Amber shook her head. "You are a student and I'm one of the employees and... you know... therefore... um... you know... the power difference between us. You cannot consent to this. So... maybe we should just end this meeting before things get out of hand."
"Don't you want to talk about my future?" he smiled.
"Look... you're... you're such a good looking young man... and so flirtatious. But we shouldn't even be having this conversation. We probably shouldn't even be alone together right now."
"But... we are..." he said softly. "And I think it's killing you." He smiled. "You just have to see it, don't you?"
"You must think I'm desperate or something," she said quickly. "I promise I'm not. I've just... I've never seen a cock as beautiful as yours. And... I just want to... need to... to see it."
"Sure," he smiled. "Why not?"
She stood and moved to the door, locking it. Then took the few steps until she was in front of him. He was watching her, every step she took, still with that same cocky, confident smile on his face. He was proud that he flustered and excited her so much.
She knelt on the floor in front of him. "If, um... you cannot say anything to anybody. Do you understand? Cause I love what I do and I could lose my job. I know you're old enough, it's not that. It's just... inappropriate. Parents trust me with their boys and to not... um... do anything to them. You know? So... I need to know that I can trust you... to keep a secret. Because... I have to be honest... since I saw those pictures... I can't stop thinking about it. You're just so... I don't know... confident. How you stare at me... I told myself that I would never be that teacher... the one that flirts with the students."
She put her hands on his knees. She told herself that was still innocent. That wasn't doing anything wrong.
"Ok... so... this is weird. I know we're in the school... but I've just... um... the way those management companies responded... and those pictures... it just... it must be something special. I've never seen a... a cock... like yours before."
Her fingers moved almost of their own volition, unfastening every button of her blouse until it was open, exposing her white cotton bra underneath. "I can't believe I'm doing this," she said as she slid it off her shoulders and tossed it onto her desk. "I bet you never expected to have one of your teachers or something... half naked. I have a confession. I've been thinking about you for a long time. I know I shouldn't... but... my husband just isn't interested in me so much any more. He'd rather jerk off in the bathroom than touch me."
She took her shoes off to be more comfortable on the floor, then put her hands on his thighs, stroking them.
"Anyway... his cock isn't as nice as yours," she said. "I just... haven't been touched in so long. And I just... can't wait any longer." Her hands slid up his thighs and finally moved over his very obviously erect shaft under his jeans "Do I make you hard, talking like this?"
Her fingers moved to the button of his jeans and unfastened it, then lowered the zipper. She tugged on them as he lifted his hips to help, until his pants were around his ankles. Frustrated, she untied and removed his shoes, which helped slide his jeans all the way off. Her eyes were large as she beheld his hard cock underneath his boxers. It was so big! She grabbed the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down, gently sliding the material around his shaft, to keep from hurting him, and slid them off his feet.
She was awestruck by his cock, proudly thrusting into the cool air. He had to be eight inches!
"Oh... wow... this is bad. Oh fuck. The real thing is even better than the photos." Unconsciously, her fingers wrapped around his shaft and she slowly stroked him. Then, she bent forward and licked around the head.
"Oh... it feels so heavy in my hand," she whispered, smiling. "God... I just want to put it in my mouth. It's ok... right?" She sucked on the head. "Mmm... it's perfect."
Leaving the head in her mouth, she used both hands to unfasten her bra and toss it aside.
When her hands grabbed his shaft again, she stroked it, her mouth never stopping its sucking and licking all around the head.
"You really can't tell anyone about this," she said, stroking him. "Can you do that? Can you promise me that you won't tell anyone. Not your friends... not your parents... or siblings. I don't want to see a post online. Nothing. You can't. You understand? Nothing. It has to be a secret."
"I won't," he said, smugly.
"Is this ok?" she said, asking about her stroking, suddenly worried that she wasn't worthy of such a beautiful cock.
He smiled and nodded. "Yeah," he whispered.
She smiled back, obviously she was pleasing him. "It tastes so good. Mmm... you like when I suck your cock like that?"
"Yeah, it's perfect."
"Just don't tell anyone," she said, suddenly worried that someone will find out. "Promise?"
He shook his head. "Not a word."
"I wanna... I wanna try something," she said. Then suddenly she pushed her head down on him, sliding him deep into her throat for the first time. She worked it a moment, trying to get deeper, trying to get even more of him into her mouth and throat, but then just sucked on what she could take instead.
His hips suddenly moved, surprising her, as he fucked her mouth. She kept her head still, letting him stroke so deep again and again.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
She sputtered as she pulled off him, finally, coughing a little. She smiled, spit running down her chin, dripping. "Yeah... shove that down my throat. I can see why all those little girls react to you like they do. It feels so big in my pretty little mouth."
She stroked him as she ran her tongue and lips along the length of his shaft, kissing, licking, and sucking on it.
"Oh, I fucking love your cock," she whispered. "Look how hard it is. I love it in my mouth. It tastes so fucking good." She sounded almost giddy with excitement and anticipation. "I'm gonna get it all nice and sloppy wet. Mmm... mmhmm."
"God you're so good at that," Brandon said.
"All your little girlfriends are so lucky," she said idly. "I fucking love your cock. It's one of the most beautiful things I've ever seen. Way better than my husband's. Feeling it in my mouth makes me so happy."
She slid him deep into her throat again and let him thrust up into her repeatedly.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
"Oh my God," she sputtered again, coughing and giggling. "I love taking it all the way down my throat. It's fucking delicious. It just tastes so good and feels so good in my mouth I can't stop."
She kept him deep in her mouth, bobbing her head up and down, one hand following just below her lips, stroking him at the same time. Her tongue pressed on the underside of his shaft, licking him.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm... so beautiful," she whispered. "It fits so nice in my pretty mouth."
"I wonder if it fits even better somewhere else," he laughed.
She smiled up at him from her knees. "Does that mean you want to fuck me?" He nodded, smiling broadly. "Yeah? God, my pussy is so wet right now. So wet for you. I want it so bad. I want your cock inside me so bad. Do you think it would fit in my hole? I mean, I think I got it so nice and wet you can slide it into my pussy, but it's... it's pretty big."
She stood as Brandon dropped to his knees in front of her. He grabbed the button at her lower back and took off her skirt and panties, sliding them down her legs and then throwing them aside.
Brandon nodded. "I think it's going to stretch you out really good. I'm gonna make you cum harder than you ever have."
"Oh my God, this is so wrong," she giggled, looking nervous and embarrassed. "I'm the teacher... and you're the student. I know I shouldn't want to do this... I know I shouldn't be doing this. But I can't help myself. I need you to fuck me."
Brandon stood, his six-foot frame towering over her five-foot-four-inch frame. He grabbed her shoulders and moved her back to the desk, forcing her ass against it, then to sit up on it. She pushed the papers and supplies on her desk aside, making some fall on the floor, but that just made her giggle.
"Yeah... just like that," Brandon said, grabbing under her knees and hooking them in his arms. He moved his hips forward, dropping his cock onto her pussy with a thud.


She smiled and giggled. "Do you want my pussy? It's so wet."
"Mmhmm," he growled, grinding his shaft against her clit.
"Come on... fuck my pussy," she whispered. "Please! But you can't tell anyone ok? You swear? I just need this so bad. I can't believe I'm doing this. I've been fantasizing about this."
She reached down and helped slide his shaft up and down her slit. Then she guided his large, bulbous head to her vagina and helped guide him inside as he pushed. She held her breath. His cock was so much bigger than she had before. It was stretching her open, threatening to split her in two.
"Fuck me. Oh yeah!" she smiled, but her eyes betrayed the little bit of pain that she was feeling. "It feels even better... oh God... even better than I imagined."
Slowly he worked himself deep inside her, then withdrew, leaving such a aching, empty hole inside her. She needed it filled! And in less than a second it was, his cock sliding back deep inside once more.
"Oh! Oh yeah!" she panted. His cock was giving her so much pleasure. "It's so much better than my husbands. Oh, that's it. Slide it in and out like that. Oh my God... that's so fucking deep. Oh yes! Mmhmm! Such a good boy."
"You want it?" Brandon asked. "You want it in that little pussy?"
"Fuck yes... don't stop," she begged. "Please don't stop. Fucking me feels so good. Oh my God I love your dick. Oh fuck! Yes, stretch my pussy out like that."
"You like that, don't you?" he asked again, smacking her ass with one hand. "You like my fucking cock deep in your pussy."
"Yes! Mmhmm... good boy!"
"Tell me you love my fucking porn cock," he commanded her. "Go on. Tell me you love my fucking porn cock."
"I love your fucking cock!" she panted. "Your big porn cock! I really do. I love your fucking porn cock. Oh fuck, yes! Oh that's deep! Yeah, keep fucking me! Oh... you own my fucking pussy."
"Yeah... make yourself cum on my cock," he panted, breathing heavier as he fucked faster to make her cum.
"Right there... don't stop, don't stop, don't stop. Oh, I'm gonna," she moaned. "I'm gonna cum."
"Mmhmm?"
"Oh fuck I'm so... fucking... close," she moaned, her body shaking, obviously at the edge. "I'm gonna... oh... oh my God. Oh my God, yes! Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
She practically yelled as she came hard on his cock, her pussy spraying all over his cock, balls, and abdomen, the heated flush spreading all over her body.
She moaned when he pulled out of her, his cock dripping with her cum. "Do you like it when I cum all over your cock?" she asked, smiling so broadly. She was so happy, at last! "You made me cum so fucking hard. Oh, that was so fucking good. Oh my God."
"Here," Brandon said, pulling her to her feet and spinning her around. "Turn around and lay on the desk."
"What?" she asked, a little surprised. "You want to bend me over like a whore?"
"Yeah... like my little fucking whore," he hissed smiling. He pushed her torso down, her breasts pressed against the top of desk as she lay on it.
"Oh my God," she panted. "What are you doing to me?"
"I'm fucking you how I want," Brandon hissed. "I'm gonna make sure you can't walk tomorrow." He grabbed his shaft and slid the head up and down her pussy and over her clit, teasing her.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," she panted. "Oh... slide it back in there. Yeah... right in there. Oh... mmhmm."
Brandon lined his cock up with her hole and pushed it inside in one thrust, filling her fully.
"Fuck it's so deep like that," she exhaled sharply as his cock filled her inside. "Oh my God! Fuck! Oh my God."
Brandon grabbed her hips and started thrusting into her, pulling her ass into him every time he thrust forward, slapping his hips against her ass.
"You're such a naughty boy," she panted. "Making my job so difficult. All along with that big, porno dick in your pants."
"Yeah," Brandon panted, exhaling with a groan. "That's it. Mmhmm."
"You like having me bent over?" she asked and he grunted in respond. Her hands held the edge of the desk, her knuckles white as the pleasure in her body grew and grew. "Yeah... slide it all the way in... all the way out... nice and slow. Fuck it's deep. It feels fucking amazing."
He moved his hips slower, sliding his cock deep inside her pussy before pulling it out, almost all the way. Then slowly thrust right back in again.
"We're in a lot of trouble," she giggled. "We can't tell anybody about this. I'm not just a school counselor... I'm a married woman. My husband would divorce me and kick your ass if he knew. And I'm old enough to be your mother."
"Yes, you are," he laughed. "Just the way I like 'em."
"You like that? Does it excite you that I'm an older woman? An authority figure?"
"Oh yeah... I love fucking older women."
"Oh my God... fuck," she moaned. "I feel so fucking dirty. I'm supposed to take care of you and your future... now look at me. I'm not supposed to fuck you. But it feels so good. You turn me on so much. You make my pussy so wet."
"Yeah... that's what I want to hear," he panted.
"I'm trembling," she giggled. "Your dick is so good. Oh my God you're so hard... and so big... and so beautiful. Sooo good. Fuck yes! Oh my God, I fucking love your cock."
Brandon thrust faster now, feeling his balls starting to boil over. He was going to cum hard.
"Uh huh! Yeah!" she panted. "That's it! Oh my God!"
Brandon laughed. "You like being bent over and fucked like a little whore?"
"Oh my God, my husband has never fucked me like this," she panted. "It's so fucking good."
"Yeah, you like being my little whore," he growled, slapping her ass a few times.
"I can't believe we're doing this," she gasped. "You like my pussy?"
"Fuck yeah!" Brandon growled. "You have a nice, tight pussy."
"I... I swear to God your dick is the most... perfect... ever," she panted, closing her eyes. She was so close again. "It's so good. It's so good. It's so... fucking... good. Uh huh! Oh, that's it."
Her body shook and Brandon kept fucking her through it, as she slapped the desk. Then she held her breath and started cumming, letting out a low, guttural growl. "Oh my God... I've never cum so much in my life!"
"Oh fuck," he growled, his hips continuing to thrust into her again and again. "Oh fuck."
"I feel I've... I've crossed a really big line here," she panted, barely able to breathe. "Like I'm not going to be able to stop fucking you. That's very bad. Very bad. I could get in so much trouble. But, God damn, I can't stop. Oh fuck! Give me more... give me more... I want you to cum for me."
"Yeah," he growled. "Yeah... I'm gonna cum."
"Oh my God!" she shrieked. "Yes... yes... give me all your fucking cum. Please. Fill me up with your cum. Uh huh! Maybe you can fuck me after graduation. Would you like that? Hmm?"
Brandon grabbed her hips firmly, probably leaving bruises, but he didn't care. He thrust his cock deep inside her and could feel her tight, wet pussy milking his cock.
"Oh my God! Oh my God!" he chanted.
"Mmhmm," the forty-five-year-old moaned softly, feeling his cock throb deep inside her. "That's it! Fuck yes!"
And then he started cumming. "Oh... shit! Unh! Unh! Unh!" He growled over and over as he thrust into her, cumming deep inside her, again and again and again.
"Oh that's it... that's it!" she cheered. "Give me all your cum." Her body shook again as she came with him.
"Oh my God," he growled, finally pulling his big cock free, their mixed cum dripping off it.
"Oh my God, there's so much cum!" she panted, smiling. "So messy." Amber reached back between her legs and grabbed her pussy, letting her fingers slide inside for a moment before using her middle finger to slide his cum over and around her clit.
"Oh, look at all of that cum," she panted. "You filled me up so good!"
When he finally pulled out, she turned and dropped to her knees, taking him into her mouth again. She held his shaft still as she licked him clean, from the base to the tip.
"It tastes so good," she panted. "You taste very nice. Your dick tastes so good with my cum on it. Oh my fucking God. You made me feel so good."
"Oh wow," he said, falling back into the chair again.
"Well... I did a little more than just look," she giggled, looking like a guilty little girl. "I hope you don't mind."
He laughed. "Well... I wouldn't let you just watch anyway."
"You're going to be a good boy for me, right?" she said, looking scared and nervous again. "I could get into a lot of trouble."
"It's our secret," he said.
"So... you're not going to say anything right? About what happened here today."
"No," he said, smiling and shaking. "Not a fucking word."
*****
"Please state your name for the camera," the off-screen voice said. It was a year since Amber last saw Brandon. She knew he was going to California for some interviews and wondered how it went. A year after... he either was making movies, or crashed and burned.
They shared emails and phone numbers before he left, so that maybe they could keep in touch, but she'd never heard anything.
Until now.
Today, she got an email from him, telling her that he was doing great. Inside was a link to a webpage... a personal one for him. The link sent her to some kind of interview with him.
"Booker Bigdick," he said. His legs were crossed. His foot lightly danced as his hands rested on his shin. A young woman sat beside him, smiling. It appeared she was... waiting.
"And, how old are you Booker?"
"I'm nineteen." Brandon smiled and nodded for the camera. He seemed very at ease and comfortable.
"You've had a good year this year," the off-screen voice said.
Brandon smiled and nodded. "Yeah, I really did. Ten scenes so far. The eleventh coming next month."
"And I hear you're up for some newcomer awards, too, in the fall."
"Yeah, yeah... It's all just... wow," he smiled. "It's fun and overwhelming."
"What brought you into the business?"
"Well... I, uh, had a crazy idea to do it in high school, really," he said, smiling. The camera zoomed on his face.
"I guess that would be a dream for a guy in high school," the interviewer chuckled. "That's when all the women start looking so fuckable."
"Yeah, it really is," Brandon chuckled with him. "I met with an older woman... at the school... and we, uh... we talked... and she helped convince me that this would be a good move."
"Helped convince you? What, between passionate screams or something?"
"Something like that," Brandon chuckled.
"And she was right."
"Yeah, she really was."
"What would you say to her today, if she were here?"
"I would, uh, I would give her a kiss and thank her. Then ask her if she still liked my big, porno dick... and ask her if she's able to walk yet."
"Oh!" the interviewer laughed. "I've seen that pole. That's a good friend. Anyone that lets you fuck them and walks away from it smiling is a really good friend."
"Yeah... she really is," he laughed. "I'll, uh... now that I'm thinking about her, I'll have to see if she can come visit me out here. See how things go between us... and, uh... have another good time."
"Nice! So, ladies, if you know Booker and he calls out of the blue... expect to get fucked!" he laughed.
"What do you think of that, Jessica?" the unseen interviewer asked the man.
"I'm intrigued," she smiled as he brought out the zoom to frame both of them, side by side.
"Yeah?"
She nodded and licked her lips. "I can't wait to see this beautiful monster."
"And that from the beautiful and talented Jessica Williams, ladies and gentlemen. If that dick is that good, you've got a hard future ahead of you, Booker," the interviewer laughed as the woman moved closer to Brandon, her hands moving into his lap as she leaned in and kissed him.
"Let's see how hard I can make it," Jessica said, unfastening Brandon's pants.
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Third Time's the Charm
I fully believe that the idiom 'the third time is the charm' is true. My love life is a testament. It all started six years ago...
Being a single dad was difficult. I loved my son a lot and at four years old was the light of my life, but I knew I had to have some female attention soon or I would burst. And I knew my ability to date was greatly reduced because I had a young child.
Fortunately, when I did find a girl I wanted to take out, I found a sitter as well. I met the woman I was going out with on an Internet dating site. She sounded interesting, although I wasn't sure she was exactly my type. We had planned to go out for dinner and drinks, spending some time to get to know each other, without taking up the entire night.
I was lucky to have found Alison, my babysitter, through a friend of mine that knew her. She had sat for him on numerous occasions, too, and came highly recommended. I called her and asked her to be there by 6:00 on Friday. And one thing I liked about a babysitter, was promptness. At just before 6:00, the doorbell rang. I answered, all ready to leave and was actually stunned by the sight that greeted me.
I had expected some eighteen-year-old girl to be standing there, popping bubble gum and playing with her hair. Luckily, she was nothing of the sort. She was eighteen and looked very adult, wearing a simple t-shirt and jeans. Her hair was nicely curled and her face radiated beauty. I had difficulty finding my voice at first, but she introduced herself after a moment of uncomfortable silence. She smiled warmly, as if recognizing my dilemma, and trying to put me at ease.
I invited her in, introduced her to my son, Joshua, and then showed her quickly around the house. I had the emergency numbers on the refrigerator already and with a final goodbye kiss to my son, I left. All the way to the restaurant, she haunted my thoughts. I couldn't get her out of my mind for some reason, even though I was going to meet another woman. It felt really awkward.
I arrived at the restaurant and met my date, Melinda. She was the same age as me and had divorced ten years ago, while I had only been divorced for one. At first we had a good time, discussing different aspects of ourselves, trying to find common ground. But when she found out that I had a son, she suddenly became disinterested in me. It was a strange situation, but I didn't press it. My mind was really not on the date anyway.
We finished our meal and then mutually decided that it didn't appear that we were compatible enough. She apologized, but said she just didn't want kids. So we decided to cut it short. A little disappointed, I got in my car and headed home once again. It was still very early, only about 8:30 when I got home. Joshua was supposed to be in bed by 8:00, so Alison was basically there killing time at this point.
I surprised her when I walked in the front door. She was sitting in one of the living room chairs watching a movie on the TV.
"Wow... you're home really early," she said, as if asking what happened.
"Yeah, well, things just weren't working out, so we decided to call it a night."
"I'm sorry to hear that." She stood as I took my coat off and hung it in the closet.
"Joshua in bed?"
"Yeah, he went up without a hassle at 8:00. He's a really great kid." She smiled and I melted.
"Thanks. I think so too." There was an uneasy silence as we stood there wondering what to do next. She moved to get her jacket as if to leave. I knew I didn't want her to, but had a hard time thinking of what to say to keep her here a little longer. "Would you like a drink? Maybe sit and talk for a few minutes?" I was kicking myself for acting so lame.
"Sure," she said, tossing her coat aside again.
We moved into the kitchen where I got out some glasses. "Wine ok?"
"Yeah, that would be great." She looked just incredible standing there. I don't know what it was about her that attracted me, but I felt so compelled to be with her. I think not having had sex for a long time was getting to me, too.
I poured a glass of wine for each of us and moved to stand beside her, handing her the glass. Unfortunately, Joshua had a toy on the floor, which my feet suddenly found. I tipped forward on the little toy train and the RED wine sloshed out of both glasses and splashed all over the front of her... drenching her t-shirt. She stood there dripping wet as I quickly got to my feet to apologize. Luckily, when I stood up, she burst into laughter, which made me do the same.
If I wasn't before, I was totally bewitched by her at that point. Her laughter was infectious and the way her face beamed when she smiled was incredible. I moved to the drawer in the kitchen to get a towel to dry her off and started patting the front of her shirt.
Suddenly we both stopped laughing and we just looked at each other as I slowly patted her down. It was like time was slowing or something. The next thing I knew, we both rushed forward and embraced in a tight kiss as if it would be our last ever. I grabbed her cheeks and neck with my hands and pulled her into me as my lips locked with hers, enjoying every minute.
We were both panting madly when we broke the kiss and she reached down and quickly pulled her wine-soaked shirt off. "We better take care of this stain," she said softly. Her bra was stained as well, and her breasts were beautiful behind it, lusciously smooth.
I unbuttoned my shirt as fast as I could, with her helping me finish, before we both pulled it off my arms and dropped it onto the floor. "You're right," I moaned. "My shirt must have gotten stained too." We embraced again, holding each other tightly as our mouths sought out the other.
She was just the right height for me, with a slight downward tilt of my head, we met easily. In a moment, I broke the kiss again and began kissing her neck and ears, moaning as I grew more and more excited. Her hands were sliding up and down my sides, almost tickling me, but they were arousing me a whole hell of a lot. I sucked on her neck and moaned in her ear as I sucked on her earlobe and licked her neck.
My hands reached around behind her and I began to unfasten her bra. "This is stained, too," I said weakly.
"Mmhmm," she moaned again, sliding her bra down and off her arms. She crushed into me and I could feel her hard nipples press into my chest. She positioned my leg between hers and pressed her mound against me. I was so excited to feel her humping my leg like that. I could feel my erection throbbing in my pants, ready to bust through the zipper at any minute.
Her hands moved to my belt and began unfastening it as we continued kissing. "her pants are stained, too," she whispered, pulling them open and down over my hips. They were loose dress pants and fell to the floor easily. She looked down and gasped when she saw the outline of my erection in my boxers. She pushed her hips into my thigh again as one hand began to caress my cock.
I cupped a hand over her breast and let her nipple trace lines in my palm. It was so hard. I let it slip between my fingers, letting them pinch it gently as she gasped in response. We were both so fucking excited. We just stood there in the kitchen touching each other and kissing. We were both breathing so heavily.
I couldn't take any more and bent over letting my mouth encase her nipple. I sucked on it gently and let my tongue swirl around it. She cradled my head with one hand and was moaning above me. After teasing that nipple a lot, I moved to her other breast and did the same. I was so hungry for her. She was obviously hungry for me, too, the way her hips kept moving and thrusting. While I sucked on her breasts, I trailed one hand down her body to her legs and caressed her thigh. She opened her legs wider, inviting me to explore more. I moved my hand onto her mound and pushed against her, trying to tease her clit.
She gasped and pushed her hips hard into my hand, grinding herself against me. "Oh, God..." she moaned. "That feels so good."
I let her breast go for a moment and began unfastening her pants. Her eyes were half closed with lust and desire, her mouth opened and she was panting. Her breasts were rising and falling with her breath. I knelt on the floor quickly and pulled down hard on her jeans, pulling them over her hips. She was wearing a black thong that looked incredible on her, too. I helped her step out of the jeans and then, grabbing her ass, began licking her thighs, lightly nibbling on them.
She put both hands on my head both to support herself and to urge me to move to just the right spot. I so enjoy driving a woman insane with desire and she was well on her way. Her body was trembling as my tongue traced lines over her smooth skin, slowly moving closer to her pussy. I licked along the band of her thong, sliding from her hip down between her luscious thighs. She opened her knees wider for me as I licked along the edge of the sodden material. Her smell was heavenly and drove me crazy.
She was panting above me still as I grabbed the waist of her thong and pulled it down and off her hips. Her pussy was so glorious. It was nicely trimmed with a small patch of hair. Her curly pubes looked so soft and inviting and her lips were swollen and shiny with her dew. I licked through her hair, slowly moving down lower, my tongue stroking and searching. I avoided her clit and moved my tongue onto her labia. Oh, it was so tasty I could have stayed there forever. It had been so long since I licked a woman.
I guess I was a little too impatient because I began to frantically lick her, sliding my tongue between her lips, driving it deep into her. I smashed my mouth against her pussy as she held my head, her fingers lightly pulling on my hair. She was pushing her hips into me, too, almost humping my face. Her legs were shaking but I held her up with my hands on her ass.
Within minutes she was going to cum on my face. "Oh, fuck!" she moaned. "Yes.... aaaaahhhhh.... ooooh." Her passionate groaning and high-pitched squeal made me want to make her cum again and again.
All I could do was grunt into her pussy, loving every sound she was making, knowing that she was going to cum any second now. And then I felt her body tense, her breathing stop for just a moment. It was like time stopped for a second and I knew she was quickly sliding over the edge. The next instant it was like all hell broke loose. She groaned out loudly and pushed herself hard into my face. Her hands pulled harder on my hair, urging me to dig deeply into her pussy.
Her juices were pouring out of her into my waiting mouth and onto my chin. She tasted heavenly and I didn't want it to end. My tongue kept flicking into her pussy again and again, urging her into her second quick orgasm. And I was rewarded for my efforts as she came again, thrusting hard on my face once more.
I slowed at that point, licking her juices from her pussy and thighs. She was breathing very hard and could barely stand. I stood up, holding onto her, steadying her. I kissed her breasts again and then hugged her tightly. She had her eyes closed and mouth open slightly, breathing hard. I could tell that was a massive pair of orgasms for her.
When her breathing slowed more, she pushed against my chest, moving me away from her. She looked up and down my body, smiling so sexy. I could tell she wanted me badly and there was no way I was going to argue with her. She slipped to her knees and rubbed her face against my crotch. I was so hard I could feel my pulse pounding in my cock. I looked down to watch her licking it through my boxers and she smiled up at me. She knew she was making me so fucking excited.
She then brought her hands up my legs and slipped them into the leg bands of my shorts, all the way to my massive erection. Her fingers circled my cock and played in my pubic hair for a moment before she pulled them free again. "I want you so bad," she said looking up at me.
She grabbed the waist band of my boxers and pulled them down slowly, easing the elastic around my cock. It was thrust out before me, rock hard, right in front of her face. She licked the tip teasingly as she let my shorts fall to my ankles. I flexed my muscles and let my prick bob up and down, moving away from her flickering tongue before falling back down on her face. She laughed playfully.
Then she grabbed my rod with one hand while the other strayed down her body. She locked eyes with me as she put her finger into her pussy and got it wet with her juices. When she brought her hand back up, she painted lines up and down my cock with her finger, getting it wet with her juices. Then she began to lick up those lines, tasting the combination of my prick and her wetness. I loved the feel of her tongue gliding up me like that. And when it swirled around the head I swooned.
Just when I thought I had reached Nirvana I felt her lips encase me and her warm, wet mouth descend down my length. It sent shivers through me it was so incredible. She drove me crazy with her suction and twirls of her tongue. I never knew it could feel so good. I felt the familiar stirring in my center and knew that I wouldn't last long. She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and stroked me while she continued sucking on me. I watched her from above, enthralled.
She was so damn sexy it was almost criminal. I was lost in her eyes and in the feelings she generated in me. I knew I was going to cum soon and told her with a grunt. She backed away and stroked me even harder with her hands. She wanted me to cum and was driving me hard towards it. My hips moved up and back as it built up inside me. In moments I heard a freight train in my ears and groaned loudly as my seed sprayed from my cock. She continued to pump her hands up and down, urging every little bit from me. She encouraged me with her voice, cheering me on. I couldn't believe just how much I came. It was like it had all been stored up for the past year.
My cum was dribbling down my cock and her hand as I came back to earth. She licked at it, cleaning me off, and swallowed me a few more times making me groan loudly. She laughed as she pulled me from her mouth and stood smiling. She wrapped her hands around my neck once again and we locked in another passionate kiss. Our mouths opened wide and our tongues entwined. I never wanted to let her go.
After a few minutes, her hand trailed down my body again and she stroked my cock. "Think you can be ready for more?" she asked coyly. My erection grew rapidly and we both knew the answer was a resounding yes. She moved over to the kitchen counter and jumped up on it.
I came up to her and grabbed her hips as I gazed at her firm, luscious body. It was so beautiful, her skin a nice tanned tone, so soft and smooth. My cock was pointing out hard again and I positioned myself in front of her. She reached down between her legs and helped guide my erection into her wet pussy. I surged forward slowly, pushing in as deep as I could go. She groaned in excitement, feeling more full with every passing second. I don't know if she'd had anything as big as me in her before or not.
I set up a slow, steady rhythm, sliding deep in and out of her. My hands gripped her legs as I placed them on my shoulders. She was bent in half and by the look on her face, loving every minute of it. She moaned with every thrust, encouraging me to plow deeper, harder, and faster. We met eyes for a moment and the moment seemed so perfect, as if it were meant to be this way forever.
Then her eyes closed in ecstasy and I began thrusting harder and faster. I used her legs as leverage and began to pound into her. Her pussy felt so good as she squeezed my cock inside her. I knew I wouldn't last very long. Hard and fast, I moved my ass letting all my energy go with this last shot of pleasure. I didn't know what she saw in me, our lives were different, our ages were so far apart. But in this moment, we were as one and nothing else mattered.
With a few more strokes I could feel my dam bursting and I began to cum inside of her. My strokes became erratic as I thrust more fervently. I needed this so bad. I could hear her moaning loudly, too, matching with mine. Oh God, I knew she was going to cum soon too. With a final few thrusts I felt my body quivering as my cock pulsed again and again. Her vagina seemed to squeeze me, milk me of everything I had to give. I was moaning and opened my eyes when I realized she was cumming, too. I loved watching her thrash below me, her face reflecting the pleasure she was receiving.
She smiled so broadly as she came down from her orgasm. I pulled my flaccid cock from her and pulled her to me once more. We were both sweaty and tired, but so very happy. Maybe she was the one I'd been waiting for all along.
It just... it just couldn't be, though. She was only eighteen years old... she was practically a child... barely even a woman. She didn't know what she wanted or what she needed. I knew that her family would never approve and I wasn't going to stop her from growing up to be the woman she wanted to be.
We just had to go our separate ways. And, for my own sanity, I had to make the very hard decision not to have her babysit for me again.
*****
It was two years before I saw her again...
I couldn't believe my luck. I took my new secretary out for dinner for her birthday at the end of Summer. She was very attractive and I figured people would think we were together on a date or something, but it didn't bother me too much. I mean, I wasn't exactly out looking for a date. I was just taking someone out to dinner to celebrate. But if it boosted my creds to be seen with a beautiful woman, then so much the better.
But, much to my surprise, there was Alison, actually waiting on our table. I was, again, immediately attracted to her and could feel the fire relight between us. When she left after taking our orders, even Sharon, my secretary, noticed.
"I think she likes you," she smiled at me. "She doesn't seem to like seeing me here, though." She laughed. "She's very attractive."
I watched Alison take our orders to the kitchen. "But this is about you right now, ok?"
When Alison came back, I could see the gleam in Sharon's eyes as she disappeared to the restroom. I knew she was doing it to get Alison and I talking. So I took the chance and made sure Alison knew my secretary and I weren't together. It seemed that the more we spoke, the more we touched, it excited me. She was even more incredibly beautiful than I remembered and I knew I had to see her again... spend more time with her again. I needed to know her better.
When she whispered in my ear that she got off at 10pm, I was ecstatic. It was like an electric shock passed through my body. It was so perfect that she wanted to spend time with me, too. So I figured I'd get her attention even more and leave her a big tip as well as tell her that I'd be waiting for her in the parking lot.
The look on Alison's face was incredible when she came out to the parking lot after work and saw me. It was one of the best nights I'd ever had.
Unfortunately our time together had to end too early that night we had to say our quick goodbyes and each get ready for the next day at work. I had trouble working for the next two days... my mind just wouldn't let her go. I was so enamored with her again, so caught up in her beauty, her laughter... remembering the feel of her skin... it was just driving me crazy!
So when Wednesday finally approached, I thought I'd call her again and see if she wanted to go out over the weekend. Alison seemed as excited as me about being together again. So I figured we'd have some fun. I told her we would be going out to a nice restaurant and then back to my place again. I said I'd pick her up at 5pm on Saturday. I, of course, had more interesting plans in store. I'm devious that way.


I called my mother to see if she would take Joshua overnight, which she readily agreed to. She was more than happy to spend time with her grandson.
Saturday finally came and I dressed up in my favorite blue tie, with a white shirt and dark blue slacks. I spritzed on my favorite cologne, the one I figured I'd really woo her with. I was pumped up and ready to go. I dropped Joshua off at his grandmothers. Of course, on seeing me dressed up, she asked if I had a date. I smiled and told her I did, but I was in a hurry and couldn't talk about it.
When I got to Alison's apartment, on time, as I figured she wasn't ready yet. She let me in the door with a long robe on, telling me to have a seat. I laughed to myself when she said she'd be ready in a few minutes.
Lo and behold, she was ready in about 15 minutes... making me laugh a little more. I knew she wanted this to be a perfect night too and could only imagine what she had planned. But my plans came first. We left for the restaurant and were soon seated at a nice table for two, with a terrific view of a spot-light lit fountain. We ordered our drinks and food and were making some delicious small talk, when I felt her foot sliding along my calf.
We locked eyes and Alison winked at me, sucking on the tip of her finger as she moved her foot a little higher, pushing it against my thighs. I smiled and opened my legs wider as I felt my erection grow. She was wearing some delicious black hose, probably not knowing just how excited that made me. Her foot snuggled right up between my thighs and her toes started to stroke my erection through my pants.
I called her a tease, trying my best to whisper it instead of moaning it loudly, and she giggled back at me. She could tell by my erection just how excited her teasing was getting me. Luckily, the food came quickly and she dropped her foot with a huff. I don't know how she thought it would finish, but I really didn't want to ejaculate in my pants in such a fine establishment.
As we ate our food, she teased me a little more with her foot, while she sucked on her crab legs. Oh God I had hoped she'd suck on me like that later. I was getting so turned on. So I figured fair is fair, right? I pulled my foot out of my shoe and ran it along her calf. Her eyes opened wide for a moment as my foot went higher, eventually reaching the inside of her thighs. I felt her widen them, encouraging me to continue. I smiled and licked my lips as she watched. I could feel her groan as her legs pressed against my foot.
My toes continued stroking and eventually found her moist center. I wasn't sure, but it certainly felt like she wasn't wearing any panties. My toes seemed to get damp with her juices, which surprised me. But I didn't care, I continued to let them play until she closed her eyes. I found her hole with my big toe and was surprised at how easily is slid inside. I could hear her moaning as I fucked her with it, slowly. When she realized where she was, she suddenly squeezed her thighs together and pushed my foot away. I laughed at how close I got her and she looked so flushed with excitement.
Oh well, I knew we'd be having more fun later. After dinner, Alison expected us to go back to my place, but instead we pulled into a put-put golf place. She looked at me, smiling and shocked. She couldn't believe that I would get her all dolled up and take her out to play put-put golf. But, like I said, I'm devious like that. I laughed and simply said, "surprise!"
Alison giggled as we rented our clubs and started out on the first hole. It seemed like everyone was watching us, and really who could blame them. Who shows up to play dressed like this, right?
Well, the match was pretty close and we had a lot of fun teasing each other as we played. Luckily I won by two strokes. On the way back to returning our clubs, Alison mentioned that I won and deserved any prize I liked. I turned and pulled her into a deep kiss, one arm wrapped tightly around her waist. I could feel her swoon a little as our mouths melted together. When I pulled back, it took her a second before she could open her eyes and gain her bearings again.
She was so incredibly sexy and I loved making her swoon with excitement. I asked her if truly she meant I could have any prize... any prize at all. Of course she recognized the devilish grin I had on my face and said that she did mean it. I looked around quickly and saw the men's bathroom door just a few feet away. I grabbed her hand and headed towards it. Alison giggled when she realized where I was headed. I pulled her inside and quickly locked the door behind her. I instantly pulled her into my arms for another kiss, moving until she was trapped between me and the wall.
It was a very passionate kiss that led to me kissing down the side of her neck. I was intoxicated by her perfume and it drove me to deeper feelings of lust and desire for her. She moaned as I nibbled her neck and felt my hand slide down her body to her thigh. She had worn a long, black dress this evening, very elegant looking with slits up both sides that reached up to mid-thigh. I had been enraptured by the quick flashes of black clad thigh, peeking out from the slits all evening. My hand snaked within the slit and moved under her dress.
I felt her heat inside and quickly realized she was wearing hose with the elastic top at her thigh. Oh God, how that excited me, knowing I wouldn't have to dig through layers and layers of clothes to get to her. My hand caressed her inner thigh, tickling it a little as she opened her legs wider for me. I continued to lick and suck on her neck and ear, too, loving the sound of her moans.
My fingers danced a little higher and I noticed that she hadn't worn panties at all. We both giggled together when she realized I knew. Her little secret was out now. And she enjoyed the thrill it gave me. My fingers found her pussy quickly and she was wet. My fingers slid easily through her lips, getting juicy and causing her to lean back against the wall and thrust her hips forward into me.
I slid my wet fingers around her clit, teasing it and stroking it. Alison was shivering and moaning louder. I kissed the front of her throat as she looked up. Her groaning was making me so excited. My fingers sped up on her clit taking her close to her orgasm very quickly. She was grinding her hips forward and back, helping my fingers slide around her clit. Oh God, it was so very hot. I wanted to fuck her right then and there, but knew it would be better later... if I was just patient.
I pushed my fingers lower and slid two into her. I began thrusting up and in, harder but slow. My hand slammed into her labia with each stroke as she groaned. Our mouths found each other again. I wanted to muffle her sounds and be so close to her when she came. "Fuck me," she moaned and I sped up my hand. I was thrusting hard and fast into her now. She was nearly wailing into my mouth, my tongue sliding into hers so I could taste her. Her hips rocked into me, trying to push me deeper and deeper.
Suddenly she held her breath for a moment, her face scrunching up in ecstasy. She was right on the edge now. I thrust my hand in deep and then pressed into her clit with my thumb sending her crashing into her orgasm. Her body trembled as she wailed and grunted. I could feel her pussy contracting around my fingers, feel her wetness pour from her body. Oh she was so fucking sexy! I wanted to just eat her up.
I gave her a minute to come back down, holding her close, kissing her face gently. She was smiling broadly when her eyes opened. She thanked me and told me we better be going to my place soon. I laughed and told her it was indeed our next stop. I walked over to the sink to clean off, making sure to taste her on my fingers before I washed them off. I knew that I would soon be tasting her directly and it made me so damn horny. She grabbed some towels and cleaned up too.
We slipped out of the bathroom, giggling, especially when another couple saw us exit together. We returned the clubs, jumped into the car, and quickly pulled out to head back to my place. As soon as we were backing out of the parking space, her hand was in my crotch stroking me. I moaned but didn't stop her. She stroked my erection outside of my dress slacks and moaned how excited it made her feel too.
I squirmed in my seat as Alison's fingers slid up and down. Oh God, it felt so fucking good!. I was so damn hot for her. Suddenly, with a wicked grin, she fumbled for a moment and then pulled the zipper down. She giggled as her hand began to slide into my slacks and feel more direct contact with my cock. She slipped my erection out of my boxers and held it, slightly stroking it. She told me how much she wanted it as she continued to tease me to full hardness.
I was moaning, squirming in my seat, loving every damn second of this. I couldn't wait to get home. I wasn't too far away now. Her hand left me a moment and I saw her spit into it for some lubrication, quickly returning it to my crotch. Her hand slid up and down my shaft, expertly keeping me right on the edge. It felt so fucking good. Precum came out the tip and Alison slid her hand around the head, using it as a fresh lubricant.
Alison kept talking to me, telling me how much she wanted me to fuck her and for her to suck on me. She really wanted to drive me nuts and it was working wonderfully. Very soon I pulled into my driveway and slammed on the brakes. I jerked my seatbelt off and opened the door. Without even zipping up, I ran over to her door and helped her out.
"Wait, wait, wait," she said, stopping me. "What about Joshua?"
"He's at his grandmother's," I said. "I'll pick him up tomorrow."
She grinned and ran with me, as fast as we could, to the front door, giggling as we burst inside. Once there, she jumped into my arms, our mouths meeting once again. This time, though, we were in private, and wouldn't be disturbed.
My dick was still sticking outside my zipper and I could feel it rub against the material of her dress. We broke our kiss and looked down to see a string of precum connecting my dick-head to her dress. We laughed about it for a moment, thinking about an ex-president's dilemma, before she quickly fell to her knees and engulfed me in her mouth. I moaned as I felt her tongue stroking me as she sucked on me. It was so hot watching her, dressed to the nine's and on her knees, my cock buried in her mouth. She worked on me good, too, taking me so close to my orgasm several times. I wasn't sure I'd be able to stay on my feet much longer.
Of course, she didn't want me to anyways. After I'd almost cum for the third time, she released me and stood up. She pulled me towards the bedroom and we burst in the door. She turned me and unfastened my pants quickly making them drop to the floor. I pulled my shoes off and feet out of the pant legs, kicking them aside. We kissed passionately again and then she pushed me back onto the bed. I fell with a bounce and then lay there watching her.
Alison reached back and unzipped her dress, letting it fall loosely about her shoulders for a moment. Then with a dramatic flair, she let it fall down her body exposing an incredibly sexy black corset beneath it. She wore black stockings that were cinched around her thighs and nothing else. Oh my God, my cock grew so hard at the sight of her. I was completely mesmerized by her.
I sat there staring for a moment as she climbed up onto the bed and knelt beside me.
"So, see anything you like," she joked.
My eyes roamed up and down her body. I had seen her less than a week ago, but the sight before me made me extremely hungry for her. All I could muster was an "mmhmm". My eyes strayed to the junction of her thighs and I moved my hand there. My fingers caressed the insides of her legs as she spread her knees a little bit. She licked her lips in excitement as the back of my fingers slipped across her labia. She looked down at my erection and moaned.
She was so wet and excited. Her dew covered my fingers quickly. I turned my hand over and slipped a single finger into her, pushing it in until my hand cupped her beautiful pussy. My palm rubbed against her clit as I slipped my finger in and out slowly.
"Let me see your breasts," I commanded.
Alison pulled the cups down with both hands and let her beautiful breasts spill out slightly, lifted up by the cups beneath them. Her nipples were so hard and lovely.
"Play with your nipples."
As I continued to finger her slowly, she moved her hands to her nipples and let her fingers circle them teasingly. She was breathing heavily now, and she closed her eyes to the incredible sensations that flowed over her. I pushed a second finger into her and kept slowly fucking her with them. I was so excited watching her like this. She was pinching her nipples, pulling on them a little, panting softly.
I could feel just how excited she was as her juices ran down my hand and arm. I used my thumb to tease her clit, pressing down on it, pinching it. Her breathing was getting ragged and I could feel her body shaking. Suddenly she opened her eyes, wildly excited and horny. She pushed my hand away and threw a leg over my body, so that she hovered over my thighs. She dipped one hand into her pussy, getting her fingers wet with her juices and used that as a lubricant to start stroking me.
Alison used both hands to slide along my shaft, making me harder and longer than ever before. She was wild with desire and it was thrilling to see. Every now and then, she bent down and licked the head of my cock, swirling her tongue over it. My hips thrust up in ecstasy. God what she was doing to me felt so good!
When she felt I was hard enough, Alison moved her hips higher and guided my erection into her wet pussy. It was heavenly! It was so hot and wet. She was a little tight and it took a moment before she could get my cock to push into her. But once it was inside, she started to quickly buck her hips up and down, riding me like a rodeo bull. She was going fast and her tits were bouncing around. She had such a smile of joy on her face as she felt every lovely inch of my cock push deeper and deeper into her.
Alison put her hands on my chest for balance and really started humping into me, every so often grinding down harder so that my pubic bone rubbed her clit. I brought my hands up and started playing with her breasts, making her nipples harder with little swirls and pinches. She was panting louder and I groaned as my own orgasm fast approached.
"Oh.... oh....oh... yeah.... oh God.... ummm," she moaned.
I pushed my hips up and into her, trying to get deeper and deeper with each thrust. She was loving it so much. Then my right hand slid down her body, feeling the smooth, sleek corset as it traveled towards her clit. When my thumb lightly stroked her, she let out a surprised and excited yelp. Her clit was so sensitive at this point. I gently stroked it with my thumb sending her careening over the edge. She moaned louder and louder, approaching a wail as the last few strokes hit her.
Alison collapsed onto me, hugging me against her as her orgasm overwhelmed her. I could feel her body trembling above me. She moaned into my ear as she came so hard and fast. It was an incredible orgasm for her. Her hips kept humping against me as if she was coaxing her orgasm to last forever. My own orgasm quickly followed hers, flooding her insides with my seed. I was groaning loudly, too, hugging her tightly to me.
We lay like that for several minutes, just holding each other, listening to the other breathe. It felt so good, so right. When we woke an hour later, we made love again. This time much slower, much less hurried and immediate. We just wanted to feel the other close to us. Another beautiful date with an angel.
"You know, uh, our timing sucks," Alison said as she lay in my arms.
"Why do you say that?"
"I leave for college in just a couple days," she said. "I've already stopped working at the restaurant."
"Where are you going?"
"Iowa State."
"Wow... that's... a good distance away," I said.
"Yeah. Like a ten hour drive."
"Ok," I nodded, realizing that she was right, our timing did suck. "What are you studying?"
"I'm an English major," she said softly. "And I have two more years to go."
"Yeah," I said. "Well, I mean, that's good. You're gonna get a great job with that." I closed my eyes. Yeah, there was a fifteen year difference in our ages, which was bad enough, but now if we tried to be together, we'd be ten hours apart. And I still had a six-year-old-son to consider. There was just no way I would ever consider asking her to not date anyone.
Besides, she was going to meet so many guys her own age. Why would she ever hook up with a man my age with a six-year-old son?
*****
Four years passed and many dates later, I still hadn't found the right woman for me. It was getting more and more difficult to date with Joshua getting older. I didn't want to impact his life by bring women around all the time, only to have them leave because they weren't interested.
Eventually, I just decided to not worry about it. We would just play the cards handed to us.
A year ago, we'd moved two hours south and I bought a nice condo overlooking the river. It seemed to be a pretty peaceful neighborhood with the city just thirty minutes away. So it was the perfect combination of being in the thick of it and escaping.
I was lucky when I found a neighbor to babysit on a beautiful June Saturday night, so I could go out and blow off some steam.
I leaned on the bar of a new restaurant in the city, surveying the faces around me. I hadn't been to this place before and didn't know what to expect. There was a good mix of patrons, some younger, some my age. Everyone was well dressed and having a good time. I scanned the crowd, seeing many attractive women that I wanted to talk to soon. I was kind of on the prowl tonight. I was so damn horny, so in need of finding the right kind of girl. It had been too long since I had sex and the older I got, the longer the spans between sex was getting.
I turned back to the bar and took a swig of beer. I was going to be patient tonight. I knew the crowd would only get better as more and more people arrived. It was Friday night after all.
At about 11pm, I was taking a sip of my beer when Alison stepped up to the bar, beside me, patiently waiting for the bartender. She didn't even notice me. The bar was crowded and he was working on another drink at the moment. I turned my head and looked her over. Young, attractive, dressed very nicely in a red, low-cut sweater and low-rise, black pants. So delicious! Her long, dark hair was curly and pulled back from her face. As always, I felt a desire for her at first sight.
She noticed me looking at her and glanced at me, too. She smiled, and it was a beautiful smile at that. "Hey," I said above the din of the crowd.
"Hi." She didn't recognize me at first and seemed a little nervous, as if wondering if I was some sort of pickup artist or maybe a mass murderer. But when she finally recognized who I was, her face lit up. "Oh my gosh! Hi!"
"I like your bracelet," I said, indicating her wrist. She was wearing some sort of antique bracelet that stood out. "What's the story behind that?"
She brought her hand up and fingered the chain. "It was my grandmother's. I got it a few years ago when she died. It was her favorite piece of jewelry." Alison seemed happy to be able to tell somebody that. Happy that someone actually cared to ask her about it rather than just stare at her tits.
"Well, it does make you look old," I said, snickering a little bit. I brought my beer up and took another swig just as her hand smacked me on the arm.
"Hey!"
That was my charm, I guess. I could insult like the best of them. The bartender came over and took her order after a minute and she stayed there to drink it. It was a fun conversation and I knew she felt an attraction for me. Funny thing is, I knew that she was tired of the normal "guy" scene. She was tired of guys being insecure and needy. She wanted a man who knew what he wanted and wasn't afraid to go for it. But she needed him to love her and treat her well. We'd known each other for six years now. She knew that I was the kind of guy she was looking for.


After thirty minutes of ever increasing flirting, we had made our way to the side of the bar along one wall. We were lost in the crowd and could actually talk without being disturbed.
"So, you come in here very much?" I asked, leaning down to speak into her ear. I lingered there a moment longer, smelling her perfume and her fragrant shampoo. My hand slid over the tips of her hair, feeling the silky softness.
She gasped a little when she heard me breathing so close to her ear, heard me smell her neck. "No," she said shyly. "Actually, this is my first time in here."
I pulled away from her shoulder for a moment and looked away, as if scanning the crowd once again. "Me, too," I said. "So... aren't you a little far from home?"
"Not any more," she laughed. "I moved here two months ago."
"Huh... I moved here a year ago," I smiled, shaking my head. "What a small world." My hand still played with her hair for a moment. When I looked down at her, she looked almost needy. Like she wanted me to just take her right then and there. I leaned down to her ear again. "I don't know why we keep running into each other like this, but I'm glad I came in tonight," I whispered, just above the noise of the room. I smelled her scent again and nuzzled into her neck a little. She turned towards me and opened her neck to me.
"I'm really glad I did, too," she whispered.
"I hope you don't mind... I love your perfume," I whispered again before letting my lips touch her neck.
Alison moaned a little and I felt her shiver. "No. I... I like that."
I kissed her neck tenderly, feeling her swoon. My hands found her hips and held her steady. Her arms hung limply at her sides and she just stood there, unable to think, unable to move. She could only feel what I was doing to her. I continued to kiss her neck as she tilted her head to the side to give me more room. My hands moved a little higher, and I felt her soft skin beneath them. I could tell she loved the way I touched, the way my lips caressed her neck.
My tongue flicked out and licked her neck a moment. Oh God she tasted so good! She seemed so innocent and yet so willing. Her hands moved up and touched my arms as if to keep me from leaving her. She seemed to melt against me. This was what I loved so much. I was the predator and she was the prey in the age old mating dance. I loved being a man and not being ashamed of wanting her. I wasn't ashamed for asking for the things I desired.
I turned her so that she was against the wall and I was between her and the crowd. My hands were stroking her sides and stomach, tracing underneath the bottom of her sweater. I moved my mouth to her lips and kissed her passionately, tasting her. She was such a good kisser! Her lips were so soft and inviting, and her tongue teased mine. We lost touch with reality and forgot about the other patrons in the bar.
We moved along the wall slowly, moving to a small corner, slightly behind a decorative tree. I moved her into the corner, pinning her there. My hand slid up beneath her shirt and traced the line of her bra beneath her breasts. She was shaking with need and desire. I moved my lips back to her neck, right by her ear. I was panting in her ear telling her just how excited she was making me.
Her legs moved around my leg and she pushed her hips against me. I knew what she wanted and laughed to myself. We were both so damn hot, I knew we would have a lot of fun together. "I want you," I whispered.
Alison moaned. "Please." Her hips pushed against me again, grinding her pussy into my thigh. My hand moved higher beneath her sweater and caressed over her breast. I felt the swell of her nipple and she groaned as my fingers circled it, teasing it.
"I want to fuck you," I whispered again as my hand cupped her breast, pushing her nipple into my palm.
"Oh... yesssss," she gasped back.
My fingers slid beneath her bra and pulled the cup down, exposing her nipple to my caresses. she was indeed very excited. Her nipples were so damn hard and sensitive. she was writhing under me as I continued to push into you. I lightly bit her neck, eliciting more passionate moans. My leg pushed into her mound, giving you something to grind against.
My hand moved away and pulled her sweater up, exposing her breast for just a moment before my lips covered it in kisses. My tongue slithered back and forth, circling her nipple before wrapping my lips around it and sucking gently. She leaned back against the wall, wondering if she'd even be able to stand much longer. "Mmmm," I moaned as I sucked on her, lightly biting the tasty flesh.
My hand moved down her body and began unfastening her pants. When she realized what I was doing, she grabbed my wrist in a half-hearted attempt to stop me. But she didn't try very hard. I unfastened her pants easily and let my hand slide inside the waist. My fingers slipped down until I felt her clit. She pushed her pussy into my hand as my fingers teased her. She was breathing erratically, as if she might cum any moment. But I didn't want that just yet and pulled back a little. I just wanted to keep her so damn hot.
I let my fingers slide lower. Her panties were drenched with her juices and I traced a line up and down her slit, letting her move her hips against me. She was panting when my fingers slid beneath the material and pushed into her. The sounds of her cooing were like an aphrodisiac to me. I was so hard, so excited that I had to have her soon. I let my finger slide in deep as my hand covered her clit. She was so wet and her pussy clenched my finger so sweetly.
I left her breast and moved my lips to her ear. I stroked it with my tongue as I panted into it. She was so excited she was nearly clawing at me. She grabbed my arms and stroked my chest as I pushed my body into her, pressing her against the wall. She was grinding her pussy into my hand, opening up herself to me. She wanted me to take her so badly. She wanted me to dominate her and show her just how a woman should feel.
"Let's get out of here," I said softly. I knew I wouldn't be able to go much longer without fucking her. My erection was straining my pants, trying hard to burst through my zipper. I moved my hands from inside her and let her fix her pants as I licked my finger. Mmmmm she was so tasty. I couldn't wait for more. When she finished, I grabbed her hand and led her out into the night air, over to my car. I opened the door and helped her in, before scrambling into my side. It felt like a dream.
As soon as I sat down, her hand was on my thigh, stroking it gently. She wanted me badly. It was hard to drive, squirming in the seat like I was. It was difficult to concentrate on the road when all I wanted to do was pull over and ravage her. Then her hand reached my hard-on and I couldn't take it any more. I pulled into a deserted parking lot and moved to the back edge, where the lighting was the least. I immediately removed my seat belt and leaned over to her, locking my lips against hers hard. This was not a gentle kiss, this was a kiss of desperation, of need and desire.
While I was kissing her, my hands began their work of pulling at her sweater. I pulled away from her lips for just enough time to pull her top over her head. Alison moved even closer to me, until she was almost on top of me. Only the small center console separated us. My hands moved behind her and easily unfastened her bra, releasing her incredible breasts. She pulled her bra off and tossed it aside. We were like young kids, groping each other madly. We both needed this.
My hands then began to work on her pants, easily unfastening them again and pulling them open. My hand instantly set upon her pussy again, teasing her clit. Her hands grabbed her waistband and pulled her pants down and off before opening her knees wide for me. Her labia were so soft and smooth. Her juices coated her entire mound she was so excited. I pushed a finger in deep, followed by another. I stroked her slowly, pushing in deep with each thrust.
My mouth moved down to her breasts and I licked and teased them unmercifully as I fingered her. She was like putty in my hands, wanting me to do anything and everything to her. Her moaning was filling the car and it excited me. It didn't take long for her first orgasm to hit. Her body shook with tremors as she moved through it. She was practically screaming as it hit and then moaned loudly as she came down afterwards.
I pulled my hand from her and began to unfasten my pants. Alison recovered quickly enough to help me push them down my legs to my ankles, exposing my massive erection. I don't know if I'd ever seen it this hard before. She was leaning over the seat now, sliding my meat into her mouth hungrily. She knew what she wanted and nothing was going to stop her. She slid up and down my pole for a moment as I recovered from her onslaught. I knew I was losing control fast and didn't want to. I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head up and off me.
"No, no, no," I repeated confidently.
Alison fought me at first, trying desperately to get at my erection once again. Her hands were stroking me as I pulled her away. As soon as I let go of her hair to shift in my seat, she dove back down onto me, driving my shaft into her throat quickly. I had moved the seat back away from the steering wheel and when it was situated, I grabbed her hair again and pulled her away. She was gasping, as if she lived to please me, as if she had to have me in her mouth.
"I said no! You're such a bad girl!"
I pulled her across my lap until her head was against the car door. "And bad girls get punished," I said. My left arm held her in place as my right began to spank her. My hand bounced off her ass a few times as she felt the stinging. She reached back with her hand to stop me, but I just grabbed it with my left hand and pulled it behind her back. She was whimpering as I continued to spank her, telling her to behave. Her ass was becoming redder and more sensitive. She seemed to lift her ass to me, almost begging me to strike her again. No protests escaped her lips, only whimpers of satisfaction and desire. I don't know how many strokes I gave her, but when I was done, there were tears running down her face. In contrast, she was panting loudly, as if she loved every minute of it.
I knew she probably would. She wanted a man who was in control. She wanted a strong man to keep her in line and tell her her role as a submissive woman. She enjoyed being spanked and lived to find out how to please me.
I released her arm and pulled her off my lap again. I was still hard but she was not as anxious to dive in this time. She looked at me with those big, puppy dog eyes, asking how she could please me. "Now, sit in my lap," I ordered.
Alison quickly obeyed me, sliding her leg across my lap so that she was facing me. Her breasts were right in front of my face as she lowered herself onto me. I slid in easily because she was so wet, but she was so damn tight. Her vagina was gripping my shaft so nicely. She moved up and down, letting my dick drive into her. As she lowered herself onto me, I drove up into her so that we slapped together. She moved so deliberately at first.
She was whimpering in delight. Her eyes were closed and her mouth opened as she continued to ride me. I let my hands caress her breasts and tease her nipples. "Oh my god," she panted as I lightly rolled them between my fingers. She'd never felt this level of pleasure before. She was able to completely let go, knowing that I could make her happy at last.
We fucked like animals for several long minutes until I wanted to really drive into her. I ordered her off me once more and she protested weakly. She had no idea what I had in mind. I opened the door and stepped out, ordering her out with me. She climbed across the seat and came out into the cool night air. I grabbed her shoulders and forced her to lay across the hood of the car. She could feel the warm metal against her body.
Then my hands grabbed her hips and I pushed my cock into her from behind. This was going to be it. This was the moment I wanted. I drove in and out slowly at first, getting accustomed to the feel of her once again. She was moaning, her head resting on the hood. Her ass was so beautifully exposed to me and as I drove into her, I slapped it, heightening her arousal. Within moments I was driving in hard and deep, thrusting against her with every ounce of desire, grabbing and pulling her hair back like horse's reigns. My hips slammed into her ass, again and again, and I felt pleasure rolling over me.
"Yesss... oh God... fuck me..." Alison moaned over and over.
I know she came several times during that portion alone before I felt the cum burning to be released from me. My thrusts were strong, but erratic when I finally lost control. My legs were shaking and my head nearly spinning as I erupted into her. I remember when I came back down, she was still lying on the hood, panting. Both our bodies were covered in sweat as I helped her back into the car.
We got partially dressed before getting back into my car and finished dressing as I drove us back to my house, to continue this incredible relationship.
"Can we finally just do this?" I asked as we pulled into my driveway. The light in the living room was on, with the babysitter probably watching a movie. Joshua would have been in bed for several hours now.
"I mean... the third time is a charm, right?"
She smiled and nodded. "There is some part of this universe that obviously wants us to be together," she giggled.
"And, besides... you know Joshua loves you and would love you to be his mom."
"You both do have good taste," she giggled again.
We married a year later... almost seven years to the day after we met.
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Christmas Traditions
"I know that's not what you thought I'd do," Conner said into his headset, leaning back in his chair as the online game showed his soccer team coming together to celebrate the goal. "That's why it worked."
"Cool and all, but you'll never pull that fucking shit again," Braydon said through his headphones.
Connor smiled, knowing he'd pull it off. He always pulled it off. He angled the joystick, charging his player at Braydon's player who had the ball as the game restarted. The game played on, both teams jockeying for position and scores until, twenty minutes later, Connor won.
"I gotta take a dump," Connor said and pulled his headset, setting it on his keyboard. He jumped out of his chair and went out into the upstairs hallway to go to the bathroom. When he opened the bathroom door, finished, he could hear his mom, Angela, in her bedroom, just a door down.
Something caught his attention and intrigued him. Her door was open and, as he crept forward a bit, he could see her sitting on the side of her bed.
"I don't know, but I'm not liking this time of year right now," she said to the person on the phone. "My husband's been physically gone for six months... but out of my real life for over a year now. A year!... Yeah!" His dad had left them about six months ago, with the divorce fully finalized four months ago. After a yearlong affair with his secretary, he finally decided he wanted to be with her more than with them.
"An entire year with no dick!" she continued, her voice raised high and then lowered when she realized Connor might hear her. "I'm so fucking horny!... Yes... Of course I do... I need to work out... hard... I need to sweat it out. I need something to release this! Bob is great for some things, but definitely not everything... No, no, I'm not seeing anyone. That's my battery-operated boyfriend. I haven't been on a date since before I got married."
He was startled. His mom had been burned pretty badly when the affair was revealed. She'd seen the signs for so long, but denied them. She was so sure her marriage was good that nothing could dissuade her. Since then, she didn't even try dating. She didn't do anything... well, except he found out she did try one thing. She bought a sex toy and had been using that a lot.
"Christmas is in two days and I haven't done my Christmas traditions in almost two... fucking... years," she said, sounding really frustrated. "We had really, really good holiday traditions... you know... oral traditions. We've done them for years... this will be 24 years now. That's a long time. And then to just... stop, cold turkey."
She paused as the person on the other end spoke for a bit. His mom nodding a few times in agreement.
"I mean... maybe I can... but... I don't know if those traditions will be able to take the place of what I really need," she said. "I'm telling you... it's more than decorating the tree... I know. I'll figure something out. Hey, I gotta go, I have to get dinner started. I'll talk to you later, ok?... Yeah... Merry Christmas to you, too. Bye Kimberly."
She hung up the phone and stood as Connor darted back into his room, closing the door behind him, silently. He put his headphones back on and pressed a button to activate the computer screen again.
"Hey, I'm back," he said.
"Must've been some dump!" Braydon joked.
"Yeah, Olympic sized. I measured it. Wanna come over and see?" He laughed as his friend backtracked.
*****
Finally, Christmas Eve. Conner had been home from college for less than a week and was enjoying his time relaxing and catching up with old friends. He ran around with several of them during the day, but his mom wanted him home for dinner and then wanted him to spend the evening with her. And he was ok with that. Most of his friends were the same way.
He sat in the decorated living room after dinner, the colored glow from the Christmas Tree lights dominating his computer that was sitting on his lap. He started up one of the more recently released action thrillers he liked and was almost done. His mom had cleaned up, washing the dishes and cleaning up the kitchen, then came in the living room and sat down. She let him finish watching the movie as she relaxed on her phone.
When it was finally over, she grabbed a box from underneath the tree and handed it to him.
"Here's your present, baby," she said, handing him the box and then sitting on the floor at his feet as he unwrapped it.
"Thanks mom."
"I know we don't have as much this year, but I'm working on it."
"It's ok mom," he reassured her, understanding that her finances were severely altered when her husband left. "I don't need so much any more. I'm not a kid any more."
"I know. I just like to get you things. I like the look on your face when you open them."
He tugged at the wrapping paper, carelessly ripping it off the box and tossing it aside. After removing the tape that held the lid on, he tugged it open and was surprised.
"What in the world?" he said, looking at a multicolored sweater of some sort.
"Pull it out and look at it," she prompted, giggling.
"Oh my God," he gasped when he unfolded it and held it high. It was definitely a multicolored sweater. The front was adorned with a curled, gnarly-toothed, smiling shark standing on it's tail, wearing a Santa hat.
"I found it at the outlet," she giggled. "I saw it and knew that you loved the beach and thought that the shark would be amazing."
"Oh my gosh!" he laughed, turning it around in his hands.
"You like it?"
"Yeah! I love it!" he smiled.
"Yeah? That makes me so happy," she smiled. She loved moments like these and they were becoming more and more rare now.
Conner put the sweater back in the box and set it beside the chair. He stood, rustled under the tree for a second and pulled out a small box. "This is for you," he said, handing it to her as he sat back down in the recliner.
She smiled as she opened it. Inside was a dainty gold necklace with a fake-diamond pendant in the shape of an infinity symbol on it. She looked and, on the band of the symbol were the words 'I love you, Mom'.
"Aw... it's beautiful," she smiled up at him. Thank you."
"You're welcome," he said. "I love you."
"I love you, too, baby." She set the box under the tree and then crawled back to sit at his feet again. Then she sat up on her knees. "Can I ask you something? There's been something on my mind the last few days."
"Of course."
"Well, you know your father and I... we, uh... we had these... traditions... in our marriage."
He nodded. "Ok."
"And... we've been doing them for so long that... I kind of... crave... them, if you know what I mean," she said, trying to be tactful in her explanation. "I mean, it's like my body expects to do them."
Connor looked at her, a little confused. "Ok... I'm not sure I understand, but..."
"Like... like Christmas," she continued. "Your father and I had this whole Christmas tradition every year. You know... we have all the decorations, the tree, the presents... the Christmas music... all that. But there was this one thing we did every year that was even more special. And now that he's gone... I feel... you know... lost. And kind of lonely."
"I'm sorry mom," he said, recalling her earlier conversation where she explained her frustrations to Kimberly. "Is... is there anything I can do to help? I mean... we can make our own traditions."
"Yeah... that's what Kimberly said. And I'd like that... but..." She looked uncertain... and nervous.
"But what? I mean, I'm away at college a lot, but that doesn't mean we can't have something special when I come home around Christmas. I'll probably do that for the rest of my life."
"True... and that would be one thing..." she agreed, nodding.
"Yeah," he said, happy that they could do something that might cheer her up. "So... what would you like to do? What did you and dad do?"
She looked a little embarrassed as she looked away for a moment, contemplating on how to tell him this. "Well... of course we'd decorate together... put up the tree. We'd put all the presents under it on Christmas Eve, and hand out one of them to each other. Then... early Christmas morning, after you went to bed... I... um... I got all dressed up in my favorite lingerie for him... and... and I gave him a blowjob."
"Mom!" Conner said, shocked.
"I'm sorry, baby, but you asked," she said, putting her hands on his knees to settle him down. His hands covered the bottom half of his face as he hid his shock. "You're over eighteen. You're an adult. I thought you could handle hearing it."
"I'm an adult but... sheesh... to hear about your parents sex lives... that's just... too much."
"I understand, baby," she said, her hands lightly stroking his legs by his knees. "But... it's a tradition I really, really miss. Very much. I have this... oral... fixation. And I go a little crazy when I don't get dick. And I haven't satisfied that urge in so long. I'm a bit... crazy."
She paused, licking her lips as she watched his reactions towards her. His hands had fallen from his face and he looked away for a moment, as if processing what she was saying.
"I just need a little bit of dick," she continued softly. "I was giving him blowjobs like pretty regularly."
"Ok. Ok. I got it," Conner said, embarrassed again.
"Would you leave if you were getting that type of treatment?" she asked, moving even closer. Her hands stroked his thighs, massaging them.
"No... if my girlfriend were giving me blowjobs all the time I would definitely not leave," he admitted.
"So... I don't know if I'm being too forward," she said, swallowing, "but... I notice you have a bulge in your pajamas."
He grabbed a pillow and held it tightly over his crotch, his face turning several shades of red.
She grabbed the pillow and pulled it. "There is one thing you can help me with." She tossed the pillow aside and her hands stroked his abdomen, hips, and upper thigh, so close to his growing erection. "I... really... want to suck your cock. Just a little bit. Is that awful? I really... really... need to suck your cock."
His embarrassment grew, but so did his cock. He could feel it throbbing in his pajama bottoms as his mom continued massaging his legs and hips.
"But... you're my mom!" he said.
His mom shook her head slowly. "I promise, I won't tell anybody if you don't. Just let me suck it a little bit." Her hands moved together and met at his hard shaft. She stroked it over his pajama bottoms making it even harder. When she realized just how big it was, she felt her pussy start to gush with her own excitement.
"Well... I mean... we can keep it our little secret I guess."
She smiled and quickly grabbed the waistband of his pajama bottoms, tugging them down. He lifted his hips to help her as she tugged them down and off his legs. Then, smiling, she bent down and kissed his shaft through his underwear, sucking and nibbling on the side of his shaft."
"Oh.. fuck," he hissed in excitement. It had been a while since he'd had a girl his own age do this for him.
"I want to make your dick explode in my mouth," his mom said. "Is that ok?"
He'd barely nodded before his mother, in her extreme excitement, tugged his underwear down, pulling them off his feet. His engorged cock stood tall and firm.
"Oh, it's gorgeous!" she whispered as her fingers lightly circled it and started stroking it. She bent forward and licked the side of his shaft, from the bottom to the top, then slid the head between her lips and sucked.
"Do you mind if I get more comfortable?" she asked, grabbing her own sweatshirt and pulling it off. She wasn't wearing a bra and her large, D-cup breasts bounced free. "Do you want to see mommy's big tits?"
She giggled when she saw his uncontrolled, unbridled lustful gaze as he stared at her chest.
"Do you want to touch them?"
He nodded and brought his hands up to lightly grasp each breast. He lifted and squeezed them, making her nipples so hard and tingly.
"Oh my God... they're so soft," he whispered.
"Oh... mmm," she moaned from his touch, closing her eyes for a moment. It had been so long since she'd been touched like this. "God... I didn't know if you'd be ok with this."
When his hands left, she grabbed and squeezed her own breasts, tugging on her hard nipples for a moment, enjoying the pleasure she was used to giving herself. "This was why your father married me. Big fucking mommy milkers," she said softly, smiling, almost giggling.
She let her breasts go and grabbed his shaft again, sliding her mouth onto him.
"Mmm... I really miss giving blowjobs every day," she said, softly sucking and licking his cock.
"Oh my God," he moaned. None of his girlfriends had ever done this good a job at pleasing him. This was incredible.
She stroked and sucked him at the same time, making his cock harder and harder. "Mmmm... you taste so good. Your cock is so much better than your fathers. Mmm... so fucking good."
She worked his cock, getting herself even more excited in the process. She could feel her pussy drip with desire and anticipation.
"Can you believe he left?" she said, releasing his cock for a moment. "Getting this all the time?"
"No... I can't believe it."
She stroked him better than he stroked himself, and the addition of her mouth was... extraordinary. How could anyone be this good?
"Oh God, yes," he moaned.
"Mmhmm... I love it in my mouth so much," she panted.
"Oh yeah... suck on it," he hissed, grabbing her hair that had fallen in her face and pulling it back. "Just like that."
"I love... sliding it deep," she said, suddenly thrusting it deep into her mouth.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
"Oh yeah," he moaned, his body writhing from the ecstasy. "Fuck."
She giggled and coughed a second as she pulled him from her mouth. His cock was covered and dripping with spit. "It makes me gag when I take it down deep. With a dick this good I don't need fucking air."
She stroked him a second, her copious spit working well as a lubricant.
"You like when I go all the way down?"
When he nodded, she slid him deep again, driving him into her throat, until he could feel her swallowing him. Her eyes were locked on his the whole time, showing her desire for him as they teared up a little.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
"Yeah... fuck... that feels so good," he moaned as she pulled off him again.
She was giggling, spit dripping from her lips and chin matching that which was dripping from his shaft. "I love taking it down my throat like a slut. This is a long fucking cock, Connor!" She giggled as she started stroking it again.
Connor started moving his hips a little, his desire and need completely overriding his fear of incest.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm... get it nice and wet and sloppy," she said to no one in particular. "Does that feel good?"
"Yeah... fuck," he moaned.
She was smiling and giggling even more as Connor starting getting closer and closer to his orgasm, his body writhing beneath her.
"Oh my God! Oh fuck!" he moaned.
"Oh fuck... yes... I've been needing cock all fucking year," she said, her hand sliding up and down his shaft a little faster now. "God! Fuck! God you're so fucking yummy."
"Oh my God, mom. Fuck!"
She giggled as spit squirted up into her face. "I'm making a mess in here. Sucking your cock is making me so horny."
Her upper body moved as a unit as she bobbed on his cock. Her mouth accepted him in and her hands joined her, held in place, as her whole upper body lifted and fell on him.
"Oh... oh... oh yeah," he moaned.
"Mmhmm... are you going to give me your fucking cum?" She started stroking very fast, now, using both hands, with a little twisting motion. "Please... can I have your cum?"
"Yeah," he panted. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum soon."
"What I really need from you is to taste your cum," she said, determined more than ever to make it happen. "I need you to blow a big, fat, fucking load all over my face. Can you do that? Can you make a mess on mommy?"
He nodded, dumbly, as if lost to the pleasures of his body. "Yes mommy."
"Mmhmm... mmhmm... God I love this big fucking dick," she said. "So much better than your father's."
"Yes, yes, yes," Conner groaned, feeling his orgasm coming fast. "Oh my God."
"Yeah... fuck yeah," Angela moaned excitedly. "You know what mommy wants now. I want a big fucking load. Mommy wants a big fucking load. Make a big fucking mess on mommy's face."
"Oh fuck," he panted.
"Yes... please baby," she begged, her hands moving so fast up and down his shaft. "Make a mess on mommy's face."
"Oh yeah... oh," he moaned, his body shaking uncontrollably. "Fuck yeah... Ohhh! Ohhh! Unh! Unh!" Suddenly cum erupted from the end of his cock, spraying his mom's waiting face. Her mouth was partially opened, but she wasn't even trying to get it in there. Instead, she moved his cock around, along with her face, covering her face with his copious seed.
"Yes! Yes!" she cried excitedly. It had been so long since she'd felt cum dripping off her face. As his spray stopped and cum oozed out the tip, she repeatedly squeezed his cock, milking the last few drops from it and licking it off the tip. "Make sure I get every... last... drop."
She giggled as she let him go and licked the cum that was on her hand. "Oh... thank you. I don't know what I would have done without this cock." She rose and kissed him, sliding her tongue into his mouth for a second. "You better get cleaned up and get to bed, baby. Santa's coming."
*****
"Hey... wake up."
Connor could feel someone kneeling between his legs on the bed, his body trapped under the covers. He opened his eyes and noticed the sunlight slowly starting to grow in his bedroom through the window.
"Good morning," his mom said, sounding extremely chipper.
"Good morning," he replied, still half asleep.
"Merry Christmas! Did you sleep ok?" she asked.
Slowly Connor's vision cleared and he could make out his mom, sitting up on the bed. She was wearing some kind of thin, black robe that hung open. He could see her flesh beneath it, barely hidden by it. "Yeah... I slept good."
"I just wanted to... you know... talk to you," she said softly, smiling as if she had more than just talking on her mind. He could see the inside curve of her breasts as they swung loose inside her robe with every move she made. "Thought we could chat for a little bit."
"Ok," he said, yawning. "Is it about last night? I'm... I hope I didn't do anything wrong."
"No... you didn't do anything wrong," she reassured him. "It's ok. But... it's along those lines. I can't stop thinking about it... actually."
"I'm sorry... you're mad, probably," he said. "I should've..."
"No, I'm not mad," she smiled, touching his legs. "In fact, I got you some more nice Christmas gifts."
"You didn't have to do that, mom," he protested. She didn't have the money to keep buying him things.
"I did," she smiled, her hands stroking his legs through the blanket. "I know you've had a rough time dealing with your father and me and you could use a little... special treatment, too."
"You're so nice, mom," he said softly.
"I bet you could like... use... a really special Christmas gift." she said, sitting up and opening the front of her robe, exposing her breasts to him again. They were so nice... so full... her nipples were hard little points in the center of her large, dark areola.
"What do you mean?"
"I thought... maybe we could have... some... fun," she giggled. "It's another of my Christmas traditions. Every year on Christmas morning, before you woke, I'd wake your father up and we'd have sex. He'd give me... everything... I asked for. Christmas Eve was about him. Christmas morning was all about me."
"Yeah? Really?" he asked, surprised. He watched her hands slide over her breasts, squeezing and lifting them, then tease her nipples. "Mommy wants you to make her feel good. I want several orgasms."


"Really mom?" he asked, shocked. "You sure?"
"I'm very sure," she said confidently. Her hands met at his crotch and slowly stroked his hard shaft through the blankets. "I can't stop thinking about your... cock."
"Mom... you're so pretty," he said, looking over her body. She was leaning forward slightly and her breasts swayed with every move of her body, enticing and teasing him.
"And you are quite the handsome young man." She pulled the blankets off him, and crawled over them as she pushed them to the bottom of the bed. He was only wearing boxers and they were very tented by his erection. She grabbed the waistband and tugged them down and off his legs as well. Then, settling into place again, she stroked the length of his shaft with her fingertips.
"Do you know what to do with this thing?" she giggled. "Do you know how to use it?"
"I... I think so," he admitted. "I'm not sure." He'd only had one steady girlfriend... for three months... and went on several dates. He'd touched and played with several women, but had only gone all the way with his girlfriend.
"I bet you've got an idea," his mom giggled. "I think I can help." She lay down on the bed between his legs, her hand slowly stroking his cock as her face hovered nearby. "When I saw how big it was last night... I just... I just couldn't help but suck it. Can I suck it again?"
"Yeah mom... please," he begged. He could feel it throbbing and his need to have an orgasm was strong.
She licked the length of his cock, from the base to the tip, watching his reactions the whole time, mapping out exactly what felt good to him. Then she slid the head into her mouth.
"Mmm... That's a nice mouthful," she moaned softly, slowly stroking him.
"You like it?"
"More than you know," she smiled. "I think this is the best Christmas present I've ever had. My pussy's been so wet since last night. And it's all your fault."
"Really?"
She sucked on the head a moment, then pulled off.
"Really," she said softly. She moved, still stroking his cock as she crawled over one leg and lay beside him. "Will you lick mommy's pussy? I really want to feel you do that."
"Yeah... yeah mom." He turned, adjusting his position to a better angle and reached down. He felt her heat first, then felt the soft skin of her inner thigh. She moaned softly as his fingers moved closer and closer to her center.
"Oh... touch it for me," she whispered, spreading her legs wider for him.
"Wow... it's really wet," he said.
"Please, please, please," she hissed in excitement. "Put your tongue on my pussy." She lay back comfortably as he rose to his knees and moved between her legs. She spread them wide, then brought her knees to her chest to expose her pussy even more to him.
Connor could smell her scent, her pussy was definitely wet and ready for him. He lay down on his stomach as his fingers gently caressed her, stroking her labia and touching and circling around her clit.
She enjoyed watching him play with her lips, but closed her eyes as she felt his hot breath, so close to her pussy. He was so close to licking her it frustrated her.
"Connor!" she cried suddenly, frustrated beyond belief.
"I'm here... I'm here... I'm sorry, my mouth is just a little dry," he apologized and licked his lips. "Here it comes."
She felt his tongue slide along the outside of her labia for the first time, feeling the tingles it generated. "Oh! That tickles," she giggled. He continued licking her, his tongue swirling over her clit for a moment before sliding between her lips, tasting her juices.
"Mmmmm... oh yeah," he whispered. "Do you want me to go faster or slower?"
"I think it's perfect," she panted, barely controlling herself. "Just how you're doing it."
"Ok," he said, never stopping his licking. He was enjoying her taste, and the warmth of her sodden flesh.
"Oh... oh yes," she panted. "Yeah, yeah, yeah... give me that tongue. Fuck yeah. You like the way mommy's pussy tastes?"
"Mmm," he moaned softly. "Oh... oh you're so good." Connor pushed his tongue inside her hole, swirling it as much as he could, making her moan loudly.
"Oh fuck," she panted. "I had no idea my son was so talented with his tongue. Oh... right there. Oh yeah."
"You like that?" he asked, sliding his tongue back and forth across her clit.
"Fuck yeah," she panted, letting the breath go that she didn't even realize she was holding. It just felt so good. "Yeah... you're making my clit feel so good. I'm so horny right now. Tease my clit... yeah... right there... that's what mommy likes. Now slide a finger in. Just one... yeah... warm it up."
Connor sucked his index finger into his mouth and got it wet, then pushed it inside her pussy, driving it as deep as possible.
"Yeah, keep going," Angela panted, grabbing her breasts, squeezing them and playing with her nipples. Conner felt and watched her writhe below him, getting him more excited. "Yeah... tease my clit. Oh! Don't stop. Uh huh. Oh! Fuck, yesyesyes. You like mommy's pussy?"
"Yes," he said, moving his tongue now to flick up underneath her clit after sliding over her pink, moist flesh.
"Yeah... oh fuck... tease my clit," his mom panted. "Just like that. Right on my clit... yeah... just like that. Yeah... Just like that." She writhed beneath him and suddenly grabbed his head, entwining her fingers in his hair to hold him tight to her pussy. "Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh... oh... fuuuuuuuuck!" Her eyes opened wide and she practically yelled as she came, her muscles going rigid, her body arching up, pushing her pussy into his mouth.
"Oh my fucking God!" she yelled when she finally released him and her hips fell back onto the bed. He was smiling up at her, his face wet with her juices, some dripping from his chin. "God damn!"
"Was that... ok?" he asked, his eyes bright and hopeful.
"That was far better than just ok, sweetie," she said moving to her knees. "You made mommy cum so... fucking... good." She grabbed his shoulders and twisted him, pushing him to his back on the bed. She kicked her leg over his torso, her pussy hovering over him. "I'm ready for dick," she panted. "Mommy's going to take you for a ride."
She grabbed his cock and stroked it a second, getting it as hard as she could, then pushed the head and shaft through her wet flesh, getting his cock wet and teasing her clit.
"I had no idea how perfect my son's cock was," she panted. "I just want to tease it on that pussy for a minute. It makes me so horny. Can I try it out?"
He nodded quickly, looking up at her so hopeful. He needed to be inside her. "Please!"
She set the head of his cock against her hole and slowly pushed down on him, sliding him into her warm wetness. Her pussy squeezed him so wonderfully as he stretched her out.
"Oh... oh yeah," she panted, closing her eyes as her pussy accepted every inch of him. Then she started to slowly rock on him, sliding him in an out of her. She rested her hands on his chest and leaned forward, letting her breasts sway over him. She looked down at him. His eyes were wide in wonder as he stared at her breasts, his mouth forming an 'O' as pleasure rolled through him. "Oh... that feels good. How's that feel to you?"
"Oh fuck!" he hissed. "Your pussy feels so good."
"Uh huh... I'm pushing your cock so deep inside me," she said, grinding down on him, pushing him deeper and deeper. "You're nice and big inside me. Can you feel my pussy grinding right on you?"
"Oh that's so good," he panted, grabbing and squeezing her pendulous breasts.
"Yeah... yeah," she moaned as she continued fucking him. "Oh... oh fuck yeah. Uh huh... fuck mommy's pussy."
"Oh fuck," he panted and grabbed her hips, holding on to her and using that as leverage to thrust up at the same time she was thrusting down.
"Pull mommy down right on that hard cock," she said, smiling down at him. "I'm not getting off you until I cum. I'm so fucking close. Oh! Oh!"
She started moving her hips faster, losing control, her body tensing. She looked up and closed her eyes as the pleasure grew in intensity, until it overwhelmed her.
She clawed at his chest as she came, growling and grunting as each wave was unleashed.
"Can you feel mommy cumming?" she ask, finally, when she opened her eyes and looked down at him again. Sweat dotted her body, making her glisten in the morning light.
"Fuck, mommy," he panted.
"Oh my God! I can't get enough of that cock." She slowly lifted her hips, letting his very hard cock slide free. It stood tall as she moved to her knees, her mouth over his cock, her hand holding it in place. "Can I have a taste of that? I want to taste my pussy on your cock."
She bent down and slid him into her mouth, tasting him. She licked and sucked up and down his shaft, cleaning her juices from him and then just enjoying his hard man-flesh.
"After I blew you last night... I came three times before I fell asleep," she admitted, "masturbating... just thinking about how good you taste."
"Really?" he asked, looking down at her.
"Mmhmm," she moaned, sliding him deep into her mouth once more. "I can't help my son has such a nice cock. Once I saw this dick I had to have it."
"I like that I made you so hot that I made you cum," he smiled, breathing hard.
"But you still haven't cum," Angela smiled up at him, deviously, slowly stroking his shaft. "Maybe we should fix that."
"Can I put it back in your pussy mom?" he asked, hopeful.
"Mmhmm." She released him and turned her ass towards him, still on her hands and knees. She dropped her head and shoulders to the bed and arched her back more, giving him a hot view of both her asshole and dripping wet pussy.
Connor moved to his knees, looking at her. He'd never seen a woman from this angle before, had never seen her puckered asshole. He knew that guys fucked girls there, but had never done it himself.
"How's mommy look from back there?" she giggled, watching the wonder on his face.
"You look perfect mommy," he admitted. He crawled up behind her and grabbed her hips, setting his cock at her pussy.
"You like mommy's ass?"
"Mmhmm," he agreed as he pushed his cock into her. It seemed so different because he was in charge, he could set the pace and depth.
"Oh fuck!" she hissed as he started fucking her, his hips pressing against her ass to drive as deep as he could. "Yeah! Mommy is so hot for you."
"Oh God," he moaned as he moved his hips faster, sliding his cock in and out of her, making sure she felt every single inch of him.
"Keep going, baby," she panted. "Fuck mommy good."
He thrust harder... and faster... his hips slamming into her ass with each stroke.
"God damn," she panted. "Fuck that feels good. You're going to cum for me, aren't you?"
"Yes... yes mommy," he panted, obviously getting overwhelmed by the sensations.
"I want to feel it inside me this time, baby," she said, making what felt like an almost fateful decision. But she wanted to feel his cum deep inside her. She wanted to feel it dripping out of her, sliding down her legs. God, it had been so long! "Cum in my pussy."
"You want me to cum in your pussy?" he asked, shocking him. Every single message to him to this date was to never, ever cum in a woman's pussy. Not until he was ready to have a baby. But she wasn't giving him a choice.
"Yes," she panted. "Oh, sweetie, I can feel you getting harder!" She reached back between her legs and played with his dangling balls as he continued stroking.
"Oh my God," he panted, losing control. "Oh my God... shit. Oh shit... oh shit! Unh! Unh! Fuck!"
Suddenly he started cumming, spraying her insides again and again as his body trembled.
"Give me that cum!" she panted, feeling his body jerk, feeling his cock and balls give her what she most desired for Christmas. "Yes! Yes! Yesyesyes!"
When he pulled out, she quickly flipped around and slid his cock into her mouth. "Oh yeah... so good," she panted, sliding his cock deep into her mouth before stroking and squeezing it, trying to empty every single drop as she licked and sucked his shaft.
"Oh my God," he panted and fell back on his bed. "Merry Christmas, mom."
Angela licked her lips and her hand, gathering up all his cum. "Mmmm... Merry Christmas, baby!"
"I, um... can't wait for our next tradition," Connor panted.
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Little Christmas Joy
It was Christmas Eve... and the longest day ever for Ashley. The thirty-three year old blonde had just moved to the city a month ago, starting a new job at Wesley Advertising as their Print Media Specialist. The city was a far cry from where she came. She grew up in a little town near Phoenix, Arizona where their average December temperatures were in the upper sixties. Here, in the northeast, near Cleveland, Ohio, the averages were in the upper thirties.
Tonight was especially cold, at fifteen at the moment which felt like negative one after the windchill.
She huddled around her little gas fireplace with her little four-foot fake Christmas tree and sparse Christmas decorations around her little condo. She really didn't have much to decorate with. Hopefully, that would change in the years to come.
"It's just cold," she said into the phone, sitting on her couch, legs curled under her.
"Bad?" her mom asked.
"It feels like negative one out right now," she said. "It's gonna get even worse overnight."
"Well, you make sure you're bundled up," her mom said. "And stay inside."
"Well," she almost laughed, "that won't be too hard. I don't have anywhere to go."
"Still no friends at work?"
"No... I mean, I'm becoming friends with people, but it takes time." There was one woman in particular that she worked with that would likely become a good friend. But she was spending time with her family this Christmas.
"Yeah... true. Well, things are changing. And looking up." Her mom tried to sound cheerful, but at the moment it seemed hollow.
"Well, you have a good Christmas Eve, mom," Ashley said. "I need to go make some dinner, then I'll just watch some movies or something. Hallmark is calling me," she giggled.
"Ok. I love you. And we miss you."
"Love and miss you, too."
"Ok. Bye now."
"Bye mom."
She hung up the phone, depressed that it was only 5pm and there was little for her to do except watch movies on TV. And the Hallmark movies all seemed so... similar... and depressing when everyone had someone to love and spend Christmas with except her.
She looked through an app on her phone, trying to find a restaurant open where she could order some food. "What in the heck am I even hungry for?" she asked no one. "Pizza?" She scanned the nearby restaurants and found that they all closed at 5pm. "Italian?" No... also closed.
Suddenly she got a text, with the phone number masked as 'Unknown caller'. It simply read:
This is Santa Genie. I'll grant you one wish. What do you want for Christmas?
She read it, then started looking at her food choices again, ignoring it. "Jeez... what do I want. Chinese?"
Come on... don't ignore me. What do you want for Christmas?
She was a little annoyed, but decided to respond anyway. Maybe she could make them go away. She typed.
Time with my family.
She waited a second, wondering again what she was hungry for. She looked over the Chinese restaurant offerings and found several of them were open... especially the one closest to her. She went to their website and started looking at the offerings when another text appeared.
Come on... I'm a Genie, you can tell me what you really want.
"What I really want? Oh, geez... this is ridiculous. There is no such thing as a Christmas Genie," she yelled at the phone. "You could at least call yourself Santa Clause, idiot." Then she typed again.
You have no way of giving me what I really want, so don't even try.
"Ok... back the menu. I gotta get this ordered." She clicked on a few items... an egg roll... beef and broccoli..." The phone dinged again.
Try me.
She was really getting annoyed now. She typed, tapping the phone keyboard harder than she needed to, just to get this jerk to stop texting her.
A little Christmas Joy!!! Give me that and stop texting me!
She stared at the phone for a moment, wondering, hoping, praying that whoever was texting her would just go away.
Ah! Now I understand exactly what you want. Your wish is granted.
She shook her head. "What a lunatic," she mumbled then went back to her menu selections. Finally finished, she entered her credit card and sent it. Another screen was displayed, repeating her order back to her and telling her that it should be delivered by 5:45pm.
She set her phone on the stand and sat back on the couch. Picking up the remote, she started skimming the holiday movie selection. She found one about Christmas Eve and something about joy and started watching. She was barely into the movie when her doorbell rang.
She skipped to the door, hungry, and opened it, only to be hit by the very cold air, and the sight of what looked like a little female elf standing in front of her.
"Hi," the elf said, holding out a white take-out bag with the logo of a Chinese restaurant on the side.
"Hi," Ashley said, shocked. She couldn't move or think.
"Your food," the young woman said. When Ashley still didn't respond, the young woman yelled a little, obviously cold. "Hello! It's cold out here!"
Ashley shook her head. "I'm sorry. Oh my gosh... I'm so sorry. Please come inside while I get my wallet." She stood aside and let the short, young woman pass by her. She closed the door behind her. "You really shocked me dressed like that."
"Yeah... that happens," the girl said, stomping her feet. "I really, really didn't want to wear a costume, but my dad owns the restaurant and he wanted us to be more Christmas friendly this year. So we wear... this."
Ashley took a slightly, better look at the girl as she opened her purse and pulled out her wallet. She was short, under five feet tall and barely one hundred pounds. But her chest was pretty large for her frame... maybe a D- or DD-cup... threatening to burst the buttons in her shirt. Her slanted eyes and facial features gave away her oriental heritage, most likely Chinese since she was from the Chinese restaurant. She couldn't tell the difference between the various Oriental nationalities anyway.
"This is already paid for," the young woman said.
"Yeah, I know. I was just getting a tip."
"Oh wow, thanks," the young woman said, taking the cash Ashley handed her. "That's nice of you. It's really cold out there."
Ashley looked in the bag, matching it with what she knew she'd ordered. "Wait... it looks like someone doubled the order. I didn't order all this."
"Oh shit," the young woman spat. She moved next to Ashley and compared the receipt to what was in the bag. "Yeah... sorry about that. Just keep the extra food."
"I don't want to do that. I mean, I'll probably just end up throwing it away." Ashley saw the young woman's nametag, affixed just above her left breast. It simply read 'Chris'.
"Frankly, you're my last customer for the night," Chris said. "I'm just going home after this so... I mean, I could take it, but I bet my dad would think I stole it or something."
Ashley nodded, understanding. "How about a compromise. You can always eat here... I mean... if you want. I could use the company, frankly."
Chris looked at her watch and then nodded. "Ok. I don't have anything to run home to. I'll stay."
"Awesome," Ashley smiled. "Take your shoes off and come in." She carried the bag to the dining room table and set it down, then dashed into the kitchen and grabbed some plates and silverware. "Something to drink? Er, ah... you're name is, um, Chris, right? Did I read that right on your nametag?"
"Yeah... Chris is correct. I'll just have some water."
Ashley came out of the kitchen smiling deviously and sang "Or... I have a nice Chardonnayyyyy." She turned the bottle around to show Chris the label of the expensive vintage. "You're twenty-one, right?"
"Yes, I'm exactly twenty one," Chris smiled, pulling off her hat and fake pointed ears. "I'll try some of that."
"It's perfect with Chinese food," Ashley giggled. "I swear."
The two women set out the plates and silverware and served the food onto their plates. Ashley poured two glasses of wine and the two slipped into the living room, sat on the couch, ate... and talked... telling the other about their life.
"So what do you do for work?" Chris asked.
"I'm a graphic designer," Ashley said, taking a bit broccoli with the sweet, dark brown sauce. "I design print ads for companies. I just got this job a month ago. I'm from Arizona... near Phoenix."
"Arizona... that's a long way away," Chris shook her head, then giggled. "I'm guessing the snow and cold is not as bad there."
Ashley laughed. "Not at all. It was sixty five there today. This is... is it always like this in Ohio?"
"No," Chris smiled. "Not always. But often enough. I've lived here all my life. I keep thinking I need to visit somewhere warm some day. What do you do for fun?"
"I like to draw... sketch," Ashley said.
"Yeah? Wow... I'd love to see that!" she said excitedly.
"I have my sketch pad around here somewhere," Ashley said, getting up and running back into her bedroom. She came back and handed her new friend the pad.
Chris opened it and paged through it as she ate her food. The pad was full of images, mostly woman... and some disjointed body parts that Ashley seemed to be working on perfecting... hands... arms... feet... eyes.
"This is awesome!" Chris gushed. "I wish I had your talent. You're really good!"
Ashley smiled. "Thank you. I'm really working at it. I, uh... I'd love to draw you."
"Me?" Chris asked, bringing one hand to her chest and reigniting Ashley's curiosity over it. "Are you sure? I mean..."
"Yeah! Of course!" Ashley beamed, smiling brightly. "You're gorgeous and you look really elf-like in that costume. It'll be fun."
"Well... I'm like an elf except for these," she said, grabbing her breasts over the costume. "I think they're a little too big for an elf."
"That's probably true," Ashley laughed, Chris laughing with her.
"You can draw me with a boob job," she laughed. "I don't have to put on the hat and ears do I?"
"No," Ashley laughed. "We can leave those out."
"Where do you want me?" Chris asked, setting her plate down on the coffee table.
"Well, right there is fine," Ashley said, looking around the room really quick. "I can put any background around you. And I think this is a good angle."
"Ok... ok," Chris nodded. She moved her body, trying to get into some kind of pose.
Ashley started with some quick flicks of the pencil, getting the dimensions and outline of everything. For some reason her eyes kept focusing on Chris' breasts. Was she thrusting them out for some reason? Were they just *that* big? They were just so out of place on the small woman.
She drew for a little bit. "You're like a perfect little subject," Ashley giggled, taking a sip of her wine to try to clear her mind. She couldn't believe how badly she wanted to see Chris' breasts. Her picture was so centered around them.
"Can I see what you have?" Chris said, obviously excited.
Ashley felt a bit startled. She didn't realize she been drawing for so long already. She wondered where the time had gone. When Chris startled her from her concentration, she looked at the drawing and noticed that she drew Chris as if she were naked. Her breasts were pressed in by her crossed arms, popping them out, her hard nipples really protruding. It was not at all what she normally would have drawn.
"Well... I uh... I don't think..." Ashley protested, trying to hide the pad but Chris reached over and pushed the pad down, turning it so she could see it.
Chris looked a little surprised at how she was being depicted. Her face in the drawing showed a lustful, wanton gaze, daring the viewer to come and see more... do more... join her in debauchery. "Oh... that's um... not what I expected."
"I... I am so sorry," Ashley apologized. "I don't know what came over me. I don't... I don't normally..."
Chris handed the pad back to her. "Do you want to see them... I mean, and not have to just imagine them. Don't get me wrong, you imagination is pretty good."
Ashley hesitated. She'd never had feelings like this for another woman before and it scared her as much as aroused her. "Yes?" she said softly, hoping that was the right answer.
"Why not?" Chris grabbed the bottom her costume shirt and lifted it, showing her bare breasts. Ashley looked at them in awe. Chris lifted her top over her head and tossed it aside. "I'm actually kind of proud of them. They certainly draw attention. How do they look?" She used her arms to squeeze her breasts together, just like in the picture.
"They look... amazing!" Ashley whispered excitedly.
"Good," Chris smiled, grabbing and squeezing her breasts, teasingly. "Look, I heard that there's this thing about a side-boob..."
Ashley nodded. "Yeah... maybe that would be a good angle for details."
Chris turned, moving her closest arm out of the way, to give Ashley the best view of her breast. "Are they pretty from the side."
"They... they look amazing," Ashley whispered again. Chris' breasts were truly amazing. They lay heavily on her body, the large, rounded, soft bottom swaying and dangling with every move the little woman made. She especially loved when the young woman leaned forward and let them hang and sway.
Suddenly Chris giggled. "Wow... are these... distracting you?"
Ashley blushed, and realized that she was just staring... not drawing. "No... I'm good." She picked up her pad and started drawing again.
"I knew that when I saw your sketchbook," Chris said, then giggled. "I knew you were good... at drawing at least. You're... amazing... at drawing. Are you... amazing... at other things?"
Ashley shivered as Chris stroked her thigh, idly, with her fingertips.
"Oh, I'm sorry," Chris suddenly said, when it seemed like her touch was bothering Ashley. "Does that bother you?"
Ashley smiled. She wanted Chris to touch her. She wanted a lot more of Chris' touches in fact. "No, no... it's ok."
"This is so much fun," Chris laughed, smiling brightly. "I've never had fun like this. Thanks for inviting me to stay."
"I'm having a lot of fun, too," Ashley admitted, blushing as she watched the topless, young woman.
"Here... let me take this all the way off." Chris stood and removed the pants for the costume, tossing them aside and leaving her only wearing green thigh-high stockings and panties. When she sat back down, she bounced on the couch, giggling at Ashley as her breasts jumped on her chest. Ashley watched, almost transfixed on them. "Sorry... I guess I don't want you to draw squiggly lines. You like them?"
"I like them... a lot," Ashley blushed again, unable to meet Chris' gaze.
"You do?" the young woman asked excited, as if Ashley's approval was something she really needed. "Ok... good." She grabbed her breast and lifted it as she watched Ashley continue her drawing, as if trying to give her a better look. Using her free hand, she pinched and pulled her nipple, trying to make it stand at full attention. "Yeah... there's that part at the bottom of the nipple. That's good."
Ashley looked completely embarrassed as she looked more intently at her very hard nipple and adjusted her drawing slightly.
"How can you see unless you get a closer look, right?" Chris giggled. She moved her head over her breast and let a little spittle drip from her lips and run down her breast. Her fingertips swirled the liquid around her nipple, making it shine and hardening it even more.
"I, um... I guess... I guess you're right." Ashley felt uneasy with how open this woman was sexually, but was so mesmerized by it.
"I'm always right," Chris smiled. "Can I ask you something?"
"Yeah."
"When I see you, you look at me a... certain... way," Chris said. "Am I wrong about that?"
"Well... I mean... you're a beautiful woman... and other woman can appreciate beauty. And... you know you're... you're twenty one. I'm thirty-three," Ashley explained, trying to show how this just couldn't be anything, even if she didn't believe it herself.
"Yeah... but am I wrong?"
Ashley looked down, a little embarrassed that she was caught. "I guess not."
"You know, you were twenty-one once... does that change anything?" Chris rose to her feet on the couch, towering over Ashley. "Can I kiss you?"
"Ok?" Ashley panted, nervous, uncertain.
Chris leaned down kissed the older woman. Then she stepped over her and sat in her lap, forcing Ashley to move the pad out of her way.
"I... I don't know if we should be doing this," Ashley said, feeling uncomfortable. But it was more a feeling of not wanting to seem too forward on her own part. She didn't want Chris to think badly of her.
Chris started grinding in her lap, rubbing her panty-covered pussy against Ashley's abdomen. As the two kissed, Chris ran her hands under Ashley's sweater and stroked her skin. "Your skin is so soft," she whispered. She took Ashley's tongue into her mouth and gently sucked on it.
"Can I... can I give you a little kiss right... here?" she asked, tapping Ashley's stomach.
"Um.. yeah. Ok," Ashley agreed.
She leaned down, lifted Ashley's sweater slightly, and kissed the skin that she bared. "Wait," Chris said, grabbing the drawing pad in Ashley's hand. "I think we can put this aside for a moment. We can come back to drawing, ok?"
Chris smiled up at Ashley and the older women gave up her pad. "Ok..." She felt so flushed, so scared and yet so excited. Never in a million years did she ever expect to meet a woman like this, although a woman like this was exactly what she'd hoped for every Christmas and birthday... someone young at heart, vibrant, fun, wanting to live life to the fullest... someone sexy and beautiful.
But her family was far too conservative to let her be with a woman... and she, herself, denied her urges.
Until today.
Chris bent down and slowly, gently, kissed Ashley's stomach, then started licking her skin there. "Is that ok?" she asked, feeling Ashley shiver. She could see and feel goosebumps forming on the older woman's skin.
"Yeah... it is," Ashley panted softly, too excited to say much.
"I know how we can be more comfortable," Chris said, smiling up at Ashley.
"How?" Ashley panted.
"They best way to be comfortable together is to just... get... naked," Chris smiled. "That way, we have nothing to hold back. Show me your titties." Chris lifted Ashley's sweater up and pulled it over her head, tossing it aside. "There... perfect. Don't you feel more comfortable with me?"
"I... I guess," Ashley whispered, nervous.
"Your tits are so nice," Chris said, running her hands over them, lightly pinching and pulling her nipples. "You have such nice skin." Her hands wandered all around her torso, moving to her sides.
Suddenly Ashley jumped. "Oh my gosh that tickles!"
"Yeah?" Chris smiled. "You're ticklish?" She went right back in with her fingers, digging into her ribs and under her arms, trying to find all of Ashley's sensitive, ticklish spots as she rode the bucking woman like a professional bull rider.
"Stop! Stop!" Ashley yelled and giggled, writhing below the young woman.
Chris stopped, holding her hands out as if ready to strike at any moment. "Where else are you ticklish? Right... here?" Chris touched between her own legs, just above Ashley's pussy, at the edge of Ashley's sweat pants, trying to find a ticklish spot there that she could exploit. "Mmmm... I think I want to see the rest of you."
Chris leaned forward into the giggling woman and kissed her neck and licked her ear. Her hands worked to pull Ashley's sweat pants down, her hands playing with Ashley's inner thighs. Then, suddenly, sitting on her lap again, Chris bent down low and slowly, sensuously licked her nipple.
"Oh, that tickles!" Ashley yelled suddenly, her body jerking.
Chris smiled at her and sat up. "Does it?"


Ashley looked away, blushing with embarrassment. "Maybe not... maybe it just startled me." She couldn't believe how good it felt when Chris touched her... and couldn't believe that the two of them were almost completely naked together in her living room.
"Hey... why won't you look at me?" Chris asked.
"I am," Ashley said nervously, looking Chris in the eyes again, but making sure not to look down.
"I feel like you're uncomfortable with me."
"No... its..."
"What is it? Is it that I'm so short?"
"Well... no..."
"Sometimes it's a little distracting," she giggled. "And I know that I have a big personality. I can be overbearing sometimes. But I think we can be really good friends."
"I think so, too. I'm sorry for staring earlier... and for the drawing. And for being like... embarrassed. You're just so... I don't know."
"It's my boobs, isn't it?" Chris smiled.
"Well... I don't know... I mean..."
"I know they're big... too big for my body," she said, grabbing and squeezing them. Ashley had to agree. They looked great on her but were a bit dominating.
"It kinda runs in my family," Chris said, then held her breasts up for Ashley's inspection. "Look at 'em. You like that? Here," she said grabbing Ashley's hands and putting them on her breasts. "Feel them."
"They feel... good," Ashley smiled nervously, gently squeezing the large, fleshy lobes.
"Right?" Chris smiled. "I think this one is not as soft as this one though."
Ashley shook her head, embarrassed that they were concentrating on her boobs so much. "No, I think they're... the same."
"Really feel them," Chris said, putting her own hands over Ashley's and really squeezing her breasts.
"No... I still think they're the same," Ashley said softly.
"Are you sure?"
"Yeah, they're nicely proportioned... and..."
"How about if you put them against your cheek... like if you're resting on them." Chris stood and pressed one breast into Ashley's cheek. "Here... is that good?" Without waiting for an answer, she moved to the other breast and Ashley's other cheek. "How about this side?"
"No, they're good... they're good," Ashley admitted.
"Can you just do one thing for me?" Chris asked as she held her own breasts facing Ashley square on, her body slightly above Ashley's. "I just want to know what it feels like to have your mouth on my nipple. I want to rub my tits all over your face."
Chris pressed both breasts directly into Ashley's face, directing her nose into her cavernous cleavage. Then she twisted slightly, pushing one nipple against Ashley's lips. Ashley started licking and sucking her offered teat.
"That feels so good," Chris moaned above her, encouraging Ashley to suck more. "Oh my God... Yes. Mmhmm. You like that in your mouth? Oh yeah... smother you with my titties. Oh yeah. Swirl your tongue around it. Right there... just like that. Oh, that's a good girl. Mmhmm."
"They're just so big," Ashley panted when Chris pulled back and gave her a second to breathe.
"And you look hungry." Chris gently held her nipple right in front of Ashley's lips. "Can you bite it a little bit?" Ashley opened her mouth slightly as Chris pushed her nipple between her lips. Then Ashley bit her nipple gently. "Oh, yesyesyesyes. Harder. Just a little bit more. Yes. Oh my God! Look how hard you're making my nipples. Oh... they're so sensitive. Oh!"
Chris pulled back once again, letting Ashley breathe again, then twisted the other way and pushed the other nipple into Ashley's mouth.
"Mmhmm... and this one. Do the same thing."
Chris sat back down in Ashley's lap, squirming back toward her knees, and started kissing Ashley's stomach. "You know I've learned how not to tickle when I do this... by keeping the tongue flat... and lick in places... that usually don't get touched," Chris said softly, continuing her licking. "And when you do that, it will stimulate other places... without even touching them. Like... that." She slid her hand higher up Ashley's torso, putting her hand over one of her breasts. Her nipple was hard and pointed, begging for attention, and Ashley moaned softly as Chris' hand passed over it. Chris pinched it between her fingers and lightly rolled and tugged it.
Ashley was visibly shaking, the pleasure she was feeling was so different than she ever felt before and it made her want much, much more.
"Did I do that?" Chris giggled.
"Yeah..." Ashley giggled softly.
Chris rose and slipped her tongue around Ashley's nipple making the older woman groan.
"Oh God," Ashley panted, her body shaking.
Chris sat up and sat in Ashley's lap again, facing her. She cupped and held her breasts in front of the older woman. "Don't be scared. Here..." Chris took hold of Ashley's hands and put them on her breasts her own hands covering them. She encouraged Ashley to squeeze and lift them. "Oh yes, squeeze. Yes! I need a boob massage so bad. It feels good."
Chris removed her hands and grabbed Ashley's breasts. "Yours feel good, too," she said, squeezing Ashley's B-cup breasts. "Do you know that I have not had sex in twenty five days!"
"You haven't?" Ashley asked. "I mean... it's been... like... much longer... for me."
"No! Do you mind if we... you know, you're so beautiful... maybe we can play... and then when we're done, we can go back to drawing."
Ashley nodded. "Ok. Although... I'm not sure what... play... means."
Chris resumed sucking on Ashley's breasts, then rose up higher and kissed her.
"This is play," Chris giggled. "Have you ever kissed a girl before?"
Ashley shook her head. She wanted to, but... it's wrong. Right? "No..."
"Well, you're really good at it," Chris smiled. "I think that's great." She kissed her again, pressing their bodies together, sliding her tongue into Ashley's mouth then accepting her tongue in exchange.
"See? Isn't this fun?" Chris asked, pulling back a second. "You know, I like skin to skin," Chris said. "You know what that means?"
"No."
"Well, it's where my skin... directly touches someone else's skin," she said. "Like this." Chris moved to line up her breasts with Ashley's then leaned forward letting their nipples connect. "Let's put your titties against mine... like that." She moved slightly, letting her nipples scrape back and forth across the older woman's, then pressed her breasts into Ashley's, crushing them.
She kissed Ashley again, deeply, and Ashley groaned. "I'm not hurting you am I?"
"No... not hurting me."
"Does it feel bad?"
"No... it doesn't feel bad... but... I'm just not sure this is right," Ashley said, trying to look embarrassed, but looking extremely turned on instead.
"Your face tells me otherwise," Chris giggled.
"I just... I don't know."
Chris moved to her knees on the couch beside Ashley and slid her hand over her thigh. "Your panties are so cute," she said. Then she grabbed lower by her knee and pulled, opening Ashley's legs. "And your pussy. It's so adorable." She stroked her fingertips over Ashley's sexy red, lace panties as the older woman panted a little above her. "I think she wants a little attention."
Chris slid her fingers lower, sliding along Ashley's labia and then pressing the finger in between, sliding up and then circling her clit. "Have you ever had a girl touch you like this?"
Ashley quickly shook her head. "No... never. Do... um... do you want another drink?" she asked, trying to distract and maybe stop what Chris was doing to her. She was getting so excited and knew her panties were getting wet.
"Ummm," Chris thought about it a moment, then giggled. "Maybe some... honey."
"Honey?" Ashley asked, confused as Chris' fingers teased her so well. "Like, um... do you want some, um, tea with honey?"
"No... like honey that pours out of your pussy... right... there." Chris tapped the center of Ashley's panties, right at her vagina, then pressed her hand more fully against her new friend's wetness.
"Um... I, um... I dunno..."
"I know what you like," Chris said, sliding her hand inside Ashley's panties and touching her hot, wet flesh for the first time.
"Oh God, that feels so good," Ashley panted.
"Yeah? Your pussy definitely likes it."
Chris circled her wet finger around Ashley's swollen clit, making Ashley breath harder, and making her jump as the pleasure jolted her.
"I've never had this... um..." Ashley panted, so confused and aroused. No woman had ever done this to her before. And this felt better than any guy had made her feel.
Chris pulled her panties aside, exposing her swollen flesh. "Look at that... such a cute little pussy. So beautiful."
"Oh my God, I don't..." Ashley grabbed Chris' arm, as if trying to stop her, yet she was enjoying what Chris was doing so much she couldn't bring herself to pull her hand away.
"Just close your eyes," Chris said, sliding to kneel on the floor. "Enjoy my touch." Chris licked her middle finger, getting it completely wet and, slowly, slid it inside Ashley's pussy. "Yeah... right there... so tight on my finger. Oh, there we go. You like that? I can feel your hips rock on my finger."
Chris then bent down and flicked her tongue over Ashley's clit making her moan loudly.
"Are you sure this is... ok?"
"Yeah... I'm so sure," Chris giggled and went back to licking her new friend's clit.
"God, that feels so good."
"Mmhmm... your pussy is just swallowing up my finger."
"Is this your first time?" Ashley asked. This girl seemed to know what to do every step of the way.
"What... having sex?" Chris responded.
"No... I mean... you know... with a girl," Ashley mumbled. "You just... you just seem to know what you're doing."
"Yes, I know just what to do to you," Chris giggled. "I think it's getting hot in here. Can you take these off?" She tugged at Ashley's panties, trying to pull them.
"Yeah," Ashley said, lifting her hips as best she could.
"Yes... Let's get these off you." Chris slid her panties down her legs and tossed them aside.
"Isn't this weird for you?" Ashley asked. "I mean... being with me?"
Chris shook her head as her finger thrust a little faster, twisting slightly. "No... this is perfect. Mmhmm... you like the way I rub your clit?"
"Oh... fuck... yes," Ashley panted.
Chris lifted Ashley's leg so that her foot rested on the edge of the couch and opened her thigh wide. She slid closer and started licking Ashley's pussy more fully, her finger still sliding in and out of her wetness.
"Oh yeah... oh yeah," Chris panted as she drove Ashley crazy. She partially moved up onto the couch, sliding her hand over Ashley's thigh, and started sucking on her nipple again.
"Oh... that feels too good," Ashley panted, writhing on the couch beneath her.
"That's the way it's supposed to feel," Chris giggled. "Mmm... yeah, just lay back. I want to please you."
"I can't believe I'm doing this," Ashley panted.
"Believe it... it's happening."
"Oh my God! That feels so good."
"How about like this?" Chris asked as she used her free hand to squeeze Ashley's breast and then pinch and roll her nipple.
"Oh... mmhmm," Ashley moaned. "Yeah."
"You're so wet... such a beautiful, beautiful wet pussy," Chris continued, her palm slapping her clit as she thrust into her.
Ashley was panting, every breath seemed to be a loud moan of delight. "It feels too good. Oh... yeah, yeah, yeah."
"See?" Chris asked. "And I'm just using one finger. Want me to try two?"
"I, um... I guess."
Chris licked both her index and middle finger getting them both very wet with her saliva, then prodded the entrance of Ashley's pussy. Slowly she pushed both inside, feeling Ashley's pussy squeezing her fingers back.
"Is this ok?" Chris asked as her fingers penetrated and started thrusting.
"Oh yeah!" Ashley panted, her body writhing. She was so close... so fucking close. "Oh my God, I can't believe it!"
"I want you to cum all over my fingers," Chris said as her fingers thrust in harder and faster, her palm, once again, slapping at Ashley's clit.
"Oh my God, I'm gonna cum!" Ashley yelled, her body tensing up. "I'm cum... I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Oh.... yeah... that's so good."
Chris kept thrusting her fingers inside until Ashley had to grab her hand to stop her. Her pussy was just too sensitive to continue. She lifted her hand to Ashley's lips to offer her to lick them clean and taste herself.
Ashley started licking, then Chris rose on her knees and started licking, too. Their tongues touched, slithering between Chris' fingers, exciting them both even more
"Such a sexy tongue... let me suck on that," Chris said and sucked Ashley's tongue into her mouth, cleaning it from all her pussy juices and then kissing her passionately. Ashley wrapped her arms around her little, new friend, holding her tightly against her as they kissed.
"Now... I know the perfect spot for that tongue," Chris smiled when they broke their kiss.
"What?" Ashley asked, momentarily dazed and confused.
"Can you touch me... down there... with your mouth?" Chris grabbed her panties and pushed them down her legs, kicking them aside.
"Down... there?" Ashley asked, suddenly nervous as Chris pushed her down to lay back on the couch. Chris kicked her leg over her and started crawling up her body. "I don't know about this. This feels... wrong."
"But you're so fucking sexy," Chris said. "Just for a little bit. I need your help. Don't be shy." She moved into position, her pussy right over Ashley's mouth. The older woman looked up at her, not knowing what to do. "Just lick... right here," Chris said, touching her clit to indicate where she wanted Ashley's tongue. "Touch my pussy with your tongue like you touch yourself when you masturbate."
Chris settled her hips down lower, lowering her pussy right onto Ashley's lips. She watched as Ashley extended her tongue and started licking her."
"Yes, yes, yes... that feels good," Chris moaned, moving her hips slightly. "Oooh, your tongue feels really fucking good. Yeah."
"Mmhmm," Ashley moaned, enjoying the taste and feel of Chris on her tongue far more than she expected.
"Right on my clit... yeah... yeah. Good girl. You make me so fucking wet. Yeah... that feels so good. Oh my God. Oh fuck. Right there... right there... Oh... fuck."
Ashley remembered how Chris had licked her, remembered how she sucked on her clit. She remembered how exquisite the pleasure was. So, she did the same, and made Chris moan loudly.
"Oh fuck yes! That's so good. Like that... like that... oh fuck! Oh yeah."
Chris grabbed her pendulous breasts and squeezed them, pinching and pulling her nipples fiercely as Ashley watched from below.
"Oh my God, I could do this all fucking night," Chris moaned. "Oh... yes... Yeah, good girl... right on my clit. Yeah, that's my girl. Yeah... yeah... that feels so good. I love your tongue on my pussy like that."
Ashley could feel Chris lean forward and watched her breasts sway above her. God, they looked so sexy as Chris squeezed them and teased her nipples, making them so swollen.
"Uh huh... uh huh... that's my girl. Yeah! Yeahyeahyeah! I'm cumming... oh fuuuuuuck!" Chris moaned loudly as she came, her juices pouring onto Ashley's face and into her mouth. Chris' body moved erratically, her hips jerking as the pleasure overwhelmed her, but she was going to ride this all the way through her orgasm.
When it finally ended, she kicked her leg off of Ashley's body and crawled to lay down beside her, in Ashley's arms.
They kissed softly and passionately as Chris teased Ashley's nipples once more.
"Did you like that?" Chris asked, smiling.
Ashley nodded and smiled back. "Yeah... I liked that. A lot. Chris... does that stand for Christine?" she asked.
Chris shook her head. "Actually, no... it's for Christmas. My mom and dad are huge Christmas fans."
"Really?" Ashley said, a little surprised. "Christmas... Christmas what?"
"Christmas Choi."
"Christmas Choi?" Ashley asked, her mind suddenly reeling. "Like... Christmas Joy?" Was there something to this Christmas Genie after all? She asked for Christmas Joy and received Christmas Choi. And what she received was what she really wanted all these years.
"Yeah," Chris smiled, nodding. "I mean... I guess it sounds similar. Anyway... it's almost midnight." She pulled from Ashley, got off the couch, and started gathering her clothes. "I gotta go. My parents are going to be worried about me."
Ashley watched closely as Chris got dressed into her costume once again. "Can I see you again?" she asked.
"Oh, what happened to the shy girl?" Chris smiled.
"I guess you've opened me up to new things."
"Maybe I'll find my way back here. If nothing else, I'll be around," Chris said, heading towards the door.
"I might have to eat Chinese more often," Ashley smiled, watching her sexy, busty, little Chinese delivery girl walk out the door into the cold, dark, snowy night.
*****
It was New Years Eve and Ashley was once again alone on the holiday, sitting on her couch, watching movies. Her mind flashed back to just a week ago when she received the texts from the Christmas Genie. She opened her phone and searched for the text messages, but couldn't find them.
"I swear I didn't delete them," she mumbled under her breath. "Where the fuck is it?" She looked everywhere she could think, but nothing was there. The texts had been deleted somehow.
She opened her restaurant app, found the phone number for the Chinese restaurant, and called it.
A man answered in two rings. "Chinese Palace."
"Hi... I was just wondering if Chris is delivering today," she asked, hoping he'd say she was.
"Chris? No one named Chris here," he said in broken English.
Ashley was confused... shocked even. "Chris... oh, sorry... I mean Christmas... um... Christmas Choi?"
"Sorry, no one by that name here. You want order?" he asked.
"It's your delivery person," she continued, not understanding what was going on. "She just delivered food to me the other night. Short woman... twenty-one... the owner's daughter I think."
"No," the man insisted. "No one by that name here. Delivery is done by Steve Wu. You want order or not?"
"Yeah... I uh... I guess I'll have some sweet and sour chicken, white rice, and an egg roll," she said. She really wasn't wanting Chinese tonight, but felt guilty for wasting the man's time.
"Ok," he said and read back the order. "Twenty five dollar. Delivery in twenty minutes."
"Ok. Thank you," she said and hung up the phone.
She shook her head as she sat back on the couch, feeling a little depressed again. But she smiled, remembering her visit just a week ago. She received the Christmas Joy she was promised... in fact, somehow, the kind she'd always wanted. Maybe next year she'd hear from her Christmas Genie again.
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Christmas Vixen, Part 1
In today's slang, vixen is all about describing a woman who's confident, attractive, and has a bit of a mischievous or seductive streak. My daughter, well, she was all that. And I couldn't control myself around her.
*****
"Emily!" my wife yelled from the open door, letting in all sorts of cold air, as my daughter and her family got out of their car. I got up out of my chair and moved to the door, watching and waiting to be helpful.
Emily waved as she opened the back door and took her four-year-old son out. Holding his hand, she led him towards our front door as her husband, Nick, grabbed the suitcases.
"Hi mom!" Emily said as she came in the front door and gave my wife a hug and a kiss. Then she came over to me while my wife picked up little Liam and gave him a big hug. "Hi daddy," she whispered in my ear as she kissed me... a little more passionately than she should have. Luckily my wife wasn't paying any attention.
My wife handed me Liam and I hugged him as Nick came in the door. My wife hugged him fondly. "Hi Nick," she smiled.
"Merry Christmas," he smiled.
"Merry Christmas to you, too," my wife said.
"Did you have a good trip?" I asked as we closed the door and Emily, Nick, and Liam took off their coats and boots.
"It was fine," Nick said. "Just long. Traffic was pretty light for Christmas Eve."
My wife got them any food they wanted, desserts and cookies, and drinks as the rest of us settled into the living room. It was getting late by the time they arrived and, after a long drive, they were definitely ready for bed.
"If you don't mind," Nick said, "I'm bushed. I think I'm going to turn in."
"I have your room all ready for you," my wife said, standing up to lead them to the back bedroom. She left them there and came back out alone.
"I'm going to turn in, too, if you don't mind," she said. "It's going to be an early morning and I have an excruciating headache."
"Ok," I said, a little disappointed and depressed. We'd been married for thirty-one years and our sex life absolutely plummeted once Emily was conceived. There have sometimes been glimmers of hope, but a sex life of three to four times a week is now down to one or two times a year. And that was usually around Christmas. I have found myself far too dependent on porn and masturbation for my physical happiness.
"I'm going to change and then go watch the news," I said, standing up and heading up to the bedroom. I changed into my t-shirt and pajama shorts, got cleaned up in the restroom, then headed down to the basement. I slipped into my favorite recliner and turned on the TV. With a couple button clicks on the remote control, the nightly news was on.
My mind just wasn't on it, though, as the news anchor read through one of the stories.
About thirty minutes later, I heard the basement door open and then footsteps as someone came down the stairs. I knew who it was. This wasn't the first time this happened.
In seconds, Emily walked into the room wearing a black, satin robe. She looked as gorgeous as ever, especially in that robe. My God! I couldn't believe she was my daughter. She was average height at about five-foot-four and was probably a hundred and forty pounds. Her breasts, just hidden behind the black material had grown into a B-cup since she went through her pregnancy.
She slid into the chair beside me, where there really wasn't room for another person, so her body was mostly laying on mine. I wrapped my arm around her and she laid her head on my shoulder. Her bare leg was over mine and her hand started stroking my chest. Just like we've done hundreds of times since she was just a little girl.
My wife hated it when she sat with me like this, partly because she's afraid of what it was doing to the arm of the chair and partly because she thought it was just too... close... for a father and his growing daughter.
"Whatcha doing?" she asked, looking up at me. Her face was angelically beautiful, but her grin told me she had something devious on her mind.
Her hand slid lower, over my stomach and onto my thigh. Then, suddenly, she started touching my cock, sliding her fingertips up and down its length as it hardened quickly. Not that it wasn't already hard. I had a pretty good idea this was going to happen... and, frankly, I was looking forward to it. I was hard the moment she walked through the front door.
"I'm, um... just watching the news," I said. I was having a difficult time speaking with her hand on my cock like that. She was so brazen! "What are you doing?"
Her fingers wrapped around my swollen shaft over my loose pajama shorts and she started jerking me off.
"I'm touching your cock," she said matter-of-factly.
She looked up at me and I leaned my head down slightly and kissed her. Like our kiss at the door it was passionate, and grew even more so as the seconds ticked by. She slid her tongue into my mouth as she squirmed beside me, grinding her pussy into my thigh. Her breathy moans into my mouth excited me even more.
"I've missed you so much, daddy," she whispered. "It's been a whole year."
"Yeah... it has," I agreed.
"I'll give you your Christmas present if you give me mine," she giggled. This was almost a routine with us now, we'd played this game so many times before.
"And what does my little babygirl want for Christmas this year?" I asked, already knowing the answer.
"I want your cum, daddy," she moaned, "deep inside my pussy. Can I have that this year?"
I laughed softly. "Don't you get that every year?"
"Yeah... but it's special... so I want it again," she giggled, acting like a spoiled little girl.
She pulled my shorts down as far as she could, exposing my shaft, and wrapped her fingers around my bare flesh, to jerk it.
I moaned softly. She smelled so good, her body felt so good against me, her grinding hips were driving me crazy, and her hand was giving me such wonderful pleasure. Moving against me made her robe open and I realized she was naked beneath it.
She bent down and licked up the length of my cock, then swirled her tongue over the head.
I moaned again, the pleasure was really getting to me.
Then she slid her mouth down my shaft, taking me to the back of her throat. She slid her mouth up and down my shaft several times and used her hand to join in and jack me off beneath her mouth.
"Oh my God," I moaned.
"You like that, daddy?" she giggled.
"You have no idea," said softly, watching her as she suckled on the head while jerking the shaft with her hand. I could feel her tongue pressing on the underside of my cock, a very wonderfully sensitive spot or me. "You're so good at that."
"What do you want for Christmas, daddy?" she asked, letting her mouth leave my cock for a second.
"I want to be inside you, babygirl," I groaned. "Deep inside you... forever. Can I have that?"
She giggled. "Mmhmm," she moaned. "I love that idea." She was taking her time sucking on me, sliding her mouth up and down my shaft and then sucking on just the head. "You know... your cock fits perfectly in my mouth. I think your cock was meant to be in my mouth and my pussy. It's biology," she giggled.
"Mmhmm," I said softly. "All I know is that everything with you feels so good."
"Do you remember that first Christmas we spent together? When mom had to go to Grandma's?"
"Yeah... I remember..." I said.
*****
It was eight years ago... before she got pregnant... before she met Nick... before she'd even graduated college.
It was Christmas Eve, about 5am, when I woke up with my wife on the phone in the bed beside me. I didn't know who she was talking to, but I listened in the dark.
"She did what?" she said, a little louder than she probably wanted. "Is she ok?.... Anything broken?... Oh my God. Is she in the hospital?... Thank God."
I knew she was talking to her dad at this point, talking about something that happened to her mother. But, only hearing one side of the conversation, I was still in the dark.
"You can't do that, dad," she said, just like a mother would. "You have enough problems of your own... I know... Listen, I'll come down and help for a few weeks, ok?... I know I don't have to do that, but you both need help. I'm off for the next two weeks so it's easy enough. It won't affect my work... No, they'll be fine... It's not that big of a deal. We didn't have anything planned anyway."
She listened for a little bit and then shook me, to wake me up... although I was already awake.
"Look, I'll get ready and should be on the road in an hour or two," she said. "I should be there by 5pm. Ok?... Dad, I know I don't have to, but I am." She wasn't going to take no for an answer but her dad didn't want to impact our lives over this. "Ok... I'll see you as soon as I can... yes, I'll call you when I'm on the road. Tell mom I love her... love you, too. Bye."
She hung up the phone and sat up in bed. "Oh my gosh!" she huffed and it seemed like she finally took a breath after five minutes.
"What happened?"
"My mom got out of bed last night, apparently not fully awake, and decided to go down to the kitchen," she said. "Well, she fell down the last few steps, I guess, and got a little banged up. Dad did the best he could and called an ambulance. They took her to the emergency room to get her checked out. She didn't break anything, thank God, but is sore and might have a fractured rib."
"Was she admitted into the hospital?"
"No... they let her go home," she said. "They gave her some pain meds and told her to stay off her feet for a few day, but you know how weak my dad is. He can't take care of both of them, let alone her. I told dad that I'd come home for a while to help take care of her until she mends. I have two weeks off from work anyway."
I nodded in the dark. "Anything I can do to help."
"No... nothing I can think of right now." She threw the covers off her, turned on the light on the nightstand, and started gathering clothes. "I have to pack. I told them I'd be home by 5pm or so."
"Do you want me to come, too? Emily can take care of the house."
"No... that's not necessary," she said. "But thanks for the offer."
She opened the closet and pulled out the suitcase. In a moment all of the clothes she had piled up were in the case, zipped closed.
"Let me get cleaned up a little and grab something to eat on the way," she said. Dressed, she headed into the bathroom to brush her teeth and wash her face. Then she went downstairs and I could hear her rummaging to get some breakfast together. Thirty minutes later she came up the stairs and gently knocked on Emily's bedroom door.
Emily was twenty one and in her junior year of college. She'd come home less than a week ago for Christmas break.
In the quiet, I could hear my wife wake Emily and tell her a little about what happened. I could hear Emily reply a little, but there wasn't much of a conversation. Then she closed the bedroom door and came back into our room.
"Ok, hun, I'm leaving," she said, leaning over the bed to give me a kiss. There's a few leftovers in the fridge, but I'm afraid you'll have to go to the grocery store and pick up things.
"We'll be fine," I said. "Go take care of your mom."
"I will. I'll call you when I get there."
"Please do."
"I love you."
"I love you, too. Have a safe drive."
My wife grabbed the suitcase and headed down the stairs. Then I could hear the car starting and a few minutes later, heard her pulling out of the driveway.
Then the house was quiet again.
*****
When I woke again, it was 8am. I stretched and got out of bed. I showered and dressed and went downstairs to get some breakfast. Then I sat in the living room and read a little bit... occasionally scrolling through a little porn on my phone and masturbating... to get my morning started.
At about 10am, Emily wandered down the stairs, just rolling out of bed. "Where's mom?"
"She left... don't you remember?"
"Remember what?"
"She woke you up and told you everything... her mom fell and she's going to stay there for a couple weeks. Ring any bells?"
Emily shook her head. "She talked to me this morning?"
I shook my head. "Uh huh."
"She should know better than to talk to me when I'm sleeping," she said, yawning. "I never remember a thing. So... you're telling me we're on our own?"
"I'm afraid so."
"For how long?"
"Like I said... a couple of weeks. She's playing it by ear."
Emily nodded and smiled, as if the warden had left and the prisoners were now in control. "Cool." She ran back up the stairs as if she had something devious planned.
I completed several small chores throughout the day, but mainly just relaxed in my reading, internet surfing, and movie watching. It wasn't until almost 5pm when Emily came bounding up from the basement, dressed in her yoga clothes.
"Hey dad, I forgot... I really need to go to the grocery store," she said, as if it were a matter of life and death. "Can I borrow the car?"
"The grocery store? On Christmas Eve? Are you kidding me?" I asked. She couldn't be serious. I figured everything would be closed by now.
"No... I need to get some deodorant and shampoo."
"You can't wait until I go shopping on Sunday?" I asked.
"Uh... no! I'm completely out of deodorant."
I closed my eyes and wondered why she had to do this now. Why didn't she think of this at noon?
"Ok... No, you can't borrow the car. The roads are getting bad. I'll drive you. Just let me grab my coat." I slipped my winter coat and shoes on as she did the same. We slipped out into the cold, winter air, with three inches of snow on the ground. All the way to the store, I wondered what we'd do if the store was closed already.
But, fortunately, we were in luck... they didn't close until 6pm. She grabbed her few items and we checked out, then started to drive back home.
The winter sky was cloudless tonight and the moon was new, so all the stars were really popping out as we drove down the road.
Suddenly Emily spoke. "Look, a shooting star!" she said. "Make a wish, daddy." She closed her eyes and made a quick wish as I continued driving.
I should have corrected her and told her it wasn't a star... it was an asteroid hitting the atmosphere. I should have wished for something helpful, like world peace or something... or maybe even that my mother-in-law would heal quickly and that my wife would come home.
But no. I wished for something from the darkest reaches of my mind... something that was dredged up from the porn I'd been watching. I wished for something that no father should ever wish.
I wished to have my daughter. I wished her to be in my arms in bed with me. I wished to have mind-blowing sex with my own daughter. I wished for it badly.
I was a serious pervert. It wasn't the first time I'd thought about it, of course. But I can say that this was the first time that I truly wanted it to happen. It was just the two of us... alone together... for two weeks. And, frankly, I was horny.
When we got home we settled into the family room in the basement and watched a movie. Emily slid into my lap, just like she always did, resting her head on my shoulder as I wrapped my arm around her. At some point during the movie, she got up and got a drink, putting it in a big plastic cup.
"The house looks good doesn't it," she said after the movie ended and we were just sitting, wondering what to do next. I'd turned off the TV and we relaxed in the dim light. It was 11pm, so there really wasn't anything to do next except go to bed. "We did pretty good. What do you think?"
I nodded. My wife had several decorations down here, with a string of lights running down the banister, making everything just glow. It seemed really beautiful and mellow with the lights out. "Yeah... I think it looks great."
"It's too bad mom couldn't be here with us," she pouted. "Oh well. We're gonna have a good Christmas still, right? Even if it's just the two of us?"
I smiled. "It's going to be a phenomenal Christmas this year. We'll do stuff together, ok? Every day. Maybe we can go see some hockey or something. Have some dinner out..."
"She had to go out of town, right?" she asked.
"Yeah," I nodded. "Family is more important than a holiday so she just had to go. Your grandparents are getting to the point where they need some help sometimes."
Suddenly, she perked up, as if she was catching a serious second wind, smiling broadly. "I know... you know what? I know what we should do. We should totally have a party. Right? A Christmas party! We should invite some people over and have some fun. What do you think?"
"A party? At 11pm on Christmas Eve?"
"Yeah," she smiled, bouncing beside me.
"Like who?"
"Um... the neighbors... let's invite them over. And I have some friends from high school. I can call them up."
"I don't know," I said. "I mean... it's really late and most people just want to be with family."
"It's a holiday!" she bounced to her feet, boiling over with dancing energy. "It's the perfect day to have a party. Come on! Come on, let's call people!" Then she broke into song, dancing around the room. "You know Dasher and Dancer and Prancer and Vixen. Comet and Cupid, Dasher and... Vixen. But do you recall the most famous reindeer of all?"
"Babygirl... what has gotten over you?" I asked, surprised at her sudden change in behavior. "What in the world are you drinking?"
"Nothing," she giggled and continued singing and dancing. "Rudolph, the red-nosed reindeer had a very shiny nose, and if you ever saw it you would even say it glows."
I grabbed the cup from her hand and took a sniff. "Baby... is that... what is that, eggnog?" I asked sternly.
"Yeah," she giggled, grabbed it back, and took another drink. "For Christmas! I thought it would make the night more fun. Cause it's a party! Come on daddy! Lets do it! It's gonna be fun."
I sniffed it again. "It smell like you added some more rum to it, too. No, I don't think we should have a party," I said. "I think you need to put that down and go to bed." I grabbed the cup from her again and put it down on the mantel.
"Daddy?" she giggled, smiling at me so deviously. "You want to take me to bed?"
"To sleep!" I corrected myself.
"To sleep?" she protested. "I'm not tired! I don't want to go to sleep!"
"Well... I think you need to," I said, standing up. She was definitely drunk. "You'll feel better in the morning. Come on... let me help you." I bent down, putting her stomach on my shoulder and picked her up, holding the back of her knees to my chest, just like I did when she was little.
She sang, leaning over my shoulder, as if nothing had changed for her. "Then one foggy Christmas Eve Santa came to say 'Rudolph with your nose so bright won't you guide my sleigh tonight?' He had a really shiny nose, daddy."
"Yes he did, babygirl. I know that."
"I wish I had a shiny nose," she giggled, then broke right into song again. "Then how the reindeer loved him as they shouted out with glee 'Rudolph, the red-nosed reindeer you'll go down... on... me!'"
"Uh... that's not how that goes."
"Do you have a red nose, daddy?" she giggled. "Will you go down on me?"
"Baby!" I said, shocked. "What in the world?"
I carried her up the stairs, all the way up to the second floor, to my bedroom and dropped her on the bed. I knew if I put her in her bedroom, she would be up and running around as soon as I went to my own room. This way, at least, I could keep an eye on her. At least that was the story I was telling myself at the time. But I wanted her in my bed... I really did.
"I don't want to go to sleep," she protested, squirming on the bed to get away from me. "I want to have a party. I told you I'm not sleepy. I just want to have some fun. Don't be a buzz-kill."
"It's late... time to go to bed." Then I did the next undad-like thing ever. I started undressing her. I unfastened her pants and started pulling them down and off her legs.


"What are you doing?" she giggled in protest, squirming, trying to get me to let go, but not really trying to stop me. "No!"
"You need to get undressed for bed," I said.
"I'm not tired... I just want to have a little bit of fun, that's all. Come on!"
After I tossed her pants aside... her panties accidentally coming with them... I moved to try to pull her t-shirt over her head.
"What are you doing?" she protested, squirming some more.
"You've had plenty of fun... liquid fun. Just take this off," I said. She fought me and I wasn't able to pull her shirt off so easily.
"Why do I have to go to bed?" she pouted, upset but still half smiling as if this was some enjoyable game.
"It'll make you feel better."
"I feel good already," she whined.
"I bet you do," I nodded in agreement and tried to get her shirt off again. I was a lot more successful this time, getting it up and over her shoulders. Her head was covered with the body of the shirt with just her lower arms still caught in the short sleeves.
"I feel awesome. Daddy? What are you doing?"
I finally got her shirt off and threw it aside. It was then that I noticed that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her A-cup breasts were very nice, topped with hard, pointed nipples. I also noticed that I'd pulled her panties off without even realizing it. I stared at her. She was laying in my bed, completely naked.
"I'm helping you take your clothes off," I argued, looking at her with lust in my mind.
"Why am I naked?" she asked, smiling mischievously. But her eyes were having trouble focusing, so I knew she was drunk.
"Because you're going to bed," I said simply.
"Well, if I have to take my clothes off then you have to take your clothes off, too," she said as if that was some rule. "If I'm going to bed, then you are, too."
"Ok, ok, fine," I said, taking my shirt off and tossing it aside.
I was just unfastening my pants when she protested again. "I'm cold!"
"You'll be under the covers in a second," I said as I threw my pants aside. I took my boxers off just before I slid into bed and covered both of us with the blankets.
"Come on, daddy... let's invite the neighbors over. They're cool."
"I don't want to invite the neighbors over," I said, putting my arm around her and snuggling against her from behind. "It's late. Just relax."
"Daddy?" she whined. "Can you go get my drink?"
"No!" I said sternly and simply.
"But I wasn't finished with it yet."
"You don't need any more alcohol," I said, holding her tightly. Her body felt so warm and soft against me. It made me even more excited.
"I want my drink."
"Just go to sleep," I said.
"Sleeping is boring. I'm not even tired."
"Just relax," I said. "You will be."
"Ok." That seemed to settle it for a minute before I felt her body undulate a little against me. Her soft curves were sliding against me and she was working her ass against me. Suddenly she pressed her ass against my very hard cock and started grinding against it. "Daddy... what's that?" she giggled. She reached back and her hand bumped against my cock, before grabbing it, wrapping her little fingers around it. "What's that? Oh!" She giggled.
"Emily! Don't touch that," I protested and slightly backed my hips away from her. "What are you doing?"
"Oh my goodness," she giggled, obviously drunk.
"Just... don't touch that."
"Daddy! Oh my gosh!" she whispered, stroking my cock behind her.
"It was an accident, ok?" I said, as if that answered any of this. It wasn't an accident that she was naked. I made that happen. It wasn't an accident that she was in my bed. I made that happen, too. And it certainly wasn't an accident that I was naked and holding her body against mine with a big, damn hard on.
"That's... big!" she gushed. "Wow... what happens if," she moved her hips slightly, directing the head of my cock between her legs. I felt her warm wetness just a second before she slid me inside her. "I just put it right here."
"Oh fuck!" I protested and backed away slightly, but that only brought me out to the tip, ready and willing to plunge right back inside her again. And I couldn't help myself... I did. I slid it deep inside her once more. "Emily! Why'd you put that inside you? Oh my God."
We both rocked together, my cock sliding in and out of her pussy. It felt even better than I had imagined it would.
"Oops... did I do something I shouldn't?" she giggled, moaning at the same time.
"Yeah... that's bad," I said sternly, but I was letting my desires win out over my morals. "Oh!" Even with the limited amount of movement we had in this position, her pussy still felt like liquid silk. It was so tight but so open and wet. "Just... oh God... go to sleep ok?"
"Sleep?" she giggled. "I told you I don't want to sleep. This is more fun anyway." She moaned, grinding her hips, moving in tune with me. She pushed her ass back against me with every thrust, making me plunge deeper inside her.
"No... don't do that," I protested weakly. I didn't really want to stop, but if this was something she didn't want, then I would. "We're going to get in so much trouble. We should just... go to sleep."
"Come on," she whispered. "Please don't stop."
I pushed my cock deep inside her, really bottoming out as she moaned. "Oh fuck... this is bad."
"It doesn't feel bad," she said. "What do you mean it's bad?"
"No... it feels good," I grunted. "Too good."
She giggled and moaned at the same time, her body undulating against me, driving me crazy. She was so into this.
"Oh... my goodness... I never knew... I never knew it could feel this good," she panted. "She looked down at me. "Are you mad at me daddy? Don't be mad. Please, don't be mad."
"No," I said, continuing to slowly thrust in and out of her. "I'm not mad, babygirl. I just... we shouldn't... we shouldn't be..."
"Oh, daddy, but it feels so good," she whispered, moaning.
I grabbed and squeezed her breast, pinching and rolling her hard nipple as our bodies rocked together.
"That feels so good right there," she panted. "I like it."
"Oh fuck," I moaned loudly. God she felt so good against me.
"It's not that bad, is it?" she asked softly.
"No, it feels good," I panted. Nothing had ever felt better in my life.
"Yeah, daddy, it does."
"I just... wanted you to go to sleep," I panted, feeling little guilty still but getting more excited, and a little more frustrated. This just wasn't the best position for me. I couldn't fuck her like I truly needed.
"I told you I wasn't tired," she smiled.
I pushed her over onto her stomach as I rose to my knees. Her ass was right there... just waiting for me. God she was so beautiful.
"Put it in, put it in, put it in," she chanted urgently. "I like it in."
I slid my cock between her legs and pushed it back into her pussy, sliding deep in one stroke.
"Daddy! It's so big," she giggled moving her ass a little in time with my strokes.
"It is?"
"Yeah," she smiled. "It feels just perfect."
I grabbed her hips to bring her up to her knees and held her hips firmly. "Oh shit. Oh fuck babygirl."
"Yeah," she moaned loudly. "It's so good daddy! It's so good! You fuck me so good!"
"Oh... oh God, yeah," I said, sliding into her faster now, letting my hips smack against her ass with every stroke. God her pussy was so perfect... tight... smooth... and so warm.
"Daddy... I like it. Do you like it?"
"Yeah, babygirl... I like it a lot," I panted, I was getting so close. "Oh fuck baby."
But she was getting there first. She was moaning louder with each stroke and her hands grabbed the pillow tightly. Her body was shaking and flushing a beautiful rosy color.
"Oh! Oh! Daddyyyyyy!" she screamed into the pillow. Her voice was so high pitched I thought only dogs could hear half of it.
Her pussy gushed over my cock and squeezed me so hard. "Oh, my gosh, I needed that so bad," she panted.
I tried to keep stroking my cock in and out of her as she came, trying to prolong her orgasm. "Oh shit," I groaned as her squeezing pussy finally gave me permission again.
"Yeah!" she panted, rising up onto all fours again. "Daddy... what do you taste like?" she asked.
"What?" I asked, dumbfounded. "What does that mean?"
She pulled her pussy free and turned around, dropping her face down to my cock. "I want to put you in my mouth." She slid my wet cock into her mouth, slurping and sucking on it with abandon as her hand stroked the shaft below her lips.
"Mmm... I never knew you had such a big dick," she moaned. "Oh, it tastes so good. I can taste my pussy on you and everything."
She started sucking on the head and stroking the shaft faster, driving me to the edge again very quickly. Then she giggled.
"I want do some more," she smiled up at me as she kissed the head of my cock and then released it from her grip. "I want you to fuck me again."
"Yeah?" I asked, a little surprised by her open brazenness. It was one thing to 'accidentally' have sex... but to openly ask for it was a whole other level.
She lay on her back and spread her legs wide, one hand moving down to slide her fingers through her meaty lips, slide two fingers inside, and then circle her clit for a moment. "Fuck me, daddy! Please fuck me!"
I crawled forward and slid my cock through her swollen wetness for a moment, then plunged inside her again. "Oh," I moaned, feeling her pussy grip me so perfectly once more. I kept stroking her, setting my hands on the bed beside her shoulders and hovering over her. She lifted her legs a bit and I wrapped one arm underneath her knee to keep them there. It was just the perfect angle to slide into her.
She moaned and the suddenly giggled. "I can't believe I just sucked my daddy's cock." She sounded drunk, and giddy, and so sexy as she talked. It was just nothing I'd ever heard except in porn. My wife certainly never talked like that.
"Yeah... you did," I smiled down at her, stroking her a little faster.
"I didn't know you'd fuck me so good, daddy," she panted. "Oh my God."
I let her leg go and reached down to grab and squeeze her breasts and nipples, moving from one to the other, getting a good feel for her. "I like it, too," I panted. "You feel so good, babygirl."
Her body was so beautifully laid out and displayed for me... below me... with my cock driving into her. I felt myself getting so close to cumming. I released her breast and slid my hand up to grab her throat, choking her a little and pinching her carotid to trap the blood slightly.
"Ohhhh!" she moaned loudly. "Fuck I like that. I like it when you fuck me like that." She grabbed my wrist and held my hand there. "Do it, daddy. Take my pussy."
"Really?" I asked, a little surprised. I was learning all sorts of new things about her this Christmas. "Babygirl, your pussy feels so good."
"You like being deep inside me?" she asked when I released the pressure at her throat for a moment.
"Yeah," I panted. I was breathing so hard now it was getting hard to speak.
"I like you being deep in my pussy, too," she panted.
"We can't tell anybody, right?" I said, suddenly scared that the world would find out about this and that our lives would be ruined.
She shook her head and smiled. "No... I won't, daddy... I promise."
My body was shaking a little as my orgasm rapidly approached. I could feel the pressure and pleasure building up inside me... drawing me forward... drawing me to fuck her harder and faster and groan with every thrust.
"Daddy? You're getting close," she said, seeing the signs. "Are you going to cum?"
"Yeah," I panted.
"You are?" she giggled and smiled up at me.
"Is that... is that ok?"
"Oh my God, yes!" she said, smiling broadly and then moaning as her body shook in another orgasm. "Oh my God! Oh fuck, I'm cumming again. Cum inside me daddy! Cum inside me!"
I wasn't even thinking. I'd been out of the dating game, out of worrying about making someone pregnant that I never even thought about it. Besides... my cock was not going to let me pull out. And it was completely in control at that point.
I started grunting as I came all of the sudden, filling her pussy with my seed. "Ohhhh fuck! Unh... unh... oh fuck! Unh! Oh my God!" When I was finally done, I pulled my cock free and sat back on my heels, panting. My cock slid free and was dripping with our combined juices.
"Wow... that felt so good, daddy," she smiled, her hand playing with my cum that was dripping from her pussy.
"Oh my God, baby!" I said as I finally came to my senses. I felt horrified. "I came inside you."
"Yeah, you did, daddy," she smiled.
"Fuck!" I yelled. "Oh my God, I'm so sorry, babygirl. I... I can't believe I did that. I just wasn't..."
"It's ok. I wanted you to, daddy," she said softly, trying to comfort me. "I wanted to feel all of you inside me."
"But baby... I don't... what if you get pregnant?"
"Then we'll deal with it... I would love to have your baby, daddy."
"Oh, wow... I just... I don't know if that's a good idea, though. That would be really messed up." I wasn't exactly sure what to do now. I mean, I'd never even thought about what you do in order to not get pregnant. "I'll um... I'll go get you your drink. Then we can go to sleep, ok?" I slid out of the bed and started walking towards the door.
"Ok, daddy," she giggled. "Hurry back."
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Blackmail to Desire, Part 5
We rested for another hour or so, giving Abi some time to collect herself after I had my fun with her. It didn't take me long to have an orgasm, after having been so riled up by her mom. But Abi was still a bit overwhelmed at my aggressiveness.
After we got showered and dressed, we went down to the hotel restaurant, had some breakfast, and talked about what we were going to do today. Melissa seemed very distant, but was the one with most of the plans.
Melissa was so distracted that she didn't even seem to notice that Abi was wearing my collar. Abi also wore a bikini top, and shorts, expecting it to be warm... and at the same time, expecting us to have some fun, no matter what the day brought.
Both Melissa and I were wearing simple t-shirts and shorts. Melissa obviously hadn't worn a bra, since her breasts bounced so wonderfully beneath her shirt. Even more, her nipples poked out, tenting the material. I knew this was going to be a glorious day.
"I thought we'd take a tour around the island today," Melissa said softly. "I, uh, paid to be able to use this app that guides us around. I guess it directs our path and tells us history and other things about the different sites."
I nodded. "That sounds good to me."
Abi smiled and nodded, too. "I like that idea. How long is it?"
"Uh..." Melissa said, looking at the app. "It's about... just under six hours."
"Six hours!" Abi protested.
"Is there somewhere else you need to be?" Melissa asked sarcastically.
"I just... I don't know if I want to be in a car for six hours."
"I'm open to other suggestions," Melissa said, sitting back in her chair, upset, obviously not happy about the potential change in plans after she went to so much trouble.
"It'll be fine," I said, trying to calm them and settle the conflict. "It'll be fun."
"Ok," Abi agreed, a little reluctant, but if I was for the idea, then she felt she should be too.
So after breakfast, we jumped into the rental car and started the drive. Abi and I sat in back, again, and, surprisingly, Melissa barely even complained. It was like she was tired of fighting us... or tired of fighting me.
The drive was nice. The sky was blue and the sun was beautiful. We drove between sites, with the app talking to us, telling us about the history of the area and directing us to each site. I used every opportunity to put my hands on Abi, touching her breasts or legs... teasing her nipples and clit. She was putty in my hands as we kissed.
Every now and then we'd get out, tour the site, and then within fifteen minutes we'd be back in the car, again, continuing our drive.
Halfway around the island, we stopped for lunch at a little restaurant. After we were seated and looking at the menus, Abi decided she needed to check on her mom. She was being far too quiet.
"Are you ok, mom?" she asked as she set her menu down.
"Yeah," Melissa said, forcing a smile. "I'm just... thinking about something."
"Everything ok?"
"Yeah... nothing to worry about."
After the waiter came and took our order, Melissa excused herself to go to the bathroom. After a few minutes, I kissed Abi and decided I wanted something from Melissa for a change. Both the men's and women's bathrooms were in the same hallway and I waited there for the women's room door to open.
Before Melissa could even exit the room, I pressed myself inside, forcing her to come with me back into the bathroom and I locked the door.
"Ryan," she said softly, almost sounding completely defeated. "What?"
"It's been a while," I said. "I could use a little relief."
She huffed as if this was a burden, rolled her eyes, then nodded. "Ok... ok... can I suck your cock?"
"You know, don't get me wrong, it's so nice of you to ask," I smiled. "But really, when we're alone like this, I'd prefer if you just take off your top, get on your knees, and open your fucking mouth expecting me to stick my cock inside it. Does that make sense?"
She rolled her eyes again, but nodded.
"But, yes, I'd fucking love for you to suck my cock."
Without another word, she took her shirt off, got down on her knees in front of me, and started unfastening my shorts. She lowered them, letting my cock bob freely in the air, and helped me step out of them. Then she grabbed my shaft and held it as her mouth descended on it. Fuck! She was getting better every time she did this. Her mouth covered just the head and sucked for a moment, teasing me as her tongue swirled on the underside of my shaft. Her hand stroked below her mouth.
I heard her soft moans and gasps echoing in the room as she stroked and sucked on my cock, her head bobbing up and down, driving my cock deep into her mouth again and again. "Oh yeah, that's so fucking good," I moaned.
Then I grabbed her head with both hands and started fucking her mouth. It felt so good!
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned around my shaft, her hands holding onto my thighs.
"Fuck!" I hissed. Her mouth felt heavenly. "Yeah... there you go... there you go... just like that."
I held her head tightly in place and sawed my cock in and out of her mouth. She choked for a moment, my cock pushing too deep and then I withdrew. She coughed and spat a little, but then opened her mouth, just waiting for me. I pushed it in again. Her mouth closed on it, sucking on me as I stroked in and out once again.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, getting close. She was so good at using her mouth and hands. She was practically gagging on my cock. I let her head go and she slid her mouth off, sputtering and coughing, spittle dripping from her chin. Then she quickly slid me back inside, bobbing her head on me again, sliding my shaft in and out of her mouth.
"Oh fuck," I hissed, feeling my orgasm cumming. "I'm cumming."
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned, sucking on the head as her hand moved quickly up and down my shaft like she was wanting me to explode. And in another minute, I did.
"Ohhhh!" I groaned, pushing my hips forward, driving deeper into her mouth. "Ohhh! Oh fuck!"
And then I came, filling her mouth as she continued sucking and stroking, gathering every drop. "Mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned softly. I pulled from her mouth and she took a minute to clean my cock, getting every drop of my cum.
Finally, spent, I stepped back and grabbed my shorts and boxers getting dressed. "That was good," I praised her. "You're getting better every day."
"Fuck you," she whispered, grabbing her shirt and sliding it on over her head. Then she looked in the mirror to make sure there wasn't a stray gob of cum on her face as I slid out the door.
I got back to the table just thirty seconds before Melissa did. She sat down, unable to look either one of us in the eyes.
After Abigail took a few minutes to use the bathroom, we got back on the road to finish the tour. By the time we got back to our hotel, it was almost dinner time.
We walked up to our room, Abi and I hand-in-hand with Melissa right behind us. When we reached our room, Melissa spoke before we got in the doors.
"Abi," she said softly. "Can we, uh, you know... talk a little? Privately. We haven't really hung out, you know... just us... all week. And... you know... vacation is almost over."
Abi looked at me a second to judge my reaction, but I just nodded and shrugged. "Just give me a few minutes and I'll be out of your hair. I thought about going down to the bar to watch the game and have a couple drinks before dinner anyway."
Abi nodded to her mom. "Sure... just give us a few minutes."
"Ok," Melissa said. "I'll come over."
When they got in the room, I was smiling, beaming actually. I finally brought Melissa to that point and I was going to reap the benefits.
"I told you she was going to do it," I said.
"That's not it," Abi said. "Is it?"
I nodded. "She wants to be alone with you. Trust me. Where's your cell phone?" I looked around the room a second, wondering if she set it down.
"It's on the night stand. Why?"
"I want to capture this moment," I smiled, picking up her phone and typing in her passcode. I looked around the room for a moment, looking for a suitable place to set it. The window sill was wide with some plastic plants on it. That would make an ideal place to put it; it had a good view of the room and the plants would help hide it. I moved it around a little, trying to get the best spot, then stepped back to look at it. Yeah... it would be hidden enough.
"So, you know she's going to try to seduce you," I said, holding Abi by the shoulders. "I expect you to act a little shy... a little surprised. I don't want you to seem eager. But I want you to give in to her. You will let her eat your pussy and you will eat hers. It's important that you give each other at least one orgasm. And, above all, you need to make sure she fucks you with the strap-on. Do you understand?"
"I guess," she whispered and I leaned in and kissed her.
"I'll be back in an hour. And when I do, if you've done what I've asked, I'll fuck you myself." I started the recording on the phone and left. My cock was so freaking hard and there was a lightness to my step. I was grinning like the Cheshire Cat. This was going to be the start of a beautiful friendship.
There were several people at the bar, drinking while watching a baseball game. I didn't really care about the game. I drank several drinks, flirted with the waitress, and scrolled through my social media, just trying to waste some time.
Have you ever noticed how slow the clock moves when you're waiting for your girlfriend to finish fucking her mother? Well... probably not. Maybe you haven't had such a wonderful experience to wait on. But, it's a hell of a long time, I can tell you that!
I walked out of the bar an hour after I entered it, on the dime. I just couldn't wait to get back. I inserted the keycard in the door and slipped inside. The room reeked of sex and Abi ran to me, completely naked.
She jumped into my arms, wrapping her legs around my waist and passionately kissed me. My hands grabbed her ass, holding her to me as I stumbled closer and closer to the bed. When I reached it, I dropped her onto the bed and she lay on her back, writhing seductively to get me to join her.
"I can taste her pussy on your lips," I said taking off my shirt and tossing it aside. I walked over to where her phone was on the window sill and turned off the recording. "I assume that means you licked her pussy."
Abi smiled demurely and nodded.
I brought up the video and watched it for a second, then turned on the TV and cast it there. I wanted to watch this on the big screen. "Did you make her cum with your tongue?"
She smiled again and nodded.
"Did she do the same to you?" I unfastened my shorts, let them drop to the floor, and kicked them aside. My cock was still rock hard... and throbbing.
"Yes," she finally said out loud, her eyes glued to my erection.
"And... did you cum?"
She nodded. "Yes."
"Very nice," I smiled and crawled up onto the bed as she moved back a little, to give me room between her sweet thighs. I flipped her around so that her head was toward the TV. That way, I had a front row seat for the video. "Did she fuck you with the strap-on?"
She nodded rapidly.
"Well... I guess that only means one thing."
Abi smiled and put one hand on her pussy, stroking it to get it very wet for me... even though I was pretty sure it wasn't going to be necessary. She was pretty damn wet normally.
"Why don't you get me ready?" I smiled. In a second she was on her elbows and knees, sliding my shaft into her hot wet mouth. I watched the video as I slowly fucked her mouth, getting my cock so wet with her saliva.
*****
It took a minute or so before there was a knock on the door between the rooms and it slowly opened. Abi was cleaning up at the sink as Melissa came inside. She'd changed into a bathing suit and was carrying a towel, with something wrapped inside.
"Hey mom," Abigail said, turning around and walking toward her.
"Hey honey," Melissa smiled. "I thought we might give each other a little massage or something while we talk. You know... have some girl time. Ryan left?"
"Yeah, he left a few minutes ago," Abi admitted.
"Well, why don't you sit back on the bed and I'll start with your feet and legs."
"Ok," Abi said. In her own bathing suit, she slid onto the bed and leaned back against the headboard. Melissa crawled up behind her with a bottle of massage oil in her hand and knelt by her feet.
Melissa drizzled some oil in her hands and then picked up one of her daughter's feet and began massaging it. "So, tell me about school."
Abi nodded. "The classes have... they're not too bad. I'm taking a lot of English classes this year. The reading is... I read a lot," she laughed. "More than I ever did in High School, but... I've met a lot of nice friends. My one friend, Maddi, is really cool. Maybe I should bring her over so you can meet her some time?"
"Absolutely!" Melissa said, moving closer. She massaged Abi's foot with one hand while her other slid lower, massaging around her knee and thigh. "I'd love to meet her."
"She's really nice." Melissa's hand moved onto Abi's inner thigh, moving a little to close to Abi's pussy and the young woman pushed her hand away.
"Oops, sorry honey," she apologized, moving her hand up to her knee again. The hand on Abi's foot moved down so that both hands were massaging around her knee. "You were saying."
"There's this girl in my Lit Sea class that I've been hanging around a lot with, too. Her name is Paige."
"Ok, ok," Melissa nodded approvingly, both of her hands now massaging Abi's thighs, moving from one to the other. "So," Melissa said, licking her lips nervously, "have you and your girlfriends ever, you know... done anything?"
"Like what?" Abi asked, acting the perfect innocent.
"Like... together?" Melissa asked, her face indicating it was something risqué. "You know..."
"Mom!" Abi gasped suddenly, her face lighting up with feigned shock. "No I haven't! I like guys."
"Aw, come on," Melissa said. "Everyone knows about college girls... drinking, experiencing, having fun with each other..."
"Have you?" Abi interrupted.
Her mom nodded. "I mean, I've done it with a couple girls, of course."
Abi looked a little shocked. I wasn't sure if that was feigned or real. "Oh my gosh, I didn't know that about you."
"Well, there's a lot of things you don't know about me," Melissa said, sliding one hand over Abi's stomach as the other still massaged her thigh. "I'm just proud of you and delighted with you. You're just so gorgeous. I just wish you found a better guy to sweep you off your feet."
"Mom... Ryan is great," Abi said, exasperated, tired of fighting this battle.
"I guess," she said. "I just think he's too... controlling. I mean, you're wearing that collar for heaven's sake. I just... I just want you to enjoy yourself, your youth. Enjoy becoming a woman. And not be... you know... told how to be all the time."
Melissa's hand strayed to low on Abi's abdomen and her fingers slid right along Abi's pussy, over her bikini bottoms. Abi pushed her hand away again.
"Are you feeling alright?" Abi asked, acting as if she didn't know why she was being touched like this.
Melissa moved to just rubbing Abi's stomach and the top of her thighs. "I just... I just wanted to be with you for a while, so I'm glad Ryan has gone out and left us alone."
Abi shook her head... she didn't have to feign that she was getting excited by her mom's touch. That was obviously true. "Just..."
"I know, just relax," Melissa said, her fingers teasing along the line of her bikini bottoms. "We're in Hawaii to have fun, right?"
"You're just acting a little playful or something."
Melissa smiled. "Alright, alright... how about I massage your back."
"Ok," Abi said, turning over and laying down on her stomach.
Melissa sat up on her knees again and grabbed her bottle of oil. "Perfect..."
Melissa started working Abi's shoulders, kneading and pressing, digging her fingertips into the flesh to loosen her muscles. "Abi... I need to talk to you about something."
"Oh, that feels good," Abi moaned softly. "What about?"
"Has Ryan mentioned anything about me?"
"Like what?"
"Like... I don't know... about anything that happened during our vacation this week?"
Abi paused for a moment, betraying that Ryan indeed did say something. "Uh... well... I don't want to lie to you. He's said some things... and I've overheard you say some things," she admitted.
"About me?"
"Yeah. About you... you know... wanting to... have sex with me. Is that true?"
Melissa was a little shocked. Why would Ryan tell her that? "I, uh... I admit that's true. I mean it probably sounds really bad. Wrong even. But... you know I'm not too excited about Ryan. And, frankly, I think he's going to break your heart."
"He's not mom," Abi argued. "I keep telling you..."
Melissa didn't want to argue the point... not again. That would stop this interaction cold and she didn't want that. "Well... I'm sorry, I think he will and I just want to make sure that your first time is with someone who really loves you... someone who won't leave you. Ever."
"Ok... but..."
"So... I think it should be me," Melissa admitted, interrupting Abi. "I love you. And I really want to make sure you don't get hurt. And watching Ryan being so close to you all week has been making it harder for me. So. I'm kinda not quite sure what to do here. I'm scared for you."
"I don't know what to say," Abi said softly.
Melissa's hand had moved lower down Abi's back, avoiding her bathing suit. But now she tugged on the strings to unfasten it and drizzled more oil onto her skin there. She tugged on the strings until Abi rose up a little and helped her pull the top free, tossing it onto the floor.
"Are you enjoying the vacation so far," Melissa asked.
"Yeah! It's so beautiful here."
Melissa moved to Abi's lower back and she moved to sit on Abi's legs. As she moved, she tugged on the strings of Abi's bikini bottoms. "Mom!" Abi fought it for a second, but Melissa had already untied them and started tugging them off.
Melissa drizzled oil over Abi's lower back and ass, then started digging her hands into her muscles. "Are you comfortable being here with me like this?"
"Yeah... I guess."
Melissa kept massaging her, moving down to cover her ass and thighs. "How does the massage feel so far?"
"It's um... it feels good."
"Good. I have to do the front, too," Melissa said, giving her ass a light smack. "Turn over."
Abi turned over, but held one hand over her breasts and the other covering her pussy. "I don't know about this..."
"Relax," Melissa reassured her. "I just... I just know that I can make you feel good... better than a man could ever make you feel. You just need to give me a chance."
Sitting on Abi's thighs again, Melissa drizzled oil onto her stomach and started massaging and caressing around Abi's blocking arms.
"It's just... just a little weird for me," Abi admitted, truthfully. I'd never introduced other women into our relationship before because Abi seemed a little skittish about the whole thing. This was the perfect opportunity.
"It's just me," Melissa said. "Nobody's going to know anything. Just me and you. I can make you feel so good."
She gently grabbed Abi's wrists and moved her hands away from her body, uncovering her intimate places.
"It's ok... it's just us girls," she said softly. Abi fought her a little, but quickly relaxed and let her mom set her hands at her sides. "Oh my God, look at your beautiful breasts. They're so nice."
Melissa used her hands to grab and squeeze both of Abi's breasts at the same time, sliding over her hard nipples. She gently caught her nipples and squeezed them between her fingers.


"I never expected this... I've never had a girl touch me like this before."
"I know," Melissa said, smiling. "It's... different. How are you and Ryan doing? Have you gotten physical?"
"I'm not sure I'm comfortable enough to talk about it," Abi said. "You already don't like him."
"It's ok," Melissa said. "It's just that I know you're pretty stressed... I mean, I know all about hormones at your age. And I just hope you're not letting him go too far because of that. I know what it's like to not have a man in a while... since your father left it's been over 2 years for me."
She swirled her thumbs over Abi's nipples teasing them, making them ache as Abi watched her. Then she slid them lower, over Abi's stomach and then hips. Both hands circling and prodding, meeting at Abi's little bush. Slowly Melissa's thumbs worked their way onto and across Abi's clit, teasing her daughter.
"I know that I've, you know... needed a lot of... release... and I just wonder if that would help... you... too," Melissa said softly. "Maybe a special massage would work for you."
Melissa slid her fingers over Abi's pussy, teasing her clit, sliding them in and around her labia as she leaned forward and kissed her daughter tenderly. She kissed her again and again, becoming more passionate, becoming more urgent as Melissa's fingers teased Abi's clit so wonderfully.
Then Melissa kissed down Abi's chest and started licking and sucking her nipples. Abi was moaning and panting, helplessly watching her own mother lovingly tease her body, sending wonderful pleasures all through her.
Melissa slid a finger inside her daughter, pressing deep, followed by a second, and slowly fingered her as she swirled her tongue around the hardened nipples.
"Such a beautiful pussy," Melissa moaned. She slid down Abi's body and slid between her legs. Her hands were on Abi's breasts and slowly slid down her torso, past her pussy, and onto her thighs, pushing them apart. She lay between her legs and kissed her soft inner thighs, then kissed right on her clit.
"Oh my God," Abi groaned loudly, her body jerking as the pleasure jolted her.
"See?" Melissa said as she started licking Abi's pussy, trapping and sucking on her labia. Her slurping was loud and sexy as hell. "How's that? Is that ok?"
"Yes," Abi said, almost breathlessly. "Definitely feels good."
"I can make it feel even better," Melissa said and licked two of her fingers again. Slowly, while she was licking her clit, she slid her fingers inside Abi, pushing deeply before working into a steady rhythm, coordinating her licking, sucking, and fingering.
"Oh fuck!" Abi moaned, panting.
"How's that feel?"
"Oh my God it feels really good," Abi panted. I could see her excitement, I could see just how close she was to the edge.
"Such a beautiful pussy. I'm going to enjoy making you cum," Melissa said softly. She moved to her knees again and kissed Emily while she continued fingering her.
Abi grabbed one of Melissa's swinging breasts and sucked her nipple into her mouth, sucking hard. Melissa groaned loudly, and closed her eyes. She redoubled her effort on her fingers, her palm slapping Abi's clit with each thrust.
"Oh my God you're going to make me cum if you keep doing that," Abi gasped.
"That's my plan," Melissa giggled, sliding back down between Abi's legs and starting to lick her clit once more. She moved her tongue rapidly, swirling it over her clit as her fingers curled inside to work her G-spot, urgently working to make her daughter cum.
Abi's head occasionally fell back and she'd close her eyes and moan loudly, but then would come back up so that she could watch her mother's tongue work over her clit. Like me, she was thoroughly enjoying watching Melissa make her cum.
"Oh my God, you taste so good," Melissa said between feverish licks.
Abi was groaning loudly, almost grunting with every breath as Melissa continued torturing her pussy. "Oh mom... oh mom!" Suddenly her legs went stiff and started shaking. She grabbed the bedspread in her fists as she arched her back upwards and came, hard.
"Oh my fucking God," Abi nearly screamed as she finally relaxed again.
*****
"Fuck! That's hot," I grunted as I drove my cock into Abi. "God she licked your pussy so good." I never would have thought that seeing the two of them would have affected me so much, but it did. My cock was throbbing hard, begging to cum deep inside her pussy. I watched the large-screen TV carefully as the two lovers changed position. Both sat up and kissed, their tongues swirling, their hands stroking the other's body.
I quickly pulled out of Abi. "Get on your hands and knees," I said. She quickly moved as commanded and flipped over. She pressed her face and shoulders into the mattress, arching her back to give me an even better view from behind.
I bent down and kissed each cheek before diving in from the back, licking and sucking her pussy and asshole.
"Oh fuck!" Abi screamed as my tongue swirled over her tight, little sphincter, then pressed slightly inside. She loved to have her ass played with and I did it as often as I could. I slid three fingers into her pussy and slowly fingered her while I licked her asshole, making her moan loudly.
When I looked up to the TV again, Melissa was sitting on Abi's face, letting my girlfriend... her daughter... eat her pussy. Well... no, not letting. She was... making... Abi lick her pussy. Melissa was mostly facing away from the camera, so I didn't get a good view, but she grabbed her breasts and squeezed them, her body undulating as Abi worked her.
"Oh fuck," Melissa moaned and I heard a loud slurp from my Abi as she loudly sucked her mother's labia into her mouth again and again.
"Did you like licking your mother's pussy?" I asked as I grabbed her hips and pushed my cock into her wet pussy.
"Yes... she was... so fucking... wet," Abi admitted, having a difficult time talking she was panting so hard.
I slammed into her again and again. The video was driving me crazy as I watched the two of them. I knew I was going to have a front-row view next time... We, Abi and I, were going to fuck Melissa together next time. That was for sure!
I was sweating I was fucking her so hard and fast. I have no idea how often she came on my cock, but it was definitely more than once. My little firecracker was going to have a cum fest today.
I watched on the TV as Melissa ground her hips into Abi's face and talked to her so erotically, telling her just how good her tongue felt. She told her just how badly she wanted her tongue on her clit, how badly she wanted her to make her cum.
When Melissa's back finally arched and I heard her distinctive grunting, I knew she came hard all over my little Abi's face. I watched the two of them kiss once again, Melissa on her knees hovering over Abi still. I let go of Abi and fell onto my back on the bed, panting. I was getting so tired, but still hadn't cum just yet.
"Get on your back," I panted to Abi, smiling at her.
She looked tired, so worn out from cumming so much. Her hair was sweaty and stuck to her face. She smiled weakly and lay back on the bed. I kicked my leg over her and moved up her torso. I watched the TV again and saw Abi get up and walk to where Melissa's towel lay. She seemed drawn to it as if she wanted to make sure it wasn't forgotten.
Melissa seemed to want to stop her, extending her arm as if she was going to say something, but remained silent.
Abi unwrapped the towel and pulled out the strap-on. She held it up, unsurprised, and looked at her mom. Melissa seemed to want to explain, but still said nothing. Abi then walked back to the bed and handed it to Melissa.
"I want you to fuck me," she whispered. It wasn't very loud but I heard it plain as day. And, oh, did my cock surge with pleasure!
I walked my hands forward, bringing my head closer to the TV to get an even better view, and raised my hips up a little. I looked back between my arms. Abi's head was right below my stomach and when I pushed my hips forward again, I felt my cock slide right into her mouth. Then I slowly fucked her face as I turned my attention back to the screen.
"I... I'm not sure I know what to do with this," Melissa said, turning the harness around in her hands as she sat on the side of the bed. "I've never used one before."
"I don't think it's that hard," Abi said. "These are the leg holes." She helped Melissa step into the holes and then grabbed the piece that went around her waist. "And then this buckles in... here." Abi then grabbed the straps at both sides of Melissa's waist and tugged a little, to tighten it.
"This is weird," Melissa giggled. "But kinda... sexy... you know?"
Abi went to the bedside table and grabbed the bottle of lube that we always stored there. She flicked open the top and drizzled it into her hand. Then she stood in front of her mom, reached down, and slowly slid her hand over the cock, jerking it as if it were the real thing.
Melissa giggled again, watching her daughter give her a handjob. "Yeah, it's definitely weird to see that."
Abigail gave her mom a quick look, then crawled up onto the bed. She flipped to her back and crooked her finger, inviting her mom to join her. "I'm so ready for that cock in my pussy," she whispered. When Melissa slid close between her legs, Abi sat up a little and grabbed the fake cock, sliding the head over her clit and through her lips.
After a few seconds, Melissa grabbed the dick and swirled it over Abi's pussy herself. "Look at that pussy. It's so beautiful. So wet and swollen. You want me inside you?"
Abi nodded. "Please... I want your dick."
Melissa smiled at her, pushing the head slightly inside her hole. "Yeah? You're ready for it?"
Abi nodded more urgently. "Mmhmm. Put it in."
I watched as Melissa pushed her hips forward, slowly sliding the hard, fake cock inside her daughter's pussy, inch by inch.
"Ohhhhh!" Abi moaned, feeling it stretch her open. "Yeah." Then Melissa started a slow fucking motion, moving her hips forward and back, letting the entire seven inches of cock slide in and out of that beautiful wet flesh almost naturally, like she'd done it so many times before. "Oh yes!"
"Is that ok? You like that, baby?"
"Fuck... yes, that's so good," Abi panted. "Fuck me."
Melissa lay forward on top of Abi, her breasts crushing Abi's as the older woman kissed her daughter. Her hips kept moving, slowing fucking her daughter, as Abi grabbed her mom's head and passionately kissed her back, sliding her tongue deep into her mouth. Abi's legs wrapped around her waist, her heels digging into Melissa's ass, encouraging each thrust.
Melissa then rose back up on her hands letting her breasts sway below her. Her nipples stroked across Abi's lips and she captured one, sucking on it hard. Melissa fucked her faster, loving the intensity of her sucking grow as her fucking sped up.
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" Abi gasped. "Fuck yeah. Oh my God, fuck me."
Melissa sat up on her knees, forcing Abi's legs to part and she grabbed them, wrapping her arms around them to hold them against her chest. She thrust faster, using the hold on her legs as leverage. "Yeah... take it, baby, take it all the way," she panted.
"Oh, it's so big," mom, Abi panted. "Oh fuck... oh fuck... that's so good." She grabbed the covers and pulled them. She writhed as much as she could beneath her mother as the pleasure grew so intense. She couldn't take much more.
"I'm gonna cum... Oh, fuck, I'm gonna... cuuuuum!" Suddenly she held her breath, her body tensing as she came hard on her mom's fake dick.
Melissa held it inside her, her hips not moving as she let go of Abi's legs and looked down at her flushed body. Abi's eyes were closed and she was panting, trying to catch her breath as the pleasure continued to roll through her body.
"You ok?" Melissa asked after a few minutes.
Abi nodded and smiled, looking up at her again, blushing and licking her lips. She obviously enjoyed what her mom did to her
Melissa slowly pulled the cock free and it bobbed and dangled in the air as she lay beside her daughter. She sat up on one elbow and leaned over Abi. "I love you," she said, kissing her tenderly.
"I love you, too," Abi said, kissing her back, cradling her cheek with her hand.
"I'll, um... go clean up for dinner."
My eyes were still glued to the TV. I was panting and grabbed Abi's hips even harder, smacking her ass. "God, baby, that was so hot." My hips were slamming into her again and again, driving her face into the bed spread.
"Oh fuuuuck," she moaned, breathily, ready to cum again. Who knew how many times she'd already cum today. While we watched the video, she'd already cum on my cock several times. Her body was shaking from the last one, even as the next one started.
Her pussy squeezed me again as I continued pushing it inside her and it finally set something off inside me. I fell over the edge so quickly. Before I could even stop myself, I was cumming hard inside her, draining my balls.
"Oh God!" I panted. "Shit! Unh! Unh! Unh!" I groaned as each gush of semen jetted deep inside her glorious pussy.
"Oh my God, daddy," she panted, then let out a loud, moaning exhale. "Ohhhhhhh!"
I pulled my cum-covered cock from her pussy and lay on my back. Tired and worn, she lay on my stomach and licked and sucked my cock clean.
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Christmas Vixen, Part 2
I woke Christmas morning at about 8am. The sun was just rising, shining in the windows. Then I looked beside me, Emily was gone. I started feeling an ache for her, but then my embarrassment and guilt kicked in.
I fucked my daughter.
How in the hell! What was I thinking? If anybody finds out about this, I was going to be screwed. I'd lose my wife... my house... my family. I started thinking about what I could pack up immediately and possibly where I could go. I didn't want to leave... I didn't want to lose everything.
And then there was Emily. What did she think of all that I did? Was she mad at me? Did I rape her? Was that why she wasn't in the bed? In my mind, I envisioned her downstairs, crying, calling my wife and telling her all the horrible things I put her through. My phone could ring any minute with my screaming wife on the other end, telling me to get out, now, and to never come back.
God... why did I do it?
I wasn't sure I could face Emily, but I really didn't have a choice. We certainly couldn't avoid each other in this house. My mind was spinning, magnifying my guilt as I thought of every possible consequence for my actions. I got cleaned up and dressed, then left my bedroom. Emily was either in her bedroom or downstairs. I was going to have to go talk to her.
It was time to face the music.
When I hit the top of the stairs, though, I could smell the odor of bacon being cooked. As I walked down, I could hear Emily humming and singing in the kitchen, obviously cooking breakfast.
When I got inside, she was facing the stove, wearing my wife's old, satin, black robe, the one she used to wear when we were first married. God, she looked good in it. I could only imagine how incredible Emily would look. It only came to the top of her thighs, leaving her sexy ass peaking out from behind. Over top of the robe, she wore an apron.
It looked like she had a whole spread being prepared and the wonderful smell of coffee hit me.
I cleared my throat to get her attention.
Suddenly, she turned, her smile fading a little when she saw my worried expression, as if wondering how I was feeling.
"Hi daddy!" she said, cheerfully, trying to smile.
"Hi babygirl," I said softly, leaning against the wall and sighing. "How are you doing?"
"I'm happy, daddy," she smiled. "Merry Christmas!"
I smiled. Her happiness was infectious. "Merry Christmas, babygirl."
"How are you doing, daddy?" she asked, as if wondering if she was going to be scared of the answer. "Are you mad at me?"
"Mad at you?" I asked, confused. What the hell did she do wrong? I'm the one that did this to her. "No... no, not at all," I answered quickly. "I'm just... I'm not sure what we're doing now. What I did... what this is... between us."
"It's exactly what it feels like," she said softly, turning and working on the stove again, trying to not look at me. "Isn't this a good thing?"
"Well... I... uh... you know this is something that we shouldn't do," I said.
"Why not? I mean... we love each other."
"I know, but... I'm married to your mom," I said. "And you're my... I mean there's just so many reasons why we shouldn't be doing this."
She turned and faced me, turning off the stove and setting the spatula aside. "You still think I'm beautiful don't you?"
"Of course I do," I said. "It's just that..."
Suddenly, she rushed over and kissed me, passionately, but quickly. It was as if she wondered if the spark was still there. I held her in my arms and squeezed her to me. Then she broke the kiss and reality settled back in.
"Alright... look... I know I started this and I'm sorry. I just... I... I don't..."
"Daddy... it's ok," she said. "It's ok. You know what? You don't even have to touch me. All you could do is just watch me touch myself. That would be nice and innocent right? Just watch me."
She reached behind herself and untied the apron, pulled her head free and tossed it aside. Then, she grabbed the sash to the robe and untied it. I watched, amazed, as she pulled the material apart, exposing herself to me in the light of the day. Her body was even more incredible, her nipples hard and pointed on her small breasts.
She slid her hands over her body, both first teasing her breasts and nipples, then both sliding down to slide between her thighs. One slid deeper when they reached her pussy, with the other returning to her breasts again.
"Really," she said softly, standing right in front of me. "You don't even have to touch me. Just watch me. It's all you need to do. I know you want to."
I watched as she moved back towards the counter and leaned against it. She opened her legs wider and began fingering herself, slowly and seductively, all while I watched, getting more and more aroused.
"Oh yes," she moaned, closing her eyes for a second to show me how excited she was. "Oh... oh wow." She opened her eyes again and looked directly into my eyes. I was sweating, my body shaking a little with need and desire. My eyes were so focused on what she was doing. "That's it. Watch me."
"Oh," I moaned.
"Go on... take it out," she whispered. "I won't touch it. I'll just watch you, too."
Reflexively, I slid the zipper down in my pants and worked my erection free, letting it point out through the hole. My fingers wrapped around my shaft and I started stroking it.
"Oh... that looks so good," she whispered, her eyes focused on my cock. "That's it, daddy. Keep going. Oh, I love the way your cock looks. Do you remember what it felt like to be inside me?"
"I don't know..."
"Shhh, it's ok," she interrupted me. "Just keep touching yourself and watching me. Watch my finger slide in and out of my pussy. You're making me so wet."
I couldn't believe she had me so mesmerized. I couldn't look away as I watched her fingers first slide in and out of her pussy several times, then withdraw to swirl over her clit.
"Oh, your cock is so stiff," she panted softy. "Oh, the things that you're doing to me. It feels so good." She crooked her finger as she backed away from me, leaving the kitchen and walking into the dining room. She moved one of the place-settings and then pulled the chair back slightly. With a little hop, she sat up on the table, putting one foot on the chair.
"You must be getting close now, aren't you daddy?" she asked, spreading her thighs and swirled her fingers over her clit once more as I watched.
"Oh," I panted as I stood just two steps away from her. I was getting close. My cock was throbbing and my hand was moving rapidly. I couldn't look away from her. She was so beautiful, so sexy, and her body was so... ready for me.
"Yeah? Are you daddy?"
"Yeah.... oh," I moaned softly.
"That's it... faster," she commanded, and my hand complied, stroking my cock really fast and driving me towards my orgasm. "That's it. That's it. Now stop!"
My brain barely registered what she was saying but somehow my hand just... stopped. I stared at her, wild-eyed. "What?" I asked, trying to figure out why I wasn't allowed cum.
"That's how bad I want you to make me cum," she said, spreading her legs wider and then using her fingertips to spread her pussy open for me. Her pink insides were dripping wet. "Please... please daddy," she begged.
I moved to the table swiftly and grabbed her leg nearest me, the one that was in the air, kissing it while looking down at her. God, she was so incredibly sexy.
"You like what you see?" she asked, giggling. She knew the power she had over me and was going to use it to the fullest.
"Mmhmm... you look... delicious," I whispered.
"You like my little bush?" Her fingertips trailed through her short pubic hair above her clit.
I nodded, kissing and licking her calf, slowly moving down her leg. Her bush was trimmed and neatly shaved around the edges. It was only a triangular patch above her clit... her swollen, wet labia were shaved bare. Her lips were so swollen, betraying her extreme excitement.
"Yeah," I panted. "I really like your bush. It's beautiful. God, your pussy is so beautiful. So wet... and pink."
I slowly kissed down her leg even more, past her knee and onto her thigh, then her inner thigh, which led me to sit in the chair. We both got a little more comfortable as I wrapped my arms around her legs, to hold them in place, moving her to the edge of the table. She leaned back on one elbow so she could watch me, her free hand stroking through my hair.
"I've been waiting for this," I panted, looking at her pussy.
"Me too, daddy," she whispered, obviously almost too excited to speak.
"I can't believe I get to have you," I said. "I was so afraid..."
"Shh," she interrupted me.
I nodded, understanding that she didn't want to hear about my reluctance, only about my desires.
"Do you like having your pussy licked?" I asked. My mouth was just a couple inches from her wetness. I was sure she could feel my hot breath.
"Of course I do!"
"Can I... can I watch you play with it again... you know... like before?"
She smiled as she brought her hand from my head and starting circling her clit with three fingers held together. "I'm already so wet," she panted. "Oh fuck. That feels so good."
"Yeah?" I asked. "It looks so good, too."
"Oh fuck," she hissed, pinching her clit between two of her fingers. "You like watching me, huh?"
I nodded, wondering if my jaw was slack and tongue was hanging out. That's what if felt like at least. "I love it."
She shook her head slowly, almost begging me to go for it. "I'm so fucking ready for you."
I dove into her, licking deep into her pussy right off the bad, leaving all other foreplay behind. I wanted her pussy so badly.
"Oh fuck!" she screamed, giggling at my ferocity.
"My God you taste so good," I panted between licks.
"Oh, daddy, you know how to make me feel so good."
"Such a wet, little pussy," I whispered, slipping my tongue side to side across her clit. "You like this?"
"Yeah," she nodded, her face contorting as pleasure washed over her. "Oh fuck!"
I captured her clit between my lips and gently sucked on it and pulled it, teasing it. "Mmhmm... oh yeah," I murmured.
"Oh... God yes."
"That tastes so good." I licked my finger and slid it inside her as my tongue batted her clit like a punching bag. It made her body shiver and shake and I knew she was close.
"Oh my God I'm gonna cum," she panted making a lovely melodic moan. "I'm gonna cuuummmm." Her body shook so beautifully, writhing below me on the table as I held my mouth on her wet lips, licking and sucking as her pussy flooded my face and mouth.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!"
I pulled my mouth from her, smiling, my face dripping with her cum as I kissed her inner thighs. Her eyes were closed, her head rolled back, her mouth open as she continued moaning softly, recovering.
"Was that ok?" I asked.
She looked at me and smiled, sitting up on her elbows. "Better than ok. But... I was just thinking, wouldn't it feel better if your cock was inside my pussy, daddy?"
My head kicked in and made me again doubt what we were doing. It was one thing to touch her... one thing to even taste her. But to fuck her. I wasn't sure I could do that again.
"Just don't think about it," she said, knowing exactly why I was hesitating. "Just say yes. I want you to put it inside me. Will you please? It'll feel so good... you just have to say yes."
"Ok... ok," I said, standing. I hooked my thumbs in the jeans I had slid on and my cock jutted out through the hole in my boxers. It was so hard it looked like it would have ripped right through them.
"Yes... oh fuck," she gushed, smiling as I carefully pushed my boxers down, letting my cock bounce free. I was hard... very hard.
I stepped closer to the table and grabbed her hips, pulling her closer to the edge as well.
"Yesss," she moaned as I slid my cock over her clit, feeling her heat and wetness cover my cock. She was shivering as I moved the head to her entrance and pushed.
"Ohhhh," I moaned. Her pussy felt so good, squeezing my shaft and feeling so hot. God she was incredible!
"Push it deeper!" she panted, watching as inch after inch slid into her. "Yesss! Ohhhh!"
"Yes," I nodded, sliding all the way into her before starting to grind against her, my thumb teasing her clit.
"Wow... oh fuck," she panted. I started sliding in and out of her, fucking her with a slow, steady rhythm, just feeling her pussy squeezing me. "Yeah," she smiled. "You like my little pussy, daddy?"
I nodded, panting. "Mmhmm."
"Oh, God yes," she moaned. "Oh my God you're stretching me out so much. God, I love this cock. You have the best cock, daddy."
"You feel so good, babygirl," I moaned, moving my hips a little faster, my hips lightly slapping against her ass. "You like that?"
She nodded and smiled, her brow furrowing with the pleasure that rolled over her, looking more beautiful than I'd ever seen her before. "Yeah... your dick is so big. It's gonna make me cum so good."
I shook my head, not believing just how good this felt. It was... beyond comprehension. "Oh fuck. Yes... oh my God, yes." I hooked my arms under her knees and grabbed her legs, bringing her even closer to me. Holding her hips up off the table like that, let me thrust even harder, slamming against her with full strokes.
"Oh fuck!" she moaned, gutturally. "I love it when you pound it into me like that... you're so deep."
"You like it?" I asked, panting above her, slamming into her ass with long, full strokes.
"Yes, daddy... I fucking love it," she hissed, writhing below me, so close to her orgasm. "You feel so good."
I kept up the same rate, pounding into her with long strokes, pulling out slowly, then thrusting in hard and fast. God, she felt too damn good. I reached down and grabbed her throat with one hand, choking her, pinching the blood vessels to make her light-headed.
It worked wonders. She grabbed my wrist with one hand, as if begging me to squeeze even harder as her other hand grabbed her breasts, pinching and pulling her nipples. "Yes, yes, yes! Fuck! Oh my God you're gonna make me cum again. Don't stop. Don't stop! God, daddy, you're gonna make me cum. Please make me cum for you. Please make me cum for you, daddy. Oh! Please don't stop! Oh! Oh! Daddy! Oh fuck I'm cumming!"
And she let loose another torrent of her cum, soaking my cock, balls, and thighs. It ran down my legs in rivulets even as I continued fucking her, although a little slower now.
"Oh my fucking God, you make me feel so good," she panted, still writhing below me. I don't think her orgasms ever stopped at this point. I think she just rolled from one into the next.
"Yeah," she panted, as I continued thrusting in deep once again. "Nice and deep just like that. I love feeling every inch of you."
"Fuck that feels so good," I panted, wanting to cum myself. "Yeah... yeah."
"Please daddy, I want to suck your cock so bad," she begged as she sat up. I pulled my cock from inside her and it pulsed, dripping with her cum.
She immediately slid off the table and dropped to her knees in front of me, grabbing my cock and stroking it. Then she slid it into her hot, wet mouth, her tongue sliding back and forth on the underside of the shaft. Her eyes were locked on me the whole time, watching me, watching my reactions, and sending shivers through me.
"Oh my God," I panted.
"I love my daddy's dick," she moaned, stroking me as she let her mouth off it for a moment.
"Yeah... suck on it," I moaned, caressing her cheek. "Oh fuck. You're so pretty." She started stroking and sucking faster, her mouth sliding up and down my cock so wonderfully, driving it deep. "Yeah... oh that's so nice."
"Mmhmm," she moaned, moving even faster.
"Wow, that feels so good. That's what daddy likes. You like my cock babygirl?"
"Mmhmm," she moaned again. She slid her mouth to the tip and held it there, sucking on the head and swirling her tongue all around it as her hands stroked below and played with my swollen balls.
"Oh fuck... yes," I panted. "Wow, you go so deep. That's fucking good.
"Mmhmm." She went back to bobbing her head up and down, her hand stroking and twisting with every move.
"Fuck yes... just like that," I panted. "Yeah. Oh that's so good."
She took her mouth off my cock and stroked me with both hands, holding the head at her mouth. She kissed and licked the tip occasionally, but seemed to enjoy using her hands for a while.
"I want all your cum, daddy," she panted, trying to drive me over the edge. "Yeah... give it to me. Give me that big load all over my tongue."
I watched her closely, watched her eyes looking up at me as her lips gently caressed the tip of my cock. It was so damn sexy!
"Oh God... keep stroking it like that," I panted. "I'm so close. Oh yeah. Oh yeah."
"You like that?" she asked, smiling up at me.
"Mmhmm!" I groaned loudly. "Oh fuck! Oh!" And suddenly my balls contracted violently again and again, spraying my cum into her waiting mouth. I watched her take it, swallowing as fast as she could as some leaked out the sides of her mouth and dribbled over her lips. "Oh my God! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!"
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," she said, stroking faster, trying to get every last drop. "Yeah! Yeah! Daddy!"
*****
For the next two weeks, through New Years, we had sex two to three times a day... slept in my bed every night... were physically playful... and bonded so deeply. On a whole other level. She did tell me at the end of our third day together that she was on the pill and that it would be difficult if not impossible to get her pregnant. That took a big load off my mind and made it so much easier to fuck her.
I couldn't believe how much I learned about her... far more than a father should ever know. I learned how she liked to be kissed... how she liked to be caressed. I learned what touch made her get goosebumps and made her instantly wet. I learned how to flick my tongue just as she came to make her cum even harder.
And she learned all the same things about me. We were closer in that sense than I was to my own wife.
But... it had to come to an end. It was at the end of the first week of the new year, after being alone together for two weeks that we finally got the news that mom would be coming home tomorrow.
It was just about 10pm that night. We were on the couch in the living room, watching a movie... well, a movie was playing on the TV, but neither one of us was really paying attention to it. I was on my knees on the floor, licking Emily's pussy.
"Oh fuck," she panted, loving how it made her feel. It was especially nice when I just took my time with her before bed, giving her big, beautiful, drawn-out orgasm.
I wasn't paying attention to the time because should have expected Kim, my wife, to call at 10pm as she did every night. She filled me in on all the details about how her mom was recovering. When the phone rang this time, I fumbled to dig into my sweatpants pocket to pull it out.
"Oh fuck... here... got it," I said, showing Emily that I found it.
She giggled. "I'll answer. You keep going."
I shook my head and smiled about how devious and downright dirty she was. She was completely naked on the couch, her feet on the edge with her knees pulled far apart. I started licking her again as she took the phone and answered.
"Hey mom!" she said, cheerfully. I couldn't hear my wife talking over the movie behind me, but got the gist of the conversation. "Yeah, he's here. I just grabbed his phone first. We're watching a movie. Oh," she panted and grabbed my head with one hand, throwing her head back, as my tongue stroked back and forth across her clit. "It's um... um... you know... one of the Star Wars movies. You know how, um... dad... gets at the uh... beginning... of... the... year."
She pulled the phone away from her mouth for a moment and looked down at me as if shocked that I had made her almost cum while she talked to her mother. "Fuck, that feels good!" she hissed as softly as she could. "You are so bad!"


I licked two fingers and slowly pushed them inside her as she continued the conversation, curling them up to tickle her G-spot as I licked her clit.
"Yeah... we, uh, we didn't do too much today," she panted. "Mostly hung around the house... yeah, we got a couple more inches here... Of course I'm listening to him... I'm doing everything he asks me to do," she giggled looking at me. I gave her clit a quick suck again and she nearly jumped. "Yeah... oh shit!... no, it was just the movie... yeah, he's right here. You want to... to talk to him?... Yeah... of course."
She handed me the phone as she closed her legs and moved to the floor, urging me to stand up. "You mister, are in for it," she whispered to me.
"Hey hun," I said. Emily grabbed the waistband of my sweatpants and pulled them down, followed by my boxers, exposing my hard shaft. I fell onto the couch and she quickly moved between my legs.
"Yeah, we're doing ok... yeah, I've been making some dinners, Emily has cooked a little, too... No, don't worry about us, we're doing fine. How's mom?"
Suddenly I felt Emily's mouth engulf my cock, deep-throating me.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
I threw my head back and pulled the phone from my mouth, praying she wouldn't hear my urgent pants and moans. The pleasure Emily was giving me was intense and I almost felt like I was going to pass out.
"Ok... that's good news... and dad's still doing ok?" My voice was stiff and breathless as I fought the orgasm she was driving me toward.
Emily finally pulled her mouth off me, leaving my cock so very wet, dripping with her saliva as she stroked it. I was so fucking hard. Then she stood and quickly slid into my lap. She lined my cockhead up with her hole and sat down on it, pushing me in deep.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned softly. "Tomorrow? They're doing that good?... Oh... um... yeah, that's great. It'll be good to have you home again." I looked at Emily to gauge her reaction.
Emily shook her head and frowned at me as she bounced on my lap, driving my cock in and out of her wetness. She put her hands on my shoulder to help keep her balance. "No! No! No!" she mouthed, sad.
"What, uh... what time do you... do you think?" I asked, barely able to talk without moaning. "Um... yeah... dinner time. Ok... just drive safe... ok?... Yeah... sure... mom sends you a hug and kiss, Emily."
"Thank you... mom," Emily hissed, trying to control her breathing. "I love... you... too." Her hips were moving rapidly, whether trying to make me cum or make herself cum, I wasn't sure.
"Goodnight," I moaned. "I love you, too!" I hung up the phone and tossed it onto the couch beside me. "Fuck you're gonna make me cum."
"I hope so... I want you to," she panted, stopping to grind her hips forward and back, grinding her clit into my pubic bone. Then she put her hand down and started fingering her clit while I fucked up into her.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" I moaned and came, my legs going stiff, driving my hips up and into her as far as I could.
"Shit!" she panted before holding her breath. Her fingers rapidly flicked her clit, driving herself into an orgasm too.
Our night was more sated after that. Emily sat in my lap as I hugged her and we finished the movie. We were both sad that our adventure was going to come to an end. We had tomorrow daytime... but that was going to have to be it.
We walked up the stairs to my bed for the last time, with Emily in my arms, her legs straddling my waist, my hands holding and squeezing her bare asscheeks. "I love you, babygirl. You know that, right?" I kissed her, passionately.
"Yeah, I do," she whispered, depressed. "I love you, too. I just wish..."
"I know," I interrupted her and kissed her again. "But we knew it had to end. We knew she was coming back."
"I don't care," she pouted. "I don't want it to end."
*****
We had the best sex of the two weeks together while in the shower the next morning and then on the bed in the afternoon, two hours before my wife was to arrive. I'd already washed and changed the sheets, but was going to have to do it again, now.
My wife pulled into the driveway at about 8pm. I grabbed my shoes and ran out into the garage to help carry in her luggage. When I met her, she hugged me and gave me a little kiss... something very different from what I would expect after being apart for two weeks. Our relationship was just not very... intimate.
"How was the drive?"
"I was ok," she said, walking into the kitchen. "There's definitely more snow here."
"It seems like you made good time at least."
"I did," she said. "Traffic was moving really good and they did a good job keeping up with the highway at least. The back roads still had a lot of issues."
Kim looked around. "Where's Emily?"
"I think she's in her room," I said. "Emily! Your mom's home!" I yelled to the ceiling.
Emily wandered down into the kitchen a few minutes later, just as Kim put the glass she was drinking from in the sink. "Hi baby!" she gushed.
"Hi." Emily was blunt and showed little to no emotion... at least not excitement at seeing her mom again.
"Wow... um... you ok?" Kim asked.
"Yes... I'm ok. Welcome home." She gave my wife a little hug and kiss and then ran back upstairs.
Kim looked at me. "What's up with her?"
I shook my head. "I don't know. She'll be ok."
"Well, it's been a really long day. I'm think I'm going to go to bed."
"Maybe you could use a little bubble bath... maybe a little... massage?" I asked, moving closer and smiling, obviously with something more on my mind.
"Maybe... but it'll probably put me to sleep. Why don't we just, you know, cuddle a little bit."
I nodded, frustrated. Every night for the past two weeks, my daughter and I made love like rabbits before bed. I enjoyed it. I was used to it and looked forward to it. And now... I was again being denied. It was hard to accept.
We slipped into bed, my wife wearing some very comfortable but very unflattering pajamas and I wearing my underwear, sleeping shorts and a t-shirt. She turned away from me as soon as she got under the covers and I put my arm over her, hoping to hug her and maybe tease her nipples. But she held her arm against her body, blocking me from any sexual contact. All I could do was hug her.
*****
Emily and I never did get together after her mom came home. She left a week later to head back to college for the next semester.
It was going to be almost another year... another Christmas... before we got to play again.
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Two hours later, we went and had dinner at the hotel restaurant. It was a nice place and we dressed up for it, the women in floral dresses and I in a Hawaiian shirt and dress slacks. I had Abi wear a little something special tonight. Just before we walked out the door, I smiled and held up the freshly lubed little vibrating egg that we loved to use so often when we went out. It had a powerful, little motor that was fairly quiet, and got her off easily.
Abi giggled and took it from my hand. "You're so bad," she smiled as she pulled up her short dress and moved her panties aside. She pressed it against her pussy and pushed it inside, leaving just the little tail exposed. She smoothed her dress just before we walked out the door.
We met Melissa in the hall and wandered down to the hotel restaurant where we were given a booth. I made sure Abi sat in the middle, between us. The booths in the restaurant were arranged so they all faced the same corner of the restaurant where large windows showed the beach and surf behind during the day. But, at dinner, a small stage was placed in the corner where a band played soft dinner music.
The way the booths were set up, no one in them could really look at any of the others, unless someone stood to leave. So it really felt private even though we were in a room full of people.
I felt Abi's hand caressing my leg under the table as we ordered some drinks and some local seafood dishes. I couldn't help but smile the entire time, looking back and forth between Melissa and Abi. During the entire dinner, we listened to the music and teased each other under the table.
Melissa must've known, but she didn't say a word, which surprised me a little.
Finally, the waiter took our dirty dishes away and brought us another round of drinks.
"I have to say," I started, picking up the wine the waiter had just left me, "it's wonderful that you let me come on this trip with the both of you. It's been a wonderful week so far. And I just wanted to thank you." I fished my hand in my pocket and pulled out the little remote control for Abi's egg.
"I'm glad you came, baby," Abi smiled, grabbing my hand and picking up her own glass to clink against mine.
Abi saw that I held the remote and giggled, especially when I pressed the button the first time and sent the first wave of pleasure through her body.
"You're welcome," Melissa said. "I'm glad it's gone better than I expected." She clinked her glass against mine and Abi's, too, although she didn't look as excited as Abi.
"The music is a really nice touch," I said, pressing the button again to turn up the intensity of the vibrations. I had this vibrator figured out pretty well and knew that if I worked it slow enough, Abi could last until the seventh button press before she became... well... overwhelmed.
I had just pressed the button the third time and Abi was having trouble sitting still. She kept squirming in her seat which made Melissa a little uncomfortable. She knew we were up to something, she just didn't know what.
"Mmm... oh yeah," Abi panted softly as we watched the band.
Melissa noticed her writhing. "Are you ok?"
"Yeah," Abi smiled. "It just feels so... you know... nice in here... and the music is... wow."
"Ok, but, uh... it looks like you're sweating... you sure you're ok? You're not coming down with something are you?
"I'm just a little... hot," Abi said, squirming a little more after I pressed the button the fourth time. "It's hard to sit still."
I laughed at her play at words and at her attempt to really hide her arousal.
Melissa looked at me. "Why are you grinning so much, Ryan?" she asked. "What are you two up too?"
"I'm smiling... just because," I said. "Like I said, I'm having a good time."
"Uh huh," she said, doubting me. She cocked her head for a moment, hearing something. "What is that... buzzing?"
"Oh... you hear that?" I laughed. "You have good ears. That's just our little... remote-controlled friend." I said the last piece quietly, looking around to make sure none of the other patrons heard me.
Melissa looked confused, glancing from me, to Abi, and back. "What do you mean a remote-controlled friend?" she whispered back.
"It's a... a vibrator," Abi whispered, giggling. "In my pussy. Controlled with a little... remote."
Melissa opened her eyes in shock as she realized what her daughter was talking about. "I can't believe you even have one of those let alone wear one in... in here."
"This is exactly... what it's meant for," Abi giggled softly, moaning as she gyrated her hips a little more. "Oh, you need to... fuck... to get one."
"She comes so hard with this little guy," I whispered, showing Melissa the remote and then pressing the button again to bring it up to five.
"Oh my God," Abi hissed as soft as she could, closing her eyes for a second as her body shook from intense vibrations. "Yeah, we've used it... several times before... when we've gone out. I swear I can... I can cum... and no one even knows... I have it in me." She was panting, so close to her orgasm and her normal intensity limit, and could barely talk without having to breath.
"Here," I smiled, holding the pink remote out for her to take. "You should try the remote."
Melissa hesitated taking it from me. "Try it for what?"
"Take it," I said firmly, giving her no choice but to comply.
Melissa was watching her daughter squirm between us, wondering if she was in pain, but watched her smile as the pleasure filled her body. She took the remote in her hand and looked at it. "Ok," she said, as if that's all I was going to ask of her.
"Just press the top button," I said, shaking my head slowly at her hesitation. Abi shook her head to encourage her.
"What's that gonna do?"
I looked at her and smiled. "It's going to make your daughter very, very happy," I whispered. "Press it and see."
Melissa pressed the top button to move it up to a six and it made Abi squirm even more. Her hips gyrated against the seat cushion and she leaned into her mom, grabbing her arm.
"Oh!" Abi moaned, breathing even harder, but trying not to make much noise. "Oh, mommy, that feels... so good. Keep doing that. Please. I'm so close."
I leaned forward, too, into Abi, sandwiching her body between Melissa and myself. My cock was so hard in my slacks watching Abi writhe in so my pleasure. I couldn't wait to get back to our room again. "Press it again."
Abi bit her lip and looked up at her mom. She was breathing heavily, almost ready to jump her mom and make love to her right in the middle of the restaurant. "Oh yeah! Oh my God. Keep doing it," she moaned as loud as she dared.
Abi suddenly slid her right hand between her legs and she started masturbating. Melissa was practically frozen in shock as her own daughter masturbated and writhed so close to her orgasm.
"No, no," I said, grabbing Abi's wrist and pulling her hand away when I noticed. "You know you're not allowed to touch."
"But daddy!" she protested, groaning a little too loudly. "I can't take much more." She closed her eyes as the pleasure was growing so high it was going to overwhelm her. "Oh yeah. That's good. That's so good. Make me cum."
"Press it one more time," I told Melissa.
She looked at Abi for a moment. Her eyes were closed and she was starting to drool. Abi's hips moved forward and back, trying to grind into something... anything... trying to get something to touch her clit, but there wasn't anything there. Melissa felt so powerful in that moment. She could either give Abi an orgasm or completely deny it.
Melissa was pretty sure that one more button press was going to make Abi explode in orgasm. And while she wanted to give her that pleasure... she was scared. They were in public! They'd be exposed, ridiculed... maybe even kicked out of the hotel.
"You two are crazy!" she said, shaking her head. "I can't believe I'm doing this." Suddenly, she pressed the button, pressing it twice just to make sure they weren't going to ask her to do it again, and then set the remote on the table in front of them, declaring that she was done with it.
I could feel Abi's body shaking uncontrollably from the core. It was like every nerve in her body had awakened. Even the whisps of air on her skin aroused her. "Cum for us," I whispered and, suddenly, she had a very explosive orgasm. I held her tight in my arms as she grabbed and hugged her mother.
She was grunting with every breath and held a fist in her mouth to try to keep from making too much noise. But she was cumming harder than ever before.
It seemed like it was going to last forever, with one orgasm flowing into the next with this level of stimulation. I grabbed the remote off the table and pressed the lower button several times until the vibrations stopped.
Abi seemed to be completely spent as she lay against her mother, with her eyes closed and a big smile on her face, breathing heavily. She kissed her mom's breast through her dress again and again and I could see Melissa's nipples grow very hard. She wasn't wearing a bra again.
Abi was like rubber as we paid our check and left the restaurant. Both Melissa and I draped our arms around her to help her walk. As we entered the hotel lobby from the restaurant, she almost fell, so I scooped her up into my arms. We rode up the elevator and walked down to our rooms.
Melissa helped unlock my door, reaching into my pants pocket to grab the key, then walked inside with me to put Abi on the bed.
"Thanks for helping me bring her in," I said as I started to turn her over to unzip her dress.
"She's going to be ok, right?" Melissa said, looking a little concerned.
"Oh, yeah... she'll be fine," I reassured her, smiling. "She just had a long day today." I got her dress unzipped and asked Melissa to help me take it off her. Both of us worked in concert to move her body and get the material completely off. I grabbed her soaked panties and pulled them off, too, then pulled the covers down enough where we could get her in bed with the covers over her.
Melissa bent over, kissed her forehead, and whispered good night. Then she started walking to the door dividing our two rooms. "I probably should get to bed, too. I had a long day as well."
"I know you have," I smiled.
"Shit. What's that supposed to mean?" She stopped in the middle of the room, looking at me challengingly.
"It means I know what you've were up to this afternoon, that's all. And it was truly... truly impressive. I didn't know you had all that in you."
Melissa looked at me a little shocked and a little upset. But she had to know that I would somehow find a way to either watch or record what had happened.
"You told me to," she spat. "You didn't leave me much choice. You know... you're a piece of shit."
I laughed softly. "Well, my day wouldn't be complete without you telling me that."
"What did you do? Hide in the room somehow?"
"Something like that," I laughed. "But the point I'm trying to make is that Abi had more orgasms today than, I think, any day in her life. And a lot of that is thanks to you."
"Uh huh. You can perv out on it all you want. But just remember... I love my daughter. More than you'll ever understand. Everything I do for her is because I love her."
"Oh, no, I saw the kind of love you have for her. It was... incredible." I stopped for a second, smiling. "After you left, I spent the next hour giving her even more orgasms just reliving what happened."
She shook her head, obviously not happy that I kept reminding her what she and Abi did. While she enjoyed what happened, and did love her daughter very much, she wished I knew nothing about it. At least... none of the details.
"You can just forget what you think you know or think you saw. And you can forget taking her virginity."
"Well... taking her virginity was never a goal, to tell you the truth," I said. "I truly love Abi."
"Uh huh," Melissa said, doubting me. "It won't matter in just a few days."
"The point is... I still have a few days," I smiled, stepping closer to her. "And I really wanted to thank you... properly... for what you did for your daughter today."
Melissa seemed frozen in place as I approached, my taller frame dominating her. I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed her back towards the door separating our rooms. In seconds, her back hit and she was trapped.
"What do you mean 'thank me'?" she whispered, sounding scared and excited.
I strummed the back of my fingers back and forth across her hardened nipples, through her dress. "I thought I could give you a couple orgasms as a... reward." I pinched her nipples between my fingers and she moaned, closing her eyes, her legs buckling slightly.
I leaned down and kissed her, ferociously... hungry for her. Our tongues battled for dominance as our lips met again and again. Her dress was sleeveless with a swath of material coming over her chest and fastening around her neck. My hands wound behind her head to unfasten the loop there and I pulled the material down, exposing her breasts.
I palmed her breasts, squeezing them and pinching and pulling her nipples, making her moan while she kissed me.
My hands moved down her body, grabbing and pulling at her dress, lifting it. I then slid to my knees in front of her and pushed her dress up and out of the way.
"Oh my God," she panted excitedly.
She was wearing a navy blue thong that made my mouth water. My fingers hooked into the waistband and tugged them down her legs and they fell to the floor. She stepped out of them and I tossed them aside. Holding her dress up once more, I leaned forward and kissed her stomach, just above her pussy.
She moaned again as my lips made contact and she felt the heat of my breath against her skin. My kisses moved lower until I was kissing her bare, swollen clit. I tongued it slowly and continued kissing it, truly worshiping it.
I pushed her leg with one hand, demanding that she move it to widen her stance and she did. My kisses and licks slid into her pussy, through her swollen labia and I tasted her. She was so very wet, anticipating a quick orgasm.
"Yes," she moaned. "Oh my God, that's so good." Her fingers entwined in my hair as she held my head against her. Her hips started moving as my tongue dug into her molten flesh.
She moaned louder as I pulled away and stood. Her eyes were opened wide, not understanding why I stopped. I grabbed her shoulders and moved her back to the bed where Abi was sleeping. I pushed her, forcing her to bend over at the end of the bed. Then I moved to my knees again. I pushed her legs again, widening her stance then grabbed her ass cheeks, pulling them apart, and started licking.
I rimmed her ass for a moment, sliding two fingers deep into her pussy, twisting and thrusting them while she moaned. She was forced to look at her daughter's sleeping form as she received pleasure from me. I could only imagine what was going through her mind.
Her breasts swayed beneath her, falling to the bed. Her nipples scraped across the bedspread, getting teased harder and harder with each slight move she made.
I sat back again, grabbed one of her legs, and put it up on the bed beside her, so that her legs were about ninety degrees apart. Then I started licking her clit, batting it with my tongue as I continued fingering her, teasing her G-spot.
"Oh my God, how in the hell do you do that?" she asked, writhing on my face. "Oh fuck... oh fuck... I'm cumming!" she said loudly. "Oh fuck! Oh fuck!"
Her body shook and her hips dropped down onto my face a little as she came, her fluids gushing out onto my hand and dripping onto my tongue.
I laughed softly as I stood, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. Thinking we were done, she dropped her leg to the ground as I walked over to the bedside table and opened the drawer. "I think you need to have as many orgasms as I can give you, so you can sleep just as deeply as your daughter." I grabbed rope and the wand vibrator and walked back to her.
Her eyes opened wide when she saw the assortment of items in my hands. "What are you going to do with those?" she whispered, scared.
Putting the rope and wand in one hand, I grabbed her arm with my free hand and forcibly walked her towards the adjoining door to go back to her room.
"You're about to find out," I laughed softly.
*****
I was pretty tired as I walked back into my room at 1am. Melissa had been pretty ready and willing to do whatever I wanted when we got into her room and I took the opportunity to tie her hands and feet to the bedframe, leaving her very open and exposed.
I could tell that she wanted to stop me. On the surface, she didn't want to be tied up. She didn't want to seem like 'that kind of girl', but it intrigued her and somewhat excited her. So she thought she could just let me lead. She could always claim later that she never wanted it... that I forced myself on to her.
But I knew the truth. She was as submissive as her daughter. She enjoyed being dominated and used.
Once she was fully secured, I used the wand to, first, tease her, moving her to the brink of orgasm again and again. She begged and pleaded for me to let her cum, but I denied her.
Then I turned it around and forced orgasm after orgasm upon her, never letting it stop. Her body turned into one big erogenous zone, so easily made to orgasm with every touch and she begged me to stop making her cum, to stop the orgasms.
When I finally had enough fun for one night, I untied her, covered her, and let her fall asleep while I went back to my own room to go to sleep with Abi.
*****
I was a little surprised, but very pleased, to feel Melissa's mouth sliding up and down my shaft early Thursday morning. Before, she was told that she had to do it to keep me from fucking her daughter and taking her virginity. Now that she thought that was off the table, she had no reason to keep doing it... except that she enjoyed it.
The sun was just coming up, it's light just starting to fill the room and I could see her leaning over the side of the bed. She was still naked, her breasts swaying below her as she worked. Her mouth and hand were sliding up and down my shaft in a wonderful rhythm, her hand twisting slightly with each stroke.
"Good morning," I whispered, smiling down at her.
She looked up and surprised me by smiling back. "Good morning," she replied, taking a second to free her mouth, then instantly sliding my cock back inside.
"Oh," I moaned softly, feeling my dick get harder and harder very quickly. She truly was getting better at sucking me every single day. "Fuck."
Abi was laying next to me, naked, laying on her side with her head on her pillow, her arm draped over my torso. I knew she felt every little move I made, so it didn't surprise me when I felt her arm move, felt her fingers stroke my chest.
She sat up onto her elbow and looked down to see her mom sucking on my cock. "That's my job," she whined softly.
"I know, baby," I said, pulling her into a quick kiss. "But your mom needs a little training so we'll let her do this for now. And as my number one girl, you need to make sure that both of you keep my happy. Do you understand? Can you do that?"
"Yes, sir," she said softly.
I kissed her again and she moved so that she could rest her head on my chest and watch her mom. She watched for a minute, making eye contact with her mom. Melissa seemed embarrassed to be caught like this, but didn't stop.
"Here... my turn," Abi said as she moved down my body. In seconds, Melissa let Abi take control of sucking and stroking my shaft while she watched. Abi's mouth slid up and down my shaft several times before pulling off it again.
"Kiss him," she ordered her mom. Melissa looked at me, as if asking if that was ok, and I smiled. She moved higher up the side of the bed and then leaned down and kissed me. I reached out and palmed one of her dangling, swaying breasts, squeezing it and pinching the nipple. She moaned softly into our kiss.


"Try this again," Abi said, getting into her role as the number one girl.
"Ok," Melissa moaned as she stopped kissing me and moved down and took my shaft in her hand. She stroked me for a moment before sliding her mouth over the head once more. Abi grabbed the hair on the back of Melissa's head and pushed and pulled, moving Melissa's head to her rhythm.
"Now... go deep," Abi said, pushing Mellissa's head down as far as she could, driving my cock to the edge of her throat.
GLUG
Melissa sputtered and fought Abi, pulling her head back and off my cock.
"Definitely need more training," Abi said, grabbing and stroking my wet shaft. "You need to relax more. Like this."
Abi slid my cock into her mouth and moved lower and lower with each second. My cock slid into her throat
GLUG GLUG GLUG
"Oh my God!" Melissa smiled in amazement. Her daughter was really good at this.
My cock was covered in spit and Melissa used it as her lubricant, her hand sliding up and down my hard shaft.
"Try again," Abi commanded.
"Ok," Melissa said, sliding her tongue over the head for a moment before sliding me deep inside once again.
Abi grabbed her head again, forcing it lower and lower onto my cock. "Yeah, that's it," she said.
I could feel my cock enter her throat and feel Melissa fight it a little. But Abi held her firmly, trusting that she'd figure it out.
"Relax into it," Abi said.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
Abi cheered, clapping her hands. "Yeah! Just like that!"
Melissa pulled off, spit dripping from her mouth, covering my cock, as her hand jerked me. She was smiling from Abi's compliment, proud of her own achievement.
Abi then moved close. "You take that side. I have this side." She pursed her lips and, turning her head sideways, slid them up and down one side of my shaft while Melissa slid her lips up and down the other side, sandwiching my cock between their lips.
I was in heaven just watching, both girls working my cock and balls over with their mouths and hands, tongues stroking up and down, mouths engulfing me. I felt my orgasm get closer and closer. "Oh, fuck! That's so hot!" I moaned.
Abi suddenly took control again, sliding her hand up and down my shaft rapidly, while she sucked on just the head. "Give us your cum, daddy," she panted.
"Oh fuck," I moaned. "Shit... here it... Unh! Unh! Unh!" I groaned as I shot my load into Abi's waiting mouth. She didn't seem to be swallowing this time, though. This time, she seemed to be storing it all up in her mouth. A little leaked out the corners of her mouth as she rose up. She brought her hand to her mouth as if to help hold it all inside.
She turned towards her mom and grabbed her head with both hands. She turned her head a little and then kissed her, opening her mouth and Melissa's mouth to slide all of my cum into Melissa's mouth. I watched as their tongues worked, pushing all of the cum into Melissa's mouth.
They separated a moment and Abi giggled as Melissa seemed to strain keeping the cum in her mouth. Then they kissed again, this time Melissa passing my cum back to Abi. When they broke this time, Abi was having a little trouble. My cum was leaking from the corners of her mouth and she used her fingers to scrape it and feed it back to Melissa, the older woman sucking and licking her fingers clean.
Then Abi kissed her one more time, passing my cum back to Melissa. This time, though, Abi stepped back when they broke the kiss, telling Melissa that it was all hers. Her mom accepted the gift and swallowed as Abi and I watched.
When it was gone, Abi kissed her, then kissed me. Then she directed her mom to kiss me before letting her free. "We'll see you at 10am."
Her mom looked a little shy and walked back to her room. Abi slid back into bed next to me.
"Did I do ok?" she asked.
I kissed her. "You did great, beautiful. That was sexy as hell."
Abi's face lit up with a wide smile and she laid her head on my shoulder.
"I think today's going to be a good day," I whispered, kissing her forehead and wrapping my arms around her.
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Christmas Vixen, Part 3
I didn't see a lot of Emily over the next year. She spent a lot of time at school, and at most of the holidays in between, she'd come home and then run off with her friends. Without time to talk to her... really talk to her... about where things stood between us, I got the impression that the fun we had last year at Christmas was just a one-time thing.
So when Christmas rolled around again the next year, we talked and acted as if we were just dad and daughter once more. It bothered me. It shouldn't have, but it did. I mean we... really... bonded last year. We got as close as two human beings could get. I hated losing that.
But... we WERE dad and daughter. I had to face that fact.
On Christmas Eve, while my wife finished up wrapping presents and then going to bed like she did every single Christmas Eve, I stole down to the basement. It was my habit to go to the basement late at night, to watch the news and the late shows. I sat in my favorite chair, dressed in my pajama bottoms and a t-shirt, reclined, sipping a little beer.
It was about 11pm when I heard the door open and heard Emily padding down the stairs. She was wearing her robe. This one blank and sexy, was down to her knees, and was tied tight. It looked like she was comfortable and ready for bed.
As she normally did since she was a little girl, she slid into my lap once again. She was basically sitting on the arm of the chair, turned a little sideways to face towards me and we watched the news start with the top stories of the night.
"Two local men were in the Christmas spirit this year as they stood outside the mall this afternoon, in the snow," the news anchor said. The video showed the two men standing by the mall entrance, one holding a red bucket filled with candy canes. "They weren't there to shop or to protest... they were only there to sing Christmas carols and hand out candy canes." The video then showed the two singing a Christmas carol in harmony as several shoppers stopped to watch.
"What do you think daddy?" Emily asked. "Are you in the Christmas spirit yet?"
I nodded, idly watching the TV still. "Kind of."
"Only kind of?" she asked, toying with the front of my t-shirt. "At least it's snowy this year."
"Yeah. I like snow at Christmas, too."
"And... at least I get to sit with you," she giggled.
"Aren't you tired?" I asked. She didn't normally sit up to watch the news with me.
"No... not really," she smiled. "I'm excited. I feel good. It's so nice down here with you."
"Yeah," I nodded. "It's quiet and private. That's why I like it. It lets me escape a bit. Your mom doesn't come down here much."
"Well, I like being with you like this." She laid her head on my chest as if listening to my heart beat. That made her playful, stroking fingers move down to my belly, stroking around my belly button. Unfortunately, that was getting close to my cock. I tried not to think of that, tried to just be a dad... but in trying to not think about it, it was all I could think about and I started sporting a pretty good hardon.
"Yeah, it's nice," I said, squirming a little to find a better position for my growing shaft. "Just like old times."
"Should I put on some Christmas music?"
"Please no," I answered quickly. "I get a lot of that all day long."
I listened to the anchor again as Emily became quiet. "A wreck on the highway this afternoon caused all sorts of traffic delays for holiday travelers this evening. The wreck, between a semi and a car, left one dead and two seriously injured. Police cleared the area at around 7pm, but the backed up traffic took hours more to flow freely."
"Do you have all your presents wrapped?" Emily asked.
"Yeah... that's usually your mom's job and she's definitely on it," I laughed. "The one or two that I wrap are for the presents I bought for her."
Emily giggled. "Spoken like a true husband."
"Yeah... I suppose that's true."
"We can... you know... unwrap some presents tonight," she said, raising her head to look at me. "If you want."
"Presents?" I asked. "What presents? Your mom will be pissed if we..."
"Not those presents, daddy," she interrupted. "These presents." She sat up and untied the sash around her waist, then opened her robe and let it fall to the floor behind her. She was completely naked underneath, her nipples hard and pointed.
"Like... this..." She spun in my lap to sit facing me, her legs spread wide, hanging over the arm rests, showing me... everything. Her pussy was so beautiful. So perfectly shaped. Her bush was trimmed into a nice triangle above her swollen clit.
"Oh wow... honey," I said, looking at her then trying to look away as if I didn't want to see her naked body in front of me. But I couldn't look away for long. "I don't know about that."
"Why?" she asked. She started fingering her pussy while I watched, transfixed.
"Babygirl... you know what that does to me," I said.
"Yeah... I do." She raised her fingers between us, showing me how wet they were, then put them against my lips, pushing them inside my mouth. I tasted her again and couldn't help but want more. Much more!
"Come on," she said, sliding her fingers along my erection. It was just below her pussy and stood out very obvious in my pajama bottoms. "Can I unwrap my present now?"
I shook my head, slowly, unsure of myself. My hands were shaking I wanted her so badly. "I... I don't know."
"I want to do it again, daddy," she said, her fingers stroking my shaft more firmly now. "It felt really good. Didn't you like it?"
"Yeah... I really liked it," I said. "How is it that you make me feel like this? I just... I don't know if it's right. You know your mom's..."
"I think it is," she said, grabbing the waistband of my bottoms. "You just think about it too much, daddy." She slid off my lap and dropped to her knees to the floor between my legs. "It's just you and me. Please?" she said, tugging at my bottoms to pull them off.
I lifted my hips and helped her pull my pajama bottoms and boxers down, exposing my throbbing erection. She wasted not time at all, grabbing the shaft and kissing and licking up and down my length, whimpering with need.
She slid me into her mouth and moved up and down my shaft for a moment before pulling free and stroking it. "Daddy, you taste so good." Her tongue swirled around the head and she flicked the tip of her tongue underneath, playing with all the sensitive spots.
"Oh babygirl," I moaned. She was really good at teasing me.
"I really like your cock, daddy," she giggled.
"Yeah? You like that?"
"Yeah, I love playing with it." She sucked on just the head, her eyes locked with me, watching my every reaction as her hand stroked underneath.
"Oh my God," I moaned.
The pulled my cock from her mouth and slapped her cheek with it a few times, showing me just how big my shaft was in relation to her face. She obviously loved the size of it. "I think me and your cock look good together," she giggled.
Then suddenly, she slid me all the way into the back of her throat, gagging a little
GLUG GLUG GLUG
I was forced to roll my head back and close my eyes for a second as the pleasure overwhelmed me. "Oh fuck... that feels so good! Oh my God, yes!" I was panting and couldn't believe she was giving me this much pleasure.
"I think Santa's coming soon," she giggled. "You think I've been a good girl this year, daddy?"
I laughed. "I'm thinking you're certainly on the naughty list at the moment."
She smiled. "I like that list."
I let her suck on me for a minute more, but then decided I'd had enough. I wanted... no, I needed... to taste her now. I put my hands on her shoulders and stood, indicating that she was done for now. Then I helped her up and helped her sit in the chair while I knelt on the floor in front of her. I lifted each of her legs, putting them on the arms of the chair to spread her very open.
In seconds I was licking her pussy again, and loving every second of it. She tasted so good, so sweet and fresh. I'd love to stay right here for hours if I could.
"I hope you like your present, daddy," she giggled.
"Mmhmm," I moaned softly. "I absolutely love it."
"Your tongue on me feels so good," she panted and I slashed back and forth across her swollen clit.
"Oh shit... oh my God," she panted, holding her breasts and playing with her nipples while watching my every move. "Yeah. You're so good with that tongue. Oh fuck."
"Mmhmm... God you're so wet," I moaned.
I sucked her labia into my mouth, pulling and nibbling on each one making her hips gyrate in pleasure. "Oh my God. Yeah, like that. Oh there, right there."
"Oh shit, you taste so sweet."
As I moved back to her pussy, I slid my tongue as deep as I could into her hole, tongue-fucking her. "Fuck that feels so good. Oh my God, what the fuck? Oh yes... yes."
"Tell me what you like," I said, smiling up at her as I continued licking.
"I like it when you lick it like that," she panted. "That feels really, really, really good."
"Licking?" I asked, swirling my tongue around her clit. "Or sucking?" I surrounded her clit with my lips and sucked again and again, repeatedly tugging and releasing her clit like a little cock.
"Oh my God... suck on my clit like that!"
I laughed at her eagerness. "Want me to put a finger in you?"
She nodded rapidly, definitely interested in that. "Yes... oh shit!"
I licked my middle finger and slowly pushed it into her hole as I continued licking her. When it was fully inserted, I wiggled it a little, then started fingering her.
"Just like that," she panted. "That feels so good. Oh... fuck yes... that's amazing."
I smiled up at her, enjoying seeing her writhing below me. "Is that good?"
She nodded quickly. "Yeah," she panted, her hips moving in concert with my fingering.
"Are you sure?" I smiled, teasing her.
"I'm positive!" she nearly screamed. "That feels amazing! Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Fuck, fuck, yes! You're going to make me cum like that! Oh shit! Oh God... oh God... I'm cumming! Oh fuck!"
Her entire body stiffened as I latched onto her clit again and sucked. Her body was shaking uncontrollably as she came, soaking my hand, neck, and chest. I loved to feel her warm girl-cum on my skin and loved to feel how much pleasure I could give her.
"Please," she whispered, looking up at me, holding her fist to her mouth to keep from screaming.
"Please what?" I teased, sitting up and slowly stroking her thighs with my fingertips. Her body was flushed and her nipples were so hard and pointed, almost angry-looking.
"Oh... please daddy... slide it into me," she begged, her eyes moving between my cock and my face.
"What do you want me to do?" I smiled, giggling.
"Slide your fucking cock into my pussy!"
"Are you sure?"
She nodded, smiling, enjoying my teasing but definitely wanting my cock. "Yes daddy. Oh God, please!"
I moved my hips forward and set the head of my cock against her wetness. I slowly moved my hips forward and back, letting my cock slide along the outside of her pussy, getting it wet and letting her feel it.
"Please!" she whispered.
When I pushed forward this time, I used my hand to redirect my shaft into her hole, driving inch after inch into her.
"Oh fuck yes!" I moaned, feeling her pussy squeezing my shaft. "Oh, that feels so good babygirl."
She nodded, closing her eyes for a second to feel my cock splitting her open once again. "Fuck yes! Your cock feels so fucking good."
I'd teased her enough at this point and didn't waste time working up a good rhythm fucking her. She was so wet already I knew I'd teased her enough.
"Shit!" she panted. "Fuck me! Yes!"
I was breathing heavy now, working up a pretty good sweat myself. Her pussy was warm and wet and gripped my shaft like a leather glove. It was heaven. "Yeah... yeah..."
"Oh daddy!" she moaned, moving her hips in concert with mine. "Slide it so deep inside me! Oh, you're so good at that. You fuck me so good! You're so deep... oh fuck, going in an out of me feels so good. Just like that. Just like that. Ohhhh yes... so fucking good."
I could tell she was getting close to cumming. Her chest was flushing again, her breathing was getting choppy with each exhale a moan. Her body was beginning to shake uncontrollably.
"Don't stop! Don't stop! Oh daddy! Right there! Yes, yes, yes!" She lost it again as her body writhed and shook uncontrollably. Her cum squirted all over my cock and abdomen, and dripped down my thighs.
I slowed my fucking, but didn't stop. At first her pussy tried to squeeze me out of her. Then it was squeezing my cock, trying to milk me dry and I continued to move in and out of her.
"Are you going to cum for me, daddy?" she asked after a moment's rest. I was amazed at how fast she could recover and be ready for more.
I nodded, feeling my balls start to squeeze the cum out of me. "Yeah... I'm cumming babygirl"
She nodded, excited. "Oh yes... fuck yes."
"Ohhh yes," I moaned, closing my eyes for a moment. I was so close. "Oh my God... right there... just like that. You want me to cum for you?"
She nodded again, her face contorted in urgent, excited desire. "Yes... cum for me... fill my pussy, daddy. Oh my God it's so big!"
"Oh shit!" I growled. "Right there!" Suddenly I felt my body just erupt, blowing my cum right out of me. "Unh! Unh! Unh! Oh my... fucking... God."
When I felt it finally stop, I pulled my dripping wet cock out of her and rubbed it over her clit.
"Do you fuck mom like that?" she giggled.
I laughed, shaking my head. "No... not in a long, long time."
"Good," she said, sliding down to the floor and sliding my cock into her mouth. "I like being your special girl, daddy."
*****
With her mom home so much over the few weeks Emily was home from college, we weren't able to spend much time alone together. I'd, sadly, have to wait another full year to be with her again like that.
*****
I have to admit that on our third Christmas together I was now anticipating what we both wanted and what we were going to do. Emily had been home for two days, but as I sat in the basement in my chair on Christmas Eve, I slowly masturbated, waiting for her to come downstairs.
Like last year, it seemed like Christmas Eve was the only time we were going to be able to be together before she headed back to school.
Her time at home for Christmas break, though, was as wonderful as I expected. Our one, absolutely wonderful night, our Christmas Eve rendezvous was becoming a habit that I was becoming addicted to. I never wanted it to end!
*****
Our fourth Christmas together, though, was a game-changer. Emily had told us six months or so ago that she was seriously dating a guy named Nick, and by Christmas it had been just over a year. It sounded like things were going extremely well between them and everyone was expecting Nick to propose to her within several months.
Both of them had just graduated college last spring, so schooling wasn't going to be an issue. Most of the decisions they were going to face now where what they were going to do for jobs and where were they going to live.
I have to say, I was jealous. I didn't like to hear that my babygirl had some other guy taking care of her. That was my job... wasn't it? Maybe I was getting confused about my relationship with Emily. But when I closed my eyes and thought of him... thought of him touching her... I bristled with jealousy. She was mine!
So, given all that, I was in a bad mood on Christmas Eve, sitting in the basement once again, drinking a beer. I wasn't too surprised when Emily came down the stairs, wearing her robe once more. I mean, I was a little surprised, now that she had a serious boyfriend and soon to be fiancé. She didn't need me any more.
But she crawled up into my lap as she'd done so many times before, her hand instantly stroking my chest again.
Unfortunately, I didn't really acknowledge her... I didn't hug her or anything. We sat like that in silence for about five minutes before she couldn't take any more.
"I haven't seen you in forever, daddy," she said, smacking me on the chest. "Don't treat me like a stranger."
"I'm not... I mean," I nodded and closed my eyes for a moment, realizing just what my actions must seem like from her point of view. "I don't mean to seem like you're a stranger." I wrapped my arm around her again and she put her ear on my chest once more.
"So how are you doing?" I asked the first question that popped into my head.
She looked up at me and frowned as if that was one of the worst questions I could ever ask her. "I came all this way to be with you, you know."
"I know," I said. "I'm trying. It's just... how's Nick? Any new news?"
She frowned again. "How's it going with mom? Any new news?" she asked, mocking me. "Seriously, daddy," she pouted, sitting up a little. "Nick has nothing to do with us."
I closed my eyes and let out a deep breath. "Ok, ok," I said.
"You need to, like, relax. Loosen up a little bit." She playfully tousled my hair.
"Don't mess with my hair," I said, pushing her arm away. "You know I don't like that."
"Loosen up!" she said, smiling at me.
"I'm loose," I said.
"That's not loose. This is." She suddenly opened her robe and pressed her bare chest and boobs into my face. "Do you seriously just want to watch TV all night? This is going to be a long evening. When did you become such an old fuddy-duddy?"
"I'm not an old fuddy-duddy," I complained.
"Come on, aren't I fun?" She started tickling me with both hands, making me squirm a little until I grabbed her wrists and held them away from me.
"Yeah, you're fun," I said, forcing a little smile, and let go of her arms.
"You still seem a little uptight," she said. "So... you really like it when I do this, huh?" She tousled my hair again and fought me as I again grabbed her wrists.
"No!" I cried. "Don't do that! I don't do that to your hair."
She was giggling like a little schoolgirl, obviously having fun teasing me. She reached forward as if she was going to do it again, but I brought my hands up defensively.
"Stop. Don't."
She reached down and grabbed my cock through my pajama bottoms instead. Her palm pressed against it, stroking it.
"Don't... what?" she challenged.
"Don't mess with me. I'll tickle you." I paused for a moment, waiting to see what she was going to do next, then suddenly grabbed at her sides and under her arms, tickling her. My hands moved rapidly from one spot to the next, avoiding her defenses.
"Oh shit!" she laughed, writhing in my lap to try to avoid my hands.
"See?"
"Hey! That's not fair," she pouted.
And I attacked her again, tickling her as she writhed in my lap and laughed.
"That's what you get," I said, suddenly stopping.
"Yeah? This is what I get?" she asked, suddenly grabbing and stroking my cock.
"What are you doing?" I asked, getting aroused and feeling my cock grow even harder.
"Just tickling you," she giggled.
"That's not exactly tickling."
"What would you call it?" she asked, smiling.
"You probably shouldn't do that," I said calmly.
"Do what?" she asked as she slowly untied her robe and slipped it off. She was as naked and as beautiful as ever. "There's probably a lot of things we shouldn't do in life. But it would be boring to live that way. I think you need to live a little."
She grabbed her A-cup breasts and leaned forward, lifting up slightly, sliding her very hard nipple along my lips. I greedily accepted it, sucking on it and sliding my tongue over and around it. She mewled as she looked down, watching me, watching my mouth and tongue love her. After a minute, she twisted her body and switched to her other nipple, then back again.
"Oh," she moaned. "Oh yeah. I love watching you do that. You make my nipples so hard."


Her nipples were perfect... like little rocks on the tip of her flesh. They were so hard but so very sensitive. Every lick, every suck... every nibble... made her moan deliciously.
Then she sat back a second and surprised me by rising to her feet, standing on the arms of the chair. "You want to taste your babygirl?" she asked as she moved her pussy closer to my mouth, resting her knees on the back of the chair beside my head.
"God damn that looks so good," I moaned, staring at her very wet and swollen flesh.
"Come here... taste me... lick my pussy, daddy."
As soon as it came close enough, I started licking and sucking her pussy with abandon. I grabbed her ass, sliding my hands between her legs, squeezed it, and pulled her into my mouth even more. I felt her hips gyrate, felt her ass squeeze as she enjoyed my tongue slashing across her clit again and again.
"Mmm... uhhh... uh huh," she panted. She grabbed my head with one hand to help balance herself as she pushed her pussy into me, using her bodyweight to force my tongue even deeper.
"Oh yes, that feels so good," she panted. "Yeah... fuck, you eat my pussy so good."
I slid my tongue lower, sliding it into her hole, licking as deep inside her as I could. Her pussy was leaking all over my tongue and face, dripping into my mouth, driving me even more crazy.
"Mmm," I growled, capturing her labia with my lips so that I could suck and nibble on them.
"Yes, that's so hot," she moaned.
As soon as my lips surrounded her clit, her hips gyrated faster and she started grinding into my mouth.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" she panted, getting more and more excited. She pulled back just before she came, teasing me to no end. She carefully slid to the floor and sat on her knees between my legs. She grabbed the waistband of my pajama bottoms and tugged on them, trying to pull them off me. I lifted my hips and helped her take them down and off my legs.
My cock was so hard and stood tall and proud, the head an angry red. "You see what you do to me?" I asked.
She smiled as her fingers wrapped around the shaft and she started stroking me. "You're so hard."
"And it's all your fault," I moaned. Her hand felt so good on my cock. I didn't know if I could last very long.
She licked around the head, making a few circles, then sucked on the head for a second, her hand still stroking below it. Then she suddenly stopped and sat back on her heels.
"I don't know," she said, "maybe we should just watch a movie and go to bed."
I looked at her, wild-eyed, completely surprised by her change in behavior. "What? What do you...?"
When she saw my strained expression, she giggled and smiled. "What? You want some more?"
"Yes Goddamnit!" I growled. "Don't you fucking stop now!"
"Now you're finally starting to live," she giggled, her fingers wrapping around the shaft and stroking it again. Then she slid it into her mouth, bobbing her head up and down as she slid it in and out several times.
"Oh, you look so pretty with that cock in your mouth," I said, slowly shaking my head in disbelief. No one had ever had me wanting them this badly before. She was driving me absolutely crazy!
"You like sucking cock, don't you?" I panted.
"Mmhmm, I do," she admitted, smiling up at me. "And you're not like those little boys in college. You're a big man with a nice, big, fat cock."
"Faster... yeah, that's it," I suggested as she continued sucking and stroking my shaft. She was the sexiest woman alive in my eyes. "Show me those pretty eyes." She looked up at me, her beautiful brown eyes looking so sexy right now. Her mouth was opened wide and her lips stretched to encircle my cock.
"Oh yeah. Yeah... hold it and stroke just at the top... over the head." She smiled and used one hand to hold my cock at the base, holding it straight up, while she used the other to squeeze and stroke the top third, twisting with every stroke. Her hand swirled over the head every time it rose to the top, sending sudden shivers through me, making me jump a little.
"Like that?"
"Yeah... holy shit that's so good," I moaned.
"Yeah?" she asked, smiling, pleased that she was making me feel so good.
"What's the back of your throat feel like?" I asked, smiling down at her.
She smiled back, excited that I was really getting into this. "I thought you'd never ask." She slid her mouth deep down my shaft until I felt the entrance to her throat.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
"Oh my fucking God," I panted, feeling my legs shake. I absolutely loved the feeling of being so deep in her mouth, so deep that she couldn't even breathe.
She had pushed me so deep into her mouth that she started gagging a little, then rose up, spit dripping down from her chin as she continued stroking me. She spat into her hand to help stroke my shaft better.
"I do like your big cock," she admitted, her hand almost a blur. "It feels really good in my mouth, daddy. But I think I want to feel it in my pussy again, too."
She giggled as I groaned in protest. She started standing, smiling down at me. She crawled up onto my lap and then crawled forward. Grabbing my shaft, she slid the head of my cock back and forth through her pussy, then held it still as she grinded into it.
Her pussy was so hot and wet and made my cock crave her. I was about ready to yell when she finally pushed it inside her.
"Oh fuck," she moaned, her hips moving up and down, sliding my cock in and out of her wetness. "Ah! Uh huh..."
"Oh my God, I can't believe we're doing this again," I panted, my hands resting on her hips. She started moving faster, grinding and bouncing more, obviously excited.
"Oh fuck yes!" she moaned loudly.
"Oh yeah, fuck me babygirl," I panted.
"Fucking give me that cock, daddy!" she yelled. "Oh yes! Oh my God! I'm gonna cum!"
It didn't take long for her body to start shaking. I grabbed her breasts, letting her nipples slide between my fingers so that I squeezed them at the same time I squeezed her little titties. She leaned forward, encouraging me to squeeze harder as her face contorted in pleasure.
"Fuuuuuuuuck!" she moaned loudly as her pussy gushed out over my cock. Her body shook uncontrollably, her hips moved erratically as she kept fucking me. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
"Oh, babygirl!" I moaned, feeling her pussy squeeze and milk my cock.
"That feels so fucking good, daddy!" she panted, smiling, her eyes twinkling. "Stretch out my little pussy."
"Fuck, baby, I'm getting close," I said, licking my lips. Just watching her fuck me was enough to send me over the edge, let alone feeling her cum on me.
"Yeah, daddy," she panted, nodding rapidly. "Cum in me. I want it. I want you to put a baby in me, daddy. I want you to get me pregnant. Please daddy... please!"
Her admission startled me and I looked at her in shock. "Emily... I..." My hands somewhat hindered her thrusting against me, but she didn't stop. "I... I don't know, babygirl," I said, wanting to rethink this. My mind was screaming at me at how wrong that would be. While I'd cum inside her in the past, she was on the pill, so I felt safe. But now she was actively wanting to get pregnant. What in the hell would everyone think? "That's a big step."
"Don't stop daddy," she panted, leaning forward and kissing me. Her hips were still grinding into me as our tongues battled. "Keep fucking me," she panted between kisses. "I want it. I want it. I want you to fucking fill me with your seed."
"Oh baby," I moaned into her mouth. She was a woman on fire and so very insistent. I didn't feel as if I had a choice in the matter. Just thinking of making her pregnant was suddenly making me cum. My body erupted up into her, spray after spray completely coating her insides until it started leaking out.
She suddenly pulled my cock free and slid to the floor to lick and suck our cum off it.
"I love you, daddy," she panted.
*****
I was at work three weeks later, when my cell phone rang in the middle of the morning. I looked at it and it was Emily calling.
"Hey babygirl," I said, answering. I could hear sounds from the factory outside my office, along with a few co-workers laughing about something.
"Hi daddy!" She sounded cheerful. "Guess what?"
"What's that?" I asked, thinking she was happy about a grade she got or something.
But, no... she was excited about something entirely different.
"I'm pregnant."
I sat still for a moment, staring at my computer screen. I had a sudden thought that this needed to be private and rushed over to close my office door while I considered what I needed to say.
"You're... you're what?"
"I'm pregnant, daddy," she repeated. "I took a test this morning."
"Babygirl... um... aren't you on the pill?" I asked, starting to get scared as reality started crashing in on me. If this ever got out, things would not go well for any of us.
"I haven't been on the pill for about 4 months now," she admitted. "I wanted to get pregnant, so I stopped."
"What, uh... what does Nick think?" I assumed it was his. I assumed that they had sex regularly... far more often that I had sex with her. It had to be his baby... right?
"I haven't told him yet," she said.
I shook my head. "Why? I mean... don't get me wrong. I appreciate you calling and telling me. But..."
"Because he's not the daddy," she said.
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It was just six years after we were married that the subject came up. My wife had always been a good girl, at least that's what I had thought. She grew up in a middle-class home with fairly strict rules. She didn't drink or even date very much. I think I was her third boyfriend when we met 10 years ago.
I had pulled her into the bedroom after going for a nice date of dinner and dancing. I pushed her to sit on the side of the bed while I unfastened my pants, obviously wanting oral from my beautiful wife. I let me pants and underwear slide down to my knees as my cock sprang forth, free from it's confinement.
She opened her mouth readily and slid me inside. It felt so good. We'd been teasing each other all night and I needed this. One of her hands stroked the base of my cock while her mouth concentrated on the head, licking and sucking on it like a lollipop. She quickly took me to full hardness, ready to explode, but it was far too early for that.
I pushed her head off me, letting her whimper in protest, and kicked my pants and underwear to the side. Then I knelt on the floor and pushed her legs up and back, flicking her dress up to clear a path to her pussy. Being my naughty girl, she wasn't wearing panties tonight, which helped me tease the fuck out of her. And now, it made sure nothing was in the way of my tongue.
I licked her inner thighs, lightly biting the soft, tender flesh, before taking a long, soft lick up the length of her pussy. She groaned in excitement and need, wanting my tongue so badly. I could feel her hand on my head, holding me in place as she panted excitedly.
I always liked talking dirty while I had sex so I'm sure me talking to her didn't come as a surprise. But my topic did.
I pulled just off her pussy and said "Did you ever fantasize about a woman doing this to you?" Then I returned to licking her.
She opened her eyes and looked down at me. She didn't respond right away, maybe wondering what or how much she should tell me. I smiled, my tongue flicking over her clit teasingly.
"Ever think about looking down between your thighs and seeing beautiful eyes of some woman staring back as her tongue flicked over your clit like this?"
She licked her lips, her hips slowly moving in encouragement.
"Would you be surprised if I said yes?" she asked, her face halfway between embarrassment and pride.
"Mmm... tell me about it." I whispered, sliding my tongue between her folds and into her pussy.
"I've had a fantasy for a while now... of being with a girl. Not that I'm gay or anything, but I guess I've wondered what it would feel like."
"You ever do anything about it?" I let my finger slide along her lips, teasing entrance.
"Kinda..."
"Kinda? Mmmm... sounds hot. What happened?" I asked. I could feel my cock getting harder at the thought of my wife being with a girl.
"I went to a wedding for a friend of mine, about ten years ago," she said. "I didn't have a boyfriend, so I went with... another... couple." She moaned as I sucked hard on her clit and pulled it with my lips. I let it go again with a smacking sound.
"God!" she said loudly, grabbing the blankets in her hands.
"Sorry... you were saying..."
"I dunno... I think I want you to finish," she giggled.
I bit her inner thigh teasingly. "I won't finish until you tell the whole story. It's making me very hard."
"Yeah?" she smiled. "Good." She paused as if seeing if I was going to continue my licking. As soon as I did, she continued her story, her hand stroking my head. "I drank a little at the reception, my first time, and felt a little drunk. We were dancing and having a good time. Then this woman asked me to dance with her. Right out of the blue. We went to high school together and there were rumors that she was a lesbian, but I had no idea. Mmm... that feels so good," she moaned as I slid a finger inside her.
I smiled and flicked her clit with just the tip of my tongue. "Were you attracted to her?"
"I guess so. She was dressed really hot, with 4-inch heels, and a tight dress. I could see every curve."
"Then what happened?"
"I was embarrassed! I said no... and told her I had to use the bathroom. I slipped in there really quick, trying to get away from her. But I guess she couldn't take no for an answer."
"Mmmm... what'd she do?"
"I was standing in front of the mirror, checking my makeup when she came in. I just stopped and stared at her in the mirror... like it was some sort of dream or something. She came over and stood behind me. She put her face in my neck and smelled me, smelled my hair and my perfume. I felt trapped... and excited.
"She pressed into me, pinning my thighs against the counter and I felt her hand touch my side... and then slowly move down, over my hip, and onto my thigh. We just stared at each other in the mirror. I felt her hand touch my skin and I... I was shivering. I wasn't cold. I was... excited. And she knew it, too."
I slid a second finger inside her pussy, slowly fingering her while I continued licking her pussy. She was getting so wet and so close to her orgasm, either by my ministrations or because of her fantasy.
"She smiled and then kissed my neck as her hand slid underneath my dress and cupped my ass. I wanted to stop her... but... but I couldn't move. Oh my god... that feels amazing... I know I'm going to cum so hard soon."
"What happened then?" I was loving this story. I wished I had been there and seen it. I wished I could watch this woman force herself onto my wife, touch her, make her moan, and make her cum.
"Her hand slid lower, between my thighs, and I... I felt her fingers stroke over my pussy. She was going to finger me. And I wasn't sure I wanted to stop her. She grabbed my hair and pulled my head aside so she could bite and lick my neck. I felt so helpless. But then someone else came into the bathroom and she stopped. And in that second, I pulled away and ran out of the bathroom."
"Such a pity," I whispered, teasing her clit from beneath with the tip of my tongue. "You never hooked up after that?"
"No, I never saw her again," she said softly. "I think about that night every now and then. Usually when... I'm... masturbating."
I moved faster on her clit again, licking and sucking harder and faster. My fingers slid deeper and curled up to work against her G-spot. I was going to make her cum with that woman on her mind. And within a minute, she did, covering my face and arm.
*****
After hearing about that experience, I was determined to see if I could get a girl to be with her. This time for me to watch, too. I started looking for different opportunities and tried to find different options. It wasn't going to be easy to just blurt out and ask someone to have sex with her, so I was going to have to think out of the box.
The first thought that came to mind was to go to a strip club and see how she interacts with the strippers. So, a month later, we went out again and I took her to a strip club in the next town over. It was after dinner and was getting later, so I just pulled into the parking lot without even asking her.
I had to talk her into it, since she was so nervous, but I got the distinct impression that she *wanted* me to talk her into it. She didn't put up much of a fight. And since we were far enough away from home, we weren't going to see anyone here that knew us. So I took her by the hand and led her inside.
She blushed and was so embarrassed as we walked in and paid our entrance fee. Then I led her into the darkened room. There were tables strewn about the room and about a dozen patrons inside. Almost all of the patrons were guys, but there were two other women. They both sat at a table with two men... their dates for the night.
We slid to the back of the room, where no one else was sitting, and sat at one of the tables. The room was dimly lit with colored lights all around and white spot lights flashing and shining on the stage. There was a dancer on stage, gyrating to the music, her top already off. Two lightly dressed waitresses moved around on the floor, taking and delivering drinks. And two dancers were moving about on the floor, both approaching guys to get drinks and dances paid for.
"I don't think I can do this," Emmanuelle said shyly as we watched one of the strippers begin to sit on a guy's lap and gyrate. "Can we go?"
I patted her on her leg. "No... stay. Just for a little while," I said. One of the waitresses finally came over and I gave her our drink order. I made sure that Emmanuelle's drink was a little stronger, hoping that it would help calm her and loosen her up. Seconds after the waitress left, a young, blond stripper in a lime-green bikini came up to us.
"Hi," she said, putting a hand on Emmanuelle's shoulder from the back as she moved around her. "You guys looking for some fun tonight?"
I smiled up at her. She looked like she was only 20 or so, but was really attractive. She had a large chest that was barely contained behind the bikini top. "Yes, we are," I responded to her.
The music ended and when the next song started blaring again the stripper on stage dropped to her knees and started making her way from person to person sitting on the edge of the stage, collecting their dollars. She spent time with each person, touching herself and flashing every part of her body to them. The band around her thigh was packed full of bills.
"Would you like a dance?" she asked my wife, while sitting in her lap. "I love dancing for sexy women."
"She'd love it!" I said, smiling and reaching into my pocket for my cash. The stripper, Candy, kicked a leg over Emmanuelle's, sat in her lap, and started gyrating. She put her hands on Emmanuelle's shoulders and looked down at her. Her breasts were in Emmanuelle's face as my wife looked up at her, blushing. She looked so embarrassed... but I could see her excitement as well. She didn't know where to put her hands... or even where to look. If she even had her eyes open, Candy's breasts were right there.
Candy licked her lips and moved down towards Emmanuelle's face, making their lips less than an inch apart. I'm sure Emmanuelle could feel her breathing and probably wanted to kiss her. It was such an erotic move that I felt my cock hardening quickly. I could imagine Emmanuelle passionately kissing this sweet young thing.
Candy then turned around on her lap and pressed her ass back into Emmanuelle's stomach while reaching back and smacking her own ass. She bounced her ass on Emmanuelle for several long seconds, giving Emmanuelle such a lovely view. She ran a hand back between her legs and slipped it inside her bikini bottoms, slowly masturbating for Emmanuelle's viewing pleasure. Emmanuelle's eyes were transfixed on her hand, her fingers sliding around her pussy, then sliding inside. She even moved her bikini bottoms aside an inch, giving Emmanuelle a wonderful view of her bare pussy.
Then she leaned back and lay against my wife. She lay her head back on Emmanuelle's shoulder while she gyrated, then grabbed Emmanuelle's hands and laid them on her tight stomach. With her hands over Emmanuelle's, she moved them across her skin, up onto her breasts and then down onto her thighs. She moaned as she quickly took Emmanuelle's hands between her thigh and over her pussy.
Emmanuelle giggled nervously as she looked over at me. I just smiled back, loving every minute of this and wondering if Emmanuelle wanted even more. I did. I wanted a lot more!
Finally, the song ended with Candy once again sitting on Emmanuelle's lap, grinding into her, her head on her shoulder. Her mouth was right by Emmanuelle's ear and I could tell by Emmanuelle's expression that whatever she was doing it was having an effect on her. Emmanuelle licked her lips in excitement as Candy finally stood, holding Emmanuelle's hand.
I gave Candy the $15 fee plus another $5 tip and asked her if they did private dances.
"Private dances are $30 a song and are in a booth in the back there. They're fully naked dances," she said, squeezing Emmanuelle's hand and squeezing her own breast teasingly at the same time. "And, according to the law... we're allowed more... touching," she said, leaning down and kissing Emmanuelle on the lips.
"Can I be there, too?" I asked. "You know... to watch." I really... really!... wanted to see this.
"Mmmm, definitely! For another $30."
Emmanuelle and I looked at each other. I was eager... but was she?
"Well?," I asked.
She licked her lips, obviously still nervous. "Yeah," she said, nodding her head a little. She wanted it... badly... but she didn't want everyone else to know she did. I knew she felt this was somehow wrong, that if anyone found out she'd be outed and called disgusting things. But with my reassurance and being in a strange place where no one knew her, she could feel safe.
Candy continued to hold Emmanuelle's hand and took mine too as we stood and she led us to the back. We walked past table after table of other men and the two women, and none even blinked an eye at us. A couple of the guys eyed Emmanuelle lustfully, but no one was disgusted with her.
We stood by the back booths, waiting patiently for the next song. When it ended, she led us down a short hallway that had three semi-private booths in it. She led Emmanuelle into the back of the booth and encouraged her to sit. She pulled another chair for me and put it at then entrance to the booth. Then she quickly unfastened her bikini, top and bottoms, and hung them on a nearby hook on the wall.
Both Emmanuelle and I were amazed how incredibly hot she was. Her breasts, while they were barely hidden behind the thin fabric of her bikini before, were even more marvelous when we saw her bare, hard nipples. And her pussy was completely shaved bare. Both Emmanuelle and I practically drooled as Candy stood before us, running her hands over her body. She faced Emmanuelle, so I obviously saw her luscious, hard ass. But it was only seconds before she turned around and showed me her front while she showed Emmanuelle her ass.
When she turned back around, the leaned in to Emmanuelle, her lips moving so close together as if to kiss her and just stopped, staring into her eyes. Her face then moved to her ear where she was breathing deeply and whispering something. When she pulled back, she asked Emmanuelle "Is this ok?"
Emmanuelle was so very excited. She licked her lips and nodded, hungrily.
All I could see was Candy's back and ass as she put one foot up onto the seat beside Emmanuelle's leg and began swaying in front of her. She pushed her hips forward, moving her pussy close to my wife's breasts, swaying back and forth, front and back to the drum of the music. She put her hands to her face, forcing Emmanuelle to look up at her, and then slowly slid them down her body. I watched Emmanuelle's eyes following her hands, excited for everything they saw.
Candy's hands moved down her long neck and onto her chest, moving over her breasts and nipples. She squeezed them teasingly as she watched Emmanuelle's expression along with me, noting how she was flushed with desire. Then her hands moved lower, onto her abdomen, then lower, sliding over her pussy and between her thighs. Candy let out a purring moan as she swiped her fingers over her pussy and clit. I could see them emerge from behind, even teasing into her asshole. She looked back at me and smiled when she noticed I was watching her hands just as intently as my wife.
Emmanuelle didn't know where to look. Candy's naked, wet pussy was slightly lower and her bare breasts were slightly higher so there was no where safe for her eyes. Candy giggled a little then dropped her foot. She moved onto Emmanuelle's lap, straddling her thighs, pushing her hips as far up as she could go. She leaned forward, letting her breasts drape over Emmanuelle's head before sliding them down over her face, burying her face between them for a second. She brought her hands up, grabbed her breasts and squeezed them together on her face, threatening to suffocate her.
When she pulled away, Emmanuelle was no longer smiling... she had that look of fierce need now. She wanted Candy... badly.
Candy held her breasts still just in front of Emmanuelle's face. Candy licked her lips as she moved them closer and closer, until her nipple was pressed against Emmanuelle's lips. She smiled slightly, silently telling Emmanuelle that it was ok... she could do whatever she wanted. And I watched as Emmanuelle's lips opened and sucked her nipple into her mouth. Candy wrapped one hand around her neck, holding Emmanuelle in place.
Seconds later, Candy pulled her breast back and bent her face forward, moving her lips so close to Emmanuelle's, nose to nose, teasing her. She was so close to kissing but so out of reach. Then she kissed her, softly and tenderly, and pulled back an inch. Then kissed her again, more hungrily this time, sliding her tongue out and playing with Emmanuelle's lips with it.
I could hear Emmanuelle whimper, breathing hard, she was so excited. Then Candy kissed her again, deeply, her tongue probing inside Emmanuelle's mouth. Fuck! It was the most erotic thing I'd ever witnessed! Their kissing intensified as Candy began touching Emmanuelle's breasts over her clothes, squeezing them hard, to Emmanuelle's obvious pleasure.
She moved down and started kissing Emmanuelle's neck, something I know Emmanuelle absolutely LOVES and melts when I do it. Candy was having even better luck and I watched her hands slide under Emmanuelle's shirt and pull it up, exposing her bra-encased breasts. She was wearing her favorite black bra and it looked incredible on her.
Candy's fingers pulled down her bra cups, fully exposing her nipples and quickly dropped her lips to suck on them. Emmanuelle was gasping with pleasure, mewling and moaning. "Fuck!" I heard her whisper harshly as Candy bit into her nipple, teasing her with pain and pleasure that I knew she loved so well.
"You like that, do you?" Candy asked teasingly, pinching Emmanuelle's nipples between her thumbs and forefingers. "You're a naughty girl, aren't you? Huh? Are you a naughty girl?"
"Yes," Emmanuelle said, obviously in pain... but it was exquisite pain!
"I bet you're dripping wet right now, aren't you?"
Emmanuelle licked her lips in embarrassment. "Yes," she whispered, blushing deeply.
"Good. Stick your fingers in your shorts and finger yourself," Candy ordered.
Emmanuelle moved slowly. She was so embarrassed but did as she was told. Her desperate need to cum outweighed her embarrassment. I watched as she slid her hand down the front of her shorts and saw the bulge as it hovered over her crotch, her finger delving inside.
"Are you wet?"
"Oh my god, yes," Emmanuelle whispered.
"Fuck yourself good for me, slut," Candy demanded, before kissing her hard again. I could see her push her tongue deep inside Emmanuelle's mouth, forcing Emmanuelle to suck on it. Her hands pinched and pulled Emmanuelle's nipples, too, making my wife of six years whimper helplessly.
When Candy pulled away again, she let go of Emmanuelle's nipple and slid a hand down her body as well. She moved it between her thighs and slid first one, then two of her fingers inside her own pussy, masturbating wildly. Candy's face was nose to nose with Emmanuelle, with one hand on Emmanuelle's throat now, the other slapping against her pussy.
"Don't cum, slut... you're not allowed to cum," Candy demanded.
Both girls closed their eyes for a moment, lost in the pleasure radiating from their pussies.
"Stop!" Candy suddenly command. "Pull your hand away... slow... don't cum..."
Candy lifted her hand to her lips, sucking the tip of one of her very wet fingers. Emmanuelle pulled her hand free as well and Candy grabbed her wrist. Candy pulled Emmanuelle's hand to her face and began sucking on her fingers while she offered her hand to Emmanuelle in exchange. Both girls erotically sucked and licked their hands clean for the other.


Then Candy stood and moved back from Emmanuelle. Without even realizing it, the music had changed songs again. I had no idea how many songs we'd gone through already.
"Would you like another song?" she asked me.
"How many is that already?"
"Three. $180."
"No... I'm afraid that's it for us tonight," I said, realizing this was an expensive venture. Although it was incredibly fun for both of us. I took my money out and gave it to her, along with a very handsome tip. "That was awesome," I whispered as Candy dressed again and I helped Emmanuelle to her feet. Her legs were a little wobbly as Candy led us back out to the main floor.
"Come back and see me again, sexy," Candy said to my wife, hugging her tightly, her hand on Emmanuelle's boob.
I smiled. "Oh, I have a feeling we will."
Emmanuelle still seemed embarrassed as I led her out of the club and to our car, hand in hand. As soon as we got to the car, she pushed me against it and kissed me hungrily. She was an animal! I could feel her body all over mine, her hands roaming all over me until she finally got to my cock. Her hand gripped me through my pants and slowly rubbed against me.
"I need you," she whispered with a husky voice. "I need you now!" Both of her hands went to the front of my pants and she began unfastening them. I tried to tell her to wait until we got home, but she wasn't going to be deterred. In seconds my pants were undone and around my ankles. She dropped to her knees and slid my cock deep into her mouth.
I looked around nervously, hoping a cop wouldn't come by, let alone anyone else, but for the time being we were alone in the dark.
Fuck! She was sucking me all the way into the back of her throat and moaning, sending shivers all over my body. I put my hands on her head and slowly fucked her face, something she really enjoys. She slid her hands down and was obviously touching herself.
I knew it wasn't going to take me long and by the sounds of Emmanuelle's moaning, it wouldn't take her long either. In a minute, I could feel her orgasms overwhelm her as her mouth lost suction on my cock. But her moaning sent me over the edge and I gushed what felt like a gallon of cum down her throat.
I pulled away from her mouth and helped her to her feet. We both were panting but still excited. I then helped her into the car and drove back home. I knew we were going to have a long night of fucking each other senseless. For the whole drive I was plotting and planning what to do next... something else out of the box, but something neither one of us would ever forget.
*****
It was six months after we went to the strip club and my wife's birthday was coming close. I'd tried to get her to go to the club again a few times afterwards, but she just wouldn't do it. She just wouldn't let go. Her embarrassment and shame at what had happened was totally dominating her. I tried to tell her that I enjoyed watching her, that I thought it was sexy as hell, and that no one else even knew about it to judge her for it... but nothing worked.
So, when thinking about her birthday present, I knew I'd have to do something completely different. I was going to have to make it so she wasn't responsible at all for what happened to her. Whatever I could make happen was totally out of her control, to either start it or stop it. It took some doing, but I finally came up with an idea that would blow us both away.
As a ruse, I told her I was taking her out to dinner... out to one of the fanciest restaurants in the city. Beckins was an incredible place, set inside an old hotel that was completely refurbished into a beautiful place where visitors from all over the world came to stay. It was full of statues, old paintings, and incredible architecture. The restaurant fit well inside it, too, accentuating the old style with the new.
We had to dress up, me in a suit and tie and she in an elegant, new dress that she bought just for this occasion. It was black and fit her almost like a second skin, accentuating all her beautiful curves. It strapped around her neck, leaving her shoulders bare and had thin strips of material strung from the neck piece to the breast piece, letting a lot of skin... and a lot of breast... show through. The front of the dress dipped rather low, showing her dazzling cleavage. It was a daring dress for her to wear but she wanted to go all out for her birthday.
We drove to the hotel and I was shaking a little with excitement. She had no clue what I'd planned for her. We let the valet park the car as I led her into the hotel restaurant, arm in arm. When we got to the hostess platform we found out that the restaurant was completely booked for the night. Not only for the night, but for the next three months. Emmanuelle looked up at me, shocked, and a little dismayed. I knew it was going to be booked. I'd tried to get reservations, but knew it was probably hopeless. But, really, eating at the restaurant was not what I'd planned.
As a consolation, I led Emmanuelle into the hotel bar. It was dark and reasonably quiet. There were several people around, drinking and talking together. We went to the bar, had a seat, and ordered drinks while we talked about where to go to dinner.
"I'm sorry," I said. "I didn't think it would be that busy."
"Seriously? One of the nicest restaurants in town? You really gotta pay more attention, hun." I could tell that she wasn't too happy with me. She took a sip of her wine to calm herself.
"Maybe we could go to Mosby's," I offered.
"That's Italian, right?"
I nodded. "Yeah."
"Well..." she started to speak before she was interrupted by a cute redhead that was sitting next to her at the bar. I didn't remember her being there when we sat down and didn't remember seeing her come in, so she kind of took us by surprise.
"I'm sorry to interrupt. You guys are talking about where to go to dinner, right? Is the restaurant booked?"
Emmanuelle turned towards her and nodded. "Yeah, unfortunately."
"Oh, shoot," she said. "My friend and I are in town for only a couple nights and we were hoping to find somewhere to eat. What else is there nearby?"
We started going through a short list of restaurants, agreeing and disagreeing on which would be a better choice and why.
"Sorry... I'm Jackie, by the way," the redhead said, extending her hand first to Emmanuelle and then to me. We introduced ourselves back to her.
"If I may be bold, would it be ok if we followed you to whatever restaurant you choose?" she asked. "We don't really know our way around here."
I looked at Emmanuelle and we agreed. "Sure, that'll be ok. Are you looking for something specific?"
"No... not at all. Anywhere you two are wanting to go will be fine. My friend is still getting ready, though. So it might be a little bit before we're ready. Would you like to come up to our room and wait?"
It felt a little weird, but I knew that kind of question was coming. "Sure, we can do that."
Emmanuelle felt a little more uneasy about it, but she didn't protest for fear of insulting Jackie.
Jackie led us out of the bar after we paid our tab and it was the first chance that I got a good look at her. She had an amazing body, with an ass I'd die for. Her breasts were large, barely encased behind the thin fabric of her white dress, and with the little bumps in the front I could tell that she wasn't wearing a bra and that her nipples were hard or she wore some kind of piercing in them. My mouth was watering at the thought of seeing them... and hopefully tasting them.
I held the rear of the three of us into the elevator and Jackie pressed the button for the seventh floor. During the entire ride up we were all surreptitiously checking each other out in the mirrors around the elevator. I could feel my erection growing with the thought of what was going to happen. I could tell that Emmanuelle was still confused about why we were going up.
Jackie led us down the hall to her room and swiped the key card in front of the lock. She casually opened the door and strolled inside. "Please, come in and make yourselves comfortable. I know it's a hotel room and a bit small for the four of us, but sit anywhere.
Suddenly the bathroom door opened and a robed woman came out, drying her hair. She was wearing one of the hotel's white fluffy robes, which completely hid her body underneath.
"Jackie? Did I hear someone else...?" she asked and when she dropped the towel from her hair, I recognized it was Candy, the stripper we'd seen just six months ago at the club. She, of course, immediately recognized us.
"Oh... wow... hi!" she said. She took the two steps over to stand by Emmanuelle and hugged her. Emmanuelle was shocked but hugged her back.
"You know them?" Jackie asked.
"Mmhmm!" she said. "They came and visited me in the club a while ago."
Jackie looked amused. "Really? Both of them?"
Candy looked at Emmanuelle and smiled. "It was for her more than for him." Candy's hands were stroking along Emmanuelle's arm, back, and ass, obviously causing pleasure for Emmanuelle who stood there, trapped in shock.
Jackie moved to the other side of Emmanuelle and mimicked the motion. "That sounds hot," she said, looking at Emmanuelle. "You like girls, do you?"
"I know she does," Candy said. "And she's a great kisser, too."
Jackie moaned softly. "Mmmm..."
Candy leaned down towards Emmanuelle, as if to kiss her. "May I?"
Emmanuelle smiled hesitantly which Candy interpreted as approval. Candy moved closer and kissed her, softly, while Jackie and I watched. The two girls continued caressing her, sliding over her body. Candy pulled away after several seconds, smiling hungrily.
"Mmmm," Jackie moaned. "That was hot. Do you mind if I taste?" she asked.
"Oh you gotta," Candy said.
Jackie leaned closer as Emmanuelle looked up at her, licking her lips from the first kiss. Suddenly, Jackie leaned in and kissed her, more forcefully. Candy's hands roamed over her body, beginning to lift the bottom of her dress, baring her ass and legs.
Then Jackie pulled back and Candy pulled Emmanuelle's face towards her and immediately began kissing her. This time the kiss was even deeper, with Candy's tongue pushing between her lips. I could hear Emmanuelle's moans and breathing deepen as she became more and more excited.
I watched as Emmanuelle was passed back and forth, their kissing getting more and more passionate. And as one kissed her, the other undressed her, unfastening and pulling her dress down, their hands touching her bare flesh. Emmanuelle's hands tried to stop them, or even slow them down, but they were aggressive, moving from one spot to another, keeping away from her hands. Then they'd switch off again and continue until she was completely naked.
I smiled as I watched Candy kneel in front of Emmanuelle as Jackie was kissing her. She slipped her hand between Emmanuelle's thighs and touched her pussy. Emmanuelle tried to stop her, but Candy only pushed her hand away, again and again, until her fingers slid inside her.
"Her pussy is so wet!" Candy squealed. "She's fucking dripping!"
Emmanuelle moaned into Jackie's kiss, her knees buckling a little, unable to control her body with everything these woman were doing to her. Jackie moved behind her, continuing to kiss her over Emmanuelle's shoulder, her hands reaching around and grabbing Emmanuelle's breasts. Her fingers pinched and pulled her nipples, making Emmanuelle lean back into her.
"Her titties are yummy too," Jackie moaned. "I think it's time to taste her."
Candy giggled and moved even closer, sliding both of her arms between Emmanuelle's legs, grabbing her ass, and pushing her legs wider apart. She moved in quickly, sliding her mouth onto Emmanuelle's wet and swollen mound. Emmanuelle was almost falling down and Jackie was practically holding Emmanuelle up as Candy licked her pussy like a starving puppy dog.
The moaning and heavy breathing of the three women was driving me insane and my cock was rock hard. I sat in the nearby chair, unfastened my pants and slid them down so I could masturbate. I knew I was going to cum hard watching all of this.
The best part of it was that Emmanuelle was completely helpless. These women were doing everything they wanted to her. And while she put up a weak fight against it, she was absolutely loving it, and she could deny she had any part in it. She could claim she didn't want it... but she couldn't stop it.
Emmanuelle fought against Candy, trying to move her hips and twist away to close her legs, trying to use her hands to push her head away. And while they mostly held her still, mostly trapped her arms and body to keep her from resisting, she was winning. Candy stood and the two moved her to the bed and threw her onto it. Jackie, still dressed, quickly followed her down and lay on her, kissing her hard. Candy unfastened her robe and tossed it aside and joined them as I watched, stroking faster on my long, hard cock.
Both Jackie and Candy held Emmanuelle in their arms, pinning her between them and to the bed.
"I want to taste her," Jackie said, reaching for Candy and kissing her hard, her tongue sliding over Candy's face to taste every last drop of Emmanuelle's juices. "Oh, she's delicious... very delicious," she whispered. "I need more," she said, moving between Emmanuelle's legs, prying them open and lying down on top of Emmanuelle, kissing her.
Candy moved behind Emmanuelle, with Emmanuelle laying back against her. Emmanuelle tried to fight Jackie to keep her away, but Candy grabbed her arms and held them and wrapped her legs around her waist and used them to pin Emmanuelle's legs open.
"Mmmm... now for my taste," Jackie giggled as Emmanuelle struggled beneath her and she began sliding down her body, kissing and licking her chin and her neck. Her mouth slowly moved onto her breast as she kissed and licked them until her lips encased her nipple and she sucked. Emmanuelle moaned helplessly and watched Jackie as our new friend gave her pleasure that only I'd given her before.
My cock was throbbing as Jackie sucked each of her breasts, causing Emmanuelle to squirm, putting up a show of fighting Candy's hold, but never breaking it.
"Admit it, slut, you love watching her suck on your tits, don't you. You love watching her tongue against your nipple. Just say it, admit you want more," Candy told her.
Jackie's eyes locked onto hers as she moved even lower, with a devious smile. She licked her lips. "Now I'm going to eat your pussy so good. I'm going to make you cum on my lips." She bent down, her mouth less than an inch from Emmanuelle's pussy. I'm sure Emmanuelle could feel her hot breath against her wetness.
Emmanuelle mewled in pleasure waiting for that first, soft, foreign lick. But Jackie just lay there, just smelling her pussy and teasing her.
"Beg her to lick your pussy, slut," Candy order her. "Beg her to slide her tongue over your hot little clit and make you cum like you've never cum before."
"I... I can't," Emmanuelle moaned, almost crying in frustration.
"Yes you can... and when you do, you'll feel sooo good," Candy moaned. "Jackie is so good at eating pussy. You'll see. All you have to do is beg." Jackie smiled at the compliment and extended her tongue, curling and twisting it to show Emmanuelle just how talented she was.
Emmanuelle closed her eyes tightly and shook her head, trying to deny what she so desperately wanted, what these two gorgeous, sexy women were offering her.
Candy's lips were right next to Emmanuelle's ears. "Yes you can," she whispered. "Just say, please... you can do it... say please..."
"Please," Emmanuelle whispered after hesitating a few long seconds.
"Lick..."
Emmanuelle breathed hard, wanting to say it so badly, but not wanting anyone to hear it... lest she be labeled as a deviant. She swallowed. "Lick," she finally said, softly.
"My..."
"My."
"Pussy."
Emmanuelle hesitated, looking down at Jackie, seeing the desire on her face, seeing her lips and tongue ready to taste her. All she needed to do was say one more word. Two small syllables. "Pussy," she whispered.
Jackie's face broke into a huge smile. "Oh fuck, I love hearing you beg." She licked her clit lightly, teasingly, several times and Emmanuelle groaned loudly from the contact.
Candy turned Emmanuelle's face towards her and kissed her, although Emmanuelle was having a hard time kissing her back. The pleasure she was feeling was overwhelming her.
Jackie stopped once more and hovered her lips over Emmanuelle's clit. "Beg. Beg me to lick your pussy again," she said.
Candy forced Emmanuelle's head around to face Jackie again. "Please," she whispered, the spittle around her lips glistening in the light. Candy snaked one arm behind Emmanuelle and held both of my wife's arms with her one. Her other hand went to Emmanuelle's breasts, squeezing and pulling on her nipples.
"Did that feel good?," Candy asked. "Did you like how she licked your pussy?"
"Yes," Emmanuelle whispered again.
"Then tell her. Tell her you liked it."
Jackie hovered over her pussy, poised for another taste. She traced a finger along the side of Emmanuelle's pussy and clit, keeping my wife constantly on the edge. Emmanuelle grunted softly as her finger passed over her engorged clit.
"I... I liked how you licked my... my pussy," she said, embarrassed.
Jackie smiled. "I'm glad you did. Ask me to do it again. I love hearing you beg. I get so wet hearing it."
Emmanuelle swallowed, embarrassed to admit that she liked it... a lot... and embarrassed to be forced to ask for more. But I knew she could overcome it.
"Please... lick my pussy," she whispered at last.
Jackie licked her clit twice, slowly. "Louder," she commanded, smiling.
Emmanuelle groaned loudly, making all three of them laugh.
"Please lick my pussy!" Emmanuelle finally said, louder.
"Mmmm... love it! I will, baby. You just keep watching me with those pretty brown eyes. Oh I will lick your pussy good!" Jackie said and began devouring her, licking and sucking on her clit and labia as she locked eyes with Emmanuelle.
"Fuck!" Emmanuelle yelled, as pleasure surged through her body. Candy was holding her from behind, her naked body pressed against her, her hand teasing her breasts, her lips kissing and nibbling on her neck and mouth.
I was stroking my cock harder and faster, but knew I shouldn't cum... not now... not yet. I pinched the base of my cock to make sure I didn't cum and tried to relax a moment. My cock was throbbing with need, but I knew I had to wait.
"Oh God! Oh God!" Emmanuelle yelled again and again as Jackie licked her clit, stabbed her tongue into her pussy, and bit and sucked her labia. I'd never seen anything more erotic before, especially in person! When Emmanuelle finally came, Jackie lifted her face and it was dripping with Emmanuelle's juices. She was smiling, licking her lips, as she moved up to Candy's waiting tongue and let her friend lick her face and kiss her again and again.
"Mmmm... she tastes so fucking good," Candy moaned.
Emmanuelle was breathing hard, just watching the two women kiss over her as they held her in place. Then Jackie started to remove her dress, sitting up on her knees and pulling the zipper down in the back. She peeled it down revealing her naked pale breasts with hard, pointed nipples. Her palms cupped them, squeezing them and pulling on her nipples.
"Ooooh... look at those yummy tits," Candy said, extending her hand and touching them, too. "Makes your mouth water, don't they?"
Emmanuelle remained silent, still overwhelmed by what was happening and by her orgasm at the hands of Jackie.
"I know she wants to taste these," Jackie said. She held her tit and leaned forward, pressing her nipple into Emmanuelle's mouth. Emmanuelle's lips wrapped around the swollen nub and she began sucking on it, hungrily. The two women giggled.


"I guess so!" Candy laughed.
They let Emmanuelle lay back, with Jackie laying beside her, her breast never leaving Emmanuelle's mouth. Candy lay on the other side of her, trapping Emmanuelle's arm beneath her body. She leaned over and began sucking on Emmanuelle's nipple, while her fingers trailed lower, settling between her thighs.
I watched Emmanuelle try to free her arm as Candy toyed with her clit, circling slowly and then flicking it, but she was firmly trapped beneath the women. Both women giggled at her as they continued abusing her. I could imagine Emmanuelle's clit was still sensitive after her previous orgasm, but Candy didn't seem to care. She seemed to want to drive Emmanuelle straight to the edge again.
Jackie didn't let her stop sucking her nipple for one minute, lovingly stroking Emmanuelle's face and pulling her mouth back into place if she moved away to moan.
"I love watching you suck on me," Jackie whispered.
Watching my wife sucking on another woman's tit was too much for me to take. Her cheeks were sunken as she sucked hard, pulling her nipple out away from Jackie's body, and I came for the first time. My hand moved quickly as my spray erupted, spewing all over my stomach and chest. Fuck that felt good! But even after cumming, I could feel my dick stay hard. It wanted more. It needed more.
Candy stopped sucking on Emmanuelle's nipple for a moment. "Maybe she should use her mouth for something else. Maybe... a different kind of kiss." She smiled at Jackie, knowing her friend knew what she was talking about.
"Mmmm... I was thinking the same thing," Jackie giggled. "A very sexual kiss... something to give that tongue a little something to do." Jackie pulled her nipple from Emmanuelle's mouth and grabbed the back of her head. She lay back in the bed and turned sideways on it. "And this will be so, so much better..." She guided Emmanuelle between her legs and lifted her skirt to reveal that she wasn't wearing panties all this time. Emmanuelle looked shy and a little scared, looking down at her denuded pussy.
I had to crane up to see, but from what I could see, it was a very pretty sight. Her pussy was beautifully shaved and delicately open and ready, just a few inches below my wife's face.
Candy lay on the bed beside Emmanuelle, between Jackie's legs too. "Now doesn't that look yummy!" she whispered. "Touch it."
Emmanuelle hesitated. She'd never been this close to a woman's bare pussy before and she wasn't sure she could do it. She swallowed as she watched Candy's hand move forward, her fingertips grazing Jackie's pussy, sliding along the edge of her labia.
"Go ahead," Candy told her. "Just like this."
Jackie watched them intently, needing to be touched.
Emmanuelle moved her hand and touched Jackie's inner thigh, so close to her pussy. She was shaking a little which made Candy giggle. Candy placed her hand over Emmanuelle's and moved it directly onto Jackie's pussy.
Jackie moaned. "Oh, that feels better."
Emmanuelle smiled, almost as if she was proud of herself and let Candy move her hand around Jackie's wet pussy, sliding her fingertips over her clit, playing with it. Then sliding lower, between her labia, and piercing her vagina with their fingertips.
"Give me two... God I need two fingers in my pussy... oh God," Jackie told her, watching the two women, her face showing her intense need.
Emmanuelle looked up at her, licked her lips, and then slowly slid two fingers inside her. Jackie smiled, appreciatively, and I could tell from the look on her face Emmanuelle was pleasing her greatly. And that seemed to give Emmanuelle a lot more confidence.
Jackie reached down and grabbed Emmanuelle's wrist, pulling and pushing her arm, stabbing Emmanuelle's two fingers into her own pussy, using her hand like a dildo and fucking herself.
"That feels so good," Jackie whispered. "Oh god, I need you to lick me. Please lick my pussy! Fuck!"
"You want to taste her, don't you? You can't wait to put your tongue on her clit," Candy whispered. "Look how hard it is. Look how wet her pussy is for you."
Emmanuelle licked her lips uncertainly.
"You know you want to. Stop playing like you're so innocent. You see how juicy and wet you're making her? And remember how good she made you feel. Don't you want to pay her back? I know what a dirty pussy slut you are. Just tell me you want to lick her pussy."
"Fuck! Just do it already!" Jackie screamed.
Emmanuelle looked at her, her desire naked on her face. She truly did want to lick Jackie's pussy. She wanted to know what it tasted like, what it felt like. She wanted to know if she could please Jackie.
"Yes... I want to," she whispered. "Fuck I want to."
"You want to what?" Candy teased.
"I do. I want to lick her pussy."
"Fuck yeah! Then do it, bitch!" Candy put her hand on the back of Emmanuelle's head and pushed her down towards Jackie's waiting, wet pussy. Emmanuelle didn't fight her, but moved slowly, and opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue when it got close. Jackie moaned when Emmanuelle's tongue finally touched her clit.
"That's it... oh fuck that's perfect... Oh fuck... keep licking me... don't stop," Jackie moaned.
Candy kissed Emmanuelle on the head and then moved away, giving my wife plenty of room. She was laying face down on the bed, with her legs hanging over the edge, her feet on the floor, her ass raised in the air. Her head moved as she licked Jackie's pussy, her tongue moving up and down, swirling through her wetness. Candy stood and smiled at me when she saw me jacking off watching them.
"Enjoying the show?" she asked as she walked by me to the dresser.
"Oh my god! This is so fucking hot," I moaned, my hand stroking up and down my hard shaft still.
"You should go lie on the bed and get a good look."
I stood, my cock absolutely throbbing, and moved to the bed, lying beside my wife. I watched her tongue licking, her lips clinging to Jackie's clit as she sucked on it and her labia. Damn! I'd never seen anything more erotic! She glanced at me for a moment, but that didn't stop what she was doing.
"Oh my god," I moaned. "That looks so fucking hot, baby! I love watching you lick her pussy," I whispered. "Does she taste good? Huh?"
"Fuck that feels so good," Jackie moaned above me.
I heard Candy open a drawer and watched her pull out a very large strap-on. I was surprised it was so big, with it being about nine inches long and a couple inches in diameter. It was definitely bigger than me. Bigger than any guy I'd ever seen, other than in porn. I watched her slip it up her legs, the straps fitting around her thighs and waist, and she glanced at me to see my reaction as she held it in her hand and waggled it.
She smiled and giggled. "Don't worry, babe. I won't ruin her for you... too much at least. But she's gonna want to come back for more after this." I was amazed when she finally stood and walked over to Emmanuelle, that huge, fake cock bobbing between her legs. She moved behind Emmanuelle and grabbed her hips, then knelt down and put her face right into Emmanuelle's ass. I could imagine her tongue sliding right inside Emmanuelle's asshole.
I heard Emmanuelle squeak at feeling Candy's tongue on her pussy and asshole and watched her hips jump at the unexpected contact. I thought she was going to fight it, pull herself away from Jackie and then push Candy away. She never was too keen on having her ass played with. But she surprised me. She actually opened her legs wider. She invited Candy to go even deeper. She groaned loudly and closed her eyes for a moment.
"Mmmmm... your ass tastes so good," Candy moaned.
I couldn't take it any more... and I came again! Fuck! I was still so fucking horny, though!
I could hear the slurping and licking from the women, mingled with their moans, as they formed a pussy-licking train.
"Mmmm hmm..." Candy said loudly as she stood and slapped Emmanuelle's ass and wiped her spittle from her mouth. "Definitely good." She held the fake dick in her hand and slid it up and down Emmanuelle's pussy, getting ready to stab her with it. I heard Emmanuelle hiss as she pushed the head inside. It was only an inch in and Emmanuelle was overwhelmed.
Jackie sat up and grabbed Emmanuelle's hair, pulling her head up hard, and slapped her. "Don't you dare stop licking my cunt," she hissed. She pulled her back down and forcefully pulled her mouth against her pussy. "Now do it!"
Candy grabbed Emmanuelle's hips and started pushing, slowly moving that cock deeper and deeper into Emmanuelle's pussy. I glanced at her and saw the mixture of pain and pleasure on her face, her eyes closed, her tongue working on Jackie's clit... slowly, but still moving.
"Oh fuck!" she hissed between licks. "Oh fuck!"
Candy hadn't even started to truly fuck her yet and her body was already shaking. She was going to cum from just the intrusion alone. She was breathing harder, almost hissing and screaming out every breath. "Fuuuuuuck!" she screamed as her orgasm overwhelmed her.
"Aw yeah, that's two... that's two," Jackie giggled. "But we're just getting warmed up, baby!"
Candy laughed as well. "Oh yeah... I haven't even started fucking you right yet."
Both women gave her a minute to relax and when her time was up, Jackie moved her hips to encourage Emmanuelle to lick her again and Candy went on pushing... that long, thick, strap-on going deeper and deeper.
Hours later, I was sitting in the chair, barely awake. I'd cum so many times I was worn out. I glanced at the bed and Candy was just getting off of Emmanuelle's face where she'd been sitting for the last ten minutes, getting licked again, and cumming for the umpteenth time. She fell off and I could tell she was finally spent.
Once she came that second time, Emmanuelle had become a broken woman... an absolute whore... a wanton sex machine and toy. She did anything and everything these two women wanted her to do and they made sure to use every hole for their pleasure and completely debased my wife in the process. Jackie was naked and still wearing the strap-on that Candy had used earlier, lying in the other bed sound asleep.
All the women were drenched in sweat, their hair plastered to their faces and shoulders and the room smelled of sex. I glanced at the clock on the nightstand. We'd been here for four hours. That was four hours of straight sex. I lost count of the number of times I came, but I knew that all of them came far more than me. We were all going to be tired and sore. Emmanuelle wasn't going to walk right for a week... especially after having that large strap-on in her ass several times.
I slipped an envelope holding $8,000 onto the dresser and helped a very tired and sleepy Emmanuelle to her feet. Then I helped her slip back into her dress, holding her steady as she stepped into it and helped pull the straps up and over her shoulders. She was moving slowly, as if on automatic pilot, but she was moving.
I kissed her softly and told her I loved her. I told her that I hope she liked her surprise. She smiled back, weakly, and sighed. She liked it... very much!
"And your birthday is in three months," she giggled softly, resting her head on my chest. "I'll pay you back."
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Blackmail to Desire, Part 7
After breakfast on Thursday, about 11am, we decided to head down to the beach. The forecast for tomorrow wasn't looking good, with rain pretty much all day long, so we wanted to get in one more day of sun, sand, and surf. Abigail surprised me by digging into our suitcase and grabbing both of the remote-controlled vibrators that we brought, giggling, holding them up for me to see.
The one we used last night was an older-model egg that we kept around. I like it for its deep reverberations... the one's that really make Abi squirm. The newer one was in the shape of a C and had half inside her, pressing into her G-spot, and the other half outside, vibrating her clit. This one was for quick orgasms since it was more clit-focused.
"Which one?" she asked, smiling.
"What do you mean?" I responded, a little confused about what she was asking me.
"Which one do you think would be best for my mom?"
I was a little surprised at what she was thinking. She was now wanting to actively involve her mother into our sexual relationship. Not that I minded... I was just surprised. And I was happy to see it happen. To have both of them at my disposal was definitely a dream come true.
"I think the new one for your mom... and the egg for you," I smiled.
"I thought so, too," she giggled.
"You think she'll do it?"
Abi nodded, smiling. "Mmhmm. I can be very persuasive you know."
"Go for it," I laughed. I agreed. She looked incredibly sexy wearing just her bikini bottoms, her breasts seemingly swelling, her nipples hardening with desire as I watched. She could definitely be persuasive.
She finished getting her bikini on and slid the egg into her vagina, setting the vibrating tail over her clit. Then she grabbed her towel, tossed me the remote control to her mom's vibrator, and went to the adjoining door. "We'll meet you in the hall," she giggled.
I wished I could have watched their interchange, wondering just how Melissa would react to the whole thing and wondering just how Abi would convince her.
I stood in the hallway for only a few moments before they walked out, giggling. "All set?" I asked.
"Definitely," Abi giggled, taking my hand and squeezing it. Melissa was smiling and giggling, too. She looked far happier than I'd seen her all week long. I thought she was really coming around.
We walked down to the beach, found a good spot that was relatively private, and then set up a beach sun shelter, a two-walled tent, with one side open. It was a great way to get out of the sun and wind for a little while... and also offered a little privacy. Outside the tent, I set up two umbrellas and three beach chairs.
"Oh!" I heard Abi moan and then giggle while we were setting things up. It appeared that they had decided to swap remotes... Melissa had the remote to Abi's vibrator, while Abi supposedly had the remote to Melissa's vibrator. Unknown to Melissa, though... I had her remote instead of Abi.
I hit the button to start Melissa's vibrator on the lowest setting and the two women giggled together.
"Oh my God!" Melissa panted, bending over slightly and putting her hand on her abdomen as the vibrations teased her clit so wonderfully. "This is so wild. It feels so... weird."
"Nice, though. Right?" Abi giggled.
Melissa smiled at her and nodded slowly. "Yeah."
When we got everything set up, Abi grabbed a bottle of lotion and walked over to her mom. "Suntan lotion?"
"Yes... please," Melissa said, turning her back to her daughter.
Abi squeezed some of the lotion into her hand and swept it over Melissa's back, caressing her and massaging it into her skin. She slid her hands lower and lower, at one point kneeling behind Melissa and spreading it over her ass, intimately squeezing and her fleshy globes.
I turned her vibrator up a notch to two, rewarding Melissa and attempting to get her more excited.
Abi then slid her hands up and down Melissa's legs as her mother seemed to shiver. At the top, she swiped her finger over Melissa's pussy, teasing her as Melissa giggled.
"What are you doing?" Melissa said, squirming away from her.
"Oh, stop," Abi said. "I'm just putting suntan lotion on you."
"Well, I think I can finish."
"Nonsense, mom," Abi smiled. "I got this." Abi squirted some more of the lotion into her hand and stood in front of her mom. She slowly spread the lotion over her chest, shoulders, and neck, then moved to her abdomen. Her hands teasingly slid a little under her bikini top, teasing Melissa's beautiful D-cup breasts until her nipples noticeably rose behind her top.
Abi then knelt in the sand in front of her mom and slid the lotion lower. Her hands moved over her abdomen and over the front of her hips, teasingly sliding just inside her bikini bottoms as Melissa moaned above her. The two looked at each other as Abi's finger slid between her legs and teased her pussy once again.
I watched Abi lick her lips, her fingers sliding around the Melissa's vibrator and clicked it up to a three. Melissa's hips moved slowly, wanting more touch, more sensation. She couldn't handle much more.
"Ok... ok," Melissa panted, backing up. "Why don't I put lotion on you." Melissa bent down and grabbed the small remote to Abi's vibrator and pressed the button three times, taking Abi to four.
"Oh, fuck!" Abi moaned as the vibrations hit her suddenly, bending over a little. "Oh my God."
"Paybacks," Melissa giggled, grabbing the bottle of suntan lotion from Abi's hand. "Now stand up."
Abi stood, her body shaking softly, her excitement showing on her face. She licked her lips as Melissa grabbed her hips and turned her around to face away from her mother.
"Just a little lotion on your back," Melissa said, spreading the lotion over and around Abi's back, teasingly squeezing her daughter's ass cheeks. Standing behind Abi, she slid her hand just inside Abi's bikini bottoms and slid her fingers along the crack of her ass. Abi moaned softly and smiled, licking her lips. Her need was growing fast.
Melissa knelt in the sand and slid lotion over her daughter's legs, sliding them up between them just like Abi did. Her fingers slid along her pussy, teasing her as Abi openly moaned.
"Oh my God," Abi moaned, looking at me, licking her lips and smiling. She was getting close to attacking her mom.
Melissa slapped Abi on the ass. "Turn around. Let me get your front."
Abi giggled and turned eagerly, smiling at her mom.
Melissa put more lotion in her hand and started spreading it over Abi's shoulders, neck, and chest, her fingers sliding inside Abi's bikini top and teasing her nipples, just as Abi had teased her. Then she knelt down and covered Abi's abdomen and hips, sliding her fingers just inside her bikini bottoms to tease her clit, just like her daughter teased her.
When she was finished, Melissa sat back and put the bottle of lotion back in the beach bag. "All done," she giggled. She moved to one of the beach chairs, moved it out into the sun, and sat down. Abi followed suit and sat next to her while I stayed in the shade of the umbrellas.
"Oh my God, this is feels so good," Melissa moaned, writhing in her chair a little as if unable to find a comfortable position.
Abi giggled and moaned. "I agree."
"What if I..." Melissa said, teasingly holding up the remote. She clicked the up button again, sending Abi's vibrator up to a five. "What if I upped the ante?"
"Oh my God!" Abi giggled, writhing in her chair, too. "That is totally unfair."
I almost laughed, watching the two compete. I clicked Melissa's button, sending her vibrator up to a five as well.
"Oh my God!" Melissa groaned, hitting the arm of her chair several times in frustration. "What's happening?"
"I told you it felt good," Abi panted, surreptitiously playing with her nipples.
"Oh my God! I can't take much more."
"You like?" Abi giggled.
"Yes... it feels... it's so good," Melissa panted. "I never thought it would feel like this. Oh fuck! I need... I need... I need to touch myself, you know?" She slid her hands over her thighs, moving one between them to touch the vibrator.
"No! You're not allowed to touch yourself... that's the rules," Abi said sternly.
As I watched the two, I laughed. It was so much fun, watching them get so excited in such a public place so that they couldn't do anything about it. I hit Melissa's remote up another notch, up to a six.
"Oh my gosh!" Melissa practically yelled, her head rolling back. "I need it! I need it!" She grabbed Abi's remote and hit her button twice, sending her up to a seven. "Don't you?"
"Oh fuck!" Abi moaned and looked back at me. I smiled, watching them squirm. She then grabbed her mom's hand and pulled her up, the both of them running into the surf as best they could. The vibrations were driving them over the edge, making their run difficult, but they quickly ran into the surf, moving deeper into the water until they were up to mid-stomach.
Then they dropped to their knees so that their bodies were mostly covered by the water so that even I couldn't see what they were doing. But I knew exactly what they were doing, facing each other, arms obviously moving beneath the surface as their faces contorted in pleasure.
They suddenly kissed as they both came. Hard.
I turned Melissa's vibrator off, giving her a break. Abi was still moaning and gyrating in the water as her mom held on to her, looking back at me. Laughing, I got up and grabbed Abi's remote from Melissa's chair and turned her vibrator off, too.
When I sat back down, I watched them recover in the water for a minute, then watched them slowly walk back to their chairs, smiling.
"Whew!" Abi exhaled as she sat in her chair beside her mom.
"Was that good?" I asked.
Melissa looked at me. "You're a bastard, you know that?"
"I try," I laughed.
We stayed on the beach for several hours, with me playing with both of their remotes. I watched the two of them touch and kiss as surreptitiously as possible. At one point, they both slipped into the sun shelter where they could expose more flesh, licking and touching even more intimately.
The time passed far too quickly for my tastes, but I was anxious to move into an even more private setting.
It was about 5pm when we started packing up our stuff and walking back up to our rooms to rest a little before dinner. When we got to the doors, I grabbed Abi and followed Melissa into her room, surprising her.
"Just one thing I need before dinner," I said, setting everything down.
"What now, Ryan?" Melissa asked, almost challengingly as she turned towards me and put her hands on her hips.
"Well... it was Abi's idea to use the vibrators," I said. "And I think she deserves a thank you."
Melissa nodded, not looking too pleased. "I've already told her, but, thank you Abi. That was... really fun," she said.
My face reflected my objection to her words. "Words just don't seem to be enough," I said, shaking my head.
"What else do you want from me?" Melissa said. "I'm sincere. I really do appreciate it."
"Well, what I really think you should do is... maybe... show her how much you appreciate it. Maybe... give her an orgasm."
Melissa looked first at me, then at Abi. She shook her head. "You have the remote," she said. "You can give her an orgasm all you want."
"Yeah... I appreciate what you're saying," I said. "But... that would be... well... so impersonal."
"Then?"
"I was thinking you could lick her pussy," I smiled.
"Lick her pussy?" Melissa said, shaking her head. "She's my daughter, Ryan."
"Oh, no! Not that!" I said, feigning shock, shaking my head. Then I smiled. "I know that. But I also know you enjoy licking her pussy. Remember?" I smiled, making her remember what happened just yesterday.
Melissa nodded, closing her eyes. She didn't like that I was holding that over her head. But we both knew I was right. She did enjoy licking her daughter's pussy and making her cum.
"Why don't you start by taking the remote out of her?" I said, pressing the button on Melissa's remote four times.
"Oh fuck," Melissa groaned, bending over slightly and grabbing her abdomen. "You're such a bastard, Ryan."
"I know," I laughed. "But you know you want this."
Melissa licked her lips as she dropped to her knees in front of Abi. She hooked her fingers in Abi's bikini bottoms and pulled them down. As Abi stepped out of them, Melissa grabbed the little tail of the remote and slowly pulled, pulling the remote until it plopped out of Abi's pussy.
As she handed it to her daughter, she looked at me as if she was disgusted that I was there, watching her. She shook her head, then leaned in and started licking Abi's pussy.
"Oh my God," Abi moaned, putting one hand on Melissa's head, pulling her in, slightly grinding into her face. "Shit, that feels so good. Maybe I should...," Abi said, starting to move towards the bed. "Can I sit down?" she asked, looking at me. Melissa crawled with her.
I moved with both of them and knelt beside the bed, right next to Abi, so I had a very close-up view of Melissa's licking. Melissa knelt beside me, pushed Abi's legs apart, and started licking her again.
"Oh my God," Abi moaned, grabbing her legs to hold them back, watching her mother lick her pussy. She closed her eyes for a second as the pleasure built quickly.
"That looks so hot," I hissed, as Melissa kept licking. She rolled her eyes a moment, but still kept licking.
"Oh my God... You're gonna... Oh! Oh fuck!" Abi's body suddenly shook uncontrollably, her hands grabbing the bedspread. Her eyes closed and mouth opened and she let out a loud, groaning exhale as she came.
Melissa sat up suddenly, looking embarrassed because she just made her own daughter cum. She couldn't even look us in the eyes. "I, um... I gotta... I gotta get cleaned up." She suddenly stood and rushed off to the bathroom, closing the door behind her.
I grabbed Abi's hand and helped her to her feet. Then I bent down and kissed her, deeply, before walking her to the adjoining door and going into our own room to get cleaned up.
*****
Two hours later, we had dinner at an Italian restaurant in town. With the very open floor plan, we weren't able to play much, other than me holding Abi from behind while we waited in the lobby for our table. I pushed my erection against her ass and occasionally teased her nipples, getting her very excited.
The dinner was good, with salad and pasta and bread. We had several glasses of wine each and even ended the night with some tiramisu.
The women sat in the back of the car as I drove back to the hotel after dinner. I'd asked Abi to play with her mom a bit and watched the two of them in the rear view mirror as Abi pulled her mom's dress down and sucked on her nipple. Melissa fought her at first, a little embarrassed, but Abi was insistent. She kissed her passionately, slowly working her top down, getting her more and more excited before she was able to bare her nipple. Then, when she did, Melissa couldn't deny her.
"Oh," Melissa panted as Abi sucked softly. "That feels so good."
Abi giggled and grabbed Melissa's leg, pulling it across her lap to spread her legs apart. Her hand then disappeared beneath her dress and she started to obviously finger her pussy.
"Oh!" Melissa panted. "Fuck. Baby, what are you doing?"
"Your pussy is so hot," Abi moaned, her tongue caressing her very hard, prominent nipple. She pushed her mom's dress up, exposing her hot, wet pussy, her panties pushed to the side. Abi was sliding two fingers into her wetness as her thumb flicked back and forth across her clit.
"Fuck," Melissa groaned, laying back in the seat as much as she could.
"I love when your pussy gets so needy," Abi said, sliding up to kiss her mother again.
"Oh... baby... it feels so good to have your fingers inside me." Melissa was panting heavily now, moaning a little with each exhale.
"Are you going to cum all over my fingers, mommy?" Abi teased.
Melissa nodded quickly. "Yes... Oh my God! You... are an incredible young woman. I'm so close."
"I bet you are." Abi moved back to sucking and biting her nipple again, making Melissa moan loudly.
Melissa's and my eyes met in the mirror and I could see the pleasure written all over her face. She obviously didn't want me to see it, but it was forced on her. As light shown and faded time and time again in the back seat as we passed the street lights, she panted in excitement until she finally groaned loudly in orgasm.
"OhmyGodohmyGodohmyGod! I'm cumming! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Melissa yelled, writhing in the seat, kicking and pressing her legs into the back of my seat.
I smiled as I pulled into the hotel parking lot, watching the two of them passionately kissing, holding each other tightly. Abi licked her fingers, then offered them Melissa so that her mom could taste herself.
The two women walked hand-in-hand to the elevators then up to the rooms as I walked behind them, thinking about what I wanted to do for the rest of the night. At our doors, Melissa went to her room, while Abi and I went into our own.
Abi was giggling as I closed the door and smacked her ass, telling her that I enjoyed watching the two of them.
"I'm glad you liked that," she said, her face beaming.
"I am so fucking hard. I think it's time we really played again," I said. I got hard watching them and needed to... dominate... her a little.
"Really?" she asked, giggling, her eyes twinkling.
I nodded as she silently clapped in excitement. She loved our little play dates. She started undressing.
I opened our suitcase and fished out the short aluminum poles that we'd packed and laid them on the bed. Taking my time, I attached first one crossbeam to the long center pole, then the next. Each crossbeam was ninety degrees to the center pole and held cuffs at the ends, to connect to the wrists and legs. Then I attached the final pole, which thrust upward and held another cuff... to go around the neck.
When I finished assembling it, I laid it on the floor. It looked like a capital 'I'. Abi was completely naked, wearing only her collar. She'd been in this contraption before and moved into position. Kneeling on all fours, she put her hands and knees by the crossbeams and her neck by the upthrust beam.
I wrapped the cuffs around each limb, then the one around her neck, completely immobilizing her.
This was one of my favorite devices. It forced her to maintain the position of being on all fours, giving me access to any part of her body I wanted. I stood in front of her as she watched as best she could and started undressing. I removed my Hawaiian shirt first, tossing it aside. Then I slid my pants and underwear down, exposing my very erect penis.
"Mmm," she moaned appreciatively as my cock bobbed over her. "Yes, please."
I knelt on the floor by her head and grabbed her hair in one hand. I then grabbed my shaft, stroked it several times, and then directed it right to her open and waiting mouth, sliding all the way inside.
"Mmhmm," she moaned, sucking and licking my shaft as I started slowly fucking her face. She groaned as I pushed deep, forcing my cock down her throat.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
"Oh fuck!" I gasped, feeling her mouth bathe my cock in pleasure. When I finally pulled back, saliva dripped from my cock and from her chin.
"That's so good," Abi hissed before I pushed back in again and started a slow rhythmic fucking motion. The room was filled with the sounds of both of us moaning as well as her sucking.
I was so involved with fucking Abi's face that I didn't hear the adjoining door open or Melissa come in... until she practically shrieked.
"What the fuck?" Melissa yelled from the open doorway.
"Mom!" Abi replied as I pulled my cock free from her mouth. I sat back on my heels.
"What's going on, Ryan?" Melissa asked, coming further into the room to save her little girl. "Why is she all locked up? I'm calling the cops." I got up as she started walking back towards her room. "You stay the fuck away from me," she said, putting out a hand to tell me to stop.


"No, no, no," Abi said from her bonds. "Mom! You don't need to call the cops. Ryan isn't hurting me."
Melissa stopped when she heard her daughter.
"I'm locked up because I want to be locked up."
"What?" Melissa asked, not understanding. "What are you talking about?"
"Mom... take a breath. This is what we enjoy doing."
"Look, she can get out any time she likes," I said. "She just says the word and she's free."
"Seriously?" Melissa asked, not sure if she believed me or not.
"Seriously," Abi agreed.
"I don't get it, Abi," her mom said. "Why would you want to be locked up? This is something you enjoy?"
"I know it sounds crazy... but being completely submissive to Ryan, being tied up... is... freeing," Abi explained. "Everything disappears and it's all about having fun... and fulfilling his desires. It's my happy place."
Melissa looked at both of us, calming down a little, maybe even understanding. After I'd tied her up a little last night, I think she kind of understood what Abi was saying. "I mean... I guess it sounds... different."
"You should try it," Abi said. "I mean... if you want to."
Melissa shook her head slowly, not quite sure how to answer. It took a lot to let someone else have complete control over your body. "I don't know."
"It's not for everyone," Abi said and I smiled. "But... maybe you can... watch for a while... and see if it's something you might enjoy."
"See?" I said, moving back to kneel in front of Abi. "It's beautiful."
"I honestly look forward to this every day," Abi said, opening her mouth wide to accept my cock inside once again.
"Oh... yes," I panted. Abi flicked her tongue under my shaft as it slid in and out. "Do you have a good view?" I asked Melissa.
"Yes." Melissa stood at the door, just watching us. She was wearing a robe, having taken a quick shower.
"Mmm," Abi moaned as I slid my cock almost out, letting her suck on the tip. "Oh yeah."
"How are you... you know... doing there, Abi?" Melissa asked. She sounded a little scared but... excited.
"Very good," Abi said as I quickly removed my cock, then slid it right back inside.
I looked at Melissa. "There's something about being submissive that she really enjoys. I think you would, too." I pushed my hips forward, driving my cock deep into her mouth again, almost gagging her.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
I moaned. "Oh, yes... fuck... that's good." When I pulled out again, she coughed a second, saliva dripping off her chin and my cock once again.
"I love worshiping his cock like this," Abi said softly.
"I can see that," Melissa said. "I can definitely... see... that." She'd slid a hand inside her robe, obviously touching her breast.
"Are you getting turned on?" I asked Abi, caressing her cheek.
"Oh yes, daddy," she said quickly, smiling, sounding so desperate for more. "My pussy is so wet."
"How about I... take care of you," I said, crawling around behind her. I stroked my cock several times and slapped it against her ass cheeks. Then, sliding it down the crack of her ass, I set it at her pussy and slightly pushed it inside. I looked over at Melissa, grabbed Abi's hips and pushed fully inside her, watching Melissa's reaction.
Melissa's eyes were glued to my cock as she licked her lips.
I grabbed Abi's hips with both hands and pushed all the way inside her pussy again. Slowly, I pushed my hips forward and back, driving deep inside her with each thrust.
"Oh my God!" Abi panted.
"Yeah? Does that feel good?" I asked.
"It feels sooo good."
"Uh huh... there you go," I groaned, thrusting faster, moving as deep as I could with each thrust.
"Oh! Oh!" Abi panted. "I love how you're stretching me open. It feels so good."
I dug my fingers into her hips, slapping my hips into her ass cheeks again and again. I bent over and grabbed her breasts, feeling them sway beneath her, feeling her hard nipples dig into my palm before squeezing and pulling them.
"Just like that, daddy!" she panted. "Fuck me daddy. I love the way you're stretching me."
I looked down and saw her little asshole below me, just begging for attention. I sucked on the tip my thumb and swirled it over her tight, little hole and pushed the tip inside. I knew that would do the trick.
"Oh yes... oh... oh, I'm gonna cum... I'm gonna cum!" Abi moaned loudly. "Oh! Oh my God! Uhhhhhhhh! Uh huh! Uh huh!"
I could feel her pussy contract on my cock and feel her juices gush out over my shaft as she came. Feeling her body shiver and shake uncontrollably excited me. I stopped thrusting for a moment and looked towards the door, looking to see what Melissa's reaction was, but she was gone. She'd disappeared back to her own room at some point.
"I want to taste my cum on you," Abi begged, bringing my attention back to her. "Please... please let me taste you."
I crawled back around towards her face, my cock dripping with her juices. She quickly opened her mouth as I moved my cock forward, greedily sucking it inside.
"Mmmm... mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned as she licked and sucked it.
"Yeah... that's it. That's it," I moaned, sliding my cock in and out, watching her adore it, watching her take it so lovingly.
"I really want to feel you cum," she said softly, when I finally pulled out of her mouth. "How do you want to cum, daddy?"
"Are you ready for some more?" I asked. I was so happy that she could just cum and cum and cum and always ask for more.
"Mmhmm," she said quickly, sounding excited. "I'm ready for some more. I really love you using me."
"Ok," I said crawling to her ass once again. I grabbed my shaft and, after slapping it against her ass again, moved it to her asshole, pressing against her sensitive sphincter.
"Daddy?" Abi asked, sounding suddenly scared.
I laughed. "Just checking, baby." I slid the head even lower and it slid right into her wetness. "Yeah... ok, there you go."
"Yeah, daddy," she moaned quickly as my cock slid deep inside her. "That's it. Make me yours daddy."
"Oh yeah... you're so fucking wet."
"Oh! Oh!" she panted, mewling so beautifully. God I loved the sounds she made when I fucked her. "Just keep taking my pussy, daddy. Take it as much as you want."
"Oh, fuck!" I moaned, slamming into her once again. "That's right." Her ass looked so good when I fucked her from behind. I raised one of my hands and smacked her ass cheek. She reacted instantly with a groan.
"Yeah daddy... spank me... make me your good girl," she said, obviously enjoying my spanking.
I spanked her several more times, then, fucking her even faster.
"I can be your good girl," she panted. "I can be your good girl. Oh! I'm going to cum again! Oh! Oh!"
"Fuck yeah," I groaned, feeling her body shiver below me, feeling her pussy convulse and squeeze my cock again and again. And it was that feeling that took me over the edge. "Uh huh... Oh! I'm gonna cum."
"Yes, daddy!" she panted excitedly. "Yes, daddy! Please!"
"Fuck, baby!" I groaned again, feeling my balls constrict, feeling my hips move more erratically as I lost a little control. I felt my cum eject from my body, sending cum spraying deep inside her pussy again and again. "Unh! Fuck! Oh yeah! Unh! Unh!"
I stopped thrusting, just letting my cock rest inside her for a moment. She was panting below me, enjoying the feel of my cum dripping out of her wet hole, feeling it slide down her thighs.
"Oh baby... that was good," I panted.
"Oh wow," she marveled. "I feel it... There's so much cum."
"Yeah... you did good. Good girl."
"Goodness, daddy," she panted. "I'm so glad you came inside me. I love you, daddy."
I smiled and pulled my cock from her pussy, watching the cum leak out. "I love you, too, baby."
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Christmas Vixen, Part 4
With a baby on the way and their relationship going so well, Nick and Emily decided to get married this year... before the baby was born. There was a flurry of activity between Kim and Emily, getting everything arranged. There was so much to do. They finally set the date in July... seven months into her pregnancy.
It was a wonder to me that no one even doubted who the father was... everyone just assumed it was Nick. Even he did. Only Emily and I knew differently.
Neither Nick nor Emily were in school any longer. Both had graduated and both were just working full time, but they still lived far enough away that I didn't have much contact with them. I did get a chance to meet Nick on one of their short trips up.
The women picked out a fairly old and beautiful church for the wedding and a barn venue for the reception. They picked out the colors and their dresses, with both the bride and the groom having three attendants each. It was going to be a beautiful ceremony.
My entire job was just to write the checks... which I actually did... just not entirely happily. This was supposed to be a big, happy event, right? Why didn't it feel that way to me? Why did I feel... jealous?
Nick's parents hosted the rehearsal dinner the night before the wedding and we ate at a nice restaurant in town. Emily was looking large, pretty much the expected size for seven months, but with a larger belly than I ever saw her with. But she was glowing... absolutely glowing.
On the day of the wedding, I was dressed in my tux, just wandering around the church a little, doing whatever my wife, Kim, told me to do. About an hour before the ceremony, Emily's maid of honor came and told me that Emily was asking for me. I asked what it was about, a little worried, but she didn't know.
I was going to ask Kim to go with me, so that we could deal with whatever was wrong, but decided against it in the end. If she wanted Kim to be there, she would have asked for her.
Emily was sitting at a little makeup table when I came in, looking in the mirror. She was wearing her wedding dress already and looked absolutely stunning.
"I'm here," I said, walking into the room. "What's wrong, babygirl?"
"Close the door," she said, looking at me through the mirror. She didn't sound anxious or scared... but she did sound strange.
I pushed it closed as directed. I thought that there must be something private she wanted to talk about.
"Is there something you need?" I asked, turning back around. Emily had stood and was walking towards me as I moved further into the room.
"Actually... there is," she said, putting her hands on my chest as she moved in front of me. She licked her lips. "I have... cravings. Insatiable cravings."
"What?" I asked, not understanding.
Suddenly she pushed me and made me fall back onto a couch that was behind me.
"Whoa!" I said as the back of my legs hit the couch and I fell. "Babygirl!"
She crawled onto my lap and started kissing me. My hands went to first try and stop her, but I quickly acquiesced and held her to me, kissing her back. It was a desperate, passionate kiss. I slid my hands through the many folds of her wedding dress and grabbed her bare ass underneath, pushing her into my crotch. My cock was instantly hard, feeling her against me once again.
I growled and smacked her ass as she ground her pussy into me. She was so hot, so excited. She panted into my mouth as she kissed me.
"Oh... yeah... mmhmm," she moaned.
"You're so beautiful," I whispered.
"Daddy," she said, sitting up and sliding her hips forward and back, grinding against my shaft. "I need you."
I couldn't believe how good she looked and felt... and this was over my pants. "Fuck, I want my cock inside you."
She started grinding faster. "Oh... fuck yes," she panted, then reached down, fighting through the skirt of her dress, to find and unfasten my belt. I tried to help her, but she just slapped my hands away. She unfastened my pants, and pulled them down as she dropped to her knees on the floor in front of me.
"Oh yes," she panted. She grabbed my shaft and stroked it a second, then bent down and kissed the tip. "That is so pretty." Slowly she kissed down my shaft and licked back up to the top. "Oh my God. Fuck yes," she moaned before slipping me deep into her mouth.
God that felt so good! "Fuck!" I practically yelled, then checked how loud I was since I didn't know how far I could be heard. It would be really, really bad if someone walked in right now.
"It's so good, daddy," Emily moaned licking and sucking the head.
"Oh my God, babygirl," I moaned.
"Look how juicy your dick is," she said. My shaft was covered with her spit as her hand slid up and down it. "It's so good."
"You're so good at sucking on it," I moaned, chuckling slightly. Her head bobbed up and down my shaft, sliding me deep into her mouth again and again, with her hand stroking just under her lips. God, she knew just how to drive me nuts. "Fuck! Holy shit! That so fucking good."
"I'm hungry," she giggled. "It's been so long since Nick has even touched me. He's so scared he's going to either break me or the baby. He doesn't understand that I still have needs. That I need cock. I need your cock." Suddenly she slid my cock deep into her throat.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
"Oh my God," I panted. "How do you do that? That feels so fucking good."
She pulled off my cock, coughing, and smiled. "Certainly not from practice," she giggled. "I'm just really horny." She sat up and then moved onto the couch beside me, spreading her legs. "Come here, it's your turn."
I dropped to my knees between her legs and pushed her dress up and out of the way. There was so much material to push through. I grabbed her leg and kissed her stockinged foot, letting my tongue glide and press into her sole and toes. Then I kissed up her leg, over her calf to her knee, then onto her inner thigh. Her stockings ended there, attached to a garter belt to hold them up. I moved more and more of her dress out of the way until I finally found her pussy.
She was wearing a G-string but her labia were so swollen and wet that it practically disappeared between them. I kissed up from her inner thigh, pulled her panties aside, and started licking her pussy.
"Oh!" she panted, watching me as best she could. She was such a firecracker, her hips moving against my mouth. I sucked on her labia, then nibbled on them, making her cry out in passion. Then I licked deep between her labia, digging my tongue into her pussy, and started tongue-fucking her.
Suddenly there was a knock on the door and Emily moved, pushing me away, to stand in front of the couch. She covered me with her skirt. It was so huge, I think I was totally hidden.
"Honey?" Kim asked as she opened the door.
"Hi mom," Emily said casually.
"Hey," Kim said, obviously coming just inside the room. "You doing ok?"
"Hi... yeah," Emily said, coughing a little. "I'm just... decompressing... a little bit."
"Are you alright?" Kim sounded concerned... and I was scared she'd stick around and find me.
"Yeah... I was just a little overwhelmed," Emily said, exhaling as if to calm herself. "Dad helped me calm down."
"Ok... that's good," Kim said. She paused a second and I imagined she was looking around the room. "Where is he?"
"Oh, um... he's in the bathroom," she lied. "But he said he'd be back in a few minutes."
"Ok. You sure you don't need me to help you relax?"
"No!" Emily said a little too quickly and forcefully. Then she relaxed again. "No... that's awesome of you to offer but I've got it handled right now."
"Ok. It's just the greatest day of my life and I'm so excited for you. You look so beautiful in that dress."
"You're the best mom ever," Emily said.
"I love you." I could hear Kim blow her a kiss.
"I love you, too."
When the door closed, Emily pulled the dress off me and sat back down on the couch again. "Please don't stop. God I need this."
She looked so desperate and needy that I dove in and started licking her pussy again. "Mmm," I moaned. "Mmhmm... mmhmm."
"Yes that's good," she moaned, panting. "That's so good. Oh fuck! Yes, yes, yes! I forgot how amazing you were at that."
I grabbed around her legs and pressed my mouth harder against her cunt as I sucked on her clit, then tongued it rapidly.
"Oh my God that's so... so fucking good," she panted. "Yes... yes... Fuck yes, please. Right there. Yeah. Fuck that's so good."
"Oh my God you taste so good, babygirl," I took a second to say before diving deep in and tongue fucking her once again. I curled my tongue and swirled it around her entrance, listening to her pant in heat above me.
Her fingers grabbed my head, entwining in my hair to keep me from leaving her.
"I fucking love the way you eat pussy," she panted. "Fuck that's so good. Shit!"
When she let my head go, I sat up and grabbed my shaft. Then I crawled forward and set it against her pussy. She moved her hips, grinding up against it as I swirled the head around her meaty lips and over her clit.
"Oh yeah!" she nodded excitedly. "Oh fuck, please! That's what I really need!"
"I fucking missed your sweet, sweet pussy." I moved the head down to her hole and pushed it inside. She was so wet and ready it slid in easily and pushed in deep before I started a slow thrusting.
"God, it missed you, too. Fuck! That's so nice," she panted. "Thank you, daddy."
"God damn!" I panted, hooking my hands over her thighs to give me more leverage. I would have loved to have grabbed and sucked on her breasts, but there was just too much dress to go through to get there.
"Your cock is so nice and it feels so good," she panted. "Yes... right there... just like that. It's been too fucking long."
"Fuck!" I moaned, and started moving my hips even faster. I wanted to really slam into her, but it wasn't so easy in the position I was in. But I thrust as best I could.
"Yes, yes, yes!" she panted. "That's such a nice fucking dick. Yes please! Mmhmm... mmhmm... That's so fucking good! That's so fucking good!"
She grabbed at my hips, trying to control my thrusting, but it was too difficult over her dress. But seeing her desire, I grabbed under her legs and held them to my chest so I could slam even harder and faster.
"Oh my God!" she panted, holding her breath for long periods of time, now. I knew she was so close. And in seconds, she came, flooding my cock with her juices. "Oh! Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhh!" Each exhale was a groan of passion as she seemed to cum again and again.
I stopped and then finally pulled free as she relaxed a little, then stood, pulling my pants completely off. "Lets get this off you," I said, tugging at her dress. I wasn't done with her yet and we still had time.
"Yes please," she nodded, stood and turned, giving me access to the dozen little hooks that held it on. "Please get this dress off of me."
It seemed to take forever, but I eventually got it and she laid it off to the side, trying not to damage it in any way.
"There we go... oh my God," she panted. She was wearing a little, white demi-bra and panties, with her panties pulled to the side still.
I pushed her over, bending her over at the waist as I knelt behind her again. My hands grabbed her ass cheeks and I squeezed them, pulling them apart. Her little rosebud looked so tasty and so needy that I bent forward and started licking it.
"Yes please!" she panted. "Oh my God that so fucking nasty. That's just what I need."
I licked up and down her crack, moving down to her swollen labia and then back to her asshole once again, pushing my tongue just inside her. She was shaking harder, getting close to an orgasm once again.
Then I stood and grabbed my shaft, directing it right to her pussy. I quickly pushed inside and started thrusting as she grabbed the couch more firmly to keep from falling over. I grabbed her hips tightly so that I could thrust even harder into her.
"Yes, yes, yes!" she panted. "Oh shit! Yes!"
"Oh my God... your pussy... is so fucking... good," I panted, moving my hips rapidly now, slamming my hips against her ass.
"Mmhmm... yes... yes... oh!" she moaned, breathing hard. "Please fuck me good. That's so good. That's so fucking good."
"Yeah, babygirl... take daddy's cock," I growled.
"Shit! Shit!" she yelled, pushing her hips back against me every time I thrust forward. "I'm cumming again, daddy!"
And she did. With a wail, her body convulsed and shook, and her juices ran down her legs and over my cock and balls. She was on fire!
Emily stood up and flipped around, then suddenly dropped to her knees in front of me. She quickly grabbed my shaft and shoved it into her mouth again, sucking on me.
"Oh my God, look at you," I said. She couldn't look more beautiful if she tried. She was absolutely glowing. "Fuck! You're so beautiful."
Her hands were moving rapidly up and down my shaft as she sucked on the head, hungrily. "Please daddy. Please," she begged. "Give me your cum."
Having her on her knees, sucking on my dick, and begging for me to cum drove me to the edge quickly.
"Oh, I'm going to fucking cum," I panted, slowly shaking my head.
"Cum in my mouth," she whispered excitedly, opening her mouth wide and sticking out her tongue.
"Yeah?" I smiled. That was so fucking wrong. But at least I wouldn't ruin her makeup.
She nodded. "Yes please! I need it."
"God that feels... so good," I panted and felt my balls start to tighten. I was going to cum fast. And suddenly it hit me. She sucked on just the head as she stroked my cock rapidly, her hand a blur. "Oh my God! Unh! Unh! Unh!"
My cum jet from my cock again and again, filling her mouth as she swallowed trying to keep up with it. Finally, when I stopped, she slowed her stroking and squeezed my cock, trying to get every drop down her throat.
"Mmm... I fucking love your cum," she moaned softly, licking a couple drops from the head. "Thank you daddy. I really needed that." She sucked and licked my cock until it was completely clean, then smiled at me and kissed me. "I guess I better get ready... we're going to start the ceremony soon, right?"
I nodded and smiled back. "Yeah... really soon."
I stood and grabbed my underwear and pants, sliding them back on again as she slipped into her dress. I helped her fasten all the hooks up her back and then adjusted her gown a little. When she was finally dressed, she hugged and kissed me, giving me a little taste of my own cum.
I wondered what Nick might think later, when he kissed her at the end of the ceremony.
"Thank you, daddy! I love you!" she smiled.
"I love you, too, babygirl."
*****
The ceremony was beautiful and Emily winked at me as she gave me a quick peck on the cheek after I walked her down the aisle.
"You're so beautiful," I whispered before turning and sitting down beside Kim in the second row.
At the end of the ceremony, when Nick kissed his new bride, I thought I could see a little hesitation on his face, but he still continued kissing her. I shook my head and almost chuckled. If he only knew...
*****
After the wedding, after the birth of Liam, Emily and Liam came to the house and spent several days with Kim and me for Christmas. In fact, they still came every Christmas. Nick spent most of the Christmas holidays with his own family.
And every Christmas Eve, Emily and I played in the basement when everyone else in the house was asleep.
*****
And now... back to the present.
It was our eighth Christmas together. Liam was four years old. He looked a lot like me, which most people didn't even bat an eye at. That happens, right? The looks comes from the mother's side of the family sometimes?
It was Christmas Eve again, and she'd slinked down into the basement to find me waiting for her. It didn't take long before her little mouth was wrapped around my cock as she sat in the chair with me.
"You like that, daddy?" she giggled.
"You have no idea," I said softly, watching her as she suckled on the head while jerking the shaft with her hand. I could feel her tongue pressing on the underside of my cock, a very wonderfully sensitive spot for me. "You're so good at that."
"What do you want for Christmas, daddy?" she asked, like she asked every single Christmas Eve, letting her mouth leave my cock for a second.
"I want to be inside you, babygirl," I groaned. "Deep inside you... forever. Can I have that?"
She giggled. "Mmhmm," she moaned. "I love that idea." She was taking her time sucking on me, sliding her mouth up and down my shaft and then sucking on just the head. "You know... your cock fits perfectly in my mouth. I think your cock was meant to be in my mouth and my pussy. It's biology," she giggled.
"Mmhmm," I said softly. "All I know is that everything with you feels so good."
"Do you remember that first Christmas we spent together? When mom had to go to Grandma's?"
"Yeah... I remember..." I said.
"I'm glad we had all that time together," she said softly, stroking my shaft. "I kinda wish we could be like that again. I love you so much, daddy."
"I love you, too, babygirl," I moaned as she sucked my cock deep into her mouth once more.
"Mmm... mmhmm," she moaned, making vibrations rumble all over my shaft.
"Oh my God. That's so good."
"Oh yes," she panted.
"So fucking good." I couldn't believe how hard my cock was. Hell, I couldn't believe how hard I got just thinking about her. Kim could never get me this hard.
Suddenly, Emily took me deep into her throat and held it there a moment, as if she wanted my cock more than breath itself. I thought she was going to pass out, but she pulled off at the last second, leaving my cock a dripping mess. She stroked it, using the excess spit as lubrication.
"Your cock is so big... and my mouth is so small, daddy," she said as she stroked me.
"But it's such a good little mouth," I whispered.
"Does my mouth feel good?"
"Oh yeah, it does," I panted. "It makes daddy so hard."
"I want to put it inside me," she said suddenly, shifting and turning until she was sitting in my lap. She held my cock and guided it right into her pussy as she dropped her hips. "Oh yes... fuck..."
I lifted my hips, driving even deeper as she started grinding into me, fucking me.
"Oooooh... oh... oh... yes," she panted. "That's it, daddy. That's it."
She was moaning with every breath. Her pussy was so ready, so sensitive.
"Oh my God," I panted as her hips started to move more erratically. Her tits were bouncing above me as she thrust down onto me again and again. "You feel so good, babygirl."
"Yes... yes," she panted, barely able to speak. She closed her eyes and let the pleasure wash over her. "You're so deep... Oh... daaaaaddy! Fuuuuuck!"
I felt her pussy spasm as her body shook uncontrollably. She came hard, her pussy gushing all over my cock and lap. She was such an incredible woman.
She was wailing softly as she continued grinding her hips, making such wonderful mewling noises.
I shook my head in wonder. How did I ever get to be so close with this incredible woman. "God you feel so good,"
"Daddy," she panted. "You're so hard daddy. Can you get on top of me?"
I nodded. "Yeah. Of course." I grabbed her hips and flipped us both over, without even pulling my cock out of her pussy.
"Oh... oh yes," she panted as I thrust into her again. "I really... your cock is going so deeeeeep."
I was thrusting my hips in and out slowly, watching her body, her breasts, jiggle with every one. They were bigger now, probably a B-cup, grown after having Liam. And her nipples were so hard, long, and suckable. I grabbed and squeezed her breasts, making her nipples pucker out so I could bend down and take them in my mouth.
"Yes, daddy. That's it. My titties are all yours, too."


I nibbled on her nipple and then sucked, pulling it from her body until it plopped out of my mouth as she moaned below me.
"Oh yeah... oh yeah... Oh my God, they're so sensitive," she panted.
Then I moved to the other. I could swear I could taste her milk, but that wasn't possible. She'd stopped breastfeeding years ago.
"Oh my God... just like that... just like that," she panted.
I sat up and continued my thrusting, moving a little faster, driving into her hard, slapping my hips into her ass, then pulled back slowly. I felt every inch of her pussy squeeze my cock.
"It feels so good when you fuck me daddy," she moaned.
"Oh yes," I grunted. "God your pussy feels so good."
"Daddy?" she panted, her face contorting as she looked up at me. I knew she was going to cum. She nodded rapidly. "That's it. That's it daddy." Her body twisted below me, her hands trying to push my hips and chest, trying to push away from me because the pleasure was so intense. But I held her hips tightly and kept thrusting. "Cummmmmmming! I'm cummmmmming daddy! Ahhhhhh!"
Her pussy was still dripping wet, still gushing out over my cock. Her juices ran down my legs and dripped from my balls.
And still I kept thrusting into her.
"Oh... fuck yes," I moaned. "I'm getting close. You like this cock inside you?"
"Oh yes, daddy!"
"Fuck I'm close."
She put both of her hands on my head, forcing me to look right at her. "I want another baby, daddy," she suddenly said, and I blinked rapidly, trying to focus on her. I wasn't sure what she said for a second. My brain was having a hard time processing it.
"Another... what?"
"Another baby," she smiled up at me, looking so shy and meek, as if nervous and scared to say it out loud. "I want you to give me another baby."
I shook my head, uncertain. "Babygirl... we shouldn't. I mean..."
"Just don't think about it. Just say yes," she said. "Just say yes and cum inside my pussy. Do that for me."
I still kept thrusting, but my mind was trying to process what she was saying. The pleasure my cock was giving me though was so intense, I couldn't think straight. All I knew was that I needed to cum.
"Cum inside me, daddy. Cum deep inside me."
I nodded. I knew I wanted that. "Ok... ok... Oh! Oh! Fuck! Oh!"
I felt my body shudder as a pressure built up in my groin and then exploded. It almost sounded like a roaring freight train in my head as my balls unloaded into her again and again.
"Unh! Unh! Unh!"
I came hard, filling her pussy until it dripped out around my cock.
"Yes!" Emily said, smiling up at me, her face absolutely glowing with joy.
"Oh... oh my God, babygirl," I panted. I slowly pulled my cock from her and could see my cum dripping from it. I could see my cum oozing from her pussy and running over her asshole.
"Oh daddy... oh daddy," she said over and over, smiling up at me. She reached down and slid her fingers through her wetness, scooping up my cum. "I feel your cum... it's so good."
I slumped down to my knees as Emily leaned forward, cradled my head, hugging and kissing me. "I love you. I love you," she said over and over.
I was breathing hard as my brain slowly cleared. In nine months, Liam would have a little sister or brother. Both Kim and I had always wanted grandkids. We talked about it often and, when Liam was born, it was like the best thing that ever happened to Kim. She had a little baby to fawn over once again.
I agreed. I wanted and loved grandkids. Just...
I only prayed they wouldn't find out the truth about who the father was.
But I would never deny my little Christmas vixen anything.
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Thanking the Nice, Young Man
It had snowed hard for the last twenty-four hours as Christina sat in her living room, looking out the front window. It was the first major snowstorm of the season and was expected to drop from six inches to a foot of snow in some areas.
She shook her head and wrapped her throw blanket more closely around herself as she saw a man trudging through the snow, walking down the street with a snow shovel. He suddenly turned and walked up her snowed-in driveway, surprising her, and, in a moment, she heard a pounding on the side door.
She set the blanket down on the arm of the chair and opened the kitchen door that led to the side door. This was the door that led directly to the driveway. She could see him standing just outside through the translucent window in the door.
She unlocked and opened the door, a little nervous. She didn't get many visitors and even fewer met her at this door. A gust of frigid air hit her as she door opened it several inches. She was pleased at the good-looking, young man who greeted her.
"May I help you, handsome, young thing?" she asked the young stranger. "Please tell me you're here to give me an erotic massage." He was cute... young, college age... with short, brown hair. His face looked somewhat rugged with a firm jawline. He was smiling warmly as if trying to feel confident. Even though there was a two step staircase into her house, his face was almost at an even level with hers. Even with her five-foot-seven inch height, he was probably five or six inches taller than she was, much to her delight.
"No, um," he laughed nervously, blushing. "Hi," he said as his eyes scanned over her body, locking at her chest. Even at fifty, she took great pride in her appearance. She worked out several times a week even though her body held a little extra weight. Her D-cup breasts, always one of her most attractive assets, were proudly displayed in every outfit she wore. Today was no exception. Lounging around the house, she wore a navy-blue dress with a plunging neckline showing a lot of cleavage. "My name is... um... Caleb and I'm... um... a member of the APA fraternity at the college."
"My eyes are up here, son," she said, directing his attention back to her face. She loved to watch men drool over her breasts and loved being forced to redirect their attention. It was a little game that she enjoyed playing, especially when she dressed to encourage them to look.
"Sorry," he said, looking at her face again. "We, um, do a lot of community service projects and this week we, um, decided to go out and help our neighbors shovel snow." His eyes slowly wandered down to her cleavage again, snapping back to her face when he felt he was staring too long. "I was, um, wondering if you'd like me to help you, you know, by shoveling your driveway."
"Oh!" she smiled, a little surprised. "Very nice! And how much will you charge me for your... personal... services?"
"Oh... nothing," he said, shaking his head, blushing even more. "Like I said, this is, um, a community service project."
"Ok... well then... this is very nice of you," she said, sliding her finger tips along the neckline of her dress, almost unconsciously, drawing his attention there again. "Yes, I'd love the help. Please."
"Ok." Caleb nodded to her and turned to walk off. His shovel hit the driveway and he started his first shovel-full before she closed the door.
She smiled and made her way back to the living room, standing by the front window to watch him work.
There had to be at least five inches of snow, she realized, as he shoveled load after load, tossing the snow to the grass beside the driveway. His hot breath misted in front of his face before drifting away in the wind again and again.
He was strong... and young... and virile, she thought and wondered what his body looked like. She could imagine his trim physique and strong muscles rippling under his clothing. Her thoughts excited her and her hand strayed to the front of her dress, her fingertips idly teasing her nipples to full hardness.
That was another thing she enjoyed about her body. Her nipples were large and sensitive. And they were always eager to show when she was excited. No matter what bra she wore, it seemed so difficult to control them... if she wanted to at least.
Caleb spent nearly forty minutes getting her driveway cleared of snow and looked pretty cold as she watched him walk to her side door again. She opened the door, smiling. He was covered with snow as it blew over him and he shivered a bit.
"Oh, thank you so much for shoveling the snow for me!" she gushed. "You must be cold. Please, come inside and get warm."
"Ok... thank you." He walked in and stamped his feet, trying to get the snow off his shoes and pants. He was shaking a bit, obviously cold.
"Look at you! You're shivering!" she said. "Get those shoes off and get in here. Why aren't you wearing a heavier coat... and gloves and hat?
Caleb slipped his shoes off and followed her into her kitchen. "I thought I'd be warm enough," he said.
"It's barely even twenty degrees out right now!" she said. Then she saw his shoes. "Wait... you're not even wearing boots! What are those? Tennis shoes? You're going to catch your death of cold! Oh my gosh."
She pawed at his jacket, pulling the zipper down and pulling it off his shoulders. She set it on the back of a kitchen chair.
"Your ears are all red!" she said, putting her hands up to his cheeks. "Come here." She tried to put her hands over his ears but he was too tall to reach easily. "You're so tall! You've really grown! Just... bend down a little and let me put my hands up here and warm up your ears."
He bent down a little, still feeling embarrassed as her hands cupped his ears. Bent down like that, with her standing right in front of him, he was forced to look right at her wonderful cleavage. Her breasts were milky white and jiggled with every move she made. He could see the bumps that her nipples were making. He'd never seen breasts like that in person before.
"Oh my goodness! They're ice cold!" she gushed. "Do they hurt?"
"No... I'm ok," he said. "Your hands feel very warm, though."
She smiled when she noticed where his gaze was. "If I was your mother, I'd take you over my knee. And I think it would be for more than just your lack of winter gear... hello, my eyes are up here."
He blushed a deep red as she let go of his ears and let him stand again.
"Such a naughty boy, staring at my tits like that!" she said, smiling slightly. "Come on, now, get your stuff off."
As Caleb moved, she realized his clothes were soaked from the snow.
"Oh my gosh! Your clothes and socks are absolutely soaked!" She grabbed his shirt and tugged at it, trying to pull it up and off him. "That's it! I need everything off. You are not going to catch a cold on my watch."
Caleb looked at her, a little shocked. "Everything?"
"Yes... everything!" she said, now grabbing at the front of his pants, unfastening them. "You can't go around in freezing cold, wet clothes. I'm going to put it all in the dryer."
Caleb removed both his sweatshirt and his shirt, slipped his jeans down and off, and slid his white socks off. He stood in just his underwear, shivering, covering his groin with his hands. He blushed as Christina stood there, watching him strip, her hand extended to take all of his clothes.
"Let me get a blanket for you," she said, putting his clothes on the table temporarily, "and maybe see what else I can find." She turned to walk away, but when Caleb didn't move, chastised him. "Don't just stand there. Take your underwear off, too. Sheesh... young men these days."
As she walked away, Caleb took his underwear off and stood in the kitchen completely naked. He was shivering, covering his growing erection with both hands, blushing in complete embarrassment.
"Ok," Christina said as she reappeared. "I have a pair of sweatpants that my husband wore. They'll be a bit big around the waist... and obviously not long enough. But they'll do." She handed Caleb the sweatpants and watched, smiling, as he turned and quickly put them on.
She loved his ass, too. It looked strong and firm. God, this young thing was an Adonis!
"You must really work out a lot," she whistled appreciatively.
"I'm, um... I wrestle."
"A wrestler... nice. I bet you're pretty good at it, too," she smiled, licking her lips as she gazed over his firm body.
"Yeah. I, uh, went to State when I was a senior in high school."
"Wow! Your parents must be so proud of you. Come here into the living room," she said, leading him out of the kitchen. "Sit by the fire. This is the warmest place in the house."
A fireplace sat on one wall with a couch positioned in front of it. She'd lit it earlier so the room was very warm and cozy. Christina grabbed a throw from the back of the couch and held it out for him to put over his shoulders as he sat on the floor at the foot of the couch.
"Here... let me get under there with you and help generate some body heat," she said, grabbing one end of the throw and putting it around her shoulders as well. The short length of the blanket forced them to be very close together. Christina was sitting turned towards him, her hand resting on his chest, her head on his shoulder. Her fingers idly and instinctively played in his chest hair.
"Um," he said, blushing. He could feel his erection grow, pressing obscenely into the front of the sweat pants, tenting them.
"Don't worry," she said, stroking his chest with her palm. "You don't have to be embarrassed. I've seen my share of erections."
They sat in silence for a moment as the fire blazed in front of them. The heat felt wonderful on Caleb's skin.
"There... there we go," Christina said softly. "Mmm... see? Isn't that better already?"
"Mmhmm," he said, his teeth chattering slightly. He shivered a little.
"Wow... you're still trembling," she said, smiling up at him. "It's making parts of me jiggle, too. Sorry. I can't really control how much my breasts bounce around. I don't normally wear a bra when I'm at home."
They both looked down and watched her breasts jiggle in her dress. The hard points of her nipples really tented the front of her dress.
"Yeah... I can't control how hard my nipples get, either," she giggled. "If you'd prefer... it might help get things a little warmer if I just took off my dress." She unfastened the catch at her hip, the catch that held the front together.
"I, uh... I don't know... you don't..." Caleb seemed a little embarrassed and that made Christina smile. Not only was he a good-looking young man, he was modest and inexperienced. She knew she could teach him a thing or two.
"It's just that you're so cold and trembling," Christina said softly. "I feel so guilty. You did a good thing for me and I never even knew you were so unprepared for the cold weather. The least I can do is get you warmed up. You know... get your blood really... pumping."
She smiled deviously as she pulled the front of her dress open, then lifted it above her head and off. She tossed it aside and sat, just wearing her small, thong panties.
She giggled as her eyes fell to the front of his sweatpants again.
"Well... it's obvious your blood is pumping to one place in particular," she laughed. Caleb moved his hands down again to cover his crotch. "No... don't be embarrassed. I'd be a little worried about my sex appeal if you didn't get at least a little... excited."
Caleb could feel her breasts press against his torso, her hard nipples digging into his skin. He couldn't believe how soft and inviting they were.
She relaxed against him, resting her head on his shoulder again as her fingers stroked his chest. "You know, being hard isn't enough. I need to get you... you know... worked up. Excited. Really get those juices flowing."
She looked up to see his flushed face. She loved how much control she had over him. At this point, he'd probably do anything for her if she asked.
"So... why don't I slide my hand down... over your chest... over your stomach... all the way... down... here," she said, trailing her hand lower and lower. "So I can feel just how hot your cock is."
She slid her hand under the loose waistband of his sweatpants and touched his hard cock for the first time, her fingers wrapping around it as she lovingly stroked it.
"Ohhh... so hot," she moaned softly. "So hard... and throbbing. So? How does my hand feel wrapped around your cock?"
He moved, shifting his position slightly as if trying to get more comfortable. "It feels... good," he whispered, obviously at a loss for words.
"Soft... warm... and snug?" she asked. "What if I slide it up and down like this." She stroked his cock, squeezing it and moving over it's full length. Caleb moaned a little above her. "Yeah... that's starting to get the juices flowing already. I can feel it."
She stroked more, using her free hand to tug at his sweatpants, trying to take them off. He helped her a moment, pulling his pants down and kicking them aside. Both then watched her hand sliding up his long length, softly moaning.
"Here... wait just a sec," Christina said, letting go and standing up. She dashed out of the room and into a nearby hallway. In a minute she rushed back, her breasts bouncing wildly with every step. She bent forwards slightly when she reached him, her breasts swaying below her, making his cock pulse with desire.
She slid into position beside him again, and popped open a small bottle of lube. She squeezed some in her hand, then slid it over and around his hard shaft.
"This should help make things much slicker," she said, sliding her hand up and down again. "That way I can stroke a little better. Make my hand feel like a nice... warm... wet... pussy... on your cock."
Caleb moaned softly as she stroked his shaft, squeezing at the tip when she brought it up each time.
"Yes... just like this," she whispered. His cock was a wonder to behold. It was so beautiful, so long and thick. She couldn't wait to feel it inside her mouth... and pussy. "Oh yeah... that's much better. Oh gosh... that's it... I can feel you moving your hips, you naughty boy," she giggled softly.
She continued stroking him her hand twisting with every stroke. Caleb just lay back against the couch, moaning softly, unsure of what else to do.
"I just love the feel of a slippery hard cock," Christina said softly, leaning up and kissing him. "You like that? Maybe a few loose pumps to make you crave that tightness again."
Caleb grunted as her fingertips just barely grazed his cock going up and down its length. He definitely craved the tightness. "Ah fuck."
"Squeezing your shaft all the way from the bottom." She giggled. "Now you're trembling for a different reason."
"I'm just... I'm just cold," he said, trying to deny how excited she was making him.
"What?" she giggled, knowing that he was playing a game with her, too. "You're still cold? Really? Oh, you poor thing. Maybe what you need is more... full body contact." She moved to lie on the floor, dragging Caleb with her. "Why don't we lay back... scootch in a little closer."
They lay on the floor in front of the warm fireplace, facing each other, and Christina kissed him again, her tongue teasing his lips, prying between them.
He touched her back, to hold her close.
"Oh!" she almost shrieked. "You have cold hands! Maybe you need to find somewhere warm to put them." She grabbed his hand and put it against her breast, squeezing and rubbing it. "I guess my breasts are fair game. Oh... oh my... I don't know about you, but I'm sure getting hot."
She moved slightly, draping her leg over his to get even closer to him.
"Your erection is poking into my stomach," she giggled. "It's just a little uncomfortable. Let me... wiggle a little..." She moved her body a little higher, bringing her hips above his. "Now, where can I put that hard cock? Somewhere warm... and slippery enough to keep those juices flowing." She looked at him and kissed him. "Yes... my juices, too."
Christina felt him push his hips forward a little, pushing his cock against her thigh.
"Oh... so naughty," she giggled. "How about between my thighs? They're soft and warm and snug." She helped his cock slide between her thighs with every move he made, sliding it against her pussy, too.
"Mm... mmhmm... oh yes... that is... much... better," she moaned, rocking with him. "Oh, you fit so nicely. I can feel that... it's so hot... a big, fat cock rubbing right against my clit."
He was thrusting a little more now, moving his cock as much as he could through her sodden flesh. "Oh fuck... that feels so good."
"Your precum is leaking," she giggled. "Getting my thighs so slick."
"Oh fuck," Caleb hissed. "I can't believe I'm doing this."
"Oh... yes... that's... so good," Christina moaned, closing her eyes for a moment as his cock slid against her labia, threatening to plunge inside at any second. "Rubbing against my... my wet lips. That feels so good. I'm, like, dripping wet."
Excited, Caleb grabbed her breast more firmly, squeezing it. His fingers wrapped around her large, hard nipple, rolling, squeezing, and tugging on it.
"Your hands are certainly warming up," she moved. She loved having her nipples played with. She loved having them pinched and pulled and bitten. "I think I'm doing a good job warming you up, aren't I?"
"Here," she said, adjusting her position a little. "Maybe one thing that will really help is if I move my leg a little." She lifted her leg and put it on his hip, giving him full access to her wet pussy. "Make room for... oh yeah... right there. That's definitely the warmest spot on my body you can find."
His cock was just outside her pussy, pushing and prodding, but not entering.
She reached down and started guiding his cock, directing it right into her. "I'm just wondering..." She gasped as she directed it right into her hole and he pushed half his cock inside her. "Oh! Oh you are a big boy! A big, naughty boy!"
Caleb moved to his knees without taking his cock out of her and started thrusting from that position. Christina held her legs up and out, slightly wrapping them around his waist.
"Yeah... I really like that," she whimpered, feeling his cock slide in and out of her wetness, driving deeper and deeper with every thrust. "I'm so tight and wet. And you're so fucking big. It's a good thing I was so wet."
Caleb grabbed both of her breasts, squeezing them as he pounded into her.
"Oh... yes... squeeze my tits and ass," she moaned. "Come here... fuck... kiss me."
Caleb bent down and kissed her, his tongue sliding into her mouth, tasting her.
"Fuck! You're really deep inside me," Christina moaned. "Oh God... yes... fuck me."
"Oh God," Caleb moaned, moving his hips even faster, thrusting even harder, as he watched her breasts jiggle on her chest. She grabbed her breasts and rolled her nipples herself, squeezing and pinching them.
"God! Fuck! Yes, harder!" Christina moaned. "Oh fuck! I like the sound of you smacking against me like that. You're all warmed up now. All hot and horny... ready to burst."
Caleb grabbed her legs as he sat up high on his knees. He kept thrusting his hips forward as he pushed her knees back towards her face, pushing her to bend in half.
"Oh my fucking God," she moaned. "I know I'm supposed to be getting you off for a job well done, but you just feel so good. I feel so full of cock, so open, so stretched... so used. You're going to make me cum."
"Yeah? Fuck, you feel so good."
"Oh... I have to cum," she panted, her head turning side to side as her eyes opened wide in pleasure. "Yes... yes, harder. Take what you want. Yes! Yes! Fuck me like that."
"Oh shit!" Caleb groaned suddenly, grabbing her legs in his arms, setting her calves on his chest and using the position for better leverage. She wasn't as flexible as he expected, but the position still worked well enough. "God... I'm gonna cum!"


"Yes," she nodded excitedly. "Don't break me, but definitely... cum for me! Cum inside me! Deep in my pussy. Warm me up with your hot cum young man! Fuck!"
"Oh my God!" Caleb panted as he started to lose control. His orgasm was coming and coming fast. "Oh my God! Yeah! Oh shit! Unh! Unh! Unh!" He pushed his cock as deep as he could inside her and ground against her clit as his cum filled her womb. "Holy fuck!"
"Oh... it's been too long!" Christina panted, feeling his hot cum fill her insides, feeling her own orgasm start to overwelm her. Her body shook, her muscles tightened and she fell over the edge. "Whew... oh wow... oh wow... Ooooh! Ooooh! Ooooh!" Christina growled again and again as she came, writhing below him.
"Oh wow," Christina laughed as Caleb withdrew his still-hard, wet cock. "Looks who's sweating now. Oh my gosh."
Caleb laughed. "Yeah... I'm definitely not cold any more."
"You're definitely warm now," Christina giggled. "I think we have to cool off now. Maybe we should go outside."
Caleb laughed as he looked down at the older woman... a woman almost old enough to be his grandmother. But she was one of the sexiest women he'd ever seen.
"Ok," Christina said, moving to her knees. "First... let's see what I can do about cleaning you up." She moved up his body and kissed him, trying at first to ravage his mouth, then simmering into deep, passionate kissing. Slowly, she kissed down his body, down his chest and stomach, her face an inch away from his hardness.
"Fuck you smell so good," she whispered. "Sweaty and hot." She opened her mouth and moved forward, letting him slide between her lips. They closed on his shaft and she started licking and sucking on him, rocking her body forward and back. "Mmmm... Mmhmm... Mmhmm," she moaned.
"Oh fuck," Caleb moaned as he watched her head slowly bob up and down on his cock.
"Here," Christina offered, jerking his cock a moment. "Sit up on the couch."
Caleb nodded, then crawled up onto the couch as Christina knelt between his legs, still stroking him.
"You're still so fucking hard," she moaned. "God I love young men like you. You have so much to give."
She sat back a little on the floor, smiling deviously up at him. While she kept herself upright with one hand on the floor behind her, she slid the other between her open legs and began sliding her fingers over her pussy. Her eyes were locked on him as she slid her two middle fingers inside her wetness, pushing in and out.
She was panting as she masturbated. "Oh my God... my pussy is so... fucking... wet right now. Oh fuck. It's like there's electricity in my clit. It's so fucking sensitive."
Her hand moved faster, making a loud sloshing sound.
"Oh my," she smiled. "Do you hear how wet I am for you? I bet if I took your rock hard dick and slid you up and down my lips again, we'd both be cumming in seconds."
She pulled her fingers out and spread her lips apart, showing how pink, wet, and swollen her pussy was. Then she swirled three fingertips in a tight circle around her clit.
"Oh my God... touch yourself for me," she commanded. Caleb complied, grabbing his shaft and slowly stroking it. It was so hard and swollen, even after having an orgasm.
"I was thinking about you... while you were outside shoveling snow," she admitted, sliding her fingers back inside her wetness once again. "I was so horny for you. Oh... oh my God... all I've been thinking about was that beautiful cock... since you showed up at my door... looking so hot... and sexy... and thinking about how badly I need to cum today."
Caleb groaned, just watching her and slowly stroking himself. She knew she was getting him worked up again and she relished another load of his cum.
"Thinking about your juicy cock," she said so seductively, "got my nipples so hard. See?" She grabbed her nipple and pulled it away from her body, making her moan. Then she twisted and rolled it between her fingers, making it swell so large.
"What else could I do but fuck you?" she asked softly. "Oh... you're so hard. It makes my mouth water. See my pussy? It's so wet for you."
She licked her lips as she watched Caleb masturbate. He was breathing harder now and starting to moan.
"I love to watch you stroke it," she smiled. "I loved putting it my mouth... sucking on it. Keep stroking it... nice and slow. Keep it nice and hard. I want you to drain your balls all over my face. That's right... keep stroking it. Yeah... stroke just the tip. God, I love to watch you touch yourself. You look so hot. I love your big cock."
Caleb groaned again, his hand moving faster now as he neared his orgasm.
"Oh my God... yes... yes," she cheered, and then stood. "Don't cum yet. No... don't cum yet. I want to fucking cum first. I need to fucking cum."
Christina stood, a little unsteady on her legs, and gingerly stepped up onto the couch, putting her foot beside him. She then put the opposite knee up on the back of the couch and pushed her hips forward, pushing his face right into her pussy.
Immediately he began licking and sucking on her wet folds. She grabbed his head with both hands to hold him in place and to help keep her balance. Caleb reached between her legs with both hands and grabbed her ass firmly, helping to push her hips forward.
"Fuck yes," she panted, feeling his hot mouth and tongue work over her sensitive flesh. "Oh my God. Holy shit, your mouth is fucking incredible. Oh fuck... yes, yes, yes... that's what I fucking want. Right there."
His lips noisily sucked her labia into his mouth and he tugged and nibbled on them, driving her crazy.
"Do you know how fucking good you are?" she moaned. "Don't stop. Don't you fucking stop. I'm gonna cum all over your fucking face."
Caleb's tongue swirled over her prominent and swollen clit before he sucked on it, making her groan loudly.
"Oh my God!" she yelled. "Fuck!"
Christina ground her pussy against his face, fucking his face as he continued his assault with his tongue.
"Fuck you're so good!" she panted, as she started cumming. "Oh my God! Oh my God! Shiiiiit!" Her body shook suddenly and her hips bucked against his mouth as she rode his face.
"Oh my word!" she exclaimed loudly. "That mouth is too fucking good!"
She slid down to the couch and kissed him, holding his face with both hands as her tongue slithered around his face, cleaning it of her juices.
"Let's try this," she said, kneeling on the floor again between his legs. She took his shaft in her hands and immediately slid it into her mouth. "Mmmm." She moaned softly as she slid her hands over his hard abdomen, feeling every muscle. "Oh yeah."
"Fuck!" Caleb groaned loudly.
"Mmhmm? You like this as much as I do?"
"Oh yeah. This is... this is incredible," Caleb panted.
She sat up and moved her large breasts around his shaft. "Here... let's try this." Grabbing the outside of both breasts, she pinched them together, trapping his cock in her cavernous cleavage and started sliding up and down his shaft. "How's that? Hmm?"
"Oh God... your tits are so soft," he moaned.
"Mmhmm. That's it... fuck those big tits, baby," she panted, her eyes moving between his face, to watch his expression, and to look where he was looking... at the head of his cock peeking out between her tits over and over again.
"Ohhhh.... mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned. "Yeah... you like that, don't you? Is this what you've been thinking about all day? Sliding your cock between my big titties?"
Caleb nodded slowly. "Yes... they're so nice. So... big."
"Oh... you're a little pervert," she giggled. "Well, you got your wish, then. Mmhmm... that's it."
She grabbed the little bottle of lube and squirted a bit right between her breasts, helping his cock slide so much easier.
"Yeah... that's it," she whispered. "That did the trick. Nice and slippery... my big old titties. God, that's a big, hard cock."
She pulled his cock free and grabbed it with both hands, using them both to stroke him. Then she slid the head of his cock into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it.
Caleb moaned.
"Your cock fucking tastes so good," she said, looking up at him again.
"Oh my God... I'm... I'm gonna cum," he panted. He was so close.
"Oh yes, baby," she giggled.
"Oh! Oh!" he moaned loudly, then his cock started ejecting cum. "Unh! Unh! Unh!"
"Oh yes!" Christina cheered as she moved both her face and his cock so that his cum covered her face fully. "Oh! Oh! You're so fun. Oh yes... oh my gosh." When he stopped spraying, she slipped the tip into her mouth and sucked on him. "Mmmm... you taste so good. So fucking good. Your cum is so fucking sweet. I want to drink it all up."
She giggled when she finally sat back on her heels, smiling, her face covered in cum. She used her hand to swirl through the messy goo, both wiping it over her face and gathering some of it up to slip into her mouth.
"Oh my God... that was just what I needed," she panted. "You're the best help an old woman can have. Why is it so much better with strangers?"
"Oh my God," he panted as he laid back on the couch. "Do you think my clothes are done yet?"
"Oh... probably," she giggled. "Let me go get them for you."
Caleb put his hands over his face, replaying the events again and again. He shook his head, disbelieving that this could ever happen to him.
"Here they are," Christina sang as she walked into the living room carrying a laundry basket. She laid it on the couch beside him, then sat on the edge of the couch. She put one foot up, bending her knee, so she could occasionally finger her clit.
Caleb grabbed his clothes and stood, sliding them on, while she played with his cum and licked it from her fingers.
"Um... well... I, uh... I gotta get back to the college, to the... the, um... the other guys," he said when he was finally dressed.
"So soon?" she giggled.
"Yeah... um... I'm sorry." He grabbed his coat and slid it on. "We're meeting up there... you know... after we finish."
Christina giggled, smiling broadly. "Oh... and you definitely finished. You finished strong."
"Thanks for, um... everything."
She nodded and smiled. "Thank you! And if you're ever in the neighborhood again... I could always use more... assistance. All you have to do is knock."
He nodded, still feeling a little embarrassed. Then he left, closing the door behind him.
"Hmm," she hummed, laying back on the couch. She felt the heat from the fire wash over her again and felt the need for a nice, warm bath.
She couldn't wait for the next winter storm to come by and wondered if any of Caleb's friends might come and help.
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Human Resources: The IT Boy
Michelle was rapidly typing at her computer, trying to finish her report before the end of the day. She quickly checked the clock. "Fuck... 4pm... one more hour. I dunno, I dunno, I dunno..." As she entered a word and pressed the return key, suddenly the computer froze, a circular icon appearing in the center of the editor's window.
"Hello?" she said, clapping the mouse on her desk in frustration. Suddenly the screen went completely black.
"Fuck!" she said sharply. "Great... come on! What the hell?"
She looked behind the monitors and verified that the cables were properly connected. Then she bent down and looked behind the desktop computer. The cables looked fine there, too.
"Oh my gosh... this is ridiculous."
She picked up her phone and harshly tapped several buttons.
"Georgia!" she said as soon as the Director of IT answered the phone.
"Hello Miss Ray. How can I help you?"
"Yes, I do need your help," Michelle said, withholding her frustration as best she could. "Can you please send someone up to get me a new computer. Bobby maybe?"
"Uh, well, I'm sorry, but Bobby's on vacation in the Caribbean," the director said.
Michelle nodded and looked up. "Bobby's on vacation. That's just perfect," she said sarcastically. "Just fantastic." She took a moment to collect herself. "Look. I have a deadline. I need an IT person... a temp... anyone. I don't give a fuck. Just please send someone to my office with a new computer."
"Of course... I'll send John, the new guy, up right away."
"Good. Thank you," she said and just before she hung up realized she wasn't sure who that was. "John... who?"
"John Walters," Georgia said. "He's a new employee we've had for a few months now. He just graduated and is hoping to get a full time position with us."
"John Walters," Michelle nodded, remembering the name a little, but not much more. "Perfect. Thank you."
"Sure thing," Georgia said and hung up.
She tapped a few buttons on her phone again and waited.
"Amanda Clark," Amanda said over the line as she answered the phone.
"Amanda... I have a question for you," Michelle said, bringing her pen up to her lips and lightly sucking on the tip.
"Fire away."
"What do you know about John Walters? The name rings a bell but I don't know why."
"He's a new employee working in IT, still in his probationary term. What do you want to know?"
Michelle nodded. "Broken?"
"No... not yet," she replied. "I guess he's still too new."
"Single?" Michelle asked.
"No. He's been married for about a year now. His wife's name is... Jessica... I believe."
Michelle smiled. "Is he... accessible?"
"Very, I'd say," Amanda said, understanding their code words perfectly. "He just bought a house about three months ago and needs a permanent position here to afford it."
"Cute?" Michelle asked, every word dripping with sexual desire.
"Cute? Do you think I'd hire anything else?" Amanda laughed. "Blond hair, blue eyes... tall... athletic. I think he'll be a lot of fun."
"Thanks," Michelle said, as if that was the end of her questions. "I'll let you know."
"Please do," Amanda said, obviously smiling by the tone of her voice. "And if you have any problems, you know I'll help out any way I can."
"Perfect," Michelle smiled. "Thank you, Amanda. You're a peach."
"You're very welcome Miss Ray."
Michelle placed the phone on the cradle and sat back in her chair, waiting. Ten minutes later, a young man wheeled a cart to her office door, stopped and knocked.
"Come in," Michelle said, looking at the young man, trying to look as impatient and domineering as she could.
"Hi... I'm John," he said nervously. Michelle was sure he hadn't been up to the third floor where the executive staff offices were. And he looked scared, as if his life were on the line. "I'm from, um, IT. Are you Miss Ryan?"
"What took you so long?" she asked impatiently, her arms crossed in front of her C-cup breasts. She wore a white, button-down blouse and a navy skirt today. The blouse had one button undone before she'd called Amanda. Now, there were three buttons undone, showing her bra and cleavage underneath.
"I'm sorry," he apologized. "I was in the middle of something. I got here as fast as I could."
"Great. Come in," Michelle said without emotion. "Close the door."
John rolled the cart into her office, closed the door behind himself and locked it. Then he rolled the cart to the side of her desk.
"Let me, um, take a look first," he said. "What's wrong with it again?"
Michelle looked at him in disdain. "Aren't you supposed to be the one to tell me?"
"I mean, yeah, of course," John said, confused and concerned that she was getting angry. "Let me just take a quick look." He pressed the power button on the monitor and reset the power cable. Then he reached down to the front of the computer and pressed it's power button. "It doesn't seem to be booting."
"Wow... you're a freaking genius," she spat sarcastically. "Whatever... give me the new one. I have something I need to finish quickly and I'm already behind."
"Let me just take a look under here," John said, walking towards her. She looked up at him and waited. "I'm sorry... um, may I?" he asked, indicating that he'd have to crawl under her desk.
She smiled, and rolled her chair back to give him access, but stayed close by.
John knelt down and crawled under her desk, a little uncomfortable that she was still so close. He grabbed the computer and turned it slightly so that he could start unfastening all the wires.
While Michelle watched him, she slowly inched her skirt up... higher and higher... and spread her legs apart.
John looked back and stopped cold when he noticed her position and the fact that she wasn't wearing panties. He was looking at her... her vagina. He'd only seen a couple in his life, that is beyond any porn that he'd seen. And he had to say that hers was one of the most attractive.
Her labia were large, the inner labia protruding, and formed what almost looked like a flower. She was shaved over her labia, with a well-manicured triangle of pubic hair above her clit. And he saw the hint of a glint of metal on her clitoris, suggesting that she might have a... a piercing.
He swallowed and blushed, turning to go back to his work. He enjoyed what he saw and he did want to look. But he knew he shouldn't look. Miss Ray was a corporate big-wig at the company. She could get him fired in a heartbeat. As was stated when he was hired, it was his job to make sure they stayed completely happy at all times.
His salary at the company was really, really good... and he couldn't jeopardize it by... by looking up her skirt. Besides, he was married. He was supposed to be faithful to his wife.
When he finally got the computer unhooked, he backed out from under her desk, sliding the computer on the carpet behind him. She'd moved a little closer and he backed into her leg as he moved.
"Sorry," he apologized, glancing once more at her beautiful crotch before looking up to her face. "I, uh, have it disconnected."
He stood and lifted her old computer up onto the cart. Then he grabbed the new computer and set it on the carpet, sliding it towards her desk. "I'm sorry," he mumbled, still blushing furiously. "I, uh... I have to get under here again. I'm really... sorry."
She smiled and backed away slightly once more. As he knelt on the floor and pushed the new computer forward, she sat up in her chair and slid one hand down to caress her inner thigh, slowly moving it up and onto her pussy. She slid a lone fingertip slid along her labia, teasing herself as she watched him, licking her lips.
John crawled under her desk again, sliding the new computer in place, and connecting the cables to it. He hit the power button then looked back to start crawling out and couldn't believe what he was seeing. This woman... this powerful woman... was masturbating right beside him, looking at him like he was some sort of piece of meat. He couldn't help but stop and stare.
"Um... what do you think you're doing?" she asked suddenly, breaking the spell she had over him. "Were you looking up my skirt?"
"No, um, I, uh..."
"Are you a pervert or what?" she spat. "You really think it's appropriate to stare up my skirt at work?"
John shook his head rapidly. "No, of course..."
"No, it's not," she said emphatically. "Were you hoping to see my panties?" she asked, stopping to look down at her own crotch, down where her finger continued to slide over her labia. "Well... as I'm sure you noticed, I'm not wearing any."
"Yeah, I, uh... I mean, no, I didn't... notice I mean," he stammered, blushing furiously.
"Like what you see, do you?" she asked. "What do you have to say for yourself?" She paused for effect. "Pervert. I ought to teach you a lesson."
John looked up at her, knowing that his future in the company was at stake. How in the world could he ever explain his way out of this one.
"Do you think it's ok to look up my skirt and get away with it?" He shook his head emphatically, then more slowly when he realized she was talking about him in particular... and that she just said something about teaching him a lesson.
"There's no way am I going to let you get away with that. I can get you fired for this, you know. Nothing to say? Cat got your... tongue?"
John licked his lips. His mouth was suddenly very dry as he realized the position he was in.
"Unbelievable," she spat. "I bet you get a really good eyeful from down there, don't you? Is that why you do this line of work? So you can crawl under women's desks? I bet you look up skirts all the time. You little pervert.
John forced himself to look at the computer and the dark, shadowy space under her desk. At least that was safe to look at.
"No, no," she said, lightly kicking his ass. "Don't stop looking now. I want you to look now. You can't get enough of the view now." John looked back at her, not knowing what to do except to do what she said. "You want to see this, don't you? Well, now's your chance."
She looked down at his frightened, excited, cute face, with his big, blue eyes staring at her pussy. She licked her lips as she felt her pussy start to get wet, start to drool in anticipation. She loved the part where she finally trapped her victim.
"Let me show you the pussy you've been fantasizing about." She spread her legs a little further apart and swirled her fingertip over her clit. "Do you like that? Do you like watching me touch my clit? Uh huh... just keep watching. Watch me slide it inside... where it's so warm... and wet."
While he watched her pussy, she watched his face. His eyes grew even wider, his mouth opening slightly, as she pushed her finger between her wet labia and into her pussy. Slowly she slid it in deeper and deeper until it was fully buried, then she began fingering herself.
"You know, maybe you can help me with another problem while you're under my desk," she said, smiling down at him.
"What, um... kind of problem?" he mumbled, feeling completely off balance. "I just, came here prepared to install the new computer. I don't have..."
"Well... you want to keep your job with this company, don't you?" she asked, slowly nodding when he started nodding. "And you want to be a useful worker, especially to the executives. So... make yourself useful."
"I, uh, I... I have a wife," he said softly, trying to get out of this any way he could.
"She's not here, is she?"
He shook his head, feeling so lost and helpless. Miss Ray was so sexually assertive... dominant... and in control, that he really didn't have a lot of choice here. She had so much control over his future.
"No, she's not," Michelle said, shaking her head. "I want you to lick it."
"Lick... what?" John asked, so confused and embarrassed.
"Yes... lick. Like... right now," she said, starting to sound angry. "Can you not do anything right?"
"Oh... um... yeah... of course." John crawled forward, sliding between her spread thighs and tentatively licked her pussy. Michelle reached down and grabbed the back of his head, pulling him in tighter, forcing him to lick more deeply.
"That's nice... there you go. Don't be afraid to really get in there."
Slowly John grew more confident, more sure that this was what she wanted. Even though he knew he shouldn't be doing this, he didn't feel that he had much of a choice.
"That's good," she moaned softly. His tongue was certainly good at sliding around her sensitive, little clit. "That's very helpful."
"Thank you," he whispered, trying not to stop licking as he spoke. "Is this... helping?"
"Yeah," she nodded and smiled. "This is good. I think you'll be a valuable asset. But I think I need more time to evaluate you if we're going to keep you here at this company."
"Ok," he said, as he licked more. He swirled his tongue over her clit, feeling her body shiver in reaction. He knew she was feeling good. "Mmmm... mmhmm... mmhmm," he moaned as she reacted favorably to his tongue-slashing.
"I love eager employees," she panted, smiling, obviously getting more and more excited. "That's nice. Oh... mmhmm... really get in there. That's it. Good boy."
She grabbed his head firmly and really pulled his mouth into her pussy. Her hips started moving, grinding in to his face, covering it with her wetness.
"That's it. Right there. Yes, yes, yes."
"Mmmph," John mumbled, barely able to breathe as her pussy covered his face and mouth.
"Oh! Yesyesyes! Oh!" She moaned loudly, scaring him a little as she came. Her body shuddered and shook, her thighs clamped closed on his head, squeezing it.
"That was nice," she said softly as her orgasm waned and she released him.
John sat back on his heels, wiping his face with the back of his hand. He couldn't believe that this just happened. He hoped and prayed that nobody outside the office heard her outburst. And he hoped and prayed that they wouldn't see him like this. He didn't need rumors that got him fired, either.
Michelle smiled at him and giggled. "You dirty perv." She moved her chair forward a little, trapping him under her desk as she grabbed her pen and a piece of paper. She started writing. "Well... I'm having a little difficulty getting on the internet at home. And I need it for work."
She backed her chair up again and he started crawling out. When he stood, she handed him the paper. He looked at it and saw that she'd written an address.
"So... my house... be there at 8pm sharp," Michelle said, wiggling in her chair to lower her skirt again.
"But... I'm married... and I have to..." John tried to say, tried to come up with some excuse to get out of this... this unconventional, off-hours request.
Michelle interrupted him. "I don't want any excuses. You'll be there or you'll be looking for another job. And I can tell you, there won't be any available for you in IT. Anywhere."
"What... what will I tell my wife?" he plead.
"Tell her exactly what I said," Michelle said. "I need you help getting my home computer online for work."
John nodded, accepting that as a valid reason. He just wasn't sure his wife would believe it. "Ok... it's just..."
Michelle interrupted him again, staring at him as if he had no other choice or say in the matter. "Be there. Now get out of my office."
She watched him put the old computer on the cart and roll it to her office door. He unlocked and opened the door, rolling the cart out barely able to look at her.
"Keep the door open, would you?" she laughed.
*****
Michelle had just poured herself a glass of wine when she saw headlights from a car coming down her driveway. Her house was rather large, with five bedrooms, three baths, and a full basement. It sat on an acre of land, half of it wooded, so she had some privacy. She had changed out of her work clothes and was now wearing a black, satin robe that she didn't even tie closed. The robe itself fell to mid-thigh, leaving her hose-covered legs exposed. Underneath her robe, she wore a white, frilly bra that beautifully encased her C-cup breasts.
With every move she made, her robe swished open and closed, continually revealing and hiding her body beneath.
She sipped her wine as she waited for John. He seemed to sit in his care an awfully long time before she finally heard his timid knock at her door. She slowly walked to the door in her four-inch heels, stepping down the two steps that led from her kitchen to the side door.
"Oh, I'm so glad you made it," she said, smiling,. "Thank you for coming after such a long day of work. I knew there were dedicated employees still working there."
"Yeah, um... hopefully I can get your computer online quickly," John said nervously.
"Care for a drink?" she asked, smiling deviously. "You can come on in and I can give you a tour."
She turned and took two steps towards the kitchen before she realized that he hadn't followed her.
"Is there a problem?" she asked, sounding as if she was getting a little angry.
"No, uh... no problem," John said, looking around as if he was seeking any excuse to keep from entering her house.
"Then why are you hesitating?" Michelle asked. "I understand it's a bit rare for a boss to have an employee come and do work at her house. But it's for the company... and rather necessary."
"It's just... my wife is waiting for me and..." John protested weakly.
"Wife?" Michelle asked, staring at him. "Well, she does get to see you every night. I think she can spare a single evening away from her husband."
"It's just she doesn't understand why I'm..."
"Well, I'll tell you what," Michelle interrupted him. "You can tell her... it's for business." Suddenly she leaned forward a little, giggled, and smiled. "You're coming inside... or you're fired."
She laughed after a moment as John stared at her, scared. "I'm just kidding. But really... come in." She turned and walked through the door to the kitchen. "And here we have the kitchen."
John entered the outside door, but stay at the landing on the stairwell that one way led to the kitchen, the other leading to the basement.
When Michelle realized he still wasn't behind her, she spun on her heels and looked at him. "What is it now? What are you so nervous about? I'm your boss. You know me. This is just as much my territory as the office is."
"No... I, um, understand that. It's just this is such an odd request that my wife..."
"You know," Michelle interrupted, "it's best if your wife's insecurities don't rub off on you. We can't have that in the office now can we? Feel free to think of this as a purely professional meeting. That way you're not lying to your wife... and, uh, you can relax a little bit. If it comes down to it, just tell her I ordered you to come in and have a drink with me. It's really not that far from the truth now is it?"
John looked at the floor, thinking about what to do. He wanted to obey his boss... hell, he wanted to be intimate with her again... but... he was married... and that was important to him.
"Now... come in here, sit down at the counter," Michelle said. "I'll get you a drink."
John begrudgingly came into the kitchen, looking around quickly, and sat at the breakfast bar. Michelle poured more wine and handed him a half-full glass.
"Here's yours," she said, walking around to his side of the counter, and sat beside him, facing him, crossing her beautiful, hose-covered legs. "That's better, isn't it?" She lifted her glass and clinked it against his as he held his own glass uncertainly.
She smiled and took a sip. "Mmm... that's nice. So... your wife sure has you on a short leash, doesn't she?"
"No... it's not that..."
"Well," Michelle said, smiling, "it's pretty obvious. Are things ok at home?"
John nodded, looking at his hands as he played with his wine glass. "Yeah... things are great. It's just that she doesn't understand why my boss wants to have me visit her house late at night. It doesn't feel work-related."


"Well, I think it's quite work related," Michelle said. "You see, I'm a company executive and I work hard. I work long hours, sometimes even from home." She scratched her thigh, right at the line where the elastic top held the hose up, distracting him a little as his eyes were drawn to her motion. "Are you telling me that you don't want me to do my job properly?"
"No! Of course it's not that ma'am. It's just... she's thinking this is..."
"Is she keeping you satisfied?" Michelle interrupted. "Answer me honestly. I will know if you're lying."
"I'm sorry... maybe I should leave," John said, setting his glass down and pushing it away from himself. "I'm not sure I can help fix your problem..."
"No... don't leave," Michelle said, touching his leg. "If you leave... you're fired. I don't think your wife would be very happy about that now would she? She's pretty satisfied, basking in your paychecks, isn't she?"
John stopped and sat on the stool once again.
"Does she have your balls in a mason jar under the sink or something?"
"No, of course not," John said.
"Then tell me," Michelle said. "Is... she... keeping... you... satisfied?"
"Well... I mean... we have our differences..."
"Aha," she smiled. "I knew it." She took another sip of her wine. "Which that is probably why you're here."
"This doesn't seem very work-related," John said, looking at his hands.
"Oh, come on," Michelle said, stroking her thighs with both hands. "I saw you staring at me earlier. I saw your cock get hard as you stared at my big boobs and pussy. You ache for me. You just can't admit it to yourself. Or your wife."
"Can we please keep this... um... professional?" John asked softly, blushing, getting embarrassed.
"This is a very professional conversation." Michelle slid her robe off her shoulders and dropped it to the floor. Her bra-covered breasts were now very conspicuously displayed.
John slid off the chair and stood. He turned and took two steps towards the door when Michelle stopped him cold.
"Ah ah ah... remember, if you go anywhere, you're fired," she said sternly. "You're going to go along with what I say because I'm watching out for your wellbeing. I know you want me. Why are you resisting? I can give you things your wife could never dream of."
He still hesitated, standing in the middle of the kitchen.
"You know, I always get what I want," she said. "Do I look like the kind of woman who doesn't get what she wants? Ever?"
"No," John said softly, unable to think of a way out of this.
"Come over here," she said softly and, when he hesitated, she added, "NOW."
John took a deep breath then turned towards Michelle. He took the two steps towards her and stood as if waiting for further instructions.
She looked at him as she sucked on the tip of her finger, smiling slightly. "Take it out."
"What?" he asked his eyes wide open, shocked by her brazen command.
"Consider it a new task under your job description," she said softly. "Take your cock out... now."
He exhaled and sheepishly started to unfasten his dress slacks.
"Uh huh," she smiled excitedly and helped grab his slacks. "Let me help you."
They both pulled the front of his slacks open and pulled them slightly down his legs, which helped him pull down his boxers.
"I knew it," she said softly, looking at his partially hard cock. "You do ache for me. Stroke it. In front of me. Right now."
"You want me to jerk off?" he asked, shocked. "Right here?"
"That's exactly what I want you to do," she said. "Stroke it. Now." John hesitated, trying to work out in his head how to get out of this. "Come on. It's not like you haven't imagined doing things to me. Taking my clothes off in your mind. And I bet it's not like you haven't stroked off to me already. Isn't that right?"
He grabbed his growing shaft in one hand, but didn't stroke yet.
"You know, I saw how you stared at my pussy today. You saw my legs, my thighs, my ass. But most of all, you couldn't seem to take your eyes off of these." Michelle grabbed her breasts over her bra and squeezed them. "My prized assets. My breasts."
She reached behind herself with both hands and unfastened her bra, then slid it off her arms, tossing it with her robe.
"Tell me you've never seen breasts better than these in person," she said, turning from side to side, letting him get a good view of her breasts. "I'd be surprised if you ever touched breasts like these."
She grabbed and squeezed her breasts again, letting her fingers roll her hard nipples between them.
"I can imagine your wife's pretty flat-chested in comparison," she said. "Don't kid yourself."
John looked at her breasts. They were bigger than he'd seen in person before... and his wife's breasts were small. She was a small woman in general with A-cup breasts.
"You want to, don't you?" Michelle continued, looking him right in the eye, working her breasts with her hands. "You want to see what these feel like, my hard nipples pressing against your palms."
She stood right in front of him, holding her tits up for him, massaging them as he watched.
"Just enjoy yourself for once in your life," she smiled. She glanced down to see that his cock had grown considerably. "You can feel it between your legs. You want to. You want to just give in and watch me play with my tits while you stroke your cock. You just never even fathomed that this might happen. Seeing my bare breasts in person. You can... in fact, I'm telling you, you have to... to save your job.
She smiled as he blushed again. He was obviously getting very aroused and he wasn't prepared for that.
"You're going to stroke your hard, throbbing cock for your boss' big tits," she said softly. "Right now. You're gonna do it for me. Reach down and relieve yourself from that aching, that throbbing, that pulsating need. You want to wrap your fingers around that cock. You want to make yourself feel so good."
John moaned a little as he started stroking his cock. It was very pleasurable and watching his beautiful boss expose and caress her breasts was... so erotic.
"Oh... it's just tragic!" she said. She squeezed her breasts together, emphasizing her deep cleavage. "Do you see that right there? That tight cleavage. When I squeeze them together like this. What do you wanna do? Yeah, you want to stick your cock right there."
She looked down and watched his hand stroking his shaft. His cock was definitely responding.
"Keep stroking," she said softly. "Not that I even have to tell you. You can't help yourself. What happened to that shy man that came tip-toeing into my house? You're gonna be my little plaything, aren't you?"
"I, uh... I don't..." he whispered, so indecisive. His cock was feeling so good and her breasts looked so good. He remembered what he did in the office, remembered licking her, tasting her as she came in his mouth.
"Yes," Michelle interrupted him. "And your wife doesn't even need to know. You want to keep your boss happy, don't you?"
"Yes," he mumbled, his hand moving faster on his cock.
"Yeah, you do," she nodded slowly. "Cause you want to keep your job. You're going to do everything I say right now. You're going to get on my counter, lay down, and let me play with you. You're going to let me play with your aching cock. So... go on... lay down."
John slowly nodded and moved to the breakfast bar. He hopped up onto it and turned to lie on his back. His cock jutted into the air, bouncing slightly.
Michelle moved to the side of the bar and took hold of his cock, slowly pumping it. "Mmm," she moaned softly. "That's nice. I gotta have a taste." She bent forward and slid the head between her lips and sucked lightly, letting her tongue swirl over the crown.
"Ohh," John moaned, feeling so out of control.
"Mmm," Michelle moaned as she licked under the head, then slid his cock deep into her mouth. She pulled it out again and stroked the now-wet flesh as she sucked on the head.
"Oh... oh my God," John moaned. One part of him didn't want this to happen, didn't want to get excited. But another part longed for this, especially after what happened earlier in the day.
Michelle giggled. She loved getting him excited, overwhelming his moral dilemma. "You want me to rub my tits all over your cock?" She slid her mouth over the head again, getting his cock so wet.
"Yes," he panted softly, ashamed that he couldn't resist her.
"You ready?" she giggled. She grabbed a bottle of lube that miraculously lay on the counter and drizzled some on her chest, between her breasts. It shined in the overhead lights as she spread it around. Then, grabbing her breasts, slid his cock into the cavern between her breasts and squeezed against it. Slowly she slid her breasts up and down his shaft.
John groaned loudly. He'd never felt anything like this before. It was... incredible!
"That looks good," Michelle said, titty-fucking him slowly. "You love fucking your bosses tits don't you? Just feel them squeeze and smash against your cock. They're so soft."
He moaned and tried to close his eyes, tried to deny this was happening, but couldn't escape how good it felt.
"Oh, it feels good to have something so hard between my tits," she moaned. "You have such a nice cock. Isn't it fun being my little boy-toy?"
"Mmhmm," he grunted, barely able to speak now.
"Oh, a little too fun I see," she giggled as she felt his hips move quite a bit faster as he fucked up from underneath. "No, no... slow it down... my pace. Got that? You're not allowed to cum yet. I'm gonna make this last. Oh God, feel my soft titties smash against you, sandwiching your cock so tightly."
She applied a little more lube to her chest, adjusted his cock within her cleavage again, and started slowly stroking him. "Doesn't it feel good to have your cock throb in between them," she said excitedly. "Oh, it's so warm... and wet... and soft."
"Oh God," John moaned, obviously close to his orgasm. "Please! Fuckfuckfuck."
"Oh my God... you're about to explode already, aren't you?" Michelle giggled.
"Mmhmm," John hummed, barely able to speak. She was so right. His orgasm was right there, ready for the taking.
Michelle continued her tit-job, moving her breasts over and around his cock. "Oh... but I love bringing you right to the edge... again and again. I can hardly blame you for wanting to cum. It's crazy to imagine that you've never shoved your cock between a nice pair of tits before. Oh I know you want to cum right now. But I'm going to keep you on the edge. You will savor this."
"Oh fuck!" he groaned, feeling his orgasm being denied.
"Yeah... fuck my tits," she said, moving a little faster now, feeling his hips move up to try to thrust deeper and faster. "Cum all over them. It's almost better than a pussy, isn't it, stuffing your meat between my tits? Nothing feels so good."
"Oh my God... oh my God," he panted, thrusting up into her chest again and again.
"It's heaven, isn't it," she said softly. "Shoving your cock into my cleavage like this. You want to blow. You want to empty your balls all over them and douse me in cum... isn't that right? Did you ever think that your boss was so naughty? Of course... you hoped so. At least in your fantasies."
"Oh fuck... this is... this is... too much," he moaned.
"You love my breasts, don't you?" she asked. "You love my cleavage. And you want to give me all of your seed, shower my tits with cum. Isn't that right?"
Michelle could feel his body move even more on the countertop. He was beginning to shake uncontrollably as his orgasm approached. She could hear the hitch in his panting breaths. "It's about time now. I can tell you're having a real hard time holding it in. You know once you cum, you'll be my boy-toy forever."
John excitedly groaned, his brain focusing on how good his cock felt as he watched it disappear into her cleavage. "Ooh... fuck."
"You don't have to stop yourself," Michelle said softly. "I'll let you cum now. Keep fucking my tits. Fuck my tits until you cum. Jizz all over me. Cum for me. Cum for your boss."
She moved her tits up and down more rapidly now, squeezing more on the up his cock, making him moan loudly. "That's it. That's it. Cum for me. Cum for me now. And I might not fire you."
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" he panted as he began losing control. "Shit! Unh! Unh! Unh!"
She looked down and giggled as she watched his cum gush from the tip of his cock, spraying her chest and neck again and again, coating her in his stickiness.
"Oh yeah... oh baby... oh that's exactly what I wanted," Michelle said as she felt the cum splashing and pooling on her chest. "It looks as though you've been storing up that cum. You really do have to let me do my job. Don't you understand? I care about our employees. It makes me happy to look after you... to drain your balls for you."
She pulled her cum-covered breasts away and began stroking her fingertips through the warm, sticky fluid. She spread it over her chest and breasts, letting her fingers swirl it over and around her nipples.
"Because your wife hasn't been doing her job. You will continue to let me play with you whenever I want. Whenever. Any time of the day. If I want to use you for sex... if I want to drain your balls all over my tits again, you'll do as I say. 'Cause you don't want to be fired. You don't want to be a disappointment to your wife."
"Ok," he panted. "Did I... did I do ok?" John asked softly.
Michelle smiled and nodded. "Oh yeah! You did a good job. That's raise material there. But now... feel free to put your pants back on and go home to your wife. But be ready to be called tomorrow. I have more work for you to do and I think my computer will have problems again."
*****
"So... how did it go?" Amanda asked. Michelle had called her cell phone after John left to give her an update.
"Splendidly," Michelle gushed, laying back on her bed, sliding her fingers through the cum still on her chest. "He's definitely broken and ready to be ridden."
"I assume that means I can tell Sara he's available for duties as assigned?" the Director of HR asked.
Michelle nodded, envisioning Sara, the Director of Sales, calling for the young man. She had a penchant for bondage and forced orgasms, making grown men cry because she wouldn't stop making them cum. "Definitely. Just don't let her break this one too quickly."
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It was still dark on Friday morning when I gently woke Abi. She was laying next to me, in my arms, naked and looking so incredibly beautiful.
When she woke, she kissed my chest. "What can I do for you, daddy?" she said softly. I felt her awakening with lust and desire as her hand found my morning wood. "Last night was... amazing." I could feel her hard nipples drag across my skin as she continued kissing my chest and then abdomen, sliding lower down my body.
"Do you want my mouth on your dick?" she asked, smiling up at me in the very dim lighting.
I smiled. "You know I love that idea," I said.
She slid between my legs, her head laying on my thigh as she started lightly stroking me. "Can we just stay in bed all day? I like that idea."
"I like that idea, too," I moaned. She was stroking me so good, then moved her lips to my shaft and gently kissed it, all up and down its length. My cock was throbbing in anticipation.
"You like when I tease you, don't you," she giggled, licking up my shaft and gently teasing the head with light flicks of her tongue. "You like when I kiss and lick your hard cock. Mmmm... I can feel you getting even harder."
I sat up in bed and grabbed her, pulling into a searing kiss as her hand continued stroking me.
"You know... as much as I'd love to fuck your brains out again, I think we need one more good day with your mom before we leave," I said. "I think it's supposed to rain on and off all day today, so it's the perfect day to stay in bed... all day long."
I kicked my legs over the side of the bed and started grabbing things from our suitcase.
"I don't know if she's going to go for... that," she said, indicating the bondage gear that I had in my hand.
"Oh... she'll go for it," I laughed. I told her what I wanted to do and she nodded, agreeing that it was a good plan and that it would be fun. "You ready?"
"Are you sure you don't want to cum for me first," she giggled, licking and sucking on the tip of her finger to entice me.
"Believe me, I would love that," I said. "But you'll have a lot of my cock... and much more... all day long if we go. Isn't that better?"
She smiled and nodded her head.
"Come with me."
I took her hand and we walked slowly and silently through the door between our two rooms and went to Melissa's bed. Abi went on the far side of the bed, the side closest to the large, sliding glass doors that opened onto the small balcony that overlooked the ocean. The blinds were open but it was too dark still to see much.
Naked, Abi pulled the sheet off Melissa and slid into bed next to her while I sat on the other side of the bed. I leaned forward and turned on the light just as Melissa was waking up.
"What...?" she asked, squinting because the light bothered her eyes. Her eyes went back and forth between Abi and me. "What's wrong? What are you two doing in here?" I knew she was surprised because we both were there, but also because we were both completely naked.
"We're... visiting," I laughed.
Abi slid her right hand under her mom's head as she laid on her left arm and sat up on her elbow. Her left hand stroked Melissa's stomach, her fingertips circling slowly, but as it slid over her breast Melissa blocked her with her right hand.
"What are you doing, baby?" she asked, very confused. Abi still tried to work her hand free of Melissa's blocking arm.
"Come on, mom," Abi said softly. "I just want to touch you."
"I... I don't know Abi," Melissa said, slowing giving in, letting her daughter stroke her breast. "I don't think we should do this any more. We're... we're going home tomorrow and we need to be getting back to being... you know... normal. You know, like mother and daughter."
"It's ok, mom," Abi said softly, her hand slowly stroking her mom, through the long t-shirt that she wore to bed. "You don't have to do anything." She swirled her fingertips around Melissa's nipple, obviously making it very hard, then lightly pinched it. Melissa moaned. "Doesn't it feel good?"
"Yes... but... it's... it's wrong," Melissa said, finally giving up. "You're my daughter."
Abi smiled, pleased that she won. "It's ok, really. I've had feelings for you for a long time. Now I can express them."
Melissa looked up at her, shocked. "I... I had no idea."
"It's nice to kind of live out my fantasies," Abi smiled.
Melissa smiled, shaking her head. "You are so bad."
"Uh huh," Abi nodded, smiling. "But I think you like my fantasies. And... you know... I think you like what's been happening on this vacation. I think you really like Ryan after all."
Melissa looked away for a moment, as if considering her answer. She licked her lips and started to speak, then stopped. It took a moment before she got the courage to speak again. "Yeah... I guess... I guess I have," she nodded and finally admitted. "I mean... maybe. But... things have to go back to normal."
"They don't have to," Abi said as she grabbed the bottom of Melissa's t-shirt and slowly pulled it up. "Let's see what you have under here... Is this ok?" She could see Melissa squirm, her face enigmatic, as her body was exposed, first her panties... then her stomach... then her breasts.
"I don't know, Abi... I mean..." Melissa said.
Abi ran her fingers over the bare swell of her breasts. "Your breasts are so nice mom... so big... and soft." She ran her fingers over her skin, then grabbed and squeezed it softly.
"Are you... are you coming on to me right now?" Melissa asked.
Abi leaned forward and gently kissed her mom, their lips touching softly. "That's exactly the idea." She gently touched and squeezed her breasts before running her hand up her cleavage and throat, setting her fingertip at Melissa's lips. Slowly she slid her finger inside, sliding along her tongue as Melissa closed her lips and started sucking and licking on the lone digit.
"Such a hungry mouth," Abi moaned, her face inches away from her mother's. "Mmmm... that tongue. Sucking on my finger just like it's a little cock."
Both women watched her finger as Abi withdrew it, dripping with saliva, and slid it down and around her nipple. The nub hardened quickly and Abi heard Melissa's breath hitch.
While Melissa was distracted, I slid a cuff around her wrist and cinched it tight.
"What are you doing, Ryan?" she asked as she tugged at it, trying to pull free. But the nylon cord was connected to the bed frame and wouldn't dislodge. I had been pretty busy while Abi distracted her mom.
"Shhhh... it's ok," Abi whispered putting her finger against her mom's lips.
"Just playing a little game," I said, smiling as I cuffed one ankle the same way.
"What kind of game?" she asked. She didn't sound scared as much as concerned about our plans for her. "I... I don't think we should be doing this."
"Shhhh..." Abi whispered, kissing her.
"It... baby, it just doesn't seem right."
"Shhhh... you'll see," Abi whispered. "It's very... very right."
I'd managed to walk around the bed and bind Melissa's other ankle and wrist to the bed, leaving her spread-eagle. Melissa jerked at the bonds a little, but not very strongly. She quickly realized that she was captured.
Abi licked her mom's nipple, first one then the other. "You're so beautiful," she whispered. Then she slowly, teasingly, trailed her fingertips down her mom's body, across her abdomen and between her legs. Her fingers lightly traced lines over her labia, making Melissa moan more.
"See?" Abi said. "You're so wet. You like this. You like being tied down and teased."
"No... I don't." Melissa denied it, but it sounded weak because she knew she was lying. She liked being tied down and used. It was her nature.
"Uh huh... you're just as submissive as me," Abi giggled. She slid her fingers between her mom's labia, stroking the wet pink flesh inside. Melissa groaned as she slid her finger inside her mom and pumped it a few times, getting it very wet. Then she circled her clit with it.
"Oh my gosh!" Melissa moaned, her hips moving up in search of more pleasure. "Oh my gosh, how do you know how to do that."
Abi giggled. "I'm just doing what feels natural... what I know feels good on me when Ryan does it to me."
"Well... you're really good at that," Melissa giggled nervously.
I smiled down as I watched both women. "She's a very good student."
Melissa looked at me, almost shocked that I was just watching. The pleasure was building up in her rapidly. "Oh my God your tongue is so good. Oh my goodness."
Abi moaned softly. "Your nipple is getting really hard in my mouth."
"Oh my goodness... my nipple's... tingling," Melissa moaned.
"I really like the feel of it when it gets this hard." Abi nibbled on the hard nub a little, making Melissa squirm below her.
"It's so sensitive." Melissa was getting pleasure all over her body and was having trouble even thinking much at this point. Between Abi's tongue teasing her nipples and her hand teasing her clit, Melissa was getting to the edge quickly.
"Oh my gosh, you do know exactly what you're doing," the older woman panted.
"Yeah... I bet you like it right... there... right there," Abi said, circling her finger around her mom's clit again, then pinching it between two of her fingers.
"Yes... yes," Melissa moaned loudly. "Oh... yeah... oh my gosh. Stick your fingers inside... oh... that's so good."
Abi slid two fingers inside her mom and pumped them deep, changing her pace every now and then to go from a slow fingering, to a rapid finger banging.
"You're pussy is so warm... so wet," Abi said softly.
Melissa panted, so close to the edge. "Right there... oh yes, right there. Oh, baby! What? Where are you...?"
Abi suddenly moved, removed her fingers and kicked her leg over Melissa's leg, sitting up on her knees. She put some spit on Melissa's thigh and then pushed her pussy into that spot, slowly grinding into her.
Melissa watched her, wondering what she was doing, especially when Melissa was so close to her orgasm already and had been denied it.
"Oh... yes... right there... right there," Abi said, sliding her hips up and back, sliding her pussy along her mom's thigh. She bent down and kissed Melissa passionately while grinding into her, her ass tightening to continue her grinding. Their tongues dueled and Abi sucked on her mom's tongue as Melissa held it extended.
"My turn," Abi said, sitting up again. She concentrated on grinding her hips while her hands grabbed and squeezed her own breasts, pinching and rolling her own nipples.
She watched her mom, enjoying her reaction, enjoying her beautiful breasts as Melissa lay completely tied down and helpless.
I stroked my cock, enjoying the show as my girlfriend fucked her own mother.
"Uh huh... yes... watching you below me all tied up is so hot... so... fucking... hot."
Abi's hips moved more rapidly, her breathing getting more shallow and fast as she got closer to her orgasm. "Ah! Ah! Ah!" she yelled with every exhale. "Oooooh!" she finally yelled, letting out a long exhale as she came, getting her mom's thigh very wet.
Abi smiled at me as she kicked her leg back so that she was kneeling beside her mom again. Her eyes gazed down my body and she looked at my cock longingly. But it wasn't time for that quite yet. I picked up our Hitachi wand vibrator that I'd set on the bed beside me and handed it to her.
Abi turned it on, the low rumbles sounding very loud in the quiet room. Even at the lowest setting, it was a powerful vibrator.
"What is that?" Melissa asked as Abi brought it down, close to her pussy. "What are you going to do..." Suddenly Abi pressed it against her wet folds, immediately lighting up Melissa's pleasure centers. "Oh! Oh my gosh... Oh my gosh."
Abi was very good at reading her mom and slid the vibrator around her pussy, vibrating her clit a bit, sending Melissa to the edge again very rapidly.
"Abi... please... Ah... oh... yes!" Melissa moaned, feeling her orgasm rising.
Then Abi pulled the Hitachi away, stealing her orgasm.
Melissa looked at her in shock. "Oh! Nononono! Please... let me cum... let me cum," she begged again and again.
"Not yet," Abi giggled, delighted that she had so much power over her mom right now.
"I can't believe you're being this cruel to me..." Melissa whined.
Abi smiled down at her. "Oh you like it... I know you do."
After a moment, Abi slid the Hitachi over her mom's pussy again as I bent down and flicked my tongue over her hard nipples.
"Oh, that's sensitive," Melissa moaned, looking down at me.
"You like that, huh?" I smiled.
"Mmhmm," she moaned and closed her eyes as the pleasure started to overwhelm her again.
"Right... there," Abi said and slid two fingers into her mom's pussy as she held the vibrator on her clit. She started fingering her, slowly. "Right.... there... oh, you're so beautiful."
"Oh fuck," Melissa panted.
Abi smiled, knowing she was getting her mom so excited once again. "Mmhmm... oh my God you're so wet. Your pussy is totally squeezing my fingers."
Melissa was panting hard, moaning with every exhale as Abi deliciously teased her pussy. "Oh... oh... ah... ah... I'm so close... oh my gosh..."
"Yeah... yeah..." Abi said, feeling her mom get right to the edge.
"Ahhhh.... Yes! Yes!" Melissa yelled, almost to the point of orgasm.
Then Abi suddenly pulled the Hitachi and her fingers away, denying her orgasm once again.
Melissa's eyes opened wide in shock and anger and absolute need. "OH! NONONONO!... You killing me! God please!... Don't stop! Please! Let me cum. Please. I'm begging you."
Abi giggled, shaking her head. "No... not yet. I'll let you calm down first."
"Oh, you're SO mean to me," Melissa protested. She was breathing hard, her body covered in sweat.
"Oh, stop," Abi ridiculed her. "You like it and you know it."
Melissa looked first at Abi, then at me. "Can I just... can I just have my hands free? I mean... even just one?" she begged.
"Oh no... we're in complete control," Abi giggled.
"And by the looks of the forecast for today, we have all day to play with you," I added, smiling.
Melissa closed her eyes, wondering just how screwed she was. She knew that these two, if they wanted, could edge her all day long, driving her absolutely mad. And by the looks of it at the moment, that was what they planned. She prayed she'd be allowed to cum soon.
I got on my knees and moved between Melissa's spread legs as Abi set the Hitachi against her clit again. Melissa immediately started moaning.
"Oh God... oh God..."
I grabbed my erection and slid the head through her very wet, very swollen pussy as Abi smiled and Melissa blinked in shocked pleasure overload. I could tell she was very anxious to be allowed to cum. I slowly pushed my cock inside her and heard her groan loudly.
"Oh... my... God!" she moaned as inch by inch pressed inside of her.
Her head twisted from side to side, her eyes closed, her mouth opened in constant panting as I started fucking her. In seconds she looked up at me, letting out a loud, groaning exhale.
"Please, please, please... Abi keeps pulling away too soon. Let me this time. Please..."
I smiled down at her, slowly sliding my hips forward and back, slowly driving my cock deep inside her. "Say please."
"Please!" she shouted. "God please!"
She was definitely ours. "Tell me you'll give Abi an orgasm."
"Yes... I will," she moaned quickly, nodding in agreement. "I'll give Abi an orgasm... please!"
"With your tongue."
"Yes," she said quickly, without even thinking about it. "I... I will... with my tongue... oh fuck... oh fuck."
"Tell me you're going to be our good little fuck slut all day long," I said, looking more serious as I started fucking her faster. The bed had a wonderful squeak to it that was music to my ears.
"Oh... my... God!" she groaned. I could feel her hips move with me, pushing up to encourage me to thrust more deeply. "I will! I will! I'll be your... oh my gosh... fuck slut... all day long!"
"Ok," I smiled. "We'll let you cum this time. But you're going to have to give me something to remember this moment by. Let me see you come undone on my cock. That will definitely cement this moment in our minds forever."
"You're so pretty when you cum," Abi said, leaning down and kissing her mom, her fingers toying with Melissa's nipples, encouraging a massive orgasm. Melissa could barely kiss her back she was panting so hard. "You're so... fucking... pretty when you cum."
As I thrust very fast, Abi pinched Melissa's nipples and moved the Hitachi slightly to make sure she had good contact with her clit.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" Melissa grunted. She pulled hard at her bindings, trying to get free, trying to deal with the extreme pleasure that was building inside her. I could see the deep flush spreading over her body as she started cumming, gushing out over my cock. "Yesssssssssss! OHHH! OHHH! OHHH!"
I'd never heard a woman grunt from such a deep place before. It was so deep and resonant like it came from her soul, and it sounded so fucking hot.
After she came, she was drooling and practically babbling as if her entire brain was overloaded. Abi removed the Hitachi and I slid my cock from her. We unfastened her limbs and then lay beside her, one of us on either side, holding and kissing her.
*****
As the weatherman had predicted, it did rain on and off all day long. We spent most of the day in Melissa's room, but took time to go down to the hotel restaurant for meals. Having two women was definitely a fun adventure and Melissa lived up to her promise regarding Abi.
Tired, I took a nap in the middle of the afternoon, just before dinner, and woke to hear the two of them giggling in the bathroom. They'd left the door open and I could hear the water running.
I slipped out of bed and stood at the door, just watching them through the glass doors as I stroked my cock. They were facing each other as the water cascaded over their bodies. Abi had her hand on her mom's pussy while Melissa stroked all over Abi's body.
"Don't mind me if I just... enjoy this for a bit," Melissa said.
"Not at all," Abi smiled.
Melissa grabbed both of Abi's breasts and squeezed them, lightly pinching and pulling her nipples, something Abi absolutely loves.
"Wow... your body is no nice," Melissa said softly. She bent down and started sucking on her nipple.
"Oh my goodness," Abi panted, obviously enjoying the pleasure her mom was giving her.
Melissa moved to her other breast, teasing that nipple just as wonderfully.
"Oh... yes," Abi moaned. She pulled away and moved behind her mom, pouring liquid soap into her hands before running them over Melissa's body. Her hands slid under Melissa's arms and ran over her large breasts, making Melissa squirm. The soapy trail left behind her hands accentuated Melissa's naked body and made the image so much more erotic.
"Am I dirty?" Melissa asked.
"Filthy," Abi giggled. "I can't wait to clean your body. I need to wash every... single... inch of you."
I watched Abi pinch and pull Melissa's soapy nipples, making them very hard and sensitive and making Melissa moan softly. Melissa turned her head and the two kissed over her shoulder.
"Oh my God, your tits are so nice," Abi moaned. She turned her mom into the spray of water to rinse her breasts off before bending over and taking a nipple into her mouth. Abi then sent a hand down over her stomach and began teasing her pussy once again, too.
After a minute, Melissa grunted and turned Abi around. She poured liquid soap onto her hands and started washing Abi, running her hands over her daughter's naked body.
"I can't wait for you to cum all over my fucking face," Melissa panted as she teased Abi's smaller breasts. "Fuck! These tits! My goodness. You have such perfect titties... perky."


Abi turned her head and the two kissed over Abi's shoulder as Abi reached behind herself and teased her mom's pussy.
Melissa squeezed Abi's breasts again and again, then slid her hand lower, over Abi's stomach, and started fingering Abi's clit.
"Oh... oh yeah," Abi moaning, giggling softly.
Melissa pinched Abi's nipple as her finger slid inside her daughter's pussy. She started stroking it in and out.
"You're going to make me dirty all over again," Abi protested, giggling softly.
Melissa giggled with her. "Then I'll just have to get you clean again."
Abi suddenly became aggressive and turned, pushing Melissa back against the shower wall. She knelt on the ground and pushed Melissa's left leg up, setting her foot on a ledge. She then used both hands to pull Melissa's pussy lips apart, exposing her pink insides before leaning in and licking fervently.
"Oh, fuck!" Melissa panted. Her daughter's aggression turned her on.
"You taste so good." Abi licked her and suddenly sucked on her clit making Melissa yelp as the rush of pleasure hit her. "Mmm!"
Abi pushed her hand between Melissa's legs, adding her fingers to the mix. I could see her push them inside her and slowly finger her before going back to lick her swollen clit.
"Oh... oh yeah," Melissa's moans echoed in the small room.
"Yeah... right there," Abi panted, sitting back slightly. She thrust her fingers inside Melissa's wetness with one hand while she teased her clit, swiping back and forth with the thumb of her other hand. "That's the spot for you, isn't it?"
"Oh! Oh fuck!" Melissa grabbed her own breasts and squeezed them, pinching her own nipples. She closed her eyes to let the pleasure flow over her.
"Yeah... yeah," Abi panted, fingering her even faster, pushing a second finger inside, too.
Melissa's body suddenly shook as she came and she jerked her body away from Abi as she giggled, the pleasure too much for her. "Oh my God!" she panted. "I thought I was supposed to be making you cum."
Abi licked her fingers and smiled up at her mother. "Well... now you can make me cum twice as hard."
"I'll take you up on that offer." I watched, delighted, as Melissa reached down and pulled Abi to her feet, then kissed her. She pushed Abi's back to the shower wall as she knelt on the floor. Abi lifted her foot up to the same shelf Melissa used and Melissa's hands automatically went to her wet folds. She pushed two fingers inside her as Abi groaned.
"Oh yeah!" Abi panted, closing her eyes, expecting a flush of pleasure.
Melissa reached up with her free hand and started playing with Abi's nipple, pinching and pulling it, as she started licking her clit.
Abi giggled a little as she writhed against the wall. I walked into the bathroom and opened the shower door to get an even better view.
"Oh God... yes... yes. Oh, that's good."
Melissa's fingers and tongue grew more insistent, her fingers sliding in and out faster now as her tongue rapidly slashed her clit. Abi moaned loudly, being rapidly driven to her orgasm, much faster than she expected.
"Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh yeah!"
"Mmm... mmhmm... mmhmm," Melissa moaned into her pussy, encouraging Abi to cum.
"That feels so good. Mmm... that's so good." She was getting closer and she looked down and grabbed Melissa's head with both hands. She pulled her tightly into her pussy, not giving her the chance to deny her.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," Melissa panted. She knew Abi was close and was going to make her cum hard.
"Oh! Oh! Oh wow! Oh my God. Mmm... uh huh... uh huh... Oh yes... so close... Oh God. Yeah... yeah... God I'm gonna cum. Yes... I'm... Ohhhhhhh!"
Suddenly Abi dropped her leg and stepped forward, driving her mom between her legs, driving her to look straight up as her tongue and fingers worked their magic. Abi closed her eyes tightly and grunted loudly as she looked down at the ground, her abs contracting, her hands pulling Melissa's head hard against her.
Finally, Abi released Melissa's head and leaned back against the wall again, allowing Melissa to lightly lick her. Then Melissa stood and the two hugged tightly, kissing passionately. Their breaths were ragged and panting as they kissed, tongues driving into the other's mouth.
"We better get out of the water before we become prunes," Abi finally giggled. Both women stood and I handed them their towels.
*****
We all stayed and slept in Melissa's bed all night. And, once again, before the light of the sun started filling the room, I woke with a mouth lovingly sucking on my morning wood.
It was always a wonderful feeling, but I was a little shocked when I felt a second mouth on me as well. I opened my eyes to find both women at my hips, with Abi pushing my cock in and out of her mouth.
"Good morning, daddy. How'd you sleep?" she asked, pulling free from me for a second. She handed my cock to Melissa who slid it into her mouth next as if the transition was second nature to them.
"I slept really well. How'd you both sleep?"
"Really well," Abi smiled.
"I'm tired," Melissa said, giving up my shaft to Abi again, "but it was a good sleep."
They started kissing each other, with Abi stroking my shaft. Then when Melissa took my cock into her mouth again, Abi slid lower and started licking my balls and pulling each one into her mouth to suckle for a moment.
Then Abi got up on to her knees and crawled around behind her mom. I couldn't see what she was doing, but by the look on Melissa's face, it was something delightful.
"Oh... bad girl," Melissa moaned as she stroked me and looked me in the eyes.
"She does seem to like girls, doesn't she?" I chuckled.
Abi bent down and started licking her from behind, too.
"You like that?" I asked Melissa when she moaned.
"Yeah... I definitely like it." She slid my cock into her mouth and sucked on the head, her eyes closing as pleasure washed over her. I felt the vibrations from her moaning and it drove me crazy.
"God, watching you two is making my cock really hard." I was throbbing right now. Melissa's mouth was so warm and she pushed me deep into the back of her throat, threatening to push me into her throat.
"Come here, Abi," Melissa said. "You need to taste his cock, too. This is about him, remember?"
Abi giggled and smacked her mom's ass before coming back around and laying down again, her face right next to Melissa's.
"You two are like the ultimate combination," I said in awe, shaking my head. I couldn't believe that I had the two of them like this. It was only a week ago that Melissa wanted me out of their lives forever. She even told me that I had to leave Abi when we got back to the mainland.
But now... she had my dick in her mouth.
"We both have nice tits..." Abi giggled.
"Warm, wet throats that are hungry for cum," Melissa added, giggling as well.
"You're so hard," Abi said, taking my cock from Melissa and sliding it to the back of her throat as well.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
"God! How do you do that?" Melissa asked, laughing in surprise. Abi pulled from my cock and used the extra spit to stroke the shaft even faster.
She turned her head and the two of them kissed again.
"You love to tease don't you?" I smiled at Abi.
"Mmhmm," she giggled, sliding my cock into her mouth again.
"You look really hot with a cock in your mouth," Melissa moaned softly, caressing Abi's head like a tender, loving mother.
"I think you should get down here with me," Abi said.
Melissa laid back down again, her face next to Abi's. She smiled. "Sorry... I like watching you."
Abi offered my cock to Melissa as she sucked on one side of the head. Melissa sucked on the other side and it was almost as if they were kissing each other... kissing with my cock in between them. Their lips moved, their tongues seductively swirled over the head.
It was the hottest sight ever!
The two rose just above my cock and kissed again as both stroked the shaft. Then, giggling, Abi sucked my cock into her mouth as Melissa sucked on the side of the shaft. In seconds, Abi joined her with both sucking up and down my shaft at the same time.
"Oh, fuck yes, that's so good," I moaned.
Abi smiled, delighted that they were pleasing me so well.
"You like that?" I asked her.
"Mmhmm," she moaned, slurping along the side of my shaft.
"Oh yeah, she loves it," Melissa giggled, sitting back and watching a her daughter took my shaft and shoved it deep in her throat. "She loves your cock in her mouth."
"What a good girl," I hissed, feeling my balls starting to tighten. "That looks so hot."
Melissa giggled excitedly. "Oh my God! Look how hard you're making him."
I was right on the edge. I knew I was going to cum soon. "Oh... oh yeah," I groaned. "I'm gonna cum. Get on the floor. Get on the floor."
Both of the women hurriedly jumped off the bed and knelt on the floor beside it as I got out. I grabbed my cock and stroked it, hoping not to lose the moment.
Abi had opened her mouth wide, extending her tongue to take my load, but Melissa hadn't learned to do that quite yet. She soon would. "Yeah, open your mouths," I ordered, stroking my cock fast now as I stood over them. They looked so hot, so ready to take my load.
"Daddy, please give us your cum... pretty please," Abi moaned.
"Please daddy," Melissa repeated.
Both looked to wanton, so desperate for my cum and it threw me over the edge. "Oh!" I grunted as I started to spray them. Suddenly I exploded sending ropes of my cum across their faces, into their mouths and covering their tongues. "Unh! Unh! Unh!" I moaned again and again as my body ejected it.
When I finally stopped cumming, first Abi, then Melissa licked and sucked on the tip to gather as much as remained as they could. Then, sitting back on their heals, they kissed, swapping my cum between them.
"Fuck!" I groaned. "Good morning!"
"Good morning, daddy," the two replied in unison, giggling.
I stroked Melissa's head, combing my fingers through her hair. "You know... we leave in just a couple hours."
"Yeah," Melissa admitted and they both frowned a little.
"So, before we go, I need you to admit something," I said. "I need you to admit that you enjoyed our little fun vacation. You enjoyed being a little fuck toy for both of us."
She nodded. "Yeah... I admit it. I did enjoy our vacation."
"You don't want me to leave your daughter... or you, do you?" I asked. "In fact, you want to join us. You want both of us to fuck you."
She looked up at me and nodded, as if she were embarrassed to admit it, but compelled to.
"So... I think our deal is voided," I said. "I think when we get home, I'll move in. It's time for the three of us to be together. And I think in about a month, it'll be time to give you a collar to show the world you're mine."
She nodded, not understanding everything quite yet, but she knew that if it was anything like our vacation, that she'd enjoy it.
"So, why don't you kiss my cock and tell me you're mine. That you'll do everything I ask and in return, I'll keep you very safe, happy, and satisfied."
Melissa nodded and moved in front of me. She leaned forward and tenderly kissed the head of my cock. "I'm yours and I'll do anything and everything you ask of me, daddy," she said softly.
It was a huge step for her... a step into the unknown. But things would become very clear once we reached the mainland.
She wanted to get rid of me. But my little blackmail-to-desire plan worked perfectly.
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"God you're such a slut," a man said from inside her son's bedroom as Andrea dressed for work. "You were just made for fucking."
"What about your wife?" a woman asked.
"She's not here, is she? Now give me that fucking pussy."
She closed her eyes and shook her head. Her son was watching porn... again! It wasn't even 8am and he was already watching his disgusting porn. She'd walked in on him once, a year ago, to confront him and saw him masturbating with the disgusting sounds coming from his phone.
She wasn't sure she could confront him again, but the way he thought of women disturbed her. It was almost like he thought women were nothing more than sex objects. She felt sorry for any potential wife he might have in the future as he would probably chase women, continually searching for the best fuck, rather than being a devoted husband.
She knocked on his door. "Andrew," she said in a normal voice.
"Oh my God, fuck!" a woman's voice yelled behind the door. "Your cock is too big!"
"Nonsense," the man said. "It'll fit just fine."
She shook her head, starting to get upset, and pounded on his door. "Andrew!"
"What?" he said through the door, turning down the volume of his video.
"I'm leaving for work. Can you please clean up a bit today? I need you to clean the bathroom and do your laundry."
"Sure," he said, as if not even caring what she said.
"I'm serious," she said. "Do it, ok?"
"Ok, ok!" he said, and then turned up the volume on his movie, the sounds of a woman grunting and panting getting louder and louder.
"Damn it!" Andrea said to herself. Andrew was twenty years old... didn't go to college... didn't even have a job. All he seemed to do all day long was jerk off and watch porn. And disgusting, women-debasing porn at that. One day, she was going to have to do something about that.
She left their small, two-bedroom apartment, and took the bus to her office. She was a family psychologist and enjoyed her job, although times had been hard since her husband left them five years ago. The bastard ran away with his secretary, no less, saying that she had such great body.
The pig was always looking at other women, always trying to sleep around on her. And five years ago, he finally found someone and she had finally had enough. She was so disgusted and angry with men that she hadn't dated since. She never understood why men were always looking around, always trying to find something better rather than enjoying what they already had.
It was afternoon before she realized it, and after working with several clients, she was working with Elise again. It was almost 3pm, almost the end of their session, and the young, twenty-five-year-old woman was lying back on the couch, her eyes closed.
Andrea was sitting beside her, leaning over her, two of her fingers sliding into the woman's pussy. Several minutes ago, she pulled off her panties and threw them on the floor nearby.
Elise was holding her exposed breasts in both hands, her blouse completely unbuttoned, bra pushed down, rolling and pinching her own hard nipples.
"Yes... lean back... just relax... feel like his little princess," Andrea whispered as she pulled her wet fingers free and roughly circled Elise's swollen clit. "Remember how excited he makes you... how wet he makes you... when he holds you in his big, strong arms. Taking you as his. You melt in his arms, letting him do whatever he wants to you."
Andrea quickly slid down between the younger woman's legs and started licking her clit, sucking noisily as her fingers pushed in and out of her swollen wetness once again.
"Ooooh... oh my gosh... Oh! Oh!" Elise panted, her eyes tightly closed.
"Mmm... mmhmm... mmhmm." Andrea swirled her tongue around her clit for a moment, then trapped the sensitive little bundle of nerves between her lips and sucked on it. "He likes your pussy. He loves tasting your pussy, doesn't he?"
Elise panted. "Oh fuck yes."
"God you're so tight," Andrea whispered. "Remember how he teases your clit with his tongue... just keeping you on the edge. His strong hands holding you down as he gives you so much pleasure... pleasure that you want... pleasure that you need... pleasure that you deserve."
Elise groaned, feeling her body get so overwhelmed with pleasure.
"You deserve this... you deserve to be given orgasms over... and over... and over again. Tell me you deserve it."
Elise nodded quickly. "Oh! Yes! I deserve it!"
"Yes you do!" Andrea whispered excitedly, feeling the young woman get more and more overwhelmed with pleasure as she kept holding her breath. "Yes you do! You deserve to have your pussy teased and pleasured. You deserve to have your husband lick you until you cum in his mouth. Tell me... tell me you deserve to cum in his mouth."
"I deserve... oh fuck... I deserve to cum in his mouth."
"Yes you do," Andrea whispered. "Because you're not frigid. You just haven't told him what you need." She swirled her tongue over Elise's clit again, making the young woman writhe on the couch below her. "You deserve to cum. Cum for me, Elise. Cum in my mouth. You deserve to."
Andrea slid her lips around her clit and continually moved between sucking and licking it, pushing her fingers in and out of her, rubbing against her G-spot until she was a mess of pleasure.
And suddenly, Elise came, covering Andrea's mouth and chin with her fluids, her body convulsing and writhing, her hands trying to push Andrea's face away from her oversensitive pussy.
Andrea sat back, stood, and then walked over to sit in her chair again. She grabbed her notebook and took a few notes as she wiped her face with a tissue.
Elise sat up again, blushing, looking completely embarrassed, but far more relaxed.
"How do you feel?" Andrea asked, crossing her legs.
"I, uh... I feel... better." Elise blushed again and looked down at the floor. Her body felt so incredible. It had been a long time since she felt this good.
"Do you feel... empowered? Deserving?"
Elise nodded. "Yes... I think so."
"Do you feel that you can express these needs to Frank now?"
Elise nodded again. "I... I think so, yes."
"I want you to know so," Andrea said, looking firmly at her. "Don't just think so. I want you to go to the lingerie store and buy something that makes you feel so incredibly sexy. Then I want you to go home and tell your husband that you want an orgasm. Tell him that you deserve an orgasm, right here, right now. Then show him what you want."
Elise smiled and nodded. "Ok... I will. I will doctor."
"What's your mantra?"
"I'm a strong, intelligent, beautiful, sexy woman. I am a sex goddess," Elise said with ease.
"Very good," Andrea smiled, nodding. It was nice to see Elise finally start to come out of her shell. Her husband had made her feel so low. "Say it every day, right? Ten times a day."
"I will."
"So... we'll meet again in two weeks and see where things stand. Hopefully you'll be in a much better place."
Elise stood and grabbed her panties off the floor, crumpling them in her hand. She smiled as if she was excited for the evening to come. "Ok. Thank you Doctor Clemmons. I really appreciate you working with me."
"It's my pleasure," Andrea smiled. "I'll see you soon."
Elise left her office and closed the door behind her. Andrea shook her head. She couldn't believe she did that with her client. But Elise's husband told her that she was frigid. She had to show her that she really was a strong, intelligent, beautiful, sexy woman. And she didn't know how else to show her.
She got up and went into her private bathroom where she cleaned up a little and fixed her makeup. She had one more session scheduled for the day.
At exactly 3pm she opened her door and walked into the small lobby. A woman and young man were sitting there, holding hands.
"Please, come in," Andrea said, pointing to invite them into her office. Her secretary was sitting at her desk and smiled at them as they walked by.
Andrea closed the door behind her as she walked in after them.
"Hello," she said as the pair stood a little uneasily in the middle of the room. Andrea's desk stood to one side, in front of two mahogany book cases filled with books. Awards and degrees hung from the otherwise empty spaces in the wall.
"Hi!" the woman said, shaking Andrea's hand. Andrea noticed she was certainly a voluptuous woman, with D-cup breasts pressed tightly behind her bra and low-cut dress. She seemed to enjoy showing off her body. She wore a red dress, with a plunging neckline, showing ample breast and cleavage. It hugged her hips firmly and fell barely to mid-thigh. Her legs were encased in black hose that ended in four-inch red heels.
Andrea tore her eyes from the beautiful woman and turned to the young man with her. "You must be Vince."
"Yes," the woman smiled, introducing them both. "I'm Victoria and this is my son, Vince."
"I'm Dr. Clemmons. It's very nice to meet the both of you."
"Nice to meet you, too," Victoria smiled. She seemed like a pretty happy woman.
Andrea pointed toward the couch as she moved to the small chair that sat in front of it. "Why don't you both have a seat."
"Wonderful," Victoria said. The two sat side-by-side, their bodies touching and they held hands.
"So, um... as I said, my name is Dr. Andrea Clemmons and I've been doing family therapy for... oh... almost twenty years now. Um... it's what I'm most passionate about. I don't have a huge practice, but I've been doing it for a while and like to keep my client list smaller. I practice marriage counseling... sexual issues... same-sex attractions... family counseling... things like that. I... um... I did my residency at John's Hopkins. And... yeah... that's about me."
She smiled at the two of them and jotted down a few notes on her yellow note pad.
"Would you care to introduce yourselves and maybe tell me a little about yourselves?"
"Well... I'm Victoria... and this is my handsome, handsome son, Vince," Victoria gushed, smiling broadly. She was obviously very proud of her son. "I'm a single mom... never married... and watched this handsome, handsome young man grow up and become the man of the house, I guess you would say."
"Ok... could you describe your home life... what brought you here today?"
"Oh... we share everything, don't we honey?" Victoria gushed. "We watch TV together... and we spend almost all the time together."
"Ok," Andrea nodded.
"And then... recently actually... which is why I called you... he's been having... these... erections. And I have absolutely no idea why. It's completely inappropriate that he has this... problem... around me. I mean... I'm his mother. I wanted to come in, talk to you, and find a way to... you know... get him back to normal."
Andrea nodded as if still unsure about the problem. "Ok... um... so, Vince... how do you feel about that? Why do you think you're here today?"
Vince looked shy and uncomfortable as his mom stroked the back of his hand in reassurance. "I don't know. I don't really feel that anything's wrong."
"He's really shy," Victoria explained, leaning a little towards Andrea. "This makes him really, really uncomfortable."
"Is that true Vince? Are you shy?"
"Yeah," he said softly.
Andrea nodded. "Ok... so how do you feel about what your mom said? Do you agree that her version of your lifestyle is accurate?"
"Yeah."
"And that you're getting erections..."
Victoria nodded and leaned towards Andrea again. "It's been bothering him, too."
"Has it?" Andrea asked. "Has your erections been bothering you Vince?"
"A little."
Andrea nodded. "Ok... a little. Tell me, Victoria... how do you know that he's getting erections? I mean, is he telling you that he is for some reason, or...?"
"No, no... I... I feel it in the bed, poking me," Victoria said, then looked at Vince. "And I see it... in the shower. It's just right there!"
"Feel them in the bed?" Andrea asked, a little surprised.
Victoria nodded. "We sleep in the same bed. We have an efficiency apartment. After his father left it was the only thing I could afford."
"Ok... and the... the shower?"
"We shower together. We have since he was just a little boy." She leaned against Vince in an armless hug.
"Um, ok... how often do you shower together?"
"Every day!" Victoria beamed as if she were extremely happy about it. "Absolutely! Ever since he was little, huh." She hugged Vince and kissed his forehead. "We love each other. He's my sweet boy."
Andrea wrote down some notes, nodding. This was very different than anything she'd ever dealt with. She'd never experienced a mother and son this close before... this... intimate. "Do you find that... strange?"
"No, not at all," Victoria said, shaking her head. "Nudist colonies do that sort of thing all the time. I mean, we're not specifically nudists, but we have no problem being only partially dressed around the house. I'm trying to teach him that being naked is just a part of life... it's normal. And not to put too much emphasis on it. I got pregnant when I was sixteen and his father left soon afterwards, chasing after a woman we went to high school with who he said looked much better in a bikini."
"He chased the woman simply because of her body," Andrea nodded.
"Exactly," Victoria nodded. "The grass was always greener with that guy. I want Vince to grow up to look at the person... be attracted by the person... her personality... not just what flesh they show you. That way he'll stay with the woman he marries and not feel the need to... you know... look around and cheat on her."
"Hmm... that's an interesting approach," Andrea nodded, jotting down a few more notes. "So... you're telling me that you live closely together, partially dressed at times... that you do everything together even... showering and sleeping."
Victoria nodded. "We watch TV together... go out to dinner together... watch movies together."
"This may sound like a really personal question, but it is very pertinent. Tell me Vince, how often do you masturbate?"
Victoria looked down at her son as he blushed and seemed to push himself deeper into the couch in embarrassment. Then she shook her head. "Oh, he doesn't masturbate. I don't put up with that."
"He doesn't masturbate," Andrea said, cocking her head as if that was strange. "How about you? How often do you masturbate?"
"Well... I mean... I don't masturbate either," she admitted. "That makes you fantasize about someone else. And I won't put up with that in my home. We don't look to others simply for physical satisfaction."
"Ok, that's fair. So you do everything together, even shower together... do you ever... touch each other?"
"Oh yeah," Victoria smiled. "We're very close. We hug and kiss all the time." She wrapped her arms around him again, and squeezed him tightly, pushing his face into her chest, kissing the top of his head. "He's my baby boy."
"In the shower?" Andrea asked.
Victoria nodded, a little less certain now. "Well, we do help wash each other... you know... my back... his back. And he's such a sweetheart and helps me shave my legs when we're showering."
"But nothing on your breasts... or yoni... or penis?"
"Oh no," Victoria said, shaking her head. "That's... that's off limits."
Andrea nodded. "Ok. So I have to say that I really like what you're doing for your son, the way you're teaching him about women and nudity. It's a very novel and impressive approach."
Victoria smiled, loving the compliment. "Thank you!"
"It's important that young men learn that the body is not what he should be completely attracted to," Andrea continued. "It shouldn't be something he chases after. A woman's personality is so much more... fulfilling... in a relationship. And I think the nudity around your house has helped that a lot. He's learning that bodies are bodies and what he has at home is good enough."
Victoria nodded. She was so glad that she was raising Vince right.
"But, I do see a small weakness that you haven't addressed yet, that maybe we can start working on." Victoria looked at her, all ears now. She'd do anything to improve her relationship with her son. "With some of the things you're doing, you've actually done the opposite of what you've intended. It sounds like Vince is... frustrated... all look and no touch. You've sought to get rid of the temptation of the flesh, but just created one. If he can't touch you... then where can he go to touch?"
"What... what else can I do?" Victoria asked, obviously wanting to implement changes. "His erections kind of makes me uncomfortable."
"Well, while your problem isn't common in the general population, it's not unheard of," Andrea said. "Sexual frustration and temptation are obviously rampant in general. What research has found, generally, is that it's better to act on these feelings in a safe environment rather than letting them fester or taking them into an unsafe environment."
"What do you mean?" Victoria asked.
"What I mean is that for Vince, it's become a mental issue," Andrea explained. "If he's just repressing these... these urges... and holding them in, in this tiny little box, it can manifest later in extreme anxiety... depression... a need to constantly look elsewhere for fulfillment. And we don't want that."
Victoria shook her head. "No, we definitely don't want that."
"No... I agree," Andrea continued. "What I'd like to do, and what I hope you both would like to do, is to let both of you sort of... explore... these feelings a little more. Maybe... indulge... a little bit and just kind of feel more free about your sexual expression. If it's safely let out of the box, it won't be able to fester."
"Oh... ok," Victoria said, not exactly understanding or liking what Andrea was saying. "How do you want us to do that?"
"Well... Vince... how do you feel about your mother's body?" Andrea asked. "Go ahead... take a look at her." Vince turned towards his mom and looked up and down her body. "What do you think about that gives you an erection?"
"You sure about this?" Victoria asked, looking at Andrea. Andrea just smiled and nodded. "Yeah? Ok."
"What do you like?" Andrea asked Vince again. "Be specific."
"Her breasts," Vince said, looking at her cleavage.
Andrea giggled. "Yes... I can see that you're a little fixated on her breasts, which, not to worry, is very normal. Have you, um... gotten to touch them at all?"
"Oh no," Victoria said quickly, answering for her son.
"Maybe in the shower?" Andrea asked.
Vince shook his head, but it was Victoria, again, who spoke. "No... no touching there."
"So... her breasts have been kind of... off limits? Look but don't touch?"
"Yes," Vince nodded.
"So, Victoria, how would you feel about Vince maybe exploring your breasts a little bit today? He certainly seems focused on them."
Victoria looked from Andrea to Vince, looking at his face as he stared at her wonderful cleavage. "Oh... well, sure. If it helps him in the long run, absolutely."
"So, Vince, do you want to maybe use your hands a little bit to explore your mother's breasts?" Andrea asked softly. This was starting to get fun for her. "Go on, it's alright."
Vince reached up with one hand and grabbed her breast, squeezing it softly, his eyes ever focused on them.
"Good," Andrea praised him. "You like that?"
Victoria put her hand over his, directing him slightly, but touching him to show her obvious approval.
"Can you talk about what you're feeling, Vince?"
"It's... soft... and so big," he smiled. "I feel a... a sense of... desire? I don't know how to explain it."
Andrea nodded, understanding. "You don't have to be so gentle, you know. I'm sure a little... squeezing... would feel even better."
Vince squeezed her breasts more firmly, over her dress, but was enjoying touching her.


"Victoria, how does that make you feel that he's touching you like this?"
Victoria smiled and looked at Andrea for a moment. "It makes me feel good because I'm helping him out. And... well... I admit, it's pleasurable."
"Can you smell your mother, Vince?" Andrea directed. "Smell her perfume?"
Vince slid his face closer, smelling her neck, her chest, her cleavage, fully enjoying her scent.
"What about other parts of her body," Andrea asked. "She does have very nice legs... which I guess you get to help shave."
"He does such a good job at helping me," Victoria giggled, smiling down at her son.
"There's legs... butt... what parts do you find interesting?" Andrea asked. "Or maybe I should say... desirable. I want you to feel free to touch your mom anywhere. Victoria, can you stand up for me?"
"Sure," Victoria said.
"Vince, you can stand up, too. Feel free to touch your mom."
Vince's hands moved over his mom, still squeezing her breasts, but also, moving down and stroking and squeezing her ass cheeks.
"How are you feeling? What are you thinking right now?"
Vince looked very excited. "I want to touch more... maybe... maybe have sex."
"Oh wow!" Victoria said, obviously surprised and shocked by his reaction.
Andrea nodded. "Ok, that's something that's normal for a young man. How does that make you feel Victoria?"
Victoria's eyes were wide open, but she was still smiling. "I'm very surprised. This is all new to me. He's never been this way before."
"Ok," Andrea said. "Well, since you've both showered before, how would you feel about undressing?"
Victoria looked at Vince as if gauging his reaction. She nodded. "Ok... I guess we're fine with that. We've seen each other naked many times."
"Vince, why don't you undress your mom?" Andrea suggested. "That would be nice."
Vince turned his mom and unzipped her dress, then helped her lower it down her legs and step out of it. When she stood back up, she was only wearing her bra, panties, and thigh-high stockings. Vince started fondling her breasts over her bra. It looked so tight on her, as if barely holding back her mounds of flesh.
Victoria smiled down at him, covering his hands with her own as if to encourage him. He moved closer and put his arms around her, suddenly unfastening her bra. Her breasts spilled out, with her bra still holding on, covering her nipples.
"Well, look at you!" Andrea cheered, giggling. "Somebody's coming out of his shell."
"It's kind of nice to see," Victoria agreed, smiling.
Her hands were holding her bra lightly but he reached between her breasts, grabbed the middle and pulled, pulling it down and off her arms. Then he tossed it aside.
Vince stared at her bare breasts for a moment, as if memorizing every detail as the two women watched him. His hands suddenly grabbed them and squeezed them again.
"Can you describe her breasts to me?" Andrea asked.
"They're nice... voluptuous."
Andrea smiled at Victoria as the two women looked at each other. "It looks like you're enjoying this."
"I am enjoying his touch, I have to admit," Victoria laughed softly.
"Vince... would you like to undress as well?" Andrea asked. "It's not exactly fair that your mother is practically naked all by herself.
Vince nodded and grabbed the bottom of his t-shirt. He pulled it up and off his body as Victoria grabbed the front of his pants and unfastened them.
"Look how strong and fit he is," Victoria gushed, so proud of her son. "He's such a handsome boy."
"Can you take his pants down?" Andrea suggested. "Maybe show me if he has an erection?"
Victoria pushed Vince's pants down, even knelt on the floor to help him step out of them. His boxers were very tented, his hard shaft so evident behind the thin material. Victoria carefully pulled his boxers down. She knelt on the floor, carefully pulling the material over his stiff cock without hurting him and helped him step out of them as well.
She put her hands on his thighs and looked at his hard, angry erection, pointed right at her. She stood and looked at Andrea, a little shocked that his cock was that hard... and that it looked so good.
"Why don't you two kiss for a moment and bond," Andrea said. "This is the first time you've both been this close together and you should express your love more often with kisses."
Andrea watched them a moment, their lips merging, their tongues sliding out and exploring as they panted softly. She walked to them and stood beside them as they kissed. Slowly she moved her hand down and felt his cock. It was so hard and stiff, throbbing.
"Oh wow... that's really hard... and stiff," Andrea said and they broke their kiss. "Is this... is this normal looking to you?"
"Yeah," Victoria said. "I mean... that's what it seems like when I see it."
Andrea looked serious. "We're really going to have to look at this a little more closely." She walked Vince backwards and had him sit back down on the couch, then knelt between his legs. "I don't think it's anything to be worried about. But let me have just a quick little inspection." She poked his shaft with her finger, moving it slightly, sliding her fingertip up and down the length of his shaft. Then she moved it down to stroke and slide over his balls.
"Let me just," she whispered as she held his cock and inspected one side, then the other. "That's all normal." Then she grabbed each teste and moved it about, feeling its size and firmness. "That feels good."
She wrapped her fingers around his shaft. "Now, how does it feel when I do this?" She started stroking it slowly, moving from the base to the tip again and again.
"Oh fuck!" Vince groaned.
"And when I squeeze it?" she asked, squeezing the head.
Vince groaned again. "Oh my God!"
"Ok," she giggled. "That's normal... it's fine. Ok. Victoria, I need you to watch closely, because you're probably going to have to help him with some home exercises."
Victoria moved closer, to get a better look. "But, um... he's my son. I can't... I can't do..."
But Andrea interrupted her. "We really need to take care of this and this really is the only way. We're going to have to take care of it right now, actually. It's a fairly bad case of semen backup and what that means is we have to administer some treatment."
"Treatment?" Victoria asked, sounding very concerned.
"All we need to do is relieve his backup... manually."
"How do you mean?" Victoria asked.
"I'll show you... don't worry," Andrea said, looking up at Victoria as she lightly held Vince's shaft. "All you have to do is masturbate him to completion. Here... let me show you."
"Um... ok," Victoria said, a little concerned. "If I understand you correctly... I have to do... this... at... at home? Are you sure there isn't any medication or anything..."
Andrea shook her head. "No... it's better to just do it by hand."
Victoria started to look very concerned and very confused. She shook her head as if concerned she wouldn't be able to do what was needed. "And you'll show me... what I need to do?"
"Yes... I'll show you everything you need to do," she told Victoria.
Then she focused back on Vince. "Lay back, ok?" Andrea told Vince and settled on the floor between his legs. She put her hands on his thighs, his erection standing up tall and straight. "This is what you need to do," she said to Victoria. "You just grab his cock like this and move it up and down." She wrapped her hand around his shaft and started sliding her hand up and down, slowly. "You need to relieve the pressure. It's very simple. We need quick release here."
She spit on her hand, then grabbed and started stroking his cock again. "This helps a lot."
"Oh... oh my God," Vince moaned.
"Yeah? Does that feel good? Are you sensitive?"
"So good," he panted, rapidly losing control. "Really... good!"
"I thought you'd like this," she smiled up at him, catching his eyes with hers. "Is this what you think about when you fantasize? Do you think about your mother stroking your cock like this?"
"Oh my gosh!" Veronica mumbled in shock at what she just heard. "That's so wrong!"
"Oh!" Andrea giggled. "I felt your dick throb! Fuck! You are so hard! Here... here's another technique. Two hands." She grabbed his shaft with both hands and stroked him, each twisting as they went up and down his shaft, sliding over the sensitive head.
"Oh fuck!" he moaned loudly. "Oh shit!"
"Stroking and twisting... up and down..."
"Oh my God... something's... something's happening!" Vince said loudly, obviously getting agitated. "I think you need to... I think you need to stop! It's... oh my God... it's happening! I can't stop it! What the heck?!"
"Oh my God!" Andrea giggled, smiling, and quickly dropped her mouth to cover the head of his cock. She sucked and licked and stroked with both hands as his cum filled her mouth. Vince's hips lifted and he groaned loudly as the intense pleasure flowed through him, but she maintained contact until he finished and her mouth was full.
Veronica watched her, completely shocked as Andrea sat back on her heels, then stood. The doctor stepped towards her, holding her obviously full mouth tightly closed, cum leaking out at the corners. Andrea grabbed Veronica's head with both hands and twisted it slightly, and lowered her face below Andrea's face. Then she pulled Veronica's mouth open and, to the mother's surprise, slowly dribbled her son's cum into her mouth!
She was too shocked to do anything, and took everything Andrea fed her, almost gagging on it. When she finally finished, Andrea let her go as Veronica reflexively swallowed.
Andrea smiled at her and licked first her own lips, then Veronica's. "How does your son taste?"
"Ohmygosh, ohmygosh, ohmygosh," Veronica repeated, still shocked by what just happened.
Andrea looked down at Vince again. "Did you like that?"
He nodded rapidly, his eyes and mouth wide open in shock and wonder. "Yes! What was that?"
"That was an orgasm," Andrea giggled. "That's what you need to do... a lot."
"Oh," Vince said, understanding a little more. "That's an orgasm. And that... that stuff?"
Andrea smiled. "That's your semen... your cum. We have to drain your balls of your cum. Every day."
Andrea grabbed Veronica by the arm and pulled her towards them, pulling her to kneel in front of Vince. "Come here... he's still hard and there's still more inside those balls. You try it."
"You want me to... to do... that?" Veronica asked in disbelief.
"Yes, that's exactly what you need to do," Andrea said. "Every single day... maybe even several times a day."
Veronica nodded, so confused and conflicted. She wasn't sure she could do that to her son. "Ok... ok, honey, don't look. Don't look, ok?"
"All you do is touch," Andrea explained, taking Veronica's hand and putting it on Vince's cock. "Yes... up and down. That's it."
"Is that ok?" Veronica asked, unsure of herself. "I mean, it's been so long since I've... touched a penis..."
"Just stroke, up and down, up and down," Andrea coached, helping her move her hand correctly.
"Like this?"
"Mmhmm... just like that," Andrea smiled. "And you can use some spit or lube, too, to make things go faster."
"I, um... I don't know..."
"You're the only one that can take care of him at home so I just want you to understand what you need to do," Andrea said, seriously. She turned her attention to Vince. "Any time you get an erection, Vince, you need to tell your mother so she can help you."
"Every time?" Veronica said, surprised.
"Yes... like I said, probably several times a day."
"So... no matter what I'm doing... if I'm cooking... and his condition flares up, I just stop what I'm doing and... um...?"
Andrea nodded. "Yes, no matter what. You don't want his erection to last. You don't want his cum to build up."
"Ok... honey, is that ok?" Veronica asked her son.
"Just stroke it," Andrea coached, helping Veronica move her hand. "Like that... this is what needs to happen. He's so backed up he needs this."
"Oh honey, I don't know," Veronica whined.
"It's ok, you're doing well," Andrea confirmed. "He needs to ejaculate."
"Honey, are you close at all?" Veronica asked, sliding her hand up and down his long, hard shaft. The head looked so angry, so swollen. She knew he needed to cum again, but she was just unsure of her ability to do that. "I just need to make sure you cum. Please do it for mommy."
"I think you need to use your mouth," Andrea admitted. "He needs it to cum faster."
"My... my hand's not enough?" Veronica asked nervously.
Andrea shook her head. "No. If you use your mouth it'll work faster and you'll relieve that huge backup. Just like I did."
"So... you want me to put my mouth on his penis?"
"Yes... go on," Andrea said. She watched her slide her lips around the head of his cock and slide it inside as her hand continued pumping. "Mmhmm... just like that."
"Gosh, I don't know what to do!"
"All you need to do is put your mouth on it... mmhmm... like that... and suck on it as you stroke him."
Veronica slid the cockhead into her mouth again, sucking and swirling her tongue over the tip. It had been twenty years since she done this but it started to feel more natural.
Vince groaned, his breath hitching as he watched his own mother suck on his cock.
"He likes that!" Andrea exclaimed. "It's working! You're doing so good! This is really going to help him."
"Am I getting close?" Veronica asked, wanting this to be over, but wanting to do what was best for her son.
"Mmhmm... just keep going," Andrea coached. "He's very close."
"Honey, I just... I want to help you," she said, her hand stroking faster.
"There you go," Andrea smiled. "Every time he needs it... you need to do this for him. That's good... that's good. Just like that."
"Oh! Oh!" Vince groaned loudly, obviously close to cumming. "Unh! Unh! Unh!"
Suddenly Victoria could feel his cock erupt into her mouth again and again, his cum slamming into the back of her throat. She almost choked trying to keep up with the volume as she swallowed.
"That's good! That's good!" Andrea giggled.
In just a moment, Veronica pulled her mouth off him and swallowed his large load. Vince was breathing hard, almost passed out on the couch.
"Oh my God, it was spraying into the back of my throat it was so intense," she giggled. "Oh, honey, that was so good," Veronica said, slowly stroking him and smiling down at him. "You really needed that, didn't you? How are you feeling?"
"I'm really tired, mom."
"Ok, so I want you to continue to allow Vince to undress you and touch you any time he wants," Andrea said. "And at least for the next week, you'll have to drain him every day, probably multiple times a day, at least at first. You need to do it every time he gets an erection. We have to keep him from backing up."
"Ok... ok doctor," Victoria said. "I think I can do that. Ok... honey?" she asked Vince. "Any time you need it, you just tell mommy, ok?"
"And, Vince," Andrea continued, "I want you to feel free to ask to touch your mother any time you need to. I want to help continue with your mom's teaching that nothing... absolutely nothing... is forbidden... there is no temptation in the flesh when everything you need is right at home. Right?"
Veronica was licking her lips, gathering up the cum that had dribbled out, and nodded. "Exactly right."
"That's your homework for the next week... touching and keeping him empty," Andrea said. "Make sense?"
Veronica and Vince both nodded.
"So, we'll have your next appointment a week from today at the same time, if that works for you."
"Yeah... that'll work," Veronica nodded.
"In the meantime, I'll send you some, um... training... videos, to help you out," Andrea said.
Veronica looked relieved. "That would be helpful."
"Ok," Andrea said. "I'll see you next week then." She walked towards her private bathroom and stopped at the door, looking back at her clients as they got dressed in silence. They were going to have a lot to think about and a lot to do over the next week that was very different than what they were used to. She was going to really enjoy guiding them even deeper in the upcoming sessions.
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iExperience: Origins
Sound recording media was started in 1857 when Edouard-Leon Scott de Martinville invented the phonautograph. It was the first device that recorded sound waves, but was only intended for visual study. It could not play back the sounds. In 1877, Thomas Edison invented the phonograph that could both record and play back the sounds using grooves on a physical media.
The first magnetic recordings were demonstrated in 1935 by the German company AEG. The development of magnetic tape recorder media in the late 1940s and 1950s was led by Minnesota Mining and Manufacturing corporation (known as 3M).
In the 1980s, digital recording methods were introduced, and analog tape recording was gradually displaced. The compact disc, co-developed by Philips and Sony, was first released in Japan in October 1982 and became the dominant physical audio recording format by 1991.
The development of the MP3 audio file format drove most of the innovation in music distribution since its introduction in the late 1990s. The first portable MP3 player, called the MPMan F10, was launched in 1997 by Saehan Information Systems.
In 2001, Apple revolutionized portable media playback when it introduced the iPod on October 23rd. Then, Apple revolutionized it again on June 29, 2007, when the first iPhone was released. Now, music, video, and data could be stored and shared around the world.
Today, Dr. Henry Becket is on the verge of developing the next data-storage unit that will revolutionize the world yet again....
*****
"You like that, don't you?" Aurora giggled. She was laying on her back in her bed, naked, her younger sister laying between her legs. Willow was licking her, her tongue sliding deep between her lips, as if she was starving.
"Mmhmm," Willow moaned.
"God your tongue is so deep," Aurora moaned. "Fuck!" She giggled at how much her sister had changed over the past few months. "You're such a slut now. Does my pussy taste better in person?"
"I... I don't know," Willow said, thinking about it without stopping her tongue as it swirled around Aurora's clit. "It seems the same... but... God!... you taste so... fucking... good. I can't believe it. It's almost all I can think about anymore. I just... I just need it."
"I told you... all you needed was a taste," Aurora giggled. "You know, we should go find daddy soon."
"Oh God," Willow moaned, remembering daddy's long... hard... cock. "Daddy tastes so good, too."
Aurora nodded. "Mmhmm... and it's so hot to watch him pound into you."
*****
Four months ago... The day that changed them forever.
"Here... I think this should fit better," Dr. Henry Becket said, holding a headset in one hand and a screwdriver in the other.
"I sure hope so," Aurora, his oldest daughter said. "That last one was way too tight. It rubbed." He was impressed with his daughter and happy that she was able to help him. Aurora looked a lot like her father. She was a tall brunette, about five-foot-six, with long hair. The twenty-year-old was thin with B-cup breasts.
They were sitting in the basement of their house, a space that the doctor had set up as a lab. In the middle of the room, where Aurora was sitting, was an old dentist chair. Henry slid the headset onto Aurora's head and checked for its fit.
The headset had a metal frame with flexible adjustors which allowed it to fit different head sizes. All around the skull, sensors were placed which sat against the head, each feeding a wire that went into the main metal frame and down to the back of the head, where, bundled, they plugged into the recording box.
"Does that feel ok?" he asked.
"Yeah... that's good," Aurora said, using her own hand to adjust the positioning of the headset as Henry stood fully. Aurora looked at the various electronic boxes on the tabletop, the boxes to which the headset would soon be attached. "So what's this supposed to do again?"
"Well," Henry said, "if it works, it's supposed to record your emotions and actions."
"And... why are you making this?"
Henry thought for a moment about how to describe his purpose. "Why? Well... do you remember when we were going to Six Flags and you wanted to go on the Twisted Colossus so bad... and we looked it up online and watched the promotional videos of people riding?"
"Yeah," Aurora answered. She remembered looking up the videos and watching one after the next, each with the point-of-view of a rider in the front car. It was thrilling even just to watch.
"Well, it'll be like that," he said. "But instead of just seeing it with one sense, your eyes, you experience it with every sense. You'll feel the wind whipping on your face... you'll feel the movement of the car... you'll smell the air. You'll actually feel the adrenalin of the rider."
Aurora was still a little confused, but was impressed. If watching the videos gave her a thrill... actually feeling the ride was so much better. "Wow. Impressive."
"If it works, you'll know exactly how it feels to ride it... without ever riding it," he said. "Now... think about that with hiking up Mt. Everest... or sky diving... or... or pretty much any activity, really. Everyone will be able to experience things from the comfort of their own home."
"That's possible?"
"Well... I think so. That's what we're going to find out."
"That's... really incredible," she smiled, starting to get a little excited to find out.
"And, it'll be like a disk of photos," he said, looking at the wiring going into the headset, making sure everything was correctly attached. "You'll be able to record yourself... your birthday party... your wedding... anything... and be able to remember and experience that moment years and years in the future."
"But first... we have to make the headset comfortable," Aurora giggled.
"Yeah... I kinda agree," he laughed.
"Come on! Are we ready yet?" Willow, Aurora's eighteen-year-old sister spun in a circle on a barstool on the other side of the workbench. She was holding a different headset in her hands, one's with large, cushioned ear pieces that fit snugly over her ears. "I'm really getting tired of sitting around here all day, pretty much being useless."
Willow was a little shorter than her sister, at about five-foot-three, and, while she also had brunette hair, it was died purple three months ago. She kicked her dangling legs impatiently.
"Yeah... I think we're ready," Henry said. "Do you feel ok?"
"Yeah, I feel fine," Aurora said. "Go for it."
"Ok... so... Willow," Henry said. "I want you to put on your noise-canceling headset and turn and face the wall. I'll let you know when we're ready for your part."
Willow looked at the ceiling, feeling extremely bored, and slid her headset over her ears.
"Can you hear me?" Henry said as he helped turn her away from Aurora. When she didn't answer, he held up an ok sign with his hand.
"Yep, all good," she said loudly, obviously not able to hear her own voice.
Henry walked around the table, to Aurora, and plugged her headset into one of the boxes on the desk and pressed the button to start the recording. "Ok... so for the first test, we're trying to see if we can store different senses onto the disk unit... and then replay them." He picked up a notepad and wrote down the equation "2+2=4" and showed it to Aurora.
"Ok," she said, uncertainly. "Do I need to do anything?"
"No," Henry said, shaking his head a little. "All you have to do is look at it."
"Ok... that I can do." She glared at it as if memorizing it.
Henry put down the sign and then grabbed his bologna sandwich that he'd started eating. He tore a piece of it off and handed it to Aurora. "Eat this."
She looked up as if it was a silly request, but still took it and ate it.
"Ok, ok... let's see... now... let's test the sensation of touch," he said, moving closer to Aurora. He softly stroked her cheek with her fingertips, then tapped her nose with it and smiled. She smiled back.
"You still good?" Henry asked her.
"Yep... no biggie at all," Aurora said. "Is it working?"
"Well find out in a second." He pressed the button to stop the recording, carefully disconnected Aurora's cabling from the box, and took her headset off. He set it carefully on the table. Then, as Aurora watched, he walked over to Willow and tapped her on the shoulder. She turned in her seat and looked up at him.
"Done?" she yelled.
He laughed and grabbed her headphones, pulling them off. "Yes," he said. "At least with Aurora's part. Now it's your turn."
He carefully plugged Willow's cabling into the same unit Aurora had been plugged into and helped her place her headset on her head. He adjusted it a little then looked at his youngest child and smiled.
"What are all the boxes for?" Aurora asked.
"They're the storage units... like tape drives... or disk drives," Henry said. "I made several just in case one broke. I have a little bit different hardware in them, too, to compare the results. One of the things I'll have to work on in the future is making them smaller, more portable. But... I have to make sure it all works, first."
He looked at Willow. "Ready?"
She nodded and smiled back.
"Ok, so for your part of the test, Aurora and I did things to activate four senses. I'd like you to tell me the tests that we performed and anything you can that is pertinent."
"Gotcha," she said.
"Ok... here we go." Henry pressed the playback button and watched Willow's reactions. She seemed to stare straight ahead, blinking naturally, almost as if she were listening intently to something.
"I can hear you explaining the test... and I can see you holding up the sign. It says '2+2=4'," she said. "Your voice sounds weird, though. Like I'm under water or something."
"Oh my gosh," Aurora said, her face lighting up with excitement. "You can see that?"
"Now... I can feel you hand me something... I'm tasting it... Ugh! Gross! Was that a piece of your bologna sandwich? Oh my God I hate that stuff," she said, moving her mouth and tongue as if trying to expel the food that wasn't there.
"If I didn't build it myself I'd never believe this," Henry said.
"Blah, blah, blah," Willow said. "Talking... talking... then the third test... your fingers stroking my cheek and then... tapping my nose." When the recording ended, Willow, her eyes now seeming clear, looked at him and she smiled.
"That was really cool, daddy!" she shouted. She pulled her headset off and gave it to her dad. After he set it on the table, she jumped into his arms.
"That was so cool," he said.
"Everything seemed dull, though," Willow said. "Like I was on drugs or something."
"Ok, ok," Henry nodded, already thinking about what he might have to do to correct the problem. "But the good news is... IT WORKED! It actually WORKED!"
"It worked! It worked! It worked!" Willow cheered, pulling away a little and dancing in his arms. Aurora joined them, celebrating.
"Remember, though," he told his daughters, trying to calm them down a little. "You can't say anything to anyone. Got it? You can't even imagine how big this is. Huge!"
"Yes daddy," they said together.
"Now, you're free to go," he said. "I have to look at the signal processing to see why the signals are so muted... and look at the cabling design and see what I can do to make everything smaller. We'll do more tests soon."
*****
The girls left the basement together, running up the stairs in their excitement.
"Just think what this can do!" Aurora said as they ran into her bedroom and jumped on the bed.
"Dad said what it can do," Willow.
Aurora looked at her. "Yeah, he said the boring stuff. But think about what else it can do. What might one want to record and playback that involves touching, hearing, tasting, and seeing."
Willow thought for a moment and shook her head. "Got me."
"God you're such a virgin," Aurora giggled. "Sex!" she said loudly. "People pay a fortune on porn now and all they can do is see it in 2D and hear it. With this... they'll actually do it... at least they'll feel like they're doing it."
Willow shook her head and rolled her eyes. "Do you ever think of anything else?"
"Believe me, little sister," Aurora giggled. "When you get some good dick, you won't think of anything else, either."
"I'm waiting for marriage before I have sex," Willow said. "I want it to be special."
"Fuck that," Aurora said. "I don't know how special it'll be if you have no idea what to do. But whatever." Aurora put a hand to her chin as she looked up at the ceiling. "And that gives me an idea..."
"Uh oh... what kind of idea?" Willow asked.
"Oh... you'll see," Aurora smiled. "I've got something I gotta go do."
"I have a little homework to finish before tomorrow," Willow said. "I'll talk to you later."
"That you will," Aurora giggled.
*****
It was 8pm when Willow pulled her laptop out and sat on her bed to do her homework. She opened her class book and started going through the questions at the end of the chapter.
She finally set her laptop aside and turned off her lights at 11pm, changed, and slipped into bed.
She was awakened by a soft knock on her door, then the door opened. "Willow?" Aurora asked, just above a whisper.
"What?" Willow said, waking up. She glanced at the clock beside the bed. It was 1am. "What are you waking me up for, Aurora? I have class tomorrow."
"Come downstairs with me," her older sister insisted, pulling her covers off her. She pulled Willow to her feet.
"What?" Willow whined.
"Just come with me! You'll like this."
Aurora practically dragged Willow down to the basement and set her in the dentists chair.
"What are we doing?" Willow whined again.
"We're helping dad test," Aurora giggled. She grabbed Willow's headset and put it on her head. Willow adjusted it slightly.
"I already did this," Willow said.
"Not this recording," Aurora giggled. She moved to the bench. "This one's... special."
"Is that the spare recording unit?"
"Yeah... I didn't want daddy to see what we did. I'll switch them back when we're done. Are you ready?"
"Ready for what, for heaven's sake?" Willow asked, shaking her head. "I'm so tired. This is so stupid. You woke me up for this?"
"Un huh," Aurora laughed. "For... this," she said and pressed the play button.
Suddenly Willow could see that she was in the basement still, but it was... different. She felt... different. Everything was brighter, clearer, more intense. All her senses were heightened. It was all much more intense than she felt earlier. She could see Benny standing in front of her, smiling, shaking his head a little as if not understanding what was going on.
"This is... different," Willow mumbled. "Something's... um... wrong."
"Is it on?" Benny asked her.
"Yeah," she giggled, but it was Aurora's giggle. "Come 'ere." She could feel herself reach out and grab Benny, pulling him closer, pulling him into a kiss. While Willow had never really kissed a boy before, the kiss she gave and the kiss she received seemed to be very practiced. She felt her tongue slide into his mouth, sliding along his, and felt her body get more and more excited. Her senses were on fire.
She felt his hand grab and squeeze her breast, his fingers trapping and rolling her nipple through her t-shirt. She looked down, panting, and watched as his hands pulled her t-shirt up, her B-cup breasts become very exposed before his hand covered them again. She grunted as her nipples exploded with pleasure.
Benny moaned softly, appreciating the view, then bent forward and captured her nipple in his mouth. He licked and sucked on it, again and again as she moaned. She grabbed his head, holding him, as she begged him to continue.
"Oh my God that feels so good," she felt herself say. She said it... but... it felt far better than good. It felt... incredible!
Her body was on fire and she was breathing heavily as she pulled his shirt up and pulled it off. She tossed it aside and started kissing his chest as he stood.
"I'm thinking you deserve a little treat for coming over here so late," she giggled. She kissed down his body, getting off the chair, her lips moving to his abdomen. She grabbed his pants and unfastened them, pulling them down. His excited, male scent was intoxicating and she could see a wonderful bulge behind his underwear.
"Yesss," Benny moaned softly.
Aurora/Willow giggled as she leaned forward and kissed his bulge, pushing his pants down and off at the same time. "Ooh... I think you're excited," she giggled.
"You have no idea," he moaned, smiling down at her with an excitement Willow had never seen before. It was a... a need... and a desire that made her body explode with excitement.
"I guess I should see how excited I can get you," she giggled. She grabbed the waistband of his underwear and carefully pulled them down, making sure to work the material around the long, hard erection that was behind it. "Mmm," she moaned and Willow could feel her mouth water at the sight. She'd never seen a man's penis before, at least not in real life, but she felt like she'd seen this one many, many times before. She could feel what she wanted to do with it, although she didn't know why. And that feeling was intense. It was more than a want. It was a have-to-have!
Aurora/Willow grabbed his shaft and stroked it. "Oh, baby! You're definitely excited!" she giggled, then knelt on the floor. In seconds she slid his cock into her mouth and moaned as she sucked on it. Willow had never, ever done this before but felt like an expert as she sucked on the head and stroked the shaft with ease.
"Oh my God," Benny moaned. "You're so good at that."
"Mmhmm," Aurora/Willow moaned, circling her tongue around the head. He tasted a little sour... and a little salty. But it was the best taste Willow had ever had.
His cock was very wet and pulsing when she finally stood again. She quickly slipped her shorts and panties off and leaned back as she sat on the edge the dentists chair. "Fuck me," she panted.
Aurora/Willow watched as Benny came close and grabbed around her thighs. He grabbed his cock and guided it right into her pussy.
Willow moaned extra loud, never, ever having felt anything like this before. Her hands squeezed the arms of the dentist chair, her knuckles turning white, even though she couldn't feel it. She felt Aurora's excited grip, her hand wanting to grab and pull Benny closer. His cock seemed so deliciously big that it split her pussy open.
"Yeah," Benny moaned as he started stroking his cock in and out of her wetness. Her body was on fire and everything was giving her so much incredible pleasure, even the very air drifting across her skin. Her body writhed on the chair, her hands rising to rest on Benny's bare chest.
"You like that?" Benny asked, smiling deviously, looking down at her with so much desire.
"Fuck yeah... your cock feels so fucking good," Aurora/Willow moaned. She was getting so wet and could feel her orgasm rapidly approaching.
Then suddenly, it all just... went away, and Willow was looking ahead again, with no Benny present. She blinked in surprise and shock, then looked down and saw that she was still wearing her pajamas.
"What...?" she asked almost desperately, panting. "What happened?"
"Oh... sorry," Aurora giggled. "I guess the storage got full before we finished. I didn't even notice."
Willow was panting, her body extremely excited still. She could feel her nipples press against her shirt, sending ripples of pleasure every time she moved. And her... her pussy... was extremely wet. She wanted to touch herself, but Aurora was still standing there.
"So? How was it?" Aurora asked. "Wasn't Benny awesome?"
"That was... oh my God," Willow panted. "I never had any idea how good that would feel!"
"Right?" Aurora laughed. "That's what I was trying to tell you."


"But, I, uh... I gotta get some sleep," Willow said, taking the headset off and setting it on the table. "I have class tomorrow at 9am." She was anxious to be alone... anxious to run up to her room and be in her own bed in the dark.
"Ok, ok..." Aurora smiled. "We can talk about this tomorrow."
Willow stood and shook her head. "You know if dad finds out, he's going to be pissed."
"Then we'll make sure he doesn't find out," she giggled.
*****
Willow went back to bed, but she was far too worked up, far too sexually excited and frustrated to sleep. Her bedside clock said it was 2am, that whole experience in the basement only took an hour. She slid under the covers and tried to get comfortable, adjusting the pillow under her head.
Her body was on fire, burning with need and desire. Her nipples were hard and scraped against her pajama top, so she first pulled the material away, but when she realized that would never be enough, she pulled her shirt off. Her nipples were so hard, harder than she'd ever felt them before.
She slid her fingers over them and felt pleasure, like electricity shoot through her body. She moaned as she circled her fingers over her nipples, reveling in the pleasure. Then she caught it between her fingers, rolling it, softly, and almost yelled. It was... so incredible.
A heat, unlike she'd ever felt before was burning between her thighs. She pulled her pajama shorts down, then tossed them aside. She was so wet and slid a hand down to see just how wet. Her fingertips touched her labia, touched her clit and she groaned.
Her fingers slid between her labia, touching her swollen flesh, touching her throbbing clit. She yelled suddenly as she moved it in a little circle. She'd masturbated before, but this was so different. This was more pleasure than she'd ever felt in her entire life.
She closed her eyes and imagined Benny... imagined looking up at him as he thrust into her again and again. God, she needed that again. She needed to cum. She needed Benny to finish. She needed to cum on a cock.
She thrust two fingers into her pussy, thrusting as deep as she could again and again, moaning louder and louder. She was panting so hard. Then, when that wasn't enough, she used her other hand to play with her clit at the same time.
And her world exploded.
Suddenly her body convulsed and she came. Her hips thrust up into the air as her body trembled.
She lay in bed, breathing hard, her fingers swirling around her so-sensitive clit. Her body was still so... so needy. Her mouth felt dry and she licked her lips. She knew what she really needed.
She got out of bed and, as quiet as she could, walked down to the basement, listening for any sounds and watching for any lights. She didn't know if Aurora or her father were up and she wanted to avoid them. If she got caught, it would be very difficult to explain what she was doing.
She turned on the basement light and went down the stairs. Slowly, her excitement building by the second, walked to the bench and grabbed her headset, sliding it onto her head. She quickly pressed the play button and lay back in the chair, getting comfortable just as she heard Benny's voice again.
"Is it on?" Benny asked her.
"Yeah," she giggled, but it was Aurora's giggle. "Come 'ere."
She played the video again and again, her desire and need growing by leaps and bounds each time she looped through it. And each orgasm she gave herself between each playback was more powerful than the last.
It wasn't until 6am when she finally crawled into bed, exhausted.
*****
"I have a really, really wild idea," Aurora giggled, as she kissed Benny in the basement lab two days later. It was midnight and both her dad and sister were in bed, asleep.
"I don't know... Your wild ideas are really crazy," Benny laughed. "What are you thinking now?"
She smiled and looked at the bench top. "What if... what if... you... wear the headset this time while you fuck me." Her smile then became really odd. "Then I'll replay it and feel what it's like to fuck me."
"What the hell?" Benny laughed. "You want to know what it's like to fuck yourself? That's really fucked up!"
"I know, right?" She grabbed the headset from the bench and carried it over to him. "It should fit." Benny stood still, smiling at her as she slid the headset on his head and adjusted it slightly. Then she grabbed and rubbed his crotch over his pants. "You're hard already."
She slowly walked to the desk, pressed the record button, and turned back towards him. While she watched him, watched his reactions, she smiled and slowly pulled her t-shirt over her head. She grabbed her bare breasts, squeezing them. Then she grabbed the waistband of her shorts and pulled them down, quickly stepping out of them.
"Like what you see, cowboy?" she smiled, walking towards the dentists chair. Standing beside it, she put one foot up on the chair, spreading her legs apart. "Lick me," she said, running her fingers through her wetness.
In seconds, Benny was on his knees in front of her, licking her pussy. "Oh, fuck, you're so wet," he mumbled as his tongue swirled through her folds.
"Fuck! You're so good at that," Aurora moaned. "I can't wait to see what this feels like," she giggled.
"I think it's awesome," Benny said, then pulled away and stood. "But I really need to fuck you." He unfastened his shorts and pulled them off.
Aurora sat up on the end of the chair, facing sideways to it, and spread her legs wide. "Give it to me, big boy," she giggled. "Get that dick in here!"
Benny bobbed his cock in the air as he stepped closer to her and slapped it against her clit. "Is this what you want?"
"Oh fuck yeah," she moaned. "That's so hot."
Benny slid the head through her labia, sliding up and down the thick folds before circling it over her clit. Then, lining it up with her entrance, he pushed it inside.
"Oh, that feels so good," she moaned.
*****
"Oh," Henry said as he walked down the stairs into the basement. He saw Aurora standing beside the bench, the headset in her hand. "I didn't expect to see you down here. What are you doing?"
"I was just... um... just looking at it." She looked nervous. She'd hoped to play back her fun with Benny from last night, hoping to experience the truly odd sensation of fucking herself, but was interrupted. She was holding the backup recording unit in her hand. She wasn't going to able to swap them back with her dad standing right there.
"It's ok," he said. "I just wanted to start another test."
"Ok," Aurora said, nodding, but not looking too happy. "What are you doing for this test?"
"Your sister recorded herself yesterday testing the sense of touch," he said. "I want to see what affect my new A/D software has on the recording and playback. I think I found the issue for why the senses seemed so muted."
"You want to... to play back a recording you made yesterday afternoon?" Aurora asked.
"Yeah... that's right," he said, nodding, grabbing Willow's headset.
"I'm all set dad," Willow said, hopping down the stairs. She was uncharacteristically wearing a cropped t-shirt and cotton shorts. Aurora could see the points of her hard nipples on the front of the shirt and the slight swell of her breasts just below the material, indicating she wasn't wearing a bra.
Aurora was scared. If they played back the recording, they wouldn't get the one of Willow... they would play the one of Benny fucking her. "Maybe, uh, you should make another recording, you know?" she recommended.
"No... that's silly," Henry said, letting Willow get situated in the chair and handing her the headset. "I need the one we recorded with the old software to verify the error is corrected."
"But... but I'm not sure it was good," she said, nervously. "I, uh... I saw that the... uh..." she looked down at the table trying to find any excuse that the recording might not be good, "the connector was loose. I reset it, but it wasn't all the way on when I came down."
Henry went to the table and looked at the box and connector. "That doesn't make sense... I checked it myself before the recording was made. We probably took it off afterwards. I'm sure the recording is good," he said. "If it's not... we'll know in a second."
"Are you ready Willow?" he asked.
"Yep," she said simply, then added more softly, smiling at Aurora as she idly swiped her fingers over her nipple and pinched it. "I am definitely ready for something."
Willow's brazenness shocked Aurora and she stood just looking at her. Before Aurora could object further, Henry pressed the button for the playback. Instantly Willow froze, her body moving a little in surprise at what she was seeing. Aurora knew exactly what her little sister was seeing and feeling... at least in general.
"How's the sense of touch, honey?" Henry ask. "Does it feel better."
"Oh... yeah... daddy... much better," Willow moaned. "Ohhh..."
Henry looked at Aurora when he heard Willow moan, as if wondering if she heard it, too. Then he looked back at Willow again. "Everything ok, sweetie?"
"Yeah... everything's... really... really good," she panted. "I had no idea it would feel like this!"
"It's strange," Henry said, not understanding her surprising reaction. She'd only touched and rubbed a few different items, different textures, for testing. Nothing should make her react like this.
"Maybe I should stop the test," he said, but both Willow and Aurora stopped him.
"No, no... everything's ok. Just let me... let me... finish!" Willow moaned.
"I just... I don't understand..." Henry stopped and watched his daughter as she slightly writhed on the dentists chair. "You're scaring me a little bit."
In her eyes, Willow could hear Benny's voice as if it were her own. He was holding Aurora's hips as he pushed his cock inside her. "You're... you're so wet. Oh my God." He started fucking her faster, sliding in and out of her.
"Oh yeah... oh fuck... you feel so fucking good," Aurora moaned below her, looking up. Her face was filled with pleasure and she smiled.
Willow was panting harder, her hands clawing at the arms of the chair and she licked her lips and smiled.
"Oh... oh yes... oh yes," she panted.
"Faster," Willow heard Aurora giggle as she fucked her. She looked down to watch her cock slam into her sister causing her breasts to bounce and jiggle so wonderfully. She felt an extreme desire to suck on her nipples and suddenly bent down and did just that. She could feel Aurora's hand cradling her head.
"I'm gonna cum," Aurora moaned as Benny/Willow stood up again. She grabbed her own breasts and squeezed them, pinching her nipples.
"I just don't understand," Henry said. "The recording wasn't that long." He looked at Aurora concerned. "Are you sure you're ok, pumpkin?" he asked.
"Yes... yes!" Willow moaned. "I'm... so, so good right now... I'm... I'm almost done... I think."
"Ok," Henry said, watching his little girl writhe below him. He couldn't think of anything that he did that would cause this kind of reaction.
After several more minutes, Willow banged her palms on the arms of the chair as her writhing stopped and her body tightened. Then she shook uncontrollably for a moment, letting out a loud exhale, before she finally lay still. She was sweating and smiling, panting, but her breathing was starting to return to normal again.
"Oh my God," she whispered over and over, her body writhing in the chair, then she reached up and took the headset off.
"Um... are you sure you're... ok, sweetie?" Henry asked wondering what in the hell that was all about.
"I am so good!" Willow giggled, her face and neck flushed. "So good!"
"Daddy, I think we need to make another recording and test with that," Aurora said. "I can use my headset and..."
"No..." Henry said softly, his mind racing, trying to figure out what could be wrong with the unit. "I need to figure this out first." He went to the desk and unplugged Willow's headset. Then he plugged his headset in and put it on his head. He walked over to the dentists chair. "I'm almost positive," he mumbled. "It was such a simple fix once I found it."
"Daddy, I don't... I don't think this is a good idea," Aurora said quickly. "Why don't you let me just make another recording."
Willow was giggling as she stood by the work table watching Aurora. She had so much fun fucking her like that. It felt sooo incredible. And the orgasm that she had felt so... different. It was so hot! She felt so powerful driving her cock into her sister like that. She couldn't wait to play this recording again and again.
Henry turned his head toward Willow. "Start the playback, please."
"No," Aurora begged. "Willow... don't! No! Please!" Giggling, Willow leaned over the table slightly and pressed the play button on the unit.
"What?" Henry said from the dentists chair, his eyes glazed over as he saw his oldest daughter standing by the dentists chair, asking him to lick her pussy. "You... what is this? This is... oh my God."
The two girls watched in wonder as their father continued playing the recording. He whimpered and moaned, his body writhing a little, his hips raising and lowering a little, all throughout. He was sweating and panting, but he never asked them to stop it.
They knew the moment Aurora came in the recording. Their dad gasped, "Oh my God, baby, that feels so good." And then when he came, moments later, he was grunting loudly, his hips rising and falling as, in his head, he fucked Aurora. Then his body tightened and he lost control for a moment as it moved a little erratically. They almost giggled, but couldn't stop staring in wonder as he hissed "I'm cumming. I'm cumming." The front of his slacks became soaked and the room started to quickly reek of semen.
"Oh my God he came," Aurora whispered, shocked. Willow just laughed in delight.
In a moment, Henry just lay back on the chair, relaxing and panting, trying to get his breath back. He thought about what had happened, thought about the natural climax response of dopamine and oxytocin flooding his brain.
But this wasn't a normal, natural response, he realized suddenly. He'd have to look into it, but it was probably two- to three-times the natural amount, making the climax more powerful and likely imprinting on him a need to repeat it.
"Daddy? Are you ok?" Aurora asked.
He swung his legs over the side of the chair and took his headset off. Unable to look at his daughters, he walked towards the stairs. His body was on fire and he knew that if he didn't leave now, he'd likely fuck both of them... for real this time. "I have to... to go," he mumbled. "I have to... get cleaned up."
"Can we talk about...?" Aurora said before he interrupted her by simply raising his hand.
"Maybe we'll talk later," he said. "Not... not right now. I really have to go."
*****
Henry quickly went into the supply closet by the bathroom, looking for some medical supplies. He had to know for certain. He took a blood-test kit, vial, and some alcohol wipes and slipping into the bathroom.
Setting everything on the counter, he took off his shirt and wrapped a rubber tourniquet around his arm. Tapping on his inner elbow, he found a good vein and inserted the needle. When he attached the vial, it filled with blood until it was full. Then he pulled it off and took out the needle.
He had to know. He had to know now.
He quickly called up a friend of his that worked at the hospital.
"Darren," he said when his friend answered his cell. "I need a favor and I need it ASAP."
"What's that?" Darren asked. This obviously sounded serious.
"I need to get some blood tested. Specifically, I need to get hormone levels tested," Henry said.
"Yeah, sure. I can squeeze it in. Can you bring the vial in soon?"
"I'm on my way."
*****
By the time Darren called him back two hours later, he knew what the results were going to tell him. And it was worse than he expected. He could feel it. The dopamine and oxytocin levels were five times higher than a post-coital normal. His Sensory Recording and Playback Machine, his awkward name for his device, heavily influenced brain chemistry.
"Thanks, Darren. I owe you one," he said, in shock.
"A big one, I think by the look of those readings. If I may ask, who's the patient?"
"Sorry... I can't divulge that."
"Gotcha," the lab technician said. "Take care of yourself, Henry."
*****
Henry knew it was playing with fire, but he couldn't help himself. He had to do it. It was after 11pm when he crept downstairs, listening for any sound that might indicate the girls were still up. But he didn't hear anything.
He slowly made his way into the basement and found it empty. He grabbed the headset again, slid it onto his head, and pressed the play button on the machine. As the playback started and Aurora came into view, standing in front of him, he used his hands to find and slide into the dentists chair.
"Lick me," Aurora said, running her fingers through her wetness as he watched, feeling his body get so excited in response.
"Oh, fuck, you're so wet," Henry mumbled along with Benny as his tongue swirled through her folds.
"Oh God," Henry moaned tasting his daughter's pussy again.
Willow smiled as she slowly and silently crept down the stairs, watching her father in the chair. She knew what he was doing. And she knew that if he liked fucking Aurora that much, that he'd love fucking her, too. But the difference was... it would be real with her.
She slowly walked to the bench, taking off her pajamas, almost giggling as she heard her dad moaning and breathing harder. This would be an ideal time to interrupt him.
"Oh my God that feel so good," Henry moaned. Willow would almost bet that he was starting to fuck Aurora now.
She leaned over the table and pressed the stop button on the recording and her dad suddenly sat up, looking at her. His eyes were blinking rapidly in his shock and his breathing was elevated. She knew he was probably getting close to his orgasm at the point she turned it off.
"Willow?... What...?" he asked, his mind reeling from the sudden change and the embarrassing position he was in.
"I thought we'd make a new recording, daddy," she giggled. She slid her headset on, switched her cables to the other unit, and pressed the record button on both boxes. She smiled devilishly and sauntered over to him, swaying her hips seductively.
She was going to record them both.
Henry watched her, blinking rapidly. His own daughter was coming on to him and, in his extreme excitement, he knew he was going to let her.
Never breaking contact with his eyes, she pulled his pants open to expose his very hard shaft. Then she crawled up onto the chair, took his shaft in her hand, and guided it right into her pussy.
"I want you to fuck me," she said seductively.
Henry moaned loudly as he felt her pussy squeeze his cock while she slowly rode him. Her hips moved forward and back as she watched him, smiling. She grabbed his wrists and brought his hands up to cup her A-cup breasts, helping him squeeze and play with her nipples.
"Oh yeah, there's those little titties," he moaned, squeezing her nipples between his fingers.
"Oh!" Willow panted, moving her hips up and back, sliding him in and out of her pussy.
Henry moaned loudly. "Oh my God... your pussy feels so good."
"Am I tight, daddy?" she asked, panting.
He nodded and smiled. "Oh yeah you are... just perfect."
She put her hands on his chest and used the extra leverage to bounce on his cock even harder. "Yes... oh yes."
"Oh, fuck," he moaned. "Your pussy is like fucking silk. Fuck me, baby."
"You like fucking me, daddy?" she panted.
"I love it, baby. I fucking love it!" Henry reached up with both hands and grabbed her head, pulling her down to him as he kissed her ferociously. He held her face in place.


"You like getting your pussy fucked?" he asked.
"Yes," she nodded, panting.
"Are you ready to have it licked?"
She nodded rapidly, smiling. She wanted to know what that really felt like. She couldn't wait. "Yes! Please daddy!"
Suddenly, Henry grabbed her by the hips, pulled her off his cock, and put her on his face. He immediately started licking her pussy as she giggled, trying to grab on to something to keep from falling off the chair.
"Oh yeah," he moaned, looking at her pussy. "Oh, that is the sexiest fucking thing."
"Uhh!" Willow groaned as his tongue slashed her clit, threatening to make her cum so fast. "Yes!"
"God, girl you taste like the first day of summer," he moaned. She looked down, enjoying the sight of his face between her thighs.
"Oh! Yes. Fuck!"
"Mmmmm... mmhmm...mmhmm," he moaned as he licked. "How's that feel baby?"
"Oh!" she practically yelled. "It feels so good daddy! Oh fuck!"
He started sucking on her clit, noisily as he continued sucking, then suddenly pulling his lips off, only to start sucking all over again.
"Oh fuck yes! Oh my God!" she yelled as her body started shaking. Henry could feel her pussy clench and release, could feel the flood of her juices start to pour forth. "Oh daddy! I'm... I'm cumming daddy! I'm cumming!"
He held her tightly as her body convulsed and trembled in her orgasm, threating to make her fall.
When she'd calmed down, he slid out from under her and got off the chair. He grabbed her small body and laid her over the chair, stomach down, her ass and pussy now so very accessible. He grabbed his cock and pressed it against the entrance to her pussy, then grabbed her hips firmly.
He thrust forward and started fucking her from behind, their bodies colliding with the slap of flesh again and again.
"Yeah... fuck me daddy!" she panted.
"Oh... God you feel so good," he moaned, looking down at her sweaty body, her perfect little ass. He grabbed her ass cheeks and pried them apart, his eyes delighting in her puckered little asshole. His finger slid down the crack and circled her tight hole for a moment.
"Daddy!" she moaned, sounding overcome, but a little nervous and scared about her ass.
"Yeah, that's it," he moaned. "Such a tight, fucking young pussy. God you feel so good. Oh! Yeah, yeah, yeah." He was breathing harder and grunting when he exhaled. His orgasm was so close now. "Unh! Unh!" he grunted as his cock started spraying cum deep inside her pussy. "Oh fuck! Oh my God!"
*****
Two weeks after finally testing his machine with his daughters, Henry walked to the mailbox in the middle of the afternoon and pulled out a large, manilla envelope. His name was on the address label and he could see the Apple logo and return address. He'd been waiting for this moment... for three months in fact. Excited, he ran back into the house.
He tore open the envelope, barely able to wait at all and pulled out the thick, multi-page contract bound with a large clip. Several "sign here" sticky arrows protruded from the stack.
He set it down on the kitchen table and walked in a slow circle, his eyes never leaving the document. He was so excited. This was the moment. The moment that he... that his invention... would change the entire world.
He read the first page and smiled. They wanted to buy the rights to his invention!
"Girls!" he yelled at the top of his lungs. "Come here!"
"What's wrong, daddy?" Aurora asked as she crossed the threshold into the kitchen first. Willow was only a couple steps behind. Both girls were barely dressed, wearing very loose t-shirts and cotton shorts. It was obvious that neither girl was wearing a bra. The skin around Aurora's mouth was wet and she wiped it with the back of her hand as she giggled.
He didn't know what they had been up to. He knew that they were probably having sex, probably even making and playing back recordings... feeling their hormones rage all day long begging for more and more orgasms.
He knew his own hormones were extremely elevated and made him want to keep doing more and more things to his own daughters, things that normal dads just didn't do. He couldn't help it any more. He really wanted to. He really needed to.
"Definitely nothing wrong... absolutely everything will be alright from now on," he said, smiling broadly. He couldn't hold back his excitement.
"What's it say?" Willow asked, both girls looking down at the thick document.
"It says that... Apple... has decided... to buy the rights to my machine," he said trying not to yell it in his excitement. "For... one... hundred... million... dollars."
Both girls' mouths opened in shock, and they almost passed out from the excitement.
"One... hundred... MILLION?" Aurora asked and Henry nodded.
Both girls ran and hugged him, jumping and dancing wildly.
*****
Apple rapidly developed Henry's system, making modifications to make it smaller, more portable, and more user friendly. Reusable storage cartridges were created to allow the recordings to be saved, stored, and shared.
Within a year, production started on the first version with a world-wide advertising blitz giving the new name of the product as... the iExperience.
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Andrea was completely distracted as she took the bus back to her apartment. The city was bustling with people trying to get home, but she totally ignored them. All she could think about was Victoria and Vince... and what just happened in her office.
Never in a million years did she ever expect to see, let alone encourage, a grown woman, a mother, to have sex with her own son. It just... it never happens in real life! That's only in porn... or some overactive teenager's fantasies.
But somehow... this woman came into her office. And somehow, she was able to convince them to begin a sexual relationship. And the woman actually gave her son a handjob and blowjob right there in the office! It was... amazing!
She idly wondered if they'd be back next week. She'd had other patients come in, decide that the homework and everything they needed to do to change was just too much for them. They either stopped coming altogether or found a therapist that gave them far less work to do. Would Victoria and Vince feel that way?
She certainly hoped not! She imagined what might be in store for them next...
Her bus stopped and she found herself shocked back to awareness again. She got out and walked the half-block to her apartment and rode the elevator up. When she opened her door, she saw Andrew in the living room suddenly stand up and yank his pants up. Then he sat back down as if she wouldn't notice.
His phone still had a woman blaring out in passion shouting for the man to fuck her harder and he quickly moved to stop it, fumbling and dropping his phone in the process.
She looked at him in shock as she closed the door behind her and set her briefcase and laptop bag on the dining room table. "Seriously?" she asked. "You're jerking off in the living room now?"
He quickly picked up his phone, stopped the video, and set the phone on the couch beside him. "No!" Andrew said quickly. "I was just..."
"Just what? Sitting around with your pants down doing something else? It must be nice to just jerk off all day long."
"Mom... I was..."
"Just don't, ok? Don't lie to me," she said, putting a hand up to stop him mid-sentence. "You treat me like shit and, by the porn you watch, you want to treat all women like shit. You'll never get a girlfriend the way you act."
She opened her laptop bag and pulled out her computer, getting ready to... well... send the videos to her client as she promised. But that meant... yes, she was going to look at porn. It was for a client, though. It was a professional courtesy. To help them. And the fact that she was probably going to masturbate to it meant... it meant only that the videos would be... acceptable. They had to be erotic enough to excite. If they excited her, then they'd likely excite her patients, too.
At least that's what she told herself.
"You know, I need to teach you how to treat a woman right before it's too late," she scowled as Andrew looked at the floor. "You're just like your father. You think women are just interchangeable based on your sexual needs in the moment. Well, I'm telling you, that's not at all what real life and real relationships are like."
She walked towards her room with her laptop in hand, then stopped just as she reached the door. "Did you at least clean up a little like I asked?"
"Some of it," Andrew mumbled.
"Oh my gosh. You had over eight hours to do it! Do it before dinner, ok?" she begged. "And don't bother me. I have a little work to get done before dinner."
"Ok, ok," he mumbled.
Andrea went into her bedroom, closed the door behind her, and set the laptop on her bed. She unbuttoned her blouse, and tossed it aside. Then reached behind herself and unfastened her bra. After tossing that onto her blouse, she grabbed and squeezed her breasts for a moment, relishing that they were now free from their confinement. Her fingertips rolled her very sensitive nipples for a moment and she felt her pussy warm wonderfully.
Her breasts were only a B-cup, but her nipples were so very sensitive. One time, she made herself cum just by playing with them.
Those were the days, she thought. Now, she had no one but Andrew around and that left her titties and pussy very lonely.
She reached behind herself and unfastened her grey skirt, letting it fall to the ground, and kicked it to the rest of her clothes. Slowly she rolled her pantyhose down her legs. Her legs felt so good as she rubbed them, slowly sliding the silky material down, tossing it aside at last.
She slid into her bed only wearing her panties and grabbed her laptop. Setting it beside her she brought up a web browser and opened a page to a free porn site she knew about. She'd been there once or twice, but not often. One of her porn-addiction clients frequented this site.
Several options appeared as the first page opened, asking her the category of movies that she was looking for. The fourth button quickly caught her attention... incest. That's what Victoria and Vince were into, right? Incest? Wouldn't the most appropriate videos be found in that section?
She clicked on the button and another page appeared with still more options. Father/daughter, mother/son, brother/sister... there were definitely a lot of videos to choose from. She clicked on the mother/son button and the page filled with small images from the different videos, each with a title, date released, and video length. It was a lot to look at and go through.
She found one that had a beautiful, blond, older women with a pretty good looking younger man. The description said that the video featured a mother giving her son a handjob and blowjob. Nodding, she thought that would be a perfect video to begin with, so she clicked on the image to play it.
The screen changed and an image of the woman filled the full screen. She was on her hands and knees on the bed, looking directly at the camera as if it was the person she was performing for.
She was only wearing bright green bra and panties and she giggled at the camera as her hands roamed over her body. She reached behind herself and unfastened her bra, sliding it down and off her arms.
Her breasts were large with piercings in both nipples. Giggling, she lay back on the bed and lifted her legs and hips to pull her panties down and off.
The woman looked at the slightly ajar bedroom door, and crooked her finger toward it. "Come on in, son. I know you're watching. Don't be shy."
The young male actor walked into the room and stood by the bed. He stared at her body hungrily.
"Hello," she smiled.
"Hi," he said back, nervously.
"Were you watching mommy?" she asked.
He looked at the floor, shy and nervous, as he nodded. "Yes."
"So what are we going to do about you spying on me?" she asked, smiling at his nervousness. "I mean... I'm your mother."
"I, uh... I don't know," he admitted. "You tell me."
"Well... you saw me naked," she said. "I think it's only fair that I see you naked." He hesitated. "Take it off."
The young man grabbed his shirt and pulled it off over his head. Then he unfastened his pants and pushed them down.
The actress crawled over to him, and reached out and touched his obvious erection through his boxers. She wrapped her fingers around it as much as she could and slowly stroked it.
The young man moaned softly so she hooked her fingers in the waistband of his boxers and tugged them down, gingerly working it over his erection before letting them fall to the floor. As he stepped out of them, she wrapped her hand around it again and started stroking it.
"How nice... nice and hard... perfect for playing with," she moaned softly. She looked at the camera and giggled. "Do you want to watch me play with his cock? It's starting to get interesting, huh?"
Andrea was getting aroused watching the two, her fingers already rolling and pulling at her nipple.
The onscreen woman grabbed a bottle of lube that was sitting on the bed and squeezed a dollop into her hand. Then she spread it on his cock as she stroked it. "How about... we make it... nice and slippery. So I can squeeze your cock like this... Up and down... up and down... do you like that?"
She giggled as her son moaned and grabbed his cock with her other hand, too, stroking him with both hands at the same time.
"You're such a good boy, aren't you?" the mommy asked. "Standing here... letting me play with your big, hard cock. How about if I play with your balls?" She moved her left hand down and grabbed both of his balls. She squeezed and tugged on them, shaking them teasingly.
"Oh... cute little balls... hanging here," she moaned. "So full of cum. Oh, I want to play with them."
"Uh!" he moaned, feeling so helpless in her hands.
She giggled as her actor son moaned. "Mmhmm... I like to slide my hands up and down... feel all the blood rush in... making it nice and sensitive." Her right hand stroked his shaft as she held and squeezed his balls. "How about a little teasing?" she asked. "A little scratching with the nails..."
The onscreen mother opened her hand and stroked along his shaft with just her fingernails, scratching it lightly.
"Oh my God!" the young man moaned loudly, his body visibly shivering in excitement.
"Come on," she said, backing up a little to give him room. "Get on the bed... and lie down."
Andrea watched as the young man did as she instructed, lying down on his back, perpendicular to the camera angle. His cock was so long and hard, jutting proudly into the air. The actress grabbed his shaft again and started stroking it.
"Uhhh," the man moaned loudly, so close to his orgasm.
She nodded, excited that he was so hard. "Mmhmm. Getting you so nice... and hard..."
It didn't take long before Andrea lay back on the bed and slid her fingers into her pussy. She was very wet from the office visit today alone. But this video really excited her even more... a mom sexually dominating her son! It was such a turn-on. She bet this son did everything his mom asked.
At this point in the video, she was slamming two fingers inside her pussy, envisioning that the video was of her and her son, Andrew. She could imagine her hands stroking his hard cock. She'd seen it when she walked into his room unexpectedly one day and it was burned into her head forever. It was long... maybe even as long as the man on the video.
"Oh my God... my pussy is so fucking wet right now," Andrea moaned to herself as she watched the onscreen duo. She was talking to the young man on the screen as if he was there in person. "It's like there's electricity in my clit. So fucking sensitive. Oh my... do you hear how wet I am already? I know you'd like to slide that rock hard dick up and down my pussy. We'd both be cumming in seconds."
Her thoughts quickly morphed into thinking about her own son, envisioning he was in the room with her instead of the video boy-toy.
"Oh my God," she moaned. "I know your cock would feel so good. Watching her stroke you is just so fucking hot. All I keep thinking about is how badly I need to cum. But what am I supposed to do?"
The fingertips of her free hand circled her clit rapidly as the fingers of her other continued to plunge into her wetness. She was so close!
"Oh my God... oh!" she panted, probably louder than she should have. "That's right... Oh fuck! Oh... God!" Suddenly her body erupted in one of many orgasms for the evening and as she calmed down after the first, she asked her non-present son, "Why do you have to turn me on so much?"
She quickly sent this video to Victoria and, over the next few house, several more. The first two were just handjob videos, mother/son incest videos in particular. Videos to get them started on their new journey. But then, the next two she sent a couple hours later, were of a hand job/blowjob type.
And then, finally, the last one featured titty-fucking. This was the one that finally sent her over the edge, making her cum extremely hard.
*****
"How was it," Victoria asked as Vince finished his last bite of lasagna.
Vince nodded. "It was delicious." By the time she'd finished her one piece, he'd finished his second. And that was along with a salad and bread. He could definitely put away his food!
She grabbed the plates and stood, carrying them into the kitchen. He watched her, intently, the sway of her ass under her dress, the bounce of her breasts. He felt his cock twitch and felt the familiar desire build inside him. Then he remembered what the doctor mentioned in the session... about how important it was that he didn't back up his sperm... that when he got an erection, he was to tell his mom.
He felt nervous and embarrassed as he stood and walked into the kitchen. Victoria was standing at the sink, facing away from him, starting to wash the dishes.
"Hey... um... mom?" he asked, moving close to her.
"Yeah... what's up?"
"I was just... you know... thinking about the... the visit today with the therapist."
"Yeah?"
"And I was, you know... wondering..."
Victoria stopped, turned off the water and turned towards him. "Wondering...?" When he simply blushed and turned his head away, she smiled and continued. It was kind of sweet that he was so attracted to her but so embarrassed about it.
"Are you serious? You want to see... my breasts?" she asked.
He licked his lips nervously, unable to meet her gaze, and nodded, just slightly.
Victoria put her finger on his chin and redirected his face towards hers. "It's going to take me just as long as you to get used to this. I mean... you see them in the shower every day. It just... feels different otherwise. But you need to learn to ask, Vince, just as much as I need to learn to let you. Can we do that?"
"I dunno..."
"Just say, mommy, may I see your breasts? It's as simple as that... really. If we're alone... I'll let you."
He nodded. "Mommy..."
"Come on, you can say it."
"Mommy, may I see your... breasts?"
"Of course you may," she smiled. She slightly turned. "Can you unzip me?"
Vince grabbed the tab of her zipper and slowly pulled it down, then helped her pull her arms from it. She helped him push it down her body, past her hips, until it fell to the floor. She picked it up, folded it, and set it on the counter.
She turned to face him, wearing her bra, panties, and thigh-high stockings still.
He stared at her breasts as if fascinated or hypnotized by them, making her giggle. They were barely contained by her bra. "Go on, you can touch them now. The doctor said you should."
He grabbed them, tentatively, and squeezed them a little, then reached around behind her again and unfastened her bra. When he stepped back, she pulled her bra off and laid it on her dress.
"There... what do you think?" she said softly, smiling.
Vince grabbed them again, feeling their softness and weight as he squeezed and lifted them. He pinched her nipples between his fingers, getting a feel for her as she moaned softly watching him.
"Are you... hard... again?" Victoria asked, still feeling embarrassed about touching him earlier but thinking about the doctor's orders.
Vince nervously licked his lips again and nodded.
"Ok. I think I can... you know... take care of that for you. I know I was really... uncomfortable... earlier and it's going to take me a while. But the doctor sent over two videos for me to watch to help you. We can just start on the first one."
"Ok," Vince said softly.
"Let's go to the couch," she said and led him into the living room portion of the apartment. She sat on the couch but stopped him before he sat down. "Wait, wait... let's get these off you. If we're going to do this, you have to be... naked." She unfastened his pants and pushed them down past his knees, then pushed his boxers down as well.
She helped him keep his balance as he stepped out of them, constantly watching his hard dick bounce in front of him. It made her scared and nervous, feeling how wrong it was to even see it outside the shower, but the warning from the doctor gave her strength. She needed to do this... for him and his future.
They sat on the couch, facing more towards each other to let Vince touch her. Victoria grabbed her electronic pad from the stand and opened it, moving to her email application. When she pressed on the video that Andrea sent, it quickly opened and started playing.
The nearly naked blond woman looked at them from the screen and seemed to smile, before sitting back on the bed. She took off her bra and showed them her large breasts... breasts almost as large as Victoria's. She stole a glance at Vince's erection and noted it bob as he watched. His excitement was obviously growing.
The woman looked at the slightly ajar bedroom door, and crooked her finger toward it. "Come on in, son. I know you're watching. Don't be shy." That was one problem that they would never have, living in an efficiency apartment, there was no bedroom door to spy behind. They were literally in sight at all times, except in the bathroom.
The young male actor walked into the room and stood by the bed. He stared at her body hungrily.
"Hello," she smiled. Victoria wasn't sure of their relationship, but thought she heard the woman say she was his mother.
"Hi," the young man said back, almost nervously.
"Were you watching mommy?" she asked.
He looked shy and nervous as he nodded. "Yes."
Victoria looked at Vince and saw his eyes drawn to the video, saw his cock pulsing with desire. He was enjoying the video. And when the woman started stroking him, Vince almost moaned, too.
She put some lube in her hand and reached towards him, wrapping her hand around his shaft, much like the mother on screen had done. She hated this... this wasn't right. But, it seemed to make him happy, gave him pleasure. Maybe... maybe she could do it.
She gave him the electronic pad to hold as she watched it, and matched what the woman was doing in the video. Vince was getting harder and harder as the video played. Her hand stroked him, twisting slightly, squeezing at the tip, just as the woman in the movie was doing.
Vince was moaning as much as the young man in the video. And the woman in the video giggled. She was very pleased with herself... and Victoria felt pleased with herself, too. She was making Vince's cock so hard.
"Yeah," the woman said, her hand moving faster and Victoria matched her rate. She couldn't believe she was doing this, but she had to. She was helping her son. She had to help her son.
"Oh my God... oh... oh," Vince moaned, his moaning even louder and more insistent than the young man in the video.
Victoria giggled. She watched his reactions and only paid a little attention to the video at this point. The woman on screen was sitting with her tits close to her young man's erection, so Victoria moved closer.
"Oh yeah, fuck right there," the woman panted excitedly. "Are you going to cum for me?"
"Are you going to cum for me?" Victoria asked, capturing Vince's attention suddenly.
"Oh," he moaned, nodding rapidly. "Yeah."
"Oh yeah, oh yeah, oh yeah!" the woman on the video excitedly moaned as her hand moved rapidly her son's cock, which Victoria matched. This was good. This was teaching her a lot, especially what to say and how to act.
"Oh my gosh," Vince moaned, his breathing shallow and rapid. "Mom!"
Victoria just had a feeling he was close. She had a feeling it wouldn't take much more to send him over the edge, for the first time on her own. She was so proud of herself.
"Yeah, give it to me, give it to me," the woman chanted and Victoria repeated it to Vince.
"Give it to me. Give it to me," Victoria ordered, her hand a blur on his shaft as she stared into his eyes. She felt a little... in control... confident.
"Unh! Unh! Unh!" Vince grunted loudly his cum spraying out over Victoria's tits, just as she saw the woman on the video doing. His hips bucked in his excitement, getting her excited as well. She never thought it would be like this... that just touching a guy like this would be so... exhilarating.


As the boy on the video calmed down, the woman squeezed his cock as she stroked it, pulling all the cum out of him. Victoria repeated it on Vince, letting the remaining cum dribble out the tip and drip onto her breast.
"Oh my God!" Vince moaned. He'd dropped her tablet during his sudden orgasm, so they had no real idea how the video ended. But Victoria had a good idea.
"Uh huh... that's a good boy," she moaned softly as she sat back on her heels. She slid her hand over her chest, smearing his warm cum all over her tits. It excited her to feel it on her body.
"Oh fuck," Vince panted, watching her.
Victoria giggled. "You were a really good boy. But... I gotta go finish dinner." She stood, slid her dress all the way off, and kissed him before walking back into the kitchen, naked, to finish while Vince sat on the couch, watching her, amazed.
*****
It was several days after the session in her office, that Andrea started thinking about her own situation. She imagined what Victoria and Vince were doing, how she was training him to be a better man, a more one-woman man. For his entire life, Victoria had been training him to not look at a woman's naked body as anything special. Training him to learn to enjoy what he has rather than constantly looking around for something else.
She'd failed that with her own son. He obviously viewed women as simply sex objects to be used. She knew where that would lead him. He'd constantly look for the next hottest woman, the next slutty woman who would easily entice him from his girlfriend and wife. And that would last until yet another slutty woman stole him again.
She shook her head. It made her I wonder if it's possible to reach people in her professional life when she hadn't even been able to reach herself. Her gift to others was a curse to her sometimes. She was an expert on relationships and the human condition and, yet, she hadn't been in a relationship in many years. She had so many degrees and accolades from her peers and yet, if they only knew the real Andrea, she thought they'd take them all away. Her job was to fix her clients... while she herself remained utterly broken.
She thought about Victoria's training. She and her son lived in a one-room efficiency apartment. They were literally together 24/7. They ate together, watched TV and movies together, slept together... even bathed together.
In their own apartment, Andrea and her son were always apart. He was almost always in his bedroom with the door closed, either on his computer or his phone. She was usually on her computer at the dining room table, or reading in the living room. He ate at a different time than she did every night. They slept apart, in their own, private bedrooms, and bathed on a completely different schedule in their own private bathrooms.
She shook her head. "Our situation is completely different. What in the hell can I do?" Suddenly the air conditioning kicked on, blowing a wonderfully cool breeze into her bedroom and it triggered an idea.
What if they didn't have air conditioning? In this hot summer, they'd be thrust back in time. A time where they would have had to wear less clothing and open windows. They could use fans, but her son would have to keep his door open, as would she, in order to get the air moving. She smiled as a plan became clearer and clearer in her mind.
The next morning, she woke determined to launch it. She went to the electric box, opened it, and turned off the power to the air conditioner. Immediately, the cool air stopped blowing. She smiled, wondering how long it would take before Andrew realized it.
*****
The high temperature was going to be ninety-one in the city that day and she worked through her first two clients before she saw that Andrew left a message on her phone. When she finished with her client, she called him back.
"Hey," she said when he answered.
"Mom, I don't know what happened but it's getting really hot in here," he said, sounding concerned.
"What did you do?" she asked, seeing what would happen if she laid a little blame on him.
"Nothing! I didn't do anything, mom! I just woke up... and I'm sweating," he said.
"What does the thermostat say?"
"Uh..." he said, obviously walking over to it. "One thing says eighty six, the other says seventy-two."
"Ok... so it's set for seventy-two and it's eighty-six," she said. "Obviously the A/C is broke. I'll have to call an electrician and see what we can do."
"What do I do for now?"
"Well, open up the sliding glass door and the windows in both of the bedrooms," she said. "That should get some air flowing. That'll help. Other than that, maybe just wear your swim trunks."
Andrew sighed. "Ok... I'll do that."
"Sorry, kiddo. We'll just have to suck it up for a while."
He hung up, just when she was going to tell him she loved him. She shook her head. She knew exactly what he was going to do all day today and it was time to stop that, too. She logged into her cellular account online and disabled cellular data on his phone. The only way he could surf the net, then, was when his phone was connected to Wifi.
Then she logged into her Wifi unit remotely and changed the password, effectively disabling Wifi in the apartment. It was an evil but quite necessary part of the plan. Without access to the internet, he couldn't watch his porn. She smiled wondering how frustrated and horny that would make him. He'd have nothing to masturbate to except his imagination and, being so dependent on porn, that wouldn't last long.
Andrew called her just five minutes later, but, with clients coming in, it would be an hour before she could return his call.
"Hey, what's up?" she asked when he answered, acting completely innocent.
"Now I can't get online!" he complained. "Not on my computer or my phone!"
"I don't know, Andrew," she said. "Maybe it's the heat. We'll see if it comes back later."
"What am I supposed to do until then?"
"Oh... I don't know," she said sarcastically. "Read a book or something. I'm working. I can't do anything about it right now. I'll call the cell company and see if they can check into it, ok? Will that make you happy?"
"Ok... I just... I'm bored as hell."
"That's the least of my worries," she said. "It won't kill you. Clean your room. That'll pass the time."
"Yeah, right," he said, then hung up the phone.
She went back to her clients to finish out the day, but her mind was constantly drawn to her apartment and Andrew. She wondered what he was doing to deal with her plan. When 5pm rolled around, she walked out of her air-conditioned office to walk in the heat to the bus stop. Then rode the bus to her apartment to take the air-conditioned elevator up to her floor.
When she opened the door, the heat hit her. There was a cross breeze, which helped, but it was still in the upper eighties. Andrew was sitting in a dining room chair by the sliding glass door, trying to feel any breeze he could.
"Thank God you're home," he said. He looked hot and sweaty, only wearing his swim trunks.
"It is warm, isn't it?" she chuckled. "Let me change and we can talk about this." She set her computer on the dining room table and went into her bedroom, closing the door behind her. She was definitely feeling the heat as she slid out of her clothes and lingerie. She opened her dresser and pulled out her old bikini... one she hadn't worn for probably fifteen years.
She put it on, adjusting the straps a little and noticing just how exposed she was, then slid a pair of shorts on. Finally dressed, she turned on the large ceiling fan in her room and opened the door. Instantly cooler air flowed through the room as the cross breeze was restored.
"Whew," she said, emerging from her room.
"What did the air-conditioning people say?" Andrew said quickly. "Are they coming or what?"
"There's a backload," she lied. "It's going to take some time before they can come. But people have lived here a long time before air conditioning was even invented, so I think we can survive this. We'll both just have to wear less around the house and keep the windows open like this."
She went to the coat closet and found a box fan. "Here, you can use this, too," she said.
"I'm not going to be able to sleep!"
"What about me?" she said a little more angry sounding than she wanted. "I have to go to work tomorrow. At least you can lay around all day." She relaxed a second, calming herself again, trying to focus on her plan.
"If worse comes to worse, you can just bring the fan into my room and sleep in there with me. I have the overhead fan that's pretty good. But both fans should keep it much cooler."
"Sleep in your bedroom?" Andrew looked at her, shocked. "In your bed?"
"It's a big bed, Andrew. We'll be fine."
"I mean... maybe..."
*****
Victoria was having a hard time sleeping. She glanced at the bedside clock and saw that it was 3am. She'd been awake now for a half hour.
It was the night before their next appointment with Dr. Clemmons and their week had gone well enough. At least she thought so. Vince had learned to talk to her, to tell her when he wanted to see and touch her body and to tell her when he needed to have an orgasm.
In fact, it was almost a running joke with them because he always seemed to ask out of the blue, when she least expected it at least. She didn't know if it had something to do with her... or just his hormones. She wanted to believe the former. She wanted to believe that he was so excited by seeing her that he couldn't control himself.
Over the past week, too, she quickly got over any hang-ups she had about giving him a handjob or blowjob. Sure, she knew it was important so that he didn't get backed up, but she was quickly learning to actually enjoy giving it to him. It was actually starting to get her excited as well, although so far she'd done a good job at keeping that bottled up.
But as she lay there, with Vince behind her, his arm hugging around her, his hand lightly holding her breast over her three-button pajama top, she could feel his erection growing against her ass and lower back.
And it was getting her excited. She couldn't think of anything else and it was keeping her awake. She felt his shaft slowly growing, moving higher and higher up her back and then start to slowly move up and down as Vince slowly rocked his hips in his sleep.
She reached behind herself, putting her hand between them, and wrapped her fingers around his shaft. He was so incredibly hard... and it made her pussy gush with wetness. She felt her mouth go dry as the desire that she'd started forming this week suddenly grew inside her.
She turned towards him, without letting go of his shaft, which triggered him to lay on his back. His cock was so hard, jutting into the air under the sheet. She licked her lips as she pulled the sheet down, exposing his erection. She couldn't see a lot in the low light, but she could see enough. And she loved seeing that.
Her hand slowly slid up and down its length as her own excitement built.
"Mom?" he asked suddenly waking up.
"It's just me, honey," she said, trying to calm him. "I know this is totally out there, but... is it... is it ok if... I give you a blowjob? I mean, without you asking first?"
"I, uh... I mean, I don't know."
"I know you didn't ask for it," she said softly, her hand still slowly stroking him. "But I could feel you and just thought... you probably needed it."
"Yeah... I feel it now," he admitted. "So... I guess it's ok."
"Thank you," she smiled in the dark. "I appreciate it." She turned and got up on all fours, moving her face towards his erection. She immediately slid him into her mouth.
"Yeah," Vince groaned as he felt her warm, wet mouth engulf him and then suck on him. "Oh. Oh jeez. Just like that."
"Mmhmm... mmmm," she moaned, smiling. This was just heaven! "That's what I wanted. Mmmm... mmhmm."
"Oh God, just like that," Vince lifted his hips a little, as if trying to slide his cock even deeper into her mouth. "Yeah... Just like that."
Victoria lifted her mouth from him a moment and stroked his spit-covered cock several times.
"Oh... yeah," Vince panted. Her hand and mouth felt so good on him.
"Mmmm," she moaned, sucking him deep into her mouth again. She slid him into the back of her throat, almost gagging on him, but pulling away just before that point.
"Mommy?" he asked. He had to know. "You like sucking on me?"
She nodded and smiled in the darkness. "Ummm... to be honest... yeah, I do," she admitted, stroking him again. "I've been... enjoying... doing this."
"Oh! Oh, that feels so good," he moaned as she swirled her hand over the head before every down-stroke, just as she'd learned from the videos the doctor sent.
Then she sucked on just the head, rapidly stroking below her mouth, sliding her tongue just under the head. "Mmm... that's so good. You're satisfying my needs. You're definitely satisfying my needs, too."
She stroked and sucked, her hand moving faster, her sucking getting harder, driving him closer and closer to his explosion.
"Mmm, yeah... mmm, yeah," she moaned.
"Oh!" he panted. "Yeah! Just like that. Oh God, that's so good."
"I'm so happy to see how excited you are," she smiled.
He panted, feeling his body get so close to the edge. "It feels so good."
"I love your penis in my mouth," she said, stroking him, trying to push him over the edge. "I love how it feels. I love feeling it grow so big and hard. Do you love it when I take it deep like that? Or... lick you up and down... like that." She demonstrated, licking all up and down his shaft, leaving it wet with her saliva which helped her stroke him. "You like that? Get it all sloppy. You please me so much by being such a good boy. I want to please you and make you feel good, too. I couldn't ask for a better son."
She slid her hand up and down his cock rapidly, twisting slightly, and running it over the sensitive head. He moaned loudly as he watched in the dark. Then she suddenly stopped.
"Wait... I wanna try something," she said. "I'm not sure that the doctor would approve or not. But... I just..."
Vince nodded as she sat up. "Ok... we can," he panted, clearly needing to cum.
"Let mommy take her top off." Victoria unbuttoned her top and tossed it aside. Her large breasts bounced freely in the night air as she grabbed and squeezed them. "I just... I need something too."
She crawled closer to his head.
"I would really like it... if you would just... put your mouth around my nipple... and suck on it."
"Um... wait... you want me to... to suck on your nipple?"
"Yeah... just, like, like they did in that video we watched earlier. You can pretend that you're a really hungry baby if you want," she panted. "Just pretend that there's just so much milk in there or whatever. I just... it would really... you know... excite me to feel your lips on my breast."
She bent over his face and lowered her breast. His face fell between them as she moved them back and forth, teasingly swatting his face with them.
"Oh wow... you smell good."
"Thank you, baby," she said as she used her hand to guide her nipple to his lips. He started kissing it. "Mmm... that's nice."
Then Vince started licking it, swirling his tongue around her areola, flicking it across her sensitive nipple.
"I think you should try sucking on them a little bit," she suggested, licking her lips excitedly. His mouth was giving her pleasure she hadn't felt in a long time. "Not just licking on them."
"Oh... ok." Vince sucked her nipple into her mouth and she moaned.
"Uh huh," she panted. "That's... that's good."
"Can we try that other thing, mom?" he asked.
"The other thing?"
"You know... where I slide my... my penis... between them..."
"Oh," she smiled and nodded in understanding. "You wanna try that. Ok... we can." Victoria moved to lay on her back as Vince got up to his knees. When she was settled, he kicked his leg over her and sat on her thighs. He bent over, grabbed her breasts in his hands, and sucked on her nipples again.
"Yeah," Victoria moaned. "Oh my gosh. Just like that. Pinch them." Vince pinched her nipples between her forefinger and thumbs, rolling and lightly tugging on them. "Oh yeah. Mmmm. A little more."
"Harder?"
"Mmhmm," she moaned. He pinched harder, praying it wasn't too hard, but she just moaned more. "Yeah... like that, like that, like that."
"Here," Vince said, crawling forward and laying his erection between her breasts. "I... I wanna do this mom. Like in the video." He grabbed the outside of her breasts and squeezed them inward, squeezing them against his shaft and tried thrusting a little bit.
"I think you need some lube... or maybe spit," Victoria said, remembering that in the video the woman spit into her own cleavage. She gathered saliva in her mouth and spit it out, just like the video showed. Then she grabbed her breasts, letting Vince's hands go free.
"Ohhhh," Vince groaned loudly as he started sliding his cock through her tight cleavage.
"Yeah... fuck my big mommy tits," she panted.
"Mmhmm... oh yes," he moaned, thrusting faster, feeling her soft flesh yield to his hard shaft. "That feels so good. Yeah. Just like that mommy?"
"Yeah, just like that," she panted. "You're such a good boy."
"Oh... so close... so close," he panted.
"Keep fucking."
"Oh! Oh!" Vince panted, his cock getting to close to blowing. "Uhhh... uhhh... yeah...
That's right."
"You like that?" she asked, in her excitement breathing almost as fast as he was.
"Yeah... oh fuck!" he panted. "Oh... oh! Unh! Unh!" he grunted as his cock started spraying his seed. His mom felt it gush forth over her chest and neck, the warm fluid pooling at her throat.
"That's a good boy... that's a good boy," she said as his remaining cum dribbled from his cockhead.
"Oh yeah! Wow!" he panted. "Oh my gosh."
"Oh wow... that felt so good," she said, using her hands to play with the cum on her chest and spread it over her boobs. She swirled it around her nipples and felt them tingle with desire.
"Ok," she finally said. "I need to get cleaned up and we better get some sleep now, ok?"
"Ok mom," he said, falling to his back with a contented sigh. He knew he was going to have incredible dreams.
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Therapist: Help My Son, Part 3
Andrea was awakened when Andrew knocked on her doorframe and called for her. "Mom?" he said softly, trying not to be too loud, but loud enough to gently wake her.
"Yeah, honey," she said, waking up. "What's... what's wrong?"
"I... I really can't sleep," he said. "It's just so hot in my room."
"Do you have the fan on?" she asked, sitting up slightly.
"Yeah, but it's not enough."
Andrea was naked under the sheet. She had trouble sleeping at first, too, but being naked, with just the sheet, and her ceiling fan set on high, it was enough.
"Can I sleep in here?"
"Sure, honey. Sure," she said, yawning, and turning over to turn on the light. "Set your fan in here, too. Maybe point it out the door or something."
Andrew went back to his bedroom and grabbed the box fan. He set it up on the floor, pointing it towards the door. The moving air would, hopefully, bring the cooler air from outside into their apartment.
"Thank you, sweetie," she smiled. "Come on, get in the bed."
"That makes it feel a lot cooler," Andrew said as he climbed into the bed. He put his pillow down and flopped onto his back. Andrea lifted the sheet, for one to make sure he didn't sleep on top of it, and for another to give him the opportunity to slip under it as well. When she did, though, Andrew got a quick glimpse of her naked body underneath. He got goosebumps suddenly as a flush of desire embarrassed him.
"Thanks," he said, letting her know she didn't need to hold the sheet up. "I'll... um... sleep without anything on me for a while."
"Ok... are you comfortable?" she asked.
"Yeah... this'll be great."
"Ok... goodnight." Andrea turned off the lamp and, in seconds, was back asleep again.
Andrew, though, was having a difficult time. His mind was still stuck on that vision of his mother, naked under the sheet, laying right beside him. Although it was basically a fleeting glance in the dim light, he could see the swell of her B-cup breasts.
Without his access to his online porn videos and pictures, his imagination was stifled. But his libido was through the roof! He felt his cock hardening under his swim trunks as he tried to lay on his back to sleep.
Hours later, Andrea was again awakened by something, she wasn't sure what. She glanced at the clock to see it was 4am. As she tried to go back to sleep, she heard a sound and felt a tremor in the mattress. She listened closely and could hear Andrew's panting breaths that he was having a difficult time keeping quiet. And his moan coincided with the mattress tremors.
It wasn't difficult to determine what was going on. He was masturbating. She glanced towards him, trying not to move too much to call attention to herself. She could see him in the dim light. He'd pulled his swim trunks down and was stroking himself.
She watched intently as he teased his cock, making it harder and harder. It seemed even bigger than she remembered it. She watched as his hand moved up and down his shaft, slowly at first, but then built up speed. He was moaning a little louder, as if he was having a hard time controlling the sounds he was making, but the moans excited Andrea.
She slowly slid a hand down her body until she felt her own bush, then pushed slightly further down, her fingertips contacting her clit. She stifled her own groans.
Then, suddenly, he kicked his legs over the side of the bed and rushed into his own bathroom. She heard him close his door behind himself after turning on the light. Then in the utter quiet and stillness of the apartment, she heard him start to moan.
Andrea threw the sheet off and padded quietly to his bathroom door. She could hear the sound of his hand moving even faster on his shaft, his raspy breathing betraying just how excited he was.
Her own fingers slid to her clit teasing it and squeezing it between them as she listened.
Suddenly, he grunted, louder at first, but then controlled the remaining.
"Unh! Unh! Unh!" he moaned, trying to control how loud he was, obviously orgasming. "Oh fuck," he moaned softly. She heard him breath hard and then turn the water on to clean off.
She quickly dashed back into her room and slid back under the covers. As he padded back into her room, she feigned sleep. He got into the bed and lay back quietly to go back to sleep.
Andrea was so worked up, she couldn't go back to sleep. She tried, but couldn't get the sound of Andrew, and the picture in her mind of him furiously masturbating. She knew her plan was working... and it would produce results soon.
Her alarm went off an hour later, prompting her to get up to get ready for work. She pulled the sheet off herself, rose, completely naked, and slowly walked to the bathroom. She didn't know if her son watched her or not.
She showered, cleaned up, and thirty minutes later, emerged from the bathroom, walking into her bedroom naked again. She'd left the bathroom light on and the door open, casting the light into her bedroom.
Slowly she gathered her bra, panties, and hose from her dresser, setting them on the bed, then rummaged through her closet, looking for a blouse and skirt to wear. She sat on her bed with her clothes beside her and started to put on her hose, sliding the silky black material up her legs. Then she stood and slowly put on her panties, allowing her breasts to sway and swing under her while she was bent over.
She put on her bra, skirt, and finally blouse, all the while wondering if her son was watching and only pretending to be asleep. When she finally finished, she walked to his side of the bed, leaned over, and kissed him on the forehead.
She grabbed a bite of food for breakfast, grabbed her computer bag and headed off to work, smiling to herself. If Andrew had seen that, she wondered if he would masturbate while thinking about her.
*****
Andrea had thought a lot over the past week of what to do in this particular session. She hoped the mother and son duo would be... receptive... to her approach. As three o'clock neared, she grew more and more anxious and excited. She had to actually take her panties off at 2:30pm when they became too wet.
Just before 3pm she stood from her desk and walked out to the waiting room. "Victoria! Vince! Nice to see you again. Come on back," she smiled.
Victoria was, once again, wearing a low-cut dress which emphasized her large breasts. It's trim cut followed her hourglass shape and wide hips. Vince was wearing a comfortable t-shirt and jeans. She could see the outline of his erection pressing against the front. She idly wondered if they'd played together already today or not and almost couldn't wait to see them naked again.
The two walked into her office, once again hand-in-hand, and immediately took a seat on the couch. Andrea closed her door and took a seat in the nearby chair that was turned to face mostly towards the couch.
"So... how are you two doing today?" she asked, her notebook in her lap, pen in hand.
"We're doing really well," Victoria said and they both smiled and nodded.
"The last week went ok?" she asked. "No issues with your homework?"
"No... in fact... I think we've grown a lot closer... as a... as a family," Victoria offered, looking at Vince and smiling. He smiled back at her, blushing, still a little shy.
"That is beautiful," Andrea said smiling. "Have the erections been more under control?"
"I don't know if I'd say under control," Victoria said, looking at Vince and leaning her head against his in a gesture of love. "But I think we... understand, I guess you could say. We understand them better."
"That really is a good thing. How were the videos I sent? Did you get a chance to watch any of them?
Victoria nodded. "We watched all of them... several times as a matter of fact," she giggled.
"Were they helpful? Not?"
"Definitely helpful... definitely," Victoria agreed. "I followed them a lot. I used them as training videos. They showed me different things I could do and say to help make Vince more comfortable and more... excited... I think. And I think he enjoyed watching the women as much as he enjoyed watching me and what I was doing."
"Vince? Is that true?" Andrea asked. "Did you enjoy watching the women in the videos?"
"Yeah," he said timidly.
"Did seeing the women help you orgasm?"
He nodded, shyly. "Yeah."
"How?"
"I dunno," he said softly. "I guess just the way they took charge and... you know... seeing them naked."
"I hope that the women in the video simply made you appreciate your mom more," Andrea said. "That's the main goal. You don't want to look at other women, even women in videos, as... substitutes... or trophies. They are merely there to help you appreciate what your mother does for you. I hope the videos help you learn what you can ask her to do with you so you don't think you have to go anywhere else. Does that make sense?"
Victoria and Vince looked at each other and smiled. Then nodded their agreement.
"Your mom should be the first person you go to for anything you fantasize about," she added.
"You can always ask me if I'm not doing something you like, baby," Victoria added. "I just want to make you so happy."
"If you both don't mind," Andrea asked. "Could I see what you would consider a... normal... encounter over the past week? You know, to see if there's something I can improve on?"
"I mean... I guess so," Victoria answered, looking at Vince for confirmation. He nodded in agreement.
Victoria slid to her knees on the floor and crawled between Vince's legs, her hands on his thighs, looking almost eager to do this.
"Maybe it would be best if you both disrobed first," Andrea suggested. "That way we don't get your clothes messed up or anything."
"Oh," Victoria said, sitting back on her heels. "I guess that makes sense." She stood and helped Vince stand.
"Vince... maybe you can help your mother first?" Andrea suggested.
He moved closer to his mom as she turned somewhat away from him, giving him access to the zipper in the back of her dress again. He grabbed the tab and slowly unzipped it, then helped her pull her arms free and helped her drop it to the ground. She stepped out of it and he picked it up and handed it to her.
Victoria folded her dress and set it aside. Then Vince reached behind her, unfastened her bra, then pulled it from her body. Andrea was again greeted by her beautiful, large D-cup breasts, which she no longer attempted to hide. As she tossed her bra aside, Vince was already on his knees, helping to pull her panties down and off.
He stood and stared at his naked mother, obviously admiring and finding her body arousing. Victoria took a hold of his t-shirt and pulled it over his head, then unfastened his pants.
They struggled for a moment, trying to get his jeans off him while he was still standing, until Andrea intervened.
"Vince, why don't you sit on the couch so your mom can take your pants off more easily."
Vince nodded and sat as Victoria fell to her knees again and helped pull first his shoes off, then his jeans off, laying them aside. Vince was already hard, his erection pointing proudly into the air.
Victoria giggled a little as she looked at Andrea. "He always seems to be hard like this."
"Young men do get aroused pretty easily," Andrea laughed. She watched as Victoria's hand encircled his shaft and started stroking it. Then she leaned down and took him into her mouth, getting his shaft wet to help her stroke more easily.
"That's good. That's good," Andrea complimented them. "You're not so shy any more, Victoria."
Victoria giggled. "After doing this three or four times a day for the past week, I lost my shyness very quickly. He's my son. I love him very much and want to make sure he's as healthy as he can be."
"That's a great attitude."
Victoria started to get up to sit back on the couch again, but Andrea stopped her.
"No, no... keep going. I need to see the whole cycle."
"Oh... ok. Ok." Victoria resumed stroking him, her breasts resting on his knees. For his part, Vince was moaning softly, breathing more heavily as he became more aroused.
"Don't be shy about touching your mother," Andrea told Vince. "She needs encouragement as much as you desire to touch her."
Vince nodded and reached forward, grabbing and squeezing one of Victoria's breasts. His fingers slowly rolled and pinched her nipple just the way she told him she liked.
Victoria moaned a little. "He's really learned both what he likes and what I like," Victoria admitted.
"Did you try putting him deeper in your mouth, like one of the videos showed?" Andrea asked. "Like... all the way in the back?"
"I, um... I admit I tried," Victoria admitted, hesitantly. "I didn't do very well, though."
"You know, anything you practice more you get better at. Why don't you show me? Maybe I can help."
Victoria nodded and looked at Vince. Slowly she lowered her mouth, engulfing him just as she had learned from the video, and slid it deeper and deeper into her mouth. Her panting breaths out of her nose signaled her difficulty breathing with much of his cock stuffed into her mouth.
"Gulggulg," she said, right before coming up for air, coughing a little, leaving a lot of spit behind on his shaft.
"That wasn't bad at all!" Andrea cheered. "Just try to relax your throat more. Try again."
Victoria licked her lips and nodded before sliding him into her mouth again. She seemed to relax more and pushed him even deeper inside.
"Yeah... hold it there... hold it," Andrea told her, leaning forward. "You can do it."
"Gulggulggulg." Victoria coughed and took a big inhale as she released his cock from her mouth again, feeling proud as Andrea cheered for her again.
"That was fantastic!" Andrea said. "Now... go ahead and show me how you make him orgasm."
Victoria added her other hand to his shaft, stroking and twisting with both hands, sliding one over the head to tease him as Vince moaned louder and louder.
"He's getting close," Victoria said. She'd obviously done this enough to know Vince's tell-tale orgasm signs. "Cum for me," she whispered. "Go on... cum for mommy."
"Oh my gosh," Vince moaned. "Fuck... fuck. Here it... Unh! Unh! Unh!" He groaned as Victoria dropped her mouth onto the tip of his cock and let him cum inside it. She greedily licked and sucked, pulling every drop from him until he lay on the couch, spent.
"That was really phenomenal," Andrea said. "For both of you. You both have really learned what you need to do in this relationship. For you, Victoria, this is certainly teaching you how you can help your son, help teach him to be a better man. And Vince, this is teaching you how to get what you want, what you need, in a very positive, proactive way. You don't need to manipulate or chase women to get what you want. You can simply go to the person you're with and ask for it from them. It helps you stay within your vows. It's a very adult way to live your life."
Vince nodded, slowly regaining strength. Victoria had released his cock and was sitting back on her heels.
"So... how do you feel?" Andrea asked Vince.
"I feel... good," he smiled, searching for the right words to say. "I just... I feel bad for my mom, though."
"You feel bad for your mom?" Andrea asked. "Why?"
"Well... I mean... I get to receive pleasure... to... to orgasm... but she... she doesn't," he said. "It just... it doesn't feel fair."
Andrea nodded as Victoria looked at her.
"I don't really... care," Victoria said. "I'm doing this for Vince. I'm doing this for my son. Not for myself."
"But you have to see it from his viewpoint, too," Andrea said. "He doesn't see the joy or pleasure that you're getting out of this. He knows you're helping him... but he doesn't really see how much you're enjoying it. You see what I mean."
"I mean... I guess."
"How does that make you feel, Vince?" Andrea asked.
"I feel a little... selfish, I guess."
Andrea nodded. "That's what I thought you were going to say. You're not being selfish. It's just that we haven't reached the stage where you give back... until today I guess."
"What do you mean?" Victoria asked.
"I think Vince needs a more... active... role," she said. "I think he needs to feel like he's doing something that gives you a lot of pleasure."
"Oh... um..."
"Have you felt a need after you gave him an orgasm? A need... or desire, maybe, to feel like that yourself? To get that same sort of... release?"
"I mean... I'd be lying if I didn't," Victoria admitted. "I just... I'm not doing this to please myself like that."
"No, no... and it would be wrong if that was your motive," Andrea said. "Where this is wrong by society's measure is when you do it for your pleasure. But when you're doing it to help your son, it's really a different thing altogether. That's ok. Now, we're only adding something else to help your son. You don't want him to feel selfish. You don't want him to feel like his touch means nothing or is undesired."
Andrea shook her head and Victoria followed suit.
"No... you want him to feel that he's loved. And he wants you to feel the same thing. He needs to learn how to give pleasure. And, frankly, he needs to learn to give pleasure as much so, if not more than, receive it. So I think, what we need to do today is come up with some more exercises that you can follow for the coming week, where Vince is allowed to, maybe, explore more deeply... to the point where he can give you pleasure... maybe even an orgasm. What do you think?"
"I mean," Victoria said, looking at her son. "I don't want you to feel bad for me making you happy. I do want you to feel like you can make me happy, because you already do."
"So let's try something," Andrea said. "Victoria, why don't you have a seat on the couch. And Vince, why don't you kneel on the floor here."
"Right here?" Vince asked as he moved between his mom's knees, spreading her legs farther apart.
"Yes... that's perfect," Andrea said. "Ok, so... first things... go ahead and touch your mother's breasts like you've been doing."
Vince reached forward with both hands and lovingly fondled and squeezed her breasts, making Victoria moan softly.
"Can you see how hard her nipples are?" Andrea asked.
Vince nodded. "Yeah."
"I think somebody's enjoying this," Andrea giggled.
"Mmhmm... I am," Victoria smiled and giggled. "My nipples are my weakness."
"Vince, why don't you bend down and kiss them."
Vince easily bent forward and kissed around his mother's nipple, then moved and kissed the other the same way. Then he surprised Andrea by licking and sucking on her nipples, making Victoria moan even louder.
"Oh... you moved fast," Andrea said, surprised.
"We, uh, followed the last video and started this yesterday," Victoria said, a little embarrassed. "I hope we didn't do anything wrong."
"No, no," Andrea insisted. "I like it. You got here just a little faster than I expected is all."
Vince pulled at her breast, sucking on it deeply and then sitting back, lifting her tit. Then, when he pulled too far, the suction broke and her breast fell on her chest again.
"Wow," Andrea smiled. "He's really going for it."
"He's definitely learning," Victoria moaned. "I like how he does this. It feels really... good."
"Ok... ok... maybe we can add one more thing, then, too," Andrea smiled. She moved over to sit on the edge of the couch beside Victoria. She grabbed her leg and pulled it, widening their spread.
She slid her hand down to Victoria's mound and slowly slid her fingertips up and down and around her labia. "Such a nice, pink pussy. See, how pretty her pussy is?"
"Yeah," Vince nodded, his eyes never leaving her wetness. "It is."
"Have you thought about seeing her pussy like this before?" Andrea asked.
Vince nodded again.
"I didn't even know you noticed," Victoria said, sounding surprised. "When have you seen it?"


"When I help shave your legs," he said, reaching up and stroking her inner thigh.
"Oh, yeah," Victoria nodded. "I guess that makes sense."
"In Vince, seeing your vagina without being able to do more, you've created another temptation for him... another frustration that we have to deal with from now on," Andrea said.
Victoria was moaning a little as Andrea's fingertips stroked more around her wet, sensitive flesh, stroking over her labia and lightly glancing her clit.
Victoria nodded as she watched her son staring at her pussy, as if almost mesmerized. "I mean... I can see your point."
"I want you to touch her like this... just lightly... and slowly... move your fingertips around her pussy," Andrea said. "Ok."
Vince hesitated. "I... uh..."
"No, no... you can touch," Andrea said. "Your mom wants you to. Isn't that right Victoria?"
Victoria sounded excited but nervous, as if she was scared what Vince might think of her. "Um... well... yes... if it'll make you feel better."
"Bring your hand over here... yes... just like that," Andrea said, helping to guide Vince into touching his mom's pussy for the first time. "You want to be gentle at first. You don't want to just rush in all the time. It's all about the tease and the foreplay.
Victoria shivered, her breath catching as her son's fingertips slid along her labia.
"So... this is her outer labia," Andrea said, touching the swollen flesh. "And these... these are her inner labia. You can tell she's excited because everything is so open and swollen." She spread Victoria's pussy open with her other hand as she slid a finger between them. "Here's her vaginal opening... and up here," Victoria gasped loudly, making Andrea giggle, "this is her clitoris."
Andrea slowly circled the swollen nub with her fingertip as both Vince and Victoria watched.
"The clitoris is very sensitive and gives a woman a lot of pleasure if you treat it right," she continued. She licked her fingertip and then slid it back to her clit. "You can get her clit nice and wet... and then tease it with your finger... back and forth."
"Oh... oh yeah," Victoria moaned as grabbed and squeezed her breasts, pinching and pulling her nipples. "Oh that feels nice. Oh yeah."
"Here... you try it."
Vince slid his finger over her labia and between them, sliding along her sensitive wetness as the women watched. Then he licked his finger and slid it over and around his mom's clit, teasing her just like Andrea had done.
"Oh... oh God," Victoria panted, getting more and more excited.
"Now, get your first two fingers wet and try sliding them inside her vagina," Andrea instructed.
Vince looked at her, a little shy and surprised, but slid two fingers into his mouth and got them wet, then, guided by Andrea, slid them into his mother's wet hole.
"Oh God that's good," Victoria moaned as Vince pushed them deeper and deeper.
"Ok... now, slowly move them in and out."
Vince started pumping his fingers, sliding them in and out of her pussy, feeling it clench and squeeze him. "Oh wow," he said, surprised how it felt. "She's so wet."
"Oh wow," Victoria moaned. "You're so deep."
"You like that?" Andrea asked Vince.
He nodded, smiling. "Yeah."
"You're doing good," Andrea said. "Let's try one more thing."
"Something else?" Victoria asked. "I don't know... I think this is going to do the trick."
"Well, this will make it happen for sure. Vince... let's, uh, let's switch places." She slid to the floor as Vince stood and they changed positions.
"What are you doing?" Victoria asked, a little surprised.
"What I'm thinking is... I'll show while you both watch, then you can try yourself," Andrea said. She stroked Victoria's pussy with her fingertips again, making her shiver with pleasure.
"You have such a nice body. Have you ever had a mouth on your pussy?"
Victoria shook her head, her face showing her shock. "No... no, never."
Andrea smiled, knowing that this was going to be very special for sure. "Never? Well... I think you might like it."
"I... I don't know," Victoria said. "Frankly... it sounds... gross."
"It's not at all," Andrea laughed. "And you'll love it. Don't worry. You'll be fine. Just lay back... get comfortable."
Andrea leaned forward, her eyes locked on Victoria, as she slowly extended her tongue and slid it over Victoria's pussy. Victoria practically jumped out of her skin, feeling such pleasure hit her hard.
"First, you lick nice and soft," Andrea instructed, sliding the tip of her tongue over Victoria's labia, like she'd done with her fingertips. "See, she likes that."
She slid the tip of her tongue over and around her pussy, then circled around her clit as Victoria writhed below her.
"See what I'm doing? Just like you did with your fingers... nice and slow," Andrea said softly. "And you can do a little flicking... right on her clit."
"Oh my God!" Victoria moaned loudly.
"Mmhmm... mmmm," Andrea moaned into her pussy as she flicked her tongue up and down. "And you can lick it long, too, just to break it up a little." She made a long, languorous lick from her asshole to her clit with the flat of her tongue.
"Oh!" Victoria moaned. "Oh my God! Yesyesyes!"
"Then... you suck on it," she said, wrapping her lips around her clitoris and sucking softly. "Soft at first. You can increase pressure a little later."
"Oh!" Victoria moaned, slightly moving her hips to get more pleasure from Andrea's mouth.
"How's that feel?" Andrea asked.
"So good!" Victoria nearly screamed. "Oh my God."
"I like to suck on her clit a little, then lick it... just like that," Andrea said, switching between the two. "And then, if you add fingers and do it both at the same time, you can make her cum hard." She licked two of her fingers and slowly inserted them into Victoria's pussy while she licked and sucked on her clit.
"Oh yes!" Victoria moaned loudly. "That feels so incredible!"
"Wow... you're so wet," Andrea moaned around her licking. "You keep getting wetter and tighter around my fingers. Yeah... get that pussy all juicy on my fingers."
"Oh yes... here, taste her pussy," she said, extending her hand toward Vince. He took her wet fingers into his mouth, licking and sucking on them. "You think you'll like doing this?"
Vince nodded quickly. "Yeah."
"It's not as hard as you might think. It just takes a little knowledge and patience and practice."
Victoria was pinching and pulling her nipples. Every exhale now was a moan of pleasure. "Oh... that feels so good."
"And when you want to make her cum," Andrea smiled, "just really concentrate on her clit." She licked and sucked on Victoria's clit with abandon as Victoria humped against her face in excitement.
"Oh my God! Oh my God!"
Vince could see just how excited his mom was, just how much she was mauling her own breasts, and bent down and took a nipple into his mouth, sucking. Victoria grabbed his head, holding it to her breast.
"Uh huh... uh huh... she's getting close," Andrea giggled.
Victoria was panting loudly, moaning almost the whole time. "Oh my God! Oh! Oh! Oh my God, yes!"
Then she came, her body shaking wildly as Andrea grabbed around her thighs to hang on. She kept licking and sucking even as Victoria came, her juices soaking the front of Andrea's blouse.
Finally, Andrea sat back. Victoria had closed her eyes, her chest rising and falling with her heavy breathing, every exhale a moan. And as she panted, Vince sat back on the couch, watching in amazement. His cock had grown watching his mom cum so hard.
Andrea sat up and held Victoria's head as she kissed her, sensually sliding her tongue into the woman's mouth.
"That was wonderful," Andrea said.
"Oh my God," Victoria moaned. "I... I've never felt like that before."
Andrea giggled, enjoying the compliment. "Did you like watching that, Vince?"
Vince nodded, smiling. "Yeah... I did. That was so hot."
"Good," Andrea smiled. "How did that feel Victoria?"
"Oh my God... that was... amazing!" she beamed, smiling from ear to ear. "It's been so long. I really, really have missed out on feeling like this."
"You should be very proud of yourself, Vince, and eager. You'll be giving your mom a lot of pleasure from now on," Andrea said. "You won't have to feel selfish at all any more. You can give as much as you want. I think that your mom's homework for the next week is the same as last week. Your homework will be to add your fingering and oral stimulation whenever she wants it... or even... whenever you want it."
Vince nodded and smiled before looking down at the ground, again, embarrassed but excited. It was pretty obvious that he was going to want it... a lot.
"I think that's enough for our session today, unless either of you have any questions. I'll send you some more training videos, if you'd like. But, for now, you two can get dressed and I'll see you next week. Ok?" Andrea asked.
Victoria sat up and started gathering her clothing. "Ok... yes... that's fine." She leaned over and kissed Vince, tenderly.
Andrea walked over to her private bathroom and entered it, to ostensibly let them have some privacy to get dressed. But just after she closed the door, she pulled her skirt up and started fingering herself. Her pussy was on fire after what she just did.
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iExperience: The Bride's Memories, Part 1
Sound recording media was started in 1857 when Edouard-Leon Scott de Martinville invented the phonautograph. It was the first device that recorded sound waves, but was only intended for visual study. It could not play back the sounds. In 1877, Thomas Edison invented the phonograph that could both record and play back the sounds using grooves on a physical media.
The first magnetic recordings were demonstrated in 1935 by the German company AEG. The development of magnetic tape recorder media in the late 1940s and 1950s was led by Minnesota Mining and Manufacturing corporation (known as 3M).
In the 1980s, digital recording methods were introduced, and analog tape recording was gradually displaced. The compact disc, co-developed by Philips and Sony, was first released in Japan in October 1982 and became the dominant physical audio recording format by 1991.
The development of the MP3 audio file format drove most of the innovation in music distribution since its introduction in the late 1990s. The first portable MP3 player, called the MPMan F10, was launched in 1997 by Saehan Information Systems.
In 2001, Apple revolutionized portable media playback when it introduced the iPod on October 23rd. Then, Apple revolutionized it again on June 29, 2007, when the first iPhone was released. Now, music, video, and data could be stored and shared around the world.
Just a few years ago, Dr. Henry Becket developed the next data-storage unit that revolutionized the world yet again. He created the iExperience device. A device that records all physical sensations and feelings of the user while they're wearing it. And the user that plays it back feels all the sensations and feelings, in first person, as if they were right there performing the actions.
With a wide range of applications, it didn't take long for the technology to be embraced and celebrated... then... abused.
This is the story of a user of the new technology in its infancy.
*****
"Hi, baby!" Angela said as her son, Jacob, walked into the house. He was carrying a medium-sized box in his arms. "I hope you're hungry."
"Yeah, I'm pretty hungry," Jacob smiled. To Angela it seemed like a half-heated smile. He seemed to smile like that a lot lately, ever since his wife died. It had been almost six months to the day that Emily's car was struck by a drunk driver. The drunk driver, the bastard, walked away with a few scratches... Emily died at the scene.
Jacob's young life, all his hopes and dreams, seemed to come crashing in on him. Since he lived close, Angela was there to help console him and help him recover. It started with him visiting once a month, but then quickly transformed into a weekly dinner night, every Friday, like clockwork. She loved their time together and was able to lift his spirits and keep him going, at least so far.
Jacob set the cardboard box down on the couch, came into the dining room where the table was set for two, and sat down. Angela grabbed their dried-onion-encrusted chicken, mashed potatoes, and lima beans and brought each into the dining room, setting it on the table between them.
"What's in the box?" she asked as she slid into her own chair.
"It'sm, um... is some of Emily's stuff," he said, sounding a little down again. "I just... I can't go through it right now and thought I'd just keep it here until I'm strong enough."
"Ok," Angela smiled. "I'll put it aside for you. I have plenty of room in the basement."
"Thanks mom," he smiled back. "You know... you really are the best."
"Thanks, baby," she said, taking and squeezing his hand. "Now... load up. There's a lot to eat."
"I can see that!" he laughed as he stabbed a chicken breast with his fork and dragged it to his plate.
She was so happy to hear him laugh.
*****
Jacob left at 9pm, to go home and get a few chores done before bed. He found it difficult to live in the apartment alone, trying to keep up with all the cleaning along with working all day. Sometimes it was challenging.
Angela moved to the couch were the cardboard box sat and opened it, to peek inside. It wasn't very full, but there were a lot of small items stacked on top of each other in the bottom. She pulled out a stack of old music CDs and flipped through them, noting bands from ten to twenty years ago, before music streaming became a thing and CDs started dying out.
She set the CDs aside on the couch beside her then looked into box again, a few books were stacked off to the side, some romance novels and true crime, and interesting mix. There were a couple notebooks, which looked like possible diaries. She set them all aside with the CDs.
Looking in the box again, she noted several black, cube-like objects, each with some sort of hand-written label on them. She grabbed one and picked it up. It seemed to be non-descript enough, but had the Apple logo on it, with the word iExperience below it. On top was a handwritten label, with "Wedding: 2" written on it.
"Wedding two," Angela said, confused. She grabbed another cube and noted that every one was the same, with a different title on the label. Most of them covered their wedding and honeymoon and each were numbered as if they were a part of a sequence.
She was confused, but started to realize that this was what everyone seemed to be talking about lately. She'd never seen an iExperience device before, but knew it was a recent hot technology item. They were all over the news and social media.
She looked back in the box and found the small headset for the unit. She wasn't sure how her son and his wife were able to afford it, but... here it was. She turned the headset over in her hand, not quite sure how the whole thing worked, but was a little intrigued.
There were several buttons on the headset as well as on the block itself. One, in particular, was marked as a power button. She pressed the power button on the headset and saw the buttons suddenly light up, but then go dark after a few seconds. Only a small light was still lit within the power button itself.
"Ok... not exactly sure what to do with this," she said. She turned it in her hands until she figured out how it would fit on her head. Two metal arms ran on either side of the head and hooked over the ears. Two more arms ran to the top of the head and simply rested there.
She moved it to the back of her head and pushed, sliding it on. It felt completely comfortable and inobtrusive. The arms easily slid through her hair and the unit was almost invisible once worn.
She sorted through one of the blocks until she found the one she was looking for. It was labeled "Wedding: 1 XXX"... presumably the first wedding recording. She didn't know what the X's meant... maybe Emily was planning on going back and indicating how many in total there were, to maybe relabel it, for example, as "1 of 5".
"So, how do I...?" she asked herself as she looked around the cube. She pressed the power button and after a few seconds, she heard a woman's voice in her head as if the woman was sitting right next to her. "iExperience cube connected. Battery seventy-five percent." It was the strangest sensation.
She nodded. "Ok... so far so good." When the power button was pressed on the cube, the other buttons became lighted, showing a button arrangement with which she was familiar, buttons to play, stop, record... buttons to fast-forward and rewind... and buttons to move between recorded tracks.
She felt guilty, knowing a little of what the iExperience unit did. She was going to invade the thoughts and feelings of Jacob's wife. This seemed like a violation of trust... like reading someone else's diary. But... she was at the wedding. Wouldn't this just be a different perspective of the same event? That wouldn't be so bad, right?
She nodded as she pressed the 'play' button on the cube. Suddenly the room melted away and she was sitting in front of a mirror, looking at Emily's face. Angela reasoned that this was before the wedding, when Emily was getting ready. She was wearing a white, demi-bra bra and, as she looked down, wore stockings and panties. It was a sensual look that she knew Jacob would love to see on their, supposedly, first night together. Her bra was very full. Angela had always admired Emily's D-cup breasts. She accentuated them in everything she wore and her wedding dress was going to be no exception. The top half of her breasts and deep cleavage would be very exposed.
She was putting on her eyeliner at the moment, when she saw movement in the mirror. Another woman was behind her and she bent down, putting her chin on Emily/Angela's shoulder, looking at their reflection in the mirror.
"How are you doing?" the woman asked. Angela recognized her as one of Emily's friends, Crystal, a woman her age that Emily had adopted as her extra mom after her parents died ten years ago. Crystal was the one she chose to walk her down the aisle. "You nervous?"
"Sort of," Emily said. Angela could feel her mild nervousness in her stomach, but there was something else. There was something that she felt when she looked at the older woman. Something that seemed... wrong.
"Well it's normal," Crystal said, standing up again. "It's the most important day of your life."
"What if it isn't?" Angela could feel and hear herself... well, Emily, she knew... say. It felt so weird to be saying and feeling and doing things... that someone else did. She knew she was at home on a Friday night... sitting in her living room... but she felt as if she were there in the bedroom, in the morning of her wedding day, too.
"I mean, there's going to hopefully be better days," Crystal said softly, checking Emily's hairdo. "Less stressful... less makeup... less dressing up."
"No, I mean... what if I'm making the wrong decision."
"You guys have been dating for a long time now," Crystal said, stroking Emily's shoulder softly. "I'd think you would know enough about Jacob now to know that this is the right decision."
"I think... I do think that," Emily/Angela said, looking up at Crystal. "But then, there's still... you."
That was what Angela felt. She felt Emily's desire for the older woman. A feeling like love... like desire... like... hunger.
"Well, we're going to still see each other," Crystal smiled. "You can come visit me any time you want."
"Do you remember when my mom introduced us?" Emily/Angela smiled, recalling the memory. Angela could sense something, something that made Emily's body tingle. The memory was... erotic.
"Yeah." Crystal smiled down at her, obviously remembering the same erotic instance.
"Do you remember all the fun we had... all the clubs and parties."
"Yeah, it was like you tried to kill me," Crystal smiled. "I was too old for all that."
"Oh hush. They were fun times and you know it."
"We can still have fun times together," Crystal said. "I'm not that old yet."
"Even... those... kind of... fun times?" Emily/Angela asked. Angela could feel her body responding, her nipples hardening, her pussy moistening. Whatever it was between these two women it was definitely affecting her.
"I don't know if your husband would like us to have naughty times like those."
"But he's not my husband yet," Emily/Angela smiled.
"He will be in a few hours."
"Maybe." Angela could feel Emily reluctance, as if she were weighing the pros and cons between Jacob and Crystal... determining which she should truly marry.
"You want to give up on everything?" Crystal asked. "Come on... don't go being a runaway bride."
"You know... I'm not a married woman yet," Emily/Angela smiled, putting her finger between her lips, teasingly. "We have enough time to have one last hurrah."
Crystal looked at her as if she were crazy. "Finish your makeup."
Emily/Angela stood and turned to face Crystal. She felt the heat and excitement between the two of them, felt the cool air on her exposed skin, feeling goosebumps rise ad the memories of pleasure this woman seemingly gave her. "Come on... one last time?"
Emily/Angela kissed Crystal, tenderly, their lips moving slightly. It was the first time Angela had ever kissed a women. She felt Emily's body shiver with desire and it became her own. She felt her own pussy moisten at the thought... moisten at the desire she currently felt for Crystal herself.
"Are you sure?" Crystal asked, holding Emily/Angela's hips.
"Mmhmm," Emily/Angela said. "I like having you all to myself."
The two kissed again, their heads turned slightly, lips pressing harder together. Then their mouths opened and tongues licked the other's lips, dove into her sweet mouth.
Angela felt her hands wrap around Crystal's body, finding the zipper tab, and pull it down. She unzipped it all the way down to her ass, then grabbed the material and pulled it down, exposing Crystal's upper body. Crystal's B-cup breasts were covered with a beautiful sage-green bra.
"You're so beautiful," Angela could hear herself say. But it wasn't her that said it. It was Emily, right? She could barely tell who was saying and doing what at this point. She was now stroking Crystal's naked shoulders and chest, caressing the rise of her breasts. "It's ok... trust me."
Angela reached behind Crystal and unfastened her bra, then took it off her."
"What if someone walks in?" Crystal protested, as Angela tossed her bra aside.
"It'll be ok... i promise," Angela whispered, kissing her neck. "Just relax."
Crystal smelled incredibly good. Her perfume was Angela's favorite... the one she wore every time they were together. Oh God, Angela was getting so confused. She'd never been with Crystal before, but... she felt like she knew everything about this woman. She could feel how comfortable Emily was in kissing her lover's neck, licking and sucking on her flesh as if she'd done it a thousand times before. She seemed to know just which spots Crystal found sensitive.
"Remember that night?" Angela asked. "On the beach?" She bent down and kissed Crystal's hard nipple as her hand grabbed and squeezed the soft mound of flesh. She licked it several times, then sucked it between her lips, pulling on it.
"Oh... that feels so good," Crystal moaned. "I like this side of you.
"Mmmm," Angela smiled, flicking her tongue back and forth across the hard nub of her nipple.
"Oh my gosh."
"Mmhmm. I have all sorts of fun sides," Angela giggled. She grabbed her other breast and moved to it, squeezing her flesh and lifting the nipple to her lips to tease. "You have such beautiful breasts."
She watched Crystal close her eyes and moan softly as Angela sucked her nipple.
"What if Jacob finds out about this?" Crystal said nervously.
"He won't find out about it," Angela reassured her. "You worry too much."
Angela felt Crystals hand grab the back of her head, lovingly holding her mouth to her breast. "Yes, I worry. I don't want you to get hurt."
"I won't." Angela teasingly bit Crystal's nipple then sat back, giggling, while Crystal loudly yipped. She kissed Crystal again. "I'll help you relax. Lay back."
Angela helped Crystal take her dress off, gently folded it, and lay it aside as Crystal sat on the edge of the bed. Angela pushed her back on the bed then scooted between her older friend's legs. She turned her head and kissed her inner thighs, tenderly, teasingly, slowly, moving from her knee down to her pussy.
"Oh my gosh... that tickles," Crystal giggled, then watched as Emily/Angela licked her pussy through her lace panties. "Yeah... that's it... that's it," Crystal panted, exciting Angela. While she felt like she'd done this a million times, she knew she'd never been with a woman like this ever before.
Angela sucked on her pussy, over her panties, tasting her pussy.
"Mmm... tease you," she giggled, somehow knowing that Crystal loved to be teased. "Does that feel good? Does it?"
"Yes... you naughty thing," Crystal said, looking down at her. "You're such a tease!"
Angela sat up a moment. "I'm sorry. Should I stop?" she giggled.
"No Goddammit!" Crystal practically yelled.
Angela pulled Crystal's panties aside, exposing her wet, swollen flesh behind it. She inhaled her scent and felt her body become excited.
"Oh, that's so pretty," Angela mumbled as she lowered her mouth and licked Crystal's pussy, her first time. And she knew this couldn't be her last time. She was so shocked to feel Emily's joy in licking her friend. She was shocked at how much she needed to taste her, to make her cum.
Crystal moaned softly, grabbing her own B-cup breasts as she watched Angela lick her. "Oh that's so good," she panted.
"Yeah, you like that?"
"Yes... that feels so good." Crystal moaned softly and her body suddenly jumped when Angela flicked her tongue over her lover's clit. "Oh... oh... that feels amazing."
The longer Angela licked, the more Crystal panted and moaned. Her eyes half-closed as her body moved so close to her orgasm.
"Mmmm... mmhmm," Angela moaned, enjoying the taste of her friend, enjoying the pleasure she was giving her. She could feel Crystal's body shuddering and shaking as each exhale turned into a moan.
"Oh fuck... OhfuckOhfuckOhfuck!" Crystal moaned as her body tightened and she pushed her pussy into Angele's tongue. Then she came and Angela could feel her body tremble. When Angela would have thought she'd give up and stop, Emily/Angela licked more, just avoiding Crystal's oversensitive clit.
"Stop, stop, stop," Crystal giggled, pushing Angela's head away as the older woman moved to her knees. She pushed Angela to her back on the bed. "Now it's your turn."
Crystal pulled the cups of Angela's bra down, exposing her large breasts. Angela had wondered what it would be like to have Emily's D-cup breasts... now she could feel them. Crystal grabbed her breast and squeezed it, puckering out her nipple, then sucked on the hard nub.
Crystal then reached behind her young lover and unfastened her bra and pulled it from her. "The breasts of a beautiful bride." She took a mouthful of the large mounds and tugged on it, making it ripple and wobble when she finally let it go.
"Oh... that's so good," Angela moaned.
Crystal moved back and forth between them, licking and sucking and biting both her flesh and her large nipple. It was just so unreal to watch.
Crystal kissed her, their mouths melting together, their tongues digging deep into the other's mouth, need to taste her deeper. She suddenly pulled back. "Ok... it's your turn now."
Angela lay back on her elbows in order to watch Crystal.
"Let's get these off," the older woman said, grabbing the waistband and tugging them down. Angela lifted her hips, then her legs to help Crystal pull them free. Then her lover lay on the bed between her spread legs, her hands grabbing on each side of her pussy, pulling her lips apart.
"Oh, look at that pussy," Crystal said, bending down for a lick. "It's so pretty. Are you ready?" She swiped her tongue deep into Angela's pussy, licking her better than any man had before.
"Oh, it's like the first time I'm feeling this," Emily/Angela moaned. "Your tongue is so good."
Crystal licked her pussy with rapid flicks of her tongue, each causing a ripple of pleasure to vibrate all throughout Emily/Angela's body. Angela watched every lick, sitting up on her elbows to watch everything Crystal did to her.
"Oh fuck yes," Angela panted. "Oh yeah... you're so good at that."
Crystal moaned into Angela's pussy as she licked and sucked on her labia. "Mmhmm... mmhmm."
"Please don't stop," Angela moaned. "Please don't stop. Oh my gosh... yes yes yes... right there... right there. That's it."
Her body was on fire. Angela could feel things she never felt before, experience things she never experienced before. She couldn't believe that she never even thought that Emily was like this. But she was glad she could experience it.


"Oh! Oh God!" Angela panted loudly. "Oh.... yeah," she finally moaned, holding her breath as her body exploded in orgasm, gushing over Crystal's face.
Just as Emily had done, Crystal kept licking and sucking, teasingly avoiding her extra-sensitive clit.
"Oh... you're bad," Angela panted, giggling. "You're so bad."
Crystal giggled, obviously enjoying their time together.
"Oh my gosh, that was so good."
The two kissed again, holding each other in their arms.
"Ok, ok... now, back to getting ready," Crystal said, sitting up.
"Not yet," Emily/Angela panted. "I'm not done yet."
"You're going to be late."
"That's ok," Angela smiled. "They'll wait. Stop worrying. Maybe I want to finish with... this." She pushed Crystal to her back and then kicked her leg over the woman to sit on her stomach.
"You're so bad," Crystal smiled, slowly shaking her head.
Emily/Angela crawled up her lover's body and settled her pussy on Crystal's face. She then leaned back and began fingering her friend's clit.
"Oh... fuck," Angela panted as Crystal's lips sucked her clit between them, then her tongue slashed it rapidly.
"Oh, you like that," Crystal giggled, locking eyes with Angela.
"Oh my God, yes."
The older woman reached up and rolled and pinched Angela's nipples as she licked, her tongue finding every spot and Emily loved... spots Angela never even knew existed.
"Oh! Fuck!" she panted, grabbing Crystal's hands and squeezing her breasts and nipples hard. Her body tightened and she pushed her pussy down harder onto the older woman's face. "Yeah! Oh God... oh God yeah. Oh fuuuuuuck!" She practically yelled as her orgasm overwhelmed her and her body trembled.
Suddenly Emily/Angela kicked her leg off Crystal and she lay down, kissing her entire face. "You drive me crazy," she whispered.
"Good," Crystal said. "Now can you finish getting ready?"
Emily/Angela giggled and shook her head. "Slave driver."
And suddenly the recording ended and Angela found herself in her living room once more. Her body was so tired, worn out from a fucking she never received... at least not outside her head. She thought for sure that she could still smell and taste Crystal's pussy.
She panted as she fanned herself with her hand and turned off the iExperience cube. Then she took off and turned off the headset, setting them on the coffee table.
She went to bed that night, her head still full of images from the recording. Her body could still feel the desire and need from the recording, making it difficult for her to sleep. She tossed and turned for a few hours before, finally, falling asleep.
*****
Angela went about her day, Saturday morning, running errands, cleaning and grocery shopping. In the back of her mind all the time, though, was the memory of what she witnessed in the iExperience recording. Everywhere she went she seemed to pay extra attention to the women, as if they were just highlighted somehow. She found herself daydreaming a little, thinking about what happened with Crystal, and wondering if those women would do the same things.
Her deceased daughter-in-law was a bit of a freak. She liked men and women. And even on her wedding day, was debating which she actually wanted to spend the rest of her life with. Angela knew that she chose Jacob in the end. The wedding was beautiful and they had what she thought was a normal life together before her tragic accident.
After her dinner, she kept thinking about the box and the many recordings. She felt a desire to look through the other wedding recordings and see what else she might have missed on that beautiful day.
She sat on the couch and picked up the iExperience headset. She could already feel her body tingling with excitement, almost anticipating more sex between Emily and Crystal. She went through the box until she found the second recording, simply labeled "Wedding: 2".
She put the headset on and powered it on, then powered on the iExperience cube, receiving the female voice confirmation "iExperience cube connected. Battery at sixty percent." She pressed the play button and her living room, again, disappeared. She immediately heard the piano playing the wedding march and felt herself giggle as Crystal took her left arm.
"You ready?" Crystal asked.
Emily/Angela nodded and smiled. "Yes. Let's do this."
They slowly walked down the staircase and out to the back of the house, onto the patio where the backyard was set up with rows of chairs to the left and right of a center aisle. Jacob was standing at the front with the pastor and the two women approached.
An electronic piano stood off to one side, with the pianist playing the wedding march.
Everyone in attendance stood and turned towards them. She saw people she knew and several that she didn't, although the feelings Emily gave were more opposite and ambiguous. Angela even passed herself, smiling at herself, as the neared the front of the assembly. When they finally reached the front, they stopped.
"Who gives away this bride?" the pastor asked.
"I do," Crystal said and kissed her on the cheek. Emily/Angela turned toward the front again and took Jacob's hand.
The wedding ceremony, for the most part, was exactly as Angela remembered, just from a different perspective. It was interesting to feel Emily's emotions towards Jacob. They were as powerful as her emotions towards Crystal that she felt yesterday.
At the end of the ceremony, Emily/Angela walked hand in hand with Jacob up the center aisle and back into the house. She felt so in love, so elated, that this was her husband. He was the man she was destined to be with for life. And the feelings overwhelmed Angela, making her cry.
They were just going up the stairs, to the up bedrooms, when Emily stopped the recording.
Angela blinked as her awareness returned again. She shook her head. The wedding was definitely powerful, not unlike her own. But somehow, reliving Emily's wedding through her own eyes, through her own feelings and experiences was more powerful. At the end of the recording, she could even feel Emily's desire starting to rise again.
She swallowed hard and looked in the box again. She felt a strong desire to watch the next video. This one just wasn't enough for her.
She found it quickly enough... labeled "Wedding: 3 XXX". She was still a little confused by the XXX part of the label, especially since the last recording didn't have it.
She powered on the iExperience cube, receiving the female voice confirmation "iExperience cube connected. Battery at fifty percent." She pressed the play button and her living room, again, disappeared. She immediately heard dance music, then the darkness, pierced by colored spotlights and strobe lights dominated her vision.
She knew immediately that this was at the wedding reception later that same night. The dinner was done and the dishes were cleared. The DJ had already started up the music and a few people were on the dance floor, having the time of their lives dancing to the latest music.
Emily/Angela were standing nearby, holding hands, waiting for the DJ to announce them. She had her arm around his and hugged it tightly to herself. When the song ended, Angela felt Emily's nerves rise.
"Now... ladies and gentlemen... my I introduce you to Mr. and Mrs. Jacob Barber," the DJ's voice echoed through the room.
Emily/Angela walked with Jacob onto the floor and started dancing. Her focus was almost entirely on Jacob, her face inches from his, staring in to his eyes. She'd rest her head on his chest, closing her eyes, listening to both his heartbeat and the light music.
Finally, when the music ended, they kissed to the applause of the entire room and walked off the dance floor. Angela could feel a sense of naughtiness rising in Emily as she dragged him behind her, leading him. She passed table after table, passing through the throng of people until the left the reception hall and moved into the outer corridor.
"Where are we going?" Jacob asked, almost laughing at her playfulness.
"You'll see," Emily/Angela giggled.
Two turns later, they found the women's restroom and Emily opened the door.
"Anyone in here?" she asked, giggling. When no one answered, she pulled Jacob into the room behind her and let the door close. She moved rapidly to one of the stalls and pushed Jacob inside first.
"What in the hell?" Jacob laughed.
Emily closed and locked the door behind her, then moved to him rapidly, kissing him furiously while her hand stroked his cock through his tuxedo pants.
"Oh my God," Jacob laughed. He was obviously enjoying this because Angela could feel his cock get extremely hard. "You're insatiable."
"What do we have down here?" Angela giggled, her fingers wrapping around his cock the best she could. "Oh my! It is so nice and hard."
She fell to her knees on the bathroom floor and started unfastening his pants. "You don't mind if I just have a little sample, do you? I mean... we're going to be here for a few hours and I can really use this."
"Shit, Emily," Jacob panted as she pulled his cock out and started stroking it. Her mouth captured the head and she sucked on it.
"Mmmm.... that tastes so good, Jacob," she said softly. Angela could barely believe that she had her son's cock in her mouth... and she also enjoyed the taste. "You're so big. Wow..."
"Oh God," Jacob panted as their eyes met. "That feels good."
"Mmhmm," Angela giggled, taking his cock deep in to her mouth to get it wet, to give her stroking hand more lubrication. "I like to make my husband feel good. And, oh... your cock is so nice."
She continued sucking on him, her mouth sliding up and down his erection, her hand stroking just below her mouth. Angela was amazed at how experience Emily seemed to be, kissing up and down his shaft, then licking it to change the pace every now and then. But she always went back to sucking and stroking him.
His shaft seemed to get harder... and longer... and more larger in her mouth as she aroused him. Angela knew she should have stopped the recording. She shouldn't be replaying Emily sucking on him. She shouldn't be feeling herself sucking on him and thoroughly enjoying herself.
But... it had been so long for her. She hadn't been with a man since Frank died five years ago. And now... she felt so much love and adoration for this man in front of her. This man whose big, hard dick was in her mouth. This man whose big, hard dick she couldn't get enough of.
"You're so fucking tasty," Angela moaned.
"Oh fuck," Jacob whispered. She could feel one of his hands on her head, encouraging her to suck even more.
"Mmhmm," Angela moaned again, sliding his cock deep, then letting it go. "Feel good?"
She pulled off him for a moment and sat back on her heels. "I wonder what it would feel like between these two... big... titties," she said, taking a hold of them and squeezing them through her dress. "I bet you've been wondering, too. Right?"
"Well, of course I have," Jacob moaned. "You have the best fucking tits."
Angela reached back behind herself and unfastened the top of her wedding dress, allowing her to pull the bodice down. Her large, bare breasts fell free. She grabbed and squeezed them, trapping her hard nipples between her fingers and pinching them.
"Damn, those are nice," Jacob said, shaking his head slowing, his face showing his desire for her. It made Emily smile, but Angela felt her body melt even more, her pussy getting so very excited.
"Sucking on your cock is making my nipples so hard," she moaned. She grabbed his shaft and leaned forward, putting her breasts close to his cock. Then she slapped his cock first against one nipple, then the other, her nipples feeling so sensitive and needy. Angela had never experienced these feelings before and they were overwhelming her.
"It feels like it's been forever since I've sucked your cock like this," she said, guiding him back into her mouth again, sliding him deep inside. "Mmm," she moaned, her mouth sliding up and down. Suddenly Angela slid his cock even deeper than she'd ever had before. Emily felt so comfortable as it drove into her throat and she gagged on him.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
Emily/Angela felt so confident and wanted his cock so badly she felt she'd do absolutely anything he wanted in order to get it. Angela felt her head start to spin as she choked on his cock, the lack of oxygen getting to her before Emily easily pulled him free again.
The rush was incredible as her breathing came back. Without even coughing or hesitating, she licked his very wet shaft again, then sucked on the just the head, swirling her tongue around it.
"So rock hard," Angela said, squeezing his shaft a moment, slapping it against her tongue and cheek. "I love playing with your cock like this."
Jacob moaned. "Fuck that's nice. You're so bad."
"But I'm so glad that I can be a slut for you. It's what wives are supposed to do. They're supposed to do whatever their husband wants... however nasty."
She started stroking and sucking on his cock again, concentrating her sucking on the head. She could feel Jacob's body starting to shake, knowing his orgasm was getting so close.
"Oh fuck," Jacob panted. "I'm gonna cum."
"Yeah?" Emily/Angela asked, feeling even more excited. She felt her pussy gush at the thought of Jacob cumming for her. She relished it. She needed it.
"Oh yeah... oh yeah," Jacob panted. Angela could hear the desperation in his voice, could hear how close his orgasm was and it gave her a thrill. He panted and moaned, then suddenly his orgasm overwhelmed him. "Oh! Fuck! Unh! Unh!"
"Yeah... give it to me," Emily/Angela panted as his cum gushed forth. She closed her mouth onto the head of his cock, swallowing furiously in order to collect all the delicious cum that filled her mouth. When he stopped gushing, she sucked and licked his shaft clean, collecting every possible drop.
"Fuck that was hot," Jacob said.
Angela smiled, feeling a rush of pleasure herself. Pleasure that she just made her husband cum for her. "Oh, that makes me so happy," she gushed, smiling and giggling.
"Oh my God that was so good." She helped him put his cock back into his pants and helped him close them. Then she stood and got dressed herself. "We better hurry. They're probably looking for us to cut the cake soon."
"Maybe when we get to the hotel, you can frost my pussy with that beast," Emily/Angela giggled just as the recording ended.
Angela felt her living room slowly come back into focus. She panted, feeling the excitement and need that was built up inside her. She hadn't had her own orgasm and felt so horny. She opened her pants and slid her hand inside. Her pussy was so wet, her clit so swollen and sensitive. She knew she would cum quickly.
Her mind was filled with the images of Crystal, her pussy laid exposed before her, wet and swollen. Then images of her son's cock, long and hard, practically dripping with pre-cum waiting to explode. She didn't know which she wanted more... her mouth was watering, her hunger and desire building.
Her fingers moved quickly, three digits rapidly circling her clit, then sliding deep into her pussy. But it didn't seem to be enough. She frantically worked her pants off to give her more and easier access. She lay back on the couch, spreading her legs wide, and mauled her pussy as hard and as fast as she could, moaning and grunting loudly.
She had never been... never even felt like... the wanton slut she felt like now. One orgasm came and went but she couldn't stop. She was still too horny, too excited by what she just did.
She finally past out from exhaustion after the fourth orgasm.
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Therapist: Help My Son, Part 4
After their session, Victoria and Vince left the counselor's office, hand in hand, giggling. Victoria's face and chest were still flushed pink and her body was sensitive and excited. Every step she took reminded her of Doctor Clemmons' mouth and tongue, which gave her so much pleasure only minutes before.
It had been almost eighteen years since a man had touched her, made love to her. And it had been fifteen years since she even masturbated... since she last orgasmed! She was so angered by what her boyfriend did to her, running off with that other woman, leaving her alone and pregnant, at just eighteen. She was convinced that sex, in particular sexual desire, was the root of all evil. And she would not be drawn into it. She would resist it.
Now... Doctor Clemmons had given her the pleasure that she'd been denying herself. Her orgasm was absolutely mind-blowing and her body was primed for more. She felt conflicted, but convinced herself that if her desire was with her doctor... if it was between her and her own son... then it wasn't wrong. It wasn't evil. It was... healing and bonding and positive growth.
The car bleeped twice as Victoria unlocked the doors and sat in the driver's seat. Vince slid into the passenger seat beside her. She looked at him and smiled as they put on their seatbelts. Then she pulled out onto the street to drive home.
"God!" she giggled. "That was... incredible! I feel so... alive. How are you doing, honey?"
"I'm doing good, mom," he smiled at her. Her mood and excitement, coupled with what he just witnessed, was making him extremely horny, too.
It was about a twenty minute drive home and with every passing minute their libidos were rising. Shaking a little and licking her lips nervously, she looked at Vince.
"Honey," she almost whispered. "Do you mind if I..."
Her hand slid over the center console and she grabbed his thigh. Before he could respond, her fingers had found his erection. She started stroking him through his pants.
"Oooh... you're hard again," she smiled. "Why didn't you tell mommy?"
Vince was a little scared. He looked around and saw how close other cars were and feared that they could see what she was doing to him. "I was gonna... wait. What about everyone around us?"
"They can look if they want," she said. "But don't worry, they can't see anything. Besides, I'll be discreet. What got you all worked up, baby?"
"Watching what the doctor... you know... did to you. I just... I just wished I could do that," he said, sliding down a little in his seat to give her better access.
"Aw... you will," Victoria giggled. "She was just showing you how, baby. I think we're going to practice that a lot."
One-handed she worked at opening his belt, then at opening his pants. It wasn't easy, but she was insistent. "I love you, baby," she said excitedly. "I love how responsive you are to me. You're such a horny little boy. Mommy really needs to help guide you."
"Mom?" he asked nervously. "Are you trying to pull my pants down... with all these people around?"
"Yes I am," she smiled. "Just relax. I only want to open your pants a little. Help me, please? Pull them down a little. And, here... you can pull your shirt over it, so no one can see what we're doing."
"Ok," he said as he pulled his shirt over his cock and her hand. The moment his pants were pulled down enough and his hard cock exposed, she grabbed his shaft and started stroking it. She spat in her hand and then stroked it again, using her spit as lubricant.
His cock grew even larger and harder in her hand, which only made her more excited. But the stroking she was doing was only teasing him. It was not going to make him cum.
He writhed in his seat a bit, the pleasure intense, though just not enough. He panted and moaned, wishing they were home already.
When they finally pulled into the parking lot and she turned off the car, she started stroking even faster, and bent over the center console to take the head of his cock into her mouth.
"I think we need to take care of this so it'll fit back in your pants," she giggled.
"Oh... oh fuck!" he moaned. Her tongue stroked just beneath the head of his cock as she sucked on him, her hand stroking rapidly. "Oh... oh," he moaned before he suddenly practically yelled. "Unh! Unh! Unh!" He groaned as he came again and again into her hungry mouth and even afterward as she pulled as much cum from him as she could.
"Mmm," she moaned as she sat up and swallowed his load, wiping a few drops from her lips. "Thank you, baby."
"Oh my gosh," he panted, fastening his pants back up.
"Now... let's go upstairs," she said. "Maybe you can practice your homework if you want."
*****
Andrea was extremely horny when she got off the bus and rode the elevator to her apartment. The apartment was definitely warm, but with the windows open and fans on, there was a good cross-current of air flowing. Andrew was in the living room, reading, when she walked in.
"Hey kiddo. Baked chicken for dinner tonight. Is that ok?"
"Yeah... sounds good," he said absently.
"Ok... I need to take a shower first, though," she said, setting her computer case and purse on the dining room table. "I'll get it started in a minute."
She walked into her bedroom, the overhead fan turning rapidly to keep the air moving. She didn't close the door behind her, wanting to keep the air flowing. She unbuttoned her blouse and slid it off, enjoying the moving warm air on her skin. Then she reached back and unfasted her bra, sliding it off her arms and dropping it onto the bed. She grabbed her breasts and squeezed and lifted them, giving them a little freedom from the all-day confinement.
She took off her skirt, hose, and panties, laying them all on the bed. Then, grabbing her bikini top and bottoms, walked into her bathroom. She turned the shower on, definitely setting the water to a cooler temperature than she normally did, and waited a moment before entering into the spray.
It felt so good having the cool water splash against her and run over her skin. It was so cooling and refreshing. After a quick wash and rinse, she turned the water off and reached out to grab the towel. It was her favorite towel... large and fluffy white. It wasn't too abrasive against her skin and really dried her off well.
She moved the towel over her body, making sure to get every crevice when she heard a sound echo in the room.
"Oh my God. God damn."
It was soft, barely above a whisper, but definitely echoed through the small room. She looked at the bathroom door and could see a little of Andrew sticking out around the door frame. She giggled a little to herself, but knew to keep her little experiment going, she'd have to confront him.
"Hey!" she said. "What are you doing?"
"Oh shit!" Andrew said, dashing away from the door, trying not to make any noise as he did so.
"Vince?" she called out, but no one answered. She wrapped the towel around herself and padded out and into the hallway. She could tell that Vince was in his room, playing a game on his computer. "Vince?" she called again from the door, knocking on the doorframe to his bedroom.
"Yeah," he said, almost absently, his game seemingly keeping his attention.
"Can I come in?
"Yeah," he said. "When are we... uh... when are we going to get the air conditioner fixed?" he asked as if trying to deflect what she was going to say. "It's so hot."
"I know. I've been talking to them... hopefully soon," she lied. Then she turned back to her issue. "Were you... staring... at me... in the shower just now?"
Vince turned his head towards her, looking scared. But he shook it. "No... no, I... I wouldn't do that."
Andrea nodded, not believing him for a minute. She held the towel around her body with one hand while she used the other to point to the floor in front of her. "Come 'ere. Take off your shirt."
"What?"
"Get over here and take your shirt off."
"Ok, ok," Andrew said, grabbing his t-shirt and pulling it over his head as he got off his bed.
"It's a lot cooler without clothes on, huh?"
"Umm... yeah. I guess," he said, tossing his game controller onto his bed.
"So... I'm going to ask you... one... more... time," she said slowly, flicking her finger under his chin. "Were... you... watching... me?"
"Yes... but..." he said, knowing he was busted, wondering how she was going to punish him. But his mom cut him off.
"Were you touching your dick?"
He nodded slowly, completely embarrassed. "Mmhmm."
"Huh... you were staring at my tits and pussy... while touching your dick," she said, smirking and slowly shaking her head. She loved that she had so much power over him right now. She separated the ends of the towel, exposing her completely naked body to him, then tossed the towel aside. She put one hand on her hip and cocked her hip to the side slightly. "Go ahead, take a good look. It's what you wanted to see, wasn't it?"
Andrew's eyes opened wide in shock and surprise, his jaw dropping. His gorgeous mother was showing him her completely naked body. He could almost feel the blood rushing from his brain straight into his groin. "I, um... I..."
"Shh," she interrupted him, putting her finger against his lips as he looked dumbly at her naked body. "Naughty, naughty boy," she smirked. "You watch a lot of porn... at least you used to. But... have you ever actually touched a woman's breast?"
"No," he said, blushing with embarrassment.
"Ok... well let's start there," she said. "Come here, get behind me."
Andrew moved to stand behind his mom as she directed. "Like this?"
"Yeah," Andrea nodded and smiled, looking back over her shoulder. "Start by giving me a little shoulder massage." Andrew raised his hands and laid them on her bare shoulders.
"Doesn't my skin feel nice?" she asked. Andrew started squeezing her muscles, pressing his thumbs into them again and again. "Yeah... just touch and squeeze the muscles. Now... slide your hands down my arms a little," she commanded and he followed her direction, sliding his hands down onto her upper arms. "Now, give me soft touches on the nape of my neck... earlobes."
Andrea tilted her head slightly, exposing her neck as he moved his fingertips up, stroking her there, his fingertips dancing over her earlobe.
"Mmm... that's one of my favorite spots," she moaned softly. "It gives me goosebumps." She turned her head to face him. "Kiss mommy," she commanded and pulled his head towards her, kissing him softly on the lips. "Feel my lips... feel my energy," she said, kissing and kissing him again and again. Her lips were soft and her kisses were gentle. "That's right... good boy."
"Yes... keep massaging my shoulder as I turn a little." In turning, she was exposing her breasts to him again. This time, though, his hands were on her body, mere inches from it. From his youthful inexperience they were the largest breasts he'd ever seen!
She almost laughed at the lustful expression on his face again. "Look at my breast," she smirked. "What do you think?"
"Umm... they're... very nice," he said, his hands shaking slightly.
"Touch them." He met her eyes for a moment, as if wondering if he heard her correctly, then slowly slid his hand down from her shoulder and cupped her breast.
"Does it feel ok?" he asked, stroking her breast, moving it slightly as her nipple scraped across his palm.
"Your hand feels very good," she smiled. "You're doing such a great job. Go on, give them a little squeeze."
Andrew squeezed her breast, moved his hand slightly, then squeezed it again. He'd never felt anything like it before. It was so soft and spongey. So easy to squeeze and lift.
"Yeah... that feels really good," she said softly. "Better than your porn?"
"Um... yeah. Definitely," he said, laughing a little.
Andrea turned to face him. "It feels really good. You're doing such a good job. Make sure you take your time and enjoy the journey."
Andrew's hands caressed and squeezed both of her breasts, simultaneously, lifting them and feeling their weight.
"Go ahead... kiss it," she said.
Andrew, again, looked at her to make sure he heard her correctly, then bent down and began kissing her breasts, moving his lips around it, then focused on kissing the nipple itself.
"You know... this could be very therapeutic for you... and very good for our mother/son bonding," she said, watching him closely.
"Bonding?" he asked between kisses.
"Yes... I want us to be a lot... closer."
"Oh... ok."
"I think you should try licking them a little bit now," she said and felt his tongue rake across her nipple giving her wonderful sensations.
"Like that?" he asked, licking again and again.
"Yes," she moaned. "It's so great that we're building this great bond together. Mmmm... oh." Andrew flicked his tongue back and forth across her nipple before making broad strokes with his tongue again. He needed more direction and more practice, but what he was doing, in general, was giving her pleasure regardless.
"You've felt so distant lately," she moaned, gently holding his head to help direct his actions. "So, I'm so happy that we can be so close now. I think you should suck on them a little now."
"Oh, um... ok," he said, looking up for a second. Then, Andrea shivered as his lips captured her nipple and he sucked on it. "Mmm," he moaned and her grip tightened on the back of his head. She was shaking in excitement as she watched him suckle first at one breast, then the other, his hands lightly holding each.
"You know," she said, moments later, and Andrew stood up again. "Kissing is so good for bonding."
"Oh... um... really?" he asked nervously. It was obvious that he'd never really kissed anyone before.
Andrea leaned forward and kissed him, lightly, on the lips. Then she pulled back a second to gauge his reaction. His eyes blinked rapidly a few times and his body was trembling. She leaned in and kissed him again, each kiss getting longer and longer. Then she slid her tongue across his lips and he moaned, the pleasure getting unbearable.
She pried her tongue between his lips and slid it into his mouth with kiss after kiss and she felt his hands touch her hips, firmly. When she finally pulled back again, he, at first, followed her retreat, not wanting to break contact. And then stood still feeling his body tingle.
"I, uh... didn't know you meant that kind of a kiss," he whispered.
"You know, I really want us to continue to bond," Andrea said. "I want us to have a better mother/son relationship."
"Me too," he whispered.
She leaned forward and kissed him again, this time her hand slipped between them and caressed his large erection through his swim trunks.
"Mmm... you feel so good in my hand," she said, lightly stroking his shaft.
"Mom?" he whispered in uncertainty. "I, uh... should we be doing this? Isn't this... like... wrong?"
"This is exactly what we should be doing," she said, smiling, her hand stroking even more fervently, her fingers grabbing around his erection as best she could. "It's all part of the therapy. Now, you have a mom that you can come to about anything. You have a mom that can teach you about sex."
"Ok," he said, looking so lost and embarrassed, looking like he could barely think because his cock had grown so large. "Um... yeah."
Andrea giggled as she pulled her hand away from him. "Maybe you need to take a quick shower before dinner... maybe a cold one. I need to go get dinner ready. You be a good boy and help set the table when you're done, ok?"
"Yeah... um... ok mom," he panted, on the edge of an orgasm.
As he disappeared into his bathroom, Andrea smiled and giggled. She walked into her own bathroom and grabbed her bikini to get dressed.
*****
Andrea seemed to toss and turn for hours. It was just so hot and the knots in the ties of her bikini top and bottoms were starting to aggravate her every time she turned onto them. She turned and looked at the clock... 3am! She needed to get to sleep!
She sat up and threw the sheet off her, then reached behind herself and untied her bikini top, tossing it aside. She lay back on the bed again, noticing Andrew right beside her, sleeping on his side facing towards her. She waited a moment, listening to his breathing, waiting to see if he woke up.
Then, without another thought, she grabbed her breasts and squeezed them, enjoying the sensation. She slowly pinched and rolled her nipples, until she gave a low moan, the pleasure making her shiver. She looked over at Andrew again and he still seemed asleep.
She grabbed the strings on the side of her bikini bottoms and tugged until they came undone, then took her bottoms off and tossed them aside as well. She spread her legs wide... enjoying the cool air blowing down on her from the ceiling fan and just listening to it's thrumming.
She slowly slid her hand down from her breast and ran it over her bare pussy. She was wet and it tingled. She was still really horny after what happened earlier.
She bent her knees and spread them apart, opening her pussy to give her hand more room, and started circling her clit. She quickly licked her fingers to let her spit be a little lubrication and went right back to her clit. The circling, followed by the stroking, followed by the light pinching was driving her crazy. She knew she was moaning. She couldn't help it.
She glanced at Andrew again and thought she saw movement. She was pretty sure he was awake, watching her masturbate even as he pretended to be asleep.
She slid two fingers inside her wetness and started fingering herself, teasing her nipple with her other hand. Slowly she felt the pleasure flowing, bringing her closer and closer to release.
When she saw movement in the region of his cock, she decided she'd had enough of him just watching her.
"I know you're awake," she said, continuing her fingering. "You're not fooling anyone."
"I... um... yeah," he mumbled. "I'm awake.
"Did I wake you? Sorry... I can't sleep," she apologized. "Sometimes this helps me."
"I just... it makes me... uncomfortable," he said.
She giggled. "You don't have to watch."
"It's more than just... this," he said, sounding like he'd love to masturbate himself. "I just... I just don't feel that it's right that you're, like, practically naked all the time."
"Why?" she asked, swirling her fingers over her clit again. "What's wrong with it? I wear a bathing suit. I mean, really, what's the big deal? It's just the human body."
"You're my mom!"
"So?" she challenged. "So what? Big deal. Besides, you seemed to like it last night."
"Oh my gosh!" He sounded very frustrated, especially as he remembered that he was sucking on her breasts just a few hours ago. "Even if that was it... I mean... this?" he said, indicating her masturbation in front of him.
"Sometimes I need a little... release... in order to sleep, just like you do. I've heard you do it... many times."
"Ok... I mean... I admit I do," he said. "But I do it in private. It's just that... I don't know how much longer I can control myself if you keep doing this."
"Wait," she said and stopped touching herself. "What do you mean control yourself?" She was pretty sure she knew... and was pleased her plan was working so well.
"I just... I get urges, ok?" he admitted.
"Urges? What kind of urges?"
"I don't know whether I should say anything or not, but... after I see you, I get a hardon and have to go to the bathroom to take care of it," he admitted, sounding frustrated. "It's kind of embarrassing."
"Aw!" she smiled, slightly giggling. "Why is it embarrassing? It's flattering. You jack off to me?"
"Oh my gosh!" he said, surprised. "I, uh... didn't think that would be something you'd approve of."
"Well, I mean... it's like a huge compliment," she smiled. "It means you think I'm hot."


Andrew nodded in the dark. He did think she was hot. And lately, without any porn around, all he could think about... all he could fantasize about... was her. "Ok... yeah... just... could you at least put your bikini back on."
"No... not in my own home," she said, swirling her fingers over her clit again. "It's hot and I need to be comfortable. I don't see why this is a big deal. Just... enjoy the show."
"Enjoy the show?" he said, shocked. "Most people would think this is fucked up."
"Seriously! I don't think it's a big deal!" she said, pinching her nipple to feel the teasing throb of pleasure. "There have been whole societies where men and women were naked."
"So... what... you think it's ok for me to have to go and jack off in the bathroom every time I see you naked?"
"I mean... you don't have to go to the bathroom. You can just do it in front of me."
"Like... right here?"
"Isn't it better to jack off with me in front of you instead of just some... mental image?"
"Yeah, I guess. But..."
"I truly think you just have a problem with nakedness," she said. "I think what you need to do, instead of me being forced to wear clothes, that you just get this out of your system."
"What do you mean?" he asked nervously.
"I mean, being naked is natural and normal," she said. "Maybe I won't wear clothes at all from now on. Maybe you're just a super horny person that just needs to jack off to get over it and not be so judgmental and affected by it."
"Right... here?"
"Why not?" she asked. "I mean, I don't mind, especially if I'm the reason. It might be kind of hot."
"No... I.... I can't do that," he said and he turned over to face away from her.
"Suit yourself." She slid her fingers over her clit again and let out a low moan... mostly for show this time. Suddenly, Andrew threw off the sheet and stormed out of the room, heading into his bathroom.
She giggled. Everything was going so perfectly.
*****
Victoria was humming the next morning, wearing just her robe, untied, as she opened the cabinet door. "Cereal ok?" she asked.
Vince was sitting at the dining room table. "Yeah, that's ok," he said, watching her. He watched her a lot now. Watched every move she made. Everything about her was so... sensual. It was one thing to get excited before they went to the doctor. He was excited by her body, but she was off-limits back then. Now... he was free to play and so was she! And that only took his libido up another notch.
Victoria reached into the cabinet to grab the box of cereal and set it on the counter in front of her. Then she retrieved a bowl from another cabinet and a spoon from the drawer. She hummed a little tune as she poured the cereal into the bowl. She poured milk into the bowl followed by the glass she had beside it.
Then he watched her turn towards him, her flimsy robe swaying open, showing him her beautiful, naked body beneath. Her robe opened like a curtain, exposing her luscious, large breasts as they bounced teasingly with every step she took.
He could feel his cock get hard again in his shorts. Almost unbearably uncomfortable.
"There you go sweetie," she said, setting the bowl and glass down on the table in front of him. "Milk does the body good. It gives you nice, strong, healthy bones."
Vince turned away from her, as if embarrassed by his erection. But it only highlighted the problem.
"What are you doing mister?" she asked.
"Nothing." Vince blushed, still uncomfortable seeing her body lately.
"Excuse me!" she said, moving beside him to get a better view. "I can tell you're hard. Don't hide that!" Victoria knelt down beside him, her hands going towards his erection, feeling how long and hard it was through his shorts.
"Let me see now. Let me see," she said. She opened his shorts and pulled the material apart. His cock sprang forth, harder than ever. "Oh wow. Honey! You have to tell me when you get like this. Remember? I mean... the doctor said we have to take care of it."
Her hands moved to his shaft, grabbing it and gently stroking it. Then she bent down and took him into her mouth.
"Mmm... mmhmm... that tastes so good," she said softly. "And you're so big this morning... wow."
Vince felt his body shake as her roving tongue hit a particularly sensitive spot. "Oh... oh my gosh."
"Mmhmm," she said around a mouthful of cock. "Drink your milk. Does that feel good honey?"
"Oh," he panted. "Yeah."
"Good. I like to make my boy feel good." To get a better angle at his cock, she encouraged him to turn his chair towards her, so that she was now between his knees. He watched her breasts bounce as her mouth moved up and down his shaft.
"Oh... goodness," she giggled, sitting up a moment, letting her breasts come close to his cock. "I wonder if I could put it between these two big titties again. I bet you were wondering that, too, weren't you?
"Yeah," he panted. He lifted his hips as she pulled on his shorts, trying to take them off.
"Mmhmm," she moaned and smiled up at him. She let her robe fall behind her on the floor, completely baring her naked body as she grabbed his shaft again. "Let me get these out. I know you like to see them."
"Oh wow," he panted.
She giggled and then flicked her tongue around the head of his shaft. "So tasty. Remember... you need to let me know when you get like this. We don't want to damage anything."
"Oh fuck," Vince panted as she slid his cock deep into her mouth again, her head bobbing up and down, slowly covering his entire shaft.
"Mmm... mmhmm," she moaned. "Doesn't that feel good?"
"That's perfect," he groaned, intently watching her.
She grabbed one breast and squeezed it, then rolled her nipple. "Sucking on your cock is getting my nipples hard."
"Ohhh," he moaned.
"Uh huh," she giggled rolling her tongue over his head. "You get your breakfast and I get mine. This is so fun. I love playing with your cock like this."
Vince reached down and grabbed one of her breasts as best he could and played with her nipple, pinching it just like she enjoyed.
"Oh my gosh that feels so good," she moaned. "You want to put your cock between them again?"
He nodded quickly. "I loved when you had them wrapped around me before."
"Mmm... I'm so glad I can do this for you," she said, sitting up. She dribbled spit onto the center of her chest and spread it around a little as she grabbed her breasts and slid his cock between them. Then she captured it, pinching her breasts tightly together around it. She slid her breasts up and down, sliding his cock in her cleavage. "Does this feel good? It looks so good, doesn't it?"
"It feels so good on my cock," he moaned as both of them looked down and watched the tip appear and disappear in her cleavage.
"This is what mommies are supposed to do," she whispered. "They're supposed to do whatever their boys need."
"Oh... that's so good," he moaned.
"Yeah? But what about what mommy needs, baby?" she asked. "Didn't I teach you to think of others? I think... you need to do what mommy needs, too. You need to please me. How does that sound? You want to try that lesson she showed us?"
Vince nodded. "Definitely!"
"Will that make my good boy happy?"
"Very happy."
"Good!" Victoria stood and took Vince's hand. After he stood, she led him into the living room and sat on the couch. "Come over here. I just need it so bad, baby. I couldn't believe how good it felt when the doctor did it."
She put her feet on the edge of the couch as Vince knelt on the floor in front of her, just like in the doctor's office. "Why don't you help me pull my panties down." They both tugged her panties down and off her legs, setting them aside.
"Oh my God, look at your pussy," Vince moaned as she swirled her fingers through her wet lips. He bent forward and slowly kissed and licked her inner thigh, then licked a line at the crease of her hip.
"Oh yeah," she moaned, watching him intently. "Remember... start slow... work your way up to the clit."
He slid his tongue over her swollen labia, slightly sliding between them, over her pink flesh. "Oh my God... you're so wet. And you taste really good."
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned as his tongue made her feel so wonderful. "Ohhh! I've really missed out on this all my life!"
She jumped when his tongue licked the length of her clit the first time and then slashed, side to side.
"Ok, ok... I'm more than ready!" she panted. "Oh yeah! Put your fingers inside me, too! Oh fuck!"
Vince licked two of his fingers and just like he was shown by the doctor, slowly pushed them inside her pussy, feeling it grip and squeeze them. "Oh my God! They just slide right inside."
"Let me spread it for you," Victoria said, using her hands to pull at her flesh, opening her wetness even more. "Do you like that?"
"Uh huh," he nodded and resumed licking her wetness.
"Oh... oh yeah... wow... oh my God," Victoria panted. The pleasure that Vince was generating was almost as good as the doctor's... and it was the best thing she ever felt in her life. "That feels so good. I'm the luckiest woman ever! Yeah... that's the spot... that's the spot. That's so good."
Victoria was a little frustrated that he kept moving away from her wonderful pleasure spots too soon, so she put her hands on his head to help direct him.
"Yes! Put your tongue right there," she said, directing him right to her clit. His fingers stroked in and out of her pussy, twisting slightly with each stroke. "My pussy is so happy right now."
Vince, following what the doctor did, flicked his tongue up and down on her clit as he moved his fingers faster.
"Right there... oh my God!" Victoria panted. "I just love watching you lick me. I love you so much baby. So much! Oh my God, you're gonna make me cum. Oh fuck! Right there."
Victoria writhed on the couch below him, encouraging him to continue. "Yes... come for me, mommy... please! Please cum in my mouth."
"Oh fuck!" she panted, her body tightening suddenly. Other than in the doctor's office, he'd never seen his mom have an orgasm before and it was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen. "OhfuckOhfuckOhfuck!"
Victoria held her breath as her face and chest flushed crimson and her nipples hardened. Her body shook as if she was out of control and then, suddenly, she came, soaking his hand and chin.
Vince slowed as she pushed him away, her body too sensitive for him to continue.
"Yeah, that's such a good boy," she whispered, looking down at him, smiling broadly. As he sat up, she pulled him forward and kissed him. "You make mommy so happy. Oh my God that was so good. You're so good to me."
"Here," she said, sitting up to change places with him. "Let me show you how much I appreciate you, too."
She had Vince sit on the sofa as she knelt on all fours beside him. She grabbed his shaft and stroked him a few times before sliding him into her mouth.
"Mmmm," she moaned.
Vince shivered as his mom seemed to have a renewed desire to give him pleasure. "Oh my God."
"I love having this cock every day," she said, then started bobbing her head up and down, her hand stroking beneath her mouth, twisting with every stroke. She made loud slurping sounds that seemed to echo in the room.
"Oh my gosh... you're driving me crazy," he moaned.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned, barely taking the time to even talk. "I love pleasing you... making you feel good."
"Oh my gosh!" he moaned loudly, so close to the edge. He writhed on the couch and grabbed her head with one hand. "You're going to make me cum."
"Yeah baby... cum for mommy," she panted. "Cum for mommy."
"Oh... yes!" he moaned loudly, closing his eyes and looking at the ceiling as his orgasm washed over him. "Oh! Oh! Unh! Unh! Unh!"
Victoria giggled as his cum jet into the air with every stroke of her hand, falling down onto his chest and stomach, then oozing out over her hand. "Oh my gosh! It's like a fountain!"
She continued stroking him, squeezing his cock to pull out ever drop of his cum, licking the head to clean it. "Oh yes... yes... give me every... last... drop."
When he finally finished, she licked his cum off her hand, then off his cock, chest, and stomach, making him giggle a little.
"That tickles," he complained, laughing.
"Good," she giggled, too. Then she lay on his stomach, her face over his and kissed him again and again.
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Angela woke with the sun shining in the windows. She knew it was late morning. She had to think... what day was it again? Oh... yeah... Sunday. She had errands to run today. She turned and saw that she'd fallen asleep in the living room, her clothes off, strewn on the floor as if casually... or urgently... taken off and tossed aside.
Then she remembered last night. She remembered the iExperience recording she watched... and felt... and masturbated to. God... her son and daughter-in-law had a much wilder time at her wedding than she ever thought possible. They'd snuck away and had sex in the men's bathroom at their wedding reception!
And she could still feel... could still taste her son's cum. She felt so... guilty... but so aroused again. How in the world was she ever going to forget that? What kind of perverted mom knows what her son's cum tastes like?
She sat up and glanced at the end-table next to the couch. The iExperience headset was still sitting there... with several cubes still sitting beside it.
"I don't know," she said, shaking her head. "I really shouldn't be doing this, let alone even thinking about it. This is... wrong. This is very wrong. This is an invasion of both Emily's privacy and Jacob's. I should never have done this." She considered grabbing the unit and playing the next recording. But she shook her head and chastised herself. "No!"
She stood and walked up the stairs to her bedroom, trying to not even think about the recordings. She had to get stuff done. That would take her mind off it.
She showered and dressed, trying to focus on her chores for the day. "Groceries first," she said to no one. She grabbed her purse and keys and drove to the store. She tried hard to walk slowly through the store... no need to rush. There was no need to get back home. She knew that was just too tempting.
After she checked out, she considered finding something else to do. Maybe she could do a movie... or go to the mall. Just... something. Anything. But then she realized some of the groceries were perishable. She had to get them in the refrigerator. She thought that maybe she could just rush in... quickly put them away and then... then go to the mall or something. She wouldn't stay long at all. No, she didn't even have to.
She carried the bags into the house and put each item away, her mind slowly returning to the iExperience unit again the longer she was there. She licked her lips. The arousal she felt in the videos was returning. Her need was returning. She could even feel her pussy getting wet.
Slowly she walked into the living room and picked up the iExperience cubes, her hands shaking. The next one was marked "Wedding: 4 XXX". She suddenly realized what the X's indicated. The two recordings she watched with X's had sex in them. She had a pretty good idea that this one would, too.
"I'm just reliving their wedding. Right?" she asked herself, trying to justify what she was doing and why. "That's it. The moment any... ANY... sex starts, I'll just stop it and put it away. Yeah... that's what I'll do. I'll just watch it only until any sex starts. I can do that, right? That's not so invasive."
She slowly put the iExperience headset on and turned it on. Then she picked up the fourth recording block and pressed the power button. "iExperience cube connected. Battery at forty percent." She exhaled sharply, just feeling an intense desire to play the recording, but feeling scared that what she was doing was so wrong.
"I shouldn't, I shouldn't, I shouldn't," she said to herself as she pressed the play button, then set the cube down.
She blinked as her living room slowly disappeared and turned into a bathroom. Emily's face stared back at her in the large mirror she was facing as she started adjusting her hair a little. She was dressed in white, lacy lingerie, looking incredibly beautiful. Her D-cup breasts pressed against the demi-bra cup, threatening to fall out at any second.
She picked up a small bottle of perfume and sprayed her neck and chest, smiling. She felt so strong, so feminine, so beautiful and sexy. As she stepped back from the mirror, Emily/Angela reached down and adjusted her white, thigh-high stockings. She knew she was sexy as hell.
When she stood again, she adjusted her demi-bra, squeezing her large breasts and pinching her nipples to harden them. Angela could feel the pleasure roar through her body. She'd never done anything like this before and it was so exciting.
She walked out of the bathroom slowly. Jacob was sitting on the side of the hotel bed, fully clothed. His tux jacket was hanging over the office chair, his bow tie untied, dangling around his neck, his top shirt buttoned undone.
"Well, well, well," he whistled, smiling at her, his eyes devouring her. "You look incredibly beautiful. And is that... is that Black Opium I smell."
Emily/Angela smiled and nodded. "Of course."
"You know what that does to me," he purred.
Angela could feel the rush of pleasure that his words evoked. She could feel her body instantly warm up to him... could feel an intense desire for him. She knew she should have stopped the recording. It was easy to see where this was headed. But... she couldn't. She felt Emily's strong desire and that desire infected her, too. She wanted this. She absolutely needed this.
"Why don't you... um... take care of my shoes, please," Jacob said softly.
Emily/Angela walked over to him and slowly dropped to her knees, her eyes locked on his the entire time. She took each of his feet in hand and slipped off his shoes, setting them aside. Then she looked up at him again and smiled.
"You take direction really well," he remarked.
"You know... every day of our lives," Emily/Angela said, "we're going to be talking, making decisions, and agreeing on things. Fifty-fifty. But when we're in bed... I want you to tell me what to do. I want to be your little slut."
"You think you can handle that?" he asked, his face serious. Angela had never seen her son look so confident and domineering before. Her pussy was definitely gushing now.
"Mmhmm," she said, nodding slowly, smiling back at him.
"Why don't you show me," he said. "Sit on the edge of the bed."
Jacob rose as Emily/Angela sat down on the edge of the bed. He grabbed under her legs, catching under her knees for leverage, and pulled, throwing her to her back, her pussy now high in the air. He lifted her even higher, until she was sitting on her shoulders, then bent his head down to start licking her pussy through her white, satin panties.
"Oh yes," she panted, feeling the first rush of pleasure as he teased her clit.
"You like that?" he asked, pulling his head away again.
She nodded quickly and for the first time, Angela wanted exactly what Emily wanted. In fact, she wished she was Angela right this moment. "Oh yes... do whatever you want... yes please."
Jacob set her hips down on the edge of the bed as Emily pulled her bra cups down, her large breasts flopping out.
"I'm just tired of making decisions... just take me," Emily panted.
Jacob grabbed her panties and pulled them from her legs, then slid his tongue through her wetness.
"Oh yes!" Emily/Angela panted. "Fuck! Yes! Mmmm... mmhmm." She moaned loudly as his tongue raked up and down the length of her clit, teasing her.
Then he suddenly pulled away and stood. "Come here. Get on your knees," he commanded.
Angela wanted him to lick her pussy more, wanted to cum on his face... in his mouth... with his tongue buried deep inside her, but when he started unfastening his pants, felt an even stronger desire to suck on his cock.
"Oh yes, please," she panted as she dropped to her knees in front of him. Her hands rushed to help him unfasten and pull down his pants, her eyes locked on his still-growing erection that had been hidden.
"Is this... is this all for me?" she teased, licking her lips and moving her mouth so close to him that she knew he was feeling her hot breath.
"It is... are you ready for it?" Jacob said, smiling down at her.
"Oh..." she moaned, nodding rapidly.
"Open your mouth."
"Yes please," she nodded and opened her mouth wide, sticking her tongue out, ready to accept his cock.
"There you go," he said as he moved forward, slowly sliding his cock along her tongue into her mouth. Her lips closed on him when he pushed at the back of her throat and she sucked as he slowly withdrew.
"Yeah, there you go," he said softly, slowly sliding his cock in and out of her mouth. Angela was feeling her body respond, enjoying the sensation far more than she ever had before. When she was married, she didn't really go down on Frank. Now she was wondering what she missed.
"You like fucking my mouth?" she asked when he pulled out for a second. Angela could feel Emily's desire for him to enjoy it, her desire for him to want it again and again.
He smiled. "Yes... I do. There you go. Let me help you." He grabbed her head with both hands, holding it in place as he started sliding his cock in and out a little faster, fucking her face. "Yeah," he moaned, then held her head firmly as he kept pushing, deeper and deeper, pushing his cock into her throat.
Angela had never felt anything so deep before and she felt the desire to gag, the desire to pull him out of her mouth. But, someone, Emily didn't. She welcomed the intrusion. She wanted even more.
He held her head there tightly, pressing hard to drive himself as deep as he could, giving her no ability to remove his cock as her lips finally touched his pubic hair.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
Emily/Angela started to feel lightheaded as her oxygen supply was taken away from her. She looked up at him with pleading eyes, but did not disobey him. Then he pulled his cock out, letting her cough and sputter.
"Who's your daddy?" he asked, grabbing under her chin, forcing her to look at him.
"You are," she said, smiling brightly. Angela could feel her drool drip from her mouth onto her body. She could feel it run down her neck and chest, slide over her tits.
"Yeah... suck my cock," Jacob said in a voice Angela had never heard before. He was so... demanding.
"I wanna make your cock feel so good," Emily moaned before bobbing her head up and down his shaft.
"Yeah," he moaned softly. "Bring me those titties right there." Emily moved forward a little, lifting her breasts so that the tip his cock stroked over them. "Yeah, let me fuck those titties."
Emily reached behind herself and unfastened her satin demi-bra, tossing it aside as if it no longer mattered. She lowered her head and spit into her cleavage, then moved towards him, setting his cock between her tits. She grabbed each one and squeezed them together, squeezing his shaft between them.
"Yeah... take what you want," she panted as he started moving his cock in and out of her cleavage. "Take anything you want."
"Oh fuck," he panted. "Shit. You like that shit there?"
"Whatever you like, baby," she said, looking up at him. "It looks so fucking good right between my titties."
"Spit on it," he said, and she quickly looked down and did just that. "Yeah, there you go." He moved his hips faster, his cock sliding up and back more rapidly now. God! Angela had never felt anything so erotic before!
"You like my tits, don't you?" Emily asked.
"Yeah... you know I do," he panted. "I love fucking your big tits."
Emily looked down again, and opened her mouth, letting the head of his cock slide right inside with each stroke, flicking her tongue underneath it. "Oh shit... yeah... I like that please, please, yes."
Then, suddenly, Emily released her tits and grabbed his cock again. Her mouth descended his shaft and her head bobbed up and down, her hand stroking just beneath her lips. When she released her lips again, she stroked him fast as her mouth and tongue descended to his balls. She sucked on each one, and swirled her tongue over them as Jacob moaned.
"Mmm... fuck," Emily moaned.
Jacob moaned, his breathing getting more rapid now. "Yeah... just like that."
"Does your cock always stay this hard?" she asked, giggling.
"Yeah it does," he said. "Every time I'm around you I'm fucking hard as a rock."
"Mmm... and I love every second of it."
"Stand up," he commanded, taking a step back. "Take that off."
Emily/Angela stood and started taking her clothes off, almost as if she just wanted to rip it off.
"Yeah," Jacob whispered. "No, go slow... take your time. I want to appreciate that body." Emily/Angela pulled her lingerie completely off leaving her only in her stockings and high heels. "Turn around. Bend over. Are you ready?"
Emily/Angela was standing beside the bed, facing it. She was bent at the waist, her upper body resting on her forearms. Jacob stood behind her, his hand stroking her lower back and ass possessively.
"Am I?" she asked teasingly, looking back over her shoulder.
"Yeah... you're ready," he said and slid his cock right into her pussy, pushing it deep in one thrust. His hands slapped her ass several times before he grabbed her hips. "Yeah... just like that. There you go. There you go," he said, sliding his cock in and out of her wet folds.
"Oh my God... I love it!" she panted. "I fucking love it."
"Who's the boss?" he asked, slapping her ass again.
"You are... fuck... yeah, you are," she moaned. Angela couldn't believe how completely erotic this was. Frank had been pretty vanilla as a lover. She'd never been spanked like this before... nor fucked from behind like this before. This was... that was incredibly erotic!
Angela felt him pull out after a moment and slap her ass once more.
"Come here... come here," he said, pulling at her hips. He walked over and sat in the office chair, encouraging her to come to him. Emily/Angela walked to him and crawled up into his lap. She reached down and grabbed his cock, sliding it over her wet flesh and pushing it inside her. "Oh, there you go."
"Yeah... take my pussy," Emily/Angela moaned, putting her hands on his shoulders for balance. Jacob grabbed her hips and forced her to move up and down on his shaft. "Oh yes! Oh fuck! YesYesYes!"
He smacked her ass again and it made Emily and Angela's body tingle all over. "Yeah... ride that big dick," he commanded her.
"Oh shit!" Emily said, sounding surprised. "It's going so deep."
"That's what you need," he moaned. "My big fucking cock."
"Oh my God!" she hissed closing her eyes to feel the pleasure roar through her body.
"Yeah?" he grunted. "Does that feel good?"
"Yeah!" she panted, nodding rapidly. She sounded desperate. Angela was desperate. This felt better than anything she'd ever felt in her entire life. "I'm gonna cum. Can I cum please?"
"Yeah... you better fucking cum," he grunted again, thrusting his hips up even as he pulled her down.
"Oh!" she panted. Angela felt it. Felt it starting deep inside herself. It was a damn suddenly bursting. She knew Emily had felt this before, but she hadn't. She idly wondered if she'd cum all over the couch even as Emily came in her head. "Shit!"
She could feel her body contract and shake as the pleasure overwhelmed her. She closed her eyes, focusing on her pussy and on the pleasurable pounding her son was still giving her. Her pussy gushed over him making him slide even easier into her.
Emily paused a moment, her head flopping a little, her body relaxing. It seemed difficult to hang on for a moment, to keep from falling off his lap, but, with his help, she remained seated. When she opened her eyes again, she looked down at him, feeling a love she hadn't felt in forever.
"Fuck, that was good," she panted.
"Yeah?" he smiled up at her. "We're nowhere near done yet. Get on your knees there. Suck my fucking dick."
"Oh yes, please," she nodded excitedly and slid off his cock and lap, falling to her knees between his legs. Without wasting a moment, she grabbed his cock and slid him into her mouth.
"Do it," he panted, watching her head bob up and down. "Yeah... that mouth feels so fucking good."
Emily/Angela spent a little time, licking and sucking on his cock. She could taste her own cum and enjoyed it, surprising Angela again. God, this was incredible! She didn't know how Emily could keep going after that orgasm.
She looked up at him, stroking his shaft. Angela could feel Emily's need building once again. "Please... give me some more of that cock. Please. Give me more of that cock, please."
Jacob laughed. "You know what you need. Yeah... you know exactly what you need."
She nodded and smiled, squeezing his cock. "Uh huh... I need this cock right here."
"Yeah? That's what you need?" he asked smugly.
"Mmhmm... so bad... yes please," she begged. "Fuck."
"Come 'ere," he said, signaling her to get on his lap again. "Mmhmm... mmhmm." Emily crawled into his lap again and slid his cock back inside her pussy.
"Fuck!" she panted, sitting down, pushing him as deep as she could. "Yes!"
"Yeah... you're my fucking bitch wife," he said, grabbing and squeezing one of her breasts.
Angela herself would have run away from any man that would say such a thing to her, but not Emily. Emily seemed to thrive on his demeaning language. She truly was wanting to be a slut for him.
"Oh my God... say that again," Emily panted.
"You're my... fucking... bitch... wife," he said, pinching and twisting her nipple. "And I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you for the rest of our lives."
Emily/Angela felt the sudden pain in her nipples along with his rude words and it almost made Emily cum right then and there. "Oh my God... yes please! Any time... any where."
Angela couldn't believe this was happening. Emily seemed like such a sweet, innocent girl... and... and her son. What in the hell was happening with him? When did he become such a fucking sexy dominant man?
"Yeah... that's right," Jacob panted grabbing her hips and thrusting against her even as her ass bounced on his lap.
"Oh shit! Oh shit!" Emily/Angela panted as she came again. "Oh fuck! I can't stop cumming. Use me... use me. Oh! Fuck me more. Take me more."
Jacob quickly moved to stand, forcing Emily off his lap. He forcibly turned her and marched her towards the bed again, throwing her face down on it. As she tried to turn onto her back, she could feel him climbing on the bed behind her, straddling her legs. He pushed her shoulders, pushed her back down, forcing her to lay on her stomach.
"Fucking lay down... just like that," he commanded her.
Emily/Angela could feel his very hard cock sliding over her asscheeks. He ground into her, pushing his cock along the crack of her ass, pushing her hips into the bed with his weight. He was so... dominant... so... insistent. She felt his cock slide down between her thighs, the head sliding over her asshole, then down lower, easily pushing right into her pussy. He was so fucking hard!
"Oh... there you go!" he groaned as he forced his cock inside and started fucking her, driving into her, his hips pressing into her ass again and again.
"You're so fucking deeeeep!" Emily/Angela grunted.
"Oh yeah... oh yeah," he grunted, fucking her harder and faster.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" she yelled as she came again. Angela could feel how excited Emily got by being treated like this... and it was starting to wear off on her. She wondered idly where she might find a guy like this. "You make me cum so fucking much! Tell me I'm yours!"
"You're my fucking bitch," he panted.
"Yeah... oh my God... You fuck me so good!" she moaned. "Fuck that's deep. Oh yes... fuck me hard... I love when you fuck me hard. Make me cum some more. Oh... fuck... I'm gonna cum again. Oh my God!"
Angela was feeling tired, but this connection with Emily was keeping her going. She'd never been fucked so long and so hard before.
"Your cock is so fucking hard. And your balls are so full... I can feel them slapping against me."


"Oh! Oh fuck!" Jacob panted, obviously getting close. "Take my cock, baby. There you go."
"Yes, yes!" Emily panted, taking a fistful of the bedspread and biting it to keep from screaming.
"You cumming again?" he asked.
She nodded rapidly, her body feeling so overwhelmed. "Yeah... you know why?"
"Cause you're my fucking bitch wife and I want you to," he said, slapping her ass again. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, forcing her head back, forcing her back to arch.
"That's right... that's right," she panted. "I'm your bitch. Oh... fuck... that cock of yours is so good. You're so good to meeeeeeee." She wailed, cumming again, her pussy clenching on his cock as he pulled out of her.
Jacob fell down on the bed beside her, on his back. She looked down his body and saw his wet and shiny cock thrust into the air.
"Lay down... lay down," she said as she mustered up one last bit of energy and got up onto her hands and knees, turning to move down to his groin. "You've been so good to me today."
She licked and sucked his shaft, sliding him deep into her mouth again.
"Can you taste your pussy?" he asked.
"Mmhmm... it's so good," she mewled. "I love when your cock tastes like my pussy."
In a second, she threw her leg over him and pushed him into her wetness.
"I wanna make you cum," she said, slowly sliding up and down his cock. "You're so full... you're so fucking full of cum. And I want it all in my pussy. Mmhmm... fuck yes. That's it... that's it... good boy."
Jacob was panting as she rose up and played with her breasts. Her hands grabbed and squeezed them, her fingers rolling and twisting her nipples. She did it mostly for show, knowing that Jacob loved watching her play with her breasts, but the pleasure was certainly good for her, too.
"Oh... play with those big titties," he moaned.
In a moment, she could feel his breath hitch and his body tremble. He was ready to burst. "Cum for me... YesYesYes!" Emily/Angela held still and felt his cock twitch inside of her as he filled her with his cum.
"Unh! Unh!" he moaned. "Oh my fucking God! Unh!"
She leaned down over him, keeping his cock inside her. Her breasts squeezed against his chest as she started kissing him softly. Then the recording stopped.
Angela's living room slowly came back into focus and she found herself shaking. Every muscle in her body was so tired, like she'd run a marathon or something. Her panties were completely soaked through her pants. She could feel an ache in her nipples, as if they'd been painfully twisted and pinched.
She took the iExperience off her head and powered it off, followed by powering off the cube, setting them both on the end-table again. Then she stood. She waiting, judging her balance on her trembling legs.
"Oh my God," she whispered. "How could anyone take that?" She slowly made her way up the stairs to her bedroom, changed into her nightshirt, and slipped into bed. She grabbed the TV remote and turned on the TV, turning to one of the streaming services.
She had been watching a movie before and clicked the button to resume it.
She watched for fifteen minutes before falling into a deep sleep filled with very erotic dreams.
*****
She woke early on Monday morning, showered, dressed, and went to work. She was happy that it was a quiet day. Most of the people at work either worked from home on Mondays or Fridays. She thought Friday was a better choice for her.
All through the quiet of the day, her mind kept returning to the recordings, returning to Jacob and Emily's wedding and playtime. Each time, she tried to stop the desire to watch it, tried to block it by thinking of something else, but it never worked. Every time she felt a rush of desire and pleasure, felt her body respond to her daydream... her daydream about her son. At one point, she caught herself playing with her nipples through her blouse... and at another, she caught herself pressing into her pussy through her pants, masturbating.
"This is ridiculous," she told herself. "He's my freaking son! I can't think about him like that!" And over and over again she told herself that when she went home, she'd pack the iExperience and cubes back in the box and put it in storage down in the basement. "That's it!" she said. "I'm done."
When she got home at 5pm, she set her briefcase down and immediately went into the kitchen to start dinner. She didn't want to see the iExperience unit. She didn't want to think about it. She was done with it and didn't want to be tempted by it. She needed to stop using it.
She put some ground beef into a skillet and started browning it. Then grabbed the lettuce from the refrigerator. As the meat sizzled, she used a wooden spatula to break it apart, moving it around to keep it from burning and brown the portions that had yet to cook.
When the meat was near done, she sprinkled some taco seasoning over it and stirred it.
In less than fifteen minutes, her taco salad dinner was done. She carried her plate into the dining room, grabbed a glass and bottle of wine and sat down to eat. From where she sat, the living room was right in her line of sight through an archway, and right in the middle of her field of vision sat the end table... and the iExperience unit.
She sat staring at it for a moment, her fork sitting half-way to her mouth. She remembered how good it felt... how naughty it felt. She remembered and knew that she had never and probably would never live a life anywhere near that erotic.
Or... would she? She could, couldn't she? Her mind and body almost felt like the recordings were actually her experiences, her life. She felt like she'd lived those experiences herself. And she could live them again.
While she felt excitement and desire from it, she felt a sense of loneliness and sadness for her son. He'd tasted that life, he reveled in it, and it was stripped from him. She idly wondered if he'd ever get it back again.
After dinner, she put the dishes in the dishwasher, cleaned the kitchen, and then, looking around, found herself with nothing else to do right now. She walked into the living room and stared at the iExperience headset.
She let out a loud sigh of frustration and huffed as she sat down. "What the hell am I doing?" She grabbed the cubes and rifled through them, looking for the next one. It was marked "Wedding: 5 XXX". She shivered, knowing that this one would have sex in it, too.
She knew she wouldn't be able to stop before sex started, so she didn't promise herself that this time. She would just have to play it through. Besides, there was only two more after this.
She put the iExperience headset on and turned it on. Then she picked up the recording block and pressed the power button. "iExperience cube connected. Battery at twenty-five percent." Once again, she exhaled sharply, just feeling an intense desire to play the recording, but feeling scared that what she was doing was so wrong.
She sat back on the couch as her living room slowly faded away to be replaced by their honeymoon hotel room. Angela could feel the warm evening breeze from the open sliding glass door. She was wearing a short, black, satin robe that barely came to mid-thigh. It was loosely tied by the sash, but her breasts were having a hard time being contained.
She walked over to Jacob from the bed, his eyes scanning up and down her luscious body, desire in his eyes. The sky outside was dark and the light was on beside the bed, so Angela knew it was night. She could hear the waves crashing on the beach and the sound of birds chirping, settling in for the night, through the open window.
Emily/Angela walked into his arms and kissed him, a deep, passionate kiss. Angela could feel Emily's naughty desire for her husband making Angela have an intensely naughty desire for her son.
"So?" she asked between kisses. "What's on your mind tonight? You wanna... let's explore a fantasy."
"A fantasy," he smiled. "Ok. Let me... um... think."
"Do you want to hear one of mine?" Emily quickly responded. Angela could tell that this was something she really wanted to explore with Jacob.
"Yeah," he smiled, knowing that his wife had a very active imagination.
"I did something very naughty last week, Jake," she said.
"Naughty?" he asked. "What?"
"It might shock you."
He smiled even more. This was definitely intriguing him. "Ok. So tell me."
"Well... last week, I masturbated with a vibrator and made myself cum," she admitted.
"Really?" he asked, looking only a little surprised. "Where'd you get the vibrator?"
"From Crystal... she sells them." Angela remembered Emily's older friend's name... the one she had sex with right before her wedding ceremony. "It was a wedding gift. But, there is something more."
"Ok?" he smiled, wondering what else his wife had up her sleeve. Angela was intrigued, too. She was getting some really sexy feelings from Emily as if it was a sexy secret that she was aching to share.
"It's really naughty," she teased. "Are you sure you can handle it?"
"I guess you'll have to tell me... and we'll find out," he laughed.
"Well... while I was cumming... she watched me," Emily admitted and Angela felt a flush of excitement flow over Emily's body. She enjoyed that her friend had watched her. It excited her. And she was enjoying telling her husband it, too.
"She?... As in Crystal?" Jacob asked.
Emily/Angela slowly nodded, smiling deviously. "Mmhmm."
"Why?"
"Well... because she told me to," Angela admitted. "She told me it was better to try it before I bought it. To make sure it works for me."
"Wow!" he said, his eyes opening wider in a little shock. It was as if he didn't know his wife had a little bisexual side to her.
"So... I did," she giggled. "And I came so hard. Like... crazy hard. All while she watched. In fact, her watching was what made me cum harder."
Emily/Angela leaned in and kissed him again, her eyes searching his to see his true reaction.
"Do you like that?" she asked wondering if he'd admit it. "Does that turn you on?"
"Mmhmm," he said softly, nodding his head and kissing her again. "Actually... I want to watch, too. I want you to show me. Go get the vibrator."
"Ok," she giggled, walking over to the suitcase. She unzipped one of the inner compartments and pulled out a black wand vibrator with a large vibrating head. She opened her hands, showing it to him.
"Wow... that looks... powerful."
"Oh... it is." She let her robe fall open, letting it drop from her shoulders, exposing her naked body, and slid the vibrator over her breasts without turning it on. She crawled up onto the bed and slid to the end, closest to where he was standing.
She slowly opened her legs and ran her fingers over her pussy. Angela could feel how excited and wet she was. She herself, again, was feeling an excitement she'd never felt before. She would never have even thought about a sex toy, let alone pleasuring herself while someone else, even her husband, watched. This was really kinky for her.
"So you want to see how hard it made me cum?" she teased.
"Yeah."
She slid it over her pussy, up and down her wetness, then turned it on. The powerful vibrations and loud, deep rumbling sound surprised Angela, but Emily was calm and prepared for it. She slid it over her pussy again, letting the powerful vibrations tease and tickle all her sensitive spots.
She passed it over her clit and let out a loud moan. "Oh! It feels so good right there."
Emily/Angela seemed to smile when she looked up to watch Jacob grab himself through his pants. He started unfastening them and sliding them down his legs and off as she watched.
Emily rubbed over her clit with the powerful vibrator and slid it lower, pressing it against her wetness as if she was trying to push it inside her body.
"Ohhh," she growled. "It feels so good, Jake." She took the vibrator away a second and pinched her clit with her fingers, teasing it, exposing it.
"So sexy," he moaned as he stood just a couple feet away, stroking his cock.
She slid the vibrator over her pussy again, the powerful vibrations really starting to affect her now, vibrating deep into her body. "You like watching me... uh... play with my... my toy?" she asked, getting so excited she could barely even speak.
"Yes," he growled. His cock was swollen and hard already. Angela knew he was extremely excited and could feel Emily's desire to put it in her mouth. At least she thought it was Emily's desire. It wasn't her own... was it?
"Watch me," Emily panted. "Keep... oh fuck... keep watching me. Oh... oh my gosh... it feels so good." She didn't move the vibrator much. The head was large, practically covering her entire pussy, and the whole thing rumbled loudly.
Emily/Angela was panting. She felt her orgasm rapidly approaching. "God yes! Like what you see, Jake? Watching me... play with... my pussy? Tell me... tell me you want to... oh God... to see me cum, Jake."
"I want to see you cum so bad," he hissed. "I want to see how hard you came for Crystal."
Emily/Angela was moaning with every breath. "Oh... that's so good. That's so good... right there. Oh... oh my gosh... oh... I'm so close. I'm so close. Oh my... oh... oh fuck... I'm cumming. Jake, I'm fucking cumming!"
"That's it," Jacob hissed, his dominant side reappearing. "Show me how you make yourself cum."
"Oh! Oh God!" she panted, and then her orgasm exploded. "Fuck!" Emily/Angela closed her eyes as the pleasure suddenly roared through her body. She was having a hard time hanging on to the vibrator, having a hard time keeping it where she needed it to be. But, somehow... she managed.
When the vibrations got too intense and her orgasm peaked, she quickly pulled the vibrator away, holding it out to the side, fumbling for the off button.
When she opened her eyes again, Jacob was crawling onto the bed, his body between her legs, over her. He fell onto her, holding her and kissing her.
"Fuck, that was hot," he whispered between kisses.
"You like that?" she asked, still panting.
"Mmhmm... you're so fucking sexy."
"You... you don't mind that she... watched me... do you?" Angela could feel the fear rise in Emily. She was scared of what Jacob might think about her bisexual urges.
"Well, I, uh... I don't know," he said, honestly not having really thought about it.
"What would you think if I told you that Crystal and I have... hooked up... before?" she asked. "A few times." Angela knew this was going to be the moment. How was he going to react?
"Really?" he asked, looking at her.
"Does that make you upset?"
He thought for a moment and then shook his head. "No... I'm not upset. In fact... I think I'm quite... turned on hearing that. It just... bothers me when you hide things from me. It seems there's an even nastier side of you that I didn't know about."
"I'm... I'm sorry," she apologized, kissing his chin.
"I'm not asking for an apology," he said simply. "I'm asking for you to involve me. Let me be a part of it.
Up until now, I thought that the only thing you wanted was... me."
"No... really... you are everything I want," she said suddenly, scared that he got the wrong idea.
"But you have some needs that aren't being met. Or a secret fetish... or..."
"My needs are met," she interrupted him. "And I wouldn't call it a fetish..."
"Well... deeper desires maybe?" he asked.
She nodded. "Yeah... stupidly, I just... I didn't think you'd understand. There's another side of me... that has... different... desires. I just didn't want you to think that you weren't the man I loved and adored."
"I don't doubt that you love me," he said, kissing her softly. "I just don't want you to hide things from me. I want to know all of your deep, dark fantasies. I want to be a part of them."
She looked at him, a little embarrassed by the way she'd acted and a little relieved, not so sure that it still wasn't going to go south. "So you're really not mad."
"No... in fact... as I said, I'm really turned on right now," he admitted. "I'm a little excited by your nastiness, Em. And I want to explore all of your fantasies."
"Ok," she smiled, extremely relieved.
"In fact... I want to be dirty with you... all day, every day... whenever you want, whatever you want."
Angela could feel the relief and love sweep over Emily. "Ok."
The two kissed deeply, their bodies moving together, their tongues sliding deep into the other's mouth.
"I love you so much," he whispered.
"I'm all yours," she smiled back, softly kissing him again.
"Why don't you say we not record for the rest of the night, ok?" he asked, obviously reaching behind Emily/Ashely's head and grabbing the iExperience unit.
And suddenly the recording stopped and her living room slowly came back into focus.
"Fuck!" Angela moaned, taking off the headset and putting it on the end-table. She breathed hard for a moment, trying to calm herself. She felt the wetness in her panties and stood to take off her clothes. Her panties were soaked.
She slowly walked over to the dining room table and grabbed her computer, walking back to the couch with it. She logged on and brought up a web browser.
"Now... where do I go to buy a vibrator like that?" she asked herself. "And that perfume... Black Opium."
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Therapist: Help My Son, Part 5
For the rest of the weekend and the rest of the week, Andrea stayed naked around the house, sleeping naked and lounging naked. Andrew seemed to avoid her as much as he could, but it was difficult in the small, steamy apartment.
On Sunday morning, she was in the kitchen, making her breakfast when Andrew walked in. He didn't seem to notice her at first and opened the refrigerator, grabbing a bottle of soda. When he turned around and saw her, he jumped and quickly covered his eyes.
"Oh my God!" he said loudly. "Mom!"
"What?" she giggled a little, still standing at the stove but turning towards him. Her beautifully shaped B-cup breasts were on full display, her nipples rapidly hardening.
"Come on!" he complained. "Put some clothes on for Heaven's sake."
"Come on, sweetie," she said soothingly. "Does this really bother you that much?"
"Yes, it does!" he protested. "You're my mom and you're walking around naked all the time. It's been going for a couple days now and I'm... I'm just not getting used to it. Can you just put on clothes?"
"No," she said, shaking her head, "you're just going to have to get used to me being naked."
"Why?"
"Because this is my home," she explained. "This is where I'm supposed to be comfortable."
"It's my home, too!" he practically yelled. "And it makes me... very... very uncomfortable!"
"Why?" she asked, smiling. "How does it make you uncomfortable? I'm not doing anything different."
"It... oh my gosh... it's making me... horny," he begrudgingly admitted. "There, I said it!"
"Oh... well... I'm sorry, I guess," she giggled. "But I don't really know what you want me to do about it. I don't have to change just to make you happy. You're just going to have to get it out of your own system."
Andrew looked at the floor and exhaled. "Yeah, well, it's kind of hard to get it out of my system when you're here."
"Please... you had no problems doing it before," she said.
"Yeah, well, that's when I had internet access," he mumbled.
"I guess you'll just have to think about something or someone else to get off," she told him. "Real men don't need porn anyway. They get excited by the woman they love and can just use her image to get off. Just get it over with. It's natural."
She grabbed his phone off the counter where it was laying, charging, and opened the camera app. "Here, let me help you." She pointed the camera at her chest and took several pictures of her breasts and hard nipples, pinching her nipples with her free hand. Then she moved it down in front of her hips and took several more pictures of her bush.
"Mom! What are you doing?" he yelled in shock.
"I'm helping!" She used her fingers to pull her labia apart, exposing her clit and wet, pink inner flesh. snapping picture after picture. "If seeing me naked makes you horny, then you should be able to look at these to get off." She turned and took several pictures of her ass, then flipped through the pictures she took before handing it to him.
"Enjoy," she smiled.
Andrew's mouth was open, his mind racing by what he'd just witnessed. His own mother just took pictures of her... her privates... and gave them to him! He took his phone and watched her turn back to the food on the stove, giggling.
He quickly turned and ran off to the bathroom.
"Have fun!" she yelled.
When the work week started, she started getting naked as soon as she walked in the apartment door, sliding out of her clothes even as she walked into her bedroom, no matter where Andrew was or what he was doing.
And, every time, not long after Andrew saw her, she watched him urgently run off, obviously to masturbate. Andrea smiled as the bathroom door closed and she started hearing his insistent moaning until he groaned in orgasm. He seemed to never understand just how much his voice carried.
On Wednesday, she came home an hour early... and caught him in the act. As she walked in her front door, Andrew suddenly stood up from the couch in the living room, trying to pull up his swim trunks. "Shit!" he said, trying his best to cover up quickly, but failing miserably. He sat back down, trying to look like he wasn't doing anything, like nothing was out of the ordinary.
"Andrew? What are you doing?" she said slowly, obviously suspicious, closing the door behind her. As she got closer, she realized exactly what he was doing. He had a box of tissues on the couch beside him, a small bottle of lube, and his phone showing the picture of her naked, spread-open pussy.
"Do you really think the living room is the best place to be playing with your cock?" she asked, trying to sound angry although his uncontrollable sexual needs amused her. Especially since it was her pussy he was masturbating to. "Guests sit in here for God's sake."
"I know," he said, unable to look at her. "I'm sorry. I can't help it."
"You know I have to punish you, right?" she asked. He started fumbling again with his swim trunks. Obviously he hadn't pulled them up enough to cover himself. "Wait, wait, wait! Did I say you could put that away?"
She moved to the back of the couch and touched the top of his head. Then she slowly walked around the couch, staring at him.
She shook her head. "No... huh uh. And since you have it out, I might as well show you how to use it properly."
"Um... what?" he said, embarrassed and... intrigued."
"Look how hard you are," she said as she sat on the couch next to him. His cock was so hard and long that it was peaking out the top of his swim trunks. "You're incorrigible aren't you?"
Andrew put his hands over his cock, trying to cover it up.
"Did I say you could cover that up?"
He looked up at her, completely shocked. Her stern look at him made him move his hands away again, exposing the head, a drop of pre-cum evident.
"You know what I think? I think you're hopeless and mommy just has to take it in my own hands." She reached over and wrapped her fingers around the tip of his cock, slowly stroking it, while her free hand tugged at his swim trunks, trying to pull them down and expose more of him.
She slowly stroked his erection, her hand moving with ease since he'd already spread lube over it.
"Mom! What... what are you doing?" he asked, scared but excited that things were moving so fast.
"Oh... I'm edging you," she said, matter-of-factly. "I know your cock is going to be absolutely throbbing, but don't you dare cum."
"I... I don't... I don't know if I can," he stammered.
"Mmhmm... you will... just like that," she said, her eyes staring at his large shaft. "This is how we do it and we're just going to keep doing it. Look at that... a little pre-cum is coming out there."
Her hand stroked even as she reached over and grabbed the bottle of lube. She dripped more lube onto his shaft, to help lubricate it again. Andrew could feel his orgasm rapidly approaching. Watching his own mom jerk his cock was more than he ever believed would happen. He'd been imagining it all afternoon... but never, ever believed it would actually happen.
"Yes... like that," she smiled. "Our whole goal here is to just keep you on the edge... and you're not going to cum. So when you tell me you're going to cum..."
"I'm gonna cum," he moaned, writhing beneath her.
"So, we just slow down... so we can build your stamina," she said, lifting her hand off his cock. It throbbed beneath her hand, moving slightly. "This way all the ladies will like you."
She seemed to wait a minute, watching him carefully, watching for any sign that he was still going to cum.
"How are you doing now? Are you ready for me to pick it back up?"
"Not... not yet, mommy," he stammered again, holding up a shaking hand. Then, seconds later, he lowered his hand and nodded.
"Ok, then... nice and slow," Andrea said, grabbing and stroking his cock again. Her hand moved up and down it's length, slightly twisting with every stroke, squeezing a little at the tip.
"That's it... let me use this hand to play with your balls, too." Andrea grabbed his balls in her hand, slightly tugging on them, then rolling them in her hand.
"Yes, nice and slow," she said softly, her hand still moving achingly slow. "That's it. Good boy."
Andrew wanted to grab her hand, make her stroke faster. Or, better yet, take her hand away and use his own hand. God, she was driving him crazy!
"This is making mommy happy," Andrea smiled. "There you go. I'm going to pick it up a little bit and get you right to the edge again. Yeah, right there."
"You're really good at that mommy," he moaned.
"There you go," she smiled, looking at his face, in his half-lidded eyes, to watch the pleasure that was coursing through his body. "Right like that. Right there."
Andrew felt his orgasm rapidly building again. His mom's technique was so good, better than he ever expected and she was really turning him on. He wanted to cum so badly!
"Make sure you tell me before you cum," she ordered. "I wouldn't want you to be on mommy's bad-boy list."
He held his hand up again. "I'm..."
"Yeah? You close to the edge again?"
"I'm... I'm getting there," he panted.
Suddenly she stopped and lifted her hand away, making Andrew moan in protest. His cock was bouncing again, so hard and full... so needy.
"There you go," she smiled. "That's a good boy. I'll let you know when it's time. Until then, you just let me play. Ok?"
Andrew nodded. He didn't want to play this game. He'd been needing to orgasm all morning and afternoon. Now... he was so close... almost there... and she stopped it from happening. It was so fucking frustrating!
"Now... let's go again," she said, sounding more like a teacher than his mother. "And I'll just go a little faster." Her hand wrapped around his shaft again and she stroked him at a faster pace. He knew he wouldn't last at this pace and in less than thirty seconds put his hand up again.
"I'm gonna cum," he panted.
"Then we slow down," she said, barely moving her hand now. "We take a little break... play with your balls a little more. Slowly get you there... How about right now? Is that working?"
Andrew nodded. "Yeah," he panted. He was sweating, breathing hard, his body needing that orgasm so badly.
Andrea moved her hand very slowly up and down his shaft, lightly squeezing it again, while her left hand held and pulled his balls.
"Let's try something else," she said, then suddenly bent over and slid his dick right into her mouth. The warm, wet, soft pressure immediately surprised him. He'd never had a girl jerk him before, let alone have a mouth on his dick. This was incredible!
"Mmhmm," she moaned as her mouth moved up and down his shaft, her tongue stroking along the underside of his erection. "Mmhmm... mmmm."
Andrew grabbed at the couch, trying to find something he could hold on to as his body surged with pleasure. His mouth was open in complete shock as he watched his own mother slide him in and out of her mouth.
"We're going to do a little bit with the mouth then a little bit with the hands," Andrea said, lifting off him to stroke his very wet cock once again. "Right there... mmhmm... that's it."
She stroked him a few times, her eyes focused solely on his cock now, then she slipped him into her mouth again, driving him deep inside. "Yeah... mmhmm. And now adding the hand... mmm."
"Oh fuck!" Andrew nearly yelled. He was breathing so hard, his body yearning, begging for release. "That feels so good mommy."
Andrea giggled as she licked over the head of his cock, her tongue swirling over it in circles, then pressing on the underside, teasingly. Slowly she slipped him inside her mouth again.
"Mmhmm," she whispered as her son writhed on the couch beside her, her hand stroking him perfectly.
"Am I... um... can I cum, mommy?" he asked, sounding so desperate. "Or is this my punishment."
Andrea giggled. "No, this is not your punishment. I'm trying to help you... trying to teach you something."
"Oh... um... ok," he mumbled. "Thank you mommy."
Her hand continued it's teasing stroking, then started moving faster. "I'm happy to help. I just want you to have the best behavior. I want you to learn to control yourself. I want you to learn to appreciate women, appreciate me, the only woman in your life right now. I'm here to teach you and give you what you need. Do you understand?"
Andrew's mouth was open again and he was panting. By the look on his face, Andrea wasn't sure he was able to hear her, let alone understand or remember what she said.
He let out a guttural moan.
"Ahhh... getting close again," she said, her hand not stopping this time. This time, she started stroking even faster. "Your cock is pulsing. You feel so good in my hand. Throbbing. Mmm, I like that."
She bent down and took the head into her mouth, even as her hand continued to stroke him rapidly. Andrew writhed even more, his body starting to tighten up as his orgasm rapidly approached.
"I'm gonna cum, mommy," he panted. He was so sure she was going to pull away again, and when she didn't he gave himself over to her. Her mouth engulfed the tip of his cock, while her hand stroked, pulling his cum from his balls. "Oh fuck... oh yeah, that's so good."
"Uh huh," she whispered, focusing on her stroking hand.
"Just like that mommy!" he panted. "Oh fuck! Oh my God! Fuck!"
His body tightened and he held his breath as his orgasm overwhelmed him. The pressure inside him exploded, sending thick, white ropes of cum into Andrea's waiting mouth. "Unh! Unh! Unh!" he panted as each load jetted into her waiting mouth.
When he finally finished cumming, his body fell back into the couch, spent. Andrea moaned softly as her tongue licked his shaft, gathering up all the cum that didn't go into her mouth before, cleaning his cock off.
"Mmm... such a beautiful cock," she whispered.
Then, she got up and, giggling, walked into her bedroom, unbuttoning her clothes with every step. When she emerged again, twenty minutes later, she was naked. She walked into the kitchen and started preparing dinner.
Dinner, an hour later, was awkward, with Andrew barely able to look at her at all as they ate. He even turned his chair slightly away from her and put up a hand to shield his eyes to minimize looking at her. At this point, though, he didn't mention it, knowing that it wouldn't make a difference.
"Are you ok?" Andrea asked him.
"I'm trying to be," he admitted without looking at her. "This is all so new to me. If I keep feeling like this, getting used to this... your new lifestyle... is going to be very tough."
"Feeling what?" she asked.
"Uh... never mind," he said quickly, embarrassed to even mention it. He shuffled in his seat, having to adjust the position of his cock in his swim trunks.
"It's ok, honey," she said. "You can tell me. You can tell me anything. I don't want to make you uncomfortable."
"Like I said before," he said, nervously, scared of what she'd think of him. "Seeing you naked... is making me... feel... things."
"Well, what kind of things."
"Mom! Sexual things!" he said, blushing a deep red in embarrassment. "I know you're my mom, but I just can't help it."
"You know, you're important to me," she said, putting her hand on his left arm, the one he was using to shield his eyes. "But this is just the way things are. You can keep on fighting it, keep on having to adjust your cock in your swim trunks..."
"Mom! Can you stop saying that word?" he protested, interrupting her.
"What? Cock?" she asked, giggling.
"Yes!"
"Oh for Heaven's sake. It's just a word, Andrew."
"It's a... a... a sexual word."
"Andrew... you sucked on my tits the other day and I just gave you a blowjob," she said. "I think the whole sexual thing has happened already."
"Yeah... but..."
"You know, you should take your shorts off and just join me," she said. "This is just a body. We both have one. Being naked is so... so freeing. It helps you embrace yourself, embrace who you are. It helps you shed all the masks, you know?"
"I can see that," he said, still not looking at her. "You look very happy, and... cool... in this heat. It's just... I'm not used to... seeing... all this," he waved his right hand, indicating her naked body.
"It's a body, sweetheart," she said. "We all have one. It's nothing to be ashamed of."
"I know... but you're my mom," he explained. "And I just... I can't..."
"Oh honey," she sighed. "You know... you're becoming a man. You really need to embrace who you are and be confident in yourself. This is really helping me find and embrace who I am."
"I think you're embracing enough for the both of us," he laughed softly. "Not every guy has a mom with a body like yours and I don't think I'm supposed to have sex with you let alone see you naked."
"A body is a body is a body," she replied. "You need to learn that. You need to learn that there is no need for you to run off and hide just because you see an attractive body that excites you. And you definitely need to learn to appreciate and accept the body of the woman that loves you. You love me, right?"
"Yeah, of course. It's not that..."
"Well, real men appreciate the body of the woman in their life, the woman they love, and keep their eyes from wandering to others," she explained. "Real men don't run to porn to see some hot body. Real men don't fantasize about other women to give them satisfaction. Real men satisfy their attraction by the woman in their own home. You're just going to have to trust me. You have to learn this if you want to be a real man and have a satisfying relationship."
"I just..."
"I can't tell you how many clients I've had over the years, where their marriage is in trouble because one of them turned to someone else to satisfy their urges, even porn," she continued. "And every time, bringing them back, helping them learn to satisfy themselves with the one they're with has always, always, fixed it."
"So... you think I should just take my shorts off and go naked like you?" he asked, finally looking at her. He felt his cock surge again, severely tenting his swim trunks. Luckily, it was hidden beneath the table.
"Yes, you should," Andrea nodded. "And don't be embarrassed to look at me. Trust me. I know what I'm talking about. I'm a professional."
Andrew sighed as he hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his trunks and pushed them down. He lifted his hips off the chair and pushed them down and off his legs. Then he set them on the back of the chair next to him.
"Ok," he said, barely able to look at his mom's smiling face. But at least he didn't have his hand up to block his view.
After dinner, Andrea asked Andrew to clean up while she went into her bedroom to do some work on her computer. She kept the door open and fan on, in order to keep the temperature down as much as she could. She put a pillow in her lap and set the laptop on top of it.
She opened her browser and went to the adult video page she visited before and started looking up videos of oral sex between mothers and their sons. She couldn't believe how many there were!
She spent the next hour going through and selecting four of them... the third one featuring the woman sitting on her son's face... and the last, featuring the mom grinding and orgasming on her son's cock after oral.
She smiled as she sent them to Victoria, imagining how these would absolutely lead into the next stage of their... therapy.
At 11pm, she put her computer away and slipped under the covers. Andrew came into the room, his flaccid cock bouncing, and he pulled the sheet down and slipped underneath. He could see his mom smiling at him and knew that she had watched his cock.
"See how easy it is?" she asked. She turned off the light and settled under the sheet as if to go to sleep, but her hand slid between her legs and she started teasing her clit. She moaned a little and spread her legs wider, before pushing the sheet off.


She glanced toward Andrew and noticed in the dim light that he was watching her. Her fingers grew more and more insistent, sliding into her wetness as she panted, enjoying his eyes on her, enjoying how her plan was progressing so wonderfully.
When she finally came, panting and moaning, she giggled when she saw him dash out of the room to go into his bathroom for his own masturbation marathon.
*****
On Thursday, Andrea was looking forward to Victoria and Vince's session. If all was going well, this was going to be another huge step in their relationship. At 3pm, she felt butterflies in her stomach as she walked out into the waiting room to gather the mom and son.
"Victoria, Vince, come on back," she smiled. "How are you two today?"
"We're doing really great," Victoria said as they entered the office. She and Vince sat on the couch again, as they have every session. Andrea closed the door and sat in her chair, putting her notepad on her lap.
"How was your week?"
Victoria looked at Vince and smiled. "It was... it was very, very good. We are... so... happy together."
"I am so happy to hear that! Coming from where you were, that's really great."
Vince and Victoria smiled at one another again.
"I was thinking, though, that there's going to be a rough patch ahead that I want you to prepare for," Andrea said.
Victoria lost her smile and looked concerned. "A rough patch?"
"Well, Vince, you're what... eighteen, nineteen?"
"Eighteen," he said.
"Ok," Andrea nodded, as if confirming her belief. "Well, soon he's going to be going off to college and you'll be left all alone," Andrea warned. "Then he's going to meet a young woman, fall in love, and he's going to want to spend all his time with her. Then get married... and, if you don't know, women don't like when men spend time with their mothers. So, she's going to demand all your time. And then soon, you'll probably only see him on the holidays. And even on those, couples often have to split their time between families, so you'll barely get to see him even then."
"That'll break my heart," Victoria said, almost crying. She looked at Vince and squeezed his hand.
"I know. It'll be hard," Andrea nodded, agreeing.
"I'll come see you all the time, mom," Vince said, trying to reassure his mom.
"Really?" Victoria smiled, her eyes tearing up. "You promise?"
Vince nodded and kissed his mom. "I promise I will."
"You know," Andrea interrupted, "there is a way that you can show your complete love and devotion for each other. Something that would bind you mind, body, and soul. Something that no one could ever take away from you."
"It'll keep my baby close to me?" Victoria asked, hope filling her eyes.
Andrea nodded. "Maybe. Surely you felt the desire before... how what we've been doing have given you a taste. This would be a... perfect union. But it would require a lot of trust in each other. You trust each other, don't you?"
"Yes," Vince answered quickly.
"Yes, of course," Victoria replied as well.
Andrea smiled and leaned forward. "That's good. Because I see the way you look at each other... watch each other... act toward each other. Victoria, why don't you tell Vince what you like about him?"
Victoria looked at Vince and smiled. "You're my special, special boy. You're kind. And you're so, so handsome." Vince looked down and blushed as she continued. "You're so modest. I'm so lucky to have you as my son."
"That was beautiful," Andrea said. "And Vince, tell your mom what you like about your her."
Vince smiled shyly and looked down. He looked at his mom, but found it difficult to keep looking in her eyes. "Mom, you're so beautiful and kind... and so loving. You're the perfect mom."
"That was so beautiful, Vince," Andrea said. "Thank you. I see love in you both. I see that deep, deep-seated love. But you also have this... desire for one another. A desire to taste... and feel... and pleasure... and enjoy each other. Do you ever wonder what it would be like if... if you were lovers? I mean... tell me if you've never thought about it or think I'm way off base or that that's going too far.
"You said it yourself," Victoria said. "We... we love each other. Is that what you mean? I don't understand."
"No... it's... it's more than that. Being a lover is physically demonstrating your love... sexually."
"Oh," Victoria said, a little surprised. "You're, um... you're talking about... intercourse."
"Victoria, I know you love your son," Andrea said, nodding, "but do you want to be his lover?"
"You know," Victoria said, "I... I think I do. I really love him."
"Yeah? Are you sure?"
Victoria smiled and nodded. "Yes, I... I am."
Andrea smiled, showing Victoria just how much she appreciated her. "Oh, what a good, good mommy. Vince, I know you love your mother. But do you want to be her lover?"
"Yeah... I mean, I don't know what that means completely, but I would," he said.
"Victoria, I want you to get down on your knees in front of Vince."
Victoria, smiling, dropped to her knees in front of the couch and moved between Vince's legs. She rest her hands on his thighs as she smiled up at him.
"Slowly unzip his pants."
Victoria nodded and grabbed the front of Vince's shorts. She unbuttoned them and then slowly pulled the zipper down. His raging hardon pushed forth, tenting his boxers beneath.
"There you go. Go ahead... pull them down with his boxers."
Victoria slowly pulled both Vince's shorts and boxers down to the floor. He lifted his hips up to help. When his clothes were mid-thigh, his large cock stood straight up, throbbing.
"Oh... goodness gracious," Victoria giggled. "That got him excited."
"That is so, so beautiful. Isn't he blessed?" Andrea smiled. "And it's all for you."
"He is very blessed," Victoria concurred, "and I'm so lucky. I can't wait to taste him."
"Go ahead... taste him."
Andrea watched, smiling, as Victoria leaned forward and slid her mouth over his cock, sliding it deeper and deeper. Then she closed her lips and sucked, softly rising again back to the tip.
"Vince, she certainly enjoys giving herself to you... worshiping your cock." Andrea knelt on the floor beside Victoria. "How does his cock taste?" she ask the older woman.
"It tastes so good." Victoria slid her hand up and down his shaft, using her spit as lubrication, making his cock shiny.
"Do you like how that feel's Vince?" Andrea asked him. "Her mouth going right down your cock? Sucking on it?
"Oh God, yes," he groaned. "She is so good at it."
Andrea smiled as she moved behind Victoria, sliding her hand over the woman's head and slowly down her back. "This is such a good mother and son bonding. "You both do all the special things for each other." She pulled Victoria's dress up and slid her hand underneath it, first stroking her ass, then sliding between her legs and fingering her panty-covered clit.
"Your mommy gets so wet sucking on your cock," Andrea purred. "Mmmmm."
"Oh! That feels so good," Victoria panted. "You're so nice and hard in mommy's mouth, baby." She slid her hand up and down his shaft, squeezing and stroking just the tip, her thumb pressing and circling just below the head. "You like how it feels when I stroke it right there? You like it how mommy strokes it just like that?"
"Oh God, mommy... that feels so good," Vince panted.
"You want this bond to last forever, don't you?" Andrea asked her, sliding two fingers inside her pussy and slowly curling and uncurling them.
"Yes," Victoria panted. "I never want to let my baby go."
Andrea unzipped Victoria's dress and pulled it down, slowly working it under her knees until it was off, then tossed it aside.
"Do you like how your mommy looks, Vince?" Andrea asked, taking Victoria's breasts in her hands from behind, holding and squeezing them. They were pressing against her bra hard, ready to burst forth. "You like how her breasts peek out from her bra?"
Victoria bent down and took Vince's balls in her mouth, sucking on each one and sliding her tongue around them, playing with them.
"Mmmm... the things you're going to do today," Andrea purred. "I hope you're ready."
Andrea fingered and teased Victoria's breasts through her bra from behind. She pulled down each cup, exposing her very hard nipples.
"You like staring at them, don't you?" Andrea smiled as her eyes met Vince's. "Look how perky her nipples are for you. See, I know what you two need. You were made to be together forever. A sweet, sweet boy and his beautiful mommy."
Andrea bent down next to Victoria's ear, watching Victoria slide her hand up and down his cock. "Look at how wet his cock is. You're gonna get it nice and wet so that when it pushes against your tight pussy, it's going to slide right in. I bet you're so excited to feel him enter you, huh?"
"Yes," Victoria moaned softly, her body definitely excited for this next step in their relationship.
"Keep showing him how devoted you are to him... and how devoted you're going to be for the rest of your life," Andrea said softly. "There you go. It all starts with a very nice and slow beautiful blowjob. Look how hard it is. I bet he can't wait to have you. Tell him you want him."
"Baby," Victoria said, licking her lips, panting. "I want you so badly."
"Tell her you want her pussy, Vince. Tell her that you want to feel her warm, wet pussy wrapped around your cock."
"I really want your pussy, mom," Vince moaned. His cock was really throbbing, ready to explode, but Victoria kept him on the edge. "I want to feel it wrapped around my cock."
"Yeah?" Victoria smiled, looking up at him. She swelled with so much love hearing how much her little boy wanted her... needed her. "I can't wait to share it with you."
"This is going to be such an amazing bond," Andrea said. "The strongest I've ever seen. It's so, so beautiful." She grabbed Victoria's panties and pulled them down and off her legs. "There you go. See, your pussy is all nice... and wet... and ready for him. You both are so fucking eager. Tell her you want your mommy, Vince."
"I want you mommy," he moaned, sounding almost desperate. "I really want you."
"Aww," Victoria smiled as she looked at him, her eyes full of love. "That's my sweet boy."
"Are you ready for him to enter you?" she asked Victoria. "Are you ready to slide your pussy down onto his cock?"
"Mmhmm," Victoria nodded.
"Why don't you slide onto his lap. Don't be scared."
Victoria stood and crawled up into his lap, her knees on either side of his thighs, his cock jutting up between her legs.
Andrea could see that Vince was staring at her wet, swollen pussy. "You want to touch it? Go ahead. See how wet your mom is for you?"
Vince reached out and slid his palm-up hand over her pussy, feeling her wet, swollen pussy lips. His fingers became quickly soaked as Victoria moaned, her body shaking in excitement.
"Oh, what a good, good boy," Andrea said. "Just keep touching it."
"Oh... oh yeah...," Victoria gasped. "That feels so good."
Andrea stroked Vince's head, softly petting him. "You are so good to your mommy. You want to stick your fingers inside her? Go ahead."
Vince slowly pushed his middle finger inside his mother, her wetness immediately drenching him, her pussy offering no resistance at all.
"There you go," Andrea cheered.
"Yeah... oh yeah," Victoria grunted. "Oh fuck. Oh yeah... just like that... such a good boy. Oh my God yes."
"You feels so wet... so... warm inside," Vince said softly.
"Are you ready for him?" Andrea asked Victoria and she quickly nodded. "Good. Good."
Andrea reached between Victoria's legs and took a hold of Vince's cock, slowly stroking it. "I bet you can't wait to have him inside you." She pushed on Victoria's hips, trying to line her up with his shaft, then pushed down to force her to sit on his cock, plunging it inside her.
"Oh my God, you feel so good," Victoria panted loudly.
"There you go... oh yeah... such a good boy," Andrea cheered. "You're nice and hard for your mommy."
"Oh my God, yes, yes. God, your cock is so hard for me. I feel every... fucking... inch of it in my pussy."
"You're such a lucky, lucky boy," Andrea said softly, stroking Vince's hair again.
"Oh my God... oh my God," Victoria panted over and over as her body rose and fell on his shaft, driving him deeper with each stroke.
"You're so wet," Andrea moaned softly, her hand now playing with Victoria's hard nipples. She unfastened Victoria's bra and slid it off her arms, letting her breasts bounce free.
"Oh fuck. Oh my God, yes!" Victoria panted, her body on fire with so many pleasures assaulting her senses. "Oh my God, you're so fucking hard." Victoria pushed her pussy all the way down, pushing him all the way inside herself before she started grinding even faster.
Victoria's mouth was open as she panted and she looked down at Vince with so much love in her eyes. "You're so good to me."
"You're going to be such a strong family," Andrea smiled. "Forever. You're doing such a good job. I can't tell you how good it feels to see you bond so deeply."
"So fucking good," Victoria moaned as her orgasm got closer. "There you go. Just keep fucking me. Just like that. There you go."
"Grab her tits... yeah... just like that!" Andrea instructed Vince. He grabbed both of her bouncing, swaying breasts and squeezed them, his fingers working down to pinch her nipples. "Yeah... pinch her nipples. You know how she likes it. Keep riding him, keep riding him, just like that."
Andrea grabbed Victoria's face in her hands and kissed her, sliding her tongue into her mouth. "You like how that feels?"
"Yes!" Victoria panted loudly, nodding rapidly.
"You're such a lucky mommy," Andrea smiled. "Your little boy is the first one to have your pussy in so long."
"Oh! Yes!" Victoria was panting loudly, nearly screaming with every exhale, her body shaking as her hips rapidly ground into him, forcing his cock in and out. "I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum. Yes! Fuck... yes!"
Victoria stopped and her body shook as her orgasm overwhelmed her. Her head was thrown back and she wailed as pleasure washed over her. She leaned forward into Vince's hands as he squeezed and rolled her nipples.
When she finally recovered, she leaned down and kissed Vince over and over, holding his head with her hands.
"That was so, so beautiful!," Andrea smiled.
"It certainly felt wonderful," Victoria smiled at Andrea. She stood, letting Vince's cock slide from her pussy. It was still very hard and very wet with her juices.
"Look at that," Andrea said in awe, looking at his throbbing member. "I think his cock has a lot more left in him. You know... this time, you should let him do the work. Let him take you from behind."
"From behind?" Victoria asked, not understanding.
"It's called... doggy style," Andrea explained. "You come over here, right in front of me."
Victoria moved into position as Andrea described it. "Like this?"
"Yeah, now put your hands on the back of the couch, and bend over," Andrea continued explaining it. "Vince, you stand behind her... hold on to her hips... and enter her from behind."
For the next 15 minutes, Vince fucked his mother, getting bolder and bolder with each stroke. He held on to her hips, slamming into her as Andrea cheered him on. When both of them neared orgasm, Andrea stopped them, telling them about another position. This time, missionary, with Victoria laying back on the couch and Vince sliding into her again, looking down on her.
Andrea played with Victoria's tits as she watched Vince slide in and out of her, as she heard Victoria moan louder and louder.
"You're going to be able to do this for the rest of your life," Andrea told them, exciting them both even more. "You'll be the perfect family."
"YesYesYes," Victoria moaned, almost ready to cum.
"You love how it feels, don't you?" Andrea asked Victoria. "You love it when he drives his cock deep inside your pussy?"
"Oh my God!" was all Victoria could say. Andrea was pinching her nipples and squeezing her large breasts as Vince drove into her hard and deep. He was panting, almost ready to cum himself.
"Keep your eyes open... look deep in each others eyes," Andrea coached them both. "Make yourself feel... everything. Every thrust into your pussy."
"Oh my God," Vince grunted. "I'm gonna cum."
"Savor every moment as he fucks you harder and harder. Yeah, there you go. There you go. Cum for your mommy, Vince. Cum for your mommy."
"Unh! Unh! Unh!" Vince groaned loudly, spraying his cock deep inside her pussy.
"There you go. There you go," Andrea said softly. "Such a beautiful moment."
"Oh... good boy," Victoria moaned, feeling her son empty his balls into her. "That's a good boy. That feels so good. Oh, you're my sweet, sweet boy."
"So when you go to find a woman to settle down with, Vince, your mommy can help you," Andrea said as the two kissed again. "She'll help you find a nice woman that will let you continue to love your mommy, just like she needs it. You're going to be with each other... forever."
"That's my sweet boy," Victoria said again, kissing him deeply.
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iExperience: The Bride's Memories, Part 3
Emily heard the ruckus at her front door and jogged as best she could in her 4-inch heels to open it. She was shocked to wear anything like that since she normally wore flats. But flats wouldn't do with the dress she had on. It had a white bodice with a red skirt. She could feel how inadequate the top was with each bounce of her bra-less breasts. It was low cut and just barely showed her nipples when she stood still. With jogging, her breasts threatened to easily break free. And they felt so much bigger right now.
The skirt below was just as uncharacteristic for her. The stretchy material hugged her body like a second skin and it only came down to mid-thigh. With every step, it threatened to slide up her legs and expose everything below. She idly wondered if she'd worn panties today.
She adjusted her top to make sure her nipples were covered before opening the door and found Jacob standing there holding a bouquet of flowers in one hand and a card in the other.
"Happy birthday to you!" he sang, smiling. "Happy birthday to you! Happy birthday dear mommy. Happy birthday to youuuuuuuu!"
"Thank you baby," she smiled stepping back to allow him to come inside. He handed her the bouquet and she smelled them. "Oh! I love it! And a card? Thank you! This is an amazing surprise. I love them, I do. I'm so happy that you're here. Let me go put these in some water."
She teetered off towards the kitchen, hoping that he was watching her ass sway with every step. She wanted him to watch her, she wanted him to desire her. She found a vase, filled it with water, and slid the flowers into it.
"So what are you doing today to celebrate?" he asked from the living room.
"A whole lot of nothing," she yelled back. "Do you want something to drink?"
"Yeah... please."
"Soda? Water? Tea?"
"Um, I'll take some tea."
"Ok, make yourself comfortable and I'll be right in." She went to the stove and grabbed the already steaming pot of water and poured it over the teabag in both the coffee mugs that she'd set out. She grabbed the two and walked into the living room.
Jacob was sitting on the end of the couch and watched her approach. She tried to walk so seductively, swaying her hips with each slow step. When she got to the couch, she handed him his mug and then sat down in the center of the couch right beside him.
"Here you go."
"Thank you," Jacob smiled again, taking the steaming mug in both hands. The sting from a static shock struck her hand and she pulled it back. It seemed to sting right into her clit, making her moan a little. Luckily, Jacob didn't seem to notice. "How are you doing? Are you doing ok?"
She nodded, unsure of how to answer. Did he want the truth? "Yeah... I mean... it's too quiet here. How's Emily? Are you two doing ok?"
"Are you dating anyone?" he asked, ignoring her questions entirely.
She smiled and shook her head. She wasn't dating. She knew who she wanted in her life and he was sitting on the couch right next to her. "No... but, um... this is a little awkward. Can I tell you something?"
She sat up and turned to face him, feeling her body flush with heat and desire and she put her hand on his bare thigh, just below his shorts. Her breasts were almost free from her dress and she could smell her own wetness soaking her panties. She wanted him so badly.
"Yeah... sure." Jacob looked a little concerned.
"I'm... um... I'm attracted to... you," she blurted out as quick as she could. She prayed she didn't scare him away for good. "I mean, you're so much like your father when he was your age."
Her hand continued stroking his thigh, almost teasingly. She was having trouble controlling herself. She wanted to just reach up and grab his cock, feel it grow in her hands.
"Me?" he giggled as if wondering what she even meant. She was his mom... of course she loved him.
She nodded, looking up at him for a second. Then her eyes scanned down his body as she looked him over. His cock was starting to tent the front of his shorts, making her mouth water in anticipation.
"Yeah. You have so much going for you and you're so sweet. I know that I'm your mom, but you've grown into this wonderful, handsome young man."
Angela could feel her breasts practically spilling out over her top as he stared at her in disbelief They felt like they were growing even larger the longer this encounter lasted, much like his cock seemed to be.
"Mom... I... I don't even know what to say."
Angela kicked her leg over him and sat on his lap, facing him. "I know... but I'd like to... explore this." She started stroking his chest over his t-shirt, wishing he'd just take his clothes off.
"With... with me?"
She nodded, slowly. "Well, if you're ok with it. I mean, this isn't too much of a stretch is it? You like my body... I see how you've been looking at me since you came in."
"Yeah... I mean... I want to... but..."
"Don't think about it... let's just see if you're interested... a little," she said, grabbing the bottom of his t-shirt and pulling on it. "I'm just needing... someone..." He helped her lift his shirt over his head and off, throwing it aside.
She stroked his chest for a moment then leaned down and passionately kissed him. She slid her hands down his torso, and felt for his cock through his shorts, stroking it a little.
"All you have to do is say... yes," she whispered, kissing him again. She tugged at his shorts trying to give him the hint.
"Oh... um... yes," he said, nervously. "You want me to just... just take it out?"
"Yes," she said helping him pull his shorts down. His cock was long and hard, pointing up between them. "Mmmm... look at that." She slowly slid to the floor in front of him, moving between his legs. "I can't resist this dick."
She slid his cock into her mouth, giving it a long, slow suck as if relishing every second that it was in her mouth.
"Mmm... Your cock is delicious."
He shook his head, watching her in disbelief. "I can't believe this is happening right now."
"Just make yourself comfortable," she said, stroking it. "It's so hard." His cock was harder and longer than she remembered. It felt like it was a baseball bat in her hand. Her mouth watered with desire and anticipation.
He grabbed the back of her head and pushed her down, forcing her to take his considerable length deep into her mouth. She panted and coughed a little when he finally let her lift away.
"It's really big," she giggled, wiping the spit from her lips. "So, what does this birthday gift come with? A fucking?"
"Oh my gosh," he panted. "Um... yeah... I... I guess."
Angela smiled and stood, her dress mysteriously gone. Her breasts were absolutely huge and Jacob looked at her in awe. She slid into his lap and grabbed his shaft, directing it towards her pussy as Jacob slid his lips around her nipple, sucking it into his mouth.
"Honey!?" they heard Emily yell from a distance outside the front door. "Are you up there? I heard a noise."
"Oh shit! Emily's coming," Jacob said, grabbing Angela's hips, trying to force her off him.
"Emily? Where did she come from? Jake, it's ok... it's ok... we'll finish before she gets here," Angela said, desperate to slide him into her pussy. She pushed her hips down, trying to slide his cock inside her, but he was too strong. "Just let me...."
"Are you in the living room?" Emily asked, her shoes clicking on the stairwell right outside the door.
"She's coming up the stairs!" Jacob said, trying again to push Angela off his lap. "Mom! Get off! I gotta get dressed!"
"No, no, no... it's fine," Angela panted. She had to have him. She just had to! "Just let me slide it inside me, baby. It'll just take a second. I'll slide it in then... then we can get dressed."
"No! We can't!"
She tried desperately to push her hips down, trying to sit on his cock. It was so close. She could feel it touch her labia. She just needed another inch.
"Please... I need to try it!" she begged. "I can't wait to feel that big cock inside me."
"No," he hissed, sounding desperate and scared. "I gotta get dressed!"
But Angela wouldn't get off him, wouldn't let him stand. She fought him, trying to get his hands off her hips, trying so desperately to plunge his massive cock into her wetness. If only he'd let her!
"You can't stop!" she said, shaking her head, fighting every move he made to dislodge her. "Not yet! Just... just let me slide it inside, Jacob. Just once. For just a second."
"Honey?" Emily said, opening the door.
Angela looked up, suddenly worried they were caught.
"Emily!" Jacob said, finally able to toss Angela onto the couch beside him. He stood, his large cock bouncing in front of him. Angela was panting, her eyes focused on his cock, her desperation apparent. "I can explain."
And suddenly Angela woke up, her body still shaking with desire and fear. She could still see and taste Jacob's cock, she could still feel her body wanting to slide his cock inside her. She could feel the sweat beading on her forehead and wiped it off.
"Oh my God," she panted, trying to calm down. "Fucking dream! OhmyGodOhmyGodOhmyGod!"
She smacked the bed with her hands. That was too intense. A wave of primal need flushed her body and she slid her hand down between her legs and felt her wetness. Her panties were soaked. She wiggled her hips to help pull them off and put her hand against her clit, circling the sensitive, little nub.
The pleasure was intense and immediate. Seconds later she was cumming, with the image of Jacob's cock buried inside her, his hips thrusting madly.
"I am such a horrible person."
*****
Her alarm went off just a couple hours later, startling her. She got ready for work and left, arriving just after 8am. It was a very long day. She had a few meetings but otherwise her mind was constantly on the dream. She kept replaying it over and over, combining it with the recordings, with Emily's feelings as she gave and received so much pleasure from her husband... Angela's son.
Something was happening to Angela. She was feeling... an attraction... to Jacob. It was an attraction that went far beyond their mother/son relationship. In fact, it was an attraction that... betrayed... their mother/son relationship.
She felt guilty, too, like she was betraying Emily... or at least Emily's memory. She felt like she was doing something illegal and immoral. But it seemed that nothing was abating the horniness and desire that grew inside her.
Just after lunch, the pressure became too great and she found herself in the bathroom at work, masturbating furiously.
After work, she came home and made dinner, then watched some TV. She felt a strong desire to play the next recording, but again wondered if she really should. She wondered what the recordings were doing to her. She never would have felt this way towards Jacob before. And it was more than the physical acts from the recordings. Somehow... the iExperience unit was giving her Emily's feelings and emotions... giving her Emily's desire for Jacob.
As she dressed for bed, she found that she was wearing less... just panties tonight. As she walked back upstairs after getting a drink, she grabbed the iExperience headset and the next cube in the series. It was marked "Wedding: 6 3-XXX". She shivered, knowing that this one would have sex in it, too. The three before the X's was weird though. She wasn't sure what that meant.
She propped up a few pillows behind her and leaned back into them. She turned the headset over and over in her hands, wondering if she should really use it again. But then, making a quick decision, she put the iExperience headset on and turned it on. Then she picked up the recording block and pressed the power button. "iExperience cube connected. Battery at fifteen percent."
Instead of moving right into the recording, in front of her eyes, floating in the blackness around it, was a menu of four options... just the numbers one through three... and an 'ALL' option. The 'ALL' option was highlighted, whatever it was.
She turned her head this way and that and reached out her hand to touch it, wondering how she might select an option on the menu, but nothing seemed to work. She reached up to the side of the headset, but before she could press a button, the menu faded away and a steaming hotel bathroom came into view.
She was standing in the bathroom doorway, watching Jacob showering through the transparent, glass shower door. His hand was slowly sliding up and down his hard shaft as he leaned against the wall. Angela could feel Emily's desire grow rapidly as she watched him. She knew the young woman was very attracted to her son, physically and sexually attracted to him, and sensed that she had a bit of a voyeur streak in her as she felt her enjoyment of just watching him.
"What'cha doing?" she smiled, watching him. He removed his hand from his cock and it was hard and throbbing.
"I'm taking a shower," he said, turning into the spray to rinse off.
"What specifically were you doing just then?" she asked, giggling.
"Uh... I was... jerking off," he admitted, laughing a little as if embarrassed that he was caught.
Emily/Angela slid the shower door open and stepped into the hot bath. Jacob's body blocked the spray. "You don't have to do that anymore, you know," she giggled. "That's my job from now on."
She grabbed the bottle of soap and squeezed some into her hand, then slid her hand over Jacob's back and shoulders, soaping up his body. She slid down to his ass, cupping and squeezing it as she washed there, too.
"Turn," she commanded with a giggle.
Jacob turned around in the spray to face her as she put more soap into her hand. She wiped her hands over his shoulders and chest, making sure he was clean. She then moved down to his abdomen and sides, giggling as she watched his cock bobbing between them.
"It's my job to do everything for you... get you all nice and clean." She slid her hand over his erection and down around his balls, cleaning him and then using the soap as a lubricant to stroke him. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft and she slid it up and down, feeling every twitch it made.
Her hand moved a little faster, obviously with the intention of a handjob rather than washing him.
"Ohhh... I see what you're up to now," he laughed softly.
"Yeah?" she asked and opened the shower door to grab a hand towel that was there. She folded it and put it on the ground between them, then knelt down, putting her knees on it.
"Well, I'm up to more than just that," she giggled.
Jacob's cock was at eye level now and she used both hands to stroke his shaft, twisting slightly each time. Then one hand stroked him while the other grabbed his balls, playing with them in the pretense of washing them.
God his balls were big and swollen, too, Angela realized. Everything about her son was just... perfect.
"You like that?" Emily/Angela asked.
"Yeah... that's nice," he groaned.
"Ok... time to rinse off," she giggled when he moaned at her releasing him suddenly. He turned slightly to the side and let the water cascade down his body to rinse the soap off his cock and balls. Angela felt her mouth water watching the soapy water drip off his shaft.
When he turned back, she took a hold of it and stroked it. "Mmm... this looks too good to pass up." She kissed the head of his cock several times. "It's so nice. I just want to kiss it all over."
Then she kissed and licked up and down the length of his shaft.
"Mmm... tasty." Watching him, she slid the head along her lips, then slid it just inside, to suckle.
"Oh yeah," he moaned, watching every move she made.
She slid him deep into her mouth then bobbed her head up and down, fucking her own mouth. Her hand stroked below her mouth and she continued for a moment before sliding him deep into her throat.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
Angela could feel his pubes tickling her nose as she held him there, until she was forced to take a breath. She coughed as she pulled her mouth free, then licked her saliva up the sides of his shaft.
"Oh, fuck," Jacob moaned, and grabbed her head with both hands. She let go of him and let him slowly, then more quickly, fuck her mouth.
"Mmm... mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned, giving him extra pleasure from the vibrations.
"Oh... fuck... Unh! Unh! Unh!" he grunted as he came in her mouth, filling it until his cum dripped from the corners of her mouth.
"Mmm," she moaned as she pulled his cock free and slid the head all over her lips and face. "That is so good... that is so fucking good. Let's get you all cleaned off again."
Emily/Angela licked and sucked his shaft again, cleaning it. Then she giggled. "Ok... all done. Now you can finish your shower."
She stood and reached back to grab the headset.
"Did you just record that?" Jacob laughed, looking at her.
"Yes," she giggled, just before turning it off.
Everything was black for a moment but instead of the bedroom coming back into focus and the recording ending, another track seemed to start. Angela was left in an already heightened state of excitement when the feeling started once more. There was no sense of time, no sense of how time passed between one recording to the next. There was just the feelings of need and desire that Emily was giving her.
This time, Emily/Angela was laying in bed. She could feel the lightweight, smooth sheet on her near-naked body and could hear Jacob lightly snoring next to her. Emily/Angela, her heart beating excitedly, rose to her knees, pulling the sheet away from her body, and crawled down between Jacob's legs.
"Baby... are you awake?" she whispered, giggling, sliding the sheet a little to the side and grabbing his bare, hard cock. Jacob didn't answer and didn't stir as she slowly stroked it, somehow making it grow even harder.
"I really like your cock," she whispered, licking her hand to apply a little lubricant. "I can still taste you in my mouth from earlier. I can definitely help you with this, you know."
She pulled the sheet aside more, pulling it completely off him, exposing his naked flesh. The light was dim, but she could see what she needed to see as she settled down between his thighs.
"You know, I love it that you don't wear underwear to bed. It's better for your cock," she giggled. "And better for me, too. I love feeling your bare morning wood."
Jacob still snored, breathing heavily. She slowly stroked him, watching her hand move slowly, watching his cock pulse in front of her in the dimly lit room.
"Feeling your nice... hard... cock," she said softly. "Can I put you in my mouth again? Can I do it, baby?"
She giggled softly as she licked and sucked on the head. "Mmm," she moaned softly, enjoying the taste. "Oh, wow." She slid his shaft deeper into her mouth. "Mmmm. Feels good, doesn't it?"
She licked up the length of his shaft several times, getting it wet to help her hand stroke even easier.
"Mmmm. It feels so good in my mouth," she whispered. "I just want to keep it in there." She sucked lightly on the head, holding it in place, letting her tongue press underneath.
"Oh, baby, I dream about sucking on you like this," she whispered and then slid him deeper into her mouth, bobbing her head up and down, slowly. Angela could hear Jacob still sleeping, but his breathing had changed. He was getting excited.
Emily/Angela slid his cock all the way to the back of her throat and just held him there, enjoying the feeling of sacrificing even her breath to him, just to have his cock.
Jacob stirred and put his hand on her head to tell her he was enjoying what she was doing. "Ah fuck!"
She coughed a little when she pulled him free. "You like that?"
"Oh, fuck yeah," he panted, making Emily/Angela smile broadly.
"I do, too," she giggled. "I think I want to do this a lot. Having your dick in my mouth makes me so happy." She slid him inside her mouth again and moaned. "Mmm... You like it?"


"It's the best way to wake up," Jacob panted.
She pinched her own nipples a moment, letting the pain and pleasure wash over her while she continued sucking on him. "Oh that feels good."
She slowly inched her panties down and off her legs as she continued sucking and stroking him with her other hand.
Jacob yawned.
"Hard to stay awake?" she giggled. "You know, when you cum in my mouth, then you can go back to sleep." She sucked with just the head in her mouth as her hand stroked faster up and down his shaft, encouraging him to cum. The she suddenly slid him to the back of her throat again.
"Ohhh... uh!" Jacob moaned as the pleasure roared through his body. He grabbed the fitted sheet in his fists, his body tensing up.
Emily/Angela giggled as she pulled him from her mouth again. "Didn't think I'd go that deep, did you?" She swirled her tongue just around the head, stroking his cock fast again, pressing her tongue just on sensitive spot just under the head.
"I want to feel it... I want to feel you cum in my mouth again," she said between licks, looking up at him with such desire. "I want to feel you filling my mouth up." Suddenly she went back to sucking on the head, her hand stroking rapidly.
She was driving him to orgasm now, not caring to tease him, as every breath he took was a moan. She could feel his entire body tighten and slowly writhe below her, so close to cumming. Then it suddenly overwhelmed him.
"Unh! Unh! Oh fuck!" he panted and moaned as he came in her mouth again and again. Emily/Angela held his cock, slowly stroking him, pumping every drop of his seed into her mouth.
"Mmm... mmhmm... mmhmm," she panted as he gushed into her mouth. God, Angela was beginning to relish the taste of his cum. She felt Emily was the same way. She enjoyed tasting him, looked forward to it.
When he finally finished draining his balls, she licked and sucked as much of his cum from his shaft as she could, then sat back and wiped her finger around her lips.
"Mmm... that went down easy," she smiled. She slowly slid his cock in and out of her mouth, cleaning him off even more. "Oh, I taste you. I love that taste."
"Wow... that was... phenominal," he panted. "I promise, you can do that to me whenever you want."
"I want to suck on you for the rest of my life," Emily/Angela giggled. "It tastes so good. I just want it in my mouth forever."
"That you can," he sighed. "Can I go to sleep now?"
She giggled. "If you must."
Emily reached for the back of her head and, suddenly, everything went dark again for a moment. Angela was surprised again when her bedroom didn't come back into focus. Her body was so excited now. She felt an almost desperate need to suck a cock... her son's cock. She could taste his shaft and his cum in her mouth and it was... intoxicating.
She slipped her hand between her legs and started masturbating, waiting to see what was next.
Then her mind became a little hazy, as if she was in a light sleep. Nothing felt... normal... but she could feel the bed beneath her and the sheet over her, almost as if everything was almost immaterial.
She knew she was laying on her side, her legs spread slightly. She couldn't move and couldn't open her eyes to see what was going on around her. She felt a light touch on her ass, over the sheet. It was so light... it didn't wake her. Whatever dream Emily was having must have been a good one.
She felt the sheet being pulled down, slowly and softly, as if whoever was doing it was trying not to wake her. It was a strange feeling, being wide awake but... not. A hand slowly stroked her leg from her foot up, softly touching her, tracing a line higher and higher up her leg, until it touched her inner thigh.
She could feel her excitement build, but still didn't fully awaken. The hand grabbed and squeezed her bare ass... at least it was almost bare. She thought she could feel panties.
The person slid their hand up her arm, from the bend of the elbow up, and then moved to grab and squeeze her breast through her shirt. She wakened a little more and turned to her back, breathing harder, getting more and more excited as their fingers rolled and teased her nipple before moving to her other breast to tease it similarly.
She felt a firm hand, which she assumed was Jacob's, grab her leg and pull it to spread her legs apart. Then she felt weight on the bed and, suddenly, warm breath on her pussy. Hands grabbed her panties and pulled, tugging them off her hips and legs.
She was more awake now, and Emily/Angela smiled, knowing what was next. It was a wonderful first-thing-in-the-morning surprise.
A soft tongue licked her wetness firmly, sliding between her lips causing her to moan. "Oh!" she gasped, feeling his tongue slide deep inside before flicking up under her growing clit. "What are you doing to me, Jacob?"
"Paying you back," he giggled.
"Oh fuck. God that feels so good."
"And I thought I'd help you record it so you can feel it again and again," he said softly.
"I didn't even feel you put it on me. You're so bad!"
"Mmm," she heard Jacob moan as he enjoyed her pussy, licking slowly and firmly. "Oh, what a beautiful pussy. Mmhmm... mmhmm."
"That feels so good baby," Emily/Angela moaned loudly. "Yeah... yeah... right there... right there. Yes... yes!"
One of his hands slipped under her leg and reached up to play with her nipple, while the other held her labia open to help him lick. His tongue swirled around her hole a moment, then pushed slightly inside, tongue-fucking her.
"Oh! You're so good at that," she moaned. "Mmhmm!"
Angela's body was so worked up, so excited. She and her now-deceased husband hadn't done any oral since they were in college 28 years ago. And now... she was giving and receiving so much oral. She could feel now much Emily enjoyed it, longed for it even. And it was starting to rub off on her, too.
Jacob grabbed under her legs and pushed them up, pushing her knees back into her chest. She grabbed them to hold them in place, giving him even more room to pleasure her. Her pussy seemed so open and available to him, now, and he used every opportunity to tongue-fuck her.
Then his mouth suddenly moved lower, licking below her pussy and down around her asshole, the place Angela had never, ever been licked before. It was shocking to her but felt so incredible. She could feel how much Emily loved it... how much this didn't surprise her.
"Oh my God!" she panted. "You're so nasty! I love it!"
"Too much first thing in the morning?" Jacob asked. "Do you like that?"
"I do! I love it!" she panted. "It's never too much."
Jacob circled her sphincter a moment then pushed his tongue inside, making her body writhe below him. Angela couldn't believe this was happening. It was so... so dirty... so nasty! But it felt so good! His tongue wagged and pressed into a place she'd never ever expected or felt before.
Emily/Angela grabbed her knees even tighter, pulling them even harder into her chest and pushing them further apart.
Slowly, his tongue moved up to her pussy again and he again concentrated on her clit, flicking his tongue across it.
"Ohhh, yeah... fuuuuck!" she moaned again, almost yelling. She reached down and grabbed his head with both hands, entwining her fingers in his hair as she pulled his mouth harder against her wetness.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," he moaned as he licked and started occasionally sucking on her clit. It was sending shivers of pleasure all through her body.
"Yes. Oh! Shit!" she groaned. "This feels so good." She was practically moaning with every exhale as every nerve ending in her body was on fire. She was so excited and rotated her hips up, grinding up into his mouth.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," Jacob moaned again, thoroughly enjoying licking her.
"Yes! Oh fuck!" she yelled. "You're gonna make me cum. Just like that... just like that. Oh! Oh! YesYesYes!"
Suddenly she dropped her legs and arched her hips up into his mouth as her body exploded with pleasure. She was shaking and panting, her body overwhelmed as she came all over his licking tongue and sucking lips.
Seconds later, she was laying on the bed, panting, with Jacob licking softly around her pussy.
"Wow... that felt so fucking good."
In a moment, Jacob moved to lay beside her, his face next to hers as he smiled, staring into her eyes.
"I love you," he said softly.
"I love you, too."
"Why don't we take this off and rest a bit more."
Suddenly, the room went pitch black and then her bedroom started coming back into view. The bedside lamp was on and she was still reclining against the pillows, although she'd moved down a little.
"Fuck!" she hissed, feeling her body on fire. She was breathing heavy as if she'd just had that orgasm, too. Then she felt it... that cool, wet, sticky feeling between her legs and realized that she did have an orgasm. And it was a big one. Her panties were drenched.
She reached down between her legs and took them off, throwing them to the ground and then realized that her clit was still pulsing, still needy. She touched herself and the pleasure was intense and immediate. She was not going to be easily sated tonight.
And with the image of Jacob's face right in front of her, of his whispered declarations of love, she came again and again, sealing him as the man she wanted... the man she needed... for herself.
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Therapist: Help My Son, Part 6
Victoria and Vince, fresh from their first lovemaking, left Dr. Clemmon's office, hand in hand, smiling. Their bodies were alive in each other and they couldn't imagine ever being apart again.
"Let's celebrate," Victoria suggested. "Let me make a wonderful dinner, get some wine, some candles... and just have a romantic dinner together. What do you say?"
"Sure," Vince smiled. "That sounds great!"
Victoria smiled and squeezed his hand before she got into the driver's seat. They buckled their seatbelts and Victoria pulled out of the lot and into the street, heading towards the grocery store.
They laughed like school kids, holding hands, flirting and kissing, as only new lovers could do as they walked through the store. They made some people uncomfortable because of their age difference, but they didn't care. They were in love.
Victoria picked up chicken breasts, baked potatoes, and asparagus before heading to the wine section. Not knowing much about wine, she grabbed a bottle of Moscato, assuming it would go well with dinner. Neither of them would know the difference anyway.
They paid for their groceries and drove home. Victoria took about an hour to make the best dinner she could, setting up the table with their best dishes and candles. She filled their plates and set them on the table before lighting the candles and turning down the lights.
When she called, Vince came to the table and the two ate, enjoying each other's company.
After dinner, Vince went into the living room to watch a movie, while Victoria relaxed, then changed to go through her yoga routine. She had a lot on her mind and needed some time to reset herself. Both of their lives had been changed forever by their therapy.
*****
"Come right into table-top pose," the soft, sultry voice from the video said, "resting with hands under shoulders, knees under hips. Inhale, drop your belly and look up for cow pose."
After their session, Victoria needed a little relief. While she had several orgasms during their time with Dr. Clemmons, something had been awakened in her. It was a hunger... a pent-up hunger that had been building for the past fifteen years.
She had slid on a skin-tight yoga top and shorts, pulled out her yoga mat and tablet, then, in the living room, started going through her routine.
Vince sat on the couch, watching a movie on his tablet, at least he pretended to be. He actually watched his mom going through each pose, contorting and stretching her almost-naked body. And every move excited him more than the last. Her breasts wobbled and swayed underneath the thin top with every move she made, teasing him. Her breasts were contained, but definitely not controlled.
Wearing only his boxers and a t-shirt, it was hard to hide his erection. Her current position was similar to the one he'd fucked her in just a few hours ago. He enjoyed that position, enjoyed pounding his hard cock into her pussy from behind, making her body shudder and shake with his hands firmly holding her hips.
"Exhale, take your gaze down and round your back up for cat," the video instructor said, and Victoria followed, arching her back up, her breasts swaying below her. "We'll continue syncing breath with movement."
Victoria easily and slowly moved back and forth between the cat pose and the cow pose, arching and tensing her back up and down.
"Find a neutral spin. Go ahead, straighten the left leg keeping the left toe down," the instructor continued as Victoria moved. "Spin the right heel out to the right side of the mat so that it is in line with your right knee. Extend your left arm over the head, inhale as you reach up and over, stretching the entire left side of your body with your left foot down."
Victoria had closed her eyes as she finished moving into position, trying to feel every muscle stretching as she reached over her head. She wasn't even thinking about her breasts but Vince couldn't take his eyes off them.
Victoria surprised him by suddenly opening her eyes, locking with his. "You're really staring at me," she giggled, licking her lips. "Are you thinking about... something in particular?"
Vince nodded and moved a little to adjust the position of his erection. "Yeah... I am."
"I have to admit," Victoria said softly, coming back into a kneeling position. "I'm thinking about... something... too. Just looking at you. You're so... big. I can't believe how hard you are. Is that just from watching me? Do I really turn you on that much?"
Vince nodded, blushing a little.
"Can you... move... a little, so I can look at it better?"
Vince moved a little, putting his legs down so that his cock obviously tented his boxers.
"Can you... you know... take your underwear off?"
Vince nodded and grabbed the waistband of his underwear. He lifted his hips as he pushed them down and slid them off his legs, setting them aside.
"Yeah, just let me look at it. Oh, I love how big you are and how hard you get." Victoria licked her lips, her body undulating a little as if she couldn't be still with all the excitement building inside her. As if her pussy were almost on fire. She bit the tip of her finger, as if almost frightened to ask. "Can you... stroke it... for me? I like watching you do that. I remember how good you feel in my hands."
"Ok," Vince whispered, nodding, and wrapped his fingers around his shaft. Slowly he slid his hand up and down the rapidly hardening member.
"Mmm... watching you stroke that big cock," Victoria moaned, her hands sliding over and around her body, grabbing and squeezing her tits through her skin-tight shirt, obviously teasing herself. Her nipples were hard diamond points beneath it, threatening to tear holes through the thin material. "It makes me so horny seeing how much I turn you on. Were you looking at my tits? Is that what you wanted to see?"
Vince nodded. "Yes."
Victoria smiled slightly, enjoying the fact that he got excited over her body. She pulled her top up, letting her breasts flop below it, and pulled it off. "Go ahead... you can look. You can look any time you want. I love the way you look at me. I love how turned on you get. I love how big and hard your cock gets just by you looking at me."
"You make me so very horny for you," Vince said, stroking himself even faster. It wasn't natural for him yet, not having done it until very recently, but it still felt good.
Victoria grabbed and squeezed her breasts again, pinching and pulling her nipples as she rocked back and forth on her knees.
She licked her lips, excitedly. "I can't believe you're getting even bigger... and harder," she moaned, sliding her hand down into her tight shorts and touching her bare, wet pussy. Her fingers, outlined by the thin, stretchy material, were obviously rubbing her clit and pushing inside her.
"Yeah... oh... I'm so wet for you," she hissed. "Just watching you stroke that cock gets me so wet." She sat back on the floor, bracing her upper body with one hand to keep herself upright, while her right hand continued to play with her pussy.
She suddenly lay back fully and grabbed her shorts with both hands, peeling them off her hips and pushing them down her legs. She moved back into position, her legs spreading wide, her fingers plunging into her wetness again and again.
"Just thinking about what your cock did to me this afternoon," she said, slowly shaking her head in disbelief of how good it felt. "It felt so right. Your cock looks so good. Makes me want to help take care of it."
She rose to her knees again, putting one hand down in front and leaning on it. Her breasts swayed loose below her and her free hand still played with her pussy.
"Oh... oh yeah... you look so... hard," she said, slowly crawling over towards him. When she got in front of him she reached up with her pussy-wet hand and started stroking him, below his own hand, so that they stroked in unison. "That's what I've been looking at," she said softly, licking her lips as if her mouth was dry. "I just want to help you out baby... help with that nice... hard... cock."
She crawled even closer to the couch and rose, so that she could lean over him and kiss him. Her breasts dropped onto his chest and scraped up his body before being crushed between them. Her lips locked with his and they kissed deeply and passionately.
Their heads turned one way, then the other, their mouths opening and tongues extending to fully taste the others mouth.
She stroked him again when she sat back on her knees and looked down. "It's so beautiful."
Vince reached down with both hands and fondled her breasts, pinching and rolling her nipples just like he knew she enjoyed.
"Oh yeah," she moaned. "You know how much that turns me on."
He sat up and kissed her neck for a moment, licking and sucking her tender flesh. Then he made a trail of kisses moving lower, onto her upper chest, then onto her breast before setting kisses right on her hard nipple.
"Yeah... oh that's good," she moaned as he started sucking on her nipple, tugging and nibbling on it. "Yeah, I like that."
Vince grabbed and squeezed her breasts, making her nipples press out toward him. "Oh, that's so good. Your tits taste so good. Does that feel good?"
"Oh my God, yes!" she groaned, nodding.
He let go as she pressed back on his chest, encouraging him to lay back. Her hand then stroked him more before her mouth encased him and she started sucking on him, her head bobbing up and down slowly. Her hand continued to stroke just below her lips, twisting and tugging.
"Mmmm," she moaned, thoroughly enjoying him. "Mm, mm, mm, mm." She freed him from her mouth and just stroked him with her hand. "Mmm... yeah... does that feel good?"
"Yeah," Vince moaned through clenched teeth. He was close to cumming already. "That's really good."
"I need to fuck you again," she panted excitedly. She stood and moved to sit in his lap. "Maybe if I just... just sat on it."
Victoria grabbed his wet shaft and started sliding the head against her wetness while she watched Vince squirm. Then she started grinding against it, teasing him.
"Can I?" she panted.
"Yes, please," Vince moaned, sounding desperate, watching his cock throb against her pussy, feeling her heat and wetness.
She lifted her hips slightly, pushed the head of his cock harder against her and slid him inside. She slowly pushed her hips down, pushing him deeper and deeper.
"Oh, yeah... feels so fucking good," he moaned, pushing his hips up to help push himself even deeper.
"Yeah baby... let me ride it," Victoria said, sliding her hips forward and back, fucking him. "Let me ride that nice... big... hard... cock. Yeah. Like that. Let me ride you nice and hard. Oh yeah, baby. That feels so good. So fucking good."
"Oh... like that... like that," he panted watching her move her hips even faster, watching her breasts bouncing above him.
Victoria was panting hard. She was more excited than she'd ever been before and she rose quickly to the edge of orgasm. "Make me cum on that big cock. Make me cum on it! Oh yes!"
Her hips moved faster and when Vince grabbed her breasts, her hands immediately covered his, making him squeeze them even harder, making him pinch her nipples even harder.
"Makemecumonit. Makemecumonit! Ohhhhh!" Victoria's hips moved more erratically, her body overloaded with pleasure as she came, but she didn't stop fucking him. Her hips moved slower as she loudly panted, looking down at Vince, feeling more love than she'd ever felt before. She leaned down and kissed him, slowly rocking her hips, slowly forcing his dick in and out.
"Yes... yes," she giggled, overcome by pleasure.
"Fuck, just like that," Vince moaned. "Mmhmm... that's so fucking good."
"Oh my gosh, Vince, you make me cum so hard," she admitted kissing him again.
"I need to fuck you," he growled, putting his hands on her hips. He pulled and pushed, dislodging her from his lap and moving her to her feet. He quickly stood and grabbed her shoulders, spinning her around and pushing her to her knees.
She giggled as he moved her into position. "What? You want me on my knees?"
"Yes," he growled, pushing her forward so that her head and hands rested on the carpet.
"I think you like this position."
"I do," he growled again, moving behind her and grabbing her hips. "I like the control it gives me." He grabbed his shaft and guided it into her as he pushed his hips forward. "And I like... fucking you. Oh my God," he moaned, grabbing her hips.
"Oh, that's good. That's good," Victoria moaned.
Vince started hard and fast, moving with a ferocity that was appealing to her.
"Yes, yes... right there," she moaned, panting into the carpet beneath her. She could feel her breasts wobble, scrape against the carpet fibers. "That's it. That's really good there. Ohhh! That's it. That's it."
"Oh shit!" he grunted, his hips slapping against her ass, his cock slamming deep inside her. They panted together as he looked up at the ceiling. He could feel the pressure building inside him.
"Oh... right there... right there," his mom groaned. "Right there, yeah. Oh my God. Oh my God."
"Fuck!" Vince panted, he could feel his orgasm bursting inside him. He could feel the pressure, like a freight train racing out of him. "Ahh... oh... Unh! Unh! Unh!" Spray after spray of his seed gushed inside of her, filling her pussy.
"That's so good," Victoria panted, feeling his cum filling her pussy. "That was so good." When Vince pulled free, he sat back on the floor, panting. Victoria dropped a hand between her thighs and felt his warm, sticky white fluid. She gathered some on her fingertips and brought it up to her face. She rolled her fingertips in it, playfully. "Oh... oh yeah... look at all that cum. I really drained you this time, didn't I?" She slid each digit into her mouth, licking and sucking it clean.
She giggled as she rolled over, her body draped over Vince's, her breasts pressed into his chest, and kissed him passionately.
"I hope I can love you like this for a long, long time," Vince said softly.
*****
Saturday night, Andrea couldn't wait any longer. She'd spent the day running errands and trying to figure out how she was going to finally seduce her son. Watching Victoria and Vince make love was so... inspiring... so exciting. She hoped Andrew wouldn't reject her. She hoped they could have that kind of relationship, too.
The day passed and the night moved on. They watched a movie together, sitting in the living room, both naked. He'd picked a good movie... with a lot of action and some on-screen romance and even sex between the two main characters.
Andrea could feel how wet her pussy was, how needy it was, when she caught glimpses of his hardon. He tried to hide it, still, but it was a bit difficult.
They went to bed, as usual, with Vince sliding in first this time. Andrea sauntered into the room, his eyes glued on her as she slid into the bed beside him. She pulled the sheet up partway, leaving her breasts exposed. When she turned off the light and settled in, she could sense that Andrew was a bit excited still.
She tossed and turned a little as if having a hard time finding a comfortable spot, then kicked the covers completely off her. "Damn. I really have a hard time falling asleep in this heat."
"What's wrong?" Andrew asked, sounding a little concerned.
"I just feel... restless," she said. "You know?" She slid a hand down between her legs and spread them apart. Her fingers flattened and she rubbed them over her wetness.
"What are you doing?" he asked, still uncomfortable being with her when she masturbated.
"Don't tell me you don't masturbate before you go to sleep," she said, looking at him in the dim light.
"What?"
"You know, rub one out to wear yourself out a little," she said matter-of-factly.
"Oh my God," he said, exasperated.
"It's like a natural sleeping pill," she explained.
"I can't believe we're talking about this," he said, turning his eyes away.
She sighed in frustration. "Stop it. You're an adult now."
"Well, it just feels weird to talk about this with... my mom."
"Well, we're both adults and I need to do this because I can't sleep," she said. She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them.
"Are you serious?"
"I'm just letting you know I'm gonna masturbate."
"Right here?"
"Yes," she said, sliding one hand between her spread thighs again. "If it bothers you just go to sleep but I'm going to rub one out."
"I just..."
"You're acting like a little kid," she interrupted him. "Close your eyes and turn away if you have to... but I have to do this. I mean... I'm just getting comfortable."
Andrea started stroking her pussy, sliding her fingers up and down her labia, gently teasing herself. She could feel the pleasure rapidly building. She reached her left hand over and touched his leg over the sheet, feeling him jump at the contact. She softly stroked his thigh.
"I know you masturbate before you go to sleep," she said. "Believe me, I hear you in the bathroom every single night. If you need to do it... just do it. It's natural."
She slid her hand under the sheet and touched Andrew's bare thigh again. It was so warm and she could feel the muscle beneath. She could feel him nervously shaking.
"What are you doing?"
"You know... it just feels so good, I thought it would feel better touching you, too." Andrea started rocking her hips a little as her fingers pushed between her labia, teasing her wet, inner pinkness, circling her vagina to tease herself a little more. "Come on. Don't be such a baby."
Suddenly, Andrea moved her hand over slightly and her hand brushed against his erection. They looked at each other, Andrea smiling with anticipation, Andrew looking nervous but excited.
Her hand moved slightly, allowing her fingers to slightly wrap around his shaft and she could feel it growing rapidly.
"I can feel that, you know," she smiled, "how hard you are." She grabbed the sheet and tugged it off him, exposing his large, engorged cock in the dim light. "Let me just have a look."
Andrew sat up and kicked his legs off the side of the bed, trying to rise and get away.
"Wait!" she said and he stopped. "I'm just... helping."
"I... I should just go," he said, grabbing his cock as if it was going to let loose any second.
"Oh, no," she said, grabbing his arm, her hands sliding down to his wrist as he tried pulling away. But her grip was too strong for him to shake. "Absolutely not. You just lay right down and let me help you." She tugged on his arm and he fell back into the bed.
"Mom... what are you...?"
When he tried to sit up again, tried to get out of the bed, she leaned over him, her naked body trapping him, holding him down.
"Stop!" she commanded. "Lay down! I'm just going to help you go to sleep."
She dribbled spit into her hand, wrapped her fingers around his shaft, and started stroking him.
"Don't be so shy to say you need a little help," she said. She looked down at his hard cock, jutting high into the air. "I do have to say, though... you are really blessed. Do you mind if I help you out a little bit? I wouldn't mind."
Andrew seemed frozen in shock as his naked mother gave him a handjob, then moved lower on the bed. Suddenly her mouth engulfed him. The sudden feeling of heat, wetness, and pressure as she sucked him in and out of her mouth was beguiling. He was panting excitedly, grabbing the sheet and tugging on it just for something to do with his hands.
"Relax," she said softly. "Just let it happen." She gave his shaft a long lick, from the base to the tip, as if it was a dripping ice-cream cone. Then slid it into her mouth again and bobbed her head on it.
"That's better. Don't you feel better already?"
Andrew nodded, barely able to speak. "Yes."


"Mmm," Andrea moaned softly, her head sliding up and down, forcing his dick in and out of her mouth, her hand stroking just beneath her mouth. "Feels good?"
"Uh huh," Andrew grunted tersely, as if not wanting to admit it, making Andrea giggle.
Suddenly she slid him deep into the back of her throat, gagging on it. When she pulled it free, his shaft was covered with spit and she used that as lubrication.
"That's it," she moaned. "Mmhmm."
"Oh! Oh my God!" Andrew grunted. He couldn't help but watch his mom and when their eyes met he almost came.
"You like watching mommy's tits bounce around like this?" she asked, grabbing and squeezing one. Andrew groaned, his head slowly nodding. "You do like that. You like watching mommy touch her tits," she giggled.
"Uh!" Andrew grunted as Andrea's licking tongue pressed underneath the head of his cock. "Ohhh."
"That hit a spot, huh?" she giggled. "You like the way that feels?"
"Yes!" he grunted, closing his eyes for a moment to let the intense pleasure roll over him.
"I think that... maybe... instead of just another blowjob," she said, moving to her knees as she continued stroking him, "we could help each other out. You see, I haven't had any dick... in a really long time.
Why don't we try sticking this nice, hard cock in mommy's pussy."
She kicked her leg over him and slowly moved up his body, positioning her hips above his. Her hand moved his cock and slid it against first her inner thigh, then her wet lips.
"What? Really?" he asked, shocked. Things were moving much faster than he ever expected. Having his mom give him a handjob for the second time was one thing... but to fuck her?
"Wouldn't that make you feel so much better?" she asked, grinding her wet pussy against his shaft.
"Uh huh," he said dumbly, almost unable to speak.
"Since you're so nice and hard for me. Are you ready?" she asked, pressing the head of his cock against her hole. "Ready to stick it in my nice, wet pussy?"
"Uh huh," he gasped, not believing this was really happening.
She slid the head through her wet lips again before pushing it into her hole, pushing her hips down to slide him inside.
"Ohhhhh!" she moaned. "That's so big! I need to go slow, baby. Oh! It's been so long!" When she slid him halfway inside, she started moving her hips, moving him in and out. "Isn't that better than jerking off?"
He nodded his head rapidly in agreement. "Yeah!"
She smiled at his eager shyness. "I know it is. I know it's a lot better. Feels good, doesn't it? Nice and tight."
Andrew couldn't help but watch her move, watch her body undulate on him, watch his cock slide in and out of her wetness. He couldn't believe that his mom was taking his virginity!
"Here," she said, grabbing his hands, putting them on her breasts. "It's ok if you want to touch me. You can. It's not wrong." She squeezed over Andrew's hands, forcing him to squeeze her breasts, then let go to let him continue the action.
"Oh!" she panted, moving her hips a little faster. "This feels good, right? Oh fuck yes! This feels so good! Pinch my nipples a little. Yeah... just like that. Yes, yes, yes! I want you to make your mommy cum!"
Andrea felt her body shake as the pleasure grew so much in her she lost control of her body. Her muscles tightened and she closed her eyes as her first orgasm on her son's cock washed over her.
She slowed her grinding hips as she came, feeling her pussy gush all over him.
"Oh fuck!" she yelled. "Oh my God! Oh yes!"
When she recovered, her body was warm and tingling. She opened her eyes and looked down at him, smiling. He looked so shocked and scared. She bent over and kissed him, continuing to move her hips in a shallow grinding.
"That was perfect, Andrew," she whispered between kisses. "But I want more. Is that ok? Can mommy have more of your delicious cock? Can mommy have more orgasms?"
Andrew nodded dumbly. "Yeah... what... whatever you want."
She smiled and sat up again, moving her hips faster once more. She grabbed her own breasts and squeezed them, pinching and pulling her own nipples.
"Oh fuck! Yes! Do that, Andrew. Just like that."
He grabbed her breasts again and tried to mimic her motions. She smiled down at him, telling him he was doing it just right.
"Do you like watching mommy's pussy go up and down your hard cock?" she asked, looking down at their juncture." His cock was pushing her lips apart, almost as if ripping her open with every thrust.
"Oh, yeah," he moaned.
"Nice and wet in there, isn't it?" she moaned, closing her eyes as her pleasure built even more rapidly this time. She started rocking her hips faster and started panting more excitedly. "YesYesYes! Oh my God! Do that to me! Give it to me! Oh God! Oh fuck, yes!"
Her second orgasm came far more rapidly, ripping through her body and making her shake.
"Oh... fuuuuuck..." she panted softly. "Nice... and slow..." she whispered as she slowed her grinding once again, feeling her wonderful orgasm washing over her, reverberating, almost never-ending.
She rose from him and lay back on the bed, giggling in her excitement. Her body was on fire, every nerve on edge. Every sense was magnified.
"I need you to fuck me now," she said, reaching out towards him. "I need you on top of me. Get on top of me and fuck me."
Andrew rose to his knees and moved between her legs, putting his hands on her knees.
"I need it... please..." she begged, reaching between them and taking hold of his pussy-wet cock. She stroked it several times. As his hips moved closer, she guided it towards and into her pussy.
"Please, please, please," she begged again as he pushed forward, thrusting his cock deep inside her. "Oh! Yes! Yeah. It's been so long and you feel so good."
Andrew put his hands on her abdomen for balance, then moved them to grab and press on her breasts.
"Yes... hold me down," she panted. "I like it like that. Oh my God! Yes! You're so good to me. You're so fucking good to me."
Andrew thrust faster, feeling his pleasure growing just as fast as hers. He couldn't believe he hadn't cum yet. Every time he'd been close, she came and stopped him. Now... he was in full control. She wasn't going to stop him at all.
"Oh fuck!" he groaned.
"I like the way you touch me," Andrea panted. "And I like the way you look at me when you fuck me. I love how you feel inside me. I love every inch of that cock."
"I'm gonna cum all over you," Andrew grunted excitedly.
"Yes!" she practically yelled. "Use me... use me to jerk off any time you want. Use my pussy. I love it. I love it. Please keep fucking me please! I need you! I need you!"
Andrew's plunging cock was just what she needed. It was incredible how many times she'd cum already and he wasn't done yet. She writhed on the bed below him, feeling the pleasure radiate through her body.
"Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes! Oh my God!" She couldn't believe it... she was going to cum again! "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" she yelled as she came, covering his cock with her juices, her chest flushing a deep pink.
Andrew slowed his hips, letting her recover at least a little bit, but was still fucking her. He couldn't stop. Not yet. Not until he came.
"You're such a good boy," she panted. She reached up and stroked his bare chest. "I want to feel your cum. I want you to cum inside me. I need it. I need to feel it. I need to feel it."
"Yes," he moaned and started fucking her fast again.
She started panting again, feeling his desire, his need, build within him. She knew this was it. She knew he was going to cum this time. He was desperate to.
"Oh my God!" she panted, hooking her heels behind him, pushing him into her, encouraging him. "Yes! Fuck yes, baby! I need it. Oh I can feel it. You're about ready to explode, aren't you?"
"Uh... uh... fuck!" Andrew panted, his hips slapping against her as he fucked her harder and faster. This wasn't about her any more... this was about him. This was about making him orgasm.
"Cum inside mommy's pussy," she begged, panting, her body shaking. "I want to feel you explode in my pussy. Cum in mommy! Yes! Yes!"
His hips moved more frantically now and his breathing was ragged. She knew he was so close. Then he tensed his hips and held his breath as his cum erupted from him, filling her pussy.
"Unh! Unh! Unh!" he grunted as spray after spray filled her insides.
"Yes!" Andrea moaned. "Yes!" She felt his cum and it excited her. It felt so warm and comforting. "Oh yes!" she whispered, stroking his chest again. "Don't you feel better now?"
"Yeah... I'm, um... tired," he said, pulling his cock free and falling to the bed beside her.
"Good. I knew you would," she said, rolling over and guiding his cock into her mouth, sucking and licking him to clean it. "I feel better, too." In just a minute, she was done and lay back. She slid her fingers between her legs and felt his warm, sticky cum.
"Let's go to sleep now," she whispered.
******
The whole week, Vince enjoyed his new freedom with his mother. His infatuation and need grew stronger by the day, so that by Thursday, they were making love four times a day... and Victoria's body was starting to feel the effects. Her pussy was getting sore from the constant stimulation and use.
Victoria tried to dissuade him, tried to do other things to keep him happy. She gave him extra blowjobs and handjobs, but nothing seemed to work. Vince was only satiated when he fucked her and he aggressively worked for that goal.
They went to bed on Thursday night, lying next to each other as they always did. Victoria was tired from their long week and was lying on her side, facing away from him, near sleep, when she suddenly felt the bed shift as he moved closer. Then she felt his hand caress her hip.
"Please, baby, I need to get some rest," she said, knowing exactly what he was wanting... again.
"You can sleep... after," Vince said, sliding his hand up under her arm to grab her breast. He squeezed it as she grabbed his wrist, trying to force him to stop without being too forceful.
"Come on... we just had sex a couple hours ago. Can't we just do it tomorrow?" she begged. "I'm sore, baby. I can't do it right now. I really need to get some sleep."
"I'll add more lube," he said, pushing her to her back. He slid between her legs, grabbing under them, lifting them up to his chest.
"No, no, no, honey. Please, not now," she begged. She could feel the cool lubricating liquid drip onto her pussy as he tipped the bottle over, then felt it run down her lips and ass, dripping onto the bed.
Vince grabbed his shaft and ran the head of his cock through her lips, covering both his cock and her pussy with the lube, too. He stroked his shaft several times, making sure it was covered as she watched in the dim lighting. She knew it wasn't going to be enough, but what choice did she have? She gave her baby what he needed. That was her role in life.
"Please," she begged again as he pushed himself inside her.
"It's ok, mom," Vince said softly as he pushed his hips in and out, fucking her. "It won't take long. I promise."
"Baby, we need to get you a girlfriend," Victoria whined. Vince held her legs to his chest tightly and leaned a little forward, bending her in half as his hips thrust even faster. "I can't... I can't do it this often."
"You're doing just great, mom," Vince moaned, thrusting, feeling his body get more and more excited. "You feel so good. So fucking good."
Victoria panted, feeling pleasure even through the pain. Her pussy was tired and sore, but her clit was still so sensitive for her boy. He reached forward with both hands and grabbed her breasts, his fingers pulling, twisting, and rolling her now-hard nipples. God, he knew every spot on her body that gave her pleasure and he was teasing every one perfectly.
Vince was panting with every thrust. He grabbed behind her knees and forced them back towards her face, opening her even more for him. He thrust even harder, leaning over her, using his body weight to drive himself as deep into her as he could with every thrust, making them bounce on the bed.
Vince panted as he became more and more excited.
"Please cum for me, Vince," Victoria begged, wanting this to be over with. She needed him to finish. "Cum in my pussy."
"I'm close," he grunted. "I'm gonna cum hard. You feel so good." He was breathing hard, with every exhale becoming a moan the closer he got.
Victoria reached up and touched his face. "You fuck me so good, baby."
"Oh fuck! Unh! Unh!" he grunted as he filled her pussy again, for the fourth time that day. As he finished, he pulled his cock from her and just lay it against her pussy.
Victoria felt his cock throbbing against her clit and knew what he was expecting. She spun her body around until her head lay under his shaft, letting it rest against her mouth. The weight of his shaft felt so comforting against her lips. She couldn't believe how big her boy was and how much she enjoyed his cock. She licked and sucked on his shaft, cleaning their combined juices from him until he was clean.
"That was great, mom," he whispered as he lay on his back, taking a deep breath. "That wasn't too long, was it?"
"No baby," Victoria whispered, smiling, laying beside him. "That was very nice. I love you."
"I love you, too, mom."
As Victoria slid the sheet over her body and snuggled against him, laying her arm across him, she was thinking about what to say to Dr. Clemmons. She hoped the doctor had some idea on how to handle Vince's overwhelming lust... and, maybe, where she might look to find him a girlfriend. With the right woman, one that could at least take have of his advances, she'd be given a lot more rest.
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iExperience: The Bride's Memories, Part 4
It was Thursday and Angela was expecting to have dinner with her son Jacob tomorrow and she was excited. She woke in the morning, got cleaned up and dressed for work. She felt so alive, her body feeling exhilarated, especially by the thought of seeing her son.
It was hard to explain... he was her son, that was true. And that alone should have given her a joyous desire to see him. But, this was different. She now thought of him as a lover, someone that she couldn't wait to see and have another sexual experience with, someone she wanted to share her body with.
Her day was filled with excitement and anxiety. She couldn't wait for tomorrow. She wondered what she'd tell him. She wondered if she could even admit how she now felt about him. She wondered if she could admit watching the intimate moments between Emily and him.
The day moved slowly and she couldn't wait to get home. She was smiling as she walked in the door and took some time to make dinner. She'd already brought the cube and the headset into the kitchen and kept looking at it as she cooked. It was the last recording and she knew it would be incredible. Then... she'd watch them all again... and again. She wasn't going to be able to get enough.
At 8pm, she got ready for bed. She walked into her bedroom and took off her robe, so that she was just wearing panties. She licked her lips as her hands caressed her abdomen and slowly slid up to cup her breasts. Her fingers rolled and pinched her already-hard nipples giving her a stinging excitement that she felt all the way down to her pussy. She felt her heart quicken, her breathing get faster. She was feeling so excited.
She propped pillows behind her again, setting them against the headboard so that she could sit up. She looked down at the headset beside her and smiled. She couldn't believe that such a small thing was able to bring her so much pleasure. She grabbed the headset and slipped it on her head. Then grabbed the last recording cube. On the label it read "Wedding: 7 XXX". She smiled seeing the X's on the label. That's what she wanted. She wanted sex with her son. She wanted to feel it again, wanted to feel him again. She blushed because no mother should want to feel their son's cock slide in and out of their pussies... shouldn't want to cum all over it.
No... that didn't feel right. It wasn't that she just wanted him make her cum... she NEEDED him to. She NEEDED to feel his incredible tongue on her pussy, his large cock piercing her to her deepest core. She NEEDED to feel his cum on her face and in her mouth.
She shook her head. She couldn't believe this was who she was.
She turned on the headset, then turned on the cube.
"iExperience cube connected," the soft, female voice told her. "Battery at five percent. "Please charge headset." That was a new message and it made her wonder... did she even know how to recharge it? She'd never even looked at that before. She just accepted that it was working.
She briefly thought about the contents of the box and didn't remember seeing any sort of cord. Surely there was something there, right? And she'd connect it up... after she finished this time. And then it would be ready for tomorrow.
She pressed play on the headset and waited patiently as the room around her grew dark and hazy, suddenly replaced by her standing in front of a hotel door. Emily/Angela felt excited and happy.
"Keep your eyes closed," Jacob chastised her from behind.
"Jake," she whined. "This is silly."
"No. I said closed."
She both closed her eyes and put her hands over them, completely blocking her sight. "Jacob, I'm going to trip over something."
"No you're not," he said softly, as if seeing right through every excuse. "I've got you."
"What did you get me? The suspense is killing me."
"You'll see," he said as he opened the door and guided her inside from behind her. "Keep coming..."
"Ok, ok," she said, barely able to contain her excitement. Even Angela was wondering what Jacob could have bought for her that she had to keep her eyes closed.
They took several paces into the room. "Ok... now you can open them," he said, putting his hands on her shoulders.
She took her hands down and opened her eyes. A young woman, a woman that Angela had the impression Emily recognized, sat on the side of the bed.
"Oh..." she said, shocked.
"What do you think?" Jacob asked, kissing the side of her neck.
"The waitress... from last night? I don't understand..."
"She's... for you," Jacob said. "I saw how much you wanted to be with her. And... well, she wants to be with you, too."
"Come on," Emily/Angela said, turning a little to look at him. "You mean for you."
"No, listen," he said, shaking his head, "this is all for you. I had the feeling you might want to explore this."
"Look," she said, thinking she knew exactly what was going on, "if you wanted a threesome, you could have asked me. We can talk about it."
Jacob slowly shook his head, trying to convince her. "This doesn't have to do anything with me. I don't have to be involved at all if you don't want. I'd like to at least watch, but I can go down to the bar if you want and leave you two alone. Honestly, she's for you... not us... or me. I just wanted to get you something creative, new, and exciting, something to show you how much I love you."
"I just... why would you think I wanted to be with a woman?" she asked. Angela could feel the slight fear rise inside Emily as if a secret she was hiding from him had been found out, a secret that might just ruin their new marriage.
"I don't know. It was just the way you two interacted the other night. It just seemed... a little... odd. You were... I don't know, flirting with her... and she flirted right back with you. So, I approached her and asked. And she... agreed. And, I have to say, it may be my wishful thinking, but it seems like your relationship with Crystal seems really... close."
"So you're just assuming I want to be with women?"
"Well... yeah," he nodded. "At least sometimes. And I'm ok with that. It's kind of hot, actually."
"When did you do all this?" she asked. She thought she was with him all the time.
"This morning... when I went down to the restaurant for coffee."
"I thought that was weird," she said, smiling. The fear that had been rising was now almost completely gone. It was changing. Now... desire was rising within her instead. Angela could feel it building. She couldn't wait to be with this young woman.
"You want to say hi to her at least?" Jacob asked, almost giggling at her hesitation.
"Yeah," Emily/Angela giggled, "I guess." She turned towards the very hot young woman on her bed. Sitting on her bed. Waiting for her on her bed. "Hi."
"Hi," Cameron, the waitress, smiled.
"Cameron, right?" Emily/Angela asked.
Cameron, nodded. "And you're Emily?"
Emily smiled and nodded. "This feels a little awkward."
"Look, it can be whatever you want it to be," Cameron said. "No expectations."
"This is a safe place for you," Jacob said, moving behind her, the duo facing towards Cameron.
Emily/Angela smiled and nodded slowly, acting a bit uncertain, but feeling extremely excited. She licked her lips. "Ok... I can give it a try."
Cameron stood and took a step well into Emily/Angela's personal space and kissed her. It was a soft, quick kiss at first and she backed away. Then, when she realized Emily liked it, she kissed her again, this time more passionately.
"Ok," Emily/Angela said, giggling softly. Jacob was standing behind her, stroking her arms and sides, watching as they kissed again, watching as they started touching each other. She could feel Cameron's hands touch her stomach, then slowly move higher until they grazed her breasts and stayed there, teasing her nipples.
Emily/Angela did the same, her fingertips stroking over Cameron's hard nipples. Cameron's hands grabbed over hers, holding them there, using Emily/Angela's hands to squeeze her breasts firmly.
"That looks really good. Does it feel good?" Jacob whispered from behind her.
"Yes," Emily/Angela whispered excitedly.
"See?" he asked. He knew she'd love to be with Cameron.
"Do you want to unwrap your present?" Cameron asked brazenly. Emily/Angela nodded and reached down and grabbed the bottom of her shirt. "I'm not wearing any lingerie," Cameron giggled as Emily/Angela raised her shirt higher and higher.
"Well, I wouldn't expect..." Emily/Angela giggled as she raised her shirt high enough that her breasts were completely exposed. "Oh my gosh, you're naked... under..."
"Mmhmm... that's what I was saying," Cameron giggled, helping Emily/Angela lift her shirt over her head and off.
"Wow," Emily gasped in excitement. "They're so... beautiful." Cameron hooked her hand behind Emily's head and pulled her down towards her chest. Emily/Angela kissed her chest, then the top of her breasts.
"Thank you," Cameron sighed as Emily/Angela continued, kissing down and around her nipples, feeling the hard nubs against her lips and tongue.
"She has amazing tits," Jacob whistled behind her.
"She does," Emily/Angela whispered excitedly.
"Much like you do."
Emily/Angela grabbed and held Cameron's breasts, lifting one to her mouth, sucking on her nipple."
"That feels so good," Cameron sighed.
"Good girl," Jacob said behind her as Emily/Angela stood up again. "That looks so good. I love seeing you have so much fun."
Cameron grabbed and squeezed Emily/Angela's breasts through her sexy dress. "Somebody dressed to impress tonight." Angela looked down to watch her hands. She was definitely wearing a sexy dress. It was black with lots of bare skin showing, especially around her breasts.
"It's for my new husband," Emily/Angela giggled.
"But I get to enjoy it, too. Your breasts are so beautiful."
"A perfect set," Jacob admitted as he helped work the catch behind her neck.
"Lucky, lucky man," Cameron giggled. She pulled the top of Emily/Angela's dress down exposing her beautiful breasts, then leaned down and took a long lick across her nipple. "You two are so, so sexy."
"I'll take this off for you." While Cameron licked, kissed, and sucked on her breasts and Emily/Angela could feel Jacob pulling her dress down over her hips and off. He touched each foot, pulling her dress free, and tossing it aside as he stood up again.
Cameron lightly bit Emily/Angela's nipple, sending sharp, new, sensations right to her clit.
"You like that?" Cameron giggled as Emily/Angela shivered with excitement.
"Yes... that feels good," Emily panted.
"You're so beautiful." Cameron palmed Emily's large breasts and squeezed them, sucking hard on each nipple before rolling them between her thumb and forefinger.
"Do you want to unwrap more of your present?" Jacob asked.
"I'd love to." Emily/Angela grabbed the waistband of Cameron's sexy shorts and unbuttoned them. She slid her shorts down with no panties underneath. She gasped and licked her lips, her eyes focused on Cameron's very sexy pussy. The young woman was shaved bare, her clit and labia swollen and distended.
"Oh, the excitement in your eyes," Jacob laughed softly, obviously watching her ultra-excited expression. "Should we get you a little more comfortable too?"
"Yeah," she panted. She could feel his hands on her hips, her panties being tugged down her legs as she stepped out of them.
Emily/Angela giggled as she looked down Cameron's body and slowly knelt on the floor in front of her. Her pussy was now at the perfect height... right in front of her face. She grabbed Cameron's hips softly, centering her perfectly. She licked her lips as she looked up at Jacob.
Angela knew exactly what Emily was wanting and feeling. Her pussy looked so... delicious... and it made her mouth water.
"I'm just here to watch, baby girl," Jacob smiled, giving her permission to do whatever she wanted. "You two do whatever you want."
"Please," Cameron begged, breathlessly, putting one hand on Emily/Angela's head, pulling her towards her wetness.
"It would be so hot to watch," Jacob smiled.
"Ok," Emily/Angela smiled back, excited that she was given permission to do what she so desperately wanted to do. Emily touched the young woman's labia with her fingertips, tracing lines along her lips, teasingly.
"Ohhh... yes," Cameron gasped just before Emily/Angela licked along the same path as her fingertip. "Oh yeah! Mmhmm..."
"Does that feel good like that?" Emily/Angela giggled softly.
Cameron nodded rapidly. "Yes... really good."
"Such a pretty pussy," Emily/Angela moaned as she licked her even more. Cameron spread her legs more, giving Emily even more room to lick her and Emily did just that. Her tongue pressed inside her before flicking her tongue across the young woman's clit.
"Wow," Jacob laughed softly in surprise. "Babe, you're a natural."
"Oh my God your tongue feels so good," Cameron panted. "Fuck! Mmhmm... so good. Just like that."
Angela couldn't believe just how experienced Emily seemed to be. She wondered how many times she had sex with Crystal, how many times had she licked pussy. She swirled her tongue around the young woman's clit making Cameron gasp and shake. "Oh! Oh fuck! Uh huh... uh huh."
Cameron grabbed Emily/Angela's head with both hands firmly and pressed her hips forward as Emily slashed her tongue rapidly across her clit. Cameron was breathing even harder, panting and moaning.
"Oh my God!" Cameron moaned loudly. "Oh my God! Mmhmm... I love that. I love that. Oh fuck! Oh fuck!"
Emily/Angela felt excited to make the young woman cum in her mouth as Cameron's body shook uncontrollably. Cameron squeaked and squealed as she came, making such beautiful music.
As she came, Emily/Angela slowed her licking, moving her tongue away from her over-stimulated clit, tasting her leaking juices. "Was that ok?" she asked, smiling up at Cameron.
Cameron was smiling and giggling post orgasm. "Oh yeah... that was incredible. You do that so well. And I think your hubby liked watching."
Both the women looked at Jacob. He'd moved into the office chair, sitting with his pants open and cock out. His hand was sliding up and down his shaft rapidly as he jerked off watching them. "That was fucking awesome," he panted.
"It's certainly not over yet," Cameron said softly. "Not if I have anything to say about it. Why don't we take this to the bed?" She backed up and took Emily/Angela's hand, helping her stand. "Why don't you lie back. I want to taste you."
"Ok," Emily giggled. Angela could tell she was a little nervous. She knew that Emily had been with at least one woman before, so it felt a little odd. But this was a new woman. Maybe that was the reason for her nerves.
Emily/Angela crawled onto the bed and moved up to the headboard. She gathered some pillows behind her head and shoulders and lay on her back. When she was in place, Cameron crawled up between her legs, her breasts swaying below her, smiling up at Emily.
Emily/Angela covered her pussy with her hands, embarrassed to show herself to this strange, young woman. "Oh my gosh I'm so embarrassed," she whispered, looking first at Cameron, then at Jacob and back again.
"Don't be. Don't be embarrassed," Cameron smiled, taking hold of her wrists and lightly pulling her hands away. "Let me see." She smiled with such joy and envy and excitement as Emily's pussy came into view. Emily shivered, excited by her expression.
"Oh my God that's the most beautiful pussy I've ever seen," the young woman smiled.
"Yeah?" Emily/Angela said, pulling her hands away more willingly now, letting Cameron do whatever she wanted.
Cameron lay down between Emily's legs and kissed her inner thigh. "Yeah... it is." She slowly kissed and licked lower, closer and closer to Emily's swollen wetness. Then she licked it and Emily/Angela about jumped out of her skin.
"Oh my gosh!" she moaned loudly.
"You like that?" Cameron asked, smiling up at her.
"Yes... I do. Oh my God."
Cameron licked her more forcefully, letting her tongue slide inside, to her sensitive, pink, inner flesh.
"Oh fuck! You're teasing me!" Emily moaned.
"Just getting you really warmed up," Cameron moaned softly. She was obviously enjoying licking Emily's pussy. Angela, at first felt like just a bystander, along for the ride. But now, she was feeling everything as if it was her all along. It didn't feel like Emily was even involved. "You taste so good. I really like your pussy."
Angela looked at Jacob and smiled. He was watching them so closely as he stroked himself. She was practically drooling over his large shaft and felt such a need for it. Cameron was doing good licking her pussy, but she couldn't wait to have Jacob's cock inside her... either in her mouth or her pussy.
"Oh fuck that feels so good, baby," she told Jacob, smiling broadly, wanting him to know just how much she appreciated his gift.
"Yeah? You like that?" he asked, moaning himself. "You like how she licks your pussy?"
She nodded vigorously. "Yes."
Cameron stopped licking her for a moment, teasing her again with her stroking fingers. "Are you ready for your husband yet?"
"I don't... I don't know," Angela said. She was scared to offend Cameron. The young woman was definitely going to make her cum. But she was extremely excited to be with Jacob. She wanted both of them but she was scared to ask for it.
"It's ok," Cameron smiled. "Frankly, I'd love to feel his tongue first if you want his cock."
Angela nodded and smiled at Jacob. "Ok." She jerked her head at him. "Why don't you join us," she said.
"Are you sure?" he asked, sitting up.
Angela nodded rapidly. She was very sure. "Yeah."
He stood and stepped out of his pants, then shed his shirt. He crawled up onto the big, king-sized bed. "Where do you want me?"
"Why don't you lie down so we can both enjoy you," Cameron suggested.
"I'd like that," Jacob laughed, flipping onto his back. Cameron crawled up towards his head as Emily rose to her knees and straddled his legs. Slowly she crawled forward, anxious to have his cock inside her.
"God I need your cock," Angela moaned, her pussy burning like a bonfire right now. She needed him inside her more than anything in the world.
She watched as Cameron turned around to face her, putting one knee on each side of his head. Then she rose and settled her pussy onto his waiting, licking tongue.
"Oh fuck I want that pussy," Jacob moaned as he started licking her.
Angela grabbed his shaft as her pussy settled just over it. As she watched him lick Cameron, with the young woman closing her eyes for a moment to enjoy the absolute pleasure he was giving her, she slid the head of his cock through her wet folds, teasing them both with it. Then, the slid the head against her hole and pushed down on him, burying him inside her.
"Oh fuck," he moaned into Cameron's pussy.
"God his tongue is so good," Cameron gasped as she watched Angela start to fuck him. "And his cock is big and hard, too. You are one lucky woman."
"Fuck!" Angela moaned loudly, moving her hips rapidly, fucking him hard and fast. "I really am." She needed his cock so badly and now was her chance.
Suddenly she was distracted by a red flashing light just at the edge of her sight. She couldn't tell what it was as she looked around. There was nothing in the room flashing or shining. Nothing that she could see at all that would cause this distraction.
Suddenly her pussy started throbbing. She knew her orgasm was imminent. "Oh my God... oh my God... I'm gonna cum. Oh! Oh fuck!"
It was coming so fast and she was so unprepared for how glorious it was already feeling... let alone how good it was going to feel cumming on his cock. Her hips were moving rapidly as she panted, every breath a moan. Even Cameron seemed to be on the verge of an orgasm as the young woman rode Jacob's face.


Suddenly, a voice she vaguely recognized rang in her ears. She knew it said something important, but couldn't think, couldn't form the words in her head clearly enough to decipher them.
Until it finally hit her.
"Please charge the headset." were the simple words that echoed in her head. And then one more word... "Goodbye" as the world around her went black. Jacob and Cameron both disappeared, the wonderful sensations in her pussy disappeared and her dimly lit bedroom appeared once again.
"No!" she yelled. "Fuck! Nononono!"
She reached up and pressed the buttons on the headset, trying to turn it back on to no avail. Then she took it off and looked it over. All the buttons were black, the cube was still lit up, still powered on, but the headset was black.
"Fuck!" was all she could say. Her body was still on fire. She'd been so close to her orgasm, but it was ripped away from her and there was no way she could get that back now. Her fingers could never make her feel that good.
She quickly threw the covers off and ran downstairs. She grabbed the box and practically ripped the sides trying to open it. She searched the contents, dumping the box onto the floor. There had to be a charging cable in the box! There just had to be! She tossed each piece aside, searching, but found nothing. Jacob must still have the cable at his house.
Maybe she could call him. Maybe she could have him bring it over to the house when he came for dinner. But that would mean she'd have to spill the beans... she have to tell him she was watching the videos. And she wasn't sure she could do that.
Maybe... maybe she could go over there when he left for work. Maybe she could search the house and find it herself. But that might be like looking for a needle in a haystack.
All she knew was that she'd have to get it... one way or another. She needed to feel Jacob's cock inside her again.
*****
Angela had a very difficult night after that. She tried again and again to masturbate, to get that feeling back. Even as she orgasmed, it was never enough... she could never feel as... satisfied... as Jacob's huge cock inside her.
Even as she fell asleep, she'd wake again, with a hunger, only to masturbate and fall fitfully asleep once again.
At 6am, she called into work, to tell them she was calling off sick. She couldn't go to work today. She had to satisfy her need. She had to.
She showered, shaved her legs and pussy until her skin was smooth as silk. She was still so wet and swollen, so excited.
She went through her closet, looking for just the right outfit, and found a simple dress, one that maybe Jacob would think was sexy. Then she found heels to match and thigh-high stockings. She wouldn't wear any lingerie. It wouldn't matter, she'd soak through her panties in less than an hour anyway.
Finally, after 8am, she grabbed her car keys, a bag of groceries, and drove to Jacob's house. Tonight, they were having dinner at his house.
It was about 9am when she arrived and Jacob was already gone. He'd be at work until 4:30 or so, before he normally would set off for her house for dinner. She was going to give him a surprise... the surprise of his life. And least, that's what she hoped the outcome would be... a delightful, sexy surprise.
She went into his house and looked around as she closed the door behind her. The house was messy, as if he hadn't really cared about cleaning. She could relate. When she lost her Frank, his father, she didn't want to do much of anything either.
But Jacob had her to fall back on. She knew she could take care of him just as good as Emily, if not better. She knew how to take care of a home and a man... and now she knew just how to take care of Jacob's specific needs.
She set the groceries on the kitchen counter and started cleaning. She started in the living room... then the dining room... then the kitchen, before moving to his bedroom. When she was done, the place was sparkling clean and it was 2pm.
She went into the dresser drawers, looking through Emily's clothing... her lingerie. She whistled. The woman sure knew how to dress sexy underneath her clothes. She had a lot of sexy lingerie, even beyond her bras and panties. She had teddies and baby dolls... and a leather strappy piece that she had no idea how to put on.
On the top of her dresser, she found Emily's perfume bottles. One was obviously used more so she picked it up. "Black Opium," she said softly, her mind churning with an idea. She took off her dress, lay it on the end of the bed, then sprayed her body with the scent. Then she want into Emily's closet.
Obviously, they were similar in size, but Emily had a much larger chest. She found one of her sexier dresses and pulled it out. She held it against her body, wondering if it would look sexy on her. Giggling, she slid it on, just to see, and found that it actually did fit her. The chest was a little baggy, but it was meant to be baggy, so it wouldn't be too out of place.
She looked at herself in the full-length mirror, turning this way and that. The dress would be perfect. It was navy blue and came down to almost mid-thigh. But any bending at the waist was sure to expose her naked pussy and ass... and tits. There were several cut-out areas that showed skin, with the back completely open. The front was divided into two halves that crisscrossed and tied behind her neck. Her breasts were just captured within each swath, but with the extra space were definitely not held in place.
She bounced a little, watching her breasts bounce wonderfully inside the dress. Then she reached between her legs and touched her pussy. It was within such easy reach and was so wet and needy already.
Now dressed, she slowly walked down the stairs, thinking about how she was going to implement her plan... her dark... devious... incestuous plan to seduce her own son. She smiled as everything became more clear. She felt a strong desire to masturbate as she thought about him, thought about being with him, feeling him erupt inside of her, but she fought it. She wanted to be so fresh and so hungry when the time came.
She glanced at the clock and realized he'd be home in an hour, so she started cooking. She put on an apron to make sure she kept clean, and began mixing the ingredients, humming to herself. Her mood was so good and she really looked forward to him coming into the house.
She set the table for two, setting out candles, wine and glasses. She was definitely going to make this a night they'd both remembered forever.
When everything was finally done, all she could do now was wait for him to come home.
*****
Jacob was surprised as he walked in the front door. He obviously recognized the car in the driveway but was still surprised as Angela walked into the living room from the kitchen, drying her hands with a dish towel.
"Mom?" he asked in surprise. "What are you doing here?" He set his briefcase down beside the front door and put his car keys on the key rack on the wall beside the door.
"I... I just thought I'd come to your house and see what I can do to help you," she said, smiling. "I know how busy you're keeping yourself... and I just want to make sure you're ok."
"I'm doing ok," he said, looking around and noticing that she'd cleaned. A lot. The sweeper was sitting outside the closet where it was usually housed. He realized he hadn't used it for over a year now. "It's very sweet of you, but you don't have to. Are you... are you cooking?"
"Oh! Um... well... for one, I made you an omelet you can easily heat up for breakfast. And for dinner, I made a southwest cheesy chicken and rice casserole. I figured I'd leave you the leftovers. No more microwave dinners for you, if I can help it."
Jacob looked a little sad. "That's one of my favorites," he said, making her smile a little. "You used to make that casserole all the time for me," he said. "Emily tried several times, too. It brings back good memories. Thank you for making it."
"Well... you know she learned that recipe from me." Angela seemed proud that he'd enjoyed her recipe. "Sit, sit, let me get you a plate and we can sit an eat. It's all ready."
Jacob sniffed the air a moment as if something was there... a memory. "That smells familiar. Is that... is that your perfume?"
"Yeah," Angela smiled. "Black Opium. Like it?"
"It's, um... that's what Emily wore."
"Hmm... she had good taste."
He took a few steps towards the dining room and stopped again. "Is that... is that Emily's dress? I think I bought that for her."
Angela looked down. "Yeah... I'm sorry... I got splashed making dinner. I looked in her closet and this looked like it fit the best. It's a little big in the chest." She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them through the dress. She could feel her hard nipples dig into her palms and shivered a little in excitement, still thinking about what was to come. "She was larger than me. But what could I do? I'm really sorry if it upsets you. I can change back if you want me to."
"No, no... it's ok," he said, shaking his head and waving his hand as if it really wasn't a big deal, although watching his mom grab her breasts in front of him kind of was.
He went to the dining room table and saw that it was set for the two of them, with two lit candles, too. This was more than just a simple dinner. It looked like a romantic dinner and it confused him a little.
In seconds, Angela came back into the dining room carrying a plate of food, a bowel filled with salad greens, and a glass of wine.
"Here you go," she said softly, setting the dishes in front of him. Then she went back into the kitchen and came back out carrying her own plate and bowl. She sat in the chair near him and picked up her fork. "Go ahead... enjoy." She smiled.
Jacob picked up his fork and was about to take a bite when she stopped him.
"Wait... wait... we need a toast first," Angela smiled, grabbing her own glass. She lifted hers high which was soon joined by his and she clinked them together. "To us... together forever."
"Um... forever," he said softly and they both took a drink. "Mmm... that's pretty good."
"Take another drink," Angela encouraged him, smiling, as he started to put the glass down. "It helps with digestion if you drink the first glass before you eat."
"Oh... I... I didn't know that," he said and, as she watched closely, he drank the rest of the glass.
Angela dashed into the kitchen and grabbed the half-full bottle and poured him another glass as he took a bite and enjoyed all the memories the flavor brought forth, closing his eyes. When he opened them again, he looked sad.
"You know, life can be so unfair sometimes," he said softly.
Angela nodded. "Yes it can. But you can move past it and find love and happiness again."
"It's... it's just so hard," he said taking another bite. "I mean, I'm just too busy to go out and date. As if anyone would date someone like me, anyway."
"Hush!" she said defensively. "You are a handsome man. And, believe me, any woman would kill to be with you. Seriously. I mean, I should know. I've experienced first hand just..." Suddenly, Angela realized she was saying too much and stopped talking.
"Well... thank you, I guess," Jacob said, not exactly understanding what she was trying to say. "And thank you for your help cleaning... and dinner. Really... you didn't have to do all that."
"All of this is very important to me, especially if it makes you happy and brings us closer."
"I appreciate that," he said softly, obviously depressed. "I just... I wish I had someone. You know... it's just so hard without Emily being here. It gets too... quiet."
"I know exactly what you mean," she said, laying her hand on his in a comforting gesture. "When your father died, I felt exactly the same way. And being an old woman, I was really sure I'd never find anyone."
"You're not an old woman," he said.
"I'm forty-eight... I'm certainly not a young woman," she said. "But... over the past week, I've felt... I've felt so much... younger... so alive."
"What happened this week? Did you find someone?"
She smiled. Yes... she found someone. "You know... I, uh... I have a confession to make," she said, trying to build up her confidence enough to say it. "Sorry, this is harder... Ok. I... I looked in the box that you brought to the house... the one with Emily's stuff."
"Um... ok?"
"There were... um... some kind of recordings inside," she said. "And I... I have to admit... I watched them."
"You... you watched the recordings? From our... honeymoon?" He put a hand to his head, shocked that she would do that. He couldn't remember exactly what was on the recordings, but he knew they had sex on them. That was one of the things Emily enjoyed doing... filming them having sex together. And this was a way to really relive those moments.
"Yes," she said nodding slowly, apologetically, licking her lips nervously.
"How... how could you do that?" he asked. "That was... that was private?"
When he tried to pull his hand away, she grabbed it with both of her own, stroking it, holding it. "I know... I know. And I'm sorry I did. The first one was kind of an accident. And after that, I tried not to look at any more of them, but... but I couldn't help it. I couldn't stop... being with you... that way."
She leaned forward and kissed him before he suddenly pulled away.
"Whoa! What are you doing?"
She was desperate. She couldn't let him pull away. She stood and stepped towards him. "I'm... I feel a spark between us, Jacob. I want to be with you."
"But... you're... you're my mother!" he complained. "This is... this is insane."
"No... it's not," she said, shaking her head. "I know so much of what Emily did for you and I can give you everything she gave you. Everything. I know everything about your relationship. You can't bring Emily back and you can't wallow in misery forever. You need to move on as much as I do... and I feel that... we... can move on together."
"You're my... mother," he said simply.
"Jacob... you know that I can take care of you," she argued. "You know I can cook and clean. And after seeing those recordings from your wedding and honeymoon... I can do so much more. I think you can see all that I have to offer."
"I appreciate the help that you've given me... but if I knew that it would lead to... this... I wouldn't have asked for so much."
Angela stroked his chest over his shirt for a moment. "Let's not trivialize this, Jacob. Bottom line is, I'd be here to help regardless. You're my son. It's just that I know how much you need touch and intimacy. It's not about chores. It's about having someone... familiar... with your deepest needs and desires. I think it would help immensely if you addressed all this... pent up... frustration... and need that you have inside. Think about how relaxed you'll be if you just... let me help you... finish. I feel it as well, that need for... touch... intimacy... love. That built up... pent up... part of yourself that you just need to let out."
"I don't know," he said as Angela rubbed her body against him her face so close to him. He smelled Emily... he imagined Emily without even trying. "I mean... I do miss being touched. I really do. But I'd just be thinking about her the whole time."
"Hey... maybe that's ok. Maybe if you just... close your eyes... maybe even wear a sleep mask... you can imagine... you can imagine that I'm her. That would be fine. I mean, I know how she acted. I can be very much like her... right now... for you. I know what she enjoyed. And I know what you enjoy. I can... I can give that to you."
Angela slid her hand lower and rubbed over his erection. "Mmm," she moaned, happy that he was excited... that she excited him. "I know your body wants it, even if your mind is a little... hesitant. Just... let go."
"But... I..."
"Close your eyes... and kiss me." She leaned down and kissed him. It was the first time she personally kissed him on the lips but it felt so very natural. Their kiss became more passionate as she opened her mouth and let her tongue slide along his lips, then slide between them.
She could feel his body responding, his breathing become more excited pants. He kissed over her jaw and then down her neck, kissing, licking, and nibbling the nape of her neck, the spot that turned her on so much. She shivered in excitement as her plan unfolded perfectly.
She grabbed the front of his dress shirt and she started unbuttoning it, tugging it from inside his slacks. She slid it off him as he raised his arms to help, never letting their kiss go. She urgently grabbed his t-shirt and tugged at it too, eager to feel his naked flesh.
They had to let go of their kisses for a moment as they pulled it off over his head and tossed it urgently aside. When their lips met again, it was an urgent, passionate, needy kiss as their tongues slid into the others mouth tasting the other.
"Oh, Emily," he panted softly. "I've missed you so much."
Angela smiled, loving that she was doing so well, that her technique was so much like her, that all he could think about was his deceased wife. She grabbed the waistband of his pants and unfastened them as she dropped to her knees.
"I know something you like," she whispered excitedly. "Stand up."
Jacob stood, keeping his eyes tightly closed. His erection was throbbing, growing so large that it wanted to burst out of the front of his pants. She pulled them down, along with his boxers, to his knees. His cock stood, hard as steel, pointed straight at her.
She couldn't even wait for him to step out of his clothes. "I've been waiting for this for so long," she whispered right before her mouth descended his length, sliding him deep to the back of her throat. He groaned as she moved her head forward and back, letting her mouth slide up and down his shaft, just like Emily did in the videos.
He groaned again, more loudly.
"Mmhmm..." she moaned, never letting her mouth leave him. Her hands rose to stroke him, below her sucking lips, and one slid underneath and began cradling and rolling his balls.
"Oh my God," he moaned. "That's just... that's just like Emily. That's so good."
"I told you... I know exactly what you want," Angela said softly, continuing her ministrations. "I told you that I would take care of you. In every way."
"Oh wow... oh my God."
She held his cock up for a moment and slid her mouth down his length and sucked one of his balls into her mouth. "Emily loved sucking on you," she panted.
She felt Jacob's hands on her head, running through her hair, finding a firm grip. Holding her head steady, he backed his hips away, letting his cock slide out over her lips before the tip pressed against back in again. She opened them quickly, letting him press into her mouth.
"Oh! Oh yes!" he moaned as he pushed his hips forward, sliding himself deep inside her mouth before pulling back. He started fucking her mouth, enjoying her, holding her head still with his firm grip. His hips moved faster, more shallow, as if he was near his orgasm, but then suddenly stopped.
Holding her head even tighter, he pushed his cock deeper and deeper, into her throat, for her first real deepthroat. She couldn't breathe as he held her in place, not letting her mouth at all, panting above her.
When he pulled back again and pulled free, she quickly reached up and started stroking his slimy, wet cock, coughing a little and spitting up even more saliva.
"Would you unzip me?" she asked, wanting to get naked. Now that she tasted him, she needed him in her pussy.
"Oh... yes," he nodded.
She stood and turned around, letting him unzip her dress, letting him slid it off her body. He moved in close behind her, his eyes still closed as he kissed her neck. His lips and tongue slid down to the nape, down to the spot that made her knees weak.


His hands moved under her arms as he reached around her and cupped her tits. His hands squeezed them firmly, pinching her nipples between his fingers.
"I know... I know I'm smaller than she was," she apologized unnecessarily, "but I'll get implants. I can be as big as you like. As big as her... if you want... or even bigger."
Jake's fingers teased her nipples, rolling and pinching them, pulling them, sending pleasure straight to her clit.
"Oh!" she moaned, laying her head back against him. "Oh, yeah."
One hand then slid down her body, over her abdomen and over her pussy. His fingers rapidly and easily found her clit, found her wet folds, instantly getting them covered with her lubricating juices, then swirled over her clit, teasingly.
"Oh!" she moaned in delight. "Right there. Oh yes. Oh, I love your hands all over me."
Jacob's fingertips swirled over her clit while his other hand continued to squeeze her breast and play with her nipple. Strong emotions and pleasures swirled through her body in an erotic dance. She couldn't believe this was finally happening.
"Big... strong... hands," she whispered. His fingers slid lower, two pressing inside her wetness as far as he could. God! That was what she needed most! She needed to be penetrated! "Oh! That feels so good. I really love it when you touch me there."
"Is this what you were hoping for?" he growled softly. She could sense that his desire for her was growing, too. This wasn't as much about Emily any more. It was about his orgasm.
"Yes... a little... it's a taste... but, it's so fucking hot." He slammed his fingers into her a few times, slapping her clit at the same time. She jumped as the stinging thrusts sent a fire through her. "Oh wow... that feels so good."
Jacob suddenly grabbed her shoulders and turned her around. He grabbed and squeezed both of her breasts and dropped his mouth, sucking on one.
"Oh you're so strong!" she panted. "Oh my God... fuck that's good. So good."
She watched as he lightly bit her nipple, then sucked on it, then swirled his tongue over and around it, until it tingled.
"Oh! That's so perfect," Angela hissed, her eyes never leaving him. "I love to watch you do that." She could feel a log tap her leg and she knew it was his throbbing cock. It needed attention, badly, and she wanted to supply it.
She was panting... so needy. "God your cock is so big. Do you want to put this cock anywhere in particular?"
Jake grunted as he grabbed her and pushed her towards the dining room table. She pushed the dishes out of the way as her hips hit the edge of the table and he pushed her torso down onto it.
"What are you doing?" she giggled, never having experienced this level of need, especially from him.
He answered her by grunting and shoving two fingers inside her pussy again, thrusting in and out. He bent down and kissed her lower back, licking it as if loving her taste.
"Oh! Oh God. Please... please fuck me," she begged.
He stood and she could feel the head of his shaft slide over her ass cheek, then slide along the crack of her ass. It easily found her wetness and pushed inside several inches.
"Oh fuck! Oh my God!" she wailed, feeling him split her open for the first time. She'd fucked him before, through Emily wearing the iExperience, but that was what Emily felt. That was what Emily experienced, through her body. Angela's body was definitely different, her pussy was definitely tighter. And his cock felt so incredibly large.
Jake grunted as he grabbed her hips and started thrusting, his hips slapping into her ass.
"See how... good that feels?" she panted, barely able to talk. His cock seemed to thrust the very air from her lungs.
"You're so tight," he panted.
Angela clawed at the table. His cock was huge compared to her deceased husband's... and Jake was using it very well. This was exactly what she wanted, what she needed... what she craved. "Yes... oh that's so nice. Oh, that feels so good."
"Is this what you've been waiting all day for?" Jake asked. "My cock?"
"Yes... oh God, yes please," she begged him. She didn't know how he could do it, but he seemed to thrust even harder into her, even faster.
Jacob grabbed one of her legs and put it up on the table, opening her wider. He was so... animalistic! She'd never experienced anything like it before and she loved it!
"Yeah... yeah... oh my God, yes," she panted as her body flushed.
"How can I resist a gorgeous woman like you?" Jacob said and it warmed her to hear him call her gorgeous. "Your pussy is so nice, Emily. So fucking perfect."
Him calling her Emily burst her bubble a bit... he was still thinking of Emily... but she'd take it. If that's what it took to have him fuck her, she'd become Emily.
"You like it?" she hissed.
"Yeah," he said through ragged breaths. "I've missed it. It feels so good."
"You should be... inside it... more often," she said. That's what she wanted. She didn't want a one night stand with her son. She wanted him for the rest of her life. She wanted to make love to him morning, noon, and night. She wanted to satisfy is every single desire. "Yes... that's so good. I love that."
"Oh wow... that's perfect," Jacob moaned. She could tell he was going to orgasm soon.
"Don't stop," Angela panted. "Oh, fuck yes, don't stop."
"Oh fuck," he moaned, losing control of himself. His thrusts were more erratic, his body shaking. "Yes... yes... oh fuck!" He grabbed her hips more firmly and she arched back into him, making sure he could reach deep inside her pussy. "Oh yeah! Oh yeah! Oh geez!" And suddenly, she felt him filling her pussy with gallons of cum, deep inside her. "Unh! Unh! Unh! Fuck!"
He stopped thrusting and slowly withdrew his dripping cock. Angela immediately turned and fell to her knees, licking and sucking his cock to clean off their combined juices.
"Oh my gosh... wow. Did you like that?" she asked, trying to gauge his feelings. "How was that?"
"That was... great," he said, sounding very uncertain, "but it was... it was wrong. Wasn't it?" And then she caught him looking at her and his expression changed to fear. "I don't... I don't know why I just did that. I'm so sorry." He backed away from her, hands to his head. He shook his head slowly as if his world was falling apart.
Fear and desperation washed over Angela. She couldn't let her son feel like this. She couldn't let him pull away. She couldn't let him deny her when she was so close... so close to bringing them happiness together forever.
"What? No," she said, shaking her head. "You have absolutely nothing to apologize for." She rose quickly and stood in front of him, taking one hand in hers and stroking his bare chest with the other. "You enjoyed what we did, right? It felt good?"
"Yes, but..."
"Then why would we stop?" she asked simply. "We can't stop. I need this. I really do. It didn't feel wrong at all to me. In fact... it felt very right. I wanted this. I so desperately wanted this."
"I know you said that, but... you wanted me, you know... inside you?" he asked, confused. "You wanted me to cum like this? What if... what if you get pregnant?"
"That would be wonderful," she nodded, smiling, kissing him gently. "I want you to fuck me. And I want you to cum deep inside me. I've been thinking about that a lot lately. I'll even give you all the babies you want."
"Really?"
"Uh huh... I'll do anything for you. It's a fantasy of mine," she admitted. "Maybe... next time... we can try one of your fantasies."
"Oh... wow..."
"It might be a little... weird at first... a little scary," she said. "But we can handle this very easily.
I can take care of you and do things for you... and you can take care of me and do things for me. It'll be so natural."
She kissed him again, putting her hands on his cheeks to hold him there. "That was so hot when you came inside me like that. Makes me want to be so naughty for you."
"I... I, uh... I think I like you being naughty for me," he said, smiling slightly. He wasn't won over completely, but he was getting there. "What are we going to do now?"
"That's easy," she said, kissing his jaw and onto his neck, one hand going down to grip and lightly stroke his cock. "I'm going to give you... anything... you want. Whatever you want... whenever you want. Every fucking day. I'm going to be like Emily... only better."
"Oh... ok then."
"Why don't we, maybe, head upstairs to bed," Angela suggested. "I think you're going to need a lot of rest." Thankfully, tomorrow was Saturday, so they could spend as much time together as they wanted getting used to their new normal.
*****
After several hours of sleep, Angela woke up with Jacob's arm draped over her as he slept behind her. His breathing was slow and deep. She thought back to what happened and just couldn't believe it. Her plan had worked perfectly. Now she had to plan the next stage... their life together.
First... she had something she needed to do. She slipped out from under his arm and turned towards him. Slowly she slid down towards the foot of the bed, inch by inch, trying very hard not to wake him up. When her face was at the same level as his cock, she lightly grabbed it and stroked it, then slid forward to slip his flaccid member into her mouth.
It was so incredibly hot to be able to do this for him. Through the iExperience unit, she knew that he enjoyed it and knew just how much Emily enjoyed giving him this sexy fun. As the seconds ticked by, she could feel him slowly growing in her mouth as she sucked and stroked on him.
He moaned softly in his sleep, but didn't wake as she stroked his now half-hard cock just below her mouth. She knew he had so much more growing to do and was going to get there.
He seemed to moan more and more in his sleep, as if maybe this transferred into a sexy dream he was having and she giggled at the thought.
"Oh Em..." he moaned with a sleepy voice. "Em?"
"Mmhmm," she hummed, in sing-song, not letting his dick free.
He pulled the covers back and turned to his back, as she readily followed, her mouth never stopping its sucking motions. She crawled up beside him a little for a better angle.
"Oh my God that feels so good," he moaned.
"God, your cock feels so big," she smiled up at him, the head of his cock at her lips.
"It'll get even bigger if you keep sucking on it like that," he said softly. She could tell he was waking up, he was coming back to reality. "I like that," he admitted. "I like waking up like that."
"I know," she giggled, almost remembering that she'd done this for him several times on their honeymoon... but she realized, that was really Emily. This was actually her first time with him.
She continued stroking and sucking on him, sliding him deep into her throat a moment and letting that spittle coat his cock to help her stroking.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
"Oh my God, you're so fucking good at that," he hissed.
"I love this cock," she admitted with a giggle, coughing a little. She knew she could do better at that. She wasn't as good as Emily was. But she'd work on it.
"Oh my God... just like that. That's perfect."
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," she moaned, working her hand and mouth a little faster now, trying to drive him to a quick orgasm.
"Oh that's so..." he said before the words seemed to disappear into a moan.
"I can barely fit it all in my mouth," she giggled.
Suddenly he groaned and then roared, sitting up and pushing her to her back. "I don't want to cum yet," he said. "I want something else first."
"Yeah?" she giggled.
He lifted her leg and ducked under it, moving between her legs, and slid up until his mouth quickly found her pussy. "Mmmm," he said as his tongue slid inside her.
"Ohhhh... oh my God... yes," she panted as his lips trapped her labia and he sucked on them, just like he did in the iExperience. "I've wanted this... I've wanted this. Oh yes."
He flicked his tongue over her clit rapidly, making her body shake in pleasure.
"Uh," she groaned, holding her breath. God she was so close already. "Oh fuck... oh... oh... fuck!" She came so much faster than she ever expected and it felt so incredibly good.
"Jacob... my God!" she panted, pushing him away, her body shaking.
He rose above her, the head of his massive erection pushing into her pussy, stretching her open.
It was then that she knew that he was going to be ok with her plan. They both were going to be ok... together. They fit together so perfectly, better than she ever imagined.
*****
She started living with him immediately... moving many of the items she needed over to his townhouse. In six months, her house sold and they bought a new house to live in, forty-five minutes away, so that no one knew them.
She told Jacob that she wanted to be called Emily from now on, as they acted just like a married couple. Everyone they met just thought they were an age-gap married couple.
So she could spend more time being with Jacob, she started working from home, to which her company agreed. Now, she was ready to please him and take care of him any time he needed it. She would have dinner in the oven and was always showered and dressed in something sexy the moment he walked in the door, ready to give him whatever he needed to relax and decompress.
In fifteen months she was pregnant with the first of two girls. It was the life they both had longed to have.
Emily picked up the freshly charged iExperience headset and connected it to a new cube. She pressed the record button on the headset just before she walked into the bathroom. Jacob was in the shower, rinsing suds out of his hair. She was going to love watching this again and again as she pulled the door open.
"Mind if I join you?"
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Therapist: Help My Son, Part 7
"Ok," Andrea sighed, sitting down in her chair. Elise was sitting on the couch, looking sad but... with maybe a little determination in her eyes. "So... how are you?"
"I'm... I'm good," the tall blonde nodded, a little hesitant about how to describe how she was feeling.
"Just good?"
"Well... I guess I'm better than where I was last month," Elise said. "In a way at least."
"What do you mean? Catch me up. Did you tell your husband what you needed, like we talked about?"
Elise nodded, smiling. "Oh yeah. I told him... just like we practiced. And he actually told me he didn't give a fuck. He said he was too old to change and that I was just going to have to just get used to it."
Andrea shook her head, not understanding how a guy could ruin his relationship with this gorgeous, sexy woman so easily. All he had to do was give her oral sex every so often. Was that so difficult?
"So he didn't..."
Elise shook her head. "I tried several times. He readily gives me his dick to suck. In fact, he practically shoves it down my throat whether I want to suck it or not. But when it comes to my turn... he just won't even try."
"What are you thinking you need to do now?"
Elise looked uncomfortable and sad. "I've... I've already talked to a lawyer. I'm going to start divorce proceedings."
Andrea wasn't surprised and nodded slowly. Elise needed to find someone that would attend to her needs once in a while. She needed someone to truly love her and give to her, rather than always take from her. There were other fish in the sea.
"I'm looking for a place to stay, too."
"It's not going to be easy," Andrea said. "But I know you can do this."
"I know I'm going to be lonely for a while, but it can't be any worse than it is now. Right?" The younger woman seemed so lost. Andrea wished there was a magic bullet that would solve her problems, but there wasn't. This was a part of life. Elise was just going to have to move through it.
"So... how can I help you through this?"
"I was hoping, you know, that I could have another... you know... session," Elise said, her face a mixture of hope and desire.
"Another session?" Andrea said, shaking her head, not understanding. She wasn't terminating Elise as a patient just because she was getting a divorce.
Elise seemed to see Andrea's confusion. "You know... I... I really liked what you did last time and... well, I'd like to return the favor, too. Learn how to... you know...?"
"Ohhhh," Andrea said nodding slowly and smiling nervously, "THAT kind of session. I, um, think we could work that in. I have to say, I'm a little surprised, I guess. I wasn't sure how you'd respond to a woman pleasuring you."
"It was... eye-opening," Elise smiled. "It really helped me. It felt better than any man has done."
"But you're not... done with men... are you? I didn't mean to suggest..."
"Oh, no... not at all," Elise giggled, shaking her head. "I think I just might want to... maybe... add women into the mix. At least... selectively."
Andrea nodded. "Ok... I, personally, think that's a healthy approach... if that brings you happiness."
"What kind of man do you think you're looking for? Older?"
"Oh, no... I'm not doing that again," Elise said, shaking her head quickly. "I want a younger guy, a guy that I can mold and train and grow with. A guy who loves sex and is very open-minded and willing."
Andrea nodded. She could imagine that would be the man Elise would look for. She thought an older man would be better at first... more settled... more experienced... financially secure. While her husband was most of those things, he certainly wasn't very open-minded.
"What do you want me to do?"
"Well... why don't you get comfortable and close your eyes and we'll get started." Andrea moved over to the couch and sat beside Elise, setting her notepad aside. "I want you to picture yourself, in your mind, sitting back in a very comfortable chair... you're wearing very sexy lingerie... lingerie that makes you feel so desirable."
Andrea watched Elise breathe out a long breath that she didn't know she was holding as she relaxed. Her hands, nervously held in her lap, stroked her upper thighs as if she wanted to touch herself, but was too shy.
"A man... your big, beautiful, fantasy man is standing across the room, staring at you," Andrea continued. His shirt is off and his hard, chiseled body exposed. His muscles ripple with every move. And you can see by the front of his jeans that he's well built... and very excited... just watching you."
Elise licked her lips. She was definitely getting excited. Andrea touched her thigh and stroked inside it, so close to her pussy, as she continued talking, her face moving closer to Elise's, her lips right next to her ear.
"He slowly approaches you, kneels down in front of you, looking so... hungry... for you. He smells your scent and it seems to arouse him more. He lifts your legs and puts them on the arms of the chair... opening you... exposing you... He runs his fingertips down your legs to your thighs... getting so close to your pussy... your cunt."
Elise shivered excitedly at the crude word and let out a soft moan. This fantasy was definitely getting to her.
"Then he lifts one leg... kisses and licks your toes and your foot... slowly moving up your leg." Andrea's fingers were stroking Elise's soft inner thigh and felt Elise shiver as they circled there. She spread her legs wider, encouraging Andrea to continue.
"What do you want him to do, Elise? What are your fantasies about?"
"Well, to be honest," Elise said softly, her eyes still closed. Suddenly she opened them and looked right at Andrea. "I fantasize about you."
Andrea smiled and nodded slowly. She was hoping that was the case, of course. "Hmm... well, in therapy, nothing is inappropriate. So... what do you fantasize about with me?"
"I can't stop thinking about the way you touched me last time," Elise admitted. "It really gets me excited."
"Yeah?"
"This past month... I kept going back to that session again and again, just giving myself orgasm after orgasm," Elise admitted. "And I kept thinking I wanted to try that, too... and see what it feels like to pleasure a woman."
Andrea smiled, leaned forward, and kissed her passionately. Elise seemed to melt below her as Andrea pressed against her. Their hands moved over the other, touching, teasing their breasts and nipples. Both started unbuttoning and tugging, taking the other's top off.
Elise moved forward and pulled Andrea, encouraging her to lay on the couch. Andrea followed her prompting as Elise rolled on top of her. She tugged Andrea's bra straps off her shoulders and pulled her bra cups down, exposing her breasts and started kissing and sucking on them.
Andrea moaned and arched her back up as Elise reached underneath her to unfasten her bra. Elise tossed it aside and grabbed Andrea's B-cup breasts, massaging them.
Elise kissed down her stomach as she crawled backwards. "I want to try something." She moved between Andrea's legs and let her fingertips slide over the doctor's abdomen and upper thighs before sliding over her panties.
Andrea sucked in a breath as the pleasure suddenly grew intense.
"I have to say that a woman's body fascinates me," Elise said softly, her fingertips making lazy circles over Andrea's panties.
"Yeah?"
Elise kissed her inner thigh and Andrea could feel her hot breath on her pussy, even through her panties.
"Still alright?" Elise asked, scared that she was going too far.
"Mmhmm," Andrea simply moaned.
Elise kissed her pussy through her panties, kissing and licking her labia and then moving up to her clit as Andrea writhed slightly. Elise may not have had much experience, but she was definitely a good tease.
"Can I pull these aside?" Elise whispered, looking up at Andrea who simply nodded.
Andrea definitely wanted this, definitely wanted Elise's tongue on her pussy and watched the younger woman intently, her tongue licking her lips.
Elise carefully hooked her finger in the thin material and pulled it aside exposing Andrea's pussy to the cool air of her office. With her free hand, she lightly touched the wet, sensitive flesh with her fingertips, sliding them along her labia, teasingly.
"Yeah," Andrea panted.
Elise was panting a little as she circled Andrea's clit, and slowly slid her fingertips up and down the swollen shaft. She was excited to touch and play with her.
Her fingers grew more insistent in their play, circling and pressing against her clit as she lay beside Andrea licking and sucking on her nipple. Andrea touched her other breast with her hand, letting her fingers roll that hard nub as well.
"Yeah... touch yourself, too," Elise panted. "I like to watch that. Can I... can I take these off?" she asked indicating Andrea's panties.
Andrea nodded excitedly. "Yes... please."
Elise rose to her knees and grabbed the thin material with both hands. She pulled them down her legs as Andrea extended them toward the ceiling and tossed them aside. Then as Andrea put her legs down, Elise kicked her leg over the closer one, straddling it.
She stayed on her hands and knees as she started pushing her hips down into Andrea's thigh, grinding into it. Her hips quickly moved faster, the pleasure overwhelming her as she panted.
"Ohhh... ohhh... ohhh," she groaned with every exhale. She bent down and kissed Andrea, her hips still pressing down, pressing her very swollen clit into the doctor's leg. "Ohhh... ohhh... yeah, yeah... kiss me. Oh... that feels so good."
She suddenly grabbed her own panties and tugged on them, trying to take them off with one hand. "Oh my God... I need to take these off." She pushed one side down, then the other, slowly working them off her hips and down onto her legs. Quickly she tugged them off and then started grinding into Andrea's thigh again, this time with her bare pussy grinding on flesh.
Her thigh rubbed Andrea's pussy, too, as the two women's excitement grew.
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" Andrea panted.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" Elise yelled suddenly as her body shook wildly and she started cumming, drenching Andrea's thigh. She moaned and kissed and nuzzled her face into Andrea's neck, her orgasm washing over her.
Elise took a moment to rest before sitting up. "That's the first time I've ever done anything like that. It felt so good." She leaned forward and kissed the doctor, their tongues sliding into the others mouth as they continued panting.
Then Elise kissed Andrea's jaw, slowly moving down her neck, chest, and abdomen, quickly moving towards Andrea's pussy. Andrea gasped as Elise started licking her wetness.
"Oh... oh yeah," Andrea panted. She grabbed and squeezed her own breasts, pinching her nipples as Elise licked her pussy.
Elise slid first one, then two fingers inside her as she continued licking, doubling Andrea's pleasure.
"Oh... oh my God," she panted as Elise slid her finger in and out. "Yes... that's so good. Ah... oh shit... you're good at that. My pussy was already on fire."
Elise concentrated her licking, sucking, and nibbling on Andrea's swollen clit, rapidly driving her over the edge.
"Oh! Oh fuck I'm cumming," Andrea panted, writhing below Elise. "Oh... oh my God..."
Suddenly her body tensed and she held her breath. The pleasure built inside her for almost a full minute before she suddenly exhaled and came, drenching Elise's hand and chin.
Elise sat up and leaned over to kiss Andrea's over-sensitive pussy softly. Excited, Andrea pulled her over her, making her lay on top of her, making her sit on her stomach.
"Crawl up here... crawl up here," Andrea said. "I want you to sit on my face."
"Ok... you can do anything you want to me."
Slowly, Elise crawled higher up Andrea's body until her knees were on either side of her doctor's head. Andrea lifted her head, extended her tongue, and started licking her spread-open pussy.
"Ohhh yesss... oh my God," Elise groaned as Andrea's tongue slid deep inside her pussy. She looked down and watched her licking, watched her half-closed eyes, that look of desire and happiness on her face. She obviously loved licking pussy. "Oh that's so good. Look at you... my God... your eyes are so beautiful."
"Grind into my mouth," Andrea mumbled before capturing Elise's labia between her lips, sucking on them, nibbling on them.
"Oh my God!" Elise panted as she grind down into Andrea's face. She was constantly watching her, not believing that this could feel this good. She grabbed her C-cup breasts and squeezed them hard, pinching and pulling her nipples firmly.
"Oh, yeahyeahyeah... oh my God," she panted, moaning loudly. "Oh that's so good. I've never felt... wow..." Elise was breathing hard, every exhale was a loud moan... and then she came. "OH MY GOD! OH MY GOD!" Her body shook hard, making Andrea grab around her thighs to keep her from falling off the couch.
Andrea slowly licked and sucked Elise's pussy, trying to stay away from any sensitive spot, but occasionally hitting one, just to watch Elise's body jerk.
Elise crawled down Andrea's body, laying on her, hugging and kissing her.
"Oh my God! Damn!" Elise panted, licking her juices from around Andrea's mouth, chin, and neck.
"I hope this helps you move forward," Andrea whispered.
Elise nodded quickly, smiling. "It definitely helps."
"Maybe next session... you can bring your favorite toy," Andrea smiled. She was looking forward to that visit.
Elise giggled, thinking about that stiff, little pink vibrator that she loved so much.
*****
Ten minutes later, Andrea slid her fingertip along the line of her lip as she looked in the small mirror beside her office door, making sure her newly applied lipstick had a clean line. She opened the door and stood outside.
"Victoria? Vince?" she called, waving them towards her. "Come on back."
The couple walked towards her, hand in hand, smiling broadly. Andrea led them into her office and followed behind them, closing her door.
Suddenly, Vince stopped and turned around, facing her. "Can I see your breasts?" he asked, suddenly bringing his hands up to start unbuttoning her blouse.
Andrea couldn't step back, but slapped his hands away and then slapped him and shoved him into Victoria's arms.
"What the fuck, Vince?" she said. "You can ask, but you certainly are not allowed to touch without permission."
Vince looked at her, wounded and shocked, his hand touching his cheek where she slapped him. She knew that since they started down this path, he probably wasn't denied a thing. Victoria gave him everything he asked for whenever or wherever he asked for it. It was time to give him the lesson that sometimes he's not allowed to have what he wants.
"Sit... down!" she said firmly, re-buttoning what he'd undone.
Vince looked at his mom as if needing reassurance.
"It's ok," Victoria said. "You just have to learn that sometimes the answer is no. And you have to respect that."
He looked back at Andrea.
"Apologize," Victoria said, nudging him. "Tell her you're sorry."
Vince looked at Victoria, pleading with his eyes, but she held firm. She nodded towards Andrea, telling him to do it with her eyes and body language.
"I'm sorry," he said softly, looking down.
"It's ok," Andrea said softly. "Just don't do that again." She took a deep breath, reset herself, then sat in her chair with her notepad and pen. "So? How has the week been going?"
Victoria looked at Vince, then at Andrea. "It's been... a little difficult this week, to tell you the truth."
"Difficult? How do you mean?"
"I mean... don't get me wrong," Victoria backtracked a little. "I love my son and I... I do love how close we've been getting. It's been closer than I ever thought possible. But, um... he's really... needy."
"He's a young man with a lot of hormones," Andrea nodded, giggling.
"Yes he is," Victoria laughed with her. "But... after last week... he wants to be inside me so much that I'm... well, frankly, I'm getting sore. You know... down there."
"I see," Andrea nodded. "How often does he... express the need?"
"We have sex three or four times," she said.
Andrea looked at her and nodded. "I mean, three or four times over the past week is probably..."
"No," Victoria interrupted. "Not a week. A day. Three or four times a day."
"A day?" Andrea looked at her, shocked. Victoria nodded. "Yes, that's a bit... extreme."
"I was wondering... hoping... you might have some ideas on what we can do. I just... I don't think my pussy can take that."
"Well... I mean... there are the other options, options that don't involve penetration," Andrea said. "Have you tried just handjobs or blowjobs... even letting him fuck your tits to satisfy him?"
"I have," Victoria said, looking at Vince. "I really have. I mean, they work a little. But it never seems to be enough. He really wants to be inside me... to finish. You know?"
Andrea nodded, thinking for a moment. "Vince, is there any particular reason you have to be inside her?"
"I just... it just feels so much better," he said honestly, "for both of us. We both orgasm that way."
"At least you're thinking about your mom's pleasure a little," she said. "You need to really consider your lover's needs as much as, if not more than your own, too."
"I... I try to," he said softly, looking down as if he was doing something wrong.
"He takes good care of me," Victoria smiled, kissing him on the head as she hugged him. "It's just that... my body can't keep up with him."
"I see. I do think there are at least two other options we can talk about that will help you." Victoria nodded, all ears. "One option that we've already talked about is finding Vince a girlfriend... someone that can maybe split time with you and give your body a little time to rest."
"Ok," Victoria nodded. "That would be nice. And the other option?"
"That one is another exercise for today," Andrea smiled. "Have you ever heard of... anal sex?"
"Anal? As in... through the...?"
"Yes... exactly," Andrea nodded. "It's the insertion of the penis into the anus instead of the vagina."
Victoria looked at both Vince and Andrea in shock. Vince, himself, looked interested to learn more about how to please himself and his mother. "Doesn't that... hurt?" she asked.
"I mean, I'm not going to lie, it does at first," Andrea said. "But many, many women enjoy it. It's a nice alternative to regular sex. Guys like it because it's a lot tighter. Women like it for many reasons... one of which is how submissive it is. Another is how degrading and wrong it feels. And another is because it's an alternative, giving their pussy a little break."
"Ok... um... how do we...?"
"You want to try it?" Andrea asked and Victoria nodded nervously.
"Well, first off, you both have to get undressed."
Victoria and Vince smiled at each other and stood, eager to learn something new. They both undressed quickly and quietly until they stood completely naked, embracing each other.
Andrea stood and walked over to her desk, opened the bottom left drawer, and pulled out a bottle of lubricant. "This is key for anal sex," she said. "You have to use plenty of lube."
Victoria and Vince watched her, now knowing what to do or say.
"Victoria, why don't you come over here and lay over my desk," Andrea directed.
Victoria nodded and walked to the desk, bent over, laying her upper body over it. Vince loved that position and moved behind her, putting his hands on her hips, his rigid cock, ready to enter her.
"Wait, wait, wait," Andrea said, slowing him down. "Don't do anything yet." She stepped around her desk and lifted the bottle of lube, dribbling the slippery liquid at the top of the crack in her ass. It ran between her sexy white globes and Victoria shivered.


"Slide your finger down the crack of her ass and find her asshole," Andrea directed.
Vince did as instructed, sliding her fingers down her body. Victoria started breathing heavier as if enjoying the sensation. "How will I know I found it?" he asked.
"Oh... you'll know."
Victoria jerked when he finally found her sensitive sphincter.
"Relax... relax," Andrea told Victoria, touching her on the small of her back. "You're doing well. Now, I want you to circle her asshole a moment, tease her, get her a used to feeling your touch there. Use your other hand to pull her cheeks apart. Victoria, you can help as well. Reach back and pull yourself open."
Victoria moaned as she reached back with both hands and pulled her cheeks apart. "Oh God... that feels... different."
"Now... slide the tip of your finger inside her," Andrea said. "Go slow."
Vince did as instructed, pushing his finger into her tightness. "Wow... it's... it's tight."
Andrea nodded. "Mmhmm... push deeper now... put one finger all the way inside."
"Oh fuck... oh fuck," Victoria moaned as she felt Vince's finger push deeper and deeper. "That feels... different."
"Does it hurt?" Andrea asked.
"No... it doesn't hurt. It just feels... different."
"Now... in and out... like you're fingering her pussy," Andrea said, watching closely as Vince slid his entire finger in and out of her tight hole.
"Oh my God... oh my God," Victoria said over and over.
"Use your other hand and play with her clit a little."
Vince reached down in front of his mom, between her hips and the desk as she slid back to help create some space. He found that the lubricant had dripped onto her clit as well, letting his finger easily slide back and forth over it.
"Oh fuck that's good," Victoria moaned.
"See? It can feel really good. Can you put a second finger in Vince?"
"Two fingers?" Victoria panted. "I... I don't know..."
Vince pulled his one finger all the way out, then slowly pushed two back inside her ass. Victoria grunted, the pleasure and pressure growing rapidly.
"Wow, this is so hot," Vince said. He twisted his hand as he slid both fingers in and out of her, fingering her ass while he teased her clit with his other hand.
"Oh fuck!" Victoria panted. "Oh my God... I didn't know. This... this is so good. So good."
"This is just the start," Andrea said, stroking her fingers along Victoria's back. "You just wait. It'll feel even better when his cock is inside you."
"Better?" she asked, panting, almost giggling. "I don't think it can feel much better... than this."
Andrea laughed a little. She remembered how good her first time felt... many, many years ago. She moved beside Vince and squirted lube into her palm. Then she lowered her hand to Vince's erection and started stroking it, spreading the lubrication all along his shaft.
"Let's get you all nice and ready," Andrea said, watching Vince's expression change as she dropped to her knees in front of him. He closed his eyes, enjoying the sensations generated by her stroking hand. "Mmm... you're so hard already. This won't take long at all."
Andrea held his cock and licked from the base to the tip several times as Vince moaned. Then she slid the head into her mouth. Her hand slid up and down his shaft beneath her mouth.
"Oh fuck," Vince moaned. He couldn't believe how good Andrea's mouth felt on his cock... different than his mom's. He moved his hips, sliding his cock in and out of her mouth several times before stopping and letting her bob her head up and down.
Andrea giggled. "You're such an eager young man." She stood, her hand still stroking him. "I think you're ready."
She placed the bottle of lubrication above Victoria's ass again, and sent another stream of the fluid running down the crack of her ass.
"I think that'll do it," she told Vince. "Now... just slide your cock right where your fingers were."
Vince was all too happy and quick to respond. He grabbed his cock and stroked it a few times. He set the head against her asshole and eased his hips forward. At first it felt like it wasn't going to go inside, as if it was too big.
"I... I don't think it'll fit," he said.
"Oh, it'll fit," Andrea giggled. "Just push... that first push breaks through the resistance. Then you're clear."
"Ok... ok." He firmly grabbed his mom's hip with one hand, while the other still held his shaft in place and he pushed his hips forward again... this time a little harder. And suddenly... the head popped inside.
"Oh fuck!" Victoria shivered as she felt his cock stretching her ass wide open, as she felt him push his cock deeper and deeper inside her. "Oh my God."
"Shit," Vince grunted. He grabbed her hips with both hands now and started thrusting, excitedly.
"Don't go too fast too soon," Andrea warned him. "She's gotta get used to you first."
"It's just... it's just so good," he moaned.
"Fuck!" Victoria yelled. "He's... he's splitting me in half. He's too big!" She tried to move, tried to pull him free, but he was too strong and held her in place. He wasn't going to stop until he was done.
"Oh fuck... Please go slow, go slow, go slow," she begged.
"You can take it," Andrea said. "Just relax. Feel it. Let the feeling take over."
"Oh my God... you're so deep... in my ass," Victoria moaned, grabbing the edge of the desk so tight her knuckles went white. She'd never felt anything like this before. "Ohhh... don't stop, don't stop... that feels good. Oh... oh... oh fuck."
Vince was moving his hips slowly, firmly sliding his cock deep into her bowels then pulling it back out, again and again. "Oh fuck that's so tight."
Andrea drizzled more lubricant both on his slowly plunging shaft and on her asshole. Vince grabbed his mom's hips more firmly and started moving his hips faster.
"Ohhhhh!" Victoria moaned loudly, closing her eyes and twisting her head, responding to the intense pleasure. "Oh my Goooooooood!" She reached below her body, slid her hand between her legs, and started masturbating, quickly sliding two fingers inside herself, trying to fill her pussy just as much, trying to throw herself into an orgasm..
"YesYesYes!" she panted, her body shaking uncontrollably. "Oh... oh my God... that's so good... that's so good. Jeez! Fuck! Oh fuck! Ahhhhh!" She screamed as she came her legs barely able to hold her body up.
Her ass squeezed his cock too hard to keep thrusting, so he waited, waited for her to recover. She was panting hard but it didn't take long.
"Oh my pussy is so fucking wet," Victoria moaned, pulling her fingers out of her own wetness and bringing them up to her face. "God this is amazing. You cock is filling me up. I feel so... full."
"Your ass is so tight around my cock," Vince grunted as he started thrusting again. "It feels so good to me, too. I love this." Vince was panting, too, as if his body was welling up with so much pleasure, almost ready to burst.
"I think he's gonna cum," Andrea giggled.
Vince nodded, his hands adjusting their position on her hips, holding her tightly as he started thrusting faster and harder. "Yes... I'm... I'm so close."
"Cum for me baby," Victoria moaned looking back over her shoulder at him. "Cum for mommy."
Andrea came up beside him and grabbed his clenching, thrusting ass, repeatedly pushing to make him thrust faster. "Cum right in her ass Vince. Cum deep inside her ass."
"Fuck!" he panted, quickly losing control. "Fuck... fuck... Unh! Unh! Unh!" His cum sprayed from his cock deep into her bowels, filling her to overflowing.
Victoria had never felt anything like it before and she grabbed the edge of the desk again, her body freezing in place. Her face showed how overwhelmed her brain was. She closed her eyes half-way, her mouth opening half-way as she softly moaned. "Ohhhhhhhhh! That's so.... oh yes... oh yes..."
Vince collapsed over her, laying over her back, his shrinking cock still inside her. It took several minutes before both of them breathed more normally, before Vince rose and slowly pulled his hips back.
Andrea sat down as Vince pulled his dripping cock free. She could see little drips of semen dripping out of Victoria's asshole and running down her inner thighs as she lay on the desk, moaning, overwhelmed.
"So," she said. "I think you can see that's a new option for you. You can divide his... loving... between your ass and your vagina. At least that's one option."
Victoria stood, her half-lidded eyes looking at Andrea, as if barely comprehending what the doctor was saying.
"As far as our other option," she continued, "I have someone who might be appropriate and interested. She's in the middle of a divorce and is looking for a place to stay at the moment. And, frankly, needs a man who will listen to her and take care of her needs. She should be a perfect fit, but I'll talk to her and set up some introductions, if you're interested."
Victoria nodded, smiling, as she started getting dressed. "I think... um... I think we're definitely interested. Especially if she's ok with... you know... me being with my son."
"I don't know how she'll feel about that, frankly," Andrea said. "I'll have to ask."
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His Gift For The Tutor, Part 1
"Ok, the Intermediate Value Theorem," my sexy, forty-something-year-old college tutor started saying. We were sitting at the dining room table at my house. She had my calculus book open in front of us but I could barely concentrate on it. I had trouble in my college math class in the fall semester and halfway through my parents thought that I could use a tutor. They knew someone who knew someone... and then Emmanuelle Collins appeared at our door.
Emmanuelle had been a high-school math teacher in Maine, with a PhD and everything. She'd moved to Ohio only a few months ago and had been looking to get into the local school district. Until then, she was working as a substitute teacher and tutor.
She was just what I needed on many levels. I was able to pass my last math class in the Fall semester and my parents decided I needed even more help this semester, since I had an even harder time with Calculus.
I wasn't going to complain.
She was incredibly beautiful and incredibly smart. She had the body I would kill to touch, great breasts, a slim waist, a killer ass, and long legs that just seemed to never stop. She was several inches shorter than me, and with her age I felt like a little kid again, even though I was twenty one. I was a man. And technically I could be dating her... at least I wish I could have been.
"Suppose that f of x is continuous on the segment containing points a through b and let M be any number between f of a and f of b," she continued reading. "Then there exists a number c such that c is greater than a and c is less than b, and f of c is equal to M." When she finished reading she looked up at me, wondering if I had understood a word she just said. She'd been my tutor for about four months now and while my grades improved, so did my masturbation sessions.
I met her eyes and melted a moment, feeling my cock throb in my pants. Those blue orbs were incredibly bright and sucked me right into them. Especially with her long black hair and eyelashes framing them. She looked over her reading glasses... the one's that she thought made her look old... the one's that made me want to cum.
"Get it? When we have two points connected by a continuous curve, with one point below the line and the other point above the line," she said, drawing a quick diagram on the paper. "Then there will be at least one place where the curve crosses the line!" She finished the drawing by putting a dot on a straight, horizontal line in the graph.
"Ok... I guess," I said, a little dumbfounded still.
"It's pretty easy, really. To get from here to here," she said indicating a point on the diagram, "you have to pass the line somewhere, if the equation is continuous."
"Yeah... ok... but so what?" I said. I usually needed a better example to understand something. I needed to know how I might use the information. It was one reason higher math wasn't going to be easy for me.
"Here's a real world example. Suppose your table is wobbly because of uneven ground. All you have to do is just rotate the table to fix it!" She used her hands to show her rotating an imaginary table. "Why does this work?" she asked.
"I... uh... I don't know..."
"Ok, the ground must be continuous, no steps like poorly laid tiles or anything. So if we can always have three legs on the ground, it is the fourth leg that is the trouble. Imagine we are rotating the table, and the fourth leg could somehow go into the ground, like it's sand or something. At some point it will be above the ground, like we have when it wobbles, and at another point it will be below the ground. So there must be some point where the fourth leg perfectly touches the ground and the table won't wobble."
"Ok... I can kind of see that," I said, starting to understand at last, thinking of the table leg as it moved over the floor.
"Ok, another example... say you're going on a round trip somewhere, though the woods or wherever. At some point on the trip, you will be exactly as high as where you started, as long as you didn't start at the highest or lowest point of the trail."
My mind was spinning, thinking about it.
"At some point on the trip, you will be higher then where you started and at another point you'll be lower than where you started. So there must be a point in between where you are exactly as high as where you started. Right?"
"Oh, I see what you mean..." I smiled, finally getting it, even though math wasn't really what was on my mind right now. My cock was hard in my pants. I hoped she didn't notice.
"Good. So let's look at some of the problems..."
"Wait, wait... can we take a break for a sec," I asked.
"Sure," she said, sitting back and extending her arms overhead, stretching a little. She closed her eyes while she did and I couldn't help but stare at her. She had no idea how sexy she looked with her arms over her head like that, her breasts rising beneath her shirt. I wanted to just jump her. I wanted my mouth on her nipples.
"I need to, um, get a drink. Do you want something?" I asked, quickly standing as she dropped her arms and opened her eyes. I didn't want her to see me staring like that.
"Some water, yeah, thanks."
I moved into the kitchen, grabbed two glasses and filled them with cold water and some ice. My eyes drifted to the end of the counter where a gift bag sat. My gift to her. I was suddenly nervous and scared. I wasn't sure I could go through with this. I'd only known her for four months, but we'd had a lot of time to get to know each other. We spent a lot of time together. And I was hoping... well... I was hoping for something more.
I downed my water and grabbed the bag handle as I moved back into the dining room. I set her glass and the bag on the table in front of her.
"Vince? What are you doing? Aw, what's this? You got me a gift for Valentine's Day?"
I smiled, probably looking a little shy and uncomfortable. At least I felt that way. "Yeah, I thought I'd thank you... for all you've done for me."
"Oh, wow. This is just kind of unexpected, you know?" she smiled. "It's very sweet of you. Can I open it now?"
"Yeah. Please."
She opened the top of the bag and pulled out a garment, which was wrapped in a plastic hanging bag and surrounded by tissue paper.
"Clothing? Hmm...." She pulled the tissue paper off and got a glimpse of the little piece of clothing, still unsure what it was. "Oh my goodness. Did you pick this out yourself? Well... let's see if it's what I think it is in here..." She slowly moved her hand underneath the plastic wrap and pulled it up to reveal the black and red lingerie beneath.
"Oh my word... honey...," she said, almost stunned. "Since when do twenty-five-year-olds buy things like this?" I was happy that she thought I was older.
She tossed the plastic covering aside and held the lingerie by the hanger it was on. Her hand caressed the delicate, sexy fabric.
"Wow, that's pretty fancy. Oh my," she said finally noticing the thong attached to the hook of the hanger.
She laughed, nervously. And then stopped when I didn't laugh with her. "Ok... is this a practical joke or something?"
"No... it's not a joke," I said.
"Then... I... I'm a little confused. I understand buying Valentine's gifts, but... I'm your tutor."
Her eyes moved over the material, enjoying the feel of it in her hands and against her skin. That was the reaction I was looking for. She looked so sexy just holding it.
"Don't you think this is a little intimate for... you know...." She turned the hanger looking at the back side of the garment. The hem came up in the back so that when worn, it wouldn't cover her ass. A thin strip of cloth continued the hemline around the thighs, though, leaving the ass within a cut-out.
"Oh my gosh," she giggled. "It doesn't even have a butt to it..." She ran her fingers over the thin strip of cloth and pulled the material away to see the hole through which her lovely ass would show. I couldn't wait to see it... I really wanted to see her bare ass.
She sat there, looking at me. I was getting very nervous. I could feel my heart racing, my blood boiling. I could feel sweat starting to dot my body, even though it was the middle of February.
"But... I'm a little confused," she admitted, smiling awkwardly. "What does this mean? I mean, I don't think this is a typical gift a student would buy his tutor." She licked her lips, as if wondering what to say next. "Do you... do you have a crush on me or something? Do you think I'm pretty enough to wear something like this?"
"Yes... I do. You're gorgeous, Mrs. Collins."
She blushed and looked away a second, trying to compose herself. It had been a long, long time since a man made her feel like this. "Please, Vince... call me Emmanuelle. Mrs. Collins makes me feel old and I don't want to feel old right now."
"Ok... Emmanuelle."
"You know, it's been a while since a man has flattered me like this, and, I don't know, it's... I mean Valentine's Day is a pretty special occasion isn't it?" She picked up the lingerie again and held it out to look at it. "I guess... um... would you... maybe... like me to try it on? I mean... I guess it wouldn't hurt to try it on for you, would it?"
I smiled broadly, probably stupidly, and nodded, hoping that she would. She gave me a look that I'll never forget. The first look of lust... of desire.
"Ok, well you just sit here and wait patiently," she said putting her hand out to keep me from moving. "I'm not going to put it on in front of you. Ok?"
I smiled as if a little disappointed. "Ok."
"Alright... I hope it fits." She disappeared into the bathroom, which was situated just off the dining room. Luckily, we were all alone. She'd set up the time to be late in the afternoon so that we finished when my parents got home from work. We had just over an hour before they came home.
I closed my eyes and prayed, begging for the outcome I was desperately seeking. When she walked out wearing the lingerie, my prayers were immediately answered. She looked absolutely incredible. Her breasts were lovingly encased and emphasized with the silky smooth material with red piping. The boning on her abdominals gave her a sleek, hourglass look. And it didn't go very far over her hips. I barely saw the black thong hidden just below the hemline, the thong I knew barely covering her pussy.
"I'm a little embarrassed," she blushed. "But, I have to say, you know me better than I even know myself. This fits really nice and it feels... well I haven't worn anything like this for such a long time." She ran her hands over her body, exciting me. We both watched her fingers trace lines over her breasts and stomach, then slide to her rear. "It's very silky. It feels really good to the touch even. I do feel a little... exposed, though."
I was growing ever more excited as I watched her move. Her hands found where the material exposed her ass and she blushed.
"Oh, I bet you want to see the backside, don't you," she asked, "since this outfit... well... highlights it." She turned around and bent over a little bit, her hands going to her knees for support, showing me her bare ass. "Do you like that? I dunno, do I fill it in ok? Do I do it justice?"
"Very much," I mumbled in amazement, feeling my cock throbbing in my jeans.
"I haven't worn anything this risqué, you know, in, like... forever. I don't know, it's kind of fun. I feel really... sexy." She smiled, still running her hands over her body as she turned around and looked at me. Her eyes moved up and down my body and I caught her staring at my crotch.
"Do I see that you're getting a little... excited?" she asked as she stood there, just looking at my crotch. Her eyes finally came up and met mine and I shuddered with desire and need.
"I'm sorry," I apologized, lowering my hands to cover my crotch. "I... I can't help it."
She smiled as if she was happy I had this reaction. "It's ok. It's... flattering. This was more than just about seeing me wearing it, wasn't it? Was this your way of trying to seduce me or something?"
I looked down at the ground and nodded.
"I have to say, I'm very, very flattered," she said softly. "And, uh, it's a special occasion. Maybe, um... I don't really know where to go from here."
She turned, stood next to the table, and looked down at me. Her body was mere inches from me now.
"What about if, um... I mean I see that you're getting... well... excited," she said. I could hear the desire in her voice. She wanted this to be something more, too, but was... shy. "Was this was some kind of fantasy or something? For you to dress me up sexy like this?"
I nodded and smiled. "Yeah," I admitted. I certainly wanted to dress her up sexy. And I wanted to fuck her with it on. "It really does look incredible on you. Well, you look incredible, period."
She smiled, seductively, knowingly. "So you like older women... what is it they call them... MILFs? Cougars, things like that?"
I licked my lips as I nodded. "Yeah. I do like attractive, older women and... um... you are certainly a MILF."
"Well, since we're both alone here... why don't we find somewhere comfortable and let's see what this old woman can do with that, um, growing bulge in your pants right there." She was smiling with a very sexy look in her eyes. I knew that she wanted what I wanted.
"How about the living room?" I asked, standing up and taking her hand in mine. I led her to the living room and sat down on the couch. She knelt beside me on the cushion.
She seemed embarrassed and held the hemline of the lingerie as if trying to pull it down. She giggled. "Do you think I fill out this outfit ok? I mean, is this what you imagined? I really feel very... exposed."
I smiled and licked my lips as I looked up and down her body, open desire written all over my face. "Yeah, it's exactly how I imagined you. You have no idea how incredible you look," I said, slowly shaking my head, disbelieving that this goddess was right beside me.
She reached behind and played with the material around her bare ass. "I've never seen one with the rear end cut out like that before." She turned away, showing me her ass, stroking it for me. "Is that the part you like the best? You like looking at my butt?" She traced her fingers down the line of the thong, over her asshole and down to her pussy. My eyes were glued to her movement, wishing it was my hand and wishing I could just pull the thin material away.
"I definitely, um, enjoy the view," I stammered.
"My husband would never buy something like this. In fact, he's never bought me any lingerie. You see me as a much more sexy person than he ever has." She turned and crawled close again as her hand reached over, tentatively, and started caressing first my thigh, then my cock through my jeans. I was so hard, her fingers easily found my shaft and stroked it. "I have to admit, you're making me feel... extremely... sexy right now."
I moaned softly.
"I feel... like a different person, a sexual person," she said softly, continuing to caress my bulge. "It's definitely something I never expected would happen between us... I mean, I've had my own fantasies and all, but I didn't expect anything to happen, you know, between us."
She bent forward, her breasts falling, pushing out the top of the lingerie, her impressive cleavage fully open to my gaze. She used both of her hands on me now, one caressing the head while the other stroked up and down the shaft through my pants.
"I like it though. It's going to make our time alone... studying... very different... from now on." She looked down, watching her hands stroking me, obviously envisioning what my cock looked like behind all the layers of cloth. "Maybe I can model more lingerie for you. Would you like that?"
"That would make me one happy man," I laughed softly.
"I think I'd like that, too," she said softly. "I like how you're looking at me. And I think I'd like to see you look at me like that more often."
She smiled, then focused on my groin once more. "Wow... you know how long it's been since I've touched an erection?" Her hands kept stroking me, her eyes watching my ever-growing shaft while I moaned in pleasure. "Oh my goodness," she said, envisioning my full length.
"It's just still so, kind of... uh... I don't know, I feel like I'm blushing... that this is even happening." She looked up at me, smiling, wanting my approval. Then she looked a little nervous, doubting what we were doing. "This is ok, isn't it? You don't mind me touching you like this, do you? I mean, do older women and younger men... do things like this?"
I put my hand over hers, encouraging her to continue touching me. "Yes... I'm a man and you're an incredibly desireable woman. it's perfectly normal. You're... beautiful... and sexy and I really want to be with you. I fantasize about being with you all the time."
She smiled at me, her left hand squeezing the head of my cock while her right swirled her fingertips over the shaft. Then she bit her lower lip as if she was ready to get down to business. "What if I get some old skills going here and, uh, take care of this hard cock of yours the old fashioned way, huh? Maybe a good old hand job? See how that feels?"
I nodded emphatically. "I'd love that."
She reached for my belt and began unfastening it. "Mmm, let's pull this monster out of your pants and see what you've got." She slid to her knees on the floor in front of me, then unfastened the button and unzipped the fly, pulling my pants open.
"Oh my goodness... oh my...," she moaned softly, smiling at the size of my cock beneath my boxers. She was getting a good feel for what she was in for. "Mmmm... alright then, lets... um... get these off." Licking her lips, she pulled my boxers and pants down and off my hips as I lifted off the couch. Then she tossed them aside on the floor. When she turned back to me, her breath caught in her throat as she reached out and took me in her hand.
"It's so pretty," she gasped, petting it with her hand. Her hand kept petting down the shaft of my cock. "I bet it'll feel better if I do it than when you just jack off. I mean, you jack off, right? I know you do it. All guys do it."
"Yeah... I do," I whispered. I moaned. Her hand felt incredible and my cock was becoming more and more sensitive to her ministrations. "And your hand feels so much better than mine."
"Oh my goodness," she said softly, her fingers wrapping around my shaft, sliding up and down its length. "Is that what it was? You just got tired of jerking off all by yourself so you come to me?" she smiled, teasingly. She leaned down, resting her elbows on my knees, her face inches from my cock as she watched it adoringly. "I'm a little flattered."
"When I jack off... I fantasize it's you doing this to me," I admitted.
She continued stroking my cock, sliding up and down, feeling it grow harder and longer in her hands. "Wow... I'm flattered. I'm thinking that maybe I should spit on it and get it wet." She leaned over my shaft and let spittle fall from her lips and dribble over my cock. She spread it down my length, using it to lubricate me. "Make it all shiny and slippery. Is that how the girls do it?"
I nodded. I wanted her to put it in her mouth and get it wet that way, but this would do for now.
She jerked me with one hand, stroking up and down, up and down. I was shaking with desire for her like I'd never felt before. She touched me just right, making me more and more excited without giving me enough to cum.
"Such a pretty penis," she whispered, then sat up again. "I feel like I'm still kind of hot and blushing. I can't believe this is happening. But it is, huh? I've got your dick in my hand, so it's certainly happening."
She laughed a little when I moaned. "Does that feel good?" she teased. "Is this what you were hoping for?"


"Oh my God... fuck yes," I panted.
She kept changing her strokes. Just when one was going to take me over the edge, she changed to another, backing my orgasm down a touch before building it back up again.
"Ooh, your dick is big enough for me to put two hands on it. You know what this does to me, don't you? It makes an old broad like me kinda horny. Yeah. It's been ages since I've had dick inside of me. And never one as nice as this, that's for sure."
She must have grown tired of sitting on her ankles because she moved and grabbed a pillow to give her knees some padding. Both of her hands were now stroking me, swirling over the head and making me so damn excited.
She looked down at her pussy and giggled. "Oh my gosh... you're not going to believe this. But I've never had panties like this before. They feel a little... small. I'm not used to the material right in the crack of my ass. I think they're sliding into me, you know?" She lifted her hips up, showing me her panty-covered pussy and then pulled them out a little to show how they were sliding between her labia.
My cock twitched as the move exposed her pussy... just a glance really... but I saw it. And it was incredible! Her labia were engorged and full, open like a beautiful flower, exposing the pink between them. I could see and smell the hint of her wetness, her excitement.
"Well, since it's kind of useless, why don't we just pull them off, huh?" She pushed them down to her knees, then lay back on the floor, lifted her feet high in the air, and pulled her panties up and off her legs. I watched her pussy and ass, felt the hard throbbing of my cock, and couldn't wait to slam it inside there.
She knelt again, holding the thong in her hands. "That is kind of funny, I've never worn a thong." Suddenly she passed them towards me. "Here, would you like to smell these? Is that what you young guys are into?"
I nodded, hopeful. God... to smell her pussy would be... wow! She watched me, smiling a little, as I took them and lifted them to my nose, smelling her lovely scent. I was going to enjoy licking her soon.
She let her spit dribble down my cock again as she eased back into place, her mouth now just inches from my cock as she continued stroking it. "Mmmm... yeah," she moaned as her hands slid up and down my shaft.
"You do have quite a nice dick," she whispered. "This reminds me of when I was a much younger girl. Jacking guys off in the back seat of their car. I gave quite a few handjobs in my day. And blowjobs."
"I bet you were good at it, too," I whispered. "That feels so damn good."
She smiled at me, then licked her lips. "You know... would it be a really strange if I just wanted to... you know... taste you a little bit? Would that be ok? I mean, that's not too weird is it? We've already gone this far. It's just... it's been so long since I sucked cock." She looked at my shaft with such longing, such desire.
She bit her lip as if asking for approval. I licked my lips and smiled down at her, hoping she would want to do that.
"I like being right here," she said, settling in between my thighs with her legs curled under her. Then, without hesitation, she bent over and took me in her mouth.
I groaned loudly. It felt incredible as she moved me in and out of her mouth, her lips creating a wonderful suction, causing me to moan louder.
"Oh, fuck," I hissed in pleasure.
"Mmmmm," she moaned with my cock deep in her mouth. "Oh my goodness... ooh, you taste so good. You don't mind if I... you know... do it some more."
"No," I hissed, barely able to speak. I was breathing heavy now, really close to cumming.
Slowly she continued sucking on my cock, sliding her pursed lips up the side of my shaft, kissing it again and again. She slid it over her face as she watched me and then slipped it into her mouth yet again. She surprised me by sliding the head deep into the back of her mouth, making her gag a little. When she pulled me free, my cock was coated with thick saliva that she used as a lubricant to stroke me.
"Something I learned a long time ago. When I take you deep in my throat... it makes the best lube." She slid me deep again and again, moaning and almost choking on my cock each time. I swore my cock was half way down her throat before she pulled it free again.
"Oh yeah," she whispered, lifting off my cock and stroking it again. I felt my cock jump in her hands I was so excited. She looked up at me, her hand never stopping.
"Well, you saw my ass in this thing, would you like to see my tits?"
"Hell yeah," I panted.
"Yeah?" she smiled, loving that I was so enthralled with her, that she had such an effect on me.
"Should I get more... comfortable?"
"Yes... I fantasize about your tits," I whispered, my voice almost cracking from the intense pleasure I was feeling, "all the time."
She pulled one arm through the shoulder strap and then sat up to slide the other arm free. Then I watched as she slowly peeled down the top, exposing her naked breasts. She had a tattoo of a woman's lips over her right breast which first caught my attention. Then when her full breasts were freed, her nipples took my breath away.
As I expected, her breasts were lovely and large, milky white. They had the perfect droop and the perfect shape. Her areola were large and in the middle were beautifully hard nipples. I almost came right then and there.
"Oh my God, they're incredible," I whispered, longing to touch them.
She smiled at me as she slid her hands under her breasts. "Such a beautiful piece of lingerie by the way. I really do like it a lot."
I suddenly moved forward and pushed her to her back on the living room floor, making her whimper in surprise. "I'm glad you like it. But I like what's beneath it even more," I said grabbing her legs and moving between them.
"What kind of dirty thoughts are you thinking?" she smiled, teasingly. "Are you thinking about my pussy?"
"Yes," I answered directly, my fingertips strumming over her labia.
"Mmmm, naughty, naughty boy. Are you thinking about sliding this big dick in my pussy?"
"Fuck, you make me crazy!" I lay forward and kissed her hard. My hands grabbed the sides of her head, forcefully holding her in place. My lips crushed hers and I heard her whimpering beneath me. The shaft of my cock lay against her pussy and pressed against her clit as I slid it up and back, slowly grinding against her. She was so wet and ready!
I pushed my tongue into her mouth and when her tongue pushed back into mine, I sucked on it. She was whimpering in my arms, shaking. I sat up and, leaving my cock pressing against her clit, grabbed her breasts in my hands and squeezed them, kneading her flesh. Her breasts were so full and soft. Her nipples were hard and engorged as I pinched and twisted them.
I bent forward and sucked one into my mouth, forcing a large part of her breast to follow into my mouth as I did. I slowly released it, saving the nipple for last and tugging on it before it plopped out of my mouth.
"Oh my God," she whimpered, watching me.
I smiled and followed suit with her other breast. I was hungry for her and it showed.
When her breast plopped free I started kissing between them and kissing down her stomach.
"Oh... God... it's been so long..." she whimpered.
I lay on my stomach while she watched me and slowly kissed and licked her inner thigh, from her knee down towards her pussy. As I watched her, I made a long, slow lick on the side of her pussy. Propped up on her elbows, her eyes watched my every move, her body shaking with excitement. Her pussy was incredibly beautiful, with a short black-haired bush. Her labia and clit were swollen, engorged by her excitement.
"I love your pussy," I whispered between licks. "I love how you taste. Have you fantasized about this?" I took a long, slow lick from the bottom of her labia to the top, letting the tip of my tongue slightly penetrate between them. At the top, I hooked my tongue below her clit and slid up and over it as she spasmed beneath me. "Have you fantasized about me licking your pussy?"
"Fuck!" she yelled and put one hand on my head.
I smiled. "How long has it been since your pussy has been licked like this?" I asked, sliding my tongue lightly over her labia again.
"A long time," she said, laying her head back and taking a deep breath. "A fucking... long... time."
"I guess it's time." I licked slowly and deliberately, using one hand to pull her labia out and sliding my tongue over the pink, sensitive flesh. I smiled when I realized she was watching me again, propped up on her elbow once more.
"I like when you watch me," I whispered softly before I pushed my tongue as deep into her pussy as I could. Her eyes blinked rapidly, the whites beginning to show as they rolled back into her head for a moment. She held her breath as my tongue swirled and slashed. She pressed her hips up into me, forcing my mouth harder against her.
I wasn't an expert or anything, but I think I did a pretty good job of pleasuring her. As I licked and sucked on her clit, her hips pushed her pussy up and into my face, practically grinding against me as she moaned. I slid an arm around her leg and tweaked her nipple, pinching and pulling it, making her groan fiercely.
Her body shook with force, twisting under me, and she grabbed my hair as she came, hard. I could taste her as her juices practically squirted all over my chin, neck, and chest. She was panting hard when I finally moved back from her, smiling.
"God, I need your cock again," she said, breathing heavily, sliding to her knees. "Sit on the couch." I rose and sat on the edge of the couch, wiping her juices from my face with the back of my hand as she moved between my knees.
She squeezed her breasts again and again, teasing herself as she looked down at my cock. "I wanna do something I haven't done since I was probably your age," she said, looking almost embarrassed. "You wanna feel my titties on your dick?" she asked, holding my cock in her hands again. It had softened a little, but was hardening again, quickly. She slid the head over her nipples and between her breasts, holding each breast with her free hand. "Oh my God, you're so hard," she whispered, looking down to watch it slide against her skin.
She bent forward and slid her mouth over my shaft again, deep throating me one more time until she was almost gagging. "Wow... oh my God you taste so good!" She moved both of her hands to her breasts, folding them around my cock, nestling my cock between them. Then she moved her body up and down, sliding my cock between her breasts until the head nearly hit her chin.
She looked up at me, encouraging me to fuck her tits. "Are my tits nice and soft around your dick? Do you like titty fucking your tutor? That's what it's called isn't it? Mmm, it feels so good. Your hard, hot cock in between my tits."
I moaned, getting so close to my orgasm. "Fuck that feels so good."
"Oh my gosh! Are you going to cum again?" she asked excitedly. "Spray my tits with your cum. Yeah. Give it to me? Give me all your cum. Do my tits feel good wrapped around that hard cock? Huh?"
"Hell yes, that feels... fucking... good. I love fucking your tits," I groaned, stroking the side of her face with my fingertips tenderly... almost lovingly.
She smiled, and redoubled her efforts on my cock, sliding it harder and faster between her tits. "I know what you dirty boys like. That feels good I bet, doesn't it? Is this one of your fantasies? Having an older woman dressed up in some lingerie, showing off her body, letting you fuck her tits?"
"Oh, God, yes!" I groaned. "I've fantasized about you for so long."
"I know. I know you dirty, dirty boys have your fantasies, don't you? You need those fantasies. A healthy young man needs his fantasies to come true, doesn't he?"
I nodded and groaned, my body tensing up, ready to explode soon.
"Oh, you're going to give me your load, aren't you?" she smiled, as if that would be the best thing ever. "Fucking stroke all that cum out. Yeah, my tits have a tight grip on that dick, stroking all that jizz out of there. You gonna give it to me?"
She smiled, determined. She was going to make me cum hard.
"Yeah, you're gonna give it to me," she said, putting everything she had to make sure it happened. "'Cause you're a good boy, aren't you? You have a dirty, dirty mind, but you're a good boy. And good boys give me their cum."
I groaned loudly, suddenly feeling everything in my body pouring out of my cock. My body tensed, pushing all of my cum, all of my pent up fantasies and needs out of my body and onto her chest.
"Oh, fuck yes," she laughed as my cum spilled out over her, spraying beneath her chin and oozing all over her chest. "Yes, that's a good boy. Look at all that cum you saved up for me. Oh, you needed that didn't you?"
She released her breasts and sat back, freeing my slowly deflating cock. She slid her fingertips over her neck and chest, feeling my warm cum and spreading it over her skin.
"Mmmm," she moaned delightedly, smiling up at me.
"Well, I hope your little fantasy was as good as it was in your mind. Looks like it was good to me." She raised her hand, looked at the cum coating it, and played with it with her fingertips. Her eyes locked on my still throbbing cock and she leaned forward, taking me into her mouth for a long, slow suck.
"Well," she said, standing up. She slowly slid the lingerie down her body and stepped out of it. "I guess our time is up for today. Your parents will probably be home soon."
I fell back on the couch with a groan. "Probably."
She grabbed her clothes and moved into the bathroom to clean up and dress, emerging ten minutes later. I had dressed again myself, putting on my jeans. She picked up her purse and walked to the front door as I followed behind her. My mom was just pulling into the driveway and got out of the car just as we were opening the door.
"Hi Tina," Emmanuelle said, smiling.
"Hi Emmanuelle." My mom came in and took off her shoes and coat.
Emmanuelle stood at the door still. "I hope you have a good dinner out tonight."
"We will, thanks," my mom said. "It'll be a very nice Valentine's dinner. Although the restaurant's going to be packed! Are you doing anything with your husband?"
"No... he's not a going-out kinda guy," Emmanuelle sighed.
My mom nodded and asked. "How'd your studying go? Vince doing ok?"
"Very well. Vince showed me things I didn't expect. He'll do well." Emmanuelle put her hand on my shoulder and I felt myself shivering with desire. "Well, I need to be going. I'll see you next week, right Vince?" she asked, smiling at me.
"Uh... yeah," I stammered.
I walked out the door with her and held her car door open. The shadows were long and were cast over her car, making it darker there, but I could see her face from the light of her car interior. She pushed against me slightly as she moved to get in her car and whispered. "You want me to wear something naughty for you next week?"
I smiled, a little embarrassed.
"Yeah?" she smiled, as if knowing she had such power over me now. "You want to slide your cock in me, Vince? I bet you want to slide that dick all over my ass don't you?"
She sat in her car as I stood dumbfounded.
"Keep fantasizing about me Vince. Maybe it'll come true next week, too."
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"Please, please, have a seat," Andrea smiled as she pointed to the couch. "Vince, why don't you sit in the middle." Vince sat in the middle of the couch as Victoria sat on one end. Andrea sat in her chair, her yellow notepad and pen sitting on her lap.
Both Victoria and Vince looked anxious and excited as they waited for news on this woman that Andrea had mentioned last week.
"So? How's your week been?" Andrea asked.
"It's been going better... I'm a little less sore," she giggled. "But still... my body can't keep up with this handsome man's needs."
"You do seem to be walking a little... gingerly," Andrea said. "Hopefully Vince is learning to attend to you more... rather than himself... or even both of you, really. "If he gives you more oral, you'll be a lot less sore."
Victoria smiled at Vince and then leaned forward and they touched foreheads, smiling at each other.
"He's been practicing that a lot," Victoria giggled. "I feel like a young college girl."
"Sex can definitely make you feel young again, especially when it's really good."
"Did you hear from your friend?" Victoria asked.
"I did," Andrea smiled. "And, the good news is she's... interested. As a matter of fact, I invited her here today so that you can all meet. She'll be here in a few minutes. I just wanted to talk to you first to make sure you're still interested."
"I'm sure we're very interested," Victoria nodded. She looked at Vince and he nodded, too.
"Just so we're clear, there's benefits to adding a person to your relationship," Andrea said, "but there can be some... drawbacks. My biggest fear is the emotional side."
"What do you mean?"
Andrea directed her attention to Vince. "Vince, can you handle having a second woman to share you? Do you think you have room for another woman in your heart?"
Vince thought about it for a moment but nodded. "I think I do. I mean... I think it'll be good to have another woman to love."
"Ok," Andrea nodded, then turned her attention to Victoria. "Victoria, can you handle having a second woman in the mix, a woman who will... at least somewhat... steal Vince's heart and attention? Jealousy is a very powerful emotion."
"I've, um... I've always assumed that he'd find someone and fall in love," Victoria said. "My fear is more that I will be denied sharing my love with him once a new woman comes into his life."
"That's exactly what we're hoping to work through," Andrea said, turning very serious. "I think that with Vince... my friend will be happy to share. You know, the love you have for each other won't diminish... but it will change... at least a little... especially since there will be a third person taking time away from you being together. There will be times when one of you will be alone... perhaps wondering what the other is doing. If that's ok, then I think we can proceed."
Both Victoria and Vince nodded their agreement, looking at each other, then looking back to Andrea. "I think we can do that," Victoria said. "I think it might be good for us."
"Ok then." Andrea stood and set her notepad on her desk. She walked over to her private bathroom and knocked. The door opened a moment later and a tall blonde woman emerged, smiling. She seemed a bit shy as Andrea took her hand and led her towards the couch. Both Vince and Victoria stood and each politely hugged her.
"I'd like you to meet Elise," Andrea said. "Elise, this is Victoria and Vince, the couple I told you about."
They all greeted each other. Both Vince and Victoria looked with awe at Elise, their eyes scanning up and down her beautiful body, admiringly. She did the same with the both of them, smiling with an anxious desire.
"Please... have a seat," Andrea smiled. "Elise, you can sit on the other side of Vince." It was obvious that she saw their desire for each other, their curiosity. And she was happy that she could bring them all together.
All three sat down on the couch.
"I thought I'd bring you all here so that you could get to know each other more," Andrea said. "And then, you can decide if you want more... if you want to build the relationship you're looking for. I know about you, about the reasons you're all here, but due to privilege I'm not able to discuss it myself. I was thinking we can build an atmosphere where you're free and willing to tell it to the others. Does that sound fair?"
"Yeah," Elise said, quickly. Both Victoria and Vince gave their consent as well.
"I thought we could break the ice by playing a little game." All of them looked at each other then back at her, nervously wondering where this was leading.
"What kind of game?" Victoria asked.
"It's a game call 'Would You Rather'," Andrea said. "I have a series of questions to ask you and each question offers you a choice. I want you to answer the question, give a little explanation of why you chose it... and then you take off an article of clothing."
"Um... ok," Elise giggled nervously. She was wearing a blouse, jeans, bra, panties, and jeans, so she knew she could answer several. She glanced at the others and figured that they were likely the same.
"What kind of questions?" Vince asked. Andrea could read the nerves in his voice, too. Although he was nervous, she knew that he didn't want to appear stupid. But she was prepared.
"Don't worry, they're not difficult in any way," she smiled. "I think they're actually fun." She looked at them. "Ok?"
They nodded, smiling, so she continued. She grabbed a stack of cards that were on the stand beside her chair and lightly shuffled them. Then she sat with them in her lap, ready to turn over the first card.
"Why don't we start with you, Elise," she said, "Then Vince, then Victoria. Sound good?"
"Yeah," Elise nodded.
"Good. First question," Andrea said, reading from the first card. "Would you rather have a passionate, physical connection with a lover right away or a deep, teasing connection that builds over time?"
"Oh, um," Elise thought about it a second. "I would say... that I would rather have an immediate passionate and physical connection."
"Why?" Andrea asked, cocking her head, interested in hearing her answer.
"Um... well... I just... I feel like I've been denied a passionate relationship for so long now," Elise admitted. "My husband is ten years older than me... well, ex-husband. And he was never for... intensity... you know? I just... I want to feel... desired."
"Ok, ok," Andrea nodded. "I can see why you'd say that." She glanced at Vince and Victoria and they both seemed to like that answer a lot. They were looking for a fast, intense, and passionate relationship as well. Especially since theirs really started that way.
"Why don't you take off an article of clothing," Andrea suggested.
Elise blushed and unbuttoned her blouse, tossing it aside. The tension in the room grew quickly as both Vince and Victoria looked at the woman's beautiful bra and C-cup breasts behind it. Vince licked his lips anxiously, making Elise blush and even deeper shade of red.
"Now give both Vince and Victoria a kiss," Andrea suggested.
Elise bent towards Vince first and their lips met for their first kiss. It was a short kiss, but definitely more than a peck. Vince seemed to even start breathing a little heavier as he got excited. Elise then leaned over Vince, inviting Victoria to lean in as well, and the two kissed over Vince, letting him watch. They giggled a little as Elise licked Victoria's lip for a moment before they broke.
"Vince?" Andrea said, turning her attention to the young man. He looked back at her, a little nervous and obviously excited. "Would you rather have your first time with someone be high-energy and loud and sweaty... or intimate, passionate, grinding and groaning, and low-key?"
"I would, um," Vince started to say, then stopped and looked at his mom. "I don't know. I guess I'd rather have grinding and groaning."
"Why do you say that?" Andrea asked, smiling deviously. She remembered some grinding and groaning over the past few weeks.
"I like... I guess I like the idea of just being in bed... just being together and doing whatever you want. I hear high-energy and loud and I think about everyone in the building knowing what's going on and calling the police."
The women laughed.
"I think it would be bad if the police showed up," Victoria giggled.
Elise giggled with her. "It would kind of kill the mood."
"Ok, Vince, why don't you take some clothing off?"
Vince grabbed his t-shirt and pulled it off over his head, tossing it aside. While Victoria had seem him plenty of times without a shirt on, Elise hadn't. Her eyes roamed over his body like she was hungry, her excitement more evident now.
"Why don't you give the two women a little kiss," Andrea said softly.
Vince leaned into Elise first and kissed her, their kiss lasting even longer than before. Even Elise panted in excitement a little before they were done. Then he turned towards his mom and kissed her, too. Elise watched with surprise as the mother and son kissed very passionately. When their kiss broke, they smiled at each other and gave each other a quick peck once more.
"Victoria?" Andrea smiled. She was getting excited, too, watching all three of them get to know each other and accept each other so much more.
"Yes," the older woman smiled, excited to answer her question, especially after seeing what followed.
"In public, would you rather have someone whisper something naughty in your ear or grab your privates under the table?"
"Can I say both?" Victoria laughed. "Wow... choosing one or the other. That's a tough one. I would say that I would personally love to have someone whisper something naughty in my ear... maybe telling me what they want to do to me. You know? I love to have someone do that... it just gets me excited waiting for it to happen."
"I never thought of that," Vince admitted.
"I'm the opposite," Elise said, getting everyone's attention. "I really like a guy to just touch me... just, anywhere we are, if he feels like it, just... go for it. I love that."
"Sounds like you'll fit right into our little living situation," Victoria smiled.
"Ok... time to take something off Victoria."
Victoria giggled nervously. She was wearing a tight dress again, one that was low cut on the top, showing a lot of cleavage, and was cut above mid-thigh. "I didn't exactly dress for a game like this," she said. She turned to have Vince unzip her dress and stood to let it drop to the floor as she pulled her arms free. She sat back down in her bra, panties, and black, thigh-high stockings.
"Why don't you kiss the other two."
Victoria leaned in and gave Vince another passionate kiss, both their mouths opening, their tongues probing deep into the others mouth. Vince's hand wandered down and stroked his mom's breast, teasing her nipple.
"Naughty boy," Victoria giggled, breaking the kiss and moving to kiss Elise. She was shocked when Elise's hand touched her other breast and teased that nipple. Not as firmly and boldly as Vince had done, but the move completely surprised and excited Victoria. When she sat back down, she waved her hand in front of her face, showing them just how hot and excited she'd become.
"Ok, that was the first round," Andrea said. "I hope you're all feeling more relaxed and at least a little closer. This round I'd like to do another question, then the next person in the rotation will take off a piece of your clothing... and the person behind you in the rotation gets to kiss you... but this time, wherever they choose."
"Oh... wow..." Elise said.
Victoria nodded and looked at the other two. "This is definitely going to be interesting."
"Elise, would you rather spend the night with someone who has a talented tongue or someone who is unbelievable with their hands?" Andrea asked.
"Um," Elise blushed and smiled, looking away, embarrassed. "I would have to definitely say... definitely say," she smiled as she looked at the floor, "someone who has a talented tongue."
"Oh," Andrea giggled, sounding very interest, although she knew why. She knew how desperate Elise was to have a strong tongue stroking her clit. "Tell us why."
"I, um... my husband never gave me oral," Elise admitted. "In all the time we were married, he touched me and he fucked me, but he never put his lips, um, on my vagina. And I... I really want that. I absolutely need... that." She was almost panting at the thought of it happening to her soon.
"That's one of the things my Vince enjoys the most," Victoria giggled, hugging her son and kissing him on the head. Vince smiled and blushed, looking down. He was happy to hear that his mom loved what he did to her.
"And you... um... you enjoy doing it?" Elise asked him, obviously hoping against hope that he did. "I mean, do you do it just as a quick intro to start fucking or do you really enjoy doing it... giving a woman that pleasure?"
Vince was still too shy to really look at her, but he smiled, admitting it. "I, um... I really enjoy it."
"When we first came to see Dr. Clemmons, that was one of the first exercises we practiced," Victoria admitted. She smiled at the memory, the weeklong pleasures that she received from her son. "He spent a lot of time going down on me and is really good at it."
"Oh... wow..." Elise said, licking her lips, both surprised to hear about sexual acts between the boy and his mom and excited that she might get to experience it.
"Vince... you get to remove a piece of clothing from Elise," Andrea smiled at him, having a pretty good idea what he was going to remove.
Vince licked his lips. "Anything?"
Andrea nodded. "Mmhmm."
He turned towards Andrea and wrapped his arms around her as if going to hug her, but his fingers found her bra strap and quickly unfastened it. He grabbed and pulled it as his hands pulled back, exposing her breasts. He smiled as he looked at them, the desire in his face, exciting Elise.
"I knew he'd go for the breasts," Andrea giggled.
"He is a breast man," Victoria added, laughing along with her.
Vince looked at them, smiled, and shrugged his shoulders.
"Victoria, you can kiss her wherever you want," Andrea smiled.
Victoria suddenly looked a little shy. "Anywhere?"
"Mmhmm... those were the rules."
Elise bit her lower lip as Victoria stood and moved around Vince to kneel in front of Elise. She touched Elise's shoulder then ran her hand down her chest as everyone watched. Her fingertip slowly trailed down onto her breast and slowly circled her nipple. It was hard when she started, but seemed to get even harder. Elise moaned softly.
Victoria looked up at the young woman and smiled, still a bit shy. But she bent forward and kissed Elise's nipple, her lips wrapping around it. She extended her tongue and ran it over the tight nub as Elise panted above her, then she sucked it into her mouth.
"Oh my God," Elise panted, watching Victoria tease her so wonderfully.
Then Victoria sat back and rose, giggling. As she moved back to her seat, Elise grabbed both of her breasts and squeezed them, smiling broadly, lightly pinching and rolling both nipples. She was breathing harder and was definitely ready for more.
"Oh my God that felt so good," Elise gushed, giggling.
The other three laughed at how excited she was and Elise blushed.
"It's certainly getting warm in here," Andrea said. "Vince... would you rather receive sexy pictures or have hot phone sex?"
"Wow... that's a tough question," he laughed softly. "I like both. But... I guess if I have to pick... I'd rather have hot phone sex."
"Why?"
"I don't know. I guess... at least that way we can both enjoy it together."
Andrea nodded. "So you prefer pleasing your partner at the same time as yourself?"
"Yeah," he nodded. "That's why I really like being inside my mom so much... even if she's sore. I want her to enjoy being with me, too."
"That's really good," Elise nodded. "I'm so used to my ex just thinking about himself."
Andrea nodded. "It's good that you're looking for a better relationship. One that will make YOU happy. Victoria, would you do the honor and take off an item of clothing from Vince?"
"Ok," she smiled and nodded eagerly. She licked her lips as she grabbed the waistband of his pants and started unfastening them. Then, tugging, and with the help of Vince lifting his hips off the couch, pulled them down and off his legs, leaving him in his boxers. His stiff erection tented the front as if trying to rip a hole through them.
Elise gasped and smiled in joy as she looked at his crotch.
"My little boy is very blessed," Victoria gushed, smiling at Elise.
Elise licked her lips in anticipation. "Do I get to... to kiss him?"
"Yes you may," Andrea said softly.
Elise dropped to the floor, her eyes barely leaving his throbbing erection. His thin boxers weren't even close to hiding it. She knelt between his legs and put her hands on his thighs. She looked up at him as she slowly bent forward, her mouth moving right to the object of her attention. Slowly she kissed the head of his cock through his boxers, licked it, then slid it just inside her mouth, getting the material wet.
"Oh fuck," Vince panted, barely able to control himself.
Elise sat back after a moment and giggled. "Oh wow... you're so hard."
"I don't think I can take much more," he hissed, as if holding back his orgasm.
Elise slid back onto the couch beside Vince, still giggling.
Andrea noticed that Victoria had slid her hand between her thighs and was slowly teasing her pussy, getting herself very wet as she watched Elise kiss and suck Vince's cock. "Things seem to be getting interesting," she said. "You're all looking a bit excited." All three laughed softly and nodded. "Why don't we just do one more. Then we can see where things lead. Does that sound good?"
"Yes," Elise panted, almost breathlessly, and nodded, followed by Vince and Victoria.
"Then the final question is for Victoria," The older woman looked at her with an excitement on her face that she hadn't seen from her before. It was as if having Elise in the picture, teasing Vince, had awakened something inside her.
"Would you rather go to a strip club in jeans and t-shirt and pick up a girl or go to a fancy lounge with expensive cocktails and a short, tight dress, and flirt at the bar to pick up a guy?"
"I'd definitely rather go to the strip club and pick up a girl," Victoria said quickly.
"Why's that?" Andrea asked.
"It's someone both Vince and I can share," Victoria smiled. "I didn't realize how... excited... I got seeing Vince with another woman. It's very... arousing. It gave me shivers," she giggled.
"So," Andrea added, "does it please you to just watch Vince with another woman or would you prefer to be in a threesome where you get to have her, too."
"I have to admit that I've never really been with a woman before. But I think I'd like to try it."
Andrea nodded, smiling. This entire exercise had convinced her that these three would be perfect together. Now, it was a matter of sealing the deal.
"Elise, why don't you remove a piece of clothing from Victoria."
Elise rose and moved in front of the older woman. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. Victoria pulled it the rest of the way off. "Since Vince is a tit-man, I think he'd enjoy seeing these as much as I do."
She looked at Vince and saw him smile, then stared at Victoria's beautiful D-cups and licked her lips as if she couldn't wait to taste them. Then, reluctantly, sat down on the couch again her body obviously on fire.
"Vince... you can kiss your mom anywhere you'd like," Andrea said softly.
Vince smiled as he dropped to his knees and crawled between his mom's legs. He lifted her right leg and pushed it to the back of the couch, opening her thighs wide, and giving Elise a good view of her panty-covered crotch. He licked his lips slowly before bending down and slowly kissing his mother's inner thigh and dragged his lips and tongue over her pussy.


"Oh my God!" Victoria moaned loudly, so excited between the teasing of the exercise, her teasing fingers, and now Vince's teasing lips and tongue. Vince's kiss seemed to last a lot longer than anyone expected, but no one was going to complain. It was extremely arousing.
"I think we've gotten a little side-tracked from the exercise," Andrea laughed. She looked at Elise, but the woman's open mouth and wide-open eyes, watching every move of the two, let her know that it was ok. The exercise was a success.
Vince tugged at Victoria's panties, pulling them aside and started licking her bare pussy. Elise leaned closer, excited by what she was witnessing. Her own hand fell between her thighs and she started stroking herself.
"Oh... oh, God your tongue is so good," Victoria panted, putting one hand on Vince's head, encouraging him and pulling him a little harder into her wetness.
"What do you think Elise?" Andrea asked. "Think you want to give it a try?"
"Oh my God that looks so hot!" Elise panted, nodding. "I need it... bad."
"Vince? Why don't you show Elise what you and your tongue can do for her?"
Vince gave his mom a last, hard suck on her clit, his lips smacking as he pulled away from her. She gave a loud gasp of pleasure and quickly filled the loss with her fingers as she watched Vince through half-lidded eyes.
He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand as he crawled over to Elise. She yanked her panties down and off, then sat back quickly, opening her legs in anticipation. He crawled into place and slowly stroked her inner thighs, between her knees and her pussy, teasing her.
"My clit is so sensitive right now," Elise whispered. "It's not going to take much." She panted as she watched him bend forward, extending his tongue to make the first, soft lick on her labia.
"Oh my fucking God!" she yelled as she felt his tongue touch her for the first time, stroking over her labia, his hot breath teasing her clit.
Then he licked between her lips, sliding deep into her molten center, touching her pink inner flesh and almost making her cum it was so intense. Her body was trembling with desire and need. She closed her eyes, twisting her head side to side as the intense pleasure filled her body.
He gently licked along the shaft of her clit, trying to avoid the tip, but making sure his hot breath was felt there. Then, more firmly, he licked again, this time swiping his tongue over her sensitive little nub and she groaned loudly.
Elise couldn't believe how incredible it felt. After so many years of wanting it, of needing this release and not getting it. Andrea licked her well the last two times, but she needed something more. And Vince had it.
He settled in, wrapping his arms around her thighs and holding her in place as he licked her in earnest.
"God that feels so good," she panted, her body starting to shake. "Oh! Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God." She held her breath as the pleasure grew too intense, then suddenly exhaled as she came, her body a shaking mess.
Vince continued to lick her, deftly avoiding her oversensitive clit until she settled down again. "Oh my God you taste so good," he mumbled, licking and sucking her juices.
"Shit!" she panted as he licked her clit once again. "Your tongue is so, so good. So... fucking... good." She grunted with every exhale as the pleasure built again.
Victoria moved closer and took hold her hand, unable to stay away. "You like that?" she giggled. "He's good, isn't he?"
"Oh my God, I needed this so bad," Elise moaned, barely able to speak any more. "It feels so good."
Victoria kissed her breast.
"Thank you, thank you, thank you," Elise panted.
Victoria squeezed and played with Elise's breasts and nipples as her son continued teasing Elise's clit. The dual sensations were sending her body into deep orgasmic spasms. "You haven't even felt his cock yet," she whispered. "You're gonna love that, too."
Victoria started sucking on her nipples, making them harder, making her chest blush.
"Oh... yes, yes, yes," Elise moaned. "I'm gonna cum again. Shit! Shit!"
Suddenly Elise came again, a deep, throbbing orgasm that made her entire body feel like one big erogenous zone. Every exhale was a deep moan.
"Vince," Andrea said, almost breaking the spell that these three had developed, making them stop what they were doing. "Why don't you give her some of that cock. Let her see everything she can have. And Victoria... why don't you sit back so Elise can lick your pussy."
Victoria lay on her back on the couch, putting one leg on the floor, the other on the back of the couch while Vince helped Elise to her knees. She was almost moving on autopilot, as if she had no will of her own as her cheek rested against Victoria's thigh.
Vince took hold of his cock and slid it along Elise's very wet pussy lips, getting the tip dripping wet, before sliding it inside her.
"Oh fuck... oh fuck," Elise moaned as Vince pushed his cock deeper and deeper, his hands grabbing her hips firmly. "Oh my God he's big. Go slow... go slow... My pussy needs to get used to you."
Victoria felt a little embarrassed as Elise started licking her pussy. She hadn't had a woman do it to her, so it was a different sensation than Vince. Her mouth and tongue were far less experienced, but felt so much softer.
"Oh my God! Fuck!" Vince panted as he slid in and out of Elise's pussy. She felt a lot looser than his mom, like molten lava. She was so wet that he slid in easily.
"Oh wow... I've not really had my pussy licked by a woman before," Victoria giggled before moaning as Elise sucked on her clit.
"You like that?" Elise asked.
Victoria nodded, licking her lips. "I do... fuck I do. And every time Vince thrusts into you, your mouth hits against my pussy. God it feels so good."
"That's it, Vince," Andrea moaned, suddenly standing behind the young man. She put her hand on his ass and helped push with every thrust. "Push her face right into your mom's pussy."
Vince groaned. "Oh wow... her pussy feels so different."
"That's good baby," Victoria said, looking up at him. "It'll be good to have a different pussy to play with. Fuck her. Fuck her good. Make her cum."
"Oh... yes, yes, yes," Elise panted, stopping her tongue for a moment. Her breathy moans felt good to Victoria. "His cock feels just as good as his tongue. God that's so good."
Vince started grunting, feeling the pressure building inside him, feeling his orgasm close.
"Uh oh," Andrea giggled, squeezing Vince's ass, then giving it a smack. "I think Vince is going to cum. Can he cum inside you?"
"Yes!" Elise grunted. "Yes... oh my God yes. Please. Cum inside me."
"Fuck... fuck," Vince chanted, grabbing Elise's hips even harder, his thrusts becoming more erratic. Then his cock started erupting, filling her with cum. "Unh! Unh! Unh!"
Elise moaned underneath him as she felt him unload inside her. His cock pulsed inside her as his warm cum filled her until it dripped out and ran down her thighs. Her moaning and writhing made Victoria cum beneath her as the older woman held her head tight and ground her pussy hard against Elise's face.
"Oh my God!" Victoria panted as she came. "Oh my God! Oh... fuck!"
Vince pulled his cock free and lay across Elise's back even as she lay on Victoria's stomach. All three were panting, sweat dripping from their bodies. It took them several minutes to recover. Then they slowly sat up, kissing each other.
"Now that you've all been able to get to know each other a little better," Andrea giggled, "do you think you want to move in together? Do you think you can live with this... arrangement?"
All three nodded, smiling.
"I definitely do," Elise smiled broadly. "Wow! I can't believe I'm still tingling all over. So I, uh... I need to continue down this path."
"I do want to reiterate, though, that this is not exclusive," Andrea warned. "All three of you will share each other equally. You all need to make sure that happens. Does that make sense?"
All three looked at the others and nodded and smiled again.
Andrea smiled, happy that she could bring fulfillment to their lives... and have a little fun in the process. "Ok... why don't you all kiss on it."
Then they all kissed, passionately.
"I believe we found a way to help all of you," Andrea giggled.
*****
They walked out to their cars, hand in hand. "Do you mind if I move in... like... today?" Elise asked.
"We love you to," Victoria smiled. She got her phone out and the two shared their phone numbers and Victoria sent her their address. "We don't have a lot of space, so I suggest you bring what's more essential and we'll figure the rest out as we go."
"That's perfect," Elise said. "I already have a storage unit and have already moved a lot of stuff into it. I should be over in maybe two hours or so."
"We'll set up the house for you," Victoria said. "Won't we Vince?"
Vince nodded. "Yeah... we'll get everything ready."
Elise kissed them both one more time before they went to their own cars and drove home.
*****
"Welcome to our little abode," Victoria said as she opened the door for Elise. "Vince, could you grab her suitcase?"
"Oh yeah," he said, eagerly, taking the handle from her. He rolled it into the bedroom.
"It's nice," Elise said as she looked around the small, well decorated apartment. "Cozy."
"It is," Victoria said. "There's not much of a tour, I'm afraid. I think you can see that this is the kitchen, the dining room, and the living room. The bedroom and bath are through that doorway there."
Elise nodded and watched as Vince came out of that same doorway. Elise was sweating a little, not used to having it so warm inside the house. "It's, um... it's a hot one today, huh?"
"Yes... sorry... we don't use the air conditioning too much," Victoria said. "It's a way to save money. We just... wear less clothing."
"Ok," Victoria nodded. It wasn't what she was used to, but that sounded logical.
"One other thing I need to mention before you get too comfortable I guess," Victoria continued. "Ever since we started seeing Dr. Clemmons, we have a kind of... you know... ask-and-receive... um... policy. Any time one of us needs... release... you know what I mean... we just ask the other person... and the other person generally... just... gives it."
Elise nodded slowly as she looked at Victoria. Her mind was racing. She'd never heard of such a thing before... and it excited her. She'd be able to receive exactly what she's wanted for years. With her libido and their willingness to give whenever she asks... this was a great match.
Elise took too long to answer and Victoria was a little nervous that that might be a deal breaker. "Is that ok, or...?" Both she and Vince looked at her, almost desperately wanting her to agree to their terms. When she smiled and nodded, it was like a wave of relief fell over them all.
"That'll be, like... what I need," Elise smiled.
"Perfect," Victoria smiled, leaning forward to kiss the young woman. "Welcome home."
*****
The bed was a little small for three, but they all seemed to snuggle up together, hugging all through the night. They put Elise in the middle, which suited her perfectly. Having two naked bodies snuggled up tight against her was very... stimulating.
The sun wasn't just below the horizon, it's light just starting to peek through the window, when Vince woke to an unfamiliar sound. It was Saturday morning and he and his mom were used to sleeping in a little later. After they'd settled into their rhythm, they typically didn't interrupt the other's sleep.
"I know you'll do fine," whispered one voice and he could feel movement on the bed. He could feel a warm body near, so he knew Elise was still close to him.
"You see... I just haven't done this before," his mom whispered. "I'll try."
The other voice, that he now realized was Elise, comforted his mom. "You'll be fine."
"Ok," Victoria whispered and then giggled. "Just don't judge me if I do it wrong. On the clit, right?"
"Mmhmm... all over," Elise said softly, moaning when Victoria's tongue seemed to touch her just right.
Victoria giggled a little from down by his feet. "Oh, it's kind of fun."
"Just keep doing what you're doing... that's great."
"Yeah?"
Elise moaned. "Mmhmm, that's just so good. Oh!"
Victoria gave a nervous giggle but obviously didn't stop licking.
"Oh, that does feel good," Elise said. "I really like that."
"Yeah?"
"Mmhmm... mmhmm... oh my God."
Victoria giggled again, obviously still nervous about licking Elise. "It's... kind of like kissing."
"Yes, it is."
Vince moved a little in the bed, catching Elise's attention. She looked at him as he pushed the sheet away, exposing his massive erection. He grabbed it and started stroking it.
"It's just so... different," Victoria whispered between licks.
"It's always... good... to try new things... isn't it?" Elise said. "Vince is watching us..."
"Maybe we should..." Victoria started to say as she pulled her face away from Elise's pussy, but the young woman grabbed her head and pulled her back in.
"No... you need to finish this," Elise demanded. "He likes what he sees. You should see his cock."
Elise reached down and started stroking Vince's cock as he relinquished control. She started panting, rapidly getting closer to her orgasm.
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," Elise panted. "Oh my God... oh my God! YeahYeahYeah! Yeahhhhhhhhh!" She screamed as she came, writhing on the bed. Her hand held Vince's cock but wasn't moving. When she opened her eyes again, she saw him smiling at her.
"Oh wow... you're so wet," Victoria said, rising to her knees. Vince and Elise were kissing and Elise was slowly jerking his cock again. She used her fingers to wipe the wetness from around her mouth and chin. "Was that... was that ok?"
"It was... it was very nice," Elise smiled up at her. "Lay up here between us so I can thank you properly."
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I was standing by the picture window in the front of the house, waiting impatiently the next week. I was nervous and excited at the same time. I had no idea how she felt about what we did and what might happen today. As far as I knew, she would never come over ever again.
But when her car pulled into the drive, most of my fear disappeared, replaced by excitement... and a growing hunger. I wondered if she was going to do what she said... was she wearing lingerie for me? And... was she going to let me fuck her again?
God! The anxiety was killing me!
She got out of her car, looked at the house with excitement, and smiled when she saw me in the window. I waved to her then walked to the door. She was wearing a beautiful, white, silk button-up blouse, a tight black skirt with black stockings and high heels. She looked like a porn star version of a naughty teacher to me. She was a dream come true... truly the sexiest teacher I ever had.
I opened the door just as she was walking up to it. "Good afternoon," I said, greeting her and standing back to let her enter. I felt under dressed in my t-shirt and jeans.
"Hi Vince," she smiled as she walked inside, the click-click-click of her heels on the concrete then the ceramic tiles so wonderfully alluring. "Are you parents home?" She glanced about casually. She knew they normally weren't home this time of day.
I closed the door behind her and led her into the living room. "No, they're still at work. They won't be home for another couple of hours."
"In that case," she said, walking up to me. With her heels on we were almost the same height. She leaned forward and gave me a kiss. My heart was racing, just feeling her lips on mine, then her tongue stroking along my lips. I opened them slightly and her tongue plunged inside. Immediately the kiss became far more passionate and it made my body tingle.
I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her lower back so that her pussy was pulled into me, hoping she could feel my erection, hoping she could feel just what she was doing to me.
"I have to admit, I've thought about you all week long," she admitted as she broke the kiss and I let her step back a pace.
"I've thought about you a lot, too," I smiled nervously. I wasn't going to admit that I probably jerked off to thoughts of her three or four times a day for the past week. She had that big of an effect on me.
"What we did was... like... wow!" she whispered, as if she said it any louder everyone would know. "Both my mind and my body have been on fire all week long."
"Yeah... mine, too."
"I can't believe I'm doing this. This is so not me. But... I thought about something new we can try today... if you want. You have a test on Friday, right?"
"Yeah, Friday," I agreed.
"Well, I have an idea for a little... game," she said, her eyes sparkling with a devious, little smile on her face. "Something to see where you stand... to see how ready you are." She moved to the couch and sat down, indicating for me to sit at the other end.
"I have four problems here for you to solve," she continued. "Every time you get an answer correct... I'll take an article of clothing off." She cocked her head when I let out a little gasp.
Did she really say that or was that in my head? She was going to get naked for me if I solved the problems correctly? Wow! What a fucking, serious incentive!
"And the last one... well... if you get that right, you can do whatever you want to me."
I shivered with excitement and felt a little light headed. I think the blood rushed out of my head and it all flowed into my cock. It felt like it was pounding in my jeans.
"What do you say?" she asked teasingly, as if I'd reject her proposal. "As promised... I even have some new, sexy lingerie for you."
"Oh my God," I whispered, nodding dumbly. "I like that idea."
"Ok, turn to page 156. I want you to solve number 1."
I nodded and quickly turned to the page. There were twenty problems at the end of the section and she wanted me to solve the first one. Thank God, I knew that the first one was always the easiest.
I read the problem and took down some notes, setting up the different equations as the information was presented. Then, with just a couple calculations, I came up with an answer.
"Done already?" she asked, her fingers running over her breasts, teasing her nipples through her blouse and teasingly playing with the buttons. "Better check your work. I wouldn't want you to do something stupid and be wrong. There's a lot at stake here, you know."
I nodded and quickly checked everything one more time. It looked right. I was pretty sure I got the correct answer. "I'm done."
"Well... let me see your work," she said, taking the paper from me. "Ok... and lets check the answer in the book." She turned to the back of the book where the answer key was and compared my answer with the one there.
"Nice!" she beamed. "That's right. Excellent job. I'll hold up my end of the bargain, then." She started taking her blouse off, slowly unbuttoning one button at a time. As she reached the bottom, she pulled the blouse from her skirt, exposing and unfastening the last two buttons. She opened the front and slipped it off her shoulders exposing her beautiful, white, mostly transparent bra.
My cock throbbed as I looked at her hard nipples behind her bra. Her deep C-cup cleavage made me want to put my cock between her milky globes.
"I can't help but notice that you're already very... very... aroused," she giggled, looking at the bulge in the front of my jeans. "We both have needs. It's ok to just... accept them... give in to them. Right?"
"Yeah... I agree," I nodded.
She smiled, deviously. "Go on, then... go do question seven so I can get more naked." She touched her bra and chest, teasing her nipples and distracting me as I read through the problem.
I jotted down a few notes again and started going through my equations. It took me a good five minutes to figure it out and set my pencil down.
"Done?" she asked, giggling. Her nipples were so hard under her bra and were calling to me. I couldn't wait to suck on them. "Let me see."
"Wait, wait!" I said, thinking that I made a mistake. I pulled my paper back and quickly scanned my work. Sure enough, I got a sign wrong on one of the equations. That rippled through and gave me a totally different answer. I handed the corrected paper back to her again.
"Ah," she giggled. She looked over my work and then checked the answer in the back of the book. "Ooh, good boy," she said. "Good thing you fixed that. I guess it's time to remove something else."
She stood and reached behind herself, unfastening her skirt. Then she pushed it down her long legs and stepped out of it. She bent over and picked it up, tossing it to where she tossed her blouse. She was wearing very skimpy, white, lacy thong panties. They were a bit see-through as well, so I could see her bush and pussy lips behind it.
My cock throbbed again as I envisioned myself licking those pussy lips... sucking them into my mouth. God, she was killing me!
"You are getting harder by the second," she giggled. "I hope you can still think to work the remaining problems. This is a fun game, isn't it?"
"Yes, it is," I smiled. "I just..." God I just wanted to rip her clothes off. She was teasing me, and although I wished I could just sink my cock into her pussy, it was a fun game.
"You ready? The problems are getting harder," she sang with a cheery voice. "Time for you to do number fifteen."
"Fifteen?" I asked, just making sure. My brain was starting to run a lot slower. I prayed it wouldn't affect my ability to work the problems. If I didn't get her panties and bra off, I'd probably go crazy.
"Mmhmm," she smiled. She lay back on the couch and put her feet up on the cushion. She spread her knees wide as her hands slid down the inside of her thighs, moving so deliciously close to her pussy. God damn, I needed to adjust myself.
I read through the problem and was having a little harder time determining what to do. It was definitely the hardest problem so far. I had to concentrate hard on the problem and not let my eyes stray to her creamy thighs and tits. That was the only way I was going to solve this.
It took me ten minutes... ten minutes of me trying a few different equations... and ten minutes of listening to her moan as she touched herself. Finally, I got an answer, although I wasn't sure it was correct. I prayed it was... prayed very, very hard. I couldn't get this wrong!
"Done?" she giggled. "Ok... let's see it." She looked over my work, then, looking at me with a smile on her face, checked the answer in the back of the book. "Looks like you got another one right!."
I smiled. God, this was great. I loved getting to see more and more of her body. She ran her fingers over her nipples again and then fingered the edge of her bra.
"You want to see my breasts?" she asked. "My big, creamy breasts? I bet you want to see them really bad, don't you?"
I nodded, smiling, expecting them to be wonderfully displayed in seconds.
"How bad?" she asked.
"God... really bad," I said, just wishing she'd just do it.
"Yeah?" she smiled. "Ok... then take your pants off."
That took my by surprise. I thought she was going to get naked. I never even thought about me.
"Unbutton those pants and I'll take my bra off so you can see my big, juicy tits."
I quickly grabbed the front of my jeans and unbuttoned them. I yanked the zipper down and pushed them down and off my legs. My cock was pressing out hard against my boxers, tenting them.
"Mmm.... I like that," she smiled, holding her fingertip to her lips as she stared at my cock. "You're really nice and big."
"Yes I am," I said. "You're driving me crazy."
"Yeah? Good," she smiled. She reached behind herself, unfastened her bra, and pulled it off, tossing it aside. She grabbed and squeezed her breasts, pinching and pulling her nipples. "This is fun, isn't it?"
I reached forward to touch her breasts and she stepped back, giggling.
"No, no... huh uh... you're not allowed to touch yet," she giggled. "You still have one more question."
"Aw man... come on," I begged.
"This is the game," she giggled. "So? Get working. Number twenty. This is the hardest one of all."
I was even more distracted this time as Emmanuelle sat back on the couch, pleasing and teasing her breasts, then sliding her hands down to tease her pussy. The only piece of clothing she had on was her skimpy thong panties, so there was a lot there to tease me with.
I couldn't even take my eyes off her to look at the problem.
"I said get working," she giggled, pointing at the book.
I exhaled sharply, feeling very frustrated and bothered. My cock was throbbing in my boxers and her naked body kept me from concentrating. I looked at the problem and felt like I had missed half the chapter. Nothing in this problem seemed to make sense.
"I don't know about this one," I pouted. "Can I do another one instead?"
"No," she giggled, shaking her head. "That's the one you have to do to if you want this pussy."
"Fuck!" I cussed. I pouted even more as I looked at the problem again. I want through different ideas, but nothing was making sense. It was about ten minutes later when I finally, finally got a break. One equation gave me something to work with, then another. And that fed into another. Finally, a reasonable answer took shape. I jotted it down and looked over my work.
I handed her my paper, pretty sure I got it wrong and screwed everything up.
"You're done?" she smiled. "You sure now? This is for all the... uh... marbles," she giggled, playing with the her panties.
"Yeah... it's a good as I'm going to get it."
"Ok, let me take a look." She looked over my work without giving anything away on her face about how I did. Then she checked the answer in the back of the book. Still, not giving anything away, she set the book down.
Finally, she smiled. "Very good! Time to take off my panties." She licked her lips as if she couldn't wait, but hesitated pulling them off even as she grabbed the waistband. "But I want you to touch yourself."
"Right now?" I asked, in a daze. God... I needed to see her pussy! I was desperate!
"Yes, right now," she said.
I pushed my boxers down and kicked them aside. My cock was throbbing with each heartbeat as my fingers slid around it and I started jerking it. I moaned, the pleasure building rapidly.
"Feels really good, doesn't it?" she asked. "Good boy."
Her fingers hooked into the waistband and she pushed her panties down, tossing them aside. Now, fully naked, she lay back on the couch, her fingertips circling her clit.
"This is a way better way to study, isn't it?"
"Yes," I nodded as I approached her and put my hands on her legs. I needed to put my cock inside that delicious pussy.
"Sweetie!" she said, clamping her legs together. "I may be naked, but I'm not just going to spread my legs for you. That's not how you get women to do what you want. And I know what you want right now."
She slid her finger up and down my shaft, making it dance for her. "Do you want me to make you feel good?"
"Oh my God that feels so good," I moaned. "Please make me cum."
"I know, I know," she giggled at my begging. "I know you want me. I know you want me badly. I know you want these," she said, squeezing her breasts, then pointed to her pussy, "and this. Don't you?"
I nodded, my body boiling over with desire for her.
She took my shaft in her hand and started stroking it. She leaned over and pulled a small bottle of lube from her purse, flipped the top, and poured some onto my cock. Her hand moved so smoothly up and down as she jerked and squeezed it.
"Now... it's time for you," she said, getting into it. "Wow... you're so big." She was practically panting with need. "You must like my soft hands rubbing your cock. You are certainly a man."
She bent down and, giggling almost as if embarrassed, softly licked the head, teasing me with her warm breath.
"Mmm," she moaned as she licked more fully and took the head into her mouth, sucking on it. "Are you going to let me have you?"
"Yes," I panted. "I really want to fuck you again." I stepped forward and started pushing her to her back, but she pushed on my chest.
"Wait..." she said softly. "Wait. Sit down... on the end of the couch... all the way...
and stroke yourself for me."
I sat on the couch as instructed and started sliding my own hand up and down my slick shaft. It felt so good and I knew I could make myself cum in under a minute if I wanted to. I was that turned on. But... I restrained myself. I didn't want to cum this way.
Emmanuelle sat on the other end of the couch and we facing each other. She spread her legs apart, baring her body to me, her hands sliding between her legs to play with her swollen, wet flesh.
"You like my pussy?" she teased.
"Yes," I nodded, staring at it with such need. "I do."
"Describe it. What about my pussy do you like?"
She played with her lips, her fingers sliding through her wetness as I attempted to form the words that describe it.
"It's... it's so beautiful," I said. "I love how your lips are so... large... and so open."
"You want to touch my wet pussy, don't you?"
I smiled and nodded again. God, she was such a tease! "Yes!" I practically yelled. "I want to touch it... and lick it... and taste it..."
"Oh... I like that," she smiled. "Keep stroking that big cock for me. It's so big."
We each masturbated, getting ourselves more and more excited by just watching the other.
"Please let me touch you," I begged for what seemed like every few seconds, and she just giggled and shook her head. Until, finally, she couldn't take any more either.
"I need you... right now," she said, sitting up. "I need you inside me. Lay down... lay down right now. I need this so bad."
She moved so that I could lay on the couch and she kicked her leg over and mounted me. She sat down on my cock, sliding it against her pussy, using her wetness to slide and grind against my shaft as she squeezed her breasts and nipples. She moaned softly, looking down at me, her eyes half closed, just teasing me.
"You want to fuck me, Vince?" she half moaned, half giggled. "Oh yeah you do. God, your dick is hard as a rock. Can you feel my hot, wet, pussy against you? Mmm... Nothing would feel better right now than just to slide it in. Do you want to fuck me?"
"Yes... and I'm going to really soon if you don't do it now," I said.
She giggled at my ferocious desire was starting to break out. "Does it feel really good when I grind on your cock like this?"
"Fuck... you better..."
"Ok... you ready?" she teased. "I need to feel you, swollen and raw. You're really big. I'm going to try my best to take you in all the way."
She reached down between her legs and pushed my cock, trying to guide it inside herself. She was panting hard as it started penetrating her again.
"Ohhh!" she exhaled as my cock stretched her open. "I'm trying so hard not to scream."
"Does that feel good?" I asked, pushing my hips up a bit, trying to push even deeper into her.
"God, I love this," she moaned. She rocked her hips forward and back, slowly pushing me deeper and deeper inside her.
"Fuck me... oh, fuck me hard," I said, pushing up into her as she pushed down onto me. Our bodies crashed together, making her exhale sharply with each thrust.
"Yeah!" she moaned loudly. "You're not allowed to cum until I cum, you know that right? You never cum until your woman is satisfied. And I'm your woman."
I smiled when she said that. She was my woman. "God I want to make you scream."
"Yeah?" she panted, her hips moving even faster now. "Are you going to make me cum all over your cock?"
I reached up and slid my fingertip in a circle around her swollen clit even as my cock slid deep inside her again and again. Her body shook above me and her fingers rolled her nipples. There were so many sensations rolling over her body, she was losing her mind.
"Oh... no, no..." she panted and pulled away from me, losing my cock and my finger. "I was just about to cum. You're so big, I can't help it. I want it. But I want to prolong it. I want to feel this. If you cum too soon, you might not be able to continue. I have to make the most of this right now. I want to do this again and again and again."
"Really?" I asked. "I love hearing that. I do too."
"Oh... your cock feels so good," she panted, slowly stroking my cock. "Much better than my husband's. There's just something so naughty about this... Aren't you glad you needed a tutor."
"I am definitely glad you're my tutor," I agreed, feeling my orgasm rising.
"You want to cum inside my pussy?" she giggled.
"Can I?" I asked a little surprised.
"Yeah... I really want you to."
"Ok... I'm... I'm going to cum," I panted.
"Then I want you to cum inside me," she said. She slid forward again and guided my cock inside her. She moaned as it pushed in deep. "Same time... same time."
"Ok, ok... just... don't stop," I begged her.
She shook her head and smiled before her face showed that her orgasm was very close, too. "Yes... I'll keep going. When I cum my pussy is going to squeeze your cock really hard. It's going to feel so good."
Her hips were moving faster, her hands grabbing her breasts again, pinching and pulling her nipples.
"Ok... here it comes," she panted.
I was breathing hard. My orgasm was so close now... just a few more thrusts.
"Oh... oh." she panted, losing herself quickly as her body began to quiver.
"Yes... do it," I groaned. "Cum for me."
"Oh fuck!" she yelled. "Oh my... fucking... Oh... God damn!" Her pussy gushed, her juices flooding over my cock and soaking me.
"Yeah... yeah," I moaned. Her pussy was squeezing my cock, milking me. I started thrusting up into her as her body still quivered.


"Don't... don't..." she mumbled, barely able to speak as the orgasm rolled over her body again and again.
I shook my head. "No... I'm not going to stop. it feels so good right now. I'm... I'm cumming..." In just a second, I felt my cum pouring out of me, my body ejecting it again and again deep inside her pussy. I was grunting every time I exhaled. "Oh shit! Unh! Unh! Unh!"
She panted and felt both my cock pulse inside her and my hot cum filling her. "Just... just let all that cum ooze out around your fucking cock." She stopped thrusting and just sat with my cock buried deep inside her.
"Yeah," I panted and thrust even faster, uncontrollably, trying to cum even more. I needed to just keep fucking cumming!
"Slow down sweetie," she said. "Let me roll my hips into your cock. I can't believe you're still so hard."
She reached down and slipped her fingers around my cock and her pussy, covering them with our mixed juices. She brought her hand up and slid her fingers through it, playing with it.
"Oh my God... your cum feels so good inside me right now. So warm."
"We made such a mess," I said, looking at the juicy mess at my groin, feeling it roll over my hips to the couch below me.
"Don't worry," she smiled. "I'll clean it up. Can you feel me squeezing my pussy?"
"Damn! I do!" I said, surprised just how hard she could squeeze me.
"God... you did so well," she whispered. "I really needed that. But I guess we need to get back to studying. Maybe, if things go well, we can do something else, then, afterwards. Maybe I'll think of another game."
She got off me and tried to hold my cum inside her as she rushed into the kitchen.
"Let me go get a washcloth... I'll clean you up."
*****
My mom arrived home from work at about 5pm and Emmanuelle was dressed, walking out the door.
"Hi Tina," Emmanuelle said, smiling as she passed my mom.
"Hi Emmanuelle." My mom came in and took off her shoes and coat.
I just stood at the door, watching Emmanuelle. She got into her car, smiling and winking at me, then drove off.
"How'd it go today?" mom asked as she went into the kitchen to start dinner.
"Oh... it was pretty good," I said. "We practiced for my test on Friday."
"You going to do good?"
"I will now," I laughed. I would, especially if we played games like that in the future.
"Did you make something to eat or something?" she asked, sniffing the air as if trying to identify a strange smell.
I shook my head, wondering why she would ask. "No... why?"
"It just... it just smells a little funny, that's all. Maybe it's just Emmanuelle's perfume mixed with something."
I nodded. "I bet that's it."
My dad arrived thirty minutes later and we sat down for dinner at six. Afterwards, my dad kicked back in the living room, turning on the TV to watch the rest of the news, then started streaming a movie.
My mom cleaned up the kitchen then came out and joined us, sitting on the couch with me. "Honey!" she said suddenly. "Did you spill something on here? It's wet!"
God, I felt so guilty. "Sorry... it was... it was just water. It'll dry."
"I hope so," she didn't sound happy, but what could she do. "Just be more careful, ok?"
"Ok mom."
Suddenly I received a text message and my phone dinged. I opened it up and saw that it was some kind of video from Emmanuelle. The still image showed her nearly naked in her bathroom with a towel wrapped around her head to dry her hair.
I pressed to play it, without even thinking. "Hi mommy's good boy!" she said, far louder than I wanted. I had totally forgot that the volume was up on my phone. Both of my parents heard that loud and clear. I struggled with my phone, trying to turn the volume down, but dropped it. Struggling to grab my phone only made the video play longer, only made what she said echo throughout the house.
"Are you ready for a treat? I just finished showering and I think the things I did in there, the things I did to myself while thinking of you, made me dirty again. What do you think? Am I still a dirty girl?"
When I finally was able to stop the video and turn down the volume, the image was of Emmanuelle, moving the camera down, showing her lifting a breast. The expression on her face was one of lust and desire.
While my parents couldn't see the video, they certainly heard what she said. They both looked at me in shock.
"Who was that?" my mom said.
I was never any good at thinking on my feet. "It was... um... a girl from school. Her and her friend keep playing these games with me. Teasing me."
Mom nodded slowly, not believing a word of it. "Uh huh... what girl is that? Her voice sounds like Emmanuelle."
"Emmanuelle?" I asked, trying to look as if that was not even possible. "No way. Come on."
"Tell me there's nothing going on between you two, Vince."
"Mom... come on," I said, trying to downplay the whole thing. "Like... she's married."
"I know. That's why she needs to stay away from you."
"You're imagining things," I said, again, trying to downplay everything. In my head I was praying that she wouldn't ask to see my phone or see the video.
*****
I took and passed my test on Friday with flying colors, but, later in the day, I received a text from Emmanuelle.
"Your mom just fired me," the text said. "She says I'm no longer needed. What's going on?"
I typed a message back. "She thinks there's something between us. She's trying to keep us apart."
The line was silent for what felt like forever, then she sent another message.
"She can't keep us apart. You're over 18," she typed. "Meet me tomorrow night at the Main Street Hotel, 8pm, room 512. Wear a suit and tie."
'Oh my God,' I thought. 'She wants to go out on a date!' I wondered how I was going to wear a suit and tie and not get a million questions from my mom. So, early in the day, I put my jacket and tie in my trunk, hiding it. I'd look like I was going out just a little more dressed up.
I hoped that would work.
A little before 7pm, I showered and put on some cologne. I even trimmed my pubes, thinking that everything would be to my benefit. After I dressed, I walked down the stairs.
My mom was in the living room and my dad was outside, doing God knows what.
"Wow! You look fancy!" my mom whistled. "Where are you off to?"
"If you must know, I have a date with a girl in my Calculus class," I said. "Emily."
"Ohhh... where are you going?" mom asked.
"I made a reservation for the Italian place downtown for 8pm."
"8pm? Isn't that kinda late?"
I laughed nervously. I knew the more questions she asked, the more chance there was that I'd give this all away. "You try to get into that place earlier than that."
"Well, it's 7:30pm now. I guess you better get going."
I walked to the door. "Thanks mom! I won't be back too late."
"Have fun!" she said, just as the door closed.
Oh, I knew I was going to have fun. Emmanuelle was getting to be more fun every single day. I walked quickly to my car, got in, and headed out. I needed to be at the hotel at 8pm sharp.
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The weather was starting to turn cooler as the year wore on. Cooler days and nights were now interjected into warm ones, making it difficult to guess what the next day might bring.
"Oh fuck yes... fuck my tits," Victoria said as she knelt on the floor. It had been over a year now since she and Vince jumped into this sexual path... a mother and son's sexual odyssey. Vince's beautiful cock was nestled warmly between her breasts and she squeezed them together, trying to make it tighter for him.
He thrust his hips forward and back, his hands on her shoulders to keep from knocking her over. He looked down at her, looking down to see his cockhead peeking out from her cleavage with every thrust, threatening to poke her under her chin.
"Does your cock feel good right there, baby?" she asked. "Right between mommy's tits?"
"Oh... fuck," he grunted, thrusting faster. He was so close. "God, yes, it feels so good."
"You're such a good boy... such a good boy. Cum on mommy's tits. Go on, cum on mommy's tits."
He always loved her D-cup breasts and now... they seemed to be even bigger.
"I knew we wouldn't have time for this," Elise said, walking out of the bathroom. "We're going to be late for our appointment."
"Shush, Elise," Victoria said. "You know he needs to cum before we go anywhere."
"Fuck!" Vince moaned, closing his eyes as he continued thrusting.
"Cum for me, baby," Victoria repeated. "Cum on my tits."
"Cum all over her tits, Vince," Elise said as she sat on the edge of the bed, watching them. She fell to her back, pushing the bottom of her shirt up, baring her wet pussy. She raised her knees and pushed them apart. Her hands were holding a vibrator, but her large, baby-filled belly was making it difficult for her to masturbate.
Vince smiled at her, smiled at how open and wet her pussy was as if she was waiting just for him. Yet, here she was, cheerleading for him to cum on his mom, even as impatient as she was for her own orgasm.
"That's it, baby, give me all that cum," Victoria panted.
"Oh!" he moaned. He felt his balls tighten, felt his orgasm welling up inside him, overwhelming him.
"Yes! Yes!" Victoria smiled, knowing it was seconds away. "All your cum... all over my tits. Make a mess all over my chest."
"Oh! Fuck," he moaned again, so close now. "I'm cumming!"
"Yes! Cum for me! Cum for me!" Victoria yelled, then moaned as it jetted out the tip, drenching her body with its warm stickiness.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Unh! Unh!" he moaned as he felt his body pour out through his cock. He watched as copious amounts of his white cum covered his mom's tits with each spray. If it were even possible, she seemed to have become more dirty after she became pregnant, as if making him cum any way she could was fulfilling her life goals.
"Oh my God that is always so hot," Elise said from the bed. "Now I gotta cum... but we don't have time," she whined.
"Just go ahead and do it," Victoria said, looking at her as Vince took a step back from her. He looked at Elise, too, with such desire. "Why don't I get cleaned up. You two finish so we can leave."
"I'm sorry," Elise whined again. "I can't help my hormones are so out of whack."
Victoria giggled. "Your hormones have always been this out of whack. You've always been horny all the time. You're as bad as Vince."
"Which makes us perfect together. I only wish I could actually see between my legs now. My belly is so big and ugly that I can't even see my own husband... or my wife... down there. And that's so frustrating. I can't even touch myself properly to make myself cum."
Victoria walked toward Elise, with Vince.
"Get over here," Elise smiled, sliding her fingers through her wet labia as best she could.
Vince slid to the floor and quickly crawled over to her, anxious for a taste. He immediately licked her as he settled into position, holding her legs up and back exposing her pussy and ass hole.
"Oh... fuck," she moaned, his licking immediately driving her crazy. His tongue pushed deep between her labia, licking and pressing against every sensitive spot. "That's it... that's it. Right there."
While Vince licked Elise's swollen, wet pussy, Victoria crawled up onto the bed, letting her breasts swing and sway below her.
Elise grabbed her breasts, directing each hard nipple to her mouth, feeling Vince's cum drip down and into her mouth. She sucked and licked each offered breast, licking Vince's cum from it.
"You don't need to see between your legs," Victoria moaned. "Just keep your eyes on me and my tits."
"You taste so good," Vince moaned between long licks. He used his fingers to probe her pussy and ass as he focused his licking on her clit, swirling the tip of his tongue in a circle over it.
"Oh... I like the feel of his tongue," Elise panted. "Oh my gosh, that's so... right there. Yes! Oh my God. Oh my God that's gonna make me cum."
"Mmhmm... mmhmm," Vince moaned softly as he captured her large clit between his lips and sucked on it.
Victoria looked down and, even from her position, she could barely see Vince's face over Elise's swollen belly.
Elise's body jerked a little, quivering from the intense pleasure she was feeling. "Oh! Oh... my... God! Oh shit!"
Suddenly she came, her pussy juices flooding over his face and chest. Her body convulsed as he maintained his position, letting her grind against his face as she needed, giving her clit the little respite it needed.
"Let me um... relax a second," she said, her voice and body quivering, as both Victoria and Vince moved away from her. "You're really good at that," she panted as she leaned down and kissed her husband.
Vince stood and stroked his cock, both women watching him.
"Oh... yeah... that's what I like," Elise panted.
"Alright," Victoria said, sliding off the bed. "I'll finish getting cleaned up. We leave in five. Ok?"
Vince looked at her and smiled. "Yeah," she said as he put one hand on Elise's knees, guiding his cock towards her hole. He pushed inside her with very little resistance.
"Oh my God!" Elise panted. "I can't help but think about your big cock in my pussy all the time."
Vince started thrusting as he watched Victoria walk into the bathroom. He heard the faucet turn on, heard her washing her chest as best she could. She lifted one breast up, wiping the washcloth beneath it for a moment, giving him shivers. Oh, how he wanted those nipples in his mouth again.
"Oh yeah, baby, just like that," Elise panted, bringing him back to his thrusting. "Yeah like that. Oh! Like... fucking... that! Fuck!"
"Oh fuck," Vince panted, knowing he didn't have much more left in him, but continuing as best he could anyway. He needed to get his wife off again. She needed it.
Elise was panting hard. She seemed to be finding it harder to breath and moaned deeply with every exhale. "Yes! Yes!"
Her hands grabbed the bedspread and pulled it tightly as she fisted it. Her muscles seemed to lock up as her body quivered and shook again. She held her breath for a moment as the pleasure became too intense, then, as she came, let out a long, deep, groaning exhale.
Vince could feel her pussy squeeze his cock, coaxing him to cum, but he couldn't. He fucked her slower as she panted, slapping the bed as her body writhed below him. When he pulled from her, she giggled.
"I sometimes wonder what the baby thinks of all this," she laughed. "I bet he thinks he's in trouble and you're spanking him with your dick."
Vince shook his head, cracking a smile of his own. "You're so weird," he laughed.
"Ok," Victoria said walking out of the bathroom, straightening her clothes. "Are we ready?"
"I'm cumming. I'm cumming," Elise laughed, acting as if she was having an orgasm. She bounced off the bed and smoothed her dress down. She quickly slid on her sandals as they approached the door.
The trio slowly walked down the two flights of stairs to the garage and got into the car, Vince driving.
*****
Andrea walked out of her office as her patient left. "See you next week," she said as the woman waved her hand and walked out the office door and into the hallway. The waiting room was empty and she walked over to her secretary's desk. She grabbed the folder that was on the edge of her desk, recognizing the name immediately.
"Victoria hasn't checked in yet?"
"No doctor, not yet," Colleen said before turning back to her computer work.
Just as Andrea turned to walk back into her office, though, the front door opened and the three adults rushed inside, as if they ran all the way from the parking garage. She was taken aback for a moment. She hadn't seen them in a year, but things had definitely changed.
"Victoria, Vince, Elise, come on back," Andrea said, directing them to her office. She stood just inside the door as the trio entered and moved to the couch, sitting just as she last remembered them, with Vince in the middle.
Andrea closed the door and moved to her chair.
"Sorry we're late," Victoria apologized. "We got caught up."
Both Vince and Elise giggled at her excuse.
"No problem at all," Andrea said, smiling. "You're right on time. So? It's been a long time. How are things going?"
All three of the adults look to each other and smiled. Obviously things were going great for them.
"We are doing wonderful," Elise said, stroking her very round, pregnant belly. "Personally, I've never been happier."
"Congratulations," Andrea smiled. "When are you due?"
"I'm due in November," Elise smiled.
"And I'm due in February," Victoria followed.
"Wow," Andrea laughed. "Vince, you've been a busy young man."
"You have no idea," Vince chuckled.
"You'd think he'd at least look tired," Victoria said. "But he seems to have more energy than both of us combined."
Andrea looked over the trio, looking for any signs of an issue and found none. It was so nice to see them all this happy. "And are those rings I see? Does that mean something serious?"
The women both extended their hands, first looking at their rings and then showing them to Andrea.
"We all got married," Vince nodded.
"All of you? I didn't think the state..."
"Well, not all of us are officially married," Victoria interrupted.
"We're officially married," Elise finished, raising her hand. "Vince and me."
"And we went through a commitment ceremony to bind us all together as husband and wives," Victoria said.
"So you're all... what... effectively married to each other? Like a... a... what is that? A throuple?"
"Exactly," Victoria smiled. "And it's been the best thing for us."
"No issues with sharing or jealousy between you?"
"Well, nothing bad," Elise said more seriously. "We still get into small quarrels, but in the end, we're all married to each other."
"We're forced to share," Victoria finished.
"And sometimes, we might invite in someone new... just to spice things up a bit," Elise giggled.
Victoria snorted as if she disagreed. "Something I don't particularly appreciate."
They continued the conversation all through the hour-long appointment, with Andrea asking questions about how they operate in their relationship, how they make sure no one feels left out, how they make sure that everyone stays satisfied.
She'd never met a group like this, a group that were all married to the other. And they seemed more than happy about their arrangement, even after a year.
*****
"That's my last appointment, right?" Andrea asked Colleen as Vince closed the outside door behind the three of them, still wearing that same smile.
"Yes," Colleen said. "You're done until Monday morning. And, uh, your son is waiting for you."
"Andrew?" Andrea asked, looking into the waiting room. Andrew stood and tossed a magazine onto the table before walking towards her. She didn't know why it still happened, but every time she saw him, her body tingled for him.
"What are you doing here?" Andrea asked him as he gave her a quick kiss on the cheek.
"I thought we'd go have some dinner," he said. "My treat?"
Andrea giggled. This was something new. "Your treat?"
"Don't sound so surprised. I've been saving and I thought you deserved a treat."
"Doctor...?" Colleen said, interrupting them.
"Oh yeah... you can go Colleen. I'll see you Monday morning. You have a wonderful weekend."
"Thank you doctor," Colleen said, grabbing her purse and standing up. "Did you want me to lock the door on my way out?"
"Yes, please."
Colleen walked to the front door, went out into the hall and turned back to lock the door from the outside, leaving Andrew and Andrea alone in the office.
"Where were you thinking we'd eat?" his mother asked him.
"We'll start here," he said, stepping forward and pushing her towards the wall beside her office. She bumped into it, making some of the pictures and certificates that hung there bounce for a moment. Andrew knelt and grabbed the bottom of her skirt, pushing it up.
"Andrew!" she protested.
"I'm... hungry," he said seriously. He hooked a finger into her panties and pulled them aside, then quickly bent forward and started licking her pussy.
"But Colleen might come back..." she protested.
"Yeah... she might," he said, not even pausing. His tongue pressed inside her, making her moan softly. Her knees were getting weak as her body shook a little. His tongue was hitting all the right spots.
"Ok... what I mean is... this is not the place to be doing this right now," she moaned in protest, leaning back into the wall just to keep her balance.
"Yes it is," he said. His lips locked around her clit and he softly sucked on it, sending pleasurable convulsions through her body.
"Oh... oh fuck... Oh my God, that feels so good."
"Let's get these off," he said, grabbing her panties by the waistband and pulling them down. He easily tugged them down her legs and helped her step out of them. He sniffed them quickly, enjoying her scent while she watched, before tossing them aside. He quickly returned to licking her, pushing her legs even further apart.
"Oh..." she moaned.
"Mmhmm," he said into her wetness, his tongue now slashing through her swollen lips.
"Andrew... weren't you going out with Hayley tonight?" Haley was Andrew's girlfriend of the last six months... his first serious relationship. She liked Haley. The twenty-year old had a good head on her shoulders and she was a very good looking young woman. Andrea had started having little fantasies about her when she masturbated. "Why are you here?"
He laughed. "This is why," he said. "I needed your pussy."
"Did you plan this out or something?" she asked, wondering what the urgency seemed to be. "We could do this later..."
"Well, I'm going out with Haley later and wanted you now."
"But doesn't this make time with Haley more... difficult?"
"Mom... stop with the questions. Can I just eat your pussy in peace, please?"
"Mmhmm," she finally acquiesced, putting a hand on his head and lightly running her fingers through his hair. She loved that he finally found a girlfriend. Haley was so good for him. She made him actually want to get a job, want to finally step up into being a man. And he seemed to quit with his porn completely.
While she was jealous that she had to share him with her, reducing the amount of time she spent with him, it was probably for the better.
"Oh... oh yeah... oh God," she panted as he put both arms between her legs, opening them wider, his hands grabbing and squeezing her ass as he pulled her pussy into his mouth.
"Oh my God your pussy tastes so good," he whispered, licking deep between her labia and then sucking on them, nibbling on them.
Pleasure was roaring through Andrea's body. After seeing the success of Victoria, Vince, and Emily, she had started to get horny. "Oh my God! Oh!"
Her body trembled as she felt the pressure building up from within. She moved her hips forward and back, trying to grind against his face, which made him lick harder and faster.
It quickly threw her over the edge. "Oh! My fucking...! Sheeeeeshhhh!" she yelled as she came, her body clenching. She tried to push her hips back from his ever licking tongue, but both his hands on her ass and the wall behind her stopped her from moving far. His continued licking through her orgasm intensified it, prolonged it, until she could barely even stand.
Finally, finished, he stood and unbuttoned her blouse as she stood on shaky legs, panting and moaning softly, trying to recover. He tossed her blouse aside then flipped her around to face the wall and unfastened her bra. She helped him take it off, what little she could, and he casually tossed that aside, too.
He pressed into her, reaching around her to grab her breasts and squeeze them. She'd put her hands on the wall to keep from being crushed into it, but it only gave him more room to tease her.
He flipped her around again, putting her back against the wall and bent down to lick her nipples as his hands continued squeezing and massaging her breasts. Then he kissed her, hard, needy. His lips crushing into hers. It was a kiss that demanded her subservience.
"This is nice and all but maybe we should do this at home instead?" she asked, whimpering when he finally broke the kiss and gave her a chance to even breathe.
"No," he barked, squeezing and rolling both her nipples at the same time. "I want it right now. Don't you miss my cock being inside you? I love the way your pussy grabs my cock. Here... feel this."
Andrew took her hand and put it on his cock over his jeans. His erection was hard and pronounced and it excited her.
"Feel how hard I am for you right now," he said, grinding into her palm. "Tell me you don't want that."
He grabbed her upper arms and pulled her away from the wall towards Colleen's desk. He pushed her, forcing her to bend over the desk and she put her hands down to keep from crashing into it.
She could hear him pulling his pants down, could feel his dominant energy fill the room. He was so excited and so needy. She loved it when he got like this.
He grabbed her hips from behind and pushed his cock between her legs. She could feel his swollen head searching out her wet hole... find it... and threaten to split her in half. Suddenly, he pushed his hips and it thrust inside her, stealing her breath.
"I love fucking you every day," he grunted as his hips slammed into her ass again and again.
"We gotta be careful, you know," she giggled. "The cleaning crew..."
"You can say that but this is still fucking happening," he said, pushing on her upper back to keep her bent down. "Tell me you like it. Tell me you like my cock inside you."
"I like it. Oh fuck I like it."
"Good. I'm your son. I'm supposed to take care of you."
"Oh my God!" she panted, loving this... completely loving this. This is the kind of man she'd always wanted in her life.
Andrew groaned, making Andrea shiver. She loved that guttural sound as he got closer to his orgasm. "Oh, fuck that's so good."
"Oh! The cleaning crew might hear us," she protested weakly. She really didn't want him to stop, no matter what. But the level of her need and the level of his dominance scared her.
"I don't care," Andrew barked. "Nobody fucks my mom better."
"Oh! Oh my God!" she moaned, panting. She was breathing harder again, the pleasure building within her. "We can't be here too long."
"I'm going to finish when I finish," he barked again.
"Please... finish in me. Please cum inside me," she begged. "Oh fuck. Uh!"
"Yeah... yeah," he panted. His fingers were digging into her hips and he let go of one for a moment to slap her bare, white ass. She yelped at the sudden pain. "Kinda liking my idea, aren't you?"
"Yes... oh God, I do," she admitted, her hands grabbing the sides of the desk firmly, her knuckles turning white. "You like fucking your mom?"


"Yes... I... do!" he said, thrusting hard with each word, making the desk bounce slightly. If it hadn't been against the wall, it would have slid across the room. "Oh! Yeah! Yeah!" he moaned.
"YesYesYes!" she panted, feeling her body on the edge of another orgasm when suddenly he pulled out. Her brain couldn't believe it! It waited for what seemed like an eternity for the pleasure to restart, but it seemed to just... disappear. "Fuck!" she yelled in protest.
Andrew grabbed his cock and teased her pussy with the head, sliding over her wet, swollen clit for a moment, then, lining it up with her entrance, slammed it deep inside in one stroke and started thrusting hard and fast once again.
Andrea moaned loudly, her brain not understanding what was happening to her. Her body melted as the pleasure roared back to life. "Oh! Oh God! Yes! Yes! Fuck!"
"Do you still like my wet pussy?" she asked, when she felt like she could finally form complete sentences again. "Even with Haley, do you still like fucking my wet pussy?"
"Fuck yes!" he grunted. "Haley's got nothing on you."
"Yeah... yeah... oh fuck, you're so deep inside me," she whimpered. "I'm going to fucking cum again! Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!"
Andrew could feel her pussy clench his shaft, hold it and milk it as if her pussy was desperate to make him cum as she came. Her wetness ran down her legs as well as down over his cock, balls and legs.
In a moment, she'd recovered enough to realize what she needed. She needed to feel him cum inside her. She thought of Elise and Victoria, their belly's full of baby. She wanted that. She needed that. She so needed to feel him unleash his seed deep in her womb. She needed him to get her pregnant, too.
"You gotta cum," she panted. "You gotta cum."
"Oh that's so good," he panted. "God you feel... so good... oh fu... fuck... fuck!"
Suddenly a torrent of cum shot from the end of his cock deep inside her pussy.
"YesYesYes!" she panted, feeling him fill her pussy with his warm seed. That was just what she wanted. "Oh... that was so good."
Andrew pulled his dripping cock from her pussy and she spun around and fell to her knees to lick his cock clean.
"Now we can go get something else to eat," he laughed.
Andrea laughed with him and when his cock was finally clean, stood and started gathering her clothes. Andrew followed suit and started getting dressed.
"I was wondering," he said, pulling his jeans up. "Haley and I were thinking about getting our own apartment... something closer to work."
Andrea was shocked and actually stopped buttoning her blouse. "You want to... move out?" She looked at the ground, not wanting to show the shock and fear that was on her face. She knew it was inevitable that he'd move out. She just thought it would be... later.
He nodded. "Yeah, I guess. I just think it would be easier and save us some money."
She started buttoning her blouse again and nodded. "Yeah... it would definitely save you in gas money. I just..." She stopped, embarrassed to admit how much she'd miss him.
"You just what?" Andrew asked in the silent gap, sliding his t-shirt on.
"I dunno. I'm just being silly."
"No," he said. "Finish the thought. You just what?"
"I'll just... I'll just miss you," she finally admitted. She turned around and grabbed her skirt, pulling it up her legs without looking at him. She didn't want him to see her cry.
"I'll come see you all the time," he said. "Promise."
"What will Haley think about that? Does she know anything about us? Our relationship?"
"No... only that we like to spend time together," he said.
Then an idea formed in her head... "What if... what if I bought a house in the suburbs... one that all three of us can live in?" Andrew's face was unreadable as he thought about her proposal. "I could see you more often and easier... you'd save even more money by splitting the mortgage... and you'd have a bigger place, with a yard and everything."
Andrew nodded. "I'll have to see what Haley thinks, but it sounds like a good idea to me."
"Andrew," she blurted, suddenly serious. "I want to get pregnant. I want to have your baby."
He looked at her in shock. "You want to have a baby?"
"Yeah," she nodded. "I mean... I'm almost at the age where I won't be able to any more. And I want that experience again."
"What about Haley?"
"She doesn't have to know," Andrea responded. "We could just say it was some guy I went on a date with. Do you think Haley would... share you... with me?"
"As in letting her know what we're doing?"
Andrea nodded. "I don't want to have to hide it. It's so much better when we're just so free to express ourselves whenever we want."
"I mean, she seems to be up to opening our relationship a little," he said. "She's talked about having someone else with us."
"Maybe the three of us could... you know..."
"The three of us?" he asked, looking surprised.
"Yeah," she nodded. "I admit, I've had some fantasies about her."
Andrew chuckled and ran his hand though his hair. "Wow... I never had a clue you were into women."
"It's... I've kinda kept away from it for the most part," she admitted. "But I've been with several women in my time."
Andrew nodded and smiled. "I think we might have a plan here. She's expressed some interest in women and has mentioned how beautiful you are."
"Really?"
"Mmhmm. I'll text her while we're at dinner and see if we can put things in motion."
Andrea smiled. She was so hopeful that things would work out and that she'd not only be able to keep her son... her baby's father... but also add in his potentially future wife. This might be a fantasy come true.
As they locked the door and walked down the hall, they passed the cleaning crew and giggled. Ten more minutes and they'd have been caught for sure.
"So," Andrew said. "Where would you like to eat?"
Andrea smiled at him. "Why not El Patron?" she giggled. "I think I want tacos tonight."
*****
Andrea finally got her wish. It took a little longer than she'd hoped... almost a year before they finally bought a house they all three liked and sold her condo.
Andrea was three months pregnant when they moved into the house. Andrew and Haley had already started talking about getting married by then, too.
While it was a four-bedroom, three-bath home, they decided early on to share one bedroom, one bed. Their loving was shared... sometimes between only two of them, sometimes between all three... but Andrea was happy.
The happiest she'd ever been.
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His Gift For The Tutor, Part 3
I was lucky and the traffic was light enough that I got to the hotel five minutes early. I walked inside and looked around, trying to figure out where to go. There were a few people standing at the front desk with suitcases on the floor at their feet, obviously checking in.
I saw a few people go down a little hall on the left and followed them. Just around the corner was a bank of four elevators. They'd already pushed the button to call an elevator, so I just waited. Within seconds, one of the elevator doors opened and a bell chimed.
I let the few people waiting for it to get in first, then I got in. I pressed the button for the seventh floor... her floor... and waited. One couple got off on one of the floors before mine, so I moved off to the side, out of the way. I felt so... exposed... like everyone knew what I was doing there. I didn't have a suitcase... I was dressed up. It had to be obvious I was there for sex.
When the door opened for the seventh floor, I got off, looked at the signs for where her room was located, and walked down the hall. I looked at the numbers counting down as I continued down the hall, eventually getting to her room.
RAP RAP RAP
I knocked on the door and waited for her. A few seconds later, the door opened just a little. I pushed the door open and walked inside.
The door closed behind me as I entered. Emmanuelle was slowly walking away from me and finally turned back when she reached the foot of the bed. She was holding a glass of wine in one hand, the other sliding over her body, gently squeezing her breast, then running down her body, touching her inner thigh teasingly.
I was totally shocked and couldn't take another step forward. She was wearing a slinky, black, strappy dress that showed a lot of cleavage and barely came down to the middle of her thigh. Thin straps went over her shoulders, trying their very best to hold up her obviously bra-less, C-cup breasts.
She stood on three-inch heels, which had thick rhinestone bands around her ankles. They almost looked like bondage cuffs around her ankles.
All in all it was an incredibly sexy look.
"There you are," she said as she slowly walked toward me, her hips swaying. Her body was communicating her extreme sexual desire and need. "I'm so proud of you. I told you to come meet me and you came right over. That's a good boy."
She set her wine glass on the dresser just before she reached me, then wrapped her arms around my shoulders and kissed me. She pressed her body into me, slowly undulating, as we kissed.
"You know what I need, don't you... why I called you over?" she asked. "Because... I need certain things taken care of."
Emmanuelle reached down and started stroking my cock through my dress slacks. I was already hard before she started, but I was throbbing hard now.
"And you have... mmmm... just what I need to feel better," she said. "My husband is certainly not taking care of things. So, that means, it's your job now."
Emmanuelle slowly slid to her knees as her eyes locked on mine. She had a devious, little smile on her lips and her hands stroked my chest and abdomen as she knelt in front of me. She grabbed my cock again and stroked it through my slacks, then leaned forward and kissed it.
"Mmm... your cock is getting so hard for me, isn't it?" she moaned with need. "You like it when I touch you like this, don't you? I like that it gets so hard for me."
Emmanuelle grabbed the front of my slacks and unfastened my belt, then my pants, unzipping them. She pulled my slacks down, along with my boxers, careful not to snag my very hard cock. My pants fell to my feet. She grabbed my shaft and started stroking it again, this time bare skin.
"That's what I want... mmmm." She kissed the head of my cock, looking up at me as she did it. Then she licked the under side, from my balls all the way to the tip before taking me into her mouth. Her hand slowly stroked below her lips, twisting with every stroke, then she took me even deeper inside.
She stroked my stomach and thighs as her head bobbed up and down my shaft, sliding me into the back of her throat each time.
"Mmm," she moaned. It sent vibrations through me, giving me even more pleasure.
"Oh fuck," I moaned softly. When she pulled back again, she slid the shoulder straps of her dress off her shoulders, pulling the material down to bare her breasts to me.
"You're gonna get hard for me again, right?" she asked, her hands stroking me and playing with my balls. "When I make you cum, you better be ready again in a couple hours."
I nodded. I knew that wouldn't be a problem. Fuck, she made me hard all the time. "Yeah... yeah, I will."
"Don't disappoint me, Vince," she said, looking at me with a very serious face. "Never disappoint me."
"I won't," I panted, feeling the effects of her stroking hand. "It was moving even faster as she felt me moving so close to my orgasm. "Oh fuck."
"Are you going to cum for me?" she giggled, enjoying how much power she had over me.
"Yes," I panted, watching her every move.
"Cum for me," she panted. "Cum in my mouth. I want your cum to be my appetizer."
"Oh!" I moaned, my breathing getting faster. It almost sounded like a freight train was roaring through my head as my orgasm started overwhelming me, as my body threw itself over the edge.
Emmanuelle quickly leaned forward and clamped her mouth around the head, sucking on it even as she rapidly stroked my shaft and I suddenly came.
"Uh fuck!" I panted. "Unh! Shit!"
She seemed almost overwhelmed by the amount of cum I fed her. It seemed to fill her mouth to overflowing, making it squeeze out over her lips. She seemed to suck hard, as if my cock was a straw and she was going to drink every drop from me.
She giggled when she finally let me go and wiped her lips with her fingers as she played with my cum in her mouth for a moment, then swallowed it.
"That was exactly what I needed before dinner." She pulled her dress up again, sliding her hands through the shoulder straps before standing and readjusting her dress. "Now... let's go down and get some dinner."
I pulled my boxers and pants up and re-dressed.
"Ready?" she finally asked. I nodded as she kissed me, then took my hand and walked with me down to the restaurant.
It felt like every eye was on us as we walked through the lobby into the restaurant. Some probably thought we were mother and son... but we seemed a little... too close, especially when she kissed me as we waited for the maître d.
I was suddenly shocked when a couple suddenly walked out of the restaurant, passing right by us. My eyes met with the woman's as I recognized her... one of my mom's friends, Mrs. Baxter.
Her eyes quickly darted from mine as they continued past us and walked out of the restaurant and left. I wasn't sure if she recognized me or not. But I was scared as hell.
"Someone you know?" Emmanuelle asked as she leaned towards me. "You look nervous."
"I think that was one of my mom's friends," I said softly, expecting her to see how serious this was.
But she just started laughing. "I wonder what she's thinking." She continued laughing, acting so... bubbly... even as the maître d showed us to our table and left me with a menu. I had no idea why Emmanuelle didn't seem worried.
"Maya is your server," he said. "She'll be with you shortly."
"Thank you!" Emmanuelle giggled. After he left, she slid closer to me and put her hand on my thigh, stroking it. "What looks good?" she asked, almost as if she wanted her body to be on the menu of choices. "Breast? Chicken breast, I mean," she giggled. "Or would you like a little... clam... chowder?"
I gulped. I didn't know how to take her extreme teasing in the wake of being found out. Her hand was bumping against my cock now, and her brazen movements were starting to attract attention of the nearby tables.
"My mom's going to hear about this," I said softly. I had a pretty good idea I was in some serious trouble as soon as I got home.
"So? Are you a man or not?" she challenged me. "You're allowed to do what you want. Your mommy can't tell you what you can and can't do any more."
"I know... but..."
"Look," she said, sitting back again. She looked at me very seriously. "If you're not man enough to stand up to your mother then... I don't think we should be seeing each other. I don't want to date a child. I really thought you were someone else."
I shook my head, afraid that I was going to suddenly lose her. "No... it's not like that."
"No?" she asked, still looking skeptical.
"No... I mean... I stand up to my mom," I said. "She can't tell me what to do. If she asks, I'll just tell her... it's none of her business who I date."
"Really?" she asked, softening a little, and putting her hand on my thigh again. "Because I have some delicious ideas I want to share with my man tonight."
I smiled. I really wanted that, too.
"Hi, my name's Maya," a short brunette wearing a blue restaurant apron said, smiling as she stood beside our table.
"Hi Maya," Emmanuelle said, smiling.
"Would you like some drinks?" the young woman asked.
Emmanuelle looked at me and said softly, "order us both a rum runner cocktail."
"Um... a, uh, rum runner cocktail for both of us, please," I said uncomfortably. I was uncomfortable on so many levels... out with a woman twice my age... with a woman who was obviously flirting with me... out at a very fancy restaurant... one that was attached to a hotel... and then, I'm ordering alcohol that I'm not supposed to be drinking.
"Two rum runners," Maya said. "I'll put those in right away. Do you have any questions about the menu?"
"Are the breasts... firm?" Emmanuelle giggled.
"Umm," Maya stammered, obviously surprised by the question. "They're, um... they're very good, very, um, tender, and they come with a choice of either a creamy Tuscan garlic sauce or a pan sauce."
"Mmmm," Emmanuelle moaned, smiling at me, then back at Maya. "I love a creamy sauce on breasts. Can you get that for me... Vince?"
She said that so smoothly and obviously so sexually that I was in shock I could barely breathe. I just sat there, looking at Maya, then Emmanuelle, not knowing what to say or do.
"Yes... um... she'll have the, um, creamy Tuscan garlic chicken, please... and I'll, um, have the filet mignon."
"Good. You're going to need your strength," Emmanuelle said softly, stroking my thigh.
Maya smiled, but it was awkward. "How would you like your filet?" Maya asked me.
"Um... medium please."
"Ok... I'll put that right in." I handed Maya the menu and she left.
"That was embarrassing," I said softly.
"Oh, I'm just having fun."
Emmanuelle slid closer to me again and stroked my thigh and then my cock under the table cloth and through my clothes. I thought for sure my cock would just burst right through my pants, but somehow, the material held. It was for sure going to take a while before I could stand, though.
Maya brought our drinks out first and set them on the table in front of us. I was totally surprised that she never even once attempted to card me. But I just went with the flow and thanked her.
She also left some fresh bread and butter at the table.
Emmanuelle lifted her drink in the air as if waiting for me. When I lifted mine, she moved her glass in and clinked them together. "To lovers," she giggled. She took a sip and closed her eyes for a moment, enjoying the taste. "Mmm... that's delicious. Take a drink."
I put it to my lips and inhaled. I could smell the tropical fruit but also the large amount of what I figured was rum in it. I took a small sip, just to determine if I'd like it or not, and the flavor exploded in my mouth. It was actually really good.
"Oh, that's really good," I smiled. The rum was hidden behind the fruity flavors so the sip I took was more than I really should have. I'd snuck a few beer before and even a bit of wine. But this was the first mixed drink I ever had.
"Drink more," she giggled, lifting the glass back to my lips. When I started to sip it again, she tilted the bottom up, forcing more of the fruity alcoholic liquid into my mouth.
By the time our food came, I was feeling pretty good. I was in a great mood, as was Emmanuelle. She was sitting right next to me, her hand on my leg and cock the entire time.
Then suddenly, in the middle of dinner, she bent over, kissed my ear and then whispered. "I'm so wet," she giggled. "I want you to slide under the table... and eat my pussy."
"What?" I giggled, stupidly, looking around the restaurant for a moment. I thought she was joking. There were people at most of the tables around us. Although we were in a booth and a white tablecloth hung all the way to the floor, I was sure people would see me and know exactly what I was doing. "Right here?"
"Yes... right here," she giggled. "It'll be fun. Just... slide down... under the tablecloth."
"I... I, uh... I don't know, Emmanuelle." I shook my head. That was too crazy. It could wait until we got up to her room.
"You don't know?" she said a little too loud, getting upset with me. "You don't know what? How to lick pussy?"
"Shh... keep your voice down!" I looked around for a moment. Only a few people met my gaze meaning they heard a disturbance, but no one seemed to know what was going on otherwise. "No... I know that part," I said, trying to calm her down. "I just..."
"Vince," she said, moving away from me in anger. She folder her napkin and put it on the table as if she was done with dinner. "I asked you here because I like you. A lot. I want to have fun with you. If you don't want to have fun with me, then..."
She let the comment linger, giving me the choice to decide my future with her.
"Ok, ok," I agreed. "I do want to have fun with you, too. I'll do it."
She still glared at me as if not trusting what I was saying, even as I gathered the side of the table cloth in my hands and lifted it. Slowly, trying to not attract any attention, I slid below the tabletop and disappeared.
Her legs were beautiful her dress was extremely short, so I could already almost see between her legs. I crawled over to her and put my hands on her knees. She held them closed for a moment, as if forcing me to make this decision, but after a few seconds relaxed and let me pull them apart. She even slid to the edge of the cushion.
She surprised me by not wearing any panties, but her pussy was so beautiful. I kissed her thigh, softly and gently, slowly kissing my way up towards her wetness. She put one leg up to the side, on the seat cushion, spreading herself even more open for me, as I licked along the outside of her labia.
She was shaved so smooth there and her lips were so swollen. I could smell her scent as her pussy dripped with her juices. I slid my finger along her lips, teasing her even more, as I got close to her clit, then moved away. She squirmed a little above me, obviously enjoying my teasing, but also impatient.
I licked along her lips, tasting her again, but just barely the first time. Each lick, though was harder, pushing ever deeper into her wetness, her juices covering my mouth and jaw. I sucked each of her lips into my mouth, tasting and lightly nibbling on them and felt her body tremble.
She grabbed her thigh, squeezing and pulling it as if she could make herself cum.
Then I slid my tongue under her clit, licking and lifting it again and again and hre trembling became even more violent. She was so close to cumming already. When I started licking the length of her clit she pushed her hips up into my mouth as best she could, wanting and needing more.
I gave her more, flicking my tongue over her clit, up and down, then side to side, varying my technique a little out of inexperience more than anything else, but she loved it. When I sucked on her clit, she jumped. I could hear her grunt and her hands hit the table top, making the silverware and plates bounce.
"Can I get you another drink?" I heard Maya ask above us. My God, she probably knew what we were doing. We were so going to get kicked out.
"Yes, please. One more for each of us," Emmanuelle said.
All through the conversation I kept licking, kept sucking, kept Emmanuelle so close to her orgasm until, moments after Maya left, she did cum. Her body tensed and she let out a hissing exhale. Her legs stretched out under the table, shaking wildly before I finally stopped.
She was smiling broadly, watching me as I slowly rose from under the table and let the tablecloth fall down into my lap again. She giggled and wiped my face with her napkin before I took it from her and finished the job.
She moved so close to me she was practically sitting in my lap. "Oh, fuck, that was wonderful. Thank you," she smiled before kissing me. It was a long, passionate kiss that I was sure everyone in the restaurant saw.
When she finally broke the kiss and we went back to finishing our dinner, I could tell the other diners were talking about us, but I didn't care. I was in heaven with the woman I was falling in love with.
Maya brought us our drinks soon after and I drank more. I was feeling really, really good. My head was spinning a little and I was a little uncoordinated, but it felt heavenly.
When we finished dinner, I asked for the check but Emmanuelle put it on her room bill. Then she slid out of the booth, took my hand, and pulled me behind her. Without being subtle at all she said, "Let's go fuck."
We went up to her room, hand in hand, kissing and touching each other all the way. We acted like we were the only two people in the world. As soon as I closed the door behind me, she dashed over, jumped onto the bed, and knelt there. Her hands were sliding over her body, touching her breasts and pussy as I slowly approached.
She crooked her finger at me. "I'm so ready for you," she said softly. "I need to use that cock of yours. Just be a good boy and lie down for me."
I crawled up onto the bed, too, and lay on my back as she looked down at me. She leaned down and kissed me as her hand stroked my chest and stomach. Then it slid down and grabbed my shaft through my pants. "Mmm... you're such a good looking man. Yeah, I feel that cock. I feel that cock getting so hard for me. Ohhhhh..."
She sat up on her knees again and started unfastening my belt and pants, tugging them to get them off.
"I was at home, all day long, just thinking that I just need penetration and wondering how am I gonna get it?" she said. "And I immediately thought of being here with you. I played with my pussy a lot today just thinking about being with you. I tried not to cum... but I couldn't help myself a few times."
I raised my hips to help her get my pants off, and, in seconds, I was naked from the waist down.
"Oh, look at that," she said as my cock bobbed free in the open air. "Yummy! That's all for me." She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and started stroking me. The alcohol made every pleasure ten times greater and my head was exploding with the need to cum.
"I'm sure you're horny, too," she whispered stroking me. "I bet you walk around the college looking at all those hot little girls. All those asses and perky tits."
She held my cock upright and, suddenly, she bent down and licked the underside of the head with a wide tongue, looking at me the whole time.
"Oh fuck," I moaned.
"Then I bet you come home and jack off," she smiled. "But you haven't had any pussy today, have you? That's ok... I'm going to use this cock because I'm so fucking horny. I just need to have a good, good orgasm. And you're gonna give it to me, aren't you? You're gonna let me use this... yeah..."
"I need to be..."
"Shh...," she interrupted me. "I'm gonna climb up on this monster of yours, this gorgeous, gorgeous dick. Look at that. Look how fucking big your dick is."


She licked it again, up the entire length of my shaft making me shiver, making me moan.
"Just stay hard for me, ok? Don't cum. Just stay hard."
She sucked me into her mouth, sliding me deep before bobbing her head up and down my length. Her hand stroked beneath her lips, squeezing and twisting so wonderfully as her sucking sounds filled the room.
Then, suddenly, she stopped sucking. "Oh, God... such a gorgeous dick. Oh, yes. That's a gorgeous cock. We both need this, don't we? You take care of me and I'll take care of you. That's the little game we play, isn't it? Just you and me."
She sucked on the head again, slurping as her hand stroked. "Mmmm... I love how hard you get for me. God yeah. My pussy is so fucking wet."
"Oh... please," I begged her... I needed her to make me cum somehow. But as she rose and started kneeling over me, I felt a strong need to be inside her pussy.
"Oh, God, it's so gorgeous," she moaned, looking down at my erection even has her hand stroked it. "I love young men. Especially one that's available at any given moment. That's perfect."
Emmanuelle used one hand to pull her panties down and then stroked her pussy as she continued stroking me.
"Have you been holding it in?" she asked. "You didn't jack off today did you? Were you holding it in for me?" She giggled as I moaned and my body shook with need. "God, I fucking need your dick so bad."
She lowered her hips and guided my cock into her molten hot wetness and started moving her hips up and down, sliding my cock in and out of her pussy.
"Oh, that feels so God-damned good," she panted. "Oh fuck."
She grabbed her dress with both hands and pulled it up and over her head, becoming instantly naked for me. Her breasts were wonderful and I grabbed them, squeezed them.
"Oh my God you're so deep inside me," she panted. "Fuck yeah. That's one thing I like about this cock of yours... it's so fucking big. It hits me in all the right places."
"Oh my God I love your pussy," I moaned.
"You want to see it?" she asked. "You want to see it going into my pussy?"
She raised her hips up a little, putting a little space between our bodies so that I could see my cock piercing her swollen flesh.
She giggled when she saw my face. "Oh, you like to watch, don't you?"
"Fuck yes," I moaned.
"You're such a dirty, little boy," she panted, moving her hips faster again. "A dirty little boy for lying there and letting me fuck you. But I know you'd rather fuck me than those stupid college girls. Yeah, they don't take care of you. They don't take care of you like I do. Mmm... yeah... oh fuck. Yesss."
She was breathing harder, moaning as she moved her hips even faster, driving my cock deep inside her.
I moaned loudly. "Oh, fuck yes."
Emmanuelle reached down with one hand and started playing with her clit as she still fucked me. I rolled her nipples between my fingers, pinching and pulling them. There were so many sensations teasing her that she was losing herself to them... to her orgasm.
"You just... just lay there... ok? You just... lay there... and let me... fucking... cum," she panted, barely able to speak. "Oh... oh God! Ohhhhh!"
Suddenly she came, her juices pouring out over my cock and balls, dripping onto the bed beneath me.
"Mmm, fuck... oh I needed that penetration so bad," she panted. "I was aching. You're the perfect lover." She slid my wet shaft out of her pussy and rubbed it against her clit, grinding against it.
"Can I get another one?" she asked, almost begging, but she was the one in full control still. "Is that alright? Just let me have another one. Then I'll be good for the rest of the night, ok? Fuck! This is such a nice looking dick. I don't want you to ever give it to anyone else but me."
The way she touched it, the way she looked at it, it was almost... lovingly. Almost... possessively. My cock meant the world to her. And it was still so fucking hard.
"Oh, look at that... look at that pre-cum coming out of my baby's dick," she said, swirling her finger over the tip and making me jump a little. "Mmm, yeah. You love this, don't you? I really want this dick right up against my G-spot. You just lay there for me."
She bent down and sucked on my cock again, licking and sucking her own juices off it. When she rose again, she turned around, facing towards my feet, letting me see her ass. I watched her hand guide the head of my cock straight towards her pussy, sliding it between her swollen, spread lips. Slowly she pushed it inside herself again, sitting down on it.
"Oh God... Oh fuck," she panted. "Shit. This is the way I like it... so much. Your dick hits just the right spot. Yes, yes, yes."
"Oh my God, that feels so good," I panted. She was driving me absolutely crazy and watching my cock stretch her lips around my shaft, watching my cock drive deep inside her until there was nothing left, only to slide out all the way to the tip was giving me more pleasure than I ever imagined.
"I need it... I need it," she panted, moving her hips faster, pounding down on me with every stroke.
I moaned again. "Oh God!"
"Fuuuuuuuck," she sang, her voice high-pitched, as she came again, her ass shaking in front of me.
She looked back over her shoulder, smiling at me, as I crawled out from underneath her and rose to my knees. I grabbed her ass and let her pussy squeeze my cock for a moment.
"Fuck that was so good," she panted, smiling. "You feel my pussy squeezing you?"
I grabbed her hips and thrust forward, almost pushing her face into the bedspread, but she pushed up with her hands.
"Oh," she giggled. "You're gonna fuck me now? Yeah? Then fuck me. Fuck me like you mean it. Fuck me like a man."
I started thrusting harder, faster. I could feel the pleasure building rapidly inside me and knew my orgasm was coming quickly.
"God, yeah!" I panted, slamming my hips against her ass.
"Now you're just making me feel good, aren't you?" she giggled. "I just feel good on your dick. You gave me two orgasms. I needed that so bad."
"Oh fuck... God I love your pussy," I moaned.
"Ohhh... you feel my pussy squeezing you?" she giggled. She had a way of squeezing her muscles, making her pussy so tight to fuck. It felt incredible.
"I'm gonna cum," I panted, nearing my limit.
"Cum in me... cum in my pussy," she panted. "Do it!"
"Oh fu..." My breath caught as I started cumming. "Ohhhhh! Oh fuck!" I panted as I sprayed my semen deep inside her. It felt so incredible... like I was draining my entire being into her through my dick.
In a moment it was over, and I pulled my cock free and fell back. I was spent, too tired to move. Emmanuelle spun around and grabbed my cock, slowly and softly stroking it.
"Mmm... let me clean you off," she said as she slid her tongue up the side of my shaft again and again, licking it like it was a melting ice cream cone. Then she slid it into her mouth, slowly and deliberately sucking me off.
"Mmm," she moaned again when she pulled off and swallowed the cum she'd gathered. "You like getting hard for me, don't you?"
I nodded, almost too weak to say anything.
"Let's go to bed and let you rest. We have a long night ahead of us," she giggled.
*****
By the time I got home the next morning it was 10am. It was Sunday and my parents were already at church. I slid into bed and fell fast asleep. Every muscle in my body was sore and tired from the constant, incredible fucking that Emmanuelle gave me. She was an absolute animal in bed and she couldn't get enough from me.
The tutor I thought was a simple, conservative woman, was turning into a... sexual tigress.
I was dazed when I heard a knocking on my bedroom door and then my door opened.
"Vince, we need to talk," my mom said, obviously angry. "Where have you been all night?"
I was still half asleep and could barely open my eyes. "What time is it?" I asked and glanced at my bedside clock.
"It's one in the afternoon and you're... you're still in bed sleeping," she said angrily. "That's what time it is. Are you planning on getting up some time today?"
"I'm sorry mom... I'm just... tired," I said, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. "Can we talk about this later?"
"No. We'll talk about it now. Where have you been all night? You've had me worried sick you were in some ditch somewhere or wrapped around a tree."
"I'm sorry... I'm sorry," I apologized. I knew I should have taken the time to at least let her know I was ok. "I just fell asleep at her house. We got in late and just started watching a movie..." I lied... well, mostly. I did fall asleep with a woman... but it wasn't who she thought and there wasn't a movie.
"How was your... date?" she asked, as if she knew something.
"It was great," I said. "Dinner was great. We had a great time together."
"Are you going to see her again?"
"Probably... I don't know."
My mom sat there stewing for a moment, shaking her head as if she knew I was lying through my teeth. "I saw Mrs. Baxter at church this morning."
"Oh yeah?"
"Yeah. And she told me something interesting," she said, sounding like I was about to be attacked. "It seems when she and her husband were out celebrating their anniversary last night, they went to the restaurant at the hotel on main... Beaus. You know it?"
"Um... yeah," I admitted.
"Well, it seems as if she saw you there last night," she accused. "With a much older woman. Were you there?"
She knew I was. It would be almost impossible to lie to get out of this. "Yes," I admitted. "I ate dinner there last night."
"With?"
I hesitated. She never said what the woman looked like so I briefly thought I could come up with some stranger. But... knowing my mom, she knew who it was.
"Emmanuelle."
"Emmanuelle?!" she yelled. "You're, what, dating women twice your age now? What the hell are you thinking, Vince? This is so wrong. No self-respecting woman would go out with a man half her age. She's bad news."
"We just went out to dinner," I argued. "We were celebrating my good test grade."
"Uh huh. After that text she sent you, I don't want to even imagine what your 'celebration' looked like," she said using air quotes. "Mrs. Baxter said that she was hanging all over you... and kissing you."
"Think Vince! You're jeopardizing your grades... your semester at the school. You're jeopardizing your degree and your entire future for this... this... MARRIED woman. Don't throw your life away on her, Vince. She's not worth it."
"What if I think she's worth it?" I yelled back. "I really like her, mom!"
"You think you do, but you're thinking with the wrong part of your anatomy. I want you to let her go, I don't care how you do it. You will let her go. I demand you stop seeing her or talking to her. No more texts. No more videos. No more dates. Nothing! Do you understand me?"
I lay in my bed a moment, barely able to look at her. I couldn't believe she was telling me who I could and couldn't date. Emmanuelle was right. She was trying to treat me like a little kid.
"Answer me! Do you understand!"
"Yes!" I yelled, angrily. "I understand."
She quickly turned and walked out of my bedroom, closing the door behind her.
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Not Such Strangers, Part 1
Vince shuffled into the commuter train, the sun already beginning to set after a long day of work. Luckily it was Friday and he knew he'd enjoy the weekend, spending it relaxing with his wife. He held his briefcase and daily newspaper, using both like a shield, as an excuse not to have to make eye contact or talk to anyone. He milled into the car with the rest of the crowd. It always seemed like the entire city was getting into the same car as he was. He was, as always, standing, waiting for the car to empty before he had a chance at a seat.
The train slowly emptied as it moved between the neighborhoods where apartments dominated the landscape, then those where the rows of houses were closely packed on small lots and, then, finally, the outer neighborhoods where the richer people lived in the space and manner they could afford... on half-acre lots. Not many people traveled this far out. When the train left the city, there had been a lot of passengers, but now many had disembarked to their suburban dwellings. The car was almost empty and he was left at one end sitting facing into the car... across from a young woman.
Facing is not quite the word. He was looking at his paper unfolded before him. It was a simple ruse; by glancing up imperceptibly, he could appreciate the young woman's thighs and follow the exposed light pink flesh up the inside of her leg to where it disappeared deliciously behind the lace frill of her panties. She looked out of the window, seemingly oblivious to the display she was giving him. It was dark outside and there was little to see but the streetlights and the dark shapes of trees and houses. But the movement of the shadows seemed to hold some interest.
Emmanuelle looked back and focused inside the car once more and caught an almost imperceptible movement of the man's head. She became aware that maybe she had been showing a bit more than might be politely decent, and she was such a good girl. But, she thought, why not give the poor guy a bit of a thrill? This guy appeared safe... a guy with too many responsibilities... with too much to lose if he did anything improper. It was there to see in his whole demeanor. It might as well have been written across his forehead. She could tell he was embarrassed by her very proximity but, nonetheless... he liked to look. She turned her head, without changing her position, to look out of the window again and the train continues to clackety-clack into the night.
Clickety-clack. Clackety-clack. Clickety-clack. Clackety-clack
Turning around, she saw the train was almost empty, it was just her and this man up on this end of the car, with two women and three men up at the other end sitting quietly as if hypnotized by the journey. Her eyes moved back to the man and she smiled. He still pretended not to be looking... looking up her skirt.
Uncharacteristically emboldened, she looked him straight in the eye. "You like that, don't you?"
He reddened, but pretended not to hear, shuffling a little in his seat. He wasn't used to talking to strangers on the train and tried to bury himself in his newspaper again, hoping she'd see how involved in it he was.
"C'mon! I know you were looking," she said. "I don't mind, but be honest." She was direct. His pathetic attempt at evasion boosted her courage, made her feel strong. She was in control.
Vince realized that he couldn't avoid the question, no more than he could avoid the guilt he felt. He swallowed... it was time to fess up.
"Yes," he said. "I'm sorry, but it is an obvious and rather distracting sight." He looked down at his paper. "I'm sorry", he said again, feeling awkward. He wondered what trouble she was going to cause, whether she'd publicly rebuke him or involve the police. He wondered if he'd ever be able to face the people on the train again, or whether his wife will find out and ruin him.
"You like looking up little girl's skirts, do you?"
"Look! I'm... I'm sorry! I just couldn't help myself and, anyway, you're not a little girl."
"No. I'm 18. But I bet you'd like me to be younger. I used to wear this skirt to school, do you like it?" She moved her hands over her blouse, intentionally swiping them over her B-cup breasts to tease him. She moved them to her thighs and lifted the edge of the skirt, exposing more of herself for a brief moment.
"It's very nice."
"You mean it's very sexy, don't you? I think so. It's the whole, you know, Lolitta look, young and innocent looking but screaming sex."
"Yes, it's very sexy. But you really shouldn't be teasing men like that." He looked up, his paper dropping into his lap.
"You think I'm teasing?"
"Aren't you?"
She paused, reflecting. Yes, she was teasing... she felt a bit guilty about that. She wasn't normally like this. She felt less in control now that Vince was starting to take the lead in the conversation.
"I don't mean to," she said, and wondered if she believed that herself. "I really don't mind you looking, but I... I'd kind of like you to share what you're thinking. Do you know what I mean?"
"Look, young lady," he said sternly. "I really don't think we should be having this conversation. I'm old enough to be your father and, to be honest, I really don't like the way this conversation is going."
"Because it's getting interesting?"
Strange how conversations can pivot on a single word, how a world of meaning can be communicated through a handful of syllables. That one word... 'interesting'... from the young woman's lips flew through his thoughts, flicking switches and turning lights on and off inside his head. Erotic and exotic, some other young and carefree universe had somehow appeared within his thoughts, hovering tantalizingly close to the boring commuterland in which he normally lived. He saw himself through the eyes of this young girl, old and boring because he lacked the courage to be otherwise. The word had a strange sexual potency, as well. His voyeur role was now becoming something more interactive and he could feel stiffening of a more... lustful 'interest'... within his dress slacks.
"Yes," he admitted, "because it's getting... interesting."
She sensed she'd won some battle... and it was time to collect the spoils.
"I'll let you see more, but you can't touch," she said, "and I don't want to know who you are. I'm certainly not telling you who I am... and I know it's very unlikely that we'll ever see each other again since I'm not from around here." She licked her lips, knowing she was making a deal with the devil. "Do you promise?" As she said this she lifted her skirt, allowing him more of a view of her long bare legs and her pretty lace panties.
His mouth felt dry. He couldn't believe this was happening to him. He glanced into the car behind her and saw the handful of commuters left at the other end of the car, unable to see her, and barely able to see him. "I... I promise."
"Do you like my panties?"
He swallowed hard, looking down between her long, luscious legs. "Yes. They're very pretty panties."
"Damn!" she laughed softly, looking down at herself. Her fingers swiped over the thin material, stroking back and forth across her clit and sliding a little across her labia. "They're getting wet! That's because I'm enjoying showing them to you." She couldn't believe how this bit of exhibitionism was exciting her.
"I can see," he nearly whispered, his mouth getting dry. He could feel his cock swell in his slacks, making him uncomfortable, and he wondered just how far this would go.
"Would you like them?"
"I don't know... I..."
"I think you do," she interrupted him. "If I took them off, you'd be able to see my pussy... or perhaps you would prefer to call it my... cunt. I want you to talk crude to me. I want you to get me excited with your voice."
"Ok," he slowly nodded, agreeing to play her game. "I want to see your cunt. Show me your wet, little cunt... slut." He shifted in his seat, trying to ease the pressure in his pants.
"Mmmm... I don't know," she giggled. "Is your cock stiff thinking of my hot, wet, little pussy?" Her hips moved slowly, her legs opening and closing, just a little.
"Damn! Yes, it's very stiff. Show me your pussy." He was starting to sweat a little now, his excitement getting the better of him.
"Will you show me your cock?"
He looked up in surprise. "I can't, not here!"
"What are you afraid of?"
"There are other people around. I could be arrested and how do I know this isn't some kind of trap."
"I could always report you, but I wouldn't want the hassle and I want to see what effect I'm having on your cock. And I will take my panties off," she said. She turned her head sideways, indicating the other end of the carriage. "They won't notice."
"I, uh... I don't know."
"Oh, come on," she encouraged. "Lets see it. How big is it? Do you like to masturbate? I bet you'd love to beat off looking at me and my pussy. Wouldn't you? Get it out. Show me how stiff it is." She pulled her panties up tight, stretching the fabric over her pussy so the crease of her slit was clearly outlined. Her pubic hair seemed light, and peeked tantalizingly around the outside of her panties.
It was far too much for him. His cock was too hard to be comfortably contained and begged for urgent release. The young girl was charming his cock from his pants, giving him no option but to release it. Opening his belt and undoing his zipper he fished it out awkwardly, it's length and stiffness catching in the folds. But, once freed, it stood proudly erect, curving gracefully upwards from a nest of dark pubic hair, displaying unambiguously to the young girl just what its opinion of her was. It was as hard as he could ever remember it being, the thick purple head looking rich and fruit ripe.
"Mmmm. Now that's nice!" she said, her hand reaching out. "But, unfortunately, I'm not supposed to touch, either."
She slipped her fingers inside her panties. He could see her fingertips moving over her slit as she looked at his cock standing thickly before her. "Do you want to stroke it?"
"First," he said, licking his lips and looking at her. He was done with her simply teasing him. "I think it's your turn. Show me your hot, little pussy."
She looked at him, then, closing her legs, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and, grinning mischievously, wiggled them down over her hips. Slowly, still looking at him, she moved them down her thighs, over her knees, then lifted both legs together to pull them free of the small lace garment. She tossed them to him and they landed on his lap. She brought her legs down together, hands resting on her knees and grinned.
"If I show you my pussy, will you stroke your cock for me?" She didn't wait for an answer, gently opening her legs with her hands and then, with spread legs, moved her hands back to lift her skirt.
He looked down the end of the car, guiltily. The other passengers seemed oblivious to what was going on at this end. His hand moved to the barrel of his prick. It felt good, moving his hand up and down the shaft, knowing he was masturbating in front of the girl. It felt deliciously wicked. He knew he could never tell his wife about this.
The hair on her pubes looked soft and curly. It was neat and looked trimmed. Her pussy showed signs of arousal, the inside starting to flower visibly, moistening the opening from within.
Her hands moved either side of the outer labia pulling them wider and, then, moving her fingers between the more tender inner lips, exposing her delicious pink center. He was sure that he could see droplets of juice beading inside on the walls of her vagina. She slipped a finger inside, where he wished his tongue and hot, stiff cock could go, and moaned quietly for his benefit, while moving her fingers slowly in and out.
"You like my cunt, Mister?"
"Oooohhh yess!" His hand couldn't stop working along his shaft. "Oh yes" he said again, momentarily getting over-aroused and then struggling to control himself, remembering that he was still in a commuter train. "I like your cunt," he whispered. The whisper accentuated the excitement he felt and his hand moved faster, up and down.
Her fingers had now moved up to her clitoris and worked on the swollen nub, which he could see so clearly protruding. His hand moved harder up and down his thick cock as he became more and more excited by the arousal and mounting excitement of the masturbating girl. She watched him stroke his cock, knowing that he was beating off just for her and willing him to cum so she could see his release from her spell.
They whispered crudely to each other, not wishing to alert the other passengers. The sexual charge between them increased rapidly, their hands working visibly, openly displaying how they each were wanting to satisfy their overwhelming desires and carnal lust.
"You'd like to fuck my hot, little cunt, wouldn't you?"
"You're a goddamn dirty girl, slut. I'd fuck your cunt so hard your ears would pop."
"Dirty old man, jerking off in front of a little girl."
"Cock teasing bitch, showing your wet open pussy to strangers."
"You want to cum all over me, you filthy pig?"
"I'll splatter my hot cum all over your pretty little face."
"Ohhh... god yes... I want to feel your cum on me... Cum for me... cum for me!" she demanded, her hips rising in the air as she came, as noisily as she dared. Her fingers were a blur around her clit before plunging deep inside her wet pussy.
Flushed and sticky, she looked all done. His cock jerked and spurted thick white cum in three messy arcs and then just oozed white cream. The first arc of semen managed to clear the gap between the seats landing neatly almost in the middle of the little triangle of pubic hair. She scoped it up with one finger and held it to her nose.
"Ooh... Nasty!" she said, grinning naughtily at him, her finger sliding between her moist lips. "You liked that, didn't you?", she asked, smiling.
"Yes," he said, "I think that's obvious."
"Our little secret," she said and winked at him. "That's probably the most exciting and naughtiest thing I've ever done."
She indicated her panties held in his hand. "Keep 'em. A little souvenir! Think of me."
He wiped his sticky cock against the wet crotch. "I'll certainly do that."
The train slowed as it reached the next stop and both of them adjusted and straightened their clothes. Giggling, Emmanuelle bounded ahead of him and off the train, moving quickly towards the bus stop.
Vince watched her bound away for a moment and walked slowly to his car, reliving the moment he just had. He couldn't believe that something like that could have ever happened to him. He reached into his suit pocket, pulled out her panties, and rubbed them across his lips to taste and smell her. He shook his head in disbelief, slipped them back into his pocket, and started the car to drive home.
He pulled into the driveway, noticing the strange car with California plates. He wondered who could be visiting as he opened the front door, only to be greeted by his lovely and loving wife. Trishia moved up to him, a wine glass in her hand, and kissed him tenderly.
"Welcome home. You have a good day?" she asked, pouring him a glass and handing it to him.
"Yeah, well, you know... meetings all day again. Who's car is that?"
A woman, a little older than Trishia, walked into the room and extended her hand to him. "And you must be Vince," she smiled as he shook her hand. "Trish has told me all about you."
"Vince this is my sister Annie."
"Oh yeah!" he beamed, remembering Trish talk about her. She was the oldest of the two siblings. "What brings you to the east coast?"
"Work... of course," she laughed. "But I had a little vacation time and thought I'd come visit after all this time."
"And I love you for it." Trish hugged her sister with one arm. "Let's go into the living room."
They moved into the comfortable space and sat. Trishia started questioning her on her job, her husband, her daughter... everything about her life, as Vince listened patiently. After 20 minutes, he got up, fetched their empty wine glasses and moved to the kitchen to pour some more.
Suddenly the side door opened and Emmanuelle walked in. "I'm back! Told you I wouldn't..." she yelled and then stopped cold when she saw Vince.
"You?" Vince looked at her, puzzled. Emmanuelle looked at him, puzzled, lost, and confused.
"Emmanuelle's back!" Annie said, coming in from the living room to help pour the wine. "Vince, this is my daughter Emmanuelle. She came with me to keep me company."
He extended his hand slowly to shake hers. "It's... um... nice to meet you," he smiled guiltily.
"You... too," she shook back.
"Emmanuelle, why don't you go get cleaned up for dinner and we'll see where we want to go eat," Annie suggested. She grabbed her wine glass and slipped back into the living room.
Emmanuelle slid up close to Vince, her body almost pressing against him. "Well, well, well. Small world... isn't it? Maybe we can talk later and you can tell me all about how you want to think about me and my... pussy. I have plenty of other panties you should see."
*****
Vince didn't know what shocked him more, his behavior or Emmanuelle's. While he felt horrified that it was his own niece that he'd masturbated with on the public train, it only seemed to excite her more. He had never met her before, hadn't even met her mother, his wife's sister Annie, before today. So they met as perfect strangers, drawn together into this kinky sexual situation.
His heart almost stopped beating when she walked into the house earlier. He thought that he was so busted, that she would tell her mom everything that had happened and that he would be hauled off to the police station. He thought his marriage was going to be over. He thought that his life was going to be over.
But when she seductively suggested he see her other panties, he almost fainted. She enjoyed what they did on that train. She enjoyed it so much she wanted more. He had to admit, if only to himself, that he wanted more, too. She was a gorgeous young woman and was incredibly sexy. She had his body so sexually wound up that he thought he would burst.
They all got cleaned up and changed and went out to dinner at one of the local Italian restaurants. The conversation was light and fun, but the whole time Vince couldn't stop thinking about Emmanuelle and the train. He couldn't get her pussy out of his mind. He couldn't get the image of her masturbating in public, mere feet from him out of his mind. He could feel his cock pressing into his dress pants, threatening to burst through the zipper, luckily concealed by the tablecloth.
He tried to think of other things, tried to do anything to decrease his erection, but it didn't seem to be working. And every time he made eye contact with Emmanuelle, she looked at him with such a naughty gaze that it drove his thoughts further in the wrong direction. At one point, his erection was down enough that he could excuse himself and disappeared to the bathroom. In there he was able to reduce it enough to make it through the night. At least he thought.
Thankfully, nothing special happened throughout the rest of dinner. They were all just out having dinner as a happy family. That was, until they got up to leave. They stood and made their way to the door of the restaurant and out to the car. Vince held the car door for Emmanuelle, since she was sitting behind him. She looked up at him and smiled such a sexy, devious smile and let her left hand stray a little wide, slide along his thigh, and "accidentally" bump into his erection. She held it there for a moment, her fingertips lazily grazing up and down its length as his wife, Trishia, and Annie got in the other side of the car.
"My pussy misses you," she whispered, licking her lips seductively before bending over and sliding into the car. When she finally sat down, she gave him a knowing smile. She knew his erection was all because of her and she enjoyed that fact.


He blinked and felt his mouth go dry. Swallowing hard, he shut her door and got into the driver's seat. He was almost shaking with excitement. They drove home, talking about old times, talking about what they were going to do for the next week while Annie and Emmanuelle were in town. But Vince's mind was elsewhere. They sometimes pulled him into their conversation, enough for him to make a quick comment. But his mind wasn't on where to go sightseeing, it was on Emmanuelle. And every now and then, his visions were reinforced by her face appearing in his rear-view mirror, still deviously smiling at him and licking her lips.
In his mind, he could see her fingers sliding rapidly over her clit... he could see her face, her mouth open wide, her eyes screwed tightly shut as she came... he could hear her choked, little whimpers of pleasure as she tried to keep her orgasm quiet.
They arrived home and he blinked, wondering how he even got there. It was as if his body was on autopilot, driving all the way home while his mind was completely elsewhere.
"That was a nice dinner," Trishia said as she closed their bedroom door moments later. Vince was already undressed down to his boxers and beneath the covers, his erection almost painful.
"Yeah... yeah it was. It was nice to finally meet some of your family. They're here for a week?"
Trishia was sliding out of her black dress, her cleavage showing beautifully as she leaned over. "Yeah, they leave next Saturday." He watched as she reached behind herself, her hands searching for the clasp to her bra. While she may have gained a few pounds over the past few years, he couldn't deny that she was a beautiful and sexy woman. Her C-cup breasts were absolutely wonderful and their sex life, while it had diminished a bit, was still pretty good.
He licked his lips and felt his blood boiling. He knew he had to have sex tonight or he'd go crazy and likely do something he'd regret. He pulled the covers down on Trishia's side of the bed and patted the mattress, smiling.
"Ah... someone's a little anxious tonight," she laughed. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and started to pull them down, when he stopped her.
"Keep them on," he said softly. "For now. Please. I'll take them off you myself." He smiled devilishly.
"Ok," she smiled back as if wondering what devious things he was up to, and reached for the bedside lamp.
"And... leave the light on. I want to see every sexy bit of you."
She slid onto the bed, moving into his arms. "Sounds like someone's thinking about something."
He lifted himself onto his elbows and bent over her, kissing her passionately. "I'm thinking about you and how damn sexy you are." As he kissed her, he moved until he was resting above her, his body pressing down on her, moving his body between her legs. He broke the kiss and began kissing the side of her face, moving down her neck and chest, spending a moment kissing and licking both her nipples. Then he descended down her abdomen, kissing and nibbling as he went.
He knew Trishia was nervous about oral sex, always thinking how dirty and wrong it was. But tonight, he wanted it. Tonight, he wanted to taste her pussy. And tonight he wouldn't take no for an answer.
As he neared her belly button, Trishia was moaning a little, obviously excited, but she lightly grabbed his head trying to encourage him to go no further.
Vince didn't stop, though. He wrapped one arm underneath and around her thigh, holding her legs wide with his arm as his body held her other leg and slowly lowered his mouth towards her overheated pussy. He looked down and licked his lips as he saw her panty-covered mound, the thin panties that barely hid the moist flesh beneath exciting him. They weren't the sexiest panties he'd ever seen, but they were sexy enough.
"Honey," she started to softly protest. "Don't..." She was instantly cut off with her own moan as his tongue lashed against her panty-covered clit, sending tremors of pleasure coursing through her body.
Vince licked more and more, pulling her panties aside roughly, sliding his tongue deep into her pussy, and wildly lashing it against her clit again and again. In his mind he wondered if Emmanuelle's pussy would taste as sweet... Emmanuelle's beautiful pussy.
"Oh God..." Trishia groaned, her body slipping into her first orgasms.
Vince rose to his knees and quickly slid between her thighs, pushing her knees up towards her face, rounding her hips up. He pulled her panties up and off her legs violently, stretching them out. He grabbed his shaft with one hand and set the head right against her vagina.
With a sudden push of his hips, he was inside her.
"Oh... oh... oh," she panted with every breath as he pounded into her again and again. He needed this. He needed to cum so badly and, while his wife's pussy was good... in his mind it was Emmanuelle's. And he was make it cum.
"Oh... oh my God you're gonna make me cum again," Trishia panted. Her hair was a mess and her face was scrunched, making her almost look worried... but he knew she was just overly excited, on the edge of another orgasm.
"Fuck," Vince groaned. He was panting, thrusting as hard and as fast as he could. As much as his stroking hand gave him orgasms, he wanted pussy to do that this time.
"Yes... yes... oh my God you feel so good inside me," his wife whispered, trying not to be too loud. She uncharacteristically grabbed and squeezed her breasts, rolling and pinching her nipples between her fingers.
"Oh shit," Vince panted, watching her. He couldn't believe she was touching herself in front of him. He'd never seen her do that before.
"Damn!" she moaned. "You feel so much bigger tonight for some reason. Oh... oh... yeah... oh my God, honey... oh my God."
Vince kept up the same rhythm, comfortable with what he knew she liked. She liked a steady rhythm... nothing too fast or slow... nothing too hard. He was far more aggressive than normal, today, though, and it seemed like she was liking that, too.
"Don't stop... right there... right there," she panted, her chest flushing once again as her orgasm was cresting. "Oh my God! Ohhhh! Ohhh!"
He could feel her entire body shaking as she came for the second time. Her legs shook uncontrollably and her pussy squeezed his cock, trying to make him cum, too.
The extra tight pleasure was exactly what he needed. He felt his orgasm welling up from inside his body. His balls seemed to tighten as his muscles spasmed. "Oh fuck... oh... oh... Unh! Unh! Unh!"
He could feel his semen spraying inside her pussy, filling her vagina to overflowing. It made her close her eyes, made her open her mouth with a moan louder than she wanted, but she couldn't help it.
Finally, after he came, he fell back into the bed next to her, breathing heavily. She turned toward him and threw her arm over him, hugging him tightly. She kissed his shoulders as his breathing came back to normal.
"Oh... wow... that was... incredible," she smiled.
Vince nodded and smiled at her, then kissed her. It was incredible for him, too. In his mind, Emmanuelle was next to him... begging him for round two.
*****
Vince woke the next morning when his wife kissed him. He opened his foggy eyes and saw her already showered and dressed for the day. The sun was shining through the window, barely held back by the window shade, but he knew it was still reasonably early for a Saturday.
"What's going on?"
Trishia pecked him on the lips again. "Sightseeing... but we'll be back in time for dinner." She stood and moved towards the door. "Do you need anything while we're out?"
"No... I'm fine. I'll just work around the house."
"Ok... see you later then. I love you!"
"Love you, too," he said, miming a kiss as she walked out the bedroom door. He turned over and closed his eyes, hoping for a few more minutes of sleep. When he finally realized it was too late to go back to sleep, he slipped out of bed and wrapped his robe around him. He yawned and scratched his head as he moved down the hall to the kitchen. As he turned the corner of the kitchen, he heard the clink of silverware on a bowl, surprising him.
Emmanuelle was sitting at the kitchen table eating a bowl of cereal. Her right leg was tucked underneath her, while the other swayed in the air. She was wearing a tight, white t-shirt that clung to her breasts as if it was painted on and loose pink shorts that had a little tie in the front. From the way she was sitting, the leg band of the shorts was open and her very inner thigh exposed.
"I thought you were going sightseeing," he said, puzzled, suddenly looking up into her eyes.
Emmanuelle looked up and smiled at him. "I thought I'd let them go alone today. I'll go another day." She looked down at her cereal and took another bite, apparently not mindful of his gaze that lingered on her bare legs.
Vince grabbed a cup of coffee and stood at the counter. He tried to appear like he was looking out the expansive kitchen window that overlooked their back yard, but, in reality, he was looking at Emmanuelle. While she took another bite of cereal, her right hand slid down to scratch her thigh as she raised it a little, putting her foot on the seat of the chair so her knee was in the air. This seemingly innocent movement caused the leg band in her shorts to open even more, revealing her pink and white panties.
Vince gulped a little, almost choking on his coffee. He could feel his hands shaking a little, his blood beginning to boil. Innocently, her fingers scratched her thigh and slid lower, towards her crotch, lightly scratching her innermost thigh, closer and closer. His eyes were riveted to her hand, unable to see anything else, unable to move.
Slowly, her fingertips traced lower and lower until they touched her panties. She stroked over them achingly slow, and Vince couldn't look away. He could barely even breath lest she pull back again. She made a slow, lazy circle around her panties, just over her clit, pressing against it and sliding over it again and again.
He glanced up and noticed she was watching him. He shivered as she looked down at herself, her left hand pulled her shorts aside, giving her right hand more room to move and exposing even more of her panties. His gaze moved with hers, looking down past her breasts, pressing out against her thin t-shirt. Her nipples were hard beneath it, proudly protruding into the material.
"Do you like my panties, Uncle Vince? I put these on just for you," she said softly. "They look so innocent on me, don't they?" she asked without looking up. "Covering an innocent... soft... wet... pussy."
Vince felt his erection throbbing inside his robe and realized that all he was wearing under the robe was his boxers. And they were going to do little to hide his cock.
Emmanuelle swiveled in her chair until she faced him, both feet were up on the edge of the seat, her knees parted wide. Her left hand pulled her shorts aside again, giving him a better view.
"I love to slide my fingers over my panty-covered pussy. It feels so good... so silky smooth."
Vince was leaning against the kitchen counter, his coffee cup nestled firmly between his two hands as he stared at her.
She giggled, dropped her feet to the floor, and stood. "Why don't I show you all the sexy panties I brought." She grabbed his left hand with her right and tugged, pulling him behind her as she moved into the living room. "You have a seat... right... there," she said, leading him to the couch and pushing him down into it. His robe opened a little, exposing his tented boxers. When he noticed her staring with a glint in her eye, he hurriedly closed his robe over it once more.
Laughing, she turned and ran up the stairs. Vince sat on the couch dumbfounded and unable to move. His body wanted this so badly. He couldn't cheat on his wife, though. No matter what, he told himself, he'd never fuck this girl, no matter how much he wanted to.
Moments later, Emmanuelle came walking back down the stairs, slowly, wearing a short, black, satin robe. He watched her take every step, and she watched him, smiling deviously.
"I think this pair is sexy and comfortable." Her hands fell to the knot in her robe and easily untied it, pulling it open. She was still wearing the ultra-tight t-shirt, and her nipples were still hard and straining against the thin material. But his vision easily fell lower, until they saw a two inch black mesh band going around her waist and black and white tiger-print material sliding between her legs. She turned sideways, letting her robe fall casually to the floor behind her, and letting him see the mesh waist band.
"The lace makes me feel sexy," she said walking closer to him to give him a better look. She turned and showed him the back view. "And it makes my ass look awesome, don't you think?" Her left hand slid over her panty-covered ass cheek and then spanked it.
Vince was staring at her ass, barely able to move. He wanted to touch that ass and it was so close to him. Emmanuelle looked so incredibly sexy. "Yes," he whispered. "They look very good on you."
She spanked her ass-cheek again. "Ok," she said, "next pair." She bent over and grabbed her robe and quickly ascended the stairs again.
Trying to be inconspicuous, Vince slid his hand into his robe and let his fingers slide up and down his hardness. He felt his cock tingling with excitement and wondered what it would feel like inside Emmanuelle. He could almost envision her sitting on his lap, moaning, bobbing up and down as she rode him hard and fast.
He was almost going to cum when Emmanuelle appeared at the top of the stairs again. He jerked his hand away from himself and wondered if she had seen him.
"Ok... next pair," she said happily. She walked to the front of the couch and stood just in front of him. "Now this pair is what I think looks the sexiest on me." Slowly, she untied the robe and let it fall behind her. This pair was a boy-short style, made entirely of black lace. She could see his excitement and agreement that they looked sexy on her as she turned left and right, then turned around to show him her ass, bending over slightly.
She slid her hands up the back of both of her thighs, cupping her ass cheeks and squeezing them. "You like?"
"Yes, they are very sexy," Vince whispered, barely able to speak.
"Deliciously spankable, isn't it?" she asked, spanking her ass cheek a few times. "You know what, Uncle Vince?"
Vince swallowed hard, his eyes unable to tear themselves away from her ass. "What?"
"When I came in the house and saw that it was you on the train, I wondered if you'd punish me... I laid in bed last night wondering if you'd throw me over your knees and spank me for being such a naughty girl. I thought about your hand hitting my ass, making it so warm and red... and it made me so wet... I masturbated hard... and I came really hard when I heard Aunt Trish moaning."
Vince groaned, making her laugh. She stood and turned around again.
"One of the things I like about these panties is that they're lace. If you look close enough, you can see my pussy right through them," she said, moving closer. "See what I mean? Can you see my pussy?"
Vince's hands were shaking as Emmanuelle moved closer, her legs rubbing against his as she moved between his thighs. She was slightly moving her hips, drawing his attention right between her legs where he could indeed glimpse her pussy hiding behind the thin, black lace. Unconsciously, he licked his dry lips and she laughed.
"I guess that means you can. And damn all this is making me wet." She slid a hand between her legs and stroked her pussy for a moment over the lace, opening her knees just a little wider, then pulled it free and licked her fingers. He watched her every move as she watched him, smiling, loving that she was able to turn him on so much. She looked down his body, down to his crotch. "Are you hard?" she asked softly. "Am I turning you on?"
"Yes," he moaned. "Oh God, yes."
She smiled. "Yeah? Then tell me."
"Fuck you're making my cock hard. Ever since yesterday all I can think about is your pussy."
"Good... I want you to tell me how much you want me. And I want to watch you beating off. I want to see your dick get hard for me. Go on, show me."
His hands moved to his robe and untied it, pulling it open. She licked her lips and he felt his cock surge with excitement as he pulled the material apart and showed his tented boxers, his cock threatening to rip through. Her hips were swaying slightly, her hand back between her legs, her fingertips playing with her clit. He lifted his hips and pushed his boxers down his legs and off, kicking them aside.
"God you're a cock teasing slut," Vince said harshly. He was breathing hard as he sat there, his cock so long and hard, sticking high into the air as his niece stood between his knees watching. His fingers circled his shaft and he began sliding up and down it, making it feel so damned good.
"Mmmm, I love when you talk like that," she smiled, licking her lips once more. "And I love teasing cock. I love making it hard when you think about me... about my sexy panties... about my pussy... my hot... wet... delicious... cunt!" Her hand moved faster between her legs, the smell of her pussy starting to overpower him.
"I love your cunt," he whispered. The whisper accentuated the excitement he felt as his hand moved faster, up and down, up and down. "I want to lick it so bad."
"Mmmm... that would be so naughty... You want to cum all over me, don't you you dirty old man?"
"God, yes, I want to cum all over your fucking tits."
She backed away, watching him swiftly stroking his cock. She put a hand on his wrist, coaxing him to slow down. "One more pair. Be a good boy and don't cum before I come back, ok?"
"Ok," he moaned in frustration, obviously very close to cumming but trying to hold off.
She reached down with her wet fingers and slid them over the head of his cock, smearing it with her juices, and it bounced from the pleasure. "Very nice!" She turned and ran playfully up the stairs, looking back a few times to make sure he was still there, naked and hard.
Not playing with his cock until he came was the hardest thing he ever had to do. He needed to so badly, but felt he just had to wait until Emmanuelle came back and let him. She finally appeared at the top of the stairs and slowly walked down, constantly keeping her eyes on him and his cock. Each step was obviously pleasurable to her as each was a little shaky and deliberate.
"This is the last pair I'm going to show you today. This is the pair that I think drives everyone insane. Do you want to see?"
Vince swallowed hard, wondering if he was going to be able to stop himself from cumming just from seeing her sexy body one more time. He nodded his head and whispered, "yes."
"Good boy," she said, moving across the room towards him from the bottom of the stairs. "They drive me absolutely insane. But I think that was the point." She stopped between his thighs and started to slowly open her robe.
"You see, I got these as a gift... from my best friend." She pulled the material apart and let it slide off her arms and drop onto the floor behind her.
Vince suddenly heard a low buzzing noise coming from her panties. She was wearing a thin, G-string panty, with thin straps around her hips and a fairly small patch of material covering her pussy.
"They have a lot of benefits to them that just drive me crazy every time I wear them," she continued. She turned and bent over slightly to show him her ass.
"The first benefit is this little string that goes right between my cheeks. It's tight so I feel it all day long."
Vince's eyes roamed over her ass and his hand resumed stroking. As she pulled her cheeks apart a little, his eyes followed the string from the back T-connection with the waist band, all the way through her ass until he saw a small bead over her asshole.


"The second benefit is this little bead," she said softly, her hand sliding back and teasingly pressing it. "It's right on my asshole and feels... God it feels so incredible, especially when I walk around. It makes me so fucking hot feeling something on my ass like that and every move I make makes it tease me."
She stood tall again and turned around, her fingers going into the waist band, sliding to her crotch, pulling the material out.
"But the best benefit of all is this little pouch that's sewn right inside... just big enough to hold this teeny, tiny vibrator." She pulled the material down, exposing her wet pussy to him, but indicated the material with her fingers. He could see and hear the vibrator running inside it.
He must have been staring at her pussy too intently, because she just stood there with her panties pulled out, giving him a good, long look, pushing her hips forward to give him an even better view.
"Mmmm... my cunt is very wet. Can you tell?" she asked softly. She put her panties back in place and pulled them tight against her pussy, adjusting them slightly so they were in just the right position. "I like to pull these panty's tight, so both my pussy and my ass are constantly teased... making me horny all... day... long." Her hips swayed side to side as she looked down, watching him stroke himself again.
Her voice became deeper, more sensuous as she watched him masturbate for her. They locked eyes. "I told you my girlfriend got these for me... she got them because... well, she wants to be right where you are now. She wants me to model them for her. She wants to see my pussy getting wet from them. She wants to see my pussy getting wet from her lustful stares, just like yours... She wants to play with her pussy while she watches me strip and show them to her."
Vince's hand was moving rapidly up and down his long, hard shaft. Her voice and the images she placed in his brain was driving him insane. He watched her hips slide side to side and front to back, jerking occasionally as she let out a little moan... a little squeak. Her little story was driving her into her orgasm as well.
"Such a big, hard cock... so... so fucking hard..." Her legs buckled a little and she leaned forward, putting her hand on the arm rest of the couch to stabilize herself. Her right hand dove between her legs, obviously playing with the vibrator now.
"She... oh my God... Uncle Vince, she wants to slide between my thighs, pull these panties aside, and... and fucking lick my pussy until I cum all over her face."
Emmanuelle's legs buckled more and she fell forward until her knees were propped against Vince's thighs, her body hovering over him. He breasts strained against her thin t-shirt, her nipples hard as diamonds and pointed. He knew if he just leaned forward a few inches, he could have one of them in his mouth. They jiggled violently as her body shook in spasms, her breath raspy, her moaning louder now.
"I want to lick your cunt so fucking bad!" he hissed. He felt his own orgasm coming fast, his hand moving rapidly up and down his shaft.
"Lick my cunt, Becky," she whispered, her eyes screwed tightly shut as she imagined her friend. It was difficult for her to talk around her moaning and panting. "Fuck! I'm cumming," she finally moaned, her voice suddenly alternating between deep moans and high-pitched squeals. Her body shook violently and he could see her wetness soak her panty and begin running down her legs.
"Oh... fuck!" That was it for him then, too, with cum shooting out of his cock and splattering against both their stomachs.
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His Gift For The Tutor, Part 4
It was Thursday and I had heard a little from Emmanuelle, but she kept away for the time being. Me, my mom, and dad were sitting in the living room streaming a movie on TV, an old comedy about a father dealing with his only daughter getting married.
At about 8pm, my phone rang and I answered it. As always, my mom watched me closely. She was sure that I was still talking to Emmanuelle, and she was right, but wasn't able to prove it. We usually talked when I was at school, or on my way to or from.
This was the first time she called me while I was at home and I was too eager to talk to her again after four days of no communication.
"Hey," I answered it, then listened as Emmanuelle spoke.
"I rented a nice ride for the night and I'll be out front in fifteen minutes," she said. "Let's go have some fun."
"Ok," was all I said and hung up. Then I went back to watching TV, my mom looking at me the whole time, wondering what was going on. But I couldn't tell her. She'd have a fit.
"Who was that?" she asked.
"No one. Just a friend." I tried to play it off as nothing, but she wasn't buying it.
"Just a 'friend'?" she asked with some severe attitude, using air-quotes again.
"Yeah," I said.
"Uh huh," she said. She was sure something was going on.
Fifteen minutes later, I got up and started putting my tennis shoes on.
"Where are you going?" my mom asked, innocently at first... as if she was shocked I was getting up. "Aren't you going to watch the end of the movie?"
My dad looked at me too, as shocked as my mom, but he didn't say anything.
"Sorry... I have something I have to do." When I slipped my shoes on and grabbed my coat, I opened the front door and walked outside.
"Vince? Where are you going?" my mom asked, starting to get worried. She knew I was going out with Emmanuelle.
Suddenly a beautiful, red sports car, a Mercedes-Benz AMG GT S, pulled up against the curb out front and parked with the engine still running.
"Vince? That better not be Emmanuelle," my mom said, standing at the door.
I walked towards the car as Emmanuelle got out and walked around the front of the car. She met me at that passenger door. The car was incredible, but she was sexy as hell too, wearing a skin-tight, red dress that dipped deep down in front, showing her cleavage and came down to mid-thigh.
She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and kissed me like I was the only man for her. My hands were on her hips as she reached down and grabbed my cock, squeezing it almost possessively.
"Vince!" my mom yelled from the door. "Don't you leave here with her. You hear me? If you leave that's it. Don't think about coming back."
"Why did you do that?" I asked Emmanuelle when she broke the kiss. I opened the passenger door to let her in and she slid in like it was made for her. "You don't need to provoke her."
"This is about your manhood, Vince," she said. "I'm here to make sure you stay a man and not a boy. If you want to be a boy, you're free to run back to your mommy. If you want to be a man, drive a man's car, fuck a man's woman, then you'll stay with me."
Emmanuelle looked at my mom, daggers in her eyes, then looked back at me. I closed the car door and walked around the front of the car and opened the door.
"Vince! Do you hear me!" my mom yelled. "Vince? Don't. Please don't. Vince! I didn't mean it. Please come home!"
I slid into the car, closed the door, and put it in drive before I could change my mind. The car seemed to practically drive itself and was so easy to handle. I could feel the power of the engine and the speed that it was capable of.
"Like it?" Emmanuelle asked.
"Yeah," I smiled. "This is an incredible car. Where are we going?" I asked.
"Get on the highway going... west," she said, as if almost flipping a coin in her mind. The highway wasn't far and I slipped on and easily brought the car to speed. The sun had long set and the moon was shining high in the sky, promising a chilly night.
"Anywhere in particular you want to go?" I asked.
"It's not about the destination," Emmanuelle said, reaching over the thick center console to grab my cock through my pants. "It's about the fun we're gonna have on the road." She reached over with her other hand, unfastened my jeans, and tugged them down.
I laughed and lifted my hips off the seat as she had some trouble getting them down, but soon they were at my knees and her hand was stroking me.
My phone rang, but it was in my pocket and unreachable. I know it was my mom, anyway. I didn't want to hear her yell at me. She could yell at me through voicemail.
"Your mom?" Emmanuelle giggled.
"Probably. But she can just leave a message."
Emmanuelle laughed again. "That's what I want to hear. And this... mmm... this is what I wanted." She stroked my cock, then spit in her hand to use her saliva as lubrication. "Mmhmm."
"Oh my gosh... just like that," I moaned as I continued driving. "Yeah." My foot pressed down on the pedal a little harder, driving a little faster.
"You like that?" she giggled.
"Yeah."
"Just keep your eyes on the road," she said. "I don't want to crash."
"I'm doing my best," I laughed, my cock beginning to feel so damn good right now.
She unfastened her seatbelt and changed her position in the seat, kneeling on it and fastening the belt beneath her to shut the alarm off. She leaned over the center console and took me into her mouth.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned at the intense, sudden pleasure as she took me deep into her mouth for a moment, then sucked hard as she withdrew my shaft.
"We'll turn around when you cum in my mouth," she giggled. "Deal?"
"Oh my God."
"God you're so fucking hard," she said, sucking on the head as she stroked me. Suddenly, her phone, which was in her purse on the floorboards, rang. She laughed at it then slipped my cock deep into her mouth again. "I bet that's my husband... wondering where I am. Too bad he'll never know."
I knew we were both in very deep. Both her husband and my family were against us. It was us against the world right now. It was my cock that was deep in her mouth. And I wanted her more than ever.
"You like sucking on that cock?" I asked her, feeling myself pushing even more on the gas pedal.
"Oh yeah, I do... I do," she said, sucking and stroking my cock like it was the best thing in the world.
"Oh my God, just like that. Oh fuck," I panted. As I looked ahead, we started approaching traffic. We'd been lucky so far. "There's a... a truck... a truck coming up." I moved into the passing lane, still moving a good twenty miles per hour over the speed limit.
"Pass it," she giggled.
"Are you sure?" I asked. I was getting worried. "But... he'll see you. He'll see in the car." And what he'd mostly see was her ass sticking up as she went down on me.
"Good," she giggled. "It'll give him something to masturbate to later. Slow down a little, too, give him a good look."
She didn't miss a beat. She didn't change her position, pull her dress down to cover herself, or stop sucking and stroking me as we passed the truck. I slowed the car down so that we passed him far more slowly. The truck driver obviously liked what he saw because he honked his horn. At that point, I gunned it again.
Emmanuelle laughed. "That was fun! Here... grab my hair." She grabbed my hand and put it on the back of her head and I grabbed a handful of her hair. "Yeah, that's right. Firm... yeah. Like that. Now force me down on your cock. If you want to cum, I want you to make me do it... make me choke on it."
I started pushing her head down, forcing my cock deeper and deeper into her mouth and she went with it willingly.
"Mmmm... mmhmm... mmhmm," she hummed. Then I was deep in her throat.
GLUP GLUP GLUP
"Oh fuck!" I panted. "I'd never felt anything better in my life."
I felt her move as if she was gagging... as if she couldn't breathe, so I stopped pushing and she slowly rose from my cock, gagging and coughing.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah... you're satisfying my needs," she coughed, coming off my cock, her spit dripping from her lips and running down my shaft. "I love it when you're rough with me like that."
"You're satisfying mine, too," I moaned. "Fuck yeah, just like that. That feels so good."
She stroked faster again, and started sucking on the tip, her tongue pressing just under the head. "I like when you take control like that, when you make me do what you want."
"Oh fuck... I'm gonna cum," I moaned, feeling my orgasm quickly rising. "I'm gonna cum."
"Oh no... not yet," she said, releasing my cock completely so that it just bobbed helplessly in the air. "Hold it in... hold it in there for me. I don't want you to cum too quickly."
"God!" I yelled as my orgasm was quickly drained away from me. I'd never had my orgasm stolen like that and she giggled as if it was nothing.
"Oh, yes," she giggled, just watching my cock throb in front of her. In just a minute, she grabbed my shaft and started stroking me again. "I'm so happy to see how hard you are. I love how you feel in my mouth. It's so good."
She bobbed her head up and down my shaft as I drove. As we left the suburbs, the street lights disappeared and the car was dark, except for the lights from the dash.
Suddenly she slid me deep into her throat again and held her mouth there, her nose pressing into my pubes.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
I panted, feeling pleasure all over my cock. "Oh wow, just like that."
"You like it when I take it deep like that?" she asked, spitting on my cock again as she pulled back.
"Yeah, I do," I nodded. God, I'd never felt this hard.
"I love pleasing you and making you feel so good," she panted. "But I want something in return. Can you give me what I want, Vince? I want you to cum for me. I want you to cum right down my fucking throat."
"Oh yeah... oh yeah," I panted as I got closer and closer. "I can do that. I can do that." It was taking all I had to just keep us on the road, to maintain any semblance of the proper speed. I prayed that we didn't get pulled over by the cops, especially now that I was so close.
"Blow your load... come on... give it to me."
Fuck! I was so close my body was shaking a little. "Oh yeah... oh my God," I moaned loudly. And suddenly, my orgasm burst free. "Unh! Unh! Unh!"
"Mmmm," she moaned as she sucked on the head of my cock, her hand stroking beneath it, pulling my cum out of my body, making me fill her mouth completely.
"Oh shit," I panted as I finally calmed down.
After I was done, she sat up on all fours, looked at me, and closed her eyes as if she was in heaven. Then she swallowed my load and opened her mouth wide, breathing hard, giggling.
"Oh, that was so good. That's what I wanted." She quickly fell back on my cock again, and licked and sucked it, cleaning it off. When she finally pulled off, she was giggling, and sat down in her seat once more.
I started struggling to pull my pants back up, but realized I couldn't do it and drive at the same time. I'd have to wait.
"At the next exit, turn around and go back," she smiled, sucking on the tip of her finger. "Then it's my turn."
The next exit was only a few miles away, and I took the off ramp and stopped at the bottom. There was a gas station and a couple of fast food places nearby, so I turned that direction and pulled into the gas station.
I parked off to the side, more out of sight, and started pulling my pants back up. It took me a couple of minutes to finally get settled.
"Ready?" she asked when I finished, looking a little anxious to get going.
I nodded and smiled. I pulled out of the gas station and got back on the highway, heading back towards the city.
Emmanuelle sat deeper in her seat and pulled her dress up over her hips, exposing her sexy panties. She put her right foot up on the dash and moved her left foot closer to me, opening herself up to me.
I reached across the center console and grabbed her inner thigh. She grabbed my hand with both of hers and put it right on her panties.
"Right... there," she whispered, looking at me. "That's where I want your hand. Can you feel how hot and wet I am for you?"
"Yeah," I whispered back, starting to breathe harder again. She was exciting me just by letting me touch her like this. I slid my hand up and down her slit, over her panties for a moment before she pulled her panties aside and I touched her wet folds.
"Yeah, just like that," she panted as my fingers slid between her swollen lips. My hand was covered in her juices in seconds. "Fuck! God I'm so wet... you feel that?"
"Yeah you are," I agreed. Her wetness was making it so easy to slide my fingers all around her pussy. "Oh my gosh."
She moaned and giggled, happily, as my fingers slid up and around her clit for a moment. "Mmm... I love feeling your fingers. Yeah, like that, right on my clit."
As I teased her sensitive little nub, she pulled the top of her dress down and started playing with her naked breasts and nipples, leaving me to play with her pussy.
"Oh! That feels really good," she panted. "God, I love this. I love how you touch me. Slide your finger inside."
I moved my hand lower, letting the heel of my palm press against her clit as my fingertips found and teased her at her opening. I curled and opened my fingers, circling her entrance for a moment, letting her feel my fingers.
"Yeah... just like that," she moaned. "Wow! Ohhhhh... I'm so wet! Oh my gosh!"
I slid my middle finger inside her, pumping it slightly. "I can't believe how excited you are."
"It just feels so good," she moaned, giggling.
I slid my ring finger inside, along with my middle finger, pushing them deep and then curving them, trying to make her feel them deep inside her. "Are you gonna cum for me?"
"Oh, definitely," she panted, nodding. "Please... please make me cum. I totally need you to make me cum. And I don't care how many orgasms you give me... you fucking make me cum until we get into the city. Then I want to go to a club tonight."
"A club?" I asked, plunging my fingers in and out and lightly tapping against her clit. "What kind of club?"
"It's a fun club... you'll love it," she smiled. "I promise." She had such a devious look in her eye, but the twinkle in her eyes made me believe her.
"Ok," I nodded. I was pretty sure that I'd love anything she suggested. She wanted me and I wanted her... we were meant to be together.
"Circle my clit," she smiled. "With all four fingers."
"Like that?" I asked as I pulled my fingers from her, put my fingers together, and circled them around her clit, then moved rapidly side to side.
"Yeah," she panted, moaning loudly, lifting her hips up into my hand a little, "just like that. Just like that."
"Oh fuck," I laughed. It was fun driving down the highway in an expensive sports car, fingering my slutty girlfriend... a woman old enough to be my mother... who was sitting beside me, practically naked. I couldn't believe this was all happening to me. "You are so fucking hot."
"Oh my God," she panted, holding my arm with her left hand as her right continued to play with and torture her nipple. She was pulling and squeezing and twisting it more than I'd ever seen before. "You're making me feel so good. Yeah, keep playing with my pussy... just like that. Slide three fingers in."
At her insistence I stopped strumming over her clit and slid three fingers into her wetness. It was a little difficult, without having the best angle, but I managed to do it.
"Yeah!" she practically yelled, her back arching. "Ohhhhh, that's so good."
I could only move my fingers a little, but slid them in and out as best I could. "Yeah? Just like that?"
"Yes!" She immediately moved her fingers down to her clit and started teasing it as I thrust fingers inside. "Oh fuck."
"What do you want?"
"I want you to make me cummmmm..." she moaned, on the edge of her orgasm.
"Let it go for me," I ordered her, slamming my fingers into her as fast as I could. "Cum for me."
"Yeah," she panted, writhing in her seat, her legs spread as wide as she could. "Finger my pussy... Oh! Oh my God! That's... that's... so... Ohhhhh! Ohhhhh!"
She raised her hips up as far as she could, arching her back as she came. There was so much wetness practically spraying out of her I would have thought she was going to the bathroom. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen.
I pulled my hand away and she replaced it with her own as she rode her orgasm. I could only steal glances at her as we rode in the darkness. Her body continued to writhe in her seat.
She giggled when she finally came down and started playing with her clit once more.
"Do that again," she whispered. "I'll tell you where to go."
I put my hand between her legs again and started playing with her clit as we continued driving back toward the city. It didn't take long before the street lights appeared again.
"God that feels so good," she panted. "Take the next... oh God... the next exit... then turn right."
We were in the warehouse district of the city. It was the seedier side of town after midnight. I'd never come down here before. I could see signs for adult clubs and adult performers in several places. Hookers were standing on the street corners wearing practically nothing. A few cars were around, picking them up.
"There... on the left. That club right there," she said.
"Club... Xtra?" I asked. I could tell from the neon sign that it was definitely a strip club of some kind. I'd never been in one before, but I had a pretty good idea of what happened in there.
"Yeah... I can't wait!" She seemed so excited. "It looks like fun, doesn't it?"
"I guess," I said as I pulled into one of the parking spaces, trying not to park too close to any other car. I certainly didn't want to get this car banged up.
We opened our doors and got out. As soon as I got close to her, she grabbed my hand and excitedly pulled me towards the door.
"Come on! Come on!" she giggled. "It'll be fun. You'll love it!"
"Ok, ok... isn't this a... a strip club?"
"Yes... and it looks like fun. Doesn't it?" she gushed.
"I don't know. I've never been to one."
"There's a first time for everything," she giggled as we reached the front door. Just inside the door was a small lobby. There was another door and, beside it, a small window. A black man sat behind the window, looking at us.
"How much?" Emmanuelle asked him, bending down slightly to look right into the window at the man.
"Twenty bucks each, with a two drink minimum."
Emmanuelle pulled her wallet out of her purse, pulled out two twenties, and set them on the counter inside the window.
The man grabbed the money with one hand while his other pressed a button, making the door buzz. I grabbed the door handle and opened the door. I let Emmanuelle go through the door first and followed right behind.
Our senses were assaulted the moment we walked in. Loud, pounding music made even the walls reverberate, and the smell of tobacco, alcohol, and sweat assaulted our noses. Moving spotlights cast colored dots around the room, with some lights focusing directly on the small stage that jutted out into the middle of the room.
We could see little round tables all around the room, each surrounded by four chairs or so. Most of the tables were empty, but there were still plenty of guys sitting and drinking.
A couple waitresses wandered around the tables, taking orders and bringing people their drinks. Several scantily clad women also wandered around the room, talking to guys. Some sat and talked with guys while others were giving what I guessed to be lap dances.
Emmanuelle pulled me over to one of the tables and quickly sat down. Many of the men around us were looking at her... probably wondering if she was just another one of the strippers. One of the waitresses immediately came over. She was wearing more clothes than the other wandering women, but not much. Her large breasts bounced unfettered under her tube top.


"What'll you have?" she asked, bending down to both be heard over the music and to hear us.
"Let's say... two Moscow Mules," Emmanuelle said. The waitress nodded, smiled, and walked away to get our drinks.
"Look at her," Emmanuelle said, nodding her head toward the woman on the stage.
I turned to look at her, too. She was dancing around the stage, entertaining the five guys seated there. She was naked from the waist up and her DD-cup breasts bounced so wonderfully with every move she made.
The guys sitting beside the stage tossed her a few dollar bills, but when she went from one to the next, crawling on her knees, dancing specifically for each one, even more money came out. It was even more erotic when the song changed and she slipped out of her bikini bottoms becoming completely naked.
I watched her spread her legs wide, watched her touch both her breasts and her pussy, showing them to each guy at the stage. I could tell that she was telling them that for just a little bit more money... they could have everything they see. And they were loving it.
When I finally turned back towards Emmanuelle, she was bouncing in her seat, smiling, and singing the song that was currently playing. She looked like she was having the time of her life.
"I like her," Emmanuelle said. "Damn, she's got really nice tits. Don't you think? Do you like her?"
I nodded. "Yeah... she's really hot."
"Be right back," she said, suddenly standing and moving towards the stage. As I watched, she moved easily between the tables and went right up to the stage. She waved the stripper over, with money in her hand, and in seconds the two were talking.
Emmanuelle pointed towards me, telling the girl where our table was, then the stripper nodded in agreement.
"What was that all about?" I asked when Emmanuelle finally got back to the table, just after the waitress dropped off our drinks.
"I asked to get a dance with her," she said, obviously excited. "I can't wait! She said it's in the back, private, and it's pretty much anything goes."
I shook my head and smiled at her. I shouldn't have been surprised, but her enthusiasm did shock me a little. I'd never seen a woman so excited to be with another woman before... at least not sexually. I mean, I'd seen it in porn... but not real life.
"Anything goes?"
"Mmhmm... I'll get to lick her pussy," she giggled excitedly. "And I made sure you can be there... to... watch."
"What? Watch?"
Emmanuelle nodded, smiling deviously. "Mmhmm! Watch!"
I totally lost track of time talking to Emmanuelle because it felt like within seconds of her arriving back to the table, the stripper was there. She was wearing a bright, lime green bikini that seemed far too small for her body. The top barely held her breasts and I swore I could barely see the bottoms at all.
"Are you ready for me?" she asked.
"Yes we are!" Emmanuelle looked up at her in awe. The lust and desire in her eyes was evident to everyone around. She scanned up and down the beautiful blonde's body like she was a piece of meat to be devoured.
"I'm Eve," she said. "Come with me."
The stripper offered her hand and Emmanuelle took it and rose. She held her hand out for me and the stripper led us toward the bar in a little train. She kept going when she reached the bar and walked all the way to the end, where a curtain blocked a doorway.
"We'll wait for the next song," she said, leaning in to us to be heard and then stood, bouncing slightly to the beat of the music, making her breasts bounce, wobble, and shake. "I've never been with a mom and son couple before. Are you two fucking, too?" she asked, smiling.
Emmanuelle smiled and nodded, squeezing my hand. "He's got a really nice cock. I couldn't pass it up."
"Really?" the stripper asked. "That's really kinky," she giggled. "How long has this been going on?"
"Just a couple of weeks now, so we're really hungry for some new... naughty... adventures."
Eve nodded. "I bet! I hope I can be naughty enough for you tonight."
"I can't wait!" Emmanuelle gushed.
The song ended and Eve pulled us back through the curtain, down a short hallway, and into a small booth. She pointed for Emmanuelle to have a seat in the only chair in the room, then quickly grabbed a second chair from the booth next door, pulling it into our little room.
She pulled the curtain on our booth and quickly disrobed as I sat down.
"You can't touch," she told me, singling me out, obviously telling us that Emmanuelle could touch. And she giggled. "But I can't help what you do while you watch." I could tell from her smile that she was expecting me to masturbate. And I had a feeling that after Emmanuelle's comment, she was eager to see my cock.
Finally naked, she slid into Emmanuelle's lap and started grinding, sliding her pussy against Emmanuelle's lap, ignoring me completely. She put her hands behind Emmanuelle's neck and leaned closer to her, getting their bodies very close together.
In seconds, she put her breasts to Emmanuelle's lips, encouraging her to lick and suck on her nipples. I couldn't see well from my vantage point, but I knew that Emmanuelle was all in. She was grabbing, licking, and sucking on Eve's large tits with abandon.
Eve let her do it for a little while, but then started tugging on Emmanuelle's dress, pulling it down in order to expose her breasts, too. Then she bent down and started licking and sucking on Emmanuelle's breasts. It was really sexy to watch, especially since I'd never seen two women have sex, except in porn. And being within just a few feet of it made it the most erotic sight ever.
I opened my pants and pulled them down, letting my cock go free. I was as hard as a rock again and started stroking myself.
Emmanuelle was panting, holding Eve's head as the stripper sucked and nibbled on her nipples. "I want to taste your pussy," Emmanuelle finally said.
With an acrobatic flair, Eve put her foot up onto the chair between Emmanuelle's legs and lifted herself into the air. Holding onto the wall, she lifted her other leg and put her foot on the wall to both support herself and to open her legs. Then she slowly lowered her pussy towards Emmanuelle's waiting face.
Hungrily, Emmanuelle started licking her. She reached between Eve's legs with both hands and grabbed her ass, clamping her mouth onto her tightly and giving Eve no escape.
"Oh my fucking God!" Eve gasped, trying to be quiet. I was pretty sure that the music outside drowned out any noise we made in here, but no one wanted us to be interrupted. Her large breasts swung wildly as she moved her body. I could tell the pleasure was intense as Emmanuelle's sucking and slurping became even louder.
"Jeez!" Eve said even louder as she closed her eyes and tossed her head back. Her body shook wildly for a moment and she pulled away from Emmanuelle, climbing back down to the floor. Emmanuelle was smiling broadly, her mouth covered with Eve's juices. Eve leaned forward and kissed her hard, then licked all around her mouth.
My hand was a blur and I was so close to cumming after watching that spectacle. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen. Eve looked at me, her eyes quickly trailing down to my cock and my jerking hand.
"God that is a nice cock," Eve smiled.
"Want a taste?" Emmanuelle asked.
"I'd really like to, but I can't, here... but I can watch you do it." She smiled at Emmanuelle. "It'd be so hot to watch a mom suck off her son."
Emmanuelle smiled broadly and nodded. In seconds she was on the floor between my legs, her mouth clamped on the tip of my cock as she stroked it.
"Oh my God!" Eve laughed. "That's so fucking hot!"
In what seemed like seconds, I was cumming, filling Emmanuelle's mouth up with my cum for the second time that night. It didn't feel like she was swallowing this time and when she lifted up, quickly clamped her lips closed tightly.
She turned and grabbed Eve, then leaned in and kissed her. I could see her spit my cum into the strippers mouth, who took it willingly, both giggling. When they broke their kiss, Emmanuelle licked her lips and laughed.
Eve was almost laughing, too, as she tried to hold my cum in her mouth and brought her hands up, concerned she was going to spill it out all over the booth. She quickly swallowed, though, to save herself the cleanup work.
"You two are too much," Eve laughed. "Another song?"
"How many was that already?" Emmanuelle asked.
"Four."
Holy fuck! I couldn't believe we'd been in there that long already. I'd completely lost track of time watching them.
Emmanuelle smiled. "I wish we could stay longer, beautiful," she said, "but I'm in dire need of feeling this cock in my pussy. Vince... be a dear... go get the car started. I'll be out in a minute."
I'd finished zipping my pants up and nodded before heading out the curtained door. I thought all eyes were on me, as if everyone knew what had happened in the back, as I slipped through the crowd and made my way out the door. I started the car and Emmanuelle appeared within a few minutes, smiling.
"Oh my God!" she exclaimed, practically tumbling into the car, all smiles. "Wasn't that fun?"
I nodded. "Yeah it was."
She leaned over and kissed me, hard. "Told you."
I pulled out of the lot and we drove back towards my mom's but Emmanuelle redirected me to her hotel room. This time, it was a more reasonably priced hotel, one of the chains. "You aren't taking me home?"
"You mom doesn't want you to come back, remember? So you should stay with me," she said. "You're a man now. It's time for you to move out. We can go anywhere and do anything we want. Together. You want to be with me, right?"
"Yeah," I nodded. I agreed with her, but it felt wrong. At first I thought I was just trying to be a boy instead of a man, as Emmanuelle told me, thinking I just wanted to move back home and be taken care of by my mommy. But... things were just happening so fast. She was so different than I thought. Everything felt so out of control. I wasn't even thinking about the classes I had tomorrow.
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Not Such Strangers, Part 2
Most of the week was uneventful during Annie and Emmanuelle's stay... and Vince was thankful. Between work, responsibilities at home, and their sightseeing and shopping trips, he didn't see much of them. That didn't mean he didn't fantasize about Emmanuelle, though. That he did a lot. And sex with his wife this week reflected it! They had sex every single night and he teased and pleased her much more than he ever had.
Trishia was glowing every day, her reinvigorated sex life showing drastically. So much that even Annie commented, knowing that she was getting it better and more often now. Trishia hushed her older sister, trying to keep her comments away from Emmanuelle.
"Don't be such a prude, Trish," Annie said. "I'm sure Emmanuelle knows all about the joys of sex." Trishia nodded, knowing that with a body like that, every boy in town would be trying to go out with her. Hell, every boy in town would try to fuck her.
"She's probably even heard you and Vince doing it," Annie laughed. "God knows I have!"
"I hope you're keeping an eye on her," Trishia said softly. "I'm sure she's going to have lot's of offers."
Annie laughed. "Unfortunately, there's not much I can do with her. She's..."
"Do with who?" Vince asked, walking into the kitchen suddenly and opening the kitchen tool drawer, rummaging through.
"With Emmanuelle," Annie said matter-of-factly. "Trish thinks she's having sex with every boy she meets."
"Oh, just yell it out to the whole world why don't ya. All I said was that you better keep an eye on her."
"What do you think, Vince?" Annie asked, turning towards him. "Have you seen anything to indicate she's having sex with anyone here?"
The image of Emmanuelle's face came into his head, as she masturbated for him, her body hovering over him, her face tight with frustrated pleasure at the moment just before she came... her body spasming... her little moans and squeals of joy filling his ears as her cum poured out over her hand and down her legs.
"Uh... no..." he said stuttering. "She's been here the whole time she has barely been out... even with you guys."
Annie laughed softly. "He's turning red. I think we're embarrassing him," she said to Trishia. "What's wrong? Don't like thinking about your little niece having sex?"
He envisioned Emmanuelle standing in front of him, naked, her pussy glistening with her moisture as she crawled up into his lap. He focused on her pussy as she slid it over the tip of his stiff cock and slowly impaled herself on it, her slow gasp of pleasure telling him how much she loved his size as it filled her more and more.
"Annie!" Trishia scolded her older sister. "I'd just get out of this while you can, honey."
"I'm just messing with you," Annie laughed and smacked his arm.
Vince just turned and left the kitchen, his hands adjusting his hardon as soon as he turned the corner out of sight. He shook his head, praying to God that they never found out about what he did.
*****
He woke Wednesday morning with a hardon, as he'd done all week long, and slipped into the bathroom. Sex with Trishia the night before had been incredible, with him throwing her onto the bed and taking her from behind. She seemed to like his aggressiveness and came like a gusher. He told her that the hardon was from some incredible dream he forgot most of.
Trishia had gotten up first, as usual, and was in the other room working on her hair and putting on her makeup.
He turned on the shower and waited a moment for the water to get hot, then stepped inside, plunging his face into the hot stream. He stood a moment, reflecting on the week he was having. He couldn't believe his behavior was as bad as it was, but didn't know if he could stop. He knew it was crossing the line, but it was such an incredible turn on. Besides, he wasn't having sex with her. They were just... masturbating.
He heard the shower curtain open and felt a gust of cold air on his back and turned, expecting to be surprised to see Trishia uncharacteristically joining him for some fun. He rubbed the water out of his eyes and was instead surprised to see Emmanuelle standing there in her tight, white t-shirt and black panties.
He was just about to say something when she put a finger to her smiling lips, telling him to keep quiet. She scanned up and down his body, focusing on his hard cock for a moment and licked her lips, nodding her head. She walked forward into his personal space, forcing him to back up to the shower wall as she stepped into the spray. The angle of it was too low for her, however, and it only sprayed on the front of her, getting her t-shirt soaking wet... and making it see-through.
When she backed away, her hands moved up and over her torso, kneading and playing with her breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra again and her breasts were form-fitted to the shirt, especially now that it was wet and sticking to her like a second skin.
"You like?" she mouthed, not uttering a sound, bouncing so that her tits bobbed.
Vince felt his mouth go dry but nodded his head in affirmation. He definitely like what he saw.
He watched as her hands moved slowly down her body until they reached the bottom of her shirt. She grabbed the material, pulled it away from her body and urged him to take hold of it. He stepped forward and grabbed the hem of her t-shirt as she smiled and helpfully lifted her hands towards the ceiling. He knew exactly what she wanted and let his hands rise. He watched, amazed, as her breasts popped free from under the material, their size, shape, and firmness definitely impressive. He lifted it even higher, taking it over her head and off her arms.
When her arms were finally free, she lowered her hands to her breasts, fondling them and pulling her nipples. He couldn't help but watch her and felt his cock get even harder.
She looked down his body until her gaze landed once more on his turgid cock and slowly bent her legs, lowering herself down. Vince didn't know what to make of it, but could do little to stop her. She finally reached the kneeling position, moved a little more forward, directly in front of him. She reached over and grabbed the bottle of conditioner, popping the top and holding it for him.
Realizing what she wanted, he opened his right palm and let her fill it with the white creamy liquid. She closed the cap and put it back and settled back on her heels, her hands playing with her breasts as she seemed to wait.
He shivered as she licked her lips, alternately looking up at him and then down at his cock. When he didn't move, she leaned forward and stuck out her tongue, threatening to slip his cock into her hot, wet mouth. He pulled his hips back, but felt his cock surge at the idea of sliding between those luscious lips. She sat back on her heels again, toying with her nipples, again waiting for him.
She looked down at his cock and smiled wickedly. She watched it intently as it grew harder and longer, bobbing with his heartbeat.
Vince instantly grabbed his shaft and used the conditioner as lubrication as he stroked up and down its long length. Emmanuelle nodded her head excitedly and let one hand drop between her thighs as the other continued to play with her tits.
He stroked slowly at first, up and down, twisting his hand a little, teasing both himself and Emmanuelle. She continued to watch, focusing her gaze on his cock, licking her lips in anticipation.
His left hand joined the action, stroking both his shaft and his balls at the same time, then using both hands on his cock, alternating strokes. He was breathing harder now, getting closer and closer to his orgasm. He didn't know what he was going to do when that happened. But right at this moment, he didn't care. He was looking down at a luscious, young, naked woman with tits that he'd die to touch... and she was wanting him to masturbate for her. That was all that mattered.
She licked her lips and he groaned with excitement.
"Honey, you ok?" his wife asked suddenly, and he realized she was at the bathroom sink, just three feet from the shower.
Emmanuelle raised an eyebrow, suggesting this was getting naughtier and naughtier and smiled.
Vince's hands moved from his groin. "Yeah... I'm ok. Just, um, liking the, uh, hot water this morning."
"It felt nice to me, too," Trishia said, obviously touching up her makeup. "Oh, by the way honey..."
Vince suddenly felt Emmanuelle's fingers wrap around his cock and begin stroking up and down his length. He tried to grab her hands to make her stop, but she just swatted them away.
"Honey?"
"Ye... yeah?" he said, closing his eyes for a moment, trying to concentrate on his wife rather than the incredible pleasure this beautiful young woman was giving him. Unfortunately, he failed.
"Don't forget to pick up some wine for dinner tonight. We're going to grill up some steaks so grab something red, will you? I think Annie will even let Emmanuelle have some so maybe grab a couple bottles."
Vince suppressed a moan as he opened his eyes, just in time to watch Emmanuelle lean forward and kiss the tip of his cock, then run her tongue in a slow circle over the head, all the while still stroking up and down... up and down...
"Sure... no problem... red... couple bottles... got it," he mumbled.
He heard Trishia move to just outside the shower curtain. Her shadow seemed to linger there a moment and he tried to suppress his moaning, but it was damn near impossible. "Oh my God, are you playing with yourself, you naughty boy?" she giggled. "You know that's my job, right? I can't believe how horny you've been lately."
"Yeah... I know... just... I was just thinking... about... about last night."
Emmanuelle's hands moved faster and faster stroking his cock and squeezing it, all the while holding her lips and tongue on the tip, sucking and licking it. The sensitive flesh grew longer and more firm than Vince had ever remembered. And his eruption was coming fast.
"That was an awesome night, lover boy. I'm still thinking about your magical tongue... and will be all day long."
Vince was almost there... just a few more seconds... but... but he couldn't... not while Trishia was there. Emmanuelle was bound and determined to make him cum, though. He grabbed his head with both hands, not knowing what else to do with them, his fingers entwining in his wet hair. He was trying so hard not to make a sound, trying so hard not to get caught.
"Yeah... I'll be... I'll be thinking about you... as well."
Trishia laughed. "Ok, ok... I get it... You want some privacy. Have fun lover and don't break anything. And don't make a mess!" Her shadow moved away.
He groaned just as Trishia was opening the bathroom door. He looked down, scared, and saw Emmanuelle pull away, aiming his cock at her tits as she continued stroking it. She knew he was close. Her left hand slid between his legs, her palm cupping his balls, her finger pushing... moving back... finding his asshole. In the next second spray after spray was ejected from his pulsing cock. He looked down feeling his entire being forcing itself out that long shaft.
He groaned loudly, so loud he couldn't hear Trishia's laughter from outside the door as she closed it.
Emmanuelle was smiling excitedly as each spray of his cum splattered on her chest and neck. She continued stroking him, forcing more and more to erupt from his shaft until it only dribbled over her hand. Her finger continued to play with his asshole, just barely snaking its way inside.
He fell back against the shower wall and reached down to pull her hands away from him. She happily let go, her hands moving to her chest, smearing his cum all over her chest, neck, and face as he watched. She was breathing hard, obviously excited by what had just happened. She looked up at him, stood, and smiled again, both of her hands now moving between her thighs. He watched her arms moving, her eyes begin blinking rapidly, her mouth opening and her breathing quicken. In just a moment her body tensed up and her eyes closed tightly. She held her mouth closed tight, her face firm with exertion, but her panting breaths betrayed her own orgasm.
She raised her hands to her chest, her breasts rising and falling with her rapid breaths. Her skin was flushed from her orgasm and her nipples hard and pointed. She looked at him, his cock only slightly deflated, and brought her fingers, wet with the mixture of her cum and his, up to her mouth and licked them clean.
She put her fingers back down between her thighs and looked at him with full lusty desire. She stepped forward and raised her fingers to his lips, first sliding them across his lips and them plunging them inside his mouth. He couldn't believe he was tasting her pussy. He couldn't believe anything that had happened so far this week, but to actually be tasting her was too much.
When she pulled her fingers free from his sucking lips, she leaned forward and kissed him. "Maybe next time you'll taste from the source," she whispered. He fell back against the shower wall as she stepped into the spray of water and washed off, her soapy hands caressing her incredible body. When she finished, she slowly and quietly turned off the water and opened the shower curtain. Grabbing a towel, she dried off as he watched. She turned towards him again, displaying her luscious body once more, then moved to the door and quietly disappeared.
*****
"I'm sorry, hun," Trishia said, turning away from him in the bed. "I'm just too tired."
Vince, though, had been worked up into a frenzy. After dinner, they'd decided to all play some cards. Trishia had brought out a deck of Uno cards and the remaining wine, and they started playing.
He was sitting at the end of the table, with Trishia on his right, Emmanuelle and then Annie on his left. He shuffled and dealt the cards and the game began. They played a hand and it didn't take long before he felt the touch of something on his leg.
He jumped a little at first, surprised by the contact, but didn't do anything to stop it. He figured, at first, that it was kind of an accident... but then when it slid up and down his leg, he knew it was intentional. And Emmanuelle was getting a little drunk from the wine and was giggling making her bolder and bolder.
Near the end of the game, Emmanuelle had dropped a couple cards on the floor at her feet and as she knelt down under the table to get them, she grabbed and stroked him for a full minute. Her mom and aunt were too drunk to notice how long she was gone, but Vince knew. He felt every teasing stroke and had to put his own hands down to pull hers off when she tried to unfasten his pants.
By the time they went to bed, very full of wine, very sedated and giggly, Vince was hard as a rock. He desperately wanted to just go into Emmanuelle's room, desperately wanted to slide his hard shaft into what he knew would be a buttery, welcoming, wet pussy. But he couldn't, not with Trishia and Annie here.
All he had was his wife. And she was being a little difficult. But he was used to that. He'd been experiencing that for the past several years and he hadn't let that stop him this week. It wasn't going to stop him tonight.
"It's ok, honey," he whispered as he spooned in behind her. "Just for a minute. Ok?" He pressed his cock against her ass, his shaft pressing through the crack as he wrapped his arms around her. He'd already removed his boxers and shorts, so his bare cock was sliding against her skin and panties.
"Honey!" she moaned, trying to dissuade him. "Please... no... I'm tired."
"I know, I know," he said, grinding into her. "I'm horny as hell. I'll be quick."
His hands slipped under her arms and grabbed her breasts through her night shirt, squeezing them. He could feel her hard nipples poking into his palms. Her pinched and rolled them between his fingers, making her moan a little.
"Why are you so horny recently?" she asked, sounding a little annoyed but amused.
"I don't know," he whispered excitedly. "I just am."
Despite her protestations, she wasn't doing anything to stop him. And he took full advantage of it. He quickly reached down and pulled up her night shirt... then grabbed her panties and tugged them down. She helped him by slightly raising her hips to get them down her legs.
"Honey!" she protested again.
Before her panties reached her knees, though, he'd slid his cock inside her and was already thrusting.
"Oh my God. Vince!" she suddenly moaned as his cock slid deep inside her. Sudden pleasure rolled through her body. "I don't... oh!"
Vince grabbed her shoulders and turned her, forcing her to lay on her stomach even as he slid his leg over her and mounted her from behind. His body weight held her down as he thrust into again and again.
She struggled, trying to wiggle herself free, but he was too heavy and strong. "Vince..."
"Just for a minute," he panted, getting more and more excited as his hips slammed against her ass. "Just let me... It won't take long."
"Oh my gosh," Trishia moaned. She couldn't believe how good this felt and couldn't believe how forceful he was being. "Oh that feels good. Just... God you're... you're so big."
"I just...," he started to say but grunted with yet another thrust. He reached around to her face and slid two fingers into her mouth as if begging her to suck on them. Her lips closed for a moment and she sucked, her tongue sliding over them before he pulled them free again.
"What's got into you?" she panted, her body obviously getting close to her orgasm. Her ass jiggled and slapped with every thrust of his hips. His mouth was close to her ears, as he panted and moaned. "Oh my gosh... oh my gosh," she panted and he felt her body tighten, her pussy clench on his shaft. Her pussy gushed all over his cock as she exhaled sharply.
Even through her orgasm, Vince continued to thrust. He desperately needed to cum. And he was going to cum inside his wife. One way or another.
"Oh fuck!" he panted. "I'm... I'm cumming. I'm fucking... Unh! Ohhh! Jeez! Fuck!" His cum flooded her pussy, jetting deep inside her as his body shivered. "Fuck that was good."
"Oh my gosh!" Trishia panted as he pulled out and lifted off her, falling onto his back beside her. "You're going to completely wear me out." She sat up and noticed that his cum was rolling down his still-hard shaft.
Vince shook his head as he sat up and moved to his knees. "I'm gonna need to do that again."
*****
Trishia woke Thursday morning, still a little tired and sore from staying up so late. Vince had surprised her again, giving her several orgasms until she finally had to beg him to stop. He was insatiable! And she didn't know why.
After she dressed, she walked into the kitchen and started breakfast. The girls had decided they wanted to get massages before the end of their vacation. At 2pm, Trishia and Annie left, hoping to get there to relax well before their 4pm appointment. Emmanuelle told them she wanted to just run around the city and go to the art museum again, so she stayed behind. With Vince.
"You are absolutely glowing," Annie gushed to Trishia, both her hands covering her younger sister's across the table. "What the hell happened?" She laughed, knowing full well that it was sex.
Trishia blushed. "I wish I knew!" she whispered. "Sex with Vince this week has been... amazing!" She looked around the restaurant at her country club to make sure she hadn't said it too loud. She felt relieved when no one around her seemed to even notice them. It would be disastrous if she got a bad name or reputation at one of the best clubs in town.
Annie smiled. "Then I guess you won't complain!"
"Oh, I'm not complaining... no way..." she blushed again. "Other than because of a lack of sleep." She took the volume of her voice down another notch as she leaned a little closer. "Have you ever had... uh... you know... had a boyfriend... uh... or Benjamin's mouth on your... you know..."


"... down there?" Annie completed in hushed tones, smiling deviously. Trishia smiled, too, blushing an even deeper shade. "Oh yeah. It's been a long while, and Ben's... well... ok at it."
"I never liked it before, but Vince wouldn't take no for an answer the other night. Now I can't get enough! It was like... oh my God!"
"I had a boyfriend in college that was incredible! I wish Benjamin made me feel like that."
"I'm sorry, Sis. I know how that feels. Vince and I have been that way for a while, too. Hopefully this change will last..." She shook her sister's hands as if to emphasize the point. "And hopefully it'll change for you, too."
"Are you ready Mrs. Abington?" a man's accented voice said from behind them and a strong hand rested on her shoulder. Annie watched Trishia's eyes light up as she looked at the stranger behind her. Annie turned her head to see the man and her eyes were first startled to see the bulge behind his white dress shorts, right in line with her face. Slowly her eyes moved up his body, over his obviously trim abs hidden beneath his navy polo shirt, finally resting on his gorgeous, young, Latino face. She felt her body absolutely quiver at the thought of this man touching her.
"Ready for...?" she asked, almost breathlessly, clearly confused.
"For your massage..."
Annie closed her eyes for a minute, regretting her stupidity and her hopes that that bulge meant something else entirely.
"Oh... uh... yeah. I, uh... I... I am." She pushed out her chair and stood. "An hour, right?" she asked the incredible Latino.
"Si... an hour."
Annie turned back to her sister and raised her eyes upward, mouthing "oh my God." Trishia smiled back, knowingly. She'd had massages with Carlos before and felt the same attraction to the man. Although she'd had many fantasies, she'd never done anything sexually with him, though. "I'll meet you in about an hour, sis."
Carlos held out his arm for Annie, who took it, and was escorted to one of the massage rooms.
Trishia sat back in her chair, coffee in hand, as she watched Carlos and Annie leave. She wondered if Annie would ask Carlos for something special, something to take the edge off, and felt her pussy tingle. She closed her eyes and imagined Carlos slipping between Annie's thighs as her sister lay back, moaning, her hands caressing her own breasts. She thought back again to the night before when Vincent did just that to her, his tongue teasing her sensitive clit over and over again.
*****
As soon as Trishia and Annie left, Emmanuelle started making plans for a private party... with Vince. She grabbed a bottle of massage oil from her suitcase that she'd brought, just in case, and stripped her clothes off. She poured a line of the oil across her chest and slid it over and around her breasts until they shone in the light.
She walked into the living room to wait for Vince. She giggled softly, spreading her legs, and dribbling oil onto her stomach as Vince walked down the stairs.
"Um... I thought you were going to get a massage with your mom," he said, trying not to look at her, trying not to desire her as much as he was. He took a few steps into the living room, thinking he might want to just go back upstairs.
"I thought that maybe you'd give me one," she giggled.
"Look... um... I don't think we should do this," Vince said. "Maybe we should..."
"Please. I know you want this just as much as I do."
Vince paused a moment, just looking at her. Emmanuelle slid her hands over her body, touching her breasts, squeezing them, pinching and pulling her nipples before sliding down and sliding over her pussy. He looked at her beautiful breasts. He looked at her beautiful pussy. And he shook his head, knowing that he had no willpower left. He wanted her... badly. And he had several hours all alone with her.
"You're right... I do," he admitted. "I really do."
"Hold your hands out," Emmanuelle smiled, holding the bottle of oil up.
Vince cupped his hands between them and let her dribble oil into them.
"Do whatever you want to do," she giggled, standing in front of him.
Vince slid his oil-covered hand over the girl's breasts, palming them and gently squeezing her nipples. "You know, you're very pretty."
Emmanuelle could barely even smile now. She was so turned on her mouth was open with constant panting. "Yeah?"
He squeezed a little of the oil directly onto her breast, letting it drip onto her nipple from high above as she shuddered. His hand snaked around her breast, grabbing it firmly and lifting it, squeezing it to make the nipple protrude. "I love your tits. They re so nice and perky." He leaned down and licked the hefted, oil-covered nipple, then sucked it between his lips, sucking hard.
"Oh my God," she groaned, closing her eyes at the pleasure.
"Do you like your big tits?" Vince asked, licking the rest of the dripping oil from her tit.
"Y-yeah."
"You do?" He continued to squeeze and lift her breast, massaging it roughly, as he licked his lips.
"Mmhmm," she panted. "I've always wanted..." She paused.
"You've always wanted what?"
"I, um, I've always wanted... I've always wanted someone to just grab me and take me, you know? I just want a guy to do whatever he wants to me."
"You re kidding," he said, surprised.
Emmanuelle shook her head. "I like..."
Vince interrupted. "Oh, I know what you like. You like to tease. You like teasing guys until they're so hot and bothered they have no choice but to just... attack you."
Emmanuelle looked down, nodded, and smiled. She knew that was exactly what she liked.
"And what about this?" Vince asked as his hand slid down the girl's body. "Have you always wanted someone to just... grab your pussy." He could feel just how wet she was as his fingers slid between her lips, mixing the oil with her pussy juices.
"Mmhmm," she gasped, opening her thighs a little wider.
"But maybe you've always wanted a little something more than a finger."
Emmanuelle didn't say anything.
Vince kissed the girl's shoulder. "Do you want something more?" he asked again.
"Y... yeah," she panted.
"I thought maybe you would," Vince said, whispering into her ear. He was so close he could feel the heat from her body. He could almost hear her heart beating. "Maybe you'd like me to lick that sweet... wet... little... cunt."
"Yeah," Emmanuelle whimpered, her hips pushing forward to sink his fingers deeper into her overheated pussy.
He circled her clit with his fingers, trapping it between them and squeezing slightly. "Has anyone ever licked your cunt?"
She hesitated a moment, feeling the pleasure he was generating. "No," she gasped.
It was amazing, Vince thought. This girl was so incredibly hot. How could anyone not have gone down on her before. Vince continued toying with her pussy, teasing her clit, slowly inserting and fingering her while she shivered and swayed on her feet, barely able to stand.
Vince bent down and put his mouth right next to her ear. "Then you're in for a treat," he whispered again. "I absolutely love to lick pussy. And I've been dying all week to eat yours."
He could hear her panting breath catch in her throat. She wanted it more than anything.
"Are you ready?" Vince finally asked.
"Ready?"
"Are you ready for me to eat your pussy?" he laughed softly.
"Mmhmm," the girl moaned. "Please. I am so ready."
"Me, too," Vince said as he lay the girl back on the towel with which she'd covered the couch seat. "Lie down," Vince told the girl and Emmanuelle did exactly what she was told to do.
"Spread your legs," Vince said and again, Emmanuelle did exactly what she was told to do.
Vince lifted the bottle of oil above her body and squeezed, drizzling a little onto her abdomen, thighs, and pubes.
Emmanuelle moaned, looking down where the drops landed, where it started running in a little oily river, down over her labia. "Oh God that feels incredible..."
Vince couldn't believe how hot the girl looked as he stared down at her, with her little, sexy, recently shaved, bare pussy. He knew he was going to enjoy this as he lowered himself to his knees and slid between Emmanuelle's legs. "Do you want me to lick you?" he asked, flicking his tongue on her knee, then kissing her inner thigh. "Do you want me to lick your cunt?"
"God! Please!" the girl begged loudly and that was the only encouragement that Vince needed as he let his mouth slide between Emmanuelle's thighs, his tongue instantly ravaging her wet folds.
It was so easy, Vince thought. It was so easy for his tongue to find that special place and when he found it, it was so easy to keep coming back to it again and again and again, especially when each time he did he made Emmanuelle moan.
Emmanuelle was playing with her B-cup tits as Vince ate her pussy and Vince couldn't help but find that hot... but even hotter was the way her body just seemed to writhe to the beat of her moans.
"Oh my God," she moaned. "Oh my God."
Still, Vince ate her. Her pussy was so fresh, so succulent.
"Oh my God!" the girl moaned a little more frantically.
And still, Vince ate her, his tongue sliding inside her, swirling through her wetness.
"Oh my fucking God!" the girl moaned loudly and this time, she wasn't just moaning. Even as her hips bucked under Vince's arms, even as her thighs clamped against his head, her pussy gushed, and all the while, Vince's tongue was there to lick up her juices.
Finally, Vince pulled back. "Did you like that?" he asked softly, knowing what the answer was going to be. He wiped his face with the back of his hand. He could feel her juices dripping from his chin.
"You know I did," Emmanuelle panted, smiling broadly.
"I'm glad. You know what else I want?" Vince smiled. Suddenly he bent forward his tongue once more slipping inside the girl's wetness.
"Fuck! Oh God!" Emmanuelle moaned.
"I'll bet that feels good," Vince said with a smile and Emmanuelle couldn't help but moan as his tongue once more slashed across her swollen clit.
"Fuck!"
"Yeah," he giggled. "Someone likes my tongue in her pussy... a lot."
"Yes, I do," Emmanuelle panted, moaning as her body once more succumbed to her uncle's tongue. "I do, I do, I do."
Vince wasn't talking anymore but then he didn't really need to say anything. After all, his tongue was saying everything now that needed to be said.
"Oh yeah," Emmanuelle moaned as her hands once more played with her tits. "Oh yeah. Eat me. Eat my pussy."
Vince was doing exactly that.
"Oh my God," the girl moaned. "Oh my God. You re going to make me cum again."
And still, Vince's tongue did its dirty work. He licked his first two fingers and slid it inside her, immediately enjoying how hot and buttery she felt.
"Oh my fucking God!" Emmanuelle screamed as Vince's tongue and fingers once more took her over the edge. "Oh my God. That's so good."
And still, Vince's tongue continued to lick, his fingers continued to slowly thrust, even as Emmanuelle tried to push him away, her hips rising high into the air, her legs still trembling violently.
He let her go and she let out a loud exhale.
"Oh my fucking God!"
He wiped his mouth again and then licked her juices off his fingers, enjoying her taste. He wondered if it was the strawberry taste of the oil or her juices that made her taste so good.
"That was fucking amazing," Emmanuelle panted.
"It's what I enjoy," he smiled. "And I've been wanting to do that all week."
She smiled at him. "You know what I want?"
"You want something more than that?" Vince laughed.
She nodded. "Tonight, after everyone's in bed, I want you to come into my room and just fuck me. I don't care what I'm doing. And I don't want you to ask. I want you to grab me... and fuck me. That's what I want."
"Are you sure?"
Emmanuelle nodded and smiled. "I'll be completely naked, waiting for you. Would you do that?"
Vince smiled. Yeah... he'd do that.


        His Gift For The Tutor Pt. 05

        Vince finds out the truth. Can he take it?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/his-gift-for-the-tutor-pt-05

Title: His Gift For The Tutor Pt. 05

Author: DevlinMea

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Vince finds out the truth. Can he take it?

Tags: asphyxiation, wake up, hotel, kink, mystery

Series: His Gift For The Tutor


His Gift For The Tutor, Part 5
I woke up at 8am on Friday, after a long night of being at the strip club and then coming back to a horny Emmanuelle. With only a few hours of sleep behind me, I had three classes today. As I got out of bed, Emmanuelle, lying naked beside me, stirred.
"What are you doing?" she asked, sounding barely awake herself.
"I have classes today."
"So? Take a day off," she urged. "Come back to bed." She pulled the covers away from her naked body and sleepily smiled at me as she spread her legs to show me her beautiful puss once again. "Come back to bed. Come fuck me again."
I nodded in agreement as I looked at her perfect C-cup breasts. I slid back into the bed as Emmanuelle pushed her ass back against me, turning away from me. She reached behind herself and grabbed my hardening shaft, guiding it into her pussy from behind.
I thrust forward once again, enjoying her wetness. God, she was incredible. Every moment was so full of... of sex... of fun. I thrust into her again and again as she moaned. I turned her to her stomach and mounted her from behind, thrusting harder and faster into her, my hips hitting her ass again and again.
"Oh fuck," she moaned. "That feels so good."
"It... fuck... feels good to me, too," I groaned. "Fuck! Your pussy is so good."
"You can have it any time you want, Vince," she moaned. "Never stop fucking me."
We grunted together and soon came together. I don't know why, but every time I finished in her, it felt like my entire soul poured into her pussy. She wailed loudly, making me concerned that we'd wake half the hotel.
When I pulled out of her, she quickly turned over and cleaned off my cock, licking and sucking every drop from me.
*****
Every day with Emmanuelle was like living in a dream. Every moment seemed to be filled with one sexual adventure after another. I had never expected to have a life like this and it was thrilling.
A week passed and I spent almost every waking moment with her, with no more thoughts about college. Every day, my mom called me, but I wouldn't answer. I knew what she was going to say and let her leave a voicemail. I listened to them, hours later, but didn't call her back.
*****
I woke up Saturday morning, a week after running off with Emmanuelle, and found her head on my chest. She was laying beside me, looking up at me, just watching me sleep and feeling me breathe. When our eyes met, she smiled, looking so incredibly beautiful.
"Good morning," she said as she kissed my chest. Her fingertip circled my nipple, making it hard and sensitive before she squeezed it. Then she kissed down my stomach for a moment as she moved to her knees.
She kicked her leg over me and sat on me, bit her lower lip, and then leaned down and kissed, then bit my nipple.
"Oh fuck," I moaned as she sat up, giggling.
Her breasts looked so huge as she reached for the ceiling and stretched. "I'm still sleepy. Did you have a good time last night?"
I smiled, admiring how incredible her body was. "It's, uh... kind of a blur to me," I said, my head still a little woozy. "I remember arriving at the club... and having a couple drinks. But... not much after that."
"I put a little fun stuff in your drink... to make the evening more fun," she giggled, smiling down at me.
I was shocked. I couldn't believe she'd do something like that. "You... you drugged me? What kind of stuff?"
"Just something to make you feel good," she practically purred, making it sound far less dangerous. "No worries. It looked to me like you enjoyed it. You were really smitten with Eve's tits. You couldn't stop grabbing them."
"That I remember," I laughed. "She does have some nice tits. I mean, yours are really great, too."
"Don't worry," Emmanuelle smiled. "I'm only a little jealous."
I reached up and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them and pinched her nipples to show how much I loved them. She grabbed my hands and helped me. She looked down at me, pleasure written all over her face.
She suddenly crawled backwards, then leaned down, and started kissing my shaft. Her hand wrapped around it and lifted it to her lips as she kissed and licked up my length. Then she spat in her hand and started stroking me.
"Ooh, baby... I like how hard you get for me," she moaned, stroking up and down. "What can I do with this... big... cock this morning? Huh?"
"I, uh... anything you want," I moaned.
"I have so many ideas," she giggled. She leaned down and kissed my balls sliding her tongue over and around them before sucking one into her mouth. She released it with a plop, then licked up my shaft before sliding me into her mouth.
"Mmmm," she moaned as she slid me deep into her mouth. "Mmhmm... I was thinking... we should invite Eve to come here and play with us. What do you think? Would you like that?"
"You... you think she would?" I gasped. Her mouth was driving me crazy.
"I know she would," Emmanuelle smiled. "Just think... two mouths on your cock... two pussies to lick and fuck. We'll have a great party. Mmm... so much fun... mmhmm... I'll set it up."
She slid me deep into her mouth for a moment and let me stroke in and out as she held her head still.
"But for now," she gasped, pulling her mouth off me for a moment. "You just give me a nice big load. Ok?"
"Yeah," I panted.
Her head was bobbing up and down on my cock, sliding my shaft along it's full length again and again. Her hand stroked the shaft below her mouth creating an added sensation.
"I don't want you to cum like this... at least not yet," she said. "I want you inside me."
She crawled back up my body and mounted me. My cock lay beneath her pussy and she pushed her pussy down onto it, slowly grinding against it.
"Oh, baby... that's so good," she moaned. "How do you make me wet so fast?"
I reached up and grabbed her tits once more, squeezing them. I knew she liked that.
Emmanuelle reached down and held my shaft against her body with her hand as she continued grinding. I could feel her hot, wet lips against my shaft and it drove me crazy. She lifted up a little, moving away from my shaft and slid two fingers inside her pussy, pumping it in and out a few times.
"Oh... oh my God I'm so wet for you," she moaned, then quickly lowered her pussy and pushed my shaft inside. "Oh, baby... oh shit. You feel so good inside me. That's so good." She pushed me deeper and deeper as her hips continued gyrating.
As her hips bounced on my cock, her breasts were dangling and swaying over my face. I was playing a little game of bobbing for nipple as I tried over and over to catch one in my mouth.
"Oh... I love to watch you play with my tits like that," she moaned. "Such a hungry little boy."
I reached up to grab her breasts, to hold them steady for my mouth, but she grabbed my wrists and forced them to the bed above my head, pinning them. The move lowered her breasts even more, pressing them into my face. She giggled as she pressed even more, smothering me.
I lasted for a minute but then had to turn my head to breath, coughing. It made her giggle.
"What?" she asked, teasingly. "Can't breathe? I tell you, baby, it's so hot getting fucked like that."
I was trapped as she changed her position to press in again and smother me.
"I don't... I don't know," I said when I found a way to turn my head to catch another breath.
"You'll learn," she laughed. "Don't worry, I'll teach you. I'll show you everything. We're going to have so much fun together. We're going to experience everything life has to give."
She rose up again, letting me breathe and giving her room to bounce on my cock again. Her hips were moving fast, slapping against my body, driving me in deep. God, she was driving me crazy... and obviously driving herself even more so. She was going to cum and soon.
"Yes, yes, yes," she panted, her face showing determination and pleasure. "Oh fuck! Baby... that's good. That's so good. I'm gonna cum. Just... just a little more. Oh my God. You're so fucking big."
I was groaning, too. Feeling my own orgasm getting so close. But she was even closer.
"Yes, yes, yes!" she yelled, closing her eyes as her pleasure overwhelmed her. "Fuck! Ohhhh... fuuuuuuck!"
I could feel her juices spray me, gushing out over my shaft and abdomen, dripping to the bed beneath me. Her body shook wildly. She was overwhelmed and out of control as she pulled off me, sliding my cock free before I could cum.
"No!" I grunted in protest. "Fuck! Don't stop!"
My protesting made her giggle. "Don't worry, baby. I won't leave you hanging." She crawled between my legs again and slid my shaft into her mouth. "You're so close, aren't you?" She was stroking my shaft and it felt so good... almost as good as her pussy.
"You're so close," she whispered excitedly. "And you're going to give me such a big, big load."
"Oh my God... oh my God," I panted.
"Yes... so close." Her hand was moving rapidly as she sucked on just the head for a moment, her tongue flicking underneath. The pleasure was intense and I was so close.
Suddenly she slid her mouth down, thrusting my cock deep into her throat.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
"God, I love deepthroating you," she coughed, spitting on my cock to give more lubrication to her stroking hand. "I love it more than breathing."
"God, it does feel good," I moaned. My cock was throbbing with pleasure.
She giggled, looked me square in the eyes, then suddenly slid my cock into her throat again.
GLUG GLUG GLUG
This time, though, she didn't pull it out. I could feel her swallowing, could feel her mouth, tongue, and throat caressing the full length of my shaft as she looked up at me. Tears formed in her eyes and her face started to turn red.
I got nervous the longer it lasted, thinking she was going to pull off at any second, but she didn't. Suddenly, her eyes closed and her body just seemed to go limp. I pulled my hips back and let her fall off me, her limp body just falling onto the mattress.
"Emmanuelle?" I asked, wondering if she was ok. She didn't respond and I started freaking out. "Emmanuelle? Are you ok? Hey!" I said, shaking her body as I moved to my knees. She was still unresponsive and I wasn't sure she was even breathing.
I turned her to her back and shook her again, yelling now. "Emmanuelle! Come on... talk to me... wake up!"
Still nothing. She didn't move at all.
"Fuck! What do I do? What do I do? Come on, you're ok... you're ok." I was freaking out and couldn't even think. I suddenly noticed the phone on the night stand beside the bed and rolled over and pulled it from the cradle. Just when I started dialing for help, I heard her sputter and cough.
"Oh my God!" I said, dropping the phone and rushing back to her again. I grabbed her and cradled her in my arms. "Are you ok? Huh?"
She coughed for a second, her watery eyes trying to regain focus. "Oh wow."
"You scared me half to death," I said.
"Aww... you care," she half coughed, half laughed. "Did you at least fuck me while I was out?"
"What?" I couldn't believe she asked me that.
"I was completely out cold, wasn't I? You should have fucked me."
"What the fuck?" I couldn't believe she was serious.
"God... to wake up being fucked? That would be awesome."
I shook my head, completely confused. She was completely serious.
"I would've fucked you," she said, rising to her knees and facing me. She grabbed my cock and started stroking it again. "You always take the opportunity to fuck." She laughed and climbed on top of me, sliding me into her pussy again.
I panted as she put her hands on my chest and started grinding her hips into me, driving my cock deep inside her.
"Fuck me, Vince," she panted, her fingers grabbing and pinching my nipples. Her hips were moving so fast and my emotions had been moved so much, that I was brought to my orgasm very quickly.
"Fuck! Unh! Unh!" I groaned as I came inside her.
"Oh baby... oh baby! That feels so fucking good," she panted. "Fill up my pussy."
*****
After we both showered and dressed, Emmanuelle told me that she had to take the rental car back and that she'd be gone for a couple hours. I told her I had to get some stuff from my mom's house and, besides, I could pick my car up so I had something to drive.
She wasn't happy to hear it, calling me a mommy's boy, accusing me of running back to her rather than being a man. Accusing me of wanting to She told me she wasn't going to drive me over. But I knew I had to go back. I had to grab my stuff.
I took an Uber over to my parent's expecting both my mom and dad to be at work. Unfortunately, and surprisingly, my mom had taken the week off, and she was home.
"Vince?" she asked as I walked in the front door.
"I don't want to fight, mom," I said, immediately moving to the stairs.
"I don't want to fight either," she said, following me up the stairs. "But we need to talk."
"About what?" I asked, turning to face her when I entered my bedroom.
"About Emmanuelle," she said. "About who she really is and what she's doing."
She was really making me mad. "I know who she is. And I like who she is. I'm in love with her."
"You're not in love with her," she immediately countered. "You're in lust with her. And that's the game she plays. She uses sex to suck you in so she can use you."
"How would you know who she is?" I asked, yelling. "Obviously, you don't know anything about her."
"Didn't you listen to my voicemail?" she yelled back. "I know a hell of a lot about her and none of it's good. I already told you everything and I don't understand how you can still be with her."
I was shocked. I'd listened to all her voicemails and didn't hear anything about Emmanuelle. "What are you talking about? I've listened to all your voicemails."
"Well, I'm glad you listened to them at least," she said, calming down a little bit. "But you missed that one."
"Look," I said, pulling my phone and going through my messages. "When did you call?"
"I don't know... it was... Thursday... Thursday morning."
I went through the voicemails and there was nothing from Thursday. "No voicemails from Thursday."
"Check the incoming calls..." she said.
I looked through the list of incoming calls and, sure enough, there was a call on Thursday morning that lasted nearly ten minutes.
"See? I called," she said.
"Ok," I said, a bit bewildered. How could I have not seen a voicemail. In the back of my mind I was getting a little nervous. Was Emmanuelle going through my phone? Was she listening to and then deleting my voicemails? "Just... what did it say?"
I grabbed my suitcase out of my closet and threw it on the bed. Then I opened one of my dresser drawers, grabbed a stack of clothes and threw it inside. My mom grabbed my arm and tugged me, making me turn and face her.
"I hired a private detective and have been doing a lot of research on Emmanuelle," she said.
I looked at her, shocked that she would do something like this. I wasn't sure I wanted to hear the lies she was going to tell me.
"She is not who she says she is, honey," she said, seeing the anger and denial in my eyes. "Please... listen to me. I'm not lying to you. She didn't just leave her job in Maine, she was kicked out. She was accused of having a sexual affair with a female student."
"Well, that couldn't be true," I said. "She'd have been arrested."
"They couldn't prove it... the girl died, strangling herself. They found her naked with a belt around her neck."
"Ok... well..." I wanted to have some kind of comeback, something that could prove that everything she found was a lie. "What if she's innocent? What if it was a suicide?"
"And she's not married," she said. I was shocked. I'd heard all the times he called that she didn't pick up. She even talked about him moving out of their house and us moving in next week. We were going to move in together and once her divorce was final, we'd get married.
"Her husband was also found dead... in Maine! They think she did it but they can't prove that either. Now she's living off his twenty million dollar life insurance. The bottom line is she's bad news and she's sucking you into her mess."
My mom grabbed both of my arms and pulled me into a hug, putting her head on my chest. "Please... I'm begging you. Leave her. Come home. Please. I don't want to lose you."
"I just... I just gotta think, ok?" I said, pushing her away slightly. "I promise... I'll be careful."
"You better," she said and started crying. "The police detective in Maine that I talked to was scared for you, too. He... he told you to call him. Here's his number." She handed me a scrap of paper with a phone number on it... no name. "I'll let you do what you need to do then. Just... come back to me. Ok? I love you more than life itself."
"I love you, too, mom," I said. "I'm not doing this to hurt you. I'm just trying to keep you safe. Ok?"
"Ok," she said, crying, not turning around before she walked out of my bedroom and down the stairs.
It was on that note that I completed packing my suitcase, grabbing my car keys, and driving back to the hotel. I had a lot to think about... and a lot to worry about. Was it true that Emmanuelle somehow had an affair with a student in Maine and was forced to leave? Was it true she killed her husband? Nothing was making sense. She was just a kindly math teacher that was currently working as a tutor... wasn't she?
*****
After what my mom said, I had to take time to think. I drove around town a bit, not really knowing where I was going, just... driving. I couldn't believe that Emmanuelle was the person my mom said she was. It just... it didn't make any sense. She wasn't the type of person to kill someone. It all had to be a mistake.
I called the detective and he confirmed what my mom told me. He also said that I need to be careful... that choking was a favorite sexual activity for her... that she got off on it. When we got done talking, he told me to make sure I deleted the call from my phone. He was sure she was already looking through it.
By the time I got back to the hotel, it was late afternoon and Emmanuelle was already there. She was sitting on the bed, scrolling through her phone when I walked in the door.
"Did you have fun visiting the fam?" she asked sarcastically.
"I didn't go back for a visit... I grabbed some of my stuff."
"But your mom was there?"
I should have lied, but I knew from experience that I was really bad at it. My mom could always tell when I was lying and I was pretty sure Emmanuelle would know, too.
"Yes. She was there."
"What did she have to say?"
I shrugged. "The usual. She's just worried about me and wants me to come home."
"Why should she be worried about you?" Emmanuelle asked, starting to sound more and more suspicious of me. "Doesn't she like me?"
"Emmanuelle," I said, trying to soothe her concerns. "It's not about whether she likes you or not. She's just not used to me not coming home. And I did leave a bit suddenly."
"Mmhmm," she said, doubting me. "Tell me Vince... did you fuck her?"
I looked at her like a deer caught in headlights. I couldn't believe she'd ask me that. "What?"
"You heard me."
"What? No! Of course I didn't fuck my mother. What in the hell?"
She suddenly changed track and held her hands up apologetically. "Ok, ok... I'm sorry. I just get a little jealous sometimes. And frankly... I'm really horny right now. I went to the sex shop and bought some things for tonight." The last remark was practically sung as Emmanuelle started getting giggly again.
I felt myself get a little nervous. She'd never bought anything for our sex before. "What did you buy?"
"I bought a little lingerie," she giggled, "and... well... you'll just have to wait and see the rest. You'll love it."
I nodded, still nervous about what she'd planned. This rendezvous with Eve was getting a little more complicated.


"The problem was that the sales girl was soooo cute," she said, obviously excited by the young woman. "She was so hot... touching me a little as I looked through the items. She even followed me into the changing room."
Emmanuelle was right in front of me and I could feel myself getting more and more excited as I watched and listened to her story.
"I kissed her and her lips were so soft," she said, touching her own lips. "She even let me touch her breasts. They were small, but her nipples were so hard and pointed. I loved them!"
Damn! It seemed like everywhere she went sex followed her!
"She had this cute little moan that she did when I sucked on her nipple. And just when I was going to go for her pussy, she got called out by her coworker. I was so pissed!"
She was licking her lips and breathing a little harder, as if the memory was getting her more and more excited.
"I did get her phone number... for another time," she smiled. "But, listen, though... I, uh... I'm so fucking horny right now," she said, stroking my arm. "You know what I need? I need to fucking cum. I... I need an orgasm and you're going to give it to me."
This was more the Emmanuelle I was expecting, always wanting sex. "Ok... what do you want me to do?"
"You're gonna give me what I want, that's what you're gonna do." She giggled as she slowly took her blouse off, almost like a striptease. I had to adjust myself because my cock was growing rapidly. Then she reached over, grabbed my bulge through my jeans and started stroking it.
"Are you like... hard?" she said, looking me right in the eye with a little smirk. "Clearly, you have a thing for your mom. You're hard as a rock right now. You're such a pervert wanting to fuck your own mom like that. I don't know why I even try with you."
I backed up a step to try to back away from her stroking hand. She'd bothered me again with what she said. "I'll do whatever you want. But I don't want to have sex with my mom. Ok? I want you."
She stepped forward, grabbed my head with both hands and pulled my face into her chest. "Then, get in there."
"No, I really... I don't," I tried to protest, but she pushed my face into her cleavage, smothering me.
"You like titties?"
"Mmhmm," I moaned, barely able to even talk.
"Well, I guess you'll have to see them a lot closer." She let go of my head for a second and reached around behind herself to unfasten her bra. She pulled it off and tossed it aside, letting her beautiful breasts bounce free.
"Go ahead. I think mine are a lot better," she giggled, grabbing my head again and pulling me back into her chest. My face moved into her cleavage, then she rubbed it around each tit in turn as I licked and sucked. "I know you've been wanting to do this all day."
She stopped moving right with her nipple at my lips, so I grabbed it and sucked in into my mouth, making her moan.
"Look at you, eager beaver. You're such a good boy, aren't you? Yeah. Look how hard you're making my nipples."
I grabbed her tits in my hands, squeezing and lifting them, sucking harder on her nipple.
"You enjoying that big titty?" she asked. I mumbled assent, but couldn't speak. "I'm enjoying you sucking on them. Come on... suck on those nipples. That's the way I like it.
I rose up and kissed her, hard, getting more and more excited, but she pushed me back down to her chest again.
"Come on. Oh, suck on that nipple. Yeah. Go ahead... bite it." She started moaning as I licked, sucked and nibble on each nipple as she presented it to my waiting mouth. "Oh! Mmm... Mmmm... Yeah... get in there. Make mommy happy."
After a few minutes, she pushed down on my head, pushing me to my stomach. "Get down lower now... on your knees."
I kissed down her body, over her stomach, licking at her bellybutton.
"Oh... you look good on your knees in front of me like that." She smiled down at me so deviously, loving how much control she was exerting over me. "Go ahead... take my skirt down for me."
I reached around behind her and unfastened her skirt. I helped her push it down and step out of it, and she tossed it aside, too. She was wearing black thigh-highs and black panties and looked so incredibly sexy.
"Oh my God," I whispered, enjoying her sexuality.
"Yeah, you like what you see now?" I nodded, definitely enjoying it. "Mmm... you know what I want? Do you know what I want you to do?"
"What's that?" I teased, even though I knew exactly what she wanted.
She made me stand and then grabbed my hand and led me over to the couch where she turned and sat down, moving her hips to the edge, and spreading her legs.
"I want you to lick my pussy. I really need this."
I knelt on the floor between her legs and kissed her knee. She grabbed her panties and pulled them to the side, exposing her wet, swollen pussy.
"Go on... kiss it."
I bent down and gently and softly kissed the skin on one side of her pussy, then the other, before kissing right on her labia.
"Lick it."
I licked her labia, then slid my tongue between them, sliding into the wet, sensitive, pinkness inside. She tasted so damn good.
"There you go," she panted excitedly. "Yeah... just like that. So good."
I licked up onto her clit, slipping my tongue in a little circle over it before sucking on it.
"Oh yeah," she moaned. "Mmm... oh yeah, just like that. I like watching you... your tongue right on my clit like that. Oh that's so good."
She grabbed my head with one hand and used it to try and control where I licked and how hard. I took her labia into my mouth, sucking and nibbling on them, making her purr.
"Oh! Oh yeah. Mmhmm... just like that. Yeah, stick that tongue in my pussy."
I moved my hands up to her pussy and pulled her open, sliding my tongue even deeper inside.
"Yeah... rub that clit while you tongue fuck me," she begged.
I curved my arm and hand around and did as she asked, flicking my finger across her clit as I licked her, stabbing my tongue into her hole again and again.
"Oh, just like that," she panted. "Fuck yeah!"
I could tell she was getting close to her orgasm. Her body was really responding to me.
"Oh fuck! Stick a finger in that pussy," she groaned and I obeyed, sliding my middle into her hole as I continued to lick her clit. "Put it in, nice and slow... enjoy it. That feels so good. You're such a good boy."
She was gyrating her hips, helping me. I slowly fingered her pussy as I licked and sucked, quickly taking her to the edge of her orgasm. I held her there for a moment and then did whatever I could to throw her over the edge.
"Make me cum," she begged, panting. "Uh huh... uh huh... keep going." She grabbed my head with both hands and squeezed her legs together, firmly trapping my head in place. I was able to get my hand free, but there was nothing else I could do. "Suck on my clit. Yeah... just like that."
Her hips arched high into the air and I was forced to ride with it. I was lacking air and starting to panic and she twisted her hips and pushed me to the floor, my head still crushed between her thighs. She mounted my face as I struggled to breathe at all, slowly passing out.
"Yeah... keep licking. You don't need to breath... you just need to lick."
I don't even know what happened after that, but I guess I passed out. When I woke, I was hazy and I instantly felt pleasure from my cock.
"Oh yeah... you just got so much harder," I heard a voice giggle faintly... as if spoken through a curtain. Everything seemed so bright and shiny... and every touch on my body seemed electried. I blinked, trying to see more clearly, trying to figure out what was going on.
"Oh fuck," Emmanuelle said and I watched her immediately sit on my lap. I felt my cock slide into her. The feeling was far better than I ever imagined as her pussy squeezed my cock and she started rocking, started rapidly sliding my hard shaft in and out of her pussy.
"Ohhh," I moaned softly and it felt like heaven was opening up for me. And then stars seemed to burst in front of my eyes. "Unhhhh! Unhhhh!" I groaned loudly and it felt like my soul was bursting out of me in waves of pleasure.
"Oh fuck! Ohhhh fuuuuuuuck!" Emmanuelle yelled, giggling, as she came, too.


        